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Ranoj Pegu
Minister

Education. Tribal Affairs (Plamn)
& Information Technology

MESSAGE

I am delighted to know that the Higher Secondary students of Cotton
University are bringing out their annual magazine, ‘Devodaru’. I extend my warm
greetings and best wishes to all the students, teachers and everyone associated with
this publication.

An educational institution is not merely a place for academic learning; it is
also a nurturing ground where young minds develop creativity, critical thinking,
values and a sense of responsibility towards society. A magazine of the institution
provides a meaningful platform for young learners to express their ideas, literary
talents, artistic abilities and reflections on the world around them. The National
Education Policy(NEP)-2020 places strong emphasis on holistic education,
creativity, critical thinking, experiential learning and the development of the diverse
talents of learners. Publications such as ‘Devodaru’ provide students with
opportunities to explore their potential, cultivate a spirit of inquiry and enrich their
intellectual and cultural outlook.

I extend my sincere appreciation to the editorial team, the students, teachers
and the authorities of Cotton University for their efforts in bringing out this
magazine. | wish every success of ‘Devodaru’ and hope that it continues to inspire
young minds and celebrate their creativity and aspirations.

Corifon

(Dr. Ranoj Pegu)



MESSAGE

Itis a matter of immense pride and satisfaction to witness the publication of the 10t edition of
Devodaru. The Annual Magazine of the Higher Secondary Section of Cotton University. Reaching
this significant milestone is a testament to the dedication,creativity, and collective efforts of the
students, faculty members, and successive editorial teams who have nurtured and enriched this
publication over the years.

Devodaru continues to serve as a vibrant reflection of the talent, imagination, and intellectual
curiosity of our students. It provides them with a meaningful platform to express their ideas,
showecase their literary and artistic abilities, and engage thoughtfully with the world around them.
Such initiatives play an invaluable role in fostering confidence, creativity, and a spirit of inquiry
among young minds.

[ extend my heartfelt congratulations to the Editorial Team for successfully bringing out this
landmark edition and convey my best wishes to all the contributors. May Devodaru continue to
inspire generations of students, encourage innovation and excellence, and uphold the rich legacy
and values of Cotton University.

Glomeima Tl - Lelea

(Ramesh Chandra Deka)
Vice Chancellor,
Cotton University
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MESSAGE

It is a matter of profound satisfaction to know that the 10t Edition of Devodaru. the
annual magazine of the Higher Secondary Section of the Cotton University, is set to be
published. The completion of a decade long journey of this esteemed publication marks
a noteworthy milestone and bears testimony to the sustained commitment of the
institution towards fostering intellectual vitality, literary excellence, and creative
expression among its students.

Far beyond the confines of a conventional student publication, Devodaru represents a
confluence of creativity, and reflective thought, providing a platform through which
emerging voices contribute to the larger discourse of knowledge and culture.

[ wholeheartedly congratulate the Editorial Board, student contributors, faculty
members, and all those associated with this endeavour for their dedication and
collective commitment in bringing this landmark edition to fruition. The 10t Edition of
Devodaru will assuredly reinforce the tradition of intellectual engagement and creative
expression that has long been integral to the academic culture of Cotton University. I
convey my warmest greetings and best wishes for the successful publication of this
commemorative edition and for the continued growth and eminence of Devodaru in the
years ahead. Profound Appreciation in Anticipation.

Dr. Bedanta Bora
Academic Registrar

Cotton University



MESSAGE

| am pleased to extend my sincere appreciation to the Editorial Board and the Higher
Secondary students of Cotton University for their dedicated efforts in bringing out the Annual

Magazine 2026.

The magazine reflects the creativity, literary talent, ideas, and enthusiasm of our students. |
commend the entire team for their commitment and hard work in creating a meaningful

platform for expression and showcasing the vibrant spirit of the University.

| would also like to express my heartfelt gratitude to the faculty members and the Student
Advisor for their valuable guidance, encouragement, and continuous support throughout the
process of bringing this publication to fruition.

My best wishes to the entire team and all contributors for their continued success and
excellence.

Prof. Eeshan Kalita

Dean Students' Welfare,
Cotton University
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EDITORIAL GUIDELINES / SN TR SN CH*IAT

1. The Editorial Board has made every effort to ensure that no contributor’s feelings, creative
expression, or artistic vision are hurt or compromised in the editing process. Any changes made
were solely in accordance with the requirements of the magazine. No artwork has been altered,
replaced, or fundamentally changed from its original form.
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2. The original ideas, intentions, perspectives, and writing styles of the authors have been
carefully preserved. The editorial process has not been intended to interfere with or redefine an
authot’s creative voice. Every effort has been made to retain the essence and individuality of
each contribution.
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3. Editorial modifications have been limited primarily to grammatical corrections, language
refinement, formatting, and adjustments to the length of a work where required by the
magazine’s guidelines and available space. Such changes have been made only to ensure clarity,
consistency, readability, and coherence.
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4. Artwork and other visual contributions have been treated with the same respect accorded to
written submissions. No artwork has been fundamentally altered or replaced. Any necessary
adjustments have been made only to meet technical, formatting, or publication requirements
while retaining the original artistic essence.
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5. The purpose of editing is not to impose a new voice upon a contributor’s work, but to present
itin a clear, coherent, and consistent form suitable for publication. Every editorial decision has
been made with the intention of maintaining a balance between publication requirements and
the originality of the contributor’s work.

NN ORI BB OIRP NS NTOAGAHINF DI CNA I AFINZT;
IR AFPROATIN BRI,

&ﬂ\Wﬂ@mﬂ%ﬂ—@‘wW@ﬂW@W | SO~ WBfT
20 i 53 O [ 43) R T NG ROV 83 S ) Y s 2601 s O S B (S TRGRA B o R BUG SRS ES R SIS
(VAR TPANR(R

6.The Editorial Board sincerely appreciates the creativity, effort, and thought invested by every
contributor. We acknowledge that each work represents a personal expression of its creator, and
therefore, every submission has been handled with care, respect, and consideration. Any changes
made during the editorial process have been undertaken solely in the interest of clarity,
consistency, presentation, and the overall requirements of the magazine.
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Zubeen Garg: The voice that became Home
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(Nafsheen Khandakernr)

The consciousness of Assam: Zubeen Garg beyond music
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ZUBEEN GARG : “THE VOICE THAT
BECAME HOME”

"1 NS (NI ITFATT NZTI” — Zubeen Garg
Some people spend their lives creating music.
Some spend their lives being remembered.

And then, there are a rare few who become so deeply intertwined with the soul of a place
that their voice becomes indistinguishable from the land itself.

Zubeen Garg was one of them.

To speak of Zubeen Garg is to speak of something far greater than a singer. It is to speak
of a voice that travelled through generations, crossed languages, carried the fragrance of a
homeland, and found its way into the most intimate corners of countless lives. His music
did not merely exist in the world; it lived in it—in the rain that fell against our windows, in
the long roads that led us home, in the festivals that brought families together, and in the
quiet hours when the heart had more to say than words could hold.

He was not simply the voice of Assam.

He was one of the ways Assam spoke.

There are voices we hear once and forget.

There are voices we hear for years and still recognise.

And then there are voices that become so familiar that we stop noticing when they first
became a part of us. Zubeen da's was such a voice. For many, his songs are not metrely
songs anymore. They are fragments of childhood. They are old journeys, familiar faces,
forgotten afternoons, first loves, unspoken heartbreaks, and memories that had been
sleeping quietly until a melody awakened them.

Perhaps this is the greatest gift an artist can leave behind—not fame, but memory.

Zubeen Garg gave us an extraordinary amount of it. His voice carried an honesty that could
never be manufactured. There was something beautifully human in it—something raw,
restless, vulnerable, and alive. He could make joy feel fuller and sorrow feel less lonely. He
could take emotions that existed only as vague feelings within us and give them a melody, a
language, a place to belong.

And perhaps that is why his music never felt like it belonged only to him.



It belonged to everyone who found themselves in it.

To those who loved.

To those who lost.

To those who stayed.

To those who left.

To those who were searching for home.

And to those who had never realised how much they missed it until his voice reminded
them.

Zubeen da's music was deeply rooted in Assam, but it was never confined by it. He carried
his homeland wherever he went. In every language he sang, there remained something
unmistakably his—something that seemed to carry the rhythm of the Brahmaputra and the
quiet strength of the hills.

He showed the world that one could travel far without abandoning one's roots.

That one could become known beyond one's homeland and still belong completely to it.
That language could be a bridge rather than a boundary.

But perhaps his greatest legacy lies in something even more profound.

He made people feel that their own stories were worth singing.

He made the ordinary beautiful.

A love that could not be confessed.

A goodbye that could not be forgotten.

A home that existed only in memory.

A childhood that had quietly slipped away.

A land that one could leave but never truly leave behind.

He gave all of these things a voice. And that is why his absence is so difficult to
comprehend.

Because how do we separate a person from the memories they have given us?

How do we listen to a song without remembering the person who made it part of our lives?
How do we speak of someone in the past tense when their voice continues to exist in the
present?

Perhaps we don't.

Perhaps the people we love through art never truly become past tense.

They remain suspended in their songs.

Waiting.

A melody begins, and suddenly, they are there again.

Not as a photograph.

Not as a name carved into history.

But as a voice.

Alive.

And maybe this is the strange, beautiful immortality of Zubeen Garg,.

He will continue to exist in the moments we do not know are important until they become
memories.

He will exist in the Assamese songs sung by children who were not even born when those
songs first reached the world.

He will exist in homes where his music plays during celebrations.



He will exist in the hearts of those who leave Assam and carry his songs with them, because
sometimes the distance between a person and their homeland can be measured in miles, but
the distance between a person and home is measured in music.

And somewhere, always, there will be the Brahmaputra.
Moving.

Endlessly moving.

Carrying stories from one generation to another.

Perhaps that is where Zubeen's voice belongs now—not in a single moment, not in a single
song, but in the continuous story of Assam itself.

For rivers do not remember in the way people do.

They remember by carrying.

And perhaps Assam will carry him too.

Through its rain-soaked evenings.

Through its festivals. Through its languages.

Through the voices of those who come after him.

Through every melody that reminds someone, somewhere, of home.

One day, the generations that come after us will hear his songs without having known the
wortld in which he lived. They will know him only through the voice that remains. And
perhaps they will wonder what kind of person could create music that survived so many
years, so many changes, so many lives.

The answer will be simple.

He was someone who understood that music is not merely something we listen to.
It is something we inherit.

Something we carry.

And Zubeen Garg left behind an entire sky of songs.

So perhaps the truest way to remember him is not with silence, but with music.
Let his songs continue to wander through the valleys.

Let them rise with the morning mist.



Let them travel along the Brahmaputra.

Let them find their way into the homes of people who have never heard his story but will
know his voice.

Let them belong to the children yet unborn, to the generations yet to come.
Because some artists leave behind a discography.

Some leave behind a legacy.

But a very rare few leave behind a piece of themselves in the soul of a people.
Zubeen Garg did not simply sing for Assam.

He sang Assam into existence for the world.

And perhaps, in the end, that is why he can never truly be gone.

Because as long as the Brahmaputra flows,

as long as the hills remember the rain,

as long as Assamese hearts continue to beat with music,

there will always be a voice somewhere in the distance—

familiar,

unfading,

eternal—

The voice that taught an entire land how to sing itself home.

Nafsheen
Khandaker

Sub Editor ( Eng Sec.)

HS Second Year



THE CONSCIOUSNESS OF ASSAM:
ZUBEEN GARG BEYOND MUSIC

There ate names that belong to history and there are names that become history itself.
Zubeen Garg belongs to the latter. To call him merely a singer, composer, lyricist,
tilmmaker, or actor is to reduce an ocean to a single drop of water. Some call him a
romantic singer, yet romance was only one chapter of his artistic universe. Others celebrate
him as a musical innovator, yet innovation alone cannot explain his enduring influence.
Some remember him as a playback singer who conquered Bollywood, while others see him
as the modern face of Assamese music. Each description is true, yet each remains
incomplete. Zubeen was fundamentally a creator of consciousness.

The Assam of the late twentieth century was not merely passing through political unrest or
economic uncertainty; it was enduring a crisis of consciousness. The Assamese language,
although alive, carried within it an invisible anxiety. The younger generation increasingly
looked outward for cultural inspiration while slowly drifting away from the emotional
landscape of its own civilization. Popular culture from elsewhere dominated the
imagination of the youth, and many feared that Assamese language would survive only as a
language of memory rather than as a language of aspiration. It was during this psychological
darkness that Zubeen Garg emerged. It was the appearance of a new cultural confidence.
He did not modernize Assamese music by abandoning its roots. He modernized it by
proving that roots themselves could become the source of innovation.

The visible Zubeen Garg stood before microphones. The invisible Zubeen Garg lived
among books, ideas, contradictions and relentless intellectual curiosity. There was also a
rebel within him, a dimension too often reduced to controversy instead of being
understood philosophically. Throughout his career he resisted artistic confinement,
challenged expectations, crossed genres and refused to remain imprisoned within a single
identity. Rebellion, for him, appears to have been a creative ethic. He is a political socialist.
This spirit also explains his often-discussed admiration for revolutionary symbolism,
including Bishnu Prasad Rabha and Che Guevara. While his artistic life cannot be equated
with political revolution, his attraction to figures who represented resistance against
conformity reflects an important aspect of his personality. Zubeen Garg repeatedly chose
to invest his deepest creative energies in Assam. This is frequently misunderstood as a
rejection of Bollywood. He did not reject national recognition; he refused to let national
recognition replace regional responsibility.

The more one attempts to understand him, the more one realizes that he cannot be
approached merely. He must be read like a philosopher, interpreted like a poet, and
remembered like a civilization. His songs are not mere recordings preserved in archives;
they are part of Assam's moral and emotional vocabulary. They accompany births, festivals,



journeys, heartbreaks, departures and homecomings. They have entered the rhythm of
ordinary life, and in doing so, they have escaped the limits of mortality. His consistent
affection for animals, trees, rivers, and the natural world, as well as his willingness to speak
out on environmental issues reveal a biocentric philosophy.

The hidden Zubeen Garg was also a man of contradictions, and perhaps that is precisely
what made him authentic. He could be intensely emotional and fiercely rebellious, deeply
philosophical yet instinctively spontaneous, nationally celebrated yet profoundly rooted in
regional identity. In a conversation with Dr. Rita Chowdhury, reflections on his fascination
with Friedrich Nietzsche and the philosophical idea of "nothingness" brought to light a side
of Zubeen that had largely remained outside public discourse. Nietzsche himself observed
that one must carry chaos within to give birth to a dancing star. Zubeen carried such
creative chaos. It enabled him to cross genres, challenge conventions and refuse artistic
predictability. One detail of Zubeen Garg's life often invites philosophical reflection: he left
behind no biological children. Yet, when viewed through the lens of Friedrich Nietzsche,
this absence acquires a different meaning. For him, the highest form of creation was not
merely biological reproduction but the creation of values, art, ideas, and a legacy capable of
outliving the creator.

For countless Assamese people, 19 September has come to signify far more than the
passing of an individual. Mourning is not the highest tribute he deserves. Continuation is.
The true celebration of Zubeen Garg lies not in commemorative speeches or annual
observances but to read Assamese literature with renewed curiosity, to create fearlessly in
the mother tongue, to nurture young artists, to protect the cultural and natural landscapes
that inspired his imagination and, above all, to refuse the belief that regional identity must
be sacrificed for national recognition, while celebrating our regional pride in a global
language so that the world may know who we are.

Ananya Choudhury
Sub Editor ( EngSection )

HS Second Year
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MY CHILDHOOD

I still remember those old afternoons,
When life was simple and time moved slow.
We laughed until the sun went down,

Never thinking we'd have to let it go.

The streets were filled with familiar voices,
Every corner had a story to tell.
We thought those days would last forever,

But forever ended far too well.

Now I walk those same old places,
Yet everything feels strange somehow.
The roads are still exactly the same,

Only we're not the children now.

Sometimes I miss the little moments—
The ones I never thought I'd lose.
The careless smiles, the endless evenings,

The dreams we didn't have to choose.

If I could go back for just one day,
I wouldn't ask for wealth or fame.
I'd simply live those moments again,

Hear my friends call out my name.

Maybe childhood never really leaves;
It hides inside the heart instead.
It comes alive in quiet memories,

And in the tears we never shed.

Shafin Kazi
HS Second Year



The Silence That I Fear

A silence that screams, Muskan Basfor
A silence that dreams. HS First Year
It dreams to be free;

It screams to be heard.

It fills my heart with fear,
It makes my vision smeatr.
I feel like it's here...

I can see it coming near.

I want to run somewhere
Wherte it's not there,
But it finds me everywhere;

And now I think it's a snare.

I want to scream, but my voice is outworn.
I want to be free, but my wings are torn.
I want to cry, but my eyes are dry.

I want to fly, but there's no sky.

I want to be heard, and I want to hear
A silence that never fears,

A silence that never causes tears.

But all I am left with is

A silence that screams

A silence that dreams.



SEARCHING FOR THE CHILD I ONCE WAS

In the silence of my life,
Thoughts pull at me every day.

A restless mind leaves little room for peace;

No calm finds its way through the day.
My weary eyes search for that restless child,

Lost somewhere in this hurried world.

Oh! Look... that's me.
I've been searching for myself

While chasing the world.

Wild thoughts keep me wide awake at night.
Oh, God... why can't I go back

And live my younger days once more?

Marbles and kites
Have slowly given way to glowing screens.

In this generation of technology,

I miss dancing in the rain,
Laughing as the droplets

Trickled down our faces.

No notifications.

No distractions.

What was the need for motivation,
When there was no depression?

We didn't need phones to stay connected;




Our hearts already knew the way.

Once, we kept asking,

"When will we finally grow up?"

The six-year-old girl
Who hid behind her parents
On her very first day of school

Is now writing this with blurry eyes,

Wondering...
When did it all pass by so quickly?

Do you remember?
Scribbling on the last page of a notebook?
Passing folded notes to friends,

Waiting eagerly for the final school bell,

Believing every vacation would last forever...
Back then, life felt boundless.

We were children

Who found joy in the smallest of things,
Where laughter needed no reason,

And dreams were always bigger than fears.

Gone are those golden days.
Responsibilities have grown so tall

That they cast shadows over the dreams.

We carry silent burdens,

Learning to smile



Beneath the weight of growing up.

I spend hours staring at old photographs,
Those little faces filled with light,

Those endless laughs,

And dreams untouched by fear.
They are not merely photographs;

They are keys to rooms I can't re-enter.

I wish I were a child again...
Not to change anything,
But to lose myself once more,

In the warmth of those fading days.

Jayashree Sankar

HS First Year



FEAR

Fear
Of losing myself . NS -:f:\{“\, ,
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Of being alone, g ]
Like a tree in a dels/"éfrt'.f‘ ‘/l "

Tandrali Das
HS Second Year



Scarecrow in a Suit of Armor

I got a hundred voices and I don't trust one.
They all clap when I am bleeding.

They say, "Gitl, that's well done."

I smile for the cameras

like I swallowed the sun,

but nobody asked

if the light burns.

I told my secrets

and they called it a choir.
But nobody heard me
when I asked for a lighter.

I'm a scarecrow in a suit of armor,
standing guard for a field

that's gone to rot.

And the crows don't fear me—
they just call me father,

'cause I'm the only thing around

that knows how much it hurts to not.

I wrote down my heartbreak
and they turned it into gold.
Now strangers quote my words

like they keep out the cold.

I got a mouth full of thunder

with nothing to shout about.

I'm a scarecrow in a suit of armor,



rusting loudly

where nobody looks up.
And if I fall down,
they'll just call it art

and leave me there,

because broken fits the brush.

Do you wanna know the joke?
The joke is

I did it to myself.

I built the stage.
I sold the tickets.

I wrote the lies that sell.
I told them I was bulletproof
so they stopped asking

if I was hurt.

Now I'm dying in costume,

and they're all applauding the work.

So don't light a candle.
Don't sing my name.
Just leave the field empty

when you leave the game.

I don't want your pity.

I don't want your prayers.

I just want one damn person
to notice

I'm here.

Himangshi Nath
HS First Year



Lost with aim

Lost, somewhere no one could ever reach,
Yet taken by the winds far apart.
I wonder how I got lost.
Roads that looked alike took me beyond reach.
Maybe I was too desperate to think,
Or was I too warm to leave?
Paths that are unknown to me,
Will they know what sacrifices I made to leave?
Maybe I'm lost somewhete one could never urge to go,
But this is not the end.
An ocean full of waves won't wait for me,
Nor shall they encourage me.
But will I get lost again?
Within the walls of dreams, I have an ache.

Maybe I am just fazed.

Sanandita Das

HS First Year



In the Lap of Peace

Find me in the depths of words,
Where healing phrases flow like gentle birds.
In the lap of peace, where love stays,

And wildflowers bloom, craving light rays.

In autumn's view, when leaves turn golden bright,

And ocean waves rush towards the shore with delight.
Find me in the solace of being alone,

Where the screams of silence are finally known.

In the rustle of dried leaves, where secrets unfold,
And the whispers of the wind reveal tales of old.
Find me where thoughts end, and the heart beats fast,

Chasing stars and dreams that will forever last.

‘During spring's bloom, when petals drift,
In the nights of the full moon, beneath the radiant glow,
When the sky turns blank, and clouds overlap,

And the sun smiles, waving a soft goodbye.’

‘Let me melt at the sights of magic and might,

Where the sea meets the sky, and hope takes flight.”

Sneha Saha

HS First Year



THE PHOENIX WITHIN

The one who talks to me

is in the deep sea.

Still, thousands of secrets lie buried beneath it.
Why can't I find myself?

The only pearl in this sea

is my inner soul,

talking to my future self.

Sometimes, lost in the clouds,

the fingers that untangle dreamy threads

and resolve the doubts of reality

now feel as though everything is still too loud,
and dance with schizophrenia beneath

a broken sky, thoughts wrapped in a

tattered cloud.

Unveiling a case in red ink:
hope that crosses the darkest bridge,
now broken in the middle of it.

Afraid of the shadow of darkness,

the sun and stars have started fading away.

It is the voice that echoes in the heart
that asks you to dive into that deep sea
and find yourself, to be free.

But now, listening to the case

makes the brightest day the darkest.




What's going on?

Youth cries, the soul dies.

Talking about the future still feels like a lie.

But that's not where it ends...
The end screams the beginning,

and the beginning pushes toward victory.

No hope is hopeless.
All minds are fearless.
And where voices gather,

even whispers feel as loud as Krakatoa.

Through storm and flame,
we outlive the weather .
The restless body

and the boundless mind

bring the endless to its end.

And it's that flame that starts the fire,
burning till the end of every lie,
turning scars into strength

and loss into gain.

Rafa Zarin
HS First Year



THE WEIGHT OF SILENCE

Silence is no vacant air ;

It breathes a pulse beyond compare.

It lingers where old voices fade,

Like moonlight draped in solemn shade.
It settles on the weary soul,

Yet bears a burden none can hold.

A thousand thoughts remain confined,

Like captive echoes in the mind.

I've watched it bend the strongest will,
Without a cry, without a shrill.

For life's most unforgiving wars

Are fou;ght behind unspoken doors. y A
So hete I walk with quiet grace,

A storm concealed behind my face.;
Not for the lack of words to say- |
Grief has stolen'kth?m away.
For some afflictions, vast an'd‘d' b . A
Are wounds no language dares to keep. - ';,
And in that hush, my heart has learned:

The loudest flames are those that burn unheard.

Aasin Rahman

HS First Year



Pieces of the past

I sometimes long to change,
To be a better person.
Hopefully to never look back

At my old version,

But what am I without her?
Without her anger issues?
Her unreasonable cries,

The attachment issues.

I hate her with my whole heart,

She was toxic. I agree
But at times I think: without her,

There would be no better me.

How would I know?
Know what's the best?
If had no clue of the bad,

If I hadn't witnessed?

At times, I also pity her.

For the things that made her so
For the things she's been through.
Things that forced her to grow!

Through these mixed feelings,

We have somewhat learned a lesson at last!

Let go of the bad things and,

Keep the better pieces of the past! Baishali Baishya
HS First Year



LIFE
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No one can live the life of other.



Nor can anyone know the future
Let life move forward as it must
Just start on with a smile on the face

And live your precious life better.

Pratiksha Bhagabati

HS Second Year



Mother: Both Armor and Arms

Her hands are stone that lift the world at dawn,
Yet gentle as rain when fever claims her own.
She carries thunder hidden in her chest,

While humming lullabies to calm the rest.

Her spine is iron, forged by sleepless nights;

Her touch ,the softest place where fear takes flight.

Rajeshreee Banik

HS First Year



Daybreak

Yonder goes the morning breeze,
Carrying tender winter rays.
O'er the hills and beyond the mills,

Touching the sweet scent of the stor'd hay.

O'er the golden maize of the fields, it blows,
Waking up the sleepy leaves,
Crowned with dew, like opals on a queen's head,

Then into the den where the weaver quietly weaves.

She greets the morning light with a wrinkled smile,
As if a mother waiting for her child.
Then back she goes to her work,

With a satisfaction mild.

Through the town it blows, As smooth as a river flows,
Carrying the sweet country scent.
The darkest lane it cloaks with lace,

And melts the frozen ice.

Yonder goes the morning breeze,
O'er the arid earthen fields.
Something pleasant lingers still,

In words both gentle and shrill!

Mahreen Rahman

HS First Year



HOME

There's a wish unsaid so far,

The wish kept in letters of heart

Letters wished to sleep in your arms,

Be buried in flowers of farms.

Embedded on unsaid words
Skin rot in traces of your grace.
Life in chapTers scribed in lan

ow how to read, Ly/ %

Read throu%h each one foga

Only you kr:

say is yo

To fall aslecp listening to your

And wake up before

Just to make sure you're still

There with me, there wit

and then go back to sleép.
back in your arms.

back home.

Far away from this silence.

Koustav Banerjee

HS First Year



Romanticising Melancholy

I draped her in velvet, called her art,
Lit candles for the ache inside my heart.
I named my sorrows, gave them rings,

And taught my wounds how poets sing.

I'loved the way the dusk looked sad,
How empty rooms became my quiet church.
I built an altar to "what could be,"

And knelt there till T couldn't see

The sun still rises, blunt and gold,
Without a metaphor to hold.
For melancholy, when made a queen,

Turns every doorway into a scene.

Puja Sharma

HS First Year



The Crimson Miasma

Clad in flickering splendor and flaring woe,
you unveiled unrelenting tribulations—
tribulations that drifted to carve their mark,

only to dwindle into shallow echoes in search of relief.

You stood, engulfing and staining,
and I still clutch those hands with an anxious gasp,

adrift in fading hues of miracles.

Each day, I behold a fragile mosaic;

each night, I surrender to sighs.

The moonglade cast trembling light
upon the dusk-lit florals,

its silence more haunting than enthralling.

A callous turmoil. A whining frailty.

Futile redress drenched the mist-veiled, stoic gaze.

Unkempt blooms mirrored

the inevitable whims of gathering gloom.

And as I remain rigid, dismantled
within my grim amusement,

must you have anointed me an imbecile?



Catering only to a serenity of pessimism—
begrudgingly sane,

yet tainted by woe and qualms.

Here I remain, chained within this abode,
trodden beneath an unyielding stain,

utterly smeared in indigo.

Whilst the brimming phantom chirps of a vision,

it dissipates without a trace.

Esta Boro

HS First Year



The Tears of Aai

I can hear her crying tonight,

a low, heavy sigh passing through the wild bamboo groves.
The scent of Kopou orchids hangs thick in the damp air,

as the Brahmaputra carries her sorrow down the valley,

its waters gloomy with-the weight of her grief.

Our green fields are turning dust-dry,

and the old songs are losing their voice.

How did we forget who we are?

This is the land that never bowed.

Six hundred years the Ahoms held the line,

carving their story into the very clay of this earth.

You can still see it— in the grand curve of the Rang Ghar,
and the silent, deep mysteries hidden inside the Talatal Ghar.
They built things to last,

not just out of stone, but out of sheer will.

And she remembers him. She always remembers Lachit.

The man who looked his own blood in the eye and chose the soil.

The man who made.the mighty Mughals turn back,

their pride shattered against our river.

So why is she weeping now?

Because we became quiet. Because we grew indifferent.

But the roots are still deep-beneath the concrete.

That same Borphukan blood hasn't gone cold; it’s just sleeping.
Wake up. Look at the ruins-of our kings.

Listen to.theache in the Bihu dhol.

It’s time to dry her tears,

and give Mother Assam her smile back

Sukriti Kakoty
HS First Year



Unreal Houtrs

The world is stitched with silence
And my heart keeps pacing

A room too small for longing...
Walls lean in, their shadows whisper,
And I wonder why the night feels
Heavier than the day...

Far away, my mother sleeps,

Her breath a lullaby I cannot reach...
Here, time bends,

Dreams blur with waking,

And nothing holds steady;

Not even me....

Unreal, unreal!

Yet I am here, a quiet pulse

Waiting for morning....

Hemangini Pathak

HS Second Year



THE MOON I LOVED

The moon still rises

like nothing ever changed

same pale glow, same quiet patience,

as if it never learned how people drift apart.
You used to be like that

soft light in my loud days,

the calm in every storm I couldn’t name.

I thought you understood

the tides inside me,

how some nights I was full,

and some nights I disappeared.

But maybe I was wrong.

Now I look up alone,

and the moon feels different

not distant, just... unreachable.
Like you.

Still there, still shining,

but no longer mine to talk to.

I wonder if you ever notice it too,
how it hangs between us

like all the words we never said.
How it watches quietly

as | try to make peace

with being misunderstood.

They say the moon controls the ocean,
pulls waves without asking.

Maybe that’s what you were

a force I couldn’t explain,
something that moved me

even when you didn’t stay.



And still even after everything

I can’t hate the moon.

Because some nights, when it’s soft and full again, I
almost feel like

you’re listening

Kunal Medhi
HS First Year
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SCIENCE N LITERARATURE

Exploring the Common Ground Between Facts and Stories

A.te you a science enthusiast or a

literature lover? What if choosing between
the two meant missing half the story? We have
long viewed science and literature as two
opposite worlds — one driven by logic and
the other by imagination. Yet, what many of
us often overlook is that they do not compete;
they coexist and complement each other.

Together, they help us see the world more completely — science explaining how it works, and
literature reminding us why it matters. The same stars that inspire astronomers to study the
cosmos have inspired poets to write verses for centuries.

But if science and literature complement each other, where exactly do they meet?

Beyond the Divide:

If we were to represent science and literature as two intersecting sets, their overlap would be
defined by curiosity, fueled by imagination, and guided by ethics and humanity.

Curiosity is the driving force behind both a scientist's experiment and a writet's story.
Imagination allows scientists to propose bold theories while enabling writers to create worlds
that challenge our thinking. Humanity and ethics ensure that knowledge is used wisely,
reminding us that progress should benefit people rather than merely advance technology.

These shared qualities remind us that while science seeks to understand the universe, literature
seeks to understand our place within it. Their intersection reminds us that true progress is
measured not only by what we discover, but also by how we choose to use that knowledge.

Dreams Before Discoveries:

Some of history's most extraordinary scientific ideas first appeared in the pages of literature,
where writers dared to imagine the impossible.

In The Time Machine, H.G. Wells transformed time from something merely measured into
something that could be explored. Although the novel is fictional, it inspired generations of
readers to think differently about time, demonstrating how literature can expand scientific
imagination.

On the other hand, Frankenstein by Mary Shelley explored the ethical consequences of creating
life through science. More than two centuries later, as humanity grapples with artificial
intelligence and genetic engineering, her questions remain remarkably relevant.



In this way, literature becomes both the spark that ignites scientific curiosity and the conscience
that guides scientific progress.

Discoveries into Stories:

The relationship between science and literature is reciprocal. Just as literature has inspired
scientific curiosity, scientific discoveries have continually provided literature with new ideas,
challenges, and possibilities.

For instance, climate science has inspired numerous novels that imagine futures shaped by rising
sea levels, extreme weather, and environmental collapse. Through such stories, literature
encourages readers to reflect on the consequences of today's actions and the responsibility we
hold towards our planet. From the changing climate to intelligent machines, every scientific
breakthrough opens new possibilities for storytelling while inviting us to reflect on its impact on
society. Likewise, advances in robotics and artificial intelligence have inspired writers to question
the relationship between humans and machines. Such stories encourage us to think beyond
technological achievements and consider the ethical responsibilities that accompany them.

Thus, science offers literature new frontiers to imagine, while literature transforms scientific
possibilities into stories that educate, inspire, and remind us of the human values that must guide
progress.

A Shared Horizon:

So, have you made your choice? A science enthusiast or a literature lover? Or perhaps you're still
undecided? I have a better suggestion: why choose at all? Every equation begins with a question,
and every story begins with curiosity. Science reveals the mysteries of the universe, while
literature reveals the mysteries within ourselves. It is at their intersection that knowledge gains
meaning, imagination finds direction, and humanity discovers its greatest possibilities.

The future, perhaps, belongs not to one or the other, but to the harmony they create together—
for the greatest ideas are rarely born in isolation; they emerge where science and literature meet.

Samir Deka
HS Second Year



“Consciousness Beyond Life”

Wait.
Don't turn the page just yet.

I want to ask you something... perhaps the strangest one

you'll ever be asked.
Who are you?

Not your name. Not your age. Not your Instagram
username, your school, your marks, or the dreams you've

carefully stitched.

Now tell me- Who are you?

It sounds like one of the easiest questions in the world, doesn't it? Yet it's funny how no one has

ever answered it completely.

ow do you know it's your first life? You don't remember being inside your mother's womb or
How do you k t's your first life? You don't ber being inside y ther' b
your first words or you first walk. Yet you know you existed because memory has never been the

measure of existence.

Now imagine this:

You walk into a place you've never visited before. Every road is unfamiliar, every face a stranger.
Yet something deep inside whispers, "I've been here." Something that we now commonly refer
to as Deja Vu.

You brush it off as coincidence.

But what if something in you remembers what your mind has forgotten?

Now here's something fascinating. The body you're living in today isn't the same body you had
as a child. Your skin, your blood, every cell that you possess has been replaced. Even your

thoughts, habits and opinions have transformed over time.
Yet despite a completely changing body, one thing has never changed...

The quiet voice reading these words. The one that says, ""This is me.”



Who exactly is this ‘me’?

Not your name. Not your face. Not your fingerprints- You. Who are you?

Science has taken us to the Moon, peered into black holes, and unlocked the language of DNA.
Yet one mystery remains stubbornly unsolved: consciousness. Why are we conscious at all?

What if consciousness doesn't end when the body does, but it continues its journey just as a

traveller leaves one home for another?

For thousands of years, this possibility has been called reincarnation. Not merely the idea of
being born again, but the idea that the conscious self is more enduring than the body it
temporarily inhabits.

Whether one accepts this idea or not, it raises a profound question. If the body is constantly
changing, yet your sense of self remains, perhaps you've been asking the wrong question all

along.
Instead of asking, "'Is reincarnation real?'" Maybe we should first ask,
“Who is it that could reincarnate?”

Perhaps the mystery of life does not begin after death but, begins with the one question we rarely
pause to ask while we're alive.

Who am I?... The silent observer who has watched every chapter of your life unfold and who,
perhaps, has witnessed many more than you can remember.

So, before you dismiss the idea, ask yourself one last question. If tonight someone erased every

memoty you've ever had...
Would you still exist?
If your answer is yes...

Then probably you've already taken the first step into one of humanity's oldest and most

fascinating mysteries.

Mehek Karmakar

HS Second Year



MUGA- “THE LIQUID GOLD OF ASSAM”

Assam, the gateway to Northeast India, is considered to be one of the most beautiful places.
Assam is famous for its rich culture, natural beauty, and unique handloom traditions. Among its
most treasured gifts to the world is Muga silk, often known as the ""Golden Thread of
Assam." Produced exclusively in Assam, Muga silk is renowned for its natural golden sheen,
durability, and elegance. It is not only a symbol of Assamese heritage but also a valuable product
in international markets.

Muga silk is produced from the silk of the silkworm Antheraea assamensis, which is native to
Assam. Unlike other silks that require artificial dyeing, Muga has a natural golden colour that
becomes brighter with age and after each wash. This rare quality makes it highly prized for
traditional garments such as mekhela chadors, sarees, scarves, and luxury fashion products.
For centuries, Muga silk has been associated with royalty and prestige. Historical records show
that Ahom kings and nobles reserved Muga silk garments for special ceremonies, cementing its
status as a fabric of honour and wealth.

In recent years, the international demand for eco-friendly and sustainable textiles has increased
significantly. Global consumers are moving away from fast fashion and synthetic fabrics toward
natural, biodegradable, and ethically produced materials. This trend has created new
opportunities for Assam's Muga silk industry. Countries in Europe, North America, Japan, and
Southeast Asia have shown growing interest in handcrafted and sustainable silk products.
Fashion designers worldwide are incorporating Muga silk into their collections because of its
unique appearance, cultural value, and story of traditional craftsmanship. Luxury brands
appreciate that each piece carries the mark of Assamese artisans.

The Geographical Indication (GI) tag granted to Muga silk in 2007 has further strengthened
its identity in global markets. It protects authenticity, prevents counterfeiting, and helps
consumers recognize genuine Assamese silk. This legal recognition has boosted buyer confidence
abroad and given local weavers a competitive edge. Government initiatives such as the Silk
Mark Organisation of India, trade fairs such as the India International Silk Fair, and e-



commerce platforms have also helped local weavers and entrepreneurs reach international

customers directly, improving their income.

To maintain its global reputation, coordinated efforts are essential. Support for silk farmers
through subsidies, training in scientific silkworm-rearing methods, and plantation drives to grow
host trees can stabilize supply. Investment in modern yet eco-friendly production techniques can
improve yield without compromising quality. Marketing campaigns that highlight Muga's
sustainability, durability, and cultural story will appeal to conscious consumers worldwide.
Collaborations between Assamese weavers and international designers can also open new high-

end markets.

In conclusion, the Golden Thread of Assam is more than just a textile; it is a symbol of the
state's culture, craftsmanship, and economic potential. It represents centuries of tradition woven
into every thread. With proper support, innovation, and global promotion, Muga silk can
continue to shine in international markets while preserving Assam's rich heritage for future
generations. Protecting this golden legacy means protecting the livelihoods, identity, and pride of

Assam.

Thank You very much for reading my article!

Avanish Rajkhowa

HS First Year



The Loneliness Hidden Behind Social Media

Sometimes I think our generation mastered the art of appearing alive while quietly disappearing
inside. Every night, glowing screens light up tired faces like artificial moons. Fingers keep
moving, people keep posting, laughter keeps echoing through speakers, yet something always
teels unfinished after the phone goes dark. And maybe the saddest part is that I myself am a part
of this theatre too. I have watched my thumb scroll through hundreds of lives while my own sat
beside me, waiting patiently to be noticed. Somewhere between notifications and sleepless nights,

silence learned how to wear bright colours. Loneliness no longer arrives loudly.
It comes softly now.
In typing indicators.
In deleted messages.

In the unbearable emptiness after uploading a picture you spent an hour pretending not to care
about. Sometimes I feel like people no longer want to be understood. They only want to be seen.
There is a difference between the two, and I think our generation forgot it somewhere between
filters and front cameras. We turned emotions into aesthetics because raw feelings make people
uncomfortable. Sadness now hides behind blurry photographs, song lyrics, dim lights, and
captions nobody asks about deeply enough.

And honestly, even I have done this. There are days when posting feels easier than speaking.
Easier to disappear artistically than exist honestly. Maybe that is why everyone looks beautiful
online now. Pain has learned presentation. Loneliness has learned angles. Even exhaustion

nowadays arrives decorated with soft music and low-exposure lighting.

sometimes wonder how many people are secretly drowning behind the versions of themselves
they created for others to consume. Because social media does not always steal time. Sometimes
it steals untouched moments. Half-felt emotions. The natural shape of happiness. People sit
beside sunsets and look at screens brighter than the sky itself.

Memories are no longer collected, they are carefully manufactured as proof. Proof that we were
happy. Proof that we were loved. Proof that we existed loudly enough to not be forgotten. But
despite all this noise, people still go to sleep feeling invisible. And maybe loneliness today is not
the absence of people at all. Maybe it is the exhausting feeling of being perceived by everyone
while being known by nobody.

Reet Jaiswal

HS First Year



Is Poverty a choice or a Consequence?

“Before asking why someone is poor, perhaps we should first ask what opportunities they were

never given.”

Every day, we walk past people who sleep on footpaths, children who sell flowers instead of
carrying school bags, and parents who skip meals so their children can eat. We see them. We feel
sorry for them. And then we move on.

But one question stays behind.
Is poverty a choice, or is it a consequence?

Many people say, “If you work hard enough, you can become anything.” It is a beautiful
thought. Hard work has changed countless lives. History is full of people who rose from nothing
through determination and courage. Our choices do matter.

But then another question quietly appears.
Can hard work alone defeat a battle that began before birth?

A child does not choose the family into which they are born. No one chooses to grow up
without education, healthcare, or even two meals a day. If life begins with unequal opportunities,

can we really expect equal outcomes?

Sometimes, society judges poverty without understanding it. We call people lazy because we only

see where they are standing today. We never see the road they had to walk barefoot.

There is also another way of looking at life. Many people believe in the law of karma that our
present circumstances may be influenced by the actions of our previous lives. Whether one
believes this or not is a matter of faith. It cannot be proved or disproved. Yet if karma teaches us
anything, it should teach us compassion, not pride. After all, if someone’s suffering is part of
their journey, perhaps helping them is part of ours.

What troubles me most is not poverty itself.



It is a way we react to it.

We celebrate the success of a rich person saying, “They earned it.” But when someone is poor,

we quickly ask, “What did they do wrong?”
Why do we assume success is always deserved and suffering is always someone's fault?

If poverty is a choice, then why are millions of hardworking labourers still struggling? Why does
a farmer who feeds the nation sometimes sleep hungry? Why does a child with brilliant dreams

leave school simply because their family cannot afford books?
Maybe the problem is not that poor people do not work hard.
Maybe the problem is that hard work does not always receive equal rewards.

I believe poverty is neither completely a choice nor completely a consequence. It is a mixture of
circumstances, opportunities, and personal decisions. Some people are born with a ladder already
waiting for them. Others spend their entire lives just trying to build one.

The real tragedy of poverty is not an empty wallet.
It is an empty chance.
Perhaps the question should never have been, “Whose fault is poverty?”

Perhaps the better question is, “If we know poverty exists, what responsibility do we have
toward those living in it?”

Because a society is not remembered for the height of its buildings or the wealth of its people. It

is remembered for how it treats those who have the least.
Maybe poverty is not the greatest failure.

Maybe the greatest failure is when those who have enough stop caring about those who have
nothing,.

And until every child gets an equal chance to dream, this question will continue to echo......

Is poverty a choice...or is it a consequence of the world we have created together?

Aniket Bhattacharjee
Editor (Eng Sec.)
HS Second Year



WHEN TRUTH IS STRANGER THAN FICTION

Around the year 1990, a man named Preston Nichols appeared on a television talk show and
made a series of highly unusual, startling claims. In a shocking interview, he stated that the
United States government was hiding a deeply mysterious scientific operation from the rest of
the world—one involving advanced science far beyond our current understanding. Nichols
alleged that covert government agents were conducting experiments in mind control, telepathy,
teleportation, and even time travel. Upon hearing these claims, the general public was thrown
into a state of panic, while critics quickly labeled him crazy. Meanwhile, watching this interview
from afar were two twin brothers who happened to be filmmakers. They found Nichols' story so
compelling that they went on to create an entire hit television series based on it. That series is
none other than Netflix's Stranger Things, directed by the Duffer Brothers. Much like other
science fiction media, this show was heavily inspired by one of history's most horrifying alleged
experiments: what we know today as the Montauk Project.

The Philadelphia Connection

Al Bielek, a central figure in ufology and conspiracy circles,
claimed that the Montauk Project was actually a direct
continuation of the 1943 Philadelphia Experiment, which was
originally conducted by the US military. During that earlier
experiment, they allegedly developed a naval ship capable of
completely disappearing. Who was rumored to be responsible for
this mind-bending technology? None other than the
wortldfamous, enigmatic scientist Nikola Tesla—the same man
rumored by conspiracy theorists to have built a functional time
machine. Following World War II, the United States military
supposedly became deeply entangled in this highly secretive
continuation project. The setting for this operation was Montauk,
a small, quiet hamlet located on the easternmost tip of Long

Island, New York. Deep within this coastal area lies a military site

Figure 1: The AN/FPS-35 Radar Tower at Camp Hero,

named Camp Hero, where underground facilities are situated

Montauk

beneath the imposing radar tower.

Other Dimensions & Secret Horrors

Preston Nichols and Al Bielek claimed they were forced participants in these experiments.
They alleged that advanced machinery was attached directly to their bodies, forcing them to
perform unnatural tasks utilizing telepathy, telekinesis, and teleportation. Both men claimed to
have witnessed horrors so profound that simply recalling them caused severe psychological
distress. According to their accounts, the project abducted numerous homeless children to use as



TR W test subjects. Scientists allegedly used specialized machinery to
'

forcefully enhance the psychic abilities of these youth.

Furthermore, it is claimed that during these psychological experiments, children's minds were
forced into other dimensions. This forced mental mapping allowed their consciousness to
connect to alternate realms, where they reportedly witnessed terrifying extraterrestrial creatures.
Because Nichols was an active part of the project, he claimed he could often sense a strange,
otherworldly creature standing nearby—an entity that did not belong to our reality. Decades
later, a bizarre event renewed public interest in these claims. In 2008, beachgoers walking along
Montauk Beach discovered the carcass of a strange, unidentifiable creature washed ashore. Local
residents and conspiracy theorists quickly speculated that the creature had slipped into our world

from another dimension, directly unleashed by the lingering effects of the Montauk experiments.

Is the American government still actively involved in dark experiments that they wish to conceal
from the public? Why do modern enigmas like Area 51 and the Philadelphia Experiment remain
shrouded in absolute mystery? Perhaps the mainstream science we are allowed to perceive is only
as much as powerful figures want us to see. The ultimate truths remain hidden from humanity.

THAT’S WHEN REALITY DEFIES IMAGINATION: “THE MONTAUK PROJECT”

Rituttom Tamuli

HS First Year




MotoGP in India: A Sport of Speed, Skill, and
Untapped Potential

MotoGP is widely regarded as the highest level of motorcycle
racing in the world. Featuring riders who compete at speeds
exceeding 350 km/h, the sport combines courage, precision,
physical fitness, advanced engineering, and years of
dedication. For millions of fans across countries such as
Spain, Italy, Indonesia, and Thailand, MotoGP is more than a
sport—it is a passion. In India, however, despite a growing
interest in motorsports, MotoGP remains relatively unknown
to the general public.

This situation is surprising when we consider that India is one of the largest two-wheeler markets
in the world. Motorcycles are an essential part of daily life for millions of Indians. Many young
people grow up fascinated by speed, motorcycles, and racing. Yet only a small number get the
opportunity to explore motorsports professionally. Unlike cricket, football, or badminton,
motorcycle racing receives limited attention, making it difficult for aspiring riders to pursue their
dreams.

One of the biggest challenges is the high cost associated with the sport. Professional racing
requires specialized motorcycles, safety equipment, maintenance, coaching, travel expenses, and
participation fees. For many families, these costs are simply unaffordable. As a result, talented
young riders often have to abandon their ambitions before they can fully develop their skills.

Another major obstacle is the lack of racing infrastructure. India has only a handful of
professional racing circuits compared to many countries where motorsports are more
established. In several states, aspiring racers have no access to proper tracks and must rely on
public roads to satisfy their interest in riding. This is neither safe nor effective for developing
professional talent. A larger network of racing facilities would provide young enthusiasts with a
safe environment to learn, train, and compete.

The government can play a significant role in promoting motorsports across the country.
Investments in racing infrastructure, youth development programs, and regional competitions
could help identify and nurture talented riders from an early age. Partnerships between
government agencies, educational institutions, and private sponsors could make the sport more
accessible to students who possess talent but lack financial resources.

Educational institutions can also contribute by organizing motorsport awareness programs,
technical seminars, and engineering projects related to racing technology. Such initiatives would
not only encourage sporting talent but also inspire interest in fields such as mechanical
engineering, aerodynamics, and automotive design. Motorsport is unique because it combines
athletic excellence with technological innovation.

Despite hosting only one MotoGP race in the past, India demonstrated its potential as a
motorsport nation when more than 100,000 fans attended the inaugural Indian Grand Prix at the
Buddh International Circuit in 2023. This remarkable turnout highlighted the enthusiasm that
exists among Indian motorsport enthusiasts. The growing popularity of MotoGP content on
television, social media platforms, and online communities further suggests that interest in the
sport is steadily increasing. With greater exposure, better infrastructure, and long-term



investment in grassroots development, MotoGP could attract a much larger audience and create
new opportunities for riders, engineers, and motorsport professionals across the country.

MotoGP is more than just racing—it is a celebration of courage, discipline, precision, and human
potential. Every rider who reaches the world championship level represents years of
sacrifice,training, and determination. These qualities make MotoGP not only an exciting sport

but also a source of inspiration for young people.

For many young Indians, MotoGP represents more than entertainment. It symbolizes the pursuit
of excellence and the dream of competing against the best in the world. Many enthusiasts aspire
to represent India on the international stage, but they need opportunities, support, and

infrastructure to turn those dreams into reality.

India has the talent, the passion, and the motorcycle culture necessary to succeed in motorsports.
With greater investment in racing facilities, grassroots programs, and public awareness, MotoGP
can grow from a niche interest into a widely recognized sport. By nurturing motorsport culture
today, India can create opportunities for the champions of tomorrow. The champions of the
future may already exist among today's youth; all they need is a track on which to begin their

journey.

Shafin Mostaque Kazi
Sub Editor (Eng Sec.)
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Saving the Hargila: A Conservation Success Story

“In nature, nothing exists alone.”- Rachel Carson

Not every hero wears a cape- some spread their wings across the skies of Assam. Once
neglected, feared, and dismissed as a bad omen, the Hargila, or the Greater Adjutant Stork, has
become one of India’s greatest conservation success stories. Its remarkable journey from the
edge of extinction to a symbol of hope proves that when people choose compassion over
prejudice, nature can recover in extraordinary ways.

The Hargila is far more than an unusual-looking bird. As a natural scavenger, it plays a vital role
in maintaining ecological balance by feeding on animal carcasses and organic waste, helping to
keep the environment clean and reducing the spread of diseases. Yet, despite its importance, the
species faced severe threats due to rapid urbanization, loss of nesting trees, and long-standing
misconceptions that led people to destroy its habitat.

Anewchapter began when local communities, conservationists, and environmentalists came to
protect the bird. Under the inspiring leadership of Dr. Purnima Devi Barman, attitudes
towards the Hargila underwent a remarkable transformation. Women from nearby villages
formed conservation groups, protected nesting sites, celebrated the arrival of the birds, and even
incorporated Hargila motifs into traditional handwoven textiles. What was once seen as a symbol
of misfortune gradually became a source of pride and identity for the people of Assam.

Today, the Hargila stands as a living reminder that conservation succeeds when communities
become its strongest guardians. Its revival demonstrates that protecting biodiversity is not solely
the responsibility of Dr. Purnima Devi Barman or governments or even scientists-it is a shared
duty that begins with awareness, empathy, and collective action.

The story of the Hargila is not merely about saving a bird; it is about restoring harmony between
people and nature. As these majestic birds soar across Assam’s skies once again, they carry a
timeless message: every species has a place in our ecosystem, and by protecting nature, we
protect our own future. The Hargila’s success inspires us to believe that even the smallest acts of
kindness can create lasting change for generations to come.

Tanishqua Sharma

Sub Editor (Eng Sec.)
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The Lost Sapphire: Amchang Wildlife Sanctuary

Once a thriving expanse of lush greenery where countless plants and animals flourished,
Amchang now whispers a silent tale of loss and change. Located on the eastern outskirts of
Guwahati, Amchang was declared a wildlife sanctuary in 2004 to conserve the rich biodiversity
of the region.

Escaping Guwahati's chaotic traffic, travellers take a path carved straight through an endless sea
of towering trees and tea gardens. This soothing, vibrant green landscape breathes life back into
weary souls—a truly beautiful escape!

Ironically, the current scenario is opposite to reality. Some private developers, seeking to gain
from the region, have intervened and destroyed its natural beauty. What is the value of amenities
marketed as 'entertainment hubs,' 'fancy restaurants,’ and 'adventure parks' if they have a lasting
negative impact on the local environment? To attract more visitors, some groups are
constructing new roads and bridges and expanding walking trails. Meanwhile, many tourists—
though they appear to have come from well-educated and well-mannered families—treat the
sanctuary as a mere picnic spot, cooking, eating, and enjoying themselves while forgetting that it
is a refuge for wildlife, not a place for recreation. Discarded wine bottles, plastic waste, and
cigarette wrappers have become an 'all-too-common' sight.

The air no longer feels as fresh as it once did. Perhaps the most distressing reality is the
persistent social prejudice faced by the inhabitants. In a recent incident, a local Adivasi family
was denied entry into a 'facility' there, despite the fact that the indigenous communities have long
been the guardians of the land and its rich biodiversity. I witness human luxuries on one hand;
on the other, I hear the silent weeping of nature...

As though Amchang itself were crying out, "Save me from human greed." The wildlife, forests,
and local communities that depend on this sanctuary are paying the price of reckless exploitation.

Development should not come at the cost of nature. What progress is it if we sacrifice the very
ecosystems that sustain life?

The sapphire still shines, but its glow is fading. The trees stand silent and the hills remain patient,
waiting for us to remember that nature is not 'ours' to conquer, but a treasure entrusted to our
care.

Parinita Momin

HS First Year



THE INVISIBLE CHAIN
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Imagine two girls. Both are sixteen years old. Both of them % ’\i——”"\- @

know every chapter of their biology textbooks. Yet neither of 7 é?

them understands why millions of women suffer from PMOS.
Neither understands why a packet of chips is cheaper than
many nutritious foods. Neither knows why lifestyle diseases
are increasing despite advances in medicine. This is not their
failure. It is society's. Again and again, society waits for
consequences before acknowledging causes. This article is not
about women's health or food alone, here I am spilling out
my thoughts about the “POLITICS OF NEGLECT”. One of the most significant intellectual
mistakes of modern policymaking is the tendency to examine social problems in isolation. And
this is where the real story begins.

For years, we have been told that junk food is the enemy. But what exactly makes food "junk"?
A burger is made of bread, vegetables, and protein patty. None of these ingredients are harmful
by themselves. If the bread contained more fiber, the patty contained quality protein, and
healthier oils were used, would the same burger still be called junk food? Probably not.

The problem is not the existence of fast food. The problem is a system that often prioritizes
profit, convenience, and shelf life over nutrition. Youths today have been put into a merciless
competitive world. Home food is not always available, and starving is not an opinion. A better
approach is to make society aware of what is being sold in packets, restaurants, and food outlets.
This has consequences far beyond weight gain. Poor nutrition affects metabolism, hormones,
sleep, energy levels, and mental well-being. Over time, these changes contribute to conditions
such as obesity, diabetes, PMOS(“Polyendocrine Metabolic Ovarian Syndrome” is simply the
new, updated medical name for PCOS “Polycystic Ovary Syndrome”) and PCOD.

Yet for decades, women's hormonal health remained largely invisible in public discussions.
Irregular periods were dismissed. Hormonal imbalances were treated as personal struggles rather
than public health concerns. The question is not why society talks about PMOS today. The
question is why it remained silent for so long?

The answer exposes a deeper problem: we are taught many things, but not always the things that
matter most. A student can spend fifteen years in school learning equations, historical dates, and
scientific theories, yet graduate without understanding nutrition, hormonal health, stress
management, or preventive healthcare. If education is meant to prepare people for life, why are
some of life's most important lessons missing?

This is where slogans meet reality. Campaigns such as "Beti Bachao, Beti Padhao" carry an
important message. But saving and educating girls cannot end with enrollment numbers and
classroom attendance. A girl is not truly empowered simply because she sits in a classroom. She
is empowered when she understands her health, her rights, her finances, her opportunities, and
the systems that shape her future. What does it mean to educate a girl if she remains uninformed
about conditions that affect millions of women? What does empowerment mean if awareness
arrives only after suffering?

These questions are uncomfortable because they challenge the difference between symbolic
progress and meaningful progress. The same pattern appears everywhere. We discuss nutrition
after obesity rises. We discuss mental health after burnout becomes common. We discuss



environmental protection after pollution becomes dangerous. Again and again, society waits for
consequences before acknowledging causes.

This is the POLITICS OF NEGLECT. Not the absence of knowledge, but the habit of ignoring
problems until they become impossible to ignore. What makes this cycle dangerous is
normalization. When only a few people suffer, society sees a problem. When millions suffer,
society begins to see normality. Stress becomes normal.

Hormonal disorders become normal.
Unhealthy lifestyles become normal.

And once a problem becomes normal, urgency disappears. The greatest challenge facing modern
society is not a lack of information. We know more about nutrition, health, and human
development than any generation before us. The challenge is connecting the dots. The true
challenge, therefore, is not treating PMOS, PCOD, obesity, stress, or metabolic disease
individually. The challenge is interrupting the cycle that continuously produces them. Until
societies focus on the origins of the cycle rather than its symptoms, every solution will remain
temporary. The system will continue generating the very problems it claims to solve. And each
generation will inherit a more sophisticated version of the same crisis.

Ananya Choudhury
Sub Editor (Eng Sec.)
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The Third Eye of Shiva: A Vision Beyond Sight

In the vast ocean of Hindu mythology, there is something quietly powerful about the image of
Lord Shiva. Unlike many other deities who are adorned with ornaments and expressions of
grandeur, Shiva often appears simple, almost detached from the world. His calm face, closed
eyes, and meditative posture suggest a stillness that feels deeper than silence. And yet, right at the
center of his forehead lies a symbol of immense power—the third eye.

At first glance, the third eye may seem like a mystical or even fearsome element. Many of us have
heard stories about how, when this eye opens, it releases a destructive fire capable of reducing
everything to ashes. As children, this idea might have felt dramatic, even frightening. But as we
grow and begin to look beyond the surface of such symbols, we realize that Shiva's third eye is
not simply about destruction. In fact, it carries one of the most beautiful and meaningful
messages in spiritual thought—a message about awareness, truth, wisdom, and inner

transformation.

To understand the third eye, we must first understand what it means to truly "see." Our two eyes
allow us to observe the physical world—the colours, shapes, movements, and forms that
surround us. But what we see is often limited to appearances. We judge quickly, make
assumptions easily, and become trapped in illusions created by the external world. Shiva's third
eye represents a different kind of vision, one that goes beyond the physical. It is the eye of

awareness, truth, intuition, and inner understanding.

There is a well-known story in Hindu mythology about Kamadeva, the god of desire. It is said
that when Shiva was deep in meditation, Kamadeva tried to disturb him by awakening feelings of
desire. In response, Shiva opened his third eye, and Kamadeva was reduced to ashes. At first,
this story may seem harsh, even cruel. But when we look at it symbolically, its meaning becomes
clearer. Kamadeva represents uncontrolled desires, distractions, and attachments—all the things
that pull us away from focus, peace, and self-awareness. Shiva's third eye burning him is not
simply an act of anger; it is a powerful reminder that true awareness can overcome the hold that

such distractions have over us.

In this way, the third eye is not about destruction for the sake of destruction, but about
purification. It burns away ignorance, ego, and illusion—the things that cloud our understanding.
The fire of the third eye represents the transformative power of wisdom. Once these obstacles
are removed, what remains is clarity, truth, and a deeper sense of self. Sometimes, what must be

destroyed is not something outside us, but something within us that prevents us from growing.

Another layer of meaning connects the third eye to the Ajna chakra, often called the "third-eye
chakra" in yogic philosophy. This energy center, located between the eyebrows, is believed to be
associated with intuition, insight, and inner perception. When awakened, it is said to allow a
person to think clearly, see beyond confusion, and trust their inner voice. Shiva, known as the
Adiyogi, or the first yogi, represents the complete awakening of this inner power. His third eye is



therefore a symbol of a mind that is no longer trapped by illusion or limited by surface-level

perception.

What makes this symbol even more relevant is how deeply it connects to our everyday lives. In
today's world, we are constantly surrounded by noise—social media, expectations, comparisons,
opinions, and endless distractions. We often find ourselves reacting instead of understanding,
judging instead of reflecting, and following what is visible instead of questioning what lies
beneath the surface. In such a world, the idea of a "third eye" feels incredibly important. It
reminds us to pause and look inward. It encourages us to question what we see and search for

deeper meaning rather than accepting everything at face value.

Perhaps, in a more personal sense, the third eye also represents those moments in our own lives
when we suddenly understand something deeply—when a truth becomes clear, when we
recognize our mistakes, or when we finally see beyond our own ego. These moments may not
feel as dramatic as the events described in mythology, but they can be just as powerful. They are

small awakenings of our own inner vision, moments when confusion gives way to clarity.

Shiva's third eye also teaches us about balance. Life is not only about creation and growth;
sometimes, it is also about letting go. We often hold on to past memories, fears, expectations,
and attachments, even when they no longer serve us. The fire of the third eye reminds us that
letting go is not necessarily a loss; it can be a transformation. By clearing what is unnecessary, we

make space for something new, meaningful, and true.

There is a quiet beauty in this idea: destruction, when guided by wisdom, can lead to renewal.
Shiva does not destroy out of chaos; his destruction restores balance and makes transformation
possible. His third eye is not merely a weapon of destruction, but a symbol of truth and

awakening.

In the end, the most powerful aspect of Shiva's third eye is that it is not just his alone. Itis a
symbol that exists within all of us. It lives in our ability to think deeply, feel honestly, question
our assumptions, and understand ourselves beyond the surface. It appears when we choose

awareness over ignorance and listen to our inner voice instead of the endless noise around us.

We may not have a visible third eye, but we all carry its potential. Perhaps the true purpose of
this symbol is to remind us of that hidden strength—the silent fire within us that has the power

to transform, heal, and reveal the truth.

Because, in the end, true vision is not about what we look at; it is about what we truly

undetrstand.

Jini Kashyap
Editorial Board Member
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YOUTH AND SOCIETY

The future of a nation does not solely lie in the hands of its government; it also lies in the minds
of its youth. People are born into this world with different skills and creativity. Many people are
also capable of adapting to different challenges and situations. Among them, young people play a
significant role in society. They possess the energy and determination to bring about meaningful
change. The present world is facing many major issues, such as discrimination, gender-based
inequality, corruption in the government, violence, pollution, and unemployment, while people
with different skills still remain unemployed, and the list is endless. Society cannot improve if the

younger generation remains suppressed.

Young people are capable of spreading awareness through various initiatives, education, social
media, etc. The youth inspire people to unite and bring an end to discrimination, inequality, and
other social issues, which would help them become great future leaders. Young minds generate
powerful ideas, develop fresh innovations, and put technology to better use. They can also serve
the community by volunteering and spreading basic awareness among people.

As it is often said, "The fire of change often begins in the young hearts," which implies that the
youth carry the passion, courage, and determination to improve society. This energy and
creativity also inspire other people to help or participate in bringing about change in society.

In conclusion, we can say that "The pen in the hands of the youth can be more powerful than

any weapon."

Bhabana Pathak

HS First Year



THE SOCIAL NATURE OF HUMANS
“We rise by lifting others” — Robert Ingersoll

Honestly, this line says it all. From the time we are born, we are never really alone. A baby
cannot even take care of itself. Someone is always there: parents, family, doctors-to help. So,

when people say, “I achieved everything on my own,” I don’t fully believe that.

Human beings are social by nature. We need people around us, not just to survive but to grow.
Think about it, can a child learn to speak or read without teachers or parents? No chance!
Support is like the soil and sunlight for a plant. Without it, growth becomes impossible.

History gives us the best examples. Take Mahatma Gandhi, for example. We all call him the
Father of the Nation, but could he have won freedom alone? No way! Millions stood with him.
Even Isaac Newton recognized this. He once said, “If I have seen further, it is by standing on
the shoulders of giants.” That means behind every success, there are people who guide, support,
or inspire.

In our own lives too, the same rule works. A student cannot score well without teachers
teaching, parents motivating, and friends cheering. Even those “self-made” entrepreneurs like
Steve Jobs had mentors and teams. So yes, independence is cool, but interdependence is what
actually makes us strong.

Life isn’t always easy. There are failures and bad days. At such times, support feels like magic.
Think about a mountaineer climbing Everest. The world praises the climber, but without
Sherpas, cooks, and guides, the climb would never happen. Similatly, when someone believes in
us during tough times, that belief becomes our strength.

Nature also proves this point. A tree cannot grow without water, sunlight, and soil. Humans are

no different. We also need care and connection to become the best version of ourselves.

Does this mean we depend on others for everything? Not at alll Our own efforts matter most.
But guidance and help give us direction, just like banks give a river its path. Alone, we may
survive, but with others, we truly thrive.

So, in the end, being “self-made” sounds great, but the truth is we all need helping hands.
Individual evolution is not a solo journey, it’s a team effort where every little help counts.

Pranamika Kashyap

HS First Year



My City, Guwahati

Guwahati—the beautiful city—is surrounded by hills on three sides and by the mighty
Brahmaputra on the other. This city is blessed with natural beauty and boasts scenic landscapes.
Considered the gateway to Northeast India as well as Southeast Asia, Guwahati is the largest city
in Northeast India. Just like every city has something unique to offer, Guwahati has its own
beauty that mesmerises everyone who visits the city.

Being born and brought up in Guwahati, my perspective of the city is that it is a vibrant cultural
and economic hub in Northeast India. Formerly known as Pragjyotishpur, Guwahati is an
emerging centre for trade and commerce, benefiting from its strategic location. These days, it has
also become an educational hub of Northeast India, with many educational institutions such as
II'T Guwahati, AIIMS Guwahati, National Law University and Judicial Academy, Assam, Assam
Skill University, and the upcoming IIM Guwahati. The presence of these educational institutions
and many other private-sector institutes, including various nursing colleges, is fostering growth
and attracting young talent from across the northeastern states.

Guwahati is also becoming a sports hub of India. Many national and international sporting
events are held in this city, thus boosting the hotel industry. Many hotels with modern facilities
have come up to cater to the needs of visitors from different parts of the country. In the service
sector, many private companies have also opened customer service centres, thereby helping the
people of the city resolve their issues and boosting productivity. The city also has beautiful parks
and a zoo for the recreation of children and adults.

I have a bond as deep as an umbilical cord with the city. Guwahati is an ideal place for recreation
and retreat, as the region consists of green hills, tea plantations, religious places, etc. The people
of Guwahati are quite simple, courteous, and welcoming. The city is known for its rich history,
with sites like the Kamakhya Temple showcasing its spiritual significance. Guwahati has it all,
from the Planetarium, which teaches visitors about planets and the universe, to the nine temples
on the hilltop of Navagraha Hill, devoted to the nine celestial bodies. People from various
communities, such as Assamese, Bengalis, Biharis, Kochari, Mising, Tiwa, Karbi, and Nepali
communities, live together harmoniously. The culture of the city is an amalgamation of various
traditions, and festivals like Bihu, Durga Puja, Diwali, and Eid are celebrated with great fervour.
Even smaller festivals are celebrated with great enthusiasm and devotion. The business
community of the city is predominantly made up of Marwaris, Assamese, Bengalis, and Biharis,
followed by people from other communities.

However, Guwahati also faces challenges like urbanisation, traffic congestion, and environmental
concerns, which need to be addressed to ensure sustainable development. The city frequently
experiences flooding, even after light showers, because of poor drainage systems and the
carelessness of citizens. We ought to take steps to keep water bodies clean and make
arrangements for the proper disposal of waste to keep the city clean and green.

All in all, Guwahati is a beautiful city that offers everything from serene nature to bustling
streets. My city remains a symbol of resilience and diversity, and I feel blessed to be able to live
here.

Shreyam Das
HS First Year



THE FIFTH GALLERY

Every museum has its galleries.

One holds ancient civilizations, another preserves masterpieces, a third remembers wars that
changed the course of history. They are carefully lit, meticulously labelled, and protected behind
glass, as though time itself has agreed to leave them untouched.

But there is one gallery no map mentions.
The Fifth Gallery.

It has no ticket counter, no polished marble floors, and no velvet ropes. You won't find it in a
city guide or behind towering pillars. It exists quietly, tucked somewhere between memory and
meaning. We walk through it every day without ever realizing we've entered.

This gallery does not preserve relics. It preserves moments.

The last laugh before childhood slipped away. The smell of rain after a storm. A conversation
that lasted only minutes but altered the way you looked at the world. The empty seat beside you
after someone moved on. The handwritten note folded inside an old book. None of these
belong in history textbooks, yet they shape us more profoundly than dates ever could.

Museums teach us that every artifact tells a story. The Fifth Gallery reminds us that every person
does too.

We live in an age that celebrates the extraordinary, viral achievements, remarkable milestones,
and carefully curated versions of success. Yet the truest parts of our lives are often invisible.
They are found in the pauses between conversations, the courage hidden behind quiet decisions,
and the kindness offered when no one is watching. These moments rarely receive applause, but
they leave permanent fingerprints on who we become.

Perhaps that is why the Fifth Gallery has no labels.

It refuses to reduce a life to a title, a grade, a profession, or a photograph. It understands that
human beings cannot be catalogued as easily as paintings or sculptures. We are contradictions.
We carry victories beside regrets, confidence beside fear, hope beside uncertainty. Somehow, all
of it belongs in the same exhibition.

College, too, is a gallery in motion. Every classroom frames an idea. Every corridor echoes with
conversations that may one day become cherished memories. We arrive as strangers carrying
different stories and leave as people subtly transformed. Not only by lessons taught at podiums,
but by friendships formed in hallways, failures that quietly built resilience, and dreams that slowly
learned to take shape.

Years from now, we may forget the exact timetable of a lecture or the questions on an exam.
What we will remember is how a place made us feel, who walked beside us, and the version of
ourselves we discovered within those walls.

Maybe that is the purpose of the Fifth Gallery.

Not to preserve the world's greatest achievements, but to remind us that ordinary lives are
worthy of remembrance. That the smallest moments often become the strongest memories. That
every person we meet is an untitled masterpiece carrying an unseen collection of stories.



Long after museums close their doors for the evening, the Fifth Gallery remains open. With

every quiet act of courage, every fleeting conversation, every dream dared, and every life
sincerely lived, its collection continues to grow.

"Perhaps the finest museums were never built of stone, but of the lives that quietly taught us
what it means to be human."

Aasin Rahman
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A Smart City Needs Smart Citizens

Every morning, the roads of Guwahati tell the same story. Yes, I am talking about the never-
ending traffic that has become a part of our daily lives. Cars and bikes gather together like ants,
our ears bursting with the sound of honking every second, while traffic police direct vehicles
with whistles to manage the traffic. This picture is not unfamiliar to us, especially to the citizens
of Guwahati. In fact, it is an everyday occurrence at traffic hotspots like Silpukhuri, Chandmari,
and Ganeshguri. More frustrating than the traffic is the repeated honking that disturbs the ears
and minds of the people.

We live in a 'smart' city. For a city to be 'smart', it demands the 'smartness' of its people.
Smartness means technological advancement, economic development, and civic consciousness
amonyg its people. But can we say that the people of Guwahati are 'smart' enough to move ahead
on this journey?

Throwing wrappers on the streets after eating their contents has become a common habit among
the people of Guwahati. We find it difficult to carry waste packets with us and, hence, throw
them anywhere without bothering to look for a dustbin. That is why we observe every lane and
every field filled with packets of chips, chocolate wrappers, and plastic water bottles. Another
class of people throw their waste from a distance, aiming at the dustbin. But when the waste falls
outside, they do not care to pick it up and put it inside the bin. These actions pollute the
environment. Imagine the first impression of a tourist visiting Guwahati being not its beauty, but
the litter scattered across the streets. We must have also seen animals like cows and dogs, and
birds like crows, feeding on such waste. Just think of a hungry cow searching for food but
ending up swallowing a plastic bag left behind by us. The animals suffer as a result of our
carelessness.

Another serious issue is that there are people who are habituated to throwing their waste
materials into the drains near their homes. Many shopkeepers dispose of the waste from their
shops into nearby drains. Throwing waste, especially plastic, blocks the free flow of water
through the drains, which results in artificial flooding during the rainy season. Too much waste
in the drains also results in an offensive odour and hence affects the entire neighbourhood.

Whenever we look around this city, we won't find a single corner where people have not spat.
Consuming gutkha, tobacco, etc., and spitting on the streets, even in religious places, parks, and
offices, has become normal behaviour for the people of Guwahati. Ironically, people don't even
hesitate to spit under a "No Spitting" sign. Spitting is a disease that destroys the beauty of a
place.

To make Guwahati desetving of the title of a "smart city", we first need to make ourselves
deserving of the title of "smart citizens". The change does not begin with the government alone;
it begins with each one of us. Correcting these irresponsible habits does not require money. All it
requires is a little willpower. With responsible behaviour and civic sense, we can restore the
beauty of our city and protect it from pollution. A smart city is not built only with flyovers and
technology. Instead, it is built when every citizen chooses responsibility over convenience.

Mihika Kar
Editorial Board Member
HS Second Year



SELECTIVE HUMANITY AND
PERFORMATIVE EMPATHY: WHEN
COMPASSION BECOMES A PERFORMANCE

“Our lives begin to end the day we become silent about the
things that matter.” — Martin Luther King Jr.

A devastating earthquake strikes one country. Within hours, social media is flooded with black-
and-white profile pictures, posts captioned “May God protect them” and “Pray for them,”
trending hashtags, candle emojis, and donations. A week later, another disaster of similar
magnitude devastates another nation. But this time, there are no trending hashtags, viral
campaigns, or symbolic displays of grief. Millions continue scrolling as though nothing
happened. The difference is not the scale of suffering; the difference is visibility.

Now imagine a student who is relentlessly bullied at school. His classmates publicly post
messages about kindness and mental health awareness, yet none of them sit beside him during

lunch or defend him when he is bullied. Their words receive hundreds of likes, but the bullied
student receives no genuine support.

These are not isolated incidents. They reflect two defining moral contradictions of our age:
Selective Humanity and Performative Empathy. Selective Humanity decides whose pain deserves
our compassion, while Performative Empathy decides whether that compassion is genuine or
merely displayed for approval. Together, they transform humanity from a moral principle into a
social performance.

Human beings proudly describe themselves as compassionate creatures. We celebrate kindness,
equality, justice, and love. Yet these values often come with invisible conditions. If Selective
Humanity asks who deserves empathy, Performative Empathy asks why we express it.

Performative Empathy is compassion displayed primarily to gain social approval rather than to
reduce another person's suffering. Social media has made empathy more visible than ever. Every
crisis produces hashtags, profile-picture trends, emotional posts, and dramatic statements. These
expressions are not always insincere; many people genuinely care. The problem arises when the
appearance of compassion becomes more important than compassion itself. A photograph of
someone helping a poor child may receive thousands of likes, while quietly supporting that child
for years receives none.

As the biblical saying goes, “Cast your bread upon the waters, for you will find it after many
days.” We must do good without expecting recognition, because empathy is not a performance
to be showcased but a principle to be practised. Real empathy seeks impact, not attention.

The real danger arises when Selective Humanity and Performative Empathy merge. We begin
supporting causes not because they are morally important, but because they are socially popular.
Our outrage becomes algorithm-driven rather than principle-driven. Some tragedies create
sensational headlines, while others disappear into silence. Some victims become symbols; others
are reduced to statistics.



This selective attention can also be seen in the way society responds to crimes and suffering.
Crimes against women can become so frequent that society risks becoming desensitised to them,
while certain cases involving male victims may receive disproportionate attention depending on
media coverage. This inconsistency raises an important question: do we truly value human
suffering equally, or do we respond only when a story captures our attention? This is not a
gender war; it is a struggle for humanity and justice.

Today, attention itself has become selective. We often mistake visibility for importance, but
suffering does not become more painful because cameras are present, nor does it become less
painful because no one is watching.

The opposite of Selective Humanity is Universal Humanity—the belief that every person
possesses equal dignity. The opposite of Performative Empathy is Authentic Compassion—
helping others without ulterior motives.

Humanity is not measured by the number of causes we publicly support or the emotional
messages we post online. It is measured by our willingness to remain fair when emotions
fluctuate and to support others without seeking social approval.

Genuine humanity asks for something far greater: to care when no one is watching, to speak
when no applause follows, and to help when there is nothing to gain. Compassion that seeks an
audience is a performance; compassion that seeks only to ease another's suffering is humanity.

A civilization is not judged by how loudly it expresses empathy, but by how consistently it
practises it.

Nafsheen Khandaker
Sub Editor ( Eng Sec.)
HS Second Year
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