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Durga Puja 2025

10 year celebration of Hoichoi

Date: September 27 & 28, 2025

Venue: Westminster Presbyterian Church
2080 Boulevard, West Hartford, CT 06107

September 27 (Saturday)

Bodhon, Saptami, Ashtami Puja, September 28 (Sunday)

Pushpanjali, Lunch,

Cultural Program & Dinner Nabami, Dashami Puja,

Pushpanjali, Lunch,
Cultural Program & Sindoor Khela

Musical Night with Rupankar
Venue: Sedgwick Middle School
128 Sedgwick Rd ,

West Hartford , CT, 06107
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For being Part of Our Journey



Editor’s Note

Welcome to the inaugural issue of Hoichoi Magazine—a heartfelt tribute to Durga Puja and
the vibrant Bengali spirit that thrives in Connecticut. This first edition is more than a
publication; it is a celebration of tradition, creativity, and community.

The beginning of any endeavor is rarely smooth. Creating this magazine was no exception.
Coordinating busy schedules, collecting submissions, and shaping a cohesive narrative tested
our resolve. Yet, the Magazine Committee met each challenge with dedication and grace,
transforming obstacles into opportunities for collaboration and joy.

This magazine is the result of a truly collective effort. Every Hoichoi committee contributed—
some with planning, others with prose, all with heart. Tasks that might have been left to the
last minute were completed ahead of time, driven by a shared desire to uplift our literary
voices and honor the festive spirit of Durga Puja.

Within these pages, you'll discover the remarkable talents of both children and adults. From
playful poems and imaginative stories to thoughtful essays and insightful reflections, our
contributors have woven a rich tapestry of voices. Each piece carries the warmth, enthusiasm,
and depth that define our celebrations.

We extend our deepest gratitude to the Magazine Committee, whose tireless efforts shaped
this vision into reality. Their commitment was not just logistical—it was emotional, creative,
and profoundly communal.

To every volunteer, parent, and mentor who stood behind this project with quiet strength and
generous spirit—thank you. Your belief in this endeavor gave it wings.

As you turn these pages, may you feel the same excitement and warmth that carried us
through every draft and deadline. May the stories and poems within brighten your Puja

celebrations and inspire you to write, create, and connect.

As an end disclaimer , Some images in this magazine were created using Al tools to enhance
storytelling.

Wishing you a joyous Puja and many happy readings ahead.

Thanks & regards
Arka Bhattacharya




Message from Executive Committee

10 Years of Togetherness, Culture & Community

Subho Sharodiya!

On behalf of the Hoichoi family, we warmly welcome you to Durga Puja 2025. This year is
especially meaningful as we celebrate our 10th anniversary, marked by the arrival of our
brand-new pratima created by the renowned Kumartuli artist, Shree Naba Kumar Pal.

To make this milestone truly memorable, we are proud to present our featured artist,
Rupankar, whose soulful performance will add brilliance to the festivities—our first such
cultural endeavor.

Over the years, Hoichoi has flourished into an expanding, close-knit family, as evidenced
by our growing membership and active participation. This spirit is reflected in every
committee’s dedication: the Puja Committee’s devotion and planning, the Decoration
Committee’s artistic brilliance, the Cultural Committee’s management of inspiring
performances, and the Food Committee’s lovingly prepared, mouth-watering delicacies. The
Event Management Committee ensures seamless execution, while the Marketing and
Communication Committee strengthens our reach and promotes our uniqueness. Our
dedicated volunteers—including those capturing moments through photography—preserve
the memories we cherish. This year, we are also proud to introduce the Magazine Committee,
which brings to life our very first Hoichoi Magazine, showcasing the literary talents of our own
members. Together, these efforts create the warm and welcoming atmosphere that makes
Hoichoi’s Durga Puja truly special—our very own Ghorer Puja.

Beyond these celebrations, Hoichoi is deeply committed to giving back. Along with our
ongoing efforts with CT Foodshare and toy donations to Yale Children’s Hospital, this year we
also supported the Tide Cancer Foundation, contributing to their mission of helping women in
their fight against cancer. These initiatives embody our gratitude and responsibility to the
larger community—and we pledge to continue making a meaningful impact in the years ahead.

Finally, we extend our heartfelt gratitude to all participants, volunteers, sponsors, and
donors. Your generosity and enthusiasm are the foundation of Hoichoi. This is your festival,
and together we look forward to many more years of joy, community, and cultural pride.

With warm regards,
Hoichoi Executive Committee
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Hoichoi Executive Committee

President

Debraj Roy

Vice president

Shanta Nag

General Secretary

Sumartya Sen

Joint Secretary

Ragini Sengupta

Treasurer

Divyendu Adhikary

Hoichoi Action team

Cultural

Puja Arrangement

Marketing

Communication

Event Management

Food Arrangement

Decoration

Social Media and
photography

Magazine

Debraj Roy, Himadri Nayak, Kamalika Neogi, Kasturi Roy, Monomita
Chakraborty, Paramita Dhar, Purbasha Roy, Shanta Nag

Anushila Ray, Arka Bhattacharya, Atreyee Chaki, Gargee Das, Paratrik
Bhattacharya, Payel Bose, Piyali Dhar, Ragini Sengupta, Saumali Chakraborty,
Shilpita Karmakar, Suhita Rej, Vandana Kar, Malovika Roy Bhattacharyya, Puja
Gupta, Antara Biswas

Aritra Sur, Arka Bhattacharya, Divyendu Adhikary, Gautham Dhar,
Saumali Chakraborty, Sumartya Sen

Arka Bhattacharya, Ayon Sarkar, Ragini Sengupta, Sumartya Sen,
Uzma Saman

Anirban Pal, Anirban Tarafdar, Anirudha Bhattacharyya, Aritra Sur, Debraj
Roy, Gautham Dhar, Himadri Nayak, Kalyan Sengupta, Kingshuk Chaki,
Mainak Chaudhuri, Navonil Sarkar, Parantap Samajdar, Prabir Das, Priyam
Baidya, Sayak Chakraborty, Soumik Dam, Sourav Guha, Trinankur Maity, Ujjal
Ray

Aritra Chatterjee, Arpan Shome, Ayon Sarkar, Divyendu Adhikary, Gunjan
Das, Jayanta Kar, Koustav Ghosh, Kunal De, Mayukh Samajder, Nirmal Maity,
Rahul Roy, Raju Roy, Samik Roy, Saptami Adhikary, Shantanu Pal, Shilpita
Karmakar, Shounak Samaddar, Sudipto Dutta

Anindita Samajdar, Anwesha Baidya, Aparna Ray, Nabanita Pal, Paulami
Chaudhuri, Priyanki Roy, Raheli Roy, Sanchari Maity, Saptadipa Bardhan,
Sayantani Nandy, Uzma Saman

Arka Bhattacharya, Ayon Sarkar, Sanchari Maity, Sayak Chakraborty,
Sumartya Sen, Trinankur Maity

Arka Bhattacharya, Debraj Roy, Jayanta Kar, Mayukh Samajder,
Sumartya Sen, Ruhani Samajder




MESSAGE FROM EC

Hoichoi Thanks the donors and their families for the

Visionary

Benefactors

Patron

Supporter

Devotee

successful fundraising campaign.

DEBRA]J ROY, HIMADRI SEKHAR NAYAK, NIRMAL MAITY, SHOUNAK
SAMADDAR

ANIRBAN PAL, ANIRUDHA BHATTACHARYYA, ARITRA SUR, AYON
SARKAR, BANWARI AGARWAL, GUNJAN DAS, KOUSTAV GHOSH,
MAYUKH SAMAJDER, NAVONIL SARKAR, SUMARTYA SEN

ARKA BHATTACHARYA, BHASKAR DUTTA, DIVYENDU ADHIKARY,
GAUTHAM DHAR, JAYANTA KAR, KIRTI SAHA, PRIYAM BAIDYA,
RAHUL ROY, SHANTA NAG, SOURAV GUHA, SUBHANKAR DATTA

ANIRBAN TARAFDER, ANUSHILA RAY, ARIJIT BANERJEE, ARITRA
CHATTERJEE, ARPAN SHOME, KINSUK DE, KINGSHUK CHAKI,
MAINAK CHAUDHURI, MRINMOY MOULIK, PARANTAP SAMAJDAR,
PRABIR DAS, RAVNEET CHHABRA, ROHIT AGARWAL, SAMIK ROY,
SHAMIK RAY

KALYAN SENGUPTA, NARAYAN PAL, PARTASARATHI PRAMANIK,
RAJU ROY, SANCHITA CHATTERJEE, SANCHITA SAHA, SAYAK
CHAKRABORTY, SOMIK DAM, SOUMEN PAL, SUDESHNA PAL,
TATHAGATA SADHU, TRINANKUR MAITY
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Durga Vs. The iPad

Anusmita Dutta

It was a bright morning, the pandals were buzzing. The dhaak was beating, aunties were gossiping, uncles
were adjusting their clothes, and kids... well, the kids were all obsessed over their iPads.Some were
playing Roblox. Others were scrolling on TikTok. And one kid, Tia was making a reel in front of the Durga
Thakur.

And then, SUDDENLY, a giant gust of wind blew through the pandal. Lights went on and off.

The Dhaak went quiet. Right in the middle of the crowd, stood DURGA THAKUR!!!

Everyone gasped. Aunties fainted. Priest saw a blessing none has seen before. But the kids? They
didn’t have a care in the world to even look up.

“Who's the lady playing dress up, in the middle of the

pandal?” one whispered, eyes glued to her game on

Roblox. Durga Thakur cleared her throat. Loudly.

Nothing. Not even a blink.

“EXCUSE ME,” she boomed.

Thunder was heard. Still nothing. Finally, she walked

over to Tia and snatched the iPad out of her hands.

“Ma’am, that is an expensive IPad,”

Tia protested. “I could get in trouble if it breaks.”

Durga Thakur looked absolutely DONE.
“You are worshipping rectangles!” she yelled.
“I crossed so many difficult paths to come

see you all.. and you're watching reels on TikTok?!”
“It's not just reels on Tiktok!,” Another kid slowly
mumbled. “It’s funny as well and entertaining

to watch.” Durga Thakur facepalmed. With all ten
hands.

“Do you even know who I am?”
The kids blinked. “Uh... Kali?”
“KALI?”

More facepalming. “I'm DURGA. I defeated the demon. I saved the universe. And I didn’t do it so you
could stare at your stupid rectangles during puja.” The kids finally looked up, nervous. Tia cleared her
throat. “Okay... you're right. But like... can we take a selfie first? You'd go VIRAL.” Durga sighed. “Fine”
Click.

That night, Tia’s post hit 1 million likes. Caption: “Met a goddess today. She was mad at my screen time.”

The next morning, every kid showed up early. Phones off. Eyes wide. Ears open. Hands folded. And for
once, it wasn’t the iPad that got their attention. It was the divine beauty of Durga Thakur herself.

%




My Experience with Hoichoi Food
Adhyan Bhattacharya

Hoichoi Puja foods are so delicious, but I don’t know which side to choose. Hoichoi Durga puja happens
every year for 2 days. We had fun with Puja and yummy food. On Saturday after our prayers, we get
Prasad, which was Luchi, potato fry, sweets, fruit, and cucumber. Kids Lunch is served just after that.
There is an adult side and kids’ side and both are pretty attractive. On the kids’ side, it has pizza. One of
the top five foods in my opinion.
It is very nice and sometimes it is from Costco

sometimes it is from Dominos; both are my favorite. The other
food is grilled chicken Alfredo pasta. I like cheese pasta but
with the chicken, it’s still okay. In the adult side they serve
Khichuri with tokkari and fries. That smells so nice. So, I get
confused should I chose adult side or Kids side. But I know
something better is coming on Sunday. That’s why I chose
Kids side for Saturday.

In evening we all get chicken pakora. It's actually
chicken fritter. In dinner we have quesadilla which was better
than the fish given to the Adult side.
Next day is MUTTON DAYYYY. In my opinion Mutton soup
and rice is the best food on earth made by mummy or made by
Hoichoi. The soft juicy meat that you can do 0-o-h and a-a-a-h-
h at. The soup mixed with rice makes your taste buds dance.
This time I don’t want to go to Kids side.

For evening snacks, we need to ran for our brown bags filled with something salty like chips or popcorn,
something sweet, like mini muffins, cookies , and juice. In the adults side there were some Indian sweets
which none I like {except jalabies}. I don't like sweets except chocolate.

I remember in some other puja they were giving kebab which I like toooooo much because I love meat.
This year again I will go to puja and enjoy all yummy food. I wish for mutton soup and rice both day but
they cannot make it because Saturday is veg day. So, umm, I need to wait for Sunday. Allright that’s it.
Hope reading this will give you watery mouth. Bye-bye.

HoiChoi Durga Pujo
Riyaan Maity

Our HoiChoi Durga Pujo started 10 years ago and has completed a delightful decade of cultural festivities.
This great festival started around the time when I was born. One of my favorite things in Durga Pujo is
looking at fabulous Punjabis and sarees. When we perform in the cultural programs the kids and the adults
bring out the best in themselves. Food is a major highlight of our Durga Pujo. The Sweets are amazing! I
love hanging out with friends and family during the HoiChoi Durga Pujo. My friends and I love playing a
tew sports in the hallways. I love performing wonderful songs in front of my dearest friends and family. I
feel sad when it ends because this is one of my favorite festivals. I really hope HoiChoi Durga Pujo
continues for many more decades.

%
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Lost
Ruhani Samajder

Creak... the door flung open, and as I stepped in, the family picture on the wall reminded me of how much
I missed him. This is the story of a lost dad, my hope, and me - River.

It's been five years since my dad went missing. He’s not dead. I'm sure of that. He wouldn't just leave. I
know something bad happened, but no one believes me.

Mom works double shifts. I barely see her. “River, it's been five years! "You really think he’s still out there?”
asked Lylia, my best friend.

We stood behind the old, abandoned house. “This is the last place left to
search,”

I spoke. She frowned, then nodded. “Six o’clock,” I added.

At 5:50, I reached the trail. The broken house’s shadow loomed and sent a
chill down my spine. Lylia wasn’t there yet.

Suddenly, the air turned cold, and a purple fog rolled in. I turned to leave
but something invisible yanked me into the mist. A swirling portal formed
and BAM—

I blacked out....

“Where am I?” I woke up under a glowing purple sky! I was floating!
“River!” a hoarse voice whispered.

“Dad! Is it you? Where are you?”

Silence. The sky shimmered and I saw the moment Dad disappeared. He
walked towards a portal. My hands passed through him—Ilike I was a
ghost. The portal grabbed him with a blue mist wrapping around him. I
floated in the haze and understood what took him.

“Am I dreaming?” I asked. But what if I wasn’t? That thought rekindled my hope. I woke up clinging to the
images. If I find the blue mist, I'll find Dad. I drifted until the mist turned blue, and there he
was, floating in front of me.

“Dad!” I rushed to him. “Wake up! I never gave up—I love you, and I've missed you.”

His eyes fluttered open. I threw my arms around him, but he pushed me away, confusion clouding his
gaze.

“I'm sorry.” I don’t know who you are.” Tears rolled down my cheeks as I sat beside him, heartbroken.
Then, I began to sing the song he used to sing when I was down. “I'll walk in the rain by your

side...”

His head shifted slowly. “River?” “Dad!!” I cried, running back to him. He embraced me, and for that brief
moment, my heart felt whole again.

When I opened my eyes, we were back behind the house and walked home in silence, hand in hand.

Special memories hold great power. Never give up on your loved ones.

%




Amar Hoichoi, Amader Hoichoi
Yagnasenee Das

Durga Puja, two words that meant more to me than
the religious devotion to Ma Durga, but also the host
event for the most epic little kid girls vs. boys war.
From rejoicing over food carefully prepared by the
group of uncles in the kitchen, geared up to serve
delicious MVPs (most valuable plates), to soaking in
the beautiful displays the aunties spent countless days
crafting, sculpting, painting, and folding (anything
that screamed art), HoiChoi made possible for many
memorable events I still look back to this day. I was
also able to witness my little brother unleash a
dancing talent (one I tried harvesting, but it was not a
successful triumph) here at these events. These
cultural events brought me closer not only to Bengali
culture but also to many wonderful people: funny
friends, adorable kids, loving aunties, comical uncles,
and wise grandparents. I'm truly grateful to be part of
such a warm and caring community. Now, I'm not a
senior citizen (even if I sound like one reminiscing
about these memories), but I will be a senior in high
school, heading off to college next year. Now, as an
older kid, I see all the younger kids forming the same
girl vs. boy wars, the same fun I had, seeing them
through a mirror of the past. I'm beyond grateful for
the family I've made: true day ones from those pujas
where I spent with my friends; for the performances
where my “Benglish” — a blend of Bengali and
English — was given a special place; and for the
culture I could connect with, even though I'm
thousands of miles away from my roots. I'm ready for
more hoi choi at HoiChoi

Durga Puja to me
Aadrit Roy

We have 2 days of Durga Puja. It is fun. We all
dress up and always do 3 Puspanjalis in the
morning. I love to bang Ghonta sometimes. I
used to put rings on when I was 5 and now, I'm
8 and I don't like to put rings on! My mom
wanted me to wear dhuti but I begged her to
wear jeans. I made her promise SHE WILL
NEVER ASK ME TO WEAR DHUTI
AGAIN!!!!

We always love to play. We play tag at Durga
Puja. The girls chase us and we defend
ourselves. We love Durga Puja because we get
to play with our friends and eat a lot!!

The most funniest thing in the festival is we
don’t have to study from Friday after noon till
Sunday midnight because my mom and dad are
tooooo busy for Puja. I also help my mom for
decoration and annoy my mom because I ask
too many questions!!

15
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Dragon’s Den
Aaheli Roy

One beautiful day, I was bored and didn’t know what to do, so I went to my backyard. I was just watching
stuff on my phone, and then suddenly a portal opened up in my backyard. It wasn’t just a normal portal;
it was the “Dragon’s Den” portal. There was only a 2% chance that it could happen, and it just randomly
happened in my backyard, but it was very dangerous. You could end up in another dimension and stay
there forever, or you could get lucky and come back to the real world. Since I had nothing to do, I decided
to go in. As I was walking toward the portal, it kept getting smaller. So I started walking faster, and the
portal got smaller, even faster. I started running and ran in at the last second.

As I entered the magical portal, the portal to the real
world behind me closed. Around me, I saw purple, blue,
and black crystal trees with crystals dangling from them.
As I explored, I wondered whether dragons were real or
not. While I was walking, I got deeper, and after I went
like 10 minutes, I saw two broken wooden signs that said
“forest” and the other said “Dragon’s Den”. Both were
broken, so I didn’t know which way to go. So I decided
to go back, but when I turned around, I saw the forest
behind me was all dark and shadowy. So I decided to go
forward because I didn’t know which way to go. As I
was walking, I got bored again, so I chose to think about
dragons again. I snapped out of it after a while when it
got a little too dark and shadowy. I stopped walking and
looked around. I screamed, “HELLO? IS ANYBODY
HERE?!”. No one answered.

I looked for my phone to call someone to help but I realized I left it at home. That was when I
acknowledged I was lost... Suddenly, I heard a loud thundering growling in the distance. I panicked as it
got closer I started running backward, I knew I was done for.

As the growling got closer, I ran faster, then suddenly a green and blue colossal dragon appeared in front
of me, breathing purple fire. I was literally frozen, shocked, and also scared. I felt so many emotions that I
didn’t even know. The dragon started to speak some random language. I was so confused, and then he
cleared his fiery throat. After that, he blew not fire but a source of light; it lit up everything, and it wasn’t
dark and shadowy anymore.

The dragon lowered its back towards me. I thought it was going to charge at me, but it didn’t. Instead, it
looked like it was offering a ride. As I got onto his back, he came up from bending down and started
running. I was terrified!

GOING!?!?1?”. But he kept flying, and then he went in like a black hole. It was crazy!!! After a while, I saw
everything looked like Earth again. He flew to my backyard and circled over it until he reached the floor.
He dropped me on my trampoline and flew back into another portal. I learned not to go to random places
without my parents' supervision.

%
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My Durga Puja
Avnita Ghosh

Durga Puja is a special day to honor Durga
Thakur and to worship her.

I have been dancing and singing during Durga
Puja forever. The pleasure of performing and
having fun as I hear people whistling with
delight, however, is engraved in my memory.

I don’t sing and dance to get awards. I do it to
have fun, to see smiles on people’s faces. Even
with stage fright and anxiety, seeing those
smiles gives me the courage to move on. I'm
glad for this celebration, glad for this
experience. And I love doing it with other
people. I can remember all my songs I sang on
stage.

I even wrote a poem, to summarize Durga
Puja in my perspective.

Durga Puja is about celebrating,
Durga Puja is about fun,

Durga Puja brings joy,

To literally everyone.

Durga Puja is about honoring,
People we look upon,

It is full of dancing,

And singing lots of songs.

It's so we can see,

And most definitely hear,
The fun and excitement,
When joy is near.

Durga Puja is also,

About musical arts,

It makes me want to say,

I love Puja with all my heart.

When Durga Comes Home
Anushka Bhattacharijee

The drums are loud, the lights are bright
The city awakens in pure delight

With flowers fresh and colors gold

We welcome Durga, queen of bold

The stalls are full, the streets alive

The pandals buzz as crowds arrive

New clothes, bright smiles, and food to share
Joy and laughter fill the air

She rides her lion, strong and free
Driving monsters to hide and flee
Durga Puja is here again—

Let the love and joy begin!




In the Room with the Forgotten Photo
Divija Adhikary

The old clock ticked in the dusty attic

Sunlight streamed through a crack in the boarded window
A forgotten photograph lay face down on the trunk

The edges had softened with age.

The scent of dried lavender and mothballs hung in the air
Outside, the wind rustled the leaves of the ancient oak

A robin sang a cheerful melody

A stark contrast to the stillness in the room.

You remember the stories your grandfather used to tell,
Tales of adventure and great lands

A single tear traces down your cheek

As memories flood back.

The weight of years past

Settles on your shoulders

As you reach out with a trembling hand
Alayer of dust meets your fingers
Before the old photograph.

A silent question in your eyes,

While the attic seemed to hold its breath
Waiting. .. for an answer

That you know won’t come.

No matter how hard your heart aches.

A faint whisper echoed in the stillness
A ghost of a voice from a time long past.
The sunbeam shifted,

Casting long shadows across the floor
And the old clock continued to tick,

In the room with the forgotten photo.

23



My Summer Vacation in Kolkata
Aadit Dhar Tarafder

It was time again for my visit to Kolkata where I was going to meet my grandmas and my relatives. It was
also the place where my parents grew up. I was excited but also worried because it was such a long
journey. This time it was different because my dad was going to come 18 days later. The flight was 14 hours
to Dubai and half the time we slept. We waited at a lounge in the airport before taking our next flight to
Kolkata. Once we got to Kolkata we did immigration and then got our baggage. The journey was almost
over.

When I first walked out of the airport, I got many feelings at once. From smells and sounds to smiles and
frowns. During the ride to my Grandma'’s house, I felt carsick due to the honking and heat. Once we
reached I ate my lunch and just slept for as long as I could.

It took us almost a week to adjust to the time
change. We would be awake at night

so we'd just spend the night watching stuff or
reading. One day we went to a bookstore and I got
the Complete Calvin and Hobbes book collection. I
spent the time we were inside either playing video
games or reading and within a week finished all 4
books in the set. We visited old but popular
restaurants like Mocambo and Flurys. We also
hosted a party at Calcutta Rowing Club with my
grandma’s friends. We went to South City which is
a big mall for a day where we ate pizza in the food
court then went to the arcade. We also ate Momo
and Hilsa fish some days which are some of my
favorite foods. One thing that I didn’t like about my
vacation is that I couldn’t play soccer. Sometimes
when we're going somewhere I see boys playing
soccer on the road that was unusual in US.

We had a quick trip planned to go to New Delhi to visit my aunt. Unfortunately, Mimas couldn’t go as she
got sick the day before. Baba and I went all by ourselves for a day. Over there we visited two 2 historical
sites which were tombs from the mogul empire. It was a 2-day trip but it felt like 2 years because Mimas
wasn’t there.

At the time I'm writing this I will be leaving for US in 2 days. I will always remember this trip for the good
memories I've had. This trip was unique and different compared to the others so I will always think back to
this trip and never forget it.
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The Prophecy
Wriddhish Chatterjee’s

Once upon a time, there was a boy named Adam Bassit. 10 year
old Adam lived in Henrico, Virginia with his mom, dad, younger
sister Juila and a dashing Dachshund Marcus. Adam was out
and out an amphibian. He could handle extreme water
temperatures, could hold his breath for up to 25 minutes and
always felt like the water was calling him.

On a bright Monday morning, Adam woke up, brushed his
teeth, changed, and came downstairs for breakfast. On the
news, he saw that there would be flash floods in his area on
Wednesday. Right after, they went out for a stroll and they came
across a psychic. The sign said “Ellie’s Fortune Telling & Crystal
Orbs”. It was Julia’s turn to be told that she had rainbows and
unicorns in her future. Next it was Adam. He went inside the
tent. The psychic’s eyes suddenly rolled into the back of her
head. In an eerie tone, she said“The chosen one in my presence
will go on to stop the greatest threat the world has ever faced
since the dinosaur extinction with his unknown abilities”.

He was ABSOLUTELY SHOCKED! The psychic’s eyes rolled back.” Sorry honey, did I say something?

Adam wanted to keep it a secret. He thought his parents would worry about him. The news the next day
sounded grimmer,the forecast of flash floods had changed into heavy rain, tsunamis all over the world! This
could potentially end all of humanity! Thankfully, Julia was on her tablet watching Squirrel Force. Adam was
super scared of the world ending. He couldn’t believe what it would feel like to die. Everybody was preparing for
the end. Adam’s parents were worried as well. Marcus was barking uncontrollably. Suddenly, it started pouring
outside. Nobody had ever seen a darker and gloomier afternoon. The storm had started. The Bassit family said
grace for possibly the last time. Mom said that she was grateful for her job and her kids. Dad said the same
thing. Adam said that he was grateful for his home and family. Julia was grateful for Squirrel Force. Marcus
barked. Tomorrow the world will end. Mom, Dad, Adam, Julia, and Marcus all heard thunder rumbling. “Why
can't this end quickly?”, Adam thought. Suddenly the prophecy struck him. Adam will save the world from the
greatest threat the world has ever seen since the dinosaur extinction. Then he went outside. He yelled“STOP!”.
Nothing happened. Then he yelled at the top of his voice “STOP!!!!!!!I”. Then the world went quiet. A gentle
breeze. Bright as day. All the debris vanished and destruction was repaired. All who were injured were healed.
Everybody stared in awe as the sky became clear. Adam had saved the world. The prophecy came true.
Tomorrow on the news, everybody was in awe of Adam Bassit for saving the world. Adam was a Waterbender.
He passed this ability to his son and so on. His name would forever be etched in history.
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Flowers on a Field
Arushi Bhattacharijee

The morning breeze, the birds chirp, colors sway on the field,
Bees and butterflies go petal to petal for their breakfast,

Out the window, a beautiful sea of color awaits,

Bringing out the feeling of joy to everyone.

Petals, the beauty, the mane

Leaves, the chef, cooking the meals,

Stems, like a water bottle, refilling when in need
What do these all make up?

A flower!

It is spring, the time for flowers,

But a flower does not stand alone on a field,
A field is its home, but where is the family?
The other flowers, of course!

A field with one flower,

Is the same as a house with one person.

Summer time has arrived,

The flowers have enough warmth,

The question is, do they have enough water?

Flowers are just like you,

If there is no water they will wilt and die,

Just like you and me

Summer is when many of a flowers’ siblings may wilt
The remaining are in for a surprise.

Autumn is here, bringing cold to all,
Opposite to summer, warmth in need
Many plants gone,

Flowers won’t make it either
Following autumn is winter

Nothing will survive then

Ablizzard is raging, winter is here
Flowers are gone

They have shriveled up,

Lost the joyful color,

And died off.

But in the following season,
They shall revive,

And live once again.

Flowers on a field blowing and swaying
Every flower at home, with their family,
Cheering by blossoming new and bright colors

Bringing joy and happiness all again.

Now you have heard the life of a flower

And its home, the field.
Now watch it start all over again.

A morning breeze, the birds chirp, color sways on the field,

Bees and butterflies go petal to petal for their breakfast,

Out the window, a beautiful sea of color awaits,

Bringing out the feeling of joy to everyone.




Learning to Let Go
Arnisha De

I used to think I could hold onto everything,
every friend, every moment, every word.
Like if I gripped it tight enough,

it wouldn't slip away.

But you can’t hold the ocean in your hands.
You can't stop time with a clenched fist.

I thought I had control.

But the more I held, the more it slipped,
like sand, like water, like air.

And I'm left with nothing but empty palms
and the reminder of what was never there.

We're taught to fight for what we want,
but nobody tells you
what to do when the battle’s not yours anymore,

when the people you love
outgrow you,

when the dreams you chased
turn to dust,

when everything you've clung to
begins to rust.

Like autumn letting go of the leaves,
like the tide pulling back to make space,
letting go isn't loss,

it's freedom.

It’s clearing the clutter

and realizing what’s meant for you

will find its place,

even if you have to step aside

and give it a little space.

I used to drown in the “what ifs,”
the could-haves, the should-haves.
But there’s no room for the future

if you're living in the past.

So I learned to let go,

not in defeat, but in release,
because sometimes,

you have to let go of the noise

to find the silence that brings peace.
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Thank You

For being Part of Our Journey

Are you thinking about

buying or selling your home?

don't wait Call me for free consultation
I can you help you with:

= FHA, CHFA,VA LOAN
® Down payment assistance Program

AFJUWER HOSSAIN B No doc and zero down payment

REALTOR ® Halal Mortgage
O Ask me about free money ..@
£ P

Licence for Residential and Commercial Real Estate

Xecutive
Real Estate
17 School Street, Glastonbury, CT 06033

Cell: 860-992-4979 ; C
Email: anowerr@gmail.com; CT




Thank You

For being Part of Our Journey

James Knurek
REALTOR" - TOP PRODUCER

Kndrek

T E A M e—
AT COLDWELL BANKER REALTY

Cell: 860.214.6453 COLDWELL
james.knurek@gmail.com BANKER
www.knurekteam.com Y

Lists Or Sells A Home Every 3 Days

q
L

“Knurek Has The Knack”

BOMBAY,

INDIAN, PERSIAN & NEPALESE CUISINE

- 450 South Main Street * West Hartford » 860.561.3000
www.bombayolive.com —————
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“Your children are not your children.

They are the sons and daughters of Life’s longing for itself.
They come through you but not from you,

And though they are with you yet they belong not to you.
You may give them your love but not your thoughts,

For they have their own thoughts.

You may house their bodies but not their souls,

For their souls dwell in the house of

tomorrow, which you cannot visit, not

even in your dreams.

You may strive to be like them, but seek

not to make them like you.”




Human Connection in the age of Al
Anirban Tarafdar

Prasun studied engineering in a college in Kolkata, having come from a Bengali-medium school in rural
Bengal. There, he met Ritika, an arts student from the city. Their friendship blossomed into a close bond.
After graduation, Prasun joined a large engineering firm, often struggling with written English. Ritika
often helped him proofread his resumes and job application letters. A year later, Ritika began a job that
required travel in and around Kolkata, but she lacked a sense of roads. Prasun, familiar with the city’s
streets, gladly helped her with all her queries.

Their connection deepened over time, and
they eventually married. From calls made
from public telephone booths to landline in
college days to Nokia phones during early
days of careers, they now use smartphones
and smart assistants. In their duplex home,
with two kids and demanding jobs, they no
longer rely on each other for proofreading or
directions. Their conversations now revolve
around EMI, grocery list, weekend plans, and
parenting. Their aging parents live far away
and they only visit them during school
holidays. The only way they communicate
with parents is through video calls and mostly
discussing about their deteriorating health.
One quiet Sunday, the kids were away for some school activities, Prasun and Ritika finished lunch and
went about their tasks—Prasun drafting an email to his company’s VP, Ritika planning her weekly work
travel schedule. Suddenly, Prasun received a call from a long lost college friend. After chatting, he handed
the phone to Ritika who was upstairs and returned to his email. But nostalgia crept in—memories of
college, early career struggles, and Ritika’s support during his early career days. Ritika, too, felt wistful
after the call. She noticed her phone’s map was zoomed to a coffee shop they used to visit frequently for
special occasions—a step up from their college canteen.

Unable to focus, Prasun shut his laptop and asked Ritika if she’d like to go out for coffee. She agreed. As he
drove, Ritika noticed they were heading to that same old coffee shop. Though renovated, the place sparked
memories. Over coffee, they reminisced—laughing, mostly complaining, and reflecting. Prasun joked
about Ritika’s strict proofreading, while Ritika teased him for never letting her explore Kolkata freely. A
brief argument was softened by their maturity. They also spoke about their parents and their children’s
quirks.

They went back home; the kids returned shortly after. At dinner, the usual chatter resumed. Prasun and
Ritika exchanged a quiet glance. Their thoughts drifted—Prasun remembered his father’s insistence on
visiting relatives during Durga Pujo to preserve human connections. Ritika recalled her parents” kindness
to apartment staff, teaching her to respect everyone.

In that moment, they realized how much they missed the warmth of old interactions. Technology had
streamlined their lives but also distanced them from each other. Monday would bring routine again, but
they felt a renewed need to nurture human connection.
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Dancing with Dilemma
A Personal Journey Through Sobriety, Contentment, and the Occasional Escape
Aritra Chatterjee

I often find myself wondering—really wondering—
about the things that bring me peace. Not the loud,
celebratory kind of happiness, but the quiet, grounding
kind that comes when I'm sober and still. It’s in those
moments of clarity that I feel most content. And yet,
I've wrestled with a question that doesn’t have an easy
answer: is this contentment stronger than the pull of
indulgence?

There’s an unspoken law that abstinence is noble, that
it leads to happiness. But what if, for some of us,
happiness lies in the chaos, in the rebellion, in the
occasional escape from the rules we set for ourselves? If
that’s the case, then maybe I'm not like the rest. Maybe
I'm a little more bohemian in spirit—someone who
finds joy in the unconventional, who questions the very
definition of sobriety and who it’s meant to serve.

I've stood at the crossroads of routine and rebellion
more times than I can count. I remember staring at my
gym from the street below, torn between another day of
discipline or a spontaneous shopping spree, or maybe a
night out that ends with a heavy head and a light

wallet. These aren’t just whims—they’re moments of reckoning. And oddly enough, it’s often after a
night of indulgence that I find the deepest clarity. The hangover becomes a mirror, reflecting truths I
might otherwise ignore.

I know I have more than many. I know I should be grateful. And I am. But gratitude doesn’t always
silence the urge to break free. Sometimes, I crave the thrill of defying monotony, of doing something just
because it feels good in the moment. And yet, I've learned that these escapes are fleeting. They don’t
define me. They don’t sustain me.

What does sustain me is the practice of reflection. The quiet moments when I stop thinking and start
doing—when I channel my realizations into action. I've come to accept that I don’t need to justify my
journey to anyone. I'm not committing a crime by choosing joy, even if it doesn’t always look like what
others expect. I've made peace with my dilemmas. I've learned to listen to myself, to honor the parts of
me that crave structure and the parts that long for freedom.

So here I am, signing off with a smile. Not because I've figured it all out, but because I've embraced the
process. I've chosen to live with intention, to find balance between sobriety and spontaneity, and to keep
growing—one realization at a time.
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