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Introduction

The twin title on the cover of this book, ad+ - Zero Mile,
is symbolic of the focus of our conscious awareness.
gd4 and Zero Mile are two ideas that are held as close
or as far from our root consciousness.

s " SR

el

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. ltis 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. Apeaceful 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 (=ad4 ) 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 : THd S=Id .

“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

. ;
et

Tela&dl - War and Peace, Painting by Neela Phadnis.

Initially, | had chosen a caption “The Flower Pot” for the
above painting. Subsequently | 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. Ahuman being has to take
inspiration from MOTHER NATURE and evolve. That is
how | have looked at life”.

Each individual naturally has a different perspective of
an image or thought. There is no right or wrong
interpretation. | 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, | had
interpreted the same picture as follows:

This painting of TcTa&dT seems to signify War and
Peace. Avase 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.
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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 (w=r) is spilled aggression expressing itself
through its red color.

East and West are simply two opposite physical
directions. There is no conflict (G=1¥) 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.
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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
(memeoeracbilsisa) 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
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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, |
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 inimmeasurable 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. g9 a1 | Te et fwar 2|
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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.
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History of Conflict : T&r¥ kT SfagTd

History is a neutral observer and witness to aggression,
blunders, and false pretenses of mankind. In my lifetime
since 1932, | 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. e ITEIG AITTd! ol UTH BT 2 |
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
away 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.

HCON
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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 :

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 | 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. Afew
years ago, i saw Surendra in my dream, as clear as
daylight. He was waiting for me at the Nagpur railway
station. | was late in arriving at the station to receive
him. His train had already arrived 15 minutes ago. |
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. Afew
moments later, Surendra was walking a few steps
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ahead of me. Then just a few moments later, as we
walked, | 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

titted “Anguish®, which was published by Nagpur’s
newspaper named Hitavada.
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ANGUISH!

B By Anuradha Deo (Phadnis)

I WRITE this with deep anguish within me, as Pyres of the
brave hearts are still burning. though the sound of 21 Gun Salute
has withered away. Yet the tunes of ‘The Last Post’ are still
reverberating in the air. The families of slain soldiers are now
bestowed with rare honour and known for the martyrdom of
their son. The young wife holding on to her little one is incon-
solable for her weeping heart comprehends nothing. She can-
not escape the eyes of those around her, while the older child
lights up the funeral pyre.

It is now 57th times, the neighbouring country has crossed the
LOC without much resistance and 57th time they are successful
with their mission, ambushing and killing our dedicated saviours
of the frontier, this time killing five of them. The news has spread
like wild fire and every citizen is talking of revenge.

TV channels bring the visuals of the State Funeral for the brave
hearts, with their Flag draped coffins being ushered by uniformed
pall bearers of the Army. As the ceremony demands, the Chief
of Army Staff lays a wreath and salutes the slain soldiers.

People around talk of revenge and tit for tat tactics to be
adopted by the Army. A soldier has to seek orders from his
superior (o return the enemy fire in such situation and not go
berserk on his own. The Indian Army is the most disciplined
army of soldiers, with commitment to serve
and defend the nation in calamity and in the GUEST
face of enemy action, thus saving the hon-
our of the National Flag. Like the sad, irre-  [HIJRI ' L]
sponsible and damaging comment made by
one Minister from Bihar, he does not join the army to get mar-
tyred. The Olive greens worn by the men in the Army infuse
them with a rare sense of responsibility to perform duties dur-
ing catastrophes like the recent cloud burst in Rudraprayag, or
at the Siachin Glacier, He lives for a cause, supported by his
family for his commitment.

ad-d
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Looking back, it was not very late to recall how we had
received a beheaded body of our soldier. That time also, the
nation again stood up as one to protest and ask the Government
of India to retaliate, since the enemy refused to handover the
decapitated head. What must have been the anguish of the fam-
ily which lost its bread winner. The Government promptly
announces compensation to silence the critics, but like one brave
wife of a martyred soldier said recently that instead of money,
she will be happy to see our forces retaliate.

Our Nation has history that is woven in fabric of events that
speak of achievements and failures, like victory in 1965, 1971
and the Kargil War but unable to get our 54 Prisoners of War,
still suspected to be languishing in Pakistan Jails, Whenever,
the families of such prisoners approach the Government, it gives
a cold shoulder and a gullible reply. The anguish continues till
date and our soldiers continue to face mockery and insult,

Change of Guard at the level of Prime Minister and with an
Army Chief who cannol take things lying down, is the need of
the hour. We need the likes of Field Marshal Sam Manekshaw,
who could talk to the PM and Parliament, one to one fearless-
ly and convince them. Unfortunately, the present incumbent at
both the places are less said the better. I can only address one
last question to the Army Chief before closing - “How many
more coffins are you going to salute during your Army tenure
as Chief Sir?”

(The author is a war widow and member
of Indian Ex Servicemen League.)

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.
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Courage and Bravery

"COURAGE!S NOT SIMPLY ONE OF
THE VIRTUES, BUT THE FORM OF

- EVERY VIRTUE AT THE TESTING
. Pom'n %

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 (g8t / Si&e ).

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 ( &R ). 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

28 Zero Mile



sweetness and eventually offer itself to the birds,
animals, and humans desirous of its sweetness. Ina
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 (31812 ) 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.

o, Y IR TaT gH T U BT B 9, S GE
SR Fatt IaT 2, @ G IHeh! a1q el w1, Ak 6k
T ohig IMF-TERA =1l ¢ | T8 Sfamsiel Sl Wi @S
T, S | T8 3T7dT 2, ae IR I1EiE 51 S 2 7R STt i
ITH BT ¢ |
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At 3 witeare gleh ™ 8 Twifaes giar g; o feen o
RRaTT e v | 3TTE i qeh 366k fewhTei ST 2l IR
%1 TSt BIdT ¢ | 36T HRUT Eg&aT oh &leh ST SHTaH Sadas
T € A | SIE ©, WA Al s S, 59 fee |

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 (SiX) 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 IrEte (Martyrs) in the true spirit of life
expressed in two following lines of a commonly sung
IS :

3 S SR B, Tl S S g,

W | a1 g1 gl $9M, WA A foema 2|
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T ITEIG YT | YA B o Heqd 2idl § | e <l
T SR = I AR, TH 9T SEEW Tl 8| 9 Sem
%1 YAa ©, S BH gdll ol AcT-aTc] Ikl b1 SIgdTd e ¢ |
3 WIfeh&d = g1 et =1 Svaawa ganferd oid 2

Please do not dilute or pollute this thought process with
your scientific knowledge of pressure differential
causing movement of air!

T A o A....” TS A1 HIRIHL A T AT A i
TR B TEIE o oI T G SR T argistedl 2, S &
e 1 uftfe 2
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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 :

A IR O OSR Gig o
3R 1 IR
e 2284 & fee-uts g § ATeafore &
ST WG oh1 T8 |
3 ok TR I TG 3T A T

M @R =1, AN AN g8 oS gHE o 98 ® 6, gEw
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IRR BgduE He A (nutritious food) ok #Hi@ FHIR grar
ST T&T B | Tt |, gAR T Y gelotal g STt % TR o
ST T2 2| Forss RO gn 31 gw 3R wanee @ fomifea g

2l... see pages 69 to 104 in the book titled Seamless
Generations - 31@g W9 ( 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 | have ever received in my entire life. At that time, |
was living in Saint Charles, lllinois, USA. The letter

read :

o g,
i3 .
£

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.

A HP GAS &

° g 3fm usoalt  SURENDRA GAS AGENCY

faverre : wepren wsofll  DISTRIBUTOR : ANURADHA PHADNIS
P - TR Asgs . Ramdaspeth

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 (i #R) and Deo Nagar
(<9 TR) 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 :

. AR W wg-mE geaia EEt qgsy
AT AT TA gZ 27 giewr FA A FrEAAAE 39
I aift ‘awm srea'sd qisfada sfaa @t 27 g,

a1 997 gaag@e dor gann
zifes szay el )

© @5z Tar saryafo f7 g1 @

HATT 9T GAT LA :

fa 2ar dafaZra aeat faush &9
“FZIAT fAFAT AT

gaenfadl araEe) un qq 83"
gifuar gnaiz @@

< @wizier &4t 2@ar 3EF aae
Fi3 ATIT HREAIA A

E7ATF 2157 FAT A3 g 5o

23 faw Fmea afm
aznAElT Mz g3q fiT 97 argd
‘Ft g1 ®YRE aTH
arta T it g gm am wfas
@33 fasd & sz
fadr geast g% qmoE saeg a2 faar
FHIA AFET o A o é
 wraafas d sfkar fzadt s
FIT 7T FFTAT M
JaggaArEt dof arsn wmdta aigay
aigy s =giAfz |
——&t. guEadtag 3, Tng a
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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 :




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, | 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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Cave and the Bat : W 3R THGE

iz 3T AU 98 %o T 1 ST, S U o AR H
TSRT (233R | 9R%R) | 3T T Ro34 H, T3 gacfiel a0 31
T | g e h SRH, TR § FE TGAE AT EY 9|
3T station wagon # &9 ¥9, qH1 URAR, foreft SPTER quad
I, 3@ T 91 | 3 T[HIE Faa | SHA o At oft | o1 8 =
ST ok foTu veer <t wfifear oft | 30 o & 3R gig =w pfea
S B |

T R ol reTereRt SIeT S T@T T, ik T o 37aT h
I ¥ W ¢ FEhl B | H % T ThaH I R wfaa
Fraraeer o | e T o F5D SIS S 8 shl WYL AT G5
3 T oft| 38 wd 3R iae aeRe § §@ 9wiee 3ae
TU TR 3N W 9| SHH F e g oft | g @ 3er B
S T ITeRT T SR T3 3ToS o TaT T | T[T o 3T&
1 Al g3 o1l oft o7 § W fow @ ® e gt wriqan
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QREE WA | ¥ Afe T HEWIY & TAIT e &7 o7 | 39 o<k 8
TS 3TehelT I ol TART T[T deh Ugel GA- ST o7 | 3 T[T,
SHI © F IETS] H &1 715 & | TETSl H heltehil 4 S R
T 3T ShetTahd! TR B% 2 | ITH i hiS 2R T8 B ST T
1 HIEIC, UshaH I07d & STl o7 | 39 Il §, . g3 3Tohatl
TSR ATAT |

T3t % TR TH U ITadT T AR Hegd il 2,
rew &0 e &l @1 9d §; S BIeEn 9reeh, A 6l e ||
I T SdaaT § S STl I TegE gl &, a3 A
o oeimel o STTSiash ey e gl
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g1 % onR & 3| given @ fike (Fit) =€ €, df e en
e T | = R B
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Unconsciousnhess

It was the third week of December,1984. | was
admitted to the Good Samaritan hospital in Downers
Grove, lllinois 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, | unwound completely. In that
state of complete unconsciousness, there was no light,
no darkness, no sadness, no joy, no thought, no pain,
and | could not even have found myself. But, | had not
died because I lived to write about itin 2015. | 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, | have
passed out completely unconscious due to other
reasons, but not passed away. Every time in the first
initial moments that | recovered back to conscious
awareness, | remember saying to myself, Oh shit, | am
back! The unconscious state was so blissful and
beyond description.

As a result of these experiences, now | 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 (31812 ) rests in blissful peace with no luggage
and baggage of life.
EON
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A Teh ALATIHh Eel

= foame o & etehR 3 9dq, 77 IR Tl THEIT T g%
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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 | 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 | 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 &2 / &

oSR, 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
atarget. Reminds us also of the Indian jawans
(soldiers) trekking with their weapons to and from a
battle zone.

High School years

Surendra and | 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 | were admitted in fifth and sixth grade
respectively in the newly started Hadas High School in
Dhantoli, Nagpur. Atthat 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. Acommissioned 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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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.

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, | 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. | said, welcome
home soldier!
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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 | 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, | 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. |tweaked Surendra that | 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, oncein 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 ST 2.

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
| 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

T a4 & @i "0l the people of my country!"
RECCISHIRIEIN
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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 | were walking together a few steps
behind them. One of the perceptive alms hopeful had
guessed rightly that Surendra and | were brothers.
Addressing us audibly, he called out T sa™, I8 TH
R TaHA il et e+t fset A1)’ 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 outin 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 | 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 :

S ST SIS SETgEs Hel d, gl ST
ITH Bl

e IR FgT- ekl Y 30 2 SiedTe, TR qriaioes.

Expressing some pertinent and related thoughts in

Hindi :

&N AR 36 1 29 UTd 2 o, 2 wrdie o 9= 3faer
MR 3T 3o Ttk TR TG BT 2 | TEig shi 37 e
BIdl; Sl IYHL TR il Teh HTcHe 5 Gr= Bl & |
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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, Ma;.
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.....

e

RSN
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T T IqT1e 3R rEar

T

T : fergTIT 3R UIfHETT & o=, TReR 9364 HI TTers |

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

o TTeT Tl AHL o TG, TS 084 T Tel YR gUR It i
TG L R 8, 9k St 3] o TR BN IRIE 3T1ma] K
I % HEh{aeh qUAT 1 IgdTd IR I6eh! G, Heqd R B
2|

Tt W GE sl H9Td gU, fSF SRR @g @' T, S
g TR ATE ST oRd! |He it & | IEiE gu e R
HY, Tk ST ol gl H ehR T 36 G:@ ol Ha0 3
framor vt 2, < i off gaw SuW STt e Tkt | ot %
< gU 3Y H, 3 A1 i@l h gafer™i § Fa1 g@ hl BT AR
THeATI e BT | Tl % areht we fgder 3R i, o
1 TR T g i FaROT TR g R oid |
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FeIHa SR 31 FdreHT SR 8 § g0 161 W, WEE g
I ! B9 e YRAT] o1 SR SR a7 § YOIH | 399 &7 W 9
=0T, §9 et <fler 7 ura |

ST BId @ 37 Aok <aT St saTerl, wEiel hl Ael ¥ el
Tt @t
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0 AR i ST U § Tehel 3RfiE R el § ;- fegeerH
31T WA I8 FHIHT e 39 st ol Frepiaesh qge
T 2| T T W S{ia 1 ATHEgg, adieh Tfafiied g
B 7€ IR, BAR WEHdsh Y W it ST S B 39
areATfcieh 31T cHe Gk STHM ohl, Tewed 8 HraTel 3T
FETYR 3 JTSHTT | I8 SATHET |

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.

| 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 :

Morality: Doing what is right
regardless of what you are told.

Obedience: Doing what you are told
regardless of what is right.
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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. | do
not have the full wording of the entire document.
Maybe | will get it from the Net. | 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 |, 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, | 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 THRI ddH.
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BN I had AN SFHHT T8 | 39 St 9 21 6%
Tl T 3T Sfamsielt 3R g it g=m 2; fSwd
A o T g 21 AR Afvas A9 wiveEs o w9 T,
et SATHIM T ATHe T T 7|

79 I o g & 91 31 geT gk T Rd T 2 |

O A A TEd §Y, §H W WA HREehed ST Hger
T e WY, @ THA 3R 9 | R S Fandt fvar 7, 39
TSI T STR Gaoh 314! 98 shi St (inner realiza-
tion) 9T |ehT |

A % & AN &1 9a7 Thel §, 918 98 7RI, Hial a1
browny =feeidt g, The a1 R, W ¥ Gl e, FHed
%aH FQU S, et g, Toiat o Jfvehall ol AFET sharet
Bk YA, 9 ¥ ddshial 8, 9 feg, 5 &g ...

57 &g I ST o1 28T 919 7, Fhae WHRael T AT &l | TF &
13 for@n, B0 9w 7em | T DI o= SH TEnE 2

TH T HTfcieh, Tt Teh | I8 WRA o STME ST ohl STTQ
HEHH T ¢ | SHH gH Feeh! 3T Q31 hl WS ¢ |

For the reader of ebook version of this book, following
is a link to the song from 1968 movie titled g -
Duniya. This song has a pertinent subtle message 3

ot ¢ fegeam ...
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.
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Zero Mile & Center Point

¢ X

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 9d4 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 - fcet ”.

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 spacein
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:

Finite and the infinite, earth and the sky, creator
and its creation.

Beauty of a flower and its fragrance.

A mother’s affection for its offspring.

Life and death, bravery and martyrdom.

Us and the mirage that we chase constantly.
Rainbow and reality, knowledge and wisdom.
Spontaneous outburst and resulting expansion of
Cosmos (91 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
(3=t a0 ) and symbol of Om (3%). It is beyond
the tools of scientific investigations. Itis 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 patrticles,
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 3% 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, 3%, 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 toits 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 / 3@ W9l (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.

mECON
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dd- : 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.

ddd 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 9d+ (vatan) into English bears
unpredictable consequences. In one context, Id4
implies motherland or the land of birth.

e % 39 AN gwal % STURW, o 18 % Wid 8d &, &b
T T 3T U1 AEGd BT ¢ | F= & o g T 3Tehd,
I o 9T TR T 1 e foren 2, s A= A @

TSl 7, STetehl T
Stta e ® ar
1T TS, ST Srury
et feprat, TSt

STt 6 39 H, Ta I wgfE A1 S 9re g 21 TR
&l Sl 38 B TR St 7, S fegeu™ geww fay,
TSlTel, ST 3T AW SR 4 1 fose Tu| o1ehe 36W
gfeem@ =l oget & uran, R oft T sfaem s i e
@Al 2| 9a9, TAR SfiaH &1 HaEe, Tha! &l 8; S| A1 6l
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ATcHT 3T Te |

337 T Tk A AT, <hl TEgeer B oaq TR W i =
¥ WeF | A Stia o1 THRTHT, T el |, S g9 |99, T
TR Y J WM | o, Tsh ATl a8, S &uel Aeqd
Bt 3|

TAR I o 3R TGT oh dd, THIM 31T R HrEer (un-

fathomable distance) 5299 g1d1 21

yTr
A uu‘uu A
FT‘

S <hl T GHIIT T=d SITTEehaT B His[g aidl § | §AR a0 31T
F& o o=, I8 gaehia AT (Magnetic attraction) 3R
TeeaTsRyT (Gravitational pull) Siet wifer=t 2, ST gHem g8 3uhl
3R Raerdt et & 3 Ty & oy TR ofaw ot H=ia w9

HI9E 2

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.

eATfcHeh e T, Id- ol &1 el T & 3R & ol @t
8777 BT §1 39 g8 W, THW 9 & §, IR 3 IaAmared
TR S Bt 1 gE WISt ol 3T S}, BET 3TE
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g & i Iedt R 3R A eniEt A g8t QAaTelt Tkt B
2| UE | Rl AN-GANT Q) STSHET ST ¢ | gE Sl STqatd
B e e eI g e e
foemdt 21

AR T § g 3R urqepft o Tetadt 2 | 9, T T |9
%1 g & HEHd TIAl ©, SHR HIEhde di= hi, e
UM 2

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
‘gd=- Gaga Land’, the lyrics and music of following

Hindi song from the 1948 movie ¥©1E (Shaheed), pays
tributes to the Martyrs and their ever lasting spirit :

T ol T § Fa % IS TEIE 8
TRA & 3 SHIF 81 STTEHH e 7

TEtE ol Hid g o oA bt et

o o1 | S 3 3| = | et
et Ger 36 STe A  STei e @, a0 L
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AT 3 I o YT § 3™ o
TH AT THT AT | @S 1w
T % T FH % STTE STEIE &, add ...

TETE T off T TR R S @
q THIE U $haTd fof@ § 194 T §
S T A S | ST IS 8, 9 L

I ot ATt TSR oft STsfsT 319 S |
EIEISEICEE IRG EECIEREEi R IC RS}

TH Ueh ST i @i T & g S YEIE &, I . ...

B T " A e 3 fa @
o Gy B et A frEe o H are ®
3T 1 390 41 1 2 S el IEhE A, g F

The music and lyrics of an equally engaging song
encapsulate the meaning and feeling of ad. It is
presented in the following link:

www.youtube.com/watch?v=0iWVSYUT28c

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 maatitu.....
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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 | 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, | 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 | turn, | will see the abode of my loving Fascination
The soul of my conscious awareness,

Passionately expecting to embrace and reunite.
Whenever | sing, | 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.

mECON
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Martyr's Memories : ITg1E <l IS

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 (¥&#R), and varied life
experiences while growing up.

TR TEhedt B 37 foaRl 1 ge’ & @ THI AT 7
AR TSt ot woe, TR o 3R end wen 1 2| ek s
%I, Gah Y 9g=H i (universal identity) @1 T8 Bt
B TRt e, stpeia S 3R qAsi-At T ¥R 2| I
TATH I T THel 3R TSI, 3T92EIe] g8 i qeal 3K
HEHTS e STd €, “THI ST ST ST Bielle, el 8l € | &
T 1 T | T S o I BT AT AR BT 85 1 Ga
S 3T 3TSME, i s TR HHEl Tod. 39 o9 °, S
UM el 7, Fel Wel el & |

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 - 381 never speaks again.

S1EIE R e Bt A, ifer et sl UTH B % W1e 9 st
a1 HLar el | fod ST gie, gHe o fote 3 2 S ')
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T BT WS UK G5 49, 2R84 ¥ feq-umh &1 S § e
BIRL SITTt 2T ITH &1 T | g9 =R 978 3T’ Uk o Hd, 37
034 H, Yo | o A&, H Tehetl SIaT @ T & | JHehT ST ol
IS G, IGeh! G |

L3 3R AL W T ohael I HIcTehl Heh T | T 2 ¢ AT ol 3
T BH QT JITcTeal WTd § FIET 91 9ol | 91 918 o 1d, &
SEET BT 9T S, W Th BHST Gl & 981 § @1 of, 3R
3G T BHST W e | o1 | 36 R0, 1 § iz & S
o ATER 26 ToT 1 o o o S AR W

2R84 TTe H, fder wfes it yeara oft 1 § g0 foa i gdt mm
AT TEX H WY B AT AT, ST AU S g1 & | SWH ST b
e 3R A1e |e Wi L EH TRl © | T gel ST 3R
THNT UShelTdl G STHAFHR SH1 41 § Fvdard | fires 7 9
36 oIk AT %1 3 haet 8 Wi i off | &1 ¥ sge g A |

TR H § o AR, Arar-foa o aEA-aeE o a o AR
oo o sl @ fiem 9 g or | W gdt o iR fyder afeq =
RESIE R IR

3 fder, § =R % 99, 2eiet INER | TT9RT9 T 18T A1) S
H I3 | WeR Rl Toh, OIToRed™ o TEGEAT™ W SATHHORRI
THAT R foom 31w Wil orerft, S IR §, 9 BRA oA
3194 e i fedle 1 W 79 B vgen foem o1 3 g fod
FHATA T S AL TE a6 & e | 39 993, § Asi <t adf
R forieTiat =6t 31T 2 =T o)
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Maj. Surendra M. Deo (Sep. 1934 - Sep. 1965)

STRTITETO 3t @a GAd & § I 5. Igal| Faehl 36 TR
THTER 1 @R forreft S8 ug= el oft | veet 52 & B3 11 i
TR T T TET AT, F YIS AT o1, W HegH A1 gaAT| &
Toram =, geuiEr @ foer @e, GT train oo gl 3R |
g 1 SR F = =Tl AT % Iod WY § 37 Y& B 6,
| g T Sl Hegd B T oft | Wwe Sty A foe st
B T fuw S @ o) ¥ o W, S R fermed 39 g of,
S #f @4 g, 36 @A & T8 ST Fad sl e
HEHE B, R 96 H Toh IS Sa-ed! Thid 9T S |

e - W g § TR €, S o) T v s fre)
S e 3 v, #Y o ¥ AR v g for o w
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Fiie & Ui § 0 o o5 | 38 o3 | 1 foran, o smifam, gq
T 3T AT T FeT A=3! aE ¥ GI TG 1|

W foert o smadt fe i eeeht @ g 21 #, W aeft @ik
Ut Artilliery Battery, 89 6 fmetshie daet o ieaH |
HiS[g 9 | THRT T € TSl ofT; 99 o glehdl ol gordd
o e |

2& forasr - 39 fea1 9, Pak Air Force had Sabre and 104
Sabre fighter aircrafts. 37 &1 () Sabre fighters 3 gaR
artillery position @I 3 fetT 3R HaTel-STaTe 3hi ST =] off,
3a4 H =S T fighter plane 9 W e W 31g@ FHermET
T 3R 3T e Tk shell W die # god € § SE @
T | 36k 916 1 g3 A BA Artillery Battery 3 |nefii i
2 U g | ifes § 3ueh a1g e sheft ST =it umL.L.LL.
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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. Itis 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 (3.
U 79 , TSt T &l STRI R, AT FHARR] T Fferd

L.

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 ‘SpTiedl W wuel &l 2t afess, af¥s 34 (dual)
TIEY % HTEAH W 373d (non dual) Tt STt Bt 2 | SpTeteiet
T 1 ATl T, JI HATRRI T TS TR T dqferd gL

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 (wTe€l /a=aTe ) in the forest, we enjoyed
collecting samples of flowers, berries (f=@sft) and
fruits (3719, ST, STF /STwe) 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
‘T8 T HIEA % WY THRT U Fatd! Nwdt vegd 2 @ ol
37 U1 H, TH 99 | Biel G35 1 37 & 9 & 91 il off |

96 Toder 9]&4% I ASR G5 39 % 11 2, T 31 74 37 30
GTed 1 2 | 3 91 o o1e oft, Toarerenie & I |, arfereae
Y ST Aed g3 ofl, g3 SdaTS S H Fatd! JraEel
HEHE B @I ¢

Note - Major Surendra M. Deo breathed his last on 16th
September, 1965 on the Sialkot Sector during the
Indo-Pak war.
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Gratitude

Humanitarian as well as the national spirit of life silently
and constantly extends its sincere gratitude and
appreciation for:

e Every martyr of the land that sacrifices life
unconditionally for purposeful purposes.

e Everyindividual that lovingly cooks and feeds the
family daily in the household kitchen.

e 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 :

qdq 83



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.

qdq 85



HY g w1

. *,i
3T ¥ Fa 302 3. FATCHT HoR Gig Sa=A1 STSaviiqd o
T GO Y. Gig HIe Joad! His. ATSATIET hdes I auiHl
BEM. ATH ZATCHT FEUH Hel U1 WIS 7 Fesieraes 2ld.

THE BAESH 1 Bl Gia A0 1 Jeal, s ST

AT I, T SATETSITAT M 31T AT 379
SO Y Rd STAl. B HeemeRiar ‘STEl 81 s aTaRa
IR, SATIATIL, TS FEUTS! A¥ereh oo Tealesl el QUM HIEsH,

A=A T, TESHI=AT HSHTd G 31! Ushed 3Ted.

‘ot e < €
oy, fems '’

“ft 35 T <9 w9,
Ty, St I Aan gua, e w0
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1 ToeRaRuE, A= STPHEmER UG TTois H9R 7es
3.

AT SMTe=AT T31eqenTa, 3rel At oft. ge| Ara.

ATH=AT TeATd 3T AT AT ST, 275 I, Sidel
TEIITH O TR,

A AT GE[E, AT SaRIGIA] SRAGST AT
JEATR.

3T 3TTE A AR, ST e,

T 3T} TSI, SATH=AT SRIqe fafedi= amoft, o et
= T JH 1.

AT AT e shodqT, 3TE Slcaea®dl U9,

7t It ot v & T, Stameen enfr uitads en 6= T
Tarasien (s, forsop amfor wewn).

1Tt At Frauft T, I T § AaE:

qIE].

RREY WA GiE o fea@m= R TRTRST AT 2ial. st
N ST geTeR BiaT. i Uit 21 (o) @i ¢ ¢ wfg=ren
T3 A1 quaTeT TS . ger Afg=m=n ufgem emgaer
Tl GiF ¢ TR AR TE=aT Bl 3 Teke! Hear
AT FHESTSH! Thl TTTREAT HRHRAT TSR JETST IRA
e 3TE. ATHeS STTRIEATITH HTOT e,

"All armed forces personnel that are on leave at this time
should report back immediately to their respective unit."

TS & TSR Ha = A B3 Gig STETEIeR SIe et
%6 TaA! a1 RaTeehieer wed ST arrefl ugd et
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TR, 3T ¥¢ U A=A seaviifcas Saaan a1 ey

HTSHT SAT0T G5 SIH AT STHT TSI STees, 3Tl
3Me8T 3T FETieRTeaT=AT RIaumere! T TS Al
TS TohT= GUd STH AT M Brd 314, 311§ 94 vieas
Hf ToheTE T HOH U TS 3R,

“oft AT T B wfieRra Y gl AT STERR HiEd! e, &l
ITEHTST AT G Feed, WIS To=IR TS AT

TR, @S RATEn Himfos qeAfag TR, S i ged
ITeRd AT H ARG €31 STEeAHes, AT HIF SATcHe 4
Hefelg ATHAl. AT AN, HTS o= ST S0 S &l <
ferdivee T AN T R,

A= ARG TGS F9s HAaedn AT ¥R smeat
TETET B AN TTevTE ReR v s ST e e ?
TET PeT=AT STAUAEA, TSV A=A T SleaATd Sl
TR daed FHaT e |

s HeATIgqd Hal Tl TohE@A HTHaTd. Wy o=l
EAshTd TaRTHT TeRTest ATl fooidh! 2Trea =it qd, afeem, I
3TOT gfequr. STTaet gedt TEa:wiad! Thed STIfuT e AEdia
e iaEls Taferm arRd. wmges we auft faem Rrordt s
T-WSH FE T IHSU FHT. IV Yefiak I FHAHT, Sk
T AT U WA STHATA & THSI0 €Yl 077 T WaGH
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GUSTOT ATIOT IUSTOT BT &9 STeeTd WTEdl. ST §F aui= 9,
M (Arielle), Ta:siiadt O e @il ued ATfor |

AT T AT SFHEIH STeITes Bie High St (Ta). Aeft
et ST TIe SRaE T WR SRS FHS T
O T, AT ¢ TR ST GRI= Fe ST fteor
HEA, IS TS HARATR TTEE TS T M. ST Hi
THA RO, 3% TH 6T Jcd, HIgYH.

Hf FRTYEE G, AT TR FROR 318 # A1 @ g i
e ? e W FTgEEn g, fEafuae g¥e A e e
T md IR e

391, AEht ueht, fogi=h. o= wa o1 ) ATl Heddt wata
THes! (AT & ohl ST ?)

I H TR AL TEE T, STEhR AT TWH S
Hi I UTE WA HEANT AT6E 81, &l Feard! Sfare

B

3T 8%, TR, ( Zero Mile Marker @ Nagpur )
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e, AMATeAT BRIV ST HaT T 3Tl

T T 7o WIS, STeRTeeAT 8 UTed 3TTel.

AT, MRA ST aaaHTE! @iet SRifaum T o1
I 7 fHfd=m enfor fve fedrdien smaw... @nd=, |qfaers,
g, 3%, TR, et g od STt amreciedt yradTa. .
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I | ST 5= Toiehe Tl ST 2T e 3Tl

H Y T, WIS 91 S T BIEiel iaaHl St e
ESSUGIG

IS A WY STERNIST dTcgRal G e, Wi HIEN 3RS

TESHIE Toh ST STeT 3Tk,

St g Geheu (affirmation) Wed gy, difa @ da 1erat
T}, R Tehed B BId 3THal. ST T e 2o o
Bid e fafor ggreen. s snefore faemamoe e,
S, 3 T 3 TeEgH T T JEIS R, g AT
AT THSTUT ST 0T © ITICAT STEHR AT A Y&+
3R, 3TES RAT §ed Ao Uehdl 318 STV d TSR Wrers
UGS TR, & HYU1 Teais 3% STET TehI=hR €31 T dTHTec
TR, AT AT SATfdaTe HIHETE SATOT GUTSITE STERTATST JoT
R eI, IeES Hel 2 EmME.

H AT €A, 3TEE RATAT HAWR HARE ATEE 8o

ELE 91



b F

31EIe hl 39 37 IS FeT SO Bl © |

&H AT <@ 1 13T o6, &8 I8iE ol Sfeed 3R S
SITETd T SATLTE 3Tk TH Y, TS WET A B 2 | 39
I 39 U B 3T TERE hl TATOHT, SITEHT 3R Ihadl
HEqE 2t g |

ot o AEwgul SRR § 519 0, 3R A Gaoh 90 § 3 IS
T4 7, 99 3UH % 1T e T TR A1 AR 9T g
2

Hardt 1 9T BN % 91e, IEIE i Fig A a1 T T8
T |

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
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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 / 37@€ WX (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.

T,
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Necklace of Flowers and Fragrance

THR TH-h FHel 3T GITE T ER

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 Td %! 9TH gU.

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 inimmeasurable and indescribable ways .

Following is a collection of short compositions written on
specific days identified by respective dates. = fo@
T o Tue H, 59 aqor it 9, I fo i aria arei |

15 Aug. 2015
WA= ST feaw

T ShI5 ETOT AT AR 81, THRI SR ST 1 i 311
EEe il

31T o HTETe H, ATCHTH a1 T8 8, T 1 14T S JeIaT
3789 B |

WA a3 % fomg, heft, SR, o, som, agdl, do, o,
TS, URHt It TR F=h Sra gt o W o wiEAl W S
e | GIh1 IHe! U B S, df Uhal 3TEE St TFIET
I BT E |
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AR FURT S el ad- 3TR gl TR 3T SHTaH ¢ |
TN Ueh T} SAeTfcHsh Wi © | SR <TI0 | SI&al ATfeare
6t TEsl g 3R A #, T Al g6 3TEE g4 ¢ |
TR 5tel T o T T 3- Piece suit T84T 8, 99 AR @
HeRT QTS 211 § | 6 W gHu i} 1 AT 3TR 1 SArgme,
3 RIS | Tl ol A1 8 o1 9 2l ¢ |

el 30 § S @, YA % Sdadl % U 291 erdiel o
i |

17 Aug 2015
Park

UTeh Tk 3FSA T7sg B | Geud | uTeh i Ades Bl @ fatfiea
T, P, T TR TUTeh! STE | 3T <l Bl ¢ |1 o S| A
UTeh I HAE Bl 8, B o e 3R fie seen & e
TR SN |

TR IR o ATNGRT 4 R0 e &Y IS hT A& I
TIFIRTRI TET Fq8 3T L 1 ARG S/ § | R0 Raer
024 & HTES H UTeh 1 STHS! HIFAT 2 S A9aT =W, 39oh
G T G, ST gAY |iEl S Ager W 2 | 36l Ror o1
T TR ATTGET} 37K ST | 9UR HEHH AL $63T §U Bl 3T
Fau A1 TR GRE ared, 39 R g 9, garet S
F AT TR AR Tl AT TR W H20H 2 |

30 0 I AT T AEAT, 3 g el o ot & | S 6t

el
TS| gAY |1 1 ST Hgeh! W € $an.....
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Meri Sanson Ko Jo Meheka Rahi Hai - Lata Mangeshkar...

TR G5 9 B BT 9TE AT, §H 1 § ohales £ T IR & Al
& Heh AT | S99 & UES ¢ WIS WU w9 U, §9 <Al
FfeT, TRl TR SR T |

T ST ol S el |, TAN THET-HT o S H (3¢% TR
) T3 A | THN THeI! o ol SI-H THR A o WIS % =X
H (o, TToroere feoker, feoheRt T€) g3t o | g IR WS 31K
Teh o8, oY 3T § 39 edic! ITeh | SRl o |1 T
& I A ¥ | 36 @IS H ol HITR A T G371 U A
T ATE ST G - ... TE0h o o1 A &1,

T JTaE! ok RO, TS Yo A o a1g H |
iz Al F1Et I ATE | g S g, o ar % wen |
T ol TSHA Fedll ¢, el STSTIRT AT Fe |
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iz 3T 1 @I q, e A Q0 |

1 TR hIE A 1 =TT |

o @,

Y ST b1, 3TR U S0 ST AT oh1, SH SHH a1 R |

3O YAl UTeh o a1 ST ¢ | SfeT0T ot f3rerer At g, S et
Tt TETed HieT ek ST 21 I ht TR SIS et 9 e
T Ueagd HaM a% ST &l 39 A1 & BIeY QR H, THF
T3, BHR el 1 T, TEI-AHT 1 =, Gdid! UTeh 3R ged
TSGR o, oo & 3R gis ued 9 | T 3T S & el &
fo, =0 el 9E-aeA, - % R H R 3R US| 39 o5
AR HTAT-TIaT SPTee, s farmaa & Ta1 6d 9 |

I ol S8 TR U O A0 TH o (o5, TH |a1 39 gaid!
UTeh o Sfe B TeRd 9 | 3 T A @ ureh A 3 8qd woh e 9
A ol TR 1 AT, STHIF T TR 8qa 3951 R o5d 9 3R
TOR R 9799 Siled 9l 39 S=UH o gl QR |, TS AR o,
T AR fesehl Sl ohl aegl 2l Sl off| 38 ok Hegd |1 gl
&1 341 SO % ATEIS § gAR WiasT o 3TER IR foemi o e
3R T o9 @1 R | A W A fomn ® ) e die W etania
AR 1 T 7, 371 36k 31gfrd e o o §; =t gam s
EEASIGIR

THERSIT 3TT%H, I ot IR WEled HiGL, 3Tal, THT-AT, gard!
UTeh, TSH B5thas 3TR Ueadq HaM o QR H, TH 318! I T
1 3T B o1 W AT U8 6 Ul 2759 2
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17 Aug 2015
IR Gl 3 HeTeR uTh

T U1 AT e 2 |

AR i <l TR o 9T, Uiel 3R =t| T 9y (Oxygen)
Bred 2

TH TR Sfta o7 SR T8 R R

A BIg 319H arY & (Carbon-dioxide and waste gases)
EiTeft e R St § |

¥ TEME IR AT A Fread! TeU Nedr gAR eI A
ey £ |

TR f3@ it ugw 7R Hig vaw, Tt qvar 7 |

36l TR H & Hel Sfid € |

FHN BFT 1 1 21, ¥ 9% gHR AT TReR I 58T |

23 Aug 2015
Dhantoli - et

! 8, TITST hl A |

T A, M A 9 |

Tl AN dfiele SR diden e,

THN B o FHUHT IHT HRT TSI & 74T,
e g s i I e,

AR JH 3R A19H A Te=H o,

IR I HEETR i e i |

TAE T Fede HIgHH |
1 gl g aftidrey |
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I, GaT! Tl 2, haeh e o o+ St @ i FaEa
T |

7 gadicl 4 wEie oft 9a1 gu g, S et o ordit g shl ot
TSI © | |19 S WY 3TEEH G 7, foh 19 o HeR gig od
UTeh H GAaR] Heehd! Wl, Te deh 39k G oh A1l g 3T
el

28 Aug 2015

T o Yao 3R gatesar

I ST 1 Tk @R, TH o T T8k o Jae IR gare |
I T 3R feg HEEmR H gafRan SeR,

B A1 | Ao A1 Tgaredl, ATeHaedor 9d | |

i@t o 3q@ (Principles) €¥Ra & fr@me 78 <rd; fod s
ST 2

Aprecious video on YouTube effortlessly communicates
itall, “THERE IS ONLY AWARENESS".

MEIE, Th gd IR e, ok <ol wean ot st |
IIdie, WG 3Tawen &, fSreft &1 sTeame ue |
ST STaeT, IER fmad & gRan-wiian stiamdal i gas
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TH ¥, 7e9d TS ¢ SR 9 H |
e, S 1 e At & |

EIE, 98 wied 3R egvfd 7, ol g i sed = |
I1éte, Tyul SATerEmdT, g oft Ird o |

IRIE, 38 T Hcd o fEwd 7, SEl e o w=i)

IEIe, =t Fomd 2, STel ol sht T TeT Heehd! Wl § |
e, Hat= | 3R T I ST |

IR, 3TN < ST @ foh Seash gaR aad Sl AR o
Raod @ |

TS qh IHh! T % A1, TH 0T & |

SIEIE, UCH Gcd hl STTETHTSR LT 2 |

'The Best Sermons are Lived, Not Preached.’

HoaHa Sd
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26 Aug 2015
9 HEEd

T ha T JAIH, I 98T 7 S (Angel)
B 1 T, 9 S oh1 R |

79 fied o e, @iE o9 e |

9 3R 79 4 R g 51 U, foere '
foram v, Rt & fire & |

31, werie Afvaes =a= |

TH O g, TAR 909 o I |
TE $AHARI TH ST ¢, WA |

9= € 39 99 Rl 9TEH |

TS &9 Tl BeR Gig 9F Haiel e | $9a1 §H1 gHRT o4
HRIEd ? |

BHR a1 o BREATE % B TEH % fou,

S ISR NP EAR CE A RIS G R IEG I

31 Aug 2015
= g AT
THR 90 o FoaN H Hgehd! IR, TH 9ad =R 3TR =, .

I o "I H 3% (31, 3, H) IH a0l g, TSeH g1 3R g/
forva, weh qEr # yof: @ 5w f)

IR T o T @R, TH o ¢ TG o a0 IR gares |
AT 3R 63 HeTamR H, afral e,
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T 1 I YA A1 Yafesr; sTegemyor § |

iaft & 3g@ (Principles) @ =1 o & sima; & st
ST |

ST 3R ATHSY i TP H, TEM i =T, T ohl
e 3R T 1 97 2 | T Jafifer s & g i e
g 5oy gn w=Rafig 1 S 2 | In it there is no BS wrap-

pings of God, Heaven nor Hell.

20 September 2015

, giz 39, 379 983 G § Tk AR IR * fedfaash =
79 e § Tohgt g0 21 A gl s fm 2

AR 1Y 30 =l o 7S, 1 3R o off Iadt g ¥ |

TH Tk off el Teh U Pkt Fed Heg@ d Wi R |

37151 9 |4 2, 39 99d % 37 2,

Jfeeh 30 =0 % TS <l G g8 T @66 § |
74 T 1 1S Thd |, 9 81 A1

THR S0 o 761 i G & TaT et |

AT, ST 3R a9 9RA o o=,
3T o g SR AIRIS H, 37T 3R IGHH i Toha! =a1 H faod

TR | In today’s mood, the past and the present have
merged in a borderless consciousness.
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§ ISR gz 39, vEie A gare o el 8@
% aq9 & Garma i S 3T TR | 9971 T |
Y Os YA, 39 99 & SFTEH |

3 =9 o for, waT FaH

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 ( a1feeT ) 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." Forin it
reigns the fearlessly supreme spirit of freedom, which is
best metaphorized in the National symbol of Three

Lions and ‘@camd s/¥d.’
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WRA AR T, URAR 3R st ([Terear)

R& Sl ol R T e THE |
3T % HIEIA § gURT o, IRER 3R s,
T Tl g, aTiETies o 2|

Srem afen @ gum 8, fedt & fod |

ST REgS § A0 () e T,

3R Ik A= THovlics g&m Haw |

99 37 &9 v & w= % A
79l STt | g |
& <hl ST T &9 |

STt gHRT IR, 4T 61 g9 2 |

AW YRR, 918, T 3R 19 & fo=m 999 7|
ST 39 1 TS W T 2, A 587

TH 3T 2

Sfter e g9t 1 3gd B,

T Teh &0 STEL 30T 2,

& 707, T < Die daasy 8 31 g |
iRt oft TrEeRdt e B,

TR SR S o Tedi i erar] |

76 &1, U T T R o T T R
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el e F]TY ST, AR I9H @MU i |
et @ = i, @ 3§ foame sy
T o T H, T L FR S,
31O ot ere S|

Seft 2w seRr, = 3oy g fem)
g form et <2, ST |eh e S|
foretft @ =W i, W & foame s

Google it, if you like it's audible flavor !,

I 9, s &g !

oo =ret et weY, ‘Herda s |

9 9 H g IR BT 8, “9Rd qrafagrar |
7g fd o fiey 3 AR =, ergufa 2

et & R 4 T e '@ e 6,
Tl o ANS T deh, Jal 99 9Tl i |

A, g0, IRd, IRER 3R Fiffen I8 9gf~d 9E § T Ted
o= 2|

Empty yourself of all opinions and belief systems,
Walk the streets of Bharat with open senses

To experience its ethos, pathos, paradox and chaos
( STreRTER, FeuT, feriemTm ).
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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39 & o I9Yh GHTH o TofT, THR T TTH &1 TH o T
TS AT, By 3R T A& i Ty off, 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 .... SH T 59 31feMTRIe S 2, 9Rd

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 :

e |
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About the Author

Suresh M. Deo was born in Nagpur, India, on 4th
December 1932. He has lived his first 25 years in India
and the latter 54+ years in the United States. Suresh’s
passion for writing stemmed from the simple desire to
better understand “That” which he had previously taken
for granted.

His past education saw him through Nagpur University
in India to the University of Mississippi, affectionately
known as Ole’ Miss to its alumni. From there he went on
to work in the Plastics and Composites industry for forty
years. In hindsight, he realized that he had learnt enough
about Chemical Engineering to confuse a chemist,
enough about engineering to confuse an engineer, and
enough about people to confuse himself.

He recalls one of his most memorable moments in life
to be a six-month trip around the word at the age of 30.
It was then that he saw how all of us experienced the
joys, aspirations, frustrations, and bewildering fears of
the unknownin life.
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Suresh, and his wife Usha, spend their summer months
in their home in Addison, lllinois, where they live in close
proximity to their three sons. In the winter, they migrate
to India where they enjoy the pleasant weather of Pune.

mECON
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Other Books by Suresh M. Deo

Seashells
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DELDROP

Bty dawchie ior alees’ Cradhs

Lightning Bugs

Available on Amazon

http://www.amazon.com/s/
ref=ntt_athr_dp_sr_1?_encoding=UTF8&field-author=Suresh%
20Deo&search-alias=digital-text&sort=relevancerank

Available on Scribd
https://www.scribd.com/suresh_deo
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Also Available :

"'}’mml.T

LS

Usha Deo

http://www.amazon.com/Many-Faces-Women-Celebrat-
ing-Sketches/dp/9382337067/ref=sr_1_17?s=books&ie
=UTF8&qid=1421446959&sr=1-1&pebp=1421446960
3418&peasin=9382337067
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