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The Terry Fox Run for Cancer Research

Fighting Cancer in Bangladesh

by Ali Sarker

L)

Last week. we told you about Terry Fox. In 1980, this courageous

Canadian ran 5,500 kilometres —- a distance equal from

Dhaka to Mecéa

— to raise money for cancer resecuch. Terry had an artificial leg because
of bone cancer. But he wanted to run from one side of Canada to the
other. It was an extraordinary journey. Half way across the country,

Terry had to stop

* His cancer returned and spread to his lungs. Terry

died the next year. But, his dream sparked a.worldwide movement. The
Terry Fox run for Cancer Researci is now held every year in 35 coun-
tries and had raised more than 1k 402 crore since it began 13 years

ago. On November

4, the first Tern Fox Run will be held in

Bangladesh.

More than a thousand school children in Dhaka will take part. The
funds to be raised will go to the Bungladesh Cancer Society. In this sec-
ond of a three part series, we tell you about the fight against cancer in

Bangladesh.

T HERE is a Bangla phra-

se that goes cancer has

no answer . It high-
lights a belief in our country
that cancer in incurable and
sute to result in a painful
death. 1t is a fear that strikes
many people.

It ts estimated that some
200 000 people develop
rancer each year in Bangladesh
and that cancer kills 150.000
snthers. With the rapid growth
in population the number of
cancer patients in the country
1« also rising. according to
miedical professionals.

in Bangladesh. about 45 per
‘ent of male patients suffer
iroan mouth and throat cancer,
while 35 per cent of female
patients suffer from cervical
4rind breast cancer. Susgery. ra-
dio therapy affd chemotherapy
are the three most conimaon

treatmenis.

But the country's faeilities
are not adeqiiate to meet the
demand. The cost of treatmemt
is also very high. which few of
our people can afford. It is es-
timated that about 800,000
Bangladeshis are now suffering
from some foi'm of cancer and
the bulk of patients are poor.

Yet. there is hope. A survey
conducted by the Bangladesh
Cancer Society shows that
about one-third of cancer cases
can be checked and aboul one-
third can be cured.

In order to ward off fatalis-
tig attitudes in the minds of

most people, a handful of pro-

fessionals. armed largely with
sincerity and dedication, have
initiated the gipantic task of
creating awareness aboul
cancer. '
A large bhody of senior med-
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media that at last
povernment has

update some
hottomless-basket legislation
tn protect the neglected,

nnsanitary. and unhealthy

the

T

ronsumers from the clutches

nf 1he unethical business men
s practices. What the
ronsiimers see is a complete

| seil-out in the opposite camp:

hooming one-way business.
rtie hest investment bond. the
nanghty say, s 'corruption
bond earning more interest
than the WES bond provides
{16 per cent).

Political and media noise
will only create the sound of
silence. unless the updated
regulatory  process is practi-
rally and strictly enforced.
his is asking a lot, as our po-
litical leaders. on both sides of
the fence. shed crocodile tears
an non-issues, and give birth
tey still born schemes. The
humble shrimp has no tears to
speak of, and tears of the sen-
timental kind cause the fury of
the round-the-year-operflood-
ing. not only of the rivers, but
aiso of the sireeis.

Before the process. comes
he processing; with the pow-

ical professionals who have
been treating cancer in
Bangladesh for many years
have formed the Bangladesh
Cancer Society, with a primary
aim of reducing mortality
rates. To do this, they have
embarked .upon a series of ac-
tivities worth commending.
The sociely is growing fast,
drawing more and more pro-
fessionals whe volunteer to
serve In the fight against
cancer.

Since its inception, the
Society has been publishing
booklets, leaflets and posters
with warnings about the dis-
‘ease and how to lead a health-
ier lifestyle to prevent cancer.
The s are simple : give
up smoking, cut down on fatty
foods and keep active. These
materials have reached many
cities and towns. Organizers
now want to spread the mes-
sage to remote parts of the
couniry as well,

The Society also wants to
dispel unnecessary fears about
cancer and to assist the
Government of Bangladesh to
detect and treat the disease. A
‘cancer quiz' programme has
beerr created to promote
awareness armong students.
Some members of the Society
visit different schools to an-
swer questions from young
people and to advise them on

steps they can-take to protect:

themselves from cancer The
programme has generated
much enthusiasm, <covering
major colleges and high
schools in the capital city. The
Sociely has a plan to exiend
this programme (o otBer areas
of the country as well. '

The Sbciety is also running

a free cancer clinic for detec-

tion of cancer. It has requested
that the Natiomal Curricula and
Text Book Board include a
cancer related chapter in its
9th or 10th grade text book.
The NCTB is sald to be de-
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lighted with the propeosal and
will pay due attention to it.
The World Health
Organization states that most
developing countries, such of
Bangladesh, will eradicate epi-
demics and traditional dis-
easesy but by the turn of the
century will also become more
susceptible to modern-day ill-
nesses, such as heart disease
and cancer. Now is the time to
begin the task of taking on
cancer and to develop re-
sources to provide people with
adequate and innovative cancer
treatment. "

That is why the Terry Fox
Run for Cancer Research is so
important. It can be a key step
in raising awareness about
cancer, while also providing
important 'start-up' money for
research. Terry called his run
across Canada a "Marathon of
Hope”. Now the marathon
comes to Bangladesh, bringing
hope to many eancer patients.
Thus the legacy initiated by a
young, brave crusader in a far
away country finds a home in

our country. It is our responsi-
bility to cherish and kindly the
light that Terry Fox lit when
he began his "Marathon of

Hope™ so many years ago.

Next week : Cancer re-
search and the: progress
betng made

Willing, but Which Way?

erful close-fisted business
lobby influencing the more
powerful bureaucrats. provid-
ing complimentary tickets to
the spectator consumers. The
consumer industry is a specta-
tor sport. full of googlies, but
no sixers. Play cricket, and no
bouncers please at the unpro-
tected consumers.

Also. street bonfire is unlikely,
as consumer-interest is not a
lively political issue to attract
the right type of activists (who
will found the refreshment

packets?). Anyway. these are
academic issues. Let the con-
sumer point his nalish-water-
gun at some of his visible tar-
gets :
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RBefore the prayers comes
the ablution (the physical
cleansing). Before both comes
the conserisus : to fight evil. or
the d-evil jointly (the d stands
for the d-day). Consensus is in
short supply. and is not avail-
able even in the black market,
due to lack of consumer de-
mand (in 1this case 1Lhe
‘copsumers' are the political
and samity lobbies). How to
launch or fire off the paper
resolutions, when the powers
that be are not interested?

— Stop fiscal cheating on
price marking on the product
package. Two examples : The
printed price is eight taka on a
piickel of cigarettes. It is re-
lailed al ten taka, and sold by
the wholesalers at nine taka
plus. as the latter do not get
enough commission, to enable
the retailer to sell to the con-
sumer at the printed price.
The manufacturer evades (may
be lakhs of taka) excise duty
annually by pointing to the
printed retail price. A packet

of biscuits is marked at ﬂx\
taka. but sold at eight, due to

'transportation’ cost from the
factory located at a western
border. town. Then why print
the price?

— Print the full postal ad-
dress on the packet, so that
the consumer can complain
directly to the manufacturer.
In the majority of cases, the
mailing address in missing.
Also the list of ingredients
used in an edible product is
not printed in most cases. The
net weight is also not indi-
caled all the time. : -

— The warranty, guarantee,
and the BSI notices are absent.
Are the Inspectors carrying
out their duties, or doing
‘business'?

— Why no deterrent disci-
plinary action against regula-
tory staff for dereliction of

duty? Transfer of staff after
three years has been a stan-|
dard practice in admlnistra-!
tion for hundred of years all
over the world.

— Introduce strict inspec-
tion of factory inputs and out-
puts.

Nip it in the bud. The con-
sumers' dilemma: presume, as-
sume. or consume? J

don't know exactly where
I to begin or how to begin

when | think of a greal
and inimitable character. a
charming personality like Mr.
Abul Mansur Ahmad. He was a
brilliant journalist, an ast-
ounding litterateur and a born
politician. To the subcon-
tinent, and particularly to his
own country. he occupies an
enviable position with due
grace and grandeur. But to me.
an humble admirer, he was "a
friend. philosopher and guide”
in the true sense of
expression.

I will restrict this ‘plece.
just to shoyw my personal rela-
tionship with him, however
brief it might have been. |
came into contact with this
great personality at three dif-
ferent stages in three different
capacities: First, as a political
worker when 1 was Vice
President of the Calcutta
Islamia College Union in the
forties. He was then deeply In-
volved ' in the All Bengal
Muslim League as its Publicity
Secretary. Secondly, 1 came
more and more closer to him
when he was the Chief Editor
of then newly published pres-
tigious Bengali daily Ittehad.
Under his patronage, | joined
this new daily as a practically
noyice
he wanted me to be a journal-

sub-editor, Perhaps

Personality

by AMM Shahabuddin

ist. Unfortunately, I couldn’t
come up to his expectation.
Lastly, | met him as an infor-
mation officer when he be-
came Pakistan's Central
Ministér for Commerce and
Industries. But at all- these
three stages, | didn't find an
change in his attitude towards
life, the same old humble pat-
tern he followed.

Now, | add here a few
anecdotes about my sweet-bit-
ter experiences, first as 4 sub-
editor, and later as an asstt.
editor pf Ittehad in which my
'big boss’ had the last laugh.

My trouble began when |

started working as a sub-edi-
tor. As | had already stated, |

" was a ‘novice' in true sense. |

did not have the slightest

knowledge of journalistic,

translation from English to

Bengali, not to speak of know-
ing any journalistic jargons. So
when, on the first day, | was
given an English pilece, just
torn from the teleprinter for

translation, | was looking ner-
vously this way and that, just
like a student who has en-
tered the exam hall without
any preparation. So failure was
inevitable because what | had
written was worth only for the

- garbage bin or the waste pa

basket. For a few days this
nightmare continued with
slight improvement. But with
such a ‘devoted’ journalist, a
newspaper can't run. So my
news editor became desperate
to get rid of the painful
‘appendicitis’ for him. [ felt
the ground was fast slipping
from underneath my feet. In
such a situation nobody can
save his face and job at the
same time.

The inevitable moment ar-
rived. Evefybody in the news-
room came to know that was
my last night. | would be
‘guillotiried.” | felt the noose
getting tightfned around my
neck, But lo! Something was
waiting for me in the aisle. My

friend, philosopher and guide

" stepped in, not on my neck,

but on my side, as an angel
sent by God. He just got me
iransferred from the news
desk and put me in the edito-
rial desk. What a changel Is it
a dream ? Deflnitely not, but
unbelievable. And only a person
like Abul Mansur Ahmed could
de this, none else. He had re-
alised that although as a trans-
lator | was not doing well, but
as an essayist | was not bad as
he had already published some
of my articles in the post edi-
torial columns. One particular
article which he appreciated
very much was titled. "Who

are behind the wars?" In this

article 1 pinpointed that it is
neither the people, nor the
army jawans, nor even the
army generals were responsi-
ble for waging wars. They were
just victims of circumstances.
The real "merchants of death"
where the manufacturers of
war materials, arms and am-
munitions. They were the
"war barons.”

Now, promoted as an assis-
tant editor, | faced new situa-
tions. Of course, in the edito-
rial department, | was swim-
ming like a duckling among
the majestic swans. There
were Kazi ldris, Khondokar
Abdul Hamid and Talebur

Continued on page 11
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EMININE charms often
F override masciuline la
we. (ood man olten is
infatuated by bad woman and
vice versa. But when a King
who theoretically can do no

wrong goes philandering the

rasualty is his taste which
rosscs personal boundary 1o
reach national arena. The

nation shares the disgrace in
the same way as (t shares
national joy with the king in
the vanguard. A leader's private
life permeates the public life.
As his heart accepts anything
repugnant to soctal or putlic
tlaste he swals his good sense
his pgood judgment and his
senise of public decency He
loses ethical mandate to ad

monish or administer

Yet many women ol be

witching beauty and grace
were wooed by Rajas and
Maharajas. rulers and royalties,
politicians and potentates in
all ages. Alauddin Khiljee went
io Deccan not with a sched
uled plan teo f[all In love But
there he met Devela Devi, the
gueen, whose husband he
killed. The queen did not re-
sist” Alauddin. rather accepted
hint as the pawn on the chess
hboard of power which every
woman'of ambition pursues (o
gratify her passions. Alauddin
brought her to Delhi and mar-
riedd. Devela made and marred
political decisions which
Alauddin could hardly parry.
'hen comes the British impe-
rial love which cast off earthly
jrower. the crown and scepire.
liker a handful of dust and
upheld love aove all earthly
gifts which this, world can
yield. Private love clashed with
stale Interest., Edward
hesmeared himsell with the
stigma but kept state above
personal scandal He re-
nounced. Lady Simpson who
enthralled Edward VIII did
not, however. enjoy or exef
cise earthly power. But. her
abiding love for Edward or vice
versa [lowed incessantly. She
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with Mamitaz
Mahal, the empress  of
Shahjahan, te whom the
worldly oy or happiness con-
sisted only in the man she
loved. She did not pick money,
nor accepted gratification
Providence rewarded her On
her mortal remains shines a
mausoleum which this world
has not seen before, or ever
Socially reputed to be bad
but liked by many who mat-
tered and who paid heavy
prices. Theodora was one. Her
last anchorage was with
Byzantine Emperor Justinian.
Daughter of a bear trainer ob-
serves a historian. she grew up
in the odour of a circus, be-
came an aciress and a prosti-
tute, shocked and delighted
Constantinople with her lewd
pantomimes. She was accused
of practising abortion with re-
peated success but ultimately
had to give birth to an illegiti-
mate child. She later became
misiress of Hecebolus, a rich
Syrian. who later deserted her
For the time being she was not
seen in Alexandria. Again she

reappeared in Constantinople
as a poor but honest woman,

She used to earn leaving by
spinning wool. Emperor
Justinian met her. instantly
fell in love with her. first made
her his . mistress, Lthen pro-
moted tp wife and then was el-
evated to a queen. Theodora
became a matron whose impe-
rial chastity no one impugned.
She was avid of money and
power. She slept much like a
crocodile, gorged heartily ex-
otic food and strong drinks.
Justirian remained enamoured
of her. bore with philesophic
patience and md'ufg:nce her
interference with his schemes.
The peoples love for Justinian

goes parallel

transliormed into hatred be
catse of his wile
Anather woman repuied to

be bad was loved and adored by

a great general of the rank and
reputation of Alexander
Caesar Salahuddin and
Napoleon. The husband was
Belisarious — the general of
Emperor Justintan The

Emperor doted on Theodora
his general in turn, adored
Antonina. a woman of en
thralling beauty with multiple
‘interest, Antonina was known
for her infidelities which her
husband Belisarius bore with
melting fury. In his campaign
to far-off lands, Belisarius took
his beloved with him. At the
height of the raging battle
Belisarius never forget to re
turm to the camp for a while o
kiss his beloved or to receive
one. In the thick of batties
when his men reach for en-
emy's throat, Belisarius sought
and sent messages of love like
those which Napoleon sent to
Josephine,

Khasru Pervez, the mighty
Persian King was so much en-
amoured of his beloved wife,
Shirin, that he could not ac-
cept the mortiality of his con-
sort. She was the fairest among
his 3000 wives. He assembled
all philosophers and thinkers
of his empire to devise ways to
bestow immortality on Shirin.
On being told that it was be-
vond their power o make her
immortal, he asked sculptors
to carve likenesses of Shirin
on marvel and stone. This was
done with Shirin insensate and

_ speechless. Khasru was killed

by his son alt the order ol
Heraclius. Shirin was spared
for a natural death later be
catise of her virtues.

Yazid 1I, the

Umayyad '

hought for 4000 gold pieces
hefore he became caliph His

brother, Caliph Suleiman
compelled him 10 returp ihe
girl t0o the seller Though

parted. Yazid never lorget her
heauty and tenderness When
he came (0 power his wile
perhaps out of conjugal affec
tieri. asked him whether there
was anything i the world left
s he desired. The Caliph af

firiiiatively said it was Habiba
The dutiful wife sent for
Habibha presenited her 1o the

Calipli and retired 1o the ob
scurty of the harem One day
frasting with Habiba, Yarzid
playfully threw a grape pit into
her mouth. It choked her and
she died in the arms of the
Caliph Seven days laler. the
Caliph died of grief.

‘Among, perbaps. many un-
known., we know of one slave
girl who died laughing when
she heard that the Sultan. her
masier loved her It was Sultan
Muhammad of Turkey who ar-
dently loved a slave girl but
coudd not express it lest it
lowered his royal dignity. A
rayaity should not stoop down -
s0 low to love a slave girl. One
day. the Sultan finding the girl
all alone. mustered courage to
tell her in unmistaken pas-
sions of love that the
Commander of the f[aithful
loved her. The girl. overjoyed”
at being loved by no less a per-
son than the Sultan, started
laughing non-stop and gasped
out of breath. The bereavement
the Sultan suffered was too
heavy to bear. In memory of his
beloved he built a mauscleum
at Istanbul on her meortal re-
mains. The boast of heraldry
and pomp of power of the
Sultan failed to restrain his
mind frem seeking comfort
from a slave girl. Nature in its
peculiar ways avenges and
levels the slave and Sultan In
their station of life.

In Your -Brimming Face

by Hubert Francis Sarkar

Clumsily 1 walk, my gaze desperate to pieree the ex-

pressionless, cueless sky..

Harrred and hurrted pedestrians walk by.

But, where is that holy place, where js that holy solace?
Ma. amazing grace is the reminiscence of a deep embrace,
the gospels writ large in your brimming face.

Machetes flash as the thuggee clash and the mantras of the
holy books are drowned in the mishmash.

Yet, no avatar, no angel can stop the gushes.

Surreal animals run a juggernaut through the moments.

Far more trancﬁimty existed inside Jacob's tent

when Yahweh

imsell tormented that tent.

And. in our motherland, the sel-absorbed masterminds
With a thin smilé lurking in their lips. spoil and stile the

wunderkinder.

Blind, utterly blind are these masterminds.
Ma, exasperatinly, the wheel of time grinds.

Yet, it is no serendipity that splendid patterns are embroi-

dered.

Even amidst fanatical quests of the Darwinian cultists, per-

sists a

to have a holy ablution to wash out all these curses. all these

SCars

Your radiating face, your tender embrace remain ever as the

‘EE.I'HI of the

gems

And, in charismatic magnificence. all those martyrs, all those
savanits celebrate a sacred name, a sacred anthem — hold aloft an

undying flame.

Ma. only then become futile the clajms ’the bearers of a

gory emblem,

the prescribers of nostrums, the instigators of mayhem.
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- She Gave Pity

Years of hunger and thiest
He was hungry still, young

And wanted to five

So he picked up the basket to sell berries
And when a woman gave him ambrosia
He flung his hasket down -

And grabbed on to her hand

And said "One more!”
As if she was his lifeline

She wanted to give him hope

She wanted to give him the world

But alas she could give him only pity

For innocence of his own indignity

The loss of pride that he was born with
The same as her, a child of mother earth
And millions go on hungry still.

Continued from page 9
vagueness of Lthe source is an
important factor in the making
of a rumour. It is found that in
the case of a particular rumour
all interested persons go on
repeating iggwith great relish,
without an¥one caring to trace
fts origin. It is quite nalural

I and logical that a rumour can

no longer remain a rumour if it
can He traced to its source. In
that case, it will either be veri-
fied and become a fact or con-
tradicted. It should be borne
in mind that any rutnour to he
a rumour, must be short-lived
and related to the present.

Therefore, the best way, as
psychology tells us, -to kill a
identify the
source that dispels the fog of

- INOUrs,

' How Rumours Spread

vagueness that surrounds it
and sustains it. It is said that
rumours after the Pearl
Harbour incident swept over
America like a wild fire, ad-
versely affecting the morale of
the American people. The ru-
however, were in-
stantly nipped in the bud when
the US government came out
with detafled accounts of the
destruction of the Pacific Fleet
by the Japs. giving the exact
time, and date of the treacher-
ous attack, along with the fig-
ure of casualties. The rumours
soon died down.

Rumours appear to undergo
gualitative changes of the kind
found in serial reproduction
experiments, but there are
some differences with regard

to the temporal and motiva-
tional characteristics.
Folk-tales and Rumours

Folk-tales and rumours have
certain factors in common, the
most important being the
vagueness of the source, which
turns a fact into a legend.

In the case of folk-tales, the
element of interest found in
the rumour, remains.
Psychologically speaking,
without interest folk-tales like
rumours canrnot and sur-
vive, But the basic difference
between folk-tales and ru-
mours lies in time. Rumours,
as already stated, are always
related to the present and
present alone, whereas folk-
tales are connected with the
past and particularly with the
deeds of bravery and chivalry.
The interest in them do not

subside. Like rumours folk- -.
tales must have vagueness of

source which is a prerequisite
for the making legends.

. Every nation has its folk-
tales and legends but there is
much similarity in certain
aspects of all folk-tales, de-
spite differences in languages
and nationalities. They are all
based on national interest and
mostly on extra-ordinary intel-
leetual or physical deeds of
bravery, courage and chivalry;
secondly, they are all vague re-
garding their sources.

In all the three cases,,
namely, serial reproduction,
rumour and folk-tales  we
would not fail to notice certain
characteristica in common,
notably, thai they change in
accordance with the interest
and attitude of persons
transmitting them, yet, they all
show differences primarily in

social functions which they
serve. '

=

ROUND 50 men live in
~ caves located on fore-
A sted hill§ overlooking
the-fertile Kangra Valley at the
foot of the Himalayas in nor-
thern India. -

" Unmindful of the bone-
chilling cold and heavy snow-
fall, they rarely come out of
their caves or huts for days at a
time. Living like hermits in
deep meditation, they are
Tibetan by birth bui monks by
choice, They are carrying on
the Yogic traditions of ancient
Tibet.

. Yoga has multifarious uses:
it helps meditators to concen-
trate, athletes to keep them-
selves in shape and other in-
dividuals to remain healthy. In
‘the case of the hermits, their
main focus is meditation to at-
tain enlightenment. Their
worldly needs are kept to the
barest minimum,

Jampa Tenzin, 58, took up
the solitary lifestyle 24 years
ago. He became a monk at the
age of seven and studied ele-
mentary Tibetan Buddhist
Scriptures for the next 14
years at a monastery near his
family home in southern Tibet.
However, in March 1959 after
the Chinese annexed Tibet, he

. came to India along with other

Buddhists.

In an interview, Mr. Tenzin
saic: "The initial period of ex-
lle was very depressing [ didn't
know what destiny held for
mne.

Wkére 'SCiehce Ends

"The options before me
were either to become a good
monk, or study and then serve
the Tibetan administration at
Dharamsala, North India, or to
join the army.”

Sitting in Padamasana (lotus
posture) on a low bed in his
weather-beaten hut, Mr. Ten-
zin went on to describe his life
and explain his practice of
meditation.

To his right, a lone butter
lamp flickers in front of the
small altar. The tiny room
filled with Buddhist scriptures
is the hermit's study room, liv-
ing room, bedroom and
kitchen — all rolled into one.

Asked what prompted him
to become a hermit, he said:
"After wandering in Nepal for
several years | came into con-
tact with an elderly Tibetan
Yogi. who taught me how to
meditate.”

Then one day he heard a
lama’s sermon —"Whether one
believes in religion or not is
one's right, but if you do, you
must work hard for it." These

words motivated him (o be-
come a hermit.

But then frustration over-
took him because he felt his
progress was slow. He moved
to Dalhousie — a former British
hill station in northern India —
to continue his monastic life.

"There | was stagnating.
The thought of karmic effect
scared me. But still I wasn't
sure what [ wanted to accom-
plish,” he said.

Then with just B0 kilo-
grams of wheat flour and
LUS$5 he climbed the hills be-
hind Dharamsala to become
real hermit.

He recalled: "The first theee
yvears were the most difficult.
meditating in caves and nol
knowing when your provision
of food would run out Time
passed by slowly.

"However, during the sixth
year, | achiteved some success
in the practice of Tummo, an
advanced form of meditation
which helps generate heat in
one's body. Since then | have
never looked back "

g

day starts at 6 am and they

—

What about food? Eighty ki-
los of wheat flour could not last
forever. Mr. Tenzin said, like
the Buddha, he was always
ready to beg for food. "The
strangest experience was that
before my food provisions ran
out, people were always there
to make offerings.”

Though peaceful, life of the
meditators is strenuous. Their

meditate continuously till
midnight, with breaks only to
prepare meals.

On the other hand, Thupten
Woeser, 32, said he became a
hermit two’years ago when his
parents and relatives died in a
bus accident in Nepal. Mr. |
Weser is the youngest among
the hermits. He has completed
his first meditation stage.

The oldest of the lot is
Geshe Yeshi Tobgyal 68, a
doctor in Tibetan Buddhist
philosophy. He has spent the
past 26 years meditating in
caves.

Surprisingly. an Indian Sikh
took Tibetan Buddhist vows,
donned the maroon robes of
monkhood and the ordination
name of Tenzin Chhodak.

A former sfudent of bio-
chemistry and computer
sclence who had worked in
New York, Tenzin Chhodak is
happy to |oin the hermitage.
"“Where science ends, Budd-
hism begins " he remarked

with a smile,
— PDepthnews Asia
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