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The Background or the foreground?           

 

On the historic occasion of 75
th
 Independence of our country, when I reflect on the word ófreedomô, 

one of the primary thoughts that surfaces in my mind is freedom of expression. How can I manifest 

my personal view, or feeling, and how freely? And here what becomes paramount is my selection of 

mode. The ongoing pandemic caused by the life-threatening Corona Virus has constricted us in 

various ways, restricting our free movement and free mixing with our friends and relatives. Often, 

many of us are so burdened with so much of spare time that we do not know what to do. There is a 

constant risk of lazing out (not in the sense of Bertrand Russellôs essay ñIn Praise of Idlenessô), and 

more of over sleeping and over eating provided you are financially well off. Most damagingly, many 

of us have even started doubting our own worth or purpose of life. But then, every challenge almost 

invariably opens up opportunity ï opportunity to explore your innate qualities, assert your resilience, 

and lend wings to your imagination. Well, just talk to yourself, and let others have a peep! Play with 

colours, actual or virtual, and lo we have another volume of Pigments. All attempts may not be of 

equal merit, but because they are genuine endeavours, who knows they may be just the first step 

towards a towering mansion! 

I always believe that every one of us has a creative impulse tucked inside. What you need is a spark, 

some word of inspiration, a mere tap on the shoulder to make you believe that you too can. Mentoring 

our students includes boosting their confidence to express themselves in any constructive manner they 

like. Pigments is that platform which seeks to reach out to the ñextraò factor in our learners, and 

become the mouthpiece of many voices which otherwise remain either suppressed, or unheard or 

neglected. We are very happy that so many of our dear students, both present and past, spontaneously 

contributed. No virus can curb this indomitable spirit, and herein lies the triumph of art. 

It gives us great pleasure to be able to publish and present the second volume of Pigments. We are 

thankful to Dr. Santanu Chattopadhyay, the Principal of our college, for his constant support in this 

enterprise. Special mention must be made of my youngest colleague Miss Samyukta Chatterjee who 

has so efficiently and gladly contributed in editing and designing the e-journal. All our students and 

all my colleagues also deserve congratulations on this success. 

With Godôs grace, we look forward to continue publishing óPigmentsô year after year. 

 

Wishing everybody healthy purposeful life, 

Dr. Ashoke Kumar Agarwal, 

Editor-in-Chief & Associate Professor, 

Department of English, 

J. K. College, Purulia, W. B. 
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Rabindranath Tagore, Arnab Kundu (U. G. Semester VI) 
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ŋŏŐŌŖļǝ ŇŃőɮŀŏĽ  

Ņŏŀŏ ŃǝŏŀŏĴ̞ (U. G. Semester II) 

 

ŇŃőɮŀŏĽ ĢŅŏŖľŇ ŐŃ̜ĭŐŃ, 

ļŏĞŇ ĲŇŖĻ Ĵŏŀŏģ ǻɛŏȹŐň| 

 

ŌŏĴŏŇ ĭŐŃļŏ įŖʢŇ ĳŖň, 

Ģĭŏȣŏ ĴŏŐįŖŞŖĳŀ ŋĭŖňŇ ŅŖŀ| 

 

ļŏĞŇ ŸňĮŏ įŏŖŀŇ ŋŒŖŇ, 

ŅŒț ĢŅŇŏ įńőŇŖİŏŖŇ| 

 

ĭŐŃŇ ŀŏķŖĭ Ńŏ˃ŖŃŇ ŸłŏĞķŏ, 

ŸľŖĮŖĳ ŐŃŐ̀ļ ŅŏŀŃĴŏŐļ Ÿįŏķŏ| 

 

ŇŃőɮ-ŋğįőŖļŇ ŸŅŏŌŅŞ ļŏň, 

ŋȧőļ ŸǳŅőŖľŇ ŋʏľ ŐĲŇĭŏň| 

 

ŐĭńŏŖŃ ĭŐŇ ļŏĞŇ ŉŖʄŇ ŃĻƨŀŏ, 

ŐļŐŀ Ÿņ ġɫŇ-ǳŏȧŖŀŇ ŐĲŇ Ńŏŋŀŏ| 

 

ŋŏŐŌŖļǝŇ ŋŃƨľŏ ġŅŇ ĭŐŃ, 

ĩģ ńŏŖŃģ ŸĽŖĭŏ ŐĲŇĭŏň ļŒŐŅ| 
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WORDS OF PRAISE 

Shreya Mukherjee (U. G. Semester II) 

 

Oh, a man of great stature... 

An author, a reformer and many more! 

Being a follower of Western idealism, 

You were against narrow communalism. 

 

A great poet of Bengal 

A Nobel laureate of verse, one and all 

Comparing the achievements of Japan and Russia, 

You have glorified the thinking of India. 

 

Your institution of Visva Bharati 

Is a well known central university. 

Besides being a novelist, 

You were also a great poet and essayist. 

 

For composing songs known as Rabindra Sangeet, 

You are a memorable person indeed. 

To be precise in my verse, 

We are thankful beyond words. 
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The Eternal Lovers: Shreya Mandal (U.G. Semester IV) 
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ñThe Girl, the Rain and the Raincoatsò: Shreya Mandal (U. G. Semester II) 
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ñThe Penetrating Gazeò: Arnab Kundu (U. G. Semester II) 
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ñThe Woods are Lovely...ò: Kakali Mandal (U. G. Semester IV) 
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ñKrishnaò: Shyamali Paramanik (U. G. Semester IV) 
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A Queer Mixture  

Annapurna Singha (U. G. Semester IV) 

 

I speak a language, 

a queer mixture of English and Hindi, 

that belongs intimately to me, 

but people of Class find it dumb 

because it lacks the audacity 

of the British tongue. 

 

The whites left us lost in a lingual web 

with strange locks of accent and standards,  

that I cannot call my own. 

 

So, I took this foreign gift 

and folded the rough edges 

into a self-created origami 

blending beauty with some imperfect crease, 

 that softens with time 

similar to this strange language 

creating a warm corner in my home. 

 

This blend of two, 

a language that I call my own 

because it makes me feel Alive, 

blooming with the smell of homeland, 

to where I belong. 
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And it is true, 

to be deprived of one's language 

is like a crippled body lacking its spine, 

similar to what French's felt  

when imposed with a foreign (German) tongue. 

 

I'll stick to this queer mixture, 

to relish the warmth of my nation 

with a crisp of the British tongue, 

a language of my choice 

that I call my own.  
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Ÿĭ ĩģ ŁŒ̗Ŋ£ 

ġȤŀ ľɇ (U.G. Semester II) 

 

ĭŖŇ Ÿņ ŇȖŏ ŀŏŇőŇ ňȳŏ 

ŁŒ̗Ŋ Ÿŋģ Ÿļŏ ŌŞ, 

ŌŇĻ ĭŇŏ ̮ńŏŃ ņŏŖľŇ 

Ÿŋ Ÿļŏ ŁŒ̗Ŋ ŀŞĜ 

 

ŉŐȍ ņŐľ ľŒŃƨŖňŖŇ 

ľŐŅŖŞ ŐľŖļ ŌŞ, 

ŸŁś̗Ŋ˰ ŉœŀǝ ļŖŃ 

ŸĭŏŖŀŏģ ĭŏŖĴŇ ŀŞĜ 

 

ĭŏŅŀŏŇ ŸĮŏĞŖĴ ŉŇőŇ ˈŉƨ 

ĭŇŖň ŁŒ̗Ŋ ŀŞ, 

ńŏŖňŏŃŏŋŏŇ Ő˅ț ŁŇŉ 

ŁŒ̗Ŋ ŌŖ˃ ŇŞĜ 

 

ŸĭŏŅň- ŀŇŅ- ńȧŒŇ ņŏŇŏ 

ĴőŃŖŀ ġŗĽ ńŞ, 

ĺŏň ŌŖŞ ļŏŖŇ ŇȖŏ ĭŇŏ 

ŁŒ̗ŖŊŇ ŁŐŇĲŞĜ 
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ŁŒ̗Ŋ ŌŖň ŇĴĠ̮ňŏŇ  

ŀǝŏŁŐĭŀ ŌŖļ ŌŞ, 

Ňȍ- ľŔŖŉǝ ĭŏŁŒ̗Ŋ Ÿļŏ 

ŐĮŐʦŖļ ŸŅŖļ ŇŞ Ĝ 

 

ģȯŏ ŁœŇĻ ŉŐȍ ĿŏŇŖĻ 

ŁŒ̗ŖŊŇŏ ŁŏŞ ĴŞ, 

Ÿ̮ȯŏĲŏŇő ŁŒ̗Ŋ Ÿņ Ĵŀ 

Ÿĭĥ ŀŞ, ĭŏŇī ŀŞĜ 

 

ŁŒ̗Ŋ ņŏŇŏ, ļŏŇŏī ĭŏĞŖľ 

ļŏŖľŇī ňŏŖį ńŞ, 

ŐŀńƨŞŏŖľŇ ġ̝ ļŃŒī 

ĿŏŇĻ ĭŇŖļ ŌŞĜ 

 

ŁŒ̗Ŋ ŉŏŐŋļ ŋŅŏŖĴ Őĭ ĭńŒ 

ŀŏŇőŇ ĭľŇ ŌŞ? 

ŀŏŇőŌőŀ ŸĭŏŖŀŏ ŁŒ̗Ŋ ĭĮŀī 

ĭŇŖļ ŁŏŖŇ Őĭ ĴŞ?  
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Macbeth 
Annapurna Singha (U.G. Semester IV) 

 

Once while teaching Macbeth 

in the mid of June... My PROFESSOR makes a grim face 

and says in a serious voice~ 

Macbeth, a true Knight 

fell into the depth of tyranny 

all for his hubris 

his so-called ambition 

and I think with utter suspicion 

about the heights of passion. 

 

Passion, the harbinger of ambition! 

Like a flickering flame ignites our desires 

and more precisely 

has the ability to burn the moth 

that hovers in its way 

Macbeth murdered the worthy King 

who was called Duncan, the Great! 

 

Passion's reign when closely controlled 

runs swiftly as the tamed horse, 

could kill the master too 

if slackened and swayed. 
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Over Ambition 

seed of Macbeth's tragedy 

turned him into an Assassin 

and a man slaughtering machine! 

Love lost its light 

and kindness suppressed. 

 

Blind-fold of greed 

Snatched his eternal peace! 

 

To fool the Time 

he tried to be Time 

but Time  knows 

the fools on this stage. 

 

Being a Serpent 

under the pretty Flower 

poisoned Macbeth, 

swallowed his leftover values 

and Time snatched his beloved wife 

who wished to despise Nature 

and its magical ways.  
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ŐŉȖŏ ŃŖŜŏģ ŅœňǝŌőŀ 
 ġȤŀ ľɇ (U.G. Semester II) 

 

ĭŏŖľŇ Ņœňǝ ŋŃƨŐŀʌ 

ŸļŏŅŇŏ Őĭ ļŏ ĴŏŀŖļ Ĳŏī? 

ĳŏǭ ļŏŇŏ ŸľŖŉŇ ĢŖňŏ 

ŸļĞŖļŏ ŌŖňī ŸŅŖŀģ ŀŏīĜ 

 

ĲňŖŃ ŋŃģ ġŐłŋ, įŏŐŜ 

ŐŀŃƨŏĲŖŀŇ ġŀŒʳŏŀ, 

ŸĮňŏ ŌŖŃ ŅŏŖĸ, ŃŒŖĽ 

ŐŉȖŏ ŌŖŃ ŃŐňľŏŀĜ 

 

ŅœĮƨ ŇŏĮŏŇ ɾǝŏŐŀğ ļŏŖľŇĜ 

ŅŏŀŖļ ŌŖŃ ŸŃŉ ńŏŖňŏ, 

Ņœĭ ĽŏĭŖňģ ŀŃǳŏĻ 

ńŏŖįǝ ļŏŖľŇ ˨ňŖŃ ĢŖňŏĜ  

 

ļŏŇŏ ŀŏŐĭ ŸŅŏŖľŇ ĭĽŏ 

ńŏŃŖĳ ŸĴŖį ŇŏŐǭ Őľŀ, 

ĳŏŖǭŇ ǳŏĻ ŋŃŏŇ ĢŖį 

ŇģŖňŏ ŀŏ ŌŞ ŐŉȖŏŌőŀ!  

 

ŃŏŐļň ŸŌŏĭ ŁŇőȖŏŇŏ 
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Ńɲ ŐŉȖŏ ǳŐļʳŏŀ, 

ńŏģŇŏŋ ŀŏ ŌļŏŉŏŞ 

ĵŜŖŃ ĵŜŒĭ ĩĭŖŉŏ ǳŏĻ!  

 

˝̗ˈŉƨ ĲŒŖňŏŞ ŸįŖĳ 

ŃɲŒŖľŇī ŋȧ Ÿŀģ, 

ŅŖŀŇ ŸŇŏŖį ĵŒňŖĳ łǝŏŖŀ 

ļŏŇī ŸĭŏŖŀŏ ŐŌŖŋŃ ŸŀģĜ 

 

Ÿņ ŸŅŖŞķŏŇ ̮ɻ įŜŏŇ 

̮ɻ Őĳň ŸŇŏĴ ŇŏŖļ, 

ȅĭŏŀŏ ĩĮŀ ̛̜Ň ŃŏŐŜ 

ĮŒŐɫ, Ōŏļŏ ľŒģ ŌŏŖļĜ 

 

ŸļŏŅŇŏ ŋŃŏģ ŸńŏŖķ ŸĴŖļŏ 

įŐľ ĭŖŇŏ ķŏŀŏķŏŐŀ, 

ĳŏǭĴőŃŀ ľŌŀ ˨ŏňŏ 

Ÿŋ Ÿļŏ ̛ĿŒģ ĢŅŇŏ ĴŏŐŀĜ 
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Do It For Yourself  
 Annapurna Singha (U. G. Semester IV) 

 

 

 

If there are only two lines that you 

feel like writing, do it and trust me  

they could be imperfect as shit lacking 

rhyme and meter or anything extraordinary  

said by your English Teacher. 

 

If those two imperfect lines hold your  

emotion and you feel relieved to have  

finally, let them out through words, do it 

and youôll feel great because it has you  

in it, pure and unbiased. 

 

If you are worried that they will never  

notice what you write, still do it and do 

it till you feel that every ounce of your 

choked up imagination floats on that 

page that you have been stuffing inside  

you for year after year. 

 

Do it for yourself,  

do it because it matters. 
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Ňŏɳŏ ŐŃǶŏķ 
ġȤŀ ľɇ (U. G. Semester II) 

 

ĢŐŅ ŋŒŐǳŞŏĜ Ÿŋŀ ŃŏŐŜŇ ĩĭŅŏǭ ŃĥĜĢŅŏŇ ̮ŏŅő ŋɺĭŖĭ ĢŐŅ ńŏŖňŏŖŃŖŋ ŐŃŖŞ ĭŖŇŐĳĜ 5 ŅŏŖŋŇ 
ŐŃŃŏŐŌļ ĴőŃŖŀ ŁŖŜŐĳ Ψ Ňŏɳŏ Ψ ŀŏŅĭ ĩĭ ĲŇŅ łǝŏŋŏŖľ Ĝ Ňŏɳŏ ĴŏŐŀ ŀŏ ļŏ ŀŞ, ŇŏɳŏŃŏɳŏŞ 
ĢŐŅ ŐŋɛŌ˃Ĝ ŋŅŋǝŏ Ōň ĭő Ňŏɳŏ ĭŇŖŃŏ ļŏ ŐŀŖŞĜ ĢŅŏŇ ̛̜Ŝ ς ̜ơ̆ŐŜŇ ŁĳŖɯŇ ĮŏŃŏŇ 
ĩĭŇĭŅ, ĢŇ ŋɺŖĭŇ ȅĭ ĥŖʛŏĜ ņŐľ Ņŏ ς ŃŏŃŏŇ ŁĳŖɯŇ ĮŏŃŏŇ ŀŏ Ńŏŀŏģ,ļŏĞŇŏ ĢŅŏŞ ŃŏĞĭŏ 
ŃŏĞĭŏ ŃŏĭǝŃŏŀ ĥŁŌŏŇ ŸľŀĜ άĢŅŏŇ ŸĳŖňķŏŖĭ ŐŀŖĴŇ ŃŖŉ ŇŏĮŏŇ Ŀŏɯŏ ŋŃ, ŃŒŐĵ ŀŏ ŀŏŐĭ?έ 
ŐĭğŃŏ ά ĴŏŐŀ , ĴŏŐŀ ĩ̘ Ł ŀőŇŃ ġļǝŏĲŏŖŇŇ ŅŏĿǝŖŅ ĢŅŏŖľŇ ŃŔɛŏǻŖŅ ŁŏĸŏŖļ Ĳŏī Ÿļŏ?έ] ĩŐľŖĭ 
ŋɺŖĭŇ ŁĳŖɯŇ ĮŏŃŏŇ ŀŏ ŌŖň ļŏŇ ŅŒĮ ŌŖŞ ņŏŞ ŃŏğňŏŇ ŁŏĞĲ,ĢŅŏŇ ǳŐļ ĿŏŇĻ ĭŖŇ ŃŖŋ 
ŸŅśŀǵļĜ įŔŌŃĿœ ŌŏīŞŏŇ ŁŏŉŏŁŏŐŉ ŸņŖŌļŒ ǳĲŒŇ ȃĥŉŐŀ ŁŜŏģ ļŏģ ŋŅŖŞŇ ġńŏŖŃ ŋŃŏŇ ĴŖŀǝ 
ŌŖŇĭŇĭŅ Ňŏɳŏ ĭŖŇ ĥĸŖļ ŁŏŐŇ ŀŏĜ ŋĭŏŖň ŃǝŏĲ, ŋɲǝŏŞ ŃǝŏĲ, ĥŁŇ̋ ŃŏŐŜŇ ġŀǝŏŀǝ ĭŏĴĜ 
ŋɺĭŖĭ ŐĴŖȵŋī ĭŖŇŐĳ,έ ŸļŏŅŇŏ ĩŅŀ ĥŖʛŏ ŁĽĲŏŇő Ÿĭŀ ŸŌ ? ĩļŐľŀ ĭő ŸĮŖŞ ŃŖŜŏ ŌŖŞĳ?έ 
ŋɺĭ ŋőŐŅļ ŉŖʄ ĴŃŏŃ ŸľŞ,έŅŏŖŞŇ ŅŏŞŏŞ ĢŅŏŇ ĴŖŀǝ ĩĭ ľŒŖķŏ ŁĳŖɯŇ ĮŏŃŏŇ ŌŖļŏ,ļŏŖļģ 
ĲňŖļŏ ĢŅŏŇĜά 

ĩģ ŇŏɳŏŇ ĵŏŖŅňŏŞ ŀŏŖĴŌŏň ŌŖŞ ŐĭĳŒŐľŀ ŃŏŖŁŇ ŃŏŐŜ ŐįŖŞ ĽŏĭŏŇ Őŋɛŏɫ ŐŀŖŞŐĳĜ ļŏģ ĢĴ 
ŋĭŏŖň Ńǝŏį Ÿįŏĳįŏĳ ĭŇŐĳ, ļĮŀģ Ņŏ ĩŖŋ ŌŏŐĴŇ,έŋȇŏň ŋȇŏň ŸĭŏĽŏŞ ņŏīŞŏŇ Ĵŀǝ Ńǝŏį 
Ÿįŏĳįŏĳ ĭŇŐĳŋ?έ 

ĢŐŅ: ĢŐŅ ĲňňŏŅ ŃŏŖŁŇ ŃŏŐŜĜ ĢŁŀŏŇŏ ĭő Ňŏɳŏ ŌŖŃ ļŏ ŐŀŖŞ ŅŏŇŏŅŏŐŇ ĭŏķŏĭŏȃ ĭ̗ŀĜĢŐŅ 
ĢŇ ĩģ ĵŏŖŅňŏŖļ ŸŀģĜ ĩģ ĵŏŖŅňŏ ŀŏ ŐŅķŖň ĢŐŅ ĢŇ ŐłŇŐĳ ŀŏĜ 

Ņŏ ( ĭŏɳŏŇ ŋŒŖŇ) : ŋɺĭ, ľǝŏĮ,ŸļŏŇ Ńĥ Ňŏį ĭŖŇ ŃŏŖŁŇ ŃŏŐŜ ĲŖň ņŏŖȯ, ŐŉįŐįŐŇ ĢŞĜ 

ŋɺĭ: ĭő ŌŖňŏ? Ÿĭ ,ŸĭŏĽŏŞ ņŏŖȯ? 

ĢŐŅ: ĢŐŅ ņŏŐȯĜĢŐŅ ĲňňŏŅ ŃŏŖŁŇ ŃŏŐŜĜŐŀŖĴŖľŇ ŐĴń ġŀŒņŏŞő ĮŏŃŏŇ Ńŏŀŏī ĩŃŏŇ! 

ŋɺĭ: ĩ ĭő ŃňŖĳŏ ļŒŐŅ? ŀŏ,ŀŏ,ŸĭŏĽŏī ņŏŖŃ ŀŏ ļŒŐŅĜ 

ĢŐŅ: ŸļŏŅŇŏ ņĮŀ ŐŀŖĴŖľŇ Įŏľǝ ļŏŐňĭŏŞ ŋŏľŔŉǝ ŋŔŐɦ ĭŇŖŃ, ĢŐŅ ĢŃŏŇ ŐłŖŇ ĢŋŖŃŏĜ ĩĮŀ 
ĲňňŏŅĜ 

Ņŏ : ŀŏ Ņŏ, īŅŀ ĭŇŖļ ŸŀģĜ Ÿŋŏŀŏ ŸŅŖŞ ĢŅŏŇĜ ĩńŏŖŃ Ÿĭĥ İŇ ŸĳŖŜ ĲŖň ņŏŞ? 

ĢŐŅ: ĢŐŅ ǳŐļŐŀŞļ ĢŁŀŏŖľŇ ŸŇŏŖŊ ŁŜŖļ ŁŏŇŖŃŏ ŀŏĜ 
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ŋɺĭ:Ģȯŏ ĽŏŖŅŏĜ ļŒŐŅ ņŏ Ĳŏī ļŏģ ŌŖŃĜĭő Ĳŏī ŃŖňŏ? 

ĢŐŅ: ĢŐŅ ņŏ Ĳŏģ ļŏ ŅŏŀŖļ ŁŏŇŖŃ Ÿļŏ? 

ŋɺĭ ī Ņŏ ( ĩĭŋŏŖĽ) : ŌǝŏĞĜ ŅŏŀŖŃŏ, ŅŏŀŖŃŏĜ  

ĢŐŅ: ļŖŃ ŸŉŏŖŀŏ...Ňŏɳŏ ĢŐŅ ŸļŏŅŏŖľŇ ŋĭŖňŇ Łĳɯ ŅŖļŏģ ĭŇŖŃŏĜ ļŖŃ ľŒŁŒŖŇŇ ĮŏŃŏŇ ŌŖŃ Ņŏ 
ς ŃŏŃŏŇ Łĳɯ ŅŖļŏ ĢŇ ŇŏŖļŇ ĮŏŃŏŇ ŌŖŃ ŸļŏŅŏŇ Łĳɯ ŅŖļŏĜŇŏŐĴ? 

ŋɺĭ ī Ņŏ( ĩĭŋŏŖĽ) : ŇŏŐĴ,ŇŏŐĴĜļŒŐŅ ̛ĿŒ İŇ ŸĳŖŜ Ÿņī ŀŏ ľŞŏ ĭŖŇĜ 

ĢŐŅ: Ģȯŏ ŃŏŃŏ, ņŏŖŃŏ ŀŏĜ 

Ņŏ: ĢŃŏŇ İŇ ŸĳŖŜ ņŏŃŏŇ ĭĽŏ ŃňŖň ŸŅŖŇ ŸļŏŇ ĸǝŏğ ŸĮŏĞŜŏ ĭŖŇ ŸľŖŃŏĜ 

ĢŐŅ: Ōŏ ŌŏĜ Ÿŋ Őľŀ ĢŋŖŃ ŀŏĜ 

    ņŏĭ, ĩģ Ňŏɳŏ ŐŃǶŏķ ŐŅķŖňŏĜ ĩ ŃŏŐŜŇ Ÿňŏĭ˝Ŗňŏ ĢŅŏŞ ĩŖļŏ ńŏŖňŏŃŏŖŋ Ÿņ ĩĭŖŃňŏ ĢŅŏŇ 
ĴŖŀǝ ŀŏĭ ŐŋĞķŖĭ ĢŇ ĩĭŖŃňŏ ľŏĞļ ŸĭŐňŖŞ ĮŏŃŏŇ ĮŏŞĜ 

ĢŇ ĢŅŏŇ ĭő? ĢŐŅ Ÿļŏ A to Z ŋŃ ĮŏģĜ 
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My Memory Lane 

Annapurna Singha (U. G. Semester IV) 

 

My memory lane is like 

an infinite tunnel where I'm  

travelling through a train, 

specks of light come in and 

disappear with a touch of past  

entwined with the present. 

 

I see formless characters, smell 

some childhood mischief, hear an  

echoing laughter, maybe it was my 

friends but I can hold onto none 

for they vanish like vapour without  

a trail. 

 

Like souvenirs in my tiny box 

some stay, some break 

but all of them matter for they 

made me what I'm today. 
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ĭʢŀŏŞ Ńŏ˃Ńļŏ  
Ÿŋŏŀŏňő ŅŏŐĵ (U. G. Semester IV) 

 

īģ Ÿņ ŀőň Ģĭŏŉķŏ ŋŅŒŖǰŇ ŋŏŖĽ ŐŅŉŖŃ ŸņĽŏ,ĢŅŏŇ įɫŃǝī ŸŋĽŏ; 

ļŒŐŅ ŃňŖň,ŐŅŉŖŃ ŀŏ Ÿļŏ! 

ĢŐŅ ŃňňŏŅ,įɫŃǝī Ÿŀģ Ÿļŏ Ŵ 

 

īģ Ÿņ Ňŏ˃ŏķŏ ŸŉŊ ŌŖŃ ŸņĽŏ ,ĢŐŅ ņŏŖŃŏ ŸŋĽŏ; 

ļŒŐŅ ŃňŖň,ŸŉŊ ŌŖŃ ŀŏ Ÿļŏ! 

ĢŐŅ ŃňňŏŅ,ņŏŖŃŏģ ŀŏ Ÿļŏ Ŵ 

 

īģ Ÿņ ĭŏŖňŏ ŸŅŖİŇ ŸİŏŇ ņļȖĻ, ĢŅŏŇ ńŏŖňŏŃŏŋŏī ļļȖĻ; 

ļŒŐŅ ŃňŖň, Ÿŋķŏ Ÿļŏ ȖĻ˄ŏŞő! 

ĢŐŅ ŃňňŏŅ,ĢŅŏŇ ńŏŖňŏŃŏŋŏī ŸļŏŴ 

 

īģ Ÿņ ģŖňĭŐǨĭ ŸŁŏʿȃ ľŏĞŐŜŖŞ ĢŖĳ ŸņńŏŖŃ ŉȍ ĭŖŇ, ĢŐŅī ľŏĞŐŜŖŞ ĽŏĭŖŃŏ ŸŋńŏŖŃ; 

ļŒŐŅ ŃňŖň,ńŏŇő ĵŖŜ ļŏ ŸńŖı ņŏŖŃ Ÿļŏ! 

ĢŐŅ ŃňňŏŅ,ĢŐŅī Ÿļŏ Ŵ 

 

īģ Ÿņ ģŖňĭŐǨĭ ŸŁŏʿȃ ļŏŇ Ŗ̋ňŏŖĭ ĴŏŁŖķ ĿŖŇ ŸŇŖĮŖĳ ŸņńŏŖŃ,ĢŐŅī ŋʏĭƨ Ŗ̋ňŏŖĭ ĴŏŁŖķ ĿŇŖŃŏ ŸŋńŏŖŃ; 

ļŒŐŅ ŃňŖň,ļŏ ŐĳĞŖŜ ņŏŖŃ ĩĭŐľŀ, 

ĢŐŅ ŃňňŏŅ, ŋʏĭƨ Ŗ̋ňŏī ŐĳĞŜŖŃ ĩĭŐľŀ Ŵ 

 

īģ Ÿņ ĭ̛Ŗŀŏ įŏĳķŏ ĽŏĭŖŃ ņļŐľŀ,ĢŐŅ ŃŏĞĲŖŃŏ ļļŐľŀ; 

ļŒŐŅ ŃňŖň, ĽŏĭŖŃ ŀŏ Ÿļŏ! 
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ĢŐŅ ŃňňŏŅ,ŃŏĞĲŖŃŏī ŀŏ Ÿļŏ Ŵ 
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ñA Detailed Sketchò: Nikita Das (P. G. Semester IV) 
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ñSave the Earthò: Shreyasi Kar (P. G. Semester II) 
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ñA Sketchò: Nikita Das (P. G. Semester II) 
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ñWords to Live By...ò: Rina Mahata (P. G. Semester II) 
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ñLove-birdsò: Sayani Banerjee (U. G. Semester VI) 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

34 
 

ĢįŏŅő ĢĴī ŁĽ ŸĲŖŞ 

ŀőňŏ ŅŏŌŏŖļŏ (U. G. Semester IV) 

 

 

ĵŇŏ Łŏļŏ ĵŇŖĳ ĢŇī 

ŅŇŐĳ ŋŃŏģ ŸŇŏĴ 

ĴőŃŀ įŏŀ ĢĴ ʅ˃ ŌŖŞ 

Ÿĭĥ ŇŏŖĮ ŀŏ ŸĮŏĞĴ] 

 

ŉŌŇ įŐňŇ ŸŅŏŖŜ ŸŅŏŖŜ 

ĭļ ŸĲŀŏ ŅŒĮ ĢŃĳŏ ŌŖŞ 

Ÿĭŏŀ ŸľŖŉ ĢĴ ŁŏŐŜŐľň ļŏŇŏ 

ŐŀĠ̮ ŋĭň,ŅŔļŒǝ ńŖŞ] 

 

Ňŏļ ŸŁŏŌŏŖňģ ŸńŏŖŇŇ ĢŖňŏ 

ŀŏŅŖŃ ĭŖŃ ĩ ŐŀĽŇ ŸľŖŉ 

ǳŏŖŀŇ ĭŀŏ ĥĸŖŃ ŸĴŖį 

ľŒĠĮ-ŸŉŏŖĭŇ ŋőŅŏŀŏ ŸŉŖŊ] 

 

ŐŃįļ ŋŅŞ ŸŁŐŇŖŞ ĢŃŏŇ 

ĢįŏŅőŇ Ģŉŏ ľ̰Ş ĴŒŖŜ 

ŐŃȟ ŃŏĿŏŇ ŁĽ ĳŏŐŜŖŞ 

ĳŜŏĭ ĢŖňŏ įįŀ łŒĞŖŜ ] 
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ŁŔŐĽŃő ĢŃŏŇ ĥĸŒĭ ńŖŇ  

Ģŀɯ ŐŉĮŏŇ ń̛ ȖŖŀ ĢįŏŅő ĢŖĳ ŁĽŖĲŖŞ ĢĴ 

ŅŏŀŃ- ǳŏŖŀŇ ŅŌŏŐŅňŖŀ] 
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ŅŔļŒǝŐŅŐĳň 

ŀőňŏ ŅŏŌŏŖļŏ (U. G. Semester IV) 

 

ĩģ ŅŔļŒǝŐŅŐĳň ĽŏŅŖŃ ĭŖŃ! 

 Ǟɯŀ-ŐŀŐĮň ŉŏɫ ŌŖŃ 

 ġŐȜ ŐĲļŏ ŐŀŖń ŐįŖŞ 

 Ŀğŋňőňŏ Ȗŏɫ ŌŖŃ]] 

ŅŒŖĮŏŉĿŏŐŇ ŅŏŀŒŊ̋ŖňŏŇ  

ĭŖŃ ĢŃŏŇ ŸŃŏĿ ĴŏįŖŃ] 

ŸǻɦŖ˰Ň ľŏŐŃ ŸĳŖŜ 

ŁŔŐĽŃőŖĭ ĢŃŏŇ ńŏŖňŏŃŏŋŖŃ! 

ĩģ ŁŔŐĽŃőŇ ĭŏŀŏŞ ĭŏŀŏŞ 

ŐŌğŋŏ Ÿ˶ŖŊŇ ŅŏŇŀ ŃǝŏŐĿ 

ĭŖŃ ĢŃŏŇ ŐŀŅœƨň ŌŖŞ  

ŋŒ˄ Ĵįǂ įŜŖŃ! 

ŐŃĭŔļ ŅŏŀŐŋĭļŏŇ  

Ĵȹŏň ĭŖŃ ŋŇŖŃ 

ŅŏŀŒŊ ĩŖŋ ŅŏŀŒŖŊŇ ŁŏŖŉ 

ĭŖŃ ńŏŖňŏŖŃŖŋ Ōŏļ ĿŇŖŃ] 

Ģŋŀ ŁľŃőŇ  

ĭŏŜŏĭŏŐŜ ŸĮňŏ 

ĭŖŃ ŌŖŃ ŐŀĠŖŉŊ  

ŅŏŀŒŖŊŇ ǳŏŖĻŇ ĭľŇ ŃŒĵŖŃ 
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ĩģ ŐŀŅƨŅļŏ ŌŖŃ ŸŉŊ]] 

ŐŃŁņƨŖŞŇ ŃǝŃŋŏ ŸĳŖŜ  

ŅŏŀŒŊ ľŏĞŜŏŖŃ Ņŏŀ Ğ̯ŉ ŐŀŖŞ 

ĭŏĞŖĿ ĭŏĞĿ ŐŅŐňŖŞ  

ĲňŖŃ ĢŃŏŇ 

ĴőŃŀįŏŖŀ ļŏň ŐŅŐňŖŞ ]] 

ġɲ ŋŅĽƨŖĭŇ  ŇŏĴ˰  ĢŇ 

ĭļŐľŀ ŐİŖŇ ĽŏĭŖŃ 

ŐŅŖĽǝ  ńŏŊŖŀŇ 

 ŅŏŞŏĴŏň ŐĳĞŖŜ  

ĭŖŃ ŅŏŀŒŊ ĴŏįŖŃ 

ĭŖŃ ŅŏŀŒŊ ĴŏįŖŃ ]] 
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ŐŃŖĭň ŸŃňŏ, ļɺ ŐľŖŀŇ ŸŉŖŊ 

ŀŞŀ ľŏŋ (Ex-student, Department of English) 

 

ŐŃŖĭň ŸŃňŏ ļɺ ŐľŖŀŇ ŸŉŖŊ 

ĩĭķŒ ņŐľ ŃŔŐɦ ĢŖŋ ŸŀŖŅ, 

ŋŖɲǝ  ĩŖňī ŐłŇŖŃŏ ŀŏ ĢŇ ŃŏŐŜ 

ŁŖĽŇ ŅŏŖĵ Ōķŏǂ ņŏŖŃŏ ŸĽŖŅ ] 

 

ĭŏŖňŏ ŸŅŖİŇ ĢĞĲň ĳŏŞŏ ŁŖĽ 

ŃŏĴŖŃ ŃŏĞŐŉ Ŕ̀ŐļŇ ŸĭŏŖŀŏ ŋŒŖŇ, 

ļĮŀ ĢŐŅ ŃŔŐɦ ŸłŏĞķŏ ŌŖŃŏ 

ŸŅŖİŇ ĢŜŏň, ŸŃŌŏŞŏ ŸŇŏəŒŖŇ ] 

 

ĵŖŜŇ ŐŅŐĳň ńŏıŒĭ ģŖȯ̋ Ŗňŏ 

ģŖȯŇŏ ĢĴ ńőŊĻ ŃǝŐȍįļ, 

ŃŔŐɦ̋ Ŗňŏ ĴŏŀŖŃ Őĭ ĢŇ ĭńŒ 

ĢŅŏŇ ŸĲŏŖĮī ŃŔŐɦ ĢŖĳ ĭļ! 
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Tears Of A Girl  

Nikhat Saiyarah (U. G. Semester II) 

 

 

My dripping tears, asking a question... 

Why does patriarchy dominate on girl's liberation? 

You also have your life. 

So don't rule over your wife. 

If father doesn't make any barrier, 

Why do you make barrier. 

You always want to be respected. 

But You don't respect a girl...any girl. 

You put the concept of Patriarchy  

Into the mind of the mother, 

 That somewhere she becomes the enemy of her daughter. 

Unknowingly the mother snatches away dreams of her daughter. 

 

My dripping tears, asking a question... 

What do you get by snatching a girl's destination? 

You are also as human as us. 

Why does the inferiority lie between us? 

In married life you disrespect your wife's desire. 

You say, being a wife, you should not have any desire. 

You pressurise her to do what you like. 

Why do you pressurise her to do what you like? 

Finally I come to know your ambition. 

You think girls are possession. 

They are human they also have ambition. 
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You only give your son opportunity. 

That's why girls are deprived of prosperity. 

You are not the creator of us. 

So don't try to rule over us. 

Control your devil mentality. 

Don't come in the path of our prosperity. 

Every inequality has an end. 

Insha Allah this inequality will be ended. 
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ñTwo Elephantsò: Adarsha Chowdhury (P. G. Semester II) 
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ñKaashò: Soumodeep Sengupta (P. G. Semester II) 
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ñPuri Beachò: Soumodeep Sengupta (P. G. Semester II) 
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ñWah! Tajò: Adarsha Chowdhury (P. G. Semester II) 
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ñUpside-downò: Annapurna Singha (U. G. Semester IV) 
 

 

 



 
 

46 
 

ñThe Surprised Onlookerò: Annapurna Singha (U. G. Semester IV) 
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ñThe Bridgeò: Sumit Mandal (U. G. Semester VI) 
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Bondhu... 

Jayashree Mahato (P. G. Semester IV) 

 

ĮŒŃ ģȯŏ Ōģ ĴŏŐŀŋ ŋŃ ŐĭĳŒŇ ŅŏŖĵ ĢŃŏŇ Ÿŋģ ŋŅŞ Ŗ̋ňŏ Ÿĭ ŐŀŖŞ Ŀ̛Œ įʢ ĭŇŖļ] ŋŅŞ Ŗ̋ňŏ ŁŏŇ ŌŖŞ ŸįŖňī ĮŒŃ 

ŉŏŐɫ ŸľŞ ĴŏŐŀŋ] įʢ̋Ŗňŏ ĢŃŏŇ ĢŅŏŖľŇ ŋŃŏŇ ŅŒŖĮ ŀ̛Ŗļ, ĢŖňŏĲŀŏ ĭŇŖļ, ĢŖįŇ ŅŖļŏģ ĢŖŃįŅŏĮŏ ĩĭģ 

ĥǂŋŏŖŌ ŋŃ ŅŖŀ ĭŖŇ ĩĭŋŏŖĽ ŌŏŋŖļ]] ĴŏŐŀ īģ Őľŀ ĢŇ ŸłŇļ ŁŏīŞŏ ņŏŖŃ ŀŏ] ĢŇī ŀļŒŀ ŐĭĳŒ ŋŒɯŇ ŋŅŞ 

Ÿņŏį ŌŖŞ ņŏŖŃ ŌŞŖļŏ]] ļŃŒī Őĭ ńŏŖňŏ ňŏŖį Ńň ŋŃ ŅŖŀ ĭŇŖļ]  

 

Ÿŋģ ̛̗  ĢŅŏŖľŇ Ł̮ŀ ŋǝŏŇ ĩŇ ȃĥŉŀ ĩ ŸĳŏŖķŏ ŸĳŏŖķŏ ŋŃ ŃǝŏŁŏŇ ŐŀŖŞ ĢŅŏŖľŇ ĩĭŋŏŖĽ ĢŐĳ ĩķŏ ġŀŒńŃ 

ĭŇŏ] ĢŇ ņŏģ ŸŌŏĭ ĢŅŏŖľŇ ĢŅŇŏ ĢŐĳ ŸŇ] ŐĲɫŏ ĭŐŇŋ ŀŏ, ŋŃ ȅĭ ŌŖŞ ņŏŖŃ] ĢŅŇŏ ŋŃŏģ ĩĭŋŏŖĽ ĽŏĭŖň 

ȅĭ ŌŖŃģ]  

 

Őľŀ Őľŀ ŋŃ ĢŇī ŋŒɯŇ, ŸįŏĳŏŖŀŏ ŌŖŞ ĥĸŖļ ĽŏŖĭ] 

ŃɲŒŖ˰Ň ŋʏĭƨ ķŏ Ÿņ ĩńŏŖŃī ŌŞ ļŏ ŸĭŏŖŀŏŐľŀ Ĵŏŀŏ Őĳň ŀŏ ĢŖį] ŋŃŏģ Ÿļŏ ŸĳŏŖķŏ] ļĮŀ ī īģ "ĴŏŅŏģ" ĩŇ 

ŸĸňŏŖļ ĭĲŒŇő ŸĮŖŞģ ĮŒŃ Ģŀɯ , ĩĭķŏ dairymilk ŋŃŏģ ĮŒŀŋŒĞȃ ĭŖŇ ĮŏīŞŏ,  ŋǝŏŇ ĩŇ Ń̇ Őŀ, ŐŁĭŐŀĭ ......... 

 

ŸŋŐľŖŀŇ ļŏŜŏ̯ŖŜŏ , ŋŃŏŇ ĩĭŋŏŖĽ ŌŏŋŖļ ŌŏŋŖļ ŋŃ ĢŖŞŏĴŀ ĭŇŏ, ĢŐŅ ĭŖŇŐĳ īķŏ , ĩńŏŖŃ Ńňŏ]  ŐĭĳŒ ŋŒɯŇ 

ŅŒ̯ļƨ ġŐļǞŅ ĭŖŇ ŋǝŏŇ ĩŇ İŖŇ ŸķŐʿ  ĭŐł ĢŇ ĩĭķŒ tiredness ŐŀŖŞ ŋŏŇŏŐľŖŀŇ ŅĴŏ ŅŖŀ ĭŇŖļ ĭŇŖļ ĢŃŏŇ 

ŃŏŐŜ ŐłŖŇ Ģŋŏ] 

 

ŋŅŞ Ÿņ ĩńŏŖŃģ ĲňŐĳň ļŏ Őĭ̋  Őĳň ŀŏ] ĮŏŇŏŁ,ńŏŖňŏ, Ņŀ ĮŏŇŏŁ, ŸĳŏŖķŏ ŸĳŏŖķŏ ŸǳŖŅŇ ̛̗ , ŸŉŊ, ŐĭĳŒ ŋʏĭƨ 

ŋȅĭ ŋŅŞ ŋŒɯŇ ŌŖŞ ņŏīŞŏŇ ĮŃŇ ] 

 

ļŏŖľŇ ŅŖĿǝī ĭŏŖŇŏ ĢŃŏŇ  ŐŃŖŞ ŌŖŞ ņŏīŞŏ , ŋŃŏŇ ĢŃŏŇ ŸľĮŏ ŌīŞŏ ] 

ļŏŇŁŇ... 
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ļŏŇŁŇ ŋŃŏŇ ĩĭŋŏŖĽ next ŐŅȃğ ŌŞ ġȹŀŏŇ ŐŃŖŞ Ÿļ, ļŏŜŏ̯ŖŜŏ ĭŖŇ ŸǨŀ ĿŖŇ ņŏīŞŏ ŸŋĮŏŖŀī ĭŖɏŏ ŋŃ Ŕ̀Őļ 

] ŅŌŏŃőŇ, ġŐĮň, ĢŇ ĢŅŇŏ ŋŃŏģ , ġŖļŏķŏ Ňŏ˃ŏ ŌŏĞķŖļ ŌŏĞķŖļ ŅĴŏ ĭŖŇ  ĢŇ ŅŖŀ ŌŞ ŀŏ ņŏīŞŏ ŌŖŃ] Őĭ̋  īģ 

ŋŒɯŇ Őľŀķŏ ĩĭŃŏŇ ĢŖĳ ĴőŃŖŀ ĩķŏģ ŸŋŇŏ ŁŏīŞŏ]  

ŐĭŋŃ ĭŏɇ Ńň ŐŃŖŞŃŏŐŜ ńŏŖňŏńŏŖŃ ĭŏķŏŖŀŏŇ ŁŇ ĢŋŏŇ ŋŅŞ ̯̯  ĸŏɦŏ  ŋŃŏģ ĭŏĞŁŖļ ĭŏĞŁŖļ Ÿʿŉŀ Ģŋŏ] 
ĩļķŏ ĸŏɦŏŖļī ŸļŏŖľŇ Ńŏģĭ ĩ ĩļķŏ Ňŏ˃ŏ ĢŅŏŖľŇ ŐŀŖŞ Ģŋŏ]   

ȅĭ ńŏŖŃ ŃňŖň ĢĴ ĭļ̋ Ŗňŏ ŃĳŇ ġȹŀŏŇ ŋŏŖĽ ĢŇ ŸľĮŏ ŌŖŞ ĥŖĸ ŀŏ]   

ŋʏĭƨ Őĭ̋  ĩĭľŅ  ]  

 

ĮŒŃ ĭŅ įʢ, ŐńŐĹī ĭň but ŋŃķŏ ĩĮŀī pure.  

 ĩķŏģ  ŃɲŒ˰] ] 

 

 ĩĮŀī ǳŖļǝĭ teacher's day Ÿļ ĢŅŏŖľŇ Ÿłŏŀ ŋǝŏŇ ĩŇ ĭŏŖĳ ŸŁśĞĳŏŖŀŏ]] ņĮŀ ĩĭŋŏŖĽ ŋǝŏŇ ĩŇ ŋŏŖĽ ĭĽŏ ŌŞ, 

ŌŞŖļŏ ĢŅŏŖľŇ ŸĽŖĭ ŋǝŏŇ ŸŃŐŉ ĮŒŉő Ōŀ] ĭŏŇĻ... ȅĭ īģ ńŏŖŃģ ĢŅŇŏ ĩĮŀī ĩĭŋŏŖĽ ĢŐĳ ĩķŏ ŸńŖŃ]] ŋǝŏŇ 

ĩŇ ĭŏŖĳ ĩĭĴŖŀŇ ĭň ŸįŖň ŋŃŏŇ ŸĮŏĞĴ ŸŀīŞŏ , ĭļķŏ ŐŃ̜ŏŋ ĢŅŏŖľŇ ŋʏŖĭƨ ] ] Őĭ ńŏŖňŏ ňŏŖį ĴŏŐŀŋ ...."ŸŌ! 

ŋǝŏŇ ... ŋ̈ ŏģ ńŏŖňŏ ĢŐĳ" ŃňŖļ]  

 

ŋŅŞ ĩĭģ ŇĭŅ ĽŏŖĭ ŀŏ, ĲŖňī ŀŏ, Őĭ̋  ĢŅŇŏ ĢŅŏŖľŇ ŋŃ ȅĭ ŇŏĮŏŇ ŸĲɦŏ ķŒ̇ ĭŇŖļģ ŁŏŐŇ]  

 

ŸĴŏŇ ĭŖŇ Ńŏ ġŀǝ ĭŏŖŇŏ ĭĽŏ ŇŏĮŏŇ Ĵŀǝī ŀŏ]  

 

ĩĭľŅ ŐŀŖĴŇ ŅŖļŏ ĭŖŇ, ŋŒɯŇ ĭŖŇ,  ŋŖļŏ́ŒļƨńŏŖŃ] ŃɲŒ˰........ ŸŃĞŖĲ ĢŖĳ] 

 

ŀļŒŀ ĴŏŞįŏ , ġŖŀĭ ŀļŒŀ ŸĲŌŏŇŏ, ŃɲŒ ŌŞ ĢŃŏŇ, Őĭ̋  ŋŃŏģ Ÿļŏ ĢŇ "ĢŅŇŏ" ŃňŏŇ ŅŖļŏ ĽŏŖĭ ŀŏ, ŐĭĳŒĴŀ 

ŸĽŖĭ ņŏģ, "ĢŅŇŏ"  ŌŖŞ ņŏīŞŏŇ Ĵŀǝ] ŃɲŒ ŌŖŞ ņŏģ, ĮŒŃ ŋŒɯŇ ŋŒɯŇ ŅŒ̯ļƨ ĢŃŏŇ ĢŋŏņŏīŞŏ ĭŖŇ, ŋŏŖĽ ĮŏŇŏŁ 

ŋŅŞ ķŏī ĽŏŖĭ , .... Őĭ̋  ĢŅŇŏ ĩĭŋŏŖĽ ĢŐĳ ļŏģ ĩģ ĮŏŇŏŁ ķŏ ŅŖŀ ĽŏŖĭ ŀŏ] ]  ŃɲŒ˰ ...  
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ŐľŖŀŇ ŸŉŖŊ ŋŃŐĭĳŒ ŅŖŀ ŁŜŖňī Őĭ ľŏ̗ŀ ňŏŖį ĴŏŐŀŋ]  

              ĩĭķŏ ĴŏŞįŏ....... 

              ŐŀŖĴŖĭ ļŒŖň ĿŇŏŇ....... 

              Őĭ ŸŇ .. Őĭ ŌŖňŏ ... ĢŅŇŏ ĢŐĳ Ÿļŏ....  

              ŃňŐŃ ŀŏ.... Ńň Őĭ ŌŖŞŖĳ.... 

              ńŏŖňŏ ĭŖŇ ĽŏŐĭŋ...  

              ȅĭ ĭŖŇ ņŏŐŃ.... ŸŁśĞŖĳ ĴŏŀŏŐŃ..  

              Ĳň ĢĴ ŐńŐĹī ĭň ĭŇŖŃŏ... ļŒģ īŖľŇ       Ńň.. ĢŐŅ īŖľŇ ŃŐň..  

        ĩĭķŏ Ÿįķ ķŒŖįľŏŇ ŌŖň ŸĭŅŀ ŌŞ] 

 

      ĢŇ ĭŀłŏŖŇɵ ĭň.. ŋŃŏŇ įʢ ĢŖĿŏ ĢŖĿŏ..  

       ŸŉŊ ģ ŌŞ ŀŏ .. ]]  

 

  ŋŃŏŇ ĭŏŖĳ ŀļŒŀ ŀļŒŀ ŐĴŐŀŋ ŐŉĮŏ, ńŏŖňŏ ĽŏĭŏŇ ĭŏŇĻ , ńŏŖňŏ ŇŏĮŏŇ ĭŏŇĻ,  

 

ĩģġŃŐľ... 

family friend.. ĢŅŏŖľŇ ˟ŖŁŇ ŀŏŅ]] 

 

ŸĳŏŖķŏ ŃŖŜŏ ĮŒŀŋŒĞȃŇ ŁŇ īķŏ  "ŃɲŒŖ˰Ň ŋŏŐŅŞŏŀŏ" ŌŖŞ ņŏīŞŏ]]  

 

ŋŏŐŅŞŏŀŏ.......... 

 

Please ĩńŏŖŃ pure ńŏŖŃ ńŒňŖŃŏĵŏŇ ĴŏŞįŏ Ŗ̋ňŏ ŁŏŇ ĭŖŇ ńŏŖňŏńŏŖŃ ĽŏŐĭŋ . . ŋŏŇŏķŏ ĴőŃŀ......  

 

ĮŒŃ ŐŅŋ ĭŐŇ ŸŇ........ 
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Ņŏ 

ġȤŀ ľɇ (U.G. Semester II) 

 

«ĩģ ŌŏŇŏŅĴŏľő! Ńŏŋŀ Ŗ̋ňŏ Ÿĭ ŸĿŏŖŃ? ŸļŏŇ ŃŏŁ?¬, ŃŏĞŉ łŏķŏ ĢīŞŏŖĴ ŸĲĞĲŏŖļ ňŏįŖňŀ Ňőļŏ 
ŇŏŞĜ Ňőļŏ ŇŏŞ, ģŐŀ ŌŖňŀ Ÿŋŏŀŏňő ŇŏŖŞŇ ŋǂ ŅŏĜ ľŒŖĿŇ ľŏĞļ ŸłŏķŏŇ ĢŖįģ Ņŏ ® ŌŏŇŏ ŌŞ 
ŸŋŏŀŏňőĜ ŁɒőŌŏŇŏ ŋŒŐŅļ ŇŏŞ ŐŀŖĴŇ ĩĭŏĭő˰ ŸİŏĲŏŖļ ī ŐŀĴ ĭŀǝŏŇ ŅŏļŔ ġńŏŃ ŁœŇŖĻŇ Ĵŀǝ ŐŃŖŞ 
ĭŖŇŀ Ňőļŏ ŇŏŞŖĭĜ ŀļŒŀ Ņŏ ŸŁŖŞ ĥȯŏŖŋ ňŏŐłŖŞ ĥŖĸŐĳň ŏ˶ľŉő ŸŋŏŀŏňőĜ ńŏŖňŏŖŃŖŋ ĢĞĭŖŜ ŐŀŖļ 
ŸĲŖŞŐĳň ŀļŒŀ Ņŏ ® ŸĭĜ Őĭ̋  Ňőļŏ ŀŏŖŅŇ Ŝ̋ Ÿņ ŃŏŐňŖļ ĸŏŋŏĜ ŀļŒŀ Ńĥ ŸŁŖŞ , ŃĥĩŇ 
ŀŏĲŏŖŀŏ ĭŏĸ ŁŒļŒŖň ŁŐŇĻļ ŌŖŞŐĳň ŋŒŐŅļĜ Ŗ̋ŜŇ ŃŏŐň ŸľŖĮī ŀŏ ŸľĮŏŇ ńŏŀ Őĳň ļŏŇĜ 

ŸņĮŏŖŀ Ÿŋŏŀŏňő ńŏŖňŏŖŃŖŋ Ņŏ ς ĩŇ ŅŒŖĮ ĮŏŃŏŇ ļŒŖň ŐľŖļ ņŏŞ, ĴŐŜŖŞ ĿŇŖļ ĲŏŞ ŸŋĮŏŖŀ Ňőļŏ 
ŸŋŏŀŏňőŇ Ńģ ς Įŏļŏ ŐĳĞŖŜ ŸłŖň, ŁŒļŒň ŀʱ ĭŖŇ, įŏŐňįŏňŏĴ ĭŇŖļ ĽŏŖĭ ġĭĽǝ ńŏŊŏŞĜ 

ά̯ Ņ, ĿŒŖŞ ŐľŐȯμέΣ ĭ̗ŀ ŋŒŖŇ ĴŏŀŏŞ ŸŋŏŀŏňőĜ άĢͦ ŅŇĻ!  ŁŜŏŖňĮŏ ĭŇŖŃ, ņɏŋŃ! Őľŀ Őľŀ İŖŇ 
ŃŖŋ ŸĮŖŞ įļŇ ŃŏįŏŖŀŏĜ Ńŏŋŀ ĿŒŖŞ, İŇķŏī ŅŒĳŐŃĜ ļŏŇŁŇ ĭŏŁŜ ŸŅŖň ĢŋŐŃ ĳŏŖľĜ īŋŃ ŁŜŏ 
- ķŇŏ ŀŏ ĭŇŖňī ĲŖň ŸŅŖŞ ς ŸĳŖňŖľŇμέΣ ǳŐļŐľŖŀŇ ĩĭģ ĭĽŏ ġŀįƨň ŃňŖļ ĽŏŖĭ ŇőļŏĜ  

 

ĴŖɴŇ ŁŇ ŸĽŖĭ ̛ĿŒģ ĢĞĿŏŇ ŸľŖĮ ĩŋŖĳ ŸŋŏŀŏňőĜ Őĭ̋ įŌŀ ĭŏŖňŏ ŇŏŖļŇ ŁŖŇģ ŸľĮŏ ŸŅŖň 
ŸńŏŖŇŇ ŐĭŇĻĜ  

 

άŐĭ ŸŇ ĮŒŃ ŁŜŐĳŋ ŅŖŀ ŌŖȯĜ Ÿŀ Ĳŏ ķŏ ŸĮŖŞ Ÿŀ, ļŏŇŁŇ ĢŃŏŇ ŁŜŐŃμέ ĲŏŖŞŇ ĭŏŁķŏ ŸŋŏŀŏňőŇ 
ŁŏŖŉ ŸŇŖĮ ŐŃĳŏŀŏŇ ĩĭŁŏŖŉ ŃŋŖňŀ ŸŋŏŀŏňőŇ ŉơ̆ŐŜ, ŃőĻŏ ŸŋŀĜ άŌǝŏĞ Ņŏ, ŁŜŖļ Ÿļŏ ŌŖŃģĜ ĢŐŅ 
Ÿņ ̘ŁȤŇŖĭ ĭĽŏ ŐľŖŞŐĳ ĢŅŏŇ ̮ɻ ŁœŇĻ ĭŇŃģέ, ĩģ ŃŖň Ĳŏ ĩŇ ĭŏŁķŏ ŌŏŖļ ļŒŖň Őŀň 
ŸŋŏŀŏňőĜ ̘ŁȤŇ ŌŖňŏ ŸŋŏŀŏňőŇ ̮ŏŅőĜ ļŏŖľŇ 4 ŃĳŖŇŇ ŸǳŖŅŇ ŋʏĭƨ ġŃŖŉŖŊ ĢŃɛ ŌŖŞŖĳ ŐŃŃŏŌ 
ŃɲŖŀĜ  

«ŋŏŇŏŐľŀ ĩļ ŁŐŜŋ, Ÿŋ ńŏŖňŏ ĭĽŏĜ Őĭ̋ ĭĮŀī ĩģ Ņŏ ķŏŇ ŋŏŖĽī Ÿļŏ įʢ ˝ĴŃ ĭŇŏ ņŏŞ 
ŀŏŐĭ? ŸļŏŇī Ņŀķŏ ńŏŖňŏ ĽŏĭŖŃ, ĢŅŏŇī ńŏŖňŏ ňŏįŖŃ|"   

«Ģȯŏ Ņŏ, ĩģ ŃŏŐŜŇ Ńĥ ĢŐŅĜ İŖŇŇ ĭŏĴ ļŒŐŅ ĭŇŖļ ľŏī ŀŏĜ ĢŐŅ ŐŀŖĴī ŸņŖĲ ĭŇŖļ ņŏģ 
ŀŏĜ ņĮŀ ŸĽŖĭ ĩŖŋŐĳ Ńģ ĩ ŅŒĮ ˝ĞŖĴ ŃŖŋ ĽŏŐĭĜ ŋŃ ĭŏĴ ŸļŏŅŏŖĭģ ĭŇŖļ ŌŞĜ ļŒŐŅ ŐĭĳŒ ŅŖŀ 
ĭŖŇŏ ŀŏ Ÿļŏ Ņŏ?¬ 

«ĿŒŇ ŸŃŏĭŏ ŸŅŖŞĜ ĢĴ ŸļŏŇ ĴŏŞįŏŞ ĢŅŏŇ ĩĭķŏ ŸŅŖŞ ĽŏĭŖň ļŏŖĭ Őĭ ŁŜŏ Ńŏľ ŐľŖŞ İŖŇŇ 
ĭŏĴ ĭŇŖļ ŐľļŏŅ? ŃňļŏŅ ŁŜ, ŁŜ, ńŏŖňŏ ĭŖŇ ŁŜĜ ļŒģ Ÿļŏ ĢŅŏŇ ŸŅŖŞ ŸŇ|¬ 

«Ņŏ, ĴŏŖŀŏ?  ĢŅŏŇ ŋǂ Ņŏ ĢŅŏŞ ĮŒŃ ĭʱ Őľļ,ĭŏĴ ĭŇŏŖļŏ ...  
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«Ģ ,ͦ ļŒģ Ÿŋģ ŁŒŇŖŀŏ ŐľŖŀŇ ĭĽŏ ŐŀŖŞ ŁŖŜ ĢŐĳŋ? ĩĮŀ Ÿļŏ ĢŐŅ ŸļŏŇ Ņŏ, ŋŏŇŏĴőŃŖŀŇ Ĵŀǝ 
ŅŏĜ ĢŐŅī Őĭ Ÿŋģ ŇĭŅ?¬ 

«ŀŏ Ņŏ|¬ 

«ļŖŃ? ġļőļ ŅŖŀ ŸŇŖĮ ĭʱ Łŏŋ ŀŏĜ ŃļƨŅŏŀŖĭ ŋŒɯŇ ĭŖŇ ŸļŏňĜ ŸļŏŇ ŁŏŖŉ ̘ŁȤŇ ĢŖĳ, ĢŐŅ 
ĢŐĳ|¬  

 

ķŁ ĭŖŇ ĩĭ ŸłŏĞķŏ Ĵň ŸŋŏŀŏňőŇ ŸĲŏĮ ŸŃŖŞ ŁŜň ŃģĩŇ ŁŏļŏŞĜ  

 

«ŐĭŖŇ? ļŒģĭŏĞľŐĳŋŖĭŀ?¬ 

άŀŏ Ņŏ, ĩŅŐŀģμέ, ŃŖň Ÿŋŏŀŏňő ĴŐŜŖŞ ĿŇŖňŏ ŉơ̆ŐŜ Ņŏ-ŸĭĜ άŸŀ ĩĮŀ ĢŅŏŇ ĩĭķŒ ĢľŇ ŸĮŖŞ 
Ÿŀ, ļŏŇŁŇ ŁŜŖļ ŃŋĜ ĢŅŏŇī ĭŏĴ ĢŖĳμέ, ŸŋŏŀŏňőŇ ŅŏĽŏŞ Ÿ˅ŖŌŇ Ōŏļ ŸŃŏňŏŖļ ŸŃŏňŏŖļ 
ŃňŖňŀ ĩĭ ǳĭŔļ ŅŏĜ 
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THE FRIENDSHIP DAY  

Shreya Mukherjee (U. G. Semester II) 

 

It is well said that true friends are those who are with their other friends in every situation 

and are ready to die for them if they ever are in danger. But does this thing called ótrue 

friendshipô really exist? There are some strange experiences which make us aware of the 

depth of our friendship. These experiences are those that create friendship as well as break 

them. 

Let me tell of one such experience. One fine morning I invited five of my friends to my 

home. Since the friendship day was at hand, we decided to go out somewhere. After a lot of 

debate and discussion we decided not to go to a far off place but to a small hill which is about 

five kilometres away from our town. All of us agreed to take delicious food, some money and 

other essential commodities. We decided upon all of this without our parents being any the 

wiser.  

Finally came the day. We were quite excited and enthusiastic. We left home early in the 

morning and reached the bus stop. All of us boarded the bus. We enjoyed our bus journey. 

The bus left us about one kilometre away from the hill. There were no vehicles available 

there to drop us off to our destination. Without any further delay we began to walk towards 

our destination. After one and half hour we reached the foothills. The hill appeared to be dark 

green in colour with valleys in between. We almost reached close to the crest of the hill but 

since we were completely exhausted we decided not to go further. 

Now it was our turn to discover something new over there. The place was quite calm and 

peaceful. Only a handful of people could be seen loitering around. Huge trees like eucalyptus, 

neem, mango and many others, whose names I didnôt know, created dense forest on both 

sides of the path. Some people were gathering leaves and essential herbs from. I thought that 

they would probably sell them in the market or take them home. 

We shared our food among us. Our breakfast was appetizing and delectable. After taking 

some rest we listened to some music to perk us up. Suddenly one of us suggested we play the 

game óBlindfly', which we used to play as children. The game was one in which one had to 

fumble around in search of others while blindfolded. 

It was my turn to tie the cloth around my eyes. I could hear all my friends giggling, 

shouting and teasing me but I could not catch them. After about five minutes, their noise 

gradually fainted. Still I did not open my eyes thinking that all of them have become tired of 

shouting. As I moved on, my head struck against something hard. I opened my eyes to 

discover what it was. I was quite shocked to notice that I had wrongly entered into the deep 

forest and banged my head against a eucalyptus tree. 

Fortunately, l did not get severely injured but there was a slight scratch in my forehead. I 

could not believe my eyes. All my friends had vanished somewhere just within few minutes.  
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I called them out loudly by names, running about like a crazy person. Their mobile phones 

were unreachable too. I was perspiring heavily and burst into tears.  I felt so betrayed by my 

friends. 

The sun was about to go down. I heard from my elders that many wild animals including 

poisonous insects come out at night. Those who came there, one by one began to return 

home. I asked them curiously whether they have seen my friends or not but they replied in the 

negative and went on their way. 

By that time the sun had already set.  All the people went home .I pulled my hair in 

frustration. I cried out loud but only the ógiant' trees and the hill could hear me mourning. I 

was terrified by the strange howling of the wild animals and continuous chirrup of the 

nocturnal birds. One or two bats came close to me. I switched on the flashlight of my phone 

and sat down in the ground losing my last hope to be alive. I had very little expectation to see 

the sun of the next day. 

I was about to faint. I thought I dimly saw the faint light of lanterns and torches at a 

distance. But I could not keep my eyes open any more, exhaustion and fear had taken their 

toll on my body.  My eyes shut down of their own volition and I do not know what happened 

after that.  When I opened my eyes next, I found myself lying inside a tent. Some people 

were sitting around me. I looked around. It was already morning. The birds were singing 

melodiously and I could feel the cool breeze. 

The people came close to me and enquired about my name and address and what I was 

doing in the hill at night, in the dark. I narrated them the whole incident. They could not 

believe their ears that friends can be such duplicitous creatures. I had misplaced my mobile 

phone so I could not call my parents. Ultimately, one among the crowd of people surrounding 

me informed my parents. My parents might have been worried since the last night. They 

arrived there in no time. They gave me a slight scolding for not informing them about our 

plan. Then I went home, forever changed, because a lesson was learnt in the most brutal way. 
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ŋŃ ȅĭ ŌŖŞ ņŏŖŃ 
ŸŇŏŖĭŞŏ ĮŏļŒŀ (U. G. Semester IV) 

 

ĩĭŐľŀ ŋŃ ȅĭ ŌŖŞ ņŏŖŃ] 

ĢŃŏŇ ĢŅŇŏ ŅŏŖ̓Ň ĢŜŏň ķŁŖĭ ŐĮňŐĮŐňŖŞ ŸŌŖŋ ĥĸŖŃŏ ĩĭŋŖȧ, 

ĢŃŏŇ ĢŅŇŏ ŌŏŖļ Ōŏļ ŸŇŖĮ ĭĽŏ ŸľŖŃŏ ĩŖĭ ġŁŇŖĭ] 

 

ĩĭŐľŀ ŋŃ ȅĭ ŌŖŞ ņŏŖŃ, 

ĢŃŏŇ ĢŅŇŏ ĩĭŋŖȧ ŸŌĞŖķ ņŏŖŃŏ ŸĲŀŏ ŉŌŖŇŇ įŐň ĿŖŇ 

ŐŃŖĭň ŀŏŅŖňģ ĳŒŖķ ņŏŖŃŏ ŋŏŖŌŃ ŃŏĞŖĿŇ ŁŏŖŜ, 

ĭĲŒŐŇŁŏŀŏŅŞ ŃǝĽŏ Ŗ̋ňŏŖĭ ńŏį ĭŖŇ ŐŀŖļ] 

ŸĭŏŖŀŏ ĩĭ ġŖĲŀŏ ľŒŁŒŖŇ Ōĸŏǂ ŸľĮŏ ŌŖŞ ņŏŖŃ ŸǨŖŀŇ ĭŏŅŇŏŞ] 

 

ĩĭŐľŀ ŋŃ ȅĭ ŌŖŞ ņŏŖŃ 

ĢŃŏŇ ĢŅŇŏ ŋŖɫŏŊ ĭŏ̇Ŗĭ łŒĲĭŏŞ ĵŏň ŐľŖļ ŃŖň ļļȖŖĻ İŒŖŇ ĢŋŖŃŏ ŃŏģŁŏŖŋŇ Ňŏ˃ŏķŏ ĲȇŇ ŸĭŖķ, 

ĢŃŏŇ ĢŅŏŖľŇ Ģȿŏ ŃŋŖŃ ĭǝŏŐɣŖŀŇ ŸķŐŃň ĴŒŖŜ, 

ĢŃŏŇ ĢŅŇŏ İķŏ ĭŖŇ Łŏňŀ ĭŇŖŃŏ ťŨŸŉ ŹŃŉŏĮ, ǳĴŏļɩ, ŐŉȖĭ ŐľŃŋ] 

ĢŃŏŇ ŉőļ ĩŖňģ ŸŅňŏŇ ĺň ŀŏŅŖŃ ŐŉňŏŃļő, ĭğŋŏŃļőŇ ļőŖŇ] 

 

ĩĭŐľŀ ŋŃ ȅĭ ŌŖŞ ņŏŖŃ] 

Ŀ̛Œ ĩŃŏŇ ĮŏŐŀĭ ŋŏŅŖň ŐŀŖļ ŌŖŃ ŐŀŖĴŖľŇ, ŐĭĳŒ ĭĽŏ ŐľŖļ ŌŖŃ,  

ŐĭĳŒ ĭĽŏ ŇŏĮŖļ ŌŖŃ] 
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ģĞľŒŇ ŸľśŖŜŇ ŐŅŖĽǝ ǳŐļŖņŏŐįļŏŞ ŀŏ ĳŒŖķ ĩŃŏŇ ĮŏŐŀĭ ŉŏɫ ŌŖŞ ŃŋŖļ ŌŖŃ, 

ĢŖŇĭķŒ ĢįŖň ŇŏĮŖļ ŌŖŃ, 

ĢŖŇĭķŒ Ő̋ĳŖŞ ŐŀŖļ ŌŖŃ ŁŔŐĽŃőķŏŖĭ]  

ŸĲŀŏ ġŖĲŀŏ ŅŏŀŒŊ̋ŖňŏŖĭ ĩĭ ŋŒŖļŏŞ ŃŏĞĿŖļ ŌŖŃ]  

İŔĻŏŇ ĲŏŊ ŀŏ ĭŖŇ ŅŏŀŒŊŖĭ ńŏŖňŏŃŏŋŖļ ŌŖŃ] 

ŅŏŀŒŖŊŇ ŁŏŖŉ ŐįŖŞ ľŏĞŜŏŖļ ŌŖŃ] 

ļŏŌŖňģ ĩĭŐľŀ ŋŃ ȅĭ ŌŖŃ, ŋŃ ȅĭ ŌŖŞ ņŏŖŃ] 
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