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Bombay Durga Bari Samiti enters its 97th year of  Durga 

Puja with “Dharmasansthapanaya — When Divine 

Wisdom and Shakti Unite to Restore Dharma.”

Inspired by Krishna’s timeless words, “Yada Yada Hi Dharmasya…”, the 

theme celebrates the union of  Wisdom and Shakti—Krishna 

illuminating the path of  dharma, and Maa Durga embodying the power 

to restore it. 

In a world of  fear, conflict, and uncertainty, “Dharmasansthapanaya” 

reminds us: when wisdom meets Shakti, dharma is restored, and 

harmony prevails.

It is my privilege and honour to write this message on the occasion of  our 

97th year — as we bring out this souvenir to commemorate a legacy of  

Sharodotsav : 97 years is not just a measure of  time. It is a journey of  

compassion, of  selfless hands reaching out to those in need, and of  values 

passed down with unwavering commitment from one generation to the 

next.

This spirit of  harmony extends to our culture and community 

celebration, where generations come together through music, art, food, 

traditions, and shared devotion. Durga Puja becomes more than a 

festival—it becomes a celebration of  our heritage, our collective spirit, 

and the bonds that bring us together. 

Message from

THE PRESIDENT

Partha Sen

Bombay Durga Bari Samiti
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What began as a small seed of  service has grown into a banyan tree giving 

shelter and hope to so many. 

As we inch closer to our centenary, I bow in gratitude to all our founders, 

past presidents, members, volunteers, donors and well-wishers who kept 

this flame alive. Your connect is the soul of  this institution. 

May this souvenir be more than a collection of  memories. May it inspire 

us to continue — to heal, to help, and to spread happiness. 

With heartfelt gratitude and prayers for our continued journey together.
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Signet Capital Pvt. Ltd. is proud to support the Durga Bari celebrations this 

year a meaningful festival that brings people together in joy, reflection, and 

shared tradition.

As a family-owned company, Signet has always placed value on relationships, 

responsibility, and contributing positively to the communities we live and work 

in. We believe that business is not just about growth, but also about giving back 

in ways that are thoughtful, respectful, and lasting.

Over the years, it has supported a range of  initiatives that reflect these beliefs 

from investing in healthcare and education to celebrating art, culture, and 

heritage. Our approach has always been to work quietly and meaningfully, 

supporting efforts that are rooted in purpose and led by people with conviction.

Durga Puja is a celebration of  strength, compassion, and the enduring power of  

good. It reminds us that real impact often comes through collective effort when 

individuals and communities come together with care, courage, and clarity of  

purpose. These are values we hold close as well.

We are especially honoured to be part of  this year’s celebrations at Bombay 

Durga Bari Samiti a space that represents not just cultural tradition, but also the 

power of  community, continuity, and shared identity.

Our heartfelt thanks to the organising team for including us, and for all the 

effort that goes into making this event so special year after year.

We wish the entire Durga Bari community a joyful and blessed Puja filled with 

light, harmony, and renewed strength.

Signet Capital Pvt. Ltd.
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97 Years of  Faith, Tradition and Togetherness: 

Bombay Durga Bari Samiti celebrates the power to restore 

peace. Bombay Durga Bari Samiti celebrates its 97th Sharodotsav, carrying 

forward a cherished legacy of  devotion, culture and togetherness. The Pujo at 

Tejpal Hall continues this enduring legacy, bringing generations together in 

celebration. It is a home away from home, where members welcome visitors 

with affection and everyone becomes part of  one extended family.

Against the backdrop of  wars, conflict and suffering across the world, this 

year’s theme carries a profound message: “Power is not for destruction, but for 

the restoration of  peace.”

Inspired by Lord Krishna’s teachings in the Bhagavad Gita, particularly “Yada 

Yada Hi Dharmasya…”, the theme unites Krishna’s divine wisdom with 

Goddess Durga’s Shakti. As Mahishasuramardini, the Goddess vanquishes 

Mahishasura, symbolising the triumph of  righteousness over oppression. 

Together, these expressions of  divine power remind us that true strength lies in 

protecting life, upholding dharma and restoring peace and harmony.

A Pujo Made Special by Its People

At the heart of  the Pujo stands the beautiful Pratima, lovingly crafted by 

artisans from Kolkata. Each year, the Pratima Committee members adorn Maa 

with exquisite alankaar and thoughtful decoration, creating a fresh expression 

of  her beauty. Their care and creativity bring the artistry alive, making Maa’s 

arrival a deeply moving experience for devotees.

The Puja Committee conducts the worship with deep nishtha, reverence and 

meticulous observance of  rituals, following the prescribed niyam and 

auspicious timings. This dedication to the sanctity of  the Pujo remains central 

to Bombay Durga Bari Samiti’s cherished traditions.

Equally loved is the delicious bhog, prepared by experienced cooks from 

Kolkata under the careful supervision of  the Bhog Committee, preserving the 
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authentic flavours of  Bengali Durga Puja. Our dedicated women members 

personally serve the bhog, welcoming every visitor with warmth, affection and 

equal care. Sharing this meal is a cherished expression of  community and 

belonging.

The festivities continue at Tejpal Auditorium with a rich blend of  music, 

performance and cultural expression. Melodious Rabindra Sangeet, heartfelt 

performances by our own members, and talented visiting artists from Kolkata 

keep Bengali culture close to our hearts. Alongside them, outstanding artists 

and creative talents from Mumbai—a vibrant centre of  art and culture—bring 

their energy and excellence to the celebration.

Behind every beautiful moment are members working tirelessly, often day and 

night. The Puja, Pratima, Bhog, Magazine, Entertainment, Administration, 

Reception, Souvenir, Digital and PR Committees, together with all the other 

teams, contribute their time, talent and wholehearted effort to make the Pujo 

welcoming, enjoyable and memorable.

At Bombay Durga Bari Samiti, we truly believe that Maa Durga is returning to 

her parents’ home, and her homecoming is a time of  joy and celebration. In that 

spirit, we humbly invite one and all to join our Pujo, seek Maa’s blessings and 

share in the warmth of  our Bombay Durga Bari Samiti family.

This shared devotion is the soul of  Bombay Durga Bari Samiti. Its 97-year 

legacy lives in the rituals lovingly preserved, the culture joyfully celebrated and 

the affection extended to every visitor.

Bombay Durga Bari Samiti’s 97th Sharodotsav is an invitation to come 

together in devotion, celebrate our shared humanity and carry Maa’s blessings 

of  peace into the world.
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“They alone live who live for others”

Swami Vivekananda
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Prangan is a School of  Rabindrasangeet in Mumbai. Affiliated to ‘Rabitirtha’ in 
Kolkata, which was founded by the legendary Late Smt. Suchitra Mitra, Prangan has 
made sincere efforts to transcend linguistic and cultural barriers to propagate the 
unifying message of  Tagore’s works, in Mumbai over the past 47 years. The Founders, 
Smt. Debjani Ray and (Late) Smt. Sunanda Majumdar, later joined by (Late) Smt. 
Shukla Mitra, have created a legacy being taken forward by their disciples, in 
continuing Rabindrasangeet classes and maintaining its Prangan tradition.

Donation to Prangan by BDBS

Bombay Durga 
Bari is proud of  
its association 
wi th  Prangan 
and has donated 
a  s u m  o f  
Rs. 60,000/- to 
Prangan for its 
work of  carrying 
forward the rich 
cutural heritage 
of  Bengal.
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Sponsored by Bombay Durga Bari Samiti
88, Mahendra Chambers, D. N. Road, Fort, Mumbai - 400 001

Mobile : 9820992032
Email: samitibombaydurgabari@gmail.com • Website: www.bombaydurgabari.org 

25th September 2026

The scheme awards scholarship to Indian Nationals for higher education in India after 

S.S.C. Examination irrespective of caste, creed or community. Only those students 

who have passed from an Indian Board are eligible to apply. Applicants must have a 

consistently high academic record and other achievements to their credits. Selection 

will be made on the basis of merit-cum-need.

Applications for scholarships are invited once in a year in the �rst week of December 

for the following academic year. The application is to be made on a prescribed form 

which can be obtained from the o�ce of the Fund during December / January on 

payment of an application fee of Rs. 10/- in cash. You can also download the 

application form from  the Samiti’s Website.

For the 2027 Scholarships, completed applications should reach the o�ce by 28th 

February 2027. After the initial screening of the applications, candidates who are 

found suitable will be short listed and called for an interview during March / April 2027 

in Mumbai. Candidates are expected to bear their own expenses for attending the 

interview.

Students in the �nal year of their High School may apply in anticipation of their 

satisfactory �nal results. It is understood that students will neither have �nal 

examination results nor have their admission to the institute at the time that they are 

interviewed for the scholarship. However the �nal award of the scholarship is 

conditional upon:

(i) A good performance at the interview

(ii) Evidence of the admission at a college or institute and

(iii) Past academic record

Students will be selected on the basis of the above three Criteria.

For Bombay DurgaBari Samiti

    (Partha Sen)
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The world today is going through a rough patch with geo-political unrest at 

numerous corners of  the earth. While we tide though this uncertainty, my 

experience with the pool of  students who avail of  our BDBS scholarship 

reiterates the saying that 'it is a beautiful world'.

I have been associated with BDBS for the past 30 years, mostly as a devotee who 

enjoyed the vibe of  the Pujo at our favourite Tejpal Hall. I always associated 

Tejpal with a very non-commercialised 'gharoa' pujo and the 'oh so delectable 

bhog'. My perception about the institution changed the day Durgabari asked 

me to help select students for the scholarship programme that the society runs. 

As I started going through the students' profiles I felt as though I was entering a 

completely new world, a world untouched by the glamour of  'Amchi Mumbai'. 

What however stood out about the students was their indomitable spirit to excel 

in life despite all odds; and that is what drew me to the Scholarship programme 

that we at BDBS run for deserving students who need support to help them 

spread their wings and fulfill their dreams.

Every year, a very focused and dedicated team tirelessly works towards raising 

funds for our annual Durga Puja. However, from that pool, some amount is 

also budgeted to provide support to people in need. Every year at BDBS, 

through various virtual platforms and NGOs, we try to reach out to students, 

who are on the threshold of  entering their adulthood, inviting them to avail of  

the BDBS scholarship. Through a very stringent process, students are 

interviewed by a panel of  members, and are shortlisted based on their academic 

performance, their zeal to succeed in life and their familial background.

It is true that the shortlisted students have dreams in their eyes and have the 

hunger to improve their quality of  life. What also stands out is the effort of  their 

parents who want to make a difference in the lives of  their children, where they 

are taught that education can make a difference and that socio-economic 

disadvantages are only a transient phenomenon…parents who clear fish scales 

Making a Difference:

BDBS Scholarship Initiative 

Dr. Nilakshi Bhattacharya 
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from Sassoon dock but encourage their daughter to be a working professional; 

parents who barely have a roof  above their head but have a son motivated and 

capable enough to study medicine or an octogenarian grandmother who is 

standing by her orphaned grandchild to complete his MBA. We have students 

coming from all walks of  life and from within and outside Mumbai; the 

common thread binding these students are their stories that touch our hearts 

and the need for that assistance that can help them cross the road. The panel 

members are prudent about awarding the scholarship, to not only extend a 

helping hand to maximum number of  students with our limited means but also 

to ensure due recognition to the deserving candidates.

What is most rewarding for us is when some of these students complete their 

studies and emerge as confident individuals waiting to enter their world of  

aspiration and dreams having beaten the odds that they had to deal 

with…students for whom the scholarship money allowed them to complete 

their studies and pick up a job in Dubai or a student who not only broke the 

shackles of  societal dogma but also helped her sister come out to complete her 

education and provide their parents a better living. 

19



 ICVEF Student  List 2026-27

1 Laxmi Rambalak Mandal

2 Sanika Ravindra Gosavi

3 Durgeshwari Subhash Chavan

4 Prachi Roshan Gosavi

5 Ankit Ashok Mourya

6 Komal Sachin Lade

7 Shivraj Uday Surve

8 Amrin Kamrudin Shaikh

9 Aditya Hanuman Jaiswar

10 Ajit Sooryalal Rajak

11 Dilip Parimal Pal

12 Khushal Suresh Solanki

13 Yogita Madhukar Durgam

14 Vijay Srinivas Hanumandla

15 Shaikh Mohammed Afaan
 Mohammad Shoqib

16 Shivran Satish Gupta

17 Abhishek Balkaran Patel

18 Aayush Sharad Sharma

19 Diksha Namdev Sarphale

20 Aakruti Jitendra Kadam

21 Sumit Abhijit Shinde

22 Dikshita Vilas Devlekar

23 Mohd Yasir Mohd Ahamad

24 Vishwas Prakash Ahuja

25 Nur Kamruddin Officewala

26 Tanmay Dattu Bhangre

27 Prem Mahesh Gaikwad

28 Simaran Mahesh Gaikwad

29 Ansari Moiz Ahmed 
 Mohammad Hussain

30 Fallah Jan Keen

31 Vishnu Rambaik Mandal

32 Mohammad Rehan 
 Mohammad Iqbal

33 Raja Mahesh Purbe

34 Rohan Vitthal Chavan

35 Saurabh Vinod Kesharwani

36 Shaikh Mohammed 
 Arman Shaikh Hussain 

37 Tejas Vikas Desai

38 Rohit Shailesh Balmiki

39 Mohammad Saad 
 Abdul Hamid Shaikh

40 Vijay Angad Patrawale 

41 Soumya Rajesh Battul

42 Yash Narayan Bajrang Soni

43 Arman Allaudin Mulla

44 Harshada Vikas Belnekar 

45 Vedant Raju Mhetre

46 Tushar Bhurke Sudhakar

47 Mohammad Hammad Nofees Ahmad

48 Aindrila Alakesh Chakraborty

49  Anushka Ramesh Katkar 

50 Madhuri Subhash Chavan 

51 Jagarnath Kumar Sushil

52 Nilesh Ashok Kale

53 Mariyam Salim Sayyed

54 Mariyam Sajidali Shaikh

55 Reetu Anand Bhandari

56 Revati Balu Dalvi

57 Shravani Mukesh Chandorkar

58 Sanjana Sanjay Adhalrao

59 Ali Mohammed Shaikh

60 Tarannum Salman Shaikh

61 Muskan Akhatar Khan

62 Ayesha Aadik Shaikh

63 Khushboo Dibandhu Saah

64 Snehal Satwaji Pakhalwad

65 Shifa Kalimullah Salmani

66 Neha Sunil Sharma

67 Dipali Gautam Dhule

Name of the Candidates
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Smt. Susmita Mitra • Smt. Avantika Mallik • Smt. Rupa Mitra
Smt. Jayati Dasgupta • Smt. Nilakshi Bhattacharya

Dr. Madhuchhanda Mukhopadhyay • Dr. Ratna Bhattacharya

ICVEF Panel
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Donation of Foodgrains by BD BS 
to

Asha Sadan
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Our heavy hearts  fill with love and gratitude as we remember and 

proudly pay tribute to a truly remarkable super woman, a loving 

mother, an all rounder supreme Mrs Pratima De who left us on 28th 

January 2026 for heavenly abode peacefully in her sleep. She was  a 

leader and dedicated boss, a mentor and guide for many of  her 

colleagues at HSBC during her 34 years service. A comforting 

presence who led with wisdom and heart. As the First Lady Officer 

of  HSBC recruited in India, she broke barriers with quiet strength 

and grace, setting standards of  excellence that will remain 

unmatched and was an example to all working women. What made 

her truly special was her motherly instinct. She cared deeply for her 

family, relatives, friends and staff, always looking out for all, always 

encouraging and guiding by inculcating good values and bringing 

up her kids with unending love and protection to make us good 

human beings. She was also a pillar of  strength and support to her 

husband Mr. S. De. We cherished her love and affection  deeply. 

Whenever she travelled to Kolkata she brought sweets not only for 

Smt. Pratima De
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home but here office colleagues too, a small gesture that spoke volumes of  

her affection and thoughtfullness. These simple acts reflected the kind of  

person she was - generous loving and attentive to the smallest details that 

brought joy, be it friends, relatives or family. We will never forget her 

enthusiastic and living nature which made work life balance an example 

for many to follow in her footsteps. Whether at home or work she believed 

in supporting her team wholeheartedly. Whether it was participation in 

the skit, Brides of  India, proudly portraying a Bengali bride.

Despite being unable to walk due to knee surgeries she was enthusiastic 

and attended family functions , pujas, visited many places in India and 

abroad with us. We can go on and on  of  her compassion, courage and 

unwavering support both at home and work. It is something we will carry 

in our hearts forever. Her loving and caring nature is impossible to forget. 

Leaders like her are rare-and honestly they don’t make women like Mrs. 

De anymore. She was one of  a kind. Though she is no longer with us in 

person , her values, her warmth and her countless acts of  kindness live on 

- in our memories, in our hearts and in the lives she touched. Rest in peace 

Mrs. De. Your legacy will forever remain a blessing to us all and we are 

proud to have you as part of  our lives and will remember you fondly. May  

a you bless us all from your heavenly abode. 

Sidheswar De (husband)  Debasish De (son) 

     Soma De (daughter in law)

     Siddhima and Snehashish De 

       (grand children)
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It is not difficult for us to express what we feel for our Mother, because we 

continue to feel her presence amongst us constantly. She is still guiding us, 

blessing us and loving us, just as she always did. 

Our mother, Mrs. Maya Chatterjee, beloved wife of  Late Shri Pravash Kumar 

Chatterjee, was born on 28 February 1942 and left us on 7 May 2026. For us, 

she was our mother first. But as we look back on her life, we realise how many 

dimensions there were to the woman we were privileged to call Ma.

She was the person who quietly held our family together. Loving, calm, 

forgiving and always supportive, she stood beside our father through every 

phase of  life and gave all of  us the confidence to move forward. She never 

measured her love. She gave it equally—to her children, grandchildren, 

relatives and friends.

Ma was very enterprising and remarkably resourceful. She believed in being 

capable and independent, and she passed that spirit on to us. During our 

school years, she personally taught us, patiently guiding us through our 

studies and also entertained us. She taught us far more than what was written 

in our books. Through her own life, she taught us to love, to forgive, to respect 

Our Mother, 
Maya 
A Life 

Full of Love

(28 February 1942
to

7 May 2026)

Smt. Maya Chatterjee
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others, to remain positive in difficult times and to live with strong moral values. 

Much of  who we are today has its roots in those lessons.

Her instinct to care for others began long before she became a mother. As a 

young girl, she cared for her nephews and nieces with such affection that they 

still regard her as their own mother. After marriage, she embraced her widowed 

mother-in-law alongwith her new family. She even brought up her sister in law’s 

son as her own child in Mumbai and remained by his side until he found his 

place in life.

That was Ma. If  someone needed her, she was there.

Yet she was not defined only by her responsibilities to others. She had a rich and 

wonderfully individual life of  her own. She was an exceptional Bengali cook 

and took immense pleasure in preparing and beautifully plating food the 

traditional way.. Her kitchen was an expression of  her love, and her table was 

always a place of  warmth and welcome. She loved music and was a gifted 

singer. She was an avid reader, enjoyed crochet and needlework , also an 

enthusiastic homeopath and used her knowledge to help family and friends.  To 

her grandchildren, she was another person altogether—their magical 

grandmother.

She could sit with them and create entire worlds through her make-believe 

stories. They would listen, completely enchanted, as Ma's imagination took 

them somewhere else. Those stories may have been simple, but the memories 

they created will remain priceless.

She also had a deeply spiritual side. After receiving Diksha and the blessings of  

her Guru, meditation became an important part of  her life. She continued her 

practice until her very last day. That quiet commitment reflected the inner 

strength and serenity she carried throughout her life

Her Beloved Durga Bari.

Her journey with Durga Bari began in 1965, alongside our father, and 

continued for more than six decades. It became an important part of  her 

identity. She was loved and respected by generations of  members and was 

regarded as a mentor during Puja preparations. She knew the rituals, 

understood the traditions and participated in them with devotion. For decades, 

she had the honour of  performing the main Boron of  Maa Durga—the first 
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farewell to the Goddess. For us, seeing Ma perform Boron was not simply 

watching a ritual. It was seeing someone we loved become part of  a tradition 

much larger than herself.

Today, when we look back, we realise how many lives she touched.

She was a wife, mother, grandmother, sister, aunt, homemaker, entrepreneur, 

teacher, cook, singer, reader, learner, healer, craftsperson, storyteller, spiritual 

seeker and a much-loved member of  the Durga Bari family.

But to each person whose life she touched, she became Special to them.

Her name was Maya. And perhaps there could not have been a more beautiful 

name for her.

Because she did leave Magic behind.

In the family she held together.

In the values she gave us.

In the traditions she nurtured.

In the stories she told.

In the people she helped.

And, most of  all, in the hearts of  those who were fortunate enough to be loved 

by her.

To us, she is simply Ma.

With love,

Her children

Prabir Chatterjee
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Partha Sen • Subir Roy • Rajib De
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Ajinkya Mukhopadhyay • Shailesh Prasad

Bhog Committee

Pujar Bhog
Paulomi Chakrabarty 
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Permanent Member List 
1 Smt. Somdatta Acharyya 

2 Shri. Ratnadeep Acharyya

3 Smt. Archana Akhramka 

4 Shri. Pramod Kumar Akhramka

5 Smt. Suvarna Apte

6 Shri. Ambar Chandra Bagchi        

7 Smt. Lipika Bandyopadhayay 

8 Shri. Sudip Bandyopadhayay 

9 Shri. Braja Das Banerjee 

10 Smt. Debarti Banerjee

11 Smt. Debjani Banerjee 

12 Shri. Sayan Banerjee

13 Smt. Shampa Banerjee          

14 Shri. Soumitra Banerjee         

15 Dr. Suvam Banerjee

16 Shri. Swapan Banik 

17 Smt. Bina  Baroi                      

18 Smt. Mala Basak            

19 Shri. Asoke Basak            

20 Shri. Bimal Basak             

21 Smt. Jayashri Basak          

22 Smt. Anita  Basu                   

23 Shri. Jayanta K. Basu            

24 Shri. Kalyan Basu                 

25 Ms. Priyanka Basu  

26 Smt. Sheila Basu           

27 Shri.Subhabrata Basu  (Rontu)

28 Shri. Chandan Bhattacharya 

29 Shri. Goutam Bhattacharya     

30 Dr. Indranil Bhattacharya            

31 Smt. Jaba Bhattacharya 

32 Smt. Paramita Bhattacharya     

33 Dr. Ratna Bhattacharya 

34 Shri Santanu Bhattacharjee

35 Smt. Shampa Bhattacharya 

36 Smt. Sona Bhattacharjee 

37 Shri. Arun Kumar Bose 

38 Smt. Papiya Bose  

39 Smt. Soma Bose 

40 Smt. Ruma Banik

41 Smt. Paroma Bhattacharya

42 Smt. Renu Basu 

43 Shri.Jayanta Banerjee 

44 Smt. Paromita Banerjee 

45 Smt.Shivani Biswas 

46 Shri. Indranath Bishnu

47 Shri. Sanjay Bauri 

48 Shri. Satrajit Bhattacharya 

49 Ms. Sunaina Basu 

50 Shri. Indrajit Bandyopadhyay 

51 Smt.Jasbir Kalyan Basu 

52 Smt. Nilakshi Bhattacharya 

53 Ms.Aditi Bhattacharjee

54 Smt. Aparna Bhaskar Banerjee 

55 Smt. Ballari Bonerjee

56 Shri. Rajan Bhadur

57 Shri. Samar Bera

58 Smt. Rimjhim Banerjee

59 Smt. Meenakshi Bhowmik 

60 Smt. Amrita Banerjee

61 Smt. Usha Bose 

62 Smt. Malabika Bose

63 Smt. Urmimala Gupta Bhasin

64 Ms. Stuti Bhattacharya 

65 Ms. Swaha Bhattacharya 

66 Shri. Akaar Chakravorty 

67 Miss Akriti Chakravorty  

68 Shri. Ambareesh Chakraborty          

69 Dr. Asha Chakravarty          

70 Smt. Malobica Chakravorty     

71 Smt. Paulami Chakraborty            

72 Shri. Sapan Chakravorty          

73 Smt. Anita K. Chatterjee            

74 Shri. Anuj Chatterjee 

75 Shri. Ashis Chatterjee             

76 Shri. Krishnendu Pashupatinath
 Chatterjee   

77 Smt. Madhumita Chatterjee    

78 Smt. Piyali Chatterjee            

79 Shri. Prabir Chatterjee            

80 Shri. Sajalendu Chatterjee   

81 Smt. Supriya P. Chatterjee          

82 Smt. Ameeta Chatterjee 

83 Shri Nishank Chatterjee

84 Shri. Partha Chowdhury 

85 Smt. Rachita Chowdhury 

86 Ms. Anushka Chatterjee 

87 Shri Swarup Choudhury

88 Smt. Sandipa Choudhury

89 Shri. Rituparna Chakraborty 

90 Smt. Rupasree Chakraborty 

91 Shri. Debabrata Chanda 

92 Shri. Swarup Chakraborty 

93 Shri. Arijit Choudhury 

94 Smt. Sukanya Choudhury

95 Smt. Angshumitra Chakraborty 

96 Miss Debopriya Chatterjee

97 Smt. Jhumpa Chatterjee

98 Shri. Sougata Chatterjee

99 Shri. Kashinath Das            

100 Smt. Joya  Dasgupta                

101 Shri. Sandeep Dasgupta          

102 Smt. Jayati Dasgupta              

103 Smt. Archana Datta

104 Smt. Mishti De   

105 Shri. Sidheswar De 

106 Shri. Amit Deb 

107 Ms. Aishe A. Debnath 

108 Shri.  Arin k. Debnath 

109 Smt. Deepa A. Debnath 

110 Smt. Noopur Desai  

111 Shri. Swapan Kumar Dey           

112 Smt. Mahasweta Dutta Dubey    

113 Smt. Keya Dutta

114 Shri. Salil Kr. Dutta             

115 Smt. Shonali Datta                    

116 Shri Rajib De 

117 Smt. Suparna De

118 Smt. Ipsita Dutta

119 Smt.  Amrita Deb

120 Shri Sanjoy Datta

121 Shri Debasish De

122 Shri. Hemant Das

123 Shri. Urmila Das

124 Shri Rajnish Dass

125 Smt. Debjani Dass

126 Shri. Judhajit Das 

127 Ms. Aishani Dass 

128 Smt. Ipsita Dasgupta

129 Smt. Pritha Dasgupta 
 (Mansukhani)

130 Shri. Shivanandan Dalvie 

131 Smt. Shomshukla Das 

132 Shri Udayan Dutt

133 Shri. samit Datta

134 CDR Soumya Dutta

135 Smt. Nivedita Raits Von Frents 

136 Smt. Tultul Ganguly 

137 Smt. Chandra Gupta               

138 Shri. Ashok Ganguly 

139 Shri Sourabh Ghosh 

140 Smt. Trina Ghosh

141 Shri Promeet Ghosh 

142 Shri Atindra Krisha Gupta

143 Smt. Deboshree Gupta

144 Ms. Ananya Gupta 

145 Smt. Mitali Ghosh 

146 Shri. Nilanjana Gulati 

147 Smt. Amrita Ganguly 

148 Smt. Jhuma Guha

149 Dr. (Lt. Gen. ®) Manomoy 
 Ganguly, VSM

150 Smt. Nita Ganguly 

151 Shri. Sanjay Guha 

152 Dr. Sumita Ghosh

153 Shri Ranjan Ghosh 

154 Smt. Isheeta Ganguly 

155 Smt. Moushumee Garg 

156 Ms. Brinda Gupta

157 Smt. Anuradha Hattangadi          

158 Shri. Tushar Hazari 

159 Smt. Ankita Hazari

160 Shri. Vivek Indrakumar Jain

161 Smt. Shweta Jalan 

162 Shri. Amit Jain
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163 Smt. Sheetal Chawla Jain

164 Shri. Nabakumar A. Karmokar      

165 Smt. Roopa Kapoor

166 Shri Animesh Anant Karmokar 

167 Adv. Jayoti Karmokar 

168 Shri Vibhav Kapoor

169 Shri Sudipto Kiran Khastgir

170 Shri. Arnab Mallik

171 Smt. Avantika Mallik 

172 Shri. Bhishmadeb Mallik        

173 Smt. Ruma Mallik                    

174 Dr. Dipika Mitra                

175 Smt. Rupa Mitra                

176 Smt. Snigdha Mitra                 

177 Shri. Subrata Kumar Mitra          

178 Smt. Susmita Mitra                  

179 Shri. Kashinath Moitra                

180 Smt. Reba Mukherjee 

181 Shri. Tapan Mukjerjee 

182 Smt. Madhuchhanda 
 Mukhopadhayay

183 Ms. Tunali Mukherjee

184 Shri. Sourav Mallik

185 Shri Swapan Mitra

186 Smt. Rangana Mallik Mansukhani 

187 Ms. Ritwika Mallik 

188 Smt. Ivy Mukherjee 

189 Shri. Deb Shankar Mukherjee 

190 Smt. Amrita Mukherjee 

191 Shri. Sudip Mazumder 

192 Shri Abani Ranjan Maity 

193 Smt. Anjali Maniar 

194 Smt. Urmila Mitra Chandy 

195 Smt. Ajinkya Mukhopadhyay

196 Smt. Srabani Mukherjee 

197 Shri. Procyon Mukherjee

198 Smt. Amrita Mukherjee

199 Shri Subir Chandra Majumdar 

200 Shri Kaushik Mitra

201 Smt. Carmishta Mitra

202 Smt. Moushumi Mukherjee

203 Dr. Paramita Mukherjee Mullick 

204 Shri. Sudip Mullick 

205 Shri. Praveer Mansukhani 

206 Shri. Apurva Mazumder

207 Smt Malika Maitra
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শরেতর আকাশ মােনই সাদা �মঘ আর িশউিল ফুেলর িমি� গ�, 

ঢােকর শ� আর মােয়র আগমনী - আর এরসে�ই জিড়েয় আেছ বাঙালীর 

��সরা উৎসব - দুেগাৎসব। এই উৎসব �কবল �দবীরই আরাধনা নয়, এিট 

বাঙালীর মনন, সািহত� ও সং�িতর এক মহািমলন ���, আমােদর ৃ

�দুগাবাড়ীেত যার সূ�পাত ১৯৩০-এ। 

�২০২৬-এ দুগাবাড়ীর �সই পূেজা এখন ৯৭তম বছের। �থমিদেকর 

পূেজায় �বােসর মািটেত মােক ঘের আনার �স আেয়াজন িছল �যন একটুকেরা বাংলােক িফিরেয় 

আনা। পূেজা, �ভাগ, স��ারিত, সাং�িতক অনু�ােন আপনজেনর �ৃিতর আবহ। তারপের ৃ

পূেজার পিরিধ �বেড়েছ, �বেড়েছ মানুষ। �কািশত হেয়েছ �িতবছর পূেজা সংখ�া - �সখােন কত 

�লখক-েলিখকার ভীড়! কত ি�য় মানুেষর সােথ পথ চলা এবং হািরেয় যাওয়া।

এই ৯৭ বছেরর পূেজার সে� জিড়েয় রেয়েছ িব�াস, ইিতহাস আর ভে�র আেবগ। 

�পিরেয় িগেয়েছ �জে�র পর �জ� - আজও িন�দ�� রীিত-িবিধ-িনয়েমই স�প� হয় পূেজার 

��িতিট আচার। আজ দুগাবাড়ীর পূজার শতবেষ�র দুয়ােরর কােছ দঁািড়েয় আমােদর ল�� হেলা 

ঁএক �জে�র �থেক আর এক �জে�র হােত পূেজার �দীপিট �পৗেছ �দওয়া। মােয়র 

ঁআনে�দা�ল মুেখর আেলায় �যন আমরা বারবার খুেজ পাই আমােদর ঘর। সমেয়র আবহমান 

� �ধারার মােঝ, আমরা মা দুগার কােছ শি�, সু�া��, শাি� এবং সম� বাধা দূর করার জন� �াথনা 

কির।

��ভ দুেগাৎসেবর আ�িরক �ীিত ও �েভ�ছা।

        ম�য়া রায়    

�আমােদর দুগাপূজার আেলখ�

স�পাদকীয়
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As  I begin, I can think of  no better feeling than what 

Rabindranath Tagore captured in a single line:

“Anandadhara bohiche bhubane.”

And it is in that spirit of  shared joy that this year’s 

Puja unfolds before us once again.

This year, as our BDBS Durga Puja enters its 97th year, 

I feel a quiet gratitude writing this note.

Every page here carries something personal. It is always a pleasure for me to 

read our members’ contributions and even more to bring them together in print.

What makes this magazine look special  is its variety of  voices. Some write 

from long memory, some from observation, some from emotion that came in a 

single moment. The drawings, essays, poems, and articles don’t try to match 

each other—and they don’t need to.

Together, they simply reflect who we are.

And now, as always, Puja time is here again. The days ahead already feel a little 

brighter with preparation and anticipation. We are genuinely happy that the 

season has arrived, and we are looking forward to being together again for the 

celebrations, the conversations, and the shared moments that make it 

meaningful every year.

May Maa Durga bless every home with peace, every heart with hope, and every 

new beginning with strength.

Shubho Sharodiya. 

Jai Maa Durga!

Roopa Kapoor

Editorial

65



66



বে� দগু�াবািড় সিমিত

67



68



  সূচীপ�         
         
স�পাদকীয়   ম�য়া রায় 64

িবেশষ রচনা

মহানায়ক উ�মকুমার - জ�শতবেষ� ��াঘ�  পারিমতা ভ�াচায� 70

 
   গ�        

         

িফের চাওয়া  চ��া �� 72 

হানা বাড়ী  �কয়া দ� 77

এন.আর.এস.-এর �থম রাত  ডাঃ ই��নীল ভ�াচায��    80

   িনব�        
         

কৃি�ম বুি�ম�া  অিনর�� �সন 84 

বই, ব�ায়াম সিমিত এবং �ব�নী  �ভিজৎ রায় 89   

এবার দুগা� পূেজা  ই��িজৎ বে�দ�াপাধ�ায় 94

আমার �ে�র ��িসং �টিবল   অিন�দ�া 99 

  কিবতা
         

��য়সীর বায়না  িশিশর কুমার �পা�ার 103

�অি��   ডঃ গীতা ব�ানাজী 105
��   অিরন �দবনাথ 106 

��ম �কৃিত  অিরন �দবনাথ 107

�এবার আমার কিবতা �লখা হেলা না  তপন মুখাজী 108   

পারিমতা   িশখা �দব �চৗধুরী 109

িপছুটান   িশখা �দব �চৗধুরী 110

মহীর�হ   �দবলীনা গা�লী ু 111

   �মণ        
         

িকছু �ৃিত  মিণকা গে�াপাধ�ায় 112 

সবার উপর মানুষ সত�, তাহার উপর নাই  এলা ঠাকুর 115

��াম বাংলা: লাল মািটর �দেশর �সৗ�দয� �মৗসুমী মুখাজী 118 

69



বাংলা চলি�ে�র ইিতহােস িকছু নাম �ধু িশ�ীর পিরচয় 

বহন কের না—তারা হেয় ওেঠন এক� যুেগর �তীক, 

এক� জািতর আেবগ, এক� সং�িতর অিবে�দ� অংশ। ৃ

মহানায়ক উ�ম �মার �তমনই এক িকংবদি�। তাঁর 

জ�শতবেষ� তাঁেক �রণ করা মােন �ধু একজন 

অসাধারণ অিভেনতােক �রণ করা নয়; িফের �দখা 

বাঙািলর �সই �ণয� ুগেক, যখন �েপািল পদ� ায় উ�ম 

�মােরর উপি�িতই িছল আন�, �� ও ভােলাবাসার 

সমাথ�ক।

১৯৪৮ সােল দিৃ�দান িদেয় চলি��জগেত পথচলা ��। এরপর সােড় চুয়া�র, হারােনা সুর, 

স�পদী, সাগিরকা, সবার উপের, চাওয়া পাওয়া, জীবন মতুৃ�, অ�া�িন িফিরি�, িঝে�র ব�ী, 

িচিড়য়াখানা—অসংখ� ছিবেত িতিন �মাণ কেরেছন 

তাঁর অিভনেয়র িব�য়কর �বিচ��। িবেশষ কের 

সুিচ�া �সেনর সে� তাঁর ঐিতহািসক জ�ু বাংলা 

চলি�ে�র �রাম�াি�ক অধ�ায়েক এমন উ�তায় 

�পৗঁেছ িদেয়িছল, যার তুলনা আজও িবরল।

িক� উ�ম �মার �ধুই �রাম�াি�ক নায়ক িছেলন 

না। িতিন িছেলন এক অসামান� 

চির�ািভেনতা—িযিন জনি�য়তার িনরাপদ গি� 

�পিরেয় িনেজেক বারবার নতুন কের আিব�ার 

কেরেছন। অ�া�িন িফিরি� ও িচিড়য়াখানা-র অিভনেয়র জন� িতিন লাভ কেরন �থম 

জাতীয় চলি�� পুর�ােরর ��� অিভেনতার স�ান। অিভনেয়র পাশাপািশ �েযাজনা, 

পিরচালনা ও সংগীতচচ� ােতও তাঁর অবদান িছল উে�খেযাগ�। 

উ�ম �মােরর িশ�ীজীবেনর অন�তম ��� অধ�ায় সৃি� হেয়িছল সত�িজৎ রােয়র 'নায়ক' 

(১৯৬৬)-এ। রায় �যন উ�ম �মােরর তারকাখ�ািতর আড়ােল লিুকেয় থাকা মানষু�েকই 

পদ� ায় আিব�ার কেরিছেলন। নায়ক-এর অির�ম মখুািজ�  একই সে� একজন সুপার�ার এবং 

 মহানায়ক উ�ম �মার — জ�শতবেষ� ��াঘ��

“মহানায়ক” — এক নাম, এক যগু, এক অমর আেবগ উ�ম �মার

আসল নাম: অ�ণ �মার চে�াপাধ�ায়

জ�: ৩ �সে��র ১৯২৬, কলকাতা

�য়াণ: ২৪ জলুাই ১৯৮০, কলকাতা
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গভীর অ���ে� �ভাগা একজন মানষু—আর এই ��ত স�ােক উ�ম �মার �য সূ�তা, 

সংযম ও আেবগ িদেয় ফু�েয় 

তুেলিছেলন, তা বাংলা অিভনেয়র 

ইিতহােস এক অনন� দ�ৃা�। 

�শানা যায়, সত�িজৎ রায় উ�ম 

�মারেক মেন �রেখই 'নায়ক'-এর 

চির�� িনমা� ণ কেরিছেলন। তাঁেদর 

এই সহেযািগতা পরবত�কােল আরও 

একবার িচিড়য়াখানা-য় িফের আেস।  

'নায়ক'-এ উ�ম �মােরর অিভনয় 

স�েক�  রােয়র গভীর ��া িছল; মতুৃ�র পর তাঁর �িতচারণায় রায় তাঁর অিভনেয়র িনখুতঁ ৃ

িনয়�ণ, িবরিতর ব�বহার এবং পদ� ার বাইেরও তাঁর অসাধারণ উপি�িতর �শংসা 

কেরিছেলন। 

২৪ জলুাই ১৯৮০-েত মা� ৫৩ বছর বয়েস তাঁর �য়াণ ঘেটিছল। িক� মহানায়েকর মতুৃ� 

হয়িন—মতুৃ� �ধু তাঁর শারীিরক 

উপি�িতর অবসান ঘ�েয়েছ। আজও 

তাঁর হািস, ক��র, �চােখর 

অিভব�ি� এবং অিভনেয়র 

�াভািবকতা বাঙািলর �িতেত জীব�।ৃ

একেশা বছর পের এেসও উ�ম �মার 

তাই অতীত নন—িতিন িচরকােলর  

বত� মান।

িতিন �ধু মহানায়ক নন, িতিন বাঙািলর �দেয়র এক অন� অধ�ায়।

জ�শতবেষ� মহানায়কেক স�� �ণাম।

“উ�ম �মার িছেলন, আেছন এবং বাঙািলর ভােলাবাসায় িচরকাল থাকেবন।” 

Sources: 

1. Kolkata Cente for Creativity.

2. Times of India 

3. The Daily Star
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ঁ জীবেনর অেনক অধ�ায় পার হেয় এখন এেস �পৗিছেয়িছ �য জায়গায় 

�সখােন বেস পুেরােনা িদেনর কথা ভাবেত মােঝ মােঝ হািরেয় যাই �সই 

িদন�েলািরই মেধ�।

 �শশব আেস �বাঝা না �বাঝার মধ� িদেয়। মােয়র �কােল 

ঝঁািপেয়–আঁচেল মুখ লুিকেয়–বাবার হাত ধের হঁাটেত িশেখ–পুেরাপুির 

�সম�পেণর মধ� িদেয়। িনজ� ই�ছা অিন�ছা সকেলর ��হময় দৃি� িঘের পূণ হেয়

চেল।

 আর �কেশার–েস এক অন�র�প–েস তখন চ�লতায় ভরপুর। কত িক মেনর মেধ� ঝড় 

তুেল �দয় তখন। িনজ� বুি� িবেবচনা �খর না থাকেলও �স হেত চায় �ত�। হঠাৎ মুি� পাওয়া 

জল�পােতর মত �স ভািসেয় িনেয় �যেত চায় সবিকছুেক। কত যুি�িবহীন দু�ুমীেত ভরা থােক 

তার মাথাটা–ভয় �স পায় না �কান িকছুেতই এেগােত। �স িক� বড় সরল, তার মেধ� থােক না 

�কান শঠতা। তার আেবগেক �রাধ করা যায় না।

 এমিন �কেশাের িফের �যেত চাইল আজ আমার মনটা। �স �ধু ভরা হািস গান আর 

খুশীেত–অ�তঃ আমার জীবনটা �সই সময় �তমনটাই িছল।

িফের চাওয়া  
চ��া ��  

�লডী ��েবা� ন কেলজ
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 �েলর পাট িমিটেয় কেলেজ এেস ভ�ত� হলাম ু

কলকাতায়। বাবা পি�মবে�র সরকারী চাকরী করেতন। 

তাই বাংলার ব� জায়গায় বদিল হেয় ঘুেরেছন। আমােদরও 

তাই নানান জায়গায়, নানান �েল ও িবিভ� পিরেবেশর মধ� ু

িদেয় �ল জীবন কাটােত হেয়েছ। এবাের আসা যাক্ ু

�কেশােরর �শষাে��  কেলজ হে�েল থাকার নানান ঘটনার 

কথায়।

 বাবা তখন কলকাতার বাইের �মিদনীপুর �জলার ঘাটাল মহকুমার S.D.O., তাই 

আমােক হে�েল থাকেত হল। কেলেজর নাম �লডী ��েব�ান কেলজ। আমােদর ব�াচটা দু�ুমীেত 

�বশ কুখ�াতই িছল। সব িকছু �লখা �তা স�ব নয় িক� অেনক ভুেল যাওয়া ঘটনার মধ� �থেক 

ঁিকছু ঘটনা ভালভােবই মেন �গেথ আেছ।

 এই �থম বাড়ী �ছেড় বাইেত থাকেত এলাম। মেনর মেধ� নানান ভয় আর অ�ি� দানা 

বঁাধেত লাগেলা। First year-এ main hostel-এ জায়গা না পাওয়ায় extension hostel-এ 

থাকেত �দওয়া হল। �সটা কেলজ �থেক রা�া পার হেয় একটা ��াট বাড়ীর ওপেরর িদেক দুেটা 

তলায় ঘর�েলা িনেয় িছল। একটা ঘের চারজন কের থাকার ব�ব�া। আমােদর ঘেরর চারজেনর 

মেধ� খুব ভাব, আবার কথা উঠেল ক�াচ ক�াচ কের ঝগড়া �র� হেয় �যত। কারণ অবশ� একটা 

িছল–আমােদর কেয়কটা ব�াপাের সমান সমান ভাগাভািগ িছল। �যমন দু'জন কলকাতা 

িব�িবদ�ালেয়র–দু'জন িবহােরর। দু'জন বাঙাল-দু'জন ঘিট আবার দু'জন �বদ�-দু'জন কায়�। 

ঁসবসময় এক দলই থাকেতা না িক� সমান সমান থাকায় ঝগড়াটা জমেতা ভাল। গলা উচ কের ু

ঝগড়ার পের গলায় গলায় ভাব। �কেশােরর এই �তা িনয়ম।

 মােঝ মােঝ weekend-এ local guardian-এর কােছ যাওয়ার অনুমিত িছল। আমার 

মামার বাড়ী িছল কাছাকািছ। �সই বাড়ীেত �গেল �ফরার 

সময় িদিদমার হােত বানােনা �ীেরর পুর-ভরা 

পািটসাপটা, কখনও বা িটন-ভরা নারেকেলর সে�দশ। 

তার সে� �নানতা িকছুও থাকেতা। �বশ �বশী পিরমাণ 

হে�েল
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িদেতন। Hostel-এ এসব মুেখােরাচক খাবােরর জেন� অেনেকই ওৎ �পেত থাকেতা। এেকক 

জেনর কাছ �থেক এেকক রকেমর খাদ�ব�–েতা আমােদর �পটপূজা �বশ ভালভােবই হত।

� িক� মজার কথা িক–সব জায়গায় িবিভ� চিরে�র দশন �মেল। একজনেক �বাঝা �গল 

�স ভাগাভািগর মেধ� থাকাটা পছ�দ করেতা না–তাই সবসময় লুিকেয় ডাব�া খুলেতা আর িনেজই 

আন�দ উপেভাগ করেতা।

 আমােদর �চােখ �তা ধূেলা �দওয়া অত সহজ নয়। ব�স্, আর যায় �কাথায়? �সই রাে� 

বেসই ��ানটা িঠক করা হেয় �গল। খবর এেলা �স ঘুিমেয়েছ–দু'জন পাহারায় বসেলা আর দু'জন 

ঘের ঢুেক ডাব�া সিরেয় সটান এেস পড়েলা �যখােন অেপ�ায় বেস িছল ক'জন ব�রা। সকেলই ু

বড় িকছু পাবার �ত�াশায় বেস িছল। �সিদনটা �বশ মেন আেছ–এক িটন ভরা গজা আর িকছু 

নারেকেলর সে�দশ উধাও। অ�কাের �দখেত না পাওয়ায় Ovaltine এর ডাব�াটাও চেল 

এেসিছল। �সটারও স�গিত হেয় �গল। পেরর িদন �সই �মেয়টা Superintendent এর কােছ 

নািলশ করায় আমােদর সিত� কথাটা বলেতই হেয়িছল। উিন শা� ধরেনর মানুষ 

িছেলন–আমােদর খুব বকেলন, িক� িনেজর হািসমুখটা লুিকেয়।

 যখন আমরা second year-এ উঠলাম তখন main hostel-এ চেল এলাম। এর মেধ� 

�বশ মা�ান মা�ান হেয় উেঠিছ আমরা। Hostel-এর িনয়েম নতুন আসা First year আর  Third 

year-এর student �দর নােজহাল করার একটা ব�াপার থাকেতা। আমরা extension hostel-এ 

First year টা থাকায় �বশী ভুগেত হয়িন। আর আমরা সবাই এক একিট িব�ছু িছলাম। তার মেধ� 

আিম পিড় িকনা জািন না।

 এই দু�ুমীর উ�ীপনায় সবাই �মেত উঠলাম। এক �জােট বেস সব ��ান করা হেয় �গল। 

আমােদর বছের একজন �বশ ভারী-সারী �চহারার �মেয় িছল, �চােখ চশমা, তার নাম িছল রমলা। 

Superintendent কমলািদর �বান Asst. Superintendent বেল নতুন ছা�ীেদর আলাপ কিরেয় 

�দওয়া হল। রমলা একিট single bedded ঘের চশমা পের �চয়াের বেসিছল। সবাই িঢপ্ িঢপ্ 

কের ওেক �ণাম করেলা। আর উিন গ�ীর গলায় বে�ন “সকাল ছয়টায় �ান কের common 

�room এ চেল যােব–ওখােন �াথনা কের িদন �র� হয়"। ওনার গলার �রটা এমিন �য �সটােক 

অমান� করার সাহস কােরারই িছল না। পরিদন তাই ঘটেলা যা আমরা �চেয়িছলাম। আমরা 
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�িবছানায় গাঢ় িন�ায় আর নতুনরা �� ব� পের �াথনা কে�। �র�জেনরা �কউ উপি�ত �নই। 

আেগর িদন যােক �ণাম কের এই িনেদ�শ �পেয়িছল, িতিনও অনুপি�ত–একবাের হাওয়া! তখন 

�বাকা হেয়িছ �সটা �কাশ না কের �য যার ঘের িগেয় �েয় পড়েলা। সেব �তা সকাল ছয়টা তখন।

 �সিদন �তা ওরা জানেতা না পেরর িদনটা িক িনেয় অেপ�া করেছ ওেদর জন�। 

আমােদর আেরকটা plan মাথায় আসায় সবাই খুব ব�� হেয় পেড়িছলাম। �সটা সফল করার জন� 

অেনক কাঠখড় পুড়ােত হল। কােলা �বারখা, কােলা পাজামা পা�াবী-টুিপ সব �যাগাড় হল। 

একটা কথা উে�খ করা হয়িন–আমােদর First year-এর একজন room-mate আমার খুব 

ঘিন� ব� হেয় উেঠিছল। নাম ধর, �সামা দ�। খুব �রাগা আর ল�া–েচাখ দুেটা ঝকঝেক আর ু

দু�ুমীেত ভরা। আসেছ �য ��ানটা তার �ধান উেদ�া�া িছলাম আমরা দুজন।

 একতলায় একটা dormitory তােত এেকবাের নতুন First year এর ছা�ীরা আর 

দুতলায় একই ব�ব�া িছল Third year-এর �মেয়েদর জন�। ওখােন strict rule িছল রাত 

এগােরাটায় ঘেরর light সব ব� করার। Corridor এর আেলা�েলা খুব িটমিটেম। �সই আেলায় 

ল�া Corridor-এর আবহাওয়া �কমন �যন গা ছমছেম �তরী হল। আেরা একঘ�টা অেপ�া। রাত 

বােরাটার ঘ�টা �কাথায় �যন ঢং ঢং কের �বেজ উঠেলা। আে� আে� কা�ার আওয়াজ করেত 

করেত এক মুসিলম দ�পিত কােলা �বারখা ও কােলা পাজামা-পা�াবী আর টুিপ পের 

dormitory-র মাঝখােনর গিলটা িদেয় পােয় পােয় এেগােত লাগেলা। বাইের আর বাকীেদর 

িফসিফসািন আর হািসর শ� িমেল িন�িত রাতটােক আেরা ভয়াবহ কের তুলেলা। �মেয়�েলা 

ঘুমেচােখ িকছু �দখা আর িকছু �শানার জন� ভেয় কঁুকিড়েয় উেঠ ফঁুিপেয় কঁাদেত লাগেলা।

 এবার �সই দ�পিত চলেলা �দাতলায় �স�িড় �বেয়। সে� হািস কা�ার পুনরাবৃি� আমােদর 

িফসিফসািনেত আেরা ভেয়র র�প ধরেলা। হঠাৎ আমরা �নেত 

�পলাম একতলায় single room-এ থাকা matron িদিদ তার 

ভারী শরীরটা িনেয় �স�িড় �বেয় উঠেত উঠেত �দাতলায় থাকা 

m a t r o n  িদিদর উে�েশ� বলেছন “িদিদ �গা, তানারা 

এেসেছন।” Matron এর ভয়া��  গলায় আমরা যারা ভয় 

পাওয়ােত িগেয়িছলাম তারা ওসব থািমেয় িদেয় িনেজেদর ঘের 

িপ�ান–িনেজেদর অব�াও খুব খারাপ। তেব িক সিত�ই এই 
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hostel-এ িকছু অমানবীয় ব�াপার আেছ? আমরা �তা িকছু না �জেনই দু�ুমীর �খলাটা 

�খলিছলাম। আে� আে� িদন চলেত লাগেলা। পড়া�নার চােপ সব দু�ুমীই মাথা �থেক চেল 

�গল।

 পড়া�নার চাপ বাড়েত লাগেলা। ��েব�ান কেলেজর িবখ�াত Saturday Test আমােদর 

জীবনটােক এেকবাের িবপরীত িদেক ঘুিরেয় িদল। Chemistry-র equation, Maths-এর 

Statics dynamics-এর গে�ােগােল, Physics-এর খটমেট lesson-এ, তার উপের ইংেরজী 

বাংলার কােব� জজ� িরত পাঠ উ�াের আমরা হঁািপেয় উঠলাম।

 �বশী রাত কের পড়া চলেছ। মােঝ মােঝ এগােরাটার পর ঘেরর light িনিভেয় 

corridor-এ বেস Group study–এেকবাের �ােণর দায়েতা তখন। এরকম এক রােত বােরাটার 

পের �েত �গিছ। ঘের নয়জেনর bed পাতা। দুপােশ িবছানার সািরর মধ� িদেয় সর� জায়গাটা �শষ 

হেয়েছ একটা dressing table িদেয়। ঘুিমেয়ই পেড়িছলাম, হঠাৎ একজেনর �গাঙািনর শে� 

আমারই ঘুমটা �ভে� �গল। তাড়াতািড় light �ালালাম। �ালােনার আেগই চলেখালা একিট ু

�মেয়েক �বিরেয় �যেত �দখলাম। িমনিতেক িগেয় ধা�া িদেয় সু� করা হল। �স বলল "আিম জল 

�খেত িবছানায় উেঠ বেসিছলাম, হঠাৎ �চােখ পড়েলা একিট শাড়ী পরা ল�া চলেখালা �মেয় ু

আয়নায় �যন িনেজেক �দেখ �বিরেয় চেল �গল।” িমনিতেক �কানরকেম সামিলেয় সবাই �জেগ 

আেলাচনা হল–এই রকেমর কাউেক hostel-এ �দেখিছ বেল কােরারই মেন পড়েলা না। আিমও 

�তা �শষ যাওয়াটা �দেখিছ। দুজেনরই িক ভুল হেত পাের?

 �ছাটখাট অ�ত�ািশত ঘটনা ঘটেত লাগেলা মােঝমােঝ।

 আমােদর পরী�ার final পব� এেস �গল। এবাের test এর পের পড়া�না করেত যার যার 

বাড়ীর িদেক রওনা িদলাম।

 �কেশােরর সমাি� হেয় �গল। জীবেনর এই অধ�ােয়র মত আন�দ হয়েতা আর আসেব 

না। আমরা hostel-এ থাকায় অেনেকর মেধ� অেনক সুখ পােথয় কের িনেয় অেনক বড় হেয় 

ওঠার ��েক বুেক িনেয় �শষ করলাম যা�ার এই অংশটা।

 আজ এই বয়েস �সই সময়টােক মন ভের অনুভব করলাম আমার �লখনীর মধ� িদেয়। 

িলখেত বেস ভুেলই িগেয়িছলাম আিম �যন কত বছেরর হলাম।
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হানা বাড়ী
�কয়া দ�
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জীবেনর িকছু দরজা একবারই �খােল। 

আমার জন� �সই দরজাটা খুেলিছল নেভ�র, ১৯৮৪-এ। �ছাট শহেরর 

পিরিচত পিরেবশ �ছেড় হােত একটা �লাহার �া�, কঁােধ িবছানার �রাল আর 

ঁবুকভরা �� িনেয় �পৗেছিছলাম এন.আর.এস. �মিডেকল কেলেজর বেয়জ 

ঁ�হাে�েল। তখনও জানতাম না, এই �হাে�লই পেরর পাচ বছর আমার 

ি�তীয় বািড় হেয় উঠেব।

�থম কেয়কিদন স��া হেলই বুেকর �ভতর �কমন একটা অজানা ভয় কাজ করত। �হাে�েল 

িফরেত হেল অ�ানাটিম িডপাট� েম�ট আর তার পােশর রা�া �পিরেয় �যেত হেতা। িদেনর আেলায় 

জায়গাটা িছল পড়ােশানার �ক��, িক� রােতর অ�কাের মেন হেতা �যন অন� এক জগৎ। পুরেনা 

গােছর ছায়া, হলুদ ি�টলাইট, হালকা ফম�ািলেনর গ� আর িন��তা—সব িমিলেয় মেন হেতা 

�কউ �যন লুিকেয় তািকেয় আেছ।

তাই �থম িদেক রােত 

লাইে�ির �থেক কখনও 

একা িফরতাম না। ব�েদর ু

জন� অেপ�া করতাম। 

সবাই িমেল গ� করেত 

করেত, ইে�ছ কেরই একটু 

�জাের হাসেত হাসেত �সই 

রা�া পার হতাম। মেন 

হেতা, আমােদর হািসর 

আওয়ােজ সব ভূত পািলেয় 

যােব।

িক� মানুেষর ভেয়রও �বাধহয় একটা �ময়াদ থােক। কেয়ক মােসর মেধ�ই �িতিদেনর িডেসকশন 

��াস, অ�ানাটিম, িফিজওলিজ, বােয়ােকিমি�—সব িমিলেয় �সই মগ আর ভেয়র জায়গা রইল 

ডাঃ ই��নীল ভ�াচায��

এন.আর.এস.-এর �থম রাত

অ�ানাটিম িডপাট� েম�ট আর পােশর রা�া
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না। বরং মেন হেতা, নীরেব �েয় থাকা �সই �দহ�িলই আমােদর �থম িশ�ক। তঁারা কথা 

বেলনিন, অথচ আমােদর সবেচেয় বড় িশ�া িদেয় িগেয়িছেলন। 

�হাে�েলর ক�াি�টনটাই িছল আমােদর সংসদ ভবন।

�সকােলর চা, দুপুেরর আ�া, পরী�ার আেগর উৎক�া, ��েম ব�থ ব�র সা�না—সবিকছুর ু

�ক�� িছল �সই ক�াি�টন। এক কাপ চা চারজেন ভাগ কের খাওয়া, দুেটা �টা� অমেলট িদেয় 

ঘ�াখােনক গ� করা, মােসর �শেষ সবাই িমেল িহেসব করা—কার কােছ কত টাকা 

বািক—এসবই িছল আমােদর �ছা� সুখ।

র �ািগংেয়র কথা আজও মেন পড়েল হািস পায়। 

একিদন খবর এল—“অমুক দাদা ক�াি�টেন ডাকেছন।” বুেকর �ভতর ধুকপুকািন �র� হেয় 

�গল। মেন হেলা, আজ বুিঝ খুব বকুিন বা র �ািগং হেব। িগেয় �দিখ, দাদা খুব গ�ীর মুেখ বেস 

আেছন।

— “নাম কী?”

— “েকাথা �থেক এেসছ?”

— “রবী��স�ীত গাইেত পােরা?”

তারপর বলেলন, “দঁািড়েয় একটা গান �শানাও।”

গান �কমন �গেয়িছলাম জািন না, িক� ক�াি�টেনর সবাই �হেস উেঠিছল। �সিদন মেন হেয়িছল, এ 

এক ভয়�র অিভ�তা। িক� জীবন কী আ�য�! কেয়ক মাস পর �সই “ভয়�র” দাদাই আমার 

�হাে�ল র�মেমট হেলন। িতিনই িশিখেয়িছেলন কীভােব রাত �জেগ পড়েত হয়, কীভােব 

পরী�ার আেগ মাথা ঠা�া রাখেত হয়, আর কীভােব িসিনয়রেদর স�ান করেত হয়। র �ািগংেয়র 

ভয় িমিলেয় িগেয় �তির হেয়িছল এক অ�ত ব��। ুু

১৯৮৪-র কলকাতা িছল অন�রকম। �মাবাইল িছল না, �গল ম�াপ িছল না। হােত থাকত �ধু 

বােসর র�ট ন�র আর মানুেষর উপর ভরসা।

একিদন পাড়ার এক ব�েক িনেয় �থমবার কলকাতা বইেমলায় �গলাম। বইেয়র গ�, মানুেষর ু

িভড়, আর চারিদেক ছিড়েয় থাকা কাগেজর গ�—সব িমিলেয় �যন অন� এক জগৎ। �সই িভেড়র 
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মেধ�ই হঠাৎ সুনীল গে�াপাধ�ায়, অ�দা শ�র রায় আর ভূেপন হাজািরকােক �দেখ আিম 

এেকবাের থমেক িগেয়িছলাম। এত বড় বড় মানুষেক এত কাছ �থেক �দেখ মেন হি�ছল, বইেমলা 

�ধু বই �কনার জায়গা নয়, জীব� সািহত� আর সং�িতর এক িবরাট উৎসব। তেব বইেয়র �চেয় ৃ

মানুেষর িভড়ই �যন �বিশ মু� কেরিছল। কত বই, কত গ�, কত �লাক!

�ফরার সময় বুঝলাম—আমরা রা�া হািরেয় �ফেলিছ। অেনক�ণ এিদক-ওিদক �ঘারাঘুির। 

এেক-এেক সবাইেক একটা একটা রা�া িজে�স করিছ। �শেষ এক �াম ক�া�র �হেস বলেলন, 

“েতামরা নতুন নািক? এেসা, এই বাসটা ধেরা।” 

�সিদন বািড় িফরেত রাত হেয় িগেয়িছল। িক� আজ মেন হয়, �সিদন আমরা রা�া 

ঁহারাইিন—বরং কলকাতােক খুেজ �পেয়িছলাম।

আেরকটা উে�জনার নাম িছল কলকাতা �ম��া।

 ভারেতর �থম �ম��া 

�রল—নতুন নতুন চলেছ। 

আমােদর মেতা �মিডক�াল 

ছা�েদর কােছ �সটাই িছল 

�যন ভিবষ�েতর �াদ।

ব�রা িঠক করলাম—আজ ু

�ধু �ম��ােত চড়ব। 

িটিকট �কেট ��াটফেম� 

দঁািড়েয় আিছ। ��ন ঢুকেতই 

সবাই হাততািল িদল। 
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িভতের উেঠ অবাক—েকানও ঝঁাকুিন �নই, কী পির�ার, কী ঠা�া!

িক� আনে�দ গ� করেত করেত আমরা �য �কাথায় �নেম পেড়িছ, �কউই বুঝেত পািরিন। �শেষ 

আবার উে�টা িদেকর ��েন উেঠ িফের এলাম। �সিদেনর পুেরা �মেণর উে�শ�ই িছল 

�ধু—েম��ােত চড়া! 

আজ �ায় চার দশক �কেট �গেছ। 

এখন �সই কঁাচা �ছেলিট আর �নই। জীবেনর অেনক পথ �পিরেয়িছ। অসংখ� �রাগীর িচিকৎসা 

কেরিছ, ব� দািয়� পালন কেরিছ।

তবু আজও �চাখ ব� করেল �দখেত পাই—

রােতর �সই অ�ানাটিম িবি�ং, 

�মেগর পােশর িনঝুম রা�া, 

ক�াি�টেনর �ধঁায়া-ওঠা চা, 

িসিনয়েরর ধমক, বইেমলায় হািরেয় যাওয়া িবেকল ,

আর ভারেতর �থম �ম��ার কামরায় কেয়কজন তর�ণ �মিডক�াল ছাে�র িশ�সুলভ উ��াস।

ভািব, আমরা হয়েতা ডা�ার হেয়িছ কেলেজ পেড়। 

িক� মানুষ হেয়িছলাম এন.আর.এস. বেয়জ �হাে�েল।
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কৃি�ম বুি�ম�া
অিনর�� �সন

কৃি�ম বুি�ম�া বা এ-আই িনেয় আজ পৃিথবী �তালপাড় হে�ছ। �থম ও 
�ধান আশ�া, এর ফেল �চর �লােকর চাকির যােব আর নতুন �জে�র ু
কম�সং�ানও স�ুিচত হেব।

আশ�াটা সিত� এবং সিত� নয়ও বেট। �সটা বুঝেত �থেম �দখা যাক, 
এ-আই এই মুহূেত�  কী করেত স�ম।

কেয়ক দশক ধেরই ম�ানুফ�াকচািরং ই�াি�েত অেটােমশেনর ফেল '� ু
কলার' বা কািয়ক �িমকেদর �েয়াজনীয়তা �েম কমেছ। ইদািনং ই�াি�য়াল �রাবেটর ব�বহার 
এই �বণতােক আেরা �রাি�ত কেরেছ। িচেন নািক এখন িকছু 'ডাক�  ফ�া�ির' রেয়েছ �যখােন 
আেলা �ালেত হয় না, কারণ সব কাজই হয় �রাবেটর �ারা। কথাটা অিতরি�ত হেলও এই 

�বা�বতােক তুেল ধের �য আধুিনক ভাির িশ� সাধারণভােব 'ক�ািপটাল ইনেটনিসভ' অথাৎ 
তােত িবিনেয়াগ ও লাভ �বিশ, কম�সং�ান সীিমত।

িক� গত কেয়ক দশেক অ�ত ভারেত কম�সং�ান �বেড়েছ সা�ভ�স �স�ের, িবেশষ কের আই-িট 
�স�ের। এখােন যারা কাজ কের তােদর সাধারণভােব '�হায়াইট কলার ওয়াক� ার' বলা যায়, যারা 
নানা �ের িবন�� হেলও সবাই �মাটামুিট শরীেরর �চেয় মগেজর কাজ �বিশ কের। এতিদন তাই 
'অেটােমশন' তােদর চাকির ছুঁেত পােরিন।

িক� এই �ি�র জায়গাটােতই টান মারেছ এ-আই। �ডটা এি�� অপােরটর �থেক ��া�ামার সব 
�েরই র�িটন, ছেক বঁাধা কাজ�িল এ-আই কের িদেত স�ম। �ধু আই-িটেত নয় – �মিডক�াল, 
িলগ�াল, �ভৃিত অন�ান� পিরেষবা 
��ে�ও এ-আই অেনক র�িটন 
কাজ কের িদেত পাের।  যারা 
�সসব কাজ কের, এর ফেল তারা 
অিধক� হেয় যােব।

তেব যুেগ যুেগই �যুি� �যমন 
এক হােত �নয় �তমন এক হােত 
�দয়ও।  কেয়ক দশক আেগ 
কি�পউটােরর �বত� েনর পর 
ব�া� �ভৃিত �স�ের অেনক The AI Deal: Daniela Zampieri / https://betterimagesofai.org 
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করিণেকর কাজ অিধক� হেয় �গেছ। িক� তার বদেল আমরা �দেখিছ আই-িট সহ নানা ��ে� 
অেনক নতুন চাকির �তিরও হেয়েছ।

এ-আইেয়র ��ে�ও তার অন�থা হেব না। অেনক চাকিরর �যমন দরকার থাকেব না, �তমন 
অেনক নতুন ধরেণর চাকির �তির হেব।  তার িকছু হেব এ-আইেয়র 'িবজেনস অ�াি�েকশন'এ 
– �যমন, এ-আই অেটােমশন ��পশািল�, �রাল িডজাইন িলড, িচফ এ-আই অিফসার। 
এ-আইেয়র ��ি�েত সব িবজেনস অ�াি�েকশনেকই বলা যায় 'এ-আই �াউড'এর ওপর নতুন 
কের �ঢেল সাজােত হেব (েযমন হেয়িছল কেয়ক দশক আেগ কি�পউটােরর আিবভ� ােবর সময়)। 
এই কাজ�িল তারই জন� আর তার উপেযাগী নতুন ি�লও �ডেভলপ করেত হেব।

এছাড়া যােক বলা যায় Core AI, তার িভি�েত কােজর নতুন িদগ�ও উ�� হেব। �যমন ু
এেজি�টক এ- আই ইি�িনয়ার, এ- আই ইি�টে�শন ��পশািল�, �মিশন লা�ন�ং ��াটফম� 
��পশািল�, �ভৃিতর কাজ। অথবা উেদ�াগীেদর জন�, এ-আই টুল িদেয় িবিভ� অ�াি�েকশন 
�তির করা।

এক কথায়, অেনক পুেরােনা 
কাজ অবা�র হেয় অেনক 
নতুন কােজর স�াবনা �তির 
হেব। মুশিকল এই �য নতুন 
ধরেণর ি�ল, চািহদা অনুযায়ী, 
রাতারািত �তির করা যায় না। 
এই পিরবত� েনর সময় তাই 
নানা অসুিবধা �দখা িদেত 
পাের। তার �চাট �কান �দশ 
কতটা সামেল িনেত পারেব 
�সটা সময়ই বলেব।

সাধারণভােব, এ-আই এই মুহূেত�  র�িটন,  ছেক বঁাধা কাজ�িল কের িদেত স�ম। িক� মেন 
রাখেত হেব, এই এ-আই ��া�াম আর িসে�ম�িল চেল মানুেষর �তির অ�ালগিরদেম আর 

�মানুেষর স�িলত তথ�ভা�ােরর ওপর িভি� কের। অথাৎ মানুষই তার ��া। অবশ� '�জনােরিটভ 
এ-আই' বা �জন-এ-আইেয় স�িলত �ডটা �থেক িসে�ম িনেজই নতুন িনয়ম বা 'র�ল' �তির 
করার �চ�া কের। তবু অ�ত এই মুহূেত�  এ-আইর তার ��া মানুষেক ছািড়েয় যাবার স�াবনা 
সামান�।

ঁঅবশ� �কােনা �কােনা যুি�যু� বা 'লিজকাল' কাজ এ-আই এত দ�তার সে� ও িনখুতভােব 
কের �দয় যােত তারা �ায়ই মানুষেক হার মানায়। �যমন িবিভ� �দেশ ছড়ােনা তথ�ভা�ার �ঘঁেট 

Bart Fish & Power Tools of AI / https://betterimagesofai.org 
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�কােনা একিট আইিন সমস�ার কী সমাধান অথবা �কােনা �রাগীর িচিকৎসার কী িবধান, �সটা 
একজন অিভ� আইনজীিব বা ডা�ােরর �বর করেত �য সময় ও 'িরেসাস'�  লােগ, তার অেনক 
আেগই হয়েতা এ-আই বেল �দেব।

িক� দুভ� াগ� (বা �সৗভাগ�)বশত মানুেষর সব কাজই 'লিজকাল' নয়। একজন অিভ� ডা�ার 
�রাগীেক �দেখ তঁার অনুমানশি� বা intuition িদেয় অেনক িকছু বুঝেত পােরন, যা িদ�া িদ�া 
�ানভা�ােরর নাগােলর বাইের। আবার একজন �পাড়খাওয়া আইনজীিব মুহূেত�  অনুমান করেত 
পােরন �কান 'out of the box' লাইেন সওয়ালেক িনেয় �গেল এই িবেশষ ��ে� �সটা সবেচেয় 
কায�কর হেব। তাই তঁারা হয়েতা এ-আইেয়র সাহােয� সমাধােনর একটা outline �দেখ িনেয় 
তারপর িনজ� অনুমানশি�র সাহােয� তােক জািরত কের চড়া� িস�াে� উপনীত হেবন।ূ

সংে�েপ, ছেক বঁাধা কাজ�েলা �মিশন মানুেষর �চেয় িনভ� ু লভােব ও অিব�াস� �ততায় কের 
�দেব। িক� �য জায়গা�িল মানুেষর থাকেব, তা হে�ছ উ�াবন ও ক�নাশি�র িবকাশ। আগামী 
িদেনর িশ�ােক মূলত �সইভােবই নতুন কের সাজােত হেব।

***

আশ�াটা �সখােনই। �ািডশনািল, আমরা ভারতীয়রা ছেক বঁাধা িশ�ায় অভ��। বৃিটশ আমেল �য 
িশ�াব�ব�া িছল, তার উে�শ� িছল ভারতীয়েদর বৃিটশ �গালািমর চাকিরর জন� �তির করা। এই 
ধরেণর িশ�াব�ব�ার এক মম��াহী িববরণ রবী��নাথ '�তাতা কািহিন' র�পক-গে� িলিপব� কের 
�গেছন। �াধীনতার পর আমােদর িশ�াব�ব�া িবিভ� পয�ােয়র মধ� িদেয় �যেত �যেত এখন �য 
অব�ায় দঁািড়েয়েছ তােত আমােদর িশ�া মূলত িটউশন-�কািচং �াস িভি�ক, যােত ছা�েদর 

��তির করা হয় ভােলা কেপােরট �গালাম হওয়ার জন�। �দেশর এক বড় অংেশর মানুষ কািয়ক বা 
মানিসক �য �মই কর�ন না �কন, তঁােদর মগজ �নতা, �র� বা �েসেসর কােছ বঁাধা িদেয় বেস 
আেছন। এই �াধীন িচ�া করার �মতাহীন মগজদােসেদর জন� এ-আই খারাপ খবর।

ই�টারেনট ও সাচ�  ইি�ন আসার পর �থেকই মুখ�িবদ�া বা rote learning-এর উপেযািগতা কেম 
আসিছল। িক� আমােদর িশ�াব�ব�ায় তার যথাযথ �িতফলন ঘেটিন। ছা�েদর িগিলেয় উগেড় 
িদেয় ন�র পাইেয় �দওয়াটাই �মা� হেয় রেয়েছ। এ-আই এই ব�ব�ার মূেল কুঠারাঘাত করেব। 
তার ধা�া সামলােত আমােদর এেকবাের �ছাট অব�ার �থেকই িশ�েদর ভাবেত �শখােত হেব।

কাজটা সহজ নয়। এই নয় �য আমরা ভারতীয়রা িচ�াশি�েত দুব�ল। িচ�ার �খলা দাবায় পুর�ষ, 
মিহলা দুই িবভােগই ভারত অন�তম সুপারপাওয়ার। আবার িব�� িচ�ার ফসল ম�ােথেমিটকস 
বা গিণেতও ভারত গেবষণায় িব�মােনর। িক� এই দুই িবভােগ ব�ি�গত �চ�ায়, িবেশষ 
�ািত�ািনক সহায়তা ছাড়াই উৎকষ� অজ� ন স�ব। সাধারণভােব আমােদর িশ�াব�ব�া ব�াপক 
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হাের 'বুি�র চাষ' করার উপেযাগী নয়। তেব তার মােন এই নয় এ ব�াপাের আমরা শূন�। মূলত 
িবিভ� ��ােতর িবর�ে� যাওয়া িনেবিদত�াণ িশ�ক ও িশ�া �িত�ােনর �চ�ায় আর ব�ি�গত 
ও পািরবািরক উেদ�ােগ অেনেকই এই পািখপড়া িশ�াব�ব�ার ঊেধ�� উেঠ সৃজনশীল ও 
উ�াবনশীল হেত �পেরেছন।

তেব ১৪০ �কািটর ভারেত তােদর শতাংশ খুবই কম। বািকরা হয় ��িশি�ত, নয়েতা তঁারা ঐ 
�পািখপড়া িবেদ� িনেয় চালাে�ছন যা এতিদন কাজ করিছল িক� এ-আই পরবতী যুেগ অেনকটাই 

অবা�র হেয় যােব।

পৃিথবীর �যসব �দশ উ�িত কেরেছ, তার অন�তম িভি� হে�ছ জনস�পেদর উ�য়ন, যার অন�তম 
হািতয়ার সাব�জনীন িশ�া। আমরা এমিনেতই এ ব�াপাের অেনকটা িপিছেয়। তার ওপর এ-আইর 
��ি�েত িশ�াব�ব�া �ঢেল সাজােনা, সব িমিলেয় এলািহ ব�াপার। িক� �চ�া �তা জাির রাখেতই 

�হেব। নইেল এখন যা চলেছ তাই চলেব অথাৎ �কৃত 'এ-আই কম�ােয়�ট' িকছু বুি�দী� 
�ছেলেমেয় �তির হেব, যারা সুেযাগ �পেলই িবেদেশ পািড় �দেব অথবা �দেশ �থেকই িবেদিশ 

ক�পািনেত �যাগ �দেব।  আর 
বািক এক বৃহদাংেশর মানুষ এ-
আইেয়র '�লা-এ� জব'�েলা 
��মূেল� কের �দেব।

***

আজ এ- আইেত িবিভ� 
মহাশি�ধর �দেশ �য িবপুল 
পিরমাণ িবিনেয়াগ, তার অন�তম 
কারণ হে�ছ: (১) এ- আইেত 
দ�তার মাধ�েম �সই মহাশি�র 
আিধপত� জাির রাখা 
(২) সামিরক �েয়াগ।

ঁএই দুই কারেণ এ-আইেত �ধু পুিজ িবিনেয়াগ নয়, বা�ব স�পদ বা 'িরেসাস'� এর (েযমন িজিপউ 
ঁ�বাড� , ইেলকি�িসিট, জল) চািহদা �য অিব�াস� পয�ােয় �পৗেছাে�ছ, সে�দহ হে�ছ তার চােপ আেরা 

অেনক অত�াবশ�ক �স�র তােদর �েয়াজনীয় রসদ �থেক বি�ত হেব। এই সমস�ার আংিশক 
�যুি�গত সমাধান হে�ছ '��ট �ফাস � �মথড'�ক বুি�দী� অ�ালগিরদম িদেয় নরম করা। �থম 
প�িতেত এ-আই িসে�ম �শেখ ��ফ িবপুল পিরমাণ �ডটা বা তথ�ভা�ার যাি�কভােব ম�ন 
কের। এরজন� তাই লােগ অজ� এ-আই িচপ আর িবপুল পিরমাণ �ডটা ��ােরজ। িচেনর 

The AI Race Gloria Mendoza / https://betterimagesofai.org 
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'ডীপসীক' িসে�ম সফটওয়�ার আর অ�ালগিরদেমর মাধ�েম অেনক কম হাড� ওয়�ার ও �ডটা 
িদেয় কায�কািরতায় �চিলত এ-আই িসে�ম�িলর খুব কাছাকািছ চেল �গেছ। 'ডীপসীক' হয়েতা 
চড়া� বা ��িটহীন নয়। িক� তারা একটা পথ �দিখেয়েছ যােত মানিবক সৃজনশীলতার সাহােয� ূ
এ-আই িচপ ও পাওয়ােরর দানিবক চািহদােক কিমেয় বা�ব সীমায় িনেয় আসা যায়।

ি�তীয় উপায়িট অেনক কিঠন ও জিটল, কারণ তা িনভ� র কের রা� ও রা�েনতােদর সুবুি�র 
ওপের। �সটা হে�ছ এ-আইর ব�াপাের িবিভ� মহাশি�র িনেজেদর �েচ�ার মেধ� িনি�� 
�দওয়াল না �তালার �চ�া কের পর�পরেক সহেযািগতা করা। তাহেল অেনক হাড� ওয়�ার ও 

��ডটােবেসর অথহীন 'ডুি�েকশন' ব� হেয় এ-আইেয় িবিনেয়াগ এক বা�বস�ত সীমায় আসেত 
পাের।

�বত� মান অব�ার ��ি�েত এই আশা আেবগপূণ 'ইউেটািপয়া' মেন হেত পাের। িক� �যুি� ও 
িব�ান আজ �য �ব�িবক পিরবত� ন ঘটাে�ছ, তােত িবিভ� মহাশি�র সহেযািগতা ছাড়া পৃিথবীর 
এেগাবার পথ �নই। একিদেক িব�ান-�যুি� এখন িবেশষত 'হাই-এ�' �ডা� �তিরর কাজেক 
�দেশর সীমা ছািড়েয় '��াবাল' কের �ফেলেছ। �যমন, একটা আই-�ফান �তির করেত ছয় �থেক 
দশটা �দেশর সহেযািগতা লােগ। �কািভেডর িটকা �য �রকড�  ন'মােস �বিরেয়িছল, তার অন�তম 
কারণ �ায় একেশাটা �দেশর জীবাণুিব�ানীরা এই িবপেদর �মাকািবলায় এককা�া হেয় কাজ 
কেরিছেলন।

�এসবই ভিবষ�েতর িদকিনণেয়র আেলাকব�ত�কা। িব�ান, �যুি�র �কােনা িন�দ�� �দশ, জািত, 
ধম� �নই। আর আধুিনক �যুি� আজ অিমত স�াবনার �ার খুেল িদে�ছ। ইিতমেধ�ই এলন মা�, 
িবল �গটেসর মেতা মহািশ�পিত বলেছন: এ-আই, �রােবািটকেসর যুেগ মানুেষর এখন স�ােহ 
িতনিদন কাজ করেলই চলেব, ভিবষ�েত তার ইে�ছমেতা কাজ করা বা অবসর িবেনাদেনর 
থাকেব অেঢল সুেযাগ। এরপর �কায়া�টাম কি�পউিটং আর �কা� িফউশেন যিদ '��ক-��' হয় 
তেব মানুষ দু'হাত ভের িনেয় কুেলােত পারেব না।

�এই অব�ায় পুেরােনা যুেগর 'িজেরা সাম �গম' অথাৎ কাউেক হারােল তেব আিম িজতব বা িকছু 
পাব, �সটা অচল হেয় আসেছ। এখনকার ম� 'উইন উইন �গম', যােত পার�পিরক সহেযািগতায় 
উভয় পে�রই লাভ।

িবিভ� রা� ও তার নাগিরকরা �সটা তাড়াতািড় বুঝেল এ-আই আশীব�াদ হেয়ই থাকেব।
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আমার মেতা যারা মধ� কলকাতায় বড় হেয়েছন বা এখেনা �সখােন 

বসবাস করেছন, তঁােদর �ৃিতেত কেলজ ��ায়ার ও কেলজ ি�ট এক 

িবেশষ �ান দখল কের আেছ।  যিদও পয�টকেদর কােছ এিট হয়েতা খুব 

�একটা আকষ�ণীয় বা অবশ�-দশনীয় �ান িহেসেব িবেবিচত হয় না, তবুও ওই 

�এলাকার ঐিতহািসক �র�� অপিরসীম। আমার �শশব ও পরবতী জীবনেক 

নানাভােব �ভািবত কেরেছ এই দুিট �ান।

�র�েতই কেলজ ��ায়ােরর কথা বলা যাক। ১৮১৭ �থেক ১৮৩৬ সােলর মেধ�  'কলকাতা 

�লটাির কিমিট' এই জলাশয়িট �তির কেরিছল। যিদও আমরা এই িবশাল বগাকার জলাশয়িটেক 

'কেলজ ��ায়ার' নােমই িচিন, িক� �ছাটেবলায় বেয়ােজ��েদর আমরা এেক 'েগাল িদিঘ' বলেত 

�েনিছ। এই নামকরেণর �পছেন নানা মত �চিলত আেছ। অেনেকর মেত, একসময় এিট 

'মাধববাবুর তালাও', বা মাধববাবুর িদিঘ নােমও পিরিচত িছল; কারণ, বত� মােন �যখােন 

কলকাতা িব�িবদ�ালেয়র ভবনিট রেয়েছ, �সখােন একসময় মাধববাবুর মািলকানাধীন একিট বড় 

বাজার িছল। অেনেক মেন কেরন, িদিঘেত জ�ােনা �গালাকার জলজ উি�েদর নামানুসােরই এর 

নাম হেয়িছল 'েগাল িদিঘ'। তেব �লখক � রাধারমণ িমে�র মেত, এিট আদেত �গালাকার িছল 

� �এবং পরবতীকােল ১৯১২ সােলর িদেক এর আকৃিত বগাকার করা হয়। িনেজর এই মেতর �পে� 

িতিন ১৮৩৩ 

সােলর একিট 

মানিচে�র উে�খ 

কেরেছন। বত� মান 

�জে�র অেনক 

কলকাতাবাসীই 

হয়েতা কেলজ 

��ায়ার চ�ের 

অবি�ত �বশ িকছু 

ঐিতহািসক �াপনা 

স�পেক�  অবগত 

বই, ব�ায়াম সিমিত এবং �ব�নী

�ভিজৎ রায়
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নন -েযমন �থম িব�যুে� অংশ�হণকারী ৪৯তম বাঙালী �রিজেমে�টর �ৃিত��, �ডিভড 

�হয়ােরর সমািধ, িবখ�াত বাঙালী ব�ি�েদর (িবদ�াসাগর ও �ফু� চ�� রায়) মূ�ত� এবং পুরেনা সব 

সুইিমং �াব।

সাঁতার একবার িশেখ �গেল �যমন তা আর �ভালা যায় না, �তমনই 'বউবাজার ব�ায়াম 

সিমিত'-েত আমার সাঁতার �শখার �থম অিভ�তািটও আিম ভুলেত পািরিন। ১৯২৩ সােল 

ঁ�িতি�ত 'বউবাজার ব�ায়াম সিমিত' িছল �সই সমেয় কেলজ ��ায়াের গেড় ওঠা পাচিট �ােবর 

মেধ� অন�তম। অবশ� ১৯১৭ সােল �িতি�ত 'কেলজ ��ায়ার সুইিমং �াবই' িছল �সখােন গেড় 

ওঠা �থম �াব। দুিট িবষয় আজও আমার �ৃিতেত অমিলন হেয় আেছ-�থমত:, সাঁতার �শখার 

আেগ জেলর �িত আমার ভীিত; এবং ি�তীয়ত:, আমােদর �ােবর িবখ�াত সাঁতার �িশ�ক 

'কালীবাবু'। কালীবাবু তঁার জীবেনর অেনকটা সময় িশ�েদর সাঁতার �শখােত ব�য় কেরেছন; 

তাই 'বউবাজার ব�ায়াম সিমিত'েত সাঁতার �শখা একািধক �জে�র মানুষ তঁােক আজও ��ার 

সােথ �রণ কের। কেলজ ��ায়ােরর রােতর আেলায় আেয়ািজত বা�ষ�ক সাঁ তার �িতেযািগতা, 

�ল �থেক �ফরার পেথ ওয়াটার �পােলা ম�াচ �দখা িকংবা এক ব�ি�র টানা ৭২ ঘ�টা সাঁতার ু

�কাটার দৃশ� - এসবই আমার কেলজ ��ায়ােরর িকছু উ�ল �ৃিত।কেলজ ��ায়ােরর দুগাপূজাও 

এক ন�ালিজক �ৃিত হেয় আেছ; জলাশেয়র চারপােশ চমৎকার আেলাকস�া সহকাের 

আেয়ািজত এই পূজাটাই িছল আমােদর �ছাটেবলার সবেচেয় বড় উৎসব। 

আমার �শশেবর 

�র�র িদন�েলা �কেটিছল 

কলকাতা �মিডেকল 

কেলেজ, কারণ আমার মা 

�সখােন কম�রতা িছেলন। 

খবেরর কাগজ �থেক জানার 

পাশাপািশ নকশাল আমেলর 

িকছু অি�রতা আিম 

�ত��ভােব �দেখিছ। 

কেলজ ��ায়ার ও তার 

আেশপােশর এলাকায় 

আমার �দখা িকছু ঘটনার 
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মেধ� রেয়েছ আমােদর �েল ু

�বামা �ফলা, িবদ�াসাগেরর মূ�ত� 

ভাঙচর এবং কেলজ ি�েট �াম ু

�পাড়ােনার মেতা ঘটনা। �ছাট 

বেল রাজৈনিতক অি�রতা 

স�পেক�  আমরা এতটাই অ� 

িছলাম �য, ি�তীয় ��ণীর বা�ষ�ক 

পরী�া বািতল হওয়ায় আমরা 

অত�� আনি�দত হেয়িছলাম।

মন িদেয় �দখেল �বাঝা যায়, কেলজ ি�ট ও তার আেশপােশর এলাকায় �যন ইিতহাস 

ছিড়েয় আেছ। এই এলাকায় �চর িশ�া �িত�ান রেয়েছ, যার অিধকাংশই উনিবংশ শতা�ীর ু

�থমােধ� �িতি�ত। িহ�দু �ল, �হয়ার �ল, সং�ত �েলর মেতা িবদ�ালয় এবং ��িসেডি� ু ু ৃ ু

কেলজ, কলকাতা �মিডেকল কেলজ, িসিট কেলজ ও কলকাতা িব�িবদ�ালেয়র মেতা 

�িত�ােনর উপি�িতর কারেণ 

কেলজ ি�ট �াভািবকভােবই 

�িশ�াথী, পি�ত ও �কাশকেদর 

আকৃ� কেরেছ।  কেলজ ি�েটর 

বইেয়র �দাকান�েলা, িবেশষ কের 

পুরেনা বইেয়র �দাকান, সারা িবে� 

অনন�। আদর কের 'বইপাড়া' নােম 

পিরিচত কেলজ ি�টেক িবে�র 

বৃহ�ম পুরেনা বইেয়র বাজার বলা 

হয়। কলকাতা িব�িবদ�ালয় �থেক 

�র� কের মহা�া গা�ী �রােডর �মাড় পয�� পুরেনা বইেয়র �দাকােনর সাির�েলা �যন এক 

�অমূল� স�পদ।মহা�া গা�ী �রাড �থেক বি�ম চ�াটাজী ি�ট পয�� িব�ত শ�ামাচরণ �দ ি�ট ৃ

নােমর �ছাট গিলিটেত কত �য �কাশক রেয়েছন, তা �ভেব আিম মােঝ মােঝ অবাক হই। কেলজ 

ি�ট ও তার আেশপােশ এত বইেয়র �দাকান ও �কাশক �দেখ নতুন �জে�র িন�য়ই িব�য় 

জােগ।১৮৮৬ সােল �িতি�ত 'দাস�� অ�া� �কা�পািন' স�বতঃ ভারেতর �াচীনতম বইেয়র 

�ডিভড �হয়ােরর সমািধ�ডিভড �হয়ােরর সমািধ�ডিভড �হয়ােরর সমািধ
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�দাকান। অেনক 

দশক ধের এত 

পিরবত� েনর পেরও 

�দাকানিট এখনও 

বত� মান।

বইেয়র পর 

বাঙালীর জীবেন 

খাবার সবসময়ই 

এক অিবে�ছদ� 

অংশ হেয় রেয়েছ। 

কেলজ ি�ট ও এর 

আেশপােশর 

ঁিবখ�াত সব খাবােরর �দাকােনর কথা না বলেল তা অিবচার হেব। পুিটরাম, কিফ হাউস, কািলকা, 

িদলখুশ �কিবন, বস� �কিবন, �ফভািরট �কিবন এবং প�ারামাউে�টর শরবত - কলকাতার খাদ�-

�সং�িতর ইিতহােস এই জায়গা�েলা এখনও এক �র��পূণ �ান দখল কের আেছ।ৃ

এত বছর পেরও কেলজ ি�ট ও তার আেশপােশর এলাকার �িতিট জায়গা আমার 

�চােখর সামেন জীব� হেয় আেছ। িহ�দু �েল কাটােনা আমার বােরা বছেরর �লজীবন এবং ু ু
�পরবতীকােল কেলজ জীবেন ওই এলাকায় িনয়িমত যাতায়াত সবই আজ মধুর �ৃিতর আধার। 

ঁ ৃপুরেনা বই ঘঁাটাঘঁািট করার সময় অ�ত�ািশত �কান সািহত�-র� খুেজ পাওয়ার �চেয় তি�দায়ক 

ঁআর িকছু �নই। পুিচরােমর লুিচ-েছালার ডাল, িবটনুন সবেযােগ কািলকার গরম �ব�নী, 

�ফভািরট �কিবেনর �টা� ও চা - এসেবর �ৃিত আজও অমিলন। কিফ হাউেস �থমবার যাওয়া, 

ঁ�লজীবেন �থমবার ধূমপান করা িকংবা �েলর �পছেনর পািচল টপেক পািলেয় এস��ােনেড ু ু

ইংেরজী িসেনমার দুপুেরর �শা �দখেত যাওয়া - এসব �কবল আমার ব�ি�গত �ৃিত নয়, বরং 

�িতিট �জনােরশেন অেনেকই হয়েতা এমন অিভ�তার মধ� িদেয় �গেছন।

আজ 'বইপাড়া' এক সংকেটর মুেখ। একিদেক িডিজটালাইেজশন, �সাশ�াল িমিডয়া এবং 

কৃি�ম বুি�ম�ার (AI) আ�াসন মানুেষর ব�িদেনর অভ�ােস - যার মেধ� বইপড়ার অভ�াসও 

অ�ভ� ু � - বড়সড় পিরবত� ন এেনেছ। �সাশ�াল িমিডয়ার ইিতবাচক �ভােবর সে� নানান 
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�নিতবাচক �ভাবও নানাভােব অনুভূত হে�ছ। বইেয়র �দাকান�েলা এখনও চালু থাকেলও �� 

জােগ, িবেশষ কের AI এর আকি�ক আ�াসেনর মুেখ, এ�েলা আর কতিদন িটেক থাকেব? 

�শানা যায়, অেনক AI �কা�পািন িবরল সব বইেয়র িবষয় ব� তােদর মেডেল ইনপুট �দওয়ার 

পর বই�েলা পুিড়েয় �ফলেছ। সব বই-ে�মীেদর জন� এিট একিট মম�াি�ক খবর। অন�িদেক, 

�কলকাতা কেপােরশেনর উেদ�ােগ কেলজ ি�েটর ফুটপাত �ঘঁেষ গেড় ওঠা পুরেনা বইেয়র 

�দাকান�েলার উে�ছেদর আশ�াও সবসময় তাড়া কের িফরেছ।

উনিবংশ শতা�ী �থেক ব�বছর ধের কেলজ ি�ট, এর বইপাড়া এবং সংল� এলাকা 

বাঙালীর িশ�া, িশ�, সং�িত ও জীবনযা�ােক �ভািবত কের এেসেছ। বাংলা ভাষার মেতাই, ৃ

কেলজ ি�ট ও তার আেশপােশর এলাকার বই �কাশক, পুরেনা বইেয়র �দাকান এবং 

িশ�া�িত�ান�েলা আমােদর সং�িতর অমূল� স�পদ। এই ঐিতহ�েক র�া করা এবং এর ৃ

ধারাবািহকতা বজায় রাখা আমােদরই দািয়�।
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�এবার  দুগা পূেজা 

িকছু �লখা িলখেত হেব, পূেজার আেগ তাই কলম িনেয় বসলাম । পূেজার 
কথা িলখেত বসেল �াম বাংলার কথা মেন পেড় ।

আসেল �ােম পূেজা �দখেত �দখেত আমােদর �বেড় ওঠা ।

িক� ইদািনং �াম বাংলার পূেজার আেগর �থেক অেনক পিরবত� ন এেসেছ ।

�ােমর সবার বািড় বািড় আেগ �য ভােব রং করা হত, রা�া ঘাট, নালা নদ�মা 
পির�ার হত এখন  �সইরকম আর হেত �দিখনা ।

সবার ঘের ঘের নূতন কাপড়জামা �কনা হেতা পূেজার সময়? এখন তা অেনক কেম �গেছ । জামা 
কাপড় �তা এখন সারা বছর �কনা হয় মল �থেক বা অনলাইন �থেক, তাই পুেজার সময় আলাদা 
কের �স ভােব �কনার ব�াপাের উৎসাহ থােকনা ।

�েড়র নাডু় হেতা, আেরা কত িকছু িমি� এবং �নানতা খাবার কের রাখা হত তাও অেনেক কেরন 
না । কারণ পিরবার �িল �ভেঙ �গেছ, আর জেয়�ট ফ�ািমিল না থাকায় এসব করার উৎসাহ কেম 
�গেছ । কারণ করেব �ক, আর কার জন� করেব?

�েড়র নাডু় এবং অন�ান� 
িমি� িকংবা �নানতা খাবার 
বাজার �থেক িকেন আনা 
হয়, আেগর পিরবার 
�িলেত �যমন  বািড়েত 
বানােনা হেতা �স ভােব হয় 
না ।

পিরবােরর �লাক-জন ছাড়া 
�ােমর পূেজা �দখেত শহর 

�থেক দূর-স�পেক� র আ�ীয় ব� অেনেক আসেতা, �সসব িমি� �নানতা তােদর খুব ভােলা ু
লাগেতা ।

এছাড়া �কাটাল, বাদ�কর, ফুলমািল, ডাকিম�ীেদর মুিড়, মুড়িক, িমি� �দওয়ার �থা িছল । পূেজার 
পর মািঝ পাড়া �থেক সাঁওতালরা, যারা আমােদর জিম চাষ করত, দল �বঁেধ নাচ গান কের �যেতা 

ই��িজত বে�দ�াপাধ�ায় 
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� ় ুএবং ওেদরেক পরিব অথাৎ নাড, 
মুিড়, মুড়িক িদেত হেতা । এছাড়া 
সাধ� মেতা টাকা পয়সাও িদেত 
হত খুশী হেয় ।

আেগকার পূেজার আন�দ এখন 
অেনক �ান হেয় �গেছ। আেরকটা 
িদক �যটা আমােক ক� �দয় তা 
�হাল �ামবাংলার চাষ-বাস িবেশষ 
কের ধােনর চাষ আমােদর এলাকা 
জুেড় যা ই বা হত, আিশর দশেকর 
পর তা অেনক কম হেয় �গেছ। �লােকর বািড়েত ধান এখন িকেন আনেত হয় । পুেজা পাব�েণর 
ধান চাল সব ই �কনা। �াম� বাঙািল বািড়র সামান� �য টুকু আয় িছল ধান চাল �থেক তা এখন �ায় 
�শষ । তার সােথ �শষ হেয় �গেছ গর� বলদ রাখা । �ােম খুব কম বািড়েত গবািদ প� �দখেত 

পাওয়া যায় । চাষ �নই তাই বলদ �নই, 
গর�র গািড় �নই । দুধ খাবার জেন� �য গাই 
রাখা হত, তাও �নই । তাই �গাবর �নই। 
স��া আরিত ও িটমিটম কের হয়। মােয়র 
থােন মার�িল �দওয়ার �গাবর �নই। 

ঁএিদেক আমরা একেশা ভাগ খািট ভ�, 
তেব ভি� এখন �লাকাচাের কম, �চাের 
�বিশ। পূেজােত �য িন�া এবং ভি�ভাব 
িছল তা আর 

আেগর মেতা �দখা যায় না । সবাই িনেজর �চাের ব�� ।

�গা এর ধুিল �থেক �য �গাধূিল �বলার কথা জানেত পাির তা এখন 
অ�িমত । কারণ �গা এর �দখা �াম বাংলােত আর পাওয়া যায় না ।

আসেল আমােদর পূেজা পাব�ণ সব িকছু �কৃিত ও �াণীর সােথ যু� । 
তাই জিম �থেকও যিদ চাষ না হয় এবং গর� ও বলদ না থােক তাহেল 
পুেজা পাব��ণর �সই মাহা�� অেনক কেম যােব তা বলার অেপ�া 
রােখ না ।
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এর সােথ �শষ হেয় যাে�ছ জল সরবরােহর জন� িন�ম�ত পুকুর �িল এবং  �ছাট নদী �িল। পুকুর 
ঁ�িলেত িঠক মত মাছ চাষ হয় না, তাই পির�ার করা হয় না। আেগকার িদেন পুকুেরর পাক উিঠেয় 

ঁ��ত মােঠ �দওয়া হত । জিম সার বলেত গর�র �গাবর এবং পুকুেরর পাক ব�বহার করা হত। 
এখন আর �সসব ব�বহার �নই । তাই কৃি�ম সার �েয়াজেন ব�বহার করা হয় । িক� তার জন� 
মািটর িক পিরমান �িত হয় তা বেল �বাঝােনা স�ব নয় । আসেল মািটর �ণ ন� হওয়ার সােথ 
সােথ মািটর নীেচ �য ভূগভ� � জল তারও �িত হে�ছ । পানীয় জল দূিষত হে�ছ । গর�, ছাগল এবং 
অন�ান� গৃহ পািলত জ� যা একটু আধটু রেয়েছ তােদর �িত হে�ছ। 

�ােমর বািড়েত পূেজার সময় আন�দ কের শালপাতােত খাবার �খেত খুব ভােলা লাগেতা।  
পূেজার নবমীর িদন সবাই একসােথ বেস শালপাতার থালােত মােয়র পুেজার �ভাগ খাওয়া এবং 
পূেজার �সাদ শালপাতার �দানােত িবতরণ করা হত। �স সব শালপাতার �দানা এবং শাল পাতার 
থালা �ানীয় হাট �থেক িকেন আনা হত 
এবং তা আসত বীরভূম এবং মানভূম 
�থেক। মানভূেমর িকছু অংশ বত� মােন 
ঝাড়খ�এ যু� হেয়েছ ।

শালপাতার �স গ� এখনও �চাখ ব� 
করেল পাওয়া যায় । পাতা�িল শেয়, 
শেয় আনা হত এবং তা আসেতা  
জ�ল-অধু�িষত এলাকা �থেক। �াম- 
বাংলােত চাষ-আবাদ, প�-পালন, 

�মৎস�-পালন ছাড়া িছল আসানেসাল ও রািনগ�-এ কয়লার �কািলয়াির, আসানেসাল ও দুগাপুের 
িবিভ� কলকারখানার কাজ ।

তাই বাংলার মানুষেক শহর বা 
�াম �ছেড় কখেনা বাইের �যেত 
হেতানা। পিরযায়ী �িমক বাংলার 
মানুষেক হেত হল তারও অেনক 
পের, যখন �কািলয়াির, কারখানা 
�িল ব� হেত �র� হেলা । 

মানুেষর আধুিনকীকরেণর �ারা 
আপাতদৃি�েত মেন হয় তারা 
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�সুখী। িক� �ােমর মানুষ খেড়র ঘের �েয় �য শাি�েত িছেলা, আধুিনকতার �পেশ তার আন�দ 
মািট হেয় �গেছ। এখন �ােম খেড়র বািড় �দখা যায় না। কারণ জিম চাষ হয় না। তাই খেড়র খুব 
একটা আমদািন �নই।

চাষ-আবাদ, �গা-পালন এইসব িছল �ােমর মানুেষর জীিবকা। অেনেক পড়া�না কের �ল ু
মা�ার হেতা । বািড়র চাষ-বাস এবং �ল- মা�ােরর  চাকির কের �বশ চেল �যত ।ু

যােদর অব�া একটু ভােলা তারা �দাকান-পাট িদত । কােরা মুিদর �দাকান, কােরা কাপেড়র আর 
কােরা িছল িমি�, �তেল ভাজা িকংবা বাসেনর �দাকান ।  টাকা পয়সা  �বিশ থাকেল এক আধ টা 
হাড� ওয়ােরর, গয়না বা �খলনার �দাকান ও িদত । �ােমর এক দুজন পড়ােশানা কের ডা�ার, 
ইি�িনয়ার বা উিকল মু�ার হেল �ােমর মানুষ খুব খুিশ হত । ভাবেতা �ােমর অেনক উপকার 
হেব ।

িক�  কােল কােল তারা  শহের বসিত �াপন কের চেল �যেত থাকল । 

তাও �ােম মানুষ খুিশ িছল, আর �ােম শাি� িছল । �ােম এক আধ জেনর �বঠকখানা বািড়েত 
মূর�িব�রা বেস গ� করত, কাগজ পড়েতা বা �রিডওেত খবর �নত । বষ�ােত �ােমর পুকুর জেল 
ভের থাকেতা । চািরিদক ধােনর ��েত সবুজ হেয় থাকেতা । সকােল সবার গর� একসােথ মােঠ 
�যেতা, মেন হত হা�া হা�া কের ��ল যাে�ছ ।ু

িবেকেল �গাধূিল �বলােত সবাই িনেজর িনেজর বািড়েত িফের আসেতা । �গাধূিলর আেলােত 
ধুেলা উিড়েয় �ফরার মুহূত�  িট এখনও আমরা �চাখ ব� করেল �দখেত পাই ।  িক� �সসব �গাচর 
ভুিমও কােলর �ভােব �ায় িনঃেশষ হেয় �গেছ ।

�ােম িছল অপার শাি� । �ােমর �মেয়রা আসন �বানা, কঁাথা �সলাই করত আর করেতা �সলাই- 
এর অন�ান� কাজ �যমন �বাতাম বসােনা, কাপড় িরপু ইত�ািদ। দুপুের রামায়ণ, মহাভারত পড়া 
হেতা।  বািড়র, পাড়ার মিহলারা �স সব বেস �নত । কমবয়সী �মেয়-বউমারা বাঘ-বঁাধা, 
বাগাদুিল, লুেডা বা ক�ারাম �বাড�  �খলত । 

তঁাত এর কাজ তঁািত বউরা করেতা । বাদ�করেদর বািড়েত �বেতর কাজ �যমন ঝুিড় �বানা, 
বঁােশর ঝুিড়, কুেলা �বানা হেতা । যারা তাল পাতার কাজ জানেতা তারা তালাই, হাত পাখা �তির 
করেতা । কুেমার পাড়ায় মািটর কাজ �যমন হঁািড়, কলিস, চােয়র ভঁাড় �তির করেতা ।

কামার পাড়ায় �লাহার যাবতীয় কাজ �যমন হাল, গর�র গািড়র চাকা বসােনা আেরা অেনক িকছু 
হেতা । �ােম �লােকেদর তাই অভাব অনটন িছেলানা। আয় কম হেলও সবার িদিব� চেল �যত । 
�ােমর �লােকরা সারা বছর বােরা মােস �তেরা পাব�ণ িনেয় �বশ কািটেয় িদত । ভাদু , টুসু , গেণশ 

�পূেজা,  িব�কম�া পূেজা, দুগা পূেজা, কালী পূেজা, জগ�া�ী পূেজা িনেয় �বশ ভােলা িছল ।
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িক� �সইসব পূেজা থাকেলও তার আন�দ এখন আর �স রকম �নই । �াম �ক �াম বেল �চনা যায় 
না। উ�িত বলেত ি�ট লাইট এবং কেলর জল সরবরাহ হেয়েছ । িক� �ােমর পুকুর �িল আর 
�সভােব কােজ লােগনা । আর িকছু িকছু পুকুর �শষ হেয় �গেছ । পূেজা পাব��ণর সময় এবং ঘট 
�াপেনর সময় বা �িতমা িবসজ� ন করেত �কান �কান পুকুর বা বঁাধ এখনও কােজ লােগ । 

�ােম  ধানচাষ,  মাছচাষ, �গা-পালন না থাকেল �ােমর মানুষ থাকেব িক িনেয়? তাই �তা �য 
গািভেক মা বেল পুেজা করা হয় তার আজ সমাদর �নই, �নই বািড়েত �ান ।

তাই �াম বাংলার �লাকেক আবার কৃিষ কাজ যেতাটুকু স�ব পুনরায় �র� করেত হেব। গািভ 
মােক িফিরেয় আনেত হেব। কারণ যেতাই আমরা িনেজেদর ভ� �মাণ করার �চ�া কির, গািভ 
মােয়র �িত�া ছাড়া তা স�ব নয় । শহের স�ব না হেলও �ােম �িত বািড়েত অ�ত একিট কের 
গািভ সবার রাখা উিচত। 

আসেল শহেরর মত পড়ােশানার সুেযাগ �ােম �লােকেদর পাওয়া দরকার, িক� �াম থাক �ােমর 
মত - সুজলা, সুফলা, শস�-শ�ামলা। �ােমর মানুষেদর সরলতা এবং এেক অপরেক ভােলাবাসা 
এবং সাহায� করার �বণতা �থেক শহেরর �লােকরা িশ�া িনক। �াম�িলর রা�া ঘাট আেরা 
ভােলা �হাক, �ল-কেল�জ পিরকাঠােমা উ�ত �হাক। �িত �ােম ব�াংক এবং �া�� �কে��র ু
দরকার এবং তােদর শহ�রর সােথ জুেড় িদেত হেব, রা�া ঘােটর �ারা, িক� তােদর অি�� �াম 
িহসােব রাখেত হেব, নইেল �িত হেয় যােব । অেনক বছর আেগ �কান এক মহান ব�ি� 
বেলিছেলন �য, হাত ভা�ার িচিকৎসা করেত হােতর ি�টেম�ট করেত হেব,  পােয়র িচিকৎসা নয়। 
�স রকম �ােমর উ�িতর জন� �ােমর উ�ত পিরকাঠােমার দরকার, িক�  �ামেক শহর কের নয় । 

� ুসব �শেষ �াথনা কির পূেজা আপনােদর সবার ভােলা কাটক, আনে�দ থাকুন সবাই এই কামনা 
করিছ ।  
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(“আমার �ে�র ��িসং �টিবল” আসেল �কােনা আসবােবর গ� নয়। এিট 

�শশেবর ��, একিট ঐিতহ�বাহী �যৗথ পিরবাের �বেড় ওঠা, এক সু�দরী 

মােয়র নীরব �ভাব, �শশব �থেক বেয় আনা অদৃশ� অপরাধেবাধ, এবং 

িনেজেক �যমন আিছ �তমনভােব �হণ করার মধ� িদেয় �য মুি� আেস — 

তারই এক �ৃিতকথা। সবিকছুর ঊেধ��, এিট একসময় �য ���েলার জন� 

আিম ব�াকুল িছলাম তার এক �কামল উদযাপন — এবং আর �স�েলার 

�েয়াজন �নই, এই উপলি�র অ�ত�ািশত আনে�দর গ�।)

�ছাট �থেকই আমার খুব শখ িছল একটা ��িসং �টিবেলর। িঠক �যরকম �সই সময় �ায় �েত�ক 

বাঙািল বািড়র �শাবার ঘেরর অিবে�ছদ� অ� িছল - নানা রকম �সাধন সাম�ীেত সাজােনা, 

সামেন বসার জন� একটা �ছা� �ুল আর অেনক সময় আয়নাটা সু�দর একটা �নেটর পদ� ায় ঢাকা। 

িঠক এমনই একটা ��িসং �টিবল িছল আমার �ে�।

মােঝ মােঝই খুব মন খারাপ হেতা এই �ভেব �য, সবার বািড়েত �যটা আেছ, �সটা আমােদর �নই 

�কন! �� করার দুঃসাহস তখন িছল না। তেব 

এটুকু বুঝতাম, আমােদর বািড়েত সাজেগাজ 

ব�াপারটা এেকবােরই �নব �নব চ - িনিষ�। 

�যৗথ পিরবার - বািড়র বড়েদর কথা না �শানা 

িছল িবশাল অপরাধ। সব সময় বলা হেতা, 

“েছাটরা �ছাটেদর মেতা থাকেব।” �যন 

�ছাটেদর আরও �ছাট কের রাখার এক অ�ত ু
�েচ�া। এত িনয়মকানুন, এত িবিধিনেষধ - 

এেকবাের �যন িডকেটটরিশপ। �বাধহয় তখন 

�থেকই আমার মেধ� জ� িনেয়িছল এক চরম 

অবাধ�, িব��াহী মন, �য �কানও সামািজক 

িনয়েমর িবর�ে� �� তুলেত �শখা মন।

আমার মা িছেলন অসাধারণ সু�দরী, আর িঠক 

ততটাই সু�দর িছল তঁার মন। মােক �কানও িদন 

 অিন�দ�া

আমার �ে�র ��িসং �টিবল

ভুংগা
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�চােখ কাজল িদেত �দিখিন, এমনিক িলপি�কও নয়। ওসেবর �কানও �েয়াজনই িছল না তঁার। 

�যন সৃি�কত� া িনেজই দু’েচােখ কাজল আর �ঠাঁেট হালকা �গালািপ আভা িদেয় তঁােক এই 

দুিনয়ােত পািঠেয়িছেলন। আজ মেন হয়, সৃি�কত� া �বাধহয় জানেতন, মা �কান পিরবাের এেস 
ঁ�পৗছেবন। যিদও মা িনেজর ইে�ছেতই, িনেজর পিরবােরর িবর�ে� িগেয়, তঁার জীবনস�ীর 

জীবেনর সােথ জুেড়িছেলন ।আমার অবশ� মেন হয়, ওটা ��েমর ফঁােদর এক �ল� উদাহরণ। 

�স গ� অন� �কানও িদন।

আমার �সই সু�দরী মােয়র কাজেলর �েয়াজন হয়িন িক� �সই মােয়র কন�ার দু’েচাখ এতটাই 

�ছাট �য, হাসেলই �যন হািরেয় যায়! এেহন অকাজলনয়নার কােছ কাজল ছাড়া জীবন �ায় 

�অথহীন। অথচ �ছাট �থেকই বড় িদিদেদর আর িপিসেদর কােছ �েন এেসিছ - কাজল িনিষ�! 

ভাবা যায়?

এই কাজলিব�বটা আমােদর পিরবাের �র� কেরিছল �ক? যতদূর মেন পেড়, কাকুর �মেয় - 

আমােদর িদিদভাই। কেলেজ যাওয়ার আেগ �ভারেবলা �বশ খািনকটা সময় িনেয় সু�দর কের 

সাজত। তখন �জঠু, বাবা, কাকুরা ঘুিমেয়। িদিদভাই যখন কেলজ �থেক িফরত, বািড়র পুর�েষরা 

তখন কম��েল। ব�স, এই ফঁােকই কাজল ঢুেক পড়ল পিরবােরর অ�দরমহেল। মেন হয়, লুিকেয় 

িলপি�কও লাগাত। যিদও িনি�ত নই। আজই ওেক �ফান কের �জেন �নব। িদিদভাই �কাথায় 

�যন ওর সব �সাধন সাম�ী লুিকেয় রাখত, যােত কারও �চােখ না পেড়।

চিপচিপ বিল, জানার কারণটা কী। যিদ িদিদভাইেয়র �সই সময় িলপি�ক না থােক, তার মােন ু ু

িলপি�ক িব�বটা িক� আমার! িঠক �যমন আমােদর পিরবাের হাতাকাটা �াউেজর আিবভ� াব।

মােয়র �সাধন বলেত িছল - তুিহনা, ডাি�ং পাউডার ও পাউডার পাফ, কা�া �স�ট, পের িনিভয়া 

ি�ম আর এক টাকার কেয়েনর মেতা বড় �স�দুেরর িটপ। এর জন� ��িসং �টিবেলর �কানও 

�েয়াজন িছল না। আলমািরর বড় আয়নাই যেথ� িছল। সারািদন �যৗথ পিরবােরর বড় বউেয়র 

দািয়� সামেল, িনেজর সামেন বেস িনেজেক �দখার ফুরসতই বা �কাথায় িছল!

তবু �িত স��ায়, একটা পাটভাঙা সুিতর শািড় পের, ওই সামান� �সাধেনই মা িনেজেক �িছেয় 

�িনেতন। তখন তঁােক �দেখ মেন হেতা, �যন �গ �থেক �কানও �দবী �নেম এেসেছন আমােদর 

লাল �মেঝ আর সাদা �দওয়ােলর �সই �শাবার ঘের।

এই মুহূেত� ও �যন �সই �দবীেক �দখেত পাি�ছ। �সই জাদুভরা �চাখ, �সই মায়াভরা হািস আর 

আ�য�, �যন কা�া �সে�টর গ�ও �ভেস আসেছ। আমরা চাকির করার পর মােক কত িবেদিশ 
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পারিফউমই না িদেয়িছ। িক� মা তঁার কা�ােক �কানও িদন ভুলেত পােরনিন।

মা আমােদর সবাইেক �ছেড় বড় তাড়াতািড় চেল �গেলন ।

িনেজেক সাজােত �কানও িদনই খুব �া�ছ�দ�েবাধ কিরিন। অনু�ােনর জন� সাজেত হেয়েছ িঠকই, 

িক� �মকআপ আিট� �রাই সব কের িদেয়েছন। পের আমার আবৃি�র অ�ালবােমর ফেটা�েটর 

সময় কােছর ব� �বজয়�ী িনেজই সাজােনার দািয়� িনেয়িছল। �িতবার একটা িবশাল ব�াগভ�ত� ু

�সাধন িনেয় হািজর হেতা। �যন এক ব�াগ জাদু - যার �ছঁায়ায় মানুষ সামিয়ক সু�দর হেয় ওেঠ। ওর 

�জারাজুিরেতই িকেনিছলাম ম�ােকর একটা ক�প�া� পাউডার। ওর মেত, ল�াকেম চলেব না! 

অগত�া িকনেতই হেলা। আেরক ব� িভরাজ য� কের ছিব তুেলিছল। আমরা িতনজেন িমেল ু

দার�ণ একটা িটম হেয় িগেয়িছলাম।

�কেপােরট জীবেন যখন পা রাখলাম, তখন বয়স বাইশ। হালকা একটা িলপি�ক ছাড়া আর িকছুই 

ব�বহার কেরিছ বেল মেন পেড় না। অিফেসর পািট� েত কখনও খুব হালকা কের আই �পি�ল 

লািগেয়িছ। িক� মেনর মেধ� একটা অ�ত অপরাধেবাধ সব সময় কাজ করত - যার জ� �সই ু
�শশব আর �কেশাের। মেন হেতা, সাজেগাজ কের িনেজেক সু�দর �দখােনার �চ�া �যন এক 

ধরেনর পাপ। এরকম িকছু চািপেয় �দওয়া িব�াস (না সাদা িমথ�া) �বাধহয় সারা জীবনই 

আমােদর সে� �থেক যায়।

মেন আেছ, �েলর অ�ােস�িলেত হােতর নখ পরী�া করা হেতা - �নলপিলশ আেছ িক না �দখার ু

জন�। অেনেক অবাক হেবন �জেন, আজ পয�� আিম �কানও িদন �নলপিলশ লাগাইিন। �সই 

ভীিত, �সই অপরাধেবাধ �য কখন আমােক পুেরাপুির �াস কের �ফেলিছল, িনেজই জািন না।

কলকাতা �ছেড়িছ িতন দশেকরও �বিশ আেগ। পিরবার ও কােজর সূে� এেসিছলাম তখনকার 

বে�েত। পৃিথবীর নানা �াে� ঘুেরিছ, িবেদেশও �থেকিছ কেয়ক বছর । �শেষ আবার িফের 

এেসিছ এই আমিচ মু�াই এ ।

ঁপয়ি�শ বছেরর িববািহত জীবেন �চৗ� বার বািড় বদেলিছ। এটা আমােদর পেনেরা ন�র বািড়। 

�তেব একটা পাথক� আেছ। এতিদন �বিশরভাগই িছল অিফেসর �দওয়া বািড়। এবার িনেজেদর। 

তাই আশা কির, এটাই হয়েতা �শষ িঠকানা। যিদও জীবন �কাথায় িনেয় যােব, তা �ক বলেত 

পাের!

মজার কথা হেলা, এই পেনেরাটা বািড়র একিটেতও আমার ��িসং �টিবল �নই। �কন? িনেজ খুব 

সহেজই িকনেত পারতাম। িক� �কানও িদন �কনা হয়িন। হয়েতা �েয়াজনই অনুভব কিরিন। 

আিম ভীষণ অলস মানুষ। সাজেগাজ, িবউিট পালা� র - এসব আমার জন� নয়।
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অথচ �য �ছাট �বােনর সে� বড় হেয়িছ, তার কলকাতার বািড়েত আেছ এেকবাের আমার �ে�র 

মেতা একটা ��িসং �টিবল। কত কী সাজােনা! সামেন �সই �ছা� �ুলও আেছ। কলকাতায় িগেয় 

যখন ওর বািড়েত থািক, তখন মেন হয়, ��িসং �টিবলটা �যন ঽ◌ঁ◌া কের আমার িদেক তািকেয় 

হাসেছ - “এই �য, ছুঁিড় �থেক বুিড় হিল, তবু আমােক ছাড়াই!”

আজকাল বাবােক মেন মেন খুব ধন�বাদ জানাই। ভািগ�স আমার ��িসং �টিবল �নই। তাই 

�িতিদন আয়নার সামেন বেস মুেখর নতুন নতুন ভঁাজ �েন মন খারাপ করেত হয় না। দশ �েরর 

ঁ�সাধেন  বয়স ঢাকার �চ�া করেত হয় না। িনখুত কের আইলাইনার টানেত হয় না। রং করা 
ঁচেলর ফঁাক িদেয় উিক মারা সাদা চল �দেখ উি�� হেত হয় না। কত িকছুই আমােক করেত হয় না! ু ু

এেকবাের ��স-ি�, �কয়ার-ি� আিম। এর আন�দই আলাদা। তেব একটা কথা �ীকার করেতই 

হেব।  আমার জীবনস�ী ব� বছেরর �ব� ��� বেলই হয়েতা �কানও িদন দু’তরেফর �কানও 

�ত�াশার �বাঝা িছল না। আমরা দুজেনই এ ব�াপাের এেকবাের িনভ� ার। আমােক �কানও িদন 

� � ��সেজ�েজ সু�দর হেত হয়িন। তথাকিথত আদশ �ী, আদশ �বৗমা বা আদশ মা হওয়ারও চাপ িছল 

না। আিম �যমন, আিম িঠক �তমনই ।

এখােনই �ব� ���েক জীবনস�ী কের �নওয়ার সবেচেয় বড় অ�াডভাে�টজ (“সুিবধা” শ�টা 

�বাধহয় এর গভীরতা �বাঝােত পাের না)।

তাই হয়েতা, আমার �ে�র �সই ��িসং �টিবল কেব �য আরও অেনক �ে�র সে� িনঃশে� 

িবদায় িনেয়েছ, তা আিম িনেজও �টর পাইিন।  

আজ এক ব�র �শাবার ঘের তার ��িসং �টিবলটা �দেখ িনেজর মেনই �হেস �ফললাম। মেন ু

�পড়ল আমার �সই �কেশােরর ও �যৗবেনর অপূণ ��। একই সে� মেন মেন ধন�বাদ জানালাম 

বাবা আর আমার জীবনস�ীেক।

আমার �ািড �টিবেলর উে�টা �দওয়ােল এখন মা আর বাবা কােলা ��েম বঁাধােনা ছিবেত। এই 

মুহূেত�  মেন হে�ছ, বাবা মুচিক �হেস আমার িদেক তািকেয় আেছন। মােয়র মুেখ  �শাি�র হািস।

যাক, অবেশেষ বাবা আর �মেয় অ�ত একটা িস�াে� একমত হেত �পেরেছ।

�সই হািরেয় যাওয়া ���েলার অনাের (স�ােন) িচয়াস � হেয় যাক - িক বল বাবা ?
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কাল রাত বােরাটায় ��য়সীর কা�া,

কঁাদুিনর অনুরােগ িঘনিঘেন বায়না।

�াণ হল আইঢাই �ঠলা িকেস সামলাই,

এড়াই িক কের হায় ��য়সীর কা�া।।

গতবার পূেজার জেজ� ট কাপেড়

�বেরােনা িক যায় হঁ�ােগা কলকাতা শহের

ওই �যন িক �য নাম, সকােলেত বললাম

িঠক িঠক নাম তার “প�ার িক িসতাের”

একখানা এেলা তার এই মাস কাবাের।।

কথা �কন বলেছা না বল হঁ�ােগা ঘুমােল

বেলিছেল িনেয় যােব িফরেপার �হােটেল,

কথার �তা �নই দাম সােধ �দই বদনাম

পুর�েষরা িচরকাল আমােদর �ালােল

জািন নােকা িকবা আেছ �মার �পাড়া কপােল।।

��য়সীর বায়না 
িশিশর কুমার �পা�ার
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এত বিল ��য়সী �য মহা �রােষ র�িষয়া

আরও কােছ সের এেলা বুকখানা �ঘঁিষয়া

দুই হােত ঝাপিটেয় বেল �শেষ ঝঁাজ িদেয়

�ছেলেখলা িবেয় নয় সব িকছু জািনয়া

ঁএেনেছা �তা সাথী কের গাটছড়া বঁািধয়া।।

মেন মেন ভািব আিম মািছমারা �করািন

�শেষ �মার কপােলেত জুটেলা এ ঘরিন

�ভেবিছনু হেল িবেয় মন-মত পাব ি�েয়

বধূর�প ধের �শেষ এেলা রায়বািঘনী

নাকািন চবািন খাই মািছমারা �করািন।।ু

�মার মত হতভাগা �কউ যিদ থােকাের

িদনরাত ��য়সীর বায়নার হাপের

দিড় �টেন যায় �াণ, ঝালাপালা হয় কান

এেসা ভাই গলাগিল ধের �মারা কঁািদের

�মার মত হতভাগা �কউ যিদ থােকাের।।
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অি��   
ডঃ গীতা ব�ানাজ� ী

�কউ বেল তুিম আছ

 �কউ বেল �নই।

আিম বিল তাহেল

 আিম এেলম �কাথা �থেক?

�তামার অি�ে�ই

 আমার িনি�ত িনভ� রতা

নাহেল সম� অ�কারেক

 জয় করব �কমন কের?

কত নদী, কত পব�ত, কত ভূিমখ�

 পার হেত হেত মেন হয়

সত� �সই অনে�র সু�প� �া�র

 নইেল এমন �শাভায় সাজাল �ক?

সম� অ�কার �থেক আেলােত

          সম� মৃতু� �থেক অমৃেত

 নইেল িনেয় যােব �ক?

তাই তক�  নয়, ি�ধা নয়

 সংশয় নয়

�ধু �াণ হেত �ােণ �ািলেয়

 িনেয় যাওয়া

িব�ােসর অমৃত ম��র দীপিশখা।  
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এটা �তামার একা�ই িনজ� ভাবনা ি�য়,

আ�ন আর আেলার মেধ� 

সূ� �ভদ আেছ বেট

িক� এেক অপেরর পিরপূরক,

আ�ন িনেয় �খেলিছ িব�র,

�দেখিছ অেনক ঘাত-�িতঘাত দুঃখ-ক�,

সব�ংসহা পিরবার পিরজন,

ওটাই আমার �পশা িছল

�পেট অ� �জাগােনার।

সৃি�র আেরক নাম ধ�ংস,

জি�েল মিরেত হইেব 

�ক �কাথা অমর রেব?

�স মানুষ �হাক িকংবা বনরািজ।

িব��কৃিতর এ অেমাঘ িনদান।

অিরন �দবনাথ

�� 

িনেজর জীবনেক িনেজেকই 
ভালবাসেত হেব।
কােরা কথা মেন �রেখ 
িনেজেকই ক� �দওয়া নয়।
এটা একটা ঘৃণ� অপরাধ।
খঁু্েজ নাও একটা ব�,ু
�য �তামার মেনর মত।
নাই বা হল িচর�েণর স�ী 
তবুও �তা তার গহীন �দেয় 
�ৎ�প�দেনর সােথ উ�চািরত 
হেব �তামার নাম।
সব সময়, শে�ই কথা হেব,
এমনিট কখেনাই নয়,
�চােখ কথা হয়, �দখা হেল কথা হয়,
মেন মেন কথা হয়, 
আজ অেদখা তুিম।
একাকী একাে� �নব �তামার কথা
ভালবাসা, িবরহ, অিভমান সব িকছুের।
আিম �তামার িবরেহ িবরিহত হেয় 
সদা সব��দা আগেল ধরেত চাই,  
�তামার �� �ঠাঁট িস� কের 
���েলা ভাগ কের িনেত চাই।  
আিম আমার ভােলাবাসার মু�তায়
জানােত চাই �য আিম কতখািন 
�তামার তুিম �ক ভালবািস।
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��ম �কৃিত  

অিরন �দবনাথ

এই কথা�েলা আমার জন�ই 
বুঝেত এতটুকুও অসুিবধা হে�ছ না। 
তবুও যিদ �কান িদনও �তামার 
এতটুকুও সময় হয় তখন বেল িদও,
�তামার মুেখ ভীষণ তৃি� পাব। 
আন�দ কতখািন হেব তা �কাশ নাই বা করলাম।
�তামােক �থম িদন �যিদন �দেখিছলাম 
�সই িদনই আমার �দেয় রেয়ছ।
�কাশ করার মত সাহস িছল না, 

�সামািজক অথৈনিতক অব�া 
�তামােদর ধাের কােছও িছল না, 
তাই িনেজেক �িটেয় রাখতাম। 
�য িদন �থম তুিম আমার সােথ সামনাসামিন কথা বলেল 
�সই িদন আমার �তামােক পাওয়া হেয় �গেছ আ�িরক ভােব, 
নাই বা �পলাম শরীরটােক তবুও �যন সব �পেয়িছর আন�দ।
জািন তুিম আমার কােছই রেয়ছ। 
তাই �রাজই ঐ রা�া িদেয় যাই, 
�যন �তামার মুখটাই �দখেত পাই।
স��ার আকাশ �দখার অভ�াস 
আমার �সই �ছােটা �বলার, 
এখেনা �দিখ, তখন তুিম আমার সােথ থােকা 
িনরেব িনভৃেত একা�ই আমার একা�ায় 
তা বুঝেত অসুিবধা হয়না ।
�সই সময় বুিঝিন ঈ�েরর আমার �িত তার এতটাই কৃপা।
তবুও �তামােক �পেয়িছ এটাই আমার সব পাওয়া।
তুিম ভােলা �থেকা সবসময়। 
�তামার ডােকর অেপ�ায় থািক। 
এই বাহানায় যিদ �তামার মুখখািন 
একবার �দখেত পাির।
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তপন মুখাজ� ী

এবার আমার কিবতা �লখা হেলা না

যতই ভািব না �কন

ছ�দ মাথায় এেলা না

এবার আমার কিবতা �লখা হেলা না।

তাহেল িক, মন আমার ভােলাবাসা ভুেল �গেলা

�ভেব �তা পাই না আিম এ �কমন হেলা 

গােলেত িদেয় হাত

ভািব মেন মেন

দুিনয়ােত ভােলাবাসা িগেয়েছ িক কেম?

চাির িদেক িহংসা আর �ভদােভদ 

তাই িক আমার মন

ভুেলেছ আেবগ?

অপেরর কে� আর

মন কঁােদ না

তােদর দুখু �ত

�চােখ জল আেস না

তাহেল িক �কামলতা

িনেয়েছ িবদায়?

অেন�র দুঃেখেত কির না �তা হায় 

সব সময় �তা আমরা �ধু ভাবিছ

িনেজর জন�

সারািদেন িক মেন 

আমার �ান �পেয়েছ অন�?

ভাবিছ বেস গািড় বািড় 

কত িকছু �তা �পলাম

হায় ভগবান, এসব �পেত 

আমার মানুষটােক হারালাম?
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শরেতর অেলৗিকক �জ�াৎ�া �দেখ তুিম িক এেসেছা, পারিমতা?

আিম �ে� �তামায় �দিখ, �দিখ িব�রেণ, �দিখ �গাপন স�ার 
মােঝ একািক িনজ� েন।

�কােনা এক �া� স��ায় হঠাৎ �বেজ ওঠা দমকেলর ঘ�া নাড়া 
িদেয় �গেলা ভুেল যাওয়া �চতনােক।

বেয় যায় সময়, �ধু বেয় যায়। মানবী হেল না তুিম আজও �ােণর �ছঁায়ায়।

জীবন যুে� পরািজত �সিনক তবুও �� �দেখ, তবুও আশা রােখ, 
অেপ�ায় থােক তার পারিমতা।

তুিম এেসা আ�ন রঙা শািড়েত, তুিম এেসা �ধু নীল অ�ন আঁিখেত। 
িশউিল ঝরােনা পেথ এেসা তুিম, কামনা রাঙােনা পেথ তুিম—�ধু আমার, 
আমারই পারিমতা।

পারিমতা
 িশখা �দব �চৗধুরী
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��তামার িপছুটান ভােলাবাসেত �দয় না স�পূণভােব।

�তামার িপছুটান �টেন রােখ সংসােরর জিটল আবেত� ।

�তামার িপছুটান য�ণায় ভিরেয় রােখ মনটােক।

�তামার িপছুটান বঁািচেয় রােখ িকছু শেত� ।

ি�য় বা�বী বেল যিদ মেন কেরা, তেব �কন এত অিভমান?

�কােনা দািব �নই িক? �নই �কােনা অিধকার?

�তামার িপছুটান িচর�ন অেমাঘ পিরণিত—এটাই সিত�।

জীবন �তা একটাই ব�। �টেন নাও যত পােরা আনে�দর রসঘন মুহূত� , উপেভাগ কেরা। ু

সমৃ� কেরা িনেজেক কােরা ভােলাবাসার অমূল� স�পেদ।

আমার �নই �কােনা িপছুটান, তাই পাির িনেজেক উজাড় কের িদেত। 

ভুেল �যেতও পাির কখেনা যিদ কের থািক অিভমান।

িপছটানু

 িশখা �দব �চৗধুরী
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র�হী, তুিম বঁাচেত পারেত 
�সই 'িটয়া'িটর জন�
�য �তামার ঘেরর পূবিদেকর জানালায় 
এেস বসত যখন তখন ।
তুিম �চাখ সিরেয় িনেত জীবন িব�ােনর 
�খালা পাতা�িলর �থেক,
�িণেকর জন� �ভেস �যেত �কান দূরেদেশ 
সে� িনেয় লাল-সবুজ জীবনিটেক ।

র�হী, তুিম বঁাচেত পারেত
ভরা �াবেণর �সই িদনিটর জন� 
যখন ছােদ িগেয় িচেলেকাঠার ঘের
কািটেয় িদেত �গাটা একটা দুপুর;
িলখেত কিবতা, �দখেত বৃি�, 
হয়ত �সিদন তুিম ভাবেত �পেরিছেল
জীবন মােনই সৃি�।

মহীর�হ

�দবলীনা গা�লীু

র�হী, �তামার �াপ� িছল
ব� বসে�র িবেকল,
শত শারদীয়ার আেলা,

�মােয়র ��হ�পশ আর
বাবার সােথ অেনক রিববাসরীয়।
�হাক না পরী�া বািতল;
লড়েত পারেত আেরা দুদ� ।
র�হী, তুিম বঁাচেত পারেত
সং�ােম, �িতবােদ আর িমিছেল;
বুঝেল না তুিম জীবন �য নীলমিণ 
সাদা �কাট আর ��েথাে�াপ নাই বা �পেল।

র�হী, তুিম হেত পারেত মহীর�হ
যিদ এ সহজ সত� করেত পারেত রচনা
'সেতেরা'েত সমাি� নয়, 'সেতেরা'েত হয় সূচনা।
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�বড়ােত আমার খুব ভােলা লােগ। আর �কৃিতর �কােনা �শাভা বা িবেশষ� 

মনেক ছুঁেয় �গেল �সটা মেন দাগ �কেট যায়। আজেকর এই িমিশগান 

(Michigan) �মণ কািহনী তারই এক �ু� �েচ�া ।

আমার �ছেল অেনকিদন ধের আেমিরকায় থােক। ও মােঝ মােঝই আমােক 

ইউএসএ িনেয় যায়। আর তখন �বশ ল�া কেরই আমার থাকা হয়। তারই 

মেধ� কেয়কিদেনর জেন� �কােনা �বড়ােনার পিরক�না করা হয়। দুহাজার 

সেতেরায় (2017) যখন �গলাম, �স বছরই এই ি�পিট হেয়িছল।

আমরা Columbus �থেক 

�াইভ কের �গলাম আপার 

িমিশগােন, মািকেনা িসিট 

(Mack inaw  C i t y ) । 

শহের �ঢাকার িঠক আেগ 

পড়ল িবরাট ল�া মািকেনা 

ি�জ - এিট িব�িবখ�াত 

সাসেপনশন ি�জ, �ায়  

আট িকেলািমটার ল�া। 

দুিদেকর দৃশ� অিত 

ঁচমৎকার! ি�জ পার কের আমরা এেস �পৗছলাম শহের। �সখােন গািড় �রেখ আমরা ি�মাের 

কের �গলাম Mackinac Island �দখেত। 

িমিশগােনর িহউরন �লেকর মােঝ �ছা� একিট �ীপ - ম�ািকন�াক। এখােন �কােনা গািড় চেল না। 

যাতায়ােতর জন� আেছ �ধু �ঘাড়ার গািড়, সাইেকল আর পােয় হঁাটা। িভে�ািরয়ান �াইেলর 

সু�দর বািড়, �ফাট�  ম�ািকেনা আর Fudge ফ�া�ির�েলার জন� জায়গাটা খুব িবখ�াত। �ীে� 

চারিদেক সবুজ, আর �লেকর নীল জল মন ছুঁেয় যায়। শা�, �কালাহলহীন এই �ীেপ �গেল মেন 

মিনকা গে�াপাধ�ায়
িকছ �ৃিতু

Mackinaw Bridge

112



হয় সময়টা �যন একেশা বছর িপিছেয় �গেছ। এটা একদম অন�রকম একিট অিভ�তা। সারািদন 

�সখােন কািটেয়, িবেকেলর ি�মাের আবার িফের এলাম মািকেনা িসিটেত। 

পরিদন চললাম আমরা Sault Ste. Marie.  এর উ�চারণ হেলা "সু �স�ট মাির"। এিট �ায় 60 

মাইল দূের। আপার িমিশগােনর এই শহরিট �লক সুিপিরয়র আর �লক িহউরেনর মােঝ। 

এখানকার সবেচেয় বড় আকষ�ণ হেলা Soo Locks - �যখােন জাহাজ এক �লক �থেক অন� 

�লেক যায়। ওপােরই Canada, মােঝ ই�টারন�াশনাল ি�জ। শা� �লেকর ধার, সু�দর সূয�া� �দখার 

জন� জায়গাটা দার�ণ! �কৃিত আর ইি�িনয়ািরং দুেটাই একসােথ �দখেত চাইেল “সু �স�ট মাির" 

িমস করা যায় না।

ঁইউএস এর পাচটা ��ট �ল� এর নাম �তা সবার জানা। তারা িক� সবাই িবিভ� উ�চতার। আর 

তারা সব �য িক িবরাট, �চােখ না �দখেল �কােনা আ�দাজ করা যায় না। �েত�েক এক একিট 

িবশাল সমু�! জীবেন �থম যখন �লক িমিশগান �দখলাম Chicago �ত, তখন আমার ভূেগােল 

পড়া �লেকর ধারণার সে� �কাথাও �কােনা িমলই �পলাম না। মেন হল �যন িবরাট এক নীল সমু� 

সামেন। "সু �স�ট মাির"র দুিদেক আমরা �পলাম �লক সুিপিরয়র (Superior) আর �লক িহউরন 

(Huron)।

�ছাট জাহাজ, যারা �লেক যায়, তারা একটার �থেক অন� �লেক আসেব িক কের, কারণ দুেটা 

�লেকর উ�চতায় অেনক তফাৎ। �সই ব�ব�াই �দখলাম এখােন।  Soo Locks এর লক �গট 

িকভােব কাজ কের:

দুেটা �লেকর জেলর উ�চতা আলাদা। তাই জাহাজেক এক �লক �থেক অন� �লেক িনেয় �যেত 

মােঝ একটা "বাথটােবর" মেতা �চ�ার থােক। এেক বেল লক। জাহাজ লেক �ঢাকার পর দুই 

িদেকর বড় বড় �গট ব� কের �দওয়া হয়। যিদ জাহাজেক উপের তুলেত হয়, তাহেল �চ�াের জল 

ভরা হয়। আর িনেচ নামােত হেল �চ�ার �থেক জল �বর কের �দওয়া হয়।

�ভতেরর জেলর �লেভল আর বাইেরর �লেকর জেলর �লেভল সমান হেয় �গেল �গট খুেল যায়। 

তখন জাহাজ সহেজই �ভেস অন� �লেক চেল যায়। �মাট কথা - লক হেলা একটা িলফেটর মেতা। 

জল িদেয়ই জাহাজেক উপের-িনেচ করা হয়।  বড় বড় জাহাজ এখান িদেয় যায় না। অেনক �ছাট 

�ছাট জাহাজ এইভােব যায়।
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একিট সু�দর �ণালী বুঝেত পারলাম। আমােদর অত সময় িছল না পুেরাটা দঁািড়েয় �দখার। লক 

িসে�মটা �েনই �বাঝা যাে�ছ কত বড় Engineering  marvel । 

পরিদন �ায় 100 মাইল 

�াইভ কের আমরা 

ঁ�পৗছালাম P ic tured 

rocks �দখেত। �সখােন 

ঁ�পৗেছ ি�মার িনেত হয় 

কারণ এ�িল সমু��র 

মেধ�।  সমু��র মেধ� 

�থেক �বশ িকছু পাহাড় 

উেঠেছ - মাঝাির 

সাইেজর। জল, হাওয়া 

আর �সিডেম�টস িমেল 

�বশ সু�দর,  নানান 

রেঙর হেয় �গেছ এই 

পাথর�িল। 

পাথর�িলর মাঝখােন সূয�াে�র রি� পেড় অপূব� রেঙর �খলা �দখা যায় - �কৃিতর অলংকরণ। 

আমােদর ি�মারিট একদম পাশ িদেয়ই যাি�ছল তাই আমরা খুব ভােলা কের �দখেত �পলাম। 

এবার বািড় �ফরার পালা । পরিদন �ায় 200 মাইল এর উপর �াইভ কের, �ফরার পেথ, আমরা 

ঁ ঁ�াভাস � িসিটেত (Traverse City) �থেম sand dunes অথবা বািলয়ািড় �দখলাম । উচ উচ বািলর ু ু

পাহাড়  - ওপের চেড় সবাই খুব খুিশ। 

�বশ সু�দর একিট অিভ�তা ও তার �ৃিত িনেয় আমরা সকেল খুিশ মেন বািড়র িদেক রওনা 

হলাম। 

 Pictured rocks – Upper Michigan 
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 এবােরর �মণ-তািলকায় আেমদাবাদ-একতানগর। একতার 

�িনদশন �র�প ‘‘Statue of Unity’’ �দখার �য়ােস যা�া বে�দভারত ��েন, 

সহযা�ী �ামী আর গাইড আমার কন�া। মু�াই-েস��াল �থেক ��ন ছাড়েলা 

সকাল ছটায় আেমদাবােদর উে�েশ�, সবরকম সুিবধা িবিশ� পির�ার-

পির�ছ� ��ন,অেনকটা ‘‘েফল কিড় মাখ �তল’’। �বলা সােড় ১১টা নাগাদ 
ঁআেমদাবােদ �পৗেছ �গলাম। �সখান �থেক গািড় কের ‘‘দাসাডা’’ আড়াই 

ঁঘ�টার মেধ� �পৗেছালাম। সু�দর �ছাট-েছাট কেটজ (ভুংগা) বাগান-পুকুর িদেয় সাজােনা একটা 

িবশাল এলাকা (িরসট� )।

�দশনীয় বলেত: 1. Asian Wild Ass in little 

Rann of Kutch desert আর 2. Local 

handicrafts. দুই রাি� �সখােন কািটেয় আমরা 

Deluxe বােস কের আেমদাবােদর পেথ রওনা 

িদলাম, পেথ িস�পুের সাির সাির কােঠর 

কার�কায�� খিচত �বাহিরেদর িভলা�েলা 

�দশনীয়। আর পেথ মেদরা সান �ট�পল, “রাণী 

িক বাও” Step-Well, সূেতা ও জির আঙুেলর 

যাদুকািঠ িদেয় অপূব� ন�া করা পাটান-পােটালা 

�শািড় ও শািড় িমউিজয়াম দশনীয়। পাটান 

একসময় �জরােটর রাজধানী িছল। আর 

সারাভাইেদর Calico Textile Museum, যা না 

��দখেল �জরাট �দখাই অস�পূণ। এবার আিস  

�জরােটর রাজধানী গা�ীনগের �যখােন 

সবরমিত নদীর তীের সবরমিত আ�ম, যার শা�  পিরেবশ  মন ও নজর কােড়।

� � আর িবেশষ দশনীয় "অ�রধাম"-এর �দশনী "ওয়াটার �শা", িবেশষতঃ নিচেকতা ও 

�যমরােজর কেথাপকথন িশ�ণীয়। আর দশনীয় িছল দাদা ভগবানজীর মি�দর ও ধম�, �যন 

এলা ঠাকুর

সবার উপর মানুষ সত�, তাহার উপর নাই 

ভুংগা
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"সকেলর তের সকেল আমরা �েত�েক 

আমরা পেরর তের"। পেরর িদেন বােস �মণ 

- সূয��মি�দর ও হািতিসং �জন মি�দর - অপূব� 

কার�কায�� যা পুরীর সূয��মি�দর ও খাজুরােহার 

মি�দেরর কথা মেন করায়। 

“রাণী িক বাও” ��পওেয়ল �ায় িতনতলা 

নীেচ �নেম তােত �চৗবা�চায় জেলর স�ান 

পাওয়া �গল, উপের এেস �দখলাম িঠক 

�চৗবা�চার িতনতলার উপের সু�দর কের 

জািল �দওয়া ঢাকনা যােত বষ�ায় বৃি�র জেল 

ভের িক� জল �নাংরা  হয় না। সারািদন 

�রােদ ঘুের �দখেত �দখেত �া� হেয় দুইিদন 

িব�াম িনেত বাধ� হলাম।  অতএব অেনক 

�িকছু দশনীয় জায়গা যাওয়া হেলা না। এবার 

আেমদাবাদ �থেক একতানগেরর পেথ 

�"েহিরেটজ ��েন"  �হিরেটজ ��ম ইি�ন দশনীয়। 

 আেমদাবােদ আমরা আই.িট.িস.-র �হােটেল িছলাম তাই একতানগের ��শেনর কােছই 

আই.িট. িস.-র  �হােটেলই উঠলাম ব�ব�া অনুযায়ী। চমৎকার পির�ার-পির�ছ� পিরকি�ত 

শহর বা "মেডল টাউন" একতানগর। সব�� সুবে�দাব�। আজকালকার ভাষায় "Guest Friendly ".

 “��াচ অফ্ ইউিনিট” পৃিথবীর সেব�া�চ ��াচ যা �হােটেলর ঘর �থেকও নজের পড়িছল। ু ু

� ��িতিদন কাতাের কাতাের দশনাথীর সমাগম। কােছই "ভারত-ভবন" বাস টা�ম�নাস - �সখান 

��থেকই সব দশনীয় জায়গার বাস পাওয়া যায়। �থমিদন “��াচ অফ্ ইউিনিট”-র কাছাকািছ ু

িব�-বন, আেরাগ� বন, ক�াকটাস গােড� ন, একতা নাসা� ির - �কানটা �ছেড় �কনটা �দিখ! সব ঘুের 

ঘুের �দখলাম আর দুপুের উপােদয় �াইবাল থািল উপেভাগ করলাম। 

 পেররিদন আবার ভারত ভবন �থেক বাস ধের জ�ল সাফাির, ভ�ািল অফ �াওয়াস,�  

িচিড়য়াখানা, িকছুটা �হঁেট আর িকছুটা ব�াটাির-অপােরেটড কাের, সব��ই অিতিথেদর সুেযাগ-

সুিবধার িদেক নজর আেছ।

িব�-বন
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� এবার Statue of Unity  দশেনর দীঘ�  লাইেন দঁািড়েয় পড়লাম। িলফট আর এে�েলটর-

এর সুিবধা থাকায় উপর-নীচ করেত িবেশষ অসুিবধা হয়িন। এ �যন এক মহায�, কাতাের 

কাতাের �লাক সমাগম িক� সবাই পিরতৃ�, �য যার মতন িমউিজয়াম �দখেছ, পড়েছ। �থেমই 

িলফেট কের ��াচর �ভতের �ায় বুক পয��� চেল �গলাম �যখান �থেক চািরিদেকর কঁােচর ু

জানলা িদেয় পুেরা একতানগর পির�ার দৃশ�মান। নীেচ এেস ��াচর চািরপাশ ঘুের িকছুটা হেলও ু

��বাঝা �গল িক অপূব� ভা�েয�র িনদশন। তেব �দখা বা জানার অেনক িকছুই �যন বািক �থেক 

�গল। স��া হেয় এেলা - এবার লাইট&সাউ� �দখার পালা। সদ� ার প�ােটল স�ে� �বশীটাই 

অজানা তাই আ�েহর সােথ �দখলাম আর জানলাম তঁার অবদান ভারেত যার জন� তঁােক 

"সদ� ার"পদিবেত ভূিষত করা হয়।

� একতানগেরর তৃতীয় িদেনর দশন তািলকায় কুেবর মি�দর ও দ�াে�য় মি�দর আর নম�দা 

নদীর বঁাধ �দখা, �য নদী এই িবশাল মূ���েক বুেক কের িঘের �রেখেছ। িতন িদন ও রাি�  

�একতানগের কািটেয় �শেষর িদন স��ায় নম�দা-েদবীর মি�দর দশণ ও “নাইটলাইিটং” আর নম�দা 

-স��াআরিত এক িবেশষ �াি�।

 এবার িবদায় �নবার পালা, পেথ ল�ীিভলাস প�ােলস ও িমউিজয়াম �দেখ বেরাদা 

�রলওেয় ��শেনর িদেক এেগালাম, িবদায় �জরাট। এক জািত, এক �াণ, একতা - জা�ক 

ভারেতর জনতা!

“��াচু অফ্ ইউিনিট”
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মু�ই শহেরর অিবরাম ব��তা, যানজট, �কালাহল আর আকাশেছঁায়া 

অ�ািলকার িভেড় জীবন �যন �িতিনয়ত ছুেট চলার এক অ�হীন 

�িতেযািগতা। সকাল �র� হয় গািড়র হন�, �লাকাল ��েনর িভড় আর 

সমেয়র সে� �দৗেড়। চারপােশ �ধু কংি�েটর জ�ল, যাি�ক জীবন আর 

�ব�� মানুেষর ��াত। এমন এক জীবেন �কৃিতর িনম�ল �পশ �যন �মশ 

ঁহািরেয় �যেত বেসেছ। তাই যখনই সুেযাগ আেস, মন খুেজ �ফের এমন এক 

জায়গা, �যখােন কুয়াশা �ভজা �ভার, পািখর িকিচরিমিচর, সবুেজর সমােরাহ আর মানুেষর সরল 
ঁহািস এখনও �বঁেচ আেছ। �সই টােনই একিদন �পৗেছ �গলাম বাংলার লাল মািটর 

�দশ—বঁাকুড়ায়। মু�ই �থেক দূেরর এই �জলা �ধু তার লাল মািটর পথ আর শালবেনর জন� নয়, 

ঁবরং িব�ুপুেরর �টরােকাটা মি�দর, পাচমুড়ার মৃৎিশে�র জন�ও পিরিচত।

লাল মািটর এই �জলা �যন বাংলার বুেকর ওপর আঁকা এক জীব� িচ�পট। �কৃিত, ইিতহাস, 

সং�িত আর মানুেষর সরলতা—সব িমিলেয় �যন এক অন� পৃিথবী। শহর �ছেড় যখন গািড় ধীের ৃ
ঁ ঁধীের বঁাকুড়ার িদেক এেগাি�ছল, রা�ার দু'পােশর দৃশ�ও �যন বদেল যাি�ছল। উচ উচ অ�ািলকার ু ু

�জায়গা িনল িব�ীণ মাঠ, তালগাছ, �খজুরগাছ, পুকুর আর কঁাচা রা�া। মেন হি�ছল, আিম �যন 

সমেয়র ��াত �বেয় অেনক বছর আেগর বাংলায় িফের যাি�ছ।

বঁাকুড়ার নাম �নেলই �থম 

�য ছিবিট �চােখর সামেন 

�ভেস ওেঠ, তা হেলা 

িব�িবখ�াত  ম�রাজােদর 

ঐিতহ� বহন করা রাসম�, 

�জাড়বাংলা মি�দর, শ�ামরায় 

মি�দর আর মদনেমাহন 

মি�দেরর �পাড়ামািটর 

কার�কাজ - আজও বাংলার 

িশ�র�িচর এক অনন� 

�াম বাংলা: লাল মািটর �দেশর �সৗ�দয�
�মৗসুমী মুখাজ� ী
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পিরচয় বহন কের। ব�িদন 

ধেরই এই মি�দর�িল �দখার 

ইে�ছ িছল। অবেশেষ �সই 

�� পূরণ হেলা। লাল 

�পাড়ামািটর �তির 

মি�দর�েলার সামেন দঁািড়েয় 

আিম �যন বাকর�� হেয় 

�গলাম। শত শত বছর 

ঁআেগর িশ�ীরা কত িনখুত 

হােত মািটর গােয় এঁেক 

�গেছন পুরাণ, সমাজজীবন, 

যু�, নৃত�, স�ীত আর মানুেষর গ�। �িতিট ইট �যন ইিতহােসর এক একিট পৃ�া। সূেয�র আেলা 

পড়েতই মি�দেরর গােয় লালেচ আভা আরও উ�ল হেয় উঠল। মেন হি�ছল, অ�গামী সূেয�র রঙ 

�যন িচরিদেনর জন� মািটর সে� িমেশ �গেছ। বঁাকুড়ার �টরােকাটা মি�দর�েলা �ধু ইট-পাথেরর 

�াপনা নয়, বরং বাংলার ইিতহাস, িশ� আর সং�িতর জীব� সা�ী। �পাড়ামািটর �িতিট সূ� ৃ

কার�কাজ �যন শতা�ী �পিরেয়ও অতীেতর গ� আজও িনঃশে� বেল চেল।

স��া �নেম এেল �ােমর আকােশ এক অ�ত শাি� �নেম আেস। শহেরর মেতা হেন�র আওয়াজ ু
�নই, �নই তাড়া�েড়া। দূের �কাথাও শ� বাজেছ, �কাথাও গর�র ঘ�ার মৃদু শ�। রােতর 

আকােশ অসংখ� তারা। এত তারা �য শহের কখনও �দখা যায় না। �সই আকােশর িনেচ বেস মেন 

হি�ছল, �কৃিতর সে� মানুেষর স�পক�  কত সহজ, কত গভীর।

পরিদন খুব �ভাের ঘুম ভাঙল �কােনা অ�ালােম� নয়, পািখেদর িকিচরিমিচর ডােক। জানলা 

খুলেতই �দখলাম, চারপাশ সাদা কুয়াশার চাদের ঢাকা। মেন হি�ছল, �কৃিত �যন িনেজর হােত 

একিট নরম ওড়না িবিছেয় �রেখেছ পুেরা �ামজুেড়। কুয়াশা ধীের ধীের পাতলা হেয় আসেছ। 

সূেয�র �কামল আেলা মািটর বুক ছুঁেয় লালেচ ধুেলােক �যন �সানািল রেঙ রািঙেয় িদে�ছ। দূের 

�কাথাও ধােনর ��েত িশিশর জেম রেয়েছ, তার ওপর আেলা পেড় �যন অসংখ� কঁােচর টুকেরা 

িঝকিমক করেছ।

সকােলর আেলা খুব �কামল—শহেরর দুপুেরর তী� আেলার মেতা নয়। এই আেলা �যন 

কাউেক আঘাত কের না, �ধু আলেতা কের পৃিথবীর মুখ ছুঁেয় �দয়। একিট �ছাট পািখ এেস 
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বসেছ, আবার উেড় যাে�ছ। গােছর পাতায় পাতায় �যন সকােলর িনজ� ব��তা �র� হেয় �গেছ। 

�কৃিতর এই �ছাট �ছাট কাজ�েলা শহের �চােখ পেড় না। �সখােন সকাল মােন ঘিড়র সে� �দৗড়, 

এখােন সকাল মােন পৃিথবীর ধীের ধীের �জেগ ওঠা। 

�িঠক তখনই �চােখ পড়ল কাশফুেলর িব�ীণ এক সমু�।

যতদূর দৃি� যায়, �ধু সাদা আর সাদা। বাতােসর মৃদু �ছঁায়ায় কাশফুল�েলা একসে� দুলেছ। 

বাতাস একটু �জাের বইেতই তারা একসে� �নেচ উঠল। �সই দৃশ� �দেখ মেন হেলা, �কৃিতরও 

�যন িনজ� এক নৃত�ভাষা আেছ। �কােনা বাদ�য� �নই, �কােনা ম� �নই, তবু এই নৃেত�র �সৗ�দয� 

পৃিথবীর �যেকােনা িশ�েক হার মানায়।

শহের আমরা �সৗ�দয�েক ক�ােমরায় বি�দ কির। �ােমর মানুষ তােক �চােখ, মেন আর জীবেন ধারণ 

কের।

হঁাটেত হঁাটেত দূর �থেক কুয়াশার চাদেরর আড়ােল কেয়কিট মানুেষর অ�প� অবয়ব �চােখ 

পড়ল। কােছ আসেতই বুঝলাম, কেয়কজন �ামবাসী �খজুরগােছ উঠেছন। �কামের বঁাধা দিড়, 

হােত হঁািড়, আর অিব�াস� দ�তায় তারা এেকর পর এক গােছ উেঠ যাে�ছন। �খজুেরর রস 

�সং�হ িনেজর �চােখ �দখা এক স�পূণ িভ� অিভ�তা। মািটর ভঁােড় �সই ��ছ রস হােত িনেয় 

�থম চমুক িদেতই �যন শীেতর সকােলর সম� মাধুয� িজেভ �লেগ রইল। �কােনা কৃি�ম িমি� নয়, ু

�কৃিতর িনজ� �াদ। কত য�, কত পির�েমর পের 

এই রস সং�হ হয়! �ােমর মানুষ জানােলন, �ভােরর 

ঠা�া যত �বিশ হয়, �খজুেরর রেসর �াদও নািক তত 

ভােলা হয়। গািছরা রােতই হঁািড় �বঁেধ �রেখ যান, যােত 

�ভােরর �থম রসিট সং�হ করা যায়। �সই মুহূেত�  মেন 

হেলা, এই এক �াস রেসর মূল� �ধু টাকায় মাপা যায় 

না; এর সে� িমেশ আেছ মানুেষর �ম, �কৃিতর দান 

আর �ােমর আ�িরকতা। এই রস �থেকই �তির হয় 

িবখ�াত �খজুেরর �ড়। শীেতর বাংলার রা�া, িপেঠ-

পুিল, পােয়স—সবিকছুর �াণ এই �ড়। শহের আমরা 

�ধু বাজার �থেক �ড় িকিন, িক� তার �পছেনর 

গ�টা জািন না। এই গাছ�েলা কত গে�র সা�ী। কত 

শীত এেসেছ, কত মানুষ �ভাের উেঠ তােদর কােছ 
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এেসেছ, কত 

পিরবার তােদর রস 

�থেক জীিবকা 

�পেয়েছ।

আরও একটু 

এেগােতই �দখলাম 

�ােমর বড় পুকুর। 

কেয়কজন মানুষ 

�সখােন �ান করেছন। �থেম অবাক হেয়িছলাম। কারণ জানতাম, এখন �ায় সব বািড়েতই 
ঁনলকূপ বা ট�ােপর জল �পৗেছ �গেছ। পের �ােমর এক �বীণ মানুষ বলেলন, "জল �তা বািড়েতই 

আেছ, িক� পুকুের �ােনর আন�দটা আলাদা।" �ছাট �ছাট �ছেলরা ঝঁািপেয় পড়েছ জেল। �কউ 

সাঁতার কাটেছ, �কউ ব�েদর সে� হািস-ঠা�া করেছ, তােদর হািসর শে� পুকুেরর জলও �যন ু

�াণ িফের পাে�ছ। এখােন পুকুর �ধু জল নয়। এিট �ােমর জীবেনর একিট অংশ। এই পুকুর �ধু 

�ােনর জায়গা নয়; এ �যন �ােমর �ৃিত। এই জেল �কউ �ছাটেবলায় সাঁতার িশেখেছ, �কউ 

ব�েদর সে� িবেকল কািটেয়েছ, �কউ বষ�ার �থম বৃি� উপেভাগ কেরেছ। কত �জে�র হািস-ু

কা�া �য এই জেলর সে� িমেশ আেছ, তার িহেসব �কউ রােখ না। আিম পুকুেরর �স�িড়েত বেস 

রইলাম। একটু পেরই পা দুেটা জেল ডুিবেয় িদলাম। মুহূেত� র মেধ�ই একঝঁাক �ছাট �ছাট মাছ এেস 

পােয়র চারপােশ িভড় জমাল, আর আলেতা কের কামড়ােত �র� করল। পােশ দঁািড়েয় থাকা 

এক �বীণ �ামবাসী মুচিক �হেস বলেলন, “েদিখ �তা, পা না নািড়েয় কেয়ক িমিনট বেস থাকেত 

পােরন িক না!” তঁার �সই মজার চ�ােল� �হণ কের আিমও ি�র হেয় বসার �চ�া করলাম, িক� 

মাছ�েলার আলেতা কামড়ািনেত �বিশ�ণ পা না নািড়েয় থাকা স�ব হেলা না। পােশ দঁাড়ােনা 

বৃ� মানুষিট �হেস বেলিছেলন, “শহেরর মানুষরা এসব �দেখ অবাক হয়, আমরা �তা �ছাটেবলা 

��থেকই �দেখ আসিছ”। শহের এমন অিভ�তার জন� মানুষ অথ খরচ কের িফশ �পা উপেভাগ 

কের, অথচ �ােমর পুকুের এিট �কৃিতর �দওয়া এেকবাের �াভািবক আর সহজলভ� এক 

আন�দ। একিট মাছরাঙা হঠাৎ জেলর ওপর ঝঁািপেয় পেড় মুহূেত� র মেধ� একিট �ছাট মাছ তুেল 

ঁিনেয় উেড় �গল। দূের কেয়কিট সাদা বক ধােনর জিমেত িনি�ে� খাবার খুজেছ। চারিদেক এমন 

শাি�, �যন পৃিথবীর সম� �কালাহল ব� দূের �কাথাও আটেক �গেছ।

হঁাটেত হঁাটেত একিট �ছা� �াম� পথ ধের এেগালাম। রা�া িদেয় মা হঁাসেক অনুসরণ কের 
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সািরব�ভােব �হঁেট চেলেছ তার �ছাট �ছাট হঁাসছানারা। পথচারীেদর উপি�িতেত তােদর 

�কােনা �ে�প �নই—িনেজেদর ছে�দই িনি�ে� এিগেয় চলেছ পুেরা হঁােসর পিরবার। মািটর 

বািড়�েলার উেঠান ঝকঝেক পির�ার। �কাথাও আলপনা আঁকা, �কাথাও �েকােত �দওয়া ধান, 

�কাথাও �রাদ �পাহাে�ছ িবড়াল। উেঠােন কেয়কিট মুরিগ খাবার কুেড়াে�ছ, আর এক �কােণ বঁাধা 

গাভী িনি�ে� জাবর কাটেছ। �সিদন দুপুের �ােমর এক বািড়েত খাওয়ার �সৗভাগ� হেয়িছল। 

মািটর দাওয়ায় বেস কলাপাতার ওপর গরম ভাত পিরেবশন করা হেলা। সে� মুসুর ডাল, 

আলুভাজা, �পা�, শাক, কুমেড়ার তরকাির আর পুকুেরর টাটকা মােছর �ঝাল—সবেশেষ ওই 

অ�েলর িবখ�াত র�ই মােছর টক। �িতিট পেদ িছল ঘেরর �াদ। �কােনা আড়�র �নই, িক� 

ভােলাবাসার অভাবও �নই। দুপুেরর খাবােরর পর �সই বািড়েতই আরও িকছুটা সময় কাটােনার 

সুেযাগ হেলা। পিরবােরর মিহলারা তখন ব�� হেয় পড়েলন বঁােশর �তির মগ, ফুলদািন আর নানা 

সাম�ীেত রেঙর �ছঁায়া িদেত। তঁােদর হােতর িনপুণতায় সাধারণ বঁােশর িজিনস�েলা �যন নতুন 

�াণ �পল। তঁােদর এই সৃজনশীলতা �দেখ আিম মু� হেয় �গলাম। �ধু �শংসা কেরই �থেম 

থািকিন, তঁােদর �তির কেয়কিট সু�দর সাম�ী িনেজর জন� িকেনও িনলাম। এভােবই গ�, হািস 

আর �ামীণ িশে�র রেঙ রিঙন হেয় ধীের ধীের �কেট �গল দুপুেরর সময়। বঁাকুড়ার �ামীণ িশে�র 

আেরকিট বড় পিরচয় হেলা �ানীয় কার�িশ�। �ােমর মিহলােদর হােত �তির এই বঁােশর সাম�ী 

�দেখ বুঝলাম, িশ� �ধু বড় শহেরর গ�ালািরেতই থােক না; কখনও কখনও তা লুিকেয় থােক 

সাধারণ বািড়র উেঠােন। িবেকল হেতই মািটর উনুেন ভাজা গরম মুিড়র �াণ, িনেজেদর বাগােনর 

�ব�ন গাছ �থেক �তালা �ব�ন িদেয় �তির মুচমুেচ �ব�িন আর এক কাপ �ধঁায়া ওঠা চা িদেয় 

তঁারা �য আ�িরক আপ�ায়ন করেলন, তা িছল �ােমর সহজ-সরল আিতেথয়তার এক অপূব� 

উদাহরণ।

দূের শালবেনর ফঁাক িদেয় সূেয�র আেলা িতয�ক হেয় এেস পড়েছ। বাতােস �কেনা পাতার গ�। 

স��া ঘিনেয় আসেতই পািখরা দল �বঁেধ আপন নীেড় িফের যাে�ছ, তােদর ডানার ঝাপটায় 

চারপাশ �যন আরও জীব� 

হেয় উঠেছ। �কাথাও একিট 

রাখাল বঁািশ বাজােত 

বাজােত গর�র পাল িনেয় 

িফরেছ। মেন হেলা, এ 

বঁািশর সুর �কােনা মানুেষর 
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নয়—এ �যন সম� �ামবাংলার �দ�প�দন।

িফরিত পেথ মনটা �কমন �যন ভারী হেয় উঠিছল। িক� সে� কের িনেয় যাি�ছলাম িকছু অমূল� 

�ৃিত—কুয়াশােভজা সকাল, পািখর ডাক, �খজুেরর রেসর �াদ, কাশফুেলর নাচ, পুকুের সাঁতার 

কাটা মানুষ, লাল মািটর রা�া আর �টরােকাটার অন� িশ�।

�াম বাংলা �কবল একিট �ভৗেগািলক �ান নয়। এিট এক অনুভূিত, এক �ৃিত, এক িশকেড়র 

টান। আধুিনকতার ঝড় যতই বঽক◌ু  না �কন, বাংলার �ােমর বুেকই এখনও লুিকেয় আেছ 

��কৃিতর সে� মানুেষর সহাব�ােনর এক অনন� উদাহরণ। বঁাকুড়া আমােক �ধু কেয়কিট দশনীয় 

�ান �দখায়িন। �স আমােক িশিখেয়েছ �কৃিতেক অনুভব করেত, মানুেষর আ�িরকতােক স�ান 

করেত। 

�মণ আসেল �ধু �কােনা জায়গায় যাওয়া নয়। �মণ মােন িনেজর িভতের িকছু িনেয় িফের আসা। 

আমরা অেনক দূেরর �দশ �দিখ, অেনক সু�দর �ান �দিখ, অেনক ছিব তুিল। িক� িকছু জায়গা 

�আেছ, যারা আমােদর �চােখর �চেয় মনেক �বিশ �পশ কের।

বঁাকুড়া আমার কােছ �তমনই একিট জায়গা হেয় রইল। �স আমােক মেন কিরেয় িদেয়েছ, 

জীবেনর �সৗ�দয� সবসময় বড় িকছুর মেধ� থােক না। 

কখনও তা লুিকেয় থােক �ভােরর কুয়াশায়।

কখনও একিট পািখর ডােক।

কখনও একিট অেচনা মানুেষর �দওয়া এক ভঁাড় �খজুেরর রেস।

কখনও বাতােস দুলেত থাকা এক��ছ কাশফুেল।

আর কখনও লাল মািটর একিট পেথর ধাের দঁািড়েয় থাকা একিট পুেরােনা গােছর ছায়ায়।

�াম বাংলা তাই �ধু একিট ভূখ� নয়। এ এক অনুভব। এ এমন এক �ৃিত, যা শহেরর হাজার 

�কালাহেলর মেধ�ও নীরেব বেল যায়—

"িফের এেসা।

কখনও সময় �পেল আবার িফের এেসা �সই মািটর কােছ, �যখােন মানুষ এখনও আকাশ �দেখ, 

বাতাস �শােন, আর জীবেনর �ছাট �ছাট আন�দেক ভােলাবাসেত জােন।”
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Every brand, at its core, is searching for the exact same thing, a 

way to feel connected to the person buying it. For a long time, 

the easiest way to create that connection was to look at 

immediate, local surroundings. But belonging has quietly 

moved.  It is interconnected in ways that go far deeper than 

geography. And when belonging travels through screens 

instead of  streets, the influences feeding it can come from 

anywhere.

The result is visible everywhere. It used to be that global entertainment and 

other cultures existed on the sidelines, appealing only to specific groups. Today, 

those boundaries have dissolved. What was once considered distant or niche 

has entered the mainstream, reshaping everyday consumer behaviour across 

almost every product category. Pop culture is no longer just something we 

watch on a screen, it has become an active part of  how we shop, eat, and 

experience the physical world.

We see this happening all around us in creative, unexpected ways. Think about 

a quick commerce brand bringing the fictional world of  cult horror series into 

everyday grocery deliveries, or a fast food chain launching a special menu 

inspired by an animated film. Even a hospitality brand building the most iconic 

dolls in history into a real, bookable property shows how powerful these 

cultural touchpoints have become. These aren’t just clever promotions, they are 

successful because the consumer already has a deep, pre-existing emotional 

connection to the story. The brand isn’t trying to introduce something new, it is 

simply stepping into a world the consumer already loves.

What makes this shift interesting is that modern consumers no longer define 

culture by geography. They don’t care about a story’s place of  origin or where a 

creator happened to produce it. Instead, they interact with the world through 

emotion. If  a narrative is inspiring, comforting, relatable, or aspirational, it 

Why Global Pop Culture Is the 

New Local Marketing

Abhijit Sanyal
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immediately becomes a part of  their personal world. For marketers, this is a 

pivot point. For decades, our traditional marketing models were built on the 

belief  that a product had to be geographically local to be culturally relevant. 

Today, we have to accept a new norm, emotional relevance beats geographical 

relevance every single time.

Successful collaborations today are rarely about the physical product itself. A 

standard utility item will always perform its basic function, that hasn’t changed. 

What has changed is the role these everyday objects play in a consumer’s life. 

More and more, people are looking for products that match their personal 

interests, aspirations, and personalities. They are using the brands they select to 

express who they are to the world.

An example - When Youva (stationery brand from Navneet) recently launched 

their Naruto collection: They didn’t choose this partnership simply because 

anime is experiencing a massive wave of  popularity across India. They chose it 

because of  the core values of  the story- perseverance, hard work and 

continuous self-growth which deeply mirror the everyday journey of  students. 

By bringing this global world into their daily routines, they aren’t just offering a 

functional tool, they are aligning with their personal values and acknowledging 

who THEY are.

This is where global pop culture becomes powerful. Things like anime, gaming, 

and music are no longer just hobbies on the sidelines. They have become deeply 

emotional communities. Today, people don’t just watch a show, they live it. 

They talk about it, make friends through it, and celebrate it. It becomes a 

massive part of  their lives.

In the end, the world has simply become more connected. People are finding 

stories from all over the globe and making them part of  their daily routines. As 

marketers, asking if  a trend is local enough is yesterday’s question. The real 

question is whether it is relevant enough. Relevance is no longer defined by 

where a story comes from, it is defined by how deeply it connects with people. 

And that is why global pop culture has become the new local marketing.
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The first thing the Andes taught me was that the body has its 
own geography.

In Cusco, at more than 11,000 feet, a staircase could suddenly 
become a mountain. A short walk could leave me searching for 
breath. The air looked perfectly normal, felt perfectly normal, 
yet there was less of  it than the body expected. Srabani and I 
had arrived from Lima, accustomed to the generous oxygen of  
sea level, and suddenly we were negotiating with an invisible 
force.

The locals seemed to know exactly what to do. Coca tea appeared repeatedly 
through the day—hot, bitter, strangely comforting. We drank it almost 
ceremonially, as though the little cups contained not merely a beverage but an 
instruction from the Andes: slow down.

We had come to Peru to see Machu Picchu. We discovered that the mountain 
had other plans for us first.

Lima: Where the journey began

Our Peruvian journey began in 
Lima, where we deliberately chose to 
stay in the heart of  the historic city. It 
was one of  those decisions that 
quietly changes a journey.

Rather than seeing Lima through the 
window of  a car, we walked into it. 
The old city unfolded through plazas, 
churches, balconies, colonial facades 
and streets where the past and 
present seemed to have agreed to 
occupy the same space.

Lima has an intriguing duality. It is a modern capital, restless and sprawling, 
yet its historic centre carries the weight of  centuries. The Spanish colonial city 
was built upon a landscape that had already witnessed civilizations rise and 

At the Edge of the Sky
A journey through Peru and Chile, where history climbs 
into the clouds and Patagonia disappears into the wind

Procyon Mukherjee
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disappear. Even before reaching the Andes, we were beginning to understand 
that in Peru, history does not sit politely behind glass in a museum.

It is beneath your feet. It is in the walls. It is in the streets. And eventually, it is in 
the mountains.

From Lima we flew to Cusco. That was when Peru changed character.

Cusco: Learning to breathe

Cusco is not simply a city at altitude. It is a city that makes you conscious of  
altitude. The first day was humbling. We walked slowly. We rested frequently. 
Every flight of  stairs seemed longer than it looked. The thin air made ordinary 
movement feel strangely deliberate.

But there was something else happening. The slower we moved, the more we 
noticed.

Cusco seemed to reveal itself  in fragments: precisely cut Inca stones beneath 
Spanish colonial structures; ancient walls disappearing into modern streets; 
churches and plazas occupying spaces that had once belonged to an 
extraordinary empire.

The Inca builders had achieved something that still feels almost impossible. 
Their stones fit together with such precision that centuries later the walls 
remain remarkably intact. It was not only the engineering that impressed me. It 
was the philosophy of  the construction. The Incas seemed to have understood 
the mountains rather than attempting to conquer them.

For three days, we acclimatized. Three days of  walking slowly, drinking coca 
tea, resting and allowing our bodies to adjust. Then we were ready. Or at least, 
we thought we were.

The train into the mountains

The journey from Cusco through Ollantaytambo towards Machu Picchu was 
itself  part of  the adventure. The train seemed to slip deeper into the Andes as 
the landscape changed around us. Mountains closed in. The river followed us. 
The cultivated valleys gradually gave way to increasingly dramatic terrain.

There was a feeling that we were crossing a threshold. The familiar world was 
disappearing.

The Sacred Valley had something almost theatrical about it, but nothing felt 
artificial. The mountains were too immense for that. They rose around us with 
the quiet authority of  things that have existed long before human beings arrived 
to give them names.
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Then came Machu Picchu. And words became inadequate.

Machu Picchu: A city above the clouds

There are photographs of  Machu Picchu everywhere. And yet nothing 
prepares you for the first sight of  it.

The ancient city appeared almost suspended between mountains, its terraces 
cascading down the slopes, its stone structures rising from the green landscape 
with astonishing precision. We began the climb.

It was arduous, almost 1100 steps or even more. We went through all three 
levels, climbing, stopping, recovering, 
and then climbing again. The effort 
made the experience strangely more 
intimate. You do not simply arrive at 
Machu Picchu; you earn every higher 
viewpoint with your legs and lungs.

At each level, another part of  the city 
revealed itself. Terraces. Temples. 
Stairways. Stone walls. I remembered 
Neruda’s Cantos General – “Man is 
wider than all the seas and her necklace 
of  islands and we must fall back into the 
well, to clamber back with branches of  
secret water, recondite truths”. I knew 
what he meant by the well, indeed 
Macchu Picchu rightfully resembles 
this.

And everywhere, that extraordinary relationship between architecture and 
landscape. The Incas had not built Machu Picchu against the mountains. They 
had built it into them.

Standing among those stones, I found myself  thinking less about the mystery of  
how they constructed it and more about why they chose to construct it here. 
Perhaps that is the enduring fascination of  Machu Picchu.

It refuses to be reduced to an archaeological site. It is a statement about what 
happens when human ingenuity meets a landscape powerful enough to 
demand humility.

Srabani and I stood there for a long time. History had become physical.

You could touch it. You could climb it. You could feel the mountain beneath it.
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The mountain of colours

Back in Cusco, I had one more challenge in mind. Rainbow Mountain. At 
approximately 18,000 feet, it was a different kind of  ambition.

Srabani decided not to attempt it. I continued. The higher we went, the more 
the landscape seemed to empty itself  of  everything familiar. The air became 
thinner, the cold sharper, and every step more expensive.

Eventually, the final ascent became too demanding. I took a horse. There was 
something wonderfully humbling about that moment. After all the talk of  
endurance and climbing, the mountain simply reminded me that it did not care 
about my ambitions. The horse carried me upwards. And then the Rainbow 
Mountain appeared.

Bands of  red, ochre, green and earthy yellow ran across the landscape as 
though the Andes had been painted by an artist with an extravagant 
imagination. Around me wandered alpacas and llamas, entirely indifferent to 
the magnificence that had brought humans from around the world to this place. 
Naturally, I photographed them. Many times.

But the photographs I remember most are not the ones with the animals. They 
are the ones looking towards the glaciers.

Somewhere beyond those frozen heights, water begins its long descent across 
the continent. Streams become rivers, rivers become great waterways, and 
eventually the waters feed the Amazon. Standing there, close to the glacial 
world and looking across the vastness of  the Andes, I felt an unexpected 
connection between two geographical extremes—the frozen heights and the 
great tropical river.

The Amazon seemed to begin not as a river, but as an idea held in the 
mountains. That was the moment Peru ceased to be a destination.

It became a landscape I felt I had somehow entered.

Chile: A different conversation

We returned to South America the following year, but Chile gave us a 
completely different experience. If  Peru had been a journey through time, 
Chile was a journey through space.

We began in Santiago. The city was sophisticated, energetic and modern, its 
skyline framed by the Andes. But it was Valparaiso that captured my 
imagination. Perhaps that was inevitable.

I have always admired Pablo Neruda, and Valparaiso was his city. We visited 
his home, La Sebastiana, perched high above the city. It felt less like visiting a 
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museum and more like entering the eccentric mind of a poet. The rooms, the 
views, the objects and the extraordinary position of  the house all seemed to 
explain something about the man who had chosen to live there.

Outside, Valparaiso continued the poem. The city climbs and tumbles across its 
hills towards the Pacific. Houses are painted in extraordinary colours. Murals 
cover walls. Stairways become streets. Corridors suddenly open into 
viewpoints.

There is no single colour of  Valparaiso. There are hundreds. The city is 
beautiful precisely because it refuses to be neat.

Its historic quarter, recognized by UNESCO as a World Heritage Site, carries 
the memory of  its extraordinary maritime importance. Valparaiso became one 
of  the great ports of  the Pacific, a gateway through which ships, goods, cultures 
and people passed. But history explains only part of  its magic. The rest is 
colour. And altitude. And the Pacific. And Neruda.

South to Patagonia

Then we headed south. Punta Arenas. Puerto Natales. Torres del Paine. The 
farther south we travelled, the more civilization seemed to retreat.

And then Patagonia took over. There are landscapes that are beautiful. And 
there are landscapes that make beauty seem like an inadequate word.

Torres del Paine belonged to the second category.

The mountains rose like enormous stone formations against skies that seemed 
almost impossibly wide. Lakes reflected changing light. Glaciers appeared in 
the distance. The vegetation was surprisingly varied, and wildlife seemed 
woven naturally into the landscape. But what I remember most is the wind.

Patagonian wind is not weather. It has character.

It arrives with force, changes the temperature of  your body, rearranges your 
clothes and occasionally makes you wonder whether the mountains 
themselves are breathing. Every leg of  the journey seemed to reveal another 
version of  the same extraordinary idea: that nature, when given enough space, 
can become almost overwhelming. We had travelled a very long way to see this.

And then, unexpectedly, the sea reminded us that we were still visitors.

The night the ocean sent a warning

While we were in Punta Arenas, a seaquake in the Drake Passage generated 
large waves and triggered a tsunami alert. Suddenly the mood changed.

We had to evacuate our hotel, Jose Nogueira, the place where the famous 
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explorer who made his several attempts to save his stranded crew in his 
Antarctica expedition.

There was an almost cinematic quality to the situation because of  where we 
were staying: a historic hotel associated with Sir Ernest Shackleton, one of  the 
great explorers of  the Antarctic age.

Shackleton had made survival an art form. Now we found ourselves leaving a 
hotel associated with him because the ocean had become unpredictable.

There was fear, certainly. But there was also something strangely appropriate 
about the experience. The further south you travel, the more the illusion of  
control disappears.

Eventually, the alert passed. The sea settled. We returned to the rhythm of  
travel.

But Patagonia had given us another lesson: the landscape is never merely 
scenery.

It is alive with forces that existed long before us and will remain long after us.

The luggage that stayed behind

Our final adventure came on the journey back. The winds were so strong that 
our aircraft could not obtain the required lift to cross the Andes safely with the 
full load.

So the plane left Punta Arenas without our luggage. We reached Santiago. Our 
bags did not. There was something almost comical about standing in Santiago 
without the belongings we had carried all the way from Patagonia.

But by then we had learned not to argue with South America. We had already 
negotiated with altitude. We had climbed ancient cities. We had been carried 
up a mountain on horseback.

We had stood among alpacas at 18,000 feet. We had watched the Pacific from 
Valparaiso. We had stood beneath the granite towers of  Patagonia. We had 
evacuated a hotel because the ocean had briefly become threatening.

A missing suitcase seemed a rather small price to pay.

What the mountains left behind

Looking back, I realize that Peru and Chile were never really two holidays. 
They were two very different conversations with the Earth.

Peru spoke to us in the language of  time. In Lima and Cusco, we walked 
through history. At Machu Picchu, we climbed into the world of  the Incas. On 
Rainbow Mountain, we stood among the high Andes and looked towards the 
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glaciers from which waters begin their extraordinary journey towards the 
Amazon.

Chile spoke to us in the language of space. Valparaiso gave us poetry and 
colour. Neruda gave us a way of  looking at the city. Patagonia gave us 
mountains, glaciers, wildlife and wind. And the Drake Passage reminded us 
that the oceans still possess a power that no itinerary can control.

Perhaps that is why these journeys remain so vivid. Travel is often described as 
discovering the world. But the best journeys do something more subtle. They 
dislocate you from the familiar.

They take away the oxygen you take for granted. They make you climb when 
your legs say stop. They put you on a horse at 18,000 feet. They make you stand 
before stones placed by hands centuries ago. They send you into the streets of  a 
city painted like a living canvas. They put you beneath mountains so immense 
that your own significance becomes wonderfully irrelevant.

And somewhere between the ancient stones of  Machu Picchu and the 
windswept towers of  Torres del Paine, I realized that this is perhaps why we 
travel. Not to collect places.

Not even to collect photographs. We travel to collect perspective.

Because when you stand high enough above the world, whether on an Inca 
mountain or beneath a Patagonian sky, the boundaries of  everyday life begin to 
disappear. The worries become smaller.

The horizon becomes larger. And for a brief, precious moment, you understand 
that you are not the centre of  the landscape.

You are simply fortunate enough to be standing in it.
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Panta Bhaat in Bengal, Pakhala Bhaata in Orissa, and Poita 

Bhaat in Assam—known as eastern and northeastern India’s 

“Buddha Bowl” and often referred to as a “lowly” or humble 

dish—is a simple, traditional probiotic preparation consumed 

predominantly during the hot summer months. In the East, 

this fermented rice dish is credited as an immunity booster for 

farmhands, helping them endure the scorching summer heat. 

It is perceived as a natural coolant for the body, preventing 

dehydration and keeping the gut healthy. Moreover, fermentation increases the 

nutrient content of  plain rice manifold, enriching it with vitamin B12.

Panta Bhaat’s association with rural Bengal finds its earliest recorded evidence 

in the writings of  the 17th-century Portuguese missionary Fray Sebastien 

Manrique, who noted the dish as the daily meal of  the masses in undivided 

Bengal. Bengal, plagued by multiple famines in the pre–Green Revolution era, 

could not afford to waste cooked rice, the staple food grain. Turning leftover rice 

into Panta Bhaat was an essential preservation technique until refrigerators 

made their way into Bengali homes. Over time, the dish became a cultural 

marker for Bengalis, even becoming associated with Poila Baisakh (the Bengali 

New Year).

In Orissa, March 20 is observed as Pakhaladibas, reflecting the pride attached to 

Pakhala Bhaata in the state. In Assam, Poita Bhaat is cherished as a nutritious 

breakfast.

What makes the dish particularly interesting is the way it is served and 

savoured. While there is a commonality in its preparation, each state lends its 

unique touch. Cooked rice is soaked overnight in water to ferment and, the next 

day, is seasoned with chopped green chillies, coriander, salt, roasted dried 

chillies, sliced shallots, and a dash of  mustard oil and lemon. In Orissa, curd is 

sometimes added to enhance its probiotic quality. While the base remains the 

same across states, the side dishes provide the true gastronomic appeal.

From Humble Homes to Master Chef: 

The Journey of Eastern India’s Buddha Bowl

         Sumana Sarkar 
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The common pairing is with “bhortas” (mashes), such as potato, eggplant, bitter 

gourd, dried fish, and fried fish—in Bengal, preferably fried hilsa and small 

fish—along with “shak” or stir-fried spinach or amaranthus. In Orissa, for 

added flavour, “Badhi Chuda” (crumbled sun-dried lentil dumplings) seasoned 

with garlic and onion is also served as a side. In Assam, a common 

accompaniment is “Khoroli,” or fermented mustard paste, which adds a 

piquant kick to the tangy rice. Ending the meal by drinking the fermented rice 

gruel makes the experience even more therapeutic.

A modest culinary delight once devoured while sitting cross-legged on the 

floor—never at a dining table—in informal settings with cousins, friends, and 

like-minded food enthusiasts, raised a storm when Kishwar Chowdhury, 

runner-up of  MasterChef  Australia 2021, served Panta Bhaat as her grand 

finale dish. This triggered a sea of  emotions among the global South Asian 

population and sparked social media debates questioning whether such a “lowly 

dish” qualified for entry into an elite kitchen. Kishwar presented smoked rice 

water with alu bhorta (Indian-style mashed potatoes) and fried sardines. The 

judges marvelled at the paradox of  its complex simplicity. While debates 

continued, the modest, frugal dish quietly made its way onto the menus of  elite 

South Asian gatherings and restaurants.

  

 

Recipe for a ‘gutty’ breakfast!

Bollywood’s Neetu Kapoor and Athaiya Shetty’s recipe of  fermented 

rice (Kanji) for morning breakfast and gut health:

Quote

“Add cooked rice in a clay pot, some curd and soak it overnight. Next morning, 

add sliced onions and a nice tadka with mustard seeds, curry leaves, dried chillies 

and have it for breakfast – best for gut health”

Unquote
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In pic: Phanta Bhaat served with ‘begun poda-r bhorta’ or roasted 

eggplant mashed, ‘mocha makha’ or steamed banana flower mashed 

with mustard sauce, fried Corica fish, fried Catla fish, fried Bombay 

Duck (Bombil) dumplings, and ‘Bodhi Bhaja’ or fried sundried lentil 

dumplings; roasted jeera powder and chaat masala for food 

enthusiasts who want some added flavours.
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On my recent work trip to Rajasthan, I fell in love with the 

Pink City. Not just because it is beautiful. But because Jaipur 

has this fascinating ability to be steeped in history… and yet 

completely alive in the present. My guide, Uma Shankar ji, 

shared some fascinating trivia that made me look at Jaipur a 

little differently. I realised that the best travel experiences are 

not just about the places you see. They are about the stories 

you take back. So, here are some of  the stories Jaipur gave me.

1. JAIPUR WAS “SMART” BEFORE SMART CITIES EXISTED

Jaipur was founded in 1727. Centuries ago, Jaipur was already being planned 

with a structured grid layout and 9 sectors. The city was designed with a great 

deal of  thought given to urban planning, structure  & functionality.

As I walked through the city, I found myself  thinking about how much vision it 

must have taken to imagine a city in that way at a time when there were no 

satellite maps, no urban planning software and certainly no Google Maps!

2. HAWA MAHAL WAS BEAUTY WITH BUILT-IN VENTILATION

I have seen photographs 

of  Hawa Mahal many 

times. But photographs 

do not prepare you for 

the actual experience of  

standing in front of  it. 

The façade is instantly 

recognisable. The pink 

and terracotta tones. 

The intricate design. 

But what fascinated me 

most was the story 

behind the 953 ornate 

JAIPUR THROUGH MY LENSES 

Urmila Mitra Chandy
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jharokhas. A jharokha is not simply a window. These beautifully designed, 

semi-open architectural features were created to allow air to circulate through 

the building. And the royal women could observe the bustling life of  the city 

while maintaining purdah.

3. THE ‘PINK CITY’ NAME  BEGAN WITH A GESTURE OF 

HOSPITALITY

Why is Jaipur called the Pink City? This is perhaps one of  the most well-known 

facts about Jaipur. But knowing the story behind it makes it even more 

interesting. The city was painted a terracotta or burnt-orange shade to welcome 

the Prince of  Wales.  One royal visit, One gesture of  hospitality, One colour.

And a city identity that has lasted generations. A colour chosen for a welcome 

became the visual identity of  an entire city! The city does not need to introduce 

itself. Its colour speaks first.

4. BEFORE SMARTWATCHES, JAIPUR HAD JANTAR MANTAR

A magnificent astronomical observatory with enormous instruments built to 

study the movement of  celestial bodies and measure time. One of  the most 

fascinating structures is the giant stone sundial. A clock. Made of  stone. Built 

centuries ago. And capable of  calculating time with astonishing precision.

I stood there thinking about how often we complain when our phone battery 

drops to 10%. Imagine living in a world without a smartwatch, a phone or even 

a digital clock.

5. AMER FORT HAS A SECRET UNDERGROUND STORY

Amer Fort has underground tunnels connecting it with Jaigarh Fort.A part of  

this tunnel network has been 

restored. The existence of  

t h e s e  u n d e r g r o u n d 

c o n n e c t i o n s  t e l l s  u s 

something important. Fort 

architecture was not just 

about grandeur. It was also 

about strategy, Defence, 

Planning And survival.

The majestic walls, the 
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palaces and the courtyards may be what we notice first.But beneath the visible 

beauty lies an entire world of  military thinking.

6. THE FORTS ARE NOT MONUMENTS. THEY ARE STORIES 

CARVED IN SANDSTONE.

There is something very powerful about Rajasthan's forts. They do not feel like 

silent, empty structures. They feel alive. The stone walls seem to hold 

memories. Of  Rajput valour, Of  royalty, Of  battles, Of  ambition & Of  survival.

7. THE PALACES  - WHERE ROYALTY STILL HAS A PRESENT

Some members of  the royal family and their descendants continue to live in 

royal palaces.

WHY “SAWAI” MAHARAJAS?

Sawai means one and a quarter — 1.25. The title is associated with Jai Singh II 

and is traditionally explained as a tribute to exceptional intelligence and ability.

In simple terms, it suggested someone who was more than ordinary.

One and a quarter, Not one, Not two, One and a quarter. What a fascinating 

compliment! - “Sawai”

8. SHEESH MAHAL — A CEILING FULL OF STARS

There are some places that make you stop talking. Sheesh Mahal was one of  

them. The Palace of  Mirrors. Tiny pieces of  mirror work. Intricate 

craftsmanship. Light reflecting in a thousand directions. A single lamp could 

transform the ceiling into what 

appeared to be a sky full of  stars.

9 .  T H E  D A N C I N G 

PEACOCKS

Majes t i c  -  Colour fu l  and 

completely aware of  their own 

beauty. The peacock is such a 

p e r f e c t  s y m b o l  f o r 

Rajasthan.Regal - Dramatic - 

Elegant, Nature's own royal 

performer.
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10. ALBERT HALL MUSEUM — HISTORY IS WAITING TO BE 

NOTICED

Every object there has travelled through time. Every artefact has a context. 

Every piece tells us something about the people who created it, used it or 

preserved it. They simply wait. Patiently. And if  you are curious enough to 

pause, they begin to speak. History is not dead.It is simply waiting to be 

noticed.

11. JAL MAHAL — A PALACE FLOATING LIKE POETRY

Jal Mahal is one of  those places that looks almost unreal. A palace floating on 

water. At first glance, it appears to be a single-storey structure. When the lake is 

full, four of  its five storeys remain submerged beneath the water. There is 

always more beneath the surface. Jal Mahal is beautiful because of  what we see. 

But perhaps it is also intriguing because of  what we don't.

12. THE PINK CITY STREETS

The first time I heard Jaipur called the “Pink City”, I imagined a very pink city. 

But the colour is actually much closer to terracotta or burnt orange. And yet, 

once you are there, the name makes perfect sense. The city has a visual 

character - A mood - A warmth. The streets seem to glow in a particular way. 

The architecture creates a sense of  continuity. And despite the movement and 

modernity, the city retains its identity. Jaipur has managed to embrace 

modernity without completely losing its visual soul.

13. SOME LESSONS ARE BEST LEARNED OVER FOOD

Laal Maas : Fiery, Bold, Unapologetic. Laal Maas certainly lived up to 

itsreputation.

Dal Baati Churma : A soulful combination that feels like comfort food with 

royal roots.

Onion kachori : Crispy. Spicy. Absolutely irresistible. I have always believed 

that food is one of  the most powerful ways to understand a culture.

Travel teaches us history, Culture teaches us perspective. Food teaches us 

connection, And people teach us stories. Jaipur, thank you for being vibrant, 

royal, colourful, delicious and unforgettable.
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“We all must suffer one of  two things: The pain of  discipline or the 
pain of  regret or disappointment " — Jim Rohn

In today's fast paced technology driven world, where distractions 
are constantly pulling our attention in multiple directions, 
especially digital distractions like social media, smart phones, 
screen time etc., it is becoming increasingly challenging to stay 
focused on our work, goals and prioritise to make progress on them.
However, amidst the strange weird and wonderful chaos of  modern 
life to combat these distractions and propelling ourselves towards achieving success, 
how can we proceed?

The concept is known as FOCUS or immersion through which we can achieve things 
faster with great efficiency. The state of  immersion is truly where the magic happens, 
where productivity flourishes and progress accelerates. For example, lots of  people 
make a common mistake of  never diving in to it fully enough to learn quickly and 
efficiently. Usually we take much longer to learn but through the powerful concept of  
"Immersion" we can accelerate our learning and achieve the desired result faster.

One of  the most profound examples of  the power of  immersion is seen in learning 
new languages. Living in a country where it is spoken you can attain fluency more 
quickly compared to those who just attempt to learn a language from classes or books. 
Of  course you don't have to move to another country to learn. You can achieve the 
result from watching movies shows or chatting with friends who speak the same 
language. Greater the immersion, with more focus you adapt, to think and to 
communicate the language constantly.

But immersion is not limited to languages or learning - greater immersion can 
significantly accelerate the process of  achieving any goal. Study the stories of  those 
who have achieved great mastery and success in life and you will invariably find many 
examples of  their life when they lived in this way completely immersed, obsessed with 
a particular goal, topic, subject, skill and work.

Michelangelo for example, immersed himself  in his projects, living and breathing it, 
not just for months but years, ultimately creating a masterpiece. Bill Gates, The 
Beatles, Steve Jobs etc. there are many examples when they all have phases in their 
lives when they completely withdraw from everything, till they succeed and present 
their achievement to the world.

FOCUS 

      Tultul Ganguly
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In fact, top authors, musicians, script writers all have similar stories of  going through 
complete isolation when they immerse themselves completely in the creation of  their 
n ex t  m a s t e r p i e c e  b e f o r e  r e a p p e a r i n g  t o  s h owc a s e  t o  t h e  wo r l d .
The famous poet and lyricist Gulzar once said, to create a particular song he had to 
isolate himself  for days together , he left Mumbai went to a hill station and 
concentrated for this project for months and finally achieved his goal.
The sages of  India, would renounce the world, goes to Himalayas, stay in mountain 
caves practice meditation day in and day out till they achieved their final goal of  
enlightenment.

One great example is our very own Swami Vivekananda. Swamiji's concentration was 
so powerful that he could memorize any book by simply browsing once. There was a 
story, once when Swamiji was visiting abroad, Rakhal maharaj, another monk in Sri 
Ramakrishna order was his constant companion. Every day Swamiji used to ask 
Rakhal Maharaj, to bring a volume of  encyclopedia from the nearest library. Next day 
Swamiji returned the book and asked for the next volume. This went on for a few days. 
One day the librarian got curious and asked maharaj, “you are taking one big volume 
and returning the very next day and taking another volume, you must not be reading 
the book”. Maharaj then explained that he was carrying this for his master, another 
monk, Swami Vivekananda. The librarian was astonished & asked  to meet him once. 
Swamiji agreed to meet him. After the meeting, the librarian asked him how he could  
read and learn the whole book in one day. Swamiji simply told him that if  one can 
concentrate whole heartedly one can achieve many things. Further he told the 
librarian that he could  answer any questions from those huge volumes of  
Encyclopedia and Swamiji not only answered from the text, but he had even 
memorised the fullstops, semicolons of  every single page.

When Swamiji used to meditate, his concentration was equally strong. Once Swamiji 
was sitting on the banks of  Ganges meditating. Rakhal Maharaj observed from a 
distance that his face was looking black, worried he came rushing towards Swamiji 
and what he saw he was quite astonished. Swamijis face was covered by hundreds of  
mosquitoes, He was sitting like a rock devoid of  any outside commotions. Of  course 
he was a divine soul, but with human body you can achieve many things if  you have 
100% concentration.

Immersions enhance creativity and get extraordinarily more done in less time. So, 
train up your ability to consistently tune into deep states of  focus & flow, so that you 
can learn anything faster, be more creative, multiply your productivity & start hitting 
your goals in record time.

Reference: From Swami Sarvapriyanandaji's (a monk from Sri Ramakrishna 
Mission, based in New York Vedanta Ashram), various lectures.
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Nestled high in the misty pine-scented hills of  Laitumkhrah, St. Edmund's 

School and College stood in the 1970s and 1980s not merely as an educational 

institution, but as a legendary citadel of  character, intellect, and culture. 

Known affectionately across the region as “Edmund's,” it was the undisputed 

crown jewel of  education in Northeast India. To step onto its sprawling 30-acre 

campus—with its iconic red-roofed stone buildings, vast emerald playing 

fields, and whispering pine groves—was to enter a world meticulously built by 

the extraordinary sacrifice and vision of  the Irish Christian Brothers.

ST. EDMUND'S
SCHOOL & COLLEGE, SHILLONG

The stone campus of  St. Edmund's, Laitumkhrah, Shillong

“Facta Non Verba” — Deeds, Not Words

Santanu Syam

A Golden Era in the Misty Pines

The Legacy of  the Irish Christian Brothers 

• 1970s – 1980s •
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The Roots of the Order: Blessed Edmund Rice & The Irish Mission

To understand the ethos of  St. Edmund's, one must trace its origins back to 

Waterford, Ireland, in 1802. It was there that Blessed Edmund Ignatius Rice, a 

wealthy Catholic merchant who had lost his wife, chose to sell his fortune and 

dedicate his life to educating poor, marginalized youth. He founded the 

Congregation of  Christian Brothers, bound by vows of  poverty, chastity, and 

service.

The Brothers brought a distinct educational philosophy wherever they 

travelled:

 •  The Mission to India: In 1890, the Irish Christian Brothers arrived in

  India, establishing premier institutions across the subcontinent (such as

  St. Columba's in Delhi, St. Xavier's in Kolkata, and Kurseong's Goethals

  Memorial).

 • The Founding of  St. Edmund's (1916): Recognising the need for a

  premier institute in the pristine Assam hills, Brother Mercer and Brother

  Shannon acquired land in Laitumkhrah, Shillong. Named after St.

  Edmund, the 9th-century King of  East Anglia, the school opened its

  doors in October 1916.

 • Building a Sanctuary in the Hills: Armed with grit, architectural

  foresight, and limited funds, the early Irish pioneers quarried local stone

  and cleared dense pine forests to construct the grand red-roofed campus

  that would house generations of  students.

The St. Edmund's crest - Facta 

Non Verba

The official St. Edmund's School 

& College badge, as worn 

on the blazer
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The Selfless Legacy of the Irish Brothers

The heart and soul of  St. Edmund's were the Irish Christian Brothers. Having 
left behind their homeland in Ireland as young men, these men vowed a life of  
devotion to shaping young boys into men of  substance. In the 1970s and 80s, 
towering figures like Brother Aherne, Brother Pinto, Brother Wright, Brother 
O'Leary, and Brother Dooley walked the corridors in their distinct white 
cassocks and black leather belts.

They were men of  formidable discipline, yet possessed a deep warmth and dry 
Irish wit. Their sacrifices were quiet and absolute:

 •  They took no personal salaries, lived frugally in the Brothers' Residence,
  and dedicated every waking hour to the campus.

 •  On any given afternoon, a Brother would teach complex Latin or
  Physics in the morning, coach the first-eleven football team on the
  muddy pitch by 3:00 PM, inspect the boarding dormitories at dusk, and
  tutor struggling boarders late into the night.

 •  Their life mission was embodied in the school's Latin motto: “Facta Non
  Verba” — Deeds, Not Words.

English Acumen: The Power of the Spoken and Written Word

The English curriculum at St. Edmund's during the 70s and 80s was legendary. 
The Brothers believed that clear, powerful expression was the ultimate 
instrument of  leadership. Shakespearean plays were not merely read from 
textbooks; they were performed on stage with theatrical vigour.

Debating at Edmund's was treated with the seriousness of  a championship 
football match. The Senior Debating Society instilled a razor-sharp command 
over language, vocabulary, and logic. Every morning assembly, poetry 
recitation, and essay assignment was designed to hone an eloquent, 
authoritative voice that would stand out in any boardroom, newsroom, or 
parliament across the globe.

The Irish Christian Brothers 

of  St. Edmund's, 1970s–80s
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Character Anecdotes: Values Tested and Forged

1. The Lesson of  the Broken Window Pane

During an intense afternoon cricket match on the main field, a senior boarder 

struck a thunderous six that shattered the leaded glass window of  the Brothers' 

Study. Fearing severe punishment, the boys froze. Instead of  hiding, the 

batsman walked straight to Brother Wright's office. 

 “Brother, it was my shot. I broke the glass.”

Brother Wright looked up from his desk, adjusted his glasses, and said quietly:

  “Glass can be replaced, Son. But your honesty cannot be bought. Clean

 up the glass before dusk, and take your next shot away from the

 residence.” — Brother Wright

That night, the young boarder learned that taking responsibility was the mark 

of  a true Edmundian.

2. The Equality of the Scullery

In the late 70s, a new boarder—the son of  a high-ranking minister—refused to 

clean his dining table, expecting the kitchen staff  to clear up after him. Brother 

O'Leary quietly walked over, picked up the boy's plate, and handed him a 

dishcloth. 

 “In this house, lad, no man is a king, and no man is a servant. We all

 break bread together, and we all clean together.” — Brother O'Leary

The young boy wiped the table himself—a humbling lesson in dignity of  labor 

that stayed with him throughout his diplomatic career.

A Crucible of Talent: The Boarding Experience

During the 70s and 80s, St. Edmund's was a melting pot that drew the finest 

young minds and athletic talent from across India, Nepal, Bhutan, Thailand, 

and East Africa. The boarding house was the beating heart of  this international 

camaraderie:

 •  The Daily Rhythm: Long before dawn broke over the Shillong peak, the

  bell rang. Boarders marched to cold-water morning washes, study halls

  (known as “prep”), structured meals in the grand dining hall, and

  disciplined bedtimes.
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 • Brothers as Guardians: For boys away from home for ten months a year, the

  Irish Brothers were surrogate fathers. They knew every boy's name,

  temperament, strengths, and weaknesses.

 • Life Lessons: Boarding taught self-reliance, tolerance, and brotherhood. A

  prince from Bhutan, a tea garden heir from Assam, and a local Khasi boy

  shared the same dormitories, ate the same porridge, and scrubbed the same

  sports kit.

World-Class Sports & The Golden Age of Music

St. Edmund's possessed sports infrastructure that rivaled the finest boarding 

schools in Asia:

 •  Sporting Glory: The school's football and hockey teams were near

  invincible in the Subroto Mukherjee Cup and local leagues. The Irish

  Brothers, raised on Gaelic football and rugby, brought fierce tactical

  discipline to the field. Winning an “Edmund's Sports Day” medal was a

  badge of  honour carried for life.

 •  The Music & Cultural Scene: Shillong in the 70s and 80s was the rock

  capital of  India, and St. Edmund's was its epicentre. The school nurtured

  an elite musical ethos—from a magnificent school choir to student rock

  bands that covered The Beatles, Rolling Stones, and Bob Dylan in the 

  school auditorium.

A Nursery for Giants: Illustrious Alumni

The true measure of  St. Edmund's during this era lay in the extraordinary 

minds it sent out to shape the nation and the world. The halls reverberated with 

the footsteps of  future leaders, artists, media titans, and visionaries:

THE EDMUNDIAN ARENA 

The Main Field

Basketball Courts 

The Gymnasium

Track & Field

 Legendary Football & Cricket Turf

 Fast-Paced Inter-House Battles

Gymnastics, Boxing, & Table Tennis

 Annual Athletic Meets & March Past Standards
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• Victor Banerjee: Long before he became an internationally acclaimed
 cinematic icon working with David Lean and Satyajit Ray, Victor Banerjee
 was absorbing the arts, drama, and quiet poise under the mentorship of  the
 Brothers.

• Arnab Goswami: The fiery media personality and news anchor walked these
 halls during his formative school years, honing his debate skills and razor
 sharp eloquence under the rigorous academic standards of  the Edmundian
 classrooms.

• Ronojoy Dutta : Renowned aviation expert, ex-President of  United Airlines,
 USA & Indigo, India; his sharp analytical mind and people acumen were
 first forged in the structured study halls and vibrant intellectual culture of  the
 campus.

•  Pillars of  Public Service & Culture: From distinguished diplomats like
 Humayun Rashid Choudhury (President of  the UN General Assembly) to
 legendary actors like Utpal Dutt, top civil servants, military generals, and
 regional leaders—the Edmundian stamp was synonymous with leadership
 grounded in integrity.

Academic Excellence & Moral Values

The academic standard under Cambridge-influenced and university-affiliated 
curricula was uncompromising. Science laboratories were fitted with precision 
equipment, the library housed thousands of  leather-bound classics, and 
teachers demanded critical thinking over rote learning.

Yet, what truly set an “Edmundian” apart in the outside world was the moral 
compass built inside those stone walls:

•  Unshakeable Integrity: Cheating, bullying, or deceit were dealt with swift,
 unyielding corrective discipline.

•  Humility in Leadership: Boys were taught that privilege meant a duty to
 serve society, not to lord over others.

•  Respect for Diversity: Living in a multicultural environment fostered a
 lifelong cosmopolitan worldview.

Distinguished Edmundians: Victor Banerjee * Arnab Goswami * Ronojoy 

Banerjee *Utpal Dutt*Humayun Rashid Chowdhury
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Echoes Across Time: Conversations in the Pines

To truly understand the spirit of  St. Edmund's in those decades, one only had to 

listen to the everyday exchanges echoing across the quadrangle:

At the Football Pitch (3:30 PM) 

 “Bend your knees, Son! You're chasing a football, not picking wild

 strawberries in the hills! Pass it early, move into space! Facta Non-Verba!” 

 - Brother (whistle in mouth, accent thick from County Cork)

Student (catching his breath): “Yes, Brother! Passing to the wing!”

In the Study Hall (7:00 PM)

Senior Boarder (whispering to a junior): “Fix your tie and pull your shoulders 

back before Brother walks down this aisle. If  he sees your head slumping over 

that Geometry book, he'll have you running laps before breakfast tomorrow.”

In the Music Room / Auditorium (5:00 PM)

Student Guitarist (strumming): “Brother, can we tweak the third stanza for the 

concert evening?” 

 “Tweak the notes all you like, lad, so long as you hit the harmony on time.

 G o d  ga v e  y o u  t h e  t a l e n t — d o n ' t  w a s t e  i t  o n  s l o p p y  t i m i n g .” 

 --Brother, smiling quietly

A Golden Era Never to Be Repeated

When Edmundians stepped out of  Shillong into civil services, media, the 

armed forces, medicine, business, and the arts across the globe, they carried a 

distinct air of  confidence, humility, and grace. The crisp mountain air shaped 

them, the ringing of  the chapel bell, the roar of  the football crowd, and above 

all, the quiet, lifelong sacrifice of  Irishmen who gave everything to build a 

world-class temple of  learning in the hills of  Meghalaya.

An institution like St. Edmund's of  the 1970s and 80s comes along but once in a 

generation—a rare, beautiful sanctuary where dedicated men turned a school 

in the clouds into an enduring legacy of  the human spirit.
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Bhoomi  rose at the crack of  dawn

Like everyday greeted the morn

The rice cooked, children readied for school

In mended uniforms

She nurtured their lives, sung lullabies

The shadow of  their father

Lost, long gone

When drought struck, and winds blew over barren fields

For the debt ridden, alcoholic Prithvi, the noose was the last resort

The last shield

The villagers said to the grief  stricken Bhoomi

Leave for greener horizons

Till your sorrows and struggles are undone

But Bhoomi stayed unmoved

She did not run

She stayed where she belonged

She stayed ' loyal to the soil'

The seeds where her hope

The furrows her path for miles

The plough a slow moving verse

The harvested grain her reason to smile

And when the truant rains dodged her

And the famine proved to be an age old curse

She remained unfazed, toiling through dust and grime

For in the darkest night

    Deboshree Gupta 

Bhoomi
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She knew it would be dawn in sometime '

And there was a silver lining .......

Bhoomi  did not walk alone

Into the wide and watchful fields

Beside her moved, stronger than sorrow

Bonds of  unwavering kinship

Of sisterhood of  friendship

For the village womenfolk

She was not the widow ostracized

But she was their own ' Bhoomi Tai'

As the winds carried one year to another

And shoots became trees

The little hands that sought shelter

Beneath the patient skies

Carved their own destinies

Kusum, the daughter rose like the lotus

Neeraj, the son shone through dust and silt

Children of  lantern lights and stitched dreams

Proved that even in broken soil

Resilience and grit can be a winning team

Their names spread beyond the village boundary

The village spoke of  not their loss

But of  their hard earned victory

And Bhoomi?

Bhoomi the mother, the farmer, the fighter

well, she was applauded

Rewarded by Mother earth

For her sweat and toil

For she did not leave

She stayed

She stayed where she belonged

She stayed ' loyal to the soil' .
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I started my career in Consulting and spent a very long time in 
that field. One of  the inherent requirements and expectations 
in a consulting career is the need to travel to client/ project 
sites. 
While my batchmates, almost all of  whom opted for post-
graduation, were enjoying their University life, I, having 
joined one of  the large global consulting firms, was on the 
field, travelling on projects as part of  post grad. From the 
initial days when I was a trainee, I started travelling to various 
parts of  India on client projects, even to locations that weren't considered safe 
and suitable for women to travel during those days. I had a blast, felt no safety or 
security threat, was completely undeterred.
Until the night Bareilly taught me what "risk" truly meant. I was a Deputy 
Manager at that time, I was to travel to a client location for project oversight. 
The location was Bareilly, a town I'd never travelled before (or after) and that I 
knew only through a popular Bollywood 60s song. Bareilly didn't have 
commercial flights at that time, so I boarded an early morning train, expecting 
to arrive by evening. The client had arranged a driver to meet me at the station, 
all arranged well.
Except this was the early 2000s. There were no smartphones, no live GPS 
tracking, and no way to call ahead. I was offcourse traveling alone.
From the time I boarded, the train started running late. By the time the train 
reached Bareilly station, it wasn't evening. It was 1:30 AM, the train running 
seven (7) hours late.
Have you been to Bareilly, especially in early 2000s? When the smaller towns of  
India seemed to be in a completely different world (many of  them still are) than 
the cosmopolitan megacities we belong to? Or when there were no mobile 
phones, and in a situation such as I’d faced, when there was no way for me to 
contact anyone on my arrival or for anyone to enquire how late the train is 
running etc? 
Picture this: A quiet North Indian town, and there I was : travelling alone in a 
long-distance train which ran seven (7) hours late -reached the destination 
station at 1:30 in the night-at 1:30 am, the town isn't just asleep; it's completely 
dormant - you can guess the precarious situation I was in. 

Mayurakshi Ray

A Dark Night
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I stepped off  the train as the solitary passenger on the platform. Moments later, 
the train pulled away, taking the last source of  light with it.
What swallowed me next was a absolute, terrifying, pitch blackness.
There was not a single light anywhere across the platform or around me. It was 
the kind of  dark where you can't see your own hand in front of  your face, I 
could only feel my limbs and the luggage by touching them. The month was 
January and North India gets very cold, so to add to the precariousness of  the 
situation, it was freezing cold.
Looking around, there seemed the faint silhouette of  another human being (I 
don't know who he was, maybe a porter) to whom I asked if  there's a station 
master's office I can go to, for that seemed the only place I can take shelter, and 
probably be a little safe, in that dark, freezing night. He informed that I need to 
take the overbridge and cross two platforms to reach Platform 1 for that office.
In that darkness, lugging a heavy suitcase, laptop bag and purse, I straddled 
towards the overbridge. Every step up those metal stairs was a leap of  pure 
faith; each step that I walked that day, across the platform and across the bridge, 
all I knew was that I need to keep walking, that was the only option I had. I 
couldn’t keep away the dark thoughts that at any point, there was the risk or 
danger that I could get killed / mugged / raped, and my parents will never even 
know what happened, nobody may ever find out. But, I pushed those thoughts 
away and concentrated on walking ahead.
I remember the sigh of  relief  that came out instinctively, when, on reaching the 
other side of  the overbridge, I could see the dim light from the station master’s 
room and one station lamp. I had made it. I was safe. I’d reached Platform 1.
Once I reached the waiting room adjoining the Station Master office, I was met 
with an even greater surprise: the client's driver was still there, fast asleep on a 
bench, having waited through the endless hours of  the delay.
The rest of  the trip went seamlessly. I reached the hotel and continued for the 
next few days on my project work.
I couldn’t stop counting my blessings. To date, I feel blessed and grateful to have 
made it, to have been able to have the courage and determination to cross the 
bridge, in that darkness, guessing every step, guessing the direction to go. The 
client and subsequently when I returned, my seniors in my office, were amazed 
and somewhat awed by how I had navigated a high-risk, volatile situation 
entirely on my own. They called it remarkable grit. But then, on a lighter note, 
risk management is my professional forte.
That day, and in difficult situations till now, I just know, that the only option, to 
reach or be safe, is to look ahead and keep walking forward, even if  the path is 
dark, confusing, unsure; for, there'll be light somewhere at the end of  darkness.
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Durga Puja is not just a festival. For Bengal and Bengalis 

everywhere, and now for India and the global diaspora, it is an 

emotion, an annual homecoming, and a living archive of  

culture. Inscribed by UNESCO in 2021 as an Intangible 

Cultural Heritage of  Humanity, it has transcended its religious 

origins to become the world’s largest publicly celebrated art 

festival. But in 2026, its relevance is being renegotiated. 

Between Instagram reels and “dhunuchi naach”, between 

theme pandals and traditional protima, a quiet churn is happening in how the 

new generation relates to Maa Durga herself.

The Enduring Relevance of  Durga Puja Today

Why does Durga Puja still matter when India is urbanizing, globalizing, and 

racing towards AI?

a) It is the Celebration of  Shakti: In an age of  conversations around women's 

empowerment, gender equality, and feminine leadership, Maa Durga is the 

most powerful cultural archetype we have. She is not a passive goddess waiting 

for rescue. She is Durga - the invincible, created by the combined energies of  all 

gods, to do what none could do alone. She is both mother and warrior, gentle 

and fierce. For a generation grappling with what empowered womanhood 

looks like, she remains profoundly relevant.

b) It is a Community Economy: Durga Puja is Bengal's biggest economic 

engine. From the Kumartuli idol makers to the light technicians, dhakis, saree 

weavers, and food vendors, it sustains lakhs of  artisans. For the new generation 

entering the creative and gig economy, it is a masterclass in how culture creates 

livelihood.

c) It is Public Art: No other festival democratizes art like this. Where else do 

millions of  common people walk through installations made by Chitrakala 

Parishad graduates, discussing themes like climate migration, partition, or 

mental health? The pandal has become India’s most accessible art gallery.

The Relevance of Durga Puja: 
Where the New Generation Meets Maa Durga 

and the Wisdom of the Old
Capt. Soumya Dutta (Indian Navy Veteran)
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The New Generation's Thought on Maa Durga - A Churn

The Gen Z and younger Millennial devotee, aged 18 to 32, is not less devout, 

but their devotion looks different. Their relationship with Maa Durga has 

shifted along three axes.

From Ritual to Meaning: The older generation performed rituals because it was 

tradition. The younger generation asks why. Why 108 lotus flowers for Sandhi 

Puja? Why Sindur Khela only for married women? Why is Mahishasura 

always depicted as dark and demonic? This questioning is not disrespect, it is a 

search for meaning. If  the answer is convincing, their engagement is deeper 

than mere compliance.

From Fear to Friendship: Traditionally, Maa Durga was invoked with awe and 

a certain fear of  divine wrath. For the new generation, she is more accessible. 

They see her as a friend, a confidante, a symbol of  inner strength. You will see 

this in their captions: "Maa is my homie",

"My inner Durga energy". The language is informal, but the identification is 

intensely personal. They connect less with her mythological invincibility and 

more with her resilience.

From Spectacle to Selfie, and Back Again: There is an undeniable change in the 

how of  celebration. For many, Puja is now primarily a visual spectacle: the 

perfect Ashtami saree look, the pandal-hopping vlog, the 3 AM friend-adda. 

The pandal is a backdrop. This has led to criticism that the spiritual core is being 

hollowed out into an Instagram aesthetic.

But there is also a counter-movement. The same generation that posts reels is 

also the generation that is reading Devdutt Pattanaik and Sreeparna 

Chattopadhyay to understand the Shakta philosophy, that is choosing 

sustainable, clay idols over fiberglass, that is asking for gender-neutral 

pushpanjali, and that is using the Durga story to speak against domestic 

violence and workplace harassment. They are using new tools to find old roots.

Their thought process is: Don't just tell me what to do, help me understand 

what it means for me today.

The Current Scenario: The Tension Points

This churn creates visible friction.
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First, Commercialization vs. Sanctity. The mega-budget corporate pandals 

with celebrity inaugurations often overshadow the small para pujas where the 

real community feeling lives. The new generation feels this loss but is also part 

of  the economy that drives it.

Second, Symbolic vs. Literal Feminism. We worship Maa Durga for 5 days 

with grand fervour and then struggle with everyday safety of  women in the 

same pandal crowd. Young women are acutely aware of  this paradox. They are 

no longer satisfied with symbolic worship of  the goddess if  it does not translate 

into respect for women on the ground. Hence their demand to expand the 

meaning of  Shakti beyond the idol.

Third, Eco-Consciousness. The immersion of  idols made with chemical 

paints, the enormous plastic waste, the sound pollution - these trouble the 

environmentally conscious new generation far more than it did the previous 

one. They are the ones petitioning for khori mati idols, for natural dyes, for a 

return to ghat immersion over artificial ponds.

How the Older Generation Can Be of  Immense Value

In this churn, the older generation - parents, grandparents, the para elders, the 

“purohit moshai” - are not redundant. They are the bridge. The worst thing we 

can do is dismiss the new generation as "selfie-obsessed" or dismiss the older 

generation as "outdated". The need is for translation.

a) As Keepers of  Stories, Not Just Rules: A grandmother knows that Durga 

Puja is not just about Ramayana's Akal Bodhon. She knows the folk stories - 

that Durga is Uma, the daughter who comes home to her parents' house with 

her children after a year. That emotional story of  a mother welcoming her 

daughter is what makes Bengalis cry during Dashami visarjan. That narrative 

of  homecoming is what the new generation craves. When elders share the 

“katha behind the achara”, rituals become stories, and stories are what this 

generation lives on.

b) As Philosophical Guides: The older generation can explain that Durga is not 

just a "killer of  a buffalo demon". Mahishasura represents the shapeshifting 

ego, the arrogance that changes form, the inner and outer patriarchy that 

refuses to die. “Saptashati” is a psychological text about conquering our inner 

enemies. When an elder who has seen life explains that, Maa Durga stops being 

a mythological figure and becomes a toolkit for life.
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c) As Mentors for Authentic Experience: Instead of  just scolding for clicking 

photos in front of  the idol, elders can invite the young to the other side - to wake 

up at 4 AM for Mahalaya radio, to learn the difference between Dhak and 

Dhol, to sit and watch a Kumartuli artisan build eyes out of  clay, to participate 

in the actual mixing of  bhog. Experience is what converts a spectator into a 

participant.

d) As Guardians of  Inclusivity: Traditionally, para pujas were run by elders 

who knew everyone. They knew how to include the Muslim tailor who stitched 

the curtains, the Christian band that played, the single mother who had no one 

to go with. In a polarized time, their model of  inclusive community building is 

of  immense value to a generation that preaches inclusivity online but often lives 

in echo chambers offline.

The younger generation has the megaphone - social media, design thinking, 

global language. The older generation has the manuscript - the context, the 

patience, the lived wisdom.

From Churn to Continuity

Durga Puja has always survived churn. It survived colonial attempts to ban it, it 

survived Partition, it survived the move from zamindar courtyards to public 

squares.

Today's churn is perhaps its most important one. The new generation is not 

moving away from Maa Durga. They are moving closer to her, but on their own 

terms. They want a Maa Durga who is not just worshipped for five days but 

lived for 365 days. A Maa who gives them permission to be soft and strong at 

the same time.

If  the older generation can shift its role from enforcer of  ritual to narrator of  

meaning, from gatekeeper to guide, they will find that the new generation is not 

only willing to listen, but desperate to listen. Because in a world of  constant 

flux, everyone needs a home to return to. And for Bengalis, that “home” has 

always been in the eyes of  Maa Durga, coming down to her mother's house, 

year after year.

That homecoming is still relevant. Perhaps now more than ever.
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Oh ten handed Goddess! 

Oh embodiment of  Shakti! 

Oh Ma Durga!

 You come down from Kailash to be amongst us.

You are accompanied by your four children, 

Lakshmi, Saraswati, Kartick and Ganesh. 

You fill the earth with happiness and 

eliminate Mahishasur and all other evils.

Oh harbinger of  hope! Oh rider of  a lion! 

Your footsteps vibrate all around. 

You carry ten weapons in ten hands,

your strong hands kill Mahishasur. 

Oh epitome of  hope! 

Oh epitome of  peace and prosperity! 

You have been blessed by all other Gods. 

You carry weapons like trishul, 

sword, spear, and, bow and arrow. 

You carry lotus, Sudarshan Chakra, 

conch shell, lightning and armour.

You are Katyayani, the warrior Goddess.

Dr. Paramita Mukherjee Mullick

Oh Mother Goddess!
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There is a moment, high in the mountains, when the world 

falls silent. Not the quiet of  an empty room or a sleeping 

house, but a profound, ancient stillness that seems to press 

against your chest. It is the silence of  ice that has never known 

summer, of  air so thin it feels like breathing in crystal. For my 

husband Rajnish and me, that moment came deep inside a 

glacier in the French Alps, where the walls glowed with an 

impossible blue light and time itself  seemed to freeze.

Our journey to that frozen cathedral began far from the snow and ice, in the 

orderly, lake-side city of  Geneva. We had 

planned this trip for months — a pilgrimage to 

the roof  of  Europe, to stand on the highest peaks 

of  the Mont Blanc massif  and walk inside a living 

glacier. It was not just a vacation; it was a quest to 

touch something eternal, to witness the raw 

power of  nature in one of  its most dramatic 

forms.

The Alps have always held a special place in the 

imagination of  travelers. They are the great 

mountains of  Europe, a wall of  rock and ice that 

has challenged climbers, inspired poets, and shaped the history of  the 

continent. For us, they represented something more personal — a chance to 

step away from the noise of  daily life and into a landscape so vast, so 

unforgiving, that it demands your full attention.

From Geneva to the Valley of Chamonix

Our adventure started in Geneva, a city of  lakes and international calm. But 

just 88 kilometres away, the world transforms. We boarded a Car from Geneva 

Airport, to reach Chamonix, and within an hour and a half, we were on the 

A40 motorway, also known as the "Autoroute Blanche" — the White 

Motorway — heading toward the heart of  the French Alps. 

Into the Blue Heart of the Alps: A Journey

from Geneva to inside the “Grotte de Glace

Glacier”
Dr Debjani Dass 
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The drive is a masterclass in contrasts. We left 

behind the f lat,  orderly landscape of  

Switzerland and entered the Arve Valley in 

France. The road winds through Annemasse 

and Bonneville, then climbs steadily toward 

Chamonix. As we approached, the Mont Blanc 

massif  came into view — a wall of  rock and ice 

that dominates the skyline. The journey took 

just over an hour, but it felt like crossing into a 

different world. 

Chamonix-Mont-Blanc is a town that lives and 

breathes the mountains. Even in summer, the 

air carries a crisp chill, and the streets are filled 

with climbers, skiers, and hikers preparing for 

high-altitude adventures. We checked into our hotel, but there was no time to 

rest. The mountains were calling.

The Roof of Europe: Aiguille du Midi

The next morning, we boarded the Aiguille du Midi cable car, a feat of  

engineering that whisks you from 

1,035 meters to a staggering 3,842 

meters (12,602 feet) in just twenty 

minutes . The ascent is breathtaking — 

literally and figuratively. The lush 

green valleys give way to grey rock, 

then to permanent snow. At the 

summit, the air is thin and sharp.

The view from the top is a 360-degree panorama of  the Mont Blanc Massif, 

stretching across France, Italy, and Switzerland . We stepped out onto the 

terrace, the wind whipping around us. Below, the famous Vallée Blanche 

stretched out, a river of  ice that draws skiers from around the globe. On a clear 

day, you can see as far as the Matterhorn and the Jura Mountains . 

We stood at the edge, looking out over the sea of  peaks. "It feels like we're on top 

of  the world," he said. And in a way, we were. The Aiguille du Midi is the 

highest point in Europe accessible by cable car, and the sense of  achievement is 

palpable .
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Crossing the Massif: The Panoramic Mont Blanc

From the Aiguille du Midi, we took the Panoramic Mont Blanc cable car, a 

glass gondola that hangs suspended over a 1,000-meter drop. It glides silently 

across the sky towards the Italian side of  the range, connecting the French and 

Italian Alps . The ride is surreal — you're in a glass bubble with nothing but air 

and ice beneath you.

The destination is Pointe Helbronner on 

the Italian side, where the landscape 

shifts. The jagged needles of  the French 

side give way to the broader, sweeping 

glaciers of  the Italian Alps. From here, 

you can see the entire Mont Blanc 

massif, including the summit itself  at 

4,808 meters — the highest peak in 

Western Europe . 

While we couldn't climb to the summit (that requires a multi-day expedition 

with guides and serious mountaineering experience), seeing it from this 

vantage point was humbling. The peak is a pyramid of  rock and ice, perpetually 

shrouded in clouds and wind. Climbers who attempt it face extreme cold, 

altitude sickness, and the constant risk of  avalanches .

The peak is a pyramid of  rock and ice, perpetually shrouded in clouds and 

wind. Climbers who attempt it face extreme cold, altitude sickness, and the 

constant risk of  avalanch

dimension. The temperature dropped instantly. The walls were not white, but a 

luminous, translucent blue, illuminated by strategic lighting that made the ice 

glow from within. We walked on rubber mats through corridors sculpted by 

hand, surrounded by air bubbles trapped in the ice for hundreds of  years .

The cave is not large — it takes about 15 to 20 minutes to walk through — but 

every step feels significant . Explanatory panels line the walls, telling the story 

of  the glacier's retreat and the science of  ice formation. In some sections, the ice 

is so clear you can see layers of  history compressed into the walls. In others, 

sculptures carved by artists add a touch of  whimsy to the frozen landscape .

We paused at one point, running our hands along the wall. "It feels like 

touching time," he said. And he was right. The ice beneath our feet has been 
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falling as snow for centuries, slowly 

compacting into the dense, blue crystal 

that surrounded us. 

A Fragile Wonder

The experience is humbling. The Grotte 

de Glace is a reminder of  the fragility of  

these high-altitude environments. The 

glacier is retreating, and the cave must be 

carved lower and lower each year to 

reach the ice . In 2026, the famous ice 

tunnel at Aiguille du Midi was even 

dismantled due to instability caused by 

summer heatwaves, a stark reminder of  

how quickly things can change . 

Yet, standing there, surrounded by that 

ethereal blue light, it was impossible not to feel a sense of  wonder. The Alps are 

not just a backdrop; they are a living, breathing entity, constantly reshaping 

itself.

The Long Way Down

 As we emerged from the cave, the sunlight felt almost too bright after the cool 

blue interior. The glacier stretched out below us, a river of  white and grey 

against the green valley. We took the 

gondola back down, then the train, and 

finally the cable car, descending from 

the roof  of  Europe back to the bustling 

streets of  Chamonix.

The journey from Geneva to the top of  

the Alps and into the heart of  a glacier 

was more than just a trip. It was a 

reminder of  the raw power and delicate 

beauty of  the natural world. For Rajnish 

and me, the memory of  that blue-lit 

tunnel, the silence of  the ice, and the 

vastness of  the Mont Blanc Massif  will 

stay with us forever.
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There is something strangely unsettling about shopping 

online.

You look at a picture on a screen, click a button, make a 

payment, and then wait. Somewhere between the seller, the 

warehouse, the delivery network and your doorstep, your 

purchase is supposed to travel safely into your hands. You trust 

the system because you have very little choice but to trust it.

I had been doing exactly that for years.

From biscuits and food items to shirts, books, handkerchiefs, suitcases and 

household articles, I gradually became accustomed to the convenience of  

ordering almost everything from Amazon. It was simple, quick and, most 

importantly, reassuring.

Until something happened that made me question the entire system.

Last year, while preparing for a trip, I ordered two suitcases. I was packing and 

checking the order status regularly. Until the day before the scheduled delivery, 

everything appeared perfectly normal on the website. The message was clear: 

my order was on its way and would be delivered the following day at the 

promised time.

So I relaxed.

The next morning, at about nine o'clock, I checked the page again.

Delivered

Except that nothing had been delivered to my home.

I immediately asked the servants. Had anyone accepted a parcel? Had a 

delivery person come while I was occupied? Nobody had seen anything.

Then I thought of  the obvious possibility. The houses in our neighbourhood 

have similar numbers. Perhaps the delivery person had left the two suitcases at a 

neighbour's house by mistake.

The Amazon Mystery: Who Took My Orders?

       Sharmi Mitra Banerjee
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I called my friend Seema and asked whether two suitcases had accidentally 

been delivered to her home. She was equally surprised. She asked her servants 

to look around.

Nothing.

The suitcases had simply vanished.

Then came the most disturbing part.

I went to my Amazon account to look for the order and lodge a complaint.

It wasn't there.

The order had disappeared from my recent purchases.

There was no convenient trail leading back to the purchase. No simple way for 

me to point to the order and say, “Here it is. This was marked as delivered, but I 

never received it.”

The value of  the missing suitcases was around �6,000–�7,000. It was not an 

amount I was prepared to simply forget. But what could I do without sufficient 

evidence?

A question began to trouble me.

Could a delivery person take an item along the way?

I had no proof  that this had happened. Nor did I want to accuse an individual 

without proof. After all, such an accusation could have serious consequences. 

A delivery worker could lose a job or even face a police complaint.

But that raised another question: how can an ordinary customer prove what 

happened when the digital trail itself  appears to have disappeared?

In the end, I let the matter go, wondering whether I had somehow made a 

mistake.

But I had not forgotten it.

I began taking screenshots of  my orders and keeping them in a Word document 

until the packages actually arrived. It was my own little precaution against a 

system I had begun to distrust.

It was inconvenient, but I thought it would protect me.

I was wrong.

Then it happened again.
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This week, I ordered a pack of  ten handkerchiefs. I needed them for an 

upcoming trip to Kolkata. The order appeared on my account, and I waited for 

the delivery.

The week passed.

The handkerchiefs did not arrive.

Because I had ordered several things together and different items were being 

delivered separately, it became difficult to reconstruct exactly what had arrived 

and what had not. And once again, when I went looking for the relevant order, I 

found that the record of  this particular purchase was no longer available in the 

way I expected.

This time the missing item was worth only about �400.

I decided not to pursue it.

But the smaller amount did not make the question smaller.

It made it bigger.

Was this an occasional technical or algorithmic error?

Was something going wrong with my account?

Could someone have gained access to it?

Or was there some other explanation that I simply could not see?

I find it difficult to believe that a large and trusted company such as Amazon 

would deliberately do this to a customer. I have been a regular customer and 

have spent a sizeable amount with the company over the years. My experience 

with its customer service has not always been negative; in fact, there have been 

times when I have received perfectly fair treatment.

That is precisely why these incidents are so puzzling.

And then there was another episode.

I bought a pair of  Estelle earrings as a gift for a cousin. When the package 

arrived, the boxes were damaged and broken. They looked so shabby that I 

could not possibly present them as a gift.

I had to find my own gift boxes and repack them.
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When I went online to seek a refund or return, however, I found that there 

appeared to be no return option available for the item.

Again, I was left with the same uncomfortable feeling: the system seemed to 

have all the answers until I needed it to answer a difficult question.

Perhaps each incident has a perfectly innocent explanation.

Perhaps the missing order was a technical error. Perhaps the delivery was 

incorrectly recorded. Perhaps something went wrong in the logistics chain. 

Perhaps the problem lies somewhere in my account.

I simply do not know.

And that is what troubles me most.

This is not really a story about two suitcases, ten handkerchiefs or a pair of  

damaged earring boxes.

It is about trust.

When we buy something online, we surrender control. We trust that the picture 

represents the product, that the payment has been recorded, that the order 

exists, that the package is moving, and finally that “delivered” means it has 

actually reached us.

When something goes wrong, the customer needs a trail—a record, a reference 

number, a way to challenge what the system says.

Without that trail, the customer is left standing outside the system, looking in.

So I keep returning to the same question.

Not necessarily, “How did it happen?”

Because perhaps technology can explain that.

The more troubling question is:

Who did it?

And until someone can answer that, the mystery remains.
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I have never been overtly religious, but spirituality and my 

connection with Ma Durga have always lived quietly within 

me. My father taught me that true faith lies in doing our duties 

sincerely, respecting others, and living life with kindness.

In North we follow festival of  Navratri – a period of  fasting 

and prayers – dedicated to Ma Durga. Navratri follows the 

same timelines as Durga Pujo in Kolkata, though it lacks the 

festive intensity and overwhelming participation one sees in 

Bengali communities. The joyous anticipation over weeks and months as it 

approaches and the sadness it leaves behind at the end is also something very 

special and unique to Durga Pujo.

Today, I would take a look back at two very difficult moments of  my life, when I 

felt the divine presence Ma Durga.

Some years back, my mother had fallen ill and was 

advised a surgery – due to age and pre-existing chronic 

health issues, this was fraught with high risks – but this 

was also the only path ahead to bring her back to a 

normal life. During this period of  my many visits to 

doctors and hospitals, I happened to meet a couple – 

who were on a visit from Australia and was attending 

to their own family medical needs. What initially 

started as typical polite exchanges between fellow 

patient families - gradually evolved into something 

much closer relationship - involving genuine empathy.

This couple soon became my main support and strength during this period of  

uncertainty. Their faith and prayers to Ma Durga – in some ways were both 

simple and yet very powerful - became my inspiration and source of  strength 

during this trying periods.

Fast forward, few years later, there was another health crisis involving my 

mother – now she was older and also physically much weaker. Doctors in the 

Maa and Her Divine Intervention

Suman Ray
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hospital, who had known us since long, advised us to take her back as recovery 

seemed medically unrealistic. That’s the time I happened to come across a new 

doctor - Dr. Chitra - she had just come from another hospital – in a temporary 

exchange arrangement. She spoke very differently – she gave me new hope and 

encouraged me to continue the treatment. My initial apprehension gradually 

melted away with her calm and reassuring ways – her presence and words gave 

me strength, calm and hope, which is all I needed at that time. And 

miraculously, my mother slowly started responding to the treatments. After a 

week or so, my mother had fully recovered and returned home – for me it was 

nothing less than divine intervention.

And much later I realised something beautiful—Chitra is also a name 

associated with Ma Durga.

Perhaps the Divine does not always appear before us in ways we expect - She 

reaches us through people who enter our lives when we need them.

Looking back, I feel Ma Durga was always there—guiding me, protecting me 

and giving me strength through Her own mysterious ways.

Durga Durga
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I am a soldier and I fly.

As I stopped by the flowing river,

and glanced at the silhouette of  the mountain chain,

the silence of  the valley whispered in my ear-

“Thousands of  miles away somewhere on the plain

 waits the little girl

 where ‘Kash’ is swaying in the autumn breeze

 touched by the soft autumn rays

and a bunch of  ‘Shiuli’ announces the arrival of  Maa Durga

as the ‘Dhak’ plays.”

I am a soldier and I fly.

I closed my eyes to set out to the land of  ’Shiuli’ and ‘Kash’,

that very moment a sonorous temple bell from the mountain-top

embraced the valley with an unspoken ecstasy and joy,

like a mother to the child in her womb.

The hymns from the shrine kept reverberating in the air

filling the valley with the prayer

 “Rupam Dehi, Jayam Dehi” unfurling smiles

and in my mind, I have already travelled those thousand miles.

because I am a soldier and I fly.

 

Flight

Debolina Ganguly
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 I wonder how freely we use the superlatives often for our own 
performances and so-called 'achievements' in our daily 
interactions, especially in office parlance. In office situations, 
while evaluating performance of  the person concerned, the 
Senior sits with him and discusses actual results. There is a 
marked anxiety of the subject to describe his own performance 
'outstanding' without the supporting numbers and the basis to 
justify.  His worries are to establish the written content about 
him without the ground realities. The significant discussion 
comes while analysing any special initiative or growth-oriented Projects having 
long-term impact on the Organisation and its sustainability.  In most of  such 
cases the Group Head creates a team with a chosen few known to deliver. Such 
evaluations sail through nicely as all of  them are in sync being partners in the 
process, having a special acumen.

We are not here to discuss 'Office' but 'thinking' as a quality and the process 
associated with our actions and achievements. I view it this way-- any 'issue' has 
a bare physical aspect which is 'concrete' while thinking about it, is an 'abstract' 
quality that makes it different from its bare physical presence. We are very 
familiar with the word “strategy” and use it often freely. The word 'strategy' is 
derived from the Greek word 'strategos' that means a “Commander of  an army”. 
This has led to the word “strategic'' leading us to a broader and comprehensive 
art of  directing overall military and political operations, which is used nicely for 
any critical operations. 

Let us now discuss about 'thinking 'per se with which a process of  analysis and 
direction could develop into a more reasonable and regulated one as a 'thought 
process'.  What I want to impress on the readers is the fact that 'observation' 
aided by 'thinking' makes all the difference and thinking beyond the ordinary, 
out of  the 'box' makes it a cut above average. If  all of  us think more about our 
tasks, a problem area or any criticality in operations beyond their surface rather 
deeply, we shall be transcending our 'routine' to a new high, taking it to a 
different orbit to transcend beyond the 'ordinary' and become 'extra-ordinary'. If  
this forms a habit then we may view things differently with new glasses that goes 
deeper and lead us to 'rediscovering' ourselves endowed with seeing things 
beyond our noses. 

STRATEGIC THINKING
and

TRANSFORMATION
BD Banerjee
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I bring you closer home with a simple example of  a TV show known as 'Dadagiri' 
which has a segment called a 'Googly Round' that is just 'looking beyond' and 
'thinking out of  the box' or out of  the narrow confines of  what it offers on the face 
of  it. It mixes and matches nicely with some deeper sequencing and linking that 
does not meet the ordinary eye. How do we solve it? I think if  we make an 
'anatomy' of  a pursuit it would offer parts and components disjointed and that 
gives us an idea about the components that make the whole. This is measuring 
the task by its fragments and from there lift ourselves to a different level and view 
the activity with an “X-ray eye” as though. 

 I call this a 'strategic thinking' that teaches us to look beyond the surface or mere 
physical part of  it, navigating through various steps, some may be even unknown 
beforehand. It is a 'dynamic' process going through stages of  absorption, 
assimilation, immersion, and transcendence to a to an innovative creation. It 
anticipates the 'unanticipated', imagines the 'unimaginable' and prepares for any 
eventuality. The present geo-political upheavals have thrown all calculations 
overboard in trade, industry, political affiliations and alignments requiring a 
high degree of  strategic steps to transform and transcend through a high level of  
creative thinking. Shrewd Politicians are keeping their fingers crossed and 
setting their sights on 'imponderables' that could happen to break the stalemate. 
Recent blockages in “HORMUZ” strait is a certainty for phenomenal losses 
across board, as a result of  “War and war-like operations” with its elemental 
dimensions. The entire world economy is in doldrums and strategists are 
changing tracks every now and then to stay in contention. It calls for a dynamic 
thinking with a carefully crafted strategy that makes one transform and 
transcend. At the heart of  it however, is the human mind with infinite power of  
thinking that could transcend all obstacles and scale newer heights with 
transformation and sublimation. 

Apparently the 'unthinkable', 'imponderable' and 'unanticipated' ones form the 
fulcrum of  ''strategic'' thinking. An example, for instance, would be those 
innovative Buildings changing their shapes every day, facades shifting 
throughout,  to optimize sunlight and temperature to give the exterior a dynamic 
look and with all these, could be even duly programmed to avoid manual 
operation.  Strategic thinking is ever evolving, futuristic and dynamic with the 
changing environment around and dovetailed with planning and technology, it 
should be the game changer. It gets us engaged, involved and totally 'immersed' 
in the subject to transcend the narrow confines to advance to a different level and 
'orbit' of  thinking beyond normal comprehension. This is the state of  
'transformation' and excellent performance is possible with a transformed 'Self' 
which we can rediscover to exclaim, ''is this me and have I done it?''. 
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Background:

India holds a pivotal position in the evolving global energy 

landscape, presenting immense opportunities alongside 

notable challenges. The nation's energy transition aims to 

address the increasing energy demand while curbing carbon 

emissions to tackle climate change. As of  September 2024, 

India's solar energy capacity reached 90.76 GW, while wind 

energy capacity stood at 47.36 GW, significantly advancing the country's energy 

transition. India's commitment to sustainability is demonstrated by initiatives 

like the National Action Plan on Climate Change and its target of  500 GW of  

renewable energy by 2030 as mentioned in its Nationally Determined 

Contributions (NDCs) set after the Paris Agreement. Key findings show that 

while India has done well in deployment of  renewable energy, societal barriers, 

economic limits, technological limits and the dependence on fossil fuels still 

plague India. 

India is a major force in the global energy economy. Energy consumption has 

more than doubled since 2000, propelled upwards by a growing population –  

the world's largest – and a period of  rapid economic growth. Near-universal 

household access to electricity was achieved in 2019, meaning that over 900 

million citizens have gained an electrical connection in less than two decades.

Over 80%of  India's energy needs are met by three fuels: coal, oil and solid 

biomass. Coal has underpinned the expansion of  electricity generation remains 

the largest single fuel in the energy mix. Oil consumption and imports have 

grown rapidly on account of  rising vehicle ownership and road transport use. 

Biomass, primarily fuelwood, makes up a declining share of  the energy mix, but 

is still widely used as a cooking fuel. Despite recent success in expanding 

coverage of  LPG in rural areas, 660 million Indians have not fully switched to 

modern, clean cooking fuels or technologies.

Navigating the energy transition in India: 
challenges and opportunities towards sustainable 

energy and environment goal
Subhra Baran Sengupta
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Natural gas and modern renewable sources of  energy have started to gain 

ground. The rise of  solar PV has been spectacular; the resource potential is huge, 

ambitions are high, and policy support and technology cost reductions have 

quickly made it the cheapest option for new power generation.

India is the third-largest global emitter of  CO2, despite low per capita CO2 

emissions. The carbon intensity of  its power sector is well above the global 

average. Additionally, particulate matter emissions are a major factor in air 

pollution, which has emerged as one of  India's most sensitive social and 

environmental issues: in 2019, there were well over one million premature 

deaths related to ambient and household air pollution.

Current status and challenges of energy transition in India

The projected primary energy consumption is expected to reach 1921 Mtoe 

(Million Tonnes of Oil Equivalent) by 2040 with the share of  renewables being 

256 Mtoe. The share of  coal will be the highest at 955 Mtoe, followed by oil at 

485 Mtoe. The share of  gas in the year 2040 will stand at 128 Mtoe and the share 

of  nuclear and hydropower stands at 44 Mtoe and 52 Mtoe respectively. Based 

on available data, projected energy consumption data, in future years it will 

further escalate due to the big push from both urbanization and 

industrialization. And to reduce emissions without harming economic progress, 

the only option is to shift towards cleaner sources of  fuel. India's projected rise to 

1921 Mtoe of  primary energy demand by 2040 implies an average annual 

growth of  4.2 % over 2016–2040, the fastest among major developing 

economies. 

The energy transition is a multifaceted and gradual shift of  the global energy 

system from dependence on fossil fuels to renewable energy sources, playing a 

critical role in combating climate change and achieve sustainable development 

goals. 

India's Journey towards Clean Energy

India third in total installed renewable capacity, with over 250-283 GW of  

renewable/non-fossil capacity, with over 23% year-on-year growth, and added 

44.51 GW by November, double of  the figure 25 GW added in 2024

It's a matter of  pride that Non-Fossil Sources accounted for 51.5% of  installed power 
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rdcapacity, achieving the COP26 target five years early, with solar capacity increase by 41% ( 3  
th Thin World). Wind energy capacity growth is 12.5% ( 4  In world) and 5  highest in 

Hydroelectric  power.Clean energy attracted $3.4 billion in FDI during the first nine months 

of  FY 2025, accounting for over 80% of  power-sector inflows.

India's Advantage for Clean Energy lies in the solar abundance with 300 days 

of  sunlight available on average, cost efficiency through solar and wind tariffs to 

record lows, making renewables in India among the cheapest globally and also 

a 7,500 km coastline with immense offshore wind potential, along with 

Rajasthan and Gujarat's plains which are ideal for solar-wind hybrid projects.

India has replaced the 5 million tonnes of  grey hydrogen already consumed, to 

create an instant domestic market for green hydrogen.

Some of the Government Initiatives for Clean Energy in India are as below

a) National Green Hydrogen Mission promoting commercial green 

hydrogen production to position India as a net fuel exporter.

b) Production-Linked Incentive for Solar PV which encourages domestic 

manufacturing of  high-efficiency solar modules, reducing import dependence 

and boosting GW-scale capacity.

c)   PM-KUSUM Scheme that Subsidises solar irrigation pumps to increase 

farmer income and reduce diesel use in agriculture.

d) Solar Parks & Green energy corridor

e)  National Bioenergy Programme that Supports biomass, biogas, and 

Bio-CNG projects for rural energy generation and sustainable feedstock use.

India's Challenges with Clean Energy

Delayed payments from financially weak State Distribution Companies 

(DISCOM) cause liquidity are constraints for renewable developers, attempts by 

some state governments to renegotiate Power Purchase Agreements (PPAs) 

after the auction undermine the sanctity of  contracts and investor confidence .

Also challenges lie with Grid Bottleneck that resulted in almost 60 GW of  

renewable projects remaining stranded due to inadequate transmission 

infrastructure, High Capital cost and High Green Hydrogen Cost which is far 

higher than grey hydrogen based on fossil fuels.
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The Way Forward

India should expand on domestic production of polysilicon and wafers to 

reduce dependence on Chinese upstream components, Introduce a legal 

framework to prevent unilateral renegotiation of  Power Purchase Agreements 

by states, make Grid Expansion by Building transmission infrastructure 

ahead of  generation capacity to prevent stranded renewable assets, Strengthen 

payment security mechanisms to protect developers against DISCOM defaults 

and high financing costs and also Accelerate deployment of  battery energy 

storage  to manage renewable intermittency.

Conclusion

India's transition to clean energy and pledge to have Net Zero emission by 2070, 

will help the country progress towards sustainability and economic growth. 

This sector is expected to create millions of  jobs, particularly in solar and wind 

sector and contribute to industrial innovation

This comprehensive approach not only addresses environmental challenges but 

also fosters energy independence in India.

     **********************
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Zoey moved in, looked around, considered the arrangements, 
and quietly took charge of  the place.We continued to believe, 
for many years, that it was our home. She allowed us this belief  
the way a kind monarch allows the staff  their little opinions. 
The rules she found reasonable, she followed. The rules she 
did not find reasonable, she did not follow, and somehow, over 
the years, they quietly stopped being rules. This is the story of  
how she ran the house.

Security Clearance

Nobody entered our home without passing through Zoey first. The bell would 
ring, she would arrive at a gallop, tail going, and then station herself  squarely in 
the doorway and inspect the visitor properly. Up and down. Very seriously.

Who are you? What is your business here? Have we met?

And then she would look at us. This was the crucial moment, and the entire 
system rested upon it. If  we indicated that the person was welcome, she cleared 
them on the spot - tatkal at its best - and the reception ceremony began. The 

guest was now family and would be 
treated accordingly, whether they 
wished it or not. If  we did not, Zoey took 
up position at the door and stayed there. 
No barking, no fuss. She simply 
remained, large and immovable, making 
it clear that she was on duty and 
everybody else could carry on with their 
day.

The fun began when the cleared guests 
were not in a position to appreciate the 
honour.

A number of  our friends, it turned out, 
were frightened of  dogs. Not dogs in 
general, but large dogs in particular. 

Her Majesty, Zoey

Sarmila Pande (Soma Choudhury)

180



Zoey has been called a tigress. She has been called a lioness. One friend, on first 
sight of  her, simply stopped and said, "Oh my God. Is it safe to come in?" They 
would enter the drawing room sideways, keeping the furniture between 
themselves and her, laughing in a high unnatural voice, saying, "No no, I'm 
fine, I'm absolutely fine." We would explain that she was a trained therapy dog 
who worked with children. Nobody was ever reassured. After some years we 
stopped explaining and simply waited, because we knew exactly what was 
coming. 

The pattern never varied. The nervous guest sat stiffly on the edge of  a chair, 
plate on knees, feet tucked as far back as the furniture allowed. Zoey settled at a 
respectful distance, as though giving them time to compose themselves, then 
moved closer. Somewhere in the second hour a hand would come down, very 
cautiously, touch the top of  her head, and jerk back - current legeche types. She 
accepted this without fuss, which was precisely the correct response. And by 
the end of  the evening that same guest would be sitting on the floor. On the 
floor. In good clothes. Plate abandoned somewhere. Both hands buried in her 
fur, having a long and heartfelt conversation with a dog about life, while Zoey 
listened patiently like a wise old grandmother. 

It made no difference who they were. We watched it happen to the chief  
executive of  a very large multinational, a man so composed at work that his 
own senior staff  could not read his face, ending the evening cross-legged on our 
floor, feeding her kababs from his plate, 
addressing her in a voice that can only 
be described as extremely silly. And 
no bo dy  wa s  eve r  e m ba r r a s se d 
a f t e r w a r d s .  W h a t e v e r  s e l f -
consciousness people carry about 
looking foolish in company simply did 
not survive contact with her. She 
dismantled them. One by one. Every 
single time.

The Royal Salute, Zoey Style

Once a guest had been cleared, Zoey 
took over the hospitality personally. She 
did not feel this could safely be left to us, 
and to be fair, our version was fairly 
ordinary. Hello, welcome, please sit.
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Her version began with a gift.

The moment the guest stepped in, she would vanish. Where's Zoey? they would 
ask. Had they  offended her? Was the welcome over? It was not over. It had 
barely begun. She had gone to fetch a pillow. She would reappear a moment 
later, head high, walking with tremendous dignity, carrying a cushion in her 
mouth with the solemn pride of  a chief  guest presenting a shawl at a prize-
giving ceremony — rather undercut by the wagging tail. Sometimes an 
ordinary sofa cushion. Sometimes, to our quiet horror, the good embroidered 
one kept for special occasions.

She would present it. Look. Look what I have brought. Just for you.

And the guest, touched, would say, "Oh! Thank you, Zoey, how lovely," and 
reach out totake it.

Dinner Is Served, Every Day, for the First Time

Feeding Zoey was a pleasure. Each time the bowl came down she greeted it as 
the most astonishing surprise of  her life. For me? Another gourmet meal? 
Today again? You really shouldn't have. There was dancing — in the body 
when she was young, in the eyes when she was older. A small spin. A pause of  
reverent disbelief. And then a look of  such gratitude that your heart brimmed 
over. It did not matter what was in the bowl. No inspection. No raised eyebrow. 
No remarks about quantity, quality or presentation. She received whatever 
appeared as though the finest cook in the city had been specially engaged for the 
occasion. And then it was gone — in a flash, and gone literally too, the bowl 
licked so clean it could have gone straight back into the cupboard. After which 
she would look up, eyes shining: That was the best one yet. She enjoyed every 
single meal she was ever given.

The Sea: A Military Operation

To most dogs, a ball thrown into the sea is a 
game. To Zoey it was a national emergency. 
The ball would leave your hand and Zoey 
would leave the earth. Straight into the water 
she charged, through the waves, ears flying, 
with the single-minded determination of  a 
naval commando on a rescue mission 
authorised at the highest level. It made not 
the slightest difference whether the ball had 
landed forty feet out or three feet away in 
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water barely deep enough to wet her paws. The charge was identical. This was 
serious work and it would be done properly. She would seize it, turn, paddle 
back looking tremendously pleased with herself, drop it at your feet and stare at 
you. Then at the ball. Then back at you. Well? Why are you simply standing there? 
Soaked, sandy and radiant, she was exactly as thrilled at throw number twenty 
as at throw number one. There was never the faintest suggestion of  we have 
already done this.Each throw was a fresh and delightful development. Each 
throw was, apparently, news.The best part was watching everybody else on the 
beach. They would stop. They would smile. They would nudge whoever they 
were with and point. And before long some complete stranger would wander 
over and say, "May I take a photo with her?" and then call their whole family 
over to join in. She did this everywhere she went. It was, in the end, her chief  
talent: she organised everybody around her into enjoying themselves, whether 
or not they had arrived with any such intention.

Certain Matters of Household Policy

The kitchen was an area of  some diplomatic delicacy. She was not allowed in 
while the cook was cooking, but her bowls were kept there, so access could not 
be denied altogether. A tightrope of  border agreement. And so, while delicious 
things were being prepared for her and for us, she stood precisely at the 
doorway with perhaps half  a centimetre of  one paw across the line, watching 
with the concentration of  a food inspector who suspects something but cannot 
yet prove it, hoping for a taster from the very person hired to cook her meals. 
And then there was the sound of  a packet. Any packet, anywhere in the house. 
A dog who appeared to be deeply asleep would be standing beside you, alert 
and expectant, before it had been fully opened. For a dog who walked so slowly, 
we never once caught her arriving. She was simply, suddenly, there. Where did 
you come from? we would ask in wonder. Our various unscientific experiments 
on this were inconclusive, except in establishing beyond doubt that Zoey's 
hearing was perfect and extremely selective. 

Her Majesty, Signing off

We thought we were looking after Zoey. We fed her, walked her, took her to the 
doctor and made the rules. She, meanwhile, was looking after me. Wherever I 
went in that house, Zoey went. To the kitchen. To the study. To the cupboard to 
fetch something and back again, four seconds later. If  I sat down she settled at 
my feet. If  I stood up she stood up too, with the resigned air of  somebody who 
had only just got comfortable but understood that duty is duty. She did not fuss 
and she did not demand anything. She simply came along and kept an eye on 
me, in case I required supervision. It did not go unnoticed. In time the 
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household had a name for it: Mary had a little lamb, Sarmila has a big Zoey. She 
was not little, and she followed me everywhere just the same. The truth is that 
she ran the household and permitted us to handle the administration. She 
decided how guests were to be received, and received them better than we did. 
She decided which rules had merit. She decided that fetch would henceforth be 
played with biscuits, and nobody thought to argue. She decided that every 
nervous visitor who arrived calling her a tigress would end the evening sitting 
on the floor beside her, and she was always, without exception, proved right.We 
still catch ourselves waiting for her to follow us from room to room, or out to the 
veranda at tea time, waiting for her biscuits. We still check the cushion before 
sitting down. And somewhere in doggy heaven, we are quite certain, a doorbell 
has just rung, and a very surprised visitor is standing in a doorway, handbag 
over one arm, locked in a tug of  war they have absolutely no chance of  winning. 
Whoever you are: let go. She has done this before, and she has never lost.

We thought we were getting a dog who would give us company, whom we 
would train, and who would listen to us. We had it exactly the wrong way round 
on all three counts. She did not give us company; she assembled it, filling the 
house with people who had come to see her and stayed to talk to us. We did not 
train her; we were trained, thoroughly and patiently, until we were opening 
doors, throwing balls and cutting biscuits on a schedule she had set. And as for 
listening, she listened beautifully to everything she agreed with. The rest she 
received with the polite, attentive, 
entirely unmoved expression of  a 
senior  officer hearing out a junior 
colleague's suggestion. What we 
actually got was a head of  
household who received our 
guests better than we did, decided 
which of  our rules had merit, and 
taught us more in twelve years 
than we managed to teach her in 
twelve weeks. We were not, it 
turned out, her project. She was 
ours, briefly, and then we were 
hers.
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The day began with a drive from Puri to Konark-cool morning 
air, quiet roads, and the easy conversations that make a 
journey as memorable as the destination. We had planned it as 
a day to explore, take a break from our routines and spend 
some unhurried time together. None of  us expected that, by 
the end of  the day, we would come away not only with 
photographs and memories, but with a deeper appreciation for 
a piece of  history that has quietly stood for centuries.

As Konark came into view, the 
magni f i cen t  Sun  Temple 
i m m e d i a t e ly  c a u g h t  o u r 
attention. Grand, ancient and 
covered in intricate stonework, 
it was far more striking than we 
had imagined. With our guide 
pointing out stories, symbols 
and details hidden within the 
carvings, the temple slowly 
began to reveal itself. What 
l o o k e d  l i k e  a  b e a u t i f u l 

monument from a distance became even more fascinating as we learned about 
the details hidden in its architecture. 

Our guide explained how the grand temple was designed as the magnificent 
stone chariot of Surya, the Sun God, with 24 
intricately carved wheels and seven powerful 
horses symbolising the journey of  the Sun 
across the sky. What fascinated us was that 
the temple was not created only for its 
grandeur, it’s design reflects a remarkable 
understanding of  geometry, proportion, 
light, and shadow, making the monument 
both deeply symbolic and remarkably 
sophisticated for its time.

A One-Day Family Trip to Konark

Vasundhara Guha Ray
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he precis ion of  the stonework was 
remarkable, especially considering the age of  
the temple. What makes Konark truly 
fascinating is not just its grandeur, but the 
extraordinary patience and precision that 
must have gone into creating it. The play of  
sunlight and shadow made it even more 
intriguing; as we changed our position, 
different details seemed to emerge. It was 
almost as though the temple did not reveal 
everything at once-it asked us to slow down, 
look closer, and discover it gradually.

Standing before the massive stone structure, it was hard to imagine how 
craftsmen centuries ago had transformed something so hard and unforgiving 
into work that felt almost alive. Every surface seemed to hold a story-the 

enormous wheels detailed with delicate spokes and patterns, dancers and 
musicians captured in movement, animals, flowers, and little glimpses of  
everyday life. Every time we looked again, the stone seemed to tell us 
something new. Perhaps that is the beauty of  great craftsmanship-it keeps 
revealing itself  long after the first impression has passed.

One of  the most fascinating things our guide showed us was the way certain 
carvings and stones at Konark create an almost optical illusion. From one 
angle, the patterns and figures appeared to merge into one another, while a 
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slight change in where we stood made a different form or detail emerge. 
Standing there, we found ourselves thinking that perhaps the true brilliance of  
Konark lies not only in what its craftsmen carved, but in the experience, they 
created for those who would come centuries later and stop to look.

As we began our journey back to Puri, everyone was a little tired, but there was 
a quiet sense of  contentment in the car. We spoke about the temple, the stories 
our guide had shared, and the details that had stayed with us throughout the 
day. Somewhere along the way, our conversations turned to something more 
important-the need to preserve these magnificent pieces of  our history. The 
stones of  Konark have endured for centuries, carrying stories, artistry, and the 
imagination of  generations before us. It is now our responsibility to ensure that 
this remarkable heritage continues to stand, inspire, and tell its story to 
generations yet to come. Some journeys give us memories; some leave us with 
a deeper appreciation for what came before us. Our day in Konark gave us 
both.
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 Some memories do not fade. They wait quietly, folded away 

like old silk, carrying the fragrance of  another time. 

She was thirteen. An age balanced delicately between 

childhood and dream. 

A wedding house in Calcutta. Lights everywhere. Music 

drifting through crowded rooms. Laughter rising and falling 

like waves against a familiar shore. 

A red Banarasi saree.. Her elder cousin’s. Taken out lovingly from an almirah 

for a girl who owned no saree of  her own. Patient hands arranged the pleats. 

Her cousin smoothed every fold, adjusted the anchal, and stepped back.

Suddenly, an unfamiliar girl appeared in the mirror. The child stood still. Who 

was this girl looking back at her? So poised. So radiant. So unexpectedly 

beautiful. 

For one enchanted evening, she walked through pools of  light, wrapped in her 

cousin’s red Banarasi saree, carrying a future she could not yet see. 

Somewhere in that gathering, a pair of  observant eyes noticed her. A 

filmmaker. A possibility. A door opening. 

Days later, the news arrived. A new film. A new face. A world she had never 

imagined. 

For a brief  moment, the sky seemed larger. Dreams stretched farther. The 

future shimmered. 

Then came a gentle no. 

Not from lack of  love, but from love itself. A father’s fear. A father’s protection. 

A father’s belief  that certainty was safer than possibility. The door closed. The 

film was never made. The journey was never taken. The answer remained 

forever unwritten. Yet destiny, with its curious sense of  humour, found her 

anyway. 

To That Mysterious Presence… 
The Red Banarasi Saree

 Anindya
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Years later, other cameras waited. She stood before them. She performed. She 

anchored programmes. She recited. Her voice travelled into homes she would 

never visit and into hearts she would never know. The artistic world welcomed 

her - only by a different path. 

Then life changed once more. 

More than three decades ago, she left Calcutta behind. The city remained. The 

studios remained. The familiar stages remained. The vibrant cultural world 

that had nourished her spirit slowly receded into memory. 

Years gathered. Seasons changed. 

New places, new responsibilities, new chapters filled the days. 

Yet some memories refuse to leave. They travel with us. Quietly. Patiently. 

Waiting for the right evening to return. When they do, time loosens its grip. The 

years dissolve. 

The wedding house returns. The lights glow again. Music drifts through distant 

corridors. There she is. A thirteen-year-old girl standing before a mirror. 

Wrapped in her cousin’s red Banarasi saree. 

A door has just opened. The world is still full of  possibilities. She does not yet 

know which dreams will stay, which dreams will leave, and which dreams will 

quietly transform into memory. 

Perhaps that is why she remembers. Not the filmmaker. Not the lost 

opportunity. Not even the closed door. She remembers the girl. She remembers 

her cousin’s loving hands. She remembers Calcutta. She remembers The red 

Banarasi saree. 

For some dreams are never lived. Yet they remain with us - softly folded within 

the heart, like a cherished Banarasi saree waiting for a quiet evening to unfold 

once more. 
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Mahamaya, you are magic bright, You fill the world with love 

and light.

Jagadamba, Mother of  all,You always hear us whenever we 

call.

Durga, so brave and strong, You fight against all that’s unjust 

and wrong.

Bhavani, kind and soft and true, We feel so safe because of  

you.

Amba, Mother, warm and dear, You take away our pain and fear.

Chandika, fierce and full of  flame, Even demons fear your name.

Kali, dark as midnight sky, With strength so great and spirit high.

Parvati, gentle as the moon, You make the flowers softly bloom.

Shailputri, mountain’s pride, With courage always by your side.

Brahmacharini, calm and bright, You teach us all what’s pure and right.

Chandraghanta, shining face, You protect the world with grace.

Kushmanda, with your cosmic smile, You light the universe for miles.

Skandamata, loving and mild, Bless every mother, bless every child. 

Katyayani, bold and strong,You fight for truth against all wrong. 

Kalaratri, dark and deep, You guard us while we dream and sleep. 

Mahagauri, pure as snow, You make our hearts all gently glow.

Siddhidatri, giver of  grace, Hope and peace in every place.

Narayani, divine and wise, You are the star in heaven’s skies.

Vishnumaya, deep and wise, Like a thousand shining skies.

Shivadooti, fearless queen, The strongest Mother ever seen.

Karali, fierce and full of  fire,You lift our hearts and take us higher.

Annapurna, feeding all, You answer hunger’s silent call.

Sarvamangala, full of  peace, From sadness give our hearts release.

Aparna, with your patient soul, You make the broken spirit whole.

Maya Sanghvi

THE MAGIC OF MAYA
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Lalita, playful, sweet and bright, Like a star in the silent night.

Rudrani, powerful and free, You are courage’s own sea.

Bhairavi, strong and full of  flame, Even evil fears your name.

Vaishnavi, with power divine, Your blessings through the ages shine.

Savitri, with sacred light, You fill our prayers with something bright.

Dakshayani, noble and true, There is so much to learn from you.

Gauri, beautiful and fair, With love and peace beyond compare.

Shakti, source of  all we see, The strength in you lives secretly in me.

Tripura Sundari, full of  grace, A calm and glowing, lovely face.

Ambika, Mother kind and near, You wipe away each child’s fear.

I may not know all names by heart,

But each one feels like a shining part

Of  one great Mother, brave and kind,

With endless power and peaceful mind.

Some names are soft, some names are strong,

Some feel like prayer, some sound like song.

Some names bring courage, some bring peace,

Some make all our worries cease.

You are Maheshwari, full of  might,

You are Kaumari, shining bright.

Varahi, Indrani, Chamunda too,

So many forms belong to you.

Sometimes you are gentle like a flower,

Sometimes you show your warrior power.

Sometimes you ride upon a lion,

Sometimes you shine like the morning sun.

When I am scared, I say your name,

And suddenly I don’t feel the same.

The dark grows small, the light grows near,

And slowly disappears my fear.

Mahamaya, Jagadamba, Durga Maa,

No matter where I go, there you are.
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In temple bells and lamps that glow,

In every prayer I softly know.

Your hundred and eight names shine above,

Each one filled with strength and love.

Each one tells a different story,

Of  kindness, courage, power and glory.

So this small poem I bring today,

With folded hands, I humbly pray:

Bless my home and family too,

And help me be more good and true.

Give me courage, make me kind,

Give me peace within my mind.

Stay beside me night and day,

And guide me on the proper way.

And one more thing I want to say,

Mahamaya, in a special way—

My name is Maya, and I feel proud

To speak your name and say it aloud.

I was named after your magic light,

Your Shakti, strength, and wisdom bright.

Your gentle love, your fearless flame,

I hope I can live up to my name.

If  even a little of  your grace

Can shine through me in every place,

Then I will try, in all I do,

To be brave and kind and strong like you.

So bless me, Maa, and show me the way,

To grow a little better every day.

Mahamaya, stay close to me—May I become what my name should be.

(Daughter of  Dipannita and Harshil Sanghvi)
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In the school library, I noticed an old dusty book glowing 

faintly on the highest shelf. Its pages were golden at the edges 

and smelled like ancient paper. When I opened it, there was 

one word - “Enter”.  When I read it aloud, the page started 

glowing and the letters of  the word spun into a miniature 

tornado sucking me in. I spun around for a while and finally 

when I stopped spinning, I found myself  in a secret chamber 

made of  rock,  and carved in the rock were drawings that 

showed an ancient forbidden scroll.

I realised I had to get to the scroll and read it to get out of  this chamber. Then out 

of  the blue a creature with orange eyes and yellow fur appeared and teleported 

me into a new area of  this world. Then it spoke in a spine chilling voice 

“greetings to you, you have arrived in the land of  Teledogs (teleportation dogs). 

We are friendly creatures and will help you get out by giving you teleportation 

power.” I said “ thank you” and then left. When I reached my destination,  I 

saw the forbidden scroll was not forbidden after all. It was the land around the 

scroll that was forbidden, as it was surrounded by monsters. I thought I should 

make the monsters run into each other to kill themselves. And that is what I did. 

My plan worked and all the monsters died. So I got the scroll and when I 

opened it, it said “You have to believe”. I did just that and found myself  at 

home.

From then onwards I realised I had to believe in myself  and I could achieve 

whatever I wanted.

Son of  Ratnadeep and Somdatta Acharya 

Grandson of  BD and Debjani Banarjee

The ancient forbidden scroll

Rudra Acharyya
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She comes riding on the king of  animals

Golden mane and the sharpest claws 

A roar that makes all demons shiver with fright 

Demonstrating all his might 

Here Dawon comes with all of  his power 

Even one small roar will make you cower.

Maa Shailapuntri and Maa Bramhacharini 

Filled to the brim with dedication and sincerity 

Years and years of  penace for the Mahadeva's love 

With a humble heart as pure as a dove 

The first and second forms of  maa durga.

Maa Chandraghanta 

Almighty and fierce 

She rang her ghanta and behold! 

Came a terrifying noise to fear before jatukasura's heart was pierced 

With 10 hands in each hand a mace, abhaya mudra 

A bow and arrow, a sword, a kamal, Jnana Mudra, 

A trishul, a water and Japamala.

Before Maa kushmanda the universe was empty and dark 

But from her smile our word came from us humans to the smallest mark.

Our loving Maa Skandmata who raised Kartikeya with so nauch love & 

care 

With all the affection in her body from her feet to her hair.

 The birth of Maa Durga- Mahasura Mardini, 

Born from combined divine energies came out from a light 

which is the colour of  honey 

Out she walked with 10 hands, a conch, a discus, a trishul, a thunderbolt, 

Tara Mishra

Maa Durga 
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Bow and arrows, a sword, a shield, A mace, a noose 

Displaying that deadly weapons even women can wield 

After several day with one final blow 

Mahisasura was beheaded ending the beast who everyone dreaded.

 Maa Kalaratri 

With pitch black skin and wild1 untamed hair 

Her loyal donkey and her fierce glare 

Holding a curved iron sword and a iron hook 

Her right hands forming the Abhaya and Varada 

Assuring devotees not to fear her terrifying Look 

With every drop of  rakta beej’s blood which touched the ground 

Came out another clone on the battleground 

She stretched out her tongue and drank every drop of  brood 

Without his power Mahisasura was as useless as mud 

Then he fell never to rise again 

Mahagauri 

Maa shailaputri, maa durga's first incartion 

After severe penace and meditation 

After years of  silence and dedication 

she had been covered with dirt and dust 

After going through all those storms and strong gusts 

When lord shiva finally accepted 

He bathed her in the sacred waters of  ganga river 

And then behold the prettiest woman alive 

With fair skin and a divine vibe.

Maa Siddhidhatri 

so peaceful and wise 

Always serene and telling the truth but never lies 

Grace sp pure and divine 

Around her is always a golden shine 

She has mastered  all of  the sidhhis 

The great spiritual powers 
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Becoming like a atom which is small-Anima 

Becoming infintely wider and tall- Mahima 

Becoming incredibly heavy - Garima 

Becoming immensely small - Laghima 

Obtaining your goal - Prapti 

Fulfilling one's righteous - Prakarma 

Divine lordship or mastery - Ishitva 

The power of  control or influence - Vashitva

 

Those were the 9 forms of durga called Navadurga.

Jai Maa Durga,  Jai Maa Durga 

Wife of shiva the destroyer 

But a very fierce woman warrior 

Protects gods and humans alike 

Demons fear her when she is about to strike 

With 10 hands given by all of  the gods 

She is very beautiful and generous when she isn’t about to kill with her sword

Here she comes riding on a lion most royal 

She would do anything to protect her people and soil.

 

(Daughter of  Seema Mishra)
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The year is 2063,

and your name is written somewhere

between forgotten passwords

and photographs nobody remembers taking.

The world has invented machines

that can recreate a heartbeat,

translate a thousand languages,

and predict the shape of  tomorrow,

but it still cannot find

the person you buried beneath

everything you tried to become.

You spent years collecting versions of  yourself

like clothes from strangers’ wardrobes.

You wore the laugh that made them laugh,

the opinions that made them stay,

the dreams that sounded impressive,

when spoken out loud.

You painted over your own colours

until even you forgot

there was ever a canvas underneath.

You became fluent in everyone else’s expectations,

but a stranger to your own voice.

You knew exactly how to be loved,

but never learned

how to exist when nobody was watching.

They called you ordinary.

Not because you had nothing to offer,

Nayanika Sethumadhavan

The year is 2063, and you were never interesting
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but because you spent your entire life

trying to look like everyone else.

You were so afraid of  being rejected

that you never gave the world

the chance to know you.

And maybe that was the tragedy:

not that you were never interesting,

but that you were born

with entire galaxies inside you

and spent your years apologising

for the stars being too bright.

The year is 2063,

and the records say

you were never extraordinary.

But somewhere, hidden beneath

the copies and corrections,

there was a person who loved strange songs,

who had unfinished stories in their head,

who looked at the moon and wondered

if  it looked back.

A person who was never boring.

Only undiscovered.

And perhaps the saddest thing

about a life spent becoming someone else

is that nobody ever got to meet

the person you were meant to be.

(Grand Daughter of  Susmita and Subrata Mitra)
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They ask me what my mother tongue is,

and I slightly flinch, which mother are you talking about?

The one whose pacifying lullabies eased the night throughout 

my childhood,

whose tone caressed my name before I knew it was mine,

The one who guided me to understand that certain words 

carry a profusion of  feeling,

meanings too vast to fit inside another language,

Like the Bengali “aador”, an affection too fierce for translation,

like the Sindhi blessings mumbled by elders, remembering generations within 

an individual

breath.

The one whose stories existed in the sound of  home,

in the evening conch, the clanking of  teacups, and voices calling from the next 

room,

The elder mother who carried “aalpana” patterns and “ajrak” designs,

who grasped the steady flow of  rivers enclosed in her memory,

from the ancient Indus to the rain-swept fields of  Bengal.

She gripped the voices of  poets, dreamers, mothers, and wanderers

whose names are dimmed from history, but whose words were denied 

disappearance.

Yet perhaps she was never truly mine,

Maybe she belongs to every child who has inherited a song, a prayer, or a

Nayantara Mukhopadhyay

The Mothers Who Live Within My Tongue
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language that endured because a certain someone cared about continuity.

Much before history discovered its ink,

before kingdoms etched borders and alphabets provided 

sounds a permanent home,

There was only breath,

A single person elevating a syllable from silence, and another opting to answer.

From one secret origin, a thousand streams emerge,

Each one, with different stories, never losing sight of  the ocean of  human 

knowledge into which they flow.

Different scripts bloom on the page, different mouths make different worlds,

but the same fragile hope is carried in every single lullaby.

Every prayer goes to the same invisible light,

Every farewell inflicts the same exact concealed wound.

So perhaps my mother tongue is not the language that I alone speak,

but all the echoes handed down over decades.

Every voice that sailed oceans for generations,

Each word that survived the silence of  the years.

Every reminder that beneath our divided languages,

histories, borders and names,

All of  us are still trying to speak the same mother tongue: 

connection, meaning, love.

(Grand Daughter of  Smt. Madhuchhanda Mukhopadhyay)
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Spider man

Viren Mitra Bardoloi

Grand Children of Smt. Rupa and Shri Swapan Mitra

"Creative Corner"  "Creative Corner"  "Creative Corner"  

India, my Roots

Shayaan Mitra Bardoloi

Coloring
my favourite hobby

Leela Scheuer
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Gingerbread
House

Grand Children of Smt. Rupa and Shri Swapan Mitra

"Creative Corner"  "Creative Corner"  "Creative Corner"  

Ari Scheuer

Fruit Tree
With Apples 

Oranges 
And Pears

207



Independence Day

Gautam Leigh Mitra Sioris

Atindra Emile Mitra Sirois

Grand Children of Smt. Susmita and Shri Subrata Mitra

World Cup
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Kabir Singh Roy

(Grand son of Shri Anoop and Smt. Asha Roy)(Grand son of Shri Anoop and Smt. Asha Roy)(Grand son of Shri Anoop and Smt. Asha Roy)
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SashtiSashtiSashti ষ�ীষ�ীষ�ী
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SashtiSashtiSashti ষ�ীষ�ীষ�ী

213



SaptamiSaptamiSaptami স�মীস�মীস�মী
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SaptamiSaptamiSaptami স�মীস�মীস�মী

215



AshtamiAshtamiAshtami অ�মীঅ�মীঅ�মী
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AshtamiAshtamiAshtami অ�মীঅ�মীঅ�মী
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AshtamiAshtamiAshtami অ�মীঅ�মীঅ�মী
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NabamiNabamiNabami নবমীনবমীনবমী
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NabamiNabamiNabami নবমীনবমীনবমী
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DashamiDashamiDashami দশমীদশমীদশমী
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Laxmi PujaLaxmi PujaLaxmi Puja ল�ী পজূা
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Kali PujaKali PujaKali Puja কালী পজূাকালী পজূাকালী পজূা
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Saraswati PujaSaraswati PujaSaraswati Puja সর�তী পজূাসর�তী পজূাসর�তী পজূা
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Bengali New YearBengali New YearBengali New Year নববষ�নববষ�নববষ�

225



Bengali New YearBengali New YearBengali New Year নববষ�নববষ�নববষ�
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“Faith and rmness are the basic things; if faith
and rmness are there, then you have it all.”

Sri Sarada Devi
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