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President’s
Message

Dear members of GCKA,

As the President of this esteemed or-
ganization and on behalf of my fellow BODs,
it is my utmost pleasure to welcome you to
this year’s GCKA Souvenir. I am humbled
and honored to address you today. This
year’s theme, “Reconnecting Hearts; Re-
viving Roots,” holds profound significance,
especially in the wake of the challenges of
isolation we faced during the COVID-19
pandemic. It is a theme that encapsulates the
spirit of resilience, unity, and the power of
our shared heritage. Our association has al-
ways been a beacon of togetherness, foster-
ing a sense of belonging among the Malayali
community in the Carolinas. In order to con-
tinue growing together, it is essential for us
to reconnect our hearts and revive our roots,
embracing our shared values, traditions, and
cultural heritage.

The baton was handed over to our
BOD during the transition meeting in Oc-
tober 2022. We set our goals based on the
success of previous years’ BODs and hit the
ground running from Day One. We started
off with the introduction of a Halloween Pho-
to Contest, followed by the Youth Adopt-A-
Highway Program, Calendar Photo Contest,
Christmas Tree Decoration Competition, as
well as the Cake Baking Contest. All of our
focus then shifted to the much awaited in-per-
son Christmas/New Year Program that has
not happened since December/January 2019.

Over 200 adults and children participated in
a variety of programs, showcasing their skills
in dance, music, and more. We were also able
to deliver a sumptuous boxed Christmas din-
ner right outside of Stewart Theater for our
members to enjoy after the program.

The next set of events for the year
were various indoor and outdoor games and
sports that our members were eager to par-
ticipate in. We started off with Fifty-Six (56)
Card games, the Chess Competition, as well
as Badminton Tournaments. These were fol-
lowed by Twenty-Eight (28) Card games, the
Family 5K Walk/Run, the Volleyball Tour-
nament, and the Women’s Throwball Tour-
nament. We also introduced the first GCKA
“Wine and Dine” event as an opportunity
to gather and socialize as a community in a
relaxed setting. As of this writing, our up-
coming events’ - Cricket, Soccer, and Kar-
shakasree competitions, as well as the most
popular Onam program - preparations are in
full swing.

The Greater Carolina Kerala Associ-
ation Souvenir is not just a compilation of
articles, photographs, and memories; it is a
reflection of our shared experiences, dreams,
and aspirations. It serves as a bridge between
the past and the present, connecting us with
our roots while inspiring us to reach new
heights. This Souvenir not only highlights
the richness of our heritage but also show-
cases the accomplishments of our communi-
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YOUR DREAM HOME
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ty members. I hope this Souvenir serves as
a source of inspiration and as a reminder of
the power of unity and resilience. May it re-
kindle our spirits, nourish our connections,
and ignite a renewed sense of purpose with-
in each of us. It symbolizes the lasting con-
nections we have formed, the friendships we
have forged, and the invaluable wisdom we
have gained. As you browse through these
pages, may you be reminded of the remark-
able moments we have shared and the pro-
found impact we have made on each other’s
lives. Together, let us continue to celebrate
our heritage, embrace our future, and make a
positive impact on the world around us.

As we celebrate another milestone in

the journey of our association, I would like
to extend my heartfelt appreciation to my
fellow dedicated BOD members, all of our
sponsors, and volunteers. Your unwavering
support and tireless efforts have been instru-
mental in our growth and achievements. I
would also like to congratulate our upcoming
Board of Directors for the 2023-2024 year.
We wish you the best of luck!

With warm regards,

Manoj Chonat

President,

GREATER CAROLINA KERALA
ASSOCIATION
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The world had existed, in the span of a moment -

1t grew in complexity and so did the chaos
One supreme being, as human creation came about, so did she
Her mind, her existence, born from the conscience of a generation

Every case her duty, her obligation Ash_ia Anup
Humanity grew, and so did her knowledge 1st P'('I;i(ii-s)Poem

Every experience, Every event,

All the wisdom, All the failures, And successes
Judgment is solely her right,

As She was born from the chaos of billions of minds,
And so she sat, at the highest chair,

Her power made aware

Velvet made, vibrant blue, of the most royal shade
Ready to give freedom or punishment,

Out to the ones in trial

Listen to the world,

And what new realization humanity had made

For shes all the people s voices, made into one

The walls surrounding her, depicting stories that span centuries
The clear ceiling, boasting the sky,

So high, even a Cyclops could fit in there

People and creatures of various descents,

All waiting to speak their case, their story

Some will be punished, Some will be saved

She s the one who decides

All Hail, The Human Conscience.

GCKA



il 1l
LA
Dhyandeep
1st Prize - Story

(Kids)

uring the days of colonial India, the
DBritish came in charge and named

their new colony, “British Raj”. In
those former days, British Raj proved to
be a useful outpost to the Crown, as they
had a firm position in Asia, in one of the
most unique and diverse countries there
were. During this time, warfare would oc-
cur through rebels and princely states who
didn’t agree with the British ruling over
them, and so the British would need to en-
gage in conflict with them, and would thus
have an entire army dedicated to British
Raj. This army would use mostly British
weapons, but there was one war tool that
it used that hailed from India itself, the el-
ephant. Elephants had been used for cen-
turies prior to the British coming to India,
but when the British used them, they were
often treated poorly, or given just enough
to keep them alive and ready for combat.
They would also turn to trading and selling
elephants to circuses, theater shows, and
to high-class people. This is a story about

how some Indians from the state of Ker-
ala decided that they had enough of the
British mistreating what they had so much
pride for, and decided to get back at them.
Udayan looked down at the British camp
from the mountain that overlooked the
whole settlement. Down there, he saw
many people who looked like they were
already dead from the paleness of their
skin walk around in fancy clothes, going to
elaborately built homes made of concrete
that was painted in a gorgeous indigo blue.
The place they were in was Encased by
tall walls made of a similar type of wall, this
time patterned with red and yellow, with
the top having a small curve outward that
made it seem like the wall was banana
peeling. The thing that made the camp
important to him, however, were the large
amounts of giant and small tents down
there. The small camps were where the
people stayed, and others had been turned
into areas of business and outhouses,
things that Udayan could care less about.



The big tents, on the other hand, made
Udayan’s blood boil. They had elephants
inside them, caged, trapped by chains,
made to live like slaves all so the the peo-
ple down there, the devils who dared call
themselves humans, could make tons of
money off the poor beings. That camp had
been there for 7 years, since Udayan was
10, and he had always hated it. His village
considered elephants to be great friends
to humans, beings whom humans would
feed and supply water, and they would
return the favor by providing the village
with protection. This had been the status
quo for hundreds of years, then the British
arrived. They took that idea, shattered it,
burned it, and then put it back together in
their own twisted way and called it art.

Udayan walked back to his village, and
into the village chief’'s home, where an en-
tire crowd had gathered. They had been

preparing this for weeks, a way to put
everything back together, to fix and get
back what everybody once had. Everyone
watched Udayan as he walked in, as he
was the one who had planned and headed
this operation. He walked through the giant
straw hut, marked with all different shades
of brown from the surrounding environ-
ment, a testament to its longstanding right
of survival. Marching with pride and fury in
his step, Udayan reached the center of the
giant group of men that had formed. It had
almost seemed perfect who these people
were, with the exact talents necessary to
pull the operation. In the center lie on a
stone pedestal a map of the British camp,
hand drawn by Udayan’s sister, Dhanya,
with colors made by her and her group of
friends from resources found in the jun-
gle and surrounding river. Udayan looked
around the tent, at all the familiar faces he




saw, people he had known his entire life,
but that was a fact that crucially needed to
change for the operation.

“‘Is everyone ready for review?”, Udayan
asked the crowd. While no one spoke,
they all either stood still or gave a slight
nod of their head. They were ready for an
operation that would have made their an-
cestors proud, an operation with one goal,
a goal so important to them that they were
willing to sacrifice their lives for it. “Alright
then, let's start.” Not everyone in the vil-
lage had been there their whole lives, a
few had gone to other places across the
world and had studied numerous things,
though by some twist of fate, they were led
back here to serve one common purpose.
These special talents would assist in their
goal. The hour long briefing that contained
excruciating details on the exact precision
that the plan was to be operated from, all
for that same goal.

One week later, everybody was prepared
for the oncoming task. There were three
major components of the plan, each spe-
cifically needed to be done as precisely
and quickly as possible. The first of these
was disguise. After the plan had been
done, they were almost guaranteed to
have been spotted, so the necessity of not
having tracked back to this village was es-
sential. This is where the first specialized
person came into play. Akash had been
involved with economic studies, and had
tracked down possible competitors to the
elephant market tent, undeniable. This
is also where the second specialist came
into play. Shrena had studied fashion and
design internationally, specifically from
specialist immigrants residing in Great
Britain. She had been ignored by all other
people in that country, due to the fact that
she was Indian, and she harbored another
level towards the British for ignoring what
she had spent years studying for in their

-




country. Shrena had made costumes for
everyone that closely resembled the uni-
forms of the competitors. She also used
bright cream on everyone to make them
look white. This had caused a massive
hole in her pocket, but they were quickly
bridged by the third person who was spe-
cialized here, Veydant. He was a lawyer
who had studied in British Raj itself, but
made a lot of money by working for rich
Indian families. He was the pride of the vil-
lage, and easily the person who had most
funded this whole operation. He had also
looked up the legalities of the British camp
trying to get their competitor to pay for the
damage that this operation would do, and
there would be nothing they could do if the
operation was carried out perfectly.

After being thoroughly disguised, they
waited for the fall of midnight, when they
were sure that everyone except the guards
were asleep. They then began to swarm
in around the camp to initiate Phase two,
infiltration. This step would be the one
that required the most precision and qui-
etness and had found one which was so
blatantly obvious, an attack from them
was, as any single step out from what
they had planned, and they risked all get-
ting spotted and caught. There might only

be 6 guards, and dozens of them, but the
guards had bayonets, and they did not.
Everyone raced towards the camp from
all sides except the front, this would have
been an easy task, if it weren’t for the fact
that the walls were curved outward at the
top, so there was no possible way in the
sides. Then, three people would slowly ap-
proach the front from opposite sides of the
circular camp, and would make their way
toward the guards, hiding in the bushes
so they wouldn’t get found. Then, one of
the sides would purposefully break some
twigs, so that the guards would hear it and
get suspicious. One of the guards walked
towards the bush, bayonet in hand, aiming
at that bush. Then on the other side, the
people there would also break some twigs,
but this time only the second guard would
hear, and he would approach the poorly lit
group, and when both guards were close
to the bushes that the 6 people collectively
were hiding in, the guard would have five
pound rocks thrown straight at their heads,
knocking out the two guards, as they were
dragged into the bushed oh so quietly,
leaving a bloody, yet short, trail. This is
where the final two specialists come in,
Umbikuttan and Indeevar. They had their
skin turned extra white, and hadn’t been




given a costume

by Shrena, just &
so that they could E

put on the uniform
of the guards.

The two special-
ists were actually
brothers who had
both joined the
military, and were
really good at
putting on clothes
fast, and taking
people out even
faster. The broth-
ers put on the
costumes, look-
ing exactly like
a British person
to anyone who
wasn’'t squinting
from two me-
ters away. From
there, the broth-
ers infiltrated the
camp, going to
the different tents
that were sta-
tioned around dif-
ferent areas, tak-
ing them out, and
then dragging
their unconscious
bodies such that
they were no lon-
ger visible to any-
one else in the
tents. ten min-
utes, they had
just ten minutes
to perform this
feat, and they de-
livered. They had
their own share
of racism while

in the military,
as they served
for nearly fifteen

F| years, becoming

extremely good
at what they
were doing, and
still never getting
a promotion, as
those only went
to the other Brit-
ish people who
happened to live
in British Raj. In
one instance, a
recruit who didn’t
even know how
to load a gun and
had only been in
the army for two
weeks became
their higher up.
The fury they re-
ceived from that
resulted in them
going into over-
drive to take them
out, and they
didn’t hold any
punches either.
All of the men
that came back
were alive, on re-
quest of Udayan,
but they were
brutally attacked,
their faces al-
most completely
disheveled. At
the end of the ten
minutes all four
of the guards
on the inside
were gone, with
their bodies now



stored in the bushes outside with their
companions. With no more defense left for
the camp, all of the men from the village
entered, though if anyone happened to be
outside of their tent at their hour, all they
would have seen was their competitors
trespassing for God knows what.

It was time for Phase three, rescue. The
whole point of the plan came together at
this step. One goal, which any outsider
to the village would have said was point-
less and would have done nothing, but
meant everything to them. See, not only
had the British treated these elephants
poorly, these elephants were the village’s
former elephants, and the inbred children
of said elephants. The feeling of having
those elephants stolen from them, treated
like slaves, and watching powerlessly as
more were created and sold off, resulted in
everyone longing for the goal they had so
deviously sent into action tonight: Free all
the elephants, and completely destroy the
camp, financially, reputation-wise, and lit-
erally. There were four tents containing el-
ephants, which were the ones the guards

were looking
after, and six
other tents

for the busi-
ness-boom-
ing egomani-
acs and their

guests. The
tents were
strung down

with a series of
rods connect-
ed to strings
that then con-
nected to the
actual main-
frame of the
tent, holding
everything up.

Udayan went to one of those tents with
some men, and when he went inside, what
he saw made him want to cry and scream.
A poor elephant, scarred and battered, its
once black skin turning red, chained up
and sat in a cage. Udayan figured all of the
tents must have looked like this, and so
he enlisted the help of the final specialist,
Dhatri. Dhatri might have been a girl, but
she was a tomboy and thief at heart. She
could break into and out of almost any-
thing. Needed to break something down?
Dhatri can help. Need to break into a vault
and get out without getting caught? Dhatri
can do that. Need to teach a group of peo-
ple how to break into giant cages and free
an alive and uncooperative animal from
chains while not getting hurt and whilst
also getting practice for the learners?
Dhatri has got you covered. She herself
had also participated in the raid, and she
was so good at teaching everyone, that
her parents accepted her back into their
family, and all the elephants were out in 30
minutes.

It was now 1:45 am on the dot, ex-
actly the time it
needed to be,
because that
was when the
investor’s rides
home  came.
All of the ele-
phants  were
kept where
they were, and
the final chains
weren’t bro-
ken until the
call from the
carriage driver
was heard. The
moment those
chains were
broken, all four



elephants erupted out of their tents, they
were smart creatures and recognized that
anyone else in the competitor’s uniform
wasn’t bad, so when they broke out of their
tent, putting a white face of shock on the
investors, Udayan knew that he had just
cooked up a revenge dish that would leave
a very sweet aftertaste. One of the inves-
tors was flung by an elephant towards the
wall, hurdling in the air. It almost seemed
like had lost all of his blood from pure terror
when Udayan saw his face, but it was ap-
parent he hadn’t when he came down and
left quite a bloody streak on the wall. The
other workers there didn’t exactly have a
good time either. When the elephants had
gotten out of their tents, they had complete-
ly disheveled and broken to the ground as
the elephants had marched out with glori-
ous trumpeting sounds. In just a few min-
utes, almost all of the tents had suffered
a similar fate, with all the stored cash the
campers had been burned by Udayan us-
ing a cigar lighter he had found. He could
hear the director of the camp coming out
and screaming what he presumed was,
‘GUARDS, GUARDS, WHERE ARE THE
GUARDS?!?” in English, though there
were no guards coming.

Udayan’s crew all retreated and es-
caped from the camp, though they made

sure to be spotted as the competitors be-
fore leaving. It was amazing what they
had all done. In just one hour, they had
completely destroyed years of dirty work
and mistreatment for their friends. The el-
ephants had managed to escape, break-
ing all the tents before bashing through
the walls as well, making sure nothing was
left behind. The horses from the investor’s
carriage had panicked and fled, with the
chauffeur trying desperately to pull them
back. There was a lot of blood, infuriated
shouting, and tears coming from the camp.
There were tears at the village too, but only
tears of happiness. The elephants had run
off, the goal had been achieved. Years
upon years of pent up stress, anger, and
hopelessness had finally dissolved, gladly
passed to the British. Though it didn’t do
much overall, as it was only a small camp
that didn’t do much for the economy, it was
a huge win for Udayan and the rest of the
village. They all hated the British for one
reason or the next, and this small victory
was like winning a war for them.

Later that day Udayan went back to
the top of the mountain, away from his par-
tying family. This time not to look down at
the camp, but to look up as the sun rose
on a glorious day, with just a little less evil
in it.




THE DILEMIVIA

“Mr. Menon. Very rarely does one get a
chance to positively impact the lives of
five families. These families will be grate-
ful to you for a lifetime. Please keep that
in mind and take an appropriate decision.”
Mr. Walker pleaded his case. | had heard
enough. “Stop testing my patience. You
better leave now. Do not expect me to be
cordial with you anymore. | stood up and
started walking to the front door. Mr. Walk-
er adjusted his glasses a little bit, tucked
the few papers he had brought back onto
his rustic leather bag and treaded down
the long corridor. Mr. Walker stepped out,
turned around and started to say “Thank
you. Have a ...” | slammed the door shut
past him and angrily strode to my bed-
room.

As | walked past the dining room, | caught
a glimpse of Varsha sitting on the table
with her knitting kit. | could not help but
feel jealous of how she can listen to all the
conversations and conveniently stay away
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from taking a stand. | rested on the rocking
chair and scanned across the pictures on
the wall and onto the trees up a distance.
| noticed one tree which had shed all but
one of its leaves. Even though the leaf
seemed pale and fragile, it was somehow
clinging on to the branch. My mind wan-
dered back to the pics on the wall. Majority
of them were of Neal during different fac-
ets of his life.

When we knew that we were going to have
a baby, lot of our friends scared us with the
usual stories about sleepless nights, end-
less hours feeding the baby and things like
that. Our experience with Neal was con-
trary to that of our friends’ and neighbors.
He was a happy, quiet baby, who gave us
no trouble at all. Growing up, Neal was
never fuzzy about anything and before
we knew he was in high school. He was
more on the quieter side and even when
he spoke, he chose his words so carefully
that he would never hurt a soul. His inter-



ests were in cross country and in playing
the saxophone. He loved to spend time
outdoors and was very particular about
maintaining a healthy lifestyle. He would
diligently wake up at four in the morning
and go about his exercise routine and be
ready for school fifteen minutes before
schedule. Neal loved to spend time with
the family and his close set of friends.

| remember that day which changed our
lives forever. It was the first Saturday of
July in 2018. Neal woke up as usual and
decided to take his bike for a ride. When
we woke up around eight, Neal was not
there which was uncharacteristic of him. |
tried reaching out to him and it went to his
voicemail. | got a call

around 08:45 from Duke hospital that Neal
has been admitted to the hospital and we
should come over right away. We rushed
to the hospital where we came to know
that Neal was found unresponsive on the
trail by passersby. Doctor informed us that
Neal had gone into a coma and that he was
unsure when he will get back to normalcy.
Days turned to weeks with little progress,
but we kept our hopes high.

| kept visiting the section of the trail where

Neal was found. He was familiar with that
trail, and | am still at a loss on what could
have happened to my child on that fateful
day. After couple of months, the doctor in-
formed us that Neal’s chance of recovery
was slim, and we should seriously think
about taking him off life support. | was fu-
rious and lashed out at him for even sug-
gesting that. Varsha on the other hand,
had cocooned herself and seemed to have
lost all the hope in Neal’s revival.

| made it a point to visit Neal and to spend
at least four hours with him religiously ev-
ery day since the incident. During one of
those visits, a man walked up to me and
introduced himself as Mr. Brian Walker. He
mentioned that he was running a non-prof-
it organization called “Glimpses of Hope”
which helps to connect people who need
organs with donors. | commended him for
the charitable work he has been doing and
excused myself to tend to Neal. He visited
us again the week after and broached the
topic about donating Neal’s organs. | gave
him a cold stare and he walked out without
waiting for my response.

It was late November when Mr. Walker
arrived at our doorstep with this request.

cerc



He had already done the groundwork and
identified five families who could benefit
from Neal. | was awfully disturbed by his
visit, that | shut myself in my bedroom for
the rest of the day. Varsha knew my state
of mind and left me to myself. | fell asleep
on the floor that day and woke up early
morning and was on my way to spend time
with Neal. | spoke to him at length that day
and asked for his guidance on how | should
proceed further.

Another month passed by and there was
no change in Neal’s condition. Mr. Walker
never came to see us after that incident.
My hopes that Neal would open his eyes
and start his road to recovery continued to
fade with the passage of time. | was at a
loss on what to do. | had read articles of
people waking up

from coma after several years. My mind
was torn between hanging on to my hopes
and prayers and letting Neal go. On the

2nd of January 2019, Varsha and | went
to the hospital together. We spend the en-
tire day with Neal sharing our memories
with him. | hugged him closely and gave
him a kiss on his forehead and walked to
the doctor’s room and gave the consent to
take Neal out of life support.

The decision to take Neal out of life sup-
port was undoubtedly the hardest decision
of my life. Not a day has passed since then
without me critiquing my decision. Every
day at four AM, | can feel a gentle breeze
embracing me accompanied by Neal’s
voice “Dad, you have always taught me to
give my best shot at everything | do, no
matter what the outcome is and to fight till
the last moment. | was doing that till the
very end. Why did you let me go so quick-
ly?” | calmly respond back to him, “Son,
even though | let your physical body go, |
will never let you go from my mind till my
last breath.”
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During the pandemic, we experienced
a shortage of critical items like gloves,
masks, and food items. As the world econ-
omy recovers from the impacts of the
pandemic, we are still dealing with supply
chain challenges, inflation, and constraints
on essential items. Healthcare is facing
more challenges these days from poor
staffing, and shortage of commonly used
drugs like antibiotics, and nebulized med-
ications for asthma. While we spend most
of our lives looking forward, doing better,
and forging ahead, it is important to pause,
look back, and utilize the wisdom of our
ancestors in dealing with day-to-day prob-
lems. In this article, we will be discussing
the benefits of some products our parents
and grandparents used for their health and
well-being.

Ginger and Black Pepper
Cough, cold, and sore throat are some of

the commonproblems that can be very an-
noying, especially if they last for weeks.
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The constant irritation in the throat can
give you a hard time.

Ginger and pepperhave been used by our
ancestorsas a traditional go-to remedy to
treat colds, coughs, and sore throats. It
is the presence of the active component
gingerol in ginger that helps strengthen
our body from within and provides instant
relief. Black pepper comes packed with
many nutrients like vitamin C, flavonoids,
and antioxidants, and has antibacterial
properties, which makes it a perfect nat-
ural ingredient to manage cough andcold.
Method of preparation:

Take a vessel with one cup of water, add
ginger and black pepper to it, and boil,
bring the heat down to low. This mixture
can be consumed warm, honey can be
added to make it sweet.Honey has anti-
bacterial properties and can also help to
clear the throat, alleviating irritation.

Coconut oil
Coconut oil can boost the moisture con-
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tent of dry skin. It improves the function-
ing of the skin, helping prevent excessive
water loss.It may also reduce the severity
of mild to moderate symptoms ofatopic-
dermatitis,a chronic skin disease charac-
terized by skin inflammation and defects
in the skin’s barrier function. There are a
wide variety of moisturizers like Cetaphil,
Neutrogena, Aveeno, Olay,etc.available in
the market, which can be used for dry skin,
and are convenient to use while we are at
work; but virgin coconut oil can be used to
moisturize our skinand lips while we are
at home. ltis the tastiest oil used in cook-
ing and can be used to make many of our
favorite dishes, butbe sure to consume it
in moderation as it increases bad choles-
terol.

Arrowroot
Also known by the scientific name Maran-
ta arundinacia, is a tropical root vegetable.

This edibleroot part of the plant is about
10 inches long. It is available as a dried
powder. In kerala, this is called Koovapodi.
Arrowroot has been used as a home rem-
edy for digestive disorders by our ances-
tors in India for years. There are studies
that showed that it helped reduce diarrhea
and ease stomach cramps.

Arrowroots’ low glycemic index and high
concentration of potassium may help peo-
ple with diabetes. The resistant starch in
arrowroot forms a viscous gel when mixed
with water and behaves like soluble fiber
in our gut and may regulate appetite. It can
be prepared as porridge by mixing two ta-
blespoons of arrowroot powder in a ves-
sel with 100ml of water, boiled and mixing
thoroughly by stirring, allowing it to cool,
before eating. It can be used to make pan-
cakes or halva, by mixing it with shredded
coconut and sugar/jaggery and other in-
gredients.




1st Prize - Story
Malayalam - Adult

QNI aG)WABENIAS|E3 2133|0103 GBl611d” BRI mead ewdleealnn)]. G|daagoe
Qfl20M@I(MSHUIB 293 I1LIBEHNINAMDMZEIONAI GRWIVZo HAINITVI|@IANG. (ZENIOWI|ad
M)aD’ 2g)(MEWO AM]|ENINZH03 WI(M 2AWIDM]S6M” GNIdIUQM|aIge ~floan @RrRwOs]
®S MWNE2A2W 0oeilwileigo ag@MID g)aMg 21]avi) 9l MISBRIEMIDIEEENIo BPRWIUBID (B
am3ailSlenganmyg Galomal GMOaD)]. ~@@MI6NE B6NE 2613]ENJENBo HITM|B|WEBN6IMo (33
enIDW|@3 adlamgss allaom ).

QZENIDW’ MNEOBWINQF QAUUWRSD BRDI]AGMING@AIWI] FSUIFAIMIAN HIQMBd MV(H]M3
SE|ERI )’ GPRWIZINS (WBAED CI|JM3. DY MPETT|M’ AULAIHTNIAF BIYHHDBag6rI]
W@ IWIHENEAN GRAVIWBE) EMIAD]. WY MPDEo WM|HWIB|ENTI AMVMBBUB]W BN AN’
@RWOS30913. aflensgo QIO gfleRIMER’ M) ALVaWL WAjwge @RHWIS|EL. aI3Q3ABS
QI3 Gano6milaIdo 2Idai@soadlaligo el 3h3ad]afldlengang. aileInEInNE IS|:H8gHNS 2TME
JQI00I GaIIF@RHNZ BMA|SINDHIME|BlEHNIANG. AISTVIN (WFMdl@ead AINgHB0mE]G]
ENJAN ALVEMBUIBR]CRIW S GRAWIBIo @] B]6I0Y.

@RE2MM]ENIA|MISLE] 0B @NIDBW]ow’ @IYHBoE]EHNIAMIHNAUAN AVEIRUWo AJSIEIH
GNOUB BanO6M3]@d B0 (PRLDI|B]e) 213QFPA2ANZ BMODH)]. g)T|BABHDTIT BHEAVEWI]
eildlengan mi(@)] GPWINE (WBARBJWENIAN@ZCIINRI GMIAT]. GMIANRIdW]e3aBlal. ol
BIGEWZo GaloMNLl IP)allMacow 633 2gedo MEHANWIW|AIIMNI @RD. I3erA|d)]9]3e)RHo6NE"
@RAIG GRWOING aVdlal 9]3, MVaNIIF]WIo NIF3HOB|WIAIW * @R/ 6ad] AIdYay’.

‘@) 9J0GMO? BRAIEINS GaIIFDMD|M BREDMHWAN BRWIID BCM@o 6)SHISITING.
aMOMZo MM gjo6m. WIS AGB-WAB-CRIVHW HNE]S ASARIANG. OB ag)QlledSI6n3)
GNOU3? GMIBM®M HEBAIFM,N0el]. BRAISINS G2IFMTIMITMBo 106N BPWIIZ Gl
Glaig. ‘@Ry]?

EmOa3 GNIDIVQE|d mean. - “oenicdeacens”  aellw MVoEIHMM TM]ONF IS

S5 20W]EIANZ BRD. l9W MVaNII0]|H:BIo HhJSIHI@Io MIFIHIBZo BRUDSIlDHBI6I A
j GCKA



@RAIAZMNS MVoMLIRN|HFWEBRBIWI|AIAN. ~BMINE BPAAND]ENII|MHo @RAIB afjl20m
oolnges|od S:@0omiss HeRININAIONI] @R/YM] ~lnsomg ‘akrilw allemnendangdlalealo’.
(“caras)co)cmom)oelgo MaNOW] M@0 9{lad BlaNgee Oe®H8Q° Bloanw ce‘@gocm’]cagang”). 20gal
SlwEaN26Mo GRWIIB ~106IINJ. NHHSFIMNISH|CLIM B’ MSEHNIEMNIDCEW ENJo BRAIAB 30B3
dlaf aldle] M3yl D0eIpISOTI]eRIOIWIEINNE. BRWOIBINS 6300WH:U3. MEIVAG] ROy’
23M@ @RYM] GPRWITINS aGQPAUIASITD B JSJHOA|WOWI|BGIANZ. 23N HOM|HIDTS|
GNOUB BROIBHEGNINo «g)eRIlZo @)@ GROIGINS MIS|HRI 6NIDGIERIM S auatic 290)]
QAIAN@IW|BIANG @NIjINS alNOWWZo 223]Fo. IO og)snIjZo BPAIBINS ISR S|
219w3]. MaN2WI] 215 2fle3am GRAIG AgaIGZe GHOMMAal @Y MNIMEBRIB ~JHENILIo IO
S3OmMY.

@REMA0RHIMI@ @RHYM] BNWBIY Midhgdleaim e’ 200]. @RAISINS TVVaOIRERBZo.
2l BPWIBIo ag)enilgo BRENI®Io 63@33]9j0@IE3aNZ. (Jlaw)(wilem’ dilensgo @RAID 636
G306zxmaIon)]. @RMW|WIe ~gnilwgo 636E GHomijaIowi|egzangmalasleigo BRI 2AQO
@3 omi]an®i|e3ang. 2ALIWOBo HOM|TI AD(Mo GRWIUD @I W|WEFHINAWI|EFAN.
aBGNIC®D @RHYMJCWISIBS AMVVaN§Bo BRUMIUBEE) (~IMWAIWI]. BSHI6323” eniqVleigo aer
WOBo RomMSjaIgo HIFIAN V0 2UQSERINLIINENWFo GRWIUD @IRYHM|HWTMHAD (SBRV] 9
MSNOWI]. Dal6NBDHIS|HEBIS” @R (MWEENIANIo AV (AWM 2A2WI] MVoMVIB]ENIAN SH0LI2A0WI]
©@3aTijal GR@. GRWIUS @IRYI|EWOIS’ BPRUI]|GHAIANIo MG 2lEIABAL. 163U ag)enil@go
@R A]EHENI9Io 63033]9]0WI]BIANG. BRAIB (1M WTT|LIDEEMI 2FIANWWIIZ VU
@i)gJ3 M3sani]. @RHW|WINS VMG T3 @NISHAG|WITE Wlan’ 2B HS)9f ASARIAN
MEJAUCAWIo HNBENIUD @Y MoUdWo UBE] MHAMHWAN @RWIBIN]9]3. @RYHM|HW auvg
aN§@IMOWI] AD(WMEA OGO )N BRI amaVleIgoad]alg ........ GQIGMN EMINSWI6I
as)elgo.

NIy’ MBQoi|@d, nIAY]E3, 2cIO80 HOAV]E3, GR@ROHM ~IRMVal@o GI6IMIAN VMG
GOERG|NLIONENWIo @Y HEANIHUT BRI llamngsdangmneoemswile@gang. @ROINS
208NZS GRWIUBHH GRAVIWSAOWI|GIANG. A2IWOBo HOAYI@d ailar @GRAIMEERS|C3 @RI
B3NS HAMFHUB al@MVal@o 3FS|ags]. @PRAIUBEE’ GRAIGMINSEAMD 2 I0MIMISSMICIOMAL.

@MEINENIUB 216MAIJo AUVMBE§NIFAISS «gHeNRI] MOHANWOEM  GROIWBE BRI




INDIAN CUISINE

timeless legacy of flavors & more
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my shadow grazes the side of the reflective surface
positioned so perfectly that i always manage to walk by it
but this time i pause.

the imitating glass awaits my arrival

but this glass doesn’t imitate the way it should

as i fully step into its view, the image appearing in front of me
changes

i swirl and contort, my body and face changing form
every pore on my nose and every imperfection on my face
enlarges

until i am someone whom i cannot recognize

but mirrors are supposed to show you the truth
an exact replica of the subject placed in front of it

so 1ll believe the mirror Namita manoj
and the girl who's staring back at me Zuc P(’}'(Z_Z ')P°em
Ias
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JUST IN TIME

| felt the continuous buzzing of my phone in
my pocket. Right now, | had bigger things to
worry about, but if | was getting so many mes-
sages, it must have been important. | reached
down, pulling it out. Thirty-two new messages
and seventeen missed calls from Avery. | read
the last message he sent:

Avery: I've sent her to the hospital can you just
pick up

My heart beat faster as | opened up the earlier
messages. Hospitals were never good.
Avery: Mom isn’t waking up

Avery: what do | do

Avery: CASSIDY

He’s probably joking, he must be joking. |
raised my phone to my ear, waiting for the mo-
ment when the ringing stopped and | heard his
laughter.

“Cass?”

“‘Hello?”

“Where were you? Where did you put your
phone? I've been trying to call you for the past
thirty minutes! Mom'’s at the—"

“I's not funny. | read your messages. You’re
just trying to scare me and I’'m not in the mood.”
“No, I'm serious. She had to be boarded into
an ambulance. It’s really freaking me out. I'm
driving to the hospital right now, which is what

-
Alita Sebastian
2nd Prize - Story
(Kids)

you should be doing.”

“Well, | would be doing that if my car didn’t
have a flat tire and | wasn’t stuck in the middle
of nowhere.” | snapped.

“You always have to make it harder for every-
one, don’'t you?” He sighed, “Where are you,
I'll come get you.”

“No. You should go to the hospital with Mom,
I'll find a ride or a tow truck.” “Cass, the whole
point of this is so that | don’t have to see her
on my own. | need you to be there.”

“You need to be there if something hap-
pens. At least one of us does.” | hung up. |
sighed and shut my eyes. This was the sixth
time Mom had to be taken to the hospital this
month. She was in critical condition during
her last two visits, even to the point where the
doctors had no hope. | opened the door and
stepped out of my car. The sun beat down on
me, making me immediately regret rejecting
Avery’s offer. Taking out my phone, | searched
for the nearest store. | was interrupted by the
soft vibration of my phone, alerting me of my
further problems. 10% left. | better figure this
out fast. Shoving my phone back into its place
in the back pocket of my jeans, | looked out
towards the road, deserted and dry. After wait-
ing for a few moments, | finally spotted a car




driving toward me. | frantically started waving
my arm, hoping that the driver had an ounce
of kindness and would stop for me. Fortunate-
ly, they did. The car slowed to a stop, “Hey,
what’s going on?” The driver said as he rolled
down the window.

“Hi, I'm so sorry, but I've got a flat tire, and |
was hoping you know where | was?” “That’s
unfortunate. Who knows where any of us are?
Well, good luck!” He slowly began to roll his
car forward, “I'm kidding! You're in Palka.”
“Palka? That’s almost forty-five minutes away
from the hospital,” | leaned back against my
car.

| thanked the driver for his helpful, though
annoying assistance. The heat from the car
almost burned my hands. Sweat had begun
to collect on my nose and forehead. The only
way out of this was to call for a ride.

‘Em?” | asked into my phone.

“Cass! Hi! What’s up?”

“Will you be able to give me a ride? My car has
a flat tire and I'm stranded in Palka. Please tell
me you're free,”

“What? When did that happen? How?”

“Look, I'll tell you all of this in your car.”

“'m so sorry, but my car’s not with me right
now! I’'m volunteering at the shelter. I'll ask if |
can leave.” She said, guiltily.

“The one time | need you to save me and

you’re not free.” | teased.

“I'm so sorry! Here, tell me where exactly you
are.”

“'m near—" My phone screen turned black.

| stared at the blinking charging sign. My face
felt strained and my eyes began brimming
with tears. My throat was parched, pleading
for water whenever | swallowed. | allowed my
feet to collapse under me, crouching on the
cracked-up road. Sitting there for a while, |
took in a few shaky breaths and looked up, the
sun’s rays blinding my vision. I’'m never getting
to the hospital. At least, | wasn’t getting there
anytime soon if | kept sitting there. My palms
felt rough as | dusted the rocks from them and
got to my feet. There was no other option but
to walk and, if | was lucky enough, find a store
or a gas station. As | took my first few steps, |
thought about never seeing Mom alive again.
My vision blurred again from unshed tears.
Wiping my nose, | walked faster, forcing my
thoughts away from Mom. | watched as my
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car became a speck in the distance, as | was
walking toward nothing but pavement. Then,
my ears heard it, the soft hum of a car’s en-
gine. | squinted up toward the end of the road,
making out the silhouette of a car speeding to-
ward me. The car was going too fast for me to
begin my gesturing, but the car slowed down
in front of me even so. It felt like minutes went
by as | watched the window slowly roll down.
“Excuse me, ma’am, do you need help?”
“Oh, yes! Thank you so much for stopping!
Could you possibly let me borrow your phone?
| have a flat tire and have been stuck here.”
“That’s your car?” He pointed to the dot up
ahead.

“Yeah,” | nodded, sheepishly.

He went in search of his phone, “How long
have you been standing out here?” “l don’t
know exactly how long, but a while.”

“Here, it is. Are you going to call family or a
tow truck? ”

“Oh, a tow truck, and maybe a taxi,”

“I'm a taxi driver!” He showed me his identifi-
cation. “I could drop you off where you need
to go.”

My eyes drifted to the top of the car, where
a bright yellow board was labeled “TAXI. |
couldn’t believe my luck. | could finally go to
the hospital. And see Avery, and if I'm stay-
ing hopeful, see Mom. My tense muscles re-
laxed and my breathing became easy. | shut

my eyes for a second, relief washing over me.
“Are you okay with that?” | asked.

He nodded.

“Thank you so much! You don’t know how
much this means to me! | need to be dropped
off at Witham Hospital.”

“Got it. Do you need to call anyone else?”
Avery. | reached out, took the phone, and di-
aled in the number. Listening to the soft ring,
the tires of the car rolled forward and the en-
gine roared. And my hope became louder
within me, too.
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. First in ‘F're%Jom &
~First in Flight

North Carolina residents should have noticed
the “First in Flight” and “First in Freedom” li-
cense plates adorning the vehicles registered
in our state. Here is the story behind those two
sobriquets.

On April 12th, 1776, North Carolina became
the first colony to declare total independence
from Great Britain. Known as the Halifax Re-
solves, a name later given to the resolution
adopted by the North Carolina Provincial Con-
gress on April 12, 1776, the adoption of the
resolution was the first official action in the
American Colonies calling for independence
from Great Britain during the American Revo-
lution. The Halifax Resolves started the series
of events resulting in the presentation to Con-
gress of the United States Declaration of Inde-
pendence less than three months later on July
4, 1776, thus earning the right to the “First in
Freedom” license plate.

An even earlier disputed claim about the Meck-
lenburg Declaration of Independence shows
how eager North Carolinians were to chart
their own destiny. Mecklenburg Declaration
of Independence is a text published in 1819
and supposedly signed on May 20, 1775, in
Charlotte, North Carolina, by a committee of
citizens of Mecklenburg County, who declared
independence from Great Britain after hear-
ing about the battle of Lexington. If true, the

Zacharia Mathew

Mecklenburg Declaration preceded the United
States Declaration of Independence by more
than a year.

The story behind the “First in Flight” license
plate belongs to the start of the 20th centu-
ry. After numerous failed attempts by differ-
ent enthusiasts at flying an airplane, on Dec.
17, 1903, Orville and Wilbur Wright made the
first controlled, powered aircraft flights at Kitty
Hawk on North Carolina’s Outer Banks. The
flight lasted only 12 seconds, but it was a
true flight, nevertheless. The Wright brothers
would make three more flights that day, the
longest covering 852 feet in 59 seconds To-
day, the Wright Flyer, the first airplane, is on
display at the National Air and Space Museum
in Washington DC.




~ Solituderin
Sunshlne

The sun emerged, sm/I/ng and sh/n/ng bright,
A new day dawning, chasing away the night. ~

Two parrots awoke, nestled in their nest,
Welcoming another day, melodies manifest.

Sisters they were, born and raised as one,
Together they flew, their bond second to none.

Dancing was their duty, music their lifeline,

Love intertwined in every breath, so divine. \ -

) ) Natarajan Ramakrishnan
Nothing could separate them, not even the wind, 1st Prize - Poem
Until fate intervened, bringing an unforeseen end. (Adults)

A devil appeared, a dark vulture in the sky,
Hungry and relentless, seeking its prey high.

Unaware of the threat, the sisters sang and danced,
In joyful bliss, their melodies intertwined and enhanced.

Swift as an arrow, the vulture swooped down low,
Grasping one sister tightly, dealt a painful blow.

Silenced before her sibling, held in an iron fist,
The vulture triumphed, leaving the other in a mist.

Away the predator soared, content with his prize,
Leaving the remaining parrot alone to realize.

In shock and anguish, it wept in despair,
Lost and searching, hoping to find her sister somewhere.

Heart heavy with sorrow, mind clouded with fear,
Alone in a world of sunshine, her pain crystal clear.

Alone in a world of sunshine, she felt the ache,
Longing for her sister’s presence, for her bond’s sake.

-



for Lnie

Deep in the heart of Georgia, there was a
farm that any farmer would be proud to own.
A field stretching miles and miles filled with
lush, emerald-colored grass and grazing cows
blanketed the dense, rich soil underneath. A
huge patch of fresh, healthy vegetables pat-
terned the area like jewels embedded in green
velvet. Daisies and lavenders occasional-
ly peeked out from the ground filling the air
with a sweet-scented aroma. Horses happi-
ly galloped around an old barn with a shiny
tractor parked beside it. Even the trees in the
woods seemed to dance with the wind, and
the cloud-painted sky seemed bluer at the
farm. In the middle of it all, there was a cozy
little house, perfect for a family of three. It was
a scene right out of a children’s picture book;
everything was perfect.

“‘Hey Mom, can Katrina come over today?” ten-
year-old Rhea asked. She had been sitting at
home ever since summer break started two
weeks ago, her only companions being the
chickens, cows, and horses. She really need-
ed to interact with another human being other
than her mom or dad. “Isn’t she on vacation?
| remember her parents mentioning some-
thing about going to Jamaica,” her mother
said, while staring at the omelet she was pre-
paring. “Oh yeah...l forgot,” Rhea mumbled,
annoyed at how all of her friends were out of
town just when she needed them the most.
Rhea let out a big sigh of boredom. She had
done everything that she could possibly do at
the farm: milk the cows, ride the ponies, col-
lect chicken eggs, clean the barn...you name
it. She even tried striking up a conversation



with her parents, which obviously did not work
out because they were always so busy. Rhea
was very understanding though. She knew
that her father and mother worked in the hot
sun all day long to take care of the farm and to
provide their family with food and money. Be-
cause she had no siblings, Rhea couldn’t play
with or talk to anyone except her parents and
the farm animals. Most kids looked forward to
summer break, but Rhea did not; she never
got the opportunity to go on vacation because
her parents were always working to keep the
high-maintenance farm in the best condition
possible. So every summer, Rhea was left to
fend for herself.

Rhea trudged out of her house and sat down
on a grassy area near the woods towards the
far end of the farm. The soft, green grass felt
like silk against her skin. As she breathed in
the cool air, momentarily forgetting about all
of her worries, a movement caught her eye.
She turned around and her face brightened
up as she spotted a girl behind her. “Oh, hello
there, Sashal! It's very nice to see you on such

a beautiful day!” Rhea exclaimed with delight.
She was so caught up thinking about how
she couldn’t see her school friends, she had
forgotten all about Sasha. Sasha had always
been there for her, especially when she was
feeling lonely. “You do not know how happy |
am to finally be able to have someone to talk
to. I've been extremely lethargic for the past
few weeks. Yup, that’s right...new vocabulary
word from school. Anyways, time has passed
by so slowly, and | can’t see any of my other
friends because they’re all on vacation! Be-
lieve it or not, you are the first person I've talk-
ed to other than my mom and dad this whole
summer. How have you been?” Sasha stared
right back at Rhea. Rhea looked at her in con-
fusion, but then a knowing smile crept over
her face. “Don’t you worry, you don’t have to
answer me. | myself have some days where
| feel like not saying anything at all.” Rhea
stared at Sasha thoughtfully. Suddenly her
eyes lit up. “Wait! | have an idea! Why don't
we explore the woods together? It'll be really
fun. We can pretend that we are lost explor-




ers trying to find our way back to the farm.
We can be adventurers!” Rhea stood up
and started running towards her house. She
yelled over her shoulder to Sasha, “Let me
go get my backpack of safety supplies...l’ll
be right back...wait right here!” But Sasha
came along with her anyways, just like any
other good friend would do.

A few minutes later, Rhea and Sasha were
creeping through the dark, mysterious
woods, huddled close together. “I-I-It’s c-cold
in h-here!” Rhea said, shivering. She looked
at Sasha and noticed that her friend was
shivering too. “You look cold, Sasha. You can
wear this jacket | brought for you.” But Sa-
sha didn’t seem to want the jacket so Rhea
shrugged and wore it herself. After all, she
was cold too. They stumbled into a wide area
where only a few rays of the sunlight illumi-
nated the crooked circle they were standing
in. Rhea looked up and noticed that the tall
trees were blocking most of the sunlight from
entering. “This is so cool!” she exclaimed. “It
almost looks like a circle of doom, except it's
not that bad.” Rhea examined the dry grass
she was standing on and noticed small bugs
on it. “What are they?” she asked Sasha,
curiously. Sasha also looked at the ground
in wonder, but Rhea got no response from
her. As if they could read each other’s minds,
Rhea and Sasha both ran to the middle of
the circle and jumped as hard as they could
on the ground. Millions of lights burst into the
sky like a starry explosion, making the place
glow in a gorgeous shade of gold. “Fireflies!”
Rhea yelled at the top of her lungs, twirling
around in delight. She closed eyes and imag-
ined she was soaring through the sky, an in-
describable feeling rushing through her body.
Suddenly, her daydream was interrupted by
a rustle in a bush.

Rhea and Sasha went on full alert. “Who’s
there?” Rhea questioned meekly. She waited
for a few seconds. “I’'m going to go see who'’s
there,” she whispered to Sasha. Slowly and
cautiously, she advanced towards the bush.
Her hand was inches away from the leaves
when a bunny jumped out at her. Rhea
screamed bloody murder but calmed down




when she realized it was a bunny. “Very fun-
ny,” she muttered. “Let’s keep walking,” she
told Sasha. They walked for a few minutes in
silence but stopped when they heard yet an-
other rustle in a bush. “You have got to be kid-
ding me. Again?” she complained to Sasha.
Without waiting for an answer, she moved
closer to the noise. “Come out of the bush,
you stupid bunny!” she yelled. But to her sur-
prise and horror, she saw two hungry, yellow
eyes and pointy ears sticking out of the bush.
A wolf.

Rhea and Sasha ran. They ran like it was the
end of the world. Twigs were snapping at their
faces, and sweat ran down their foreheads.
They could hear the wolf right behind them.
Run! Run faster! Was all Rhea could think.

Her surroundings became a blurry mess as
she ran, but she somehow managed to spot
a huge branch blocking her path in the nick
of time. “Watch out for the branch, Sasha!”
she yelled hastily, as she elegantly leaped
over the branch. Sasha leaped along with
her, and they didn’t stop running until they got
back to the farm. As soon as they were out of
the forest, both girls collapsed on the grass,
panting with relief. Once Rhea finally caught
her breath, she said, “Well, that was one ex-
citing adventure. Definitely the scariest one
I've been on.” They silently laid down on the
grass, processing what had happened. Even-
tually, Rhea’s eyes started to droop as she fell
into a light, dreamless sleep.

Rhea was awakened by a loud clap of thunder

cerc
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and a flash of lightning. She opened her eyes
and saw dark, puffy clouds looming over her.
A storm, she thought. As a few drops of rain
started to fall, Rhea heard her mother calling
for her to come inside. “C’'mon Sasha, you can
come inside with me so you don’t get soaked
in the rain,” she told her friend without look-
ing back. Now the sky was almost pitch black.
Just before it started pouring, Rhea made it
inside her house. She breathed out a sigh of
relief. But when she turned around to let Sa-
sha in, her friend was gone.

The next day, Rhea ran outside after eating
her breakfast to meet Sasha. As soon as she
sat down in the field, she saw Sasha sitting
down beside her. “How have you been? |
missed you! | hope you stayed dry last night.
When | turned around to let you inside yester-
day, you were gone!” Rhea told Sasha. “Any-
ways, | was thinking about what we should do
today. We can play games in the field, ride the

horses, and annoy the chickens ...” As she
was telling Sasha about her fun ideas, Rhea’s
dad walked up to them. “Hey Rhea, who'’s this
Sasha you're talking to? | heard you talking
to her yesterday too, but | don’t see anyone.”
“What do you mean you can’t see her? She’s
right here!” Rhea scoffed. Her dad looked
around quizzically. “Where?” he said, evi-
dently confused. A knowing smile crept onto
Rhea’s face when she realized why her dad
was so puzzled. Adults and their lack of imag-
ination, she thought to herself. “Dad. Sasha’s
my shadow!” Rhea said, patting the ground
behind her where Sasha silently stood. “Since
none of my friends are here right now, | decid-
ed that | should make some new ones to keep
me company while they’re gone. After all,
friendship can come in many different forms,
can'tit?”
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Embarking on a journey to Everest Base
Camp isn'’t just about the physical feat; it's a
spiritual voyage where adventurers challenge
their limitations in pursuit of an extraordinary
human experience. For years, my friend Lee-
na and | had been yearning to stand in the
shadow of the majestic Mt. Everest, to not only
observe its grandeur but also feel the pulse of
its icy veins. This article recounts the incredi-
ble journey we undertook, where we learned
more about ourselves than we ever imagined
possible.

THE ROUTE TO EVEREST BASE CAMP
The route to Everest Base Camp is a journey
that requires not only commitment and dedica-
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tion but a razor focus of willpower and determi-
nation that one would need to get themselves
through 6-8 hours of hiking each day. It takes
7 days to reach Everest Base Camp from Luk-
la Airport, one of the world’s most dangerous
airports, by trekking along the Dudh Kosi Riv-
er to Namche Bazaar (3,867m), then climbing
to Dingboche (4,260m), Lobuche (4,930m),
Gorakshep (5,140m), and finally to Everest
Base Camp (5,364m).

SETTING OFF

Our expedition began on May 4th, 2019, as
our team arrived in Kathmandu, Nepal's vi-
brant capital. Our flight to Lukla, the gateway




to Everest region was the next day;

er due to ongoing renovations at Kathmandu
airport, we had to take a 3hours jeep ride to
Ramechhap, a village surrounded by hollocks
to catch our 15-seater Tara Air flight.

May 5th greeted us with inclement weather,
and to our dismay, our Lukla flight was can-
celed. We were disappointed, but we under-
stood the importance of safety in the Hima-
layas. Determined to conquer the challenges
that lay ahead, we rescheduled our flight for
the following day, hoping for clearer skies and
a chance to set foot on the legendary Tensing
and Hillary Airport at Lukla.

THE TREK BEGINS

Finally, on May 6th, the weather granted us a
favorable window, and our Lukla flight took off
from Ramechhap’s tiny air strip. The flight itself
was an adventure, with breathtaking views of
the Himalayan peaks combined with a belly
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buster feel of roller coaster ride. Landing in
dangerous airport in the world was
GCKA

an adrenaline-inducing experience, marking
the official start of our trek.

After landing in Lukla, we embarked on
our trek, making our way towards Phakding, a
picturesque village nestled amidst the moun-
tains. The trail offered stunning vistas, with the

Dudh Kosi River guiding our path. As we set-
tled in Phakding, we marveled at the serene
beauty surrounding us and prepared for the
challenges ahead.

The following day, we continued our as-
cent, crossing suspension bridges, watching

prayer flags dancing in the mountain breeze,



and turning prayer wheels along the challeng-
ing trails. Our destination was Namche Ba-
zaar, a bustling Sherpa town and a major hub
along the trekking route. The climb to Namche
Bazaar had steep ascents, demanding both
physical endurance and mental resilience.
The next morning as we gazed out of our room
window in Namche, the majestic view of the
Kongde Ri peak greeted our eyes. Bathed in
golden sunlight, the snow-capped peak stood
tall and proud against the deep blue sky. The
tranquil beauty of Kongde Ri lifted our spirits.

In the following days, we trekked through
the beautiful Khumjung Valley. As we walked
through the village, we met kids returning
home from Edmund Hillary School. We stayed
the night at Kyangjuma lodge surrounded by
vibrant rhododendrons. As we climbed higher,
the panoramic views unfolded, revealing the
majestic peaks of Ama Dablam, Thamserku,
Island peak, Makalu, Khumbila and Lhotse.
And along the way the Tengboche monas-
tery greeted us with tranquility, stillness and
a sense of spiritual presence. The next morn-
ing as we stepped out of the teahouse in De-
buche, the sunbathed mountain peaks had a
breathtaking spectacle of fiery glow that filled
the air with a sense of awe and wonder.

As we ventured further into the higher alti-
tudes, the weather became colder and oxygen
scarcer. We took our second acclimatization
break at Dingboche, where we met climbers
who had come to summit Ama Dablam.

MORE ACCLIMATIZATION
The climb was getting tougher after Ding-
boche, due to the extreme environment we

were in, and the thin air made the breathing
a challenging task. However, with proper ac-
climatization and a slow and steady pace, we
managed to adapt and preserve. On the way
to Lobuche, the trail took us through Thukla
Pass Everest Climbers’ memorial. There were
dozens of memorials of adventurous climbers,
out of which Scott Fischer’s memorial caught
our attention. As we visited Fischer’s memori-
al, we experienced a profound sense of rev-
erence and admiration. Scott Fischer, a re-
nowned mountaineer, lost his life during the
ill-fated 1996 Everest expedition.

We were excited to reach Lobuche as our
accommodation was at Pyramid, which is an
international mountain research center, and
Phurba, our Sherpa had told us we would be
getting heated rooms. But to our dismay, the
LPG distribution helicopter did not arrive that
day and we had to curl up into our insulated
sleeping bags as usual. As we were getting
closer to the rocky plateau of Gorekshep, the
absence of even a minute form of vegetation




presented an uninhabitable look. We noticed
the surrounding peaks, including the iconic
Mount Everest, standing tall behind Lohtse.
By lunchtime we reached Gorekshep, the final
lodging point before reaching Everest Base
Camp.

THE FINAL PUSH UPWARD

We started our final stretch in the afternoon.
As we made our way through the rugged ter-
rain, snowflakes gently started falling around
us, creating a serene atmosphere. On the
way Phurba showed us a captivating lakebed
where the lake vanished during the 2015 Ne-
pal earthquake. Every step required careful
footing, as the path was rocky, and visibility
was limited. The biting wind cut through our

bling experience that will forever be etched in
our memory. Standing at Everest Base Camp,
surrounded by the majestic grandeur of the
Himalayas, | was overwhelmed by a surge of
emotions. The enormity of our accomplish-
ment washed over me, as the rugged land-
scape and the icy winds whispered tales of
countless adventurers who had walked this
path before us. Every ache, every labored
breath, and every hard-earned step had led
us to this moment. As | gazed at the mighty
Everest, a titan in its icy armor, | felt humbled
and grateful. This journey had transformed me,
fostering resilience, humility, and a profound
appreciation for life’'s simple joys. Standing
there, in awe of nature’s limitless power, | real-
ized that this unforgettable experience would

layers of clothing; the cold air felt like pierc-
ing our lungs. We passed through icy trails,
crossing frozen streams and ascending rocky
slopes. Despite bone-chilling cold, the journey
was filled with sense of accomplishment and
anticipation.

AT THE EVEREST BASE CAMP

As we reached Everest Base Camp, stand-
ing in the shadow of the mighty Everest,
we couldn’t help but marvel at what we had
achieved. We took a moment to absorb the
grandeur of our surroundings. The sheer maj-
esty of the Himalayas, combined ith the winter
wonderland, created a captivating and hum-

forever serve as a beacon of human endur-
ance and our boundless potential.

The Everest Base Camp trek is a journey that
tests the limits of human endurance and re-
wards adventurers with awe-inspiring natural
beauty. Despite facing obstacles like flight
cancellations, harsh weather, and the chal-
lenges of high altitude, our team pushed for-
ward, fueled by determination and a passion
for adventure. As we reflected on our journey,
gratitude welled up within us. We were grate-
ful for our bodies and the fitness that allowed
us to undertake such a demanding adventure.
Our legs became our unsung heroes, tireless-



ly carrying us over rugged terrain and steep
ascents.

THE DESCENT

The descent down the mountain was swift
since breathing was easy. The walk took 10
days in total, with an average of eight hours
of trekking every day. We were all looking for-
ward to returning to Lukla and communicating
with our families, as well as cleaning our hair. |
enjoyed glancing around on the way down; the
scenery was more beautiful now. As you travel
down the same path you took up, you won-
der how you managed to get up some parts. It
seemed strange that | climbed up some parts
of the trail on the way up, but pure motivation
made it feasible at the time. The final day of
the trek is primarily uphill to Lukla. We arrived
at our final lodge for one more night before
flying back to Kathmandu the next morning.

PHURBA SHERPA — OUR GUIDE

This article would be incomplete without a
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paragraph about Phurba Sherpa, our guide.
Phurba played an incredibly important and in-
dispensable role in making our trek to the Ev-
erest Base Camp both successful and mem-
orable.
His expertise, care, and attentiveness made
all the difference throughout our journey.
Phurba’s extensive knowledge of the region
ensured our safety and guided us effectively.
His outstanding patience and skill to han-
dle difficult situations made us feel secure and
confident every step of the way. Not only did
he take care of our safety, but also attended
to our physical well-being. Phurba went above
and beyond to ensure our comfort in the chal-
lenging conditions of the mountains. In ad-
dition to Phurba’s exceptional support, the
assistant Sherpas and porters who accompa-
nied us were instrumental in making our trek a
success.
The Everest Base Camp trek wasn'’t just an
adventure, but a humbling lesson in endur-
ance, resilience, and the aweinspiring power
of nature. Despite the flight cancellations, the
harsh weather, and the highaltitude challeng-
es, we pushed forward, our spirits fueled by
determination and thirst for discovery. Stand-
ing on the cusp of the world, we learned the
true power of the human spirit, and for that,
we will always be grateful. This journey left us
not just with aching limbs but with hearts brim-
ming with a newfound respect for nature and
our bodies that bravely carried us through.
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Hi, my name is Lilac Aswal! | don’t know why
or when | got here but | do know how.

Let me start from the beginning. The TV was
on the News Channel, and | was eating cere-
al, a normal summer morning. “The last day
of school is today!” | said excitedly. My family
was so tired of hearing me say that and to be
honest with you, | was too. | finished my cere-
al and slipped on my shoes. As | walked out
the door and into the car. | adjusted my dress
and purse. | had a purse instead of my bag
because there was absolutely no class today,
just movies and things like that. My dad soon
got in the car along with my siblings Harper,
BillyMichael and Hannah. That’s how “it” start-
ed. “It” being this totally crazy and weird day!
Or should | say, week? So, just as my dad
was going out the driveway. As if they planned
it, my siblings and my dad said at the same
time,” | forgot something!” And they all rushed
out of the car which | thought was weird.
Since | had a bit of time, | opened my book,
“The Case of Leah Carson”.

Gauri Prasoon

It was very interesting and about the author of
the book who went missing.

“| can’t believe that Leah wrote this book even
if it didn’t happen!” Said Lilac.

| went to the first page and frowned. There
was nothing there! | flipped through every sin-
gle page but there wasn’t even a single letter!
“Huh! Something is a bit weird here.

Well, I'll look at it later, right now we must go to
school!” | said to myself. We all got to school
on time and were going to our classes. When
it was lunch, | took my blank book with me. |
went to my regular lunch table and sat down.
| was opening it and just then, my friend Viola
sat next to me. “Hey Lilac, do you mind if |
sit with you?” Said Viola. | sighed then said
sure. She must have known something was
wrong because just then she turned to me
and asked, “What’s wrong Lilac?” She spoke.
“It's this book, | don’t understand it. It says ab-
solutely nothing!” | nearly yelled. Aimost half
the cafeteria turned to look at us. Viola gave
me very good advice, “Calm your mind, may-
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be if you write in it something will happen?”
That night at home | opened the book, | start-
ed writing and writing, | was going fast! In 20
minutes, | filled up ten pages. | slowly closed
the book and went to bed. The next morning, |
was packing my stuff. | grabbed my book and
headed out. When we got to school, Viola and
my other friend Kimberly were waiting outside
with a bag. As | got closer, | realized it was
for me. | opened it and gasped. Inside was a
very carefully wrapped gift. | ripped through
the wrapping paper and saw the new Crystal
Chloe statue. It was from the Official Crystal

the back and pressed it. To this day it was the
worst and best mistake of our lives. We woke
up cautiously and on a huge board it said,
“Cheer City” As we were starved from every-
thing, we looked around the town for some
food. | know in a crisis like this we should be
focused but we were hungry. We saw a place
called “Fruits and Berries” and decided to eat
there but just as we arrived a guard stopped
us and said, “Trivia Question: What is the best
town in the world?” “Uh, Paris?” Said Viola.
The guard replied, “You are not from Cheer
City, Trespasser.” Well, we got kicked out and

Class Set! The best movie setever! | putitcare-
fully in my bag and headed off to class. When
we had a free period for reading, | opened
my book. But before | could there was Viola.
Again. | was getting tired of not having time
for the book anymore. | pulled Viola and Kim-
berly into a corner and told them everything.
We agreed we would open the book at recess.
Recess came and the three of us hid near the
lake. We opened the book and saw what | had
written. Almost nothing had changed. Almost.
Viola flipped to the first page, and it said in
bold letters, Written By: Lilac Aswal. | freaked
out at that! It took five minutes, a pack of gum-
mies and several cherries to calm me down.
We looked at it for the entire recess for some-
thing that might help us. No luck. Then at the
last-minute Kimberly found a small button on

woke up again in the nurse’s office. We were
asleep for 15 minutes! That felt like 3 hours
though. “Look! It's Lilac Aswall The famous
writer!” | was speechless. | hadn’t even writ-
ten a book, let alone become famous because
of it! | was looking for who said that and fig-
ured out it was Kat, the most popular girl in
the school. She was looking at me. | took one
look at her and said the wisest thing | could
say right now. “Huh?” She said | made a story
called Untitled’s Story. A girl who had no name
and was called Untitled. It was about her life.
| just wrote a story | made as a kid. Kimberly
and Viola came to my house that night and we
went back to Cheer City. Turns out that the an-
swer to every question was Cheer City. “What
is the best color?” Cheer City. Where is the
best place on Earth? Cheer City. What is my



name? CHEER CITY! Anyways, we explored
for some time and returned home with none
of our parents knowing. We kept exploring ev-
ery day straight for 3 weeks. Turns out, it was
a cool place. We had so much fun together.
Finally, it was a humid day in March when we
decided to go back to Cheer City. We hadn't
been there for a month, so we went back. Be-
fore it was an amazing and joyful place but, as
soon as we got there everyone was scream-
ing. They said “Untitled’s Missing! Untitled’s
Missing!” We were shocked. How could this
happen? | never even touched the book! So,
we returned and discovered that my book
was very cursed. It wouldn’t burn, break or
go away. Then we finally realized it. Our town
was exactly like Cheer City. The same peo-
ple. The same stores. The same landscape.
To destroy the book is to destroy us and this
town. First, we wanted to put this to good use.
But then, we realized, whose name is Unti-
tled? The next day before class started, | ran
to Viola. “Guess what | figured out Vi?” Viola
had a confused look on her face. “What is it?”
She spoke. “The only way to fix this world, this
book is by-" The bell suddenly rang. “Sorry Li-
lac, | have to get to class.” After class, | started
explaining to Viola and Kimberly how to fix it.
“You’re right! That’'s what we should do!” Said
Kimberly. “Kim, we must tell someone else,
that’s the only way that we could access the
documents!” Viola sighed and started walking
down the hall. “Where are you going?” Said

GCKA -

Kimberly. “The librarian, she knows everyone
in this town.” We rushed down to the school li-
brary. “Running is very tiring!” Viola said. “Hello
Mrs. Ryder! Do you know anyone in this town
named uh... Untitled...?” Mrs. Ryder started
moving her lips but then closed her mouth.
“Yes, yes, | do. Now, err... why?” Viola replied
slowly. “So basically, Lilac had this book but
when she opened it all the pages were blank.
So, she figured out that it was aum... portal.
And found this place called Cheer City. Long
story short, this person named Untitled is
missing in the story and the book is connected
to us. Or rather everyone in this town. And we
need to find Untitled! That’s the only way we
can break this curse!

Mrs. Ryder carefully handed a slip of paper
that said “738 Eastern Sea Dr.” We clutched
the paper in our hand and ran out of the
school. Kimberly yelled out, “If my calculations
are correct, it will take us around 2 minutes to
get there!” “Kimmy, your calculations are NOT
your phone’s calculations.” Violet replied. As
we rang the doorbell, a little girl with ginger
hair opened the door. “Yes?” She whispered.
| boldly said, “Hello Untitled.” She softly whis-
pered, “Please take me home where | belong.”
| picked her up and took her to her mother,
Mrs. Ryder. “Ah yes, you've found the author
of this book. Girls, you are one of the most
amazing detectives I've ever seen. Welcome
to Mission Sparkle.” But seriously, who names
their kid Untitled?
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Traveling is an incredibly rewarding experi-
ence as it reduces stress, helps one acquire
new knowledge, and is perfect for adding ex-
citement to our mundane lives!

Reducing stress and thereby improving one’s
well-being is one of the fundamental benefits
of traveling. It can improve your mental health
by helping you feel calm and relaxed. Taking
time from work or school to see new places
releases the stress you’ve been holding onto.
As a result, this can prevent an individual from
getting too caught up in their work life by mak-
ing space for time to unwind. In addition, phys-
ical activities are an excellent opportunity to
improve our physical and mental well-being.
Traveling consists of numerous activities that
can get one moving. These activities include
hiking, canoeing, walking around to explore
new cities, and learning new things!

| visited the Smithsonian National Zoo Park
which is located in Washington DC. At this zoo,
there are a plethora of opportunities that can
help one engage in physical activity. What's

Jacquelin Jose

great about this attraction is that you will be
able to see all sorts of native and foreign ani-
mals while walking. Washington DC also has
monuments, museums, and historic buildings
which can serve as a learning experience for
us. Overall, it was a notable trip! A city famous-
ly known for walking to be the most common
source of transportation, New York City, is an
amazing tourist estination. In a typical year,
nearly 360,000 pedestrians enter the heart of
Times Square each day! Times Square is New
York’s most famous landmark and the liveli-
est area in the city. With its glitzy billboards,
unique characters, iconic landmarks, and
award-winning entertainment, Times Square
is surely a site worth visiting.

Another advantage of travel is the surplus
amount of knowledge and new skills it offers.

Traveling can make you knowledgeable in
many ways. It can broaden your perspective
and make you open-minded in thought. It ex-
pands your outlook on life and serves as an
educational device when cooking a traditional
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dish or even learning new languages. When
we travel, we are exposed to other cultures,
whether it be another civilization or just the
way people do things in another part of our
own country. This exposure can help us learn
about other people and their customs.

Every other year, my family and | visit India.
Kerala is famous, especially for its ecotourism
initiatives and beautiful backwaters. A few
popular tourist attractions include Alappuzha
Beach, Kovalam Beach, Kumarakom, Pon-
mudi Hill Station, and Punnamada Lake. Both
Kerala and North Carolina are blessed with
beautiful mountains and beaches. Those who
visit India can learn much regarding the dif-
ferent styles of cooking as the country is re-
nowned for its spices. One of the many things
| learned on my most recent trip was the pro-
cess by which nutmeg starts on a farm and is
soon used for medicinal and cooking purpos-
es. We had the opportunity to see this process
firsthand. In summary, before planting the nut-
meg, the land must be prepared. This prepa-
ration can be done by clearing the land and
plowing. The conditions favorable to planting
nutmeg include  well-
drained soil, spacing of
6 meters between trees,
proper fertilization, and
pest control. The tree will
soon produce fruits that
will split open, revealing
the seed. These can be
picked by hand and then
sun-dried, graded, sorted,
and packaged. Another in-
teresting experience was
watching the gathering
and processing of the well-
known spice, turmeric. The
turmeric must be washed,
sliced, and left to dry in the
sun. After this, it is ground
into fine powder which can
be used in cooking and has
a variety of medicinal val-
ues.

Another location that was
beneficial in  acquiring

more knowledge was London, the capital of
the nited Kingdom. When | visited London in
2018, the first thing | noticed was the detailed
historic sites which conveyed a sophisticated
look. Amongst the many special features of
London, my favorites were the Beckingham
Palace, London Eye, and the iconic London
Bridge! When | was in London, | went on a
boat ride which was a great way of viewing the
entire beauty of London. At a lavender farm
in suburban London, | was able to get a first-
hand experience of the extraction of lavender
oil from the plant by steam distillation. Laven-
der oil is widely used in aromatherapy, health,
and beauty products. From the famous dish of
‘fish and chips’ to the history behind each and
every building, visiting London was certainly
an educational experience.

Alongside reducing stress and gaining knowl-
edge, traveling also provides one with the
chance to enjoy themselves. Sometimes, all
we need is a vacation. Taking a break from
heavy workloads is influential in creating time
and space for self-care. Self-care is signifi-
cant because it enhances our well-being by
keeping us connected to
ourselves and what mat-
ters most to us. It supports
overall well-being and can
help maintain self-confi-
dence and self-esteem.
Self-care makes us more
aware of our personal
needs and allows us to be
resilient. It can help you
feel well-rested and ener-
gized. As a result, when
you return to our busy
schedules, you will feel a
sense of readiness as you
enter the workplace with a
new and positive mindset.
On the other hand, refus-
ing to set aside time for
personal enjoyment will
cause a dissenting mental-
ity and tiredness.



s | walked down the road after school,
AI heard a voice behind me say, “Hey!

Wait up!” | turned around and spotted
my best friend, Adam, running to catch up to
me. Adam and | have been friends since kin-
dergarten. My heart soared to have my best
friend with me again. But before he reached
me, someone stepped in his way. It was Glen,
the biggest bully in my school. He was a big
guy and nobody messed with him. Adam and
| knew what to do right away. We ran. | ran
hard, breathing roughly as my legs strained
themselves to their limits. As for Adam, he
was practically an Olympic runner. He zipped
through the streets and got way ahead of me.
After a few minutes of tension and sweat, we
managed to pull away from Glen. It was al-
ready late, so we thought of getting something
to eat before we started walking home. We
had just enough change rattling around in our
pockets to grab a couple chicken sandwiches
from McDonalds which we gobbled up as we
headed home. As we teased each other along
the way, | heard the leaves behind us rustle.

We turned around and saw an old man walk-
ing towards us. He held a blue vial in his hand
which had a weird sloshing liquid inside. He
had a face so scary that any person would
cower against it. My first instinct was to run
but it felt as though my legs were made out of
bricks. Adam couldn’t move either. | shivered
and stuttered, “W-who are y-you?” He didn’t
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answer, but he just kept coming forward. When
he was so close that | could smell his ghostly
breath, he forced the liquid in my mouth which
made me drowsy. The last thing | heard before
| fainted was the man saying in a raspy voice,
‘I have now given you the ability to harness
the power of shapeshifting.”

| opened and the first thing | saw was my mom,
fussing over me like | was two years old. | was
back home! My dad was asking Adam what
had happened. Adam looked really scared.
When he saw me awake, his eyes lit up like
he was seeing his dreams come true. “Dude,
your back! | thought you were dead!” he cried.
He ran to me and wrapped me in a bear hug.
My mom and dad kept asking me questions
but | just wanted to rest. As | laid down on my
bed, | asked Adam what had happened. He
retold the event and my memory came flood-
ing back. The last thing that came to my mind
was the shadow saying, “| have now given you
the ability to harness the power of shapeshift-
ing.” | dismissed that thought from my head as
| went to sleep. | had horrid nightmares. | saw
myself falling from a tall mountain, being hunt-
ed by a lion, and drowning in a megalodon’s
mouth, and in every place, a scary man who
was almost see-through was there. In the end,
the man stood right in front of me and said,
“You have a power no one else has. But re-
member, | will take it from you.” Then he said,
“I will take the power of shapeshifting.”



I

woke up in
a pool of sweat. How could this be happen-
ing? Who was that man? | decided not to think
about it. | walked downstairs, got some wa-
ter, and played minecraft to reduce my stress.
Suddenly, as | was mining coal in the game,
something popped up that made my heart
stop. It was an ad that said, “Breaking news!
Scientists find out that there is a potion that
can make you shapeshift but now it's stolen!
Nobody has seen it since!” My head felt like
it was spinning around and around. That old
man was telling the truth. | am a shapeshifter
now.

First, | thought | should
try it out so | could
see if it was true
or | was just not
thinking straight.
| thought about
turning into
a tiger and,
as | wished,
nothing hap-
pened. I
was SO re-
lieved until
something
happened
that | could
not explain.
My body got
shorter, my
skin  turned
striped with or-
ange and black
fur, my hands
turned into anoth-
er pair of legs, and
my face turned into a
tiger’s. It worked. | had
just turned into a tiger!
But then, my sister walked
into the room. As quick as light-
ning, | turned back into a human
and tried to look as normal as possi-
ble though inside, | was scared to death.
My sister looked at me, confused. “I thought |
saw a tiger or something here but it must have
been my imagination, right?” she said suspi-
ciously. | mustered my best smile and said,
“Yeah, probably.” She looked at me like | was
crazy and went away. | sat down, relieved, but
that didn’t stay long. | just remember that | was
the only one that had this power. That means
that if anybody found out, | would never have
peace. Nobody could know about this.

That night, | walked up to my room and saw
a horrible sight. A creepy man was stand-
ing at the end of my bed, smiling viciously. |
blinked a few times, thinking all of this was a
dream but it wasn’t. He was holding a weird



cone thing that | wanted nothing to do with. In
a sharp and scared tone, | asked him, “What
do you want?” He snarled and said, “I want
your shapeshifting. “ It had been less than a
day and people were already trying to steal
my powers! But how did he know? “What does
that cone thing do? “ | asked in a voice full of
fear. “It takes your power. “He then pointed the
cone at me and released the trigger. | don’t
clearly know what happened next, but | know
| didn’t stick around. The blast boomed as |
raced out of my house, not ever looking back.
| ran for what seemed like hours and stopped
when | was sure nobody was following me.
But then, | took in my surroundings and saw
that | was lost.

| walked around a few times, screaming.
When | didn’t get anywhere, | started thinking
of turning into a cat or dog to sniff my way out
but shot down that idea because | knew that it
would take too much energy. | thought about
camping here until morning and went to find
some materials for a tent. | had been in a
survival camp before so | knew how to
build one. After | built it, | went to find
some food but | couldn’t. | sighed and
then gathered my supplies and built

a small cozy tent to sleep in with a

fire to keep me warm. That night,

| dreamed about being in my
house, safe from the clutches

of the scary man. | woke up,

wishing my dream had come

true but it had not. | was still

hungry and lost in a never

ending forest.

The next day, | wenton a
mission to find my house

and to get some food

so | won'’t starve. | had

no sense of direction,

so | went where my in-
stincts told me to go. After

a few hours of searching, |
tripped on a hard metal thing
and fell. | got up, shook off the
leaves that were on me, and

started uncovering the interesting object. As |
dug out the whole thing, | gasped in surprise.
The metal thing was a 6 foot tall robot! Then |
saw a bright neon button which had “On” writ-
ten on it. Without thinking, | clicked the button
and the robot got up and stared down at me.

| thought | was going to die until the robot said,
“Hello! My name’s Rex.” | looked at him and
said, “What in the world are you? Why are you
here?”

‘' am an Al intelligent bot. My type is
A123THI4598P. | have no clue how | got here,”
he said cheerfully.

| was getting really uncomfortable so | started
to creep away when he said, “I am also pro-
grammed to help the person who helped me,
so now you're stuck with me.” | had no choice
but to let him come with

me. |
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told him what was happening and he listened
dutifully. We were so engrossed in our con-
versation that we didn’t notice the big emerald
green pythons coming up to us. When | saw
them, it was too late. One python wrapped
around Rex and the second one came right
at me! | dove away just in time. Both pythons
had emerald green scales, sapphire blue pat-
terns, and ruby red eyes. They would have
been beautiful if they were not trying to hurt
us.

| was thinking of shapeshifting, but | didn’t
know if | had enough energy. But, when the
python got ready to bite me, | knew | had to do
it to keep me alive.

| mustered as much energy as | could and then
| turned into the animal pythons fear the most.
| turned into a lion. | roar at the snakes, rattling
their bones. The snakes had two choices: to
be eaten or to slither away, and they chose the
second choice. To slither away in fear.

After the pythons were gone, | turned back
into a human and collapsed, exhausted. Rex
came up to me, still shivering from that expe-
rience.

| looked at him and said in an angry tone,
“Thanks for all that help.”

| don’t think he knew sarcasm because he
said, “Thanks!”

| sighed, got up, and said, “Why don’t we get
something to eat. I'm hungry.”

“I have food right here,” he said and he pulled
ten bolts out of his metal shoe.

| cringed away, disgusted. Then | went to get

some edible food. In survival camp, | had also
learned how to find food in the wilderness so
| was plucking all the good, non-poisonous
berries. | whistled a cheerful tune to keep my
spirits up while | walked back to Rex with my
big stash of berries.

When | got to the spot Rex was waiting for me,

he was nowhere to be found. | called for him
but got no answer at first. But then, | heard a
faint robotic scream from far away, followed by
a bunch of growls and howls. Then it dawned
on me. Rex had been taken by a pack of
wolves.

| ran as fast as | could toward the sounds. Af-
ter a few minutes, | had to slow down to catch
my breath beside a river. Then, the bushes
behind me rustled. | quickly turned around and
saw the scary man pointing the cone at me. |
ran the other way to get away from him but
then | stopped in my tracks. There, standing
in front of me, was a pack of wolves guarding
their prize, which in this case was Rex.

| knew | had to save Rex, so | turned into a
gorilla, (which was the first animal | thought
of), and ran into the pack of wolves to get my
friend. | pushed all of them away, and picked
up Rex, but then | felt a searing pain in my right
leg. | looked down and saw a wolf had sunk
his teeth into my leg. | vigorously shook him
off and tried to run away, but my hurt leg was
slowing me down. | then noticed that | had for-
gotten about the man with the cone and that
he had pulled the trigger. | did the only thing |
could think of. | jumped in the river. As me and
Rex Fell into the cold water, | thought to my-
self, “This adventure is not over yet. “




Maybe if you'd thought before you'd said those words
Sharp as knives cutting through the air

Aimed at my soul with razor-like stealth

Meant to bruise and haunt me for eternity

You wouldn’t have ended up in despair

Maybe if you'd known that it was a dangerous game

You were mindlessly playing with your own life

And that the cacophony of your cackle would end in catastrophe
You wouldn’t have said what you said or did what you did

Yet here you are in the deep, dark pits of strife

Maybe if you'd felt even the slightest bit of doubt

Before you mercilessly slashed up all my hopes and dreams
Instantly burning them to ashes at your own feet

Only to have yourself be buried in those same ashes

Your unsuspecting smirk replaced with silent screams

Maybe if you'd believed in the sacred saying
That whatever you do comes back to you
You might have spoken differently

But you've already said your words

Now karma has spoken too

Hridya Ajith




rthur walked into his throne room as
Athe newly coronated king of Castonia.

He had only turned 19 a few months
ago when his father unexpectedly passed
away, leaving him as the new king. Arthur was
always passionate about painting. He was
studying art in school when he learned that he
was the next ruler. Arthur was very nervous
about being king. He was scared and had no
idea how to rule or what was expected of him.
As Arthur entered the room he noticed his as-
sistant, John waiting for him.
“Hello John, good morning,” said Arthur.
John replied, “Good morning king, | bear un-
fortunate news.”
“What would that be?” Arthur wondered.
‘I have learned that our neighbor Lucinia is
planning to invade us,” John continued.
Lucinia was one of the neighboring kingdoms
that had not so cordial relations with Castonia.
The Emperor of Lucinia was Marcus. Marcus
was very courageous and led his mighty army
to many victories. But he was also very crook-
ed. Emperor Marcus was striving to build an

Lecoming
King Arthur

Abhay Nair

empire and had already invaded numerous
kingdoms. In addition to Marcus’s might, he
used various strategies of attack that most na-
tions could not counter.

Arthur’s father, Jerald, was a gallant fighter
and a great ruler. Under his rule, Castonia
prospered. King Jerald worked from the bot-
tom up developing every part of the country
to make it run like a well-oiled machine. King
Jerald used the might of his nation to protect
itself and others from lucinia. He ensured his
army was always trained and instilled his tac-
tics into the minds of his soldiers. King Jer-
ald also had good relations with neighboring
nations, helping to improve and strengthen
themselves and benefit their allies.

Castonia was greatly weakened after the fall
of King Jerald. Castonia started to lose many
of its allies as they were no longer able to sup-
port others. Marcus realized Castonia was un-
stable and that now would be the perfect time
to invade them. Marcus already knew that the
current king was weak and unprepared for an
attack. He also realized that since they had
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just recently lost a
king, they would still
be mourning and
unable to fight back
properly.

Arthur already knew
from John that Lu-
cinia was planning
to attack but he
didn't know when
they would be com-
ing. This changed
when one of Casto-
nia’s spies in Lu- &
cinia sent word that L
troops were pro-
gressing toward the
Castonian  border.
Arthur was terrified,
he didn’t know how
to fight a war and
didn’t know any tac-
tics. He immediately
reached out to Lew-
is, king of Whayla
to help him fight the
war. King Lewis supported Castonia and sent
supplies, troops, and other equipment. King
Lewis also mentored Arthur on how to be-
come a better military leader. King Arthur and
Lewis marched their troops toward the border
to stop Lucinia. Emperor Marcus was ready
and waiting for King Arthur’s army to arrive.
Once the two sides began fighting, it was obvi-
ous that Emperor Marcus’s Lucinia was much
more powerful than Castonia. Arthur turned
around to King Lewis and exclaimed “What do
we do? We’re being beaten.”

“‘We’ll need a new strategy and a larger army,”
replied King Lewis.

The next day more soldiers arrived from Whay-
la to aid in the war. In addition, King Lewis
took more of a leadership role to show Arthur
the ropes. King Lewis mentored Arthur into
becoming more courageous and taking calcu-
lated risks. As the battles progressed, Arthur
was losing land to Emperor Marcus. Howev-

B

er, Arthur was now
learning more tac-
tics and becoming
more fearless.
Arthur was continu-
ing to progress with
the aid of his men-
tor. One day when
the two sides were
about to begin fight-
ing.

King Lewis said,
“Arthur, | think you
have  progressed
greatly since the
beginning of this
war. | also think
it's time for you to
begin leading your
army.”

Arthur quickly re-
plied, “Are you
sure? It still feels
like | have a lot to
learn.”

“There is still a lot
for you to learn but it would improve your
learning if you lead the army and just use me
for help. Remember, | have taught you the
strategies you will learn the rest along the
way,” said King Lewis.

Arthur accepted what King Lewis said and con-
fidently took command of the army. The new
approaches he learned helped Arthur control
his land. King Arthur started to attack more in-
stead of being so defensive. Arthur’'s new of-
fensive methods helped him slowly force Em-
peror Marcus away from his kingdom.

He also no longer feared losing the war or
how people would judge him. Arthur learned
the lesson that he first needed to defeat the
demons inside before he could defeat the en-
emies outside. He truly felt like the King. As
King Arthur returned to his palace the area
was surrounded by Castonians who now ac-
cepted him as their new king.



Yoyth BOD
Report

On behalf of everyone on the GCKA youth
board 2022-2023, | would like to thank every-
one for their unwavering support. Our next
generation were partners and leaders in our
efforts — volunteering and organizing cultur-
al programs. This year’s Youth BOD was led
by Zacharia Mathew, Jaya Uthamanthil and
Manoj Chonat and our team consisted of Ce-
leste Ann Samuel, Irene Maria Raju, Angelina
Manoj, Krishna Menon, Lynell Mary Franklin,
Meenakshi Menon, Neha Maria Santy Sian
Elizabeth Jose and Yadunand Sreelesh.

Adopt-a-highway

We had two Adopt-a-highways last year, the
first in November 2022 and the next in May
2023, that allowed for our youth volunteers
and adult chaperones to keep our community
clean and put the values of hard work and vol-
unteerism to good use. We spent much time
socializing and picking up trash from the high-
way in a safe and responsible manner. We

divided into groups and sorted the trash so
it can be disposed of responsibly. By holding
such volunteering activities serving our local
towns we set the foundation for our youth to
become better citizens of tomorrow.

Christmas / New Year program 2022

In addition to the Youth BoD members taking
an active role, in program participation and
volunteering in the cultural programs, Ya-
dunand Sreelesh and Meenakshi Menon led
from the front by taking on roles as MCs for
the Christmas / New Year program conduct-
ed in January 2023. With our young leaders
taking responsibility to conduct such events,
we hope we are planting the seeds for better
events and programs in the future, to be hope-
fully conducted by such young, energetic and
capable leaders

Report by Zacharia Mathew
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Sammy yawned and stretched his arms. It was
morning, and the sun was shining through the
curtains in his room. He heard the chirping of
birds and the squeaking of his pet rabbit, Daf-
fodil. Then, he looked at his clock. It said the
time was 9:00 am. Oh no! Sammy was going
to be late to school!

He rushed downstairs, ate a few bites of
breakfast, and leaped onto his bike. His par-
ents were at work. He furiously pedaled down
the street towards his school. He didn’t stop to
look at both sides of the street, and received
a honk from a car. “Whoa!” he said as his bike
hit a pebble and went swerving toward an al-
ley. Before he could steady himself, his bike
hit the wall.

Sammy got off his bike. He looked around.
“Where is this?” he said to himself. He had
never seen this place before, and he had seen
his whole city! It had unusually clean brick
walls with no graffiti on them, which was an
uncommon thing where Sammy lived. All the
shops seemed closed. “Weird,” he said and
got back on his bike. He reached school right
as the bell rang. Huffing, he ran to his English
class and burst in.
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After school, Sammy decided to go explore
the alley again. He got onto his bike and ped-
aled down the street toward where he thought
the alley was. He took a right at the signal on
Chestnut Drive, and there it was. The dark,
mysterious alley.

Sammy saw that there was a donut shop in the
alley. He decided that it wouldn’t hurt to buy a
donut. After all, this might just be an alley that
had been newly constructed. He walked into
the shop. “One chocolate donut, please,” he
said to the clerk. The clerk reached over and
gave him a donut. Right as Sammy was go-
ing to leave, the clerk said, “Hey, boy. Come
back here. You didn’t pay enough.” Sammy
said, “B-but | paid what it said on the sign.”
The clerk said, “Who says the sign is right? It's
been years since we opened.” Sammy gave
an additional quarter and thought about what
the clerk said. Had it really been years since
the shop was opened? Sammy sensed that
something suspicious was going on.
Suddenly, a mysterious shadow fell over Sam-
my. He looked up and saw a figure in a rag-
ged cloak descending towards him. The figure
landed and started making strange hissing



noises. Sammy screamed, leaped onto his
bike, and started pedaling as fast as he could.
He swerved out of the alley and frantical-
ly biked home. The figure was flying behind
him, getting closer and closer. Somehow, it
seemed that nobody could see the figure but
Sammy. He was too scared to notice what
was happening around him as he crossed the
street. He heard a honk and an ear splitting
noise that sounded metal ripping,

and felt himself falling down. The last thing he
felt was the creature’s arms closing around his
neck, and everything went black.

Sammy cracked open his eyes, and found
that he
was

in a
cave.
He heard
a voice
hissing, “So...
youre  awake?”
The voice sounded
like nails scraping on
a chalkboard. The voice
continued, “I'll just send them :
to finish you off.” Suddenly, hun- Q
dreds of similar-looking hooded
creatures started flying towards Sam-
my. Sammy tried to run, but he was mag-
ically locked in place. “Help me!” he yelled.
Suddenly, a high pitched voice cried, “Back
off!” Sammy looked toward where the voice
was coming from, and saw a gingerbread man
furiously waving a candy cane at the beasts.
He had blue frosted eyes, a red frosted mouth,
and a frosted outfit, complete with gumdrops
for buttons. “Rigomiordia!” the gingerbread
man yelled. His candy cane blasted a ray of
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light at the creatures, and they disappeared.
“Come with me, before he finds you,” said the
gingerbread man.
Sammy followed the gingerbread man out of
the cave. “You can talk?!” asked Sammy. “Yes,
| can,” said the gingerbread man. Then, Sam-
my asked, “What’s your name? I'm Sammy,
by the way.” “Fred,” replied the gingerbread
man. “Um, so | am very confused about where
we are. Where are we?” “We’re in Sugarland,
of course!” said Fred. Sammy looked around.
There were trees with no leaves and a dark sky
overhead. The land didn’t seem to live up to
its name, but Sammy kept that to himself. Just
then,
he

saw
a car
with a
gingerbread
frame, lots of
frosting, and Oreo
cookies for tires. “Hop
in!” said Fred. He started
up the car. “Um, where are
we going?” asked Sammy. “To
my house, of course!” said Fred.
They suddenly heard a horrible
screeching noise. “Well, that’'s them,”
said Fred grimly. “Hold on!” He turned on
the car and sped forward.
The car bounced down the chocolate rock road
and flew over several gumdrop hills. Sudden-
ly, the road ended. “Oh no! How are we going
to escape now?” “Never fear,” said Fred. He
sped even faster to the sign that read DEAD
END, knocking it down in the process, and
continued speeding into the forest. This forest



was made out of candy cane trees and green
frosting. The ground was littered with nuts and
little shards of chocolate. The car suddenly
entered a city through a forcefield. “Where is
this again?” Sammy asked. “Sugarland! Hav-
en’'t | already said that?” Fred replied. There
were lots of gingerbread houses, candy cane
signs, and more gingerbread cars. Groups of
gingerbread people walked around. A castle
lay in the distance. Sammy looked around him
with awe. Fred then drove to a house with roll-
ing meadows behind it. “Come in!” said Fred.
They both went into the house.

There were little couches made out of marsh-
mallows and a kitchen that was made out of
candy. Sammy asked, “So, why did you save
me? Who are you? What do you want from

me?” Fred said, “| saved you, well, because
it's my job to save others from...those

things. Look, | already introduced myself, so
| don’t-" Fred was cut off by the phone ring-
ing. He picked it up and went to another room.
Sammy could hear Fred saying, “Oh, really?
Oh no. That’s not good. I'll be right over.” He
then cut the phone. Fred came out and said,
‘I have to go for some important business at
the castle, okay? Stay here.” Sammy asked,
“What's happening at the castle?” “I'm afraid

that is classified information,” said Fred. He
jumped into his car and drove off. Sammy
wanted to know what Fred was off to, but de-
cided to stay put.

Suddenly, Sammy heard a loud bang from
outside. A dark shadow enveloped the house.
“Give him,” a hissing voice said. “Turn him in,
and all will be well.” Sammy felt afraid. He ran
to the third floor of Fred’s house and watched.
A dark car that wasn’t made out of candy
waited outside. Sammy heard a crash, and
watched as a cloaked figure smashed open
the door and all the windows in the process.
He heard footsteps coming upstairs. He fran-
tically looked around for something to defend
himself with. There was nothing.

Suddenly, the figure reached where he
was hiding. “AAAA!"
screamed Sammy. The
figure pounced on him.
Sammy crawled from
its grasp and ran to the
door. He jumped down
two flights of stairs, the
figure in his pursuit.
Sammy ran through the
broken door, saw a va-
cant car, and hid in it. He
needed to get to Fred.
Fast.

The car suddenly turned
on. The figure noticed
and started running to
it. Sammy saw that this
was some fancy sports
car that had a bunch
of technological features. The car somehow
started speeding away from the figure. Sam-
my said, “Take me to the castle.” The car
went on, gaining speed, going much faster
than Sammy assumed was the speed limit.
Suddenly, he heard sirens. “Unknown figure
spotted,” boomed an automated voice from
the castle gates. It meant the figure that was
chasing Sammy. A huge wall started closing
the road from the castle, and Sammy said,
“Go faster!” The car went even faster and just



slipped underneath the wall as it closed the
city from the castle. The figure was trapped in
the city. Sammy told the car to wait by the tree
and started walking towards the castle.

After a few minutes, he reached. He saw
Fred’s car parked outside. As he approached
the entrance, a pair of Oreos surrounded him.
“Why are you here?” they asked. “Uh, trying
to escape from somebody,” Sammy replied.
Surprisingly, the Oreos let him in. Inside, the
floors were made out of white chocolate and
had elegant patterns on them. Several choc-
olate chandeliers hung from the ceiling. Sam-
my saw several gingerbread people exiting a
room—including Fred.

Fred came running and asked, “Sammy! Why
are you here?” Sammy said, “Well, someone
broke into your house.” Fred seemed
surprised at the fact that some-

one broke into his house,
and then asked
suspicious-
ly,”So,

what did you do?” “| escaped and um,
got here,” Sammy replied. “How exactly?”
Fred asked. “I took a car,” Sammy confessed.
Fred said, “Well, now that you’re here, | might
as well tell you what we discussed.” He con-
tinued, “There is a great danger coming to
Sugarland. Apparently, the Gem of Happiness
has been stolen. The Gem of Happiness is
what keeps everything in Sugarland alive and
thriving. Without it, horrible things could hap-
pen, like evil taking over the world, and Sugar-
land losing its prosperity.” “So, what do we do
now?” asked Sammy. “Well, | just don’t know,”
said Fred. “How about we go get it?” Sammy
suggested, thinking that this was the obvious
solution. “No!” said Fred. “How are we sup-
posed to go get it, anyway?” Sammy could not
answer this.
Fred and Sammy walked to Fred’s car. The
wall between the city and castle had risen,
so they both drove into the city again.
“‘Um, just don’t be surprised to
see how your house looks,”
said Sammy. Fred
drove to his house.
‘Oh no! Oh
noool!”
Fred

was

shocked.
The house



was almost
demolished.
Nearly every-

thing seemed
to be broken.
One wall had
just  crumbled
away to ruins,
and half of it
was charred
and blackened.
An official Sug-
arland  officer
said to Fred,
“Well, the mys-

terious strang-
er ran into your
house, and um,
was breaking
everything, and
when we tried
to catch it, um,
it set fire to one
wall. Don’t wor-
ry though, we'll
pay for all the
damage!” Sam-
my asked the
officer, “Did you
catch it?” The
officer sheep-
ishly said, “Uh, no. Goodbye!” The officer
promptly left as he had come.

Fred grimly said, “Let’s have alook around.” In-
side the house was no better. Everything was
shattered and ripped, and some of it burnt. The
stairs had completely collapsed. Fred jumped
upstairs and Sammy followed him. Fred said,
“Uh oh. I think | know why he was so eager
to steal something from here.” Fred ran to his
room and saw everything shattered. “Oh no!
He stole it!” cried Fred. “What?” asked Sam-
my. “A paper showing where the location of
the Gem was!” Fred replied. “We’ve got to get
it!” “Hey, | see something!” Sammy said. It was
a scrap of paper that showed a path. “That’s it!
That’s where the stranger is going!” said Fred

| excitedly.

, They both ran
' to Freds car
. Fred started it

| and sped to the
_ castle. “Okay,
. so it seems that
the stranger first
stopped at the
Sugarcane hills.
Let's go there.”
Fred drove to-
s ward a sprawl-
ing expanse of
green hills in
the distance. He
went on a high-
-~ way, speeding
past many cars,
almost tipping
over while zoom-
ing towards the
exits, and con-
stantly swerving.
They finally took
an exit, almost
going vertically in
the process, and
narrowly  avoid-
ed sitting down
on another car —
then, they reached the hills. “Okay, let’s see.
You need several things to forge the key to
open the chest to the Gem, so here...it would
most likely need a blade of special peppermint
grass.” Fred then got out of the car and ran to
the hill. “Come on, we need to find the special
hill!”

Sammy followed him. There didn’t seem to

be a single pink blade of grass. Everywhere

around them, there was green. “Oh, | know!”

Fred exclaimed. They ran to the stables. In-

side, there were a few unicorns. Fred said,

“We need to ride one of these.” He sneakily

unharnessed two of them. Sammy leaped on

top of one of them and followed Fred, who was

also riding on his own unicorn. Then, with a



blast of light, they suddenly found themselves
in a field of pink grass. “Okay, let’s just pluck
one of these,” Fred said. They took a single
blade of peppermint grass and leaped back
on their unicorns. Suddenly, there was anoth-
er blast of light, and they found themselves
back in the green hills. Fred put the unicorns
back into the stable. He and Sammy both ran
to the car and sped off.

Fred looked at the map. “Okay, so the next
place where the stranger stopped is in...
the Medieval Ruins.” “What’s that?” Sammy
asked. “It's a place where an ancient civiliza-
tion used to live. But it got mysteriously de-
stroyed,” Fred explained. “Hey! You wait right
there!” a voice called out. “Uh oh. Time to go!”
said Fred. Sammy turned around. A guard was
chasing them. The guard raised a candy cane
stick. Fred said, “GET OUT! NOW!” He and
Sammy leaped out of the car, just before the
guard pressed a button on the stick and blast-
ed the car into smithereens. “Well, well, well.
No stealing is allowed!” the guard said. Fred
whispered to Sammy, “Quick! Grab my hand.”
Sammy obeyed. “Okay, so we surrender. Al-
right?” said Fred out loud to the guard. Say-
ing this, Fred raised his arm up. He pressed a
button on his frosted sleeve, and bam! He and
Sammy found themselves in another place.

“‘What just happened?” Sammy asked. “We

teleported. Welcome to the Medieval Ruins!”
Fred said. He then went over and jumped over
a heap of junk. “We need to find, let’s see, a
piece of golden candy!” All around them, there
were only gray stones and crumbled pieces
of buildings. “Let’s start searching!” Fred said
cheerfully. He also added, “We can split up.
You go near the castle, I'll search near the
mines.” Sammy ran off to the castle ruins. All
around him, there were pieces of stone and
rubble scattered around. He saw many pre-
cious jewels on the ground, none of them a
piece of golden candy. He then saw a glowing
light nearby. It was coming from a trapdoor.
Sammy opened it and slipped inside. The tun-
nel it led him to seemed to be very much intact.
There were glowing torches on the old stone
walls. He saw many intricate spiral designs on
the wall. He ran down some old, muddy stairs
and saw an array of stones, all with different
carved patterns on them. He saw some words
on the wall, “The right stones will lead to your
success. The wrong stones will take you away.
Can you do it?”

Sammy looked at the stones. He gulped. He
then realized why the spiral patterns were
there. “Oh! | just need to tap the ones that con-
nect together!” He carefully tapped the correct
stones. Then, with a grinding noise, the stones
that he was standing on fell out underneath



him. Sammy let out a surprised shriek as he
fell into a glowing chamber

below. He ran to it and saw a gold piece of
candy! “YES!” Sammy yelled as he grabbed
it. He suddenly heard a rustling noise. A dark
shape was behind him. It was the figure! The
one that destroyed Fred’'s house! “Who are
you? Show yourself,” Sammy said. The figure
said, “l will.”

Sammy gasped. It was the same voice that
had spoken to him back when he was trapped
in the cave, just before Fred rescued him. The
figure took off its cloak. It was a man with ice
blue eyes, whitish-blond hair, and a cruel, ma-
licious smile. “Give the golden candy to me.
Right now,” he said. “NEVER!” Sammy shout-
ed, and made a break for it. He knew he could
never defeat the figure, but didn’t know what
else to do. Sammy ran out of the room, clutch-
ing the piece of candy in his hand. He jumped
onto a platform and sped up the stairs. He
could hear the man behind him. Sammy ran
as fast as he could, and took a tremendous
leap up and out of the trapdoor. He spotted
Fred in the distance. “Fred! Come over here!”
Sammy shouted. The man grabbed Sammy.
Fred came running. “Put him down, Onyx.”
Onyx laughed, and said, “My friend, please,
don’t overreact. | was only hoping to make
a deal.” “What is it?” Fred growled. “I am re-
questing you to help me get the ingredients for

the Gem and help me take over the land. You
can rule with me,” Onyx said slyly. “Of course
not!” said Fred. “Then, | shall take them forc-
ibly from you,” declared Onyx. “Ligadisarm!”
he yelled. All the weapons that Fred had were
gone. “Now, you will never see the light again.
EVER!

“Ah, my friend, but you have forgotten some-
thing. | always have a trick up my sleeve,”
Fred said. Fred raised his arm, and produced
a new candy cane. “Rigomiordia!” he yelled.
A flash of blue light zipped toward Onyx, and
there was a huge blast of light. When it fad-
ed away, Onyx was gone. “What did you do?”
asked Sammy. “Used the same spell that he
was going to use on me,” said Fred with a grin.
Sammy laughed.

Suddenly, the golden candy from Sammy’s
hand flew to the peppermint grass in Fred’s
hand. The objects both swirled in the air, and
with a blast of golden light, a new, mysteri-
ous, blue and green gem was formed. Sammy
held it in one hand, observing it carefully. “We
need to get it back to the castle,” Fred said.
With a wink, he added, “There’s no harm in
using a little more magic.” He raised his can-
dy cane, and with a blast of white light, they
found themselves back in the castle. Fred
said, “Follow me!” They both ran to a room
that said ONLY APPROVED CASTLE RESI-
DENTS ALLOWED. Fred grinned and raised



his candy cane. The door unlocked. They ran
inside and saw a treasure chest. They opened
it up. Inside, there was a raised platform with
a carved spot to put the gem into. With trem-
bling hands, Sammy put the gem into the plat-
form and shut the chest.

There was a flash of white light, and they sud-
denly found themselves in the throne room.
The king of Sugarland was there. “Thank you
for finding the stone! Now, there is prosperity
everywhere. You shall be rewarded with lots of
gifts!” Fred started to protest, but was shoved
an enormous treasure chest filled to the brim
with Sugarland coins and precious candy
pieces. The king said, “For you, boy, | shall
give you your very own peppermint cane!”
Sammy received a long peppermint cane with
his name engraved in cursive on the side.
After thanking the king for their gifts, Fred and
Sammy soon left the castle and walked down
the path to Fred’s house. Sammy saw that the
house had been fixed! “How did you do that?”
he asked Fred, “Oh, it’s just a little trick of mine.
| used my candy cane to fix it,” Fred replied.
As they entered the house, Fred said, “I have
some sad news. You must go home.” Sammy
protested, “But why? Can’t | stay here?” Fred

said, “No, your time here is limited. Visitors
can only stay for one day. Besides, it is not
good for you to stay here forever. You cannot
live with us gingerbread people. You belong
in your world. Although you have achieved
much in this world, you must go back home.”
Saying this, Fred gave Sammy a little jar with
an unlabeled drink in it. “Here. When you feel
like the time is right, drink this, and you will be
re-transported to Sugarland. | will make sure
that you are allowed to stay here longer than
an ordinary visitor,” he said with a wink. Sud-
denly, there was an enormous downpour of
chocolate rain, inside of Fred’s house! Sammy
felt himself rising into the air and being whirled
away. “Goodbye, Fred!” he yelled. “Goodbye,
Sammy!” Fred yelled back.

Soon, Sammy found himself back in his bed-
room, with his peppermint stick in one hand
and Fred’s bottle in the other. He looked at the
bottle, tempted, but decided not to drink it. He
belonged here. At home.

THE END




All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy.
This proverb has never been more relevant
than in today’s largely sedentary world. Sports
have always been an integral part of the
GCKA events calendar. It is an opportunity for
members not only to compete against each
other but also to socialize (which is important
considering that we are still coming to terms
with the post-Covid world) and escape from
the monotonous mundane beats of day-to-
day corporate life. The GCKA 2022-23 Sports
Committee comprising of Arun Kanathil, Jaya
Uthamanthil, Sharhan Kader and Zacharia
Mathew was formed with the view to encour-
age maximum participation from the commu-
nity.

The sports schedule kicked-off with the
56-Cards tournament in February at the Apex
Community center. Ten teams registered for
the tournament. It was a fun filled tournament
played with a lot of zeal and enthusiasm. The
tournament was won by Dipu’s team (Dipu
Pappachan, Joel Abraham and Shibu Vach-
ery). Mahesh’s team (Mahesh Pillai, Ajith Nair

and Santy Mathew) was the runners-up.

Next up was the battle of wits in Checkmate
2023. The chess tournament was held at Kings
and Queens Chess Academy in March. There
was a record number of registrations for the
competition. This was also the first time that a
GCKA Chess tournament was conducted by
an external arbitrator. The tournament used
the Swiss style along with a final between
the top two for adults. The U-18s also had a
semi-final. Joshua Paulson defeated Zacharia
Mathew in the finals of the adult tournament.
The U-18 final was won by Bharath Sankar
who got the better of Akulnand Sreelesh.
GCKA's Badminton tournament was conduct-
ed in March at Perimeter Park. Games were
conducted across the categories of Legends
Doubles, Mixed Doubles, Men’s Doubles,
Women’s Doubles, Parent-Child and Little
Champs Singles. It was a high-octane tour-
nament played with a lot of energy and vig-
or. There were a lot of closely fought matches
and some were unlucky to miss out on a spot
in the finals. The winners and runners-up of
the various categories are given below:

cera



Winner

Runner-Up

Legends Doubles

Babu Thomas & Feju Joseph

Satheesh Nair & Vasudeva Rao

Mixed Doubles

Namith Ravi & Namratha Ravi

Ajay Narayanan & Sherly John

Men’s Doubles

Nishal Ravi & Namith Ravi

Ajay Narayanan & Muhammad Asif

Women’s Doubles
seph

Namratha Ravi & Emilyn Jo-

Sherly John & Helen Roy

Parent-Child
Narayanan

Ajay Narayanan & Jaythri

Rohit Poduval & Ria Poduval

Little Champs Singles | Emilyn Joseph

Ria Poduval

In April, GCKA hosted the 28-Cards tourna-
ment at the Apex Community center. Even
though 28 is the toned-down version of the
56-Cards game played with half the number
of pack of cards, there was no toning down on
either the fun or the enthusiasm for the tour-
nament. 14 teams registered, and after the
group matches and semis, Praveen’s team
(Praveen Antony, Bino Baby and Abiroop Kon-
ikkara) and Bejoy’s team (Bejoy Kochuparam-
bil, Anish Dasappan and Subhashkumar Bal-
akrishnan) faced off in the final. Bejoy’s ended
up winning the final.

Sports need not always be about the competi-
tion, participation itself can be fun too!!!! With
this in mind, GCKA organized the 5K Fami-
ly Fun Run & Walk at the New Hope Church
Road Trailhead Park. More than 40 people
registered for this free event. This was an
event for all. We had people from all across
the spectrum - young kids to senior members
of the community, serious athletes to casual
runners and even those who just came for a
morning walk plus chitchat with friends. Ev-
eryone who participated in the event finished
the run/walk. All the participants were felicitat-
ed and awarded medals.

I

June is when summer starts in North Caroli-
na and that means sun, surf, and sand. While
the GCKA is yet to organize a surfing compe-
tition, the sands on the Green Hope Volleyball
courts were getting ready for the GCKA Volley-
ball and Throwball tournament. As always, the
league was divided into two divisions. Division
A for expert-level teams and Division B for the
ones that play but might not be good enough
to be in Division A. Both divisions had three
teams. Division B was a clean sweep for Mus-
tangs led by Santhosh Varghese. They won
all their games. Mallu Moorkans led by San-
jay Mohandas were runners-up. In Division A,
one might think that well begun is half done
but Arikomban led by Jinsan Joseph had other
ideas. They lost their first match but bounced
back to win three games (including the finals)
on the trot to be crowned champions. Second
place went to Kerala Express lead by Joby
Perrappadan.

Throwball was conducted for the first-time
post covid. Two teams participated. In the sin-
gle match face-off, Vikings led by Julia Joy de-
feated Titans led by Ala Alappatt.
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Buying or
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* | have helped hundreds
of clients find their
dream homes!

Over 16 years of
experience!

Client satisfaction is my
priority

Competitive listing
service fees

Assurance of dedicated
service

Wilson Parayil Y@ 9196362870

REALTOR / MANAGING BROKER wilsonvpl@gmail.com
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Once lived a girl named Lily. She wanted to go to a concert
in New York. But her dad wouldn'’t let her. That night, she
went to New York. The next night, she went to the concert.
After the concert, she did not know how to go home! She
was very shocked.

She saw a girl and asked her if she could go home with
her. And the girl said yes. After a few days Lily and her new
friend booked tickets to go back home.

After a few more days, Lily went back home. Her dad was
so glad to see her. And she learned a lesson and the les-
son is - not to go anywhere without permission!

Anne Sebastian



Being the first to step into the post-pandemic
world, our GCKA Board of Directors (BOD) wit-
nessed a remarkable enthusiasm among peo-
ple eager to return to in-person activities. As
we entered the fall season, we kicked off with
the Spooktacular Halloween Costume Photo
Contest in October, followed by the photogra-
phy contest, centered around the theme “Kaa-
naam Carolina”. The response we received for
both contests was truly overwhelming, making
it a challenging task to select only three win-
ners from such a pool of talent. The best 12
photographs were further recognized by being
featured in our 2023 calendar, showcasing the
incredible talent within our community.

Christmas celebrations are never complete
without the beloved traditions of Cake Baking
and Christmas Tree Decoration Contest. In
December, we organized the best-decorated
tree, while the cake baking contest took place
in January. Simultaneously, our community

members were getting ready for our Christmas
& New Year cultural programs. As always, the
exceptional quality of our programs filled us
with excitement, witnessing the unwavering
commitment of our members and volunteers
making the event a success. We also found
a creative solution by offering packed food
through a food truck to overcome the chal-
lenges posed by the restrictions at Stewart
Theater to serve food.

As the sports team remained engrossed in ac-
tivities like badminton, volleyball, and throw-
ball, we also introduced a wine and dine event
to foster inclusivity among all members of the
community. This gathering was specifically
designed for adults, aiming to initiate a social
gathering where they could come together, re-
lax, and enjoy each other’s company.

GCKA Cultural Committee
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Crmcket

Underdog»s

It was a sunny day when the local cricket team
arrived at the pitch for their first game of the
season. They were the underdogs, with a team
made up of mostly young and inexperienced
players who had never played in a profes-
sional league before. And their coach- a PE
teacher! The opposing team was a well-estab-
lished and well-versed team as they won their
respective T20 and Test cups! Many players
were even at the brink of making their U17 na-
tional teams. And with all the scouts watching
this game, they were ready. And even though
the odds were stacked against the local team,
they were determined to give it their all, so
don’t count them out just yet.

From the first ball, it was clear that these
young players had heart. But as the swing
from the ball caused the ball to slightly scrape
the batsmen’s bat, and into the safe hands of
the wicket-keeper. They howled at the um-
pire and...a wicket on the first ball! The local
team’s morale were crushed, but then saw
the smug smile on the bowler’s face. And
they were back and fired up better than ever.
And so even though they were outmatched in
terms of experience and skill, they managed

‘Abel Benny

to keep the score achievable enough for the
bowlers to fight tooth and nail and keep the
game close.

In the final over, with the score tied and the
city team needing just one run to win, it was the
underdogs’ turn to bowl. The tension was pal-
pable as the first bowler stepped up to deliver
the ball. He bowled a perfect yorker, which the
opposing team’s batsman missed! And result-
ed in a bowl-out wicket. The crowd erupted
in cheers as the local team celebrated their
hard-fought victory. That bowler turned out
to be a 14-year old Kapil Dev! As the scouts
were pleased with the lads’ performance, the
older players let go of their maturity and start-
ed throwing bats and helmets down to the
ground with force, and it didn’t help that these
players were celebrating like they’ve won the
World Cup!

Despite players much older than them having
made fun of and taunted the underdogs, they
had proven that with determination and hard
work, anything was possible. From that day
forward, they were no longer the underdogs,
but a team to be respected and admired.
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‘OH MY GOD we made it in “ | screamed.
“ Really, no way!!” said my friend Sarah. *
Sarah, we are going to New York City for the
National Science fair!!”. | said happily. We
both screamed and cheered smack dab in the
middle of the hallway. The whole hallway that
was once filled with chatter fell completely si-
lent and stared at us, but we were too happy
to care. | was overjoyed. Hi, my name is Lily
Rossanene and Today I’'m going to tell you the
amazing story of how me and my friend Sarah
stopped the world from collapsing from a virus
and accidentally caught a criminal that the FBI
were chasing for years. I'm from San Francis-
co, California and I'm 14 years old. | live with
my parents and older sister Elena. See, me
and my friend Sarah love science so when
the school science fair tryouts were posted
we had to sign up. Then we made this amaz-
ing project about preventing this big virus that
would impact the world in a few years. The
judges were astonished by our work and we
went on to the regional science fair and then
states and finally we made it to nationals. “Oh
we better hurry, 8th period starts in a minute”
said Sarah. Me and Sarah rushed to the so-
cial studies room. “Phew” | sighed just in time.

SCIENCERS
PROJECT

45 minutes later the loud bell rang dismissing
students after a long day. | ran to the bus sta-
tion and got on the bus to get home. About
15 minutes later the bus reached my stop
and | got off. | ran all the way home and burst
through the door and screamed. “MOM, DAD
YOU WON'T BELIEVE WHAT HAPPENED
AT SCHOOL TODAY”. “Honey, stop scream-
ing and tell us what happened” my mom said
calmly. “I made it to the National Science Fair
andit’sin 2 days in New York City” | said, gasp-
ing for air. “Honey, that's amazing news!!” my
dad said happily. | smiled. | knew they would
be proud of me. “You better start packing and
washing up, come down for dinner.” said my
smiling sister who was watching all the com-
motion from the stairs. “Okay” | said happily.
2 days later me and Sarah were at the airport
about to board the flight to New York City with
our science teacher Mrs.Campbell.

My parents hugged me 1 last time and we
boarded the plane to New York City. “All pas-
sengers please fasten your seatbelts and
watch the safety video that is provided. Thank
You for flying Delta Airlines and get ready for
takeoff’ the flight attendant said. | watched
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the plane ascend to the sky and saw the fluffy
white clouds and my eyes slowly closed until |
saw complete darkness. 6 hours later | woke
up to the flight attendant telling everyone to
unfasten their seatbelts and hoping that they
had a safe flight. Soon enough people were
starting to get off the plane and Mrs.Camp-
bell, Me and Sarah slowly walked off the big
steps of the plane. “AHHHH sweet New York
City air” sighed Sarah. | laughed and rolled my
eyes. She can be hilarious sometimes. “Alright
girls, let's catch a cab and get to our hotel.
Said Mrs.Campbell. | smiled. | couldn’t wait for
this adventure. We checked into our hotel and
me and Sarah went into our room and took out
our science project. We worked on that for a
bit and ate dinner with the advisors and judg-
es. Soon we fell asleep excited for the fair. The
next day | woke up ready to win the science
fair. | saw that Sarah had put on the news, they

[ o]

were talking about some mad scientist who
was plotting to create a virus to destroy the
world. “Hey isn’t that the virus that we did our
project on?” | asked, still half asleep. “Hmm
yeah, how odd,” said Sarah. Me and Sarah
got dressed and went to the science fair to put
our project in its place. The fair was starting in
7 hours. After we dropped off our project. Mrs.
Campbell told us that we could do whatever
we wanted until the fair started. Me and Sarah
smiled. We both knew that we were going to
Chinatown. We couldn’t wait to visit that place.
We went back to the hotel room to change and
that’s when | saw that we left the report part of
our project on my bed. Me and Sarah quickly
rushed to put it back with the rest of the proj-
ect at the fair. Although when we got there our
project was nowhere to be seen. | gasped in
shock and horror “NOO, all our work is gone.
We put in all that effort and it’s all gone.” “This




is bad,” said Sarah, “really really bad.” “We
must find that project” | said determined. “No
matter what.” Sarah suggested looking at the
cameras first. So we went over to the security
guard to check the cameras. At exactly 10:07
we saw a blinding light and a bit of someone
dressed in a black clothes and the second
the light flash was over our project was gone.
‘HE’S THE ONE” Sarah screamed. “HE’S
THE ONE WHO STOLE IT”. “Sarah, chill out,
we need to do everything possible to catch this
guy,” | said with my voice shaking. We left the
camera room and
went back to our ho-
tel. “WE HAVE TO
HACK THE CAM-
ERAS TO FIND

HIS LOCATION?”
Sarah exclaimed ‘|
know” | said sad-

ly. 1 didn’t want to
hack but | had to
for my science proj-
ect. | got out my
computer and put
on my glasses and
got to work. Sar-
ah had gotten the
hard drive of that
camera footage. So
a few hours later |
found the culprit's
location. “Come on, let's go. We only have 2
hours left and the address is 30 minutes away
from here.” Sarah said. | nodded. “Let’s go get
our Science Project.” | said. | tried to sound
confident but it wasn’t working. Sarah sensed
my tension and told me to relax. “We can do
this,” she said, and | nodded. “Let’s do this,”
| said. 30 minutes later we reached the ad-
dress. “This is an abandoned building,” said
Sarah. She looked devastated. “This isn’t the
right address. Then | saw a guy walking into
the side of the building. “Wait, isn’t that the
guy that stole our project.” | whispered. Sar-
ah’s face filled with hope again. “OMG it is,”
she said. “Lets go nab him” she said trying

to run after the guy. “SARAH shhh let’s fol-
low him get our project and figure out what
he is going to do with it and call the cops.” |
whispered. “Great plan,” she said. We slowly
crept towards the door and followed him into
a huge laboratory. The guy put on a lab coat
and took our project out of a big box. “Hmmm
lets see, a pinch of carbon dioxide and % cups
of fluoride will prevent the virus. So | have to
do the exact opposite. FINALLY | HAVE GOT-
TEN THE FORMULA TO START THE VIRUS
AND ONLY | WILL HAVE THE CURE TO IT.”

he exclaimed. “OH MY LORD don’t tell me
that he’s planning to start the virus with our
invention.” Sarah said, gulping huge breaths
of air.. “Oh he is and we have to stop him” |
said confidently. “This is our project and it's
our responsibility to save the world and get it
back.” | said. “So here’s the plan. In the bea-
ker he is mixing the chemicals for the virus.
You have to go and distract him and hold him
up long enough for me to break the beaker
and throw the chemicals away. That's when
the cops come in and nab him.” “ That is the
greatest plan ever” said Sarah “ | know, and |
have already called the cops.” | said. “When |
say go then you go and distract him. The cops
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will be here in about 1 minute.” | said. “Okay”
said Sarah. “3 2 1 GO!!! | shouted.” Sarah ran
in front of the scientist and started distracting
him. | checked my watch, only 10 seconds un-
til the cops come. | ran to the beaker, picked
it up and smashed it. The scientist swiveled
around and stared in horror as | threw away
the chemicals and took back our project. The
cops came in and arrested the guy. The cops
came up to us and said thank you because
we actually caught the criminal that was on
the news. | was mind blown that we caught
a criminal that the FBI was hunting down for
years. “Sarah we better hurry, we don’t want
to miss the science fair” | said.

2 days later we went back home. We had
caught the criminal and saved hundreds of
lives. We also won the science fair and | was
so proud of the accomplishment me and Sar-
ah made.

So yeah, that's how me and my friend caught
the FBI’'s most wanted criminal and won the
science fair.

Crazy story, don’t you think, but it happened.




GCKA Financial Report 2022-23

Balu Mathew
(Treasurer)

As the treasurer of GCKA, | am pleased to present the annual financial report for the current
year. GCKA is committed to promoting the cultural, social, and economic welfare of the Car-
olina Keralites and the surrounding community at large. This year our efforts were focused
towards ensuring a sustainable financial future for the association.

Paving the Path for a Sustainable Financial Future
GCKA has made significant efforts to ensure a sustainable financial future by focusing on
self-sufficiency in our events. We strive towards making our events financially viable, allowing
us to continue organizing high-quality cultural and sports events. We have made our sponsor-
ship tiers more affordable to sponsors, encouraging increased participation from businesses
and organizations within our community.
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*The charts are based on estimated numbers. Audited reports will be available after 10/01/23.

GCKA remains dedicated to organizing high-quality cultural and sports events that bring our
members together. In addition to the full spectrum of cultural, social and sports events, we in-
troduced exciting new events to our calendar such as including wine and dine social gathering
and Halloween contest for kids. These additions were well-received and garnered enthusiastic
participation, further strengthening our community bonds. By continuously expanding and inno-
vating our event offerings, we ensure that GCKA remains a vibrant and engaging association.

A prime example of our commitment was the annual GCKA Onam and GCKA Christmas and
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New Year’s events. This event not only showcased the rich traditions of our community but
also served as a platform for fostering cultural pride and unity. It was a resounding success,
thanks to the active participation and immense talent displayed by our members. In addition to
the GCKA Christmas event, we expanded our event offerings to provide diverse and enjoyable
experiences for our members.

We extend our heartfelt appreciation to our sponsors, volunteers and members for their unwav-
ering support in making our events and programs a resounding success. Their dedication and
enthusiasm have been instrumental in the growth and impact of GCKA. We are truly grateful
for your contributions, which have allowed us to continue delivering exceptional experiences
to our members. We extend our sincere congratulations to all the participants and express our
gratitude to our members, volunteers, and sponsors for their continuous support. Together, we
will continue to thrive and strengthen our community in the coming year, ensuring a sustainable
and prosperous future for GCKA.

GCKA 2022-23 Sponsors

Diamond Sponsor

Krish Parlikad

V Guard Insurance

Gold Sponsor Abu Kuttan Real Triangle Properties
Gold Sponsor Babu Thomas Evershine properties
Gold Sponsor Binny Joseph Binny Realty

Gold Sponsor George Joseph Grand India Mart

Gold Sponsor

Jubi Chakungal

C4D Mortgage

Gold Sponsor

Raju Pappachan

Raju & Raju Construction

Gold Sponsor

Rahul Shetty

Rahul Shetty Academy

Silver Sponsor

Santy Mathew

Triangle Lending Group

Silver Sponsor

Alex K Vincent

Angel Audios







i Dr. Ranjini Pillai

DDS, MPH, FAGD

Aesthetic Family Dentistry

Provides comprehensive multi specialty
dentistry for all ages

301 Pinner Weald Way, Suite 102
Cary NC 27513
Phone : (919) 535 3397 Fax : (919) 6511396
Email : smiledrcary@gmailcom ...l

.............
.............
-------------

www.ranjinipilla.com ool
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Sunny Sebastian
Managing Broker

¢ (919)-805-4444 _
~ LibertyRealEstateNC@gmail.com_

? 1400 Tiznow Dr Cary, ——
North Carolina, Zip Code 27519.

Making Your Dreams
a REALITY a®

For your all your real estate needs...

1 PRISMLENDING)

Jansy Sebastian
Mortgage Specialist
NMLS#:2472689

¢ (919)-818-1133
- Jsebastian@prismhomelending.com £
& www.PrismHomeLending.com

‘9 850 E Higgins Rd, Suite 125W
Schaumburg, IL 60173

Prism lending
A smarter way of getting loans... @
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You're in good hands.

SAFEGUARDING THE UNEXPECTED

V GUARD

Security is all we need in life and V guard insurance
protect you from getting into any kind of unexpected trouble.

WE DEAL WITH

LIFE INSURANCE HOME INSURANCE
AUTO INSURANCE and many more.
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