dosra8aha

S3ArdTeCo; Beord SYE HGo, AVIBTIS (o WD TWED SWI) & eser
SODFIBOLH DBYVD T60cs08 FDIE B B$6:DI A0, WEVR ITY DTPALIDD
OBY8 SPEEITD DAEFWANRD EQ) JURTT, DAVIS® FODIS®, SHOCIT D Eoe0.
DBoEB SHRDITUP FDYE 6 2.8 &8 VoSS BT 6.

B DD S 70 VA6 2 BAG” W) & FDIB. SEED @0 B w0 FONIID
T, GBI DoDVI) D WFT) WAYod, o8 GAE, ST Cod B SIIVR
DODI HoBLPO GBSV, EDVG, DISOVE. DO JRTBYE 388 DGO & FDIE
D0BoDDED EDen, Eaew, ;51’5.3*’&». > 0 SISV S eg0ch e@b&)"oé& 51’203".‘0

VRSBV ToBITGocs0S B TPHEODRIECS Sydeeden, O3 BOLTPS 0LeD.

BOPIBRIFYY 308D 8D FErS'se IS GOAPASEIED ErHos” YIBoDILD, Gesowde
agcmo& DD & FTBRTTEI) WoED, V6D, T wﬁsmé)l BIPRTW, I° QOGO
E0E S BPITDTE. 52D FDIE DIOEFS'S SB\DVBS oo HrE's DXSTY
00008, SBE JPLYOTRD B wdbbw@rvda DBV, T8 eSS SodEeo
PS5 SEDE a8 A6 S'tw. B FIIE SWATH odET) DG S I6\God.
BRD DD Do SHAODE BRIT0S M VEHVTAG. TR I ERLIE DT DodaB0MT &
o) AV0VH DEDR® ey, IO RDOBfo JVD e ARy, FerSy 6270,
Do BSHe SEIAOF L6y, DY .. RO Hred DHOEDS” oz Fairon.

SDND BSI0VDY SO oS BB FHRID GSHOW JoVSBAKVLS” VTR w3 Trer
2008 DEBD GsowBen, VoJGHW, o8 STPyHoBoTE. SEen IO INS Fokd
RDADD T, DB 0B 20D NP DT TP, TR HDOID0D) FLOA FTET® FATZOO
™, Aaired G S 20D TAHG TP JPH BOLFBITNED. D600 A ESden.
DB PG B BVD GII0) WAOSEDND IS V0EOD FDIE S VoS HYo
DF0D S Dgaso ST,



FDJGoze Unicode &° Saircd B HBosio B DGBI0 0 T &dYo. WIS JoIAE
D[R DAEE Ty HDY0B. SV IFYVBIVN) Ter sTIod WD & SHBVD 866
™8 QoS aoer RO R. TPl ©d & HTP00eS" DOVQT QoS Sor5eb
D0 Fod RIS ST BOLAITE0ES 206 D06 RSN Dxao.

DOS® 2GS oIRGB B

~

FOPIE LoDUTTE 90BNDS Ao (o FoZ0AAI.
WP 30 PSSy DE003EosS” o ey SP0omr, Jotby & EPEND @) VI
200er S,

QoB006 VIFOo FET'D QEID LITPYERD S°G[o 2038 . DIr, H FIIE
€5 VOB Z WAPYTY KOEE TPE) DBoG0S Do 2WEIDE &) .

28 bﬁ)‘)é GBIV DoAAS DY .. DDA e8FoND DEOTP Bedden T TSR 63*’35). PobLiNeININTI)
F(IDGE0S’D WA DYROT D0 BIIVEV0  DAEWFRITY D BYOLBI B,
DT, D00PJOTT Y € DBDOND DYVET IRVEFVOTT, SDISEGOMT €08 FPATTPO
oo, (A (00D @ose Jddore “An American (Telugu Association) Dream” &5°
BEDBEN). & B S 200D Besden Trer B I HT°\AW. Ve & Aorfe® éane)fol
58200 s v D00, EN'B 2O WO B R0 Bt STl st BIIOS
FEIFBITOD HATTVDGOD.

DD AFPDOD T°CoBET Seddedd a»g @% XD e Do Felaglel) 50 PSS, ?gaye)é
BSIO II0) €D AL, LPE§EP Sdvo FDIE SB B6 ITE &) e, E-B6 VI \T°D
Q0088 TPES. 306 FaRoeS” FEFED 200D &P TS LB Jomodw.

g S eﬁeg"ww RIXDTEAN. & 0DDA0C DL @A B BOYRDDVG0 S, Svorr
EPEND & F2A 2DoDAD e (Bocsod!

& arh &) Do
Q0P EE



The American (Telugu Association) Dream

Welcome to the 10th American Telugu Association Convention festivities. Hundreds of volunteers have
proudly laboured for thousands of hours to bring this experience to the tens of thousands of visitors
expected this year. Half a world away from our homeland, we hope to have created a miniature Andhra
Pradesh in the state of New Jersey, where, for the next few days, you can pretend you are at home again -
with the sweet sounds of spoken Telugu heard in the aisles, delicious aromas of pinDivanTalu wafting up
from the kitchens, girls in parikini ownees running down the halls. You can look forward to meeting old
friends and making new ones, and enjoying the dozens of cultural events with the galaxy of stars who have
dropped in here for your entertainment.

You hold in your hands the product of much blood, toil, tears and sweat expended on your behalf by the
Souvenir Editorial Team, the Judges and reviewers, and most of all, the hundreds of authors who answered
our call for articles to print in this Souvenir. It was gratifying, though a little daunting, to see the stream of
creativity we unleashed with this call. How could we distill this cornucopia of riches into something that
can be published in one volume?

At this tenth convention of the American Telugu Association, we felt it was only fitting to focus on the
American Telugu experience. In the editor's experience (limited as it may be), many literary collections and
souvenirs tend to be filled with stories about farmers in the heartland, or globalization robbing some person
or group of their livelyhood, or narrow political or caste themes from specific places. These are all real
problems, and have our full sympathy. But by definition, the American Telugu people have left those
behind when they came to this brave new world. Does that mean we have no problems here? Our lives are
spent blissfully feasting off the milk and honey in this land where the streets are paved with gold? Where
are the stories which "tell it like it is" from OUR point of view? Where are the America Telugu Kathalu?

What is an America Telugu Katha, you might ask. Is this such a clear and distinct genre?

As members of the Telugu Diaspora, we all share some common transformative experiences. All of us will
remember our first plane ride here, when we left the security of our village or town or city and ventured
forth to this far away land of milk and honey. Some of us came here for studying while others came for
work or to rejoin spouses or other family members. But in all cases, it was probably something desired
fervently, and awaited with increasing eagerness as the different rites of passage were successfully
completed - getting a passport, getting a visa - right upto the tearful parting scene at the airport. All of us
must remember the culture shock of stepping off that plane into America, the wonderful - the shock of
suddenly being surrounded by pale faces speaking an exatic version of the English we thought we knew.
Unlearning Indian terms and coming to grips with foreign ways of thinking and of life. Most of us went on
to become successful at what we do. But this usually meant staying away from home for several years. The
first trip back to our home town is indelibly etched on our consciousness. It was a time to revel in all the
little joys we used to enjoy in our youth - from favourite radio programs to choice restaurants, looking up
childhood friends or rarely seen relatives. Or maybe it is the parents coming to visit us in the US for the
first time, gazing on in pride at their child's used Cadillac or sofa set. In time, and over several visits in both
directions, the novelty wears off. We find ourselves developing professionally, increasingly flush with cash
and possessions, and reaching the top levels of the organizational heirarchies.

But, we notice with alarm, somewhere in this process we seem to have changed - morphed away from the
Telugu people we felt we used to be into something resembling Americans. Often, this rude awakening
dawns on us when we visit our hometown and we realize that we are missing the comforts of "home" - the
clean quiet environs, the freedom and flexibility of getting into a car and driving where you want when you
want, even the junk food. We begin to act like the NRI's shown in Telugu movies, loudly demanding things
that we know must be rare or scarce, and turning up our noses at the bathrooms and roads.

We begin to notice this even more keenly as our children grow up. Their interests and attitudes seem
entirely alien. Indeed, their very speech seems alien at times. If they even speak Telugu, it is of the wierd



and wonderful kind that we used to laugh at in movies in simpler times long gone. Stunned, we immerse
ourselves in our Teluguness. We form, or join, Telugu associations. We teach our daughters Kuchipudi or
sangeetham and send our children to Telugu classes. But the genie is out of the bottle. We know, in our
hearts, that things can never go back to the "good old" days.

The pressures on these first generation Telugu children are tremendous. What is being asked of them is
nothing less than to have two different personalities packaged in one little body. At home, or with
grandparents, they are expected to be loving, respectful, speaking in Telugu, able to quote puranaalu or
padyaalu, and go all mushy when listening to Ghantasala songs or watching NTR as Krishna. We want
them to be at the top of their classes in school, get perfect SAT scores and go to the best Ivy League
colleges. When they step out of the house, they must speak perfect American, play baseball, listen to rap
music, and dress provocatively to be accepted among their peers. We expect them to be the best at piano
and orchestra, while also learning Carnatic music. Small wonder then that a whole generation of Telugu
kids seems most comfortable befriending other Indian kids with the similar split personalities; Or that a
significant majority rebel against the whole thing as soon as they get a chance, and marry an American
person.

All these are uniquely American Telugu shared experiences. They form a rich lode of material that can be
mined for endlessly interesting stories. These are the type of stories we wanted to encourage and exhibit in
this 10th souvenir of the American Telugu Association.

The focus of this Tenth ATA convention is supposed to be our Youth. They are the ones who will need to
carry the Telugudanam torch forward into the future. We need to fill them with the Essence of Telugu
Culture while we still have time. We wanted to get stories that will appeal to this generation of Telugu
people. Stories which will evoke traditional values in a familiar setting, to promote the timeless values that
make us Telugu people unique.

We cannot quite say we achieved our goal. But we do have several interesting and insightful stories, which
have something to say about our life in the United States - from seemingly trivial issues like dealing with a
pet dog, to a tale of unfaithfulness and reconciliation. Hopefully, what we published here will encourage
more people to reflect on their experiences and begin to pen them down.

I know that there are several gifted writers here who can weave interesting and captivating stories about
daily life and challenges in the U.S. Their works fill the excellent online magazines like eemaata,
sujanaranjani and koumudi, and win prizes at competitive events like the Vanguri Foundation contests.
Sadly, we have not been able to attract them to submit to ATA.

We also had another goal which we didn't quite manage to accomplish - to get more works from the youth
themselves, especially second generation Telugu American writers. We hoped to see more provocative
works from this group, either in English or in Telugu. With luck, reading the articles in this souvenir, or
having them read by someone in the family, will turn some of them into poets and story tellers.

But all in all, what we do have is quite remarkable, and will keep you engaged for many pleasant hours. So
find a cozy corner, grab some zanthikalu to snack on, and dig into this delightful collection of kathalu,
kavithalu, naatikalu, geyalu and many other literary savories.

Sreenadh Jonnavithula
Chair, Souvenir Committee



