Indian Sur

By Nishi Lal Kumar

df becanmiv so close over tivo weeks that the thought of

Threesummers Ago, my parents dragged me
Kicking and screaming to Rochester, New
ok, to depositome at the besuniful campsite 6f

Hirdu Herttase Summer Camp, forwhat ! was
srinin @wszié be the worst two weeks of my
- Lexpected to find a bunch of FOB Indian
Gowrriet é’%&?’@i‘é’% ziﬁé xsm.i% ami éays f iiui

ﬁgﬁ my @éd Emizan Ee ﬁ{i?i‘eeb {is{%
Luckily, 1 was in fora very g)iea%m gasr’;sr;'«;e a
surprise that will leave an bopression onw my
{ife forgver,

That first day Hayonmy bed and listened to
the wther girls talk of their bharat natyam
classes, the shuadis they had been to, and their
favorite new Bollywond mssic and aciorsall
things I could barely say twowords, much less
hold & conversation, about.  Almost gt the
point of despair, ¥ looked around and locked
eyes with a curly-maned girl who locked Just
My ageand was gesturing forme to come over,
1 remember she had the kindest, most apenly
sincereamileThad eversesn. Hername was
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Tara, which 1 lnter lewrned wanslaled into
“star.” and rightly so: that day and the days that
followed shine with remarkable %}rzgh&mm n
HIY TISImOTIoS,

Through Tara I metthe rest of the girls inmy
cabinand got 1o kaow all the counselors and

the boy campers as well, not a hard feat as there
“avere enly eighty campers and about thisty

counselors in gl As dne may imagine, after
sticking o hupdred and ten Indin children and
stiolescents and young adulis fhe oldest
comselorwas only 21} into six wooden calunz
mryrally divine upsiate New York, we became
gynonymous with o Jarge, nolsy, snd caring
extended family as éa}a passed. Together
we ghtin touch with our heritage through early
morning vogs, pravers o every god and
goddess ever kzz‘swzzﬂ Sanskyit and philosophy
classes, Inips to the Temple, bhajans and
shlokas, dawdia, aod meditation, sachofwhich
opened up & new window into the culture | had
ngver been able to fully appreciste.  But we

Cglso potinuch with aaﬁ other s%mm oh water

fights, games and sports, hiking and canoeing,

campfires, stories, dances, and §§z§:
unbreakable bonds of friendship that formed.
Every person there had something in common:
wewere all raised by pavents who would el us
to finish our dal chawal because pooy
“baaches” in India were starving,

The real sense of heritage 1 gained Bom
camp was ot from the pujss and Vedic
lunches and havans, it was Trom the people |
met who heavily impacied mé in an
indescribable way., My new friends gnd |
hevame so close over two weeks that the
thoupht of leaving was paiaful,  We wers 2l
alike, yetsodifferent. 1learnedthe moaniing of
diversity that summer, even whilesurrounded
by one culture. Al of us had different
backprounds, Family bistories, Hves at heme,
Al of s bad somethi %gam with the
athers, whether i1 v ‘gx bravery,
dan isdun § found that
brown doesn’t dlwavs mean %}f{}wﬁ, i the
camp pictore we are a begutiful mixture of
zold, amber, coffes, the differsat dhades and
mntensities forming o tan-hued rainbow.
Because {}’5 the people Tomet, Toame howe
proud of my culture and my heritage. unigque
s @aéo;ﬁ vadallatonce.

Wby favorite tme gt camp was alvveve inthe
late evening, when the skies of Rochester
seefmed 1o go onfortever and it Tell as though
swmmer would never end. The older campers
had “group sharing” & couple of times g weelk,
where we would talk about Bardships and
parents, school and siblings, or snyihing slse
we felt Hke. With that renewed kinship within
us we wionld walk downtothe ;ai}mz« under the
fwinkling stars ynd whisper sec Tets 5 and jokes
late into the might, The last night of camp that
summmier seomed just like the frst, for we 25
and sang and prayedbat with an pverwhelming
feeling of sadness, becsuse tomprrow night we
wouldn't f?&%t in our secluded Bttle world
anymire, Irwas tradit s‘g} asong on the
last mig ?%;% ;;s;mz% the éswu«,g; f cling we would
all experience sometime over the nexy vear
The pavt i%”sﬁ‘c’ﬁiﬂ’ most vividly went

ol

‘asiic Karmic Unincidence
Fheywill guide yov on your way.
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After emotional goodbyes the next marning  country, bat who were all blanketed by the Further  inforsa abour the Hindu
and a plane ride home, 1 found out the absolute  same sky. To this day, when [ look up at the Heritage Summer Camp can be Jound at
truth this song shared. | came home with a bwinkling night stars, I feel like I'm right back imfhse
network of brothers and sisters spanning the  in that place where { belonged,
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