
 

  



 

 

  



  



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MESSAGE 
 
It is a matter of immense pride and satisfaction to witness the publication of the 10th 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, 
showcase 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. 
 
I 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. 
 
 
 
 
 

(Ramesh Chandra Deka) 
Vice Chancellor,  
Cotton University  



 

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

MESSAGE  

 

It is a matter of profound satisfaction to know that the 10th 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. 

I 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 10th 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 
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EDITORIAL GUIDELINES / সম্পাদকীয়নিৰ্দেশিা 

 

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. 

সম্পাদকীয়সমভমিযয়সম্পাদনাৰসভয়িযকাযনাযেখকফাসৃষ্টিকি঄াৰঅনুবূমি, 

সৃষ্টিশীেঅমবফযক্তিঅথফামশল্পীসুেবদৃষ্টিবংগীমাযিযকাযনাধৰযেআঘািপ্ৰাপ্তফামফমিিনহয়, 

িাৰপ্ৰমিমফযশষবাযেেক্ষ্যৰামখযে।কৰাসকযো঩মৰেি঄নযকেেআযোচনীখনৰপ্ৰযয়াজনীয়িাঅ

নুসমৰযহকৰাহহযে।ককাযনামশল্পকভ ঄ৰভূেৰূ঩ৰযভৌমেক঩মৰেি঄ন, 

প্ৰমিস্থা঩নফামফকৃমিকৰাযহাোনাই। 

 

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 
author’s creative voice. Every effort has been made to retain the essence and individuality of  
each contribution. 

কেখকসকেৰভূেধাৰো, উযেশয, 

দৃষ্টিবংগীআৰুমনজস্বযেখনহশেীমথাসম্ভেঅকু্ষ্ণ্ণৰখাহহযে।সম্পাদনাৰউযেশযযকাযনাযেখকৰ

সৃষ্টিশীেকণ্ঠিহস্তযক্ষ্঩কৰাফাইয়াকনিুনৰূ঩িসংজ্ঞাময়িকৰানহয়।প্ৰমিয াসৃষ্টিৰস্বকীয়িাআ

ৰুভূেবাফঅকু্ষ্ণ্ণৰামখফহেমথাসম্ভেমত্নযোোহহযে। 

 

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. 

সম্পাদনাগি঩মৰেি঄নভূেিঃফযাকৰেগিবুেৰসংযশাধন, বাষাৰ঩মৰশীেন, 

মফনযাসআৰুআযোচনীখনৰমনযদ঄শনািথাউ঩েব্ধস্থানঅনুসমৰযেখাৰহদঘ ঄যৰপ্ৰযয়াজনীয়সােসে

মনৰভাজযিইসীভাফদ্ধৰখাহহযে।এইসংযশাধনসভূহযকেেযেখাৰস্পিিা, সাভঞ্জসয, 

঩ঠনযমাগযিাআৰুসংহমিফজাইৰখাৰউযেযশযযহকৰাহহযে। 

 

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. 

মশল্পকভ ঄আৰুঅনযানযদৃশযভানসৃষ্টিসভূহযকামেমখিসৃষ্টিৰদযৰইসন্মানআৰুমযত্নযৰমফযফচনাকৰা

হহযে।ককাযনামশল্পকভ ঄ৰযভৌমেকৰূ঩঩মৰেি঄নফাপ্ৰমিস্থা঩নকৰাযহাোনাই।প্ৰযয়াজনীয়যকাযনাসা

েসেমনযকেেকামৰকৰী, মফনযাসগিঅথফাপ্ৰকাশন-



সম্পকঅয়প্ৰযয়াজনীয়িা঩ূৰেৰফাযফকৰাহহযে, 

মাযিভূেমশল্পীসুেববাফআৰুস্বকীয়িাঅকু্ষ্ণ্ণথাযক। 

 

5. The purpose of  editing is not to impose a new voice upon a contributor’s work, but to present 
it in 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. 

সম্পাদনাৰউযেশযযকাযনাসৃষ্টিকি঄াৰকভ ঄ৰও঩ৰিনিুনযকাযনাকণ্ঠফাহশেীআযৰা঩কৰানহয়; 

ফৰংপ্ৰকাশৰউ঩যমাগীকমৰইয়াকস্পি, 

সুসংফদ্ধআৰুসাভঞ্জসয঩ূে ঄ৰূ঩িউ঩স্থা঩নকৰায াযহইয়াৰভূেউযেশয।প্ৰমিয াসম্পাদকীয়মস

দ্ধান্তপ্ৰকাশনৰপ্ৰযয়াজনীয়িাআৰুসৃষ্টিকি঄াৰভূেসৃষ্টিশীেিাৰভাজিএকসুসভিাফজাইৰখাৰউ

কেযশযগ্ৰহেকৰাহহযে। 

 

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. 

প্ৰমিগৰাকীসৃষ্টিকি঄াইআগফয াোসৃষ্টিশীেিা, 

প্ৰযচিাআৰুমচন্তাৰফাযফসম্পাদকীয়সমভমিআন্তমৰকবাযেকৃিজ্ঞ।আমভউ঩েমব্ধকযৰা োঁযমপ্ৰমিয া

সৃষ্টিযয়ইইয়াৰসৃষ্টিকি঄াৰফযক্তিগিঅমবফযক্তিৰপ্ৰমিপেন।কসযয়যহ, 

প্ৰমিয াযেখাআৰুমশল্পকভ ঄মযথামচিমত্ন, 

সন্মানআৰুমফযফচনাযৰ঩মৰচােনাকৰাহহযে।সম্পাদনাৰসভয়িকৰাসকযো঩মৰেি঄নযকেেস্প

িিা, সাভঞ্জসয, 

উ঩স্থা঩নআৰুআযোচনীখনৰসাভমগ্ৰকপ্ৰযয়াজনীয়িা঩ূৰেৰস্বাথ ঄িযহকৰাহহযে। 

 

 

 

*******************S FIRST YEAR SCIENCE SEC C 2026-2028 

HS SECOND YEAR ARTS 2025-2027 

 

 

HS SECOND YEAR SCIENCE SEC B 2025-2027 

OND Y SECONAR SCIENCE SEC D 2025-20 



 
 

  



 
  



 
 

 

  



 
 

 

 

 

জবুফন এখন ভহাসাগৰ 

মাৰ তৰংগই ছুই মা় প্ৰবতজন স্বদদশীৰ ফুকু, 

জবুফন এটি নক্ষত্ৰ 

মাৰ প঩াহৰত উজদে স্বদদশৰ পচ৏বদশ 

আৰু অসভৰ কৃটি। 

ক্লাবিহীন কভ মই কবৰদে পতাভাক মুগভী়া 

বচৰবদন বচৰকাে তুবভ অসভী়া, 

তুবভদ় একবফংশ শবতকাৰ প্ৰবাবত সূম মৰ সাক্ষী হহ ৰো 

সাগৰৰ দদৰ ভন হে সাগৰদত বফেীন হ'ো, 

তুবভদ় আভাৰ প্ৰাণৰ জবুফন দা।  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

  



 



 
ZUBEEN GARG : “THE VOICE THAT 

BECAME HOME” 

 

“সংগীত মভোৰ ফযৱসোয় নহয়।” — 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 merely 
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 
world 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 are 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, 
filmmaker, 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 

 

 

 



 

 

  



 

ফ’হোগৰ আশো 

                    ৰোজশ্ৰী ফননক 

                  প্ৰথভ ফৰ্ ম (কো শাখা ) 

 

কুুঁ বহ঩াদত হা ুঁবহদে ঩থাৰৰ ভুখত, 

প ােৰ পচদে জগা় জীেনৰ সুখত। 

ফাদন বন়া দুখ ঩াহবৰ বসুঁদচ ধান, 

কদ঩৏ পুেৰ দদৰ পুদে নতুন প্ৰাণ। 

প্ৰকৃবতৰ ৰদঙদৰ ৰাঙবে হ় ভন, 

ফা ুঁহীৰ সুৰত উদে আশাৰ গুণগুণ। 

গাদভাচাদৰ ফাদে পচদনহৰ প াে, 

ভাটিৰ ভানুদহ গা় জীেনৰ পফাে। 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

অপ঩ক্ষো 

         ননহোনৰকো ঩োপ োৱোৰী 

প্ৰথভ ফৰ্ ম (বফজ্ঞান শাখা ) 

 

বনস্তব্ধ বনশাৰ ফুকুত 

এটি সদ঩াদন পখাজ কাদ঻, 

আকাশৰ পজানাকদফাদৰ 

তাৰ ঩থত প঩াহৰ বসুঁদচ। 

সভ়ৰ পসা ুঁতত ফহু কথা 

পহৰাই মা় নীৰদে, 

তথাব঩ও হৃদ়ৰ এচুকত 

বকছুভান ৰ্্ভবৃত জী়াই থাদক। 

ফতাদহ কব ়াই আদন 

অবচন সুফাসৰ ফতৰা, 

ভদন ভদন বফচাবৰ পুদৰা ুঁ 

পহৰুওো বদনৰ টেকনা। 

অদ঩ক্ষা ভাদনই পকেে বফৰহ নহ়, 

অদ঩ক্ষা নতুন ঩ুোৰ আশাও; 

অেকাৰৰ পশৰ্ত বমদদৰ 

সূম মই বফো় এখন দীঘে ঩থ, 

সদ঩ান তাৰ উজ্জ্বে বদশাৰী, 

পহৰাই নামাওুঁ  পকবত়াও 

আশাই পভাক আগুোই বনদ়। 

 



 

ক নলৈ ফুনৈ 

নফকোশ দোস 

বিতী় ফৰ্ ম (বফজ্ঞান শাখা) 

 

কথা ফৰ ঩ুৰবণ নহ়,আনৰ দদৰ স্বাবাবেক। 

সদ঩ান কিবন়ান,সদ঩ান পদেদাৰু নগৰী, 

সদ঩ান কিবন়ান। 

সদ঩ানৰ ঩ভ পখবদ , েুইতৰ দা ুঁবত-কাৰ্ৰী়া 

কিনত আৰম্ভ এক অিহীন মাত্ৰাৰ 

পশৰ্ নাই। 

পদেদাৰুৰ ছা ুঁত বফেীন হহ জীেনৰ বশখা জ্বদোো 

শত-সহস্ৰ ভুখ পদবখদছা ুঁ,শুবনদছা আৰু সদ঩ান। 

েুইত঩ৰী়া বচৰদম৏েনা সত্তাৰ পশৰ্ নাই, 

পশৰ্ নাই শত শত ন-঩ুৰবণ পজানাকী জজেবভে ঩ৰুো 

সদৃশ প঩াহৰ-ব঩়াসীৰ। 

ফুৰন্জীৰ ঩ষৃ্ঠাত পখাবদত পহাো জন ই়াৰ, 

আইৰ ফাদফ শ্বহীদ পহাো জন ই়াৰ, 

ইবতহাস গ঻া জদনা ই়াৰ, 

অসভ গদ঻াতা জদনা ই়াৰ। 

শতফৰ্ ম গৰকা পদোে,গুজিত  হহ আদছ 

হাজাৰ হাজাৰ ফাতমাো঩, 

ক’ত জনৰ স্মবৃত আৰু আদফগ। 

সংদমাগ ফৰ অসভ, 

সংদমাগ বাৰত; 

পগ৏ৰে অসভৰ , পগ৏ৰে অসভী়াৰ। 

অসভীৰ পবািাতৰা, পহ নক্ষত্ৰ, 

প্ৰণাভ পতাভাক 

প্ৰণাভ পতাভাক। 



 

নীৰৱ ফৰষোৰ ৰোনত 

঩নৰস্মিতো দোস 

 প্ৰথভ ফৰ্ ম( বফজ্ঞান শাখা) 

 

ফৰৰু্ণৰ পিা঩াে সৰগৰ গান, 

নীৰেতাই বদদ় শাবিৰ দান। 

পভঘৰ আৰুঁত েুকাই ৰ’দ, ভনত 

জাদগ পসউজী়া পফাধ। 

঩াতৰ ফুকুত ঩ানীৰ নৃতয়, 

ফতাহত বাদহ বভো সতয়। 

ধুই বনদ় ক্লাবি সকদো, 

আদন সদ঩ানৰ প঩াহৰ। 

ফৰৰু্ণৰ আৰু শাবিৰ বভেন, 

প্ৰকৃবতৰ আিাইতকক ভধুৰ জীেন। 

 

 

 

 

 



 

অনিনো পুৈনন  

 অননস্মিতো দোস 

প্ৰথভ ফৰ্ ম ( বফজ্ঞান শাখা ) 

 

ৰঙা-নীো পুে ঩াহীত 

঩বখোটি হ় ঩ৰী, 

আকাদশ ফতাদহ আজজ 

সউ ৰং বফচাবৰ, 

সদ঩ানৰ পুেবনত 

খাওুঁ  আবভ হাফাথুবৰ। 

পজান জ্বো সবে়াদত 

পজানাকীদ় ঩াখী পভবেফ , 

অজতু সাগৰ বনজতু নদীদ়  

পভাক হে উৰা ভাবৰফ, 

ৰঙীন পুেবন বফচাবৰ। 

জজেবভে পজানাকদত  

তৰাবেদ় পভো ঩াবতফ, 

ৰূদ঩ােেী বনশা ৰাবতদ় 

পভাক হে আেস হ’ফ , 

অবচনা পুেবন বফচাবৰ! 

অবচনা পুেবন বফচাবৰ! 

 

 



 

অন্তৰৰ ননৰৱ বূনভকো 

আৰুনি ৰুথ মকোোঁৱৰ 

প্ৰথভ ফৰ্ ম (বফজ্ঞান শাখা) 

  

ভই পকান? 

এই নীৰে আকাশৰ তেত 

এিা সৰু প্ৰশ্ন হহ বথ় হহ আদছা ুঁ ভই। 

সভ় নদীৰ দদৰ ফ়, 

বদনদফাৰ আদহ আৰু গুবচ মা়, 

বকন্তু পভাৰ অিৰৰ প্ৰশ্নদিা 

এবত়াও উত্তৰ না঩া়। 

পকবত়াফা বাদফা— 

ভই পকেে এিা নাভ পন? 

পন এই পদশদিা, 

মাক সভদ় এবদন ভাটিত বভোই বদফ? 

পকবত়াফা বাদফা— 

ভই হ়দতা এিা সদ঩ান, 

বম সভ়ৰ ফুকুত জন্ম হে 

এবদন নীৰেতাত বভবে মাফ। 

ভানুদহ বনজদক বচদন ফুবে বাদফ, 

বকন্তু সতযদিা হ়দতা এই— 

আবভ মাক ‚বনজ‛ ফুবে কওুঁ 

পসইদিাও সভ়ৰ হসদত সেবন হহ থাদক। 

পতবত়া ভই বাদফা, 

মবদ পভাৰ বচিা সেবন হ়, 



 
মবদ পভাৰ অনুবে সেবন হ়, 

পতদি সবতযকাৰ ‚ভই‛ পকান? 

হ়দতা ভই এিা প্ৰশ্ন, 

মাৰ উত্তৰ এবত়াও জন্ম পহাো নাই। 

হ়দতা ভই এিা ঩বথক, 

বম বনজৰ ঩থ বনদজই বফচাবৰ পুদৰ। 

বকন্তু হ়দতা জীেনৰ আিাইতকক  াঙৰ ৰহসয এই— 

ভানুদহ পগাদিই জীেন 

বনজদক বফচাবৰ পুদৰ, 

আৰু পশৰ্ত ফুদজ— 

পম ‚ভই‛ ফুবে মাক বফচাবৰবছে, 

পসইদিা পকবত়াও সম্পূণ মকক ধৰা ন঩দৰ। বকন্তু— নীৰেতাদৰা এিা 

গবীৰতা থাদক, ম’ত শব্দদফাৰ বনদজই পহৰাই মা়। 

ভই তাদতই ফবহ আদছা ুঁ, প্ৰশ্নদফাৰ েগত হে— পমন বসহুঁদতও এবত়া 

পভাদৰই এিা অংশ। 

সভ় ফ়, বকন্তু তাৰ পসা ুঁতত ভই এবত়া  ুফ নামাওুঁ , ভই পকেে তাদতই 

বাবহ থাদকা ুঁ— নাভবফহীন, বদশবফহীন। 

পকবত়াফা অনুবে হওুঁ— ভই পমন এিা ছা ুঁ, বম প঩াহৰৰ ঩ৰা জন্ম ে়, 

আৰু আোৰত বভবে মা়। 

পকবত়াফা আদক৏— ভই পমন এিা প঩াহৰ, বম বনদজই বনজৰ আুঁধাৰ 

ফহন কদৰ। 

‚ভই‛ শব্দদিা এবত়া এিা সীভা পমন োদগ, আৰু ভই— পসই সীভাৰ 

ফাবহৰকে গ’পেই অে঩ অে঩ স্পি হওুঁ। 

পহৰাই পমাোদিা এবত়া ব় নহ়, কাৰণ প্ৰবতদিা পহৰাই পমাোদতই 

এিা নতুন ‚ভই‛ জদন্ম। 

প্ৰশ্নদফাৰ এবত়াও আদছ— বকন্তু এবত়া বসহুঁদত উত্তৰ পনাদখাদজ। 



 
বসহুঁদত পকেে জী়াই থাদক, পভাৰ দদৰ। 

আৰু পসই জী়াই থকাৰ ভাজদতই— এিা নীৰে সতয োদহ োদহ 

উজাগৰ হ়… 

পম, ভই পকাদনা এক উত্তৰ নহ়, ভই এিা অনি প্ৰফাহ, বম বনজদক 

বনদজই অনুবে কবৰ মা়।‚‘ভই’ পকাদনা বিৰ ফস্তু নহ়; ই এিা চবে 

থকা অববজ্ঞতা — মাক সম্পূণ মকক ফুজজফ পনাোবৰ, পকেে অনুবে 

কবৰফ ঩াবৰ।‛ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

শৰৎ 
নভম্পী ঩োপ োৱোৰী 

প্ৰথভ ফষ ষ (কৈো শোখো ) 

ধূসৰ কুুঁ েেীৰ আেৰণ পাবে 

বনভ মে ভুকুতাদৰ, 

দুৰবৰৰ দবেচা ঩াবৰ 

তুবভ অহাৰ বদদে ফতৰা, 

বনশাগো পশোবেদ় 

সুগবে বফোই, 

পচ৏বদদশ আদভােদভাোই 

তুবভ অহাৰ ফতৰা বদদে বফোই, 

শৰৎ তুবভ পশোবে ঩াবহ  

প্ৰকৃবতৰ সম্ভাৰ্ণত বদ়া 

পকাভে দবেচা ঩াবৰ, 

বফদোো আদভােদভাে সুফাস, 

শৰতৰ আগভনত ভতেী়া 

তুবভ শুভ্ৰ কুুঁ েেী 

দুেবৰ ফনত জজবেবক উো 

পমন ভুকুতা ভবণ, 

হনৰ কাৰ্ৰ পসউজী়া, 

পৰকাে আকাশৰ, বিগ্ধ পজানাকৰ, 

শীতে ঩ৰশত, কুঁ হুোই বদদে 

তুবভ অহাৰ ফতৰা, 

শুকুো পভঘৰ আুঁদৰ আুঁদৰ 

েুকাকুবৰ পখবে, 



 
হনৰ ঩াৰত শুভ্ৰ কুঁ হুোই 

নাদচ হাবে-জাবে। 

দুেবৰত ঩বৰ ৰ়  

বন়ৰৰ ভুকুতা ভবণ, 

শুভ্ৰ আকাশত  

পবৰঙ পুিা পজানাকৰ হাবহ । 

 

তুবভদ় ভতমযকে হে অহা  

শাৰদী় ৰানীক , 

অসুৰ নাবশ হৰ্ ম উল্লাস ধ্ববনদৰ কৰা  

আনন্দ স্পূবতম প঩াহৰৰ পভো । 

 

পতাভাৰ বহভ শীতে  

ফতাহ এচাটিদ়  

পদহ ভন জৰুাই বদ়া  

আবন বদ়া ভনকে প্ৰশাবি , 

শৰৎ তুবভ ঋতু ৰানী 

পহুঁ঩াহ আৰু আশাৰ  

কহুুঁোই পকাভে ঩ুোৰ ৰ'দাবেদৰ 

ভনকে আনা শাবি। 



 

জীৱনৰ নভঠো ঩ৰশ 

  ভৃণ্ময় মভনধ 

           প্ৰথভ ফৰ্ ম ( বফজ্ঞান শাখা )      

31                 ভণৃ্ম় পভবধ 

বফ঩ন্ন ঩বৃথেীৰ অদনক সংঘাত  

এক বফবছন্ন হৃদ়, 

 

অদেখ ঩ানী চকুৰ ঩তাত  

জীেনৰ এক প্ৰবতকূে ছা়া। 

 

ভৰভ, আকেুো ন়নৰ  

বনস্পা঩ আদেগ অনুবূবত হৃদ়ত  

জীেনৰ এক বভো ঩ৰশ। 

 

পহুঁ঩াহৰ পসই বভো ঩ৰশদত বফেীন  

সকদো ভা়াভ় স্মবৃত, 

এবত়া ভাদথা ুঁ বফৰহৰ ফুকুত ফাজজ উদে  

এক নীৰে গীবত। 

 

বনস্তব্ধতাৰ ভাজদতা পমন এবত়া  

পতাভাদৰই অনুৰণ। 

বফদা়ৰ এই ক্ষণত থভবক  

হৰদছ পভাৰ স্পন্দন।। 

 

পশৰ্ ফুবে এদকা নাই জীেনত  

স্মবৃতদফাদৰই আভাৰ সম্বে। 

তথাব঩ও হৰ মা় আধৰুো বকছু কথা, 

ফুকুত সা ুঁবচ পথাো এদসা঩াভান পভ৏ন ফযাথা। 



 
 

সভ়ৰ গবতত সকদো সেবন হ'ফ োদগ  

পহ঩াহদফাদৰা পকবত়াফা ফুকুদত ভৰবহ বাদগ। 

বকন্তু পসই অজান আদেগৰ বভো সুফাদস  

সদা় আভাক তাৰ কাৰ্কে িাবন বনদ়।। 

 

 

 

তথাব঩ও হৰ মা় পসই অ঩ূণ মতাৰ আদেশ  

স্মবৃতৰ ফুকুত জজৰবণ হে ঩ুনৰ আগুোই মাওুঁ। 

জীেনৰ এই নািকত নাই জাদনা বকফা পশৰ্?। 

প্ৰবতদিা প্ৰজন্মৰ ফুকুত স্পজন্দত এক পচতনা।। 

 

 

        

         

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

     

 

 

 

 



 

নিঠঠ  
তন্দ্ৰোৈী দোস 

বিতী় ফৰ্ ম (কো শাখা ) 

 

পতাভাকে ফুবে বেখা বচটে 

আজজ আধৰুো, 

ভনৰ বােদফাৰ 

আজজ পমন বনথৰুো। 

ঘ঺ীৰ কা ুঁইদিুঁ পভাক পদখাইদছ 

সভ়ৰ পসা ুঁত বকভান ফাব঻দছ। 

শব্দহীন ফাকযৰ প্ৰকাশ  

আজজ আধা বেখা বচটেৰ ভাজত। 

বফবােৰী পমন ভন  

দুখ নীৰেতাদৰ বৰা। 

প ৏ পমন পভাৰ ভন 

সাগৰৰ গবীৰতাৰ সভান।  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

আকোশ িুফৰ ভন 
নফনদশো বৰদ্বোজ 

           প্ৰথভ ফৰ্ ম (বফজ্ঞান শাখা)      

নীে আকাশৰ তেত, 

সাগদৰ পমন ক় এক নতুন কাবহনী। 

ক্লাবিহীন সাগৰৰ শতসহস্ৰ প ৏দফাদৰ 

পসাণােী ভাটিক জী়াে কবৰ তুবেদছ। 

উন্মাদ ফতাদহ সাগৰৰ ফুকুত, 

বফোই বদদছ পগা঩ন গীত। 

বম গীতৰ অি নাই ----- 

অিহীন ...... । 

গীতৰ তাদে তাদে 

 ুবফফ ধৰা সূৰুমৰ প঩াহৰত, 

েহৰদফাদৰ স্ব-ইচ্ছাই নাবচ পুবৰদছ। 

পকবত়াফা শািবাদে, 

পকবত়াফা অশািবাদে। 

এই সহস্ৰ েহদৰ হক মা়, 

'জীেন ভাদন অবফৰত গবত ... । 

সাগৰৰ কেস্বৰত হৃদ়ত 

ফাজজ উদে স্মবৃতৰ সুৰ 

সীভাৰ স঩াদৰ, 

বক পম ৰূ঩ােী ভা়াৰ পদশ! 

েুনী়া ঩ানী পফাদৰ কাব঻ বনদ়, 

সহস্ৰজনৰ দুখৰ পফাজা। 

সাগৰ! তুবভ ইভান বফশাে.......! 

পতাভাৰ বফশােতাই ফাদৰ ফাদৰ হক মা়, 



 
‘উদাৰতাই জীেনৰ ঩ূণ মতা, 

প্ৰাবিদ়ই জীেনৰ সাথ মকতা।’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

নকয় ? 

঩নৰস্মিতো দোস 

বিতী় ফৰ্ ম (কো শাখা ) 

 

দু঩ৰী়াৰ ৰ’দদতা এই এোৰ বক়??  

ৰদদ গা চুদে ফতাদহ আওকাণ কদৰ বক়??  

বফৰাজজদছ অদেখ সভতাৰ শব্দ 

শব্দদফাৰ আজজ ধূবেকণা বক়?  

বনভাত ফাবগচাত বাবহ আবহদছ ৰঙীন সদ঩ান  

পদখুোজদন সদ঩ান বাটঙফ আবহদছ বক়?  

শযাভৰ ফা ুঁহীৰ সুৰত ঩বখো উবৰদছ পনদদখা দৃটিদ়  

ভৰবহফ পখাজা বােৰ উদ় হহদছ বক়?  

নাৰী মবদ সটৃি, নাৰী শজি  

পতদনহদে নাৰী আজজ পশাৰ্ণৰ ফবে বক়?  

অবধকাৰ মবদ সকদোদৰ প্ৰা঩য হ় 

পকুঁ কুবৰ পকুঁ কুবৰ আদহ বক়?  

সভাজত এবত়া পবদা- পবদ নাই 

সভাজৰ চকুত নাৰী আজজ দফূ মে বক় ? 

হা ুঁবহৰ ছবফ আুঁতৰাই পচাো ; ঩ুৰুৰ্দতা ফাদদ  

নাৰীদ় নাৰীক ফাবেদছ বক় ? 

  



 
 

নফৰহ  
আব্দৈু ভোনতন 

        বিতী় ফৰ্ ম (বফজ্ঞান শাখা)      

 

 
 

বভচাদতই বদন পফাৰ কাবতদছা, 

পতা ুঁভাৰ চকুৰ পসই এক আবাসৰ ফাদফ হৰ আদছা। 

পতাভাক পহৰুোই আকাশ পফাৰ থভবক ৰে, 

পজানাক পজানাকী ৰাবত এদকা নৰে। 

 

তুবভদ়দতা হকবছো থাবকভ বচৰবদনৰ ফাদফ পতাভাৰ‛ হহ, 

আজজ,আজজ পভাদথা পতাভাৰ আকাশখন চাই ভই হৰ। 

কবেজাৰ কাদৰং বাবগে,সদ঩ানৰ সভাবধ আবকে, 

ভুখৰ হা ুঁবহদ় পকেে অশ্রুদক চাই থাবকে। 

 

হা ুঁবহত েুকাই পকদদা ুঁ ভুখ,   

বাগবৰ ঩দৰ হৃদ়ৰ সুখ।  

আকাদশা আজজ কাদন্দ চাই,   

তুবভ নাই, এদকা নাই। 

তুবভ নাই.., এদকা নাই॥ 

 

 

 



 

শূনযতো 
 

 

সোগনৰকো িুনতয়ো 

বিতী় ফৰ্ ম(কো শাখা ) 

হগ আদছ, 

পকেে হগ আদছ 

অিহীন দীঘেী়া, 

বনজমন অবেদিাদৰ। 

নাজাদনা ক'হে, 

ফহু দৰূকেদক  

ভানুহ দুনুহ ফুবেফকে, 

পকও পকাদনা নাই। 

শৰীৰত কাদ঩াৰ ফুবেফদেও, 

পকেে ভাত্ৰ এদমাৰ শুভ্ৰ প঩াচাক। 

পতদজদৰ েুতুবৰ-঩ুতুবৰ ববৰখনত, 

পচদেে ফুবেফকে নাই। 

ভূৰৰ পখা঩াদিাও পখাে খাই, 

চুবেদকাচা আউবে ফাউবে হহ ঩বৰদছ। 

নাই ভ্ৰুদক্ষ঩ নাই, 

এদকাকেদক ভ্ৰুদক্ষ঩ নাই। 

আজজ পমন সকদো পহৰুোই আবহদছ, 

নহ় হাবৰ আবহদছ 

হাবৰ আবহদছ বন়বতৰ হাতত, 

হাবৰ আবহদছ সভ়ৰ হাতত। 



 
নাই আৰু শজি নাই, 

উববত হগদছ 

অিহীন অবেদিাদৰ, 

ভাদথা েগত হে আবনদছ 

শূনযতা,শূনযতা আৰু শূনযতা৷ 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

মপ্ৰভৰ সংজ্ঞো 
                                                               ঈশ্বো ঩োৈ  

                                                               বিতী় ফৰ্ ম (কো শাখা ) 

 

 

পপ্ৰভ... পপ্ৰভ কাক পফাদে? 

কাদৰাফাৰ ফাদফ পপ্ৰভ ভাদন-হাদত হাত ধবৰ পখাজ ক঻া। 

কাদৰাফাৰ ফাদফ পপ্ৰভ ভাদন- বদন-ৰাবত কথা ঩তা, ভনৰ সকদো কথা 

বাগ-ফতৰা কৰা। 

কাদৰাফাৰ ফাদফ পপ্ৰভ ভাদন-উ঩হাৰ, হা ুঁবহ আৰু এদকেদগ কদিাো 

বকছু বভো ভুহতূ ম। 

বকন্তু... 

 

পভাৰ ফাদফ পপ্ৰভ অে঩ পফদেগ। 

পভাৰ ফাদফ পপ্ৰভ ভাদন- 

এিা সৰু বশশুদে পফেুনদিা উবৰ মাফ ফুবে ব় কবৰ পজাৰকক ফুকুত 

সােটি ধৰা। 

হনৰ দদৰ অবফৰাভ, বনদজ কি ঩াইও সিানৰ ভুখত হা ুঁবহ বফচাদৰ। 

কাৰণ ভাকৰ ভৰভত পকাদনা চতম নাথাদক, থাদক ভাদথা ুঁ বনিঃস্বাথ ম ভৰভ, 

আশীফ মাদ আৰু অিহীন বােদ঩াো। 

পভাৰ ফাদফ পপ্ৰভ ভাদন— 

কাদৰাফাক বনজৰ ফুবে দাফী কৰা নহ়, ফৰঞ্চ পতওুঁ সুখী হওক ফুবে 

বনিঃস্বাথ মবাদে সদা় প্ৰাথ মনা কৰা। 



 
কাৰণ... সুঁচা বােদ঩াো পকবত়াও পশৰ্ নহ়, ই সভ়ৰ েদগ েদগ 

আৰু গবীৰ, আৰু ঩বফত্ৰ হহ মা়। 

 

 

 



 

  



আধযাত্মিকতাৰ অননয ননদৰ্ শন ফৰগীত 

মভৌভৃন মেকা 

দ্বিতী় ফৰ্ ষ (কলা শাখা) 

 
ভহা঩ুৰুৰ্ শ্ৰীভন্ত শংকৰদদদৱ অসভী়া সভাজ জীৱনলল প্ৰবূত ফৰঙদ্বি আগফ঻াই গগদছ। সভাজ, সংসৃ্কদ্বত, 

সাদ্বহতয, ধভ ষ সকদলা দ্বদশদত সংস্কাৰ সাধন কদ্বৰ অসভী়া জাদ্বতক ভম ষাদাৰ ৰূ঩ত এক সুদৃ঻ দ্ববদ্বি দ্বদ 

গগদছ। ভহা঩ুৰুৰ্ গুৰুজনাৰ ধভ ষ দশ ষনটি ভানৱতাফাদী দশ ষন। জাদ্বত-ধভ ষ, ফি ষ দ্বনদ্বফ ষদশদৰ্ সকদলাদক 

সভভম ষাদা প্ৰদাদনই ই়াৰ ভূল লক্ষ্য। 

 

এই ভানৱতাফাদী ধভী় দশ ষনদিাক জনভুখী কদ্বৰ তুদ্বলফলল ফাদফ গুৰুজনাই সংগীতৰ আশ্ৰ় ল'লল। 

গীত, ফাদয আৰু নতৃয এই দ্বতদ্বনদ্বফধ কলাক সংগীত লফালা হ়। বাৰতী় শাস্ত্ৰী় সংগীত গহদছ দুই প্ৰকাৰৰ, 

দ্বহন্দসু্তানী সংগীত আৰু কি ষািকী সংগীত।আধযাত্মিকতাৰ অননয দ্বনদশ ষন ফৰগীত 

 

ভহা঩ুৰুৰ্ শ্ৰীভন্ত শংকৰদদদৱ অসভী়া সভাজ জীৱনলল প্ৰবূত ফৰঙদ্বি আগফ঻াই গগদছ। সভাজ, সংসৃ্কদ্বত, 

সাদ্বহতয, ধভ ষ সকদলা দ্বদশদত সংস্কাৰ সাধন কদ্বৰ অসভী়া জাদ্বতক ভম ষাদাৰ ৰূ঩ত এক সুদৃ঻ দ্ববদ্বি দ্বদ 

গগদছ। ভহা঩ুৰুৰ্ গুৰুজনাৰ ধভ ষ দশ ষনটি ভানৱতাফাদী দশ ষন। জাদ্বত-ধভ ষ, ফি ষ দ্বনদ্বফ ষদশদৰ্ সকদলাদক 

সভভম ষাদা প্ৰদাদনই ই়াৰ ভূল লক্ষ্য। 

এই ভানৱতাফাদী ধভী় দশ ষনদিাক জনভুখী কদ্বৰ তুদ্বলফলল ফাদফ গুৰুজনাই সংগীতৰ আশ্ৰ় ল'লল। 

গীত, ফাদয আৰু নতৃয এই দ্বতদ্বনদ্বফধ কলাক সংগীত লফালা হ়। বাৰতী় শাস্ত্ৰী় সংগীত গহদছ দুই প্ৰকাৰৰ, 

দ্বহন্দসু্তানী সংগীত আৰু কি ষািকী সংগীত। 

উদেখদমাগয লম শংকৰী সংগীতৰ উ঩াদান গহদছ চাদ্বৰিা, গীত, ফাদয, নতৃয আৰু নািয। শংকৰী গীতৰ 

অংশত ফৰগীত, লিাি়, লঘাৰ্া, ঩়াৰ আদ্বদ ল঩াৱা মা়। ফাদযত লখালফাদয, নতৃযত শংকৰী নতৃয আৰু 

নািযত অংকী়া নাি, বা঑না। এই আদলাচনাত দ্বশদৰানাভৰ উ঩দমাগী গীত অংশৰ ফৰগীতৰ জদ্বৰ়দত 

ভহা঩ুৰুৰ্ শ্ৰীভন্ত শংকৰদদৱৰ ধভী় দশ ষন আৰু কৃষ্ণবত্মিৰ ভাহািযৰ দ্বফৰ্দ় আদলাচনা কদ্বৰফলল প্ৰ়াস 

কৰা গহদছ। 

ফৰগীত গহদছ ভহা঩ুৰুৰ্ শ্ৰীভন্ত শংকৰদদৱ আৰু ভাধৱদদদৱ ৰচনা কৰা আধযাত্মিক তত্ত্ব সম্বদ্বলত উচ্চাঙ্গৰ 

গীত। এই গীতসভূহ বাৰতী় শাস্ত্ৰী় সংগীতৰ ঩ৰম্পৰা আৰু প্ৰাচীন অসভৰ ৰাগ-ৰাদ্বগিীৰ সভন্঩দ় গদ্ব঻ 

উঠা এক দ্বফদশৰ্ শাস্ত্ৰী় সংগীত গশলী ফা ধাৰা; আনহাদত ই়াৰ সুৰত ললাক-঩ৰম্পৰাৰ সুৰ ঩দ্বৰস্পুি হ়। 

দ্বমদহতু জাদনা লম ভহা঩ুৰুৰ্ শ্ৰীভন্ত শংকৰদদৱৰ শংকৰী সংগীত প্ৰচাৰৰ ভূল উদেশয ফা লক্ষ্য হ'ল 

একশৰি নাভধভ ষৰ প্ৰচাৰ কৰা। গদ্বতদক লতদ্বত়াৰ ফৰগীতসভূহত লম লকৱল কৃষ্ণ ফা ৰাভক উ঩াসনা কৰা 

হ়, লসই কথা঑ অনুভান কদ্বৰফ ঩ৰা মা়। টঠক লতদনদদৰ ভহা঩ুৰুৰ্ শ্ৰীভন্ত শংকৰদদৱৰ ফৰগীতসভূহত 

শ্ৰীকৃষ্ণৰ ফালযকালৰ লীলাসভূহ অথফা ভাতৃ মদশাদাৰ লগত লহাৱা নানা ক্ৰী঺াকলা঩ৰ কথা ল঩াৱা মা় । 

 

ঈশ্বৰৰ উ঩াসনাৰ উদেদশয আগত ফৰগীতসভূহ ৰচনা কৰা গহদছ।বাৱ অনুসদ্বৰ ফৰগীতসভূহক ৬ বাগত 

বাগ কৰা গহদছ, নীলা, ঩ৰভাথ ষ, দ্বফফাহ, দ্বফদ্বফদ্বত ষ, লচাৰ, চাতুৰী। 



এইদ্বখদ্বনদত দ্বফৰ়্ফস্তু আদলাচনা কদ্বৰফলল দ্বফদশৰ্বাদৱ ভহা঩ুৰুৰ্ শ্ৰীভন্ত শংকৰদদৱ আৰু শ্ৰীভাধৱদদৱৰ 

গুৰুজনাৰ দুিী ফৰগীতৰ বাৱানুফাদ দাটঙ ধৰা গহদছ। 

গীত : ৰাগ- ভাধৱ 

ধ্ৰু :- ভাহুৰ  

ভন লভদ্বৰ হদ্বৰ সদঙ্গ দ্বভত ফন্ধাদ়া 

ঐছন মতন দ্বকদ়া সফ লছাদ্ব঺। 

সন্ত সংগদ্বত ৰদ্বত লাদ়া। 

"লহ ভন, তই হদ্বৰৰ লগত দ্বভদ্বতৰাদ্বল কৰ। দ্বমদকাদনা প্ৰকাদৰ অনয সকদলা ফাদ দ্বদ বাল ললাকৰ ফা সজ্জন 

সকলৰ লগত দ্বভদ্বতৰাদ্বল কৰ, মাদত অহদ্বন ষদশ হদ্বৰগুি গাই থাদ্বকফ ঩াৰ।" 

গীত : ৰাগ- ধনশ্ৰী 

ধ্ৰু :- 

঩াভৰু ভন ৰাভচৰদি দ্বচি লদহু। 

অদ্বথৰ জীৱন ৰাভ ভাধৱ লকদ্বৰ নাভ 

ভৰিক সম্বল ললহু।। 

"লহ ঩া঩ী ভন, তই অনয দ্বচন্তা ফাদ দ্বদ লকৱল ৰাভৰ চৰিত ভন লদ। এই অস্থা়ী ভানৱ জীৱনত লকৱল ৰাভ 

নাদভদহ ভৰিৰ সম্বল।" 

 

঑঩ৰত আদলাচনা কৰা ফৰগীতদকইিাৰ লগদত দ্বফদ্ববন্ন ফৰগীতসভূহ দ্বচন্তা কদ্বৰদল লদখা মা় লম, 

১। অনয লদৱ-লদৱীৰ ঩ৰা একভাত্ৰ কৃষ্ণ ফা ৰাভৰ চৰিত শৰি প্ৰাথ ষনা কৰা গহদছ। 

২। কৃষ্ণৰ ৰূ঩-ফি ষনা আৰু লীলা-লক৏তুক ফি ষনাদৰ বিসকলক কৃষ্ণবত্মিৰ প্ৰদ্বত আকদ্বৰ্ ষত কৰা গহদছ। 

৩। এই সংসাৰক সকদলা অসাৰত লঘাৰ্িা কদ্বৰ লকৱল নাভ ফা কৃষ্ণ নাভক লশ্ৰষ্ঠ প্ৰদ্বত঩ন্ন কৰা গহদছ। 

৪। অস্থা়ী জীৱনদিাৰ ভৰিৰ লফদ্বলকা ৰাভ নাদভদহ লম একভাত্ৰ সপল তাক লঘাৰ্িা কদ্বৰদছ। 

৫। দাসয বত্মিৰ অনযতভ দ্বনদশ ষন ফৰগীতসভূহত ভানৱতাফাদী দ্বচন্তা-লচতনাৰ প্ৰকাশ লক্ষ্িী়। 

ই়াৰ উ঩দ্বৰ঑ ভহা঩ুৰুৰ্ শ্ৰীভন্ত শংকৰদদৱৰ ভূল একশৰি নাভ ধভ ষৰ উ঩াসনাৰ এক ভাধযভ দ্বহচাদ঩ 

ফৰগীদত বিসকলৰ ঩ৰভাদ্বথ ষক তত্ত্ব উ঩লদ্বিত সহা় কদৰ। লতৰাৰ ধভ ষ দশ ষনটিক ফুত্মজফলল লতৰাৰ দ্বফদ্ববন্ন 

ধভ ষগ্ৰন্থ অধয়ন নকৰালক঑ লকৱল অংকী়া নাি আৰু গীতসভূহ চচষা ফা অনুশীলন কদ্বৰদল঑ ধভী় তত্ত্ব 

সহদজ উ঩লদ্বি কদ্বৰফ ঩ৰা মা়। 

সহা়ক গ্ৰন্থ :- 

ফৰগীত – ফা঩চন্দ্ৰ ভহন্ত 

স্বৰদৰখাত মুগ্ম ৰাজৰ ফৰগীত –নীলাকান্ত ফৰা 

 

 

 

 

 

  



কলাগুৰুৰ সানিতযত অসভৰ জনজাতীয় 

সভাজখন 

জাগৃনত ফৰুৱা 

দ্বিতী় ফৰ্ ষ ( কলা শাখা ) 

 
 

 

 

“ট্ৰাইদফল! জাগ ট্ৰাইদফল! 

দ্বত়াগী ঘুভদ্বত লতাৰ কউটিকলী়া অতীত গদ্বৰভা 

লতাৰ ঩াহৰাই দ্বন়া, 

নতুন কুসুভ ঩াদ্বহ লভলা...” 

অসভৰ সু-সন্তান, গীদ্বতকাৰ, গা়ক, সুৰকাৰ, নািযকাৰ, অদ্ববদনতা, দ্বচত্ৰদ্বশল্পী, 

নৃতযদ্বশল্পী, এগৰাকী দ্বচৰন্তন দ্বফপ্লৱী, কলাগুৰু দ্বফষু্ণপ্ৰসাদ ৰাবাৰ প্ৰদ্বতদিা অৱদাদনই 

অসভী়া সাদ্বহতয-সংসৃ্কদ্বতৰ এদকা এদকািা নজহা-ন঩ভা ব৑ ৰাল। এইগৰাকী 

দ্বকৰাত঩ুত্ৰৰ মাউদ্বতমুগী়া সটৃিত অসভৰ প্ৰদ্বতদিা ফাদ্বলকিা, ভহাফাহু ব্ৰহ্ম঩ুত্ৰৰ 

প্ৰদ্বতিুদ্ব঩ ঩ানী অংদ্বকত গহদছ। ৰাবাদদৱৰ দ্বলখদ্বনত জনজাতী় সভাজখনৰ 

প্ৰদ্বতপলন দ্বফদশৰ্বাদফ ভন কদ্বৰফলগী়া। 

"দ্বভদ্বচং কদনং" শীৰ্ ষক উ঩নযাসখন এইদক্ষ্ত্ৰত উদেখনী়। ই়াদৰ ভুখয ঩িবূদ্বভ 

আদ্বছল এহাল লেকা-গাবৰুৰ লপ্ৰভ কাদ্বহনী। দ্বভদ্বচং সভাজৰ ঩ৰম্পৰাগত উৎসৱ 

"আদ্বল আদ় লগৃাং"ৰ এক জীৱন্ত আবাস এই উ঩নযাসত ল঩াৱা মা়। উি 

উ঩নযাসখনত ৰাবাদদদৱ অসংখয দ্বভদ্বচং জনজাদ্বতৰ ললাকৰ থলুৱা শব্দ ফযৱহাৰ 

কদ্বৰদছ। 

উদাহৰিস্বৰূদ঩, উ঩নযাসখনৰ এটি দপা আদ্বছল এদনধৰিৰ- 

"...সন্পুখত জহুাল" স'ৰাভ দ্বতদ্বনহাত দীঘল, দ্বতদ্বনহাত ফহল আঠআঙুলী়া ফহল 

কাঠৰ তিাদৰ লঘৰা 

লফদীৰ দদৰ ভাটিদৰ দ্বলৰা, ফা ৑হৰ চাটঙদ্বলৰ ঑঩ৰত এই জহুাল, লসই জহুালৰ 

লফদীৰ঩ৰা দ্বতদ্বনহাত ঑঩ৰত ফা ৑হদৰ গুথা... 

...'ফ ' চাভ ফা ' ৰাফ ফং ' চাঙৰ ঑঩ৰত দ্বচদ্বলং লহন কভ-ফাং।" 



উি দ্বদশত লতদখতৰ আন দ্বতদ্বনিা উদেখনী় প্ৰফন্ধ হ'ল— ফদ঺া সভাজ, ফান কফাং 

আৰু ভৰং। ই়াদৰ "ফদ঺া সভাজ" শীৰ্ ষক প্ৰফন্ধটিত ৰাবাদদদৱ ফদ঺া জনজাদ্বতৰ 

ৰাজলনদ্বতক দ্বদশদিাৰ ফাদ্বহদৰ ফাকী সকদলাদফাৰ দ্বদশৰ ঩ুংখানু঩ুংখ ফি ষনা 

আগফ঻াইদছ।"ফান-কফাং" শীৰ্ ষক প্ৰফন্ধটিত লতদখদত লক্ষ্ীভ঩ুৰৰ কুলজানত 

অনুটষ্ঠত দ্বভদ্বচং সকলৰ ফাদ্বৰ্ ষক অনুষ্ঠানৰ লগদত এই ফান-কফাঙলল লম উিৰ-

঩ূফ ষাঞ্চলৰ সকদলা ঩াহাৰী়া-গব়াভী় প্ৰাচীন জনদগাষ্ঠীৰ প্ৰদ্বতদ্বনদ্বধফগ ষ আদ্বহদ্বছল, 

লসইসকলৰ গসদত ৰাবাদদৱৰ লকদনধৰিৰ সু-সম্পকষ গদ্ব঻ উটঠদ্বছল লসই কথা঑ 

উদেখ কদ্বৰদছ। অনুষ্ঠানটিত উ঩দ্বস্থত থকা প্ৰদ্বতদিা জনজাদ্বতৰ লব৏দগাদ্বলক 

অৱদ্বস্থদ্বত, সাভাত্মজক তথা অথ ষলনদ্বতক জীৱন সম্পদকষ ইভান তন্ন-তন্নলক দ্বলদ্বখদছ লম 

লস়া ঩দ্ব঻দল দ্বফত্মিত নলহ লনাৱাদ্বৰ। 

উদেখয লম, ৰাবাদদদৱ অসভৰ লগদত উিৰ-঩ূফ ষাঞ্চলৰ আন দ্বফদ্ববন্ন সু-প্ৰাচীন 

জনদগাষ্ঠীৰ ভাজত ভ্ৰভি কদ্বৰ লসইসকলক এগৰাকী নৃতত্ত্বদ্বফদৰূল঩ অধয়ন 

কদ্বৰদ্বছল। ফাৰুগকদ় কলাগুৰু দ্বফষু্ণপ্ৰসাদ ৰাবাদদৱৰ সটৃিৰাত্মজৰ এক দ্বচৰদসউজ 

প্ৰদ্বতধ্বদ্বন গহদছ জনজাতী় সভাজখন! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



নৱপ্ৰজন্ম আৰু সভয়চক্ৰ 

ভৃন্ময় কাকনত 

দ্বিতী় ফৰ্ ষ ( কলা শাখা ) 

দ্বম দুজন ফযত্মিৰ ফাদফ আদ্বভ এই সংসাৰখন লদদ্বখফলল সক্ষ্ভ গহদছা ৑, লসই ফযত্মি 

দুগৰাকীদ়ই গহদছ ভা-লদউতা। দ্বশশুটি গবষত থকাৰ ঩ৰাই, ভাকৰ ভৰভ তথা 

লদউতাকৰ ছা ৑় াত দ্বশশুটিদ় সুৰদ্বক্ষ্ত অনুবৱ কদৰ। ঩দৃ্বথৱীৰ আিাইতলক সুৰদ্বক্ষ্ত 

তথা ভৰভৰ কুভদ্বল়া দদ্বলচাত আৱদ্বৰ ৰখা ঠাইদ্বখদ্বনদ় গহদছ ভা-লদউতাৰ দুফাহু। 

সভ়চক্ৰ ঘুদৰ, আৰু ভৰভৰ ল঩ািাহত োঙৰ গহ জীৱন঩থত গদ্বত কদ্বৰফ ধদৰ। 

শীতকালৰ স্বাৱ,ভৰভ    আৰু সন্পান, গকদশাৰৰ গৰকা ল঩ানাহতৰ ভাজত লম 

আৰু নাই, লস়া ভাক-লদউতাদক ফুত্মজফ ঩ৰা গহ উদঠ।আত্মজকাদ্বল লফাদল কথাৰ 

অংক দ্বনদ্বভলা গহ আদ্বহদছ। ভাদক অনফৰত ঩দ্ব঻ফলল লকাৱাত ভা লফাদল কাদভাৰ  গহ 

উটঠদছ! আগৰ দদৰ সুখ-দুখৰ কথা এদ্বত়া ঩দ্বৰ়ালৰ লগদত ঩তা-লভলা নহ়। তাৰ 

স্থান গল ল঩লাদল িািষ লপান সভূদহ। লাগ ফুদ্বলদল কদ্বলজাদতাদক  উচৰগা কদ্বৰ দ্বদফ 

঩ৰা দ্ব঩তৃ-ভাতৃদ় লপান ফা ফাইক দ্বকদ্বন দ্বনদ্বদ঑ ফুদ্বল শাসন কদ্বৰদলই, লসই দ্ব঩তৃ-

ভাতৃদ় গহ ঩দৰ সন্তানৰ ঩ৰভ শত্ৰু! লেৰ ফচদ্বৰ়া  দ্বশশুটি঑ লমন িািষদপান নহদল 

বাত নাখা়! দ্বশশুটিক নকন্দাদক  ৰাদ্বখফলল঑ লমন ভাতৃৰ লস্দহৰ ঠাই িািষদপাদন 

স্থান লদল! দ্বক লম দ্বদন আদ্বহল হাই!নৱ প্ৰজন্প ফাৰু এদ্বত়া লকান দ্বদদশ ধাৱভান? 

আভাৰ ককা-আইতা, ভা-লদউতাহ৑তৰ আদশ ষ আশা আদ্বভ ফাৰু সভ়ৰ লসা ৑তত 

ক'ৰফাত লহৰুৱাই ল঩লাদলা লনদ্বক? আগৰ লসই ভৰভ, সন্পান, শাসন, আদফগ-

অনুবূদ্বত এদ্বত়া ধূদ্বল হ'ল। ভাতৃ দ্ব঩তৃৰ আদশ ষৰ গুদ্বৰধদৰাতা জী-঩ুত্ৰ আত্মজৰ মুগত, 

সাগৰত ভাদ্বিক দ্বফচৰা দদৰ গহ ঩দ্বৰল। আধুদ্বনকতাৰ ৰঙীন দাদ঩াদন, ঩ুৰদ্বিৰ স৑চা 



দাদ঩ানখন লনাদহাৱা কদ্বৰদল। অতীতৰ লসই দ্বদনদফাৰ, লমদ্বত়া ঘৰৰ ভূল 

ফযত্মিগৰাকীৰ এদকৰ্াদৰ কথাদত গহ ঩দ্বৰদ্বছল লশৰ্ দ্বসদ্ধান্ত! সৰুদ় োঙৰক কৰা 

সন্পান, োঙদৰ সৰুক দ্বদ়া দ্বদহা-঩ৰাভশ ষ আখদৰ আখদৰ ভাদ্বন ললাৱা, এই 

সকদলাদফাৰ আত্মজৰ দদৰ ফাদৰ ফাদৰ কথাই প্ৰদ্বত সৰুদৱ োঙৰক অভানয কৰা লদখা 

নলগদ্বছল। স৑চালক লস়াদ় আদ্বছল আচল লসাদিাৱালী দ্বদন।আত্মজৰ প্ৰজন্পই উচ্চ 

দ্বশক্ষ্া গলদছ টঠক, দ্বকন্তু দ্বচন্তাধাৰাৰ গদ্বত লতদনই দ্বনম্ন। ই়াৰ প্ৰধান কাৰদি গহদছ 

মাদ্বিক জীৱন তথা ঩াৰস্ধদ্বৰক বাদৱ কদ্বভ অহা ভানৱ সংস্ধশ ষ। দ্বকন্তু ই়াৰ লশৰ্ 

ক'ত?মদ্বদদহ আদ্বভ এই কথা সভ় থাদকাদতই ফুত্মজ নল঑ লতদন্ত ভানুহ আৰু মিৰ 

ভাজত লকাদনা ঩াথ ষকয নাথাদ্বকফ। দ্বকন্তু তাৰ ভাজদতা লকইিাভান শুব লক্ষ্ি 

এদ্বত়া঑ জী়াই আদছ, দ্বম এদ্বত়া঑ দ্বনজৰ সংষ্কাৰৰ দ্বশ঩া জী়াই ৰাদ্বখদছ। দ্বনজৰ 

আদশ ষ গুদ্বৰ ঩াহৰা নাই। লত঑৑দলাদকই হ'ফ লাদ্বগফ সভাজৰ দ্বদশহাৰা মুৱপ্ৰজন্পৰ 

ল঩াহৰৰ  চাদনকী হ'ফ লাদ্বগফ ভৰভ, সন্পান, আদশ ষৰ প্ৰতীক। লত঑৑দলাকৰ চহা 

দ্বচন্তাধাৰাই মাদত আগফ঻াই দ্বনদ় আভাৰ সভাজ। ঩ুনৰ ঘুৰক সভ়চক্ৰ, ঩ুনৰ লসই 

আদশ ষ লসািালী দ্বদন ঘূদ্বৰ আহক! 
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৯ জনু, ২০২৫ 

ফহু ফছদৰ ফুকুত সমতদন সা ৑দ্বচ ৰখা এিা সদ঩ান আত্মজ লমন ফাস্তৱত ঩দ্বৰিত গহদছ। 

এৰ্াৰ কথা আদছ, Eleanor Roosevelt গকদ্বছল— 

“The future belongs to those who believe in the beauty of their dreams.” 

অথ ষাৎ, দ্বমসকদল দ্বনজৰ সদ঩ানৰ লস৏ন্দম ষত দ্বফশ্বাস ৰাদখ, বদ্বৱৰ্যত লত঑৑দলাকদৰই 

হ়। 

সৰুদত কিন দ্বফশ্বদ্বফদযাল়ত ঩঻াৰ এিা সৰু সদ঩ান ভনত গলদ্বছদলা ৑। সভ়ৰ লদগ 

লদগ লসই সদ঩ানদিাদৱই ফাস্তৱ ৰূ঩ ল'লল। আত্মজ এই ঐদ্বতহযভত্মিত 

দ্বশক্ষ্ানুষ্ঠানখনৰএগৰাকী ছাত্ৰী দ্বহচাদ঩ দ্বথ় দ্বদফ ঩ৰাদিা লভাৰ ফাদফ এক সুকী়া 

অনুবৱ। অৱদশয এই অনুবৱ লকৱল লভাদৰই নহ়; আত্মজ এই লদৱদাৰু নগৰীত 

দ্বথ় দ্বদ়া প্ৰদ্বতগৰাকী কিদ্বন়ানৰ ফুকুত হ়দতা এদকই আদৱগ উথদ্বল উদঠ। 

চকুৰ ঩লকদত লমন এিা ফছৰ ঩াৰ গহ গ'ল। ১৯০১ চনত প্ৰদ্বতটষ্ঠত এই 

ঐদ্বতহযভত্মিত দ্বশক্ষ্ানুষ্ঠানখনৰ প্ৰদ্বতদিা লকািৰ লসউজী়া লস৏ন্দম ষ, প্ৰদ্বতদিা ঩থ, 

প্ৰদ্বতদিা ভুহতূ ষ ভন বৰাই উ঩দবাগ কৰাৰ লস৏বাগয লাব কদ্বৰদলা ৑। 



প্ৰথভ ফৰ্ ষত লমদনদদৰ দীঘলী঩ুখুৰীৰ ঩ৰা ঩ািফজাৰলল লকম্পাছৰ এিা ভূৰৰ ঩ৰা 

আনদিা ভূৰলল লদ৏দ্বৰ লদ৏দ্বৰ ক্লাছ কদ্বৰফলল গগদ্বছদলা ৑, লসই ফযস্ততাদতা লকদ্বত়া঑ বদ্বৰ 

দুখদন বাগৰ ফুদ্বল অনুবৱ কৰা নাদ্বছল। দ্বক়দনা প্ৰদ্বতদিা লখাজদত লমন কিনৰ 

উদযভতা অনুবৱ কদ্বৰদ্বছদলা ৑। দ্বফদযাল়ত ঩দ্ব঻ থাদকা ৑দত দ্বমসকল দ্বফদ্বশি ফযত্মিৰ 

দ্বফৰ্দ় ঩দ্ব঻দ্বছদলা ৑, লত঑৑দলাকৰ আদশ ষ, ফািী আৰু তযাগ লমন এই লকম্পাছৰ প্ৰদ্বতদিা 

লকািদত আত্মজ঑ সজীৱ গহ আদছ। লদৱদাৰু নগৰীৰ লসউজী়া ঩দ্বৰদফদশ 

প্ৰদ্বতদ্বদদনই নতুনলক লভাদ্বহত কদৰ। আৰু লকদ্বত়াফা ভন অল঩ লফ়া লাদ্বগদল, ফনু্ধ-

ফান্ধৱীৰ গসদত কদিাৱা লকইিাভান িদৃ্বতভধুৰ ভুহদূতষই সকদলা ক্লাদ্বন্ত আ৑তৰাই দ্বদদ়। 

এদ্বত়া লশৰ্লল ভাত্ৰ লকইিাভান ভাহ ফাকী। নাজাদনা, ঩ুনৰ লকদ্বত়াফা এইদদৰ এই 

লচ৏হদত লখাজ কাদ্ব঻ফলল, এই ঩দ্বৰদফশত আদক৏ দ্বনজদক দ্বফচাদ্বৰ ঩াফ ঩াদ্বৰভ লন 

নাই। বাগযই ম'লতই গল নামা঑ক দ্বক়, কিনৰ প্ৰদ্বত থকা আদৱগ, শ্ৰদ্ধা আৰু 

িদৃ্বতদফাদৰ লভাৰ জীৱনত সদা় এক দ্বফদশৰ্ স্থান অদ্বধকাৰ কদ্বৰ থাদ্বকফ। 

ফহুতদৰ ভুখত প্ৰাদ় শুদ্বনফলল ঩া঑৑—"তাহাদ্বনৰ কিন আৰু এদ্বত়াৰ কিন এদক 

নহ়।” দ্বকছুভান লক্ষ্ত্ৰত হ়দতা লসই কথাৰ আ৑ৰত দ্বকছু সতযতা থাদ্বকফ঑ ঩াদৰ, 

আৰু লকদ্বত়াফা লসই দ্বততা ফাস্তৱতা সহদজ ভাদ্বন ললাৱা঑ কটঠন। দ্বকন্তু লকৱল এিা 

দ্বদশ চাই এখন দ্বশক্ষ্ানুষ্ঠানৰ সাভদ্বগ্ৰক ভূলযা়ন কৰাদিা দ্বকভানদ্বখদ্বন মুত্মিসংগত? 

এ়া অস্বীকাৰ কদ্বৰফ লনাৱাদ্বৰ লম কিন দ্বফশ্বদ্বফদযালদ় আত্মজ঑ দ্বনজৰ ঐদ্বতহয, 

লগ৏ৰৱ আৰু সাংসৃ্কদ্বতক ঩দ্বৰচ় অকু্ষ্ণ্ণ ৰাদ্বখদছ। ফতষভান দ্বফশ্বদৰফাৰদতা কিনৰ 

নাভ সন্পানদৰ উচ্চাদ্বৰত হ়। তথাদ্ব঩঑ দ্বকছুভাদন ক়— “আত্মজকাদ্বল কিনত 

উচ্চতৰ ভাধযদ্বভকৰ দ্বশক্ষ্া আগৰ দদৰ নহ়।” এদন ভন্তফয শুদ্বনদল হ়দতা লদউতাই 

লকাৱা কথাৰ্াৰৰ ভান সম্পূি ষৰূদ঩ ৰাদ্বখফ লনাৱাদ্বৰদলা ৑ লহদতন, লত঑৑ৰ এিা উ঩দদশ 

আত্মজ঑ লভাৰ ভনত সজীৱ গহ আদছ— “঩দৃ্বথৱীৰ ঩ৰা লকৱল ল'ফলল নহ়, দ্বকফা 

এিা দ্বদ মাফলল লচিা কদ্বৰফা।” 

আদ্বভ ভধযদ্বফি ঩দ্বৰ়ালৰ সন্তান। অসভী়া ভাধযভ আৰু চৰকাৰী দ্বফশ্বদ্বফদযাল়ৰ 

঩ৰাই দ্বশক্ষ্াগ্ৰহি কদ্বৰ দ্বনজৰ সাভথ ষয প্ৰভাি কৰাদিা঑ আভাৰ এক দাদ্ব়ত্ব। ই়াৰ 

অথ ষ এইদিা নহ় লম আন দ্বশক্ষ্ানুষ্ঠানৰ গসদততুলনা কদ্বৰ কাদৰাফাক সৰু োঙৰ 

লদখু঑ৱা । দ্বকন্তু মদ্বদ আদ্বভদ়ই আভাৰ বাৰ্া, আভাৰ চৰকাৰী দ্বশক্ষ্ানুষ্ঠান আৰু 

আভাৰ দ্বশক্ষ্কসকলৰ ঑঩ৰত দ্বফশ্বাস লহৰুৱা঑৑ , লতদন্ত লসইসকল ভহান ফযত্মিৰ 



আদশ ষ অনুসৰি কৰাদিা লকদনলক সম্ভৱ হ'ফ, দ্বমসকদল দ্বনজৰ কভ ষদৰ অসভক 

লগ৏ৰৱাদ্বন্঩ত কদ্বৰদ্বছল? 

 

ভই এইদিা ক'ফ দ্বনদ্বফচাদৰা ৑ লম লকৱল চৰকাৰী দ্বফশ্বদ্বফদযাল়ৰ ছাত্ৰ-ছাত্ৰীদ়ই 

অসভৰ বদ্বৱৰ্যৎ গদ্ব঻ফ ঩াদৰ। প্ৰদ্বতগৰাকী দ্বশক্ষ্াথীদ়ই দ্বনজৰ অৱস্থানৰ ঩ৰা 

সভাজলল অৱদান আগফ঻াফ ঩াদৰ। দ্বকন্তু দ্বশক্ষ্াক লকদ্বত়া঑ লকৱল দ্বশক্ষ্ানুষ্ঠানৰ 

নাভ ফা ফাদ্বহযক দ্বদদশদৰ দ্বফচাদ্বৰফ নালাদগ। এজন দ্বশক্ষ্াথীৰ আগ্ৰহ, অধযৱসা়, 

ভূলযদফাধ আৰু ফযত্মিত্বই লত঑৑ৰ প্ৰকৃত ঩দ্বৰচ় গদ্ব঻ লতাদল। 

঩঻াদশানাত লকদ্বত়াফা দ্বকছু সীভাফদ্ধতা আদ্বহফ ঩াদৰ। দ্বকন্তু লসই সভ়দ্বখদ্বন আদ্বভ 

লকদনদদৰ ফযৱহাৰ কদৰা ৑, লস়াই আিাইতলক গুৰুত্ব঩ূি ষ। মদ্বদ লকাদনাফাই 

আগতী়ালক জনাই দ্বদদ় লম লকাদনা এিা ক্লাছ নহ'ফ, লতদন্ত লসই সভ় অ঩চ় 

নকদ্বৰ ঩ুদ্বথব৑ ৰালত ফদ্বহ ঩঻া, নতুন দ্বকফা দ্বশকা ফা দ্বনজদক অদ্বধক সভদৃ্ধ কৰাৰ 

সুদমাগ দ্বনশ্চ় আদছ। আভাৰ দ্বশক্ষ্কসকল অতযন্ত অদ্ববজ্ঞ আৰু উচ্চ ঩ম ষা়ৰ। 

লত঑৑দলাকৰ ঩ৰা দ্বশক্ষ্া লাব কৰাদিা আভাৰ ফাদফ এক লস৏বাগয আৰু লগ৏ৰৱৰ 

দ্বফৰ়্। 

 

হ়দতা এই কথাদফাৰ দ্বলখাৰ দ্বফদশৰ্ প্ৰদ়াজন নাদ্বছল। তথাদ্ব঩঑, লকৱল শুনা কথাৰ 

঑঩ৰত দ্ববদ্বি কদ্বৰ “কিনত ক্লাছ নহ়” ফুদ্বল সহদজ ভন্তফয কৰা ললাকসকলৰ 

উদেদশয এই কথাদ্বখদ্বন লকাৱাদিা প্ৰদ়াজনী় ফুদ্বল অনুবৱ কদ্বৰদলা ৑। 

লভাৰ বদ্বি-বাইটি আৰু আগন্তুক প্ৰদ্বতগৰাকী ন-কিনী়ানলল এক সৰু ফাতষা— 

কিনত বদ্বতষ লহাৱাৰ লদগ লদগ লকৱল এজন দ্বশক্ষ্াথী নহ়, তুদ্বভ এক ঐদ্বতহযদৰা 

অংশ গহ ঩দ্বৰফা। লসই ঐদ্বতহযৰ ভম ষাদা ৰক্ষ্া কৰাদিা আভাৰ সকদলাদৰ দাদ্ব়ত্ব। 

লকদ্বত়াফা লকাদনা কাৰিত লকাদনা এিা ক্লাছ নহ'ফ঑ ঩াদৰ। সাধাৰিদত 

অধযা঩কসকদল লসই দ্বফৰ্দ় আগতী়ালক জনাই দ্বদদ়। লসই সভ়দ্বখদ্বন অ঩চ় 

নকদ্বৰ দ্বনজদক অদ্বধক সভদৃ্ধ কৰাৰ সুদমাগ দ্বহচাদ঩ গ্ৰহি কদ্বৰফা। ঩ুদ্বথব৑ ৰালত ফদ্বহ 



঩঻া, নতুন দ্বকতা঩ৰ গসদত ঩দ্বৰদ্বচত লহাৱা, দ্বনজৰ দ্বচন্তাশত্মিক অদ্বধক দ্বফকদ্বশত 

কৰা—এইদফাদৰই কিনৰ দ্বশক্ষ্াজীৱনৰ এক গুৰুত্ব঩ূি ষ অংশ। 

কিদন লতাভাক দ্বক দ্বদফ, লসই কথা ভই দ্বনত্মশ্চতবাদৱ ক'ফ লনাৱাদৰা ৑। দ্বকন্তু এইদিা 

দ্বফশ্বাদসদৰ ক'ফ ঩াদৰা ৑ লম কিদন লকৱল দ্বশদ্বক্ষ্ত ভানুদহই নহ়, এজন সুন্দৰ 

ফযত্মিত্বসম্পন্ন ভানুহ গদ্ব঻ লতালাদতা দ্বফদশৰ্ বূদ্বভকা ঩ালন কদৰ। ই়াৰ 

লজযষ্ঠসকলৰ আন্তদ্বৰকতা, সহ঩াঠীসকলৰ সহদমাদ্বগতা, দ্বফদ্ববন্ন লক্ষ্ত্ৰত প্ৰদ্বতবাৰ 

দ্বফকাশৰ সুদমাগ আৰু ভুি দ্বচন্তাৰ ঩দ্বৰদফদশ লতাভাক প্ৰদ্বতদ্বদদনই নতুনলক 

দ্বশদ্বকফলল লপ্ৰৰিা দ্বদফ। 

ই়াত অসভৰ দ্বফদ্ববন্ন প্ৰান্তৰ লগদত লদশৰ দ্বফদ্ববন্ন ঠাইৰ দ্বশক্ষ্াথী এদকলদগ অধয়ন 

কদৰ। এই গফদ্বচত্ৰযই লতাভাক লকৱল ঩াঠয঩ুদ্বথৰ জ্ঞাদনই দ্বনদ্বদদ়, ভানুহৰ গসদত 

দ্বভদ্বল-জদু্বল থাদ্বকফলল, দ্ববন্ন ভতাভতক সন্পান কদ্বৰফলল আৰু ফহৃৎ ঩দ্বৰসৰত দ্বচন্তা 

কদ্বৰফলল঑ দ্বশকা়। মদ্বদ লতাভাৰ দ্বশকাৰ আগ্ৰহ, আিদ্বফশ্বাস আৰু দৃ঻তা থাদক, 

লতদন্ত কিদন লতাভাক জীৱনৰ ফহু ভূলযৱান দ্বশক্ষ্া দ্বদ মাফ। 

লসদ়, লকৱল কিনৰ ঩ৰা ললাৱাৰ কথাই নাবাদ্বফফা; তুদ্বভ঑ লচিা কদ্বৰফা কিনক 

দ্বকফা এিা দ্বদ মাফলল। লতাভাৰ প্ৰদ্বতবা, সটৃিশীলতা, সৎ কভ ষ আৰু ভানৱী় 

ভূলযদফাদধই এদ্বদন কিনৰ লগ৏ৰৱ অদ্বধক উজ্জ্বল কদ্বৰ তুদ্বলফ। 

লভাৰ দ্বফশ্বাস, প্ৰদ্বতগৰাকী কিনী়ানৰ ফুকুত এক সদ঩ান থাদক, আৰু লসই 

সদ঩ানক ফাস্তৱলল ৰূ঩ দ্বদ়াৰ এক অননয আদৱগৰ নাদভই—কিন দ্বফশ্বদ্বফদযাল়। 

 

 

 

 

 



"আভাৰ ফাফা/ভাইনাই অসভীমাত কথা ক'ফ 

নাজানন নিয়" 

মভঘলী চভুৱা 

দ্বিতী় ফৰ্ ষ ( কলা শাখা ) 

 

 

 

ফতষভান অদ্বববাৱক - অদ্বববাদ্বৱকাৰ ভুখত প্ৰচদ্বলত এটি দ্বফখযাত ফাকয "আভাৰ 

ফাফা/ভাইনাই অসভীমাত কথা ক'ফ নাজাদন নহ়।" শুদ্বনফলল আচদ্বৰত লমন 

লাদ্বগদল঑ এিা কথাৰ দ্বফদেৰ্ি আগফ঻াইদছা ৑। 

এদ্বদন গধূদ্বল লদউতাৰ লগত ঑চৰদৰ খু঺াইদদউৰ ঘৰলল গগদ্বছদলা ৑। খু঺াইদদউৰ 

দুফছৰী়া ল'ৰা এিা আদছ। দ্বস ইংৰাজী ভাধযভৰ দ্বফদযাল় এখনত ঩দ঻। 

কিভাদ্বনদিাক লসইদ্বদনা প্ৰথভ ফাৰ লগ ঩াইদ্বছদলা ৑ ভই। দ্বস লদ৏দ্বৰ আদ্বহ লভাৰ ঑চৰত 

ফদ্বহল। লতদ্বত়া ভই তাক সুদ্বধদলা ৑ "লতাভাৰ নাভদিা দ্বক?" "ইংৰাজীত লসাধা আদক৏? 

দ্বস ফুত্মজ ল঩াৱা নাই চাদগ তুদ্বভ দ্বক গকছা।" এটি কিাক্ষ্ৰ হা ৑দ্বহদৰ লভাক এনদদৰ 

খু঺ীদ় ক'লল। ভই দ্বসভান কথাদিা গুৰুত্ব দ্বনদ্বদ তাক সুদ্বধদলা ৑ "What is your 

name?" লতদ্বত়াদহ দ্বস উিৰ দ্বদদল "My name is Ankur". খু঺ী অথ ষাৎ তাৰ ভাদক 

ক'লল "আভাৰ ফাফাই ভাদন বালদদৰ অসভী়া ফুত্মজ না঩া় আৰু লকাৱাদিা দৰূদৰ 

কথা। সৰুদৰ ঩ৰা তাক ইংৰাজীদত সকদলাদফাৰ দ্বশকাইদছা। আৰু অসভী়া ক'ফ 

খুত্মজদল ভইদ় ভানা কদৰা। নহ'লল বালদদৰ লেবল঩ নহফ দ্বস"। লত঑৑দলাকৰ ঘৰত 

ভই আৰু লদউতা প্ৰা় দুঘিাভান আদ্বছদলা ৑। এই দুঘিা লক্ষ্য কদ্বৰদলা ৑ ভাদক 

কিভাদ্বনদিাক "ফাফা ই়ালল আহাদচান"ৰ ঩দ্বৰৱদতষ "Honey please come here " 

এদনদদৰ ভাদত। দ্বস ভাকক "ভা" ফুদ্বল নাভাদ্বত "Mummy" ফুদ্বলদহ ভাদত। লদউতাকক 

ভাদত "Papa" ফুদ্বল। 

এই কথাৰ্াদৰই এটি দ্বশশুৰ ভনদি৐ত গবীৰ চা঩ ল঩লা়। বাৰ্া দ্বশকনৰ ভূল আৰু 

প্ৰাথদ্বভক ঩ম ষা় হ'ল ঩দ্বৰ়াল। ঩দ্বৰ়ালৰ ঩ৰাই ভানুহৰ জীৱন গ঻ ল়। দ্বকন্তু এই 



প্ৰাথদ্বভক ঩ম ষা়দতই মদ্বদ দ্বনজৰ ভাতৃবাৰ্াক উ঩লুঙা কদ্বৰফলল এটি দ্বশশুক দ্বশদকাৱা 

হ়, লতদন লক্ষ্ত্ৰত আদ্বভ ক'ফ ঩াদ্বৰভ জাদনা আভাৰ ভাতৃবাৰ্া অসভী়াৰ সুৰক্ষ্াৰ 

কথা? আদ্বভ সদ঩ান লদদ্বখফ ঩াদ্বৰভ জাদনা অসভী়া বাৰ্াৰ লসািালী বদ্বৱৰ্যতৰ? 

হ়দতা লকাদনাফাদ্বখদ্বনত আদ্বভ আিাদ় থভদ্বক ৰ'ফ লাদ্বগফ। থভদ্বকফ লাদ্বগফ বাৰ্া 

আদন্দালনৰ শ্বহীদসকলৰ তযাগৰ ভূলয ঩দ্বৰদশাধত। হ়দতা দ্বকভান দ্বদন অসভী়া 

বাৰ্া জী়াই থাদ্বকফ লস়া আভাৰ কল্পনাদৰা অতীত। বাৰ্া সুৰক্ষ্াৰ ফাদফ 

দ্বচঞ৑ দ্বৰদলই নহফ। এোল গছৰ দ্বশ঩া সৱল হ'ললদহ গছোদলা সৱল হফ। 

কথাদ্বখদ্বন দ্বলদ্বখ থাদকা ৑দত বূদ঩ন দাৰ এপা ৑দ্বক গীতলল ফৰলক ভনত ঩দ্বৰদছ 

"আদ্বভ অসভী়া নহ঑৑ দুখী়া 

ফুদ্বল সান্ত্বনা লদ্ববদল নহফ। 

আত্মজৰ অসভী়াই, দ্বনজক দ্বনদ্বচদ্বনদল, 

অসভ ৰসাতদল মাফ।" 

দ্বনশ্চ় বূদ঩ন দাই লকাদনা উভান ঩াদ় কথাদ্বখদ্বন দ্বলদ্বখদ্বছল। অসভী়া বগনী়া 

হ'ফৰ লফদ্বছ দ্বদন নাই আৰু ফনু্ধ। এ়া সজাগ লহাৱাৰ সভ়। এ়া আনক 

আদকা ৑ৱাদ্বলফলল গগ দ্বনজক ঩াহদ্বৰ লমাৱাৰ সভ়। দ্বক়দনা এদ্বত়া নহ় লকাদনা 

লজানাকী মুগৰ আৰম্ভদ্বি, এদ্বত়া নাই লকাদনা ৰসৰাজ, চন্দ্ৰকুভাৰ আগৰৱালা আৰু 

লহভচন্দ্ৰ লগাস্বাভী দ্বমদ় অসভী়া বাৰ্াৰ সুৰক্ষ্াৰ ফাদফ ঩ুনৰ মু৑ত্মজফ। 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ভাননসক স্বাস্থ্য সনচতনতা 

অননযা দাস 

দ্বিতী় ফৰ্ ষ (কলা শাখা) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

স্বাস্থযৱান, জীৱনৰ প্ৰথভ ঩দদক্ষ্঩। ভানদ্বসক স্বাস্থয সজাগতা গহদছ দ্বনজৰ লগদত 

আনদৰা ভানদ্বসক সভসযাৰ ফুজ ললাৱা আৰু সভ়ত উ঩মুি মত্ন ললাৱা। ভানুহৰ 

লমদনলক শাৰীদ্বৰক স্বাস্থযৰ মত্ন ললাৱা হ় টঠক লতদনলকদ় ভানদ্বসক স্বাস্থযদৰা মত্ন 

ললাৱাদিা সভাদনই গুৰুত্ব঩ূি ষ। আদ্বভ শুদ্বন আদ্বহদছা, স্বাস্থযই সম্পদ। স্বাস্থয ফুদ্বল ক'লল 

লকৱল শাৰীদ্বৰক স্বাস্থযদকই নুফুজা়, ভানদ্বসক স্বাস্থয঑ সভাদন গুৰুত্ব঩ূি ষ। 

এজন ফযত্মি শাৰীদ্বৰক, ভানদ্বসক আৰু সাভাত্মজক বাদৱ সুস্থ হ'ললদহ লত঑৑ক 

স্বাস্থযৱান ফযত্মি ফুদ্বল ধদ্বৰফ ঩াদ্বৰ। ফহুদত ভানদ্বসক লৰাগীক সভাজৰ কলংক ফুদ্বল 

বাদফ, লমদনদদৰ োইনী সজাই সভাজৰ এচাভ ভানুদহ হতযা কদ্বৰফলল঑ কুণ্ঠাদফাধ 

নকদৰ। সভাজত লদদ্বখফলল ল঩াৱা মা়, দ্বকছুভান ভানদ্বসক লৰাগীদ় সভাজত লত঑৑ৰ 

প্ৰবাৱ ঩দ্বৰফ ফুদ্বল বাদ্বফ লুকাই ৰাদখ। মাৰ পলত লফভাৰ লফদ্বছ জটিল গহ ঩দৰ। 

গদ্বতদক ভানদ্বসক স্বাস্থয সজাগতাৰ জদ্বৰ়দতদহ এই কুসংস্কাৰ আ৑তৰ কদ্বৰফ ঩াদ্বৰ। 

ভানদ্বসক সভসযা লকাদনা লাজৰ কথা নহ় ই়াক ভুকদ্বললক আদলাচনা কদ্বৰ 

দ্বচদ্বকৎসাৰ িাৰা সুস্থ কদ্বৰফ ঩াদ্বৰ। ভানদ্বসক স্বাস্থয বাদল ৰাদ্বখফলল দ্বকছুভান ঩দদক্ষ্঩ 

লফ ঩াদ্বৰ লমদন লমাগ,ধযান। দ্বন়ভী়ালক লমাগাসন ফা ধযান কদ্বৰদল লদহ, ভন শান্ত 

হ়, লফ়া বাফ ভনলল নাদহ। আত্মজৰ সভাজত লেকা ঩াছকৰ দ্বনদ্বচনা মুি দ্ৰফয 

লসৱন কৰা লদদ্বখফলল ল঩াৱা মা়। লসৱন কৰাৰ দ্ব঩ছত লত঑৑দলাকৰ ভন-ভগজ ুটঠক 

নাথাদক, লসই সভ়ত দ্বমদকাদনা অঘিন ঘটিফ ঩াদৰ। গদ্বতদক লত঑৑দলাকক ভৰদভদৰ 

ফুজাফ লাদ্বগফ আৰু লমাগ-ধযান দ্বন়ভী়ালক কদ্বৰফ দ্বদফ লাদ্বগফ। লতদ্বত়া এই লফ়া 



ফাতষাৰ ঩ৰা আ৑তদ্বৰ আদ্বহফ আৰু সুস্থ ভানদ্বসক স্বাস্থয ঘূৰাই ঩াফ। ঩ম ষাপ্ত লিা঩দ্বন, 

কদভ঑ ৭-৮ ঘিা গদদ্বনক লিা঩দ্বন, ভন আৰু ভগজৰু ফাদফ অতযন্ত গুৰুত্ব঩ূি ষ। 

সদা় বাল দ্বচন্তা কৰা আৰু ভনৰ কথা দ্বফশ্বাসী ফনু্ধৰ গসদত আদলাচনা কৰা, বাল 

঩ুটিকৰ খাদয গ্ৰহি কৰা, এইদ্বফলাদক শাৰীদ্বৰক আৰু ভানদ্বসক উব়দত ইদ্বতফাচক 

প্ৰবাৱ ল঩লা়। 

ফতষভান সভ়ত ছাত্ৰ-ছাত্ৰীৰ জীৱন আগতলক প্ৰদ্বতদমাদ্বগতা তথা ঩ৰীক্ষ্াগাৰ গহ 

঩দ্বৰদছ। ঩ৰীক্ষ্াত বাল পলাপল কৰাৰ লহ৑চা, ঩দ্বৰ়ালৰ আশা আকাংক্ষ্া বদ্বৱৰ্যত 

জীৱনৰ অদ্বনশ্চ়তা,লকদ্বত়াফালক উদিগ আৰু সাভাত্মজক ভাধযভৰ প্ৰবাৱৰ পলত 

ভানদ্বসক চা঩, উদিগ আৰু দ্বনৰাশাৰ সন্পুখীন হ়। লত঑৑দলাকৰ সভসযাদফাৰ দ্বনজৰ 

ভাজদত ৰাদখ। আনৰ গসদত লকাদনা কথাৰ বাগ-ফতৰা নকদৰ মাৰ কাৰদি 

সভসযাদফাৰ ক্ৰভাত গবীৰ গহ ঩দৰ আৰু ঩঻াশুনা,আচৰিত লনদ্বতফাচক প্ৰবাৱ 

঩দৰ। (WHO) দ্বফশ্ব স্বাস্থয সংস্থাৰ ভদত ভানদ্বসক স্বাস্থযৰ সভসযাই দ্বফশ্বৰ প্ৰদ্বত ৮ 

জনৰ দ্ববতৰত ১ জন ফযত্মিক প্ৰবাদ্বৱত কদ্বৰদছ। 

ভানদ্বসক স্বাস্থযৰ গুৰুত্ব অনুবৱ কদ্বৰ চৰকাৰ, অনুষ্ঠান, ক্লাফ আদ্বদদ় দ্বফদ্ববন্ন 

঩দদক্ষ্঩ গ্ৰহি কদ্বৰদছ। প্ৰদ্বত ফছদৰ ১০ অদটাফৰ তাদ্বৰদখ দ্বফশ্বজদু্বৰ দ্বফশ্ব ভানদ্বসক 

স্বাস্থয দ্বদৱস ঩ালন কৰা হ়। ই়াৰ ভূল উদেশয গহদছ সজাগতা ফতৃ্মদ্ধ কৰা আৰু 

ভানদ্বসক লৰাগৰ প্ৰদ্বত থকা ঘিৃা বাফ দৰূ কৰা। সুস্থ সভাজ গদ্ব঻ তুদ্বলফলল নাগদ্বৰক 

সকলৰ ভানদ্বসক স্বাস্থয শত্মিশালী লহাৱাদিা অদ্বত প্ৰদ়াজনী়। ভানদ্বসক স্বাস্থযৰ প্ৰদ্বত 

সদচতনতাই আভাক সুন্দৰভ়ী জীৱন-মা঩ন কৰাত সহা় কদৰ। আহক আদ্বভ 

সকদলাদৱ ভানদ্বসক স্বাস্থযৰ প্ৰদ্বত সজাগ হ'঑ আৰু এদন সভসযাত লবাগা ফযত্মি 

সকলক সহা়ৰ হাত আগফ঻া঑। 

 

 

 

 

 



প্ৰনচষ্টা আৰু সপলতা 

কংকনা  ফৰদলল 

দ্বিতী় ফৰ্ ষ (কলা শাখা ) 

 

অদ্বচন্ত শইকী়া এদ্বত়া কিন দ্বফশ্বদ্বফদযাল়ৰ এগৰাকী সন্পানী় অধযা঩ক। সকদলা ছাত্ৰ - ছাত্ৰীৰ তথা 

সহকভী অধযা঩ক অধযাদ্ব঩কাৰ ভাজত শ্ৰদ্ধা আৰু ভৰভৰ ঩াত্ৰ। লকাদনা ছাত্ৰ ছাত্ৰীদ় গশদ্বক্ষ্ক হ঑ক ফা 

ফযত্মিগত দ্বমদকাদনা সভসযাদৰ লত঑৑ৰ কাৰ্ চাদ্ব঩দল , লত঑৑ লকদ্বত়া঑ সহা় কদ্বৰফলল কুণ্ঠাদফাধ কৰা নাদ্বছল 

। ছাত্ৰ ছাত্ৰীৰ প্ৰদ্বত লত঑৑ৰ আন্তদ্বৰকতা , দা়ফদ্ধতা আৰু ভানৱী় আচৰদি সকদলাদৰ হৃদ়ত এক দ্বফদশৰ্ 

স্থান দ্বদদ্বছল। ভুঠদত দ্বফশ্বদ্বফদযাল়ৰ ফাদফ লত঑৑ আদ্বছল ধ্ৰুৱতৰাৰ দদৰ ত্মজদ্বলদ্বক আদ্বছল। 

দ্বকতা঩ৰ লফিু঩াদত দ্বকতা঩খনৰ গবীৰতা লকদ্বত়া঑ জদু্বখফ লনাৱাদৰ । দ্বকতা঩ৰ দ্বকছুভান এদনকুৱা ঩ষৃ্ঠা 

থাদক, মত প্ৰদ্বতদিা শব্দই এদকাখন সংগ্ৰাভৰ ইদ্বতহাস দ্বলদ্বখ গথ মা়। লতদনকুৱা এিা জীৱন সংগ্ৰাভৰ কথা 

আদ঩ানাদলাকৰ গসদত বাগ ফতৰা কদ্বৰফলল ঑লাইদছা। 

লধভাত্মজ ত্মজলাৰ সৰু দ্ববতৰুৱা আৰু আধুদ্বনকতাৰ ঩ৰা ফহু দ্ব঩ছ঩ৰা এখন গা ৑঑ৰ কথা। লকাদনাভদত 

লখদ্বতদৰ ঘৰ খন চলাইদ্বছল নদগন্দ্ৰ নাৰা়ি শইকী়াই। ভাদজ-সভদ় দ্বদন হাত্মজৰা঑ কদ্বৰফলল গগদ্বছল। 

ফান঩ানীদ় জৰুুলা কৰা গা঑৑ খনৰ প্ৰদ্বত ঘৰ ভানুহৰ আদ্বথ ষক অৱস্থা স্বচ্ছল নাদ্বছল। ধনৰ অবাৱত 

দ্বচদ্বকৎসা কদ্বৰফ লনাৱাৰাৰ ফাদফ লত঑৑ৰ ঩ত্নী অকালদত ভৃতুযফৰি কদৰ। ঩ত্নীৰ ভৃতুযৰ দ্ব঩ছত সংসাৰ 

ফুদ্বলফলল একভাত্ৰ ঩ুত্ৰৰ লগদত কিৰ ভাদজদৰ দ্বদন অদ্বতফাদ্বহত কদ্বৰ আদ্বহদ্বছল। গা঑৑ৰ সকদলাদৱ তাক 

ভৰভদত অনুজ নাদভদৰ ভাদ্বতদ্বছল। আদ্বথ ষক অনািনৰ ভাজত োঙৰ দীঘল গহদ্বছল মদ্বদ঑ তাৰ দ্বকন্তু ঩঻াৰ 

প্ৰদ্বত ফহুত ৰা঩ আদ্বছল। লসদ়দহ লদউতাদক দ্বদন ৰাদ্বত কি কদ্বৰ তাক ঩঻া-শুনাত ফাধা আদ্বহফলল দ্বদ়া 

নাদ্বছল। দ্বমদহতু দ্বস গা঑৑ৰ দ্ববতৰত ঩঻া-শুনাত লচাকা লৰা আদ্বছল লসইফাদফ গা঑৑ৰ ভহাজদন঑ এই লক্ষ্ত্ৰত 

আদ্বথ ষকবাদৱ সহা় কদ্বৰ আদ্বহদ্বছল। এদনলক চা঑৑দত চা঑৑দত গা঑৑ খনৰ নাভ উজ্জ্বল কদ্বৰ সভগ্ৰ লধভাত্মজ 

ত্মজলাৰ দ্ববতৰত অদ্বধক নম্বৰ ঩াই হাইসু্কল দ্বশক্ষ্ান্ত ঩ৰীক্ষ্াত উিীি ষ হ়। ভাতৃ লনাদহাৱা লৰা এজদন 

সুক্ষ্যাদ্বতদৰ উিীি লহাৱা লদদ্বখ সভগ্ৰ গা঑৑ ফাসী আনত্মন্দত গহদ্বছল আৰু লসইদ্বদনাদ় গা঑৑ৰ সকদলাদৱ 

আদ্বথ ষক অনুদানদৰ সৰুলক লবাজৰ আদ়াজন কদ্বৰদ্বছল। 

ই়াৰ দ্ব঩ছত উচ্চ দ্বশক্ষ্া গ্ৰহি কৰাৰ ফাদফ লদউতাদক দ্বনজৰ সম্পদ্বিৰ অল঩ ভাটি দ্বফক্ৰী কদ্বৰ গুৱাহািী 

ছ়ভাইলত থকা সম্পকী় খু঺াক এজনৰ ঘৰলল আদ্বন গথ মা়। উচ্চতৰ ভাধযদ্বভক ঩ৰীক্ষ্াত বাল নম্বৰ 

঩াই উিীি ষ লহাৱাৰ ফাদফ কিন কদলজত নাভবদ্বতষ কৰাত অসুদ্বফধা লহাৱা নাদ্বছল। অনুজ খু঺াক হতৰ 

ঘৰদত থাদ্বকদ় কদলজলল লমাৱা আৰম্ভ কদ্বৰদ্বছল। খু঺াক হতৰ লকাদনা সন্তান লনাদহাৱা ফাদফ খু঺াদক 

অনুজক খুফ ভৰভ কদ্বৰদ্বছল দ্বকন্তু খু঺ীদ়ক জনীদ় অনুজক ভৰভ কৰাদিা লদদ্বখফ ঩ৰা নাদ্বছল আৰু 

অনুজক ল঩দি ল঩দি লফ়া ঩াইদ্বছল। খু঺াক ঘৰত নথকা অৱস্থাত তাক নানান গাদ্বল গালাজ ঩াদ্বৰদ্বছল 

আৰু ঘৰৰ ফাচন লধাৱা, কাদ঩াৰ লধাৱা,ঘৰ চাপ দ্বচকুি আদ্বদ কাভ তাৰ িাৰা কৰাইদ্বছল। অনুদজ বাললক এ 

ফুত্মজফ ঩াদ্বৰদ্বছল লম খু঺ীদ়দক দ্বস এদনলক থকাদিা ভুদঠদ় ঩চন্দ কৰা নাদ্বছল। ই়াত থাদ্বক তাৰ ঩঻া-শুনা 

ক্ষ্দ্বত হফ ফুদ্বল জাদ্বন দ্বস দ্বথৰাং কদ্বৰদ্বছল লম ক'ৰফাত এিা সৰু বা঺াঘৰ এিা গল থাদ্বক বালদদৰ ঩঻া-শুনা 

কদ্বৰফ। দ্বকন্তু তাৰ ভনত এিা প্ৰশ্ন আদ্বহল, লম দ্বস ঘৰৰ বা঺া লকদনলক দ্বদফ। লসদ়দহ দ্বস খু঺াক হতৰ ঘৰদত 

থাদ্বক টিউচন দ্বফচাৰা আৰম্ভ কদ্বৰদল। এদনলক দ্বফচাৰ খুচাৰ কৰা দ্ব঩ছত কাদ্বহলী঩াৰা অঞ্চলত এিা ৩০০ 



িকী়া বা঺া ঘৰ ঑ ঩াদল আৰু ঑চৰ ঩াজৰ ৰ টিউচনৰ ফাদফ ৫ জন ছাত্ৰ ঑ ঩াদল। ভাদ্বহলী ১০০ িকালক 

টিউচন লকইিা ঩া় লমন অনুদজ অকভান সকাহ লহ ঩াদল। দ্ব঩ছদ্বদনা খন ৰাদ্বত঩ুৱা দ্বনজৰ কাদ঩াৰ কাদ্বন 

লিাদ঩ালা ফাদ্বন্ধ গল খু঺াক আৰু খু঺ীদ়ক ক ভাত লগাই মাফ ঑লাদল। দ্বস মাফ ঑দলাৱা লদদ্বখ খু঺াক ৰ ভনত 

দুখ লাদ্বগ তাক সাৱটি ধদ্বৰ কাত্মন্দদ্বছল আৰু গকদ্বছল - "অনুজ দ্বকফা অসুদ্বফধা ঩াদল জনাফলল কুণ্ঠাদফাধ 

নকদ্বৰদ্বফ"। দ্বকন্তু দ্বস মাফলল ঑দলাৱা লদদ্বখ খু঺ীদ়দক ভদন ভদন আনত্মন্দত গহদ্বছল। খু঺াদক তাৰ হাতত ১২০ 

িকা গুত্মজ দ্বদ ফািলল আগফ঻া় দ্বদদল। 

তাৰ দ্ব঩ছত অনুদজ খু঺াদক ভৰভদৰ দ্বদ়া িকা দ্বখদ্বনদৰ ফজাৰৰ ঩ৰা এখন ধাদ্বৰ শুফৰ ফাদফ, এিা চচদ঩ন, 

এিা লকৰাহী, এখন কা ৑হী, এিা দ্বগলাচ আৰু এখন কৰচ (লহিা) দ্বকদ্বন গলদ্বছল। এই সকদলাদফাৰ ফজাৰ কৰা 

দ্ব঩ছত অনুজৰ হাতত ২২ িকা ২৫ ঩ইছা থাদ্বক গগদ্বছল। লসই িকাৰ ঩ৰা লখাৱাৰ ফাদফ অল঩ লগলাভাল 

আৰু শাক-঩াচদ্বল ফজাৰ কদ্বৰ লদল। লসই দ্বদনা ৰাদ্বত দ্বনদজ ৰন্ধা ফ঻া কদ্বৰ খাফ লগা লহাৱাৰ ফাদফ তাৰ 

ভাকলল ফৰলক ভনত ঩দ্বৰদ্বছল আৰু উচুদ্ব঩ উটঠদ্বছল। তথাদ্ব঩ লদউতাকৰ কি আৰু গা঑৑ৰ ভানুহ লফাৰৰ 

ভৰভ আৰু আশাৰ কথা বাদ্বফ ভনদিা োঠ কদ্বৰ শুই থাদ্বকদল। 

দ্ব঩ছদ্বদনা খনৰ ঩ৰা অনুজৰ নতুন দ্বদনদ্বলদ্ব঩ আৰম্ভ হল। ৰাদ্বত঩ুৱা ৬ ফজাৰ ঩ৰা ৯ ফজালল টিউচন তাৰ 

দ্ব঩ছত কদলজ। কদলজৰ ঩ৰা আদ্বহ অল঩ সভ় ত্মজৰদ্বি গল সদ্বন্ধ়া ৫ ফজাৰ ঩ৰা ৭ ফজালল আদক৏ 

টিউচন। তাৰ দ্ব঩ছত দ্বনজৰ থকা বা঺াঘৰলল আদ্বহ ৰন্ধা ফ঻া আৰু লধাৱা কাভ লশৰ্ কদ্বৰ গল দ্বনজৰ 

অধযা়নত লাদ্বগ মা়। দ্বনশা প্ৰা় ১২ ফজালল দ্বনজৰ ঩঻া-শুনা কাভ দ্বখদ্বন কদ্বৰ ল়। এদনলক এ দ্বদনদফাৰ 

অদ্বতক্ৰভ গহ আদ্বছল। ই়াৰ ভাজদত টিউচনৰ ভাছুল ঩াই এখন ঩ুৰদ্বি চাইদকল দ্বকদ্বনদ্বছল, সভ় দ্বভলাফলল 

আৰু কদলজ অহা লমাৱাৰ গা঺ী বা঺া লৰহাই হ'ফলল। 

                ৰফ, কদলজত অনুজৰ লকদনকুৱা চদ্বল আদছ আদ঩ানাদলাকক লকাৱা এ লহাৱা নাই নহ়। 

               কদলজৰ প্ৰথভ দ্বদন। কদলজত লসাদভাৱাৰ ঩াছত লকইজনভান লৰা লশ্ৰিী লকাঠাৰ ফাদ্বহৰত ফদ্বহ 

আদ্বছল। তাৰ ভাজদৰ এজদন অনুজক উদেদ্বশয গকদ্বছল - "অই এই পাদল শুনদচান"। লৰা লকইজন 

লদখাত টঠক লমন লগা নাদ্বছল অনুজৰ। লসদ়দহ দ্বস ব় ব় কদ্বৰ এদখাজ দুদখাজ গক দ্বসহ৑তৰ পাদল 

আগফাদ্ব঻ফলল ধদ্বৰদল। ঑চৰ ঩া় বদ় বদ় নভস্কাৰ দ্বদদল। তাৰ ভাজদৰ এজদন কদল- "আদ্বভ লকান হ় 

জানা লন? 

অনুজ -  ভই আত্মজ প্ৰথভ আদ্বহদছা ৑ কদলজ, ভই আদ঩ানাদলাকক দ্বচদ্বনফ ঩ৰা নাই। 

লৰা লকইজনৰ এজন - আভাক দ্বচদ্বন ল, আদ্বভ লতাৰ দ্বছদ্বন়ৰ হ়। কদলজত ঩দ্ব঻ফলল হদল আভাৰ ভদত 

চদ্বলফ লাদ্বগফ। আদ্বভ দ্বম ক৑ ঑ ভাদ্বন চদ্বলফ লাদ্বগফ। 

অনুজ- হফ দাদা। 

এদনদত এজন অধযা঩ক আদ্বহ থকা লদখা ঩া় সকদলা তাৰ ঩ৰা উটঠ গগদ্বছল। লসইদ্বদনা অনুদজ অধযা঩ক 

জন অহাৰ ফাদফ ৰক্ষ্া ঩ৰা লমন ঩াদল। অনুদজ঑ দ্বনজৰ লশ্ৰিী লকাঠাত গগ দ্বনজৰ ঩াঠ গ্ৰহি কদ্বৰদল। লসই 

দ্বদনা প্ৰথভ দ্বদনৰ ঩াঠ সভূহ গ্ৰহি কদ্বৰ অনুদজ ঘৰলল উবদ্বত আদ্বহল। এদনদদৰই অনুদজ দ্বনজৰ গদনত্মন্দন 

঩াঠ গ্ৰহি কদ্বৰদ্বছল। দ্বকন্তু লসই লৰা লকইজদন সদাদ় অনুজক আগদবটি দ্বদ নানা ধৰিৰ অশাদ্বন্ত দ্বদ 

থাদক। লকদ্বত়াফা মদ্বদ লফ়ালক গাদ্বল দ্বদদ়, লকদ্বত়াফা অনুজৰ লজ঩ত থকা সকদলা িকা গল মা়। এইদফাৰ 

অকল অনুজৰ লগদত নহ়। সকদলা ছাত্ৰ ছাত্ৰ-ছাত্ৰীৰ লগদত লৰা লকইজদন এদনকুৱা কদ্বৰদ্বছল। 

অধযা঩ক অধযাদ্ব঩কা সকদল সকদলা জাদ্বনদ্বছল মদ্বদ঑ দ্বনজৰ চাকদ্বৰ আৰু প্ৰািৰ ভভতাত এদকা কদ্বৰফ ঩ৰা 

নাদ্বছল। কাৰি লসই ল'ৰা লকইজনৰ লকাদনাফা জন মদ্বদ ভিীৰ ঩ুত্ৰ, লকাদনাফা জন আদক৏ ধনী ফাদ঩কৰ 

঩ুদতক, লকাদনাফা জন োঙৰ দ্বফৰ়্াৰ ঩ুদতক আৰু লকাদনাফা জনৰ ফাদ঩ক আদক৏ োঙৰ আৰক্ষ্ী দ্বফৰ়্া। 



এদ্বদন অনুদজ টিউচনৰ িকাৰ ঩ৰা ৰাদ্বহ কদ্বৰ দ্বকনা চাইদকল খন দুখী়া ফুদ্বল ঠাট্টা কদ্বৰ বাটঙ ল঩লাইদ্বছল। 

এইদফাৰ সহয কদ্বৰ অনুজৰ দুখ লাদ্বগদ্বছল মদ্বদ঑ দ্বনজৰ ঩঻া-শুনা লক্ষ্ত্ৰত ফাধা আদ্বহফলল দ্বদ়া নাদ্বছল। 

এদনলকদ় ফাধা, দ্বফদ্বঘদ্বন, লহঙাৰ অদ্বতক্ৰভ কদ্বৰ অনুদজ কদলজী়া দ্বশক্ষ্া বাল স্থান ঩া় লশৰ্ কদ্বৰদ্বছল। 

দ্বশক্ষ্া গ্ৰহি সম্পূি ষ লহাৱাৰ দ্ব঩ছত অনুজ দ্বনজৰ ঘৰলল উবদ্বত মা়। 

অনুজৰ লদউতাকৰ ফ়স ফাদ্ব঻ অহাৰ ফাদফ স্বাস্থয অৱশ গহ আদ্বহদ্বছল। অনুদজ লদউতাক গকদ্বছল - "আ঩ুদ্বন 

আৰু লখদ্বতৰ কাভ কদ্বৰফ নালাদগ, এদ্বত়া লভাৰ দ্বশক্ষ্া গ্ৰহি লশৰ্ গহদছ লমদ্বত়া ভই এ ক'ৰফাত কাভ কদ্বৰভ 

দ্বদ়ক"। ই়াৰ দ্ব঩ছত অনুদজ স্থানী় দ্বফদযাল় এখনত দ্বশক্ষ্ক দ্বহচাদ঩ লমাগদান কদ্বৰদল। এদনলকদ় 

দ্বশক্ষ্কতা কদ্বৰ লদউতাকৰ লগত সুদখদৰ জীৱন দ্বনফ ষাহ কদ্বৰফলল ধদ্বৰদল। এদ্বদন দ্বস হঠাৎ খফৰ ঩াদল লম 

লমাৰহাি ভহাদ্বফদযাল়ত এিা অধযা঩কৰ ঩দ ঩ূৰিৰ ফাদফ আদফদন চদ্বল আদছ। ঩লভ নকদ্বৰ অনুদজ 

অধযা঩ক ঩দত আদফদন জনাদললগ। আদফদন জদনাৱাৰ ১২ দ্বদন দ্ব঩ছত অনুজৰ ঘৰলল োকুৱাদল লসই 

঩দদিাত লমাগদান কৰাৰ ফাদফ আদদশ এখন গল আদ্বহদ্বছল। আদদশ খন হাতত ঩া় অনুজ আনন্দত 

ভতলী়া গহ ঩দ্বৰদ্বছল। 

অনুদজ আদদশ অনুসদ্বৰ লমাৰহাি ভহাদ্বফদযাল়ত অধযা঩ক দ্বহচাদ঩ লমাগদান কদ্বৰদল। দ্বনষ্ঠা, কভ ষদক্ষ্তা 

আৰু ছাত্ৰ-ছাত্ৰীৰ প্ৰদ্বত লত঑৑ৰ আন্তদ্বৰকতাই অদ্বত কভ সভ়ৰ দ্ববতৰদত সকদলাদৰ ভন জ় কদ্বৰদল। 

এদনদদৰই প্ৰা় এফছৰ ন ভাহ অদ্বতফাদ্বহত লহাৱাৰ দ্ব঩ছত লত঑৑ৰ হাতত  এখন ফদদ্বলৰ আদদশ আদ্বহ ঩দ্বৰল। 

আদদশ অনুসদ্বৰ লদউতাকক ঑ লগত গল নতুন কভ ষস্থলীত লমাগদান কদ্বৰদল। 

ইভান দৰূলল আদ্বহ হ়দতা আদ঩ানাদলাদক বাদ্বফদছ—গল্পৰ আৰম্ভদ্বিত আদ্বছল অদ্বচন্ত শইকী়াৰ কথাদৰ, 

অথচ ইভান ঩ৰলল আদ্বভ অনুজৰ জীৱন কাদ্বহনীদ়ই ঩দ্ব঻ আদ্বহদলা ৑। লতদন্ত অদ্বচন্ত শইকী়া ক'ত? লকান 

হ় এই অদ্বচন্ত শইকী়া? 

আচলদত, জীৱনৰ সকদলা সংগ্ৰাভ, অবাৱ, অ঩ভান আৰু ফাধা-দ্বফদ্বঘদ্বন অদ্বতক্ৰভ কদ্বৰ দ্বম সংগ্ৰাভী 

মুৱকজদন কিন কদলজৰ ঩ৰা দ্বশক্ষ্া সভাপ্ত কদ্বৰদ্বছল, বাগযই লত঑৑ক ঩ুনৰ লসই এদকইখন কদলজলল 

উবতাই আদ্বনদ্বছল, এগৰাকী সন্পানী় অধযা঩ক দ্বহচাদ঩। 

হ়, ফতষভানৰ কিন দ্বফশ্বদ্বফদযাল়ৰ সকদলাদৰ শ্ৰদ্ধাৰ ঩াত্ৰ, ছাত্ৰ-ছাত্ৰীৰ অদ্বত দ্বপ্ৰ় অধযা঩ক শ্ৰীমুত অদ্বচন্ত 

শইকী়া আন লকাদনা নহ়—লসই সংগ্ৰাভী মুৱক জদনই হল অনুজ। 

            জীৱনত সপলতা লকদ্বত়া঑ সহদজ নাদহ। তযাগ আৰু অদভয ভদনাফদলই এদ্বদন ভানুহক সদ঩ানৰ 

দ্বশখৰত উ঩নীত কদৰ। 

নফিঃদ্ৰিঃ – এই গল্পন া সম্পূৰ্ শ কাল্পননক। ইয়াত উনেখ থকা মফাৰত মকাননা ফযত্মি, ঘ না ফা 

প্ৰনতষ্ঠানৰ লগত সংগনত নাই। ইয়াৰ সাদৃৰ্য সম্পূৰ্ শ ৰূন঩ কাকতলীয়া। 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



মভৰ঩াক   

                                                               অনুসূয়া কনলতা 

দ্বিতী় ফৰ্ ষ (কলা শাখা ) 

 
 

ড্ৰদ্ব়ং ৰুভত ফদ্বহ থকা দ্বফভাদন টিদ্ববৰ লসই ফাতদ্বৰদিা ঩দ্ব঻ হতবম্ব গহ গগদছ। দ্বস ভাকক দ্বচঞদ্বৰ ভাদ্বতদল - 

ভা ! লসানকাদল এইপাদল আহা লচান। ভাদক ঩াকঘৰৰ ঩ৰা ততালত়ালক লদ৏দ্বৰ আদ্বহ তাক কদলই - "ফাফা, 

দ্বক হল? দ্বক় এদনদদৰ দ্বচঞদ্বৰ আছা? লতাৰ অদ্বপচ মাফ সভ় হল লচান, লভাৰ বাত ফনাই লহাৱাই নাই। 

এদ্বত়া লদদ্বৰ হদল আদক৏ লভাদক গাদ্বল ঩াদ্বৰদ্বফ।" দ্বফভাদন ভাকৰ পাদল চাই কদল - "ভা, ভই দ্বক় ভাদ্বতদছা 

আদগ জাদ্বনদতা ললাৱা ।" দ্বফভাদন টিদ্ববৰ ফাতদ্বৰদিা ভাকক লদখুৱাই কদল - ভা লচাৱা লচান, অসভৰ ঩ৰা 

দ্বদেীত ঩দ্ব঻ফলল লমাৱা লছাৱালী এগৰাকীদ় তাদত দুনীদ্বতগ্ৰস্ত ভানুহৰ লগত লগ লাদ্বগ ভানুহক ঠদ্বগ আদছ 

লফাদল, আৰু তাদত আভাৰ অসভৰ ঩ৰা ঩দ্ব঻ফলল লমাৱা ফহুত লছাৱালী আদছ লফাদল। এদ্বত়া অকল এই লহ 

ধৰাত ঩দ্বৰদছ। ভাক বানুভতীদ় কাত্মন্দ কাত্মন্দ দ্বফভানক কদল - ভাজদ্বন লম ফা দ্বক কদ্বৰদছ তাত। লভাৰ দ্বকফা 

ব় লহ লাদ্বগদছ, ফাফা তই এফাৰ ভাজদ্বনক লপান কদ্বৰ চা লচান। দ্বফভাদন হা ৑দ্বহ হা ৑দ্বহ ভাকক কদল - ভই 

লসইফাদফ লতাভাক দ্বনউজদিা লদখুৱাফলল দ্বফচৰা নাদ্বছদলা, হদল লন লতাভাৰ দ্বচন্তা কদ্বৰফলল। আভাৰ কু৑ দ্বহ ৰ 

঑঩ৰত লভাৰ সম্পূি ষ দ্বফশ্বাস আদছ, তুদ্বভ দ্বচন্তা নকদ্বৰফা তাই এইদফাৰ কাম ষ ৰ লগত এদন঑ জদ্ব঺ত নাথাদক। 

ফাৰু ভা এদ্বত়া লদদ্বৰ গহ গল ভই গা ধুই আদহা, তুদ্বভ বাত লৰেী কৰালগ লমাৱা। দ্বফভাদন মদ্বদ঑ লতদনদদৰ 

ভাকক দ্বনত্মশ্চত গহ থাদ্বকফ কদল তথাদ্ব঩঑ দ্বকন্তু ভাকৰ জীদ়ক কু৑ দ্বহ ৰ ঑঩ৰত অল঩ দ্বচন্তা গহদ় থাদ্বকল। 

দ্বফভান থানালল আদ্বহ বদ্বিদ়ক কু৑ দ্বহক লপান কদ্বৰদল, দ্বকন্তু লপানদিা চুইছ অপ গহ আদছ। দাদাকৰ অল঩ 

দ্বচন্তা হল মদ্বদ঑ দ্বস বাদ্বফদল তাই কদলজত গল চাদগ। দ্বদনদিাৰ ফযস্ততাৰ দ্ব঩ছত ভাদক ২ ভান ফজাত 

কু৑ দ্বহলল লপান লগাদল। কু৑ দ্বহদ় লপানদিা ধদ্বৰ ভাকক কদল - ভা, ভই লতাভাক অল঩ দ্ব঩ছত লপান কদ্বৰ 

আদছা ৑ ফৰা, ভই এদ্বত়া কদলজত আদছা ৑। এইফুদ্বল গক তাই লপানদিা কাটি দ্বদদল ভাকক এদকা কফলল 

দ্বনদ্বদদল। ভাদক লফজাৰ ভদনদৰ লপানদিা গথ অতীতৰ কথাদফাৰ বাদ্বফফলল ধদ্বৰদল। দ্বকভান কিদৰ লম লত঑৑ 

লৰা লছাৱালী হালক োঙৰ কদ্বৰদছ। দ্বফভানৰ ৪ ফছৰ হ঑৑দত লদউতাক অদ্বনল ঢুকাই থাদ্বকল, লদউতাকৰ 

঩দ্বৰ়ালদিাই বানুভতীক লৰা লছাৱালী হালৰ লগত ঘৰৰ ঩ৰা এলাই দ্বদদল। ভাকৰ ঘৰ ফুদ্বলফলল বানুভতীৰ 

বাদ়ক এিা আদছ মদ্বদ঑ লমদ্বনদ়কৰ কথাভদত দ্বস঑ ফাদ়কৰ লগত সম্পকষ ৰখা নাই। স্বাভীৰ ভৃতুযৰ দ্ব঩ছত 

বানুভতীদ় লকা ৑চত কু৑ দ্বহক গল গুৱাহািী গল আদ্বহ ভানুহৰ ঘদৰ ঘদৰ কাভ কদ্বৰ দ্বফভান আৰু কু৑ দ্বহক লালন 

঩ালন কদ্বৰদ্বছল। দ্বফভাদন অদ্বত কিদৰ ঩দ্ব঻ ঩ুদ্বলচ অদ্বপচাৰৰ চাকদ্বৰদিা লদল। তাৰ দ্ব঩ছত লহ দ্বসহ৑তৰ 

অৱস্থাদিা দ্বকছু বাললল আদ্বহল। বদ্বিদ়ক কু৑ দ্বহদক দ্বফভাদন উচ্চদ্বশক্ষ্াদৰ ফাদফ লমাৱাফছদৰ দ্বদেীত গথ 

আদ্বহদছ গগ।লপান কলদিাত ভাতত ভাদক চক খাই গল লপানদিালল চাই লম দ্বফভাদন লপান কদ্বৰদছ। 

লপানদিা ধৰাৰ দ্ব঩ছত দ্বফভাদন কদল - ভা, শুই আছা লনদ্বক তুদ্বভ? ভই কদ্বলং লফলদিা ফজাই ফজাই বাগদ্বৰ 

গগদছা, আহা ঑লাই আহা। বানুভতীদ় লকদ্বত়া লনা আগৰ কথা বাদ্বফ বাদ্বফ ৫ ফাত্মজল গভদক না঩াদল, তাই 

ততালত়ালক ঑লাই আদ্বহ দুৱাৰখন খুদ্বল দ্বদদল। ৭.৩০ ফাত্মজদছ ভাক আৰু দ্বফভাদন সন্ধযাৰ দদৰ লসইদ্বদনা঑ 

ড্ৰদ্ব়ং ৰুভত ফদ্বহ টিদ্বব চাই আদছ, লতদনদত দ্বফভানলল লহে অদ্বপচাৰ দ্বভিাৰ ৰূ঩দভ লপান ভাদ্বৰদল। দ্বফভাদন 

ভাকৰ ঑চৰৰ ঩ৰা উটঠ গগ ফাদ্বহৰত কথা ঩াদ্বত আদ্বহল গগ। দ্বফভাদন কথা ঩াদ্বত অহাৰ দ্ব঩ছত ভাকক কদল - 



ভা, লমাৱাৰাখ ঘৰৰ অ঩ৰাধৰ লকছদিা ভই বালদদৰ চলাইদছা, লসইফাদফ এইফাৰ দ্বদেীৰ লম লকছদিা গহদছ 

লসই লকছদিাৰ ফাদফ অসভৰ প্ৰদ্বতদ্বনদ্বধ দ্বহচাদ঩ লভাক দ্বনফ ষাচন কদ্বৰদছ। ভাদক খফৰদিা শুদ্বন বাল ঩াদল 

মদ্বদ঑ দ্বকফা এিা দ্বচন্তা কদ্বৰ দ্বফভানক কদল - ফাফা ! ভাজনীক ভই লপান কদ্বৰদ্বছদলা দু঩ৰী়া, তাই কদলজত 

আদছা ৑ ফুদ্বল গক লপানদিা কাটি দ্বদদল তাৰ দ্ব঩ছত লদদখান লপাদন নকদ্বৰদল, লভাৰ দ্বকন্তু ব় লাদ্বগদছ। 

দ্বফভাদন হা ৑দ্বহ হা ৑দ্বহ ভাকক কদল - ভা, কু৑ দ্বহক আদ্বভ তাদত ঩দ্ব঻ফদহ গথদছা ৑। তাই তাদত ঩দ্ব঻দ় আদছ দ্বদ়া 

তুদ্বভ এদন দ্বভছালক দ্বচন্তা কদ্বৰ আছা, লমাৱা এদ্বত়া বাত ফদনাৱালগ লন আত্মজ লদঘাদন ৰাদ্বখফা ফুদ্বল বাদ্বফছা 

লভাক। ভাকক মদ্বদ঑ দ্বস লতদনদদৰ কদল তথাদ্ব঩ তথাদ্ব঩ ৰাদ্বত঩ুৱা দ্বস লপান কদৰা ৑দত বদ্বিদ়কৰ চুইছ অপ 

ল঩াৱা কথাদিাই তাদকা অল঩ দ্বচন্তাত ল঩লাদল।কু৑ দ্বহ লপানদিালল চাই বাদ্বফদল তাই ভাক আৰু দাদাকক দ্বক 

কফ এদ্বত়া। লত঑৑দলাদকদতা তাই ই়াত ঩দ্ব঻ থকা ফুদ্বলদ় বাদ্বফদছ, তাই লহ সভ়ৰ দাহাত ই়াত অক্ৰভত 

দ্বভদ্বলত গহদছ। এইদফাৰ কথা বাদ্বফদল তাই ঩াগল গহ মা়। ঘৰৰ ঩ৰা দ্বম ঑লাই আদ্বহল লতদ্বত়াৰ ঩ৰা তাই 

এফাদৰা লমাৱাদ় নাই। দ্বসহ৑তৰ লগৰ ৰূ঩া ধৰাত ঩ৰাদৰ ঩ৰা দ্বসহ৑তৰ দলদিাৰ লমন চকুত লিা঩দ্বনদ় 

লনাদহাৱা গহ গগদছ। কু৑ দ্বহদতা সকদলাতলক লফদ্বছলক ব় লাদ্বগদছ কাৰি দাদাদক ঩ুদ্বলচ অদ্বপচাৰ দ্বস অদ্বত 

সহদজ কথাদফাৰ গভ ল঩াৱাৰ সুদমাগ আদছ। তাই কথাদফাৰ বাদ্বফদল দ্বনজৰ ঑঩ৰদত খং উদঠ, দ্বকহৰ ইভান 

প্ৰদ়াজন আদ্বছল তাই এইদফাৰৰ লগত জদ্ব঺ত লহাৱাৰ। তাইকদিা ঩ইছাদৰা প্ৰদ়াজন নাদ্বছল, দাদদক প্ৰদ্বত 

ভাদহ ভাদহ তাইলল মদথিদ্বখদ্বন ঩ইচা দ্বদদ্বছদল। লতদনদত তাইৰ ৰূভলল দ্বপ্ৰ়া লসাভাই আদ্বহ তাইক কাইললৰ 

কাভদিাৰ ফাদফ সাজ ুহফলল গক গল। তাই বাদ্বফদল এফাৰ সভ়ৰ দহৰ লগত দ্বভদ্বলদছা দ্বমদহতু আৰ 

কতদনা঑লাই আদ্বহফ ঩াদ্বৰভ। 

ৰাদ্বতৰ বাত সা ৑জ খাই উঠাৰ দ্ব঩ছত দ্বফভাদন বনীদ়কলল লপান লগাদল। এইফাৰ দ্বকন্তু কু৑ দ্বহদ় লপানদিা ধদ্বৰ 

দাদাকৰ লগত কথা ঩াদ্বতদল, ভাদক঑ ফহু সভ় কথা ঩াদ্বতদল। বাত খাফৰ লহাৱা ফুদ্বল গক কু৑ দ্বহদ় লপান লিা 

থদল। ভাদক দ্বফভানক কদল - ফাফা, লভাৰ এদ্বত়া লহ অল঩ দ্বচন্তা লিা কদ্বভল। ভাজনী লম তাত বালদদৰ 

আদছ, ভইদতা দ্বদনত বদ় খাই লগদ্বছদলা। এদ্বত়া লভাৰ অল঩ দ্বচন্তা লিা কদ্বভল লম। দ্বফভাদন ভাকৰ পাদল 

চাই কদল - ভা, ভই লতাভাক গকদ্বছদলা লন তাই তাদত বালদদৰ থকা ফুদ্বল তুদ্বভ লহ দ্বচন্তাত আছা, আৰু লভাৰ 

কু৑ দ্বহৰ ঑঩ৰত সম্পূি ষ দ্বফশ্বাস আদছ তাই এইদফাৰ কাম ষত এদন঑ দ্বলপ্ত নহ়, আৰু ভা শুনা ভই দ্বদেীত লহাৱা 

কথাদফাৰ তাইক লকাৱা নাই তুদ্বভ঑ মাদত বুলদত নুকুৱা। নহদল তাই ব় কদ্বৰফ ঩াদৰ, আৰু তাই আদ্বভ 

দ্বচন্তাত থকা ফুদ্বল বাদ্বফফ ঩াদৰ। এদন তাই দ্বনদজ গভ ঩াৱদ় তথাদ্ব঩ তুদ্বভ লকদ্বত়া঑ নকফা।দ্বফভান আৰু 

ভাদক কথা ঩াদ্বত থাদকাদত ১১ িাদ় ফাত্মজদল। দ্বফভাদন ৰাদ্বত঩ুৱাই অদ্বপচ মাফ লাদ্বগফ ফুদ্বল গক শুফলল 

গল।টঠক ৰাদ্বত ২িা ফাত্মজদছ। কু৑ দ্বহৰ লপান লিা ফাত্মজ উটঠল। তাই চক খাই উটঠ গল। লপান লিা ধৰাৰ দ্ব঩ছত 

লসইপালৰ ঩ৰা উধাদতা খাই ক৑ দ্ব঩ ক৑ দ্ব঩ কদল লম - কু৑ দ্বহ, আভাৰ সকদলাদফাৰ ধৰাত ঩দ্বৰ গল, লসানকাদল 

ৰূভ ৰ ঩ৰা ঑লাই অহা আদ্বভ ফাদ্বহৰত গৰ আদছা ৑।ল঩াহৰ হ঑৑ হ঑৑ গহদছ ভাত্ৰ লতদনদত লহে অদ্বপচ ৰূ঩দভ 

দ্বফভান ক লপান কদ্বৰ কদল লম - দ্বফভান, তুদ্বভ লসই লকছ লিাৰ ফাদফ ৭ ফজাত এ়াৰ঩িষলল মাফ লাদ্বগফ। অদ্বত 

লসানকাদল লৰদ্বে গহ থাদ্বকফা। লতদ্বত়া ৪ ফাত্মজদল দ্বফভাদন ততালত়ালক ভাকক লিা঩দ্বনৰ ঩ৰা জগাই কদল 

লম - "ভা উঠা লসানকাদলই ভই ৭ ফজাত দ্বদেীত মাফ লাদ্বগফ।" ভাদক গা ধুই আদ্বহ দ্বফভানলল বাত ফনাই 

দ্বফভানক কদল - কাদ্বল ৰাদ্বত গভ ঩াদল঑ ভাজদ্বনৰ ফাদফ দ্বকফা এিা ফনাই দ্বদফ ঩াদ্বৰদলা ৑ লহ এদ্বত়া দ্বক নু দ্বদফ 

঩াদ্বৰভ। দ্বফভাদন হা ৑দ্বহ হা ৑দ্বহ ভাকক কদল - ভা ভই তাত লকছ ৰ ফাদফ লহ মাভ তথাদ্ব঩঑ কু৑ দ্বহক লগ কদ্বৰভ 

দ্বদ়া। তুদ্বভ তাইৰ ফাদফ তাইৰ দ্বপ্ৰ় লকইিাভান দ্ব঩ঠা ফনাই দ্বদ়া লভাৰ হাতত এদ্বত়া঑ ২ ঘিা সভ় আদছ। 

ভাদক ততালত়ালক ফনাই দ্বফভানক দ্বদ দ্বদদল। দ্বফভানদৰা ফস্তু ফাহাদ্বন সাজ ুগহ গল। দ্বফভাদন ভাকৰ আশীফ ষাদ 

গল ভাকক কদল - ভা ভই মা঑, তুদ্বভ বালদদৰ থাদ্বকফা। লকছ লিা হদল লসানকাদলই আত্মজভদহ ভই, আৰু 



কু৑ দ্বহক নকফা ভই মাভ ফুদ্বল তাইক ভই চাৰপ্ৰাইজ দ্বদভ।লতদনদত অদ্বপচৰ গা঺ী আদ্বহ ঩াদল।।দ্বফভাদন ভাকৰ 

঩ৰা দ্বফদা় গল এ়াৰ঩িষ গল গল। ৮ ফজাত এদৰাদপ্লনখন দ্বদেী অদ্ববভুদখ মাত্ৰা কদ্বৰদল ...... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 



                            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 smear. 

I feel like it's here... 

I can see it coming near. 

 

I want to run somewhere 

Where 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 

In this world full of doers. 

Of not being enough 

For the people I love. 

Beneath the lines of heaven, 

Caught in life's game. 

Of being alone, 

Like a tree in a desert. 

 

 

                                                                                                                              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, "Girl, 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                                                                                                   Himangshi Nath                             

I'm here.                                                                                                     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 somewhere 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 fought behind unspoken doors. 

So here I walk with quiet grace, 

A storm concealed behind my face. 

Not for the lack of words to say— 

Grief has stolen them away. 

For some afflictions, vast and deep, 

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 
  

What it feels like to be oneself 

But not the other, 

The mystery of the world 

Is too deep to uncover. 

The doubt that arises in my mind 

Why can I feel myself but not others? 

Isn't it quite suspicious what lies 

Deep within the vast ocean and 

The large field of mighty universe. 

Is there truly an Almighty Lord, 

Or is faith our only reward? 

All the queries in my unconscious brain 

What led to the existence of life? 

What was the point for which 

the Earth was born? 

Each time I try to see myself 

In the mirror of the world , 

I ask myself what it felt like 

The day I was born. 

What would happen when I die? 

Always wandering for a destination of peace 

But all went in vain 

And realised there is no place for it. 

The mysteries remained as it is, 

No theory , no evidence can clearly prove it. 

 

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. 

Lost in ache of need to be held by you, 

Ache of your thoughts, ache in your silence 

To have longed enough that my bones 

Begin to shiver with your belief, 

Long enough that my bones  

Start believing you are real. 

 

Evenings passed with fingerprints  

Embedded on unsaid words 

Skin rot in traces of your grace. 

Life in chapters scribed in language 

Only you know how to read, 

Read through each one for all I say is your name. 

 

To fall asleep listening to your heart  

And wake up before you, 

Just to make sure you're still there. 

There with me, there with us 

and then go back to sleep. 

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 I 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 the ache in the Bihu dhol. 

 It’s time to dry her tears, 

 and give Mother Assam her smile back                                                                  Sukriti Kakoty 

                                                                                                                               HS First Year 

 

 



                                 Unreal Hours 
 

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 I 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  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



       SCIENCE ∩ LITERARATURE 
         Exploring the Common Ground Between Facts and Stories 

 

Are 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 writer'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. 

 

 How do you know it's your first life? You don't remember being inside your mother's womb or 

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 

memory 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 

feels 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 

worldfamous, 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 

named Camp Hero, where underground facilities are situated 

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 



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.) 

                                                                                                              HS Second Year 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



     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.) 

                                                                                                                       HS Second Year 

 



   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  

 

Imagine two girls. Both are sixteen years old. Both of them 
know every chapter of their biology textbooks. Yet neither of 
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.) 

                                                                                                                        HS Second Year 

 

                                                                                                         

 

 

 

                                                                                    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



    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. It is 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 

understand. 

 

                                                                                                                    Jini Kashyap 

                                                                                                            Editorial Board Member 

                                                                                                                  HS Second Year 

 

 



                   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." 
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             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. Similarly, 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 all! 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. 
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                         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 
IIT 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." 
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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 
among 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 deserving 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. 
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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. 
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