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Editorial  *******     
Dear Lipika readers, 

Fall is here , the white clouds sailing on a clear  blue sky announce joyfully. Temperature is dipping down, sunshine pours 
clear, golden honey, and soon, the colours of the leaves will be enchanting.  We are proud to present once more our Lipika, 
filled with a variety of attractive offerings for your enjoyment.  English and Bengali poems, scholarly articles, short stories, light 
compositions, travelogues, paintings and photos, from both adults and children, provide you with a real smorgasbord.  We are 

for Lipika this year, like the last few years. I hope we will continue to publish Lipika for many years to come, and to enrich our 
cultural experience in Ottawa. 

True to our tradition, we are ready to worship Ma Durga with other Deshantari members, and celebrate the glory of this unique 
emblem of United Spiritual Strength.  At the same time, we keep in our mind that Ma Durga, to Bengali people, represents a 
married daughter who leaves her mountain abode behind every year, and visits her parents, accompanied by her children and 
all their animal carriers, only for three days.  She is a beloved, close family member, not merely an all-powerful deity.   

My best wishes to all of you on Durga Puja. May Ma Durga remove all darkness from our lives and guide us towards the path 
of auspicious, eternal light.  

Jharna Chatterjee, Editor, Lipika 

Note 1: Opinions published in Lipika, a community magazine, belong to the writers. The Lipika team is not responsible for 
those in any way.   

Note 2: "We try to do our best within a short period of time, with many other limitations - any errors or inadequacies are 
unintentional." 
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A Villa in Ranigunje 

Subhalakshmi Basu Ray 

 

 

 

I grew up straddling two worlds, within the walled seclusion of my childhood home, Desswood Villa. Built 

around the turn of the 20th century, for British officers of Burn and Co, and their memsahibs, it was a 

sprawling bungalow with cool, darkened rooms, high ceilings and exquisitely wrought, ceramic floor tiles. A 

deep verandah ran right around the house, keeping out the heat and dust of the plains of Bengal. An ornate 

fireplace with a black, Italian marble mantlepiece, dominated the drawing room, as it used to be known in 

those days. Never used, it nonetheless, stood as a reminder of the world beyond. Way beyond the walls of 

the villa. Way, way beyond the seas, that washed the shores, of the land of my birth.  

My mother was a keen gardener. Cornflowers, larkspurs and petunias grew in riotous profusion in her winter 

garden. Along the front wall, beside the imposing front gate, were two cherry trees, planted by some 

homesick memsahib. Not only did they survive the harsh Indian summers and incessant monsoon rain, but 

for one brief, enchanted period of time in Dec/ Jan, they shed their leaves and were covered with frothy 

blossoms! 

My family was the first Indian occupants of Desswood Villa. This was post- Independence and my 

indomitable, high spirited mother was determined to give the house an Indian makeover! Rajasthani 

miniature paintings hung on the walls of the drawing room. Ivory figurines of Hindu gods and goddesses 

adorned the mantlepiece. (Those were the days, when elephants were poached recklessly for their tusks.)  

The memsahib’s dressing room, adjoining the master suite, was turned into a “Pujar Ghar”. Ma planted 

jasmine, gardenia, oleander and frangipani in the garden, along with night jasmine (sheuli) and land lotus 

(sthal padma) by the gate. A leafy Rangoon Creeper (malati lata) grew by the stone steps of the verandah. 

Come summer, it was festooned with variegated blooms of pink and white. There were flowers in the garden 

all through the year. I was always able to take an offering of fresh flowers for the nuns in school, on their 

feast days. 

All the bungalows in the compound had names: “The Nest”, “Gables”, “Bellevue”, “The Rectory” (must have 

belonged to the local Anglican church before it was acquired by the company), and of course, “Desswood 

Villa”. The grandest of them was “Lal Kothi”, designated for the General Manager. With tennis courts, a 

large garden and stables which were converted to garages, it was set well off the main road.  

 

5



Most of the bungalows had resident ghosts! A wispy, shadowy woman in white, wandered through the 

guava grove in the Rectory. Belle Vue, allegedly, had a ghostly Great Dane keeping watch, on moonless 

nights. The avenue of wood apples (Bel) that led to “Lal Kothi” from its gate, sheltered multiple other worldly 

beings! Bel trees are apparently much favoured in the spirit world! Desswood Villa had a resident ghost as 

well: a holy man in flowing robes and shod with wooden clogs. How and why he took up residence in 

Desswood Villa, remains a mystery! But there he was, seen by a few and heard by many, a benign 

presence, not really in any one’s way!  

Both my parents were avid readers. Though it was Ma who did most of the parenting and all the disciplining, 

it was our father, gentle, reclusive, scholarly Baba, who made sure our intellectual needs were met. Our 

library included ten volumes of Arthur Mee’s Children Encyclopaedia, an anthology of Upendra Kishore Ray 

Choudhuri, monthly subscription to “Sandesh”, abridged versions of English classics and a beautifully 

illustrated “The Tales from Shakespeare” by Charles and Mary Lamb, which perhaps sparked my abiding 

interest in English Literature. Growing up in an industrial town, I hardly felt restricted, with enough books to 

free my mind and fire my imagination! 

The passage of the seasons was dramatic in Desswood Villa. Summers meant Gul Mohar trees ablaze 

with coral bursts of flowers, early morning school and long afternoons exploring the shady depths of the 

fruit trees at the back of the house. 

The monsoons were the least favoured of the seasons for me, bringing with it months of limp school 

uniforms and squelching keds on gym days. Nonetheless, I looked forward to the Jhhulan Yatra festival 

held in the month of Shravan, at the Searsole Rajbari. A far less illustrious branch of the Bardhaman Raj 

family, they lived in a fairly large estate on the outskirts of Ranigunje, with a fenced in English park, a 

pretentious main gate emblazoned with the family crest and a rajbari built on three sides of a modest formal 

garden. For the festival, the family idols of Radha and Krishna, resplendent in brocades and jewels, were 

placed in a flower bedecked swing, in a leafy bower lit by myriad oil lamps. The royal ladies mingled with 

the guests, dressed in gauzy kotas and gossamer fine organzas, demurely veiled, with diamonds gleaming 

on royal noses and earlobes!  The gentlemen were portly and perfectly unremarkable in western attire!  

After months of sullen skies and sodden fields, we would wake up one morning to warm sunshine, a 

freshness in the air, a shower of sheuli by the gate and the sthal padma heavy with buds. About two weeks 

before the start of the Durga Puja holidays, we would return home from school one afternoon, to find Ali the 

tailor, on a mat in the front verandah, whirring away on Ma’s Usha sewing machine! He would arrive on the 

passenger train from Asansol every morning, bespectacled and bent with age, stitching everything from 

school uniforms to party clothes. 

We had ten days off from school for the Pujas and we usually drove to Kolkata, to spend them with extended 

family. On the times that we did not, we went to the Durgotsav at the Ram Krishna Mission in Asansol, 

dressed always in new clothes but shod in old hawai chappals. (“You don’t want to lose your new shoes, 

do you?!”, I was reminded.) I loved the aratis at the mission but was ill at ease with the crowds. I much 

preferred Lakshmi Puja, which was celebrated in the peace and sanctity of our pujar ghar. 

In preparation, Ma would have the servants scrub the white tiled pantry from top to bottom and scour the 

brass pots and pans to a burnished sheen. She prepared the “Bhog” herself: dalda fried “loochies”, “begun 

bhhaja’, “chholar daal”, “mohan bhog” and “payesh”. My brother and I were charged with making Lakshmi’s 

footprints with rice paste, which kept us busy for better part of the day, as there were multiple doors to deal 

with! Ma did the alpana in the sanctum sanctorum.  

Sometimes our grandparents visited us from Kolkata, accompanied by an ancient grand aunt, our “Pishi 

Thakuma”. Tall, fair, with shorn hair and always dressed in pristine white, she created the most exquisite 

alpanas. Starting with concentric circles, drawn using a piece of chalk and some string, she meticulously 

filled the spaces with leaves and flowers, shells and paisleys and other traditional motifs, while my brother 

and I watched with wide eyed wonder! 
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I did not turn to look back, as we drove out of the gate for the last time. I was almost fifteen and impatient 

to embrace the world that lay beyond the walls of my childhood home. I did not know it then, but Desswood 

Villa has had a hold on me, even after all these years. Even today, it appears to me in my dreams. Someday, 

I have promised myself, I will go back, if it is still standing. Is it………  

 

 

Female Divinity in Hinduism 

Sourendra K. Banerjee 

 

 

The concept of female Divinity developed over centuries in inter-textual Scriptures. The epithet Mahadevi (1st a as 

in tall, 2nd as in father) or simply Devi as the Supreme Being is synonymous with the term ‘Mother’. As pure 

consciousness She is primordial matrix or the great womb in which potentiality thrives at the dawn of creation. This 

idea of an abstract medium in which creation gestates incorporates the concepts of Prakriti, Shakti and Maya (both 

a as in father) which have been thriving in India over a long time. Prakriti as the material principle in cosmogony is 

found in Samkhya Karika as well as in ancient Jain and Buddhist texts. Prakriti may be conceived as a 

multidimensional field (neither existence, nor non- existence) where subtlest (really transcendent) ‘guna’ or units of 

created beings (Sentient or not) constantly move. However Prakriti is subservient to Purusha(s). Yogasutra talks 

about the ‘chief purusha’ which later becomes Isvar or Saguna Brahma(n). Purusa or Isvar is the efficient cause of 

creation. In some texts Isvar provides the seeds to Prakriti which becomes ‘Visva garva’ (Womb that gestates the 

Cosmos). 

Prakriti as a creative principle is comparable to Shakti. Rigved (3.5) uses the word ‘Bal’ many times: “the great divine 

might of all gods is unique”. Later Scriptures extend this ‘might’ as Kundalini (coiled) Shakti in all human beings. The 

femininity of this Shakti becomes explicit in Vedic goddesses and in Tantrik and Puranic literature. All Hindu Schools 

accept Shakti as a Cosmogonic principle. Radhakrisnan says that the Ultimate Principle Brahman (both a as in tall) 

carries pluralities and contraries within Itself and the Universe is the manifestation (Bibhuti) of its Shakti (power, 

energy, potency). Certain Puranas (like Markandeya) go so far as to suggest that Shakti is Brahman. Thus 

Supranormal Brahma-Shakti is simultaneously the provider of seeds of creation as well as the womb for gestating. 

Some schools in Hinduism would suggest that the phenomenal universe is Maya (both a as in father) or a mere 

appearance. The cosmos is a stage where Mahamaya (the Devi) shows a shadow playing performance. She is the 

‘Aghatan Ghatan Patiyasi’, the One Whose ‘Lila’ (play) creates ‘make believe’ in ‘happenings’ out of ‘non-

happenings’. They think Brahman is the exclusive reality. They interpret Maya as meaning non-being (Ma is ‘not’ and 

Ayam is ‘this/this entity). Many others would interpret ‘Ma’ to mean to measure, therefore the universe of beings 

in a contingent reality, depending entirely on Brahma Shakti. 

However all Theistic Schools will agree that reliance entirely on mundane reality or materialism is an intrinsic 

ignorance (Avidya). The Mother Mahamaya causes this but Her Grace will bestow Bodhi (insight) or ultimate 

realization of the Truth. Both Svetasvatar Upanisad (4.10) and Gita (7.14) state so. Devishakti is the foundation of all 

experiences and incorporates the essence of Prakriti and Maya. These are considered conceptually and 

grammatically female. 

In Vedas multiple goddesses appear as cosmogonic principles. Apa (water) is the primordial unmanifest foundation. 

She is revered as Amrita or elixir of immortality. Ambrosia (as water in rosta/food) is the essence of food. Water and 
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food make a being. Water as ‘ocean of consciousness’ is like the Mother’s womb. Here all gods gather at the dawn 

of creation. (R.V10.17.10: Apa asmamataaha etc, R.V.10.82.5: kang svigarvang Yatra  Deva etc.). Purusa Sukta says 

that Divine breathing (spanda) in water initiated the creative process. We may note Apa is feminine but salil is neutral 

and Samudra is male. R.V. 10.63.2 describes another goddess Aditi (the unbounded) as well as earth. Aditi is the 

mother as well as the father of beings. Viraj is another female goddess. R.V 10.90.5 says Viraj and the Purus (the 

archetypal Man) create each other (Tasmadvirara jayata virajo Adhi Purusah etc.) We note that in these goddesses, 

gender identities are loosened. Androgynous and hermaphrodite concepts (as in Biblical Adam the first man who 

creates Eve) are undercurrent. Vedas also describe Viraj as a rhythmic metre (Sound vibration, Spanda). She 

resembles Vac Devi (Sarasvati) or ‘Shabda Brahman’ 

In ‘Mahabharatas’ we find water along with other ‘mahabhutas’ of samkhya as the material cause of evolution 

(Parinam). Gita describes ‘Bhagaban’ as the ultimate Divine Being equated to Brahman and Prakriti as His second 

nature. Different Puranas elaborate on the functions of Shakti. She is attributed different names. Vaishnava 

literatures call Her Lakshmi. Bhagavat Puran describes Narayan (Brahman) asleep in the ocean of consciousness upon 

Sesa or Ananta (coiled serpent). He preserves His Brahma Shakti in the potentiality of Time (Kal; a as in father). This 

Shakti emerges out of His navel as Brahma (last a as in father) as a Lotus (Padma – rhythmic vibration). Eventually 

three worlds came to be. The Purans weave many ancient tales of gramdevis (local goddesses) within the Vedic and 

Tantrik frames. 

Tantrik Scriptures stress more on the female roles of the Divinity. Markandeya Puran is one such important Puran. 

Devi Mahatmya (also called Sapta Sati and better known as Chandi) is a part of this Puran. This text raises the Devi 

to the highest reality – Brahman. Devi is indescribable but for human comprehension.  She is called variously as 

Maha Maya, Mula Prakriti, Maha Shakti, etc. She is eternal but incarnates with different names for different 

purposes. She pervades the whole Cosmos. She dwells in every being. As Brahman the Mother is both Nirguna (an 

appropriate transliteration is ‘inactive’) as well as the active potency. She is the source and finality of all that were, 

that are or ever will be. As ‘Shabda Brahman’ She is also the principle of activation. She is the Supreme and only 

Reality.  

It may be noted before conclusion that the title of this article is somewhat of a misnomer. Even graspable entities 

like light or sound cannot be given a gender identity or be quantified. The concept of Divinity is transcendent, 

intangible and abstract. Mundane categorization by number or gender only delimits the Divinity. Various Scriptural 

male or female names are for introducing the abstract concepts. The Vedic statement “Truth is one, scholars use 

multiplicity of names” should guide us in our study. 

Om Tat Sat 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

8



Bhimbetka – A Prehistoric Wonder 

Subhash C. Biswas 

 

 

 

    The sounds of time travelling 

     In its endless course, 

    Can you hear them? 

    Its Chariot rolls for ever and ever 

    Raising heartbeats deep in the galaxies; 

    Cries of the stars pierce 

     The heart of darkness, 

    Darkness crushed by its wheels. 

                                      From The Last Poem by Rabindranath Tagore (translated). 

Time travels eternally; but history can hardly boast of recording only an insignificant part of it. The early 

history of mankind remains mostly blurred for lack of valid evidence. Prehistoric man lived and flourished 

in various places of the world, India being one of them. In central India there is one such place called 

Bhimbetka in the foothills of the Vindhya Range in the province of Madhya Pradesh. Set in a natural 

environment, Bhimbetka is a rare, one of the most ancient prehistoric sites; it is a microcosm still in its 

pristine state, which encapsulates evolution of mankind from the Prehistoric to the Historical Period. Nature 

here is holding very dearly an invaluable evidence of continuing evolution of human life and culture, 

undisturbed and naturally protected. The archaeological finds of Bhimbetka that span from the Old Stone 

Age (Paleolithic Period) through the Middle Stone Age (Mesolithic Period) to the Early Bronze Age 

(Chalcolithic Period) are so amazing and revealing that history needs to be rewritten with the new facts. 

Nested in a forest (now called Ratapani Wild Life Sanctuary), Bhimbetka, except for changes due to forces 

of nature and for archaeological excavations, has remained amazingly unaltered and continues to retain its 

geomorphological character and eco-system. Year after year for thousands of years this microcosm has 

been a repository of rock shelters that preserve continuing traditions of human creativity manifested in rock 

paintings and other artifacts. 

Bhimbetka was first referred to as Bhimbet by W. Kincaid, a British Official, in one of his papers in 1888 as 

a Buddhist site on the shore of Bhojpur Lake. The hilly area here was known as Bhimbet hills where Raja 

Bhoj, King of Bhojpur, used to visit the Buddhist caves. Since then it remained in obscurity for many years 

until 1958 when V. S. Wakankar, an archaeologist from Vikram University, Ujjain, discovered the rich 

heritage of prehistoric rock paintings in this site. His discovery too, however sensational it might have been, 

remained neglected until 1971 when the first archaeological excavation was initiated by K. D. Bajpai and 

S. K. Pandey of H. S. Gaur University, Sagar. In the following year Wakankar and later Y. Mathpal carried 

out further extensive archaeological survey of the region and uncovered over 750 cave shelters and 

developed a basic reference system for classifying them. A huge treasure of Stone Age cultural remains 

from about 30000 years ago was brought to light. Extensive archaeological studies and excavations of this 

region by numerous archaeologists and other scholars ensued from this finding. 
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Cave Painting - Bhimbetka 

Today Bhimbetka has become an UNESCO World Heritage site for this archaeological treasure that has 

monumental importance in the history of human race. People from all over the world come to see its cave 

dwellings and rock paintings. Bhimbetka is situated about 45 km from the capital city Bhopal and is linked 

with it by Bhopal – Hoshangabad National Highway No. 69. Bhopal is connected with the major cities of 

India like Delhi, Mumbai, Indore and Kolkata by air and other means of transportation. Best time to visit this 

region is from October to March. We visited Bhimbetka in the month of January, 2017. We rented a car at 

Bhopal and drove to Bhimbetka. On the way we stopped at Bhojpur where we took the opportunity to visit 

the famous Bhojeshwar Temple that is dedicated to Lord Shiva. This eleventh century incomplete temple 

has a magnificent, richly carved dome and houses an enormous Lingam. This Lingam is about 6 m in 

circumference and is carved out of a single stone. Built on a massive three-tiered sandstone platform, this 

is the largest monolithic Lingam in India. No one should miss this opportunity to visit Bhojeshwar Temple 

while travelling to Bhimbetka from Bhopal.  

Arriving at Bhimbetka visitors will be astounded by the captivating beauty of its densely forested hills and 

its cool, pleasant surroundings. The caves and shelters are spread here over an area of ten square 

kilometers. This area extends over seven hills – Bhimbetka and six more. On Bhimbetka alone, 

archaeologists have been able to identify and number 243 shelters grouped in six clusters A to F. One 

nearby hill, Lakha Juar, contains 153 shelters grouped in three clusters A to C and another, Bhonrawali, 

has 181 shelters in seven clusters A to G. 

The art works on the rock-walls were executed in various colours and styles. Archaeologists have identified 

at least twelve colour shades and as many styles. Among the colour shades, red and white are seen to 

have been used most often; green and yellow were used too though less frequently. These colours were 

made from locally available minerals such as soft red stone, manganese, hematite, and charcoal, plant 

extracts and animal fat. Bare, uneven rock surface in its natural state served as canvas for painting. Many 

of the painted surfaces were used several times by artists of later periods. It is a wonder how these colours 

survived through the harsh beatings of weather for thousands of years. The archaeological evidences 

suggest that there has been a continuous human settlement in these shelters from the Old Stone Age 

(Paleolithic Period) to the Early Bronze Age (Chalcolithic Period), which continued until as recently as the 

second century BCE. The scenes of the rock paintings depict many kinds of animals, hunting, dancing, war, 

burials, religious rites and house-hold activities. Among animals there are horses, boars, barasinghas 

(swamp deer), sambars, stags, goats, nilgais, deer, antelopes and many more. As many as 561 drawings 

of horses have been found in Bhimbetka, of which 510 are shown with their riders. Apart from these, there 

are human figures, mother and child, men carrying dead animals etc. Some religious symbols, deities like 

Ganesha and Shiva, tree gods, chariots are also seen. 

The tourist has to walk a considerably long distance of about one and a half kilometer on up and down 

slopes in the forest where majestically stand many tall, massive hills. Cave shelters of varying shapes and 

sizes can be seen on these hills. It may be tiring to walk up and down the hills, but it is amazingly rewarding 

and entirely satisfying and definitely worth the time and effort. Interest and intense curiosity will drive the 

tourist from cave to cave and make him wander in the remote past with fascinating imagination. Some of 
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the caves have intriguing shapes resembling animals like turtle, dinosaur, lion etc. One of them appears 

like a gigantic cobra with its hood soaring high up in the sky. 

Of all the caves one stands out as the most spectacular. It has been called Auditorium Cave by V. S. 

Wakankar. Thirty-nine meters long, four meters wide and seventeen meters high, this cave is identified as 

No. III F-24. It has four openings, two each on the east and west ends, and four branches that are aligned 

to the four cardinal directions. One of many remarkable features of this cave is the existence of cupules on 

the huge boulder on the western end. These cupules, according to some scholars, are regarded as the 

earliest manifestation of man’s creative tendency. Numerous paintings of various shades are noticed in this 

cave. They include both human and animal figures. Among animals there are deer, oxen, leopards, buffalos, 

antelopes, elephants, tigers, peacocks, etc.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Cave Paintings - Bhimbetka 

Another cave that needs mentioning is the one numbered as III C-50. It is 14 m long and 6.2 m wide and 

the height of its opening is 3.4 m. As it contains a large number of animal paintings, it has been justly 

dubbed as Zoo Rock by V. S. Wakankar. There are 453 figures in this shelter, of which as many as 252 are 

animals and only 90 humans. Most of the figures are drawn in profile and in different shades of white. There 

are horsemen holding long spears, swords and shields. They are accompanied by two drummers and a 

staff man. The foot soldiers are also noticeable; they have long hair and typical head dress and are armed 

with swords, shields and arrows. 

Bhimbetka is a unique experience, invaluable and unforgettable. It is a golden opportunity to witness the 

cultural landscape of human evolution through the rich profusion of paintings of its rock shelters that are 

still prevailing in pristine nature, undisturbed and unaltered. It is also remarkable that many elements of 

today’s cultural traditions of the tribal peoples such as Gonds, Pradhans and Korkus inhabiting the villages 

surrounding Bhimbetka resemble those of the rock paintings. 

For further reading: 

1. Wakankar, V.S. Bhimbetka – The Prehistoric Paradise, Prachya Pratibha, Vol. 3, pp 7 – 29, 1975.  

2. Mathpal, Y. Prehistoric Rock Paintings of Bhimbetka, Central India, Abhinav Publications, 1984. 

3. Misra, V.N. Bhimbetka, An Encyclopaedia of Indian Archaeology, Vol. 2, pp 69 – 73, 1989. 

4. Alam, Md. Shafiqul Paleolithic Industries of Bhimbetka, Central India: A Morphometric Study, Bangla Academy, Dhaka, 

2001. 

5. Wakankar, V.S. Painted Rock Shelters of India, Bhopal, Archaeology, Archives & Museums, Government of Madhya 

Pradesh, 2005. 

-----  XX  ----- 
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TRIVENI OF OUR BACKYARD IN OTTAWA (CANADA) & VARANASI 

(INDIA) 

Nirmal K. Sinha 

 

 

 

The word, Triveni (triune- or trinity-region) is not inconsequential to Hundu minds.   The name primarily 

springs up wide-ranging thoughts of Triveni Sangam (confluence in Sanskrit), the convergence of two major 

rivers of India, Ganga (Ganges) and Yamuna, and the present-day imaginary subterranean and legendary 

Rigvedic Saraswati River.  It is a place of religious importance near the city of Allahabad and identified 

readily to its association with the Kumbh Mela held every 12 years. 

The land around the Ganga-Yamuna sangam is flat.  The meeting area of the rivers is not readily visible 

unless you flying over it in a helicopter.  However, depending on the season and weather conditions, 

relatively muddy water of the Ganga can be distinguished from the clear blue water of deeper Yamuna.  In 

a similar yet different way, but because there is a vantage point for observation from a higher rocky level, 

the demarcation line between the main stream of the Gatineau River can be identified from that of the mixed 

waters of Ottawa and Rideau rivers in Ottawa, Canada (Fig. 1).  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 1. View from lookout-point on Rockcliff Parkway across Ottawa River showing the demarcation zone in the water; the bridge 

over the south-flowing Gatineau River and Gatineau hills in the north; Triveni Sangam of  Ottawa River, Rideau River and Gatineau 

River  is on the left (just after sunrise, 1 July, 2012) 

The junction of three rivers, Ottawa, Rideau and Gatineau (ORG), is the Triveni Sangam of Ottawa.  It’s in 

our backyard.  There is no easy access to the waters of the Triveni from the Ottawa side, except through 

the Ottawa New Edinburg Club (ONEC) sailing club house on the east of the look-out point.  It is easier, 

however, to go on the river from the Gatineau Point as can be seen in Fig. 1.   But Tiveni of Ottawa is 

unique.  Nobody can “walk” on the water at any sangam in the world, as we can do here at ORG.  For us 

living in Ottawa area, the capital region of Canada, winter months actually open up opportunities to “walk” 

in the ORG-sangam area.  During the winter months, one can walk on the ice as I did many times, provided 

you are wearing a floater suit, especially designed for such winter operations.  I used to love doing just that, 

wearing of course, the special floater suit.  While walking on the solid-water, I could feel close to Mother 

Nature and appreciate rare beauty of the confluence of north-to-south flowing Gatineau River, south-to-
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north flowing Rideau River and west-to-east flowing Ottawa River (heading towards Montreal to join St. 

Lawrence River).  The location is very close to Rideau Falls (Fig. 2) discharging the water of the north 

flowing Rideau River.  It is because of this falls, we have the Rideau Canal and the series of locks (UNESCO 

heritage site), built to allow boats to navigate from Ottawa River.  This ORG can be seen clearly during the 

winter when the trees have no leaves (Figure 3) from the ‘lookout point’ on the Rockcliff Parkway.  This 

road is an extension of the Sussex Drive to the east beyond two well-known residents: the Prime Minister 

and the Governor General of Canada.  In fact, by keeping an eye on the progression of ice formation in the 

rivers, it is possible to pin-point the location of our Triveni of Ottawa as illustrated in Figure 4. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 2. Winter beauty of the Rideau Falls discharging water of the north-flowing Rideau River to Ottawa River 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 3. View of snow and ice covered confluence of three rivers from the Rockcliff Lookout (45.4560N, -75.6899E) on Rockcliff 

Parkway in Ottawa, illustrating west-to-east flowing Ottawa River, south-to-north flowing Rideau River leading to Rideau Falls and 

north-to-south flowing Gatineau River 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 4. Triveni Sangam of Ottawa, Rideau  and Gatineau Rivers (ORG), revealed by the apex of parabolic ice sheet during the 

middle of winter (photo taken on 27Dec, 2013) 
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There are several tri-river junctions of minor religious importance for Hindus, other than Triveni at 

Allahabad, within the subcontinent of India.  But very rarely we hear about the confluence of Ganga, Varuna 

and Assi as a sangam at one of the oldest, but one of the most vibrant living cities of the world, the city of 

Benaras or Kashi.  The present-day name of Varanasi for Benaras is derived from the two primarily east-

flowing rivers - Varuna and Assi meeting Ganga.  The city is famous for more than 80 Ghats (stepped 

access to the river) lining the western shore of Ganga, between Assi Ghat in the south and Raj Ghat in the 

north.  Geophysically, Varanasi is unique in its shape and location on the north-flowing Ganga.  Here, 

Ganga is crescent-shaped like the waxing moon in the first quarter in Shukla Paksha.  The entire eastern-

shoreline and the land are in the flood-plain of Ganga.  No residential areas could be developments for 

thousands of years including the present. The spectacular view of the rising Sun (Surya) is unobstructed 

from any of the ghats for welcoming the source of life with Rigvedic mantras during dawn (Usha).  What a 

view, as Surya-deva embraces Usha-devi and brightens the land!!  No wonder, why the morning prayers 

welcoming the source of life on our Earth became an integral part of Hindu life.    

Taking a bath in Ganga is a must for all Hindu pilgrims visiting Benaras.  The city of Shiva is also known 

for silk brocades and Benarasi saris.  I love to walk from ghat to ghat in December when the pilgrims and 

the tourists shy away from near-freezing temperature of the Varanasi ghats.  Ganga dries up significantly 

to expose the steps of the ghats and the weavers of silk sarees take full advantage of the open spaces (Fig. 

5).  I also like to visit the shores of Ottawa River during the winters from December; the ice-fishermen along 

the river also take advantage of the downstream areas from ORG to set up huts on the ice for fishing.  But, 

one of my secrets of joy is the correspondence between the whole spectrum of colours, like the Benarasi 

saries, hidden within the snow and ice mass (Fig. 6). 

 

 

 

 

Figure 5. Silk sarees drying on the steps after dyeing and tinting (photos taken in December, 1996) - The wide ranging vibrant colours 

of silk saris spread out on the winter-ghats of Varanasi takes me to the inner beauties of white snow and colourless crystal-clear ice 

of the Triveni of Ottawa.  Who can guess that the snow cover on the ice sheet could look like the embroidered, silk brocades, intricately 

designed borders and bodies of the Benarasi silk saris?   How else can I describe the microstructure of snow layer on top of columnar-

grained ice I have seen through polarized light (Fig. 6)? 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 6. Microstructure of snow (top) and ice (bottom) of ice sheets at Triveni of Ottawa may provide a passage through the art world of famous 

silk brocades and Benarasi saris 
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The month of December is the season of quietest time in Varanasi.  Only the very brave locals go 

to the river for quick morning dips in the river.  Even during the day times, most of the ghats are 

relatively empty.  My favourite moments are, of course, those of my lonely child-hood memories 

as a refugee-child while sitting on the steps of the beautiful Shiva Temple (Fig. 7) adjacent to 

Manikarnika cremation ghat.   This is popularly known as the Matri-rin (meaning ‘mother’s debt’) 

mandir symbolizing that nobody can repay mother’s debt.  The builder of this temple dedicated it 

to his mother and declared that he was finally free from his obligation to his mother.  Soon, the structure 

sled and got submerged in Ganga.  Most of this temple is submerged during the monsoons, but rises as 

the flood-water recedes.  As the winter approaches, Ganga remains relatively full to cover the steps, 

providing superb views of the ghats.  However, the steps remain essentially empty in December including 

the most popular Dasaswamedh and Manikarnika ghats (Fig. 8). 

  

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 7. In December, the Matri-reen mandir and steps are out of the water, but lonely (left, 1996) whereas Harish Chandra 

cremation ghat takes new look through the young cricketers (right, 2003)  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 8. Varanasi Ghats - including Dasaswamedh and Manikarnika in December (1996) 

As always, Monsoon flood washes all of human-sins throughout the subcontinent of India, not unlike the 

spring thaw of melting snow and ice in Canada.  But probably nowhere this cleansing effect is as evident 

as in Varanasi.  This is primarily because of the easy access to the water front.  There is nothing in the 

world that compares Varanasi ghats when Ganga is full and the water sweeps the steps of all the ghats.  

The evening show of ‘Ganga Puja” at Dahsashwamedh ghat is spectacular. It also provides several evening 

jobs for the good-looking students of the Benaras Hindu University (BHU). As the water recedes during the 

spring and summer, the ugliness of the careless habits of the people of the land becomes evident.  There 

is no balance between the growth of industrialization and that of civic sense.  The breathless stench of the 
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river full of human waste is temporarily replaced by incense smoke during the Ganga Pujas, but the reality 

returns very quickly as soon as the smoke clears. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 9. View towards south from Shivala Ghat to Assi Ghat – while the dhobi washes soiled clothes, children share the highly 

polluted water with the water-buffalos (April 2012) 

 

 

 

 

 

Figure 9. View towards north from Shivala to several ghats of Varanasi and fisherwomen selling the fresh catch, most probably 

loaded with heavy metals (April 2012) 

As mentioned earlier, the name of Varanasi comes from the landmass between the rivers Varuna and Assi 

where they meet Ganga in the relatively short section where it changes the general west-to-east course 

and turns towards the north, like a crested moon.  These rivers were flowing long before the existence of 

Ottawa, Gatineau and Rideau rivers were curved out of the rocks in less than about 8000 years during the 

latter part of the deglaciation in North America.  Varanasi with rows of Ghats grew up slowly, over at least 

3,500 years, on the western shore of Ganga.  Almost 2500 years ago, on the outskirt of the city of Varanasi, 

an activist of the time for religious freedom, Siddharth, gave his famous sermon to a handful of his followers 

that heralded the beginning of Budhdhism.  His teachings were forgotten and the Ganga Puja remained 

active. 

As also mentioned earlier Triveni Sangam in Allahabad identifies the junction of three rivers, Ganga, 

Yamuna and Saraswati.  Saraswati probably existed at one time, but disappeared many years ago with no 

visible traces at the surface level.   Most probably it became a casualty of the global warming of the late 

Holocene Period.  But then, the rivers of Ottawa, Gatineau and Rideau did not exist when most of Canada 
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was under a thick ice cover.  These three rivers started their stronghold probably around 5,000 years ago 

when most of the ice cover melted away and the land, depressed under the ice load started to bounce back, 

called glacial rebound.  As for the river Assi, it also became a casualty of the present cycle of global warming 

and practically dried up eventually.   The depressed areas along Assi became a fertile land for dumping 

human waste, until it became a sorry trickle, a storm sewer.  The existence of this river is now witnessed 

only by the Assi Ghat and the name of a road.   Varuna has become a large drainage channel of raw sewer 

for the big city of Varanasi, dumping all the toxic and unprocessed sewage in Ganga.  Fortunately, the 

meeting point of Varuna is on the north end of the city, away from the major ghats between Raj Ghat in the 

north and Assi Ghat in the south.  Geophysics of the land is protecting the major ghats from the devastating 

effects of the dark grey-soupy Varuna with its dissolved and floating debris (as I have witnessed), but the 

affluent is travelling further beyond Varanasi.  On the other hand, Varanasi is receiving the toxic waters of 

Ganga flowing through Kanpur (ranked top for air pollution in 2018) and then Allahabad. Yamuna flowing 

through Delhi is also like Varuna.  It’s difficult to accept that I used to swim in these rivers, during my 

childhood, when the water used to be clear blue during the winters.  Today, the inhabitants of Delhi think 

that their drinking water comes from the tap and are not aware of the toxic characteristics of Yamuna, 

beyond any fashionable talk on climate change. 

Triveni of Ottawa is healthy and doing well.   Let’s us keep it that way.  A short afternoon drive can take you 

to this triveni any time of the year. 

( )   

 

 

 

       a smattering of knowledge.        
                 
                   
        ,          
               , 

               ? 
                ,  
   (?)        -      -

-    ?             
            

Truthiness                
          ,     

47



                 
            ! 

                   
          ,      

           anecdote    
                

               
                 
                  

 ! 

                  
           ,  -   

           -   
               

                
      your words against mine  !   ,    

     ---   !! 

 

Khajuraho  - Where Life, Love and Spirituality Mingle in Stones 

Subhash C. Biswas 

 

 

 

   What is nightly gloom to unenlightened soul 
   Shines wakeful day to his clear gaze; 
   What seems as shiny day for all beings 
   Is dark night of ignorance. 
   To the Introspective Sage it is the night 
   When he remains aloof from worldliness.” 

Bhagavad-Gita 
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Introductory Scenario 

The train arrives at Khajuraho in late afternoon; so the day’s program has to be entirely forgotten. The 

weather is not favorable either. Rain, fog and cold have made Khajuraho an abode of gloominess. The 

tourists are all disappointed. Khajuraho is a small town in Chhattarpur district in Madhya Pradesh. The 

locals say, it is very unusual to have even a cloudy day in winter here, not to mention rain. Hopefully, 

tomorrow will be a better day according to the forecast. 

The forecast comes true the following day; it is not as bad as yesterday. It is not something to be highly 

delighted about, but an overcast sky without rain may not deter anyone from making pleasure trips. 

Godadhar finds it fair enough to begin the tour. The hotel manager informs, the guide, Mr. Rajrishi Tripathi, 

is waiting in the lobby for his guests and the car is also ready with driver. Both Godadhar and Kamalika get 

in the car and proceed toward the temples. 

Of the original eighty-five temples, the twenty two that survive constitute as a group one of the world’s 

sculptural wonders. Architecturally too these temples surpass the beauty of most other temples of the 

period. Built during the period 950 to 1050 AD by multiple rulers, these temples are unique examples of 

Indo-Aryan architecture. They are known all over the world mostly for the exquisite beauty and abundance 

of their sculptures. The old-time travelers Al-Biruni and Ibn Battuta wrote about Khajuraho temples in their 

accounts. Al-Biruni, the Persian historian, accompanied Mahmud of Ghazni when the latter raided 

Khajuraho (Kalinjar as it was called then) in 1022 AD. Ibn Battuta visited India from 1335 to 1342 AD. In his 

chronicles, he mentioned about Khajuraho temples calling them Kajarra. He particularly noted that the 

temples contained idols that had been mutilated by the Moslems. Khajuraho temples were designed and 

built during the rule of the Chandella Rajputs. Being situated in an obscure village, the temples were out of 

sight and so were neglected for a while and thus fell victim to encroaching forests. During some Muslim 

dynasties, they were uncovered and some of the temples were desecrated. Then followed a long period of 

remaining unnoticed again and the temples sank into oblivion. They were rediscovered during the period 

of British Raj. In 1838, a British surveyor, Captain T. S. Burt, made a detour from his predestined route 

when his palanquin bearers spoke about the temples. He was thrilled discovering the temples and wrote 

“probably the finest aggregate number of temples congregated in one place to be met in all of India, and in 

an area within a stone’s throw of one another.” Years later, Alexander Cunningham visited Khajuraho and 

was astonished by the rich carving and the profusion of sculptures. In his report he grouped the temples 

into three distinct groups namely, Western, Eastern and Southern. The name of the village Khajuraho may 

have been derived from the Sanskrit word <Khajuravahaka>. Khajura means date palm and vahaka means 

bearer. There are other records that show that ancient Khajuraho was known as Khjurvatika meaning 

garden of date palms. 

Myths and legends make the popular background stories of most religious events and monuments in India. 

The Khajuraho temples are no exception. Rather, because of the unusual religious and sensuous subjects 

of these temples, the accompanying legends are more colorful than expected. As said before, Khajuraho 

temples were built by the Chandella dynasty. Chandellas were one of the Rajput clans that claim to have 

descended from the Moon. There is a fascinating legend behind the founding of this great dynasty. The 

legend goes that there was once a beautiful young woman named Hemavati for whom these famous 

temples were built. 

Hemavati was a daughter of the priest of Indrajit, the king of Kashi (Varanasi). She was exceptionally 

beautiful. One summer night she, out of some strange feeling, went to take bath in a nearby tank. Seeing 

a dazzling beauty swimming in water, the Moon God Chandrama descended on earth. Hemavati was 

seduced by Chandrama and the two spent the night in passionate union. Coming back to her senses at the 

break of the day, Hemavati became tormented by her misdeeds that would ruin her life. The thought of 
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concealing her disgrace from a censorious society consumed her. But the Moon God consoled her and 

prophesied that the offspring from this union would be a powerful king whose fame would spread all over 

the world. He would be called Chandravarman. As prophesied, the child Chandravarman was born; he was 

so brave and strong that at the age of sixteen he could kill tigers and lions with his bare hands. 

Chandravarman grew up to be a mighty king with a huge kingdom and built a fort that became famous and 

known as the fort of Kalinjara. He established his capital in Khajuraho that remained to be the capital of his 

successors too. Chandravarman is thus believed to be the progenitor of the Chandella dynasty. His 

deceased mother once paid him a visit in a dream; she implored him to build temples that would reveal, in 

addition to everyday themes, the passions that remain rooted in human mind. To fulfill his mother’s wishes, 

Chandravarman invoked the divine architect Vishwakarma to build eighty five such temples. Thus eighty 

five glorious temples rose up in Khajuraho with sculptures of unimaginable beauty making up a repertory 

of wonderful scenes. 

There are many variations of this story, which may suggest that these stories, though fascinating and 

romantic, are only imaginary tales fabricated to conceal the real origin of the clan and also to justify the 

profanity of some sculpted figures raising them to a level of sacredness. The actual history of Khajuraho 

may be quite different. The early history of the Chandellas is somewhat obscure. They were famous as 

kings of Jajakabhukti what is now known as Bundelkhand. The last of the Chandella kings, Parmardideva, 

ruled for thirty five years. In 1182, he was defeated by the mighty army of Prithviraj Chauhan and lost to 

him a big part of his territory. In 1202, he was totally defeated and executed by Qutubuddin Aibak and the 

Chandella kingdom fell to the grip of the Muslims. 

Visiting the Temples 

The car stops in front of the gate of a huge temple complex beautifully landscaped with an abundance of 

greenery and flowers, enclosed by a fence. The guide Rajrishi requests his visitors to follow him to a quiet 

secluded place where he talks of the essential facts about the Khajuraho temples.  

“Most of the twenty two surviving temples of Khajuraho,” Rajrishi begins, “were built by two of the Chandella 

rulers – Yashovarman and Dhanga. As you may know, the Muslim rulers frequently targeted Hindu temples 

for looting and destroying. Khajuraho did not escape from this vicious campaign. In 1495, for example, it 

became one of the main targets of Sikandar Lodi. But by God’s grace, its remoteness and isolation from 

big centers were boon in disguise; Khajuraho was saved from too many invasions and too much 

destruction.” 

“Usually there’re waterbodies near temples, are there any here?” Kamalika asks. 

“Yes, yes, there’re. Shib Sagar is one nearby, and then there’s also Khajur sagar and Khudar Nadi. There 

were more as the locals believe. Well, now coming back to the temples, there’re mainly two schools of 

Hinduism namely Shaivism and Vaishnavism, and then there’s Jainism. Of the twenty two temples, seven 

are dedicated to Shiva and his consorts, another seven are dedicated to Vishnu and his affinities and three 

to Jain Thirthankars. All these three different groups were constructed in the late tenth century and also 

were worshipped in the same time. This illustrates, as the scholars say, tolerance and respect among these 

religions.” 

“Sculptures on Khajuraho temples,” continues Rajrishi, “you’ll agree with me when you see them, are 

among the masterpieces of the medieval India. These sculptures have been classified broadly into five 

categories. The first one includes formal images of principal deities such as Vishnu, Shiva, Thirthankars, 

etc. The second one comprises Gods, Goddesses, Apsaras, Celestial Nymphs, etc. The third category 

consists of Mithunas that’s playful union of couples. This last category is one form of temple art for which 
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Khajuraho has been famous the world over. These images have a minor exposure on the temple walls. 

They may escape your notice unless you’re particularly looking for them. In the fourth category, various 

activities of daily life have been depicted. The fifth category comprises sculptures of animals like lions, 

tigers, elephants and other fabulous beasts.” 

“Are there images depicting mix of categories?” Godadhar asks. 

“Sure there’re; but these are the basic categories. So if there’re no more questions, let’s proceed to the 

temples. We’ll begin with the Western Group and after we’ll cover the rest.” 

“The way the images are categorized as you said, appears that the temples all have similar images,” 

remarks Kamalika. 

“Most visitors make similar comments but after they’ve visited them. If you look critically, you’ll discover 

some distinctive differences amidst sculptural harmony. Shall we proceed now?” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

North side of the Western Group of Temples 

The gate opens into a vast complex enclosing a cluster of temples. 

“It’s a magnificent view,” exclaims Godadhar. “Art, architecture and natural beauty have mingled together 

in this park. It not only pleases your eye, it also elevates your spirit.” 

“I’m simply speechless,” says Kamalika. 

Lakshmana Temple 

This is the earliest Vaishnava Temple that has all the Panchayatana (five-shrined) shrines still standing. It 

is well-preserved with all the principal elements like Aardha-mandapa (Entrance Porch), Mandapa (Front 

Hall), Mahamandapa (Great Hall), Antarala (Vestibule) and Garbhagriha (Sanctum) with an ambulatory. 

The Jagati (Platform) is also well-preserved with its moldings and friezes of battle scenes, hunting, 

procession of elephants, horses and soldiers and various other representations including scenes from daily 

life. The entire Temple wall is covered with ornately carved sculptures from the base to the crown. Apsaras 

are shown in dancing postures with offerings or playing musical instruments. 
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Lakshmana Temple with four subsidiary shrines 

Godadhar remains absorbed looking at the temple in total amazement. 

“What’re you thinking?” Kamalika asks. 

“Firstly, I’m looking at something outlandish. It seems humanly impossible, yet it’s human creation. All the 

temple walls are covered with an exceptional design conception, a profusion of sculptural art, sublime in 

expression manifesting mirth, devotion and graceful sinuosity. It’s a rare experience in my life. Every piece 

I look at is a masterpiece.” 

“Well said, your verbosity is fathomless,” says Kamalika glancing at Godadhar with a taunting smile. “And 

secondly?” 

“Secondly, let’s continue our tour.” 

Facing the entrance of the Temple, there is a shrine dedicated to goddess Brahmani, locally popular as 

Devi. The guide says, it was originally dedicated to Garuda. The Temple stands on a huge platform terrace 

rectangular in shape, on the four corner of which are placed the four other subsidiary shrines. These shrines 

are also decorated with ornately carved sculptures. The entrance gate, called Makara Torana (arch with 

sculptured crocodiles, a garland-like structure), leads into the Ardha-mandapa. The latter has pillars with 

relief of scrollwork and ceilings with miniature figures of nagas (snakes) and floral cusps. The doorway to 

the Sanctum has a central panel with sculptures of nine incarnations of Vishnu namely, Matsa (Fish), Kurma 

(Tortoise), Varaha (Boar), Narasingha (Man-lion), Vamana (Dwarf), Rama, Parashurama, Krishna and 

Balarama. The lintel is decorated with an image of Goddess Lakshmi flanked by Brahma and Vishnu and 

surmounted by friezes of nine planets. The Sanctum walls are also embellished with two rows of sculptures 

depicting many legends of Krishna. It enshrines an idol of Vishnu in Vaikuntha with three heads and four 

arms. It is interesting to note that the three heads are of three different creatures – a human head at the 

center flanked by one of a boar and one of a lion. Other sculptures in the interior of the Temple are also 

remarkable, especially a dancing Ganesha and those with expression of spiritual ecstasy. According to 

Archeological Society of India, this Temple was built between 930 and 950 AD during Yashovarman’s rule. 

Godadhar and Kamalika stroll on the terrace around the Temple. “This is a wonderful place,” says Kamalika. 

“The beautiful art mingles well with the beautiful nature around. The artistic essence and the exuberance 

of these sculptures have filled up my mind with ecstatic delight.” 

“You know Malika, these temples in Khajuraho have been adored by millions of visitors and worshippers 

over hundreds of years,” utters Godadhar looking thoughtfully at the temples. “They have also been invaded 
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and ravaged by foreign army, vandals and miscreants. Yet today they stand boldly and gracefully attracting 

millions more from far and wide. It amazes me.” 

Kamalika listens quietly and attentively and responds by a short utterance. “Let’s proceed to the next 

Temple.” 

Varaha Temple 

The guide Rajrishi leads his visitors to another temple relatively small but drawing a large crowd. Facing 

the huge Lakshmana Temple blissfully stands the awesome Temple of Varaha, the third incarnation of 

Vishnu. The Temple may appear simple and modest, but it enshrines a gigantic statue of Varaha that is 2.5 

m long and nearly 1.5 m high. Sculptured out of single, colossal sandstone, this statue is carved with 

numerous figures on its entire body depicting gods and goddesses of Hindu pantheon. One of these figures 

attracts most attention, which is the one on its snout. This figure is of Goddess Saraswati with veena (lyre) 

in her arms. 

“I’m curious to know how many figures there are on Varaha,” says Kamalika. 

“There’re a total of 674 deities on this body,” says Rajrishi. 

 “What that snake doing there, and those two footprints?” Kamalika asks pointing at the sculpture of a snake 

lying on the pedestal between the two front limbs of Varaha and a pair of feet near it. 

“That snake is Sheshnag (Vishnu’s Serpent) in a devotional posture safeguarding the feet of Prithvi, the 

Earth-goddess.” 

“Seems some kind of mythological story there behind them,” asks Kamalika eagerly. 

“Yes M’me, there’s a very interesting legend in Varaha Purana, you probably know,” Rajrishi responds. 

“You’ve certainly heard of the demon king Hiranyakashipu and his brother Hiranyaksha.” 

“Yes, everyone has heard about them.” Both Godadhar and Kamalika respond. 

“The story of Hiranyakashipu everyone knows but not of Hiranyaksha. Anyway, these two brothers were 

actually Jay and Vijay in their previous birth when they were great devotees and also gate keepers of Lord 

Vishnu. They were once cursed by Brahma’s son when the latter was not allowed to enter. So they were 

born as demons in their next life. Now, interestingly, Hiranyaksha happened to be a great devotee of Lord 

Brahma. So he prayed to Brahma and got a boon from him, by virtue of which no human, no Asura or even 

god would be able to kill him. Consequently, he became an extremely powerful, indomitable, and dangerous 

demon for the whole creation. So Vishnu was invoked by all gods to confront him and save the creation. 

For this, Vishnu had to reincarnate as an animal, a boar in this case, to be able to kill this demon. There 

was a fierce battle between them that lasted thousand years. Hiranyaksha took the Earth (Prithvi) away 

and hid it in the cosmic ocean. Varaha finally defeated and killed Hiranyaksha and rescued Earth on the 

top of his snout and restored it at its right place in the universe. Earth was devastated in this process and 

Sheshnag had a roll in preserving it.” 
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Kandariya Mahadeva Temple 

“So those feet are of Goddess Prithvi being preserved by Sheshnag, right?” Kamalika asks. 

“Yes, and it’s funny to note Vishnu as Varaha married Prithvi who is also known as Bhudevi.” 

“So that’s the story, very interesting,” says Kamalika. 

“The ceiling is flat, I notice,” remarks Godadhar. “It’s also beautifully carved with a lotus flower in relief, 

wonderful.” 

“When was this Temple built?” Godadhar asks. 

“It’s dated from 900 to 925. Now let’s move to the next one.” 

Matangeshwara Temple 

Close to Lakshmana Temple and directly opposite to Varaha Temple, stands another small temple called 

Matangeshwara Temple. Simplest among all Khajuraho temples and devoid of sculptural exuberance, this 

Temple is the holiest here. Its interior is remarkably simple without any sculptural ornamentation. 

“Its simplicity suggests it’s one of the earliest temples of Khajuraho,” says Rajrishi. “Probably was built 

between 900 and 925. But its best part is the Linga in the Sanctum. It’s a massive one, some 2.5 m in 

height and 1 m in diameter. And see there’s a priest, the Temple is still alive and worshipped by devotees. 

That makes it the holiest.” 

“You don’t get bemused with artistic glamour here and so can be fully devoted to God. That’s the idea, 

right?” remarks Godadhar. 

“You’re not amused either,” Kamalika chimes in. “Deprived of external entertainment, you feel compelled 

to look for spiritual one.” 
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“During Shivaratri festival,” Rajrishi continues, “thousands of pilgrims congregate in this shrine and a big 

fair becomes a point of attraction.” 

Kandariya Mahadeva Temple 

From the Lakshmana Temple area, Rajrishi leads his visitors to the next wonder of Khajuraho, Kandariya 

Mahadeva Temple. “Dedicated to Lord Shiva, this Temple is the most amazing among the Khajuraho 

temples,” Rajrishi says. “It’s also the largest and loftiest. It stands on a plinth of 31 m in length and 20 m in 

width. According to many scholars, Kandariya Mahadeva Temple is one of the architectural wonders of 

India. Originally, this Temple like Lakshmana Temple was of Panchayatana (having all five shrines) type, 

but the four subsidiary shrines, supposed to be on the four corners of the terrace, are non-existent now. 

Even without these subsidiary shrines, you’ll agree with me I’m sure, this grand Temple bewilders the 

visitors by its immensity and graceful features.” 

The towering superstructure has an extra-ordinary composition of intricately ornamented shikharas 

(towers). The main central shikhara is surrounded by an ascending series of eighty four smaller replicas of 

itself, which produces a graceful harmony and rhythm in the structural design. Like a full-fledged temple, 

Kandariya Mahadeva Temple has all the six essential parts – Entrance Portico, Mandapa, Mahamandapa, 

Antarala, Sanctum and Ambulatory. Each of these parts has its own roof designed as a towering peak 

embellished with sculptures. This grand superstructure represents, the guide says, the Mount Kailash of 

the Himalayas, the mythical abode of Lord Shiva. The platform of this Temple is also unique among all 

Khajuraho temples. It has the loftiest basement with horizontal bands intricately carved. They include 

processional friezes teaming with horses, elephants, warriors, acrobats, hunters, devotees, dancers, 

musicians and also some unabashedly sensuous scenes. The beauty of these vibrantly alive arrays of 

sculptural art allures the visitors who remain spell-bound with the immensity and gorgeousness of what 

they witness.  

Looking at the enormous wealth of carvings and profusion of sculptures, Godadhar says, “I wonder how 

many hundred figures have been carved on this Temple.” 

“There’re nearly nine hundreds of them, Sir,” responds Rajrishi. 

“Shall we go inside?” asks Kamalika. 

“Yes, follow me please.” 

“The interior of this Temple is more spacious than other temples and gorgeous too,” says Rajrishi. This is 

the only Temple here that has two Makara-toranas. Look at their design, so beautiful. The ceilings are also 

lavishly carved. The lintel of the Sanctum has rich flower carvings. The Sanctum enshrines a Linga made 

of marble, a rare thing.” 

“Which ruler built this Temple?” asks Godadhar. 

“It was built during the reign of King Vidyadhara sometime between 1025 and 1050. Now we move to 

another temple, shall we?” 

 

 

 

55



Jagadambi Temple 

This Temple is much smaller in size but equally rich in sculptural ornamentation. Standing on a lofty platform 

contiguous with that of Kandariya Mahadeva Temple, Jagadambi Temple was originally dedicated to 

Vishnu. The Sanctum enshrines an idol of Parvati or Devi Jagadambi, the Goddess of the world. This 

Temple is also known as Kali Temple as the idol is painted black. 

Despite its small size, Jagadambi proudly stands with most amazing sculptures. One can witness here 

some of the finest figures of Lord Vishnu, an unusual three-faced eight-armed figure of Shiva and a dignified 

one of Yama, God of Death. Artistic conception and composition are so captivating here that the tourists 

stand in awe and wonder-struck looking at the sculpted figures, especially of amorous couples and 

surasundaries (Nymphs). Some of them are masterpieces of Chandella style, which transcend the mind of 

the visitors from physical to spiritual level. 

Godadhar and Kamalika along with Rajrishi come down the stairs to the level ground.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Jagadambi Temple 

“I guess,” comments Rajrishi, “tourists come to Khajuraho mainly for the obscene sculptures. I may be 

wrong, I wish I’m.” 

“No, I don’t think so,” retorts Kamalika. 

“I agree with Kamalika,” comments Godadhar. “People, I’ve noticed, are profoundly charmed by the artistic 

wonders sculpted in stones. Some might feel uncomfortable though, but that feeling is not evident among 

the visitors I’ve encountered.” 

“I’ve noticed indifference when visitors pass by those figures,” remarks Kamalika. “But my point is why those 

kings exploited the best artistic talents of the time and spent enormous amount of money to carve such 

indecent figures and put them alongside the religious ones. What persuaded them to do so?” 
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 “I may add to your point saying that Mahatma Gandhi found those figures so indecent and offensive that 

he ordered his pious disciples to demolish them, and it needed Rabindranath Tagore to come forward and 

intervene to stop him.” 

 “Yes, that was a wrong move by Gandhi,” says Kamalika. “But there must be a deeper meaning behind all 

these. The superficial physical aspect can’t be the objective of these figures presented along with the 

spiritual ones.” 

“There’re many other scholars nurturing various thoughts, philosophical or otherwise. But I’m particularly 

impressed by lessons of Gita,” says Godadhar. “One intriguing idea is that the physical aspects of love 

depicted here may have the objective of building a barrier that only a pious mind can overcome and reach 

a higher level of spirituality. Others may remain submerged in the worldly enjoyment and get perished. As 

Gita says, only he whose senses are restrained from all objects possesses perfect wisdom.” 

Rajrishi along with Godadhar and Kamalika walk across the field to the north-east end of the complex and 

arrive at the Vishwanatha Temple. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sculptures on a wall of Jagadambi Temple 

Vishwanatha Temple 

“This is the great Vishwanatha Temple,” declares Rajrishi. “Unfortunately, we can’t see the Temple at close. 

As you can see, it’s under renovation. You’ll have to be satisfied with whatever I can tell you about it.” 

Paying no heed to Rajrishi Godadhar keeps on gazing at the Temple. “It’s gorgeous,” he says. “Even 

through the scaffoldings I can see the sculptures embellishing the entire Temple; it’s mind blowing.” 

“Yes, undeniably,” says Kamalika. “You may tell us about the Temple, Mr. Tripathi. To me it looks pretty 

much like Kandariya Mahadeva Temple.” 
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“Yes, Madam, architecturally it resembles Lakshmana Temple to some extent and Kandariya Mahadeva to 

a great extent. Vishwanatha Temple is another great monument of Khajuraho. As you can see, it’s similar 

to the plan and design of Kandariya Mahadeva with soaring towers, all decorated with beautiful sculpted 

figures, the most beautiful in my judgement, especially the female figures. This Temple is also of 

Panchayatana type like Lakshmana, but only two of the four subsidiary shrines have survived – one on the 

north-east and one on the south-west corner. We can’t go inside, too bad, but there it has all the five shrines 

like entrance, Mandapa, Mahamandapa, Antarala and Sanctum enclosed by Pradakshina (ambulatory). 

Inside also you’ll see beautiful sculptures, some of them are special.” 

“Those towers, how many are there? Same as in Kandariya Mahadeva?” asks Kamalika. 

“No, less by a few only, and they’re simpler in design.” 

“This Temple has a Nandi Shrine too, I see.” 

“Yes, there it is on the same high basement terrace facing the Temple. The Nandi idol is massive; it’s 2.2 

m long and 1.8 m high.” 

“Umm ----,” Godadhar comes out of his spell-bound state, “its architectural grandeur is unquestionably 

impressive. And the sculptures, my god, so luxuriant and glamorous. Who built it by the way?” 

“Chandella king Dhangadeva built this Temple. Oh, by the way, we’ve left behind another temple.” 

“Which one?” 

“Chitragupta Temple. It’s not a big one though. Like Jagadambi Temple, it too is lavishly adorned with 

sculptures.” 

“Which god it’s dedicated to? Chitragupta?” 

“No, it’s Sun Temple Madam, the only Sun Temple in Khajuraho. In the Sanctum you can see the image of 

the Sun God, Surya, standing in a chariot driven by seven horses. This sculpture is really remarkable, 

everyone appreciates. Jagadambi and Chitragupta are quite alike; should we go see anyway?” 

“No, let’s move on to the next big ones,” sermons Godadhar. 

“Leaving aside a few small ones, this completes the Western Group of temples. And yes, there’s another 

mentionable, the Chausath Yogini Temple. Though in a ruined condition now, it’s the earliest monument 

in Khajuraho and the only one here made of granite. So that’s it, we can now move on to Eastern Group of 

temples. Please follow me.” 

The Eastern Group of Temples 

This group includes three Hindu temples – Brahma, Vamana and Javari – and three Jain temples – Ghantai, 

Adinath and Parshwanath. 

“The main attraction in Khajuraho is the Western Group of temples that we’ve just seen,” says Rajrishi. 

“Temples of the other two groups are less glamorous repeats of the same. So we can make a quick passing 

visit for these temples. What do you think?” 

“Quick visit is ok,” says Godadhar in support of Rajrishi’s proposal. “Moreover, we’ve seen a lot for one 

day.” 
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“Umm, ok,” Kamalika consents reluctantly. “The day is also nearing its end. We can always come back after 

our Jhansi tour.” 

“Good, so let’s proceed for the first one,” says Godadhar. 

Brahma Temple is a very small Temple with a modest structure comprising a Sanctum and a front plinth 

that once was a porch.  

“Brahma temple is extremely rare in India; is it really a Brahma temple?” asks Kamalika. 

“No, not really. It’s called Brahma by mistake, because of the four-faced Linga in the Sanctum.” 

“There’s hardly any tourist here.” 

“Yes, not popular; let’s go for the next.” 

Around 200 m north-east from Brahma Temple is situated Vamana Temple. This Temple is dedicated to 

Vishnu in Vamana (dwarf) Avatar. The Sanctum enshrines a four-armed idol of Vamana. On the Sanctum 

wall, an image of Buddha is carved while the main niches contain figures of Brahma, Vishnu and Shiva. 

Design of this Temple is relatively simple. The outer walls are girdled by only two bands of sculptures that 

include graceful figures of Surasundaries. It was built sometime between 1050 and 1075 AD. 

Another 200 m south of Vamana Temple is Javari Temple. Dedicated to Vishnu, this Temple, simple but 

elegant, has a well-proportioned architecture standing on a lofty terrace. Its architecture is a marvel as is 

evidenced by its glamorous Makara-torana and a slender, soaring tower. The outer walls have three bands 

of sculptures with figures as rich as those on the larger temples. On the ceiling of the entrance porch are 

carved figures of Navagraha (nine planets) that are exclusive to this Temple. Along with Navagraha, 

sculptures of Brahma, Vishnu and Shiva have also been depicted. The Sanctum houses a four-armed 

image of Vishnu. 

Ghantai Temple 

This Jain Temple is mostly in a state of ruins. But whatever has survived shows what a glamorous temple 

it once was. It is called Ghantai because of the chain-and-bell (ghanta) motifs carved on the tall pillars that 

are still standing with their ancient glory and splendid display of sculptural art. A remarkable feature of this 

Temple is its doorway carvings that depict the sixteen auspicious symbols seen in a dream by the mother 

of Mahavira (Jain prophet). On the lintel of the doorway is an image of an eight-armed Jain Goddess, Yakshi 

Chakreshwari, riding on Garuda and holding various weapons. 

Parshwanath Temple 

This Jain Temple, believed to be originally dedicated to the first Thirthankar Adinath, is another spectacular 

monument of Khajuraho. There is an image of Parshwanath that was installed in 1860 AD. Oblong in shape, 

it has a gorgeous look distinguished by a front entrance porch with an ornate ceiling and an elegant soaring 

tower. On the exterior walls there are three bands of lavishly carved figures that bear significant likelihood 

with those of the Western Group of temples, especially Lakshmana Temple. These figures include notably 

Parashurama, Balarama with Revati, Rama, Sita, and Hanuman among many more. The lintel of the 

Mahamandapa doorway is adorned with a ten-armed image of Chakreshwari (Jain Goddess) riding on 

Garuda. This Temple is believed to be built sometime between 950 and 970 AD. 
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                         Parshwanath Temple                         Adinath Temple 

Adinath Temple 

Dedicated to Jain Thirthankar Adinath, this small Temple bears close resemblance to Vamana Temple in 

design and style of sculptures. There are three bands of sculptures surrounding the outer walls depicting 

Jain Yakshis, some Hindu gods and goddesses, and elegant celestial beauties among others. 

On the way to the next group of temples, Rajrishi points at another temple, Lord Shantinath Temple. It is a 

relatively recent one. 

The Southern Group of Temples 

This group comprises Duladeo, Chaturbhuja and Bijamandala Temples.  

“There’s not much new in these temples,” says Rajrishi. “If you still have some energy left we can go for a 

quick visit.” 

“Let’s go,” says Kamalika. 

“Incredible, you two are very energetic. So let’s see the last two.” 

Duladeo Temple 

Dedicated to Shiva, this Temple, the latest in Khajuraho, consists of a Porch, Mahamandapa, Vestibule and 

a Sanctum. Its main Shikhara is clustered by three rows of smaller Shikharas. The architecture of Duladeo 

is basically of the same type of most other Khajuraho temples. For style of sculptures and contents of 

iconography too this Temple bears resemblance with other temples with a few variations. 
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“Local people believe,” Rajrishi says, “the Linga of Duladeo is 1101 Lingas in one and one viewing of it 

earns the same virtue of viewing every day for three years. People believe lot of things, ha, ha, ha.” 

“So now only one more left to go, right?” asks Kamalika. 

“Yes, Chaturbhuja Temple, it’s located about 3 km from here. It’s very similar to Javari Temple.” 

“I think,” Godadhar says, “it’s not worthwhile to take the trouble of visiting it at this time of the day.” 

“But haven’t we forgotten about another temple?” reminds Kamalika. 

“Yes Madam,” Rajrishi says with a grin, “there’s one, Bijamandala Temple. Hardly anyone goes to see it, 

it’s still under excavation. We can go if you want.” 

“No, let’s call it a day,” declares Godadhar. 

At the end of the long day, they finally head back to the hotel. 

 

Aakash (Sky) 
Moumita Dutta (Grade 9) 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Raj remembered the sky. 

He believed that the sky connected everybody in the most beautiful of ways — a never ending 
dome of azure blues and fiery reds, scattered stars and the silent moon. It comforted him in ways that 
nothing else could. As a child, Raj wanted to be as close to it as possible. 

And strangely enough, the sky had always been there for him. 
It was there for him when he folded his first paper airplanes. It was there for him when he saw his 

first fighter jet, all those years ago. And it was there for him, in the darkest of times, when he watched his 
best friend, his sister’s husband, falling out of the soft curtain of blue, followed by rusty metal and bullets 
heavy with the burden of death.  
 

~~ 
 
Raj had become friends with Lakshman after his sister — Mira — had introduced the young man to him. 
They had connected almost instantly, both talking about their careers as pilots and the different airplane 
models they wanted to try out in the future. 

Lakshman was laughing until it hurt and lazing under a hot summer’s sun — there was nothing 
more that Raj could ask for in a friend. Happiness was permanently hung on Lakshman’s ears, and 
everybody loved him. 

So it was no wonder that, a few months later, his sister announced that she was getting married to 
him. It wasn’t a big wedding, but it was a joyous occasion. The sky smiled down on the newly wed couple, 
a few clouds peppering the vast blue space.  

It had all felt so perfect. 
Why couldn’t it last? 

 

61



 It had been a regular day when he and Lakshman had gone to the post office. The rays of the sun 
beat down on them, and there were no clouds in sight. But the light, carefree banter between them had 
died down as they were handed unusual letters. 
 What was inside was even more alarming. 
 Being part of the Indian Air Force, Raj had no choice but to follow orders. He knew this. But at the 
moment, a small part of his brain questioned why. 

Because the letters informed them that they were to fly with the British against the Nazis.
 Lakshman looked to him, eyes wide — and scared. 
 But she’s pregnant. My wife is pregnant. 

Static filled Raj’s ears, a sensation that he was sure was ten times worse for Lakshman. 
The war had seemed far away until now. It was hundreds upon hundreds of miles away. Suddenly, 

it all came crashing down on them, and everything felt real. Lakshman’s disbelieving face. His sister’s tears 
when they were finally able to tell her the news.  

Right before the two young men left for the army, Lakshman and Mira pulled Raj aside. It had been 
a sad day for them all, and it seemed like there was not much more to talk about after the initial news. But 
Lakshman and his wife had an inkling of hope left in them.  

“You and Lakshman will definitely come back,” Mira entreated Raj. “And when you do, you must 
name our child.” 

It was said so bluntly that Raj had trouble discerning it for a moment. But when it hit him, he realized 
it was his sister’s way of looking ahead into the future — however far, she wanted to look forward to a bright 
road ahead, with her brother and husband back home. 

Thus, Raj agreed. Just like his sister, he would dream of the day that he would be able to name the 
baby. 

A few hours later, the two men left with heavy hearts, saying their last goodbyes.  
But Raj couldn’t help but think about the possibility that they wouldn’t… 
No. They would come back. 

 
They would definitely come back. 
Those were the words that rang through Raj’s head as he embarked on his first mission. Lakshman 

had been assigned to the same squadron as him. He was the only person that Raj could lean on at that 
time. Lakshman was the small spot of light in the churning darkness around them; a splash of colour in this 
new, gray world. 

Somehow, their determination to go back home powered them through countless flights and 
conflicts. But something was wrong on that day. 

Perhaps it was the tense atmosphere, with so many pilots losing their lives recently. Maybe it was 
the three enemy jets in the air with them. Or perhaps it was the sky — it was even darker than usual, with 
a storm brewing a few miles away.  

“Raj, if I don’t make it…” 
The intercom crackled with Lakshman’s tired but indignant voice.  
“Raj.” An urgent note. “I’m sorry.” 
Before Raj could say anything, he saw Lakshman eject himself from his jet. 
A small glimmer of hope. 
Then the blinding light, and the deafening sound. It was too late. The explosion was too large, and 

Lakshman had been caught in the middle. 
 

When Raj lost Lakshman to the gunfire in the sky, his body felt numb — but at the same time, it 
hurt. So, so much. A piece of his soul, his home, had been ripped away from him, and there was nothing 
that he could do.  

He couldn’t respond to the crackling intercom. When he landed his plane, he couldn’t answer the 
millions of questions directed at him. One month later, when the war ended, Raj was still haunted by the 
ghost of his own voice — he could not find it in him to speak anymore.  

The sky knew the pain Raj bore. It knew of the unbearable, heart-wrenching loss. Anguish. Unable 
to hear the spoken pain of the one that cherished him so much, it did the one thing that it could do. 

The sky silenced Raj. It knew that he would come back when he was ready.  
 

~~~ 
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In the months following the war, Raj lived his life in silence — a small spot of peace in the ever changing 
world. But every day, he wished it was different. Sometimes he imagined a different future. Little glimpses 
of a life that could have been. 
 The doctors had all told Raj that his voice was lost due to the trauma; there was no known cure, 
except that it might heal with time. 

Raj felt helpless. He could hear his sister’s quiet sobbing at night, but he couldn’t comfort her with 
soft words. Lakshman’s last words played through his head day after day. And how would he name the 
child without his voice? Pen and paper were hardly an excuse for Raj. He wanted the child to hear the name 
from his lips. 

Raj sought refuge from the sky, and prayed. Raj had only ever thought of the sky as a vast blue 
expanse, but perhaps there was a deeper meaning to it as well. If he could find the heavens among the 
sky, he would be grateful. 

Raj prayed day and night for his voice to return. Every day he would grieve, and he felt that every 
day he and his sister suffered. Lakshman was gone, and he had no voice.  
 

Then one night, Raj had a dream. It was as if the sky itself had come down for him. A lady stood in 
front of him. Light emitted from her, and she was constantly shifting through all of the different blues of the 
world. It was too much for Raj to handle, and he bowed down. 

You wish for a voice. You will find the strength to start speaking again tomorrow, on the eve of your 
niece's birth. 

When Raj woke up, he remembered the entire exchange clearly. Was it just a dream? Or could it 
mean something more? 
 

A few hours passed, and Raj waited anxiously for the new child in the hospital. 
When he was called in to see the baby, Raj looked at his sister. 
“What will you name her?” She asked, fully expecting for him to use the pen and paper that were 

handed to him. 
He could do it. For himself. For Lakshman. 
For the child. 
In that moment, Raj didn’t feel much different from usual. But something stirred inside him. He 

couldn’t recognize the feeling, but he did recognize the thoughts that came with it. 
Raj thought of the sky, of its beauty — and how the sky had helped him through everything. And 

just like those times, the sky, and the heavens above, would help him now. He wanted this child to have 
something special to look over him, too. 
 So Raj opened his mouth, putting his blessings and all of his love into this word: 

“Aakash.” 
And the sky smiled, for the one that had loved it so much was able to speak once again. 
 

 

Global Warming 

 Srobona Ghosh (grade 12)  

 

 

 

One of the most popular and urgent topics that is being debated all over the world by scientists and 

environmental experts, is the heating up of the Earth, most commonly known as, global warming. It is a 

common news-item that we all encounter ever so often, with top leaders of the world arguing on ways to 
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combat this growing menace. Growing up in India, this has affected me in several important ways. To start 

with, the intense summer heat and the almost non-existent winter (which is a recent phenomenon) coupled 

with heavy pollution, had made all of our lives quite miserable. Even though Calcutta was never traditionally 

considered as one of the hottest cities of the subcontinent, it is very saddening to note that lately it has 

joined the list. Every summer, Calcutta breaks its own highest record of its previous years. There was not 

a single day when I didn’t hear people complaining about how excruciatingly hot the weather has become 

lately. Even around thirty years ago, there were very few people to even think about an air conditioner, but 

now it is almost impossible to live without one. According to the elderly the winters were quite cold, but now 

it is just like an extension of spring. One could spend all his life without the need to wear a sweater. The 

scanty rainfall and the fast disappearing monsoons have added to the woes.  

So what’s behind all this? The first and foremost culprit is the obvious huge rate of deforestation. This has 

resulted in the failure of agriculture, which is making the poor farmers even poorer by the day and thus the 

cost of vegetables and fruits has risen considerably. As being a part of a nature-loving family, I went on 

many trips and hikes to the forests. During those times I would be amazed to see the huge number of tree 

stumps of felled trees lying around and the dense forests that my parents saw in their childhoods existing 

no more. When we went on a safari trip to the once famous Palamou forest in Bihar, the forest was in a 

pitiable condition. There was no animal life whatsoever, and the forest had been reduced to hundreds of 

tree stumps, as far as eyes could see. When my parents went to the same place as kids, they were able to 

experience a wide variety of flora and fauna. All the stories I had heard from them had no connection with 

the trips I went to. It seems as if they lived in a very different world than I am in today. I could easily make 

the connection between the severe heat and deforestation. 

After coming to Canada, I witness people, talking about the disturbed weather patterns a lot. Before, the 

weather was more predictable, while now it has become more random and haphazard. To add to this, there 

are a lot of discussions about the increased intensity and frequency of tropical hurricanes in the States, 

which are commonly heard on the news. Also, one of the alarming factors in Canada is the melting of the 

polar ice caps, endangering the survival of the majestic polar bears. All these are linked to global warming.  

It is to be noted that one of the main causes of the heating is the greenhouse effect. The main greenhouse 

gas is carbon dioxide, which is a by product of a lot of reactions taking place in thousands of factories all 

around the world. These huge masses of carbon dioxide are accumulating in the Earth’s atmosphere, 

trapping the sun’s heat and making our planet hotter with time. Even car exhausts contribute a lot to the 

present amount of greenhouse gases. This is an even bigger problem in developing countries such as 

India, where many people are poor and thus they use bad quality gas for their vehicles, as a result, severely 

polluting the air. In addition to that many of the people in India are not educated, and thus don’t understand 

what global warming is, or how it affects us. They are only concerned with how much money they are able 

to save. This tells us that if global warming has to be reversed, first we have to educate the illiterate and 

demolish poverty. If we can’t do that, global warming will persist and will get worse by the day. Having 

64



experienced the causes and effects of global warming first hand in India this has affected me on a personal 

level. 

As our great poet Rabindranath Tagore had once said, the most important things in life have been given to 

us for free.  

                  ,   

                   
 

The cool shade of the endless forests, the fresh air, the welcoming rain on the parched dry land quenching 

the thirst for one and all have been provided by Mother Nature without a price tag attached to it. It is 

therefore our duty to respect and take care of our home, the Earth. 

     

(MIGRATION STREAMS OF INDIANS ABROAD: A BRIEF REVIEW) 

Arun Roy 

 

 

 

Rabindranath, acknowledging the extensive presence of Indians abroad, wrote in his poem প্রবাসী : সব ঠাাঁ ই ম ার 

ঘর আছে, আম  মসই ঘর  মর খ াঁমিয়া ।মেছে মেছে ম ার মেে আছে, আম  মসই মেে লব য মিয়া ।। 

India has one of the world's most diverse and fascinating migration histories. Since the 19th century, Indians 

have established communities on every continent as well as on islands in the Caribbean and the Pacific. 

According to a recent survey conducted by Economic and Social Council of UN, India has the largest 

diaspora population in the world, estimated at 32 million. Indian Diaspora or Persons of Indian Origin (PIO) 

are defined as those or whose any of the ancestors (parents, grandparents, great grandparents or any 

other ancestors) were born in India and settled in a foreign country. In terms of absolute numbers, the 

largest number of Persons of Indian Origin is in the USA.1 Six countries in which largest numbers of PIOs 

are found are: USA (4.5 million), followed by Saudi Arabia (4 million), UAE (2.8million), Malaysia (2.4 

million), UK (1.8 million), and Canada (1.5 million). Two other countries, South Africa and Myanmar also 

report 1.2 million Persons of Indian Origin. There is also a notable presence of PIOs in Mauritius, Singapore, 

                                                           
1 For details, see UN Economic and Social Council and Ministry of External Affairs, Republic of India, Non-Resident 

Indians and Persons of Indian Origin. Statistics were compiled from a variety of diverse sources including the 

Censuses of foreign countries. 
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Sri Lanka and Australia. In Ottawa, according to a special tabulation by Statistics Canada, there are a little 

over 30,000 “Indo-Canadians”. 

In some countries, although the number of PIOs is small, relative to the national population it is large. For 

instance, in Mauritius and Guyana, PIOs relative to the national population are 62% and 60% respectively. 

For some other countries, the figures are: Fiji (37%), Trinidad and Tobago (35%), Qatar (30%), UAE (27%), 

Canada (3.5%), UK (2.3%), and USA (1%). 

 

Emigration of Indians: Three Phases  

The composition of flows of Indians has evolved over time and also in terms of the source and destination; 

starting from mainly indentured labor in far-flung colonies to postwar labor for British industry to high-skilled 

professionals in North America and low-skilled workers in the Middle East. In addition, ethnic Indians in 

countries like Kenya and other African countries have migrated to other countries especially UK, USA and 

Canada, a movement which can be described as “secondary migration”. 

Emigration of Indians can be divided into three phases: (i) Ancient India, (ii) British colonial period and (iii) 

Postwar period.  

 

(i) Ancient India.  

According to historians, the first wave of Indian migration occurred towards Southeast Asia during the reign 

of Ashoka (3rd century B.C.) and continued until the time of Samudragupta (4th century A.D.).  

Details are somewhat speculative and sketchy.  However, there is some evidence that large numbers of 

Indian missionaries, mainly Buddhists and merchants visited several countries in South-east Asia 

(Thailand, Cambodia, Indonesian islands of Sumatra, Java and Bali, and Sri Lanka), and over time settled 

down in those countries. They gradually became integrated into the local population. But the Indian 

influence is still visible in temples and names of places and street names. For instance, in Thailand 

(Bangkok) there is a township named Ayuthya (named after the kingdom of Ayodhya in ancient India) of 

which there are visible and discernable ruins. Again, in Thailand, there are ruins of a kingdom called 

Sukhothai (meaning abode of happiness in Sanskrit). Similar traces of Indian language and culture can be 

found in the islands of Sumatra, Java, Bali, and also in Cambodia, and Sri Lanka).  

Some anthropological studies demonstrate that many of those with origins in India are aware of their Indian 

ancestry in the distant past but are largely integrated into the language and culture of the countries in which 

they are now settled for many centuries. For more details, see A.L. Basham, A Cultural History of India. 

 

(ii) British colonial period 

Following the abolition of slavery in 1833, the colonies urgently needed manpower, particularly on sugar 

and rubber plantations. To meet this demand, the British established an organized system of temporary 

labor migration from the Indian subcontinent. This came to be officially known as “indentured labour”. The 

British sent out agents or contractors to rural areas to enlist workers who were willing to work in the British 

colonies. On account of poverty and unemployment in the rural areas, a large number of them accepted to 

become indentured labour force. Generally, the contract was for 5 years. The contract offered a passage 

to the destination country. No family member was allowed. At the end of the contract, an option was given 

a free passage back or receive a grant of land for farming and settle down. Records show that many 

indentured workers opted to stay in the foreign lands and settled down in farming and other professions. 

Over decades and over several generations, descendants of these workers gradually moved to semi-skilled 

and skilled professions. Many of these workers moved into business and became business magnates in 

Hong Kong, Singapore and several African countries especially Uganda, Kenya, South Africa (e.g., 

Madhvani and Mehta groups of industries). 

Indentured laborers from India worked as manual and unskilled workers in the railways, mining, tea, coffee 

and rubber plantations. Workers in South Africa, Uganda, and Kenya worked mainly in the railways, in 

Burma and Ceylon they worked in tea and coffee plantations. In Burma and Malaysia they worked in rubber 
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plantations. In South Africa, in addition to railways, large numbers were employed in mining, especially 

diamond mines. 

Indentured workers were drawn from some specific regions of India. For instance, to Malaysia, indentured 

workers were drawn from Bihar and UP, to African countries - South Africa, Kenya and Uganda - they were 

drawn from Gujarat and Punjab. To Thailand, Mauritius and Fiji Island - they were drawn from South India 

(Tamils), to Burma from Bengal and Assam, to Singapore and Hongkong from Punjab and UP. It is not very 

clear why they were drawn from some specific regions of India for some of these the specific destinations. 

During the British colonial period, the British government followed a liberal immigration policy towards its 

colonies and a large number of Indians in highly educated categories moved to UK. 

 

(iii) Postwar Period  

Migration to Germany  

After the Second World War, there was a large scale emigration of Indians into Germany. This was 

prompted by a huge labor shortage due to heavy casualties of manpower in the war; Germany lost about 6 

million military and 2 million civilian population. To replace its labour force, Germany encouraged young 

people to go to Germany on work permits---in most cases it did not grant immigration or citizenship. In 

course of time over the next few decades, a large number of these Indians gradually moved to other 

Western countries. This can be described as “secondary immigration”. 

After Indian Independence 

After India’s independence in 1947, there was a large-scale emigration of Indians from India to USA, 

Canada, and later to Australia. Several of these countries relaxed their immigration policy to encourage 

immigration in the professional categories - scientists, doctors, engineers, among others. This was 

especially notable in Canada and USA. The decade of 1970s witnessed immigration of many Indians from 

India into Canada and US. After some years, a similar flow occurred in Australia when it revised its “white 

only” immigration policy. 

In many African colonies, members of the Punjabi and Gujrati communities many of whom originally came 

as indentured labourers over generations became well established and wealthy. During the 1980s, with the 

growing independence of the British colonies and accusation and provocation by politicians that these 

foreigners were wielding too much economic power and controlling the economy, there was a noticeable 

trend toward Africanization often resulting in racial tension (most notably in Uganda). This resulted in many 

of these Indian migrants emigrating to UK and North America (secondary immigration). 

Migration to the Middle East 

With oil boom in the Middle East during the 1970s, there had been a steady stream of migration from India. 

For instance, annual migration of Indians to the UAE, which stood at 4,600 in 1975, rose to over 125,000 

by 1985, and stood at nearly 200,000 in 1999. In UAE, more than 27% of the population are from India. 

There is a close resemblance of this migration stream to the Middle Eastern countries to that to Germany 

during the 1950s and 1960s. As in Germany, a vast majority of Indian migrants are on employment-based 

or trade visas. The skill levels of these migrants have been of two types - the majority of them in low-skill 

categories and others in high-skill professional category.  

 In addition, many Indian entrepreneurs in the UAE have established successful national conglomerates 

and have become multi-millionaires. Some notable of these industrial conglomerates are Landmark Group,  

Jashanmal, Ajmal Perfumes, Jumbo Electronics, and Choithram's. Remittances to India from the Non-

Resident Indians in these Middle Eastern countries presently account for a significant source of foreign 

exchange for India. There has been a noticeable trend among these temporary Indian migrants in the 

Middle East in the professional categories toward seeking immigration and settling down in USA, Canada, 

and Australia.  

  

-----  XX  ----- 
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Road Trip to beautiful destinations 

Sayesha & Sanjana Roy Choudhury (Grades 7 & 4) 

 

 

 

 

This summer, our grandparents came to visit us. We thought what a better way to spend time with family 

than to go on a road trip! We planned to visit the Maritime Provinces because it was somewhere we’ve 

never been to. We wanted to go on an adventure somewhere far from home. So one day my parents sat 

on the computer started booking tickets, hotels and Airbnb’s. After weeks of planning it was finally time to 

start the adventure.  

On July 28 2018, we woke up bright and early at 6:00 in the morning. Our first destination was Montmorency 

falls in Quebec City. We stared at our GPS to find out how many kilometers we were driving, and saw that 

it was 450 kilometers. It wasn’t that bad for us because we had done much more before. Our dad started 

the car engine and we started this road trip!  

 

We were in the car, my dad was driving, and my mom was navigating. 

After a couple of stops to pick up some snacks and stretch our arms 

and legs, we saw a big sign that read: Montmorency falls in 2 km. We 

all were so excited!! We walked to the viewpoint of the falls and took 

many pictures, the falls was breathtaking! We decided to do walk down 

the staircase, which has 487 steps and is 276 feet high. The stairs led 

right in front of the waterfall, and we got drenched! We took the cable 

car up to the top of the falls and met our grandparents at the bridge. 

After lunch, we said goodbye to Montmorency falls and kept driving.  

 

Montmorency falls to our hotel was 370 km. We arrived at our hotel at 7:00. We checked in to our hotel and 

headed to our room. After dinner, we went swimming in their indoor swimming pool. My parents were in the 

Jacuzzi and my sister and I spent an hour in the pool swimming, what a great way to end of our day! 

The next day, we drove to Moncton. On the way, we stopped 

at Fredericton for lunch. After a delicious lunch of eggs 

benedict, lobster rolls, and steak, we drove on to Moncton 

where we had rented an Airbnb. Once we rested and had 

coffee. To end the day, we went to Magnetic Hill. Magnetic hill 

pulls your car up a hill without having to press the accelerator. 

It is an optical illusion, but we still haven’t figured out how it 

works! So cool! 
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The next day, we went to PEI. We stopped at a lobster restaurant 

called Fisherman’s Wharf for lunch. After a gigantic lobster lunch, we 

went to Anne of Green Gables house. We explored the house and 

the surrounding enchanted woods, and also got some souvenirs from 

the shop. After this it was beach time! We went to Cavendish beach, 

my sister and I swam in the Atlantic water and my parents were 

watching us, while they were on the sand. The sand was a beautiful 

red, and the coral colour one we hadn’t seen before. We stayed at 

the beach for about 3 hours, and then returned to our Airbnb in 

Moncton. 

 

 

The next morning, we visited Hopewell Rocks. There were tall 

red rocks standing on the sandy ground. We went at low tide 

because we wanted to see the rocks and walk on the ocean 

floor. The water was red, due to the famous red sand of New 

Brunswick. We then drove to Blacks Harbor to take a ferry to 

Grand Manan Island. The ferry ride was 90 minutes long. From 

the deck of the ship, we suddenly saw a group of porpoises! 

There were five porpoises traveling in the water, and we also 

saw whales and seals!  

 

After a delightful trip on the ferry, we went to our hotel on Grand 

Manan Island. We learned our hotel, The Marathon Inn, was the 

oldest living hotel in Canada. We ate pizza for dinner and then we 

drove to a lighthouse. My dad, sister and mom walked to the 

lighthouse. I stayed back with my grandparents watching them. 

After some time they came back and they said they saw more 

seals. What a cool island! They came back from the lighthouse and 

we ended of our day by watching a sunset from beginning to end. 

It was so beautiful.  
 

 

 

We woke up bright and early the next morning and took a ferry 

back to Blacks harbor and then drove to Quebec City, a distance 

of 690 kilometers. We checked into our Airbnb for the night. The 

next morning, we drove to Le Petit Champlain. The streets were 

so beautiful, and there were tiny little stores all around so we 

decided to go shopping! There were so many people there, and 

many people dressed up to show us how people lived in the 

olden days. After lots of sightseeing, having lunch and stopping 

at souvenir stores we went back down to look at a few more 
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stores and go back home. Old Quebec was definitely one of the 

prettiest streets I have ever seen.  

 

After this we drove back home which was another 450 kilometers 

back home. We arrived at home at about 9:00pm, exhausted from 

all the traveling. We were so glad that we could travel to all these 

places by road and I definitely want to do this again. All the 

planning really paid off and this was a memory we won’t forget 

anytime soon! 

  

                                                      -----  XX  ----- 

The Garden 

Swarnava Ghosh, Grade 9 

 

 

 

  
 
 
No sooner than I moved to Cleveland, I started to develop an aversion to this place. Well, to speak the 
truth, as my airplane descended towards Cleveland and I got a glimpse of the city from above my heart 
began to sink at the sight of an endless sea of houses and buildings with hardly any trace of greenery. And 
thereafter, it did not take long for the initial excitement of coming to a new life in a great country to fade 
away and instead give way to an acute loneliness. 

 
I am from Nepal, where the mighty Himalayas rise high to make its snow capped peaks meet the sky and 
where the clouds float and play amongst the dense forests of tall pines and oak. I grew up as a tiny being 
within the vast nature and always took for granted the surrounding hills, valleys and forests as being a part 
of my existence. And I had very little idea of how living in a huge modern city was. But the promise of a 
better life with many luxuries, as compared to my simple life, implored me to take up this opportunity as an 
accounting officer in Cleveland. The job offer had fired up my imagination and had seemed like an 
opportunity to explore and see the big world outside the boundaries of my small little town. But once I 
arrived here I started to miss my homeland which I did not anticipate coming. 

 
So now whenever I close my eyes and think, I get transported to that heavenly place, far from the 
maddening crowd. But as I open my eyes again, my mind jumps back to the reality which does not include 
any of the above but only a forest of bricks.  
 
It had been just over six months that I arrived at Cleveland, and somewhat trying to settle down in a tiny 
rented apartment whose windows looked upon those of other apartments. At first, it was very difficult for 
me to navigate around the streets, but now I was getting used to it. My workplace was not that far from 
where I lived, so I covered that distance with a second hand bike that I bought about three months ago from 
a garage sale. 
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One day, as I was returning from my work, I thought that instead of following my usual route, I could use 
another one just to get to know the area a bit better. So I carefully plotted a new path with the help of a 
map. Then I started off.  
 
It was about two minutes into the ride on the new street when I spotted something, a thing which looked 
unusually familiar to me but wasn’t expecting in such a place. It was a beautiful garden, green as ever in 
the midst of the city. But that’s not all. There were many kinds of plants growing in it. Bright red tomatoes, 
lettuce, eggplants, squash and all kinds of fruit and vegetable plants scattered across the garden. I parked 
my bike and stepped onto the soil. I went into a little farther and sat on a rock.  Then, I closed my eyes and 
imagined that I was sitting right in the heart of the Himalayas, breathing in that fresh scent of the pines, 
hearing the faraway calls of a barking deer from the forest down the valley warning of a moving tiger and 
looking at the mighty range stretching from East to West for miles on end. 
 
I passed almost fifteen minutes lost into my reverie and when I opened my eyes, I saw a man staring at me 
with round, curious eyes. He was in a jogging suit and seemed to be from India and had a huge watering 
can in his hand. He stepped forwards as I stood up. Just as I was about to open my mouth, He spoke out, 
extending his hand,  
 

“Hi, I’m Amir. Nice to meet you!” 
“Hello, I’m Rohit, nice to meet you too”, Said I, shaking his hand. 
“I’ve never seen you around here, do you live nearby?” He spoke again. 
“Yeah, I just live a few blocks away. I actually moved here a couple of months ago from Nepal.” 
 

“Oh! The Himalayas!” he looked very excited. Then I told him all about myself and how I accidentally 
encountered the garden and sat here taking my mind half-way across the world. As I spoke, he went over 
to the eggplants and started watering them. He also told me about himself, about how he was from India 
(as I predicted) and that he was a manager at a fabric store. He also told me the entire story of how he 
stumbled across the garden and how he and others had chased away a criminal down from here. I was 
surprised! Soon several others joined him.  Each became busy tending to their own little plots within the 
garden. 
 
The people at the garden were as varied as the garden itself and all were friendly and welcomed me. I also 
met a young girl, Jasmine, from the Philippines who explained in details how they started this garden from 
a wasteland, how they slowly and painstakingly converted this into such a beautiful green space with a 
great combined effort.   
 
At this point, I should tell you that I never was a very gregarious person. I never had many friends in my life 
and I am usually content to live on my own. I was always one of the shy students in school who mostly kept 
to himself. So, I never understood the value of friendship. But now, it seems for the first time, I did. Next 
day after work, I went to the market and bought some sunflower seeds. I felt a new purpose in my life and 
a new happiness came over me.  

 
Fast forward six months from then. The slanting rays of the evening sun created a feeling of warmth all 
around. The sunflowers I had planted had grown tall and seemed to beam with delight. That day, we were 
having a barbeque party at the garden. Many people had come who all belonged to different parts of the 
world, but all of us had a common bond - The Garden. We spoke to each other exchanging our life stories, 
interesting anecdotes from our past. Jasmine had an idea. She wanted to find out other such wastelands 
around the city and turn them into beautiful gardens. “We can write to the municipality, we can make them 
see our dreams so that they will provide the necessary machineries to clean the land!!! Come on, let us all 
get working on this from today!!!” she spoke with excitement. Her enthusiasm carried onto me as well and 
we began to discuss the possibilities.  

 
Soon the music started. Some sang on their guitars while others played their banjo. I on the other hand, 
had brought my flute along with me and played one of my favorite tunes. How enjoyable that evening was! 
Cleveland had become my second home! 
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The Transformation: Narendra to Swami Vivekananda 

 Moitree Dutta (Grade 6)  

 

 

 

 

Narendra Dutta was born  
A prayer answered. 
This boy and his family had no knowledge 
Of how the world would be forever altered. 
 
Pre-School, he was a naughty boy, 
He knew how to get on everybody’s nerves. 
His mother could only calm him down whilst speaking the name of Shiva. 
She used it often, ice water completing the verve. 
 
Starting school, all professors were amazed, 
Such was the greatness of Naren’s memory! 
Even when disrupting class, 
He learned, so great was his sensory! 
 
He quickly became a leader, 
Both at studies and among friends. 
Recognized a powerful orator, 
He brought many issues to an end. 
 
Young Naren was often confused about castes, 
‘What is the use? Why must it not be broken?’ he asked. 
With rightful curiosity, 
He himself declared it without task. 
 
No matter caste nor colour, 
If anyone came knocking. 
Naren would always run to the door, 
Anxious to give something. 
 
It did not matter whether it was 
Saris, food, or a new dhoti, 
Naren had to give something, 
Even if it was half-baked roti. 
 
As he grew he loved to play games, 
He found sport even in meditation! 
Once even, he did not notice a snake that spooked his friends, 
For he had had been immersed in elation! 
 
But to a student like him, the biggest question was “Have you seen 
God?” 
For he could not believe in something with no proof. 
Around every corner he went, to all sannyasin he asked this fearlessly, 
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But alas, there was no ‘Yes’ under the sun’s golden roof. 
 
Then, finally, someone said ‘Yes’, 
As clearly as if someone asked if a ball was round. 
This person was Sri Ramakrishna, 
Narendra was surprised and fascinated, that fact was sound. 
 
Over time they became teacher and student, 
Sri Ramakrishna teaching Narendra many different knowledge streams. 
Over time Narendra became interested in renunciation, 
Something his parents did not want him to even dream. 

 
At the time when he took his university exams, 
His parents planned for marriage. 
By then Naren’s spirituality had blossomed 
So he gave up worldly pairage. 
 
After that, Naren lost his father in 1884. 
Relatives squabbled over property rights, cutting their ties evermore. 
The family fell into the clutches of poverty, 
Narendra often going without so that his family might eat properly. 
 
He took on as many jobs as possible, 
Lawyer, teacher, but it was not enough. 
He did not know what to do, 
Was disheartened, as the situation was tough. 
 
One day he went to his guru and said 
“You must help! Please speak to the Mother for me!” 
Yet Sri Ramakrishna insisted, 
‘It would be better for the matter if you go yourself and see.’ 
 
In that vein Narendra went to pray three times,  
But his problem wasn’t resolved. 
He could not ask for worldly things, 
His former prayers dissolved. 
 
And what did he ask for? 
He asked for vivek, 
Wisdom at it’s finest, 
There was no looking back. 
He began to see God as the Divine Mother, 
And found worldly matters seldom bother. 
 
This was the beginning of Swami Vivekananda,  
A man of spirit who shook the world. 
He traveled far and wide, 
The messages of Vedanta unfurled. 
 
Swami Vivekananda is an example 
Of intelligence, strength and divinity in the same word. 
‘Seeing everybody as if they were God’, 
That message was clearly heard. 
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My worship  

Jharna Chatterjee 

I see unconditional love, transparency 

Forgiveness, kindness, patience 

I know God’s presence is there, 

I bow to God, I worship. 

I see someone with true compassion 

Reaching out to the helpless, the lonely,  

I know God’s presence is there, 

I bow to God, I worship. 

If someone judges self, not others 

No jealous egoism, harsh words, 

I know God’s presence is there, 

I bow to God, I worship.  

Strength stretches its auspicious arms 

Mind is filled with endless wealth 

I know God’s presence is there, 

I bow to God, I worship.  
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The Charity Stream 

Reeto Ghosh, Grade 9 

 

 

 

The Charity Stream began as a class marketing project. The project was made to make the world a better place. 

However, unlike most school projects, this one had one miniature twist- instead of simply proposing the plan to our 

class in a presentation, we were all expected to put the project to real life effect and actually help change the world. 

Immediately our skilled group of eight had the idea of hosting a video game tournament in our school auditorium. 

Our group - not knowing what came before us chose the hardest option out there - to raise one thousand dollars for 

charity. 

Our group chose to fundraise for the Canadian Mental Health Association (CMHA). We chose the CMHA because we 

found that the discussion about mental illnesses is important in today's time. While fundraising, our team planned 

to raise awareness and wished to teach people that speaking about your mental health is not something that should 

be hushed, and though to some, our event seemed like just an NBA 2k gaming tournament - to us, it was a chance 

to make the world a better place.  

My group members and I were really ambitious, and one of our first moves was to try and get sponsors for our event. 

So we called up various treat shops to get treats for our canteen. They declined our offer at first, in a nice way. We 

visited treat shops and talked to them face to face, they still rejected. But our ambition did come with a prize.  A 

sponsorship from Puma. So, how did we manage to get a tiny sponsorship from one of the biggest sports companies 

in the world? A company that sponsors Usain Bolt? We used our assets. In a group of eight, it's understandable that 

many of us have talents. One of our group members is one of the top 14-year-old runners in Canada and his runner's 

club has a sponsorship with Puma. He spoke with his trainers and they were very excited to sponsor us! Of course, 

it was a small sponsorship of $150 but it was still very helpful. We used this $150 as a prize for winning the 

tournament! As such, each of the two winners would win $75.  

Alright, we had a prize for sure but we needed a good plan. How do we raise $1000 from a gaming tournament? 

Well here was our plan. We would sell event tickets for a two-week stretch and also try to get donations. At the end 

of this two-week stretch, we would take the numbers and make a tournament planner. Towards the end of the 

week, we got some good news! The teacher of our schools' high school culinary section agreed to lend us his kitchen, 

ingredients, and guidance as he believed that we had a very noble cause. Quickly on the last two days of our two 

weeks, we had to make cookies, brownies, chocolate banana bread, and cupcakes. We tried our hardest to finish 

this before the event. Finally, on the final day, we took all our recess and lunchtime to finish packing all of our food. 

Running a charity event required lots of planning and time put into it. Many nights working until midnight just so we 

could manage to get our plan approved by our teacher the next day. We spent hours and hours signing permission 

forms, event forms, getting sponsors, making tickets, selling tickets, making cookies, brownies, banana bread, and 

cupcakes. Then the big day came, the day of the event we put so much time into and it was a success. At the end of 

the day, we raised $569.35 for the CMHA. We got about $250 in donations, $200 for food from our canteen and the 

rest from our event and other donations. Through our efforts, with this event, we learned the overall goodness of 
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some people, how and when you ask some of our fellow students for donations they’ll run to their locker to get a 

dollar or give up some of their lunch money. This was really like, “charity begins at home”, here at our school and 

the true value of money raised far exceed the thousand dollar mark. We at our school and the neighbourhood 

community definitely understand the mental health issues better than before. (https://thecharitystream.wixsite.com/home) 

        

               

-----  XX  ----- 

 

 ) 

A Student who got 0 in his test was surprised because all his answers were seemingly correct! Read 
his answers and see if you agree.  

Q.1 - In which battle did Tipu Sultan Die? 
Ans. - In his Last Battle. 
 
Q.2 - Where was the Declaration of Independence Signed? 
Ans. - At the Bottom of the Page. 
 
Q.3 - What is the Main Reason for Divorce? 
Ans. - Marriage. 
 
Q.4 - Ganga Flows in which State? 
Ans. - Liquid State. 
 
Q.5 - When was Mahatma Gandhi Born? 
Ans.- On His Birthday. 
 
Q.6 - How will you Distribute 8 Mangoes among 6 People? 
Ans - By Preparing Mango Shake. 
 

 
 

 
 

 

76

https://thecharitystream.wixsite.com/home


 
 

? ??  
   

 
 

 
,  

 
" ,

 
 

  Duty ।  
 

 
 

 
 

nomination  
 

 
KILLER ENGLISH by TEACHERS 
 
 PT Teacher: You three of you, stand together separately. 
Geography Teacher: Will you hang that map or else I'll hang myself. 
Principal: Tomorrow call your parents, especially Mother and Father. 
 
And the terrific one: 
English Teacher: Why are you looking at the monkeys outside when I'm in the class!  
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Iceland Splendour 

Jharna Chatterjee 

 

 

 

     

  

                            Ice lagoon     Goda Foss (Falls) 

 

Gull foss (Falls) 
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The Bird 

Arna Nandi, Grade 2 
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