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The Background or the foreground?

On the historic occasionof 75" ndependence of our country, when |
one of the primary thoughts that surfaces in my mind is freedom of expression. How can | 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 lazingout( not i n the sense of Bertrand Russel/l
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 T 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 PigmentsAll 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. Pigmentd s t hat pl atform which seeks to reach out
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 viruscan 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 PigmentsWe 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 Godoés grace, we | ook forward to continue pu

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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WORDS OF PRAISE

Shreya Mukherjee (U. G. Semester I1)

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.



The Eternal Lovers: Shreya Mandal (U.G. Semester 1V)
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nThe Girl, the Rain and the Raincoat so:

SHREYA MANDAL

BATCH: 2017-2020
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A Queer Mixture

Annapurna Singha (U. G. Semester 1V)

| 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, | 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 | 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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Macbeth

Annapurna Singha (U.G. Semester 1V)

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 | 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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Do It For Yourself

Annapurna Singha (U. G. Semester 1V)

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 youol lcauskieheslyougr e at

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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My Memory Lane

Annapurna Singha (U. G. Semester 1V)

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.

| 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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AA Sketcho: Nikita Das (P. G. Semester |1)
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Tears Of A Girl

Nikhat Saiyarah (U. G. Semester 1)

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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APuUri Beacho: Soumodeep Sengupta (P. G. Seme

PURI BEACH Shot by Soumodeep Sengupta
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Bondhu...

Jayashree Mahato (P. G. Semester 1V)
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THE FRIENDSHIP DAY

Shreya Mukherjee (U. G. Semester I1)

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 thingcalled6 t r u e
f r i e nrealdylexistp 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 , wh o s e n a meceeated deneeifockshod both k n o w,
sides of the path. Some people were gathering leaves and essential herbs from. | 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 6 B | i jnwdidh veyused 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. | 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 1 did not open my eyes thinking that all of them have become tired of
shouting. As | moved on, my head struck against something hard. | opened my eyes to
discover what it was. | was quite shocked to notice that | had wrongly entered into the deep
forest and banged my head against a eucalyptus tree.

Fortunately, | did not get severely injured but there was a slight scratch in my forehead. |
could not believe my eyes. All my friends had vanished somewhere just within few minutes.
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| called them out loudly by names, running about like a crazy person. Their mobile phones
were unreachable too. | was perspiring heavily and burst into tears. | felt so betrayed by my
friends.

The sun was about to go down. | 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. | 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 .1 pulled my hair in
frustration. |l cried out | oud but only
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. | switched on the flashlight of my phone
and sat down in the ground losing my last hope to be alive. | had very little expectation to see
the sun of the next day.

| was about to faint. | thought I dimly saw the faint light of lanterns and torches at a
distance. But | 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 | do not know what happened
after that. When | opened my eyes next, | found myself lying inside a tent. Some people
were sitting around me. | 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 | was
doing in the hill at night, in the dark. | narrated them the whole incident. They could not
believe their ears that friends can be such duplicitous creatures. | had misplaced my mobile
phone so | 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 | went home, forever changed, because a lesson was learnt in the most brutal way.
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