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Durga Puja Program

Puja 8:00PM
Prasad 9:00rM
m 10:30AM

Idren’s Art Competition  12:30PM
Prasad 1:00PM
Lunch 130PM
Arati 6:00PM
Children's Program 6:30PM
Children’s Dinner 7:30PM
Kumkum Sanyal in concert 8:00PM
Dinner 9:30PM
Kumkum Sanyal (contd.) 10:30PM
Puja 10:30AM
Prasad 1:00PM
Lunch 1:30PM
Lakshmi Puja - Ladies Day
Arts and Crafts Exhibition 5:00PM
Puu]ja 630PM
Cultural Program 8:15PM
Dinner 9:00PM
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Puja Committee Co-ordinators

Brochure Advertisements : Amitava Guha

Brochure Editor : Manjari Mohanty

Brochure Production : Asim Datta

Brochure Word Processing : Amitava Banerjea

Cleaning & Security : Executive Committee

Cultural Programs : Sipra Saha

Food Preparation : Kabita Dutta

Food Service : Jiten Dey

Fund Raising : Sunil Dutta

Khichudi Preparation : Kanu Saha

Pratima Decoration :Sunanda Datta

Public Relation : Syamal Roy

Puja : Brojesh Pakrashi
Dibyendu Bhattacharyya
Anupam Sanyal

Puja Arrangements : Anjali Bhattacharyya
Bibha Saha

Shopping : Millie Roy

Transportation : Dibyendu Bhattacharyya

(SALE! SALEIN
DIWALY) SACE

October 21 - November 2
10% off everything except Rice, Atta and Oil

ASIAN IMPORTS

A fine shop for goods from India And Pakistan
Groceries*Fabric*Videos* 220V Appliances
Besr kome-cooked Indian dishes ar Bombay Express

26709 Brookpark Road Extension
N. Olmsted, OH 44070
216/777-8101
Monday closed. Tuesday-Sarurday:Noon-7PM. Sunday:Noon-7PM




To Be In Indial
Bidhu Mohanty

The huge 747 jet that had flown me
from New York taxied slowly and stopped. I
looked through the window at the dim lights
in the airport buildings outside and smiled. 1
feltlightand buoyant, and did not feel tired at
all even after almost 24 hours of tiring and
depressing journey that I undertook because
of a very sad event in my life the loss of one of
the dearest friends of mine, my father.

I stepped out with my carry on suit-
case notexactly a light one. Ilooked around
and saw people who looked darker than they
were because of my eyes having gotten used
to lighter skin at the place I have been living
foradecadeand five years. The wallsand the
hallway looked dim and dirty certainly they
were not as clean as I would have liked them
to be. It felt quite warm and humid the air
insidethebuildingssmelt pungentand musty.
1did not mind that I was in Bombay - I was in
India.

Oh, to be in India! What a wonderful
feeling it has always been whenever I have
visited India. On that early July moming
suddenly peace and happiness returned to
my heart and for a long moment I escaped
from my depressed feelings. I was elated, I
was excited and my spirits were up. I was in
India 1 was home. The pace at which the
things were moving at the airport terminal
seemed rather very slow a cruel thought did
cross my mind everything is so slow here!’ It
was understandable I was in a hurry to get
out and stand under the summer sky and feel
the warmth of the air. In fact, I took muchless
time here than I would take in New York on
my way back to USA to go through the official
formalities,

Outside the sky was dark, there was
no sign of any stars only a blanket of cloud.
Itook a deep breath and filled my lungs with
fresh, warm and moist air and almost let out
acry. There were people plenty of them, and

lots of noise. Nobody seemed to know exactly
aboutthebus that would go to Santa Cruz, the
domestic airport. Ichose to go by bus instead
of taxi because I wanted toridethe bus. People
volunteered with varied information regard-
ing time, fare and bus stop. I was sure that
they were all not sure of their own informa-
tion though their voice did not lack any confi-
dence. I felt very much at home. The dimly lit
passenger lounge at the Santa Cruz Airport
did not depress me at all. What else do you
expect at 4 o’clock morning? I reasoned with
myself. There were quite a few passengers
like me visiting India from abroad I named
them ‘the summer birds’. Idid not feel like
socializing. 1did not have time for that. Nei-
ther did I want to think of the reason for my
travel. Iwanted toboard the plane forCalcutta
as soon as possible. I sat alone and let my
imagination fly in making plans in my mind
numerous plans for the next six weeks I was
going tospend there holding and rolling each
of those for a few moments in my mind to
extract maximum excitement as if it was a
drop of wine on my tongue.

The ride in the taxi, that looked tinier
than it really was, at Calcutta was both excit-
ing and romantic. with pleasantly uncanny
feelings that completely eclipsed the sorrow
and grief in my personal life at that time. I
enjoyed every bit of the noise, the hustle and
bustle in the street, the smell of the roadside
open restaurants frying the morning snacks
and, of course, the crowd that, for some inex-
plicable reason always prevented the passen-
gers from getting out of the bus while itself
trying to get in. The sight of the naked chil-
drenrunning across theroad, a casual laborer
carrying a heavy bag on his back, and a half
clad woman taking a dip in a not so clean
roadside pond did not make me feel guilty.
Was I selfish, self-serving and callous? No I
was not. Everything seemed to be moving at
its own pace in a peaceful way. They were
enjoying their lives in their own way, let me
enjoy my visit a very short one compared to
what I would like it to be, in my own way. I
was in India. I was home it was all that
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One of my co-passengers in the train
from Calcutta to Puri unzipped a small hand-
bag and took the lid off a stainless steel con-
tainer. Istole a quick glance at the contents.
Thesightof small brownish puri, potatocurry,
pickleand dark brown halwa ina train would
make anybody hungry. I was no exception
though I had my dinner only an hour ago. I
smiled it was such a pleasant and common
scene there. Some people looked at my bag-
gage and whispered among themselves. In
spite of my deliberate attempt to conceal the
origin of my travel by removing airline tags,
they could guess by looking at the security
clearance tags that were stuck on the sides of
my suitcases. “From America?” somebody
asked me. In the past, I have observed that
people react in two ways some shrink back
and halt all communication out of awe, I
suppose, when they know that you live in
USA, others open a floodgate of questions
about USA. Frankly I did not want any of that
to happen I was ina mood to talk about India.
But that was not to be. 1 answered questions
slowly and haltingly, and interjected with a
few questions of mine about India in an at-
tempt to veer the discussion. It was not my
evening Isoonrealized, but Istarted enjoying
the conversation, the most important thing
was that I was talking to them the people ]
know so well. I enjoyed the English language
spoken with different accents. It was no chal-
lenge whatsoever to get the correct meaning
of their questions or comments often spoken
in wrong English. Who the hellcares itis not
their mother tongue neither is it mine. There
were genuine concern, curiosity and convic-
tion in those queries and comments. Talk was
often interrupted by very affectionate offer of
tea, coffee, sweets and other food. I reluc-
tantly declined all which prompted a com-
ment that perhaps I was no more used to
Indian food. Nothing can be farther from the
truth Ithought, and thenexplained that1 was
not quite sure of the effect the water would
have on me in the first week of visit. Atonce
everybody agreed and they all cited examples
of ‘bad’ water in different parts of the country
and dissuaded each other from offering me
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food. I missed the pampering thereafter, but
the discussion turned into a livelier one. I
soon found myself indulged in my favorite
past time pulling their legs and having an
innocent laugh at their cost. Astime woreon,
things quieted down and I lapsed into com-
plete silence and deep thought a very pleas-
ant thought about the place I was visiting,

If the effect of the sight, at the day-
break, of the huge lush green trees thatmoved
fast in opposite direction to that of the train
was immense on me, that of the vast paddy
fields filled with muddy water puddles in
early rainy season at the early stage of cultiva-
tion was magical. I jumped out of my sleeper
berth and tried to geta good view of the scene
through the dusty windowpanes. Isaw the
raised edge of the farm land plots moving
sometimes towards the train and sometimes
away from it, the telephone line running al-
most parallel to the train track with the wire
playing a game of going up near the poles and
down between the poles. The birds had con-
gregated over the poles and the wire without
any pattern. Villages passed by with smoke
curling out of the thatched roofof somehouses
the rain clad long green banana leaves sway-
ing to and fro in the early morning gale. The
picture was complete with some farmers al-
ready in the process of cultivating the land
and some walking toward their land with the
wooden plough slung across their shoulders
and the oxen trodding leisurely in front. I
looked at the left coner of the window and
saw a herd of cows and goats grazing on a
piece of land adjacent to a large pond that
worea garland of banana and bamboo plants
on its raised bank and was almost filled with
leaves and flowers of red and white lilies.
What a heavenly sight! ] mused, and held the
scene still in my heart and before my eyes by
slowly moving my head from one corner of
the window to the other as the train moved. I
knew I was looking at those blissful scenes
outside with a smile glued to my lips and
without any movement of the heart in my
chest. I had sunk into a state of profound
happiness completely oblivious of my sur-



happiness completely oblivious of my sur-
roundings.

I woke up with a start from my day-
dreams I had fallen into in the lull of the
movement of the train. No sooner had I
turned my head than I saw the cause of my
start. From nowhere agents of the Jagannath
Temple System had materialized inside the
compartmentsoliciting with passengers. Was
I interested in a grand offering to Lord
Jagannath? No. Was I interested in staying in
aclean and cheap place? No. Oh, then where
will you stay? That shook me up. I spoke
clearly in hislanguage that was my language
too thatIlived in Puri. He produced a very
friendly smileexposing all hisbetel leaf stained
teeth and said “Why did not you say so from
thestart?” and then loudly transmitted a mes-
sage to the other agents that I was an Oriya
wholived in Puri, which, if properly decoded,
meant that it was not worth wasting their time
onme. I was showering kudos on myself for
guessing the correct interpretation so quickly
when I was struck by one word, Puri, my
destination. Oh, I must not be very far from
the place. I glanced outside and immediately
confirmed, for, the enclosed structures built
for the cultivation of betel leaves was a sure
sign that I would be arriving there within an
hour. For sometime I had been looking at the
landscape without really seeing it. The nar-
row tall trees drewmy attention coconutsand
palms. Villages, towns and their vicinities
were filled with those. The experience of
standing under the thatched roof of a housein

a stormy day with coconut trees humbled by
gusty winds to bend to almost horizontal
position is unforgettable. I had had the for-
tune of experiencing that many times in my
life. Ilooked at those trees with my eyes filled

with tears of happiness, emotion and nostal-
gia.

Small temples partly hiddenbybushes
and trees became common sights thereafter.
Golden sandy patches appeared more fre-
quently in the landscape. No doubt Puri was
nearing fast. Very soon I would be with my
bereaved family. The warmth and love I
experienced at Calcutta with my relatives and
friends were so reassuring that I had man-
aged to push the agony to the bottom of my
heart. The natural, deep and spontaneous
care and affection were so overwhelming! 1
got up and started making preparations to
alight the train. Time had come to faceit soon
Iwould arrive at home and would not see my
father then or ever. The trainsteamed into the
station.

They wereall there my mother, sister,
brother in law, wife, son all were there. |
looked at them, saw them. The warmth in
their glistening eyes was so inviting! Thelove
ontheir faces wasso strengthening. Isearched
my heart yes the sadness, the pain and the
grief were there and would be there for the
restofmylife. ButIhad otherstoleanon. And
there was plenty of love. I felt every ounce of
it. I was with my family. I was home. I was
in India. They all shared my pain and they
cared.
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Satyajit Ray: Film-maker as Artist
Paritosh Sen

It was the summer of 1945. I was holding my
third one man show and my first in Calcutta.
On the third day of the exhibition, Prithwish
Neogy, a brilliant scholar, now heading the
Department of Asiatic Art at the Honolulu
University, entered the exhibition hall accom-
panied by an extraordinarily tall and swarthy
young man. I had known Prithwish earlier.
The latter was introduced to me as Satyajit
Ray. I was vaguely aware of him as the only
son of the late Sukumar Ray, the creator of
nonsense rhymes and humorous prose re-
markable for their originality of vision, sharp
intellect and imaginative power. Satyajit was
also known as the grandson of Upendra
Kishore Roy Choudhury, one of theinventors
of half-tone blockmaking, a pioneering cre-
ator of a sizeable body of children’s literature
and founder of the well known children’s
magazine, Sandesh, and a painter of no mean
talent either.

Satyajit was then doing a coursein painting at
Santiniketan under the very able guidance of
Benode Behari Mukherjee, a great artist and
an eqally great teacher. Besides, Ray had also
the unique opportunity of coming in close
contact with Nandalal Bose, the guru of both
Benode Behari and Ram Kinkar, undoubtedly
the foremost sculptor of contemporary India.

Earlier he had received the blessings and af-
fection of Rabindranath Tagore. Although he
did not complete the art course at Santini-
ketan, the experience of being surrounded by
these great artists and the unique rural set-
tings of the Santhal Parganas as portrayed by
these artists and the poet, enabled Ray to
appreciate nature in all its diverse and glori-
ous manifestations and opened his eyes to the
mysteries of creation.

This experience helped him to formulate his
ideasabout the visual world and to unlock the
doors of visual perception. Added to this was
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his study and understanding of classical and
folk art, dance and music of our country. The
magnificent collection of books in the
Santiniketan library on world art and litera-
ture also helped him to widen his horizon. It
was here that he read whatever books were
available on the art of cinemna. The seeds ofa
future design artist and a film-maker were
simultaneously sown here.

Having lost his father early inlife, the need for
earning a livelihood assumed enough impor-
tance to make him leave Santiniketan prema-
turely and look for a job in the field of adver-
tisingart, better knowninmodern parlanceas
graphic design. A talent is bound to make its
presence felt sooner or later whatever be the
chosen field. AsTagoresaid in one ofhis early
verses, “Flowers in bloom may remain hid-
den by the leaves but can they hide their

fragrance?”

Satyajit Ray was appointed by the then DJ
Keymer agency, now known as Clarion Ad-
vertising Services Ltd, as a visualizer-cum-
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designer, often executing the finished design
or an entire campaign himself.

Together with two of his contemporaries, OC
Ganguli and Annada Munshi, Ray was trying
to evolve certain concepts not only in illustra-
tions but also in typography which would
give their design an overall Indian look. One
recallsthose highly distinctive newspaperand
magazineads the magnificent calendars, post-
ers, cinema slides and what not, of the late
forties and fifties not without certain nostal-
gia. Ithink some of the works of these three
artists were even published in Penrose An-
nual and elsewhere. Here it may be worth-
whileto bearin mind that thestyle evolved by
these threeartists made a welcome departure
from thedullacademicismand thestereotypes
being practiced by most of the advertising
agencies of those times. The freshness and
vigordisplayed in thier approach was readily
appreciated both by their employers and their
clients. Ray was particularly strong in the
difficult area of figure drawing, an area in
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which many graphic designers are found sin-
gularly wanting.

Although he was soon to move away from
commercial art to embrace his new found love
of film-making he would continue to remain
as an illustrator of the first order as would be
evident from his emergenceasastory-tellerin
the two popular genres of detective and sci-
ence fiction. Not many outside Bengal know
that Ray’s literary output is in no way less
than that of his cinema and that most of his
books have already run into thirty to thirty
five editions. He has not only been illustrat-
ing his own stories but over the years he has
beendesigning thecoversof his grandfather’s
once defunct children’s magazine Sandesh
which was revived by him nearly two de-
cades ago and which also carried many illus-
trations by him.

In my opinion his most cherished field is
calligraphy whether that be of the pen or
brush variety. This art he imbibed from his
guru Benode Behari Mukherjee. Over the
years he had also been studying the art of
typography with the scrutinizing eye of a
highly creative calligrapher. The result has
been a series of innovations in both Bengali
and Englishlettering evolved for posters, ban-
ners and book covers. These very original
works gave a tremendous fillip to graphic
designs in general and book, magazine and
record covers, in particular, especially in Ben-
gal.

The books Ray designed for the now defunct
Signet Press of Calcutta way back in the early
fifties set new trends and were considered as
models for book production both in terms of
page layout, typography and jacket design,
the last being his chosen field where, as I said
earlier, his innovations have known no
bounds. The cover of the well-known literary
magazine Ekshan which he has been design-
ing for many years, to give only one instance,
bearsample testimony to hisapparently play-
ful butsignificant experiments with the forms
of three Bengali letters which constitute the
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Some day all these things will happen,
that is why
Nirendranath Chakraborty

(Translation by Amitava Banerjea)

Some day all the warrlors will learn the
secret of sorrow.

Some day all the old folk will be able to
bid a tearless goodbye.

Some day all the sweat will find meaning
of a different sort.

Some day all the artists will create their
dream images.

Some day all the women will, by glance
alone, say “Come”.

Some day an innocent child will tear the
cloaks off all the clergy

And laugh at them, “Ha Ha”.

Some day all these things will happen,
that is why

The sun still rises, the rain comes down,
and poems are still written.

Seasons Greetings
to the
Bengali Community

SONJA K. GLAVINA, D.D.S.Inc.

Dentist for Adults and Children
Call for a Complimentary Visit

27127 Chardon Road, Richmond Heights, OH 44143
216/943-1117




nameof themagazine. The wide variety ofhis
Inventivenessisoneofhis greatachievements
in the field of cover design.

Then there are the posters, banners and slides
hedesigned for his own films. These too were
eye-openers and instant trend-setters. Who
can ever forget the huge banners and bill-
boards of the Apu trilogy put upat important
street junctions of Calcutta. Their freshness of
ideas, design concepts and calligraphy were
not to be missed even by men and women in
the street. Simultaneously with his creative
outburst in the art of cinema, his creativity in
graphic design reached new heights. What
was remarkable was the fact that Ray emi-
nently succeeded in investing all these works
with a highly distinctive Indian flavor de-
rived from his awareness of our folk tradi-
tions (especially nineteenth century Bengali
bookillustrationsand woodcut prints of deco-
rative lettering) both in their lineal vigourand
simplicity as well as in omamentation. One of
the most outstanding examples of this ap-
proachwasthe publicity material hedesigned
for Devi. The underlying theme of the title
expresses itself forcefully both in the highly
imaginative design of the lettering and the
image. Their fusion is perfect. Not many
graphicdesigners havebeenas typeconscious
asRay. He personifies the printing designer’s
gospel ‘typecantalk’. Thata letter ora print-
ing can have immense communicative power
and is capable of expressing a whole range of
human emotions was known to Ray from the

very beginning of his career.

In the enormous range of Roman printing
types there are many in the humanist tradi-
tion in their simple aesthetic charm, warmth
of feeling as well as in their highly elegant but
delicate anatomical details. There are also
those whicharesevere, powerful and cold but
nonetheless highly attractive in their own
ways.

It is often overlooked by most readers that a
letter’s structure and anatomy can be reminis-
cent of things in the visible world, both natu-

19

raland man-made. Some can have the gentle
thythm of the rise and fall of a female form,
others may have the majestic look of a well
designed edifice, just to give only two similes.

Ray not only bore all these considerations in
mind but used his calligraphic knowledge,
skilland innovative powerto their fulladvan-
tage when he designed the three printing
typescalled Ray Roman, Daphnis and Bizarre
for an American type foundry nearly two
decades ago. Not many of us know the infi-
nite patience, rigors, discipline and the end-
less process of trial and error involved in
designing a whole serles of a printing type.
That, inspiteofhis otherdemanding preoccu-
pations, he found enough time todesign three
complete sets of types bear ample proof of his
diligence and perseverance and his on-
ate love for the world of types. Those of us
who have known him over the past decades
profoundly admire the fact that he is a
workaholic in the best sense of the term.

In the forties I met Satyajit periodically when
I'worked asanart master in Indore. Oneof the
high points of my visits to Calcutta during the
long summeror theshort winter holidays was
to frequent his ground floor apartment in
south Calcutta. It was at his place I first
listened to TS Eliot's recital of Waste Land in
the poet's own voice. This record was just
brought out by HMV (now known as EMI). It
was on such visits that I would also have an
opportunity to listen to his latest collection of
Western classical music. And it was on one
such occasion that I first heard him toying
wiht the idea of making a film based on
Rabindranath Tagore's novel, Home and the
World, a project which was abandoned soon
after and was finally realized nearly four de-
cades later. It was not before I returned home
in 1954 after a five years' stint in Paris that I
came to know of his intenseinvolvement with
the making of Pather Panchali.

Ivividly remember to this day the excitement
with which he described it to me and invited
me to a screening of the rushes. He brought



out all the sketches and doodles he made
along with side notes in Bengali not only of
the dress props and characters in the script
but also very quick yet masterly sketches of
the frames of each of the sequences and cam-
era movements. I remember asking him why
he thought it necessary to make such careful
preparations beforeshooting. To this his quick
but significant reply was 'One of the foremost
but very difficult things in film-making is to
determine the placement of the camera.' He
was equally quick to point out that this is only
the first part of shooting a film. The other
being that it has to be constantly borne in
mind that one is shooting a movie and not
stills. Those of us who have watched him in
action know only too well thatalthough there
are always professional cameramen present
in his unit, in reality he becomes the camera-
man himself.

The visual richness of a film is as important to
himasa story well told, the one being insepa-
rable from the other. This is the most distinc-
tive feature of his artistic achievements in all
his films. Ray isa lyricist of the highest order.
Fromhis first film Pather Panchali to his latest
Shakha Prashakha (Branches of a Tree), this
lyrical bend binds all his films together in the
form of an oeuvre and finds full fruition in his
most recent work. Some of the imperceptibly
slow camera movements in this film are sheer
poetry. Although not yet released, I had the
opportunity of seeing it twice, and apart from
anything else, ], as a painter, was bowled over
by its visual richness and its consummate
technical finesse. I have reasons to say this.
Whenever I see amovieI try to see it through
the lens of the camera and having witnessed
many film shootings of some of Ray's films, it
has become a habit with me to follow the
movements with great fascination. Thus it
helps me greatly to enjoy watching a film
from the aesthetic and technical points of
view.

I am sure that in order to achieve maximum

artistic quality, Ray finds the preliminary
exercises made primarily in pen and ink very
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useful. Thelineartreatment of these sketches,
the unorthodox positioning on paper and as
apparent insouciance, in my eyes, are the
products of a highly creative mind and are
designed to meet the needs of a fastidious
aesthete.

Among his sketches, one comes across por-
traits of many of the characters in his films in
various moods and postures. These could
easily be rated assome of hisbest works. Only
someone with consummate skill can bring out
the full characterization in postage-stamp for-
mat with utmost economy and clarity. The
lines which define the contours and other
details of the figures are free flowing, sureand
firm, the result of years of practice, both with
the pen and the brush. Only some artists in
world cinema, like Eisenstein, Kurosawa,
Fellini and a few others have been so gifted.
Courtesy:Citi India
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N.K. KUNDU, p.vm.

Westside Animal Hospital
4694 Rocky River Drive
Cleveland, OH 4413§

216/267-3338

Ossice Hours: Mon-Fri: 9:30AM-12:30PM & 4PM-7PM
Sat:19:30AM-2PM
Emergencies Accepted 24 Hours
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Best Wishes and Season's Greetings

Saroj A. Pagedar, mp.

Pediatrics

805 Columbia Road, Suite 115
Westlake, OH 44145

216/892-1300
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Greetings from

Prasanta K. Rqj

M.D.,, MS.,,EACS.

Fairview Hospital Physicians' Center
18099 Lorain Road, Suite 200
Cleveland, OH 44111

216/671-1140
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THE SINNER
Retold by Vindusar

It wasastormy night. The sage, along with his
Chela — his disciple-cum-attendant —
reached the village Rongalu ontheriver-bank.
It was necessary for them to cross the river to
reach their destination.

Many people of the village Rongalu had their
own boats. The two knocked on their doors
oneafteranother. But they werenot willing to
brave the storm and risk plying the boat.
But the man in the last house of the village
responded sympathetically. he came out to
his verandah and raising his lantern, gazed at
the sage. “Sir,” he said, “I am a new-comer
and have just settled down in the village. Ido
not haveaboat. But Iknow where the wateris
not deep; itis only up to my chest. I can carry
both of you, one by one, on my shoulders, to
the other side of the river.”

The sage agreed to the proposal. The man led
them to a certain spot on the river-bank. First
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he carried the Chela across the river. Then he
carried the sage.

After hehad set down thesage onthe ground,
he muttered, “Strange!”

“What is strange?” asked the Chela. The man
took some time to compose and express him-
self. What he said amounted to this: He al-
ways felt as if he carried an invisible load on
his head. When he carried the Chela, the load
was heavier. But when hecarried the sage, he
feltasif he had been free from that permanent
load! But as soon as he set the sage on the
ground, the invisible load returned to his
head.

Thesage heard himbutsaid nothing. Theman
took leave of them.

“0O Guru, what does his experience signify?”
the Chela put the question to the sage.

*“The man bears the load of his sins. When he
carried me, the sins left him temporarily. He
felt light. They came back once I alighted.”
explained the sage.

“The fellow is a sinner, is that so?” asked the




Chela.

“Heis,” confirmed the sage.

Thesageand the Chela arrived at the house of
their would-be host, a wealthy landlord. The
landlord and the members of his family were
delights to have the sage with them, quite
unexpectedly. Next day, the Chela was re-
quired to go to Rongalu, on some business.
When he returned, both of them left for their
next destination.

Five years passed. The sage and his Chela
reached Rongalu once again. It was evening.
They asked someone about the man who had
carried them beyond the river on the earlier
occasion. “Are you speaking about Manohar,
the sinner? Well, he is at the other end of the
village,” was the answer.

“I saw Manohar, the sinner at the weekly
market,” said another person when asked.
Everybody referred to him as the sinner.
Atlast thesage met Manohar. The latter pros-
trated himself at the sage’s feet.

“The invisible load you carried on your head

is gone; am I right?” asked the sage.

“Yes, O great soul. It became less and less
heavy, afterI carried you, and then was gone
totally. It is due to your blessings. I have no
doubt about it,” said Manohar tearfully.
This time the landlord’s boat was waiting and
the sage boarded it. “Sir, how did the fellow
getrid of hisload of sin?” queried theamazed
Chela.

“The load got distributed among hundreds,
including you,” the sage replied calmly.
“Including me? I don’t understand you, Sir”
“Last time you visited Rongalu whileI was in
the landlord’s house. You must have told the
villagers what you heard from me — that the
man was a sinner. Everybody began referring
to him, gleefully, as a sinner. My boy, such is
the occultlaw that whoeverspreads a scandal
reduces the burden of the sin of the person
about whom he speaks,” explained the sage.
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