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ATLAS BUSINESS SOLUTIONS
Auditors & Accountants Australia

461 Albany Hwy, Victoria Park, WA- 6100,
PO BOX 26, PARKWOOD, WA 6147
Tel: 08 9470 3560 (W), Mob: 0474 154 695
E-mail: h.morshedul@atlasbusiness.com.au
www.atlasbusiness.com.au

' We are offering you first consultation free, 10%
discount for new clients, best quality services*

We are providing you personalised services.

Once you become our client you will get free
consultation for future®.

'+ We are providing advices to grow your business
as well as your wealth.

*Conditians apply

Our Services:

Tax Returns for

> Company, Trust, Partnership, Personal
> Self managed superfund

> Rental Property tax

GST/BAS preparation

> Bookkeeping/Payroll

> Formation of Trust/Company/SMSF

> Tax advice/Tax strategy 1o minimise tax liabilities
> Business consultation/advice

> Superannuation strategy to save tax

Auditing & Assurance

> External & internal audits

> Public company and other company audits

> Not for profit organisation audits

> Charities and incorporated association audits
> Real estate & settlement agent trust account audit
> Motor vehicle dealers trust account audits

> Strata title and outgoings audits

> Franchise audits

> Schools and Universities accounts/funds audit
> Self managed superfund audit

Find a suitable business structure that suite you
Investment property consultation

Business Tax Planning

Financial Accounting and reporting

Fringe Benefit Tax (FBT) calculation

Qur experienced team members are highly
dedicated for client and having more than 10
years work experience in accounting industry.

We use advanced tools & techniques
to minimise tax Habilities

<
Speciall Offers

for New Clients
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Paul Tax & Accounting Services

Individual Tax Return from $50
> Rental Property Tax Return

> Company, Partnership, Trust and SMSF Tax Return
> Company, Trust and SMSF set up

> Tax Planning > Small Business Setup

> GST Return > Bookkeeping Services
Contact: 0433003415

Biplab Paul

Paul Tax and Accounting Services

Registered Tax Agent and Public Accountant

Masters of Accounting (Central Queensland University)
M.Com (DU) B.Com (Hons) DU

Email: paul biplab7@yahoo.com.au
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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

President’s 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, | 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, | am honored to serve in this
new capacity. Our community’s 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, | 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.

| 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, | 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. |
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
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General Secretary’s Message

It is with immense pride and joy that | extend my warmest wishes for the publication of “Bandhan”,
the annual magazine of the “Bengali Society for Puja and Culture (BSPC) Inc.” 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 Australia’s 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. | am confident that this year’s 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 “Bandhan” 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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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
Vikramaditya’s 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 —
from constructing grand temples to improving
agricultural systems — was met with failure.

“God, what wrong have I done?” he would often
lament, frustration seeping through his regal
composure. “I 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?” 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 — 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. “Why
must I suffer so?”” he implored, gazing at them with
searching eyes. “What dreadful failure have I
committed that has led God to punish me so
miserably?”” One brave minister responded, “Your
Majesty, sometimes, calamity serves a greater
purpose. As the saying goes, ‘All for the best;
whatever happens, happens for good.”” A fierce
argument erupted between the king and the
minister.

When our homeland was divided into so many

pieces, was it good?” King Vikramaditya
demanded; voice filled with anguish. “Yes,” the
minister replied thoughtfully. “Although the
British were cruel and caused immense suffering
during their rule, they inadvertently helped
dismantle some of our worst superstitions — 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.”
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The king’s 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 king’s 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 — 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. “I can offer gold! Money! Whatever
you demand, just let me return home,” he pleaded,
but they remained unmoved, focused on their

ritualistic customs.
stood ready

to fulfill their ominous intent, one among them
paused, noticing something on the king’s hand —
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 — 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.

“Sometimes, with our little failures, we grow
despondent,” he reflected aloud. “But 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.” 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, “I have not failed,
but found 1000 ways to not make a light bulb.” In
every setback lies the seed of growth, urging us to
rise, learn, and try again.
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The Amazing Al
Nimisha Debnath, Age - 11

Artificial Intelligence (Al) has been part of our
lives for decades, often in ways we don’t even
notice. From movie recommendations on Netflix
to face recognition on iPhones, Al is deeply
integrated into our daily routines. But what else
can Al do?

What Al Can Do

Al 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. Al is also

making significant contributions in fields like
healthcare, finance, transportation and what not.
The Dangers of Al

Despite its many benefits, Al also poses several
risks. Key concerns include Al 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 you’ve
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 Al

Currently, Al is making strides in predicting
natural disasters and assisting in cancer research.
Looking ahead, Al 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 Al holds. It's crucial that as
we move forward, we ensure Al is used ethically
and responsibly, avoiding threats and instead
harnessing its potential for the benefit of humanity.
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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 James’ only
escape. Well, that and his reading. He loved to read
anything he could get his hands on — dramas,
novels, even comics! But his favorite thing to read
was ancient diaries he found in the local library of
old sailor’s 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. “Hey!” yelled a voice behind him.
“You looking for a job young man? We need
another deckhand to come out right now, we are
down a shipmate. You look strong.” Before he
could get any words out to reply, James’ legs
began sprinting so fast, taking him towards the
ship in excitement. “I take that as a yes,” 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 couldn’t believe his luck!
After his short tour of the deck, he was shown to
his sleeping quarters below. “You rest up now, I’ll
take the first watch,” said Patrick, his deckmate.
“We can swap shifts in a few hours. You better be
ready.” For the first time in a long while, James
felt content and blissful, and sleep came easily —
he felt at home.

BANG! CRASH! James awoke with a thud. He
has been thrown to the floor. “HELP, PLEASE
HELP!” 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. ‘IT’S TOO LATE, WE ARE
GOING DOWN!” When James appeared from
below deck, he saw everyone scattered,
scrambling to save themselves. “Save yourself
young man!” yelled Patrick when he saw James.
“We’ve hit a rock and been taken by the sea.”

“What do you mean?’ James replied. “Someone
tell me what’s going on!” 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 — sand, palm trees, and no one else
in sight. “Hello? Anyone there?” 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
— 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 family’s 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 Sofia’s 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 ship’s 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, | 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.
“Sir, sir, how are you feeling?” said a soft, female
voice.

“Where am [?” James asked. “How long have I
been here?” “You are in the Seaweed Bay
Hospital,” she replied. “Oh, thank you, thank you
for rescuing me! | thought |1 would never get off
that island,” The nurse looked confused. “Island?
No sir, you were pulled from the sea last night after
your ship capsized. You have been here just a few
short hours now.” “No, you must be mistaken,”
James replied. “After our ship sunk, I washed up
on an island and have been there for months!” “I
can assure you; you did not touch an island. 1 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 I’ll bring you something to
eat,” said the nurse in a caring tone, and she left
the room.

James was silent. He couldn’t 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. “Patrick,” he called.
Patrick stopped in the doorway. “James, thank
goodness you are okay! What a great first trip, hey
buddy! That’s one you’ll never forget,” he
chuckled. “Everyone is okay mate, we were all
rescued by a nearby helicopter, pulled out of the
ocean and we were all brought here. The ship ain’t
so lucky though.” “So, there was no island then?”

James asked. “No mate, you gave us all a good
laugh last night mumbling about some island, you
must have been having a good old dream. I’ll leave
you to get some sleep now, sounds like you need
it.”

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. “Here you go, this will make
you feel better. Oh, and you had a book with you
when you were rescued, I’ve put it in the top
drawer next to your bed.” James opened the
drawer, took out the book read the title, and gasped
Diary of Laura — My Adventure in the Red Sea.
The nurse gave him a wink, as she set down his
food tray. He looked at her nametag . . . “Laura”.
The End.
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The Beauty of Bangladesh
Joyoti Sarker, Age - 12

In the heart of Bangladesh rivers flow,
Fields of fragrant flowers grow,

The Padma’s grace, the Sundarbuns’ shade,
By Mother Nature, your beauty made,

Lush gardens stretched on emerald plains,
While monsoon rains renew the grains,
Cox’s Bazar is serene and grand,

Where Dhaka’s vibrant crowds and markets
stand,

Bengali’s 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.
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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 it’s got to do nothing with this, and it will
be another boring story. But listen to me very
carefully, because this story could impact people’s
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 of...... Shoe 987!

It was a rainy morning when Jack woke up. He
hadn’t 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 shouldn’t because
his parents work super early and come late at
home, so he decided not to bother them.

“Good morning, Jack,” said his mum and dad,
tirelessly

“Morning guys”, 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 didn’t 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 couldn’t 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 wouldn’t surprise anyone in any
matter. A shoe. A Normal ordinary shoe. Jack
couldn’t 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 wasn’t
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 couldn’t 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 couldn’t 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 didn’t even look like he was a real
archaeologist. His parents were looking for him,
but he already left. He was waiting for that
‘Archaeologist’ 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




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
where....

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 S0 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,” said Sam. "I didn't know we
needed that" gulped Moti. "You could just have
bought a backup!" Shouted Sam. "Oh! | 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 couldn’t
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




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.
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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 doshas—Vata (air and ether), Pitta (fire
and water), and Kapha (water and earth)—which
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.

2B o F B oF 2B o=
e I € 3w ¢ g
o 3 3

i i

% h&; F—i:r % hﬁ«_’.‘ F—i:r & hfg;
NE Py S 24
74 i 4



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 — 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
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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.
“O’ mirror, O’ mirror,” the crow cawed,
“Why do you reflect my visage?

My clipped wings and broken beak?

My feathers without luster?”

The mirror spoke with the crow’s image.
“Little crow,

Don’t 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.”
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.

“QO’ mirror, O’ mirror,” the crow asked,
“What do you see when I am not here?”
Once again, the mirror spoke.

“Don’t you understand, little crow?

I have no eyes to see,

No ears to hear,

No mouth to speak with,

I am constant, unmoving,”

“Is it not painful?” the crow questioned,
“To watch the world, go by?

Unable to speak,

Talk, move with it?”

The mirror chuckled,

“Change is the privilege of the living,

I merely observe,

A single perspective,

Constant, unchanging.”

The crow thought for a bit,

Bandage over its eye,

Scars, young and old marring its aged form,
Until it had an idea.

“QO’ mirror, O’ mirror,

What if | showed you new perspectives?
Gave you many reflections at once?”
The mirror laughed, a hearty chuckle,
Without any heart,

“Little 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.”

The crow was surprised to be seen through,
Easily, by the mirror,

So, the crow would be honest,

“O’ 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.”

The mirror, reflector of the word,
Only offered a single warning,
“Break 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.”

The crow did not hesitate,

Did not doubt,

“O’ mirror, if I didn’t

At the very least try,

I will forever regret it.

No matter what it costs,

| will seize the possibility,

To fix what was wrong.”

And so, with a final caw of farewell,
The crow struck the glass with all its might,
Once, twice, thrice,

Again, and again.

“Foolish crow,

I cannot break,”

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 skKin,

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 To...
Aapti Mistry, Age - 10

On the full night of the Winter Solstice came the
death of one person who didn’t know or care about
the Winter Solstice or thought it was pointless to
have a Winter Solstice. She would strike death
behind your...

It was the Day of the Winter Solstice and | was not
excited at all for this. | thought the Summer
Solstice was much better because there were more
days and fewer nights. | was wondering all year
why Winter Solstice happened and today | wanted
to ask my Mum.

“Mum, why do we have a stupid Winter Solstice?”
I said while I tied up my leather boots. “My Mum
dropped her jacket on the crusty, musty floor.
“Don’t ever say that ever again!” 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 didn’t care about
the mysteries she said to me once in a while. | 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. | kept
on wondering why is a Winter Solstice even a
thing, but then | saw a gleaming, glistening,
luminous light. 1 wanted to follow the light.
Anyway, it was much better than going to the
stupid Winter Solstice.

| ran to the glowing, luminous light but it was
really fast, but | had to run with it because there
was no point in going back when | was so far away
from the village. But then the glowing light
disappeared. | was now in a grave - old and worn
out.

“Why am 1 here?” 1 screamed. While I was
screaming, | stopped because | heard a whispering
voice in my ear. “You have said or done something
that I must give you a punishment for.” My hands
trembled as I walked to the gate. “It is too late to
be alive,” She said.

I turned around but then...

‘:Iﬂﬂg; | i ‘;'ﬂﬂg; | ? ‘i":%"g;

S28

e e 4 ¢



The never-ending day of play
Anisha Paul (Bella), Age — 10

“Mummy! Can we go to the play center, please
please PLEASE” begged Lilly. “I can’t see why
not,” 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 didn’t 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
insecure” Where is she” 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 ‘HELP!” 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 ‘The puppets are so
small; they can’t climb up here’. 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 couldn’t 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 didn’t 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 “Where have you
been?”” Her mum said, “I’ve just been at the shops,
| was only gone for 10 minutes to have a look at a
dress!”

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 didn’t notice that
the puppets were holding onto her furry coat ready
to follow her all the way home.




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 person... 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. It’s 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! Here’s 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 | will tell you how and when | pray.
Every day when | come back from school | take a
shower get changed into fresh clothes then I go to
the puja room and | go to the backyard to put the
water in the tulsi plant with the tulsi mantra. After
that, | do the puja and prayer.

Now | will tell you a little story. It was a windy
day and very cold night when | woke up in the
middle of the night and | got scared because there
was lighting then | went into the puja room and
prayed to god to stop the lighting and it worked
and that’s why I always say god is the... best!

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
one’s 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, | 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 | had only just met, |
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 1
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 fruit’s water
splattered all over Ray.

Momentarily, the insects left a substantial mess,
their crumbs and manure scattered across Ray’s
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.

“He-hello?” 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

“What on earth!” 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.

“Arrrrrrggghhhh!” 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.
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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 can’t fly," they said. "Why don’t you
just settle for scratching in the dirt and pecking for
worms like the rest of us?"

But Cluckster didn’t 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
first 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 push—
literally—to 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, they’d
say, "Just channel your inner Cluckster. Who
knows what you might achieve with a bit of
determination and a strong gust of wind!"
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Artwork: Drik Saha, Age - 9
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