
Live Well & Leave Life Wealthy 
Nilmani Nayak 
 

You have dreams and goals for your future and 
for future of your family. To achieve all these, for 
sure you choose different ways to make money. You 
can spend all towards achieving your goal and 
maintaining your life style or save it. The most 
prudent way is if you can do both, spend money to 
enjoy life and save it smartly & intelligently. 

Money is limited resource, yet there are unlimited 
ways to spend it. Here comes the smartness if you 
save it in a plan what ever may be the constraints, 
invest it, and leverage it to acquire more assets to 
make more money. In this act of financial balancing 
you will find in the society one person earning same 
amount of money is better off than another person. 
The answer is simple; the better off person has used 
his money to work hard for him to make more money 
than himself just working hard. 

Different spending choices and saving plans lead 
to very different results. Only small percentages of 
individuals become millionaires and billionaires and 
rest of the population struggle when they retire or get 
disabled or get serious illness. This is not some thing 
unknown but gets realized very late by many or 
misunderstood at the beginning. To ensure you meet 
your goals for future financial security and get 
protection for you and for your loved ones from the 
unknown and uncertain future you need to plan. If 
you fail to plan to day you may have to pay dearly 
later or it may be too late. You can see many senior 
people working in McDonald or Wall mart beyond 
their retirement with minimum wage. Each of these 
individuals has their own story. One might have been 
sufferer of  a serious disease like cancer, heart attack 
and used all his savings for treatment, another might 
have had couple of years of disability with less 
income but spent on living and educating kids , the 
story goes on. 

There are solutions for different needs and the 
risks can be controlled or minimized at a fraction of 
the cost which you or your family may have to pay 
later if some thing serious happens. Are you prepared 
for? 

You will agree that quality of life is directly 
linked to personal assets. Statistics about personal 
assets are frightening in US as well as in Canada. In 
USA there are 25 million baby boomers whose net 
worth (assets owned less liabilities/debts) is either 
negative or less than $1000/-These baby boomers are 
reaching to their late fifties or early sixties with no 

money or little money to take care of their old age. 
With modern medicine and health care living after 
retirement could be a long way who knows may be 25 
to 30 years. 

As old age is not on any young person’s mental 
horizon, young people do not worry about it. There is 
an inbuilt unwillingness in every one to think of old 
age in any detail. What will happen if the person 
becomes seriously ill or disabled or bed ridden for 
years and requires special care does not concern most 
people. Some people have false comfort that their 
employer or   Government would take care. But those 
supports are either inadequate or not available 
depending on the situation. The cost of spending 
retired life in a decent retirement or a nursing home is 
beyond reach unless a person has a proper long-term 
care plan, which are of good value when it is put in 
place early. 
 

Nothing great happens or works well without 
planning. To plan your life with money, it is a good 
idea to go for the balancing act and manage your 
money with professional expertise with the help of 
professionals. 

During our parents and grandparents’ days, life 
was easier and finances were simpler... People stayed 
in one job for a lifetime, you dealt with one bank, 
maybe stayed in a joint family; there was limited 
choice of financial products. Today, with two-income 
families, every changing tax laws, complex family 
units, more money required for kids education and 
early retirement, there are increasingly complex 
decisions to make in managing finances effectively. It 
is also important to note that people live longer now 
than few decades back and the chances of likely hood 
of getting disabled or getting serious illness such as 
cancer, heart disease are higher, with lesser family 
support it is important to get prepared for such 
eventualities. You are not going to have retirements 
like your parents' had. You'll likely to live longer and 
healthier which means more years to enjoy life.More 
years to fund your retirement as well. 

The good news is that there is   solution for each 
and every problem, so when we plan for every thing 
why should not we plan for our future for such 
uncontrollable events by minimizing the risks. If it is 
not planned today which may cost pennies when time 
comes it may have to be paid in dollars or maybe it is 
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beyond reach or too late. People with a financial plan 
worry less and save more. 

A financial plan will help you to know where your 
money is going, understand where the money will 
come from in future for your family's changing needs, 
Prepare for different stages of your life, maximize 
your retirement savings, protect your hard-earned 
money against the unexpected and manage your 
taxes. 

The process of financial planning is to understand 
your personal situation by assessing where you are 
today, defining short and long term goals, creating 
your plan then implementing strategies to reach those 
goals which are periodically monitored and reviewed 
to check on the progress towards reaching your goal. 
The key elements of financial planning are investment 
planning, retirement planning, estate planning, and 
taxation planning and money management 

Out of many functional key areas of financial 
planning, of late estate planning is gaining 
importance. Though it is death related, it is not merely 
a death issue. An estate plan has objectives that span 
both life time and death as well. 
In recent years retiring people have observed that they 
are living longer, living with various illnesses and 
outliving their savings. As a result of which people 
approaching retirement have three major concerns. 
1) Have enough money to live on? 
2) How much the tax to be paid on death on your 
estate except on few assets? 
3) From where the money will come? (The Tax man 
is not leaving you though you are in the grave) 
 

If you are not comfortable to discuss on the issue 
before and plan then die, your loved ones have to be 
forced to deal with the events that follow death. Many 
die suddenly, unexpectedly. These people will not 
have even a basic will in place to guide their 
survivors as what is to be done with your property or 
your mortal remains how to pay the tax on the final 
tax return of the deceased. Pause to think for a while 
when you are not around, do you want your loved 
ones when they are surviving the loss of a loved one 
which is difficult enough still to undergo the 
additional emotional, financial and intellectual stress 
by your lack of planning in addition to your loss? 
While you are alive and sound mind and body, a 
professional can help you to make a plan which is 
very much under your control, with the consultation 
of your family members. This is called estate 
planning, which also includes Will, Living Will and 
Power of Attorney. 

The objectives of estate planning when you are 
living are: Income tax management at optimum tax 
cost with growth of the estate, shifting investment 
allocation so that appropriate assets are passed to the 
survivors, looking in to replacement income. Most 
important objective of planning is to attain the peace 
of mind and secondly not to leave any messy 
problems behind for your loved ones. 

The objectives of estate planning when you are 
not around are: Managing income tax, avoiding or 
minimizing family disputes and providing income 
streams for needs of the survivors. 

The most important one is to manage death taxes. 
You may assume that whatever property you are 
leaving will pass to the heirs. That may not be case as 
you may have substantial tax liability which you may 
not be aware of. The instant before you die your 
assets are deemed to have been sold at fair market 
value and tax is payable. If you made a capital gain 
the taxman is there to take his part and not going 
away until their liabilities are cleared. 

Here’s the problem: Registered retirement Saving 
Plans (RRSPs), Registered retirement Income Funds 
(RRIFs) and other registered plans are main source of 
retirement income for many Canadians, but what 
happens to the unused registered funds when you die? 
Registered funds can be passed to your spouse tax 
free when you die. After the surviving spouse or if 
you pass these to some one else, these will be taxed at 
your death. Similarly there are other assets except the 
exempt category will be taxed  This means that a 
significant portion will be lost to tax making the Tax 
man as a partner of your legacy and will have 
negative impact on the size of your estate. 

I will give you few examples of estate settlements. 
The king of pop Elvis had an estate of $10,165,434/- 
but after settlement cost of $7,374,635 only 
$2,790,799 was left for the beneficiary with shrinkage 
of 73%. 

In case of William E. Boeing the founder of 
Boeing Airplane company the executer found it 
necessary to petition the court for permission to sell 
the securities to pay the tax and settlement costs for 
10,589,748 leaving net estate of $ 11,796,410 out of 
total estate valued at $ 22,386,158. There are number 
of Canadian cases as well. 
 

Tax men don’t leave army generals, chief justices 
even presidents. You can see in daily news paper ads 
on estate sale. Do you want to be in that category one 
day? 
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What are your options? There are number of ways 
to ensure that sufficient funds are available to pay this 
future tax liability. 

- Setting aside money today 
- Having the executor of your estate borrow the 

funds needed to pay the tax man 
- Selling some of your registered funds 
- Purchasing a permanent life insurance policy 

What is the best alternative? 
To   liquidate the assets at that point of time is not 

a right decision and also to borrow from a bank .The 
life insurance is the best option out of the above, 
which ensures that funds are available tax free to pay 
the tax liability. It also helps to preserve the estate, 
increasing the benefits to your heirs passing the 
maximum wealth to the next generation. 

If you plan today insurance lowers the cost of 
solving this problem in the future. 

If you are in good health & opt for a low cost 
solution which means you pay in pennies for top 
dollars. The growth in the tax-sheltered plan will be 
better than any other investment vehicles. The money 
in the plan is creditor proof and loan can be availed at 
a lower interest when needed during your lifetime. 

The amount is certain as one day you would die and 
insurance company will pay. This is another way of 
enhanced wealth creation and passing to next 
generation whom you love. 

You may have avoided thinking about your 
finances and financial planning until now, but for 
financial security for you and your family it is good to 
plan today. A financial plan is not about getting 
rich...it's about doing more with what you have. 

Planning ahead will benefit you and your family. 
Secondly people don’t like to acknowledge and 
confront their mortality. Thirdly they don’t realize the 
magnitude of the problems that may arise during the 
last days of life today when everything looks good. 

Nobody should have an unplanned life or death. Is 
it not a feel good situation when you plan? When you 
plan, your wishes will be implemented the way you 
want to avoid confusion; frustration, wasted time and 
money while you are alive and passing maximum 
wealth to the next generation, your loved ones. 

So why not plan today have control on life, feel 
good and have peace of mind forever. 

Live well and die wealthy. 

 
 
Nilmani Nayak, MBA PFP, a former banker, is currently a Financial Advisor with Sun Life Financial, in Toronto.  
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The Rural Mathematics Talent Search (RMTS): A Dream Come True 
Sandip K. Dasverma 
 

The Rural Mathematics Talent Search is a test 
conducted once a year among the sixth grade students 
of rural Orissa, Government and Govt aided schools. 
i.e. school is in an NAC area( Notified Area  Council) 
are excluded. So are private schools, like the 
ubiquitous Saraswati Sishu Mandir. RMTS is trying 
to reach out and rescue the students from the most 
vulnerable section of the society, who go to the Govt 
primary & secondary schools.  

It was started in 2003 by Dr. Swadheenananda 
Pattnayak of IMA (Institute of Mathematics and 
Applications, BBSR) to net the talents in 
Mathematics before they wither away. He believed 
and does believe even today that but for this test, the 
rural mathematical talents of Orissa, were withering 
away before they get a chance of flowering. His 
continuous association with Orissa Math Olympiad 
test and team, which was totally urban in its 
contestants and winners, thus convinced him. Orissa 
being 90% rural, Dr. Pattanayak theorized that Orissa 
is loosing out 90% talents. The first 4 years the exam 
was conducted in Sept/October period. Due repeated 
disruptions of flood, in 2007, it was shifted to 
November. At his request I have been associated with 
RMTS from day one. 

The mass exodus of talent in India to applied 
sciences and Engineering in last 3 decades was 
worrying the Indian establishment. They thus grabbed 
this opportunity to unearth the additional 
mathematical talent and to mentor and nudge them to 
pure sciences. Government of India's department of 
Atomic Energy thus has been funding four to six, one 
week long camps for the selected RMTS scholars. 

Originally started with 30 scholarships in the 
name of my father Last Kamala Pada Das in 2003, the 
scholarships once awarded are given out for 5 years, 
class 6th to 10th, and are worth Rs. 1500/year. 

A small number of friends in India have donated 
scholarships to complement this effort, through my 
good friend, Subhas Choudhury's Vikas Educational 
& Charitable Trust (VECT), BBSR.  

A large section of Non Resident Oriyas have later 
joined, with 5 years commitment of scholarships, 
increasing number of scholarships. The effort is 
coordinated by SEEDS (Sustainable Economic and 
Educational Development Society) since 2005, when 
I joined SEEDS. VECT has actively helped SEEDS to 
administer the scholarships. 

The results have been simply spectacular.  The 
main challenge now is how to expand it further, 
without loosing in quality, which will be discussed 
later.  
  
Past: The scholarships and participants will tell the 
story of the spectacular expansion. 
 
Year Participants Scholarships Districts Blocks 
2003 3700 30* 14 N/A 
2004 1400 100 10 N/A 
2005 4700 165 25 81 
2006 20000 201 30 170 
2007 19000 201 30 200 

2008 
30000 
estimated 201 30 314 est. 

* additional scholarships were donated by individuals via VECT. 
 

The spectacular take off of the program has been 
possible due to help from friends in bureaucracy and 
academia. The connecting of one person being 
attempted for last few years is yielding results. Dr. 
Pattanayak stature as a simple Gandhian popular 
teacher has helped tremendously. His students and ex-
students largely man these camps.  The current 
Whose Who in Math of Orissa, like ex-Vice 
Chancellor Dr. G. N. Das, Ex-Prof of IIT, Kanpur, 
Dr. P. C. Das are his active collaborators. 
 
Present: 

The current year financial burden is about Rs. 
12.75 lakhs or about $31 K/year for 850 scholarships. 
And we need about 35 new donors every year 
donating $225 per year. 

One kid, Himalaya Senapati, who stood 2nd in the 
pioneer 2003 batch, not only got selected in the 
Orissa team for math Olympiad, but ultimately 
represented India in the international Astronomical 
Society competition. He went on to win a silver 
medal, an enormous and astoundingly creditable 
effort, besides being 1st of its kind. Many Fields 
Medal (Mathematics Nobel prize) winners, like Dr. 
Pearlman, are in the list of winners of this 
competition.  

With transfer of IMA to its new campus this year 
(June 15, 2008), the hassle of holding camps will 
come down. Additionally, regional camps are starting 
to be held. One was successfully held this year at 
Jharsuguda.  
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Future: 
We have reached a stage where next year the 

scholarship numbers will go up to 1000 per year in 
2009.  This means about 15 lakh in scholarships and 
about 1.5 lakhs in admin costs. This is over and above 
the camp costs, which will be 15 lakhs an year.  

In future camps in other centers of excellence of 
Orissa are envisioned, like camps in NIT, Rourkela. 
We envision this year to have a RMTS test center in 
each of 314 blocks and try to mobilize 100 students 
per center.  

Two major dreams of the team are: 
1. Quantity: Increasing the size of the annual crop 

to 2000 students from the current 200, i.e. a tenfold 
expansion, which is a big challenge administratively 
and academically, even if the required money can be 
raised easily through CSR (Corporate Social  
Responsibility) aids. It is envisioned to move up in 
several steps to this goal. 

2. Quality: To raise a bunch of dedicated 
volunteer mathematicians who will carry on this 
massive project in future, which will need at least one 
trainer in all 30 districts and more in the bigger 
districts with 10 or more blocks. Where do we get 
them?  

a. Dr. Patnaik's dream is to take in about 8 
doctoral students from this year on, who will 
teach in RMTS camps, like the teaching assistants 
in the US Universities. 

b. He also envisions to take in as a student 
researcher one of the primary school teachers each 
year, who again will get the stipend for the RMTS 
camp work and will also be given opportunity to 
complete Ph.D, at IMA, as a carrot to the myriads 
of primary school teachers to get involved, who 
are cooperating and making RMTS, successful. 

c. Dr. Patnaik envisions now to give hand outs 
to students, so they can take open book home 
practice tests and come back ready for the next 
camp. These questions will keep the kids 

interested and in touch, the six months between 
camps. 

d. All future math camps, will have a regular 
day of visit to the nearby IOP (Institute of 
Physics), to fire up the kid's imaginations. One ex-
Math Olympiad camp (not RMTS Camp) attendee 
got so fired up, he went on to study Physics in 
Fergusion College, Pune. He recently got a 
Rhodes scholarship for Ph. D in Physics at 
Cambridge U. of UK.  

e. Attempts are being made to get other 
applied science stalwarts & eminent Engineers to 
visit the Mathematics camps and speak to the 
kids. Last year, brilliant public minded 
administrator Bishnupada Sethi, IAS visited the 
camp and spent time with the kids.  This year 
Padmashree Gopal Mitra, an eminent Engineer & 
present Head of the IIT, BBSR extension, visited 
the camp and gave away the scholarships and 
interacted with the students and their teachers. 
Other scholars are being brought in to the camp, 
more recently, like Dr. Gyana Moharana of IOP.  
 
With NISER, BBSR established, we believe 

RMTS scholars will get opportunity to get in there 
and continue to Ph. D in basic sciences and 
Mathematics, per the grand plan. 
 
Conclusion:  

Mathematics is the language of all sciences. To 
think of a technological and scientific future for our 
state Orissa, it is necessary that the foundation for the 
mathematics is properly laid.  RMTS has been a 
visionary project nudging our state in this direction. 
The first batch of students selected in 2003 has 
appeared in class 10 exam this year.  In two years 
2003 batch RMTS scholars will get out of plus 2, and 
we will have a chance to test our theory. In another 4 
years we will know if the dream will fully be realized. 
The early signs are positive. 

 
 

Sandip Dasverma is the Treasurer of the Orissa Society of America.  He is actively interested and involved in the development of rural 
Orissa. 
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A Journey Back on the Memory Lane 
Ghanashyam Mishra 
 

Everyone close to my age talks about the “Good 
Old Days”.  But there is nothing wrong in reminiscing 
the difficult days that prepared us for a better and 
successful future. As I stroll through my memory 
packed journey half a century ago, it seems like a 
dream.  A dream that had a good ending for a 
teenager from the impoverished rural Orissa of the 
1950’s.  It was the summer of 1957.  I had left Puri 
College after completing I.Sc.  In those days, there 
were only three institutions of higher education in 
Science, Engineering or Medicine in Orissa.  The 
choices were studying B.Sc. at Ravenshaw College, 
Medicine at SCB Medical College or pursue 
Engineering at the newly opened Burla Engineering 
College.  No matter what path I would follow, the 
costs were prohibitive.  My expense at Puri was less 
than ten rupees a month.  As a poor Brahmin boy, I 
lived as a “Bidyarthi” at Bada Akhada Math. I was a 
kitchen help in exchange of free room and board. But 
now, I was facing my journey to the unknown.  By 
the last week of June, I had letter of acceptance from 
Jadavpur Engineering College, Calcutta; from the 
College of Mining and Metallurgy, Banaras Hindu 
University (BHU); and from SCB Medical College.  I 
made a visit to the medical college just to pacify my 
mother.  She wanted me to stay closer to home than 
traveling 300 miles to Calcutta or 700 miles to BHU.  
After a guided tour of the gross anatomy lab, I got 
less enthusiastic of becoming a doctor.  On my return, 
I gave all kinds of excuses to my mother.  “I will not 
get enough loan stipend for 5 years of studies to be a 
doctor, but I can be an engineer in 4 years”, I 
explained.  The most compelling argument was the 
Govt. Of Orissa’s loans of Rs.1000 per year for 
students studying engineering out side the state. 
 

I made the decision to attend BHU.  The main 
question was how to get enough resources to manage 
three to four months, before the loan stipend 
application processed, and funds remitted to BHU.  
Thanks to the BHU Oriya Students Association, 
students from Orissa could delay payments of tuition 
and hostel rents, until the students received their 
stipends.  With this partial help, I still needed at least 
Rs. 400 for travel, books, and mess bills for the first 
four months.  My passbook balance was about sixty 
rupees, the money I saved from my ten rupees a 
month Brahmin Samiti Scholarship.  Throughout my 
high school and college days, I never asked for any 

help from my father.  I knew he had very little cash.  
A few years before, he borrowed some money from 
the village land lord for my brother’s medical 
expenses.  He was having tough time to keep up with 
the interest payments.  He decided to sell two acres of 
our agricultural land in Kujang to be loan free.  The 
other reason was that he was getting too old to do 
planting and harvesting in a plot of land fifteen miles 
away from our village.  The land was good for paddy 
crop.  My father was a farmer, and the land was very 
precious to him.  Besides, this land was given to his 
grandfather by the Maharaja of Kujang to perform 
priestly duties.  A week before my departure to BHU, 
my father sold the land, repaid his loans, and gave me 
a generous gift of Rs. 100 for my college expenses.  
That was a very big sacrifice for a small farmer to 
part with his land in order to educate his son.  My 
deep regrets are that my parents did not survive long 
enough to see their sacrifices paid off beyond their 
imagination. 
 

In the first week of July, 1957, I packed my little 
tin box for my journey to the future.  According to the 
village customs, I walked to the nearest bus stop in 
the early hours of dawn, unseen by any person in the 
village.  The first Cuttack bound bus did not come 
until day break.  I was wearing a dhoti, a full sleeve 
shirt and was barefoot.  In the tin box, I was carrying 
a set of change of clothes, a small cotton towel, safety 
razor set, and some flat rice and puffed rice.  My 
mother always insisted on carrying some light snack 
while traveling.  A bundle of paper money containing 
Rs. 160 was tied to the corner of my dhoti, and was 
secured carefully around my waist.  My loose shirt 
covered the slight bulge.  My middle brother (Bhaina) 
working in Calcutta, wrote me a long letter advising 
of the dangers of the pick-pockets, and other strangers 
traveling in buses and trains.  His letter had detailed 
directions to find him at his work place.  “Sorry 
Ghanashyam, I can not go to Howrah Station to meet 
you,” he wrote.  “The Puri Howrah passenger train 
arrives at an odd time.  I have to cook for the babus, 
you walk across the Howrah Bridge, and take a tram 
(street car) coming to Tollygunge.  After you pass the 
Tollygunge Market, get down, and ask for Chunni 
Bhaduri’s Grocery Store.  You can not miss. It is on 
the main road.  Next day, one of our mess babus will 
take you to Chowrangee to buy all your college 
clothes”. 
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My brother was the cook for about three dozen 

employees of Mr. Bhaduri’s grocery stores.  Bhaina 
was given free room and board and Rs.30 per month 
to cook two meals a day, seven days a week in this 
workers’ dormitory.  He was married a couple of 
years before, but our sister-in-law was at home in our 
village.  In the 1950’s, dozens of young men from my 
village worked as cooks, gardeners and house-hold 
servants in Calcutta to support their families.  Their 
young wives were left behind to take care of their in-
laws or worked as farm laborers.  The young men 
could get a week or two weeks leave during the year 
to visit their spouses and families. 
 

After arriving at Cuttack, I walked to the rail 
station about a quarter of mile from the bus stand.  
The midday Sun was very hot and the air was humid.  
I walked on the edge of the road on the hot sand 
avoiding the semi melting black top road surface.  At 
the station, I stood in the line, and got a third class 
train ticket to Howrah.  On the platform, there were 
hundreds of passengers waiting for the Howrah bound 
train.  There were hawkers and vendors selling 
snacks, tea, fruits, pens and knives.  I had a quick 
snack of fried vegetables and drank a glass of water.  
That would be my entire meal for the rest of my 
travel.  As the train approached, the pushing and 
shoving crowd rushed to the edge of the platform.  
Red-shirted coolies got hold of the door handles and 
were inside the train, before it stopped.  In the middle 
of this stampede, I was pushed in to the train 
compartment.  There was no place to sit.  I climbed to 
a corner of the luggage rack with my tin box.  That 
would be my seat for the rest of my trip.  After fifteen 
minutes or so that felt like eternity in the crowded 
suffocating atmosphere, the train started moving.  All 
I could hear was the deafening train whistle and the 
whoosh, whoosh noise of the steam engine blowing 
thick black smoke laden with coal particles.  The train 
crossed over Mahanadi and Birupa River Bridges, and 
raced through the coastal plains of Orissa and Bengal.  
The passenger train made a stop at each rail station 
through its 254 miles of journey.  I might have closed 
my eyes for a few minutes, but no one could sleep 
amidst the chaotic mess in a third class compartment. 
 

Early next morning, the train arrived at Howrah 
Station.  After the mass exodus from the platform, I 
stepped outside.  The famous Howrah Bridge, the 
longest suspension bridge in India, jumped right in 
front of my eyes.  I have heard about the bridge being 

an engineering marvel, and I felt lucky to see it in my 
own eyes.  I entered a Tollygunge bound tram as 
directed by my brother.  The pages of the history 
book on British occupation of India flashed through 
my mind as the street car rumbled past dozens of 
historical monuments of the British era.  “The next 
stop Tollygunge Market”, the conductor shouted.   I 
got out, and located Chunni Bhaduri’s grocery store.  
One of the store clerks was delighted to see me.  “ 
Tumi Thakur Da’s brother”, he talked in half 
Bengalee and half English.  “Thakur Da always talks 
about you that someday, you will be an engineer.  
You do not have to be a cook to make a living.  Your 
Dada, our Thakur Da, is a very good man.  We all like 
him”.  He led me to the mess hall, about 500 feet 
walk from the main road via a narrow lane.  Bhaina 
greeted me with a tearful embrace.  We had not seen 
each other for more than a year.  After a late 
breakfast, I rested over a reed mat on one corner of 
the kitchen floor.  I slept for several hours.  At about 
2 PM, after all the babus finished their mid-day 
meals, Bhaina woke me up.  I had a nice lunch of rice, 
dal, and fish curry.  Bhaina asked me to make a list of 
my minimum needs.  There was no time to waste.  I 
had to leave the next day to Banaras.  In addition to 
his savings of two months salary, the mess babus had 
raised a donation of another sixty rupees to help 
Thakur Da’s brother.  It was a grand gesture of 
kindness, since it would have taken two more months 
to raise that sum.  “Now you get ready, Deben Da has 
agreed to take you shopping for your college clothes 
to the Chowrangee market.” he told me.  “I have to go 
to the vegetable market to get ready for the evening 
meals”.  My brother had to work from 6 AM to 10 
PM, seven days a week to earn one Rupee a day.  
During Durga Puja, he received a new dhoti and a 
shirt.  Now I was more determined to study hard and 
help my family. 
 

In the afternoon, Deben Da and I went by tram to 
the Esplanade shopping area.  I bought two pairs of 
ready made pants, two shirts, a pair of shoes, and two 
sets of under wears and undershirts.  Next, we went to 
the bedding store, where I purchased a small duree(a 
woven throw rug that can cover a twin bed), a pair of 
bed sheets and a small pillow.  I wanted to buy a 
hold-all to carry all the bedding material like I have 
seen people carrying in the trains.  Deben Da said it 
was a waste of money.  “You can roll and tie all your 
bedding material with a piece of hemp rope.  There is 
no use of spending another twenty rupees just for the 
show”, he advised.  “The money you save will be 
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useful to buy books and supplies at BHU”.  I did not 
argue.  His logic was sound, and we have spent 
almost Rs. 75 out of the hundred rupees my brother 
gave me.  Bhaina was very satisfied.  He knew Deben 
Da was a careful shopper.  He handed over to me the 
remaining money to add the the sum I brought from 
home.  I calculated that I would have almost RS.180 
with me after my travel expenses to Banaras.  That 
could be enough to manage three months, before I 
would receive my loan stipend. 
 

I ate another hearty meal, and tried to sleep.  After 
the evening meals were served, the mess room was 
used as a bed room.  Several grocery store workers, 
and my brother slept on small woven rope cots stored 
in the corner of the room.  The cots were fitted with 
two T-frames on each ends to tie mosquito nets.  That 
night in early July was very hot and humid.  The 
Monsoons had started, but the rains were intermittent.  
Lots of daily laborers were sleeping out side on the 
foot path, which was cooler than inside.  My brother 
decided that we should take our cots out side and 
sleep there.  There was a gentle breeze.  But a 
constant noise of vehicles on the main road and never 
ending barking of stray dogs kept me awake most of 
the night.  Now, five decades later, no one will 
believe that I slept on a side walk in the city of 
Calcutta, where Mother Teresa served all her life to 
help millions on the foot paths of the City of Joy.  But 
it is true. 
 

Next day, I was refreshed, rested and had a 
determined state of mind.  I felt like I was in the base 
camp to make an assault on Mount Everest.  Bhaina 
asked me to go to Kalighat for a prayer and worship 
to Mother Kali, before starting my next phase of the 
journey to Banaras.  No. he could not accompany me.  
He had to work.  I took the tram and found my way to 
the famous Kali temple.  Goddess Kali is the deity 
who protects the humanity from the oppressors and 
evil doers.  I passed through the crowded streets full 
of devotees, holy men, and beggars.  I sprinkled some 
holy water from the muddy Hoogly River on my 
head, prostrated in front of Kali Mata and returned 
back to my brother’s mess hall.  I got ready to return 
to Howrah station to catch the Varanasi Cantonment 
Express.  It was little bit scary to get ready for the 
travel.  For the first time in my life, I had to dress like 
a babu or a student.  I wore slacks, inserted my shirt, 
and put on my shoes.  My brother had stitched a small 
inside pocket next to my waist to carry paper money 
safely.  I did not have a full length mirror to see how 

awkward I looked in my readymade outfit.  In the 
1950s and 1960s, the rich kids bought fabric of their 
choice, and got their pants and shirts made by the 
tailor.  I only hoped the clothes to survive my sixteen 
hours of train travel. 
 

It was about 2 PM in the afternoon.  The Varanasi 
Express pulled next to the platform.  Luckily, the 
crowd was less.  I got in to the third class 
compartment and stretched my bed on the overhead 
luggage rack.  Most of the overnight passengers were 
doing the same thing, reserving a space to sleep.  My 
brother returned quickly after I got in to the train.  
The train started in time.  The big Canadian steam 
engine pulling almost half a mile long train raced past 
factories, meadows, small and big villages on the 
Lower Gangetic Plain.  I sat and looked through the 
window the names of cities and towns in West Bengal 
and Bihar that I knew through the history and 
geography books.  I slept most of the night clutching 
to my little tin box.  By the day break, the train was 
whistling past a big stretch of farm land in Western 
Bihar.  After Mugalsarai station, the train passed over 
the huge Malaviya Bridge over the River Ganges.  I 
was aware that my destination was near.  All through 
my journey, I had not spoken to anyone.  My 
speaking abilities in Hindi were poor, and my English 
vocabulary was limited.  At the Varanasi station, I 
bargained successfully with a rickshaw puller to take 
me to my hostel for twelve annas.  The rickshaw 
puller agreed with the condition that he would take 
another passenger.  I did not object.  He found a co-
passenger part of the way. 
 

At the University Gate, I was told that classes at 
BHU have been suspended for two weeks because of 
an epidemic of Asiatic Flu.  But the hostels are open, 
if the students chose to stay.  My choice was very 
clear.  I was not returning back to Orissa just for two 
weeks.  I was glad to be at my destination safely.  At 
Dhanrajgiri Hostel, I went to our Warden’s office to 
register for my room.  The warden asked me if I 
would like to share a room with another student from 
Orissa.  Needless to say I was extremely delighted.  
The peon showed me my room, and I felt I was in 
Heaven, when I talked to my room mate Kulamani 
Sahu in Oriya.  Kulamani came from a village only 
eight miles away from mine.  He attended a different 
high school, and passed I.Sc from the Ravenshaw 
College, Cuttack.  I felt at home, when I found four 
other freshmen from and couple of senior students 
from Orissa. 
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Our dormitory Dhanrajgiri Hostel housed about 
350 students.  The freshmen and the sophomores were 
in double rooms, and the upperclassmen were 
assigned single rooms.  The hostel was a double 
storied building with an enclosed compound.  Four 
wings of the building faced each other forming a 
perfect square.  Each floor had wide corridors facing 
the compound and a central flower garden.  The 
canteen, mess halls, lavatories and shower stalls were 
located on the back about 150 yards away.  The 
discipline in the hostel was as stringent as in a 
military camp.  There was fixed time for serving 
meals.  The main entrance was locked after midnight.  
The main gate of the BHU campus was guarded by 
the proctor’s office.  Students entering the campus 
after 9.30 PM had to take special permission slips 
from their hostel wardens for late entry. 
 

BHU founded by Late Freedom Fighter Pundit 
Madan Mohan Malaviya, was established in 1916.  
The engineering College was started in 1919.  The 
magnificent campus located on the banks of River 
Ganges consisted of dozens of colleges offering 
degrees in Science, Engineering, Medicine, Music, 
Fine Arts, Sanskrit Literature and Indian Vedantic 
Philosophy.  The physical setting of the colleges 
followed foot prints of famous universities like 
Cambridge and Oxford.  Surrounded by a 12 feet high 
wall, BHU was and still is a self contained city of 
over twelve thousand students, faculty members, and 
supporting staff.  Each college had its sports field, and 
student hostel. The major semi-circular and radial 
roads tree lined with Mango and Mimosa trees.  The 
majestic Viswanath Temple built by the Birla family, 
provides a cool sanctuary from the rigors of 
classroom instructions.  The two weeks of delay, gave 
me time to get familiar with the campus, and adjust to 
the new surroundings.  I was very shy and insecure.  I 
made a few friends, improved my language skills for 
a passable conversation in Hindi with the mess 
servants.  But I could not get rid of my low self 
esteem.  I always felt inferior to my classmates, who 
were affluent, spoke better English, and most of all 
had better clothes. 
 

There was no time to brood over my personal 
difficulties, after the classes started.  Our classes 
started at 8 AM, there was an hour of lunch break, 
and then more classes, laboratory work or workshops 
until 5 PM.  The only relaxing time was on Sundays.  
Our mess halls provided four meals a day for less 
than fifty rupees a month.  For the first time in my life 
I was well-fed.  Within a couple of months, I added a 
few pounds to my scrawny five feet six inches frame.  
My clavicle bones were no longer protruding. 
 

Over the next few months, my financial hardship 
continued, until I received the first installment of my 
loan stipend and my thirty rupees a month merit 
scholarship from Utkal University.  Half a century 
ago, the total cost of my Engineering Education was 
about Rs.7000.  It was a formidable sum for most of 
the Oriya families then.  At present, estimated cost for 
a four year engineering college in India exceeds Rs.2 
Lakhs.  Higher education in engineering, medicine or 
management is still a dream for most Oriya students.  
I am thankful to the Government of Orissa and our 
political leaders of the time to legislate a Loan 
Stipend (student loan) Program for the needy 
students. 
 

As I look back, my four years at BHU were the 
most difficult ones in my life.  In spite of the 
continuing financial difficulties, dawn to dusk classes, 
tough examinations, and summer trainings, our young 
minds were constantly challenged.  After our 
graduation, dozens of my classmates traveled for 
higher studies in Europe, North America and 
Australia.  They all left their marks as innovative 
engineers, professors, and entrepreneurs.  For me it 
was an incredible journey of following a dream.  And 
here is a little quote for our younger generation 
readers so eloquently penned by poet Langston 
Hughes: 
 

Hold fast to dreams, for if they die 
Life is a broken-winged bird that can not fly 

 
Hold fast to dreams, for when dreams go 
Life is a barren field, frozen with snow 

 
 
Ghanashyam Mishra graduated from BHU in 1961.  He worked as a professional engineer for 45 years in the industry and with the 
U.S. Government.  He retired in 2005, and now lives with his wife Dr. Manorama Mishra in Johns Island, South Carolina. 
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My Father’s Tongue 
Tapasi Misra 
 

Recently at a literary function in Cuttack, an 
erudite gentleman asked me if I spoke Oriya to my 
children here in the States.  Hmmm… I said, I think 
so.  Do they speak fluent Oriya, he prodded. Yes, I 
answered.   Well, do you speak to them in Oriya?   
Yes, I am sure I do, I said.  “Maane roj(you mean 
daily)?  Pura(entirely), consciously, 100% Oriya?”   I 
am usually conscious while speaking any language 
but I don’t actively exclude English from our daily 
speech.  100% nuhe, I replied honestly. He leaned 
forward, shocked, why not?  I don’t know, I said, I 
don’t usually agonize over our medium of 
communication on a daily basis.  Then how did they 
learn, he persisted.  Not sure, I said, reflecting on it 
for the first time in my life… Frequent trips to India?  
Maybe we do speak more, unconsciously?  Good, he 
said before he walked to the stage to deliver a speech 
in 100% English to a predominantly Oriya audience.  
Oriya, after all, he looked back to add, is your mother 
tongue. 

Actually Oriya is my father’s tongue. My 
mother’s tongue is Bengali. But hailing from a family 
who worked tirelessly to promote the language and 
culture of their adopted land, she was first taught 
Oriya at home. They did speak Bengali – but with a 
heavy Oriya accent.  It was of some shame for the 
family that they picked up a purer version of spoken 
Bengali from their lesser educated daughters-in-law 
who were raised in Bengal.  My mother’s spoken 
Bengali was further refined later by my father’s father 
and older brother, both die-hard Oriya men who were 
educated in Calcutta.  At school, being from the pre-
independence era, both my parents were taught in 
English.  My mother, who did some college outside 
Orissa, wrote to her siblings sometimes in imperfect 
Bengali and but mostly in perfect Oriya. My father, 
who was usually away from his home in Puri, during 
his college days, communicated with his father and 
siblings in English.  It has been an unbroken and 
unspoken tradition in his family to write to one 
another only in English.   The origins of this tradition 
remains mysterious, especially since I have never 
once heard them speak with each other in anything 
but Oriya,  infused with colorful words and choicest 
invectives that, according to my Puri cousins, lent it 
its special Puri flavor.  From an early age my father 
and his brothers were known for their dramatic and 
speaking skills in Oriya that they proudly displayed in 
the Jagannath Club and Puri Jilla School in the 1920s 

and 30s, and later in Ravenshaw College in Cuttack.  
My father even went on to attain considerable fame as 
a writer and orator, in Oriya of course.  Their mother 
spoke what her children called Parlakhementi Oriya, a 
Telegu flavored drawl characterizing the speech of 
the residents of southern Orissa.   The steady stream 
of relatives and family friends who would drop in 
with their own brand of Oriya, regionally influenced 
accents, provided an endless source of delight for us 
kids. 
 

Both my brother and I were taught the Oriya 
alphabet along with ABCD from an early age.    We 
grew up speaking Oriya, Bengali and English at 
home. Since we had started our schooling in Delhi we 
also spoke Hindi.  My Oriya was reasonably good till 
I started preparing for my ISC(Indian school 
certificate exams) and opted to take Hindi as my 
language elective as by then I was in a high school in 
Andhra Pradesh and Oriya was not included in the 
curriculum.   After school, it was all English in 
College and although I continued to speak Oriya with 
my friends, my reading and writing proficiency in it 
suffered. I remember being shocked that my cousins 
who had graduated from Oriya schools had stronger 
English writing skills (not to speak, stronger math, 
stronger, science, etc. etc.) than me!   So what, I 
consoled myself, I spoke Convent school English.  
The real thing, the stylish thing, the small town mark 
of elitism…But I never ceased to be painfully aware 
of my “Oriya school” cousins’ superior language 
skills, their natural academic strengths.  My half 
hearted attempts to learn more Oriya failed in the face 
of having to keep up with exams, social functions, 
extended family activities, Agatha Christie and 
Barbara Cartland. I did manage to keep up with my 
father’s articles in Oriya newspapers and magazines, 
but it was mostly out of a sense of duty rather than 
real curiosity.  Curiously enough no one, neither my 
parents nor my uncles ever chided me for or 
commented on my language skills, or rather the lack 
thereof.  They simply laughed and left me alone. 

My poor language skills did not really plague me 
till I got married and my mother-in-law, a perfectly 
multilingual lady, insisted that when I am in the US I 
should write to her in Oriya only.  For a while I lied 
and tricked to get out of the scary situation. But many 
excuses and months later, I braced myself, took up the 
pen and the aerogram and plunged into practicing my 
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circles and curly cues with a religious fervor.  Soon, 
emboldened with time and practice, I started adding 
my own calligraphic embellishments and flourishes to 
the Oriya letters that went beyond the call of duty.  
My in-laws were delighted for several reasons.  First, 
their linguistically challenged bahu had taken such 
pains to write to them in such sundar 
akhyara(beautiful handwriting).   Secondly, the letters 
became the source of much entertainment in Keonjhar 
where my in-laws lived at that time.  Friends and 
neighbors stopped by to peruse the beautifully drawn 
but, er, slightly off spelt words.  Children came over 
to find the missing aakaras and okaras, to replace the 
harsais with the appropriate dhirgais, to guess the 
correct harsau and dirghau…Keonjhar grapevine in 
the 1980s was abuzz with my name…”padhi-lekhi 
jaane naahin, kintu jhia ta bhala…”(can’t read or 
write but she’s a good girl), and thus I was redeemed.  
By the time my dubious claim to fame had been 
established, I had become reasonably good with my 
spelling.  The grammar and syntax improved when I 
dropped my previous tendency to write high flown, 
bookish Oriya. I soon realized the absurdity of 
imitating the style of a literature that I hadn’t even 
read properly, and started writing simply and 
spontaneously, just as I speak. My nephews and 
nieces claim that my father-in-law, a sentimental man, 
still takes out those letters from the old almirah and 
chuckles and weeps over them. 

A good philosopher/linguist friend of ours had 
once said about his somewhat thwarted attempts to 
learn Hindi.  “I’ll not only learn but master it one day, 
because I am shameless…”  By the time he left San 
Antonio he was speaking reasonably good Hindi and 
was also beginning to get the drift of Oriya!  What he 
had meant by shameless was, of course, fearlessness, 
his disregard of public ridicule which usually creates 
embarrassment and pressure and prevents us from 
being adventurous and trying new things, including 
dabbling openly in a new language. But language 
needs practice and one has to pursue it freely and 
“shamelessly” in order to learn it well.  And this is 
what I remind the people back in Orissa when my 

kids speak to their cousins in Oriya and they reply in 
English! 

“They know Oriya very well.  Please speak to 
them in Oriya only” my screams often fall on deaf 
ears. Can’t blame the cousins either; they take that 
opportunity to practice their spoken English. 

Some of the second generation Indian kids in the 
US speak their parents’ language.  Some don’t. But 
most of them understand it well and have no problem 
picking it up when they are back visiting their 
relatives in India.  Some take great pains to learn it 
later in life and in the process pick up a rudimentary 
knowledge of other Indian languages as well, 
especially Hindi.  Most of the second generation 
Indian kids I know have grown up with a healthy 
respect for their language, history and culture. 

Many Oriya parents speak nothing but Oriya to 
their children and it has worked out for them.  Some 
of my more determined friends don’t give an answer 
if their children pose a question to them in English. 
Although I empathize with their concern and admire 
their determination, it will never work in my 
household.  My children will simply shrug and go to 
their room and the last thing I want to do is cut off my 
channels of communication with them.  I guess the 
bottom line is that we all have to do whatever works 
to give our children a deeper and stronger sense of 
identity.  But let’s not criticize other people’s 
parenting skills and let them do what works for them. 
I have to admit that I have never spoken much Oriya 
to my children, at least not roj, not consciously either, 
and never once agonized over it.  Maybe they picked 
it up so well from our frequent visits home or from 
our relatives here in the US.  I have however, spent 
hundreds of hours trying to instill in them a love and 
pride in Indian and Oriya culture and history, not so 
much out of my sense of patriotism as to preserve 
their sense of belonging, identity.  Maybe that has 
inadvertently led them to retain the language as well. 
And even if they did not speak a word of Oriya, I 
would hope that they are still Oriya, and Indian, and 
American, in more profound ways. 

 
 
Tapasi Misra lives in San Antonio, Tx. with her husband Lalatendu Misra.  She loves books, music, politics and organizing events for 
local associations. She has two daughters, Sukanya and Supriya. 
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An Obsession for Vintage Fountain Pens 
Manaranjan Pattanayak 
 

My fondness for vintage fountain pens started 
many years ago.  As I remember, it was the summer 
of 1989….I was consulting for a Mexican steel 
company in Monclova, Mexico with a close friend of 
mine, Elmer Shigo, when I suddenly noticed that 
Elmer was using a Big Red Parker pen to write.  I 
could barely check my curiosity.  I asked, "Hey 
Elmer, what kind of pen is that?"  Elmer explained, 
"This is a Parker Duofold Senior circa 1920."  Elmer 
was the man who introduced me to this new 
expensive hobby.  That warm summer evening in 
Mexico, Elmer gave his first of many lectures on 
vintage pen collecting (Fountain pens 101!) 

 
Elmer and I had been friends and colleagues for 

many years.   We were both in the steel making 
industry.  We first met when I was employed by the 
Steel Company of Canada in Ontario and Elmer was 
working for US Steel in Pennsylvania.  Eventually I 
left Canada and came to work for US Steel in 
America.   Elmer was my boss. We both worked in 
the blast furnace department and over time we 
became close friends.  Elmer is a true renaissance 
man: a talented musician, a gifted silver jewelry 
maker and a skilled woodworker.  He is extremely 
outgoing and funny.  Elmer's physical appearance 
contrasted sharply to my own slight Indian build.  He 
was six foot five inches tall with a broad shouldered 
Hungarian frame. People watching the two of us 
walking side by side, often laughed at the mismatch. 

My earliest recollection of fountain pens was 
when I was seven years old. In those years during 
World War II, very few people could afford a 
fountain pen in India.  All my friends in school were 
using dip pens with inkpots and ink tablets.  I saw a 
Blackbird & Swan fountain pen in our house.  It was 
cheap and leaking.  I think I broke it when I started 
fiddling with it.  I saw my first decent fountain pen, a 
Pilot Pen, in 1945 when my uncle brought one back 
after serving in the Second World War. In 1955 I 
remember I bought a Japanese made Pilot pen which I 
soon lost. While living in Germany in the early 60’s I 
owned a very inexpensive and ordinary Pelikan 
fountain pen.  That was the extent of my fountain pen 
knowledge. 

After many visits to Elmer’s house, my 
fascination for fountain pens grew tremendously.  I 
was determined to start collecting vintage pens.  
Elmer explained the basics:  how to repair simple 

things, how to restore and polish pens, and how to get 
a collection started.  Initially, it was very difficult for 
me to buy any pens.  I had a difficult time learning the 
worth of vintage pens.  There are many factors which 
affect the true value of a pen, such as the “brand” like 
Waterman, Parker or Shaeffer.  The condition of the 
pen itself imparts value.  Pens of a particular color or 
material have more worth than other pens.  The filling 
system that is employed to hold the ink varies from 
pen to pen is important.  Lastly, the type and 
condition of the nib is critical as well.  Elmer had a 
wide variety of pens to demonstrate all of the above.  
His encouragement enhanced my passion for pen 
collecting.  A few months after our return from 
Mexico, he took me to my first pen show in 
Philadelphia. 

The pen show was amazing.  There were 
thousands of pens and pen enthusiasts!  Many pen 
collectors were foreigners from Europe and South 
America.  Since I speak German, I quickly made 
friends with several German collectors who were 
visiting. 

The Philadelphia pen show was the first of many 
pen shows for me.  The pen collectors that I met were 
for the most part helpful, generous, fair and honest, 
especially towards new collectors.  The shows are 
essentially for trading and selling pens.  When you 
buy a vintage pen, the seller typically tells the buyer 
the defects of the pen and the repair work that has 
been done on it.  It has been a great way to meet 
interesting people. 
 

The last 17 years I have spent much of my free 
time haunting various flea markets and antique shops 
in search of great “finds”.  Some of the pens I have 
found for $10, after refurbishments are worth $1000.  
I have visited pen shows across the country, from 
Washington DC to Los Angeles.  My pen hobby has 
crossed the globe as well.  In India I met with some 
antique pen dealers and made some wonderful, 
unique discoveries. 

My collection has flourished through the years.  I 
have acquired some eclectic pens from many different 
manufacturers.  The majority of my collection spans 
pens made from 1884 to 1960.  I have a few new 
“limited edition” pens as well. I still always keep in 
touch with my “guru” Elmer and heed his advice.  I 
realize now this expensive hobby has evolved from a 
passion to an obsession! 
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A Beautiful Clutch of Antique Pens 

 
From left to right: (1) Parker Duofold 1921-1929 (lucky Curve). One of the most collectible pen, button filled; (2) Waterman Patrician 1929- Onyx 
(cream and Red) plastic, lever filling; (3)Wahl 1927-1932 Gold seal, blue plastic, lever filling Ladies pen; (4)Sheaffer 1932 Balance 3-25 Blue & 
Black marble look, Radite, lever filling; (5)Whal 1923-1927 Emerald Green, lever filling; (6)Sailor (Japan)1960 Hand painted 14kt nib; (7)Whal 
1927 #4 in Orange hard rubber, gold filled trim, lever filler; (8)Conklin 1927 Endura large lever filling pen in RED Plastic; (9) Conklin 1927 Ladies 
pen, lever fillng; (10) Parker Pencil 1932 lapis Blue. 

 

 
From left to right: (1) Waterman #48 Safety Pen (retractable nib) ca. 1906-1908, hard rubber, red ripple; (2) Swan 1920 -1930, with two reservoirs, 
two nibs; (3) W aterman #322 1900-1920 14k Gold, " Barleycorn" design ,half overlay, eyedropper filled taper cap pen; (4) Parker 51 (1947), chrome 
cap; (5) Parker Duofold senior (Lucky Curve) ,Black , Hard rubber, button filling. (6) Sheaffer 1959 --PFM (pen for man) with white Dot (signifies 
lifetime warranty), gold cap with snorkel extended. 
 

Manaranjan Pattanayak, originally from the villages of Mendha and Bagalpur,  is a founding partner of the 
M&M Corporation, a broad spectrum consulting group with expertise in software, music and steel production, and, of 
course, antique fountain pens.  Currently he lives with wife Minati  in the US heartland, in Kansas City and plays with 
Lauren, Connor and Christine . 



A Pen with a Proboscis: My Unfulfilled Dreams of a Sheaffer Snorkel Pen 
Lalu Mansinha 
 

They say that from conception to birth, an 
embryo re-enacts all phases of human evolution.  
And so it is that from my school days in 
Sambalpur, to my old age in America, I have 
passed through all the stages of evolution of pens.  
My father, Mayadhar Mansinha, learnt the 
alphabet by scribing with a stick on sand.  I wrote 
my letters on a slate.  My school days in 
Sambalpur was during the Second World War.  
There was shortage of everything.  We kids looked 
for dropped large bird feathers.  We sharpened the 
hollow quill to a point, then using a razor blade, 
split the point, and we had made a quill pen.  It 
was fun writing with a quill pen; it made a 
scratching sound as we wrote, but the point wore 
out too soon.  Years later, when doing engineering 
drafting at IIT Khargpur, we had to use a 
‘crowquill pen’.  We used it for drawing and 
writing with fine lines.  It was in name only, 
nothing to do with the plentiful crows of Orissa.  
The original crowquill was used by artists to draw 
fine lines. 

As schoolboys our fingers had massive 
blotches of blue and black -- the inkstains.  I 
received many a scoldings for patches of inkstains 
on my shirt and shorts.  We used to make our own 
ink. We bought tablets of ink, about the size of a 
dime, and put it with water in a small bottle.  The 
desk at school had a two or three centimetre size 
hole, in which sat the ‘inkwell’, a conical sort of 
open ink tumbler, made of lead.  We used to take 
the ink from home and pour into the inkwell.  We 
wrote in class by frequently dipping the pen in the 
inkwell. 

The situation was just too tempting for a 
schoolboy.  Gently take the tip of the pigtail of the 
girl in front, dip it in the inkwell, and gently place 
it back.  She won’t notice all this until someone 
told her about the ink blotches on the back.  I never 
did such things; not me – I was a good boy; must 
have been someone like my friend Manaranjan. 

In those days, and I am talking of mid-1940s, a 
metal nib was a luxury.  It was the time of the 
Second World War.  Huge amounts of all metals 
disappeared into making of guns and ammunition.  
 There were shortages of everything metal.  So 

alternative materials were experimented with.  
Only two types of plastics were available then –
bakelite or gutta percha.  I had a gutta percha nib.  
My nibs were prized possessions, much envied by 
my brother Lalit.  And Lalit and I had many a 
scrap over my gutta percha nib. 

The Second World War ended in 1945, and 
slowly the world returned to normalcy.  In 1939 
when the war started it was a world dominated by 
the European colonial powers -- England, France, 
Holland, Portugal, Germany.  In 1945 it was a 
victorious United States that dominated the world.  
And so before the war in India we saw Swan and 
Blackbird pens; after the war the pens to buy was 
Parker, Sheaffer and Waterman.  These were 
technological marvels, the pride of American 
engineering and technological craftsmanship.  In 
the India of 1950s and 60s, having a Parker 51 pen 
with a silver cap in your pocket was a sign that you 
had made it in the world, and also a magnet for 
pickpockets.  Parker 61, with gold plated cap was 
even more the symbol of wealth and importance.  
But technologically, I was fascinated by the 
Sheaffer Snorkel. 

All fountain pens had to be filled with ink.  For 
my cheap fountain pen I had to open the barrel, 
and fill it with a dropper.  With more money you 
could a get a lever- or plunger mechanism for 
filling.  The Parker pen had a special barrel 
extension that covered most of the nib, and the pen 
was filled with a plunger pump.  Still the tip of the 
nib cover barrel got messy and had to be wiped. 

The Sheaeffer Snorkel was inspired by the 
German submarine U-boats a device that allows a 
submarine to suck air while still running diesel 
engines underwater.  It was used extensively by 
the German U-boats in the Second World War.  In 
the Sheaffer Snorkel Pen a narrow tube (much like 
a mosquito’s blood sucking tube) extends from 
under the nib and sucks in the ink. After that the 
snorkel tube withdraws into the pen, leaving no ink 
mess.  In its day the Sheaffer Snorkel was the 
technological marvel among pens.  In India, 
though, the symbol of success remained the Parker 
51 and 61.  Only a few oddballs like me admired 
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the mechanism of the Sheaffer and dreamt of one 
day owning a gold-plated Shaeffer Snorkel. 

In 1945 in one of the boys in my class told us 
that he had written with a pen in which the ink 
lasted for six months without a refill.  We did not 
believe him.  How can such a pen exist?  What sort 
of magic ink did it use?  It was impossible.  That 
was the ballpoint pen. 

As ballpoint pens became more available and 
affordable, dire warnings were issued by the 
teachers and the elders in Orissa.  The ink was not 
permanent; it will fade away.  School children 
should not use ball point pens, as it leads to poor 
handwriting.  But then we had also been warned 
about fountain pens --- bad for children, spoils 
handwriting for life.  We were also warned by the 
elders about every new technology.  Don’t read by 
electric light – bad for eyesight.  (Until I went to at 
IIT Kharagpur, I studied with kerosene lamps).  
Don’t go to the bioscop (that was the early name 
for cinema when I was a child) – bad for eyesight 
and spoils the mind.  Well I should not complain 
too much.  My father learnt the alphabet by writing 
with a stick on the sands on Nandala Village in 
Chilika Lake.  In sishushreni (kindergarten), I 
learnt to write with seelata, a slate, with khadi, a 
hard chalk like stick, made from serpentinite. 

Back to technology.  Well the era of disposable 
plastic pens has led to the demise of beautifully 
crafted, technologically inventive pens.  The 
middle class no longer sports a prominently visible 
gold plated Parker 61.  The marvel of the snorkel 
pen is admired only among the very old, the pen 
collectors like Manaranjan and in the minds of 
people like me, remembering the days gone by. 

The word Snorkel originally referred to 
submarines in the 1940s.  With advertising 
campaigns by Sheaffer, the word slowly drifted in 
meaning to include the special ink filling 
mechanism also, in the 1950s.  With increase in 
diving, the snorkel and snorkelling took on new 
meanings.  Around the 1990s, with the end of the 
Cold War between the Western Democracies and 
the Soviets, public interest in military submarines 
declined.  So in public usage the term ‘snorkel’ no 
longer refers to its origins – the submarine, nor to 
the Sheaffer pen.  Currently the only usage of the 
word snorkel is for shallow diving, using an air 
breathing tube. 

There is a ‘Law of Maximum Frustration’, or 
some such law which states – ‘By the time you are 
wealthy enough to afford a swimming pool, you 
are too old to swim’.  In all my growing up years I 
could not afford a Sheaffer Snorkel Pen, only 
admiring it from afar.  Finally when I can afford to 
buy a Shaeffer Snorkel, it is no longer 
manufactured.  Not that it matters anymore.  In this 
age a goldplated Sheaffer Snorkel in my pocket 
will no longer get me an envious or even admiring 
glance from someone.  Ah the follies of youth.  
Would the girls have glanced in my direction if I 
had a shiny Sheaffer in my pocket?  Perhaps that 
was behind my dream of owning a Sheaffer 
Snorkel.  Now I will never find out.  And so it is 
that I shall leave this earth without ever having a 
Gold Plated Shaeffer Snorkel Pen in my shirt 
pocket, receiving admiring and envious glances 
from everyone around. 

 
 
Lalu Mansinha lives a life dominated by the Law of Maximum Frustration in London, Ontario, Canada, far removed, in both time and 
space, from Chilika Lake, Sambalpur and Cuttack, where he grew up and evolved with pens.  Among his many unfulfilled and 
unfulfillable dreams are:  to have fought in the great campaigns  of the Second World War (65 years ago); to have been in Vienna 
when Beethoven’s 9th Symphony with the chorus for Frieden (Peace) was played for the first time (200 years ago); to be in Delhi and 
Agra in the court of Emperor Shah Jehan (400 years ago); to have been a sculptor during building of Konarka (900 years ago); to 
have been around when Tyrannosaurus rex roamed the Earth (when humans were 58,000,000 years away from being evolved). 
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Roving the Countryside in Search for Antique Pens 
Lalu Mansinha 
 

Somewhere in my genes there is an absence of 
passion for objects animate or inanimate.  And so 
when Manaranjan mentioned that he is starting to 
collect antique fountain pens, I was not impressed.  I 
thought ‘It is a passing fancy; it will pass in due 
course, as all fads do’.  Well, two decades later, in 
spite of my scepticism, he is now one of the top 
antique pen collectors in North America.  And I?  
Well I continue to be the roving cynic – cynical and 
critical of most things, though now, an admirer of 
pens – beautiful antique pens, with such wonderful 
artistic design, not only of the mechanism, but also of 
the beautiful plastic barrel material itself – those 
iridescent semi-transparent, semi-translucent designs 
of swirling bright and muted colours; of chips in the 
plastic with varying shadows and brightness; of the 
little bars changing colours so subtly.  To this day I 
admire the artists who designed the pen barrels, and 
marvel at how they did it. 

Once Manaranjan got hooked on antique pens, I, 
Charu and Minati became afflicted too with the 
second hand enthusiasm, much like second hand 
smoke.  So wherever we travelled, whether the 
wilderness of New England, the lake country of 
Ontario, the small towns of southern Oregon or 
northern and central California, or the flat heartland 
of the US, before the Rocky mountains rise out of the 
plains, we looked for antique pens.  But of course, we 
three only know the difference between an old pen 
and new.  We quickly learnt that old does not mean 
antique.  Manaranjan of course travels with a 
magnifying lupe and a color catalogue.  He can 
usually tell at a glance if a dirty, tarnished pen is 
‘interesting’; if he does not, out comes the color 
catalogue, listing evry know antique pen of value. 
I write haltingly, with difficulty and more often than 
not, nothing flows out from my pen – no words, no 
phrases, no sentences.  My mind goes blank, and my 
fingers freeze.  My father, the writer, wrote every 
morning.  He stood at the pedestal and wrote for a 
couple of hours, with the words flowing out of his 
pen, continuously, effortlessly.   

Through Manaranjan I learnt that there are huge 
number of collectors, people who worship pens, but 
do not actually use the pen for writing.  The process is 
simple:  acquire an antique pen; repair the 
mechanism; polish up the outside; replate the gold or 
silver if needed; take the pen for a test drive – i.e put 
a few drops of ink and write something like ‘The 

quick brown fox …….’; and then put it away and take 
up the next pen project. 

And so the four of us are on the lookout for 
antique pens, which leads us to stories.  Here is one 
asto how I came to sell cards and candies in a variety 
store.  Once Manaranjan came to the unknown town 
where I live, London, Ontario and told me that there 
are two major collectors in this area.  Here?, in 
London?.  Yes he said; there is a association for 
collectors, who are all listed in a national directory.  
So off we went.  We arrived at an ordinary gift and 
variety store with a middle aged man behind the 
counter.   

 
Manaranjan walked up and said:  Do you have any 

antique pens? 
Storeowner:  No.  I have some gift pens on your left 

there. 
Manaranjan:  I collect pens. 
Storeowner:  Oh yah!  Interesting.  What do you 

collect? 
Manaranjan:  I have the red fat barrelled Parker made 

in 1928. 
Storeowner (Suddenly perking up, looking at both of 

us in the face for the first time); What else do you 
have? 

Manaranjan:  Well last week I went to Chicago pen 
fair and got a good deal on 1901 Waterman. 

Storeowner (Now that he was satisfied that he is 
talking to a genuine pen enthusiast):  Well I have 
some good pens too.  I keep them in the back. 

Manaranjan:  Why don’t we look at them? 
Storeowner (now really interested and excited):  Yes, 

your friend can be in charge of the store. 
Storeowner (turning to me):  Just stand behind the 

counter and sell anything that any customer wants 
to buy. 

 
And so I am now suddenly I am a part time 

cashier – except I have never used a cash register 
before.  The store owner in his excitement of finding 
another pen enthusiast forgot even to count the cash 
he was leaving me.  Manaranjan and the Storeowner 
had a field day at the backroom.  I could hear them.  
Every pen that the storeowner brought out, brought 
out another pen story from Manaranjan, and then 
from the Storeowner.  They were there for an hour, 
while I was chit chatting away with the customers 
who came in.  One even brought a coffee for me.  
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This was my first introduction to the world of pen 
collectors.  I learnt of a local penclub; Manaranjan 
was invited to join.  Nothing was said to me.  I guess I 
did not qualify. 

Another story. We were at Rice Lake Cottage 
picnic, and wandered off to the small town nearby.  
Manaranjan gravitated towards the only store that had 
a few antiques; he asked about antique pens.  They 
had a few pens.  After some bargaining Manaranjan 
bought a lot of four or five pens.  We then went to 
have breakfast at one of these small cosy country 
restaurants.  As we sat down, he took off his shoes, 
then his socks.  I, Minati and Charu shouted at him 
not to be so uncouth, taking out his dirty socks in 
public etc. etc.   He ignored us and proceeded to 
polish one of the pens he just bought with his dirty 
socks.  Apparently dirty socks are just the thing for 
burnishing the faded plastic barrel of old pens.  And 
soon the pen started shining.  A few more rubs and 
Manaranjan said ‘See!  My old socks have 
transformed this old $10 pen into a $100 antique’. 

In St. Louis, the Gateway to the West, we looked 
for and found a large flea market.  After we parked, 
we saunter off to the entrance.  It was a tiny entrance, 
just enough wide so that a man could get through 
sideways.  On the top there is a sign ‘Handguns not 
allowed.  All guns must be checked in’.  I was 
nervous.  Anytime a sign says ‘hand in your guns’ 
means someone has a gun pointed at you as you go 
under that sign.  Four brown people coming in --  they 
do not need a reason to be suspicious.  Once inside 
the flea market we were not reassured.  Many of the 
people manning the stalls appeared very rough.  We 
went to various stalls and Manaranjan asked the 
standard question ‘Do you have any antique pens?’  
Most did not have any.  At one stall a very uncouth 
looking man could not understand the question; he 
said ‘What do you mean by pen?’  Oh my God, I 
thought;  ‘pen’ has an American colloquial meaning 
meaning – short form of ‘penitentiary’, jail.  At this 
point the fellow bent down behind the counter – ‘ Oh 

my God! He is getting his gun’.  We quietly slunk 
away and quickly exited from this flea market. 

We roamed in northern California along the 
scenic but curvy coastal highway.  The Pacific Ocean 
on the right, the hills and bluffs on the left.  We saw 
many brilliant sunsets.  And we saw life in small town 
America that few get a chance to see.  One evening 
we arrive at dusk, tired and hungry, and looked for a 
motel in this small town of about 1000 people.  All 
motels were sold out.  ‘How come?’ we asked of the 
Gujrati hotel manager.  He said ‘There is a football 
tournament and people from nearby towns have 
come’.  ‘There must be rooms in a motel somewhere 
in this town?’.  Well, he says, I know the manager of 
the next hotel down the street.  After some rapid 
conversation in Gujrati, the manager said, yes he will 
give you two rooms, but he will need an hour to clean 
them up.  We said we will take it, and asked for 
directions to the best restaurant in town.  We went 
there, had a nice meal, and came to back check in.   
Well, no wonder he had the two rooms.  They were 
being repaired and painted.  The hour cleaning up was 
not the typical motel room clean up.  They had 
removed the ladders, painting stuff etc.  It was filthy, 
dirty.  In the middle of the night the bed leg gave 
away, with a resounding crash.  We should have 
driven to the next town.   

And so we are planning for the next trip.  Not 
much planning involved.  We drive around in the 
heartland of Canada and the US, stop in antique stores 
and flea markets, and occasionally Manaranjan makes 
a big find.  During daytime we admire the scenery 
and when we are tired we stop somewhere.  I end 
with a quote from a poem by W. H.  Davies: 
 

WHAT is this life if, full of care, 
We have no time to stand and stare?— 

 
A poor life this if, full of care, 

We have no time to stand and stare 

 
 
Lalu Mansinha lives in London, Canada. 
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Memories 
Sunanda Mohanty 
 
“Memory… is the diary that we all carry with us.” - Oscar Wilde, The Importance of Being Earnest 
 

In our lifetimes, we make, keep and try to let go 
of innumerable memories. In Psychology, we speak 
of long term, short term, episodic and other kind of 
memories. In the context of the settlement process of 
new immigrants, memories have tremendous power 
and signifinance. For some, memories of a better life 
lived sustain them during hardships endured during 
trying to carve their identities in a new land and for 
others, the newer pleasant memories help to deal with 
the trauma of painful memories from a war ravaged or 
hostile environment in their countries of origin. In 
talking about memories, I am going to refer to some 
of mine. 
 

My arrival in Canada was when it was in the 
throes of winter of January 2002. It was a period in 
which a lot of new memories were created. It was my 
first exposure to how lonely and isolated living in an 
apartment in North America could feel as a new 
immigrant without the warmth and familiarity of my 
usual bearings. Like all new immigrants, I had left the 
associations behind my memories, family, friends and 
places. This was a time in my life that was marked by 
a number of new transitions, new marriage, new 
country and also the first time that I had made an 
important journey   without the support of my mother. 
“Mummy” as I called my mother, had passed away a 
few months earlier on a Diwali day in November, 
suddenly and unexpectedly. In my work with my 
clients, I encourage that when they are grieving or 
otherwise that there be not been too many transitions 
at the same time. However, coping with transitions 
becomes easier when there are supportive factors in 
our lives. The loving embraces of my partner soothed 
me, the task and activities of daily living gave 
structure and the memories of my experiences with 
my mother, and guiding, encouraging and loving 
sustained me. 

The landscape of memories changes with time and 
circumstances. From the initial isolation and 
loneliness in the apartment, things have come a long 

way indeed! I have come to appreciate the beauty of 
the winter, marveling at how prettily snow can sit on 
the leaves and the pristine brightness of it on the 
ground. From being a newbie in the Canadian 
workplace context, I built up on work experience to 
presently working with individuals, couples and 
families from diverse cultures on a variety of issues. 
Newer associations were created through meaningful 
conversations, workplaces, friendships and events. 
Newer skills were also acquired. From being an 
anxious new learner on the road moving to be a 
confident driver on the roads, albeit local ones.  Being 
a part of a vibrant and active Oriya community with 
its cultural programs and get-togethers also 
contributed to the joy of life in Canada. 

 
Sometimes, like most people, I do wish that I had 

a magic wand where I could turn back the clock.  The 
magic wand would have given control over life and 
death, something that as human beings we do not 
have. That does not stop us from wishing… I wish, 
Mummy could be a part of the memory of my 
excitement at cooking a first meal entirely by myself, 
or seeing Jhumpa Lahiri read at the Harbourfront 
Reading Series or a new idea for decoration. She 
loved to read, decorate and try different and new 
things and we could have had so much fun together.  
The intensity of the grieving memories reduces with 
time but they do not completely fade away. Accepting 
the loss and acknowledging that there would be 
countless memories of birthdays, anniversaries, 
achievements, and disappointments without the loved 
one is an important part of healing from the loss. 
People hold on to the loving memories and try to push 
away the more painful ones. They learn to cope, move 
forward, plunge into roles and responsibilities and 
find joy in newer ways. 
 
“Memory is a way of holding onto the things you 
love, the things you are, the things you never want to 
lose.” - The Wonder Years 

 
 
Sunanda has an M.Phil in Clinical Psychology, from the National Institute of Mental Health and Neuro Sciences (NIMHANS) in 
Banagalore. She works at a Community Service Agency in Peel, Ontario providing Counselling. She has various interests, the current 
one being decorating her new home in Brampton, where she lives with her husband, Srimanta. 
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The Young Creative Artists Amongst Us 
Sri Gopal Mohanty and Lalu Mansinha 
 

In the expatriate Indian community, there is a 
dichotomy in the appreciation of the arts in general, 
but performing arts in particular.  Performing arts are 
good for enjoyment, are an integral part of our 
culture, but not a good career option, particularly if 
one’s offspring are involved.  Medicine, technology 
and business are desirable career choices.  Performing 
arts are not.  Opera, jazz, musicals, films — these are 
even more alien territory. 

So we being fond of the arts, we note with 
pleasure, that in spite of the tacit discouragement, 
several of the next generation have chosen a different 
path of their own, towards the performing arts. 

Here we present short and incomplete list of those 
who have come to our attention, through being 
recognized outside the immediate friends, family and 
community.  This list is neither exhaustive nor all 
inclusive.  Undoubtedly there are others, left out, 
mostly due to our ignorance.  We hope future issues 
of this journal will continue to recognize others of the 
younger set who have dared to explore and express 
themselves, and have achieved significant 
recognition. 
 

Tirthankar Das in his own 
words: “love to express 
myself through my films, 
videos and music that I 
produce.” Produced and co-
directed Chath-A Roof 
Without Walls that has been 
screened in 4 international 
film festivals. Started 
independent production 
company Magnapex Media 
and Entertainment. 

Chath is the first major 
production. Hope to make 

many more interesting and hard-hitting films under 
this banner and establish it as a creative production 
house in East-Coast America. 

I have composed music for Hindi feature films 
Bandhak and Circus with Shyam Vaidhyanathan (We 
go by Shyam-Das: www.shyam-das.com).  Will be 
launching my first music album in collaboration with 
Shyam  featuring  singers  Sonu Nigam, Sunidhi 
Chauhan, Mahalakshmi Iyer, Sadhana Sargam, 
Naresh  Iyer,  Karunya.  Completed a music album on 
Oriya modern songs, to be released in 2008.” 

Tirtha Das’ latest film, The 11th Day,  is about a 
transient meeting between a troubled American 
teenager Amanda and a 9 year old Indian girl Pia, 
both struggling with their own lives. Amanda is 
suicidal while Pia is struggling with her terminal 
illness. The unpleasant beginning transforms into a 
lively situation during which they share their little 
experiences, problems and joys. They finally create a 
bond that helps the American teenager redeem herself 
from her woes.  She realizes that life is reason enough 
to live. Details about The 11th Day: Length: 38 mins; 
Produced and Directed by: Tirthankar Das; Director 
of Photography: Hyder Bilgrami; Music: Shyam 
Vaidhyanathan; Production Asst: Arvind Patnaik, 
Zoltan Bagi. 

The film Chath-A Roof Without Walls 
(www.chaththefilm.com) deals with the unexplored 
subject of homelessness.  The primary motivation 
behind its making was to tell a story that has never 
been told through a feature film - the story of 
homelessness, its roots, its impact on human lives and 
emotions and the reality that homelessness is more of 
an emotional and mental phenomena rather than just 
an economic condition. Chath delves into the 
dynamics of the relationships between 3 homeless 
Indians in USA. The three different personalities 
clash and this raises pertinent questions about life and 
existence, and about dealing with life’s failures. 

They pointed out that Chath has been inspired by 
real-life incidents and experiences of the homeless 
and strongly felt that people should be aware of this 
problem that has a huge bearing on our society. Hyder 
and Das personally met with homeless people 
including Indians in New York City to get a better 
perspective on their issues.  "Some of the incidents 
that homeless people have experienced in real life are 
even more disturbing and horrendous than what we 
have shown in the film. The bitterness and trauma 
they experience often results in drug abuse and 
serious mental abnormalities and deviations". 
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The youngest in this list of young artists, we 
introduce Suraj Patnaik by quoting verbatim from a 
recent report in the Hindustan Times: 

“At a time when most 
young people are taking to 
the western culture blindly, 
Suraj Patnaik, a 12-year-old 
boy residing in the United 
States of America, has left 
many spellbound with his 
passion for Oriya music.” 
Suraj Patnaik, a fourteen-
year-old boy from 
Naperville, Illinois is a 
musically gifted child. 
Suraj, who used to surprise 
his audience with his performances at a very early 
age, was believed to be a child prodigy. Being a 
versatile singer, Suraj has been trained in both 
Western and Hindustani classical music. Suraj has 
been receiving Hindustani Classical training in 
Vishnupur Gharana since the age of six from 
Manjusha Sangeet Academy. Guru Smt. Mani 
Majumdar, a receipient of the President of India 
Music Award and the director of Manjusha Sangeet 
Academy, nurtures Suraj’s musical talent with much 
love and dedication. She finds in Suraj a sincere, 
obedient and gifted singer, who looks promising to 
keep Vishnupur Gharana alive in his own right. 

Suraj, known among his friends as friendly, well 
mannered, studious and jolly, currently attends 
Neuqua Valley high school and enjoys music in 
general. His passion for music is reflected through his 
training in violin, piano, and keyboard. Besides music 
Suraj keeps keen interest in learning Hindu Culture 
and Religion. He attends Sunday School for Vedantic 
studies at the Chinmaya Mission in Chicago and 
classes on Hindu epics like Ramayana. Suraj is well 
versed in chanting Bhagavat Gita and has received 
many awards in Gita Chanting Competitions. He 
believes that Chinmaya Mission helps him to reflect 
on his mistakes everyday and to become a better 
person. 

Suraj has two major accomplishments to his 
credit. In 2004, he recorded his first Bhajan CD 
‘Madhuram’ for which music was arranged by Ms. 
Nazia Sayeed and directed by Mrs Naima Alam.  This 
CD was released by Chinmaya Mission Chicago. In 
2006, Suraj had his first concert in Orissa, which was 
attended and blessed by music maestros of Orissa. 
Suraj kept the audience spellbound with his 
presentations on Odissi, Champu, Chhanda, Geeta 

Govinda, Loka Sangeeta, Khayal and Bhajan. Pt. Shri 
Raghunath Panigrahy blessed Suraj on stage with 
words of praise and Dr Pratibha Ray blessed Suraj 
with words of wisdom. It was a successful evening 
for him not because of all the attention he received 
but because he came back home with his heart filled 
with Oriyaness. Suraj had learnt to read and write in 
Oriya before but after this trip he was determined to 
take his Oriya identity to the next level by exploring 
Orissa through Oriya music Odissi.” 

There are only few other details to add.. Suraj has 
received training in Odissi vocal music from Guru Sri 
Keshab Ch Raut. Trained at Chinmaya Mission 
Chicago, Suraj excels in reciting and chanting 
shlokas, vandanas, and stutis in Sanskrit.  He has 
received recognitions and awards: the Subrina Biswal 
Award, 3rd Prize (1997), 1st Prize (2001); and for 
singing and for dancing, 2nd Prize (2007).  Additional 
details can be found at: 
http://www.oriyamusic.com/Live/SurajPatnaik 
http://www.twincityplus.com/fullStory.asp?articleID=
TCP6ART8262006 
 
Sarba Das holds a BA in Philosophy and Film 
Studies from Yale, and a MFA, Concentration in 

Directing, from the Tisch 
School of the Arts, New York 
University.  She is currently 
the President of  Shakti 
Productions Llc, New York.  
Produced and directed 
several shorts and the 
documentary NAGAS of the 
Kumbha Mela.  Upcoming 
feature projects include Spirit 

Rising and Be God’s Dog. 
Earlier Production: 
Passage. 16mm/color. 17 min. The story of a day in 
the life of a one rupee coin as it changes hands in a 
small town in Orissa, India. 
DripDry. 16mm/b/w. 4 min.. Stuck on the streets of 
Manhattan, where can a young woman find a place to 
pee?! A silent comedic short. 
MAUSI or: how an old lady finds her way back to 
India. 16mm/color. 10 min. dir. Sarba Das. Guns, 
drugs, food, and a nagging relative make this a 
difficult household. And Mausi just might surprise 
her family... This short premiered at the Asian 
American International Film Festival in New York 
City in July 2000. It has since appeared in the 
Filmmakers of Tomorrow program at the Telluride 
Film Festival 2000, Interflügs Festival 2000 in Berlin, 
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Clermont-Ferrand International Short Film Festival in 
France, Memphis International Film Festival, Kerala 
International Film Festival 2001 in India, Chicago 
Asian American Showcase, and the Palm Springs 
International Short Film Festival 2001. MAUSI was 
named Best Short Film at the Making Waves Festival 
in NYC and was named a finalist for the Asian 
American Academy Award (Ammy) for Best Short 
Film held in Los Angeles, California Nov. 10, 2001. 
Miracles that Followed. 16mm/DV. 10 min. An 
exploration of the community in a pentacostal church 
in Jolo, West Virginia whose expression of faith 
includes the handling of poisonous rattlesnakes as a 
testament to God. 
NAGAS of the Kumbha Mela. DV. 50 min. A 
chronicle of Naga Babas, naked spiritual ascetics, and 
their practices in India . 
Spirit Rising. A feature length story of an American 
psychiatrist who has a spiritual awakening. To be 
filmed on location in India (Works in Progress ) 
 

At our request Siddhartha Misra wrote a short 
essay about himself.  So in his own words: 

I apologize for not being 
able to personally attend this 
year’s Convention but I am 
busy preparing for a six-week 
engagement with Opera North 
in Lebanon, NH.  Perhaps my 
absence makes clear the point 
that I would have liked to have 
made in person: singing is my 
career and my resources are 
dedicated to forwarding a 
career in Western classical 

music, specifically opera. 
Most importantly, this is not a hobby for me, it is 

my work.  While it can be relaxing, I generally don’t 
find music to be easygoing; that would be the 
equivalent of a doctor relaxing by sitting down with a 
blood test analysis.  If asked to sing at a social event, 
I expect a contract with payment details.  Frankly, if 
asked for an impromptu performance by a computer 
programmer or an accountant at a party, I’m tempted 
to solicit software or tax help in return.  I think the 
notion of music as a profession is undervalued in 
American society, evidenced by the lack of funding 
for the arts in public schools.  Yet, in my experience, 
artistic careers are far more undervalued, if not 
outright dismissed, in our Oriya-American culture.  
Parents naturally want to guarantee success, which we 
frequently equate with financial stability and this is 

admittedly quite difficult to achieve in the arts.  Yet I 
would regret the decision for the rest of my life if I 
had abandoned a musical career in order to gain 
family approval or to make a quick dollar. 

I graduated with degrees in political science and 
voice performance because I was interested and 
capable in studying political theory.  Indian-
Americans often view my liberal arts background as a 
“backup” plan; however, no one asks a pre-med 
student or an M.B.A. candidate if he or she has a 
backup plan, in spite of the competition to enter a top 
medical school or the overwhelming number of 
businesses that fail in their first 5 years.  The chance 
of my becoming a successful musician is perhaps 
equal to either of those endeavours and yet a musical 
career is viewed as a pipe dream.  Why is it so hard 
for our culture to accept the idea that performing 
music can be a professional activity? 

I believe this stigma is because Western classical 
music is foreign to Indian culture and has not taken 
root in India itself.  To my knowledge, there are no 
major symphonies or opera houses in India, a 
distinction that makes it stand apart from every other 
global superpower.  Like many cultures, we have a 
rich artistic tradition but we must also accept what 
other cultures have to offer because cultural exchange 
is one of the easiest ways to build social and, in turn, 
political camaraderie. 

Therefore, I think we need to take extra measures 
to build our exposure to Western classical music so 
that we can foster a greater understanding of this art 
form.  This is as simple as attending performances – 
which frequently include informative pre-
performance lectures – or buying recordings.  Armed 
with this knowledge, we can learn to recognize true 
potential and cultivate it.  I’m not expecting many 
people to enjoy this art form but once we understand 
it, we can no longer dismiss its place in society.  As 
the philosopher Will Durant wrote, “Education is a 
progressive discovery of our own ignorance.” 

Siddhartha Misra has performed Spalanzani and 
Pitichinaccio in Les Contes d'Hoffman.  Siddhartha 
has frequently performed at Center City Opera 
Theater, including Tybalt in Roméo et Juliette and 
Malcolm in Macbeth.  Prior to his work in the 
Philadelphia area, he completed the degrees in voice 
performance and political science at Northwestern 
University, where he performed Tamino in Die 
Zauberflöte, Rinuccio in Gianni Schicchi and 
Bardolfo in Falstaff.  Siddhartha received critical 
acclaim in the Chicago Sun-Times and Chicago 
Tribune for "brilliant comic timing" and "heartfelt" 
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performances as Cacambo in Candide at Light Opera 
Works.  His summer festival credits include the Lake 
George Opera, the Pine Mountain Music Festival and, 
most recently, the Tanglewood Music Center, where 
he worked with esteemed musicians such as Phyllis 
Curtin, William Bolcom and James Levine.  He feels 
particularly at home in the music of Donizetti and 
Mozart and his repertoire includes Ernesto in Don 
Pasquale, Nemorino in L'elisir d'amore, and Don 
Ottavio in Don Giovanni. 
Siddhartha Misra is a member of American Guild of 
Musical Artists (AGMA), and holds B.Mus./B.A. 
from  Northwestern University and M.Mus. from 
Temple University. For more on Siddhartha Misra, 
see a report by Ranjani Saigal on LokVani  
http://www.lokvani.com/lokvani/article.php?article_i
d=4341 
 

Arati Misro, a California 
native, has dedicated almost a 
decade to promote, produce and 
distribute South Asian content in 
the United States. Arati Misro 
has produced and distributed the 
independent feature film as well 
as Network TV. Misro has 
worked on various indie feature 
films such as Night Of Henna, Beat The Drum and Its 
A Mis Match. Misro has worked for Fox, Discovery 
and CNBC ASIA. Since 2005,  Misro decided to start 
her own company to serve the South Asian film in all 
capacities from development to distribution. 

Arati holds an MFA from the American Film 
Institute. and a B.A. from University of California at 
San Diego in Mass Communications and a second 
B.A. in Cultural Anthropology with a minor in 
Postcolonial Literature. 

Misro is an active and dedicated member of 
Women in Film International Los Angeles, Indo 
Americans in the Media, and Project Involve Alum 
with the IFP. She also spent extensive time in India as 
a social worker for battered women and directed her 
debut documentary film entitled Distant Voices, 
which addresses womens conflicts in East India. This 
captured the attention of the AFI admissions board. 
She is spear heading Women In Film India in 2005 
with support from acclaimed actress and social 
activist, Nandita Das. 

Her thesis film, Badger, has won numerous 
awards such as Best Direction from the DGA in the 
Asian Film Category for student film, Best 
cinematography from the ASC, Best Picture from the 

Caucus Foundation for Producers, She is the winner 
of the Henry Hathaway scholarship, Badger also won 
The Spirit of Excellence from the AFI that is 
presented to every graduating class for best thesis 
film. She is producing several projects, especially of 
South Asian Themes. 
She most recently organized the women and film/tv 
International summit and works as a community 
liaison for local international film festivals. Misro is 
collaborating with several filmmakers based in 
Europe as well. She recently prepped an independent 
feature film there.  Her current project, The Stamp 
Collector is a finalist in the Sundance Filmmakers 
Lab last year. Misro hopes to continue telling stories 
about the human condition around the globe. 
 
Pratik Dash, the twenty year old son of Prabir and 

Prajesh Dash, has embraced 
music throughout his entire 
life. He began singing at the 
age of eight, when his third 
grade music teacher told his 
mother that he had the voice of 
a soul singer. Those words 
caused Pratik to begin pursuing 
voice training. That was the 
beginning.  In fifth grade, 
Pratik was in the play Annie, 
playing the lead role of Mr. 
Warbucks. He continued his 

path in theater throughout his middle and high school 
career, playing roles in musicals such as the Pirate 
King (Pirates of Penzance), Chief Sitting Bull (Annie 
Get Your Gun), the King (The King and I), and the 
Beast (Beauty and the Beast). 

During his years in middle school, Pratik was 
asked to sing at the ACDA (Association of Choral 
Directors of America) National and Regional Honor 
Choirs, where two hundred singers are asked to come 
together from around the United States and sing 
together in a performance. Pratik performed in San 
Antonio, Texas and Charlotte, North Carolina, as well 
as his home city of Nashville, Tennessee. 

During his sophomore year of high school, Pratik 
was also offered a scholarship to attend Berkeley 
School of Music's five week summer program. Pratik 
spent five weeks in Boston, Massachusetts learning 
various types, styles, and theory from professors at 
Berkeley. 

Pratik was also awarded the Presidential 
Honorable Mention, a program which gives out 
scholarships to those who excel in their field of music 
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or arts. Pratik was rated as one of the best jazz 
singers in the country, and his name is recorded in 
Miami, FL for this award.  

His singing was such a success that Pratik was 
invited to come sing for the 2006 and 2007 Annual 
Grammy Jazz Ensembles, where eight singers are 
chosen throughout Canada and the United States to 
sing for a week at different Grammy events. There, 
Pratik met numerous celebrities such as Beyonce 
Knowles, Usher, Alicia Keys, and Chris Brown. 
Information on the Gibson/Baldwin Grammy Jazz 
Enemble Awards can be found at 

www.alexanderbailey.org/uploads/GrammyPress.pdf. 
Throughout all of this, Pratik has tried to pass his 

success to the next generation of children. While he is 
back home, he goes back to his middle school, where 
his success in singing and theater began, and helps 
direct plays both produced by his school and the 
community. Despite all his success, Pratik volunteers 
his time to help those gain the same fortunes that he 
has received from the grooming of his talent. 

Pratik would like to thank the Lord Jagannath and 
his forever loving parents for blessing him with the 
opportunity to perform on this stage. 
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How high can a tiger jump? 
Pallavi Raut Sodhi 
 

“I was fifteen years old then.  An excitable 
teenager, ready to have fun at the slightest pretext.  
The Magha Chaturthi Mela was to take place in 
Joronda, near Dhenkanal village  All adults in the 
household were getting ready to go.  The children 
were not going, but that did not stop me from asking 
why not.  Much like you children ask a million 
questions, half of which I do not have an answer to.   
Well, there was no harm in asking for permission to 
go, right?  So I did.  I asked my mother if I could go 
to the mela.  No, I pleaded…I wanted to go to the 
mela more than anything else in the world.  I would 
be really good.  Could I please, please go?  I must 
have been really convincing or there must have been 
some truth in what everyone used to day…that I could 
wrap my mother around my little finger.  My mother 
acquiesced to my pleas.  So I went.  And that was the 
start of a most unforgettable adventure, which I will 
share with you, my dear children.” 
 

So said my father, when we were children, and 
crowded around him when we wanted to hear a 
bedtime story.  No amount of reading from books 
captivated our interest as much as his stories did.  
This particular story was larger than real life.  And 
as years have gone by, nothing has diminished the 
vibrancy of the story.  So here I am, today, telling the 
story to my son, as told by my father to us…. 
 

“…The mela was most enjoyable.  But like all 
good things, it had to come to an end, and that too just 
before the weekend.  My Ravenshaw Collegiate 
School started on Monday.  But I wanted to reach my 
Ram Krishna Cottage Hostel by Sunday.  Guess why?  
Well, Sunday was the most enjoyable day of the week 
for me.  We used to have early morning music and 
bhajan sessions on Sundays, and I used to play the 
mridangam : I loved that.  No way was I going to 
miss my favourite music hour.  But to make it in time 
for Sunday morning, I had to leave on Saturday itself; 
one day before all the adults were leaving Joronda.  
So once again, I broke the rules.  I decided to go on 
my own, and take a shortcut through Kapilash Hill, 
which would take me to the railway station at 
Dhenkanal that would finally take me to Cuttack, 
where my school and hostel were located. 

I bid goodbye to my parents.  My mother gave me 
her shawl because she knew that the season of Magha 
was erratic, and it could get chilly in the evening.  So, 

off I went, with a shawl wrapped around my 
shoulders, and new slippers on my feet, which were 
my new acquisition from the mela.  I could not wait 
to show both to my friends. 

By the time I reached Kapilash Hill, it was 
evening.  All of a sudden I heard faint drums and a 
holler by stonecutters “Tiger on the prowl.  Beware.”  
I had heard enough stories about tigers in that part of 
the village.  I did not want to take any chances.  I had 
to get closer to the border and out of the jungle hills.  
But civilization was not in horizon.  I decided to play 
safe.  Plus I was tired and sleepy.  I could not possibly 
sleep under the trees.  I had an idea.  I would sleep on 
top of the trees!  But something stopped me.  The 
holler about the tiger raised another warning in my 
brain.  “A tiger can jump higher than 5 feet.”  I tucked 
my shawl around me, and started climbing a tall tree.  
Up I went.  I guess there was some truth in being 
called a monkey, albeit lovingly by my mother.  I 
kept trying to measure how much higher I needed to 
go to escape the imaginary tiger.  One of my slippers 
fell.  I cursed.  But I did not go back.  I kept climbing 
till I was well above 5 feet.  I found a sturdy branch 
and ensconced myself amidst the foliage.  And tried 
to sleep.  The mosquitoes would not let me.  Which 
was just as well.  I heard a faint rustling below.  I 
could hear my heart beat louder than those rustles.  I 
peered down, and guess what I saw?  There was a 
tiger sitting below, sniffing my sandal.  I was scared 
to my wits end.  I could almost feel that the tiger 
could smell me, if not see me.  It was the battle of 
wills.  The tiger below, and me, this imp of a 15- year 
old, mosquito bitten. but scared to the core , of the 
feline sitting below…Suddenly the mosquitoes did 
not bother me.  They had their feast of me, but I 
would not let this feline creature take the better of me.  
I kept sitting and waited.  And waited.  Meanwhile, 
the tiger too waited.  And waited.  I do not know how 
much time passed.  But next when I looked, I saw the 
tiger walking away.  I kept sitting inside the branches 
of the tree.  Waiting seemed the lifeline for me then.  
Again, I do not know how long I waited…. 

…  Till I heard a woman’s scream.  “What was 
that about?” I wondered.  The tiger was nowhere in 
sight, and the light was emerging from the skies.  I 
decided to climb down.  Walking slowly, with both 
slippers on my feet, I walked till the edge of the 
Kapilash Hill, where I saw a bullock cart with stone 
cutters.  Seeing me, they called me, and asked me if I 
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Ignorance 
Bagmi Das 
 
The world is not as big as we think 
miles between continents 
are overlooked by lightyears. 
 
deserts mountains, pastures 
all the same when we look deep enough 
 
how does pigment change us 
when blood can be shared 
 
look to the stars and the world gets smaller… 
 
and while the heavens are laughing 
we remain apart 
we nestle in the blankets of familiarity and are lost to the world 
 
 



Through Hourglass of Life… 
Manoj Panda 
 
As the Life continues 
On the meadows of time, 
Some look  always back 
Brooding mine and thine. 
 
Some always look front 
Sitting on the top, 
Never minding the ways 
What brought them up. 
 
Some always dream 
Never working to realize, 
Dream remains the dream 
And the lot ceases to rise. 
 
Some always work 
Without having a goal, 
Waste become their effort 
With no peace to soul. 
 
Life is always a learning 
from days of past to present, 
as present will be past 
and past was a present. 
  
Future is made on the base 
of rolling past and present, 
can we neglect past? 
for the sake of present? 

Learn from the past 
yet don't dwell on the same, 
keep on moving my friend 
with wisdom of gem. 
  
Obsession of future 
is a grave yard of success, 
as Present action is lost 
in the day dreams of mess. 
  
Wise works in present 
learning from the past, 
while future  never off his radar 
relishing success of repast. 
 
Never stop dreaming 
While working with the hope, 
Never stop believing 
In the tightest bind of rope. 
 
Freedom is our birth right 
That we share always with care, 
Will keep on trudging smiling 
Through thick and thin of snare. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Manoj Panda lives in Troy, Michigan and is a frequent contributor to the Souvenir, as well as Ornet. 
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Reflections 
Rabi Prusti 
 
Do you remember that March Sunday morning? 
There was some snow on the ground 
And the sun was shining! 
 
You came to this lovely world with little cry, 
But soon you gave a sweet smile 
As the flowers in the room felt so shy! 
 
Since that Sunday morning……. 
When I see your sweet smiling face, 
As if God is telling us all the time 
“Give”, “Give” And “Giving” is the eternal base! 
 
Just to let you know my dear……… 
We all come and go to meet the Truth some day, 
The more we “Give”, the more we “Get” 
And that seems to be the Only Way! 
 
 
Rabi Prusti lives in Auburn, Alabama.  He is still searching 
the meaning of existence! 
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When my Parents were Young 
Julie Acharya Ray 
 
Dry leaves churned on the dirt floor 
Like a mini tornado 
Making the little heart thump 
Of fear of being swept away 
 
Smoke from incense sticks before the Gods 
Made damp patterns in the air 
Revealing a message 
Saturated with strong optimism 
 
The snakes in the bushes 
Feared the gold-bangled hand 
That whisked at them with a stick 
Bearing the bright shield of protection 
 
Roads were longer 
Distances vast 
The little girl curled up in the back of the car 
Reveling at the endless joy ride 
 
Hunger was not in the dictionary 
Freedom was 
Failure was not a prospect 
Victory was 
 
Fights weren’t anathema 
Verbal abuses sweet 
Tears and laughter weighed the same 
As if they were twins 
 
Bright days drove away long nights 
Restful sleep bounded after bad dreams 
The saree that smelled of curry 
Ducked the baby under its cover 
 
The world kept being conquered everyday 
With a letter, a word 
A single smile created infinite dreams 
When my parents were young 
 
 
 

Youth replaced childhood 
Ineptitude with skill 
Ignorance took a beat 
While adulthood thrilled 
I ran amuck vast skies 
Plucking out the stars 
Sprinkling them around me 
To catch them sparkle their last 
 
I lived my separate life 
And thence took theirs from them 
Adding my ‘black’ to theirs 
Until it became too black to comprehend 
 
The incense sticks still ember at twilight 
Pervading the empty lung 
For the air does not smell the same 
As when my parents were young. 
 
(This poem was written lamenting the days of youth 
when the writer was a young girl and knew neither 
fear nor trepidation; when her mother’s ‘gold 
bangled’ hand protected her from all harm. As she 
faced the world as an adult, the perfumed air of her 
youth did not smell the same as when her parents 
were young) 
 

 
 
Julie Acharya Ray works a postdoctoral fellow at the School of Pharmacy, University of MD at Baltimore. She lives in Elkridge, MD 
with her two daughters and is in the process of relocating to Salt Lake City, Utah to join her husband Abhijit Ray. Her hobbies include 
writing, art and music. 
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Window Shopping 
Babru Samal 
 
Once I was born 
My parents put me in a box 
And my teachers sealed it tight 
I learnt about my country and culture 
The best of the best in the world. 
I enjoyed the festivals of life and death 
Ate curry and rice with lots of spices 
I felt at home 
And carried it wherever I went, 
Never feeling an urge to look out side the box 
 
As I travelled across the globe 
I saw every one else 
Inside their boxes too 
With the motto 
We are the best 
Looking at me 
The alien, the underdeveloped, with despise 
Just like me looking at them. 
 
As I grew and got educated and specialized 
The box became smaller in size  
From science to biology  
To molecular biology 
To neuroscience 
To adrenal gland 
To medulla  
To a small protein  
That controls the gene expression. 
That fascinated me 
Enticed me 
Allured me to spend all my life with it  
Inside a tiny box within the box 
 
My window became narrower and narrower 
This tiny part of the box became my world 
My source of happiness and pain 
My frustration and my salvation. 

 
Once in a while 
I look thru the pinhole 
And see the mega world outside 
The glories of sunrise and full moon 
Bipolar artists giving colors to life 
Toddlers dancing to the beat of music  
Video and audio clips playing 
In My space, Orkut, and Utube 
Monks learning more than me but without books 
Waves kissing the beaches 
While the stars look at them with the pang 
Of a long distant lover. 
 
Like vishwaroopa darshan by Yashoda 
I see the creation alive and in motion 
Decorated with wild mustard flowers, lotus buds  
Cherry blossoms and ice crystals on red fruits 
Cows giving birth without painkillers 
And old people waiting for the passage of return 
To be born again and again. 
 
I look this world with amazement 
Without understanding and realizing 
The vastness of creation outside my box 
But it is too vast, incomprehensible  
Even unrealizable   
I better go back to my box 
To my adobe and to my paradise 
To feel at home 
And become more specialized 
By knowing more and more  
About less and less. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Babru Samal lives in Rockville, MD, with his wife Jayashree. His interests are in photography, poetry and study of human creativity.  
His website: is http://www.babru.com and blog http://morningbytes.blogspot.com/a 
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Ropes Divine 
Subash Chandra Satpathy 
 
Behold the king, the Lord of the ring 
He holds the world together 
The flag flies high onto the blue sky. 
Mingling merrily in the ether. 
Slowly Lo, slowly He comes, 
Riding a brilliant smile 
He nods at the millions 
Now milling down a mile 
Slowly, and slowly, He holds 
Court over the car 
He listens to all grievances 
Where caste is no bar 
The frenzied crowd pulls 
The ropes, as in a dream 
The monarch of all surveys 
Pouring peace along the brim. 
''Pleasure and pain" He says, 
Take it all in a platter. 
For, whatever you value the utmost, 
In reality hardly does matter." 
Salute Him, the Lord of the world 
The eternal friend of men. 
For, He only saves, and He only can 
Free us from the earthly chain. 
The Monarch takes over, the world stops 
And marches on to eternity, 
The haloed souls, now reach their goals 
Leaving the din and bustle of the city. 
 
 
Subash Chandra Satpathy is a retired bank manager (Syndicate Bank). He likes to read and write short stories and poetry in English 
as well as Oriya. His hobbies include writing, drawing/sketching and listening to music. 
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