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Namaste and Kia Ora

I feel honoured to write again as the President of the Society in this issue of the Society’s Newsletter.
The previous time I wrote in the President’s column was in the “Namaste” Newsletter’s inaugural issue
in 2008. Together, the launch of the Nepali weekly radio program on Plains FM, the establishment of
fortnightly Nepali language classes and the launch of the annual Newsletter were the troika of key
strategic initiatives taken by the Society under my Presidency in 2007-08, and it gives me immense
pleasure and pride to see their sustained progress over the last 7 years.

Since the Society’s establishment in 1994 (it was legally registered as an Incorporated Society in
2002), it has been working to strengthen the camaraderie between New Zealanders and migrants of
Nepali origin. At the same time, the society has also served as a formal point of contact (and source of
information) for new Nepalese migrants who have received direct and indirect help from the Society
and its diversity of members for help during their transition from Nepal to New Zealand. This has
helped new migrants feel more at home; thereby strengthening their sense of belonging to the Society,
community and their newly adopted country.

In addition to the three programs mentioned above, the Society organized several programs for its
members and also participated in ethnic/cultural activities run by other organizations this year. Our
regular internal activities included the organization of programs to celebrate Nepalese festivals such
as Teej, Dashain and Tihar. Our cricket and football teams represented the Society in the ethnic cricket
and football tournaments organized in Christchurch early this year. Congratulations to the Nepalese
Cricket Club - Rhino, who won the Runner-Up award in the ethnic cricket tournament. As usual, the
Nepalese New Year in April will be the capstone program of the Society and I am sure the members
will not leave any stones unturned to make it a grand success.

As the members may have noticed, in recent years, the Society has grown significantly in size. This
growth has posed some challenges in managing and resourcing the Society’s activities. Thanks to all
members of the Executive Committee who have shown unconditional faith in my leadership
throughout the year, all activities of the Society were planned efficiently and executed smoothly.
Needless to mention, this would not have been possible without the support of many people outside the
Executive Committee; so my sincere thanks go to all general members as well.

Over the last year, we have been successful in securing financial grants from COGS (Community
Organization Grants Scheme), Community Support Program of the Lottery Commission, Christchurch
City Council, and Canterbury Community Trust. The sustained support of these organizations over the
last few years has been a tremendous help to the Society; which is very much appreciated by all
members. On behalf of all members of the Society, I would like to thank these organizations for
providing financial support to the Society, without which the Society would not be able to meet the
expectations of its members.

Finally, if you have any comments regarding the programs organized by the Society or any suggestions
to the Society’s executive committee, do not hesitate to contact us. As I will be abroad on business for
the majority of the rest of the year; my co-President Mr Jitendra Bothara will be donning the
Presidential role for the next year. I am sure he will be glad to hear from you.

Thank you.

Sincerely yours,
Rajesh Dhakal
President, NNZFS
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Welcome to Issue 8 of the Namaste Magazine, an
annual publication by the Nepal New Zealand
Friendship Society, Christchurch (NNZFS). We are
pleased to present the issue, which features
creative, inspiring and opinion articles from our
members. The editorial team is extremely impressed
with the quality of the articles submitted,
which came from members of all ages and ability.
We are overwhelmed to see the breadth of topics,
knowledge, interests, feeling and personal style the
articles represent. Each and every contributor has
put something of themselves on the page. Articles
will bring laughter, contemplation, information and
motivation. There is a true sense of pride in the
mostly Nepali writers' origins, yet an overwhelming
embracing of their new country. We are certain you
will enjoy the articles.

This magazine is not just pages of text, but a
window into the talent and experience within our
society. It showcases the Nepalese culture, ideas
and thoughts, and shows direction for the future.

The editorial team would like to thank all the
members of our society. Thank you also for the
submissions made from outside Christchurch. This
interest shows the collectiveness and unity among
the various Nepalese groups in New Zealand.
Foremost, we would like to thank all the writers and
members of the editorial team for a fantastic job!
Last but not least, we encourage you to write for
the next magazine.

Our society continues to flourish and hold true to its
objectives. The success of our society is a testament
to the cumulative effort and time our members
continue to put towards organizing and facilitating
cultural events and activities. We hope all members
are proud of this and continue to engage.

Happy New Year 2072 to you all.

Namaste.

THES gFroT AT / NAMASTE PUBLICATION TEAM
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. |Pat Bodger

.1 Professor Emeritus,

A Visit to Nepal 2014

| Department of Electrical & Computer Engineering,
88 University of Canterbury

My first week back in Nepal coincided with Tihar, the Hindu festival where brothers and
sisters get together. I was staying with Shreejan Pandey’s parents, Narayani and Tara, and at
times many family members, from as far away as Edmonton in Canada. Settling back into
Kathmandu I walked up to Swayambhu, went to see the Bouddhanath Stupa (400AD) and
walked into central Kathmandu, teaming with locals, tourists, motorbikes and cars, all vying
to go down streets wide enough for walking - a traffic nightmare. I found the main market for
locals, at least a km of under shelter stalls. I think I was the only non-local there.

I dared to ride a motorbike, the first time for many years, up a valley into nearby rural
Kathmandu, then north of the city to Kakani, on the ridge line of the hills surrounding
Kathmandu. I needed to turn off the ring road at a certain place but couldn’t read any signs,
so as | was exiting a market area I spotted a policeman and asked if I was on the right
route. He indicated yes and then quick as a flash hopped on the back of the bike. I took him
10km through a forest to a checkpoint. He gave me a big grin and a cheery wave so I must
have passed my riding test. Kakani is only about 25km from Kathmandu but it took me one
and a half hours as the road was so rough. There is a UN Peace Corps barracks there and
from the ridge I could see the Langtang Himal bathed in sunlight, a beacon to sample more.

Then came the main day of Tihar. It was a bit like Christmas with lots of cooking the
previous day and much food preparation and houses decorated with lights. The sisters give
the brothers food and the brothers give money. I met a lot of the family and was made an
honorary brother to Narayani.

Next day I was picked up at 8am by Basanta and family returning from their Tihar and driven
out to Kathmandu University (KU) at Dhulikhel. I was shown my room in the international
staff guest house, dropped my gear and gave my first lecture at 10am. No mucking
around. Organised in 2013 through Diwakar, now at University of Canterbury undertaking a
PhD, I had eight Masters students in the class, with a couple of the lecturers sitting in. This
was to be full time for three weeks. We had sessions in the HV lab putting holes in and arcs
across insulators, and tutorials in the afternoons, concentrating on the practical aspects of high
voltage engineering. I had more time than I had at Canterbury and found I could cover the
material more completely. I selected a lot of photos and a number of our papers on HV and
went over these as well.

KU is perched on a little hill surrounded by larger hills, farmland and towns, so there are great
views all around. I could see the Langtang Himal from the balcony. KU gave me vouchers
for meals in their canteens — omelettes, dal bhaat and momos on Fridays. In the evenings I
often walked into Banepa, a nearby village, for dinner. There were plenty of shops for buying
fruit as well.

Since I lectured at 10am, I was up at 6am most mornings and out walking the hills. A Hindu
temple, music from a retreat and a vantage point with a viewing tower and the Himalayas in
the distance, unfortunately through the haze. Down through cedar forest. Some very misty
mornings added an atmosphere to my walks, not to mention some interesting navigation
exercises. A visit to Dhulikhel took me up another hillside to a Hindu temple and nearby, a
large Buddha statue.
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A day off, so a good opportunity to go touring again, this time as a pillion on a motorbike to
the Chinese border. The first stretch from Dhulikhel is downhill, and it was very windy.
There were lots of pot holes, dirt stretches, it was foggy and there were trucks and buses in
convoy. We of course passed them all, on the wrong side, ducking and diving. We dropped to
the Sun Koshi and turned uphill following the Bhote Koshi. The monsoon rains earlier in the
year had created a huge slip. It had washed out many houses and people and dammed the
river. A lake had formed. Bus passengers got out at this point and walked around the base on
a track, but we turned up with the trucks on a temporary road. The dust was deep. My rider
did what he could as we slithered and slid and ground to a halt. But he got further with me
than anyone else. I walked the rest as he “rode” dodging the stuck trucks.

Out the other side we finally made the Chinese border at Kodari at about midday. Not much
to see really, just a valley, no mountains and both sides of the river the same. Off we went to
Tatopani (hotwater) and freshened up face and head (the baths were literally that, baths) and
then retraced the route. Lunch of fried fish came late and then it was the continuous passing
and weaving and bumping back to KU.

More walking the hills, exploring a way to Nargakot where on a good day the view is famous.
Another Hindu temple out the back of Banepa and back to KU for a quick shower and
breakfast before lectures and labs. Another day in Nepal.

w3

I must have been doing OK as the masters stu- |
dents put on an evening meal for me. Most of |+
them live in Kathmandu and travel each day, &
but they stayed over in one of the hostels for
the night. A lot of fun, laughter, very good
food (they were good cooks), and one of them
played the guitar as well. A great |
evening. Then Parash (a former Canterbury
Masters graduate and now KU lecturer), Nisha
and Sara hosted me. It was great to catch up
with them as it had been over a year since they
left NZ. Sara was already one and nearly
walking and had many words.

Next, David Wall, Professor of Mathematics at University of Canterbury turned up. We spent
the evening catching up, walking across to Banepa, dining and walking back to KU. We kept
romping around the hills. We covered the skyline from KU (well at least the small stuff) and
got some good training behind us for a higher trek. On one morning we acquired a dog who
followed us back to KU and came into class. The lectures must have been boring as she left
before the end.

Parash, Nisha, Sara, David and I went to Namobuddha, a Buddhist monastery/university
about an hour’s drive from Dhulikel. Very colourful and decorated with the highest density
of prayer flags I have ever seen. It’s on top of a hill so of course we could look longingly at
those mountains once more. We all went to an evening meal in Dhulikhel. The following
morning it was another three hours’ walk through farms and forest.

A test for the students was conducted. While that was on I gave my last lecture to the
undergrads; lots of photos of power systems, transformer research at UC and HV flashovers.
I was to give the same lecture to Nepal Engineering College students but learnt the staff were
on strike. I marked in the afternoon and must say I have waited 33 years to get such a great
result. These were outstanding students, some of the best in Nepal, which bodes well for the
electricity industry there. Who knows, but one or two may go on to higher degrees and
academia. They certainly have the talent.
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The last two days were a field trip.
We left early morning and drove to
Kathmandu collecting people on the
way and then out of the wvalley
heading west. Then it was down and &
down until Naubise and then up and
up through small communities and
potato fields, corn, rice and many va-
ricties of vegetable. At the top, a §
viewing tower gave us clear views of
the Himalayas from Dhaulagiri to
Sagamatha,  counting  off the
Annapurnas, Manaslu, Langtang,
Gauri Shankar and Cho Oyo in
between.

Then it was heading east and down

and down to Kulekhani, the only reservoir hydro power station in Nepal. We went round the
lake and over the dam. The water is tunnelled through the mountains to emerge in another
river so it was up and up again to go over the next range. This section of road is usually for
four wheel drives only but our bus driver displayed all his skills, especially in the myriad of
tight turns, narrow passes and rough tracks.

We toured the underground power station, two
vertical Pelton wheel turbines used for peak
generation. They started at 4pm while we were
there. Then it was on to join the new main road.
The police were less than amused as we emerged
going the opposite way than they expected. We
were supposed to have a special permit. Too late,
they couldn’t send us back so the permit was given
and on we “sped”. We arrived at Hetauda after 12
hours, to be just 80km from Kathmandu.
¥ RS — S E

s

We had visits to the Nepal Electricity gz
Authority (NEA) transformer repair =
workshop and saw many units in various 2
states of dismantling and repair and
witnessed some testing on one new unit.
Then it was down to the construction site of
a new substation complex where 132, 220
and 400kV lines will meet. One of our stu- 2\
dents had undertaken the design and |

overseen the construction. It has been idle
for a year but there is hope it will continue.

Then we went to a small enterprise that
made turbine runners. This was innovation at its best. Funded by the Alternative Energy
Promotion Centre (AEPC), this company made turbines out of mild steel that looked like
Francis turbines made out of dinner plates. They were all cut a cold chisel and then welded in
a ring. They were being used in remote areas for water wheels for grinding, and with an
induction generator, making electricity.
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Our final visit was to a private company which makes 11kV and 33kV distribution
transformers. A really nice set up, they do everything and the finished products looked first
class. They are keen (actually there name is NEEK) on KU type testing their new designs so
that was part of our visit to see what was needed to be able to do that.

A late lunch and then back to Kathmandu, east across the Terai to the Chitwan NP area. Then
up the gorge of the Narayani river to the junction of the Trishuli. It was well dark and a very
long ride back to KU. Next day was a farewell to the students and KU.

Next morning David and I were on the first plane to Lukla to start the final episode, our trek
towards Everest.

And what a trek. An easy day, then both sick. We hired a guide/porter at Monjo and shuffled
on to Namche Bazar. Then short days to Kumjung and Kunde, Phortse and Pangboche,
absorbing the culture and the views. We had altitude problems, so made a hasty retreat to
Namche and took a day off. We found that our plane out was delayed because of SAARC and
the airport closing so feeling great again and with perfect weather we moved up to Pangboche
and on to Dingboche. We had one day to go high so set off up the Khumbu and by evening
were at Kala Patthar with magnificient views of Sagarmatha/Chomolungma and the mountains
that adorn it. A lifetime’s dream come true. Overnight at Gorak Shep and then a rapid descent
to Tengboche, Namche and back to Lukla. The planes weren’t flying as the valley cloud hid
their view of the runway, so on the last day it was a helicopter ride to Kathmandu, pick up
luggage, farewell Nepalese friends and climb aboard China Southern Airlines back to New
Zealand.

% %k %k %k %k %k k

On behalf of the Nepalese Association of Bay of Plenty New Zealand Incorporated, we would
like to congratulate the Nepal New Zealand Friendship Society, Christchurch, for their
annual publication, “Namaste Newsletter”. We would also like to extend our warmest and
best wishes to all Nepalese residing within Christchurch for a joyful New Year 2072. This is
an opportunity for friends and family to celebrate national unity and goodwill in Nepal, and
for all Nepalese everywhere in the world to gather and exchange good wishes. We hope
that many of the dreams of Nepal and the Nepalese people will be fulfilled in 2072. May the
New Year inspire us all to contribute more towards our homeland! May this New Year bring
joy and happiness to each Nepali household both in Nepal and abroad!

Nepalese Association of Bay of Plenty New Zealand Incorporated
Te Puke Community Hub
31 Commerce Lane

Te Puke 3153, New Zealand

Email:nabopnz@yahoo.com
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Non-Resident Nepali Association (NRNA),
New Zealand
Wish You

A Very Happy & Prosperous Nepali New
Year

2072 VS

Chakra Thapa

President

Strive not to be a success, but rather to be of value.

—Albert Einstein
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Immigration Blues

-Ravi Sanyal

Walking down Victoria Street the other day, while on my break from work, I
strolled up to a nice looking café and ordered myself a decaf soy latte. I had a
sip of the coffee and although I wasn’t sure on the taste, something inside me
kept telling me that I was on the right side of time. The gentle breeze that swept past me was
wishing me well and the feeling was good. Back home in Kalimpong when I was growing up, we
were not used to such drinks, all we had was standard coffee. That decaf soy latte was not just a
beverage to me, it was a sign of victory and hope as I was taking in the best of what capitalism
had to offer and I had to keep reminding myself that it was not a dream, but in fact a reality.

Dreams ... yes that’s right ... mixed with emotions, in the abyss of the mind and reality, is what I
feel people face every day, especially in the case of new immigrants. Fourteen years ago, I too
was a new immigrant with dollar dreams and stars in my eyes. With no idea what I was in for, I
felt everything was moving around me at a million miles an hour.

Behind every new immigrant there is a story. A collaboration of countless ideas and meticulous
planning goes into travelling abroad. After my high school in Kalimpong, I got news that
polytechs and universities had come to Calcutta for an education expo. I packed my bags and
headed on a 2.5 hrs bus ride down to the nearest town and then boarded an overnight train to the
city of joy. After countless paper work, health checks and unpleasant experiences at the passport
office, I finally got my visa to come to New Zealand. After that, there was no looking back and
everything had to be done carefully in a coordinated fashion.

While studying at polytechnic I was overjoyed to get my first job in New Zealand as a dish
washer. I washed dishes for 8 hours a day in the weekends and was happy as Larry. It was a cash
job and I got paid after every shift. With the money in my hand I felt that I had to go and cele-
brate and I had my first coffee at Starbucks, but quite frankly I thought it was a bit revolting and
the taste was strange... again I was comparing my Starbucks cappuccino to the one from
Kalimpong.

I did my schooling from St Augustine’s in Kalimpong and was brought up with good moral val-
ues at home under my parents and under the teachers in school. But being away from home meant
freedom from the rules and I could do whatever I wanted. It was always going to be risky ... my
first experience at a bar, strip club, alcohol and crazy people who go by the name of friends ... not
sure, it was all too blurry. But that’s in the past and I would like to keep it that way.

Although without family, I believe the one thing that kept me grounded was my deep faith in
spiritualism (not religion) and the belief my parents had in me. Nevertheless, years passed by and
I finally graduated from university and worked, got my residency and did more study and got a
better job and the rest is history. Part of the success was due to one of my best friends, my sister,
who motivated me and helped me through many difficult phases. 1 feel that everyone is
responsible for their own life and what they make out of it, of what they want to become and the
company they keep. I guess this applies to all aspects of life, whether be it friends or
relationships... hence, it’s all about the choices we make and the things that influences our
choices. I too have made choices, some good and some bad... but that can be debated another
day.

If T had to give a message to new immigrants, it would be to hold on to your dreams and
remember why you are here. People can come and go in our lives, and life can be unfair at times,
but hold on to your values and stand your ground and you can overcome anything. To manage
yourself in society, the simple mantra I follow is to, “Treat people the way you would like to be
treated” and everything falls into place.

Cheers to life. The best is yet to come.
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V“ Camp 2015
. - Aakrista Dahal

This year my friends and family went camping
in Kaikoura and Nelson. It was just for three days! In the be-
ginning we had a million thoughts about this camp, because it
was pretty new to all of us, from the good ones to the bad ones,
the happy ones to the scared ones. The exciting ones too, oh I
think you get the point. At the end there were only two options:

OPTION 1: To be chickens and stay inside a holiday home, or

OPTION 2: To camp inside a tent and take a nibble of an outdoor and adventurous experience.

At last we made our decision and chose option 2. The next day when we arrived in Kaikoura, straight away
we put up our tents. Then we had a BBQ. It was already 11am when we finished the BBQ, but the adults
were still in the mood for making a campfire. It was so
much fun singing and dancing around the campfire. In
. total, we only slept for 3 hours. In the morning, after we
- had breakfast and did all of our morning chores, we
went to a seal watching area. The seals were interesting
but the rock pools were more interesting for me. We
spent some time there and took some beautiful snaps.

Straight after, we hopped in the car and headed to
Nelson. On the way we saw a fire, but it wasn’t just a
small one it was HUGE. A whole hill was on fire. Not
even a single tree was left, firefighters fire trucks and

rescue helicopters were already there.

We stopped in Blenheim, chilled out for a bit, then we had some snacks and continued driving. Once we
arrived in Nelson, we were all relieved. Our parents checked us into the holiday park. Then the adults
started making dinner, DUMPLINGS!!! They made 500 dumplings in only 1 hour. That night we didn’t
have a campfire because it was too dangerous to even use a lighter. And that’s how that day ended.

At 12:00 am we went to a beach called Kaiteriteri (Golden Beach). People named it Golden Beach because
the sand there looks golden. While we were there some adults and I went hunting for mussels, and we filled
up a whole bag with mussels. Once we got changed from our swimming togs we went to the center point of
New Zealand!!! When I was standing exactly in the middle, 1 felt like I was about to get shocked by
lighting. When we got back to the camp site, it was as boring as watching grass grow.

The last day

From 7am till 10am we were all sad because this was our last day of camp. At 10:30 everybody packed
their cars full of camping equipment. Then we got in the car and went back home. On the way I saw
nothing because I was asleep.

skokskokosk
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Awake
-Aakash Poudel

Just me and my sister are home alone. Our mum has gone out to work,
she told me to be in bed by 10 pm. We had recently bought this house
near a lake. Every time I look at the lake it gives me shivers. Mum has
been acting strangely ever since we moved here. It is an old cottage;
creaky wooden floors, big doors and every night I hear a tapping at my
window. Our Dad has gone overseas to a work seminar. My sister has
already fallen asleep on our bunk bed.

I watch a bit of TV then suddenly the phone rings, it echoes throughout the whole house. 1
slowly walk towards it, the floor boards are so creaky, I am worried that I will wake my sister up.
I pick up the receiver and say "Hello?" I just hear breathing like someone had just run a
marathon. Then they hang up. That really creeped me out as all the hairs on my neck are now
standing up.

I turn off the TV and go to bed, it is 11pm at night. I pull the bed sheets over me and shut my
eyes. | was just about to fall asleep when I hear a slow heavy tapping at the window. The waves
on the lake seem bigger than usual, the water is pounding against the shore. The tapping
eventually stops. My heart is beating so fast. The bedroom door opens. I think, "Oh thank God
Mum is home!"

I squint my eyes and pretend to sleep, but through my eye lashes I can see a grey tall creature. Its
eyes are big and black and deep set in its face. Its mouth is a gaping hole. Its head is bald apart
from a few black strands of hair. Its legs are bent at odd angles. I am terrified, it is walking up to
my sister who is sleeping on the top bunk. It is sniffing her! I cover my mouth to stop myself
from screaming. The monster is making a raspy horrible sound as it moves towards me. [ open
my eyes, it jumps back and says, "What are you still doing up honey?"

"Mum?!"

Yeti
-Armand Poudel

Once upon a time a mountain climber was going to climb to the top of Mount
Everest and so he went and bought naan, rice, daal, chickpeas and
curry. Now the mountain climber got his gear. It was the start of winter
when it was the mountain climber’s day, so he caught a taxi on his way and
got to Mount Everest in a great surprise.

He saw how big it was, he couldn't imagine before how big it was and there was a lot of snow on it
and then he started climbing. He climbed and climbed till he was at the top of the mountain. He
was starved, so he ate everything he had, he couldn't stand how hungry he was.

Now something white and snowy was there, he couldn't understand. Standing there was a YETI!!!
His heart pounded fast, but the yeti was nice and took him to his cave. Now the yeti could not
speak at all, but it let him stay there for days and he had a very nice cave, a nice view and a good
spot on the mountain.

So the man was starved, he didn’t know what to do. He went down to other caves on the mountain
but nothing and no one came to help. Days passed and he got hungrier and hungrier. Now the yeti
got angry one day and ripped up the mountain climber and he got down the mountain as fast as he
could. He was weak too, but he got down the mountain as the yeti was coming. Some climbers
came in a van and got the mountain climber and went to the hospital.

Dashain was the next day. The man became a rich man and had a happy life.

NAMASTE| Issue 8 Page 8



W Fqq= M W IS

e T sl ThETER
TEheh! B Iq9H I G SRS
IEREIEIHITN) — 5
SR @ie T e fenw
TAX gaw uEl e @ afft @
TS A TS ESCRESIE]
T "D e
W T IF WEHEH T W FE
fer wit 7 svreeefa gD W?‘%U%WL
TSR STTRATEIEE |
Tl dieree eft ufees
3 04 - 9 - 2%
drer v @
T T
TiEt 81
dier, st T it
RECRERED
||a,a_q_|_'_{ll
S, et wE S 9d |
Robo - 3 - 3
SCARED BEARS
- BY SHREYA

One day, there was a bear who liked eating beef, meat and people. She had
two little cubs, one was a girl and her name was Jessica and the other one
was a boy and his name was Clover.

One day, mother bear went outside to hunt for some breakfast. She walked and walked a
lot. She found a girl ahead. When the girl saw mother bear, she ran away to tell her mum that
she had seen a bear. Then her mother got an extra large boot that looks like a normal statue,
their friend giant had given it to them, but they weren't scared.

Then they brought the enormous giant. They were really scared. They ran far, far away and
never came back.

sk sk skock
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Hummingbirds

-Selina Karmacharya.

Small and colourful birds. Their name comes from the fact that their
wings flap so fast (about 80 times per second and 200 times in a high
speed dive). Flying right, left, up, down and even upside down. Of
course the birds I'm talking about are
Hummingbirds.

Diet

In the tropics, Hummingbirds like to eat tree sap, insects and
flower nectar. Visiting about 1,000 flowers per day, on the search
for more nectar. They need lots of energy, that's why they eat every
10-15 minutes. Tree sap is also one of the things they eat.
Sapsucker holes in trees are a double treat for Hummingbirds because they have insects and
sap.

Habitat

Hummingbirds are only found in the Western Hemisphere from south-eastern Alaska to
southern Chile. Most are found in South America and in the tropics. Flying from sea level up
to 14,000 feet high. They love the wooded and forested areas because there are lots of
flowers, grasslands and meadows. They live quite well in cool areas, warm areas, snow, large
cities and deserts.

Predators

Flying around freely alerts their predators. The biggest danger to Hummingbirds is cats. Over
100 Hummingbirds are killed because of cats. Some cats like to kill them and eat them but
some cats like to kill them and leave them there. Blue Jays, Crows, Road Runners,
Chipmunks and Squirrels like them as little treats.

Black
- Marli Pradhan

Black is ink Smudged on my page like a stormy evening!

Black are Pupils staring down at me like dark voids!
Black is Despair when you hear a Creak alone at night!
Black is Nothingness like what you see after death!
Black is Black

But most of all.........

Black is the Night Sky
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NOT THE LAST ONE
- Diwakar Bhujel

Never quit loving HOPE

1 like the way it sparkles

The way it caresses

The way it imposes sarcasm
And finally the way it whispers
‘I'm not the last one’

You come with so much vigour

You raise a person up so high

You shroud the mind so white

You confide so strongly and so firmly you make us trust
It happens to be none but the one and the only last
Hllusions are short term truths nobody puts the question why On the auspicious

And truths seem like illusions as fortune fades by occasion of Nepall New

1 know I am not so much in the maze Year 2072, we, The

1 hover and eagle out every craze that blaze :
1 know your birth Nepalese Society of

And the way you grow WeIIington, wish each
1 know what you do to entice and everv one of vou a
And also know how finally you may end up I'fy y f
Cause of every pain is expectations wonde Ul, successful
Still we have it but we know not why it costs so high and prosperous year
How can we know unless we experience by and by? ahead

Knowing nothing would be an easiest job
Still it’s not a choice!

Knowing everything paralyzes you ¢ H AP PY N EW
Can’t even laugh at wits or grieve at pains ’
Volumes one may speak or tons one may pile YEAR 2072
But life has everything, you move like river Nile
Worry not partner! this is exactly what we call life!
There is no colour which you need not if you know art

The only thing is that you should know Ranu Al Iardyce
What you need and what you can mart ]

President
That’s why friend!

Never quit loving HOPE The Nepalese SOCiety of
1 like the way it sparkles Well ngton

The way it caresses

The way it imposes sarcasm
And finally the way it whispers
‘I'm not the last one’

Your time is limited, so don’t waste it living someone else’s life.

—Steve Jobs
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!

;f:ﬁqw; j:_? Scientifically, crying is defined as the secretion of tears
o NI which are composed of water, oil, mucus and natural

B g Ef:[ antibiotics known as lysozymes (N-acetylmuramide
ETERSt 3 FFTIFH 1 T glycanhydrolase). Scientifically, we cry due to some
RTEET B SIS B emotional problem or due to irritation around and in the
H AR W B, TR B eyeball. Personally, I believe that there is a much
AT RIS B deeper meaning to crying than simply the shedding of
PSR N S S complex molecules.

S ferrehr srerar = f wmeri 1 We cry to cleanse our eyes whenever they become

irritated, we cry whenever we are hurt as a response to
i A e ' the physical pain but why do we cry when emotional
3IEH! ATH TR qWTha problems arise?

SR e From my point of view, crying due to emotional
TG WA TICH T 2 reasons is both an act of self-pity and also our mind’s
ECHTLTERT 1 T < 37 way of coping with our emotional distress. For
3T W S TR B example, when a loved one dies, we cry because we
ST W T IAFETH must face the fact that we will never see that person
e again. We will never share another single moment with
Y N S I them in our ?cnure hfves and th1§ is the haish reaht3}ll,. SO
o AT R A Eveettgy as a form of compensation to make everything
S foreran AeR Vaet '

T el e e O ere © In conclusion, I would like to end by saying that we

T e T T d;@,ﬂ@ humans are emotional creatures whp,use crying as a

T T v BRI & SR coping _mechamsm. We cry because it’s our soul s way
of healing and the only way to heal the hole in our

W% hearts.
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What Are the Odds?

- Imas Neupane

Have you ever gone to a mall or somewhere and randomly met with your
friend, relative or even your teacher and considered what the odds of that
P-4 happening were? Daily, such events that have such a small chance of

happening occur on a frequent basis. For example, the chance of running
into your teacher at a shopping centre is approximately: 1/ 21355000000

This is considering that your teacher lives in the same region that you do, yet despite this less
probable chance, I myself have run into my teacher at a mall.

Now, how would such events even occur if they are near impossible? The answer is due to
small miniscule changes that shouldn’t matter but when combined with other multiple events
of the same nature can ultimately contribute to a large event. Confused? Well, here is an
example to explain this.

Imagine a man called Sam who works in a logging company as a truck driver. Consider
another man called John who suffers from severe chronic back pain and Alzheimer’s due to
genetic problems. Due to his back pain, John has a walking stick and one day he forgot his
walking stick in the woods due to his Alzheimer’s. A month later, Stacy (Sam’s wife) is
walking through the woods when she trips over John’s lost walking stick while carrying a log
of firewood and unfortunately, bangs her head on a sharp rock and dies. Sam is in shock and
attends the funeral the following day. One week later, Sam is chaining up the logs for delivery
but due to his emotional conflict, he does not do so properly. While driving on the highway,
the logs begin rolling out and in the process three men are killed. The wife of one of these
three men has no choice but to begin begging on the streets to provide money for herself and
also her 3 year old son. This son henceforth vows to work hard and never make his mother
work hard in her life again. Through dedication and hard work, this son becomes an
extremely successful neurosurgeon and becomes the doctor who ultimately saves the life of
Lewis Haddock who later grows up to become the President of the UN and successfully
establishes global peace.

*Note: This example is completely, 100% fake

Here, one man’s genetic disease led to world peace by an extremely long chain of small and
insignificant events that ultimately led to a miracle. The odds of this happening are almost

1/ 00 yet it happens anyway.
So, in conclusion, I would like to say that the impossible is not impossible because even if
what you are trying to achieve may be almost impossible, it doesn’t mean that it is not

possible. So I would like to end by saying let this be a lesson in life; nothing is impossible
and no matter how ridiculous something may be it simply is possible.

*Unless the idea is extremely, extremely ridiculous like trying to live without any internal
organs whatsoever (might actually be possible...).

sk skok skokook

“Give me a place to stand, and | will move the Earth.”

— Archimedes
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NRNA NZ through a general member’s eyes
-Raj Maharjan, Auckland

This article is based on my observation of the past ten years of watching
how Non-Resident Nepali Association (NRNA) NZ has operated and
behaved with the Nepali community. These Nepali community members discuss NRNA NZ,
its activities and its people with a lot of passion.

The passion comes from the expectations of this organisation. The passion and vigour has its
roots in this organisation’s potential to be the umbrella organisation that all individuals and
organisations in New Zealand can aspire to be, as an entity of collective belonging, far from
one’s motherland. Has NRNA NZ delivered on this role? Is it meant to be doing so? Does it
have this mandate as per its constitution?

Instead of dwelling on the past and digging out skeletons from the cupboard, a few solutions
are proposed below that could be discussed and considered going forward. I have to stress
here that these are merely my personal view and proposals.

In the upcoming NRNA NZ election, the incumbent team should ensure that the election
is free and fair.

It should communicate the rules of the game on time to all members. Everyone should abide
by them. No one should run away just because things start to get difficult. NRNA NZ should
set up a fool proof election process that stays away from any potential rigging such as adding
hundreds of new members overnight. Let’s face it; this has happened in the past. NRNA NZ
should take the upcoming election as an opportunity to demonstrate that it has matured in
terms of institutionalising good democratic processes.

Any communication and engagement with community members must be taken seriously
and handled with sensitivity and deep respect.

This includes sending emails, attending regular meetings, holding annual general meetings and
talking to its members. The apparent attitude of negligence and sloppiness should be rectified.
This applies to all Nepali organisations and members of our community in NZ

Our people should stop the double standard of living as a Nepali and a Kiwi. That way
we are nobody.

Mr A works in a Kiwi company. He is very sincere at work, works very hard and is doing
well. He is punctual at all work related appointments. He answers his work emails within an
hour. He responds to his voice mail within half an hour.

Now, Mr A is also a member of the executive committee of a Nepali organisation. He acts
completely opposite when it comes to attending meetings, answering emails and calls of
Nepali folks. Why this double standard? Objectively looking at this split personality, it simply
tells about Mr. A’s attitude.

Some of the points above traverse beyond NRNA NZ and apply to us all in general. It is not
my intention to single out NRNA NZ and its members. If my writing implies that, it is purely
my weakness.

As stated in the beginning, these are my personal views and are proposals only. Anyone is
welcome to ignore them. However, it may be worthwhile to ponder them. We all make
decisions for ourselves. In the organisation situation that becomes a collective decision. The
collective decisions are governed by that particular organisation’s rules (constitution).
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In an organisation, no matter how strong the rules are, in the end, it all comes down to the
attitude and behaviour of the members of the governing body (executive committee). So when
there is a criticism of a particular organisation, it should be understood that the criticism is of
the role, not the person.

I am sincerely hoping my good friends of the NRNA NZ will do the right thing in the upcoming
election. I am also hoping that after the election, NRNA NZ will get a committee that the
majority of our people can say they belong to. This does not mean the committee has to be
selected by consensus.

The rest is up to you, my good friends. The decisions you are going to make will determine the
future of your organisation’s credibility. During the regional meeting in February this year,
some of the Australian NRNA members were asking me questions. Serious questions. The
questions were asked, I guess, now that the leader of the ICC is just across the Tasman. If not
for anything else, I take those questions as a hint of what is to come in case NRNA NZ spoils
the party again in the next election.

(The author is a general member of NRNA and has lived in Auckland since 2005)
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The Playground
-Sneha Bothara

Day and night we were protected and nourished by the same people who
imprisoned and restricted us, but this was our fortress, our own world, a place
where we were free to roam the extents of our imagination, free to explore the
vast landscape of our creativity with no limitations or restrictions. That was a
place where we could fight our own battles. Somewhere where we were the
commanders and generals not the meagre soldiers obeying every word of the
people who controlled us. We would swerve around the corner, our pockets
bulging with our supplies, with the vibration of our soft, plump lips creating
the sound of a roaring plane to reach a place called Forrester Park. There was a blood red slide, a
labyrinth of steel pipes coloured a magnificent array of bright colours and then there was a rope
attached to a tyre which swung back and forth like a pendulum, the timekeeper of our dimension.
Armed with our toy guns and lightsabres, we would toil through the monkey bars, manoeuvre
through the vibrantly coloured tunnels, clamber up the spider web and barricade ourselves in what
was known as the fortress, logs of all shapes and sizes strategically placed to give the defender
every advantage possible. From here, we would clamber up the tower which rose majestically
above the whole battlefield. We used the tower to hold out against armies three times our size
from within. Here the limited supplies would be rationed out by the leader of the platoon and we
would slowly savour each of our snatch of coke bottles, sour snakes and sometimes, even
chocolate bars. As the battle wore on, lengthening shadows stretched out over the bodies of
exhausted soldiers. Soon the battle would be over and we would once again become prisoners of
war, waiting in captivity for the next campaign. As the fiery ball descended towards the western
sky, the soldiers would be taken away by their masters, one by one, until the battlefield became a
wasteland. The fortress a ruin. The tyre would hang motionless against the still night sky.

Soon when our years of campaigning and fighting till exhaustion had passed, mountains of tossed
up dirt, gravel and cement occupied the site where a great fortress stood for over half our
lifetimes. That was no longer the desolated wasteland of our battlefield when we had become
prisoners of war but instead whenever the sun was visible, gigantic yellow bulldozers fouled with
dirt replacing the chaotic debris of the site with oblong bricks. The site had become a living,
breathing machine, slowly transforming its interior with every breath. Slowly a new network of
tunnels branched out to cover the entire site, but these tunnels were much narrower and they were
not the vibrant hiding places of our battlefield but dull, grey, steel pipes. These tunnels were like a
system of blood vessels sprawling over the site aching to get some blood, but the heart of this
place had long been removed when our fortress was snatched from our children. Our campaigns
had been phased out many years before, but that feeling was still within us, a longing to escape
from this cruel and menacing world into a dimension dependent only on our imagination.
Emptiness, nostalgia and perhaps even grievance swept over us as we witnessed the ‘progress’.

Now all that is visible in a place where a great kingdom once stood is isolated pockets of dark
bricks that provide depth to an otherwise bland, cream coloured wall. There are windows, but
most of them have plain pale blinds of a colour identical to the wall sheltering whatever might be
more than an inch behind the glass. Occasionally some of the blinds might be up but those are
times when the sun is so bright that the glass functions as a mirror rather than a portal to what lies
behind the blinds. Only a strain of your neck enables you to see the full scale of the structure. The
only evidence of life within the building is the cars commuting to and from the carpark. The
disappearance of the playground never bothers us anymore. We now play in a virtual playground,
connected through a network of high-speed fibre optics. We are caught in the wave of
technological developments and choose to ride along. It is one choice we don’t regret. Looking
again, | see a group of kids about a decade younger than us playing in the barren concrete
quadrangle of the new flats. All morning they chase each other around, laughing, sweating,
engrossed in their own world, a world of their own creation as we often used to do. By the
afternoon all the children have brought a piece of furniture and begun arranging and stacking
them. One of the children shouts out to answer my curious eyes “We are building a fortress,
wanna help?”
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Nepali New Year 2071 Celebration and Annual General Meeting (April 13, 2014)

— Y NNZFS welcomed the New
- =il : _ .~ Year 2071 at Lincoln Event

T TR /4 Centre. Dr. Bhola Pradhan,
=¥ the outing president

4 { welcomed all the members
‘ and guests and initiated the
[ Annual General Meeting.
;,_d. Reports were presented a.nd
Bl finally the new executive
___ committee were elected

through formal procedures.
Suitable amendments were
proposed in the constitution
. of NNZFS. Professor Dr.
Rajesh Dhakal and Mr.
Jitendra  Bothara  were
elected as presidents for two
years to follow. It was
(S — followed by cultural shows

which were obviously the

most awaited ones. To name a few, Suryanshu and Shreya performed in a folk dance ‘fest

T ..”. Bhawana and Pramila danced in ‘“mg @ wfelt ggmr @ 34, All the songs and dances

reflected the true sense of Nepalese cultural delights. The joyful moments were certainly the
harbinger of great happiness the New Year would bring in.

Winter Potluck (June 21, 2014)

19:48 13/APR/2014

Winter Potluck was organized on 21* June 2014 at Fendalton Community Hall. Members
brought their delicious food and had a very pleasing dinner. On this occasion, the child artists
who performed cultural activities in the New Year celebration were appreciated and awarded.
Antakshari at the end was the most enjoyable part of this gathering.
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Teej (August 23, 2014)

Teej was celebrated on 23rd August, Saturday at Fendalton Community Centre. It was distinct
from the previous Teej programs as appreciably larger number of members participated this
time. The folk melodies elated everyone and brought them to the dance floor. Awesome were
the women looking as they danced in their colourful choli and saris. Believe us. If you want to
see Nepalese women at their best, come and see them in Tee;j.

Dashain 2014

Despite being thousands of miles away from our
homeland, the Nepalese community in Christ-
W church celebrated the longest and most auspicious

i§ festival in the Nepalese annual calendar our own
'l way. At Wigram Hall, the annual Dashain festival

began with commendations from our respected
seniors Bhola and Dharma Pradhan. Tika, prasad
‘and plenty of blessings were offered to everyone
before lunch.

As the tradition stood in NNZFS dashain programmes, the day was filled with sports, mini-
games and plenty of activities for everyone. The regular outdoor activities involved sports and
different styles of competition, ranging from spoon races for the younglings to boot throwing
contests for the more masculine crowd. Indoor activities included musical chairs and quiz con-
tests, with the night closed off after a round of bingo. There was plenty for everyone, and par-
ticipants actively took part and enjoyed the special day.
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Tihar (October 26, 2014)

Tihar, the festival of
lights, brings a great joy
among Nepalese. It has
myths and traditions
y behind that make it a
much loved festival. It’s
symbolic to  worship
crows, dogs, cows and
oxen. Crows (‘Kaga’) are
worshipped and fed to
chase grief and sadness away. Dogs (‘Kukur’) get this honour as they are believed to be
messenger of ‘Yama’. Cows (‘Gai’) are worshipped as Laxmi, the Goddess of wealth. Oxen
(‘Goru’) are recognized for their contribution in agriculture. Tihar carries importance from
different perspectives. Brothers and sisters gather and exchange Tika and garland. This Tika is
unique as it has seven colours. They offer sweets, fruits and gifts to each other. Deusi and
Bhailo are played with songs in traditional lyrics and melodies. Oh! Five days are just not
enough even in homeland. Our society organized a program for this festival on 26" October at
Wigram Hall. Everyone salivated to see the sel-rotis, rejoiced swaying in deusi and bhailo, and
enjoyed playing langoor-burja. You might have missed your brother, sisters and the lights but
we certainly tried our best to share the festive delights.

Sports Potluck Gathering (Jan 11&18, 2015)

"Sports with Potluck" program were
P97 organized for a summer gathering while
.4 adding special fun with sports. Cricket
# tournament was held on Sunday, 11th

; January from 10:00AM to 7:00 PM at
Burnside @ Park  while  football
A tournament was held on Sunday, 18th

% of January from 4:00PM to 10:00PM at

@ Wigram's football ground. Participants
), from all ages and genders enjoyed the
L sports. A potluck dinner and general
™ members’ meeting followed after the
o football game at Harvard Community
~ Lounge, Corsair Dr, Wigram 8042. The

" event went smoothly and was a huge

success.

Nepali Language Class

Nepali Language Class is running consistently and has been a very successful program in our
society. It provides unique opportunity to our kids to learn Nepali language. Currently, nine
kids of ages from 4 to 12 are attending this class. They participate quite enthusiastically and
enjoy these classes. Mrs. Salina Dhakal had been contributing her time and effort to teach these
young kids. Recently, Mrs. Angana Bajracharya has offered to conduct this class for the
coming year. It is conducted every second and fourth Friday of each month at Waimari Road
Community Centre.
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NNZFS Sports Activities Updates

Sports have been one of the major activities of the society. Sport doesn’t just help build a
team but also teaches one about teamwork, increases the competitiveness in a person and
has the additional benefit of keeping one fit. In the last year, we had some very interesting
sports activities. A summary of them have been listed below.

1. Indian Society Cricket tournament:

The Nepalese cricket team participated in a cricket tournament organized by the Indian
Society under the name ‘The Nepalese Cricket Club — Rhinos’. There were 9 teams in the
tournament. The Rhinos reached the final of the tournament after winning 3 league games

and one semi-final. The team beat last year’s finalists “The Tigers”, in the semi-finals,
however, was beaten in the final by “The Canadian club”. There were nine members in the
team — Rishav Dhakal, Ribu Dhakal, Jalesh Devkota, Roshit Bothara, Deepak Chouhan,
Ishwor Thapa, Netra Khatri, Shuvam Neupane and Aman Bajracharya. This is first time in
NNZFS history that a team representing the society reached the final of a cricket
tournament.

2. NNZFS Football Program

The NNZFS Football program took place §8
in Wigram on 18 January 2015. There [
were women’s and men’s soccer matches.
There were 8 participants in women’s
soccer and 26 in men’s.
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3. NNZFS Cricket Program

The first sports dedicated day was the NNZFS cricket program that was held on 11 January
2015. More than 24 NNZFS members took part in the Cricket Program at Burnside Park.
There were two games held on the day between 11am and 5 pm. The game was played in an
indoor cricket format where a pair of batsmen played their allocated quota of four overs but
runs were deducted for getting out. The level of cricket was from advanced to beginner;
however, everyone participated equally (also thanks to the format of the game) and enjoyed
the day.

4. Nepali Gorkhali Bhakundo Samuha participated in the 2015 Global Football Festival
on 20 February 2015 which lasted for three days. The tournament was held at Avonhead Park.
The team was led by Gyanendra Pradhan. The team won the fair play award in the
tournament.

Happy Rhinos after victory
against Royal Tigers in
Semi-final

-
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Nepal New Zealand Friendship Society Christchurch
1 geqfa WA FEwHA
Plains FM 96.9 MHz AT

NF AR T ARER AqHT ¢ 9 Foot TA3ee] el W

www.Plainsfm.org.nz
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Start by doing what's necessary; then do what's
possible; and suddenly you are doing the

impossible.

-Francis of Assisi
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My experience with Cooking
- Manju Bothara (narrated by Sneha Bothara)

Cooking was a rather foreign concept for me when I got married,
especially cooking for 20-30 people on a regular basis, but also when
there were no guests! My mother rarely got me to cook meals when |
was not married and if [ was ever asked to do so, it was certainly not
for 20 people. Instead, much of my time was spent sewing elaborate
and lavish designs onto bed sheets and duvet covers which I would show in local exhibitions. And much
to my luck, I, a very incompetent hand at cooking for a small family, married into a large family where
my role would most certainly involve cooking for many people. However, to everybody’s delight and no
less to my own, my lack of cooking skills soon progressed and my cooking began to be enjoyed and
relished by the tasters, although, not without many hiccups along the way.

In fact, one of my first cooking adventures, making the most simple dish of all, kitchari (a simple dish
made of two grains, rice and lentils), was a disaster. Getting the ratio of water, rice, lentils, salt and
turmeric powder is essential in making kitchari and estimating the exact quantities was very difficult for
my untrained eye. In my haste, I put some amount of water into some other amount of rice and lentils
(perhaps forgot the salt and turmeric) and without getting my mother-in-law to check it, I put it on the
element and started cooking it. The result was a very watery and bland kitchari. A dish that is meant to
be scooped up and eaten by your hands was instead put into cups and drunk like soup. And yet no one
complained, not one of my brothers-in-law and not one of the children.

However bad my cooking may have been at the start, through the support of my family and my
mother-in-law, [ was able to learn the ways, tricks and secrets of feeding a family. In learning how our
type of food involves the exotic use of spices and herbs from my mother-in-law, I came to realise that
food, the preparation and consumption of it, is not merely a means of gaining the energy to complete life
tasks, but is an art, a science, it is a fundamental part of the roots of a family, of culture and heritage. I
came to appreciate how cooking is indeed both an art like my embroidery and handicraft and it is also a
science with exact ratios of water and other ingredients being essential to make a successful dish.
Finally, also a creative play on spices and herbs being necessary to make the food interesting, exciting
and exhilarating.

I believe cooking is a wisdom that brings a great smile to people’s faces and therefore ought to be
shared. So, here [ have provided the recipe for one of my favourite dishes. This is a dish I have prepared
many times and has brought a smile to people’s faces every single time (perhaps since it’s made from
cucumber?). I hope that you will give it a go.

Cucumber ko tarkari

2 cucumbers, peeled and cut into cubes
2 onions, peeled and cut into cubes
4 tsp ground coriander
1 % tsp salt
2 tsp turmeric powder
1 tsp whole cumin seeds
1 tsp chilli powder
2 tbsp oil
Heat the oil in a karahi or deep, heavy frying pan over a high heat until almost smoking. Turn down the

heat to low to medium and then add the cumin seeds and allow them to sizzle for a moment. Add the
onions and fry them until they become soft.

Now add in the cucumber, ground coriander, salt, turmeric powder and chilli powder and mix
thoroughly. Fry the cucumbers for about 2 minutes over a medium heat and then turn down the heat to
low, cover the frying pan and cook the cucumbers for about 3 minutes or until the cucumbers are half
cooked.

Uncover the pan and fry the cucumbers to evaporate some of the water over a medium heat for a couple
of minutes. Serve.
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My encounter with ghosts
- Jitendra Bothara

I have some very vivid memories from my childhood. This one is about
my encounter with ghosts when [ was only 13 years old. Those were the
J days of fun, thrills and adventure. I was an adventurer and always

‘ wanted to show how courageous I was. In a way, | was trying to
compensate for my small stature with confidence and courage. You may be surprised to know that I
weighed merely 48kg when I was 29 years old and so at the age of 13, I must have been a lot smaller
and lighter!

One day, I went to one of my friends’ home in a village for a sleepover. His home was about two
kilometres from my home across farms that were full of trees, bushes and a few small wild animals
which with a refreshing cool breeze and fading day light created a somewhat serene and peaceful
environment. A downpour from the monsoon season had flooded the farms with water, and made the
farm tracks muddy and slippery. Bushes and grass which thrived in the hot, humid climate had
stretched their limbs onto these paths making the paths narrow.

It was around eight o’clock in the evening when I decided to return home for a reason unknown to me.
Everybody discouraged me from going in the dark as I would have to walk through farms full of large
trees and bushes, which looked tranquil in the light of day, but frightening in the night.

But the main motive to dissuade me from going home was different. There was a strong belief among
the villagers that there were many blood-sucking ghosts in the bushes and trees, and even that some of
these trees and bushes would turn into ghosts in the night. The lore went that if the ghosts caught you,
they would suck your blood until you die. A grim belief indeed.

Of course, I was a little afraid and nervous, however 1 was determined not to take their advice and
decided to return home. This was an opportunity for me to show that I could return home alone
through the farms strewn with ghosts. It was a chance to meet the ghosts, an exciting proposition
which I could not afford to miss. So in the end, the thrill of meeting ghosts took over my nervousness
and I set off on my way.

By the time I left my friend’s home it was already pitch dark. I did not have a torch with me, but
somehow | was able to navigate my way through the slippery paths. I could hear the howls of the
jackals just a small distance away from me. The sound of insects was everywhere and it provided me
with company which comforted me. The moon and the clouds were playing hide and seek. The
mixture of all these and the lovely cool breeze against the stuffy air made the atmosphere mystical and
enjoyable. However, the fact that I was alone in the wild with nobody in foreseeable sight to help me
if something went wrong was a daunting prospect which sent chills down my spine. My vison had
begun to blur due to the darkness, but I pushed on ahead, nonetheless. 1 walked as fast as I could,
whilst trying to make as little noise as possible to avoid the ghosts’ attention.

I may have been halfway when the lovely breeze changed into a storm. The sky became dark
and low with ominous black clouds and the wind picked up howling like a wolf into the night.
The first crack of lightening rent the air and soon afterwards the rolling boom of thunder
reverberated overhead. All the trees started to shake wildly. Slowly, the trees turned into
ghosts. Their large limbs were stretched out and shaking violently as if to catch something.
The tar-black insides of the ghosts were showing through their hazy, cloud-like cloaks as they
swayed side to side. There were adult ghosts, there were child ghosts. I had heard that the
child ghosts sucked blood more ferociously than the adult ones. A few of the ghosts were
really big, others were small, a few were stocky but others were skinny but tall. The skinny
but tall ones looked more frightening than the others as they were shaking very wildly. A few
were calling for me in their eerie rasping voice. They looked and behaved exactly like the
ghosts I had heard about.
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I feared for my life. I tried to use my rational thoughts that these were in fact the trees that I had
seen many times before. But now my rationale also started to blur. My heart beat went up but I
felt static and stuck. My throat became dry. I realised my mistake, but it was too late to turn
back. I feared that this was to be the last day of my life. I knew that once these ghosts caught
me, they would suck my blood. This was a matter of life and death. My only instinct was to
survive. It was time to beat the ghosts. I shouted prayers as loud as I could for god Hanuman to
keep the ghosts away as I knew ghosts were scared of god Hanuman. I started to run but fell
into a ditch just after a few strides. I tried to get out of the ditch but realised that something was
holding my leg. I looked back and saw a ghost clutching my leg. I was horrified, but I had to
beat the ghost. I fought hard and somehow managed to escape and ran again towards my home.
I ran as fast as possible. I fell many times on the way and many ghosts tried to catch me but
somehow [ managed to escape and ran faster every time. I ran so fast that day that I now think,
had I participated in a 1500m hurdle race, I would have easily won the race. Anyway, I
managed to get to the safety of my home where the ghosts could not come. There were Gods
here who would keep them away.

I was drenched in muddy water by the time I arrived at home. My heart was racing. My face
and arms were badly bruised. My confidence was shattered. I had no thrill left to meet any
more ghosts. [ had seen enough. I felt like I was half dead. I fell at the entrance of my home
with complete exhaustion and fear.

Once my family members saw me that way, they became very concerned. They took me inside
and comforted me. However, once they knew where I was coming from, they became even
more worried. They thanked the Gods, particularly the god Hanuman for keeping me alive.
However, they immediately called a shaman who did some rituals and declared I was free of
ghosts and evil spirits, and out of any danger. He also professed that I was fortunate to survive
and had I delayed by a few minutes, the ghosts would have taken over me.

That night I had very bad dreams. In all the dreams there were ghosts everywhere and they
were all trying to catch me. But, luckily I escaped each time. The shaman’s prophecy turned
out to be right, that [ was lucky!

On the morning of the following day, I was totally confused and disoriented. I could not work
out what had happened to me in the night - was that delusion or fact? However, by noon, I had
recovered and my rationality had returned. I decided to investigate the facts behind the school
of ghosts, however, I did not tell my family members that. Had they known my plans, they may
have thought that I had become insane and that my soul was being controlled by ghosts. It was
customary to go through the healing of shamans in such cases.

In the afternoon, I sneaked out of my home alone. I collected enough courage and went back to
the fields to find the ghosts. I wanted to rationalise what had happened to me in the night. [
followed the same track which I had walked the previous night. I found a rope where I fell the
first time and realised that those were not a ghosts’ hands holding my leg, but actually a rope
that had caught my leg. The ghosts that I saw behind me were small bushes. 1 had actually
fought with the bushes which bruised my face and arms. The bright white gowns that the ghost
were wearing were just silhouettes around the trees due to the moving clouds and reflection of
light around them. The violent shaking of the ghosts was actually shaking of the trees due to
the storm. The stocky ghosts were bushes and the skinny ghosts were tall trees.

Every child is an artist. The problem is how to remain an artist once he grows up.

—Pablo Picasso
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White Tiger !!!
-Anmol Shrestha

Hello! My name is Anmol and I'm here to talk about the White Bengal Tiger aka
the White Tiger. Did you know that the white tiger’s skin is priceless? I have
chosen this topic because the White Tiger is a very interesting creature. My three
l‘ ideas will be

¢ why it is endangered
¢ how it became endangered, and
¢ what its diet is.

Why it is endangered: The scientific name for the White Tiger is Panthera tigris tigris. The White
Tiger is endangered because of its thin and soft fur. There are only 200 white tigers left in the
world. It is estimated that there are none in the wild. The White Tiger is also endangered
because some people use its body parts to make traditional healing medicine. I think that is
disgusting. It is very illegal to hunt for their fur because there are not many left in the world.

How the White Tiger nearly became extinct: Firstly, the White Tiger had lost their habitat
because people kept on ruining the forests. Secondly, tigers are critically endangered species.
For decades, man has hunted down tigers for sports and its skin and body parts. This has
reduced the tiger number from several hundred thousand to a few thousand worldwide. Though
they were widespread in many countries in Asia, they are now present only in isolated pockets
of jungles in India, Tibet and Russia. Poaching is the biggest threat to Bengal Tiger
populations. Ancient Chinese Medicine believes that Tigers body parts have medicinal
properties. Because of this, tigers were killed extensively and indiscriminately. They were
pushed to near extinction. India, China and all neighbouring countries, where the Bengal Tiger
lives, have banned hunting. So, the tiger population is slowly recovering.

What its diet and habits are: White Bengal tigers in the wild eat water buffalo, goat, deer, and
wild boar. In the zoo, they eat chicken meat, horse meat or kangaroo meat 5 days a week and
fast on bones 3 days a week.

Let’s protect these magnificent creatures.
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My Little Boy
-Archana Thapa Chettri

Never seen so enchanting

Like an angel from heaven

Bestow with blessing

A precious gift given to us

From heaven far above

Can’t take my eyes off of you

Because you are so beautiful, my sweet baby.

Those beautiful eyes,

Looking at me in wonder.

The first glimpse at the women
Who just became your mum.
You touched our soul

Filled our life with happiness
and you made our life whole.

As time flies by,

Watching you grow is so much fun

Filled our heart with joy and laughter.

With that curios mind of yours,

Wishing to explore and carrying millions of questions

When you learned to do things for the first time on your own,
You make us feel so proud and contented..

Now you have grown to be a three year old boy,

Our heart swells with pride,

When you step into kindergarten,

Ready to face and explore the world on your own.

Being a mum, it wasn't easy to leave you,

| was more nervous than you.

My heart cries as you wave me bye, seeing your tearful eyes..

My sweet adorable boy,

Your charming looks and a mystical powerful gaze,

Like an angel so divine,

We are spellbound like we have been cast a magical spell

Your laughter and smiles which remain echoing in our ears.

Warm our heart and soul,

You are growing up so fast,

| wish to cherish this moment and preserve it in my memory to make it last forever.
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The Tale of a Falling Leaf
- Dr. Salil Pradhan (UK)

On a pebbled path, as | trudge past,

| see a heap of fallen leaves, the autumn rose fast,

Brown and beige, lying on the pave,

Lifeless and flat, | know - once it was brave

When it was spring, the bud grew up,
Soon formed into a leaf, green with the crop,
As the youth of the wind with a mighty flow,

Swept across the fields as all of us know

Pride and vanity made the leaf swell,
For it thought, youth stays with the alluring smell,
Such is the rule the omnipresent has made,

Each one of us shall age, till one reaches the grave

When one grows, and the grip is in your hand,
While eyes remain bright and can see a single grain of sand,
Treat people with flair, no hate and disdain,

Easy to fall into hatred's trap, fetches nothing more but only pain

The lesson that the falling leaf learnt,
Fall one will, the question remains who takes the brunt?
Love you share - the fall shall be soft,

Spread the doom, no body cares to keep you aloft

The noble one teaches the path of love,

One to be shared, here flies the dove,

Time to begin anew, afresh and wise,

The new year shall fetch you joy, should you wipe others' cries
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Inner Peace
-Bishal Subedi, Wellington

To experience inner peace, we require freedom. Freedom from within.
One of the main obstacles to internal freedom is our attachment to the
outside world such as desire for money, fame, beauty, respect,
popularity, fancy cars and so on. By its virtue, desire never satisfies you.
If you are earning $50,000, you want to earn $100,000. When you earn
$100,000, it gives you happiness. But it may last for only three months,
then you want to earn more. This is a never ending process.

Ego drives us to remain attached to the outside world. Ego comes from our false
identification. False identification comes from conditioning our mind - like you are an
engineer, you are from a nobel family, you are a good person socially, you are physically
strong, your parents are influential people, you are male or female, you are from a certain
country, you are from a specific race, etc. To satisfy our ego, we seek happiness in the outside
world. But that is the problem.

To achieve inner freedom, we need to recognise our true self by dropping our false
identification, which then helps dissolve our ego. After that we won't feel any need to be
attached with the outside world, and then the journey to inner peace begins.

Here a question can arise, what exactly is the true self? True self is not describable because it
is something to experience. Because of the limitations of words and language it is not possible
to comprehend and explain what exactly it is. But it can be described by identifying what true
self is not. For example being impacted by success and failure and losing peace is not true
self. Desire for success in the outside world is not true self. These are all associated with false
identifications. It may initially sound strange and wrong, but anything that disturbs your inner
peace will be associated with the outside world and desire. If you look closely and
contemplate, you will find that attachment (even a minor one) to the outside world is
associated with your ego.

We do not need to leave our day to day duties or work to develop inner peace. Actually our
work place, society, our interaction with friends, relatives, and the other numerous things we
do daily, combined, make a laboratory for our evolution and self-realisation. How many
thoughts and emotions come to your mind in a typical day? The sources of emotions can be
your past (anything that makes you feel good, or somebody hurting you, or some failures and
so on) or your future (fear of job security, financial situations, your family, your health etc.).
When somebody appreciates you, you feel good. When somebody is angry at you or does
things that you were not expecting, you feel bad and down. Within a one day period, you
experience such emotions thousands of times. Emotions are impurities of mind covering our
true self.

When events happen, they generally happen outside of us. It is actually your mind that forces
you to feel good, bad, angry, humiliated, sad, and frustrated from the events depending upon
the conditioning of your mind. The important thing here is to develop an ability to take events
as they come: neither positive nor negative. Over time we master being free of emotions.

To develop a non-judgemental state, books say that you need to observe the thoughts that
come to your mind. Do not judge them as good or bad. If they come, just let them come and
let them go immediately. Do not dwell upon them. The next step is to widen the gap between
any two consecutive thoughts. That gap is a thoughtless state which is also known as a
meditative state or simply meditation. That thoughtless state connects you with your true self.
Your false identification, ego and attachment to the outside world no longer exist and you
attain inner peace or self-realisation which eventually takes you to enlightenment. The ancient
Rishis were able to have that gap for a very long period of time.
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Enlightenment is the most important thing any human should try to attain. It is our choice
whether we want to attain this or live a miserable life by being attached to the outside
materialistic world.

Enlightened people are in the state of the “gap” discussed above. That “gap” makes their
mind very powerful because they are emotion (impurity) free and always connected to their
true self (but their objective is not to be “successful” in the materialistic world. They are
beyond the realm of success and failure. The whole point here is non-attachment. Attachment
is the cause of misery). They are undisturbed by all the ups and downs that happen in the
materialistic world. They are able to take things as they come. They develop unconditional
love and compassion to everything living or non-living in the universe.

There are several texts that can help us to understand and practice inner peace. Some of the
books that I read most recently are Power of Now by Eckhart Tolle, 47t of Happiness by
Dalai Lama and Howard Cutler, Getting in the Gap: Making Conscious with God through
Meditation by Wayne Dyer and Authentic Happiness by Martin Seligman.

sk skoskosk skook

Buddha: God or Teacher?

- Iros Neupane

As most of you know, I am currently staying in Nepal. Shailesh uncle
asked me to send an article for Namaste Nepal. So, without further
delay here it is.

When [ first came to Nepal, many Nepali people were saying "Bhagwan Gautam
Buddha" (God Buddha). It made me wonder whether he was a God or a Teacher. The word
‘Buddha’ is a title, which means ‘one who is awake’. I instantly decided that he was a teacher
instead of a God because of the following reasons.

He was a man who walked on the Earth, so he can't be a God.

He was born as Siddhartha Gautama in 480 BC (2,495 years ago).
He was born into the royal family of a small kingdom (Lumbini).
He taught people about Buddhism, so he was a type of teacher.
He even told people that he wasn't a God or a Prophet.

He was a human being who became enlightened, understanding life in the deepest
way possible.

There are no "Gods" in Buddhism.

He didn't deny the existence of God or Gods, but he said that the worship of Gods
obstructs one's quest for “Nirvana” (you should Google that!).

The various collections of teachings delivered by Buddha were passed down by oral
tradition which came in writing nearly 400 years after his death in 400 BC.

I also don't believe in God, but my parents do and I'm pretty sure that most of you believe in
God, or Gods.

Well, this is all the proof that I think I need to write to clarify that Buddha was a Teacher.
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AT ZIfthehcddedT, INAYFSl Hgelgs, g Higel d2UT Hooleddea, TATS IIATERUT
HaTRAT STEd AT 2T AUre 9fe ST i AT gL gle el AeAdt JEG g
ST ATAT FFsR 9§ JRTT 3T

ITIESR Giaurhl o1far Gifdusr Duty free shop T cFaeddal T fdeiehr HATRICTIER AT
7Y o=l Singapore Airlines STC ITHT e ATYEERI oTfdl 3qeists AIRTH Cash Voucher H
AT g, R3Ar Wi ofer IAsc AT Singapore Airlines I SYuger AT @ET oA
o[l 00 wal &1 I fAIW HIgSCTTAD ¢o FUET ISl Al GEAH I=AT| AT fIAETAT et
STeTeRI{IehT ST STETSTehl aTTcY, 318, STfedehl oiushel, fHIMGY T hISScuiohl TAUENT HHY, HISsTad
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e A AT fAeR fSEce IRl qIgal| A sYaEUEEe AT IS 33 AR TES
T3 FEAIT IRPI HEYH AT TAIRA! ISAURTTA & f3AFa gl 3arell Harddl aIs
eIl FHIsscaddd W dg6 et g0:39 §o1 fAATEIHAT HIaARoT HAT|

iSicdles IHd: HISSCud [AAREYese qigReafes grar IodlelaAr Weh §gRy |fdlar T el
WWMWWI ATHAT HIHT TAATAITATR Uh[acyies gl HISScaUR! TR TUTART
AT T | FPfSedesH New Brighton, Summner, Lyttleton, Governor Bay, Okains Bay,
Milford Sound, Akaroa 37f¢ e TUETELH HHUT IIRAT| &S @Y Hagley Park, Monavale
Garden, Lake Te Anau, Waimate, Worlds Most Steepest Road, Sharplin fall, Lake Wanaka,
Riccarton Bush 3iTfcehl $THUTR SheAAT Foe HTSIfdee &N AU hAAT faffiT Shopping Mall,
Warehouse, Countdown, New World #HT @il f3Fcel, Hegsiardraivisnar, Qifceer fveH, cawra
oldrdel 3Gl cTaEAT HeoT T IRGRM HUDN gaT §TAT QAT Ifel  IF IRGAT Haed $7TAT
TETICH HAEAT O EeHFA ATe70T gt Fe[d 73|

ITCASHT STEAT BIERD! YR AR FHoleddel, 30T I Tl HISel §HT SUAAT AT Ideh
BTHY SUACTS BT T Hoal &ell3al chicl ol A6Tell| Tgihl BIER Holddsl =i Green, Yellow T Red
Automated Vehicle T @s® Felel MEIEE SAARTT T IVl I FIYF A&7

eeforr siesta: @ AT HAEAT g srsefaaraAv daew ofe e ¢ bgadef@ ey
B3NIHFAST Teh ECdlhl A HHAUAT gl Aol HACT-HCT TUREeR HAU a1-Al| Sydney
Tower, Opera House, Harbour Bridge, Olympic Park, Nan Tien Temple, Laparoose Sea Beach,
Helensberg Temple, Stanwell Park 3mfge $#or aIRAT| Sydney &€ Canberra g@#gsal Murrays
Express Bus dc A& 91-df| Sydney <& Canberra &1 ¥ €U S@IATERI THAIAT gHT
o Hseh, IIARITT SHaEUTT THAT 3gera - 71 T FAleil 313 FIAREAT BRY T S8
BTAT gAT&TTAT gelgeedl | FATSRT SHTgh! Tl e gl AET-HCT TUEEed AU -G STHAT
Parliament House, War Memorial Museum, Australian National University (ANU), National Arbo-
retum, Ansley Mountain I Burley Lake Ig&T <1l Parliament House #T HATTURUTRT tlguir War
Memorial #AT Hgled AcETEeHh! FFATH, ANU AT ATl Jail, National Arboretum #T TWiSTATgEeh!
T, AAAAT Burley Lake 3ifa diefihl WIgRT, Ansley Mountain &€ H#qUT Canberra &
HIIheT IET AUTAAT Ifel TET TISTATECY AR TUTTAT I Hfd THT ATl HolX HAHe ITH|

HfeaamaAT A AT IERAT ATAINTHT Hallood ITTHT 3 dE Hofhgool IHTPells TARAT ISh FIAT
T aIREHAT Bel| FIAT FH oeX T 3o Traffic Light T HTATSTATgdRl cTaeAqdsd HTHI FSh
GTeT AT AIAY| GIAT S AUGAT Il T HT Foe] g | cyafeud A AshAT A EeH
dur aify Faares, Rftdd M W, Gt SRS AAIAEREE eTevel T YA Ol g™
ST, U FFGeoAdl e AUTelaIe TR HAS FE-HoF0ealcl &« aRaer, @ Sfd Fefds
IAEAT AR A SAGEH! HACT G T FAlell TR HGYH IR T| TG Gool N3 qhceh oAl
GUAT Uil AT HU godl Hewd HEYH AW HEG FIE glerl A i Y 3y sréseadar
fScat) I@ 39T Jurelr fhche feaeT WS T 37T ISIOSPRIgeHITHR AT, IgoaTs AdTell THTST
WU INFALTAT TR ATFIICAAT G S| AUTell THATSIHRI HCTIGHAC UTURT HTIT T TGHTaer
mzﬁmaﬁz’rmﬁﬂgﬂﬂaﬁnmegﬁ%twckmmﬁr;ﬁaﬁm,wﬁ
o AT 9fd TET SiTHe A HRIGH T H FATCR Tl OIEAT A BT AfdeT ger T
SAGHTIAT Holdel TGIHUH wgfolodlesddl widlell ATAMSEeel AT NP HEPIA T HATARTS
Hmaﬁmmgwﬂ%wdlrdwlﬂﬁae@gda Howl 3T 916 AT AT FEAROT T 9T AT
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Everest

INDIAN RESTAURANT

‘bi'\e\nMATo\ku\mg
PH:943 2110

Mobile: 021 178 0299

Shop 3/608 Ferry Road, Woolston
BYO wine only

OPEN 7 DAYS

Lunch (Tuesday - Sunday)
from 11.30am to 2.00pm
Dinner (Monday - Sunday
from 4.30pm till late

Bookl'\gs a\va\lb\HQ,
for parties £ functions

Discounts available
(Vka e v(/\c.l.uvt)

www.everestindian.co.nz




Welcome To
EAST WEST TRADE

A“I'\:

. SIS
2006 Toyota VI12 1300 cc | EaS'l' WeS'l' Cm.s Ff 2005 Corolla RUNX 1500 cc

P e o I e ey

N vehicles and offer &/ :
B the lowest possible 778 A4
: price in NZ
g oS e L oo 0t Sl
Available Now (Buyers pay ORC $430) 2007 Toyota AVENSIS,1900 cc

2011 Toyota Hybrid Prius (62k Odo, 1500 cc), NZ$13,900
2006 Toyota Corolla Premio (45k Odo, 1800 cc) NZ$9,200
2005 Toyota Corolla Runx (40k Odo, 1500 cc) $9,300
2006 Toyota Vitz (7e6k Odo, 1300 cc), 57,500

2012 Nissan Tiida (55k Odo, 1500 cc), 511,500

2008 Toyota Avensis (68k Odo, 2360 cc, Luxury), $10,600
2007 Toyota Avensis (76k Odo, 1900 cc), $9,400

CARS Arriving Soon: Honda Fit, Toyota Auris, Toyota Wish, RAV4
N

For inquiries about cars, SUV, 4WD
east2westcars@gmail.com

Con’ract Ish 021 215 2569 eastwestface@gmall.com
32A English Street, Sockburn, Christchurch



