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ϢҤϩϕσϱϦ 

ϠϩϻϞϩϕϱϦ ϕϳυЉϩϘ϶ϊϩ ӗӚәӗ 

ϛσϩϜϗϩ ο Ϝѣϟ ФϩϔЉϗϩ 

ϕ϶υЉϩϘ϶ϊϩ Ϝϩϻϗη ϚϩχϩϪϟϞ Ϝϻϗ νσ εϗӬϞσϜ ιϻѺϊϗϩί Ϫσ νϚϩϻϞϞ 

Ϙ϶ϊϩϦ ϼϢη ϪψϞϻψϗϩ ζϗϻҏϞ Ϟϻχ ϪϜϻϠ ζϻω νσϖϞϻϗϞ ϪϚϡϩϻϕϞ ωϩϦϩί 

ϜϩϗϚϓϩ, ϖϜЉϪϚҸϩϢ, νϚЇ ϢϣϗϠϱϟϓϩϞ ιϘϞ ФϪϓϪϕϗ ϼϝϛϩϻϚ ζφϩϓ 

ζϢϻω, ϓϩ ζϜϩϻϕϞ Ϣσϟϻση υϛϱϞϛϩϻϚ ζφϩϓ σϻϞϻωί νη ζφϩϓ ϖϳ 

ϚӬϬєυϓ ЯϪϓϞη ϗϦ, ϼυϩύϩ ϢϛӬ ϢϜϩϊϻσ ϗϩϪϤϻϦ ϪϕϻϦϻωί 

ФϪϓϚωϻϞϞ Ϝϻϓϩ νϚϩϞο Ϝϩ ϕϳυЉϩϞ ζυϜϗ ζϜϩϻϕϞ Ϝϻϗ σϪϞϻϦ ϼϕϦ ϛ 

ϠϬєϞ ϊϦ εϚϖϩϪϞϓί ζϞ ϚϓЉϜϩϻϗϞ ϚϩӆϚϓϩϦ, ϝτϗ ϜϩϗϚϓϩ ϜϪσϞ Ϝϳϻτ, 

ϓτϗ ϜϩϻϦϞ νη ϚϩϓЉϩ ϼϝϗ ζϻυϞ ϼψϻϦ ζϞο ϼϚϪϠ ФϩϢϪѣσί Ϝϩ ϕϳυЉϩϞ 

εϢϳϞϚϖ ФϓϱσϱϛϩϻϚ ζϜϩϻϕϞ ϼϠτϩϦ ϼϝ, ϊϱϚϻϗϞ ϢϜӆ εҐσϩϞ νϚЇ 

σϳϢЇӃϩϻϞϞ ϪϚ ϻ҃ ϟϤϩη σϞϻϓ ϣϻϚί ζϜϩϻϕϞ ϢϜϩϻϊ νσϫύ ϖϜЉϩҐ ϼЫϪϒ 

ϝτϗ ϖϜЉ, ϊϩϪϓ νϚЇ ϘϪϞψϻϦϞ ϪϛϪѺϻϓ ϪϚϛϩϊϗ ϢϷϫҼϞ ϼψҼϩ σϞϻω, ϓτϗ 

ζϜϞϩ Ϝϩ ϕϳυЉϩϞ σϩϻω ФϩϔЉϗϩ σϪϞĺ ϼϝϗ ϪϓϪϗ ζϜϩϻϕϞ εҍϻϞ ϠϩϪҍ, ξσӬ, 

νϚЇ ϢчϱϪϓϞ ζϻϟϩ ѫϩϪϟϻϦ ϼϕϗίί 

ϕ϶υЉϩϘ϶ϊϩ ϖϳ ϖϜЊϦ εϗϳҽϩϗ ϗϦ, νϫύ ζϜϩϻϕϞ ϢЇӃϷϪϓ, ξϪϓϣӬ, νϚЇ νσϓϩϞ 

Фϓϱσί ϢϜҒϦ νϚЇ ϢчϱϪϓϞ ϜϻϖӬη ϊϱϚϻϗϞ ζϢϟ ϼϢЃҏϝЉ ϪϗϪϣϓί ϓϻϚ 

νη ξσӬ ϓτϗη ϢϪϓӬσϩϞ εϻϔЉ Ϝ϶ϟӬϚϩϗ, ϝτϗ ϓϩ ζѽϢҨϩϗ ϞЯϩ σϻϞ 

νϚЇ εϗӬϩϻϦϞ ϪϚ ϻ҃ ϕϷϥϛϩϻϚ εϚӇϩϗ ϼϗϦί 

νη Ϙ϶ϊϩϦ ζϢϳϗ ζϜϞϩ ϕϷϥ ϢЇσҮ σϪϞĺ ϜϩϗϚϓϩϞ ϼϢϚϩϦ ϪϗϻϊϻϕϞ 

ϢҤ϶ϒЉϛϩϻϚ ϪϗϻϚϕϗ σϞϚί ФϪϓϚϩϕ σϞϚ, εϗӬϩϻϦϞ ϪϚ ϻ҃ ϻτ ϕϩЅϤϩϚί 

ϢϜϩϻϊϞ ФϪϓϫύ εϢЇυϪϓ, ϾϚϡϜӬ, νϚЇ εϗӬϩϻϦϞ ϪϚ ϻ҃ ζϜϞϩ νσ ϣϻϦ 

ϼϢϩѦϩϞ ϣϚί σϩϞϒ, ζϜϩϻϕϞ ФσϷϓ ϠϬє ϪϗϪϣϓ ϞϻϦϻω ξϻσӬ, ϝϩ εϗӬϩϻϦϞ 

ϪϚ ϻ҃ ζϜϩϻϕϞ ϢϚЉϠϬє ϪϕϻϦ νσ ϣϻϦ ϕϩЅϤϩϻϓ ϼϠτϩϦί 

νϚϩϻϞϞ Ϙ϶ϊϩϦ Ϝϩ ϕϳυЉϩϞ ζϠϱϚЉϩϻϕ ζϜϩϻϕϞ ϊϱϚϻϗ ϗϓϵϗ ζϠϩϞ ζϻϟϩ 

ϙϳϻύ ιώϵσί ζϜϞϩ ϼϝϗ νη Ϙ϶ϊϩϞ ιϘϟϻЯ ФϪϓаϩ σϪϞ, ϊϱϚϻϗϞ ФϪϓϫύ 

Ϝϳϣ϶ϻϓЉĺ ϢϳϢϜϦ ϼϣϩσ Ϛϩ ϕϳЈϢϜϦĺ ζϜϞϩ νϻσ εϘϻϞϞ ϘϩϻϠ ϕϩЅϤϩϚί 

ϚӬϬєυϓ ϢϩϙϟӬ ϗϦ, ϢϬҨϪϟϓ ϪϚϊϻϦη ϪϗϪϣϓ ϔϩσϻϚ ζϜϩϻϕϞ ФσϷϓ 

εϊЉϗί ϝϩϞϩ εϗӬϩϦ σϻϞ, ϓϩϞϩ ϼϝϗ Ϛϳϋϻϓ ϘϩϻϞ, ϖϜЉ Ϛϩ ϘϪϞψϻϦϞ ϪϛϪѺϻϓ 

ϪϚϛϩϊϗ ϢϷϫҼ σϞϻϟη ζϜϞϩ ϕϳϚЉϟ ϣϚ ϗϩί ϚϞЇ, ϢϜӆ ϖϜЉ νϚЇ ϢчϕϩϦ νσ 

ϣϻϦ εϗӬϩϻϦϞ ϪϚ ϻ҃ ϟϤϩη σϞϚί 

ζϢϳϗ, νϚϩϻϞϞ Ϙ϶ϊϩϦ Ϝϩ ϕϳυЉϩϞ ζϠϱϚЉϩϕ ϪϗϻϦ ζϜϞϩ νσϢϩϻϔ ϢϜӆ Ϛϩϖϩ 

εϪϓЎϜ σϻϞ ϢϩϜϻϗ νϪυϻϦ ϝϩηί ϛ ϕϳυЉϩϘ϶ϊϩ! 

ϻϛѧϩϻҍ, 

ϓғϦ ϼϕϚϗϩϔ 
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Presidentôs Message 

 

My journey began with a simple realisation: the world is full 
of challenges that no individual can solve alone.  

With great humility and gratitude, I step into the role of 
president of the BSPCI organisation, a community that has 
been my home for many years. My journey began as a 
general member, and today, I am honored to serve in this 
new capacity. Our communityôs roots run deep founded in 
2005 by a few families who, after arriving in Perth in 2002, 
believed in the strength of unity and togetherness.  

First and foremost, I want to express my deep gratitude for 
the strong sense of community we've built. In times of 
challenge, the way our community comes together is truly 
inspiring. Your willingness to help one another, participate 
in community events, and contribute to our shared spaces 
makes this beautiful city of Perth, our home, a wonderful 
place to live. 

I would also like to extend my heartfelt thanks to our 
previous president and the Executive Committee members 
for their dedication to maintaining the values and reputation 
of BSPCI. 

This was made possible by our volunteers' efforts and your 
generosity. Let's stay united, work together, and grow, as 
unity is our greatest strength. 

Our main plan will be to ensure that all members maintain 
the amazing culture and spirit that has blessed this 
community. 

In conclusion, I deeply value the unity and commitment 
each of you brings to BSPCI. With your support, we will not 
only preserve our cherished traditions but also elevate 
BSPCI to new heights in the years ahead. 

Thank you all for entrusting me with this responsibility. I 
look forward to serving as your president and to working 
together to keep our community strong and united. 

My best wishes to BSPCI for great success in the future. 

 

With greetings of the season, 

Anu Sharma 

 

 

Executive Committee 

2024 

President: Anu sharma 

Vice Presicent: Saumitra Seal 

General Secretary: Aspari Chanda 

Assistant General Secretary: Sajib 

Saha 

Treasurer: Jhutan Kuri 

Cultural Secretary: Partha Sarathi 

Deb 

Assistant Cultural Secretar: 

Sangyukta Sarker (Shreya) 

Publication Secretary: Tanmoy 

Debnath 

Religious Secretary: Prama 

Mazumder 

Community Engagement 

Secretary: Monobrata Saha 

Communication & IT Security: Sajib 

Mistry 

Member 1: Uttam Debnath 

Member 2: Sujoy Barua 

Member 3: Niladri Shekhar 

Talukder Noble 

Member 4: Minakshi Roy Shikari 

Ex-Officio: Prabir Sarker 

Ex-Officio: Sharmistha Saha 
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      General Secretaryôs Message 

It is with immense pride and joy that I extend my warmest wishes for the publication of ñBandhanò, 
the annual magazine of the ñBengali Society for Puja and Culture (BSPC) Inc.ò in Western Australia, 
traditionally published during Durga Puja. As a community-based, non-political, and non-profit 
organization, BSPC has consistently promoted the rich cultural heritage and artistic traditions of the 
Bengali community while embracing and celebrating Australiaôs diverse cultural fabric. 

Each year, Bandhan serves as a platform for honoring the creativity, resilience, and deep connection 
to our cultural roots. More than just a publication, Bandhan stands as a symbol of our shared identity, 
unity, and the enduring spirit of our heritage. I am confident that this yearôs edition will continue to 
inspire, educate, and strengthen the bonds within our community, while also acting as a bridge to 
the broader Australian society. 

I wish ñBandhanò every success and look forward to its continued role in showcasing the talents and 
achievements of our vibrant community. Let us take pride in this rich tradition and continue working 
together to ensure that our cultural legacy thrives for generations to come. 

 

With greetings of the season, 

Aspari Chanda 
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ϚϬѡϻϜϞ ωϩОϊϱϚϗ 

ϪϚҸϬϊЂ ϚϢϳ 

ϚϬѡϜψх ψϻѰϩϘϩϖӬϩϦ, ϚϩЇϟϩ ϢϩϪϣϻϓӬϞ ϢШϩύ, 

ϝϩЅϞ ζϻϞσ ϘϪϞψϦ λϪϡ ϚϬѡϜί ϓϩЅϞ ϣϩϓ ϖϻϞ 

ϚϩЇϟϩ υϕӬ ϢϩϪϣϓӬ ϘϪϞϘ϶ϒЉ Ϙ ϼϘϻϦϻωί 

ϢϩϪϣϻϓӬϞ ϢϚ ϻϟϩ ϠϩτϩϦ ϓϩϞ Ϫωϟ εϚϩϖ ϪϚψϞϒ, 

Ϫϟϻτϻωϗ νσϩϪϖσ ϜϩϗϳϻϡϞ ϊϱϚϗϱ БҎί Ϫσ 

εϻϗӬϞ ϊϱϚϗϱ Ϫϟτϻϟο ϪϓϪϗ ϓϩЅϞ ϪϗϻϊϞ ϊϱϚϗϱ 

Ϫϟϻτ ϝϩϗϪϗί νϜϗ Ϫσ ϓϩЅϞ ϚϩϟӬ Ϛϩ ϾσϻϠϩϞ 

ϼσϜϗ Ϫωϟ ϓϩο ϪϓϪϗ ϼσϩϗ ϼϟτϩϻϓ ιϻҲτ 

σϻϞϗϪϗί Ϫσ ϓϩЅϞ ϼσϩϗ ϊϱϚϗϱ ϼϟτϩ ϣϻϚϗϩ 

νύϩ Ϫωϟ ϓτϗσϩϞ Ϣϳϖϱ ϢϜϩϻϊ εσҮϗϱϦί 

ϢϳϖϱϊϻϗϞϩ ϼψҼϩ σϻϞϻωϗ ϓϩϞ νσύϩ ϊϱϚϗϱ БҎ 

ϕϩЅϤ σϞϩϻϓί ϚϬѡϜψхϻσ ϓϩЅϞ ϊϱϚϗϱ Ϟψϗϩ 

σϞϩϞ ФϻϦϩϊϗϱϦϓϩϞ σϔϩ Ϛϟϻϟ ϪϓϪϗ Ϡψх 

ϜϊϳϜϕϩϞϻσ ϚϻϟϪωϻϟϗ " ζϜϩϞ ϊϱϚϗ εϢϩϞ, 

ϓϩϣϩ ϪϟϪτϦϩ Ϫσ ϣηϻϚί ζϜϩϞ ϊϱϚϻϗϞ σϔϩ 

Ϝϩϻϋ Ϝϩϻϋ υҮ ϚϪϟϦϩ ϼϓϩϜϩϦ ϗϩηϚ, Ϣσϟ 

σϔϩ Ϛϟϩ Ϣϣϊ ϗϻϣί ϊϱϚϻϗ εϻϗσ ЧϜ ФϜϩϕ 

ζϻω, ϓϩ Ϛϟϩ ϚϤη σϫώϗί σϩϻϊη ϊϱϚϗϱ ϣηϻϟϩ 

ϗϩί ϼϢ ϢϚ ϚϪϟϻϓ ϘϩϪϞϻϟ εϻϗσ σϩϊ ϣϦί 

ζϜϩϞ ϊϱϚϗ εϻϗσ ϢЇБϩϜϱ ϊϱϚϗί νσϊϻϗϞ 

ФϛϩϚ ζϜϩϞ ϊϱϚϻϗ ϚϤ ϼϚϪϠ ϞσϻϜϞ-ζϜϩϞ 

ϘϪϞϚϩϻϞϞί ζϜϩϞ ϊϱϚϗϱ ϪϟϪτϻϓ ϣηϻϟ 

ϓϩϣϩϻσο ϪϟϪτϻϓ ϣηϻϚ"ί ϜϷϓϵӬϞ ϕϳϪϕϗ ϘϳϻϚЉ ϪϓϪϗ 

Ϛϻϟϗ ζϜϩϞ ϗϩϪϓϻϕϞ ϜϻϖӬ ϼσι ϼϝϗ ζϜϩϞ 

ϊϱϚϗϱ Ϫϟϻτ νϚЇ ϜϷϓϵӬϞ ϚϩϞ ϚωϞ ϘϞ ϼϝϗ ϼϢύϩ 

ϼϟτϩ ϣϦί Ϫσ ϓϩЅϞ ϗϩϪϓϻϕϞ ϼϟτϩ ϼσϩϗ ϚϬѡϜ 

ϊϱϚϗϱ ϘϩοϦϩ ϝϩϦ ϗϩί ϚϬѡϜψϻхϞ ϊϱϚϗϱ ϼϟτϩϞ 

ФϔϜ ιϻϕӬυ Бϣϒ σϻϞϗ ϓϩЅϞ ϛϩηϻϘϩ ϠψϱϠψх 

ψϻѰϩϘӬϩϖӬϩϦί 
 

ϚϬѡϜψϻхϞ ϊғ ϚϩЇϟϩ ӗӘӚӛ ϢϻϗϞ ӗәη ζϡϩϥί 

ηЇϻϞϬϊ ӗӞәӞ ϢϩϻϟϞ ӘӝϻϠ ϊϳϗ ϛϩϞϻϓϞ ӘӚ 

ϘϞυϗϩ ϼϊϟϩϞ ϚϩϞϩϢϩϓ ϜϣϩσϳϜϩϞ σϩЅύϩϟ ϘϩϤϩ 

БϩϻϜί ϓϩЅϞ ϜϩϻϦϞ ϗϩϜ ϕϳυЉϩϢϳҏϞϱ ϼϕϚϱ νϚЇ ϚϩϚϩ 

ϝϩϕϚ ψх ψϻѰϩϘϩϖӬϩϦί ϚϬѡϜψϻхϞ Ϙ϶ϚЉ 

Ϙϳ ϡϻϕϞ ϚϩϢ Ϫωϟ υϪϟ ϼϊϟϩϦί νϻϕϞ Ϙ϶ϚЉ 

Ϙϳ ϡ ϞϩϜϊϱϚϗ ψϻѰϩϘϩϖӬϩϦ σϩЅώϩϟ ϘϩϤϩ БϩϻϜϞ 

ϞφϳϚϱϞ ϼφϩϡϩϟ ϗϩϻϜ νσ ϪϚѺϠϩϟϱϞ σϗӬϩ ϪϚϻϦ 

σϻϞ ντϩϻϗ ϚϢϚϩϢ  σϻϞϗί σϪϟσϩϓϩ 

ϪϚϊϦϱ ϣϻϦ ϪϙϻϞ ϝϩϚϩϞ Ϙϻϔ ϪϢϞϩϊι҂ЁϻϕЃϟϩ 

σϩЅύϩϟ ϘϩϤϩϞ ϪϚτӬϩϓ εϊϳЉϗϩ ϕϱϪφϞ ϘϩϻϞ ϝϩОϩ 

ϪϚϞϪϓ σϻϞί ϞφϳϚϱϞ ϼφϩϡϩϟ Ϫωϟ ϓτϗ ν ϕϱϪφϞ 

ϜϩϪϟσί ϞφϳϚϱϞ ϼφϩϡϩϟ νϢϜϻϦ ϪϢϞϩϊϻ҂Ѓϟϩ ϼσ 

ФϻϦϩϊϗϱϦ ϞϢϕ ϢϞϚϞϩϣ σϻϞ ηϪϓϣϩϻϢϞ ϘϩϓϩϦ 

ϪϗϻϊϞ ϗϩϜϫύ ϪϟϪτϻϦϪωϻϟϗί 

 

ϚϬѡϜψϻхϞ ϚϩϚϩ ϝϩϕϚ ψϻхϞ σϜЉϊϱϚϗ  ϣϦ 

ϪϗϜϪσϞ ϕϩϻϞϩυϩυϱϪϞϞ ϜϻϖӬ ϪϕϻϦί ϼϟϩϻσ 

ϢϜϳϻСϞ ϊϻϟ σϓύϵσϳ ϟϚϗ ϾϓϪϞ σϞϻω, σϞ 

Ϫϕϻѧ Ϫσϗϩ, ζηϗ ϠϷѢϟϩ ϚϊϩϦ ϔϩσϻω Ϫσϗϩ, 

ϼϢϢϚ ϼϕτϩη Ϫωϟ ϪϗϜϪσϞ ϕϩϻϞϩυϩϞ σϩϊί ϪϓϪϗ 

ϓϩϞ σϜЉϊϱϚϗ ϼϠϡ σϻϞϗ ϼϐϘϳϫύ σϩϻϟѓϞ 

ϪϣϻϢϻϚί ϝϩϕϚ ψϻхϞ ψϩϞ ϢҍϩϻϗϞ ϜϻϖӬ ϚϬѡϜ 

ψх Ϫωϻϟϗ ϓϷϓϱϦί ϘϩЅψ ϚωϞ ϚϦϻϢ ϚϬѡϜ ψϻхϞ 

ϣϩϻϓ τϪϤ ϣϦ σϳϟ ϘϳϻϞϩϪϣϓ ϪϚҸҧϞ ϛѰϩψϩϝЉ 

ϣϩϻϓί νϞϘϞ ϼϢ ϛϪϓЉ ϣϦ ϞϜϩФϩϒ ϢϞσϩϻϞϞ 

ϘϩώϠϩϟϩϦί ϘϩώϠϩϟϩϫύ ϝϩϕϚψх ψϻѰϩϘϩϖӬϩϦ 

Ϫϗϊ ϊϪϜϻϓ ϾϓϪϞ σϻϞ ϪϕϻϦϪωϻϟϗί ϘϩώϠϩϟϩϦ 

ϛϪϓЉ ϣϚϩϞ ϘϞ ϚϬѡϻϜϞ ФϪϓϛϩ ФσϩϠ ϼϘϻϓ 

ϔϩϻσί ϼϢ τϳϚ ϓ εЯϞаϩϗ εϊЉϗ σϻϞ 

ϼϙϻϟί ϊϗ Ϫϓ ζϻω ϼϝ ϚϒЉ ϪϠτϻϓ ϚϩϟσϻϕϞ 

ϘϻϗϞ Ϫϕϗ Ϛϩ νσ ϜϩϢ ϟϩυϓ, ϚϬѡϜ ψϻхϞ ϼϢ 

ϚϒЉ νσϪϕϻϗη ϼϠϡ σϞϻϓϩί ϓτϗ ϪϠ ϻϕϞ ϘϩώӬ 

ϚηϻϦϞ ϗϩϜ Ϫωϟ ϪϠ ϼϚϩϖσί ϪϠ ϼϚϩϖϻσ 

"εϟϢ" "εϚϠ" ϊϩϓϱϦ ϠҞ ϪϠτϻϓ ϓϩϞ νσϕҌ 

ϢϜϦ ϟϩυϓί ϓϩϞ ϚϩϟӬϚҐϳϻϕϞ σϩω ϼϔϻσ ϊϩϗϩ 

ϝϩϦ, εϟϢ, εϚϠ ϠҞ ϪϠϻτ ϚϬѡϜ ϜϠϩηϻσ 

ϚϻϟϪωϻϟϗ, "εϟϢ εϚϢ ϪϠτϻϟ  ϝϠϜ, ϘϠϜ 

ϘϤϩ ϣηϟ, Ϙϩϓϩ ιҬϩηϦϩ Ϝϩϗί"  ϜϠϩη υϱϓ, 

σϱύ ζϞҧ σϞϻϟ ϚϬѡϜ ν ϖϞϻϒϞ ϠҞ ϻϟϩ 

ϪϠϻτ  ϜϠϩηϻσ ϗϓϵϗ Ϫσωϵ ϼϠτϩϻϓ εϗϳϻϞϩϖ 

σϻϞϗί ϚϬѡϜψϻхϞ νϜϗ ФϪϓϛϩ ϼϕϻτ 

ϜϠϩη νσϪϕϗ ϚϬѡϜψхϻσ ϚϻϟϪωϻϟϗ,"ϚϩϚϩ 

ϚϬѡϜ νϜϗ ϛϩϻϚ ϘϪϤϦϩ ϼυϻϟ ζϞ σϓϪϕϗ 

ϼϓϩϜϩϦ ϘϤϩηϚ"ί 

 

εϗӬ Ϣσϟ ϪϠ ϻϕϞ Ϝϓ ϚϬѡϜψх ϘσϔϩϞ 

υҮ ϗϻϓ ϛϩϟϚϩϢϻϓϗί ϚϦӃϻϕϞ σϩϻω ϚϻϢ 

νσϩБ Ϝϻϗ ϚӬѣϜϩ ϚӬѣϪϜϞ υҮ ϗϻϓϗί ϜϩО 

ζύ ϜϩϢ ϚϬѡϜψх ϚϩϪϤϞ ϘϩώϠϩϟϩϦ ϘϤϻϓ 

ϼϘϻϦϪωϻϟϗί νϞϘϞ ϪϓϪϗ ϼϜϪϕϗϱϘϳϻϞ ϪυϻϦ 

ηЇϻϞϬϊ Ӄϳϻϟ ϛϪϓЉ ϣϗί ϓϩЅϞ ϚϩϚϩ ϝϩϕϚψх ϓτϗ 

ϼϜϪϕϗϱϘϳϻϞϞ ϼϐϘϳϫύ σϩϻϟѓϞί νσϪϕϗ νσ 

ϼτϩѰϩ ϚϩϗϞ ϪϗϻϦ ϑϵυϑϵυϱ ϚϩϬϊϻϦ ӃϳϻϟϞ ϢϩϜϻϗ 
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ϪϕϻϦ ϝϩϬѧϟί Ϛϩϟσ ϚϬѡϜ εϗӬϻϕϞ Ϣϩϻϔ 

ϚϩϗϻϞϞ ϪϘϻω ϪϘϻω ϣϩЅύϩ  σϻϞ ζϞ Ϛϟϻϓ 

ϔϩϻσ "νη ϚϩЅϕϞύϩϻσ νϻϗ ζϜϩϻϕϞ јϩϻϢ ϛϪϓЉ 

σϻϞ Ϫϕϻϟ ϣϦί ϼϕϪτ ηЇϻϞϬϊ ϪϠτϻϓ ϘϩϻϞ 

Ϫσϗϩί" ϚϩЅϕϞ ϼτϟϩ ϼϕϻτ ϚϬѡϜ ϝτϗ јϩϻϢ ϪϙϻϞ 

ζϻϢ ϼЫϒϱ ϪϠЯσ ϓϩϻσ ϝϓϩϞϱϪϓ ϪϓϞӃϩϞ 

σϻϞί ϚϬѡϜ ϚϳϬ҃ϕϱҖ ϼψϩϻτ ϪϠЯϻσϞ Ϫϕϻσ 

ϪσωϵЯϒ ϓϩϪσϻϦ ϔϩϻσ, ϓϩϞ ϘϞ Ϛη ϘϤϩ  

σϻϞί Ϣϩϓ ϪϕϻϗϞ Ϙϩώ νσ φҊϩϦ ζϦѺ σϻϞ 

ϪϠЯϻσϞ Ϫϗσύ ιϘӇϩϘϗ σϻϞί 

ϚӬϩϦϩϜ Ϛϩ ϼτϟϩϖϳϟϩϞ ФϪϓ Ϫωϟ ϚϬѡϜψϻхϞ ψϞϜ 

εϗϱϣϩ, ϓϩϢ ϼτϟϩ Ϫωϟ ϓϩϞ νσϜϩО ϪФϦί ϓϻϚ 

ϼϢ Ϫωϟ εϓӬҍ ϢϩϣϢϱ νϚЇ εҮ ϚϦϢ ϼϔϻση 

ϚϳϬ҃ϕϱҖ ϪϢ҃ϩҍ ϼϗϚϩϞ ЯϜϓϩ ϾϓϪϞ ϣϻϦ ϝϩϦ 

ϓϩϞί ϪσωϵϪϕϗ ϘϞ ϓϩϞ ϚϩϚϩ Ϛϕϟϱ ϣϻϦ ϝϩϗ ψϬҠϠ 

ϘϞυϗϩ ί ϚϬѡϜ ϪϙϻϞ ζϻϢ σϩЅύϩϟ ϘϩϤϩϦ νϚЇ 

ϛϪϓЉ ϣϦ υϪϟ σϻϟϻϊϞ Ӄϳϟ ϠϩτϩϦ ί ϓτϻϗϩ 

σϻϟϻϊ νпϩҔ, νϙ ν (ϙϩӅЉ ζύЉϢЁ) ϪϚν 

ϘϤϩϻϠϩϗϩ ψϩϟϳ ϣϦ ϗϩηί ϓτϗ ϊϳϪϗϦϞ νϚЇ 

ϪϢϪϗϦϞ ӃϟϩϞϪϠϘ ϘϞϱЯϩ ψϩϟϳ Ϫωϟί  ιϻҲτӬ 

ӗӞәӜ Ϣϩϻϟ ϣϩϊϱ ϜϳϣҨϕ ϜϳϣϢϱϗ υϟϱ σϻϟϻϊ 

ФϪϓҽϩ σϻϞϗί ϚϬѡϜ σϩЅύϩϟ ϘϩϤϩϞ ϚϩϪϤ ϼϔϻσ  

υϟϱ σϻϟϻϊ ϝϩϓϩϦϩϓ σϞϻϓϗί 

υϪϟ σϻϟϻϊ ϛϪϓЉϞ Ϙ϶ϻϚЉ ϚϬѡϜψх ϪσωϵϪϕϗ 

ϚϩϪϤϻϓη Фϩηϻϛύ ϫύιύϻϞϞ σϩϻω ϪϚϕӬϩ ϪϠЯϩ 

σϞϻϓϗί Ϝϩϻϋ Ϝϩϻϋ БϩϜӬ ϘϩώϠϩϟϩϦ ϼϝϻϓϗί 

ϓϻϚ ωϩО ϪϣϢϩϻϚ ϗϦί ωϩОϞϩ ϘϤϩϻϠϩϗϩ ϫώσϜϓ 

σϞϻω Ϫσϗϩ ϼϢύϩ ϘϞϱЯϩ σϞϻϓί νη ϢϜϻϦ 

ϚϩϪϤϞ ϜϪϣϟϩϻϕϞ ϪϓϪϗ ϞϩϜϩϦϒ, ϜϣϩϛϩϞϓ, ψϬҌ, 

ϜϗϢϩϞ ϛϩϢϩϗ ϘϻϤ ϼϠϩϗϩϻϓϗί 

 

ϚϬѡϜψх ϼσϩϗ ϠϷѢϻϟϞ ϜϻϖӬ ζϚ  ҃ϔϩσϻϓ 

Ϙωҏ σϞϻϓϗ ϗϩί ϼσϩϔϩο ϼϚϪϠЯϒ ӇϱϞ ϔϩσϻϓ 

ϘϩϞϻϓϗ ϗϩί ϘϩώӬ ϚηϻϦϞ ϼψϻϦ ϚϩηϻϞϞ ϚηϻϦϞ 

ФϪϓ ζБϣ Ϫωϻϟϩ ϼϚϪϠί ϘϞϱЯϩϞ ζϻυ ϘϩώӬ Ϛη 

ϪϗϻϦ ϚϢϻϓϗί Ϫσ јϩϻϢ ϢϚ ϢϜϦη ФϔϜ 

ϣϻϓϗί υϟϱ σϻϟϻϊ ϪϓϪϗ ϊϳϪϗϦϞ ӃϟϩϞϪϠϘ 

ϘϞϱЯϩϦ σϷϓσϩϝЉ ϣϻϦ ϜϩϪϢσ ζύ ύϩσϩ 

ӃϟϩϞϪϠϘ ϼϘϻϦϪωϻϟϗί ϚϬѡϜψϻхϞ ηЇϻϞϬϊ 

ϢϩϪϣϻϓӬϞ ϪϠЯσ Ϫωϻϟϗ θϠϩϗψх 

ϚϻҏӬϩϘӬϩϖӬϩϦί ϢЇӃϷϻϓϞ  Ϫωϻϟϗ σϩЅύϩϟ 

ϘϩϤϩ БϩϻϜϞ ϞϩϜ ϗӬϩϦ ϚϩϪυϠί υϪϟ σϻϟϻϊ 

ϘϤϩσϩϟϱϗ ϢϜϻϦ ϪϓϪϗ εϊϳЉϗϩ ϪϕφϱϞ ϘϩϻϞ 

νσϫύ ϙϳϟ ο ϙϻϟϞ Ϛϩυϩϗ σϞϩ  σϻϞϗί ϗϩϜ 

ϪϕϻϦϪωϻϟϗ ϙϳϟϚϩυϩϗί ϘϞϚϓЊϻϓ ϪϓϪϗ ϼϢτϩϻϗ 

νσϫύ ηϻύϞ ϾϓϪϞ ϚϩϪϤο ϚϩϪϗϻϦϪωϻϟϗί 

 

ϓЂσϩϟϱϗ ϢϜϻϦ ϼυϩϞϩϞ ϕϟ σϳψσϩοϦϩϊ σϞϻϓ 

σϳψσϩοϦϩϊ σϞϻϓ σϞϻϓ σϪϟσϩϓϩ ϼϝϓί ϓϩϞϩ 

ϼϝ БϩϜ ϪϕϻϦ ϼϝϓ ϼϢ БϩϻϜη εϓӬϩψϩϞ ψϩϟϩϓί 

νϞσϜ νσϪϕϗ ϚϬѡϜ Ӄϳϻϟ ϼυϻϟ  ϜϠϩη ϓϩϞ 

ϣϩϻϓ ϼϚϓ ϓϵϻϟ ϼϕϗί ϼϚϓ ϣϩϻϓ јϩϢ ϻϜ ϑϵϻσ 

ϝτϗ ϼϢ ωϩОϻϕϞ Ϙϩώ ϪϗϬѧϟ ϓτϗ ϣώϩЂ ϼυϩϞϩϞ 

ϕϟ БϩϻϜ ϑϵϻσ ϘϻϞί Ϣϩϻϔ Ϣϩϻϔ ϼϝ ϼϝτϩϗ ϪϕϻϦ 

Ϙϩϟϩϻϓ  σϻϞί νϜϗ Ϫσ ϘϩώϠϩϟϩϞ 

ϜϠϩηο ϘϩϪϟϻϦ ϝϩϦί Ϫσ ϚϬѡϜ ϼϚϓ ϣϩϻϓ 

ώϩη ϕϩЅϪϤϻϦ ϔϩϻσί Ϣϩϻϔ ϔϩϻσ ϖϳ ϓϩЅϞ ϕϳη ϛϩηί 

ϼυϩϞϩϞ ϕϟ νσ ϢϜϻϦ ϓϩЅϻϕϞ ϢϩϜϻϗ ζϻϢί 

νσϊϗ ϼυϩϞϩ ϓϩЅϞ ϣϩϓ ϼϔϻσ ϼϚϓ ϼσϻϤ ϪϗϻϦ 

ϚϬѡϻϜϞ Ϣϩϻϔ σϔϩ Ϛϟϩ  σϻϞί ϓϩϞϩ ФϩϦ ζϖ 

φҊϩ ϓϩϞϩ ϚϬѡϻϜϞ Ϣϩϻϔ σϔϩ Ϛϻϟ ϪϙϻϞ ϝϩϦ 

ϼσϩϟσϩϓϩϞ Ϙϻϔί ϚϬѡϜψх ϘϞϚϓЊϻϓ 

ψхϻϠτϞ ιϘϗӬϩϻϢ ϪϚϡϦϫύ νϛϩϻϚ ιϻҲτ 

σϻϞϻωϗ " ϚϩχϩϪϟ ϼωϻϟ ϜϩОη ϊϳϊϳϞ ϗϩϻϜ ϛϦ 

ϘϩϦ, νϜϗ νσϫύ ϗҼ Ϛϩϟσ ζϻω ϼϝ ϊϳϊϳ 

ϼϕτϻϓ ψϩϦ"ί 

ϓτϗσϩϞ Ϫϕϻϗ ϐϩσϩϓϞϩ ϐϩσϩϪϓ σϞϩϞ ζϻυ 

εϪБϜ Ϫψϫώ ϪϕϻϦ ϐϩσϩϪϓ σϞϻϓ ζϢϻϓϩί 

νϞσϜ νσϚϩϞ Ϫψϫώ νϻϟϩ ϓϩЅϻϕϞ ϚϩϪϤϻϓί ϚϩϪϤϞ 

ϚϤϞϩ ϪϢ҃ϩҍ Ϫϗϻϟϩ ϗϩϞϱ νϚЇ ϝϳϚϻσϞϩ σϻϦσ 

Ϟϩϓ ϪϗϞϩϘϻϕ ϢϻϞ ϔϩσϻϚί Ϫσ ϼϚϻσ ϚϢϻϟϩ 

ϚϬѡϜί ϼϢ Ϛϟϻϟϩ "ζϜϩϻϕϞ ϚϩϪϤϻϓ ϼϓϩ εϻϗσ 

ϼϟϩσ ζϻωί ϓϩ ωϩϤϩ ϚϩυϕϱϞϩϻϓϩ νσ νσϊϗ 

ϟϩϫώϦϩϟί οϞϩ ϼϚϩϻҨϻύυϱϪϞ σϻϞ φϳϻϞ ϼϚϤϩϦί 

οϻϕϞ ϪϗϻϦϩυ σϻϞϩί "ϓϩϞ ϕϳη ϚϤ ϛϩη ϚϬѡϻϜϞ 

Ϣϩϻϔ νσϜϓ ϣοϦϩ ϼϢύϩη ϪϢ҃ϩҍ ϣϻϟϩί ϐϩσϩϓ 

ζϞ νϻϟϩϗϩί νη ϕϳη φύϗϩϞ ϘϞ ϊϻϗϞϩ 

ϚϬѡϜϻσ ϐϩσϩ  σϻϞ "ϚϩЅσϩ" ϗϩϻϜί 

 

ӗӞӚӟ Ϣϩϻϟ νυϩϞ ϚωϞ ϚϦϻϢ ϚϬѡϜψх ФϔϜ 

ϪϚϻϦ σϻϞϗ ϘϩϻϠϞ БϩϻϜ ϼϜϩϪϣϗϱ ϼϕϚϱϻσί ϓτϗ 

ϼϜϩϪϣϗϱ ϼϕϚϱϞ ϚϦϢ ϘϩЅψ ϚωϞί νη ϚϦϻϢ ϚϬѡϜ 

σϪϚϓϩ Ϫϟτϩ  σϻϞϗί ӗӞӛӘ ϢϩϻϟϞ ӘӛϻϠ 

ϼϙ ϦϩϪϞ ϢҦϩϕ ФϛϩσϻϞ ϓϩЅϞ ФϔϜ σϪϚϓϩ 

"ϘϕӬ" ωϩϘϩ ϣϦί ӗӞӛә Ϣϩϟ ϣϻϓ ϪϓϪϗ ϢЇӃϷϓ 

ϪϠЯϩ  σϻϞϗ νϚЇ ϕϠ ϚωϻϞϞ Ϙϩώ ϼϠϡ 

σϻϞϗ ψϩϞ ϚωϞ ϚϦϻϢί 
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ӗӚ ϚωϞ ϚϦϻϢ ϚϬѡϜ ФϔϜ ФϚҐ Ϫϟϻτϗ νϚЇ 

ϼϢύϩο ФσϩϪϠϓ ϣϦ "ϢҦϩϕ ФϛϩσϞ" ϘϬОσϩϦί 

ФϚϻҐϞ ФϔϜ ϟϩηϗϫύ ϣϻѧ " υυϗ ϜҌϻϟ 

ϪϚϞϩϬϊϓ σϩϕϪҦϗϱ ιϘϻϞ σҤϩϦϜϩϗϩ 

ϠҤϢѡϩϠ ЯϪϒσ ϊϱϚϻϗϞ εϪϓϠϦ ϪФϦ ϣοϓ 

Ϝϳϥ ϜϩϗϚ Ϝѵϟϱ εϣЈϞϣЈ ϪϚϡϦ ϪϚϡϩϒЉϻϚ 

ϪϗϜϮѩϓ ϞϪϣϦϩϻω"ί νη ФϚϻҐ ϪϓϪϗ 

Ϫϟϻτϻωϗ,"ϼϝ Ϙϕ στϗο ϪϚϘϕБӆ ϣϦ ϗϩη, ϼϝ 

Ϙϕ στϗο ϢҤϕ ϢЇϞЯϻϒ ϖ϶ϪϟϢϣ ϢϩЯϩЂ σϻϞ 

ϗϩη, ϼϢ Ϙϕ ӍϘϕ ϘϪϞϓӬϩυ ϘϳϞЈϢϞ ϖ϶Ϫϟ ϣηϦϩ 

ϝϩηϻϚσί" νη ФϚҐ ωϩϘϩ ϣϚϩϞ ϘϞ θҸϞ Җ 

ФϚϻҐϞ Ϫϗϻψ ϜҍϚӬ σϻϞϪωϻϟϗ "ηϣϩϞ ϪϟϪϘ 

ϾϗϘϳϻϗӬϞ ϊϻϗӬ εϓӬҍ Ϣ Ҽ ϣηϟϩϜ Ϫσ ϼϝϗ 

εϪϛϖϩϻϗϞ ιϘϞ εϪϖσ ϪϗϛЉϞ ϗϩ σϻϞϗ νϚЇ 

εЯϞ Ϫϟϗ ӉҼ σϪϞϦϩ ϪϟϪτϻϚϗί 

 

ӗӛ ϚωϞ ϚϦϻϢ ϪϠϪϠϞ ϚϒЉϗϩ ωϻϟ юϱ ӍϩϜϱϞ 

σϻϔϩϘσϔϻϗ ϪϟϪτϓ "ϟφϳ ϟϪϟϓ" ϗϩϻϜ σϪϚϓϩ 

ФϔϜ ФσϩϪϠϓ ϣϦ θҸϞ Җ ϢҤϩϪϕϓ"  ϢҦϩϕ 

ФϛϩσϞ" ϘϬОσϩϦί σϪϚϓϩϫύϞ ФϔϜ σϻϦσϫύ 

ωО ντϩϻϗ ιϻҲτ σϞϩ ϣϻϟϩί 

 

Òюϱ- ϣηϦϩϻω ϊϟ ϚϞη Ϡϱϓϟ 

ωϵηϻϟ ϪϚσϟ ϣηϻϓ ϣϦ 

ζϻυ ϼϝ ϊϱϚϗ ϊϳϤϩϓ ϊϱϚϗ 

ϼϢ Ϛϗ ντϗ ϗϩϪϣσ ϢϜϦί 

ϘϪϓ- ϼϜϩϻϞ ϪϗϚӆϞ ϓϚ ϼϗО σϞ 

ϘϩϚσ ФτϞ, ϕϩϣϗ σϻϞ 

ϜϜ ϼϕϣ ϘϞ, ϚϪϣ τϞϓϞ 

ϓϩη ιҾϛϩϚ ν ϼϕϣ ϖϻϞÓ 

 

ϚϩϟӬσϩϻϟ ϼϟτϩ ϓϩϞ νσϫύ σϪϚϓϩЇϠ ϘϩοϦϩ ϝϩϦ 

"Ϝϻϗ σϪϞ σϩЅϪϕϚ ϗϩ ϞϚ εҐσϩϻϞ 

ζϘϪϗ ϗϦϗϓ ϚϳϋϻϞ ϖϩϻϞ ϖϩϻϞ 

ϼυϩϘϻϗ σϩЅϪϕϚ Фϩϒ Ϣσϟη ζЅϖϩϞ 

ϊϱϚϗ νση ϼЭϩϻϓ ψϪϟϻϚ ζϜϩϞ" 

 

ϼϠϩϗϩ ϝϩϦ νσϪϕϗ ϚϬѡϜ ϚϩϪϤ ϪϙϻϞ ϼϕϻτϗ ϓϩЅϞ 

юϱ σϪϚϓϩϞ ϘϩϗЁϐϵϟϱϪϘϞ Ϙϩϓϩ ϪωЅϻϤ ϘϳϓϵϻϟϞ 

ϠϝӬϩ ϚϩϪϗϻϦϻωί ϼϢ ϚιϻϦϞ ϢЇϻυ ϼϊϕ σϻϞ 

φϻϞϞ ϕϞϊϩ ϚҐ σϻϞ ϘϳϗϞϩϦ ϗϓϵϗ σϩυϻϊ 

σϪϚϓϩ Ϫϟϻτ ϼϙϻϟϪωϻϟϗί υϪϟ σϻϟϻϊ 

ϘϤϩσϩϟϱϗ ϢϜϻϦ ӗӞӛӜ Ϣϩϻϟ ФσϩϪϠϓ ϣϦ 

ϚϬѡϜψϻхϞ σϩϚӬБҎ "ϟϪϟϓ ϓϔϩ ϜϩϗϢ"ί ϓτϗ 

ϓϩЅϞ ϚϦϢ ζώϩϻϞϩ ϚωϞ ί νϫύη ϚϬѡϜψϻхϞ 

ФϔϜ ФσϩϪϠϓ БҎί σϪϚϓϩ ϻϟϩ ϘϻϤ υϪϟ 

σϻϟϻϊϞ νσ εϖӬϩϘσ ϜҍϚӬ σϻϞϪωϻϟϗ, 

"ν ϻϟϩ σϪϚϓϩ ϗϦ, ϼϣЅϦϩϟϱ"ί Ϛη ϻϟϩ ϪϚϬЎ ϣϦ 

ϗϩη σϩЅύϩϟ ϘϩϤϩϞ ζϟϜϩϞϱϻϓη ϘϻϤ Ϫωϟί Ϫσωϵ 

Ϛη ϚϬѡϜψх Ϫϗϻϊο ϗЁҼ σϻϞ ϼϙϻϟϪωϻϟϗί 

νϞϘϞ ϼϔϻσ ψϩσϪϞϻϓ ϼϝϩυϕϩϗ ϘϝЉҍ  

ϚϬѡϜψϻхϞ ϼϟτϩϻϟϪτϞ ϼσϩϗ ϗϜϳϗϩ ϘϩοϦϩ ϝϩϦ 

ϗϩί ψϩσϪϞϻϓ ϼϝϩυϕϩϻϗϞ ϘϞ ϪϓϪϗ ϘϳϗϞϩϦ 

ϼϟτϩϻϟϪτ  σϻϞϗ νϚЇ Ϟψϗϩ σϻϞϗ ϓϩЅϞ 

ФϔϜ ιϘϗӬϩϢ "ϞϩϊϻϜϩϣϗϢЁ οϦϩηϙ"ί Ϝϳϟ 

ιϘϗӬϩϢϫύ Ϟψϗϩ σϻϞϪωϻϟϗ ηЇϻϞϬϊ ϛϩϡϩϦί 

 

ӗӞӛӝ Ϣϩϻϟ ϚϬѡϜψх υϪϟ σϻϟϊ ϼϔϻσ 

ϪϢϪϗϦϞ ӃϟϩϞϪϠϘ Ϙϩϗ νϚЇ ϼϢη ύϩσϩ ϪϕϻϦ 

ϼσϩϟσϩϓϩϦ ϼФϪϢϻϐϬҔ σϻϟϻϊ ζηϗ ϪϚϡϻϦ 

ϛϪϓЉ ϣϗί ӗӞӛӞ Ϣϩϻϟ ϪϚν ϘϞϱЯϩ ψϩϟϳ ϣϦί 

νϪФϟ ϜϩϻϢ Ϫωϟ ϘϞϱЯϩϞ Ϫϕϗί ϼφϩϡϒϩϞ ϘϞ ϜϩО 

ϕϳη ϜϩϢ ϢϜϦ Ϫωϟί ϜϩО ϼϓϞϊϗ ωϩО ϼϢ 

ϘϞϱЯϩϦ εЇϠБϣϒ σϻϞί ϜϩО ϕϳϊϗ ωϩО Ϫ҄ϓϱϦ 

ϪϚϛϩυ ϘϩϠ σϻϞί ФϔϜ ϣϻϦϪωϻϟϩ ϚϬѡϜψх νϚЇ 

Ϫ҄ϓϱϦ ϣϻϦϪωϻϟϩ ϝϕϳϗϩϔ ϚϢϳί ηЇϻϞϬϊ νϚЇ 

ηϪϓϣϩϻϢϞ ϘϞϱЯσ Ϫωϻϟϗ БϩϻϘϟ νϚЇ 

ϢЇӃϷϻϓϞ ϘϞϱЯσ Ϫωϻϟϗ θҸϞψх ϪϚϕӬϩϢϩυϞί 

ϓϩЅϞϩ ϕϳϊϗ ϘϩЅψ ϪϚϡϻϦ ϘϩϠ ϜϩσЉ ϼϘϻϦϪωϟ, ϡҽ 

ϪϚϡϻϦ ϘϩϠ σϞϻϓ Ϣϩϓ ϜϩϻσЉϞ ϼψϻϦ σϜ 

ФϻϦϩϊϗ Ϫωϟί ϼБϢ ζηϻϗ ϓϩϻϕϞ ϘϩϠ σϞϩϻϗϩ 

ϣϦί 

ϘϩϠ σϞϩϞ ϘϞ ϼωϩύ ϟϩύ ϣӬϩϪϟϻϐ ϚϬѡϜϻσ 

ϼϐϻσ Ϙϩώϩϗ νϚЇ ϼϐϘϳϫύ ϜӬϩϬϊϻэύ Ϙϻϕ 

ψϩσϪϞϞ ФӆϩϚ ϼϕϗί ӗӞӛӞ ϢϩϻϟϞ Әә ϼϠ 

ζυӅ ϝϻϠϩϣϻϞϞ ϼϐϘϳ ϫύ ϜӬϩϬϊϻэύ Ϙϻϕ 

ϼϝϩυϕϩϗ σϻϞϗί ντϩϻϗη ϼϠϡ ϣϦ ϚϬѡϻϜϞ ωϩО 

ϊϱϚϗί 

 
Artwork: Ved  Shikari , Age - 12 
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ϪϚϻѧϕ  
ϠϪϜЉҽϩ Ϣϩϣϩ 

 

Ϣҍϩϗ ϕϠ ϜϩϢ ϖϻϞ Ϫϗϻϊϻσ υϻϤ ϜϩϓϷυϻϛЉί 

ϜϩϻϦϞ ϠϞϱϞ ϼϔϻσ ФϻϦϩϊϗϱϦ ϢϚϪσωϵ ϪϗϻϦη 

νσϫύ ϼσϩϡ ϖϱϻϞ ϖϱϻϞ ϜϩϗϳϻϡϞ ζσϷϪϓ ϟϩϛ 

σϻϞί ϼϢη ϼωϩѰ ϠϞϱϞ ζϻϞϩ ϪσωϵϪϕϗ ϖϻϞ ϜϩϻϦϞ 

ϼϕϻϣϞ ϘϳϫҼ ϪϗϻϦ Ϫϗϻϊϻσ ϚϩηϻϞϞ ϘϷϪϔϚϱϞ 

ιϘϝϳє σϞϻϓ ϔϩϻσί ϣϚϳ ϚϩϚϩ-Ϝϩ εϖϱϞ ζБϻϣ 

εϻϘЯϩ σϻϞ ϢҍϩϻϗϞ ϘϷϪϔϚϱϞ ζϻϟϩ ϼϕτϩϞ 

ϪϕϗϫύϞ ϊϗӬί σϓ ӍϻҗϞ ϊϩϟ ϼϚϩϗϩ ψϻϟ νσϫύ 

εϗϩυϓ ϊϱϚϗϻσ ϪφϻϞί νϞϘϞ ζϻϢ ϼϢη 

ϜϻϣхЯϒ, ϜϩϻϦϞ ϠϞϱϞ ϼϔϻσ ϪϚϬѧґ ϣϚϩϞ ϟќί 

ϜϩϻϦϞ ϗϩϤϱ ϼσϻύ Ϫϗϻϊϻσ Ӎϓу Ϝϩϗϳϡ ϪϣϻϢϻϚ 

ϼφϩϡϒϩ ϼϕϚϩϞ ϛЯϒ - ϛϵϪϜҽ ϣϚϩϞ Ϫϕϗί ϜϩϻϦϞ 

Ϫϕσ ϼϔϻσ Ϣҍϩϗ ϪϗϻϊϞ ϠϞϱϞ ϼϔϻσ ϪϚϬѧґ 

ϣϚϩϞ ϝуϒϩ τϳϚ ϓϱЦ, νϊϗӬη ν ϚӬϔϩϞ ϪϚϻϠϡ ϗϩϜ 

"ФϢϚ ϼϚϕϗϩ"ί νη ФϔϜ ζϟϩϕϩ ϣοϦϩ Ϝϩ ο 

ϢҍϩϻϗϞ, ϓϻϚ ν νσ εϗӬϞσϜ ϪϚϻѧϕί 

Ϣҍϩϗϻσ Ϛϳϻσ ϼψϻϘ ϖϻϞ ϼϢ ϼϚϕϗϩ ϛϵϻϟ ϜϩϻϦϞ 

ϕϦ ϛϻϞ οϻώ εϘϩϞ ζϗϻҏί ν ζϗҏο 

εϘϪϞϢϱϜ - ϢϷϫҼϞ ζϗҏ, ϪϗϻϊϞ Ϟє ϜϩЇϢ 

ϼϔϻσ ϗϓϵϗ ϊϱϚϗ ϾϓϪϞ σϞϻϓ ϘϩϞϩϞ εϢϩϖϩϞϒ 

εϗϳϛϚί ϢϞϩϢϪϞ ϪϗϻϊϞ ϠϞϱϻϞϞ εϛӬҍϻϞ ϖϩϞϒ 

ϗϩ σϞϻϟο ϚϩϚϩϞ ζґЁϕο νϻЯϻО σϜ ϗϦ ί 

ϛϪϚϡӬϓ ФϊϻғϞ Ϝϩϻϋ ϪϗϻϊϞ εϬӆϻѾϞ 

ϖϩϞϩϚϩϪϣσϓϩϞ Ϣ϶О Ϣҍϩϗί 

 

Ϣҍϩϗ ϊϻғϞ ϜϖӬ ϪϕϻϦ ϚϩϚϩ-ϜϩϻϦϞο ϗϓϵϗ σϻϞ 

ϊғ ϣϦ ί  ϣϦ ϗϓϵϗ ϘϪϞψϻϦ ϗϓϵϗ σϻϞ 

ϼϚϻϤ οώϩ ί ϢϕӬϊϩϓ ϪϠ ϫύ ϼϝϜϗ νσύϵ νσύϵ 

σϻϞ ϚϤ ϣϦ ϓϩϞ ϚϩϚϩ-Ϝϩο ϼϓϜϗ νσύϵ νσύϵ 

σϻϞ Ϣҍϩϗ ϘϩϟϻϗϞ ϪϠЯϩ ϪϗϻϦ ϪϗϻϊϻϕϞ υϻϤ 

ϼϓϩϻϟί ϪϠ Ϟ σϩґϩ ϼϕϻτ Ϛϳϻϋ Ϫϗϻϓ ϣϦ στϗ 

ϓϩϞ ϪЯϻϖ ϼϘϻϦϻω, στϗ ϼϘϻύ ϚӬϔϩ 

σϞϻωίνσύϵ νσύϵ σϻϞ ϼωϩѰ ϪϠ ϫύϻσ ϚϤ σϻϞ 

ϼϓϩϟϩ - ϚϳϻσϞ ϕϳϖ τϩηϻϦ, ϗϩ φϳϪϜϻϦ, ϗӬϩϪϘ 

ϘϪϞһϩϞ σϻϞ Ϫϕϗ ϝϩϦί ϪϗϻϊϞ ζϞϩϜ ϪϚЫϩϻϜϞ 

σϔϩ Ϝϩ ϛϵϻϟη ϝϩϦ, ϚϩϚϩο ϢϩϣϩϻϝӬϞ ϣϩϓ ϚϩϤϩϦ 

Ϣϣϊϩϓ ϚϩЂϢϻϟӬϞ σϩϞϻϒί ϪϠ Ϟ ϊϱϚϻϗϞ νη 

εϢϣϩϦ εϖӬϩϦ Ϝϩ ο ϪϠ Ϟ εϪϚϻѧϕӬ ϚҐϗϻσ 

ζϞο ϠϬєϠϩϟϱ ο Фυϩϥ σϻϞ ϼϓϩϻϟί ϪϠ Ϟ 

ϠϩϞϱϪϞσ ϾϗσύӬ ο ϪϗϛЉϞϠϱϟϓϩ ϜϩϻϦϞ 

ϛϩϟϚϩϢϩϻσ ζϞο υϛϱϞ σϻϞί ζϞ ϪϠ Ϟ σϩϻω 

ϓτϗ Ϝϩ'ϜϦ ϊυϓ, ϪϗϻϊϞ ζϟϩϕϩ εϬӆϻѾϞ 

εϗϳϛ϶Ϫϓ ϾϓϪϞ ϣϻϓ ϼϚϠϪσωϵύϩ ϢϜϦ ϼϘϪϞϻϦ 

ϝϩϦί 

  

ϢҍϩϻϗϞ ϼϚϻϤ οώϩϞ ФϪϓϫύ ϖϩϘ ϚϩϚϩ-ϜϩϻϦϞ 

ϊϱϚϻϗ εϗϩϪϚϟ ζϗϻҏϞ ϘϩϠϩϘϩϪϠ ϗϓϵϗ ϗϓϵϗ 

εϪϛаϓϩ ϣϻϦ ζϻϢί ФϔϜ ιϘϳϞ ϣοϦϩ, ϚϢϻϓ 

ϘϩϞϩ, ϣϩϜϩ ϪϞ ϼϕοϦϩ, ϕϩЅϓ οώϩ, ϕϩЅϤϩϻϗϩ, ϣϩύϩ, 

σϔϩ Ϛϟϩ æ ϼσϩϗύϩϞ ϼψϻϦ ϼσϩϗύϩ σϜ 

ϼϞϩϜϩѬσϞ ϗϦί ϪϠ ϊϱϚϻϗ ФϔϜϚϩϻϞϞ Ϝϓ 

ϝτϗ ϼσϩϗ Ϫσωϵ σϞϻϓ ϘϩϻϞ ϼϢύϩ ϓϩϞ ϊϗӬ νσ 

νσϫύ Ϝϩηϟϙϟσί ϝϪϕο ϚϩϚϩ-Ϝϩ ϓϩϻϕϞ 

ϪϗϻϊϻϕϞ ϊϱϚϻϗο νϢϚ Ϝϩηϟϙϟσ ϘϩϞ 

σϻϞϻω Ϫσ ϼϢ ӋϷϪϓ ϓϩϻϕϞ ϔϩϻσϗϩί ϓϩη 

ϢҍϩϻϗϞ ϼϝϻσϩϗ ϗϓϵϗ ϪϠЯϩ ϓϩϻϕϞ ζϻϚυϻσ 

ζϻҏϩϪϟϓ σϻϞ, ϼψϩτ ζϗҏϩ ϻϓ Ϫϛϻϊ οϻώί 

ζϻϠϘϩϻϠ ϓϩϻϕϞ ϪϗϻϊϞ ϚϩϚϩ-Ϝϩ ϼυϩОϱϦ ϼσι 

ϔϩσϻϟ ϓϩϞϩ ϗϩϓ- ϗϩϓϪϗϻσ ϼϕϪτϻϦ Ϛϻϟϗ, 

ÒνσϕϜ ϼϓϩϞ Ϝϓ σϞω Ò¼Òϓϵηο νη ϚϦϻϢη 

ϣϩύϻϓ ϪϠϻτϪωϪϟÒ æ νϜϗ ζϻϞϩ σϓ ϜϖϳϞ 

ϪϚЫҧϩϟϩϘί ϢϚϪσωϵ ϪϜϪϟϻϦ ζϻϚϻυ ϼϜϩϤϩ 

ӍυЊϦ ζϗҏφϗ ζϚϣί 

 

 ϓϻϚ νη ӍυЊϦ ϼϞϩϜϻѬ Ϫσωϵ σϻҼϞ ϪϚϡϦ ϼϝ 

νϻσϚϩϻϞη ϔϩϻσ ϗϩ ϓϩ Ϫσ ϗϦί ϚϩϚϩ-ϜϩϻϦϞ 

ϊϱϚϻϗϞ ӍϩϖϱϗϓϩϦ νσ ϋύσϩϦ  ϝϚϪϗσϩϘϩϓ 

φϻύί ӍϩϖϱϗϛϩϻϚ ϼϚϪϠЯϻϒϞ ϊϗӬ ϼσϩϔϩο ϝϩϚϩϞ 

ιϘϩϦ ϼϗη, ϢϚ ϊϩϦυϩϦ ϝϩοϦϩο ϝϩϦ ϗϩί ϪϚϻϠϡ 

σϻϞ ϜϩϻϦϞ ϘϞϩϖϱϗϓϩ Фσύί φϻϞ ώϩσϳϜϩ, 

ϪϕϪϕϜϩ ϔϩσϻϟ ϓϚϳ Ϫσωϵ ωϩϤ ϼϜϻϟ, ϗηϻϟ 

νϻσϚϩϻϞ ϣϩϓ-Ϙϩ ϚϩЅϖϩίνϛϩϻϚ ϪϗϞϪϚϬѧґ 

ϪϗϦϜϩϗϳϚϪϓЉϓϩϦ Ϣҍϩϗ Ϙϩϟϗ σϞϻϓ ϪυϻϦ 

εϻϗσ Ϝϩϻσ ϪϚϡґϓϩϦο ϛϵυϻϓ ϼϕτϩ ϝϩϦί 

νϢϜϦ ϘϪϞϚϩϻϞϞ εϗӬ ϢϕϢӬϻϕϞ ϪϚϻϠϡϓ ϚϩϚϩϞ 

ϢϣϻϝϩϪυϓϩ τϳϚη ФϻϦϩϊϗί ϜϩϻϦϞ ϓτϗ νσύϩη 

Ϫψҍϩ, σϻϚ ϚϩѦϩ ϚϤ ϣϻϚ ζϞ ϪϗϻϊϞ ϊϗӬ ϢϜϦ 

τϳЅϻϊ ϘϩϻϚί 

ϢϜϻϦϞ Ϣϩϻϔ ϜϩϻϦϞ ϼϢ ψϩοϦϩ Ϙ϶ϒЉ σϻϞ ϪϠ ϚϤ 

ϣϦ, ϾσϻϠϩϻϞ Ϙϩ Ϟϩϻτί εϻϗӬϞ ιϘϞ 

ϪϗϛЉϞϠϱϟϓϩ σϻϜ εϻϗσ σϩϊ Ϫϗϻϊ σϞϻϓ 

ϪϠϻτί ϪϗϻϊϞ Ϣϓу ϚӬϬєѾ, ϛϩϚϗϩ ϾϓϞϱ ϣϻϓ 

 σϻϞί ϼϢη Ϣϩϻϔ ϚϩϤϻϓ ϔϩϻσ ϚϩϚϩ - ϜϩϻϦϞ 

Ϣϻѣ ϕ϶ϞѾί Ϣҍϩϗ ψϩϦ ϪϗϻϊϞ Ϝϓ ϔϩσϻϓ, 
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ϚҐϳϻϕϞ Ϣϩϻϔ ϢϜϦ σϩύϩϻϓί ϢϚ ϜϩϗϳϻϡϞ 

ϚϻϦϩЈϢϪҐσϩϻϟϞ ϘϪϞϚϓЉϗ ϝϪϕο νσϞσϜ 

ϣϦϗϩ, ϓϻϚ ϘϪϞϚϓЉϗ εϪϗϚϩϝЉί νϪϕϻσ ϚϩϚϩ-

ϜϩϻϦϞ Ϫϕϻσ  ϣϦ ϪϚϻѧϻϕϞ ϼϚϕϗϩί 

ϼϚϪϠϞϛϩυ ϚϩϚϩ φϻϞϞ ϚϩηϻϞϞ σϩϻϊ ϚӬӆ ϔϩσϩϦ 

ϢҍϩϻϗϞ νη ϕ϶ϻϞ ϢϻϤ ϝϩοϦϩ ϣϦϓ Ϣϣϻϊη ϼϜϻϗ 

Ϫϗϻϓ ϘϩϻϞϗί Ϫσ ϜϩϻϦϻϕϞ ϊϗӬ ϗϩϤϱ ϼωЅϤϩ 

ϖϻϗϞ Ϣϻѣ ϕ϶ϞѾ ϼϜϻϗ ϼϗοϦϩ Ϣϣϊ ϣϦ ϗϩί 

νϢϜϦ ϼϝϗ Ϝϩ ФϔϜϚϩϻϞϞ Ϝϓ ϜϞϻϜ εϗϳϛϚ 

σϻϞ ϗϩϤϱ ϼωϤϩ ϖϻϗϞ ϪϚϻѧϕ ϼϚϕϗϩί ν ϼϚϕϗϩϦ 

ϢҍϩϻϗϞ ӍϩϚϟҦϱ ϣϚϩϞ ζϗҏ ϪϜϪЫϓ ϔϩσϻϟο 

ϣϩϞϩϚϩϞ σҼο σϜ ϗϦί ϕϱφЉϪϕϗ ϖϻϞ ϢҍϩϻϗϞ 

ϼϕτϛϩϟ σϞϻϓ σϞϻϓ ϼϢύϩη εϛӬϩϻϢ ϘϪϞϒϓ 

ϣϦί ϚϩѦϩ ζϞ ζϻυϞ Ϝϓ σϩϻω ζϻϢ ϗϩ, 

ϼτϟϗϩ ϼσϗϩϞ ϊϗӬ ϚϩϦϗϩ ϖϻϞ ϗϩ - ϼωϩύ ϼωϩύ 

ϚӬϩϘϩϞ ϻϟϩ ϜϻϗϞ ϼϛϓϞ ϼϓϩϟϘϩϤ σϻϞί 

νϢϜϦ ϼϚϪϠϞϛϩυ Ϝϩ νσ ϖϞϻϒϞ νϻϜϩϠϗϩϟ 

ύϩϚϳЉϻϟϻҔϞ ϜϖӬ ϪϕϻϦ ϝϩϗί 

  

νϞϘϞ ϼϢη ϼωϩѰ ϪϠ ϫύ ϘϪϞϘ϶ϒЉ Ϝϩϗϳϡ ϪϣϢϩϻϚ 

ϊϱϚϻϗ ФϪϓϫҽϓ ϣϦί νσ ϢϜϦ ϪϗϻϊϞ 

ϊϱϚϗϢѣϱ τϳЅϻϊ ϼϗϦϩϞ ϢϜϦ ϣϦί ϼσϩϗ Ϣҍϩϗ 

ϪϗϻϊϞ ϼϔϻσ ϗϩ ψϩηϻϟ ϚϩϚϩ-Ϝϩ εϪӇϞ ϣϻϦ οϻώ 

ϓϩϞ ϪϚϻϦ ϼϕϚϩϞ ϊϗӬί νϜϗύϩη ФσϷϪϓϞ ϪϗϦϜί 

Ϫσ ϢϪϓӬ ϢϪϓӬ ϼϝϪϕϗ ϼϢη Ϣҍϩϗ ϪϚϻϦϞ 

ϪϘϤϱϻϓ ϚϻϢ ϼϢϪϕϗ ϚϩϚϩ-ϜϩϻϦϞ ϕϦ ζϞο 

νσϚϩϞ ζϻϟϩϪϤϓ ϣϦ ϪϚϻѧϻϕϞ ϢϳϻϞί 

εϗϳϛ϶ϪϓϞ ϓуϱϻϓ ϗϩϤϩ ϪϕϻϦ ϝϩϦ ϢҍϩϻϗϞ ϊғ 

ϘϞϚϓЊ ӋϷϪϓϞ ϘϩϣϩϤί ϼωϩύ ϼωϩύ φύϗϩϞ ӋϷϪϓ 

ϼψϩϻτ ζϗҏϩ  ϪϗϻϦ ζϻϢί ϢҍϩϻϗϞ σϩω 

ϼϔϻσ νη εϗϳϛ϶Ϫϓ ФϩϒϘϻϒ ϼυϩϘϗ Ϟϩτϻϓ 

ψϩηϻϟο Ϝϩϻϋ Ϝϩϻϋ ϓϩ ФσϩϠ ϣϻϦ ϝϩϦί ϼψϩϻτϞ 

ϊϟ ϼυϩϘϗ σϻϞ Ϝϗ ϼϔϻσ Ϣҍϩϗϻσ ϗϓϵϗ 

ϊϱϚϻϗϞ ϊϗӬ ϛϩϠϱϡ ϊϩϗϩϻϓ ϣϦί νη ϛ 

ϟϻќ ϚϩϚϩ-ϜϩϻϦϞ ϼψϩϻτϞ ϊϟ ϚϤη ε ϛί Ϝѣϟ 

ϕϱϘ ϼѫϻϟ ϛ ϟϻќ ϛ ϘϪϞϒϦ ϢҤґ ϣϦί 

ϪϚϻϦϞ ϘϞ Ϣҍϩϗ ϚϩϚϩ-ϜϩϻϦϞ Ϣϩϻϔ νσ ϚϩϪϤϻϓ 

ϔϩσϳσ Ϛϩ ζϟϩϕϩ ϚϩϪϤϻϓ, ιϛϻϦη ϪϗϻϊϞ Ϣϩϓу 

ϚϊϩϦ ϼϞϻτ ӍϩϖϱϗϛϩϻϚ Ϙϔ ψϟϩϦ ϖϱϻϞ ϖϱϻϞ 

εϛӬӆ ϣϻϦ οϻώί νϞ εϗӬϔϩ ϣϻϟ εσϩϞϒ 

εϗϩϣ϶ϓ ϘϪϞϪӇϪϓϞ ϢϷϫҼ ϣοϦϩ εӍϩϛϩϪϚσ ϗϦί 

νσύϩ ϚϦϻϢϞ ϘϞ ϢҍϩϻϗϞ Ϣϻѣ ϪϗϪϕЉҼ ϕ϶ϞѾ 

ϾϓϪϞ ϣοϦϩύϩη ϪψϞҍϗί νη ϜϖϳϞ ϪϚϻѧϕ ϼϜϻϗ 

ϪϗϻϦ Ϝϗϻσ Ϡє σϞϩϻϓη ϠϩϪҍί 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

Artworks: Bankim Shikari  
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Strands of Fate: The Unseen Hand 
Bankim Shikari  

 

In the heart of India, nestled among the lush hills 

and fertile plains, lay a kingdom called 

Chandrapur. It was a vibrant place, illuminated by 

the warm smiles of its inhabitants and the 

benevolent reign of their beloved sovereign, King 

Vikramaditya Gond. Known affectionately as the 

"Gond King," he was esteemed for his undying 

kindness and compassion towards his people. His 

days were filled with grand visions of prosperity, 

but much to his dismay, fate played its cruel tricks, 

thwarting his every endeavor. King 

Vikramadityaôs devotion to Lord Vishnu ran deep. 

Each morning, he would rise before dawn, offer 

aromatic flowers, lavish an array of sweets, and 

immerse himself in prolonged prayers, beseeching 

the deity for wisdom and success. But despite his 

unwavering faith and sincere intentions, success 

remained elusive. Each project he undertook ð 

from constructing grand temples to improving 

agricultural systems ð was met with failure. 

 

 
 

ñGod, what wrong have I done?ò he would often 

lament, frustration seeping through his regal 

composure. ñI always pray to You, do good, and 

seek Your blessings. Yet, why does every venture 

I embark on meet with such dire misfortune? Why 

have You chosen to be unkind to me?ò One fateful 

afternoon, the Gond King set out to oversee the 

initial stages of a grand building project that he 

hoped would symbolize the strength of his 

kingdom. But the earth beneath the structure 

shifted ominously; the sand swallowed the pillars 

like a voracious beast. When the king arrived to 

inspect the disaster, intent on understanding where 

he had gone wrong, an unfortunate accident 

awaited him. As he examined the lay of the land 

and the tools scattered about, his Pinky finger met 

the sharp edge of a stone and was severed. The 

king was aghast ð grief-stricken and wracked 

with anger, he wept bitterly and cursed the very 

existence of divine justice. In a fit of rage, he 

summoned a council of his ministers for a 

discussion on the unfortunate turn of events. ñWhy 

must I suffer so?ò he implored, gazing at them with 

searching eyes. ñWhat dreadful failure have I 

committed that has led God to punish me so 

miserably?ò One brave minister responded, ñYour 

Majesty, sometimes, calamity serves a greater 

purpose. As the saying goes, óAll for the best; 

whatever happens, happens for good.ôò A fierce 

argument erupted between the king and the 

minister.  

 

 

 
 

When our homeland was divided into so many 

pieces, was it good?ò King Vikramaditya 

demanded; voice filled with anguish. ñYes,ò the 

minister replied thoughtfully. ñAlthough the 

British were cruel and caused immense suffering 

during their rule, they inadvertently helped 

dismantle some of our worst superstitions ð such 

as child marriage and the practice of widow 

burning. Their presence brought awareness and a 
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chance for modernization, although we paid a 

heavy price for it.ò 

 

 
 

The kingôs displeasure simmered over at this 

perspective, and in a moment of rash judgment, he 

condemned the minister to death. His spirit was 

restless, and cavorted in turmoil, prompting him to 

escape the throes of despair by retreating into the 

depths of the Tadoba jungle, where the illustrious 

Royal Bengal Tigers roamed freely. Amid the 

nocturnal chorus of the wild, King Vikramaditya 

embarked on a hunting expedition. Time slipped 

away, and soon he found himself deep within the 

sprawling wilderness, his hunting party nowhere 

in sight. Night enveloped him, shadows cloaked 

every tree, and the kingôs heart raced with dread. 

He shouted into the darkness, his voice a mere 

whisper against the symphony of nature. Just as 

despair threatened to seep into his soul completely, 

he felt a sharp pain in his neck. An arrow had 

struck him! The world around him faded to black, 

and when he regained consciousness, he found 

himself surrounded by an indigenous tribe. They 

bore expressions of solemn reverence and intent, 

preparing him for a fate he could hardly 

comprehend ð a sacrifice to their gods. The king, 

realizing his dire situation, desperately grasped for 

words, but his pleas fell on deaf ears, his language 

lost to them. ñI can offer gold! Money! Whatever 

you demand, just let me return home,ò he pleaded, 

but they remained unmoved, focused on their 

ritualistic customs. As the Indigenous warriors 

stood ready 

  

 
 

to fulfill their ominous intent, one among them 

paused, noticing something on the kingôs hand ð 

his missing Pinky finger. They held an urgent 

discussion among themselves and concluded that 

he was no longer a complete human and thus not 

worthy of sacrifice. Their ritual was abruptly 

halted, and in disbelief, they set the king free, 

allowing him to return to his kingdom. Returning 

to Chandrapur was a transformative journey for 

King Vikramaditya. As he crossed through the 

gates of his domain, the weight of the past few 

days settled heavily upon him. He had been spared 

from death not by sheer luck, but by the very 

misfortune he had mourned ð the loss of his Pinky 

finger.  In that moment of clarity, the Gond King 

understood the lesson that fate had sculpted 

through trials and tribulations: life was not merely 

about success or failure, but rather about 

perception and gratitude. His focus on the 

negativity had led him astray, and in his anger and 

frustration, he had lost sight of the beauty that 

surrounded him. 

ñSometimes, with our little failures, we grow 

despondent,ò he reflected aloud. ñBut if we pause 

to take stock of what we possess, to express 

gratitude, we can begin to learn from our 

experiences rather than curse them.ò As he moved 

forward, King Vikramaditya became aware of the 

myriad blessings in his life: his loyal subjects, the 
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beauty of his kingdom, and the wisdom he gained 

from his trials. His heart filled with gratitude, he 

returned to his devotion, praying not just for 

personal success, but for the prosperity and 

happiness of his people. 

Moral: In the grand tapestry of life, what we 

perceive as misfortunes may just be woven strands 

of fate, guiding us toward a greater understanding. 

As Thomas Edison once stated, ñI have not failed, 

but found 1000 ways to not make a light bulb.ò In 

every setback lies the seed of growth, urging us to 

rise, learn, and try again. 

 

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

 

ϗϩύσå ζϜϞϩ ϢϚϩη Ϟϩϊϩ 
ϢЇυϱϓϩ Ϣϩϣϩ 

 

ϕϷϠӬ-ӗ 

υҮ-σϔσ: σ 

Ϛ  ϚωϞ ζϻυϞ σϔϩί νσϚϩϞ Ϛѣ Ϟϩϊϩ ϛϱϡϒ 

εϢϳӇ ϣϻϦ ϘϤϻϟϗί ϞϩϊσϩϻϝЉӬ ϓϩϞ νϻσϚϩϻϞη  

Ϝϗϻϝϩυ ϼϗηί τϩϚϩϻϞ ε Ϫψ, ϪϚϡϒӬϓϩϦ ϖϱϻϞ 

ϖϱϻϞ ϞϩϊϩϞ ϢϩӇӬϣϩϪϗ φύϻϓ ϟϩυϻϟϩί 

υҮ-σϔσ: τ 

ϚϩϊϩϞ Ϝϻϗ Ϣϳτ ϼϗη , ϞϩϊϢϛϩϞ Ϣσϻϟη ϛϱϡϒ 

ιϪ҄ќί ϞϩϊϽϚϕӬ ϪϗϦϪϜϓ ϘϞϱЯϩ ϪϗϞϱЯϩ 

σϞϻωϗ πϡϖ-ϘϔӬο Ϫϕϻѧϗ Ϫσ Ϫσωϵϻϓη 

ϚѣϞϩϊϩϞ εϚӇϩϞ ιґϪϓ ϣϻѧ ϗϩί 

υҮ-σϔσ: σ 

ϓϩη ϞϩϊϢϛϩϞ Ϣσϻϟ ϪϜϻϟ ϪϢ҃ϩҍ Ϫϗϻϟϗ ϢϜӆ 

ϚѣϞϩϻϊӬ  

ϼφϩϡϒϩ ϼϕοϦϩ ϣϻϚ, 

υҮ-σϔσ: τ 

ϼϝ ϜϣϩϞϩϊϻσ ϢϳӇ σϞϻϓ ϘϩϞϻϚ ϓϩϻσ ϼϕοϦϩ 

ϣϻϚ ϗυϕ ӍϒЉϜϳСϩ ϘϳϞӃϩϞί 

 

ϕϳϊϗ ϼφϩϡσ Ϛϟϻϓ Ϛϟϻϓ ϑϵσϻϚ ϼϑϩϟ, σϩЅϢϞ 

Ϛϩϊϩϻϓ Ϛϩϊϩϻϓ Ϛϟϻϓ Ϛϟϻϓ νσ ϘϩϠ ϼϔϻσ 

ϑϵϻσ εϗӬϘϩϠ ϪϕϻϦ ϼϚϞ ϣϻϦ ϝϩϻϚ) 

 

ϼφϩϡσ ӗ,Ә: ϖϗӬ Ϟϩϊϩ ϖϗӬ 

ϼϕϠ ϼϊϩϤϩ ϓϩϞ ϾϢϗӬ  

ӗ: Ϙϻϔ φϩϻύ ϼϛϤϩϞ Ϙϩϟ 

Ә: ψϩϡϱϞ υ , ϜϩϬϋϞ ϣϩϟ 

ӗ: φϫύ Ϛϩϫύ υϩϜωϩ ϣϩЅϪϤ 

Ә: Ϣϩϓ Ϝϣϟ ζϻω ϚϩϤϱ 

ӗ: ζϻω ϣϩϪϓ ζϻω ϼφϩϤϩ ί 

Ә: ϼσϚϟ ϼϘϩϤϩ Ϝϳϻτ ϼϘϩϞϩϞ  

ϕϳϜϳϻώϩ ϼϗη εϗӬί  

 

ӗ ο Ә : ϖϗӬ Ϟϩϊϩ ϖϗӬ  

 

Ә: ϑӬϩϜ σϳЅϤ σϳЅϤ Ϛϩϊϗϩ Ϛϩϻϊ 

ӗ: Ϙϻϔ φϩϻύ Ϣϩуϱ Ϣϩϻϊί 

Ә: ϼϠϩϻϗϩ ϢϚϩη σϳϜ ϗϩϜϩ 

ӗ: ϖϞϻϓ ϣϻϚ ϞϩϊϩϞ ϖϩϜϩ 

Ә: ϚϩЅϪϕϻσ ϛϩη ψϟϻϓ Ϝϩϗϩ 

ӗ: Ϣϩϊϻϓ ϣϻϚ ϼϚϩϚϩ σϩϗϩί 

Ә: Ϝӆ Ϟϩϊϩ ϼϣϻϟ ϕϳϻϟ 

ӗ: ϝτϗ ϓτϗ ψϤϩϗ Ϡ϶ϻϟ 

Ә: Ϝϳτϫύ  

ϼτϩϟϩϞ ϊϗӬ 

ӗ ο Ә: ϖϗӬ Ϟϩϊϩ ϖϗӬ  

ϼϠϩϻϗϩ ϢϚϩη σϳϜ ϗϩϜϩ... 

(Ϛϟϻϓ Ϛϟϻϓ εϘϞ ϘϩϠϪϕϻϦ ϼϚϞ ϣϻϦ ϝϩϻϚ) 

(ϜϣϩϜуϱ ο τϩϊϩϗϊϱ ϪϣϢϩϻϚϞ τϩϓϩ ϣϩϻϓ ϜϻѬϞ 

 ν ζϞ ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓ, ϞϩϊϽϚϕӬ ϑϵσϻϓ ϑϵσϻϓ 

ϚϟϻϚ..) 

ϜϣϩϜуϱ: ϼϜϩύϩ εЇϻѡϞ Ϙϳ ӃϩϻϞ σϔϩ ϻϗ 

σϓ ϾϚϕӬ σϪϚϞϩϊη ϼϓϩ νϻϟϩ... 

τϩϊϩϗϊϱ: Ϝ.. Ϫσ ϼσι ϼϓϩ ϜϣϩϞϩϊϻσ ϢϳӇ 

σϞϻϓ ϘϩϞϻϟϩ ϗϩί 

ϞϩϊϽϚϕӬ : ζϢϻϟ ϼϞϩυύϩ ϼϓϩ ϠϩϪϞϞϱσ ϗϦ 

ϜϩϗϪϢσίζϞ ϪϚϘϕύϩ ντϩϻϗη, ϪϚϡґϓϩ ϼϝ 

Фϩϒφϩϓϱ ϼϞϩυί 

Ϣσϻϟ: Ϫσ Ϛϟϻωϗ ϞϩϊϽϚϕӬ!  

ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓ: νϻϞϩυ ϪϗϞϩϜϻϦϞ Ϫσ ϼσϩϻϗϩ ιϘϩϦ 

ϼϗη? 

ϞϩϊϽϚϕӬ : ϼσϩϻϗϩ οϡϳϖ ϼϗη ϊϩϪϗ, ϖϳ νύϵσϳ 

Ϛϟϻϓ ϘϩϪϞ ϜϣϩϞϩϊϻσ ντϗ ϜϩϗϪϢσϛϩϻϚ 

ФϙϳҲ Ϟϩτϻϓ ϣϻϚί 

τϩϊϩϗϊϱ: ϚϟϪωϟϩϜ Ϫσ ϜϣϩϞϩϻϊϞ Ϝϗ ФϢґ 

Ϟϩτϻϓ ФϩϢϩϻϕ ιЂϢϻϚϞ ζϻϦϩϊϗ σϞϻϟ ϣϦ ϗϩ!  

ϞϩϊϽϚϕӬ : ιѺϜ ФӆϩϚ 

ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓ: υϓ ϕϳϚωϻϞϞ τϞϩϦ ϙϢϟ ϛϩϟ ϣϦϪϗ, 

ϗϚϩґ ιЂϢϚο ϣϦϪϗί ϓϩ ϼϢϞσϜ Ϫσωϵ ϝϪϕ 

ζϻϦϩϊϗ σϞϩ ϝϩϦ Ϝҏ ϣϦ ϗϩ! 
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τϩϊϩϗϊϱ : ϼϣ ϼϣ , ϜϣϩϞϩϻϊϞ ϊϗӬ ϗϷϓӬυϱϻϓϞ 

ζϻϦϩϊϗ ϣϻϚ , Ϣϩϻϔ ζϜϩϻϕϞο ϼϣ ϼϣ... 

ϜϣϩϜуϱ: ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓ, τϩϊϩϗϊϱ ιЂϢϻϚϞ 

ζϻϦϩϊϗ σ ϗί  

ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓ, τϩϊϩϗϊϱ : ζϻυӬ ϜϣϩϜуϱί 

 

 

υҮ-σϔσ: σ 

ϼϝϛϩϻϚη ϼϣϩσ ϜϣϩϞϩϊϻσ ϢϳӇ σϞϻϓ ϣϻϚ, ϗϩ 

ϣϻϟ ϞϩϊӬ ψϩϟϻϚ Ϫσ σϻϞ ? ϓϩη ϼϠϡϚϩϻϞϞ Ϝϓ 

ϼψҼϩ νη ζϠϩϦ ϼϝ ϝϪϕ ϜϣϩϞϩϊ ϢϳӇ ϣϻϦ 

ӍϩϛϩϪϚσ ϊϱϚϗ ϝϩϘϗ  σϻϞϗί 

υҮ-σϔσ: τ 

ϓϩη , ϛϱϡϒ ϼϓϩϤϻϊϩϤ  ϣϟ ϞϩϊФϩϢϩϻϕ ; 

ϜϩϢϚӬϩϘϱ ιЂϢϚ ζϻϦϩϊϗ Ϛϻϟ σϔϩ! 

ϚѣϻϕϻϠϞ ϢϜӆ ϗϩϪϜϕϩϜϱ ϗϱ ϪϠҮϱϻϕϞ 

ζϜуϒ ϊϩϗϩϻϗϩ ϣϻϦϻω, ϼϢ νσ ϪϚϞϩύ 

ζϻϦϩϊϗί 

 

ŀ.ϕϷϠӬϩҍϞŀ 

ζϻϟϩ Ϫϗϻϛ ϝϩϻϚ νϚЇ ϘϞϚϓЊ ϕϷϻϠӬϞ ϊϗӬ  ϜѬ 

Ф ϓ σϞϩ ϣϻϚ  

ӛ ύϩ ϼψϦϩϞ Ϙϩϓϩ ϣϻϚ ϜϻѬϞ Ϝϩϋτϩϻϗ ϚϢϻϚϗ 

Ϟϩϊϩ  ϢϩϜϻϗ ϘϝЉϩҖ ϊϩϦυϩ ϔϩϻσ ϗϷϓӬ 

ϘϪϞϻϚϠϻϗϞ ϊϗӬί  

 

ϕϷϠӬ Ә 

Ϟϩϊ ϕϞϚϩϻϞ ϜϣϩϞϩϊϩ, ϜϣϩϜуϱ, 

ϞϩϊϽϚϕӬ,τϩϊϩϗϊϱ ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓ Ϣσϻϟ ϚϻϢ 

ζϻωϗ ϼϜϩϻϜϞ Ϙϳϓϵϟ  ϼϜϩϻϜϞ ϼϕϻϠϞ ϼϜϻϦ 

υϩϗϫύϞ Ϣϩϻϔ ϗϩψ ϘϪϞϻϚϪϠϓ ϣϻϚ ϕϷϻϠӬϞ ϻϓ 

νϚЇ ϗϩϻψϞ ϘϞϘϞ Ϟϩϊϩ Ϛϩϻϕ εϗӬϞϩ ϚϟϻϚ ) 

ϜϣϩϜуϱ: εϢϩϖϩϞϒ  

ϚϩϪσϞϩ: Ϣϩϖϳ, Ϣϩϖϳ ....(ӘϦ υϩϗ σϻϗϩ ϘϩϓϩϞ ϗϳϘϳϞ 

ϘϩϻϦ νϞ Ϣϩϻϔ ϗϩψ ϘϪϞϻϚϠ ϼϠϻϡ Ϟϩϊϩ ϕϩЅϪϤϻϦ 

ϪψЂσϩϞ σϻϞ Ϛϻϟ ιώϻϚϗ) 

Ϟϩϊϩ : ϝϓ ϢϚ ϜϳЁϻτЉϞ ϕϟ ϚҐ σϞ νϢϚ ίϻϓϩϜϞϩ 

ϼσϗ Ϛϳϋϻϓ ψϩηϻωϩ ϗϩ ηϕϩϗϱЇ ζϜϩϞ Ϫσωϵη ϛϩϟ 

ϟϩϻυ ϗϩ ,ζϜϩϞ νσύϵ ϠϩϪҍ ψϩη ϼσϚϟ νσύϵ Ϣϳτ 

ψϩη...... 

ϜϣϩϜуϱ,ϞϩϊϽϚϕӬ : ϜϣϩϞϩϊ Ϡϩҍ ϼϣϩϗ 

 

τϩϊϩϗϊϱ: (νσύϵ ϢϻϞ ϪυϻϦ) ζϞ ϼϓϩ ϼσϩϗ 

ιϘϩϦ Ϟηϟ ϗϩ ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓί(ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓϞ σϩЅϻϖ ϣϩϓ 

ϪϕϻϦ) 

ϢϗӬϩϢϱ: ϼϚϩϜ ϼϛϩϻϟ , ϼϚϩϜ ϼϛϩϻϟ (Ϛϟϻϓ Ϛϟϻϓ 

ϑϵϻσ  ϢҨϳτ ϘϩϻϠ ϕϩЅϪϤϻϦ ϚϟϻϚ) 

νσύϩ ιϘϩϦ ζϻωί ϣӬϩЅ νσύϩη ιϘϩϦ ζϻωί   

ϞϩϊϽϚϕӬ : Ϫσ ϼϢ ιϘϩϦ Ϣϩϖϳ ϚϩϚϩί 

ϢϗӬϩϢϱ: νσϊϗ ФσϷϓ ϢϳϪτ ϜϩϗϳϻϡϞ ϊϩϜϩ νϻϗ, 

Ϟϩϊϩϻσ ϘϞϩϻϓ ϣϻϚ, ϓϻϚη Ϟϩϊϩ ϢϳӇ ϣϻϚ ίϻϚϩϜ 

ϼϛϩϻϟ ϼϚϩϜ ϼϛϩϻϟ ίϚϟϻϓ Ϛϟϻϓ ϼϚϞ ϣϻϦ ϝϩϻϚί  

 

ŀ.ϕϷϠӬϩҍϞŀ 

ϼψϦϩϞ ϻϟϩ ϼϚϞ σϻϞ ϣϻϚ 

ϕϷϠӬ Ә 

υҮ-σϔσ: σ 

 ϢσϻϟϞ ϢϚ ФϻψҼϩη ϝτϗ νϻσ νϻσ ϪϚϙϻϟ 

ϝϩϬѧϟ, ϢґӬϩϢϱϞ σϔϩ ϻϗ ζϚϩϞ ϼϝϗ ζϠϩϞ 

ϢϗЁψϩϞ ϣϟί 

υҮ-σϔσ: τ 

νϚϩϞ ϓϩϞϩ Ϣσϻϟ ϼϚϞ ϣϻϟϗ, νσϊϗ ϢϳϪτ 

ϜϩϗϳϻϡϞ ϊϩϜϩϞ ϼτϩЅϻϊί Ϣσϻϟ ϪϜϻϟ ϢϜӆ 

ϚѣϞϩϊӬ φϳϻϞ φϳϻϞ τϳЅϊϻϓ ϟϩυϻϟϗ ϢϳϪτ 

Ϝϩϗϳϡϻσί 

 

(ϓϩϞϩ ψϩϞϊϗ ϚϩϜ Ϫϕσ ϼϔϻσ  ϜϻѬ ϑϵϻσ νσύϵ 

ϣϩЅύϻϓ ϣϩЅύϻϓ νϪϕσ ϼϢϪϕσ ϼϕτϻϓ ϔϩσϻϚ) 

 

τϩϊϩϗϊϱ : (јϩҍ ӍϻϞ) νϞ ϼϔϻσ ϼϢϩϗϩϞ ϣϪϞϒ 

ϼτϩЅϊϩύϩο Ϝϻϗ ϣϦ εϻϗσ Ϣϣϊ Ϫωϟ 

ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓ : ξ ϼϕτϳϗ- νσϊϗ ϢϳϕϠЉϗ ϝϳϚσ 

νϪϕϻση ζϢϻωί 

ϞϩϊϽϚϕӬ : ψϟϳϗ ϓϩϻσ ϬϊϻаϢ σϪϞί  

ϜϣϩϜуϱ : νη ϼϝ ϛϩη ϗϻωϗ? 

ϢϳϕϠЉϗ ϝϳϚσ: ϣӬϩЅ Ϛϟϳϗί 

ϜϣϩϜуϱ: ζѧϩ ζϘϪϗ ϼϓϩ ϼϕτϻϓ ϼϚϠ ϢϳϕϠЉϗ 

ζϞ ϢҤϕϠϩϟϱ Ϝϻϗ ϣϻѧ, ϪϗҴϦη ζϘϪϗ 

εϻϗσ ϢϳϪτ Ϝϩϗϳϡ, ϓϩη ϗϩ? 

ϢϳϕϠЉϗ ϝϳϚσ : ϼϕτϻϓ ϢϳҏϞ ζϞ ϖϗ ϢҤϕ 

ϔϩσϻϟη Ϫσ Ϝϩϗϳϡ ϢϳϪτ ϣϦ ? ϣϦ ϗϩ! ϊϩϻϗϗ 

ζϜϩϞ Ϝϻϗ εϻϗσ ϕϳ:τ, ζϞ εϔЉ ϪϚϻѺϞ νη 

ϼϗϠϩ ζϜϩϻσ ζϻϞϩ ϕϳ:Ϫτ σϻϞϻωίζϪϜο Ϣϳτ 

τϳЅϬϊ... (Ϛϟϻϓ Ϛϟϻϓ ϼϚϞ ϣϻϦ ϝϩϻϚ) 
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τϩϊϩϗϊϱ : ζϞ ϼϓϩ ϘϩϞϪω ϗϩ ϜуϱϜϠϩηί 

(ϼσϩϜϻϤ ϣϩϓ ϪϕϻϦ ϖϘϩϢ σϻϞ ϚϻϢ ϘϞϻϚ) 

ϜϣϩϜуϱ: ϼτϻϦ ϼτϻϦ ϠϞϱϞύϩ ϝϩ ϚϩϪϗϻϦϻωϗ !  

ϞϩϊϽϚϕӬ: σϓ ϚϻϟϪω νσύϵ σϜ τϩϗί 

ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓ : ιώϵϗ ιώϵϗ, ψϟϳϗ, ζϻϞϩ ϕϳϻύϩ БϩϜ 

ϚϩϪσ ζϻωί  

 

 

(σϷϡϩϒϱ σϩЅϕϻϓ σϩЅϕϻϓ  ϑϵσϻϚ ϐϩϟϩ σ϶ϟϩ ϣϩϻϓ 

ϑϵϻσ νσϘϩϻϠ ϚϢϻϚ) 

ϜϣϩϜуϱ: Ϫϣ ϣϻϦϻω ϓϵϪϜ σϩЅϕϻωϩ ϼσϗ? 

σϷϡϩϒϱ: σϩЅηϕϻϚϩ ϗϩ! ϼυϻϟϩ ϕϳηϚϩϻϞϞ τϞϩϦ ϼϝ 

ЯӬϩϻϓϞ ϼϚϚϩσ ϙϢϟ ϘϳηϤϩ υӬϩϻω , ϪϗϬϊ 

νσϻϚϟϩ τϩϻϦ ϼϘϩϟϩϘϩηϗ ϟϩϻϞ ϕϳϻϚϟϩ 

τϩηϻϓϪϕϓϩϜ; νϚϩϞ ϼϓϩ ϼϢ ζϠϩο ϗϩη ί ζϚϩϞ 

ζϻω ϞϩϊϩϞ ϼϘϦϩϕϩϞ ϛϦ , τϩϊϗϩ Ϫϕϻϓ ϗϩ 

ϘϩϞϪϟ σϻϦϕ σϞϻϚϩίϻυϞϩϻϜϞ ϜϩϗϳϻϡϞϩ Ϙϩϟϩη 

ϝϩηϓӬϩϻω, νϚϩϞ ζϜϩϻϞϩ Ϙϩϟϩηϻϓ ϣϪϚί (ϐϩϪϟ 

σϳϟϩ ϼσϩϜϻϤ ϪϗϻϦ ϕϩЅϪϤϻϦ ϬϊϻаϢ σϞϻϚ) 

ζηѧϩ ζϘϗϩϞϩ ϞϩϊϩϞ ϼϟϩσ ϗϩϪσ? (Ϛϻϟ ϛϦ 

ϼϘϻϦ ϘϩϟϩϻϗϩϞ Ϝϓ σϻϞ ϓ ϣϩЅύϻϚ)  

ϜϣϩϜуϱ: νη ϼϝ σϷϡϩϒϱ ϼϝο ϗϩ ϼϠϩϻϗϩί 

τϩϊϩϗϊϱ : ϓϩη ϼϓϩ ϚϪϟ ФϊϩϞϩ τϩϊϗϩ ϫώσ Ϝϓ 

ϼϕϦ ϗϩ ϼσϗ? 

(σϩώϵϪϞϦϩ  σϩЅϻϖ ϟϩσϞϱ ϪϗϻϦ υϩϗ υϩηϻϓ υϩηϻϓ 

ϑϵσϻϚ-ϼσϩϔϩο ζϜϩϞ ϣϩϪϞϻϦ ϝϩϚϩϞ ϼϗη Ϝϩϗϩ 

Ϝϻϗ Ϝϻϗ υϩϻϗϞ ϢϳϻϞ ϼϜϻϟ ϪϕϟϩϜ νη ϐϩϗϩ Ϝϻϗ 

Ϝϻϗŀ.) 

ϜϣϩϜуϱ : νη ϕϳ:ϼτϞ ϢϜϦ ϼσ νϓ Фϩϒ τϳϻϟ υϩϗ 

υϩϦ? 

ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓ : σϩώϵϪϞϦϩ ϜуϱϜϠϩηί 

ϜϣϩϜуϱ : νη ϼϝ σϩώϵϪϞϦϩ ϼϓϩϜϩϞ Ϝϻϗ νϓ 

ζϗҏ ϼσϗ? 

σϩώϵϪϞϦϩ : ζϪϜ ϢϚ ϢϜϦη ϣϩϪϢ τϳϪϠ ϔϩϪσ, ϼϊϚϗ 

ϼϓϩ νσύϩη ϕϳ:τ σϪϞ Ϫσ ϣϪϚ! 

ϞϩϊϽϚϕӬ : ϛϩϟ Ϛϻϟϻωϩ ϼϓϩ σϩώϵϪϞϦϩ ί 

ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓ : ϓϵϪϜ ϔϩϻσϩ ϼσϩϔϩϦ ? 

σϩώϵϪϞϦϩ: ξ ϼϝ ϗϕϱϞ ϖϩЅϻϞ σϳЅϻϤφϞ, ϼϢτϩϻϗη 

ζϪϜ ϔϩϪσί 

ϜϣϩϜуϱ: ϼϓϩϜϩϞ ϼσϩϗ ϖϗ ϢҤϕ ϗϩη ϓϩο ϓϵϪϜ 

ϢϳϪτ! 

σϩώϵϪϞϦϩ : ν ϪϗϻϦ ζϜϩϞ Ϝϻϗ ϼσϩϗ ϕϳ:τ ϗϩη ί 

νη ϣυϟ Ϫσωϵη ЯϒӇϦϱ, ϜϩϦϩŀζηϊ ζϻω ϼϓϩ 

σϩηϟ ϗϩη ϓϩ ϚϪϟ Ϫσ ϼϊϚϟ ϔϩϪϜ ϔϩϪσ ϗϩϪσ? 

ζϪϜ Ϫϕϗ ζϪϗ Ϫϕϗ τϩη ϘϪϞϚϩϞ ϘϪϞϊϗ ϪϗϦϩ 

νσϢϩϻϔ ϔϩϪσ νη ζϜϩϞ ϠϩϪҍί  

 

 

ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓ : ϓϻϚ ϓϵϪϜ ϢϳϪτ Ϝϩϗϳϡ ϓϩη ϗϩ? 

σϩώϵϪϞϦϩ : ϣӬϩЅ ϚϟϪϓ ϘϩϻϞϗ ί 

τϩϊϩϗϊϱ : νη ϗϩο ϼϜϩϣϞ ζϞ ϼϓϩϜϩϞ υϩϻϦϞ 

ϊϩϜϩύϩ ζϜϩϻϕϞ ϕϩο ί 

σϩώϵϪϞϦϩ : ζϜϩϞ ϼϓϩ ϊϩϜϩ ϗϩηί νσϫύϜϩО Ϫωϟ , 

νσϊϗ ϚϷ҃ Ϡϱϻϓ σҼ Ϙϩϻѧ ϼϕϻτ ϪϕϻϦ ϪϕϪωί  

ϞϩϊϽϚϕӬ : ϼϓϩϜϩϞ νσύϩη ϊϩϜϩ ϓϩο ϪϕϻϦ 

ϪϕϻϦϻωϩ? 

τϩϊϩϗϊϱ : ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓ οЅϻσ ϼϝϻϓ ϼϕϻϚϗ ϗϩ ; οϞ 

ϊϩϜϩ ϼϗη ϼϓϩ Ϫσ ϣϻϦϻω, οϻση ϞϩϊϩϞ σϩϻω 

ϪϗϻϦ ϝϩϻϚϩίϚϻϟ ϋϩϘϫύ ϪϕϻϦ σϩώϵϪϞϦϩϻσ ϖϻϞ 

ϼϚϞ ϣϻϦ ϝϩϻϚί  

 

 

υҮ-σϔσ: σ 

ϝϩσ εϚϻϠϻϡ νσϊϗ ФσϷϓ ϢϳϪτ  

Ϝϩϗϳϡϻσ ϘϩοϦϩ ϼυϻϟϩ ί Ϙϻϔ ϼϝϻϓ ϼϝϻϓ 

σϩώϵϪϞϦϩϻσ ϢϚ ϊϩϗϩϻϗϩ ϣϻϟϩί 

υҮ-σϔσ: τ 

Ϫσ ϊϩϜϩ ϼϓϩ ϘϩοϦϩ ϼυϻϟϩ ϗϩί ϓϩϣϻϟ Ϫσ Ϟϩϊϩ 

ϢϳӇ ϣϻϚϗ ϗϩ! 

υҮ-σϔσ: σ ο τ νσϢϩϻϔ 

ψϟϳϗ ϼϕϪτ Ϫσ ϣϻѧ ϞϩϊФϩϢϩϻϕ? 

(ζϻϟϩ Ϫϗϻϛ ϝϩϻϚ) 

 

ŀ ϕϷϠӬϩҍϞŀ 

 

(Ϝϩϋτϩϻϗ ϞϩϊϩϞ ϊϗӬ ϼψϦϩ ϚϢϩϻϗϩ ϣϻϚί  

ζϻϟϩ ѫϻϟ ιώϻϚ- 

 ϞϩϊϢϛϩϦ Ϟϩϊϩ ϚϻϢ ζϻωϗ; ϘϩϻϠ Ϝуϱ, ϾϚϕӬ, 

ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓ, τϩϊϩϗϊϱ ζϞ Ϣϩϻϔ ϢϳϪτ Ϝϩϗϳϡί) 

 

 

ϜϣϩϞϩϊ: σϩώϵϪϞϦϩ ϼϓϩϜϩϞ σϔϩϦ ζϞ ϚӬϚϣϩϻϞ 

ζϪϜ Ϝϳћ ,ζϜϩϞ Ϝϩϻϋ ϼσϜϗ ϼϝϗ ϘϪϞϚϓЉϗ 

εϗϳϛϚ σϞϪωί ν νσ εϗӬϞσϜ εϗϳϛϵϪϓ ϝϩ 

ζϻυ στϻϗϩ εϗϳϛϚ σϪϞϪϗ, 

ζϪϜ  ϼϝϗ ντϗη ϢϳӇ εϗϳϛϚ σϞϪω ί 
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σϩώϵϪϞϦϩ : ϜϣϩϞϩϊ ϘϷϪϔϚϱϻϓ ζϜϞϩ σϓϪϕϗ ζϞ 

ϚϩЅϪψ ! ϖϗ ϢҤϕ ζϜϩϻϕϞ ϼσϚϟ Ӎϩѧҏ ϼϕϦ, 

Ϣϳτ- ϠϩϪҍ ϼϕϦ ϗϩ ί Ϣσϻϟ Ϣϳϻτ ϕϳ:ϼτ ϪϜϻϟϪϜϻϠ 

ϔϩσϩϻση Ϣϳϻτ ϔϩσϩ Ϛϻϟί  

ϜϣϩϞϩϊ: ϓϵϪϜ ζϜϩϞ ϼψϩτ τϳϻϟ ϪϕϻϦϻωϩ 

σϩώϵϪϞϦϩίϜϣϩϜуϱ, ϼϝϢσϟ Фϊϩ ϞϩϊӬ ϓӬϩυ 

σϻϞϻω ϓϩϻϕϞ ϪϙϪϞϻϦ ζϗϩϞ ϚӬϚϢЁϣϩ σ ϗί 

ϼϢϗϩϘϪϓ, τϩϟ τϗϗ σϻϞ ψϩϻϡϞ ϢϳϚӬӇϩ σ ϗί 

ζϜϩϞ ϞϩϻϊӬ ϼϝϗ ϼσι εϗϩϣϩϻϞ ϔϩϻσί 

τϩϊϩϗϊϱ , Ϟϩϊϻσϩϡ ϼϔϻσ ϖϗϞѼ ФϊϩϻϕϞ 

Ϝϩϻϋ ϪϚϓϞϗ σ ϗί ζϞ ϼϝϗ σϩιϻσ ζϜϩϞ 

ϞϩϊӬ ωϩϤϻϓ ϗϩ ϣϦί 

νη ϼϝ ϞϩϊϽϚϕӬ ζϘϪϗ ζϗҏ ιЂϢϻϚϞ 

ζϻϦϩϊϗ σ ϗί 

Ϣσϻϟ : ζϻυӬ ϜϣϩϞϩϊί 

ϜϣϩϞϩϊ: ζϜϩϞ ϞϩϻϊӬ ϼσι εϗϩϣϩϻϞ ϔϩσϻϚ 

ϗϩ, ϼσιϻσ τϩϊϗϩ Ϫϕϻϓ ϗϩ ϘϩϞϩϞ εϪϛϻϝϩϻυ 

υϷϣϓӬϩυ ϣϻϓ ϣϻϚ ϗϩ; ϢϚϩη ϞϩϊϩϞ Ϝϓ 

ψϟϻϚ,νϻσ εϘϻϞ ϪϜϻϟϪϜϻϠ ϜϣϩϢϳϻτ ϔϩσϻϚ ί 

ζϊ  ϼϔϻσ ϼϓϩϜϞϩ Ϣσϻϟη Ϟϩϊϩί 

Ϟϩϊϩ ϼψϦϩϻϞ ϚϢϻϚ ζϞ υϩϦσϕϟ ϑϵϻσ υϩϗ 

υϩηϻϚ ζϜϞϩ ϢϚϩη Ϟϩϊϩ ζϜϩϻϕϞ νη ϞϩϊϩϞ 

ϞϩϊӬϻѾ, Ϣσϟ ϗϷϓӬϪϠҮϱϞϩ Ϟϩϊϩϻσ ϪφϻϞ ϗϩψ 

σϞϻϚ ϼϠϡ ϘϝЉϩϻϦ Ϟϩϊϩο ϢσϻϟϞ Ϣϩϻϔ ϗϩϻψ 

εЇϠБϣϗ σϞϻϚί  

 
ϪϚ.С.- ϗϩύσϫύ ϪϚτӬϩϓ ϗϩύӬσϩϞ ϜϜϓϩϊ ι҂ϱϗ ζϣϜϕ ϞϪψϓ 

ϢϳϪτ Ϝϩϗϳϡ υϻҮϞ ωϩϦϩ εϚұϻϗ ϞϪψϓ ϣϻϦϻωί 

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

 

The Amazing AI 
Nimisha Debnath, Age - 11 

 

Artificial Intelligence (AI) has been part of our 

lives for decades, often in ways we donôt even 

notice. From movie recommendations on Netflix 

to face recognition on iPhones, AI is deeply 

integrated into our daily routines. But what else 

can AI do? 

What AI Can Do 

AI has the remarkable ability to mimic human 

cognitive functions without making typical errors. 

It operates continuously, unlike the human brain, 

and excels in machine learning, natural language 

processing, and image generation. AI is also 

making significant contributions in fields like 

healthcare, finance, transportation and what not. 

The Dangers of AI 

Despite its many benefits, AI also poses several 

risks. Key concerns include AI terrorism, 

deepfakes, and privacy issues. Privacy is perhaps 

the most alarming. For example, iPhones use face 

recognition to unlock devices, which might seem 

convenient but also presents a risk. If someone else 

gains access to your phone, they could potentially 

use your face to access sensitive information, like 

your bank account. 

Have you ever noticed ads for things youôve 

discussed appearing on your devices? This can be 

unsettling because it suggests your device might 

be listening in on your conversations. Similarly, if 

someone steals a device with voice recognition 

capabilities, they could misuse your voice to 

impersonate you and access your personal 

information. 

The Future of AI 

Currently, AI is making strides in predicting 

natural disasters and assisting in cancer research. 

Looking ahead, AI is likely to become even more 

transformative, potentially enabling faster and 

more accurate diagnoses and innovative 

treatments. 

These advancements highlight some of the 

incredible possibilities AI holds. It's crucial that as 

we move forward, we ensure AI is used ethically 

and responsibly, avoiding threats and instead 

harnessing its potential for the benefit of humanity. 

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

 
Artworks: Ved Shikari , Age - 12 
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When the Waves Hit 
Ruwan Barua (Dibbo), Age - 11 
 

A long while ago there lived a young upstart sailor 

named James, just starting to make his way in the 

world. With no family or friends, he lived a lonely 

existence. Dreaming of the sea was Jamesô only 

escape. Well, that and his reading. He loved to read 

anything he could get his hands on ï dramas, 

novels, even comics! But his favorite thing to read 

was ancient diaries he found in the local library of 

old sailorôs adventures in the majestic Red Sea. He 

would sit up at night by candlelight and devour 

them for hours, the stories fueling his love for the 

sea even more. 

On a wet and stormy night James was walking by 

the docks, watching all the big boats prepare for 

their voyages. ñHey!ô yelled a voice behind him. 

ñYou looking for a job young man? We need 

another deckhand to come out right now, we are 

down a shipmate. You look strong.ò Before he 

could get any words out to reply, Jamesô legs 

began sprinting so fast, taking him towards the 

ship in excitement. ñI take that as a yes,ò the man 

mumbled under his breath. 

As the ship set sail, the rest of the crew welcomed 

James and showed him around the deck. His job 

was to scrub the decks, tie the ropes, and do 

anything else the captain asked. It would be 

tedious work, but James couldnôt believe his luck! 

After his short tour of the deck, he was shown to 

his sleeping quarters below. ñYou rest up now, Iôll 

take the first watch,ò said Patrick, his deckmate. 

ñWe can swap shifts in a few hours. You better be 

ready.ò For the first time in a long while, James 

felt content and blissful, and sleep came easily ï 

he felt at home. 

BANG! CRASH! James awoke with a thud. He 

has been thrown to the floor. ñHELP, PLEASE 

HELP!ò He heard being screamed from above. 

James tried to run but immediately fell. He was 

being thrown from side to side and could barely 

stand up straight. The yelling and screaming got 

louder as he finally got the balance to make his 

way up the stairs. óITôS TOO LATE, WE ARE 

GOING DOWN!ò When James appeared from 

below deck, he saw everyone scattered, 

scrambling to save themselves. ñSave yourself 

young man!ò yelled Patrick when he saw James. 

ñWeôve hit a rock and been taken by the sea.ò 

ñWhat do you mean?ô James replied. ñSomeone 

tell me whatôs going on!ò he pleaded. But to the 

rest of the crew, he was invisible. It was every man 

for themselves. As he looked up, he saw giant 

waves crashing all around them. It was like a 

whirlpool of red water, swishing them around like 

they were nothing.  A dark shadow lurked high 

behind him, a wall of red water stood high and with 

one last big breath, the wave took James down, 

down, down. 

James felt peaceful and warm. As he opened his 

eyes, he saw blue skies and felt the sun beaming 

down on him, warming his bones. He sat up with 

a jolt, immediately remembering the events of the 

night before. How did he get here? Where was 

everyone else? What happened to the ship? He 

looked around ï sand, palm trees, and no one else 

in sight. ñHello? Anyone there?ò No reply. He 

stood up and to his surprise, he was completely 

uninjured, apart from a couple of scrapes and 

bruises. He began to search the shore for signs of 

any of his crewmates, hoping with all his might 

that he was not alone there. He walked for hours 

searching, screaming, and pleading for any sign of 

life. Just when he was about to give up hope, James 

spotted something sticking out of the sand. It 

looked like a book. As he got to his knees and dug 

it out of the sand, he read the title, Diary of Laura 

ï My Adventure in the Red Sea. 

  

James sat in the sand and began reading the diary. 

It seemed to be the words of a young girl, aged 12, 

named Laura. She wrote about how she had 

washed up on an island after being crushed by 

waves on her familyôs ship. James was intrigued 

that he appeared to be in the same situation as 

Laura. 

The diary spanned 77 pages, each page detailing a 

different day on the island. James restricted 

himself to reading one day of the diary at a time, 

to make it last. James read about how Laura 

survived. She learned to catch fish with a stick that 

she carved into the shape of a hook, she threw 

rocks at the palm trees to knock down coconuts to 

drink the water from inside them and built a shelter 

from old palm leaves, some boulders, and sticks. 

He too learned to catch the fish with a stick, knock 

coconuts down to drink, and make a shelter out of 

palm leaves he found lying on the island. 
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The 77th page of Sofiaôs diary was the day she was 

rescued from the island. At last, James had hope 

that he too would be rescued. But it was not to be. 

After 104 days, the fish began to swim away, the 

coconuts stopped growing and the shelter fell. It 

had been 6 days since James had eaten, 4 days 

since he had anything to drink, and 3 days since he 

last slept. His hope was cast away. His body was 

frail, exhausted, and in need of help. As he laid his 

head down on the sand for what he had accepted 

would be his last night on earth, he thought he 

caught a glimmer of something in the ocean far 

away, a shipôs sail maybe? But his eyes could not 

stay open, his body too weak to yell and his spirit 

decimated. The blackness overcame him. 

Once again, James awoke. How can this be? he 

thought to himself. Please not again, I cannot take 

this island any longer. But as he slowly opened his 

eyes, it was not the island. He saw lights, white 

walls, windows and people buzzing around busily. 

ñSir, sir, how are you feeling?ò said a soft, female 

voice. 

ñWhere am I?ò James asked. ñHow long have I 

been here?ò ñYou are in the Seaweed Bay 

Hospital,ò she replied. ñOh, thank you, thank you 

for rescuing me! I thought I would never get off 

that island,ò The nurse looked confused. ñIsland? 

No sir, you were pulled from the sea last night after 

your ship capsized. You have been here just a few 

short hours now.ò ñNo, you must be mistaken,ò 

James replied. ñAfter our ship sunk, I washed up 

on an island and have been there for months!ò ñI 

can assure you; you did not touch an island. I was 

here myself when the ambulance brought you and 

your crewmates in. You were wet from the ocean 

and mumbling about diaries, you were delirious. 

Just rest up now and Iôll bring you something to 

eat,ò said the nurse in a caring tone, and she left 

the room. 

James was silent. He couldnôt believe what he was 

hearing. Had it all been a dream? But it felt so real! 

Just then he saw Patrick, his deck mate from the 

ship, walk past his room. ñPatrick,ò he called. 

Patrick stopped in the doorway. ñJames, thank 

goodness you are okay! What a great first trip, hey 

buddy! Thatôs one youôll never forget,ò he 

chuckled. ñEveryone is okay mate, we were all 

rescued by a nearby helicopter, pulled out of the 

ocean and we were all brought here. The ship ainôt 

so lucky though.ò ñSo, there was no island then?ò 

James asked. ñNo mate, you gave us all a good 

laugh last night mumbling about some island, you 

must have been having a good old dream. Iôll leave 

you to get some sleep now, sounds like you need 

it.ò 

As James rolled over, he started to think everyone 

was right. It must have been a dream. The island, 

the diary, everything. Just then, the nurse came 

back with some food. ñHere you go, this will make 

you feel better. Oh, and you had a book with you 

when you were rescued, Iôve put it in the top 

drawer next to your bed.ò James opened the 

drawer, took out the book read the title, and gasped 

Diary of Laura ï My Adventure in the Red Sea. 

The nurse gave him a wink, as she set down his 

food tray. He looked at her nametag . . . ñLauraò. 

The End. 

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

The Beauty of Bangladesh 
Joyoti Sarker, Age - 12 
 

In the heart of Bangladesh rivers flow, 

Fields of fragrant flowers grow, 

The Padmaôs grace, the Sundarbunsô shade, 

By Mother Nature, your beauty made, 

Lush gardens stretched on emerald plains, 

While monsoon rains renew the grains, 

Coxôs Bazar is serene and grand, 

Where Dhakaôs vibrant crowds and markets 

stand, 

Bengaliôs melody, an Imeless song, 

In every word, traditions strong 

A land of dreams, of hope, of light, 

Bangladesh, you shine so bright, 

Where ancient traditions and warmth are attached 

The beauty of Bangladesh is unmatched. 

 

    
Art work : Panna Barua Liza  



                                                                                                                                                        

21                                                             
 

The Mysterious Shoe 
Aaron Saha, Age - 13 
 

You see, many people would be thinking that this 

shoe is ordinary. You might be thinking at this 

moment itôs got to do nothing with this, and it will 

be another boring story. But listen to me very 

carefully, because this story could impact peopleôs 

lives. They would think this is a real thing and 

might want to see if it could happen to them 

because this is the story oféé Shoe 987! 

It was a rainy morning when Jack woke up. He 

hadnôt after all been really surprised because it had 

been raining very hard and hailing as well. When 

he got up, he could hear his older brother snoring 

from at least 10 meters away from his room. The 

only thing his big brother was good at was 

sleeping. Sleeping was the thing he was an expert 

at. He silently crept up into his room to scare him 

but instantly regretted it when he turned the other 

way which was the direction that his brother was 

facing him. Jack was trying so hard not to make a 

noise because his brother WOULD GET MAD 

AND YOU WOULD NOT WANT TO SEE HIM 

VERY MAD! His snoring was getting SO LOUD 

that it looked as if he was going to get another 

headache which Jack did not prefer. He got out 

there as fast as he could before anything could get 

him into trouble. 

After a few hours, his parents were starting to 

wake up. Normally, Jack would go to their room 

and see what valuables and family memories they 

had but today, Jack felt like he shouldnôt because 

his parents work super early and come late at 

home, so he decided not to bother them. 

ñGood morning, Jack,ò said his mum and dad, 

tirelessly 

ñMorning guysò, said Jack back to them. 

Leaving his parents alone, Jack decided to go on 

the morning walks that he did every day. Since 

today was a weekend, he could walk for as long as 

he wanted before it was lunch. Walking was very 

fun and soothing for Jack because he always went 

to this lake where there were hidden and secret 

things people normally threw when they didnôt use 

it anymore. Jack liked that lake, so he decided to 

head there and check what had been added to this. 

After a few minutes, he finally arrived. This time, 

it was looking for empty today. Jack was looking 

everywhere and couldnôt find anything at all. Not 

even a single item could be spotted by him. He 

eventually decided to give up until he found 

something which wouldnôt surprise anyone in any 

matter. A shoe. A Normal ordinary shoe. Jack 

couldnôt even bother looking at it, so he just 

decided to leave but he started to hear a peculiar 

noise coming from the boot. At first, Jack thought 

he was hallucinating because this noise was very 

strange and thought maybe it was coming from his 

dreams but going closer to the boot made it 

obvious it was coming from there. Suddenly, a 

blue light came from the sky and SHOOK THE 

SHOE! By now, it was starting to get creepy. Just 

then, everything went back to normal as if nothing 

had happened. But Jack knew hidden secrets were 

happening to this boot. He decided to take it home 

and examine it further to find out if anything was 

acting strange. 

After reaching home, his mom and dad were 

watching TV. His parents just smiled at him and 

glanced at him. He went into his room and wasnôt 

surprised that his brother was still sleeping. He 

took a closer look at the shoe and then realized that 

it had something written on the side of it. It looked 

like it was read in Greek, so he decided to use 

Google Translate to find out. When he translated 

it, he couldnôt believe it! This boot came from 

Neptune! Somehow, it landed, and it read clearly 

on Google Translate that this boot was worth more 

than 10 million Dollars! He couldnôt believe his 

eyes. They were going to get rich, and his parents 

were going to be so proud of him. Just now, there 

was a knock on the door. At first, Jack thought it 

was for the mail since they only rang it once, but 

the door alarm kept ringing repeatedly! His parents 

went to check who it was, and it was an 

archaeologist. The badge read its name Dr Moka 

Zoopery. He came here to check that there was a 

boot that was supposed to be given to him. When 

Jack heard this, he ran at that instant moment. He 

escaped through the backyard before his parents 

could come. There was no way he would be giving 

a boot to him. It didnôt even look like he was a real 

archaeologist. His parents were looking for him, 

but he already left. He was waiting for that 

óArchaeologistô to leave. 

After waiting, he decided to go back in, and HE 

WAS STILL THERE! His parents spotted them 

and started asking where he was. His parents told 

him to give the shoe to him, but Jack started acting 
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stubborn here and said no. His parents tried to say 

it to him in a nice manner, but Jack started shouting 

and then this was the exact moment his big brother 

got woken up. His parents started getting 

aggressive with him and Jack got cornered. He 

eventually had to give the boot and was so sad. 

What would happen if he was not a real 

archaeologist? What happens if it was a robber in 

disguise? These thoughts started hitting Jack hard 

and he got mad and upset. He at least lost 10 

million dollars that was worth of selling. He 

needed to come up with a plan. And this plan was 

going to require a lot of action. And this is 

whereé. 

                                                                                

PART 2 

                                                                           

Coming up 

                                                                           

Fight Back! 

 
 

 
 

Artwork: Joyoti Sarker , Age - 12 
 

The Safari Adventures of Zac, Sam, 

James, and Rocko 
Pranshul Ghosh (Shobdo), Age - 8 
 

Chapter 1 

Boring 

Everyone went crazy as they bashed into each 

other because they were playing with safari toys. 

It went crazy until Sam began to sing "Uncle Moti 

is so naughty." Suddenly Everyone rushed to look 

at Sam. With a boring shock, Moti just appeared 

from nowhere. Everyone did an angry stare at 

Sam. Sam gulped and the others wanted to do 

something to Sam and they were all thinking of 

something else. "Let's go to Africa" said Moti 

putting expression and wearing an African dusty 

cowboy hat. The children went with Moti and to 

the airport.  

 

Chapter 2 

Action in the airport  

When they went to the airport. Moti was so 

hungry, and he saw a vending machine, he just ran 

to the machine lifted it, and ate everything in it the 

children were so embarrassed, lucky no one saw 

them. Suddenly everyone saw Moti Walk away 

from the empty machine and jump on Moti. Pow! 

As everyone jumped on Moti's fat tummy. They 

bounced off his tummy and landed harder than 

before. Kaboom! There was dust everywhere 

because Moti was mushed up on the ground. 

'Oooph!' He said with a light voice fainting. The 

children were in chaos, and they were biting their 

lips, so they wouldn't laugh. Moti's clothes were 

ripped off and now he was sulking, and he was a 

bit embarrassed. Suddenly the plane landed, and 

they went inside the plane.  

  

Chapter 3 

Doomed on Mount Everest 

They went on the plane and the plane started to 

move. 'Roar!' As the plane rushed out everyone 

was squashed in their seats. They were in the 

middle of the sky. Suddenly a storm hit. 'Bang!' As 

the lightning hit the plane's wings they landed on 

the mountain. 'Boom!' the plane crashed on a 

mountain and everyone closed their eyes because 

it was a wild landing!  

Suddenly Sam was the first one to open his eyes.  

"Are we still alive?" said Sam almost with a faint 
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voice. "Why are we talking if we are still alive" 

groaned James. Sam did a cranky stare at James.  

James gulped, and they went outside the plane; 

dizzy.  

  

Chapter 4 

Africa  

Sam bought a cardigan, but now it was dusty 

because of that wild plane ride! Sam ran to Moti 

and kicked him into the ocean because he ruined 

Sam's cardigan. Lucky Moti didn't fall out of the 

mountain. "We'll have to camp here," said Moti.  

"Camp! Nooooooh!" Shouted Zac as he felt like he 

lost his favorite simulation. They camped on 

Mount Everest. It was moonless and Sam and Moti 

were squabbling. "Why didn't you bring 

marshmallows,ò said Sam. "I didn't know we 

needed that" gulped Moti. "You could just have 

bought a backup!"  Shouted Sam. "Oh! I didn't 

think of that" gulped Moti. "You cou-" paused 

Sam as Zac spoke in. "Stop! Stop squabbling!" 

Shouted Zac. James and Rocko were throwing 

rocks in the ocean and raced who could throw 

further. Moti put all the baldachins and it costed  

$1000000000000000000000000000 (Nonillion) 

and it was so ponderous. The problem was that it 

was like a sofa. It was morning, the children woke 

up and ran to Africa and they were running on 

water. They can't carry Moti, so they kicked Moti 

to Africa, and they ran with Moti flying. Suddenly 

they reached to Africa.  

 

Chapter 5 

The fiercen cat monster 

They ended up on a grassland and were on top of 

a cheetah! Moti wasn't on top of the cheetah and 

the cheetah ripped Moti's pants off. 'Thump!' 

'Thump!' Suddenly the children looked up and saw 

the fiercest cat monster and it kicked Moti back to 

the house and the house got wrecked, lucky it was 

Moti's house. The monster razed up its sharp claws 

and ripped Sam's clothes off. Kabang! As the 

monster stomped its giant foot it squashed the 

cheetah! Zac was good at kicking, so he kicked the 

monster and it flew right over to Australia where 

Moti was. Slam! As the monster slammed into 

Moti its razor-sharp claws dug into Moti's bones! 

The children have seen all of them with Zac's 

binoculars. "Ooh!" As the children said together at 

the same time the monster dug its claws into Moti's 

bones.  

  

Chapter 6 

The stampede 

Suddenly it was a tsunami wave, and it was huge! 

"Run!" Shouted Rocko. "We have nowhere to 

run!" Replied Zac because it was already here. 

'Splash!' As the tsunami wave hit the grassland, it 

turned into a river! The children were floating 

there, and they were heading to sea. They couldnôt 

run because the water was so quick. They did a 

wild leap, and they landed on an elephant. Pow! 

As the children slammed the elephant now it 

started stampeding! "Ah! Stampeding elephant!" 

Shouted James. The elephant kicked them off and 

they landed. 'Boom!' they landed on the grass 

almost splashing on the lake. "Hey where's Sam" 

asked Rocko confused. "AH!" A voice came and a 

figure crashed into Rocko. "Oh here you are," said 

Rocko fainting.  

  

Chapter 7 

The Wizard 

"Let's go," said Zac. "Hey wait; where's Rocko and 

Sam?" Said James. Suddenly Zac turned back and 

saw everyone disappear! Suddenly behind Zac, a 

bat hit him and he fainted with a "Thud!"  

Suddenly Zac woke up dizzy and saw he was in a 

cabin that was dusty, filled with cobwebs and 

slime! Zac saw that he was trapped and his 

brothers too! He kicked Sam and he woke up then 

kicked and kicked when everyone woke. Sam did 

a dramatic kick that they were unlocked. 

'Kaboom!' a wizard appeared from nowhere and 

made a humongous crack in the wall! "Hey! Hey! 

Hey!  

Who's here" groaned the wizard with an evil laugh.  

Suddenly Zac punched the wizard, and it went to 

outer space. The children cheered at Zac as he 

kicked the wizard to outer space and the wizard 

suddenly landed on Moti and bashed him. 'Bash!' 

As the wizard hit Moti Moti was exhausted!  

Chapter 8 

Home 

The children ran on the ocean back home and 

suddenly reached Australia but on the wrong coast. 

They walked and walked until they reached home. 

They felt like they were going to faint. They 

opened the door and saw Moti standing. The 
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children went to bed to have a rest, and they slept 

in 9:00 morning!  

Chapter 9 

Celebrate 

The children woke up and went to Moti and Sam 

said, "Time to celebrate!" Moti was bored when he 

heard that. They started to sing "Uncle Moti is so 

naughty!" And they sang until bedtime. 

 

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

 

Exploring the Depths of Indian 

Philosophy: Advaita Vedanta, Yoga, 

Ayurveda, Bhagavad Gita, and Bhakti 
Monobrata Saha 

 

Exploring the Depths of Indian Philosophy: 

Advaita Vedanta, Yoga, Ayurveda, Bhagavad 

Gita, and Bhakti 

Indian philosophy is a vast ocean of spiritual 

wisdom, encompassing various schools of thought 

and practices that have shaped the lives of millions 

over millennia. Among the many traditions, 

Advaita Vedanta, Yoga, Ayurveda, the Bhagavad 

Gita, and Bhakti hold significant places, each 

offering unique insights into the nature of 

existence, the path to liberation, and the art of 

living a balanced life. This essay explores these 

interconnected aspects of Indian philosophy, 

highlighting their contributions to spiritual and 

physical well-being. 

 

Advaita Vedanta: The Non-Dual Philosophy 

Advaita Vedanta, one of the most profound and 

influential schools of Indian philosophy, is a non-

dualistic system that teaches the oneness of the 

individual soul (Atman) and the ultimate reality 

(Brahman). The term "Advaita" literally means 

"not two," signifying that there is no separation 

between the self and the divine. This philosophy 

was expounded by the great sage Adi 

Shankaracharya in the 8th century, who 

comprehensively interpreted the Upanishads, the 

Brahma Sutras, and the Bhagavad Gita. 

At the core of Advaita Vedanta lies the idea that 

the world as we perceive it is an illusion (Maya), 

and the true reality is the unchanging, eternal 

Brahman. When seen through the lens of 

ignorance (Avidya), the individual soul appears to 

be separate from Brahman, leading to the cycle of 

birth, death, and rebirth (Samsara). Liberation 

(Moksha) is achieved through the realization that 

the self is not distinct from Brahman but is 

identical to it. This realization is not merely 

intellectual but experiential, attained through self-

inquiry, meditation, and the guidance of a realized 

teacher (Guru). 

 

Yoga: The Path to Union 

Yoga, a term derived from the Sanskrit root "yuj," 

meaning "to yoke" or "to unite," is both a 

philosophy and a practice that seeks to unite the 

individual soul with the divine. While yoga is 

often associated with physical postures (asanas), it 

is, in fact, a comprehensive system that 

encompasses physical, mental, and spiritual 

practices aimed at self-realization. 

The ancient sage Patanjali codified the practice of 

yoga in the "Yoga Sutras," where he outlines the 

eightfold path (Ashtanga Yoga) consisting of 

Yama (moral restraints), Niyama (observances), 

Asana (posture), Pranayama (breath control), 

Pratyahara (withdrawal of the senses), Dharana 

(concentration), Dhyana (meditation), and 

Samadhi (absorption or union). Each stage of this 

path is designed to purify the body and mind, 

leading the practitioner toward a state of inner 

peace and ultimate union with the divine. 

Yoga is closely linked with Advaita Vedanta, as 

both systems emphasize the importance of self-

realization and the dissolution of the ego. Through 

disciplined practice, yoga enables the practitioner 

to transcend the limitations of the physical and 

mental realms, facilitating the direct experience of 

the non-dual reality. 

 

Ayurveda: The Science of Life 

Ayurveda, meaning "the science of life," is an 

ancient system of medicine that originated in India 

over 5,000 years ago. It is based on the principle 

that health and well-being depend on a delicate 

balance between the body, mind, and spirit. 

Ayurveda seeks to maintain this balance by 

promoting harmony between the individual and 

the environment. 

The foundation of Ayurveda lies in the concept of 

the three doshasðVata (air and ether), Pitta (fire 

and water), and Kapha (water and earth)ðwhich 

are the fundamental energies governing the body 

and mind. Everyone has a unique constitution 
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(Prakriti) determined by the predominance of one 

or more doshas. Imbalances in the doshas lead to 

disease, and Ayurveda aims to restore balance 

through diet, lifestyle, herbal remedies, and 

detoxification practices. 

Ayurveda is not merely a system of medicine but 

a way of life that emphasizes the prevention of 

illness through holistic living. It is deeply 

connected to yoga and meditation, as mental and 

spiritual health are considered essential 

components of overall well -being. 

 

Bhagavad Gita: The Song of the Divine 

The Bhagavad Gita, often referred to as the "Gita," 

is one of the most revered texts in Indian 

philosophy. It is a 700-verse dialogue between 

Prince Arjuna and Lord Krishna, set on the 

battlefield of Kurukshetra. The Gita addresses the 

moral and philosophical dilemmas faced by 

Arjuna as he prepares to engage in battle, serving 

as a guide to righteous living and spiritual 

enlightenment. 

The Gita presents various paths to spiritual 

realization, including the path of knowledge 

(Jnana Yoga), the path of devotion (Bhakti Yoga), 

the path of selfless action (Karma Yoga), and the 

path of meditation (Dhyana Yoga). It teaches that 

the ultimate goal of life is to realize one's divine 

nature and to act by that realization. 

The Gita is closely aligned with the principles of 

Advaita Vedanta, as it emphasizes the importance 

of recognizing the self's unity with Brahman. It 

also introduces the concept of surrendering to the 

divine will, which is central to the practice of 

Bhakti Yoga. 

 

Bhakti: The Path of Devotion 

Bhakti, or devotion, is a central aspect of Indian 

spirituality that emphasizes love and devotion to a 

personal god. The Bhakti movement, which began 

in South India around the 7th century and spread 

across the country, was characterized by its 

emphasis on emotional surrender and the direct 

experience of the divine through devotion. 

Bhakti Yoga, as outlined in the Bhagavad Gita, is 

the path of love and devotion towards a personal 

deity, often manifesting in practices such as 

chanting, singing, prayer, and ritual worship. 

Unlike the intellectual approach of Jnana Yoga or 

the disciplined practices of Karma and Dhyana 

Yoga, Bhakti Yoga is accessible to all, regardless 

of caste, creed, or gender. It offers a path to 

liberation through the power of love and devotion, 

which are seen as potent means of overcoming the 

ego and realizing the divine presence in all beings. 

 

Conclusion 

Advaita Vedanta, Yoga, Ayurveda, the Bhagavad 

Gita, and Bhakti represent different yet 

interconnected strands of Indian philosophy, each 

contributing to a holistic understanding of the self 

and the universe. Advaita Vedanta offers a 

profound metaphysical insight into the nature of 

reality, while Yoga provides practical tools for 

achieving union with the divine. Ayurveda 

emphasizes the importance of balance and 

harmony in maintaining health, and the Bhagavad 

Gita serves as a timeless guide to righteous living 

and spiritual growth. Bhakti, with its emphasis on 

love and devotion, offers a path to divine 

communion accessible to all. 

Together, these traditions form a rich tapestry of 

wisdom that continues to inspire and guide seekers 

on the path to self-realization and holistic well-

being. 
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Vast Australia 
Sreyoshi Sen (Mohor), Age - 12 

 

Isolated rock 

Stories carried through your cracks 

Red sands surround you 

  

Underwater realm 

It thrives with sea animals 

Coral dreams in blue 

  

Wind carries secrets 

The three sisters stand in stillness 

Blue haze wraps the peaks 

  

Terrain draped in mist 

Ancient trees carry secrets 

Wild whispers linger 

  

Bondi's warm embrace 

Laughter, sunlight, surfing blend 

Waves kiss golden sands 

  

From deserts to reefs 

Wild whispers of red and blue 

Vast Australia 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

Artwork: Ruwan Barua Dibbo, Age - 11 
 

 

 

The glitched sun 
Rishan Talukder, Age ï 10 

 

The unusual gold glow 

Is making corruption flow  

All dark shadows lighten around 

With a glimmering purple sound 

  

Days after day dilapidated titans form 

Cursed animals make rays and Zeus creates glum 

storms 

All hope is lost  

So much was at the cost 

  

Melancholic souls become eerie  

The world has become dark 

Nothing is a holy fairy 

Radiant waves are now a bloodshot mark 

  

Wishful Survivors are begging for help 

Nostalgic times are melancholic kelp 

Earth is dripping with black sweat 

Humans are now the sun's pet 

  

The old, demolished trees are a bust 

The clouds are filled with indigo dust 

Everything is now a worst glitch 

All the screams are a high pitch 
 

 

 

 

 
 

Artwork:  Aapti Mistry , Age - 10 
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CROW AND MIRROR  
Prithul Bisshay Bose, Age - 16 
 

In a time far away, a place long ago, 

A sad crow found a beautiful mirror. 

ñOô mirror, Oô mirror,ò the crow cawed, 

ñWhy do you reflect my visage? 

My clipped wings and broken beak? 

My feathers without luster?ò 

The mirror spoke with the crowôs image. 

ñLittle crow, 

Donôt you understand? 

I am a trick of the light, 

If you do not wish to see your image, 

It only requires a change in perspective.ò 

The crow did not understand the mirror, 

With its broken beak and clipped wings, 

So, it flew away and ran from the sight of itself. 

For a long time, the crow did not return, 

The mirror continued, unbroken, 

Until one day the crow returned. 

ñOô mirror, Oô mirror,ò the crow asked, 

ñWhat do you see when I am not here?ò 

Once again, the mirror spoke. 

ñDonôt you understand, little crow? 

I have no eyes to see, 

No ears to hear, 

No mouth to speak with, 

I am constant, unmoving,ò 

ñIs it not painful?ò the crow questioned, 

ñTo watch the world, go by? 

Unable to speak, 

Talk, move with it?ò 

The mirror chuckled, 

ñChange is the privilege of the living, 

I merely observe, 

A single perspective, 

Constant, unchanging.ò 

The crow thought for a bit, 

Bandage over its eye, 

Scars, young and old marring its aged form, 

Until it had an idea. 

ñOô mirror, Oô mirror, 

What if I showed you new perspectives? 

Gave you many reflections at once?ò 

The mirror laughed, a hearty chuckle, 

Without any heart, 

ñLittle crow, 

Would you shatter me? 

Break me into a thousand pieces? 

So, you may see a perspective 

Where are you happy? You 

Are welcome to try, but I am not 

Easy to break.ò 

The crow was surprised to be seen through, 

Easily, by the mirror, 

So, the crow would be honest, 

ñOô mirror, my life 

Is naught but tragedy, 

Hardship after hardship, 

All I ask is a single chance, 

To make things right with 

The past I left behind.ò 

The mirror, reflector of the word, 

Only offered a single warning, 

ñBreak me if you must, 

Little crow, 

But know that it will not bring 

That which you seek, 

So desperately. 

You will cast the future 

Into doubt, uncertainty, 

Every outcome, 

Every possibility, 

All at once, across the 

Shards of glass. 

They will hate you, little crow, 

And you will become nothing 

But a shattered reflection, 

Of what you are now.ò 

The crow did not hesitate, 

Did not doubt, 

ñOô mirror, if I didnôt 

At the very least try, 

I will forever regret it. 

No matter what it costs, 

I will seize the possibility, 

To fix what was wrong.ò 

And so, with a final caw of farewell, 

The crow struck the glass with all its might, 

Once, twice, thrice, 

Again, and again. 

ñFoolish crow, 

I cannot break,ò 

The mirror taunted, 

Yet the crow kept striking, 

With broken beak and dull talons, 

With matte feathers and clipped wings, 

He struck until all that was left in the world 

Was himself and his reflection. 
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Until finally, he struck true, 

And a lightning-shaped crack, 

Snaked through the mirror, 

Like lightning through the earth, 

Like a vein, carrying blood. 

Small shards flew free, into the crows 

Feathers and skin, 

Reflected everything but the crow, 

The mirror did not speak, 

For it had no mouth, 

No eyes, no ears, 

There was only shattering glass. 

Finally, the crow broke the mirror 

So thoroughly, that only shards remained. 

But nothing was left of the crow, 

Who destroyed his reflection, 

Only the glass that went free, 

Stuck itself in his flesh, 

Left an echo of what he was, 

A broken reflection. 

Nothing left but a fragment. 

 

 

 
 

Artwork: Prithul Bisshay Bose, Age - 16 

The Glowing Light Toé  
Aapti Mistry , Age - 10 

 

On the full night of the Winter Solstice came the 

death of one person who didnôt know or care about 

the Winter Solstice or thought it was pointless to 

have a Winter Solstice. She would strike death 

behind youré 

It was the Day of the Winter Solstice and I was not 

excited at all for this. I thought the Summer 

Solstice was much better because there were more 

days and fewer nights. I was wondering all year 

why Winter Solstice happened and today I wanted 

to ask my Mum. 

  

ñMum, why do we have a stupid Winter Solstice?ò 

I said while I tied up my leather boots. ñMy Mum 

dropped her jacket on the crusty, musty floor. 

ñDonôt ever say that ever again!ò She bellowed. 

My Mum was now gone into the inky blackness. 

  

My Mum was full of mysteries herself and she had 

a suspenseful characteristic, but I didnôt care about 

the mysteries she said to me once in a while. I went 

outside because it was time for the Winter Solstice. 

  

I was walking down the snowing street with 

snowmen and lots of white trees around me. I kept 

on wondering why is a Winter Solstice even a 

thing, but then I saw a gleaming, glistening, 

luminous light. I wanted to follow the light. 

Anyway, it was much better than going to the 

stupid Winter Solstice. 

  

I ran to the glowing, luminous light but it was 

really fast, but I had to run with it because there 

was no point in going back when I was so far away 

from the village. But then the glowing light 

disappeared. I was now in a grave - old and worn 

out. 

  

ñWhy am I here?ò I screamed. While I was 

screaming, I stopped because I heard a whispering 

voice in my ear. ñYou have said or done something 

that I must give you a punishment for.ò My hands 

trembled as I walked to the gate. ñIt is too late to 

be alive,ò She said. 

I turned around but thené 
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The never-ending day of play 
Anisha Paul (Bella), Age ï 10 

 

ñMummy! Can we go to the play center, please 

please PLEASEò begged Lilly. ñI canôt see why 

not,ò said her mum with a big smile on her face. 

Lilly dashed through the door into the noisy play 

center. It had colorful equipment and loads of 

children everywhere running around.  Lilly looked 

around and decided she wanted to go to the big 

puppet play section over on one side. There were 

no other children there, just the way Lilly liked it. 

 

Lilly picked up a puppet and began to play with it. 

The puppets had long hair and a beautiful floral 

pattern on their tiny dresses. Lilly played with the 

puppet the whole time and her mum went 

shopping. Lilly didnôt hear anything for, she was 

concentrating too hard on playing with the 

puppets. As time went by, Lilly thought that her 

mum had begun to forget about her as Lilly kept 

playing with the puppets. She felt scared and 

insecureò Where is sheò Lilly thought.  

 

CREEEK! Went through the door to the play 

center. Lilly looked behind her and was surprised 

to see the door closed and locked. Lilly stood up 

and ran to the door screaming óHELP!ô She got to 

the door and banged on it screaming for help, but 

it was no good, the door was soundproof. Lilly sat 

down and began to cry, she wished she had never 

come to the play center. She heard another creek. 

CREEEEEK!  

 

Lilly looked behind her and saw the puppets were 

moving and coming towards her from the 

dollhouse she was playing in. Lilly screamed and 

grabbed a blue pen from the counter next to her. 

She pointed the pen towards the puppets. Her heart 

was beating like a lion who had just chased a 

gazelle across the savannah. Her face was pale, 

and her eyes looked like they were about to pop 

out of her head. Lilly started sweating heavily as 

they came towards her. 

 

Lilly ran away from the door and threw the pen at 

the puppets as she headed for the nearby bouncy 

castle. She thought to herself óThe puppets are so 

small; they canôt climb up hereô. She breathed a 

sigh of relief, that was until her earring dropped 

out of her ear and the walls began to deflate into a 

big blob. She panicked again as she realised, she 

had nowhere else to go.  

 

She ducked down behind the deflated bouncy 

castle and peeked over the edge to see where the 

puppets had gone. She couldnôt see anyone, she 

was relieved.  

 

Lilly left the bouncy castle and headed to the play 

center bathroom. When she got there, she had a 

fantastic idea, she could stand on the toilet and 

escape through the toilet window. Lilly jumped out 

of the window onto the hard pavement. She 

quickly left the center and went to find her mum. 

She didnôt know where her mum had gone but 

found her knocking on the locked door to the 

deserted play center. She was so happy she gave 

her mum a big hug and asked her ñWhere have you 

been?ò Her mum said, ñIôve just been at the shops, 

I was only gone for 10 minutes to have a look at a 

dress!ò  

 

She looked back in the play center and saw the 

bouncy had reinflated and the puppets gone. She 

was confused but decided to just ignore it. As she 

turned around to head home, she didnôt notice that 

the puppets were holding onto her furry coat ready 

to follow her all the way home. 

 

 
 

Artwork: Rajshree Pramanik, Age - 12 
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Durga Ma and Puja 
Rose saha, Age - 7 

 

This writing is all about how Durga Ma is helpful 

to us. 

Everyone is made just from one personé God! 

Did you know that if you pray to Durga Ma every 

single day before you go to school or leave the 

house you will get blessings from her? 

Puja is another thing you can also do if you want 

to have blessings. Itôs AMAZING how god made 

all the nature for all the people who live in this 

world and people who get second lives. 

Recently we moved house and we did Puja to tell 

god to keep us safe when we are in our new house 

in a different location. 

NOW! Hereôs the part where you should listen! If 

you have a room where you pray to god and you 

go in the kitchen you should not go back to the 

room where you pray and you touch something 

with your dirty hand. You should clean it so god 

can forgive you and god is kind of a forgiver for 

everything that you do incorrectly but as much as 

you fix the problem. 

And now I will tell you how and when I pray. 

Every day when I come back from school I take a 

shower get changed into fresh clothes then I go to 

the puja room and I go to the backyard to put the 

water in the tulsi plant with the tulsi mantra. After 

that, I do the puja and prayer. 

Now I will tell you a little story.  It was a windy 

day and very cold night when I woke up in the 

middle of the night and I got scared because there 

was lighting then I went into the puja room and 

prayed to god to stop the lighting and it worked 

and thatôs why I always say god is theé best! 
 

 

Artwork: Rose saha, Age - 7 

Volunteering 
Ananyna Sharma 

 

Volunteering is a profound act of service that not 

only enriches the community but also deeply 

benefits the individual volunteer. Whether it be 

assisting a teacher by distributing test papers or 

helping to clean up a classroom, even the smallest 

gestures can make a significant impact. At first, it 

may not seem like much but simply giving up 

oneôs time for another is an act that should always 

be appreciated. For me, volunteering with the Dr 

YES program since starting university has been a 

transformative experience. Initially, I believed the 

role was only about discussing common youth 

issues with students and making new friends while 

in university. However, after receiving a medical 

question from a student who I had only just met, I 

realised the substantial influence my words could 

have. This student had absolute trust in me and 

believed every single word I told them. It made me 

realise that by giving up just an hour of my time to 

listen and talk to these kids, they were comfortable 

enough with me to ask questions that they could 

not ask their parents.  

 

This realisation underscored the responsibility I 

carried and inspired me to deepen my knowledge 

of youth issues to better support and answer 

questions. A week spent volunteering in rural areas 

further highlighted the privilege I have by studying 

in a metropolitan area, revealing the stark gap in 

health knowledge. This experience has motivated 

me to aim for a career in a rural area to help bridge 

this gap. 
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Ravenously Lost 
Rayan Dash, Age 11 

 

Yellow palm trees swayed in the chilly gale as the 

lavish aroma of coconuts pervaded the transparent 

air. Ray, fatigued by the stunning fragrance, 

trudged amidst the extensive trees, scavenging for 

some fallen, diminutive, delectable coconut. 

Abruptly, myriads of coconuts, out of the blue, 

cascaded down, coating Ray. As he dropped to the 

floor, petrified, numerous, minuscule beetles 

lurked around.  

  

Scuttle, scuttle! The nonchalant critters swiftly 

struck at their prey, expeditiously devouring the 

silky, milky-white coconut skin, whilst slurping up 

the scrumptious coconut, as the fruitôs water 

splattered all over Ray. 

  

Momentarily, the insects left a substantial mess, 

their crumbs and manure scattered across Rayôs 

drenched, claret shirt.  

  

Wearily, tossing aside the excess coconuts and 

wood chips on him, Ray stood up opening his eyes, 

pondering why this had happened. Two disastrous 

events occurring back-to-back had been expelled 

on him, had a tragic curse been spelled on him too?  

  

His viridescent eyes promptly widened and his 

pale hands quenched together as he realised he was 

now not dawdling through a vast palm tree forest 

anymore.  

  

ñHe-hello?ò queried Ray faintly, only to 

apprehend his own echo. Eternal darkness 

enclosed around him, mystifying him of what part 

of the colossal Earth he was on. Ray prodded his 

arms about, trying to scan his surroundings.  

  

Rumble! Rumble  

  

ñWhat on earth!ò Ray retorted, tucking his body 

into the depths of his cobalt, denim jeans and shirt 

only to realise his stomach was substantially 

rumbling.  

  

Ploof! What, he pondered, I thought I was the only 

one here. Kersplatt! Ray tripped over what felt 

something like a miniature tennis ball, falling face-

first into the plushy sand.  

  

Stealthily, after attaining to stand up, Ray picked 

up the vague object, examining it with his sense of 

smell and touch.  

  

After what seemed like minutes, Ray decided that 

it was a succulent apple. Figuring out the situation 

his indigent stomach was in, he finally took a 

cosmic bite of the apple, or so he thought. 

  

 ñArrrrrrggghhhh!ò screamed Ray, clutching his 

puny stomach, and falling to the ground. A 

multitude of poisonous gases filled his body 

making him light-headed and vulnerable as he 

passed out. 

 

 
Artwork: Aadrik Mistry , Age - 3 

 

 
Artwork: Arushi Saha, Age - 7 
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Achieving your Dream 
Anindita Dey Troyee 

 

In a quaint little village, there was a chicken named 

Cluckster who had one dream: to fly. Every 

morning, Cluckster would flap his wings 

energetically and run as fast as he could, but the 

best he managed was a brief hop before landing 

unceremoniously in the hay. The other animals in 

the village thought Cluckster was a bit daft. 

"Chickens canôt fly," they said. "Why donôt you 

just settle for scratching in the dirt and pecking for 

worms like the rest of us?" 

But Cluckster didnôt listen. He had a vision board 

made from old barn scraps, filled with pictures of 

birds soaring high and motivational quotes like 

"Believe in Your Wings." Cluckster knew the odds 

were against him, but he was determined. 

 

One day, as Cluckster was practicing his flight 

routine, a powerful windstorm rolled through the 

village. The storm was so strong it lifted Cluckster 

off the ground. He flapped his wings frantically, 

surprised to find himself staying in the air. For the 

fi rst time, Cluckster was soaring above the village! 

As the storm subsided, Cluckster gently landed in 

a neighboring field. The other animals gathered 

around, astonished. "Wow, Cluckster! You flew!" 

Cluckster puffed out his feathers and said, "I told 

you! Sometimes you just need a little pushð

literallyðto achieve your dreams." From that day 

on, Cluckster became a local legend, and the 

animals admired his perseverance. Whenever 

someone in the village faced a challenge, theyôd 

say, "Just channel your inner Cluckster. Who 

knows what you might achieve with a bit of 

determination and a strong gust of wind!" 

 

 
Artwork: Arshita Saha , Age 3 

 
Artwork: Rudro Talukder , Age - 8 

 

 
Artwork: Priyasha Barua Laur, Age - 6 
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Artwork: Neelargho Debnath, Age - 6 

 

 
Artwork: Akankha Dutta, Age - 10  

 

 
Artwork: Drik  Saha, Age - 9 

 
 

 
Artwork s: Trayi  Mitra , Age - 10  
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