S DURGA PUJA, COLOGNE

W8S |IUDEINE Ll

R
&

I JrfiRHT 5805

oth - 13th October, 2024

Biirgerzentrum Chorweiler
Pariser Passage 1, 50765 Cologne

More info on : durgapuja.de

A9 NIWeRS JRIRYY - UIDIIAIN)[NY JIYISTPU]




MR e = S 24 A

,In 2021, Durga Puja in Kolkata was
iIncluded in the UNESCO Representative
List of the Intangible Cultural Heritage of

Humanity. *
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Letter from President of Bharat Samiti

Dear Members, Dear Friends of Bharat Samiti,

We are happy that in the year 2024, we can once more celebrate our Durga Puja - Cologne at
our Durga Puja’s home at the Birgerzentrum in Cologne- Chorweiler.

Since 1992 our organization has been organizing this Durga Puja and especially in times like
these, it is important to come together as a community, welcome new people, who come as
strangers and go as new friends.

These festivities should on one side make us aware of the
lovely things in life, but on the other side one should never
ever forget about all the terrible things happening here in
Germany, back home in India and around the world.

At our annual Durga Puja festivities in the fall, we, like millions
of Hindus around the world, celebrate the arrival of the
goddess Durga as the destroyer of evil and the protector of
good. It is the celebration of the return of the goddess Durga
on earth, which symbolizes the victory of good over evil.

At this point a big thank you goes out to all the helpers, sponsors as well as the members and
friends of Bharat Samiti who help us with donations or who sacrifice their free time for volunteer
work. Without your personal contribution, the organization and implementation of the Durga
Puja festivities would not be possible.

And if you are new, do speak to us on how to participate and become a member.

Once more we need to speak about the topic of funding our Durga Puja in Cologne. Being one
of the biggest festivals of its kind, the cost of organising our Durga Puja in Cologne has gone
up as everything else in our lives. We do hope you will support our Durga Puja with a generous
donation, so we can continue to celebrate in Chorweiler in the years to come.

We will be celebrating our Durga Puja from October 9 to 13, 2024 at the Bezirksrathaus in
Cologne-Chorweiler together.

Do come and join us in our celebrations!
\
/—\.¢U S &u&\\-‘ Y

Arunava Chaudhuri

President, Indischer Kulturverein (Bharat Samiti) e.V.
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Maa Durga

Diptanshu Das

) 4 Aum Ka&hya,yanyu
Vidmahe

Kanya Kumes cha Dheemehe

Thanno Dutge Prachodaygkh
By Diptamsiu Das, Syears
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Indischer Kulturverein - Bharat Samiti e.V.
Programm des 33-jahrige Durga Puja 2024, KéIn

Biirgerzentrum Chorweiler, Pariser Platz 1, 50765 Kéln

L Mittwoch, 09. Oktober, Sashthi
16:00 Uhr- Bodhan : Erwachen der Géttin Drurga
17:00 Uhr Sashthi Puja : Lebenseinweihung
- 180oURr Prasad Bitaran Austeilen der gewehten Speisen
118:30 Uhr " Kultur Programm I
~19:00.Uhr ’ Ansprachen Ehrengdisten (openmxwech bychiefswt)
19:30 Uhr Abendessen
20:30 Ubr Kulmrhogmnmu
’ Donnerstag 10. Oktober, Saptarm
12:00 Uhr Saptami Puja : Gebet
13:00 Uhr  Anjali : Bluma.opfer
13:30 Uhr PmsadBaamnAustdkn der geweihten Speisen, Mlmgessen
17:00 Uhr : Puja und Arati : Abendgebet
18:00 Uhr Prasad Bitaran Austeilen der geweihten Speisen; Kulturprogramm Teil I
19:30 Uhr Abendessen oy
Freitag-11. Oktober, Ashtami
1200 Ubr Ashtami Puja : Gebet
13:00 Uhr Anjali : Blumenopfer »
13:30 Uhr mmmdammmm
1700Uhr  ©  PujaundArati: Abendgebet
1800Uhr Sandhi Pyja
- 18:30 Uhr ! hmdBMnAMkndagthmSpm KulunprogmmmTetIl
19:00 Uhr Abendessen : \
20:00 Uhr Kulturprogramm Teil II
-~ Samstag, 12. Oktober, Nabami.
12:00 Uhr Nabami Puja : Gebet
13:00 Uhr - Anjali : Blumglopﬁr
13:30 Uhr  Prasad Bitaran Austeilen der geweihten Speisen, Mittagessen
17:00 Uhr Puja und Arati : Abendgebet] :
18:30 Uhr Kulturprogramm Teil I, Prasad Bitaran Austeilen der geweihten Speisen
 1930URr Abendessen p -
‘ _z(m Uhr - Kulturprogramm Teil Il -
Sonntag, 13. Oktober, Dashami s
11:00 Uhr Dashami Puja : Abschiedsgebet, Sindur Khela : Farben Spiel,
13:00 Uhr Prasad Bitaran Austeilen der geweihten Speisen

OIS o P I
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Indischer Kulturverein - Bharat Samiti e.V.

HNYTI 2028 97 WIS 61

Bi’lrgerzcntrum Chorweiler, Pariser Platz 1, 50765 Kéln
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Paintings

Satviki Jana
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Artist brothers

Matteo & Luca
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Happy Durga Puja

Ronan Patra
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Amar Maa Durga

Eshana Ghosh

Crayon Love

Aheer Sarkar

PePba Pid
,

Akeer Jarkar.
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Stranded

Oishi Chakraborty

One hundred million miles apart,
Locked in its cold metal body.
The universe surrounding, embracing, bounding,

But all the light of the stars could not light up its cold,
metallic heart.

During the day, it traveled through the endless dunes
and yards,

The hot, dusty grains of sand grinding against its
ever-turning wheels.

It went on forever, through the miserable heat that
pounded and stung at his hard shell,

As it climbed, descended, on and on through the desolate wasteland that was Mars.

The night brought comfort, and a strange longing, a wonderous enthral,
The stars spilled over the galaxy, twisting and tumbling for eons before finally settling down.
And the dreamy, nirvanic hues of the world interlaced with them,

Until they were one, and they were all.

It gazed at the planet before him, its vibrant green swirling with its lush blue,
The world was arcadian, tranquil, serene.
But the longing inside it was great,

Hiraeth; to long for a home that was never yours to want, a home you never knew.

It remembered, when it was pieced together from sheer power and effort,
And trembling hands, and magnificent minds.
It remembered when it woke, the blinding, sterile, white walls and stale lights,

And it remembered the feeling of wonder, of belonging, of comfort.

OIS o P I
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It remembered being packaged away, meticulously wrapped with care and strong, supporting
arms,

Left in a dark room with nothing to see, hear or touch.
But all it felt was excitement, as the walls shook and spun with tremendous movement,

For such caring hands could never cause harm.

Left there for days, with its coding buzzing through it like a broken melody, stuttering and
wrecked,

And only the occasional muffled voices for company.
It could not help but wonder over its destination,

Accompanied only by the random gentle tremors, it slept.

It woke to a bright room, white and black decorating every surface and floor,
Colorful little bundles of wires poking out of every corner.
Objects swam around it, and it gazed at them all in awe,

For every little thing was something it had never seen before.

Little beings, dressed in bulging white suits, floated around it with sluggish flexion,
Their hands reaching up like little bugs to flitter around its wheels, head, torso.
And as it watched them, it felt a warmth bubbling up from inside like bottled sunlight,

And with a fluttering feeling, realized it was affection.

The doors soon opened to a strange land, stretching, gigantic and broad,
Wind wrapped itself around every living thing, heavy, all-encompassing, suffocating.
The dust traveled through the air in tidal waves, sweeping across the land like a tsunami,

Ravaging the mountainous dunes with the rage of an angered god.

It eagerly rolled forward, under the rushing Marigold skies,
And the storms of sand like trickling fire.
But as it heard a distant rumbling from behind and looked up,

The home it had come to know as its, had not followed it from the highs

OIS o P I
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It sprang forward, desperately trying to keep its home in sight,
Pushing and sliding and constant.

It never stopped, never ceased, never strayed,

As fast as it could, yet that wasn’t enough, to keep them from leaving it behind.

Day in and day out, it waited and waited,
Watching as the rays of the sun flow and sparkle like molten gold.
Traveling endlessly, digging endlessly, trapped in a wretched cycle,

Pushing past the gales, despite their heavy weight.

Years had passed and years will pass, it has long given up hope,
The storms may come, and the storms may go, and the stars may forever shine.
But it belongs here now, and can never leave,

Its desolate, confined, home.
One night it sat and realised with a start,
That this was where it was meant to be.

Kept from the beautiful and the living and the human,

One hundred million miles away, a universe apart.

& & ¢
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Shadows in the Light / Whispers of the Silent

Sayan Mukhopadhyaya

Avi lived in Germany. He had built a quiet
life, tucked away from the noise of
Kolkata, a city that was once home. His
world was orderly, as the Germans liked it.
He worked in IT, had a small circle of
friends, and enjoyed the weekends
exploring the area around. His life was
predictable—until the day his world shook
to its core. It started with a call from home.
His sister, Mira, a bright-eyed junior doctor
in Kolkata, mentioned something terrible.

Avi stood at the window of his small
apartment in Munich, staring blankly at the
street below. The hum of traffic and the
distant murmur of voices floated up like ghosts, fading into the background. In his mind, he
was miles away—back in Kolkata, a city that once cradled his identity but now felt like a distant
dream. A message from his sister, Mira, had unraveled everything, pulling him from his quiet
life into a world full of questions.

The night before, Mira’s voice on the phone had trembled with fear and anger. “Dada, did you
hear about RG Kar Hospital? A junior doctor... she was raped. And murdered. Inside the
hospital.” She paused, her breath shaky. “She was just like me. Just like me.”

Her words had sliced through him like a jagged blade. Avi gripped his phone, heart pounding,
trying to grasp the enormity of what she’d just told him. A young woman—someone who had
devoted her life to saving others—had been violated in the very place she should have been
safe. He felt his voice tremble. "Mira, are you safe?"

A bitter chuckle crackled through the line. "Safe? Dada, no one here is safe. Not me, not any
woman."

For the next few days, Avi was lost in a haze of grief and outrage. He buried himself in news
reports, articles, and social media posts about the incident, each headline tightening a knot in
his stomach. His mind kept circling back to one unbearable thought: It could have been Mira.

He couldn’t focus on work, couldn’t eat, couldn’t sleep. His nights were spent wide awake, the
soft glow of his phone illuminating the dark room as he scrolled through videos of protests
erupting across Kolkata. Mira was there, marching with hundreds of junior doctors, their faces
hardened by loss and fury. Every step they took felt like a scream into the void, demanding
justice from a system that had failed them.

But Avi, thousands of miles away in Germany, felt helpless. He wanted to stand with her, to
rage alongside her, but he was stuck in a city that felt colder with each passing day. Munich
had once been a refuge, but now it seemed indifferent. Desperate to do something, anything,
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Avi joined a local protest in solidarity with the one back home. The banners read "Justice for
the RG Kar Doctor," but as he stood among the crowd, a gnawing discomfort settled in his gut.

A woman standing next to him was posing for selfies, adjusting her hair and laughing as her
friend snapped the perfect shot. People around him were taking pictures, not of the protest but
of each other, their signs propped up like accessories for the camera. He overheard a woman
asking to her friend, “Will this be your next display picture?” The words sent a wave of nausea
through him.

Later, as he scrolled through social media, Avi saw post after post from the protest. Perfectly
filtered images, artfully captioned—but devoid of the anguish that weighed on his soul. They
didn’t seem to care about the young doctor who had been murdered. They cared about being
seen caring.

He talks to himself, “People show up to these protests, but they’re more interested in getting
their pictures taken than listening to what we’re fighting for. Some even say we're overreacting.
Overreacting, Avi. After everything that’s happened.”

And it wasn’t just the vanity that disturbed him. It was the whispers he caught between the
chants, the subtle cruelty that seeped into the air. Women—women—criticizing other women.
“Did you see what she’s wearing? So inappropriate for a protest.” “She’s just here to show off
or going to a party.” The irony was suffocating. The very people who were supposed to be
standing up for the rights of women were tearing each other down. The words echoed the
culture they were protesting against—a culture where women were judged no matter what they
did, always scrutinized, always reduced to their appearances.

Avi’s anger swirled within him like a storm, fueled by grief, disgust, and an overwhelming sense
of betrayal. He had always believed in the power of movements like this—the ability of people
to come together and change the world. But now, standing amid this hollow performance, he
wasn’t so sure. What was the point of demanding justice when those shouting for it couldn’t
even see beyond their own biases?

He thought of Mira again, marching through the suffocating heat of Kolkata, facing tear gas
and police brutality. She had always been strong, but Avi could hear the exhaustion in her
voice when they spoke. “Dada, we’re fighting for our lives. But no one listens. The government
doesn’t care. The system doesn’t care. And you know what? Even the people who say they
care—they don’t.”

The disillusionment in her voice mirrored his own. He felt the weight of it pressing down on
him, smothering the last flicker of his hope. He had always believed that people were good at
heart, that they wanted to make the world a better place. But now, he wasn’t so sure. Had the
world always been this hypocritical, or had he just been too naive to notice? He wondered if
he was seeing things or if he had unleashed Pandora’s box in his mind.

As days passed, the hollowness around him deepened. In Germany, the protests continued,
but they felt more like social events than acts of defiance. People shouted for justice in one
breath, then turned around to judge each other in the next. The hypocrisy was unbearable.
Yet, amidst the noise, Mira kept fighting. Avi didn’t understand how she found the strength to
keep going.

One night, as the rain softly tapped against his window, Avi called Mira. He dreaded hearing
the weariness in her voice. The protests in Kolkata had grown more violent, with the doctors
facing threats from all sides. He had seen videos of protesters being dragged away by the
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police, beaten, arrested. He couldn’t stop imagining Mira among them, her face bloodied, her
spirit broken.

“Mira,” his voice cracked when she answered. “Are you okay?”
Her reply was soft but unwavering. “I'm still here, Dada.”

“That’s not what | asked,” he said, his frustration boiling over. “Is it worth it? This fight, this...
this pain. What if nothing changes?”

Mira was silent for a long moment. When she finally spoke, her voice was heavier than he had
ever heard it. “I don’t know if it'll change anything, Dada. | really don’t. But what choice do we
have? If we stop now, they win. That's what they want—for us to give up, to accept this as
normal. But we can’t. Even if the world is full of hypocrites, we must fight. Because if we don't,
we let them take everything.”

Avi's chest tightened. He had never heard Mira speak with such raw emotion, such
vulnerability. She had always been the strong one, the unshakable one. But now, she sounded
so tired—so profoundly, bone-deep tired.

“Mira... I'm scared for you.”

“I'm scared too,” she admitted. “But that’'s why we must keep going. For her. For every woman
who'’s been told her life is worth less than a man’s. For every one of us who’s been made to
feel small, afraid. If we don’t fight, what’s left?”

The call ended, but Avi lay awake for hours, Mira’s words echoing in his mind. He thought
about the world they lived in—a world where people shouted for justice but refused to confront
their own hypocrisy, where men and women demanded change but clung to their prejudices
like lifeboats in a storm. He had always wanted to believe in the goodness of people, but now,
that belief felt like a fragile dream.

A week later, Avi joined another protest in Munich. This time, he didn’t bring a banner or chant
slogans. He stood at the back, quietly observing. The same faces were there, the same people
who had been more interested in appearances than action. But this time, Avi noticed something
else. Among the crowd, there were a few—just a few—who, like him, seemed tired. Tired of
the hypocrisy, tired of the noise. They stood in silence, their eyes heavy with the same grief
and anger Avi carried.

In that moment, he realized something important: the fight wasn’t about winning or losing. It
wasn’t about being seen or heard. It was about refusing to let the world’s darkness consume
you.

As the night fell over Munich, Avi whispered a silent prayer for Mira, for the young doctor whose
life had been stolen, and for all the women fighting to reclaim their voices. He didn’t know if the
world would change, but he knew one thing for certain—Mira was right. The fight wasn’t about
the outcome—it was about the courage to stand up, even when the world felt broken.

And as Avi walked away from the protest, the weight of the world still pressing on him, he felt
something unexpected—a strange sense of peace. In his mind he says:
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| stand in shadows, lost in light,
A world of faces, wrong and right.
They shout for justice, loud and clear,

But in their eyes, | see the fear.

Hypaocrisy, like rain, it falls,
In every laugh, in every call.
They hold their signs, but do they care?

Or is it just a mask they wear?

Yet in the dark, a truth remains,
A quiet fire beneath the pain.
For every heart that breaks, we fight,

Not for the day, but for the night.

The world is hollow, full of lies,
But hope still flickers in the skies.
And though the darkness tries to win,

The battle starts from deep within.

& & ¢
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Raspberry Cheesecake

Tanumeeta Ghosh

For a moment there,

My whole world came to a full stop.
No further new sentence, so hung up
Could hear a pin drop.

Criss crossing into the millennial lives,
At a busy airport lounge

He sat down

Shoes and belt brown

The same old known frown

It was him, in town.

Two tables across, |

A book in front of mine

Hasty decisions to define, Recline
I managed to order No. 29

A Raspberry Cheesecake.

| couldn't but smile,

It took me to a table,

In our prime ,

Him and | together..

Lights dim

Spirits high

Done with dinner on a Friday night

We knew we should head home inspite
Fell my eyes on the day's special menu
A Raspberry Cheesecake...

Years hence,

He has salt- pepper and a receding hairline
Waiting for his next airline

It was and will always be

Where | incline

...S0, | see him dine,

Looks all fine

Besides all his orders, arrived

A Raspberry Cheesecake....

& & ¢
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Paintings

Mitrajit Ghosh

OIS o P I



Ml 0= \= o)

29
NO Means NO

Purbita Chakraborty

My phone buzzed. A friend called me to talk about a
photograph she had just sent. It's of the midnight candlelit
protest she participated in. It lightened my heart to see that
so many people showed up, that too in the middle of the
night, to seek justice and protest against a heinous crime that
shouldn’t have happened.

I have been deeply affected by a recent event, that took
place in Kolkata. It happened to a woman | don’t know, but it
could have been me, it could have been my daughter, it could
have been you, or someone we love.

Crimes against women and children have been happening
since the creation of the universe. However, this incident
gave way to a deeper realization that as a woman, how
helpless and powerless we still are and will always be, no
matter how much the world progresses, unless there’s a radical change in how men think about
women and stop treating us as mere objects for their momentary pleasure.

It was a regular day for this female junior doctor at R.G. Kar Hospital in Kolkata. She ended
her 36-hour long shift late at night, and she was so tired that instead of going home, she
decided to sleep in the hospital. The streets in Kolkata are pretty unsafe for a woman at that
wee hour. She found an empty seminar room and went to sleep.

The next morning, her half-naked body was found in the seminar room. The post-mortem report
stated that she was brutally tortured, raped, and murdered.

Mind you, she didn’t venture out at night alone or go out of her way to be raped and murdered.
It was her workplace, a reputed government hospital, and she was a doctor, doing her duty.
And yet that fateful night became her last night. She died because those scumbags don’t know
the meaning of a NO. She died because they don’t care and they don’t take NO for an answer.

The rape and murder of this doctor is not an isolated event. Many incidents do not come to the
limelight of the newspapers, and some news do not even see the light of the day, because
women are shamed, threatened, and silenced. Nevertheless, the damage they cause is
irrevocable.
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A few years ago, a 22-year-old girl was raped and tortured brutally in a moving bus in New
Delhi. It was a gang rape. The girl died eventually in a hospital in Singapore.

Even little children are not spared. A six-year-old girl was raped by her teacher in her school,
in Kolkata. Another girl in the same school got raped by the school bus driver. My friend’s
daughter was in the same school as that child. Imagine the agony of the parents.

If women and children are not safe in their workplaces, schools, or in their own homes, where
else will they be? We don’t send our little girls to play outside anymore. We teach them good
touch and bad touch when they should be playing with Barbies or Legos. It's sad and
frightening that there’s no room for innocence, for childhood.

I wonder what her last thoughts were, how she might have struggled until her last breath, and
how powerless and vulnerable she must have felt. According to the National Crime Records
Bureau, every 16 minutes a woman is raped in India. But this doesn’t depict the truth because
many victims do not report the crime.

Unfortunately, even a capital punishment like death row doesn’t solve the problem. The
convicts in the Delhi rape case were given a death sentence to set an example, to show people
how severe the consequences could be, and prevent them from doing so in the future. But
sadly, history keeps on repeating itself.

In recent news, | read that NASA is sending a woman astronaut to the Moon next September.
They are also preparing a team of astronauts to land on Mars for the first time to explore if it
could be a safe home for humans one day and to find answers to some of humanity’s
fundamental questions like if there is life elsewhere in the cosmos, or how life began on Earth.

| am amazed at the progress of humankind and scientific growth.

Great minds can achieve great things and women are walking hand in hand. We are not left at
home to care for the house and the children anymore (not that that is insignificant), but we are
equal partners. We have proved that we can be engineers, doctors, researchers, designers,
architects, firefighters, scientists, astronauts, or even a nation’s President if we set our minds
to it.

Then why do we have to live in constant fear? Why is it so difficult for men to comprehend that
when we say NO, we mean NO?
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Durga Puja is supposed to be about the victory of goddess Durga in her battle against the
demon, Mahishasura. It's a celebration of light over darkness, good over evil. It's the
celebration of the divine feminine. Then why does it sound like hypocrisy because those same
men who violate women’s bodies, then come back to celebrate the Puja?

Is it too grand a wish that we get the respect we deserve, that our bodies are not treated as
objects, and that no one is entitled to touch us without our consent? Is it too big a dream that
one day, going out to work or play will not be a privilege and we can walk home safely without
being prey to a predator?

Till then, | will continue praying for all the women and little girls.
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,Ob du morgen noch lebst ...”

- Santa Bit

Bin groR geworden, ins Ausland gegangen,
nun besitz ich Geschafte, Auto, Haus,
Ich hab so viel Arbeit, schlafe nachts in Hotels,
heute habe ich alles,

nur keine Zeit,
habe Geld, Haus, Reichtum,

ich brauche mehr, noch mehr,...

Verlangt mein Korper Ruhe?

Ha! Ha! Ha! - Heute hab ich dafur keine Zeit.
Daruiber sprechen wir morgen.
Herzschmerzen habe ich taglich,

sie steigern sich von Tag zu Tag.

Dir verspreche ich all mein Geld, o Gott,
verlangere dafur meine Zeit.
Gott, bitte, lass mich heut noch nicht sterben.
Fern vom Himmel kommt ein Echo -
Den Atem kannst du nicht kaufen,
er bestimmt seine eigenen Wege.
Wenn du etwas Gutes tun mochtest,
nicht aufschieben.
Wer weil, ob du morgen noch lebst.
Dann hast du am Ende
Gluck und Frieden gefunden.

Santa Bit
(Ubersetzung: Christa RoyChowdhury)
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The Robot Thakurs and the Divine Durga puja Dilemma

Reema Patra

As Durga Maa prepared for her annual journey to Earth with
her divine entourage—Ganesha, Kartikeya, Lakshmi, and
Saraswati—she sighed. "This year, we’re going digital," she
said.

"Digital?" Ganesha asked, adjusting his mouse-shaped
vehicle. "But | thought humans were already worshipping us
via Zoom!"

"No," Maa replied. "This year, we're going to be hosted by the
*Robot Thakurs*."

The Samiti family was famous for their eccentricity. Every year,
they upgraded their Durga Puja pandal with new tech. This
year? Robo-priests!

As soon as the gods arrived at the pandal, they were greeted
by mechanical arms offering artificial flowers and drones buzzing with LED lights. The whole
setup looked like a sci-fi movie set. The traditional clay idol of Durga had been replaced by a
giant 3D hologram, and instead of the usual fragrant incense, the air smelled faintly of... printer
toner.

"Welcome to DurgaPuja 2.0!" announced Mr. Thakur, adjusting his virtual reality glasses.
"We've got Al-powered chants, robo-dhakis playing beats, and, of course, a livestream for
devotees who can’'t make it in person."

Lakshmi raised an eyebrow as a robotic priest whirred past, holding an electric diya. "Do they
even need us here anymore?" she whispered to Durga Maa.

Ganesha poked at one of the LED-lit drones hovering nearby. "Look, Maa, this one’s
programmed to chant ‘Jai Ma Durga’ on a loop."

Kartikeya grinned, eyeing the automated dholak player in the corner. "What's next? Self-
cooking bhog?"

Durga Maa sighed deeply. "Let’'s hope they remember why we’re really here."
"Welcome to DurgaPuja 2.0!" announced Mr. Purutmoshai, adjusting his virtual reality glasses.

"Humans have really outdone themselves," Lakshmi whispered, shaking her head. "But it's
time for some truth."

The gods gathered in the middle of the pandal, and Ganesha began, "Truth #1: *More Wi-Fi
won't fix your relationships*. Try some old-fashioned conversation!"

Next, Kartikeya stepped forward. "Truth #2: *Buying luxury items online doesn't make you rich.*
Hard work still applies—even in the age of free shipping!"

Saraswati raised her veena and chimed in, "Truth #3: *Watching YouTube tutorials doesn't
make you wise*. You can’t DIY your way to knowledge. Study hard!"
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The Samiti family blinked, stunned. Their robo-priests froze mid-chant. Even the LED lights
dimmed.

Durga Maa smiled. "Maybe next year, you’ll remember: gods or robots, the real puja is in your
heart."

And just like that, they vanished, leaving the Samiti family scrambling to reboot their Wi-Fi.
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Kolkata Tram

Rajkrishna Paul

Oh the Kolkata Tram, you are a lost hope,

You being a vehicular shadow now, that lingers near,
A whispered doubt, a quiet fear.

Once a flame that burned so high,

Ruled the streets of Kolkata like an enlightened fly,
Carrying so many officers, workers, employers,

With your nostalgic whistle blower,

Now it flickers, dimmed, beneath the sky.

| can't believe it, | wished it was a lie.

It fades like the mist in the morning light,
A dream that drifts out of sight.
Promises once carved in stone

Now crumble, fragile, overthrown.

The path once clear now fades away,

Where light once shone, the dark holds sway.
A future bright, now wrapped in haze,

Eyes once wide, now cast in glaze.

Yet in the silence, faint and small,

A heartbeat echoes through it all.

New innovation, new vehicles, underground rail now overthrows the tram.

| can listen to your fading drum,

As you stand on your ill-fated line

Causing chaos, and making other vehicles to climb

Climbing on one another,

Looking at you in anger and mockery,

Alas | only know, that you are gone, and | will be looking at your pictures in painted crockery,
So many love poems, were written, so many memories are there in your lap on a rainy day
Now it all blows out as it echoes like a dark and desperate clay

For even lost hope leaves behind,
A trace of what it hopes to find.
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Pujo 2024

Sukanya Chakraborty

A Festival of Hope -

A hope that we would be rightfully placed in the society

Like the Goddess on the pedestal,

Our everyday battles are no less than that of the divine mother.

A Festival of Courage -

The courage to openly accept what is just and vehemently
protests against every form of injustice,

Inside the home and outside of it.

A Festival of Persistence -
For persistence is the keyword to bring any form of paradigmatic shift,
In your everyday approach to 'the woman question'.

A Festival of Questions -

For questions lead to discussions and discussions to discoveries

Of the 'feminine facts' which might educate you on the need of the hour,
Equality, safety, dignity and acceptance.

A Festival of Freedom -
To free yourself from the shackles of a yearly festival of wealth and power.
To realise that resistance too is a form of festival.

& & ¢
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Maa Durga’s family vacation

Gautam Kar

It was the 16th of September, 2023; 10:00 CET morning, | was
sitting in my living room, having a cup of coffee, when a phone call
came from Anindya Sengupta, our Cultural Coordinator. He
sounded excited, and | heard, “Gautam-da, our Pratima is
missing.”

In complete disbelief, | responded, “What did you just say?”

He repeated, “Our Pratima is missing.”

| asked, “The whole lot?” thinking about how many years we might
have to wait for another Pratima, considering how expensive it is.
He replied, “Laxmi and Swaraswati have reached Melbourne.”

| felt some relief knowing that not all four packets were missing.
But how could they have reached Melbourne when they were
supposed to arrive in Hamburg on the 26th of September?

Let me take you back to July 17th, when we completed the payment to Prashant Pal, the artist
from Kumartuli, and he was in full swing to deliver the Pratima as quickly as possible. By the
29th of July, Anindya, who was in Kolkata at that time, sent us (myself, the Treasurer of the
group; Subhabrata Dey, the Vice President; and Arunava Chaudhuri, the President) a picture
of the nearly finished Pratima. On August 8th, Anindya informed us again that the Pratima and
the new Dhak were ready at the Kolkata dock, set to be shipped to Singapore, and then from
Singapore to Hamburg. The planned departure from Singapore was on August 30th, with an
ETA in Hamburg on September 26th.

Our Puja is scheduled from October 19th to October 24th, based on the availability of the hall
we booked through the Kdoln city office.

As more families move to different cities in Germany each year, new Pujas are also emerging.
Please don’t think that this group is breaking up :-) In fact, Rudra Dutta from Arpan Indischer
kulturverein neidersachsen e.v., reached out to us last year, asking if they could have our old
Pratima. As the Treasurer, | was looking into reselling it, but our members decided to donate
it to Rudra and the families of Hannover instead.

When | received Anindya’s call on the 16th of September, a voice in my head said, “Well, the
impact of three Pujas will be bigger than two | had in my mind so far. But now, on the other
side, we’'ll be able to connect with some new families across the globe in Melbourne, Australia.”
From the 16th of September onwards, it became my daily routine to call India or Singapore for
status updates before heading to the office. In the evenings, after coming home late, | would
consult with one of our members, Amit Bikram Mukherjee, to learn how freight forwarding
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works. He gave me all the tips to help resolve the issue and even suggested some useful

phrases to include in my conversations. With those, | sounded like | had been dealing with
such logistical challenges for ages!

| was able to uncover the reason for the mix-up on the 22nd of September while speaking with
the person responsible for the shipment in Kolkata. The four packets were: one for Ma Durga,
the second for Ganesh and Kartik, the third for Lakshmi and Saraswati, and the fourth for the
Dhak. Each packet had a number on it, and in addition, “A.S.”, the abbreviation of Anindya
Sengupta’s name, was written on top of them.

The person who ordered the Pratima for Melbourne was Arudendu Chakraborty, abbreviated

as "A.C." I'll leave it to you to imagine what might have happened when a porter in Singapore,
doing their job, only glanced at the boxes and saw "A.C." instead of "A.S." on the label or other
way.

Now | needed to find out who A.C. in Melbourne was. | wrote some emails to various Puja
committees at random to locate this A.C. person. You might wonder why | didn’t know his email
address. Well, | didn’t have it because our transporter in Kolkata, for some unknown reason,
was unwilling to provide that information. | suspect he is bound by GDPR rules.

Anyway, | learned from the Kolkata transporter in the last days of September that our Lakshmi
and Saraswati packets were scheduled to make their way back to Singapore, leaving
Melbourne on October 4th and arriving in Singapore on October 14th, a Friday. With a single-
day delay, we would lose a weekend. What could we do now? | reached out to Amit. After a
long discussion, we came up with a plan: we would ask Kolkata to check if it was possible to
send the packets via air to Kéln. Meanwhile, Rudra was helping me find out how far the vessel
from Melbourne to Singapore had progressed and whether it would arrive on time.

On the 12th of October, A.C. sent me a WhatsApp message. | thought, “Okay, our problem is
somewhat resolved, but what is missing on their side?” | got on a call with Arudendu and
Chhanda Dey, secretary of the Association of Bengalis In , Breakwater, VIC. Both of them were
obviously worried. | asked, “Can’t you manage this Puja with your old Pratima?” Chhanda
replied, “Gautam-da, this is the first time we are doing the Puja.” For a moment, | felt like | was
in the clouds; in my mind's eye, | see three cities and many ships moving with joy of festival
boxed in containers.

We then established regular communication to exchange updates on our shipment progress.
I’'m still connected with them today. The last message | received from Arudendu came on the
26th of September this year, and we had a good laugh together about our experiences from
the past year.
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Anyway, where was |1? What date was it? Back to the 12th. On the other side, | asked the
Kolkata transporter to send the cargo by air. Obviously, they weren’t happy, but they
understood the sentiments of the people here in KoIn. Finally, they agreed to send it by air, but
they needed my help to find a good price for the shipment from Singapore to Kéln.

| sent a message to all our members, asking if anyone had contacts in Singapore who could
assist me. Banalata Sen stepped forward and connected me with her colleagues in Singapore
to obtain a quotation. By the way, | was not speaking with Bengalis in Singapore during this
time; these people were from different countries and were trying to understand why | needed
such arrangements. It was easy for me to explain, as it was related to Durga Puja.

Anyway, | received the quotation and spoke with the Kolkata exporter, who connected me with
a shipping line. Ultimately, one person from this shipping line quickly helped me (I want to
mention his name here, but | won'’t since | didn’t get his consent for publication. However, if he
is reading this, | want to say, “Thank you”) to book the flight. The path was defined as Singapore
to Zurich to Frankfurt to KoIn Airport (did | missed any city in between, hope not :-)), with the
cargo expected to arrive on the 18th of October. Our Puja starts on the 19th.

Now | found myself in another problem: our three boxes, plus one box from the Melbourne
Puja committee, were still at the dock in Hamburg and had not yet cleared security. Since
Arunava was born and raised here in Germany, he speaks better German than | do, so | asked
him to handle the situation. He started making calls and sending emails to get the boxes
released, but it wasn’t going to be easy because one box from Melbourne needed to be
shipped back to Singapore before returning to Melbourne. Phew...

On the 16th, we realised that we are a non-profit organisation and do not have an import
license, which means we wouldn’t be able to receive the air cargo on our own. | reached out
to some importers, including one from Dubai. However, | didn’t pursue this route much because
Subhabrata’s friend is an importer and was ready to help us.

Status on the 18th: Lakshmi and Saraswati arrived at Koln Airport. Ma Durga, Ganesh, Kartik,
and the Dhak received clearance to be released from the Hamburg port. The Melbourne Ma
Durga is also scheduled to return via Singapore. Rudra is ready to conduct the Puja without a
Pratima. I'm not sure how he convinced his members to go along with that idea.

On the 20th, Arunava and Prasanna (one of our university student member) went to Koln
Airport to pick up the packets and stored them in our rented garage. On the morning of the
27th of October, someone knocked on my door and delivered three packets from Hamburg.
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These three packets had been in my garage until the 4th of October this year, when we all took

them to the hall for this year’s Puja.

On the 17th of January, 2025, | received a message from Chhanda: “Today we got the Durga
Pratima.”

As | was writing this article, my wife, Lopamudra Kar, told me, “We humans travel during Durga
Puja. This time, Durga and her family showed us that they also enjoy traveling across the
globe, connecting many people—not only Bengalis or Indians, but also individuals from other
countries”. | smiled in agreement.

Today is 09.10. Arunnava came to me and told me that we received a letter from Melbourne,
we found it in the box of Lakshmi and Saraswati. | opened it. It was handwritten by Chhanda.
I’'m sharing it for you to read.
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A letter to Maa (Mother) Durga

Shalmoli Das

Dear Maa,

The kans-grass flowers (Kans phool) waved their white fuzzy
heads in the cool crisp breeze as | walked through the
Rheinaue Park in Bonn. It is your time of arrival to Earth from
your heavenly abode! As you are nature (Prakriti) yourself,
the nature is paying obeisance by donning newer attire at
your arrival! Itis time to get ready for the Koln Durga Puja.

Thank you, maa, for gracing your presence at the Koln Durga
Puja every year. | have been visiting this puja every year
since 2002. Going to the puja is like going home - stepping
into the auditorium would teleport me immediately back to
home in India; albeit without encountering the airport delays and the flight fares. Here, the puja
here is performed with the same enthusiasm and fervor as in Bengal. Each year during the
Sondhi puja*, when the one hundred eight lamps are offered to you, your earthen form at the
puja mandap feels alive. Thanks for being the Jaganmata — the mother of the universe; you
bless every place where devotees sincerely worship you. It is truly your blessings that this puja
started in 1992 continues to bring so much joy and is the "largest and longest running Durga
Puja’s in continental Europe".

The world-renowned poet, Rabindranath Tagore had written in one of his poems that “if you
have given me this much, you need to give me more”. In the same spirit, here is a humble
request to you to grant the following 3 wishes:

Please lead us not to colonize Mars this year: Please let us keep living on the planet Earth,
and work towards making this planet more habitable. Please let us embrace the Sustainable
Development Goals and continue to keep carbon footprint low so that we don’t need to
escape.

Please let “shooting” possible using Cameras only: This year has seen enough violence. You
have provided enough for everyone’s need. It must be a pain to see you're grown-up children
behave immaturely and create so much chaos. In my finite understanding of your infinite
powers, there must be an option that peace prevails.

Please empower Al (Artificial Intelligence) to press clothes: This year has been abuzz with the
news of Al's emerging capabilities. Rather than writing essay for students, and completing
homework assignments, please let Al have the capabilities clean the corners of the house, sort
the laundry, and take dishes out of the dishwasher.

Finally, here are the prayers that | would say again during the Pushpanjali this year: Grant the
understanding of inner beauty (Rupang dehi), victory over negative instincts (Jayang dehi), so
that your glory shines through our lives grows (Jasho dehi), and humanity conquers all
directions (Dwisho jahi).

Devotedly yours,

OIS o P I



* Sondhi Puja is a special worship done at the juncture of the 8" and the 9" day of Durga Puja.
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Landscape of Sundarban,

by Obaidur Rahaman
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Lego by Adrian Nandi

6 yo Adrian builds Lego meant for 10 +
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Khandani Punjabi Rajma Masala

Priya Dey

Itis not just adish—it's the pride of our Punjabi family, a cherished recipe passed down
through generations. From my grandmother to my mother, and now to me and my
sisters, this rajma carries the essence of our heritage. The slow simmer of kidney beans,
steeped in arich, spiced gravy, is a labor of love, perfected over time. Each bite holds
the warmth of my grandmother’s kitchen, the patience of my mother’s hands, and the
love we continue to pour into it today. It’s more than food;it’s our family’s pride, a legacy
of flavors that binds us together and celebrates our Punjabi roots

Rajma Masala Recipe for 6 People

Ingredients:

For Cooking the Rajma (Kidney Beans):

* 2 cups dried rajma (kidney beans) (400 g)

* 6 cups water (1.5 liters) (for soaking and cooking)
* 1 teaspoon salt

+ 2 bay leaves

For the Masala:

3 tablespoons oil or ghee

2 medium onions, =inely chopped

4-5 garlic cloves, minced

1-inch piece of ginger, grated

3 medium tomatoes, =inely chopped or pureed

2 green chilies, slit

1 teaspoon cumin seeds

1 teaspoon coriander powder

1 teaspoon cumin powder

1 teaspoon garam masala

1 teaspoon turmeric powder

1 teaspoon red chili powder (adjust to taste)

1 teaspoon dried fenugreek leaves (kasuri methi)
1 tablespoon butter (optional, for added richness)

Salt, to taste
Fresh coriander leaves, chopped (for garnish)

Instructions:

Soak and Cook the Rajma:

Soak the rajma in water overnight (at least 8 hours) or for 6-8 hours. Drain the water and
rinse the beans well.

In a pressure cooker, add the soaked rajma, 6 cups of water, 1 teaspoon salt, and 2 bay
leaves.

Pressure cook for 15-20 minutes (about 4-5 whistles) on medium heat until the rajma is soft
andfully cooked. If you're using a pot, it may take up to 45-60 minutes. Drain and set aside
the cooking water for later.
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Prepare the Masala:

Heat 3 tablespoons oil or ghee in a large pan over medium heat. Add 1 teaspoon cumin
seeds and let them splutter.

Add the finely chopped onions and sauté until golden brown (about 8-10 minutes).

Add the minced garlic, grated ginger, and slit green chilies. Sauté for another 2 minutes until
fragrant.

Add the chopped or pureed tomatoes and cook until the oil starts to separate from the
masala (about 8-10 minutes). Add the coriander powder, cumin powder, garam masala,
turmeric powder, and red chili powder. Stir and cook for another 2 minutes.

Combine the Rajma with the Masala:

Add the cooked rajma (without the bay leaves) to the masala and mix well.

Add some of the reserved cooking water (around 1 to 1.5 cups) to get the desired
consistency. Let it simmer on low heat for 15-20 minutes, allowing the flavors to blend.
Add salt to taste and crushed kasuri methi (optional) for extra flavor.

Stir in 1 tablespoon butter (optional) for added richness and cook for another 2-3 minutes.
Garnish and Serve:

Garnish the Rajma Masala with fresh coriander leaves and serve hot with steamed rice or
roti.

Tips:
» For a creamier texture, you can mash a small portion of the rajma with the back of a spoon
before simmering.

* If you're short on time, you can use canned kidney beans, but make sure to rinse them well
and reduce the cooking time accordingly.

& ¢ ¢
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Cottage House Momos

Tanumeeta Ghosh

Home is where we steam momos for breakfast!

**Yields: Approximately 30-35 momos
**Prep time: 30-45 minutes

**Cook time: 10-15 minutes
Ingredients

**For the filling:

* 500 grams ground chicken or beef
* 450 grams finely chopped onion

* Finely chopped green chilies to taste
* 100 grams finely chopped coriander
* 50-75 grams minced garlic

* 50-75 grams minced ginger

* 1 tablespoon soy sauce

* 125 grams oil

* 125 grams butter

* 1 teaspoon aginomoto (MSG)

* Salt to taste

**For the dough:
* 800 grams flour
* Salt to taste

* Water

Instructions

**Prepare the filling, and feelings & :

In a large bowl, combine the ground meat, onion, green
chilies, coriander, garlic, ginger, soy sauce, oil, butter, aginomoto, and salt. Mix well until
thoroughly incorporated.

**Prepare the dough:**

In a separate bowl, combine the flour and salt. Add water gradually, kneading until a
smooth, elastic dough forms. Cover the dough and let it rest for 30 minutes.

**Assemble the momos:**

1. Roll out the dough on a lightly floured surface into a thin sheet. Cut the dough into
circles using a cookie cutter or a glass.

2. Place a spoonful of the filling in the center of each circle. Bring the edges of the circle
together and pinch them closed to form a dumpling. You can either twist the top
closed or fold it over.
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3. Repeat with the remaining filling and dough.

**Steam the momos:

1. Fill a steamer basket with water and bring it to a boil.

2. Keep the heat high for steam

3. Place the assembled momos in the steamer basket, making sure they are not
touching.

4. Cover the steamer and steam for 10-15 minutes, or until the momos are cooked
through and translucent.

5. Remove the momaos from the steamer and serve immediately with your favorite
dipping sauce.

**Note: You can adjust the spiciness of the
momos by adding more or less green chilies.
For a vegetarian option, replace the ground
meat with a mixture of vegetables like
cabbage, carrots, and potatoes.

Shaping the Momos

**Basic Dumpling:

1. Place a dough circle in your left palm (or right palm if you're left-handed).
2. Add a spoonful of filling to the center of the dough circle.
3. Pinch the edges of the dough together to form a sphere.
4. Gather the pleats of dough in your right hand (or left hand) and twist them clockwise
to seal the dumpling.
**Easy Tie:
1. Place a dough circle in your left palm.
2. Add a spoonful of filling to the center of the dough circle.
3. Fold the bottom half of the dough circle over the filling, creating a semi-circle.
4. Pinch the edges of the dough together to seal the dumpling.
5. Join both ends of the sealed dumpling together and pinch them closed to secure it.

Chutney Recipe

**Yields: Approximately 1 cup
**Prep time: 15 minutes
**Cook time: 10 minutes

Ingredients:
* 250 grams tomatoes
* Chili peppers to taste

* 125 grams ginger-garlic paste
* 100 grams peanuts
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Instructions:

1. Roast the peanuts: Place the peanuts in a dry skillet over medium heat and cook,
stirring occasionally, until they become fragrant and slightly browned.

2. Boil the tomatoes: Cut the tomatoes into quarters and add them to a saucepan. Add
enough water to cover the tomatoes and bring to a boil. Simmer until the tomatoes
are soft and the skin is easily peeled.

3. Make the ginger-garlic paste: If you don't have a pre-made paste, grate or mince the
ginger and garlic and combine them in a mortar and pestle. Grind until a smooth
paste forms.

4. Blend the ingredients:** Once the tomatoes have cooled, peel the skin and discard it.
Combine the roasted peanuts, boiled tomatoes, ginger-garlic paste, and chili peppers
in a blender. Blend until smooth and creamy.

**Note: Adjust the amount of chili peppers to your desired level of spiciness. You can also
add other ingredients like tamarind paste, lemon juice, or jaggery for added flavor.
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Todesanzeigen:

Norbert Nehring

03.05.1948 - 27.03.2024

Since the early 1990s, when the Bharat Samiti found a
permanent home in Cologne, my father has been an integral part
of this vibrant community. Since 1992, he has been actively
involved in organising and conducting the Durga Puja almost
every year, with only a few exceptions. He was an active figure
of this festival, and a familiar and valued face in the hall for many.
With his friendly and humble manner, he left a lasting impression
on all who knew him.

Particularly memorable were his performances in the traditional
theatre productions, where he shared the stage with other long-
standing members. Despite his Catholic faith, he embraced
Bengali traditions with great openness and showed his deep
respect for Durga Puja. On occasions he would even join in an
Anjali prayer - a gesture that expressed not only his solidarity with the community, but also his
openness to other cultures and religions.

It was always important to him to help the new members of the association, often people who
had just moved to Germany, to find their feet in their new surroundings. With his warm nature
and willingness to help, he quickly made new friends, which always made the hall feel a little
more familiar and warmer.

Together with my mother and us children, my father attended almost all the festivals of Bharat
Samiti in North Rhine-Westphalia. Durga Puja was an important place for him to meet, socialise
and make friends.

So, this year's festival will be unusual. Norbert will no longer be sitting in his seat, watching the
cultural programme, making one of his famous “Kasebrdtchen® for the helpers or chatting with
the other gentlemen about politics or the Bundesliga. But like so many friends who have left
us too soon, he will always be a part of this festival - in our thoughts and in our hearts.

We will miss his smile, his open manner and his helping hand, but his mark will forever remain
in the history of Cologne Durga Puja.

Rajiv Nehring
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Bl SANTANA PROPERTIES AND MANAGEMENT
OFFICE: CALLE ULPIANO 71, 03182 TORREVIAJA ¢ ’ lg

= Jorrevicia, Spain where

DISCOVER TORREVIEJA PRIME LOCATION

Escape to the beautiful coastal town of Situated near the Mediterranean Sea, our
Torrevieja, located in the heart of Spain’s rentals are ideal for beach lovers and
Costa Blanca. Our charming tourist explorers alike, with easy access to local
rentals offer the perfectblend of comfort, attractions such asthe Salinas de

Torrevieja (Pink Salt Lakes), the scenic

convenience, and breathtaking views, just
marina, and bustling local markets

steps away from stunning beaches,

vibrant promenades, and world-class

dicing COMFORT & STYLE
This spacious and fully equipped rental
features modern amenities, cozy

bedrooms, a private balcony, free Wi-Fi,

BOOKING OPEN 2025 air conditioning, and a fullkitchen—
everything you need for a relaxing stay

www.HolaSantana.com Whatsapp +49 179 5973 910
spm3182@gmail.com Instagram: spm_Santana
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Impressum:

WIR DANKEN ALLEN VON HERZEN!

All den ungezahlten Freunden und Férderern ganz herzlich, die durch ihre grofRzugigen Spenden,
durch Anzeigen, Sponsoren, und ganz besonders durch vielfaltige tatkraftige Mithilfe und zahlreiche
ideenreiche Aktionen unserem 33.

Durgepuja-Fest 2024 in KéIn zum Erfolg verhelfen.

Wir hoffen, dass wir auch in den folgenden Jahren weiter mit lhrer freundlichen und Unterstltzung
und Sympathie rechnen kénnen.

Wir sind als gemeinniitziger Verein anerkannt und von den Kérperschafts- und Gewerbesteuern
freigestellt.

Gerne stellen wir Ihnen eine steuerabzugsfihige Spenden-Bescheinigung aus.
Fiir lhren Terminkalender:
Zeit und Ort flir unser DURGAPUJA-FESTIVAL 2025

Es steht jetzt schon fest: Wir feiern wieder vom Montag, 29.September bis Donnerstag, 2.0ktober
2025 im Birgerzentrum Chorweiler, Pariser Platz 1, K6In

Als Info: Wegen der Bundestagswahl 2025 am 28.September, startet unser Durgapuja-Fest einen Tag
spdter

*** Alle Autoren sind selbst verantwortlich fiir Ihre individuellen Beitréige. Bharat Samiti e.V.
libernimmt keine Verantwortung.

Wir feiern Laxshmi Puja

Am Samstag, den 19. Oktober 2024, im Katholische Pfarrgemeinde St. Albertus Magnus,
HumperdinckstraRe 4, 51375 Leverkusen

www.durgapuja.de

Bankverbindung: Commerzbank KéIn, IBAN DE26 3704 0044 0763 4249 00, BIC: COBADEFFXXX

PayPal: bharatsamiti
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Indischer Kulturverein (Bharat Samiti) e.V., vertr. durch Redaktion Team

Mitwirkung: Mitrajit Ghosh, Tanumeeta Ghosh, Bikram Mukherjee, Reema Patra, Anindya Sengupa,
Debosmit Biswas, Arunava Chaudhuri & Mohar De.
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