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0ÒÅÓÉÄÅÎÔȭÓ Column  
Dalia Ghosh

President 2013 Milonee of Colorado

Milonee of Colorado serves as our home away from home. For many of us, Milonee also represents our extended family. 

This December marks my 25th year of involvement with Milonee, and I can safely say that Milonee has helped shape me 

into the person that I am today. I can still remember some of my first Milonee experiences such as making begun bhajas 

for Saraswati Puja (held in a club house!) back in February of 1990, or coordinating the green room over the years as our 

kids got ready for their performances. I have been blessed to have raised my family in such a wonderful and welcoming 

community. The Milonee community extends beyond the boundaries of an annual Puja, and reaches into our homes, 

and ƛƴǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ƘƻƳŜǎΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ pleasure of seeing the impact that our Milonee community has had on our 

children; they have carried their experiences and friendships through their lives, and now, as they are spread across the 

country, they still embody the ideals impressed upon them by the Milonee of Colorado. So it is with a lot of honor and 

gratitude that I accepted the responsibilities of leading Milonee as the President this year.   

While I was also on the Milonee Committee in 1992 and 1996, I can say that our Bengali community and the Milonee 

organization have changed greatly over the years.  We are a much larger community and as such planning and 

organizing our events require a lot of energy and sophistication.  I am thankful to have had a great group of people with 

a variety of talents on the executive committee this year who have devoted countless hours to the tasks at hand.  The 

strong participation from our members made the events this year quite successful.  As part of the 2013 events, we 

celebrated Saraswati Pujo and Milon Mela Picnic with all of your participation and with grand success. At the picnic in 

WǳƴŜ ǿŜ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŜŘ ά{ǇƻǊǘǎέ ŀŦǘŜǊ нм ȅŜŀǊǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ Ƨƻƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǊǘƛŎƛǇŀǘŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ 

competitions that we had participated in when we were school kids growing up in India. Now we are celebrating the 

Ƴƻǎǘ ŎƘŜǊƛǎƘŜŘ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ ά5ǳǊƎŀ tǳƧƻέΦ  L ŀƳ ǎǳǊŜΤ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǳǎ Ŏŀƴ ǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎƴŜǎǎΣ Ŧǳƴ ŀƴŘ ǇƭŜŀǎǳǊŜ 

of this event that we remember from our days in Kolkata.  With careful management, we were able to lower event 

subscription rates throughout the year in spite of rising costs for the venue, food and supplies and yet continue to have 

excellent programs. We are on track financially to also build on the Milonee reserve funds and leave a higher balance for 

the incoming committee to start with. 

Seeing the full effects of Milonee on our Bengali community over the last 25 years has made me exceptionally proud to 

make my mark on the community. While we have grown from having Pujas in club houses, I hope that we continue to 

maintain the principles of the original Milonee of Colorado, as our community is still small and do not enjoy the 

economies of scale similar to the larger organizations in the coastal cities.   We rely heavily on the contributions and 

participation of all our limited membership and should never take hasty decision to overreach financially or increase our 

future burdens.  I hope that everyone who joins us feels as welcome as I did when I first became a part of Milonee.  

Milonee can only thrive through our active participation and commitment and only through its success, can we continue 

to perpetuate our Bengali traditions, festivals and pujas in Colorado.  

L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ŜƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƛǎƘƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǳǎ ά{ǳōƘƻ .ƛƧƻȅŀέ and welcoming the new 2014 Milonee executive committee and look 

forward to their contributions in the coming year. 
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Editorial /  

Durga Puja is a special celebration for Bengalis all over the world. This festival trulȅ ƎƻŜǎ ōŜȅƻƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘ άtǳƧŀέΦ u| x¯  

marks the beginning of ǯns¢qà. I remember, as a kid, me and my brother would wake up to the alarm at 4 am and 

huddle under the mosquito net on my parents' bed. With rapt attention we would listen to the special broadcast on All 
India Radio. Sri Birendra Krishna Bhadra's voice cut through the darkness, full of vigor and quivered in reverence as he 

chanted  ̄ ǯns¢ {sǱt¤§lz¤, describing the various divine forms or ƚq of Ma Durga, n£_Ǳ¡l| ¡wp¢. The chanting was 

interspersed with inspirational melodies like s d§x  ǯl u w R§x w ǯsk£ or d §_  n£_Ǳ  nyŲ|wko ¡wp¢. As the early light of 

dawn appeared on the horizon, Q¡^x ¡su §p, ls d¯_ p, filled our hearts with hope and joy. Durga Puja means new 

clothes, getting dressed, going out with friends to see the Durga pratimas, big pandals, cool lightings, delicious foods at 
stalls, entertaining programmes with music and dance. We cannot forget the Puja edition magazines. This year, I had a 
lot of fun collecting writings and art work from our greater Denver Bengali community, especially from kids and 
compiling them into our own Puja edition magazine, Tuli Kolom with Tirtho. It was amazing to see the talent and 
enthusiasm expressed in the numerous entries, covering a wide gamut of relevant topics from culture, spiritualism, 

traditions and challenges of everyday life... 

 
Editor: Roshmi Bhaumik 

 

Ä^zb¢nszª ă{gbz nz\zs| qzrz nİ¢i¢t Xz{b¢ª¢^k+ gzrz Änzj X{r l}¢_zr ^}{br Xhz ÄXP Äoz¢sk{kG qgǼr p¢k l¢¨ 

Mpzr nªv gYk Mb- itG ƾ}¢s l}¢_zr ^}{b {X^} {ik nz¢iN l¨¢nG ƾ}s nz¢v X¢r qzgzªz¢gr vpª XsXzgzr kzkzk 

_zªZzª gYk lïz¢ūs nzIjz ȕȒ w¢ª {Z¢ª¢^G Ärz_ nz{¨ T¢v pz ÄX ȕj} TXN ăư+ ?pz+ l}¢_z Mv¢g Mr Xg Äir|4@ 

Mr pz¢ªr Pœr wg+ ?V¢r+ Mv¢n Är Mv¢n+ TYk Ägz ǼZÆz czX}r {tn czX}¢rr v¢İ `Z¨z Xr¢^ nz¢lr nz{¨ Mv¢n 

n¢sG ÄqN {tn czX}r rz{_ w¢nk+ Lp{k pz ǼZÆz Mv¢nkG@ {tȕ p¢k gYk pz¢ªr TN Zƨbz Äp¢k {k¢g ÄXzk{ikV {Ǣjz 

wª{kG gzN Y}n rzZ wg {tn czX}¢rr Vlr+ p¢k p¢k nsgzp+ gz¨zgz{¨ pz ǼZÆz ÄX lzczV Mpz¢ir Xz¢^G  

 

Mpz¢ir nz{¨¢g ÄvN vpª Xïz¢v¢b Zzk Ätzkzr Y}n ]s {^s0 gzN l}¢_z T¢sN+ nznzV Änzj X{r TXb} kǁïzs{_X w¢ª 

l¨¢gkG gzN l}¢_zr TX pzv M¢ZN+ Mpz¢ir nz{¨¢g TXbz Zzk Y}n Ätzkz Äqg0 vkÙ {vJw Tr ?TX TX ÄX TX+ 

ǼN TX ÄX ǼN+ Ä^¢srz vn kzpgz l¢¨ lzctzszr VN [¢r---pk n¢vkz M_---G@ TYkV ÄvN Zzk ǉƵ Äo¢v M¢v 

Xz¢kG l}¢_zr M¢p_ nz\zs|¢ir _¢kï TXip LkïrXpG XsXzgzª l}¢_zr Ävs ÄizXz¢k ÄizXz¢k+ pzk}¢ur {o¨ 

tw¢rr vpǃ rzǃzªG {tȕ pk Yz{s ăư Xrg+ ?Tnz¢r l}¢_zª Xbz _zpz+ Mr ÄXzk{ik {X l¨n4@  

 

Äv M_ L¢kX n^r M¢Zr XhzG M_ Mprz vX¢sN qzrz pz{XÆk q}ĕrz¢ƶ nzv X{r+ ÄvN Mkų Äh¢X {X^}bz w¢sV 

n{ĿgG gzN Tnzr qYk g}{s Xsp Tr vƒziX wVªzr v}¢_zZ Älszp+ ÄvN Mkų bz¢X {ǢǱf Xrzr ăªz¢v Äs¢Z 

l¨szpG Ä^zb¢nszª l}¢_z vJYïzª o¢r Äqg Mpz¢ir nz{¨G =Mkų¢psz>+ =ȕXgzrz> hzXg Mpz¢ir _¢kï+ Mr 

n¨¢ir _¢kï =vzkųz>, >Äit> nz Lkïzkï tzri|ªz l{üXzG Mpz¢ir {psk|r =g}{s Xsp> V {Xȁ {cX gzNG lzcX vJYïz 

ÄvN vn l{üXzr g}skzª L¢kX Xp w¢sV tzri|ªz vJYïz l¨zr v}¢_zZ {Xȁ Mprz ÄXPN ^z¨¢g ]zN kzG Mr T¢gz 

TXN l{üXzª+ kzkzk r¢\ kzkzk g}{sr bzk+ kzkzk Xs¢pr Ä^zIªzG v{gï vzhÆX l{üXzr TN kzpXrkG gzN M_¢X 

qYk l}¢_zr {i¢k+ TN l{üXz Mlkz¢ir vX¢sr wz¢g g}¢s Äin+ ȕj} TN p¢k Xrn+ Äq ÄvN nİ¢i¢tr l}¢_zr 

M¢p¢_ Äqk {m¢r M¢v Mlkz¢ir p¢kG ÄvN tzri|ªz vJYïz l¨zr v}¢_zZ X¢r {iszp M_G Mtz X{r Mpz¢ir TN 

ă¢]Ƶz Mlkz¢ir ğ{k¢Xr _kï w¢sV+ Mkų Ä_zZz¢nG  

{Ǝ n]P l¢mǱ ǯb¬o£w¢  
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Neil Sen (aka GOPAL) is a renowned contemporary Bengali artist in Houston, TX. His paintings have been exhibited all 

around USA.  He has created illustrations for books & magazine covers. He paints with a flurry of colors and goes into 

meticulous details using a broad range of styles and medium depicting the human beauty especially in its female form.  

 In 2007, Neil received an award from SANSKRITI Art Association, recognizing his contribution in enriching Indian Art. He 

ǿŀǎ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ !Ǌǘƛǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aƻƴǘƘ όbƻǾύ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ !ǊǘƛǎǘΩǎ !ƭƭƛŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ {ǳƎŀǊƭŀƴŘΦ IŜ ŀƭǎƻ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ ŀŎŎƻƭŀŘŜǎ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ 

exquisite works at the Sugarland Area Artist Convention, 2010. This year 2 of his painting was awarded 1st place by the 

Lone Star Guild, the biggest Art organization in Texas. He currently holds the position of Director of Arts for three 

institutions: Anjali Art Academy, Sugarland Artist Alliance and Kala Bhavan Art Academy. 

Gopal loves to portray women in a large spectrum of emotions, in his distinctive style. These emotions come alive in 

explicit colors using realism, accentuated with a touch of abstract, wherever necessary. His expressive works sometimes 

create a disquieting clarity, reaching well beyond the depiction of his subjects. His illustration use familiar objects as 

context. This gives his work a sense of scale, meaning and proportion.  

Gopal has portrayed the spiritual power of women in many of his latest work.  The central theme dwells on contrasting 

emotions of sadness and self-esteem, blazing conviction, resilience and spiritual strength. His art shows hope and 

liberation in the mind and spirit of women, even though they are immersed in traditions.  

DƻǇŀƭ ǎǘŀǘŜǎ άL ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ǿƛǎƘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǾŜȅ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōƭƛƳŜ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴ L ŦƛƴŘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ƳŜƭŀƴŎƘƻƭȅ ōŜŀǳǘȅΦέ In his endeavor to bring 

out hidden feelings and sentiments, he uses colors which are warm and bold yet somber and subtle at the same time. 

He believes in bringing clarity of expression with a soft mystifying form that elicits beauty and positive passion.  He 

hardly ever relies on negative deformity and ambiguity. He believes that through his simple realistic approach, his 

audience can understand and appreciate the hidden complexities of his subjects. Art enthusiasts are able to 

comprehend, respond and feel thoroughly comfortable looking at them.  

Neil is involved in teaching numerous classes both for kids and adults (over 100 students) and has been doing so for 

over a decade. He is widely known in the community for his inspirational teaching and his passion for art. He is a 

natural teacher and is in the process of writing a book for children which will work as a guide for kids to learn art 

easily.  

Neil has done numerous exhibition all around the country from Jan 2012 to showcase his painting to the art lovers of 

Indian Origin. He is presently involved in numerous commissioned works for clients around the country. Please feel 

free to contact him if you know of anyone who is interested. 

Artist Bio: Gopal 

Neil Sen 
www.redblueart.com 

Contact:   832-816-3383 

neilsen65@gmail.com 

Brushworks magic ....Abstract Expressionism 
 

http://www.redblueart.com/
mailto:neilsen65@gmail.com
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Under The Shimmering Light   
Shewli Ghosh 

 

       

(An excerpt from the book) 

 I was the youngest swimmer on board that day and there were others on board who were drawing inspiration from me. 

They all wanted to know how old I was and where I lived. The conversations got me going and I stopped feeling so weird 

about the swim. I chatted with my mom and played a quick game of rock paper scissors with my brother.  

All of a sudden the ferry started slowing down. Next, it cut its engines and came to a gradual halt. It was time to make 

the jump. The knot in my stomach came right back. Last minute instructions were blared out over the loud speakers 

about the jump. There would be two sides of the boat that we swimmers could jump from and we would jump in pairs 

or threes. Someone would be at the door to clear us for the jump.  

We got into the queue to make the jump. dad took it all in and whispered into my ear to hold my swim goggles against 

my face when we jumped, bob up as soon as possible and to swim away from the sides of the ferry immediately to avoid 

being jumped on. He said that as soon as we were a few strokes away from the boat we would regroup and then start 

the swim. 

As we were gently pushed forward by the crowd, I looked back at my mother once more and could see her look of 

concern and brave face. I could imagine that sending your daughter into such a huge challenge in rough weather could 

not have been an easy decision. I remember my mother telling my dad to be by my side for the entire swim and look 

after my wellbeing. I saw them exchange a brief look of trust, strength and reassurance. 

We were suddenly standing at the edge of ferry side and being encouraged to take the jump. My dad and I had paired 

up and it was just us jumping together. WHAT IN THE WORLD WAS I DOING? I looked out at the sea. It was rough with 

high swells. The rain caressed my face, and it felt cold.  There was no turning back now. I knew I was ready. I had 

prepared in the lakes of Colorado, and I had swum the distance with my dad next to me. I heard, "You are next. Jump 

and clear the area, Good Luck, You can do it!" 

I jumped doing just what we had decided to do. I held my glasses against my face and stepped off the side. I could hear 

my dad giving out a tribal whoop as we accelerated to the waiting cold. I think we must have jumped about twelve to 

twenty feet before hitting the water feet first. As I plunged into the icy waters, I kept going under with the momentum. I 

must have gone about 6 to 8 feet before my mind screamed to me to stop my descent and head back to the surface. 

Talk about a massive brain freeze. This is different. In addition to a ten ton hammer slamming on my head, all my 

exposed skin on my face, wrists, fingers, ankles and toes were almost flash frozen.   
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Bobbing up from the jump, I wanted to take a gasp of life-giving air. My dad had warned me about this, and I waited just 

a second before taking that breath. It gave me a chance to figure out where I was in relation to the sea surface and 

waves so I took a gulp of air rather than sea water. I touched my face to check if I still had my goggles on. 

I saw my dad come up next to me; he quickly brought me back to reality. We took a few moments to get oriented and he 

pointed to the two buildings we wanted to use for sighting. Once we had that sorted out, we stuck out for the Aquatic 

Park landing 1.25 miles away. 

I knew I had to swim away from the boat in order to avoid getting jumped on, but my body was still in shock. As I started 

to swim, ice cold water seeped into my wet suit drop by drop. Parts of my body started freezing up to the sudden 

exposure of cold H2O. It felt like a vampire was sucking every last drop of warmth out of my body. For the first time in 

my life, I felt like the skin of my face was peeling off.  

As I swam, I knew I was slowly getting colder and colder so I knew I had to speed up. In a pool that would be easy but 

the San Franciscan water does not yield much to you and has a very chilly embrace. The short practice swim I did the day 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ plunge into the water from such a height and the effects of cold after that or 

the crazy weather or rough waters. The swells were huge, the wind and rain were making the waves very unpredictable. 

My goggles started to fog up my vision as I stopped for the first time. Apparently, that was a bad idea. As I waded 

vertically in the water, salt water flooded my mouth. The salty water was horrible. I looked around and the distance gave 

me a mini heart attack. We were so far from the shore. All I could think about ǿŀǎΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴǎ ƛŦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘΚ 

²ƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ŀ ŦŀƛƭǳǊŜΚέ ǘƘŜƴ L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎǘƻǇΗ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΗ {ƻ L ǇǳǎƘŜŘ ƻƴΦ 

As swells carried me up and down, I felt like I was a surfer. Because the water was murky, you had to look down and 

ǎǿƛƳΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǿƻǊƴ ƛǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǊŜŘΦ aŀȅōŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΩǎ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘƛƻƴΚ ²ŀƛǘΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΚ 

The weather was getting worse by the minute as we continued swimming. I was concentrating on my swimming 

method. The side breathing also allowed me to keep track of my proximity to my Dad. The large swells were making it 

difficult to execute my strokes as it was like punching into a liquid wall and each and every impact hurt my shoulders. 

Regular side breathing was a challenge as you could take a mouth full of the bay if you did not time it right. How could 

you time your strokes and breathing if the waves were doing the Macarena on you and were totally unpredictable? 

Should I give up? My grandmother would never give up, and neither would I. 

I have moved on to High school now and experiencing new things every day. My swims have been a learning experience 

of overcoming fears and challenges much larger that day to day life of a pre-teen. I feel a lot surer of myself now that I 

know what I am capable of under pressure and the challenges. My teenage years are daunting but I know it will not hurt 

me. I know I have the love and encouragement of my family and community.    

I am an ordinary girl with the most normal life and regular challenges like all other children of my age. These swims have 

been very personal to me. By sharing the lessons learnt with my peers, I have gained strength and pride of being a 

contributing member of this society and the world. 

 (Now available on Amazon: http://www.amazon.com/Under-Shimmering-Light-ordinary-

extraordinary/dp/1478345616/ref=sr_1_fkmr0_2?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1365701386&sr=

1-2-fkmr0&keywords=Undering+the+Shimmering+Light ) 

Visit: http://shewli.blogspot.com/   

 

 

http://www.amazon.com/Under-Shimmering-Light-ordinary-extraordinary/dp/1478345616/ref=sr_1_fkmr0_2?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1365701386&sr=1-2-fkmr0&keywords=Undering+the+Shimmering+Light
http://www.amazon.com/Under-Shimmering-Light-ordinary-extraordinary/dp/1478345616/ref=sr_1_fkmr0_2?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1365701386&sr=1-2-fkmr0&keywords=Undering+the+Shimmering+Light
http://www.amazon.com/Under-Shimmering-Light-ordinary-extraordinary/dp/1478345616/ref=sr_1_fkmr0_2?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1365701386&sr=1-2-fkmr0&keywords=Undering+the+Shimmering+Light
http://shewli.blogspot.com/
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LXzs Änzjk 

- g|hÆ Ä]§j}r| 

 

****************************** İĴ ****************************** 

­ĹŖ, ĹŖ, ĶŎŌ ĹŖ®, ŌŖńŖŎ ňŖŝŐ ĨŝŇĴȝł ņŝŎ ĹŖĲťŖŏŖŎ œŖĥŝĴ ķřŌ ſŋŝȮ ſĶŏ ŗŐŏŖŎģ ŌŖńŖ ſķŖŎŖŝŃĪ ŗŐŏŖŎ ſĹŖŝĵ ňţŏ İĴ 

Ĭȹŏ ŒŖŅŖ ĩŝŏŖģ ſŊŖņœť ſĴŖŇ ſˆŐŝŇ ŅŖĥŗţŝťŝĺ ſǯŇľŖģ ĩŎ ŃŖĪ ſˆŐŝŇŎ ĩŝŏŖť ĴŖŌŎŖ İĴŅŌ ĩŝŏŖŗĴŃģ  

ŗĴ ̒İŝŃŖ ŎŖŝŃ ſĴŖŇ ſˆŐŇ? œŖŝŃŎ ķŗţŝŃ ǺńŝŌĪ ſĹŖĵ ſĶŝŏŖ ŗŐŏŖŎģ  

ķŗţŝŃ İĵŇ ĩţŖĪŝľģ ňŖŝŐŎ ŊŖŝńƯ ŒɶŘň ĨŝķŖŝŎ ķřŝŌŖŝȶģ ŌŖŝļ ŌŖŝļ ŇŖŗŒĴŖ ĶĻƯŝŇŎ ĩĲťŖĻĲ ňŖĲťŖ ōŖŝȶģ ŌřĹŗĴ ſœŝŒ 

ʅǤŖľŉŝŌƯŎ ŗŅŝĴ ĹŖĪŏ ŗŐŏŖģ ʅǤŖľŉŝŌƯŎ ŗňŏŖŝŎŎ ĶŖŝť ŗĴ ſōŇ ſŏĵŖģ ŗœŗɶŝŃ ŗĹŎĴŖŏĪ İĴľř ĴŖĥĹŖ Ĳģ ŊŏŝŃ ňŖŎŝŏĲ, ňţŝŃ 

İŝĴŊŖŝŎĪ ĨȝŌģ 

­ĲĪ ĹŖť-ĲťŖŏŖ, ĪņŎ ĩĲģ® 

ĹŖť-ĲťŖŏŖ ŀŖĴ ̢ŝŇ ſŅŢŝţ İŝŏŖ ŗŐŏŖŎ ĴŖŝĺģ ĹŖť-ĲťŖŏŖ ſĺŖɃ ſĺŝŏģ ŊťŒ ſŊŖņœť ŅŝŐŎ ĴŖĺŖĴŖŗĺģ ňŎŝŇ ŇŘŏ ŎŝĸŎ ĻŖŌŖ ĩŎ 

ĴŖŝŏŖ œŖŉ ňǤŖɪģ ŌŝŇ œť ſňŝľ ŃŖŎ ĨŝŇĴ ŗĵŝŅģ Ĵ̞Ň ſĹŖŝĵ, ĨŒœŖť Ĵŝɋ ſŒ ĻŊŖŊ ŗŅŏ, ­ĴǤŖ ĹŖŗœŝť ſŌŌŒŖŝœŊ? ĹŖť Ή İĴ 

ĴŖň?® 

ĹŖ ĵŖĲťŖŎ ŒŌť ſŌŖŝľĪ İľŖ Ňťģ ŃŊřĲ ŗŐŏŖŎ ŗĴ ſōŇ ŌŝŇ œŏģ ­ȌĴ œǤŖť, İĴ ĴŖň ſŅŖ®ģ ŊŖŗŏŝŐŎ ŃŏŖť ˤĥŝĻ ŎŖĵŖ ňŖŝŒƯŎ ŗŅŝĴ 

œŖŃ ſĶŏ ŗŐŏŖŎģ ňŖŒƯ ĵřŝŏĪ Ŋřļŏ ŌřŐŗĴŏģ ­İĪ ŃřŌœŖŝŎ ňŖŒ ĵřĹŝŎŖ œǤŖť?® 

­Ňŗœ ſŌŌŒŖŝœŊ, ĹŖť ſŃŖ ŗŒŉƯ ſŅŖ ̞ňŖť ĴŖ œǤŖťģ®  

ŗŐŏŖŎ œŖŝŃ ŅŐ ŃŖĴŖŎ ſŇŖľģ İĴŊŖŎ ŋŖŊŏ ĹŖ ŌŖŇŖ ĴŝŎ ſŅŝŊ, ŗĴ̒ ŃŖŎňŝŎ ŗĴ ŌŝŇ œŏ, ſĺŝŏľŖŎ œŖŝŃ ŅŐ ľŖĴŖ ŗŅŝť Ŋŏŏ, 

­ȌĴ œǤŖť, ŊŖŗĴ ňǤŖťŒŖ ĨňŝŇ ňŖŒ ŎŖŝĵŖģ® 

œŖŗŒ Ōřŝĵ ňŝĴŝľ ľŖĴŖľŖ ˤĥŝĻ ŗŇŝť ĹŖĲťŖŏŖ ŗŅŏ ĺřľģ ŗŐŏŖŎ ŌřŝĵĲ ŗˌȢ œŖŗŒģ ĪŗŃŌŝņǤ ſǯŇ ſōŇ œĿŖǉ Ήŝŏ ĬĿŏģ ſǯŇ ĩŊŖŎ 

ſĺŝţ ŗŅŝťŝĺģ ŌŝŇŎ ĩŇŝɶ ŗŐŏŖ ĹŖŝťŎ ĴŖŝň ŗŅŏ İĴ ĹřŌřĴģ 
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**************************** ΉĪ ****************************** 

İľŖ ſŊŖņœť ŗŊŏŖͬ ňřŎ ŗĺŏģ ſŒĪŊŖŎ ŇŖĶňřŎ ſńŝĴ ĩŒŊŖŎ ŒŌť ȌĴ İĪ ŎĴŌ İĴľŖ ſˆŐŝŇ ĲŎŖ ſŇŝŌŗĺŏ ĹŖ ſĵŝŃģ ŃŖ ĩĻ 

ſńŝĴ Ή ŊĺŎ ĩŝĶĴŖŎ ĴńŖģ ſŒľŖ ĲŝŅŎ ŗŊŝťŎ ňŝŎ ǺńŌ ňřŝĻŖť ŊŖŗţ ōŖĲťŖģ ŌĻŖť, ĩŇŝɶ, ſŒŊŖŎ ŒŖŎŖ ŎŖŃ 

ĲŝŅŎ ſĹŖŝĵ ķřŌ ſŇĪģ «ĴĵŇ ŊŖŗţ ōŖŊ¬, İĪ ŗĹɲŖť ĵřŊ ĹȾŏ ŗĺŏ ĲŝŅŎ ŌŇģ ŊŖŎ ŊŖŎ ſˆŐŝŇŎ ŗŅŝĴ ſĹŝťŗĺŏ ĲŎŖģ «ĩŎ ĴŃ 

ſŅŗŎ? ĩŎ ĴľŖ ſˆŐŇ?¬ İĪ ŗĺŏ ĲŝŅŎ Ǻʱģ  

ŗŐŏŖŎ ŊŖŗţ ĬɖŎ ĴŏĴŖŃŖťģ ˃řŏ, ĴŝŏĻ, ŒŊĪ ĲŎ ĬɖŎ ĴŏĴŖŃŖťģ 

ŒɶŘň ĩŊŖŎ ŅŗȝŝłŎ ſĺŝŏģ œŖĻŎŖŎ ſŌŖŝţ ĲŝŅŎ ŊŖŗţģ ĲŝŅŎ ĩŏŖň 

ŗĴ̒ İŒʅǤŖŝŇŝŀ ňřŝĻŖŎ ŒŌť ŊŖĻŖŎ ĴŎŝŃ ŗĶŝťģ ǺŖť ŗŃŇ ŊĺŎ ĩŝĶ, 

ňřŝĻŖŎ ȌĴ İĴŌŖŒ ĩŝĶ ĲŝŅŎ ſŅĵŖ ŗŏɭŝŒ ŗ˅ŝľŎ ͉ŝŏŅŖŝŒƯŎ 

ſŅŖĴŖŝŇŎ ŒŖŌŝŇģ ŃĵŇ ĴŏĴŖŃŖť ſŊŐ ĻŗŌŝť ŊőƯŖ ſŇŝŌŝĺģ ſŒĪ ŋŎŖ 

ŊőƯŖŎ ŌŝņǤĲ ŗŐŏŖ Ļŏ ſĿŝŏ ſĶŗĺŏ İŒʅǤŖŝŇŝŀ ĻřŝŃŖ ŗĴŇŝŃģ  

 

ſŅŖĴŖŝŇŎ ŒŖŌŝŇ ōĵŇ ŅŘķƯ ŏŖĪŝŇ ŅŖĥŗţŝť ŗŐŏŖ ĨŗˋŎ, ȌĴ ŃĵŇĪ ĴŖŝŇ ſœŀŝŉŖ͡  ͬ ŏŖŗĶŝť ŗňĺŝŇ ſĴ ſōŇ ĵřŊ ſĻŖŝŎ ĶŖŇ 

̢Ňŝĺģ ſŒĲ ĩŊŖŎ ſĴŖŇ ŒŖʔŗŃĴ ĴŖŝŏŎ ŊŖĦŏŖ ŊǤŖŝɭŎ ĶŖŇģ ŗňĺŝŇ ŃŖĴŖŝŃĪ ōŖŎ ŗŅŝĴ ŇĻŎ ňţŏ ŗŐŏŖŎ, ŃŖŝĴ ŗœŗɶ ŗŒŝŇŌŖŎ 

ĩŗŌŎ ĵŖŝŇŎ ŌŃŇĪ Ŋŏŝŏ Ĺŝŏģ ĶŖŝťŎ ŎĦ ŉŒƯŖ Ňť, ŒŖŅŖģ ŌŖńŖť ŃŖŎ İĴ ļŖĥĴ Ĺřŏ ĩŎ ĬɠŘʁ ŃŖŎ ΉĪ ſĹŖĵģ ĨŇǤ ſō ſĴŖŇ ſŌŝť 

œŝŏ, ǺńŌ ſŅĵŖŝŃĪ ŌŖńŖ ķřŝŎ ſōŃģ ŗĴ̒ İ ſō ŗŐŏŖģ Ŋţ Ŋţ ſĹŖĵ ĴŝŎ, Ōřĵ ſŋĦŗĹŝť ŗňĺŝŇ ŃŖĴŖŝŏŖģ ŃŖŎ ŗĴĺřȝł ňŝŎĪ ŗňĺŇ 

ſńŝĴ ĩĲťŖĻ İŝŏŖ, ­ŒŗŎ, ĩŗŌ ŊřļŝŃ ňŖŗŎŗŇģ İŃ ſĻŖŝŎ ſœŀŝŉŖ͡  ͬ Ĺŏŗĺŏ, ĩŗŌ ȌĴ ŊřŗļŗŇģ ĩŗŌ ĵřŊ ΉħŗĵŃģ® 

ŗŐŏŖ ĩŊŖŎ ŗňĺř ķřŝŎ ŃŖĴŖŝŃĪ, ſĺŝŏľŖŎ ŗŇŝŅƯŖő œŖŗŒ ſŅŝĵĪ Ŋřļŏ, ŌŇ-ǽŌŎŖ İŊŖŎ ˤŇ ˤŇ ĴŎŝĺ ĴŖŝŇŎ ňŖŝŐģ ŃŖĪ ŒŝȮ ŒŝȮ 

ſĹŖĵ ŗŇĹř ĴŝŎ, ŌŖŗĻƯŃ Ĵŝɋ Ŋŝŏŗĺŏ,  

­Ĳ ŗĴĺř ŇŖ, ĩŌŖŎ ſŃŖ ŋŖŏĪ ŏŖĶŗĺŏ ̢ŇŝŃģ® 

ſŒĪ ĲŝŅŎ ǺńŌ ſŅĵŖ ĩŎ ǺńŌ ĴńŖ ŊŏŖģ ŃŖŎ ňŝŎ ĴŝťĴŊŖŎ İĴŒŝȮ ŗŒŝŇŌŖ ōŖĲťŖ, œŖĻŎŖŎ ſŌŖŝţ ŉřĹĴŖ ĵŖĲťŖ, ĩŎ Ή-

İĴŊŖŎ œŖŃ ņŝŎ ŌťŅŖŝŇ ķřŝŎ ſŊţŖŇģ ȌĴ ĺť ŌŖŝŒŎ ŌŝņǤ ĲŝŅŎ ŗŊŝť ȌĴ œťģ 

 

****************************** ŗŃŇ ****************************** 

 

ĩĻ ǺŖť ŗŃŇ ŊĺŎ œŝŃ Ĺŏŏ ĲŝŅŎ ŗŊŝťŎģ ŇŖĶňřŝŎĪ ńŖŝĴ İĵŇ ĲŎŖģ ŒɶŘň İĴ ŇŖŌ ĴŎŖ ŒŉľĲťŖŎ ſĴŖʖŖŗŇŝŃ ĴŖĻ ĴŝŎ, 

ĩŎ ŗŐŏŖ İĴ ˃řŝŏŎ ŗŐŗȝĴŖģ ΉĻŝŇĪ Ĺŝŏŝĺ ĴŏĴŖŃŖŎ ĬŝɠŝŐǤ ňřŝĻŖŎ ĺřȊ ĴŖľŖŝŃģ ŒŖŎŖ ŊĺŎ ſōĵŖŝŇĪ ńŖɣĴ ŇŖ ſĴŇ, ňřŝĻŖŎ 

ŒŌť ŊŖŗţ ōŖĲťŖ ĹŖĪģ ſŒ ŊǤŖňŖŝŎ ΉĻŝŇĪ İĴŌŃģ ňřŝĻŖ ŌŖŝŇĪ ĨŝŇĴ ĵŖĲťŖ ŅŖĲťŖ, ĩŎ ĨŝŇĴ ŊŖĻŖŎ ĴŎŖģ ſĺŖľŝŊŏŖ ſńŝĴĪ 

ŗŐŏŖŎ ſŒľŖĪ ŒŊŝńŝĴ Ŋţ İǤŖǯŖ͎ ͪ Ňģ ĴŏĴŖŃŖŎ ŇŖŇŖŇ ſŅŖĴŖŝŇ ĻŖŌŖ ſĴŇŖ ĩŎ ſŒĪ ĨĻřœŖŝŃ ŊŖĪŝŎ ŇŖŇŖŇ ſŎˊŎŖĥť ſĵŝť 

ſŊţŖŝŇŖģ ĶŃ ŊĺŎ ĲŎŖ ĨŊŐǤ ĴŏĴŖŃŖť ſňŢĥŝĺ ŊŖĻŖŎ ĴŝŎŗĺŏģ ŃŝŊ İŊŖŎ ĩŎ ſŒ ŒřŝōŖĶ œŝŊ ŇŖģ ĴŖŎł ĩĻĪ ſŃŖ őʺŘģ ſŅŊŘŎ 

ĨĴŖŏ ſŊŖņŇ ſŃŖ ĩĻŝĴĪģ ĩĻ ōĵŇ ĲŎŖ ŗĶŝť œŖĲţŖť ŇŖŌŝŊ, ŃĵŇĪ ſŃŖ ſŅŊŘŎ ĩĶŌŇ ňǤŖŝɭŝŏ ňǤŖŝɭŝŏģ 

­ŗĴ œŏ ķřŝŌŖĲŗŇ?® œĿŖǉ ňŖŝŐŎ ŊŖńƯ ſńŝĴ ŒɶŘŝňŎ ŗŇǷŖĺɺ ĶŏŖť ĬŗȔģ 

ŗŐŏŖŎ Ōřŝĵ œŖŗŒģ 

­ŃřŗŌĲ ſŃŖ ķřŝŌŖĲŗŇģ ĩŒŝŏ ĩŌŖŎ ĵřŊ ĨŗˋŎ ŏŖĶŝĺģ ŌŖŝťŎ ĴŖŝĺ ōŖŊ ſŃŖ ŃŖĪģ ĩŊŖŎ ŊŖŊŖŝĴ ſŅĵŊģ ſŃŖŌŖŎ ŌŝŇ œŝȶ ŇŖ? 



11 
 

ĩȶŖ ŃřŗŌ ſŊŝŎŖŊŖŎ ĩŝĶ ſŃŖŌŖŎ ŌŖ ſĴ İĴľŖ ſŉŖŇ ĴŝŎŗĺŝŏ ſŃŖ?® 

ŒɶŘŝňŎ ſĿŖŝľŎ ſĴŖŝŏ œŖŗŒģ 

­ĩȶŖ ſŃŖŌŖŎ ŗĴ ŌŝŇ œť? ŌŖ ſĴ ſŉŖŇ ĴŝŎ ſŊŝŎŖŝŏĪ, ŌŖ İŎ ŗĹɲŖ ſŐő? ĩŎ ŃřŗŌ ſŃŖ ĶŃĴŖŏ ſŉŖŇ ĴŎŝŏĪ, ĩŗŌ ĩŎ ŃŖĪ 

ĴŗŎŗŇ® 

ĴńŖ ŊŏŝŃ ŊŏŝŃ ĩŊŖŎ ſǯŇ ſńŝŌ ſĶŏģ  

 

­ĩĻŝĴ ſǯŇ ľŖ ĵřŊ ſŏľ ĴŎŝŊ ŌŝŇ œŝȶģ ĩĻĴŖŏ ōŖ œŝťŝĺ!® 

ŗŐŏŖ ŒɶŘŝňŎ ĴńŖ ŇŖ ̢ŝŇ, İĴŌŝŇ ŊŖĪŝŎ ŃŖŗĴŝť ńŖĴŏģ œĿŖǉ ŗĴŋŖŝŊ ſōŇ ŒŊ ŗĴĺř ĹŖĥŝŅŎ ĩŝŏŖť ļŏŌŏ ĴŎŝĺģ ĨɹĴŖŎ 

ŗŇŝŌŝő ĬņŖĲģ 

­İĪ İŗŅŝĴ ŃŖĴŖĲ İĴŊŖŎ, ŊŖĪŝŎ ſŅŝĵŖ ŇŖģ ŒŊ ŗĴĺř ŗĴ ŒřɶŎ ſŅĵŖŝȶ ĹŖĥŝŅŎ ĩŝŏŖťģ ĩŌŖŎ İĴľŖ ŎŗŊ ĿŖˠŝŎŎ ĶŖŇ ŌŝŇ ňŝţ 

ſĶŏ, ĻŖŝŇŖ ſŃŖ? «ĩĻ ſĻǤŖǉˌŖ ŎŖŝŃ ŒŊŖĪ ſĶŝĺ ŊŝŇģ® 

­ȌĴ Ŋŝŏĺ ſŃŖģ ĵřŊ ŒřɶŎ ſŅĵŖŝȶģ ĹŖĥŅŝĴ Ňť ſŃŖŌŖŝĴģ ſŃŖŌŖŎ İŝŏŖŝŌŝŏŖ Ĺřŏ ōĵŇ Ōřĵ ſŁŝĴ ŗŅŝȶ ĩŎ ĹŖĥŝŅŎ ĩŝŏŖť 

ſŃŖŌŖŎ ŌřĵľŖ ſĴŌŇ Ĭȹŏ œŝť ĬĿŝĺ ŌŖŝļ ŌŖŝļģ ĩŌŖŎ ſŃŖ ĲĪ ĶŖŇľŖ ŌŝŇ ňŝţ ſĶŏ, «ĹŖĥŅ ſŅĵŝŃ ŗĶŝť ĩŗŌ ſŃŖŌŖť ſŅŝĵ 

ſŉŝŏŗĺ®, ŒɶŘň ſĶŝť ĬĿŏģ 

ŗŐŏŖ ſĻŖŝŎ ſœŝŒ ſŉŏŏģ ĲŎŖ ΉĻŝŇĪ ĵřŊ ŒřĦĶŘŃŖŇřŎŖĶŘģ ĶŖŝŇŎ ŌŝņǤ ŗŅŝť ĴńŖ ŊŏŖ ĲŝŅŎ İĴľŖ ňřŝŎŖŇ ſĵŏŖģ 

­İĪ ŗĴ œŝȶ? ŒŊŖĪ ķřŝŌŖŝȶģ İĵŇ ĶŖŝŇŎ ſĵŏŖ ̢̞ ĴŎŝŊ ŇŖŗĴ? İĪŊŖŎ ĩŌŖŝŅŎ ſǯŇ ſńŝĴ ŇŖŗŌŝť ſŅŝŊ, Ŋřļŝŏ?® 

 

ŒɶŘň Ĳ Ōřĵ ſĹŝň œŖŒŝŃ ̢̞ ĴŎŏ, ĲňŎ İŎ ŊŖŝńƯŎ ŗŅŝĴ ŃŖŗĴŝťģ 

ſǯŇ ĩŊŖŎ ſĺŝţ ŗŅŝťŝĺģ ſĵŖŏŖ ĻŖŇŏŖ ŗŅŝť ĿŖɎŖ œŖĲťŖ ĴŖŌŎŖŎ ŌŝņǤ 

ſŋŝŒ İŝŏŖģ ŗŐŏŖŎ Ĺřŏ ĩŊŖŎ ĲŎ ŌřĵŝĴ ſŁŝĴ ŗŅŏģ ĲŗŅŝĴ ŒɶŘň İĴ 

·ŗʸŝŃ ĲŎ ŗŅŝĴ ſĹŝť ĩŝĺģ 

 

­İĪ ſŐŖŇ, ŌŖ İŎ ŐŖţŘ ĩŎ ŊŖŊŖŎ ņřŗŃľŖ ŒřľŝĴŝŒ ſŎŝĵŗĺŝŏ ſŃŖ? ĩŌŖŎ ŗĴ̒ ŌŝŇ ſŇĪģ® 

­œǤŖĥ, ſŎŝĵŗĺģ ſŃŖŌŖŎ ĩŊŖŎ ĴĵŇ ŗĴ ŌŝŇ ńŖŝĴ Ŋŏ? ĶŃŊŖŎ ſŃŖŌŖŝĴ ĴŃ ĴŝŎ ŊŏŏŖŌ, ňřŃřŏ ŗňŗŒŌŖŎ ŐŖţŘľŖ ŎŖĵŝŃ, ĩŎ ŃřŗŌ 

ſŒĪ ŋřŝŏ ſĶŝŏģ® 

­ĩŗŌ ŃŖĪ ſŃŖŌŖŝĴ ŒŊŒŌť Ŋŗŏ, ĴŏĴŖŃŖť ŗĶŝť ŊŖĻŖŎ ĴŎŝŊģ ŗĴ ŅŎĴŖŎ İŃ ΈŎ ſńŝĴ ŒŊ ŗĴŝŇ ŗŇŝť ōŖĲťŖŎģ® 

ŗŐŏŖ ſœŝŒ Ŋŏŏ, ­ſŒ ĨŊŐǤ ȌĴ Ŋŝŏĺģ ŃŝŊ İĪŊŖŎ ſŃŖ ŒŌť ŗĺŝŏ ŇŖ İĴŅŌ, ĴŖŏ ſŃŖ őʺŘ, ňřŝĻŖ ̢̞ģ ĩŗŌ ŃŖĪ ŗŇŝĻŎ ŒŊ 

ĴľŖ ŐŖţŘ ĲĵŖŇ ſńŝĴĪ ŗĴŝŇ ŗŇŝťŗĺģ ŃŝŊ ſŊŐŘ ŗĴĺř ŗĴŗŇŗŇ, ̢ņř ΉĵŖŇŖģ ŃŝŊ ſŐŖŇ, İĪŊŖŎ İŝŃŖ ſŅŗţŝŃ ŊŖţŘ ōŖŗȶ, İĴľř ſŊŐŘ 

ŗŅŇ ńŖĴŝŏ œť ŇŖ? ŗĴ Ŋŏ? ſŃŖŌŖŎ ĺřȊ İĴľř ŊŖţŖŝŇŖ ōŖť ŇŖ?® 

­ſŒ ſŅĵŖ ōŖŝŊ, ĩŝĶ ŗĶŝť ſňŢĥĺĪ, ŃŖŎňŎģ® 

­ŃŖŎ ŌŖŝŇ œǤŖĥ Ŋŏĺ? ŌŖŝŇ ŗĴĺř ŒʚŖŊŇŖ ĩŝĺ?®  

ŒɶŘŝňŎ Ōřŝĵ ĩŊŖŎ œŖŗŒģ 
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­İĪ ſŅŝĵĺ, ĴńŖ ŊŏŝŃ ŊŏŝŃ, ĹŖ ľŖ ĿŖɎŖĪ œŝť ſĶŏģ® 

ŒɶŘŝňŎ Ǻʱ, ­İŝŃŖ ŎŖŝŃ ĹŖ?® 

­ŗĴ ĴŎŊ Ŋŏ, ķřŌ ſŋŝȮ ſĶŏ, ŃŖŎňŎ ŗĴĺř ĴŎŖŎ ŗĺŏ ŇŖģ® 

­̶ ĥ, ŊřļŏŖŌģ ōŖĪ, ĩŗŌ ĩŊŖŎ ̢ŝŃ ōŖĪģ ŃřŗŌĲ İŊŖŎ ̢ŝť ňţ, ĩŎ ſŃŖ ĴŝťĴ ķɉŖ ňŝŎĪ ĬĿŝŃ œŝŊ®, ŊŝŏĪ ŒɶŘň ŊŖŗŏŝŐ 

ŌŖńŖ ſŎŝĵ ſĹŖĵ ŊřĻŏģ 

ŗŐŏŖŎ œĿŖǉ ĲŎ ſĺŖľŝŊŏŖŎ ĴńŖ ŌŝŇ ňŝţ ſĶŏģ ōĵŇ ňřŝĻŖŎ ŒŌť Ĳ ĲŎ ŊŖŊŖŎ œŖŃ ņŝŎ ňǤŖŝɭŝŏ ĿŖˠŎ ſŅĵŝŃ ſōŃģ ĲŎ ŌŖ 

ĲŝĴ ŗŇŝĻŎ ŌŃŇ ĴŝŎ ŗŇɖ ŇŃřŇ ĻŖŌŖ ňŗţŝť ŒŖŗĻŝť ŗŅŃģ ĩŎ ĲŎ ŌŖ ŊŏŃ, ­ōĵŇ ſŃŖŎ Ŋţ œŝť ŗŊŝť œŝŊ, ſŅĵŗŊ ſŃŖŎ ŊŎ 

ſŃŖŝĴ ĴŃ ĻŖŌŖ ŗĴŝŇ ſŅŝŊģ® ĩŎ ŗŐŏŖ Ŋŝŏ ĬĿŃ, ­ĩŌŖŎ ŊŎ ŗĴ ĩŌŖŝĴ ŒŖŗĻŝť Ĳ ſŅŝŊ ŌŖ?® ĲŎ ŌŖ ŃĵŇĪ ĵřŊ ſœŝŒ ĬĿŃģ 

ŗŐŏŖ ĲŎ ŊŖŊŖ ŌŖŝťŎ İĴŌŖǴ ſŌŝťģ ĨŝŇĴ ōŝə ŌŖŇřőģ ĲŎ ŊŖŊŖ ŌŖŝťŎ ſĹŖŝĵŎ Ōŗł ōŖŝĴ ŊŏŖ ōŖťģ ŃŖĪ ōĵŇ ŒɶŘň ſĴ ŗŊŝť ĴŎŝŊ 

Ŋŝŏŗĺŏ, ŗŐŏŖŎ ŊŖŊŖŎ ĵřŊ ĨŗŋŌŖŇ œťģ ŗŐŏŖ Ŋřŝļŗĺŏ ĲŎ ŊŖŊŖŎ ſĴŖńŖĲ İĴľŖ ŋť ŗĺŏ, «ŒɶŘň ŋŖŝŏŖ ſĺŝŏ ſŃŖ? ĩŌŖŎ ſŌŝťŝĴ 

Œřŝĵ ŎŖĵŝŊ ſŃŖ?® 

ŃŝŊ ĶŃ ŗŃŇ ŊĺŝŎ ĲĥŎŖ ȌĴ ŊřŝļŝĺŇ ſō ŒɶŘň ĲŝŅŎ œŘŝŎŎ ľřĴŝŎŖ ĻŖŌŖĪģ ̵ŋŖŝŊ, ĹŗŎŝǴ ŃŖŎ ŃřŏŇŖ ſŇĪģ ĩņřŗŇĴ œŝŏ ŗĴ œŝŊ, 

ŒɶŘň ĵřŊĪ ŒĦŒŖŎŘ ſĺŝŏģ ŗŐŏŖ ŒřĵŘ Ŋŝŏ ĲŎ ŊŖŊŖ ŌŖĲ ĵřŊ ĵřŐŘģ İĪ ŒŊ ňřŝŎŖŇ ĴńŖ ŋŖŊŝŃ ŋŖŊŝŃ, ĴĵŇ ſō ŗŐŏŖŎ ſĹŖĵ Ļřŗţŝť 

İŝŒŝĺ, Ĳ ſľŎĪ ňŖťŗŇģ ķřŗŌŝť ňţŏ ŗŐŏŖģ İĴŗŅŝĴ ŒɶŘň ĩŎ ĨŇǤŗŅŝĴ ŗŐŏŖģ ĴŖŌŎŖŎ ŌŖŝļŎ ſľŗŊŝŏ, ſŒĪ ĹŖŝťŎ ĴŖňľŖ 

ſǯŝŇŎ ļŖĥˠŗŇŝŃ ſŅŖΉŏǤŌŖŇģ 

 

****************************** ĹŖŎ ****************************** 

  

­İĪ ĬŝĿ ňŝţŖ, œŖĲţŖť ĶŖţŘ ŁřĴŝĺ, ĬŝĿ ňŝţŖ®, ŒɶŘŝňŎ ĶŏŖŎ ĩĲťŖĻ ſŋŝŒ İŝŏŖ ŗŐŏŖŎ ĴŖŝŇģ 

ŗŐŏŖ ŃŖţŖŃŖŗţ ĬŝĿ ňţŏģ ķţŘŝŃ ŃĵŇ ſŋŖŎ ŒŖŝţ ĺľŖģ  

ŊǤŖĶ İŎ ŒŖĪŀ ſńŝĴ ſĹŇ ĵřŝŏ, ǼŖŐ ĩŎ ľřńŝň̂ ŗŇŝťĪ ŗŐŏŖ ĺřŝľ ſĶŏ ŊŖń̞ŝŌŎ ŗŅŝĴģ 

­Ī ͪ ŊɆ ſŅŎŘ œŝť ſĶŏ®, ŋŖŊŝŃ ŋŖŊŝŃ ōĵŇ ŗŐŏŖ ĲŎ ŌŖŏ ŊŖŎ ĴŎŝĺ ŊŖŝńƯŎ ŇŘĹ ſńŝĴ, ſǯŇ ŃĵŇ ſ̂ŐŝŇ ŁřŝĴ ňŝţŝĺģ 

ˠŗŏŎŖ ŃĵŇ œŖĥĴ ŗŅŝȶģ 

­ŒɶŘň! ĩŌŖŎ ŊǤŖĶľŖ ĴĪ? ĵřĥŝĻ ňŖŗȶŇŖ!® 

­İĪ ſŃŖ İĵŖŝŇ, ņŎ, ņŎ, œŖŝŃ ņŎģ ŃŖţŖ̶ŝţŖ ĴŎ ŇŖģ ŒŊŖĪ ſŇŝŌ ōŖĴ, ŃŖŎňŝŎ ſŇŝŌŖ ņŘŝŎ Œřŝˋ!® 

­ŃŖĪ ŋŖŝŏŖģ ® 

****************************** ňŖĥĹ ****************************** 

 

ŗŐŏŖŎ ŊŖŊŖ ŌŖ İŃ ſŋŖŎŝŊŏŖŝŃĲ ſˆŐŝŇ œŖŗĻŎģ Ĭŗ˽ȣ ſĹŖŝĵ ŊŗĶŎ ŗŅŝĴ œŖĥľŝĺŇģ 

­İĪ ŗŐŏŖŎ ſĴŖŇ ĴŖŌŎŖ ŊŝŏŖ ſŃŖ? İͬ -ſŉŖŎ Ŋŝŏŗĺŏ ŇŖ?® 

­œǤŖĥ, İͬ -ſŉŖŎģ ĩŗŌ ĴŃ ĴŝŎ ŊŏŏŖŌ İŗŒ ſŃ ĩťģ ̢Ňŏ ŇŖ ĩŌŖŎ ĴńŖģ Ŋŏŏ ȌĴ ŌǤŖŝŇĻ ĴŎŝŊģ ĲŎŖ ŇŖŗĴ ǺŗŃŊŖŎ İŌŇĪ 

ŗ˓ňŖŝŎĪ ĩŝŒģ® 

ΈŎ ſńŝĴ ĲŎŖ ŗŐŏŖŝĴ œĿŖǉ ŗŋŝţŎ ŌŝņǤ ſńŝĴ ſͼŝľ ĩŝˊ ſŅĵŏģ ſŌŝťŎ ſĹœŖŎŖ ĨŝŇĴ ĵŖŎŖň œŝť ſĶŝĺģ ſŅĵŝŃ ŃŝŊ ŗŐŏŖŝĴ 

İĵŇ ŒřɶŎģ ŏ̝Ŗ Ĺřŏ, ŒřɶŎ ŗŉĶŖͨ ģ ňŎŝŇ ŇŘŏ ŎŝĸŎ œŖʟŖ ŐŖţŘģ ŗĴ̒ ĶŏŖť ſĴŖŇ ĶťŇŖ ſŇĪģ ſŌŝťŎ İĪ ſŊŐ ſŅŝĵ ŌŖ İŎ ſĹŖŝĵ 

ſŋŝŒ İŝŏŖ Ļŏģ 
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ĩĻ ŌœŖőʺŘģ ſŅŊŘŎ İŊŖŎ ſŅŖŏŖť ĩĶŌŇģ ſŅŊŘ ŃŖĥŎ ňřǴ, ĴŇǤŖ Œœ ŌŝŃƯ ĩĶŌŇ ĴŝŎŝĺŇģ ňǤŖŝɭŝŏ ňǤŖŝɭŝŏ ǺŗŃŌŖ ǺŗŃʺŖ ̢̞ 

œŝť ŗĶŝťŝĺģ ĹŖŗŎŗŅŝĴ ĬǉŒŝŊŎ ŌœŖŝŎŖœ ſŏŝĶ ſĶŝĺģ 

­ŊŖŊŖ ŋŖŝŏŖ ĩŝĺŖ? ŌŖ ŋŖŝŏŖ ĩŝĺŖ? ſŃŖŌŎŖ İŝŃŖ ŒĴŖŝŏ ſĴŇ İŝŏ? ĩŗŌ ſŃŖ ŊŏŏŖŌ ľǤŖŗȞ ŗŇŝť Ĺŝŏ ĩŒŊģ ĩŎ İŗĴ ŌŖ? 

ŃřŗŌ ĴŖĥŅĺ ſĴŇ? ĩŗŌ ſŃŖ İŝŒ ſĶŗĺ!® 

­ŗŐŏŖ ŃřĪ ŋŖŝŏŖ ĩŗĺŒ ſŃŖ ŌŖ?® ĲŌŗŇ ŌŖŝťŎ Ǻʱģ 

ŗŐŏŖ ſœŝŒ ĲŎ ŊŖŊŖŎ ŗŅŝĴ ĹŖĪŝŏŖģ  

ŗŐŏŖŎ ŊŖŊŖ Ŋŝŏ ĬĿŝŏŇ, ­ĩŗŌ ŊŝŏŗĺŏŖŌ ŇŖ? ĩŌŖŝŅŎ ſŌŝť ňŖŎŝŊģ ŗŐŏŖ ňŖŎŝŊģ ĲŝĴ ĩŌŎŖ ſōŋŖŝŊ ŌŖŇřő ĴŝŎŗĺ, Ĳ ňŖŎŝŊģ 

ĩŎ ŃŖĺŖţŖ ŒɶŘň ĩĻ ſŇĪ ſŃŖ ŗĴ œŝťŝĺ, ĩŌŎŖ ſŃŖ Ŏŝťŗĺģ ŃŖĪ ŇŖ ŌŖ?® 

ŒɶŘň ĩĻ ĺ-ŌŖŒ œŏ ſŇĪģ ŇŖĶňřŝŎ ĶŖţŘ ΉķƯľŇŖť Ĳ ǺŖł œŖŎŖťģ ŗŐŏŖ ſŒŗŅŇ ˃řŝŏ ňţŖŗȶŏģ œĿŖǉ ŗǺŗɼňŖŏ ſŀŝĴ ňŖĿŖť ĲŝĴģ 

ĵŊŎ ſňŝť ŒŝȮ ŒŝȮ ſŅŢŝţ ōŖť œŖŒňŖŃŖŝŏģ ŗĴ̒ ŃĵŇ ĨŝŇĴ ſŅŎŘ œŝť ſĶŝĺģ 

ňŝŎ ŗŐŏŖŎ Ő̢ţ, ŐŖ̢ŗţ, ĲŎ ŌŖ, ŊŖŊŖ ŒŊŖĪ ſňŢĥŝĺ ōŖŇ ŇŖĶňřŝŎģ ſŌŝťŝĴ ĴŏĴŖŃŖ ŗŉŝŎ ſōŝŃ Ŋ̶ŊŖŎ ŊŝŏŇ ĲŇŖŎŖģ ŗĴ̒ ŗŐŏŖŎ 

ſĻŅģ ŒɶŘň ĩŎ Ĳ ΉĻŝŇ ŗŌŝŏ ŇŖĶňřŝŎŎ ĲĪ ŊŖŗţ ŒŖŗĻŝťŗĺŏģ ĲĪ ŊŖŗţ ſĺŝţ Ĳ ĴĵŇĪ ĩŒŝŊ ŇŖģ ňŝŎ ĲŎ ŊŖŊŖŝĴ Ŋŝŏŗĺŏ, 

­ŊŖŊŖ, ſŃŖŌŖŝŅŎ ŌŖŝļ ŒɶŘň ſĴŖńŖĲ œŖŗŎŝť ōŖŝŊ, ŗĴ̒ İĵŖŝŇ Ĳ ŒŊ ŒŌť ĻŘŗŊŃ ńŖĴŝŊ, ĩŌŖŎĪ ĹŖŗŎ ňŖŝŐģ ĩŌŖŝĴ ńŖĴŝŃ 

ŅŖĲ ŊŖŊŖģ® 

ĺť ŌŖŒ ňŎ ĩŊŖŎ ĲŎ ŊŖŊŖ ŌŖ İŎ ŒŝȮ ſŅĵŖ ŗŐŏŖŎģ 

­ſĴ Ŋŏŏ ĩŗŌ İĴŖ, ŊŖŊŖ? ŒɶŘň ſŃŖ ĩŝĺ ĩŌŖŎ ŒŝȮ, ǺŗŃľŖ ŌřœŚŝŃƯģ ſŃŖŌŖŎ ĻŖŌŖĪ ŗĴ ĩŌŖŝĴ İĴŖ ſŉŝŏ ſōŝŃ ňŖŝŎ?® 

ŌřĹŗĴ ſœŝŒ Ŋŏŏ ŗŐŏŖģ 

ĲŎ ŊŖŊŖŎ œŖŝŃ ŒřľŝĴŒľŖ ŗŅŝť, ŗňĺŝŇ ķřŝŎ İĴŊŖŎ ĹŖĪŏ ŗŐŏŖ, ſǯŝŇŎ ĴŖŌŎŖŎ ŗŅŝĴģ ſǯŝŇŎ ĻŖŇŏŖť ŒɶŘň ŊŝŒ Ŏŝťŝĺģ Ŋŏŝĺ, 

­ŋŖŝŏŖ ſńŝĴŖ ŗŐŏŖ, ſŃŖŌŖŎ ňřŝĻŖ ŋŖŏ ĴŖľřĴģ İŊŖŎ ŇŖ œť ŗĴĺř ŗŅŇ ſŊŐŘ ĴŖȊŝť ſōĲģ® 

****************************** ŒŌŖʁ ****************************** 

ςǹ ȅǸǩȓȄǼ ʙȆȅǱ Ǡ ςȋǹˏȄ 

ǗǽǶǵȄ ȭǧȐԎǼȆ ȅȀЀ ȁȄ 
Ǡ 

ǮǕ Ӝ  ͍ʹ ǺȄǼ ȅȀЀ ȁȄ 
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Light at last  
Roshmi Bhaumik 

 
The second Wednesday of June 2013 was a pretty ordinary day for the inhabitants of a midsized town in northern 
Colorado. Piya Sengupta, an inquisitive girl, barely in her twenties, woke up as usual stretching out her hands and 
letting out a big yawn. She had a slender athletic structure and stood five feet four inches tall. When she walked up 
to the aquarium to feed the fish, she heard grunting noises as if an animal was exhaling deeply. Her black tresses 
were coming over her oval face and her dreamy eyes. Moving the long curls away and tucking them behind her alert 
ears, Piya peered through the blinds. She saw that a rainbow-colored hot air balloon had landed in the street next to 
ƘŜǊ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ {ƘŜ ǎǇǊƛƴǘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƛǘ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƭƻǎŜƭȅΦ CƻǊƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻƳΩǎ ƴƛƎƘǘƭȅ 
ritual, she opened the front door and walked out onto the porch. Her sharp nose caught a mixed smell of wet grass, 
roses and Russian sage. She was admiring the bright colors of the balloon that towered over the roofs of the two 
story houses in her neighborhood and ignored the beeping sound that started as soon as she stepped out. In sixty 
seconds the meek sound morphed into a blaring alarm. This woke up her mom who came home late from her job at 
the hospital. The neighbors, watching the balloon got startled. Piya quickly sped across the living room and kitchen 
ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ŘƻƻǊΦ {ƘŜ ǇǳƴŎƘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŦǳƳōƭƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎΦ άhƘΗ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ L ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΚέ ǎƘŜ 
thought...... 
When she got back to the porch, the balloon was deflating and the colored fabric envelope slumped on the dark 
ǇŀǾŜƳŜƴǘΦ {ƘŜ ǎŀǿ aǊΦ .ǊƻǿƴΣ ƘŜǊ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘΣ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ȅŀǊŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŜƭŘŜǊƭȅ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǾŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ άIƛ 
tƛȅŀΗ Iƻǿ ƛǎ ƛǘ ƎƻƛƴƎΚέ ƎǊŜŜǘŜŘ aǊΦ .ǊƻǿƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƳŀǊǊŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜƴǘƘǳǎƛŀǎƳ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōƛǘΦ {ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ 
be optimistic about her life. She was reminded of the day about five months ago when her father left their house. He 
was having an affair with his secretary. He moved out shortly after this secret was discovered. Before this incident, 
she believed that he would always ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƘŜǊΦ άIŜ ƛǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜƭƭ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘΣέ ǎƘŜ 
ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘŜŘ ōƛǘǘŜǊƭȅΦ ά5ƻƛƴƎ ƎƻƻŘΦ ¢ƘŀƴƪǎΗέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƻǳǘ ƭƻǳŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦƻǊŎŜŘ ǎƳƛƭŜΦ 
 
A 10 year-old girl with her hair in pigtail, was getting out of the wicker basket with the help of her dad and the 
balloon pilot. A middle-aged lady was standing next to her, smiling proudly at her brave princess. It brought back a 
flurry of childhood memories for Piya with her happy family that had been torn apart. Several summers, she had 
worked with her dad in the yard. He had taught her how to trim the bushes, mow the lawn and pull out the weeds. 
She also remembered how a few years ago, she went skydiving with her dad. It was easy to jump off the aircraft 
simply because her protector was watcƘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΦ tƛȅŀ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ŜŀƎŜǊ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƘŜǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀŘǾƛŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜǊ 
life was heading for success under his guidance. This stealthy surprise came from nowhere and robbed the innate 
trust on which she thrived. Her world of confidence dwindled down like the giant balloon reduced before her eyes. 
 
The thick ropes that were used to hold up the balloon somehow got intertwined in the 
ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎΦ tƛȅŀ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƭŜƎ ǿŀǎ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǇŜǎΦ IŜǊ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭ 
struggle to get it out made it wƻǊǎŜ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ƘŜǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ƘŜƭǇ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŦǊŜŜ ƘŜǊΦ tƛȅŀ 
spontaneously walked up to the basket. She knew she was good at undoing knots. 
Many times her mom asked her assistance when the thin gold chains in her jewelry 
box got entangled. She focused on the knotty mess of ropes for five minutes. Pretty 
ǎƻƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ƭŜƎ ǿŀǎ ŦǊŜŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ōŀƭƭƻƻƴ Ǉƛƭƻǘ ǘƘŀƴƪŜŘ tƛȅŀΦ IŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ ŀ ŘƛǎŎƻǳƴǘ 
ŎƻǳǇƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōŀƭƭƻƻƴ ǊƛŘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦ aŜŀƴǿƘƛƭŜΣ tƛȅŀΩǎ ƳƻƳ ŎŀƳŜ ōȅ ǘƻ 
remind her that it was getting late. 
  
Piya barely made it to work on time, with a slight headache, probably from that sound of the alarm from the nether 
world. She had a part-time job as a server at a local coffee shop. She had been doing this every summer since she 
was fifteen. Her mom knew the owner of the coffee shop, who arranged for her to work there once a week. On other 
days she tutored at the Math and Science Learning Center.  
Her first customer was a young girl who came with a little baby in an umbrella stroller. She had on a navy blue blouse 
with a plunging neckline that showed her cleavage and the flower tattoo on the upper part of her right breast. She 
wore dark eye makeup and her hair looked as if she had just got out of bed. Piya wondered if she had seen her in 
high school. As the girl approached the counter she was aware of a strong stench that reminded her of frat parties 
that she was occasionally invited to. It was the unmistakable smell of marijuana. Piya smiled and addressed her. 
άIŜƭƭƻΣ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻŘŀȅΚέ ά¦ƳΦΦ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǎƛȊŜ ǎǇƛŎŜŘ ƭŀǘǘŜΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎŎƻƴƴŜŎǘŜŘ 
from everything around her. Piya kept up a friendly disposition but felt her headache getting worse. She found herself 
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lacking energy and enthusiasm, just going through the motions of her job. She fumbled and spilled a little coffee 
while preparing the cup. She decided to take a little break. She made herself a cup of strong Columbian coffee. She 
picked a chocolate-dipped almond biscotti to go with it. It was undoubtedly the perfect remedy for ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘŀŎƘŜΦ άL 
ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƪƛǇǇŜŘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ƧŀǾŀ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƘǳǊǊȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƘŜǊŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ŦƛƎǳǊŜŘΦ tƛȅŀ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƛƴŦƻǊƳ ƘŜǊ ǎǳǇŜǊǾƛǎƻǊ 
about her little refreshment but she had to quickly get back on the job. A group of four ladies in pretty summer 
dresses weǊŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀǘǘŜƴŘŜŘΦ άaǎΦ DǳȊƳŀƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣέ ǎƘŜ ŀǎǎǳƳŜŘΦ ¢ŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǎƘŜ 
forgot all about her headache and even letting her boss know about her snack. 

  
Around lunch time, Mr. Brown stopped by with his girlfriend. He smiled at Piya and 
ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊ ǎǘǳŘƛŜǎΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ 
ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΚ DƛǊƭΣ Ǝƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ŦǳƴΗέ tƛȅŀ ǿŀǎ ǊŜƳƛƴŘŜŘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ŘŀŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ 
adventurous, fun-loving and reckless. On the other hand, her mom was hardworking, 
organized and risk-averse. Piya used to love playing soccer with her dad in the park 
ƴŜŀǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ {ƘŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ŦŜƭǘ ǾŜǊȅ ƭƻƴŜƭȅ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘƛƳΦ άIƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ 
ǘƘŀǘΚέ {ƘŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻƪ ǇƭŀŎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΦ tƛȅŀ ƘŀŘ ǊŜŦǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ 
talk to him abƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ŀŦŦŀƛǊΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǎƘƻǿ ǳǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣέ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ 
ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘΦ IŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǎŀǘ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ǎƻōōƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ŘƛŜŘΦ άIŜ 
ƘŀǊŘƭȅ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΣέ tƛȅŀ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘŜŘΦ {ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ŀ ōǊŀǿƴȅ 
mean-faced middle-agŜŘ ƳŀƴΣ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊΦ ά! ƭŀǊƎŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŎƘƻŎƻƭŀǘŜ 

ƳƻŎƘŀ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜέ ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŘƛǊǘȅ ǳƴŜǾŜƴ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ tƛȅŀ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǎƘŜ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ 
maintain her professional facade. She handed back a tall cup with a hesitant smile. The man sat down at a nearby 
table with his drink and shamelessly eyed her for some time. 
 
At the end of the day, Piya went to the store manager, Ms. Guzman, a stern middle-aged lady, to collect her meager 
paycheck for the month. She looked at the check and was surprised to see the amount was fifty dollars less than the 
usual amount. She had put in her regular hours this month. The serious woman narrowed her eyes and looked at her 
ŎƻƭŘƭȅΦ άL ŘŜŘǳŎǘŜŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŦƛŦǘȅ ŘƻƭƭŀǊǎ ǘƻ ŀŘƧǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ Řŀƛƭȅ ǊŜŦǊŜǎƘƳŜƴts. Do you know that it is against our 
ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ǊǳƭŜǎ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǎǳƳŜ ƳŜǊŎƘŀƴŘƛǎŜ ƻƴ ŘǳǘȅΚ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǿŀǊƴƛƴƎΣέ ǎƘŜ ǇƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ 
ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭ ŘƛǎōŜƭƛŜŦΣ ŀƴƎŜǊ ǎǿŜƭƭŜŘ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ōǊŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŜȄǇƭŜǘƛǾŜǎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƘŜǊ ōǊŜŀǘƘΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴnot deduct 
fifty dollars for a ŎǳǇ ƻŦ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ŀƴŘ ōƛǎŎƻǘǘƛέ ǎƘŜ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘ ƛǊǊƛǘŀōƭȅΦ IŜǊ ǎǳǇŜǊǾƛǎƻǊΩǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ŘǊŀǎǘƛŎΦ 
άtƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ǎŎŜƴŜ ƘŜǊŜΦ Wǳǎǘ ƭŜŀǾŜΦέ  
 
Piya plodded out of the store with a deep sigh. Even though she did her job sincerely, Ms Guzman judged her based 
on a single mistake. She seemed to be fighting her losing battles all alone in this unfriendly world. Tears trickled down 
her pale cheeks. She looked at the grey asphalt and saw little dark spots on it. When she looked up a few droplets 
landed on her face. It had started to rain. The gloomy evening was mirroring her frustrations. In a few minutes it was 
pouring heavily as Piya drove back home, crying. 
 
Piya pecked on the dinner with little interest. Her thoughts were confǳǎŜŘΦ άIƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ōŜ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ōŀŘ ŀǘ 
ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΚέ IŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǎŀǿ ƘŜǊ ǎŀŘ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊŎŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ƳƻǊŜΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΣ ǎƘƻƴŀΦ 
¢ƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƻǊƪ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘΦ έ tƛȅŀ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ άaŀΣ ŘƻŜǎ aǊǎΦ DǳȊƳŀƴ ƘŀǘŜ ƳŜΚ .ǳǘ L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘo make 
ƘŜǊ ŀƴƎǊȅΦέ IŜǊ ƳƻƳ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ aƻǎǘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŀŘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘ ǳǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦέ tƛȅŀ 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊ ƳƻƳΩǎ ǊŜŀǎƻƴƛƴƎΦ άaŀΣ ȅƻǳ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƛƎƘǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎΦ ²ƘȅΚ ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƭŜ ŦƻǊ 
divorce? You can find somŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƛǘƘΦέ άtƛȅŀΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻΦ LƴƛǘƛŀƭƭȅΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ƭƻǎǘ 
everything. Then you came and hugged me. I realized I was not looking at the opportunities that life has already 
offered me. I have someone to live for. I hŀǾŜ ŀ ƧƻōΣ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ ƭƛǾŜΣέ 5ǊΦ {ŜƴƎǳǇǘŀ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ  
 
tƛȅŀ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ǎƘŜ ǘƻƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŦƛƴŘ ƘŀǇǇƛƴŜǎǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊΦέ IŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǊƛŘŘƭŜ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƻƴŜΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ 
most. The funny part is you have to give it in order to get it ōŀŎƪΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ tƛȅŀ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƭŜŀǊ ƘŜǊ ƳƛƴŘΦ !ŦǘŜǊ 
dinner she slipped on a light jacket and went outside for a walk. Staring into the vast emptiness above, she wondered 
ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǿŀǎ άƭƻǾŜέΦ {ƘŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘ ƻƴŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ ά²Ƙȅ Řƻ L ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ƘŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ L ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƭƻǾŜΚέ 
 
The night was clear after the shower and the air was fresh and crisp. The northern Colorado sky was teeming with 
tiny sparkles of bluish white, pale yellow and light pink. They spread out in intricate patterns over the great expanse. 
Piya sat down on a bench in the open park area near her house. Looking at the stars for some time, she discovered 
shapes that were familiar. Gazing on carelessly, she found the patterns dissolve and melt into something else. It made 
her wonder if the ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎΣ ǎǇǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜǎ ƛƴ ǳƴŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǿŀȅǎΦ άLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǳƴƴȅ 
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ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŀ ōǳǎƘΚέ 
She was suddenly aware of some scratchy noise behind her. Piya turned her head sideways and saw a dark form of a 
tall well-built man approaching the park. There was something rectangular sticking out of his pocket. A cold sweat 
Ǌŀƴ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ǎǇƛƴŜΦ έ ²ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀ ǊŜǾƻƭǾŜǊ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΚ /ƻǳƭŘ ƛǘ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƭȅ-ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ǎƘƻǇΣέ ƘŜǊ 

mind raced. She felt uncomfortable remembering how he had ogled her 
ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΦ άL ƘƻǇŜ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜ ƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪΣέ ǎƘŜ ŦŜŀǊŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ 
back again and saw the man coming closer towards her bench. In a 
quick reflex, Piya got up from the bench and started to run as fast as she 
could. The shadow form stopped abruptly and waited for a few seconds 
near the bench, as if startled. Piya was running away from the park 
towards the opposite sidewalk. The street lamps provided a dim lighting, 
enough to reveal the slim attractive figure of the young girl. The shadow 
form turned its head in her direction and reacted immediately. The 

stranger started to run after her with big strides.  
 
Piya took a turn into a narrow dingy side-road, thinking she would lose him. Unfortunately, the person was fast 
enough to notice her before she disappeared round the corner. He kept on behind her even though it was pitch dark. 
The tall man was gaining on her with the long strides. Piya surged forward with a heaving chest and a growing 
awareness that it was but a lost race. He finally grabbed her jacket collar and turned her around to face him. Piya 
struggled to free herself but the man gripped her by the shoulders and pinned her against his body. His hold was very 
strong and she gave in. Exhausted, she rested her head on his chest, she was aware of a strangely familiar perfume. 
άLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊŦǳƳŜ L ƻƴŎŜ ōƻǳƎƘǘ 5ŀŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΚ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ŀƴŘ 
provocative. The masculine body made her desirous for a split second. In the next moment she was horrified by her 
ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎΦ ά²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƳŜΚ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǊŀǎŎŀƭ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǊŀǇŜ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŎƘƴƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀ ǊŀǇŜΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƘƛǾŜǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ 
revulsion.  
 
The strange man picked her up in his muscular arms and started to head back towards the park. A few seconds went 
by in silence when she imagined the iron grip becoming loose. He finally released her on the ground. At that 
terrifying moment, she closed her eyes and her mind went totally numb. Maybe he would to kill her with that gun in 
his pocket after he was done ǳǎƛƴƎ ƘŜǊΦ tƛȅŀΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴǘƛŎƛǇŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƳƳƛƴŜƴǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 
ǎƘŀƪŜƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊ ǎǘǳǇƻǊ ōȅ ŀ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƴŜŀǊōȅΣ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ƴŀƳŜΦ άtƛȅŀ ΗΗΗ ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΚ [ƻƻƪ ŀǘ 
ƳŜΣέ ƛǘ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘŜŘ ƘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ. In the dim light of the street lamps, she perceived a pair of dark 
intense eyes looking at her. The man had a fair complexion, short dark hair and was in his late twenties He had a 
partly confused but expectant look on his handsome face. Piya sprung to hŜǊ ŦŜŜǘΦ ά5ŀƴΚ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΚ έ 
tƛȅŀ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƘŀŘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŦŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƳŜΗΗ L ŀƳ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ ƎƭŀŘ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻƻƪ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ǎƘƻǇΦέ 
 
Dan and Piya were studying in the same college. Dan was in his senior year as 
a graduate student in the Astrophysics department. Piya was a sophomore in 
the undergraduate Astronomy program. They first met in the Astrophysical 
Instrumentation class last fall. For the sophomore, a lot of the theory was 
brand new. Dan was amused and intrigued by the questions Piya asked 
Professor Duncan, in class. In a short time, Dan found himself attracted to 
Piya. One day, Piya came in late and in a hurry to sit down, slipped and fell on 
ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ Ŏƭŀǎǎ ǊƻŀǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ tƛȅŀΩǎ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ ƎǊŜǿ ǊŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎƳŜƴǘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ŎǊȅ 
when she noticed a kind face smiling at her reassuringly. Later, he spotted her in the library poring over an 
astrophysical journal. Sitting down at the same table, he made a funny remark about how he once slipped in the mud 
while playing soccer. Piya burst out, giggling.  
 
They shared general information about each other. Piya found out that his mother worked at the same place as her 
ŘŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀƭǎƻ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀǎǘǊƻƴƻƳȅΦ 5ŀƴ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΣ ά¢ƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŀ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘ ƛǎ ǘƻ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ƛǘΦ ²Ƙȅ 
ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǿǊƛǘŜ ŀ ǊŜǎǳƳŜΩ ŀƴŘ ŀǇǇƭȅ ŦƻǊ ŀ wŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ !ǎǎƛǎǘŀƴǘǎƘƛǇ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΚέ tƛȅŀ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŘǾƛŎŜ 
seriously. She wrƻǘŜ ǳǇ ƘŜǊ ǊŜǎǳƳŜΩ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǘŜǊ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ŦƻǊ ŦŜŜŘōŀŎƪΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
library to work on their assignments. Sometimes when it got late, they would go have dinner together before he 
dropped her home. On one such night, Dan saw PiȅŀΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ aǊΦ {ŜƴƎǳǇǘŀΦ 
 
It was a spring afternoon. Dan and Piya were walking together to the cafeteria. The cherry and crab apple trees 
looked pretty with the burgeoning branches of white and pink. The sky was clear and blue with wisps of white clouds. 
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The bright golden sunshine made everything happy. But Dan had something unpleasant to share. He cleared his 
ǘƘǊƻŀǘ ŀƴŘ ŎƘƻǎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭƭȅΦ ά²ƘŜƴ L Ǝƻǘ ƘƻƳŜΣ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ L ǎŀǿ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƻƳΩǎ 
ōŜŘǊƻƻƳΦέ tƛȅŀ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘΦ {ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘt Dan was lying. Was this an extremely mean joke he had conjured up? She 
ran off and called her mother. But by then, her dad had already broken the news to her mom. This painful 
development abruptly ended their young friendship. 
 
άwŜƳŜƳōŜǊΣ ȅƻǳ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ȅƻǳr resume few months ago? I showed it to Professor Duncan after he came back from his 
ǎŜƳŜǎǘŜǊ ƭƻƴƎ ǎŀōōŀǘƛŎŀƭΦέ ά²Ƙŀǘ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƪΚέ tƛȅŀ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪΦ άhƘΣ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘΗ IŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ 
ȅƻǳ ŀǘ млΥлл !a ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦέ 5ŀƴ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǊŜŀch her for the past two hours without success. Finally, he 
ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ƘƻǳǎŜ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾŜ ƘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƴŜǿǎΦ άIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǎǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƻǊ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊΚέ tƛȅŀ 
had left her phone in the car when she got home. She was so dejected that it never occurred to her that she did not 
ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƻƴ ƘŜǊΦ άIƻǿ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƘŜǊŜΚέ ǎƘŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ŀƭƻǳŘΦ ά¸ƻǳǊ ƳƻƳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊƘƻƻŘ ǇŀǊƪΣέ ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ tƛȅŀ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƭŜǘ ƘŜǊ ƎǳŀǊŘ ŘƻǿƴΦ  
 
She could not fathom why Dan wŀǎ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ŀ ƘŀƴŘƎǳƴ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΦ aŀȅ ōŜ 5ŀƴΩǎ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǎŜƴǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ƘŜǊ 
after all. Then her dad will never be able to come back to Piya. The job offer was probably just a bait to distract her. 
ά¦ƳΧ{ƻǊǊȅΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ǎŎŀǊŜŘ ōǳǘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ȅƻǳ to get the message. I actually have to run back now. I have a 
ǎǳōƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΣέ 5ŀƴ ǎŀƛŘ ǎŎǊŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ tƛȅŀ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ōŀǘŜŘ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƭƻǿŜǊŜŘ 
his right hand on to his pocket and felt for the square article. Her body trembled for a moment when the last shred of 
strength seemed to leave her. But what happened afterward did not match her expectations at all. 
 
άhƘ ǿŀƛǘΗ IŜǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘŜΦέ 5ŀƴ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ŎƘƻŎƻƭŀǘŜ ōŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ tƛȅŀ 
scrutinized the white cardboard package in her shaking hands. It had a picture of a brown square piece of Swiss 
chocolate. It looked nothing like a firearm from any angle. The light and shadow had played tricks with her mind. She 
was silently laughing at her own folly.  
 
By then, Dan had his back towards her and was slowly disappearing into the dimness of the 
ƴƛƎƘǘΦ ά5ŀƴΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǳǊƎŜƴŎȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘƛƴƎ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ 
she desperately longed for his company. His feelings were not too different either. He was 
looking for an excuse to stay and her request was reason enough. He retraced his steps back 
to the street-lamp, much to her relief and joy. Piya opened her arms wide and gave her friend 
ŀ ōƛƎ ōŜŀǊ ƘǳƎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘΗέ A broad smile brightened his face as he finally got the 
reaction he had always longed for. Finding her so close, he kissed her lightly on her forehead. 
Together, they sat down on the bench, happily munching on the treat.  
Dan told to her was that Mr. Sengupta was really nice to him. They had gone hunting and fly-
ŦƛǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ ά.ǳǘ ƘŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǎŀŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǎǘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƎŜǘǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƭƻƴƎ 
ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƻƳ ƻǾŜǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƴƻ ǎŜƴǎŜΦέ  Lǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ 5ŀƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜǊ ŘŀŘ 
wanted to have ŀ ǊŜŎƻƴŎƛƭƛŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ tƛȅŀ Φ άIŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳƛǎǎŜǎ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ŀŘŘŜŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ 
back.  Piya ran home to tell her mother that all hope was not lost. Her mom hugged her and 
agreed. She had good news for her too. She was working on a cure for depression and had 
discovered the perfect medicine. Her work received official recognition that evening in the national news. 
 

That night Piya went to bed still thinking about the riddle. She found herself high up in 
the sky in a colorful balloon. She was wearing a sun hat and a flowery dress. It was calm 
all around. She looked at the tiny houses and roads below. It reminded her of those 
childhood toys. She wondered if it was her world of imagination build by LEGO pieces. A 
sudden gust of wind blew away her hat. In an effort to hold on to it, Piya reached the 
edge of the wicker basket and was about to lose her balance. Fortunately, a hand came 
at the right moment and grabbed her. This helped her stabilize. Piya turned back and 
ǎŀǿ ƘŜǊ ŘŀŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΦ ά5ŀŘŘȅΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ L ƘŀŘ ƭƻǎǘ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊŜǾŜǊΦ L ŀƳ ǎƻ ƎƭŀŘ ȅƻǳ 
ŀǊŜ ōŀŎƪΦ Lǘ ŦŜƭǘ ƘƻǊǊƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƴƎǊȅ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ ƘŜǊ father. Piya put her 
ƘŜŀŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳΦ άL ƭƻǾŜ ȅƻǳΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜǊ 
ŦŀǘƘŜǊ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀƭƳ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ Ƙƛǎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƛǊΦέL ǿƛƭƭ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜ ōȅ 
ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛŘŜέ ƘŜ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΦ ά{ƻ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊΚέ tƛȅŀ asked. The old man 
ƘŀŘ ŀ ǘǿƛƴƪƭŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŜȅŜΦ άL ƘƛŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ Iƻǿ ŜƭǎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǘǊǳƭȅ ƭƻǾŜ ƳŜΚέ 

ƘŜ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘΦ tƛȅŀΩǎ ƭƛǇǎ ǘǊŜƳōƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ Ƨƻȅ ǇƻǳǊŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ  
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When My Voice Is Important  
Rohan Baishya (Age: 14 yrs) 

 
              ¢ƻ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜΧƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻǳƴŘ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƭŀǊȅƴȄ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǳǘǘŜǊŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ Ƴȅ ƳƻǳǘƘ ŀǎ ǎǇŜŜŎƘΤ 
but in reality, it is much, much more. My voice has a very clear purpose and the way in which I use my voice can impact 
every single person or thing around me. It reflects everything about me from my favorite food down to my principles of 
ƭƛŦŜΦ aȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƻǊŘǎΤ ƛǘ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘǎ ǿƘƻ L ŀƳ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ƭƛƪŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘƭȅΣ Ƴȅ Ǝoals and 
desires to make a difference. But before I begin to elaborate on this, let me just say, not everyone listens to my voice, 
ǎƻƳŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ Ƴŀȅ ŜǾŜƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƴƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇ ƻƴ ƻƴŜΩǎ 
voice. I have pride and honor in my voice; my voice has power beyond almost everything in the world, and that is what 
makes the difference.  
 
                People have all sorts of problems, some lost someone or something very dear to them, others have just lost 
ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ƳŜǎǎΤ ƻƴŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ƭƛƳōΣ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ŀ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ 9ǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ǎǳŦŦŜǊǎΧƛǘΩǎ 
ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜΧōǳǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ ǿŀƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ƎǊƛŜŦΣ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴǉǳŜǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎΚ ¢Ƙƛǎ 
is when my voice is important; it has the power to encourage someone who is down in the dumps to get back up and 
strive for happiness. It can give strength and words of wisdom from its own experiences and lessons learned, to friends 
and family that are in desperate need of support.  
 
                !ƴŘ ȅŜǘΣ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŜƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎ ƻŦ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΦ IŜǊŜ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ 
ŘŜƳƻŎǊŀŎȅΦ !ƴŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘŀǊŀŎǘŜǊƛȊŜǎ ŘŜƳƻŎǊŀŎȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƎƛǾŜǎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀƴ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǘƻ be 
ƘŜŀǊŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¦Φ{Φ ƛǎ ŀ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘΤ ƛǘ ƎƛǾŜǎ ǳǎ ŀƭƭ ŀƴ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŜŀǊŘΦ ¦ǘƛƭƛȊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ 
and make a difference in our country. Vote for what you believe is right and will benefit our nation, or for even what our 
nation will do to benefit the world as a whole. We all have this power, and it is best to use it and let our voices to be 
heard. This is when my voice is important. 
 
                ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦ bƻǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀŘǾƻŎŀǘŜǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ {ƻƳŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŜƭŦƛǎƘΣ 
ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀŦŦŜŎǘǎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ ¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ 
deserves an oppoǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ƘŜŀǊŘΣ ōǳǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎΣ ǎƻƳŜ ƛŘŜŀǎ ŀǊŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ōŜǎǘ ƭŜŦǘ ŀǎ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ŀƴ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭΩǎ 
ƭŀǊȅƴȄΦ .ǳǘ ȅŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǿƘŜƴ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ƛǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ Ŏŀƴ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΧ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǳǎ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ ŜŀŎƘ 
other for the better! Each and every one of us has to step forward, let our voice be heard and set good examples as 
brothers and sisters. We all have the power to inspire others, who in turn will inspire many more. But the idea is, we do 
have the power to make this planet a better place, all it takes is unity and a little love, and we can succeed. Everybody 
has the self-ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜΤ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ōǳǊƛŜŘ ŘŜŜǇΧ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ƭŀǊȅƴȄΦ ²Ŝ Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻǳǊ ǾƻƛŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜƭǇ 
ƻǳǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜƳΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǿƘŜƴ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜΧ ƴƻΧ ƻǳǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ is important. 
 

*************************************************************************************  
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My Short Life as an Indian Princess  
Krittika Krori  (Age: 12 yrs) 

 
I woke up one sunny June morning with sleep still in my eyes. I sit up and look out the window. I see a mesmerizing scene 
of the city of Mumbai. The Marketplaces are crowded with people trying to see what the vendors are selling. Wait a 
ƳƛƴǳǘŜΧΧΦ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ƴȅ ōŜŘΦ ²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ Ƴȅ ƎǊŀƴŘƳŀΚ L ǎǿŜŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ 
ǿƘŜƴ L ƭƻƻƪ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΦ  L ǎŜŜ ǿƛŘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ ƻƴ ōƻǘƘ ǎƛŘŜǎΦ L ƭƻƻƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƳŜΤ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ L ǎƭŜǇǘ ƛƴ 
last night. This place probably isƴΩǘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŦƭŀǘΗ L ǿŀƭƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƴǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΣ ŦǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΦ  L ƭƻƻƪ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ Ƴȅ 
ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΣ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǇƧǎ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ L ŀƳ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŜƭŀōƻǊŀǘŜ Ǉƛƴƪ saree with anklets. Now I know where that 
jingling was coming from. I look around the room seeing silk curtains, a halo shaped mosquito net, a big dresser, a bigger 
ŎƭƻǎŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǘŜƳǇƭŜ ŀǘǘŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦ 
 
!ǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƛƴǎŀƴŜ ǘƘŜƴ L ƘŜŀǊ ŀ ƪƴƻŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘƻƻǊΦ L ƻǇŜƴ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ƭŀŘȅ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ άtǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΣ L ƳŀŘŜ 
you your breakŦŀǎǘΦέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΣ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǘǊŀȅΦ L ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƛǘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŦǊǳƛǘΣ ǎƻƳŜ ōƛǎŎǳƛǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ƻŦ ƳƛƭƪΦ L ƎǊŀō ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀȅ 
ŀƴŘ ǎƛǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘΦ ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ  L ŀǎƪΣ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŀƳ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΦ  άL ŀƳ ȅƻǳǊ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƎƻǾŜǊƴŜǎǎέ 
ǎƘŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘǎΦ ά¸ƻu call me /Ƙƻǘƻ aŀΦέ ǎƘŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƳŜΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ǾŜǊȅΧΧΧΦ ǳƴƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀȅǎΦ bƻǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΚ 
How am I supposed to act then? First, I wake up in a different room and now I have a servant? It was too much for me to 
handle. 
 
All of a sudden, it hitǎ ƳŜΦ  LΩƳ ŀ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎΗ L ƎǳŜǎǎ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘΩǾŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ Ƴȅ ƎƻǾŜǊƴŜǎǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ǇǊƛƴŎŜǎǎ ōǳǘ L 
was too concerned over whether I was going insane or not. It explains the saree ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻŘŘ ǊƻƻƳΦ  hƘ Ƴȅ ƎƻǎƘΗ LΩƳ ŀ 
princess! This means that my parents are the maharani and maharaja (king and queen) of the land.  I ask my governess if 
I can see my parents. She says yes so I leave my chamber to go downstairs. The staircase is so long and beautiful to look 
at, it simply takes my breath away. I try to my find mȅ άŘŀŘέ ōǳǘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ L ƘŜŀǊ ŀ ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ƳŜƴ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǎƻ L ƘƛŘŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŀ 
ǇƭŀƴǘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ǎƴŜŀƪ ǘƘŜ Ǉƻƛǎƻƴ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦƻƻŘ ŀǘ ƭǳƴŎƘΦέ hƴŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀȅǎΦ ά¢ƘŜƴ LΩƭƭ ōŜ ƪƛƴƎΗέ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘǎΦ άhƪŀȅΦέ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ 
ǘŜƭƭǎ ƘƛƳ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅΦ ²ƘŀǘΚ ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉƻƛǎƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎ ǎƻ ǘƘat this man can become king? Why? This is not good at all. 
 
L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŜŀŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ΨŦŀǘƘŜǊέ ƛǎ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎΦ IŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŘŀŘ ŀǘ 
ŀƭƭΦ IŜ ƭƻƻƪǎ ǳǇ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƎƛǾŜǎ ƳŜ ŀ ƘǳƎΦέBeti, ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǿŜƭƭΚέ ƘŜ ŀǎƪǎΦ L ƴƻŘ ȅŜǎΦ Ψ²Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜƴΣ Ǝƻ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳǊ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΦ 
{ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀǘ ƭǳƴŎƘΦ {ƘŜΩƭƭ ōŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΦέ  IŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƳŜΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŎƪ ƛǎ 
ǘƘŜ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴΚ L ǎŜŜ ŀ ǎŜǊǾŀƴǘ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ŀ ǘǊŀȅ ƻŦ ŦǊǳƛǘΣ ǎƻ L Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƘƛƳΦ L ŦƛƴŘ Ƴȅ άƳƻǘƘŜǊέ ǿƘƻ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎƛƴƎƭȅΣ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ 
Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ƳƻƳ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ {ƘŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŦŜŀǎǘ ŀǘ ƭǳƴŎƘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǊŜŀŘȅΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǘŜ ōǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘΗ L Ŧƛƴd 
my way back to my chamber where a bunch of female servants are waiting for me.  They help me get dressed and I gaze 
at myself in the mirror. Not bad for a princess, I think  
 
LǘΩǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƘŜ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴ ǿƘŜƴ L ƘŜŀŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎǳŜǎǘǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ǇŀǊǘȅƛƴƎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΦ  
L ǘŀƭƪ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ Ŧor the feast.  I see a young man serve my father with food and then another 
ƻƭŘŜǊ Ƴŀƴ ŎƻƳŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪΦ άIŜǊŜ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǘƘƛǎΣ Ƴȅ ŘŜŀǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦέ  IŜ ǎŀȅǎΦ  {ƻ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎΩǎ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ L 
ƳŜŀƴ Ƴȅ ǳƴŎƭŜΦ L ǎƘƻǳǘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜΦ ά{ǘƻǇΗέ  L ƘƻƭƭŜǊΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘΗέ L ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳΦέ IŜΩǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ǉƻƛǎƻƴ ȅƻǳΦέ L 
ǎŀȅΦ L ǎƘƻǿ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǿŜǊŜ ǇƻƛǎƻƴŜŘΦ άIƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΚέ IŜ ŀǎƪǎΦ  ά¢ŀƪŜ ƘƛƳ ŀǿŀȅΗέ ƘŜ 
ōŜƭƭƻǿǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ŘǊŀƎ ƘƛƳ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴǎ ǘƻ ƳŜΦ άaȅ ŘŜŀǊ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ǎŀǾŜŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
ƪƛƴƎŘƻƳΦέ IŜ ǘŜƭƭǎ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊǘȅ ǇŀǎǎŜǎ ōȅ ƛƴ ŀ ōƭǳǊΧΧΧ ά5ƛǘƛΣ 5ƛǘƛΣ 5L¢LΗ ²ŀƪŜ ǳǇΗέ aȅ ƎǊŀƴŘƳŀ ȅŜƭƭǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ 
ƘŀǾŜ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ǎƭŜŜǇ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪǎΦ άL ƎǳŜǎǎ L ŘƛŘΦέ L ǊŜǇƭȅΦ LΩƳ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǊƻƻƳ ƛƴ the flat. I guess what 
happened was all one crazy dream.  I go to the living room to eat breakfast. It feels good to be home again I think to 
myself. 
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LƴŘƛŀΩǎ LƴŦƭǳŜƴŎŜ ƻƴ aŜ 
Biswadeep Mukherjee (Age: 19 yrs) 

 
I am what is known as a second generation Indian. This means that although I was born in India, I spent the majority of 
my life in the United States. Even though I left India, India never left me. It is horrifying for me to see so many second 
generation Indians become so absorbed so quickly into the American culture. It took time for me to assimilate and while 
I have for the most part become Americanized, there are parts of me that to this day stay true to Indian culture. I like 
attending pujas not because of the religious worship necessarily, but because of the dances and other events that 
happen.  
 
Singing and dancing are an integral part of Indian culture and those are my favorite things to do. I very often listen to 
Indian songs because of the beat and rhythm and sometimes the lyrics just seem to click with me. I also like singing 
Indian songs. In the past, I have sung a variety of songs on stage, mainly Rabindra Sangeet. These days, however, as 
always, I sing songs as a hobby. I prefer Hindi songs to Bengali songs, but when I listen to Bengali songs, I prefer 
ƳƻŘŜǊƴƛȊŜŘ ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ wŀōƛƴŘǊŀƴŀǘƘ ¢ŀƎƻǊŜΩǎ ǎƻƴƎǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘǳƴŜ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƳŜƭƻŘƛŎ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǘŎƘȅ ŀƴŘ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ǎƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ 
the song itself in the background.  
 
Whenever I sing songs, I tend to sing the song when the song itself is playing, but if the song is incredibly catchy, then I 
ǿƛƭƭ ǎƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƴƎ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ƻǊ ƘǳƳ ƛǘ ƻǊ ǿƘƛǎǘƭŜ ƛǘΦ L ŦƛƴŘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ LƴŘƛŀƴ ǎƻƴƎǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƻƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴg 
sad as some are very sad and some are about love and some are about death etc. Whatever the song is about, it usually 
ends up elevating my mood and often when I listen to those songs, I imagine myself and my friends within the song as 
the singers.  
 
Growing up, in addition to listening to a lot of Indian music, I also saw a lot of Indian movies (mainly Hindi, but 
sometimes Bengali). In fact, I learned to speak Hindi from watching Hindi movies. Hindi movies all seem to have one 
common theme: Love. Whether the periphery of the plot is surrounded by such topics as war, politics, business 
partnerships etc., the major story revolves some kind of romance between the two main characters. They also involve a 
lot of dancing and singing, which I like because of the dance moves that the characters do. I also very often picture 
myself in the role of the hero and keep the heroine the same, but sometimes I will picture who I see to be the perfect 
heroine and place her in the role. Often, if I watch a really good Hindi or Bengali movie, the movie will teach me a life 
lesson or change my thought process and force me to think critically about the moral of the movie. My favorite actor 
ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǿŀǎ {ƘŀƘǊǳƪƘ YƘŀƴΦ bƻǿŀŘŀȅǎ LΩƳ ŀ ƳǳŎƘ ōƛƎƎŜǊ Ŧŀƴ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ wŀƴōƛǊ YŀǇƻƻǊ ŀƴŘ !ƪǎƘŀȅ YǳƳŀǊΦ L ƴŜǾŜǊ 
really had a favorite actress because I have seen so many actresses and they are all very good at acting. 
 
 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ LΩǾŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ ŦƻǊ ŀōƻǳǘ мп ȅŜŀǊǎ ƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ ŀƳ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎǎƛƳƛƭŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ 
American society, I have never lost my Indian roots and will always be proud to be an Indian. It is important to maintain a 
healthy balance bŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ƴƻǿΦ LΩƳ ƎƭŀŘ LΩƳ ŀƴ LƴŘƛŀƴ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 
while there are negative aspects to being an Indian, such as being stereotyped as good at math and science, there are 
also positive aspects, such as great music and great food. Not to mention the films and actresses!  
 

 

  



21 
 

An unknown companion  
Amrita Purkayastha (Age: 13 yrs) 

 
!ǎ .ƛƭōƻ .ŀƎƎƛƴǎ Ǌŀƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǎƻƴ ŎŜƭƭǎ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊǾŜǎΣ .ƻōōȅΣ .ƛƭōƻΩǎ 
older brother, secretly followed behind. Since Bilbo was invisible, Bobby 
ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŜŀǊ ƘƛƳΣ ŦƻǊ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŜȄŎŜƭƭŜƴǘ 
hearing. 
 
ά.ƛƭōƻ Ƙŀǎ ƴƻ ǎŜƴǎŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΣέ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ .ƻōōȅ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ǿŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ŎŜƭƭ ǘƻ 
ŎŜƭƭ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ƛŦ ŜŀŎƘ ŘǿŀǊŦ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎŀƴŜΦ άLŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƳŀrt, like me, he would 
ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƻǳǘ ōȅ ƴƻǿΦέ !ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ǿƘŀǘ .ƻōōȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿŀǎ 
that Bilbo had a plan in mind, whereas Bobby had no idea how to help the 
dwarves escape. 
 
Bobby had been secretly following them during the whole journey with the 
dwarf group, since the day they had started. They were on an adventure to 
defeat the humungous dragon and now they were all in the prison. Bobby had 
listened from next door as Bilbo got invited to come on the journey, and felt as 
if they had the wrong Baggins. He knew that Bilbo was not the kind of hobbit 
to go on an adventure to defeat a dangerous dragon.  
 
Bobby had been the adventurous one throughout their whole childhood. When 

they were children, Bobby was the one who jumped fences and disturbed neighbors so that he could have the time of his 
ƭƛŦŜ ǊƛŘƛƴƎ ŀ ǇƻƴȅΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ .ƛƭōƻ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƘƻƳŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƭŀǘŜ ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΦ {ƻ ǿƘŜƴ .ƛƭōƻ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ 
to go, Bobby decided that if Bilbo went alone on the journey without anyone to protect him, he would die. He also 
wanted a chance to prove to his brother that Bilbo needed him. If Bobby came and saved Bilbo, he would be a hero to 
the others, and that would be his time to shine. So Bobby followed Bilbo and the dwarves around secretly since the day 
they took off. Throughout the whole journey, he was walking behind everyone. Sometimes he almost got caught. Once, 
he was walking, and he got a little too far behind, and got lost. Luckily, Bilbo and the dwarves took a short stop, and 
Bobby was able to find the dwarves again. 
 
Bilbo and Bobby had the same tree-wood colored hair shuffled in a mess on their heads, and the same big hairy, leathery 
feet. The only difference was that Bobby was much skinnier and athletic, than Bilbo. Bilbo was rather plump, since all he 
ŘƛŘ ǿŀǎ Ŝŀǘ ƳǳŦŦƛƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǎƳƻƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǇƛǇŜΦ .ƻōōȅ ƭƻǾŜŘ .ƛƭōƻ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘΦ IŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 
always jealous of him since he got the chance to do something that Bobby really wanted to do.  
 
After many days of following thŜ ŘǿŀǊǾŜǎΣ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀǿ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴΦ LŦ .ƻōōȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 
jumped in to save everyone, they would all have died by now. When they had to get through hungry trolls, Bobby had 
distracted them, and fought one of them on his own when Bilbo and the dwarves were trapped in sacks. He had always 
been a mystery to the dwarves. They kept wondering why the trolls were struggling, and who had rescued them when 
they thought they would die. When the dwarves were trapped in silky spider webs, and Bilbo had to defeat the giant 
ǎǇƛŘŜǊǎΣ ƛŦ .ƻōōȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǇƛŘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊǾŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǎǳŦŦƻŎŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǇƛŘŜǊ ǇƻƛǎƻƴΣ .ƛƭōƻ 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊǾŜǎ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŘǿŀǊǾŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŦ ǘŜǊǊƛǘƻǊȅΣ ǘƘŜȅ Ǝot captured, and were 
put into prison. Luckily, Bilbo was able to use his magic ring and turn invisible. Now the dwarves were locked in jail cells 
in an elf castle, and Bilbo was trying to save them. 
 
As Bobby followed Bilbo around the castle, he noticed that Bilbo spent a lot of time examining the water gate. Then, 
when Bilbo told Thorin, the head dwarf, his plan of escape, Bobby soon understood.  
 
ά²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ǳƴƭƻŎƪ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻǳǘΣέ .ƛƭōƻ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ŜǎŎŀǇŜ by getting each 
ŘǿŀǊŦ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ōŀǊǊŜƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǿŜ Ƙƛǘ ƭŀƴŘΦέ 
ά.ŀǊǊŜƭǎΗέ ¢ƘƻǊƛƴ ŜȄŎƭŀƛƳŜŘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƻƻ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΦ  
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άLǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǎŀŦŜΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΦέ ¢ƘŜƴ .ƛƭōƻ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ƘƛŘƛƴƎ ǎǇƻǘΦ 
Bobby was extremely surprised. HŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ .ƛƭōƻ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘ ǇƭŀƴΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 
company throughout this whole journey, saving his cowardly brother, he finally saw that his little brother had 
transformed into a fighter, a hero. 
 
One night, when the night guard fell asleep, Bobby decided to show himself to Bilbo. He came out of his hiding spot, and 
nudged Bilbo a little.  
άIŜȅ .ƛƭōƻΗέ He whispered. Bilbo quickly turned in fear, but then, relief flooded his face when he saw the friendly face of 
his older brother.  
 
ά¦ƘΧ .ƻōōȅτwhatτƘǳƘΧΚέ .ƛƭōƻ ǎǘǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƘŜ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘŜŘ 
his thoughǘǎΣ ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ ōƛƎ ƘǳƎΦ άL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴΗέ 
άL ŎŀƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ȅƻǳ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎŀŦŜΣέ ǎŀƛŘ .ƻōōȅΦ .ƛƭōƻΩǎ ƳƛƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ Iƛǎ ƻƭŘŜǊ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΣ 
who has always tried to be better than him in their childhood, has come on this dreadful journey just to protect him! 
Was he the mysterious one that killed the enemies and saved the company when they were in trouble? 
 
ά[ƛǎǘŜƴ .ƛƭōƻΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΣ ǎƻ L ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΦέ .ƻōōȅ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ ŀǊŜ Ǝƻing to 
escape tonight.  
 ά!ƭǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǎƻ ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŀǘŜ ŘƻƻǊǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƴŜΦ ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ ǿŀƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΣ ŀƴŘ 
then take the keys from the guard. Then, we can free the dwarves, and lead everyone to the Watergate,έ ǎŀƛŘ .ƛƭōƻΦ ά²Ŝ 
ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘǎ ǳƴŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿΦέ 
άL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǇƛƭƭǎΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘΦ άL Ŏŀƴ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘǊƛƴƪǎΦέ 
 
.ƻōōȅ Ǌŀƴ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘƛƴƛƴƎ ƘŀƭƭΣ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ǎƭŜŜǇƛƴƎ Ǉƛƭƭǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǳŀǊŘΩǎ ǿƛƴŜΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǳƴŎƻƴǎŎƛous when 
the dwarves escaped. The two brothers waited patiently for the guards to get their wine. Right when they left, Bilbo 
woke up all the dwarves and told them to get ready. The guards began to drink and laugh merrily. Soon, they began to 
feel drowsy, and then they fell fast asleep. Bilbo unlocked all the cells, and led the dwarves to the water gate. Each dwarf 
got their own barrel, and they stood in a line waiting for Bilbo. Bilbo turned to give his grateful thanks to Bobby. If it 
ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳΣ .ƛƭōƻ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜΦ  
LŦ .ƻōōȅ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƴƻǿ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜΣ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳŀǇΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀȅ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ .ƛƭōƻ 
and the dwarves, and join them on the treacherous journey. He decided that he had to reveal himself to the dwarves, so 
after they reached the island, Bilbo gathered his friends.  
 
άL ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά¸ƻǳ ŀƭƭ ƪƴƻǿ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ .ƻōōȅΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ ¢ƘŜȅ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ǳƴƪƴƻǿƴ 
ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴΦέ .ƻōōȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŀ ǘǊŜŜ ƘŜ ǳǎŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ ƘƛŘing place. He looked at each of the dwarves.  
άL ŀƳ ƴƻǿ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΣ ŀƴŘ L ǎƘŀƭƭ Ƨƻƛƴ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅΦέ 
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Hinduism  
Mita Mukherjee 

 
I would like to direct this article towards the youth growing up in foreign lands, away from Hindu culture and again I 
would like to welcome comments and questions. In my previous articles, I touched upon the philosophies underlying 
Hinduism; the basic ideas and practices. This time I would like to address some of the rituals we have, as HINDUS; and 
some of the auspicious occasions and their symbolism. 
 
¢ƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ǿƻǊŘ ǿŜ ŎƻƳŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ƛǎ άǇǳƧŀέΦ  tǳƧŀ ƳŜŀƴǎ ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇΦ  ¢ƘŜ ƭŜǘǘŜǊ άt!έ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ŦƻǊ ǇŀǇŀƴŀǎŀƴŀΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ 
άǇŀǇŀέ ƛǎ ǳƴ-divine actionǎ ƻǊ ǎƛƴǎΣ άƴŀǎŀƴŀέ ƛǎ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘƛƻƴ ƻǊ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǊƛŘ ƻŦΦ άWŀέ ǎǘŀƴŘǎ ŦƻǊ WŀȅŀΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ǾƛŎǘƻǊȅΣ ƻǊ 
άƧŀƴƳŀǾƛŎƘƘŜŘŀέ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ŎŜǎǎŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŎȅŎƭŜ ƻŦ ōƛǊǘƘǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀǘƘǎτƛƴ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ άƳƻƪǎƘŀέΦ {ƻ tǳƧŀ όt!-JA) means 
victory over sins and the ultimate freedom of moksha; (as I had mentioned in my previous article the one and only goal 
of mankind is to realize the divine, or mokshaτ and to know that all of us are blessed with divinity within us). Thus puja 
is that action whereby we evolve spiritually, culminating in the exhaustion of sins and ending punarjanma, or the cycle of 
birth and death.  
 
TƘŜ ά.w!Ia!bέ ƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǳǇǊŜƳŜ ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎƴŜǎǎΣ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘ ƎƻŘΣ ǘǊǳǘƘΣ ǎŜƭŦ-etc. is formless;  however to make it easier for 
common man to focus on  something tangible--so that they can devote their energies  on a concrete object,  numerous 
deities, with names and forms have evolved.  So we have Brahma, the creator, Sara Swati, goddess of learning, Vishnu 
the sustainer, his consort, Lakshmi, goddess of wealth, Shiva, the destroyer, his consort Durga, the goddess of strength, 
plus several other gods and goddesses. Throughout the year usually according to the lunar cycle we have specific times 
when we worship these deities; now, worshiping or performing a puja, usually involves certain rituals. At first we clean 
the idol or the picture of the god or goddess we are getting ready to worship; we bring flowers, fruits and sweets and set 
these before the deity; chandan or sandal wood paste is an integral part of the puja. The priest actually performs a 
ŎŜǊŜƳƻƴȅ ƭƛƪŜ ōŀǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜƛǘȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƛƭƪΣ ŎƘŀƴŘŀƴΣ ƎƘŜŜ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŘƻŜǎ ǘƘŜ άǇǊŀƴ ǇǊŀǘƘƛǎƘǘƘŀέ ƻǊ ōǊƛƴƎƛƴƎ 
life into the deity; then we offer the food and flowers with specific mantras (chants). 
 
 First we invoke Lord Ganesha, he is the remover of obstacles; and then the priest invokes the god or goddess we are 
worshipping by chanting mantras that are specific for that deity. Lastly we do the arati with the oil lamps, showing our 
ultimate devotion to the God or Goddess we invoked. Final part is the visherjan ceremony or the culmination of the puja, 
ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ǳǇΤ ǿŜ ƴƻǿ ƎƛǾŜ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƛŘƻƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀƭΤ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ  ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻǊǎƘƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ άƛƴŦƛƴƛǘŜέ ōȅ 
ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ άŦƛƴƛǘŜέ ōȅ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƛǘ ƴŀƳŜs, forms and attributes, we have realized the infinite, so now we can let go of the 
finite. hƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ ǇǳƧŀǎ ǿŜ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳ ƛǎ ά5ǳǊƎŀ-ǇǳƧŀέΦ aŀ 5ǳǊƎŀ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ {ƘƛǾŀΤ 5ǳǊƎŀ ƛǎ ŘŜǇƛŎǘŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ 
goddess with ten hands killing the demon, Mahishashurτthis depicts the victory of the divine over the demon or un-
divine, which resides in all of us. The puja goes on for ten days, symbolizing the five senses of perception and five organs 
ƻŦ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΤ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ Řŀȅ ƛǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ά±ƛƧŀȅŀ-5ŀǎŀƳƛέ ǎƛƎƴƛŦȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǾƛŎǘƻǊȅ ƻf our higher self over the lower self. 
CƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ά[ŀƪǎƘƳƛ ǇǳƧŀέ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǿŜŀƭǘƘΣ ǎȅƳōƻƭƛȊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘƳŜƴǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƴŘΣ ƻƴŎŜ ǳƴ-divine qualities 
have been overcome, the concept of material want drops off, this is the highest prosperity, and wealth does not depend 
on bank balance, but the happiness and contentment of the mind. 
 
bŜȄǘ ƛǎ άYŀƭƛ ǇǳƧŀέ ƻǊ ά5ƛǿŀƭƛέ ǎȅƳōƻƭƛŎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘ ƻŦ ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛǾŜ ŘŜǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴτwe use great strength to remove the 
remaining un-divine qualities within us. Final pujŀ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǳƧŀ ƻŦ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎ {ŀǊŀǎǿŀǘƛΣ ǘƘŜ ƎƻŘŘŜǎǎ ƻŦ άŜƴƭƛƎƘǘŜƴƳŜƴǘέ ŀƴŘ 
creativity; only when the page is totally clean can we draw on it and create something new, similarly when the mind is 
clear and pure only then can we meditate upon the formless divine and be enlightened. There are several other pujas 
that we celebrate, for example, Ram-ƴŀǾŀƳƛΣ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ ƻŦ ōƘŀƎǿŀƴ ά{Ǌƛ-Ram, Janmashtami, birthday of Sri Krishna, Siva-
ǊŀǘǊƛΣ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƧŀ ŦƻǊ ƭƻǊŘ {ƘƛǾŀΦ 5ŜǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƛƴŎƭƛƴŀǘƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƴŘŜƴŎƛŜǎΣ ƻƴŜ Ŏŀƴ Ŏhoose a certain deity to worship 
and focus their energies on that deity, and that is the fun of Hinduism.  
 
In conclusion, the number of gods and goddesses we have are confusing, but there is a symbolism hidden in their 
attributes and manifestations, when we know that we can choose the manifestation we feel comfortable with and, also 
the rituals do have meanings and when we know the significance, it becomes less confusing. 
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tƆ- vŶzk 

ňŖŐŖňŖŗŐ 

 

ū «ſŌŖŝŅŎ ĶŎŊ ſŌŖŝŅŎ ĩŐŖ 

ĩ ŌŗŎ ŊŖĦŏŖ ŋŖőŖ¬ °Ŏ ȄʸŖ ģ 

ů Ņĵŏ ĴŎŖ œŝťŝĺ İŌŇ ģ 

ű ŋŖŝĶǤŎ ĩŇřˡŏǤ ģ 

Ų œǤŖĥ ° ŊŖĹĴ ģ 

ūŪ ňŖɎŊŝŅŎ ǺŗŃňȝ ģ 

ūŬ ĩţ·ŗʸ, ŗŊ̞ɢ ŒŌŖŝŏŖĹŇŖ ģ 

ūŮ ŒŅť ģ 

ūŰ ŇŃřŇ ŊĺŝŎŎ ŗœŝŒŝŊŎ ŊĪ ģ 

ūŲ ĨɥřŃŅŐƯŇ ģ 

ŬŪ ĶŗŎŝŊŎ ŒœŖť, ŅŘŇŇŖń ģ 

Ŭū ĩȶɺŃŖ, ŃɵŖ ģ 

Ŭŭ ŗŊœŘŇ, ŊŗĻƯŃ ģ 

ŬŮ ĻŖŌŖť ńŖŝĴ ňǤŖŝɪ Ĳ ńŖŝĴ ģ 

ŬŰ ŉřŝŏŎ ſŃŖţŖ ģ 

Ŭű ſŊŝŅŎ ſō ĨĦŝŐ ōȼŖŗŅ ĴŝŌƯŎ 

ŗŊņŖŇ ĩŝĺ ģ 

Ŭų ĵŖĲťŖŅŖĲťŖ ģ 

ŭū ŎŒȼ ģ 

ŭŮ ſō ňśŗńŊŘŝĴ ņŖŎł ĴŝŎ ĩŝĺ ģ 

ŭű ĲĻŇ ŊœŇ ĴŝŎ ſō ģ 

ŭų ǺĴŖŗŐŃ ŊŖ ǺĹŖŗŎŃ œĲťŖ ģ 

ŮŪ ŊŖĶņŖŎŖť ȝłˋŖťŘ ŎŖĶ ŊŖ ĨŗŋŌŖŇ ģ 

 

      ĬňŎŗŇĹ 

 

          ū ĨǺŝťŖĻŇŘť ģ 

          Ŭ ļřŏŝĺ İŌŇ ģ 

          ŭ «ị̄ŝŎŎ ŌŚŗŃƯ ĩŝĺ¬, İĪ ŌŃ ģ 

     Ů ŒŐˈ ǺœŎŘ ģ 

     ů ɣĴŖĻ ģ 

     Ű ĴŖŗŎĴŗŎ, ĴŌƯňɢŗŃ ģ 

     ų «ĪŗɵťŝĶŖĹŎ ĻĶǉ-Ī ŒŃǤ¬,  

          İĪ ŌŝŃ ĩˋŖŐŘŏ ģ 

     ūū ĨŝŇǤŎ ŊŐŘŋŚŃ œĲťŖ ģ 

     ūŭ ĩķŖŝŃ ĩķŖŝŃ ŗĺɺŗŋɺ œŝťŝĺ   İŌŇ ģ 

     ūů ŊŖĦŏŖť ĹŃřŅƯŐ ĨȝŝŎŎ ĺɶ ģ 

     ūű ĵŎŝĶŖŝŐŎ ŌŝŃŖ ĨŗŃ ĹȾŏ ģ 

     ūų ĴŝʸŒśŝʸ ĴŖōƯŗŒŗɢ ĴŎŖ ģ 

     Ŭū ĩţ̵ŎňřłƯ ģ 

     ŬŬ Ǻ˘ŖŝŅŎ ŗňŃŖ İĪ ƀŅŃǤŎŖĻ ģ 

     Ŭů ĨŗŃ ŎŌłŘťŖ ģ 

     ŬŰ ŒȮŘŝŃŎ ĨňŎŖ˔ĴŖŏŘŇ İĴ ŎŖŗĶłŘ ģ 

     ŬŲ ĨŇŖń ĩȂŌ ģ 

          ŭŪ ǺĹřŎ ŌŗłŌřȔŖŎ ĩņŖŎ ģ 

          ŭŬ ̵łƯĹʖĴ ģ 

          ŭŭ ŗŊŐ ſŒŎ ŊŖ ĩņ Ōł ĲĻŇŗŊŗŐʸ ģ 

          ŭŰ ſňőł, - ŎĶŗţ ģ 

          ŭŲ ŊǤŖķŖŃ ģ 

 

         
  ŒŌŖņŖŇ ůų ňśʺŖť 
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My Paris Journal  
Tanisha Roy (Age: 11 yrs) 

 
Since I was a little girl, I wanted to go to Paris and finally that day had come. Whenever I asked someone how they would 
describe Paris, they would say it is beautiful, but when I went to Paris, I feel it was more than beautiful, it was beyond 
belief. 
 
Previous Day 
I was sitting on my bed learning some French words. It was 11:00 pm and my parents kept telling me to sleep but I was 
too anxious to sleep. What would Paris be like? Would it be crowded? Questions were overflowing thru my mind. My 
mom made me put my book away and go to sleep. I eventually fell asleep and took off with my dream. When I woke up, I 
realized that I was dreaming of Paris. 
 
First Day in Paris 
I woke up at 5:30 in the morning because of my eagerness of going to Paris. I woke up my family. We all got dressed then 
ate a breakfast before going to the airport by Super Shuttle. We went through Security Check then to our flight. The 
whole plane ride wŀǎ ōƻǊƛƴƎ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƛȊŜŘ ¢± ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾƛŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ōƻǊƛƴƎ ƻƴŜΦ tƭǳǎΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭƛƪŜ 
plane rides because it gives me butterflies in my stomach. We landed at Washington, Dulles where we took a flight to 
tŀǊƛǎΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻ ōƻǊƛƴƎ since we had personalized TV. When we close to landing, I looked out the window and 
the sight was awe-inspiring. There were green shades of agriculture everywhere and there was the Siene River with its 
beautiful blue swirls running through France. I was a ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜΩǎ ǿƘŜŜƭǎ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
ground. We went through Customs and Security Check before going outside. We waited for our bus for what felt like a 
generation. We climbed on and it took us to our hotel. There, we put our bags in our room and got fresh, and then we 
contacted Roshmi Mashi and her family to go with us to Sacré /ƻŜǳǊΦ LŦ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀ /ƘǳǊŎƘ ŦƻǊ 
Catholic. It was very beautiful in fact. There were two statues of King Saint Louis IX in front of the Church and much 
greenery. Inside however, it was...... exquisite. There were paintings of Jesus on the ceiling, telling the stories of Jesus. 
We saw how the Catholics prayed then lit candles like everyone else. We even tried some of their Holy offering. It was a 
sweet cracker and another cookie with jelly filling in it. They were quite delicious. We had dinner at an Indian Restaurant 
and said our goodbye to Roshmi Mashi and her family.  
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Second Day Paris 
Today I decided to go to Versailles ƻŦ [ƻǳƛǎ ǘƘŜ ·L±Φ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǾŜǊȅ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ Lǘ ǘƻƻƪ 
us a 45 minute train ride to get there so this better be worth the time. When I got there, I got a sound recording that 
taught us the use of each room. Some rooms had a TV on the walls that went with the sound recordings. I learned that 
ǘƘŜ ǇŀƭŀŎŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀǎ ōƛƎ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƻŘŀȅ ōǳǘ ƻǾŜǊǘƛƳŜΣ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ōǳƛƭǘ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƘŀƳōŜǊǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƛǘǎ 
current state. We saw the painting that covered the palaces and took pictures of them as well. This was definitely worth 
the time. The paintings were war scenes, court scenes, and portraits of people who once lived there. Outside, in the 
Versailles Garden, there were statues of famous people in French history. There were also beautiful fountains surging out 
water. The trees were cut into patterns and made into a maze. We spent the whole day there and were quiet drained by 
the time we went home.      
 
Third Day in Paris  
Today, my brother got sick and it was raining cats and dogs so we stayed in and watched movies. 
 
Fourth Day in Paris 
Today was the last day I would be touring Paris. Tomorrow, I would be waking up and leaving. Today I decide to go to the 
one place Paris is known for the most, the Eiffel Tower. Instead of taking a train there, we took a Hop-on Hop-off bus. A 
Hop-on Hop-off bus is a bus that you can hop on and hop off at any time. We hopped off at the Eiffel Tower sight and 
ǿŜƴǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǳǇΦ ¢ƘŜ ǾƛŜǿ ǳǇ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎΧΧΧǊŀŘƛŀƴǘΣ ƎƭƻǊƛƻǳǎΣ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘŜǎŎǊibe beautiful. I could see the entire 
city. It was like I could touch just the clouds. And from up there, it was beyond belief. After the Eiffel Tower we went to 
the Museum de Louvre. We saw the beautiful works of art there including the Mona Lisa. It was the treasure of Paris. 
Worth 1 Billion dollars and yet the artist may have never thought it would be worth so much. It was worth the money 
though. If I could only live in Paris. We visited Notre Dame and bought some souvenirs from a souvenir shop and went 
home. 
 
Goodbye Paris 
I woke up in the morning and took a bath and ate some breakfast before I left my room and to our flight. Well, this trip 
has surely been something to remember. Farewell Paris. 
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2013 Milonee Sports  
Dr. Biswadip Ghosh 

 
Sporting events always capture our imagination, because of the amount of preparation and effort needed from their 
participants.  Some, such as the Super Bowl are held annually.  But other international events, such as the cricket/soccer 
World cups or the Olympic games are held every four years.   Such time lag only builds excitement and expectations for 
these events.  Will Roger Federer last another 3 years to compete in his 5th Olympic games for that coveted tennis singles 
gold medal in Brazil in the 2016?  So goes the Milonee Games ς an event that was again held on June 15, 2013 after 20 
years since the last time they were organized in 1992!   In 1992, there had been several races ς 100m, 400m, 3-legged 
race and several individual/group/team competitions like tug-of-war and tennis and musical chairs.  The 2013 games 
featured a 100m race, a lemon and spoon race, 3-legged races for kids and adults, a father and child relay race, musical 
ŎƘŀƛǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŀƴǘŀƪǎƘŀǊƛΦ  ¢ƻ ƻŦŦŜǊ ǾŀǊƛŜǘȅΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ άƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ Ƙǳƴǘέ Ŧƻr kids and a double-wicket cricket tournament 
for the adults.   

These events witnessed some amazing performances that will endure in our memory.  The tremendous concentration 
put on display by the kids in the lemon & spoon race to balance tiny key-limes as they darted over the patio or the 
ŜƴŘǳǊŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƪƛŘǎ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ǳǇƘƛƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŘƻǿƴƘƛƭƭ ǘƻ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ ǘƘŜ мллƳ ŘŀǎƘΣ ǿŜǊŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŀŘǳƭǘΩǎ 
3-legged race was won by Debayon and Ratul with an incredible galloping finish over the last 15 meters.  I have never 
seen such a άǘƘǊŜŜ ƭŜƎƎŜŘ Ǝŀƛǘέ moving at such speed in any prior 3-ƭŜƎƎŜŘ ǊŀŎŜǎΗ  ¢ƘŜ ƪƛŘΩǎ ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ о-legged race 
was a clinical demonstration of coordination as Avishek Ghosh and Aritra Ghosh left the other teams well behind to 
finƛǎƘ ŦƛǊǎǘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŜǾŜ ƻŦ CŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ Řŀȅ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŀƴ ŀǇǘ ŘŀǘŜ ǘƻ Ǉƛǘ ŦŀǘƘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƪƛŘǎ ƛƴ Ƨƻƛƴǘ ŎƻƳǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ōǊŀƎƎƛƴƎ 
rights in a 100m relay race.  The fathers were asked to run uphill and kids ran the downhill lap.  The Father and child 
relay race was won by a father daughter combination (Sonakshi and Saket Srivastava). 

 

 
(Lemon and Spoon Race in Progress) 

Lemon and Spoon Race: 
1. Raj Bhaumik 
2. Sonakshi Srivastava 
3. Avishek Ghosh 

 
3-Legged Race (kids): 

1. Aritra Nag+Avishek Ghosh 
2. Nova Dam+Sonakshi 

Srivastava 

 
(Finish of 3-legged Race) 

 
όYƛŘΩǎ о-legged Race 

Winners) 

 
(YƛŘΩǎ млл aŜǘŜǊǎ wŀŎŜ ƛƴ tǊƻƎǊŜǎǎύ 

 
100 Meters Race: 

1. Aditya Roy 
2. Aritra Nag 
3. Avishek Ghosh 

 
(Adults 3-Legged Race 

Runners-up) 

 
(Winners of Father and 

Child Relay Race) 

3-Legged Race (Adults): 
- Debayon+Ratul 
- Sourin Maiti + Soma Hait 
- Saket + Shikha Srivastava 

 
 
Father and Child Relay Race: 

1. Sonakshi and Saket 
Srivastava 

2. Aritra and Amit Nag 
3. Neha and Jaydip Bhaumik 
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After the races, 10 pairs competed in the double wicket cricket tourney for the 2013 Cricket Champions Trophy.   The 
large, flat, oval shaped patio at the Centennial Center Park provided the ideal venue to play a cricket match.  As the 
seating around the patio filled in with spectators from our Milonee group and other park visitors (most locals perhaps 
witnessing a cricket match for the first time in their life), the venue felt like a hallowed cricket field like Lords or Eden 
Gardens.  Each pair batted for 3 overs and received a point for each run scored, and negative 3 points for each out.  The 
fielding pairs took turns to bowl an over at a time and collected 3 points for each wicket taken and 1 point for catches 
and run outs.  Two teams (the first team to bat and the last team to bat) distinguished themselves in a batting barrage 
that resulted in each of them putting up over 49+ runs in their 3 overs (18 balls)!  The fact that the last team to bat 
(Jaydip Bhaumik and Sidhartha) had to hit a 6 on the last ball of the last over to beat the first team (Debayon and Ratul) 
by 2 points, showed how exciting and close this double-wicket competition was.  The points system placed enough 
emphasis on bowling and fielding so that third place was captured by Krishnendu and Biswadip, whose team did not 
score a lot of runs but captured the highest number of wickets (5).  The efforts of Kaushik Dam in making 3 catches 
(including a gem of a diving catch onto the concrete patio) at the short cover position were quite amazing.  Kaushik (and 
Sutanu) finished in the top 6 and had the elbow scrapes/scars to show for his brave fielding efforts.   

 
(Debayon & Ratul batting and blasting runs!) 

Double-Wicket Cricket: 
1. Jaydip Bhaumik+Siddharta 

(51-0 = 51 runs +1wk +1ct 
=55pts) 

2. Debayon+Ratul (49-3 = 
46runs +2wk+1ct = 53pts) 

3. Biswadip+Krishendu (28-6 
= 22runs+5wk+0ct = 37pts) 

4. Arabinda+Joydeep (26-9 = 
17 runs+5wk+1ct = 33 pts) 

5. RishiRaj+Sishir (30-9 
=21runs +2wk+2ct = 29 
pts) 

6. Kaushik+Sutanu (25-9 = 16 
runs + 2wk + 3ct = 25 pts) 

7. Swagata+Sabyasachi (21-3 
= 18 runs + 0 wk + 0ct =18 
pts) 

8. Ananyo+Tirtho (13-3 = 10 
runs + 1 wk + 0 ct = 13 pt) 

 
(Cricket Champions) 

 
(Krishnendu bowling his Magic!) 

 

 
(Jaydip Bhaumik hits a 6 off the last ball of last over!) 

 

 The park had many interesting facts about geology, science and Colorado engraved on stones and walkways and walls 
ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎƛƭƛǘȅΦ  ¢ƘŜ άƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ Ƙǳƴǘέ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƪƛŘǎ ƛƴ ŀ ǊŀŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ ǘƻ 
20 questions as fast as they could.  The fastest all-correct completion was recorded in 56 minutes by Amrita Nag.  The 
antakshari event was a hit among the music aficionados and won by the combination of Sucharita and Shreyoshi.  The 
final event was musical chairs, where Gayatri held off Kaushik Dam to capture that final remaining chair and claim the 
first prize.  As the chairs were being pulled each round, the sheer joy of landing an empty chair brought out many wide-
smiles among the participants (e.g. below photo of Munmun Mukherjee).  

In the end, I may say that I am glad that I had a seat to witness these wonderful moments at the 2013 Milonee Games 
and will surely remember these memorable performances till the next manifestation of the Milonee Games, whenever 
and wherever they might be organized next!   
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(Knowledge Hunt in Progress: Participants finding and recording answers to the 20 questions) 

όCŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 5ŀȅ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƻƴΥ /ŀƪŜ ŎǳǘǘƛƴƎ ōȅ ŀƭƭ ŦŀǘƘŜǊǎύ 

 

Musical Chairs Winner: 
Gayatri 

Antakshari Winners:      
Sucharita and  
Shreyoshi 

(Musical Chair and Antakshari prize winners) 

(Musical Chair game in progress) 

 

 

***********************************************************  

EBY JOHNSON 
303 200 4540 

eby@alpine5.com 
www.alpine5.com 

 
Twitter| Facebook 

 

http://www.alpine5.com/
http://twitter.com/9newsdotcom
http://www.facebook.com/ilike9news
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The Garden Island of Hawaii  
Roshmi  Bhaumik 

 
Imagine you are lazing on the beach, watching the sapphire ocean curve against the pale yellow sands as far as you can 
see. The blue skies above meet the waters at the horizon. The tall dark palm trees whisper in the mild breeze. The 
refreshing sip of pina colada soothes your senses and creates a peaceful carefree feeling all around. If this is your idea of 
a perfect vacation, the place to experience it for real is Kauai.  
 
Base Camp at Grand Hyatt: 
We chose to stay at Grand Hyatt, Poipu for its family friendly activities. After 
finishing with the check-in at the front desk, we went to satisfy our 
gastronomical urges. Our concierge had helped us with the restaurant bookings, 
ahead of time so that we could enjoy a dinner at Dondero's. The ambiance was 
quiet and romantic which was much appreciated after the long exhausting flight. 
Many young couples were enjoying a date night. We sat inside but could hear 
the tireless sound of the lashing waves and the wind blowing softly through the 
leaves.  The food was refreshing. From the happy look of the others, I got the 
feeling that the verdict was unanimous. It was 10:30 pm local time when we 
scrambled to our hotel room. We had planned to do more but were absolutely 
ready to crash. 

 

Waimea Canyon: 
Using the four hour time difference to our advantage, all four of us showered and got ready by 8:00 am. We had planned 
to hike in and around the Waimea Canyon State park that day.We had our car in the valet parking. A medium aged lady, 

with a white flower in her hair, greeted us with a smile and "Aloha" and brought us 
our car keys.  She explained that in Hawaii, people say "Aloha" to mean hello, 
goodbye, love and more. The morning air was fresh and mild. It made us hungry. We 
had some breakfast bars in our backpack but we did not have anything to drink. We 
stopped by a grocery store to buy some muffins and drinks. The grocery store was not 
very big but it had all the things we wanted. The store keeper was very friendly and 
complimented the girls on their island outfits. On the way out, I saw a chicken, 
wandering about in front of the grocery store. It reminded me of remote village areas 
in India.  

 
We took the Koloa Road and then Kaumualii Highway (Hwy 50). On the way, there were a couple scenic lookout points. 
These areas had reddish soil and uneven terrain, characteristic of the western part. When we took the turn into the 
Waimea Canyon Drive, our GPS acted up and started to take us the wrong way. The road had a steep slope downward 
and at one point we started to see the ocean at a distance. Luckily, the driver sensed something wrong and decided to 
turn the other way. His argument was that the Waimea river cut through the high terrain before it headed down to the 
ocean. That logically meant that our way should be up the slope and not going down. 
 
It took about 20 more minutes on the Waimea Canyon Drive to get to the Waimea Canyon lookout . This canyon 
reminded me of the Grand Canyon but of course was smaller in scale. In some ways, that made it more interesting. It felt 
like we were looking at a zoomed out view and was able to fathom the features of the landscape in totality. The river was 
visible way at the bottom, between the steep hill like sides of the bank.  We could see the water marks, striated on the 
eroded banks indicating the former courses of the Waimea river over a few millions years.  
We saw helicopters flying over the top of the canyon to give the visitors a closer look. Some of formations looked like a 
elephant's head with a long trunk. Near the lookout, there was a small makeshift shop selling various dry foods, unique 
to the island. The mango and sweet potato chips were delicious!  
 
Going further north for a few more minutes we reached the Kokee State park. The visitor center had a plethora of 
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information about hiking trails in and around Waimea canyon and other interesting facts about the area. We saw a 
model that showed average rainfall in Kauai at various locations. 
The place that records the highest rainfall for the past 12 years is Mt. Waialeale, with a record rainfall of 683 inches in 
1982, making it one of the wettest spots in the world. We also saw a jaw bone of a full grown shark and a vertebra of a 
whale. Each tooth was the size of an adult human thumb. The vertebra was about a foot across in diameter. We saw 
displays of local birds in taxidermic models. We also saw wood specimens of local trees like Koa, Hala, Kapok and Kukui. 
Some of them especially that of Koa tree, were very dense and heavy. It is there that we heard about the Kalalau lookout 
point that was only a little way further north on the Kokee road. 
 
Kokee State park had a huge park area with picnic tables under the shade of big trees set on a rolling lush green carpet.  
It also had clean restrooms at one end of the park making it a perfect place to enjoy a picnic. We also saw numerous 
chickens and chicks roaming about. We obviously got curious about these wild chickens. The lady at the store adjacent to 
the visitor center enlightened us on the mystery of the feral chickens, now seen everywhere in Kauai. A powerful 
cyclone, Iniki, had struck Kauai in 1992. It had destroyed all the chicken coops. 

The chickens got released at that time and are running wild all over the island, ever since. We wondered if people caught 
them for meat. Unfortunately, these chickens were more muscular and less tasty. The story has it that if you boiled a 
Kauai wild chicken and a lava rock, most probably the lava rock would taste better. Obviously, after hearing that, we 

started to look at them a little differently. 

It was a treat to visit the Kalalau lookout point. It had breathtaking 
views of the northwestern edge of Kauai, the Na Pali coast. A series 
of dark steep rocky cliffs jutted out right from the edge of the 
beaches and contrasted against the unending expanse of the Pacific 
Ocean. Away from the coastline, the water had variations in the 
blue color as if from shadows of giant clouds. These were lava flow 
submerged beneath the ocean, cooling over time to form beds of 
coral reefs. The beautiful aquamarine color of the waters turned a 
bright turquoise green near the edge of the land. There was very 
little vegetation on the rocky slopes especially at the top parts. The 
colors black, blue and green were spectacularly laid out to create a 
picture from a different world. We could see the small white tour 

boats passing by at a distance. We were scheduled to take the boat ride the next morning.  Having seen the trailer, we 
were charged with curiosity and anticipation about what was in store for the next day. 
Na Pali Coast: 
Natural beauties have a special appeal to our aesthetic senses. The majesty of Na Pali coast was in a class by itself. The 
Hawaiian words "Na Pali" literally translates in English to "many cliffs". The northwestern part of this Garden Island is 
very pristine. There is no road access to this part. The only two ways of approach are through sea and air.  
 

For the benefit of the tourists there are several boat tours and helicopter tours to 
enjoy this unique landscape, preserving its primordial grandeur. We took a boat 
ride on the Southern Star. We started early and reached Port Allen in 20 minutes. 
The boat tour was scheduled to leave at 7:30 am. We were made aware of the 
possibility of sea sickness and asked to take a medicine for that. Our Captain was a 
jovial middle aged gentleman with a very relaxed disposition. At his signal, we all 
followed him across the road to the dock. A big white high-end catamaran was 
waiting out there. It had leather sofas and tables in the cabin and the back, 

restrooms on either side in the lower level, a full kitchen, grill and bar. There was a trampoline right in front of the deck 
where we could sit or lie down. We were given strict instructions not to jump on it. The reasoning was very simple. We 
would jump off the trampoline but land in the sea. We left our bags in the cabin and went to the back of the boat and 
got settled in the cushy sofas. For breakfast there were sweet rolls, fresh cut pineapples and guava juice. Everyone 
helped themselves generously. The crew members consisted of the Captain, the chef, the snorkel instructor and a 
hostess.  
The service provided was top notch. Within half hour of leaving the coast, we slowed down to enjoy the dolphins playing 
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around the boat. After a while, the flat shores disappeared in a distance and we could see the black rocky cliff rising close 
to the edge of the land and the lovely emerald waters.  
The top of the cliffs were so high that they were hidden in the clouds. This coastline was the shooting location for many 
famous movies including the Jurassic Park. Even though we saw a few waterfalls from the vantage point of the boat, the 
famous waterfall pictured in Jurassic Park was not visible from the sea. We would have to take a helicopter ride to see 
that. There were areas where we saw green vegetation growing at the bottom half of the cliffs.  
 
There were not tall but provided ground cover and added beauty and color to the 
steep slopes. We saw beautiful white sandy beaches formed in parts of the shore 
line. A few people with special permits were camping out there. At other places the 
rocky cliffs went right into the sea. The powerful waves lashing at the igneous rocks 
over the years formed sea caverns. 
 
The catamaran stopped near one of these caves for us to explore the waters in our 
snorkeling gears. The water was a little murky there with pale white coral formations 
at the bottom. There were big and small brightly colored fish swimming close by. The 
variety was amazing. The longer we lingered under water, many more different kinds of fish could be spotted. We spent 
about half an hour in the waters.  
 
Shortly after climbing back on the boat, warm lunch was served to the hungry tourists. On the way back, the boat picked 
up speed.  The waves were bumping against the bottom of the catamaran with load thuds at times. We got back to Port 
Allen at around two o' clock.  
 
Mahalo:  
We were just getting a hang of the laid back island attitude when it was time to go. The sign at the airport said "Mahalo 
(thank you), till we meet again..." Leaving the Garden Island was difficult after the fun filled week.  Our vacation was We 
learnt about the age old customs and traditions of the island people, the dances, the music, the food, the hospitality, the 
gratitude and love. It broadened our views of the world. Mother Nature showed us her bounty and power. Without 
visiting Kauai, it is hard to imagine such picturesque landscapes even existed in reality! 
 

******************************************************  
 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  ǾȄǼǳȆȓȄǼ ʙȆȅǱ Ǡ ςȋǹˏȄ  
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Odissi, a Traditional Dance  
Swagata Banerjee 

 
Dance is often described as a rhythmic movement of the body. It is a non verbal conversation performed in many 

cultures in various ways; sometimes as an exercise, sometimes as a social interaction or sometimes as a visual form of 

art. For some, dance is an expression of joy, happiness and fulfillment. India is a land of diversity and her diverse nature 

can be witnessed in the dance forms. India has a rich tradition of classical dances. There are majorly eight codified 

classical dance forms- Kathak, Bharatnatyam, Odissi, Manipuri, Kuchipudi, Kathakali, Mohiniyattam, Sattriya. 

With the joy of learning three classical dance forms- Kathak, Bharatnatyam and Odissi, I realized dance has always been 

a passion for me. But, learning Odissi and getting connected to the lost tradition has surely taken me to a new world; the 

world of artistry, grace, sculptures and emotions. The 22 years of journey with dance has inclined me to go deeper and 

deeper into its root.  

Odissi originated about 2000 years ago in the temples of Odisha, India. The breathtaking carvings of the temples depict 

the different postures of Odissi dance. It remains a mystery whether the dance is inspired by the timeless beauty of the 

temple sculptures or the sculptures depict the eternal grace of the dancers. 

¢ƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǊŜŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀƧŜǎǘƛŎ ŘŀƴŎŜ ŦƻǊƳ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ .ƘŀǊŀǘ aǳƴƛΩǎ 

ΨbŀǘȅŀǎƘŀǎǘǊŀΩΦ  ΨbŀǘȅŀǎƘŀǎǘǊŀΩ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘŜǎǘ ǎǳǊǾƛǾƛƴƎ ǘŜȄǘ ƻƴ LƴŘƛŀƴ 

classical dance, music and drama. It is of immense importance to the 

cultural history of India as this is the only text which gives detailed 

information on every aspect of dance, music and drama such as 

stagecraft, make-up, instruments.  In Natyashastra, this art form was 

ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀǎ ΨhŘǊŀƳŀƎŀŘƘƛΩΦ [ŀǘŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ нлth century the dance acquired 

ƛǘǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ƴŀƳŜ ΨhŘƛǎǎƛΩΦ ¢ƘŜ earliest evidence of the dance is 

preserved in the embossed relics of the Ranigumpha caves near 

Udaygiri.  The dexterous statues of dancers are magnificently stored 

in the walls of the temples which approximately date back to the 2nd 

century B.C.E.  

Odissi gives an impression of soft and sensuous movements. However, the movements are extremely challenging and 

rigorous to execute with immense control and precision. Body balance, intricate footwork and torso movements are the 

most important features of the dance. The detailed study of the body positions, hand and feet positions and torso 

ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘǎ ŀǊŜ ŜƭŀōƻǊŀǘŜŘ ƛƴ Ψ!ōƘƛƴŀȅŀ /ƘŀƴŘǊƛƪŀΩ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ōȅ aŀƘŜǎǿŀǊŀ aŀƘŀǇŀǘǊŀΦ  

Odissi was performed by three categories of dancers: Mahari (the temple dancers), Narthaki (the royal court dancers), 

and Gotipua (young male folk dancers). Mahari dance was performed by devadasis of the temples who used to dedicate 

their dance to Lord Jagannath. The art of Odissi was developed majorly by them. For centuries Gotipua dance was 

performed by young male dancers who dressed up as females to praise Lord Jagannath and Lord Krishna. Gotipua 

dancers had extraordinary flexibility and performed acrobatics inspired by the life of Radha and Krishna. The dance 

tradition of Narthaki was developed in the Royal court. 

During the Mughal period, Odissi was an extremely respected and dignified form of art. But the status of the dance 

declined during the British rule in India. The entire dance form was reconstructed and revitalized during the post 

independence period. In the post independent India many scholars and noted dance practitioners formed a group called 

άWŀȅŀƴǘƛƪŀέ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǳōƭƛŎƛȊŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴŎŜ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜƭȅΦ ¢ƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳōƛƴŜŘ ŜŦŦƻǊǘǎ ƻŦ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴŎŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŎƘƻƭŀǊǎΣ 
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Odissi regained its classical status. The dance became more famous with the immense efforts of the iconic teachers like 

Guru Pankajcharan Das, Guru Kelucharan Mahapatra, Guru Mayadhar Raut and others. 

Odissi Music: Oriya music is different from Hindustani and Carnatic classical music having 

been influenced by Buddhist and Tantric music. Later on it developed into Odra Sangeet. 

¢ƘŜ ƳǳǎƛŎŀƭ ƛƴǎǘǊǳƳŜƴǘǎ Ŏƻƴǎƛǎǘ ƻŦ ΨtŀƪƘǿŀƧŀΩΣ Ψ.ŀƴǎǳǊƛΩ όōŀƳōƻƻ ŦƭǳǘŜύΣ ΨaŀƴƧƛǊŀΩ όƳŜǘŀƭ 

ŎȅƳōŀƭǎύΣ Ψ{ƛǘŀǊΩ ŀƴŘ Ψ¢ŀƴǇǳǊŀΩΦ  

Odissi repertoire consists of five sections Mangalacharan, Batu, Pallavi, Abhinaya and 

Mokshya.  

Mangalacharan is the beginning item of Odissi dance where the dancer shows respect to 

the Mother Earth, audience and the Guru (tutor).  

Batu is performed in honor of Lord Shiva. The dance piece enthralls me and takes me to 

the sculpturesque poses of the temples which depict the different instruments used in 

Odissi. The dance postures, hand gestures (Mudras) bring out the correlation between 

the dance and the dance sculptures ornamenting the temples. Batu consists of intricate 

body balance, footwork and expression and is thus considered as the toughest dance 

piece in Odissi.  

ΨtŀƭƭŀǾƛΩ ƛǎ ŀ ǇǳǊŜ ŘŀƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŜƭŀōƻǊŀǘŜŘ ǘƻǊǎƻ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘǎΣ ŜȅŜ ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜȄ 

footwork. While performing pallavi, I feel like it is just like blooming of a flower. As a flower gradually starts blooming 

from a bud, the dancer also starts blossoming upon the stage with a series of stylized symmetrical postures and complex 

footwork. Pallavis are set to definite tunes or ragas. The beautiful body movements and footworks are very eye catching. 

Ψ!ōƘƛƴŀȅŀΩ ƛǎ ŀƴ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴŀƭ ŘŀƴŎŜΦ Lƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŀƴŎŜ ǇƛŜŎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŘŀƴŎŜǊ ƴŀǊǊŀǘŜǎ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅ ōȅ ǳǎƛƴƎ ŦŀŎƛŀƭ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴŘ 

ƎŜǎǘǳǊŜǎ όaǳŘǊŀǎύΦ ¦ǎǳŀƭƭȅΣ Ψ!ōƘƛƴŀȅŀΩ ƛƴ hŘƛǎǎƛ ŘŀƴŎŜ ƛǎ based on different life stories of Lord Krishna. Narrating these 

stories through dance takes me to the world of fairy tales. 

Mokshya Mangalam is my favorite dance piece. The ultimate aim of life is 

believed to attain salvation or Mokshya. Art is one of the greatest ways of 

attaining salvation. Here, the dancer is released from all earthly attachments 

and become united with God. This dance is performed in fast tempo as a prayer 

ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ǇŜŀŎŜ ǎƛƎƴƛŦȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀŎƘƛŜǾŜƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǎŀƭǾŀǘƛƻƴΦ  

The fame of Odissi has reached far and wide through the performances of 

stalwarts like Madhvi Mudgal, Sanjukta Panigrahi, Sonal Mansingh and many 

others. The style is continuously evolved through traditional format, group 

choreography and dance dramas. Odissi is truly a celebration of human beauty 

through incredible grace and astonishing movements offered joyously as a 

prayer to the Divine. 
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Visiting the South American Cone  

Dr. Biswadip Ghosh 
 
Anyone familiar with a world atlas knows the shape of the South American continent is similar to an ice cream cone.  So, 
what is the best part of an ice cream cone?  Well it is the ice cream filling that always settles at the bottom of the cone.  
All the flavors accumulate there, just waiting to be enjoyed.  But alas!  To reach the bottom of the cone means working 
tediously through the entire top part of the cone first.  The same holds for travelling to the bottom of the South 
American cone ς usually a long 7-8 hour flight from a gateway city such as Bogota or Caracas or Lima before one can 
begin to experience the incredible places down at the bottom.  So, my journey began in Lima, Peru after a 7 hour flight 
covering 3600 miles from Denver.  But my goal was to visit the glaciers and alpine lakes in Patagonia.   Reaching that was 
yet another 3000 more miles from Lima.  To conquer such distances and begin to enjoy the goodies down at the bottom 
ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴŜΣ ƻƴŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ŀƴ άOpen JawέΣ ƭƛǘŜǊŀƭƭȅΦ  bƻΣ L Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǎǘǳŦŦƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ŎƻƴŜ ƛƴǘƻ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƻǇŜƴŜŘ ƧŀǿΦ  ¢ƘŜ 
άopen jawέ ƛǎ ŀƛǊƭƛƴŜ ƧŀǊƎƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ƛǘƛƴŜǊŀǊȅ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŜƴŘƛƴƎ Ǉƻƛƴǘǎ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǳƴŘ ǘǊƛǇ ŎƻǳƭŘ 
encompass two cities in between.   So for my trip, it translated to flying from Lima to Buenos Aires, Argentina and flying 
back to Lima from Santiago, Chile.  This allowed me the opportunity to make a land-based border crossing between 
Argentina and Chile and fully experience the Lake District between Bariloche, Argentina and Puerto Varas, Chile.   
 
So, after a long 7 hour flight, I arrived in Buenos Aries, where soccer legend, Diego Maradona is a living god.  His face is 
plastered all over the walls and I encountered dozens of his statues and look-a-like costumed imposters, willing to give 
me his autograph!    Buenos Aires is built truly on a grand scale with wide boulevards, lovely city parks and European 
styled palaces.   Buenos Aires has the widest street in the world ς ά!ǾŜƴǳŜ ф ŘŜ WǳƭƛƻέΣ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƛǎ ƛƴ ƘƻƴƻǊ ƻŦ 
!ǊƎŜƴǘƛƴŀΩǎ LƴŘŜǇŜƴŘŜƴŎŜ Day, July 9, 1816.  The avenue has up to seven lanes in each direction and is flanked on either 
side by parallel streets of two lanes each. There are also two wide medians between the side streets and the main road.  
The Torre monument, Retiro railway station, the Recoleta, Teatro Colon, the elaborate gravestones in the Recoleta 
cemetary and the pink presidential palace and uncommon looking library building stand out as unique elements of 
.ǳŜƴƻǎ !ƛǊŜǎΩ ŀǊŎƘƛǘŜŎǘǳǊŜΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ ǇǊƻȄƛƳƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ !ǘƭŀƴǘƛŎ ƻŎean on the east side and the wide deltas of the Plate 
river to the north, give the city a breezy feel that make it so wonderful to explore the Tango Halls and the Rodizio cafes at 
night.   
 
On the other side of the Plate river from Buenos Aires is Uruguay, which offered a very contrasting and bucolic 
experience, which I felt during my visits to Colonia and Montevideo.  The Uruguayan side is rustic with un-spoilt beaches 
and fishing villages still habituated by fishermen, reminding me of the laid back spirit of Latin America.  I also visited the 
άPortenoέ όƴƛŎƪƴŀƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ .ǳŜƴƻǎ !ƛǊŜǎύ ƎŜǘ-a-way town of Tigre, north of Buenos Aires to experience the 
ŘŜƴǎŜƭȅ ŦƻǊŜǎǘŜŘ ŘŜƭǘŀ ǊŜƎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ tƭŀǘŜ ǊƛǾŜǊΦ  aŀƴȅ άǇƻǊǘŜƴƻǎέ have second homes in Tigre and use the town as a 
weekend resort to escape the hustle and bustle of the city. 
 
From Buenos Aires, I headed south to the frontiers of Patagonia ς the town of El Calafate.  As my airplane was circling to 
land at the airport, all I could see was vast stretches of white ice and snow covered fields.   The barren and frontier 
feeling of the town of El Calafate made it seem as if I had reached the edge of civilization.  I visited numerous glaciers 
around Lake Argentino on a full day boat ride.  Among the many glaciers I visited, the Perito Moreno glacier was the 
largest single one (also the largest glacier in the world).  The beautiful and peaceful blue ice faces of these glaciers hide 
the activity that is constantly in process.  It must be experienced to see the blocks of ice break and drop into the lake 
below to witness how a very, very old glacier can indeed change at such a rapid rate.  Perito Moreno is not just another 
άordinary piece of iceέΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘǊǳƭȅ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŀōƭŜ ƛƴ ǎƛȊŜ όƻǾŜǊ мрл ŦŜŜǘ ƘƛƎƘ ǿŀƭƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŜǾŜǊŀƭ Ƴƛles in length and width) and 
activity.  Visiting the Perito Moreno glacier changed my outlook similar to a visit to the Grand Canyon or any other 
natural wonder.  To celebrate, a complementary glass of champagne is included in the price of admission to the glacier 
site and is offered at the visitor center. 
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Clockwise from top left: Piramide on Ave de 9 Julio in Buenos Aires; Perito Moreno 
glacier; Lake District; Valparaiso, Chile; Santiago, Chile and Colonia, Uruguay. 

 
From there I went to the Lake District to the town of Bariloche.  The town is surrounded by alpine lakes and steep, snow-
ŎŀǇǇŜŘ ǇŜŀƪǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !ƴŘƛŜǎ aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ǊŀƴƎŜΦ  CǊƻƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅ ǘƻ tŜǳǊǘƻ ±ŀǊŀǎΣ /ƘƛƭŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ άCruce 
Andinoέ ƻǾŜǊ н Řŀȅǎ ǳǎƛƴƎ ŀ ǎŜǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ о ōǳǎ ǊƛŘŜǎ ƛƴǘŜǊ-sparsed with 3 boat rides crossing three lakes - the Nahuel Huapi 
lake, Frias lake and Todos los Santos.  The scenery was truly amazing as we were in the middle of winter with lots of 
snow on the peaks.  The overnight stay at a lodge in Peulla, Chile at the mouth of a mountain pass was stunning.  The 
Natura lodge had a sitting room with a 20 foot by 15 foot window overlooking native pine forest, which turns out, 
provided some of the inspiration for our current residence on Angie Court!   
 
After completing this unique cruise (Cruce Andino), I reached my last stop in the South American Cone ς Santiago, Chile, 
which is in the foothills, a mere 50 miles from the Andies range.  Unlike Denver, where the mountains are always to the 
ǿŜǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΣ ƛƴ {ŀƴǘƛŀƎƻΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǳƴǘŀƛƴǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ŝŀǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΗ  ±ƛǎƛǘƛƴƎ tƛƴƻŎƘŜǘΩǎ ǇŀƭŀŎŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƭƛŎǎ ƻŦ ǘhe 
coup of Salvadore Allende and the districts of the Providencia, Bellavista and the charming old district of Barrio Brasil are 
a must-see in Santiago.  I also made a trip to the coastal cities of Valparaiso and Vina Del Mar.  Valparaiso still retains the 
character of an old Spanish port and the seafaring culture.  The city is laid out on a hill and strolling along the old streets 
ƭŜŀŘǎ ǘƻ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜ Ǿƛǎǘŀǎ ŀƴŘ ǾƛǎƛōƭŜ ƻǇǳƭŜƴǘ ǊŜƳƴŀƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƎƭƻǊȅ ŘŀȅǎΣ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ άJewel of the 
tŀŎƛŦƛŎέΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ tŀƴŀƳŀ /ŀƴŀƭ ƭŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ ǊŜŘǳŎǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǎƘƛǇ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜŀƭǘ ŀ ƳŀƧƻǊ ōƭƻǿ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ ŦƛƴŀƴŎŜǎΦ  
There are several wineries in the Maipo Canyon foothills along Santiago and I visited the Concha y Toro winery, which is 
the largest producer of export wines in Chile. What can be more rewarding to culminate my trip enjoying a glass of 
merlot with a cut of pampas streak on a restaurant terrace overlooking the Maipo Canyon?  These are the memories of a 
truly amazing trip venturing deep down into the cone of South America.   
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My Fantastic field trip to Snow Mountain Ranch  
Medha Pan (Age: 11 yrs) 

 
Before the Trip 
Hi, my name is Medha Pan. Now I go to 6th grade, and I want to tell you about my amazing field trip (Outdoor ED) to the 
YMCA Snow Mountain Ranch Winter Park, Colorado that was 3 days and 2 nights long. I was very excited as it was my 
first multi-day field trip away from my parents. It was from June 5-7, 2013, I was still in 5th grade, and my teacher was 
Mrs. Moller. Mrs. Moller gave us a list of things to pack in our suitcases, such as some clothes, some soap, and a pair of 
hiking shoes among several other things we might need during the trip. Sadly, we were not allowed to bring electronics 
on the trip other than small cameras. Then, she gave us a list of what to bring on the trail, such as sunscreen, a water 
bottle, a hat, and a pair of sunglasses among with some other things in our daypack. Since we were going to be 10,000 
feet above sea level, it was important to drink lots of water and to put on sunscreen. Lastly, she told us to come to 
school at 8:30 am on June 5th so that we can get on the buses early before school starts and we can reach our 
destination before lunch, because it takes 2 hours and 15 minutes to get there.  
 

First Day - June 5, 2013 Wednesday 
On June 5, I woke up excitedly, got ready, ate breakfast, and got in the car. I was sad to leave my parents for the first 
time, but my mom told me that I will have so much fun that I will forget about them, and before I know it the trip will be 
over. My mom drove me to school and I dropped of my packed suitcase and daypack on Bus #3. I said bye to my mom 
and headed off to class. In the class we discussed how excited we were to go to Outdoor ED. Before we got in the bus, 
Mrs. Moller handed out the necklaces that we made before, each with our name and academic group we were in. 
 
After receiving our necklaces, our journey began. We got on our designated bus and got to pick our seats. My friend 
Emarie and I sat together. We started off to Snow Mountain Ranch with a convoy of three buses each full of 5th graders. 
The experience on the bus was very neat. The seats were well cushioned; there was a bathroom, and also a TV so that 
ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƎŜǘ ōƻǊŜŘΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ 9ƳŀǊƛŜ ŀƴŘ L ŀǘŜ ǎƴŀŎƪǎΣ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾƛŜ άThe [ƻǊŀȄέΣ talked, and drew 
pictures. We all got very excited when we finally reached there. 
 
First, we unloaded our suitcases and our daypacks from under the bus. We then went inside our lodge where we would 
stay, The Silversage Lodge. Sadly, we were not allowed to go inside our rooms. Instead, we put our luggage in the 
basement of the lodge. We only took our 100% disposable lunches and our daypacks to the picnic area outside. I had a 
lunchable which contained a sub sandwich, some pringles, HersheyΩǎ kisses, and some water. Along with that I had some 
cherries and some yogurt. As we finished we each filled up our water bottles and put on sunscreen. After that we found 
out our groups and group leading teachers. The name of our group was Bison and there were 7 girls and 10 boys. The 
guide from Snow Mountain Ranch for our group was Mr. Jerry. The teacher from my school was Mrs. Moller.  
 
Then, all the groups split up and started their activities. Our first activity was a 6 mile (round trip) hike to the Beaver 
5ŀƳΦ {ƛƴŎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŎǘƛǾƛǘȅ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƭƻƴƎΣ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀŎǘƛǾƛǘƛŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΦ hƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅΣ ǿŜ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ŀ ŦŀǊƳΦ Lƴ 
that farm there were sheep, chicken, horses and cows. When we reached the 3 mile mark, we began to look for beavers. 
Sadly, we didƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴȅΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ ŦƛƴŘ ǘǊŜŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ Ŏǳǘ ƛƴ ƘŀƭŦ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŀǾŜǊ ǘŜŜǘƘ ƳŀǊƪǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƳΦ !ŦǘŜǊ 
exploring for a while, we started our 3 mile hike back. Since we were going downhill, we reached our destination 
quicker. By the time we reached our lodge in was siesta time. We brought our suitcases upstairs (the girls stayed in the 
1st floor and the boys stayed in the 2nd floor). We rested and got ready for dinner. At dinner I ate macaroni and cheese 
and salmon, with some powerade, some salad, and some jello. Next it was rec. time. Rec. time was for an hour and we 
had the choice of the pool or kiva, and for that night and next I chose kiva. In the kiva there was roller skating, 
basketball, dodge ball, volleyball, ping pong, and soccer. I did a little bit of volleyball, dodge ball, and roller skating. 
 
After that, it was nearly 9 pm and it was time to go to go to bed. My roommates were Erin, Lexi, Emarie, and Savannah. 
We all got dressed, brushed our teeth and went to bed. The teachers came into our rooms and said goodnight. After 
closing the doors, they put tape on outside, so if we opened our doors, the tape would break, and in the morning the 
teachers would know that we opened our doors. 
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Second Day - June 6, 2013 Thursday 
We woke up, brushed our teeth and got ready for breakfast. I ate biscuits and gravy, with fruit and milk. After that, we 
ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǊ ǿŀǘŜǊ ōƻǘǘƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ ǎǳƴǎŎǊŜŜƴΦ CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀŎǘƛǾƛǘȅΣ ǿŜ ǿŜƴǘ ǘƻ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ŦƻǊǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ōǳƛƭǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ мфрлΩǎΦ 
Our next activity was archery. Out of 10 shots I got 7. Then, it was time for lunch. I ate rice with hungarian chicken, 
salad, and powerade. After lunch it was rock climbing time. There were 4 levels, and I completed 3 of them. Our last 
activity was a game of jail break. After that, it was siesta time. We rested and got ready for dinner. I had pasta and 
shrimp with some salad, a cookie, and powerade. Once again it was rec. time after that, my friends and I did ping pong 
and volleyball.  Since it was the last night in Outdoor ED, we had a campfire. During the campfire we had smores and 
told scary stories. After the campfire it was time to go to bed. We headed back to the lodge, brushed our teeth, and the 
teachers taped our doors at nearly 10:00 pm.  
 

Final Day - June 7, 2013 Friday 
On the morning of the last day, we woke up early to brush our teeth, get dressed and to get packed. Then it was time to 
for breakfast. Before breakfast we put our suitcases in our designated buses. For breakfast, I had pancakes and sausages 
with fruit and milk. We put on sunscreen and filled up our water bottles for our last activity in Outdoor ED, which was a 
game of camouflage in the woods. I got in 2nd place and my friend Lauren got in 1st. After that it was time for lunch. I had 
a sandwich with chicken noodle soup and salad and coke (we were not allowed to drink soda there but since we were 
ǘƘŜ άōŜǎǘ ƎǊƻǳǇέ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻ ŦŀǊΣ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘύΦ ²Ŝ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀƛŘ ōȅŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¸a/! {ƴƻǿ aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ wŀƴŎƘΣ Ǝƻǘ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ōǳǎŜǎ 
ŀƴŘ ŘǊƻǾŜ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪ ǿŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǾƛŜ ά¦tέ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōǳs. 
 
When we reached our school, we were very sad to leave Outdoor ED, but happy to see our parents. We said bye to 
everyone and went home. For the next two days I was so tired that I slept most of the time. For the very little time that I 
was awake, the only thing I thought about was my exciting field trip. 
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Äp{h {]¢Xk úzN 

{kl}{fXz Ä]§j}r| 

 

ĬňĴŎŇħ 

ŗĹŝĴŇ ° ū/Ŭ ſĴŗĻ 

ĩŅŖ-ŎŒřŇ ŊŖľŖ ° ū ĹŖŌĹ 

ſŌŗń ŊŖľŖ ° ū ĹŖŌĹ 

ſŌŗń ° ū/Ŭ ĹŖŌĹ 

ŏŖŏ ŏȫŖ ˤŝţŖ - ū/Ŭ ĹŖŌĹ 

ŇřŇ ° ū ĹŖŌĹ 

ŗŀŌ ° ū 

ŗŋŗŇĶŖŎ ° ū Ŋţ ĹŖŌĹ 

ĴŇƯ ʈŖĲťŖŎ ° ū Ŋţ ĹŖŌĹ 

ľŌǤŖŝľŖ ſĴĹŖň - Ĩʩ 

 

ǺłŖŏŘ: 

ū) ǺńŝŌ ū/Ŭ ſĴŗĻ ŗĹŝĴŇ, ŇřŇ, ŗŋŗŇĶŖŎ, ĩŅŖ-ŎŒřŇ ŊŖľŖ, ſŌŗń 

ŊŖľŖ, ŏŖŏ ŏȫŖ ˤŝţŖ, ŗŀŌ, ĴŇƯ ʈŖĲťŖŎ ŗŅŝť ŌǤŖŗŎŝŇŀ ĴŝŎ Ŭ-ŭ 

ķɉŖ ŗǻŝĻ ſŎŝĵ ŗŅŇ ] 
Ŭ) İŎňŎ ŗĹŝĴŇ İŎ ľřĴŝŎŖ ſĴ ĶŎŌ ſŃŝŏ ſŋŝĻ ŗŇŇ ģ 

ŭ) ŗĹŝĴŇ ŋŖĻŖ œŝť ſĶŝŏ, ŗĹŝĴŇ ŒŗŎŝť ſŎŝĵ ŗŅŇģ 

Ů) İĪŊŖŎ ĶŎŌ ſŃŝŏ ſŌŗń ŗŅŝť ŗŅŇ ģ 

Ů) ňŝţ ńŖĴŖ ŗĹŝĴŇ İŎňŎ ĲĪ ſŃŝŏ ſŁŝŏ ŗŅŇ ģ 

ů) ŒŊ ſŐŝő İĴľř ľŌǤŖŝľŖ ſĴĹŖň ŗŅŝť ŇŖŗţŝť ŗŇŇ ģ 

Ű) İĪŊŖŎ ĶŎŌ ĶŎŌ ſŌŗń ŗĹŝĴŇ ˌǤŖȞ ňŗŎŝŊŐŇ Ĵ̞Ň ģ 

 

With Best Wishes from 

 

 

NkǁïzŨ ]¢Xz¢sb p}ɑ  

{kl}{fXz Ä]§j}r| 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ĬňĴŎŇħ 

ŌŖŐƯŝŌŝŏŖ ° ŭ ĴŖň 

ŀŖĴƯ ĹŝĴŖŝŏľ ŗĹňŒ ° ū ū/Ŭ ĴŖň 

ſœŗŋ ̶ĪŗʃĦ ŗǥŌ ° Ŭ ĴŖň 

ŌŖĵŇ ° ū ŗˆĴ 

ŗĹŗŇ ° Ŭ ŊŝţŖ ĹŖŌĹ 

ŋǤŖŗŇŏŖ İŝŒɼ ° ū/Ŭ ĹŖŌĹ 

ſ˅ŖŝŊŗŎ͕  ĨńŊŖ ĹŝĴŖŝŏľ ° ŒŖĻŖŊŖŎ ĻŇǤ 

 

ǺłŖŏŘ: 

ū) İĴȊ ŇŇ ŗˆĴ ňŖŝǴ, ŌŖŐƯŝŌŝŏŖ, ŀŖĴƯ ĹŝĴŖŝŏľ ŗĹʆ Ĳ ŌŖĵŇ 

ſŁŝŏ Ĩʩ ĩĥŝĹ Ķŗŏŝť ŗŇŇ ģ 

Ŭ) İĪ ĹŝĴŖŝŏľ ŗŌȂł Ȋ ŇŖţŝŃ ńŖˠŇ ōŃȝł ňřŝŎŖ ŌŖĵŇ ĩŎ 

ĹŝĴŖŝŏľ ŗŌŝŐ ŗĶŝť ńŖŝĴ ģ 

ŭ) ŏȝ ŎŖĵŝŊŇ ſōŇ ŗŌȂŝł ſĴŖŇ ŒŖŅŖ ŅŖŇŖ ňŝŎ ŇŖ ńŖŝĴģ 

Ů) İĪŊŖŎ İĴȊ ŗŌŗȞ ŊŖ ŉřŀ ǺŝŒŒŝŎ ſœŗŋ ̶ĪŗʃĦ ŗǥŌ, ŗĹŗŇ İŊĦ 

ŋǤŖŗŇŏŖ İŝŒɼ ŗŅŝť, İĴȊ ķŇ ŌŒśł ŗǥŌ ŊŖŗŇŝť ŗŇŇ ģ 

ů) ŏȝ ŎŖĵŝŊŇ ŗǥŝŌ ſōŇ ſŊŐŘ Ļŗŏť ŇŖ œť ģ 

Ű) İŎňŎ ĶŎŌ ĹŝĴŖŝŏŝľŎ ŗŌȂł, ŗǥŝŌŎ ŒŝȮ ŒŖŊņŖŝŇ, ĩŏŝŃŖ 

ĴŝŎ ŗŌŗŐŝť ŗŇŇ ģ ŗŌȂłȊ ŉǤŖľŖŝŊŇ ŇŖ ģ 

ű) İĪŊŖŎ ſĺŖľ ſĺŖľ ſŊŖͩ Œ İ İȊ ſŁŝŏ ŗŅŇ ģ 

Ų) İĪŊŖŎ ňŖǴˤŗŏ ſĴ ŗǻŝĻŎ ŌŝņǤ ū ķɉŖ ſŎŝĵ ŗŅŇ ] 
ų) ū ķɉŖ ňŝŎ, ňŖǴŎ ĨňŝŎ ̶ĪŗʃĦ ŗǥŌ, ĹŝĴŖŝŏŝľŎ ľřĴŝŎŖ ŊŖ 

ſ˅ŖŝŊŗŎ͕  ŗŅŝť ŒŖŗĻŝť ňŗŎŝŊŐŇ Ĵ̞Ň ģ

 Älb l}¢_z  
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tvz nzbz {i¢ª Ms}r ip 

p{ƬXz ]ŵ 

 

ĬňĴŎŇħ 

ŐŒŖ ° Ŭ (ŝĴŖŎŖŝŇŖ) 

ĩŏř ° ůŪŪ ǨŖŌ (ŝĺŖľ ĩĴŖŎ) 

ſňĥťŖĻ ° Ŭ (Ŋţ ĩĴŖŝŎŎ œŝŏ ū) 

ŎŒřŇ ŊŖľŖ ° ū ĹŖŌĹ 

ľĴ ŅĪ ° Ŭ ĹŖ ĹŖŌĹ 

ĻŖťŉŏ/ĻťǴŘ ° ū ĹŖŌĹ (ˤŝţŖ) 

ŇřŇ Ĳ ŗĹŗŇ ° ̵ŖŅ ŌŃ 

ŒŖŅŖ ſŃŏ ° ňŗŎŌŖł ŌŃ 

ŗķ ° ū ĹŖ ĹŖŌĹ 

 

ǺłŖŏŘ: 

ū) ĩŏř ŗŒɢ ĴŝŎ ŎŖĵřŇģ 

Ŭ) ĴţŖĪŝŃ ſŃŏ ŗŅŝť, ŎŒřŇŊŖľŖ İŊĦ ſňťŖĻ ŊŖľŖ ŗŅŝť ŗŁŝŌ ĩĥŝĹ 

ŇŖţřŇģ 

ŭ) ŒřĶɹ ſŊŎŝŏ ľĴ ŅĪ (ŝŉľŖŝŇŖ), ŇřŇ, ŗĹŗŇ ŗŅŝť ŗŅŇģ 

Ů) ŃŖŎňŎ ŗŒɢ ĩŏř ĴţŖĪŝŃ ŗŅŝť Ĵŗőŝť ŗŇŇģ 

ů) ǺŝťŖĻŇ ŒŖŌŖŇǤ Ļŏ ŗŅŇģ 

Ű) ŃŖŎňŎ ŐŒŖ ɣţŖŝŇŖ, ĻŖťŉŏ-ĻťǴŘ ˤŝţŖ ĩŏřŎ ĨňŎ ĺŗţŝť 

ŗŅŝŃ œŝŊģ 

ű) ĩŎĲ ŗĴĺřȝł ŇŖţŖĹŖţŖ ĴŝŎ, ŇŖŗŌŝť ŗŇŇģ 

Ų) İŎňŎ ĲňŝŎ ŗķ ĺŗţŝť ŗŅŇģ 

ų) İŊŖŎ ĶŎŌ ĶŎŌ ŒŖŅŖ ŋŖŝŃŎ ŒŝȮ ňŗŎŝŊŐŇ Ĵ̞Ňģ 

 

l{kr ÄjzXz 

p{ƬXz ]ŵ 

 

ĬňĴŎŇħ 

ſĺŖŏŖŎ ŀŖŏ ° ŬůŪ ǨŖŌ (ŊŖŃŖ) 

ňŗŇŎ ° ŬůŪ ǨŖŌ 

ŗĻŝŎ ŋŖĻŖ ° ůŪ ǨŖŌ (ˤţĲ) 

ľĴ ŅĪ ° ŬŪŪ ǨŖŌ 

ŒŖŅŖ ſŃŏ ° ŬŪŪ ǨŖŌ 

ŇřŇ Ĳ ŗĹŗŇ ° ̵ŖŅ ŌŃ 

ĩŅŖ ŊŖľŖ ° Ů ĹŖ ĹŖŌĹ 

ŎŒřŇ ° Ŭ ſĴŖťŖ (ŝĶŖľŖ) 

ĴŖĥĹŖ ŏȫŖ ° Ŭ (ŝĶŖľŖ) 

ľŌǤŖŝľŖ ° ū/Ŭ ĴŖň (ŗňĬŎŘ) 

ŗœĦ ° ŒŖŌŖŇǤ 

ĶŎŌ ŌŐŏŖ ° ŒŖŌŖŇǤ (ŝĶŖľŖ) 

ſŃĻňŖŃŖ ° Ŭ 

ŗķ ° ū ĹŖ ĹŖŌĹ 

 

ǺłŖŏŘ: 

ū) ſĺŖŏŖŎ ŀŖŏ ŒŖŎŖ ŎŖŃ ŗŋŗĻŝť ŎŖĵřŇģ 

Ŭ) ňŝŎŎ ŗŅŇ, ŎŒřŇ Ĳ ĴŖĥĹŖ ŏȫŖ ŗŅŝť ŀŖŏ ſŊŝľ ŗŇŇģ 

ŭ) İŎňŎ ſĺŖŏŖŎ ŀŖŏ ŊŖľŖŎ ŒŝȮ ŇřŇ, ŗĹŗŇ, œŏřŅ ˤŝţŖ, ŋŖĻŖ 

ŗĻŝŎ ˤŝţŖ ŗŅŝť ŋŖŏ ĴŝŎ ſŌŝĵ ŗŇŇģ 

Ů) İŊŖŎ İĴȊ ĴŖŇŖ ͽĹř ňŖŝǴ ſŒľŖ ĺŗţŝť ŗŅŇģ 

ů) ĿŖɎŖ œŝŏ ŊŎŗŉŎ ĩĴŖŝŎ ſĴŝľ ŗŇŇģ 

Ű) İŊŖŎ ĴţŖĪ ſŃ ſŃŏ ŗŅŝť ſņŖĴŖ Ĳ ňŗŇŎ ſŋŝĻ ŗŇŇģ 

ű) ĩŊŖŎ ĴţŖĪŝŃ ſŃŏ ŗŅŝť ĩŅŖ ŊŖľŖ, ŗœĦ, ĶŎŌ ŌŐŏŖ ſĶŖľŖ, 

ſŃĻňŖŃŖ ſŉŖţŇ ŗŅŇģ 

Ų) ŒřĶɹ ſŊŎŝŏ ſŉľŖŝŇŖ ŅĪ, ŇřŇ, ŗĹŗŇ Ĳ ľŌǤŖŝľŖ ŗňĬŎŘ ŗŅŝť ŋŖŏ 

ĴŝŎ ĴőřŇģ 

ų) ŋŖŏ ĴŝŎ ĴőŖŝŇŖ œŝť ſĶŝŏ ſņŖĴŖ Ĳ ňŗŇŎ ŒŖŌŖŇǤ ĶŎŌ Ļŏ 

ŗŅŝť İĴľř ŒŌŝťŎ ĻŇǤ ſŎŝĵ ŇŖŗŌŝť ŎŖĵřŇ] 
ūŪ) İŎňŎ ĲňŝŎ ŗķ ĺŗţŝť ŗŅŇģ 

ūū) İŊŖŎ ĲňŝŎ ŗĻŝŎ ŋŖĻŖ ˤŝţŖ ĺŗţŝť ĶŎŌ ĶŎŌ ňŗŎŝŊŐŇ 

Ĵ̞Ňģ 
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FOB - FRESH OFF THE BOAT 
Mita Mukherjee 

 
Some of us, who came to this country (USA) in the late sixties or early seventies from India, have some embarrassing 
stories to relate, which, now looking back seems strange and funny. I think young people who come these days are so 
well informed in this information ridden world have nothing to fear, whereas when I first came to this foreign country,  I 
was a nervous wreck;  L ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊƳ άCh.έ Ŏŀme from all the immigrants who used to land at Ellis Island, and brought 
their cultures and language and ways and had their own quirks. 
 
I would like to share a couple of those stories with you. 
aȅ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ aŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ ƻŦ ¢ǳƭǎŀΣ hƪƭŀƘƻƳŀΦ 
L ǿŀǎ ŦƛƴƛǎƘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƳŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜƎǊŜŜ ƛƴ Yƻƭƪŀǘŀ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǘƘ ƻŦ {ŜǇǘŜƳōŜǊΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ L 
was to visit my uncle in England. My mother had informed them that I might need some winter clothes; 
{ƻ ƻƴŜ {ŜǇǘŜƳōŜǊ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΣ ŀƳƛŘǎǘ ǘŜŀǊȅ ƎƻƻŘōȅŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ƪƛƴŘǎ ƻŦ ŀŘǾƛŎŜΣ L ōƻŀǊŘŜŘ ŀ ά.h!/έ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƻȅ 
who was one year old. I was carrying three bags, one filled with baby stuff, even a portable pink potty, and my purse, 
which I was told to guard with my life, and an overnight bag filled with necessary items. 
Luckily my mama (uncle) and mamima (aunty) were waiting for me at Heathrow; I heaved a sigh of relief. Now I was 
carrying 3 bags plus Tota, (son) who was fast asleep, getting heavier by the minute. 
 
So the first half of the journey went well, after spending a few days in England I was getting ready for the 2nd part of my 
journey to Tulsa .My Mamima heaped a bunch of winter clothes on me. Then when we went to close the suitcase, it felt 
ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŎƻƳŜ ŀǇŀǊǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀƳǎΦ {ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ άǿƘȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎŀǊƛǎ ŀƴŘ ǇŜǘǘƛŎƻŀǘǎ ŀƴŘ ǎǘǳŦŦΣ ƭŜŀǾŜ 
them here, nobody wears sarisτǎǘŀǊǘ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ǇŀƴǘǎΣ ƘŜǊŜ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƛǘǎΦ ά{ƘŜ handed me a pair of pants, which fit 
ƳŜ ǿŜƭƭΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǇŀǊǘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ōŜƭƻǾŜŘ ǎŀǊƛǎΦ 
 
!ǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ ǎƘŜ Ƙƛǘ ǳǇƻƴ ŀ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘ ƛŘŜŀΦ {ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŀǘΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ŧƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƛǘŎŀǎŜΣ ǿŜŀǊ ǘhe 
pants first, then wear two petticoats, then wrap the heaviest sari over it, put that sweater on top of the sari, and then 
carry the   winter coat in one armτǘƘŜǊŜΣ ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿŜƛƎƘǘ ƭƛƳƛǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƛǘŎŀǎŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ōƭƻǿ ǳǇΦέ 
I reluctantly agreed, so I set forth looking lƛƪŜ ŀ άǇŀǎƘōŀƭƛǎƘέ όǎƛŘŜ ǇƛƭƭƻǿύΣ ǇŀƴǘǎΣн ǇŜǘǘƛŎƻŀǘǎΣ ŀ ƎǊŜŜƴ ǎŀǊƛ ǿǊŀǇǇŜŘ 
around me,  carrying the 3 bags plus a jacket and holding on to my son with one hand. 
 
Now I was about to get on the escalator in the airport, picture me, a green pashbalish, one arm full of bags, other one 
holding on to my son, as soon as I stepped on the first step----ά²Ihhh!έ L ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘǎ ǘƻǇǇƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ 
bag baggage and all! A strong arm suddenly shot out and propped my back. 
Luckily a strong young man was behind me, he literally carried me up the escalator and set me downτI could have cried 
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with embarrassment. 
 
ά¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ ǎƻ ǎƻǊǊȅέ L ƪŜǇǘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΦ ά!ȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ƛǘτƎƭŀŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƭŀŘȅ ƻǳǘΗέ IŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘ 
accent, waved and left. 
 
After the eight hour flight I arrived in New York, it was a hot and humid day, here I was all wrapped up in sweaters and 
ŎƻŀǘǎΣ L ƘŀŘ ŜǾŜƴ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƭǳŜ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴ όŀ ƎƛŦǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƳŀƳŀύΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŜǿŀǊŘŜǎǎ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ άhƘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ 
ready for winterτit iǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ {ŜǇǘŜƳōŜǊ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦέ L ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ƴƻǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ǎŀǊŎŀǎƳΦ 
 
Following other people I stood in line at immigration, filling out the form as best as I could balance on bags, holding on to 
my son at the same time, lest he toddle off. I go to the end of the line, the lady took one look at the form and barkedτ
ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘŀōƭŜΤ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƻǳƴǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ Ŧƛƭƭ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴτNEXT!! 
I hung my head stepped out, looked at the long line that snaked after me, and almost cried. I was hot, itchy sweaty, all 
those clothes making me uncomfortable, then I pulled my son and headed to the back of the room, at that point he 
decided to start a screaming fit, everybody looked at me in disgust , it seemed. 
 
I start writing on ǘƘŜ ŦƻǊƳΣ L ƘŜŀǊ ŀ ǇŀƎŜΣ άaǊǎΦ a aǳƪƘŜǊƧŜŜ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŀǊŜǎǘ ŎǳǊǘǎŜȅ ǘŜƭŜǇƘƻƴŜέΗ 
L ǿŀǎ ŦƭǳǎǘŜǊŜŘΣ άǿƘȅ ǿŀǎ L ōŜƛƴƎ ǇŀƎŜŘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ L ŘƻΚ L ǿŀǎ ŜƴǘŜǊƛƴƎ ŀ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴ ƭŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŘƛŘ L Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 
ǿǊƻƴƎΚέ 
 
Thoroughly nervous now, I asked someone where I could find a phone, luckily I found one and picking it up asked, why I 
ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇŀƎŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ƻǳǊ ǊŜƭŀǘƛǾŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦέ 
 
Heaving a sigh of relief, I headed to the back of the line, luckily my son was at the whimpering stage, he was tired and 
sleepy. This time the immigration officer was very nice and clucked sympathetically and l let me go. 
 
I stepped out, seeing my sister-in-law and brother ςin law waiting for me, I ran towards them; my sister in law looked at 
me quizzically, thinking I must have gained a lot of weight since she last saw me! 
Finally we were in the car, heading towards Connecticut, I looked out at the 8 lane high way in awe, In India, if roads 
ǿŜǊŜ ŘŜǾƻƛŘ ƻŦ ǊƛŎƪǎƘŀǿǎΣ Ŏƻǿǎ ŀƴŘ ōǳƭƭƻŎƪ ŎŀǊǘǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ άƎƻƻŘέ road! 
Suddenly my brother-in-ƭŀǿ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ άǎƻ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ¢ǳƭǎŀΚ ƻƴ {ǳƴŘŀȅΚέ 
άCƭƛƎƘǘΚ ¸ŜǎΣ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ ǎŜŜΦέ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǇǳǊǎŜΣ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƛǘ ǳǇǎƛŘŜ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘƛŎƪŜǘǎΦέ 
My sister-in-ƭŀǿ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴΣ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƛŎƪŜǘǎΚέ 
άL ŎŀƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜƳέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘƻǊǊƛŦƛŜŘΦ Lƴ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŘŀȅǎΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊ ŎƻǇȅΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƻƴƭƛƴŜ ōƻƻƪƛƴƎτ
remember? 
 
My brother in law shook his head, and started negotiating the eight lanes to take the next exit and we returned back to 
the airport, luckily they had found it in the immigration counter and gave it to the BOAC counter;  I thanked God ! 
I am sure all of you have fun stories to tell, but I still vividly remember that day when I landed in this country, fresh of the 
boat! 
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Lost in France 
Tuhin Sur 

  

It was the summer of 2010. 10-year-old Luke was vacationing in France with his family. One evening he went biking in 
Champs Elysees by himself. He saw beautiful shops, bakeries, florists and cafes. He was mesmerized! He had 30 Euros. So 
he decided to buy his family a pot of sunflowers with 10 Euros. The florist gave him a warm, sunny smile. He said 
άaŜǊŎƛΗέ  ŀƴŘ ǿŜƴǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ōƻǳƎƘǘ CǊŜƴŎƘ aŀŎŀǊƻƻƴǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ нл 9ǳǊƻǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǿƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ 
people were beautiful and friendly. They had pretty printed umbrellas and wore fancy rain jackets. 

 
But while coming back Luke could not find his way back to the hotel. 
He made a left. He made a right. He looped around the same streets 
over and over again. He searched and searched for a hotel but no 
buildings were there! He was lost! Suddenly he looked on his left and 
saw a huge shadow! He was so nervous he fell off his bike and started 
ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎΦ IŜ Ǌŀƴ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ ǳƴǘƛƭ Χ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ ŦƻƻǘǇǊƛƴǘǎΗ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǿŜŀǘƛƴƎΦ 
He quickly hid behind a tree that had Madeline blooms. 
 

He took his flashlight out looked at the address of the hotel on his phone. He texted his mom 91168, Champs de Elysees. 
{ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǊƛƴƎΗ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƙƛǎ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜ ōŜǎƛŘŜǎ ƘƛƳΦ IŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀƎ ǿƛǘƘ 
flowers and macaroons.  He thought of all the stories that his mom read to him when he was a kid. This was like a page 
out of those books. This was real! Then he started running! He ran fast! He ran and ran until he found a hotel. It was 
locked! Suddenly an arrow came straight towards him. He ducked and tried to unlock the hotel door. But the key fell out.  
 
It turned out that the building was not a hotel. It was a castle. A castle from 
his history books. Tall towers. Beautiful gardens. Big bells. What was 
happening? Where was he? What was that shadow? Whose were those 
footprints? What was that smell? Was it macaroons? No, it was his favorite 
French butter croissants. Soft and fluffy. He opened his eyes. And saw his 
mom by his bed with a plate of croissants and a glass of milk. He was in hotel 
ǊƻƻƳΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƭŜŦǘ ƛǘΦ ά²ŀƪŜ ǳǇ [ǳƪŜ ŘŜŀǊΦ LǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜΦέ  
 
In the flight he enjoyed macaroons, sipped lemons ginger tea with his family and enjoyed his favorite movie ς Ghost and 
the Darkness. It was a funny vacation. He was such a good boy on the plane. The air hostess gave him a special gift when 
they reached Denver ς a beautiful pot of sunflowers! 
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Ghost LÏÖÅÒȭÓ Tales 
Mita Mukherjee 

 
It is always fun to write for Tuli Kolom, so this time when I got word from Roshmi that articles are needed, my eyes lit up 
ςƴƻǿ L Ŏŀƴ ŦƭŜȄ Ƴȅ  άǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ƳǳǎŎƭŜǎ άŀƎŀƛƴ  ŀƴŘ it will actually be seen in print in a beautiful book! 
However, what do I write about? I remembered that last time I had written a couple of ghost stories that were other 
ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘ ǿǊƛǘŜ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΗ 
 
So here I ŀƳΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ άYh[haέ κ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ƪŜȅǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻǳƴǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ƎƘƻǎǘƭȅ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎΦ 
This was the year 1997. We had been transferred from Denver to New Orleans; Every time we move, and we have moved 
often, from city to city, from house to house at least 14 times, I cried!  
 
I hated to quit my job, I hated to leave the house that I had so carefully decorated, and I hated leaving my friends, my 
community, even the dentist. 
 

My husband painted a wonderful picture of New Orleansτit has the best 
food in the US, lot of culture! And a lot of ghosts!!L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǾƛƴŎŜŘΣ 
however what to do, if the job takes us somewhere, we have to go! 

So after saying a tearful goodbye to everyone, I boarded the planeWe 

settled in a house in a place called Slidell, the houses looked grandτkind 
ƻŦ ƭƛƪŜ {ŎŀǊƭŜǘ hΩIŀǊŀΩǎ Ǉƭŀƴǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƘƻƳŜǎΣ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ L ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ƳƻǇƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ 
and put my energies into redecorating the house we had bought. (After 
looking at 20/30 houses, I am ashamed to say). 
Somehow this house had welcomed me! I felt a serene energy in it. 
 
Tall pine trees surrounded the house, a play of light and shadows all day 
long. The kitchen was large, separated from the living area, which I lovedτ

the aroma of Indian spices, do have a way of pervading the house. This way I could close the kitchen door, and the smell 
ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜΦ 
 
A small living room and formal dining area took up the front of the house; a living room with large glass windows was in 
the back, adjoining the master bed room.  
 
A grand staircase snaked its way up on to a bridge which ran from the left to right connecting the four bedrooms, 
upstairs. To tell you the truth, that is the best house, I have ever lived in; whoever first built it put a lot of care and 
thoughtfulness into it. 
 
My husband was out of town, this was the first time I would be alone at night, it is always a little scary, even though I am 
ƴƻǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƭƻƴŜ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ ŎƛǘȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ Ŏŀƭƭ ƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀ 
bit uncomfortable. As dusk fell, I went around locking all the doors, had a simple dinner, and settled on the sofa with a 
good book, while the TV droned in the background. 
 
! ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ŎƘƛƭƭ ǿƻƪŜ ƳŜ ǳǇΗ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΣ L Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ŀǎƭŜŜǇΦ  L ŘƛǎǘƛƴŎǘƭȅ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ άŎǊŜŀƪ άƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ άŎǊŜŀƪ---
ŎǊŜŀƪέ ƛǘ ǿŜƴǘΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ¢± ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ƻŦŦ ōȅ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΣ ǎǘŀǘƛŎ ƭƛƴŜǎ ŦƭŀǎƘŜŘ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ 

off  

The hair on my neck stood on end! If I was chilled, it got chillier. From my angle on the sofa I could not see the stairs; 
ά²ƘƻΩǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΚέ L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣ ōǳǘ Ƴȅ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎŀƳŜ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ŀ ŎǊƻŀƪΦ 
 
The creaks stopped; I looked up and there was this swirl of a faint fog almost like cigarette smoke hanging on the bridge, 
and I caught a whiff of cigarette smoke. Nobody smoked in the house, and I had it thoroughly cleaned before we moved 
in. 
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Now I was scared!  Mustering an enormous amount of bravado, I jumped up and started switching on all the lights, at the 
same time chanting all the mantras that came to my mind. 
I turned the TV off, ran up and down the stairs, the swirl was gone, there was no smell either, and everything seemed 
back to normal. 
 
Never the less clutching a picture of one of the GodsτI went to my bedroom, barring the door between the living room 
and my room, I slowly crept into my bed, my logical mind trying to make sense of my experience. 
Finally I put it down to my imagination and the mystery novel that I had been reading, and fell into a deep sleep. 
The sun streamed in through the window in the morning, I had forgotten to draw the curtains. 
 
My heart skipped a beat, there was someone looking at me through the window, a hazy face with both hands by their 
face, as if trying to peer in. A faint face but no- body attached! 
άIŜȅ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ L ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Ǌŀƴ towards the window, the face disappeared. The sunlight gave me courage, I ran out 
the back door to see if I could catch the person, there was no one there and no footsteps on the muddy patch either, a 
gangly plant stood brushing the windowτwas that what I had seen? I thought to myself.I went back into the house, a 

nice pot of tea would help, I thought and put the kettle on¢ƻ ǘƘƛǎ Řŀȅ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜ 

experience. 
 
My other experience was in New Orleans also, they say it is a city where ghosts abound.My friend, her husband, and 
her two kids had come to visit from Florida. 
 
hǳǊ ƪƛŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƻŦ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ŀƎŜǎΣ ǘŜŜƴŀƎŜǊǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ ά[Ŝǘ ǳǎ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ Ŧǳƴ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣέ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǎŀƛŘτάǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ 
ƻƴ ŀ ƎƘƻǎǘ ǘƻǳǊΚέ  L ŀǎƪŜŘΣ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ŦƭƛŜǊ ǊŜŎƻǳƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŎƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƻǳǊΦ ά¸ŜǎΗΗέ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘǎ ŎǊƛŜŘΦ 
ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀ ǿŀǎǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƳƻƴŜȅΣ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŀǳǘƘŜƴǘƛŎ /ŀƧǳƴ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΣέ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
ά²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ōƻǘƘΗ /ƘƻƭƻΣ όŎƻƳŜύ ƭŜǘ ǳǎ Ǝƻτά²Ŝ ŎƭƛƳōŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ƻǳǊ ŎŀǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ towards the city, I had called and 
booked our tickets. 
The tour started at one of the hotels, the husbands settled down to a glass of beer, while my friend and I with kids joined 
the tour. 
The well-lit streets, like Bourbon Street gave way to dark, dim streets our feet clattered on the cobble stones. The lady 
giving the tour was dressed in black, with dark lipstick covering her lips, her skin was unnaturally pale, and she looked 
like a ghost herself.  
Her voice was husky, but she did have a dramatic way of telling stories; as she led us through different locations, she 
recounted occasions where paranormal phenomenon had been observed. 
She took us in front of the abandoned court house, where they would hang slaves; at night, people had seen lights go on 
and off in different rooms, when checked, there was no one there!She took us to a building where a little slave girl had 
been pushed from the fourth floor and her screams still reverberated on some nights. All very interesting!Now we were 

getting tired and hungry, the kids had started complaining¢ƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǳǊΣ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ 

ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭέ  
 
We did a quick conference, the kids wanted to go backτI convinced them to stay, which they did reluctantly. I will tell 
ǘƘƛǎ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǳǊ ƎǳƛŘŜΩǎ ƻǿƴ ǿƻǊŘǎΥ 
ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ōŜƭƻƴƎŜŘ ǘƻ ŀ Ǉƭŀƴǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻǿƴŜǊΣ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ƭŜŘƎŜΣ Ǉŀȅ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ŀƴ 
integral part of my story. 
ά¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ мурлΣ bŜǿ hǊƭŜŀƴǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ for rich plantation owners and their slaves. 
 
There were a lot of illicit love affairs between owners and their slave ladies, but it was kept hush hush; At that time there 
was a rule that young men of plantation owners were brought up with every kind of indulgence; It was an absolute rule 
ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳŀǊǊȅ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ Ǉƭŀƴǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻǿƴŜǊΩǎ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜŘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΣ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
bride was going to be. However to educate the young men into ways love, a young slave girl was chosen and they would 
have to have one eight-ǘƘ ǎƭŀǾŜκ ōƭŀŎƪ  ōƭƻƻŘΣ άƻŎǘǊƻƻƴǎέ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΦ 
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So one such young man found himself paired off with a beautiful young sixteen year old, and these girls were brought up 
as ladies and were educated just as any other white girl. Their black blood enhanced their beauty, they sometimes had 
olive skin, dark eyes, luxurious hair; the young lady in my story was such an attractive girl.  
When they met, there was an instant attraction, and in training in love, they actually fell in love. 
After sometime, the young lady kept insisting that they run away to a different state and gets married, because in 
[ƻǳƛǎƛŀƴŀΣ ŀ Ǉƭŀƴǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻǿƴŜǊΩǎ ǎƻƴ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƳŀǊǊȅ ŀƴ ƻŎǘǊƻƻƴ. 
 

It was a chilly December night, couple days before Christmas, there was a huge argument 
between the two. She wanted to elope on Christmas day, she had packed her bags and was 
ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ƎƻΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘȅΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƻǎŜ Ƙƛǎ ƛƴƘŜǊƛǘŀƴŎŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ 
took such a drastic step.  
So to put her off, he told her if she would promise him something, he would marry her the 
next morning. 
{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ άǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚ L ǿƛƭƭ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳτȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΗέ 
IŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ƻŦŦ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƭŜŘƎŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ 
for an hour or soτI will  come and find you there, I have to have proof!τif you can do that I 
ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀǊǊȅ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΗέ 
The young girl in all her innocence took her clothes off and went to stand on the narrow 
ledge of the bed room window.  She slid ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ŎƭƻǎŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ 
room to get chilly. 
The night went on; the young man with all his friends went partying, then came home drunk, 
ƭŀǘŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǿŀǎΦ 

 
The next morning one of the servant girls found her on that narrow window ledge, frozen stiff, with one hand curled 
around the window. She had tried opening the window when she realized this was a stupid jokeτbut the window was 
ǎǘǳŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƻǇŜƴΗ 
To this day,--- on a cold December ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ƻƴŜ Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ŀƴ ŀǇǇŀǊƛǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ƭŜŘƎŜΗέ 
The guide concluded her story and we all looked at the window ledge expecting a figure to appearτit was such a sad 
story. 
We headed back to the hotel,  and suddenly I realized, that this  day  was actually two days before Christmas, some 
instinct made me look back one more timeτand there it was ---a smoky swirl forming on the ledge! 
L Ǌŀƴ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƴǳŘƎŜŘ ƘŜǊΣ ǿŜ ōƻǘƘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘΣ άǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ²Ŝ ōƻǘƘΣ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ   ƭƻƻƪŜŘ 
back at the ledge, but now the swirl was goneτthere was nothing there, must have been my imagination, or was it? 

 

Durga Puja Greetings to All  
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óBird Salmonô by Sohan Sur 
 

Winter  
Aunya Mallick  (Age: 10 yrs) 
 
The whole street is white 
The first snowfall was today 
Winter is here now 
 

The Dark 
Aunya Mallick  (Age: 10 yrs) 
 

Watching you 
With huge eyeballs 
Hiding something 
Big and scary 
Just like a storm 
I jump out at you 
And watch you scream 
¦ƴǘƛƭ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŎǊŜŀƳ 
Anymore 
 
L ŀƳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊΩǎ home 
I am your worst fear 
I am the dark 
 
 

 

Rain 
Avishek Ghosh (Age: 10yrs)  

 

Drop, drop, drop, drop 
Plop, plop 

The rain is falling 
The rain brings life 
¢ƘŜ Ǌŀƛƴ ƛǎ ƎƻŘΩǎ ǘŜŀǊǎ 
The rain is wonderful. 

 

 

 

Inside Lightning 
Aditya Roy (Age: 12 yrs) 

 
Coming down to earth. 

Falling from a cloud at supersonic speed. 
Hotter than the surface of the sun. 

Causing destruction wherever it lands. 
Say goodbye to life. 

Inside Lightning. 
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ŃĵŇĲ ǺĴŖŝŐǤ ſǺŌ ĴŎŖŎ ŊťŒ œť ŗŇ 

ŃŝŊ ſǺŝŌňţŖŎ ĨŝŋǤŒ œŝť ŗĶŝťŗĺŏ ſŊŐ ģ  

ĶŎŝŌŎ ĺřȊŎ ΉňřŝŎ ſŅŖŃŏŖŎ ķŎ ſńŝĴ  

ŊŐ ŇŖ ŌŖŇŖ ſĹŖĵ ňŖŝŐŎ ŊŖŗţŎ ĻŖŇŏŖť ňţŝŃĪ 

ŌŖńŖť  ſŒ ſōŇ œŖĻŖŎ œŖŃřŗţ ſňľŖŎ Őʋ , 

ĨŊŝœŏŖť ŊřŝĴŎ ĲňŎ ſŉŝŏ ŎŖĵŖ ĴŖňţľŖ 

İĴľř ŇŖ ņŝŎĲ ſĴŌŇ Ή œŖŃ ͽĹř  ĴŝŎ 

ŗĴ ĨŇŖŐŝť Ĺřŏ ĩĥĹţŖť ŇŘŎŖ  ,ĨŊŖĴ ŏŖĶŝŃŖ ſŋŝŊ ģ  

ŅŖĥŝŃŎ ĴŖŌŝţ ņŝŎ ŎŖĵŖ ŗŉŝŃ Œœ  ŇŘŎŖŎ 

ſŒĪ ſǺŖŉŖĪŏ ĺŗŊ ŗĺŏ ŗŇ̋řŎ ŗŇǷŖ œɲŖŎĴģ  

ĨńĹ ſŒ ĴńŖ ĴŖĬŝĴ ŊŏŖ ōŖť ŇŖ ģ 

ĩŗŌ ŌŝŇ ŌŝŇ ŇŘŎŖŝĴ ŋŖŏŊŖŗŒ, ŇŘŎŖ ĩŌŖŝĴ 

ŋŖŏŊŖŝŒ ŇŖ  ,ŇŘŎŖ ĩŌŖŎ ŗŅŗŅŎ ŌŝŃŖ ſō  ,  

ſŒ ŊŎĦ  ŗŇŏřŅŖŝĴ  ŋŖŏŊŖŝŒģ   

ĲŎ  ſŊŖŇ ŎŘŇŖ ŗĴ̒ ŃŃŗŅŝŇ  ĩĴŖŝŎ  ĪŗȮŝŃ 

ſŊŖļŖŝŇŖŎ  ſĹʸŖŎ  ĴŒřŎ ĴŌ ĴŝŎ ŗŇ   

ĩŌŖŝĴĪ  ňĺɶ ĴŝŎ ſŒ ĩŎ ňŖĥĹ ĻŇŖŎ ſĹŝťģ   

ŃŊř ſĴŇ ĻŖŗŇ ſŒ ŊťŝŒ ,ŋŖŏ ſŏŝĶ ſōŃ ̢ņř  

ŗŇŝĻŎ ſńŝĴ ŊťŝŒ Ŋţ ſŌŝťŝŅŎĪģ   

ŃŖĪ ōĵŇ  ŇŘŎŖŎ  ŗŊŝťŎ ŒɹǤŖť ŗŋŝţŎ  ŉŖĥŝĴ 

ŎŘŇŖ ĩŌŖŝĴ ŗŊŝťŊŖţŘŎ  ŊŖĶŖŝŇŎ ſŐŝő   

ŇŅŘŎ ņŖŝŎ ŗŇŝť İŝŒ ŗĴĺř ŊŏŝŃ ſĹŝťŗĺŏ, 

œťŝŃŖ ĩŌŖŝŅŎ ΉĻŝŇŎ ŒʖŝĴƯŎ ŋŗŊőǤǉ  ŗŇŝť  

ĩŌŖŎ ſĹŖĵ ŗĺŏ  ŇŅŘŎ ķŖŝľ ŊŖĥņŖ ſŒŖŇŖŎ ŃŎŘȊŝŃģ 

ſŒŖŇŖŎ ŃŎŘ ſŊŝť ̵ʂŝŅŝŐ ſōŝŃ  ŗŊŝŋŖŎ ĩŗŌ  

ŎŘŇŖŎ İĴľŖ ĴńŖĲ ȌĴ ŌŝŃŖ ̢ŇŝŃ ňŖĪ ŗŇ ſŒ ŎŖŝŃ ģ  

ŋřŝŏ ōŖŊŖŎ ĩŝĶ İĵŖŝŇ ĩŝŎĴľŖ ĴńŖ Ŋŝŏ ŎŖĵŖ ŋŖŝŏŖ 

ŇŘŎŖ ŗĴ̒ ŗŇŏřŅŖŝĴ ŗŊŝť ĴŝŎ ŗŇ ģ 

ſŒĪ  ŗĺŏ ſŐő ſŅĵŖ ŇŘŎŖ ŊŖ ĲŎ  ſŊŖŝŇŎ ŒŖŝń 

ŒŌřǷ ňŖŝŎŎ  ŃřőŖŎ ņŊŏ ŇŃřŇ ſŅŝŐ ĩŒŖŎ ĩŝĶģ  

 

ĨŝŇĴ ſĴĪ ŊŏŝŃ ̢ŗŇ ŊŎŉ ňţŖŎ ·ŐǤ ŇŖŗĴ 

ŋŖŎŘ ſŎŖŌŖŗɪĴ, ĴńŖľŖ œťŃ ĵŖĥȊ 

ŃŝŊ ſŒ ĺřȊŎ ŗŅŝŇ ķŝŎŎ ĬʱŃŖŎ ňŎŝŐ Ļŗţŝť 

ĻŖŇŏŖ ŗŅŝť ſŅĵŖŎ ſŒŢŋŖĶǤ œŝŏ, 

ōŖ ŗĴŇŖ ĩ ſňŖţŖ ſŅŝŐ ſŌŝŏ ĴŖŝŏ ŋŝǷ, 

ŃŖŝŅŎ Ŋŗŏ ŌŐŖĪ, ſŋŖŎŝŊŏŖ ĩŗňŒ ōŖŊŖŎ ĻŇǤ 

ŊŖţŘ ſńŝĴ ſŊŝŎŖŇŎ Ǻ̪ŗŃ ŗœŝŒŝŊ œŎŗŅŇ 

ķɉŖĵŖŝŇĴ ŊŎŉ ſĿŏŝŃ œŝŏ ŊřļŝŃŇ ģ 

 

ŇŅŘ Ĳ ŒŌŝťŎ Ŋŝť ſĶŝĺ ĴŖŝŎŖ  ĻŇǤ  ńŖŌŝŃ 

İ ĴńŖ   ĩŌŎŖ ŒĴŝŏĪ ǺŖť ĻŖŗŇ 

ĴŖŏ ŇŅŘŎ ſȄŖŝŃ ĶŖ ŋŖŗŒŝť ĹŏŗĺŝŏŖ ſŃŌŗŇ  

ŗŅŇĶŃ ňŖňȝŝťŎ Īĥŝľ ĶŖĥńŖ ŊĺŎˤŝŏŖ  

ŌŖŝļ ŌŝņǤ ĴĵŝŇŖ ŒĵŝŇŖ ķřŝŎ ĩŒŖ ſŅŐ ſńŝĴ   

œŏřŅ ķŖŝŒŎ ŊŝŇ œŖŗŎŝť  ōŖĲťŖ ŇŖĴĺŗŊȊŎ ſĵŖĥŝĻ ģ 

ſŒ ŗŅŇ ſŃŌŗŇ ſĵŖĥŝĻ ſŊŗŎŝť ĶŗţťŖœŖŝľŎ ſŌŖŝţ  

œľŖǉ ſŅĵŖ  ŇŘŎŖŎ ŒŝȮ ,  ſŒ ŃĵŇ 

ŃŖŎ ňřŎŝŇŖ ŋřŊŇŝŌŖŗœŇŘ Ĵňľ ŎŖĶ ĩȂťŘ œŖŗŒȊ  ŗŅŝť   

Ń̞ł  ſŅŖĴŖŇŅŖŎȊŝĴ  ĴŝŎ ſŉŝŏŝĺ ņŎŖŐŖťŘ ǺŖťģ 

ĩŌŖŝĴ ſŅŝĵ ŗĵŏŗĵŏ  ĴŝŎ Ŋŝŏ ĬĿŏ ŗĴ ſŎ, 

ĴŃŗŅŇ ňŝŎ ſŅĵŖ, İ ŗĴ ſĹœŖŎŖ ĴŝŎŗĺŒģ 

ŃřŗŌĲ ſŃŖ ſŊŐ Ŋţ ŊŖŗţŎ ŋŖŗŎŗȎ ŗĶŗɺŎ ŌŝŃŖ 

œŝťĺ ſŅĵŝŃ  ŊŏŖť ĩŝĶŎ   ŌŃĪ Ĵňľ ŎŖŝĶ  

œŖŃ Ńřŝŏ ſœŝŒ ſŉŝŏŗĺŏ ŇŘŎŖ ģ 

ĩŌŖŝŅŎ ſŒĪ ňřŎŝŇŖ ŗŅŝŇŎ ĵřŇŒřȊŎ ŌŖŝļ 

İĴľř ΈŝŎ ŅŖŌŘ ĶŖţŘľŖŎ ňŖŝŐ ŅŖĥŗţŝť ńŖĴŖ  

ŌŖļ ŊťŒŘ Œřňř̞ő  ŌŖŇřőľŖŎ ŗŅŝĴ ŀŖĴ ŗŅŝť 

Ŋŝŏŗĺŏ  ŗĹŇŝŃ ňŖŎŝĺŖ İŝĴ? 

İĴ ŗŌŗŇľ, ĩŒŗĺ Ŋŝŏ, ŋǷŝŏŖĴ ŃĵŇ 

ľŖĴŖ ŗŇŝť ŅŎŖŅŗŎ ĴŎŗĺŝŏŖ ŉřšľňŖńŊŖŒŘ  

ĨŇŖń  ſĺŝŏŎ ŅŏľŖŎ ŒŖŝń œťŃ ōŖŎŖ, ſĻŖŎ ĴŝŎ 

ŃŖŎ ĪŌŝňŖŎŝľŀ  ĶŖţŘŎ ĴŖĥĹ ņřŝť ŗŅŝťŝĺ İĪ ŌŖǴ 

ΉŝľŖ ňťŒŖ ňŖŝŊ İĪ ĩŐŖť,  ĨŗŇȶŖ ŒŝɕĲ ģ 

ŇŘŎŖŎ ļŏŌŝŏ ŐŖţŘ , ĩņřŗŇĴ ̞ŗĹŎ  œŖŃŊǤŖĶȊŎ ŗŅŝĴ 

ŃŖŗĴŝť ſńŝĴ ſĴŇ ĻŖŗŇ ŌŝŇ œŏ, 

ŗŇŏřŅŖŝĴ  ŗŊŝťľŖ  ĴŎŝŏĪ  ňŖŎŝŃŖ    ŇŘŎŖ !  
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ĴŃ ŗŅŇ  ňŝŎ ſŅĵŖ, ĴńŖŎ ŗĴ ſŐő ĩŝĺ, 

ŗňĺŇ ňŖŝŇ İĴ ŒŖŝń œŖĥľŝŃĪ ĩŊŖŎ  ſŒĪ 

ĩŝĶŎ ŌŝŃŖĪ ŊřŝĴŎ ŌŖŝļ ņřĴňřˠŗŇ 

Ŋŗŏ, ŗŇŏřŅŖŎ ĵŊŎ ŗĴĺř  ĻŖŝŇŖ ŇŖŗĴ? 

ſŒ ŊŖĬɭŚŝŏ  ŌŖŇřő, ňŝţ ĩŝĺ œŝŊ 

ſĴŖŇĲ ňŖœŖŝţ ĻȮŝŏ, œŖĻŖŎľŖ ĴŖĻ ńŖŝĴ 

ŃŖŎ ĴńŖ ŋŖŊŝŏ ĩŌŖŝŅŎ ŗĴ Ĺŝŏ !  

ĴńŖ  ķřŗŎŝť Ŋŝŏ ŃřĪĲ ſŃŖ ſĹŝťŗĺŗŏ Ĵy ŗŅŝŃ 

ŎŘŇŖľŖŝĴ , ĨŃľřɣ ŒŎŏ ſŌŝťľŖŝĴ ſŒŗŅŇ 

ΉŊŖĪŝťŝŃ ŊŎ ſĺŝŏŝŌŝť ŗŇŝť ſŒ ńŖŝĴ 

ŊŖţŘ ĶŖţŘ ŊĺŝŎ Ή ŊŖŎ ŗŊŝŅŐ ŒŉŎ 

ĨŋŖŊ ŗĴĺřĪ ŎŖŝĵŗŇ ŃŖŎ ŊŎ ģ 

İŎňŎ ŗĴĺř ŊŏŖ ŌŖŝŇĪ ŒŖŉŖĪ ĶŘŃ ĶŖĲťŖ  

Ŋŗŏ ĩĻ Ĺŗŏ, œťŝŃŖ ĩŊŖŎ œŝŊ ſŅĵŖ ſĴŖŝŇŖ İĴ ŗŅŇ  

 œŖĥľŝŃ  œŖĥľŝŃ   ķŖţ ķřŗŎŝť  ĩŎ İĴ ŊŖŎ ſŅĵŝŃ 

Īŝȶ ſō ĴŎŗĺŏ ŇŖ ŃŖĪŊŖ Ŋŗŏ ŗĴ ĴŝŎ, 

ŗĴ̒ ľǤŖŗȞ ņŎŝŃ ſō ŒŖŌŝŇ  ſōŝŃ œŝŊ İŗĶŝť 

ſňĺŝŇ ŃŖŗĴŝť œŖĥľŝŏ ſœŖĥĹľ ŊŖ ņŖȎŖ ŏŖĶŝŃ ňŖŝŎ!  

 

L{oăzª 
g|hÆ Ä]§j}r| 

 
ňŗʮŝŌŎ ŒŚōƯŖŝˊŎ ŎŗȔŌ ĩŋŖ, 

ſōŇ ĻŘŊŝŇŎ ŋŖĶǤŗŏŗňŎ ſŐő ĨņǤŖť, 

ſōŇ ŗĹɲŖŌȣ ĻŘŊŝŇŎ ĨŊŒŖŇ ģ 

 

ŃŝŊ ſĴŇ ſŎŖĻ Ŋŝť Ĺŝŏ ĩŐŖŎ œŖĲťŖ ? 

ſĴŇ ſŒ ĺřĥŝť Ŋŝŏ, «İŗĶŝť ĹŝŏŖ, ſńŝŌŖ ŇŖ¬ ? 

ſĴŇ ŃŖŎ ſŇĪ ſĴŖŇ ȂŌȝť, ſĴŖŇ ŒĦŐť ? 

ſĴŇ ŃŝŊ ſŋŖŝŎŎ ŎŗŊ ĻŖĶŖť ŌŝŇ ĩŇɶ ? 

ſĴŇ ŃŝŊ ŐŘŝŃŎ ŗœŌ Ŋŝŏ, «İĵŗŇ ĩŒŝŊ ŊŒɲ¬ ? 

 

ŃŝŊ ŗĴ ŒŚŝōƯŖŅť ĻŘŊŝŇŎ ̢̞? ŗĴ ŃŖŎ ĩĶŌŇ ŊŖŃƯŖ? 

ĻŘŊŝŇ ĴŃ ſŋŖŎ, ĴŃ ŒŝɹǤ ſňŗŎŝť ōŖť, 

ŌŖťŖŎ ſĵŏŖť ĨŊřļ ŌŇ ŃŊř ĺřŝľ Ŋŝŏ, 

Ǻʱ ĴŝŎ, «ĩĻ ŗĴ ̢̞ , ŇŖ ŗĴ ſŐő? ŗĴ ſŃŖŎ ĨŗŋǺŖť?¬ 

  

qz Äi{Y qz ȕ{k 

X ¢Ƹų} X}pzr izv  

 

ŊŝŒ ňŗţ ĴŖĶĻ ĴŏŌ ŗŇŝť 

ĨŗŃ ˻Ń ŗĴĺř ſŏĵŖŎ ŃŖŗĶŝŅ 

ŗĹɲŖņŖŎŖť ŎŖŗĵ ŐŖŇ ŗŅŝť 

ŒŖŃ ŒĴŖŝŏ ķřŌ ſńŝĴ ĬŝĿ 

 

ŊřŗɢľŖŝĴ ķŝŒ ſŌŝĻ Ńřŝŏ  

ŌĶĻ ſĴŖľŝŎ œŖŃŝţ ſŊţŖĪ 

ſŎŖĻĴŖŎ ŒŊ ŗŇťŌ ŋřŝŏ 

ĴʩŇŖŎ ſŌŝķ Ĺŝţ Ĭŝţ ōŖĪ 

 

œľŖŃ ŋŖŗŊ ſĴŖńŖť ĴŎŊ ̢̞ 

ĨŝŇĴ ŗĴĺřĪ ſŎŖĻ ŌŝŇ ĩŝŒ 

ĩŝŊŖŏ ŃŖŝŊŖŏ ōřŗȔ ŃȎ ōŃ 

ŏŖŏ ŗŇŏŒŊ ŃŖŎŖ œŝť ŋŖŝŒ 

 

ŒŌť ĨŗŃ ΉŏƯŋ ŗĻŗŇŒ  

ǺŗŃ ŌŖŝŒ ĩŝĺ ŒŖŗœŃǤ ŒŋŖ 

ſĺŖľ ſĺŝŏľŖ ſĻŖŝŎ ſΘŝŅ ĲŝĿ  

œŝť ōŖť ſŏĵŖŎ ŅŉŖ ŎŉŖģ 
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Life 

Advika Jayanti (Age: 10 yrs) 
 

Why is life even there? 
Everyone knows ƛǘΩǎ never fair. 
When we're born, why do we die? 
The purpose is just to make us cry... 
What is Life? 
 
Why are people sad, mad, happy and more? 
Is this what life is from the core? 
Why can't people get along together? 
Are our feelings too fragile...like a feather? 
What is Life? 
 
Why do families sometimes fight? 
Is it just to drive us away from the light? 
Every angry action is full of might 
every words spoken is as dark as night. 
What is Life? 
 
Is life only about making our career? 
Every time I lose, I grudge and fear 
 
All I want is to sing, weave dreams and to fly 
Parents gave me the wing, than why do I shy 
What is Life? 
 
Our mind is a seed, grows like a sprout 
But why my heart has so many emotions to pout 
Every day is a clue..to unfold it, I will strive. 
²ƘŀǘΩǎ the purpose to my life, it will always linger and 
thrive.. 
To me, life seems all just like a mystery , WHAT IS 
LIFE???? 
 

 

 

 
 
A Brave Soul  
Roshmi Bhaumik 
 
The gentle smile that touches the heart 
The calm and bliss pervades 
In the midst of challenges 
The trust and excitement flows on 
The big plan is in sight 
Little setbacks are but ripples 
Flowing over the broad Ganga 
With little impact on its course. 
Ganga accepts flaws and virtues 
And turns them pure with a magic 
touch 
Heading strong to the confluence 
To meet the Great one, 
The ocean of peace and love. 

 
 
 
 

The Midnight Creature  
Srijita Ghoshal (Age: 10 yrs) 

                     
                  In the moonlight, you come out, out of sight 

       Your beautiful eyes twinkle and glow bright giving off an intensive light 
  Your black and orange stripes cannot be seen beneath the shadows you hide between 

            ̧ ƻǳǊ ǊŀǇƛŘ ǎǇŜŜŘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀ ƭŜŀŘ 
              Your four tremendous paws all equipped with sharp claws 

                     Your amazing strength lies in your faith 
                  Your jagged jaws acts like an aggressive saw 

          Everyone believes in fright when they see you out in the night 
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Waiting For A New Day 
Tuhina Saha 

 
Lying in my catacomb of darkness, 
Caught in the vicious circle of  
Night after night 
Afraid of shadows I never see 
Parasites relishing victuals 
Days, weeks, and centuries? An eon? 
Since when do I wait? 
Forgotten by friends 
Forgiven by enemies. 
My bones wither like Ozymandias.  
Agave blooms, I bore. My duties done 
[ŜŀǾƛƴƎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŀǇǇȅ ƳŜƳƻǊƛŜǎΧ 
Salvation was imminent? 
The pen and the paper, long neglected 
Avengeful, had the last laugh.  
The pen bleeds nothing. Blankness fills crevices. 
Another day, a new sun awaits me somewhere 
With a challenge for me to finish, that I started long ago. 
Like unfurled gnarled branches, I twist.  
I turn in the sad night of my creativity. I break. 
I bleed. 
And  
I wait the coming of dawn 
I wait for a new day. 
 

 

 

Moms are Awesome 
Kritika Krori (Age: 10 yrs) 
 

Moms are awesome in many ways, so here is a little something to make her day. 
Soft red- black hair that has lots of flair is my awesome MOM!
She is very awesome because she helped me blossom. 
When she frowns she turns my world upside down. 
I would do anything to make her smile even walk a mile. 
My mom loves to cook, even though she gives her food weird looks. 
My mom loves to move because she always has the groove. 
My mom loves me so much, she always have the perfect touch. 
You will love them so much and they will love you too. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Dressing for Winter  
Rahul Ghosh (Age: 8 yrs) 
 
Put on your snow mask 
My parents said 
I think I'll wear masking tape instead 
Put on your jacket  
My parents said 
May be I'll wear a cape over my head 
Put on your red mittens  
My parents said 
How about if I paint my hands red 
Put on your snow boots 
My parents said 
But crocs are so much fun 
I begged 
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SUPERNATURAL 
Mita Mukherjee 
 
Ooooh 
Sudden sensitivity of the senses-esp! 
Up and down the spine! 
Pin prickles on the skin! 
Eyes redτglowing! 
Rotating round and round! 
Nobody around! 
An icy cold breath of air! 
Touch as light as feather! 
UGH!!! 
Runτrunτrun!τŎŀƴΩǘ Η 
Am rooted to the spot! 
Let me out, HELP! Please let me out! 
AAAAH! It is but a dream!!

Thoughts on-----Ȱ4(/5'(43ȱ 
Mita Mukherjee 

 
L ƘŀǾŜ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŀ ά¢Ih¦DI¢έΚ 
Where does it arise and where does it go? 
Our mind, like a river, channeling the water 
Thoughts, angry, happy, quiet or peaceful, ebb and 
flow 
They affect the body and the mind 
Thoughts of anger and ire play havoc, 
The Blood pressure climbs, and heart rate jumps 
Loving thoughts on the other hand, soothes the 
body, quiets the mind 
So what are thoughts? I feel 
We are what our THOUGHTS make us out to be! 

 

 

 

 

The Amazing Sight 
Ishana Banerjee (Age: 10 yrs) 

 
The bright yellow sun 
beams with pride 
like someone receiving a medal 
and showing 
their big achievement. 
The calm cool breeze smells  
like cherry blossoms trees, 
the navy 
blue sea slowly and softly ripples to the shore. 
I smile 
and laugh 
as my toes dig in 
ǘƘŜ ǇŜǘŀƭ ǎƻŦǘ ǎŀƴŘΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ƧƻȅŦǳƭ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ 
We play in the big soft salty ocean. 
LǘΩǎ ǎƻ peaceful 
ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŘƻǾŜΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŦƭƛƎƘǘΦ 
The shiny collection full of  
unique speckled sea shells. 
 
LǘΩǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ 
Full of calm 
IMAGINATION 

  

 

 

Birthday  
Rahul Ghosh (Age: 8 yrs) 
 
It's your birthday, you dream of a cake 
Especially one with a milk shake 
With lots of sprinkles 
That gives you giggles 
But then Mom says, "Oh Honey! it's time to wake!" 
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ΨHorse by Tirtho Chaudhury                                                            ΨwŜƛƴŘŜŜǊΩ by Tirtho Chaudhury 

 

  

ΨFar away from the hassles of lifeΩ ōȅ {ǿŀƎŀǘŀ .ŀƴŜǊƧŜŜ  ΨOn a Spring MorningΩ ōȅ {ǿŀƎŀǘŀ .ŀƴŜǊƧŜŜ 
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    ΨElk in the MarshesΩ by Rajarshi Bose ( Age: 7 yrs)      ΨHappy ForestΩ by Rajarshi Bose  

  

   ΨAbstractΩ by Sohan Sur (Age: 11 yrs)                    ΨMy Dream PetΩ by Rajarshi Bose 
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Ψ.ŀƴƧŀǊŀƴΩ by Nipunika Chaudhury     ΨEuphoriaΩ by Swagata Banerjee 

 

          

ΨThe dream must stay aliveΩ by Swagata Banerjee                             Ψ/ƻƭƻǊŀŘƻ 5ǊŜŀƳǎΩ by Nipunika Chaudhury 
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  Painting by Reema Baishya (Age:  7 yrs)   ΨDƛǊƭ ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƎƘŀƎǊŀ ϧ ƴŜŎƪƭŀŎŜΩ by Neha Bhaumik 

 

   
 
 Designs by Neha Bhaumik (Age: 8 yrs)     ά¢ǊƻǇƛŎŀƭ ¢ǳŎŀƴέ by Shania Banerjee (Age: 7 yrs)                                                       
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 Ψ/ŀǎǘƭŜΩ by Aunya Mallick (Age: 10 yrs)     Painting by Anushka Singha Roy (Age: 6 yrs) 

 

 

 
          

                      

 
   Painting by Arnab Ghosh (Age: 7 yrs)        Painting by Rahul Ghosh (Age: 7 yrs)
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ū  

ˋŖŇ- Yellowstone National  Park  

ŒŌť- Ű:Ůů (MST) 

ŃŖŗŎĵ- ŬŪ ĻřŇ  

 

ŒŖťŇ ŃŖŎ ŌŖ-ŊŖŊŖ ĩŎ ˈŘ ňřǴ ſĴ ŗŇŝť ΉŗŅŇ œŏ İŝŒŝĺ | Yellowstone National  Park ſŅĵŖŎ ĨŝŇĴ ĴŖŏ Īŝȶ ŗĺŏ ŃŖŎ ŌŖ-

ŊŖŊŖŎ | ŒŖťŇ ŗŇŝĻĲ İĵŖŝŇ ĩŝŒŗŇ ĴŖŎł Denver  ſō ŒŖŝţ Ňť ķɉŖŎ ŎŖˊŖ | Ĳ ŒŊŒŌť ſĹŝťŗĺŏ ŌŖ-ŊŖŊŖŝĴ ŗŇŝť ĩŒŝŃ | 

ĩĻŝĴĪ ĲŎŖ ŗŉŝŎ ōŖŝŊ Denver | İĵŇ ǺŖť ŒŚōƯŖˊ'Ŏ ŒŌť | Denver ſňŢĥĺŝŃ ſŋŖŎ ĹŖŎŝľ ŊŖĻŝŊ ĩŎ ĴŖŏŝĴ ſńŝĴ 

ĩŊŖŎ ŒŖťŝŇŎ office | İĵŇ ĲŎŖ ŒŊŖĪ ĨŝňȝŖ ĴŎŝĺ Old Faithful Geyser ſŅĵŖŎ ĻŇǤ | ōŖŎŖ Yellowstone-İ İŝŒŝĺŇ ŃŖŎŖ 

ĻŖŝŇŇ İĪ ǷʸŊǤ ĻŖťĶŖľŖŎ ĴńŖ | ǺŗŃ Ň̏Ī ŗŌŗŇŝľ İĪ  Old Faithful Geyser ſĻŝĶ ĲŝĿ | İĵŇ ĩŇřŌŖŗŇĴ ňŝŇŝŎŖ ŗŌŗŇľ ŊŖŗĴ | 

ŒŖťŇŝŅŎ ŒŝȮ ĩŎĲ ĨŝŇĴ ľřŗŎ̂ ĨņŘŎ ĩǨŝœ İĪ ňŝŇŝŎŖ-ɣ ŗţ ŗŌŗŇŝľŎ ĨŝňȝŖ ĴŎŝĺ | ŒŖťŝŇŎ ŌŖ ŋŖŊŝĺŇ İĪľŖ ſŅĵŝŃ ſňŝŏ 

ňŝŇŝŎŖ ŗŌŗŇŝľŎ İĪ ĨŝňȝŖ ĩŎ İŃΈŎ Yellowstone ſŅĵŝŃ ĩŒŖ ŒŖńƯĴ œŝŊ | ŒŖťŝŇŎ ŊŖŊŖ ĨŊŐǤ ŊŏŝĺŇ "ŎŖˊŖ İĵŇ ĨŝŇĴľŖ, 

ĨŝŇĴ ſŃŖ ſŅĵŏŖŌ | İĪľŖ ŗĴ ŇŖ ſŅĵŝŏĪ  Ňť" | ŒŖťŇ Ŋŏŏ "ŊŖŊŖ, ŌŖǴ ſŃŖ ňŝŇŝŎŖ ŗŌŗŇľ, İĴľř ſŅŝĵĪ ōŖĪ ŇŖ" | 

 

ŃŖŎŖ ĶŃ ΉŗŅŝŇ ĨŝŇĴ ŗĴĺřĪ ſŅŝĵŝĺŇ ĩŎ ĩĻ İĪľŖ ſŅŝĵĪ ŎĲŇŖ œŝŃ œŝŊ | œĿŖǉ ŒŖťŝŇŎ ſĺŝŏ ŗŌŗœŎ ſĹĥŗĹŝť ĬĿŏ "ŊŖŊŖ, ̢ ̞ 

œŝť ſĶŝĺ" | ŒŖťŝŇŎ ŌŖ-ŊŖŊŖ ŃĵŇ ǺŃǤȝ ĴŎŝŏŇ İĴ ĻŖĶŗŃĴ ·ŐǤ | ŗĴĺř ŗĻŗŇŒ İĪ ňśŗńŊŘŝŃ ĩŝĺ ōŖ ̢ņř  ſōŇ USA İŝŒĪ ſŅĵŖ 

ōŖť ſōŌŇ Yellowstone, Niagara Falls İŊĦ ĩŎĲ ſŊŐ ŗĴĺř | ŌŖȊŎ ſŋŃŎ ſńŝĴ ſŊŐ ŗĴĺřȝł ņŝŎĪ ŉřľɲ Ļŏ ſŊŝŎŖŗȶŏ | œĿŖǉ 

ſŒĪ ŉřľɲ Ļŏ ſōŇ ŭŪ-ŮŪ ŉřľ ĲňŝŎ  ĬĿŝŃ ̢̞ ĴŎŏ | ſōŇ ſĴĬ ŌŖȊŎ ſŋŃŎ ſńŝĴ İĴľŖ ŗĺǷ ŗŅŝť ĨŝŇĴ Ļŏ ŗňĹŗĴŎŘŎ ŌŃ 

ĩĴŖŝŐŎ ŇŘŏŝĴ ſňŢĥĺŊŖŎ ſĹʸŖ ĴŎŝĺ | ĨɥřŃ ŊǤŖňŖŎ ſō İĪ ĻŝŏŎ ſŉŖťŖŎŖ ſōŇ ŭ-Ů ŗŌŗŇľ Ĺŏŏ ĩŎ ſĴĬ ſōŇ ſĴŖŝŇŖ ŌǤŖŗĻĴ ſŐŖ 

ſŐő ĴŎŖŎ ŌŃ ŃŖŎ ĬȳŃŖ ĩŊŖŎ ĩŝĶŎ ŌŃ ū-Ŭ ŉřľ-İ ŇŖŗŌŝť ŗŇŝť İŝŏŖ |  

 

 

Ŭ 

ˋŖŇ- ſĶŢŎŘˠɭ 

ŒŌť- ű:ūů (IST) 

ŃŖŗŎĵ- ŬŪ ĻřŇ  

 

ĨťŇ ŃŖŎ ŌŖ-ŊŖŊŖŎ ŒŝȮ ĶŎŝŌŎ ĺřȊŝŃ ſĴŅŖŎ-ŊŅŎŘ ſŊţŖŝŃ İŝŒŝĺ | ȘŖŒ ű ſńŝĴ Ų-İ ſŒ İŊĺŎ ĬŝĿŝĺ | ňŖœŖţ ſŅĵŝŃ ſŒ ĵřŊ 

ŋŖŏŊŖŝŒ ŃŝŊ ŅŖŗĻƯŗŏĦ ſŒ ΉŊŖŎ ſĶŝĺ ĩŎ ŃŖĪ ſŒ ĩŊŅŖŎ ĴŝŎŝĺ ĨŇǤ ĴńŖĲ ňŖœŖţ ſŅĵŖŎ | ĨťŝŇŎ ŌŖ ňřŝĻŖ-ĩĹƯŖ ĴŝŎŇ ŗĴ̒ 

 ſĴŅŖŎŇŖń ŅŐƯŇ ĩĻ ňōƯɲ œŝť ĲŝĿŗŇ | İĵŇ ŃŖŎŖ ŒĴŖŝŏŎ Ļŏ-ĵŖŊŖŎ ſĵŝť ſŊŗţŝť ňŝţŝĺ | œŗŎ˽ŖŎ ſńŝĴ ŃŖŎŖ İŝŒŝĺ ΉŗŅŇ 

ĩŝĶ | ŗŊŝĴŝŏŎ ŌŝņǤ ſĴŅŖŎŇŖń ſňŢĥĺŝŃ ſĶŝŏ,  ĩĻ ŃŖŝŅŎŝĴ ňŖŝť ſͼŝľ ūŮ km ſōŝŃ œŝŊ | ĨťŇ ĨŊŐǤ ĩĻ ĵřŊ ŒĴŖŝŏ ĬŝĿ 



 

ƀŃŗŎ œŝť ſĶŝĺ | ĴŏĴŖŃŖ'ſŃ ĶŃ ĴŝťĴ ŒʁŖŝœ ſŎŖĻ ŒĴŖŝŏ ĬŝĿ Ŭ-Ů km ſŅŢŝţ ŗŇŝĻŝĴ İĪ ūŮ km trekking ĴŎŖŎ ĻŇǤ ƀŃŗŎ 

ĴŝŎŝĺ ſŒ |   

 

ſĶŢŎŘˠɭ ſńŝĴ İĵŇ ŃŖŎŖ ū km İŝŒ ſĶŝĺ | ĩĻ ŒĴŖŏ ſńŝĴ İĴľř Ŋśŗy ňţŝĺ | ĶŃ ΉŗŅŝŇ ĬɖŎĴŖŐŘŝŃ ǺŊŏ Ŋśŗʸ œŝťŝĺ | 

ŇŅŘˤŝŏŖ ŒŊ ſōŇ ŉřŝŏ ĬŝĿŝĺ | İŃ ǺŊŏ ſŊŝĶ Ļŏ ŊĪŝĺ ſō ŃŖŎ ·ŐǤ ſōŌŇ ĨňŚŊƯ ſŃŌŗŇ ŋťŖŇĴ | ŃŊř ĨťŇŝŅŎ ŒŝȮ ĩŎĲ ĨŝŇĴ 

ŅŐƯŇŖń˜ ĩĻ Ĺŝŏŝĺ ſĴŅŖŎŇŖŝńŎ ňŝń | œĿŖǉ ĨťŇ İĴľŖ ňŖŝťŎ ŃŏŖť İĴľŖ ĨɥřŃ ĴʖŇ ĨŇřŋŊ ĴŎŝŏŖ  | ŋŚŗŌĴʖ œŝȶ ŇŖŗĴ, ſŒ 

ŋŖŊŝŏŖ | ŅŐƯŇŖń˜ŝŅŎ ŌŝņǤ ĨŝŇŝĴĪ İĴĪ ŗĻŗŇŒ ĨŇřŋŊ ĴŝŎ İŝĴ-ĨňŝŎŎ Ōřĵ ĹŖĪŝĺ | ŇŅŘŎ Ļŏ İŗŅŝĴ ſōŇ ĵřŊ ŃŖţŖŃŖŗţ ŊŖţŝŃ 

̢̞ ĴŝŎŝĺ | İŎ ňŎ ňŝŇŝŎŖ ŗŌŗŇŝľŎ ŌŝņǤ ſō ķľŏ, ŃŖ ĨťŝŇŎ ĻŘŊŇ ſĴ ĬńŖŏ-ňŖŃŖŏ ĴŝŎ ŗŅŝť ſĶŏ | œĿŖǉ ŋťŖŇĴ ĶĻƯŝŇŎ ŒŝȮ 

ǺŊŏ ĻŝŏŎ ſȄŖŃ ŇŅŘŎ ňŖŎ ĬňŝĹ ŊĪŝŃ ̢̞ ĴŎŏ ŎŖˊŖŎ ĲňŎ ŗŅŝť |  

 

ŃŘńƯōŖǴŘŎŖ ĻŝŏŎ ſȄŖŝŃ ŅŖĥŗţŝť ĩŃƯŇŖŅ ĴŎŝŃ ̢̞ ĴŎŏ | ſĴĬ ŋŖŊŝĺ ŒŖŌŝŇ İŝĶŖŝŊ ĩŎ ſĴĬ ŎŖˊŖ ſńŝĴ ſŊŗŎŝť ĹţŖĪİŎ ŗŅŝĴ 

ſŅŢŝţŖŊŖŎ  ŗŊŉŏ ſĹʸŖ ĴŎŏ | ĨťŝŇŎ ŊŖŊŖ Ŋŏŏ "ŝŃŖŌŎŖ ΉĻŇ œŖŃ ņŝŎ ńŖŝĴŖ ĩŌŖŎ, İĴŒŖŝń ĲĪ ĶŖĺľŖŎ ňŖŝŐ ōŖĪ" | ŗŃŇĻŝŇ 

ŃŖŎŖ ŎŖˊŖŎ ňŖŝŐ İĴȊ ĶŖŝĺŎ ňŖŝŐ ſĴŖŝŇŖŌŝŃ ŅŖĥţŖŝŏŖ | ſȄŖŃ ſōŇ İŗŅŝĴ ĩŎĲ ſŊŝţĪ Ĺŝŏŝĺ | ĨťŇ ŃŖŎ ŊŖŊŖŎ ĴŖĥŝņ ŋŎ ĴŝŎ 

ĶŖĺ ſŊŝť œŖŝŃŎ  ŇŖĶŖŝŏŎ ŀŖŝŏŎ ĲňŎ ŊŒŏ | ĨťŇ Ŋŏŏ "ĩŗŌ ňŖŎŏŖŌ ŊŖŊŖ, ŃřŗŌ ĩŎ ŌŖĲ ſĹyŖ ĴŝŎŖ ŃŖţŖŃŖŗţ " | œĿŖǉ ĨťŝŇŎ 

ŌŖ ķŖŊŝţ ŗĶŝť ŒŖŌŝŇ İĴ  ŒřŇŖŗŌ-Ŏ ŌŃ ſŁĬ ĩŒŝŃ ſŅŝĵ ĩŃƯŇŖŅ ĴŝŎ ŃŖŎ ŊŖŊŖŎ œŖŃ ſĺŝţ ŗŅŏ | ŌřœŚŝŃƯŎ ŌŝņǤ ĨťŇ ſŅĵŏ ŃŖŎ 

ŌŖ ĻŝŏŎ ſȄŖŝŃŎ ŒŝȮ ſĴŖńŖť ſōŇ ſŋŝŒ ſĶŏ | ĨťŝŇŎ ŊŖŊŖ ĹŘǉĴŖŎ ĴŝŎ ŌŖ'ſĴ ņŎŖŎ ſĹʸŖť ĶŖŝĺŎ ſńŝĴ ŗŊŗȶɺ œŝť ǺŊŏ ſȄŖŝŃŎ 

ŌŝņǤ ſŋŝŒ ſĶŏ | ĨťŇ ĹŘǉĴŖŎ ĴŝŎ ŃŖŎ ŊŖŊŖ-ŌŖ ſĴ ŀŖĴŝŏŖ ŗĴ̒ ŃŖŎ ŌŖ-ŊŖŊŖŝĴ ſŒ ĩŎ ſŅĵŝŃ ſňŏŇŖ | ĨťŝŇŎ ŌŝŇ ňţŏ ſō 

ŋřĶŝŏ ſŒ flash flood Œ̝ŝɹ ňŝţŗĺŏ ŗĴ̒ ſŒ ĴĵŝŇŖ ŋŖŝŊŗŇ ſō İĪŎĴŌ flash flood ŃŖŎ ĻŘŊŝŇ İŝŒ ŃŖŎ ĻŘŊŇ ĺŖŎĵŖŎ ĴŝŎ 

ŗŅŝť ōŖŝŊ | ŇŘŝĹ ŃŖŗĴŝť ſŒ İŝĴŎ ňŎ İĴ ŌŖŇřő ĻŝŏŎ ſȄŖŝŃ ΈŝŎ ſŋŝŒ ſōŝŃ ſŅĵŏ | ŒŖœŒ œŏ ŇŖ ſō İĴŊŖŎ ŇŘŝĹ ŇŖŌŖŎ, İĪ 

ſȄŖŝŃ ſŒ ſō ŗĴĺřĪ ĴŎŝŃ ňŖŎŝŊŇŖ | ŌŖ-ŊŖŊŖŝĴ œŖŎŖŝŇŖŎ Ήħŝĵ ſŒ ĶŖŝĺŎ ŀŖŏ ĩĥĴŝţ ĴŖĥŅŝŃ ŏŖĶŏ | ķŗţŎ ŗŅŝĴ ŃŖŗĴŝť ſŅĵŝŏŖ 

ŊŖŝĻ ű:ŭŪ |  

 

ĨŇǤŗŅŝĴ, ňśŗńŊŘŎ ĨŇǤ ǺŖŝɲ,  Yellowstone National park  ſńŝĴ Denver ſŉŎŖŎ ňŝń ŒŖťŝŇŎ ŌŖ ĶŖŗţŝŃ ŊŝŒ ĨŝŇĴ ĴńŖŎ 

ŌŝņǤ İĴȊ ĴńŖ ŊŏŝŏŇ ŒŖťŝŇŎ ŊŖŊŖŝĴ. "ſŅĵŝŏ ſŃŖ ̢ņř ňŝŇŝŎŖ ŗŌŗŇľ ĨŝňȝŖ ĴŎŖŝŃ ŗĴ ĨŒŖņŖŎł ·ŐǤľŖ ſŅĵŏŖŌ ŊŝŏŖ ſŃŖ?" 

 

 

ŭ 

ˋŖŇ- ĴŏĴŖŃŖ  

ŒŌť- ű:ūů (IST) 

ŃŖŗŎĵ- ŬŪ ĻřŇ  

 

ſŒŢŗŌǴ ſķŖő ŃŖŎŖŃŏŖŝŃ İĴȊ ǺŖĪŝŋľ ſĴŖʖŖŗŇ ſŃ ĹŖĴŗŎ ĴŝŎ | ſŎŖĻ ŒĴŖŝŏ ſŒ ĶŗţťŖœŖľ ſńŝĴ ŃŖŎŖŃŏŖ ōŖĲťŖŎ ĨŝľŖ ņŝŎ | 

ǺŗŃŗŅŇ ű-ľŖŎ ŌŝņǤ ſŒ ĨŗŉŒ ſŁŖŝĴ | ĩĻ ŒĴŖŝŏ ŎŖŒŗŊœŖŎŘ avenue ſŃ İĴľŖ accident-İŎ ĴŖŎŝł traffic jam İŊĦ 

ſĺŝŏŝĴ ř˃ŝŏ ſňŢĥŝĺ ĨŝľŖ ņŎŝŃ ŃŖŎ ſŅŎŘ œŝť ſĶŝĺ | ſŒŢŗŌǴ ŋŘőł punctual  İŊĦ İĪ ĴŖŎŝł ŃŖŎ ŒřŇŖŌ ŒŖŎŖ ĨŗŉŒ Ļřŝţ | 

ŃŖŎ ŌǤŖŝŇĻŖŎ ŅŘňĴ ŎŖť ſōŌŇ ŃŖŝĴ ŋŖŏŊŖŝŒ, ĩŊŖŎ ĴŖŝĻŎ ŊǤŖňŖŝŎĲ ĵřŊ strict | ŃŖĪ ſŒŢŗŌǴ ňŗŎŊŖŝŎŎ ŒŝȮ ŒŌť ĴŖľŖŊŖŎ ĻŇǤ 

ŃŖţŖŃŖŗţ ĨŗŉŒ ſňŢĥŝĺ ŗŅŝŇŎ ŒŊ ĴŖĻ ſŐő ĴŝŎ ŒŖŝţ ĹŖŎŝľŎ ŌŝņǤ ſŊŝŎŖŊŖŎ ſĹʸŖ ĴŝŎ |  

 



 

ĩĻ ſŊŖņœť ŃŖţŖŃŖŗţ ſŊŝŎŖŝŇŖ ōŖŝŊŇŖ | İĪ ĴńŖ ŋŖŊŝŃ ŋŖŊŝŃ ſŒŢŗŌǴ ňŝĴľ ſńŝĴ ŗŇŝĻŎ ̞ŌŖŏ ŊŖŎ ĴŝŎ ķŖŌ Ōřŝĺ ŗŒĥŗţ ŗŅŝť 

ĬĿŝŃ ŏŖĶŝŏŖ | ĩĻ ſŒ ňŝŇŝŎŖ ŗŌŗŇľ late | ŗŇŝĻŎ cubicle -İ ſŁŖĴŖŎ ĩŝĶ ŅŘňĴ ŎŖŝťŎ ŒŝȮ ſŅŝĵ œŝť ſĶŏ | ŅŘňĴ Ŋŏŏ "ŗĴ 

ſŒŢŗŌǴ ĩĻ œĿŖŃ ňŝŇŝŎŖ ŗŌŗŇľ late?  ſŃŖŌŖŎ ſŃŖ İŎĴŌ ŒĹŎŖĹŎ œťŇŖ? Any problem?" ſŒŢŗŌǴ ŗĴĺřľŖ ŏŗȺŃ œŝťĪ Ŋŏŏ "ŇŖ 

ŅŘňĴŅŖ, ŎŖŒŗŊœŖŎŘŝŃ İĴľŖ accident -İŎ ĴŖŎŝł ſŅŎŘ œŝť ſĶŏ" | ŅŘňĴ Ŋŏŏ "ŃŖŝŃ ŗĴ œŝťŝĺ, ŌŖǴ ſŃŖ ňŝŇŝŎŖ ŗŌŗŇŝľŎ ŊǤŖňŖŎ | 

ſŒŢŗŌǴ, ŃřŗŌ ŇŖ ŊɆ ſŊŐŘ punctuality ŗŇŝť ŋŖŝŊŖ | ĩŗŌ İŌŗŇ Ǻʱ ĴŎŏŖŌ | ĩȶŖ ŊŝŏŖŝŃŖ ſŒŢŗŌǴ, ŒŖŌŖŇǤ ňŝŇŝŎŖ ŗŌŗŇŝľ ŗĴ œť?" 

ſŒŢŗŌǴ ŋŖŊŝŏŖ " ŒŗŃǤŝŃŖ, ňŝŇŝŎŖ ŗŌŗŇŝľ ŗĴ ŊŖ œť? ŃŖţŖ̶ŝţŖ ĴŝŎ ĨŝľŖ ņŝŎ ĩŗŌ ſō İĪ ŒŌťľŖ ŊŖĥĹŖŊŖŎ ſĹʸŖ ĴŎŏŖŌ, ŃŖŎ ŗĴ 

ŒŗŃǤ ſĴŖŝŇŖ ŅŎĴŖŎ ŗĺŏ?" 

 

ĨŇǤŗŅŝĴ ſĶŢŎŘˠɭ ſńŝĴ ū km ΈŝŎ İĴ ĶŖŝĺŎ ŀŖŝŏ ŊŝŒ ĨťŇ Ή ſĹŖŝĵ Ļŏ ŗŇŝť ŋŖŊŏ "ŗĴĺřȝł ĩŝĶĲ ŃŖŎ ĻŘŊŇ ŌŖ-ŊŖŊŖŎ ŒŝȮ 

ŗĴ ΉŅƯŖɲ ŗĺŏ | ĺřȊľŖ ſōŇ ̵ ŝʂŎ ŌŃ ĴŖľŗĺŏ | ŗĴ̒ ſĴŖńŖ ſńŝĴ ĻŘŊŝŇ ĶŃ ňŝŇŝŎŖ ŗŌŗŇľ ŃŖŝĴ œĿŖǉ ĨŇŖń ĴŝŎ ŗŅŝť Ĺŝŏ ſĶŏ |"  

 

ŒŗŃǤ, ňŝŇŝŎŖ ŗŌŗŇľ ŗĴ İŃľŖĪ ŒŖŌŖŇǤ? 
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Őʋ-ŒɹŖŇ ŒŌŖņŖŇ (ňśʺŖ ŬŪ ſŅĵřŇ) 

  



   



 

 



 

 


