MA RETURNS

Q
2
Q
=
o=
)
2
7
<
o
=
<
=




Table of Contents

Table of Contents
Editorial
Acknowledgments
Short Stories
Nitbor (Little Groom)
The Shivli Bloomed Before Durga Came Home
AL, TP IS i 936 (=18 fBifE (s st
Poetry
FHRS
RRRY
ferefa
When Puja Meant Dadu’s House
Recipes
Mewa-E-Matar Shahi Kabab
Ingredients
Method
Onion Bell Pepper Tawa Fish
Ingredients
Method
Art
Kids’ Corner

o g h~DN

13
17
17
18
20
22
25
25
25
25
27
27
27
29
30



&y
st O

GET READY TO GLOW!

WE OFFER

Personalized plan for hair care

to keep your hair vibrant and E E
healthy between visits -

Skin care recommendation suited -

for you

Recommendation based on latest E [ o
trends SCAN TO VISIT US

Hair Services Nakeup IFacial Hair Care

@ 925.436.9470

FOR FREE CONSULTATION!
STYLEWITHSUSHME.COM




Editorial

The sound of the dhak and the fragrance of shiuli signal the arrival of Durga Puja 2026—a powerful
celebration of light overcoming darkness.

Ma Durga embodies the courage and compassion we need today. In a world facing conflict and
inequality, Her victory over Mahishasura reminds us to confront our own challenges with resilience.
From youth-driven change to community solidarity, we see the spirit of Durga Puja alive all around us.

This festival bridges rich heritage with a hopeful future. Let us draw strength from Maa Durga to build a
world rooted in harmony, progress, and empathy.

May She bless us with Subuddhi—clarity, kindness, and moral courage. Wishing you and your loved ones
a joyful, safe, and blessed festive season!

— Anjali Team

Editorial Team: Srabasti Mukherjee Gupta, Tinny Bhowmik
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Pashchimi takes immense pleasure in welcoming our community to Durga Puja 2026 and presenting our
yearly commemorative publication, Anjali 2026.

We extend our deepest appreciation to all the talented contributors whose literary pieces and artwork
enriched this edition. Assembling these creative works has been a deeply rewarding process, and we
trust you will enjoy every page.

The grand scale of our celebration is a reflection of your unwavering support. Whether through financial
contributions or enthusiastic participation over these five festive days, your presence remains our
greatest strength. We are equally grateful to our esteemed sponsors for their ongoing partnership.
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With love and gratitude,
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Short Stories

Nitbor (Little Groom)

Dipen Raha

Everyone left the groom to one side and gathered instead around Nitbor, crowding him. They set
about teasing him this way and that.

Suddenly finding his chance, Nitbor broke through the encircling ranks and went straight into
the inner house, and demanded — "Where's the bride?"

One girl pointed to the one standing beside her and said, "Here's the bride."

A second girl then pointed right back to the first and said, "Here's the bride."

Nitbor looked the two girls up and down, carefully, from head to foot, and pronounced,
"No — this isn't the bride."

Left with no choice, they brought Nitbor and stood him before the real bride, Shibani. Examining her
from head to foot with the air of a connoisseur, he asked, "Are you the bride?"

Shibani was wearing a bright red Benarasi sari. This settled it for him — yes, this was the bride.
Shibani smiled a little, nodded, and told him to come closer; he went and stood right up against
her side.

Shibani took Nitbor's hand and said, "Sit down, khoka."

The moment she said khoka — "little one" — it struck a blow to Nitbor's self-regard. Wrenching his
hand free, he stepped back two paces and declared, "I'm not a khoka. I'm the groom!"

(Translator's note: the humor turns on the boy's name — "Nitbor" ends in bor, the Bengali word for
"bridegroom," which is why the wedding guests can tease him by treating him as though he himself
were the groom.)

At once he made the bride swear a solemn oath that she would never again call him khoka.

And so a game of hide-and-seek began over Nitbor. From one lap he was passed to another, and
in the process his gold-bordered dhuti and his colorful little shoes began to come loose from his
body altogether.

Meanwhile, out in the front room, some dispute had broken out between the groom's side and the
bride's side over some matter or other.

The groom's friends set about consoling him: "Don't worry about it, Samir — you'll find a far better
match than this." On the other side, the men of the bride's family were consoling the bride's mother:
"Don't worry about a thing — we'll find a home and groom a hundred times better than this one."

Meanwhile Nitbor, unable to work out any particular reason for Shibani's tears, set about



consoling her instead. "Don't cry, bride. Once we get home I'll give you lots of things. | have

so many toys" — and so on, and so forth.

Just as the wedding party turned to leave, the groom's father, Durgashankar Babu, suddenly
remembered Pintu. The moment he began shouting "Pintu! Pintu!", someone from the bride's side
came and informed him that Pintu was in the inner house. On hearing this, Durgashankar Babu
marched into the inner quarters with his whole retinue. From his blustering and roaring, it seemed he
meant to raise nothing short of the battle of Kurukshetra. But the moment he arrived at the actual field
of battle, he was struck dumb. There he saw Pintu — both arms locked around the bride's neck —
saying over and over, "Bride, | won't go!" Shibani, without answering, wept in silence. Not even his
father's hundred bellowed commands could make Pintu budge so much as an inch. If anything, he
clung to Shibani's neck all the tighter, and kept crying out in protest, "l won't leave the bride behind!"

(Translator's note: "Pintu" is Nitbor's pet name — Bengali children traditionally carry both a formal
name and a household nickname, and the story moves between the two.)

By this time, Nitbor's dhuti and shoes had parted ways with the rest of him entirely; only a plastic cord
at his waist still held things together, somewhat, and, seeing the sorry state of his colorful shoes, the
groom could no longer hold back the force of his own weeping. One quick-witted lady among those
present hastily stuffed a round, juicy sweet made of curd-cheese into Nitbor's mouth. This interrupted
his crying mid-course. Bit by bit, the pitch of his wailing came down. Having thoroughly savored its
taste and swallowed it down, he asked the lady, "Is there more?"

"There's plen-ty more."

At first, Nitbor refused to let anyone put his dhuti back on him. Two or three ladies came forward to try,
but none of them succeeded. Shibani drew him close and, more or less by force, put the dhuti on him
herself. This time he made no objection.

Once the business of dressing him was over, Shibani pulled Nitbor close, planted an affectionate
kiss on his cheek, and asked, "Friends with me?"

"Friends," he said, and pressed in even closer against her side. Then he launched into the tale of all
the sorrows of his own life for his bride's benefit — who had broken his toy elephant and horse, and
when; how long his elder brother had been promising to buy him a kite and spool of string, and had
still, to this very day, not done it.

Finding a silent listener, his enthusiasm redoubled. A fountain of half-formed baby-talk came pouring
out. When froth began to come along with the words from that tender little mouth, the bride said,
"That's enough for now — I'll hear the rest later."

But the groom would not be put off. He went on demonstrating, now stretching his two arms wide
apart, now drawing them back close together, exactly how much each person loved him.

Listening to Nitbor's stories, Shibani found the time passing pleasantly enough.

The moment the commotion from outside reached the ears of the inner household again, everyone
there grew alarmed. In his fright, Nitbor clung tighter still to the bride's neck.



After a while, Shibani's father, Hariharbabu, came into the inner apartments and, seeing this whole
business, was at first utterly bewildered. Then his eyes fell on Durgashankarbabu, and he burst out
laughing: "Well, | see this has turned into quite a fine amusement." Durgashankarbabu answered, "Just
wait — I'll bring out the real fun of it yet."

So saying, he went out to the front house and gave the musicians their order: "Play on! There's to be
a wedding." And the shehnai struck up once more.

The next day, Nitbor, riding proudly in his bride's lap, returned home in triumph.

[This story was awarded a prize in the 1957 West Bengal Short Story Competition by the Howrah
Sanskriti-Sahitya Parishad, and was published in the newspaper Jugantar on 13 November 1957. It
appeared as the first story in Dipen Raha’s collection of short-stories, Nupur, published in 1978, and has
been translated from the original Bangla version with the help of Claude, and offered here from the
Raha family.]



Dipen Raha was a noted literateur who wrote
novels and short stories from the 1950s to the
1980s. Durga Pujo is a time we go back to our
innocence in loving Ma Durga as a child loves and
reaches out to a mother. This submission is
offered by the Raha family as one capturing the
innocent love of a child that helps people around
go beyond their ego.




The Shivli Bloomed Before Durga Came Home

Geetanjali Chakraborty

Durga Puja begins, in a sense, before Maa Durga arrives. For Bengalis, the dates shift each year according
to the Hindu almanac (Panchang), but anticipation gathers long before the first day of the Puja. Part of
that expectancy lies in learning how the goddess will arrive and depart. Each day of the week is
associated with a particular vehicle (vahana), so the weekday of her arrival and departure determines
how she is said to come and go. This year, she arrives on an elephant and departs on a horse, the
elephant carrying associations of stability and strength, and the horse of speed and movement. For
those who follow these meanings more closely, each vehicle carries its own significance for the year
ahead; for others, it is simply one more sign that her arrival is drawing close. But one does not need to
know the date to sense that Durga is near.

As the monsoon begins to recede, night-flowering jasmine (shivli; Nyctanthes arbor-tristis) blooms, its
small white flowers with orange stems appearing just as Durga Puja approaches. Their fragrance
becomes inseparable in my memory from the scented smoke of sacred sal-resin incense (dhuno) and the
distant sound of ceremonial drums (dhak). The anticipation has something of a homecoming in it: food
being prepared, music gathering, offerings made, and families and communities drawing together. To
me, the flower and the festival belonged together. Its arrival marked a subtle turning in the year, when
the rains softened, the air shifted, and the household began to enter a different rhythm.

In our family, Durga arrived through two traditions. My mother came from a Punjabi family, and Navratri
shaped those days through fasting and restraint. On my father’s Bengali side, Durga Puja welcomed the
goddess as a daughter returning home, surrounded by food, music, offerings, and crowds. As a child, |
moved naturally between these two expressions of devotion because both were part of the same season
and both changed the ordinary rhythm of our home.
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Navratri made itself felt in the kitchen. Wheat flour and rice were set aside, and in their place came
water-chestnut flour (singhara atta), buckwheat flour (kuttu atta), and Japanese barnyard millet (samak
rice). Thick parathas were made from the fasting flours, while taro curry (arbi sabzi), tapioca-pearl
khichdi (sabudana khichdi), and tapioca-pear| patties (sabudana tikkis) made with potatoes filled the
evening plate. Cooked in ghee, these foods were nourishing after a day of fasting. The diya was lit, the
meal followed the restrictions of the fast, and for a few days the familiar structure of an Indian meal gave
way to another.

Durga Puja changed those same autumn days differently. Food stalls appeared around the Puja grounds,
while the bhog, the food offered to the goddess, remained sattvic - simple, vegetarian, and prepared
without onion or garlic. Bengali-style khichdi was made with dry-roasted mung dal and rice cooked with
whole spices, accompanied by a lightly seasoned mixed vegetable dish and a little chutney, often made
with tomato or mango and sweetened with sugar, raisins, or dates. The food was first offered at the altar
and then received as prasad, the blessed food shared after the offering.

What stays with me most strongly is the contrast between these two meals. At home during Navratri,
rice had been removed from the plate. At the Puja, rice was cooked with mung dal, offered to Durga, and
shared among everyone gathered there. As a child, | saw no need to reconcile the difference. One
tradition expressed devotion by setting certain foods aside, while the other expressed it through offering
and sharing. That distinction now feels more meaningful to me than it did then. Rice was absent from
one sacred meal and central to another, yet in both cases the devotion lay not in the grain itself, but in
the relationship to it.

The season around us seemed to teach something similar. The cooler season post-monsoon did not
arrive all at once. The rain became less frequent, the air changed gradually, flowers appeared, and the
foods in the kitchen shifted with them. Years later, Ayurveda gave me a word for this passage, ritusandhi,
the meeting of one season with the next. What struck me was how closely the idea matched what | had
already known through experience.

Perhaps that is what stays with me most about those autumns: nothing had to change all at once, and
nothing had to become the same in order to belong together. The monsoon could still linger as another
season approached. Navratri could make rice disappear from our kitchen while Durga Puja placed it
before the goddess. My mother’s Punjabi observance and my father’s Bengali inheritance could retain
their distinct forms while meeting within the life they shared together.

Looking back, | think shivli carries that memory so vividly because its appearance belonged to a
threshold, that subtle interval in which one thing is still present while another is already becoming
perceptible. Durga Puja came to me in much the same way, through fragrance, food, weather, ritual, and
anticipation gathering slowly until the season had changed around us. Even now, when | think of those
days before Durga Puja, | remember those small white flowers with their orange stems, and the
childhood knowing that something could be arriving long before it had fully arrived.
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Geetanjali Chakraborty is a NAMA-certified Advanced
Ayurveda Practitioner and President of the California
Association of Ayurvedic Medicine (CAAM). She
trained in Ayurveda at Vedika Global, later serving as
its Dean of Ayurveda Studies, and has been teaching
Ayurveda since 2014. She runs a donation-based
Ayurveda clinic at the India Community Center in
Milpitas, making holistic care accessible regardless of
financial means. Learn more at www.swakitch.com.
This essay is excerpted from her forthcoming book.
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Anindya has been working in machine learning in the
Bay Area for much more than a decade - outside of
work, he likes to think of himself as a dreamer, thinker
and occasional/hibernating writer - who comes to life
just before the Pujo every year.
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Arunasish Som is an author and creative writer with six
published books to his name. His writing spans
multiple genres, including poetry, short stories, and
novels. Through his diverse literary works, he explores
human emotions, relationships, and intriguing
mysteries, reflecting both imagination and storytelling
depth.
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Rajarshi Chattopadhyay is a Contemporary Fine Artist,
Writer, Sculptor, Storyteller, and Poet from West
Bengal, India. He graduated from the Government
College of Art & Craft, Kolkata, in 1996, and has been
actively working across visual art, writing,
photography, sculpture, and cultural documentation.
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Kamal Roy is a retired engineer, multiple Bengali
cultural committee member, and literary enthusiast.

When Puja Meant Dadu’s House

Paramita Bhattacharjee

There was a time when Durga Puja
wasn't just a festival.

It was Dadu's house.

A courtyard full of people,

a home buzzing with preparations,

and little hearts counting down the days
until Ma came home.

The polishing of brass lamps,
the gathering of flowers,
the endless puja preparations -
and us children, pretending to help,
mostly getting in the way.

New clothes laid out on the bed.
Mahalaya on the radio.

Shiuli scattered across the courtyard.
And then, that first beat of the dhaak.

Oh, how we waited for it!

The shankho, the uludhwani,
the fragrance of dhuno,
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the hurried call of “Anjali shuru hobe!”
Little hands clasping flowers,
mumbling mantras between stolen giggles.

Khichuri bhog never tasted better.
Dhunuchi naach never looked grander.
And somehow, everyone we loved

fit under that one roof.

Then came Dashami.
Sindoor-streaked faces, tearful smiles,
and the familiar promise-

Asche bochor abar hobe.

And Puja did return.
Every single year.

But childhood didn't.

Life scattered us across the world.

Some familiar voices became memories.
And Dadu's house became a place

| visit most often with my eyes closed.

Even today, one beat of the dhaak,

one whiff of shiuli,

and | am that little girl again-

new dress, flowers in hand,

running through my grandfather's courtyard,
waiting for Ma to arrive.

Perhaps that is the magic of Durga Puja.

Ma comes home every autumn.
And for a fleeting moment,
so does my childhood.

B AT
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Paramita is senior product executive, a storyteller at
heart, and someone who believes that our deepest
connections are rooted in the memories and traditions
we carry with us. She cherishes writing, and celebrates
heritage, belonging, and the little moments that make
a lifetime.
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Recipes
Mewa-E-Matar Shahi Kabab

S S

| ~"I\?If.ﬂl.r'i.f-:a;—TE-leelt:-.n: |

with a royal stuffing of green peas, [
nuts and raising - crispy on the &%
outside, Aavowrful and rich
- onthe inside

Ingredients
For Chicken Mixture: For Green-Pea Stuffing:
® 500 g boneless chicken ® 1 cup boiled green peas
e 2 medium potatoes, boiled & mashed ¢ % e 8-10 cashews
cup finely chopped onion e 8-10almonds
e 1 tsp ginger-garlic paste e 1-2tbsp raisins
e Y tsp turmeric powder e 1 small green chilli
e 1 tsp red chilli powder ® % tsp cumin seeds
e 1tspgaram masala e Y tsp chaat masala
e % tsp cumin powder e 1 tbsp coriander, chopped
e Y tsp black pepper e 1tsplemon juice
e 1 tbsplemon juice e Salt to taste
e Salt to taste
e 2-3tbsp coriander, finely chopped ¢ 2-3
tbsp roasted besan
e 1 egg (optional, for binding)
e Qil for shallow frying

Method
1. Cook the chicken

Boil or pressure-cook the chicken with salt, ginger-garlic paste and a little pepper until tender and fully
cooked. Cool and finely shred the chicken.
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2. Prepare the kabab mixture

In a bowl, mix shredded chicken, mashed potatoes, onion, spices, lemon juice, coriander and roasted
besan. Add egg if required for binding. Mix well.

3. Prepare the pea stuffing

Add boiled green peas, cashews, almonds, raisins, green chili and cumin to a mixer. Pulse 3-5 times
until coarse. Do not make a smooth paste. Mix with chaat masala, coriander, lemon juice and salt.

4. Stuff and shape

Take a portion of the chicken mixture, flatten it, place about 1 tsp of the pea stuffing in the centre, seal
and shape into a kabab.

5. Shallow-fry
Cook on a lightly oiled pan over medium-low heat for 3—4 minutes per side, until golden and crisp.
Serve

Hot with mint-coriander chutney, onion rings and lemon wedges.

Chanda's Tip
Pulse the peas and nuts only a few times to keep the stuffing coarse. This gives a lovely texture with little bites
of peas, cashews, almonds and raisins in every kabab.

Chanda is a passionate home cook from Hyderabad,
who loves putting her own creative twist on classic
Indian dishes. She is currently putting a booklet of her
family favourites.
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Onion Bell Pepper Tawa Fish
Snigdha Ghosh

Ingredients

Fish: 2 Ibs. fish fillets (Tilapia, Basa or Swai)

Onion: 1 medium onion sliced into wedges

Bell Peppers (Capsicum): 1 large bell peppers sliced into wedges
Ginger paste: 1 tablespoon

Garlic paste: 1 tablespoon

Green chilis: 4

Cilantro: 20 sprigs

Onion paste of half onion

Method

1. Marinade:
Clean the fish fillets and marinade with onion, ginger,
garlic, green chilis and cilantro paste.

2. Pan-Fry the fish:

Heat 4 tablespoons of oil on a pan/ tawa over medium heat. Place the marinated fish on the tawa and
fry for 5 minutes on each side until cooked through. Strain the fish and place inin a

bowl.

3. Saute the vegetables:

In the same tawa add onion wedges, bell pepper wedges and green chilis and set the flame high so that
the vegetables are cooked, crunchy and adds a smoky flavor.

4. Combine and Serve:

Place the fried fish back to the tawa with the onions ,green chilis and bell pepper. Stir gently mixing

together and garnish with cilantro.

Serve: Onion bell pepper tawa fish can be served as an appetizer or with fried rice.
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Snigdha is a finance professional with a passion for
cooking hearty, healthy, flavorful food.
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Terracotta art by Rajarshi Chattopadhyay

Terracotta has a long and rich cultural tradition in Bengal. Since clay is readily available in the
region, Bengal has developed a highly sophisticated tradition of terracotta temple architecture
and sculpture. Rajarshi has interpreted this traditional art form in a contemporary way through
his own artistic language.
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Kids’ Corner

Ganesha: The mighty Indian God

By Aaron Das

Maa Durga, “Strength “
By Gayathri
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Divinely Inspiration
By Utpal Sarkar

Sonic
By Shanav Roy Chowdhury

Roar!
By Ishan Banik

Sreedatri Suter  N1/15/2025

Acrylic
By Sreedatri Suter

4
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Sea Turtle
By Trisha Gupta

“An ode in every stroke—Ishi paints her love for the
one whose name lives on in hers.”
By Myeisha Chakravarty (Ishi)

» NUCLEODYNE
SYSTEMS

MC
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