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e have cared for more Wthan 10,000 people in 
the rural villages and 

u r b a n  s e t t i n g s ,  h e l p i n g  to 
improve their quality of life and 
providing relief from distressing 
symptoms like pain, addressing 
concerns of the body, mind and 
the spirit and thereby addressing 
the concerns of the care givers in a 
h o l i s t i c  m a n n e r,  i n c l u d i n g 
bereavement support Our team of 
doctor’s nurses and volunteers 
are currently providing home 
care to more than 500 patients in 
the villages. They address the 
symptoms in a holistic manner, 
providing relief ,  sustaining 
dignity and empowering the 
family in the care of the patient.In 
addition to this we conduct free 
heath check-up camps for the 
elderly in villages and provide 
preventive palliation.
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Introduction 

In India, the poor die in agony 
and neglect, the middle class 
die in agony in ignorance and 
the rich die in agony on a 
ventilator. No one gets a 
d igni f ied  and pain  free 
death." 

Palliative care, a multidiscip-
l i n a r y  a p p r o a c h  t o 
specialized medical  and 
nursing care for people with 
life-limiting illnesses is the 

treatment of choice in such 
cases. It focuses on providing 
relief from the symptoms, 
pain, physical stress, and 
mental stress of a terminal 
diagnosis. 

Kosish-the Hospice was born 
out of a necessity…a need to 
a d d r e s s  t h e  c o n c e r n s 
surrounding the last days of 
life…YOUR life, this existence. 
Death is something which we 
abhor, yet knowing very well 
that we need to face it. Most of 

us are more scared about the 
suffering and loss of dignity 
surrounding ageing and 
dying. At Kosish the thrust is 
on ensuring a dignified and 
pain free life till the very end. 

Background : Hewn out of 
the neighbouring state of 
Bihar in 2000 to meet the 
autonomy demands of the 
Adivasi (tribal) population, 
J h a r k h a n d  i s  a  l a n d  o f 
i m m e n s e  n a t u r a l  a n d 
anthropological  wealth . 
However, despite boasting an 
i n c r e d i b l e  4 0 %  o f  t h e 
country's mineral wealth 
(mostly coal, copper and iron 
ore), rich forests and cash-
rich industrial hubs, it is 
plagued by poverty, social 
injustice, corruption, and 
sporadic outbursts of Maoist 
and Naxalite violence. 

Pindrajhora is a picturesque 
little hamlet located close to 

the Bengal-Jharkhand road 
border, on the banks of the 
River Gawai. It is only 300 km 
from Kolkata. This region 
b o a s t s  s p e c t a c u l a r 
landscapes and is a popular 
spot on the tourist circuit, 
g i v e n  i t s  p r o x i m i t y  t o 
Purul ia's  Ajodhya hi l ls , 
J a i c h a n d i  P a h a d  a n d 
Murguma Dam. This area 
sees very high footfall in 
winter which is the tourist 
season in this part of the 
country. 

Unfortunately, hidden behind 
the beauty and serenity, is a 
tale of pain, poverty and 
e x t r e m e  h a r d s h i p . 
Surrounded by dense forests, 
these villages are regularly 
attacked by massive herds of 
marauding elephants. The 
villagers have learnt to live 
alongside danger all the time. 
Suf fer ing  from extreme 
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weather conditions, water 
scarcity and very limited 
livelihood opportunities, the 
p e o p l e  o f  t h i s  r e g i o n 
predominantly live off their 
land, cultivating crops in 
small  quantit ies .  In  the 
deeper interiors, they are 
p r i m a r i ly  fo re s t  b a s e d , 
surviving by gathering leaves 
such as Mahua and Tendu 
(used in biri making) and 
selling them in local markets. 
Paddy is harvested only once 
a year and farmers are heavily 
dependent on rainfall. The 
youth are gradually migrating 
i n  s e a r c h  o f  b e t t e r 
opportunities leaving behind 
the elderly and weak to cope 
on their own. 

Over 15 crore (1.5 million) 
people live in this catchment 
a re a  a n d  ye t ,  e s s e n t i a l 
services, especially in health 

care are sadly lacking. The 
closest primary health centre 
is about 4 km away while the 
nearest referral hospital is a 
municipal hospital in Chas 
(22km) and a public sector 
hospital (24km). All three are 
stretched to their limits and 
palliative care is not a priority 
under the circumstances. 

Service description 

KOSISH, a registered NGOhas 
pioneered the provision of 
palliative care services to the 
elderly and the terminally ill 
in the states of Jharkhand and 
West Bengal. Starting from 
humble beginnings in 2006, 
this is one of the few genuine 
initiatives in palliative care to 

have sustained their efforts in 
rural settings over time. 

We have been providing a 
range of healthcare services 
to the community since 2006. 
There are several challenges 
to  o u r  wo r k .  I l l i te ra c y, 
poverty, ignorance are the 
rule of the day. Most people 
do not have access to basic 
health amenities. Care of the 
terminally ill remains a low-
priority issue with them. 
Death means a mouth less to 
feed – economics simplified! 

The services we provide are 
classified into five categories. 
These are: 

• Out Patient Dept (OPD) 

• Home care services 

• In Patient Department 

• Outreach programmes 

• Retreat sessions 
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OPD : Our hospice caters to 
a n  a v e r a g e  o f  8 0 - 1 0 0 
outpatient (OPD) patients 
every week, who come from 
neighbouring & far flung 
villages in both Jharkhand 
a n d  We s t  B e n g a l .  T h e 
majority come for ante-natal 
c a r e ,  i n f e r t i l i t y , 
gynaecological problems, 
skin diseases, and respiratory 
illnesses. Malnutrition is very 
prevalent. There is a huge 
need for addressing the 
h e a l t h  p ro b l e m s  o f  t h e 
elderly & of children. 

Home Care Services  : Home 
care services are usually the 
privilege of the moneyed 
urban public alone. It is rare 
to find doctors venturing out 
into people's homes in the 
village setting, and even more 
so ,  when the  pat ient  is 
terminally ill and unable to 
pay  fees .  We at  Kosish , 

however strongly believe that 
home is where the patient is 
best treated and that the 
involvement of all family 
members in the care of a 
terminally ill patient makes a 
huge difference to their 
m o r a l e  a n d  a t t i t u d e . 
Accordingly, we currently 
provide 'home care' for over 
500 patients across a 300km 
radius, wherein our team, 
consisting of a doctor, nurse, 
volunteer and psychologist 
visit the patients in their 
homes and address their 
s y m p t o m s  i n  a  h o l i s t i c 
manner, providing relief and 
empowering the family in the 
care of the patient. 

Home care services help in 
the following ways:  

•  Enable patients at the end 
of  l i fe  stage to  be ful ly 
supported at home 

•  Enable patients to have a 
choice to be able to die at 
h o m e  i f  t h a t  i s  t h e i r 
preference 

•  Establish a  system of 
providing 'continuity of care' 
at home 

•  Provide a more 'hands on' 
approach to care when a 
situation deteriorates, and 
avo i d i n g  i n a p p ro p r i a t e 
admission to hospital when 
this is not in-line with the 

patient's wishes. 

•  O f f e r  a n  ' a f f o r d a b l e' 
alternative to expensive 
h o s p i t a l i s a t i o n  w h e r e 
avoidable 

In Patient Services : We 
h a v e  c o n s t r u c t e d  a  2 5 
bedded, residential 'Long 
term care facility for the 
Elderly & terminally ill' in 
Pindrajhora village near 
Purulia. The hospice is free of 
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cost for the terminally ill and 
provides  complete  care 
including pain medication, 
symptomatic  treatment , 
doctor visits, essential tests 
and pharmacy services. The 
hospice is housed on 2.2 acres 
of land. The built up area is 
5500 square feet with 25 
beds and there is immediate 
provision for construction of 
an additional 4000 square 
feet. 

Outreach programmes 

Kosish has been conducting a 
r a n g e  o f  o u t r e a c h 
p r o g r a m m e s  i n  t h e 
c o m m u n i t y  w i t h  t h e 

objective of establishing 
awareness about health, 
hygiene and nutrition among 
the villagers. These include: 

•  Training of young village 
women in nursing, elder care, 
palliative care and nutrition. 
These young women are 
absorbed into the hospice or 
become part time outreach 
workers who visit various 
v i l l a g e s  a n d  c o n d u c t 
awareness sessions with the 
members of the communities. 

•  S k i l l  b u i l d i n g  a n d 
vo c a t i o n a l  t ra i n i n g  fo r 
women in embroidery and 
handicraft making in a bid to 
help them become self-
sufficient and financially 
independent. 

•  Workshops &conferences: 
Kosish has hosted several 
large and small conferences 
and workshops including the 

v e r y  p o p u l a r  ' R o l e  o f 
Spirituality & religiosity in 
e n d  o f  l i fe'  p ro g ra m m e 
conducted by Dr Abhijit Dam. 

•  Re s e a rc h  &  t ra i n i n g : 
KOSISH has tied up with 
I n d i a n  I n s t i t u t e  o f 
Technology (IIT), Kharagpur 
for a Senior Citizen Program 
a n d  a  t h r e e  w e e k  l o n g 
research workshop took 
p l a c e  re c e n t ly.  Fu r t h e r 
activities are currently under 
consideration at IIT KGP. Also, 
we conduct regular training 
f o r  d o c t o r s ,  n u r s e s  & 
volunteers in palliative care, 
which is certified by the 
I n d i a n  A s s o c i a t i o n  o f 
Palliative Care. 

•  Nutrition: We provide free 
lunch to about 50 children 
from extremely vulnerable 
a n d  i m p o v e r i s h e d 
households every Sunday in 
an effort to improve their 

nutrition and health. We also 
provide them with  free 
medicines, deworming and 
help with basic literacy. 

Retreat sessions 

These sessions are designed 
t o  a d d r e s s  b u r n o u t  i n 
p r o f e s s i o n a l s  f r o m  a l l 
streams of life. The Buddhist 
teachings of mindfulness & 
compassion are coupled with 
ancient Vedic teachings to 
help the participants in 
restoring a sense of meaning 
and balance in their lives. 
These are also designed 'on 
request in small batches. 

Challenges 

We are confident that the 
work we are doing is very 
important and critical to the 
communities we work with 
and that they appreciate and 
value our interventions. 
Unfortunately however, there 
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is very limited support from 
the government or other 
private organisations for 
palliative care because of its 
negative connotations in a 
society obsessed with saving 
l ives .  As  such the main 
challenges we face are: 

1.  Lack of funding. The very 
premise of palliative care is 
that it should not add any 
further burden to the patients 
and their families. As such, all 
the services we provide are 
f re e  o r  s u b j e c t  to  ve r y 
nominal charges. This places 
a huge financial burden on 
the NGO which has to raise 
funds from donors and well-
wishers on a periodic basis to 
sustain the good work. 

2.  A  minimum of  INR 4, 
00,000 (INR Four Lakh or 
£4800 only) per month is 
needed to run the hospice 

a n d  p rov i d e  h o m e  c a re 
services at full capacity. We 
are not recipients of any 
g o v e r n m e n t  g r a n t s  o r 
international aid and as such 
are entirely dependent on 
donations from generous, 
social minded public. This 
makes it difficult to sustain 
the services. 

3.  Low levels of support from 
government and the general 
medical community as death 
a n d  dy i n g  i s  s e e n  a s  a 
'difficult' subject 

4.  Lack of interest from 
donors and sponsors because 
of the very nature of terminal 
illness. 

5.  Lack of volunteers: The 
fact that we work in a remote 
rural setting makes it doubly 
difficult for us to both raise 
funds as also get volunteers 
a n d  o t h e r  h e a l t h c a r e 

professionals to participate 
in our work. Indeed it is only 
the tireless efforts of the 
founding team of Kosish that 
has kept us going for over a 
decade. 

What we need urgently 

1.  S u s t a i n e d  F u n d i n g : 
Individual donations of even 
INR 1000/- (£10) per  (£10) 
per month would go a long 
way in helping to make our 
patients lives comfortable 

2.  Equipment: A mannequin 
f o r  p r o v i d i n g  n u r s i n g 

t r a i n i n g .  M e d i c a l 
equipment for tests, basic 
items such as syringes, 
catheters, Ryle's tubes, 
dressing etc or help in 
procuring them at a low 
cost. 

3.  Transportation: Since 
home care visits are the 
backbone of our work, we 
need to travel as a team to 
the patient's home. This 
entails driving through 
difficult terrain for long 
hours. At present, we have 
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one second hand SUV (about 
six years old),  that was 
donated to us by a kind 
benefactor. This vehicle is 
itself in the last stages of its 
life and needs to be replaced 
by a more modern vehicle 
with an attached trailer to 
carry supplies. 

4.  Ambulance: We need an 
ambulance fitted out with 
emergency aid kits that can 
be used to transport patients 
from their homes to the 
hospice comfortably. 

5.  S p o n s o r s h i p :  C S R  o r 

individual sponsorships on a 
bed/ward/patient  basis 
would go a long way in 
enhancing the quality of care. 
The cost of sponsoring one 
bed would be approximately 
INR 10,000(less than £100) 
per month. We have 5 wards 
with 5 beds eachat present  

I n  t o d a y ' s  f a s t - p a c e d 
material ist ic  world,  the 
individuality of a person is 
rapidly vanishing. Illness is 
o f t e n  d e a l t  w i t h  i n  a 
mechanized manner with the 
aid of machines in foreign 

settings under the banner of 
'healthcare industry', whose 
main motive is to generate 
business from sickness. The 
sad result is that our loved 
ones are dying lonely and 
p a i n f u l  d e a t h s  i n  t h e 
i n t e n s ive  c a re  u n i t s  o f 
hospitals, often latched on to 
life-sustaining machinery. 
But then, do we ever wonder 
if we are giving life or merely 
p r o l o n g i n g  d e a t h  a n d 
suffering? The question 
w h i c h  w e  s h o u l d  a s k 
ourselves is would we like the 
same fate for ourselves? I 
often ask my audience 'where 
they would like to die?' and 
n o t  s u r p r i s i n g l y  t h e 
unanimous answer is 'at 
home'! Sadly though, very few 
of us are going to be fortunate 
enough to do so, to die at 
home, surrounded by the 
p e o p l e  w h o m  w e  l o v e , 
holding on to our hands till 

our souls depart from our 
physical self.

It is also during periods of 
illness that one seeks solace 
in spirituality and religion, 
apart from medical care But 
holistic medicine should 
address the body, mind and 
spirit; sadly though today's 
healthcare professionals are 
often ill equipped to handle 
the mind and the spirit. Gone 
are the days when the wise 
and friendly family physician 
used to come down to your 
homes & treat the ill, apart 
from discussing other family 
matters & psycho-social 
issues over a cup of tea. 
Individualization of care was 
a priority & healing rather 
than just cure of illness was 
the goal.

Kosish is the first NGO in the 
tribal state of Jharkhand in 
I n d i a ,  p r o v i d i n g  f r e e 
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p a l l i a t i v e  c a r e  t o  t h e 
community. It does so by its 
group of dedicated & unpaid 
professional volunteers who 
give their skills, time & very 
often money for patient well 
being. Kosish provides care 
irrespective of patient color, 
creed, religion or class. At 
present it does not have 
a c c e s s  t o  d o n a t i o n s .  I t 
believes in humanity and 
ensures a dignified, symptom 
free life until death.

It was during the care process 
of the terminally ill that the 
author was often confronted 
with questions addressing 
religious & spiritual, issues 
like:

How will I die? Why me? Will 
I be reborn? Can rituals save 
me? Will I go to heaven? Why 
am I suffering so much? Etc.

The author found this to be a 
stumbling block in the care 
process, for none of these 
i s s u e s  a r e  c u r r e n t l y 
addressed in the medical 
c u r r i c u l u m  i n  I n d i a . 
Moreover,  working in  a 
c o m m u n i t y  w h e r e  t h e 
majority of patients are 
Hindus, in India, the author 
felt that an understanding of 
s o m e  o f  t h e  b a s i c s  o f 
Hinduism is  a  must  for 
healthcare professionals 
delivering holistic care.

Dr. Dam has authored three 
books till date, viz.

1. Spiritual issues in the last 
days of life

2. W a d i n g  t h r o u g h 
Quicksand:  Spir i tual i ty, 
Palliative medicine & Sanatan 
Dharma

3. Mrtyu

I consider a large part of this 
book to be 'apaurisiya', one 
that is not authored by man. 
For as I sat down to pen my 
thoughts, at times, a floodgate 
of thoughts would burst 
open, thoughts that I would 
never have dreamed of or 
even considered remotely. 
A n d  a s  m y  p e n  w o u l d 
continue to scribble furiously, 
penning the thoughts, I would 

simply sit back as a spectator, 
o f t e n  a m a z e d  a t  t h e 
explanations that were being 
provided.

My crusade is to remove the 
fear associated with death or 
Mrtyu, as I prefer to call it. My 
patients have helped and 
inspired me to tread upon 
this path, which most of us 
abhor.
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COVID 19 & Kosish 

March 20, 2020 

h e  v i l l a g e  c h i l d re n  we re Teducated about the virus, its 
t h re a t  &  t h e  p re c a u t i o n s 

n e e d e d  t o  b r e a k  t h e  c h a i n  o f 
transmission.

Our forthcoming OPD for the villagers 
on Sunday has been cancelled. 

The school for the village children has 
been closed till further clari�ication of 
status. The elderly inmates at Kosish 
were advised not to leave the premises 
& stay safe. Basic self hygiene protocols 
have been implemented, like routine 
washing of hands with soap & water 
frequently. 
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he Theosophical TSociety in Cuttack 
had organised a 

v o l u n t e e r  t r a i n i n g 
programme. 

I t  w a s  a  w o n d e r f u l 
experience to teach the 
principles of Palliation to a 
heterogeneous group of 
enthusiastic volunteers. 

Fo r  t h e  l e a r n e r  i s  a s 
important as the teacher... 

For both complement each 
other. 

Training of volunteers in Palliative Care. 
March15, 2020 
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 usually avoid playing holi primarily to avoid Ithe tedious chore of scrubbing my skin raw 
in an attempt to get rid of the colours... 

Today was no different until my phone rang at 
10am. The villagers of a nearby village, 
Golamara, in adjacent West Bengal, had 
contacted me through a local teacher to inform 
me about a young man with a distended 
abdomen lying in a Bhairav temple with his 
parents since the last couple of days, apparently 
in severe pain. I asked them to bring him to 
Kosish, which was about 15 km away, to which 
the local villagers complied. He was barely 
about 24 years, an anxious expression on his 
drawn face, his sunken eyes resigned in 
helplessness, lying still, with a tightly distended 
abdomen, for movement caused him to wince in 
pain. His parents were squatting in the sun, a 
resigned expression on their faces. They had 
b e e n  t u r n e d  b a c k  f ro m  a p ex  m e d i c a l 
institutions at Ranchi & Kolkata. The diagnosis 
said seminoma... But then the disease had 
spread. The desperate parents, when turned 

A holi well spent... . 
March10, 2020 
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back by hospitals, had taken recourse to God... 
They had decided to surrender to Bhairav (Shiva) 
, spending 2 days in a village temple... I choose to 
beleive that their prayers were answered. Our 
team attended to him with compassion, feeding 
him, caring for him, cocconing him in a blanket of 
love & care. Our elderly inmates fed him, 
pampered him, made him feel special... I even 
spied upon Dhira Bose, aged 80 years, gently 
massaging his legs to relieve his pain. The body, 
mind & the spirit were being addressed! By 
evening, he was sitting up independently, eating, 
drinking & most importantly, smiling. He was 
escorted in a wheelchair by his father in the 
evening to our temple to attend the evening aarti. 
The Gods too stooped down to relieve his 
suffering. For it was Holi. The best ever Holi of my 
life... 



e planned a cervical & breast cancer Wawareness camp for the village 
women along with demonstration of 

self breast examination on a mannequin. The 
children at the center were given a challenge...a 
drawing competition based on the theme of 
'women's day'! 

 And about 45 minutes later, their 
creations left us stunned. A particular drawing 
by a young village lad, portraying his mother as 

International women's day...
March 8, 2020 
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Goddess Durga, except that was using her 
multiple hands to multitask! If you look carefully, 
you would notice that the multitasking centered 
around activities that a village woman does... 
Right from pounding grain using the classical 
wood pounder, to sweeping, taking care of 
livestock, cooking for & feeding the family, taking 
care of the sick & elderly, giving alms to the 
mendicants... This 'holistic' picture of his mother 
that the young imaginative mind of the kid 
painted, re�lected the true picture of 'mother's of 
India'. What really moved me, was the realisation 
that goodness still has prevailed in this holy land. 
For Ma still exists... Verily so. Seek & ye shalt �ind. 



ccording to the Vedas, an adhikari is one, Awho is eligible & appropriate for a 
condition. Thus, the sages would 

determine as to who would be a suitable 
'adhikari', so as to enrol him/her as a disciple. 
This was elaborated in Sadhna chatustaya, in 
which a guru would seek for the following 
qualities in a prospective disciple before 
considering him as a adhikari... 

1. Viveka (discrimination) 

2. Vairagya (renunciation) 

3. Sat sampatti (set of six virtues) 

4. Mumuksutvam (a yearning for liberation).

 We too created 'adhikaris'! My choice, my right! 
As a part of the ongoing week culminating in 
celebration of 'women's day', Kosish, in 
partnership with JCI Jazbaa, Bokaro, organised 
a workshop for the village women, in which 
they were educated about the different 

Who is the 'adhikari'? 
March 3, 2020 
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methods of contraception & thereby empowered to choose a method 
that suited them the best. For it is the lady, who should have the 
authority, backed by knowledge, to choose if they want a pregnancy or 
not. Thus, the women should be the 'adhikari'! Dr. Tripti also conducted 
a dental checkup for the participants. 



ased on this theme, a cancer awareness Bprogramme was conducted at Kosish on 
23 February 2020, in which the villagers 

were sensitised to healthy lifestyle practises 
along with cancer awareness. They were 
educated as to how adopting a healthy lifestyle 
could go a long way in prevention of cancer. 

Prevention & early detection 

saves lives... ? 
February  23, 2020 
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his Sunday was a witness to the Tgenerosity of Shikha Ghiria & her 
children, who not only sponsored 

today's lunch for 70+ children, but also helped 
with the cooking & serving. There was divinity 
in the air as the Gods fed & the air reverberated 
with their exicted chatter. It was heartening to 
watch the privileged children share their 
portion of opulence with the underprivileged...

A great teaching indeed! 

For the kids, by the kids...  
February  10, 2020 
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osish is happy to host Natalie Connell Kwho is in India as a part of a Fellowship 
exploring Pall iative Care amidst 

different religions & cultural backgrounds. 

We  s h o w e d  h e r  t h e  ' K o s i s h '  w a y  o f 
inclusiveness... Starting from the grassroot 
levels, helping address poverty, illiteracy, 
sickness, suffering & �inally ensuring a digni�ied 
exit from this mundane world of 'maya'. 

We showed her how Palliative Care can be used 
as a tool to heal...and to be healed. 

To help bring about a sense of meaning & 
purpose to suffering. And how Palliation can be 
brought about in resource poor settings such as 
ours. 

And to be humane...to help validate others 
suffering so that they can give their suffering a 
sense of meaning. For 'closure' is essential. 

Internship of a foreign student...
February  4, 2020 
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ome visits are the 'backbone' of good palliative Hcare. Just, for a moment, imagine yourself to be 
very, very sick with just a few days to live...given a 

choice, where would you like to spend your last few days? 
In a hospital or at home? However, whether you like it or 
not, this will become a reality for you at some point of 
time! So, where would YOU like to spend your last days... 
Given a choice, most of us would like to die at home, but 
sadly, we do not have the planning or investment for the 

To the venue with the Venue 
February  1, 2020 

www.kosishngo.org 

only event of our life, which is bound to happen...our 
death. For death is not an 'instantaneous' event, but 
rather a 'continuum'. Preeti is just 19 & she has an 
aggressive form of leukaemia...she is clearly dying & she 
is aware of her prognosis. She lives in a small village 
which is verily 'off' the standard road maps. A little village 
called 'Masnaudih' in Koderma district of Jharkhand. She 
was in pain, both physical & spiritual, spending the whole 
day bedridden, mostly alone, having lost her dignity, for 
she was now dependent on her mother to clean her up 
after she soiled her clothes with her excrement...she 
would spend most of the day weeping alone...nights were 
spent sleepless, with brooding thoughts...life had ceased 
to be meaningful. It is a good 170km drive, one way, to her 
home. Our team was determined to relieve her suffering, 
to help bring about a sense of meaning to her life, what 
was left of it. The roads were not good & with heavy 
traf�ic. A total drive of almost 340km, spending a whole 
day, just to visit 'one' patient & that too for charity! Any 
economist would cringe at that prospect. But this is 
exactly what our team is geared up for...to ensure a pain-
free & digni�ied life, till the very end. The underlying 
principle is 'compassion'. We needed a sturdy vehicle, 
with a good ground clearance, with large tyres, which 
would be cost effective as well. The Hyundai Venue was a 



logical choice which M/S Candor India was kind enough to 
donate. We started driving at 0730hrs, meandering 
through the coal belts of Katras, through uneven terrain & 
dirt roads, stopping brie�ly to visit an elderly lady suffering 
from pain. The NH-2 was in a terrible shape with 
construction & repair work going on, with heavy traf�ic & 
we could barely manage an average speed of 35kmph. We 
stopped at around 1200 hrs for a late breakfast cum early 
lunch at Barwaddha at a 'dhaba'. Freshly prepared 
chappatis & dal tarka it was, served with green chillies, 
fresh cut radish & crudely chopped raw onions. It tasted 
heavenly with the soft, hot chappaties (they had added 
maida to the atta) blending in perfectly with the dal tarka, 
punctuated with the crunchy freshness & slight sweetness 
of the radish, blending with the acidity of the raw onions & 
heat of the green chillies. This was washed down with a 
tumbler of steaming hot, thick, sweetened tea(something 
very Indian, not the thin, watered down version of 
�lavoured tea)… life was good! I sat back to take in my 
moment of bliss, with the heavy trucks thundering past on 
the highway…all scurrying to their varied destinations of 
commerce… and there I was with my team, going to the 
venue on our Venue, to help bring back a sense of meaning 
& dignity to a dying teenager. We crossed the Tilaya lake on 
the way past Jhumri Tilaya & Koderma till we reached 
Domchanch… then started the hills & forests as we swung 

off the main road into the villages. Nature was still at its 
pristine beauty in most regions in spite of the ravaging of 
illegal mining of mica in the region. This area was once a 
stronghold of Maoist activity & is largely dominated by the 
Birhor tribals. Wildlife hunting is still practised in these 
hills by the tribal using traditional snares, bows & arrows. 
We �inally arrived at her house at around 1430 hours. 
Preeti was waiting her lying alone in her bed, looking pale, 
her face swollen…but she gave us a beautiful smile of 
acknowledgement as we entered & the weariness of our 
journey fell away like a discarded cloak. We spent time 
together… Healing happened… both ways. 
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e had guests coming in from kolkata... Radhika Walong with 3 guests... We picked them up from 
the railway station & drove all the way up to 

Kedla hills, stopping awhile to laugh at restruant with 
quaint names like 'second wife' & 'third wife'! Whew, 
some people just never learn! Lata Anil had come visiting 
from Oman & she kindly volunteered to accompany us. 
The sky was never so blue...not a single wisp of a cloud on 
the horizon, letting your heart soar high... Radhika 
volunteered to cook lunch for the kids at Kosish... She had 
been kind enough to donate an enormous 23 litre 
pressure cooker, which was inaugurated by her good self 

It was a hectic weekend... 
January 26, 2020 
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by cooking sambar. Clothes Box foundation was gracious 
e n o u g h  t o  s e n d  b ra n d  n e w  c l o t h i n g  fo r  t h e 
children...branded wear from United Colors of Benetton! 
A big thank you! 

Life is how you see it...a glass half full or half empty. I had 
lately been drawn to the excited chatter & innocence of a 
10 year mentally challenged child, who would come to 
our center... In fact, he would be one of the earliest to 
arrive & last to leave. About three days back, I had 
speci�ically beckoned him, and he came running up to me, 
an excited laugh on his face, while saliva drooled from his 
mouth... I had given him a new pair of courdray jeans & 
watched as his smile widened... I urged him to put it on, & 
he obliged... I watched him as he scampered away in his 
new jeans, clutching on to it as it kept slipping down his 
thin waist, for he was eager to rejoin his friends, his jeans 
forgotten... He reminded me of an enlightened master, 
focussing on the larger goal of moksha, rather than being 
entangled in the transient webs of sensory pleasures. It 
came as a shock when I learnt of his sudden demise 2 
days back. But then he had been a teacher, now that I 
ponder upon his large spontaneous grin, with saliva 
drooling from the corner of his mouth, oblivious of his 
physical state, lost in the bliss of spontaneity... For that 
thou art... 



e had to extend our kitchen with a newly Wconstructed block, for cooking for 60 children 
requires space! Kosish is grateful to our 

Consultant psychiatrist, Dr. Priya Khanna, for donating a 
42'' TV set for the center. Aritro Dam celebrated his 
birthday by distributing sweets to the children at the 
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center. Dr. Subrata Dey donated a dish antenna. She (for 
she chooses to remain incognito) volunteered to fund the 
salary of a part time cook. We have purchased a new 
veichle for home visits, thanks to a generous grant from 
M/S Candor India. We are also grateful to Mr. Natwar 
Nagar, without whose untiring efforts all these would not 
have been possible. A naughty group of 5 'grown up' 
children (for age is just a number), spent a weekend at 
the center, reliving their youth. It was a 'spiritual' evening 
in every sense & the elderly were transformed into little 
children, laughing & horsing about till late at night under 
the clear night sky at our rural center... When they awoke 
the next morning, there was a glisten of hope & 
anticipation in those otherwise tired eyes. For there was 
now a renewed sense of hope... And dignity... We also 
humbly thank our well-wishers & incognito donors for 
supporting our efforts. 

2020 de�initely did start with a

blessing at Kosish.        January 15, 2020
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hen I was a little, a truant to the core, I Whad promised myself that when I would 
grow up eventually (I have a feeling 

that this never happened) I would eat chocolates 
to my �ill every single day with the money that I 
would earn. Today, when I can actually afford to 
buy chocolates, I have lost the taste for it.

Attachment to external sources of pleasure is 
transitory... In fact attachment remains the root 
cause of sorrow.

Today, as we distributed chocolates to the village 
children, donated kindly by Mrs. Ratna Biswas, I 
relived my childhood watching the joy lighting up 
the faces of the children as they grabbed the bars 
of chocolates. The elderly residents, me included, 
were not to be outdone, as we too munched the 
bars in delight... Our pet dog however was bereft of 
the treat, for chocolates are a NO for dogs...he 
however got his share of biscuits. Life is beautiful... 
Fleeting is its nature. 

Chocolates...  
January 10, 2020 
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o s i s h  i s  g ra t e f u l  t o  D r. KShivendra, who volunteered 
to conduct a dental checkup 

camp for the village children. 60 
children lined up dutifully to get their 
dental check (& I still shiver before 
my dental appointments). . .  Dr. 
Shivendra sports a stern looking 
h a n d l e b a r  m o u s t a c h e  b u t  i s 
surprisingly gentle & compassionate 
with his clients. The dental hygiene 
session ended with hot rice with the 
classical Kosish chicken curry. 

The dental check-up camp 
January 12, 2020 
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I look forward to my night shift...for the next day, I get an 
'off'...which I utilise to travel & serve... Yesterday was one such 
day. But this time, it did require an elaborate planning, for we 
had targeted Jhumra hills... Well, these areas are notorious for 
terrorist activities & ambushes & blasts are a regular affair. But 
then, we had a mission...health check of the elderly coupled with 
distribution of warm blankets. It was a cold day & I hardly got an 
hour to freshen up after my night shift...we started driving at 
8.30am...the rear of my car was literally overloaded with sacks 
containing the blankets to the extent that my rear view mirror 
was rendered useless. Our �irst 'pit stop' was after a drive of 
40km,where we stopped for a hurried breakfast at a roadside 
eatery...hot poories, light curry of bengal gram & potatoes and 
jalebis. But the piece de resistance was the steaming hot thick 
tea, served in khulads...well this tea is literally 'cooked' (not 

Health camp for the Elderly,  January 10, 2020 

brewed) by boiling a mixture of tea leaves, milk & sugar over 
a coal �ire till the mixture becomes hot & syrupy...the only 
�lavour that you get is that of lightly burnt milk & the 
moment it is poured into the clay khullad, it assumes an 
additional earthy �lavour...the result, your little bit of 
heaven. A �ilm of 'malai' rapidly forms on the hot tea as you 
leave it to cool off & only a skilled drinker can actually sip 
that heavenly 'chai' with a long & noisy sip, while deftly 
avoiding the malai, for otherwise, it would stick to your lips. 
Well, this is how we drink our chai in rural India...for only 
when you sip your chai this way, can you actually feel the veil 
of tiredness lifting off... Aaahh. Our drive meandered 
through little villages, coal �ields & hilly terrain, till �inally 
we climbed the Jhumra hills...thankfully nature is still 
preserved here. The elderly were waiting patiently... After 
the camp, we ventured to a nearby hill to explore a ruin 
which the locals talked about...it was an interesting & 
arduous climb. Interesting because there was no 'path'...we 
had to create our own path admist dense shrubbery, most of 
which had thorns...my arms bear testimony to that 
punishment. We were rewarded by an excellent lunch in the 
village... Coarse rice & 'desi' chicken. I experienced a sense of 
ful�illment. Diving 230km for the whole experience was 
indeed worthwhile. For it is all about things which give you a 
sense of meaning & purpose in life. Life is �leeting... Make 
each day count! May you all be happy and well. 
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he Kosish family extends its heartful Tgratitude to Mr. Shamsher Singh Mann 
for his generous contribution for the 

village children. What is heartening is that 
young entrepreneurs like him are coming 
forward as responsible citizens to help out the 
less privileged. Kosish hopes that such trends 
continue. May you be happy and well. 

 January 5, 2020 
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seek, you shall �ind contentment in the people there. What 
surprised us was the high incidence of severe hypertension, 
undiagnosed, in the tribal elderly...to the extent of almost 50%! 
And that is a major preventable cause of morbidity & mortality 
in the elderly. We have developed our unique concept of 
'preventive palliation' to address such issues. What left me 
humbled is the joy which radiated on their wrinkled faces 
when they received the woolen blankets which we 
donated...for in an instant they were transformed into little 
children... The nature of the soul. For it is in these little 
moments of spontaneous joy that our soul peeps out... These 
are moments that need to be cherished. Well, the Lord did gift 
me in return, for I had willed it from Him... Chicken curry(using 
the 'desi' chicken) & coarse grained rice. The 'desi' chicken, 
being lean & tough compared to routine breeded poultry, takes 
a long time to cook. It is best cut into little pieces, marinated 
with black pepper & cooked with whole spices over a slow 
�ire...the spices are simple... Turmeric & chilli powder, jeera & 
fresh coriander leaves, & of course garam masala & allowed to 
cook over a slow �ire in its own juices...the result, I assure you, is 
heavenly. This dish does not require much expertise to cook, 
but it is a brilliant dish. What I feel is of utmost importance in 
cooking any dish, is the 'intention'... Cook with love & even the 
most bland dish will taste heavenly. For it is only if you are 
happy within, can you ladle out your happiness to others. 

Beginning 2020... 
January 3, 2020 

ell, with the cold wave tightening it's icy grip, we decided Wnot to waste more time(for our blanket distribution 
programme was delayed this season resulting from the 

elections in Jharkhand)... So after my night shift, we set off with a 
hurriedly chalked out plan to a herewith unchartered territory to 
distribute blankets to the elderly. The place, the picturesque Sewati 
ghati at the border of Jharkhand & West Bengal, bordering Jhaldha. 
Not that any of you have heard of the place, for it is off the radar... 
Only the locals are aware... Herds of wild elephants enter the 
villages to plunder the harvested paddy routinely, often damaging 
houses. There is poverty as far as the ordinary eye can see, but if you 
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Catching them young... 
January 2, 2020 

inay Sabu is doing his Masters at DU in zoology... This BChristmas when he came to visit his family, he decided to 
spend time at Kosish and sponsor a meal for the children. It 

was cold & drizzling but our hearts were warm, radiating the 
sunshine of love... It was Kosish chicken curry...the stuff that I had 
cooked last time...well, we need to patent that dish now, for we have 
discovered that it provides a balanced & wholesome meal! Binay 
too tried his hand at cooking & he served with delight... God is not 
unjust; he will not forget your work and the love you have shown 
him as you have helped his people and continue to help them. 
(Hebrews, 6:10). 
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The last Sunday of 2019... 
December 29, 2019 

ell, I spent it cooking... But what made it different from Wroutine cooking was the fact that I cooked using His 
guidance... I left it unto Him. Chicken curry, dal & coarse 

'fat grained' rice which the so called 'civilised' World would view 
with disdain. But then, there was the prohibitive cost of onions to 
consider...almost as expensive as the chicken! So it was an 
improvisation...something which I had never tried before... For at 
the bottom of my heart, I knew that He would 'hold my hand' 
through... I just poured in my love... Carrots, French beans, broad 
beans, spinach(lots of it), raw turmeric chopped & ground into a 
coarse paste(it imparts a heavenly colour & a �lavour), curry leaves, 
whole cumin seeds, coriander leaves, the left over stalks of 
cauli�lower chopped up �inely, ginger, garlic, green chillies, spring 
onions & yes, the piece de resistance...maar (the rice water which is 
usually discarded after the rice is cooked in a pot). I just cooked, 
oblivious of the nagging pain in my right elbow & He stood right 
beside me smiling a benevolent smile. Well, all the plates were 
licked clean! For He had cooked it. I know that the chefs out there 
would frown down upon me in disdain, but then there I stand, 
cooking with discarded & weird combinations, trying to feed about 
60 children & 18 adults. As the sun sets over the horizon, I snuggle 
in front of the TV, a tumbler of cheap Old Monk rum with hot water 
at my elbow, with my Rottweiler at my feet demanding attention, a 
smile of contentment of my face... I guess that is what experiencing 
God is like. May you all be happy and well. 
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e were honoured to have Mrs. WNivedita Mishra, one of our 
trustees & Mrs. Gopa Chatterjee, 

who is a Vedantist & music teacher, who 
happened to be in Bokaro entroupe with the 
visit of the Shankaracharya of Puri during 
his visit here today. And the universe played 
its maya to ensure that I had a darshan of 
Shankaracharya... It was cup cakes & potato 
chips for the kids & their exited laughter 
�illed the air as they sang bhajans along with 
G o p a  C h a t t e r j e e .  G o d  b e c a m e  a n 
experience... 

The last Friday of 2019... 
December 27, 2019 
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unjan Dinesh is one of my students, who spent a small Gpart of her life, trying, albeit with a disheartened 
attitude, to imbibe the skills of Anesthesia, which I 

had been trying to impart to her over 3 years. She had always 
fallen into the 'average' bracket as far as academics had been 
concerned... But little did I realise that she was 'content'! She 
focused on living her life... Queen size! She got married, had a 
beautiful daughter, a caring husband, took vacations, spent 
quality time with her family... While the rest of the students 
of her batch slogged with their heavy textbooks. It was no 
surprise that she scored an 'average' in academics... Till 
about a week back, when she demonstrated the highest skill 
that even the toppers of her batch had never demonstrated... 
She demonstrated compassion. And by doing so, in a very 
gentle & unassuming manner, quietly proved herself. My 
posts are seen by many of my past students, but Gunjan 
walked that extra mile to actually 'do' something. Her 
hesitant phone call to me that evening prompted a series of 
frantic actions which culminated into ordering a pressure 
pan & an induction plate online within 2 hours �lat! Gunjan, 
the Kosish family is grateful & proud of you. You are a 
wonderful woman & I wish that you remain happy and well. 

A beautiful donation... 
December 16, 2019 
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esterday we crossed the 50 mark! Y52 children to be precise. Sri had 
volunteered to feed the children 

in the memory of her mother. It was 
poories with mixed vegetables and 
mixed pickle along with bananas, apples 
& laddoo! A feast indeed! However, as we 
s t a r t e d  f r y i n g  t h e  p o o r i e s ,  o u r 
inef�iciency was glaringly evident, for 
we could not match the speed of our 
frying with which the children gobbled 
up the piping hot ballooned poories! We 
had a conventional gas oven & a wood 
fed chullah but the poories took a lot of 
time to balloon up... We ended up frying 

Feeding the village children... 
December 11, 2019 
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almost 300 poories & not a trace was left behind. I guess that 
we need professional help for cooking, now that the 
numbers are increasing steadily & more ef�icient cookware. 
A big hug to Sri for sharing her mother's memory & love with 
the children. 



world of illusion...maya, Adi guru Shankaracharya called this 
world... The silence was only broken by periods of applause 
as the children clapped in glee, watching the magic. I saw our 
elderly boarders smiling their toothless grins...for once you 
unwrap the parcel, your divinity is revealed. Preeti Suman , 
who is a professional pastriessie, baked pastries for the 
children, spreading her love... Then she spent time with 
Bijon da chanting Buddhists prayers as he practised Reiki on 
his patients. Love was in the air. 

www.kosishngo.org 

And there was magic... 
December 8, 2019 

t's raining love & compassion at Kosish... Since Imy last post, many compassionate souls have 
come forward, offering their love... So now, we 

have almost 60 Steel plates, meaning that every child 
has a steel plate! Being easier to clean & maintain, 
these plates also help them see themselves as a 
re�lection! When was the last time that you pondered 
on your re�lection... But do you realise that you are 
just looking at the parcel wrapping rather than what 
is inside... And we actually spend our whole lives just 
appreciating the wrapping, without opening the 
parcel! And the there was magic! For our magician, 
who also teaches senior students, volunteered to 
organise a show for the children... And there was pin 
drop silence as he weaved the children through his 



Part deux 
December 7, 2019 

hips, sitting on her charpoy in the cold... As we began to speak to 
her, she told us that her daughter had come, for it was harvest 
season(& her daughter would come at this time of the year to 
collect the harvest & take it away)... Her daughter had told her 
that all the paddy had been eaten up by cattle & the gentle 
mother, out of love for her daughter, put her blind faith in her...for 
perhaps she had no other option, for her daughter would only 
visit her to take away the paddy that her elderly husband would 
toil & harvest...for that was the only way that she could see her 
daughter... As we helped to dress up the lady in her petticoat, 
sarree & woolen blouse, she protested feebly saying that we 
should save the saree for her daughter... I guess mothers will be 
mothers... Use them, abuse them & you get loved in return. The 
sindoor was applied on her forehead by her daughter who had 
just returned & the old woman preened up like a little girl, 
emboldened by the presence of her daughter. When we asked 
her daughter as to why she did not come to visit her mother 
regularly, rather than just during harvest, she feigned to be hard 
of hearing! She also lost no time in demanding money for food 
for her mother... When we began questioning her about the 
harvest, she feigned deafness again. I left with a heavy heart 
pondering over the slokas of Bhaja Govindam, which were 
composed by Adi guru Shankaracharya nearly 1000 years back... 

yaavadvittopaarjana saktaH
staavannija parivaaro raktaH 
pashchaajjiivati jarjara dehe 
vaartaaM ko.api na pRichchhati gehe .. (5) 

emember that lady whose tooth was knocked Rloose by her husband's �ist? Mrs. Ratna 
Biswas was moved by her story & donated 

warm clothes, a petticoat, a new saree & most 
importantly, a little box of 'sindoor' (vermilion 
powder), which is symbolic of a married lady... 
During our last visits, we had found her sitting all 
alone, with her elderly husband out, toiling in the 
�ields to erk out a living, for their children had 
deserted them. This time too, we found her all alone, 
almost naked, with a dirty saree draped around her 
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So long as a man is �it and able to support his family, see the 
affection all those around him show. But no one at home cares to 
even have a word with him when his body totters due to old age. 

yaavatpavano nivasati dehe
taavatpRichchhati kushalaM gehe . 
gatavati vaayau dehaapaaye
bhaaryaa bibhyati tasminkaaye .. (6) 

When one is alive, his family members enquire kindly about his 
welfare. But when the soul departs from the body, even his wife 
runs away in fear of the corpse. 

baalastaavatkriiDaasaktaH 
taruNastaavattaruNiisaktaH . 
vRiddhastaavachchintaasaktaH 
pare brahmaNi ko.api na saktaH .. (7) 

The childhood is lost by attachment to playfulness. Youth is lost by 
attachment to woman. Old age passes away by thinking over many 
past things. But there is hardly anyone who wants to be lost in 
parabrahmam. 

kaate kaantaa kaste putraH
saMsaaro.ayamatiiva vichitraH 
kasya tvaM kaH kuta aayaataH 
tattvaM chintaya tadiha bhraataH .. (8) 

Who is your wife ? Who is your son ? Strange is this samsara. Of 
whom are you ? From where have you come ? Brother, ponder over 
these truths here. 
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Just another Sunday...  
December 1, 2019 

 slight difference though... The children are Ahaving full lunches now regularly, thanks to a 
donor who prefers to remain incognito... 

Steel plates were donated by Mr. S. B. Mishra from 
Oman...they are easier to clean & maintain for the 
children now, although we still need 30 more plates, 
now that the number of children have increased 
substantially. Music has now become an intregal part 
of the teaching, thanks to Shubra for donating her 
harmonium. Mr. Bijon Chattopadhyay has started his 
Reiki programme for healing with divine Buddhist 
chantings in the background by Dr. Srikanth's 
daughter. We are grateful indeed. 
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Training at Chennai 
December 7, 2019 

ad an impromptu opportunity to present the Hconcept of Palliative Care to a large group of 
women students who are training to be 

nurse assistants under the DDU skill development 
programme at Chennai at Alayam welfare Trust, 
Alapakam Road, near Porur. The students were very 
enthusiastic and were impressed with the concept of 
involving the patients family into the care giving 
process. Mr. K. K. Mukherjee, our volunteer at 
Chennai & Ravi Banerjee acted as the coordinators. 
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Giving... 
October 30, 2019 

ive, and it shall be given to you: good measure Gand pressed down and shaken together and 
running over shall they give into your bosom. 

For with the same measure that you shall mete 
withal, it shall be measured to you again. Luke, 6.38 

Beena Sabu is a devout Christian and it is her 25th 
wedding anniversary. She and her husband chose to 
celebrate the occasion by feeding the children at 
Kosish. She busied herself frying the 'poories' & 
serving the food. Nibaran Mahato, our elderly 
caretaker turned up with his 'nagada' (drum) & sang 
in his coarse voice, thumping the nagada for good 
effect. The dogs too participated in the merry 
making, getting frisky. As the sun set over the 
horizon, we �inally sat, exhausted, sipping tea, 
revelling in the joy of feeding. 

Thou shalt surely give him, and thine heart shall not 
be grieved when thou givest unto him: because that 
for this thing the LORD thy God shall bless thee in all 
thy works, and in all that thou puttest thine hand 
unto. Deuteronomy, 15:10. 
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The feast... 
October 21, 2019 

t began with a 'sankalp'... Bhaski is verily the last village on Ithe Jharkhand side in Kasmar block, with the kuttcha road 
ending abruptly at the base of a revered hill. The tribes are 

mostly 'Manjhis' & 'Mahato'. This village is a good 30 km drive 
from the main road & most elderly of the tiny hamlet have 
never ventured out to the main road in their lifetime! They live 
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off the land like their ancestors did before them & live in 
harmony with mother nature, which is bountiful. This diwali, I 
wanted to feed them gourmet food...something that they had 
never tasted in their lifetime. I contacted a few 'celebrity 
chefs', asking them if they could volunteer to come & cook for 
them, & I intended to create a documentary on it. I was a fool, 
for I was bound down by expectation...& naturally, sorrow 
ensued, for hardly a couple of chefs responded once, but 
stopped further communication when they heard the word 
'charity'...which actually left me wondering, as if the onus of 
charity was expected only from health care professionals! My 
wife swiftly retorted back saying, "not everyone is as crazy as 
you are", & that shut me up. However, I had a 'sankalp' & I was 
determined to give those elderly in that remote village a taste 
of gourmet food... For it was deepawali! It was going to be an 
expensive affair, I was warned, but it was a gift, for many who 
would perhaps not live till the next diwali... For �leeting is the 
nature of existence. I got support from my team & a friend 
photographer, Jhinku Banerjee, who travelled from kolkata 
just to photo document the event. I hired a local chef, who 
actually worked at a discounted price on hearing about my 
sankalp (& I compare this humble chef who is a daily wage 
earner, with the celebrity chefs who did not even bother). 
Preparations started a week in advance & the whole team 



spent the night before at Kosish. Biriyani it was, cooked lovingly in 
our huge cauldron, over a wooden �ire...we began cooking at 
6am...the long grain Basmati rice was layered with large pieces of 
chicken & large chunks of potatoes...spices & ghee were added & 
�lavored with kewra & rose water. The lid was then sealed shut 
with aata paste and it was left to cook slowly for 2 hours...glowing 
coal was also shovelled on the lid, to ensure an even cooking. 

When the lid was �inally opened, my olfactory senses were 
assaulted by the heavenly aroma that wafted out...there was 
divinity around...as the packets of biriyani were being 
prepared, sense of joy pervaded, for none felt tired... Ma 
Annapurna was sitting at a corner smiling down at us... The 
road journey took 2 hours... The elderly were waiting 
patiently. The concerns of the body, mind and spirit were 
addressed & there was healing...bothways. 

And then Ma allowed me to visit her, she was within a dimly 
lit mud hut, along with her consorts...mother & son had a 
chat! They had never tasted biriyani before...but they ate 
with relish...a few preferred to take it back to their homes to 
share it with their grandchildren... Compassion �lowed... 
'whatever sphere the man of puri�ied nature desires, 
whatever object he �ixes his heart upon, he obtains those 
worlds and those objects'(Mundaka upanishad). I wish you 
all a very happy Deepawali. 

www.kosishngo.org 



The gifts...  
October 20, 2019 

ith Diwali just around the corner, there Wwas a sense of festivity in the air...coupled 
with expectations, of gifts & sweets...for 

deep within, we are still kids, that being our inherent 
nature, which draws us towards pleasures, however 
transient they might be. For the ordinary intellect, 
dwelling in the ocean of maya(ignorance), seeks 
ful�ilment in transient pleasures, little knowing that 
these in fact are the root cause of sorrow! But the 
little children at our center were beyond this 
understanding... There little impish faces lit up with 
joy as they were distributed the colourful chappals... 
But their joys were short lived when many found 
their chappals a couple of sizes too large! I was 
actually watching the teachings of the Vedas unfold 
before me...how external pleasures were short lived! 
We hurriedly restored hope, promising them a 
sumptuous lunch & sweets (Prasad) & were able to 
restore the smiles... I humbly thank our donors, 
Nilanjan Dey, Vibhakar bhai, Krishna Sarkar & 
Bharati di for kindly donating the chappals. 

www.kosishngo.org 
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osish humbly thanks Dexmed AP for donating his Kpriceless photographs, duly framed, to Kosish. These 
shall now adorn its walls. TAS has always stood �irmly 

with Kosish supporting its initiatives. My heartfelt thanks to 
all of you, including those who refuse to be named... 

Giving... 
October 11, 2019 



Kumari puja... 
October 8, 2019 

n navami, the day signifying navaratri(the Onine nights of worshiping the 'shakti' & her 
various incarnations), 8 little girls & a little 

boy, were worshipped. 

As we age, our innate nature of purity & bliss (what 
we call the soul or Atman), gets progressively 
covered by layers of desire, anger, sel�ishness, 
worldliness... Just like the layers of dirt on a glass 
pane, which obstructs your vision, preventing the 
purity of the soul from re�lecting out... In children, 
however, the layers of dirt are less pronounced, 
allowing the illumination of the soul to seep out 
more clearly. 

Verily I say unto you, Except ye turn, and become as 
little children, ye shall in no wise enter into the 
kingdom of heaven.(Matthew 18:3) 

www.kosishngo.org 



The international day for the older person... 
October 1, 2019 

ops... I had not realised it, but I had Ospent the better part of today 
v i s i t i n g  t h e  r u r a l  e l d e r l y. 

Chance...well, you may choose to call it so. 
What struck me was loneliness, loss of 
dignity, and poverty in the rural elderly. Like 
the almost blind lady with hypermature 
cataracts sitting patiently by her doorstep, 
grasping our hands as we spoke to her, for 
she was lonley and blind and did not have 
anybody to speak to... And then there was 
the lucky gentleman, the head of a joint 
family, who was fortunate to have a full meal 
served to him by his daughter-in-law... But 
he ate sitting all alone... And this bedridden 
lady for whom her son had dangled a rope 
above her so that she could grasp it to sit up 

www.kosishngo.org 

by herself... Innovation, using available 
resources. Another thing that struck me 
that the elderly would be surrounded by 
their livestock... Goats, hens, dogs, would 
sit patiently by their side, revelling in the 
peace that radiated there... The gods stood 
watching... Mute And the paddy blew 
gently in the wind... My time too shall 
come. 



Workshop on Palliative Care 
October 5, 2019 

 w o r k s h o p  o n APalliative Care was 
o r g a n i s e d  f o r 

d o c t o r s ,  n u r s e s  & 
volunteers was conducted 
at Sri Amritsar by Kosish 
in collaboration with 
Cancer Aid Society. This 
was attended by more 
than 80 participants. 

www.kosishngo.org 



Part deux 
October 3, 2019 

 kept my promise... I returned back to Ithat old lady, (the one whose tooth was 
knocked loose by her husband) and 

found her asleep on her charpoy. Her right 
thigh was covered with a thick paste of haldi 
(turmeric), which her elderly husband had 
painstakingly ground on the grinding slab 
for her (it is a tough job, I can assure 
you...my heart goes out to my mother, her 
mother, and to the countless mothers for 
whom grinding the spices for cooking was a 
routine, for then the 'ready made' ground 
spices were not available & nor can they 
ever compare with the taste afforded by 
freshly ground spices). She had sustained a 
fall and hurt her thigh & her husband's care 
& love was re�lected in the crudely applied 
paste covered with a plastic wrap... The fact 
that she was sound asleep when we came 
calling, was evidence that the balm was 
doing its work in warding off pain...both 
p hys i c a l  &  p syc h o l o g i c a l . . . h o l i s t i c 

www.kosishngo.org 

management of pain. I re�lect back on the 
times that I would be shivering with fever 
& having a headache, with my head on my 
mum's lap, her �ingers gently ruf�ling my 
hair while she spoke softly to me...and that 
for me was bliss, the best ever analgesic... 
Gone... I gave the lady her saree which I 
had promised & her eyes lit up like a little 
child's...for deep within we are still little 
children, looking for love & security. This 
time, a few curious neighbours turned up, 
eyeing her new presents, a saree & a 
b l a n ke t ,  t h e i r  eye s  s w i m m i n g  i n 
anticipation... 

For sel�ish is our nature... 
Compassion is a dying art... 

This festive season is a time to sit back & 
re�lect... My senior from AIIMS had me 
humbled...she has actually requested all 
guests at her forthcoming son's wedding 
party not to bring gifts...but rather donate 
to Kosish. It is very humbling indeed. 



The rural elderly... 
September 25, 2019 

beside her...waiting...waiting for her elderly 
husband to return home. For there was nobody 
else... Her husband had fought with her the night 
before and had punched her, knocking a tooth 
loose, which she proudly showed me... In spite of 
the abuse, there was love in her eyes...and 
desperation...for it was only that ageing and bent 
over man, her husband, who had cooked rice for 
her in the morning, helped her in ablutions, fed 
her and seated her in the verandah as he went 
looking for work, so that he could feed her in the 
evening. Her only son had left for Vrindavan, only 
to marry & settle down there, never to return. It is 
very easy being judgemental ,  given the 
circumstances, but as I picturise her old husband, 
bent over with age, forced to look for work to feed 
his wife & himself, with a son who has deserted 
them... I visualise a sad & tired old man, 
struggling to maintain his dignity & feed his wife. 
Her sari was dirty & stank of urine, but she 
proudly displayed the vermillion mark on her 
forehead, a symbol of her married life & 
womanhood. Nature was gradually robbing her 
of her sensory inputs...she was hard of hearing, 
had dim vision & spent most of the time with 
herSelf. Nature was kind. I gently slipped some 
money into her garnled hands and had to explain 

www.kosishngo.org 

in detail its denomination, in the local language... A 
�ifty rupee note is explained as two twenties and 
one ten rather than a simple �ifty...I guess that way, 
it makes it sound like a lot! Like a naughty child she 
whispered to me that she had thirty-�ive rupees 
stached away from selling wild berries last year, her 
eyes gleaming mischievously. I told her that I would 
get her a saree for the Durga Puja provided that she 
dons it, to which she nodded her head vigoursly. 
She did not want to let us go and extracted a 
promise of a swift return from us. It was with a 
heavy heart that I stooped to exit their doorway 
with a promise to return...soon. The elderly are 
lonely...and in pain...more psychosocial & spiritual 
rather than just physical. Elder abuse is a reality...it 
is the white elephant in the room that nobody 
wishes to acknowledge. We are all ageing... We are 
in the same boat brother... I shudder to think what 
will happen to this lady if her elderly husband dies 
before her or worse has a fall and is bedridden.... 
Have you any planning in place for your grey years... 
Arise, awaken & shine. 

he sat lonely in her Sramshackle little 
house, more like a 

hut ,  unable to move 
much, for movement 
would send shafts of pain 
coursing through her 
back and knees.  She 
s q u a t t e d  o n  h e r 
verandah, with her back 
resting against the wall, 
her walking stick lying 



Nothing like 'soupy' noodles on a rainy day... 
September 26, 2019 

he children were Ttreated to soupy 
noodles,  an all 

t i m e  favo u r i te !  T h e 
sound of slurping soon 
�illed the atmosphere & it 
felt that the chimes were 
ringing up in heaven... 

www.kosishngo.org 



Home visits... 
The backbone of Palliative medicine! 
September 22, 2019 

h e  r u ra l  e l d e r ly  a re  c l e a r ly  a t  a Tdisadvantage...most of the time is spent 
babysitting at home or cooking(if they are 

�it enough) with hardly anyone being concerned 
with their well being or addressing their 
concerns. Even worse is the state of the rural 
elderly widows... Diagnosing a clinical condition 
and prescribing drugs is just half the battle 
won.. .for if there is no compliance with 
medications, all is lost! The elderly & their 
caregivers need to be explained in very clear and 
simple language about the medications and when 
to take it & for how long. Communication is vital. 

www.kosishngo.org 



The power of faith...  
September 13, 2019 

n addition to the frugal amount that we manage Ito generate, we depend heavily on donations 
that our friends and families make to help 

sustain our activities. And then there was the 
season of drought of donations... Expenses showed 
no respite...salaries to be paid, activities to be 
continued, children to be fed... And as I was 
travelling in the Rajdhani express enroute to 
Bareilly, the Lord showed his mercy... For Shakti 
smiled down upon us and promised to feed the 
children...she promised to send down the rations 
on a monthly basis... And navratri was around the 
bend... Jaago, tumi Jaago... Shakti refused to be 
named. Shakti was part of our family of The 
Anesthetist. I can already hear the exited chatter of 
the children... May you all be happy and well. 

www.kosishngo.org 
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The day after Janmasthmi... 
August 26, 2019 

resounded with their exited 
chatter. It was Maggi with diced 
vegetables and shredded chicken 
for them. The smoke from the 
makeshift wood stove rendered 
an aroma to the dish which forced 
your salivary glands to squeeze 
out profound secretions. But for 
t h e  c h i l d r e n ,  r a t h e r  t h a n 
appreciation of the �lavours, it 
was the excitement of having 
noodles which scored, for it was 
something other than their 
boring routine of lunch. However, 
for more mature(or should I say 
a g e i n g )  p e o p l e  l i k e  m e , 
appreciation of food is holistic, 
starting with the looks, the 
aroma, the presentation, the 

t has rained all night and the river Iadjoining our Hospice was in spate. But 
there is beauty in danger... It mesmerises 

you, and if you are mindful and clever 
e n o u g h ,  y o u  c a n  t r a n s f o r m  t h e 
danger/perceived threat into something of 
an advantage! Well, the river in full spate 
mesmerised me with its beauty & I stood as if 
hypnotised...it promoted introspection. The 
village children had arrived and the air 

t e x t u re ,  t h e  c o m p a ny,  t h e 
surrounding... In short you can 
relive your existence with food. 
Spirituality at its best. And then 
there was this elderly gentleman 
with malignant melanoma who 
had travelled 140km to our 
center...he had come with hope, 
for he was frightened. He 'saw' 
dead people regularly in his 
dreams... We helped him 'heal'... 
With drugs, compassion, mindful 
presence, and ritualistic practise. 
He left, a soft smile on his face, 
hope in his eyes, his head held 
straight . We had begun the 
process of healing. 
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transforms into black & white from 
technicolor at this juncture, the moment 
we swung off the highway into the narrow 
village roads. People were actually 'living' 
with nature & enjoying it. I actually could 
see children playing in the �ields, bathing 
in the village ponds, the elderly sunning 
themselves...life was slow paced again & 
free of technology. The brain functioned 
freely & the mind quietened down...the 
soul peeped out once more like the rising 
sun at dawn over the horizon. I actually 
took a close look at pigeons feeding, a goat 
which had given birth to 'kids' just 3 days 
back, her udders tense with milk waiting 
t o  b e  s u c k l e d ,  t h e  c o w  c h e w i n g 
thoughtfully at the cud... And then there 
were the elderly, all living in joint families, 
looked after by their grand-daughter-in-
laws...well oiled lean bodies, balancing on 
sticks, their gaze radiating peace & 
wisdom...I wish that I could sit by their 
side listening to their wisdom for 
hours...their needs were minimal...they 
were content & waiting patiently...for 
death to come. Learning how to die is a 
wisdom. We were fed...hot coarse grained 
rice, �inely sliced potato in oil, aalo 

posto(potatoes cooked with poppy seeds, 
a delicacy in these parts), masoor daal 
s e r v e d  w i t h  s l i c e s  o f  f r a g r a n t 
lemon(gondho lebu) & �inally the piece de 
resistance, desi chicken curry...the curry 
was cooked quite simply with turmeric, 
coriander,  cumin, onions,  garlic & 
ginger...the chicken pieces were tough (as 
expected in contrast to 'broiler chicken') & 
were of the desired consistency. The curry 
did justice to the rice & I had a very 
dif�icult time in restraining myself from 
licking my plate clean! A satis�ied burp 
followed. Life is actually quite simple...or 
simply complicated if YOU wish it to be 
so...for YOU are the architect of your 
life...you get what you wish for the Lord, 
grants you that. And amidst it all, I met this 
b e a u t i f u l  g i r l ,  w h o  i s  p hy s i c a l ly 
challenged, being deaf & dumb, but her 
expressive eyes, gestures, brilliant smile 
captured my heart. For she represented 
life...in all its dimensions. After a long time 
I found a person who was 'alive'! So, the 
next time you wish for something, think 
twice, for every wish has a price tag & YOU 
have to pay the price for every wish so 
granted. 

Eid mubarak! 
June 5, 2019 

he night before Eid was spent in the Thospital doing the 'night shift'. 
Sleep does not come easy in 

hospitals & I am always left with a sense of 
'hangover' after night shifts. But then it 
was Eid! So, we decided to visit the little 
village of Barkitand in West Bengal, at the 
border of Jharkhand. The road was almost 
non-existent & the bumpy ride in our 
ageing vehicle(which was kindly donated 
by Dr.Bhanu Kumar more than 3 years 
back) caused my ageing spine & pelvis to 
groan in protest. Also, at places, the high & 
uneven kuccha roads scraped the 
undercarr iage  of  the  vehic le . . .we 
desperately are in need of a SUV with high 
ground clearance... The movie gradually 
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he greatest loss that most of us will have to face Tas we grow old is the loss of our spouse. For then, 
we will be left all alone to fend for ourselves. For 

it is We, who advocated and propagated nuclear 
families. Just for small periods of gain and pleasure, we 
have abandoned the mainland, to be cast away in the 
vast ocean of loneliness. Babulal Mahto is now 
paralysed after a stroke and his elderly wife and son 
tend to him. He used to call his son worthless, for he was 
poor in school and a drop-out, doing nothing but lazing 
about. But today, this worthless son takes care of his 
paralysed father. Most of the villages have something in 
common, (thankfully so) the elderly, who are 
surrounded by their livestock and... their Gods . The 
livestock is a part of the family, for the lonely elderly 
spend time chatting with their cows, hens, dogs, 
pigeons...and yes, God. And in doing so, they verily 
attain bliss. The bardo of the dying... 

Ageing & lonliness 
April 17, 2019 
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drastically, and the sensory inputs to the monkey 
mind too were minimised, for they could not see 
well or hear well or comprehend well...each 
question asked had to be repeated loudly 2-3 
times & there was a perceptible delay between 
understanding and replying. Actually a blessing of 
nature, for nature had designed us to undergo the 
process of degeneration slowly, apekshiyate, with 
the focus of the mind being forcefully turned 
within rather than without...to reveal in the bliss of 
the Self...and gradually enter the 'bardo' of the 
dying. A smooth and gradual transition. However, 
we have learned to meddle! We in our scienti�ic 
endeavour, have turned the table and are focused 
on maximising the dwindling sensory input to the 
degenerating brain...intraocular lenses, hearing 
devices, are just a few examples. The sad 
result...the process of dying gets all messed up, the 
aging brain struggles to cope with the increasing 
sensory inputs and the result is... Dementia! Of 
course you could prove me wrong in your 
scienti�ic fervour. Dying is a process... A bardo. It is 
beautiful provided you can appreciate it... Being 
mindful. May you all be happy and well. 

The Six Vikaras
(modi�ications) 

April 2, 2019 

euphoria of the drunken state is missing in old 
age...it however might be possible if you train your 
monkey mind well in advance to focus 'within' & 
Revel in the bliss within. The almost 'ancient' 
elderly that I had the privilege of visiting, sat 
contended surrounded by their livestock in their 
little mud huts. Physical needs were reduced 

r o m  t h e  p o i n t  o f Finception, till death, 
w e  u n d e r g o  s i x 

m o d i � i c a t i o n s  a n d 
'apekshiyate' is the �ifth...we 
know it as old age, our sages 
called it the degeneration of 
the physical body. Mercifully, 
w i t h  a p e k s h i y a t e ,  t h e 
s e n s o r y  i n p u t s  a l s o 
degenerate and the capacity 
of the brain to appreciate the 
sensory inputs also are 
reduced... It is actually a 
blessing in disguise, almost 
l ike a state of  drunken 
stupor, where one has a 
reduced sense of perception 
of external stimuli and a 
r e d u c e d  s e n s e  o f 
discrimination. However, the 
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rganising a health Ocamp is no joke! the 
preparation begins 

weeks in advance with a 
focus on logistics like getting 
the rooms painted, washed, 
arranging for chairs, tables, 
letting the villagers know 
that there is a camp, and 
most  important ,  crowd 
management. This time, we 
inducted our 'girl students' 
to act as volunteers, for 
c r o w d  m a n a g e m e n t  & 
guidance. Rehearsals were 
conducted for 2 days & on 
the morning of the camp, 
they turned up at 0800 hrs 
sharp, proudly displaying 
their volunteer tags! They 
were then fed with steaming 

hot rice & potato curry, which they had 
squatting on the �loor and slurping up every bit 
with relish. Just watching them eat with gusto 
was a divine experience for me. The camp 
started at 1030 hrs and these little girls took up 
their designated positions. The volunteering 
team of doctors from IMA Chas hardly faced any 
dif�iculty and �inished examining more than 
200 patients in about 3 hours. And in a camp 
setting,  that  cal ls  for excellent  crowd 
management! Those little girls held on to their 
positions till 1330 hrs! My role was restricted to 

that of a cook! I cooked for all of them, the tired 
doctors, the little volunteers, the attending 
staff, drivers, helpers...I cooked Khichidi, the 
national dish of India & I cooked it with relish 
and an eagerness to feed the hungry. I used the 
'Waghmare masala', which I had painstakingly 
sourced from a little shop in Ambajhari, 
Nagpur. The hungry were fed. They were 
satis�ied and felt 'good'. And that, my friends, 
is how I perceive divinity. Seek & ye shalt �ind... 

Rural health camps 
& volunteerism 

March 24, 2019 
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a r c h  1 3 ,  2 0 1 9 . MWell, the prospect 
of having to travel 

about 96 km just to visit one 
patient! And that too after 
my night shift at the hospital! 
Not to mention the annoying 
non-cooperat ion of  my 
physical body, which keeps 
increasing by the passing 
day! And all this for charity! 
Well, only a hardened fool 
like me would consider the 
proposition worthwhile. I 
admit that I enjoyed the 
drive with the crisp morning 
breeze blowing in my face as 
I  watched the  horizon, 
painted crimson by the 
blossoming of the 'palash' 
�lowers race past. Village 

The visit... 

March 13, 2019 

women busied themselves 
by the small streams take a 
community bath...well there 
is safety in numbers. Little 
kids played in the �ields... But 
the little boy whom I had 
promised to visit, was lying 
all alone in a dark room, his 
large eyes open, focussing on 
breathing...for the baseball 
sized tumour in his chest had 
caused one lung to collapse 
and was also pressing upon 
his little heart... In short, it 
was squeezing the life out of 
his tiny wasted body. He was 
looking forward to my visit. 
And I for sure, was not going 
to disappoint him. He was 
too breathless to talk and I 
gently explained to him that I 

had added some new medications which would reduce his 
breathlessness and that he could sleep better...for He could hardly 
sleep with his dyspnoea and nor could his parents... But I was happy 
that he was being cared for at home, among familiar faces and 
surroundings, bathed in love and compassion...rather than being in the 
cold con�ines of a hospital. For even in the deepest of sorrow, there lies 
hope. As I steeped out of his house in the village, the hills of Parasnath 
loomed large in the background. It is a very arduous climb, 28 km in all, 
taking almost 10 hours. But admist the pain and breathlessness of the 
climb, there is a satisfaction afforded by the spirit...The little boy in 
spite of his physical suffering, basked in the love and compassion of his 
parents and grandparents. Life is what you make of it...see the glass as 
half empty...or better, half full. His suffering was validated by his family 
and he was cocconed in their love. There was healing. 
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o you pray? Are you a devotee?DPiu(name changed) worked as a 
full-time maid...she was a widow, 

having left the social outcasting of her 
village, to live a life of dignity & self 
suf�iciency by working. She had no 
children & the only thing that gave her a 
sense of meaning in life was to look after 
the needs of the family that she now 
worked for. She considered the family as 
her own & was engrossed in keeping the 
family happy... Life was beautiful once 
more! But then she was diagnosed with 
cancer of the cervix, which sadly 
recurred after treatment. She accepted 
her fate as her 'karma' & still continued 
to work for the family to the best of her 
ability. 

The last vision of her, which I shall 
cherish forever, was as she would 
struggle up painfully every morning, 
before the rest of the household awoke, 
drag her wasted body, ravaged with 
cancer, her Foley's catheter (urinary 
catheter , for she had developed a leaking 
of her urine by the advancing cancer) 
dangling between her trembling legs, to 
lovingly clean the parked car of her 
master, so that he could drive in 
comfort...

That, my friends, is the devotion of the 
highest order! Devotees are of four 
kinds..

1. The 'Aartaas', who take to devotion 
d u r i n g  t i m e s  o f  d i s t r e s s  l i ke 
impending death or dishonour

2. The 'Artharthis', who seek ful�illment 
of materialistic desire like wealth & 
recognition

3. The 'Jijnasu', who are the aspirants of 
knowledge

4. The 'Gyana bhaktas' who are blessed 
souls who seek devotion just for the 
love of God. They do not want 

anything from God, but they just pray 
out of a sense of love.

Piu was a perfect example of a Gyan 
bhakta... She rendered her services 
almost till the very last days of her life, 
out of a sense of love & devotion to her 
master.

In fact, her last wish was to die near her 
master... 

chatur-vidhā bhajante māṁ  janāḥ 

sukṛitino 'rjuna ārto jijñāsur arthārthī 

jñānī cha bharatarṣhabha

May you all be happy and well.

Do you pray? 
Are you a devotee?
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In the times yonder, there lived a lazy 
man, who managed to appease a Sadhu to 
give him a servant to ful�il his needs. The 
pleased Sadhu gave him a 'preta' (a 
ghost), which would ful�ill all his desires, 
cautioning him however that it needed to 
be engaged incessantly, or else, it would 
devour its master! The thrilled man gave 
the Preta numerous chores, which it 
completed in a trice! Finally there were 
no more chores left & the Preta advanced 
towards the man menacingly, threatening 
to swallow him! The man prayed to the 
Lord, & his saviour blessed him with 
intellect... It was granted.

The man then asked the Preta to 
straighten a dog's tail... The Preta is thus 
still engaged... 

Our mind is like the Preta. It just cannot 
remain still...it is a slave of activity, 

seeking the satiety of outgoing sense 
o r g a n s ,  p r o m p t e d  b y  d e s i r e .
In these few days of lockout, people have 
plundered liquor shops, taken recourse 
to social media, engaged in gossip, etc, 
etc... All activities prompted by their now 
restless minds. For their minds, like the 
Preta, have been tuned to have satiety 
(which sadly it can never achieve) from 
'outward' activities.

For the mind was never trained to revel in 
the bliss within! 

No wonder, the suffering has escalated!
Just by catastrophising, our minds are 
making us suffer, for things that are 
entirely fed by our imagination. It is just 
about 'what if...’

We have forgotten to revel in the present 
moment.

The mind constantly seeks activity...and 
now the activity given is to straighten the 
dog's tail.

If just for a few moments, if you can 
forcibly 'still'  your mind, you can 
understand the nature of bliss. And thou 

shalt revel in the safety of your mother's 
lap once more! 

Be still, and know that you are God!The Corona lock down & 
the 'PRETA'...
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To beleive or not to beleive... In times of 
distress, very often, we seek refuge in 
God. It is our 'inherent' nature to then 
seek protection, from the 'higher' forces... 
let us call it God. 

For I do not beleive that atheists exist... 
For at times of distress, all of us seek 
refuge. That object of refuge becomes 
God.But does one master the path of 
bhakti in a day? 

I t  b e g i n s  w i t h  d e v e l o p i n g  f a i t h 
(shraddha). Then comes a desire to be 
associated with saintly persons(sadhu 
sanga) & imbibe & practise their ways of 
life(bhajana kriya). And as one adopts the 
sattvic way of life, one begins to trust God 
&  h a v e  f a i t h .  T h e  o b s t a c l e s  t o 
d e v o t i o n ( l i k e  d o u b t s ,  d e s i r e s , 
attachments to sensory pleasures, etc) 
are cleared(anartha-nivrtti). Once this 
happens, �irm faith(nistha) develops 
a l o n g  w i t h  a  d e s i r e  t o  p e r f o r m 

b h a k t i ( r u c i ) .  A l s o  a n  i n t e n s e 
attachment(asakti) arises to the object of 
one's worship. There is an Awakening of 
transcendental emotion(bhava) and 
�inally pure love of God(prema) is thus 
established. Prema-bhakti is thus 
established. Bhakti (devotion) can be of 
nine types(navadha-bhakti).

1. Sravanam, which is to listen to the 
glories of God

2. Kirtanam, which is chanting or 
singing His glories

3. Smaranam, which is remembering 
Him & His glories

4. Pada-sevanam, which is serving at His 
feet

5. Arcanam, which is His ritualistic 
worship

6. Vandanam, which is praying to Him

7. Dasyam, which is adopting a servile 
attitude to Him

8. Sakhyam, being His friend

9. Atma nivedanam, which is submitting 
one's very Self to Him.

So do you resolve to tread the path of 
bhakti-yoga...

In these dif�icult times, the path of bhakti 
is most suited & easily practised.
May you all be happy and well.The path of the Yoga of 

BHAKTI (devotion)...
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śrī-bhagavān uvāca

manaḥ karma-mayaṁ ṇṟṇām

indriyaiḥ pañcabhir yutam

lokāl lokaṁ prayāty anya
ātmā tad anuvartate
viṣayābhiniveśena

nātmānaṁ yat smaret punaḥ
jantor vai kasyacid dhetor
mṛtyur atyanta-vismṛtiḥ
janma tv ātmatayā puṁsaḥ
sarva-bhāvena bhūri-da

viṣaya-svīkṛtiṁ prāhur

yathā svapna-manorathaḥ

The thoughts which come to our mind, 
during the last moments of our physical 
existence, before we die, are prompted by 
our actions (Karma) which we perform in 
this world...good or bad. These karmas, in 
turn, determine the path that our mind, 
intellect, heart (feelings) & ego take, as 
they now exit our discarded physical 
body, moving about in various spheres, in 

search of a new body. This search, hence, 
will be shaped by our existing vasanas & 
prarabdha Karma(our past actions) .
Our atma (soul), being distinct from the 
sukshma sharia (mind, heart, intellect & 
ego), follows them. The mind on entering 
a new body undergoes a complete 
reorientation, but then it's 'genetic code' 
is still in�luenced by the past experiences 
of the older body.

Death occurs when the speci�ic karma 
allotted to a physical body is �inished. 
Since that particular body's karma is used 
up, it can no longer act upon one's mind; 

in that way one forgets the previous body. 
The new body is created by nature so that 
one can experience the karma currently 
in effect. 

Death means the complete forgetfulness 
of the old body & its affairs by the Jiva. 
The acceptance of a new body by the Jiva 
& its complete identi�ication with it is 
called birth.

One accepts the new body just as one 
accepts a dream as a reality. Dreams are a 
way of experiencing this phenomenon in 
this life.

The atma(soul), is the blissful state, bereft 
of all these happenings, just acting as a 
mere observer, without reacting, lost in 
its bliss. No wonder, that by realisation of 
the Self(atma), one can transgress 
thecycle of birth & death! 

Thus, we can actually determine the path 
& the nature of our future births in this 
very life... Just by being 'mindful' of our 
actions.

All actions which are in�luenced & 
generated by karuna (compassion), helps 
in paving the road ahead to the eternal.

The path after 

DEATH...
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he chousath (64) yogini temple at THirapur. I had a 'sankalp' for my 
forthcoming trip to  Cuttack. 

Strange it was, for reasons inexplicable, for 
I was drawn to the temple. The �irst time 
that I heard the name of the temple, 
something had clicked within.

So this weekend, when I was presented 
with an opportunity  to  conduct  a 
Vo l u n te e r  t ra i n i n g  p ro g ra m m e  i n 
Palliative Care at Cuttack, I realised that 
this was my calling.

In a preparation to destroy Mahisasura, 
Devi (Parvati) created 64 yogini from her 
body, like from her voice, sweat, navel, 
forehead, cheeks, etc. These yoginis helped 
Devi in her mission to destroy Mahisasura, 
symbolising the victory of good over evil.

This temple is unique by the fact that it 
does not have a roof. A large elevated 
pedestal right in front of the temple was 
used by tantriks to do sadhna, to attain 
siddhis. In the younder times, blood was 
offered to appease the yoginis although in 
the current day, �ish is used as an offering.
Most people of Odisha are unaware of the 
signi�icance of this temple & many view it 
with awe. For it represents the ugra 
( t e r r i f y i n g )  r o o p  o f  t h e  D e v i .
But I rushed to the temple, magnetically 
drawn, as a child rushes to his mother's 
arms.

There are 9 Katyayanis guarding her 
sanctum in addition to two dwarpalakas.
Two bhairavs , Kala & Vikala, stand guard 
at the vestibule.

In the sanctum, the 64 yoginis are arranged 
in a circular fashion. The main deity is 
Mahamaya. Shiva is also present in the 
center, as 4 Bhairavs, to balance the 

feminine forms.

I ran within, excited like a little child, 
gazing deeply at each yogini.

The feminine form of Ganesh, Ganeshi 
was there, so was Varahi & Narasimhi.
For me, it was as if I was experiencing the 
'bindu', the symbol of completeness. This 
was where the male merged into the 
female & vice versa. As if the whole 
universe regressed back to a single 
unicellular form... And there was no 
roof...as if to let in the higher forces 
within... Or better, to help the seeker 
merge effortlessly into the universe.
A brilliant research laboratory this was!
I spent some time revelling in the bliss of 
the place...
इयं िवसि॑�य�त ॑ आबभव यिद ॑ वा दध े यिद ॑ वा न ।ृ ू॒ ॒ ॒ ॒॒ ॒
यो अ�या�य�॑ः परम े�योम॑�सो अङग वद॑े यिद व॑ा न वदे ॥॑ ७॥्॒ ॒ ॒ ॒ ॒॒

Whence all creation had its origin,
He, whether He fashioned it or whether 
He did not,
He, who surveys it all from highest 
heaven,
He knows - or maybe even He does not 
know.

My tryst with Ma...
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ust about 200m from the Jharkhand - JWest Bengal border at the Purulia 
District, stands a two storied concrete 

house, which looks af�luent from the 
outside. The highway is being widened 
here & the roads are dusty. As our team 
stepped out of our car, the "apparent' 
af�luence struck an odd note, for the 
building stood out in stark contrast to the 
adjoining hutments made of clay. As we 
s t e p p e d  w i t h i n ,  t h i n g s  s u d d e n l y 
normalised, for now we could see the 
livestock within...goats merrily chewing on 
tendua leaves and chicks scurrying 
around. The interior was dark & cool, 
albeit re�lecting the poor socio-economic 
state of the family, standing out in stark 
contrast to the exterior. It spoke of a once 
af�luent family which was now struggling 
to make their ends meet.

Nibaron Mahato, the master of the 
household was lying down on a bed... He 
had been bedridden for almost 2 years 
now from a repeat ischaemic stroke & with 
evidence of ischaemic dementia. He was 

totally dependent on his wife & son to take 
care of his activities of daily living. Chatting 
up with his son, I casually asked him what 
he did for a living... He smiled up proudly & 
said, "I take care of my father... I do not have 
a job". That was when I understood what 
the expression of feeling 'a lump in my 
throat meant'.

Mr. X is around 40, still a bachelor & his 
desperate call to attend to his bedridden 
mother, forced me to limp to his house in 
the afternoon. She was 87, with congestive 
heart failure, bedridden for the last 2 
years... Her dutiful son, had quit his job to 
take care of his mother! They had to 
struggle with their �inances, barely making 
ends meet. He had taken to writing & is the 
proud author of a book.  Here was a young 
man who had his priorities quite clear. He 
was happy to do what he was doing, and 
with pride! Not hankering after worldly 
pursuits... I suddenly remembered the 
Puranic tale... When Ganesha & Kartikeyan, 
sons of Shiva & Sati, were asked to make a 
parikrama of the universe, Ganesha merely 
circumambulated his parents, saying that 
'you, my mum & dad, are my universe'. 
Blessed he was. I often wonder what 

education is... And it's practical utility. 
Most of that we had to learn in schools, 
including complex maths, hardly has any 
practical utility...ask yourself...

My father, who is bedridden, had also told 
me, 'amongst you three brothers, the 
youngest one, who has the least academic 
quali�ications, has been the most useful 
for the family...'. For it is He, who is the 
caregiver.

Ever wondered as to who will be YOUR 
caregiver? Your "highly quali�ied" 
children or the so called "failures". ..
Education desperately needs a revision.
Compassion needs to be taught & 
practised. And if you choose to think that 
there is no goodness in this yuga of Kali, 
think again! For these wonderful human 
beings have forced me to reinforce my 
f a i t h . . .  I n 
goodness & 
d i v i n i t y .
And who says 
that God does 
n o t  e x i s t ? 
S e e k  &  y e 
shalt �ind!

The 'worthy' child...
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ames (name changed) was dying, his Jbody riddled with wide spread cancer. 
He was lying stif�ly for even the slightest 

movement would cause excruciating 
pain....the worst part was the cough which 
threw up his tortured body into spasms of 
nerve-wracking pain. He preferred not to 
eat, for he felt nauseous....but he obliged 
his wife & daughter when the lovingly tried 
to feed him.

He lives in a remote mountain community 
off Pedong in the Himalayas. We travelled 
all the way from Bokaro to Kolkata & then 
to Siliguri by train followed by a 4 hour 
road drive to reach the sleepy hamlet of 
Pedong the day before. The next morning 
we accompanied by a local Pastor of the 
Parish,  carefully walked down the 
mountain trail; after about half kilometer 
of slipping & slithering down the track, the 
track become a goat trail literally....one slip 
meant tumbling down a few hundred 
feet....all of us were nervous now...however 
God let us live & we reached his cottage 
safely.

We assessed him addressing his physical, 
p s yc h o l o g i c a l ,  s o c i a l  &  s p i r i t u a l 
concerns...we talked to his wife & daughter 
over a cup of hot steaming tea...one cannot 
conquer death, for it is the way of 

nature...but one can provide relief from 
suffering & restore a sense of meaning in 
life...and that is our motto.

The 'worthy' child...
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he lesser known forms of Ma. Lost Tin the busy lanes of Kamarupa, lies a 
shaktipeeth that most are unaware 

of. Only some of the die-hard seekers of Ma 
journey here as well to revel in Her bliss.
For we are all seekers... Seeking happiness. 
Giving divinity a physical form is often 
essential, for in our search for meaning, we 
need to  correlate  with something 
understandable.

Creation was a 'sankalp'. The Vedas named 
the originator of the sankalp as Brahma 
(you are free to name it as you wish, for you 
only beleive what you want to beleive in, 
which in turn is in�luenced by your 
cultural, social, psychological & spiritual 
background). So, in essence a unicellular 
structure was created, we call it Adinath 
(the primitive one) or Shiva. And from 
Shiva, emerged Shakti, the female form & 
hence, Shiva now assumed the male form. 
So in essence, all existence stems from a 
singular source.

Shiva adored his Shakti... The Shakti was 
named Sati. When she 'self immolated', 
unable to bear the humiliation of her 
husband at  her father's  yagna,  an 
anguished Shiva, unable to give up his 
attachment, slung the corpse of his wife on 

his shoulders & danced the 'tandava', 
causing destruction. Vishnu interfered, 
cutting off her body with his Sudarshana 
chakra, scattering the various parts of her 
body on earth... 51 parts to be precise, 
corresponding to the 51 alphabets of the 
Sanskrit language.

Her navel, the seat of the manipura, fell in 
the noth East Bank of the Brahmaputra, in 
t h e  K a m r u p  r e g i o n  o f  A s s a m .
This is where the temple of Ugra Tara is 
l o c a t e d  i n  t h e  L a t a s i l  l o c a l i t y.
Ugra Tara is the tikshna kantha form of 
Dikkara vasini, who is pot bellied, dark, 
with matted hair (eka jata). She is offered 
meat ,  wine,  sugarcane & sweets .
B u t  f o r  m e  s h e  i s  j u s t  M a . . .
She has no idol... Just like the Self, she too 
is literally formless in the garbha griha & 
her devotees struggle to give her a 
form...to relate to.

I was happy with her formless state...just 
a little pit �illed with slightly milky water...
I became an infant once again...

Tikshnakantha
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 have always been an ardent fan of IB o g a n a t h a r  &  w h e n  I  h a d  a n 
opportunity to deliver a plenary 

lecture at the Central Siddha Research 
I n s t i t u t e ,  I  l i t e ra l ly  g ra b b e d  t h e 
o p p o r t u n i t y .
The Siddhas are enlightened souls who 
have attained siddhis on the path of self 
realisation. Siddhis are special powers that 
you can attain & ashta siddhi have been 
described like anima siddhi, laghima 
siddhi, vashista siddhi & so on. Attainment 
of these Siddhis are just a milestone in the 
path of self realisation & the adept seeker 
is not swayed by these powers but rather 
uses them to help mankind, the prime 
example being the development of the 
S i d d h a  s y s t e m  o f  m e d i c i n e .
My fascination for this system stems from 
the fact that it is a milestone in the path of 
s e l f  r e a l i s a t i o n .
I requested Dr. Sathya Rajeshwaran, the 
Director in-charge to accommodate me a 

day before as a student, to which he readily 
complied. I spent 4 hours learning the 
basics of Siddha medicine, varmam & its 
p r a c t i c a l  u s e .
After the classes, I was inspired to visit the 
samadhi of a Siddha, Pattinathar, which 

w a s  a l m o s t  2 5  o d d  k m  a w a y  a t 
Tiruvottiyur adjacent to the sea. It is a 
little �ishing hamlet with an unassuming 
entrance, which only a few are aware of.
Pattinathar was born into a rich family & 
his father sent him to get merchandise 
with money when he was a young man. 
But Pattinathar returned with sacks of 
paddy husks! His enraged father threw 
the husks away & locked up Pattinathar in 
a room. However, the next morning when 
his father saw the husks, he found them to 
be made of gold! He hurried to unlock his 
son only to �ind an empty room sans a 
palm leaf manuscript & a needle without 
an eyelet on which was written "Not even 
an eyeless needle will accompany you in 
t h e  � i n a l  j o u r n e y  o f  l i f e . "
Pattinathar attained samadhi in this very 
site where the temple now stands.
I feel that every system of medicine has 
something to offer & when we talk about 
Palliative Care, we should be inclusive.
I now intend to develop a structured path 
to integrate varmam as a tool for healing 
in the terminally ill.

Exploring  

The Siddha...
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o you realise that every time you Dspeak, you become Brahma, the 
creator. For when He created this 

jagat(universe), which is of the nature of 
m aya ( i l l u s i o n ) ,  i t  b e g a n  w i t h  a n 
intention(sphota) to create & just as the 
spider creates a Web out of its body, 
Brahma created this universe from 
a v y a k t a ( u n m a n i f e s t e d  s t a t e )  t o 
v y a k t a ( m a n i f e s t e d  s t a t e ) .
Speech is something similar, beginning 
with an iccha(wish) & being transformed 
f r o m  t h e  a v y a k t a  t o  v y a k t a !
So speech is the verbal expression of a 
thought process, which is a re�lection of 
our consciousness, for here consciousness 
represents our atma(soul), which is the 
r o o t  c a u s e  o f  g e n e r a t i o n  o f 
vak(speech)...the ancient masters called 
this  form of  speech the Para vak.
Para vak is a representation of the Bindu or 
Shunya 

This form is not expressed, but is always 

present, remaining internalised & can be 
drawn out  from the Mooladahara.
Then comes the consciousness(chitta), a 
part of the antahkarna...the intention of a 
thought process that is present within, 
a l b e i t  u n e x p r e s s e d  p h y s i c a l l y, 
untransformed into words & language, but 
visualised within. . .aptly called the 
Pashyanti  vak,  which is visualised 
internally by the mind. The Yoga Vasistha 
(Moksopaya– 4.17.25) employs the same 
analogy to prove the existence of the world 
in Brahman in a potential state: “As the 
various colors of the tail of a peacock 
potentially exist within the liquid of its egg, 
so the plurality is potentially present in the 

spirit which is capable of manifesting it”.

Pashyanti vak represents the iccha shakti 
& corresponds to the Manipura chakra. 
The next stage is when our buddhi 
(intellect) arranges the words to give a 
sense of 'meaning' to our thought

...however, even at this stage, there is no 
audible sound(nada)...most of you can 
correlate with this state...when suddenly 
you realise that two different persons 
were thinking of the same thing at the 
same time!

This state of internal speech is the 
Madhyama vak, a pre-vocal state, in 
which we are aware of what to articulate. 
This corresponds to the Anahata chakra.
Madhyama vak represents jyana shakti. 
Then comes the actual process of 
vocalisation, originating from the 
Vishuddha chakra. This is called the 
Vaikhari vak, composed of sabda(speech, 
which is �ixed) & dhwani(sound pattern, 
which is physically alterable).

Vaikhari vak represents the kriyashakti.

So, the next time you speak, be mindful, 
for you become God as you speak!
May you all be happy and well.

Speech & Divinity
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he has been blind for 3 years now, Sbut as I interacted with her, a little 
girl peeped out...

The larva, encased in the narrow & tight 
con�ines of the cocoon, focuses on 
liberation & the joy & beauty that the 
liberation will afford...and one �ine day, 
it bursts out with a cry of triumph & 
transforms itself into a beautiful 
butter�ly.

For the Lord grants us what we desire...& 
a l s o  t r a n s f o r m s  o u r  p h y s i c a l 
appearance to match our thoughts!

For if your goal is to earn money & 
become wealthy, you shall have that, 
with a physical appearance of opulence.

Or if you choose to follow the path of the 
Lord, thy shalt be blessed by his grace. 
So choose carefully what you desire, for 
thy shalt attain that!

For sadly, we measure success by purely 
materialistic gains.

Kita Bhramara Nyaya
The path of the Lord is the path of the 
heart. So take your pick, for all is still not 
lost... May you all be happy and well.

Always live near someone whom you do 
not get along with, for they will help you 
seek God. 

Eknath, had emerged from the Godavari 
after taking a bath, when a brahmin spat 
on him. Unperturbed, Eknath calmly 
turned back to the Godavari & took a 
bath once again, only to be spat at by the 
brahmin. This act apparently repeated 
itself a hundred times, when �inally the 
brahmin fell grovelling at Eknath's feet 
begging for forgiveness, to which 
Eknath calmly replied, " I should thank 
you, my friend, for it was because of you 
that I had the good fortune of bathing in 
t h e  G o d a v a r i  s o  m a n y  t i m e s ."
One needs to make a 'sense' of their 
suffering & then use it as a stepping 
stone to transcend it.
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b e  s o  p a i n f u l  &  u n d i g n i � i e d . . . 
suffering...but many were trying to make 
out a sense of meaning out of their 
suffering...their harshly painted faces 
breaking into laughter as they joked 
among themselves... Little moments 
when the little girl within broke out 
through the layers of torture & hurt...for if 
you can give your suffering a sense of 
m e a n i n g ,  t h e n  yo u  t ra n s c e n d  i t .
I choose to beleive that Allah, the merciful 
had other things in store for me...for the 
rickshaw abruptly stopped in front of a 
police picket, barring traf�ic ahead & I had 
to take recourse to walking down the 
crowded lanes adjoining Jama Masjid. I 
was drawn, as if magnetically to the 
imposing structure & entered through 
gate 1. Allah the merciful made his 
presence felt verily within as the noise of 
the surrounding Chawri Bazar dimmed 
into insigni�icance by the roar of the 
quietness within. My hot body was cooled 
by the stone parapet as I walked barefeet 
in awe... I kneeled down with the faithful 
&  re ve l l e d  i n  t h e  b l i s s  w i t h i n . . .
Exiting thence, I made my way to Karim's, 
though now I no longer had the craving...

Karim's was a letdown... Terrible service, 
below average mutton korma & tandoori 
roti (you should try Arsalan at Kolkata). 
The mutton sheek kebab, however was 
almost worth the visit & I would score it a 
8 / 1 0 .  T h e  � i r n i  wa s  a t ro c i o u s . . .
As I took a rickshaw back to Ajmeri gate 
through the honking, cursing & rattling 
ride with my sore behind screaming in 
protest, I re�lected back on my culinary 
quest  & its  relation to divinity. . . 
Somethings I have a feeling that my prana 
is stuck in a 'granthi' at my manipura.
"Verily in that there is a sign, but most of 
them do not believe.”

“And verily, your Lord certainly is He, the 
Mighty, the Merciful.”

I speak from personal experience.
May you all be happy and well.

“You cannot guide those you would like to 
but God guides those He wills. He has best 
knowledge of  the  guided.”  (Holy 
Quran/28: 56) I had 6 hours to kill in 
Delhi. The foodie that I am, my palate 
screamed 'Karims' & I lost no time in 
taking a cycle rickshaw from Ajmeri gate 
to Jama Masjid. The tough, wringy man 
pedalled away furiously, dodging through 
the dense traf�ic with the skill that would 
put a grand prix motor racer to shame...as 
I clutched on to dear life & kept adjusting 
my rear, for it would keep sliding down 
the inclining seat of the rickety rickshaw. 
We crossed the infamous G. B. Road with 
the ladies peeping out from the verandah 
& the guys on the street walk catcalling. 
This instance, my heart went out to those 
ladies, who actually 'rented' out their 
physical bodies to erk out a living...it must 
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ell, let me clarify at the very outset that Wnothing was planned...after my night 
duty, I was 'off' the next day & I 

decided to go to my ashram at Kosish where our 
�irst inmates, a homeless elderly couple from 
Kolkata were housed. It was a beautiful day, 
sunny & pleasent, with a slight nip in the morning 
air. I actually spent good hour watering the plants 
there(& it was actually a soothing experience & I 
intend do do it more often, for it symbolises 
'giving') when during this act of compassion, I 

was seized by the impulse to 
wander & I drove towards purulia. 
My local contact in Kathaldanga 
village was out herding her goats, so 
instead of driving inroads into the 
v i l l a g e s ,  m y  m i n d ( m a n a s ) 
instructed me to go to visit Him in 
his abode at Chidka dham, better 
known as Gourinath dham. My 
ego(ahankara) was in agreement & 
my intellect (buddhi) justi�ied the 
intention. Thus my 'antaha karana' 
swung into action.

Without me realising it, the Lord 
had beckoned me to his abode on 
this blissful day of Guru Poornima.

The road leading to Chidka dham is 
a narrow dirt road from Chas more, 
where the roads leading to Bokaro, 
Ranchi & Jamshedpur meet. As our 
little car bounced about on the 
uneven road, I spied upon a temple, 
which was deserted, on the left. 
Enquiring I found out that this was 
the original temple where the local 
Mahatos used to pray until one �ine 
day, some villagers spotted a black 

In His pursuit...

Chidka Dham
cow, which would stand at a 
particular spot & milk would gush 
out of her udders. This spot when 
dug, revealed a Shiv linga & the 
current Chidka dham temple was 
thus constructed there. But the 
magnetism of the old deserted 
temple drew me there & I spent 
time revelling in the mysticism that 
the place generated. There was 
evidence of  tantricism being 
practised at that old, dark interior 
with a large yoni, a prayer mat & 
other symbolisms. A large banyan 
tree stood near the temple as if 
authenticating her ancient past. A 
little temple of goddess Kali too 
stood in the vicinity,  for She 
completes Him.

Although deserted, this place had 
very powerful vibrations...

Chirka dham was half a kilometre 
a h e a d  &  w a s  j o s t l i n g  w i t h 
people...devottees seeking favours 
& boons, local pandas seeking 
c l i e n t s ,  b e g g a r s  b e g g i n g , 
shopkeepers selling...in short a 
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center of commerce...there were no 
positive vibes, at least none that I could 
feel...Shiva had long since �led! Jostling my 
way through the crowds, slipping on the 
wet & grimy �loor barefeet, I entered the 
sanctum sanctorum & was blessed with a 
view of the Shiva linga which was now 
covered with a silver hood. Guarding it 
with a proprietary attitude were the 
Pandas who were looking expectantly at 
me for some money...I gently avoided their 
gaze & bade adeiu.

What struck me at Chidka dham was the 
faith of the seekers...I saw women, 
dripping wet after a bath from the 
adjacent pond, circumambulating the 
shrine, prostrating themselves on the 
ground.. .  Devottees pouring water, 
offering �lowers, lighting inscence sticks, 
while the Pandas were busy chanting 
mantras & eyeing their purses.

But then who am I to be judgemental? For 
faith can move mountains... And heal.
As I retreated to the safety of my car, I 
chuckled at the thought of how I would 
avoid holy places a decade back, the 
hardcore atheist that I then was... And in 
stark contrast, today I cherish His 

company.

For there is nothing black or white... All are 
just shades of grey! But then my day was 
made, in that deserted temple, where 
hardly anyone bothered to pray, which had 
no commercial value... But He chose to stay 
there.

May you all be happy and well.

Bhairav dham...during my little sojourns 
in rural Jharkhand, my attention was 
drawn to a coarsely hand written board, 
on a little road, off the highway. My 
curiosity was aroused and I requested my 
driver to turn around, to which he 
grudgingly obliged. The narrow relief road 
meandered through little villages, with 
goats sunning themselves on the road. The 
village women were busy harvesting 
paddy in the adjoining �ields while the 
menfolk lazed around on charpoies 
sipping taadi, a fermented drink made 
from palm trees. A good 6 km off the 
highway, we �inally reached the temple, 
adjacent to the Isri river. It had a sheltered 
pond, which according to the legends, was 
dug up by Arujuna's arrow, at the request 
of Draupadi, to quench her thirst. This 

pond never dries up and nor does the 
water level alter during the monsoons or 
the draught. Bhairav is a terrible form of 
Shiva, and there are 8 primary bhairavas 
guarding the eight directions of the 
universe. The term Bhairav stems from 
bha (creation), ra(sustenance) and 
va(destruction)... meaning it is the 
creator, sustainer and destroyer of the 
u n ive r s e .  I t  re m i n d e d  m e  o f  o u r 
'mind'...which is of the the nature of 
illusion or maya...for it is our mind which 
creates our joys and sorrows, sustains 
them and destroys them...we are all 
Bhairavas. But then the Bhairav had a 
prime duty, to act as a kshetrapala 
(protector of the region).

 Similarly, we should impose restraint on 
our �ickle mind and focus it to protect our 
Self. May you all be happy and well.
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 had begun my study protocolising all details; little did I realize Ithat life is not protocolised! I had intended to conduct a semi-
structured interview of various sects of sadhus of sanatan 

dharma for an enquiry into the spiritual concerns surrounding death 
and dying in Hindu communities. This, I had postulated would be a 
good research question. I set out on my mission by getting an 
appropriate approval from our ethical committee and then 
reviewing my �inancial status as I had no access to funding 

whatsoever. My wife, in her understanding manner, 
encouraged me - that was a great emotional boost. There 
were times when I did wonder if I was daft but then I 
managed to muster up enough courage to go ahead. One 
of my colleagues agreed to accompany me on this 
formidable journey. I then began with researching to �ind 
out if such a task was ever done before but was molli�ied 
to �ind that such a crazy notion was never entertained 
before. What was even more distressing that I had no 
references or guidelines what so ever. I went about the 
task of creating a semi-structured questionnaire and 
planned a qualitative prospective study using the 
g r o u n d e d  m e t h o d o l o g y . 
The journey began by train to Ranchi and then by 
connecting train to Delhi and then onwards to Haridwar, 
which is in the foothills of the Himalayas and is 
considered to be a prime religious destination in 
Hinduism. At Ranchi we visited an exhibition on the life of 
Swami Vivekananda which was organized by the Indian 
Railways. This did indeed give me further insights into 
H i n d u i s m  a n d  t h e  p r i n c i p l e  o f  A d v a i t i s m . 
To have an understanding into the spiritual concerns in 
Sanatan dharma, it is essential that you should believe in 
the existence of the soul- the journey then begins. The 
most dif�icult part, more so with the literate mass, is that 
they do not want to believe and trust. It is only when you 

My Himalayan sojourn ...

Doctor heal thyself!
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learn to do that, is when the gates leading 
to the path of self- realization open up for 
you.

We reached the sleepy and mystical little 
town of Rishikesh on the banks of the 
Ganges, the holy river of India, sustainer of 
life, liberator of sins, and pathway to 
Moksha. It is the water of this great river, 
which is sprinkled in ritualistic practices 
and given to the dying so that they can go 
to heaven. The underlying principle is 
"hope"....the power to carry on! Rishikesh 
is also considered to be the Yoga capital of 
the world, people from all over the globe 
throng here to learn the art of yoga, mainly 
for a health related point of view or a 
commercial point. Few understand that 
the real purpose of yoga is to enjoin the 
physical self with the spiritual self. 
We stayed at Parmarth Niketan which is an 
ashram on the banks of the Ganges as she 
comes rushing down the mountains. This 
is also a centre for spiritual learning in 
Hinduism. The day at the ashram begins 
with aarti and spiritual discourses at 
05.00 hrs till 06 hrs, repeated at 9,30 -11 
hrs, 15,30-17.00 hrs followed by ganga 
aarti on the banks of the ganges fro 18-19 

hrs. A strict vegetarian diet is followed at 
the ashram with practice of abstinence 
and prohibition of alcohol or other 
intoxicants.  These are considered 
' t a m a s i c '  i n  H i n d u i s m  a n d  t h e i r 
eschewment is mandatory to achieve a 
sattvic state of mind as a pre-requisite for 
self-realization.

As luck would have it, our �irst interview 
was with a sadhu who was previously 
training to be a neurosurgeon, but then 
had adopted the life of a sadhu. We then 
went on to interview other sadhus of 
various sects. The evolving hypothesis for 
our research question re�lected the core 
principle of advaitism- belief in the Self. 
The process of dying was seen as the 
beginning of a new life and thus fostering a 
sense of hope. No wonder that one of the 
oldest religions in human civilization did 
not lay much signi�icance on how to 
palliate the physical needs of the dying; 
rather the focus was on reinforcing the 
belief of the immortality of the soul and 
the necessity of rebirths in order the �inal 
goal of attainment of moksha. Hinduism 
believes in the principle of accountability, 
understood by karma. It thus teaches you 

do live well and live a life in the style of a 
karma yogi in order to reduce suffering 
result ing from your 'bad'  karma. 
Hinduism thus does not offer you a magic 
potion that will result in salvation. It 
rather teaches you to live responsibly and 
t h u s  ' e a r n'  yo u r  p o i n t s  t o wa rd s 
attainment of the �inal goal of Self 
realisation. Thus there is no particular 
ritual which would result in attainment of 
moksha. The vedas upanishads and 
puranas offer various advises in terms of 
rituals and prayers, these however need 
to be understood in a proper context to 
realise their true meaning rather than 
fo c u s i n g  m e re ly  o n  t h e i r  s i m p l e 
translation.

 
Thus the palliative worker should 
understand the concept of the Self as 
explained in Hinduism and aim to heal 
rather than treat the individual. One has 
to understand that the physical body is 
merely a vehicle used for transporting the 
soul in its journey to the �inal goal of 
moksha; the vehicles would keep on 
changing thus (rebirths). Thus Hinduism 
teaches us to focus on the Self rather than 
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on the physical body. It teaches you not to 
identify with our physical self but rather 
have the attitude of a darshak(observer). 
Once such a conviction is attained, the 
physical body will stop being a concern 
and the concept of rebirth will foster hope. 
Our �irst interviewee highlighted the 
following aspects Tell the patient to quiten 
down, calm down and help him achieve it
 tell him to have less expectations, to aim 
for realistic goals. 

Empower yourself with the knowledge of 
the Self(vidya) and thereby removing our 
veil of ignorance(avidya). Only when we 
'know' ourselves and understand our true 
nature, which we can help, others attain it. 
This would necessitate an understanding 
o f  t h e  V e d a s  a n d  u p a n i s h a d s .
The very concept of immortality of the 
soul and its journey to attainment of 
moksha, using the human body merely as a 
medium, serves as the foundation of 
Hinduism and thereby urges the Hindu to 
look up boldly into the face of death as it is 
regarded as the beginning of a new 
chapter. Thus it actually fosters a sense of 
hope; herein lies the very essence of 
Hinduism. The greatest gift that Hinduism 

could give to civilization was its idea of 
spirituality.

Our second interviewee voiced the same 
opinion about the importance of knowing 
one's own self before helping others 
address such issues. When questioned 
about any speci�ic ritualistic practices 
concerning dying, he laughed and said that 
any such practices can be allowed as long 
as they seem meaningful to the dying 
person- if it gave him a sense of hope. He 
further added that we should help him 
realize the true nature of the Self. 
Out third interviewee, in addition to 
voicing the same opinions, further added 
that slokas from Chapter 15 of the 
Bhagvad Gita be explained to the dying. 
This chapter, which depicts an ongoing 
dialogue between Sri Krishna and Arjuna 
in the battle�ield, wherein Sri Krishna 
imparts the knowledge of the Jivatma, 
which is the imperishable soul and the 
Supreme Self, Purushottama; grasping 
this esoteric teaching, man becomes wise 
a n d  h i s  m i s s i o n  i n  l i f e  i s 
accomplished(Bhagvad Gita, chapter 15, 
v e r s e  2 0 ) .
The next interviewee also emphasized the 

n e e d  fo r  s e l f - e d u c a t i o n  p r i o r  to 
explaining the reality and immortal 
nature of the Self to the dying. In addition, 
an interviewee (number 5) further 
suggested that hymns from the Gita be 
played to the dying. Regarding ritualism, 
almost all uniformly agreed that there 
was no speci�ic ritualism for the same and 
if the dying person wished anything in 
particular, then it should be performed. 
Interviewee number 7 went ahead to 
explain the �inality of death and futility of 
ritualism in addressing this issue by 
quoting a beautiful story from the life of 
Gautam Buddha. He further emphasized 
the need of self-knowledge to address 
s u c h  i s s u e s . 
So, I was left to draw my own conclusions!
Doctor…heal thyself!
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he little children played amongst the Tbamboo Grove, the buffalo calf chewed 
merrily on the cud amidst the watchful 

eyes of her mother, while the little calf of the cow 
stood alone in a corner, looking morose, with its 
abdomen distended by disease, shedding and 
evidently in pain.

The little girl lay frightfully still in her bed, 
whimpering slowly, and breathing with great 
dif�iculty...for despite the amputation of her 
left leg, her osteosarcoma had spread to both 
her lungs...she started crying in fear as I 
approached her bedside...for since the time 
she had been admitted in the hospital, all she 
had got was more pain...from innumerable 
needlesticks , and the pain of being away 
f r o m  h e r  h o m e ,  h e r  f a m i l i a r 
surroundings...and without relief of her 
breathlessness.

She reminded me of  the l itt le calf . . .
Suffering should be optional...in fact, it 
should not be allowed, if possible.

After medications, the little girl could 
sleep...her �irst good sleep in 36 hours...i 
asked her if she would like to go home and her 
dazed eyes turned bright with hope...i urged 
her mother to take her home giving her my 
contact details, with the promise to offer help 
when needed.

The Little children 
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hen was the last time that you Wtouched an elderly. . .with 
compassion, with love, with 

feeling, with a need to share...

'... In old age... The tactile hunger is more 
powerful than ever, for it is the only 
sensuous experience that remains with 
him. It is at this time, when he has again 
become so dependent upon others for 
human support, that he is in need for 
embraces, of an arm around his shoulder, 
of being taken by the hand, caressed, and 
given the opportunity to respond. 
'(Montague)

Be liberal with your hugs...be mindful of 
your' intention' though.

He sits all alone in his hut, no friends, for 
all of his friends are now dead. He has 
been blind for 2 years now, and he spends 
time with himself and the animals around 

him...for they can imbibe 
t h e  p o s i t iv i t y  t h a t  h e 
radiates around...the hen 
with her chicks, the dog, the 
goats, the birds...

For  in  his  loss  (of  his 
eyesight, hearing), he stood 
to gain! For his monkey 
mind, now bereft of it's 
s e n s o r y  i n p u t s ,  h a d 
quietened down and rather 
t h a n  s e e k i n g  s e n s u a l 
pleasures in the external 
world, had begun focusing 
within... He was now lost in 
the bliss of the Self.

Tat tvam asi.

The power of touch...
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