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By Pritha Lal

1. The Sculptor’s Prayer

My Maker,

My Mother,

You shaped me,

So today I shape Thee.

I know not Thy form,

I know not Thy grace,
My eyes can barely see,
The beauty of Thy face.
Yet you let me play,

Like a child with a wand,
And fashion Thy visage,
In the palm of my hand.

. Mahalaya — A day of

reckoning

Amidst those from teeming
millions,

Amidst hearts brimming with love,

Amidst souls that reach out to Thee.

I offer mine,

My prayers without words,

My thoughts without meaning,

My finite incomplete self, to merge
into Thy Whole...

[ offer my pranams on Mahalaya,
MA...

. | Welcome Thee

With empty arms and an open
heart

I welcome Thee.

As the Universe brings Thy within
reach,

I welcome Thee.

AsIstand in awe of Thy very first
glance,

I welcome Thee.

As I look within me and know Thou
never left,

I welcome Thee.

4, In Thy Hand

Ten arms I see on you

Ten myths that tell a tale

Ten hands with lessons anew
Ten truths that never fail.

Symbols of knowledge, epitome of
power,

The conch that resonates the
Universal Om,

The beautiful partially blooming
flower,

The Trident to calm every unknown
storm.

Yet in ignorance we have forgotten
Thy Grace

And let truth slip away like grains
of sand,

In a world where evil has maligned
Thy form and face

I place my all, Ma, in Thy ever
benign Hand.

. Thy Eternal Name

Ahundred and eight names to spell
Thy glory,

Still so many more to pray on Thy
name.

Every form of Thee, a different
story,

So unique in each and yet the same.

As Power, as Beauty, as Wisdom, as
Grace,

Each of Thy names more joyous
than the other,

But none compares as one prays to
Thy children,

And finds only one eternal name
for Thee, Mother
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The Ostrich
and the Fool

By Arnab Chowdhury

Once there lived a fool. He had great expectations of himself and his future.
Living in a glass house was his dream. He wanted to enjoy the nature around
him every moment in the day. One day, he actually built a beautiful, delicate
glass house for himself. He could see everything! He could lay down on his bed
and look at the beautiful nature outside. Wood apple was one of those fruits he
couldn’t resist. He planted ten wood apple trees all around the glass house and
went to sleep feeling satisfied and blissful.

Days went by, then months. The trees grew to their full size and towered
over the glass house. At last, the fool could see the fruits growing. He was the
happiest fool in the whole land. He would have his favorite wood apples now.
The wood apples grew in size; they were huge and ripe.

One night, as the fool was dreaming about his wood apples, he heard a loud
sound and the shattering of glass. He thought “Oh my god! Someone is
destroying my house!” He took his gun and came out. Then there was sounds
as if millions of pieces of glass were shattering. He saw that all his wood apples
were falling on top of his glass house and shattering every bit of it. He was
helpless as he watched his house crumble to pieces.

He also didn’t have much use of the wood apples after and he didn’t have a
house either.

Then there lived an ostrich. He was clever and all aware. He knew what was

happening around him all the time. He lived on the banks of the great river.
Everyday he saw the water rising, everyday he knew that it would eventually
break its banks. But he continued to stay there.

One day, when the river actually broke the banks and the flood began, he stuck
his head inside the sand and was very happy. He said “Now that I cannot see the
waters, [ am safe!” Eventually the waters rose and the whole land was flooded.
Inevitably the ostrich was swept away and he drowned.

The world is the glass house. It is being shattered everyday. We can hear and see
the effects each year as the weather deteriorates. To enjoy beautiful gifts like the
Himalayas, we need a beautiful planet, which is more diseased today that any
past ages. There are studies continuously published highlighting the stark and
gory effects we are causing our mother earth.

Then there are two kinds of people, the fools and the ostriches. We can make a
big difference by being neither and by being human beings and taking action.
Which one are you?
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Who has my honor?

By Pratiti Tagore

My honor is not for the society —

To point, look at, and critique.

My honor is not for the extended families,

To tear down.

The codes of morality do not encase my honor —
Some of which are written, but mostly are not.
My honor is not by

The length of my skirt,

The heave of my chest,

My cropped hair or my sparkly painted nails.
In fact, my honor isn’t

Multiplied by the number of academic degrees,
And depreciated by the lack of them.

Yet,

My honor is in expectations of human kind.
My honor is in living up to an ideal

Friend, partner, daughter, student, employee —
Until honorability becomes a norm.

But really,

My honor is in my mind & me.

I shouldn’t have to defend it,

As a human.

But as it goes, I perhaps need to -

As a woman.

Apparently, I am explainable for my contentment.
Apparently, my dishonor is in making uncommon life choices.

Wouldn’t it be wonderful to have,

My honor as a private state of mind?

Or, are we, the women-kind,

Built to understand honor as validation -
With our rationales permanently begrimed.
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By Arnab Chowdhury

Most people know the magnificent mountains because of the
awesome natural splendor. But there’s another side to the
awesomeness - food.

From the west to the east, the food varies as greatly as the
landscape. Every local place has a specialty and that makes you
want to visit the place more. Over the years I have noticed, other
than the natural splendor, food is the only other factor that
marks your memory permanently related to the place. So I am
going to discuss some of the most interesting places and the local
cuisine associated with them.

The west - Himachal, Katra, Vaishno Devi, Haridwar and the
likes:

The first thing that comes to my mind when I think of them is “
Rajma Chawal”. This is nothing but black kidney beans cooked in
local spices served with rice. When you taste it, the spice cocktail
literally plays around in your mouth creating a fireworks of
spices. It’s a bit on the spicy side. The beans are cooked as such
that they literally melt like butter in your mouth. It goes really
goes well with yogurt or dahi, as its called locally.

Another interesting and awesome delicacy I had was in the
foothills of Himachal while going from Pathankot to Dalhousie:
Tandoori Paranthe or stuffed bread baked inside a clay oven
served with local chutneys and pickles. Once you start digging
into them, you literally get obscured from what is happening

in the external world around you. Most of the dhaabas on the
route serve this delicacy. You will find various kinds of stuffed
paranthas - radish, cauliflower, potato etc.

Haridwar is one of the most sacred places to visit for the Hindus.
Not surprisingly, all the food you will find will be vegetarian.

But that doesn’t mean that it’s not interesting. There are a

few local restaurants like the chotiwala which serves such
astounding vegetarian food that you will never forget it. You go
for the special thalis, which includes everything from starters to
desserts. The curries served are so unique that it’s impossible to
find similar taste anywhere else.

If you want to go low key, try the local restaurants in the bylanes.
One of them is named “dada boudir hotel” which literally means
your brother’s and his wife’s hotel!

The shop looks shabby at first glance, but you go inside and sit
on an unimpressive chair. Then the fun starts. The first course

is plain white rice served with pure and fresh desi ghee (clarified
butter). That is accompanied with fresh cut veggies fried in oil.
You have to actually have that combination to understand that
such simple vegetarian food can taste so good! Then comes
“sukto,” a special curry unique to Bengal made with vegetables
such as drumsticks, plantains etc. The spices used are from
another dimension and you can actually have your rice just with
that alone if you get a hang of it, but the best part is that it’s very
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mild. After that the “culinary” celebration continues...

Let me also cover the desserts. One disclaimer I would like to
give is that I visited the place a while ago, and I am not sure if the
same quality is still maintained (let’s hope so for all our tastebuds
sake :)). There’s a bylane in Haridwar famous for its “Rabri”
shops. This is made with pure full fat milk (which is abundant
there). You won’t get such quality and taste in any other part of
the world, so don’t forget to visit some of the shops and top off
your dinner. You can ask your local hotel concierge/receptionist
to recommend you one.

>

The Eastern Himalayas - Darjeeling, Gangtok and the like.

The cuisine for this part that I am going to discuss is completely
different. Let’s talk about some Chinese food now. These parts
are most famous for Tibetan dumplings or “momos” as they are
deliciously called locally.

I remember sitting in a local restaurant in Mirik having momos
and a musician playing guitar and singing Bryan Adams!

Those were chicken momos served with chicken broth along with
a scrumptious hot sauce. The taste lies with the way they cook.
Unfortunately the cook refused to disclose the ingredients. There
a variety of momos you will get including pork and vegetarian.

Chowmein or noodles is another delicacy. There are shops near
the Chhangu lake serving up the local version there. These are
of the spicy variety and generally near the lake you get only
vegetarian ones, but you can get the ones with meat in a lot

of other shops. But the ones we had were special. We literally
gorged down 2 plates per person. It was feeling heavenly sitting
on a chair outside in the cold and munching on hot chowmein.

There are really good local restaurants in Kaluk & Rinchenpong
that serve up the “meat” variety of chowmein and they are also
awesome.

Actually, this write up really doesn’t justify the variety of food you
get there. You have to go out there and experience yourself. Till
then have a good “stomach rumbling” day!
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By Brahmananda Pramanik
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Odeto
my mom

By Ankita Ray
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An ode is defined as a poem meant to be sung. An ode for the original song bird
herselfis an even more difficult endeavor. As I am truly no good at poems I will
stick to my expertise in prose.

As I sit down to write this I can sense myself pulling my hair back into a neat
fountain secured with a clip just as you do when beginning a task. Next to me is
a small cup of Indian “mudhi-mixture” to snack on as I have seen you do every
time you open a book. I have gotten a little restless so I go to the next room to
grab the mini vacuum to sweep up the few hairs on my floor that are irksome
and distracting. As my knees crack as I squat down to the floor and search

for these infuriating hairs, I can see you in myself. I see you coming into my
room, peeking your head through the door, biting your tongue at the chaos of
my clothes and telling me to come eat dinner. As the evenings approach I open
my fridge to see primarily eggs and cheese. As I slightly overcook my eggs and
muse about my culinary expertise I think about your “bhendi bhaja”. I think of
the hours it takes to cut the pieces finely because you know that I have loved
them this way for 21 years. As I wash the single plate and bowl I own I think of
the piles of dishes in the sink that you seem to be endlessly washing as you turn
to chat with me. I see myself sitting at the island in our kitchen. As I think of the
island I can see the wall to the right, covered with paintings and poems from
countless school projects. From the anguish of the gargantuan task of actually
creating the project to the ecstasy of celebrating its completion you stand by my
side unwaveringly.

I look around my scant room furrowing my brows, picturing a table to the right
or a chair by the bed. My mind wanders away from my Brooklyn apartment to
you standing in the kitchen doorway saying “Shuma, come on, let’s move this
couch!” I think of my initial begrudging groans and your soft but persistent
coaxing. My thoughts come back to the small loveseat I am moving from one
corner of my room to another and I think of your super human strength and
focused will, dreaming to manifest some of it.

Now I have decided to change my shirt. As I walk through my closet fingering
my blouses, I think of your closet. Blouses hung neatly and carefully. Sweaters
folded with the utmost care, socks paired and immaculately organized.
Everything smelling of you. Now my head is whirling because the smell of you
is so specific and so present in my mind. A flowery musk. I can smell it when
you walk into a room, when you brush against me, when you sleep next to me at
night. It’s the first thing I've known in this life and the thing I'm sure will be the
last. I walk to my dresser and spray a spritz of perfume on myself. I can smell

it vaguely before it mixes with the musk of my own skin. “A flowery musk” the
bottle says. If only, I think.



Youth

By Swami Vivekananda
Submitted by Saradindu Dolui

By Aritra Kundu

«

Act on the educated young men, bring them together,
and organise them. Great things can be done by great
sacrifices only. No selfishness, no name, no fame, yours
or mine, nor my Master’s even! Work, work the idea,
the plan, my boys, my brave, noble, good souls — to the
wheel, to the wheel put your shoulders! Stop not to look
back for name, or fame, or any such nonsense. Throw
self overboard and work.

Appreciation or no appreciation, I am born to organise
these young men; nay, hundreds more in every city

are ready to join me; and I want to send them rolling
like irresistible waves over India, bringing comfort,
morality, religion, education to the doors of the meanest
and the most downtrodden. And this I will do or die.

Young men full of the spirit of renunciation are needed
—those who will be ready to sacrifice their lives for
others, instead of devoting themselves to their own
happiness.

“Youth and beauty vanish, life and wealth vanish, name
and fame vanish, even the mountains crumble into dust.
Friendship and love vanish. Truth alone abides.” God of
Truth, be Thou alone my guide!.

What we want are brave young men who will work, not
tomfools.

What we want are some young men who will renounce
everything and sacrifice their lives for their country’s
sake. We should first form their lives and then some real
work can be expected. ”»
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