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Hh¡lL¡l ®mM¡ CaÉ¡¢c pÇf−LÑ pÇf¡cL£u V¥¢LV¡¢L 
 
¢fËu ¢m¢fL¡l f¡WL-f¡¢WL¡hª¾c, 
 
Bj¡−cl A−eL Bc−ll '¢m¢fL¡' Hh¡−lJ Bn¡ L¢l Bfe¡−cl ph¡l i¡m m¡N−hz A−eL hÉÙ¹a¡l j−dÉJ ®R¡V Hhw 
hs- k¡yl¡ fËL«aC Evp¡q£ a¡yl¡ pju L−l ¢e−u−Re ¢LR¤ ¢mMh¡l, ¢LR¤ ByLh¡lz pju¡i¡h a¥µR L−l Bj¡−cl ea¥e 
fËS−eÈl fË¢aï-ül©f öi¡ue l¡u Hh¡−lJ fËµRc Hy−L−R, p¤¢jœ¡ ®pe J c£u¡ Qœ²haÑ£ ¢m−M−R p¤¾cl NÒfz    
l¡S¯e¢aL h¡ p¡j¡¢SL ¢ho−u ¢Q¿¹¡ J ¢h−nÔo−Zl fË−u¡Se£ua¡ j−e L¢l−u−Re jªZ¡m f¡m a¡yl jeen£m fËh−åz 
®p±−le h−¾cÉ¡f¡dÉ¡u a¡yl p¤¢m¢Ma fËhå¢V−a A−eL S¢Vm ¢hou−L fË¡”m Ll¡l ®Qø¡ L−l−Rez ïjZL¡¢qe£ f−s 
®cn-¢h−c−nl üfÀ ®cM−a L¡l e¡ i¡m m¡−N? p¤i¡o ¢hnÄ¡p Hhw f§lh£ h−¾cÉ¡f¡dÉ¡u ®pC p¤−k¡N H−e ¢c−u−Re 
Bj¡−clz ®he¤ e¾c£ ¢e−Sl ¢hoj A¢i‘a¡ ®L±a¥Llp j¡¢M−u f¢l−hne L−l−Rez HR¡s¡ L¢ha¡ fs−a k¡y−cl i¡m 
m¡−N a¡y−cl S−eÉ B−R L−uL¢V L¢ha¡- e¡j ¢mMm¡j e¡- p¡lfË¡CS! f−s Ef−i¡N Ll¦ez n£m¡ ¢hnÄ¡p j¤M−l¡QL 
M¡−cÉl Ae¤−fËlZ¡ ¢c−uC ®b−j k¡e ¢e, a¡yl ¢nÒf¯ef¤−ZÉl HL¢V p¤¾cl ¢ecnÑeJ Efq¡l ¢c−u−Re Bj¡−clz n¢jÑù¡ 
QÉ¡V¡SÑ£ Bj¡−cl flhaÑ£ fËS−eÈl LeÉ¡ q−mJ låe¢n−Òf ®k LaV¡ f¡lc¢nÑe£ ®pV¡ Jl ®l¢p¢f fs−mC ph¡C h¤T−a 
f¡l−hez ®k¡N¡d£n c¡p LÒfe¡l l−P a¡yl B−m¡L¢Qœ−L L−l−Re Ap¡d¡lZz B¢jJ c¤¢V ®mM¡ ¢c−u¢R z q¡pÉlpJ 
h¡c k¡u ¢ez p−hÑ¡f¢l, B¢caÉ Qœ²haÑ£ HC ph EfLlZ ¢e−u fË¢ah¡−ll jaC pk−aÁ Hh¡lL¡l '¢m¢fL¡'l °h¢QœÉju 
AOÑÉ p¡¢S−u−Rz ®ef−bÉl pq¡¢uL¡ h¡ph£ Qœ²haÑ£ L−l−R LÇfÉ¤V¡l V¡C¢fw, L−uL¢V ®r−œz ®p¡−jn l¡u−Q±d¤l£, 
Bj¡−cl web-master, ¢h−no cra¡u ''¢m¢fL¡−L'' °al£ L−l−R Bfe¡−cl Ef−i¡−Nl SeÉz  
 
nlZÈu£ phÑj‰mju£ c¤NÑ¢ae¡¢ne£ j¡'l L¡−R Bfe¡−cl ph¡l j‰m L¡je¡ L¢lz p¡l¡ ¢hnÄju j¡e¤o An¡¢¿¹, c¤xM-®n¡L, 
Ap¤ÙÛa¡u Lø f¡−µR- n¡¢¿¹h¡¢l h¢oÑa ®q¡L fª¢bh£−a, c§−l k¡L Aöi HC fË¡bÑe¡ L¢lz 
 
TZÑ¡ QÉ¡V¡SÑ£ 
pÇf¡¢cL¡, ¢m¢fL¡ 
 
*************************************************************************************** 

Editor's Notes on Our Offerings 
 
Dear readers of Lipika, 
 
Again, this year we have received some remarkable contributions from our enthusiastic writers, poets and 
artists. Shubhayan Roy created the cover page amidst his super-busy global travels; Sumitra Sen and Diya 
Chakrabarty squeezed out some precious time to write appealing short stories.  Sourendra Banerjee and 
Mrinal Pal wrote thought-provoking articles; Purabi Banerjee and Subhash Biswas presented vignettes of 
far-away places, evoking nostalgia for some of us. Benu Nandi turned her painful experience into a light-
hearted narrative. There are a few poems for poetry-lovers- surprise! You have to read and find out. Shila 
Biswas not only shared her recipe for a delicious Bengali dish with us, but also presented a specimen of her 
superb artistic ability. Sharmistha Chatterjee may be young in age, but you won't know that from her skillful 
recipes of 'dishes to die for'. We know that Yogadhish Das takes extra-ordinary photos, but this time he 
added colour to create extra-extra-ordinary effects. I have added a couple of items.  We have also included 
some jokes – in our belief that "Laughter is truly the best medicine".  Last, but not the least, Aditya 
Chakravarti, as always, has arduously compiled all of these contributions into our colourful Autumn offering 
to you. Silent partner Basabi Chakravarti provided assistance, by typing in a few cases. Our web-master 
Somesh Roy Choudhury has utilized his technical expertise to place "Lipika" on the web. 
 
My prayers to Mother Durga for your well-being, and for peace, stability, freedom and happiness for all our 
less fortunate planet-compatriots, 
 
Jharna Chatterjee 
Editor, Lipika 
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  An Overview of Hindu Dharma 

Sourendra K. Banerjee, Ottawa, Canada 

 

Introduction: The word Dharma is usually translated as religion, the Latin root ` religo’ means to bind 

together. It binds the members of a community with a set of convictions regarding the `creator’ of beings 

of the world, what should be their duties, etc. The western religions like Judaism, Christianity (and even 

Islam) propound that (i) God as the creator is transcendent, (ii) the creator and the created form a duality 

without a direct link, (iii) God had sent a prophet or prophets who brought His messages as to how people 

should lead their lives. On the Day of Judgment, they will be judged as to whether they lived by His 

injunctions and accordingly rewarded or punished after life (in heaven or hell). Islam believes Mohammed 

was the last one who superseded all previous prophets. The Prophets are regarded as human (Separate 

from God), however Christianity believes that prophet Jesus was the only exception, being divine himself. 

Jesus’ human mother Mary immaculately conceived Jesus through the Holy spirit of God the father in 

Heaven. Thus Jesus was God Himself incarnated in human form. God, Jesus and Holy Spirit constitute 

`Trinity as the united one’. Judaism and Islam do not accept this Christian view. The three religions have 

their scriptures:  Old Testament and Torah for Judaism, New Testament for Christianity and Quran for 

Islam. They have other supplements.  

Hindu Dharma and Hindu Scriptures: In Hinduism, Dharma implies broader and deeper concepts. The 

root Dhri means to hold or constitute. The quote “ Dhriyate Ityahu Sa Eba Dharma” can be paraphrased 

to mean `Dharma is the foundation of all that exists, the foundation relates to physical, biological, ethical, 

spiritual and all aspects of the beings (whether inanimate, animate or human). It is thus a perennial law 

for all beings, particularly mankind (Sanatan Manab Dharma). The scope of Hindu Dharma extends from 

Cosmology to spiritual upliftment. Samkhya theory of “gunas”  and the Saiva/ Shakta concepts of Nad 

(sound), Shakti (energy), Bindu (point), Kalagni (fire works of Time) etc. are not incompatible with the  

`Big Bang’ Theory. 

Unlike other religions, Hinduism has been influenced over centuries by numerous scriptures. A few of 

them are: (a) Vedas (Rig, Yaju, Sam and Atharva) [meaning knowledge (Vidya)] contain more than 

10,000 verses. It is believed that they appeared as sound, audible only to sages (Risis namely, Paila, 

Vaishampayan, Jaimini, Sumanta/Angiras, under the guidance of their teacher –Vyasdev) who retrieved 

and recorded them during 1600-800 B.C. (or earlier). (b) Tantras (that which spreads knowledge) also 

called Agama (came down, Vedas are Nigama) are the dialogues between Shiva and Shakti (manifested 

forms of Divinity) and recorded by Sages. There are numerous Vaisnava, Shaiva and Shakta Tantras 

besides Budhist and Jain ones. (c) Vedangas are supplements to Vedas.  There are six of them, which 

are Siksa (mainly phonetics), Vyakaran (Grammar) Chhanda (prosody dealing with syllables, beats of 

accents, rhymes, etc.), Nirukta (kind of encyclopedia), Jyotish (more like Astrology and some Astronomy) 

and Kalpa (Vedic rules of socio-spiritual living). (d) Sara Darshan or six systems of philosophy (developed 

before 600 B.C.E.), along with the Sages to whom they are attributed they are Kanada’s Vaisesika, 

Gautam’s Nyaya, Kapila’s Samkhya, Patanjali’s Yogasutra, Jaimini’s Purva Mimamsa and Badarayan’s 

Uttar Mimamsa (also known as Sharirik Sutra, as well as Vedanta Sutras). The Upanisadic parts of Vedas 

are also called Vedanta. Sometimes, broadly speaking, Vedanta also means the philosophy of Vedas, 
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Uttar Mimamsa and Gita (e) Smriti Samhitas (compilations of traditions) such as Manu’s laws (there are at 

least 20 smritis). (f) Purans (there are many, main ones are twenty) combine and elaborate on vedic 

practices, philosophy and some Tantrik rituals. Many of them systematize the ways to perform pujas (e.g 

Satya Narayan puja is given in Reba Khanda of Skanda puran, and other purans describe Durga Puja, 

etc.). Early elaborate Yajna is gradually taken over by Pujas which keep Yajna as a part. This was 

facilitated by Chandi, (the shakta system’s most important scripture) which is part of Markandeya puran. 

(g) Epics like Ramayan and Mahabharata were compiled before Christian Era. (h) Gita is possibly the 

single most known Hindu scripture. Its philosophy captivates many intellectuals all over.    (i) Apart from 

the above, many “Bhasyas” or expositions and explanations of Hindu scriptures and philosophies exist. 

They were contributed by the great philosophers like Samkaracharya, Ramanuj, Abhinavagupta of early 

days to recent ones like Sri Ramkrisha, Risi Arabinda and others. Thus Hinduism is not a founded 

religion. It evolved over four thousand years.  Actually ‘Hinduism’ is an artificial name. It was variously 

known as Sanatan Dharama, Vedic Dharma, Arsa or Risi mat,  Brahmanya (a, as in tall) Dharma. The 

west Asian invaders used to call the inhabitants of India around Sindhu river as Hindus. The terminology 

stayed with the Muslim rulers, later legitimized by the British. 

Glance at Hinduism: Vast literature over many centuries and numerous local practices of Hinduism 

confuse the so called ‘scholars’ (especially western ones). They wonder about labelling Hinduism as 

polytheistic, monotheistic, pantheistic or monistic. Many would superficially criticize it as idol worshipping 

paganism. But a true critic realizes what an ordinary Hindu knows in the heart that “Truth or the ultimate 

Reality’ is “One without a second” (Rigveda 1.164, Chhandogya Upanisad 6.2), which Vedas call “Tat” 

(soft T, soft t) or “That”. Another designation is Brahma(n) (a as in all), a gender free term.  The root word 

“Briha’ suggests Brahma(n) as to mean Immensity (of matter, mind, idea, etc).  The designation like 

Sacchidananda (sat chit-ananda or existence–consciousness-bliss) and names like Brahma (the last a as 

in father), Visnu, Maheswar, Shakti, respectively as creative, sustaining, dissolving back unto Itself, and 

activating aspects of Brahma(n) are mere qualifiers for elucidating  the abstract concept of Brahma(n). 

Hinduism is beyond “isms”, “names” or “numbers’, which only limit the infinitude of Divinity. “Many” 

(designations) seems closer to “infinity” than “mono” / one (as in monotheism) in human mind. 

 

Hinduism is more or less one homogeneous group though there are three main sects: Vaisnavism, 

Saivism and Shaktism. The first one considers Vishnu as Brahma(n). They follow primarily ‘Bhakti Marga’ 

or the path of loving devotion. The latter two follow Bhakti mingled with knowledge (Jnan). Saivism 

regards Siva as Brahman and Siva’s activating aspect is known as Shakti. Shaktism is a sister doctrine of 

Saivism and regards ‘Shakti” as Brahma(n). Simplistically Brahma(n) in Saivism is “Siva-Shakti’ and in 

Shaktism is ‘Shakti-Siva’. Siva is inactive (Nirgun) and Shakti is the Divine Potency (Holy Power). The 

diverse sects with their manifold philosophical as well as ritualistic practices seem not to divide Hinduism. 

In a strange way they incorporate these differences and synthesize them in a coherent and fulfilling way. 

A religions Hindu ceremony (like puja) may appear to a non-Hindu as noisy and incoherent. However, an 

analysis of the steps involved and an examination of the utterances of mantras (holy sounds) establish a 

profundity. More importantly an ordinary devotee feels a direct encounter with Divine presence and feels 

wonderfully uplifted.  

Basic Ideas of Hinduism: Brahma(n) exists eternally even when the universe does not. Most Hindu 

schools of thoughts believe in “Sat karya vad’ (doctrine of energy of existence) which is something like 

‘the principle of conservation of energy/mass’. It says that any being (object) is an effect of its previous 

causes and is just a rearrangement of its  previous constituent units which are called “gunas” (cf: 

Fundamental particles). There are three kinds of these gunas: luminously pure (sattva), active (rajah) and 

lethargic (tamah). All the objects and beings (animate or not) are constituted by ever revolving infinite 
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number of these gunas in indifferent proportions. These proportions determine the state of the object.  A 

so called ‘new’ being is merely a reassembling of the units of its previous proportions.  Regressing back 

to the time of or prior to creation all beings are mere transformations of the first cause Brahma. (cf: 

Cosmology says that all of us are made of cosmic dust resulting from the Big Bang). Hinduism believes 

that the transformation (parinam) takes place in a way which preserves “Divinity” as the essence within 

each being hidden (guhayita) and unknown underneath the five outer shells (pancha kosa). These shells 

are physical (annamay), vital (pranmay), mental (manamay), intellectual (jnanomay) and blissful 

(Anandamay), and ‘That’ remains in different levels of manifestation in different beings. This doctrine that 

Brahma(n) as the Being (sat) remains lodged as Atman (soul) in the innermost core (Ananda may kosa) 

as Bliss (Beatitude) is known as Advaitavad or theory of non-duality. 

 A person’s Dharma is first to know and become aware of his/her “intrinsic reality” that the body is the 

dwelling place of Atman/Brahman. Next, one must aspire to recover and merge in Brahmatva/Divinity. 

How can one have this union of Jivatma with Brahman, that is, freeing one’s Atman from the bondage of 

the body and mind?  Actually Atman is always free and pure, only the embodied self is ignorant about its 

true identity. The paths to Moksa or Salvation are four-fold: selfless good work (Niskam karma), 

knowledge (Jnan), absolute devotion (Bhakti) and meditation (Rajayoga). All or any combination (even 

one) may be followed to remove our ignorance. If unable to accomplish in present life, one will be reborn 

as many times as needed, that is, to go through the cycle of rebirths (Bhava chakra) depending on 

previous performances. 

In Hinduism, Dharma is said to have four pillars (Chatus pada/chatur varga) which are: (i) pursuit of good 

living (Artha), (ii) fulfilling life’s desires (Kam) for family life and having children, (iii) following righteous life 

(Dharma in specific rather than composite sense) and (iv) aiming for salvation (Moksa). The first two are 

known as ‘Pravritti Dharma” (Gratification of life’s pleasures in regulated manner) and the last two as 

‘Nivritti’ (Restrained) Dharma. The first three are known as ‘Trivarga’ and all four constitute ‘Chatur varga’. 

Hinduism prescribes four stages of life: (i) Studentship (Brahmacharya which literally means celibacy) 

when one should dedicate oneself how to live ‘life’ properly with primary aim of self-development. (ii) The 

next stage is family life (Garhasthya), followed by (iii) semi-detached life in a cottage. This stage is called 

“Van prastha” (dwelling in forest).   (iv) the last stage of life is prescribed to be ‘Sannyas’ when one ought 

to dedicate himself completely to a spiritual end in the simplest and most austere manner.  The Hindu 

Dharma as a way of life may be summarized as observance of three ‘Da’ (“th” as in that or this): Dam 

(restraint), Daya (kindness), Dan (charity) (Vrihadaranyak 5.2.3). These days Hinduism is associated with 

‘Yoga’. Unfortunately, it is seen as a means of physical improvement instead of its composite “body, 

mind, spirit” character.  Sage Patanjali’s Yoga Sutras talk about Ashtanga yoga or eight steps of yoga. 

The first two ‘Yama’ (restraint) and ‘Niyam’ (observance) prescribe ten basic rules: speaking truth (satya), 

non-coveting of other’s property (Asteya), restraining urges (Brahmacharya/celibacy), non-injury 

(Ahimsa), disowning more than one’s needs (Aparigraha) and contentment (Santos), cleanliness 

(Saucha), studying and understanding self (Svadhyay), austerity (Tapas), devotion to God (Isvar 

Pranidhan). These ten injunctions are seen as ten Hindu commandments. The other six steps of yoga 

are: Asan (proper postures), ‘Pranayam’ (proper and extensive breathing), ‘Pratyahar’ (control of the 

sense organs), ‘Dharan (concentration of mind), ‘Dhyan’ (meditation) and ‘Samadhi (meditative trance 

when one feels merged with ‘Divinity’ – the Yogic term is “Purusa’). 

Any discussion about Hinduism will remain incomplete without mentioning OM/Aum/Omkar [equivalently, 

Shabda Brahma (word as God), NadBrahma (sound as God) or Spanda (Vibrational potency)]. Aum for 

‘Ab’ (to protect) and ‘Man’ (Mind) protects mind from the  turbulence of thoughts. Concentrating on OM 

helps one to ascend towards Brahmatva (Chhandagya 1.1.1, 1.1.6, 1.1.8 and Mundaka 2.36). OM also 
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means ‘Granting permission’ in the sense of “So be it” (cf: X-ian Amen, Islamic Amin). The formless and 

unqualifiable (Nirguna) Para Brahma consents to emanate as Saguna Brahma or Immanent god through 

inaudible sound/word/vibration as energy of activation and the universe of being starts evolving.   

Meditating on Om – the Mahavija/Great Seed and nearest approximation of Brahma – leads one to 

Brahmattva.      

Om Tat Sat / Om is that Reality 
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hýl©−f hýl©−f hýl©−f hýl©−f pÇj¤−M ®a¡j¡lpÇj¤−M ®a¡j¡lpÇj¤−M ®a¡j¡lpÇj¤−M ®a¡j¡l    

 
TZÑ¡ QÉ¡V¡SÑ£ 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
fª¢bh£−a HLj¡œ j¡e¤oC djÑ ¢e−u ¢Q¿¹¡ L−lz  ®L¡e ®L¡e jq¡j¡eh p¡de¡ L−l ¢e−Sl h¡ A−eÉl 
S£he−L jqšl, f§ZÑal, p¤¾clal Ll−a f¡−le, Bh¡l ®LE ®LE d−jÑl ¢Ñh−ic Efm−rÉ A−eÉl 
Jfl ¢eù¥l AaÉ¡Q¡l Ll−aJ ¢àd¡ L−l e¡z A−eL pj−u B¢Ù¹L h¡ e¡¢Ù¹−Ll¡ a¡y−cl ¢e−S−cl 
ja¡j−al ®nËùaÅ k¤¢š²-aLÑ ¢c−u fËj¡Z Ll−a Q¡ez DnÄl B−Re ¢L ®eC, p¡L¡l e¡ ¢el¡L¡l, ¢a¢e 
HL e¡ hý- HC ph ¢hou Bj¡−cl p¡d¡lZ j¡e¤−ol f−r fËj¡Z Ll¡ Apñh q−mJ a−LÑl h¡ 
c¡nÑ¢eL B−m¡Qe¡l ®L¡eJ ¢hl¡j ®eCz LMeJ q¡mL¡ i¡−h, LMeJ fËQ™ j−e¡j¡¢m−eÉl ja …l¦aÅ 
¢e−uz 
 
Bj¡−cl A−e−Ll B¢aÈL …l¦ Lh£¾â-lh£¾â ¢L¿º H-¢ho−u ¢e−Sl j−al Bi¡p ¢c−u−Re a¡yl 
A−eL L¢ha¡u J N¡−e- A¿¹ax Bj¡l ®a¡ a¡C j−e quz a¡yl j−a j¡e¤−ol j−dÉC DnÄl ¢hl¡Sj¡ez 
'°hl¡NÉ' L¢ha¡¢V−a ¢a¢e ¢m−M−Re:  
''L¢qm Ni£l l¡−œ pwp¡−l ¢hl¡N£. 
'Nªq ®au¡¢Nh B¢S Cø−ch m¡¢Nz 
®L Bj¡−l i¥m¡Cu¡ ®l−M−R HM¡−e?' 
®cha¡ L¢qm¡ 'B¢jz' ö¢em e¡ L¡−ez'' 
 
AeÉ HL¢V L¢ha¡u f¢s, 
''l¦Üà¡−l ®ch¡m−ul ®L¡−Z ®Le B¢Rp J−lz 
AåL¡−l m¤¢L−u Bfe j−e 
L¡q¡−l a¥C f§¢Sp pw−N¡f−e, 
eue ®j−m ®cM ®c¢M a¥C ®Q−u- ®cha¡ e¡C O−lz'' 
 
a¡yl ApwMÉ N¡−eJ HC dl−Zl ¢Q¿¹¡l f¢lQu f¡Cz '®q ®j¡l ®cha¡, i¢lu¡ H−cq fË¡Z', 'A¿¹−l 
S¡¢NR A¿¹lk¡j£', 'pLm Sej d−l J ®j¡l cl¢cu¡' HC ph N¡−e ¢œi¥h−enÄl Bl a¡yl pªø j¡e¤o 
HL¡aÈz ''Bj¡l j−dÉ ®a¡j¡l fËL¡n, a¡C Ha jd¤l''z Bh¡l AeÉ A−eL N¡−e ¢a¢e DnÄl−L 
®X−L−Re ¢fËu Abh¡ ¢fËu¡ p−ð¡d−e, ®c−M−Re j¡a«l©−f, ¢fa«l©−f, ¢hnÄl¡−Sl −h−n, h¡ fËi¥l©−fz 
®pC ph N¡−e Ap£j Bl p£¢ja c¤C pš¡l ®cJu¡-®eJu¡, ®pÀq-®fË−jl BL¥ma¡l fËL¡n Hhw 
f¡lÖf¢lL fË−u¡Se LMeJ jd¤l, LMeJ ¢hd¤l, LMeJ-h¡ fËMlz k¡C ®q¡L, BS−Ll ®mM¡ ¢L¿º  
lh£¾âe¡b−L ¢e−u eu, a¡yl ¢chÉcª¢øl k¡b¡−bÑÉl Ec¡qlZ-ül©f L−uL¢V j¡e¤o−L ¢e−uz  
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fËb−jC j−e fs−R HLS−el Lb¡z  LmÉ¡Zp¤¾clj A¢a p¡d¡lZ, HL Ap¡d¡lZ j¡e¤oz e¡j¢V p¡bÑL 
a¡ylz ¢œn hRl d−l ¢a¢e m¡C−hË¢lu¡−el L¡S L−l−Re, Bl fË¢a j¡−pl ®hae pÇf§ZÑV¡C c¡e 
L−l−Re c¢lâe¡l¡u−Zl LmÉ¡−Zz Hje¢L L¡S ®b−L Ahpl ®eh¡l f−lJ ®fep¡−el V¡L¡ MlQ 
L−l−Re HLC i¡−hz ¢e−Sl fË−u¡Se? HL¢V ®q¡−V−m L¡S L−l ®p-fË−u¡Se ¢j¢V−u−Re ¢a¢ez 
j¡¢LÑe plL¡l a¡yl HC Aa¥me£u Ahc¡−el jkÑ¡c¡ ®ch¡l SeÉ a¡y−L ''¢j−m¢eu¡−jl j¡e¤o'' BMÉ¡ 
®cu, a¡l p¡−b 30 ®L¡¢V V¡L¡ f¤lú¡l z ®pC V¡L¡J ¢a¢e f¤−l¡V¡C c¡e L−l−Re c¢lâ j¡e¤−ol 
SeÉz ¢h−u-b¡ L−le ¢e LmÉ¡Zp¤¾clj, ¢L¿º a¡yl …Zj¤‡ HL p¤f¡l-pÚV¡l i¡la£u A¢i−ea¡ a¡y−L 
¢fa¡ h−m NËqZ L−l deÉ q−u−Rez   
 
Bl HLSe Ol-R¡s¡ j¡e¤o, f−b b¡−Le, ¢ir¡ L−l M¡ez HL¢ce a¡yl ®fu¡m¡u fsm HL¢V 
Ai¡¢ha ¢S¢eo- HL hýj§mÉ ¢h−ul Bw¢Vz  ¢iM¡l£ ¢h¢m ®l qÉ¡¢lp HV¡ ®cM−a f¡Ju¡ j¡œC ®pC 
iâj¢qm¡−L ®glv ¢c−me a¡yl Bw¢V, k¡ Ap¡hd¡−e, j¢qm¡l AS¡−¿¹ f−s ¢N−u¢Rm a¡yl ¢ir¡f¡−œ z 
L«a‘ j¢qm¡ HC L¡¢qe£ fËQ¡l Ll−me p¡j¡¢SL j¡dÉ−jz HC fËQ¡−ll g−m e¡e¡ S−el f¡W¡−e¡ 180 
pqpË Xm¡l Hm qÉ¡¢l−pl q¡−a, Bl Ak¡¢Qai¡−h ¢a¢e ®f−me HL¢V Q¡L¥l£z HL¢V h¡¢sJ ¢Le−me 
¢a¢ez ph−Q−u hs m¡i ®q¡−m¡ HC fËQ¡−ll g−m a¡yl q¡¢l−u-k¡Ju¡ f¢lh¡−ll p¡−b Bh¡l 
®k¡N¡−k¡N ®q¡−m¡, c£OÑ ®o¡m hRl f−lz  
 
Hh¡−l HL¢V ®R¡V ®R−ml Lb¡ h¢mz ¢L−n¡l kn …ç Qnj¡ R¡s¡ ¢LµR¤¤ fs−a f¡−l e¡z HL¢ce ¢L 
L−l qW¡v a¡l Qnj¡¢V ®Nm ®i−P z HC c¡l¦Z Ap¤¢hd¡l A¢i‘a¡l fl kn öl¦ Llm a¡l L¡Sz 
HMe fkÑ¿¹ ®p ®S¡N¡s Hhw c¡e L−l−R 850 pqpË Xm¡−ll Qnj¡ - p¡l¡ fª¢bh£l c¢lâ R¡œ-R¡œ£−cl 
SeÉz HC ®R−m¢V ¢L iNh¡−el fË¢aj§¢aÑ eu? 
 
f¤¢mn A¢gp¡l pð−å A−e−Ll A−eL lL−jl d¡lZ¡z ¢LR¤ p¢aÉ, ¢LR¤ ¢j−bÉ, ¢LR¤ NÒf ö−e h¡ 
Mh−ll j¡dÉ−j, Abh¡ ¢LR¤ ¢LR¤ hÉ¢š²Na p¤−Ml h¡ A-p¤−Ml A¢i‘a¡l g−mz ¢L¿º- HC p¢aÉL¡−ll 
L¡¢qe£¢V A−e−LlC ®Q¡M M¤m−a p¡q¡kÉ Ll−h ®k f¤¢m−nl j−dÉJ A−e−L öd¤ i¡mC eu, LaV¡ 
®ch…ZpÇfæ j¡e¤o q−a f¡−lz  ¢eE Cu−LÑl fy¢Qn-hRl huú f¤¢mn A¢gp¡l mÉ¡¢l ¢X¢fË−j¡ HL 
q¡s-Sj¡−e¡ n£−al pL¡−m ®cM−a ®f−me HL fb-h¡p£ qai¡NÉ j¡e¤o−Lz W¡™¡u a¡l f¡−u ®g¡ú¡ 
f−s ®N−Rz e¡ B−R a¡l S¤−a¡, e¡ B−R ®L¡e ®j¡S¡z ¢X¢fË−j¡ ®p¡S¡ ®N−me HL S¤−a¡l ®c¡L¡−e, 
a¡lfl S¤−a¡ Bl ®j¡S¡ ¢L−e H−e ¢e−S q¡−a f¢l−u ¢c−me HC j¡e¤o¢V−Lz ¢h−hL, cu¡ J 
pq¡e¤ï¢al Ae¤fj ¢ecnÑez 
 
Bl HLSe f¤¢mn A¢gp¡−ll NÒf f−s¢Rm¡jz HL¢V AÒf hup£ ®R−m ®Mm¡l j¡−W Ha jc ®M−u−R 
®k i¡m L−l q¡yV−a f¡l−R e¡z j¢qm¡ f¤¢mn A¢gp¡l¢V mrÉ Ll−me ®k ®p ¢L¿º ®L¡e Aiâ, 
Apj£Q£e hÉhq¡l Ll−R e¡z ¢a¢e ¢S−‘p Ll−me ®p ¢WL B−R ¢Le¡z ®R−m¢V Ešl ¢cm ®k a¡l 
i£oZ i¡m m¡N−Rz j¢qm¡ hm−me J−L ®c−M a¡yl j−e q−µR e¡ ®k ®pV¡ p¢aÉ, Bl S¡e−a Q¡C−me 
®p fË¡uC jc M¡u ¢L e¡z ®R−m¢V hmm ®p fË¢a¢ceC jc M¡uz j¢qm¡ a¡lfl J−L hm−me fË¢a¢ce 
jc ®M−u S£he eø Ll¡l ja j¡e¤o a¡−L ®c−M j−e qu e¡, j¡a¡m qh¡l ja j¡e¤oJ a¡−L ®c−M 
j−e qu e¡z ¢L Lb¡u ¢L gm qm ®L S¡−e? ®R−m¢V c¤ j¡−pl j−dÉ j−cl ®en¡ ®b−L ¢Ql¢c−el SeÉ 
¢e−S−L j¤š² Llm- ®p BS ®b−L 17 hRl B−Nl Lb¡z  
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HC fËp−‰ j−e f−s ®Nm Bj¡l HL¢V Bl-¢p-Hj-¢f f¤¢mn  pqLjÑ£l Lb¡z ¢WL HC dl−Zl OVe¡ 
euz ah¤ h¢mz L¡−S ¢N−u¢Rm¡j ®lS¡Ce¡−az HLp¡−b N¡¢s−a ®k−a ®k−a A−eL lL−jl Lb¡ 
q¢µRmz œ²£pj¡p f¡me Ll¡l fËp‰ ®L¡eJ i¡−h EW−m HC pqLjÑ£¢V hm−me, '' Bjl¡ fË¢a 
œ²£pj¡−p HL¢V j¤i£ ®c¢M - 'N¡å£' ''z ö−e Bj¡l fË¡u N¡¢s ®b−L f−s k¡h¡l AhÙÛ¡! L'Se 
i¡la£u h¡ He-Bl-BC N¡å£, lh£¾âe¡b, ®ea¡S£, ü¡j£S£ h¡ AeÉ ®L¡eJ jq¡j¡e−hl S£he ¢e−u 
°al£ j¤i£ ®c−M ¢euj L−l, öi Evph f¡me Ll¡l pj−u? 
 
m£XÚp nq−l HL¢V k¤hL b¡Laz ®p b£JmS£l R¡œz HL fËQ™ n£−al pL¡−m ®p ®j¡Vl h¡C−L 
k¡¢µRm 30 j¡Cm c§−l ®L¡b¡J d−jÑ¡f−cn ¢c−az qW¡v h¡CL ®b−j ®Nm,  ®f−VÌ¡m g¥¢l−u ®N−Rz 
HL¢V ¢h¾c¤J Bl ®eCz ¢el¦f¡u ®R−m¢V f−bl d¡−l c¡y¢s−u WLÚ WLÚ L−l L¡yf−Rz Hje pj−u HLV¡ 
N¡¢s H−p HLV¥ c§−l b¡jmz Ak¡¢Qa i¡−h, HL¢V Lb¡J e¡ h−m Q¡mL iâ−m¡L a¡yl N¡¢sl VÌ¡ˆ 
M¤−m HL NÉ¡me ®f−VÌ¡−ml HL¢V f¡œ ¢e−u H−p Jl ®j¡Vl h¡C−L i−l ¢c−u Bh¡l ¢e−Sl f−b Q−m 
®N−mez ®L ¢R−me HC Q¡mL? j¡e§o, e¡ ®chc§a, e¡ RcÈ−hn£ ®cha¡?  
 
Bjl¡ ph¡C S¡¢e ®k ph¡lC S£h−e ''B−R c¤xM, B−R jªaÉ¥, ¢hlq cqe S¡−N''z ah¤J ¢e−Sl ®n¡L, 
¢e−Sl c¤xM−L ph¡l ®Q−u hs L−l ®cM¡V¡ ®hn f¢l¢Qa hÉ¡f¡l Bj¡−cl L¡−R z ¢L¿º ®LE ®LE 
f¡−le ''hÉb¡ ®j¡l EW−h SÄ−m FdÑf¡−e'' HC h¡Z£¢V−L p¡bÑL l©f ¢c−az Hl j§¢aÑja£ cªø¡¿¹: 
V−m−X¡, Jq¡−u¡l h¡¢p¾c¡ Ju¡ä¡ h¡Vpz a¡yl ®o¡m-hR−ll ®R−m kn S−m X¥−h j¡l¡ k¡h¡l fl ¢a¢e 
®n¡−L ¢Ql¢ejNÀ e¡ ®b−L mrÉ Ll−me ®k B−j¢lL¡u A¢gÌL¡e-B−j¢lL¡e Bl mÉ¡¢V−e¡ 
®R−m−j−u−cl S−m X¥−h jªaÉ¥l q¡l AeÉ¡eÉ ®R−m−j−u−cl ®Q−u A−eL ®h¢nz a¡l fË¢a¢hd¡−e ¢a¢e 
öl¦ Ll−me ''kn fË−Sƒ'' - pwMÉ¡-mO¤ ®R−m−j−u−cl SeÉ ee-fË¢gV p¡ya¡l J S−m p¡hd¡e qh¡l 
¢nr¡hÉhÙÛ¡ z  Na R-hR−l ÙÛ¡e£u fË¡u 1200 ®R−m−j−u HC ¢nr¡ NËqZ Ll¡l p¤−k¡N ®f−u−Rz  
 
Hh¡l AeÉ dl−Zl HL¢V NÒf h¢mz Bjl¡ A−e−LC jdÉfË¡−QÉ djÑ ¢e−u, pwú«¢a ¢e−u ¢eù¥l k¤−Ül 
Lb¡, eªnwp qaÉ¡l Lb¡ öe¢R fË¢a¢cez Lø f¡¢µR ¢nn¤-hªÜ-k¤h¡, el-e¡l£ ¢e¢hÑ−n−o ¢e−cÑ¡o 
®m¡−L−cl AL¡lZ ¢eNË−ql Lb¡ ®S−ez HClLj Qm−R A−eL ¢ce d−lCz C¢S−ÃV HLh¡l ¢LR¤ Qlj-
i¡h¡fæ j¤p¢mj−cl q¡−a 21 Se œ²£ÕQ¡−el jªaÉ¥ quz Hl L−uL ¢ce f−lC ¢Rm œ²£pj¡p Ciz 
œ²£ÕQ¡el¡ i¡h−R ®k N£SÑ¡u ®N−m a¡l¡ Bl fË¡Z ¢e−u ¢gl−a f¡l−h ¢Le¡ p−¾cqz ah¤ a¡l¡ ®Nm 
Evph f¡me Ll−az ¢N−u pi−u a¡l¡ ®c−M, p¢aÉC HL cm j¤p¢mj ®pM¡−e B−N ®b−L Ef¢ÙÛa 
l−u−Rz  ¢L¿º e¡, œ²£ÕQ¡e−cl j¡l−a eu, a¡l¡ JM¡−e ®N−R œ²£ÕQ¡e−cl lr¡ Ll−a! k¢c a¡−cl ®LE 
Bœ²jZ L−l, a−h B−N HC ®m¡−L−cl S£h¿¹ h¡d¡ f¡l q−u ®k−a q−h Bœ²jZL¡l£−clz H−cl HC 
LaÑhÉ−h¡d ®a¡ fËL«a j¡eh-d−jÑlC fËL¡n, a¡C eu? 
 
2007 Mªø¡−ël HL¢V A¢a p¡d¡lZ ¢cez jS¤l J−up¢m A−VÌ a¡yl c¤C ®j−u−L ú¥−m ®f±R¡−a 
k¡¢µR−mez p¡h-J−u pÚ−Vn−e ®VÌ−el SeÉ A−fr¡ Ll−Rez qW¡v ®c−Me HL¢V k¤hL A‘¡e q−u e£−Q 
f−s ®N−me, c¤¢V ®VÌe VÌÉ¡−Ll j¡TM¡−ez ®VÌe Bp−a aMe Bl L−uL j¤q§aÑ ®cl£z  HLV¥J ¢àd¡ e¡ 
L−l A−VÌ m¡¢g−u e£−Q ®e−j ®pC k¤hL¢V−L j¡¢V−a kaV¡ pñh e£Q¥ L−l d−l lC−me, e£Q¥ q−u 
lC−me ¢e−SJz ®VÌe pNSÑ−e j¡b¡l HLV¥ Jfl ¢c−u ¢N−u b¡jmz j¡b¡ a¥−m A−VÌ AeÉ k¡œ£−cl 
hm−me ''Bj¡l ®j−u−cl HLV¥ hm¤e J−cl h¡h¡ ¢WL B−Rz'' L¢lNll¡ R¤−V H−p f¡Ju¡l AgÚ L−l 
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EÜ¡l Llm HC c¤Se−Lz X¡š²¡l ®cM¡−e¡l Ae¤−l¡d ANË¡qÉ L−l A−VÌ ®j−u−cl ú¥−m ®f±R¡−a Q−m 
®N−mez ®ke ¢LR¤C qu¢ez 
 
Bj¡l ph ®n−ol NÒf¢V HL ¢nö-®cha¡−L ¢e−uz Q£e ®c−nl ®ne−S−e ¢mu¡w Cu¡JC ¢Rm HL 
R¡œz a¡l e'hRl hu−p j¡b¡u qW¡v LÉ¡ep¡l¡p ¢VEj¡l dl¡ fsmz c¤'hRl k¤−Ül fl ¢e¢ÕQa jªaÉ¥l 
j¤−M c¡y¢s−u HC ¢eiÑ£L ¢nö a¡l j¡'®L S¡e¡m ®k a¡l ph ANÑ¡e ®p c¡e Ll−a Q¡uz HC HN¡−l¡ 
hR−ll Ap¡d¡lZ Ec¡l¢Qš ®R−m¢V−L q¡pf¡a¡−ml ¢Q¢Lvp−Ll¡ a¡l jªaÉ¥l f−l a¡l ¢hR¡e¡l Q¡l 
¢c−L c¡y¢s−u j¡b¡ e£Q¥ L−l nËÜ¡ ¢e−hce L−lez  
 
 
HC ph j¡e¤o−cl Lb¡ ®S−e B¢j deÉz jq¡n¢š²l L¡−R fË¡bÑe¡ L¢l, Hy−cl f¤ZÉ BcnÑ ®ke nËÜ¡i−l 
j−e l¡M−a f¡¢lz j¡e¤−ol j−dÉ DnÄl−L B¢j ®ke ®cM−a f¡Cz S£h−el fË¡u ®nofË¡−¿¹ H−p 
®f±y−R¢Rz S¡¢e j¡e¤−ol j−dÉ c¡e−hlJ Ai¡h ®eCz ¢L¿º öd¤ a¡−cl Lb¡ ®i−h, j¡eh-d−jÑl hÉ¢aœ²j 
®c−M, j¤¢ø−ju j¡e¤−ol r¥âa¡ ®c−M Abh¡ °ce¢¾ce a¥µR¡¢aa¥µR L¡l−Z ®ke j¡e¤−ol fË¢a ¢hnÄ¡p e¡ 
q¡l¡Cz  Bh¡l lh£¾âe¡−bl Lb¡ ¢c−uC ®no L¢l. 
 
''eu−el cª¢ø q−a O¤Q−h L¡−m¡, ®kM¡−e fs−h ®pb¡u ®cM−h B−m¡-'' 
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Tamil Nadu Once Again 

II. Chennai to Tiruvanamalai 

Subhash C. Biswas 

 

The two days that were spent in Chennai were much rewarding. Lot of delight, some surprise and a good 

deal of spirituality were the invaluable acquirement to carry on with. The mythological stories and legends 

added some relishing spices to the whole recipe. The tour program has begun with a good note, as 

hoped. The excitement and encouragement from the Chennai visits are strong enough to boost the spirit 

persuading the visitors to follow the course with new vigour. It’s time to be on the roads again. The 

morning in Chennai is too beautiful to leave for any place else. A stay of two days in a city like Chennai 

feels like too short. But the call of the program is what matters now. The two couples leave Chennai for 

the next destination. 

Munnur Shiva Temple, also known as Sri Advalleeshwarar Temple, is a not-so-popular temple that’s 

embedded deep inside a forlorn village known as Munnur. It’s a drive of roughly 115 km down south-west 

toward Tindivanam via NH45. A left turn on to a narrower highway takes one to the desired destination, 

which is a drive of another 15 km or so. But the drive along this road seems to be unending, heading 

nowhere. It goes toward Bay of Bengal; so obviously the natural beauty is unquestionably good and 

thoroughly enjoyable.  

“I don’t mind if we can’t reach the temple,” Rajat quips. “We’ve got a chance to see the rural beauty of 

Tamil Nadu.” 

“That’s the fringe benefit of choosing a place where tourists don’t flock around,” Godadhar says. “The 

beauty of the scenery is good without question, but it gets enhanced by what you see around.  Small 

houses, market places, people moving around seemingly without business, cattle moving freely and all 

these under a clear blue sky make an ideal blend for an enchanting natural landscape.” 

“Stop your romanticism,” Kamalika says in a rebuking tone. “I feel we’ve lost our way; the driver’s 

gestures and look make me uneasy.” 

“Ask the driver,” Rina suggests. 

Godadhar asks the driver and to his dismay he gets an unsettling answer. The driver is not totally sure 

about his way. The last time he came to this place was 13 years ago with a few American tourists.  

“Wonderful,” Rajat bursts into laughter. “We’re on a mission of adventure. I’m getting a kick of thrill.” 

“Looks like we’re going on a picnic,” Rina adds. 

The driver takes a sudden turn on to a much narrower road that meanders through a jungle. The sight 

gets blocked by lofty trees and bushy greens on both sides. No movement of life is noticed, no people 

moving around. Cows and goats that are common sights in this area have also abandoned this place. 

The driver goes on doing his job without any concern. He doesn’t even have to bother about traffic, 
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because there isn’t any. Silence, total silence! Rajat opens his mouth to say something, but controls 

himself. It’s getting scary. 

“Now I’m getting worried,” Kamalika says in a shaky voice. Her eyes cannot hide the worries she feels.  

Godadhar asks the driver once again.  

“Sir, nothing much has changed in these 13 years, except the trees have become taller and the bushes 

bushier,” the driver responds with a smile and in an assuring tone. Silence prevails once again. 

After a few more kilometers of drive, a quaint, little village comes to sight. Simultaneous sighs of relief 

with mild laughter break the silence. The driver enters into an open space and parks the car. 

“Here it is, Sir,” he says, “we aren’t lost after all.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Munnur Shiva Temple 

A very simple temple stands a little distance away with a serene, modest look. It doesn’t boast of any 

royal glory with high-rising, sculpture-adorned gopurams. Without much ornamental glamour, the temple 

stands with a charming beauty at the centre-point of a solitary world. A priest standing in the front hall 

looks curiously at his new guests. The whole area is beaming with solitude.  A lone temple, a lone priest 

and the vast nature have created a perfect harmony that has just got shattered by the invasion of a few 

lowly mortals. 

“It’s surprisingly quiet here,” says Godadhar. “A temple without anything else is beyond my 

comprehension.” 

“How did you find about this temple, Godai?” Rajat asks looking curiously at Godadhar. 

“That’s not important, Rajat. What’s important about this temple is its antiquity. This temple has been 

standing here since the Vedic period. Another important aspect of this temple is that the principal deity, 

Lord Shiva in the form of Swambhu Lingam, faces south, which is very rare.” 

“I’ve difficulty in believing it existed in the Vedic period, because Shiva is not a Vedic god.” 

“You might have a point there, but Shiva might have been a later phenomenon. Historically, this temple 

was renovated by the Chola king Kulothunga II.” 

“It’s strange, there’re no other tourists, no devotees,” Kamalika says. 

“And there’ll not be for the next 13 years,” Godadhar says laughing loudly. 
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“So we have the temple all for ourselves.” 

‘Then let’s enter the temple and look for the priest,” says Rina. 

The priest is waiting in the hall to receive his visitors. His smiling face only tells he is happy some visitors 

have come. Fortunately, he speaks fluent Hindi and some English enough to make effective conversation. 

This is especially noteworthy for a relatively small temple situated in a remote village. The priest gladly 

performs puja in an elaborate way for his devotees and says, since the principal deity is south-facing and 

the temple as well, all the prayers are sure to get fulfilled. The spiritual power of this temple is so great 

that it draws serious devotees, who are aware of it, from far and wide. There’s a separate shrine for 

Parvati on the right after entering. An interesting feature of this temple is that one can get a devotional 

song or music of his choice by the flick of a button. The priest points out that Lord Shiva appeared before 

a few Rishis (saints) and the king Kulothunga here in a dancing pose. The name Advalleeshwarar of the 

temple originates from the name of this dancing pose. This temple is often referred to as Kailash on Earth 

by the Rishis. The priest claims that the structure of this temple is 2700 years old. The sacred tree of the 

temple is called “Vannitree” and the pond “Brahmateertham”. The temple celebrates a few yearly 

festivals.  

Tindivanam is the next stopping place. It’s a small town with a population of roughly 70000, about 25 km 

from here. Not to forget that it’s a Tamil Nadu town; so temples are prevalent in this small town too. There 

are about 35 temples and a few other religious places. The national highway passes through this town. 

It’s named after its original Sanskrit name Tindrivanam meaning a jungle of tamarind (Tindri = Tamarind, 

vanam = jungle). 

The first temple to visit is Sri Lakshmi Narasimha Swamy temple, which is located right inside the 

Tindivanam market place. The temple precinct is excessively crowded with local devotees. Apparently, 

there are no other tourists. The local people are very curious about the visitors. They seem to be 

cooperative, but unfortunately, no one speaks anything else but Tamil. The temple is about 1000 years 

old and stands with the south Indian tradition of a lofty Gopuram adorned with intricate carvings. But the 

glamour of the Gopuram is shockingly belittled by an ugly cobweb of overhanging electric wires and 

proximity of buildings with bill boards. The principal deity is Narasimha Swamy who’s seen with Sri 

Lakshmi on his left lap. The devotees here offer more importance to Sri Lakshmi than Narasimha. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lakshmi Narasimha Temple 

The next temple to visit in this town is Teerthakulam Balamurugan Temple, which is also located in the 

middle of the market place only a short distance away. This temple was built by Raja Raja Chola. 

Because of renovation, the temple is temporarily closed. 

“Bad luck, I should have known,” Godadhar regrets. 
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“This kind of things is difficult to know beforehand,” says Rajat. “Even the travel agent didn’t know.” 

From Tindivanam, the journey continues toward Tiruvanamalai, a drive of about 65 km along National 

Highway 66. A beautiful Jain Math comes on the way about 20 km from Tindivanam. This Math, located in 

Melsithamur of Villupuram district of Tamil Nadu, is a primary religious centre of the Tamil Jain 

Community. The temple in this Math is called 10
th

 Parshwanatha Jain Temple. This area is known for a 

thriving Jain community from remote past. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Parshwanatha Jain Temple 

The temple tower shows its brilliant white beauty from far away. Arriving at the Math, the visitors 

experience a calm, serene feeling. The temple’s imposing beauty is enticing, but luck doesn’t favour here 

either. The temple is closed for today.  

“Your agent should have verified before approving the itinerary,” Rajat says in an accusing tone. “I hold 

them responsible.” 

But sometimes luck favours in unexpected ways. There are no other tourists or visitors in the Math. Like 

Munnur Shiva temple, this Math is also situated in a remote isolated place. Moreover, being closed for 

visitors, the vast expanse of the Math is in quiet, splendid seclusion. Only a few workers are working on 

harvested ground nuts at a distance. Walking around in such a holy place can more than compensate the 

loss of the opportunity to see the temple. In addition, the visitors feel especially lucky when they see the 

head of the Math, the Swamiji, comes out of his office and meets them. The Swamiji is kind enough to sit 

and talk with them. He has been in charge of this Math for over a decade. This temple is dedicated to the 

10
th
 Parshwanatha and there is another shrine here which is dedicated to Mallinatha. There are 9

th
 

century rock-cut images of Bahuvali, Parshwanatha, Adinatha, Mahavira and Ambika Yakshi. 

Swamiji explains how the Math grows some essential things it needs such as rice and oil. Oil here is 

made out of ground nut that’s cultivated in abundance. The Math doesn’t sell or give away its produce; it’s 

meant for internal consumption only. But Swamiji goes out of his way to make an exception today. He 

shows his kind gestures to entertain his visitors with tea and snacks and offer them a generous gift – a 

big bag full of ground nuts. He even offers them free lodging in the Math saying why waste money in a 

hotel. But the offer is very humbly declined for obvious reasons. 

Bidding respectful good-bye to Swamiji, Godadhar along with others move on. Tiruvanamalai is still 45 km 

away. After only a few kilometers of drive, two hills are seen to suddenly rise over the green plains of 

Tamil Nadu. The slopes of these hills are strewn with rounded boulders and lumpy rocks in shades of 

grey and brown. Nestled on these hills – Kalyan giri and Rajagiri - and enclosed by huge ramparts, 
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stands a majestic complex, called Gingee Fort. Each of these hills has a separate, self-contained citadel. 

Much of the early history of this Fort is shrouded in mystery. Recorded history only goes back to the 

Cholas followed by the Nayakas; the latter were under the control of the Vijaynagar Empire. Most of the 

structures of this Fort were built during the Vijaynagar period. Since then the Fort was occupied by a 

succession of rulers such as, the Marathas (under the leadership of Shivaji), the Mughals and the French. 

The French surrendered it to the British in 1761. The courage and valour of the erstwhile rulers were so 

legendary that Gingee was regarded as the ‘Troy of the East’.  

It’s a considerable height to the top of the fort complex. Along the way, one may come across temples, 

granaries and a mosque. The most prominent monument is a renovated hall called the Audience Hall. In 

one of the temples – Venugopalaswamy Temple – there is a remarkable sculpture of Lord Krishna 

playing on his flute, with two of his consorts. A glamorous monument stands tall with 8 storeys, called 

Kalyan Mahal, having a large hall in each floor. 

“How long will it take to see the Fort?” Rajat inquires looking at the driver. 

“Sir, it may take a good half-day to climb and walk around in the complex. One may not come across too 

many tourists, but one is sure to meet with a lot of playful monkeys.” The driver doesn’t hide his laughter. 

Rajat looks at Godadhar curiously with some positive response.  A negative nod of Godadhar is enough 

to dismiss it. The car slowly passes by the Gingee Fort toward Tiruvanamalai, while disappointed Rajat 

looks back to take a final glimpse of the historical fort standing as a glorious crown on the summit of the 

hill. 

Arunachaleshwara Temple 

Tiruvanamalai is a small town at the foot of the Arunachala – also known as Annamalai – hill. It is 

considered as one of the most sacred towns of India. The town is famous for Arunachaleshwara 

Temple, a huge temple complex dedicated to Lord Shiva. Lord Shiva is popularly known here as 

Arunachaleshwara. 

“There is a very interesting legend about Arunachaleshwara that intrigues me,” says Godadhar looking 

inquisitively at Rajat. 

“Tell me.” 

“There was once a dispute about superiority between Vishnu and Brahma. They went to Lord Shiva 

looking for a solution to the problem. Shiva appeared as an infinitely long column of fire on the Annamalai 

hill and asked them to find the beginning and the pinnacle of the column. Vishnu went to find the 

beginning but came back and admitted His inability to find it. But Brahma didn’t want to admit defeat; so 

He lied and claimed to have found the pinnacle. Shiva punished Brahma for lying and cursed Him saying 

He will never be worshipped in a temple.” 

“What’s so intriguing about it? It’s just another mythological story. Besides, the legend as you narrated 

comes from the Shaivite School. The Vaishnavites have the same legend with the roles of Shiva and 

Vishnu reversed.” 

“What intrigue me are the philosophical, spiritual and mathematical implications of this very simple, just-

another-mythological story. Look Rajat, God is supposedly infinite; so it’s a clash of infinities. 

Mathematically, operations involving infinity often lead to indeterminate situations. In the story, infinite 

Vishnu couldn’t fathom God Shiva’s infinitude. What Brahma did may be considered as a realistic exit 

from the impasse for the mortals, exit with a dose of spirituality. And philosophically …” 

“Winston Churchill said it best. Infinity is a riddle wrapped in a mystery inside an enigma. But enough of it 

now, stop this and look at the beautiful Annamalai hills.” 
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“And look at the other side; there’s the temple complex with its tall towers.” 

It’s almost the end of the day; the Sun has gone beyond the hills. The car passes by the high walls of the 

temple complex. The resort hotel is only a few kilometers from the temple. Tomorrow will be the big day. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Rajagopuram of Arunachaleshwara Temple 

The resort is a wonderful place in this town. It has many residential cottages built in beautiful natural 

setting. After some well-deserved rest, they go to the dining hall. It’s a pleasant walk along a narrow brick 

pathway with cottages on both sides. There aren’t too many diners yet in the hall. So they can choose a 

suitable table in a central place. Kamalika goes to get some munchies from the buffet table. She comes 

back conversing with a couple. 

“Hey folks, let me introduce. Here are Michael and Deborah from Boston.” 

Michael is a medical doctor by profession, soft-spoken with a gesture of smile that seems to be 

permanently stuck on his lips. Deborah on the contrary is a lively lady who does the talking for both of 

them. They take no time to be part of the team and be intimate giving the impression that they all know 

each other for a long time. Interestingly, Deborah seems to be very knowledgeable about Indian 

philosophy. Both of them have dressed up as an Indian couple; Deborah looks pretty in saree and 

Michael so elegant in kurta. Another couple approaches the table and introduces themselves. 

 “Is it the table that being in the centre has become the centre of attraction or the people around it?” 

Godadhar feels amused by his own soliloquy. 

“May we join please?” 

“Yes, our pleasure. Please join us, the table is big enough and our heart too,” Godadhar replies with a 

welcoming chuckle.  

Jacques and Louise have come from Quebec City, Canada. And, more the merrier, Martin from Austria 

also joins in. The big table is now almost filled up. Conversation gradually picks up and in no time gets 

going in full swing when everyone gladly participates with eagerness and interest. Deborah enlightens 

others about Arunachaleshwara temple. Martin, a serious devotee of Ramana Maharishi’s Ashram, sits 

like a silent listener with a solemn face. In an opportune moment, he opens his mouth and talks about the 

Ashram. He comes here every year and stays for a month or so. 

“Do you all know about the legend of Ardhanarishwara?” Deborah asks. 

“We would love to hear it from you,” responds Godadhar. 
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“Shiva and His consort Parvati were once having a playful time in their abode Mount Kailash. Parvati 

covered the eyes of Shiva for a moment out of fun. God’s moment is a very long time for the world. So 

this momentary closure of Shiva’s eyes extinguished all lights of the universe for many years. Parvati 

realized the consequence of her involuntary misdeed and agreed to do penance in order to revert to the 

normal situation by appeasing Her Lord. Shiva, thus appeased, appeared as a column of fire on the top of 

the Annamalai hill to light up the universe afresh. Shiva then merged with Parvati and became 

Ardhanarishwara (half male and half female). This legend is very intriguing and I’m amazed by it. The 

Ardhanarishwara symbol represents the complete God form.” 

“Intriguing it is,” says Godadhar. “This form represents Shiva-Shakti, meaning the absolute, invariant, 

timeless, omnipotent entity (Shiva) merged with the totality of the created universe (Parvati). Kapil Muni’s 

Samkhya Darshan has a similar concept – Purush and Prakriti. Scientifically the Big Bang Theory may be 

interpreted in this line; but I wouldn’t go that far.”  

“I see Deborah, you have incredible knowledge and understanding about Hindu mythology,” Kamalika 

says. “You have good respect for it, I guess. It’s very rare even among the Indians. I appreciate.” 

“I must confess, my source of knowledge is this gentleman sitting like a holy man, who doesn’t speak 

unless spoken to.” Deborah is obviously pointing at Michael. 

“So Michael is the knowledge tree and you’re its fruit,” Godadhar says jovially. “Looking at Michael, I get 

the image of something of a solitary figure, seldom without a smile, sitting on the bank of a river with a 

fishing rod in hand and meditating for the catch of the day. Jokes aside, Michael, you do look very 

dignified and full of wisdom. Coming back to the concept of the column of fire, let me say that in this 

temple, God Shiva manifests in the form of Pancha Bhoota (Five Elements), importantly in the form of the 

fire element. This manifestation is celebrated here in a very big way. It’s called Kartikai Deepam festival 

celebrated during Nov.-Dec., when the constellation Pleiades is in conjunction with the full moon.” 

 “What do they do to celebrate?” asks Louise. 

“It’s a 10-day long festival,” Kamalika is enthusiastic to give the details. “A huge lamp is lit in a cauldron 

containing 2000 liters of ghee (purified butter) and a 30 m long wick atop the hill. The giant column that’s 

thus set ablaze symbolizes the Shiva lingam of fire joining the earth and the sky. It’s like a huge beacon 

that can be seen from as far as 10 km. But more spectacular is the congregation of the pilgrims. I read in 

a daily newspaper that in the last celebration as many as a million people came from far and wide to 

participate in the most important event of the festival. In this event, the devotees circumnavigate the base 

of the hill on foot while chanting continuously.” 

“This is fabulous, hard to believe,” says Godadhar. “Just try to visualize the tide of humanity flooding all 

roads around a mountain awash in golden light coming from a flame at its top, hear the resonant chanting 

by a million and smell the scent of burning ghee. You’re sure to get intoxicated with a high dose of 

spirituality.” 

“That’s really incredible,” Louise says in a heavy French accent. She seems to be bewildered. 

“We must experience this extraordinary phenomenon, may be in our next visit,” says Jacques. 

“I also feel like witnessing it,” says Deborah. Michael silently nods his head; his smile gets a little broader. 

The great dining conference that happened just by chance thus comes to a point when conversation 

slows down. It’s time to say good night. 

It’s the morning after, the commencement of the big day to visit the much desired Arunachaleshwara 

temple. The enormous temple complex spreads over an area as large as 25 acres, which is enclosed by 

a high wall about 4500 ft. (1375 m) long. It’s the largest Shiva temple in India. The only comparison that 

one can think of is the Vishnu temple in Srirangam, which is also the largest Vishnu temple in India. This 
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grand temple with the hill in the background and high rampart walls looks like a fort when viewed from a 

distance. 

The driver stops the car at a suitable spot close to the main entrance gate, the eastern gate. The whole 

area in front of the gate is, as expected, a crowded market place, a common sight near a temple in India. 

It’s busy with traffic, parked vehicles, road-side stalls with shoppers and people on the move. All visitors 

have to walk through this world of everyday reality in order to enter the temple. Once inside, Godadhar 

feels bewildered by the fabulous sight. 

“The outside world of profanity has evolved into one of purity and holiness inside the temple,” he says 

solemnly while looking at the mind blowing tall Gopurams and hundreds of devotees dressed in holy 

costumes. 

“It’s overwhelming,” says Rajat. 

“I’ve never seen so many Gopurams in one temple complex,” says Kamalika. Rina quietly looks around. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Arunachleshwara Temple (inside) 

Construction of this temple was initially accomplished by the Chola dynasty in the 9
th
 Century. Then 

successive rulers added to the existing structures. These later expansions are attributed to the rulers of 

Sangama, Saluva and Tuluva dynasties. The temple came under the domination of various empires such 

as, the Mughals, the French, Tipu Sultan and finally the British. There are 106 stone edicts in this temple 

bearing testimony. 

Arunachaleshwara temple has an impressive array of Gopurams and Mandapams. There are nine 

Gopurams in all and five Prakarams (Precincts). The tallest Gopuram – the Rajagopuram – stands over 

the eastern gateway. Made of granite, this Gopuram has an astounding height of 66 m and a width of 30 

m, and is one of the tall towers of India with record height. The credit of construction of such a Gopuram 

goes to King Krishna deva Raya of Tuluva dynasty; but it’s named after the Hoysala king Ballala who 

made Tiruvanamalai his Capital. There are three more stately towers on the other three sides and five 

smaller towers inside the complex. The inside towers connect the precincts of the temple compound. 

Among the Mandapams, the most spectacular is the one with thousand pillars, which is also constructed 

by the same famous Krishna deva Raya. The pillars and the towers are all adorned with captivating 

sculptures. 

The architecture of the towers and the Mandapams conforms to the South Indian style. It is interesting to 

note that even the Hoysalas, who are noted for their adorable fame of architectural skill as seen in Belur, 

Halibidu and Somnathpur, chose to retain the traditional Dravidian style of Gopuram. 
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There are many shrines in this temple spread over its five precincts. These shrines house many deities as 

may be expected. The main shrine of Arunachaleshwara in the first precinct houses a massive lingam 

that truly inspires spiritual feeling. There are many other deities in this shrine. Behind the sanctum, there 

is an image of Lord Venugopalaswamy (Krishna). 

This temple has 22 idols of Ganapati. One important Ganapati is installed under a Vakula tree in the 

second precinct. Kamalika gets curious to see what’s going on in front of one of the pillars. Many 

devotees are offering prayer to a miniature, palm-size Ganapati installed in a crevice of the pillar. This 

Ganapati, although tiny in His earthly size, is supposedly very responsive to prayers. In the third precinct, 

there is a temple for the Goddess Unnamalai, the inseparable consort of Lord Arunachaleshwara. 

Standing in the middle of a wide open yard, Godadhar looks all around with keen eyes and tries to feel 

and grasp the immensity of the whole complex standing high with its tall towers.  

“This virtuosity, this grandeur, this immenseness, Rajat, is sure to uplift the mentality of any visitor. I see 

an architectural flare steeped in history and brimming with pride.”  

“Your versification is second to none,” says Rajat glancing at him with eyes rolled on one side meaning 

some fun and frivolity. 

Kamalika and Rina insist on offering a Puja. They are not only undeterred by the long line of devotees, 

but also pull Godadhar and Rajat along with them. Kamalika asks a priest who happens to be passing by 

to inquire if there is a shorter line for puja. The priest stops, looks at them and remains silent for a while. 

Then he says, “Follow me. I’ve finished my duties, but I will do the puja for you.” He directly takes them to 

the sanctum sanctorum along a different path. Not everybody gets a chance to sit deep inside the 

Garbhamandir. Only a few people can get a place to sit. By grace of this priest, these two couples feel 

lucky to be there. The priest himself conducts puja for them. After the puja, the priest gladly talks about 

the temple. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ramana Maharishi’s Ashram 

“You should come during the Kartikai Deepam festival. Millions of people come to Tiruvanamalai during 

this time.” 

“But I’m witnessing kind of a festival right today,” says Godadhar. “There’re thousands of visitors and 

many processions with deities.” 

“This is a daily affair. This temple is especially noted for everyday procession.” The priest is in a hurry to 

leave. 
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“I can’t thank you adequately enough. You have helped us out of the way and we’ll remember it forever.” 

The priest goes in his way after exchange of greetings. 

“I don’t understand why this priest came from nowhere and helped us,” Rajat says inviting comments.   

“Neither do I Rajat; it’s a mystery to me,” says Godadhar glancing at Kamalika and Rina. “May be Lord 

Shiva was more than eager to receive your puja.” 

“I only asked the priest a simple question without expecting any favour, that’s all,” retorts Kamalika. 

“Stop you guys, we’ve been lucky to be granted with a boon,” says Rina putting an end to the 

conversation. 

Ramana Maharishi’s Ashram 

After the exhaustive tour of the temple, it’s probably fair to have some time for rest and relaxation. But the 

fame of Ramana Maharishi’s Ashram is impossible to ignore. So in the late afternoon they go for a short 

visit of the Ashram. Located at a short distance from Arunachaleshwara temple, this Ashram is 

considered as an internationally renowned spiritual centre. Ramana Maharishi performed penance since 

his young age in the Annamalai hill. He was guided by another great saint, Seshadri Swamigal, who also 

lived in this area. Ramana attained enlightenment and he too became a great saint. His teaching 

represents the quintessence of divine wisdom. People came from different parts of the world to listen to 

his preaching.  

The Ashram is a beautiful place set in serene natural surroundings. Aside from spiritual services, it 

provides a peaceful retreat for the devotees. Martin, Jacques and Louise are seen meditating in the 

meditation hall. The ambiance here is so pleasant that both mind and body get evolved into an elevated 

state. Peacocks are roaming freely in the lush green and on the roof tops. 

“I ‘m witnessing an international gathering in this Ashram,” says Godadhar. “I guess, they’re getting the 

ultimate spiritual experience and the right answer they’re seeking.” 
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®j¡V−l Ešl i¡la®j¡V−l Ešl i¡la®j¡V−l Ešl i¡la®j¡V−l Ešl i¡la    
f§lh£ h−¾cÉ¡f¡dÉ¡u 

 
 
®p¢ce ¢e−Sl O−l h−p ¢V¢i ®cM¢R, ''Q−m¡ k¡C'' ®hs¡−e¡l ¢p¢lu¡m ®cM¡−µRz ®cM−a ®cM−a Bj¡l jeV¡ ®pC 
®R¡V−hm¡u Q−m ®Nmz Bjl¡ ®R¡V−hm¡u M¤h ®h¢s−u¢Rz ®pC ®Rys¡ ®Rys¡ Øjª¢a ®i−p EWmz  
 
Bj¡l h¡h¡ C¢äu¡e Bule J pÚV£m ®L¡Çf¡e£l HLSe hs A¢gp¡l ¢R−mez Bjl¡ b¡La¡j L¥m¢V−az Bjl¡ ¢ae 
®h¡ez Bj¡l h¡h¡l M¤h ®hs¡h¡l nMz B¢j aMe LÓ¡p HC−V f¢sz h¡h¡ aMe ea¥e N¡s£ ¢L−e−Rez L¥m¢V−aC Bj¡l 
hs j¡j¡J b¡L−aez ¢a¢eJ aMe ea¥e N¡s£ ¢L−e−Rez c¤S−e ¢j−m ¢WL Ll−me N¡s£ L−l p¡l¡ Ešl i¡la ®O¡l¡ 
q−hz i¡h¤e p¡qpV¡ HLh¡l! Bj¡l c¤C ®h¡e aMe ®R¡V ®R¡Vz HLS−el cn hRl Bl HL¢Vl Ruz j¡j¡l HL¢V 
®j−u, a¡l Q¡l hRlz c¤S−el c¤M¡e¡ j¢lp j¡Cel, ®R¡V N¡¢sz Bj¡−cl N¡¢s−a j¡, h¡h¡ J Bjl¡ ¢ae ®h¡ez Bl 
j¡j¡l N¡¢s−a j¡j¡, j¡¢jj¡ J J−cl ®j−uz öi ¢ce ®c−M Bjl¡ ®h¢l−u fsm¡jz Bj¡−cl fËbj ¢hl¢a Nu¡−az 
HM¡−e Bjl¡ c¤¢ce b¡Lh ®i−h¢Rm¡jz ¢L¿º j¡j¡l ®j−ul SÄl qJu¡−a HM¡−eC ¢ae-Q¡l¢ce ®cl£ q−u ®Nmz h¡µQ¡ 
¢e−u ®hs¡−e¡ hs T¡−jm¡lz aMe ®pC X¡š²¡l-h¢cÉ Ll−a qmz k¡C ®q¡L JlC j−dÉ ®h¡dNu¡l B−n f¡−n âøhÉ ÙÛ¡e 
®c−M ®eJu¡ qmz f−b Bjl¡ 'p¡p¡l¡−j' ®nln¡−ql Lhl ®cMm¡jz Bjl¡ a¡lfl ®n¡e ec£l a£−l X¡m¢ju¡ eN−l 
b¡jm¡jz nqlV¡ ec£l Hf¡−l e¡ Jf¡−l Bj¡l ¢WL j−e ®eCz ¢L¿º ®pC ec£ f¡l qJu¡l hÉ¡f¡lV¡ M¤h i¡m ®m−N¢Rmz 
Bjl¡ ph E−šSe¡u VNhN L−l g¥V¢Rz ®VÌ−el Jfl N¡¢s a¥−m ec£ f¡l qJu¡ qmz l¡¢œ−a X¡m¢ju¡ eN−l b¡L¡ qmz 
 
fl¢ce Bh¡l Bjl¡ H¢N−u Qmm¡jz Bj¡−cl f−ll N¿¹hÉÙÛm kac§l j−e fs−R L¡n£z aMe l¡Ù¹¡u N¡¢s ®O¡s¡ 
A−eL Lj p¢aÉ, ¢L¿º f−b X¡L¡−al iuz Bjl¡ p−åÉl B−NC ®L¡e ®q¡−V−m BÙ¹¡e¡ N¡sa¡jz Bj¡l j¡ L¢ha¡, 
NÒf, ïjZL¡¢qe£ ¢mM−aez L¡−SC p−‰ ph pju HLV¡ M¡a¡-Lmj b¡Laz L¡n£−a Bjl¡ h¡h¡l HL j¡−s¡u¡l£ 
hå¥l h¡¢s−a E−W¢Rm¡jz a¡yl h¡¢s¢V M¡¢mC f−s b¡Laz ¢hl¡V h¡¢s- h¡N¡e, f−´Ml L¡S Ll¡ ®cJu¡mz Q¡¢l¢c−L 
p¤¾cl p¤¾cl j§¢aÑz h¡N¡−e j¡m£ Bl l¡æ¡l ®m¡L b¡Laz l¡æ¡l ®m¡LC Bj¡−cl l¡æ¡ L−l ¢caz JM¡−e A−eL lL−jl 
¢j¢ø f¡Ju¡ ®kaz j¢¾c−l f§S¡ ®cJu¡ qm, B−nf¡−nl âøhÉ S¡uN¡ ®cM¡ qmz HM¡−e Bjl¡ c¤ ¢ae ¢ce ¢Rm¡jz 
a¡lfl Bjl¡ Hm¡q¡h¡c, m−rÁ±, L¡ef¤l c¤ ¢ce c¤¢ce L−l O¤lm¡jz Hlfl Bjl¡ BNË¡ ®Nm¡jz HM¡−e Bjl¡ 
E−W¢Rm¡j h¡h¡l HL hå¥l h¡¢s−az Bjl¡ HM¡−e ¢ce p¡−aL ¢Rm¡jz HM¡−e âøhÉ ÙÛ¡e A−eLz  
 
a¡Sjqm ®c−M ®a¡ ph¡C j¤‡z Ha¢ce f¡WÉ hCHl f¡a¡u R¢h ®c−M¢Rz Q¡r¥o ®c−M ph¡C h¡LÉq¢la q−u ®Nm¡jz 
Bj¡l ®R¡V ®h¡e n¡qS¡q¡−el NÒf ö−e j¤MÙÛ L−l ®gmmz ph¡C−L ®n¡e¡−a m¡Nmz a¡Sjq−ml p¡j−el ®c¡L¡e 
®b−L Bjl¡ A−eL ¢LR¤ ¢Lem¡jz j−e B−R Q¡yce£ l¡−a a¡Sjq−ml Af§hÑ ®p±¾ckÑz HMe Bl ®h¡dqu l¡¢œ−a 
a¡Sjq−m ®k−a ®cJu¡ qu e¡z f−ll ¢ce Bjl¡ BNË¡ ®g¡VÑ ®cM−a ®Nm¡jz Q¡¢l¢c−L Af§hÑ L¡l¦L¡S Ll¡z ®cJu¡e£ 
M¡p, ®cJu¡e£ Bjz ®kM¡e ®b−L n¡S¡q¡e kj¤e¡l Jf¡−l a¡Sjqm ®cM−ae, ®pC S¡uN¡ ®c−M N¡−u L¡yV¡ ¢c−a  
m¡Nmz f−ll ¢ce Bjl¡ g−af¤l ¢pœ²£ ®cM−a ®Nm¡jz BLh−ll HLh¡l C−µR q−u¢Rm HM¡−e l¡Sd¡e£ ÙÛ¡fe 
Ll−hez ¢L¿º ®n¡e¡ k¡u S−ml Ai¡−h a¡ Bl q−u J−W¢ez g−af¤l ¢pœ²£−a ¢hl¡V L¡l¦L¡S Ll¡ l¡SfË¡p¡cz 
®cJu¡e£ M¡p CaÉ¡¢c B−Rz HM¡−e ®nM ®p¢mj ¢Q¢Ù¹l Lhl M¤h p¤¾clz ®p±d¢V ®nÄaf¡b−l °al£z HLV¡ ¢hl¡V 
E−W¡−el ja ®M¡f ®M¡f Ll¡ S¡uN¡z ®pM¡−e e¡¢L pjË¡V p¤¾cl£ ®j−u−cl ¢e−u f¡n¡ ®Mm−aez p¡l¡¢ce d−l HCph 
®c−M Bjl¡ LÓ¡¿¹ nl£−l f¢lf§ZÑ je ¢e−u ®gl¡l SeÉ N¡¢s−a H−p hmm¡jz f−b Bjl¡ c¤ ¢ce jb¤l¡-hª¾c¡he O¤−l 
®cMm¡jz HM¡−e A−eL p¤¾cl p¤¾cl j¢¾clz nË£L«−o·l fcØf−nÑ deÉ HC ÙÛ¡ez 
 
a¡lfl Bjl¡ ilaf¤l, B−m¡u¡l ¢N−u¢Rm¡jz ilaf¤−l fr£¢eh¡p ®cMm¡jz S‰−ml j−dÉ X¡Lh¡w−m¡u l¡a L¡¢V−u 
fl¢ce Bjl¡ B−m¡u¡l ®Nm¡jz S‰−ml j−dÉ Hy−L ®hy−L l¡Ù¹¡, HLV¥ iu iu Ll−a m¡Nmz B¢j aMe ú¥−m N¡mÑp 
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N¡C−X i¢aÑ q−u¢Rz Bj¡l p£−Vl f¡−n h¡h¡l f¡M£ j¡l¡l h¾c¤L¢V l−u−R, M¤h ilp¡, ®ke X¡L¡a H−mJ iu ®eCz 
HM¡−e Bjl¡ HL¢V hs ®q¡−V−m ¢Rm¡jz HV¡ HLV¡ l¡Sh¡¢s ¢Rmz EyQ¥ EyQ¥ M¡V, p¤¾cl p¤¾cl ®Qu¡l ®V¢hm ¢Rmz 
HM¡−e Bjl¡ E−Vl c¤−dl p−¾cn ®M−u¢Rm¡jz ®M−a i¡mC, HLV¥ Nåz E−Vl c¤d ö−eC N¡ …¢m−u EWmz HM¡−e 
HLV¡ ®mL B−R, pñhax e¡j ¢p¢mp¡lz ®n¡e¡ ®Nm HM¡−e l¡−œ h¡O B−p Sm ®M−az Bjl¡ l¡−œ h¡O ®cM−a 
®h−l¡m¡jz M¤y−S M¤y−S ®m−Ll d¡−l k¡Ju¡ qmz ¢L¿º A−eLrZ A−fr¡ L−lJ h¡O ®cM−a ®fm¡j e¡z ®gl¡l pju fb 
q¡¢l−u ®Nmz M¡¢eLV¡ ¢N−u pl¦ l¡Ù¹¡; f¡n ¢c−u HLV¡ VÌ¡L Q−m ®Nmz Bj¡−cl f¡l q−u HLV¥ c§−l c¡y¢s−u ¢S‘¡p¡ 
Ll−a m¡Nm Bjl¡ ®L¡b¡ ®b−L Bp¢R, ®L¡b¡u k¡h CaÉ¡¢cz ®hn L−uLV¡ o™¡j¡LÑ¡ ®m¡Lz Bj¡−cl ®a¡ iu q−u 
®Nmz X¡L¡a eu ®a¡? Bjl¡ ®k ®q¡−V−m E−W¢Rm¡j ®pM¡−e HL j¿»£ p¡−‰¡f¡−‰¡ ¢e−u E−W¢R−mez h¡h¡ h−m¢R−me 
Bjl¡ JC j¿»£l p−‰C H−p¢Rz g−m ¢hfc L¡Vmz Jl¡ M¡¢eLrZ ¢e−S−cl j−dÉ Lb¡ h−m Q−m ®Nm; Bjl¡J ®gl¡l 
fb dlm¡jz ®p¢ce Bjl¡ A−eL Lø L−l l¡Ù¹¡ M¤y−S ®f−u¢Rm¡jz  
 
Hh¡l Bj¡−cl flhaÑ£ N¿¹hÉÙÛ¡e ¢cÒm£z HM¡−e Bjl¡ HLV¡ djÑn¡m¡u ¢Rm¡jz pcÉ¢e¢jÑa ¢hl¡V, f¢lÖL¡l, f¢lµRæz 
fË¡u-M¡¢m fË¡p¡−c¡fj h¡¢s¢Vl ¢e−Q HL¢V ¢hl¡V qm Ol ¢e−u Bj¡−cl BÙ¹¡e¡z O−ll f¡−nC h¡bl¦jz ¢L¿º Bjl¡ 
l¡−œC a¡ hÉhq¡l Lla¡jz ¢aeam¡l R¡−c RV¡ ¢hl¡V ¢hl¡V h¡bl¦j, fËQ¥l Smz Bjl¡ ¢c−el ®hm¡u ®pM¡−eC pÀ¡e 
Ll¡, L¡fs L¡Q¡ CaÉ¡¢c Lla¡jz HM¡−e Bjl¡ ¢ce p¡−aL ¢Rm¡jz p¡j−e l¡Ù¹¡l E−ÒV¡¢c−L HLV¡ ®lÙV¥−l¾V ¢Rmz 
Bjl¡ ®pM¡−eC M¡Ju¡-c¡Ju¡ p¡la¡jz clS¡l f¡−nC HLV¡ ®m¡L ¢hl¡V Ls¡ ¢e−u c¤d SÄ¡m ¢caz Bjl¡J ®l¡S 
l¡−œ a¡l L¡R ®b−LC ®pC Oe c¤d ¢L−e ®Ma¡jz Bj¡l k¢cJ ®L¡e¢ceC c¤d ®M−a i¡m m¡Na e¡, ah¤J h¡h¡l ýL¥−j 
®M−aC qaz JC c¤d SÄ¡m ®cJu¡l NåV¡ M¤h i¡m m¡Na Bl ®M−aJ i¡mC m¡Naz  
 
¢cÒm£−a âøhÉ ÙÛ¡e A−eLz m¡m−LÒm¡ ®cM−aC HLV¡ ®N¡V¡ ¢ce ®L−V ®Nmz ýj¡u¤−el Lhl, ¢g−l¡Sn¡ ®L¡Vm¡, M¤¢e 
c−l¡u¡S¡ fËi«¢a ®cM−a ®cM−a L¢ce ®L−V ®Nmz HM¡−e Bjl¡ A−eL p¤¾cl p¤¾cl ¢S¢ep, L¡fs-S¡j¡J ¢Lem¡jz 
HM¡−e Bj¡l h¡h¡l L−m−Sl hå¥l h¡¢sz a¡y−cl h¡¢sJ HL¢ce k¡Ju¡ qmz ¢cÒm£−a Bj¡l j¡¢pj¡l nÄölh¡¢s, 
®pM¡−eJ ¢ej¿»Z lr¡ Ll−a k¡Ju¡ qmz  
 
Bj¡−cl flhaÑ£ N¿¹hÉ Suf¤lz ¢cÒm£ ®b−L Suf¤−ll l¡Ù¹¡V¡ M¤h p¤¾clz Q¡l¢c−L f¡q¡−sl j−dÉ ¢c−u Hy−Lhy−L l¡Ù¹¡ 
®N−Rz HCM¡−e HLV¡ OVe¡ O−V¢Rmz Bjl¡ j¤‡ q−u Q¡l¢c−Ll cªnÉ ®cM−a ®cM−a k¡¢µRz f¡n ¢c−u AeÉ¡eÉ N¡¢sJ 
k¡−µR, Hje pju f¡n ¢c−u HL¢V VÌ¡L Q−m ®Nmz a¡l Jfl fÉ¡¢Lw h¡„ ®h¡T¡C Ll¡ ¢Rm, ¢L¿º BmN¡ ¢Rm, i¡m 
L−l h¡yd¡ ¢Rm e¡z Bj¡−cl N¡¢sl f¡n ¢c−u k¡Ju¡l pju qW¡v HLV¡ h¡„ Bj¡−cl N¡¢sl Jfl H−p fsm- Bl 
TeTe n−ë p¡j−el m¡CVV¡ ®i−‰ ®Nmz VÌ¡LV¡−L dl¡ ®Nm e¡z aMe Bh¡l m¡CV p¡l¡−e¡l SeÉ R¤−V¡R¤¢V Ll−a qmz 
M¡¢eLrZ pju eø qmz Bh¡l ¢LR¤V¡ ¢N−u N¡¢sl qZÑV¡ ¢L lLj BV−L ®Nm- HL e¡N¡−s ®h−SC Q−m−Rz ®pJ 
p¡l¡−a A−eLrZ pju ®Nmz Suf¤l kMe ®f±yRm¡j aMe ®hn l¡a q−u ®N−Rz HLV¡ ®q¡−Vm ¢WL L−l l¡−al ja 
k¡œ¡u c¡y¢s V¡e¡ qmz f−ll ¢ce Bjl¡ q¡Ju¡ jqm, ®LÒm¡ HCph ®cMm¡jz ®LÒm¡l j−dÉ ¢œf¤−lnÄl£l j¢¾cl¢V M¤h 
p¤¾clz HM¡−e¡ Bjl¡ ¢ce ¢a−eL ¢Rm¡jz A−eL ®Le¡L¡V¡J Ll¡ q−u¢Rmz HM¡eL¡l h¡yd¢e n¡¢s M¤h p¤¾clz p¡j−e 
h¢p−u L−l ®cuz j¡ J j¡j£j¡ n¡¢s ¢Le−mez Bj¡−cl S−eÉJ S¡j¡-V¡j¡ ®Le¡ qmz Bph¡l f−b 'Qðm' h−m HL¢V 
ec£ Bjl¡ f¡l q−u¢Rm¡jz aMe Qðm ec£l c¤ d¡−l M¤h X¡L¡−al Efâh ¢Rmz ec£−a ¢hËS ¢Rm e¡z HLV¡ ¢hl¡V 
®e±−L¡l Jfl c¤−V¡ N¡¢s f¡n¡f¡¢n a¥−m ec£ f¡l qJu¡ qmz a¡lfl Bjl¡ 'BSj£l' ¢N−u¢Rm¡jz 'f¤úl' ®mL 
®cMm¡jz HM¡−e hs ®jm¡ quz B−n f¡−n L−uL¢V p¤¾cl p¤¾cl j¢¾clJ B−Rz HM¡−e Bjl¡ ¢ae-Q¡l ¢ce Bj¡−cl 
HL BaÈ£−ul h¡¢s−a ¢Rm¡jz  
 
a¡lfl Bjl¡ Ecuf¤l ¢N−u¢Rm¡jz '¢fRm¡' ®m−Ll j¡TM¡−e fÉ¡−mp ®cM¡ qm ®e±−L¡ L−l ¢N−uz ®m−Ll Sm M¤hC 
üµRz A−eL j¡R O¤−l ®hs¡−µR a¡−az Bjl¡ juc¡l …¢m ®M−a ¢ca¡jz Hl fl Bjl¡ ¢Q−a¡lNs ¢N−u¢Rm¡jz H¢V 
HL¢V f¡q¡−sl Jfl Ah¢ÙÛaz  HM¡−e Bjl¡ HL¢V pcÉ¢e¢jÑa ®q¡−V−m ¢Rm¡jz l¡Sh¡¢s, j£l¡h¡C−ul j¢¾cl ®c−M 
N¡−u L¡yV¡ ¢c−u EWmz ®kM¡e ®b−L Bm¡EŸ£e l¡Z£ f¢cÈe£−L Bue¡l j−dÉ ¢c−u ®c−M¢R−me, ®pC Ol¢V HMeJ ®pC 
lLj p¡S¡−e¡ B−Rz ®kM¡−e l¡Z£l¡ Sql hËa L−l¢R−me, ®pC S¡uN¡¢VJ ®cMm¡jz j£l¡h¡C−ul j¢¾c−ll Af§hÑ 
L¡l¦L¡kÑ ®c−M j¤‡ q−u ®Q−u lCm¡jz j¢¾c−ll p¡j−e ®b−L B¢j HL¢V ju§−ll f¡mL ®f−u¢Rm¡jz hÉ¡f¡l¢V pj¡eÉ, 
¢L¿º Bj¡l j−e HMeJ c¡N ®L−V B−Rz HM¡−e ¢hSuÙ¹ñ¢VJ M¤h p¤¾clz l¡Z¡ fËa¡f ®kM¡−e ®Qa−Ll ¢fW ®b−L f−s 
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¢N−u¢R−me, ®pC S¡uN¡¢V h¡yd¡−e¡ B−Rz Hh¡l Bl Bj¡−cl ®L¡V¡, h¤y¢c, T¡y¢p k¡Ju¡ qm e¡z ®gl¡l f−b Bjl¡ 
Hh¡l ¢cÒm£, BNË¡, L¡ef¤l q−u c¤ ¢ce c¤ ¢ce L−l ¢hnË¡j ¢e−u Qmm¡jz L¡ef¤l ®b−L Bjl¡ R¡a¡lf¤l q−u 
M¡S¤l¡−q¡V¡J ®c−M¢Rm¡jz HM¡−e Bjl¡ HL¢V ®NpÚV q¡E−p Q¡l-f¡yQ ¢ce ¢Rm¡jz A−eL p¤¾cl p¤¾cl j¢¾cl ®cMm¡jz 
jq¡−ch j¢¾cl, f¡hÑa£ j¢¾cl, ®Q±o¢– ®k¡¢Ne£ j¢¾clz fË−aÉL¢V j¢¾clC Af§hÑ L¡l¦L¡kÑ Ll¡z j¢¾c−ll N¡−u e¡e¡lLj 
j§¢aÑ ®M¡c¡C Ll¡z fËp¡de-la¡ e¡l£, p¿¹¡e ®L¡−m j¡a«j¤¢aÑ CaÉ¡¢cz el-e¡l£l p−ñ¡N j§¢aÑJ ®M¡c¡C Ll¡ B−Rz 
HM¡−e Bj¡−cl p−‰ HL¢V ®R−ml f¢lQu qmz p¤c§l ®hm¢Su¡j ®b−L H−p−Rz Bj¡−cl N¡¢s−a ®p ¢LR¤V¡ fb ¢mgÚV 
¢emz a¡lfl Bjl¡ p¡ae¡ h−m HL¢V S¡uN¡u c¤ ¢ce ¢Rm¡jz HM¡−e ®cMh¡l ¢h−no ¢LR¤ ®eCz ¢L¿º Ha¢ce O¤−l O¤−l 
ph¡lC nl£l LÓ¡¿¹, ¢hnË¡j Q¡uz ®q¡−V−m l¡¢œ−hm¡u f¡−nl Ol ®b−L L¡æ¡l BJu¡S ö−e ¢N−u ®c¢M HL NË¡−jl 
cÇf¢a a¡y−cl f¡yQ hR−ll ®j−u ¢e−u H−p−Rez ®j−ul Na S−eÈl Lb¡ j−e f−s k¡Ju¡u a¡yl¡ ®j−u−L ¢e−u ®pC 
NË¡−j k¡−µRez Hl fl Bjl¡ 'f¡æ¡' h−m HL¢V M¤h p¤¾cl S¡uN¡ f¡l qm¡jz S¡uN¡¢V f¡æ¡l jaC p¤¾clz Q¡l¢c−L 
ph¤S N¡Rf¡m¡z l¡Ù¹¡l d¡−l HL¢V f¡b−l ¢pyc§l ®mf¡z ÙÛ¡e£u NË¡jh¡p£l¡ f§−S¡ ¢c−µRz Bjl¡J N¡¢s b¡¢j−u f§−S¡ 
¢cm¡jz Hh¡l Bjl¡ ®lh¡ ec£l a£−l ®lJu¡−a ¢f X¡h¢mE ¢X h¡w−m¡u c¤ ¢ce ¢Rm¡jz a¡l fl Bh¡l L¡n£ Nu¡ q−u 
®gl¡z Bj¡−cl je M¤hC i¡l¡œ²¡¿¹z Bh¡l ®pC h¡yd¡dl¡ S£h−e ¢gl−a q−hz h¡h¡−clJ R¤¢V g¥¢l−u ®N−Rz Bj¡−clJ 
ú¥m M¤−m k¡−µRz ®no L¢ce Nu¡−a L¡¢V−u Bj¡−cl k¡œ¡ ®no qmz ¢V¢i−aJ ®c¢M ''Q−m¡ k¡C'' ®no q−u ®N−Rz 
B¢jJ h¡Ù¹−h ¢g−l Hm¡jz  
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walking clinic Margaret clinic

Margaret clinic Civic Hospital

emergency 

 

Arthritise 

admission 

mask special apron 

 

Smyth Ottawa Hospital 

Civic  

paramedic 

stretcher  
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Ottawa Hospital special 

special blood pressure heart 

monitor blood 

special gown 

vein 

stand 

infection 
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Kaka Hathrasi was amongst the best known hasys kavis in Hindi. Here in thie poem he tells us in Brij Bhasha what actually 

happened to Bholu Teli who hawked oil in the village market and had disappeared for a year only to reappear once more, but..
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LÉ¡ei¡−p fÔ¡he 
p¤¤i¡o Q¾cÊ ¢hnÄ¡p 

 

 
 

   S−m¡ q¡Ju¡u jeV¡ ¢i−S −Nmz 
   …µR …µR Ljm¡ g¥−ml f¡f¢sl cm 
   R¢s−u −cu öïl¡−Nl eaë B−hNz 
   q©c−ul jl¦i¢̈j−a HL¢V p−l¡hlz 
 
   BL¡n L«o·¡ðl, 
   HLV¡ pj¤â q¡Ju¡u i¡p−Rz 
   −jO…¢m Eš¡m al‰, 
   bj b−j ¢eT¥j c¤f¤lz 

 
 

   HLV¡ ¢hn¡m LÉ¡ei¡p BhÜ ¢hhn; 
   eh B¢hiÑ¡−hl Be¾cOe  
   AØg¥V Q£vL¡l °exn−ë bj−L B−Rz 
   Ap£j l−pl fÔ¡h−e ¢ejNÀ 
   BaÈ¡l Ll¦Z Q¡q¢e, 
   S£h−el AOÑÉ −f−a EeÈ¥Mz 
   eaë pñ¡he¡l −cÉ¡ae¡ A¢ÙÛla¡u Aesz 
 
   B−fm hÔpj −no q−u−R, 
   m¡m ph¤S f¡a¡u il¡ cy¡¢s−u HL¡z 
   c¤¢V l¢he f¡M£ e£s −hy−d−Rz 
   a¡−cl Es¿¹ Q’ma¡u LÉ¡ei¡−p B−¾c¡me, 
   Qj¢La q¡Ju¡u j¤Ml L¡eez 
   eaë a¥¢ml −Ry¡u¡u HL¢V p¤¤ç q©c−ul 
   S¡Nle£ N¡ez 
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   BL¡n pj¤â q−a 
   Ae¤i¨¢al ¢Tl ¢T−l hª¢øz 
   f¡M£l e£−sl j−dÉ S£he L¡¢Wl −Ry¡u¡z 
   XÉ¡¢äm¡ue qm¤c g¥−ml −n¡i¡ ¢e−u 
   Ad£l fËa£r¡u −c¡−m; 
   L−h −R¡– c¤¢V f¡M¡u E−s Bp−h L¥¿¹j¢Z, 
   ph¤S O¡−pl AlZÉ q−a My¥−S f¡−h 
   a¡l fËbj ¢nL¡lz 
 
   BL¡nj¡¢V HL Ap£j p¡Nl, 
   Ae¿¹ S£h−el Sm£u Bü¡cz 
   qW¡v B−m¡l T¡fV¡ −m−N 
   Qj−L J−W q©cuz 
   e£s q−a E−s B−p  
   ¢T¢L¢j¢L ¢ce −S¡e¡¢L, 
   Be¾cp¡N−l X¡e¡ −j−m 
   HL TmL Bm¤b¡m¤ −fËjz 
 
 
   B−m¡se, B−m¡se, 
   p¡N−ll j¡−T HL −R¡– à£−f  
   EeÈš q¡Ju¡, fÔ¡¢ha LÉ¡ei¡−p  
   BS q¡S¡l R¢hl −jm¡z 
   Hp −q e¡¢hL, HC −a¡j¡l h¾clz    
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q¡CL¥-Ae¤fË¡¢Za L¢ha¡Z¤f¤” 
TZÑ¡ QÉ¡V¡SÑ£ 

 
 
(1) 
HLj¤−W¡ B−m¡ ¢c−u¢R−m, 
®Q−u ®c¢M g¥m q−u Tlm f¡−ul L¡−R 
a¡l¡ q−u g¥Vm BL¡n i−lz 

 ®g¡−V¡-TZÑ¡     

C¾V¡l−eV ®b−L 
 
(2) 
h¡a¡−pl h¡y¢n f¡Ceh−e 
T−l¡T−l¡ hª¢ø T−l p¡l¡ l¡a d−l 
q©cu BL¥m, ¢cn¡q¡l¡z   
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 ®g¡−V¡-TZÑ¡ 
(3) 
®j−Ol R¡u¡ n¡¿¹ S−m  
qwp-¢jb¤e ®i−p Q−m−R j¡−T, 
BL¡nN‰¡u p¡ya¡lz 
 

®g¡−V¡-TZÑ¡ 
 
(4) 
®L¡¢V e£q¡¢lL¡ p§kÑ SÄ−m   
Bj¡l S£h−e B−R na p¤MÚ-c¤MÚ 
r¥âaj LZ¡ öd¤- ah¤ L¡y¢c-q¡¢pz   
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(5)  
¢Qlhå−e h¡yd¡ AZ¤-flj¡Z¤  
A¿¹−l S¡¢e ¢h−nÄl fË¡ZJ ®pCja    
®ke j−e l¡¢Mz 
 

C¾V¡l−eV ®b−L 
 
(6) 
n§eÉ O−l Y¥¢L 
®Q¡−Ml ¢n¢nl ec£l ®YE−u ¢j−n 
q¡¢l−u k¡u ®L¡b¡z 
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 C¾V¡l−eV ®b−L 
 
(6) 

®g¡−V¡-TZÑ¡ 
¢cN−¿¹ ®c¢M c¤ ®Q¡M i−l 
lP ®Y−m −Y−m e£m qm Ljm¡-®p¡e¡m£ 
®p ®k ®j¡l f§lh£l a¡ez    
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Photographs 
 

Sumitra Sen (Tini) 
 

 
 
“I can’t find any small boxes,” she says, hunched over a large suitcase packed to the brim with 
clothes, meticulously folded. The room is a mess, and large boxes cover the floors. The blue 
walls of their bedroom are coloured with warm sunlight, but the photographs have been taken 
down and packed away. 
 
“What do you need small boxes for, Love?” he asks. He has called her Love for decades. 
 
“To put all my jewelry in!” she exclaims. “And my necklace. I can’t find my darned necklace!” 
 
His eyebrows furrow over his thick-rimmed glasses. His hair has become silver now, and his eyes 
are framed by crow’s feet. He wears suspenders over his plaid shirt, and holds his old bomber 
jacket in his hand, midway on its path to the open suitcase on the bed. 
 
He looks at his wife, that innocent look of concern on her wrinkled face, as if she is completely 
oblivious. It took him a long time to come to terms with that. 
 
He sees the small hint of gold at her neck, and keeps packing. 
 
* * * 
 
“He’s coming towards you,” said her friends, giggling uncontrollably. She attempted to hush them 
but to no avail. She was sixteen. The school yard was emptying out, and from a distance she 
could see him walking slowly towards them. He had this way of walking that made him appear so 
much older than he was, and that bomber jacket draped carelessly over his shoulders gave him 
the appearance of a man, not a boy. His dark hair blew in the autumn wind, the same wind that 
played with the hem of her skirt around her knees. Her heart started thudding louder. 
 
“How was he as a date?” asked her friends. “Everyone at the dance was talking about you two.” 
 
She sighed, attempting to appear calm as he drew nearer. A burst of images ran through her 
mind; his handsome suit, the well-mannered way in which he’d spoken to her parents before he 
whisked her off to the high school dance, the way they moved shyly on the dance floor, the way 
he took care of her and brought her back home.  
 
“Well?” they asked again. 
 
She inhaled. “He was perfect.” 
 
As he drew closer, her friends melted away. He gave her a smile, and asked her how she was, 
and pulled a little velvet box out of his pocket. In anticipation, she opened it, and he drew out a 
delicate gold necklace, with a tiny angel atop a heart-shaped pendant. She gasped, for it was 
beautiful, and turned around to let him put it on. 
 

45 <Go to Index Page>



* * * 
 
“Could you go outside?” she asks, but the end of the phrase fades slowly, like an ebbing wave. 
 
“Why, Love?” 
 
He sees her vacant expression, and his eyes are grim. The doctors had not predicted such a fast 
decline, but he had expected it. He would have to take extra care of her once they left their home. 
 
“I don’t remember,” she says, and the embarrassment in her voice is obvious, and makes his 
heart sear with pain. He does not like to see this, see her eyes filled with frustration. 
 
She looks anywhere in the room, but not at him. She probably does not want him to see the hints 
of tears threatening the corners of her eyes. Her old hands fiddle nervously with the suede of the 
couch she is curled up on, but then she pushes her fine white hair out of her face, focusing first 
on the photographs on the fireplace, then on the faded red roses on the dining room table.  
 
“What if I never remember?” she whispers, still fixated on the crimson flowers. 
 
He bends his head towards her, demanding her attention. He knows she is talking about 
something else. With a worried expression, she looks towards him. 
 
He smiles. “I’ll make you remember.” 
 
* * * 
 
It was raining so hard she could not even see the neighbour’s house. It was late afternoon, and it 
was quiet and warm in her house. She curled up on her white couch by the window, looking out at 
the sheets of water drowning her lawn. 
 
She was twenty-three. College was over. Everyone was getting on with their lives, and she was 
as well. The new job in the big city was calling out to her. She would have to move to a fancy new 
apartment, and do fancy, adult things like having a mortgage and paying bills and going to work 
lunches. It was daunting, and it was exciting. But she would not have him. 
 
He had his own life, his own path. He would move elsewhere. There were too many expectations, 
and she could not ask him to give up his dreams for her.  
 
She took a sip of her coffee and continued looking outside. 
 
Only there was a small silhouette amidst the rain, a dark figure that got larger and larger. It was 
running. She saw a flash of red. She saw swinging arms. She saw moving legs. And then she 
realized it was him. She ran to the door and banged it open. 
 
“What are you -,” 
 
But before she could even begin, he had bent a knee down on her porch. His clothes were 
soaking wet, and his hair had bunched into thin wet wisps and fallen over his eyes. In his hands 
he held a bouquet of red roses.  
 
“What is this?” she asked. “You’ll catch a cold!” 
 
“Please,” he said, breathing hard, “just take the flowers.” 
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She thought it was ridiculous. But she took the flowers from him, and noticed that one of the 
blooms was a bit different from the others. Something was inside its petals. She looked at him 
and he nodded at her. 
 
And as she opened up the flower, she saw a ring. 
 
Tears welled in her eyes as she looked down at him. 
 
He looked up at her. “My life is worth nothing without you, Love.” 
 
* * * 
 
It was their last day in this house, this house that was built with so many memories, of tears and 
happiness and love. Soon they would move to a place where there were more people like them, 
where people went to spend their last days. It was a morose thought, so she put it away from her 
mind.  
 
She stands by the fireplace, carefully placing the photographs from the mantel into large 
cardboard boxes. 
 
“Do you think they’ll come visit us often?” she asks him. He continues working on his papers. 
 
“Who, Love?” he says absentmindedly. 
 
“David and…” she trails off. “The kids!” She clears her throat. “I mean the kids.” 
 
He glances up from his desk and gives her a long hard look. She stares at him fearfully, and he 
can sense her soul shrinking away from him.  
 
“David and who, Love?” he asks her. He can hear the anger in his voice, but it is not towards her. 
It is towards this slow death that permeates his wife, this nasty thing that steals her away from 
him.  
 
“Stop it, please!” she says, fidgeting with the ring on her left hand. She puts the photo of their 
children back down on the mantel then picks it up again, breathing heavily. 
 
He is frustrated at himself for not having more patience. He calms himself, and walks over to her 
to take the photo from her hands. 
 
“David,” he says, carefully pointing to his son’s smiling face, and then he points to the young girl 
in a yellow sundress pushing him on a swing, “and Julia.” 
 
She inhales, looking like she is about to cry, but he rests a hand on her shoulder, and she gives 
him a weary smile. 
 
* * * 
 
“Come on kids, count it down for me!” he shouted. There was a smattering of noise in the park, 
and the sun was shining brightly. She was thirty. She watched from the picnic they had set up on 
the grass, basking in the heat of summer. He was holding a large camera in his hands, trying to 
focus on the two giggling children on the swings, but they would not hold still. She smiled as she 
watched Julia tickle David, and the little boy laughed uncontrollably and loudly. 
 
“Come on now, on the count of three!” he said, trying a second time. David's and Julia’s voices 
were shrill and sweet as they said “One, two, three, cheese!” as loud as they could, and she saw 
the flash from the camera go off. 
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He turned around to face her and grinned widely, and she could not help but mirror his 
expression. 
 
* * * 
 
The room was cold and clean and clinical. She blinked her eyes to look at her surroundings. 
Where was she? This was not their home. The bed did not dip in the center, like their old bed did. 
The pillows were too flat. She heard a whirring of machines, and saw a liquid bag hanging next to 
her. There was a monitor that emitted a beeping noise. A thin wire was attached to her arm. It 
was not bothering her, but she did not like it. The walls were white. The floor was white. She saw 
a big bouquet of flowers on her bedside. They were red roses. 
 
She heard the sound of footsteps grow louder, and blinked towards the door. There was 
someone walking towards her. As he got closer, she started seeing someone else, someone she 
recognized but could not recall. Suddenly she saw a flash, of the school yard, and the autumn 
leaves, and his bomber jacket and perfect dark hair, his manly gait as he walked towards her. 
Then it left, and she saw an old man looking down at her. He had kind eyes, and was wearing 
glasses, and had very white hair.  
 
“Excuse me, Sir,” she asked him politely, “could you please find my husband?” 
 
He smiled at her, and reached down to stroke her hair. She wanted to move away from him, from 
this strange man who deigned to touch her, but something within her made her feel like it was 
alright. She looked at him questioningly, hoping for an answer. 
 
He took her frail hand into both of his and looked deep into her eyes.  
 
“Of course, Love. Anything for you.” 
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The Crying Wolf 

Diya Chakraborti 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 1  

The Crying Wolf - Brain Storm! 

Has this legend been found or not? Does someone know what powers it has? One day there was a 

shining light out in a cave where they believe is the place of the “Crying Wolf”. Who knows if it is real or 

not? Whenever someone went they would never come back. One day the army of King Elenor decided to 

see what’s really in the cave – that’s where it all begins. 

It was a really hot day – no water, very little food, and of course people were getting sick. They knew it 

was the perfect day for finding the mystery of the cave but what they did not know was if the sun was 

good or not. When the army was ready it was almost evening. They were rushing through the woods and 

big puddles, and when they finally reached the cave it looked like an ordinary cave but one thing was 

different – it was shaped like a dead wolf’s head. It was very dark inside but the good thing was they had 

flashlights. The men went inside but suddenly they were fainting. It was so cold in that cave that people 

were also falling sick. Suddenly a dash of light struck their eyes and there they saw a wolf! They were 

pretty sure that was the “Crying Wolf” and they were RIGHT!  

All the army threw bombs but they wouldn’t explode. They noticed that the wolf was in a region of mist 

and smoke – but soon they saw a wire and followed it. It was a projector and that is when they realized 

that it was a fake wolf! 

The end is just the beginning!!! 

Chapter 2 

The Crying Wolf – The Truth about the Wolf 

There was a hole, lit up with a streak of sunlight and a shadow. The men were not sure what or who was 

there. The hole was very steep. They took out a ladder and was climbing down carefully when suddenly a 

light flashed in their eyes and there they saw a man cuddled in a corner and there were more than one – 

all scared!  Then one soldier asked, “Why are you all here?” They did not reply but one man spoke up in a 

feeble voice and said, “We have been captured.” 

Suddenly, they heard footsteps – “WHO DARE TALK TO THESE PEOPLE?”  

It was a tall man and the king recognized him immediately. They looked very alike too and the king said 

“BROTHER?” 

“Yes” said the man. 
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“What do you want? Are you the one behind all of this?” 

“Yes”, said the man. “The only reason I am doing all of this is because when we were young you always 

got the attention. You always got me in trouble. Now I am taking revenge. There’s no way to stop me. All 

these people will be soon dead.” 

The brother took out the gun and there were gun shots everywhere. The men were all scared. The king 

took out his gun and ran towards the scared men. He shot at the direction from where the firing was 

coming but it was a futile attempt to save the captured men. Suddenly a gun shot hit him on his shoulder 

and he fell down on the ground. The soldiers ran from behind to save the king but it was too late!  

The king’s brother was still firing at them but now the soldiers took control of the situation and started 

firing and closing in on the brother. They soon encircled him and he was finally captured! 

When they brought down the King’s body to the city, all the people gathered around him! They were 

relieved that finally the mystery was over but they were sad they had lost a King who had a brave heart! 
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Jokes for LIPIKA 
Compiled by Shibu Pal 

 
In-prayer product positioning  
 
A very senior marketing director of Nestle worlwide (of Nescafe fame) manages to have a meeting with the Pope 
at the Vatican with the active assistance of yours truly, the Marketingpundit.com.  
 
After receiving the Papal blessing, the Nestle (Nescafe) official whispers, "Your Eminence, I have some business 
to discuss. We at Nescafe have an offer for you. Nescafe is prepared to donate $100 million to the church if you 
change the Lord's Prayer from 'give us this day our daily bread' to 'give us this day our daily coffee'."  
The Pope looks outraged and thunders, "That is impossible. The Prayer is the word of the Lord, It must not be 
changed".  
"Well," says the Nescafe man somewhat chastened, "We anticipated your reluctance. For this reason, and the 
importance of the Lord's Prayer to all Catholics, we will increase our offer to $300 million. All we require is that 
you change the Lord's Prayer from 'Give us this day our daily bread' to 'Give us this day our daily coffee'."  
Again, even more sternly, the Pope replies, "That, my son is impossible. For the prayer is the word of the Lord 
and it must not be changed."  
Finally, the Nescafe director says, "Your Holiness, we at Nescafe respect your adherence to your faith, we realise 
that tradition is essential to your beliefs, we fully understand the importance of the word of the Lord .............. but 
we do have one final offer. Please discuss it with your cardinals. We will donate $500 million to the great Catholic 
church if you would only change the Lord's Prayer from 'Give us this day our daily bread' to 'give us this day our 
daily coffee'. Please, please consider it." And he leaves.  
 
The next day the Pope convenes the College of Cardinals.  
"There is some Good news", he announces.  
He continues to a hushed assembly "And some bad news ...... the good news is, the Church will get $ 500 
million".  
"And what is the bad news, your Holiness?" asks a Cardinal.  
"Sadly" says the Pope,  
  
.  
.  
"We would have to lose the Britannia Account...... .............and take on with the Nestle!"  
 
That's in-prayer product positioning.  
 
Children  Are Quick  
____________________________________   
TEACHER: Why are you late? 
STUDENT: Class started before I got here.____________________________________  
TEACHER: John, why are you doing your math multiplication on the floor?  
JOHN: You told me to do it without using tables.   
__________________________________________  
TEACHER: Glenn, how do you spell 'crocodile?'  
GLENN: K-R-O-K-O-D-I-A-L'   
TEACHER: No, that's wrong  
GLENN: Maybe it is wrong, but you  asked me how I spell it.  
(I Love this child)   
____________________________________________  
TEACHER:  Donald, what is the chemical formula for water?  
DONALD: H I J K L M N O.  
TEACHER: What are you talking about?  
DONALD:  Yesterday you said it's H to O.   
__________________________________  
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TEACHER: Winnie, name one important thing we have today that we didn't have ten years ago.   
WINNIE: Me!  
__________________________________________   
TEACHER: Glen, why do you always get so dirty?  
GLEN: Well, I'm a lot closer to the ground than you are.   
_______________________________________  
TEACHER: Millie, give me a sentence starting with ' I. '  
MILLIE: I is..  
TEACHER: No,  Millie..... Always say, 'I am.'  
MILLIE: All right... 'I am the ninth letter of the alphabet.'  
________________________________   
TEACHER: George Washington not only chopped down his father's  cherry tree, but also admitted it.  
Now, Louie, do you know why his father didn't punish him?  
LOUIS: Because George still had the axe in his hand.....   
______________________________________  
TEACHER: Now, Simon, tell me frankly, do you say prayers before eating?  
SIMON: No sir, I don't have to, my Mom is a good cook.   
______________________________  
TEACHER: Clyde, your composition on 'My Dog' is exactly the same as your brother's..  
Did you copy his?   
CLYDE : No, sir. It's the same dog.  
 
(I want to adopt this kid!!!)   
___________________________________  
TEACHER: Harold, what do you call a person who keeps on talking when people are no longer interested?  
HAROLD: A teacher   

 
This Hotel in Shanghai looked pretty good on the internet, so we asked for a brochure in ENGLISH language & 
the same is here to keep you in splits!! 
  
Getting There:  
 
Our representative will make you wait at the airport. The hotel bus runs along the lake and you will feel 
pleasure in passing water. You will know the hotel is near, because you will go round the bend. The 
manager will have intercourse with all new guests.  
 
The Hotel:  
 
This is a family hotel, so adultery and children are welcome. Nurses are available in the evenings to put 
down your children. Guests are invited to conjugate in the bar and expose themselves to others. 
 
But please note that ladies are not allowed to have their babies in the bar. 
 
We organize social games, so no guest is ever left alone to play with himself.  
 
Your Room:  
Every room has excellent facilities for your private parts. In winter, every room is on heat. Each room has 
a balcony offering views of outstanding obscenity. 
 
Please feel free to ring for the chambermaid and take advantage of her.  
 
Hospitality:  
When you leave us at the end of your holiday, you will struggle to forget it. 
So guys, its time to pack your Bags and MOVE! 
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j¡−Rl −f¡m¡J 
n£m¡ ¢hnÄ¡p 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
−R¡V−hm¡u j¡−ul L¡−R A−eL l¡æ¡l Lb¡ ö−e¢Rz f§hÑh−‰ Bj¡−cl −g−m Bp¡ h¡s£l e¡e¡lLj l¡æ¡l NÒf Ll−ae j¡z fËp‰ax hm¡ k¡u 
Bj¡−cl B¢c h¡s£ ¢Rm M¤me¡ −Sm¡u L−f¡a¡r ec£l a£−l, Smf−b p¤¤¾clhe −b−L M¤h −hn£ c§−l euz ec£fËd¡e −cn qJu¡−a j¡−Rl fË¡Q¥kÑÉ 
¢Rm HLb¡ hm¡C h¡ýmÉz  
 
j¡−ul j¤−M ö−e¢R, h¡s£−a kMeC −L¡e Evph −q¡a, M¡cÉa¡¢mL¡l j−dÉ −f¡m¡J AhnÉC b¡Laz HC −f¡m¡J-Hl EfLlZ J °al£l Ef¡u pð−å 
öe−a −hn −L±äqm −h¡d Lla¡jz fËbjax −f¡m¡J-Hl SeÉ fR¾c Ll¡ −q¡a M¤h i¡m S¡−al p¤¤N¢å Q¡mz Q¡−ml f¢lj¡e fË¡u HL hR−ll 
fË−u¡Se Ae¤p¡−l −eu¡ −q¡az −pC Q¡m d¤−u HLV¡ eäe L¡Q¡ mð¡ L¡f−sl Efl ¢h¢R−u O−ll j−dÉ i¡m L−l ö¢L−u −eu¡ −q¡az a¡lfl hs 
¢fa−ml N¡jm¡−a I Q¡−ml p−‰ N¡Ju¡ ¢O, e¤e, ¢Q¢e, mˆ¡, Nlj jpm¡, ¢Lp¢jp, −fÙ¹¡, h¡c¡j, p¡-¢S−l, p¡-j¢lQ, S¡ugm, S¢uœ£ CaÉ¡¢c ¢j¢m−u 
q¡ó¡ q¡−a j¡M¡ −q¡az H L¡S ¢Rm h¡s£l −j−u−clz a¡lfl Q¡mi¢aÑ I hs N¡jm¡ −cu¡ −q¡a h¡s£l −S¡u¡e −R−m−cl q¡−az a¡l¡ c¤q¡−a 
N¡jm¡ d−l Ty¡¢L−u Ty¡¢L−u i¡m L−l −jn¡−j¢n L−l ¢caz HC i¡−h −f¡m¡J-Hl Q¡mV¡ °al£ −q¡az ¢fam h¡ Ly¡p¡l Lmp£ i−l L¡fs ¢c−u 
a¡l j¤M BV−L l¡M¡ −q¡a HC Q¡mz 
 
Bj¡−cl NË¡−j ¢el¡¢jo −f¡m¡J−L hm¡ −q¡a ¢O-i¡a; j¡R h¡ j¡wp fs−m a−hC a¡ −q¡a −f¡m¡Jz j¡w−pl −f¡m¡J qJu¡ ¢Rm ¢hlm OVe¡z 
j¡−Rl −f¡m¡J j¡−T j¡−TC −q¡az Bj¡−cl LmL¡a¡l h¡s£−aJ j¡ e¡e¡fËL¡−ll l¡æ¡h¡æ¡, ¢f−W f¡−up phC ¢e−Sl q¡−a Ll−ae J fËb¡e¤k¡u£ 
f¤l¡−e¡ BQ¡l Ae¤ù¡e phC hS¡u l¡M−aez −pC ü¡c J Øj«¢a ¢e−u Bd¤¢eL S£hek¡œ¡l p−‰ HLV¡ −h¡T¡fs¡ L−l Bj¡l l¡æ¡ ¢LR¥V¡ eäe l©f 
¢e−u−Rz BS−Ll −f¡m¡J-Hl låefËZ¡m£ HC lLj HL¢V pwúlZz 
 
EfLlZ 
 
1  - i¡m h¡pj¢a Q¡m, 2 L¡f 
2  - pÉ¡je ¢g−m (R¡m R¡s¡e) 500/600 NË¡j HL C¢’ −Q±−L¡ V¥L−l¡ 
3  - e¤e, −cs Q¡-Q¡jQ (HL Q¡jQ + Bd Q¡jQ) 
4  - qm¤c, −cs Q¡-Q¡jQ (HL Q¡jQ + Bd Q¡jQ) 
5  - −am (p¡c¡), Bd L¡f (c¤i¡−N i¡N L−l l¡M¤e) 
6  - j¡Me, 2-4 −V¢hm-Q¡jQ 
7  - ¢Q¢e, 2 Q¡-Q¡jQ 
8  - Nlj jpm¡, 1 Q¡-Q¡jQ (−R¡V Hm¡Q, mh‰ J −by−a¡ Ll¡ c¡l¢Q¢e) 
9  - −aSf¡a¡, 3/4V¡ 
10 - ¢Lp¢jp, ¢p¢L L¡f 
11 - −fÙ¹¡ J h¡c¡j (almond) L¥¢Q, 4 Q¡-Q¡jQ 
12 - S¡ugm Ny¥−s¡, 1-2 NË¡j 
13 - mˆ¡ Ny¥−s¡, fR¾c ja 
14 - S¡gl¡Z, HL ¢Qj−V (2 Q¡-Q¡jQ Nlj c¤−d ¢iS¡−e¡) 
fËZ¡m£ 
 
Q¡m d¤−u Sm ö¢L−u ¢e−a q−hz j¡−Rl V¥L−l¡…¢m 1 Q¡-Q¡jQ e¤e J 1 Q¡-Q¡jQ qm¤c j¡¢M−u ¢p¢L L¡f −a−m −i−S a¥−m l¡M−a q−hz 
 
hs HL¢V f¡−œ ¢p¢L L¡f −am Nlj L−l −aSf¡a¡ J Nlj jpm¡ −g¡se ¢c−u a¡l j−dÉ Q¡m J p¡−s ¢ae L¡f Sm ¢c−u i¡m L−l −g¡V¡−a 
q−hz Hh¡l −hn L−l −e−s Ah¢nø e¤e J qm¤c Hhw AeÉ¡eÉ EfLlZ…¢m ph fl fl ¢c−u q¡ó¡ L−l ¢j¢n−u Ef−l j¡−Rl V¥L−l¡…¢m p¡¢S−u 
¢c−a q−hz a¡lfl Y¡L¡ ¢c−u AÒf By−Q 5-7 ¢j¢eV l¡æ¡ q−hz Hh¡l −ØV¡i −b−L p¢l−u ¢e−u Y¡L¡ M¤−m j¡R…¢m−L p¡hd¡−e ¢j¢n−u ¢e−a q−hz 
a¡lfl Y¡L¡ ¢c−u 15 ¢j¢eV f−l −f¡m¡J °al£z 
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Delightful Recipes 

Sharmistha Chatterjee 

 

 

 

 

1. Matarshuti hinger Kochuri 

 Kochuri dough: 

• 2.5 cups maida or all purpose flour 

• 2 to 2.5 tbsp ghee or oil 

• water as required 

• salt as required 

 

for the green peas stuffing: 

• 1 cup fresh or frozen peas or matar 

• 1-2 green chillies, chopped 

• ½ inch ginger, chopped 

• 1 tsp saunf pwd 

• ¼ tsp red chili powder 

• one or two tsp cilantro leaves paste 

• a pinch of asafoetida or hing 

• 1 to 1.5 tsp oil 

• sugar as required 

• salt as required 

• oil for deep frying 

 

1. in a bowl add the flour, salt and ghee or oil. 

2. mix everything so as to incorporate the ghee or oil through the whole flour. 

3. add water in intervals and knead to a smooth and soft dough. 

4. cover the dough with a wet napkin and keep aside for 30-45 minutes at room temperature. 

5. rinse the shelled or frozen peas. 

6. take them in a blender. 

7. grind to a semi coarse consistency without adding any water. 

8. heat oil in a small pan. 

9. on a low flame, add all the spice powders one by one - red chili powder, ginger, cilantro paste, saunf 

and asafoetida. 

10. fry for 2-3 seconds. 

11. then add the ground peas, sugar and salt. 

12. saute for 3 minutes. 

13. stir continuously. 

14. take the stuffing in a bowl or plate and let it cool. 
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15. prepare small balls from the stuffing and keep aside. 

16. before making the kochuris, heat oil for deep frying in a kadai or pan. 

17. make lemon sized balls from the dough and cover with a wet kitchen napkin. 

18. take one ball and flatten it with your palm. 

19. apply some oil to it on both sides. 

20. place the ball on the rolling board and roll to a 3 inches diameter circle. 

21. keep the stuffing in the centre. 

22. bring all the edges of the dough and press them together. 

23. apply some more oil if required and roll the stuffed kochuri  

24. gently drop the kochuri in the hot oil and fry till golden brown 

2. Nolen gurer baked rosogolla 

Rosogollas 

Buy tin rosogolla 10(haldiram) or make it from scratch.  

Ingrdients  

Nolen gur melted half cup 

2 litre Milk (half and half) 

1/4 cup almond paste 

Elaichi pwd pinch 

 

Method 

1.Squeeze out extra syrup from rosogollas and place them on a baking tray 

2.Heat half and half and bring to boil and keep stirring till the milk is reduced to half. 

3.Bring the mixture out of the flame ,add almond paste and allow it to cool 

4.Meanwhile warm up the nolen gur and mix with the milk mixture  till it becomes smooth .Check the 

sweetness, add sugar if extra sweetness is needed 

5.Pour the mixture on top of the rosogollas in the baking tray. Add elaichi pwd 

6.Bake at 250º C for 20 min till it becomes light brown on top.  
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Dhupkathi – A Photographic Study 

                                                          

                                                          Yogadhish Das        
 

                                                                
 
 A burning dhupkathi (incense stick) is an integral part of all pujas. I am always fascinated by the complex and 
mysterious shapes that rising smoke from a  dhupkathi takes. Here are a few of my photos of smoke from a 
dhupkathi. The colours exist only in my imagination and were rendered electronically. 
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