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Message 

 

On behalf of Hampshire Puja and Cultural Association 
(HPCA), I welcome you all to celebrate Durga Pujo and 
Autumn Festival – 2021. 

Its been tough, the last few months, almost getting to 2 
years now. Every individual in the world has been effected 
by Covid, to proportions beyond imagination. Friends, 
family members, neighbours, colleagues...every individual 
has been impacted directly or indirectly in the last year. 

During these months, as HPCA, we have tried to work with the community and 
help to the best of our abilities. Members made donations to the local food 
banks and Southampton City Mission on a regular basis for months. 

We held online cultural events which not only kept the members connected and 
provided relief during lockdown but also raised funds through these events. 
This enabled us to make a £1374.25 contribution to the Southampton General 
Hospital. We also extended our help to communities in India, as the country 
was heavily impacted by Covid second wave, through the Sonu Sood 
Foundation charity. 

This wouldn’t have been possible without the efforts of each and every member 
of HPCA. I thank you all for your untiring support and contribution. 

We are celebrating Durga Pujo after a gap of a year, HPCA’s 13th Pujo, and 
there is an excitement to meet everyone and celebrate together as a 
community again. 

The team is going to put together a splendid line-up of cultural events – An 
Antakshari on 8th October,  HPCA’S own home grown – Strictly Come Shining – 
a medley of acts – based on multiple themes – Joy, Togetherness, Community 
cohesion and Cultural diversity on 9th October, and finally Eastern Euphony - 
One of UK’s leading band performing live on 10th October. 

I am grateful to our sponsors and on behalf of the entire team thank them from 
the bottom of my heart. 

With warm regards, 

 

Manish Mukherjee, 

General Secretary, H.P.C.A. 
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I am delighted to send you my very best wishes on behalf of 

Hampshire Constabulary for the Durga Puja and Autumn 

Festival 2021. 

As Chief Constable of Hampshire Constabulary it seems fitting 

that I should write, as you begin celebrations of a festival that 

epitomises the victory of good over evil. Hampshire 

Constabulary is committed to keeping Hampshire and the Isle of 

Wight a safe place for all of our communities. 

As we begin to emerge from the last 18 months of covid 

restrictions, I want to thank you all for the support you have 

given us in helping to keep our communities safer. I am aware that many of us have 

missed out on celebrations and festivals since the pandemic began, so I am glad to learn 

of all that the HPCA have planned for this year and have every confidence this can be 

achieved in a safe way to ensure that all can enjoy celebrating. 

As the days get shorter and the nights draw in it seems like Autumn is well on her way, 

and at this time of year it is traditional to give thanks for the Harvest. We are so lucky 

here in Hampshire and the Isle of Wight to have a wealth of local produce on our 

doorstep. Sadly, I know too well that not everyone is fortunate enough to know where 

their next meal is coming from, or able to take advantage of the wonderful food that our 

farmers and producers here in Hampshire provide for us. I know that over the last 18 

months many members of HCPA donated to our local food banks and continue to do so. It 

is so important that we come together to support those in need and I am in admiration of 

your contributions. 

I wish you, your family and friends my very best as you celebrate over these next 10 days. 

 

Olivia 

Olivia Pinkney QPM MA 

Chief Constable 



7 

 



8 

 



9 

 

 

 

 

 

 

HPCA Committee 2021 

Mr Manish Mukherjee  
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Mr Tonmoy Kumar  
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Media Secretary 
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MY ADVENTURE DIARY  
BY Aishik  Roy, 9 years 

All Saints COE Primary School, Maidenhead 
 

“Don’t be afraid to fail. Be afraid not to try.” - Michael Jordan 

I love adventures. I love to try out new things, visit new places 
and gain new experiences. As far as I can remember and from 
what my parents have told me, I have been a diehard fan of 
nature especially animals from a very early age. One of my 
most favourite places used to be zoo but I have been told that 
nothing can beat outdoor adventures where I can experience 
nature and its habitats in their pure forms. So, starting my 
adventure journey in small steps. 

During lockdown, I together with my mum and dad pitched a 
tent in our garden, did campfire and barbecue and stayed 

outdoor overnight. We could hear all sorts of sounds at night and woke up very early in 
the morning. It was super exciting. 

We then went on a motorhome trip to Devon and Cornwall. It was my first ever stay in 
campsites and there were so many new rules to follow. I could never have imagined 
how an entire home could be fitted on wheels and everything was so much compact. I 
had a great time as my parents did all the works and we went to many beautiful 
places. The highlight of the trip for me was surfing in Sennen and Fistral beaches. 
Since this was my first time, I had to take lessons from instructor and Whoooooo! 
Learnt so many tricks and stuffs!! I was paddling on the board at first which beginners 
must do. After that I tried seating up, but I fell in the water! I tried again but I fell in 
again. I mastered the paddling, but so much more to do still and can’t wait to go back 
to the waves. Luckily, there were no sharks in the water. 

Since then, closer to home, I did kayaking with my Cubs friends in Taplow lake. There 
was one person per boat, and we played kayak cops and robbers. At the end some of 
us stayed back and swam in the lake. It was a bit deep as my head was going under 
water if I tried to keep my feet on the ground. But I managed it somehow, phew! Next 
time I want to go for swimming in River Thames. 

Last but not the least and probably the best of my adventures is climbing Ben Nevis, 
the highest peak in UK. I have done hiking in other places before like Isle of Skye and 
Peak District, but this was the most challenging one.It was 1324m ascend and took us 
almost 12 hours to complete. The path was very rocky, steep and narrow and there 
were thousands of midgetsbut I focused well and although my legs were hurting at the 
end, I endured. My cousins were there as well so it was a lot of fun. When we reached 
the top there was a cuboid statue. It was the tallest point in the UK! People were 
allowed to sit on it so me and my cousins did. We sat at the tallest point in the UK! 

This is just the beginning. I look forward to many more adventures in days and years 
to come. 
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Qantas Flight (QF) 72: Man Versus Machine  

Miss Ayushna Mishra, 12 years  

King Edwards VI School, Southampton 

 

Travelling by plane is unambiguously a serious step into 
the boundary of an unknown. Passengers might wonder 
about what goes on in the cockpit- with all those buttons 
that control their fate of being alive on arrival. 
Undoubtedly, these buttons are our gateways to a safe 
flight. Yet, there is a possibility that things can go wrong; 
some can be explained readily, and some remain hazed 
in mystery. As technology gradually advances, we keep 
putting more and more trust in them than we do in 
people. But have you ever thought, what would happen if 

technology turned against you? What if technology tried to kill you instead 
of making your life secured? Well, there are several such instances. I am 
excited to describe one here that I am intrigued about. This is about Qantas 
Flight 72. 
On October 7th, 2008, this Qantas Flight (Airbus A330-303) on her 
scheduled journey from Singapore to Perth, indeedappeared to turn against 
the people. It is an incident that can make an enticing story in a Hollywood 
movie. The plane was equipped with a fly-by-wire system, a computer-
regulated flight control 
system that uses an 
electronic interface instead 
of mechanical flight 
controls. The computers 
monitor sensors around 
aircraft to make automatic 
adjustments that are 
necessary for the flight. 
On the day, the ascent of 
the flight to cruising 
altitude was perfectly fine, 
nothing out of the ordinary. But during the smooth cruising at 37,000 feet 
above the Indian Ocean, all hell broke loose. Firstly, the autopilot got 
disengaged, forcing the pilots to manually control the plane. Few seconds 
later, a stall and overspeed warning came on – a sign of an impending 
disaster!  
How could an aircraft fly at both maximum and minimum speeds – 
something of a nightmare to a statistician and more so, to a pilot. Half a 



12 

 

minute passed and nothing unexpected happened. The plane was back to 
its smooth sailing. But not long after, the plane suddenly pitched down at a 
dangerous rate in less than a second. As a result, the people at the back of 
the plane and the ones without seatbelts were flung onto the ceiling. In the 
cockpit, the pilots tried to override the faulty fly-by-wire system by pulling 
back on the control stick. The plane levelled off again but then, within 2 
seconds, the plane plunged 150 feet. Few seconds after the plane 
nosedived, the pilots seemed to regain a bit of control, they let the plane 
descend and then cautiously climbed back to 37,000 feet. But, in less than 
a second the plane’s gravitational force changed again which results in 
many people being thrown around in the cabin. Repeatedly, the pilots failed 
to override the system. The flight-control-system was becoming the first-in-
command!  
 
The reason why the pilots couldn’t manage to override the computers’ 
commands was due to the supposedly ‘fail-safe’ method of fly-by-wire. The 
very feature of the system that should make the flight safe made it 
impossible for the pilots to take control when they needed to. Due to faulty 
sensors, the system sensed that it was in danger therefore tried to correct 
it. But when the plane was trying to ‘correct’ the ‘danger’ it was only doing 
the opposite.  
 
Technology is advancing; there is no doubt. Despite our herculean efforts to 
make machine the future, a large part of our strategy of predicting the 
unpredictability depends on the rigour of training and deep down – a 
sudden intuitive response to a time in distress. Indeed, the heroic pilots of 
Qantas 72 managed to give the plane a safe landing (that story is for 
another time!). In the conflict against the Machine, here the Men won and 
they must win! 

 

Front page Artwork 

Shubhashukla Chakrabarty  (Ninia) 

Ananya Design 

Dr. Shyam Karode 
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Computers 
Devjeet Acharyya 

Highfield CE Primary School, Year 6 
 

Today, I am going to be writing about how computers 

work including the parts of a PC/Computer. 

Now first, what exactly is a computer? A computer is a 

device which can carry out operations from computer 

programming. When people think of computers, they 

think of PC/Laptops. Those aren’t the only things which 

are computers. Some machines can be considered as 

computers. Another example of a computer is something 

we all carry it in our pockets every day. Yes, a mobile phone or tablet is 

considered as a computer. Any device, which can perform an output given to 

the input,is considered as a computer. Anyway, now that we know what a 

computer is, we can now talk in further depth on what it is. 

There are seven types of computers including, Supercomputer, Mainframe, 
Microcontroller, Server Computer, Personal Computer, Workstation computer 
and a smartphone. I am going to be talking about 2 of those computers. 1, the 
Personal Computer and 2, Supercomputer. 
 
First, let’s talk about the Personal computer (PC). A 
PC is the most common type of computer. We use 
them every day. These vary for different people. 
People use them for gaming, some people use 
them for work and some people use them to watch 
YouTube etc. Some people build these machines. 
Retailers price these for very high, but really if you 
build your own, it will be cheaper. However in the 
current state of the market, some key component 
prices have significantly increased, due to 
lockdown. There aren’t many parts to build a PC. 
You would need Memory, Hard Drive or Solid State 
Drive, Motherboard, Processor and a Power supply. 
You can add on a video card/graphics card onto it for 
mostly gaming. Normal PCS normally cost around £200. If you would like to 
buy a typical gaming PC, with a great CPU, GPU etc., it would cost around 
£1000.I will go in further detail on what the 10 parts I have listed are. Memory 
(Ram) is used to store working data and machine code. Most PCS will have 
8GB or 4GB. Some high end pcs will have 16GB and up to 128GB. A Hard 
Drive (HDD) or Storage State Drive (SSD) is what stores all of your files. An 
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SSD is more new, included newer technology. A motherboard is what holds all 
of your components together. It will hold the memory, HDD etc. in place. A GPU 
(Graphics card) is what creates an output on a screen. This is mainly used for 
heavy task, such as a processor (CPU) is what creates the output of what you 
see on your screen. A power supply is what powers your system.  
 

I think we should move onto our next topic, which is a supercomputer. A 
supercomputer is a very powerful computer. It is not used for simple tasks such 
as searching the web etc. Most of the time, it is what most companies use for 
their databases including Google. Amazon uses a virtual supercomputer, which 
is very surprising because it might not be safe. A supercomputer contains 
everything that a normal computer will have such as memory, hard drives and 
processers. Here are some types of super computers, Titan, IBM Sequoia, K 
Computer, Tianhe-I, Jaguar, IBM Roadrunner, Nebulae, Kraken. I am not going 
to go more in depth with this now. 

 

I hope you have learnt something by reading this. Thank you for reading. 

 

Sports Day 2021 
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APJ Abdul Kalam  
Jasmine Randhawa , 11 years 
King Edwards VI School, Southampton 

 
Avul Pakir Jainulabiddin or popularly known as APJ Kalam, 

was born on October 15, 1931, into a poor Muslim family. He 

was born and raised in Dhanushkodi, Rames Waram, Tamil 

Nadu (South of India). His father, Jainulabiddin Marakayar, had 

only one boat to help feed his family which wasn’t enough. 

Kalam was the 11th President of India and was the first 

President in India who was also an unmarried scientist. APJ 

was also called the “Missile Man of India” for his contribution to 

India’s missile technology. Although he was a Muslim, he was 

a strict vegetarian and believed that children are the future of any nation.  He was known 

as "The People’s President" because of his simple and down to earth attitude. 

Inspired by his life, a Bollywood movie called “I am Kalam” was produced to share with 

the world his motivational presidency and how he was different to many other Indian 

presidents. APJ also wrote a lot of poetry, especially in Tamil. 

His first major project in 1979 as a project director, the SLV-3 (Satellite Launch Vehicle), 

failed, and he was shattered. He took the whole blame on himself and carried on 

working on the technology till next year when on July 18, 1980, the same team led by 

Kalam successfully launched Rohini RS-1 into the orbit. 

Kalam received 7 honorary doctorates from 40 universities.  He is honoured with 
1. Padma Bhushan 1981 
2. Padma Vibhushan in 1990 
3. Bharat Ratna 
4. Von Brawn Award 
In 2012, Kalam was ranked as no. 2 by Outlook India’s “Poll of greatest Indians”. Kalam 

is a source of inspiration for millions of people, through his message on life which says 

‘if you fail, never give up trying’ because 

‘FAIL = First Attempt of Learning’, and 
‘End is not end, in fact END = Effort Never Dies’. 
‘If you get no for an answer, remember No = Next Opportunity’. 
 
He was an avid reader and writer. He wrote more than 15 books on various topics, 
including nuclear physics and spiritual experience 
On July 27, 2015 - the day he died, he was delivering a lecture at IIM, Shillong. He 

always had a passion for teaching and working hard. Thus, at the time when death 

captured him, he was doing what he loved. 
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A tinted love for a hopeless dream   
Kamolpriya Chakrabarty  

The Westgate School   
 
 

The silence could never drown out the screams, 
the anger, passion and hatred. 

Yet when the pin dropped it created echos, 
words of life and creation, 

It seemed that only the ones who knew the pin, 
knew what was ever said. 

 
Oh, the temptation of salvation, 

at the pinnacle of humanity, 
Oh, how the hope of it all, 

was torn by disparity. 
Oh, the ashes of dreams, 

the bitter reality, 
A new craze begins, 

one of insanity. 
 

A tinted love for a hopeless dream, 
one just to escape reality, 

and soon the laughs become profanity, 
as each new truth becomes the enemy. 

Sports Day 2021 
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An alliance of liars  
Kamolpriya Chakrabarty  

The Westgate School   
 

Their grimy hands tugged the almost untouched rope from above, and 
instantaneously, the usual black walls shone a luminescent white. I wiped the 
thick layer of dust on the wooden chair with my sleeve, finding it funny how it 
felt like fur and sat down.  
They glared at me, almost as if I was a test subject in a cruel experiment.  
I shook the dust off, purposely on to their pristine polished black shoes, yet they 
still didn’t say a word - just carried on staring in to my soul. 
But I couldn’t stand eye-contact, so I looked around the nearly empty room. I 
noticed scrawny writing was on the wall, carved out with what looks like a blunt 
knife.  
 
“An alliance of liars, 
an alibi required, 
for there is much to be desired.”  
 
His eyes peered to where mine were, and quickly covered the writing up with 
his flawless hands, as if it was outrageous language. 
But then he looked down. He looked down and his eyes became red. His red 
eyes went back to me. Then back at the wall. 

Sports Day 2021 
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Holi Celebration 
Mitanshu Basu, 9 years 
St. Marks CofE Primary School  

 

Holi is an Indian colourful festival where everyone spray colourful Abir (herbal 
coloured powder) and coloured water on each other. This festival marks unity, 
brotherhood, companionship and togetherness. 
Like this!!! :)  
 

  

  It is a load of fun!! 
 I am an Indian, but as I live in the UK, I never got a chance to celebrate Holi 
properly ever in my life. However, this time in March 2021, we were in India for 
my grandma’s funeral and then I got a chance to celebrate Holi at my nani’s 
house. Although this was not a great occasion to celebrate Holi, I did not want 
to miss this chance at any cost. Therefore, as soon as we finished grandma’s 
funeral at my grandpa’s house, I headed to my nani’s place with her. 

 My nani lives on her own. So, she was very very happy to have me for Holi 

and we were going to celebrateHoli together for the first time.So the adventure 
starts back at my Nanny’s house after years.  
We reached nani's House at night, ate dinner and I went to bed but I could not 
sleep as I was so excited to play Holi the next morning. 
In the morning, around 10 O'clock, I went to the balcony to check what was 
going on in the street and saw that everyone had already started playing Holi in 
full-fledge. I asked my nani to get me coloured water which I can spray on 
everyone with my Pichkari which my mom specially bought for me for Holi. I 
went downstairs with a bucket full of water colour and sprayed everyone. 
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Everyone ran, then everybody chased me too. They covered my face with the 
green colour and poured loads of coloured water on me too. I was fully 
drenched in coloured water and abir that when I came back inside the house, 
my nani could not recognize me. It was so much fun! After that, I had a long 
shower with buckets of water to take the colour off my face but it did not come 

off fully. I still had some colour left on my face and body.  

 
After that, I video called my parents and they were so happy for me. My mom 
asked me to spray some coloured water on my nani too. Then I did that and 
that was so much fun. 
For lunch, my nani cooked loads of lovely traditional food like Puri, Chana 
Masala, Malpuas, Dahi Vada, Chatni, sweets and loads of other things, whose 
name I do not even remember, but it was fabulous. I overate and my favourite 
thing was Dahi vada. 
In the evening, we went to my nani’s friend’s house. I also put loads of colour 
on everyone there and they coloured me too. I ate lots of food there it was so 
tasty. Then we came back to my nani’s house and I was very-very tired after 
having so much fun and activities. I slept so well. 
Next afternoon, my dad came to bring me back to my grandpa’s house. I said 
good-bye to nani and thanked her a lot for such a lovely celebration of this 
wonderful festival Holi. 
I will never ever forget this beautiful experience in my life. 
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Silence 
Renesa Rhine Barua, 15 years 

St Anne’s Catholic School  
 

Silence. 

 

She loved the silence. She basked in the normality of it; she smiled 

in the wake of it; she dwelled on the calmness of it. She had never 

felt more happy and serendipitous than in silence. Perhaps that's 

what drove her to insanity. 

 

Silence.  

 

Her whole life, she was hell bent over proving herself right while the 

entire world conspired against her. Her only source of comfort was sitting in the haze of 

a sunset at 7:30 pm every night with the arms of silence wrapped around her; 

suffocatingly cold and heavy especially with the added weight of loneliness caressing her 

hair. Her subconscious dictated her life’s extremes and more times than not she found 

herself begging for forgiveness from her blackened and betrayed heart. Perhaps that's 

what drove her to insanity. 

 

Silence. 

 

One day or another the silence will leave her, leave her alone. She knows that but she 

doesn't understand why. Why should she be free of the one thing that gives her a wicked 

sense of freedom? The trap at home was far worse than any her mindless but harmless 

thoughts could create in her temporary home. Her jail cell. The overwhelming panic rose 

up and up till she choked up her necessary dinner onto her own lap. She sat in the mess 

she created for the next week, refusing to receive the help she so very clearly needed. 

Perhaps that's what drove her to insanity. 

 

Silence. 

 

She wasn't a danger to society anymore, that's what they happily replied with when she 

asked why she was being released from the tight hold of the law and government. Who 

made that decision? Whoever it was clearly wasn't aware of how crazy she really was. 

Surface level madness had passed years ago. The madness that inhibited her now 

wasn’t erasable, it was engraved into her bones, her mind, her heart. They didn’t see 

how a smirk curled itself onto her face when a dangerous thought crossed her 

conscience and they way her fists formed by themselves when the police told her there 

was someone there to see her,  though that had not occurred for 7 years now; not since 

she screamed in her sister's face and laughed hysterically as they locked her up again, 

safe in the confines of her single cell. Perhaps that’s what drove her to insanity.  
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Silence 

 

The silence is her friend. Her only friend if she’s being completely truthful. Her initial 

manic self confidence shone through her facade at the beginning of her stay in jail 

when she made friends with her cellmate; a fellow criminal with wise words and a big 

heart. But she left her; like everyone else she got bored and scared and left.  

 

Silence.  

 

Now she’s leaving with nothing but herself and her freeing silence. The silence lets her 

feel normal, it provides comfort and shares secrets in hushed tones, The silence is 

hers and only hers. The silence will never tell her that she wasn’t the victim. The 

silence believes her. The silence believes her story. Perhaps that's what drove her to 

insanity.  

 

Silence 
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Memories 
Rhea Mukherjee, 13 years 

(in conversation with my maternal grandmother, Bithika Ganguli nee Chaudhury) 

Rhea’s entry was one of the winners of the Family Leaves Competition jointly 

organised by ESAC and Unity 101  

 

 

My name is Bithika and I am from Ishwardi 

A little village in Bangladesh, far away from the city. 

The Padma river gurgling through 

Surrounded by wilderness – a real beauty. 

 

Made of clay and mud with a roof of tin, lay- 

My childhood home spread out in wondrous display 

Raised on a platform to keep out the monsoon river rage 

A secure refuge to keep jungle beasts at bay. 

 

I clearly remember the tiny motherless fawn 

Dadu’s jungle rescue - its eyes still shut, 

I remember the sight of the enormous Ghani 

Pressing out slippery oil from mustard and dried coconut. 

 

Oh! And that long twisted cane my Baba shook so scarily 

To get on his wrong side was rather a huge sin! 

Old Dadu, on the other hand, doled out sweet white pills 

The village folk adored him and his homeopathic medicine. 

 

My belligerent Baba often yelled, “Oh Ma Bhuvaneshwari!” 

Exclaiming in vain when we tried his patience. 

My poor Ma tried to hide us from his rumbling wrath  

Making us loudly recite our ABCs and one to tens. 

 

I always wanted to be outside, 

Climbing the many fruit trees that adorned our backyard 

Swimming with my brothers and sisters in the village pond 

With the fish and the snakes and the ladies washing up. 
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Srimati Jugalbala Devi and Shri Khetronath Choudhury 

My grandparents paved the way for their clan 

Dida, soft muslin saree clad, strong-willedlady of steel - 

Dadu, the pan-chewing, ever-supportive, indulgent gentleman. 

 

The aroma of sweet Pithe and Payesh wafting through the air, 

A piece of luscious Hilsa hitting the fry pan with flair 

Melt-in-mouth rolled coconut Narus we didn’t like to share 

Those memories are of a flavourful childhood, so rare. 

 

Did aalways made us little dolls from the river clay 

We broke them often; she made us more 

My precious cloth doll from the village fair locked up in a safe 

To sometimes look, never touch - from far to adore. 

 

We left it all behind when borders started burning, 

Moved to a city, then a larger city, drawn by life’s pull. 

Krishnanagar. Calcutta. Bombay.….the wheels kept turning 

…..Mumbai. Delhi. Kozikode. Kolkata. Nearly full circle. 

 

Those were the days, my memories timeless - 
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The juicy fruits right off the tree when we were hungry; priceless! 

The roar of the prowling tiger outside our home; priceless! 

Ma’s ghostly tales on the veranda in the dark; priceless! 

 

A family held strong through love and loss 

Few remain of that distant past 

But when I look into my grand-daughter’s eyes 

I see a glimpse of that ‘little me’, sometimes. 

 

My name is Bithika and I am from Ishwardi 

A little village in Bangladesh, far away from the city. 
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The Peculiar holiday 
Ridhit Barua, 10 years 
Portswood Primary School  

 

There was a strange family, called Rogers, who lived in 
America, they always planned something to enjoy their 
vacations but they didn’t like any of them. 

Few years back, they went to Sponge bob zoo, hoping to 
have a good time. But that time they hated it there! 

Tigers roared at them ferociously, making the family’s food 
fly away to a far-away place. 

And for some unknown reasons, all 
the animal were let out of their 
cages. The eyes of these animal 
were dark purple with vicious fangs 
that stood on their jaws. All the 
visitors ran away, including the 
Rogers family but when they 
reached near to the door, it 
suddenly closed. The animals 
came rushing at them and then a 
tiger with vorpal teeth tried to 
gobble up the kid but failed miserably. What would they do? 

The whole family managed to jump onto the cradled rocks, dive through the 
giraffe’s neck and finally escaped the blood-curling zoo. 

But what they didn’t know was that the 
intensions of the animals were to play with 
them and be adored. Then they never ever 
came back to the zoo. 

 

During 2018, when the Rogers family went 
to school, they faced a strange situation 
again. All the books and pencils 
unexpectedly turned to life and threatened 
them even more than the tiger.  All the 
objects were looking at them with blood 
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dripping down the eyes that had been just sent into the circle of life. “RUN FOR 
YOUR LIFE!” The teacher screamed as every single kid ran with legs that 
usually be tired now scampering down the school hall. Nobody imagined a 
threat can be this big. BBC news told everyone that even if nobody goes to 
school the stationery had managed to escape   from the school. Trembling in 
fear, the military took bazookas and all sorts of guns but they didn’t even as 
much as make a dent in all the stationery in front of 
them. What would they do? The question we have 
to answer. 

 

Its 2021, all the children of Rogers’s family were 
too lazy to brush their teeth regularly. 

“YOU HAVE MADE A GRAVE MISTAKE AND IT 
CANNOT BE UNDONE MUHAHAAHA!”  said the 
fuming tooth brush. 

The next day, the kids were playing in the 
playground happily when they spotted a colossal 
tooth brush towering above them, “HOW DARE 
YOU DIDN’T BRUSH YOUR TEETH, NOW YOU WILL PAY!” said the 
toothbrush. The kids ran as the toothbrush followed them like a game of freeze 
tag but several hours later the kids legs got so tired that all the children 
collapsed. The next day they realized they were in the bathroom with their own 
toothbrush. Then the most relieving thing happened the massive toothbrush 
turned to a real toothbrush and then it flew towards the kids and brushed their 
teeth smoothly. 

Later, they realized it was a nightmare which actually didn’t happened. 

 “What a life! Watching tigers escaping 
from their cages and coming towards 
people, getting chased by books and 
pencils and now getting chased by 
toothbrush” Rogers’ family imagined all 
these strange incidents while planning 
for their holidays. After the lockdown 
finish, will the Rogers family go for one 
more holiday or not! 
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‘Bench’  
Sam Ronak Chatterjee, 11 years 

Marchwood Junior School  
 

A long time ago, there was a bench; now this one was not 
your usual type of bench. It was a special one, because of its 
feelings.  
 
From my birth till now, I saw many unusual people, 
But one of them always stood out to me, 
He was the one who handled me with care, 
Painted me when I became rotten, 
And most of all, he talked to me. 
 
His name was Trevor, 
Every day, he would come with his 
sandwich and drink, 
And sit down on me. 
He would never be rude like so many 
others, 
He would handle me with care and 
spread his wide arms around me. 
 
But one day, it all stopped, 
That was the day when he left me, 
I always hated him for that. 
He had just left me to fend for myself, 
How was I meant to do that? 
 
After a long time of him gone, I moved on, 
But it was not the same, 
I missed his love and his warmth, 
It never occurred to me though, 
To find out where he went, 
I had just always thought he had left me. 
But that was not the case. 
 
Years later, I found out, 
He had gone to war, a worldwide one, 
It was those type of war which lasted an exceptionally long time, 
Trevor was asked to go, and off he went 
But he did not know what will be the consequences, 
I found out he died fighting, a brave soldiers death 
 
For years I hated him for leaving me behind, 
But I did not know the whole story, 
It was to save his country from terror, from an evil dictator 
That day he became my hero, 
And that is why I love him. 
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An (Imagined) insight of what it’s like to be the star 
that we owe our existence to  

Sayoni Pathak, 12 Years 
Thornden School  

 

Hello. I’m a low-mass main sequence star that was born 

approximately 4.6 billion years ago.  Like other stars, I 

was formed because gravity pulled clouds of dust 

(nebulas) together. When this reached a sufficient mass, 

collapsing gas caused temperatures to become high 

enough to start hydrogen fusion, which is how I produce 

light and heat. The extra dust and rock formed planets, 

asteroids, etc. So perhaps it's not surprising that I take up 

99.8% of all mass in the solar system. If I didn’t exist, you wouldn’t be reading 

this. 

That’s right, I am what humans call ‘The Sun.’ 

Humanity’s views of me in the past…and present 

Throughout humanity’s miniscule existence period, I’ve noticed that they always 

seem to worship me in some shape or form. For example, in Hindu and Greek 

mythology they worship a ‘sun god’ called “Suryadebota” (Hindus) and Helios 

(Greeks). Another example - “The prehistoric monument of Stonehenge has 

long been studied for its possible connections with ancient astronomy. The site 

is aligned in the direction of the sunrise of the summer solstice and the sunset 

of the winter solstice.” – Wikipedia. Humans even have a ‘Stonehenge Summer 

Solstice festival’. Don’t ask how or why I know all of this. 

Before the 16th century, humans believed that I rotated around your earth! But 

then an astronomer called Nicolaus Copernicus tried to prove them wrong with 

maths. In his model of the universe, the earth rotated around the stationary me. 

He called it the heliocentric model. Then, in the 1600s, Italian philosopher and 

astronomer called Galileo Galilei became very interested in this theory, too 

interested. Since religion at the time disagreed with the heliocentric model, 

Galileo was placed under house arrest because religious leaders at the time 

were afraid that the society would start believing in heliocentricity. Galileo and 

Copernicus were right about my solar system though. (Except for the part about 
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the sun being stationary. I am always moving, pulling the solar system with 

me. All celestial objects always revolve around the larger centre of gravity. 

This means that the entire solar system (you included!) is hurtling through 

space at 490,000 miles per hour right now. We are orbiting the super 

massive black hole at the centre of the Milky Way galaxy, the same way the 

earth is orbiting around me!) 

Recently, humans have been in ‘lockdowns’ because of this virus that’s 

managed to create a pandemic. From what I’ve been hearing, this virus is 

finally teaching 21st century humans some manners. They deserve it after 

what they’re doing to Earth. If they keep this up, what happened to poor 

Venus will happen to Earth too. And now that they’re stuck inside all the 

time, they are also finally starting to appreciate all the vitamin D that I give 

them! I’ve also heard that the virus is called COVID-19, which stands for 

corona virus disease. (The mutant COVID 19 started in December 2019). 

At first, I was slightly offended because my atmosphere is also called The 

Corona. But then, my atmosphere is a deadly temperature (hotter than my 

core in fact!), just like this deadly virus. But it’s more likely that we look 

similar.  

How astrophysicists (and everyone else) can see into the distant past 

When you look at the sky on a clear day (I don’t recommend that you look 

at me directly), it’s easy to think that you are seeing the light as I release it. 

But remember, that’s not exactly true. The light that I release at this second 

actually reaches your eye 8 minutes and 20 seconds later, because even 

though light is the fastest thing in the universe, it still takes light some time 

to cover the astronomical distances that it needs to (the distance that light 

travels in one year is called a light year). If this is applied to a larger scale, 

you will realize that when you humans stargaze on clear nights, you are not 

actually seeing them as they are now. Depending on how many light years 

away they are, you are seeing that number of years into the past. For 

example, if you looked through a telescope at a star that is 10 billion light 

years away from my solar system, that star might already be dead, but you 

can still see it shining. Why? Because it took the light that was released 10 

billion years ago ten billion years into the past. So, we can see into our 

universe’s past, just by looking at the sky. It’s a cool concept… 
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Old age and death of stars 

I went sort of off topic there. But it doesn’t matter. Look, so, I don’t know 

any more about the mysteries of the universe than Earth’s scientists do, but 

I know the life cycle of a star (like your Earth scientists). I know how I will 

die. Since I am a low-mass star in my main sequence stage, I’ve still got 5.5 

billion years until I finish fusing all my hydrogen and start burning helium – 

higher mass stars burn out faster. If you humans are still around and 

haven’t gone extinct or destroyed earth or colonised the solar system and 

beyond by then, it will be a good time to leave.  When stars finish their 

hydrogen, they will start fusing helium. This makes them expand, and 

humans call these stars red giants or hyper-giants. Lower-mass stars 

become red giants – this is my fate – and higher-mass stars become red 

super-giants. It should be noted that when I become a red giant, I will fill the 

orbits of Mercury, Venus, Earth, and Mars! The four inner planets will be 

toasted; only the outer planets will survive. Therefore, humans (or the 

dominant species at the time) probably shouldn’t stick around on Earth in 5 

billion years. You might ask, what happens next? High mass stars go from 

super giants to epic black holes or incredible neutron stars in stunning 

explosions called supernovas. But none of this will happen to me. I will 

become a planetary nebula (this is where a red giant’s outer layers blow off 

to create a nebula). What is left behind is the unspectacular core. These 

are called white dwarfs. In billions of years, the only reminder of the star 

that had a stellar system with a planet which supported life will be an 

unspectacular, (unspectacular in my mind, at least) tiny, cold, dead, core of 

something long forgotten… 

But it’s ok. 90% of all stars in the universe will suffer with me. 

Sports Day 2021 
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The Spectre of Light 

 Rhea Mukherjee, 13 years 
The Mountbatten School 

 

He walked towards her, his robes swishing behind him, 

strangely loud in the sudden hush that had descended 

around them.  

A million scenarios whirled at breakneck speed through 

the girl’s head…. none of them made sense to her.  She 

stood where she was, gazing transfixed at her handsome 

father, someone she’d known all her life, someone who 

represented joy and strength, now someone who she 

wondered if she knew at all. 

He knelt by her, gently putting his arm around her. 

“I wish you hadn’t come”, his warm yet anxious tones flowing like embers over 

her frayed nerves. “Not tonight when we’re nearly at the end of our mission 

here”. 

Her heart sank. Was he involved with these hideous Soul-snatchers? Or worse, 

was he one of them? Memories of her father not being there for dinner on many 

occasions came back to her. Her mother’s worried demeanour, her muted 

arguments with her father, her tears, the strain in the atmosphere, all came 

back to haunt her. She had never explained and somehow the girl had never 

asked. Her father was her hero, he could do no wrong in her eyes. 

Trembling, she reached out and touched his face with her cold and clammy 

palm and whispered, “Are you one of them?”  

Just then the door swung open yet again. Her father’s face whipped towards 

the portal, grimacing in irritation. 

Her uncle Harry burst in roughly, a young boy following behind him. It was he…

the Spectre of Light! She would have known him anywhere…his pale scarred 

face, his dark beetle like eyes. He was the reason she had followed the soul-

snatchers to this grim darkness…a wish to satisfy a gnawing curiosity and 

finally unravel the mystery that had always haunted her. 
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What was he doing here? Had he come to save her, and the lost souls trapped 

in this ominous prison? What would he do to her twisted father? And why was 

her uncle here? 

“We’ve got to hurry. This opportunity will not come again in our lifetime…we’ve 

worked too hard, too long. Made too many sacrifices and we cannot go on like 

this forever. Come on now. No time to waste,” her uncle charged urgently, 

“They are waiting for you”. 

“Sweetheart, I have no time to explain,” her father stood up right away. Walking 

towards the door, nodded at the boy, the Spectre, who stood by the door, 

“Young Will here will help you in your noble work”. 

He walked out of the door with her uncle, leaving the girl with a million 

unanswered questions. Desperation and hope reflected on her face. She 

looked at the boy. He was around her age. Wearing the same robes that he 

had on earlier.  

“He is our leader…our saviour,” he stated simply, passing his cape onto her to 

wrap around her cold, shaking shoulders, "For centuries, our people have been 

prey to the soul-snatchers and for centuries people like your father have stood 

up to them in secrecy. Any open protest would lead to their families being 

targeted next. And for centuries, boys like me, have been the Sceptre of light…

helping to keep the people safe. Come now…. let’s release these souls in 

here…while the battle for survival rages outside.” 

The rest of the night passed in a blur for the girl. They worked rapidly together, 

running from cell to cell, joining souls to bodies while sounds of piercing 

intensity, cries of pain and triumph raged outside.  

Once they had released all the unfortunate souls, she could not resist the urge 

to look outside. The sky was lit up in a kaleidoscope of colours and dust…

humans and monsters battling it out in an epic battle that went on and on. 

Despite her pleas, Will did not let her go out and join them. Morning found them 

curled up in a corner of the room, fast asleep and exhausted. 

She didn’t hear the jubilant cries of victory, the wails of mourning. She didn’t 

feel the warm hands that picked her up and held her close. She didn’t 

remember the long walk back home. She was lost in sweet sleep. 
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Much later, when peace and light had returned to the little village, the whole 

story came out. Everyone sat in the village square, basking in the sun they 

had barely felt in their lifetimes. Generations ago, an evil eye had been cast 

over their village. Souls were stolen and sold to the devil by evil soul-

snatching monsters. They had cast a shadow over the village and came out 

when it was dark to do their evil deed.  

Some brave villagers had got together, inspired by a young boy who started 

lighting lamps, centuries ago. He had perished…a victim of those evil 

monsters. But with him had started a tradition of young boys from the 

village, who took on the mantle of the Spectre of Light till they grew older 

and bigger and more easily spotted. Meanwhile, a group of brave adults 

worked secretly and relentlessly to defeat this evil force. Many lives had 

been lost. 

The girl’s father had been a Spectre of Light as a young boy and he grew 

up to be their leader of this dangerous mission, which worried his wife a lot. 

The current spectre nearly lost his life when he was spotted by the 

monsters. Thankfully, all he got was a scar and had to be hidden away from 

people thereafter. Meanwhile, the search was on to find the soul-snatchers 

lair while they perfected the weapons needed to wipe out the evil. And last 

night had been the momentous hour of their mission… 

The girl, hugging her father tightly, looked up at him and proudly declared to 

the whole village, “And I got in the way!” 

Sports Day 2021 
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A cowboy chronicle  
Shubhashukla Chakrabarty  

The Westgate School  

 

she came out of nowhere 
with a lavish backstory nonetheless 
manicured fingers and swanky skirts 
a phony, but smoothed with finesse 

  
the men hurried to her 

deluded in her sweet-sounding intimacy 
emptying their pockets in the faith of true love 
that came in the form of banknotes, innocently 

  
she warily neglected love 

she would rather have a fancy car 
so she crosses her fingers behind her back 

and later laughs with a stolen cigar 
 

Sports Day 2021 
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The Hidden Temple  
Vihaan Bhadra, 10 years 

St Mary’s Catholic Primary School, Maidenhead  
 

As The Explorer dismounted his weary elephant, he angled his pale fedora to 

shade his eyes from the Indian sun. As dawn started to cast a luminous 

shadow over the exotic country of India, The Explorer pulled out a gold tipped 

machete from his bag and began hacking away at the dense foliage. He had to 

meet someone but his insides were clawing at him, encouraging him to explore 

the dense undergrowth in front of him. He stroked his hand over the exotic 

flowers, stopping occasionally to smell the sweet perfume. Giant leaves 

covered the trees with a canopy of green. It was a verdant paradise. Unusually, 

the cacophony of screeching parrots was like music to his ears despite the fact 

it would be a normal person’s nightmare. Silently, a soot black panther slunk 

through the rainforest stalking its next meal. The waters of the sacred Ganges 

River cut like a knife through the colourful country. 

 

As he ventured further and further into the jungle, the vibrant colours began to 

fade and the shadows began to take control. The exotic chirps of the birds 

morphed into the howls of distressed wolves, the once enticing overgrowth now 

twisted into gnarled tangles of towering trees. The sweet perfume of exotic 

flowers now overpowered by the stench of rotting flesh. He was here -The black 

forest. In front of him was the path that he knew he had to take. The cave was a 

black hole -silent screaming mouth in the face of the rocky hill. The explorer 

crept in and the scene was changed in a swirl of sparkling light. He faltered. 

Once the explorer’s eyes had adjusted to the light, he stepped forward, trying to 

avoid the enormous cobras that adorned the walls like poisonous decorations. 

He shuddered at the sound of their ominous hissing. Then he saw the man he 

was looking for, the cobra charmer. Bowing before his master, the weary 

traveller removed the satchel from his muscular shoulders and reluctantly 

handed it to the man towering above him. “I have the item you want,” he 

whispered, careful not to catch his master’s evil eye. 

The cobra charmer took a few steps forward, snatching the bag from the 

explorer’s shaking hand. Reaching his claw-like hand into the bag, the cobra 

charmer examined every nook and cranny of the golden artefact he carefully 

removed. The relic sparkled in the moonlight- unfortunately, not quite enough. 

“HOW DARE YOU BRING ME A FAKE, GUARDS TEACH THIS MAN A 

LESSON!” the cobra charmer hissed, making the walls of the cave around him 

shudder, almost like a rattlesnake warding off his prey. Before he had a chance 

to escape, ten hungry cobras had dropped from their hiding place on the ceiling 
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above and encircled him, pinning him to the wall of the cave. 

“If you do not find the REAL artefact before the week draws to a close, I shall 
send my most poisonous henchmen- the king cobras-after you. They will find 
you and they WILL kill you,” the cobra charmer spat. Then he made a strangled 
hissing sound and the snakes returned to their hiding space, leaving the 
explorer alone with his thoughts.  
 

The journey was long and monotonous: it was three whole days before he found 

it. Hidden behind thick tangled vines was the mouth of a low cave, only visible to 

the trained eye. The explorer slipped in. Once he had reached the end of the 

dark gloomy tunnel of the entrance of the lost temple, he saw the most 

wondrous sight his eyes could see. The walls were gold glimmering like the sun. 

Piles of gems were scattered across the room, sparkling like the Kohinoor. 

Three life-like tigers seemed to prowl across the room, stalking the explorer, this 

could last anyone’s lifetime worth of money. There it was, the golden tiger, 

covered with gems. The explorer posed himself in a careful way before 

snatching the ancient relic. He smiled to himself in a smug way, he thought he 

had outsmarted the Indians. However he had celebrated too soon, just before 

he turned around he saw the pedestal sink into the ground like magic. Realising 

what would happen next; he turned and ran just as a humongous boulder came 

rolling towards him. Rushing to the exit the corridor he managed to doge just in 

time as arrows came shooting out of the wall. He leapt through the exit as it 

burst into flames, he was safe for now. 

 

The explorer set out again on the long and monotonous journey, venturing back 

into the black overgrowth. When he got back to the lair in the face of the cliff he 

handed over a fake he had cunningly crafted out of the gold and diamonds he 

had managed to snatch in the cave before the boulder came rushing at him, it 

shone like the real thing, immediately the cobra charmer’s anger dropped and 

everything was normal again. As the explorer walked back into the distance he 

pulled out the real thing, his forevermore. 
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We Will Remember You  
By Vivaan Bhadra, 8 years 

St Luke’s CoE Primary School, Maidenhead  

 

I am sorry for your loss, but 

you were brave as a Panther! 

We will remember you, 

as you lay in Flanders Fields! 

We will remember you, 

when you saved us and the country! 

We will remember you when you 

fought for us in the war! 

We will remember you 

fought and died in the war! 

We will remember you 

when you lived in the trenches as cold as Antarctica! 

Thank you for everything you did, 

We will remember you forever! 

(Dedicated to all War Heros!)  
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�,���, ����, �� �	 ���, 8���, ��"  ����	 ����� �%���� #� �|�� 4��	��। 
��+ �&���	 ���F#� 5���� 4, �%8 ���%�8	 ��	 ��	� �#� ����� 	���, #�� �%�	 ��� �%�8  
��	������	���	 �%7	��#�	 ��	4 ���� ����,� �� 8&�#	 �����। ���1��	  
�%7��# ��	��� ���	���	 �� ��	� �������, ��"  ����# ���	�� �
 �%�	 ��8�� �5�� #�  
�B�	�� � $��� �%�� ��I �I���u 4 ���� �� ����	���	 5��� �5�� । 8	�# ��   ������ $��4 ��#C $��
 �����,��� ‘��1�B�’ �&��� ।�� � $���1 �b��I, ���F#�	 ���������� । ����	 8	 $���,� ������
 ��� । ���	 4 ��� ���,� 9�	 ���। ��1�B� 	 ������ ��  	��� ����� $�4��� ��� �� ������ 
�	�, 9	�6& ��C� �5�� �� �J �%# । E������ ��� �	 ���5 �
��$���,� E������ ������ ���।�	��
� ��, ����, ��� ,�T&� ��	�� �� �� ����&�%	 ���5 ���#����		 �%�� H%��, 
� ��� 4 �$�� �
�,। 8� �� online ���,zoom meeting �� online 
programme 9�	 �5��� �	�, । ,“ �.�5�&  � �#� �,�� � $�� ����� ��� �# �6& �,� “ ��� �	4 �,� 
 $�� ��O��b��(Mobile) �	 laptop � �6& $�� ���,।  
����%	  Hampshire Puja and Cultural  
Association 	 B�%���� ����� 4 ��Ip. �#� ����� ��� 9�	 ����B����� ��	�, । ���	 ���5 �%�� , �
5���#+ � $���, laptop �	 4� �� � �,�� � ������  
(Window) 	������। 
 
��	���	  First wave �	 ��	 8��# ����� Second wave  4 Third 
wave ���,, #� �
 ������ ������ �%�8�# � ��	�T� ���	 ��	� �	�� �� � ��� $� ��	� �|�� 4 
��	�� !  ��� ��	� New normal ����F ।”Mask”, “Sanitizer”, “hand wash 
“ �&���	 ��#� �3& $�� ���,। �� ��, ����� ����4, �� �B<��� �� ��)� �,� , ��� 4  
��,। ���	 ���� ��	��# � �����	 ���8��� �$�5 ����+ �� (NHS) ��� ��	� ��I ���� �#� ���� 
�	�,�, �� ��	� �	�� �5�� ������ B0�	 �	�# । 8���\ '��$���(	���� , ���8  
��I ‘�� 4�����+’ 	�4 �&���	 ���� �	�� ��� �	�,� । #�� �# �,	 cdcd ���� H�#�.$��#��	 	�#
    �	 ��� �� �%�8	 ����	�	� $�##��� �%�� �� 8Y���� ¡����� #���%	�o�¢�����#�। �
 � ��� ��
��	 ������# “ Thank you gift “ � ��	�# $���,। staff room � “ thank you 
card” �	 $�	� 	�� b�, ��p   ��I ����	 ���	$ �%��� �6 ���� ��।  
 
���4 �
+N �B���# ��	��� �¥�N �	 �I��� ¦d,dd, ddd ��#�, �C $���,� ����� 
�%4 ���� �� �
���8G $�� �� �I��� #P �	 �$���, �8� �	�, �� 8&§� ��	� �� �	�# ��	���  
�� ��#��	&। �	 ���4�.�5�& ���� Pandemic �� ��#��	& �� ��	�,, ���� ���#�  
¨���0 ���� �� ���� �4 ��©�� ���	��। ���	 ���%� �� � �6	 ���� $��।  
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Bhaifota  
Kabita Majumdar  

 
 

�� 8#�Y&�# %�����) ,��,� �b�	 #����� �%��#  ��� , 
����%	 �,� ����	 �%�����  ��#� ��  �6	 �,�| H�# � 
�����#� ���� ��� ��� ���� �$�� ���� ��  $# |  H��
+ 
�,� �� ��" ����  4 �,� �� | ����	 ����  �%���	   
�	�����	 ���� ���) ���  $���, ���6,  ��� 8��N�#  5���#� 
| 
 ����%	 ����  ���  ��� ���  ��	�  ��	  ����   ��  
������/ � �#��| ���8G ��	  ����b�� �	 �%� | ��, ������, 
������, O�«�� ���� ���	 ����%	 �b�� � �%�#�| ��	� ��	 
���� ����� ��� ��	� �����  � % ���� ��	  �%�#�� | �� 
��) �%�%  ����)  ���� ��, ���#� ��� 5���� �� ��� $) 
#�� �� ?   
 ���5��  ��	�� ����#�  
��   ���	� ���� ���� ��	 ���� 
8��4 ���U�  �	�#�  ��� ���? ��	�  8���� ��� 
��	��&	 �# ��5� ��� ��	 %�����) 5��#�� | �� %¬� $�#� 
��	= ��	� ���#��  ����%	 %�%� �,��� !  ����%	 ��	 
���� �,	 �������	 %�%�  ���)	 ���� ���� ��	 ��� ���,� | 
��� �5��  �� �����%� 	�®� 8��� ���� ��|  
����  ���#�, ���	 ���)	�� ���	 �-&| 5���	 ����� 

�,��� ��� ����	  H�u ����	 ��� |��4)�-��4)�	 
��)�,���| ��,�%� �	�	�  5���	  ���� ����  9	  �,�� � �%� �� �%� ��� �
�# $�#�| 

����	  ����4  ����%	 ���8�� 8	&	-'�C� 4 ��	\ �O��	 �%�� #��	 ���� %.�/ �,�| ���� 

5����  %��	 ��4)�-%�4)�	 �	 ����%	 ���, �1�� ���#�| ��	� #��	 �� ?�� �%#��, ��� 
���5 9�		 
��#&) ������	  �I�	�� �8����� $�#� | ���� ��	 ���#  ���4 ���#� ����8���| 

����� $���, �� ����%	 ��	¯�	-��	�° ��	 ��� �b��� �±� �����) , �u� 
��B1�	����) ,����� ���� �%�),����� «�«��	 �,�@ ?� ��	�),�²� �� 	�®� �b�# �%�)  %� 
���& ��	 ��5�	 B�	  ���� ����  �����   �%�#�| 
 ���� ����%	 ���  5�� ��	 ����	  ���� ���� ���#� | 
 ��  ����	 $��# ����� ��	 �%�#�  ����  ��� 	��  b � b � ,�� $�  	 �&� �
+N �²� 
��#	 ���� ���  ����# �
#��| ���	 �����#�  �����%	   ���� ��� 	�� | ��� ����4 
��8 �����) 	��� $�#�| �����&, ���& , �%���&, �����, �8B��| O�«�� 4 ����%	  ���	 
����	  �8G �-	 , #| �	���,� ! 
#�� ���8  �	8�� ��4)� �9 �%4)� $�#� ! �� �6	 �� |  �³  ��#+  ��#+  �,�@ �,�@  
b ���� ���,  ����� ���� �%�)  ���# �%�#� O�«��  |����� ����� �����# ������� -&�		 
��68 4 5���#�| 
�����%� �	 ���%� ������ ��	� ���)�&	� ���� p ��	 ���O �´��%�´�, ���?I ����?I 
E8� , B���?����p��  ���� , �8G ��	  � ��# ��# ����,��� !  ��� ��)   ����%	  
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����	 ��+-�=	  �3&  8����%�,  $N%N    $�) ���   ����%	  #���#���  ���� �
�# 
���  , $� $� ��	 �$� �   ��� �����| H�) H�#�%�� ����	 ��) 8����%� ���  ���� �� 
����  b	��� ���	 ��	   ����  �u  ��	�| 	�� $��4   #��	 �5�  �����  �	�	  
�./#�  �,���| �����  ����	���� ����	 �5 �	���| 
����	 ���,   ���#�   M���� M���� B�µ�� 8¶ µ�� 8��# ������� | ��	� 
��7�,�#� O�«�� ��	� ���  ��8	 M��,���)  ���, ��� �����| ������	 B� �%�)�, ��� 
����� ?    �#����%	 ��� $�)�,  #�� | ���� $�� �#���	| 
�4������ �  ��	 � �%�) 
����| ��	� �#� ��·)� $#��� $�) ���,| #�	�	�  ��8�# 1�������   $�)  , 8���� %  
$�# # �� , ��    ���  ,�� ��� ��� , �#��I ����I ��	 ��b��# ������ !   
��� ���5�) ����# ����� O�«�� ,����	 9	  � �%���) �%���| � � ���	 ��%� ��¬�#  
$��� ��!  ����� ���O�«�� ?  O�«�� �$�� ����� ��� ���	  4 �  ���  �#�  
��# �9	 ��	�,| 
��4 ��� ��, ��� �	 ��	 ��	 ���) ���6 �T$�	� ���� ��	�  ����� ���b�)  
 ���  5��� �5�� ��  ,� ���� ����,���|  
��   O�«��	   �%	 
�¸ ���  #	#	 ��	   �� $�# ����| �%��#4  ��	&  �6	 
$�)�,| b�+� 	I ! ��5���#+    ���������� � ! ���   �  �� �O��  ! 
 ����%	   ��8	  �&��  ��� | ���	 ��	� ��� �b�� � �%��� | 
��	�-= �����   ��#��   ���	 �#�����  �b�� �  �%� �� ���  $��| ��� �� �M#  
������| ��   O�«�� �� ����) ��	   8��  ���%# | ��#  ��  ��  �� !           
 ���8�G ����  �$ H#&�-#  �$  ����¹#  ���   8�  �%� | O�«��	 ���%+8 �#  
��# ����� :�� ��	  �8�8	   �%�)  ��%�   �6�    ���   ��#��	 5���) ��� %��+� 
�����) H%&�  ¡������| �%�% ����� :�� ��	�) �# � ���8�� ��	�)���� ����) �%�| 
��� �#� ��� �%� ����,   | ����  ��	   ��� $��#	 ��	 �3� �%�)   ����)	 ����� 
�6��	 �b�� �  �%�# �%�#   �#���	     ����	 ����	 BX�	= �	��� , ����)	 ����� 
�%���  �b�� � 
� %)��	 ����� ��� �  ! ��5�)  ���%��+� �%�)   H�= ��	 �8&�+�% 
�	��� | H%&��	 4�    ,�� ��)    �º  �%�#� �� ·	= �	��� | �%�% 	���	 ��?�# 
�� ��?���)� �	 	���	 »���  �� ��� ����)	 ����� 	���#� , ��°� 5����)   ���)�  
���#   8	 ��	  �%�)�,�   ��� | ��8$�)  ����   ���)   	����   ��	�  ! 
�,�@ $��# �� ��? ���)� �� �6	 ��	  ��� ��  ���)  ���) �,�  ���    |  
����%	 �&���	 ��69�  ¨�#$���� �*#+? �����	���6   $)��    #��    ����%	  
���	  �����	�)    �%�?, ��	��6   $�) ��,  !       
� 9 ��	 �	 �5��  ��� �	�� ����	 ��	  �b�� �    �%��	 ��� ��)��  �	�#� | ���	 
���	      ���U� �	# | ���	 ��� ����b�� � $�� ? ���)�  ���  ! 
�	�	  ��	�  ��	� ��� ����  ���)�, !  , ���� % ���   �������8 �� $�# 
������ ! �����%� M���M��?  $)�� ! 
 4�%��  ���+��3  ����%	  ���� $O�<  ��	� ����� !    ����	 �5� �#  ������ ,)     
�N��  ���) ���� �������� ����%	 ����� ��� ����  !  
�� ��) ����%	 ��	��	�� ���� �� ��5+� �I�� 	 ���� �%�) �%� �� ��# $�)�, | 
�� � �1� ��	   ��	� ��	��4)�  ! �� ���� ��#  ���) �%� ��� �,! #�4 ��	�  

��8 �,��� | ���)	 ��� �����%� ����  ����-����
��8���� !      
����%	  ���	� ���   %�� ��	&  $�)�, | ��	� ���	 ���6  �b�� � �%�# 
������  !       
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 H�. �#	 ��)�� ���� �� $�) BO��।  ���) 5�  $�!  ��	�   ����	 ���� ���   

����%	 �b�� � �%#��।  H�#���	 ¼8	����	 �D BX'�	 BX�	�= $��� ���6 ����b�� � 

��+ ? ��3    $#  !  
$O�< �����# �� � %9+ �� 9 ���   !  BX  ������� �	&-�5( ��# �#�   ��� ���) 
�	�b	 ��Vb  �   ��/I��	  $�) ��� !    ����  ��/�  ��	4 ������   ��� 

��    !  �� 9 ��) �����# �8���	 ,�)� ����।  �� ������	  ����b�� �  �� $�) 

���।   ��	= ���   �*�#+ �  ���� �� ����  �9 � 9 �#  ������  ! �8G��G    �) 

���) �b�� �   �%4)��  ��  ��	 �%��।               

�����$#   �����	�   �	 ������  �#�N ����	   ��3  ����� ?   �����) �
�#  
������  ! �	�	  �5��  ¼8	�����# .����%	 ���D= ��	 �����? ���� �	� $# !     
����	 ���  ���	 ��	� ��# �#� ��� �� ���)  ����	 ���� �5�� 88	 ����  ���� 

।   8�8�� �� ���	 ��	 4��  ��%�  	�����।  ���O ���)� �5�� 8	 ��	 4 
� 
� 

���# ��������� �� �����) ��4)����। ���	 4�� �
�#�%�#  ���  �
� �� �/ $��� ।   

���	 ,�,� �����	 �%��  #����) 4 ����,�  ���	 ���  �#� ।  ���	 �b�� � ���#   

�´�� �´�� ��� ���  # �  �%�� ��� ।   ����� �5� �%�)  ��� ��� ��।  

����b�� �	 �%� ��8 ��� 4	 �,�6	 ����	���� ���������। ��� $�  	�°�9�		 %	��) 

���   4 ���) 1�����, ����% ? ����# ��,� �b�	 #������ ��" 4 �#� ��� ! ��¼�� 

$��� ��।  H�# � 9�	  �����। �� �  ���� ���� �	�#������।  ��	��%� B���� 

��	  9	 ��	  �	�#  ������ ।  ��B   ������ ।   ���	 88	 8�8�� 4 ��N�) 

��������।   #�� ����%	 �����) %�	��G �,���। ¼8	�8��  �	�%�� ��	 ����# 

	4��   $���।  ��	 � 8�� ���� FL $�) ���,�।   ��b� � �#+��% ��	 ��?�# 

�?�) ����� ��� ।  ���%� �8G 	��# 4 ���) %�� �%�) �T9�#& $�)�,� !  ��� �
 

���	 j  �,�		 ���/ '����	   ��+O  ��� �   �� �	�    ��	=�#   ���, 

���)�,�।  #� ��4   �����   	�)���, ।   ��4  ��� �b�� � ���  4	 ���  �� 

 � $ $ $  ��	 ।  

~~~~~~�����~~~~~ 
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The Cycle of Time  
Kajari Sinha 

 
 

'Now I am become Death, the destroyer of worlds'  
Feels a bit relevant isn’t it especially during the heights of the corona crisis, 
gripping the world by its throat and asphyxiating the essence of freedom from 
life. Nobody can be sure what exactly Oppenheimer thought when he quoted this 
from Bhagavad Gita while witnessing the detonation of a nuclear bomb. Though 
this infamous quote has come to define Robert Oppenheimer, but the meaning 
is much more convoluted than we realize. 
I feel it defines the cycle of time. 
Time for every living existence when in nascent stage gives immense hope, 
aspirations and the drive to get to the next stage of life. If we consider human 
beings; babies are the epitome of dreams, dreams unfulfilled, dreams unlimited. 
Time progresses to childhood when we start realizing we are in a race. The race 
of being disciplined, race of being the favorite child of the parents, teachers; race 
of having more friends; race of being liked by peers. 
As we proceed towards teenage, we are a bit adamant and unruly about the 
values of life, not really interested in elder’s opinions and have a great feeling 
that we can revolutionize the way the world thinks. Time like Krishna smiles 
because time knows you must allow the seed to grow to it’s full potential before 
the inevitable death aka end happens. 
As time rows us to the turbulent waters of adulthood we have become conscious 
of our responsibilities in some proportions. In the meantime, we learn to enjoy 
the newfound freedom. Freedom of thoughts, freedom of making folly but 
eventually swallowing the bitter pill as there is nobody to blame. Freedom of 
having one’s own opinion and making a decision based on it. Freedom of having 
one’s own earning and relishing the love of happy parents. In the same tempo 
we learn how to hide our true feelings, how to be a professional at work, how to 
throw all our concerns about future in a back bench and enjoy the present. 
Except a few old souls I feel “the youth” exudes a never-ending fountain of time. 
It feels like time has come to a standstill and it will forever revolve around us. 
But “Time “the Supreme Leader knows what has started must go on till the end 
destroys it to give it a new form, new hope. 
Next comes the phase of feeling matured (not entirely by us, mostly by family 

and friends) enough to take on the mundane path of having a blissful family. 

Now this is like catching a flight for a school reunion, you intentionally or 

unintentionally miss a few and there you are, a lost soul, trying to fathom the 

benefits of not being in the rat race of life. Let us for the time being concentrate 

on the jubilant and enthusiastic souls who have whole heartedly immersed 

themselves in building new timeline of life. During this endeavor most of them 

has become oblivious of their journey towards the end except when trivial health 
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issues propping up here and there reminds them the clock is ticking. 

Time has its own way of teaching us nothing and nobody is indispensable in life. 

Nevertheless as we nonchalantly gallop towards a rewarding end of career goal; 

grudgingly bearing the loss of lives of our dear ones ;the loss of company of our 

busy offspring’s; loss of synchronous thoughts of our partner , siblings, friends 

and inner circle per se; by now the best teaching of Time – “Patience” is what we 

factually perceive. 

Old age is trying for the majority of us. It feels as if the door is ajar, familiar faces 

waiting outside for you to join their company, but the undeniable thirst of life on 

the other side keeps you going. Although euthanasia according to me should be 

allowed for torturous physical or mental pain sufferers, a great proportion of us 

has a indubitable desire of being immortal and being a God. Time intervenes. 

Just like the after party gloom that fills us when the guests leave, the inevitable 

departure is the greatest truth 

of life, yet painful for the ones 

we leave behind. 

Everything has eventually to 

succumb to “The Time”. Time 

ages the matter. With age 

matters crumble, disassemble. 

The ingredients must be 

released to gain a new shape, 

novel form. This universe and 

the rest of the ones (inside a 

super universe) in this vast 

astral world are made of 

different arrangement of atoms. 

It is bit surreal to imagine that 

everything after a period of 

time destructs and again rises 

from the ashes to construct new 

forms of life. 
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Teene (3) Konya  
Priyanka Mukherjee Turnbull  

 

Nostalgic Perfection 
 
Nostalgia is a powerful emotion 
It adds colour to black and white 
manuscripts 
The faded words on yellow sheets 
Look deeper, darker and more alive 
Filling the pages fast 
With a myriad of prismatic memories... 
Memories larger than life... 
These memories lay resting 
In the same places we bury them 
Unscathed by the present 
Dead to the future 
But alive in the pretentious crevices of our 
minds.... 
When nostalgia brings you to mind 
The moments we intersected 
Will always be perfect 
Something comforting about the fact 
In nostalgia you and I will always be perfect 
For as we took shelter at the familiar bus 
stop 
In the pouring rain and kissed goodbye 
I was content. 
Life was perfect 
“Mone pore ki bondhu” 
 
Blue skies and green fields 
I am thinking of the older years 
Poila Baisakh comes along 
Baisakhi adorned in her rituals 
With sweetened thoughts and warm smiles 
Rosogollahs, mango sandesh, chaler payesh 
I am trying not to drool 
As we ventured into endless “Addas” 
Idle ‘cultural’ chatter on ways to change the 
world 
Broken roads, Kolkata monsoons 
“Hariken” and “Hathpakha” on sultry 
summer days 
Evening chats with my grandparents 
Hugging the “Pashbalish” tight 
Spiced tea, “Thakumar Jhooli, “Abol-
Tabol” 

Sharpen the dull ache in my heart 
Family and friends as my security blanket 
In an indigenous, chaotic but loving 
landscape 
Such priceless moments on a sunny 
balcony 
How my soul yearns for it all 
“Borodin” frenzy at Park Street, Camac, 
Russell Street 
Culminating at timeless Peter Cat, Kwaity, 
Mocambo: the cuisine spins a spell 
Not far from the old magic of New Market 
The excited giggles of school girls 
At Globe, Menoka, New Empire 
Hawker’s corner, Gariahat: now we are 
really spoilt for choice 
Durga Pujo, Ma aasche 
“Agomone” and “Bishorejone” 
An invariable flute replaying at Kumartuli 
Hails unprecedented excitement everytime 
Kali ghat, Dakhineshwar, Belur Math 
The images pause in my mind’s eye 
Minute details of holidays to Siliuri, 
Darjeeling 
Mone pore na tai na bondhu? I know it’s 
been a while. 
 
Big dreams as our Kolhapuri chappals 
Slapped the narrow lanes 
Eden ye cricket, Mohan Bagan not far 
behind 
A madness unparalleled to none 
Madhyamik or ICSC-stern tuition hours 
Hard-earned College and University 
degrees 
Wreathed like garlands around our necks 
Hawkers, beggars, dogs and pedestrians 
All in a sweat of humanity swirl 
But if I had the chance to relive those days 
I would take it and run for good 
Back to who I was before life took over 
For nostalgia is what I feel 
It’s vibrant and it is very real 
My eyes grew dim 
And I could no more gaze 
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A wave of longing through my body swept 
Dewy dawn and a mystical twilight 
In benediction over divine temple bells 
Our Dreams were young 
Our future full of mythical retakes 
And, hungry for the old familiar ways 
Poila Baisakh fervour running deep 
through my veins 
As I bowed my head with misty eyes 
You held out your hand with a gentle smile 
And I grasped tightly 
This time promising to stay. 
 
Made in Heaven 
 
She stares at herself pensive in silence 
Who is that blurred reflection in the 
mirror? 
What is her true identity? 
Can it be more than someone’s entity? 
A girl, a daughter? 
A friend, a sister? 
A blushing bride 
Soon to be a wife... 
 
Is she chained? 
Those bangles on her wrists 
A sign of pious bonding 
Binding her to her fate? 
What’s around her neck? 
A noose or a bejewelled necklace 
Both commanding presence 
In society’s deceptions. 
Arranged marriage or arranged love 
Both so endearingly pretty in phrase? 
This mid-dot on her forehead 
Is that still a projection of her pride? 
Or a dented mystic supremacy? 
 
Look at her hair parting 
Crammed with red lead 
(Or) 
Should I say the vermilion 
Just a mere compulsion 
Or her merry declaration? 
To the million dreams 
So much to express 
But left unsaid 
Captured in her faraway eyes 
Like a star-studded evening sky 

Could be hiding a thousand lies 
 
Beautiful silver anklets 
Peeping from her feet 
Depiction of Indian roots? 
Or echo of nervous footsteps 
Drowning in fear of an arranged 
“unknown” 
 
Her toe rings 
A peak of pleasure? 
Her longing, her desire 
Her hopes, her fears 
No time to manifest 
There is far too much pressure 
Raging passion 
Blindfolded eyes 
This is where Reality lies 
 
If true love is her pedestal 
Nothing is without significance 
Everything disguised in her elegant poise 
Bridal glory shines and overpowers 
But please don’t let her be a fake 
 
Her emotions are a mix of shyness and 
pride 
God knows she has saved herself with such 
Authenticity ripe 
For this auspicious day 
By the glowing flames of the fire pure 
Will she fail? 
The test of time 
Will her vows endure and pray? 
 
By the modesty of her bridal veil 
She romanticises commitment 
She would never fail 
The perfumed flowers in her hair 
Speaks of the future she entrusts to his 
care 
Please be careful and handle with care 
The essence of her fragile existence 
Now in his hands should stay. 
 
His love, his joy 
Should be her goals 
Her essence and her existence both 
Taught as a little girl 
She is the body 
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He is the soul 
The glory of the seven steps seals 
Another TRUE marriage 
“Made in heaven” for argument’s sake 
Please stop frowning 
It’s your Day! 
Today you should be happy 
Today you are the Bride 
Arranged gracefully in your emotional 
cage. 
 
Distant Devotee 
 
Faraway in my beloved motherland 
Humming a familiar advent song 
Resonating and stirring all my senses 
Integral to the essence of who I am 
A young Bengali girl 
Awakens with irrepressible excitement 
A long wait for Ma Durga and her family’s 
Arrival is actually about to end...!! 
 
Alighting from the Himalayas 
Culminating into the eternal Truth 
A truth of waiting 
A year of anticipation 
MA’s blessings are paramount 
We must touch her feet 
But lest we forget 
The emphatic comradeship 
The blossoming love affairs 
The fervour and frenzy 
Splendour of community spirit 
All differences laid to rest. 
 Running intricate through the veins of 
Every Bengali heartbeat 
Ma’s timely intervention really saves our 
DAY. 
 
For Bengalis Durga Puja is not just a 
festival 
It is a throbbing emotion with all its crests 
and troughs 
Our pulse and reverberation a starting 
point 
In ancient scriptures and heritage depict 
We find our beloved Goddess amongst us 
Calming our mind and spirit 
The rich and the poor, the sinner and the 
saint 

All unilaterally adorned in tailored clothes 
Shiny, new, even smothered with gold 
The excitement is unprecedented 
For the masses to participate 
All in a similar Hue; 
Irrespective of caste, creed 
And Religion. 
 
The invocation of the Goddess 
Is a beautiful ethereal sight 
Our beloved MA 
Our supreme Hindu Goddess 
We bow to HER 
charitable and charismatic 
Irrevocable and extraordinary 
Spiritual powers 
Indomitable strength 
Compassion and enlightenment 
Deepest of the deep 
As SHE plunders all evil 
Making way for goodness 
Righteousness 
The balance of life 
To renew hope within us 
In HER utmost care. 
 
Ma Durga is finally here with her children 
A sight that never fails to make people 
Fold their hands 
In pure approbation 
The elaborate images and pandals 
Dazzle our eyes 
Mesmerising onlookers with 
Four magical days 
Chanting and worshipping 
Blowing the conch 
Beating of drums 
And a rhythmic hymn 
Moving the mind to an unforgettable 
reverence 
 
Melancholic in my grandparents’ 
Ornate and majestic four-poster bed 
Drifting off to my 
Great grandparents’ plans for the day 
Impatiently waiting for my friends to call 
The rest of the family all busy getting 
dressed 
To “Meet and Greet” as Bijoy Dashami 
awaits 
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My heart fills heavy, the tears unshed 
I have never been good at Goodbyes 
But Lord Shiva seems wrought 
He detests the pangs of separation so 
Being away from His family can be hard 
 
With a heavy heart and reluctance sore 
We brace ourselves 
To bid farewell 
Our Goddess of mercy 
Kindness and joy 
Hoping MA would never forget 
To hold us close to Her thoughts 

 
The story is simple for all to know 
In a faraway land, far from her motherland 
A devout devotee from a childhood gone 
With staunch faith and benevolence strong 
Lives one such Bengali; 
An ordinary Brahmin with her “Agomoni” 
song. 

 

Sports Day 2021 
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That Familiar Indian Bride  
Priyanka Mukherjee Turnbull  

 
 

 

Monibala sat at the dressing table. It belonged to her grandmother, countless scratches 

of too many anecdotes she would love to hear again and again, the smell of old 

distressed wood but a sturdy and ornate antique she is nevertheless intimately familiar 

with all its hidden chambers and crevices. They comfort her essence in her long 

brooding moments of silence. Outside the pouring rain of the fierce Kolkata monsoons 

mingle effortlessly with the red earth and a damp pungent smell slice through her old 

grandiose yet stark bedroom. Her grandparents cradling her baby face in a classical 

frame fading but immaculate, imitates time. Sometimes she is startled on catching her 

flickering reflection in the mellow lantern gazing back at her mournfully on a humid 

summer evening. Smell of talcum powder and tuberose perfume gently teases her partly 

damp skin. 

For once Monibala ignores her mother-in-law’s calls to join her in the communal 

kitchen and help prepare the ritualistic evening “jolkhabar” She is sure her older sisters-

in-law are already performing their duties, sweating and shouting orders to the cooks, 

complaining incessantly about everything under the sun yet skilfully mustering another 

grand banquet for their husbands to come home to and be oh so impressed. Brownie 

points scored. However today she is reluctant to keep up her part of this orchestrated 

show. She will simply bow to the inevitable reprimands, won’t she? 

Distracted, she stares blankly at her bejewelled reflection: the jewellery she caresses and 

polishes ever so carefully every single day. She frowns to recognise her face, the sneaky 

cynicism slightly disarming her alluring innocence. She ignores the lump in her throat 

and tries to blink away those silent tears. Stubborn and mute they roll down her 

carefully made-up powdered face and crusty red lipstick from biting her lips too often, 

sometimes humming a sighing brook of untold regrets. A luminous portrait in her 

hammering head hangs disjointed from a rusty protruding nail on a broken wall. 

Someday she would need to finish this painting and carefully decorate her room in sync 

with all the black and white family photographs gathering cobwebs in her sprawling 

North Kolkata room. But today is not that day. Today she is missing the essence of a 

little girl waking up dewy-eyed to her father helping her to worship her dreams but then 

why is obscurity never far behind. Her beloved father took them all away one by one as 

the grandfather clock groaned  

(Shyamal Babu) expects Monibala to sometimes look like his English “mem” he left 

behind courteously in the land of milk and honey or mostly like his perfect mother every 
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single day without fail, it’s what he always dreamt of in his sweet “Bou” whilst 

studying law in England. Much hedonism he witnessed there in his spare time for 

sure but he almost saved himself as he liked to tell her one too many times. He almost 

saved himself for his much-anticipated marriage to a nice well-educated Bengali girl 

from a respectable “bonedi” family. He could barely hold his breath for his 

consolation prize, poor man. Sounds familiar? 

Shyamal Babu is yet to return home from working with the British Raj at Writers 

Building.  The studebaker fretfully awaits. These foreign employers have their own 

work ethos it seems. Start early and work late most days. Home Baithak even later 

some days. Home life vastly curtailed. Another resigned thought. 

Monibala’s father insisted on convent education for all her brothers and sisters too 

inspite of her mother fearing for her girls becoming a bit too clever for accepting their 

future in store. They argued incessantly over this issue but hers was a patriarchal 

family too. The gilded cage gleams with a sly grin. 

Was she in denial then? 

Monibala thought pensively, 

did her suitable boy save her 

life? Saved everyone’s but 

hers maybe? Questions she 

hesitates to ask herself. They 

seem to make her choke like 

a swimmer who has 

gradually lost all co-

ordination to stay afloat. 

Her degrees are laid to rest in one of those forgotten drawers, collecting dust, 

shredding memories, ignoring the resplendent eyes of a young girl working hard to 

make her dreams come true: Dreams die hard but Hope even harder; she reaches for 

one such document and prepares to write her final letter bidding “adieu” to her 

beloved father. This time there are no tears. Monibala is going home to her 

grandparents. 

.... A few centuries and much water has flowed under a new bridge on the Ganga. 
Monibala has become Madalasa or Mads to her friends. The cage is of a new design 
and made of translucent material. But the slats haven't gone away. 
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Kolkata Railway Chicken 
Cuisine (Bengali) 

By. Chef Satyapriya Podder 

 
This is a chicken curry recipe which I conceptualized, 

remembering my childhood train journeys from 

Kolkata to Mumbai in 1990s. I used to always have this 

for my dinner, with the chicken curry being served in 

the compartment from the railway pantry. So I named 

this recipe “Railway Chicken” as it was once cooked by 

the chefs of Indian Railways. It tasted different than 

the chicken curries which we prepare at home. My 

recipe reminds me of the beautiful childhood 

memories related to the train journeys in 1990s. 

Ingredients: 
400g curry diced Chicken, 4 potatoes diced into halves. 
Marination: 
1 tbsp. ginger garlic paste, 1/4 cup curd, 1 tsp turmeric 

powder, 1 tsp Cumin powder, 1 tsp Coriander powder, 1 tsp red chili powder. 
1 onion chopped, 5 to 6 garlic crushed, 4 green chilies in splits, 1/4 cup mustard oil, 2 
bay leaves, 1 cinnamon stick, 4 to 5 cloves, 4 cardamoms. 
Instructions: 
Marinate the chicken with turmeric, salt and ginger garlic paste for 20 to 30 minutes 
or overnight. 
 
Boil the chicken and the potatoes in a suitable pan / pot. Once the chicken is tender, 
separate the chicken pieces and the potatoes from the stock. In a separate pan / pot 
heat the mustard oil - add whole spices, onion, garlic, chopped tomatoes and cook well 
till tender. 
 
Add the chili, cumin, coriander and sauté 
for few minutes, before adding the boiled 
chicken pieces and potatoes and stir and 
mix well. Thereafter add the chicken 
stock and simmer in low heat for 20 to 30 
minutes. Finally add 3 split green chilies, 
coriander leaves for flavors and salt / 
sugar to taste. 
 

Serve hot with steamed rice, mango 

pickles, and poppadum’s. 
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The Bird That Twitters 
Sudakshina Bhattacharjee   

 
 

Description: This poem describes a unique bluebird – which has metamorphosed into 
a colossal social media platform! The question this posits is: do you follow this bluebird 
– or does it follow you?  

 
Birds sing and they twitter 

They fly here and there, as they flitter 
And amidst them is a striking creature- 

It’s a blue messenger- an amazing feature! 
 

It tweets to its friends and strangers alike, 
It bridges the gap without taking a hike. 

Thousands follow it, day by day, 
“Let’s follow the Bird Who Twitters,” they say. 

 
The rich, the poor and those in-between 

Follow this Bird and appear on the screen. 
 

North, south, east, and west, 
The Bird Who Twitters flies abreast. 

Tweeting and Retweeting is its game, 
For those who want to gain some fame! 

 

And for those who wish to pinch its share, 
Or stoke rage, fear, and envy with their glare. 

Trolling is what this is called 
And it’s not for those who aren’t bold. 

As it doesn’t matter if you’re young or old, 
The Bird That Twitters can be cold.  

 

Author Bio 

Sudakshina Bhattacharjee (Kina) is a commercial writer, editor and digital content 
marketer based in the United Kingdom. In her spare time, she’s a popular culture 
enthusiast and occasionally writes poems for various anthologies.  

Visit her online at: www.sudakshinakina.com 

Twitter: @SudakshinaKina 

Instagram: @sudakshinakina  
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��, �� ���� H��	=�  �����# $��। �	 �� ��%�  ����	 �
 ��7����  ���	 $���, �� � 4 

�� �%	  ���	 ���	 ��M�� �%�# $�� �
 #��%	  ��# �����	 ����  �� 	�� 	���&� 	�°� 

����	 ��
�� #��%	 $��,। 

 

���	 ����	 ����, �����		 	I ���� �8�À�¢�� $���,, �� � ���� '&��	  �	�। ���# ��� 

�Ã	� ��, �� ���� 4 B��� ��U���  �	���, �#�	� �� ��, � ���	���� �#� �%�� 
�	���,�?  ���� ���	���� ���	���� ��!�#��%	 ��-  ����  �Å�। �	 ���� ��#� spicy 

��� �	? B����	 ���5 ���5 ��	� %� ��	�� ����° ���Ç  �	�#  ����।  

�������� ��8 �� ����	 ��/�  ������� %� ���8/  	����। ��"  �� ���� 4 ,�W��	 ��\ 

��।  

�� �%	  ���	# HÈ���= �8�G �#�#	 �	 ���� #��%	 ��, ����	 ����� 	$É �����)  �%�। 

��,-= $#�²  $�� ��	  ���� #��%	 '������  $���$����#� �b�	 �����। 8	  $�� ��� 

4�%	 �	� 	���#�।  #��  �� ��	� '&��	  �	���, 	�°���°� ��G� � ## � �$� ��, �	 
�#�#	_���� �&��� 4 	�°� �� �	��	 ��	 4 �� �# � �	�# ���	�,, #�� 4�%	 �/ �	 4 

�Ê��� �	� �$��।  

 
���%��	 ��� �<�  	���	  ·.�#  ���� �#�#	 �	 ����	 $���$��� � �� �# �,	 ��	 4 

�b�	 �b�	 ��� ��	 ��	। ����	 ��	����$�#�� ��  �&���	 H������ �# 	�°� �8�� $���। 

����#� 	&�#�#� 	�°� ���� �# �	&-�  ��	&-�  4 ���।   ��"  �&���	 H5� ��,	�°�	 

·.�# � ����� �����।  
��	 ��	 ·.�#���� 
��  �� $�	�� 
���M ���M ��� �� ��9 
	��#	 #�	��।  

�� �����,	 ��	 ��	� �� ,�W�� ��W�, ���� �%��, ��B ��B ���	 �.5� �$��%�8 4। 

���M ���M  ��| ��| �b�	 ��� ��� �� '�Ë�9	� ����	 ��$�। �� � ,�  ��� 
�� ��� ��	 

�%������#। ���	 ����N�  ���	 �� ,�  �
�# ��� ��� E88�  �	 E��8��		 ������& 

�%������#।  
��, 
�4�� �%���� ���� �
 ��, 1��� 
·.�# �
� ���	 � *%�� ��%��	 

	�3 	�3 ,�� ����। 
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Ananya – The Unique 
Sutapa Mukherjee  

 

 

 
 
This is my offering to all the ladies I love - 
True goddesses of HPCA, true sisters from 
above. 
 
Hand in glove with the men we walk, 
Our hearts molten gold, our support –solid as 
a rock! 
 

When we take centre stage, our talent knows no bounds, 
We touch the stars, amidst the lights and sounds. 
 
We wait eagerly for the days we can meet, 
An overflowing fountain of words to share, too sweet. 
 
Be the occasion auspicious, chatty, sporty or fun - 
Our style is unparalleled, we bedazzle everyone. 
 
When we laugh together, we’re boisterous and bold, 
But when there is sorrow, our arms gently enfold. 
 
Each one is Ananya – the Unique: beautiful and smart, 
May these goddesses of HPCA never grow apart. 
 
 
                           ----------------------- 
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‘SNOW’ By Arnav Karode 

Sports Day 2021 
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Our first ever Southampton Durga Puja in 2008 
Prof. Sujit Sahu 

 

This is was the piece written on behalf of This is was the piece written on behalf of This is was the piece written on behalf of This is was the piece written on behalf of 
Southampton Puja and Cultural Southampton Puja and Cultural Southampton Puja and Cultural Southampton Puja and Cultural 

Association on the occasion of the first ever Association on the occasion of the first ever Association on the occasion of the first ever Association on the occasion of the first ever 
Durga Puja in Southampton and Durga Puja in Southampton and Durga Puja in Southampton and Durga Puja in Southampton and 

Hampshire.Hampshire.Hampshire.Hampshire.    

 

Durga Puja, or simply Puja, to every Bengali, especially those of us who were 
brought up in the Indian sub-continent, is like Christmas to every kid in the 
western world. The expectation of festivity, the scent of new clothes, the best 
ever look in the new sarees and 
cosmetics, the excitement of getting 
a new pair of Bata shoes, the 
temporary freedom to spend late 
night hours with friends, the 
competition to see the maximum 
number of Durga idols, are all 
embedded somewhere in our 
nostalgic memories. During the five 
days of the Puja there is simply 
magic in the air—most people are on 
happy holiday mood ready for some 
social fun and adda. 

 

We have walked a long way to make this Durga Puja happen, for the very first 
time, in Southampton. At first, the odds 
were stacked against us. It was almost 
impossible to find a large enough hall 

round the clock for three-four days 
including a weekend. It was a huge 

financial undertaking—how were we to 
raise the funds? How could we get the 

publicity? Where and how would we get 
the Durga idol?  Where would we get a 

Bengali priest?  The obstacles were 
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perhaps as big as those faced by the epic king Rama to worship the Goddess 
Chandi at an unusual time. 

 

Ever since the idea of Puja was 
mooted in March 2008 we have 
gathered tremendous amount of 
support and enthusiasm which 
helped us to form our association 
and a yahoo discussion group called 
Soton Puja. Our unique association 
is committed to performing Puja 
and organizing cultural events 
simultaneously. With our collective 
wisdom, commitment and hard 

work we have tackled the obstacles one by one. We have won funding from the 
Southampton City Council and others for hosting the cultural programs, we have 
a Google friendly website, and, most importantly, we have found well-wishers like 
you as part of our community. 

The people of the Vedic society have donated almost unlimited and free use of all 
the facilities—our special thank you goes to them.  In addition, we thank all 
volunteers and friends for their help, encouragement, dedication and hard work. 
Pujariji, Pankaj, deserves special mention. He has shown us new ways to proceed 
whenever we got stuck. We also acknowledge our sponsors and advertisers for 
their generous support. 

Friends and well-wishers, thank you 
for participating in our Puja this 
year. Our task, however, has just 
begun. We are seeking commitment 
and continuity to carry this 
momentum forward to the next year. 
One day we dream to have our own 
new idols and a permanent home 
where we can organize Puja and 
cultural programs. To achieve that 
goal, our first task is to register our 
association as a charity in England and Wales. In the short term, however, we can 
nominate a charity whom we can donate every time we organize an event like this 
to help less fortunate people at the time of our most joyous occasion. 

May you prosper with friends, family, fame and fortune. 
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List of HPCA Members 

1 Ananda & Ahana Chakrabarti 

2 Atul & Ipsita Roy 

3 Bhaskar & Sweta Somani 

4 Chris & Peyalee Semple 

5 Colin & Soama Nicholson 

6 Debbie & John Hall 

7 Kajari Sinha 

8 Koushik & Aditi Maharatna 

9 Krishnan & Suparna Kundu 

10 Laxmikant Tiwari & Baishakhi Mazumder 

11 Madhu & Bharati Acharya 

12 Manab & Arpana Basu 

13 Manish & Sutapa Mukherjee 

14 Nandan & Kohinoor Roy 

15 Pashupati & Anuka Das 

16 Pronobesh & Sushmita Barua 

17 Priyanka Turnbull 

18 Raj & Sandhya Banerjee 

19 Raja & Moumi Basak 

20 Rana & Dayeeta Dasgupta 

21 Sadhana Chaudhuri 

22 Saroj & Ratna Roy Choudhuri 

23 Swayamjyoti & Meenakshi Ray 

24 Shantanu & Manisha Poddar 

25 Shre & Sophie Chatterjee 

26 Siddhartha & Mili Ghosh 

27 Sujit & Ranu Sahu 

28 Sumantra & Sumita Datta 

29 Tapas & Mamata Mishra 

30 Tarun Khurana 

31 Tonmoy & Haimanti Kumar 

32 Vivek & Sarbani Bhadra 
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