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Celebrated on 11th-13th October 2024 at New Kingstown Fire Hall, Mechanicsburg, PA 17050 

Since 2015, when Sampriti hosted its very first Durga Pujaðan event that was free for all and brought the entire 
community togetherðwe have grown and evolved in remarkable ways. This year, as we mark the 11th anniversary 
of that milestone, we continued the same tradition like 2024. In honor of Maa Durga, also known as Dashabhuja,     
Sampriti has organized 10 impactful activities throughout 2025, each representing one of the goddessôs attributes. 
These initiatives symbolize our dedication to improving the community around us, just as Maa Durgaôs 10 weapons 
stand for her strength to protect and uplift.  
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                               From Sampriti Editorôs Deské 
Sampriti-CSCPA: A Decade of Community, Culture, and Connection 

Honoring the Past and Shaping the Future in     
Central Pennsylvania 
 
Nestled in the heart of Mechanicsburg, Pennsylvania,      
Sampriti-CSCPA stands as a beacon of cultural unity and  
celebration for the Bengali and eastern Indian community. 
Officially established as a 501(c)(3) non-profit organization, 
Sampriti was born from a shared needða longing for a space 
where individuals and families from Bengal and adjacent  
regions of India could gather, celebrate, and cultivate their 
rich heritage. 
 
The seeds of Sampriti were sown as early as 2007, in living 
rooms and local gathering spots, where both newcomers and 
established families convened for Thanksgiving, New Yearôs 
Eve festivities, and intimate musical evenings known as    
Jalsha. These early get-togethersðmarked by warmth,    
laughter, and the mingling of tradition with modernityðlaid 
the foundation for what would become a robust organization. 
As the local eastern Indian population steadily grew, so too 
did the desire for a formal platform outside the confines of 
home, one that could welcome all and nurture the bonds of 
friendship and cultural pride. 
 

Milestones of Celebration: Durga Puja and the 
Birth of Srijan 
 
As Sampriti matured, its calendar blossomed with             
increasingly ambitious events. Among the most cherished is 
the annual Durga Puja, a grand homage to the Goddess Durga 
that brings together the community in reverence and joy. Last 
year, Sampriti reached a historic milestone: the 10th          
anniversary of its Durga Puja celebrations. This event was not 
only a spiritual gathering but a vivid showcase of the        
associationôs organizational strength and the enduring       
enthusiasm of its members. 
 
Yet another jewel in Sampritiôs crown is Srijan, its annual 
literary magazine. Initiated a decade ago by a group of      
passionate community members, Srijan has become the    
written soul of Sampriti, capturing the stories, poems, essays, 
and creative reflections of its people. This year marks the 10th 
anniversary of Srijan, a milestone that Sampriti honors with 
deep gratitude.  
 
The success of Srijan is inseparable from the spirit of       
Sampriti itselfða collective journey made possible by tireless 
volunteers, supportive families, and the vibrant voices of a 
community driven by curiosity and pride in its roots. To  
commemorate this decade of storytelling, the latest edition of  
Srijan is designed as a keepsake, especially for those         
partaking in the three-day Durga Puja festival in 2025. This 
yearôs collection is particularly special, brimming with      
narratives from authors of all ages. Each piece, whether a 
heartfelt memoir or a playful poem, weaves together a rich 
mosaic of perspectives, ensuring that Srijan remains chronicle 
and a celebration of Eastern Indian identity in Central PA. 

Cultural Showcases: India Day and the Food & 
Cultural Festival 
 
Sampritiôs commitment to cultural exchange finds         
exuberant expression on India Day, a much-anticipated 
celebration of Indian heritage in Central PA. The Bengali 
sweet stall set up by Sampriti is always a highlight, drawing 
enthusiastic crowds eager to savor traditional treats. But the 
festivities go beyond culinary delightsðIndia Day becomes 
a vivid tableau of intergenerational pride and unity, as  
Sampriti members from elders to Gen Alpha join the     
parade, joyfully waving both Indian and American flags. 
The parade culminates in a dazzling finale: a dance        
performance by Sampriti participants that brings the entire 
celebration to a joyful crescendo. 
 
Complementing these grand public events is the annual 
Food and Cultural Festival, a feast for the senses that brings 
together food enthusiasts from all backgrounds. This     
festival is an invitation to indulge in an array of homemade 
dishes, each prepared with love and redolent of flavors from 
the Indian subcontinent. Aromatic curries, delicate sweets, 
and an array of snacks transform the festival into a web of 
taste and togetherness. 

 
A Grand Finale: The Spirit of Durga Puja and  
Bijoya Sammilani 
 
The calendar year reaches its zenith with Durga Puja, the 
grandest and most beloved celebration for the Bengali  
community. Spanning three days, this festival is a         
symphony of devotion, artistry, and collective joy. The air 
resonates with the melodious voice of Abhisek Sinha 
Chowdhury, whose performance inaugurates the           
festivities. Local talents take the stage in a series of vibrant             
performances, including the mesmerizing dhunuchi 
danceða traditional offering of fire and rhythmðand the 
colorful ritual of sindoor khela, where participants anoint 
each other with vermilion, symbolizing unity and hope. 
 
As Durga Puja draws to a close with the solemn Bisarjan 
(immersion) ceremony, a bittersweet mood lingers. There is 
an unmistakable sense of loss as the idol departs, but it is 
tempered by the anticipation of coming together again next 
year. The cyclical nature of the festival mirrors the rhythms 
of community life: endings infused with hope, departures 
softened by the promise of reunion. 
 
To close the year, Sampriti revives another cherished     
traditionðBijoya Sammilani. After a long hiatus, this event 
returns to bring the community together one last time in 
celebration and reflection. The evening's highlight is a    
captivating performance by the renowned singer Payel 
Kar, whose bouquet of songs enchants music lovers and 
leaves a lasting impression on all present. It is a fitting   
conclusion to a year marked by renewal, resilience, and the 
continuing journey of Sampriti. 
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In the beginning of the nineteenth century 
when  Western influence began to pour into India, 
when Western conquerors, sword in hand, came to 
demonstrate to the children of the sages that they were 
mere barbarians, a race of dreamers, that their religion 
was but mythology, and god and soul and everything 
they had been struggling for were mere words without 
meaning, that the thousands of years of struggle, the 
thousands of years of endless renunciation, had all been 
in vain, the question began to be agitate among young 
men whether the whole national existence upto then 
had been a failure, whether they must begin anew on 
the plan of the western conquerors, tear up their old 
books, burn their philosophies, drive away their  
preachers, and break down their temples. Did the new 
invaders who demonstrated their religion with sword 
and gun, say that all the old ways were mere             
superstition and idolatry? To those whose eyes have 
been blinded by the glamour of material things, whose 
whole life is dedicated to eating, drinking  and          
enjoying, whose ideal of possession is land and gold, 
whose ideal of pleasure is that of the senses, whose god 
is money, and whose goal is a life of ease and comfort, 
whose minds refuse to look beyond material             
possessions, and who rarely think of anything higher 
than the sense objects, India means poverty, squalor, 
superstition, darkness everywhere. Why? Because in 
their mind, enlightenment means dress, education, and 
social politeness. 

Children brought up and educated in the new schools 
started on the western plan, following these ideas, from 
their childhood. It was natural for the children to be 
confused. Should the priests go? The Vedas burned  
because the West has said so. Out of this feeling of  
unrest, there arose a wave of so-called reform in India. 

It was while reforms of various kinds were being     

inaugurated, values cherished by Indians for thousands 

of years were being jeered at, virtues were replaced by 

vices, a child was born of poor Brahmin parents on the 

eighteenth of February,1836. This child, when grown 

up, turned to be a holy man, an embodiment of divinity 

and was named Ramakrishna. He was believed to be 

God in disguise, because Lord Krishna says in        

Bhagavath Gitað 

ñWhenever virtues subside and vices prevail, I come 
down to help mankind.ò 

                     

The father and mother were very orthodox people. The 
life of a really orthodox Brahmin is of continuous    
renunciation. Very few things he can do; and over and 
beyond them the orthodox Brahmin must not occupy 
himself with any secular business. At the same time he 
must not receive gifts from anybody. Theirs is the  
poorest priesthood in the world, and therefore the most 
powerful. Even in this poverty, a Brahminôs wife will 
never allow a poor man to pass through the Village 
without giving him something to eat. That is considered 
the highest duty of the mother in India and because she 
is a mother it is her duty to be served last. That is why 
mother is regarded as God in India. This particular 
woman, the mother of Ramakrishna, was the very type 
of a Hindu mother. The higher the caste, the greater the 
restrictions. The lowest caste people can eat and drink 
anything they like. But as men rise in the social scale, 
more and more restrictions come and when they reach 
the highest caste, the Brahmin, the hereditary        
priesthood of India, their lives are very much            
circumscribed. Hindus are perhaps the most exclusive 
nation in the world. According to Hindu tradition, a 
religious man should always be charitable even to the 
extreme. If a man starves himself to death to help     
another man it is all right. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

They believe ñman in distress is God, in disguise.ò- 

The parents of Ramakrishna were very much like that. 
Very poor they were and yet many a time the mother 
would starve herself a whole day to help a poor man. 
Of them this child was born. He was a peculiar child 
from very boyhood. He remembered his past from his 
birth and was conscious of the purpose for which he 
came into the world. 

While he was quite young, his father died and the boy 
was sent to school. A Brahminôs boy must go to school: 
the caste restricts him to a learned profession only. The 
old system of education which was still prevalent in 
many parts of the country is different from the modern  

   A Brief Introduction to Sri Ramakrishna                                                                    
Monoj Kanti Biswas, Kolkata, WB 
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system. According to Indian tradition, knowledge is so 
sacred that no man ought to sell it. The teachers used to 
take students without any fee, and not only so, most of 
them gave their students food and clothes. To support 
these teachers the wealthy families on certain           
occasions, such as marriage or at the ceremonies for the 
dead, made gifts to them. They were considered the 
first and foremost claimants to certain gifts. The learned 
teachers, proficient in various branches of knowledge 
were dignified guests in marriage and all other religious 
ceremonies. They participated in debates and the best 
performer received handsome gifts. The boy happened 
to be there in one of the gatherings. He wondered, óIs it 
the purpose of learning? Why are they fighting so hard? 
It is simply for money? He was now fully convinced 
that the purpose of all secular learning was mere      
material advancement and nothing more, and so he  
resolved to give up study and devote himself solely to 
the pursuit of spiritual knowledge. 

The father being dead, the boy had to earn his own   
living. Because the family was very poor. The boy had 
no other alternative but to look for a job. The job   
available was that of a temple-priest near Calcutta. To 
become a temple priest was considered very degrading 
to a  Brahmin. Taking money for religious work is           
considered unethical and hence people connected with 
such profession were looked down upon. Let us now 
imagine the feelings of that boy when he was forced to 
take up the only occupation open to him, that of a    
temple priest. 

The Indian atmosphere in those days was full of       

religious songs emphasizing realization of god. òMan 

must realize God, feel God, see God, talk to God. That 

is religion ñThe Indian atmosphere was full of stories of 

saintly persons having visions of God. Such doctrines 

form the basis of their religion. 

ñIf someone claims to have seen God, why should I not 
see Him?ò this question was paramount in the mind of 
the boy and this was the beginning of his struggle for 
realizing the existence of God. 

                    STRUGGLE FOR GOD 

The boy, in the guise of a temple priest, now entered 
into a long struggle with a ñdo or dieò attitude to see 
God. In the temple was an image of the ñBlissful  
Mother ñThis boy had to conduct the worship morning 
and evening, and by degrees this one idea filled his 
mind; ñIs there anything behind this Image?  

                     

Is it true that there is a mother of Bliss in this universe? 

is it true that She lives and guides the universe, or is it 

all a dream? Is there any reality in religion? 

Day after day he would weep and say, ñMother, is it true 
that Thou existent, or is it all poetry? Is the Blissful 
mother an imagination of poets and misguided people,ò 
His thoughts were pure and unbiased. His                  
inquisitiveness was childish, innocent, as it did never get 
any scope to be diluted by infiltration of other ós 
thoughts for the simple reason that he never went to any 
school. So, this thought-whether God can be seen, 
gained strength every day until he could think of nothing 
else. He could no longer conduct the worship properly, 
could no more attend to the various details in their     
minuteness. Often, he would forget to place the food 
offerings before the image. Sometimes he would forget 
to wave the light; at other times he would wave it for 
hours, and forget everything else. He was so much    
engrossed within himself that he appeared to have no 
concern for what is going on around him. There was 
none to console him, there was none to convince him 
anything other than what was paramount in his mind. He 
would not compromise with anything till he gets a 
glimpse of the mother. He had no teacher, nobody to tell 
him anything. Everyone thought that he was out of his 
mind. It was nothing but divine madness. 

Days, weeks and months passed in continuous struggle 
of the soul to arrive at the truth. The boy began to see 
Visions, to see wonderful things; the secrets of his     
nature were beginning to open to him. Veil after veil 
was, as it were, being taken off.  Mother herself became 
the teacher and initiated the boy into the truths he 
sought. At this time there came to this place a woman of 
beautiful appearance, learned beyond compare. The boy 
in the meantime, had decided to leave the temple and sat 
in deep meditation in a grove, not far away from the 
temple to have a glimpse of the mother in full isolation. 
The woman, described above was a Sannyasin, who had 
given up the world, did not marry and devoted herself to 
the worship of the Lord. When she heard of the boy in 
the grove, she offered to go and see him; and hers was 
the first help he received. At once she recognized what 
his trouble was, and she said to him, ñMy son, blessed is 
the man upon whom such madness comes. The whole of 
this universe is madðsome for wealth, some for    
pleasure, some for a hundred other things. Each man is 
mad for every foolish thing except God. Lunatics think 
that lunatics alone are sane. But if a man is mad after the  

     A Brief Introduction to Sri Ramakrishna                                                                
Monoj Kanti Biswas, Kolkata, WB 
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Beloved, after the Lord How can they understand? 
They think he has gone crazy; and they say, óHave 
nothing to do with himô That is why they call you mad; 
but yours is the right kind of madness. Blessed is the 
man who is mad after God. Such men are very few. ò 
This woman remained near the boy for years, taught 
him the forms of the religions of India, initiated him 
into the different practices of yoga, and as it were,  
guided and brought into harmony this tremendous river 
of spirituality. 

Later, there came to the same grove a Sannyasin, a  
begging monk, who would never go under a roof, he 
would always live out of doors, in storm and sunshine 
alike. He was a learned man, a philosopher but peculiar 
in lifestyle. This man began to teach the boy the       
philosophy of the Vedas; and he found very soon to his 
astonishment, that the pupil was in some respects wiser 
than the master. He spent several months with the boy, 
after which he initiated him into the order  of         
Sannyasins, and took his departure. 

                        MARRIAGE  

When as a temple priest his extraordinary worship 
made people think of him deranged in his head, his  
relatives took him home and got married him to a little 
girl, thinking that would turn his thoughts and restore 
the balance of mind. He came back and merged deeper 
in his madness. When the bride grows up, it is          
customary for the husband to go and bring his bride to 
his own home. in this case, however, the husband had 
entirely forgotten that he had a wife. In her home, the 
girl heard that her husband had become a religious en-
thusiast, and that he was even considered insane by 
many. So, she resolved to learn the truth for herself. 
She set out and walked to the place where her husband 
was. When at last she appeared before her husband, he 
immediately recognized her and admitted her right to 
his life. The young man fell at the feet of his wife and 
said, ñ. I have learnt from the mother that she resides in 
every woman. I want to have the same idea about you; 
but if you wish to drag me into the world, as I have 
been married to you, I am at your service.ò 

The maiden was a pure and noble soul and was able to 
understand her husbandôs aspirations and sympathize 
with them.  She quickly told him that she had no wish 
to drag him  down to a life of worldliness; but all she 
desired was to remain with him, serve him, and to learn 
about him. She became one of his most devoted   

                     

disciples. Thus, through his wifeôs consent, the last  

barrier was removed, and he was free to lead the life he 

had chosen. 

       FUTILITY OF RELIGIOUS DISCRIMINATION  

He wanted to know by direct experience whether there 
is any justification to claim superiority of one religion 
over another. He became a devotee of each of the     
religions, such as Islam, Christianity etc under the  
guidance of teachers of the respective religions. He 
came to the conclusion that all are trying to reach the 
same goal following different paths, 
 

                                   HUMILITY 

Each religion teaches humility. The one idea in all   
religions is, ñNot me, but Thou.ò and he who says,ò not 
meò the Lord fills his heart. In those days,                 
discrimination based on caste was so severe that people 
belonging to certain caste were considered 
ñUntouchableò in spite of the fact that no religion     
approves it. The temple-priest, who in the meantime 
was named óRamakrishnaô decided to implement the 
principles of religion in practice. Caste-group ñpariahò 
was one such group. They are professional scavengers. 
They cannot enter the house by front door They had to 
enter by back door to do a cleaning job and as soon as 
he leaves, the entire path is cleansed by sprinkling holy 
water (Ganga-water). By birth the Brahmin stands for 
holiness and the Pariah for the very reverse.              
Ramakrishna, the temple priest, requested to be allowed 
to do the menial services in the house of the pariah. The 
Pariah, of course, could not allow that, for they all think 
that if they allow a Brahmin to do such work, it will be 
an awful sin, and they will become extinct. The Pariah 
would not permit it. So in the dead of night, when all 
were sleeping, Ramkrishna would enter the house and 
with his long hair he would wipe the place, saying, ñoh, 
my mother, make me the servant of the Pariah, make 
me feel that I am even lower than the Pariah.ò 
 
ñThey worship Me best who worship My worshippers 

These are all my children and your privilege is to serve 

them ñððis the teaching of Hindu scriptures. 

      SADHANA TO ROOT OUT SEX-IDEA 

Soul has no sex, it is neither male nor female. It is only 
in the body that sex exists and the man who desires to 
reach the spirit cannot at the same time hold to sex   
distinctions. Having been born in a masculine body, he 
wanted to bring the feminine idea into everything. .He 
began to think that he was a woman, dressed like a  
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woman, gave up the occupation of man, and lived in the 

household among women of a good family, until after 

years of this discipline, his mind became changed and 

he entirely forgot the idea of sex; thus the whole view 

of life became changed to him .He found no change in 

his spiritual thoughts.   

BLISSFUL MOTHER IN EVERY WOMAN 

According to him every womanôs face is that of the 
blissful mother irrespective of the class of society to 
which she might belong. On one occasion he was found 
falling at the feet of a few women, whom society would 
not touch. Bathed in tears, he was saying, ñMother, in 
one form Thou art in the street, and in another form 
Thou art the universe. I salute Thee, Mother, I salute 
Thee.ò Can we imagine the blessedness of that life from 
which all carnality has vanished? 

His hard-earned jewels of spirituality for which he had 
given three-quarters of his life, were now ready to be 
given to humanity, and then began his mission. His 
teaching and preaching were peculiar. People came by 
thousands to see and hear this wonderful man who 
spoke in the language of an uneducated man, every 
word of which was forceful and instinct with light. It is 
not the language in which it is spoken, but it is the   
personality of the speaker which dwells in everything 
he says that carries weight. University teachers and l 
uminaries from all walks of life used to come and listen 
to him. He looked just like an ordinary man, with   
nothing remarkable about him. One day Narendranath, 
a university student crept near to him and asked him the 
question which he had been asking all his life, ñDo you 
believe in God, sir?ò ñYesò he replied. ò Can you prove 
it, Sir? ñYesò. ñHow?ò ñBecause I see Him just as I see 
you here, only in a much intense Senseò That impressed 
him at once. For the first time; he found a man who 
dared to say that he saw God. He finally became his 
disciple and was named ñSwami Vivekananda ñOne 
touch, one glance, changed a whole life. 

All Hindus came to pay respect to an extraordinary 

teacher, but the teacher had no thought whether he was 

to be respected or not, he had not the least idea that he 

was a great teacher, he thought that it was Mother who 

was doing everything and not he. 

His philosophy was,ò When the lotus opens, the bees 

come of their own accord to seek the honey; so let the 

lotus of your character be full-blown, and the results 

will follow.ò 

                     

 A Brief Introduction to Sri Ramakrishna                                                                    
Monoj Kanti Biswas, Kolkata, WB 

His message to the mankind, as we realize from various 

illustrations, given by him during conversation  

(1) Religion can be given and taken more tangibly, more   

really than anything else in the world. Be therefore spiritual 

first. Have something to give and then stand before the world 

and give it. 

(2) Religion is not talk or doctrines or theories, nor is it     

sectarianism. It is the relationship between the soul and the 

God.  

(3)When religion is made into a society, it would degenerate 

into business and wherever there are business principles in 

religion, spirituality dies. 

(4) Religion does not consist of erecting temples or building 

churches or attending public worship. It is not to be found in 

books, in words or in lectures or in organizations. Religion 

consists in realization  

(5) Realization comes through renunciation (Tyag). ñGive up 

everything for the sake of Lord ñDarkness and light,          

enjoyment of the world and enjoyment of God will never go 

together  

(6) Religions of the world are not contradictory or             

antagonistic. Therefore we must respect all religions and we 

must accept them all as far as we can. 

His bold message, as could be understood from his    

answering question answering talks can be summarized 

as followsð- 

ñDo not care for doctrines, dogmas, Sects, churches or 

temples; they count for little compared with the essence 

of existence in each man, which is spirituality; and the 

more this is developed in a man, the more powerful is he 

for good. 

Criticize none, for all doctrines and creeds have some 

good in them. ñ 

People in thousands rushed to him. He was always 

graceful, answering every question. There was unending 

stream of people, sometimes twenty hours a day, This 

affected his voice but had a beaming face till the last day 

of his life. 

He left behind a group of youths, assigned with the task 

of spreading his message of love and equality     

throughout the world. Ramkrishna mission has now 

been established all over the world. 
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In Europe, I experienced everything: ice, fire, rain,   
music, water, faith, culture, dance, cuisine, people, 
fashion, and best of all, the thrill of travel. I lived more 
in those weeks than most people experience in a life-
time. At such a young age, I had already flown, sailed, 
climbed, walked, and discovered new heights, wonders, 
and emotions. I was truly living the adventure of life. 

Summer had begun, and I was free. Our 15-day 
journey began in the land of ice: Iceland. 

We were welcomed by long, open roadsðempty but 
not lonely, just wide with freedom. A place where even 
time felt powerless. Icelandôs days seemed endless, 
with the proud sun shining brightly for almost 24 hours. 
Iceland felt infiniteðthe skies, the land, and especially 
the heat from the natural springs. 

The Blue Lagoon was one of the most magical places 
Iôve ever been to. The soft, milky-blue water was warm 
and comforting, like a giant heated blanket wrapped 
around you. The warmth seeps into my bones, softening 
the cold from the land. From the tips of my hair to the 
soles of my feet, wherever the water touched, a sense of 
calm and comfort would rush over me, like the land 
itself was taking care of me. It wasnôt just the water, 
thoughðthe natural face masks, the smell of the      
minerals, the soft steam that clung to my skinðit all 
felt like it healed something inside. Iceland, with its raw 
and powerful natural beauty, showed me how mighty 
nature could beðand in doing so, it revealed a hidden 
beauty within me, too. 

After discovering that inner beauty, we moved 
on to something more outwardðlove. 

Paris, the city of lights, infatuation, and fashion.   
Walking down its streets around 11:00 p.m., you could 
feel love hanging in the air like mistðalmost tangible. 
It surrounded you like a breeze. You could reach for it, 
give it to someone, or wrap yourself in it. 

As we strolled toward the river for the perfect view of 
the Eiffel Tower lighting up, love danced all around 
me. Teenagers hugged shyly. Friends chased each other 
through the dark. My sister and I skipped alongside 
each other while my parents walked arm-in-arm ahead, 
enamoured by each other in their own little world. But 
the most beautiful scene of allðthough love canôt be 
measuredðwas right in front of me: a proposal. 

A man stood dressed in a sharp black suit, nervously 
clutching a ring box in front of a giant red heart     
glowing with light. His face was tense with               
anticipation. I watched as the girl arrived and his eyes 
locked onto her like heôd found the whole world in one 
person. Her face lit up with joy, then shock as she     

                     

realized. Her diamond earrings sparkled in the glow of 
the Eiffel Tower as it began to shine. She ran toward 
him. He got down on one knee, opened the box, and I 
smiled, turning back toward the Tower that marks this 
city of romance. 

That moment reminded me that love isnôt tied to any 
one place. Itôs not something to search for or chaseð
itôs always been there, waiting to be seen. And when 
you're ready to embrace it, you'll find it in every corner 
of the world. 

After all the healing and discovery, we dove into the 
most fun part: Spainðland of music, food, and soul-
deep culture. 

While Iceland captured natureôs beauty and Paris     
celebrated love, Spain offered something else entirely:   
passion. The streets echoed with music, and the food 
was unforgettable. But what struck me most was the 
architectureðespecially the masterpiece that is the  
Sagrada Fam²lia in Barcelona. 

La Sagrada Fam²lia, designed by Antoni Gaud², is a 
towering basilica still under construction after over 140 
years. Its outside is a tapestry of towering spires,   
twisting columns, and religious carvings so intricate 
they almost look alive. Inside, colorful stained glass 
windows transform sunlight into a rainbow of light, 
pouring across the stone floors and illuminating       
everyone inside with a heavenly glow. 

Though Iôve never been big on architecture, even I was 
blown away. My parents were obsessed - my dad     
fascinated by the history, my mom swept away by the 
artistry. The symbol of Jesus hung solemnly at the 
front, while small silent prayer rooms in each corner 
offered a deep peace that filled even a non-Christian 
like me with hope. 

In Seville, we experienced a different kind of beautyð
dance. Iôve been dancing my whole life. Itôs my passion 
and secret therapy. Every time music plays,              
choreography begins forming in my head. So watching 
a traditional flamenco show was something Iôd been 
looking forward to for months. 

As the music started, it was like a pulse filling the 
room. Then the dancers enteredðnot just dancing, but 
flying. They spun, stomped, and leaped with fierce 
emotion. Passion bled from every wave of their arms, 
every flick of their skirts, every strike of their feet. 
Their long, colorful dresses seemed to fly with them, 
like wings carrying the rhythm in their soul. The energy 
from the live singers traveled through the room, into the 
dancers, through the floor, and into my own body. I 
could feel it in my bonesðevery beat of the Spanish  
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staccato electrified me. It was the first time I had seen 
the full power of dance not just within myself, but radi-
ating from someone else. 

Then came Madrid. All I can say isðthe food 
was to die for. 

After a long day of exploring museums and old        
cathedrals, we found a quiet outdoor restaurant tucked 
under a white canopy beside a blooming cherry blos-
som tree. The air was thick with the aroma of roasted 
meats and warm spices. I scanned the menu quickly but 
already knew what I wanted: gyros. 

They arrived fast, steaming hot, and impossible to    
resist. I took one bite and melted. The pita was soft and 
warm, the meat tender and juicy with hints of cumin 
and paprika. The cool tzatziki sauce cut through the 
richness perfectly, and the fresh tomatoes and onions 
gave it the perfect crunch. I ate fast, not because I    
wasnôt trying to savor itðbut because I just couldnôt 
stop. 

While my family finished their meals, I stared out into 
the street. It had started to rain. Most would imagine me 
saying ñbeautiful rainò and ñgentle showers.ò But it 
wasnôt that. Beautiful, yesðbut gentle in no way, 
shape, or form. It pelted down on us. I could hear it 
roaring against the canopy overhead, blowing and  
coming down in waves. Each drop pounded the narrow 
Spanish streets like tiny fists of water. The roads turned 
into mini rivers, the rain racing downhill in fast, silver 
currents. Yet despite the chaos, it was perfect. 

And finally, Greeceðthe place that left me 
speechless 

The land itself felt ancient. The Acropolis stood   
proudly, its marble ruins chipped and cracked but still 
holding centuries of strength and beauty. It was a     
reminder of historyôs greatness etched in stone. While it 
was truly impressive, architecture didnôt excite með
until I noticed the hidden symbols. Wedged between 
the pillar and the band around the roof was a human 
figure statue so carefully placedðsmall and easy to 
miss, like secrets left by time. I spent the rest of my 
time there hunting for other hidden symbols and   
meanings. 

Still, nothing could compare to Santorini. 

After a sweet day in Mykonos with friendly localsð
including the kind resort owner who called my sister 
and me ñprincessò and introduced us to his pet turtlesð
we arrived in Santorini. 

He had promised us beauty, but "beautiful" 
doesnôt even begin to describe it. 

          Fifteen Days of Forever                                                                         
Rhythm Mandal, Mechanicsburg, PA 

Santorini looked like a painting pulled from someoneôs 
dreams. White-washed buildings stacked on cliffs, 
domed roofs painted a bold ocean blue, narrow         
cobblestone alleys, and vibrant pink bougainvillea   
flowers tumbling from balconies. The deep blue sea 
shimmered below while the sky above wrapped         
everything in golden light. 

On our last evening there, we climbed to one of the   
islandôs highest points to watch the sunset. The sky 
melted into shades of pink, orange, yellow, and         
lavender, eventually deepening into a rich midnight 
blue. The white buildings caught the last light like pearls 
glowing on a velvet canvas. Below, the cities twinkled 
like stars, mirroring the sky above. I stood in the warm 
ocean breeze and smiled. Not big, not giddyðjust a soft 
smile. Content and grateful for everything I had seen. 

After all the new places, people, and flavors, I was ready 
for something familiar. Ready to go home to Indiað
carrying with me every thrill, every story, and every 
piece of the world Iôd gathered in my heart. 

 

My Family 
A place where I can be myself 
Away from fears, sadness, 
any insecurities or darkness 
Away from hatred and loneliness 
Away from needs to prove myself 
That place is my family, my cozy nest 
My family is so nice, my family is so bright.  
Everywhere we go the room lights up. 
Our family works like a team,  
We make sures we achieve big dreams. 
My family is full of love and care,  
we always have time for each other to spare. 
My little brother is now so small 
when a big boy he will be smart and tall 
My family is so kind, 
People like us are hard to find. 
When we travel it is so much fun 
We all love beach playing under the sun. 
We spend time like it's a big festival 
With love and joy, each moment feels special. 
We love each other to the moon and back  
Creating a bond that is unbreakable and intact. 

My Family                                                                        
Sarah Agnihotri, Mechanicsburg, PA 
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This year, my family decided to spend our summer 
vacation in the state of Florida.I had been there once 
before, around the age of fourðbut being so young, I 
didnôt remember much. Now that Iôm older, going back 
felt like the perfect idea! 
 
We left on a pleasant Wednesday, all set and excited for 
our amazing trip. We drove to the Amtrak Auto Train 
station in Virginia, which was a really cool experience. 
What made it special was that not only were we taking 
the trainðbut our car was coming with us! My parents 
handed over the keys to the staff, and the car was   
loaded onto the train along with the others. 
 
We got out of the car and took a few smaller bags with 
usðthe big suitcase had to stay behind in the trunk. 
Thatôs how it worked for everyone. While we waited to 
board the train, my father and I went outside to watch 
the workers load the cars into the cargo section of the 
train. There were about eight workers, but only one 
could load a car at a time. The others had to wait their 
turn in front of the train, because while picking up a car 
was quick, the actual loading process took much longer. 
It created a really funny sceneðfive of the workers sat 
in parked cars, forming a loose circle in front of the 
loading ramp. The car at the front of the circle kept 
slowly driving in loops, like it was stuck in a silly    
ritual. It honestly looked like a little car cult! 
 
After my dad and I saw the ñcar cult scene,ò we went 
back into the waiting area, where we met another    
familyða grandmother and her two granddaughters. 
The older oneôs name was Cora, but I missed the 
younger sisterôs name since I was still busy watching 
the cars being loaded! Coraôs family reminded me a lot 
of mine. She and I were the same age, and her sister 
was the same age as my little sister. They had even 
planned their trip the same way: taking the train to  
Florida and driving back. But their family was a bit big-
gerðCora also had a younger brother and an even 
younger sister, who arrived later with her parents. 
 
About an hour later, we were finally boarded onto the 
train. The seats were surprisingly comfyðyou could 
recline them or even pull up a small leg rest. There was 
more space than youôd get in business class on a plane! 
We stashed our bags in the overhead storage and finally 
settled in to relax. My dad and I sat together in one row, 
while my mom and sister were in the row right in front 
of us. Luckily, our family scored two window seats, 
and even betterðwe were on the second floor of the 
train, so the view was incredible! 

                     

My sister and I were both by the windows, chatting 
about the view outside. There wasnôt much to see at 
firstðafter all, we werenôt moving yetðbut we were 
still having fun. She started wondering how the cargo 
train would get attached to the passenger train. Slowly, 
we watched as the cargo train rolled past us on the other 
track until it was positioned in front of our train. My 
sister was confused at first, but it all started to make 
sense once we began moving. Our train rolled forward 
until the back of it lined up with the front of the cargo 
train. Then, we went slightly backward. I figured this 
part was for the workers to connect the two trains. And 
just like that, we were all set to go. 
 
We had Wi-Fi for most of the ride, though we did pass 
through forested areas where the signal dropped. It was 
okay, thoughðlooking out the window and seeing the 
glorious trees rushing by was just as fun. At one point, 
my parents decided to get up and explore the train a 
little. 
 
I spent some time watching how the train switched   
between different tracksðit always seemed to move 
whenever something was in its way. Later, we headed 
to the cafeteria for dinner, and it was surprisingly     
gorgeous. The windows were a bit larger, and the     
cafeteria had a warm orange-and-white color scheme 
that really stood out from the sleepy grey seats in the      
passenger area. After eating, we returned to our seats.   
I was starting to feel really tired, and soon, we all   
drifted off to sleep around the same time. When I woke 
up, it was already morning! My dad and sister had gone 
to the small cafeteria area, where breakfast was served. 
The food was complimentary and mostly continentalð
a simple but nice start to the day. 
 
Finally, we arrived in Sanford, Florida. We got off the 
train, stepping into the Florida heatðit shimmered like 
ocean waves dancing in the sun! Now we just had to 
wait for our car to be unloaded. There were way more 
cargo trains than Iôd ever seen before, and after a long 
wait (and some serious suffering in the heat), we finally 
got our car! We started it up and headed to our hotel, 
which was in a nice area close to a few stores. On the 
way, I spotted tall palm treesðtheir wide leaves gave 
so much shade. I even saw coconut trees! I hadnôt    
expected those in Florida, but judging by how hot it 
was, I guess it makes perfect sense. 
 
We arrived at the hotel and immediately started organ-
izing for the big day aheadðour visit to Disneyôs  
Magic Kingdom! I couldnôt believe I was actually     
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going to be there; it felt so cool and exciting. After   
settling in, .we got some much-needed rest. It felt 
amazing to     finally sleep in a real bed. When I woke 
up, I couldnôt     believe it was almost eight oôclock! 
But I was still so sleepy that I almost went back to bed. 
My mom had to drag me awake. Once I was ready, I 
helped my sister get ready too. Then we packed enough 
ice, water, and snacks to make sure we wouldnôt go 
hungry while   exploring all day. 

The car ride to Disney was surprisingly short. I kept 
wondering why there were so many Mustangs          
everywhereðit was like a Mustang parade! We also 
spotted a Disney bus carrying guests who lived at one 
of the Disney resorts. Soon enough, we saw signs  
pointing to the different parks. We found a parking spot 
in a lot that was unlike any other Iôd seen beforeð
instead of letters, the sections were named after      
characters. Our spot was ñHero/Simba.ò 
 
We hopped on a tram that took us to the check-in area, 
where security felt a bit like going through airport 
screening. Once inside, we were overwhelmed and   
unsure where to start, so we decided to take pictures 
with the iconic castle first. We got some great shots 
before wandering around to check out all the amazing 
rides. We rode a bunch of them and visited many 
stores. Inside the stores, there were fun photo stations, 
and interestingly, the exits from indoor rides often led 
right into themed shops connected to the ride itself. One 
of the highlights was waiting in line to meet the      
princesses. First, we met Belle, then Cinderella. We 
took pictures with both, and I even got to dance with 
Princess Cinderella alongside my mom! We explored 
every section of the Magic Kingdom we could find.  
 
At night, there was a spectacular fireworks show right 
in front of the castle. With each new song, the castleôs 
colors and designs changed, becoming even more   
stunning with holographic patterns. The best moment 
was when Tinker Bell ñflew downò across the skyðit 
was so magical I could hardly believe my eyes. It felt 
like a dream. I wished I could watch the whole show 
again and again all day long. 
 
After the fireworks, everyone seemed to be heading the 
same wayðseriously, it felt like the whole park was 
moving together! We decided to take a ferry back in-
stead of waiting in the long line for the train because we 
were all completely exhausted. If I had been awake to 
watch the water, Iôm sure I wouldôve seen how fun the 
ferry ride was. Once the ferry dropped us off near the 
front of the parking lot, we found our car and headed  

                     

back to the hotel. After everyone took showers, my mom 
and dad started packing up for the next day. It was pretty 
late by then, and my sister and I quickly fell asleep.  
 
When we woke up, we were still pretty tired, but I had 
to help with the packing. After we all got ready, we 
started organizing our things. I was in charge of all the 
snacks and everyoneôs backpacks. One bag held       
medicines, another was packed with snacks, and my  
sisterôs was left empty, ready for anything she might buy 
along the way. We carefully loaded everything back into 
the carðeach item had its own spot by now, like a    
well-practiced routine. 
 
We drove until we reached Fort Lauderdale, where there 
was a beautiful beach perfect for taking pictures. My 
sister and I found lots of coral chunksðwhite and     
lifeless, but still fascinating. While my sister and dad 
went for a swim, my mom and I stayed on shore,   
watching them have fun. After a while, we had to get 
going again.  
 
Next, we drove all the way to Miami. We parked near an 
outdoor mall festival that was happening, so we decided 
to check it out. There, a man with five colorful parrots 
was taking pictures with visitors. We joined in, and I got 
luckyðthe man placed two parrots on me: a stunning 
dark blue one in my arms and a pretty white one on my 
shoulders. Later, while walking around, my mom and I 
were offered some pi¶a colada. It tasted like a refreshing 
mix of Sprite and mangoðabsolutely amazing. 
 
As we wandered around some more, we stumbled upon 
a small shop selling all kinds of fun stuff. I found the 
cutest little Labubu plush, and my sister picked out a toy 
Pikachu! Later, we noticed beautiful pink lights and 
went to see what was going on. It turned out to be a  
lively festival with a band playing upbeat Mexican mu-
sic. We snapped a few pictures before heading back to 
our car. That night, we stayed at a hotel in Homestead to 
rest up for the next dayôs adventure. In the morning, we 
packed up and got ready to head out to one of the south-
ernmost parts of FloridaðKey West.  
 
We decided to visit a spot just outside Key Westðright 
at the very end of Florida. Itôs about 90 miles from    
Cuba, with nothing but endless water stretching beyond. 
The water shimmered there like some kind of ethereal, 
magical surface. I smiled quietly as I took it all in.     
Afterward, we headed to Fury, a water activity center 
where we were sure to have loads of fun. We signed 
everyone in but had to wait for our turn. Since it was 
scorching hot, we all decided to cool off with some  
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ice cream while we waited.  
 
Our first adventure was banana boatingðthe inflatable 
banana boat was tied to the back of a jet ski. I sat at the 
front, but I couldnôt see much because the splashing 
water kept blinding me. At one point, someone even 
fell off! It was so much fun. Afterward, we rested in the 
shade until it was time for our jet skiing session. 
 
Jet skiing was thrilling! I sat with my mom while my 
sister rode with my dad. We sped around in circles, 
splashing water everywhere. I wished I couldôve driven, 
but just being on the water was amazing. 
Next, we got to play on the floating obstacle courseða 
huge bouncy-house-like course right on the water. My 
sister, mom, and I jumped and slid all over it, while my 
dad stayed behind to relax. We all had a blast going 
down the slides and racing each other. 
 
Finally, it was time for parasailing. Our whole group, 
along with some other families, gathered on the boat. 
First, a couple took their turn soaring above the water. 
Then, parents stayed behind with their children as it 
was time for our turn. My dad was too scared to go, and 
my sister was too little, so my mom and I went         
together. 
 
We got harnessed up and sat at the front of the boat. 
The photographer asked if we wanted to be dipped into 
the water a few times. Without even waiting for my 
momôs answer, I knew the answer was yesðI told him 
we definitely wanted to be dipped! After a countdown, 
we were lifted into the air. It felt like flying as we  
floated above the shimmering, magical water. I wished 
I had brought my camera to capture the view. 
 
We were dipped into the water a few times, and by   
coincidence, my mom and I both put the same hand in 
the waterðwe didnôt even plan it! The photographer 
caught the moment in a beautiful photo. Slowly, we 
were reeled back to the boat, and I wished we could go 
again. 
 
We watched the last people take their turn, and as much 
as I wanted to stay up there longer, I was also happy it 
was overðI was exhausted. Back on the boat, snacks 
were waiting for us: fresh fruit bowls, chips, and some 
drinks. The strawberries and pineapples were the best, 
along with the goldfish crackers.  
 
When we arrived back at the dock, the lady who took 
our photos was organizing the picture books for each 
family. We picked up ours and stepped off the boat, . 

                     

feeling tired but happy from an unforgettable day on the 
water. We checked into a different hotel, still in   
Homestead. Everyone was exhausted, but there was so 
much more to see and do. The next day, we planned a 
beach dayðespecially for me. Our first stop was Blind 
Pass Sanibel, famous for its incredible collection of 
shells. There were conch shells, beautiful clam shells, 
and many    other varieties. We even found several   
duplicates, which was really cool! While we were    
exploring, we spotted an ospreyða magnificent bird 
similar to hawks and eaglesðflying overhead with a 
fish clutched tightly in its claws! An older lady who 
was also collecting shells kindly gave us a bag to carry 
our treasures, and after filling it as much as we could, 
we headed back to the car. 
 
Next, we visited another beach in Sanibel. We only 
stayed for about five minutes, snapping pictures before 
driving to Clearwater. There, we stopped at a souvenir 
store and were amazed by the endless variety of items. 
We bought plenty of souvenirs and carefully packed 
them into the car. Before leaving, we found a charming 
wooden bridge nearby and took some more photos to 
capture the day. 
 
The sunôs heat wrapped around us like we were in an 
oven, so we decided to cool off with some ice cream. 
We brought beach chairs from the car and set them up 
right in front of the shore. As dusk settled, the beach 
thinned out, but the view became even more beauti-
fulðthe dark ocean stretching beneath a pink sky. The 
water shimmered as the sun dipped halfway below the 
horizon, and the clouds looked like ethereal wings   
embracing the sun. My little sister made a tiny pool in 
the sand, edged perfectly with shells. It was so carefully 
done, I wished it could stay foreverðsuch an impres-
sive creation for a five-year-old. 
 
Afterward, we headed back to the hotel we had booked. 
I helped my mom pick out what to wear for              
tomorrowðthe big day. 
 
We got some more rest at the hotel before getting 
dressed and helping my sister get ready. Today was 
going to be the most funðand definitely the most    
chaoticðday of our trip. Since we wouldnôt be coming 
back to the hotel, we packed everything into the car and 
headed to Universal Studiosô Islands of Adventure. We 
parked in a multi-level parking building, which was 
super convenient thanks to an elevator. Just like at   
Disney, there was ñairport-styleò security before enter-
ing the park. Because the main park was a bit farther 
away, we took a train that whisked us thereðit was  
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pretty epic. Finally, we arrived and stepped out, ready 
to explore. 
 
As we walked through the entrance, the first thing we 
noticed was a stretch full of fake stores and photo 
booths. I was confusedðwhy would all the shops and 
picture spots come before the rides? There were so 
many that we couldnôt even see the attractions behind 
them. It wasnôt until we walked quite a bit further that 
the rides finally came into view. 
 
We started our adventure in ñSeuss Landing,ò which 
was perfect for my sister. We even got to take pictures 
with the Grinch! One of the rides there was really 
coolðit played a catchy song as we rode a train above, 
looking down over all of Seuss Landing like a birdôs-
eye view.  
 
After that, we went on one of my favorite rides: ñItôs a 
Small World.ò The ride featured charming animatronic 
dolls singing as we floated through different rooms. 
Each room showcased a new group of peopleð
German, African, British, Egyptian, even Indian. I 
loved it because each little group had so many adorable 
animatronics, all dressed in traditional outfits. It was 
such a relaxing ride, and we all got to sit back and    
enjoy the beautiful scenes. 
 
After enjoying a few smaller rides, we made our way to 
Jurassic World. My family and I took on the water ride, 
sitting in the very first row. At first, I thought it might 
be boringðwe just saw dinosaurs and broken cages. 
But then, suddenly, we dropped down a steep ñhill,ò 
just like the rides that make everyone scream! It was so 
thrilling! 
 
Soon after, it was lunchtime. We found a bench outside 
and ate together. Once we finished, I begged my      
parents to let me try the really scary Velocicoaster ride. 
They agreed I could do it alone. I stood in line for about 
twenty minutes before it was finally my turn. To my 
surprise, I was sent to Line One, which meant sitting in 
the very front row all by myself. Luckily, there were 
two seats, and another young lady sat next to me. We 
chatted while we waited, which helped calm my nerves.  
 
The ride was incredibleðI wished I could go again! It 
went up and down multiple times and even flipped us 
upside down. Afterward, I nearly got lost trying to find 
my parents, but once reunited, we explored all the 
shops nearby. There were so many adorable souvenirs! 
We stopped at one store and bought lots of cute      
magnets and brochures to remember the day. 

                     

By this time, we were all hungry again, so we went into 
a nearby restaurant to order some food. I couldnôt      
believe it, but I absolutely loved the sauce they served 
with the French friesðit had parmesan and black truf-
fles, and it was amazing! 
 
After we finished eating, we headed to what my parents 
called the best partðthe Marvel rides. My mom and I 
tried a ride that pulled you high into the sky before  
dropping you down quickly. The drop was short, but it 
was definitely fun! Then, my sister and I rode a spinning 
cup-like bowlðit was exactly like the one at Disney, 
just with different characters. 
 
Finally, my sister, mom, and I went on the Spider-Man 
ride. My sister and I kept singing ñSpoodermanò the 
whole time, which made it even more fun. The ride kept 
getting delayed and reopening, so by the time we tried a 
different entrance around 9 p.m., it finally worked. We 
told a staff member we'd been waiting in line for hours, 
and they kindly let us in through the back entrance. 
It was amazing! We sat in the front row again and 
swung around with Spider-Man, battling monsters. We 
even got splashed a few times! Every sensory effect was 
perfectly simulatedðwhen the ride showed wind, we 
felt the breeze, and when one of the villains sprayed  
water, we got sprayed too! 
 
It started raining for a short while, which meant many of 
the rides were closed, but luckily it didnôt last long and 
some of the rides were open. We hopped on the King 
Kong ride, and to my surprise, my sister actually got 
scared this time! I couldnôt quite figure out why she 
wasnôt scared on the other rides, but then again, King 
Kong was pretty rough with usðhe was practically 
banging us around! (Well, it was all simulated, of 
course.) 
 
Afterward, we took the tram back the same way we 
came. I noticed that the entrance area, where we had 
gone through security like at an airport, was all closed. 
Luckily, there were speed-walking lanes, so we made 
our way through quickly. 
 
We exited the park through the same entrance we came 
in and looked for our parking characterðit was Cat in 
the Hat. We took the elevator up and found our car.  
Everyone changed out of their park clothes because sit-
ting in them was unbearable, and it was already pretty 
late. 
 
Next, we headed to Henderson Beach in Destin. Luckily, 
there were changing rooms, which made it easy to get  

                                                 Florida Vacation   
                                           Adrija Das, Enola , PA 
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ready. Once changed, we dove into the water. My sister 
went wild, having the best time swimming around. 
Then, my mom spotted a school of fish! We all tried to 
catch them, and after a lot of effort, we finally caught 
oneðit was so cute! My sister and I tried to build a 
pool in the sand, but the tide kept pulling the water 
away. Even after leaving the beach, we still wanted to 
keep exploring! 
 
After driving from Destin to Panama Cityôs boardwalk, 
we visited a place called the Pier. It was filled with 
mini rides, shops, and restaurants. We stopped by a 
store that repurposed shells into beautiful creationsð
there were so many cute and wonderful things to see. 
We wandered around, enjoying the sights and the lively 
atmosphere. 
 
After walking to the edge of the boardwalk, we found a 
restaurant and chose a table on the second floor for a 
better view. We ordered crab claws, pasta, fish, and 
oysters. The oysters were delicious, but I had lost my 
appetite a bit. That morning at the beach, I had         
accidentally ripped open a clam and saw it was still 
alive inside. It made me feel too sad to eat oystersðit 
reminded me of that poor clam struggling on the shore. 
The pasta and crab claws might have been my favorite 
part of the meal, aside from the oysters. After dinner, 
we headed back to our hotel to rest, but we didnôt     
unpack. 
 
After that, we headed to a beach in Panama. While   
exploring, I even found a jellyfish! It was so prettyð
mostly clear with delicate purple stripes all over it. If it 
werenôt for those purple stripes, I might have          
completely missed it! 
 
We said goodbye to the Florida sky and began the long 
journey home. It took about 16 hours, but no one can 
drive that far without breaks. We stopped at a few gas 
stations to grab food and stretch our legs. As we 
crossed into Alabama, we pulled over at a rest area 
where my sister and I spotted a giant peanut statue. We 
ran over excitedly to take picturesðit was such a fun 
little moment. 
 
We kept driving and stopped again for food, but       
everything we did and ate along the way felt like a 
dreamða memory that somehow didnôt seem quite  
real. 
 
But I know, without a doubt, that Florida was worth 
every moment of those ñdreams.ò 
 

                     

Bonnett was on a trip in Italy. She wanted to go to the 
Vatican to see the Sistine Chapel, so she went there. 
Once she reached the inside of the chapel, she looked at 
the ceiling, but the ceiling was so high that poor Bonnett 
couldnôt see! If only she had better eyesight.  
 
Since she still couldnôt see, she tried to jump to see it, 
but ended up getting stuck on the ceiling itself! A little 
while later, a lot of people saw that Bonnett was on the 
ceiling. It looked like she blended in!  
 
People said things like, ñWhy is there a teddy bear  
painted up there?ò ñI canôt believe I never noticed that 
Michelangelo painted a teddy bear on the ceiling!ò 
ñAaaaahhh!!! The ghost of Michelangelo has a teddy 
bear!!!ò  
 
At that moment, Bonnett heard a low whooshing sound. 
She looked to the side and saw the ghost of                
Michelangelo!  
 
ñExcuse me, who are you, teddy bear?ò The ghost 
asked.  
 
ñIôm Bonnett. I have really bad eyesight, so I got stuck. 
Can you help me with your magical ghost powers?ò   
replied the teddy bear.  
 
ñYes! I do not have actual powers, but I can help you get 
off the ceiling!ò said the old ghost of Michelangelo. 
 
 ñThanks, Mr. Angelo! Have you ever thought of going 
to a ghost retirement community?ò ï Bonnett said.  
 
ñEh, no. What is that?ò answered the surprised          
Michelangelo.  
 
ñI guess not. Well, thanks for helping! Have a great 
day!ò  
 
Bonnett was sad that she couldnôt see the artwork 
properly, but she got to meet the artist, who wasnôt  
even alive. 

           Florida Vacation   
       Adrija Das, Enola , PA 
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The miners had been trapped underground for 68.5 
hours. My heart constricted. My mind drifted back to 
when I first heard about the Raniganj mine collapse. I 
knew then that I had to do something. Not just because 
it was my job, but because this was my home. Though I 
was born in Amritsar, I graduated from the Indian    
Institute of Technology in Dhanbad   

Three days ago, on November 13, 1989, 232 miners 
were working the night shift in a 330-foot-deep mine. 
At 4 AM, a rush of water flooded the mine. While 161 
miners near the lift were rescued, 71 couldnôt reach it. 
A phone line to the surface confirmed that 65 had found 
shelter, but six were still missing. The authorities 
quickly formed rescue teams, but the pumps to drain 
the water were failing, and the air was running out. The 
mine could collapse at any moment. 

Suddenly, an idea came to meða theoretical idea Iôd 
never seen put to use before. It was risky, but it could 
work. We could build a steel capsule, about 7 feet tall 
and 22 inches wide, create a new borehole to lower it 
into the mine, and bring out the miners, one by one. At 
first, the idea seemed like a breakthrough. Everyone 
was excited about it. But now, doubt started to creep in. 
How could this untested idea possibly work? Why 
couldnôt I just stick to something safer? One wrong 
move, and we could lose everything. 

ñGill,ò someone called. ñThe capsule is ready.ò 

It gleamed, reflecting the glow from the floodlights. 
Shaped like a small rocket, with a pointed top and two 
side doors, it was compact, fitting just one person. In 
less than 72 hours, we had designed and built it..  

ñJust one thing,ò someone said. ñThe crane hasnôt    
arrived.ò 

We couldnôt waste time. We had to proceed. The crowd 
gathered, and we used a manual pulley system to lower 
the capsule. 

ñSomeone needs to go down,ò one official said. 

ñIôll go,ò I said. 

The officials hesitated. ñYouôre the one who designed 
this. We need you here.ò 

ñThatôs exactly why I need to go down,ò I said. ñIf 
something goes wrong, Iôll be able to help.ò 

I turned to my children. Sarpreetôs eyes were filled with 
fear. 

ñDonôt go, Papa,ò he whispered. 

ñI have to, beta. Iôll be back soon.ò 

My eyes met Nirdosh, and she simply nodded. She  

                     

didnôt need to say anything. She knew why I had to do 
this. With a quiet prayer, she recited the Gayatri     
mantra, giving me strength. 

After what seemed like forever, the capsule thumped to 
a stop. I knew I had reached the bottom. I pushed open 
the door. A group of miners had gathered around the 
capsule, and others were slumped against the rock 
walls. Their clothes were torn and soaked, some stained 
with dried blood. We had been sending down food and 
water, but it didnôt seem to matter. They looked       
hollowed out, like shadows of the people they once 
were. 

Back home, I had heard the stories about the minesð
the darkness, the claustrophobia. But nothing could 
have prepared me for its crushing weight. The walls 
seemed to close in on me, and the darkness threatened 
to swallow me whole. I felt it draining my hope. But I 
couldnôt let that stop me. 

ñAlright,ò I said, trying to keep my voice steady, ñLetôs 
get you all out of here.ò 

After 30 miners were safely lifted to the surface, the 
capsule jerked to a stop again. 

ñWhatôs going on?ò a young miner asked, panic      
flickering in his eyes. 

ñItôs the crane,ò I said, wiping the sweat from my brow. 
ñIt must have arrived.ò 

The crane would reduce the time for each trip from 15 
minutes to just 3. The miners seemed to relax, their 
anxious faces brightening as the process sped up. 

But in my heart, the tension remained. The miners   
didnôt know it yet, but the oxygen down here was run-
ning out quickly. I knew it would still be a while before 
it became an issue, but the risk of a collapse was grow-
ing. According to our calculations, it would take anoth-
er two hours to get everyone out. 

Finally, only one miner was left: the same young man 
who had been scared when the capsule had stopped  
earlier. Instead of eagerly stepping into the capsule, he 
turned to me. 

ñThank you,ò he said, his voice filled with gratitude. 
ñYouôre risking everything to save us. Youôre a hero.ò 

The capsule returned. ñItôs your turn now,ò he said. 
ñYouôve done enough.ò 

I shook my head. ñYouôre the heroes,ò I said. ñYouôre 
the ones risking your lives every day for your families. 
Go ahead. Iôll join you in a few minutes.ò 

He nodded, stepped into the capsule, and slowly   dis-
appeared into the dark shaft. 
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I stood there, alone. If something went wrong now, I 
would be the only one left. But the capsule returned, 
and I released a breath I hadnôt realized I was holding. 

The journey up was agonizing. My chest burned from 
the lack of oxygen, my mind foggy and weak. But    
finally, a crack of light pierced the darkness. Real    
sunlight. The capsule jerked to a stop, and the hands 
opened the door. I blinked against the blinding light and 
saw themðeveryone, the whole village, waiting for 
me. Their cheers filled the air.ñThank you,ò he said, his 
voice filled with gratitude. ñYouôre risking everything 
to save us. Youôre a hero.ò 

The capsule returned. ñItôs your turn now,ò he said. 
ñYouôve done enough.ò 

I shook my head. ñYouôre the heroes,ò I said. ñYouôre 
the ones risking your lives every day for your families. 
Go ahead. Iôll join you in a few minutes.ò 

He nodded, stepped into the capsule, and slowly       
disappeared into the dark shaft. 

I stood there, alone. If something went wrong now, I 
would be the only one left. But the capsule returned, 
and I released a breath I hadnôt realized I was holding. 

The journey up was agonizing. My chest burned from 
the lack of oxygen, my mind foggy and weak. But    
finally, a crack of light pierced the darkness. Real    
sunlight. The capsule jerked to a stop, and the hands 
opened the door. I blinked against the blinding light and 
saw themðeveryone, the whole village, waiting for 
me. Their cheers filled the air. 
 
After 6 long hours, we made it. 

As I stepped out of the capsule, Nisha was there,  
throwing her arms around me. Her touch was warmth 
against the cold that had seeped into my bones. 

Soon, everyone was crowding around me, draping   
garlands around my neck, chanting Jai Ganesh! But 
deep down, I knew I hadnôt done anything  extraordi-
nary. I wasnôt the one who had risked my life. It was 
the miners, the ones who worked deep beneath the 
Earth every day, risking everything for their families. 
They were the true heroes. I just gave them a chance to 
come back home. 

                     

March 17, 1920, the day an influential leader was born 
in Tungipara, India. Little Rahman was born to Sheik 
Lufter Rahman, his father, and Shahara Khatun, his 
mother, in the Gopalganj subdivision. His education all 
began at Gimadanga Primary School, and then he went 
to Gopalganj Primary    before going to a missionary 
school. 
 
In 1938, when he was 18, he was married to his        
distant cousin, Begum Fazilatunnessa. The couple soon 
had 5 children, 2 daughters and 3 sons. 1938 was also 
the year when Rahman was first jailed because of     
agitating for  Indian independence. In 1943, Rahman 
was elected as the local councillor of the Muslim 
League, and he took part in the conference of the All 
Bengal Muslim Students League. He then studied at 
Islamia College in Calcutta, and came in contact with 
Huseyn Shaheed Suhrawardy, the prime minister of 
United Bengal, and later with the Prime  Minister of 
Pakistan. They were considered Rahmanôs mentors, 
whom he looked up to. In the Islamic College, Rahman 
was elected the general secretary of the Studentôs     
Union. Along with that, he also was an activist of the 
Bengal Provincial League. As an activist, he supported 
the Suhrawardy-Hashim faction of the Muslim League.  
Rahman was also one of the principal organizers of the 
East Pakistan Muslim Students League. 
 
After finishing college. Rahman continued his     
schooling at Law school at Dhaka University. However, 
he later got expelled from the university in 1949       
because he was  accused of inciting employees against 
the  university. Later in 1949, he got involved with the   
formation of the Awami Muslim League and was   
elected the general secretary. He understood the       
importance of the party organization and  management, 
putting his best efforts into it. At the elections in 1954, 
the Awami League formed the Jukto Front which 
helped defeat the Muslim League by winning 233 seats 
out of 237. Rahman won his seat from  Gopalganj and 
became a part of the Sher-e-Banglaôs cabinet as the 
minister of agriculture and forests in the East Bengal 
Legislative Assembly. He also was a member of the 
Pakistan    Second  Constituent assembly. By the year 
1956,  Rahman was a minister in the provincial       
government of Ataur Rahman Khan, but resigned in 
1958 to focus more on the Awami League. For the next    
couple of years, Rahman was in and out of jail         
constantly for mainly protesting against the Pakistani   
Government. However, this proposal was ultimately 
rejected since it was seen as something that could     
disband Pakistan. This program was officially out of the 
picture by March 25. 
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In 1966, Rahman introduced his famous six-point 

program of regional autonomy which aimed at      

self-rule for East Pakistan. The program aimed to 

address the 6  demands proposed by the Awami 

League. Some of their demands consisted of 2      

separate currencies, the Federal Government should 

only deal with Defense and Foreign Affairs, and that 

East Pakistan should have a separate militia.      

However, this proposal was ultimately rejected since 

it was seen as something should have a separate   

militia.  

On the other hand, the Ayub administration put   
Rahman behind bars and a sedition case, known as 
the Argatala conspiracy case, was brought against 
him. During that time, Rahmanôs charisma grew so 
much that it caused a mass uprising in his favor 
which made the Ayub administration release him on 
February 22, 1969. On the next day of his release, at 
a large rally, the Bengali Nation as a whole officially 
honored him with the title Bangabandhu which 
means friend of Bengal. The general election of 1970 
made Bangabandhu Shiekh Mujibur Rahman the sole 
spokesperson of East Pakistan after he led the Awami 
League to a decisive victory. Despite this, the Yahya 
Khan regime and Zulfikar Ali Bhutto   began to   
conspire against the Awami League to not let them 
have the right of forming a government. Then     
Rahman went before the Country and delivered a 
speech which he called ñthe struggle one of       
emancipation and independenceò on March 7, 1971. 
The Pakistan army launched its genocide on March 
25, 1971.    
 
Rahman officially declared Bangladeshôs freedom on 
March 26, 1971 and this message was wildly spread 
throughout newspapers. Rahman was made the   
President of the provincial government called       
Mujibnagar government, and he also was made    
supreme commander of the Armed Forces.            
Unfortunately, shortly after he was arrested by the 
army and was put on trial and was ultimately        
sentenced to death. Luckily with Pakistanôs defeat, 
the Bengali national saw Rahman return home as the 
father of his people on January 10, 1972. For the next 
3 years, he was busy as the President of Bangladesh. 
In the early days of 1975 Rahman went for a change 
in the government system and declared a Second 
Revolution. The day of August 15, 1975 was the day 
the father of  Bangladesh was assassinated by a 
group of army officials. They also killed his wife and 
3 sons, but his 2 daughters survived. The Bangladesh  

nation to this day isnôt healed from the scars of his 
death. 
 
From researching Bangabandhu Sheikh Mujibur 
Rahman, I learned how he gave a lot for his country, 
but sadly he didnôt watch it grow. He was jailed for a 
total of 18 times while 2 of those times he faced 
death. That was 4,682 days of jail or about 25      
percent of his whole life. By spending so much time 
in jail, he wrote his book The Prison Diaries which 
was a collection of his personal diaries from 1966-
1968. I first heard of him from my parents and   
wanted to know more about his life story. That point 
onwards, I began researching and growing an interest 
in his time as the father of Bangladesh. In writing 
this nonfiction essay, I wish to have educated you on 
the way Bangladesh became how it is today.  

                          Sheikh Mujibur RahamanðFounder of Bangladesh 
                                          Tanisi Biswas, Mechanicsburg, PA 
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   Shauryadeep Biswas, Lancaster, PA 

Nature nature shine so bright 
You are so caring, hug me tight 
 
Nature nature so colorful 
Nature nature trees so tall 
They are full with so many leaves 
Nature nature so many flowers 
Shining bright in the sun and showers 
 
Nature has so much grass 
Wide green fields where children pass. 
nature nature you give us so much sunlight 
nature nature you give us fresh air, water, day and 
night  
nature nature you have so many shades 
Your beauty shines and never fades 

                         Nature 
 Zoya Agnihotri, Mechanicsburg, PA 
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I believe all aspects of film, production and viewing, are   
inherently communal. Thatôs why I started a film club, so 
students could share a passion for film together. Where I live, 
it's hard to find local screenings for films other than         
Hollywood blockbusters. Thereôs one small independent   
theater, but it lacks resources to curate    regular thoughtful 
and     intriguing series drawing from a richer, deeper trove of 
world cinema. So we focus on foreign and independent films 
in our monthly film series. It wasnôt always smooth sailing. 
After initially drawing lots of interest, early on members 
complained about the frequent black and white or foreign 
language (or silent) films. One member said heôd only watch 
screenings if they were in English. Iôll admit, even during a 
ñWesternsò month, that quintessential American genre, we 
squeezed in Yojimbo, a Japanese film that helped spawn the 
Spaghetti Western (which we also screened). Undeterred, I 
eagerly anticipated screenings each Saturday. Not for the 
films (Iôd already prescreened them when manually curating 
each monthôs series), but because I got to experience them 
with my friends. The real highlights are the post-mortemsï
the unexpected plot twist, or a unique visual style, or ñwhat 
was that about?ò exploring anything, from claustrophobic 
tension in Das Boot to parallel class-architecture themes and 
stair motifs in The Housemaid and Parasite. One member 
says, seemingly every week, ñNever heard of this movie, but 
now itôs óall-time top 5.ôò Another was unfamiliar with a  
director but is now piqued to find and watch more.        
Sometimes just 15 minutes, sometimes hours when we 
should be studying. From these sessions of amateur criticism, 
a wider interest in film bursts into our seminars with invited 
professors or film-industry professionals discussing anything 
film. Last spring, our club was rapt and abuzz engaging    
Kurosawaôs filmography with a Japanese film professor from 
a local college, sharing newfound enthusiasm for jidai-geki 
films or surprise at the dynamism and use of color in his later 
works. The earlier aversion to non-English language films? 
Now forgotten. I love watching films but I love sharing them 
with others even more, especially when not limited to those 
from only one language, culture, or time. Korean director 
Bong Joon-ho (deeply impacted by his own college film club 
experience) echoed this passion when accepting the Best  
Picture award for Parasite ï ñOnce you overcome the        
one-inch-tall barrier of subtitles, you will be introduced to so 
many more amazing films.ò 
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Visual art positively affects society in many ways. Some 
examples of visual artôs positive effect on society are as 
follows: expression of self, understanding of others, and 
critical thinking. Naturally, visual art allows for           
unmatched expression of self. There is no better method of 
sharing oneôs lens of the world than through art. To create 
any piece of art one must introspect significantly, and  
consider their own unique perspective and how to       
communicate it effectively through art. Similarly, mem-
bers of society can learn of anotherôs perspective through 
the art they create. By taking the time to analyze 
someoneôs art one is often able to decode what may have 
compelled them to create the piece. Analyzing art also 
helps them build empathy and understanding of the creator 
that other forms of communication do not even entertain. 
A well crafted creative work can change someoneôs life 
when they are willing to exert the effort to interpret it, 
changing their perspective on others and sometimes even 
themselves. Finally, critical thinking; with the rise of auto-
mated tasks and low motivation to learn, critical thinking 
skills are more necessary than ever. When creating an  
artwork one often encounters situations and problems 
which are unaccounted for in planning stages of the work, 
forcing them to find solutions and adding a layer of     
complexity to the piece. Critical thinking is also used 
when viewing art. Often if a member of society wishes to 
fully understand a piece of art they must also inference 
and research what lead the artist to create in that way. 
Overall, the positive effects visual art has on society are 
expression of self through crafting creative works based 
on oneôs individual lens, understanding of others through 
working to interpret the artistôs intent when creating the 
piece of art, and lastly critical thinking which is shown 
both when thinks go off track when creating visual art and 
when attempting to interpret it. 

  The Impact of Art on the Community ( Sampriti Scholarship Recipients ) 
           Noah Shin                                                         Madalyn Sellers 

On May 27, 2025, Sampriti had the distinct honor of awarding $2,000 scholarships to two          
remarkable Cumberland Valley High School seniors: Noah Shin and Madalyn Sellers.     
 
Recommended by the school district's Arts Department, these outstanding students were recognized 
for their academic achievements and unwavering dedication to the visual arts. Noah Shin is       
studying at Yale University, majoring in Computer Science and Filmmaking, while Madalyn 
Sellers is attending  Maryland Institute College of Art, focusing on Ceramics and Illustration. 
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A vibrant essence, a tempest's roar, 
The feminine soul, from shore to shore. 
A quiet wisdom, a blazing star, 
Within her essence, no chains can mar. 
She is the river, ancient and deep, 
Within her currents, the ages sleep. 
A tender blossom, a mountain's core, 
A universe she longs to explore. 
 
Gazing in a dazzling solar gleam, 
Dispelling shadows in a silent stream. 
The trident of her spirit's will, 
Stands fast upon life's sacred hill. 
The fierce artist, with a brush of grace, 
Painting valor in time and space. 
The guardian of hearth, the shatterer of glass, 
She forges the future, she refines the past. 
 
No gilded myth, no distant shrine, 
This sacred essence, this grace divine, 
Resides within the beat of a womanôs heart, 
A cosmic rhythm, a living art. 
The spirit of woman, a burning flame, 
The ever-present Goddess, for eternal age.  
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As I was driving in the car, I was thinking about the 
Central Pennsylvania Food Bank, how much food 
there was, and how they help the community. We 
stepped out and I marveled at the sight of the        
gigantic beige building with the red letters CPFB 
embossed into the side of the building. I walked in 
the cold warehouse where hundreds of people work 
helping our community thrive. We then met the    
social secretary who was very kind and generous to 
us. She said,ôô We are so thankful to the Sampriti 
society for giving us the check. With this we will be 
able to give 5,000 meals to families in need of food.ò  

We all said,ò It was our pleasure to provide money to 
the Central Pennsylvania Food Bank.ò  The social 
worker laughs and says,ò Now do you want a tour of 
the warehouse?ò We all sayò Yes!ò 

We walked around the depot, and stopped at a giant 
door in which trucks were coming through to deposit 
food. The social worker stops and says ñ This is our 
food delivery station. Every day trucks come to    
deposit food from all grocery stores such as Giant, 
Wegmans, and Aldi. Their leftover food comes to us 
and we then give it to needy families. This is also our 
outreach station, where our trucks leave to deliver 
food all over Pennsylvania straight to the homes of 
the families in need.ò  

We then walked to another giant metal door which 
had frost on it. As we got closer, we were able to see 
our breath and were shivering. The social worker 
said as her teeth chattered,ò We are not going to stay 
here for long but FYI this is our frozen foods such as 
frozen pizza, eggs and frozen pasta.ò  

ñCan we go inside?ò an adult asks. ñ Sadly,no,ò the 
social security worker sighs. 

As the final part of our tour we went to a section with 
heaps of fruit in baskets and workers wearing gloves 
packing and putting them in cardboard boxes. She 
says ñ This is our fresh produce section where fresh 
fruits and vegetables come from farms and grocery 
stores.We wash each veggie and fruit thoroughly and 
we only send the ripest fruit to our families.ò  

As she led us out of the warehouse, she looked   
overjoyed to have the check and to show everybody 
how they help over 100s of families not starve. As I 
walked to my car with my dad, I took a long  
thoughtful look at the building and thought How can 
I also help the world? 

Another thought popped in my mind as I drove 
home. I am so thankful to Sampriti for organizing 
events, giving me opportunities to grow and thrive as 
a person and contribute to our community 

            The Eternal Goddess                                                                      
Adwitia Chakraborty, Mechanicsburg, PA                                                                                            

                     Food Bank                                                                     
Rishit Sharma, Mechanicsburg, PA                                                                                           

Sara Agnihotri, Mechanicsburg, PA                                                                                            


