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Dear Community Members, 

           Subho Bijoya! Another full year has passed, and Durga Puja has returned once 

more to the BASC society, bringing with it a time of Rabindra Sangeet, natok, sarees, 

and traditional cuisine. And of course, with Durga Puja comes Ankur, one of the most 

memorable parts of the Puja experience we have grown up in. 

           It is hard to believe that over a full decade has passed since we first submitted 

our works into the Ankur. Ankur always represented a group of kids trying to give 

back to the BASC community, and representing as editors-in-chief feels incredible. As 

we complete our final moments working Ankur, we hope that the next generation of 

youth will continue to embrace and savor those same moments. Realizing that this is 

our last year working with Ankur is a poignant and bittersweet experience.  

 This year’s theme of growing up embraces the ways that our community has 

affected our lives. As we become older and moving into our great futures it  is im-

portant to keep in mind our roots and never forget the importance of the culture we 

have been accustomed to.  

 As our former editor-in-chiefs said, “Growing up happens in a heartbeat. One 

day you’re in diapers; the next day you’re packing for college. But the memories of 

childhood stay with you for the long haul.” Cherish your childhood more because the 

majority of your life will be in adulthood. Adulthood has its benefits, but childhood is 

stress free. We can only be children for so long. 

 Lastly, we would like to thank Apurba Kaku for doing so much for us. He has 

so much faith in us and the editorial theme, and that really means a lot. We’d also like 

to thank the Ankur Editorial Board for taking the time to come together and make 

such an amazing magazine.  

 We look forward to all to come in this new year, with great hope in the amaz-

ing event that is Durga Puja.  

 Best Wishes, 

 The Ankur Team 
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EDITORIAL 

Shinjini Das and Ashmita Deb 

 

There are 195 countries in the world. Each one of these countries have different 
cultures, beliefs, and ideals where kids learn how to create their own little world. They 
surround themselves with their loved ones, their hopes and dreams and are filled with ig-
norant bliss. Children paint these pretty little pictures in their heads about how life will be 
eventually as a “grown up,” but when the time comes to take the picture off the wall and to 
take action, it’s not as fun as actually creating the picture. As teenagers growing up in to-
day’s society, we realize that growing up hurts. It’s full of nostalgia… we want to press 
pause, rewind, and go back. So as children growing up in today’s world, we realize to smell 
the flowers a little, and to not rush, because you have your lifetime to be an adult, but only 
a short time to stay a kid. 

As a child there were countless numbers of things we wanted to do. Going from the 
car seat to the booster seat to the back seat and finally to the front was like my mom buy-
ing me a candy bar without complaining. The front seat was a big accomplishment be-
cause it meant that we reached a point in life where we knew we had grown up. After get-
ting the experience of seeing through the front windshield instead of the back window on 
the side of the car, the next plausible thing to do is to learn how to drive. Although getting 
a driver license seemed far away it did not stop anyone from playing mario kart or buying 
an electrical kart that could be driven down the street. Being a big kid was a dream wait-
ing to come true. What is a big kid? A big kid is a person that a child looks up to and hopes 
to be. One of the special parts of being older was seeing the movies that parents would not 
let us  watch alone. At last Harry Potter could be seen how it is supposed to be seen, with-
out parents asking who every character was. Additionally, when I went to the Indian par-
ties on the weekends, I always wanted to sit at the “big kid” table because I thought I 
would be cooler than all the other kids. But the reality of the big kids table was they were 
talking about the future such as college applications. Back then I did not comprehend how 
much it would affect our near future. 
 As we grow older the problems we face become more serious. What we need to re-
member is our childhood and the memories that we created, especially in our Bengali 
community. The Bengali community has provided another place for us to be ourselves. 
Our culture is so full of richness and diversity, we have created our own cultural legacy. 
The numerous beautiful pujas that we attend, the everlasting friends that we make and 
socialize with, the blessings that we receive from mashis and meshos and didus and da-
dus… these are the things that make us feel warm and happy inside. All of the people have 
influenced us to be who we are today. The ideals and beliefs that has come with growing 
up here has made us into better people. We want to hold on to many memories for as long 
as we can, because with time things change, and unfortunately, we cannot go back. Never 
forgetting the values that have been taught to us and taking them to all the places we go in 
the future. Growing up in life is a difficult task, we need to chose the path that will bring us 
benefit as we grow older and to enjoy every moment that comes between. :) 
Sincerely, 
Shinjini Das & Ashmita Deb 
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As a child, growing up in the Indian community defined me as a person. The food, 
culture, and the people shaped so much of my childhood. Even though I haven’t grown 
with these people since I was born, they treated me like family. That is something I’ll al-
ways cherish. The memories that were formed with these friends and the happy times 
will always stand by me, no matter how old. The memories of Durga Puja and other par-
ties with my friends make me feel this warm happiness inside. I will always cherish this 
and hold it close in my heart. Even though there were difficult times, friends and others 
have brought me out of those ruts. That is something I’ll always be thankful for and I will 
never outgrow that positive mentality.  -Anika Biswas 

 
 As of now, growing up in the Indian community feels like a blessing and a curse. 
The Indian community is like my family, and the people in it helped me grow as a person. 
I wouldn’t be the person I am if not for the community. Though, of course, this isn’t lim-
ited to happy things and valuable personality traits. Though there is a lot of stress in-
volved with being involved with our peers, masis, and uncles, there are many other plus 
sides. The Indian community still molded me into the person I am today, for which I’m 
forever grateful. I’ve made many friends, and had many opportunities to build bridges 
and make meaningful connections with many people, enriching my life, and making my 
life an overall better experience to live.  -Aritro Tribedi 

 
 Growing up in a Bengali community while living in California has allowed me to 
develop a unique Indian-American personality. During the week, I take classes and partic-
ipate in activities with friends of many races: Korean, Chinese, Indian, African-American, 
Hispanic, and mixed. But in the evenings and weekends, I can comfortably be Bengali with 
my loved ones, whether it be eating maacher jhol bhaath with my family or chatting with 
my friends in Benglish. I have countless memories of Durga Puja: from dressing in elabo-
rate clothing to attending the performances to buying McDonalds and Starbucks, this 
event-filled weekend is hard to beat. As I grow older and leave for college in a few years, I 
will cherish everything my Bengali community has given me forever.  - Diya 
Chakraborti 
 
 Growing up in the Indian community was very special and interesting. I had uncles 
and masis that I would meet almost every week; they were like family. If my parents ever 
needed help, the community would be there for them, like when they were too busy to 
pick me up. I have met many great people and have gained many friends that I may have 
never known without the Indian community. I remember going to Durga Pujas where I 
would meet my friends and hang out and playing games. I have so many great experienc-
es that I have had growing up in the Indian communities that have developed me into 
who I am. I am proud of my heritage, the food, the culture, and the friends that I have 
made and will continue to make. - Arin Sasmal 
 

 

TEAM EDITORIAL 
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Developing in a large Indian community such as ours has paved the way for and 
and my peers to slowly (but surely) grow into adults. The environment of our Indian Com-
munity is special in a way because everyone feels like one, big family. Whether it was fam-
ily or my friends, I always had someone to push me to be the greatest version of myself I 
could be. Events that I went to due to our Indian Community, such as Durga Puja, gave me 
a chance to see old friends, and even make new friends. In truth, without the Indian Com-
munity being what it is today, for better or for worse, I would never have grown up the 
way I have. For that, I must thank everyone in our “family” of Indians.  - Ayush Sen 

 
Best Regards, 

The Editorial Team 

Ankur 2018 
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Have you heard the wind? 

Yes, many times indeed. 

What was it like? 

It sounded like wolves howling. 

Have you touched a wall? 

Yes, sure I have. 

Was it smooth or rough? 

Neither smooth nor rough, 

It just felt so cold. 

Are you always cutting your nails? 

Only when they are too long. 

Did you ever lick a lamp? 

Only a clay one, I think. 

Monkey 

Aritro Tribedi 

Age 13 

Funny Talk With Didima 

Zamaan Sen-Akmal 

Age 11 
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Lone Girl 

Shinjini Das 

Age 16 
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Hi, my name is Diya, or Die-ya as the substitute teachers call me. Oh, and don’t even 

bother pronouncing my last name. 

 

I’m a petite, geometry proficient, Spanish-verb conjugating brown girl living in the SoCal 
Sunshine streets of America. I’m fluent in 3 languages: English, Bengali, and sarcasm. My 
passport claims I’m Indian but my personality and odd fashion sense scream American. 
Contrary to the opinion of many, I despise eating curry and rice almost every day. I’m not 
very religious either - I don’t visit the temple every weekend or pray to God before most 
tests. And sorry to break your heart, mom and dad, but to be honest, I don’t even want to 
be a doctor. 

 

At this point, you might notice that something’s sorta ... off. I don’t belong to the category 
of obedient and disciplined Indian girls. I didn’t win 1st place in Science Fair like Preethi, 
or win the Scripps National Spelling Bee like Sneha did. 

 

As a follow up, you might ask: well Die-ya... when do we start creating a personal identity 
while preserving our cultural one? For most people it starts at a relatively young age and 
for some, it can start in a totally different place. Let me tell you a little story about me in 
my hometown Ohio. 

 

Ohio is like milk, a homogeneous white community. I don’t think I knew a single Asian, 
Hispanic, or black person. For the majority of my childhood, I grew up as the only colored 
person amongst my peers. I had an unusual accent derived from my mom, was an “Indian 
princess” every year for Halloween, and regularly took Maggi noodles to school for lunch. I 
also embodied the Asian stereotype of being good at math, just like any good Indian girl. In 
3rd grade I was placed into the GATE program, dominated by squirmy white boys. As you 
can imagine, being the only colored person and girl in an advanced class was quite dis-
heartening. 

 

The more I engaged into my strange obsessions, the more friends I lost. “Oh no! What 
would my peers think of me?” I worried. I tried assimilating into the blond-hair blue-eyes 
culture and did all I could to be totally “American.” I convinced my mom to make me pasta 
for lunch, and my dad to buy me a membership for Club Penguin so that I could play with 
the cool kids. I followed eccentric fashion trends merely to be recognized as “pretty” by 
my peers. I even stopped speaking Bengali at home in hopes to get rid of that accent I so 
dreaded. Without realizing it, I had lost a chunk of my identity in just a few years. 

A Colorful Solution 

Diya Chakraborti 

Age 16 
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That all changed quickly in the fall of 7th grade, when my parents told me we were 
moving to a place called Irvine. I went to Rancho San Joaquin Middle School, which, to 
my surprise, was nearly 100% Asian with the endangered white kid or two. Cha, Lu-
lulemon, and obsession over grades quickly became the norm. I had to actually study 
for my classes! Competition in all aspects was fierce as kids centered their lives around 
getting into top schools. 

 
Forget milk, Irvine is like the ocean: calm and peaceful on top, but murky just beneath 
the surface. What a stark difference! In Ohio, if you act like everyone else, you are seen 
as normal. Here, if you don’t truly express yourself, you’re seen as a fake. It’s a constant 
struggle between maintaining who you are while trying to assimilate in with your sur-
roundings. 

 
As you can see, race is not a special gene common to all people of the same race. Ra-
ther, race is a fibrous construction that groups people based on their cultural common-
alities. But that doesn’t mean that you have to sacrifice one identity for another. Today, 
I consider myself an Indian-American because I have qualities of both races. I still take 
my occasional Albertsons’ pasta to school for lunch, but eating curry and rice isn’t so 
bad from time to time. I’m fluent in American slang but still speak Bengali at home. I 
still don’t want to be a doctor but science and technology are still quite interesting to 
me. 

 
If I had never left the shallow milk bowl and took the plunge into the deep ocean, I 
would’ve never evolved into the person I am today. Being human is being able to retain 
your personal identity and culture, regardless of what society expects you to be. 

Joi Ma Durga  

Riya Banerjee 

Age 14 
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Anime Koala 

Ishani Basu  

Age 10 

View of the Pacific 

Tia De Sarkar 

Age 16 
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On a Hot Summer Day with Didima 

Auyoni Sen–Akmal 

Age 14 

Grandma: Dear child, what would you like to eat? 

Me: Bread, butter and sugar. It tastes so good. 

Grandma: Sweet child, what is it you want most? 

Me: To lead the life I want. For that will make me happy. 

Grandma: Little one, what is it you put up with? 

Me: My brother and my school. They are just too much to 

handle. 

Grandma: Now tell me, what is it you never liked? 

Me: Lima Beans, for sure. 

Grandma: When do you think you'll like them? 

Me: Never, ever, ever. 

Ganpati Bappa Morya 

Anya Pramanick 

Age 11 
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BOOM! A sizzling lavender liquid exploded from a cup, hazy gas rising from the utter failure of the 

science experiment. Everyone in the lab group groaned; one reason was because it was first period and another 
was that the liquid happened to land on their very expensive attire. Tracy, the new student in school, was laugh-
ing alongside with Bryan. Tracy had recently arrived at Jeffrey Trail because of private infrastructure upgrades to 
the school that her father, Mr. Jones, was in charge of. “Well, that was quite the explosion,” laughed Bryan. Tra-
cy’s beaming smile suddenly faded. “What’s wrong?” asked Bryan, noticing the sudden change of emotion in 
Tracy. 

“N-n-nothing,” muttered Tracy, her face grim. “I just need some fresh air.” Tracy felt a pang of guilt 
wash over her as she knew that everything - - no, everyone would soon come to an end. Over the time that Tra-
cy has been at Jeffrey Trail, Bryan was the only person she saw in the school with a devoted interest in science. 
Bryan was a very curious individual and many times asked Tracy what her father was planning to change with the 
school, but it was to no use; Tracy always came up with some excuse to get herself away from that moment. It 
soon did not take Bryan long to figure out that whenever he talked or mentioned something related to Tracy’s 
father, her mood coincidentally changes significantly. But to a clever individual such as Bryan, he knew such 
things were not coincidences. 

Deep inside, Bryan was scared that Mr. Jones was planning something very evil. Mr. Jones always wore 

long, shady black clothing which made it seem as if he was attending a funeral every single day. He was known 
for possessing a twisted frown on his face, making it seem like he thought that humans, and even the world it-
self, were a mistake. While Bryan was walking to his second period class, he spotted Mr. Jones giving a rather 
awkward lecture to a small boy on why rolling backpacks were the most stupendous invention ever invented. 
Bryan took several deep breaths, and then proceeded to question Mr. Jones. “Hello Mr. Jones,” Bryan began, “I 
was just curious to know what you are doing here at school.” Mr. Jones stooped down to Bryan, his unibrow 
crawling like a spider on a web. Bryan saw the muscles of his forehead twitch and contort as his unibrow slowly 
curled into a V letter. 

Bryan panicked. “S-surely my engineering knowledge may help.” 

“I really do not think that is your business, Bryan,” cautioned Mr. Jones, his unibrow practically v-
shaped now. “Neither is being nosy with family members.” As Mr. Jones started to walk away, Bryan’s lip curled. 
With his sleight of hand, he managed to retrieve a paper from Mr. Jones’s pocket. Bryan opened it and vast 
mathematical calculations flooded the page, variables and symbols painting a Mona Lisa on the page. To Bryan, 
it was a work of art. So many well crafted equations appearing to explain a scientific concept. Then, Bryan’s 
heart suddenly fell a million miles. The paper was titled Project: TAWUB (Total Annihilation of World Using Black 
Hole). Mr. Jones was building a particle accelerator underneath the school to create a black hole! 

Next day, Bryan excused himself for a “bathroom break” in all of his classes so he could search the 
school. 

Lost To Be Found Again 

Shayan Halder 

Age 13 
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Bryan scoured the hallways, the bathrooms, the closets, and even the private teacher offices. Right before Bryan 
was about to give up, he saw Mr. Jones coming out of the bathroom. Bryan hid behind a hallway corner and 
watched as Mr. Jones knocked his hand five times against the wall besides the bathroom. The floor underneath 
Mr. Jones slid to the right, and Mr. Jones fell into the depths of the school. Immediately, Bryan rushed to the wall 
and repeated what Mr. Jones did. The floor under him suddenly slid and Bryan screamed as he plunged into the 
depths of the hole, his voice echoing off the narrow walls which deafened his ears. 

 

When Bryan landed, he almost choked because he could not believe his eyes. A massive underground 

chamber, the size of multiple football fields in length towered in front of him. Most of the view was covered by the 

immense particle accelerator, with its giant tubes stretching across the whole area. Nefarious crimson lights 

penetrated from the ceiling, illuminating the whole place like an evil laboratory. Bryan then spotted and overheard 

Mr. Jones and a crew worker talking. “The particle accelerator is online,” said a rather round and plump looking 

man. “We will be launching in 15 minutes.” 

 

“Very good. This universe needs to be spared the wrath of humans and their destruction,” replied Mr. 
Jones twisting his hands demonically. There was not enough time for Bryan to completely process what he just 
heard, as he dashed back to the bathroom wall by knocking five times again on the wall of the cave. The bell rung 
for lunch and Bryan scoured for Tracy. He spotted her on the other end of the hallway and ran like he never did 
before. He knew that Tracy had been working with Mr. Jones the whole time, because it was clear that Mr. Jones 
told her to be quiet about the particle accelerator. 

“How could you do this?!” Bryan shrieked. “You were working with your father the whole time to destroy 

the planet? It’s launching right now!” 

Without a word, Tracy sprinted to the bathroom door. She pressed her hand on the wall and she fell into 
the depths of the underground chamber. Bryan followed, slightly less hesitant this time. When Bryan landed, he 
saw Tracy behind one of the gigantic accelerator tubes typing on a computer. “WHAT ARE YOU DOING??” Bryan 

Screamed. 

“I have been working against my dad this entire time!” replied Tracy. 

“What?” asked Bryan. 

“I have been building a time increment in the machine that will allow me to travel back in time when the 

black hole forms! I can prevent TAWUB from ever forming which will save the world!” cried Tracy. 

A voice speaker from the roof hummed, “Annihilation will proceed in 20 seconds.” Bryan ran over to 

Tracy, who was practically punching her keyboard by now. Lines of code were flowing across the computer screen, 

a pure work of art that Bryan somehow understood completely. Mr. Jones rushed into the chamber to see the 
event happen, but growled in frustration at the sight of Bryan and Tracy. 

“YOU!” bellowed Mr. Jones. “YOU STOLE MY PAPER! YOU DO NOT UNDERSTAND OUR GOAL! 

AND TRACY, I THOUGHT YOU UNDERSTOOD!” Mr. Jones sprinted to Bryan, his head flaming with fury as 

the crimson lights of the roof blinked on and off. 
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“Good bye Bryan, I’ll later meet you for the first time,” sorrowfully said Tracy as she hit a final key on her 
keyboard right before the black hole formed. BANG! An explosion louder and brighter than all the stars and galax-
ies in the universe roared throughout the entire planet. Tracy’s body started to fade through the blankets of time, 
her skin slowly turning to a light beige that gave a god-like demeanor to her. A flash of all the colors of the rain-
bow shimmered as the whole room became soaked in an ocean of color and energy. Tracy’s body zipped into thin 
air, blending with the fabric of space and time as the world around her became swallowed with pure darkness, 
ceasing to Exist. 

Tracy zoomed at light speed through the broken fabric of spacetime, seeing all the past that has ever 

occurred in eternity. She was searching for the moment when TAWUB was forming. She landed in an assembly 
room covered with a cash-green carpet that was surrounded with old, dusty wooden chairs; it was the year of 
1980. 

Luckily for Tracy, nobody was present yet so she scoured the area for a lab report explaining the possibility of 

creating black holes. Tracy then saw a sign labeled, “Laboratory: HIGHLY CONFIDENTIAL” 

As Tracy walked into a room, she scoffed at the obsolete technology that filled the room. Oversized 

microscopes, stained black chalkboards, cracked wooden stools, and computers the size of multiple cars gave an 

Old-school aura to the lab. Everything was covered in a fluffy blanket of dust, and the constant light fall of dust 
made it feel like it was a snowy winter. It was still a sight to see for a nerd such as Tracy. She then saw an old sci-
entist with white hair carrying the lab report. Tracy quickly grabbed a wooden stool and with great hesitation, 
knocked the man out. Tracy was disgusted at herself, but she knew that it had to be done. She spotted an old 
styled ballpoint pen and filled in the final conclusion for the possibility of creating black holes as FALSE. 

Tracy took the finished lab report back to the assembly room and placed it on the leader’s desk. Tracy 

proudly thought, My work here is finished. She then took out a remote from her pocket, and again with much 

hesitation, returned back to her time. The familiar feeling of zooming at light speed came back to her, and she 

traveled through time with more confidence this time. Finally, when Tracy arrived back to her time, she was in a 

boat canoeing with her dad across a wide lake. She slightly jumped at the sight of her dad. For once in her entire 

memory, his unibrow was perfectly straight. Her dad was happy for the first time. It would be logical that Tracy’s 

dad would not be able to join TAWUB since the organization failed to assemble. Tracy’s first thought was to visit 

Bryan, and just the thought of that made her smile. She continued her day along feeling victorious and proud that 

she saved the world. 

Unfortunately, this was not the case for Tracy. She would suffer from the time paradox she created be-
cause in the current time period she is in, she never met Bryan and TAWUB never formed. Her original timeline 
memories would slowly cease to exist. Bryan and Tracy, who were lifelong friends, were lost to time but to be 
hopefully on one miracle day, found again. 
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I wonder why I smell pizza. 

I wonder why the sky is blue. 

I wonder if expired medicine works. 

I wonder why I must wait two hours 

Before swimming after I eat. 

I wonder why ants don’t like turmeric. 

I wonder why cars don’t fly yet. 

I wonder why I must breathe air 

In order to live. 

I wonder why bananas are yellow. 

I wonder why my sister sleeps a lot. 

I wonder why my mom is a good painter. 

I wonder why my dad won’t watch the 
Stranger Things. 

I wonder why I am writing this. 

I Wonder Why 

Zamaan Ishayu Sen-Akmal 

Age 11 

Next Gen Heroes 

Shrihan  

Chakraborti 

Age 9 
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Rainbow 

Jiya Kidambi 

Age 5 

Ma Durga 

Auyoni Sen-Akmal 

Age 14 

Pujo Elo 

Abhiyan Lahiri 

Age 11 
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How Much I Love Bengali/Kolkata Food 

Gaurav Karande  

Age 11 

I know that since I’m growing up here, everyone thinks that I love pizza 
and burgers and all other kind of American foods. That is true, but my favor-
ite cuisine remains Bengali. Bengali food has many different flavors with a 
variety of spices. My personal favorite is luchi and aloo dum combo (our eve-
ryday breakfast during Kolkata visits). But I also like Kosha Mangsho which is 
very spicy and umm so delicious. It has this fiery taste that just blasts in the 
mouth. And if it is too spicy for you, then you can sweeten your tongue with 
some awesome bengali sweets like pantua and rasgulla. And of course there’s 
everyone’s favorite posto ! In fact, I love everything my Dimma makes. 

And sometimes in Kolkata, I get to try out all different types of street 
foods. They aren’t very healthy options but I just don’t care. My favorite are 
the kati rolls- dry spicy Mutton or chicken cubes with chillies,onions and all 
of it wrapped in parathas. Fish Kobiraji and Kolkata-style Chilli Fish/Chicken 
follow the list. 

Tranquil 

Anika Biswas 

Age 13 
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Beshi Kele Bare Medh 

Deep Ghoswami 

Age 11 
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The Prisoner 

Aritro Tribedi 

Age 13 

Celebrating Earth 
Day 

Anika Guha 

Age 9 
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 Yay! We are in Paris. I couldn’t stay put in one place for a second. It took my eight-year-
old self a while to simmer down. I got ready very fast. I literally gulped on my baguette 
and my orange juice. All I could think of was that we are going to see Eiffel Tower today! 
We are going to see the authentic painting of Mona Lisa today! We are going to be in Arc 
de Triomphe today! I have been reading about these places for months. Today I get to see 
them! 

 
Our first stop was Eiffel Tower. We decided to walk since Eiffel Tower was only 0.8 miles 
from our hotel. When we finally arrived, the area was already packed with people. Though 
my parents had pre-purchased our tickets, we still had to wait for about an hour just to 
reach the elevator. I was so excited that I kept on asking my parents, “Can we walk up the 
stairs instead of riding on the elevator?” Their response was, “You cannot climb up to the 
top of Eiffel Tower, you can only climb up to the first floor of the Eiffel Tower.” The eleva-
tor took us to the 1st floor. It was a fun, but little strange feeling, to walk on the transpar-
ent glass floor. I could see sea of people downstairs through the glass floor. We decided to 
have our lunch before we go to the summit. I had french fries in France! After we finished 
our lunch, we took the elevator to the 2nd floor. We visited the shops and bought souve-
nirs. Finally, we went to the 3rd floor. I couldn’t believe that I was actually at the summit 
of Eiffel Tower. From this floor, I could see the entire city of Paris and its beautiful monu-
ments! It was a stunning view. I was dazed by the beautiful sight. I walked around the en-
tire third floor and took tons of pictures from different spots. We stayed in the top floor 
for a while. I just did not want to come down. 

 
Still in a daze, we left for our next destination, the Louvre. The Louvre is the principal art 
gallery and museum in Paris, and also home of original Mona Lisa painting. We walked 
around and admired the different paintings, sculptures, etc. But what I was really looking 
forward to was seeing the original Mona Lisa painting. It was a long walk to the Mona Lisa 
painting, which was towards the end of the Denon Wing. When we finally arrived at the 
room which housed the Mona Lisa painting, we saw hundreds of people in the room. 
Somehow, we got through the crowd and reached the front of the sealed enclosure. The 
Mona Lisa painting is truly exceptional! For me, it was a surreal experience! I kept on 
looking at the painting as long as I could. Everyone wanted to take a picture with the Mona 
Lisa painting. All I wanted to do was stand still and keep on admiring the beautiful paint-
ing. 

 
After seeing two wonders of Paris, my parents wanted to try some French cuisine. We 
went to Champs E lyse es, the “world’s most beautiful avenue”. We realized most of the res-
taurants needed a reservation. As my parents were looking for a table, I was simply  

My First Day in the City of Love 

Anya Pramanick 

Age 11 
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admiring wide, tree-lined avenue. My eight-year self was admiring the beautiful 
French people, the flagship stores, the exquisite mannequins, the displays. I loved the hus-
tle and bustle of the street. There was a crowd, but it wasn’t noisy. We finally got a table 
and I had my fill of Chocolate souffle , the only food stuck in my memory. 

 
It was night by the time we reached Arc de Triomphe, our final destination for the day. Arc 
de Triomphe is а remarkable monument that was built to honor those who fought for 
France. It is also home of the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier and has an eternal flame that 
burns in memory of the dead soldiers who were never identified from World War І and 
World War II.  When we went inside, we realized that we had to walk up hundreds of very 
steep stairs. The exact count of stairs is 284 steps! My foot hurt really bad. We took few 
breaks, and we finally reached the top. When we went to the observation deck, I was mes-
merized by the view. I could see the illuminated Eiffel Tower! I could see the entire Paris. I 
could see again a breathtaking view of Champs E lyse es, the most famous street of Paris. 
We stayed at the observation deck for a long time. 
 
Finally, we took a tram back to our hotel. When I reached my hotel room, I looked outside 
the window. I looked outside at the beautiful Paris. I pinched myself to make sure that I 
haven’t been dreaming the whole day. I was in Paris. I was in city of love. Little did I know 
that day, that I will be back here to usher in my 10th birthday. But in my heart, I will never 

Ma Aschen  

Rajarshi Chattopadhyay 

Age 15 
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Short Travel Log 

Mohona Ganguly 

Age 12 
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Wall  

Auyoni Sen-Akmal  

Age: 10 

Fisherman’s Fortune 

Ishani Basu 

Age: 10 

 Long ago there lived a hardworking fisherman in a small village in India who was very 
poor. Many of his friends had become very rich over the years and ignored him. One day, the 
fisherman cried out in desperation, “Why am I so poor? I’ve tried much harder than the rest and 
still haven’t a penny to spare!”. Suddenly a young boy stepped out of nowhere and chanted eeri-
ly “if you want to change your destiny, go see the Book of Fortune”. Then the boy turned into an 
old woman who gasped “You want to change your destiny, go see the Book of Fortune”. The 
woman then turned into a roaring king who then turned into a crow and flew away. “But where 
is the Book of Fortune?”, the fisherman cried. Swiftly a monkey jumped from the banyan tree he 
was sitting under and threw a rock at his feet. On the rock was inscribed “Boi to Himalaya e luki-
ye aache. Tumi jaano na?”. Since when have monkeys started to write in Bengali?, the fisherman 
wondered! 

 At first the fisherman did not believe it but after a few days of fruitless fishing, he gave 
up and decided to go find the Book of Fortune. So, he packed his meager possessions consisting 
of 2 faded kurtas, 1 dhoti and half a bag of uncooked rice. However, the Himalayas is very cold 
and he needed warm clothes. He asked his rich friends if he could borrow some but they 
shunned him. Finally he visited the last person on his list who was also poor but a little better 
off than him. He was kind and shared whatever warm clothing he had. He also gave him shoes 
and food. The fisherman thanked him and went on his way. 

In a week or so, he reached Nanda Devi on the foothills of the Himalayas stopping 4 
times a day to eat and sleep. When he reached the foothills, he realized that he had no 
mountaineering gear! All of a sudden, he saw a group of Chinese mountaineers and a 
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 Nepalese Sherpa walking towards him. The Sherpa whose name was Suman spoke 
in halting Hindi how they were looking for a cook and wondered if he would like to 
take up the job.All other cooks were totally booked! The fisherman asked what he 
would get in return. After consulting with the group, Suman said that he would get 
meals and help to climb the mountain including mountaineering gear. The fisher-
man was thrilled and agreed and they started at once. 

The Sherpa helped and guided the fisherman and at the end of the day, he was able 
to climb the mountain pretty well. He cooked dinner for all and as he ate silently 
amidst the laughter of the climbers roaring through the silence of the night with 
the bonfire dancing against the night sky, it seemed to him the most beautiful place 
on earth! 

Starting early every morning and ending their journey late in the evening, it took 
almost 2 months for them to reach the top of the majestic mountain. The fisherman 
then said goodbye to the group who planned to stay the night and leave the next 
morning. The fisherman started to look around for some sort of an entrance in the 
mountain. Suddenly he came upon a tiny hole with a ladder going down! He started 
to climb down the ladder and soon entered a cave with a beautiful view. He then 
saw a gold embossed book! He flipped through the pages and realized it was indeed 
the Book of Fortune! He spent some time looking through it and discovered Suman 
was a relative of Kartik (his friend who gave him the things he needed for his trip 
and more). But his eyes now fell upon the words next to it that said that Kartik and 
his family would lose their fortune soon and remain poor for the rest of their lives! 
He felt very sad and wished he could do something to change that. Out of nowhere, 
a quill appeared which he instantly grabbed and changed Kartik’s fortune. Alas, the 
quill vanished before he could change his! Apparently, he could not change more 
than one fortune in the book! Sad that he missed his chance but happy he could 
change his friend’s destiny, the fisherman started his journey back home. 

What he didn’t understand was that was the start of his good fortune! When he left 
the cave, he found 2 bags of gold coins left by the Chinese climbers. He also found a 
yak that he could ride down the mountain. When he finally got down the mountain, 
he traded the yak for a horse to ride it back home. On reaching his village, he found 
out that Kartik had become richer than anyone he knew. When he told Kartik what 
he had done, Kartik was so happy and grateful. They all lived happily ever after in-
cluding Suman. It seems that since he had put others first, the fisherman reaped his 
rewards! Then started the travails of his rich and selfish friends. Let’s say being ar-
rogant, rude and unhelpful DID NOT go well! Turns out they didn’t have a penny 
left! 

As for the fisherman’s identity….in the Chinese folk tales he got to be known as the 
“Old Man of the Moon”!! 

The End. 
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Ma Durga  

Raina Chakrabortygupta 

Age 4 

Priti Learns a Lesson 

Rohan Chakrabortygupta 

Age 8 

 Priti was walking home from school. She got a cup of ice cream on the way. 
When she got home, she carelessly tossed the cup on the sidewalk. Her brother Yash 
saw the whole thing from the window. When Priti came in, Yash asked her with a quiz-
zical look, “Did you do that on purpose?” Priti shrugged. Yash said, “What do you mean 
by you don’t know!” Priti said, “Where else should I put it?” Yash said, “Put it in a recy-
cling bin.” Priti enquired, “What is a recycling bin?” Yash said, “A recycling bin is where 
you trash paper, glass, plastic, and cans. They go to a recycling center where they take 
all of those things and they turn it into different things.” Priti said, “What do you 
mean?” Yash replied, “Recycling centers use magnets to attract all the cans and other 
metal things. Then they take all of the stuff and they reuse it by turning it into some-
thing new. They sell those things and get money.”  
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 Priti said, “Why do we have to recycle? Yash said, “Recycling prevents global warm-
ing and pollution. It is also important because you are saving trees in our environment. So, 
now go outside and throw the cup in the recycling bin! Priti nodded politely and walked to-
wards the door. 

 

At PDP Park in 

Bombay with Mama 

Visiting Boro Dadu 

Nayan Dutt 

Age 6 

Special mention by the Ankur advisor: Nayan’s mother, Mili Dutt 
Reddy was one of the founding members of Ankur, which was started in 
1996. It was very exciting to get a submission from the next generation. 
We would like to thank Mili for her love and commitment to the success 

of Ankur.  
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Thought 

Mohuli Ganguly 

Age 15 
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4 Seasons 

Auyoni Sen-Akmal 

Age 14 

Ma Durga 

Zamaan Ishayu Sen-Akmal 

Age 11 
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The Shot Heard Around the World 

Anika Biswas 

Age 13 

CRACK! A growing pain shot through my shoulder. It was like a virus, that never 
could heal. My eyes growing to the size of saucers and tears welling up. I have to retreat! I 
have a life to live! Please... I took my musket in my hand and shot. Shot into the smoke, 
and heard the screams. It didn’t matter if I had a life to live, it’s my country. My independ-
ence. My happiness. Our freedom. 

“Get down!” My comrade tackled me and hid me by the tree. He sat me down and 
pull out some bandages. 

“Don’t worry, I’m fine...” I whispered but he glared at me. 

“Nathan... be quiet. I’m almost done patching you up. You should retreat. You’re 
too young for this kind of work.” 

“Too young! I have to do this for my family! You know that, Samuel!” I yelled at 
him, tears spring up to my eyes once again, “They’ll kill them!” Samuel looked at me, dis-
heartened but looked back into the blazing fight going on. 

“Just go Nathan. Please... It’s safer for you...” My body rattled and I extended my 
arm to grip the musket that lay at rest against the tree. The polished wood handle reflect-
ing the battle that was unraveling in front of my eyes. The wood easily slipping into my 
grip. I was meant to fight. It’s my calling. 

“Give me liberty or give me death.” I took one look back at Samuel and sprinted 
into the blazing warfare. This is for my family, the civilians, but most importantly my coun-
try. 

School Supplies 

Anika Biswas 

Age 13 
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Ma Durga 

Avanti Gupta 

Age 12 

Zentangle Elephant 

Ishani Basu 

Age 10 
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Life of a Star 

Arin Sasmal 

Age 15 

 Stars are the start of life and will also be the end of life. They are only a small 
part of the universe, yet they are some of the most important things to ever exist. They 
are formed when gravity pushes gases, like hydrogen and helium together creating 
heat and energy in the form of light. They are born in clusters called nebulas, where 
gas and matter will heat up to condense and create a protostar, or a stage right before 
something is called a star. At this point stars can turn hydrogen into helium which cre-
ates heat and light like the Sun and create planets similar to ours. Stars can live from 
anywhere between one million to ten trillion years. 
 There are many types of stars that emanate light, white dwarfs, brown dwarfs, 
orange dwarfs, red dwarfs, yellow dwarfs, blue giants, red giants, blue supergiants and 
red supergiants. Each of these stars live for varying amount of times which is depend-
ent on two factors, size and brightness. The bigger the star the less time it lives and 
stars that burn brighter live for less time. The brightest star is blue and red stars are 
the dimmest. For example a red supergiant would live a shorter life than a red dwarf, 
but would burn at higher temperatures creating bigger metals.  
 The Sun is one of the smaller stars in the milky way galaxy with the biggest one 
being 2,100 times bigger. It is  classified as a medium-sized yellow dwarf star. The 
Sun has been burning for about 4.6 billion years and still has around 5 billion years left 
till it burns out and dies. That means that the Sun has not even gone through half of its 
lifetime yet. The size of the Sun is big enough to fit one million earths and counts for 
99.86% of all the mass in our solar system. The distance between the Earth and the 
Sun, as well as the tilt changes creating all the seasons we have today. 
 The end of the Sun and other stars could have multiple endings. Giant stars like 
the red and blue supergiants can explode into a brilliant show of light releasing all of its 
mass and create a supernova. They will create huge amounts of bigger elements such 
as iron and gold. This would give humans more materials in the future, in the event 
that we run out of materials on our Earth allowing us to continue civilization. Another 
way this situation could go is gravity pushes all of the star inwards creating a black 
hole that can suck away materials. A black hole is something so powerful that it can 
even bend light. Stars like the Sun, however, would condense into white dwarfs and 
eventually die out, creating a black dwarf which emanates no light. 
 Although stars are only a small part of the universe, they play a huge role in the 

creation of solar systems and other worlds. Stars are supernatural things created by 

nature that are truly fascinating things that we need to study more about. All stars go 

through a life cycle in the same way that we do. When they eventually run out of fuel, 

they will end their days in a spectacular fashion.  
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Reach For the Stars 

Ishani Basu 

Age 10 



AnKUR 2018 

36 

G-Dragon 

Anika Biswas 

Age 13 

Rosarito Beach 

Shinjini Das 

Age 16 
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Beach 

Anika Biswas 

Age 13 

Little Bird 
Graphite 

Aritro Tribedi 

Age 13 
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How My Culture Became My Identity 

Ashmita Deb 

Age 17 

When people here my name the first thing that pops in their head is usually the 
word, dance. Every person family, community, city, society, and country have their own 
culture and define it differently. What I define as culture are all the things that a group of 
people do and continue doing it such as beliefs, attitudes, language, customs, food, art, 
and music. I was born and brought up here, in Southern California, but also with the Ben-
gali culture. One of the most influential parts of my culture to me was the art of dance. In 
my Bengali culture I was exposed to a classical art form called Odissi when I was six 
years old.  Here is an analogy. Ballet : Jazz :: Odissi : Bollywood. Odissi is the traditional 
form of modern day Bollywood just like ballet and Jazz. At first glance I thought it was 
just another dance class that every mom puts their daughter in but later I realized the 
classes I took define who I am. Now, after 10 years I have ventured out to other dance 
forms which led me to be in music videos, weddings, and helping charities. From what I 
thought was just learning about a small part of my culture has become my identity. In 
the beginning I said culture is what group of people do, identity is what you do. Anything 
from the food you eat, to your Spotify playlist, to the shows you watch. Personally, more 
than one culture has affected who I have become and without the dance classes my mom 
forced me in at six years old, you would be hearing a very different Ashmita today. 

Day 7: Exhausted 

Anika Biswas 

Age 13 
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The Colors of the Wind 

Shinjini Das 

Age 16 
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The Black Hole 

Ayush Sen 

Age 15 

I. What exactly is a Black Hole? 
A Black Hole is really not an object in space such as a star or a planet, but just a 

whole lot of gravity focused on one, single point. The gravity being focused just happens to 
be so powerful that space is manipulated by it and light cannot be reflected off of it, thus 
making the Black hole, well, black (or invisible, if that term is preferred). At the center of 
the Black Hole (the ‘black’ part), all the matter that is absorbed by the Black Hole is com-
pressed into a tiny space. Black holes can even be as tiny as an atom, but can still have the 
mass of a large mountain. Even though there is so much data available about black holes, 
they still remain so mysterious. Why? It is due to the controversial effects and characteris-
tics of a black hole. For instance, how is it that something as small as an atom can still have 
as much matter as a mountain contained within it? Although many of these strange charac-
teristics are unknown, the ones that are known can be at times, rather confusing. 
 
II. Structure of a Black Hole 
There are six main parts which comprise a Black Hole. The Singularity, Event Horizon, 
Schwarzschild Radius, Accretion Disk, Ergosphere, and Jets of Gas. The Singularity is the 
very center of the black hole, and has almost no volume, but has infinite density. The gravi-
ty is the strongest in this part of the black hole. Next is the Event Horizon, the area sur-
rounding the Singularity which creates an inescapable “prison” which even light cannot 
escape from. The Schwarzschild Radius is the radius, or size, of the Event Horizon. The es-
cape velocity of the Schwarzschild Radius is equivalent to that of the speed of light (which 
basically means that to escape, an object must move faster than the speed of light). The Ac-
cretion Disk is a disk made out of stellar material which spirals towards the singularity of a 
Black Hole. As the black hole rotates/spins, it causes spacetime around the Black Hole to 
rotate as well, this is known as the Ergosphere. In some Black Holes, magnetic fields are 
created perpendicular to the Accretion Disk, which creates a jet that propels gas and parti-
cles to move around and shoot out of the black hole at high speeds, these are known as Jets 
of Gas (this is an example of a perfect and powerful particle accelerator). 
 
III. How strong is a Black Hole’s gravity? 

The strength of the gravity of an object, as most people know, depends on its mass. 
The same rule applies to Black Holes, so it’s simply not true that an object cannot escape 
from being sucked into a Black hole and instead, it depends on the size of the Black Hole. 
Unless the hole is supermassive in size, the objects such as large planets orbit around 
black holes just like the Earth does with the Sun. The only way a large planet would be 
pulled in by a black hole would be if it got a little too close to the event horizon* and was 
affected by the gravity of the Black Hole’s singularity*. However, for this to occur, the 
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planet or large object would need to cross the accretion disk*, which is extremely 
difficult, or very unlikely to occur. 
 
IV. If light has no mass, how is light absorbed by a black hole? 
Light is made up of photons, which have zero mass. So it is inaccurate to say that light is 
pulled into a black hole, instead, you can think of light as “falling” into a black hole. Black 
holes create a sort of a warp in spacetime, like a bump on some flat surface (but of course, 
space isn’t flat, it’s three dimensional). The warp in spacetime causes the area around it to 
become distorted, it’s as if a large, shapeless object appeared out of nowhere. Light, which 
tends to curve around objects (especially large objects), curves around the distortion that 
the black hole creates. Photons move from one point to another in the shortest distance 
possible, in other words, light takes as many shortcuts as possible to get from one place to 
another. Due to this, the light will try to cut through the spatial distortion by going right 
through it. However, the deeper and closer light gets to the singularity* of the black hole, 
the more extreme the spatial distortion becomes. Light will eventually reach an area 
where spacetime actually curves/collapses in on itself, making light bounce around the 
distortion with no way of escaping. This area is known as the point of no return, the event 
horizon*. The amount and speed at which light is ‘absorbed’ by the Black Hole depends on 
the event horizon’s* Schwarzschild Radius*. 
 
V. Conclusion 
Black holes are complex. People know so much about them, and yet people still see a black 
hole as a mysterious phenomenon which is impossible to understand. The main cause for 
the confusion around black holes is because people do not know what happens to objects 
that are sucked into a black hole. Many speculate that that an object’s mass would just be 
compressed and forced inside the black hole, while others, believe that it transports ob-
jects to other places in the universe, like a wormhole (the theoretical connection between 
two very far away points in spacetime) . Although this particular mystery remains unsolved, 
the black hole is undeserving of its reputation for being enigmatic. Advancement in science 
and in scientific equipment has allowed humans to learn plenty about black holes, and to un-
cover the majority of its controversial characteristics. 
 
NOTE: If any terms are marked with an asterisk*, refer to Section II (Structure of a Black 
Hole) if the term is unknown to you before proceeding. 
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Mountains 

Anika Biswas 

Age 13 

Live Life 

Arin Sasmal 

Age 15 
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The Hike 

Ashmita Deb 

Age 17 

One year my family went to Sequoia National Park for our randomly picked 
annual camping trip. My father and I decided to take on one of the longest hikes, 
14 miles. Throughout the years my dad has taught me a few camping skills but 
nothing could compare to what I learned on the day of the tremendous hike.  Our 
hydration backpack consisted of things most hikers take on a long trek, such as 
snacks, rope, flashlight, first aid kit, and some other things. In the cool morning air, 
we began the treacherous hike, which included steep uphill climbs and and a cliff 
where only one person could walk at a time. 

The beginning of the hike we moved quickly but soon the sun rose. As the 
heat began to take a toll on our hike, we made frequent stops to drink and eat 
some snacks.  The cool, refreshing water from the backpack felt like it brought life 
back to a withering flower. Similarly the snake slithering toward us wanted some 
too. Knowing the snakes are aroused by sudden movements, the most logical thing 
to do was to back away slowly. Evidently, as we continued on the path I thought 
the worst we could encounter was over. Yet I was wrong. 

Deciding to break for lunch we reached, a one way cliff where even one mis-
step could mean falling hundreds of feet but, we had a more pressing problem. 
Taking out cup noodles from our packs, we recognized it can only be made with 
hot water. My palms had started to sweat, furiously looking around for a stove I 
knew didn’t exist. Keeping in mind that there is an answer to every problem it hits 
me: the flashlight. 

The quick thinking and solving until I find an answer is something my dad 
taught me. Using the rope, some twigs and the flashlight I thought I could start a 
fire to warm up some water from the hydration backpack, but my father reminded 
me that the foam would melt leaving us with no food or energy to finish the hike. 
Then my father took the aluminum foil and turned it into a bowl. Thinking outside 
the box to solve difficult problems is a trait I learned from my dad on this hike that 
has lead me to be a more innovative problem solver. I like knowing that there is an 
answer to every problem and looking for the right method drives me to work hard. 
Although in the current moment many questions remain unanswered, I hope to be 
a person that answers some of them. Looking at the view over the cliff, we sat and 
enjoyed our warm cup noodles thinking of the next challenge we have to face. 
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