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Reflection From the Principal's Desk

72— L

I am happy to note that our college 1s coming out
with 1ts Annual College Magazine for the academic
year 2025-2026. The college magazine 1s a forum
which would aptly be used for recording, fond
memories and creative writing of the students beyond
academic interest. I am sure this will depict the
aspirations and vision of the faculty and the students.

I extend my heartfelt thanks and warm wishes to the
Convenor and members of the Magazine committee,
all Staff and Students of Umeschandra College, to
continue the journey on the road of excellence. The
first e-version of our Annual College Magazine
Unmesh i1s finally published. Wish you a safe and
healthy life.

Dr. Md. Tofazzal Haque
Principal
Umeschandra College



Convenor's Note

7z L7

I feel immense pleasure and satisfaction in presenting
the latest 1ssue of our college magazine 'Unmesh' after
a couple of years. The college magazine 1s the mirror

of students ' creativity beyond academic interest. I
have tried my best to present you a sparkling and
completely new 1ssue of magazine, this time 1t being
an online magazine. Over time the world changes and
so the content and mode of our magazine. We must
focus on the rapidly changing scenario around us and
I am looking forward to the new generation for their
new 1deas and concepts. I extend my heartfelt thanks

to all the readers of '"Unmesh'.
Professor Srotoswini Dey

Convenor
Magazine Committee
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Pulasthya Sarkar

VV (Student) W

A Lament for Two Souls Undone

Beneath pale stars that wept with silver fire,
We met where fate first whispered soft despair;
Thy hand in mine did kindle doomed desire,
A heaven born, yet cradled in a snare.

O love! Thou wert my sin and sacred vow,

My sweetest truth, my most unkindest lie;

For even as our lips did promise now,

The hourglass bled, and time prepared goodbye.

The world, stern judge, pronounced our hearts a crime,
Its laws engraved in 1ron, not in grace;

It tore thy name from mine, as bell from chime,

And set cold night upon thy living face.

Unmesh 1 Poetry



VI/ Pulasthya Sarkar W

I watched thee fade like dawn denied the sun,
Thy breath a prayer the heavens would not hear;
Thy eyes still swore our story not yet done,

Yet death stood close, indulgent, cruelly near.

Live on,” thou said’st, “and love me when I'm dust.”
O monstrous charge, too heavy for the soul!

What life remains when hope decays to rust,

When half a heart must stumble, cracked, and
whole?

I pressed my lips where once thy pulse did sing,
And tasted ash where roses used to bloom;
The night drew close its dark and velvet wing,
And crowned our bed the altar of the tomb.

Unmesh 2 Poetry



VV Pulasthya Sarkar W

Now lies my body by thy silent side,

Two shadows stitched where light dared not intrude;
In death alone were we not thus denied—

One breath, one grave, one endless solitude.

Let lovers yet unborn our fate deplore:
That love, too pure for earth, must die—or more.

Unmesh 3 Poetry



Rajat Sharma W
MV (Student)

The Midnight Cold

Drunk in rage in the cold midnight,

There you see a broken knight.

He wears his armour as if his pride,
Overlooking the fallen kingdom—O the plight.
The air 1s dark and heavy; so 1s the dawn.

The night wolves howl in unison—they mourn.
His eyes burn as if ember glows,

His breath so fiery, like a chimney blows.

The wrath he holds within, so intense,

Smiling at the horror—only blood he can sense.
His scars turned dark as they clot;

Thirst for rage 1s all he has sought.

The hatred so extreme, it boils his blood:;

The battle so ruinous, it killed his humanity.
Screams of suffering—a sweet, calming melody;
Painful cries, a newfound comedy.
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Painful cries, a newfound comedy.

He picks his sword at the sight of movement,
Disappointed to see it's a feasting rodent.
The bodies of warriors and peasants—

Not much different in the winter aftermath.
The fire of anguish burns with utmost sears;
In a blink of an eye, 1t evaporated his tears.
At the crack of dawn lay a wounded pawn;
With shattered philosophy of life, he was gone.
The fight for kingdom at last came to a halt;
Nothing was left to rule—

Neither the land nor the people.

Laid in peace, the commander of the corps;
Laid at ease, an army of corpses.

Unmesh 5 Poetry



Subhankar

Bhattacharya W
M (Semester I)

Being A Flower Girl

When a bud comes first to the tree

That's how I first saw her on the street.

When the first flower starts to bloom from a bud
That's how my heart slowly falls for her.

When that half bloomed flower takes on the form
of freshness

That's how my love for her slowly grows deeper.
When that flower reaches the end of its' life
That's how I faces the truth of my love.

When all the petals fall from that flower

That's how she walks away from my life.

Unmesh 6 Poetry



M Subhankar W
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Akshat Kyal
M (Semester 1) W
fhat STee
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(Semester III)
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Archit Singh
M’/ (Semester III) W
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M“/ Amnit Ramani W

(Student)
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Kiran Singh W
Mv (Semester VI)
Illusion of Freedom

In my house, freedom was a loan with a very specific
interest rate. My father would tell the relatives I was
“free to fly,” but he never mentioned the length of the
string tied to my ankle.

When I was ten, I treated my textbooks like a secret
currency. While other girls my age were going on
outings with their friends, I was at home, my hands
deep in soapy water or helping my mother in the
kitchen. I didn’t complain; I was saving up ‘good
behavior’ to buy my independence later. Studying
abroad, living in quite apartment all alone, working in
a corporate office, opening a own business someday. I
truly believed that once I reached college, the walls
wouldfall and I would finally get my freedom and
achieve my dream step by step. But I am 1in my second
year now, and I've realized that my academic success
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M Kiran Singh W

wasn't a key to a door; it was just a reason for my
parents to watch me more closely.

“You have only two years left,” my father said at
dinner tonight, his voice calm as if he were discussing a
business contract. “As soon as your studies are
complete, we will start searching for marriage
proposals. Everything must be settled the moment you
graduate.”

I looked at my mother, but her advice was a whisper 1
had heard a thousand times: “Stay like a good
daughter. Don’t talk to anyone in college. Keep your
head down.” She wasn’t just giving me advice; she was
giving me the rules of my cage.

I think,to them, my education was just a way to pass
the time until I was handed over. I wanted to scream. I
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M’/ Kiran Singh W

wanted to tell them about the Master’s applications
hidden in my browser tabs—my secret plan to study
abroad where I didn't have an expiry date.

But I knew I could never click ‘Submit.” I knew that if I
chased my dreams and left, they would never
understand. They would never allow it. In their eyes,
and in the eyes of everyone we knew, a daughter who
leaves 1s a daughter who has ‘failed.” I saw the
classmate from school who became an air hostess,
posting photos from different time zones, looking
exhausted but belonging to herself. She was ‘hated’ by
our society, a name used to scare other daughters into
silence.

I thought of my cousin Shweta Di, the ‘rebel” who had
chosen her own life. I remember the way my parents
looked at her photo like she was a ghost. She had her
freedom, but she was dead to the people who raised
her. I realized then that my freedom wasn’t just mine
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M’/ Kiran Singh W

to take—it was a debt I owed to my parents'
reputation. If I left to find myself, the neighbors would
question my character, and society would judge them
for my disobedience. I could not build my life on the
ruins of their dignity. I was a coward who loved her
parents too much to let the world point fingers at their
faces.

I went back to my room and sat in the dark. The
application for the London university was complete.
All T had to do was click ‘Submit.” But the silence of
the house felt like a heavy blanket.

With a slow, shaking hand, I moved the cursor to the
top corner of the screen.

Click.
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M Kiran Singh W

The tab disappeared. The scholarships, the dreams of a
quiet apartment, the life I had built in my head, itall
vanished. I shut the laptop. The room went pitch

black.

I didn't reach for my books. I didn't try to fight
anymore. I simply lay down and closed my eyes,
welcoming the destiny that had been written for me
before I was even born. I fell into a heavy, dreamless
sleep, finally realizing that my freedom was never a sky
to fly in—it was just a room with a very beautiful view
of a locked door.

The 1llusion of freedom was over. I had chosen to be
loved instead of being free.
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Piyush Saraf

M’/ (Semester 1) W

From Household Budget to
National Budget

How Daily Choices Shape India’s Future

Introduction: Economics Begins at Home

The economic strength of a nation i1s not built solely
through policies or annual budget announcements. It
originates at the household level, where individuals
make daily decisions regarding income, expenditure,
savings, health, and consumption. These choices
collectively influence national development.

Household Budgeting and National Economic Health
Household financial behaviour plays a crucial role in
shaping the broader economy. Sound budgeting
practices encourage savings, reduce excessive credit
dependence, strengthen formal financial participation,
and build economic resilience.
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Ml/ Piyush Saraf W

Conceptual Framework

The relationship between 1ndividual financial
behaviour and national economic outcomes 1s
illustrated below.

From Household Budget to National Budget:

How Daily Choices Shape India's Future

Household Level

GOy, ) | === o T
oy O > dia il = i B

) Financial Sustainable Capital Reduced Strong Healthy
+ Savings & Health Discipline Living Formation Pallution Economy | Population

+ Income & Spending

+ Consumption Choices

+ Efficient Allocation « Long-Term Stability

A nation's budget reflects the choices of its people.
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Consumption Patterns and Ecological Impact
Unplanned consumption imposes pressure on natural
resources and public infrastructure, leading to
environmental degradation and long-term economic
COSts.

Health as Human Capital

Health 1s a vital economic asset. A healthy population
enhances productivity, reduces healthcare
expenditure, and strengthens national growth.

Responsible Citizenship and Nation-Building
Nation-building 1s reflected in daily actions such as
financial discipline, sustainable habits, and ethical
consumption.
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Conclusion: Collective Choices, National Future

A nation prospers when its citizens align financial
prudence with ecological responsibility and health
consciousness. The foundation of national progress
lies within every household.
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V“/ Shivam Sengupta W
(Student)

The Requiem of the Red Cinder:
A Final Ode to Kolkata

Kolkata 1s not a city of glass and steel; 1t 1s a city of
memory and moss. To walk through its northern
veins today 1s to witness a slow, poetic heartbreak—a
"dying beauty" that feels less like a sudden collapse
and more like a long, exhaled breath. It is the scent of
old damp books on College Street clashing with the
sterile smell of air-conditioned malls.
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Ml/ Shivam Sengupta W

The Ghost of the Renaissance

There was a time when Kolkata’s air was heavy with
the ink of Tagore and the smoke of revolutionary
cigarettes. In the sun-dappled courtyards of North
Calcutta, art wasn't a commodity; it was a
conversation. The Bengal Renaissance wasn't just a
chapter 1n a history book; it was a living, breathing
defiance.

* The Architecture of Soul: The old Rajbaris (palaces)
with their green slatted windows and intricate cornices
were built to breathe. They were designed for the
monsoon rain to dance in the Thakur-dalan
(courtyard).

* The Literature of the Soil: Every Para
(neighborhood) had a poet; every tea stall was a
parliament. The beauty lay in the slowness—the
deliberate pace of a tram carving its way through the
mist of time.

Unmesh 29 Prose



Ml/ Shivam Sengupta W

The Last Sigh

The tragedy of Kolkata’s dying beauty 1s that it is
becoming a museum of itself. We celebrate the
heritage on World Heritage Day, but we watch the
plaster crumble every other day of the year. The city 1s
losing 1its "shabby-chic" soul to a "shiny-empty"
future.

Kolkata’s beauty was always found 1n its
imperfections—the peeling paint that looked like a
map of the world, the tangled overhead wires that
seemed to hold the sky together, and the stubborn
refusal to be anything other than itself. As the glass
towers rise, the city’s heart, once made of gold and
grit, feels increasingly like a hollow echo.

Photo courtesy: Wikipedia
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Rudra Chatterjee W
7 (Semester III)

A Trip to Sikkim: India’s Switzerland

Introduction to Sikkim

During our academic break, I had the chance to visit
Sikkim, a Himalayan state in northeastern India
known for its clean environment, cultural harmony,
and disciplined way of life. With 1ts snowcapped
mountains, lush wvalleys, and serene landscapes,
Sikkim deserves the title “India’s Switzerland.”

Unmesh 31 Prose



MV Rudra Chatterjee W

Journey Through the Himalayan Terrain

The journey into Sikkim was as captivating as the
destination. Winding roads, deep gorges, and flowing
rivers accompanied us throughout the drive, offering
stunning views of the Eastern Himalayas.

Gangtok: The Capital City

Gangtok, the capital of Sikkim, left a lasting
impression with its cleanliness, eco-friendliness, and
orderly hifestyle. MG Marg, a vehicle-free zone,
showed the city’s modern outlook while keeping its
cultural essence.

North Sikkim: Untouched Himalayan Wilderness
North Sikkim stood out as the most enchanting part
of the trip. Less commercialized and rich in natural
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beauty, this region featured dramatic landscapes,
snow-covered peaks, and a sense of untouched
wilderness.

Lachen and Lachung Villages

The villages of Lachen and Lachung offered a glimpse
into traditional Himalayan life. Surrounded by
towering mountains and flowing rivers, these villages
showed simplicity, warmth, and scenic charm.

Gurudongmar Lake&Tsomgo (Changu) Lake

At over 17,000 feet, Gurudongmar Lake 1s one of the
highest lakes in the world. The clear water amid snow-
covered mountains created a surreal and uplifting
atmosphere. Tsomgo (Changu) Lake, surrounded by
snow and steep mountains, appeared like a natural
MmIrror.
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Yumthang Valley and Zero Point

The Yumthang Valley, known as the Valley of
Flowers, amazed us with its vast meadows, colourful
blooms, and flowing rivers. Further ahead lay Zero
Point, the last motorable road near the Indo-China
border. There, the landscape was entirely snow-
covered, offering a raw and unforgettable Himalayan
experience.

The Historic Silk Route of Sikkim

Exploring the Silk Route was a journey into history.
This ancient trade path once connected India with
Tibet and China, facilitating the exchange of silk,
spices, wool, and salt. The route highlights Sikkim’s
historical significance in trans-Himalayan trade.
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Zuluk, Thambi View Point, and Zigzag Roads

The Silk Route region includes Zuluk, famous for its
dramatic zigzag roads, and Thambi View Point, which
offers a spectacular sunrise view of the Kanchenjunga
range. The engineering feat of these mountain roads 1s
Impressive.

Baba Harbhajan Singh Mandir & Nathula Pass

Visiting Baba Harbhajan Singh Mandir, commonly
called Baba Mandir, was deeply moving. Dedicated to
an Indian Army soldier, the temple symbolizes faith,
sacrifice, and the strong bond between soldiers and
civihans. Nearby, Nathula Pass, located on the Indo-
China border, filled us with patriotism and
admiration for Indian soldiers stationed under tough
conditions.
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Monasteries, Culture, and Spirituality

The monasteries of Sikkim, especially Rumtek
Monastery, reflected profound spiritual traditions.
Prayer wheels, monks chanting, and colourful flags
represented peace, mindfulness, and cultural
continuity.

Conclusion and Reflection

The trip to Sikkim was not just a sightseeing tour but
a meaningful journey through nature, history, and
culture. From the untouched beauty of North Sikkim
and Zero Point to the historic Silk Route and spiritual
landmarks, Sikkim truly earns the title “India’s
Switzerland.” This experience left us with lasting
memories and a deeper respect for nature and
heritage.

Photo courtesy: Internet
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Piyush Kumar Sah

V“/ (Semester III) W

Book Review: Principles by
Ray Dalio

The name says 1t all. This
book 1s not just about life
principles 1 a broad,
philosophical way. It gets

PRINCIPLES

into things that actually

matter, like the Principle of

Decision-Making, the

#1 NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLER

“Ray Dalio has provided me with invaluable guidance and PrlnC1ple Of Bulldlng
insights that are now available to you in Principles.” . .
SR Relationships, and how to

“I found it to be truly extraordinary. Every page is full of so
n o - . . - . . L] .
many principles of distinction and insights—and I love how Ray k th ht P t
incorporates his history and his life in such an elegant way." plC e rlg ar ner Or
—TONY ROBBINS

N —_—. Mentor, not just in business

but in the bigger decisions
that shape your life.
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Honestly, I have not come across another book that
teaches you how to build a successful business with
this level of clarity. Ray Dalio's formulas are
something else. No economist's theory comes close,
because these are not just ideas, they come from real
experience, real failures, and real results.

If you want to build or scale a business, figure out
how to find the right mentors, or just understand what
your business decisions can actually lead to, pick this
book. I genuinely do not think there 1s anything better
out there for that.

My Life-Changing Quote
“Network = Net Worth”
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H dfkd gsiTl W S Ig Tiid ehid o ITITE '3AHeHS' H
AT & T TR VRN bl STTfceh bR &+ 7T 3R
¢Ed B ¢E@d Jg Wrefar-Sutaal qur shifdeerial @t
STy g+ T77|

I d: SichHds Tcsil UXhRI AghH H hRIRd ¥ 3R HRA™
gfdgr ¥ TwIfad AIfgdd vl goid hed | 31U 3-chHh
hleTordl pid 'SH<HS' | H<HS, 1773 H IR ST H,
STt =TT et gt o1, 9§ SifAuiRd g1 39 U=y H
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SfohHa~e = IOl & A1 4 dY 99 shgadl f&aT fSigeh!
foh ShgIT TUch TRRT SMTEHT oh [oTT T8 ol ATl 39 ST |
3B GHIST Ep{d 3R I<IT & AL g JHAY T chl
hIRA ch! gl TRUMHERY "I<HS" o1 Hfth ol Tgig &+
T 3R I S bl geATaRH, iid fear iR ag iia
IHAT T 7 &9 1, 39 U H I8 sfchHds i Sita—
AT gl Tt fed ®U 9 g<HIdRH. hl Wieerddr W)
usiRg @l 8, foheg YR I a1 4 T g gheht 74
U107 okl Tt AT 81 89 Tid A 9 hddl sTTel ohl 31fUg gof
URd bl Bl hatR fedr| Jganieal fdRiuehy Hidepideh
Iearedl & foiw at ag sifim oft &1 g =11 98 R T8
F1ded g foh SIS & ufd Gl faglg U of foa & 781 Ay
T T, I8 UAOT AT /1: [ SIS Y St ST gt picd
fifaat o foRty & SR sttt Y oeTfasiter ffent o ufasne &
U H| USTT <hl 39 fAehT A TYUT THTST i Igfold hich 3Q
feam o gaferg S g 3= HS UehIiAd 31 39 &1 Si=dT ol
TUHT AT A | 81, A HT 59 TR H §gd Bl
hif~dhR f[daR URdd &ed 8, 9 dhad & fob "g=ardt faglg
AASINIRUT ehl Hld ST <hl & hibdlgl o g U &1,
IIohY, TEdchl ARATT ch ol UR ATal|" 37dT gt I ol
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U&iehl 3R AR o oIy URUIMGEY el | &l dE &
ds1liIRYT 66

1. STl ST 91 T, IGH T&d gU §H LM=Tgdeh FHTST R
hid 3|

2. 3iSft ST B @Ral SeHY € dis [ €, 3T AT &3
IRIT IUTT § GcH Al |

Ul dTet AISIRRUT <hl =<l Sgd hH Bidl 8| 39 ==l H 3fehTel
o O=A g1l ohr fSieh hd i 31T 8| IrETSy faielt sm<ier @
3IThT U s Y g gg ot el a8} 2a1 =g
fITRia GERT AaSITRYT WHAdT =<t & Hi4T S[ST gei gl
3 &It el &1 & S, i A dyguidr # fasawor foar g,
SIFl RO ST UgdT hRUT d) 9= & S9feiu Edr ¢ Hifeh
S99 SIS hl AfgHHUS 8idT & 3Tk JHTST @hl WIfariie
fchaT SITdT, R-ifch 39T - SIS ahl AT I8 ISR gidT &
3R MRAM Hikhideh JFATE hl TARITYAT WR e {1 SIIdT
gl YRd hI SHAT P YRA -9FT ¥ AG-YT hl T
=TUT gidT 81 Tat a1d MY dfgsifad ol WieR T8l 8l
gafely gt TAd Fipfden Agariedl st AU H echd fea
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T g 3R JUTRIAT TTTALiTAl hl URd UR TiUd fehar STrar
g1 & 2T 3 <HS 3 S8l Uah 3R Shillg & 3MT<Ici oht
OROT &I 98!, qERI SR TaYdchl ohl TAEH chifd & ATEAH 9§
Ld—dT UIitd < foiw dfka fohar| 39 gaR @ sfchd & ot
chl = Tg 3TR J=TReh Helrel |

GO e A “GHTARH; Teh TiId hl Sild-l chl fHehT H
forar 8- “ed & f oo TN gwas & o=l d &) R{ud &
STl § oifchl e TV Y&ich oh Ul I ST ATdl 8 3R §AR
sfia & G St 81 & ARy fid @9 a9g @ Ot & e
TTT 36! 81 Teh aR 39 Tiid ol AlhH g § I8 1fid & ¥4
q Ul Al a Rl "% 39 [Sw-fag™, e SR
JAURKIN ch YR TR IS H1&Ul = feare ehl THEM g dR &
fear| ag fa S 1870 o &21eh & {[SSATC ATedt | fohedl a<h
Held: de-T-Tid 37dT Ffd oh U | =T 17 3R 3Tl o Il
deh U TgT| T 1881 H H 'S(HeHS' AM¥eh Iu=ATd H
AMAS T TAT| IU[E & HhUl-HeH o HidR g9 Tiid <h
fasgd TUhR A 8e-Jgulv &1 WR gRUT o feran| iR 39
a3g, sfchHde Tesit A HIGYA' ATH <hl Yeh AT UTdHAT 8 T
&> T 1905 e STITel ch TeRil Sigliel 7 'd¢ ATaRH <hl
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ISTHIfdeh IR H dedlel e fear| agardl foiy-tesi &
STI3MTE ed gUY W1 &R 3 38 7man ofR orfde v A
sfchH Al UFAIE T RN hgh ThRT| T4 1920 o,
goIgIugH {RAl 9T g&Rl o gyl fafds YRd vrorstt o
3ffed glaR gg Mia g Y 8T a1 gt U1l T,
99 1930 & &0k | 'd¢ HTGRH' <hl 39 8fad R fdare 337 8k
T 39 T chl HfdgoTehdT i oiehs TR I8 o] TH. T.
ST 39 M9 & 994 3T STddldch] 8 Tah ¥ STaTgdld Ag®
oh A | iSd Uen IATA hl Hellg TR YR AP Rt A
99 1937 & 39 id & I 320t ol Bic a1 8 gaut &
T STl Uael & 3R Tid o Turfed 3is1 ot AT o U H
AT feram| SiGU-4T 4 sic UHTE oh chgd UR Tid o 4t
¥ Sl 'SH-TU-HE & 1Y AE M & ®9 & U9/ 3R
IS hT goft f&ar| I+ 1930 3R 1940 & THF &eh H
e ofivT 59 fia & faxty R 31l 38t iR & 3t SrquTa A
feg qivarRe diehd A d ! IWRbeRT hl| T 1947 |, &
HRAT chl TR H 'dd AR HilIRich GgATG &1 bl AT di
%S ORI opl ATFAT AT foh a8 I AXRid 1 SISt Udleh 8
2 g TiId <hl 8T UR ThTd <hl [H3Td &l TS|
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29 UhR, 'de ATaH Td & gt g&ddTet 9 39k 37 ol
IR-IR deal| d Uh Tikpfdd hell-d2d gl 39h R
RO faf9= 37t bl 98 I hs He IW 8, AIA-I-IB
31UAT YiUeIdch Ugd ol 7Ted oh shd H Tligcd ch Uch 3i8T
hT STAHATA SHISTR hl dRg hedT; IIA-3Tcli 99 H 37eTl-
37T 37T chT STRITUT 3R fth Teh 8 chell-d2 ahl STeiT-3Te T
difeat o folw a1t o1 f9=-f99 g1l Iarerur & T, 'dg
HTaRH' o1 Sit 31 3Rfde i diéh 3 ugur fehar, agt o1 STamer
AT Hg<e, U, U. fSi=1 sruar . St. gravesx bt didt = 6l
forar| fordt TATRR hl WATgHT Wdr o JIsiHideh
ST chl GUTGAT SRTER J-1 Gl & 3R STH JSTd131l <hl
QT YfHenl gid g-Tg UTE & SATGT TRdeTs HEl 8|

SfAgTIhR AT VSR A “IHTARH; Teh Tid <hl Sila-l’
(2003) AITH<h Y&ich o HILIH I 39 7id ohl Sidg SR IchI
silgH! fordl g1 SR T I8 &= 9 ué dl Tohsl H UKd
SfIgr™ SR Ik fdare 9 Hixh e "erdl 8. wifch gixh fhd
a1feq? faare @ gith 7 at T uRar &t =1fge ok 7 8t srra
Sfear ASIiol-U-Uxigigel OctHI o 3MEges 3Middl oht
AMeY AR 7 g1 STHIIT IeHAU-Tge & 3RAS AT <hl ATMBY|
3MaHt R 7T A 3= o I g1 Sal ht ot 3T & fog
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{2k (Hfd gt FaTd §T T <hl 39 T § 741 o fen)
STelfch T URAR 3R HISTUT 39 QR 71 &l 7T <k folg I

IR ol STeT e TR 3IMHIGT gl 98 S9ch iU rerar
MR Tl H ARPRI TG ST R el 8] MY R
Thell 3R SURRI H HI¥eH sI=d IT hHARI gl R Al d hig
ch HTSTH &7 OT & 3eTd o [RABPR gl |

YR fder™ d U &10T &hH &I 31Td &, STd chls Udh Isq, Uch
e gT Yoh &R A AY & U0 H 3, I8 3R
STHATIYTE Bl AR R 2| 'd¢ HIARH' chaol &l Usal <hl
ITIRUT ¥R ol 8, Tg HRA <nl AT Y Tieht grie, 3T uddl
R A <1 TT&Td H31 8| I8 Ig Afh 8, g 9Rd <l
STH-TdT bt STR] feha, T[T bl SYaRT el FHTT & 3R ITE
o YR ol HTHRA hl SATeT Usdield <hl| I8 @i YRd™
AT GUTH ohT ART oY Bl 3R ST <hl 3ifdeh i
'de ATRA' dg WRun 8. Sigd wdi=dar & SR # gd
HRAATAAT hl oy bl AT &, T kI g & iR
WdAdT ch TY R Il oh ol U 3SR 9189 vl AR fohdT|
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fehdt 711 opt 1fh fohdH! faRIe 8 Terd! 8, I8 IHSIH & folg
dd HATAYH, 9 ST chls IV ol I Tid WRd & ged H
3 Y eISehdT & Hifch Ug chael USGI chl JUG ol dfcch
JTHT hl GehR §| 7 AdeR 1875 ohl '&fei' H Ugell IR
URIRAT d¢ ATdRA A1 Aifefder T A8l ofl, ag Ak
gfdehR UT| T 37 HifSd STt ol WR o1, fSch! Wdaadr
ohT I B forar mar U1l g8 Ma 39 YR Sita--a:+=
Al Udlch o, [Sich geT H Udpld, TERIASR AY oAl 3gd
fAfgd g1 sfdhm=ig 3 1857 & HEM TUTH hl S TheldT o &G
S AR SradTg, Y 3R g1 ¥ HRATT JHTST ok @l
AT, IT GHSIT| TSI bl Hifd T oft, YR bl ARG
STEdT H 39 UhR STchg ST foh d 3(UHT Hikepideh TiaAT <ht
Yol SITQ| 'S T & i’ oh A1eHH H o 5 Y hl HTHT ohl
RIS hAT dlgd ¥ W sfchATig &l dhed 9 S A=
Usdfeiden!, ag foedl oft I &l ok & e g gslae
HIRH chdel ATGHH <hl AT gl dfech WRA JTETcHehdT
hl el HTGAT g| sifchAdig 4S9 39 7iid hl U4 IuUE
'HHeHS' | I fedr, a9 gg fid Y&kl <hl diHTST o
fehcieh S-S ohl Silad-H3 a9 ATl 1905 @Al STTed
faTST YR sfagr @1 Fotfae Ats o1 & ATaRe 3
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hict H STH-TdHT chl USeh d-eh IURT| faemerat I ot it
deh, Shelchdl <hl el ¥ ok Has Segl deh fhd = °
oleRx faenidat deh g3 il <hl aruil # gg R I Thdll,
GHTSMT 3R Frdsii—eh H 39 1t R ufdey o fehg uidsier
ford foamR <kt ISAT oht 81 Gahdr| Sa=T ufdey a1, a3
HIARH TR 31 1 U, Id-T a1 TR 3R g1 TSIy gidT 1|

sfdgrg Ta1g ¢ foh STa-STd YIRd &bl UR Tehe 3TN, g Tid
JUIHRL bl R ISIT| STa-STel Icisldl & H chl geiel <hl
UATE AT, ¢ HIGRH, o R A WRA™T H SR 3
ST 91l MR fdeleh 3 88 ATAAT I UShd hal,
srfde oy = 39 iq ol seTfcdich AFATE T YR I,
faft=<ig gret = 38 SHiGI T UTUT SR AdTSil UG s
= 31Tl g thisT ol ATAaTe H3l S/ Wi f8g, TeiR
3R YEd 19 BIH! oh d&d W 96 @ &, dd Ichl i@l H
WY ol, d¢ ATARH <hl ot ol T=AWR IATSI1G & foly Ig Tiid
Tehe | HIgH ohl A AT| SUST ATh hIA ST Hehd oA, hY
GHA Y Yehd & U 29 7iId chl ATHRITh hl TRISId 8l Y
Ych| d¢ HTARH T UHTd chad R deh YifAd Tai 8Tl 1907
T STHAT ch T H ASH HichToll hET A ST YWIRd hl Ugdl
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fIRTT thgRTaT, 99 I Al WR Sifchd &g o ‘G ATARH| I8
chdel SIST o, {Rd ohl ARSI UgA bl O UT| I &0

3 QI AT Sl SAT foh VR TR §31T A gl STiug STy
AdT 8, S 37U Hi<h Ik Tad andl Teil|

gg A TH SR GHAM, Rl AR hiil, TidT R 20U
TIfed, g SR AFeh, AR 3R gfthal &1 @ gl &2
HIARH_ ST AfAedr hl Tehd ohl hied g SR Sl 39 HehluidT
hl gf® @ dEd 8, d WRAGAT hl ATHT I gl THSI|
AT AT = 24 SHRI 1950 <hl & ATARH hl IS Tid hl
goll ea? 39 UEYH i ufdsr & WRd dfdu™ uda
ANk @bl Tg hded AUdT & foh a8 AFeast, ATTH IR
ST Uctehl chT HATH 2| 3d: d¢ HIGRH T STUH chdel
GAYTch STGATAT ol dfech Hikchideh R Vfdgiaeh da-r
Y faq@dr 8| Ig hdel Teh Tid 8], YRA G3dT & A
ITHY <hl FTE | T hadl & fob SART U=l AT &, gHISL
Afeai gfaadar ot 9RT 8, §AR @d T 3ITTed 3R gHRT TE
SR SMTHT &1 3 hgAT UTfHeh il Fgl, Tikehideh PpdwdT gl
gqH fopelt &t i gom 81 dfees IT gfH &1 S1f¥HeA 8,
o= gd sifida fean| v Rd eiret foi AfYap o1ffept ot iR
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d¢ T 8, I9H AT IUd-l, Hikplder STHCGYNE 3R
UidgTieh 7TRT IR d €| d¢ ATdRH, g5 TRUT ThIdl 8
foh IFYH hlg f[dhed T8I, Sifda g1 Sd deh Ig Tiid gHAR
HIaR T[STdT @, 99 deh YRd bl ST Shifdd @il St
3TTAYhdT 39 §Td <hl & fch FoTgdl, ST a1 d=rieeh dHTsqt
Y ISH 39 T hl YHST ST & HIARH, SheT fhdt Iuer
hl IS al, ATGHA ! TUMH AT &l STt 59 A &l
GHATH g1 S Tehdl, dg fohdl Ht [RYRT ol T<a1 At
Tel 81 YerdT ifen AE & fomr = ef s=ran €, 7 sfagm| @
HIdRH_ dg MYd A6 8, B9 YR ot arrefiqar &t md @
fYepre, forat dRT <ht thidt & thal TR YHerH ohl A18d e,
SIS | I8 Tiid YRAT AY <l MYd TR g, S gH TR0
h(dT & fch §H hadl AN gl diech I9 QA hl A &,
S e gaR folT 314, STet, THEpid, STHSIY 3R TR hl THR
T |
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Ishita Gope

VV (Semester 1)
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Bhumika Kesharwani

V‘/ (Semester 1) ”
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Sourodeep Sen

MV (Semester V)
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Sourodeep Sen
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(Student)
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Rudra Chatterjee

Mi/ (Semester III)

Galaxy S25 Ultra

Galaxy S25 Ultra
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Rudra Chatterjee
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	A Lament for Two Souls Undone
	Beneath pale stars that wept with silver fire, We met where fate first whispered soft despair; Thy hand in mine did kindle doomed desire, A heaven born, yet cradled in a snare.
	O love! Thou wert my sin and sacred vow, My sweetest truth, my most unkindest lie; For even as our lips did promise now, The hourglass bled, and time prepared goodbye.
	The world, stern judge, pronounced our hearts a crime, Its laws engraved in iron, not in grace; It tore thy name from mine, as bell from chime, And set cold night upon thy living face.

	Pulasthya Sarkar
	I watched thee fade like dawn denied the sun, Thy breath a prayer the heavens would not hear; Thy eyes still swore our story not yet done, Yet death stood close, indulgent, cruelly near.
	Live on,” thou said’st, “and love me when I’m dust.” O monstrous charge, too heavy for the soul! What life remains when hope decays to rust, When half a heart must stumble, cracked, and whole?
	I pressed my lips where once thy pulse did sing, And tasted ash where roses used to bloom; The night drew close its dark and velvet wing, And crowned our bed the altar of the tomb.
	Pulasthya Sarkar
	Now lies my body by thy silent side, Two shadows stitched where light dared not intrude; In death alone were we not thus denied— One breath, one grave, one endless solitude.
	Let lovers yet unborn our fate deplore: That love, too pure for earth, must die—or more.
	Rajat Sharma (Student)

	The Midnight Cold
	Drunk in rage in the cold midnight, There you see a broken knight. He wears his armour as if his pride, Overlooking the fallen kingdom—O the plight. The air is dark and heavy; so is the dawn. The night wolves howl in unison—they mourn. His eyes burn as if ember glows, His breath so fiery, like a chimney blows. The wrath he holds within, so intense, Smiling at the horror—only blood he can sense. His scars turned dark as they clot; Thirst for rage is all he has sought. The hatred so extreme, it boils his blood; The battle so ruinous, it killed his humanity. Screams of suffering—a sweet, calming melody; Painful cries, a newfound comedy.

	Rajat
	Painful cries, a newfound comedy. He picks his sword at the sight of movement, Disappointed to see it's a feasting rodent. The bodies of warriors and peasants— Not much different in the winter aftermath. The fire of anguish burns with utmost sears; In a blink of an eye, it evaporated his tears. At the crack of dawn lay a wounded pawn; With shattered philosophy of life, he was gone. The fight for kingdom at last came to a halt; Nothing was left to rule— Neither the land nor the people. Laid in peace, the commander of the corps; Laid at ease, an army of corpses.
	Subhankar Bhattacharya (Semester I)

	Being A Flower Girl
	When a bud comes first to the tree That's how I first saw her on the street. When the first flower starts to bloom from a bud That's how my heart slowly falls for her. When that half bloomed flower takes on the form of freshness That's how my love for her slowly grows deeper. When that flower reaches the end of its' life That's how I faces the truth of my love. When all the petals fall from that flower That's how she walks away from my life.
	Subhankar Bhattacharya
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	অর্ণব  দেব  নারায়ণ  রায়   (অধ্যাপক বাণিজ্য বিভাগ)

	আবার হবে তোমার সাথে দেখা
	আবার হবে তোমার সাথে দেখা  চাঁদের ছায়া পড়বে তোমার মুখে,  এখন না হয় চললে ফেলে একা তখন তোমার জল আসবে চোখে।
	অগোচরে প্রাণের কথাগুলো বলবো করেও বলোনি কতদিন!  এড়িয়ে গিয়েও খুব কি লাভ হলো?  প্রদীপ ঘসে’ জানবেই আলাদিন।
	পুরনো স্মৃতি যেতেই পারো ভুলে  শিশির ভেজা ছিল আমাদের মন,  আবার তুমি সাজাবে বনফুলে চৈত্রদিনের রিক্ত উপবন!

	অর্ণব  দেব  নারায়ণ  রায়   (অধ্যাপক বাণিজ্য বিভাগ)
	ঠিক তখনই আমার বৃক্ষলতা  দুলে উঠবে আনমনা এক হাওয়ায়,  আমার চোখের সকল অস্থিরতা  ফুটবে জেনো তোমার আঁখিতারায়।
	আমরা দুজন আবার পাগল হবো সময় বুঝে জানাবো কৃতজ্ঞতা,  এবার যখন তোমার দেখা পাবো বুঝবে তুচ্ছ ছিল না ব্যাকুলতা।
	একটি মেঘও আসেনি ভুল করে’ শুকনো মাটিতে ঝরেনি বৃষ্টি ঝেপে,  এবারে যখন আসবে আমার ঘরে ধরবো তোমার হাত দুটোকে চেপে।
	অর্ণব  দেব  নারায়ণ  রায়   (অধ্যাপক বাণিজ্য বিভাগ)
	আমরা দুজন আবার পাগল হবো মরবো বলে’ তৈরী থাকার মতো,  মরবো কি না কীভাবে তা বলবো?  আমার কাছে চেয়োনা কৈফিয়ৎ।
	আবার হবে তোমার সাথে দেখা  চাঁদের ছায়া পড়বে তোমার মুখে,  এখন না হয় চললে ফেলে একা তখন তোমার জল আসবে চোখে।
	অর্ণব  দেব  নারায়ণ  রায়   (অধ্যাপক, বাণিজ্য বিভাগ)

	পড়শি
	আমরা দুজন সত্যিকারের পড়শি দূরত্বটা হোক না আলোকবর্ষী—
	আকাশপাড়ে বসে আছি কত জন্ম কাছাকাছি তোমার গানে যে সুর বাজে সে সুর চেনা আমারও যে
	তোমার অলি ছুটে আসে আমার কলি ফুটলে আমার দুচোখ জলে ভাসে তোমার বক্ষ টুটলে
	আমরা দুজন সত্যিকারের পড়শি দূরত্বটা হোক না আলোকবর্ষী—
	দহনতাপের ক্লান্তি তোমার আমার ছায়ায় কিছুটা কাটে স্রোত বয়ে যায় শীতল হাওয়ার তোমার নিবিড় দৃষ্টিপাতে

	অর্ণব  দেব  নারায়ণ  রায়   (অধ্যাপক, বাণিজ্য বিভাগ)
	মুষলধারায় বৃষ্টি এসে নদীর বুকে তুফান তোলে সেই নদীতে আমরা ভেসে ভয়ডরহীন যাই গো চলে'
	আমরা দুজন সত্যিকারের পড়শি দূরত্বটা হোক না আলোকবর্ষী—
	আমার উদাস শীতের হাওয়া লাগে তোমার ভ্রূপল্লবে তোমার তুহিন চোখের চাওয়া আমার বীণার আর্তরবে
	আমার রক্তপলাশবনে রঙের নেশা করে শুরু উড়িয়ে আবির সংগোপনে তোমার শিমুল অশোকতরু
	আমরা দুজন সত্যিকারের পড়শি দূরত্বটা হোক না আলোকবর্ষী।
	Akshat Kyal (Semester I)

	कितनी जल्द
	कितनी जल्द अपने आशियाने में ईश्वर के रूप का बसेरा चाहोगे, जो कि मिलता है बड़े नसीबवालों को कितनी जल्द उस बालक के हृदय में जिम्मेदारियों का बोज धरना चाहोगे कितनी जल्द बताना चाहोगे कि ये दुनिया नहीं है वैसी जैसी दिखती है कहानियों में कितनी जल्द उसके हसने-खेलने वाले दिन छीनना चाहोगे उससे कितनी जल्द दुनिया कि क्रूरता दिखाना चाहोगे उस नन्हे बालक को कितनी जल्द उस छोटी सी जान के हृदय में अपना भय बसाना चाहोगे कितनी जल्द अपना क्रोध बिन बात उस बालक को सुनाना चाहोगे कितनी जल्द अपनी असफलता का भार उसपे उड़ेलना चाहोगे कितनी जल्द उसपर कामयाब बनने का बोझ चढ़ाना चाहोगे कितनी जल्द सिखाना चाहोगे रंग, रूप, धर्म तथा जाती के प्रति भेद भाव करना

	Akshat Kyal
	कितनी जल्द उसके दिमाग को विकाश करने के चक्कर में उसी से टकरा जाओगे कितनी जल्द उसे अपनी तरह बनाना चाहोगे कितनी जल्द चाहोगे कि वो समाज के डर से एक पत्ता भी न करे यहां से वहां कितनी जल्द अपने परिवार के झगड़ों में उसे भी शामिल करना चाहोगे कितनी जल्द परिवार के घावों को बताने के परे उसी को चोट पहुंचा आओगे कितनी जल्द अपना एहसान उस छोटी सी जान पर जताना चाहोगे कितनी जल्द उससे एहसास दिलाना चाहोगे कि अब वो कल का आया हुआ बन चुका है बोझ तुम पर कितनी जल्द उसकी, उसी के उम्र के बच्चों से तुलना शुरू करना चाहोगे कितनी जल्द उसकी हर एक बात को गलत बताने में लग जाओगे कितनी जल्द उसकी विकलांगता पर इशारे शुरू करना चाहोगे माना कि पालन पोषण और प्यार जताने में कोई कमी न दिखाई, जो मांगा वो एक पल में लाकर थमाया परंतु कितनी जल्द उस ईश्वर के रूप को ईश्वर की सबसे बड़ी गलती ठहराना चाहोगे कितनी जल्द..
	आशुतोष गुप्ता (Semester III)

	रूहानी
	वो साफ़ थी जैसे गंगा का पानी थी, वो महक इत्तर की नहीं, रूहानी थी।
	दौड़ता था रगों में उसके, मैं लहू जैसा, मैं किताब था और वो मेरी कहानी थी।
	मैं कीचड़ था, जिसमें कमल सी खिली थी वो, मैं दरिया था और वो मेरी रवानी थी।
	उसका नूर था, जैसे फरिश्तों का साया, और मेरी आँखें, तो बस इंसानी थीं।

	आशुतोष गुप्ता
	उसे दो पल की फुर्सत नहीं मिली कभी, मुझे पूरी ज़िंदगी साथ बितानी थी।
	मेरी क़लम अब बूढ़ी हो चली है, यार, वो मेरी गज़लों की जवानी थी।
	मैं क्या कहूँ उसके बारे में, "आशू", वो मेरी तन्हाई में गूँजती एक पुरानी निशानी थी।
	Archit Singh (Semester III)

	दिल का मौसम
	Amnit Ramani (Student)

	जीवन का सत्य –  मृत्यु
	जीवन एक माया है, लोगों के ख़्वाबों के शहर में समय है |  जिसने इस तथ्य को न जाना ,उसने हर पल इसे गवाया है |
	जिस क्षण किसी ने कुछ पाया, उसी क्षण किसी ने कुछ खोया है  जिस क्षण किसी ने जन्म लिया ,उसी क्षण किसी ने मृत्यु को भी प्राप्त किया है
	केवल मृत्यु एक सत्य है, इसके अलावा जो कुछ पाया जो कुछ खोया,  सब कुछ एक परछाई है | किसी पहर मेरे जीवन के दरवाजे पर, मृत्यु को आना है .... एवं मेरे ये ख़्वाबों का शहर टूट जाना है !
	Kiran Singh (Semester VI)

	Illusion of Freedom
	In my house, freedom was a loan with a very specific interest rate. My father would tell the relatives I was “free to fly,” but he never mentioned the length of the string tied to my ankle.
	When I was ten, I treated my textbooks like a secret currency. While other girls my age were going on outings with their friends, I was at home, my hands deep in soapy water or helping my mother in the kitchen. I didn’t complain; I was saving up ‘good behavior’ to buy my independence later. Studying abroad, living in quite apartment all alone, working in a corporate office, opening a own business someday. I truly believed that once I reached college, the walls wouldfall and I would finally get my freedom and achieve my dream step by step. But I am in my second year now, and I’ve realized that my academic success

	Kiran Singh
	wasn't a key to a door; it was just a reason for my parents to watch me more closely.
	“You have only two years left,” my father said at dinner tonight, his voice calm as if he were discussing a business contract. “As soon as your studies are complete, we will start searching for marriage proposals. Everything must be settled the moment you graduate.”
	I looked at my mother, but her advice was a whisper I had heard a thousand times: “Stay like a good daughter. Don’t talk to anyone in college. Keep your head down.” She wasn’t just giving me advice; she was giving me the rules of my cage.
	I think,to them, my education was just a way to pass the time until I was handed over. I wanted to scream. I
	Kiran Singh
	wanted to tell them about the Master’s applications hidden in my browser tabs—my secret plan to study abroad where I didn't have an expiry date.
	But I knew I could never click ‘Submit.’ I knew that if I chased my dreams and left, they would never understand. They would never allow it. In their eyes, and in the eyes of everyone we knew, a daughter who leaves is a daughter who has ‘failed.’ I saw the classmate from school who became an air hostess, posting photos from different time zones, looking exhausted but belonging to herself. She was ‘hated’ by our society, a name used to scare other daughters into silence. I thought of my cousin Shweta Di, the ‘rebel’ who had chosen her own life. I remember the way my parents looked at her photo like she was a ghost. She had her freedom, but she was dead to the people who raised her. I realized then that my freedom wasn’t just mine
	Kiran Singh
	to take—it was a debt I owed to my parents' reputation. If I left to find myself, the neighbors would question my character, and society would judge them for my disobedience. I could not build my life on the ruins of their dignity. I was a coward who loved her parents too much to let the world point fingers at their faces.
	I went back to my room and sat in the dark. The application for the London university was complete. All I had to do was click ‘Submit.’ But the silence of the house felt like a heavy blanket.
	With a slow, shaking hand, I moved the cursor to the top corner of the screen.
	Click.
	Kiran Singh
	The tab disappeared. The scholarships, the dreams of a quiet apartment, the life I had built in my head, itall vanished. I shut the laptop. The room went pitch black.
	I didn't reach for my books. I didn't try to fight anymore. I simply lay down and closed my eyes, welcoming the destiny that had been written for me before I was even born. I fell into a heavy, dreamless sleep, finally realizing that my freedom was never a sky to fly in—it was just a room with a very beautiful view of a locked door.
	The illusion of freedom was over. I had chosen to be loved instead of being free.
	Introduction: Economics Begins at Home
	Household Budgeting and National Economic Health
	Conceptual Framework
	Consumption Patterns and Ecological Impact
	Health as Human Capital
	Health is a vital economic asset. A healthy population enhances productivity, reduces healthcare expenditure, and strengthens national growth.
	Responsible Citizenship and Nation-Building
	Conclusion: Collective Choices, National Future
	Shivam Sengupta (Student)

	The Requiem of the Red Cinder: A Final Ode to Kolkata
	Kolkata is not a city of glass and steel; it is a city of memory and moss. To walk through its northern veins today is to witness a slow, poetic heartbreak—a "dying beauty" that feels less like a sudden collapse and more like a long, exhaled breath. It is the scent of old damp books on College Street clashing with the sterile smell of air-conditioned malls.

	Shivam Sengupta
	The Ghost of the Renaissance There was a time when Kolkata’s air was heavy with the ink of Tagore and the smoke of revolutionary cigarettes. In the sun-dappled courtyards of North Calcutta, art wasn't a commodity; it was a conversation. The Bengal Renaissance wasn't just a chapter in a history book; it was a living, breathing defiance.
	* The Architecture of Soul: The old Rajbaris (palaces) with their green slatted windows and intricate cornices were built to breathe. They were designed for the monsoon rain to dance in the Thakur-dalan (courtyard). * The Literature of the Soil: Every Para (neighborhood) had a poet; every tea stall was a parliament. The beauty lay in the slowness—the deliberate pace of a tram carving its way through the mist of time.
	Shivam Sengupta
	The Last Sigh The tragedy of Kolkata’s dying beauty is that it is becoming a museum of itself. We celebrate the heritage on World Heritage Day, but we watch the plaster crumble every other day of the year. The city is losing its "shabby-chic" soul to a "shiny-empty" future.
	Kolkata’s beauty was always found in its imperfections—the peeling paint that looked like a map of the world, the tangled overhead wires that seemed to hold the sky together, and the stubborn refusal to be anything other than itself. As the glass towers rise, the city’s heart, once made of gold and grit, feels increasingly like a hollow echo.
	Photo courtesy: Wikipedia
	Rudra Chatterjee (Semester III)

	A Trip to Sikkim: India’s Switzerland
	Introduction to Sikkim During our academic break, I had the chance to visit Sikkim, a Himalayan state in northeastern India known for its clean environment, cultural harmony, and disciplined way of life. With its snowcapped mountains, lush valleys, and serene landscapes, Sikkim deserves the title “India’s Switzerland.”

	Rudra Chatterjee
	beauty, this region featured dramatic landscapes, snow-covered peaks, and a sense of untouched wilderness.
	Lachen and Lachung Villages  The villages of Lachen and Lachung offered a glimpse into traditional Himalayan life. Surrounded by towering mountains and flowing rivers, these villages showed simplicity, warmth, and scenic charm.
	Gurudongmar Lake&Tsomgo (Changu) Lake At over 17,000 feet, Gurudongmar Lake is one of the highest lakes in the world. The clear water amid snow-covered mountains created a surreal and uplifting atmosphere. Tsomgo (Changu) Lake, surrounded by snow and steep mountains, appeared like a natural mirror.
	Rudra Chatterjee
	Yumthang Valley and Zero Point  The Yumthang Valley, known as the Valley of Flowers, amazed us with its vast meadows, colourful blooms, and flowing rivers. Further ahead lay Zero Point, the last motorable road near the Indo-China border. There, the landscape was entirely snow-covered, offering a raw and unforgettable Himalayan experience.
	The Historic Silk Route of Sikkim Exploring the Silk Route was a journey into history. This ancient trade path once connected India with Tibet and China, facilitating the exchange of silk, spices, wool, and salt. The route highlights Sikkim’s historical significance in trans-Himalayan trade.
	Rudra Chatterjee
	Zuluk, Thambi View Point, and Zigzag Roads The Silk Route region includes Zuluk, famous for its dramatic zigzag roads, and Thambi View Point, which offers a spectacular sunrise view of the Kanchenjunga range. The engineering feat of these mountain roads is impressive.
	Baba Harbhajan Singh Mandir &Nathula Pass Visiting Baba Harbhajan Singh Mandir, commonly called Baba Mandir, was deeply moving. Dedicated to an Indian Army soldier, the temple symbolizes faith, sacrifice, and the strong bond between soldiers and civilians. Nearby, Nathula Pass, located on the Indo-China border, filled us with patriotism and admiration for Indian soldiers stationed under tough conditions.
	Rudra Chatterjee
	Monasteries, Culture, and Spirituality  The monasteries of Sikkim, especially Rumtek Monastery, reflected profound spiritual traditions. Prayer wheels, monks chanting, and colourful flags represented peace, mindfulness, and cultural continuity.
	Conclusion and Reflection The trip to Sikkim was not just a sightseeing tour but a meaningful journey through nature, history, and culture. From the untouched beauty of North Sikkim and Zero Point to the historic Silk Route and spiritual landmarks, Sikkim truly earns the title “India’s Switzerland.” This experience left us with lasting memories and a deeper respect for nature and heritage.
	Unmesh
	Prose
	Piyush Kumar Sah (Semester III)

	Book Review: Principles by Ray Dalio
	The name says it all. This book is not just about life principles in a broad, philosophical way. It gets into things that actually matter, like the Principle of Decision-Making, the Principle of Building Relationships, and how to pick the right Partner or Mentor, not just in business but in the bigger decisions that shape your life.

	Piyush Kumar Sah
	Honestly, I have not come across another book that teaches you how to build a successful business with this level of clarity. Ray Dalio's formulas are something else. No economist's theory comes close, because these are not just ideas, they come from real experience, real failures, and real results.
	If you want to build or scale a business, figure out how to find the right mentors, or just understand what your business decisions can actually lead to, pick this book. I genuinely do not think there is anything better out there for that.
	My Life-Changing Quote “Network = Net Worth”
	डॉ. कमल कुमार (सहायक प्रोफेसर, हिंदी विभाग)

	वन्देमातरम्: राष्ट्रीय स्वाधीनता आंदोलन का शाश्वत नाद
	डेढ़ सौ साल पहले देश में एक ऐसी आवाज़ उठी थी जिसकी गूंज आज भी बनी हुई है. यह आवाज़ 'वंदे मातरम्' की थी, जो आगे चल कर हमारी आज़ादी की लड़ाई का एक मंत्र बन गयी। बांग्ला-लेखक बंकिमचंद्र चट्टोपाध्याय ने सन् 1875 में यह गीत रचा था जो छह साल बाद उनके उपन्यास 'आनंद मठ' का हिस्सा बना। संस्कृत और बांग्ला में रची इस रचना में प्रारम्भ में दो ही छंद थे, बाद में जब इसे उपन्यास का हिस्सा बनाया गया तो शेष अन्य छंद भी इसमें जोड़े गये जो उपन्यास के कथानक के अनुरूप। बंकिम बाबू ने इसे अंग्रेज़ों के उस फरमान के विरोध में रचा था, जो 'गॉड सेव दि किंग' गाये जाने के लिए जारी किया गया था। आगे चलकर यही गीत हमारी आज़ादी का जयघोष बना। आज़ादी के बाद 'आनंद मठ' में जुड़े इस गान से पहले दो छंदों को हमने 'राष्ट्रगीत' के रूप में स्वीकार किया।आज विश्वकवि रवींद्रनाथ टैगोर द्वारा रचे गये 'जन-गण-मन...' के साथ बंकिमचंद्र के इस गीत को बराबरी का दर्जा दिया गया है।

	डॉ. कमल कुमार
	ईस्ट इंडिया कंपनी के कुशासन तथा प्रज्ञा-शोषण के दुष्परिणाम से सन 1974-74 के बीच बंगाल प्रांत भीषण अकाल का शिकार हुआ था। इस दुरवस्था से जनता का असंतोष फूटा। विभिन्न जन-समूहों ने, जिसमें संन्यासी भी शामिल थे, 'आनंदमठ' में बंकिमचंद्र चट्टोपाध्याय ने अकाल-पीड़ित विद्रोही संन्यासियों को वंदे मातरम् गीत गाते हुए चित्रित किया है। वंदे मातरम् में मातृभूमि को देवी मानते तथा उसे सर्वशक्तिसम्पन्न बताते हुए उसकी सेवा में अपना सर्वस्व अर्पित करने की विद्रोह की आवाज उठायी। किसी प्रबल भावावेश में रचित वंदे मातरम् 'बंगदर्शन' में प्रकाशित होकर एक उपासनापरक गीत के रूप में चर्चित हुआ। पर जब यह गीत कवि के उपन्यास 'आनंदमठ' में विप्लवी संन्यासियों द्वारा गाते हुए दिखाया गया, तब यह गीत स्वाधीनता के लिए आतुर भारतीयों की आत्मिक पुकार बन गया और देखते ही देखते यह स्वाधीनता-संग्रामियों तथा क्रांतिकारियों का जयघोष बन गया।
	वस्तुतः बंकिमचन्द्र चटर्जी सरकारी महकमे में कार्यरत थे और भारतीय इतिहास से सम्बन्धित साहित्य का सृजन करते थे। आप अनेकानेक उत्कृष्ट कोटि की सांस्कृतिक रचनाएं की, किन्तु प्रसिद्धि मिली इनकी कालजयी कृति 'आनन्दमठ' से। आनन्दमठ, 1773 में उत्तरी बंगाल में, जो संन्यासी विद्रोह हुआ था, से अभिप्रेरित है। इस उपन्यास में
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	पुस्तकों और व्याख्यानों के लिए प्रेरणास्वरूप बंगाल में दो तरह के नवजागरण हुए- 1. अंग्रेजी राज बना रहे, उसमें रहते हुए हम शान्तिपूर्वक समाज सुधार करते रहें।  2. अंग्रेजी राज में लाखों आदमी दम तोड़ रहे है, इस राज को हर सम्भव उपाय से खत्म करो।
	पहले वाले नवजागरण की चर्चा बहुत कम होती है। इस चर्चा में अकाल में मरने वालों का जिक्र कम ही आता है। साम्राज्य विरोधी आन्दोलन से उसका प्रत्यक्ष कोई सम्बन्ध हो यह भी दिखायी नहीं देता। इसके विपरीत दूसरा नवजागरण स्वाधीनता आन्दोलन से सीधा जुड़ा हुआ है। उन दोनों को भुला देना हैं। डॉ. शर्मा ने संपूर्णता में विश्लेषण किया है, दोनों कारणों का पहला कारण तो चर्चा में इसलिए रहता है क्योंकि इससे अंग्रेजों का महिमामण्डन होता है और समाज की प्रगतिशील भूमिका उजागर होती है, किन्तु - दूसरे कारण का जिक्र इसलिए नहीं किया जाता, क्योंकि इससे - अंग्रेजों का वीभत्स चेहरा उजागर होता है और भारतीय सांस्कृतिक राष्ट्रवाद को पुनस्थापना पर बल दिया जाता है। भारत की जनता का भारत भू-भाग से माता-पुत्र का सम्बन्ध स्थापित होता है। यही बात आधुनिक बुद्धिजीवियों को स्वीकार नहीं है। इसलिए ही समस्त सांस्कृतिक राष्ट्रवादियों को नेपथ्य में धकेल दिया
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	राजनीतिक नारे में तब्दील कर दिया। राष्ट्रवादी विरोध-प्रदर्शन की अगुआई करते हुए रवीन्द्रनाथ टैगोर ने इसे गाया और अरविंद घोष ने बंकिम को राष्ट्रवाद का 'ऋषि' कहकर पुकारा। सन् 1920 तक, सुब्रह्मण्यम् भारती तथा दूसरों के हाथों विभिन्न भारतीय भाषाओं में अनूदित होकर यह गीत 'राष्ट्रगान' की हैसियत पा चुका था। बहरहाल, सन् 1930 के दशक में 'वंदे मातरम्' की इस हैसियत पर विवाद उठा और लोग इस गीत की मूर्तिपूजकता को लेकर आपत्ति उठाने लगे। एम. ए. जिन्ना इस गीत के सबसे उग्र आलोचकों में एक थे। जवाहरलाल नेहरू के नेतृत्व में गठित एक समिति की सलाह पर भारतीय राष्ट्रीय कांग्रेस ने सन 1937 में इस गीत के उन अंशों को छाँट दिया जिनमें बुतपरस्ती के भाव ज्यादा प्रबल थे और गीत के संपादित अंश को राष्ट्रगान के रूप में अपना लिया। संविधान-सभा ने राजेंद्र प्रसाद के कहने पर गीत के इसी रूप को 'जन-गण-मन' के साथ राष्ट्रीय गीत के रूप में अपनाया और राष्ट्रगान का दर्जा दिया। सन् 1930 और 1940 के समूचे दशक में मुस्लिम लीग इस गीत के विरोध पर अड़ी रही और ठीक इसी अनुपात में हिंदू सांप्रदायिक ताकतों ने गीत की तरफदारी की। सन् 1947 से, कुछ भारतीयों की नजर में 'वंदे मातरम्' सांप्रदायिक युद्धनाद बन चुका था तो कुछ दूसरों का मानना था कि यह राष्ट्रीय संस्कृति का जायज प्रतीक है। इस तरह गीत की हैसियत पर टकराव की शुरुआत हो गई।
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	इस प्रकार, 'वंदे मातरम्' गीत के सियासी इस्तेमाल ने इसके अर्थ को बार-बार बदला। गीत एक सांस्कृतिक कला-तथ्य है। इसके ऊपर आरोपित विभिन्न अर्थों की तह से कई मुद्दे उभरते हैं, मसलन-राष्ट्रीय अथवा सांप्रदायिक पहचान को गढ़ने के क्रम में साहित्य के एक अंश का इस्तेमाल औजार की तरह करना; अलग-अलग समय में अलग-अलग अर्थों का आरोपण और फिर एक ही कला-तथ्य का अलग-अलग पीढ़ियों के लिए अर्थ का भिन्न-भिन्न होना। उदाहरण के लिए, 'वंदे मातरम्' का जो अर्थ अरविंद की पीढ़ी ने ग्रहण किया, वही अर्थ जवाहर लाल नेहरू, एम. ए. जिन्ना अथवा वी. डी. सावरकर की पीढ़ी ने नहीं किया। किसी रचनाकार की रचनाधर्मी स्वायत्तता के राजनीतिक इस्तेमाल की संभावना बराबर बनी रहती है और इसमें राजनेताओं की खास भूमिका होती है-यह शायद सबसे ज्यादा गौरतलब मुद्दा है।
	इतिहासकार सव्यसाची भट्टाचार्य ने ‘वन्देमातरम्: एक गीत की जीवनी’ (2003) नामक पुस्तक के माध्यम से इस गीत का इतिहास और उसकी जीवनी लिखी है। अगर लोग उसे ध्यान से पढ़ें तो टुकड़ों में प्रस्तुत इतिहास और उसके विवाद से मुक्ति मिल सकती है. लेकिन मुक्ति किसे चाहिए? विवाद से मुक्ति न तो संघ परिवार को चाहिए और न ही आल इंडिया मजलिस-ए-एत्तेहादुल मुसलमीन के असदुद्दीन ओवैसी को चाहिए और न ही जमीयत उलेमाए-हिंद के अरशद मदनी को चाहिए। ओवैसी और मदनी ने शुरू के उन दोनों छंदों को भी इस्लाम के लिए
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	शिर्क (मूर्ति पूजा) बताते हुए मुसलमानों को इसे गाने से मना कर दिया। जबकि संघ परिवार और भाजपा उस पूरे गीत को गाने के लिए सभी नागरिकों को बाध्य करने पर आमादा है। वह इसके लिए भाजपा शासित राज्यों में सरकारी आदेश जारी कर चुकी है। इसलिए अगर स्कूलों और दफ्तरों में मुस्लिम बच्चें या कर्मचारी नहीं गायेंगे तो वे कोप के भाजन बनेंगे या वे अलगाव के शिकार होंगे।
	भारतीय इतिहास में ऐसे क्षण कम ही आते हैं, जब कोई एक शब्द, एक ध्वनि या एक स्वर समूचे राष्ट्र के प्राणों में ओज, उत्साह और आत्मविश्वास का संचार कर दे। 'वंदे मातरम्' केवल दो शब्दों का उच्चारण भर नहीं है, यह भारत की मिट्टी की सौंधी सुगंध, उसके पर्वतों की ऊंचाई, नदियों की पवित्रता, खेतों की हरियाली और आत्मगौरव की चिरंतन अनुभूति का साक्षात मंत्र है। यह यह शक्ति है, जिसने भारत की जन-चेतना को जागृत किया, गुलामी को दीवारों को चुनौती दी और राष्ट्र के भीतर सुप्त आत्मगौरव की ज्वाला प्रज्वलित की। यह ध्वनि भारतीय स्वतंत्रता संग्राम का नारा भी रही और आत्मबल की अभिव्यक्ति भी। 'वंदे मातरम्' वह प्रेरणा है. जिसने पराधीनता के अंधेरे में डूबे भारतवासियों को संघर्ष की मशाल दी, त्याग की अनुभूति दी और स्वतंत्रता के पथ पर चलने के लिए अदम्य साहस का संचार किया।
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	किसी गीत को शक्ति कितनी विराट हो सकती है, यह समझने के लिए वंदे मातरम् से बड़ा कोई उदाहरण नहीं। यह गीत भारत के हृदय में आज भी धड़कता है क्योंकि यह केवल शब्दों का संग्रह नहीं बल्कि आत्मा की पुकार है। 7 नवंबर 1875 को 'बंगदर्शन' में पहली बार प्रकाशित वंदे मातरम् मात्र साहित्यिक रचना नहीं थी, यह मानसिक प्रतिकार था। यह उन पीड़ित आत्माओं का स्वर था, जिनकी स्वतंत्रता का अस्तित्व छीन लिया गया था। यह गीत उस भारतीय जीवन-दर्शन का प्रतीक था, जिसके मूल में प्रकृति, संस्कृतिऔर राष्ट्र का अद्वैत निहित है। बंकिमचंद्र ने 1857 के महान संग्राम की असफलता के बाद जिस मानसिक अवसाद, भ्रम और हताशा से भारतीय समाज गुजर रहा था, उसे समझा। अंग्रेजों की नीति स्पष्ट थी, भारतवासियों को मानसिक दासता में इस प्रकार जकड़ देना कि वे अपनी सांस्कृतिक स्मृतियों को भूल जाएं। 'गॉड सेव द क्वीन' के माध्यम से वे इस राष्ट्र की आत्मा को पराजित करना चाहते थे परंतु बंकिमचंद्र की कलम ने जो अग्नि प्रज्वलितकी, वह किसी भी सत्ता की शक्ति से प्रबल सिद्ध हुई।वंदे मातरम् केवल मातृभूमि की वंदना नहीं बल्कि भारतीय आध्यात्मिकता की मूल भावना है। बंकिमचंद्र ने जब इस गीत को अपने उपन्यास 'आनंदमठ' में स्थान दिया, तब यह गीत पुस्तकों की सीमाओं से निकलकर जन-जन का जीवन-मंत्र बन गया। 1905 का बंगाल विभाजन भारतीय इतिहास का निर्णायक मोड़ था। वंदे मातरम् उसी
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	काल में जन-चेतना की धड़कन बनकर उभरा। विद्यालयों से लेकर गांवों तक, कलकत्ता की गलियों से लेकर मुंबई बंदरगाहों तक किसान से लेकर विद्यार्थियों तक हर वर्ग की वाणी में यह स्वर उसने स्कूलों, सभाओं और सार्वजनिक में इस गीत पर प्रतिबंध लगाया किंतु प्रतिबंध किसी विचार की उष्मा को नहीं सकता। जितना प्रतिबंध बढ़ा, वंदे मातरम् स्वर उतना ही उग्र, उतना ही प्रखर और ही अजेय होता गया।
	इतिहास गवाह है कि जब-जब भारत का पर संकट आया, यह गीत रणभेरी की तरह गूंजा। जब-जब स्वतंत्रता के स्वप्न को कुचलने का प्रयास हुआ, वंदे मातरम् के स्वर ने भारतीयों में अदम्य आत्मबल जगाया। बाल गंगाधर तिलक ने इसे राष्ट्रचेतना की धड़कन कहा, अरविंद घोष ने इस गीत को आध्यात्मिक राष्ट्रवाद का आधार बताया, बिपिनचंद्र पाल ने इसे जनांदोलन का प्राण और नेताजी सुभाषचंद्र बंस ने आजाद हिंद फौज का अभिवादन मंत्र बनाया। भगत सिंह, राजगुरु और सुखदेव जब फाँसी के तख्ते पर बढ़ रहे थे, तब उनकी आंखों में भय नहीं, वंदे मातरम् की लौ थी। चन्द्रशेखर आजाद के लिए यह गीत संकट में साहस का शस्त्र था। अंग्रेज शासक कानून बना सकते थे, क्रूर दमन कर सकते थे परंतु इस गीत की आत्मशक्ति को पराजित नहीं कर सके। वंदे मातरम् का प्रभाव केवल भारत तक सीमित नहीं रहा। 1907 में जर्मनी के स्टटगार्ट में मैडम भीकाजी कामा ने जब भारत का पहला
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	तिरंगा फहराया, तब उस ध्वज पर अंकित शब्द थे 'वंदे मातरम्'। यह केवल झंडा नहीं, भारत को अंतरराष्ट्रीय पहचान का घोष था। उस क्षण ने पूरी दुनिया को बताया कि भारत सोया हुआ राष्ट्र नहीं अपितु जागृत चेतना है, जो अपनी मुक्ति तक संघर्ष करती रहेगी।
	यह भूमि राम और रहमान, काबा और काशी, गीता और गुरुग्रंथ साहिब, बुद्ध और नानक, महावीर और सूफियों का संगम है। बंदे मातरम् इसी विविधता की एकता का काव्य है और जो इसे संकीर्णता की दृष्टि से देखते है, वे भारतीयता की आत्मा को नहीं समझते। संविधान सभा ने 24 जनवरी 1950 को वंदे मातरम् को राष्ट्रीय गीत का दर्जा देकर इसे राष्ट्रधर्म की प्रतिष्ठा दी। भारतीय संविधान प्रत्येक नागरिक को यह कर्तव्य सौपता है कि वह राष्ट्रध्वज, राष्ट्रगान और राष्ट्रीय प्रतीकों का सम्मान करे। अतः वंदे मातरम् का अपमान केवल संवैधानिक अवमानना नहीं बल्कि सांस्कृतिक और ऐतिहासिक चेतना से विमुखता है। यह केवल एक गीत नहीं, भारतीय सभ्यता के सात्विक आत्मबोध का नाद है। यह कहता है कि हमारी धरती माता है, हमारी नदियां पवित्रता को धारा है, हमारे खेत सोना उगलते और हमारा राष्ट्र हमारी आत्मा है। इसे कहना धार्मिक कर्म नहीं, सांस्कृतिक कृतज्ञता है। इसमें किसी देवी की पूजा नहीं बल्कि उस भूमि का अभिनंदन है, जिसने हमें अस्तित्व दिया।भारत आज जिस वैश्विक भूमिका को और
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