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¸•Û±fl¬œ ˛̊ / Editorial
Õ‰¬SÀ˙À¯∏ı˛ Î¬◊Ó¬˘± ˝±›˚˛±˚˛ Œ˘À·ÀÂ ’±¸iß Õı˙±À‡ı˛ Ó¬l øÚ–ù´±¸/ ˙±˘¬Û˘±À˙ı˛ ı˛øMê˜Ó¬±˚˛ ¤À¸ÀÂ øııÌ«Ó¬±/ ı¸ÀôL√ı˛

øı˘œ˚˛˜±Ú ¬ÛÂ±˚˛±ı˛ ¸±ÀÔ ¬Û‘ÔWœ øÚÀÊÀfl¬ √õ∂dÓ¬ fl¬ı˛ÀÂ ·ËœÀÉı˛ èé¬Ó¬±Àfl¬ ıı˛Ì fl¬Àı˛ øÚÀÓ¬/ Œ˙¯∏ ı¸ÀôL√ı˛ ˝±Ó¬ ÒÀı˛ ’±À¸ ı¯∏«À˙À¯∏ı˛
Úıı˛±øS Î¬◊»¸ı › ø˙ııjÚ±/ ˜˝±ı˛±Ê ¸≈ı˛Ô √õ∂ıøÓ«¬Ó¬ ı±¸øôL√fl¬ Úıı˛±øS Î¬◊ƒ˚±¬ÛÚ ’±˜±Àı˛ ˜ÀÒ… ıÀ˚˛ øÚÀ˚˛ ’±À¸ ¤fl¬ øıÀ˙¯∏
Î¬◊Vœ¬ÛÚ±/ ¤˝◊ qˆ¬˘À¢ü ˆ¬øMêøıÚ•⁄ ø‰¬ÀM ’±˜ı˛± ’±ı˛±ÒÚ± fl¬øı˛ ˙Ç¬ı˛√õ∂±Ìı{°ˆ¬± |œ|œ’iß¬Û”Ì«± ˜±Àfl¬ - Œ˚ ˜± ’±˜±Àı˛ ‚Àı˛, ı±˝◊Àı˛,
øıù´‰¬ı˛±‰¬Àı˛/ ø˚øÚ ’±…±˙øMê ¶§ı˛+ø¬ÛÚœ - :±Ú Õıı˛±·… ø¸øX¬ √õ∂±ø˚˛Úœ/ ¤˝◊ ¬Ûı˛˜ ˘À¢üı˛ ¬ÛÀı˛ ¬ÛÀı˛˝◊ ’±˜ı˛± ıı˛Ì fl¬ı˛Àı± ’±ı˛›
¤fl¬øÈ¬ Úıı¯∏«Àfl¬ ’±ı˛ ¬Û≈Ì– ˙¬ÛÔ ŒÚı ’±Ò…±øRfl¬ ˆ¬±ıÒ±ı˛±˚˛ øÚÀÊÀı˛ øÚÀ˚˛±øÊÓ¬ fl¬ı˛ı±ı˛ ÊÚ…/

’±Ê ÚııÀ¯∏«ı˛ ¬Û≈Ì…øÓ¬øÔÀÓ¬ ˆ¬øMêøı·ø˘Ó¬ ø‰¬ÀM ’±˜ı˛± ¶úı˛Ì fl¬øı˛ |œ|œ&èÚ±Úfl¬ ¬Û≈S, ˆ¬·ıƒÀıM±, ø˙ı±ıÓ¬±ı˛-Ó≈¬˘…
¬Ûı˛˜À˚±·œ |œ|œ‰¬fÊœ ˜˝±ı˛±Ê ï|œ|œ‰¬fı±ı±ó-Œfl¬/ øÓ¬øÚ ¶§˚˛— ¬Û≈ı˛±Ì√õ∂ÀÌÓ¬± ¬Û≈è¯∏ |œ|œ˜±fl«¬ÀG¬˚˛/ ’±Ê ŒÔÀfl¬ √õ∂±˚˛ ¬Û“±‰¬˙Ó¬ ıÂı˛
¬Û”Àı« ø˚øÚ Òı˛±Ò±À˜ ’±øıˆ«¬”Ó¬ ˝À˚˛øÂÀ˘Ú Ó¬…±·-Œ˚±À·ı˛ ˜ø˝˜± › Δıı˛±·…-Î¬◊±¸œÚ Ò˜«˜±À·«ı˛ ’±˙« √õ∂Ì˚˛Ú fl¬ı˛ı±ı˛ Î¬◊ÀVÀ˙…/ øÓ“¬øÚ
¸Ó¬…^©Ü±, øSfl¬±˘: › ’À˘Ãøfl¬fl¬ ˙øMê¸•Ûiß ˚≈·¬Û≈è¯∏/ ˜±˚˛±À˜±˝-øflv¬©Ü, ’:±Ú-øÓ¬ø˜Àı˛ øÚ˜ø#Ó¬ ˜Ú≈¯∏…Ê±øÓ¬ı˛ √õ∂øÓ¬ Ó“¬±ı˛ ’À˜±‚
’±˝W±Ì - ëëÀ‰¬ÀÓ¬± Ú·ı˛œ, Ó¬±Àı˛± ·±˜ƒ/ ’˘‡ƒ ¬Û≈è¯∏fl¬± ø¸˜ƒÀı˛± Ú±˜/íí

Δıøfl¬ ’±À˙«ı˛ ˆ¬±ıÒ±ı˛±Àfl¬ ı˛é¬± › ¬Û≈ø©Üı˛ Œ˚ ˜˝±Ú ’±À˙« øÓ“¬øÚ ’±˜±Àı˛ ¸Ó¬Ó¬– Î¬◊Z≈X¬ fl¬Àı˛ÀÂÚ, Ó“¬±ı˛ Œ¸˝◊ ˜˝±Ú
ˆ¬±ıÒ±ı˛±ı˛ ’±À˙« ’±˜ı˛± Œ˚Ú øÚÀÊÀı˛ fl¬Ì±˜±S øÚÀ˚˛±øÊÓ¬ fl¬ı˛ÀÓ¬ Û±øı˛ - ÚııÀ¯∏«ı˛ ¬Û≈Ì…˘À¢ü Ó“¬±ı˛, |œ|œ&è˜˝±ı˛±Ê·ÀÌı˛ ›
|œ|œ˜±À˚˛ı˛ ‰¬ı˛Ìfl¬˜À˘ ¤˝◊øÈ¬˝◊ ’±˜±Àı˛ ’±ôL√øı˛fl¬ √õ∂±Ô«Ú±//

As the calendar ticks by, we can sense the hot breath of summer in the air. The riot of
colors on the branches of saal and palash trees has started to grow pale while the earth
prepares herself to brace the wrath of the impending summer. The end of the Bengali year
brings with it the exuberance associated with the Navratri festival, followed by worship of
Lord Shiva on the penultimate day. The Navratri festival, started by Maharaja Surath in the
days of yore, brings in special joy in our hearts because it is now that we celebrate with
piety the worship of Sree Sree Annapurna Mata – the Supreme Mother who is omnipresent
in the nature and in our being and is present amongst us as Sree Sree Maa. One can always
feel Her grace in Her boon of knowledge, renunciation and emancipation. Right after Her
worship and celebration of Ramnavami, we usher in the Bengali New Year with gaiety and
pomp.

On the auspicious occasion of Bengali New Year, we recall with warm reverence the
holiness of Shri Shri Chandraji Maharaj (Shri Shri Chandra Baba), the son of Shri Shri
Guru Nanakji, who graced this country about five hundred years back to preach the
principles of meditation and relinquishment of material pleasures, to follow the path of
detachment and devotion. He is Bhagwat-Swarupa, the knowledge-manifest, the embodiment
of truth. In his earlier incarnation, he was Maharshi Markandeya, the holy compiler of the
Markandeya Purana. He always called upon the distressed mankind, immersed in grief and
utter ignorance, to pursue the path of devotion through His sublime preaching “Cheto
Nagri, Taro Gaam – Alakh Purushka Simro Naam”.

On the auspicious occasion of New Year, we bow our head on the lotus feet of this Holy
Saint, to our Guru Maharajas and Sree Sree Maa to seek their blessings so that we can
dedicate our humble lives to the holy mission of supporting and sustaining the principles of
Vedic spirituality with the purpose of making our lives truly meaningful.


