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The many myths and legends associated with the origins of the ancient Olympic Games
are a reflection of the mythic-religious nature of the ancient Greek civilization. The
symbols that identify the Olympic Games celebrate and commemorate the history of
the Games. The ancient Games were a powerful force for unification, peace, and the
free exchange of ideas and knowledge for the ancient Greeks. Presently, it has acquired
the status of ‘Biggest Show on Earth’.

- Riya Bhowmik

When it comes to the formation of the Olympic Games, three characters are central:
Pelops, Hercules, and King Iphitos.

The Olympic festival was held in honor of Zeus, chief of the Greek pantheon of gods.
Legend has it that Zeus marked Olympia as his sacred precinct with a thunderbolt
hurled from his throne on Mount Olympus.

Pelops was considered the mythical founder of the Games. The story begins with
Oinomaos, the king of Pisa, who had a beautiful daughter named Hippodameia.
According to an oracle (fortune—teller), the king would be killed by her husband.
Therefore, he decreed that any young man who wanted to marry his daughter was
required to drive away with her in his chariot, and the king would follow in another
chariot and spear the suitor if he caught up with them. Now, the king's chariot horses
were a gift from the god Poseidon and were therefore supernaturally fast. Pelops was a
local hero of Olympia and a very handsome young man, and the king's daughter fell in
love with him. Hence, before the race, she persuaded her father's charioteer to replace
the bronze axle pins of the king's chariot with wax ones. Thus, during the race the wax
melted and the king fell from his chariot and was killed. Pelops was proclaimed the
winner and married Hippodameia. After his victory, Pelops organized chariot races as
thanksgiving to the gods and as funeral games in honor of King Oinomaos. It was from
this funeral race held at Olympia that the beginnings of the Games were inspired.

The greatest hero of Greece, Hercules, had to complete twelve labors to free himself
from slavery to King Eurystheos. In celebration of successfully completing the labor,
Hercules instituted the first games in honor of Zeus at site of Pelops's tomb. He is said



to have fixed the distance of the original race (and ultimately the stadium) by placing
one foot in front of the other six hundred times. Hercules also planted the sacred olive
tree that was later the source of crowns for the Olympic victors.

King Iphitos of Elis, who was a descendent of Hercules, is credited with revamping the
Games and imposing the institution of the Olympic truce. At the time of King Iphitos,
around the ninth century BC, mainland Greece was unsettled by civil wars and
migrations. Olympic truce became a major instrument in the unification of the Greek
states and colonies.

The Olympic Flame

During the ancient Olympic Games, a sacred flame was lit from the sun’s rays
at Olympia, and stayed lit until the Games were completed.

In modern times, the Olympic flame was first lit during the opening ceremony of the
1928 Olympic Games in Amsterdam.

The Birth of the Relay

The idea for the torch relay may have been inspired by an ancient Olympic torch relay
event (lampadedromia), in which the winner was awarded the honor of lighting the
sacred flame. The Nazis adopted this idea for their own purpose: At the 1936 Games in
Berlin, they proposed that a flame be lit in Greece and transported to Berlin via torch
relay. The idea was embraced and continued at each subsequent Olympic Games.

The lighting ceremony takes place in the sanctuary of Altis in Olympia, Greece. High
priestess of the holy temple, kindles the fire from the rays of the sun with a concave
mirror. She then passes the blazing torch, together with a symbolic olive branch from
the sanctuary of Altis, to the first torch-bearer. From here, the torch is passed from
runner to runner until it reaches to the historic Panathenaic stadium in Athens. This
marble stadium was built for the first revived Olympic Games in 1896. It is here that the
Greek Olympic Committee delivers the flame to a representative of the hosting
country. The Olympic flame is then carried from Athens to the city in which the Olympic
Games are to be held.


http://www.olympic-legacy.com/trivia/index.php
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The Flying Kite

- Koushik Pandit

Viren and Mini got married 2 years back. They were in love since their
college days. Viren’s father was an ex-army man and martyr in some militant
attack in Kashmir when little Viren was only 12 years old. Since then, his mother
had brought him up, and didn’t make him feel the absence of his father. From
childhood, Viren used to be a very ambitious boy. He liked to fly kites in the
open blue sky and dreamt of being a civilian pilot. But it was his father, who
always encouraged him to be a war-craft pilot. After his father’s death, that wish
of his father didn’t allow him to sleep at nights. May be that’s why he did not
listen to the pleadings of his mother and girlfriend when he got a call letter from
IAF and joined training at Pune straight away.

During his stay at Pune, he was surprised to see how the disciplined life in
an army institution can change a flamboyant college lad into a tough army man.
The young chap of limitless dreams is slowly turned into a man, full of love and
emotions for his Motherland, and his countrymen. Viren successfully completed
his training and was placed as a flying officer in Sky-5 squadron and got his first
posting at Gwalior. In the meantime, Mini was in a job at Hyderabad. Soon they
tied knots and started living in Delhi along with Viren’s mother.

To lead an army life after being married has always been a catch 22 situation.
Viren used to visit Mini and his mother at almost regular intervals. Life was going
good. But soon this peaceful living was thrown into danger of uncertainties and
enormous mental stress as war was announced against neighbouring country.
Viren’s squadron was also recruited for the war front. Viren’s voice, over the
phone, sounded to be pumped up with excitement and joy. He always wanted
to be a real hero, who will have a real war experience to narrate in front of his
children and grandchildren. “Please take care of yourself and I'll pray for your
victory and safety”, Mini’s throat was almost choked. “Don’t worry. You’re still a
baby, Mini. Just remember | love you till my last breath.” Viren put down the call.

Days after the commencement of war, it became a regular practice for Mini
and her mother-in-law to keep their eyes on news channels. This all-time
anxiety took its revenge on Mini. Her health condition started to deteriorate.
Also she was having a baby in her womb since last 3 months. Viren’s mother
could hardly manage this stress for his son and daughter-in-law.



After a few days, intensity of war had reached to its peak. Viren’s call to his
home has almost ceased. He sounded like a 10 year old boy when he was
describing his family members about how he dropped bombs and shot missiles
and devastated so many enemy bunkers and tanks. Mini used to tremble in some
unknown fear listening to this dreadful description of war.

But finally that dark foggy fear of Mini started to haunt her. Media reported
casualties of Sky-5 squadron when three of their fighter planes were crash-
landed by enemy missiles. Hearing the news, Mini collapsed into tears. Viren’s
mother fainted immediately. Mini couldn’t feel whether her heart had ceased
beating or not. Suddenly some old rusted memories started to seep into her
memories. Her first date with Viren at the Nehru Park, her first nervous
kiss, little fights with him over silly topics... all started to sail around her mind
in those timeless moments.

Suddenly the vase dropped from the cupboard due to the mischievous cat and
that brought Mini back to present. Soon she found herself so much helpless
with her mother-in-law lying over the floor in senseless state and her 3 months’
child in her womb, who is yet to come. What could be worse than this for their
first child, who is yet to see the first light of the earth? What will she say to her
child when it will ask, “Momma, | want to see my father! Why don’t | have my
father when my all other friends have?” Life is so merciless. God is so dumb to
hear the cry of a widow mother and that of a pregnant wife. What sin has she
committed to face this misfortune? Suddenly the phone bell rang. Mini’s leg
started shaking. It must be from Viren’s camp. They will officially announce his
death. With a broken and wet voice Mini uttered, “Yes!” “Hey Mini, | just
wanted to tell you that my flight was cancelled due to some technical snag. I'm
pretty safe now and alive, talking to you!”. Viren shouted on the other end.
Taking a deep breath, Mini could only reply, “I love you till my last breath, Viren”.
Viren was trying to say something but his voice was suppressed by noises and
the call got disconnected.
Beep... beep... beep.....




A trek to Incredible Himalayas - Holiday in Heaven

- Subham Dastidar & Debdutta Ghosh

“The world is a book and those who do not travel read only one page.”
- st. Augustine

In the leisure of our hectic schedule, we energize our mind with fresh

dreams. That is why we crave for a place surrounded with absolute serenity,
miles away from any interference. The mountain ranges of Himalaya are one of
such places, where the pristine beauty talks about its elegance. Since the ancient
times, the Himalayas are considered to be inhabited by immortal gods and
sorcerers. Its beauty and deadliness have attracted countless nature lovers for
centuries after centuries.

We had such an opportunity to taste the nectar of Himalayan beauty. We
decided to visit Chopta, a land of vast open thick grasslands (known as Bugiyal). It
is a destination nestled in the rhododendron and oak forests of the lower Garhwal
Himalayas at a height of 2,900 m. It is the gateway to the world’s highest shrine
of Lord Shiva, Tunganath, situated at around 3680 meter altitude and sits at a
moderate 3.5 kms trek. Tunganath is the third kedar among the famous
Panchakedars (Kedarnath, @Madmaheshwar, Tunganath, Rudranath and
Kalpeshwar) and Chandrashilla is the highest point of this summit.

We started our journey from CBRI colony on sth June, 2012 in the morning.
Rishikesh, Devprayag, Srinagar, Rudraprayag were some of the places in our
itinerary. Throughout the journey we relished the vastness of the mountains and
the lethal beauty which sometimes brought forth enjoyment and sometimes an
anxiety. A hotel was booked for the night stay. Though, the high altitude and a
fresh precipitation brought down the temperature significantly, we roamed about
nearby in the entire evening. We planned to start early morning for the trekking.
But our fortune was not with us. From midnight it was raining heavily and it
continued till the morning. Near around 8 am, the rainfall slowed down. Without
wasting any more time we put on the raincoat and took the rucksacks and
thereafter the trekking started. The road was completely dark due to fog and
raindrops, but we were enjoying the hostile weather. After climbing up a
kilometer or so, the climate started to improve and thus we were able to see the
green bugiyals and some mystic foggy peaks. The path was quite steep, so
intermittent rest became essential. But whenever we stopped, we were



speechless with majestic splendor of the nature. At last we reached Tunganath
after three hours of trekking. Though there was a scarcity of shelter, somehow we
managed to get one. We roamed around here and there on the bugiyals. In the
evening, the sun suddenly appeared from nowhere and the clouds also moved
away and gave us a splendid chance to visualize a range of snowy peaks like,
Choukhamba, Nilkantha, Sumeru, Kedar dome and many more. We quickly took
some snaps. In the mean time we offered puja to lord Shiva and also assembled
during the evening Aarti. The night was amazing as the sky was filled with
innumerable stars and countless illuminations were enlightening the towns at far
while we were standing at height within absolute obscurity.

The next day we planned to watch the sunrise from Chandrashilla. The rocky
pathway to the summit starts just behind the temple. We started roughly 3.45
am in the morning. After trekking for 1.5 km, we reached the summit, which
stands alone at an altitude of 4090 m, at around 4.30 am. We were eagerly
waiting for the marvelous sunrise. The weather was windy and chilled, and we
were shivering like anything. The sky was quite gloomy and thus the much
awaited ‘first light’ of the baby sun did not meet to our expectation. But we could
see the massive peaks like, Nanda Devi, Trishul. Our feeling was beyond
imagination, as if we achieved our ultimate motto. After staying there for 1.5
hours on the summit, we returned. After taking breakfast we started to descend
till Chopta. From Chopta we rented a cab and moved towards Sari village, in the
way to Ukhimath, 23 kms away from Chopta.

After reaching Sari, we decided to spend the night in a tent near Deoria tal, a
lake lying lazily some distance away from Chopta. Following the settlement for
the tent, we started our trek to the hill top. After strenuous walking for 3 kms, we
reached our destination. The scene was really delightful. At an altitude of about
2387 meters, Deoria Tal, the lake, is surrounded by a meadow and a dense forest
with snow covered mountains in the backdrop. The local inhabitants told us that
the nearby forest is full of wild animals and they used to come to the lake for
drinking water at night. That sounded really adventurous.

Next day we woke up early and thought of watching the sunrise and the
golden peaks with their mesmerizing reflected image in the lake. But it was our
bad luck, that the sky was so cloudy that we could not see any of the snow
peaks. So with a somber mood, we returned. As soon as we reach the valley,
there we started for our return journey. The altitude, the serenity, the greenery,
the holiness was so pure that all of us were watching the Chandrashilla peak till
it disappeared. Our job remained unfinished to a little extent. But that gave birth
to a new pledge to re-conquer the destination once again.
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