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Dear Community Members, 

           Subho Bijoya! Durga Puja has once more commenced and with it we are trans-

ported into a world of Rabindra Sangeet, natok, sarees, and traditional cuisine. With 

Durga Puja in Southern California comes Ankur, one of the quintessential parts of the 

Puja experience we have grown up in. 

           It is hard to believe that over ten years have passed since we first submitted our 

artwork and poetry for Ankur. We still vividly remember our fond memories as chil-

dren, of six and seven, opening the annual magazine to find the work of all of our 

friends and our own work in showcase. We hope that the next generation of youth 

will continue to savor those same moments. To think that this is our last year contrib-

uting to the magazine is extremely bittersweet because we hold this magazine and its 

staff so close to our hearts. 

 This year’s theme of আশা আর ভালবাসা embraces two driving sentiments behind 

the annual Durga Puja. As we take a break from our day to day lives, we take a mo-

ment to immerse ourselves within our communities, friends, and families. Every year, 

we are reminded of our love for our culture, our love for our community, and our love 

for our families through this auspicious occasion. 

Ma Durga embodies hope itself in her courage, bravery, and power. Her conquest of 

evil inspires hope in all of us, that ultimately we too can triumph. This spiritual hope 

in the future is the guiding light in all of our lives through the tests and trials they 

may present. May our unwavering faith in the world’s humanity lead society to a 

bright future. Tied to our beliefs, we are powerful. 

 We would like to convey our deepest thanks to Apurba uncle for his unwaver-

ing support and guidance to all of us. We would also like to thank the rest of the 

Ankur editorial board for their contributions to this year’s edition.  

 We look forward to all to come in this new year, with great hope in the talent of 

the new generation of youth and well received love that ties us to our friends, family, 

and community. To the community we have loved and been loved by for the last 

twelve years, we hope you cherish this magazine as much as we have cherished it. 

 Love, 

 Mimi Halder and Aurnov Chattopadhyay 
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EDITORIAL: Hope 

Aurnov Chattopadhyay 

 

“It is the possibility of having a dream come true, that makes life interesting” 

– Paulo Coelho, The Alchemist 

 

We are our hope. From childhood, I was taught that dharma is not evident in 

rituals, rather it is a way of life. I discovered that dharma for me meant finding an in-

ternal hope in the world, a connection with humanity. I live embracing this optimism 

throughout my experiences seeking to make a meaningful impact on the lives of others. 

As my dreams constantly evolve, it’s the prospect of their reality that makes life excit-

ing. 

With the state of hate in current American politics, the conflicts of police brutal-

ity, and the ever worsening health of the environment, it is easy to lose hope. But, we 

must nonetheless find hope. For without hope, we are stripped of our identity, aimless 

without purpose. 

Hope means embracing responsibility, that the world will not fix itself, art will 

not make itself. We must embrace responsibility. First, as individuals, we must find our 

dream and elevate hope into reality through action. 

I am not yet sure what my dreams will become or where they will lead me, but 

it’s the possibility that I will achieve that gives meaning to my life. Let us, collectively as 

a society, not only find our dreams, but live for them. Let us not find satisfaction in fol-

lowing paths already paved, rather wander following the dreams that are pathless. To 

find a dream and contribute a verse, that is our very purpose.   

 

“The powerful play goes on, and you will contribute a verse” 

    - Walt Whitman  
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EDITORIAL: Love 

Mimi Halder 

I am a thorough believer that people have an abundance of unexpressed love 

within them. Too often, though, we hold it inside for fear of exposing ourselves to the 

harsh world around us. We shut off the news to avoid eye contact with the shell-

shocked children of Aleppo and turn our heads away from the people living on the 

street. We protect ourselves at the price of not helping others.  

Human beings are capable of more than this. We possess a love universally vast 

and deep for others. This year’s theme, আশা আর ভালবাসা, hopes to capture this funda-

mental aspect of human nature. The children who have submitted their art and written 

pieces to this year’s edition have interpreted the feelings of Hope and Love in their own 

way. We hope to spread their love to the BASC community 

Children, more than any other group of people, love purely and without aban-

don. They have a view of the world that is untarnished by the horrors that we try to 

shield ourselves from. Without even fully understanding society’s concepts of right and 

wrong, children often act more morally than adults. This is the kind of love our world 

desperately needs right now. In our world that is ravished by war and hatred, the inno-

cence and sweet love of a child will soothe the planet’s wounds. 

I recently worked at a food drive for Families Forward at a grocery store in Ir-

vine. We encouraged people passing by to purchase canned goods for the food bank 

serving families who were homeless or in financial need. Of the adults, most clutched 

their purses closer to themselves and shuffled past us looking upward. They were so 

preoccupied with their own needs that they forgot the needs of people much less fortu-

nate than them. However, anytime a family with small children walked by, they 

dragged their parents’ hands and led them towards us, begging until their mom or dad 

agreed to donate a few items. The smiles on children’s faces as they handed us boxes of 

spaghetti and cans of beans were enough to light up the dark world for an instance. 

We often say that those who are younger are childlike, immature, and naïve. Yet 

they know so much more than we do. If we can learn to love the way children do, we 

will have the power to help others and the world.  
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 Hope - a feeling of expectation and desire for a certain thing to happen; a feel-

ing of trust. Our  team of editors share the same hopes of the success of Ankur. We 

hope that the youth of today and tomorrow can share the same amount of joy that we 

have acquired for art through our personal experiences using drawings, paintings, and 

writing to express ourselves throughout the years. Nowadays, most of what we hear on 

the news points towards a disappointing dissent of society. The constant acts of terror-

ism, brutal police shootings fueling “Black Lives Matter”, and Donald Trump’s hateful 

anti - immigrant rhetoric seem to be accumulate to a burden on America. Even with 

the grim circumstances of the world, hope is what keeps us alive and going.   

Love - a feeling of strong or constant affection for a person. Within our editori-

al team, we are connected through our love for our culture and hope in our communi-

ty. The love and hope within us all are inspired by our families, and the deep trust and 

affection we have for each other. Love is something we cherish within our community 

and extended families. Most of our families is on the other side of the world; love is 

what connects us with cousins, aunts, uncles, and  grandparents. Love makes the un-

bearable distance bearable. With technology, we have the ability of being able to talk 

and see the people who are dearest to us despite the distance or obstacles. It is easy to 

lose our ties to others with our busy social and work lives, but we must nevertheless 

find time in our life to love the ones who love us. 

As our current Ankur Editors-in-Chiefs will graduate this coming year, the rest 

of our editors hope to carry on the torch as well as our predecessors. As a team we will 

carry on a tradition that is very close to our hearts. Through the the magazine, the 

youth of our community come together in one place every year and unite the younger 

generation with the elders through their representations of religion, community, love, 

and hope through artwork and writing. As we rise in our positions, we all realized how 

much we have learned from our Editors-in-Chief, ranging from important life skills to 

fundamental values, such as determination, hard work, and persistence. 

      

TEAM EDITORIAL: Hope and Love 

Rupsha, Sambodh, Ashmita, Abiral, Shinjini, Arin, Arko 
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Blossom 

Shinjini Das 

Age 14 

Artwork lies on the table, 

Grandma reads us a fable, 

Homemade Jell-O cools on the counter, 

Two black widows saunter, 

In cracks, corners and things unstable! 

 

The scorching sun beats down on the house, 

So there are many faces to douse, 

It’s way too warm, 

For there are no rain clouds or storms, 

Every hour you have to change your sweaty 

blouse! 

Relatives arrive and depart, 

Yet we don’t want to stay apart, 

So we say our “goodbyes”, 

And soon, hopefully, our “hi”s, 

Each person has settled into our hearts!  

Family Gathering 

Auyoni Sen-Akmal 

Age 12 
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Whenever I am with you, 

You are the water and I am the sponge, 

Absorbing your endless sea of 

Words, words, and more words. 

I also swim somewhere in that sea, 

Only more intrigued by each coming wave, 

But, eventually, your time comes, 

As I finally reach the end; 

The shore! 

Your sea is the only one 

I would be willing to drown in…  

Ode to Books 

Auyoni Sen-Akmal 

Age 12 

Stairs 

Rajarshi Chattopadhyay 

Age 13 
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আশা ও ভালবাসা  

Mohuli Ganguly 

Age 10 
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Dolphin 

Aritro Tribedi 

Age 11 

By The Sea Side 

Aditya Dasgupta 

Age 6 
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Durga Puja 

Rohan Chakrabortygupta 

Age 6 

 This Durga Puja will be fun because Dadu Bhai is with me. At Durga Puja, I will 

look at Durga Thakur and pray. I will talk with my friends. My parents will eat and talk. 

My sister Raina is also going to play with me.  



 14  Ankur 2016 

 

Puerto Vallarta 

Shayan Halder 

Age 11 

           There were countless numbers of fish, colors of all kind. Below my feet, the fish 

were nibbling at my toes as a giant school of fish were gliding past my feet. The sharp-

ness of the rocks glistened through the sky as it shot an arrow through my eye. Snor-

keling was amazing! Dozens of orange kayaks filled the ocean as the fish were curious 

to see what the people were doing. Bubbles filled the ocean as people dived headfirst 

into the sea. The sound of the fizzing bubbles rang through my ears. The constant 

laughing of the people blurred out the crisp sound of the waves, the wind, and the 

shaking of the boats. The bustling ocean wind hummed through my ears. The numb-

ness of my fingers hummed through my body for being in the water for such a long 

time. The coolness of the water was soothing as it seemed it wanted me to stay. Since I 

was tired, I went to eat a sandwich. Now I was going to go kayaking with my sister. 

           I tasted the sweat dripping down my mouth as my sister and I were working to 

control the kayak. I was starting to become droopy, closing my eyes but I sat up 

straight again as the morning breeze slapped me in the face. My fingers felt as if they 

were going to fall off. They were a bright red and felt as if they were going to stay like 

that forever. It was challenging to keep hold of the oars, as my hands were drenched in 

sweat. I kept my grip tight, trying not to let go of the oars. My hips felt as if they had 

been crushed through a blender. Although the work was challenging, we were reward-

ed by the absolute beauty of the place. Waves crashed against the dull flat, faced rocks. 

Birds chirped across the sky, flying gracefully to the island near us. Still awestruck by 

the beauty of the island, my sister and I did not notice that we were really close to the 

rocks. If we crashed into them, our kayak would explode. As we just notice the danger 

we were in, we furiously banged the oars against the water. We had almost smashed 

into the rocks, which would have been the end of us. We continued back to the boat. 

After, all I could hear was the panting of my sister and I. The swishing of the oars be-

came a monotonous rhythm as we kept rowing our oars. There were suddenly splashes 

in the water around us, we thought it was dangerous but it just turned out to be the 

fish which were following us. When we got back, we ate food and then went to para-

glide. 
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I held on tight to a hook as I suddenly shot upward into the air. The wind was 

gusting around me as I began to go upward. The birds welcomed me into their reign as 

I ascended into the bright blue sky. I was so high up that I felt the tip of the clouds 

tickling my fingers. Most would think they were fluffy but I felt a moist, foggy feeling. 

This was just the start. I looked down and was awestruck by how high up I was. People 

looked nearly the size of ants as I soared in the sky. The view was a lifetime experience. 

I saw the waves crashing onto the giant rocks, birds flying everywhere. The color of the 

ocean was uncertain. The shallow part was mostly green but as you went further it got 

bluer. It was sort of blended color of blue and green glistening below me. Sweat trick-

led down my whole body as I flew up and down. It was like having a shower but in the 

sky. The amount of birds in the sky made the cawing sound they made endless. There 

was not a single second of silence. Even though, the sound of the birds was drained by 

the amount of wind there was. It seemed like the wind wanted to carve a hole in my 

ear. Still enjoying the ride, the sound of the white, foamy waves roared with fury as I 

heard faint yells of people below me. I was about to descend. When I landed my feet 

sank into the soft, warm sand. I could still smell the metal on my fingers from the 

hook. All of the sweat I had dried, giving me a stinky odor. It was good to be back on 

the ground. 

 I had a wonderful time snorkeling, kayaking, and paragliding. Each experience 

was different for me. I equally loved each activity as for they were all exciting. Overall, 

this was a memory worth keeping.  
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Harmony 

Aurnov Chattopadhyay 

Age 17 

The crackling thunder of a heavy monsoon, 

Shatters the peace of the humid afternoon, 

The drizzle of rain tapping on the roof, 

Settles into a beat that lulls me, 

Thousands of miles away from my day to day life, 

Laying with the taste of sandesh in my month, 

The Rabindra Sangeet playing in the background, 

I fall asleep immersed in the heritage I love. 

 

The sun emerges from its blanket of clouds, 

Atop a steep hill of yellow California shrub, 

I stare into the horizon of Irvine, 

As I contemplate the year ahead, 

Nostalgic with memory while nervous with apprehension, 

I feel at ease with the city of my childhood, 

Yet I feel hopeful for the future. 

 

Life is harmony, 

It is a delicate balance of culture and identity, 

It is a love of the past and present, 

Paired with hope for the future. 

Let us thrive together, 

To preserve our memories and make new ones, 

Before they fade away. 
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Deep Goswami 

Age 9 
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Happiest Day of Life 

Anikait Sengupta  

Age 9 

It was a big thud that finally woke me up. I was awake for some time, but I was 

not able to open my eyes. I was hearing some loud noises around me. There was whir-

ring and clicking, some clanking, a lot of pounding, lot of people shouting, and cutting 

noises all around me. There was large commotion. It seemed as if Chicken Little was 

right after all! The ‘Sky was falling’! 

When I finally opened my eyes, it was a different story. It was a machine world. 

There was a big hall. There were large machines all around me. The looked very scary. 

There were lot of things that were moving on their own on some belt like thing. Huge 

machines were mixing a lot of things. There was a funny odor in the air. There were a 

lot of people too. Some were standing with the machines, operating them. They were 

printing, cutting, binding loads of paper. Some were running all around the hall with 

trolleys and many boxes on them, shouting instructions at each other. It was a funny 

sight. 

    Suddenly, my eyes went to the corner of the room. There were neatly packed boxes 

stacked onto each other. They were arranged in two piles. There were few men around 

one pile. They were trying to paste a piece of paper with an address on them on each 

box. I suddenly realized that they might all be going somewhere, away from this loud 

noise and commotion. 

    All this time, while I was busy looking around, I forgot where I was. I was lying on a 

square table at a dark corner of the big hall, almost neglected. There was nobody 

around us. No one talking about us or picking us up.   There were quite a few of us, just 

thrown on the table and no one seemed to bother. I was wondering when would I get 

to go out. When would I see what was outside those large doors. 

    It had been quite a while, but no one came. I was curious to know why. I looked 

around the table. There were few of us who were lying open. There were weird lines 

drawn on us. They were not neat. There were some lines that were not straight. Lot of 

places were blank. Some even had some weird colors on them. Is this why we were on 

the table with no one looking, no one packing us neatly in a box, ready to see the world 

outside, I wondered. 
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 ‘Hey, there are the special ones!’ shouted one man from somewhere. I looked 

around. There was a kid, about 9 years old, standing near the door, looking longingly 

at us. He was with his grandfather, holding his hand. “Where can I have my own spe-

cial notebook like you promised”, he asked. The man pointed the table where we lay. 

“You can pick anyone that you like best”, said grandfather. I looked at the boy. He had 

a frown on his face. But he looked concerned. He liked almost all that was lying 

around. “Pick me, Pick me”, I was crying to myself, but he couldn’t hear. As he tossed 

and turned few of us around, he saw me. His eyes lit up. “Dadu, can I keep this one 

please. This is the best notebook that I can ever have.” 

    I finally had a friend! I was going to see the world! ‘I will never leave his side’, I 

promised myself. It was MY BEST and HAPPIEST DAY EVER!!! 

Death Star Hits 

Nikkil Semmen 

Age 5 
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Every child has Grandparents.  I was no different.  Although I wanted to spend 

more time with them as I grew up, I could not do so. They lived in India and I lived 

here in the US with my parents. But I got to meet them every year when I went to India 

with my parents. That is when I truly got to know them and love them.  They always 

seemed to have infinite patience, love and care for me. As I grew up collecting their 

bountiful love every year, I realized that Grandparents are the source of love and hope 

in our lives. Without my Grandparents, I would not have a loving family and would not 

have the hope for a bright future. 

One of my Grandmothers, the one from my Father’s side, was very dear to my 

heart.  Her name was Biva Ganguly.  I called her Thamaa.  Thamaa was always a very 

loving lady.  Whenever we would go out to the mall or any place outside of home, after 

a couple of hours, she would start calling us repeatedly, asking us what time we would 

return; sometimes even annoying her children. But Thamaa never stopped worrying 

every time we went outdoors. While it may not seem to be the best example of the im-

mense mutual love we all held for her, it was certainly an example of just how uncondi-

tional and pure her love and concern was for us. Every year as the time drew near for us 

to come back to the US, Thamaa would get increasingly sad.  Whenever I sat next to 

her, she would hold me as tightly as she could with her feeble hands and I could see 

tears in her eyes.  Aside from the parting sadness, our yearly trip to India was always 

filled with memories that we cherished throughout the year until we were back in India 

again. One fond memory I have with Thamaa is while I was taking independent study. 

It allowed me to continue to work on school while I was in India for my cousin’s wed-

ding before the actual start of winter break.  Whenever I would begin to get lazy during 

my studies, Thamaa would catch me red handed either playing online games or watch-

ing videos.  It reached the point that she began to pull me up even when I was actually 

working.  It was really funny when she realized that I was studying and not playing vid-

eo games.  Although many such moments that I had with her were funny, they showed 

how old she was becoming.  One such example was when we played Ludo together.  

My Thamaa 

Abhinav Ganguly 

Age 14 
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It was fun, but she would many a times move the pieces out of the board.  Her move-

ments were not completely under her control. But she enjoyed and that’s what mat-

tered to me. These memories and many more will remain a treasure all my life. 

Unfortunately, all good things must come to an end, and the same applied to 

Thamaa.  This year, during the fall break we got a call from relatives in India who in-

formed us that Thamaa had suddenly suffered a stroke and had slipped into a co-

ma.  We were shocked, and worried.  Was this going to be her end?  My Dad, who had 

returned from India just 2 weeks ago after seeing Thamaa, was on the phone with doc-

tors and family all night as he got ready to take the first flight from LAX to Kolkata next 

morning. My Mom stayed up with him as well. She used to call Thamaa every morning 

India time and had spoken to her just the previous day. Both my parents were deter-

mined to do whatever possible to save Thamaa. Multiple Neurosurgeons checked her 

but given her physical condition they could not operate on her. The next day Thamaa 

passed away.  My Dad reached Kolkata the day after and cremated Thamaa.  Her Srad-

dha was attended by relatives from Kolkata and other parts of India. We were all in 

grief.  I felt bad about not calling her often enough and not spending enough time with 

her while in India.   

Although we have moved on with our lives, life will never be the same when we 

go to India again this year. Thamaa will not be there to welcome us.  But she will always 

be there in our hearts and minds to guide and inspire us. We will always move onwards 

in life and try to build a better future for our family and for us, something we would 

never have gotten the chance for had it not been for Thamaa. 

Grandparents are the symbol of love and hope.  They give us the power to push through 

tough times, and allow us to have a family we can love and hope the best for.  That’s the 

legacy Thamaa has left behind for us.  I will strive to be worthy of her love and fulfill 

her hope in my life. 
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Homework 

There is so much 

I always roam the network 

It lies there untouched 

 

Tests 

The stress kicks in two days before 

I cross my fingers and hope for the best 

Sometimes it feels like war 

Classwork 

I feel like I run out of time 

Math, there is so much bookwork 

Other times it feels like a lifetime 

 

High School 

It’s hard 

Play by the rules 

Just make sure you make some flashcards  

What School is Made Of 

Ashimta Deb 

Age 15 

Cactus 

Ankita Guha 

Age 14 
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The Beggar and His Coins 

Abiral Ganguly 

Age 15 

One summer evening in medieval England a young Prince and his royal teacher, 

Cillian, were taking their usual walk few yards outside one of the many royal gardens of 

London. Just then they came across a lame, sixty-year old blacksmith begging from 

door to door. His name was Tim. Standing in a wooden booth with dark brown awnings 

meant for providing rest to long distance horse riders the Prince and his teacher in-

quired about the ill-fated beggar. Decades earlier, wrestling with iron and fire the crafty 

blacksmith used to make gates, fireplace screens, armor, weapons, and even pounded 

shoes into horses' hooves. After a terrible accident permanently damaged one of Tim’s 

legs, his magical skill in shaping iron in countless ways vanished forever. He now lived 

with his childless wife in a village near the capital. 

Due to his perpetually disfigured leg no one had employed Tim for many years; 

not even the grocery store owners or the animal grooming shops. While talking, Tim 

stammered and slightly. Sometimes all he and his skinny wife could afford to eat all day 

was a big bowl of barley soup and a tiny morsel of stale bread. Overwhelmed with pity 

for the one-time good looking beggar’s abject state and bleak prospect, the Prince gave 

Tim a bag of gold coins. The blacksmith was overjoyed. On his way home just before 

dusk, the blacksmith was confronted by a thief who habitually roamed in the forest. Af-

ter a brief scuffle, the crook whisked away with gold coins. Tim stood where he was. His 

teary eyes glistened with helpless rage and his rough hands balled into tight fists. 

The blacksmith tensely blamed his miserable fate and the next day he set off to 

beg again. The Prince and his royal teacher met Tim again. They quickly became ap-

prised of the latest mishap and continuing misery. The Prince once again felt great sym-

pathy and gave him a large piece of uncut diamond. 

Tim took the diamond home and hid it in an old pot which had been unused for 

many years. Considering his newfound treasure safe, the blacksmith fell into deep sleep 

after many months. The next morning before he woke up, his wife who knew nothing 

about the gold coin and the diamond went to fetch drinking water from the river. On 

her way back, she slipped and crashed on a bed of flowers. Alas, her pot broke. 
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Kneeling on the mud, she immediately remembered the pot at home which lay 

unused for months. Jumping to her feet, she dashed back home and brought the pot to 

the riverside in order to fill it with water. Just as she dipped the pot in the river the dia-

mond fell off the pot and slid into the river. 

When Tim’s wife returned home she found her husband desperately searching 

the house for the pot. After seeing the pot in his wife's hands, it did not take long for 

the blacksmith to understand what had happened. Immensely dejected, he set out from 

home yet again. He felt cursed and concluded that begging was his only option to sur-

vive. Weeping incessantly Tim’s wife began to prepare barley soup. To flavor her only 

drab food she began to crush few remaining pods of spices with her mortar and pestle. 

Once again the Prince and his teacher bumped into Tim during yet another 

day’s evening walk.  When the Prince heard of the unfortunate incident, he told his 

teacher, "I don't think this Tim is destined to be damned forever. I don’t think I can 

help him anymore". 

The royal teacher then gave the blacksmith two pennies and the dejected man 

took them and quietly walked away.  The Prince then probed his teacher, "If gold coins 

and diamonds could not change his miserable condition, what good can two pennies do 

for him?" 

Wiping sweat beads from his forehead, Cillian smiled and replied, "Let us see." 

The wiry, long-faced teacher possessed a mysterious air about him which the prince 

had never fathomed. The king had appointed the bachelor as the royal tutor for his on-

ly son when the prince was only eight year old. Well known as a great scholar in nu-

merous subjects, Cillian had moved long ago from the emerald isles of Ireland. 

As the blacksmith walked home he kept cursing his fate when he saw a fish that had 

freshly been caught by a fisherman. The fish seemed to struggle for its life, so, he took 

pity and wondered, "These two pennies cannot fetch me food anyway. Instead, let me 

at least save the life of this creature." So, Tim purchased the fish and was about to 

throw it back into the river. Just then he noticed that the fish’s breathlessness was 

caused by a large obstruction in its mouth. When the blacksmith hurriedly removed it, 

he found that it was the same diamond he had lost in the river. Overjoyed he screamed 

repeatedly, "Look what I found….look what I found."  

 At this very time the thief who had robbed the blacksmith earlier in the forest 

was passing by and heard his shouts. The thief recognized Tim instantly. The thug also 
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concluded that Tim was shouting only because he had recognized the thief as his 

wrongdoer. Terrified that the blacksmith may take him to the law officer’s court and get 

him executed, the thief rushed towards him and begged for his forgiveness. Not just 

that, the thief also returned all the gold coins he had stolen from his handicapped vic-

tim. Tim felt elated as he walked away joyfully with all his wealth. He went directly to 

the Prince and narrated the amazing turn of events and profusely thanked him for all 

his help. 

Utterly bewildered, the Prince asked his teacher, "How is it that my gold coins 

and chips of diamond could not help Tim the blacksmith but your meager two pennies 

did? 

Cillian, the royal teacher replied, "When Tim had the gold and diamonds, he was 

only thinking of himself and his own selfish needs. But after losing his riches when the 

blacksmith only had the two pennies left, he finally placed the needs of another crea-

ture before his own. So, God not understood by humans took care of his needs. When 

you think of the pain and needs of others and persevere to help them, you are doing the 

best kind of work and hence God directly takes care of you.” 

The Prince nodded at his exalted teacher Cillian with great admiration and re-

sumed their evening walk along the cobbled path just outside their favorite garden. For 

a long time, both men said nothing. Yet both knew how joyful they were by witnessing 

the boost showered by destiny in the tragic life of Tim, the blacksmith. Royal horses 

grazed unhurriedly in a fenced lush green meadow. Dozens of masons sang in unison 

while heading home after a long day of hard work in the royal palaces. 



 26  Ankur 2016 

 

 

Fun With Sharpie 

Ashimta Deb 

Age 15 

Sweet Little Village 

Maalina Chatterjee 

Age 7 
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Me 

Zamaan Sen-Akmal 

Age 9 

I am me,                 

And no one can change that. 

I like to save bugs, 

And grow plants, 

Because they are part of nature, 

They are living things, 

They make me happy, 

And I want to help them live. 

I collect rocks, seeds, and 

Other little things, 

Because I am curious, 

They fit in my hands and pockets, 

Each one is special in their own way, 

And I want to hold them. 

I wish I could play all day long, 

Have fun from morning to night, 

Because I wake up very early, 

Play with my toys, chess, and board 

games, 

I like to run, blow bubbles, and laugh, 

And I want to play with my friends. 

But mostly, I love my family, 

Because they love me for who I am, 

And no one can change that. 

Ship 

Ankita Guha 

Age 14 
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I sit here, day after day, writing tales and histories of the things men do, the fol-

lies they commit, and the wonders they create. As the years pass by in a flurry of memo-

ries and occurrences, I have written tens of thousands of tales. I record the splotches 

men leave on the pages of history, determined to mark them as the wonderful, warped, 

and wise. Already I have written of three thousand, four thousand, five thousands, and 

yet am quite young. 

My wife panders to other matters in this house, this house where for hours now I 

have been sitting and writing. She is a tall woman with black hair, turning a little grey, 

lined face crinkled with smile lines, and voice as mellifluous as the spring breeze whis-

pering outside my door. Listen, she is going softly up a flight of stairs. All day she goes 

quietly about, doing the housework - no, lifework - in our house. 

 I came here to this town from another town, miles and miles away. My father 

was a man of work, a handyman. He did not rise in the world as I have done, but man-

aged to bring bread onto the table and provide for my sisters and me. I worked my way 

through college and became a historian, growing further and further from my roots. 

This room, to which I have dedicated both my life and my soul, remains secluded in our 

small house on the corner of Peace and Silence. My life has turned into a quiet one, 

away from the buzz and chatter of the ever progressing world. I hear of how new inven-

tions are being made, men landing on the moon, and a distant war looming of fear and 

paranoia. I see that my work is never ending, and that as time marches on, so must my 

pen. You may see my books standing straight up on the shelves of libraries, like sentries 

saluting the passage of time.  

 I am tall like my wife and my shoulders are a little stooped. The coat I wear eve-

ryday is worn, and my hat is nothing to attract attention. Although I write boldly, I am a 

shy man. I prefer being at work alone in this room with the door closed, enveloped in 

my collection of memoirs and recollections. It is quiet in here, but in the books the 

thunder and roars of the current speak to me, louder than any lion, plane, car.  

References 

Sambodh Mitra 

Age 15 
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My wife has a serious, almost austere look. Sometimes, the thoughts I have con-

cerning her frighten me. After the morning routines are complete, she leaves our house 

and goes for a walk. Sometimes she goes to stores, to visit a neighbor, venture to the 

school to collect our daughter. There is a yellow house opposite our house. My wife goes 

out at a side door and passes along the street between our house and the yellow house. 

The side door of our house bangs, shuddering the thin framework. There is a 

pause, where I sit back and muse. My wife's face floats across the stormy background of 

a picture. 

I see things. Small, delicate things grow large, intimidating. The window before 

my desk frames the outside trees like a small painting, peering into the outdoors like a 

small child lying in bed. Every day I sit staring, waiting, thinking, writing! I close my 

eyes, filled with aplomb, merged with an odd sensation of something impending. My 

hand trembles. I exhale deeply. 

I see a face, one of my daughter. She is young in my eyes, but old in hers. How 

far are the years of my own childhood? I think. 5, 10, 15, 30, 35. Has it really been so 

long? The face comes into my mind and goes out: the face floats in my mind. The pen 

has fallen from my fingers. The house is silent. The eyes of the floating face are turned 

away from me, looking onwards to the future. 

My wife is a girl who came here to this town from another town in the state of Ohio. We 

keep a servant, but my wife prefers to sweep the house, make the bed in which we sleep 

together. We sit together in the evening, content with each other, but we still remain 

separate. I do not know her, and she does not know me. I cannot shake myself out of 

myself. I wear a brown coat and I cannot come out of my coat. I cannot come out of my-

self. My wife is very gentle and she speaks softly but she too cannot come out of herself. 

My wife has gone out of the house. It is to her I dedicate my life, my work. She 

does not know that I know every little thought of her life. I have heard the voices of her 

mind. I have heard the little voices. I heard the voice of fear crying when she was first 

overtaken with passion and crawled into my arms. Again I heard the voices of fear when 

her lips said words of courage to me as we sat together on the first evening after we 

were married and moved into this house. Perhaps she can hear the wishes of mine. 

It would be strange if I could sit here, as I am doing now, while my own face 

floated across the picture made by the stormy clouds. It would be strange and beautiful 

if I could meet my wife, come into her presence.  
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I'll tell you what--sometimes the whole life of this world floats in a human face in 

my mind. The unconscious face of the world stops and stands still before me. 

Why do I not say a word out of myself to the others? Why, is it that my wife has 

the strength to be with others, and enjoy the company that other people can pose? All 

my life, the few friends I have kept are long gone, connected only to me by thin strings 

of mails and messages. 

Already I have written three thousand, four thousand, five thousand words. Are 

there no words that I can speak? Someday I shall speak to myself. Someday I will throw 

away my pen, sweep my wife up in my arms, and cradle my daughter. One day I will re-

treat from my shell, and proclaim to the heavens “ I have emerged!” 

 But for now, I will remain with my pages, my pens, and my thoughts. My wife 

understands I still love her, and I understand she loves me. My daughter is ready to 

leave her own cocoon. I will leave my nest, and go out with her, before the devil and an-

gel that is time leaves me with no hours, minutes, or seconds to spare. And yet, I know I 

still have a few fleeting moments. For now, I will sit here, day after day, writing tales 

and histories of the things men do, the follies they commit, and the wonders they cre-

ate. 

Let There Be Light 

Mimi Halder 

Age 17 
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Around the World 

Mohini Chatterjee 

Age 13 
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Home Sweet Home 

Mohini Chatterjee 

Age 13 

Divine Bliss 

Rajarshi Chattopadhyay 

Age 13 
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It’s Saturday morning, and my whole day is ruined. I was planning to go to the 

beach and spend the whole day feeling the warmth in my skin, my hair in the wind, and 

my feet soaked in salty water. I would have been biting into juicy watermelon slices, 

while laughing and chatting with my friends. But the whole plan is ruined. It rained all 

night long. The dark, stormy clouds ready to burst again are still waiting for me outside. 

The beach is cloudy, with soggy sand, seaweed and shells spread all over. The waves are 

harsh and scary, and it’s isolated in the cold, stormy weather. 

           I sit in my room, listening to my mom call all my friends to come another time. I 

sigh, thinking about my great day being shattered into pieces. I roam around my house, 

looking outside and wishing for the dark clouds to go away. Now I’m bored, my sister is 

watching T.V. and my mom is cleaning, while my dad just left for work. I figure com-

plaining about it won’t help, so I open up my new paint set, that I got as a gift from my 

grandmother. 

 As I get out my plain white page and my vivid new paints I realize there’s a spe-

cial paintbrush in the back that reads, “ let your imagination run free” I pick up the 

brush and decide to use it. I paint a beautiful forest with lush greens and breath-taking 

creatures. I love how when my brush hits the page magic happens and all the colors 

blend together in harmony. I finished the painting and just as I fill in the last white part 

of the canvas lights flicker and I fall into a darkness. 

           When I awaken, I hear a peaceful river and soft grass underneath me. I open my 

eyes and find myself looking at clear blue sky. A deer is next to me, nibbling on the 

grass and runs away when I try to touch it. I run after the beautiful creature and feed it 

some berries. Then I think about what just happened. I soon realize I’m in the painting 

that I drew earlier. I try for hours to get out but I can’t find a way. I finally decide to 

give up, and the deer comes to me and tugs me toward a dark cave, she nudges me to-

wards it and I walk inside. It has cold slimy walls, with bugs and toads roaching. I see a 

light, assuming it’s the other end of the cave. I keep running, running, and running. The 

deer is gone now and I fall into a dark hole once again. 

 The Boring Rainy Day 

Mohini Chatterjee 

Age 13 
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“Mohini! Dinners ready!!” “ How many times will I have to call you?” I wake up, re-

lieved to be back in my cozy bedroom with my paintbrush in my hand. I look back at my 

painting and the deer looks at me and smiles. Looks like I haven’t had such a bad Satur-

day after all. 

Hummingbird 

Aritro Tribedi 

Age 11 
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My parents keep telling me to write something for Ankur, but no matter what I 

do, I cannot think of anything to write. I thought of writing a story, but no plot ideas 

came into my mind. I thought about writing a poem, but that did not work out either. 

Then I thought, how about I draw something, but I just wasn’t in the mood. So I decid-

ed to keep typing random things until I think of something to do. I went on and on 

typing things that didn’t mean anything, examining every corner of my mind, but still, 

nothing came up. I was afraid that my head was no longer the home to my brain but 

was nothing but an empty shell of what used to carry my brain. It was frightening. So I 

kept typing random, useless things, like a brainless robot. I do not know how long I 

was typing, hours, days, maybe I had only been typing only for a few seconds. But I 

wasn’t focused on that, I needed to find something to do for Ankur. For a few seconds, 

I even thought I was Buddha, the enlightened one. But I realized that I wasn’t, I was a 

brainless robot typing things to think of something for Ankur. This is absolute torture, 

I thought, just typing on and on for no good reason. I thought I was going so go insane, 

but again, I was wrong, for I realized that I was brainless, so it was impossible for me 

to become psychopathic. I asked my parents over and over again about what I should 

do for Ankur. After all, they were the ones got me into this mess. So guess what they 

said, they told me to keep typing pointless things until I came up with something! 

However, by that time, I had reached my limit and gave up. So to this day, I still do not 

know what I will do for Ankur. 

Ankur 

Ayush Sen 

Age 13 
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Fruits of Life 

Rupsha Chakraborty 

Age 15 
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The speed of sound 

The best way to go around 

I’m earthbound 

 
Towards the ground 

I’m going now 

At just about the speed of sound 

 
The crash kinda hurt 

I went right through the ground 

At just about the speed of sound 

 
Whether I was going up or down 

I cannot tell, all I can say is 

That I was plowing right through the Earth’s ground 

 
They’ll never know what I am 

Neither will I 

Which, While I caused the havoc I’m sure I cried 

 
What I am, is what I am 

As I glanced behind whatever I am 

I saw the darkness, the light, and the beauty, I left behind  

Speed of Sound 

Aritro Tribedi 

Age  11 
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Rabindranath O Ami 

Mohona Ganguly 

Age 13 
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One hot summer day while sitting in my room, I had an idea of writing an essay 

on Swami Vivekananda. After some research, from many different websites, I found 

one website with lots of true facts on his life. I started to write the essay and I was fasci-

nated by his life and how he came to be. 

Swami Vivekananda was a spiritual leader who was revered by many people.  He 

believed in both science and had a desire to know who God really is. He was born in 

1863 to the Datta family in Calcutta. His father was a lawyer and his grandfather was a 

scholar who became a monk at the age of 25. 

Vivekananda known as Narendranath was a mischievous child. He was a schol-

ar, and he was only 8 when he was enrolled at Ishwar Chandra Vidyasagar’s Metropoli-

tan Institution. He was a student there until his family moved to Rajpur, but soon came 

back. He was the only student to receive the highest score in the Presidency College en-

trance examination. He soon became interested in different Hindu scriptures, such as 

the Vedas, Upanishads, Ramayana, Mahabharata, and the Puranas. He learned how to 

sing Indian classical music. Soon he became interested in Western logic, philosophy, 

and European history. Swami Vivekananda studied famous works by people such as 

Charles Darwin, David Hume, and John Stuart Mill. His principal said that Vivekanan-

da had a prodigious mind. 

    Next stage in Vivekananda’s life was him joining Keshab Chandra Sen’s Nava Vidhan 

or new dispensation at the age of 17. Vivekananda's first beliefs were shaped by 

Brahmo concepts. Brahmo is the concept or belief in a formless God. One year later, 

Vivekananda met Ramakrishna who had become his spiritual focus. He first met Ra-

makrishna after his professor was explaining the word trance and told some of his stu-

dents to meet Ramakrishna of Dakshineswar to understand the true meaning of a 

trance. Vivekananda met Ramakrishna at Surendra Nath Mitra’s house where he was 

going to lecture people. There Narendra as Vivekananda was known was asked to sing.  

 

 

A Glimpse of Swami Vivekananda’s Life 

Arin Sasmal 

Age 13 
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 Ramakrishna was immediately impressed by his singing talent. He invited Nar-

endra to Dakshineshwar. 

In 1882, Narendra, with 2 friends went to meet Ramakrishna in Dakshineswar. 

This meeting was a turning point for Narendra, who would not initially accept Rama-

krishna as his teacher and world rebel against Ramakrishna’s ideas frequently visited 

him in Dakshineswar. Narendra at first saw Ramakrishna’s visions as mere figments of 

imagination. Narendra still was a member of Brahmo Samaj and opposed idol worship, 

polytheism, and Ramakrishna’s worship of Kali. Vivekananda rejected Advaita Vedanta 

of identity with the absolute. Narendra riddled Ramakrishna with questions, who calm-

ly answered them all and once said, “Try to see the truth from different angles. 

When Narendra’s father died, his family became poor. People who were asking 

for repayment of loans and family members threatening to evict them from their ances-

tral home. One day Vivekananda asked Ramakrishna to pray to Kali for their family’s 

financial welfare. Ramakrishna asked him to go to the temple himself. After going three 

times anhd failing Vivekananda ultimately prayed for true knowledge and devotion to 

the goddess. Narendra had finally accepted Ramakrishna as his guru. Narendra and 

Ramakrishna’s other disciples looked after him for his final days as he was diagnosed 

with throat cancer. Narendra was told that the most effective way to worship God was 

to help others. Ramakrishna asked Narendra to take care of other monastic beliefs and 

to lead others. 

 When Ramakrishna died many admirers and devotees stopped supporting his 

disciples. Many of the disciples adopted the family-oriented way of life. The remaining 

disciples and Swami Vivekananda converted an old broken down house into the Rama-

krishna Math monastery. Swami Vivekananda and other disciples spent many hours 

meditating and practicing religious beliefs. In 1886 the mother of Baburam had invited 

Swami Vivekananda and his brother monks to the village of Antpur. Narendra and the 

other monks accepted this invitation and on Christmas Eve of 1886 they took formal 

monastic vows. They had decided to live their lives as their guru did.  

 In 1888, Swami Vivekananda left the monastery and decided to live the life of a 

wandering monk. His only possessions were a water pot, a staff, and two of his favorite 

books, the Bhagavad Gita and The Imitation of Christ.  
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He traveled India for 5 years visiting learning centers. He learned about many 

religious traditions and social patterns. While traveling, he stayed with members from 

all caste levels such as king's, government officials, Hindus, Muslims, Christians, and 

the people that are at the bottom of the caste system, Pariyas. 

Vivekananda started his journey west on May 31, 1893 and visited a handful of 

Japanese cities. He traveled to China, Canada and finally to United States of America. 

He reached Chicago on July 30, 1893, where the Parliament of Religions would take 

place in September. The idea was to gather all the religions on Earth and show unity 

between different religions. Swami VIvekananda wanted to join, but found out that no 

one without credentials from a bona fide organization could not join. He then contact-

ed Professor John Henry Wright of Harvard, who invited him to speak at the school. 

Vivekananda told the professor his thought, it was a necessity to go to the Parliament 

of Religions. He wrote an application introducing him as a monk of the oldest sannyas 

founded by Sankara, and was supported by the Brahmo Samaj representative, Protap 

Chandra Mozoomdar, who was part of the Parliament’s selection committee. 

On the day of Parliament of World’s Religions opening, Vivekananda gave a 

brief speech in which he represented India and Hinduism. In his speech, he quoted two 

detailed paragraphs from the “Shiva Mahimna Stotra.” One newspaper, The NY Cri-

tique said, “He is an orator by divine right…” Another newspaper, The NY Herald said, 

“Vivekananda is undoubtedly the greatest figure in the Parliament of Religions.” Vive-

kananda’s speeches would be based off the common theme of universality, making the 

point of accepting religious tolerance. 

After the Parliament of tours, Vivekananda traveled the US as a guest. He spent almost 

two years lecturing in central and eastern US. In the meantime, he visited UK twice. He 

attracted followers from all around the globe such as Nikola Tesla, Lord Kelvin, and Jo-

siah Royce. Swamiji was gifted land in San Jose, California, so it could be his peaceful 

retreat. 

 This travelling took a toll on his health. He still left for the West for his 2nd time. 

He had a brief stay in England, but then quickly went back to the US. During his visit, 

he established a Vedanta Society in San Francisco and New York. He then went to Paris 

for the Congress of Religions in 1900. He went back to Calcutta and passed away two 

years later on 4th of July, 1902. 
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 I was surprised how much Swami Vivekananda was able to do in his lifespan. He 

had a hard life, yet he was able to accomplish many things. He never let anyone tell him 

not to do something and would not give up on trying to get other people to listen to 

him. This has inspired me to try to be the best person I can be. 

He sits, 

Hushed. 

Incapable of tears, 

He sits. 

There is no sadness so great 

As the silence of a child. 

 

He sits, 

Eyes forward, hands clasped, 

He should be in school 

But he has only learned war. 

He has never known peace. 

He sits. 

 

He sits 

 And he stares. 

The camera follows him like a ghost. 

He sits, 

The headlines flash, 

The  buildings crash,  

The city ash, 

We sit.  

The Boy From Aleppo 

Mimi Halder 

Age 17 
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Home 

Anika Guha 

Age 7 

Leaf 

Ankita Guha 

Age 14 
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What are drugs? 

They’re like a chainsaw destroying the future and humanity itself 

They’re not very good that’s a thing 

They’re selfish, greedy, a bully, a criminal waiting to be freed from jail 

Tobacco, Marijuana, Cigarettes, Alcohol, they’re all drugs 

Boom! Boom! They’re destroying your body 

They affect your brain, the control system 

Slow reflexes, that’s not a good thing 

So how do you stop this mastermind criminal of humanity? 

It’s simple, stay away from places where drugs are used 

Say “NO!” don’t fall into the peer pressure, 

Carry a friend, 2 beats 1, 

Stay cool, you’re not a fool, 

They are not the boss of you, you’re the boss of them, they’re just thing, and be the fling 

Spread the message, say “NO” to a drug addict 

It’s not a biggy, it’s not a piggy, with saying “NO” you can make this world a better place, 

For yourself, your neighborhood, your town 

You know drugs are bad, they’re the longest fad 

But that doesn’t mean drug addicts are bad 

They can’t help it, no matter how much they try, they still have a heart 

Treat other’s the way want to be treated, that’s what they say it’s fair, I learned this from 

D.A.R.E! 

Say No To Drugs, Not Drug Addicts 

Nameer Ahmed 

Age 13 
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He said, “I love you.” 

          I trusted. 

He said, “Show me magic.” 

         I tried. 

He said, “You are worthless” 

         I cried. 

He said, “You’re not going anywhere.” 

I ran. 

He said, “You can’t escape.” 

         I did. 

He said, “Capture her!” 

          I fled. 

They said, “We are different.” 

         I believed. 

They said, “Fight with us.” 

          I fought. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

They said, “Help us.” 

         I aided. 

They said, “You will train.” 

I trained. 

They said, “Your first mission.” 

          I went. 

She said, “Save me” 

         I rescued. 

She said, “I will not leave you.” 

         I stayed. 

They said, “He’s dead. You did this.” 

         I mourned. 

They said, “Leave by morning.” 

          I left. 

         They underestimated. 

         I prevailed. 

Adelina Amouteru 

Medha Sarkar 

Age 13 
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Whoosh! The chilly breeze of the morning air blew through the leafless trees as 
I stared at the desolate landscape of my “new” house at 13 Maple Avenue. I took a 
long deep breath before I started walking reluctantly toward my “new” house. As I en-
tered in the house, I was accompanied by the creak of the fragile wood, and the crawl-
ing of cockroaches on the wooden floor. The walls seemed like they were going to peel 
off any moment with the simple touch of the finger. I also may not forget to tell you 
that the house was teeming with cobwebs, dust, parasites, broken walls, creaky stairs, 
and a really nasty odor, one that even the best perfumes in the world can’t remove. 
Why, out of all the houses out there, do I have to move in one as bad as this! I have to 
leave my luxurious and pristine house for this old, inexpensive house you can buy for 
probably less than $100! 

“Make sure to get comfy in our new house,” called my mom to me, “you know 
we spent 2 million dollars on this house.” What! I thought, we spent 2 million dol-
lars in this...this piece of junk! You gotta be serious mom, you gotta be serious. I-I’m 
just speechless. I decided to accept my new life. I went upstairs to set up my bed, 
which, by the way, was a plank of wood that was painted to look like my bed (my old 
bed broke). Well, maybe tomorrow at my new middle school will be better. 
 Boy, was I wrong about my new middle school! Apparently, last night while I 
was sleeping on  my “bed,” a huge storm blew away almost a third of the whole cam-
pus. There was nothing to do during recess or lunch, since the lunch tables were all de-
stroyed and so was the grass field. We had to stay in for the whole duration of lunch 
and recess (it was a rainy day), and since there was no TV, what better to do then just 
tell stories to each other! I decided to give it a try.  
 “Once upon a time, the dead of unnoticed and unwanted people were buried 
under my house. Ever since my house was built, the underground spirits would rebel 
with monstrous effort only to be unheard through the wooden floor of my house. One 
time, they got so angry that they broke through the woods of the house’s flooring and 
started killing the homeowners for their brains. Legend has it that they are still roam-
ing Maple Street. And is there proof for this? Well, how about those signs around the 
community that state that a dog has died signs around the community that state that a 
dog has died suddenly and was attacked by hideous men? Who knows, your house 
might be next!” 

“Whoa, that’s so cool!” exclaimed one of the students. 
“Yeah, and I also saw those signs about the dog, too,” reported another stu-

dent. 
That night, I couldn’t help thinking of how cool I became. Maybe, if I say more 

stories I can become cool. The next day, I said another story that was even more 
chilling, except this time fright took over being cool in my mind. 

The Haunted House 

Nameer Ahmed 

Age 13 
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That night, I woke up only to find the silver shine of the moon staring at me. 
Phew, I thought, it was only a dream. I decided to go downstairs carefully, for the 
flooring is very squeaky, to get a glass of water. When I reached downstairs, I 
grabbed a cup, and all of a sudden, Poof, a mob of zombies appeared. 

“Ah,” I shrieked, “what are you doing here!” 

“It depends, what are you doing here!” roared the zombies. They ran after me past the 
living room and towards the entrance. Almost there, I thought. The door seemed like it 
was gleaming, as if it was the only beam of light that could take over the darkness of 
terror in my soul. But all of a sudden, I tripped over my own leg. Oh no, I thought. The 
zombies advanced towards me, getting closer. Then, when things seemed like they 
were getting worse, a group of milky white ghosts appeared. 
 “Lend me your brain,” commanded the chief zombie with one of those science 
fiction voices that characters would use when they were about to threaten somebody. 
 “Never,” I replied, but it was no use. I was surrounded by zombies and ghosts. 
They advanced toward me, getting closer. The walls started shrinking, as if it were 
about to crush me to bones. Then, the chief took out an axe from his back. He slowly 
brought it up, and, reaching it’s apex, was about to bring it down when a voice start-
ed talking. 

 “This is all your imagination!” shouted the house.  

“Don't listen to a single word this house just uttered!” commanded the chief, 
still holding his axe at the apex as if he couldn’t budge it. 

“Trust me kid, this is all your imagination,” said the house. “you can control everything 
that happens.” The zombie decided to bring his axe down from the apex as if nothing 
happened when a wizard just appeared.  
 “Crucio,” shouted the wizard. Red flames shot from his wand and left the chief 
shrieking in pain. 
 Hmm, I thought, maybe I should try this ‘imagination’ thing a little more. Sud-
denly, a team of baseball players arrived and swung at the zombies with their bats. The 
floor came loose and a huge fire burned some of the zombies to ash. The Wizard let go 
a tornado while a gang of unicorns skating on a rainbow left the zombies dumbfound-
ed. A large vacuum sucked up all the ghosts in a small compartment. 
 Everything started to eventually fade, slowly at first, and then faster. When I 
finally gained consciousness, I looked outside. It was dawn, around 5:00. I could see 
the sun starting to cross the horizon. I went upstairs to check if my parents were awak-
ened. Luckily, they weren’t, probably because of my dad’s snoring. 
 I went inside my room and climbed onto my bed and went under my blanket. 
Maybe this house isn’t as bad as I thought, I thought to myself. I’ll eventually get used 
to it. Looking back at the sun, I laid down on my bed with a sense of satisfaction. Then, 
I slowly shut my eyes and promised to never judge a house by it’s cover. 



 48  Ankur 2016 

 

 


