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enajori team
Greetings readers!
Every year during Rongali Bihu we come out
with our annual souvenir, Enajori! It has become
a welcome tradition of ours and every year our
goal remains the same. To improve upon what
we did last year. When Enajori was conceived a
decade ago, the idea was to give it a form of a
community newsletter with news and titbits of the
year gone by and also present a forum to discuss
current issues and share opinions on a variety of
topics; and also to provide our young readers a
platform to unleash their creative energies. In that
sense, we are well and truly on our way.
We the Enajori team is so thrilled by the
overwhelmingly positive response given to us by
the community in terms of sending in their literary
contributions. The articles reached in time. Every
little request and query of ours has been met with
extremely quick and positive response. Social
media too played an important role.
Each one of our contributor has just been a

phone call or Facebook message away. Mobile
applications have also made life so much easier.
WhatsApp is the greatest invention of mankind
after sliced bread, if you’d ask us.
Every year as we embark upon this creative
journey, we falter, come across hurdles and at
times stumble. And every year there comes along
a benevolent person who gives us a helping hand
and takes us out of the quagmire. This year, that
person has been Mr Anup B Bhuyan of Guwahati,
who has helped us immensely in typing, editing
and proof reading our Assamese content. We are
truly grateful.
Each member of this year’s team is fascinated
and awed by the beauty of a colour print and the
magic of the written word. Thus, we have taken
utmost care to do justice to each page of this
publication. We hope that this year’s Enajori will be
able to touch your lives, even if in a very small way.
Happy Rongali Bihu to all our readers and a
prosperous Assamese New Year!
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Vic Assam Incorporated-Moving Forward
Assamese community in Victoria has been celebrating
Bihu for the last fifteen years or more. Initially Bihu
functions were held in private backyards and as the
community grew the need for shifting the venue to
community halls was felt. Bohag Bihu for the first time
was celebrated in a hired hall in 2008; then gradually
with time, the idea to form an association to organise
Bihu was conceived. It was also thought that a formal
organisation would be able to work effectively with other
multicultural associations and government agencies in
promoting friendship and strengthening multiculturalism in
Australia. Accordingly Vic Assam was born in Geelong in
a community meeting on 27 June, 2010. I must admit the
tireless efforts of Mr Sundar Sarma in forming Vic Assam
Incorporated. Late Kamal Dutta was the first president of
our Association.
There were some questions asked initially about the need
for a registered association to serve a still very small
community and perhaps rightfully so. However, last five
executive committees worked hard to develop confidence
and advantages of having a registered association was
slowly but surely recognised. No doubt, there is a long
way to go and Vic Assam Inc. is yet to start some tasks
enlisted in the statement of purpose. Yet, I am sure, there
are reasons to be satisfied of our progress, if not to be
proud.
In the last five years, Vic Assam Inc. has been successful
in securing festival and organisational support grants
of more than $5000 from the Victorian Multicultural
Commission under competitive community grant
programmes with a 100% success rate. It also received
$3000 from Boroondara Council to organise Bohag Bihu
in 2012. Such outcomes can be attributed to effective
demonstration of community spirit through our successful
cultural events. The grants have been quite useful for
our small community and eased our financial stress; for
example, we did not increase membership fee since 2010
till 2015. Community grants also supported us to organise
other events, such as Assamese cuisine night, sports day,
and other forms of cultural nights besides Bohag Bihu and
Magh Bihu. Our Bihu magazine Enajori besides being an

excellent platform for expressing and developing literary is
also helping to tell our stories in the wider community, thus
helping us in different ways.
We are the first Assamese community in Australia to have
a registered Association. Now Assamese communities in
New South Wales, Queensland and Western Australia also
have respective registered Associations. This has created
an opportunity for the proposed first Assam Convention
Australia in Sydney on 1st October 2016. Vic Assam Inc.
has taken key initiatives in this and we are sure that our
community will make this event a great success.
Moving forward, Vic Assam Inc. will work towards bringing
rich Assamese cultural events to the limelight in Australia.
Unfortunately our events are less known outside Assam
despite their colourful nature, diversity and strength to
promote social harmony. This lack of awareness must
change and our community has the responsibility to make
Assam and our rich culture known better to the world.
In addition to organising cultural events, we have
responsibilities and aspirations to do more, both for
Assam and Australia. Our community has many highly
skilled professionals and hence is uniquely positioned
to contribute in various areas such as higher education,
sports, food and arts, and tourism where there are
opportunities for collaboration and exchange. In the years
to come, Vic Assam Inc. can make positive impacts in
bilateral projects either directly or indirectly for the benefit
of our motherland and this adopted nation. I am sure, our
closely knit community will continue to support the efforts
of Vic Assam Inc. for years to come.

Sundar Sarma, Melbourne

Culture, Society and Religion
Culture is a confusing word. A search in the google for
the definition of the word Culture offers a wide variety
of definitions reflecting the opinions of various authors.
Culture may be simply defined as a particular way of life
of a group of people - their behaviours, beliefs, values,
customs, arts, language, cuisines etc.
A society is a group of people involved in persistent social
interaction and sharing the same views, ideas, language,
geographical territory or beliefs.
Religion is basically a belief shared by a particular group
of people. Thus Culture, society and religion, they all have
a common factor - group of people. Asian culture or
western culture is based on the geographical locations of
a group of people. Next we have the Assamese culture,
Bengali culture etc. based on the language spoken by
a particular group of people. We also have the Hindu
culture, Islamic culture, Christian culture etc. based on the
religious beliefs shared by a particular group of people.
Culture is dynamic, it changes with time. The style of
writing changes with time, the style of music changes with
time, the dress people wear changes with time, the way
people talk changes with time, even food habits of people
changes with time. The way Bohag Bihu is celebratedin
Assam today is very different from the way it was
celebrated 100 years ago.
A culture is defined based on the geographical location of
a group of people. Indian culture, by definition, includes
the arts, literature, cuisines, costumes and beliefs of all the
people who are the citizens of India. May be because the
three issues of culture, society and religion are interrelated,
Victorian Multicultural Commission has made it mandatory
for a society to submit a statement of purposes of the
society which is included in the constitution of the society
after registration with VMC. This restricts an Indian
society of Victoria like Vic Assam, to confine its activities
only to those that were included in its statement of
purposes submitted at the time of registration.

The following statement of purposes of VIC ASSAM was
submitted to the Consumer Affairs of Victoria at the time
of registration:
1. To promote Indian multiculturalism, more specifically the
culture of Assam in Victoria and to contribute towards the
multicultural policy of Australia.
2. To provide a forum for the people from Assam, India
to meet socially and to celebrate their various cultural
festivities.
3. To foster and promote friendship, understanding and
good will between the Australians and the people from
Assam in Australia.
4. To provide support and guidance to newly arrived
immigrants, students, visitors and others from Assam to
Victoria, Australia.
5. To liaise with the government departments and other
voluntary organizations dealing with ethnic affairs and
welfare services.
6. To organise help for the people effected by natural
calamities in Australia and India.
The above purposes of VIC ASSAM are very general in
nature and offer a great deal of flexibility to VIC ASSAM
in organizing its functions in a way which is acceptable to
all its members. The membership of VIC ASSAM is open
to anyone who is a resident of Victoria, Australia and has
interest in Assamese culture.

Bihu dance at a multicultural
festival
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Santana Sarma

An Open Letter from a Mother to Her Little
daughter
My dear Junuka (aka, Kiara),
One year old!! I still cannot believe that you are a year old
today. It feels like yesterday that your Pita (dad Chintanu)
and I brought you from the hospital; and Aita (maternal
grandma) and Dada (brother Geet, aka Vedant) welcomed
you with flowers and aarati (form of worship). We all were
so very happy to have you home. Happy birthday, my
cutie pie!
In this past year of your life, you have spread happiness
around you while adding a new and pleasant dimension
to our life. Even before you were conceived, your dada
always wanted a little sister. He used to ask me –
“MumMum, mur bhanti ketiya ahibo?” (meaning – Mom,
when will my sister come?). Later, when he came to
know about the baby (i.e., you) in my tummy, he was very
excited about your oncoming arrival. Often rubbing my
tummy, he spoke to you explaining things to you - ‘Baby
you know, this … happened today’. Before relocating
to Melbourne prior to your birth, we were residing in
New Zealand’s capital, Wellington. During those days
when I went to drop him at his kindergarten on the way
to my work, after long hugs and bye-byes, dada would
tell me - “Mummum, baby-er care loba OK? Aru, baby
tumi mummum ok besi digdari nidiba, Ok?” (Mum, you
take care of the baby. And, baby, you do not bother
mum, OK?). It was evident from much prior to your birth,
that you both love each other a lot, and share a special
bonding. Wherever your Dada goes, you would follow him.
You like to play with his toys, and drink from his drinkbottle. Whenever dada comes home from outside, he
will run to you, and say - “Junuka, suwa - dada ahi gol”
(meaning - Junuka, look your bro has come), and you will
jump in joy with a broad, bright smile.
In my childhood, I was my father’s pet. My life used
to revolve around him. Your Pita knew it, and while
appreciating this relation, he always wanted a daughter
after your brother was born. He was so much sure and

optimistic about having the next baby a girl that he only
chose a girl-name for the unborn child of unknown gender.
To compliment his naming of you as Kiara, I came up your
pet name Junuka. Later, as you joined our small world,
your dad was one of the happiest persons – he had a son
to participate in his men’s-talk and a daughter to become
daddy’s girl. In the entire past year, I have seen how you
actually become so. You just want to be near him when he
is around, play either with or near him, use a household
item as a phone to call him blabbering – ‘O Ta, O Ta ..’,
and scream with eyes well lit up as you overhear hear his
voice when I talk to him over phone !!
A person, who has played an active role in your first year
of life is your Koka (paternal grandfather). Koka has visited
us for a couple of months. There are some daily routines
that you always follow. Every morning, your first mini
meal is a few tiny bites of cookies, that are part of Koka’s
morning tea. You regularly make him share all of his meals
with you – including lunch and dinner. It seems he is
forbidden to have anything without sharing that with you!
Then, you would follow him around with your pitter patter
of tiny feet.
When he returns from his daily rounds of walks outside,
you walk to him, and in your baby-talk, try to tell him
everything that happened during his absence. Koka is
also your greatest audience and cheerer when it comes
to your dancing and singing. You love to accompany him
in his Kirtan-paath every Thursday evening; and matching
his voice-modulations, you also sing with some obscured
words in your baby-language. Observing you in your
association with his daily activities, Koka often opines that
you will be a charming singer and dancer! Time will tell
how true is his prediction, but you are certainly lucky to
have his company during the first year of your childhood.
A significant person in your life so far has been your Aita
(maternal grandmother). Aita visited us in Melbourne a few
weeks before your birth, and stayed with us for several

months. Both you and Aita were so fond of each other that
you used to even sleep with her at night since you were
a month old! Except when you needed a feed, you both
were one world, and rest of us were just outsiders in it.
You loved her the most; and for her, you were the apple
of her eyes. Even now when she calls up from India, you
get excited, and you appear to look for ways to go inside
the phone just to be with her. When you were only four
months old infant, I had to be away in New Zealand with
your brother for two long months leaving you with Aita and
your Pita here in Melbourne. Those were the toughest time
for all of us as it involved a complex and lengthy medical
procedure for your brother over there while you, a tiny
soul, had to be away from your mother. The only thing that
kept us going during this delicate period was your strong
bondage with Aita and Pita.
Junuka, your first year was filled with lots of exciting stuff.
You experienced your first international flight – though I
am not considering here our flight from New Zealand to
Australia during our inter-country relocation very close
to your birth. You were just seven months when we all
flew to India on vacation. There was a grand welcome
for you organised as Aita, mami (maternal aunt) and Tikli
mahi (cousin sister) welcomed you with aarati, flowers,
Gamocha (a traditional cloth for welcoming guests) and
loads of gifts.
For entire span of the stay in Assam, you were treated as
the chief guest while your brother as the guest of honour.
When your octogenarian maternal great grandma took you
in her arms for the first time, she was in tears with joy. She
remarked it was a blessing that she was able to hold you;
and it seemed you understood her emotion as you locked
your little eyes with hers and patted with your chubby
hands on her shoulders. There was pride in your great
grandma’s eyes.
Whilst in Assam, we had a trip to Majuli, a freshwater
river island in the heart of one of the mightiest rivers
in the world, the Brahmaputra. This place is also the
cultural capital of Assam civilization and the hub of the
Assamese Neovaishnavite culture. Even though you are
young enough to understand the significance of Majuli,
you definitely enjoyed this trip. During the boat-ride to the
island, as your Pita made you stand next to your brother,
you were ecstatic watching the river water flowing by
with the cool breeze touching gently on your face. From
time-to-time, you would look adoringly at your brother
while he was busy explaining to our co-passengers why
we should be careful of giant sharks’ sudden appearance
in the water! Your brother pulled quite an audience around
and everybody was captivated by his narration given with
sound conviction and nobody wanted to disrupt the flow
of words that were popping more like popcorns in a oven.
Although I was aware that freshwaters sharks exist in

some parts of the world, however I never thought, in my
wildest dreams about presence of sharks in the waters
of our very own Brahmaputra river! Nevertheless, the trip
was just sheer fun for all. You certainly did not follow the
cultural wisdom this visit provided to us, yet with your
little eyes, you observed everything with excitement, and
enjoyed every bit of the time in Majuli and its charm of life.
After Majuli, we came to stay in Auniati, Nagaon – your
paternal ancestral place. The house has not been in our
family’s use for sometime, but maintained by our tenants
living there. When we reached there, you were amazed
to see eight well-trained domesticated dogs. As one
of them came up to me wagging its tail, you put your
hand out for it from my arms to lick. These dogs became
your constant companions during our entire stay. Our
days spent in this place were quite action-packed. With
your upcoming Annaprassana (first solid food feeding
ceremony for a baby), your dad and I were busy making
the arrangements. Both you and your brother, on the other
hand, found time to get pampered and busy enjoying the
suburban set-up.
Your day would start with a morning stroll in the front
yard with someone from the household, and a few of the
obedient dogs would be around you jumping and barking
at beck and call while getting excited each time you
giggled with joy looking at their antics. After your bath
and breakfast you would be carried around by your team
of cousins of either teen or preteen ages - Pahi, Morom,
MouMa, and Junak; and your dada kept a protective
watch on you. You being the only baby of the family,
everyone loved to be with you and to carry you around.
Dim faces were common to view among the young
members of the house when at the time of their mood to
play with you, they discovered you taking naps. Mouma
ba (ba, meaning sister) used to even sit near you during
some of your morning and afternoon naps. As your dada
and the cousins ran around, went fishing or busy watching
how to milk the cows, I could see your smiles and giggles,
which said that you enjoyed observing them having fun.
The big day of your Annaprassana was on 13-Nov, 2015.
You looked like a doll on this day in the fairy dress that
Aita had especially ordered for the occasion. This event
was a serious affair for the entire family. All your close
relatives and neighbours were busy doing their part.
After several years, this house in Nagaon was once again
bustling with celebration of an occasion in the most joyful
and exuberant way. The event was both successful and
memorable; and everyone, including the invited guests,
added synergistic value to the grandeur, ambiance and
charm of the occasion. At the end of the day, your Dangor
Borma (eldest maternal aunt) mentioned that we had
rightly named you ‘Kiara’ and ‘Junuka’, both meaning
happiness, as you had been the source and the reason for

the happiness the occasion brought forth to the family. As
she appreciated saying– “Thank you, Junuka!”, you just
stretched your hands with a beautiful smile to go to her
arms.
During our short stay in India, you experienced two
festivals, Durga Puja (an annual festival celebrating
worship of the Hindu goddess Durga) and Diwali (a festival
of lights); and festivities involving the birth of Pori, my
brother’s first child. Even though you did not understand
much of what was going on with all the hustle and bustle
around you, e.g., colourful lights, sound of firecrackers,
distribution of delicious sweets etc., your brother followed
much of it and he had a gala time. He also visited several
Durga puja-pandals on motor bikes with his bandhu (my
maternal uncle) and Tikli mahi (his bandhu’s daughter),
danced with the crowd on Dashami (the last day of Durga
puja celebration), and had lot of fun with firecrackers
and fireworks on Diwali – just to name a few from his
activity list. In Puranigudam, we were fortunate to witness
the ensemble of about 125 years old wooden idols on
occasion of Durga Puja.
As the time for us to leave for Melbourne approached,
everyone was, in general, sad. Aita, in particular, was
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Vedant Sharma (Geet)

very sad as her constant companion was going away
without her. It was a painful time for all of us. Geet cried
inconsolably at the airport as he did not want to leave. We
left India with a heavy heart but with a promise to return
back next year.
Overall, this past year was filled with so many things for
us; however, the best one was your arrival. You have
certainly changed our life in a very positive and pleasant
way. Growing up as you will read this letter, I want you
to know that we three of us do feel blessed to have you
with us, and love you to the core. On completion of the
first year of your life, I hope and pray that you try to be a
balanced and caring person with the intelligence to make
the right and the best choices in your life. As your names,
Junuka (meaning, a jingling rattle) and Kiara, suggest,
may the melody, harmony, rhythm, and timbre of your life
spread the joy and happiness to the lives of the people
around you.
Lots of love, hugs and kisses,
Your ‘MumMum’
(March 5, 2016)

Dr Hemanta Doloi

Emerging opportunity in assam and giving back
“Giving Back”’ is the theme of this short article for Enajori
2016. In principle, “Giving Back” is possible only when
there is a need being realised at the recipient end. In
this instance, I was lucky to get access to some of the
key people at the recipient end that made the dream
possible. I wish to express my sincere appreciation for
the support and commitment that I have received from a
few visionary leaders in Assam through whom the “Giving
Back” has finally been materialised for many people like
me residing outside Assam. While Assam is perceived to
be the land of potential and contributions are possible
to make at multiple levels, “Giving Back” was certainly a
missed opportunity for many of us over a long period of
time. However, perhaps due to my long standing agenda
of doing something about the place where I was born,
almighty God had finally created an opportunity for me to
meeting with the Honourable CM, Mr Tarun Gogoi on the
28th May 2015 where I was able to share the sentiment
directly with him. In this very first meeting, Honourable CM
Sir unanimously agreed to support my intention and asked
me to possibly contribute towards realising his grand
vision of creating Smart Village in Assam. Having trained
as a Civil Engineer from Jorhat Engineering College and
being an academic in the Construction Management
discipline at a leading institution, I was privileged to
pursue a project leading to developing local capacities
and empowering the smartness among the people of
Assam.
Following numerous meetings and consultations with
senior bureaucrats of the state, a research project was
finalised over an eight month period. Though convincing

the University of Melbourne for hosting the project with
such a non-traditional partner “Govt of Assam” was a
difficult task, my persistence and ingenuity seems to
have played a role here. One of the key highlights that I
have been persistently bringing to the attention of both
the parties is the need for support in education and
research for tackling the growing challenges in Assam
and joining hands for developing local capacities in the
cross cultural context. The project of a value over Rs.8.9
Crores (~$1.9 million) has finally been signed off and ready
for commencement. Within the scope of this project,
two students from Assam will get the PhD level research
training at the University of Melbourne for pursuing
empirical research and creating new knowledge in the
context of the smart village program in Assam. In addition,
eight academic scholars from Assam will be trained in
Melbourne for providing necessary support in construction
management discipline and building local capacities in
education and training in Assam. Once the project is under
way, it is expected that a blueprint for tackling the growing
challenges in housing and infrastructure sectors in Assam
will be developed. Subsequent funding support will be
sought from the various sources such as Philanthropies,
NGOs, NRIs etc. for rolling out the smart village program
in Assam in due course. I hope, the activities in this project
will herald the single objective of the needy community
in Assam being empowered and converse the effort of
both resident and non-resident communities of Assam
in “Giving Back” through their generous contributions
towards a ”Smart Village Development Fund” in the near
future.

fun facts
Assamese script is based on the ancient Siddhaṃ script, which also
* The
gave rise to the Bengali script, the Tibetan script and, partly, the Japanese
Kana script.
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ñ¿1Ëù ¼ Î÷±1 Âõ±ùÉßÁ±ù1 õgÅ1 ÷ý×Ã üÂõ ÂõgÅËßÁ ¿äÂ¿ò Âó±Ý ÕïäÂ Ûý×Ã
á1±ßÁÏ1 ÷Åààò ÎðÃËà±ò ÛËßÁÂõ±Ë1 ¿äÂò±¿ßÁ ùá± ò±ý×Ã¼ Ûûþ± äÂ±Ëá Âõûþü1
¿äÂò, ßÁï± Âó±ýÃÃ¿1ÂõÍù ÆùËåÃ±¼ îÂ±1 Â¿ÂóåÃîÂ ÎîÂËàËîÂ ßÁ’Ëù ‘‘ÎîÂ±÷±1
ù1± ÎåÃ±»±ùÏ ßÁ’îÂ· ÎîÂ±÷±1 ù1±Ý Âõ1 ÂëÂ±ãÃÃ1 ýÃÃù ÎðÃý×Ã¼’’ Ûý×ÃÂõ±1
Õ±1n¸ ÷ý×Ã Îò±»±¿1Ëù±- üäÂ±Ò ßÁï± ÆßÁ ¿ðÃËù±¼ ‘‘÷ý×Ã ¿ßÁc Õ±ËÂó±ò±ßÁ
ñ¿1Âõ Âó1± ò±ý×Ã¼ Õ±ÂóÅ¿ò ¿ëÂÂõèn¸áëÂÿ1 Îò¿ßÁ · ’’ ÎîÂËàîÂ ßÁ’Ëù ‘‘ òýÃÃûþ
¿ðÃûþ±, ÷ý×Ã 1ýÃÃ±1ËýÃÃ¼ ’’ ÷ý×Ã îÂöÂßÁ à±ý×Ã üÅ¿ñËù±’’ ‘‘ßÁîÂ Âõ±1n¸ Õ±ËÂó±ò±ßÁ
ùá Âó±ý×Ã¿åÃËù±·’’ ÎîÂËàËîÂ ýÃÃ±Ò¿ýÃÃ ÷±¿1 ßÁ’Ëù- ‘‘ ÎîÂ±÷±ßÁ ÎßÁ¿îÂûþ±Ý
ùá ÎÂó±»± ò±ý×Ã¼ æÃûþ™LÏËßÁ± Õ±¿æÃËýÃÃ ›¶ï÷ ùá Âó±ý×ÃËåÃ±¼ îÅÂ¿÷ æÃûþ™LÏ1
ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁîÂ Õ±åÃ±¼ îÂ±ý×Ã ÎîÂ±÷±ßÁ üâò±ý×Ã ÎéÂá ßÁË1¼’’

Âõ±¿ìÂÿ á’ù- ÷±òÅýÃ1 Îû±á±Ëû±á1 Âóï üÅá÷ ÆýÃÃ Õ±¿ýÃÃù¼ ¿ßÁc áË»øí±ý×Ã
ÎðÃàÅ»±ý×ÃËåÃ Îû ý×Ã÷±ò ëÂ×Âóùt üÑá1 ÷±æÃËîÂ± Õ±¿÷ ÷±ò» æÃ±¿îÂ S ÷±È
ÕßÁùú1Ïûþ± ÆýÃÃ ÆáËåÃ±¼ Õ±1n¸ Ûý×Ã ÛßÁ±ßÁÏßÁQý×Ã Õ±÷±ßÁ ù±ËýÃÃ ù±ËýÃÃ
Ã÷±ò¿üßÁ Õ±1n¸ ú±1Ï¿1ßÁ öÂ±ËÂõ ðÓÃÂõÇù ßÁ¿1 Õ±¿òËåÃ¼

ý×ÃKI×±1ËòËéÂ ÂóÔ¿ï»ÏàòßÁ ü1n¸ ßÁ¿1 ¿ðÃËù¼ ýÃÃêÂ±È ¿Âõ¿öÂi§ ›¶±™L1
÷±æÃ1 ðÓÃ1QßÁ ÷±òÅËýÃÃ ýÃÃ±îÂ1 ÷Å¿êÂîÂ ñ¿1 ÎÂóù±Ëù¼ ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁ ÛËò ü÷ûþîÂ
Õ±¿ýÃÃù Îû¿îÂûþ± ßÁ¿¥óëÂ×éÂ±Ë1 ÷±òÅýÃßÁ ù±ËýÃÃ ù±ËýÃÃ ÕßÁùú1Ïûþ± ßÁ¿1
Õ±¿ò¿åÃù¼ ÎôÂäÂÂõÅËßÁ ßÁ¿ìÂÿûþ±ý×Ã Õ±¿òËù ÛéÂ± ›¶îÂÉ±ú± ÷±òÅýÃßÁ ÷±òÅýÃ1
ßÁ±ø¸ äÂÂó±ý×Ã Õò±1 ¼ ðÅÃý×Ã ýÃÃ±æÃ±1 ¿îÂ¿ò äÂòîÂ ýÃÃ±öÂ±ÇðÃ ¿Âõ «¿ÂõðÃÉ±ùûþ1 åÃ±S
÷±ßÇÁ æÅÃßÁ±1Âõ±áÇ ‘ÎôÂäÂ÷±¦¤1’ æÃ¿1ûþËîÂ ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁ1 ›¶ï÷ Îà±æÃ ÎÂóù±ûþ¼
ðÅÃý×Ã ýÃÃ±æÃ±1 äÂ±¿1 äÂò1 Õ±êÂ ÎôÂÂõèn¸»±1ÏîÂ ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁ ›¶ï÷Âõ±11 Âõ±ËÂõ
æÃòîÂ±1 üijÅàÍù Õ±ËýÃÃ¼ ò-÷±ýÃÃ1 ¿ÂóåÃî ÛßÁÂ ¿÷¿ùûþò ÷±òÅËýÃÃ ¿ðÃËòßÁÏûþ±
¿ýÃÃäÂ±ÂóîÂ ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁ ÂõÉ»ýÃÃ±1 ßÁ¿1ÂõÍù ùûþ¼ ÂõMÇÃ÷±ò ÛßÁ ¿Âõ¿ùûþòîÂÍßÁ
Õ¿ñßÁ ÷±òÅËýÃÃ ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁ ÂõÉ»ýÃÃ±1 ßÁË1 ¼ ¿ßÁc ÎôÂäÂÂõÅËßÁ ÷±òÅýÃ1 ¿òüÑáîÂ±
ðÃÓ1 ßÁ¿1ÂõÍù ¿ßÁ÷±ò üŽÂ÷ ÆýÃÃËåÃ Îüûþ± îÂßÇÁ1 ¿Âõø¸ûþ¼ ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁîÂ ÎðÃà±
üÅàÏ æÃÏ»ò1 ÆðÃ¿òßÁ à¿îÂûþ±ò1 ¿ÂóäÂôÂ±Ëù ¿ßÁ ùÅßÁ±ý×Ã Õ±ËåÃ - îÂ±1 àÂõ1
¿ßÁ÷±ò ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁ1 ÂõgÅË» ùûþ · ÷Å^±1 ¿ü¿Âó¿êÂÍù äÂ±Ëù ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁ ÷±S
ÛéÂ± ÷±ñÉ÷, Õ±¿÷ ¿û ñ1Ëí ÂõÉ»ýÃÃ±1 ßÁ¿1ÂõÍù ¿üX±™L ùÝ, îÂ±1 Âó1±
Îüý×ÃöÂ±Ë»ý×Ã Õ±÷±1 ù±öÂ ¿ßÁ¥¤± Îù±ßÁäÂ±ò ýÃÃûþ¼ ¿ü¿ðÃò± æÃij¿ðÃòîÂ ÷±òÅýÃ
á1±ßÁÏßÁ ùá Âó±ý×Ã Î÷±1 ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁ1 Î÷±ýÃÃ1ËéÂ±1 ðÅÃËûþ±àò åÃ¿ÂõËûþý×Ã ÷òÍù
ßÁï±ËéÂ±Ë» Î÷±ßÁ öÂ±¿ÂõÂõÍù Âõ±ñÉ ßÁ¿1Ëù-Îø¸±~ õåÃ11 Õ±áËîÂ Õ±¿ýÃÃù¼ Õ±¿÷ ýÃÃûþ ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁ1 1ãÃÃÏò åÃ¿Âõ äÂ±ý×Ã Õ±÷±1 ÕßÁùú1Ïûþ± ÕòÅöÂ»
÷ý×Ã Îû¿îÂûþ± ¿ÂõËðÃúÍù Õ±¿ýÃÃÂ¿åÃËù±- â11 ùáîÂ Îû±á±Ëû±á1 ÷±ñÉ÷ ðÓÃ1 ßÁ¿1ÂõÍù ÎäÂ©†± ßÁ¿1Âõ Âó±Ë1± ¿ßÁ¥¤± ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁßÁ Õ±÷±1 ü±÷±¿æÃßÁ
Õ±¿åÃù ¿äÂ¿êÂ Õ±1n¸ ÎéÂ¿ùËôÂ±ò¼ ù±ËýÃÃ ù±ËýÃÃ Î÷ý×Ãù Îû±á ýÃÃ’ù ¼ ÎîÂ¿îÂûþ± üÑËû±á ÂõËìÂÿ±»±1 ÷±ñÃÉ÷ ¿ýÃÃäÂ±ËÂó ÂõÉ»ýÃÃ±1 ßÁ1±1 ÎäÂ©†± ßÁ¿1Âõ Âó±Ë1± ¼
üßÁËù±Ë1 ùáîÂ Îû±á±Ëû±á 1à± üy» ò±¿åÃù¼ Û¿îÂûþ± ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁ1 Îüý×Ã ¿üX±™L Õ±÷±1 ¼
æÃ¿1ûþËîÂ Î÷±1 ü¥óßÁÏÇûþ üßÁù1 Âó1± Õ±¿ðÃ ßÁ¿1 ›¶±ý×ÃË÷1Ï ¦Å¨ù1
ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁ1 ÝÂó1îÂ Î÷±1 ÂõÉ¿M ÃáîÂ 1±ûþ ¿ðÃÂõÍù Îòû±Ý, ¿ßÁc
ÂõgÅÍùËßÁ üßÁËù±Ë1 ùáîÂ Îû±á±Ëû±á Õ±ËåÃ¼ üðÃ±ûþ ßÁ±1 æÃÏ»òîÂ ¿ßÁ Õ±÷±1 ûÅá1 ÷±òÅýÃ¿à¿òËûþ ýÃÃûþËîÂ± ÂõÅ1?ÏîÂ ‘‘ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁ ûÅá’’ 1 Õ±àÉ±
â¿éÂ Õ±ËåÃ îÂ±1 à¿éÂûþò Âó±ý×Ã ï±ËßÁ±¼ ¿ßÁc Îüý×Ã Âó±ÒäÂ¿÷¿òéÂ1 ÎéÂ¿ùËôÂ±ò1 Âó±Âõ ¼ Õ±÷±1 ÷± ÎðÃëÂ×îÂ±1 ûÅáîÂ ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁ ò±¿åÃù Õ±1n¸ Õ±÷±1 ü™L±ò1
÷±îÂø¸±11 ¿û Õ±™L¿1ßÁîÂ± Õ±¿åÃù Îüý×Ãûþ± Õ±ËåÃ æÃ±Ëò±· ý×Ã÷±ò öÂÏ11 ›¶æÃijËûþ± ÎôÂäÂÂõÅÅßÁ ÂõÉ»ýÃÃ±1 òßÁ¿1Âõ ¼ Õ±¿÷ åÃ¿Âõ¿ßÁîÂ±Âó [ÎôÂäÂÂõÅßÁ] ûÅá1
÷±æÃîÂ Îüý×Ã ¿ßÁåÅÃ÷±ò Õ±ùôÅÂùÏûþ± ÕòÅöÂ», ü¥óßÇÁ ÎýÃÃ1±ý×Ã û±ÂõÍù ÷±òÅýÃ¿à¿òËûþ Îûò ÷±òÅýÃßÁ ü±»¿éÂ ñ¿1ÂõÍù, Ûø¸±1 üýÃÃ±òÅöÂÓ¿îÂË1 ÷±îÂ
ÆùËåÃ Îò¿ßÁ· Îû±»± ðÃúßÁËéÂ±îÂ Õ¿îÂ ^nîÂ ÂöÂ±Ë» ü±÷±¿æÃßÁ ÷±ñÉ÷ ¿ðÃÂõÍù Âó±ýÃÃ¿1 Îòû±Ý Îüûþ±ý×Ã Î÷±1 Õ±™L¿1ßÁ ßÁ±÷ò±¼

Sahil Bora

Getting out of my comfort zone by taking a trip
to China
One of the most challenging countries I recently visited
was China. The reason why I had travelled to China is
because I was visiting the city of Shenzhen, the Silicon
Valley Asia for research into a project that is currently
in the works. It was interesting to see what China had
become the last few years with its booming economy. I
felt like Shenzhen was a futuristic city in a science fiction
movie with its architecture and skyscrapers all around
the city. Guangzhou was like exactly Melbourne with its
gardens and parks but slower pace of lifestyle.
The biggest barrier I had visiting the cities of Shenzhen
and Guangzhou was that English was not widely spoken,
due to less tourists visiting. The biggest struggle I had was
deciding what to eat for lunch and dinner as I would walk
out of restaurants if I couldn’t understand what was on the
menu or if the picture of the food wasn’t appealing.
Catching public transport to get around in the city was
no problem as they had English signs but the hardest
thing on my trip was catching a train to another city. The
day I was travelling from Shenzhen to Guangzhou by
train, was a day that literally tested me to the limits and
pushed me out of my comfort zone. This is because when
I arrived at the train station, nothing was in English and
there was no staff who spoke English to help direct me.
The station felt like I was in North Korea, with its cold and
dark atmosphere with thousands of people lining up to
purchase train tickets.

When it was my turn to purchase the ticket, the ticket lady
was shouting at me in Chinese asking me for something
which I couldn’t understand. Someone behind me was
able to translate what she was shouting to me as it
was my passport she wanted. Everybody in China is
monitored, citizens and foreigners due to the communist
nature of the country.
When I arrived in Guangzhou, there would be more chaos
waiting. I had entered in the wrong address of my hotel
on my phone and I was starting to get angry at myself for
making dumb mistakes which was causing me to waste
time and energy on recovering from getting lost. Eventually
I had found the hotel I booked online which ended up
being turned into a noodle shop.
I then had to walk around the city for an hour to find a
hotel with available rooms. The one I found ended up
costing me more than the return ticket with Air Asia back
to Melbourne which was annoying but after having a day
filled with misfortune, I needed to call it a day and rest up.
Experiencing chaos and misadventure when travelling
overseas can be stressful during the time it happens, but
when you come home to your family and friends, it gives
you a funny story to tell about your adventures and grows
you out of your comfort zone.

fun facts
is the second place in the world where petroleum was discovered.
* Assam
first successful mechanically drilled oil well was drilled in Makum
* Asia’s
(Assam) way back in 1867.
* Asia’s oldest refinery is located in a small town in Assam called Digboi.

Dr. Chintanu Sarmah

Akashvani - The Lost Waves of Yesteryears
I was cleaning an old radio. It was in its old age and
certainly in derelict condition. It might run if powered up;
however, I was not sure what it would play or whether I
would like it to play anything now.

As I recalled my childhood in the house, I found that for
each of my impression retained in the memory, there was
always an associated background piece of sound. The
source was from this radio that kept playing somewhere
in the household emitting low-to-moderate decibels. It
was more like those Bollywood movies – a background
piece for whether it is the heroine being saved in a stuntstudded actions or the hero dressing warmly romancing
around in the thick snows of Swiss alps with scantily clad,
perhaps cold-proof, heroine in her mid-summer dress !

series of yawns, and often found it hard to my eyes open
and brush the teeth. If I wake up in the morning, and
realised that the radio was playing something else rather
than Mukuta Mala (মুকুতা মালা) or Vandana (বন্দনা), I
would be alarmed whether my awake-up threshold of 7AM
had already passed. Waking up at seven in the morning
was not considered a benchmark for me as a school goer,
but through my observation, I could comprehend from a
tender age that my parents were often lenient about my
sleep as long as it did not cross this mark. Thus, I started
using it as my threshold and tried hard not to violate as
it did not usher a pleasant morning. Late rising used to
bring lots of auditory tortures to me. Often, a comparative
analysis was readily done by my parents with a ready-list
of my mates, who, according to my parents, were early
risers. Then, there were examples cited from history and
moral science books. These were nicely complemented
by rich proverbs to the likes of – Early to bed and early
to rise makes an man healthy, wealthy and wise, শুই
থকা শিয়ালে হাঁহ ধৰিব নোৱাৰে (Xui Thoka Xiyaale Haah
Dhoribo Nuwaare, meaning the Sleeping Fox Catches no
Poultry), যি মূলা বাঢে তাৰ দুপাততে চিন (Ji Mula Baarhe
Taar Dupaatote Seen, meaning Morning Shows the
Day). And, all of these happened after the 0655-0700
AM Sanskrit news, which always started with a very
familiar line - इयम आकाशवाणी, सम्प्रतिवार्ता: श्रुयंताम,
प्रवाचका: बलदेवानंदसागर: (Iyam Akashvani, Samprathi
Varthaaha Sruyantham, Pravachako Baladevananda
Sagaraha, meaning - This is Akashvani, current news is
brought to you by Baladevananda Sagaraha). Although I
did not understand most of this news – except a word or
two here and there, I was aware that this Sanskrit news
prefaced news of many earth-shattering events. The
voice of the newsreader enviably remained always calm –
irrespective of whether or not I was having the most ideal
rising that day. The owner of the calm voice of Sanskrit’s
perhaps the most familiar sound in the country that time,
Baladevananda Sagara would have pitied had he known
that his news broadcast often summoned another round
of home-made broadcast at my end.

The radio remained always turned on by the time I got up
in the morning. As a school-age child, I wake up with a

Overall, all the radio programmes those days used to work
subtly as notifiers. The radio would keep playing in low-

This is my native place in Nagaon situated in the very
heartland of Assam at the center of the northeast of
India. I was visiting this place after several years. The
house was not in our family’s use for quite sometime;
and thus, items remained unused and uncared for in the
nooks and corners of the house. As the once lively house
turned muted over time, the items gradually went from
the shelves to the floors and corners of the rooms while
getting covered in cobwebs and dusts within the seldom
opened doors of the house.
The radio was once very precious to the household. All the
news, views, music, dramas, live commentaries came to
the house via this radio. The receiving audience, the young
and old, also heard it either being contented, ecstatic,
melancholic, or being completely neutral or even without
knowing that something was on!
Pursuing my cleaning, I noticed a few old gramophone
records lying nearby. There were also a few old photos
on the wall that seemed to be looking at me from their
wooden frames. Living in this moment, I felt somehow I
was going back to the past. The radio felt live, and the
people of those photos, no longer alive, seemed very
much living in the household and around me. My entire
childhood in the house came so fresh to my memory.

to-moderate volume somewhere in the house, and the
programmes on air were the reminder that it correlates
to a ticking clock. Where time was an important factor,
I hardly saw my parents looking at the clock to either
appreciate or condemn an action unless of course if they
wanted to dramatise the situation. The radio used to act
as the underpinning notifier in this scenario both for them
and me. The same was true for both of my elder brothers
as well.
I was coming across this radio after decades. It was once
a witness to many of my childhood incidents and events
that includes many of the exhilarating moments. Being
a sound-making device, it never played based on the
scene at my end unlike what happens in the movies. For
example, as I was hearing the serious lecture from my
parents in that winter morning, there was no need for the
8.30 AM radio programme of Assamese modern songs,
Gitimaalika (গীতি-মালিকা) to play completely absurd and
irrelevant songs - ‘ব’হাগতে আহিবি চেনাই অ’ ….’ (Bohagote
Ahibi senai O’ meaning - My Love, do come to me in
Spring ...) followed by ‘সোণৰ খাৰু নেলাগে মোক বিয়াৰ বাবে
আই …’ (Xunor kharu nalage muk biyar babe aai, meaning - I
do not need golden bangles for my wedding, Mother ...)
back to back. At that point, my super-irritated dad rushed
to the radio like a rocket, and turned it off while muttering
something that I could not hear well ! That situation was
indeed awkward. I wished that the radio rather could have
played some sensible songs well-suited to situation.
For me as a school goer, Gitimaalika used to be the signal
each day that it was time to wind-up morning studies.
This programme was followed by the regional news
(আঞ্চলিক বাতৰি) at 8:50am that acted as the warning for
having food and rushing to the school. The Vividh Bharati
(विविध भारती) service of All India Radio (AIR) presented
a mix of film music, skits, short plays and interactive
programmes at different times of the day. The few popular
programs of this service in those days were Sangeet
Sarita, Bhule Bisre Geet, Hawa Mahal, Fauji Bhaiyon ke liye
- Jaymala, Inse Miliye, Chhaya Geet, Biscope Ke Batein,
Celluloid Ke Sitare, Sehatnama, Hello Farmaish, Sakhi
Saheli, Aaj Ke Phankaar. There were also a plethora of
programmes produced in Assam by local AIRs like radio
dramas (দেওবৰীয়া/বুধবৰীয়া নাটক), Kalpataru (কল্পতৰু),
Children’s Programme (অকণিৰ মেল), Chitrageet (চিত্রগীত),
Women’s Programme (আইদেউৰ বুলনি) etc. The names of
the newsreaders like Lily Das Malik and Guna Baruah
were household names and held similar importance as the
names of the radio drama artists like Nilu Chakravorthy
and Mahendra Borthakur. We were able to readily provide
songs of either contemporary or past Assamese singers
to the likes of – the singers from Bhupen Hazarika
and Khagen Mahanta’s family, Purushottam Das, Dr.
Birendranath Datta, Rameshwar Pathak, Dost Habibur
Rahman, Pratima Barua Pandey, Dipali Barthakur, Parveen

Sultana, Jyotirmoy Kakati, Nilima Khatun, Ridip Dutta,
Bhabesh and Runumi Thakur, Jyotish Bhatta, Apurba Das,
Charu Gohain, Manoranjan Gogoi, Beauty Sharma Barua,
Kanika Bhattacharyya, Mihir Bordoloi etc.
At pre-school level, I had innumerable ponders and
queries, and the source of many of these was this radio.
I often wondered at that tender age, how on earth it was
possible for so many people crammed up inside that small
radio and still providing quality service!! What do they
eat? How do they go shopping? The elders catered for
my queries – and I understood that those people knew
tricks to easily fit together inside that box, they ate like
us but coincidently they usually went out when I was not
around. I sometime monitored the radio closely in the
hope that I would track down activities of atleast one
or two people outside the box. Although that lucky day
never came, I was still the happy-go-lucky kid enjoying
the radio service to the core while taking good care of it. I
kept the radio clean, ensured it did not fall over or get wet
as my childhood innocence really wanted to care for all
those people inside it. I loved them, and wanted them and
their service to remain with us in our household - forever!
I loved the other devices of the house too, such as the
gramophone record player; however, the radio was unique
because the transmission by a radio was in real time, and
the contents of its programmes were all unpredictable,
and that was a really exciting thing for me as a child!
Gradually while growing up, I became aware that radio
was the first electronic media to reach public in Assam.
With a bit of literature research, I came to know that
Guwahati radio centre/station, the clearest transmission
provider at my place during those days in 80’s and 90’s,
was an offshoot radio station of All India Radio (AIR),
which first started back in pre independent India in 1936
in Mysore. AIR, Guwahati started as Shillong Guwahati
Station in undivided Assam when Shillong was the
administrative capital. The Shillong Guwahati Station
of AIR started its broadcast from the 1st of July 1948.
As it had two studios – one in Shillong and the other
one in Guwahati, the formal inauguration of studios was
done by the Premier Gopinath Bordoloi in Shillong and
Maulana Mohmad Tayabullah in Guwahati. Both, the
Shillong Studio and the Guwahati Studio were headed by
an Assistant Station Director each; however, the Station
Director who sat at Shillong was the overall head of the
Shillong Guwahati Station. There was only one telephone
line between these two units, and via this, these two units
remain connected! Initially the station was broadcasting
its programme from the two studios through a 1 KW
MW Transmitter. Later in 1953, the power of the station
was increased with the installation of a 10 KW MW
Transmitter in Jalukbari; and as a result, the station was
able to increase its coverage area to nearby districts.
Also, in 1953, the headquarter of the Shillong-Guwahati

Station was shifted from Shillong to Guwahati. The
station shifted to its permanent campus at Chandmari in
May 1957. In the following year, the power of the station
was augmented by the commissioning of a 10 KW SW
Transmitter, and as a result of it, the Guwahati station’s
broadcast could reach the whole of Assam. AIR, Guwahati
is presently a full-fledged Regional Station with 3 channels
of broadcast - Guwahati A & B Channels are AM Channels
while CBS (Commercial Broadcasting Service) Channel is
an FM Channel. Note: AM or Amplitude Modulation and
FM or Frequency Modulation are ways of broadcasting
radio signals.
All India Radio, Dibrugarh was commissioned on February
15, 1969 and started full-fledged programme production
from its campus at Moloshubacha from 1974. It has been
gloriously providing its service in Upper Assam and parts
of Arunachal Pradesh. For people of Arunachal Pradesh,
they earlier used to receive transmissions by Chinese
radio than any Indian radio transmissions. However, after
the establishment of Dibrugarh station, people from that
part of the country were able to hear something Indian on
their radio sets.
Whether one likes or dislikes it, the bubbles of the
exponential growth and development in the field of
technology has reached Assam too. Along with this
development, private as well as round-the-clock radio
channels have multiplied, and all of these now romp the
airwaves with their spicy matters. The AIR stations of
Assam and their programmes of yesteryears that many
of us reminisce, are facing stiff challenges in recent times
from not only non-AIR channels, but also from TV and a
multitude of media like Internet and print. AIR is trying to
stand up to these challenges as it has become imperative
to broaden popularity targeting a wider listener base
among the populace to survive in the long run. Some of
the old programmes that we often fondly think back to

still exist albeit there are changes recognisable to the able
ears of veteran radio listeners.
At this stage, I was almost about to sum up this writing
in a conventional way with a concluding paragraph and
some flowery lines. Then, I realised that I could not escape
from a simple question – ‘What happened to the radio that
you were cleaning earlier?’ I must give that answer. So,
here is an epilogue.
That disused and neglected radio I earlier mentioned ... I
broke it!
My mind was roaming everywhere in my childhood, and at
one stage, my clumsy hands’ just dropped the radio! The
concrete floor below was not forgiving at all as it made
sure that in front of my eyes, the radio split into pieces! I
was surprised and saddened. But then, I felt perhaps it
was the retribution for an offence - the offence of failing
to care for something that made my childhood golden.
I should not deserve any further to have its company
that was once one of the vital planets of my childhooduniverse. While picking up the broken pieces from the floor
later, I wished to live through every nostalgic emotion that
I had come across that day at my native place in Assam.
Even better, if I could take all those childhood memories,
blow those up into bubbles and live inside – forever!
I will visit my native place again in this remote part of the
India maybe with hair going grey and skin wrinkled. It
is unlikely that the items scattered around in that room
would remain there during the visit. However, I aspire
that something else will be there to open the floodgate
of my nostalgic thoughts from the golden, bygone days
pleasantly shaking and electrifying my entire terrain of
memories. Time must not erase any of those impressions
from my mind that I would love to think and laze around
with holding up and close to heart. Instead, I hope it would
grant them to stay with me with each passing day until the
final yards of my life.

fun facts
is the worlds largest river island in Assam on the Brahmaputra river.
* Majuli
has a State Anthem! The anthem has been composed by
* Assam
Lakshminath Bezbaruah and goes like this — ‘O Mur Apunar Dex’ (O my
endearing motherland)

* The Brahmaputra is India’s Only Male River

Priyanka Barah, Year 3

My Trip to Disneyland,
USA
Last year in 2015, I went on a holiday to USA with my
family. Today I am going to tellyou about my visit to USA.
I was there for 2 whole weeks. We started our journey on
Air New Zealand flight from Melbourne to Auckland in New
Zealand. In the Auckland airport we had a brief stopover,
where we freshened up, had some snacks and then
changed to another Air New Zealand flight to Los Angeles
in USA. The flight from Auckland to LA was very long and
we were very tired when we arrived in LA airport. However,
we were very excited as we had finally arrived at our
destination. We went to the hotel Hayat Regency by cab
and we took rest for the full day. In the evening dad and
mum planned for what we will be doing and confirmed all
our booking.
The first day we went to Disneyland Park. There are two
parks there, one is Disneyland Park and the other one is
Disney California Adventure Park. Dad got the tickets for
three days where you can visit both the parks on separate
days any number of times. On the first day we visited
Disneyland Park. In Disneyland Park I saw all the Disney
characters from the movies. I saw Mickey, Minnie, Donald
Duck, Goofy, Snow White and Cinderella and lots more.
I also took some photos with some of them. The Disney
castle was awesome. There were many rides and went
on some of them with my brother. There were lot of shops
selling Disney soft toys and souvenirs. We bought lots of
souvenirs and soft toys. My mum bought me a big Minnie
and two small Mickey and Minnie. I keep them in my room
now and play with them whenever I remember about my
trip to Disneyland. In the afternoon there was the parade
of the Disney characters, it was really fun. We came back
to our hotel for some rest as we had to go back again
for the night parade and fireworks. The night pared was
awesome as it was full of colourful lights and music. In
the end we saw the fireworks over the Disney castle.
The fireworks was special as in 2015 Disneyland was
celebrating 60 years and the fireworks was there every
day. Usually the fireworks are only on weekends.

Next was our tour of the city of Los Angeles and
Hollywood. The tour of Universal Studios was also part of
the tour. The city of LA is very big with very tall buildings
and we saw some of the great and famous buildings and
parks. The visit to Universal Studios was awesome and I
liked it the most. The whole studio was made up like some
famous movies and the movie characters were moving
around. We all took some photos with them. There were
some really exciting rides. Mum did not go on the rides
as they were very terrifying. The best part was the tour of
the whole studio which included the famous 3D tour and
moving through some real movie shootings which was
going on at that time. As usual we bought souvenirs and
soft toys. We all took a lot of photos. The last visit was to
Hollywood, where we walked on the famous Star Walks.
Star Walks is where there are stars on the pavement with
the name of a famous Hollywood movie actor name inside
it. I even saw the famous Hollywood sign on top of the
hill. Our next visit was a bit away from LA and it was to
another city in California called San Diego. We visited San
Diego to visit Sea World. As San Diego was bit far from
LA, we started early in the morning. Sea World is very
big and here I saw different sea animals. I saw different
fishes, dolphins, sea lions, whales and sharks. There were
different shows going on and I liked the dolphin and sea
lion shows very much. The most famous show was the

show of Samu the whale. We came back from Sea World
back to LA in the evening. We all were very satisfied. Next
of my exciting visit was to Disney Adventure Park. We
went in the morning and stayed for the whole day there.
The park is full of different rides and shows. The whole
park is made up like the different Disney movies. I went
on some rides with my dad and brother. Mum went for
shopping for soft toys and souvenirs again. At the end of
the day we were all very tired.
There was one day ticket left so we went to Disneyland
Park and went to places which we had missed earlier. I
forgot to tell that we had some day’s breaks in between
the visits to Disneyland Parks and Sea World, we went
around LA to different shopping malls. There are a lot of
very big shopping malls and we went to them to some
shopping to take it back to Melbourne. There were many
factory outlets. By the time our 2 weeks in USA was
coming to an end. We were longing to come back and
also was feeling bad that we had to leave. Overall we all
had an amazing, awesome and exciting holiday in USA for
15 days. Finally we came back by our favourite airlines,
Air New Zealand all the way to Auckland and then to
Melbourne. I would like to go again to USA for holidays,
maybe to the same place or if better to some other cities.
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¿÷ò¿îÂ Âõ1ßÁ±ßÁ¿îÂ

÷±1 ÷Åà1 æÃîÅÂÒ»± êÂ±äÂ1 Î1±÷Lšò
‘÷±’1 ÛéÂ± Õ¿îÂ Õ™L1¦óúÏÇ Îû±»± ús¼ ßÁï±ËîÂ ßÁûþ ÎÂõ±Ëù ‘‘Æò1 ü÷±ò
Âõ’Âõ ÎßÁ±ò, Õ±ý×Ã1 ü÷±ò ýÃÃÂõ ÎßÁ±ò’’¼ ÂóÔ¿ï»Ï1 ¿Âõ¿öÂi§ Õ=ù1 Îù±ËßÁ
÷±ßÁ - Õ±ý×Ã, Õ±¥œ±, Mother Õ±¿ðÃ úsË1 üË¥¤±ñò ßÁË1 ¼ Ûý×Ã
úsËÂõ±11 Õ±ò ßÁ±Ë1± ùáËîÂ îÅÂùò± òýÃÃûþ¼ û’îÂ ùÅßÁ±ý×Ã Õ±ËåÃ ÕæÃ¦Ú
÷1÷, öÂ±ùËÂó±»±, îÂÉ±á Õ±1n¸ ü¿ýÃÃøÅžîÂ±¼ ü÷ûþ ¿ûËýÃÃîÅÂ á¿îÂúÏù-Ûý×Ã
ŽÂí¦š±ûþÏ ÂóÔ¿ï»ÏîÂ ßÁ±ù1 ÂõÅßÅÁîÂ üßÁËù± Û¿ðÃò ÎýÃÃ1±ý×Ã û±Âõý×Ã ù±¿áÂõ¼
¦œÔ¿îÂ Õ±1n¸ ÷ÔîÅÂÉË» ¿ßÁc ßÁ±Ë1± ùá ÎòË1¼ á¿îÂËßÁ ü1n¸Ë1 Âó1± ÷±1
÷ÅàîÂ qò± ÎßÁý×ÃéÂ±÷±ò ü±Òï1 Õ±1n¸ æÃîÅÂ»± êÂ±ÒäÂ [ßÁËîÂ± ¿ù¿àîÂ òýÃÃûþ]
Âõ1ÍßÁ ÷òîÂ Âó1±îÂ îÂ±ËßÁ ¿ù¿àîÂ Õ±ßÁ±1îÂ ›¶ßÁ±ú ßÁ¿1Ëù±¼

ýÃÃ±îÂÏ1 Õ±¿òÂõ± ðÃ±ÒîÂ [÷Óù±]

1ãÃÃ±ÍßÁ ÷±÷Å¿éÂ Îà±æÃ ÂßÁ±ËìÂÿ à1

		

¿ðÃËàÌ ÷ÅàîÂ ÎðÃ¿à Õ±¿ýÃÃËåÃ±, ¿ðÃäÂ±Ñ ÷ÅàîÂ â1

÷±Ëûþ ÎßÁ±»± æÃîÅÂ»± êÂ±ÒäÂ1 ëÂ×Âó¿1- ›¶äÂ¿ùîÂ ÎßÁý×ÃéÂ±÷±ò æÃîÅÂ»± êÂ±ÒäÂ ¿ðûþ±
ýÃÃù 		
		

1] ÷Ëò±ýÃÃ1 ßÁùË1 à±Âõ± ÎöÂ±á
÷òîÂ ù¿öÂÂõ± Âó1÷ üÅà ¼

2] ßÁäÅÂ1 ú±ßÁîÂ ¿Âõù±ýÃÃÏ ¿ðÃÂõ±
ý×Ãûþ±1 æÅÃ¿îÂ ¿ßÁËò± äÂ±Âõ±
3] ÂõÅìÂÿ± Âõ1±ùÏ ÎîÂËîÂùÏ ÎéÂãÃÃ±

		

à±ý×Ã äÂ±Âõ± ¿ßÁ÷±ò ÷æÃ± ¼

ÎÂóéÂ Õ±ËåÃ ÎÂóéÂÅ ò±ý×Ã

			

4] ÎïËßÁ1± ÎéÂãÃÃ± á±æÃîÂ ¿÷ù

÷Åà Õ±ËåÃ ¿æÃöÂ± ò±ý×Ã

			

ü±1 ÎÂõ÷±1îÂ ßÁÍVÇ Ýù ¼

›¶ï÷ËéÂ±1 ëÂ×MÃ1 Õ±÷1¿ù Âó1n¸»± ¼ Õ±÷1¿ù Âó1n¸»±ý×Ã ÎßÁ±»± ßÅÁ¿»ÍßÁ
Âõá±ý×Ã û±ûþ¼ ¿ÁZîÂÏûþËéÂ±1 ëÂ×MÃ1 ßÁùýÃÃ ¼ îÔÂîÂÏûþ ü±Òï1ËéÂ± ýÃÃù- ÛæÃò
÷ÅÍðÃ¼ Õ±á1 ¿ðÃòîÂ ÷ÅÍðÃËûþ ò±Ë»Ë1 ÎÂõÂó±1 Âõ±¿íæÃÉ ßÁ¿1¿åÃù¼ ÷ÅÍðÃËûþ
Û¿ðÃò ÎÂõÂó±1Íù û±ÂõÍù Ýù±ý×ÃËåÃ ¼ ÛËòËîÂ ÎðÃ¿àËù ÆâíÏËûþËßÁ ÷Ó1
Õ±äÅÂ¿1 Õ±ËåÃ¼ ÎîÂÝÒ ÆâíÏËûþßÁßÁ ßÁËù ÎýÃÃ1 ùäÂó¿äÂ, ÎýÃÃ1 àäÂ÷¿äÂ
îÂý×Ã Îû Î÷¿ùåÃ ÎßÁú

5] ôÅÂU¿1 ëÂ×á±1îÂ òýÃÃ1n¸ ÂõéÂ±
÷äÂµ1Ï ¢¶ýÃíÏîÂ à±Âõ±
			

6] ßÔÁ¿÷ ò±úí ÎöÂßÅÁ1Ï &¿éÂ

			

ëÂ×¿ôÂ ò±úí ÷1±&¿éÂ ¼

7] ;1 ò±ú ¿äÂ1îÂ± Âó±îÂ
à1 ò±ú îÅÂùüÏ Âó±îÂ¼

÷ý×ÃËûþ û±ÝÒ ¿ëÂÂó±ËéÂ± ýÃÃ±îÂÍù

			

¿üËûþ± Îû Ûàò ÎðÃú

			

ÆâíÏËûþËßÁ ÂõÅ¿æÃ Âó±ý×Ã ¿ßÁ ¿ßÁ Âõd Õ±¿òÂõ îÂ±Ë1 Ûàò îÂ±¿ùßÁ± ¿ðÃËù¼
Îü±í1 Õ±¿òÂõ± &¿éÂ &¿éÂ [îÂ±Ë÷±ù ]

8] â1 ëÂ×1n¸à±îÂ ù±Ëá Îà±äÂ±
ÎÂóéÂ ëÂ×1n¸à±îÂ à±1íÏ öÂæÃ±¼

9] âò±ý×Ã û¿ðÃ Îù±»± â¿éÂ
ÎÂõù à±Âõ± Îù±»± ÂõÅ¿ñ¼

îÂ±÷1 Õ±¿òÂõ± Âó±îÂ [Âó±í]

			

10] Îà±»± Îù±»±îÂ æÅÃ¿îÂËÂõ±1 ÂÂó±ÒËù±

Âó±òÏ1 Õ±¿òÂõ± äÂùäÂ¿ù [÷±åÃ]

			

¿÷ù± Õ‚ËÂõ±1 ¿Âõ»¿1 ßÒÁËù±¼
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Dora Deka

My European Adventure
A little village out of a children’s story book, that’s what
Colmar was all about. Imperfect colourful timbered houses
built very close together and tall loft roof tops made the
village just a perfect place to visit. Colmar is a little town/
village about half an hour from Strasbourg. We took the
train from Marseille and arrived at Colmar in just under 4
hours. It was almost 800 kms train journey from Marseille,
right from the South of France to the border of France and
Germany.
After a long train journey, our house owner very lovingly
offered us a lift from the train station to our apartment. The
apartment was placed in the magical old town of Colmar.
We were absolutely overwhelmed by the beauty of the
town. Tiered, we crashed straight away into the cosiness
of our bed.
We woke up to a beautiful sunny day, though the
temperature was still touching 0 degree. After breakfast
we went straight out to explore the story book town. It was
a quiet time of the year hence we didn’t see many tourists,
which was, in a way, great for us. Seeing its size, this little
town had many restaurants and pubs in every nook and
corner serving some delicious authentic French cuisine.
Easter drawing close, every shop front and window was
delicately decorated with Easter bunnies and eggs and
flowers and chocolates. We felt like we were in Alice in
wonderland. A dreamland with cobble streets lead you to
colourful houses with chimneys burning, shop displays
with bunny rabbits and chocolates, a canal right in the
heart of the village with wooden boats and boats men
humming, the smell of roasted coffee beans, everything
was much more than we hoped for. Our evenings, like all
other locals, were well spent sipping mulled wine in some
quaint pubs.
The market was a 2 mins walk from us, Xonku’s favourite
retreat. He bought some fresh mackerel for lunch while I
went for chocolate eclairs for dessert J. We spent our time
walking through the streets and enjoying each and every
moment.

A couple of days later we visited another village which
was amongst the top 10 villages in France, Eguishiem.
We took the bus from near the tourist information centre.
It was only 7 kms from Colmar. The road leading to
Eguishiem was very scenic with vast lands of vineyards
producing some of best quality Alsace wines. Alsace
region is famous for its Chardonnays and Sauvé Blancs.
The fresh crisp air and the lush greens hills adds an extra
sweetness to its wines. Eguishiem, was very similar to
Colmar except a bit smaller. We could walk the entire
village in less than an hour. The centre of
the village was marked by a large cathedral and a
water fountain. There were many souvenir shops and
restaurants. We tried their local cuisine which was cold
meat pie with salad and hot pot with combination of
different meat. It was quite different to anything we have
ever had.I was a bit lazy the next day and decided to
spend the day by myself in Colmar, while Shankoo took a
train to Strasbourg. Strasbourg, the capital of Alsace is a
big city with modern architecture. However, the old town,
La Petit France, was well preserved and had half-timbered
loft houses and cobble streets similar to that of Colmar. It
was a cold rainy day and Shankoo didn’t have much fun
alone in the big city without me. While I had a great time,
sipping thick French hot chocolate in a local café, starring

out of the pretty wooden window, into my dreamland.
We had read a lot travel blogs about pretty villages in
France. Having visited two of the prettiest villages already,
we were really keen to visit the third, Riquewihr. Situated
between the peaks of the Vosges mountains and the
Plain of Alsace, Riquewihr is a medieval town right in
the heart of the Alsatian vineyards, classified among
the most beautiful villages in France. For centuries this
magnificent town has managed to combine the quality of
its architecture with the quality of its world-famous wines,
from where it gets its nickname “The Gem of the Alsace
Vineyards”. Half an hour bus ride from Colmar, it was an
epic journey travelling through some of the most amazing
vineyards and medieval towns. It was snowing when we
arrived Riquewihr. We spent an entire day taking heaps
of photographs and filling our bellies with some delicious
Alsatian meal and local wine.
A week went by within a blink of an eye. Did you know the
famous Alsatian dog originated from the Alsatian region?
Well there you go! :)
Colmar, Strasbourg, Euishiem, Riquewihr - 28 Feb to 6
March

Mrigank Barah

TRIP TO INDIA
During the school holidays I and my family were invited to
our aunt’s marriage in Indialocated in the lively and highly
populated city of New Delhi which is also the current
capital city of India. Before this trip I was feeling quite
excited for the journey ahead of us as I could never truly
remember my experiences in India as very young child.
Also I couldn’t wait to see my relatives, some of which I
have never met before and experience an Indian marriage
for the first time. The airline on which we were travelling
on was called Cathay Pacific, which is a Chinese airline
from the city of Hong Kong. We started our journey at
Melbourne Airport and flew to Hong Kong which took
about 8 hours and then 3 hours later we took the final
flight to India which took about 5 hours. Finally when we
had reached the Indian International Airport we were all
suffering from the jet lag making us feel quite fatigued and
drowsy. We then took a cab to the hotel we were staying
in and got some well needed rest.
The very next day we were all very energetic and eager
as we were going to the Taj Mahal which is located in
the city of Agra which is just a few hours from the city of
New Delhi. I was very anxious and excited for our trips
this was going to be my first time to see the Taj Mahal
up close. While we were there we were accompanied by
a tour guide who told us many interesting things about
the Taj Mahal for example. The Taj Mahal is an extremely
old structure that was built during 1631 and 1648 by the
order of a Mughal emperor known by the name of Shah
Jahan.The reason behind why this structure was built
is because of the passing of his favorite wife Mumtaz
Mahal. This enormous building is 171 meters (561 feet) in
height and is taller than a 20-story building. The amount
of people required to build this great structure was more
than 22,000 including painters, laborers, stonecutter sand
many others. It is also said that 1,000 elephants were
needed to transport all the materials needed to create this
world famous structure. The inside of the Taj Mahal is very
spacious and is built from white marble. One of the very
fascinating things that I found most interesting about the
Taj Mahal was the fact that it takes on different colours
on different times of the day. During the morning it is a

pinkish hue in the morning, milky white in the evening and
golden at night when lit up by the moon.
The next major event that took place during our stay in
India was our aunties wedding. Our aunties wedding had
taken place over a couple of days. On the first day the
women who were in the marriage had received a special
deep red colours on their hands called henna looking very
elegant and mysterious. They displayed many intricate
patterns and geometric shapes. Later that day there was
a big party where loud Indian music was playing over the
speakers and many people couldn’t resist the urge to
dance and a large variety of tasty Indian food was served
for dinner. I also had the opportunity to meet my many
cousins and other relatives which was a great experience.
We also all received and gave many gifts to our relatives
as well.

chanted prayers and the bride and groom stood behind
a fire that was lit earlier. They then put a chain of flowers
around each other’s neck and walked around the fire. After
that the wedding was over and we went back to our hotel.
A few days after we reached Australia very happy to finally
come home but we still missed our relatives very much
hoping that maybe one day they might come and visit us
in Australia one day. And just like that our journey was
over in a flash. I had experienced the Indian culture, food
and the things that make it very famous and I can’t wait
when I come again.

The next day was the main wedding day. As we walked
along the scarlet red carpet with the tent hanging above
us I saw a huge space with lots of the attendants wearing
their most formal dresses, many rows and columns of
chairs, an entertainer singing songs with a band behind
him and a very large buffet with many dishes to choose
from. We also took many photos with the bride and groom
joined by our many relatives. Then after a period of time
the wedding ceremony began where an Indian priest had
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Rayna Chelleng

In Rayna’s words: Someone is dancing Bihu on stage. People are sitting and
watching. Someone is saying, “Good”. Someone is saying, “I love it”.

Rayna Chelleng

poem as narrated by rayna on 1.10.14
Hmmm Hmmm Hmmm
In the blue sky
A rug and a tug
In the rosy cozy sky
The blue sky is so wonderful
Dingly dangly scarecrow wakes up
And moves his arms like this and shakes his legs like this.
And he sleeps again during the day.
La la la la la la ti te ti ti.
Make up on my face
Butterfly drawing on your cheek
Play together
Who is that friend?
You are my friend.
Stomp and jump jump jump all day
And run run run all day
And your Mum loves and catches you.
Play together it’s so much fun
In the day it’s so much fun
In the night fall asleep.
Time to play again and again and again
Na na na na
And that’s the way it goes
Lovely moon as bright as day
I love you sun
I love you up in the air
High as ur hot
Still love u sun.
A blanket full of cozy blankets
Skip and hop, skip and hop
Popcorn everywhere
A colourful square.

Õ¿òîÂ± ÷¿æÃµ±1 Âõ1n¸»±
Û÷,ÛäÂ,¿äÂ

¿à¿äÂ¿1 ¿Âõw±éÂ [ÂõÉÒe áŠ]
›¶÷Ïù±1 ¿Âõûþ± ÎýÃÃ±»± ¿ßÁæÃ±¿ò ¿îÂ¿ò÷±ýÃÃ ÷±Ëòý×Ã ýÃÃ’ù¼ Õ±¿æÃ
ÎßÁý×Ã¿ðÃò÷±ò1 Âó1± ÷òËéÂ± öÂ±ù ùá± ò±ý×Ã¼ ßÁ±1íËéÂ± Âõ1 ëÂ±ãÃÃ1 òýÃÃûþ
û¿ðÃÝ ›¶÷Ïù±1 ßÁ±1Ëí ëÂ±ãÃÃ1 ßÁï±ý×Ã¼ Âõ1ø¸Åí ÂõîÂ1îÂ Âõ± êÂ±G± ÂõîÂ1îÂ
›¶÷Ïù±ýÃÃÒîÂ1 â1îÂ ›¶Ëûþý×Ã æÃýÃ± äÂ±ëÂ×ù1 ùáËîÂ ü1ýÃÃÍßÁ ðÃ±ý×Ãù, Õ±ðÃ±,
á1n¸¿âëÂ× ¿ðÃ ¿à¿äÂ¿1 Âõò±ûþ¼ ùáîÂ æÃù± ÷±ÑüöÂæÃ± ò±ý×ÃÂõ± ßÁíÏ-Õ±ùÅ1
ëÂ÷ ò±ý×ÃÂõ± ÛËßÁ± ò±ï±¿ßÁËù Õ±ùÅ1 ëÂ÷ËßÁ Âõò±ý×Ã à±ý×Ã¿åÃù¼ Ûý×Ã¿à¿ò
à±ðÃÉ ¿üýÃÃÒîÂ1 â1îÂ Õ±éÂ±ý×ÃË1 Âõ1 ¿›¶ûþ à±ðÃÉ¼ ¿ßÁc úUË1ßÁ1 â1îÂ
ÕýÃÃ±1 ¿ÂóäÂîÂ îÂ±ý×Ã1 ý×Ã÷±òÍßÁ à±ÂõÍù ÷òËû±»± üËQÝ Õ±¿æÃ ¿îÂ¿ò÷±ýÃÃ
¿à¿äÂ¿11 ÷ÅËàý×Ã ÎðÃà± ò±ý×Ã¼ ÎßÁ¿îÂûþ±Âõ± ¿à¿äÂ¿11 ßÁï± Ýù±ËùÝ òòÄËðÃËßÁ
ÎöÂßÁ±¿ýÃÃ ÷±¿1 ßÁûþ-òËÂõÌ ¿û ÛËùU»± ßÁ±÷ ßÁ¿1ÂõÍù éÂ±ò Âó±ûþ ¿üýÃÒËîÂËýÃÃ
ÛËòËÂõ±1 Âõd à±ûþ¼ Õ±÷±1 ý×Ãûþ±îÂ ÛËòËÂõ±1 Âõd òäÂËù¼ ÎüËûþ îÂ±ý×Ã
÷ò1 ý×Ã26Ã± ÷òËîÂ 1±¿à ïËù¼ ¿ßÁc Õ±¿æÃ ÎßÁý×Ã¿ðÃò÷±ò1 Âó1± ¿à¿äÂ¿1Ëûþ
›¶÷Ïù±ßÁ Âõ1 Õ±÷¿ò ßÁ¿1 Õ±ËåÃ¼ îÂ±1 ßÁ±1í ýÃÃ’ù ëÂ±»1Ïûþ êÂ±G± êÂ±G±
öÂ±Ë»¼ îÂ±ý×Ã ÎßÁ±Ëò±÷ËîÂ ¿à¿äÂ¿11 ßÁï± Âó±ýÃÃ¿1Âõ Îò±»±¿1Ëù¼ Õ±¿æÃ
Îá±ËéÂý×Ã ¿ðÃòËéÂ± Âõ1ø¸Åí ¿ðÃ ÂõîÂ1ËéÂ± ÛËßÁÂõ±Ë1 êÂ±G± ßÁ¿1 ÎÂóù±ý×ÃËåÃ¼
îÂ±ËîÂ Õ±¿æÃ â1àòËéÂ± ÎßÁ±Ëò± ò±ý×Ã¼ ÝäÂ11 Ûâ11 ò±÷Íù ÆáËåÃ¼ îÂ±ý×Ã
Õ±1n¸ ¿á¿1ËûþßÁ â11àÏûþ± ÆýÃÃ Õ±ËåÃ¼ Ûý×Ã üÅËû±áËîÂ ›¶÷Ïù±1 ÷òËéÂ±
Õ±ËßÁÌ ¿à¿äÂ¿1Íù ëÂ×¿1 á’ù¼ ÛËòý×ÃËûþ± ›¶÷Ïù±1 ¿à¿äÂ¿1 Õ±1n¸ Õ±ùÅ1
ëÂ÷1 ò±Ë÷ý×Ã Õ±ËåÃ¼ ›¶÷Ïù±ý×Ã Õ±1n¸ ÛËßÁ± öÂ±¿Âõ» Îò±»±¿1Ëù, Õ±¿æÃ
îÂ±ý×Ã ¿òæÃ1 ÷ËîÂË1 Âõò±Âõ¼ îÂ±ý×Ã1 öÂ±¿»Ëûþý×Ã öÂ±ù ù±¿áù îÂ±ý×Ã ÂõËò±»±
¿à¿äÂ¿1 à±ý×Ã Îû¿îÂûþ± üßÁËù±Ë» ›¶úÑü±îÂ Âó=÷Åà ýÃÃ’Âõ, îÂ±ý×Ã1 ÷òËéÂ±
ÎßÁËòðÃË1 Õ±òµîÂ Õ±›ÅîÂ ýÃÃ’Âõ¼ ¿à¿äÂ¿1 ßÁ±ßÁ ßÁûþ â11 üßÁËù±Ë»
Õ±¿æÃËýÃÃ æÃ±¿òÂõ¼ ÎüËûþ Âó1÷ ëÂ×Èü±ËýÃÃË1 ›¶÷Ïù±ý×Ã ñÅòÏûþ±ÍßÁ ¿à¿äÂ¿1
Âõò±Ëù¼ ùáËîÂ ÕùÂó ü1ýÃÃÍßÁ Õ±ùÅ1 ëÂ÷ Âõò±Ëù¼ Ûý×Ã¿à¿ò Âõò±ÝÒËîÂ
›¶¿÷ù±1 ûËï©† ü÷ûþ ù±¿áù¼ à±»1 ü÷ûþîÂ Âó±Âó1 öÂ±¿æÃ ¿ðÃÂõ ÆýÃÃ û±Âõ¼
1±¿g ëÂ×¿êÂ ¿á¿1ËûþßÁßÁ Âó1÷ ëÂ×Èü±ËýÃÃË1 ¿à¿äÂ¿11 ßÁ±¿ýÃÃòÏ qò±Ëù¼
¿á¿1ËûþËßÁ Õ»ËúÉ ÷ÅËàË1 ÛËßÁ± òßÁËù¼ ÛËòý×ÃËûþ± ÷±òÅýÃæÃËò Âõ1
ÎÂõ¿äÂ ßÁï± òßÁûþ¼ ü÷ûþ Âó±1 ýÃÃ’ù¼ ÛéÂ± ÛéÂ±ÍßÁ â1Íù Õ±éÂ±ý×ÃËÂõ±1
Õ±¿ýÃÃù¼ Õ±¿ýÃÃËûþý×Ã òòÄËðÃßÁ ý×Ãú±òÏËûþ Õ±¢¶ËýÃÃË1 ÎÂõÌË»ßÁßÁ üÅ¿ñËù
- òËÂõÌ Õ±¿æÃ ¿ßÁ Âõò±ý×ÃåÃ±· ›¶÷Ïù±ý×Ã Âõ1 ëÂ×Èü±ËýÃÃË1 ßÁ’Ëù - ¿à¿äÂ¿1
Âõò±ý×ÃËåÃ±, æÃËò± öÂ±ù ÆýÃÃËåÃËò ò±ý×Ã¼ ÷òËîÂ ›¶÷Ïù±1 öÂ±» ¿à¿äÂ¿1 à±ý×Ã

Õ±éÂ±ý×ÃËûþ àÅÂõ ›¶üÑú± ßÁ¿1Âõ Îüý×ÃËéÂ± îÂ±ý×Ã ¿ò¿(îÂ¼ ÛËòÝ îÂ±ý×Ã1 1g±
ÂõìÂÿ±1 ýÃÃ±îÂàò öÂ±ù¼ ßÁ±ø¸îÂ Îû úUË1ßÁ Õ±¿åÃù ›¶÷Ïù±ý×Ã ÷Ëòý×Ã ßÁ1±
ò±¿åÃù¼ úUË1ßÁ1 Îû àÑ Ûý×Ã ßÁï± îÂ±ý×Ã Õý×Ã ò1 ÷ÅàîÂËýÃÃ q¿òËåÃÃ¼
Ûý×Ã ¿îÂ¿ò÷±ËýÃÃ îÂ±ý×Ã úUË1ßÁ1 àÑ ÎßÁ¿îÂûþ±Ý ÎðÃà± ò±ý×Ã¼ ùËá ùËá
Âõ1 à1ÍßÁ ÎîÂÝÒ Âó±ßÁâ1Íù Îü±÷±ý×Ã Õ±¿ýÃÃù¼ úUË1ßÁ1 äÂßÅÁðÅÃéÂ± Îûò
ëÂ±ãÃÃ1-1ãÃÃ± ÆýÃÃ Îá±ù Îá±ùÍßÁ âÓ¿1ÂõÍù ñ¿1ËåÃ¼ úUË1ßÁ1 ÛËò1+Âó
îÂ±ý×Ã ÎßÁ¿îÂûþ±Ý ÎðÃà± ò±ý×Ã¼ îÂ±ý×Ã1 Õ™L1±R± ßÁ¿Âó ëÂ×¿êÂù¼ ÷±òÅýÃæÃò1
Îû àÅÂõ àÑ ëÂ×¿êÂËåÃ ÎðÃ¿àËùý×Ã á÷ Âó±ûþ¼ àËãÃÃË1 Õ±¿ýÃÃ ¿à¿äÂ¿11
Âõ±äÂòËéÂ± ÛËòðÃË1 ëÂ±¿ãÃÃËù Îû îÂ±1 Õ±ñ±¿à¿ò ÷±¿éÂËîÂý×Ã Âó¿1 á’ù¼
¿à¿äÂ¿1 ÎÂóù±ý×Ã ù±æÃ Âó±ý×Ã Ûý×ÃÂõ±1 Îûò úUË1ßÁ1 àÑ ðÅÃ&í Âõ±¿ìÂÿù
Õ±1n¸ U Âó¿1ËåÃ Îû¿îÂûþ± Îá±ËéÂý×Ã¿à¿ò Âó1 ÂõÅ¿ù Âõ±äÂòËéÂ± ëÂ×ËöÂ±îÂ±ý×Ã Æï
áÂóáÂó±ý×Ã Âó±ßÁâ11 Âó1± Ýù±ý×Ã á’ù¼ ›¶÷Ïù±ý×Ã ¿ßÁÑ ßÁMÇÃÂõÉ ¿Âõ÷ÓìÂÿ ÆýÃÃ
¿à¿äÂ¿1 ¿à¿òËßÁ äÂ±ý×Ã ï¿ßÁù¼ ›¶÷Ïù±1 àÅÂõ ßÁ±¿µÂõ1 ÷ò á’ù¼ ¿ßÁc
ßÁ±¿µÂõÃÝ Îò±»±¿1Ëù¼ ¿òæÃ1 öÂÓùËéÂ± ÂõÅ¿æÃ Âó±ý×Ã ËåÃ¼ ÎüËûþ ¿ò÷±ËîÂ
äÂ±ôÂ¿äÂßÅÁò ßÁ¿1 òîÅÂòÍßÁ ëÂ±ý×Ãù, öÂ±îÂ Âõò±ý×Ã Õ±éÂ±ý×ÃËÂõ±1ËßÁ àÅ»±Ëù¼
Îüý×Ã¿ðÃò± ›¶÷Ïù±ý×Ã ÛËßÁ±ËßÁ ò±à±Ëù¼ ÎîÂ¿îÂûþ±1 Âó1± ›¶÷Ïù±1 ¿à¿äÂ¿1
ÂõÅ¿ù ßÁ’Ëù ¿ßÁÂõ± ÛéÂ± öÂûþ1 ùáËîÂ úUË1ßÁ1 1ãÃÃ± Îá±ù Îá±ù äÂßÅÁËßÁ
öÂ±¿ýÃÃ ëÂ×ËêÂ¼ úUË1ßÁ â1îÂ ïßÁ±ÍùËßÁ ›¶÷Ïù±ý×Ã ÛÂõ±Ë1± ¿à¿äÂ¿11 ßÁï±
÷òîÂ ÎòËÂóù±Ëù¼ ÎßÁý×ÃÂõåÃ1÷±ò ïßÁ1 ¿ÂóåÃîÂ ¿á¿1ËûþßÁ1 ÎÂ¸CkôÂ±1
ÆýÃÃ ÎÂõËùá Ûàò äÂýÃÃ1Íù Õ±¿ýÃÃù¼ ù±ËýÃÃ ù±ËýÃÃ äÂýÃÃ1àò1 ÷±òÅýÃ¿à¿ò
äÂ± ¿äÂò±ßÁÏ ýÃÃ’ù¼ ÂóÅ1¿í ÆýÃÃ ÕýÃÃ±1 ùËá ùËá ¿à¿äÂ¿11 öÂÓîÂËéÂ±Ë» Îûò
Õ±ËßÁÌ ùá ù’Ëù¼ ÎüËûþ ÷±ËýÃÃßÁîÂ Û¿ðÃò ýÃÃ’ËùÝ ¿à¿äÂ¿1 ï±ËßÁý×Ã¼ ù±ËýÃÃ
ù±ËýÃÃ ¿ðÃò Âõ±á¿1ù¼ ›¶÷Ïù±1 ù’1±-ÎåÃ±»±ùÏ ßÁËùæÃ Âó±Ëù¼ ý×Ã¿ÂóËò
Âõ1æÃò±, òòÄËðÃßÁ1 ù’1± ÎåÃ±»±ùÏ ßÁËùæÃ Âó±Ëù¼ Âõ1æÃò±ßÁ1 ù’1±
ðÃÏËÂó Î÷¿Â¸CßÁ öÂ±ùðÃË1ý×Ã Âó±äÂ ßÁ¿1Ëù¼ ßÁËùæÃîÂ Âó¿ìÂÿÂõÍù Âõ1æÃò±ËßÁ
ðÃÏÂóßÁ ›¶÷Ïù±ýÃÃîÒÂ1 â1Íù Âó¿êÂûþ±ý×Ã ¿ðÃËù¼ ßÁ±1í ¿üÒýÃîÂ1 á±»îÂ ßÁËùæÃ
Õ±ËåÃ û¿ðÃÝ Âõ1 öÂ±ù òýÃÃûþ¼ ÎüËûþ ðÃÏËÂó àÓëÂÿ±ßÁ-àÓëÂÿÏËûþßÁ1 ùáîÂ
ï±¿ßÁ Âó¿ìÂÿÂõÍù Õ±¿ýùÃÃ¼ ¿ðÃòËÂõ±1 öÂ±Ëùý×Ã á’ù¼ ü÷ûþ ù±ËýÃÃ ù±ËýÃÃ Âó±1
ýÃÃ’ù¼ Û¿ðÃò ðÃÏÂó ßÁËùæÃ1 Âó1± Õ±¿ýÃÃ ßÁ±ËßÁ± ÷±îÂ ÎÂõ±ù òßÁ1±ÍßÁ qý×Ã
ï±¿ßÁù¼ àÓëÂÿÏËûþËßÁ ÷±¿îÂËùËýÃÃ ÷±¿îÂËù ¿ßÁc ðÃÏÂó1 Îûò ÷±îÂ ¿ðÃÂõÍù
ú¿M Ã ò±ý×Ã¼ ›¶÷Ïù±ý×Ã ðÃÏÂó1 ßÁÂó±ùîÂ ýÃÃ±îÂ ¿ðÃËûþý×Ã ëÂ×äÂÂó à±ý×Ã ëÂ×¿êÂù¼

îÂ±1 ßÁÂó±ùàò ;¿ù ïßÁ± ÕãÃÃêÂ±1 ¿ò¿äÂò± á1÷¼ ›¶¿÷ù±ý×Ã ùËá ùËá
¿á¿1ËûþßÁßÁ ßÁï±ËéÂ± æÃò±Ëù¼ ¿á¿1ËûþËßÁ ëÂ±M Ã 1 ÷±¿îÂ Õ±¿òËù¼ ëÂ±M
ÃË1 äÂ±ý×Ã ¿äÂ¿îÂ ðÃ1Âõ-Âó±¿îÂ ¿ðÃËù¼ ùáËîÂ ëÂ±M ÃË1 Ûý×ÃËéÂ±Ý ßÁËù Îû ;1
ÂõUîÂ Õ±ËåÃ¼ á¿îÂËßÁ Õ±¿æÃ 1±¿îÂËéÂ± ðÃ±ý×Ãù1 Âó±òÏ, æÅÃý×ÃäÂ Õ±¿ðÃ à±Âõ¼
;1 ßÁ¿÷Ëù ÎÂõ¿äÂÍßÁ ¿üËæÃ±»± ¿à¿äÂ¿1 à±Âõ ÛËßÁÂõ±Ë1 ;1 òßÁ÷±ÍùËßÁ¼
á¿îÂËßÁ ›¶÷Ïù±ý×Ã ¿ÂóäÂ¿ðÃò±àò1 Âó1± ëÂ±M Ã11 ¿òËðÇÃú ÷ËîÂ ¿üËæÃ±»±
¿à¿äÂ¿1 ¿ðÃÂõÍù Õ±1y ßÁ¿1Ëù¼ ý×Ã ¿îÂ÷ËñÉ ðÃÏÂó1 ÷±ßÁ-ÎðÃëÂ×îÂ±ßÁßÁ
ÎôÂ±ËòË1 àÂõ1 ¿ðÃËù, ÎîÂÝÒËù±ËßÁ ý×Ã÷±ò ¿äÂ™L± ßÁ¿1Âõ ò±ù±Ëá ßÁ±1í
;1 Õ±áîÂÍßÁ ßÁ¿÷ËåÃ¼ ðÃÏÂó1 ÷±ËßÁ ¿ßÁ à±Âõ ¿ðÃËåÃ üÅ¿ñËù Õ±1n¸ îÂ±1
¿ÂóåÃË1 Âó1± Uù¦šÅù ù±¿á á’ù¼ Âõ1æÃò±ËßÁ öÂ±ËûþßÁßÁ ÎôÂ±ò ßÁ¿1 ßÁ’Ëù,
›¶÷Ïù±ý×Ã Ûý×ÃËÂõ±1 ¿ßÁ ßÁ¿1ËåÃ¼ ¿à¿äÂ¿1 &1n¸Âó±ßÁÏ ÂõÅ¿ù ò±æÃ±Ëò Îò¿ßÁ·
ù’1±ËéÂ±ßÁ ¿ßÁ ÷±¿1Âõ àÅæÃËåÃ Îò¿ßÁ¼ ¿à¿äÂ¿1 Û¿îÂûþ±ý×Ã Âõg ßÁ¿1ÂõÍù ßÁ’Ëù¼

¿á¿1ËûþËßÁ Õ±¿ýÃÃ ›¶¿÷ù±ßÁ ßÁßÁ±ËûþßÁ1 ßÁï±¿à¿ò æÃò±Ëù¼ ›¶÷Ïù±1
÷òîÂ Âõ1 ðÓÃà ù±¿áù, îÂ±ý×ÃËîÂ± ¿òËæÃ àÅëÂ×Ý»± ò±¿åÃù¼ ëÂ±M Ã11 ¿òËðÃÇú
÷ËîÂËýÃÃ ßÁ¿1¿åÃù¼ Ûý×Ã ¿à¿òËîÂ ¿à¿äÂ¿11 ßÁ±¿ýÃÃòÏ Îúø¸ ÎýÃÃ±»±ËýÃÃÒËîÂò
öÂ±ù Õ±¿åÃù¼ ¿ßÁc ßÁï±ËéÂ±1 Õ™L òÂó¿1ù¼ Ûý×ÃÂõ±1 ðÃÏÂó1 ÷±ËßÁ ÛËßÁ±
ÎßÁ±»±1 üÅ¿Âõñ±ý×Ã ¿ò¿ðÃËù¼ ¿òËæÃý×Ã ÆßÁ Î÷¿ù ÎôÂ±òËéÂ± ÎïËßÁäÂ± ÷±¿1 Æï
¿ðÃËù¼ ý×Ã÷±ò¿ðÃò Âó±ýÃÃ¿1 ïßÁ± ¿à¿äÂ¿11 ¿ÂõöÂÏ¿ø¸ßÁ± îÂ±ý×Ã1 Õ±ßÁëÂ× ÷òîÂ
Âó¿1 á’ù¼ ¿òæÃËßÁ Âõ1 ÎðÃ±ø¸Ï ÎðÃ±ø¸Ï ù±¿áù¼
Ûý×Ã ÂõûþüËîÂ± ¿à¿äÂ¿11 ßÁ±1Ëí ÛËò ßÁßÁïÇò± Âó±Âõ ÂõÅ¿ù öÂÂõ±
ò±¿åÃù¼ ›¶ï÷Âõ±1 ¿à¿äÂ¿1 ¿ÂõöÂÏ¿ø¸ßÁ±îÂ ›¶÷Ïù±ý×Ã ßÁ±¿µÂõ àÓ¿æÃÝ ßÁ±¿µÂõ
Âó1± ò±¿åÃù ¿ßÁc ›¶÷Ïù±ý×Ã ò±ßÁ±Ëµ± ÂõÅ¿ù öÂ±¿» ÎæÃ±Ë1Ë1 äÂßÅÁÂó±òÏ
ÎäÂ¿Âó 1±¿àÂõ àÅ¿æÃÝ äÂßÅÁÂó±òÏßÁ Âõ±ñ± ¿ðÃÂõ Îò±»±¿1Ëù¼ ßÁ’1 Âó1± æÃ±Ëò±
ñ±1±ü±Ë1 äÂßÅÁÂó±òÏ ¿òá¿1 Õ±¿ýÃÃù¼

Shrutidhara Kaushik

Sense of belonging to community and
environment
The lush green forest, enchanting natural landscape, and
the brightly coloured flowers always mesmerize our mind,
body and soul. The daily hustle and bustle of life and the
annoying sound of vehicles, dust and pollution saps all
our energies. When we enter a natural green environment
and breathe the scent of cool fresh air, instantly all our
pain disappears. Glistening morning sun light, twinkling
dew drops on green leaf, fragrance of morning glory, light
breeze, sweet chirping and tweeting sound of birds have
always added freshness to our life and energises our
mind. But in today’s life how many of us really enjoy the
splendid beauty of nature’s creation? With good education
and jobs, our standard of living has improved and lifestyles
have drastically changed, yet, rise in consumerism
has resulted in increased pollution and environmental
degradation. We create big high rise buildings by removing
forest, trees, plants and we are so engrossed and busy
in our life that we have no time to look after our natural
environment. We hardly have time to plant and grow trees
and flowers in our own habitat.
10-15 years ago, in my own Jorhat town, I realize the
changes. When we were small, our neighbourhood was
filled with every essence of green atmosphere. We all
had big backyard and front yard with tempting fruits on
the trees, variety of flowers in the garden and lived in a
considerably happy pleasant atmosphere.

of this country are quite concerned about environmental
sustainability and contribute significantly. I have never
witnessed any garbage heaps piled up across the road,
street or any other places. The dustbins are well placed
in the public places and also three different wheeled
dustbins are allotted to each household of the locality for
dumping general waste, recycling waste and green waste.
Every week city council authority collects these bins in
their allotted time and day. If we introduce and place these
kind of covered bins in public areas in Assam, it will be
really helpful for us. Instantaneously I got excited with
the mere idea only. But…are we as a member of general
public, ready to hold the responsibility or just be happy by
pointing fingers at non doing of government?
When I came here in 2014 March, near our home a few
houses were constructed. What really attracted my eyes
was that simultaneously they were constructing the
houses and growing plants in the front and back side of
the houses. After few months, by the time, houses got
ready, the trees, plants had already grown beautifully and
adorn the atmosphere. This is how, people in Australia
applies real meaning to the coexistence of nature and
development in practicality.

Gradually with changing time and standard of living we
hardly paid attention towards environmental putrefaction.
As a consequence we have been accustomed to live life
with all sorts of pollution, filth and stinking smell of drains
and chronic diseases.

Every neighbourhood is filled with a community park,
garden, enough trees and plants. These are not
only planted but also taken care of. The community
development is given utmost importance. It’s true that a
nation’s development depends upon the development of a
community. Every resident of a locality works towards the
development of a community and Govt. also contributed
immensely to this community sector.

After I arrived in Australia two years ago, certain issues
really strike my mind to think deeply. Majority of the
population has a good living standard here and the
Australian Government has provided lots of benefit to
needy and poor people. Mostly it has become possible
because of being developed and less populous. People

For every locality, there is a community garden which
is developed and managed by local residents. Each
garden is filled with fresh vegetables, leafy vegetables,
fruits and beautiful flowers. It is indeed an overwhelming
experience for me as I have never come across such type
of community garden in Assam or Delhi -my previous

residence. Near our home here in Australia, we also have
a community garden and I always feel good whenever I go
there. The garden authority put up a big sign board with a
request to everyone to help out in the garden. People work
together in the garden in their free time and grow varieties
of seasonal vegetables and flowers. Every fortnight
agricultural experts deliver speeches and educate people
about gardening, fertilizers and pesticides. There are no
fences or locks. People can pick their veggies or fruits
when needed but people also don’t forget to pour water
and take care of these gardens. The great civic sense of
the community members amaze me when I see people
pick veggies or fruits, not forgetting to leave enough for
others to pick.

Community garden is recognized by police departments
here as an effective crime prevention strategy.
If we all work together and take the issue of environmental
degradation seriously in our own state of Assam and grow
enough trees, plants, develop such community garden,
parks etc. Like it is in the developed nations like Australia,
I am sure our own state would also flourish.

There are many benefits of having community garden
in an area. First, it adds beauty to the community area.
It is also a social activity where people come together
with a common purpose regardless of their backgrounds
(age, class, race, culture). It helps to build a sense of
community belonging. Individual and families have access
to fresh, nutritious food which supports nutritional health.
Community garden improves the environment. By growing
plants, trees, vegetables, it provides better habitat for
wildlife and contributes towards improving the natural
environment. These type of gardens are also used for
waste minimization, waste recycling, composting etc.

Community Garden of Multicultural Neighbourhood
Centre, Newcastle, NSW

Community Garden, Darby Street, Newcastle

Community Garden, Darby Street, Newcastle

Rishov Doloi

THE MONTY HALL PROBLEM: An Explanation
Background Information:

First, we must create a simple flowchart:

This problem was sent in September 1990 to the Ask
Marilyn column of the American magazine Parade, where
Marilyn vos Savant, said to have the highest IQ in the
world at that time, answered maths questions sent in
by readers. Marilyn’s answer was correct, but 92% of
the letters she received about the problem said she was
wrong. A lot of these letters were from mathematicians
and scientists and PhDs. This problem was roughly based
on the American television game show Let’s Make a Deal
and named after its original host Monty Hall.
The Problem (simplified):
You are on a television game show. You are given a
selection of three doors, one of which has behind it a car,
the other two, a goat each. The game show host knows
what is behind the doors and asks you to pick a door. You
do so, but the door isn’t opened. The host then chooses
one of the doors you didn’t pick to reveal a goat behind
it. The host then asks you if you want to stay with your
chosen door or swap to the other unopened door. What
is the option that is in your interest or does it make any
difference what you choose?
Answer and Explanation:
Think about it for a minute. Most people, like the
mathematicians and the scientists that corrected Marilyn
vos Savant, would think the answer is it doesn’t make
any difference whether one swaps or doesn’t, that the
probability is 50/50. It makes sense when one thinks
about it, two doors, each holder either the goat or the car.
However, the real answer is counter-intuitive.

You choose a door,
behind which, has a...

you
swap

you
stay

you
swap

you
stay

you
swap

you
end up
with a
car

you
end up
with a
goat

you
end up
with a
car

you
end up
with a
goat

you
end up
with a
goat

you
stay
you
end up
with a
car

The reason why swapping doors on a selected door with
a goat behind it returns with the car is because the game
show always reveals behind one unpicked door a goat.
As you can see here, following the shaded boxes, 2/3
times one swaps, one ends up with the car. So one has
twice the chance of winning a car than winning a goat if
one swaps when offered by the game show host.
From this, swapping doors would be the most ideal option
in this situation.

fun facts
houses the lamp which has never been turned off since 1461
* Assam
- Dhekiakhowa Bornamghor.

Urmi Buragohain

why the ‘ow’ fruit drops in march: an assamese
folk tale retold

artwork

Barsa Sarma

artwork

Lisa Sarma

Lisan Sarma

welcome baby neev

Hello,

I am Neev and am born to Dr Pranjal Deka and Anjana Borgohain Deka on 14th September 2015 in
tropical Cairns.
I am very happy to be born amongst such lovely people and be a part of this beautiful Assamese
community.

I am sorry I could not be introduced to you in this Bihu celebration as I am in India but promise to be
with all of you very soon and participate in future festive occasions.
I thank every one for welcoming me with so much love and hope to be able to bring a smile to every
one of you when I meet.
Thanks

Neev Deka

community collage

community collage

magh bihu 2016
Photo credits : Jonali Gogoi

magh bihu 2016

sestaa’S corner: sharing a
few moments

In a moment of physiotherapy:
Shishu Vikash Kendra, Goalpara

In a moment of speech therapy:
Shishu Vikash Kendra, Goalpara

Disability Equity Training in the office of the Deputy Commissioner,
Goalpara

Therapy, Shishugreh, Guwahati

My Home: Shishugreh, Guwahati

A moment of training on functional
skill: Shishu Vikash Kendra, Goalpara

Home-based management, Prerona,
Jorhat

Vocational training, Prerona, Jorhat

ßÁ±òò ú÷Ç± [À÷îÂÏ ßÁ±òò ú÷Ç ±
Î÷ùÂõíÇ ¿òÂõ±üÏ ú±™Lò±û¿äÂ™LòÅ1 ÷±îÔÂ û
ú±U¼ ßÁ¿ÂõîÂ±¿éÂ ÕùÂóËîÂ ÎîÂËàËîÂ ßÁ1±
ÕË©†ª¿ùûþ± w÷í ßÁ±ùîÂ ¿ùà±]

ßÁ¿ÂõîÂ± ú÷±Ç

Âõ±ßÁ1n¸X1 Õ±¦£Â±ùò

Õ±ßÁ±¿ãŽÂîÂ Âõ’ýÃÃ±á

òÏ¿ù÷ ááò1 ¿ò1»îÂ±Ë1 Õ±ÂõÔîÂ
Ûàò Õ±g±1 ÂóÔ¿ï»ÏîÂ æÃÏ¿»îÂ
÷ý×Ã ÷±Ëï± ÛßÁ üeÏ¿ÂõýÃÃÏò üMÃÃ±
Õ1n¸í1 Õ±öÂ± òÂóË1 ßÁðÃ±¿Âó îÂ±îÂ

ÎýÃÃ Âõ’ýÃÃ±á îÅÂ¿÷ Î÷±1 æÃÏ»ò1
Âó1÷ Õ±ßÁ±¿ãŽÂîÂ ŽÂí¼
Âó±1 ßÁ¿1 ÂõU ¿Âõ¿ò^ 1æÃòÏ,
ÎîÂ±÷±1 Âõ±ËÂõ ÕËÂóŽÂ±1îÂ ÷ý×Ã,
Íù ëÂ×ÈßÁ¿_îÂ ÷ò¼

Õi§-Âõ¦a Âõ±ü¦š±ò1 îÂ±1í±îÂ ¿äÂÈßÁ±1, ÷±Ëï± ¿äÂÈßÁ±1
÷±ðÃù ÂõæÃ±ý×Ã ÂõæÃ±ý×Ã Æá Õ±ËåÃ ÛæÃ±ßÁ ÎöÂ±ßÁ±îÅÂ1 üÑ¢¶±÷Ï
¿ßÁåÅÃ Õ:, ¿ßÁåÅÃ Õò¿öÂ: ÷±Ëï± ú±1ÏÂó±ËîÂ
¿ßÁËû Âõ¿íÇù Îú±öÂ±û±S±
Õ±1n¸ ÛæÃ±ßÁ ðÔÃ¿©†ýÃÏò 1M Ã¿ÂóÂó±üÅ ò1-÷òÏø¸
ðÃ±üQîÂ Õ±»X ÛßÁ ÎöÂ±á1 ¿Âõú±ù ÂóÔ¿ï»ÏîÂ
ñò öÂ1±ÂõÍù, ýÃÃ±îÂÏ ¿ßÁ¿òÂõÍù û±ûþ ›¶¿îÂ ¿ðÃÂõËü
Âõ±ßÁ1n¸X æÃòîÂ±ý×Ã Îàù1 ÂóÅîÂù± ü±¿æÃ
Âõ±ÒýÃ1 ßÁ±¿÷1 ûÅX1 ò±éÂ üÂõÇðÃ±ûþ Âó1±™¦
¿÷‡Â± Õ±¦£Â±ùò, ¿ò¦£Âù ›¶ûþ±ü ûÅËá ûÅËá
Õ±îÇÂò±ðÃîÂ ÂõÉ™¦ ðÓÃ1ðÃúÇò1 ðÃ±ËÂó±òà¿òîÂ
ÂóÅMÃ¿ùßÁ±1 ðÃ±ýÃÃòÂóÂõÇ ¿ßÁËû Õ±÷¿òðÃ±ûþßÁ
æÃùäÂ1, ¦šùäÂ1 Õ±1n¸ ÂõòäÂ1 - üÂõ±Ë1± ÕqöÂ Õ±äÂ1í
Îò&1 ßÁéÂ± úÔá±ù1 Õ±¿æÃ ÷ÅM Ã ¿ÂõäÂ1í
÷÷îÂ± ¿äÂßÁ±1Ï1 Îù±ùÅÂó ðÔÃ¿©†, Âóïw©†± ýÃÃ’ù æÃòòÏ
ßÁ±÷ò±1 Âõ¿ùú±ùîÂ Âõ¿ù ý’ÃÃù ßÁîÂ Îû ò¿µòÏ
¦¤±ñÏòîÂ± ¿Âõûþ±¿~äÂ1 Õ±¿÷ Âó1±ñÏò Õ¿îÂ¿ï
ÎáÒ±ü±ý×Ã &1n¸ ÛËßÁ±ËßÁ ò±÷±¿ò ÆýÃÃËåÃ± ¿ÂõÂóðÃá±÷Ï
Õ±¿÷ ÷±Ëï± ¿ò1n¸MÃ1, Âõ±1n¸ðÃ Âõø¸ÇíîÂ
üÂõÇ|±™L ü™L±ò öÂ±1îÂ Âõ¿1ø¸1
Õ¿¢Ÿ áöÂÇ1 ¿Âõú±ù ü÷Ó^îÂ ßÁßÄÁÂõßÁ±ý×Ã
Û÷Å¿êÂ ÎÂó±ýÃÃ11 Õ±ú±îÂ, ÛäÂ±¿éÂ ¿ÂõqX ÂõîÂ±ýÃÃ1 Õ±ßÁ±ÑŽÂ±îÂ
üg±ò Âó±ÝÒ Îò¿ßÁ ú±¿™L-ü¿¥x¿îÂ1 Õ±öÂ±ü
Õ±¿æÃ1 Ûý×Ã ëÂ×¿V5 öÂ±¦¨11 Âó¿ÂõS Õ±öÂ±îÂ¼¼

úÏíÇ ›¶ßÔÁ¿îÂ1 æÏÃíÇ 1+Âó,
îÅÂ¿÷ËûþËîÂ± ¿ò1Ë» üù±ý×Ã ¿ðÃûþ±,
úÉ±÷ù Âõ1ËíË1 üæÃ±ý×Ã Âó1±ý×Ã,
›¶ßÔÁ¿îÂßÁ ÕÂó1+Âó ßÁ¿1 ÎîÂ±ù±¼
îÅÂ¿÷ Îûò ¿äÂ1™Lò Î¦§ýÃ1 Âõ±Ëg±ò,
Âó1÷ Õ±ßÁ±¿ãŽÂîÂ ÛßÁ Õ±¿ùeÒò¼
¿ò1±ÂóMÃÃ±1 ëÂ×MÃ±Âó öÂ1± Õ±öÂ1í,
¿û æÃÏÂó±ù ßÁ¿1 ÎîÂ±Ëù,
›¶ßÔÁ¿îÂ1 æÃÏ»ò ÎûÌ»ò¼
Î÷±1 ÎðÃú1 ÷±¿éÂîÂ, ÛÂõ±1 ÷±Ëï±ò,
Õ±ýÃÃ±ò± Âõ’ýÃÃ±á ÆýÃÃ ÎÂõÌ¿XßÁ æÃ±á1í,
¿òßÁ± ÆýÃÃ Âó1ßÁ,
Ûý×Ã ÂóÅ¿îÂág÷ûþ 1±æÃÍò¿îÂßÁ Âõ±îÂ±Âõ1í,
ßÁ¿ìÂÿûþ±ý×Ã Æù Õ±ò± ¿ò¦¤±ïÇ Î›¶÷1 ÂõîÂ1±,
ò-ü±ËæÃ ü÷±æÃ ëÂ×æÃ¿ù ëÂ×êÂßÁ,
›¶±Ëí ›¶±Ëí Æù ò»-ÎäÂîÂò±-ðÔÃ5 ÷ò,
îÅÂ¿÷ Î÷±1 Âó1÷ Õ±ßÁ±¿ãŽÂîÂ ŽÂí¼
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