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Dear Milonee community,

What an honor and privilege it has been to serve as the president this year. Living so
far from our homeland we all feel the isolation and disconnection from it at times. The
community here helps us to reconnect and feel right at home again. We can speak our
language and enjoy our culture and traditions with so much joy and enthusiasm.

This year has seen a lot of changes and upheaval in the world as we know it. I have seen that affect our
jobs and our families in many ways. So I wanted to talk about hope or Asha in Bengali. This emotion is
such a powerful one and can really change our thinking and our life.

I want to go back in history and our struggle for freedom from British Raj. For years we struggled and
sacrificed for Freedom. If the leaders of the movement didn’t have soaring hope everything would have
been lost. Most of us grew up in Free India so we didn’t experience the devastation of the years under
British occupation. We know through history how the struggle kept going and how we fought for our
freedom.

When I was in 4th grade in our little elementary school in India I was chosen to be Hope in the play
Pandora’s box. I had never acted before and was very apprehensive about the role. I remember the
dialogue for hope was so beautiful and poignant. I knew then I had to put my all to do justice to this
role. It was an experience that changed me in a lot of ways and helped me always have hope no matter
how hard my life got. I got so many accolades for playing this part well and that sort of cemented hope
in my psyche at a very young age.

As a psychiatrist I work with a lot of people that come to me feeling hopeless and the end of their tether.
Sitting and listening to them and helping them find first one ray of hope and then building it to a whole
sunrise is journey that I feel is so powerful and healing.

No matter how low we feel at what is happening in our world we need to dig deep and connect to the
river of hope inside of us and keep going forward. Hope helps us overcome despair and anxiety.

We as a committee really moved forward with the same energy and took part in a lot of community
service and also tried to accomplish the tasks set for us for this year. My excellent team never gave up
even when we faced some setbacks and challenges. Even with extreme job pressures faced by a lot of us
we still tackled every challenge with soaring hope and determination. I am so proud of my team and
each and every individual who helped and worked tirelessly for the success of our events.

Also want to thank our wonderful community which comes through year after year with donations and
food and anything and everything we need. A big thank you from all of us in the committee. We
couldn’t do it without you.

I want to end by wishing everyone Subho Bijoya and soaring hope to sustain you a

Thanks,
Gopa Mukherjee,
President, Milonee 2025
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Editor’s Note By Gargi Bhattacharya 6%:%:@

This is my 2nd time helming Tuli-Kalam Magazine in the last 3 years that [ am in

Colorado! The theme for this year’s magazine was ‘Soaring hope during trying
times’! We need hope more than ever as the world is constantly changing in front of 4%/
us. Escalating geopolitical conflicts, worsening weather events, innovation upending

ways of working, we are fighting existential battles in so many fronts! It always

seems like we are running out of compassion and kindness as human race. There are

so many things that separate us and yet we forget that we are all surviving on a tiny

mud ball surrounded by an air bubble hurtling through time and space and our human
existence 1s perhaps a blink and miss in grander scale of time! We are briefer than a

spark on firework on 4th of July!

What remains of us is our imagination, our compassion, our kindness, our
creativity,testament to our human spirit! This year’s Tuli-Kalam is testament to that
hope! We are thrilled so many of our young community members contributed stories,
and poems! We are also thrilled to introduce our limited edition Milonee calendar,
only made possible from contributions of our community artists. We are so grateful
for that.

We were a three-person editorial team leading Tuli-Kalam this year!

Big thanks to Shreya Mandal for working through her health challenges and
supporting our magazine! Geeta Chakraborty was amazing in supporting us with
editing and styling! A special thanks goes to my husband Jibo Sanyal for putting the
calendar together!

Needless to say, none of us are professional editors in our day jobs. So if there are
mistakes, please pardon us!

Wishing everyone ‘Shubho Sharadiya’!

Gargi Bhattacharya
Shreyasi Mandal
Geeta Chakraborty
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) The Magic Scroll (

(@
-\ \
Anush Roy (12 years) o

John's gaze swept through the library. Ever since his dad had died, he had been coming
to the library every day to stay isolated from the grief. John started walking to the
section of the library that was ancient. Apparently, this library was a very old one and
went back to the 1700's. John loved reading books from back then and thought that
those authors always had a strange writing style.

“Looking for anything?” asked the librarian, her nose deep in a book, and her eyes
briefly glancing at him.

"No, I feel the book should always choose you, not the other way round,” replied John
looking at a wall of American revolution stories.

"Well, that's a way of saying it," the librarian said, spinning her chair around to check
out a book for someone else.

John went back to browsing, and as he went deeper and deeper into the library's
labyrinth, he became unaware of time. John was just passing some dusty bookshelves,
when a strange feeling tugged him back. Without thinking, John took out a crimson
book with gold engraved in the cover. But just behind the book there was a dusty
scroll.

John wasn't interested in the book; it was the scroll that was fugging him. Within
seconds he was eagerly unrolling the scroll, hoping to find a legendary treasure map.

Instead, he found a blank, empty scroll.

*x X% %

It was apparent that there was no purpose of the scroll, but John still felt that
there was something special about the scrap of paper. He fook out a pen from his
pocket and started writing:

Is there anything magical about this scroll?

John held his breath, but nothing happened. He was disappointed and started
walking away, but then he heard the noise of scratching on paper. John furned around,
gasping as he saw one word written on the scroll.

Yes

*x X %

After getting over the shock of this realization, John wondered what else could
this magic scroll do? As he soon found out, it was probably the most powerful object on
Earth. John wrote:

Create a water bottle.

There was a soft hissing noise and a red glow filled the corridor as an ordinary
water bottle appeared on one of the shelves.

John was literally bursting with excitement. The thought of having a magical
scroll that could do whatever he wanted was too good to be true.




Create a diamond

Another flash happened, and a small glittering diamond appeared in John's hand,
cutting the palm and leaving a red gash. After glaring at the now blood-stained diamond,
he thought, It was probably an accident, right? There was no way that the scroll could've
intentionally hurt him.

John wrote:

What else can you do?

There was silence and then...

I can do anything

*x X %

30 Minutes Later...

"Where are you going?" shouted John's mom, surprised to see John run up the
stairs.

"To my room!" John said, running out of breath as he climbed the stairs and flung the
door to his room open.

Anybody could practically see that a kid who loved books lived there, with bookshelves
filling every corner, a display case that had awards, and a desk with piles of books.

John sat down on the chair and pushed away some of his drawings. This scroll was
amazing! It had made so many things and could do so much. But something made John
hold back. Whenever he made an object, he felt that it was wrong to do so. John tried to
comfort himself, but the feeling was always there.

John went to sleep, deciding that he would visit the library the next day fo see if
there were any other secrefts.

It was the next day, and John was ready to do some research at the library. After
some moments of consideration John decided to keep the scroll hidden behind a display
case.

As John gazed at the library he wondered: Who put the scroll there? What was its
purpose? And why here?

John started to walk down the large corridor where he found the scroll. The air
started to turn muskier, and the lights seemed to dim. He hadn't noticed it before, but if
he didn't feel the tug of the magic, he definitely wouldn't have gone down that corridor.

After taking out a flashlight, John saw the book that hid the scroll. Without
hesitation, he took the book and opened it.

"Chapter One: The Wars of the Scroll”

As John kept on reading the book, he felt more and more horrified. Apparently, the
scroll was actually an evil object, capable of manipulating its masters and had to be
hidden... and now it was in his house. This thought was so scary that John had to push it
away. One problem at a time, John thought, there must be a way to destroy the scroll. A
tiny flicker of hope sparked in John as he read:

The only way to kill the scroll is by using a magical fire made by the scroll itself.
Only then will it burn.

John knew at that moment that he had to destroy the scroll before it caused

more harm.
*x % %




It was late in the day as John came home. Nervous as he was, there was an
odd determination that filled him. He was going to get rid of his own mess. Though
as John walked to his display case where he hid the scroll, he felt a moment of...
regret? Why couldn't he keep the scroll to himself? No one would know.

Shaking his head to clear the doubts, John took the scroll and started to
write the words.

Create a magical fire-

Why couldn't he keep it?

powerful enough to-

Images of glory and wealth filled John's mind. Even though he knew the scroll
was trying fo frick him, all the offers were seriously tempting. But he kept on
writing.

destroy this-

John was visibly shaking now. He felt an overwhelming urge to give up.

scroll.

Beside John was a roaring fire that was glowing red and bright. He was about
to throw the scroll in when the scroll responded:

I can bring back your father.

John stopped for a moment. The offer was too good to be true. Why hadn't he
thought of it before? All he had to do was not destroy the scroll. But then he
remembered the book. It had shown stories on how men who had the scroll
eventually became mindless servants.

Not wanting that to happen, with a deep breath and a strong shove, he sent
the scroll flying into the fire. The scroll turned crimson red as John shielded his
eyes from the loud crackling. Even now he still felt the urge to leap in the flames,
though he kew it would be suicide.

With one final flash of light, the scroll and all the things it had created were

gone.
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Away Fr'Oﬂ'\ The Tr'ail, Aharshi Roy (12 years)

Chr"S almost tripped on a rock, as he climbed the steep trail up the mountain.

Finally, a chance to rest, Chris thought as he heaved himself onto the rock. He got
out his water bottle from his hiking backpack and drank a portion of water. He
looked out at the scenery of Colorado mountains. He was completely alone.

He was on a trail that not even the bravest of hikers went on. Why? Because
nobody knew it existed. But Chris was in the Rocky Mountain region, and he found a
trail that was closed in the 1990s. Apparently, it was a very hard trail, and barely
a few people went on it. But 2 years ago, 5 hikers went on the trail and nobody ever
came back. A huge search party was deployed over the next months, yet they
couldn't find a single trace of those 5 hikers. Eventually, the trail was closed
forever.

However, Chris needed a new challenge. Something that would scratch his itch
of hiking. They said it was one of the most dangerous trails in the world. And he
had to try.

Chris completed only a fraction of the trail, and he knew that it would only
get harder. Apparently, it was so hard, it took 3 days to complete. So, he decided
to waste no further time, and he got moving again. Five hours later, the night was
setting in, and Chris decided to spend the night somewhere. He got to a resting
place he found on the map.

He ate dinner, which was a simple cheese and turkey sandwich. He sighed. He
would be eating protein bars for the next three days. He finally set up his tent, and
fell asleep with a yawn, to be ready for the next day, of his hard journey. He went
to sleep, with thoughts of bragging about what he did to his friends.

Chris woke up with a startle. He looked outside the tent. There was nothing.
The cold air chilled Chris as he tried to sleep. But I'm pretty sure I heard
something, he worriedly thought. And just then, he heard a soft moan.

There it was again.

Chris bolted upright. Something was wrong. He put on a jacket, and he took
his pocket knife, and with a great deal of courage, went outside.

The cold chilled him, but he had a mission.
Rrrr

There it was again. Chris followed the noise. He looked back at his tent and
campfire. With a sigh, he went into the forest, to investigate the noise.

The soft moans became louder, and it sounded like a lost puppy. But as Chris
got closer to the sound, it became more distinct.

Grr-grr 4 %
Grr-GRRLobh
Chris froze. Right in front of him was- A black bear cub.




Chris's heart instantly melted as he saw the cub trying to climb a tall
pine tree. The cub was giving it all he got.

“"Aren't you cute?” Chris said affectionately. But then, he froze.
He remembered what his old hiking tutor told him.
"Never stay close to a bear cub. It might as well be a death sentence.”

Chris quickly scooted back, realizing the trouble he got himself in. But it was
too late.

GRRRRR!

There it was. Chris stood back in horror as a 7-foot-tall black bear stood in
front of him. She was menacing, and it looked like she didn't care about anything
when it came to the protection of her cub.

So, Chris did the only thing that his mind could process.
He ran.

Chris turned back, and for a second, he felt like the fastest man alive. He
ran back to his tent, as he could hear a large lumbering object tearing into the
trees behind him.

GGGRRRRRI!
He found his campsite, but he couldn’t stop. He ran into the forest.

He ran incredibly fast, and he surely thought he was dead. But then, he
remembered the saying. If it's black, lie down. If it's brown, fight back. There was
a ledge right around here and it wasn't that far down. If he jumped off, and acted
like he died, the bear would ignore him and go away. So, with all his courage, he
Jjumped down.

Only then, he realized the saying was if it's BROWN lie down, if it's BLACK,
FIGHT BACK.

He fell into the canopy of the trees below him, and he was sure he was
doomed. But as a last measure of hope, he hid behind the bushes. Thankfully, with
one sniff, the bear grudgingly went away. Chris wasn't sure whether the bear
thought he was dead, or whether the bear didn't think the chase would be worth it.
But he was just thankful to be alive.

Chris got up and shook the dirt off his shirt. He had to get his bearings, and
it turned out that he had no idea where he was. He ran into a random part of the
forest. He had no idea how to get back to his campsite. Even if he did find it, it
would probably be ravaged by the bear. His only option was to try to get off the
mountain without his hiking equipment. But this mountain was famous for one thing.
There was only one safe area where the grades were low enough to get down. The
other places were either cliffs or places so steep that if someone trips, they could
get a serious injury.

Chris walked around. The forest was dense, and anything could be lurking
around corners.

13



Okay, so I jumped off the ledge over there, and then I came from there, no wait..
is it there? But then, how would I get there? And what about that place? Did I
even go there?

Chris sighed. He decided to go down the mountain, or at least in that general
direction. The night was especially eerie, but thankfully, dawn was approaching. A
few hours later, he sat on a rock. He had to admit; he was lost. And he had no idea
how to forage food. But then, he heard footsteps.

Chris froze. He still had his pocket knife, and as useless as it was, he still
held it up. The footsteps grew louder and louder. Finally, Chris jumped out of his
hiding spot.

"Woah!” said a ragged looking man. His shirt was torn up, and his skin was
covered in dirt. It looked like he hadn't showered in years.

"Who are you?"” the man demanded.
"IL.. I'm Chris. And who are you, and why are you here?” Chris inquired.

"I'm Raymond. And how I got here is a long story. And you must also tell me
how you got here! Are you going to rescue me? Anyways, let's go to my cave!”

Chris's instincts told him not to tfrust a random man and go into some
ambiguous cave, but he was in the wild. What other choice did he have?

Chris followed Raymond through the dense forest. After a few minutes of
walking, Chris got to Raymond's ‘cave’.

The cave was small. It wasn't really a cave but just shelter. Chris could see
that Raymond grew vines to obscure the covering. They went in and sat on some
rocks.

"Here,” Raymond motioned, handing him some wild berries. "I've studied these
plants and know what's safe to eat. Now, tell me. How did you come here?”

Chris explained everything, how the trail was shut down, but he wanted a
challenge. How a bear chased him into the forest. When he was done, he demanded
to know Raymond's story.

"Okay, so this is going to be a long one.” Raymond said. "You know those
hikers that never came back? I was one of them.” Chris gasped.

"Me and my friends set up our tents. But then, we heard growling. It was a
bear! I ran, and so did the rest of the group. We made it out, but we lost two
members.”

"We needed to get off the mountain. So, we had to get down that narrow
gap. But when we went, we saw something horrifying. A bear had made its den
there. It's an absolute miracle that we didn't encounter the bear. But when we tried
to get back down, we weren't so lucky.” He wiped a tear off his cheek. "They both
died. And I ran back up the mountain. I tried to find other routes, but they didn't
exist. So, I've been hiding on this mountain, waiting for someone to come, for two

years.” 4
He grumbled. "No offense, but you're not the person

I was looking for. You're just stuck in the same situation as me.”




>

They both stayed silent for a moment, as Chris tried to process what
he had just heard. Was there just no other way to get off the
mountain?

"Don't you know a search party was deployed to find you?” Chris said.

"If it was,” Raymond said, "I couldn't be out in the first few weeks because
my body hurt so much from the attack.”

"Do you think the bear that chased me was the one guarding the mountain?”
Chris asked.

"Nope,” Raymond replied. "The bear is way down there. Although it does
concern me that there are more bears on the mountain.”

"And you're sure the bear is still there?” Chris asked, getting more
desperate.

"Positive.” Raymond said, with a sad glance. "I go to check every few months.
Still there, same place. And don't ask me any more questions, okay? Everything
you're asking I thought about for the last two years.” He angrily got out of the
cave, saying he would get some more berries. Although Chris knew Raymond was just
frustrated.

Chris went out, and Raymond taught him which berries to pick. Raymond asked
about what had happened for all the time he was gone. At the end of the day, they
went back into the cave. They ate the berries, and Chris finally had the courage to
tell Raymond something.

"So, do you have any plan for escaping?” Chris inquired. "I get that you
stayed on this mountain for two years, but now you have a second person on the job.
And I don't want to stay here forever”

Raymond. stayed quiet for a few seconds and finally he responded. "Yeah, but
we would die! I don't know if you remember what I said, but two years ago, three
people tried to get down a mountain, and only one lived! It's way too risky.”

“Yes, but what are we supposed to do here? This time we'll be more careful,
and plan more. What's the point of staying here? Although we're safe here, the rest
of our lives will be spent on this mountain! It's better to go now and not get cooped
up here. And what happens if the bear up the mountain finds this place?” Chris
argued.

Raymond mumbled. "Just go to sleep. We'll talk about this in the morning.”
Chris grudgingly slept on some vines on the cold stone floor. But when he woke up, it
seemed like Raymond made up his mind.

"Let's go trick a bear.” he said.

That morning, the two went to where the bear's den was. The bear was
walking towards the den, probably going to sleep.

"Don't even think about escaping when she's hunting” Raymond said. "She hunts
down the hill, so she'd still see us.”

“So, we would have to somehow lure the bear elsewhere.But how would we do
that?” They both stayed silent. Suddenly, it seemed like Raymond had an idea.

15



"What if, we create a distraction? We could get a huge rock. And I know a big

area of open slope. When the bear is hunting, we knock the rock down. The noise
will attract the bear. Then, we run down.”

"That's brilliant!” Chris said. "But won't the bear intercept us?"

"Yes, but that slope is on the other side of the narrow passage. We can go to
the other sidel”

And that was that. The plan was in motion.

They first had to find a big enough boulder. Raymond knew a big rock in the
area. Although it was very heavy. So heavy in fact, it took a few days. Next, they
had to build a mechanism that would hold the rock in place and could easily be
removed from afar. They spent the next week making sure the rock would have a
clear and steady path, by clearing out anything interrupting the path, and then
making sure the rock wouldn't get off track. Two weeks had passed, and Raymond
and Chris were good friends. And the preparations were finally done.

Chris was on the side of the passage where they would escape. Raymond was
on the other side of the passage, and he was going to release the rock. Finally,
Chris heard a long tumble. After a few minutes of anxiously waiting, Raymond
arrived. "Come on. Let's go.”

They ran down the passage, and it was now or never. The last two weeks
depended on this moment. Freedom was so close. But then, they skidded to a halt.
The black bear didn't investigate the noise. She was right in front of them.

Chris and Raymond stood for a second. Finally, Raymond shouted “Run!”

They raced up the mountain and the bear was chasing them. This is it. I've
doomed us both Chris thought. But suddenly, Chris saw something. The rock hadn't
gone all the way. Slowly, an idea started to form. It was highly unlikely it would
work, but what other choice did they have? Chris got behind the rock. He could see
the bear chasing Raymond. And finally, the time was right.

“Raymond! Go left!”
Raymond swerved left in confusion, and Chris pushed the rock. With that push,

the rock came tumbling down, right towards the bear.
The bear ran to the right, to avoid the rock. And they
both ran and ran, and ran, now that the rock bought
them extra time. And after a few minutes, they found
a road. Right at that time a park ranger car was driving

l‘ s /]
t( y on the road, and it stopped where they were.
\\
e

"You aren't supposed to go there. It's illegal.”
She spoke. "Get in the car and tell me everything that
happened.”

They both gladly entered the car, happy to be back i
civilization.




Emily and Her Tales,

Mihika Bhattacharjee (9 years, 4th grade)

There was a little girl, named Emily, who lived in a village with her family. She was a
sweef, kind, happy and playful kid. But just as any other human being, she had her own
little secret of a dark side too. She was a terrible liar. Lying o anybody and everybody
was her kind of a hobby. It all started very slowly, but the twisted fun of making others
confused, sometimes misled, gradually groped over her mind and day by day she was
becoming a compulsive liar.

She used to lie in every single small thing. She lied to her friends, her neighbors, her
relatives, in her school and where not! Some of them turned out to be really bad as a
result. But Emily didn't care much. Whilst others were suffering from Emily's small-big
lies, one thing was still good in place. She didn't lie to her own family yet. But that too
started o change. She was feeling a great urge to prank her family too. One day she
couldn't resist herself and tried to fool her brother by telling lies about an imaginary
ghost chasing him. The little brother fell sick out of fear.

That night while she was sleeping, the 'Truth-fairy' came by her bed. She was watching
over her for quite some time now. But as now things were getting out of hands, she
thought it's high time to teach Emily a lesson for her continuous wrongdoings. And so,
‘Truth-Fairy' put a curse on her and disappeared.

The next day morning, when her mom asked, "Are you ready for school?" She said, "Not
yet!" Even though she was feeding her rabbit after getting fully ready for school. She
told the lie only out of her bad-habit. Then suddenly she started to feel some
discomfort, and with a faint 'POP’, a tail grew from her back. She was utterly shocked.
That day she skipped school out of fear and embarrassment and tried to hide the tail
from her mother also. So, she went to tell her mother that she's having a stomach ache
and cannot go to school. But that made the situation much worse. Another tail popped out
of nowhere. Now, both the mother and the daughter were really scared. Her mother
suggested to go to the old wise grandmaster, who knew every curse, spell, enchantments
and more. He lived in the underground abyss. It is said that he lived there for centuries
and centuries. But one could neither find nor enter his place by their own. It was
protected by several spells. The only way to get there was by the help of the big old
night owl.
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She, her mom and her brother were on their way to the big night owl when her mom
asked, "Are you hungry?" She was very upset, so she said, "No.” Even though her stomach
was howling. Once again, another tail grew. Now they were even more panicked. On the
way towards the forest, she met one of her school friends. That little girl was very
surprised by seeing 3 tails on Emily and asked if those tails were real. She hastily denied
that and said they were fake. Again, to their unpleasant astonishment, another tail grew.
That too in-front of her friend! What a shame! The little girl gasped, and then suddenly
started crying out loud. A few villagers heard her crying and started to come running to
look what happened. She and her mother shot nervous glances at each other. By seeing
the gathering, more people felt curious and started coming in. A massive crowd formed
almost in no time. All of them had the same question. If the tails were real or not. And
with each denial, a new tail grew. The villagers were also scared by seeing these things
happen. No one had any clue about the reason behind all this. By the time they were gone,
she had grown 95 more tails.

Now she had a total of 99 tails.

When they finally reached the ancient banyan tree around the corner of the forest,
home to the big night owl; Emily was already in a very bad state. After listening
everything, the night owl said, "In order for me to help you, you need to bring me moonlit
fruits as a payment”. Her mom asked, "What does a moonlit fruit look like?” The big night
owl said, "The moonlit fruits are as translucent as moonlight, and a shade of purple as
dark as the night.” Emily asked where to find them? The owl replied, "It lies right in
front of you, but only a person pure and honest in the heart can see them.” Since Emily's
little brother was there, listening to everything, he started pulling his mother's dress
and pointing a bush towards their left. He was such a smart kid with pure, kind and
innocent heart. He came this far walking along his mother and sister to help Emily find a
cure; despite his liar sister made him scared to death by her terrible lies. He was able to
see the sacred moonlit fruits which others couldn't see. He picked a handful and gave it
to the big night owl. Then the owl teleported them to an abyss, where there was no lights
and no gravity.

After reaching there, they were feeling completely lost in the unnerving, endless
darkness. Then suddenly, a deep voice came booming and echoed through the space,
"Hmm... what brings you here today?" A tall and lean figure with a very subtle glow
appeared before them. Slowly but steadily, he floated through the darkness towards
them. It was surely the grandmaster. But they could only sense his presence by an
unknown, unworldly smell about him and the faint glow of light only. They could not see
him or his face properly. Before telling the grandmaster anything, he said again, “Little
Emily, I understand your hesitation. Fear not, I know everything that's going on your mind
and I do have an answer for it. Now, you need to answer my one question first." He
chuckled a bit. Then asked her a simple question, "Do you have brown eyes?" Compelled by
her habit, she slipped her tongue and lied again. She said "Yes!" Despite the fact that
her eyes were deep blue. Finally, her ONE HUNDRED-th tail grew. And she turned into a
Kitsune (a fox-like magical, shape-shifting creature with multiple tails).




The grandmaster said in a calm voice, "Now I hope you understood the reason behind it
all"” She actually knew the reason very well inside her heart, but was afraid of admitting
it. Her mom asked the grandmaster how to get rid of the situation now and how would
she transform back into human again? The grandmaster replied calmly, *When you know
the reason, you know your way out too. People often get used to their habits, be it good
or bad, and slowly it becomes their inseparable identity. That's when problems arise. If
you want to get out of this tragedy, then you will need to learn to strengthen your inner
powers over your compulsive urges. Then it will fade away with time, and you will gain
back your honesty and your true-self once again."

After coming back in the village, whenever she met anyone, she fought back the evil
desire of lying and doing pranks inside her heart. Whenever anyone came fo see her and
asked about her appearance of a Kitsune, about her tails, or anything else, she only
replied with THE TRUTH. Even if it required to admit her own mistakes. After one month
or so, being steady in the path of truth and honesty, miracle happened.

One night, the 'Truth-Fairy' reappeared by her bedside and lifted her curse. Starting
from then, with each truth, she was losing a tail. Then after a few days, she finally came
back to her original appearance. And promised herself o never lie again.
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Wﬁe M 1 was asked to write a poem

I didn't Rnow what to say

But the first thing that came to mind was a
Beautiful summer day

Summer hasn't come yet

But the thoughts are flowing

Of that sweet summer smell

And bright sunlight glowing.

Summer is inspiring

With yellow bumble bees buzzing

And colorful flowers blooming

With the thought of a relaxing summer day
Allmy stressful thoughts fade away

I can finally just sleep on the couch

With no school work_stressing me out.

I love every single rainy day

When cooling raindrops come my way
Basking in the cool breeze

Some water drips from the trees

The birds chirp from their nest

Rainy days truly are the best

My mind clears while standing in the rain
Now I feel no more pain

The ice cream truck comes our way

Finally on this sweltering day

I can have something cold and sweet

I really love this tasty treat

The bell rings and I wake up

Was this just a dream I made up

Maybe I just really want summer to come
Because I think that the season's truly awesome "Wait, I still need to write a poem"

But I just did so this is what I'm gonna show them
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H Ope€, Mita Mukherjee

HOPE IS LIKE A HAND, WE CLING ON TO!
HOPE IS A LIGHT—A RAY OF SUNSHINE
HOPE IS A THOUGHT—A PERCEPTION!
HOPE CAN CHANGE LIVES FROM DESPERATION
TO INSPIRATION

FROM ABSOLUTE DARKNESS

TO A FLOOD OF INFINITE BRIGHTNESS
FROM BONDAGE TO FREEDOM !

WITH A LITTLE BIT OF HOPE,

A LITTLE TASTE OF FAITH,

HARD WORK AND PERSEVERANCE

—AND THE UNIVERSE IS OURS'!
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As we walk in the pitch-black darkness of the night, n\

Soaring Hope,

*\ ' We try to follow the trail we think we Rnow. n\
Gopa Mukfierjee We try to find our markers for our way.
*ﬁ We feel with the senses that are not our eyes. s [,
Q\ We feel the trees with our hands, n\
’ We smell and hear more acutely. ’“
n As our eyes get used to the darkness, \
4\ We sometimes see some outlines. n
’ » How wonderful that is when we "
n Can now have some confidence in \
“ Where we are going N
! n
[} The future that we don’t see is
n\ Sometimes liRe the dark night, n\
’ Uncertain and enigmatic. ’“
“ Only hope keeps us going, \
4\ 3}“{3}“{2}“{%\"{:}”{:}“{% Just like an eagle soaring up in the sKy, n
b‘ Who is tracking the next meal, ”
n\ But enjoying the blue sKies, n\
* The wind, and its powerful wings, P
[} Enjoying its journey and Knowing “
n\ That everything is possible. n\

T Call Piyush Ashra @A/‘N}
(720) 838 3777 REAL ESTATE

Looking for Full Time
Experience, Knowledgeable &
Reliable Real Estate Agent?

Who can guide you through complete
process of HOME Buying & Selling?

MB Vibrant Real Estate, Inc Email: - realtorpa@gmail.com

Ask for New Home Construction Rebates

\ Serving All Your Real Estate Needs \
n » First time home Buyers » New Construction n
» Multi-family homes » Land / Investment properties
’“ » Relocation » All type of Residential properties ’“

"I LOVE REFERRALS, because 95% of my
business comes from REFERRALS."

Experience, Hard Work, Honesty & Knowledge
creates Success'"

(» MetroBrokers E\

Q\ REALTORPA@gmail.com
(720) 838-3777
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Travel() VL€, Purba Chatterjee
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Here’s a Visual Travelogue of the US -

e e |

Cutting across the Heartland
of America....

I through bright sine and

torrential rain,

in darkness and morning hues, sipping coffee m bouth.ue
. . cafes overlooking the distant
in quaint hamlets and churches, ) ,
city skylines, 08
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| in the ever-changing terrains

with lazy cattle, in dilapidated
barns and sprawling farmlands,

crisscrossing the grids of power
lines and irrigation water,

through Winds of Change

and Prayers to the Almighty
BUT who would have thought
this the Blue State of
Colorado?
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Done and dusted - goth April -
June 3rd, 2025.

with lazy cattle, in dilapidated
barns and sprawling farmlands,

~ 1972 miles /3176 km - from
Syracuse, New York to
Englewood, Colorado~ through
Pennsylvania, Ohio, Indiana,
Illinois, Iowa and Nebraska to
the Centennial State.

Purba Chatterjee
purbar@gmail.com
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Women in our Community: Spotlight on Roma Sur
By Gargi Bhattacharya

Roma Sur is a filmmaker and a comedy writer, who writes young adolescent and female led
narratives. Her characters are extracted from their comfort zones and put on a path to explore
unchartered territories. In her own words, she describes herself as a “writer, filmmaker,
storyteller who investigates the emotional space between cultures across continents.” She is
honored to have received the Dada Saheb Phalke award twice, for her films, among other global
recognition. Some of her noteworthy works are Maa, a love letter to her dear mother, Late Mrs.
Uma Datta, who passed away in 2023. It explores themes of loneliness and deferred dreams. Her
feature documentary, Three Worlds One Stage is currently streaming on Amazon Prime, Apple
tv+ and iTunes. Her most recent work is the short film Queen of Heart (@queenofheartfilm), a
female-led dark comedy on gender based domestic abuse, in upscale Asian families. It was shot
here in Denver, in the summer of 2025. She also sits on the core committee of the Womanhood
series. In its second season, it highlights equity issues among women in STEM
(@womanhood.theseries). Her feature film, titled, The Last Ember, is in development.

As a filmmaker, she draws inspiration from director Aparna Sen, whose bold, female centered
narratives are a strong influence on her works. “I watched Goinar Baksho, multiple times,
before directing my short film, Queen of Heart’” she says.

Roma is also a faculty member with Media Film and Journalism Department (MFJS) at the
University of Denver where she teaches advanced screenwriting and other production classes.
“Teaching is in my DNA. My mother taught until the age of eighty-two, before depression and
COVID took her”, says Roma. It’s her teachings of living a simple life with a spirit of service is
what inspires Roma to craft those underdog stories so beautifully!

At home now, Roma’s biggest supporter is her husband Abhi Sur! “He believes more in me,
than I do in myself”, says Roma. His continuous support and trust is what motivates her to keep
going in her journey!

Despite her busy schedule Roma finds time to volunteer in her community. She serves on the
programming committee of the Colorado Dragon Asian Film Festival, Colorado’s only Asian
and Asian American film festival held every year in March.

I'am a firm believer of ‘be the change you want to see in this world’ and Roma reminds of that
in so many ways. In the ninety-six years of history of Oscars only nine women have been

nominated for the best director category and only three women have won (2009, 2020, and 2021).

It’s not that there is dearth of talent in women but there are so few sponsors for women who
will champion for them! But keeping with our theme this year, Roma gives me hope! It is
trailblazers like Roma, whose continuous efforts elevate our visibility and our chances in the
world!

Roma is also passionate about internationalization in higher education. She has designed and
led several academic travel programs that provide students with opportunities to learn from and
about different cultures.
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GROCERIES
Niki Khatri  303-665-8399

Serving our Community since 2003, Your one stop shop for Authentic Spices, Lentils, Indian Grocery
Fresh Vegetables, and much more.  Store Hours 11am - 8pm Closed Monday

400 W. South Boulder Rd, #2800, Lafayette, CO 80026,
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ALPINE TRAVEL & TOURS '
from dream to destination n\
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r OUR SERVICES ABOUT US
» Air, Hotel, Car Our mission is to provide a personalized, 4\
e Luxury Travel responsive travel experience with P
: complete attention to detail, best price ﬁ
» Vacation Packages : :
possible and end to end customer service \
* Guided Tours N
e Adventure Holida
: 4a Eby Johnson A )
» River & Ocean Cruises
Owner/Operator \
* Travel Insurance n
* Group Travel www.alpinetravel.com 0 @ ’ﬁ
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t Dawn - HA(E4E], Roshmi Bhowmick

In an unnoticed corner, Sharda was happily humming a song, tending to some rose bushes
on both sides of the hospital entrance door. She was one of those gifted gardeners with a
"green thumb”. It was late December in Mumbai. The air had a mild chill in the late
afternoon. Over the last three months, she has worked skillfully on the several dozen rose
bushes, which are now in full bloom. It was a visual pleasure for both the visitors of the
hospital as well as the doctors, nurses and patients who could not stop marveling at them,
during their usual rounds down the corridors.

Balraj was no exception. He was visiting Mumbai for a week fo close an important business
deal with his client. After his successful lunch meeting, he had a few moments of respite.
Instead of rejoicing in his success he felt lonely. An emptiness filled his heart as loving
memories of his previous marriage crowded his mind and drops of tears appeared at the
corner of his eyes. Quickly, wiping off the tears, he decided to visit the hospital one last
time. As soon as he reached the front gate, he smiled at the colorful rose blossoms. Balraj
forgot his sorrow. A wave of happiness swept over his handsome face. With long strides,
he quickly walked up to the front desk and asked for Dr. Gokhle.

The receptionist mentioned that the doctor was freating patients. He will be available to
talk to visitors after a few hours. However, if he cannot wait, she will be happy to deliver a
note on his behalf. Balraj hesitated for a moment. If he waited to meet Dr. Gokhle, he
would need to call his wife Nima, explaining about the delay. He did not want to do that,
but at the same time his heart was aching for closure. And that could only happen here at
the hospital, talking to Dr. Gokhle.

Balraj stepped outside for some fresh air to clear his mind. He breathed deeply, the heady
scent of roses. A faint familiar music floated by. At first, he thought he was dreaming.
But then he could not believe his ears. It was that unmistakable fune and voice for realll
He searched around and sprinted in the direction of the sound. He came to a cordoned
area with the sign, "Employees Only”. There was a security guard who stopped him.

"Sahab, no visitors."” Balraj craned his neck and looked around. Frustrated, he scribbled a
note for the receptionist. He then got in his car and started driving towards Pune to be
with his family.

To reach home before dinner, Balraj decided to take the old Mumbai- Pune expressway.
Unfortunately, it started to rain heavily. In the blur, Balraj had a hard time focusing on
the steep winding road. His mind kept going back to the sweet haunting voice. At a hairpin
bend, the blinding light from an approaching truck got Balraj startled, and he lost control
of the car. He hit his head against a hard surface and everything was black.

Balraj opened his eyes in a small hospital bed in Pune. Nima, Sagar, Sarita and Babbu were
sitting in the far-left corner of the room. Nima's beautiful eyes were full of sympathy but
distant. She could hardly recognize the dashing young man, who stole her heart when she
first saw him at her elder sister's engagement, twenty-four years ago, in Deoghar.

Their fifteen-year-age gap has turned into an impenetrable generation gap in the last
couple months. Following the drama with her elder sister, Balraj has kept himself busy
with work Nima often felt isolated and did not know how to connect back. Was it partially
her fault?




Babbu started private tuition this month to get additional guidance. He was going to fifth
grade. Nima found his tutor, Nimesh, very friendly. Nowadays, she eagerly waits for
Tuesdays and Thursdays for Babbu's classes. She takes tea and snacks to the study
room. Showing interest in the coursework, she lingers over several conversations with
Nimesh.

The doctor on duty came to check Balraj. "I am sorry, Mrs. Kohli, your husband needs to
be in full bed rest for the next couple of weeks. The best care will be available here."" I
will follow what is best for Balraj, doctor”, sighed Nima, looking resigned. With her busy
schedule, she was internally relieved with this arrangement. Balraj's elder son, Sagar,
came by his side to take his leave. "Feel better, Baba. I will come tomorrow.” His voice
was genuinely empathetic. "Great! I will place the order accordingly. And now I will have
to take you leave, Mrs. Kohli. Have a great day!” As he came out of the room, the nurse
informed him about an urgent call from his friend and colleague Dr. Gokhle.

In the middle of the night, Balraj woke up and sat up on his bed. He had heard that
haunting tune again. The night-shift nurse placed her hand on his shoulder and drew
closer to help him lie down. Balraj felt aroused by the familiar touch. Was it the softness
of her skin as it brushed against his face? "Who are you?" Balraj asked. The nurse
hesitated to answer for a moment. Then spoke just one word in that unmistakable sweet
voice, "Aaya.”

Balraj felt a strong urge to hug her. Could it really be true or is it a dream? Intimate
memories filled his thoughts as he lay in bed, wide awake. He was scared to ask her
anything but cherished every moment of her presence. As the first light of dawn came
through the windows, happily, he sunk into a deep slumber.

When Balraj finally woke up it was almost noon, the day-shift nurse was checking his
temperature and taking other vital statistics. She was a thin young girl with a friendly
smile. "Do you know the name of the night nurse?” Balraj ventured courageously. "She
came from our Mumbai hospital. She signed her initials as S.K." Balraj could not believe
what he heard. "S.K. is for Sharda Kohli, his first wife who he thought he had lost
forever.” Jahan pe basera ho savera wahi hain.... It dawns where the abode is....

PARI DENTAL

<+ FOR ALL YOUR DENTAL NEEDS

Phone: (303) 309-2332
Web: info@paridentalco.com

Open Saturdays
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Srinivasa Doddapaneni, Agent
6436 S Racine Cir Ste 112
Centennial, C0 80111

(303) 949-1169
sdoddapa@amfam.com
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With heartfelt thanks....

%  Sonashree & Raja Roy

% Roshmi & Jaydip Bhowmick

% Deepshika & Saumyajit Datta

%  Gopa Mukherjee

% Sucharita & Krishnendu Das

% Debjani & Sumit Nandy

%  Beauty Mondal & Vivekjyoti Pramanik
% Nilanjana & Abhijit Dutta

%  Surupa Sengupta & Sumit Sur

%  Gargi Bhattacharya & Jibo Sanyal
% Sanchari & Sougat Saha

% Koyal Roy and Joy Nandi

%  Mita & Hemanta Mukherjee

%  Patrali De Bose and Kaustav Bose
% Roma & Abhi Sur

%  Piyali & Debnath Chatterjee

%  Tanya Mukherjee

%  Pulak Chatterjee

% Ipsita & Sanjay Mitra
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%  Pinky & Anurag Pagoria
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< Asim Kumar Saha
%  Abhishek Roy

% Deepak Sinha

% Joyita Bhadra

%  Sritama Ray

%  Surekh Baishya

% Kamalika Nag

% Sayantani Mukerjee
< Sumitro Ghatak
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Our Platinum Sponsor

SOHINI GHOSH

I am the Key to the Home of your Dreams

| joined Realestate in 2006, and I've been a dedicated real
estate broker with Coldwell Banker Realty in Colorado,
specializing in residential sales throughout Denver and its
surrounding cities. I'm passionate about providing exceptional
service to my clients, combining cutting-edge technology with
unparalleled marketing resources and personalized attention.

My commitment to excellence has resulted in significant
achievements:

Sold over $3 million in homes in 2024.
Generated 10 times more showings per listing than
the average Denver metro area agent.

e Achieved a $30,000 higher average sale price per
listing than the average Denver area agent.

e  Secured contracts for my listings 25% faster than the
average Denver area agents.

. . Whether you're a first-time homebuyer searching for the
C O nta C't S h O h NI perfect starter home or a discerning individual seeking a luxury
_ residence, I'm here to guide you every step of the way. | offer
Broker Associate, GRI expert buyer advocacy for both new construction and resale
(720) 217-8516 properties, empowering you to make informed decisions and
.. achieve your homeownership goals.
shohini.ghosh@cbrealty.com y P9
https://shohiniseIIsdenver. com/ My experlenc.e extends be¥ond r'eS|dent|aI sales. | rrave 8 years
of BPO experience and actively list and sell properties for
several investors. | am GRI and Short Sale Certified and a

member of the National Association of Realtors.

| prioritize timely and accurate data delivery for my corporate
X COLDWELL BANKER clients while minimizing their carrying costs. My goal is to
REALTY consistently achieve the highest possible market price for your
property within a reasonable timeframe. I'm actively involved in
every transaction and readily available to discuss your real
estate needs.

Languages

Bengali, Gujarati, Marathi, English, Hindi
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