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-“Life is a succession of lessons which must be lived to be understood.” – Ralph Waldo Emerson - 
 Hey guys, it’s Archan here. For the past decade I have been involved with the Ankur maga-
zine. I started with my ‘Spooky Light House’ drawing in 2002, to my ‘Ode to Fries’ in 2006, and there 
have been several other entries throughout the years. This year I have been lucky because I got to be 
a part of a magazine that we dedicate to Swami Vivekananda, a man who I respect. 

January will be the 150th anniversary of his birth. Although Vivekananda belonged to the 
19th century, his life and simple but bold words are arguably more relevant than ever today. He is 
credited with bringing forth interfaith awareness and introducing Hinduism (through the teachings of 
Vedanta and Yoga) to the modern world. With the terrorist attacks of September 11th, 2001, a new 
era dawned upon us. The Western world was rudely awakened and opened their eyes to new cul-
tures that seemed to have crept up on them. With every year the size of the Earth becomes smaller 
as technology advances and different worlds collide. It is clear that future generations will have to 
learn and adjust to these changes and realize Swami Vivekananda’s message. Swami Vivekananda 
once said, “My faith is in the younger generation, the modern generation; out of them will become 
my workers, and they will work out the whole problem. They will spread my message from center to 
center until we cover the whole of India.” It is up to us, especially the younger generation, to em-
brace these changes and accept the different cultures from around the world. 

It has been a great pleasure working with the Ankur team. I hope this magazine inspires the 
younger kids in our community to join Ankur and follow Swamiji’s rational and humanistic teachings 
of the Vedanta philosophy. 
 
Shubho Bijoya, 
 

Archan Mallick 
 
Editor-in-Chief 

Hi All: 
 
 What amazes me about Swami Vivekananda is his simplicity and practicality. His teachings 
can be so easily applied to our lives. He didn't speak in the realm of hypotheticals or utopias but of 
everyday life and of our collective responsibilities as human beings. It almost seems that to apply his 
teachings is to lead a life in which we all just do the right thing. But I feel that these sort of teachings 
make it much easier and more difficult to fulfill. On one hand, these are goals that are accessible in 
our own lives so we can strive to achieve them. On the other hand, the excuse of hiding behind ideal-
istic and intangible goals falls away since Swamiji's teachings are so easily applicable to our lives. 
Through this Ankur and from reading our variety of submissions, I have realized that how important 
it is to achieve the little things that can collectively improve the world. I know that I am far from be-
ing the most educated in the teachings of Swami Vivekananda but I feel we can best pay tribute to 
him by helping and caring for the members our extended family, the BASC community. With that, I 
hope you join me in this effort as well as recognize the amazing display of talent in our community. 
 
Shubho Bijoya, 
 

Romit Gupta  
 
Editor-in-Chief 
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Life Went On - Tribute to Holocaust Victim 

Adrika Chakraborty 

Age 14 

They gave you 20 minutes - those men in the shiny boots, 
to forget your life and pack your possessions, for they needed recruits. 
You had to promenade to the unknown future- your unknown destiny 

I felt panic through your tortured eternity. But life went on... 
 

The beautiful, effervescent gardens of growth and prosperity were ruined, 
overshadowed by malignance-by these men seeking vengeance. 

Their sadistic minds were like storm upon storm of grief and sorrow, 
yet you had no umbrella to shield you...happiness you would no longer know. 

 
From then on, the life you had had seemed like a distant fantasy, a mirage, 

a glimmer of radiance in a valley of darkness.  
You were drowned in an ocean of death. But life went on... 

 
They forced you to work, treated you like a dog- those men in the army jackets, 

yet you sacrificed yourself to the enemy-for your family’s safety, to receive mercy. 
Your hands bloody and bruised as though crawling on broken glass. 

Oh, how you had been abused! But life went on... 
 

Your hope, your struggle embraces me... 
I see your courage as a beacon of light in a dark hurricane. 

Your survival shows me not to dwell in sadness, 
exemplifies that the walls built around us may restrain cruelness- 

yet they also keep out prosperity and happiness. 
 

Your survival taught me that life is but a burst of color,  
easily broken, easily beaten and easy to batter, 

but only the eyes of whose life it belonged to have the strength to let it show, 
to let it pour down a cheek-a symbol of fear, sadness, and grief. 

But most of all, a symbol of humanity-which was nearly lost 
in the whirlwind of angst, torment, insanity and exhaust 

 
For dead and living we must bear witnesses, and without ones like you 

the cries of those silenced would never have been resurfaced. 
I will never forget your fight for liberation... 

your story will forever be etched in my heart, Cesia Kingston. 



Ankur 2012  7  

 

Karma Locks 

Adrija Chakrabarty 

Age 14 

I am an only child. I used to always wish for siblings when I was younger, but whenever I go to 

India I don’t have to be the only child in the house. Also, I don’t have to be the only scapegoat of the 

family. It’s great.  However, like siblings, us cousins are always out to get each other. If someone does 

something stupid—which is every other minute of the day—the other cousins are always ready to 

pounce on them like a cheetah ready to attack a poor antelope. It was just another day like that; two of 

my cousins and I playing videogames when we learned that karma is a serious burden. 

 Meet my two cousins: Somu and Reek. Both are younger than me, but Somu is the youngest 

out of the three of us. Reek maybe the smartest thirteen-year-old alive, but Somu is all about wit. 

Whenever an argument breaks out between the two, Somu always uses his snarky comments to push 

Reek on the brink of full-fledged fury. This argument was no different. Somu was hogging up the com-

puter to play some computer game that Reek also wanted to play. Of course, Somu kept on postponing 

Reek’s turn and finally Reek got so mad he slapped his younger cousin. Somu, smiling arrogantly, 

calmly said, “Is that all you got? One little slap? Well, too bad. That isn’t getting you your turn on the 

computer.” 

 That’s when I interfered. “Hey Somu, just let him play. You have been playing for thirty minutes 

while we have been standing here pretending to look interested.” 

 “Yeah, so leave the room. I’m giving you a red card. Now you’re kicked off the game,” Reek 

spewed out angrily. Somu, though, still with his mischievous grin plastered on his face, continued play-

ing his computer game. That’s when I started getting mad, too. 

 “That’s it. I am dragging you out of this room, whether you like it or not.” So, I forced him out 

of the brown, padded chair and helped Reek push him out of the room. As soon as we forced him out 

of the room, we slammed the door and locked it securely. Maybe too securely. 

Reek and I high-fived and screamed “There’s your well deserved red card!” and then got to 

playing. Five minutes passed of us playing this violent game about stealing cars when we started to feel 

bad. We weren’t as heartless as him and felt bad about locking him out. Sure, he was a having jolly 

good time eating candy from the downstairs fridge which was rightfully ours, but forgiveness is essen-

tial in life. So, I went to open the door. But as much as I twisted the knob, the door would not budge. 

Reek also attempted opening the door. No luck. Somu, realizing what was going on started tittering 

from the other side. After a minute of this, we begged Somu to go tell the parents downstairs. But, 

who were we kidding; this was Somu. So Reek and I paced the floor worriedly, thinking of some strat-

egy when the current went off. 

Power shortages are no strangers in India, but the timing couldn’t have been worse. It was like the 

world was against us for locking Somu out. There was the pitch black, the unbearable humidity,  
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and the fact that we were stranded in a little room with precisely nothing to do. So we 

pounded on the door even louder. Soon enough, all the parents rushed up and analyzed the situation. 

The conclusion: it was bad. Yet, there was one option. Luckily, out of all the rooms to get stuck in, the 

room we were in was attached to a verandah. If we could open the verandah’s sliding door, have some 

carpenter climb a ladder, enter the room, and break the door open in the middle of a power shortage, 

the problem would be solved. So the parents scoured the phonebooks for a carpenter. He must have 

been close by because he was scurrying up the ladder in no time, fortunately. He took his hefty saw 

and separated the door from its hinges. The door popped out and like magic, the lights came on again. 

We had a hearty laugh after it all; by attempting to isolate Somu from us, we actually locked 

ourselves in a room in the middle of power shortage. Somu, of course, was giddy with happiness and 

teased us until our eardrums were about to pop from his constant idiocy. But, one lesson was learned 

that fateful night: karma doesn’t bite, it locks. 

My Dream 

Arin Sasmal 

Age 9 

I always wished to have snowfall in my backyard. Last Christmas it happened. My whole house 

was covered in snow. Looking out the window to a yard coated in fresh blizzard was just amazing. 

   It was Saturday and I had my friend Ayush for a sleepover. We didn’t go to sleep. We were 

playing games on the computer.  At 7:00 a.m. we went downstairs and we saw that it was snowing. It 

was Christmas. I woke up my parents and brother while Ayush woke up his parents and his sister. They 

couldn’t believe that it was snowing.  Ayush and I were so excited that we slipped down the stairs like 

they were ice cubes. My cousins, aunts, uncles, nephews, and my niece were on their way to our house 

to spend the day with us. We started planning for the day. 

 I was expecting a super fun day.  It was pretty cold, we put the fire on. We, the kids couldn’t 

wait to start playing in the sun. It was 10 a.m. We started our big snow ball fight. We made a big one 

storey house. It was as big as my backyard. I, Ayush, Landon, Luke, Colin & Anya made a snowman. My 

mom brought a nice muffler and a hat for it. We found some matching buttons and it was looking su-

per cool. Then we had a Nerf war. We also had a Lego fight. Everybody brought something to eat. 

There was lots of food. We had hot chocolate. The adults were having coffee. We were going to roast a 

lot of marsh mellows. We couldn’t wait to have smores. When we were done, the kids watched movies 

upstairs while the adults talked and watched movies downstairs. It was the best day of my whole life. 

Now it was time to open the presents.  All the kids were super-duper excited. For some reason, Santa 

knew that there will be a party at my house. We opened our presents and we got our favorite games 

and toys. I started jumping around like a monkey. I slipped and bonked my head. 

Whoa! I’m still in my bed; it’s dark outside. Oh no, I realized I was dreaming. I woke up, gazed 

outside; it was not snowing.  Ayush was not there, my aunts, cousins, and the rest were not here. I was 

sad, but then I became happy to realize that I had one of my best dreams ever. 
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India for You 

Ankita Chatterjee 

Age 10 

India is one of a kind 
So much nature and beautiful minds, 

So crowded and so much fun 
Even if it is under the burning sun, 

Cats and dogs everywhere 
Cows and goats here and there, 
Phuchka and chat on the streets 

It is a very yummy treat, 
 
 

Temple, Mosque, Gurduwara, Church 
All together in spiritual search, 

Beggars and poppers somehow thrive 
While Mercedes and BMWs people drive, 

The colors of India are something to behold 
Amongst myriad of festivals that India holds, 

Oh! Let’s not forget one more thing 
India loves its Bollywood dreams, 

Here is incredible India for you 
Immersed in the time of old and new 

Once upon a time, the world was in peace 
And all of our arguments eventually ceased 
Back then, everyone respected each other 

 And enjoyed the joys of life together 
But then came the wars that were absolutely pointless 

 
So childish they were, but still too serious 

I don’t yet understand why we must 
Destroy our friends and lose their trust 

 
Can’t we all just live together? 

Stop the fighting and be friends forever? 
I hope for those who read this now understand 

That alone we fall, together we stand. 

Once Upon a Time 

Roddur Dasgupta 

Age 12 
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The Magic of a Moment 

Rani Crosby 

Age 6 

“There is no help for you outside of yourself; you are the 

creator of the universe. Like the silkworm, you have built a 

cocoon around yourself. Who will save you? Burst your own 

cocoon and come out as a beautiful butterfly, as the free soul. 

Then alone you will see Truth.” 

       -Swami Vivekananda 
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Swan 

Mohona Roy Ganguly 

Age 9 

Couch Potato 

Arko Tribedi 

Age 7 
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My Trip to Lassen Volcanic National Park 

Ashmita Deb 

Age 11 

This summer I went to Lassen Volcanic National Park. My family and two other families went together. 

We all went in the same car. The car could seat eleven people. We only went as nine people in all. Each 

set of generations had a different place to sit. Two of the dads sat in the front and the other sat in the 

seat behind them. They were talking about where we are going to go and where to stop to get gas. The 

kids sat in the middle area. The moms sat in the back talking nonstop. We only stopped for the rest 

stop once. When we got hungry for dinner, we stopped at Sizzler’s. The food there wasn’t very good. It 

didn’t taste that good. Then we needed to sleep so we spent the night at Ramada Inn in Gilroy. The 

next day I made my own waffles and had some juice. Then we left right away. First, we went to the visi-

tor center. Lassen Volcano is in the Pacific Ring of Fire. We looked around to where we could go today 

and the rest of our trip. I got to play in the snow. It was fresh snow. I could make snowballs with them 

very easily. I threw four at my mom. The next place we went to is the Sulfur Works. There is a tiny area 

where you can stand next to the sulfur. The hot water and gases come out from there. It smells like a 

rotten egg. One of the signs said that if you touch the sulfur it can burn you severely. When I was there 

I tried not to say anything about the bad smell. I took a cup with me to catch snow as it was falling. I 

got to about half a cup by the time we left. The dads said they booked a cabin for us to stay in. We 

were so happy when got to the cabin. Our cabin was in such a place it felt like no one ever lived there. 

When we got there it felt like one of the movie cabins. It was awesome!!! One of the moms even got 

the kids matching peace sign beanies. The whole cabin was made out of wood. The stairs are half logs. 

It was really big. It even had a fire place. The cabin had a huge porch and they said we could use the 

grill if we needed it. The cabin was a perfect place to stay. A lot of people stayed there before us. One 

of the kids said the surrounding woods are a perfect place for the Hunger Games. That day my friend’s 

dad took a picture of us pretending to be Katniss and Rue. That night we had a big feast. The food was 

incredible. The kids slept upstairs. We had a huge bed and our own bathroom. There was a small area 

to the left that had a rocking chair. The area on the right had a T.V. that didn’t work. Downstairs there  
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was one that actually worked. While the kids fell 

asleep the parents talked all night. That night the kids 

slept in late. 

Guess what we heard first thing in the morning, chat-

ting of the moms. That morning we had a long break-

fast. We just sat there eating very slowly. First, we 

went to Manzanita Lake. We took many pictures 

there. I was not supposed to be in my mom’s solo pic-

ture, but I showed my head on the side. My mom got 

mad. Then we went to the Loomis Museum. I got a 

stamp in my National Park Passport. All of us went on 

a small trail to the Manzanita Creek. We crossed a tiny 

part of the river to get to a small island. I asked my 

dad if I could cross the river, but he said no. The water 

there was really cold. It is straight from the snow in 

the mountains. Then we went to a sightseeing place. 

All the kids made a small snowman. When we started 

coming back from our long journey today we saw a 

lama!!!! I was surprised to see a lama on the top of a 

really big mountain. The next day we went to Bumpass 

Hell. We got to the highest point you can got to by car. 

There was an area that was closed because too much 

ice built up. Two of the moms and two of the kids 

stayed back. I obviously went on this hike. We took 

pictures next to Lake Helen. One of the signs said, ‘’ 

Watch out! Thin ice’’ Next to the lake we made a life 

size snowman family. The dad wore a hat, the mom 

wore sunglasses, and the kid wore the peace sign 

beanie. Then we kept going up the trail. I made a heart 

shaped snowball along the way to the top. We even 

started a small avalanche. I took a snowball and rolled 

it down the side of a hill. I carried a 30 pound snowball 

all the way from the top so I can show the moms and 

the kids. When I got back they laughed. Their like 

there was no need to do that. There is so much snow 

around us. After they said that I just dropped in the 

parking lot. This took up most of our day. When we 

got back we had a dance party. I danced all night. 

Most of the songs we danced were Hindi. The next day 

we took pictures on the porch. It was time for us to 

leave. We all got in the van and left. It took us about 

11 to 12 hours to get back home. I like to go back 

again when there is less snow so that I could hike to 

the top of the volcano. That would be real awesome. 
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A Summer Well Spent 

Rajan Paul 

Age 14 

 Every student's favorite time of the year has to be during breaks. No matter when it is, as 
long as one does not have to go to school on the weekdays, a sense of happiness is acquired. For 
some, summer vacation is absolutely the best break. It can last about two months, as opposed to the 
meager week of spring break. Many children are proud to say that he or she did something exciting 
over the summer, and never got bored. Others feel as if they wasted their time of the summer, wal-
lowing in boredom. As for me, I had never been able to answer that question before the year of 
2012. 
 
 From the time I began school in kindergarten, I have always been on the year-around track. 
This is the type of schedule where children get three weeks of fall, winter, and spring break, and 
about a month of summer vacation. When I was on this schedule, I used to think myself lucky. I even 
used to tease my brother when I got to stay home during the fall, while he had to get up at 6 A.M. 
each day to go to school. In return, when he used to retort the fact that he has a longer summer, I 
told him that I didn't care and that a longer summer is just a waste of time. 
 
 This year was my promotion from 8th grade onto high school. Because no high school in the 
City of Irvine follows a year-around schedule, instead choosing the more widely-used traditional 
schedule, I had my first experience with an extended summer vacation. I felt a lot more special be-
cause of the fact that I had also gotten extended breaks during the fall, winter, and spring because of 
my middle school's schedule. As the days towards the end of school counted down, and summer be-
came closer, I was extremely excited. During the last week of school, I felt as if I could explode. 
 
 Then, summer vacation finally came; the holy period of two months with no school and just 
fun. Although I was taking a few classes during the summer, I would not let that bring down my spir-
its. I was on top of the clouds and nothing could bring me down. The first month of summer felt like a 
waking dream, and it passed by in the blink of an eye. I began to wonder how I could ever stand a 
meager one month of summer. By that point, if I were at my old school, my vacation would already 
be over and the work would begin again. I could not believe it. 
 
 After that epiphany, I began to relish my summer more. I began spending my remaining time 
wisely, and weeks no longer felt like days. In fact, as the end of my summer approached, days began 
to feel like weeks. I can also proudly say that my summer was very exciting. I had a lot of fun days at 
the beach and a great time during Banga Sammelan in Las Vegas. I had an enjoyable summer and I 
am happy to say it was a summer well spent. 
 
 I look forward to the future and think of the endless possibilities. The summer is like a piece 
of pizza, begging you to eat it. The summer is a time to be taken advantage of and a time to have fun. 
I cannot wait until this school year ends and the time of opportunity comes around. I have even been 
counting down the days for next summer. Only 280 days to go........... 
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Eagle’s Power 

Shounok Ghosh  

Age 10 

One sunny day the Gods were watching over the silent woods. One of the Gods, the Golden 
Eye, saw a bird helping a friend construct a home. Golden Eye knew that he should give the helper, 
whose name was Eagle, a special power to make his wishes come true for his actions. Eagle was 
given this power the minute the gods had seen him. Then one night, as he was going to bed, he 
wished that it would become morning. Morning appeared the next second.  

Eagle was very excited that morning. He was going to fly a long way to Moorehead Forest to 
meet with his friends around the world. He knew he should wear his lucky golden necklace. When he 
arrived at Moorehead Forest he saw many different animals. Then, Falcon swooped down from the 
sky and stole Eagle’s golden necklace. Eagle wished his golden necklace was still with him. In a flash, 
his necklace was in his claws. He knew he had some kind of power. 

By the next day Eagle was using his power for making a new home every day. Soon, an earth-
quake ravaged the woods near Eagle’s home, as the gods were mad at Eagle for using his power too 
much. Since he lived in the Coastal Region of California he thought that it naturally happened. The 
gods thought that Eagle would understand that they were unhappy with his overuse of his power. 
However, Eagle kept on using his powers over and over again, unaware of the consequences that his 
actions had caused.  Several days later, another earthquake hit, this time near the mountains near 
Eagle’s home.   

Eagle knew something was wrong. He wanted to try and help fix this problem. So, Eagle 
stopped using his powers to figure out what happened. Soon, Eagle noticed that the earthquakes had 
stopped. That’s when Eagle started using his power again. Once he started to use his power again, 
earthquakes hit many areas around his home. Eagle finally noticed that his power to make wishes 
come true caused all the problems. Now, Eagle only uses his power for emergencies, so not as many 
earthquakes hit the land around his home. Eagle now knows that it is wrong to use his power to 
make wishes come true for such foolish things, as that angers the Gods, which causes the earth-
quakes. He also finally understands the full consequences of his power, and understands that with 
great power comes great responsibility.  

“You cannot believe in God until you believe 

in yourself”         

       -Swami Vivekanada 
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Belur Math 

Aurnov Chattopadhyay 

Age 13 
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Swami Vivekananda 

Monami Mukherjee 

Age  15 

 Swami Vivekananda (born Narendra Nath Datta) was a Hindu monk. He was a key figure in 

the introduction of Indian philosophies of Vedanta and Yoga to the western world and was credited 

with raising interfaith awareness, bringing Hinduism to the status of a major world religion in the late 

19th century. He was a major force in the revival of Hinduism in India and contributed to the notion 

of nationalism in colonial India. He was the chief disciple of the 19th century saint Ramakrishna and 

the founder of the Ramakrishna Math and the Ramakrishna Mission. Swami Vivekananda is perhaps 

best known for his inspiring speech beginning with "Sisters and Brothers of America," through which 

he introduced Hinduism at the Parliament of the World's Religions in Chicago in 1893.  

 In America Vivekananda became India's spiritual ambassador. His mission there was the in-

terpretation of India's spiritual culture and heritage. He also tried to enrich the religious conscious-

ness of Americans through the teachings of the Vedanta philosophy. In India Vivekananda is regarded 

as a patriotic saint of the modern times. His birthday is celebrated as National Youth Day, mainly be-

cause one of his main goals was to educate the younger generations of his time and future genera-

tions as well. Vivekananda thought the supreme value of youth was incalculable and indescrib-

able. He described youth life as the most precious life. He said “youth is the best time.  The way in 

which you utilize this period will decide the nature of coming years that lie ahead of you.  Your happi-

ness, your success, your honor and your good name all depend upon the way in which you live now, 

in this present period. Remember this. This wonderful period of the first state of your life is related 

to you as the soft wet clay in the hands of the potter.  Skillfully the potter gives it the right and cor-

rect shapes and forms, which he intends to give.  Even so, you can wisely mould your life, your char-

acter, your physical health and strength, in short your entire nature in any way in which you make up 

your mind to do.  And you must do this now.”  

“The more we come out and do good to others, 

the more our hearts will be purified, and god 

will be with in.”        

       -Swami Vivekanada 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vedanta
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Yoga
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hinduism
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hindu_reform_movements
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ramakrishna_Math
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ramakrishna_Mission
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Parliament_of_the_World%27s_Religions
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Swami-ji 

Sambodh Mitra 

Age 11 

The Quote of Swami Vivekanada That I Find Most Inspiring  and Why? 

Sambodh Mitra 

Age 11 

“You cannot believe in God until you believe in yourself.” This quote, out of the innumerable 
quotations by Swami Vivekananda, is inspiring to countless people. It is also inspiring to me for multi-
farious reasons. Out of all the reasons why this quote is inspiring to me, I have decided to elaborate 
three critical reasons. The first reason is that this quote tells me to never give up on myself, no mat-
ter what the problems one faces, and secondly, self-confidence is the first step to success. One more 
reason is that his proverb can lead to others getting motivated to go beyond their abilities and 
“achieve near-impossible outcomes. The macrocosm of God comprises millions of microcosms like 
me, you and every one of us. We are all part of the Divine Being. Hence, it is imperative that learning 
about oneself and self realization leading to self belief is the first step in understanding the larger 
entity of God. 
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 The flexible willow tree faces a myriad of storms during its lifetime, yet it still survives. This 
implies that the simple tree does not give up on itself, but strives on and faces eternal problems until 
it achieves its desire of sunlight is finally achieved. Like the supple tree, humans must also possess 
self-belief in order to achieve happiness. Like Swami Vivekananda’s quote, one must also believe in 
oneself during difficult times, or “storms”, in order to live through it and achieve the rainbow that 
occurs after. Many people say that just by believing in God, one can succeed. This is wholly incorrect, 
as on must first strive hard continuously as one possibly can before leaving the outcome up to God. 
Thus, we too should understand, realize and internalize Swami Vivekananda’s quote which is re-
flected in nature. 
 
 Another essential reason why Swami Vivekananda’s quote is one of true importance is that it 
teaches one that self-confidence is the first step to achieving success. For example, suppose we have 
two children who are going to take a very important piano test. The first one has a lot of self-
confidence and vows that he will try his absolute best, no matter what happens. The second one, 
however, does not quite believe in himself and thinks that he will fail. On the day of the test, both 
students go to the exam, one cheerful, one desolate. After the test, they both ponder upon what 
happens. When the test results come out, it is discovered that the confident child has passed, or 
even made the honors, while the gloomy and faltering child barely passed or failed. In essence, the 
child who went with a confident sense of mind did better. Also, that child tried his best and left the 
rest up to God, while the other child did not try and just relied on God to help him pass. Swami 
Vivekananda’s quote points just this out, and inspires me to believe that one can only succeed if one 
strives and believes in oneself. 
 
 The final reason why I believe Swami Vivekananda’s adage is one of crystallized inspiration.  
It has the ability to motivate people to do near-impossible acts and achieve nearly impossible 
awards. Maxims like this can help one achieve   their childhood dreams. For example, suppose there 
is a child who has incredibly amazing potential to do unfathomable acts and create inventions that 
can truly benefit the world. He only has one giant obstacle blocking the way to his success: he is un-
certain of his actions. He is not sure if his intentions will help the world, or mess up in the process 
and start destroying the haven we know as Earth. He ponders on what he must do, so, he questions 
his belief in God. He decides to attempt the best he can and then let God handle the popularity and 
the outcome of the object. He did just that, and his invention led to the creation of Apple, a symbol 
standing in the intersection of creativity and engineering. That child was Steve Jobs. We too must 
heed Swami Vivekananda’s quote and follow our dreams by attempting to make it real and leaving 
the rest to God’s wishes. 
 
 In conclusion, God lies within each one of us and we too are part of Him.. However, God will 
not look after us if we do not try to achieve self belief. Primarily, we must all believe in ourselves and 
persevere as far as we can persevere, and then, begin to understand the glory of God. One must be-
lieve in self as step one, before one begins to believe in God. 
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Dreaming in Color 

Ankita Guha 

Age 10 

“Blows are what awaken us and help to break the 

dream. They show us the insufficiency of this world and 

make us long to escape, to have freedom.”   

       -Swami Vivekananda 



Ankur 2012  21  

 

Field Day, Bird 

Rishi Halder 

Age 8 
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As a Child 

Adrika Chakraborty 

Age 14 

I remember adorning my hair in rainbow ribbons and fluorescent clips 
Wiggling into my cutesy t-shirt and capris...who cares about rips? 

A pair of my favorite bright pink velcroe shoes hugging my feet 
All just to walk my toy dinosaur through the street. 

 
I dreamed of becoming an actress, I wanted to be on TV 

I would ask my mom, “ If I got rich, would I have to go to university?” 
and studying and homework were two words that made by stomach curl, 

because all I wanted to do was sing and dance, like a Cheetah Girl :) 
 

I still envision those sweaty summer days,  
My hands sticky with icecream, like a Krispy Kreme glaze 
But with no intention of washing them anytime soon...  

My eyes would be glued to the TV, I was sheltered in my little cocoon. 
 

I remember being the most loquacious little ball of sunshine, 
In my mind, keeping your mouth shut was like committing a crime. 

I was the center of the universe, the conductor of the train, and you were just coming along 
When we played together, I was right, and YOU were always wrong  

 
I was that little girl, striking an obnoxious pose in every picture 

I was attached to my Polly Pockets, like paper sticks to glue. 
But dolls then evolved to reading, and books became my scripture 

My favorite colors also changed; bright pink to magenta to blue 
 

A million years ago, my greatest wish was to grow up, 
I despised being the baby... No!  I had had enough!  

But now, looking back at those carefree innocent years... 
I wish to go back, to be shielded from all my future fears.   

“We are what our thoughts have made us; so 

take care about what you think. Words are 

secondary. Thoughts live; they travel far.” 

      -Swami Vivekanada 
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Diversity 

Roop Gupta 

Age 11 

What is Diversity? Diversity means difference. In the world, there are many, many things that have 
differences within each other. Sports, plants, schools, countries, languages, and a whole bunch of other 
things have diversity. One of the main things in the world that are diverse are people.  People have an innu-
merable amount of differences. I will tell you a story about a couple of friends who meet a newcomer 
who.....let’s just say is slightly different than the others.  

“Home free!!!!” shouted Luke just as the school bell rang letting all the students of West Lake Jun-
ior High know that summer vacation just started. Luke instantly ran to the room across the hall to meet up 
with his best friend Michael. They both immediately started babbling on and on about the new video game 
they were going to get. While walking across the field their other friend Sara joined up with them, but got 
disgusted just by hearing the word “  A zombie- 5-kill-Streak”.Later, Michael finally noticed Sara standing 
next to them and said “Oh hey Sara.” and then kept talking about the game. Luckily Sara had patience and 
knew they had to stop talking about that stupid game sometime. Just as she was about to interrupt them 
and change the subject both of them stopped talking. Michael, Luke , and Sara all saw her at the same time.   
There was a girl in a wheelchair coming into the school- yard. The girl was just wandering the field and did-
n’t know where to go. The 3 noticed this and ran over to the girl. Luke spoke first and casually asked 
“What’s your name?”. The girl was first confused but then answered back “Camilla”. Michael was wonder-
ing what kind of a name is that and asked “ Are you not from here?” Camilla replied “ No I am French, Eng-
lish not very good.” “ Am I late for school?”  Puzzled Sara said “ School doesn’t open again for 2 months. 
Summer just started.” Michael turned around and saw some other kids grinning and chuckling while looking 
at Camilla since she was in a wheelchair.Michael got pretty mad at this and said “Come on Camilla, we’ll 
take you home.” “We will?” asked Luke. “YES Luke, we will!” and then Michael gave Luke a bump on his 
arm.    

While going home with Camilla the 4 kids bumped into some kids from the 8th grade. There were 3 
boys that were considered the biggest bullies in West Lake. They looked at Camilla and started bursting with 
laughter and started to make fun of her. They mocked Camilla and said “ Oh look mommy, I’m in a wheel-
chair I can’t walk.” Then they again started laughing and pushed Camilla’s wheelchair down the sidewalk. 
Michael got extremely mad and before he could say anything Luke smacked one of the bullies hard in the 
face. Then, Sara decided to trip one of the bullies. Scared, the last bully tried to run away but during the 
fight Michael crouched down and tied the 3rd bully’s shoes together so he fell while running. When the 3 
kids went to apologize to Camilla about bumping into the bully’s, they saw she had her head down and was 
crying.After explaining that those guys were just some idiots, Sara had an idea to prove to all the school stu-
dents of West Lake that everyone is different. The next day she invited everyone to the community pool for 
a party. When everyone got there, the pool was closed, confused the students were about to walk away 
when Sara stopped everyone and began “ How would you feel if you were in a wheelchair and were being 
bullied or if you had something that made you different?” Luke and Michael looked at each other and 
smiled. After Sara finished her speech everyone started agreeing and one by one people shouted out their 
secrets that made them different. The bullies came and apologized to Camilla and Camilla went up to Sara, 
Michael , and Luke and said “ Thank you!”. Then,  Sara opened up the pool and everyone jumped in, but just 
for a bit of revenge Luke made the 3 bullies swim in only the 2 ft. kiddie pool Everyone enjoyed! 

 Well, that’s it. Now just think..... What makes you different? 
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I Believe 

Adrika Chakraborty 

Age 14 

I believe in extending your hands for the crippled and weak. 
I believe in pouring out your heart, don’t think before you speak. 

I believe that when we laugh, a sparkle starts shine, 
and before you know it these sparks will spread, from more hearts that just mine. 

I believe in slowing down and experiencing life’s pleasures, 
Read the newspaper, enjoy a cup of coffee;  

uncover the secret treasures. 
I believe that one’s perseverance is enough to change the world, 

and I believe that inside all rough, ugly oysters rests a beautiful pearl 
I believe that when you cry your tears are not in vain,  

and when you are sad and lonely someone knows that you’re in pain. 
I believe in misery and despair, encompassing you in cruel tenebrosity;  

so bring your torch and set fire to all evil, conquer your fear, banish all monstrosities. 
I believe in happiness can be concealed in the thick smoke and grime. 

Slow down, keep your eyes wide open, inhale the sweet scents, and take your time. 
I believe that love is still the greatest gift; big or small  

and when given in its purest form -the heart-love has the strength to conquer all.  

Future Earth 

Ayush Sen 

Age 8 

I want to go home off this weird planet 

I just asked my mom if I can go home 

But she said no 

I've been holding my breath for three hundred hours and I don't know how 

I don't know how I can stand it 

How did I live on this planet for three hundred hours with no place to sleep, no water, no clothes to 

wear, no air to breathe 

All I have to live in is a great big crater with a dull meteor inside it 

I can't believe my neighbors are made of small stars 

If I touch them I might turn into sand 

This planet is so strange 

It is the earth without life 
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My Room 

Surela Basu 

Age 7 

One thing, I like about my life is that 

I can see the Moon from my room! 

In the afternoon,  

I can see the Sun ! 

And play with my dolls with lot of fun!! 

 

Around my room, there are so many books 

that gives good looks! 

I wish to read them all 

When I grow little tall!! 

From my room, I can see the bright, blue sky 

And watch the birds’ fly!! 

When it is night, I am bit scared in my room, 

I hope I never see a Witch on a broom! 

 

Fairy’s some by, I feel kind of shy every night. 

They are gone by the morning 

When it is sunny and bright!! 

 

These magical moments will never end. 

When I am lonely 

My room is my best friend! 

Nature 

Alina Das 

Age 14 



26   Ankur 2012 

 

Parents. When most people think of their parents, they think of the two people who care and 
love unconditionally. Two people who are always side by side and hand in hand. Well for me, it’s no 
different. I grew up with two people who are fond of each other and truly care for one another.  

My mom is one of the strongest people I have met. When she was little, she had suffered 
through one of the most painful experiences some of us will ever know, losing her parents. My mom 
always said that she was upset at first, but later she realized her father would want her to enjoy her life 
and not sulk in her miseries. This always struck me as odd because how could you not be miserable? 
But my mom is stronger than most people can imagine, and that is one of her greatest qualities. As you 
all know, ma’s tough. She never lets her emotions get in the way, and that’s how I’ve always known 
her. She does what’s best for everybody and tends to forget about herself. She is simple and honest. 
My mom is one of my biggest heroes because she has overcome so many challenges in her life and 
never gave up. Even when it feels like the whole world was against her, she kept trying to help every-
body.  

My dad on the other hand is the total opposite. He is soft-hearted, soft-spoken, and soft-
bellied. Baba is probably the sweetest person I know because even though he doesn’t talk much, he 
loves unconditionally. Baba is honestly one of the funniest characters I have ever met, because when 
he tells a joke, Sujata and I look uncomfortably at each other while he starts to laugh. But even his 
laugh is so contagious we just can’t help but join in. Baba is full of light and laughter, but is a wise one 
at that. He has gone through so many experiences and travels that I could only dream of.  He has been 
to almost every wonder of the world and brings back an amusing tale to tell. Baba is one of the most 
caring and hard-working people I know. He pretends to be a tough guy while actually being a softie on 
the inside.  I don’t know what I would ever do without this man because he has given me so much 
hope and faith.  
  I know these two were matched well whether they know it or not. They help each other out 
the way only life partners do and have an amazing bond. I’m proud to call these two kids my parents 
and may there be another 100 years of prosper, happiness, and joy.  

Twenty-Fifth Anniversary 

Tanya Chowdhury 

Age 16 

Behind your hazel shield 
A whole world is revealed 

 
One of anger, love, shame 

Just let them take the blame 
 

It is the end of the end 
No more time to pretend 

Believe me, I know you 
I know it’s all true 

 
And I know 

 
The most aromatic rose 
Bears the most thorns 

The Rose 

Hashnu Dasgupta 

Age 5 
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Piano 

Sayani Sarkar 

Age 12 

Girl With Flower 

Anya Pramanick 

Age 5 
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Swami Vivekanada’s Teachings and Beliefs 

Anik Majumdar 

Age 7 
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“Education is the manifestation of perfection 

present already in man. Divinity is the mani-

festation of the religion already in man.” 

       -Swami Vivekanada 
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Swami Vivekananda 

Mohona Roy Ganguly 

Age 9 
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Trapped In Snow 

Arko Tridebi 

Age 7 

The Last Straw 

Arko Tridebi 

Age 7 
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Puja 

Avanti Gupta 

Age 6 

Happy 

Ruhini Saha 

Age 5 
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Lord Ganesh 

Sawshwato Ganguli 

Age 6 

Bird 

Ankita Chatterjee 

Age10 
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Pitter, patter 
Thump, thump 

Slap goes the rain 
The rain we’ve all been waiting for 

Throughout this long, hot day 
Not just a little drizzle 

Nor the stray drop here and there 
But the great Indian Monsoon 

Quite the marvelous affair 
The rain that is a mother 
The rain that is a friend 

To the hardworking farmers 
Who work for months on end 

It’s rain that fuels the economy 
The rain that lets things grow 

It’s rain that is a part of life 
A grand, seasonal show 

 
The Indian Monsoon 
How beautiful it is! 

A dream landscape for the artist 

A playground for the child 
A lullaby for sleepless souls 

The tears of the wild 
It’s rain that thumps strong and steady 

Like the heartbeat in my chest 
Rain we can only dream of 
Here in the American West 

 
Oh the sight, the feel, the smell, the sound 

Of this wild, torrential rain 
That brings so much happiness 
And washes away so much pain 

It reminds me that there is magic 
In the little things in life 

And that the simplest things can help us 
From hardships and from strife 

It’s a beautiful thing, an enchanting thing 
Something I will not forget soon: 

The strength, the rhythm, the beauty 
Of the Indian Monsoon 

Torrents and Troubles and Little Things Like Rain 

Shreya Chattopadhyay 

Age 14 

Slowly Earth turns, 

While I watch from Jupiter. 

Bathing in the sun’s holy light, 

A work of art, God’s precious gift, 

Now cracked, at war with itself, 

Resonating with each undermining quake of man. 

 

Slowly Earth changes, 

While I watch from Jupiter. 

To the ground, golden leaves fall, 

Along with another man on the battlefield. 

New weapons, new wars, new toys for 

Those who love most when love has lost to hate. 

 

 

Slowly Earth bleeds, 

While I watch from Jupiter. 

Bittered by the way the bruised waters 

Batter the shore, the blue-black drops 

Muddle the beauty 

That once was this world. 

 

Slowly Earth dies, 

Her silent tears now raging rivers. 

And her people, just like me 

Seem to be waiting, 

Watching from Jupiter. 

Jupiter 

Sohini Halder 

Age 13 
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Will I Go Back? 

Trina Sarkar 

Age 16 

          Ever since I can remember, my Christmas Breaks have been spent in a land where Santa doesn’t have 
a pit stop. Every year, without fail, my family and I go to India for two weeks and come back right in time for 
the beginning of school. Because I do not have the privilege of being on the same side of the hemisphere as 
my grandparents are, I anticipate these vacations with glee and excitement. On one such trip, while my 
grandfather and I were sitting down watching TV, my grandpa nonchalantly asked me, “Trina, do you think 
you’ll come back when we’re gone?” 

          It seems to be that many children of immigrants try to distance themselves from their culture. They 
close the door on their ethnic background and attempt to assimilate into the American society, ditching 
Shah Rukh and Bollywood for Brad Pitt and Hollywood. They seem to view India as “less” than America; a 
part of their history that they cannot change so they just don’t talk about it. I, sadly enough, used to be a 
part of this “they”. I would sigh and mumble when people would ask me where my parents were from, and I 
would always follow up with “But I was born in America,” worried that they would think less of me because 
of my association with the country. 

            Now that I look back, I am ashamed of myself. I am ashamed of that ten-year old girl who instead of 
reading about the lives of Indira Gandhi and Subhas Chandra Bose, was embarrassed by the life of the 
homeless girl who squatted in front of our apartment. Instead of focusing on the geniuses and luminaries 
that India produced, I focused on the urine stains on the wall. I have realized just how beautiful India is. 
Though people claim that it is a third-world country steeped in poverty, in my eyes, it is an island of wealth. 
The richness of the culture, my culture, and the history, my history, simply astound me. When I picture 
“India” in my head, I just picture vivid colors, slashing across the page in every which way, complementing 
each other with their brilliance. There is so much diversity to be found in India, within our culture, our lan-
guages, and our people. We are a people who support all religious and economic backgrounds and judge 
you on your merit and your ability to do good. The bumbling streets that I used to find hazardous and smelly 
are now alive and electric. The people on the street are no longer freaks of nature or undeserving citizens; 
they are people on an uphill journey who just need a little help and a smile. 

           India is not a country that you can just visit once. It is a country that you have to keep re-visiting, ex-
ploring, and admiring. So I say this to you Mr. Samir Roy - Of course I will, of course I will. I will always go 
back. 

Some of Swami Vivekananda’s World Travels  

Abiral Ganguly 

Age 11 

     Born in 1863, Swami Vivekananda’s biggest contribution was the introduction of Indian philoso-
phies of Vedanta and Yoga to the west, mainly in America and Europe. Born in an aristocratic family, he 
became a wandering monk after the death of his revered guru Sri Ramkrishna. Vivekananda taught in-
terfaith awareness, harmony and compassion for all. Stressing on the Vedic gist of tolerance and uni-
versal brotherhood he helped the west to view Hinduism as a major world religion.  
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On his way to attend the Parliament of the World's Religions in Chicago in 1893 he visited Japan via the 
port city of Nagasaki. Traveling by road he met with hundreds of friendly people in the cities of Kobe, Yoko-
hama, Osaka, Kyoto and Tokyo. He noted the Japanese to be “one of the cleanest people on earth.” Not 
only moved by the tidiness, orderliness of their streets, homes but also by their graceful, respectful and kind 
behavior.  He found the land and its people “picturesque.” Later after returning to India, the ascetic urged 
his fellow countrymen to follow Japan’s fine example. Truly impressed to see how self-reliant Japan was. 
Their self-designed guns and match factories as well as their fast expanding navies. Japan’s motivated effort 
to import nothing and manufacture everything they needed inside their islands amazed Swami Vivekan-
anda.  

    After his inspiring speeches in Chicago starting in 1893 which began with: "Sisters and Brothers of 
America….” he stayed in the USA for two years and continued to stress on religious tolerance and harmony.  
He met with scholars from Harvard, Columbia University and more. All were astonished by his profound 
knowledge and wisdom. While in America he was touched by the vast country’s giant industries, work ethic, 
discipline, perseverance and innovativeness.  He became a fan of tireless researchers such as the legendary 
electrical engineer, Nikola Tesla. By then Tesla had left his previous employer, Edison’s company, and dug 
ditches for a living before transforming the world with the gift of alternating current.  

    Swami Vivekananda visited the west for the second time in 1899. This time he met many more distin-
guished Europeans. And fell in love with Germans scholars for their unselfish love for the ancient Indian lan-
guage of Sanskrit. He was specially charmed by Professor Lassen eagerly lecturing on Sanskrit. This language 
and its literature were completely new to Europeans. Lassen’s lectures were free. Vivekananda knew that it 
was impossible for any European to make a living by teaching Sanskrit. Such a path could lead to starvation 
unless they were sponsored by large universities. Yet driven by their unselfish, altruistic thirst for knowl-
edge, the likes of Lassen and Dr. Paul Deussen went on. Traveling with Deussen, a philosophy professor in 
the University of Kiel became a highly joyous moment in Swami Vivekananda’s life. His legacy will live on in 
the east and the west, as one of the most humane and uniting sages of all times.  

The Siblings I Never Expected 

Divya Saha 

Age 16 

 Usually kids are happy to get siblings. Whether it is another girl to play dress up with or a little boy 

to chase around, an addition to the family tends to be an amazing gift. Once upon a time, I used to believe 

in sibling love, rainbows, cupcakes, and all that good stuff. “A sister is one’s best friend” was my motto for 

years. But three years ago, my view was altered forever. 2009 was the year I found out that I had a few sib-

lings that I never knew of. 

 Now before you drop this edition of Ankur in disbelief and go tell your parents about my mother’s 

infidelities, let me explain. Just for the record, I would just like to clarify that I have one biological sister 

named Shreya who is twenty years old. Three years ago, she left for college and you could say my mom got 

a little lonely because apparently my love could not fill the gaping hole in her heart created by Shreya’s ab-

sence. So my mom did what every other mom does when their oldest one leaves the nest; she compensated 

for her absence by becoming obsessively close to Mother Nature. My mom became what society calls a gar-

dener, but what I call a plant fanatic.  

 Her hobby started off harmless. In fact, the entire family seemed to be interested in taking part in 

cultivating our very own garden. We watched as she planted her first seeds into small pots, and then how 

those seeds turned into wee little saplings. It was almost kind of cute. Then, things took a turn for the  
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worse. The plants were in their prime stage of growth, and my mom found it necessary to make sure that 

each and every sapling had the perfect combination of soil, sunlight, love, and paranoia. And this is where 

my annoyance (but my mom calls it jealousy) kicked in.  She pretty much spent every waking hour in the 

backyard. That was fine, except when it came to breakfast, lunch, and dinner. Oh and don’t get me started 

about watering plants. Watering plants was a five hour ordeal in the Saha household. Each plant had to be 

individually watered at just the right amount of pressure and no putting water on the leaves because bugs 

love that. Once, my mom left me the task of watering her plants. I thought it would be easiest to just use 

the hose and get the job done in fifteen minutes. My mom came home and she was furious. I usually tune 

out her tirades, but I do recall her calling me insincere, callous, and something about ruining her garden. 

Apparently, I had accidentally knocked down one of her “dharosh” (okra) plants. When I asked Baba why 

she was so upset about something so small, he replied smiling, “You’re killing her babies!” 

 Just like a proud parent should, Ma flaunted her new children to all our friends and family. I was 

forced to take hundreds of pictures of her flowers and vegetables so that she could make an album on Face-

book dedicated to her garden. Personally, I thought no one would look at that album, but I guess she publi-

cized well. Whenever anyone would come to visit, the first thing Ma would ask was, “Would you like to see 

my garden?” It was rhetorical question because no one really had a choice; you had to see my new brothers 

and sisters. Literally, it was no child left behind, except for me of course.  Everyone had to see the 

‘baegoon’, the tomatoes, the ‘dharosh’, and of course the legendary ‘lau’. Lau is famous in Bengali culture. 

Remember the song, “Saadher Lau”? If you don’t know what lau is or have never eaten lau, don’t start now 

despite what the rest of the Indian community says. Lau is slimy, tasteless, and probably the worst of the 

squashes. And boy, were we lucky because most of my siblings ended up being laus. My mom had a total of 

sixty laus in one summer. Do you know that meant for my diet? Lau was in every meal, and we made sure to 

use every ounce of it. We had lau with bhath, lau with roti, lau with bread, and I am pretty sure we had lau 

for breakfast. The skin (Lau khosha) and leaves (Lau saag) would not be wasted either. That ended up being 

eaten with daal and bhath somehow too. I was so sick of lau by the end of it. Every time I saw anything yel-

lowish-green on the dining table, my stomach churned and I avoided dinner.  

 I cursed that garden of hers. I was forced to love it, help nurture it, and get all muddied up for its 

benefit. I hated having being woken up to, “Divu, come look at the spinach!” The days where I didn’t have 

anything to do with the garden were the happiest days of my life. It meant peace and quiet. Yet, in spite of 

all this, I grew fond of my brothers and sisters because seeing the joy on Ma’s face after a successful day 

outside was priceless. Funnily enough, having “kids” brought out the kid within her. Each day meant a new 

found curiosity, a puzzling discovery, and something satisfactory. Although we make fun of her for it, it is 

adorable to see her give pep talks to her plants, asking them to keep growing and stand tall. When she talks 

about her plants, her eyes widen with excitement and her smile brightens her entire face. Organic vegeta-

bles are definitely far more appealing than store bought ones, and knowing that she grew them made eat-

ing them all the more worthwhile. The garden has brought love into our lives. Sharing veggies with 

neighbors, calling people over to sample our latest lau creations, and getting friends to help out were the 

best ways to be closer with loved ones. Trust me, nothing says friendship like asking a friend to pull out 

some weeds.  So even though I was annoyed and jealous, I ended up growing (no pun intended) to enjoy 

Ma’s Garden for the simplest joys can be found in all shapes and sizes. 

And it turns out, Lau isn’t too bad once you get used to it.   
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Flower 

Alina Das 

Age 14 

“Condemn none: if you can stretch out a helping 

hand, do so. If you cannot, fold your hands, bless 

your brothers, and let them go their own way.” 

       -Swami Vivekananda 
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A Strong Foundation 

Archan Mallick 

Age 16 

Swami Vivekananda wanted the younger generations to  believe in 

and develop these traits. 

“You have to grow from the inside out. None can teach you, none 

can make you spiritual. There is no other teacher but your own 

soul.”     -Swami Vivekananda 
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Celebrating 150 years of his legacy...Celebrating 150 years of his legacy...  


