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Durga Puja Schedule
BENGALI CALENDER
1420

GREGORIAN CALENDER
2013

23 Awashin

Thursday, 10th October

24 Awashin

Friday, 11th October

25 Awashin

Saturday, 12th October

26 Awashin

Sunday, 13th October

EVENTS AND
TIMINGS
Durga Sashti
7.30pm
Maha Saptami
9am to 10pm
Maha Ashtami
9am to 10 pm
Sandhi Puja
3pm to 3.45pm
Maha Nabami
9am to 10pm
Hom-Yagna
1pm

Note: Sandhya Arati from 7pm on all Puja days.
Bijoya Dashami
27 Awashin
Monday, 14th October
9am

KOJAGORI LAKSHMI PUJA
2 Kartik 1420/ Saturday, 19th October 2013
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*******************MESSAGE FROM THE PRESIDENT************************
It’s my great pleasure again to welcome everyone for our festival of autumn-DURGA PUJA.
We should take pride in continuing this celebration, far away from our home, as this puja
brings with it new and unique opportunities to rediscover ourselves. Let us all come together
and reminisce our ties which we all left behind long ago and pray to Maa Durga to shower
her blessings upon us and show us the path of righteousness.
I am thankful to my Executive committee, all the members of Bichitra, all the volunteers
who have devoted their time and contribution to make this year’s Puja a grand success and
without their support it would have not been possible to make this event a successful one. It
is not an exception to have shortcomings and mistakes but I strongly believe with all your
support and constructive criticism we will be able to resolve those.
I also believe that we will be able to raise ourselves from the cloud of minor differences and
fill our life with eternal sunshine.
Let us pray to Maa, the quintessence of Eternity-Devi Durga.
Bhaskar Saha
President-Bichita
The Bengali Association of Manitoba Inc.
****************MESSAGE FROM DURGA PUJA CHAIRPERSON *******************
Dear Friends and the Members of Bichitra,
It is a great pleasure to serve as president of the Bichitra Puja Committee. The support and encouragement I've
received from our Bengali community has been gratifying, and being more involved in the community, getting
to know people, has been nothing less than a joy.
As you all well know, Durga Puja is no mundane religious festival. It is a great spiritual rebirth, a time of rejuvenation, and a return to all the good things which make up our lives: our traditions, our culture and popular
customs, and the time to love and share with each other.
This year's Durga Puja celebration, Oct 10th to 14th, will be grand! In keeping with Bengali tradition, there
will be food, addha and cultural celebrations that will appeal to all, in a comfortable and homey setting. I am
expressing my acknowledgment to all the members of the Bichitra and friends for their support and contribution.
Wishing you all a Happy Durga Puja.
Regards,
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*************************MESSAGE FROM EDITOR’S DESK***************************
The Scorching heat of the summer bid farewell to us few weeks back paving its way to the beautiful and soothing Fall. Our surroundings are decorated with vibrant colors and there is an air of
happiness all around. The same excitement and happiness also echo in our hearts as we eagerly
await the arrival of Maa Durga on the earth.
On these auspicious occasion of Durga puja, I pray that Maa Durga bless you and your family
with good health, happiness and prosperity. Moreover, I would like to take this opportunity to
thank each and everyone who contributed to the content or design of Agomoni 2013. Secondly, I
would like to thank all readers who will devote their precious to read Agomoni. Finally, I would
like to convey that it was a real pleasure to design Agomoni and hope that you will enjoy reading
it.
Ranjan Kumar Saha
Publication Secretary - BICHITRA
The Bengali Association of Manitoba Inc.
———————Thanks————————-

10

TABLE OF CONTENTS
Puja Schedule ..................................................................................................................................... 8
Message from the President—Bhaskar Saha ...................................................................................... 9
Message from the Puja Chair Person - Shapath Bhatta .................................................................... 9
Message from the Publication Secretary - Ranjan Kumar Saha........................................................ 10
Photos from 2012 and 2013 Events .................................................................................................... 92
Bichitra Member Dictionary............................................................................................................... 97
Photos from 2012 and 2013 Events .................................................................................................... 92
Executive Committee 2013-2014 ....................................................................................................... 100
Puja Committee 2013 ......................................................................................................................... 100
Advertisement Index .......................................................................................................................... 101
Vote of Thanks ................................................................................................................................... 101

ARTICLES
Ashok Mukhopadhay (Delhi) ................................................................................................ 24
Samir Bhattacharya ............................................................................................................... 29 & 32 & 82
Kamal Malakar & Baljit Kaur Malakar ................................................................................. 34
Bonophool (Translated by Kamal De) .................................................................................. 37
Kunal Sengupta ..................................................................................................................... 39
Shruti Mukerji ....................................................................................................................... 45
Austin Roy Chowdhury ......................................................................................................... 50
Chitta Ghosh .......................................................................................................................... 51 & 53
Ayusha Pandey ...................................................................................................................... 59
Prachi Dey ............................................................................................................................. 61
Krishna Bal ............................................................................................................................ 66
Makhan Bal ........................................................................................................................... 73 & 77
Shunu Das .............................................................................................................................. 88
Reba SenGupta ...................................................................................................................... 90

POEM
Karabi Roy Chowdhury......................................................................................................... 28
Chitta Ghosh .......................................................................................................................... 43
Anish...................................................................................................................................... 44
Jibonananda Ghosh................................................................................................................ 48
Ranendra Nath Sinha ............................................................................................................. 63
Bhibuti Mandal ...................................................................................................................... 86 & 87
11

PAINTING
Iron Man 2 by Aninda Saha (A Microsoft Paint) .................................................................. 3
Aninda Saha .......................................................................................................................... 15
Prachi Dey ............................................................................................................................. 19 & 20 & 50 & 72
Shruti Mukerji ....................................................................................................................... 9 & 14 & 21
Ishaan Dhadral ....................................................................................................................... 13
Abhishek Chakraborty ........................................................................................................... 16
Arnab Mandal ........................................................................................................................ 17
Austin Roy Chowdhury ......................................................................................................... 18
Ryma Dey .............................................................................................................................. 20 & 22 & 36
Shilpa Rajguru ....................................................................................................................... 12
Anna ...................................................................................................................................... 22
Prothoma ............................................................................................................................... 23

12

13

14

15

Abhishek Chakraborty
16

17

18

19

By Ryma
20

21

By Anna

22

23

24

25

26

27

28

L‘Histoire de l‘Inde
Samir Bhattacharya
You could demand my rationale for writing this article in French for an English-Bengali journal.Vous pourriez demander
ma raison d'écrire cet article en français pour un journal anglais- bengali. You may also think this as something bizarre. Vous pouvez aussi penser à ce que quelque chose de bizarre. But, I've hope that, at Mais, j'ai l'espoir que, à least a small fraction of the readership of this journal, particularly among the youngsters, has the competence in both the official languages of our country. moins
une petite fraction des lecteurs de ce journal, en particulier parmi les jeunes, a la compétence dans les deux langues officielles de
notre pays. Essentially, my goal is to make these people aware of their own distinctive ancient history. Essentiellement, mon objectif est de rendre ces personnes conscientes de leur propre histoire distincte ancienne. This is also an attempt to step outside our
comfortable orthodoxy and reach out to the 'others' in the inspiration of Interculturism. C'est aussi une tentative de sortir de notre
orthodoxie confortable et tendre la main aux «autres» dans l'inspiration de l'interculturalisme.
Ce n‘est pas facile à parler du grand pays comme l‘Inde tellement vaste au territoire et la population, et ce qui est plus
déversé que des autre pays de monde par des lignes ethnique, religieux, des langues, des physique, des culture, et parce que tout
des attributives humain. C‘est pays, pour plupart des gens étrangers et aussi bien de ses habitants, reste comme une énigme.
L‘histoire tendance de l‘Inde n‘est pas intéressant pour moi et pour beaucoup des autres. Malgré des publicités Indienne
et des étrangers qui dépeignent cet pays comme la grande démocratie du monde et ce qui deviendra un grand puissance économique et militaire dans les prochaine années, la réalité est un image très connu—c‘est une image de la pauvreté, et la analphabétisme menacé par la surpopulation et décadence morale.
Mais, dans ces désespoirs et les affaires tristes on pourrait trouver un petit rayon d‘espoir qui émane de l‘ancienne histoire
du pays, et ce qui pourrait expliquer l‘énigme. Donc, au lieu de sujet du curry, la méditation, la musique de Ravishankar ou le Bharat-natym, j‘ai choisis vous présenter un vue dans cette histoire qui vous donnera compte rendu des contributions de l‘Inde dans la
civilisation humaine, je souhaite ce que peut être offre une petite solution pour la paix mondial.
L‘Inde est un pays, parmi peu pays rare, où les habitants et leur civilisation vivaient continuellement du puis que de préhistoire à jusqu‘à nos jours. Cette histoire n‘est pas bien connue parce que il était découvert pendant seulement le demi-siècle dernier, et aussi bien que la indifférence de pays occidentaux. Peut être, la plus ancienne histoire de civilisation de l‘Inde conteste
quelque croissance théosophique que le monde avait été créé à 9 heures du matin le 23 octobre 4004 avant notre ère.
Il est possible qu‘on pourra diviser l‘histoire l‘Inde sur :
1.

La première civilisation : les proto-Australoïdes

2.

La deuxième civilisation : les Dravidienes

3.

La troisième civilisation : les Aryens

4.

La pré-médiévale : époque de grand rois (Chandra Gupta, Asoka) ; les naissances de bouddhisme et jaïnisme ; vagues
des invasions par les Grecs, les Romaines, les Scythes, et les Parthes.
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5.

Les époques médiévale et moderne : Royaumes de l‘est et du sud ; la domination musulmane (Arabes, Turcs, Afghans,
Mongols) ; occupations européennes.

Je vais parler quelque mots seulement sur la première et la deuxième civilisation parce que c‘est très intéressant archéologiquement du puis que il était découvert dans le demi-siècle dernière, et ce qui important pour envisager de évolution de civilisation
humaine.
Dans des grandes civilisations préhistoriques, certaine population primitive avaient vécu dans l‘Inde des ages plus de 50000
ans. Quelques tribus de ces ancêtres qui survivent, mystérieusement, protège par le terrain et l‘isolement, vivent jusqu‘à nos jours à
la manière de l‘age pierre. L‘Inde, n‘a apparemment pas connu d‘age du bronze ; elle passe directement de la pierre polie au fer.
Les premiers habitants dont il existe des survivants non-assimilés dans l‘Inde parlaient et parlent encore des langues munda,
group linguistique dont l‘origine n‘a pas été clairement établie. Leur religion est fondée sue les croyances animistes.
La civilisation pré-aryennes : Les peuple qui avaient déplacé et avait partialement assimilé les première habitants étaient les
Dravidienes. Peut être, ils avaient une origine étranger, «parti de une grand civilisation qui s‘étendait de l‘Espagne jusqu‘au Gange
avant le troisième milliaire avant J.C-. Des squelettes dolichocéphalie et identiques à ceux des ancien Dravidienes ont été trouvés
dans les tombes prédynastiques d‘Egypt. À la même race appartient les Libyens et les Barbares qui occupaient tout les basins de la
Méditerranée avant l‘invasion aryenne. Cette race n‘a rien d‘aryenne ni de sémitique».
Lorsque furent découvertes les ruine ensablées de ce que on appelle aujourd‘hui la civilisation de l‘Indus et ce qui couvrent
un territoire considérable, «ont révélée l‘existence entre le troisième et le deuxième millénaire (avant J.C.), d‘une des civilisation
plus évolués et les plus raffinées du monde antique». Mohenjo Daro, la mieux conservée des villes de cette civilisation, est «une moderne unique, avec ses rues à angles droit, ses maisons à balcon, ses salle de bain, son system de l‘écriture, etc….L‘art et l‘écriture
Sumériens présentent des parentes évidences avec l‘art et l‘écriture de Mohenjo Daro et d‘Harappa».
Le charbon 14 a permis à l‘université de Pennsylvanie de les dater d‘environ 2600 av. J.C.. La Indus civilisation avait été
une civilisation Dravidienne qui avait dominée pour près que huit siècles jusqu‘à l‘invasion aryenne. Il y a des diverses évidences
que les citoyens de Indus ville-état étaient passivités parce que il n‘est pas aucune évidence de guerre ou les signes de militarisme.
Les anciennes villes d‘Indus étaient aussi différentes que les villes en Egypte et en Mésopotamie parce qu‘ils n‘avaient pas des
grands temples, des châteaux ou des grands monuments dans ces villes. Sans doute, ils avaient des systèmes politiques et des religieux, mais pas de système de caste ou d‘esclavage.
Qu‘est qu‘il était passe sur l‘utopie civilisation Dravidienne ? On pourrait peut être imagine que les Dravidienne avaient été
forcement subjugué par les Aryennes dont étaient plus grands et plus fort qu‘eaux. Il n‘était pas une grande bataille. Le processus de
conquête était long et lent pendant que les majorités des Dravidiennes avaient trouvé refuge dans le sud du pays. Les envahisseurs
détruisaient les grands centres culturaux et imposaient leurs langues sur les victimes.
En terminant, Je vieux présenter une petite histoire de un roi bouddhiste, roi Asoka, ce qui est au cœur de me présentation.
Asoka était le deuxième roi après Chandragupta qui était établi l‘empire Maurya. Il monta sur le trône en 274 avant J.C. Selon
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quelque chronique, il était, des sons adolescence, un tyran cruel et féroce. Après son conquête de Kalinga (au sud de Bengale) et
massacre de cent mille soldats et population civil, il avait un change de cœur et il était devenu un bouddhiste.
Le royaume d‘Asoka était établi sur son conviction humanitaire comme ce qui avait été enregistré sur l‘édit XIII : «En vérité, le Bien-aimé des Dieux ne désire faire mal à aucun autre. Il pratique la modération et l‘impartialité même envers ceux qui conduisent mal. Pour lui la meilleure des conquêts est la conquêt par la vertu….La conquêt réalisée par ces moyens nous cause une profond
joie.»
Asoka quitta son palais royal et vécut un an dans une communauté monastique, puis commença une pieuse vie de pèlerinages. Il créa des centres des discussions religieux, promulgua des édits sur la morale. Bien sûr, ses convictions morales ne furent
pas séculaires, mais fondèrent sur sa compassion universelle. «Il fit creuser des puits dans les villages, établi des hôpitaux pour les
hommes et les animaux, des centres pour la culture des plantes médicinales. Il condamna les cérémonies rituelle comme inutile et
voulu mettre l‘accent sur charité humaine, sur le respect de la famille, des maître, des prêtres et des moins.» Il condamna tous sort
de violence et encouragea végétarisme.
Après un grand concile bouddhiste, à sa capitale Pataliputra, ce qui dura neuf mois, il envoya des missionnaires dans tous
les pays de monde de la Grèce à Java. Asoka réussit à l‘expansion son empire par des méthodes missionnaires plutôt que guerrières.
Les symboles de ses inscriptions ont été adoptés par le gouvernement Indienne après l‘indépendance en 1947.
Quel relevance a-t-il des édits de Asoka dans notre monde aujourd‘hui dans lequel des violences quotidiennes contra la humanité et des animaux avaient devenu normale ? Je crois que cette mode de la vie non seulement fasse souffrances par milliards,
mais puissant inciter destruction de la civilisation humaine. Les édits d‘Asoka pourraient nous inspirer pour éviter ces calamitées.
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The Canadian Salad Bowl
Samir Bhattacharya
After living nearly one-half century in the North America, on both sides of the 49 th parallel, one develops some sense of the dynamics played among the multiple ethnic societies scrambling to settle down in the ‗New World‘ of opportunity! Except for the meager
remnant of the aboriginal population in the North America all other inhabitants are immigrants or their descendants. The history of
the invasion and subsequent occupation of the ‗New World‘ by the Europeans is anything but glorious. The means of taking over the
land by a so called ‗superior race‘ included asymmetric wars, outright betrayals, extortions, negotiations under bad faith, and many
other actions bordering genocidal practices—the same behavior of exploitations that they did in their imperial colonies in Africa and
Asia.
That notion of blatant racial superiority persists even today, admittedly in a less virulent form. It did not go away but has camouflaged into the modern politically correct subterranean life-form. At the same time, the exponential growth of population on this
planet along with mind-numbing technological advancements and mass mobility in many cities in Canada are creating a superdiversity of ethnic cultures. Some countries, other than the US, like UK and Australia, who have relatively liberal immigration policies, are likewise experiencing the explosion of ethnic diversity. The mainstream European–Canadians, the British and the Australians are taking note of this sea change with variable degree of anxiety. The latent tension of racism is showing up in the form of small
and large scale skirmishes often under insignificant pretences. Consequently, driven by their ideology, the party in power tries to
quell these disturbances in order to maintain at least a semblance of equilibrium, basically to score some political points in order to
stay in control.
In Canada, the passage of the Multiculturalism Act in 1971 was one such government initiative. The Liberal Government of Pierre
Elliot Trudeau adopted the Canadian Bilingualism Act at the end of sixties using a spurious strategy to quench the rising Quebec
nationalistic fervor. This backfired in the rest of

Canada with rising unpopularity against the Liberals who were perceived to be

favoring Quebec over other provinces. Scrambling for a face-saving strategy the Liberals quickly adopted the Multiculturalism Act
in order to pacify Canadians outside Quebec. The legislation had two objectives: one, to try turning
the tide of discontent against the Liberal government by bringing in a stunning new idea; and second, to assure the expanding new
immigrant population of the country that the Government was sensitive to their rights and their need to preserve their individual ethnic identity. The newly established Ministry of Multiculturalism was endowed with funds (taxpayers‘ money) which were sprinkled
over the ethnic communities to preserve, promote, and ostensibly ‗celebrate‘ their ethnic-selfhood. The ‗benefiting‘ communities
were, of course, ecstatic with the ‗handouts‘ from the government which allowed more elaborate ethnic extravaganza for free, so to
speak, to reinforce their identity. Thus the components of the Canadian Salad Bowl (a new version of Canadian Mosaic) became
more ‗distinctive‘. The country slid into an upswing of ethnic ghettos, and the sense of a unified Canadian identity vanished.
I have asked many Canadian residents at random, the real citizens and new immigrants (visible minorities, by default) how they
would define the Canadian identity, if any? Almost everybody that I have asked had difficulty in articulating their perceived notion,
but most of the time, even after deep reflection they couldn‘t come up with any answer with clarity. Some tried in vain to define
Canadianness in terms of how the Canadians differ from the Americans in terms of their very different political structure (having a
republic headed by an omnipotent President versus Canadian affiliation with a monarchy). There were some socioeconomic differences such as lack of socialized healthcare and the presence of extraordinary wealth and military power in the US. But it‘s difficult,
if not impossible, to define something by negative or absent characteristics. Some brave souls felt that Canada‘s subarctic geography
(True North far and free) and its attendant distinctive fauna (polar bears, grizzlies, beavers, geese, caribou, etc.) can define Canada.
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That‘s a rather hopeless venture. Although geography, climate and others may have variable influences, the true nature of a country
is defined by its people in the societies they live in. In that respect one would have great difficulty in defining a Canadian.
The main reason for not being able to generate a Canadian selfhood is our fragmented society inhabited by hyphenated citizens that
matches the Salad Bowl analogy perpetrated by the Government supported Multiculturalism policy. But to criticize multiculturalism
objectively has become next to impossible both from inside the ethnic communities and in outside forums. Neil Bissoondath (in,
Selling Illusions: The Cult of Multiculturalism in Canada) courageously articulates, ―Multiculturalism has, over the years, acquired
aspects of a holy cow for many, a cash cow for some. Both are dangerous creatures. Standing on consecrated ground, they resent
being disturbed and, when challenged, are incline to bite. But a society that wishes to remain healthy and to grow must, from time to
time, stare the holy cows down; it must probe and question them, and decide on their merits and usefulness. To fail to do so is to
atrophy‖.
Politicians flaunt multiculturalism only to garner support for themselves and their political party. Then there are some office bearers
inside the ethnic organizations who have become experts in securing government grants with skills not unlike that of insider-traders.
They use that sort of ‗qualifications‘ to get elected in their organizational offices to facilitate further their climb in those social hierarchies. There‘s another sector in the society as cheer-leaders for multiculturalism who are fear-mongers with the aim to sustain orthodoxy. They claim that without multiculturalism the minorities will be trampled over by the apparently racist majority.
These scare tactics won‘t succeed, especially after the implementation of the Canadian Human Rights Act in 1984 that offered lot
more protection than the multiculturalism act. In fact, the latter has now become virtually redundant, and yet no one really wants to
sacrifice the multiculturalism-holy-cow. All we want is to scrap the government policy and stop handouts. If the ethnic communities
want to fret their stuff solely for narcissistic reasons then they have to find resources inside their communities or in some benevolent/
commercial sponsors. A friend of mine from an ethnic community told me that his organization was able to get a hefty grant after
talking to the government officials to promote ethnic literature. The members of the group went on a two-day ‗retreat‘ somewhere
out of town where ethnic literature was discussed. All the participants received logo bearing t-shirts as rewards, I presume. It‘s not
known exactly how much money was spent on that once in a blue moon promotion of their ethnic literature and how much was spent
on the ‗excursion‘.
What will replace multiculturalism is a new way to relate to outside world, exalted as Interculturalism, for the benefit for all citizens.
After stopping being narcissistic and self-centered, the ethnic communities will look outward to the ‗other‘, so that there could be
active interchange of arts and cultures among communities and the country will be richer in culture and self-identity. On last April
the British Council and IRPP (Institute for Research on Public Policies) cohosted a forum in Montreal for an open dialogue on the
notion of Interculturalism. Earlier Australia, faced with a similar demographic challenge had embarked on a similar project. Interculturalism will incorporate many of the existing qualities of multicultural society, but will promote an integrated whole.
The policy of state-multiculturalism has failed us in securing a social cohesion among the citizens. According to Phil Wood of IRPP,
Interculturism, on the other hand, would help us in a different world of super-diversity and mass mobility. In this mode, people
would imaginatively move around the globe, living sophisticated lives in several different locations simultaneously, thus sporting
multiple identities. For start, individual citizens will genuinely respect other cultures, may even learn their languages and customs,
and consider themselves as true citizens of the world.
.
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Chasing Marco Polo in ancient Silk route of central Asia ; in search of
―Ganga Mai‖ (Mother Ganges – metaphorically )
Kamal Malaker
Baljit Kaur Malaker
Kept thinking , kept dreaming from my very child hood days , after for the first time , I read Tagore‘s famous
lines ― Sak Hoon Dall Pathan mogul , ek dehe holo leen‖. Through out the history or even in pre-history, any
one entered stepped on the soils of Bharatbarsha, changed themshelves , became Bhatarbashi . but the gifts
from all these sojourners from wider Bharat and or far way ward world of those to Bharatbashies in incomprehend
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A Tale for the Pujas
By
BONOPHOOL
(Translated from the Bengali by Kamal Dé)
I am an insurance agent and have to travel a lot. That year, a couple of days before the start of Durgotsab, I boarded a train to return from Simla. I was a trifle low in spirits; for the particular ―life‖ I had
hoped to secure had been bagged by another agent.
However, as I entered the compartment, I found, already seated, three dazzlingly beautiful women
and next to them a most comely young man – an Adonis! I felt a bit ashamed to deposit my dark and
corpulent frame close to them; but I did, and after a while diffidently asked the young man, ―Where to
are you headed?‖
He was poring over a magazine devoted to the cinema, seemingly fascinated by the photographic
view of a half-clad film star. I had to repeat, ―How far are you going?‖, before he looked up, startled
and said, ―What did you say?‖
―I was only asking how far you were going‖.
―To Bengal‖ he replied.
―That is also my destination.‖
―It will be nice travelling together‖, I added ingratiatingly, in my style when I sight a ―business prospect‖; but the youth, I saw, had already returned to his magazine.
I noticed, though, that the periodical carried one of my company’s advertisements. So, I resumed,
―That advertisement you see there, - it’s my company’s. The rates of bonus we offer………‖ I continued with my familiar pitch.
With his eyes still zeroed in on the pin-up, the young man replied, ―I don’t understand those things‖.
―You don’t understand what a bonus is! I hope you are insured?!‖
―I don’t follow any of that either! What I understand, I am looking at.‖ Having said that, he resumed
his contemplation of the young lady’s opulent charms.
Now I, Bishnucharan Sharma, am not one easily to be fobbed off! I went on, ―A discerning person
like you! It is difficult to believe you don’t understand the great boon life insurance can confer. For a
small monthly payment, if your life………….‖; but he interrupted with, ‖Please do not bother me with
talk about money matters. If you wish to discuss material things, talk to my mother.‖
In no way abashed, I directly greeted with a smile the lady he had indicated, and said, ―Your son
seems not inclined to discuss the subject; but surely you will accept that these days life insurance is
a ―must‖ for everybody.‖
A kindly smile suffused her radiant features and she said, ―I do not know anything about it either; but
if it is no trouble, perhaps you will explain.‖
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―Certainly‖, I said, and proudly began reeling off my spell-binding formula.
After some minutes, on coming to the end of my spiel, I looked up to assess its effect on the
―prospect‖. Surprisingly, it seemed to have made little impression on her! Neither did it seem to
have caught interest with the two younger ladies, though they had been attentively listening all
along!
After a moment I said, ‖I hope I have been able to make it clear enough?‖ The first lady replied, almost apologetically, ―Yes, indeed. Nothing is unclear, but, the fact is, we do not need this ―life insurance‖, as you put it.‖
―May be you feel you do not; but what about your husband? Surely,…‖ I said, ready to launch into
another discourse, but she cut me off with, ―Well,..you.. see,‖ and with slight hesitation, continued,
―actually,…. my husband is immortal. So there is hardly any need to ―insure‖ his life, is there?‖
Just then, from the bunk overhead emerged the head of Ganesh, complete with its trunk! Gravely he
admonished,‖ You all are way too noisy Mother! I doubt we’ll get any sleep over the next four or five
days. Why don’t you get some sleep now?‖
My eyes popped! Truth sank in!...... It was Mother Durga on her way to Bengal…and with her were
Lakshmi, Saraswati, Kartik and Ganesh!
I flung myself headlong at her feet and pleaded, ―I am a fool! I crave forgiveness at your feet, my
Mother!‖
Again she smiled, radiantly and said,‖ There is nothing to forgive, my son. Do get up. You have done
no wrong!‖
―Rather, I am charmed by your eloquence. Why do you not pull out your forms any way and fill them
in,…… at least to insure that the Pujas are celebrated in Bengal year after year, for ever,……. that
is, perhaps in your language, in perpetuity.‖

-oo0oo-
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A Journey Of Awesomeness
By Kunal Sengupta
Prologue
November 2012, the low winter sun glowed through the windows. A class of around 20 sat there in
silence doing a Spanish booklet. I was one of the 20. Different kinds of Spanish verbs flooded my
mind as I tried to figure out the right conjugation for the next question. Suddenly, my teacher,
Senorita Rivera started speaking to us. We had been working for a while now, so, the interruption
was welcomed. “Listen up chicos, the school‟s organizing a trip to Spain! If you all are interested,
we will visit cities like Madrid, Barcelona and Zaragoza. Let me know if you want any forms.” I ran
up as fast as I possibly could and grabbed a form, this was unreal! I am a huge soccer fanatic and
my favourite team (FC Barcelona) is Spanish, so I really wanted to go on this trip.
Later that night, my parents got back from work and I rushed to them with the news. To my surprise they immediately agreed to fund my expedition. As far as I remember, dad‟s exact words
were “hmm……sure yeah, why not”. And so it began. Hours upon hours of planning and going over
everything, getting hundreds of things signed by my parents, talking to teachers etc etc.
Unfortunately, not everything was cool and dandy. All the planning was put to a halt when I realized I needed a visa to get into Europe.
“Kunal is the only one in the group who requires a Schengen visa”, said Mr Kevin Solinsky, the senior school Vice Principal to my dad.
You see I‟m yet to be a Canadian national. I have an Indian passport; therefore I would have to get
a visa to get into Europe. And as if to put a cherry on top of that, the visa would take at least 20
days to get processed! And I didn‟t have that much time before I left. All I could do now is send all
my papers to Embassy, apply for a visa and wait.
As the date of my departure grew closer, nervousness had taken a toll on me. I didn‟t have any
hope of going to Espana. But out of the darkness, came light! The Honorary Consulate of Spain in
Winnipeg, Mr. Carneiro (whose daughter is an ex-student of my school) made my day! My visa had
been quickly stamped in four business days‟ time! And I was good to go in the morning of 21st
March.
The journey begins
As my plane headed for Toronto, I stared out of window as the plane slowly but steadily started to
rise into the clouds. I was on my way to Europe. I had been to Europe 3 times before. First was a
school trip to Bordeaux, France and the rest were with my parents to Italy, UK (twice) and France
(again). Spain was going to be the fourth. The flight itself was basically uneventful and I spent it
watching movies and such. We reached Frankfurt on the 22nd of March. As our group walked to the
terminal to catch our flight to Madrid, I could feel the anticipation leeching off everyone. We
were very close to our final destination.
Landing at Barajas Airport, we all walked through to meet our tour guide, Elio Bassi at the front
and proceeded to board probably the most comfortable bus ever. Our hotel was called Foxa 32…..
(what Foxa means…I had no idea and the significance of the number 32 also made no sense). After
taking 15-20 minutes to freshen up we met with Mr. Bassi again to take the metro downtown. He
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promptly informed us that Madrid had a great subway system, with more than 12 lines serving the
5 million inhabitants of the city. We took the subway to Puerta del So. The minute we stepped out
of the subway, we said a big WOW!!.....blasts of music, talking, police whistles and just general
noises engulfed us. Supposedly the city‟s favourite meeting place, this place was really busy and
crowded. On one corner of the square there was a bronze statue of a Bear and a Strawberry tree,
which as it turns out is one of the symbols of Madrid, representing a bear reaching for the fruit of
a Madrono tree. Then we walked over to the home of the regional government to admire the Kilometer Zero, the mark on the pavement was considered the centre of Spain‟s road network. Our
guide then gave us an hour or 2 to roam around the place and visit the shops there. At around 6
we went back to have dinner and go back to our hotel. And then shenanigans ensued. Hiding under
beds to scare people, running around the hallway, pure chaos. Probably the most fun I‟ve ever
had.
The following day we walked (which I thought was completely unnecessary) to the Bernabeu stadium, which is home to Football giant; Real Madrid. It was impressive would be to say the very
least. With a capacity of 80,300 people, it is one of the biggest soccer stadiums in Europe. I‟m not
that much of a fan of Real Madrid (seeing how FC Barcelona is their biggest rival) but I still respect
the hell out of the team because of the level they play at and the stadium really blew my mind.
After that our guide took us to the Prado Museum. The museum contained the world‟s greatest
assembly of Spanish paintings – works by Velazquez and Goya – ranging from the 12th to the 19th
century. The rest of the day went by pretty fast. We got some more time to explore/ visit the
shops and then it was time to go back.
On the 24th we went to Plaza Mayor and stayed there for the morning, then we got together with
our guide around 3pm at Plaza de Espana. This is one of Madrid‟s busiest traffic intersections and
the most popular meeting place in town. During the 18th and 19th century, the square was occupied by military barracks, built there because of the Square‟s proximity to the Royal Palace. In
the middle of the square there is a nice garden where we found the stone obelisk with the statue
of Miguel Cervantes, the most important Spanish writer. We met the local guide and we went on a
bus for a panoramic drive along the Arguelles Quarter, the Retiro Park, across the Manzanares river, along the Campo del Moro, past the S. Francis the Great church and we ended up in the Plaza
de Oriente just outside the Royal Palace. And no kidding, it was super impressive. The site, on a
high bluff overlooking the Manzanares river, had been occupied for centuries by a royal fortress
but after a fire in 1734 Felipe V commissioned a truly palatial replacement. A second guide
showed up and we were taken inside. The inside wasn‟t as fantastic, but it was pretty good. The
visit lasted around 2 hrs and then we boarded the bus again. I could sense that everyone was
tired, so was I, but we all willingly treaded on because the sights to see where innumerable and
our stay was only 10 days.
Next we were taken back to Plaza Mayor and the guide told us a little more about the square. This
was like any other city square, back in the day it held bullfights, executions, pageants and trials
by the inquisition. All of which were watched by crowds, often in the presence of the reigning
king or queen. Possibly watching from one of the balconies that surrounded the square. Then we
were given around an hour to look around and were told to meet at a particular pillar. At the one
hour mark, most of us were there but we were missing 2 people. Waiting and waiting the teachers
slowly started to freak out. If they had gotten lost (or worse) it would be impossible to find them.
One of the teachers went looking for them but still no luck. Everyone had their eyes peeled,
searching through the crowd for any signs of a familiar face. I had been on the sidelines just
watching the chaos, wondering what was going to happen and then suddenly I spotted them
through the crowd. Way off in the distance I saw the back of their heads. Throughout the trip I
had always been lagging behind because I wanted to see everything, therefore I had basically
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memorised how the back of the heads of every member of my group looked like, so I could locate
them if I get lost…anyway I pointed and yelled to the teachers saying “THERE THEY ARE!!!” In no
time the teachers spotted them too and ran past. The whole experience was quite unnerving but
we all made it through, safe. So everything was fine. We went to a restaurant next, where to the
surprise of the group, we were met by Flamenco dancers! They performed an awesome show within which many of us were called up to dance with them! It was a lot of fun.
On the morning if the 25th, we left early to go to Segovia. Nobody had slept that night so the bus
was filled with napping kids. It was actually quite funny.
When we reached Segovia, everyone was fresh and we witnessed probably the best town I have
ever seen. It was truly beautiful. The old town is set high on a rocky spur and is surrounded by the
Rio Essersma and Rio Clamores. From afar it looked like a ship, the pinnacles of the Gothic cathedral rising up like masts, and the Roman Aqueduct the town was famous for, trailing behind like a
rudder. The Aqueduct itself was built around the end of the 1st century by Romans who considered
Segovia an important military base, until the late 19th century. We visited the tourist office to use
the facilities and to get some maps, and then went into the castle named „Alcazar‟…..not Alcatraz, Alcazar! The rooms are decorated with armours, paintings and furniture for a medieval atmosphere. There was also a sweet weaponry museum. The virtually impregnable castle had its
heyday in the Middle Ages. The rectangular Juan II tower was completed during the reign of Enrique IV in the 15th century and named after his father. It was worth climbing to the top for the
breathtaking views of Segovia and the Guadarrama mountains.
Next we drove to Burgos. This is a city of northern Spain, at the edge of the central plateau, with
about 200.000 inhabitants. It is the capital of the province of Burgos, in the autonomous community of Castile and León. We visited a monastery and went back to our (new) hotel.
The following day we travelled to Bilbao. Home to another very popular soccer club, Bilbao was
breathtaking. Probably my most favourite city in Spain, we got a lot of time to explore the town
and go to world famous Guggenheim museum. It was a modern arts museum so I totally zoned out
during the visit. Pfft modern art….putting a spoon on a chair is not art!!!
Our next destination was San Sabastian. The morning of the 27th we set out from our hotel (Irun)
and in an hour‟s bus ride, we were in San Sabastian. We visited some old parts of the town and
then went up to a mountain where there was a theme park. After almost 4 years, I was reunited
with bumper cars and it really made my day.

The parade at Zaragoza
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The next day, 28th, was highly eventful. We stopped at a town called Zaragoza to watch an Easter
parade. I heard the procession before I saw it. Drums being beaten as loud as possible and a
steady THUMP THUMP THUMP of footsteps. Hooded figures emerged around the corner and not
just any kind of hoods; they all looked like KKK members.
I for one was terrified and remembering it still gives me chills. I had been to many Easter partiesate, sang and danced but never heard of a parade of this sorts.
Camp Nou
I couldn‟t sleep that night. All I could think about was the next day. We were set to go to Barcelona! The whole point of the trip and me signing up was so that I could go to Barcelona. So that I
could go see the stadium of my favourite soccer team. It was going to be bloody fantastic. Sleep
came as a blessing and soon I was out like a light. As we reached the city limits I could hardly contain my excitement. I had dreamed of this for a long long time. It is the second largest city in
Spain with over 2 million citizens and is the capitol of the Catalunya region. First we went to see
possibly the most famous unfinished piece of architecture ever, Templi Espiatori de la Sagrada Familia. Designed by Antoni Gaudi, this church was started in 1882 and probably won‟t be completed
before 2026. After 90 excruciating minutes of listening to the new tour guide speak with a very
monotone voice, we were given 3 hours to go wherever we liked. So three people; a teacher and
two students set off to Camp Nou. FC Barcelona‟s stadium. I, obviously was one of the three.

At Camp Nou
Finally. All the wait and finally I was here. I marvelled at the beautiful stadium and stared at it in
complete awe. It was way better than I had expected it to be and then some. A part of the stadium was taken up by trophies and jerseys of previous squads and players. I sat in one of the benches and just stared at the green grass. I imagined my favourite player, Leo Messi taking the ball,
sidestepping another team‟s goalie and scoring. I imagined the crowd going wild. The whole trip,
the long bus rides, the countless museum lines, the roadside hotels where all worth this moment.
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On this trip I had made amazing new friends, seen some fantastic sights and had been able to go
to Camp Nou.
Cities like Barcelona, Blibao and San Sabastian had turned into some of my most favourite places
in the world…..after Rome of course.
But that‟s another story.
-------
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I am from…
I am from…
I am from my two birds in their cages, flapping
their bright colored wings.
I am from flutes and their beautiful sound, from
their silver paint that shines in the sun.
I am from hot chocolate that I get every Friday; its
sweet taste fills me with warmth and joy.
I am from trees as I enjoy climbing them, from their
bright green leaves that sway softly in the wind.
I am from the sun, as it gives us life, from its bright
rays of warmth that reach us every morning.
I am from Ajay, the one who travels to numerous
places, from Anita who always does the task no matter how many obstacles there are.
I am from India, from its rich culture, from its delicious foods and traditional festivals that fill the
streets with happiness.
I am from skating, from the soft sound of ice shearing under my skates, from the smooth gliding under
my feet.
I am from the lakes, from the small fish that scour
the water in search of food.

By: Anish
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―Fluffy's Big Adventure‖
By
Austin Roy Chowdhury
There was a skunk named Fluffy finding a safe place to live. He had two friends going with him. They were Niky and
Robbin. Robbin's real name was Puffle, he just liked being named Robbin. He was a hedgehog.
Robbin, Fluffy and Niky were tired, so they stayed in a cave. Then they heard someone snoring. They thought it was
Niky. After, Fluffy found some honey near a cave and he noticed Niky wasn't snoring it was a BEAR! The bear chased
Niky and Robbin. When Niky and Robbin were running, they made two new friends Pheelox the baby bear and Loxy the
friendly wolf. The bear fainted from Fluffy the skunk.
They were at the edge of the woods. ―Where are we?‖ Niky asked. Fluffy said, ''We’re going to the jungle, so we're at
the edge of the woods.‖ It was 10:26 PM at night. Pheelox heard a wolf howling. Loxy was seeing something moving in
the trees. They were PANTHERS! They almost got Fluffy, Niky and Robbin. Loxy tried to chase the panthers. Then Robbin used his spikes, so they got hurt. Niky bit the panthers.
Fluffy ran as fast as he could. Then he tripped. He got to the park. Niky, Robbin, Pheelox and Loxy were already at
the park. Two minutes later, Niky got hurt by the basketball. After they went to the the park, they were crossing the road.
Loxy saw the safe place to live, but it was on the other side of the road. Niky got there with Loxy's help. Then Robbin the
hedgehog almost got hit by the car, but he popped the tire. Then everyone tried to run to the other side and they almost
got hit by the car. Koaly the Koala helped them. Everyone was safe and they met Koaly, the Koala. They all lived under
and at top of the tree. Afterwards everyone felt better, especially Niky. Then they all had fun playing with their friends.
They all had a fun adventure, especially Fluffy.
The End
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Subject: SUPERB STATEMENTS....
By Chitta Ghosh

Death asked Life:
Why does everyone love you and hate me.
Life replied :
Because I am a beautiful Lie and you are a painful Truth
Temple is a 6 letter word
Church is a 6 letter word
Mosque is also a 6 letter word
Geeta is a 5 letter word
Bible is a 5 letter word
Quran is also a 5 letter word
A Lovely Logic for a beautiful Life:
Never try to maintain relations in your life
Just try to maintain life in your relations
Always welcome the problems
Because problems give you dual advice
First, you know how to solve it
Second, you know how to avoid it in future
3 stages of Life:
Teen Age – Has time & energy – But no Money
Working Age – Has Money & Energy – But No Time
Old Age – Has Money & Time – But No Energy
We are very good Lawyers for our mistakes
Very good Judges for other‘s mistakes
World always say – Find good people and leave bad ones.
But I say, Find the good in people and ignore the bad in them
Because No one is born perfect
A fantastic sentence written on every Japanese bus stop.
Only buses will stop here – Not your time
So Keep walking towards your goal
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Negative Thinkers focus on Problems
Positive thinkers focus on Solutions
Never hold your head high with pride or ego.
Even the winner of a gold medal gets his medal only when he bows his head down
Define TODAY
This is an Opportunity to Do A work better than Yesterday
African Saying:
If you want to walk quick, walk alone
If you want to walk far, walk together

Confident Quote:
I have not failed.
My success is just postponed.
X-X-X-X
Entire water in the ocean can never sink a ship
Unless it gets inside.
All the pressures of life can never hurt you unless you let them in.
—The End—
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AMAZINGLY SIMPLE HOME REMEDIES
By Chitta Ghosh


AVOID CUTTING YOURSELF WHEN SLICING VEGETABLES BY GETTING SOMEONE
ELSE TO HOLD THE VEGETABLES WHILE YOU CHOP.



AVOID ARGUMENTS WITH THE FEMALES ABOUT LIFTING THE TOILET SEAT BY
USING THE SINK.



FOR HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE SUFFERERS ~ SIMPLY CUT YOURSELF AND BLEED
FOR A FEW MINUTES, THUS REDUCING THE PRESSURE ON YOUR VEINS. REMEMBER TO USE A TIMER.



A MOUSE TRAP PLACED ON TOP OF YOUR ALARM CLOCK WILL PREVENT YOU
FROM ROLLING OVER AND GOING BACK TO SLEEP AFTER YOU HIT THE SNOOZE
BUTTON.



IF YOU HAVE A BAD COUGH, TAKE A LARGE DOSE OF LAXATIVES. YOU'LL BE
AFRAID TO COUGH.



YOU ONLY NEED TWO TOOLS IN LIFE - WD-40 AND DUCT TAPE. IF IT DOESN'T
MOVE AND SHOULD, USE THE WD-40. IF IT SHOULDN'T MOVE AND DOES, USE
THE DUCT TAPE.



IF YOU CAN'T FIX IT WITH A HAMMER, YOU'VE GOT AN ELECTRICAL PROBLEM.

An elderly gentleman....
Had serious hearing problems for a number of years. He went to the doctor and the doctor was able to
have him fitted for a set of hearing aids that allowed the gentleman to hear 100%.
The elderly gentleman went back in a month to the doctor and the doctor said, 'Your hearing is perfect..
Your family must be really pleased that you can hear again.'
The gentleman replied, 'Oh, I haven't told my family yet.
I just sit around and listen to the conversations. I've changed my will three times!'
---------------------------------------------------------------------An elderly couple had dinner at another couple's house, and after eating, the wives left the table and
went into the kitchen.
The two gentlemen were talking, and one said, 'Last night we went out to a new restaurant and it was
really great. I would recommend it very highly.
The other man said, 'What is the name of the restaurant?'
The first man thought and thought and finally said, what is the name of that flower you give to someone
you love?
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You know.... The one that's red and has thorns.'
‗do you mean a rose?'
'Yes, that's the one,' replied the man. He then turned towards the kitchen and yelled, 'Rose, what's the
name of that restaurant we went to last night?'
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------Couple in their nineties are both having problems remembering things. During a checkup, the doctor
tells them that they're physically okay, but they might want to start writing things down to help them
remember.
Later that night, while watching TV, the old man gets up from his chair. 'Want anything while I'm in
the kitchen?' he asks.
'Will you get me a bowl of ice cream?'
'Sure.‘
‗Don‘t you think you should write it down so you can remember it?' she asks.
'No, I can remember it.'
'Well, I'd like some strawberries on top, too. Maybe you should write it down, so not to forget it?'
He says, 'I can remember that. You want a bowl of ice cream with strawberries.'
'I'd also like whipped cream. I'm certain you'll forget that, write it down?' she asks.
Irritated, he says, 'I don't need to write it down, I can remember it! Ice cream with strawberries and
whipped cream - I got it, for goodness sake!'
Then he toddles into the kitchen. After about 20 minutes, the old man returns from the kitchen and
hands his wife a plate of bacon and eggs.. She stares at the plate for a moment.
'Where's my toast?'
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------Subject: fishing' store:
A woman goes into Bass Pro Shop to buy a rod and reel for her grandson's birthday. She doesn't know
which one to get so she just grabs one and goes over to the counter.
A Bass Pro Shop associate is standing there wearing dark shades. She says, E
" xcuse me, sir. Can you tell
me anything about this rod and reel?"
He says, M
" a'am, I'm completely blind; but if you'll drop it on the counter, I can tell you everything from
the sound it makes."She doesn't believe him but drops it on the counter anyway.
He says, T
" hat's a six-foot Shakespeare graphite rod with a Zebco 404 reel and 10-LB. Test line. It's a good
all around combination and it's on sale this week for only $20 .00."
She says, I"t's amazing that you can tell all that just by
the sound of it dropping on the counter. I'll take it!"As she opens her purse, her credit card drops on the
floor.
" h, that sounds like a Master Card,"he says.
O
She bends down to pick it up and accidentally breaks wind. At first she is really embarrassed, but then realizes there is no way the blind clerk could tell it
was she who tooted. Being blind, he wouldn't know that she was the only person around.
The man rings up the sale and says, T
" hat'll be $34.50please."
The woman is totally confused by this and asks, "
Didn't you tell me the rod and reel were on sale for $20.00?
How did you get $34.50?"
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THE DONKEY RAFFLE
Young Chuck moved to Texas and bought a donkey from a farmer for $100.00. The farmer agreed to
deliver the donkey the next day. The next day he drove up and said, 'Sorry son, but I have some bad
news, the donkey died.'
Chuck replied,
'Well, then just give me my money back.'
The farmer said,
'Can't do that. I went and spent it already.'
Chuck said,
'Ok, then, just bring me the dead donkey.'
The farmer asked,
'What ya gonna do with him?
Chuck said,
'I'm going to raffle him off.'
The farmer said,
'You can't raffle off a dead donkey!'
Chuck said,
'Sure I can Watch me.. I just won't tell anybody he's dead.'
A month later, the farmer met up with
Chuck and asked, 'What happened with that dead donkey?'
Chuck said,
'I raffled him off. I sold 500 tickets at two dollars a piece and made a profit of $898.00.'
The farmer said,
'Didn't anyone complain?'
Chuck said,
'Just the guy who won. So I gave him his two dollars back.'
Chuck now works for the government.
-------------------------------------------------------------------------A man hated his wife's cat and he decided to get rid of it. He drove 20 blocks away from home and
dropped the cat there. The cat was already walking up the driveway when he approached his home.
The next day, he decided to drop the cat 40 blocks away but the same thing happened. He kept increasing the number of blocks but the cat kept coming home before him
At last he decided to drive a few miles away, turn right, then left, past the bridge, then right again and
another right and so on until he reached what he thought was a perfect spot and dropped the cat there.
An hour later.... The man calls his wife at home and asked her, "Jen is the cat there?" "Yes, why do you
ask?" answered the wife.
Frustrated the man said," Put that damn cat on the phone, I am lost and I need directions to reach
home!!!
Moral:
How much ever we dislike somebody; someday we will need their assistance. So never worry how many
"
people dislike you... "
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WHO IS YOUR ROLE MODEL?
Try it without looking at the answers
Please don't look down until you do it, you'll love it I promise
GET A CALCULATOR (YOUR COMPUTER HAS ONE ON IT)
1) Pick your favorite number between 1-9
2) Multiply by 3 then
3) Add 3, then again multiply by 3 (I'll wait while you get the calculator....)
4) You'll get a 2 or 3 digit number?
5) Add the digits together
Now Scroll down
Now with that number see who your ROLE MODEL is from the list below:
1. Albert Einstein
2. Nelson Mandela
3. Abraham Lincoln
4. Helen Keller
5. Bill Gates
6. Gandhi
7. Leonardo DaVinci
8. Thomas Edison
9. Chitta Ghosh
10. John F. Kennedy
I know....I just have that effect on people....one day you too can be like me.... :-) Believe it!
P.S.: Stop picking different numbers. I am your idol, just deal with it. ! ! !
-------------------------------------------------------------------------Is romance dead? If so, is texting possibly the reason?
A middle-aged couple had finally learned how to send and receive texts on their cell phones. The
wife, being a romantic at heart, decided one day that she'd send her husband a text while she was
out of the house having coffee with a friend. She texted:
If you are sleeping, send me your dreams.
If you are laughing, send me your smile.
If you are eating, send me a bite.
If you are drinking, send me a sip.
If you are crying, send me your tears.
I love you.
The husband, being a no-nonsense engineer, texted back:
I'm on the toilet. Please advice.
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History Mystery
Have a history teacher explain this----- if they can.
Abraham Lincoln
John F. Kennedy

was elected to Congress in 1846.
was elected to Congress in 1946.

Abraham Lincoln was elected President in 1860.
John F. Kennedy was elected President in 1960.
Both were particularly concerned with civil rights.
Both wives lost their children while living in the White House.
Both Presidents were shot on a Friday.
Both Presidents were shot in the head
Now it gets really weird.
Lincoln's secretary was named Kennedy.
Kennedy's Secretary was named Lincoln.
Both were assassinated by Southerners.
Both were succeeded by Southerners named Johnson.
Andrew Johnson, who succeeded Lincoln, was born in 1808.
Lyndon Johnson, who succeeded Kennedy, was born in 1908.
John Wilkes Booth, who assassinated Lincoln, was born in 1839.
Oswald, who assassinated Kennedy, was born in 1939.

Lee Harvey

Both assassins were known by their three names.
Both names are composed of fifteen letters.
Now hang on to your seat.
Lincoln was shot at the theater named 'Ford'.
Kennedy was shot in a car called ' Lincoln ' made by 'Ford'.
Lincoln was shot in a theater and his assassin ran and hid in a warehouse.
Kennedy was shot from a warehouse and his assassin ran and hid in a theater.
Booth and Oswald were assassinated before their trials.
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RAIN
It was a busy morning, about 8:30 a.m. when an elderly gentleman, probably in his 80‘s arrived
to have his stitches removed from his thumb. He said he was in a hurry as he had an appointment at 9:00 a.m.
I took his vital signs and had him take his seat, knowing it would be over an hour before someone would be
able to see him. I saw him looking at his watch and since I was not busy with another patient, decided that I
would look at his wound. I found that it was well healed, so I talked to one of the doctors, got the needed supplies, removed his sutures and redress his wound.
While taking care of his wound I asked him if he had another doctor‘s appointment in the morning, as he was
in a hurry. He told me no, that he needed to go to the nursing home to eat breakfast with his wife. I enquired as
to her health. He told me that she had been there for a while and that she was a victim of Alzheimer‘s disease.
As we talked I asked if she would be upset if he was a bit late. He replied that she no longer knew who he was,
that she had not recognized him in five years now. I was surprised and asked him, ‗and you still go every
morning even though she doesn‘t know who you are?‘
He smiled as he patted my hand and said; she doesn‘t know me but I still know who she is. I had to hold back
tears as he left, I had goose bumps on my arm and thought, ‗That is the kind of love I want in my life.‘
True love is neither physical nor romantic. True love is an acceptance of all that is, has been, will be and will
not be.
With all the jokes and fun that are in e-mails, sometimes there is one that comes along that has an important
message. This one I thought I could share with you.
The happiest people don‘t necessarily have the best of everything; they just make the best of everything they
have.
I hope you share this with someone you care about. I just did.
‗Life isn‘t about how to survive the storm, but how to dance in the rain.‘
We are all getting older.
—A collection of jokes and quotes—
— Chitta Ghosh
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My boot camp experience, I was forced to write this…
Day 1
When I first got to the Air Force Base (17 Wing), I was overwhelmed to see lots of kids going to camp. There were more
than 175 kids in my group. In the next six hours I was going to travel to Penthold, Alberta. As I waited for the officer to
come I spotted my friends Cha, Gouli and Montani (These are all last names). We hung out for around forty-five minutes
and then they shouted at us to line up. Group-by-group we were thrown onto buses and driven to the military area of the
airport. Here I met a girl whose name was Lopez. We sat together on the Airplane. The food on the plane was horrible
except for the cake. We were given option between the chicken and beef. I chose the chicken, which turned out to be
coconut rice, chicken drenched in ketchup and a pasta salad soaked in vinaigrette sauce. The cake was completely
different, the icing wasn’t fluffy and sugary rather it was creamy with the perfect amount of sugar. The cake was moist,
soft and delicious. The rest of the plane ride was boring except for the sergeant who decided to break the ice by asking
everyone their name (last of course) and there favorite sport. When we reached there, we lined up in the airport it was
the longest line up ever. Long as in fifteen minutes later we were still getting out of the plane. After we got our luggage
and jumped onto a bus, we drove two hours to the military air base in Penthold. Penthold is a small town in Alberta. We
ate supper, got our luggage and our trial began. We had to go through lice checks, form fill ups, snack breaks and luggage checks. After we were assigned our barracks and made the beds (which is a lot harder than it seems). We also
took showers and got to know our new barrack mates. When it was time to go to bed the last girl in our room arrived.
She was late, didn’t make her bed, just changed her clothes and fell asleep.
Day 2
It was a Sunday our free day. We had a whole day to explore. The people in my room Sproule the girl who came late,
Spence the girl who was incredibly homesick, Daw-hollite the one who never talked and Anderson the farm girl. Then of
course there was me. I actually became good friend with the farm girl and started calling her Andy. She had a friend
named Mc Kay, and both thee girls are now two of my good friends. We ended up going to the arcade, canteen and
hanging out in the barracks where I met another girl whose name is Mercedes (Yes just like the car). A new girl joined
our room whose name was Masqueashq (Pronounced Mas-cash weird I know). She was a foster child who was adopted this year. We were told that all the girls in the same rooms are in the same flight for the next two weeks.
Day 3
Today we were introduced to our flight staff and other members of the flight. We were a very unique group because our
staff consists of two air cadets (Workmen and Yuen), one army cadet (Gibbon) and one sea cadet (Petty Officer Lazaro). We also met our officer who was Second Lieutenant Shmidt. We had breakfast and then we went to drill (Drill is a
form of military movement). Our group was named Voodoo flight.
Day 4
We had to get up at 5:00 am in the morning because we had a three hour drill session before breakfast. Breakfast was
French toast, fruit, yogurt, muffins, toast, bacon, cereal and eggs. We also learnt about gliders.
Day 5
On this day we were given a lesson called drum line where we learnt to play like the drummers in the parade. For lunch
we got chicken fingers, hot dogs, iced tea, salad, fries, rice and soup. Tonight was hells night. On the fifth day of every
new group the staff and the cadets staying for six weeks go around in the middle of the night and scare all the younger
girls. Nobody could sleep…
Day 6
We went swimming!!!! It was a cold, cloudy and rainy day. Our staff assured us that the community club has an indoor
swimming pool but it was an outdoor pool. Fortunately it was a heated pool. There were three diving boards, one was
five-meter high, other one was ten-meter and the last one was twelve-meter high. Every one jumped of the five-meter
board; some went of the ten-meter but only seven people went of the twelve-meter board. A girl named Joyce randomly
asked me if I wanted to go of the twelve-meter board with her (we turned out to be good friends later). I didn’t know who
this girl was, yet she wanted me to jump of the twelve-meter board with her. I was scared to death but I had a sudden
urge to jump of…so I said yes. I don’t know how I got the courage to climb up the stairs. It was raining and I just got out
of the heated pool. I was standing on top of twelve-meter high diving board in a bathing suit. The wind was whipping at
my face and my feet were freezing on the concrete board. Joyce jumped of in a second being an experienced diver. I
started to shiver and chatter my teeth. I began to realize if I didn’t jump soon than I would surely get hypothermia. So
little by little I took steps to the edge of the board and looked down. I can see little people swimming and tiny floating
toys. Its quiet nice but then I realized that I have to jump of. All of a second with no warning I jumped of the diving
board. I’m not sure if my body just took over or if it was a natural instinct. My palms smacked against the water and I
floated up slowly and just stayed there for a while. I still couldn’t believe I had done it.
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Day 7
Now we were halfway through our camp session and that’s where the attitude checks came in (Attitude checks are
rhymes that tell the other flights that were better than them). Whenever two or more flights were waiting for meals or
activities, we would have an attitude war. Which is where we scream attitude checks until the other flight has none left.
P.O. Lazaro made up thirty eight attitude checks, which is why we always won the wars. Supper was soup, salad, pizza,
rice, veggies, hamburgers and drinks.
Day 8
Today we went for gliding. We waited for the bus as it was four hours late. While we waited, we played games, did activities and just waited. At 1:00 pm when the bus finally arrived we piled in and drove to the field. When we were there half
the group made paper airplanes, ate cookies and juice. The other half went for gliding. Gliding is fun but only when
you’re flying. When you’re on the field it’s a complete workout. You run 0.3 miles to the glider where you push it to the
take of destination. Then you run with it until it takes of. After take of you get ready for the next glider!
Day 9
This was our free day again (Sunday). So we did laundry, polished our boots, ironed our uniform and had fun with our
friends. There was also a Harry Potter movie marathon! We ended up going to J J’s, which is a general store five
minutes away from our camp. Its actually called Penthold General Store but all the cadets call it J J’s named after the
guy who owns the store.
Day 10
Today it was all about drill. The annual drill competition was coming and we needed to practice. We had auditions for
drill commander (The cadet who would yell out the commands for the rest of the flight). We practiced drill for approximately two to three hours.
Day 11
Today we had a parade for all the officers and staff members to thank them. Also it was revealing time, which is a session where we sit in a room, and ask our staff any personal questions we would like (because till now all we knew about
them was there last name). We also took a group picture and for lunch it was junk food day!
Day 12
Today we had a practice for our annuals parade where we graduated (which was two hours long in the hot sun). After
that it was time for water works. Water works is where we all gathered in a field with buckets, balloons and guns filled
with water and got to drench our staff!!! But Sergeant Gibbon didn’t take getting wet that well. He got very angry with
anyone who tried to soak him. He also didn’t come back for the rest of our camp session.
Day 13
We had our annuals parade on this day. Our group Voodoo got top sports award and top barracks award. Then we were
separated into our travel groups. We ate supper and spent the rest of the evening enjoying our time with friends (saying
good bye to Penthold). We had to pack and also clean every thing up. We have to go to sleep early but it was a good
day.
Day 14
We have to wake up AT 4:00 am in the morning and eat breakfast, grab our luggage and leave the camp. While we
were going back we watched a movie on T.V. so we were entertained. The food was Tim Horton’s, so it was a lot better
than before. We reached Winnipeg at 1:00 pm and saw our families after two weeks.
Air Force is closing Penthold Air Base for Cadets. I may not go there again. I will always miss Penthold.
Thank you for taking time out of you busy schedule to read this camp journal.
—Sincerely Ayusha—
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Poetry by Dad
Poems by the late Ranendra Nath Sinha (1930-2013)
Edited and Introduced by Jay Sinha
Dad led a busy, productive and full life. Here are some highlights of it in a free flowing list that could have branches and
sub-branches going off in various directions: son, brother, husband, father, grandfather, leader, freedom fighter, Bengali, yogi, world renowned entomologist, Canadian, Bichitra President, philosopher, letter writer, jogger, walker, cyclist,
debater, lover, disciplinarian, ecologist, botanist, humanitarian, volunteer, chef, teacher, researcher, writer - and, yes,
poet.
Poetry is powerful thing. It can go beyond the visible to unearth the unknown and limitless through images, intangible
ideas, and innuendo that conjures the unsaid. Maybe that's just a fancy way to say that poetry can take us beyond what
we know; beyond the simple and obvious. It makes us think in new ways. It stretches our boundaries.
I know my Father spent his life searching for a deeper understanding and realization of the Unknown, the Timeless, the
Essence, Brahman, Spirit. It was a difficult journey at times - always a spiritual one - and there was much reflection and
debate along the way. In his quiet and somewhat reclusive autumn years he wrote quite a bit of poetry to attempt to express some of his deeper, more personal ideas and reflections.
I've chosen a few poems of his to share with you here. All of these poems were written by him between 1996 and 2001,
in English, transcribed in his erratic yet logical and organized longhand into Hilroy notebooks using a pencil. One of the
common themes that flows through his poetry is the idea that mortal life on Earth is a cyclic game of dualities and illusions. I'm sure he would be pleased to know his words might be helping us all to think, reflect and explore in new ways.
Perhaps they will all become a book one day. For now, here is a taste...
Finding
Try hard and you will find
So I was told
And I tried and I tried
I gained knowledge gathered
through trial - and errors of others.
I have sharpened my reason
I used my senses
and gathered information
from the past and present.
I have learnt from science
and humanities the ways of the world of duality.
As I was excited I looked for more excitement.
Lure of pleasures - more and more
Some are here and others yet to come.
Then my body aged, mind became feeble.
Was my time up?
I wondered if this finding craze
was all an illusion.
Post and poles
Am I oscillating from pole to pole from here to there, from there to here
from post to pillars and then to the post again.
The pillars are real, but I can't see the post.
Good times and bad times, I have the feeling
that I am going nowhere.
A world of phenomena – where I live.
Where all things have their beginnings and endings.
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Everything becomes one, two, three, four or many.
Then they all fade of vanish
from the neat little world of me.
All my life, I live and revel in duality.
I make money, feast and carouse
as much as my mind and body can take.
When the endings come, as they always do,
I wonder about the post that let
me oscillate from pole to pole.
Now that my swings are nearing their halt
I wonder whatever happened to
all that duality and diversity.
Could they be all racing to a unity?
Are they crawling back
to the womb of unity?
Whatever happened to my life
with its quota of time, space and energy?
Whatever happened to my consciousness that part of me that did not sleep or swing
to and fro, from pole to pole?
Never taking part, it only
made me aware
of the things I did or did not
through a lifetime of living.
It seems that it is the only thing that knows all about me.
Though it never ate, drank or breathed
it was always there – to make things tick.
Could it be the deathless, birthless,
bodyless, mindless Unity?
The willow – the wisp of me?
Children of the limitless
Children of the limitless, nameless, formless.
They came here with everything in its place.
Even their fragile bodies were unblemished and overhauled.
Their batteries were recharged.
They carried old genes and DNA in their tiny new bodies.
It looked as though
every part of the human machine was ready to go
and to go on for ever and ever.
Like paratroopers being dropped
one at a time, from a fast flying aircraft
they landed on earth,
the land of fantasy and delight.
Their bodies were equipped with
five radars and a superb tool of knowledge and wisdom.
Through their senses and the brain
they felt, learned and created
a world of their own imagination.
The life was good.
Too good for the addicted to give up and leave.
Then something happened.
The brain felt disjointed.
There was this strange feeling of disenchantment
from the body's wild orgy and the brain's endless escapades.
The more the creations of knowledge and delight multiplied
the more they felt lonelier and lost.
To compensate, the radars
worked harder and harder
while the brain worked overtime
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to feed the curiosity and bring more delight
ever so fast and to forget the ramblings.
Then one day they knew
they were on a short fuse.
The fragile bodies were decaying coming apart piece by piece
or simply not functioning.
The children of the limitless
oscillating between the limited and limitless.
Spirit Within
Where is my spirit?
When I tried to see it with my best glasses I had no luck.
When I tried to hear it with my amplifier I had no luck.
When I tried to touch it or taste it with my best tools of technology I had no luck.
Then someone whispered in my ear:
Spirit is like fire.
You can see the light and feel the heat
But you shall never see the fire.
Spirit is like electricity.
You see the light and feel the heat
But you see no electricity.
Don't be a fool.
Look for the signature.
Waste no time
looking for the signer.
Be silent and watch for
compassion and detachment they are the light and heat of the fire
that is Spirit.
Fireflies of the night
When you feel good, write a poem.
When you feel bad, see a poem.
Poems-in-the-making
in the screen of the mind.
They are the stars and the comets of a night sky.
Poems-in-the-making.
You catch them or miss them.
Wonders in the eyes of little children
frolicking, catching the fireflies of the night.
Fun, fun, fun in hit-and-miss run.
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Vote of Thanks
Our Sincere Thanks To:
1. The Hindu Society of Manitoba for providing the temple facilities for Durga Puja.
2. Mr. Venkata Machiraju for Performing Durga Puja.
3. Sayani Roy, Suman Sarkar, Asit Dey, Ajay Pandey, Shapath Bhatta and Mimi Saha for their enormous help to prepare Agomoni 2013.
4. All those who contributed their literally work and artwork to this year’s Agomoni publication.
5. The members of Bichitra for their participation and generous donations.
6. All advertisers for their support and sponsors.

101

102

ENJOY TANDOOR HOUSE'S DELICIOUS FOOD STRAIGHT
FROM AUTHENTIC INDIAN KITCHEN - NOW SERVING AT
TWO LOCATIONS!

Unit B - 598, Ebby Ave.
Winnipeg, MB

Unit 1 - 998, Keewatin Street
Winnipeg, MB

Take Out : 204-287-8287

Dine In + Take Out : 204-779-6666

MON–WED 11AM – 8PM
THUR–SAT 11AM – 9PM
SUN NOON – 9PM

MON–SUN 10AM – 10PM
Including Holidays
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