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To strive for a society which respects multiculturalism and diversity,
integration, and leadership for the people of Bangali origin in Western
Australia with a common objective and values to contribute and share

their cultural heritage with the wider Australian community.
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GREETINGS
Govre 20

EDITOR

As autumn arrives, Durga Puja once again fills our hearts with light, devotion, and togetherness. Rooted
in centuries of tradition, this festival is more than a celebration of Goddess Durga’s triumph over evil, it
is a living reminder of our shared resilience, unity, and hope.

DR Tanmoy Debnath

Durga Puja has always been a family festival, where generations come together, grandparents
sharing stories, children learning rituals, and friends reconnecting in joy. These bonds
strengthen the foundation of our families, reminding us that love, respect, and togetherness
are the true wealth we pass on.

In society, Durga Puja transforms neighborhoods into vibrant communities. Barriers of status,
background, and belief dissolve as people unite in prayer, cultural expression, and service. This
spirit of inclusivity is a lesson the world urgently needs, an example that harmony thrives when
diversity is embraced. Beyond family and community, Durga Puja carries a timeless message for
humanity. In every corner of the globe torn by conflict or division, Ma Durga’s story calls us to
rise against injustice and nurture peace. Her victory is not only mythological, but also a call to
action, urging us to replace fear with courage, hatred with compassion, and isolation with unity.

May this Durga Puja inspire us to extend the festival’s spirit from our homes to the world,
building bridges of understanding and sowing seeds of peace.

Shubho Sharodia to everyone!
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PRESIDENT

Members of the Bangali Society of Puja & Culture Inc. (BSPCI) form a vibrant and thriving community that
has been an integral part of Western Australia’s multicultural landscape for over 25 years.

DR Saumitra Seal

20 years of BSPCI

The journey began in 2005, when a small group of Bengali families came together in Perth with the simple
yet profound intention of celebrating Durga Puja, the most significant festival in Bengali culture. What
started as a humble gathering soon grew into something much larger, giving birth to BSPCI — an
organization built on the values of cultural preservation, togetherness, and

shared identity.

The inaugural members of BSPCI took a modest step, driven by their desire to stay connected with their
roots while creating a home away from home. Over time, this initiative blossomed into a much bigger
community that continues to expand, warmly welcoming new members each year.

Today, BSPCI not only organizes Durga Puja on a grand scale but also hosts numerous cultural, social, and
charitable activities throughout the year. These events foster unity, mutual respect, and reciprocal
tolerance, while creating opportunities for both younger and older generations to celebrate Bengali
traditions and values.

At its core, BSPCI represents more than just a cultural society — it is a symbol of belonging and common
vision, a thriving platform that nurtures friendships, supports cultural exchange, and enriches the wider
Australian community.
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Dr Sajib Kumar Saha

Dear Members and Friends,

On behalf of the Bangali Society for Puja and Culture Inc. (BSPCI), it gives me immense pleasure to extend my
warmest greetings to you all on the joyous occasion of Durga Puja 2025.

Durga Puja is not only a time of worship, but also a festival of spirit, togetherness, and cultural pride. It is the
celebration of Maa Durga’s victory over evil, symbolising the eternal triumph of good over darkness. Every year, as we
gather to offer our prayers, we also celebrate the richness of our heritage and the bonds that unite us as a community.

For BSPCI here in Western Australia, this Puja is more than a religious festival — it is a homecoming of hearts. It
brings together families, friends, and well-wishers, creating a vibrant space of joy, laughter, music, food, and cultural
expression. It reminds us that even though we live far from Bangladesh, our traditions, values, and festive spirit travel
with us and thrive in our adopted homeland.

This year’s Durga Puja will once again reflect community spirit and bonding. From the meticulous planning of rituals
to the lively cultural programs, from the preparation of bhog to the tireless efforts of volunteers, it is truly the
collective dedication and enthusiasm of our members that makes this celebration possible.

I sincerely thank all our committee members, volunteers, performers, sponsors, and every well-wisher who has
contributed their time, energy, and support. Your involvement ensures that our Puja remains not only an act of
devotion, but also a festival that brings joy, unity, and cultural continuity to generations young and old.

As we celebrate Durga Puja 2025, let us remember that the true power of Maa Durga lies not only in her victory over
Mabhishasura, but also in the values she inspires within us—courage, compassion, and togetherness. May her blessings
bring peace, prosperity, and happiness to all. On behalf of BSPCI, I wish you all a Shubho Sharodiya. May this Puja
strengthen our bonds and fill our lives with renewed hope and positivity.

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.




HINDU%HORSHIP MANY 60D5:
MECHANICS OF REALITY &

CONSCIOUSNESS

Humanity has always tried to understand the mystery of
existence, why the universe exists, what role consciousness
plays, and how we as individuals are connected to the
greater whole. In Hindu philosophy, this search for
understanding takes the form of worshiping many gods,
each symbolizing an aspect of the universe. To someone
unfamiliar, it may look like “polytheism” in the literal
sense, but at its heart, Hinduism rests on the profound
idea that everything is the manifestation of one conscious
energy.

This idea resonates strongly with the scientific
explorations of Itzhak Bentov in his classic book Stalking
the Wild Pendulum. Bentov attempts to describe
consciousness as a measurable phenomenon, with quantity
and quality that vary across beings—from atoms and plants
to animals and humans—and eventually to higher states of
awareness. The diagram from his book (Fig. 30) shows that
consciousness can be seen as both an information-
handling capacity and an energy-exchange system. The
more refined the consciousness, the greater the exchange
with the universe, and the more reality is perceived in its
fullness.

Maximum encrgy exchange
with the universe, i.e.
contrel over nature

The limits of cur senses and instruments.
‘This is where most of the energy exchange
between us and the universe ocours—

we call it OUR REALITY.




Consciousness in Hinduism
In Hindu thought, the entire cosmos is
infused with Chaitanya (consciousness). This
is not limited to human beings; it pervades
every atom, plant, animal, and celestial
body. The Rig Veda, one of the oldest Hindu
texts, declares: “Ekam sat vipra bahudha
vadanti”—“Truth is One, sages call it by
many names.” This statement captures the
heart of Hindu worship: the many gods are
not separate entities competing for
dominance, but diverse expressions of the
same underlying conscious energy.
For example:
» Agni (fire) symbolizes transformation
and energy exchange.
« Vayu (air) symbolizes breath, motion,
and life force.
« Saraswati symbolizes knowledge and
the flow of consciousness.
« Shiva represents destruction and
renewal—the cyclical nature of energy.
By relating to these aspects through rituals,
stories, and symbols, Hindus cultivate an
awareness of their interconnectedness with
all of creation. Each god is like a facet of a
diamond—different faces of the same
indivisible reality, Brahman, the Absolute
Consciousness.
Bentov’s Mechanics of Consciousness
and Hindu Philosophy
Bentov’s figure helps us visualize why
Hindus embrace this multiplicity. On the
vertical axis, he shows the quality of
consciousness (frequency response), while
on the horizontal axis, he shows the quantity
of consciousness (information-handling
ability). Lower forms of life—atoms, viruses,
plants—have narrower consciousness but
still participate in the universal energy
exchange. As we move toward humans and
beyond, the curves expand, showing greater
possibilities for awareness: emotional,
mental, intuitive, and spiritual realities.

Hinduism teaches the same gradation. In the
Bhagavad Gita, Krishna explains that beings
rise through levels of awareness: from basic
survival, through emotional and mental
development, toward higher wisdom and
self-realization. The ultimate goal is moksha,
or liberation, when the individual realizes
unity with the Absolute—what Bentov calls
the “sum total of consciousness in the
universe.”

Where Bentov describes “maximum energy
exchange with the universe,” Hinduism
speaks of yoga—the alignment of individual
consciousness with cosmic consciousness.
Meditation, chanting, rituals, and devotion
are all methods to refine the nervous system
(Bentov’s horizontal axis) and expand
awareness (the vertical axis). Both
perspectives agree that human senses
normally limit us to a narrow band of reality,
but with discipline and awareness, we can
tune into deeper layers of existence.

Why Many Gods? A Scientific-
Spiritual Perspective

Seen through Bentov’s lens, worshiping
many gods is not superstition but a
sophisticated recognition of the universe’s
multidimensional consciousness. Just as
physics uses multiple models (waves,
particles, fields) to explain reality, Hinduism
uses multiple deities to map consciousness.
Worship becomes a practical tool for
interacting with different “frequencies of
reality.”

For a new generation raised on science and
technology, this idea can be reframed:

« The gods are interfaces for human
consciousness, much like apps on a
device. Each app accesses a specific
function, but it all draw from the same
operating system—the cosmic energy.
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Pohela Boishakh, the Bengali New Year,
celebrates culture, unity and prosperity. This
is one of the most significant and joyous
celebrations in Bangladesh, West Bengal
(India) and among Bengalis living around the
world. Bengalis celebrate Pohela Boishakh
abroad in Australia to maintain and share
their cultural heritage, foster community,
express cultural pride and unity, even in a
multicultural setting. These celebrations, often
in the form of Boishakhi Melas, feature
traditional food, music, dance, art, and
community gatherings, allowing the Bengali
diaspora to connect with their roots and
welcome new beginnings.

HEMISPHERE

Sharmistha Saha

What the occasion means to us who are living
away from our home country and calling
Australia our new home. We celebrate
Bengali New Year Pohela Boishakh for the
same core reasons they celebrate it in West
Bengal or Bangladesh - to preserve cultural
heritage, stay connected to our roots, and
pass on traditions to the next generation.
Mangal Shobhajatra evokes a deep sense of
nostalgia among first-generation Bengalis,
making them feel as though Bangladesh has
been brought to Australia. The popular
Rabindra Sangeet “Eso he Boishakh” brings
the tune of the New Year to every Bengali’s
heart. At the same time, it helps instill this
cultural tradition in the minds of the next
generations.

15



Pohela Boishakh is a significant cultural
statement for Bengalis, celebrating their
shared history and traditions. The diaspora
uses these events to keep their culture alive
and strong in a new country. Living far from
home, many Bengalis make a conscious effort
to preserve their language, traditions, and
rituals. Pohela Boishakh is a majorpart of
thatidentity. It marks new beginnings and is
a festival of joy, renewal, and hope, even
when celebrated far from the homeland. On
this'day, Bengali people wear traditional
attire (saree, panjabi, etc.) and greet each
other with "Shubho Noboborsho," which
means “Happy New Year”. It’s a day of joy,
music, dance, and food. Celebrating it abroad
gives a sense of emotional connection to their
homeland.

Celebrations provide a gathering place for
Bengali communities, strengthening bonds
and fostering a sense of belonging among
immigrants and their families. Festivals like
this bring the diaspora together. The festival
is a testament to Bengali cultural pride and
resilience, offering a joyous way to share
their heritage with the broader community.
Bengali associations and communities in
Australia often organize large public events
to unite the community. These events
showcase cultural performances, traditional
Bengali cuisine, mela-style gatherings, and
the Boishakhi procession known as 'Mangal
Shobhajatra’.

The “Mangal Shobhajatra” means the
"procession of well-being" or "auspicious
procession". This symbolizes the pride the
people of Bangladesh have in their folk
heritage, as well as their strength and
courage to fight against sinister forces, and
their vindication of truth and justice. It also
represents solidarity and a shared value for
democracy, uniting people irrespective of
caste, faith, religion, gender or age.

The Mangal Shobhajatra on Pahela Baishakh
was declared as an intangible cultural
heritage by UNESCO in 2016, categorised on
the representative list as a heritage of
humanity.

For Bengali Hindus, Pohela Boishakh often
begins with prayers to Lord Ganesha and
Goddess Lakshmi for prosperity in the New
Year. These rituals are held in temples or at
home. Temple visits for puja or special
prayers often form part of the day’s activities.
Like other immigrants, first-generation
Bengali Hindus use community celebrations
to pass on their heritage to their Australian-
born children.

Bengalis in Australia celebrate Pohela
Boishakh not just as a festival, but to hold
onto their identity, stay united as a
community, and share their rich cultural
heritage with the broader multicultural
society around them. This, in turn, supports
and enriches Australia’s multicultural
identity. It’s like keeping the spirit of
Boishakh alive in the Southern Hemisphere,
where the rhythms of the Bengali language,
music, attire, and cuisine dance in harmony
with the heartbeat of Australian values.
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GREEK POEM
HERCULES

STANZA 1 — Title

A strong Greek hero, he was
Changing his story from generation to
generation,

Having many names held by his power,
In his mind, strength was the key to victory.

STANZA 2 — intro stanza

He was beloved by his father, Zeus.

Born a demigoddemi-God with incredible
strength

Enough stamina and power to lift mountains

Always has his eye on one woman or another.

STANZA 3- Family stanza

He was born into a family of mighty gods,
Zeus and Alcmene loved him so much,
With twenty-five siblings gathered at the
table,

He married two wonderful women, starting
with Megara.

STANZA 4- Appearance and Symbolic
He was strong yet weak.

Tempered yet shy,

Wearing the lion’s skin, fierce and regal,

Knowing full well the cost of her wrath,

Dipannita Saha Troyee

His trusty wooden club was a symbol of his
strength.

STANZA 5- History =~
Hercules tried to make up for his past
mistakes,

He loved deeply and had three brave sons,
Facing danger, he stood strong for his family,
But sometimes, he felt lost and alone.

STANZA 6
Hera, scorned by Zeus’s betrayal, schemed,

She cast a curse upon Hercules,
Ensuring his path would be fraught with
trials

STANZA 7
The curse made him lose his way and go wild,
Thinking he was fighting a stranger’s kids,

In a blur of anger, he hurt his own family,
It broke his heart when he realised what he
done.
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Nimisha Debnath

The air in Detective Silas Gravestone’s office
was a peculiar blend of lemon polish and
guava; a scent he used to mask the stale smell
of unsolved cases. Feet propped on his
mahogany desk, a book on his best-solved
crimes open in his lap, he was a monument
to his own success. The room was chaotic,
full of piles of files, stacks of books, and a
forest of potted plants. And in the middle of
it all, framed pictures of only him. A man so
confident in himself, he believes he can do
anything.

The ring of his telephone intruded on the
silent calmness. A new case.

Astro Lumina. The world’s most famous
artist, known for painting the wonders of the
open night sky. But for weeks, the star
painter had vanished behind the closed doors
of his studio. He hasn’t spoken to a soul.

Gravestone arrived at the studio, finding the
door ajar, as if it had been left open on
purpose. He pushed it slowly, the scent of
fresh paint lingering in the air. The studio
was dark. White walls, wooden floor, with no
lights on but the glow of red LED lights. So
empty too. Except for a single canvas
positioned in the center of the room. A
painting of the night sky, but with no stars.
Instead, a sea of eyes, dozens of them, staring
out into the world.

0000000000 00U0

As Gravestone circled the painting, a prickle
of discomfort ran down his spine. The feeling
of being watched grew with each step. He
glanced at the canvas and felt a jolt. The eyes
in the painting, each one in a different shape
and size, seemed to follow his every move.
They shifted, turned, a silent, unblinking
camera. The illusion was perfect. His mind
began to race, memorising every detail.
Where was Astro Lumina? Why eyes instead
of stars? And why did they feel so real?

He leaned closer, examirﬁng the
brushstrokes, the layering of color. It was
then he saw it. The signature. Not the usual
‘Astro Lumina’ he had seen on other
masterpieces. Instead, a single, elegant
brushstroke, a small detail in the corner of
the canvas. It was a perfect, miniature eye.
And within its pupil, painted with so much
detail, was the reflection of a silhouette,
standing right where Gravestone was.

He stumbled backward, the feeling of fear
now a cold, hard knot in his gut. The eyes
weren't just following him. They were
watching him, just like how they had watched
the artist. He spun around, his hand
instinctively going for his holster, but there
was no one else in the room. Just him and
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the painting.



He turned back to the canvas, his mind
racing. The silhouette. It was a familiar
shape. It was Astro Lumina. But the figure
wasn’t just a reflection of the artist standing
there. It was a shadow. A dark, hollow shape
with no features, a void where a person
should be. And in the very center of that
painted shadow, a single, glittering point of
light. A star. Shining bright like the center of
attention.
Gravestone reached out, his finger hovering
over the painted star in the shadow’s chest.
The moment he touched the canvas, a voice,
cold and dry as dust, echoed from the
painting.
"You're not the only one who sees them."
He snatched his hand back, his heart
pounding against his ribs. The eyes on the
O canvas stared back; their painted irises now

glowing with a faint light. He hadn't just

found a missing artist and a strange painting.

He had found a message. And as the glow
from the eyes grew brighter, he realized with
a chilling certainty that the painting wasn't
Q just a piece of art. It was a doorway. And
somewhere on the other side, a horror was
watching him through the very eyes he had
been so focused on.
Who was "them," and what exactly did the
artist see?
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Ever since Chris was a little boy, he and his
parents have always had a great time
together. They used to play together,
celebrate events together, and laugh together.
But this would all end on one fateful day. As
the family was travelling up Mount Bob,
Chris ran a bit too far ahead and accidentally
fell into a waterfall. His parents came rushing
after him, dropping down the waterfall
without a single thought. Unfortunately,
Chris had suffered a broken nose, which
changed his face forever, while his parents
were found dead. Even after days of hospital
treatment, neither the parents nor Chris’
broken nose healed.

“It's not fair, he’s just a 5-year-old boy, he
shouldn’t have to experience all this.” A
nurse sadly muttered.

“Wow, losing both parents this early in life,
how is he coping with this?” The orphanage
owner replied in despair. “I'll keep him in my
orphanage, just until someone adopts him.”
“Right.” The nurse answered.

But no one adopted him. Year after year went
by, and there was no sign of adoption. This
was because of his deformity.




All of Chris’s friends had already grown up
and were leading high-paying careers. Soon
after, the owner of the orphanage passed
away, and seeing that he was already over 18
years old, Chris was kicked out of the
orphanage and sent out into the streets.

After seeing no progress in his life after 20
years, Chris thought about the unthinkable.
No one ever cared about him; they only
laughed at his deformity. Slowly staggered up
the steps, his sad life in the orphanage
flashed before his eyes. Soon, he reached the
rooftop of the building and peered over the
edge.

“At least it'll end quickly,” Chris mumbled to
himself.

The moment he was about to jump, a voice
suddenly started speaking in his head.

“You know, you have a lot of spirit, young
man, to be able to handle loved ones’ death
so easily.” A shadowy voice started to talk to
Chris. “I think I have a suitable job for you.”
“Why do I have to do a job for you?” Chris
sighed back.

“Won’t you help a frail old man?” F

“Well, my parents always used to say to care
for the elderly, so sure.”

“Attaboy, son! So, here is the deal: if you get
to the summit of Mount Bob, the thing you
most desire will be there.”

Soon, Chris started heading up the mountain,
but suddenly, a dragon flew over him and
blew up his village!

“No! What has that creature done! My
parents were buried there!” Chris screamed
in terror. He then saw the dragon fly back to
the mountain and nest on top of the peak of
the mountain.

“I will find that creature and take it down.”
Chris was so engulfed in rage that he
continued stomping up the mountain.

Now Chris was at the midway point of the
mountain, and immediately, tree elves
started throwing rocks & sticks at him.

“I don’t have time for this.” Chris started
dodging and piercing the elves with sharp
sticks until they were all splayed on the floor.
But soon, he heard growling noises. A
massive elf started charging at Chris with a
sharp, long sword! An inch away from being
stabbed, Chris evaded the boss elf and began
circling it, jabbing with sharp sticks around
the elf’s body. Soon, the boss elf fell to the
ground, and Chris picked up its weapon.

“This’ll be handy,” Chris muttered to himself.
Suddenly, all the elves on the floor started
glitching out of reality and then disappeared
into nothingness. But the man shrugged it off
and headed even higher into the mountain.
After another few exhausting hours, Chris
stopped for a little break, but the break didn’t
last for that long. Looking up, a dragon-like
figure started charging up a fire-blast and
fired it at the man. Chris tried blocking the
attack with his stone sword, but the blast still
got through to him. On the brink of death,
the man’s life was flashing before his eyes.
The fun times with his parents, playing ball
with them, adventuring in the mountains,
and lastly, a quote they both said.

“Remember, son, always try your hardest, no
matter what it is.” His mum and dad used to
say Chris.

“Argh!” Out of his sheer pain, Chris jumped
back up and started dashing to the dragon,
grabbing its tail. While the dragon tried to
shake him off, the man continued running up
the dragon’s scales and was soon on its head.
Chris started furiously stabbing the dragon’s
eyes with the sword until it fell to the ground,
where the man ran over to the dragon’s heart
and pierced his sword through its heart.
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Timeless Questions

W/e/m/ e

Gourab Saha
Inspired by the Upanishads

Timeless Questions and Eternal Answers
(Inspired by the Upanishads)

Since the beginning of time, human
beings have asked the same profound
questions about life, love, God, and
existence. The Upanishads, our ancient
spiritual heritage, offer timeless answers.
Here is a humble attempt to reflect on
some of these timeless queis\tions.

Who am I?

You are neither this body nor the sense
organs. You have neither mind nor
intellect. You are pure Consciousness.
The Consciousness which is the
ubiquitous witness.

" yWhat is the purpose of life?

The purpose of life is to understand that
Consciousness which is free from the
limitations of life and death.
Understanding that itself is called
Liberation.

Does God exist? Who is He? What does
He look like? Is He male or female?
There is no action without a cause. This
world is the proof of that cause. You are.
Therefore, that is there too. That Great
Cause itself is called God in Spirituality. It
is neither male nor female.

What is Its Form?

He is Truth, Awareness, Bliss. It is that
Formless

One who expresses Himself in all forms.

What does that Formléess One Himself
do? _

That God creates, maintains, and
destroys the world.

If God has created the world, who created
God?
He is without birth, without death, and

- ‘without cause.

What are the causes of birth?
Unfulfilled cravings, desires and the
results of one’s actions. Those are the
causes of birth.

Who is free from the bondage of life and
death?

The one who has realized Self, has come
to know Soul and is free from the
bondage of life and death.

Why are there sorrows in the world?
Greed, selfishness, and fear are the causes
of sorrow in the world. 27



Why did God create sorrows?

God created the world. And humans
created joys and sorrows through their
thoughts and actions.

What is Fate?

It is the result of every action, every act.
The resultResult can be either good or
bad. The result itself is Fate. Today’s
attempt is tomorrow’s Fate.

What is the secret of joy and peace?
Truth, good conduct, love, and
forgiveness are the causes of joy. Giving
up untruth, bad conduct, hatred, and
hostility leads to peace.

How can the mind be controlled?

Desires and cravings create disturbances
in

the mind. Conquering desires
amountsamount to conquering the mind.
What is true love?

Seeing one’s own Self in everyone is true
love. True love is seeing one’s own Self as
all-pervading. Seeing one’s own Self as
one with all is true love.

Why doesn’t one love everyone?

The one who cannot see himself in
everyone cannot love everyone.

What is attachment?

Attachment is when there is demand,
expectation, and rightfulness in love.
What is the Ultimate Truth?

The Absolute Brahman.

These answers may not end the
questions, but they guide us closer to the
Self—the source of truth, peace, and joy.

Art: Mohini
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We can always place our trust in the care and |
protection of our divine loving mother, Devi
Ma.

Whenever we are in need of inner strength,
we can seek the shelter of our divine loving
mother, Devi Ma.

Whenever we go through trials and
tribulations of life, we can seek the strength
of our divine loving mother, Devi Ma.
Whenever we feel alone, we can approach our
divine loving mother, Devi Ma.

Whenever we feel we cannot go on, we can
run to our divine loving mother, Devi Ma.
Whenever the world betrays and rejects us,
we can go to our divine loving mother, Devi
Ma.

We are never alone. Our divine mother goes
before us, she stands beside us and she is
always behind us, strengthening and guiding
us.

Devi Ma always provides us with inner peace
and resilience. She embraces us with her
‘affection and kindness. We can be at peace
knowing that we are loved by her and we are
safe under her shelter. We can go through the
fire of existence and come out untouched
with her grace.

1

emotlgnal ‘men al‘?splr ual needs.
can be assured that o s will be tak
care of by h ‘ir. She will guide us an& ;. '
do our responsi ilities and take the necessz
actions for sustalmng our ives in all aspec r
Devi Ma helps us push through the painand
suffering that come witi}% JOUI‘ ney ofour

lives. We always have her shelter through all,
situations. Whatever 1_§:-'1mp0551b1e for us to

do with our own strength, becomes easy to

carry out with her support and care. '

Just like infants who cry out to their mothers
for comfort and love, we, too, can cry out and
call our divine mother for her unconditional
comfort and love. She never refuses a sincere
call. Such is the divine love of our divine
loving mother, Devi Ma.

We can offer her flowers, food offerings, gifts,
our talents, our tears, fears, and prayers. She
gladly accepts all that is offered with
devotion. In return for our humble offerings,
she gives us the deep peace and joy that we
all seek. Such is the glory of our divine loving
mother, Devi Ma.




MEETING BETWEEN

My knees squeezed together as myy body
cramped smaller into the bushes. Dry weeds
stroked my legs as the trees from both sides
stared at me while their leaves swayed in
peace. The wind swerved and swished across
me while I peered out, seeing Jezabell
observing every little detail of the school.
Jezabell had found me in less than a minute
whenever we played hide and seek. But not
this time. This time, she won’t find me that
easily.

The little ants, bugs, and all insects gazed at
me, confused. The endless blue sky below
me. A fresh, faint scent of the bushes and
trees wafted around me. Jezebel was close.
Until CLANG! A grazed shiny lump of metal
stubbed my toes. My toes screamed in agony
as the mysterious scary metal grinned a
malicious smile. I looked at it strangely until
I saw a strange red button standing out on its
head. I scraped the dirt off. It was a robot!
How was it even there? I knew if I wanted to
see what it did, I would have to press the
button.

My weak fingers pressed on the button. Click.

Silence.

Then it started to make a grinding sound.
The engineé started roaring angrily like a lion.
Its black, beady eyes turned into bright,
yellow stars. Its hands grasped the dirt
strongly as its legs twisted above the dry,
skinny, and sharp weeds. The robot stood
straight with a wooden foot. Then it said...

Aapti Mistry

“I am Krozzum Unit 7145. You may call me
KROZ.

I stood up too, until Jezabell found me. “HA!
I found you again, you lost! But then I
pointed to KROZ. Her eyes bulged out as her
mouth jolted open. Jezabell’s hands shook as
she gazed at the six-foot robot. What is
thaaa...?” But she sprinted off.

KROZ stared at me inquisitively — but in a
good way. We were both different, but we
still shared the same similarities, even
though everyone saw us strangely.

Art: Apti Mistri






THE GREAT
TSUNAMI

Rishan Talukder

The great tsunami charges like an army
People are screaming like it's a party

Fear is spreading, a thunderstorm brewing
Waves are crashing, the Earth rumbling

Water is corrupting the beautiful grass
Trees are collapsing very fast

The land is left with a negative impact
"What will we do, stand or act?"
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