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_§JcmMaU : Invocation

dVZ h_mam M_Z, h_mar _hH$Vr \w$bdmar &
h_ dVZ Ho$ ~mJdmZ & ò h_mar nwînm§ObrŸ&

h_ lÕm-^º$s go BgH$s OmonmgZm H$a|,
Bg ^md go, H$s › O` OJXre hao,

Voam VwPH$mo An©U, Š`m bmJo _oamŸ&
Bg M_Z Ho$ dmñVo, h_ g~ ~mJdmZ gXm Hw$~m©ZŸ&

OrdZ Ho$ O§J _| dra J{VH$mo àmá hmoZo Ho$ nhbo,
h_mao dra Ahgmg {Xbm JE,

O~ VH$ h_mao M_Z _| \y$b {IbVo ah|Jo,
V~ VH$ CZH$s Iwe~y boZo h_ AmVo ah|JoŸ&

h_mao dVZ Ho$ ehrXm|
Amn g~H$mo, Xoedm{g`m| H$m gXm AÝV:H$aU go Z_«Vmnyd©H$ àUm_Ÿ&

AmnH$s {Z:eW© AXm H$s hþB© Hw$~m©{Z`m§,
Xoe H$s gä`Vm H$m Ahgmg {XbmVr h¢,

Am¡a gmW hr gmW AmXoe XoVr h¢,
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Xoe H$s ñdV§ÌVm Am¡a gä`Vm H$s {Oå_oXmar,
OwS>Ho$ g~ Xoedm{g`m| H$s hmoVr h¢Ÿ&

hþVmË_m h¢ _Zmo~b, X¡dr gånXm H$m AmXoe, Am¡a Xoe H$m ñdm{^_mZ
O` qhX O` ^maV Ÿ&

D d D
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D d D
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Introduction

The twin title on the cover of this book, dVZ - Zero Mile,

is symbolic of the focus of our conscious awareness.

dVZ and Zero Mile are two ideas that are held as close

or as far from our root consciousness.

Center Point sculpture @ Nagpur.

Photo courtesy Rajat Mahajan

Zero represents the center point of our conscious

awareness. The four horses depicted in the artistic

sculpture above are symbolic of unbridled mind and its

thoughts that tend to scatter and fan out in all possible

directions. The earthly directions and dimensions tend

to lose relevance when we orbit around the Earth or any

other planet while riding in a space capsule.  It is an

Eagle’s daily perspective by soaring high in the sky and

watching the world with piercing details.
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With a purposeful focus on life, thoughts eventually

condense and coalesce into a conscious awareness;

bringing home the reality of existence.  Consciousness

is an all inclusive awareness; which reveals that most

humans are semiconscious most of the time.

This book is a biography of conflict ever raging in

search of a meaningful resolution for two opposing

perspectives involved in conflict. Victory or defeat

simply ensures continuation of a conflict, because it truly

serves only one side of the conflict.  A peaceful accord

mediated by a third party simply provides a fragile

solution and an opportunity for photographs of hand

shakes and customary political smiles.

Life ceases to be a battlefield, only when peace is

established within.

The backdrop of this book is the Indo-Pak war of Sep-

tember, 1965. This year, marks its 50th Anniversary.
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In the spirit of this book, we the sons and daughters of

our Nation ( dVZ ) can never adequately repay the debt

of gratitude owed to our Martyrs who have tendered

their lives in the service of the country in various con-

flicts to date, while upholding its national creed.

“Truth Alone Triumphs  :  gË`_od O`Vo ”.

“Timeless Truth is that which is wholly a part of us and

we are a part of it as well.  Truth is entirely a self

revealing inner realisation or revelation that demands

no proof”.

- Suresh M. Deo

sureshdeo32@gmail.com
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Remembering  the Martyr

JwbXñVm  - War and Peace, Painting by Neela Phadnis.

Initially, I  had chosen a caption “The Flower Pot”  for the

above painting.  Subsequently I asked Neela, the

original painter of this image, about her interpretation of

this image; her emotions that prompted her to draw this

image.  She wrote,  “The logic behind painting the Vase

with flowers was that.. flowers are the ultimate stage of

enlightenment for a plant. A human being has to take

inspiration from MOTHER NATURE and evolve. That is

how I have looked at life”.

Each individual naturally has a different perspective of

an image or thought. There is no right or wrong

interpretation. I am tempted to interpret the same

painting as follows “Every element of Nature including
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the living as well as the non living matter evolves and

transforms itself differently,  while silently and unknow-

ingly

complementing and prompting each other. Humans

amongst all seem to struggle most to connect with their

innate natural identity.

Before comprehending  Neela’s perspective, I had

interpreted the same picture as follows:

This painting of JwbXñVm seems to signify War and

Peace. A vase holding an aesthetically arranged cluster

of colored flowers represents life in its diversity and

reality. The red and white flowers complemented with

green leaves  seem to communicate aggression and

peace. The green color seems to  symbolise the

ultimate peace within.

What seems to defines each one of us and makes a

difference in life is the performance of our daily work

passionately and gracefully. Out of the effortless

dedication and bravery on the battlefield of daily life,

seems to surface a deeper meaning of life.

In the spirit of this composition, it is prudent to

recognize that individual sacrifices are volunteered in all

walks of life by unassuming and unrecognized heroic

braves for insuring natural freedom, harmony, and

honor.

D d D
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Spilled  Aggression

The stream of life flows out of its pot with mixed

motions, expressions and their respective colors, which

are symbolically displayed by the seven colors of a

Rainbow.

Conflict (g§Kf©) is spilled aggression expressing itself

through its red color.

East and West are simply two opposite physical

directions. There is no conflict (g§Kf©) between the East

and West. Conflict between two opposites is always

fabricated, bearing corresponding  consequences on

both sides.

There is a Western way of thinking that looks

aggressively outside and seeks to measure or gauge

the reality of existence. There is a presumed distance
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between the seeker and the sought.

In contrast, there is an Eastern way of thinking that looks

peacefully within to seek and experience the Oneness

of the seeker and the sought.

American author Mark Twain wrote about the East and

West “ Never the twain shall meet“.

The twain, East and West, do not meet unless they

meet at the Center Point, which is symbolic of Zero Mile

of conscious awareness.

D d D
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Memorabilia

Some words or expressions  take on specific meaning

based on individual specific experiences. The

dictionary meaning of the word memorabilia

(mem•o•ra•bil•i•a) implies objects kept or collected

because of their historical interest, especially those

associated with memorable people or events.

In the context of this composition, memorabilia implies

the memories of my generation (1930’s) that have

coalesced over a period of time, especially those

associated with events such as the 1965 Indo-Pak war

and the 50 years that have transpired since then.

Memories are vibrations ever present in the

consciousness of living individuals. The absence of an

individual departed from life is sensed by how life was

lived. In the incessant march of time, the exact dates of

birth and death of an individual gradually become less

relevant, while the indomitable free spirit of braving life

lives on.

My younger brother, Major Surendra Deo, was fatally

wounded on 16 September, 1965 while confronting a

brazen offensive launched by neighboring Pakistan

along the North-West border of India.

While his artillery battery was engaged with two enemy

planes on the relatively barren Sialkot Sector, the fatal

shot was fired at Surendra in his back. Wounded, as he

fell to the ground, Mother Earth soaked up his pool of



18 Zero Mile

blood and comforted him by administering

unconsciousness. After recovering for a few moments

out of the unconsciousness, regaining conscious after a

few hours, Surendra requested a sip of water and then

slipped into his eternal sleep. His last day was barely

10 days before his own 31st birthday. At that time, his

wife Anuradha was in her upper twenties and his son

Ashwin was barely 11 months old.

Our mother silently endured the loss of Surendra for the

rest of her life. Under the gentle smile that she often

braved to wear, there was a depth of sadness that only

she could have fathomed and we could only sense in a

futile effort to console her.

When we lose a dear one in the battle of life, the word

brave seems to bring a realization that…..It is not what

we do in life but how graciously we brave it that makes

a difference. Out of the dedication and bravery

displayed on the battlefield of life, surfaces a deeper

meaning of life. Self-sacrifices for insuring freedom and

honor are offered in all walks of life for achieving…the

peace for which each one of us is innately thirsty.

Whether the incident situations of life confront us as war,

battle, skirmish or emotional imbalances seem

irrelevant.

The intensity of our memories and associated emotions

deepen and come into sharper focus as we become

aware of other conflicts that seem relevant from a

personal perspective. Subsequent to losing Surendra,

Googled information has revealed other historic battles

that have raged on the Indian subcontinent in which

incredibly large number of brave fighters have lost their
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lives on either side in a very brief span of few days.

Coincidentally, another battle that had raged on 16-17

September was during the American Civil War (1861-

1865). In that incident, within a brief span of just 24

hours, the Federal and Rebel forces clashed and

23,000 soldiers lost their lives in a small town. Then, I

became aware through a comment on Fareed

Zakaria’s GPS TV show, that the American Civil War

had claimed the lives of 25 per cent of the nation’s

population. It seemed that each opposing point of view

battles its convictions to death.

Such human conflicts seem to be the clashes of the

Titan Egos. How many family members, including

innocent children and friends, bare the pain of the

conflicts for the rest of their lives?  Time helps the

healing process in its own ways, but real solutions rarely

surface.

How could there be a victor when both sides lost so

immeasurably?

Irrespective of the timeline, physical location or justifica-

tion of conflict, the emotions of the brave that perish

continue to hound humanity’s conscience and its

crevices in immeasurable ways.

There are forces of Nature that affect and reflect human

nature and psyche because there is an innate

connection between the two. We and Nature are

innately inter connected. h_ XmoZm| _| EH$ Hw$XaVr [aíVm h¡Ÿ&
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Unfortunately, the cycle of War and Peace seems

repetitive due to the limited memory span of humanity,

effects of the erosion of the Green Cover on planet

Earth and new camp fires orchestrated by humans.

It seems that only the accumulated information that

humbles and naturalizes us, stands a chance of

transforming into wisdom. The term “naturalizes” is used

here to imply the sensitive art and process of

harmoniously blending in with Nature. Wisdom is simply

a vibrational energy without any borders or limitations.

Therefore at the end of our life journey, it seems that all

accumulated information, except the vibrations of

wisdom, becomes garbage for trashing..…. lest we

pollute the journey on the other side of life.

D d D
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History of Conflict : g§Kf© H$m B{Vhmg

History is a neutral observer and witness to aggression,

blunders, and false pretenses of mankind. In my lifetime

since 1932, I have witnessed from the sidelines more

than a stomach full of conflicts starting from the 2nd

World War (1940-45) to the latest conflicts in progress

around the world. The muted flames and ashes of all of

these conflicts still linger on.  Yet humanity has had the

audacity to repeatedly claim that some conflicts have

ended with a Peace Accord that has often proven to be

open ended.  Each conflict seems to be a misguided

missile hitting false targets. Such a chain of blunders

has set a pattern of self incriminating actions.

To a neutral and independent observer, it seems that

conflicts such as these are motivated primarily by

anticipated long range economic gains by the

aggressors rather than addressing the genuine

interests and concerns of the common residents living

in the region of conflict. The helpless children that are

ever thirsty and hungry for a stable environment are the

real victims and witnesses of the tragedy on both sides

of the conflict. How could there be a winner when both

sides lose so much?

A conflict brings out the brave, bravery and courage of

the young spirit in each one of us.

Being wholly present in the present moment, provides

the necessary courage, strength, and wisdom of life.
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Conflict claims its due casualties. A Martyr is one that

has lived a purposeful life, with a daunting spirit that is

ever present.  haoH$ ehrX draJVr H$mo àmá hmoVm h¡Ÿ&

In the memories of a conflict or war, it seems that:

The ugly memories of one major conflict or war last for

about two subsequent generations. That is how short is

the memory of mankind. Then the cycle of conflict

resumes.  Vanity, greed,  and mutual distrust seem to

reign supreme in the consciousness of mankind.

Conflicts and wars of previous four centuries as well as

the entire history of mankind bear ample witness to it.

Peace accords are made and then broken conveniently.

What really defines us is a simple and sincere question

that surfaces out of human conflicts. Our inherited social

and religious faith or absence of it does not define any

one. Gods are conveniently exchanged and bartered,

and prayers are offered primarily  for personal gains.

Our individual intentions and actions do seem to audibly

broadcast and define us.  Our philosophy of life is no

more and no less, only our own opinion, experience and

a way of living.  There are just a handful amongst us that

become self enlightened.

A Martyr is not defined by the uniform and stripes that

were worn, but solely by the dedication, devotion, and

purposeful actions in upholding the values of life vowed

to defend and uphold. Mother Nature never demands

any proof for dedication or devotion.

 D d D
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Anguish

Anguish is a painful emotion of the living.

24 September 2014 was Ashwin Deo’s 50th Birthday.

Ashwin was barely eleven months old when his father,

Maj. Surendra Deo, was killed in action during the

Indo-Pak war of 1965. Ashwin eloquently penned down

his anguish on his 50th birthday last year as follows :

“Major Surendra Deo! Father! BOZO! Mystery! Enigma!......died 8

days before my first birthday ....in action, 16-09-1965.....Indo Pak

war!!! 49 years ago!!!! Wonder if it was worth it!!!!!! A strapping

young man, all of 31......Do you ever regret that in spite of your

supreme sacrifice, the hatred continues!!!! May your soul rest in

eternal peace!!!! You did what you had to do!!! Wonder If I will do

even a tenth of what you did!!!! God Bless you, my old man!!!!

Note: Surendra’s buddies in army addressed him as Bozo.

For me, the memory of my younger brother Surendra

always stays @ 30 years young and debonair.  A few

years ago, i saw Surendra in my dream, as clear as

daylight. He was waiting for me at the Nagpur railway

station. I was late in arriving at the station to receive

him. His train had already arrived 15 minutes ago. I

spotted him waiting for me on a platform bench. As

soon as our eyes met, we exchanged broad and hearty

smiles. He looked as young as thirty.  Together, we

started walking towards the exit of the railway station

while soaking up each other’s presence.  A few

moments later, Surendra was walking a few steps
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ahead of me.  Then just a few moments later, as we

walked, I realized that the image of Surendra was

substituted by the image of his son Ashwin, who has

grown taller than him in 50 years.  With that pleasant

note, the dream terminated.  Dreams are indeed a

many splendored experience!

Last year, Maj. Surendra’s wife Neela wrote an article

titled “Anguish“, which was published by Nagpur’s

newspaper named Hitavada.
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Anguish is an emotion that follows as a shadow; always

in the rear, where as a mirage always stays ahead of

reach. Never the twain seem to meet.

D d D
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Courage and Bravery

A Martyr has lived a purposeful life passionately, with a

daunting spirit that is ever present.

Three (3), nine (9) and twelve (12) seem to be

meaningful numbers in the build up of conscious life

awareness of a human.

Three (3) is symbolic of creation, preservation and

transformation in the timeless and ever changing

Cosmos.

Nine (9) is symbolic of each human fetus developing

through an orderly and automatic accumulation of cell by

cell in Mother’s womb over a period of nine months. The

very first cell that throbs with life energy may be the

fertilized egg, which scientifically encapsulates the DNA

(biological identity). From an introspective philosophy of
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life, this fundamental cell also encapsulates the

evolutionary emotional identity, which is constantly

seeking its true cosmic identity through repeated cycles

of physical creation, preservation and transformation.

The repetitious physical cycle of birth, life span, death

and rebirth terminates with the union (Yoga) of

conscious awareness of Oneness with the all inclusive

consciousness, identified as Cosmos ( g¥ï>r / ~«÷m§S> ).

Then the next chapter of 9 months begins. After coming

out of the mother’s womb, the helpless infant spends

the first nine months in mother’s caring hands. During

those nine months, the infant is constantly under the

caring vigil of Mother while picking up basic skills of

communicating with life. The 24/7 close vigil of mother

continues, and gradually the fatherly touch pitches in to

shore the necessary touch sensations.  Concurrently,

the count of twelve (12) begins to cast its network.

The first 12 years of a child’s life, lays the foundation

which may be referred as the culture of life

consciousness ( g§ñH$ma ).  During the following twelve

years, age 12 to 24, the maturing individual picks up the

necessary skills and experiences of life.  Becoming a

conscious witness to these initial 24 years of life

experiences defines the purposefulness of entire life

and its limitations.  Ages 24 to 36 and 36 to 48, which

have the bubbling physical energies, are the prime

times for individual performance.

A flowering and fruit bearing plant exudes fragrance and

pollen attracting bees and gradually bears fruit.  The

latter period is for the fruit to grow, ripen to its natural
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sweetness and eventually offer itself to the birds,

animals, and humans desirous of its sweetness.  In a

similar sense, martyr falls to the ground in ultimate

sacrifice for the Nation.

The ultimate accomplishment of human life seems to be

self defined by the degree of satisfaction or absence of

it with life.

A closer study of Indian braves that have sacrificed their

lives while protecting and honoring the freedom spirit of

India have been in the age range of 24 to 48, their

prime time of life.  They gave their all to protect and

ensure the spirit and privilege of freedom for the living.

The Indo-Pak war of 1965 claimed the life of my

younger brother Maj. Surendra Deo at the age of 30. A

warrior never dies. Martyr, Surendra Deo brought home

the unequivocal message of passionately leading a

purposeful life within the fragile lifetime.

The parents and spouse of each Martyr ( ehrX ) brave

an emotional pain and burden that no one else can

fathom. Other relatives and friends of the Martyr come

to terms with life in their own time shell.

l_, H$_© Am¡a godm Y_© H$m nmbZ H$aZodmbm haoH$ dra, O~ IwX Ho$
OmZH$s Hw$~m©Zr XoVm h¡, Vmo IwX CgH$s ~mV Zht H$aVm, Zm{H$ CgHo$
~Xm¡bV H$moB© emZ-emohmoaV MmhVm h¡Ÿ& Eogo OrdZe¡br H$s ^mdyH$ ImoO
_|, O~ A§{V_ g_` AmVm h¡, V~ dra ehrX ~Z OmVo h¡ Am¡a draJVr H$mo
àmá hmoOmVo h¡Ÿ&
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_m± Am¡a ^{º$^md haoH$ B§gmZ _| ñdm^m{dH$ hmoVm h¡; dmo {gIZm `m
{gImZm Zhr nS>VmŸ& AmIar gm±g VH$ CgH$s {h\$mOV H$aZm haoH$  ̂ maVr`
H$m \$O© hmoVm h¡Ÿ& Bgr H$maU {hÝXwñVmZ H$m haoH$ OZVm OZmX©Z ñd §̀godH$
_Z hr _Z _| XmohamVm h¡, ^maV _mVm H$s O`, O` qhXŸ&

We the seniors blessed with longer life spans in

freedom, instead of complaining about our well earned

aches and pains, shoulder responsibilities for our

forthcoming younger generations:

Recognize that each one of us senior citizen is a skilled

weaver of fabric on our hand loom. We have produced

beautiful fabric on our looms using threads spun out of

staple Indian culture. We have blended it with fiber spun

out of staple cotton, silk, and wool dyed with brilliant

colors derived from vegetable matter and

complemented with golden and silvery thread ( Oa ) as

necessary.

We have to pass on our passionate skills of handloom

weaving to the younger generations.  Passion for skills

and satisfaction with life is what we have to pass on.

We owe it to them in full measure.  In doing so, the

seniors and juniors share their gratitude to each other

as well as all ehrX (Martyrs) in the true spirit of life

expressed in two following lines of a commonly sung

^OZ :

Amo_ O` OJXre hao, ñdm_r O` OJXre hao,
Voam VwPH$mo An©U, Š`m bmJo _oam.....

^maV _| n¡Xm hþAm haoH$ BÝgmZ, ^maV ^m½` {dYmVm h¡Ÿ&
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haoH$ ehrX godm^md _| ndZnwÌ hZw_mZ VÎd _ohgyg hmoVm h¡Ÿ& ehrXm| H$s
Mmb Am¡a MbZ H$s `mXm|_|, h_| dm ỳ H$m Aohgmg hmoVm h¡Ÿ& dm ỳ OrdZ
H$m _ybVÎd h¡, Omo h_| hdm H$mo MbmZodmbo eº$s H$m Aohgmg {XbmVr h¡Ÿ&
Cg e{º$ê$n H$mo h_ qOXJr `m B©ídaVÎd g§~mo{YV H$aVo h¢Ÿ&
Please do not dilute or pollute this thought process with

your scientific knowledge of pressure differential

causing movement of air!

"E _oao dVZ Ho$ bmoJm|....' `h bVm _§JoeH$a Zo Jm`m hþAm AZ_mob JrV
h_mao ha ehrX Ho$ {bE EH$ gÝ_mZZr` Am¡a ^mdyH$ lÕm§Obr h¡, Omo ha
^maVr` H$mo n[a{MV h¡Ÿ&

D d D
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Bravery, Grief and Honor

The emotions of bravery, grief and honor are

spontaneous expressions and experiences.

After the brave warrior is mortally wounded on the

battlefield and falls to the ground, mother Earth soaks

up the spilled blood. From the very moment of leaving

the body, martyr is beyond the realm of human con-

sciousness.

Subsequently, the martyr's parents and widow receive

the mortal remains of the brave with soaked up

emotions that no one else can truly fathom and share

with them ever. The other relatives and friends make

fragile peace with time. The pain of a purposeful

journey that was abruptly ended cannot be easily

smoothed out with medals of honor or rewards, which

the martyr never expects.

There are tears of sadness and tears of joy.  Soaked up

tears and emotions coalesce, and gradually

find expression through individual passion for life.  Each

individual shares and expresses sense of grief and

gratitude for the martyr in different ways.

A Marty’s Mother grieves most and mourns silently.
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Mr. and Mrs Deo, with the photo of their son,

Late Mr. Major Surendra M. Deo.

Mrs. Ramabai Deo silently endured the loss of her son

for the rest of her life.  Under the gentle smile that she

often braved to wear, there was a depth of sadness that

only she could have fathomed and others could only

sense in a futile effort to console her.  She dealt with her

grief through diversion with her passion for writing.

Through her handwritten script, she communicated with

children of modern generations on various philosophical

thoughts in current context and suggesting the art and

techniques for putting them in practice.  She wrote :

_oam ß`mam nwÌ _oOa gwa|Ð Xod
Am¡a AÝ` dra

{OÝhm|Zo 1965 Ho$ {hÝX-nmH$ ẁÕ _| AmË_~{bXmZ go
AnZr _mV¥̂ y_r H$s ajm H$sŸ&

CZ g~Ho$ ñ_aUmW© `h boI An©U H$aVr hÿ±Ÿ&

_oao ß`mao ~ƒm|, AmO h_mar g~go ~S>r g_ñ`m Vmo `h h¡ {H$, h_mam
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eara gohV_§X _§X AZmO (nutritious food) {H$ H$_rgo H$_Omoa hmoVm
Om ahm h¡Ÿ& gmWhr gmW, h_mao _Z H$s Xw~©bVm h_| AYmoJVr Ho$ amñVo bo
Om ahr h¡Ÿ& {OgHo$ H$maU h_ AnZo gwI Am¡a g_mYmZ go {d_mo{MV hþE
h¡Ÿ&... see pages 69 to 104 in the book titled Seamless

Generations - AI§S> na§nam ( scribd.com ).

She also wrote the shortest letter in her life, which was

addressed to me in an aerogram soon after Surendra’s

death on the battlefield . That is also the shortest letter

that I have ever received in my entire life. At that time, I

was living in Saint Charles, Illinois, USA. The letter

read :

{à` gwaoe,
gwa|Ð Jobm.
AmB©

The above three lines expressed a whole world of

emotions.

Major Deo’s Father,  Mr. M. N. Deo, dealt with his grief

by engaging in his passion for teaching young minds.

He taught English in a few educational institutions in

Nagpur. He wrote a  book titled “What To Say In

English“, which was published by Surendra Enterprises

Publication and he personally marketed the book with

remarkable enthusiasm.

Surendra’s wife Anuradha (Neela) found expression

through vocal music, painting and managing her start up

private business, Surendra Gas Agency Pvt. Ltd. in

Nagpur.  She has managed the Agency successfully for
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the past fifty years. In the process, the Agency has been

awarded Nation’s best Customer Service Award for a

few consecutive years.

Martyr’s home town of Nagpur, mourned in its own

ways.
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The Nagpur Municipal Corporation honored its martyr

son by renaming the Dhantoli Park as Major Surendra

Deo Park, and naming two new upcoming subdivisions

of Nagpur as Surendranagar (gwa|Ð ZJa) and Deo Nagar

( Xod ZJa) respectively.

Our senior Aunt, Mrs Saraswatibai Deo was

empathetically taking complete care of her own autistic

child, Jayant, for the past thirty years.  With her noble

heart, she expressed her emotions for martyr Surendra

through her following poem written in Marathi  :
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Neela’s younger brother, Balkrishna Annigeri, was a

high school student at that time. He wrote it all

eloquently in the following eulogy  :
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The stark reality bears prompting that posthumous

awards and condolences for the Martyr console the

living.  When every member of the currently living 4-tier

generations have expired their respective life tenures,

the ever changing environment shall prompt and inspire

the forthcoming generations about the everlasting spirit

of self-sacrifice and unconditionally surrendering to the

wisdom of reality. The world moves on.

This composition is essentially about celebrating life

and living it purposefully; and not about mourning and

incapacitating ourselves.

In the abovementioned spirit of this book, I personally

reminisce on the birth of my younger brother Major

Surendra M. Deo and his son Ashwin Deo, whose

respective birth dates are coincidentally in the month of

September, barely two days apart. The son was born

first on 24th September, before his father was born on

26th September!

It is the birth of each one of our dear ones, that enables

us to experience their individual specific wisdom of life.

For these opportunities of life, we feel eternally grateful.
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Wife of Maj. Surendra Deo, Anuradha Deo.

D d D
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Cave and the Bat : Jw§\$m Am¡a M_JrXT>

gwa|Ð Am¡a _oam nhbo 10 gmb H$m ~MnZm, ~ñVa amÁ` Ho$ OJXbnya _|
JwOam (1932 _o 1942)Ÿ& AmO gZ 2015 _|, Hw$N> Yw§Xbrgr `mX Am
ahr h¡Ÿ& h_mao OJXbnya Ho$ Ka_|, am`nya go H$moB© _ho_mZ AmE hþE WoŸ&
CZHo$ station wagon _| h_ g~, XmoZm| n[adma, {H$gr OJh_| nwamVZ
J§\$mE§ XoIZo JE WoŸ& ò J§w\$mE§ Z§XZdZ _| O_rZ Ho$ ZrMo WrŸ& J§w\$m _| ZrMo
OmZo Ho$ {bE nËWa H$s gr{S>`m§ WrŸ& Cg dº$ _¢ Am¡a gwa|Ð Mma \w${Q>`m§
D§$Mo hm|JoŸ&

Jw§\$m _| {ga H$mo gåhmbH$a MbZm nS> ahm Wm, Š`m|{H$ Jw§\$m Ho$ A§Xa H$s
C§MmB© 4 go 8 \y$Q>H$s hm|JrŸ& Jw§\$m Ho$ A§Xa EH$X_ emZ Am¡a erVb
dmVmdaU WmŸ& {g\©$ nmZr Ho$ Hw$N> N>moQ>o PaZo ~hZo H$s _Ywa AmdmO| gwZmB©
Xo ahr WrŸ& Cg em§V Am¡a erVb dmVmdaU _| Hw$N> M_JrXT> CbQ>o Q>§Jo
hwE ZOa Am aho WoŸ& O_rZ Ho$ ZrMo hmoH$a ^rŸ& Xw{Z`m H$mo CbQ>o hmoH$a
XoIZo H$m CZH$m VarH$m XoIH$a _wPo AMaO bJ ahm WmŸ& Jw§\$m Ho$ A§Xa
H$m _mhmob _wPo AmO ^r _Z _| gm\$ {XI ahm h¡ Am¡a CgH$s em§VVm
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gwZmB© Xo ahm h¡.... _hgyg hmo ahm h¡Ÿ&

1966 gmb _| 4 _{hZo _| _hmamï´> Ho$ Ebmoam Jmd_| ahm WmŸ& Cg dº$ _¢
amoO AHo$bm em_ H$mo Ebmoam Jw§\$m VH$ n¡Xb Kw_Zo OmVm WmŸ& ò Jw§\$mE±,
O_rZ go D$na nhmS>m| _| ~ZmB© JB© h¢Ÿ& nhmS>m| _| H$bmH$mam| Zo Am¡a H$marJam|
Zo AX²̂ wV H$bmH¥$Vr {H$B© hþB© h¡Ÿ& em_ H$mo H$moB© Qw>[añQ> Zht hmoVo Am¡a Jw§\$m
H$m _mhmob, EH$X_ em§V hmo OmVm WmŸ& Cg em§VVm _|, H¢$. _wPo AHo$bm
ZOa AmVm WmŸ&

Jw§\$mAm| Ho$ A§Xa EH$ AdU©Zr` em§VVm H$m _mhmob _hgyg hmoVm h¡,
{Og_| h_ IwX H$mo Imo OmVo h¢; O¡go N>moQ>mgm ~mbH$, _m± H$s JmoX _|Ÿ&
Jw§\$mAm| H$s em§VVm _| Omo AdU©Zr` kmZ _hgyg hmoVm h¢, dmo BÝgmZ Zo
{bIo Y_©J«§Wm| _| AmOVH$ _hgyg Zht hþdmŸ&

Jw§\$mAm| _| M_JrXT> CbQ>o Q>§Jo Xw{Z`m H$mo AmP_mVo h¢Ÿ& em`X Bgr H$maU
`moJr erfm©gZ H$aVo h¢; Xw{Z`m§ H$mo CbQ>r Va\$ go AmP_m |̀Ÿ&

Bg Xw{Z`m _| {\$Q> (Fit) hmoZo Ho$ {bE haoH$ BÝgmZ N>Q>nQ>mVm h¡Ÿ&

gwZm h¡ {H$ AJa h_ Bg Xw{Z`m _| {\$Q> (Fit) Zht hmoVo, Vmo em`X h_
ghr amñVo na Mb aho h¢Ÿ&

D d D
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Unconsciousness

It was the third week of December,1984.  I was

admitted to the Good Samaritan hospital in Downers

Grove, Illinois for my well earned, open heart surgery.

Before wheeling me to the operation theatre, the doctor

administered a shot (an injection) and assured that it

would relax me.  It surely did.  Initially gradually and then

suddenly in a few minutes, I unwound completely.  In that

state of complete unconsciousness, there was no light,

no darkness, no sadness, no joy, no thought, no pain,

and I could not even have found myself.  But, I had not

died because I lived to write about it in 2015.  I feel

thankful to the modern technologies and medical

professionals for providing such effective techniques for

completely knocking me out.

On other four occasions during my earlier years, I have

passed out completely unconscious due to other

reasons, but not passed away.  Every time in the first

initial moments that I recovered back to conscious

awareness, I remember saying to myself, Oh shit, I am

back!  The unconscious state was so blissful and

beyond description.

As a result of these experiences, now I sense that real

death is an effortless transition to a state of nothingness

and beyond human consciousness.  Effort, pain and

suffering exist only upto the point of death.

A martyr ( ehrX ) rests in blissful peace with no luggage

and baggage of life.

D d D
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dVZ EH$ AÜ`mpË_H$ gmoM

ZrMo {XImE {MÌ _| H$bmH$ma Zo dVZ, VZ Am¡a _ZH$s EH$mJ«Vm H$m Ñí`
\$a_m`m _hgyg hmoVm h¡Ÿ& VZ, _Z Am¡a dVZ EH$ Xwgao _| g_m |̀ hþE h¢Ÿ&
{OgH$m {OH«$ › H$s ÜdZr Va§Jm| _| g_m`m h¢Ÿ& Îmgr Jhao ^md _| {Zdm©U,
EH$moH$ma, {ÌdoUr g§J_ BË`mXr ^md g_m OmVo h¢Ÿ& › Am¡a gVZ H$moB©

gmåàXmB©H$ Y_© ñWmnZm ZhtŸ& dVZ, h¡ EH$bm¡Vr AZŵ y{VŸ&

gd©ì`mnr A§V`m©_r Ñï>r - X¡dr gånXm - Revelation from within
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dVZ,
EH$ _wëI Zht, e¡aV Zht, O§J Zht
{g\©$ h_mar gmoM h¢, h_mar Agbr nhMmZ
Bg gmoM _| h_ gXm Sw>~o ahVo h¢, IwX H$mo nmZo
dVZ Zm _oam, Zm Voam, Zm Am¡a {H$gr H$m
{g\©$ EH$ AZŵ yVr, EH$ gmjmËH$ma
H$moB© eãX {~Zm, AmdmO {~Zm, gyÌ {~Zm
IwX H$s JhamB© _|, IwX go {~XmŸ&
dVZ, EH$ d¡pídH$ Am¡a gZmVZ gmoM,
Omo h_oem Wr,h¡ Am¡a ahoJrŸ&

h_ Bg {_Å>r go ~Zo, nbo, \y$bo, \$bo
Am¡a A§V_|, {\$ago Cgr_| dm{ng g_m OmE§
_Å>>r h_| H$~yb H$a boJrŸ&
Voam VwPH$mo An©U, Š`m bmJo _oamŸ&

D d D
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Audacity of Conscious Awareness

Does human life consciousness begin at the moment

an egg gets fertilized in Mother’s womb or at a later

date?  This vexing question defies any convincing

answer. One cannot Google the answer simply because

it does not have the incomparable cosmic intelligence.

Following is a snapshot of Major Surendra M. Deo’s

biographical sketch intertwined with my awareness of

him as my baby brother, barely two years younger than

me.

Early childhood

Surendra was born on 26 September, 1934 in Nagpur,

MP.  During 1934 to 1940, Surendra and I lived mostly

with our parents in Jagdalpur, Bastar State where our

father was Principal of Grigson High School.  Later for

two years, we lived in Dantewada, Bastar, where our

father was posted as Sub-divisional Officer (SDO).

During this period, our other three older siblings

(brothers, Satchit, Sudhakar and sister, Sarojini) lived in

Nagpur, MP with our maternal grandparents, Dr. and

Mrs Nakhare.

Surendra and I constantly shadowing each other.  Both

of us were tutored at home by our Mother since the only

elementary school leading up to the fourth grade was

inadequately staffed in Jagdalpur.  Learning at home

under the tender loving discipline of Mother was fun,

which provided a pleasant dimension to the process of
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learning.  Life in Bastar State also offered self enriching

exposure to the beauty of Nature with its lush green flora

and fauna, clean rivers, and innocent tribal people that

effortlessly blended together. Trekking through the lush

green forests provided a unique sense of harmony in its

boundless diversity.

The tribal people came to Jagdalpur from surrounding

rural villages every sunday to participate in the

marketplace they called Haat.  The weekly Haat was a

colorful social gathering throbbing with enthusiasm.

Watching the tribal people come to the central

marketplace, which was  locally identified as hmQ> / Jmoc
~Oma, carrying their produce in an overhead basket, and

in some cases in a bullock cart was a sight to behold.

With a natural effortless self-discipline, the tribals

walked in a single file formation, one behind the other,

all the way from their village to the bazaar in Jagdalpur.

They had the same single file formation as they returned

to their village at the end of the day.  Their innate sim-

plicity, pleasant demeanor and self discipline was very

admirable.
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Their walking to and from the weekly bazaar in single

file appeared like self-disciplined ants moving towards

a target.  Reminds us also of the Indian jawans

(soldiers) trekking with their weapons to and from a

battle zone.

High School years

Surendra and I gradually moved to Nagpur to continue

schooling for higher grades. From then on, all of us five

siblings stayed with our maternal grandparents, and

visited our parents in Jagdalpur and later in Dantewada

during summer holidays.

Surendra and I were admitted in fifth and sixth grade

respectively in the newly started Hadas High School in

Dhantoli, Nagpur.  At that time, it was new startup school

with only 5th, 6th and 7th Grades.  Mr. Hadas and his

family of four, lived on the same premises.  Two

 teachers taught the three grades, while Mr. N. S. Hadas

as the founder and Principal managed the school and

actively pursued expansion of school facilities to add

8th to 11th grades.  Following year, the school premises

were moved to a larger facility which was also located

in Dhantoli opposite the Patwardhan High School play

grounds.

Mr. Hadas was an intense man with an entrepreneurial

zest committed to educating and cultivating disciplined

young minds.  He had assembled very dedicated

teachers to teach under his ever watchful and equally

kind eyes.  Studying in Hadas High School was an

enjoyable experience in learning as well as in
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embracing self-discipline.  The students and teachers

were actively engaged with each other offering an

environment in which learning happens effortlessly.  That

seemed to be the dream of Mr. Hadas.

During 8th grade, Surendra was transferred locally to

Patwardhan High School at the suggestion of our eldest

brother and as a result he matriculated from there.

Subsequently, Surendra was admitted to the Science

College in Nagpur simply because his four older

siblings had also done the same thing.  At his age of 16

(1950) , Surendra was already dreaming of a career in

the Armed Forces, but was not quite sure about the

specifics.

During the early years after India’s independence in

1947, the search for a meaningful life career motivated

many youngsters to seek careers in National Defence

Services.  A commissioned rank in the forces was one

of the favorite choices.  After successfully competing in

a nationwide competitive screening, the youngsters

between the ages of 18 to 20 were admitted to the

National Defence Academy (NDA) in Dehradun for a full

four (4) years of army oriented training.  At that point, the

graduating cadet was commissioned as a 2nd

Lieutenant in the armed forces.  Army, Navy or Air force

were three choices available after successfully meeting

their respective requirements.

Snapshot of Surendra’s Age 20 to 30

As the rendezvous with destiny would have it, this would

be the last decade of Surendra’s life.
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Surendra visiting home while a cadet at NDA

The above picture shows Surendra (in jacket) along with

his three brothers Satchit, Sudhakar & Suresh.

Surendra went to Dehradun to join NDA at the age of

18. When he returned home after one full year, I noticed

that he had suddenly grown appreciably taller.

Approaching the outside wooden gate of our Nagpur

residence, he reached out over the gate with stretched

out arms and a broad smile to hug me. I said, welcome

home soldier!

Following is a pictorial snapshot of Surendra growing

up from age of 20 to 30. During the decade, we

witnessed a fast progression in Surendra from college

student to a sensitive and maturing person ever willing

and ready to take on responsibilities of life with a smile.
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Commissioned Officer Surendra Deo with Mother

During this entire period, we had a role model within the

larger Deo family who had distinguished himself in the

British Indian Army during the Second World  War

(1940-45).  He was our first cousin Major Madhav V.

Deo, whom we fondly addressed as Madhubhai.  was
British Raj at that time.  While engaged in action on the

Burma front against the Japanese onslaught headed

towards India, he was caught in an enemy ambush.  A

bullet had penetrated through his toe.  Scrambling out of

enemy fire, Madhubhai returned safely to his base.

Incapacitated for any further active duty in the military,
he was eventually transferred out of the Army bearing

the title of a Major and absorbed in the Indian

Administrative Services (IAS).  Later he had gone to

South Korea as a member of the Indian contingent

participating in the UN Peacekeeping mission.
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Surendra M. Deo in Army barrack

As a constantly maturing officer of the Armed Forces,

Surendra stood as tall as his self assured confidence.

During 1956-57, while I was working in Baroda,

Surendra was posted at Deolali Cantonment in

Maharashtra.  Both of us were bachelors at that time.

During an extended weekend in 1957, I visited

Surendra in Deolali Cantonment.  That Saturday, both of

us along with a few buddies of Surendra hung out at the

Officer’s Mess for several hours.  Overlooking the

beautiful lush green lawn, we sat in the verandah (patio)
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freely bull-chatting, snacking, and drinking beer.  The

binging continued until the invisible walls around me had

started rotating.  I tweaked Surendra that I was drunk

and he promptly assured that he will safely carry me

back to the barrack on the rear carrier of his bicycle;

which he did.  Within minutes after reaching the

barracks, both of us had dived into our beds around 5

PM on Saturday and remembered waking up around 9

AM on Sunday.  Getting pleasantly drunk, once in a

while, with your Buddy is lot of fun, especially if that

Buddy was your Buddy before starting to drink and

remains a Buddy after you sober up.  It certainly cannot

be the Bottle! Surendra was my Buddy and my baby

Brother rolled into one; in short my {OJaOmZ XmoñV.

Later in 1963 myself, Surendra, and his wife Anuradha

(Neela) were traveling from Mumbai to Nagpur in

Howrah Express train which was an overnight journey.

We were meeting after a gap of almost five years since

I was away in USA.  While in the train, as the next day

dawned approaching Akola station, we started talking

and catching up. During the conversation, Surendra

mentioned about a new song that Lata Mangeshkar has

sung live on January 27, 1963 in the presence of Prime

Minister Jawaharlal Nehru at the Ramlila Maidan in New

Delhi on account of Indian Republic Day celebrations.

The lyrics of the song that oozed out patriotic emotions

had every Indian pause and take note:

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=f7G9iQR5uyU

Eo _oao dVZ Ho$ bmoJm|; "O! the people of my country!"

Vw_ Iw~ bJmbmo Zmam
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ò eŵ  {XZ h¡, h_ g~H$m
bhoambmo {Va§Jm ß`mam
na _V ŷbmo gr_mna
dram| Zo h¡ àmU JdmE§
Hw$N> `mX CÝh| ^r H$abmo
Omo bm¡Q> Ho$ Ka Zm AmE§
E _oao dVZ Ho$ bmoJm|
Oam Am±I _o§ ^abmo nmZr
Omo ehrX hþE h¡ CZH$s
Oam `mX H$amo Hw$~m©Zr
Vw_ ŷb Zm OmAmo CZH$mo
Bg{bE gwZmo ò H$hmZr
Omo ehrX hþE h¡ CZH$s
Oam `mX H$amo Hw$~m©Zr

The patriotic song was written by Kavi Pradeep,

composed by C. Ramchandra and sung by Lata

Mangeshkar commemorating Indian soldiers that had

died during the Sino-Indian War.

This song that had received rave appreciation from

across the country had touched Surendra’s core as well.

Surendra sang the song for me in the train coupe with

audibly deep emotions.

Later during February of 1965, Surendra, me, Sudhakar

and our Brother-in-Law Datta Bhaiya had travelled from

Deolali Cantonment to Nasik to visit the holy sites in the

heart of the old city.  We were walking  through narrow

lanes towards the Godavari river ghats (embankments).
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By virtue of being a holy city, a long row of alm hopefuls

had lined up for receiving alms from the tourists.

Sudhakar and Dattubhya were walking up front while

Surendra and I were walking together a few steps

behind them.  One of the perceptive alms hopeful had

guessed rightly that Surendra and I were brothers.

Addressing us audibly, he called out "E ^JdmZ, `h am_
Am¡a bN>_Z H$s OmoS>r H$^r {~Ia Zm nmEŸ&' His voice had gently

touched our core.  Little did we realize at that time that

unfortunate coincidences within six months would

separate us.  The war with Pakistan broke out in Sep-

tember 1965 claiming Surendra.

Recently on 15 February, 2014  Usha, me and Deepak

visited Neela-Vivek Phadnis at their residence in

Nagpur along the Telankhedi forest preserve. Our family

friends Dr. Suhas Salpekar and his son Varun had also

joined us. During the get together, we glanced at the

conical fairing shell identical to the one fired from the

enemy aircraft that had fatally wounded Surendra on the

battlefield,  The conical copper shell was now empty of

all of its aggression.

During the evening at Meela-Vivek’s residence, we

tasted and toasted the wine labeled “Turning Point”

which is a product of Ashwin’s business enterprise

named TRINITY VINTNERS PVT. LTD. The spirit of the

term Trinity seems to suggest Nature’s Creation,

Preservation and Transformation, symbolizing the

audacity of of conscious awareness.

It is a blessed privilege for the opportunity of giving an

expression to Surendra’s life that was purposefully lived
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in a relatively short span of 30 years.

Concluding remarks for Surendra’s biographical sketch

may best be summarized by using his son Ashwin’s

communication with me in May 2014. Based on his own

life experiences, Ashwin wrote:

“ Faith is surely keeping me going in my endeavours

at the moment. Many a times it feels that I am a

candle in the wind. What this three year period has

also taught me, and to my utter surprise, is that man

can withstand much much more than he can ever

imagine!! The courage to stand up against adversities

is perhaps directly proportionate to the purposeful

passion in your heart."

Using Ashwin’s expression, it is tempting to add

“Braveheart fights adversaries of life with Purposeful

Passion.”

Expressing some pertinent and related thoughts in

Marathi :

OÝ_ ŷ_r AWdm OÝ_OZZrMr lÕmnyd©H$ godm H$arV, dmoÕm draJVrcm
àmá hmoVmo.
_amdo n[a lÕm-^º$s ê$nr Camdo; ho{M OrdZmMo, na_dra nm[aVmo{fH$.

Expressing some pertinent and related thoughts in

Hindi :

gyú_ ZO[a`mgo XoI| Vmo h_ nmVo h¢ {H$, haoH$ ehrX Ho$ OÝ_ B{Vhmg H$m
AmYmañV§̂  CgHo$ COm© e{º$ nahr AmYm[aV hmoVm h¡Ÿ& ehrX H$s C_« Zht
hmoVr; Ho$db C_«̂ a g§ñH$mam| H$s EH$ AmË_~m¡{ÕH$ gmoM hmoVr h¡Ÿ&
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Audacity of Conscious Awareness is a biography of the

brave within each one of us that meaningfully lives the

available lifespan while seeking its own true self-

identity.

Subconsciously, it seems that the core family traditions

seamlessly pass on like the DNA (biological identity).

Continuing the tradition of unconditionally offering

personal services to the welfare of fellow men, Maj.

Surendra  Deo’s son Ashwin volunteers his personal

services in his own ways. As an example, Ashwin sang

at Genesis Foundation's fundraiser 'CEOs Sing for their

Supper'

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GonSMtcATpk

Gratitude expresses itself through the receiver as well

as the giver. In the process both feel enriched and

blessed. It is not what we offer or receive, but how

graciously.....

D d D
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g\$a H$s `mX| Am¡a XmñVm±

dº$ : {hÝXwñWmZ Am¡a nm{H$ñVmZ Ho$ ~rM, gßQ>|~a 1965 H$s bT>mB©Ÿ&

Indo-Pakistani War of 1965 - Wikipedia, the free
encyclopedia
en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Indo-Pakistani_War_of_1965

50 gmb H$s g\$a Ho$ ~mX, AmO 2015 _| g~ ^maVr` h_mao ehrXm| H$s
`mX H$a ah| h¢, {OZHo$ OrdZ AmhþVr Ho$ ghmao h_mar AI§S> AmPmXr Am¡a
Xoe Ho$ gm§ñH¥${VH$ Va¸$s H$m Aohgmg Am¡a CgH$s Iwe~y _ohgyg H$a aho
h¡Ÿ&

aU ŷ_r na IwX H$m \$O© {Z^mVo hþE, {OZ dram|H$s bhþ ~h J`r, CZH$s
bhÿ Am¡a `mX| OÝ_OZZr YaVr g_oQ> boVr h¢Ÿ& ehrX hwE haoH$ dra H$s
_m±, nwÌHo$ ApñW`m| H$mo hWo{b`m| _| ñdrH$ma H$a Cg gw:I H$m ldU A¡a
{ZdmaU H$aVr h¡, Omo H$moB© ^r Xwgam B§gmZ AmO_m§ Zht gH$VmŸ& _m± Ho$
~Mo hþE C_« _|, Cg H$s Am±Im| H$s nwV{b`m| _| gXm XwI H$s N>Q>m Am¡a
JrbmnZ _hogyg hmoVm h¡Ÿ& ehrXm| Ho$ ~mH$s g~ [aíVoXma Am¡a {_Ì, dº$
H$s aâVma _| Xw:I H$m {ZdmaU Am¡a g_Pm¡Vm H$a boVo h¡Ÿ&
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gË`_od O`Vo H$s MoVmdZr Am¡a B§gm\$ _| nyam ^am¡gm aIH$a, ehrX hþE
dram| H$mo h_ g~ ^maVr`m| H$m ~ma ~ma Z_«Vm go àUm_Ÿ& CZHo$ h_ na MT>o
F$U, h_ H$^r bm¡Q>m Z nmE§JoŸ&

O§J hmoVo ah|Jo Am¡a dram|Ho$ MoVZm H$s Ádmbm, ehrXm| H$s `mXm| go gXm
gwbJVr ahoJrŸ&
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ZyVZ ^maV H$s OdmZ {nT>r`m| go EH$hr Cå_rX Am¡a àmW©Zm h¡ : qhXwñWmZ
AWdm ^maV `h AH$WZr` g{X`m|go Bg ŷ_r H$s gm§ñH¥${VH$ nhMmZ
ahr h¡Ÿ& BgHo$ _mÜ`_ go OrdZ H$m AmË_g_¥Õ VarH$m à{V{Z{YËd hmoVm
h¡Ÿ& `h ^maV, h_mao gm§ñH¥${VH$ F${f na§nam H$s A_yë` A_mZV h¡Ÿ& Bg
AmÜ`mpË_H$ AWdm AmË_~m¡{ÕH$ A_mZV H$mo, {h\$mOV go gåhmbo Am¡a
lÕmnyd©H$ Cgo AmO_mE± & Cgo AmË_gmV H$a|Ÿ&

Expressing the above thoughts in English: The innately

innovative culture of this land identified as India/

Hindustan, represents a self enriching way of life that

has survived and silently thrived in spite of multiple

foreign aggressions over the past 2,200 years.

Experience it in daily life to enrich yourselves. This

land’s cultural identity is Bharat.

I had requested my nephew Raghavendra Garde, Wing

Commander (Retd) for an outline of the Oath of Alle-

giance of Indian Armed Forces. He furnished the

following pertinent information :
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Mama,

Yes. We had to take an oath of allegiance to the

constitution of India, to the Service, to superiors and

put country, then the Service interests, then men

placed under us before self interest. The oath was

administered first on enrollment and every year on Air

Force day (08 Oct) in a parade of all personnel on the

Station/Unit. Similarly it is for the Army and Navy. I do

not have the full wording of the entire document.

Maybe I will get it from the Net. I presume it must be

the same for all the three services. The Army and the

Navy must be doing it on their respective raising days.

Yes, it is both in Hindi and English.

While in the Air Force service I, like any one of my

service mates am subject to Air Force Act in addition

to the Law of the Land such as the Indian Penal code.

Similar is the case for Army and Navy.

The President of India is the Supreme Commander of

the Armed Forces in India. My Parchment

Commission is signed by the then President Dr. S

Radhakrishnan as per custom.

Very detail answer covering more ground than you had

asked for, I suppose

Raghavendra

It seems that the essential spirit of the above Oath of

Allegiance bonds every citizen of the land that is fondly

referred to as h_mam dVZ.
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h_mam dVZ Ho$db h_mar OÝ_^y_r ZhtŸ& Bg OÝ_^y_r go OwS>r hþB©
g§ñH¥$Vr na AmYm[aV OrdZe¡br Am¡a gä`Vm H$s nhMmZ h¡; {Og_|
d¡pídH$ gmoM ~wZr hþB© h¡Ÿ& `h d¡pídH$ gmoM gm§àXmB©H$ Y_© ê$n Zht,
Ho$db AmË_kmZ Am¡a AmË_~moY H$s AZŵ yVr h¡Ÿ&

Bg dVZ Ho$ {_Å>rgo hr ~Zm Am¡a nbm haoH$ BÝgmZ ^maV aËZ h¡Ÿ&

AnZr AnZr gmoM aIVo hþE, h_ g~ ^maVr` _Zmog§H$ën Am¡a g_PXmar
go OwS> OmE±, Vmo O_rZ Am¡a Amg_mZ go h_mam Omo Hw$XaVr [aíVm h¡, Cgo
AmO_m§ nmE§JoŸAm¡a IwXHo$ Agbr nhMmZ H$s AZŵ yVr (inner realiza-

tion) nm gH|$JoŸ&

^maV Ho$ haoH$ ZmJ[aH$ H$m dVZ EH$hr h¡, Mmho dh Jmoam, H$mbm `m
browny Mm°H$boQ>r hmo, Jar~ `m A_ra, I§Xo go I§Xm bJmH$a, H$X_
H$X_ ~T>mE§ Om, {ZS>a hmoH$a, qOXJr Ho$ _wpíH$bmo§ H$m gm_Zm H$aZodmbm
haoH$ ^maVr`, Jd© go bbH$maVm h¡, "O` qhX, O` qhX'.....

O` qhX ò AmO_mZo H$m öX` Kmof h¡, Ho$db ImoIbm Zmam Zm hmoŸ& Q´>H$ Ho$
nrN>o {bIm, "_oam ^maV _hmZ !' `h N>moQ>o ~ƒm| O¡gr »dmB©e h¡Ÿ&

h_ g~H$m _m{bH$, {g\©$ EH$Ÿ& `h ^maV Ho$ AmYw{ZH$ OdmZm| H$m AmXoe
_hgyg hmoVm h¢Ÿ& Cgr_| h_ g~H$s Am¡a Xoe H$s ^bmB© h¡Ÿ&

For the reader of ebook version of this book, following

is a link to the song from 1968 movie titled Xw{Z`m -
Duniya. This song has a pertinent subtle message " ò
YaVr h¡ qhXwñWmZ H$s....'

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Z49Eg4xjvDM
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This movie was produced subsequent to the

Sino-Indian war of October 1962 and then the Indo-Pak

war of Sept. 1965.

D d D
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Zero Mile & Center Point

Zero Mile Marker @ Nagpur

The Zero Mile referred on the cover title of this book

connotes the geographic, multi-ethnic and multilingual

center of India, Nagpur.  My younger brother Major

Surendra M. Deo was born on 24th September 1934 at

our maternal Grandparent’s residence in Dhantoli,

Nagpur, and this is where ultimately his mortal remains

were honorably returned by Indian Armed Forces soon

after he was killed in action on 16th September 1965

during the Indo-Pak war.  With this experience, the

ideas identified as dVZ and Zero Mile are held close to

our family’s heart consciousness.  The Logo

imprinted on a porcelain mug expressed the associated

emotions “Home comes the Warrior -  à{Vjm ”.

Every family that loses a brave in the battlefield of life

shares the same excruciating pain that penetrates to

the bare realities of life.
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In a similar sense, Ground Zero of the 9-11 bombing of

Twin Towers in New York, and 26-11 (2008) terrorist

attack in Mumbai have  become symbolic of  a space in

the consciousness of people on either side of a human

conflict and tragedy. There is no winner on either side

because both sides lose so much. Material losses are

relatively easily regained.

In this book, Zero Mile is also symbolic of the unfathom-

able distance and time lapse or gap between:

D Finite and the infinite, earth and the sky, creator

and its creation.

D Beauty of a flower and its fragrance.

D A mother’s affection for its offspring.

D Life and death, bravery and martyrdom.

D Us and the mirage that we chase constantly.

D Rainbow and reality, knowledge and wisdom.

D Spontaneous outburst and resulting expansion of

Cosmos ( g¥ï>r ) outwards into dimensionless outer

space, then collapsing back after a time into its

core with infinite density where time, distance and

space cease to exist ; subsequently re emerging

with  the same cycle of explosion, expansion and

implosion, which has been symbolized in intro

spective Hindu philosophy by the sound vibration

(ÜdZr Va§J ) and symbol of Om (›). It is beyond

the tools of scientific investigations. It is an intro

spective inner experience of self enlightened Mas

ters, In a simplistic sense, it may be comprehended

as the trinity of creation, preservation and trans

formation in an unending cyclic pattern.

Modern Physicists are studying, modeling and
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theorizing just one known cosmic explosion and

resulting expansion currently in cosmic process that has

been identified as the Big Bang!  Googled information

about the Big Bang reveals “Modern measurements

place this moment at approximately 13.8 billion years

ago, which is thus considered the age of the universe.

After the initial expansion, the universe cooled

sufficiently to allow the formation of subatomic particles,

and later simple atoms. Giant clouds of these primordial

elements later coalesced through gravity to form stars

and galaxies…..”

With the scientific tools of measurements of mass, time

and distance, Physicists hope to fathom the distance

between knowledge  and  reality culminating in a

mathematical equation.

The art and science of Introspection and Physics are

separate but complementary disciplines desiring to

experience the truth and reality of existence itself.

It should be clear that ›  is not a word, a religion, nor

the name of any perceived God or deity. It is a self

revealing symbolism used for the sound put out by vocal

cord or uttered silently in meditative contemplation. It

aids in tuning individual consciousness with the univer-

sal consciousness of all-inclusiveness, non-duality and

harmony. In another figure of speech, Om, ›,  is a

›
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Holdall of our conscious awareness.

Time and space are borderless, and yet the mind

chooses to enslave itself.  The emotional concept of

God, up above the world so high, seems to be a naive

idea (no offense to anyone) is running out of its time and

space. Creator and creation are reflections of each

other; no one came first !

Due to its innate nature, female amongst all living
species has a superior level of self enriching and
evolved life consciousness. There is no Conscious-O-
Meter to check it !

For the human species, the word Female includes the
word Male, which makes each one of us complete;

stated Usha Deo in her recently published book titled “

Many Faces of Women “.
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Becoming a completely self contented being is the

ultimate silent aspiration of every human, which

ultimately surfaces as an inner revelation without a

word…..wrote Dr. P. G. Nakhare in the book Seamless

Generations / AI§S> na§nam  (www.scribd.com).

The term Zero Mile is also symbolic of the unfathomable
distance between the Earth, source of our very
existence and our heart that beats automatically to the
universal rhythm. The word “heart” in its essence here,
refers to the living consciousness within each one of us
that is always in total harmony with the universe and its
rhythm as reflected in the spirit of above painting.

D d D
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dVZ : Gaga Land

Colloquially, a land of imagination is referred as the

Gaga Land or a Twilight Zone. Each one of us is an

immigrant on plannet Earth holding a temporary Visa.

dVZ is an idea that can be held as far or as close as

possible to our heart consciousness. It is pregnant with

possibilities of interpretations depending on the Indian

regional language and the context in which it is used;

bringing forth a rich pretoria of conscious awareness.

Any effort to translate dVZ (vatan) into English  bears

unpredictable consequences. In one context, dVZ
implies motherland or the land of birth.

IwX Ho$ C_« Am¡a AZŵ dm| Ho$ AmYmana, dVZ eãX Ho$ ^md hmoVo h¢, haoH$
^md H$m AbJ a§J _hgyg hmoVm h¡Ÿ& ~MnZ _| gwZo hþE JmZona AmYm[aV,
dVZ Ho$ ^md Am¡a gmoM H$m {OH«$ {H$`m h¡, Omo ZrMo àñVwV h¡ :

_N>br h¡, ObH$s amZr
OrdZ {OgH$m h¡ nmZr
hmW bJmAmo, S>a OmEJr
~mha {ZH$mbmo, _a OmEJr

OdmZr H$s C_« _|, dVZ `mZo _mV¥̂ y{_ `m OÝ_ ŷ_r ^md hmoVm h¡Ÿ& {H$gr
H$s OÝ_^y_r CZgo N>rZ {bB© OmVr h¡, O¡go qhXwñWmZ _wëIgo qgY,
n§Om~, ~§Jbm Am¡a _mZg gamoda {N>Zo `m {~N>S> JEŸ& AHo$bm B§gmZ
B{Vhmg H$mo ~Xb Zhr nmVm, {\$a ^r Z`m B{Vhmg ~ZmZo H$s {hå_V
aIVm h¡Ÿ& dVZ, h_mao OrdZ H$m _ŠgX, EH$hr ahVm h¡; O¡go _m± H$m
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dmËgë` Am¡a öX`Ÿ&
Xoe H$m haoH$ OdmZ AmP_mE§, H$s qhXwñWmZ _oam dVZ Am¡a _oao {gZo H$m

ŷ _Ü`Ÿ& dVZ OrdZ H$m {ZemZm, EH$ Jhar gmoM, {Og_| h_ g~, EH$
Xwgao go OwS> OmE±Ÿ& dVZ, EH$ AmÜ`mpË_H$ gmoM h¡, Omo hanb _ohgyg
hmoVr h¡Ÿ&

h_mao dVZ Ho$ Am¡a öX` Ho$ ~rM, h_oem AWm§J XyarH$m \$mgbm (un-

fathomable distance) _hgyg hmoVm h¡Ÿ&

dVZ H$s gmoM h_oem gMoV OmJê$H$Vm _| _m¡OyX hmoVr h¡Ÿ& h_mao dVZ Am¡a
~XZ Ho$ ~rM, dh Mw§~H$s` AmH$f©U (Magnetic attraction) Am¡a
JwéËdmH$f©U (Gravitational pull) O¡gr e{º$`m± h¡, Omo h_oem h_| CgH$s
Amoa qIMVr ahVr h¡ Am¡a gmW hr gmW h_mao A§Xa ^r g§Mm[aV ê$n_|
_m¡OyX h¡Ÿ&

Normally one does not get to choose  mother, mother

tongue, and motherland separately, because all three

come as a complete package. Mother tongue is the

language of tender loving care.

AmÜ`mpË_H$ gmoM _|, dVZ H$mo joÌ H$hm J`m h¡ Am¡a joÌ H$mo XoIZodmbm
joÌk hmoVm h¡Ÿ& Bg Ñï>r go, h_mam ~XZ joÌ h¡, Am¡a Cgo MbmZodmbr
MoVZmeŠVr joÌk hmoVr h¡Ÿ& Bgr gmoO H$mo AmJo ~T>mH$a, h_mar Am±Io
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Xw{Z`m joÌ H$mo XoIVr h¡ Am¡a h_mar Am±Im| H$mo Ñï>r XoZodmbr eº$s joÌk
h¡Ÿ& Eogr gmoM H$mo `moJ-g§̀ moJ go AmO_mZm hmoVm h¡Ÿ& Bgr H$mo A§V`m©_r
XT>ï>r H$h gH$Vo h¡Ÿ& {edeº$s H$s {Vgar Am±I, Bgr Ñï>r H$m g§Ho$V
{XbmVr h¡Ÿ&

h_mao {Xb _| dVZ Am¡a _mV¥̂ y_r H$s OwJb~§Xr h¡Ÿ& dVZ, EH$ Jhar gmoM
H$m n{dÌ joÌ _hgyg hmoVm h¡, h_mao gm§ñH¥$>{VH$ gmoM H$s, gZmVZ
nhMmZ h¡Ÿ&

A sacred or holy place is a destination in our conscious

awareness that can only be reached by riding on the

silent waves of devotion. Devotion is all about

becoming devoid of ourself.

Martyrs graciously leave behind the most precious

message of life signifying individual freedom and pride

in self for leading a purposeful life.

Befitting the purpose of writing this composition titled

"dVZ- Gaga Land', the lyrics and music of following

Hindi song from the 1948 movie ehrX (Shaheed), pays

tributes to the Martyrs and their ever lasting spirit :

dVZ H$s amh _| dVZ Ho$ Zm¡OdmZ ehrX hmo
nwH$maVo h¡ ò O_rZ hmo Amg_mZ ehrX hmoŸ&

ehrX Voar _m¡V hr Voao dVZ H$s qOXJr
Voar bhÿ go OmJ CR>oJr Bg M_Z _| qOXJr
{Ib|Jo \y$b Cg OJh H$s Vy Ohm§ ehrX hmo, dVZ H$s....
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Jwbm_ CR> dVZ Ho$ Xwí_Zm| go B§VH$m_ bo
Bgo AnZo XmoZm| ~mOwAmo§ go I§Oam| H$m H$m_ bo
M_Z Ho$ dmñVo M_Z Ho$ ~mJdmZ ehrX hmo, dVZ H$s.....

nhmS> VH$ ^r H$mnZo bJo Voao OyZyZ go
Vy Amg_mZ no B§H$bm~ {bI Xo AnZo IyZ go
O_rZ Zhr Voam dVZ h¡ Amg_mZ ehrX hmo, dVZ H$s....

dVZ H$s bmO {OgH$mo Wr AOrO AnZr OmZ go
dmo Zm¡OdmZ Om ahm h¡ AmO {H$VZr emZ go
Bg EH$ OdmZ H$s ImH$ na ha BH$ OdmZ ehrX hmo, dVZ H$s....

h¡ H$m¡Z IweZgr~ _mZ H$s {OgH$m ò {MamJ h¡
dmo IweZgr~ h¡ H$hm ò {OgHo$ ga H$m VmO h¡
A_a dmo Xoe Š`m| Zm hmo H$s Vy Ohm§ ehrX hmo, dVZ H$s....

The music and lyrics of an equally engaging song

encapsulate the meaning and feeling of dVZ. It is

presented in the following link:

www.youtube.com/watch?v=oiWVSYUT28c

Maati maati main, maati maati tu

Maati-maati main, maati-maati tu

Mati kaaya hai tan, mati hai harshu

Mati se sab aaya hai, sab mati me mil jaayega

Kudrat hai pagla,

kumhar jaane kaisa ghada banaayega

Kudrat ki karni ko tu kaahe samjhe bhul hai

Oh mati ke insa kehde jhute tere ushul hain
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Maati ko seene se laga kehde,

Mati mujhe kabul hai

(Mati mujhe kabul hai)

Meri maati mujhe kabul hai

Mati-mati main, mati-mati tu

Mati-mati main, mati-mati tu

Mati kaaya hai tan, mati hai harshu

Har saaj naye sur ka tha yahaan

Geeton ki bharmar hai

Har geet dil ko chu jaayega

Soch mein jo thoda pyar hai

Kudrat pe kasta lagaam

Ye kaisa tera junoon hai

Apna le maati mann mein re

Yeh nafrat teri fizool hai

Mati ko seene se laga ke kehde,

Mati mujhe kabul hai

(maati mujhe kabul hai)

Meri mati mujhe kabul hai

Maati-maati main, maati-maati tu

Maati-maati main, maati-maati tu

Mati kaaya hai tan, mati hai harshu

Mati mati main, mati mati tu

Maati maati main....

Maati maati tu.....

D d D
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Vibrations

Vibrations are silently audible emotions.

The following poem is mirroring the feelings of Ashwin

S. Deo, who lost his Father at the age of 11 months

during the Indo-Pak war of September 1965 :

My heart sings out the vibrations effervescing from

within.

It seems that I have wandered off,

Feeling a bit lonely and distanced.

There, in that direction, way out yonder,

Photo - Ashwin Surendra Deo, Born 24 September, 1964

Lives my dear soulful Fascination of consciousness,

In a simple thatched roofed cottage.

To get there, I tread in wooded land on narrow footpaths,

Through thick blades of grass, bushes, and tall trees,
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Silently witnessing and listening to creatures of all kinds,

Creatures happily singing their own tunes.

Then comes along a Turning Point,

A majestic Banyan stands at the corner.

As I turn, I will see the abode of my loving Fascination

The soul of my conscious awareness,

Passionately expecting  to embrace and reunite.

Whenever I sing, I often feel the vibrations,

My Mother advising “Always remember your roots”

My Father writing in his last letter to me,

“Ashwin, always take good care of your Mother and

yourself.”

My Father, barely 31, died on the battlefield,

Just one week before my first birthday,

Defending honor of  Motherland as he had vowed.

D d D
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Martyr's Memories :  ehrX H$s `mX|

Each individual is a biography of his/her own conscious

awareness, which is an integration of  individual

specific DNA; biological and emotional identity,

childhood upbringing (g§ñH$ma), and varied life

experiences while growing up.

^maVr` g§ñH¥$Vr _| BZ {dMmam| H$mo Xwgao T>§J go g_mH$a AmO_m`m h¡Ÿ&
h_mao qOXJr H$s g\$a, h_mao H$_© Am¡a Y_© g§̀ moJ H$s h¡Ÿ& haoH$ BÝgmZ
H$mo, IwXHo$ d¡pídH$ nhMmZ H$s (universal identity) gXm Mmh hmoVr
h¡Ÿ& h_mar qOXJr, AH$WZr` OÝ_ Am¡a nwZO©Ý_m| H$s g\$a h¡Ÿ& Bg
VÎdkmZ H$mo {~Zm g_Po Am¡a AmO_mE§, A§YlÕmby IwX H$s _yT>Vm Am¡a
gX²̂ mdgo H$ho OmVo h¡, "g_` AmZona Omo hmoZm hmoVmh¡, dhr hmoVm h¡Ÿ& g~
^JdmZ H$s H¥$nmŸ&' ha BÝgmZ Ho$ gmoM H$m ZO[a`m AbJ hmoVm h¡; dmo IwX
OmZo Am¡a AmO_mE§, H$m¡Zgr R>rH$ Am¡a H$m¡Zgr JbV. Bg dº$ _|, Omo
BÝgmZ Ohm§ h¡, dhr ghr hmoVm h¡Ÿ&

Our thoughts condense into our actions and

consequential progression of conscious awareness;

wrote my mother in the book Seamless Generations

(scribd.com).

What prompts a brave on the battlefield during the last

moments of life to tender own precious life will never be

known because the Martyr - ehrX never speaks again.

ehrX H$s `mX| hmoVr Zht, Š`m|{H$ draJVr H$mo àmá hmoZo Ho$ ~mX dmo H$^r
~mV H$aVm ZhtŸ& {g\©$ H$m_`m~ hmoH$a, h_oem Ho$ {bE em§V hmo OmVm h¡Ÿ&
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_oam N>moQ>m ^mB© _oOa gwa|Ð Xod, 1965 _| qhX-nmH$ H$s O§J _| H$m_`mX
hmoH$a draJVr H$mo àmá hmo J`mŸ& h_ Mma ^mB© Am¡a EH$ ~hZ _|go, AmO
2015 _|, 50 gmb Ho$ ~mX, _¢ AHo$bm qOXm ah J`m hÿ±Ÿ& CgH$s O§J H$s
`mX| gwZmZo.... CgH$s gmoM _|Ÿ&

gwa|Ð Am¡a _oar C_« _| Ho$db Xmo gmbH$m \$H©$ WmŸ& h_mar 18 gmb H$s C_«
VH$ h_ XmoZm§ OwJb~§Xr ^md go gmWhr gmW nboŸ& ~S>o ^mB© Ho$ ZmVo, _wPo
Aohgmg hmoVm Wm O¡go, _oam EH$ \o$\$S>m gwa|Ð Ho$ ~XZ _| ~gm Wm, Am¡a
CgH$m EH$ \$o\$S>m _oao ~XZ _| WmŸ& Bgr H$maU, AmO _¢ gwa|Ð Ho$ qOXJr
Ho$ AmIar 16 {XZm| H$m H$WZ H$aZo H$s Moï>m H$a ahm hÿ±Ÿ&

1965 gmb _|, {gV§~a _{hZo H$s ewédmV WrŸ& _¢ 10 {XZ H$s Nw>Å>r _ZmZo
ZmJnya eha _| _oao Ka Am`m Wm, Ohm§ _oam OÝ_ hþAm h¡Ÿ& OÝ_ OZZr H$s
gmoM Am¡a `mX| gXm IrM H$a h_| nwH$maVr h¢Ÿ& _oar nËZr AZwamYm Am¡a
h_mam EH$bm¡Vm nwÌ Am{œZHw$_ma XmoZm| nyZm _| [aíVoXmam| go {_bZo JE WoŸ&
Cg dº$ Am{œZ H$s C_« Ho$db 11 _{hZo H$s WrŸ& h_ g~ ~ohX Iwe WoŸ&

ZmJnya _| _¢ _oar ZmZr, _mVm-{nVm Am¡a ~hZ-~hZmoB© Ho$ gmW Wm Am¡a
~MnZ Ho$ {_Ìm| go {_bZo _| Iwe WmŸ& _oao Nw>Å>r H$m Am¡a {gV§~a _{hZo H$m
nhbmhr hám WmŸ&

3 {gV§~a, _¢ Ka Ho$ nmg, hoaboH$a n[adma _| Jnen bJm ahm WmŸ& BVZo
_o ao{S>Amo go I~a \y$Q>r {H$, "nm{H$ñVmZ Zo qhXwñWmZ na AmH«$_UH$mar
h_bm H$a {X`m h¡Ÿ& g~ \$m¡Or AmX_r, Omo Nw>Å>rna h¢, do \$m¡aZ AnZo
AnZo ẁ{ZQ> H$mo [anmoQ> H$a|Ÿ&' _oao _Z _o nhbm {dMma Am`m {H$ _wPo [anmoQ>©
H$aZodmbo g~ OdmZ _oar amh VmH$ ah| hm|JoŸ& Cg g_`, _¢ _oOa H$s dXu
Am¡a {Oå_oXm[a`m| H$mo AXm H$a ahm WmŸ&
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AmH$medmUr H$s I~a gwZVo hr _¢ \$moaZ Ka nhþ§MmŸ& g~H$mo Bg J§̂ ra
g_mMma H$s I~a {~Obr O¡go nhw§M MwH$s WrŸ& nhbo K§Q>o _| _oam _Z J§̂ ra
hmoH$a Š`m gmoM ahm Wm, `o _wPohr nVm Wm, na _hgyg Zm hþAmŸ& 6
{gV§_a H$mohr, g~n[adma go {~Xm boH$a, GT train boH$a {X„r Am¡a _oao
ẁZrQ> H$s Amoa _¢ Mb nS>mŸ& ZmJnya Ho$ aoëdo ñQ>oeZ go Q´>oZ ewê$ hmoVo hr,

gmar Xw{Z`m eyÝ` O¡gr _hgyg hmo ahr WrŸ& _oao g~ Am§gy _oam {Xb A§Xa
hr A§Xa {nE Om aho WmŸ& _oar nyar gmoM,  O§J H$s [a`mgV ~Z MwH$s Wr,
{Og_| _¢ H$m¡Z hÿ±, BgH$m I`mb hr Zht Am`mŸ& dVZ H$s {Oå_oXmar
_hgyg hmoH$a, nyao ~XZ _| EH$ AZOmZr MoVZmê$nr ñ\y${V© g_m JB©Ÿ&

9 {gV§~a - _oao ẁ{ZQ> _| nhþ±MVo hr, O§J H$s J§̂ raVm H$m A§XmO {_bmŸ&
O§J _| Hw$XZo Ho$ nhbo, _¢Zo Am{œZ Ho$ Zm_go EH$ {MÇ>r {bIr Am¡a h_mao

Maj. Surendra M. Deo (Sep. 1934 - Sep. 1965)
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ẁ{ZQ> Ho$ nmoñQ> go _ob H$a {XB©Ÿ& Cg nÌ _| _¢Zo {bIm, "{à` Am{œZ, IwX
H$m Am¡a _m± H$m gXm AÀN>r Vah go I`mb aIZmŸ&'

_oao qOXJr Ho$ AmIar {XZm| H$s Yw§Xbr gr `mX| h¢Ÿ& _¢, _oao gmWr Am¡a
h_mar Artilliery Battery, h_ g~ {g`mbH$moQ> goŠQ>a Ho$ ao{JñVmZ _|
_m¡OyX WoŸ& h_mam EH$mJ« Ü`mZ EH$hr Wm; Xwí_Z Ho$ haH$Vm| H$s hbMb
na {ZJmh|Ÿ&

16 {gV§~a - CZ {XZm| _|, Pak Air Force had Sabre and 104

Sabre fighter aircrafts. CZHo$ Xmo (2) Sabre fighters Zo h_mar
artillery position H$mo R>mZ {b`m Am¡a gdmb-Odm~ H$s O§J Mmby Wr,
CVZo _| AMmZH$ EH$ fighter plane Zo _oao nrR> na AMyH$ {ZemZm
bJm`m Am¡a Cggo {ZH$bm EH$ shell _oao nrR> _| KwgVo hr _¢ ~ohmoe hmo
J`mŸ& CgHo$ ~mX Š`m hþAm ò h_mar Artillery Battery Am¡a gmWr`m| H$mo
hr nVm h¡Ÿ& Š`m|{H$ _¢ CgHo$ ~mX {\$ago H$^r OmJ Zhr nm`m.....

D d D
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Duet : OwJb~§Xr

Two artists performing together is a duet. Two or more

may be classified as an orchestra. Both terms are

symbolic of harmonious coordination and not a

competition. It is a thirsty desire of artists for harmony.

Balance between two or plural natural forces represents

the essence of Cosmos and its creation with built-in

harmony.  It is the union identified by the sanskrit term

Yoga (`moJ).

EH$ AW© go, OwJb~§Xr `mZo Xmo dmÚm| H$m, `m H$bmH$mam| H$m g§Vw{bV
gya.

The interrelationship in duet and duality between natural

forces simultaneously expresses itself through  various

common life expressions including mother and child,

male and female, two siblings, exchange of breath (life

energy) between humans and plants, teacher and

taught. Unfortunately, the naive idea embraced and

called God has fractured humanity during the past 5000
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years instead of promoting unity and harmony.

The above thoughts express themselves  in  Hindi  as

follows "OwJb~§Xr EH$ ñnYm© Zht hmoVr ~pëH$, d¡{œH$ Û¡V (dual)

ñdê$n Ho$ _mÜ`_ go AÛ¡V (non dual) VÎdH$s AZŵ yVr hmoVr h¡Ÿ& OwJb~§Xr
`mZo Xmo dmÚm| H$m, Z¥Ë` H$bmH$mam| H$m AWdm Jm`H$m| H$m g§Vw{bV gya.'

Some of our childhood memories,  involuntarily

telescope into an Orchestra as narrated below.

The very word Orchestra triggers on our mental screen

images of a gorgeous music hall, a Conductor on the

stage directing and coordinating a group of artists,

playing their respective instruments, with sincere

intention for harmoniously playing a chosen musical

composition.

During the 3-month summer vacations of 1942 to 1945,

we five siblings visited our parents in Dantewada,

Bastar State. During the school session, all five of us

stayed with our maternal grandparents at Nagpur,

Madhya Pradesh to pursue our education. Dantewada

was a very small rural place then, contained within 2-3

square mile area.Situated at the junction of Shankhini

and Dunkini rivers, it was surrounded by thick and lush

green vegetation. From our residence in Dantewada,

we walked barely one mile to cross the river and find

ourselves in thick forest.

In the total absence of electricity and associated

luxuries of life, Dantewada had its unique aura of

quietness and peace of predictable daily life.  Every

day, our whole family would take an early evening walk
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in the forest across the river. Trekking along skimpy

walking trails ( nJS>§S>r/nm`dmQ> ) in the forest, we enjoyed

collecting samples of flowers, berries ( {MamoOr )  and

fruits (Am_, Om_, Om_yZ/Om§̂ io) along the walkways.

Invariably on weekends, due to our father’s day off from

office, we would go for an extended 2-3 hour early

morning walk in the forest after morning tea. In the

forest, we explored uncharted paths just for the fun of it.

It seemed like a rendezvous with Mother Nature and its

different paths sprinkled liberally with a warm feeling of

family togetherness.

One day as we were wandering deep in the thick of the

woods, our father suggested that all of us sit down

quietly for a few minutes and listen to the numerous

interesting sounds around us. We all did and in those

silent moments, we heard the Orchestra of Nature

directed by a seemingly invisible Conductor. There

were innumerable audible sounds of creatures, birds,

wind rustling and whistling through trees and dry leaves

sprinkled on the ground, In that comfortable steadiness,

we could even hear our heart beats, and feel the

automatic rhythm of our own breath. Totally devoid of

any other human around us at that time, each one of us

seemed to have experienced the unique feeling of

becoming totally devoid of our own selves.

All seven of us (parents and we five siblings) were

listening to the Orchestra of Nature while sitting

comfortably in the naturally air conditioned gorgeous

and roofless green auditorium. In those surrounding

moments, we seemed to sense a soulful relationship
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with all elements of Mother Nature. Expressed in Hindi

"Bg nyao _mhmob Ho$ gmW h_mam EH$ Hw$XaVr [aíVm _hogyg hmo ahm WmŸ&'
CZ dfm] _|, h_ g~ go N>moQ>m gwaoÝÐ H$s C_« 6 go 9 gmb H$s WrŸ&

16 {gV§~a 1965 H$mo _oOa gwaoÝÐ Xod H$h ahm h¡, {H$ AmO _oar C_« 30
gmb H$s h¡Ÿ& BVZo dfm] Ho$ ~mX ^r, {g`mbH$moQ> Ho$ ao{JñVmZ _|, nm{H$ñVmZ
go O§J b‹T>Vo hþAo ^r, _wPo X§Vodm‹S>m O§Jb _§o$ Hw$XaVr OwJb~§Xr H$m
Ahgmg hmo ahm h¡Ÿ&

Note - Major Surendra M. Deo breathed his last on 16th

September, 1965 on the Sialkot Sector during the

Indo-Pak war.

D d D
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Gratitude

Humanitarian as well as the national spirit of life silently

and constantly extends its sincere gratitude and

appreciation for:

B Every martyr of the land that sacrifices life

unconditionally for purposeful purposes.

B Every individual that lovingly cooks and feeds the

family daily in the household kitchen.

B Every dedicated service provider that fills a need

wherever there is a need.

True service is provided unconditionally in any situation

irrespective of the resources at hand and without

expecting any returns. In this true spirit of life,  the

receiver as well as the provider, both feel blessed; it  is

the Grace that surfaces from within.

It is the indomitable spirit of selfless dedication for

which gratitude is readily extended. Gratitude is a silent

vibration that moves and enriches from within.

In real life situations, the brave extend themselves

beyond the call of duty. Following is an example of a

service performed daily on India’s frontier Siachen

outpost that often goes unnoticed because it is out of

sight. This real situation is described below by Dr. K.

Chaudhry :
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On 14 July 2015 at 12:51, Dr. K. Chaudhry wrote :

HATS OFF To Our NATION'S Protecting Groups In All

Three Branches

When those " Men " desperate for " Snow mobiles" to

move heavy load of rations and arms,

Met repeated rejection by Finance ,

Perchance a new R.M., wrote,

"Before a decision can be taken, inspect and study the

need. Visit the front lines"

Senior most 4 Finance officers reported too ill to go.

Got a mouthful from George Fernandes + sanction for

Snowmobiles !!!

We are ready to spend billions on War, but not millions

for men, or, War Veterans

J. K. Chaudhry

Following photographs of Indian Army Soldiers In Siachen

that’ll make you thank them for the life you are living.
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“Quartered in snow, silent to remain, when the bugle

calls, they shall rise and march again.”

These are the words that are etched on a stone

memorial at the Indian Army base camp in Siachen –

the world’s highest and coldest active war zone. For

over 17 hellishly freezing years, the Indian army has held

the position strong, keeping our treacherous enemy

Pakistan from claiming the glacier. The sun doesn’t

sustain life here, kerosene does. The bullet doesn’t kill

here, the cold does, but our brave hearts take all of this

face front and never back down.

D d D
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_r ZmJnyaMm g§Ìm

AmO 4 gßQ>|~a 2013. hþVmË_m _oOa gwa|Ð XodÀ`m AmR>dUrVyZ CVacocm
hm Imcrc {Z~§Y. gwa|Ð _mPm OwJc~§Xr ^mD$. _mÂ`mnojm Ho$di 2 dfmªZr
chmZ. Ë`mcm hþVmË_m åhUyZ g§~moYÊ`mV _mPo _Z Mc{~Mc hmoVo.

EH$mM N>VmImcr OÝ_ hmoD$Z gwa|Ð Am{U _r dmT>cmo, Ë`m_wio Amåhm
XmoKm§Mo g§ñH$ma Am{U AmË_{dH$mgmMo {dMma g_nmVirda ^mgm`Mo.

ñdV:À`m AZŵ dmdê$Z, àË òH$ AmdmOmcm Am{U eãXmcm AmnU AW©
XoÊ`mMm à`ËZ H$arV AgVmo. øm {Z~§YmH$[aVm "AmXr' hm eãX dmnacm
Amho. Amnë`mnar, AmXr åhUOo d¡pídH$ _yi VÎdmcm gwJ§Y XoUmao _mÜ`_.

^JdX²JrVoÀ`m g§X^m©V, JwéOZm§À`m ^OZmV XmoZ Amoir EoH$ë`m AmhoV.

"lr H¥$îU M¡VÝ` ê$n:,
n ŷ, {ZË`mZ§X ê$n:'

ømM XmoZ AmoitZm gm_mÝ`ê$nmV Imcr _m§S>co Amho.

"lr Bï> Xod M¡VÝ` ê$n:,
à ŵ, X¡dr VÎd AWdm g§nXm, {ZË`mZ§X ê$n:'



dVZ 87

øm {dMmaYmaUoV, Am_À`m AZŵ dm§da AmYm[aV Imcrc {dMma _m§S>co
AmhoV.

Am_À`m emioÀ`m {ejH$m§V, AmXr `moJr lr. hS>g _mñVa.
Am_À`m ZmË`mV AmXr `moJr Am_Mo AmOmo~m, AmB©Mo dS>rc, S>m°ŠQ>a
nwéfmoÎm_ JUoe ZmIao.
Am_Mo AmXr gX²Jwê$, Am_À`m OrdZe¡crVyZ CVacocm AZw^m{dH$
kmZgmJa.
Am_Mo AmXr VrW©ñWmZ ZmJnya, Am_Mo OÝ_ñWmZ.
Am_Mo AmXr J§JmOc, Am_À`m KamVë`m {d{harMo nmUr, Á`mZo chmZnUr
Am_Mr VhmZ V¥á Pmcr.
Am_Mr AmXr {ZË`mZ§X H$ënZm, AmB©Mo dmËgë`ê$nr ào_.
AmXr `moJr lr e§H$a ho {Z{_©Vr, OmonmgZm Am{U n[adV©Z øm VrZ VÎdm§Mo
{X½Xe©H$ (~«÷m, {dîUy Am{U _hoe).
AmXr `moJr {ÌdoUr g§J_mVyZ, kmZê$n gañdVr ho M¡VÝ`ê$n:
VWmñVw.

1965 gmcr gwa|Ð 10 {Xdgm§À`m gwÅ>rda ZmJnyacm Amcm hmoVm. Ë`mdoir
Vmo _oOaÀ`m hþÚmda hmoVm. Ë`mMr nËZr AZwamYm (Zrcm) Am{U 11 _{hÝ`m§Mm
nwÌ AmpídZ nwÊ`mcm Joco hmooVo. gßQ>|~a _{hÝ`mMm n{hcmM AmR>dS>m
hmoVmo. gwa|Ð 1 VmaIocm ZmJnyacm nmohmoMcm hmoVm. 3 gßQ>|~acm ao{S>Amoda
~mV_r H$S>mS>cr H$s nm{H$ñVmZZo H$mí_raÀ`m AmKmS>rda ẁÕmcm Ama§̂
Ho$cm Amho. Ë`m_wio AmH$medmUrZo KmofUm Ho$cr,
"All armed forces personnel that are on leave at this time

should report back immediately to their respective unit."

Ë`m_wio 6 gßQ>|~acmM gdmªMm {Zamon KoD$Z gwa|Ð AmKmS>rda Om`cm {ZKmcm.
16 gßQ>|~acm Vmo {g`mcH$mooQ>da cT>V AgVmZm  YmamVrWu nSy>Z draJVrcm
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àmá Pmcm. Ë`mZ§Va Xadfu gßQ>|~a _{hÝ`mV gwa|ÐMr Img AmR>dU hmoV
am{hcr.  AmO 48 dfmªZ§Va Ë`mÀ`m AmR>dUr{àË`W© CVacocm hm {Z~§Y :

_mPm Am{U gwa§|ÐMm OÝ_ ZmJnyacmM Am_À`m AmOmoir Pmë`m_wio, Amåhm§
XmoKm§Zm ZmJnyaMo cmohMw§~H$mgmaIo AmH$f©U hmoVo. VgoM Amåhr nmM ^md§S>o
emim Am{U _hm{dÚmc`mÀ`m {ejUmgmR>r ZmJnyacm AmOmoirM am{hcmo.
Ë`m_wio EH$mM gwamV Am_Mo ZmJnyaMo H$WZ hmoV Ago. AmO gd© ^md§S>m§V
_r EH$Q>mM ho H$WZ H$aÊ`mg am{hcmo Amho.

"_r ZmJnyaMm g§Ìm' øm erf©H$mV "_r' hm _mPm Ah§H$ma ^mgVmo Amho. øm
Ah§H$mamcm VmËnwaVm cwá H$ê$Z, Imcrc {dMma _m§S>co AmhoV.

ZmJnya, AI§S> ^maVmMm ^m¡Jmo{cH$ _Ü`q~Xÿ Amho, Omo H$moUrhr hcdy
eH$V Zmhr. _r ZmJnyaMm g§Ìm Agë`m_wio, ZmJnya _mPm AmË_~mo{YH$
_Ü`[~§Xÿ ^mgVmo. gmoß`m ^mfoV, _mPo ñdV:Mo AkmZ Am{U kmZ øm XmoZ
pñWVr_Yco A§Va _moOÊ`mMm à`mg Amho.

ñdV:À`m AmQ>moŠ`mV Zgcocr M§Mc _ZmodñWm Am{U pñWa Agcocr
~wÕmdñWm hm à`moJ gmYÊ`mg {ñWa H$moUmcm H$amdo Am{U H$go H$amdo?
Xhm \w$Q>mÀ`m A§Vamdê$Z, nmohUmè`m _mgmoirÀ`m EH$mM S>moù`mV ~mU
_maUo VodT>oM H$R>rU ^mgVo !

dVw©imÀ`m _Ü`q~XÿVyZ gd© {Xem EH$gma»`m ^mgVmV. na§Vw ŷJmocmÀ`m
nwñVH$mV {Xem§Zm doJdoJir Zmdo {Xcocr AmhoV Oer nyd©, npíM_, CÎma
Am{U X{jU. Amncr n¥Ïdr ñdV:^modVr {\$aVo Am{U Ë`mM _ñVrV
gỳ m©̂ modVrXoIrc àX{jUm _maVo. Ë`m_wio EH$m jUr {Xem H$moUVr Am{U
da-Imcr H$m` hoM C_OUo H$>R>rU. AmnU n¥Ïdrda C ô AgVmZm, S>moHo$
da Am{U nm` Imcr AgVmV ho g_OUo gmono H$s H$R>rU? hmM ôX^md
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g_OUo Am{U C_OUo øm XmoZ eãXm§V ^mgVmo. Am_Mr XmoZ dfmªMr ZmV,
Am[a`c (Arielle), ñdV:^modVr {\$aŠ`m _mê$Z Imcr nS>Vo Am{U _J
aS>Vo. Ë`mdoir {VMo gm§ËdZ hmoÊ`mg AmB©Mr {_R>r AË`mdí`H$ ^mgVo.

ZmJnya ho _mPo OÝ_ñWmZ Agë`m_wio hrM _mPr OÝ_ ŷ_r (dVZ). _mPr
Xrjm ŷ_r Am{U Amnë`m AI§S> F$fr na§naoVyZ CVacoë`m kmZmcm J«hU
H$aÊ`mMo ñWmZ. Joë`m 82 dfmªnmgyZ ~è`mM Xoem§Mo n ©̀Q>Z Am{U {ZarjU
H$ê$Z, AmO _mÂ`m _ZmoaWmda Amê$T> hmoD$Z naV Amcmo. Xrjm ŷ_rcm
Z_Z H$aÊ`mg, › Z_mo gXm dËgco, _mV¥̂ y_o.

_r ZmJnyaMm g§Ìm, ZmJnyaMr Vmar\$ H$aUma Amho _r Zmhr Va Xþgao H$moU
H$aoc? VgmM _r ZmJnyaMm g§Ìm, {hVqMVH$ Ñï>rZo ZmJnyaMr Q>rH$m Ho$cr
Va Ë`mV J¡a H$m`?

Cfm, _mPr nËZr, {X„rMr. {VMo _V Amho H$s ZmJnyaMr _§S>ir gdm©V
ào_i! (_cm Yê$Z H$s dJiyZ?)

eodQ>r _r Amho ZmJnyaMm ñdm{Xï> g§Ìm, Ah§H$ma ^mdmÀ`m agmZo ^acocm.
_r eyÝ` _mB©c _mH©$aÀ`m _Ü`^mJr Amê$T> hmoD$Z, øm gd©ì`mnr OrdZmMm

eyÝ` _¡c, ZmJnya. ( Zero Mile Marker @ Nagpur )
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Ioi, doJdoJù`m Ñ{ï>H$moUmVyZ AZŵ dÊ`mg gXm VËna AgVmo.

ømM eyÝ` _¡c _mH©$acm, doJdoJù`m Ñï>rZo nmhV Amcmo.

_r ZmJnwar g§Ìm, {ZgJ©V:M eyÝ` AmH$mamV gm_mdcmo Amho.

eyÝ`mdñWm, ^maV I§S>mÀ`m VÎdkmZmMr Imocr Xe©{dUmao àVrH$ Amho.
eyÝ` hm {Z{d©Mma Am{U {Z_©i pñWVrMm AmXoe... Ë`mVM, gV²{MXmZ§X,
{ZË`mZ§X, ›, EH$moÝH$ma, {Zdm©U øm gd© AZŵ yVr gm_mdcoë`m ̂ mgVmV...
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Amnë`m _Z Am{U ~wÕrÀ`m ncrH$S>Mr Jwø AZŵ yVr hm AmXoe AgVmo.

_r ZmJnwar g§Ìm, _mPo gmc Am{U àË òH$ \$moS>rcm gmocVmZm Omo gwJ§Y
XadiVmo Ë`mV g§nyU© d¡pídH$ kmZ gm_mdco Amho... Ago gX²Jwê$OZ
åhUVmV!

AmO _mÂ`m "_r' Ah§H$mamcm VmËnwaVm cwá H$ê$Z, _rM _mPm AQ>c
{eî` hmoD$Z pñWa Pmcmo, Agm ^mg hmoV Amho. ~wÕ§ eaU§ JÀN>m{_....

JwéOZm§Mm EH$ A_yë` AmXoe Amho.
Omo _mZd g§H$ën (affirmation) a{hV hmoVmo, Vmo{M Iam g§V AWdm
g§Ý`mgr, H$maU g§H$ën _ZmZo hmoV AgVmo. Á`mMo _Z {ZíMc hmoD$Z cwá
hmoVo VrM {Zdm©U ~wÕmdñWm. AemM AmÜ`mpË_H$ {dMmaYmaUoV qhXÿ,
O¡Z, ~wÕ Am{U erI VÎdkmZmMo JyT> ZmVo OwS>cooco Amho. Ë`m_wio Ë`m§Zm
doJdoJio g_OUo AWdm H$aUo ho Amnë`m Ah§H$ma Am{U AkmZmMo àXe©Z
Amho. AI§S> ̂ maVmMo _yi VÎdkmZ EH$M Amho Am{U Vo naXoemVyZ ̂ mS>moÌr
AmUcoco Zmhr. ho g§nyU© VÎdkmZ › AWdm EH$moÝH$ma ÜdZr Va§JV gm_mdco
Amho. Y_©dmX Am{U Om{VdmX _mZdmg Am{U g_mOmg AYmoJVrcm ZoUmar
{MÝho ^mgVmV; Ë`m~Ôc gXm Xj Agmdo.

_r ZmJnyaMm g§Ìm, AI§S> ^maVmÀ`m _Ü`^mJr _ZmoaWmda Amê$T> hmoD$Z
^maVr` g§ñH¥$VrMm {hVqMVH$ Am{U H¥$nm{^cmfr.

D d D
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ehrX

ehrX H$s C_« Am¡a `mXo gXm OdmZ hmoVr h¡ &

gyú_ ZO[a`mo§go XoIo Vmo nmAmoJo {H$, haoH$ ehrX H$m ~{cXmZ Am¡a OÝ_
B{Vhmg H$m AmYañV§̂  CgHo$ àW_ 25 gmc nahr AmYm[aV hmoVm h¡ & Bg
OdmZ C_« _| hr AÀN>o g§ñH$mam| H$s ñWmnZm, OmonmgZm Am¡a g\$cVm
_hgyg hmoVr h¡ &

qOXJr Ho$ _hÎdnyU© g§ñH$mam| _| O~ VZ, Am¡a _Z IwXHo$ dVZ go BH$Ç>o OwS>o
hmoVo h¡, V~ B§gmZ Ho$ draVm H$mo H$_©\$c {~Zm Mmho `m _m§Jo n«má hmoVm
h¡ &

draJVr H$mo àmá hmoZo Ho$ ~mX, ehrX H$s H$moB© Mmh `m »dmB©e Zhr
ahVr &

Bhagavad Gita is an eloquent treatise on the art and

science of living.  It assists in comprehending the

perennial conflict raging in the human mind, and its

resolution. In the modern context, the resolution of

conflict comes not through the intervention of a third



dVZ 93

party such as the United Nations, but rather through an

introspective perspective, which transforms us from

within.

Gita is not BS about God, Heaven, Hell and Religion.  A

true seeker is only interested in comprehending the

reality of existence.

Mrs Ramabai Deo has published a simplified narration

of Gita (in Marathi) in the book titled Seamless

Generations / AI§S> na§nam (scribd.com).  She credits her

father, Dr. Purushottam Ganesh Nakhare, for teaching

her Gita from early childhood and subsequently

experiencing the teachings in real life.

Wisdom of life stems only through experiencing and

internalizing knowledge.

VWmñVw.

D d D
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Necklace of Flowers and Fragrance

h_mao M_ZHo$ \y$b Am¡a Iwe~y H$m hma

31 August, 2015 marks the 50th Anniversary of the
outbreak of the Indo-Pak War of 1965 . The War
claimed the life of 30 year young Major Surendra  Deo
on 16th September on the Sialkot Sector. Needless to

say that several other braves also  draJVr H$mo àmá hþE.

This is a silent diary of the current moments in which
warm blood is flowing to honor the past that bonds all of
us together in immeasurable and indescribable ways .

Following is a collection of short compositions written on

specific days identified by respective dates. {ZMo {bIo
bKw{Z~§Ym| Ho$ g§J«h _|, {Og jU H$s gmoM, Cgr {XZ H$s VmarI nmAmoJo &

15 Aug. 2015

^maVr` ñdmV§Í` {Xdg

ñdV§ÌVm H$moB© KmofUm `m Zmam Zht, h_mar OmJ¥V AdñWm H$m n[aM` Am¡a
AZŵ y{V h¡ &

AmO Ho$ _mhmoc _|, AmË_kmZ `mZo IwX go, IwX H$m AWdm X¡dr gånXm H$m
Ahgmg hmoZm &

^maVr` dVZ Ho$ {hÝXÿ, ~m¡Yr, O¡Zr, {gI, Bñcm_, `hþXr, B©gmB©, ~mohar,
~hmB©, nmagr C§Mr Am¡a ZrMr OmV BË`mXr AÝ` gmoM Ho$ ^mB©̀ m| H$mo O~
IwX go IwXH$m Agcr n[aM` hmo OmE, Vmo EH$hr AI§S> X¡dr gånXm H$m
Ahgmg hmoVm h¡ &
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^maV h_mam ~JrMm ñdê$nr dVZ Am¡a haoH$ ^maVr` CgH$m ~mJdmZ h¡ &
ñdV§ÌVm EH$ Jhar AÜ`mpË_H$ gmoM h¡ & B_mao ~MnZo _o§ ~ñVa Am{Xdmgr`m§o
H$s ghO h§°gr Am¡a gä`Vm _|, _Zmo ñdV§ÌVm H$m h_| Ahgmg hþdm h¡ &
^maVr` O~ J_u Ho$ {XZm| _§o 3- Piece suit nhZVm h¡, V~ h_mao ImoIco
_ZH$m A§XmO hmoVm h¡ & ~Jc _| Y_©J«ÝW H$^r Zm gwZm Am¡a Zm AmP_m`m,
Cg _mhmoc _§o ñdV§ÌVm H$m Zme hmoZo H$m g§̂ d hmoVm h¡ &

gXm AÝV:H$aU _| Ü`mZ aho, ^maV Ho$ ñdV§ÌVm Ho$ {cE h_mao ehrXm| Ho$
Hw$a~m{Z`m| H$s &

17 Aug  2015

Park

nmH©$ EH$ A§J«oOr eãX h¡ & Nw>Q>nZ _o§ nmH©$ H$m _Vc~ hmoVm h¡ {hb{_cH$a
IocZo, Hw$XZo, hgZo Am¡a h±gmZoH$s OJh & AmO H$s _oar 82 gmc Ho$ C_« _|
nmH©$ H$m _Vc~ hmoVm h¡, _oar Hw${c`m {Q>H$mZo Am¡a {Xc ~hcmZo H$s OJh
h_mam em§{V~Z &

ZmJnya eha Ho$ ZmJ[aH$m| Zo 20 {gV§~a H$mo 1965 gmc H$s `mXmo| H$mo
gmåàXm{`H$ g§JR>Z ê$ngo AmXa H$aZo H$m _mhmoc ~Zm`m h¡ & 20 {gV§~a
2015 Ho$ _mhmoc _§o nmH©$ H$m Agcr _m`Zm h¡ ~JrMm AWdm M_Z, CgHo$
\w$cdmar H$s Iwe~y, Omo h_mar gm±gm| H$mo _ohoH$m ahr h¡ & Bgr H$maU AmO
BVZo gmao ZmJnyadmgr Am¡a ~mha go nYmao _oh_mZ `hm§ BH$Ç>m hþE h¡& AnZo
~MnZ H$s `mX| Am¡a Iw{e`m§ ~mQ>Zo, Bg {dMma YmaUm go, Y§Vmocr ~JrMo
Ho$ _mcr Am¡a AZH$s nËZr AmO h_mao Img _ho_mZ h¡ &

Bg M_Z H$s dmËgë` ê$nr __Vm, AmO h_| `hm§ qIM cmB© h¡ & O¡g| _m§°
nwH$mao &
AmO h_mar gmgm| H$mo Omo _ohoH$m ahr h¡ \w$cdmar.....
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Meri Sanson Ko Jo Meheka Rahi Hai - Lata Mangeshkar...

_oOa gwa|Ð Xod _oam N>moQ>m ^mB© Wm, h_ XmoZm| _| Ho$dc 1 gmc Am¡a 9 _{hZm§o
H$m \$H©$ Wm & OrdZ Ho$ nhco 18 gmc gmWhr gmW nco, h_ XmoZm|
c§Jo{Q>̀ m, EH$hr ñda Am¡a gya_| &

h_ XmoZm| H$m OÝ_ Y§Vmocr _|, h_mao ZmZm-ZmZr Ho$ Ka _| (389 Aä §̀H$a
amoS>) hþAm Wm  & h_mar EH$cm¡Vr ~hZ H$m OÝ_ h_mao ZmZr Ho$ ^mB© Ho$ Ka
_| (lr. JUnVamd {Q>Ho$H$a, {Q>Ho$H$a amoS>) hþAm Wm & h_ Mma ^mB© Am¡a
EH$ ~hZ, ~më` AdñWm _| Bg Y§Vmocr nmH©$ _| XmoñVm| Ho$ gmW IocZo
Hw$XZo Am`m H$aVo Wo & Bg I`mc _§o cVm _§JoeH$a Zo Jm`m hþAm EH$ _Ywa
JmZm `mX Am ahm h¡ - "Amo.... ~MnZHo$ {XZ ŷcm Z XoZm...'

Bgr OwJc~§Xr Ho$ H$maU, AmO 50 gmc Ho$ ~mX ^r &
gwa|Ð H$s `mXm| H$s `mXm§o _| Sy>~ OmVm hÿ±, {~Zm nmZr oH$ ghmao &
öX` H$s YS>H$Z H$hVr h¡, H$^r Ac{~Xm Zm H$h|Jo &
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gwa|Ð AmO Zm ahm Vy, H$c Zm ahÿ±Jm _§§¡ &
Zm ahoJm H$moB© Zm_ Zm {ZemZm &
{g\©$ ahoJm,
h_ XmoZm| H$m, Am¡a h_mar OÝ_ OZZr _m± H$m, OZ_ OZ_ H$m [aíVm &

Bg Y§Vmocr nmH©$ Ho$ Xmo XadmOo h¢ & X{jU Va\$ {edZ§Xm _mJ© h¡, Omo H$mcr
Xodr _hmXod _§{Xa VH$ OmVm h¡& CÎma H$s Am¡a OmZodmcm XadmOo go OmZodmco
amñVm nQ>dY©Z _¡XmZ VH$ OmVm h¡& Bg _mJ© Ho$ N>moQ>ogo Xm¡a _|, am_H¥$îU
_R>, h_mao XmXr H$m Ka, ZmZm-ZmZr H$m Ka, Y§Vmocr nmH© Am¡a hS>g
hmB©ñHy$c Wm, {Og_§o _¢ Am¡a gwa|Ð n‹T>Vo Wo & ñHy$c Am¡a H$m°coO Ho$ nT>mB© Ho$
{cE, Bg nmMm| ^mB©-~hZ, ZmZm-ZmZr Ho$ Ka _§o aho Am¡a nco& Cg dº$
h_mao _mVm-{nVm OJXcnya, ~ñVa [a`mgV _§o ahm H$aVo Wo &

em_ H$mo hS>g hmB©ñHy$c go Ka dmng AmZo Ho$ {cE, h_ gXm Bg Y§Vmocr
nmH©$ Ho$ ~rM go JwOaVo Wo & CZ {XZm| _o Bg nmH©$ _o§ 3 g¡VyV \$cHo$ Pm‹S> Wo&
_m±cr H$s ZOam| H$s AZw_{Vgo, O_rZ na {Jao g¡VyV BH$Ç>m H$a coVo Wo Am¡a
{\$a Ka dmng cm¡Q>Vo Wo& Bg ~MnZ Ho$ gwZhao Xm¡a _|, AZOmZo h_mao VZ,
_Z Am¡a {XcH$s Oê$aVm§o H$s Vg„r hmo OmVr Wr& Cg dº$ _hgyg Zm hþdm
H$s Bgr ~MnZ Ho$ _mhmoc _| h_mao ^{dî` Ho$ AmMma Am¡a {dMmam§o H$m T>§J
Am¡a a§J ~Z ahm h¡ & h_mar _m§ Zo {cIm h¡ & ""h_mar gmoM na AmYm[aV
h_mao H$_© hmoVo h¡, Am¡a CgHo$ AZw{MV h_| \$c {_cVo h¢; `hr h_mam ^m½`
~Z OmVm h¡&'

am_H¥$îU Aml_, H$mcr Xodr Am¡a _hmXod _§{Xa, XmXr, ZmZm-ZmZr, Y§Vmocr
nmH©$, hS>g hmB©ñHy$c Am¡a nQ>dY©Z _¡XmZ Ho$ Xm¡a _§o, h_§o Agcr kmZ aVZ
H$s AZŵ y{V hmoZo H$m ^m½` {_cm Eogm h_| n¸$m Ahgmg h¡&
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17 Aug  2015

_oOa gwa§oÐ Xod Y§Vmocr nmH©$

`h nmH©$ h_mam ~JrMm h¡ &
h_mao ~JrMo H$s h[a`mcr Ho$ Pm‹S>, nm¢Yo Am¡a Km±g àmU dm ỳ (Oxygen)
N>moS>Vo h¡&
h_ gmao Ord àmU dm ỳ J«hU H$aVo h¡ &
h_Zo N>mo‹S>o AnmZ dm ỳ H$mo (Carbon-dioxide and waste gases)
h[a`mbr emofU H$a coVr h¡ &
ò BÝgmZ Am¡a h[a`mcr H$m OwJc§~Xr Jham [aíVm h_mao AmË_kmZ H$m

AmYmañV§̂  h¢ &
h_mao {Xc H$s Y‹S>H$Zo Am¡a gm±g ídmg, X¡dr gånXm h¡ &
Bgr aâVma _| h_ g~ OrVo h¢ &
h_mam hmoZm `m Zm hmoZm, ò {g\©$ h_mao H$_mE VH$Xra H$m {hgm~ &

23 Aug  2015

Dhantoli - Y§Vmocr

Y§Vmocr h¡, YZdmcm| H$s Q>mocr &
`hm§ h_Zo, kmZ aVZ nm`mo &
`hm± h_mam VrW©ñWmZ Am¡a VrW©joÌ {Og_|,
h_mao Ka Ho$ Hw$E§H$m nmZr h_mam J§JmOc ~Z J`m,
{OgZo h_mao ~MnZ H$s ß`mg ~wPmB©,
h_mao kmZ Am¡a AkmZ H$s nhMmZ {XcmB©,
Am¡a kmZ _hmgmJa H$s {Xem {XcmB© &

Z_ñVo gXm dËgco _mV¥̂ y_o &
Ëd`m qhXþ̂ y_o gwI§ d{Y©Vmoh_² &
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Y§Vmocr, YZdmcr H$s Q>mocr, Ho$dc {g_|Q> Ho$ ~Zo H$~yVa ImZo H$s [a`mgV
Zht &

Bg Y§Vmocr _| ehrX ^r n¡Xm hþE h¡, Omo qOXJr Ho$ Agcr YZ H$s n[a^mfm
Xo OmVo h¢ & gmW hr gmW Ahgmg {XcmVo h¡, {H$ O~ VH$ _oOa gwa|Ð Xod
nmH©$ _o§ \w$cdmar _hH$Vr ahoJr, V~ VH$ CgHo$ Iwe~y Ho$ gmW h_ AmVo
ah|Jo &

28 Aug  2015

Z_I Ho$ nwVco Am¡a nwV{c`m±

^maVr` dVZ H$m Z_H$ ImH$a, h_ ~Z JE Z_H$ Ho$ nwVco Am¡a nwV{c`m± &
kmZ J§Jm Am¡a {hÝX _hmgmJa _| Sw>~{H$`m§ cJmH$a,
h_ Zm aho nwVco Zm nnwV{c`m§, AmË_g_n©U ^md _| &

qOXJr Ho$ Cgyc (Principles) grIo `m {gImE Zhr OmV|; {g\©$ Or ò
OmVo h¡&
A precious video on YouTube effortlessly communicates

it all,   “THERE IS ONLY AWARENESS”.

YÝ` hm|, Bg AmË_kmZ H$s n[a^mfm &
O` qhX, O` ^maV......

ehrX

ehrX, EH$ _¥V eara Zht, {g\©$ X¡dr gånXm H$s AZŵ y{V &
ehrX, OmJ¥V AdñWm h¢, qOXJr H$m Ahgmg nmZoH$s &
OmJ¥V AdñWm, ~ñVa [a`mgV Ho$ _w[a`m-_m[a`m Am{Xdmgr`m| H$s ghO
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hgt _|, _hgyg hþB© h¡ h_mao ~MnZo _| &
ehrX, OmJ¥Vr H$s A_¥V dfm© h¡ &

ehrX, dh e[ŠV Am¡a AZŵ y{V h¡, {Ogo nwînhmam| H$s Oê$aV Zht &
ehrX, g§nyU© AmË_g_n©U, H$moB© ^r eV© {~Zm &
ehrX, Cg na_ gË` H$s [a`mgV h¡, Ohm± H$mc {ZU©̀  Zht&
ehrX, dmo [a`mgV h¡, Ohm§ \y$cm| H$s Iwe~y gXm _hH$Vr ahVr h¡ &
ehrX, gdm}ƒ gmoM Am¡a gË` H$s AZŵ yVr &
ehrX, Ahgmg Xo OmVm h¡ {H$ O~VH$ h_mao dVZ H$s \w$cdmar_| \y$c
{IcVo ah|Jo &
V~ VH$ CgH$s Iwe~y Ho$ gmW, h_ AmVo ah|Jo &
ehrX, na_ gË` H$mo AmP_mH$a \$a_mVm h¡ &
' The Best Sermons are Lived, Not Preached.'

gË`_od O`Vo
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26 Aug  2015

dZ _hmoËgd

_¢ Ho$dc EH$ _wgm{\$a, ò M_Z _oam \$[aíVm (Angel)

h_ XmoZm| H$m, OZ_ OZ_ H$m [aíVm &
Bg [aíVo H$mo {Z^mH$a, H$moB© ~Zo ehrX &
VZ Am¡a _Z _| pñWa hmoH$a ~Z JE, {MXmZ§X ê$n:
{MXmZÝX ê$n_², {edmo h_ {edmo h_ &
{ed, EH$_od d¡pídH$ M¡VÝ` &

h_ g~ h¢, h_mao M_Z Ho$ ~mJdmZ &
`hr \w$cdmar h_| ~ZmVr h¡, ^m½`dmZ &
YÝ` h¢ Bg M_Z H$m ~mJdmZ &

AmO h_ g~H$m "_oOa gwa|Ð Xod Y§Vmocr nmH©$' _| BH$R>m hmoZm h_mam dZ
_hmoËgd h¡ &
h_mao dVZ Ho$ h[a`mcr Ho$ haoH$ ~mJdmZ Ho$ {cE,
AmO h_mar lÕmnyd©H$ nwînm§Ocr A{n©V h¡&

31 Aug  2015

ñd §̀ {gÕ kmZJ§Jm

h_mao dVZ Ho$ \w$cdmar _| _hH$Vr kmZJ§Jm, h_| g~go Ý`mar Am¡a ß`mar...

gm±mg Ho$ _mÜ`_ go › (Am, D$, h_) kmZ Va§Jo h¡, {Og_| h_ Am¡a h_mam
{díd, EH$ Xÿgao _| nyU©V: g_mE hþE h¢&
^maVr` dVZ H$m Z_I ImH$a, h_ ~Z JE Z_I Ho$ nwVco Am¡a nwV{c`m¢ &
kmZJ§Jm Am¡a qhX _hmgmJa _|, Sw>~{H$`m§ cJmH$a,
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h_ Zm ah| nwVco Zm nwV{c`m§; AmË_g_n©U _o§ &

[O§XJr Ho$ Cgyc (Principles) grIo `m {gImE Zht OmVo; {g\©$ Or ò
OmVo h¡ &

AmË_kmZ Am¡a AmË_~moY H$s AZŵ y{V _|, ^JdmZ H$s _y{V©̀ m§, ñdJ© H$s
MmhV Am¡a ZaH$ H$m ^` Zht & {g\©$ Z¡g{J©H$ ghOVm go IwX H$s Agcr
nhMmZ {Og_§o h_ ñd §̀{gÕ hmo OmVo h¢ & In it there is no BS wrap-

pings of God, Heaven nor Hell.

20 September  2015

_¢, gwa|Ð Xod, AmO ~ohX Iwe hÿ± Š`m|{H$ ZmJnya eha Ho$ {hVqMVH$ AmO
Bg ~JrMo _| BH$Ç>m hþE h¢§& ò eŵ {dMmam§o H$m {XZ h¡ &
h_mao gmW Bg ~JrMo Ho$ Pm‹S>, nm¢Yo Am¡a \y$c ^r CVZohr Iwe h¢ &
h_ g~Ho$ ~rM EH$ Jham Hw$XaVr [aíVm _hgyg hmo ahm h¡ &

AmO h_ g~ `hm§, Bg dŠV {g\©$ AmE Zht,
~pëH$ Bg M_Z Ho$ `mXm| H$s Iwe~y h_| ItM cmB© h¡ &
Bg {díd H$s H$moB© haH$V _|, h_ hmo Zm hmo;
h_mao ~MnZ Ho$ `mXm| H$s  Iwe~y h_| gXm ItMVr ah|oJr &

^mB©̀ m|, ~hZm| Am¡a ZyVZ ^maV Ho$ ~ƒm|,

AmO Ho$ _y‹S> Am¡a _mhmoc _|, AVrV Am¡a dV©_mZ H$s EH$hr MoVZm _| {dc`
hmo J`m h¡ & In today’s mood, the past and the present have

merged in a borderless  consciousness.
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_¢ _oOa gwa|Ð Xod, ehrX `m hþVmË_m ~Zm Zht; hmo J`m&
{g\©$ dVZ Ho$ godm^md H$s Xm¢S> Am¡a aâVma _| g_m J`m &
h_ g~ ^maVr`, Bg M_Z Ho$ ~mJdmZ &
Bg M_Z Ho$ {cE, gXm Hw$~m©Z &

A well gardened childhood anchors its deep roots in

order to flower and fulfill life in individual specific ways.
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24 - 26 September, 2015

Rondevu or Tryst with Destiny

24 September is Saahil Deo’s birthdate.

26 September is the birth anniversary of Saahil’s father,

Maj. Surendra Deo.

The son was virtually born two days before his father !

As the coincidences of life interlaced, and the Orchestra

of Nature played its tune, Major. Surendra Deo was

fatally wounded on the Sialkot battlefield on

16 September, just eight days before Ashwin’s very first

birthday.

Maj. S. M. Deo Vatika ( dm{Q>H$m ) Plantings.

In the above picture, enthusiastic children are planting

saplings of select trees at Major S. M. Deo’s Vatika in

Nagpur.
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Children bartering their enthusiasm for planting saplings

in honor of the spirit of " Service-before-Self " is a self-

ennobling enterprise. The children and the trees that

they have planted will grow up together in communion

with Life.  Self-enriched life fulfils its destiny in individual

specific ways. Destiny is not a journey in emotionally

restricted time and space. Instead, destiny is simply an

experiential inner realization without the need for a

word.

The events of the whole month of September 2015 in

Nagpur, marked the 50th Anniversary of the Indo-Pak

conflict. There was an ungauged sense of tributes and

gratitude to the Armed Forces of India for their

unflinching spirit of " Service before Self." For in it

reigns the fearlessly supreme spirit of freedom, which is

best metaphorized in the National symbol of Three

Lions and "gË`_ò  O`Vo.'

D d D
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^maV h_mam dVZ, n[adma Am¡a ~JrMm (Jw{bñVmZ)

26 OZdar H$mo ^maVr` JUV§Ì {Xdg g_mamoh Ÿ&
AmO Ho$ _mhmob _| h_mam dVZ, n[adma Am¡a ~JrMm,
EH$ Jham g_w{MV, nm[adm[aH$ [aíVm h¡Ÿ&
{Og_| g{X`m| go g_m ò h¢, [aíVm| Ho$ [aíVoŸ&
O¡go B§ÐYZwî` _| gmV (7) _yb a§J,
Am¡a CZHo$ AÝ` {_lUm|Ho$ gyú_ g§XoeŸ&

Ñí` Am¡a joÌ EH$ hr gmoM Ho$ Xmo a§JŸ&
Ñí` H$s AZŵ yVr _| Ñï>m§VŸ&
joÌ H$s AZŵ yVr nmZodmbm joÌkŸ&

OrVoOr h_mam eara, œmg H$m Ñï>m h¡Ÿ&
h_mam eara, œmg, _Z Am¡a _Z Ho$ {dMma Ñí` h¡Ÿ&
Omo Ñí` H$mo AbJ go XoIVm h¡, dmo Ñï>m h¡Ÿ&
h_ Ñï>m h¡Ÿ&

OrdZ AWdm g¥ï>r H$m Cgyb h¡,
H$s EH$ jU Oê$a AmVm h¡,
O~ àmU, ñd §̀ Xoh N>moS>H$a VÎdñdê$n hmo OmVo h¡Ÿ&
{\$a ^r _hH$Vr ahVr h¡,
h_mao OZ_ OZ_ Ho$ [aíVm| H$s \w$bdmarŸ&

Bg jU, EH$ nwamZo qhXr {gZo_m H$m JmZm JwZJwZm ahm h¡ :
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H$X_ H$X_ ~T>mE Om, _ma Cg_| ImE OmŸ&
qOXJr h¡ ß`ma H$s, ß`ma _| {~VmE OmŸ&
hþñZ Ho$ hþOya _|, AnZm ga PwH$mE Om,
AnZm {Xb bwQ>mE OmŸ&

qOXJr h¡ EH$ ~hma, ß`ma Cg_| h¡ {MamJŸ&
`h {MamJ {OVZr Xoa, Ob gHo$ ObmE OmŸ&
{OÝXJr h¡ ß`ma H$s, ß`ma H|$ {~VmE Om
Google it, if you like it's audible flavor !,

O` ^maV, O` qhX !
{Va§Jm P§S>m gXm bhamE "gË`_od O`Vo'Ÿ&
aã~ aã~ _| haoH$ ^maVr` hmoVm h¡, "^maV ^m½`{dYmVm'Ÿ&
`h {g\©$ T>mob {nQ>Zo Ho$ Zmao Zht, AZŵ y{V hmoŸ&

qOXJr Ho$ Xm¡a _| gXm `mX aho ehrXm| H$s,
ehrXm| Ho$ AmIar gm§g VH$, godm Y_© nmbZ H$sŸ&

_m±, dVZ, ^maV, n[adma Am¡a ~JrMm `h g_w{MV ^md _| EH$ Jhar
gmoM h¡Ÿ&

Empty yourself of all opinions and belief systems,

Walk the streets of Bharat with open senses

To experience its ethos, pathos, paradox and chaos

( bmoH$mMma, H$éUm, {damoYm^mg ).
Not necessarily to intellectually understand.

For, from the still waters full of silt and intermingl roots,

Stem unfathomed beauty and fragrance of Lotus flowers,

Revealing the universal wisdom of Life resident within.
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Bg nwñVH$ Ho$ Cn ẁº$ g_m{á Ho$ {bE, h_mao amï´>r` JmZ H$mo JmZo Ho  {bE
EH$ bmOdm~, _Ywa Am¡a I‹S>o AmdmO H$s »dmB©e Wr, The mood of

this book for a self fulfilling conclusion desired a tall

mesmerising voice, rendering the National Anthem.

Amitabh Bachchan Sings National Anthem For Republic

Day on 26 Jan. 2015 …. OZ JU _Z A{YZm`H$ O` ho, ^maV
^m½` {dYmVm.....

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AZg3RY4VkhM

Our Nation observes a two-minute Silence on

30th January @ 11 AM each year, which symbolically

originates at the Raj Ghat in Delhi.

Silence originating from within is the ultimate expression

of Gratitude for Martyrs.

Cosmic wisdom prompts that the silence in darkness is

the prime energy source of all Creation. Anything that

moves or changes cannot be perfect.  Tat Tvam Asi :

VÎd_{g !

D d D
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