SMA PATRIKA

2015 :Issue 1 (June)

MESSAGE FROM THE GOVERNING BODY

Welcome to the first volume of the 2015 newsletter! Kudos to the tea m,

great effort, we sincerely thank you all from the bottom of our hearts!

Here is a brief summary of the year so far for us:

We started the year with Christmas and New Year celebrations followed
by Vishu & Easter festivities at a new venue, all made memorable by the
wonderful participation of our members and the high quality of the pro-
grams presented.

We have been able to help so many with our food drive for the Bethesda
Mission during the winter months. This was made possible only due to
all your generous contributions! Thank you!

Another achievement was the e-filing of our taxes through the Form 990-
N-E to the IRS, which is a key part of our obligations as a tax exempt non-
profit organization.

Looking ahead to the rest of year:

Lets keep the momentum going! We look forward to your continued par-
ticipation of all at the upcoming events including the Picnic at Creek View
Park on July 11th and the Onam festivities in September.

Just as in years past, we remain steadfast in our commitment to our
social service obligations—the Adopt a highway program did an excel-
lent job in May and we are set to do more in July 2015.

We are working on ways to contribute to charitable causes in India on a
regular basis or during events that generate special needs.

Wishing everyone a great summer!

Fail

EDITORIAL BOARD

Paul Chemmanoor
James Kuzhippallil

Vrinda Kumar

UPCOMING
EVENTS

Picnic on July 11th,
2015 11.30 AM at
Creekview North Park,
4630 Creekview Rd,
Mechanicsburg, PA

Onam on Sept 12th at
Colonial Park United
Church of Christ,
5000 Devonshire Rd,
Harrisburg PA 17112



http://www.smaharrisburg.com/events.htm
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SMA Patrika is the newsletter of the Susquehanna Malayalee Association. We strive to produce two
issues of the newsletter in every calendar year. It is intended to be a channel of communication be-
tween our members and also a showcase for the writing and art talent of our members and their chil-
dren. We hope you enjoy this edition and look forward to your feedback (sma@smaharrisburg.com) .

We welcome feedback and content contributions for future editions of this newsletter. Content can be
in the form of factual articles, creative fiction, poems, original artwork, accomplishments and other re-
lated announcements.

It was a pleasure putting this edition together, and we hope you will find it enjoyable and informative!

— Editorial Board




Philadelphia

by Rajesh Rajmohan

Philadelphia is a city where you
find the dwellers gripped by a
recurring sense of having lived
the exact moment a while back in
their life. The same conversation,
same person with a smirk on his
face, same weather and precisely
when your neighbor locked his
apartment to leave and the
mayor was having a nightmare of
his house being bugged by the
FBI.

Or you could listen to the jum-
bled voices from radio discussing
Dali and the death of a Jazz
singer in your car while a  Afri-
can-American man walked across
the street with a beer bottle in
hand.

It's a city that has been aging
ever since Ben Franklin had a
dream that on the day of his fu-
neral; leaders, 34 ministers,
preachers, priests and one rabbi
will be marching arm in arm be-

hind his casket as it was being
carried to the gravesite. He fur-
ther had another dream of Liberty
Bell crumbling.

“Perhaps you could still argue
with them to make Gujarat the
51st federal state.”

If you sit in one of the chairs in
the old assembly hall of the con-
stitution house, after climbing up
the sturdy wooden stairs you
could still sense the rustle of tunic
and sombreros worn by your fel-
low legislators. Perhaps you could
still argue with them to make Gu-
jarat the 51st federal state.

If you walk down the center city
streets along the sun soaked brick
buildings, you could meet the
travelers from neighbor cities
who were  afflicted by a bout of
insomnia, lost in the constitu-

tional walking tour of Philadel-
phia.

Or if you cruise down to the inner
city via Delaware river, you could
find Lila, the aging and desperate
wharf-bar pickup and hone your
skills on ruminations of life and
civilization to something under-
standable and real  before you
sail back out of the outer seas
again.

Going further back out to the
north of the city, you would find
Mr. George Tharakan getting out
of his Mercedes Benz in suit into
his four bedroom house and later
coming out in lungie to inspect his
fence he shared with his fellow
native.

If you glance through his family
album, you would find him wear-
ing the exact same lungie in-
specting his fence on a similar

sunny evening in Thiruvalla, Ker-
ala.




God’s Own Country

by Susan Chemmanoor

My name is Susan Chemmanoor
and | want to tell you about my
first trip to Kerala. | chose to write
about Kerala because my parents
were born and raised in Thrissur,
Kerala. My brother and | were
very excited to hear that we were
going to go to Kerala because we
had never been there.

"I cherished this memory
because it was the first time I
visited the state my parents
were born in, in India”

In the winter of 2013 my family
and | hopped on a plane at the
Washington D.C Dulles Airport
and took off to Bangalore. About
24 hours later including a stop-
over in Frankfurt, Germany we
finally arrived. When we got
there, we spent a few days with
our relatives. Then we got in a car
and sped off toward Kerala. It
took us about eight long hours to
get there. The two cities we were
in the most was Ernakulum and
Cochin. The hotel we stayed in
was Lemon Tree Hotel.

When | first looked out the car

window, it was almost too much
to digest. Kerala had it all, the
rolling green hills, and the con-

stant roar of a train going by.
There were so many Temples,
festivals and rivers just waiting to
be explored.

When we finally reached Lemon
Tree | took in everything | could.
We had traditional meals such as
Idiyappum for breakfast. For
lunch we had Olan, Pappadum,
Aviyal, and boiled rice. For dinner
we had fried Karimeen, Morru
Curry and Rice.

A day after that we traveled to
the backwaters of Allepey for a
houseboat stay. It was definitely
an interesting experience. The
first night we had a Kerala style
dinner.

_kerala

God’s Own Country

The next morning, we first ate a
filling brunch and then stopped at
an island to take some photos
next to the coconut and palm
trees.

Next, we went fishing only to find
out we would be fishing with
thread, a stick and a piece of cha-
patti dough! All though it was
difficult, it was also very amusing
because it didn’t work very well.
The fish seemed so smart!

Then we went to a place called

Green Village. We saw many
dance performances that were
native to Kerala like Kathakkali,
Theyyam, and Thulal. Also, we
saw a form of martial arts called
Kalaripayattu. This was the first
time | had been exposed to au-
thentic native forms of Kerala cul-
ture. .

| cherish this memory because it
was the first time | visited my
homeland in India. My first trip to
Kerala was one | would never for-
get.



Reflections of a Fourth Grader

by Meenakshi Rajesh

Too young to have phones?

I'm in fourth grade and a lot of
people have phones. Some third
and second graders have phones
too! Someone in my class said
that their little sister will get a
phone when she turns 3. Now she
may be bluffing but | believe her
because she is spoiled. | am get-
ting a phone when | am in
seventh grade.

“At first when my parents
told me this, I was mad”

At first when my parents told me
this, | was mad. But then | real-
ized | only wanted it because eve-
rybody else had one. | didn't need
it, | wanted it. | don't mind iPods
because they are acceptable.
They have features of a phone
but not all of the features. To be
honest | don't get why everyone
"needs" a phone at this age. |
think the children of this genera-
tion are growing up way too
quick.

Young people saying bad words?

When | amin my class | hear a lot
of the kids say bad words. At first
| thought they were saying it
because they were trying to be

cool. Well they were already cool
but you know what | mean. But
then gradually | noticed they
started saying the bad words
naturally. Just because you know
bad words doesn't mean you
have to say them.

One teacher heard and saw a stu-
dent say a bad word and she
didn't even give her a minor write
up! | was so mad. Why let kids
that say bad words off the hook?
They need to learn that bad
words are bad for a reason. If
they hear it at home, to be honest
| feel sorry for that kid. That kid
who hears his or hers parents say
bad words must be a kid who
behaves bad or is cool in the
classroom.

If you are a child like me you
might be saying "That's not how it
runs in my classroom." Well guess
what for some apparent reason it
does. There is only 1 kid who
doesn't say bad words or doesn't
behave badly that is cool in my
class. If you are like that person
then you are lucky. Everyone is
growing up too quick, and | mean
that literally.

People dating at a young age?

| am a fourth grader and in my
school people date and most of
the people in my school that |
know "date". What is wrong with
today's children in society?!? |

mean one person actually kissed
someone and they weren't even
related!!! | mean why would you
want to date this age anyways? Is
it because of the shows on TV?

Or is because of YouTube? | don't
know why but they act like they
are teenagers or something! Like

someone actually dumped some-
one for someone else in my
school! This drama is supposed to
happen when you are in high
school! Why does any young per-
son (that is in elementary) want
to grow up this quick? | mean |
want to grow up too, don't get
me wrong but can't they enjoy
childhood before they are a
teenager?



Mom

by
Nandini Nair

You're my mom, youre my
friend, you’'re a lot;

And no one can ever make that
stop.

From a little to a lot, you've
grown me quite a lot;

And your love is like a flying dove;

You’re my mom you’re my friend
you're a lot.

The Lost City of Atlantis

by Saira Sajeev

Once upon a time there was a
beautiful city called Atlantis.
Atlantis was located between two
seas. One day a huge wave
washed over the city and
drowned the city.

But before the wave could kill the
people who lived there, the
gueen Atlantia put a strong force
field around the city. From then
on, Atlantis was known as the lost
under water city.

"They used their submarine ‘SS

Champ’ to go down to the Atlantis.”

There was a city named Tigerville
that was in anisland in the Crys-
talliansea.

Most people in Tigerville thought
that Atlantis was a legend. There
were two scientists, Saira and
Shaan who were siblings. They
knew that Atlantis was not a
legend and is real. One day they
set out to look for Atlantis.

Atlantis was located between the
Fantasian sea and the Crystallian
sea. The city was about 5000 feet
under the sea. They used their

submarine ‘SS Champ’ to go down
to the Atlantis.

The land of Atlantis was on the
sea floor. In the force field, there
was a door at the top. Next to the
door there were two buttons
labeled ‘visitor’ and ‘member’.
They pressed the ‘visitor’ button.

At the door, there were two
guards who asked them who they
were. All they had to say was
their names and the guards knew
who they were. It seemed like the
two scientists were popularin
Atlantis.

When they went inside, it was a
world filled with colorful marble
buildings and beautiful decora-
tions. From then on they were
welcome in Atlantis and the lost
city of Atlantis was finally discov-
ered again!



What Mother Said

By Paul Chemmanoor

She writes to me a few lines in

every letter that comes to me
from home.

“Ende monine vendi Amma ez-
hithunethu ....” scrawled in
Malayalam between the pages
that Dad writes. She has few
things to say, her concerns have
remained the same since my
earliest memories.

Her words are written with
the individual characters seem-
ingly trying hard to pull away
from the horizontal, like flowers
in a garden growing out of
control in the over-abundance
of rain and sun and love.

Between her handwriting and
the memory of her | never really
read all the words. | don’t need
to. What she says in every letter
is what she has always said.

Time has crept by, and the
books that fill my shelves
are about  machines, about
poets of distant lands, about
wars and money.

| am the eldest son of a simple
woman who lives not more than
10 km, from where she was
born, Engandiyur, Chettuva.

“Appo, anujanum chechi-
yum ingotte okke eranga, enne
vechchu ille ?”

--- So, you have come with your
brother to visit these parts ?

She looked younger than her
years and | had grown very early
for a child of my age. My mother
was always very flattered when
we were mistaken for brother
and sister.

She had married when she was
17. Then suddenly when her chil-
dren grew and left home, she was
older and she would sit for hours
talking with Dad discussing the

finer points of the stories in the
magazine she had followed since
her childhood: Malayala Mano-
rama.

An army officer’s wife, she had
been to so many places but she
never quite became sophisti-
cated. She is always one
language behind. In Delhi, after a
stint in Washington DC, she
would ask the subji-wallah in the
terse Hindi of the novice:

--- How
many dollars are the tomatoes?

“Tamatar kitna dollar?”

In Kannur, right after Belgaum,
Karnataka, she would ask the fruit
sellers, rhetorically, holding a ripe
orange in her hand, in pidgin
Marathi/Hindi:
“Changla hai ?” - is it good?
Still, in the sub-culture that is
created by the armed forces
wherever they go, my mom
managed to steer clear of the
common pitfalls of the novice
Hindi speaker.

There is the story of the woman,
newly wed who advised by her
husband that all there was to
hosting a party at their house was
repeating a few key phrases in
Hindi like:

Khao, Khao, Aap ka hi ghar
hai! - Please have some
more food, just consider this to
be your own house.

The lady fresh out of some small
town in the deep South of
India, managed to repeat, to
everyone who would listen at her
party:

Khao, Khao, Bhaap ka Ghar
hai ! -Please keep eating,
after all your father is paying for
all this.



As a child, it was hard to get my
parents not to insist that | would
be keeping them informed of
when and where | was going and
when | would return home. On
the few occasions that | forced
the issue my mother would tell
me, on the verge of tears:

“Athe ninnukke kuttikkal inda-
vumbelo arriyulo.” —- You will
understand this only when you
will have children.

And | would wonder about the
pain of being a parent, of loving
someone, of caring for someone,
watching over them since birth,
and then one day having to let go
of them.

Coming to terms with them,
having other people they look up
to or respect, people they would
much rather spend their time with
than with you.

There is a time, when a mother
has to deal with the fact that her
children don’t depend on her for
their very day-to-day survival.

When my sister, my brother and |
grew into ourteenage, my
mother's love overflowed and
reached out to our younger cous-
ins, who stayed with us whenever
they had any holidays.

Which was rather confusing be-
cause their Ammayi was our
Amma and the other way
around especially since all three
of our aunts and my mom
had the same name: Annie. It
was Annie, little Annie
and Anniamma and it was like
that for a while, before in collec-
tive rebellion they refused to be
renamed for convenience. So
back it was to child re-direction.

It was Paul’'s Mom, William’s
mom and so on. My dad who
was a fan of MathruB-
humi Aazhichchapadhippe was
converted into the simple lines
of the plots in M.M.

Giving up M.A.’s surrealism he
began to read detective serial-
ized fiction in the M.M.

The motive being that he could
share the fiction, and conduct
long critiques of the M.M. know-
ing that mom would be a willing
listener and an enthusiastic par-
ticipant.

Part of being in love meant need-
ing the approbation of the object
of love.

When | would arrive on a vacation
from Engineering School, usually
in the middle of the night, she
would wake and put together a
light meal and listen while | re-
galed my sister, who would have
come over too, with tall tales of
Engineering School.

As | poured forth stories of how
the various evil or bad characters
around me had done the funniest
things. My sister and | would
laugh, my mom would try hard to
suppress a smile and lecture us
about how we should not laugh at
others, eventually giving up the
battle and giving in to peals of
laughter.

As | was entering into my last
years of my engineering degree,
some of her thoughts had begun
to work overtime, and every time,
| mentioned a girl, she would ask
her name, and every once in
awhile asked whether there were
any nice Malayali girls at school.

One particular incident ; when my
parents looked especially serious
at dinner and with many secret
glances exchanged among them-
selves asked me who was Usha ?. |
said “Usha ? Usha who ?”

They showed me a telegram from
my friends at college ,which went:
“Usha arriving, come soon.”



That was the best laugh | ever
had. Usha was the name of one
of the Mini-Computers our col-
lege was installing and they
wanted me to be there when it
was installed.

But knowing my parents, my
friends deliberately worded the
message to confuse them.

[In time this joke would be re-
peated, this time for real, and
nobody could laugh at all for a
very long time. Such are the
sweet ironies of Life.]

The one thing | admire most in
my mother is her faith in the
Benevolence of God.

“Nanma niranzha mariamme,
ninnukke sthuthi ...” -
“Hail Mary, full of grace ....”. Sh
would insist we say our prayers,
every night, and she remained
praying long after we had
returned to the news on T.V.

| can almost smell the food on
her table at 36, Jessore Circle,
New Delhi, as if it is in the next
room.

The strength of our families in
Kerala, was in our women. They
are the glue that holds every-
thing in the family together.

Between her handwriting and
the memory of her | never really
read all the words she writes in
Malayalam on the edges of the
envelope in vertical strips. |
don’t need to. What she says in
every letter is what she has
always said.

Ben My Brother

by Alvin James

Ben my brother,
He’s like no other.

We have much fun when he plays with me,
When he runs, he’s like a soaring bee.

When he talks, it sounds so funny,
He is so bright and sunny.
He roars so loud when it’s night,
Then he comes to have a fight.

Ben my brother,

He’s like no other.
Stories grow when he is there,
But | will help and always care.




Courage

By Rhea Kumar

"Efforts and courage are not Courage is what it takes to stand
enough without purpose and up and speak; courage is also what
direction. it takes to sit down and listen.
~John F. Kennedy ~Winston Churchill

Dictionary.com's definition of courage: the quality of mind that enables people to face difficulty, danger,
and pain.

My Definition:
Courage is showing people what you can do,
Not trying to be some famous who.
Being courageous is being whoever you feel.
Just as long as you keep it real.
Fearing the worst and doing it anyway is part of it.
Do this and you will soar like a rocket!
Being brave is the same
As being afraid and still going for your aim.
Courage is standing to speak-
But is also listening without a squeak.
Being courageous is being yourself.
Where would we be if these people were not themselves?

"I learned that courage was not fear, but

. , ; "It takes a great deal of bravery to
the triumph over it. The brave man is not g f v

. stand up to enemies, but just as
he who does not feel afraid, but he who p J

much to stand up to friends.
conquers the fear. ptof

~Nelson Mandela ~J.K Rowling
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Mathew Abraham

Matthaw Pbrobam

lo* kprl 2075
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Thomas Chemmanoor

For FTC competition 2014-2015
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Christmas/New Year
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Parvathy Nair won Second Prize in Classical Dance (Single) (4th - 6th grades)
category KAGW TalentTime 2015 held in DC area.

- Abin Thottakara, son of Mini and Baby Thottakara graduated from University
~ of Central Florida Burnett Honors College with a Bachelor of Science degree in

» Computer Science with top Honors and 4.0 GPA. He was one of the two toppers in
Computer Science and was recognized during the ceremony. Abin will be working
for Deloitte in Orlando starting in July. Please join us in congratulating Abin for
his achievements and wishing him good luck in all his future endeavors.

% Devika Sunil won First place in the 2015 Senior Spelling Bee conducted by the
. North South Foundation (NSF - www.northsouth.org) Harrisburg Regional Chap-

\A NNOUMNCEMEY

" Ebin Mathew Binu, son of Binu Mathew and Rebecca, and born on April 5th,
. 2015. Congratulations to Binu and Rebecca.

Navami S. Chandra, daughter of Renjith Chandrasekharan and Reshmi S. Lal,
and born on January 27th, 2015. Congratulations to Renjith and Reshmi.

Noah Joseph, son of Blesson Joseph and Rajeena Blesson, and born on May
24th, 2015. Congratulations to Blesson and Rajeena.
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http://www.northsouth.org

2015 SMA Board

Governing Body

Treasurer

President

b 3

Viswanathan Iyer Sunilkumar Govindankutty Kala Venkiteswaran

Education and Arts Committee

"

Anitha Suresh(Chair) Divya Raghu Shreya Jacob Reeja George

Web Committee

Shahaj Vijayan (Chair) Shyam Ramath

Executive Board

Paul chemmanoor Renjish Thomas Rajeev Nair

INDIAN CUISINE

Add: 4920 Carlisle Pike,
Mechanicsburg, PA 17050

Phone: 717-695-3038
www.tajpalacepa.com
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