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Editorial
Dear All:

[Hashnu] I was about to start this editorial by saying that I feel very lucky and proud to
be a part of this community. Then, I realized the word “community” does not accurately
describe our Bengali Association. According to our favorite Dictionary.com, the definition of
“community” is “a social group of any size whose members reside in a specific locality, share
government, and often have a common cultural and historical heritage.” To me, this is a blackand-white definition. Firstly, our Bengali population in Southern California is spread over many
counties and cities, yet we all manage to come together and interconnect. Another definition
for community states that the community’s inhabitants share common interests. Obviously
what’s more important is how diverse our group is. We not only have engineers, doctors,
lawyers and academicians but also artists, musicians, actors, and many other talented friends
in our group.
In dictionaries, family may mean, “any group of persons closely related by blood, as
parents, children, uncles, aunts, and cousins.” However, I believe that your family is what you
can always depend on. It is something that shapes who you are a person, gives you morals
and values, supports your actions, and is always there to catch you when you fall. In addition
to my own family, I have found this among my friends in the community. I am confidently able
to say that I know my lifelong and “bestest” friends from within the community.
[Romit] When putting together the magazine, a few of our friends got together to finish
it. I assumed that when we began working on the magazine, that we would simply talk and
have fun instead of doing any real work. However, our team really stepped up and we were
able to finish ankur in the proper time. Despite the fact that we had plenty of time for fun, we
were still able to finish the task at hand with remarkable efficiency.
This reminded me that BASC is a family in another sense that is not covered the by the
definition: we always step up to the challenge and collaborate to get the job done. At pujos and
other events, the whole community is there to pick each other up. This kind of team work and
willingness to volunteer is what motivates us to get involved and remain involved in helping
BASC. As Barney would say, "I love you, you love me, we're a happy family" and I encourage
all of you to help out your BASC family at your next pujo your event.
[Hashnu] Upon asking my 10 year old brother, Roddur, what his favorite thing about
BASC is, he replied, “My best friends and the mangsho that Mini mashi makes.” These simple
joys in his life are actually the representation of the overall happiness of being a part of this
family. Part of this family created this collection of pieces from the children and teenagers of
this community. For this year’s Ankur, we have Trina, Archan, Shayok, Somdeb, and Monami
to thank.
Shubho Bijoya,
Hashnu Dasgupta and Romit Gupta, Co-Editors In Chief
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Front Cover Description-Sharod Utsav
Swati Paul
Age 17

The victory of Maa Durga over the demons signifies the victory of our inner goods over the
lower impulses of greed and anger. We worship Maa Durga and defeat our lower nature with
compassion, mercy, and patience. Durga Puja is a time for Bengalis to celebrate the valiancy
of Maa Durga through singing, dancing, sweets & gaiety.

Back Cover Description - Modern Day Gandhi
Archan Mallick
Age 15
Every Indian knows him as Anna Hazare but his actual name is Kisan Hazare. Kisan means
KrishnaKKis he the one to save India?

Anna Hazare is a social activist, walking in the same footsteps of Mahatma Gandhi trying to
bring change in Indian political system and its Government through a nonviolent approach. He
went on a hunger strike on April 5th 2011 to make the government pass the Jan Lokpal Bill on
Anti Corruption in the parliament but Anna Hazare did not receive the result he wanted. So he
again decided to go on an indefinite hunger strike on August 16th but before he could start the
strike he was put in jail. Due to the uproar from some prominent leaders and a vast number of
public supporters he was released from jail on August 20th and started his hunger strike the
next day. This time due to nationwide protest the government agreed to pass the Lokpal Bill.
He tried to take his life due to many sad reasons. For example once while in military combat he
was saved when his whole battalion was killed. Maybe he was saved to live onKK.maybe to
bring change and prosperity for everyone in India.
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Orchid
Ashmita Deb
Age 10

Black and White Flower
Sayani Sarkar
Age 11

Lily
Ashmita Deb
Age 10
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Nartaki
Tanya Roy
Age 13

Ballerina
Sohini Haldar
Age 12
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ACE!
Rajan Paul
Age 13

As I bounce the ball against the ground, mentally preparing myself, adrenaline rushes
through my veins. I look up at my opponent and I evaluate where his weak spot is. As I toss
the ball, I bite my lower lip, making sure to hit up at the ball. The ball lands in the service box, I
take a split-step, and ready myself for the opponent’s return shot. As the ball sails past my
adversary, without being touched, I pass into a moment of sheer bliss. I have just managed to
experience one of the most exciting parts of tennis; an Ace!
I began playing tennis around the beginning of fifth grade. I had just quit swimming, and
I wanted to look for another sport to play. My parents always wanted me to play tennis, so I
decided to give it a try. I signed up for a beginner group lesson at Heritage Park in Irvine, a
little hesitant to play, what I thought was a dull sport. After my first hourly lesson, I knew that I
was sorely mistaken. Tennis had turned out to be an exciting sport that captivated me. I felt a
joy playing tennis, which I had never felt playing any other sport before.
During the first year that I played tennis, I took a break to play the fall season of soccer.
Eventually, I realized that I did not enjoy soccer as much as I did tennis, so I decided to quit
soccer and focus on tennis. Later, when I became fairly good at tennis, I began playing United
States Tennis Association (USTA) Junior Team Tennis for Heritage Park.
After about two years of playing tennis, I started to play tennis a bit more competitively.
During the summer, the first tournaments I played were USTA sanctioned novice level. I
started playing novice because I was new to competitive tennis, and I wanted to gain
experience. The third tournament I played was an unsanctioned satellite event.
Contrary to popular belief, tennis is not an easy sport to play well. Unlike many team
sports, such as basketball or soccer, tennis mostly depends on one player, which adds a
considerable amount of pressure during tournaments. Tennis also requires a lot of running,
because if one thinks about it, a player is constantly running on one-half of a tennis court,
which is 1053 square feet.
Tennis is such a wonderful sport. Despite what many may think, it is very rigorous, and
requires constant movement. It is also a lifetime hobby, which is proved by the amount of
adults who go to play after work. Tennis is a way to relax, even though it is counted as
exercise. Some people find joy in winning sports, because of their competitive nature, yet that
is not true for everyone. For me, the joy in all sports, including tennis, comes from playing.

5

a  2011

Ankur 2011
On top of North America: The Chicago Trip
Rajiv Bhattacharya
Age 10

On Thursday, June 30th I was going to Chicago, Illinois but before we got there we had
to go to Madison, Wisconsin to get my dad, since he had a conference there. My mom and I
were the only ones going. When we got to LAX we got delayed since the flight wasn’t there
yet. Finally we got to Chicago but we weren’t finished yet; we still had to go to Madison.
Now the sad and funny part comes. The flight was supposed to be at 7:30 p.m. but was
moved to 8:30 p.m. and then moved to 9:30 p.m. Now I’ll skip to the end. When it was 12:30
a.m. they moved it to 1:30 a.m. All of this was because our plane was coming from a state it
hadn’t left. Then they cancelled the flight! Since my dad was in Madison and it was really late
we decided to sleep at the airport. So here’s what we had to do. We could either sleep on the
chairs or the floor. I only got 2 hours of sleep because there were announcements every 5
minutes. Luckily the next flight didn’t get delayed.
When I saw my dad at the Madison airport we went to his hotel and ate breakfast. On
our way to the hotel we saw The Capitol Building and beautiful Monona Lake. Then, in a few
hours, we drove to Chicago. When we got to the hotel we didn’t do much; we just relaxed. The
next day was the fun part. We went to the tallest building in North America, named Willis
Tower. When we got to the top of the building there was this glass ledge (projected into the air
from 103rd floor) that people could walk on! It was so scary, almost like walking on air but it
was cool because on clear days you can see 4 states. When we went it was foggy so we could
only see Lake Michigan. That was my favorite part of the trip.
We also took a city tour of Chicago. On the last day we went to my mom’s friend’s
house. It was nice to have Indian food after such a long time. It was also great to get to hang
out with them and relax. After that we went home. It was a good flight home because they had
TV.
I really enjoyed being in Chicago and Madison. I had a lot of fun. I live in California, so
seeing those places was a different experience. I wish I could’ve stayed longer, but I’m glad I
got to have so much fun there.
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Good Bad Things Come In Little Packages
Sohini Halder
Age 12

“Hey, Mom,” I said. “What’s in that box?” I eyed the green-and-white parcel on our
countertop with curiosity. I wondered what it would be, but I was sure it was something
spectacular. After all, good things came in little packages. Then I noticed the label on the side.
“Oh, is it that thing we got from the survey?” I queried. A few months ago, our science lab
teacher had given the class a survey to take home. The survey asked us questions on how we
used our water, electricity, and other necessities. Then, using the answers, each box had been
specially put together, based on our usage of our home appliances. I ripped the box open, half
out of curiosity, and half out of knowing that the things inside were free. The box contained two
light bulbs that saved electricity; one of them was a motion sensor bulb. For a second I thought
about where I would put the light bulb. Then I remembered that it was always scary going
down the stairs at night, where the creaks and groans sent shivers up your spine. I grabbed it
and rushed up the stairs, stopping in the middle to plug in the light near the ceiling. I turned
around to rush down the stairs to show my mom, but in the blink of an eye, the light switched
on.
I nearly jumped out of my skin. Unfortunately, I was still on the stairs, and my footing
went haywire. Thankfully, I landed on my bottom and slid down the stairs. My bum was sore,
and I was irritated and aggravated, but I didn’t see this as the first battle between me and the
motion sensor light bulb.
Every day after that, I was scared out of my wits by the light bulb. I finally decided I
would conquer the light bulb. I slowly crept down the stairs, but I wasn’t low enough and just
like the spotlights on a prison, the bulb turned on. Once again, the light bulb had defied me, but
I was adamant in getting my way.
I thought about what I could do to get rid of the bulb. But when I asked my mom if we
could throw the light bulb away, all she said was, “Since we got the light bulb, we should use it.
Otherwise, it would be a waste. Plus it saves us money. Be grateful, Mimi.” Exasperated with
this whole problem, I thought about how I could defeat the light bulb. Then it came to me. I
would CRAWL up the stairs, ever so slowly, so that the sensor could not detect any movement.
I started preparing right away.
I ran up and down the stairs, noting where each of the floorboards creaked. I put a Post
-It Note down on the stairs creaked, and soon, the stairs were covered in Post-It Notes. I didn’t
even think the motion sensor would be triggered with sound, but I for one, was not taking any
chances. For further measures I practiced crawling up the stairs quietly, like a mouse.
Then I devised my plan. I would have to slowly creep up the stairs on the left side, for
the right side had too many places where it creaked. Moving slower than a turtle, I initiated my
plan. I started to climb like a sloth up the stairs, pausing before each Post-It Note and moving
myself away from the creaking. Finally, after what seemed like hours of slow-motion crawling, I
reached the top.
“Yes!” I screamed in jubilation.
The light bulb turned on.
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Battle through our Struggles
Neezy Neil Sanyal
Age 17
I lie at the root of reason,
surrounded by the effects of the truth,
the whole reason in which I live is to the roots
of my history from where I originate,
my name is Neil and I'm tryin to be great,

my strength doesn't come from the body but from the mind,
babies are designed for love but are bred to hate,
there's a heavy weight in my heart called a burden
and I need to get it off before it collapses on my veins,
the truth is people are so concerned with the pursuit of normalcy
that they lose themselves on the way,
Here's my story, I've seen a lot of racism in my day,
look to some of the root causes like the KKK,
but there's a new era of racism called
"every Muslim looking family are terrorists"
I call it the fear of the unknown,
one of my Sikh brothers was accused for wearing a turban,
and one of my Islamic brothers was beaten for his faith,
Man, one of my best friends cut his hair and
started workin out in order to fit in,
now I see him, only see another dude
who forget where he came from, India,
but me, I find solace in stayin connected with the Indian culture,
I'll keep my uniqueness and if anybody tries to judge me,
I tell him only god can judge me,
To all of you out there, Love Life, One Love,
I live for the strugglers, you are my inspiration to continue to write my heart and soul on these
pages,
Ima be the greatest rappa for you.
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Hopaty-Hop
Aritro (Arko) Tribedi
Age 6
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The Rainbow
Shayan Haldar
Age 6

Pretty Butterfly
Rai Mondal
Age 11

Puppy
Ankita Guha
Age 9
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The Price of a Lesson
Adrija Chakrabarty
Age 13

Plunk! It slipped and fell right out of my hand and straight into the water. NO! This
couldn’t be happening! The phone was new, not even a month old. Quickly I took the cell
phone out and wiped it with my shirt, nursing it like a little baby. Frantically, I took off the back.
The water had seeped in. Scared, I used the corner of my baby pink shirt, not caring a bit if
the shirt got wet splotches. I tried with all my might to get the battery out and clean it before
things got too much worse. I tugged and pulled but in the end passed it to my friend, Abi. His
nimble fingers made taking out the battery look effortless. Water droplets stuck to the battery
like kryptonite. I could just picture the scene my mom would make. I used the In-n-Out napkins
to absorb the water but mysteriously the water just kept coming. My friend’s mom came with
burgers in my hand. I let out a sigh hoping the heavenly goodness of the burger would drift me
to a land of no worry.
No such luck. Constantly my eyes went to the phone. I gulped down the burger. Sure,
it was delicious but the anxiety plagued me. If only I could hurry home and put it in a bowl of
rice. Apparently it was the ultimate treatment for water damage, but, I was stuck at In-N-Out,
California’s best burger joint, with my friend and his mom. The drop kept replaying in my head.
The phone was brand new! My dad had let me select it myself. It was purple, had a QWERTY
keypad, and was just right for me. I kept glancing at the phone. My hope and determination
kept draining every time I saw that black screen of death.
Suddenly a startling buzz shook the table. An unstoppable vibration was coming from
the phone! I let out a loud whoop not minding the heads that turned towards me. It was alive! I
slid the top of the Samsung Strive but the screen remained black. It was buzzing and vibrating
with no end. Just let it be, I told myself.
“What if it’s your mom calling you? Let me call her.” My friend’s mother, Meera Mashi,
took out her blue phone and keyed in my mom’s number.
“Yes. Uh-huh. Oh. You are already at my house? Oh we will leave right away!”As she
went to tap the end button I hurriedly told Meera Mashi to tell my mom about this disaster. I
had to get it out. I would blow up if I didn’t tell her soon. Anxiety can’t be bottled for too long.
When Meera Mashi finished talking on her cell, we stood up and trashed the wrappers. I ran
into the car, not wanting to waste another precious minute. The sooner we got home, the
better.
When we pulled into the driveway I saw my mom leaning against the magnolia tree. I
jumped out the car and ran to my mom. I spilled the beans and braced myself for a nice long
rant about responsibility. But what she said was not something I was prepared for at all.
“Oh well that’s too bad. We should go home and blow-dry it lightly. For right now put it
in the sun.” My mouth hung open in shock. Yes, my mom was a very patient one but this was
not her thing. Obviously, she was saving her scolding for later. But when I went home all she
said was to put it in the bowl of rice. I obediently did so, not wanting to get on her bad side. As
soon as I put it in, the keys started to light up. It was a miracle! If only I kept it in for long
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enough it would come back! I hurried upstairs to take a shower, practice my singing, and get
ahead on my piano. I had to get on my mom’s good side before my other friends came over.
After a game of Scattergories, an IQ raising board game, a bowl of noodles, and an
afternoon full of laughs and friends, I was still not content. Sure the company of all my pals had
made my worries vanish faintly, but every once in a while I couldn’t help but longingly stare at
my phone. I would walk over to the kitchen and touch the bowl of rice that had my phone in it. I
took it out, praying my parents wouldn’t have to buy a whole new phone. But what I saw in that
green bowl drained all of my optimism out like a vacuum. It wasn’t glowing anymore. I
frantically slid the phone up and down. Not a peep sounded or a faint light glowed. I hurried
upstairs; my friends had just left. I plugged in the blow-dryer and started warming up the
phone. Minutes passed of me hoping, praying, a sudden vibration or light would bring my
hopes again. But hopes are roller coasters; first they steadily go up, then they sink down. I put
it aside and went to bed, devastated I had ruined something my parents thought I could handle
responsibly. My mom also came in. I had a question to ask her.
“Mom, how come you still haven’t yelled at me? I have been expecting it all day. To tell
you the truth I kind of want you to yell at me now. Without you yelling at me, it feels like it’s all
my fault and it’s my problem to solve.” A few refugee tears escaped my eyes. The pressure
had taken its toll.
“You know, I have some tricks up my sleeve. This is your problem and your
responsibility. If I have to yell at you to make you feel that, what will you do when you grow up?
You had to learn a lesson. No water near electronics. I have warned you so many times. But
now you will never forget. And you will know to listen to your parents.” I laughed. Of course my
mom would rub that in. Maybe I had underestimated her; she really did trick me on that. “Well
your dad’s coming back from his business trip tomorrow. He will look into this. For now use
your old phone.” I nodded.
“It’s just I feel so bad that you guys will have to look for another phone.”
“Maybe we won’t. I mean you don’t use it much.” This was a step too far. Sure, I wasn’t
a girl who spent more than twenty minutes on her phone per day, but it was still something I
wasn’t ready to give up. My mom read my mind. She laughed. “If we have to buy another
phone that will be the price of your new life lesson. And who said it was going to be a good
one?” We both laughed; happy I had gotten something out of the day.

.
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The Writing Tree

Listen

Charu Sinha

Ishani Ganguly

Age 14
Along the banks of a
Long forgotten creek
Stands a seasoned, sturdy tree
Crowned with abundant viridian leaves
Normal in color and stature
Yet a tree of mysteries
Writers and poets
Whose minds have become stagnant
Whose creative juices have frozen
Need only glimpse the tree
For peculiar sensations to begin
As the lush emerald leaves
Flutter in the honeyed light
A wealth of words
Pours into the scribe’s mind
Torrential as a raging monsoon
Metaphors and similes blossom profusely
Plotlines and characters
As rich and multi-layered
As a chocolate cake
The writer, desperate to pen
Watches as the cantaloupe sun
Sets extravagantly against the
Silhouette of skeletal branches
Flowery adjectives, restless verbs
Surge into an astonished mind
The writer, exhausted but inspired
Stumbles to the sandy shores
Of the long forgotten creek
And begins to write

Age 14
Close your eyes and listen to:
The ricocheting of the Bass
The hollow sound of a Clarinet
The techno touch of the Guitar
The silky melodies of a Violin
The deep rumble of the Drums
The high shrill of the Flute
The accented pull of a Cello
The mature sound of the Harpischord
Now tell me what you hear.

My Future Adventure
Arin Sasmal
Age: 7
Hi, my name is Arin and I’m 28 years old. My friend is also 28 years old. His name is
Ayush. My friend and I like to go on trips in my plane. We planned for a tour this time to India.
We will be staying there for couple of weeks. We bought lots of snacks and food like chips,
carrots, apple, rice, water bottle and plates, cups, bowls etc. Today is 12/31/2031. Yeah! Hip
Hip Hurray!! Tomorrow we are starting our journey. We packed our plane, checked the engine
and went to sleep.
Now is 01/01/2032, we had our breakfast at 4:00 a.m. and then we drove to the
airport. Around 6:08 a.m., we started the plane. We took off late because there were lots of
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planes. Oh yeah, I forgot to tell you the name of the airport, it is John Wayne. In the air, we
saw birds, hot air balloons and few planes. The planes were heading to the same direction as
we were going to. Few hours later, we had to land to refuel the plane and check the engine.
From the airport, people sent us message that we can land. So, we were nose diving landing
very fast. We had to push on the breaks hard, because we had to drop our speed from 500
miles per hour to 50 miles per hour. But we did it safely, swiftly and correctly. We walked in the
airport for an hour, got food from McDonald and took some rest. We were very tired.
We took off again, we took straight up. This time, we saw a rambunctious thunder
storm. We were in humongous trouble. One strike of thunder is a nightmare. Luckily, the sun
came out before thunder could strike us. We thought this was a miracle, this was crazy too.
But, it wasn’t fanatical at all, it was funny. We remembered the one that had happened couple
of years ago. We saw birds, the ocean and sky divers. We flew for few hours and now it was
time for landing. We tried to land, but it wasn’t our turn. So we waited for a while. We were
landing in Crete Island. We got two cruise tickets. We ate lots of seafood and bought some
chicken, cereal, milk, fish and rice.
Now, we were heading to India. We took off early in the morning and got to speed
about 570 miles per hour. It took 8 hours to reach there. We landed very hard and broke the
wheels and part of the wings. The engine started malfunctioning too. We were sad; people told
us that it will take two months to fix the plane. I saw my relatives in India and Ayush also met
his relatives. We were kind of pleased since we got more time to spend with them. Everybody
helped us a lot. Our friends invited us to stay with them as long as the plane gets fixed.
Once, the plane was fixed we headed to California. We were happy to reach home
safely.

Puja Season
Arvind Bhattacharya
Age 16

People grow busier and busier each year,
Friends rarely meet with those they hold dear.
But a few times a year, they all manage to unite.
At a time when all is well and the mood is light.
It is a joyous time for all, a time of thankfulness and glee,
The festivities are clear to everyone, out there for all to see.
There is no moment of depression, as family and friends bond.
People gather for the festivals of which they are so fond.
The food is eaten joyfully, as old friends reminisce.
Children are playing everywhere and all things are at bliss.
People catch up with each other and friends are always near,
Because after so much anticipation, puja season is finally here.
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Lightningfur's Hunt
Ayush Sen
Age 7
I have drawn a royal Bengal tiger. I am going to tell you a small story about the tiger I
drew. The title of the story is: Lightningfur’s Hunt.
One day a royal Bengal tiger named Lightningfur was hunting for lunch. He was so
hungry, that he wanted to find the biggest animal that he ever hunted. So he set off into the
deep jungle to where the enormous animals lived. Lightningfur searched for a large animal. He
wondered why he couldn’t find any huge creatures because they usually went there. After two
hours, he still couldn’t find any large animals so Lightningfur hunted for small ones. After ten
minutes, he had captured twelve animals!! Lightningfur learned to always go with the easy before the hard.

THE END
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Village
Rupsha Chakraborty
Age 11

Japanese Anime
Mohona Roy Ganguly
Age 8

16

a  2011

Ankur 2011
Sunset
Roddur Dasgupta
Age 11

Picachoo
Aritro (Arko) Tribedi
Age 6
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Pup
Alina Das
Age 13
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Encore, Ankur!
Divya Saha
Age 15

Maybe it was a time capsule in hiding, but one phone call on July 17th, 2011 had an
unusual way of bringing me back to the past. I had just come out of a dance performance and I
received a call from a private number. Please don’t be a prank call I prayed, as I picked up my
phone. Thankfully, it was simply a request. The oh so very important editors of Ankur asked me
if I would like to submit an article, and I’ll admit I was honored. Living in the Bay Area doesn’t
really qualify me as a BASC girl anymore, but no doubt, I am a So Cal girl at heart. Besides, I
couldn’t let the editors down! After all, they are quite official.
So it was set, I was to write an article for Ankur. Slight problem, I didn’t know what to
write about and I just wasn’t getting around to it. In my defense, summer is busy! Doing a whole
lot of nothing is hard work, no joke! I did have a few classes to take, and when I did sit down to
write, I got writer’s block. Not to mention, procrastination is the key rule for every teenager.
Right? Though I was “very” busy, there’s always time for summer cleaning, according to my
Dad. “Cleaning can be fun! And you will feel good after you finish it,” says Baba pretty much
every time I protest against the horrible chore. Before he got really mad, I started to clean up
around our laundry room, also known as the “dumping room.” I was left with the daunting task
of organizing piles of papers, clumps of clothes, and stacks of stuff. Conveniently, the rest of
my family was off doing something else, and I knew this task was going to take me forever. I
blasted some music, got to work, and as I was folding a pair of jeans, I came across an ancient
artifact, Ankur 2009.
I stopped what I was doing, grabbed the Ankur, and sat down in the only clean corner of
the room. I grabbed myself a small snack, a glass of water, and soon, I was traveling down
Memory Lane. My trip started with a profound message from the editors- in- chief. It was filled
with metaphors, analogies, quotes, and a whole of heart. By the end of the two articles, I found
myself saying, “Oh snap! They write well.” My journey continued with occasional stops at
articles written by very special people in my life. Five miles off of Editor-in-chief land, I ran into
an interesting story written in halting Bangla about a Dada’s origami figures. Seven miles west
of that, I stopped at my own article, and filled up a tank of embarrassment. This kept me going
for the majority of the “road trip”, but I stopped to see Obama, a sonnet for Bangla School, a
tribute to America’s favorite sport, and a trip to London. Halfway through, my parents decided to
join and we ended up spending a good hour going through Ankur. It was a good trip, with
periods of intense laughter and times where everyone was so deep in their reading that we all
seemed to have stopped breathing. After my parents got up and went back to reality, I stared at
the cover for a few minutes, reminiscing the good old days.
So Reader, this leads you to the end of my Ankur article. It is definitely not much, and I
am sure I’ll get “docked off a few points” for informality, but I meant every word of it. A few
years from now, I hope we’ll all look back at this edition of Ankur just like I did with Ankur 2009.
We’ll chuckle at our friends’ amusing submissions, smile at the work of our youngest, and tear
up at the work of our wisest. A few years from now, in some way or another we will still be
saplings. We would have just grown a few more leaves, that’s all. Call me cheesy, but Ankur is
a true treasure. It keeps one connected to the roots of a wonderful community. Even a sapling
that has been uprooted can find strength and happiness, despite being so far from the rest.
Trust me.
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Four Children Play Forever – A Prosem
Sambodh Mitra
Age 10
Spring Play –
Every March, Spring tells her first brother, Winter, to hold off his freezing hands from earth.
She brings hope, color and wakes up our senses to the joyful days ahead.
The days get warmer and the sun gently basks the ground, seeping life in plants & birds.
Night goes to sleep late and wakes up early- so much to do.
The trees don their brightest floral gowns and sway to the tunes of wind.
Fresh, young leaves play with each other, we hear them chatter.
This is Spring telling plants and animals to thrive & play
Till her younger brother peeks over, to bring Summer’s sway.
Summer Frolic –
Bidding her sister a warm Adieu, Summer is ready to take on its view
It encourages us to laugh, frolic & play while days get longer and warmer too.
He pulls a prank on all of us and tells the Sun to muster its strength up
The trickling sweat beads on our faces and spine, it’s hot but still divine.
He loves to makes us thirsty and yet a distant thunderstorm is all it takes to quench the soul
Summer rain washes the parched land and puddles form beneath my shoe sole.
Later, tired of all the hectic play , he goes to sleep welcoming his sister Fall
Oh what fun, no school, no class, all we did is play and yes, kick the ball.
Fall RompAs the days get shorter and colder, children go back to school.
While leaves turn brown ,red and orange, it wilts and softly falls , as if bracing the ground.
But happiness is not gone, it’s the leaves to pile-up and still play on.
But even a child’s warm heart can slowly turn cold as trees become bare
Except the Evergreens , who really says to Fall – “I dare”.
They fight on and remain green, telling their friend-leaves to look fresh and keen.
A special day does come then, when we all dress to go Trick or Treat,

Fighting dark souls and creatures of the scary night.
Yet slowly she gives up her playing wand, to her brother Winter’s hand.
Winter FunAs naughty as it seems he is, Winter brings cold dry days to earth.
The last yellow leaves fall off to the ground as snow, ice and hail cover them in white sheet.
The animals now sleep, endure and desperately fight the cold.
Only the ones with the strong shelter, warm body and brave heart shall survive.
Then like his brother Summer, he pounds the earth with cold and sleet.
Till he calms.
There is his sister Spring, waiting to warm the earth and bring back hope
Such is the play of the four children, shifting our lives in an endless circle K forever.
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Hill Billy
Romit Gupta
Age 15
There once was a pilot named Bill
Who was highly addicted to pills
Once he was high
And thought he could fly,
But he flew straight into a hill.

In N’ Out Burger
Shounok Ghosh
Age 9
Have you ever been to In N’ Out Burger? It is the best place to eat in the world. When
you are at In N’ Out Burger you can always see, smell, hear, and taste their delicious food.
There are many interesting sounds at In N’ Out Burger. I constantly hear the cars
honking in the Drive Thru because it is always busy from lunch until dinner. When you are
inside you are always listening for your number to get your order. You can also hear your food
sizzling in the kitchen. When you are eating, you can hear people enjoying their food and
having different conversations.
When you are just about to walk into In N’ Out Burger you often see the colors yellow
and red outside and white inside because those are the colors of the fast food restaurant.
Once you get your burger you can constantly view the ingredients of the burger. When you
look at the burger you will see the yellow cheese, brown meat, tan buns, red tomatoes, green
lettuce, and the tomato ketchup. All of these ingredients are fresh.
When you walk in the yummy scents are coming from the kitchen which smell like a
burger, but a trillion times better. They also give you a bigger appetite! In the kitchen there are
always potatoes you can smell about to become fries. When I stand waiting for my order I sniff
the mixture of cheese and meat which makes my mouth water.
My favorite part about In N’ Out Burger is when you get to experience the burger. You
can always taste the juicy mixture of the lettuce, tomatoes, meat, and oozing ketchup all on top
of a delicious bun. The best part of the burger is their succulent sweet sauce.
If you go to In N’ Out Burger you can observe all of these things I have told you about
today. When you are going to have fast food I suggest taking a trip to In N’ Out Burger.
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Peace Offering
Shayok Chakraborty
Age14

Teenagers are rude. They’re immature. They’re brash, and disrespectful, and angstridden. And the only things they love are their cell phones and that no-good bunch of losers
they hang out with.
At least, that’s what your friends would have us believe. Whether or not that’s true is
a different conversation altogether.
When we’re children, we follow everything our parents say like it’s the word of God.
We’re easily malleable, and so the adults can tell us what they want without getting
questioned. It’s a good deal on both sides – the adults get to announce their opinions to the
world, and the kids just drink it up like there’s no tomorrow.
Unfortunately, that phase doesn’t last. We turn thirteen, and we reach a stage as
feared as the Terrible Two’s – the teenage years.
All of a sudden your sweet little baby becomes a grouchy ogre. Instead of telling you all
about his day at school, he grunts at you and stomps upstairs like every day is the new worst
day of his life. You wonder who that girl is that he keeps talking to, why he’s wearing his pants
so low, and above all, where your child has gone.
Relax. It’s a phase, we’ll be better in no time. But until then, you’re a pitiful victim of his
angst – or are you? It’s a two-way street. We’ve got our gripes with you too.
You grow steadily more and more oppressive and overbearing. Before long you’re
nosing around in our social life, demanding to be friends on Facebook, trying to pick our
friends for us. But it doesn’t work like that. We’ve changed, for better or for worse. We want to
be our own people, we don’t want to follow things blindly anymore. In some ways we’re as
vulnerable and changeable as we were in our Terrible Twos, except this time the change we
experience is permanent.
None of us are the bad guys. Rather, I like to think we’re both good guys. But a few
things have to changeKI think it would be nice if you parents started considering us as at least
near-equals with valid opinions and a voice. Patronization is probably the universal pet peeve
of all teens. And in return, we’ll try talking to you all more, showing that we love you. Because
we do, though we might not want to show you in public, right in front of all our friends. If you
take these things into consideration, you won’t need to tell any war stories to your other friends
– rather, you can tell them just how great your relationship with your teen is, and secretly enjoy
your friends’ collective groans.
This is a peace offering. Do you accept?
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Birdy
Monami Mukherjee
Age 14

Maa Durga
Trina Dutt
Age 8

Om Cube
Tawnya Kargupta
Age 17
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Amar Bari
Mohuli Roy Ganguly
Age 5

Bodhu
Tanya Roy
Age 13

The Vase
Shayan Haldar
Age 6
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A Dancer’s Portrait

The Truth Behind Happiness - A Sonnet

Trina Sarkar

By Romit Gupta

Age 15

Age 15

My face a blank canvas
Ready for the artist’s palette
Foundation blankets my face
Masking my former identity
Blush painted on my cheeks
So I look permanently flushed
A blackbird lines the eyelid
On top of a horizon of colors
Eyebrows grace the face
With their arched stature
The most priceless red ruby
Shines on my lips
After hours of composing
This painting is finished

Happiness is a monster force of joy.
But do we feel it only in our mind?
Who gives it more often, kind girls or boys?
But what does it mean to truly be kind?
Waves of happiness penetrate the air
When a caring person is working hard.
For the love that is spreading through their care
Is hoping very dearly for a guard.
Who deserves happiness so divine?
Is it the good people or those who sin?
Who will be so happy, your heart or mine?
To this question the answer I cannot pin.
I’ve heard being happy is meant to be.
Why does happiness always escape me?

Shopping Spree at GameStop
Shounok Ghosh
Age 9
I have always dreamt of having a shopping spree at my favorite store, GameStop.
Guess what? Today I won a shopping spree!
The first game I will buy is Bigs 2 for my Play Station 3. Once I arrive home, I will go to
the tutorial game to master how to play. After I have mastered how to play, I can trade players
to make my team better, or keep the teams as they are. I can play the Become A Legend
mode to create a player who has a special task for every game that I play. The last mode I
can play is the Pick-Up-Game. I get to choose a player from 2 random baseball players.
Sometimes they give you good players to pick from and sometimes bad players.
On the other hand, do you know a game that will make you smart? The game I am
thinking of is Brain Age. Brain Age is a game on the Nintendo DS which makes learning fun.
Brain Age makes my brain smarter by including activities with math, reading, and writing. I can
learn a lot of new things. Another game I enjoy on the DS is Pokémon Black. Pokémon Black
is my first Pokémon game. This new region is yet to be explored. My favorite part of the game
is that you can catch all new Pokémon and also see some very old ones.
My concluding game is on the Wii and it is called Little League Baseball 2009. I can
play with 4 players or I can attempt to unlock the clubhouse. When I try to unlock the
clubhouse I will need to go into tournament mode and get some trophies from there.
These are some games I would buy if I had a shopping spree. However, in the end I
found out I was just dreaming! If I ever got to pick one of those games, I would choose Bigs 2
on the Play Station 3 and I know it would be the right choice for me because it is very
entertaining.
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One Look
Devina Sen
Age 12

One look, and I was hooked
What can harbor such power
With refined curves atop and under, I felt it would shoot out thunder
Where can I seek refuge
Immersing black pools for the middle, the rest of the sculpture a riddle
Where does this incomprehensible mystique arise from
Probe beyond the darkness, a dulcet feeling nothing else can harness
Can kindness truly be radiated via power
My watering orbs stubbornly refused to blink, but a sudden impulse pushed my lids down
before I could think
This is genuine magic
I stared again and saw flames burning like the sun, and suddenly my emotions were undone
Yet how can you kindle a fire in this
My sight hazy, thoughts befuddled – I felt extremely light-headed, I sensed my strength slowly
fading, its remains being shredded
What could be the source of such superiority
Nostalgic images flickered through my mind, of the heritage and culture I had left behind
How could I have forgotten the past of my future
But the eyes kept glaring, with fury and affection flaring
When will I understand the secrets underneath the veil of fascination
One look into Ma Durga’s eyes
One look into Ma Durga’s eyes
So commanding, yet so soft
So full of divinity, yet so full of rage
So mysterious, yet so clear
Mesmerized while having a staring contest
In Ma’s eyes, I set off on a quest
I rediscovered my myriad blessings
And a will power so possessing
I learned to be grateful for the opportunities to acquire knowledge about God
I realized that everyone (even me!) can make a difference, which was a bit odd
I understood that hope and faith are true concepts, not simply “a word”
And even if not at the moment, my prayers will be heard
I felt a bond, strong and tight
I held my gaze with all my might
One look into Ma Durga’s eyes
That one look is the most prestigious prize
The one look that you will remember
The one look into the eyes of ember
Just one look
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SPRING
Mohona Roy Ganguly
Age 8

Winter has gone by,
The clouds have left the beautiful sky
The flowers have burst into bloom
At this time no one wants to be in a room
The trees are bursting with flowers
Blooming, blooming in hours
The water has turned crystal clear
Everyone wants to go near

Thakurmar Jhuli - Duel with a Kapalik
Abiral Ganguly
Age 9
The year was 1939. One late, new moon night, my twenty-two year old grandfather,
Ananta, was traveling in an East Indian Railway train of the British Empire. Having just started
the first job of his life with the European gasoline company Burma Shell, the twenty-two year
old was the only passenger in his compartment. The iron-horse was chugging its way through
the densest and darkest forests towards Hazaribagh railway station. Hauled by a forty miles
an hour steam engine, it huffed, puffed and whistled along the Grand Chord. The British had
built this shortcut rail track to serve the southern parts of Bihar and to reduce the DelhiCalcutta travel time. The path connected small coal mining towns such as Dhanbad and Gaya.

Late in the night around 2AM, the train was rumbling through countless tunnels and
bridges. Through the open windows, coal dust repeatedly flew into Ananta’s eyes. Buttoned
up inside a black double-breasted coat, he seemed to enjoy the cold winter’s air. Off and on,
the iron-caged overhead lights flickered in Ananta’s coach. He looked up and said to himself:
“What is newK.the dynamo that produces electricity in the train must be faulty.”

Suddenly, the train screamed to an unscheduled halt in the dark night. It was a still,
dense, hilly forest near Hazaribagh. A red signal had forced the passenger train to stop. A
handful Kapaliks lived in these woods. Worshippers of Goddess Kali, this subset of Tantrics
was addicted to violent rituals. These lone wanderers mostly lived in jungles and cremation
grounds. Their belief was that in order to break free from the suffering endured by living
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beings they needed to please Goddess Kali and obtain her mercy. The easiest way to please
the goddess was to perform human and animal sacrifices on new moon nights. On sacred
days, they carried swords called Khaara and did not hesitate to behead cows, goats and even
people, whenever the opportunity arose. Kapaliks felt convinced that such offerings would
please god and help them obtain the ultimate spiritual joy.

Ananta was writing a few notes in his work diary, when a Kapalik noiselessly entered
his compartment. Ash covered most of his long face. He wore a saffron robe. Tall and wide,
his eyes were as red as blood. They were so possibly from the frequent use of drugs and
wicked nightly activities. The intruder stank like a man who had not bathed for a year. He had
long, dark hair, matted all around his head, and he stood with a bared Khaara. Legs slightly
apart, he was about to chop Ananta’s head off. My grandfather swerved as the sword plunged
deep into the seat. In an unexplainable moment of fate, Ananta’s limbs stirred like never
before. Taking on mammoth strength from thin air he fought with the trespasser. After minutelong duel, Ananta punched and heaved the Kapalik out of the compartment back into the dark,
cold forest he came from. By this time, the railway track’s signal changed from red to green.
Unaware of the raid, the driver cranked the train in motion again. The Kapalik’s attack on
Ananta occurred not far from Gaya, where Lord Gautam Buddha once taught nonviolence as
one of the main ways to secure a human life without grief.

My grandfather’s troubles were not yet over. The next day his English boss Mr. Hutton,
living in Hazaribagh, secretly directed him to take a big bribe from a wealthy, native customer
and pass on to his manager half the intake money. When the youth refused, Mr. Hutton
angrily threw a wooden measuring ruler at him. Dodging the ruler, Ananta threw the foot-long
scale back at the astonished and corrupt Englishman. The following morning the rookie and
stubborn employee of one the first gasoline companies of the world quit his job. A month later
Ananta’s kindhearted Scottish mentor Dr. Urquhart, the principal of his old college, the
Scottish Church College, Calcutta, helped the young graduate to find a long lasting job in the
British Indian Government.
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Blank Optimism
Hashnu Dasgupta
Age 15

Yellow Flower
Sayani Sarkar
Age 11
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Rupee and Rupee Tails
Kiron Roy
Age 29
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Change of Travel Plans
Aurnov Chattopadhyay
Age 12

Summer -H Bj¡l friend Angela Dong,
LA −b−L ¢em plane H−Lh¡−l wrong !
Beijing e¡ −fy±−R −p −Nm Hong Kong,
Help booth - H h−p −n¡−e ¢Q−e pop song !
Grand Papa Beijing -H−a L−l ¯q ¯q,
China Air Hm Angela ¯L ?
A−eL T¡−jm¡ L−l S¡−e −no−jo
Angela Hong Kong - H h−p B−R −hnz
Mom, Daddy LA h−p −Ly−c−L−V M¤e,
¢L L−l OV−a f¡−l Hahs i¤m ?
S¡e¡ −Nm B−l¡ HL Angela Ling,
Hong Kong -H −k−a ¢N−u ¢N−u−R Beijing.
HLm¡ Anjela -l HC first trip
Hong Kong -H i−u a¡l h¤L ¢Yf¢Yf,
Airlines -Hl −m¡L h−m "Don't worry,
Summer -Hl Rush - a¡C Ha −hn£ −cl£"z
14O¾V¡ f−l Via Sanghai,
−fy±Rm Beijing −p Luggage R¡s¡C,
Missing luggege a¡l −N−R Nanking
Angela happy −M−u fresh dumpling !
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Another One
Upasana Bhattacharya with Ayan Kusari
(Ayan Kusari) Age 19

There was once a man, who flew toward the sky—higher and higher, intoxicated by the
delicious, deep blue!—but forgot it was lit by the sun. The wax holding his wings together
melted, and the feathers all drifted away. Within moments, he plunged into the sea. What a
cruel thing, it was said by the inmates, What a cruel thing the sky can be.
Every weeknight, we turned up the transistor radio to its highest volume, the fuzzy
static turning the news unintelligible, any music a cacophony of ghostly voices. On Sundays,
we ate over at others’ houses, in gatherings of fifteen and twenty, on a rotating basis. We said
our prayers out loud, speaking at once, the syllables of our various mantras crashing and
tumbling over each other like stones in a river, smoothing each other out. We did these things
because we were tired, and lonely, and because silence had become a thing we could no
longer bear.
Tambulkhana had become a ghost town, first in the seventies when it had been hit by
bulbar polio, and then again at the turn of the century, when most of its young, able bodies had
flocked to the cities as a result of the IT boom.
Ravi had been one of those able bodies—he had left a note on the sandalwoodalmariin
our bedroom, after we forbade him to go.
In his absence, our neighbors, the rare few who had stayed behind would comment that
we were so thin these days, didn’t we get enough to eat? “Don’t worry about us!” we would
smile, worried because we knew a gauntness had crept into our eyes, and we did not want
them to see this. Because they did not know our son had run away from us.
We had told them only that he was working the city, too ashamed to admit that these
days, nobody knew what it was Ravi did.
—o—
When I begin the seven-kilometer walk to work, it is dark, even in the summer. It is the
coolest hour of the day, and in the winter, I am forced to wrap myself with every shawl that I
have. I smoke cigarettes now, because of their warmth, and because they are something to do
before the customers arrive. Of course I do not smoke when there are people in the streets.
Some chaiwallassmoke, but it’s only the ones who are well-established, in good locations with
regular customers—luxuries I do not have. I came to the city already an old man, and of course
I pay the price.
Dawn is the best part of the day: the seller of cut fruits, whose stall is under a coconut
palm across the street, watches my stall for me as I get breakfast for the two of us. I know of
several places in the area This is an illicit activity for both of us—our wives have ordered us not
to buy street food: so expensive, such an indulgence, do you want us both to die in debt?
But the fruit seller and I are not friends. We don’t talk when we can avoid it, know
nothing of each other, and interact only for ten minutes every morning, when I get breakfast,
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and he pays me back. We stand across the street from each other, and eat the hot fried food
on sticks, guarding our meals like animals. It is something you learn quickly in the city: to
depend on others without ever getting close.
We came to Kolkata to escape the silence, but the people here are bubbles of silence,
cast adrift on a sea of endless noise.
—o—
Before everyone left, and Tambulkhana was a ghost town again, my wife Bijoya was
the best cook in town. This was undisputed. Even when there was very little to eat, and very
many waiting to eat it. And Ravi was the biggest fan of her food. He would eat her fried
mourola maach, crispy little fish with too many bones for my taste, like it was candy.
Sometimes he would snort up the needles, he ate so much. He ate until his stomach ached,
and hugged her tightly after dinner every night, in place of any verbal praise.
It was known to everyone that we were a warm family, and it was known that the house
smelled like cooking fish all the time.
—o—
Of all my customers (and most were young like him), Akash was my favorite. He had
dreams. He had a vision. “I’m going to turn this city inside-out,” was how he put it. He was
training to be an architect at Calcutta University. “How are your studies?” I would ask him.
Some days, he would respond with a brief lecture. “Dada, do you know how
skyscrapers are built?” And when I would tell him, no, he would smile and say, “That’s okay,
few people do” before trying to explain.
Other days, the answer would be “It’s bad, dada. Quite killing, there is too much work.”
But most of the time, he would tell me his dreams. Good architecture would save the
city, and the country. It would eliminate disease and hunger. The problem these days was not
lazy workers or corruption in government, but poor architecture—unimaginative building. “Look
at the street you stand on,” he would say, gesturing grandly, his long thin face alight with the
vision he was trying to share. “What if the road was smooth, dark asphalt, black as night?
What if you replaced the scraggly palm with a row of giant ones? What if the buildings were
clean and tall and new? Wouldn’t that change everything?”
Of course it would. If the changes were made, I would no longer be a chaiwalla.
Perhaps I would be a banker, or a businessman. Or perhaps I would sell spiced tea to the
bankers. I would wear a crisp, ironed uniform, and heat bread fritters on a moving skillet, and
sell meals for forty rupees a plate. The hard griminess of life as I knew it would be over, and
something wonderful would take its place. Oh, these young ones could dream!

“Another one, lost to the city,” was what Bijoya liked to say about Ravi. “Every one of
them, they are the same.” She would say this to her tailor friends, who would nod, with weepy
eyes, overly sympathetic. Of course they didn’t give a damn about Ravi, they were just waiting
to tell their own horror stories—husbands lost, adulterers found, children sold into slavery. I
suspected half of them were lies, at least. Just adda to pass a winter night. Oh, if only they
could imagine, if only they could believe!
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“Not all of them,” I said one night, turning the room silent. She hadn’t met Akash, I
wanted to tell her, He was going to turn this city inside-out. But I couldn’t, because I had this
funny feeling about Bijoya these days—like she didn’t understand.
—o—
Shalja, who was maybe twenty, a bit younger than Akash, was not a dreamer. I didn’t
like her one bit. She kept her mouth set in a way that made her seem much older—sarcastic,
like the stitching-women who had turned my wife against her son. She was a practical girl with
a taste for extremely spicy bhel—training to be a nurse at the university. From the first day,
she was making wisecracks. “How much is he paying you?” she asked.
“What are you talking about?”
“Akash. I see you giving him an hour of professional psychotherapy every day. The
going rate in town is five hundred rupees, I hear.”
“You speak nonsense, sometimes,” was all I said, my face growing hot nonetheless
because it was true—we did spend a lot of time talking to each other.
“So why do you do it, anyway?”
“Do what?”
“Put up with him.”
“It’s part of the job.”
“You’re lying to me. You know perfectly well it isn’t. Do you know how many customers
you lose every day because you’re chatting away with Akash?” This girl was attacking me.
She didn’t know when to stop.
“And why do you care, Madame Nurse? I’m just a chaiwalla.”
She shrugged. “You are just a chaiwalla. But at least you’re not a bum, and you’re not
a liar. Hang around Akash long enough and you will be.”
“Akash is a college student at Calcutta University. He will be an architect one day.”
She lowered her glasses to look over them sternly at me. “I can’t believe he’s still using
that one! At least the fruit seller thinks he’s a housepainter, which is slightly more believable
given his age. Do you understand him now, dada?
This harpy. I couldn’t take another word. “Your heart is full of blackness, and Akash has
a heart of gold. What has this boy done to you? What have I? Why do you want to cause an
old man so much grief? You are a witch, and you are not welcome here any longer!” Anger
coursed over me in waves—I waved my walking-stick at her threateningly, baring my teeth a
little. My own ferocity surprised me.
“I loved Akash too, dada. We were going to be married someday. He told me he was a
surgeon.”
—o—

34

a  2011

Ankur 2011

“You want to watch out for the bhel. I’m never sure the old man’s hands are clean.” He
was wearing crisp-clean trousers and a blue collared shirt. He spoke in English, not even
bothering to keep his voice down. “Oh God, and try not to stare at his teeth.”
Self-conscious, I stretched my lips over my teeth. I would not give him the satisfaction
of letting her see. The girl with him was smiling—not Indian. She was Western, tall and blonde.
Sparkling blue eyes that laughed at me, but not unkindly—she was a tourist, and looked at me
like I was some sort of curious artifact.“Akash,” I said in Bengali. “It’s so good to see you! How
are your architecture studies?” I tried to meet his eye, but he kept his gaze fixed firmly on the
table as I spoke. “Who’s the girl? She American?”
“We’ll just get some Maggi today,” he told me. In English, he added to the girl: “His
noodles are well worth the money. That, and the noodles—they are famous all over Calcutta.”
“Are you sure they’re safe?” the pretty young woman asked, a bit hesitant.
“Everything that’s well-cooked is safe. To be truth, I don’t eat the bhel very often
myself. Never know when you come across a batch the old man’s spit inKor worse.” He
waggled his eyes comically, the ground feeling like it was sinking beneath my feet as he did.
And the pretty young woman giggled at her handsome young tour guide, who was also exotic.
And my chest felt like a hand was crushing it inwards, because I knew all Shalja had
said was true. I knew that Kolkata would never glow with the glassy light of skyscrapers, and
that the silences between its residents could never be filled. I knew that Bijoya had every right
to weep, because our son was lost to the city forever.
In perfect English, I asked him how he wanted his tea today, then splashed the boiling
black water onto his face. I did not hear his piercing screams, or feel the arms that tackled me
to the ground. Because it had hit me suddenly, that we all lived like crabs now, alone and
mesmerized by irregularities in the dark—the skies had fallen long ago.
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“The country did not get actual freedom even after 64 years of independence and the
only change was that the whites have been replaced by the blacks” -Anna Hazare.
Every Indian knows him as Anna Hazare but his actual name is Kisan Hazare. Kisan
means Krishna……is he the one to save India?

