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MESSAGE FROM THE PRINCIPAL

As Principal of the College I wish all my students a very bright 
academic careerto be followed by an even brighter professional one. The 
relation between students and teachers at this college is most cordial. 
I hope that such relation will continue in the future.

It is well-known that this college has a great tradition as India’s leading 
academic institution. Students have a heavy responsibility of maintaining 
the goodwill of the College. We are on the way to becoming a fuliscale 
post-graduate institution with new post-graduate subjects being intro
duced every year.

Let me wish you all the very best.

Prof. Amitava Chatterjee
Principal

Presidency College 
Calcutta
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Editorial

ITS YESTERDAY ONCE MORE

College Street—  six in the evening, the roads sepia tinted, the pavements wearing 

a jaded look. Somehow, the place still reminds you of Calcutta as it was during the 

days of the Raj. Take away the more recently renovated bookstalls, cyber Cafes and 

hip food Joints with their flashy neon signs, sweep away the cobwebs, the dirt and 

the grime and you have Calcutta of the bygone days once again. The Calcutta I had 

thought only existed in long forgotten pages of history textbooks or black and while 

bangla movies.
Walking down College Street or Boi Para as it is commonly reffered to, always 

gives me a feeling of deja vu. Even though this part of the city was unknown to me 

before Joining college, there’s something about it which strikes me as oddly familiar. 

Its almost as if I have been inside its dilapidated buildings and walked its narrow lanes 

and by-lanes a thousand times. The entire place oozes a kind of old-world charm—  

and once you fall in love with it, you are trapped. In a way its almost eerie.

At times, I almost expect a tonga to pull up beside me instead of a taxi, gas lamps 

to burn along the pavements instead of fhe electric streetlights, bespectacled 

gentlemen in traditional Bengali garb to stroll down the lanes instead of twenty- 

somethings strutting about with their cell-phones.

Yet, nothing happens. Evening slowly paves the way for night and life in College 

Street goes on as usual. Shaha-da's book stall does brisk business, tourists flock 

Coffee House to the dozen and the trams lazily snake along lines of diversity—  their 

occasional clanging bringing me back to reality.

Sometimes, from the third floor window of my little world in college, I look outside. 

Windows without grills, windows which help me to escape to a completely different 

world altogether. A world which is filled with images from novels read on lazy summer 

afternoons in a place so.very different from the present. Its almost as if all these stories 

were actually set here—  right across the street from where I am sitting. That the tall.



silent buildings were once filled with music and gaiety. That Kamal, the heroine of 

Sarat Chandra Chattopadhyay's Shesh Prashna had walked down these very streets 

with Ajit, and not those of Agra. That Bankim Chandra’s Babu had travelled down 

these very lanes in their phiton garis. I can almost here the musical soirees that took 

place in most wealthy households every evening, smell the expensive perfume, listen 

to the tinkling of the anklets and see the bright lights coming from the chandeliers.

And yet when I step outside my little world in college and try to reach out to this 
world—  the bright lights disappear, the music fades away and the sweet scent of 

jasmine doesnl linger in the air anymore. The only thing that stares back at me is 

a hand painted sign which says’ ; Rupa & Co, Booksellers and Publishers'. Something 

in my head screams o u t: "Welcome to reality’’

And yet on some evenings when I look outside that window.......

Riya Bhattacharjee, Editor, Philosophy, Ilird Year



Quick
Sujoy Roy, English, Ilird Year 

I am the quick-
The one amongst the living dead!

Surviving the spiteful resentments 
Of colour, creed-religion.

I adorn the world of today,
Living life, existing day to day.

Amongst the rehabilitated I am- 
‘Akbar’, one of the silent whips of time. 

Eternity is a question to me.
Having lived a life of four 

I do not know what ‘Muslim’ means!
Ranjan was my best friend.

I don’t know where he is, do you?
My eyes burn picturing my dying parents- 

My little brother was minced to pieces 
Ere his birth from my Ammi’s womb.

She died with him in pain, in grief.
My Abba was a 'Mussalman'!

Partaken by the wrong, whose thirst was blood.
Today I live amongst my kind 

In rehabilitation you can find;
Myself bewildered like the rest.

I am the quick-
The one amongst the living dead.

Fading away into the night
Shaurya Shaukat Sircar

Theatening streaks of lightning.
Deafening sounds of thunder.
Rip the sky apart.
Drops of rain blur my vision.
Trees sway away in tandem.
To the maverick wind.

The mercury fluctuates.
Birds chirp fearfully,
A stray dog barks out loud.
The watchman hugs himself in his torn blanket.

I look at the infinite blackish blue sky.
The stars are sleeping.
Under the blankets of clouds.

The smell of the air.
So full of rain, earth and life.
Fills my soul.

The pitter-patter of the rain drops.
On my tin roof.
Is soothing melody.
Wafting into my tired ears.

I allow the eccentric breeze,
To play with my dishevelled hair.
The rain to lash against my face,
I let nature blow my mind away.
Far from regular, monotonous life.
So strenuous and demanding.
Ruthless like a razor’s edge.

On this ethereal and blessed night,
Oh god! Can I attain salvation?
Can you purify my soul of all its blots?
Can I join your tribe and be one like you? 
Will I be able to see the vision?
Just give me a chance.
Let me out of my twisted destiny.
And allow me to play with the stars.
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The Lights... Unknown
Suryatapa Ghosh, Botany, 2nd Year

My heart bore a distant dream.
The Midnight breeze sets it free.

I longed to touch the sky 
The tall Eucalyptus encouraged me.

My mind was filled with doubts endless.
The night dark aggravated them 

Soon the stars twinkling sweet 
Coaxed me to discard the fe a r -  

predicted sure that doubts mustn't be so dear.

Me again set Dreams anew 
And dreamt to fulfill them too.
Soul wished to pass the night sleepless 
With white wishes nuturing endless.

My excitement knew no culmination 
My Heart wantedto reach the only Destination. 

I couldn’t recall when I fell asleep 
and the day of Future slowly creeped.

I awoke....
Doubts again in my heart 
Whether the day will approve my art 

The day of Future; The art of Dream 
Whatever, I came to the door 

To see what is in store.
I stretched my eyes to see the light—

The Light of the East 
The light of the Dawn 

The Light of My Dream 
The Light...... Unknown.

Flights of fancy
Shaurya Shaukat Sircar

Across the boundaries that my senses define, 
Cutting through the realm of the known. 
There is no real reason which I can assign. 
Why my caged soul has broken free and flown. 
Soaring among those clouds flying in line, 
Upon gentle winds or in cyclones thrown.
For some sweet drops of rain do I pine,
I yearn to meander, not just roam.
Circling the skies high like an eagle benign. 
From here to infinity, sailing to any zone.
My soul is such that none will ever malign. 
King of all I survey, the blue skies my own. 
Flights of fancy have always been mine.
The heavens above, pure wisdom has sown. 
Nobody knows my mind’s make or design.
At last, with none to ground me, I am alone.
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POETRY

Awaiting the doomsday
Ritwik Bangerjee, Economics, 1st Year, Roll 298

The copper umbels 

What is left of the azure firmament 

The sun glows steel white 

Blinding the thinker 

Illuminating the horizon 

Like a zillion stars 

The green o f the planet 

That was once earth is gone 

Lay beneath a barren 

dry

human less desert 

Legacy o f an incorrigible man 

Where reigns egoism 

intolerance 

and synthetic hatred

Where fraternity and faith are Jurassic notions

And peace a word long lost from the lexicon

Where the philosophies o f Gandhi and Teresa

Like the unsinkable Titanic

Lie in the abyss o f the Pacific

Yet as Orion the hunter rises

From the eastern fringes of the sky

Polestar like the grandsire

In poetic stillness awaits annihilation....
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I believe...
Debashis Das, Alumnus, (1987-1990), Economics

Looking out of the aircraft window at 31,000 
feet aboveground over Richmond, Virginia, 

my mind travelled back to yesterday afternoon. 
I was looking for a break from my tedious 
software design envisioning sessions. Winter 
has been brutal this time around in New York, 
courtesy El Nino. The wind pierces the skin like 
a thousand icy needles. Hence taking a walk 
outside is not an option. I noticed a pile of papers 
on the corner desk of the conference room. I 
picked up what looked like a magazine at first, 
and then as I read the memoir of the 1st 
Anniversary of the WTC crash, my mind became 
numb... numb with helplessness, with anger and 
frustration and above all a question “WHY?". I 
have walked many a time besides Ground Zero 
looking at the gaping hole in the ground where 
once stood the twin towers, but not once did I 
realize so clearly the depth of pain and anguish 
that 9/11 caused this nation. Every word, every 
account of witnesses, every picture bears tes
timony of senseless violence, which only a 
human being can inflict on another human being. 
For once I walked down from my 33rd floor office 
at the World Financial Centre and stood with 
steamy eyes looking at the flowers and banners 
that now decorate the fence in memory of those 
who perished. And in the middle in big, bold red 
is written “WE SHALL NEVER FORGET” .

When Riya asked me to write for the maga
zine, I was thrilled. 13 years have passed be
tween Promod’s canteen and walking the cor
ridors of power in lower Manhattan. But life 
hardly changed. I guess the biggest treasure for 
all Presidencians is the sense of confidence that 
the environment instilled in us. Confidence to 
scale new heights in academics, in corporate, 
in public service... confidence that makes you 
believe you can truly mie the world. It makes you 
proud of your heritage and at the same time 
makes you humble and greatful for what we owe 
to this world. But nothing prepares you for a day

like 9/11. On that one morning more civilians lost 
their lives than in the entire 30 years of IRA’s 
insurgency... on just one September morning.

I am not a religious fanatic. I have probably 
enjoyed more Kobe beef than most Muslims I 
know. I was never anti-Christ or anti-Semitic. I 
am more of the tolerant type. Probably because 
I had the good opportunity to travel, work and 
live in eleven diverse countries, I have come to 
realize that respect is the name of the game. 
But is Just respecting and co-inhabiting all that 
we are responsible for. What about spreading 
the word of peace? What about using our col
lective rationale against those who so desper
ately wound the human way of life. Hence I 
picked up my pad and thought of Jotting down 
a few thoughts on my way home to Florida.

We must all agree and profess that violence 
only breeds violence. There is no perfect world, 
no perfect way of life, no perfect religion, no big 
brother, the world is a small place, probably 
smaller than most of us would want to believe. 
Even more important is that we are all so wired... 
from news satellites to foreign currency to trade 
to entertainment. There is only one world today 
and we must behave and think like a global 
citizen.

Too many children die everyday, of hunger, 
of malnutrition, of diseases... in Iraq, in India, in 
Bangladesh and in New Jersey. There are more 
children everyday with limbs blown out by for
gotten mine fields... there is enough to make a 
heart bleed.

I am no prophet, not even remotely a perfect 
person. But as I travelled and watched and 
heard, I have grown increasingly restless. We 
must act, act quickly and act humanely...

We must build a world that is free, free from 
persecution, of religious intolerance and above 
all free from the.threat of violence... man against 
man, nation and nation, color against color. I 
believe...
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Rabindranath and Cricket
Bona Majumder, Alumnus, (1994-99), History and Rhodes Scholar

A  British friend of mine, more passionate about 
Rabindranath Tagore than most of us Indi

ans here at Oxford, asked me recently, “Is there 
any sphere in India where this legend has not 
left his mark?"

“ I am sure Tagore had nothing to do with 
cricket” , another one piped up, seeing me (a 
cricket historian and a Bengali to boot) around.

Cricket, he assumed, may well be that 
‘outcaste’, one left untouched by Tagore.

Reminded me of a story I’d read many years 
back, a story in an unpublished essay on the 
genesis of sports journalism which J’d like to 
narrate here, as a humble tribute to the legend.

Brajaranjan Ray, the pioneer of sports Jour
nalism in Bengali, recounts his experience in 
this unpublished essay I had the fortune of 
having read. Apparently, he was at a loss for 
Bengali equivalents of English terms in describ- 
ing/reporting cricket matches. And who else to 
turn to but Tagore?

Tagore, of course, was encouraging as ever 
and asked him to go ahead without fear, invent
ing terminology. He guessed in right that what
ever Ray coined and persisted with, would, with 
the passage of time, become standard usage. 
Ray of course was free to turn to him for advice 
and corrections.

So, there.
It is not for nothing that we Bengalis think 

that there ain’t no sphere the legend left un
touched.

Not just that. Apart from this Ray-Tagore 
encounter of the 30s, there is also an imaginary 
match apparently played sometime in the 30s 
(fascinatingly described in a piece—  loosely 
translated as Rabindranath and Cricket— some
time in the 50s in Dainik Basumati, a Bengali 
journal, and later reprinted in some collections) 
that I was and am reminded of.

The setting of the match is Gomoh, a small

town near Dhanbad, Bihar, more famous for its 
railway station from which Subhash Chandra 
Bose took his train towards Europe. Tagore 
apparently hadqone there for a brief visit and had 
decided to organise the match is what the writer 
of the piece wants us to believe.

The players who played against Tagore’s 
team included such luminaries as Vizzy, the 
Maharjkumarof Vizianagram; The Maharaja of 
Patiala, Pataudi Senior; The Maharaja of Cooch 
Bihar and Duleep Sinhji. They apparently all 
come in their private aeroplanes, a point much 
emphasised in the piece.

That they spent to play the game, rather than 
playing to earn, does not need to be empha
sised, but another interesting sidelight of the 
described match was the bit about ads. Now in 
the 30s, advertising was still in its infancy, but 
not apparently for this match. The leading sports 
goods dealers from Bengal—  S. Ray and Co. 
Uberoi et al—  had all seemingly assembled in 
Gomoh with a range of their products.

The inaugural ceremony of the match was 
initiated by a shenai recital, though the Maharaja 
of Patiala had also, it seems, arranged for a 
band to perform on the occasion. Two players 
from Tagore’s side. Professor Kshiti Mohan Sen 
(father of our Nobel Laureate Amartya Sen) and 
Acharya Bidhusekhar Shastri recited vedic 
mantras to start off the proceedings. The sta
dium, a temporary arrangement for the match 
(typical of modern one-day internationals) was 
packed to capacity.

Another key aspect of the match, one typical 
of modern cricket, was the presence of women 
spectators. They were all dressed in saris worn 
the Maharastrian way. (It is worth mentioning in 
this context that women in the 1930s played 
cricket in saris and there was a regular tradition 
of cricket between men vs. women in Kathiawar.)

Also present for this match, were the great

13
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dancer Mani Behn, Rajkumari Sharmila, the 
famous motor racing specialist, the daughters of 
the Gaekwad family, the Rajkumari of Burdwan 
and sundry other who’s who.

Needless of mention, it had to have nation
alist overtones. So Rabindranath, inspired by 
swadeshi, played with a bat made from local 
wood, wore a toka (a headdress worn by 
peasants) made of palm-leaves and was dressed 
in a dhoti. Now this is not Just the anonyrtious 
writer’s imagination for cricket in dhotis was very 
much in vogue in the 1930s and may well be 
perceived as an attempt by the Indians to ap
propriate cricket for nationalist purposes. (The 
Mohun Bagan Club did this in 1930 in a match 
against the Governors XI, and upon being rep

rimanded by R. B. Lagden for their d re ^  refused 
to play. The match was eventually abandoned 
when Lagden refused to tender the apology 
demanded by Mohun Bagan. Six months later, 
a similar thing happened in a match between the 
Vidyasagar College and the Calcutta Cricket 
Club.)

So you see, whether or not Tagore had much 
to do with cricket, we Bengalis definitely think—  
and have evidence too—  that not only was he 
involved with the genesis of cricket journalism in 
Bengali, but that he also was a pioneer in the 
commercialisation of the game. After all, the 
various dynamics of commercialisation are very 
much in evidence in the imagination of the author 
of the above story, aren’t they?

14



At home by candlelight...
Lincoln Roy, Alumnus, Philosophy, (1998-2001)

A snowy-white wand lambent stood on the 
table in front of me. Watery wax overflowed 

from the puddle below the flame. Teardrops 
glistening in the buttery glow rolled onto the 
milky mini-stalactites on the sides of the candle.

Was such a bright glow crying? the envelop
ing gloom seemed to make it cry. Tears of joy. 
A swaying smile. It lit my face in the darkness. 
It was six in the evening.

The power cuts in the summers of the late 
80s and early 90s in Kolkata were like seasonal 
rainfall, interminable. They called it load shed
ding. When the power suppliers shed their load, 
we had to sit in the dark. The light bulbs seem 
to set with the sun. Bulbs cannot hold a candle 
to sunlight but in those days, night meant no 
light. Candles were the staple source of bril
liance in the night.

It was the solitary sight during the so-called 
load shedding. Like the time when electricity 
had not been invented! Elders conjured a con
spiracy theory—  the candle makers paid the 
people at the power company to switch off for 
a few hours daily to boost candle sales!

Nobody told me that such a theory was bad 
economics though it epitomized politics. Not 
that I believed them completely. I had my doubts. 
Silly doubts about how did the candle makers 
know whom to pay and how much to pay and 
such like! Why didn’t anyone bother to tell me 
then that the Government partly paid for the 
power we did (not) get? This money could have

been spent for childern like me in villages who 
had bad or no schools? My father paid my 
school’s fees and I was doing my school’s 
homework by candlelight.

The taper was the first thing we looked for 
while groping in the dark. The taper was an 
ancient but necessary thing I used to think. 
Why, it was Brutus who said “Get me a taper 
in my study. Lucius:/When it is lighted, come 
and call me here/’’ in Julius Caesar.

Homework meant two candles—  one for the 
room and the other for the study table. And when 
my eyes drifted from the books to the flame I 
was transported to another world, mesmerized 
by effulgence of the honey glow.

I looked in the mirror across the room. The 
reflection of the candle flickering behind me, or 
was it in my eyes? It was beautiful. The glow 
brightened. I saw a feminine face. Tears rolling 
down her cheeks. Like the candle in the dark. 
Her face looked pale in the candlelight. The 
flickering candlelight made me strain my eyes 
to look at her reflection. I shielded the flame with 
my fingers. The glow brightened. She wasn’t 
there anymore. Who was she?

Did she have a story to tell? The thought 
disturbed me. Years later I thought I had seen 
in the reflection of the flame other’s stories. 
Waiting to be seen. Waiting to be heard. Waiting 
to be told. I wanted to be a voyeur who desired 
to hear the stories. And a racountear trying to 
narrate them...
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Gandhian Perspectives : A critical estimate
Amrita Banerjee, Alumnus (1998-2001), (Philosophy), and Ishan Scholar 

Recipient of S. P. Mukherjee Gold Medal for 2001

l i  I am not at all concerned with appearing to
I be consistent. In my pursuit after Truth I 

have discarded many ideas and learnt many new 
things. Old as I am in age, I have no feeling that 
I have ceased to grow inwardly...”

This is the expression of a man who has 
become an integral part of our national being. He 
is none other than Mahatma Gandhi. While 
Gandhi was deeply rooted in the traditional 
milieu of India, Gandhi was no traditionalist In 
fact, he maybe included in the category of the 
most modern type of mass-leader. He was a 
man who succeeded in spreading his message 
in the simplest language among both the edu
cated and the uneducated and was thereby able 
to arouse intense awareness among the people 
of India about the political and social evils vrhich 
were posing a grave threat to their nation. In the 
opinion of Dr. Buddhadeva Bhatlacharyya, author 
of the book—  ‘Evolution of the political philoso
phy of Gandhi'; Gandhi’s political philosophy at 
once provides specific answers for specific 
situations and also contains general principles 
of an enduring nature. The Gandhian ideas are 
characterised as the ‘Gandhian Way' rather than 
'Gandhism'.

Gandhi was a champion of people's upsurge 
against oppression, inequality and injustice. He 
however, believed that politics bereft of religion 
is a death-trap because it kills the soul and 
politics without morality is a thing to be avoided. 
For a believer in such a view, it was natural to 
adopt sarvodaya as the socio—  political ideal. 
Dev Dutt in his paper entitled—  ‘Sarvodaya, our 
Times and Gandhi’, points out that Sarvodaya 
is not an ideology in the formal sense. Nonethe
less, if various elements of it are pieced together, 
then it appears to be so.

Gandhi was deeply influenced by Ruskin’s 
thought. Ruskin’s work—  ‘Unto this last’, brought 
about an instant transformation in Gandhi’s life

and Gandhi translated it later into Gujrati and 
entitled it as ‘Sarvodaya’ which means—  ‘the 
welfare of all.‘ Gandhi understood the teachings 
of ‘Unto this last’ to be as follows : (i) that the 
good of the individual is contained in the good 
of all; (ii) that the lawyer’s work has the same 
value as the barber’s in as much as all have the 
same right of earning their livelihood from their 
work, and (iii) that a life of labour i.e, the life of 
the tiller of the soil and the handicraftsman is 
the life worth living.

Gandhi remarked; ‘‘The first of these I knew. 
The second I had dimly realized. The third had 
never occurred to me. ‘Unto this Last’ made it 
as clear as daylight for me that the second and 
the third were contained in the first. I arose with 
the dawn, ready to reduce these principles to 
practice.”

The ideal of sarvodaya has its own world—  
view, view of history, philosophy of social rela
tions, technology and values. It is based on the 
belief in the spiritual nature of man, the essential 
unity of life, and the existence of a “benevolent 
law operating behind universal process” .

Gandhi wanted the human community to be 
fashioned in the image of truth and Non-Vio
lence. Thus, Sarvodaya as the welfare of all, 
represents the ideal social order according to 
Gandhi. It should be the end of the individual as 
well as society.

Man will be at the centre of this new social 
order irrespective of race, creed, religion or skin 
colour. Hatred is to be replaced by love, hypoc
risy by sincerity, falsehood by truth and antipa
thy by sympathy. Gandhi was convinced that 
without truth it is impossible to observe any 
principle or rule in life. Truth is the end and 
Ahimsa is our supreme duty.

Sarvodaya repudiates modem civilization and 
expresses a deep concern for the future of man. 
Gandhi’s attitude towards industrialization dur-
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ing modem times, was to a large extent, influencd 
by his native religious faith as well as by western 
thinkers like Ruskin. R. C. Dutta’s ‘Economic 
History of India’ also influenced him. He stated 
: “ It is machinery that has impoverished India.” 
It was the Mahatma’s belief that machinery—  
the chief symbol of modern civilization, in reality 
represents a great sin.

According to Gandhi, the largest quantity of 
work will not be done for pay alone. It will be 
done when the motive force, that is to say, the 
spirit is moved. The universal law is that, assum
ing any given quality of energy and sense in 
master and servant, the greatest material result 
obtainable by them will not be through antago
nism but through affection for each other.

Exploitation of man under the capitalist sys
tem evoked Gandhi’s protest and he outrightly 
condemned the system. His denunciation 
stemmed from his deep concern for the down
trodden. For him, the only yardstick forjudging 
any economic system was human welfare.

Sarvodaya’s major emphasis is on land. All 
wealth including land will be considered as 
common property to be used for common welfare.

The class—  differences will disappear; 
“everyone will work for society according to his 
capacity and receive from society in accordance 
to his needs.” It must be remembered however, 
that although Marx and Gandhi both were in 
favour of an egalitarian social order, they differed 
in their vtiews regarding the kind of method to be 
used for realising such a society. Marx believed 
that a class war was inevitable. Gandhi, on the 
other hand, never lost faith in man. He was 
convinced that an egalitarian society could be 
realised gradually by purely non-violent means. 
In 1934, Gandhi wrote : ’’ Socialism and Com
munion of the West are based on certain con
ceptions which are fundamentally different from 
ours. One such conception is their belief in the 
essential selfishness of human nature... Our 
socialism or communism should, therefore, be 
based on non-violence and on harmonious co
operation of labour and capital, landlord and 
ter^nt.”

While attacking the capitalist system, Gan
dhi went on pleading for the adoption of ’Trus
teeship.’ This theory occupies a cental position 
in the scheme of Gandhian thought. Being in
fluenced by the ideals of the Upanisads, Gandhi 
stated that the things of this world should be 
enjoyed by renunciation. In the light of the 
teachings of the ’Gita’, he understood more 
clearly the implications of the word, ‘trustee’. He 
appealed to those who owned money and prop
erty, to behave like trustees holding their riches 
on behalf of the poor. The ideal of trusteeship is 
considered to be a legal fiction and has there
fore, been dubbed idealistic by the critics of 
Gandhi.

Finally, in the scheme of Gandhian economic 
thought, Swadeshi held a place of prominence. 
It aimed at creating a society which would be 
able to take care of its own needs. In swadeshi, 
Gandhi found not only the path to India’s eco
nomic self-sufficiency; but also an answerto the 
psychological and political problem of the na
tionalist movement. Gandhi preferred to have 
decentralisation of production in the new society 
and wanted it to be based on small and cottage 
industries.

As Dr. Buddhadeva Bhattacharyya points 
out, the economic premises of Gandhi are not 
without flaws. It may also be rightly pointed out 
that his views betrayed an ignorance of the 
dynamics of history. Yet, it is true that his views 
had a considerable amount of humanistic 
content.

It is true that Gandhi wanted immediate 
political freedom for his nation; but he was aware 
of the fact that attainment of political freedom 
alone would not suffice to solve the basic social 
and economic problems of India. He thus, felt 
the necessity to outline the kind of society which 
would be ideal for his nation.

Althought Gandhi was profoundly influenced 
by Hindu philosophy and religion; he was defi
nitely opposed to the caste-system as an insti
tution which had become the sole cause of 
social stratification. Gandhi condemmed 
untouchability which had been flourishing for
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centuries in the Indian society and was victim
ising a huge section of the population. Gandhi 
campaigned throughout his life against these 
evils threatening the Indian society and his 
Harijan movement did succeed in focussing the 
attention of the public on the wrongs suffered by 
the suppressed classes in India.

The communal question was one of the 
fundamental problems of the Indian nationalist 
movement. Communalism maybe defined as 
that ideology which emphasises as the social, 
political and economic unit, the group of adher
ents to each religion, and encourages difference 
and even antagonism between such groups. 
Gandhi believed in the fundamental unity of all 
religions. The key to the solution of the problem 
indeed, lies in everyone following the best in his 
religion and entertaining equal regard for the 
other religions and their followers.

Gandhi was vocal in his views regarding 
widowhood and divorce. This is because he 
belived that although men have suppressed 
women throughout the ages, the status of women 
is in reality, equal to that of men.

The problem of communal tension, women's 
rights, untouchability and social boycott still 
persist in contemporary India as well as in 
societies throughout the world. An examination 
of Gandhi’s views about society and the solu
tions attempted by him may eventually show us 
the way to establish a society in which justice, 
equality and a certain amount of respect for the 
opinion of others, would prevail.

In order that man does not lose his individu
ality and does not become an instrument in the 
hands of external forces, sarvodaya visualises a 
simple, non-violent and decentralised society. 
Democracy, according to Gandhi thus becomes 
meaningful only if it is carried to the grass-root 
level, when its structure is reared on the foun
dation of village panchayats. Moreover, centrali
sation as a system is incompatible with a non
violent from of society. Gandhi thus, cried for the 
adoption o f‘Panchayati Raj' ordemocracy from 
below. According to him, in this structure com
posed of innumerable villages, there will be ever-

widening circles. Life will not be a pyramid with 
the apex sustained by the base. Rather, it will 
be like an oceanic circle whose centre will be 
the individual always ready to perish for the 
village, the latter ready to perish for the circle 
of villages, till at last the whole becomes one life 
composed of individuals, sharing the majesty of 
the oceanic circle of which they are integral 
parts. Therefore, the outermost circumference 
will not crush the inner circle, but will give 
strength to all within and derive its own strength 
from it. This model of concentric circles, pro
vides an alternative to the structure of society 
stratified on the basis of class or caste in India 
and elsewhere.

For Gandhi, the greater the power of the 
Panchayats, the better it would be for the 
Indians since decentralisation of power, meant 
for Gandhi, greater freedom for the people. Unless 
power is generated from below, such a large 
country as India would not be able to defend and 
sustain itself.

Gandhi also believed that until structural 
violence which is built into modern states could 
be overcome, there would be no peace or hap
piness for mankind. Thus, he believed that 
Swarajya which he envisaged for India was 
relevant for all countries. However, it is also a 
fact that his view of 'Puma Swaraj is not isolated 
independence but healthy and dignified interde
pendence.

The method or weapon for the realisation of 
these ideals would be ‘Satyagraha.’ In the opin
ion of Prof. N. K. Bose, Satyagraha was a way 
of conducting ‘war’ by means of non-violence. 
Gandhi believed that one violent action inevitably 
leads to another and that violence always causes 
suffering. Satyagraha on the other hand, aims 
at conversion through self-suffering. Gandhi thus, 
stated clearly :

“Having flung aside the sword, there is noth
ing except the cup of love which I can offer to 
those who oppose me. It is by offering that cup 
that I expect to draw them close to me.” 
Satyagraha is not a negative concept but a 
positive one. According to it, victory can be won 
by moral strength.
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Critics have often considered Gandhi's con
cept of 'Sarvodaya' as being a utopian ideal 
which can never be realised in real life. It is a 
society where the rule of love and unity would 
prevail. It rests on the assumption that human 
beings can be made to live in constant awareness 
of their spiritual nature. Reality however, is in 
absolute conflict with this belief. According to Dev 
Dutt, Sarodaya also suffers from cult thinking ; 
the cult of localism since it over emphasizes the 
contribution of local bodies and thinks that they 
would remain untouched by power. Gandhi 
seems to have excessive faith in the greatness 
of man and, the animal aspect which forms an 
intergral part of human nature, is completely 
over looked by him. He ignores the basic fact that 
man’s nature is a product of the conditions in 
which he lives. It seems that the nature of the 
sarvodaya ideals along with theirdefects and the 
spirit of the modern times, often place a severe 
limit on their relevance today. Thus, sarvodaya 
cannot be adopted as a philosophy of reconstruc
tion and social change. It is in this special sense, 
that sarvodaya is irrelevant.

Dev Dutt immediately points out that the 
gospel of Gandhi is not totally irrelevant. If an 
effort is made, it maybe possible to find in 
Gandhian ideas, certain “pure quantities” of 
thought even today. It maybe partially true that 
the Gandhian ideal of Sarvodaya is like a perfect 
dream of a visionary, but it is also true that only 
if there is a perfect goal before humankind, men 
will have the desire to begin the journey towards 
peace and prosperity. Gandhi places before us 
such an idealistic view of society. The defects 
arise at the level of the implementation of the 
project. It is unanimously accepted that the 
world in general and our nation in particular, 
needs fresh sources of renewal and infusion of 
new ideas. It is not improbable that a critical re
appraisal of Gandhi may lead us to discover 
these new sources of strength. Thus, we can 
conclude with the remark of Dr. Buddhadeva 
Bhattacharyya : “Gandhi belonged to Mankind. 
He belongs to Mankind. Not until humanity itself 
dies will Gandhi die. For his was a voice of 
eternal revolt against oppression and injustice —  
the eternal voice of humanism.”
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Speed Post from Deutschland to Derozio
Jayeeta Basu, Alumnus, (1999-2002), Physiology

Guten Tag!

D ear Presi,
How are you?

its been a long time since I wrote to you... 
sorry for the delay. Actually life is going at a 
blitzkrieg pace.... sometimes its hard to keep 
up, but I am trying to run along. This first month 
is just flying by with getting to know the city and 
most of all, the students in our program. We are 
having German language courses every morn
ing. I am in the intermediate group with Ignacio 
(Spain), Dragana (Yugoslavia), Bao Guo (the 
thoughtful one from Singapore) and Primoz 
(Slovenia—  he stays in my dorm and is ex
tremely fond of spicy Indian food) from my 
Neuroscience class. Then there is Namita (she’s 
from Faridabad), Paola (a doctor from Columbia 
who shares with me a passion for Discovery 
Channel) from the Molecular Biology Program 
along with Olga from Russia; she is doing her 
Post Doctoral work at the monkey centre here 
(that’s our version of the German Primate Cen
tre). We also have two Cameroonians: Martin 
and Lean who can oblige you not only with their 
French (that’s their national language) but with 
their dance and football as well! The most 
important person is unsere Deutsche Lehrerin 
Sabine Ihlenfeld (our German teacher). She is 
a darling—  very motherly and full of fun! I am 
really enjoying these classes. At times, all of us 
get something and we have a grand Fruhstuck 
(breakfast) spread on the classroom table start
ing from different kinds of German Brotchen 
(buns and bread) to Muesli, fruits, fresh toma
toes from Sabine’s garden to Wurst (sausages) 
and Kase (cheese) and marmalade... hmm all 
this food talk is really making me hungry. So I 
better run along and make something to eat! 
Well ok then... gotta run now.

Miss you a whole lot... there is no match for 
you anywhere in the world 

Love.
Jayee

The most kissed girl in the worldl!

Dear Presi,
Whats up?
How is everything in Calcutta?
Today, we went for a city walk from our 

Program... the Ganseliesel tour. Ganseliesel is 
the symbol of Gottingen... something like Vic
toria Memorial. It’s a bronze statue of a girl 
named Lisa with her geese (Ganse=geese; 
liesel=lisa) She is said to be the most kissed 
girl in the world because its tradition for anyone 
who gets a PhD from the university to kiss her 
on their graduation day. The person is taken in 
a carriage and has to give flowers to Ganseliesel 
and kiss her. The story goes that once upon a 
time in the 19th century students used to drink 
beer and then kiss the statue. Then, in 1926 the 
government banned kissing her unless one had 
successfully completed his Doctoral Thesis. 
Someday, four years from now, I will also oblige 
Lisa and her geese...

Well, so the city tour was good... learnt quite 
a few interesting things about the city. First 
mentioned by Emperor Otto I. in a deed dated 
953, “Gutingi” or Gottingen (as it is now called) 
enjoys a rich history spanning more than a 
millennium. Around the year 200, Gottingen 
received town status. In the 14th and 15th 
centuries, it flourished as a member of the 
Hanseatic League. In later years, war torn and 
prey to political battles, this once blossoming 
centre of trade became a sleepy provincial town.

Gottingen experienced a revival in 1734 as 
the result of the founding of the Universitat 
Georga Augusta by the Elector Georg August 
of Hanover. The university grew quickly into one 
of the largest academic institutions in Europe.

The so-called “Gottingen Seven” were a group 
of professors who came together to protest 
against King Ernst August’s infringement of the 
Hanoverian Statute-Law in 1837. As a result of 
their disobedience they were suspended from 
their positions and some of them were banned
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from the Kingdom of Hanover.
After World War II Gottingen entered into 

important partnerships with twin towns such as 
Cheltenham in Great Britain (1951), Torun in 
Poland (1978) and Pau in France (1982). Further 
close relationships exist between our town and 
the Lutherstadt Wittenberg in Saxony-Anhalt, as 
well as La Paz Centro in Nicaragua, with which 
Gottingen formed a solidarity agreement in 1989. 
The nucleus of the old town, sorrounded by the 
medieval rampart harbours many well-preserved 
or restored buildings. At the International Stu
dents office in the Altes Rathaus (old town hall) 
one can get t-shirts, jumpers, ties, key rings, 
postcards and other souveniours of the univer
sity—  reminded me of our college t-shirts which 
are sold at the canteen. Since its founding, 
many renouned individuals have worked, studied 
or taught in the university of Gottingen. Georg 
August Universitat can boast such notables as 
Gauss, Otto von Bismarck, and forty two Noble 
Prize winners among its alumni, including Max 
Planck, the founder of quantum mechanics (the 
first and most import reason why I am here. 
Because, it Planck hadn't discovered the con
stant ‘h’, then the Max Planck Institutes wouldn’t 
have existed and as a result the International 
Max Planck Research School for Neurosciences 
wouldn’t have been here). We were lucky to be 
here during the Gottingen Noble Laureates Meet 
where Noble Prize winners from this University 
came and gave talks. Prof. Erwin Neherwho got 
the Noble for inventing Patch Clamp Technique 
for electrical recordings in a cell is going to teach 
us in November... cool right? waiting for that! 
Today the university has 14 faculties with ap
proximately 24,000 students... So we are the 
biggest and the strongest population here. The 
city itself is so small (one can walk through it 
in 35 minutes) that you keep meeting people you 
know all the time! We also visited the student’s 
jail where the Chancellor could send students in 
order to punish them. During the World War a 
Canadian student was kept in this jail to save 
him from being sent to the refugee camp!

Writing this mail from the Max Planck for 
Experimental Medicine Bibliothek (library).

We have been given the keys to the Institute 
and the library has become our second home 
now. The Cantina is our favourite hang out 
...Kaffee/Coffee ...Hot Chocolate (Schokolad = 
Oder Kakao as they call it here). Croissants and 
Berliners have taken the place of Promod da’s 
cha and fish fingers! Dear Presi... geographical 
distances only make the yearning to see you 
again stronger than ever... that’s what makes 
you great.

Cheers!
Jayee

Hopping around in Hanover

Hello
It was really nice reading your mail ...we have 

been doing some adventurous things here too. 
This Saturday I went to Hanover with Paola 
Columbia) Fernando (Guatemala) Partho (Cal/ 
Pune... amar Bangla bolar saathi ...he’s an 
excellent cook too). Partho and Namita are in 
the Mol Bio program and we spend a lot of time 
together. Well, coming back to the story ...we 
went to the GroB Garten(=garden), then 
Herrenheuser Garten and the city hall—  Neues 
Rathaus which is next to a big lake... amazing 
place! Namita got lots of pictures on her digital 
cam... but since library comps don’t have any 
softwere except for acrobat and IE, we are 
waiting till we buy our laptops ...so that we can 
send you all the pics. You know we traveled 
around by UBahu (underground rail) and it brought 
back memories of our good old Metro—  the 
fastest way of getting to College Street...and 
You.

I haven’t been to any museums yet... must 
go sometime.

Well actually Germany has many museums 
but they were all destroyed during WWII. Its a 
delicate issue here and most people don’t bring 
up the world war history. There is only one WWII 
museum in Germany, which is towards the 
south.
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Well my class is fun... we have a gang. But 
you know old friends like you stay forever. Have 
fun in the hoiidays

Jayee.

Ashwiner Majha Majhi

Hello!
So Durga Pujo’s here ...“sharater akash" 

with the white Kash flower cotton coulds and 
the sun playing hide and seek—  must be heav
enly. Oh! I want to be home! Last pujo we all 
walked to Maddox Square and chatted there for 
hours. And then the North Calcutta pujo bans 
were so spectacular too. Don't worry, I am 
keeping an hourly update on the pujo scence 
this year too. Three cheers for netguruindia and 
bengalinet online! There is a big pujo at Stutt
gart Bibhash—  Partho and I are planning to go 
there this weekend if the weather permits, that 
is! The weather here is ultra depressing... raining 
all day and extremely cold. On Sunday the city 
sleeps and all the shops are closed from 4 pm 
on Saturday ...some employee protection thing. 
In India, its during the weekend that people go 
out for shopping ...kind of weird to close every
thing then! But well, this is Germany...so you do 
your weekend shopping on Saturday and if you 
forget something essential like bread and milk 
you just have to starve till Monday!

Well enough cribbing for now...
Guess what? Dragana, Irina, Bao Guo and 

I have joined this Expression Art Class from the 
University. Our teacher, Angelica is a social 
worker and had been to India as a volunteer for 
the Gujarat earthquake. The classes are really 
interesting and add a lot of colour to the cloudy 
days here.

Take care and do mail me more often... I 
know you're busy with pujo but just a oneliner 
would do.

Jayee

Kakerlak for Kali Pujo

Dearest Presi,
My Bijoya greetings to you. Sorry couldn't 

reply earlier—  what with all these lectures and 
methods courses its hard to hold on to the 
festive mood. How was Kali pujo? Guess how

we celebrated Kali pujo?... dissecting the nerv
ous system of Cockroaches (Kakerlak in Ger
man) at the Zoology Institute near the Bahnho 
(Railway Station). Takes half an hour to walk 
there... must buy my bike soon. Cycles are the 
main mode of transport here ...quite a change 
from the super fast tubes back home—  10 
minutes and you find yourself in front of the 
Pepsi stall at Central!

Last week we had our formal ‘Welcome 
Dinner' Where all the professors and students 
of the program made a dish from their own 
country. I made Rajma and I daresay everyone 
liked it because the professors were asking me 
for the recipe later. They love Indian food here... 
I must (modestly) admit to you that I've become 
a pretty decent cook! The other day some of my 
friends came over for dinner and they had the 
time of their lives eating rice with their hands! 
Then there was Russian Olivier salad from Irina, 
German Karloffei (potato) Salad from Katharina, 
native New Zealand Kumara (sweet potato) salad 
from Ben... Ignacio and Segundo made Spanish 
omelette and Zaved-Biryani. Emilio brought raw 
fish cooked in lemon juice (a Chilean/Peruan 
dish) ...so it was quite a variety!

Okie dokie... keep the mails rolling in...got 
lot of reading to do.

Best wishes,
Jayee.

My first encounter with snow

Hey!
Its wonderful outside today—  while coming 

back from class it started snowing and there 
were snow flakes on my nose and eyelashes... 
the patterns of the crystals were spectacular! By 
evening everything was covered in white and it 
looked like heaven... well almost!

Frohes Neues Jahr

Dear Presi,
Happy New Year!
How did 2003 greet you?
I was in Koln (Cologne) this weekend—  it 

was where Eu de Cologne was first made. The

22



SPEED POST FROM DEUTSCHLAND TO DEROZIO

trip was a pleasant change after the rather quiet 
Christmas here (everyone in my dorm had gone 
home and the Christmas Markt also got over bn 
the 22nd of December). Koln is a beautiful city 
upon the Rhine and it has also got the largest 
population of Indians in Germany. There are 
many Roman churches here, the oldest and 
most famous being the DOM (its 1450 yrs old 
and took 560 yrs to build) The city itself is full 
of life and I kept comparing it to Bombay.

But the best part was when we went to the 
Chocolate Museum—  its run by the chocolate 
company Stohllwerk and has ancient artifacts 
and valuables depicting the history of cocoa and 
chocolate. One can also see a live demo of how 
chocolate is manufactured at the museum’s in- 
house factory. Its a paradise for Chocoholics like 
me especially when you get to try out the liquid 
chocolate from the Chocolate Fountain!

It snowed really heavily on New Year's eve 
and I had my first snowball fight with my dorm 
mates ...it was fun! Then we had a German New 
Year—  Silvester custom called Bleigiessen and 
later stayed up all night to watch the fireworks. 
They were spectacular! Well I hope your New 
Year hits off really well too and do keep writing, 
my friend. You are one of the few windows 
through which I can gaze into a world that I can 
call my motherland... my home.

Love always,
Jayee

Journey though the Universe : Gottingen’s 
First International Poetry Slam

Hi!
We had our poetry culture night this Satur

day... students from our program read out po
ems from their native countries or the ones they 
had penned down themselves. I was one of the

organizers. We also printed out a booklet of 
these poems and their translations. It was really 
nice... Christian from Ireland recited W.B. Yeats... 
then Tabrez read out his own : For the Childern 
of Baghdad. This was on the 25th of January, 
so I thought it would be appropriate to read out 
Tagore’s Where the mind is without fear. Then 
Patric Muller sang a song he had composed 
himself. Elena and Irina read out Alexander 
Pushkin... it was nice to realize that we have not 
lost our emotions to the mechanical and mo
lecular mayhem in the Labs and our Eppendorf 
tubes and that the passion for Science finds 
expression in verse. Then we went on to a more 
serious discussion:

Is Mankind in its race to unravel the myster
ies of life, universe and beyond actually 
dismantelling everything that it lays its hands 
on? Well maybe, not. Life is a jigsaw puzzle yvith 
infinite pieces... we take it apart and then we try 
to build it back together piece by piece. We 
think its impossible but with time and insight and 
I guess determination we can slove most of it—  
maybe not all of it but we do get something 
which is better than nothing. And then don't you 
think completion is something we strive for... 
perfection is something we dream of? And maybe 
we think there is nothing called "perfect” but the 
yearning to get to the vicinity of perfection is 
reason enough to come so far...

And if John Lenonwere alive he would have 
said 'Imagine...

I think ;
there will always be dreamqrs who dream of 

not what is but of what can be
and then there will always be doers who 

make what can be what is 
so dream on...’
Jayee
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The Journey
Arjun Chatterjee, Alumnus, (1999-2002), Economics

Not uttering your first garbled syllable amidst 
furious applause of parents, not taking that 

first Armstrongian leap (ironic!), not surmounting 
the pinnacle at your first academic destination, 
not braving the tears when you have scraped 
your knee after a particularly unfortunate attempt 
to emulate the guy on Adventure Sports on your 
bicycle (how come he always does it right?). 
Stepping out of the warm environs of your home 
is the first step towards growing up. When you 
have threat and abuse hurled at you from every 
street corner and you know that there is no 
home to return to at the end of the day that will 
absolve all of that with unquestioned, unques
tionable and unadulterated understanding and 
critically, acceptance.

We spend most of our lives reaching towards 
people and places that will accept us for what 
we are. However, this seemingly innocuous pitch 
is queered by something that pervades our every 
waking hour; Want. We complicate the initial 
equation by grabbing things, people and places 
that we want. So, will it be stuff we want or the 
ones who will accept us. Herein lies the chaos 
of our boomlet generation, the fuzzy identity of 
our digital masses, the name-tag of our many- 
hued but sameness-craving people.

Acceptance is an invitation card without a 
dress code, which allows us to be exactly what 
we are. There is no implicit snigger behind the 
bent lips, a smile too big a word. At home, we 
took it as a given. Outside in the cold grey 
cobbled streets every morsel of acceptance has 
to be earned, nothing is free. It is easy to say, 
“What the hell do they understand, they don’t 
have my life.” But as the sun goes down and 
the moon refuses to rise, deep down in that 
cardiovascular pit you know that something is 
pinching with slow but relentless precision.

The plight of the migrant is a beautiful yet 
solitary, beautiful yet gray one. The wanderlust 
which drives them is an inheritance because 
most rootlessness owes its origins to one or a 
few generations above, unless one is driven by 
a dream of self (yes, self and not surrounding)

discovery. Instinct has to be denied in order to 
fit into another alien culture, which the mind is 
grappling to calls ones own. The alternative of 
course is to have the label of Outsider, Outcast 
and Ostracised pinned on ones shirt lapel. Yet, 
all of us are migrants, rather pilgrims. We drag 
the caravans of our sorrows, rejections and 
missed opportunities on our daily HaJ, looking 
thirstily into the horizon for our Mecca. The 
journeys are assumed to be painful, the desti
nation is uncertain, though it does have certain 
facets defined.

Life for us is now a search, forced to battle 
everyone who we encounter because in this 
Game Theory of life, whatever I lose is actually 
wrested from my naive hands by the better 
player. We grab not because we need, but 
because the opportunity cost of losing it is too 
high. We are driven, not by desire but by 
desperation. Victory at the end of it all though 
is a warm roller, which comes and washes at 
our sandy feet. Since we give it all we have, it 
is an unspoken truth that we expect the best in 
return. Among the people I have met in my 
various forays across the country, I do sincerely 
have reason to hope that we are standing at the 
threshold of a generation that will learn to give 
everything to get it right back in return, rather 
than compromise on the persons that they are.

Cynicism is easy with your eyes closed, 
despair is all you feel (with due apologies to 
John, may his soul rest in peace). I sincerely 
believe that the new blood that is being infused 
into our liberated country is spunky and brash 
enough to think beyond their noses and do 
something tangible as they have not been born 
heaped with deprivation on malnourished shoul
ders. They are free to think and do as they 
please, I know they will channelise it in a 
direction that befits the energy that has been 
nurtured in them, the spirit that has been passed 
down from generations of fighters. The flame was 
carefully nurtured so that one day it would ignite 
popular imagination, not die a sad death in some 
neglected corner.
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Kolkata Without a Map
Sayan Mukherjee, Alumnus, (1999-2002), Chemistry 

Recipient of S.P. Mukherjee Gold Medal for 2002

‘People takling without speaking, People hearing without listening,
People writing songs, that voices never share....’

‘Sounds of Silence'—  Paul Simon

The year 1930, saw the release of the Holly 
wood hit ” Just Imagine, a sci-fi movie 

prophesizing that by year 2000, we would be 
nearly immortal, children would go to school in 
flying cars, so on and so forth... And it so 
happens that today the year is 2003. No flying 
cars yet; at least we had world war, the world 
breaking down before falling in love again, the 
Hippies, the Beatles, and the teens of the 60’s 
and 70’s becoming parents of the 80’s and life 
changing colours like the sunset sky over the 
next two decades—  a compromise. And it so 
happened that like darkness in twilight, the ink 
that wrote these pages in history, blotted down 
to our own beloved city Kolkata...

The bus ride from Esplanade to Howrah was 
a long one. It was a brooding afternoon in 
January, too warm to be winter, too humid to be 
spring. Three centuries and a few more years 
ago... my chain of thoughts broken by my seven 
classmates, including the girl sitting next to me, 
saying something I did not hear.

Summer here under a semi-tropical sun is 
not my favorite season, humid enough to make 
you feel like flying fish out of water— the faithful 
night breeze bringing relief like the morning after 
a sleepless night, and the moonlit, starlit lake 
above, stars with colours bleached by re-re
flected street lights (look up during a power cut, 
to see what I mean). On such afternoons, you 
find quarrels breaking out— 4he auto queue, the 
last seat in the bus, the last piece of change 
at the metro ticket counter. But if you reach 
home a fraction of an hour before the time you’d 
have normally reached, and look at the sky, 
you'd see colours you’ve never seen before. For 
in the western sky, the dying sun lights up the

fluffy cumulus clouds in a mixed fruit jam of red, 
green and violet, a new flavour everyday. Then 
darkness falls, like first few silent raindrops...

The bus has stopped for a long time, wonder 
why? Road accidents by the way are somewhat 
common in Kolkata, and occasionally a child or 
someone else dies, an angry mob burns down 
a bus and the driver; by rule; invariably escapes. 
That’s that; no Titanic sinks and no dolphin 
jumps out of the pool to mark the event. Just 
a poor...

Like their old habit, days, weeks and months 
slip away, and the branch of the neem tree tap 
dances on the glass of my bedroom window at 
night, with greater frequency, telling me its time 
for change. As the heat dulls, people sleep 
better, leaving only the unblinking street lamps 
as the last few friends for an insomniac. The first 
few silent drops hit you like needles, on a 
rickshaw ride, and then rain comes with all its 
fury, mist forms over asbestos roofs, fallen leaves 
do their futile cycles in the wind, thunder and 
lightning become systole and diastole of peo
ple’s hearts. Sometimes at night, the rain pitter- 
patters on glass windows when the wind throws 
it there at an angle.

As the bus turns sharply, twilight is too dark 
now for me to read the name of the movie running 
in an unknown theatre, on an unknown street. 
Don’t judge a book by its cover.

Then one fine day, it’s all gone. Sights, 
sounds, and all the sweet smells of rain. No 
longer does the wind fill up empty plastic bags 
like in American Beauty. The barometer rises 
sharply; it’s a season scientists regret to call 
autumn though saratkai is ever so popular with 
Bengali poets—  sunny days, silent sky, a cloud
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less perfect lake of blue. Before “tis the season 
to be jolly,' if evolutionary programming does 
make you blue and you hate the European 
labels like ‘seasonal affective disorder', we have 
the Pujas to cheer us up. A reason other than 
bright biinking lights, impulsive shopping and 
multiple phuchka stalls in every street corner to 
be happy. No red golden leaves though, ‘coz it 
ain’t NYC...

Hello fireworks, air pollution, season-change- 
colds. Hello pretty flowers— dahlias, marigolds, 
petunias and so many more. Hello Christmas, 
plumcakes, sweets and Park Street. Goodbye 
past year. Happy New Year, new hopes, new

you, a new year’s resolution. Why? ‘Coz we 
know that winners never quit and quitters never 
win. Slow down, stay awhile, see you next 
spring dear flowers, warm February winds are 
already raging about the house. So soon?

Orange street light reflects off the iron can
tilevers, through the translucent glass I see a 
halo. Fed up with me for not listening, she’s 
turning away.. How can I? For Howrah Bridge lay 
diagonally above us and all around, beneath the 
flyover, people living, hoping and living. It’s then 
that I recall that species’ with a finite lifespan 
often do not get a second chance, here on our 
planet.
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Random Rambllngs
Aniruddha Gupta, Alumnus, (1998-2001), Economics

W ell, here I am sitting in front of a computer 
terminal at a time when all normal people 

are getting on with their social lives. Those 
sitting around me express surprise at the ab
sence of images from the latest 3-D shooter on 
the screen. In fact, I am surprised myself. Its 
7:53 pm, and an excellent dinner awaits me in 
seven minutes, but I can’t leave till I’ve finished 
typing an article fcr the Presidency College 
magazine. The cause of my unhappiness is the 
winsome young lady currently holding the fearful 
title of Editor of the English Section of the 
Presidency College Magazine. I make a mental 
note to stay away from winsome young ladies, 
as they seem to cause nothing but trouble.

The clock at the bottom right corner of the 
screen ticks on and I still have no ideas on what 
to write. But a promise is a promise, so might 
as well get on with it. One of the biggest 
problems facing me right now is the fact that I 
graduated two yeas ago and would probably not 
be able to comment on the Presidencians of 
today, not being of that vintage myself (suddenly 
I feel old). On the other hand, it might be a 
blessing in disguise. I could touch on topics from 
a semi-outsider’s point of view. So begins “The 
view from the Outside” .

So, having got atopic, what do I write about? 
There are basically two kinds of articles written 
by ex-students-elegies and eulogies. The first 
type bemoans the downfall of the grand old 
institution and the accompanying degradation in 
moral values, loss of academic standard, blah 
bfah. They invariably contain the hne “ In my 
time,..” and paint a picture which would make 
you think that 30 years ago every student had 
the IQ of Einstein, the spirit of Che, the passion 
of Picasso and looked like clones of Uttam 
Kumar or Suchitra Sen to boot. I always found 
these articles partonizing to the point of being 
obnoxious. Now that I am on this side of the

fence, I have no desire to similarly blacken my 
name in the minds of the current students, most 
of whom don’t even know me, and so I shall steer 
clear of that course.

That leaves the eulogies. More my kind, 
being, as I am, quite positive in my outlook. So 
the question remains, what do I eulogise about. 
I suppose I could go on and on about how my 
days in college were oh-so-wonderful and gush 
about how it’s the best college in the country- 
no, make it the world. On second thoughts, this 
is getting out of hand. There’s very little I can 
say that all readers of the magazine would not 
have experienced themselves. As it is, very little 
truly changes in 2 years, especially when we’re 
dealing with a 190-year old behemoth.

I think I can forget about the outsider’s point 
of view, at least till another25 years have passed 
(though I don’t see any young ladies hankering 
after me to send my valuable inputs to the 
magazine then). So why not talk about unchang
ing images of the college. After all, there’s 
beauty in constancy too. And, of course, con
cepts like Milieu, random addas and Promodda 
are bonds which bind Presidencians over gen
erations. So much for outside views-change title 
to "The ties that bind” .

Unfortunately, writing about these topics is 
so cliched—  someone tries his hand at it every 
couple of years. And, to tell the truth, if you’ve 
seen one, you’ve seen ’em all. Moreover, what 
new light could I possibly shed on such glorious 
traditions of the past, especially when greater 
men than I have been there, done that to the 
point of ennui. Images of a camel’s t>ack flit 
through my mind, but that’s another story.

So dinner has begun in right earnest and I 
am feeling even more miserable. I wonder if any 
of the great authors of our time ever found 
themselves in situations like this, trying to force 
words out of random thoughts. But, then again.
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I've always felt that the people who write those 
painful academic tomes that we are forced to 
read as part of that institutionalized mechanism 
of sadism, namely the Part II exams, suffered 
from some deep-rooted frustration. Perhaps they 
too had whip-wielding hard-task-masters (mis
tresses? -no that would become positively u- 
know-what!) breathing down their necks. That 
gives me an idea—  I could write a technical 
piece. The kind of stuff that blows your brains 
from the first line on and then chops it into finer 
pieces with each succeeding line. That must be 
where Promod-da gets the raw material for his 
mutton chops—  but I digress again. Anyway, 
where were we? Ah, yes—  technical writing. It 
must be something esoteric, bizarre and inde
cipherable.

Well, lets put my training to use—  we shall 
have an article on “Estimating censored-data 
modeis". That should scare the kids. But, wait—  
I slept through that class. I don’t even remember 
what it was. OK, lets talk about “South Asian 
currency crises” . I could go on for hours on that 
one. The only problem is that I have to go to my 
room to get the statistics for it and once I leave 
this terminal I will never complete this damned 
article. Which means Miss Editor will bomb my 
mailbox with enough hate mail to crash the 
servers. No, this has to be done NOW. Lets do 
“Ordinally Bayesian Incentive Compatibility" 
(•ouch!) Wait a minute! I have no idea what I’m 
even talking about—  I really don’t think I can 
manage this technical stuff, especially having 
studied something as run-of-the mill as Econom
ics which is something every doodhwallah is 
qualified to talk about—  I knew I should have 
studied Physiology.

Hmm, this is turning out to be harder than 
I thought. With the amount of rubbish turned out 
every day masquerading as good writing, you’d 
think anyone with a modicum of intelligence 
could chum out something readable. But appar
ently, that’s not true. My respect for journalists 
just went up tenfold.

This has gone far enough! One last try and 
I’m through. I’ll take the easy way out and do 
a hackneyed “Social commentary” . After all 
everyone from retired lawyers to unemployed 
engineering graduates has tried that, so why 
can’t I? And its not too difficult—  just pick some 
recent event, pretend to analyse it and end up 
saying nothing. So how about doing “A perspec
tive on the...”? Hmm, what incident do I ana
lyse? The Gujarat riots? No, that’s a bad idea. 
Lets try something further away from h o m e - 
how about Iraq? No, I forgot—  Presidencians are 
supposed to have a GLOBAL perspective.... I 
know—  I’ll pick something so irrelevant, nobody 
could possibly mind. So here goes “A perspec
tive on the reduction of the quantity of onions 
served in chicken rolls at Gariahat.”

Thinking of chicken roils made me feel hun
gry again. And I just realized dinnertime is over. 
I think I’ve had enough. I am just going to mail 
the contents of this page to the editor and she 
can do exactly what she pleases with it. As for 
me, I am off to grab a bite at the eatery d'^v/n 
the road, making it a point to avoid all attractive 
young women on the way. But I think I already 
said that.

PS—  This is a work of fiction, (except for the 
bits about the editor)

28



Is Gandhiji Alive Today?
Prof Amalendu Chakraborty, Alumnus, 1955-59, Dept. Of Philosophy

I n the political scenario of India Gandhiji is 
regarded as the Father of the Nation. But are 

we paying that much respect to him which he 
deserves? This is a soul-searching question to 
all of us, particularly to the present generation 
who have seen the light of the day after his 
departure. Today Gandhiji is present only in 
currency notes and coins issued by the Reserve 
Bank of India and the photographs hung up in 
the Govt, and semi-govt, offices. Not to speak 
about Indian National Congress, not a single 
political party is following his ideas either in their 
political administration or in their daily life style. 
After the achievement of Independence in 1947 
Gandhiji advised his party workers in an impor
tant Working Committee Meeting, not to partici
pate in the administration of the country: be
cause he sincerely believed that participation in 
the Government requires some ‘vision’ and 
'polity'which, Gandhiji thought, were lacking in 
them. Moreover, Gandhiji had the vision of an 
‘Undivided Independent India’, which was shat
tered by some unscmpulous leaders of his time, 
who could not sacrifice their ‘lust for power and 
greed’ in the guise of administration, who did not 
know that the seed of discontent was sown by 
the then British Administration, who were a bit 
afraid and nervous to accept an united Independ
ent India. Yes, Gandhiji could not live more than 
six months to carry out his programme of ‘reform 
and regeneration’ for the liberated India. To my 
mind Nathuram Godsethe assasinator of Gandhiji 
was the ‘brain-child’ of the then ruling Congress 
Rulers, who plotted to eliminate Gandhiji to 
justify their misdeeds for years to come.

It is a historical tmth that Gandhiji has been 
frequently quoted by the Anglo-American writ
ers; Politicians and Journalists and also by 
some German Existential scholars like Karl 
Jaspers—  all of them appreciating Gandhiji’s 
political thought based on his religious intuition.

on the inner activity of satyagraha, the strong 
adherence to existence and truth. Even some 
top-ranking physicists like Einstein and 
Heisenberg have expressed their greatest tribute 
to Gandhiji by referring to the fact that such a 
“rare personality in flesh and blood walked upon 
this earth.’’

In Gandhiji the word ‘Ahimsa’ has both a 
negative and a positive import. The positive 
aspect of its meaning is more fundamental for 
him, because it comprehends the negative 
aspects and also represents its essence. His 
negative requirements of Ahimsa are not rigid as 
that, because Gandhiji is aware that it is not 
possible to observe non-violence in as strict and 
rigid manner as Jainism and other systems of 
Philosophy demands. He is fully aware that in 
certain cases ahimsa is unavoidable, as for 
example, in the processes of eating, drinking, 
walking, breathing etc. It is impossible to sus
tain one’s body without injuring other bodies to 
some extent. But Gandhiji was opposed to 
political violence because it is essentially an 
expression of weakness. The capacity to kill is 
not a sign of strength, the strength to die is the 
real strength. Only when one has this strength 
in him he can claim to have risen above fear and 
is able to practise non-violence. It is true that 
non-violence requires extreme patience on the 
part of one who is using this method, but this 
patience is not a sign of inactivity, it is an 
expression to see and realise his own mistake. 
It is the firm conviction of Gandhi that Ahimsa 
can be practised universally. It does not involve 
the use of any external object, it duly demands 
a sincerity of purpose and a purity of intentions, 
and as such, it can be practised by everybody—  
even by societies or nations. Nationalism, 
Gandhiji believed, in itself is neither an evil nor 
against internationalism, it becomes an evil 
when it is based on narrowness and selfishness.
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But in the present context of global violence, 
fundamentalism, terrorism, and religions fan 
aticism the preaching and practising of Gandhiji’s 
political Idealism seems to be a mockery of truth.

Who can deny that India is paying a heavy 
price for Kashmir since 1953 due to her ‘lack of 
political foresight’ and ‘unwillingness to strike’ at 
the right time. Pakistan was created out of 
‘hatred’ and ‘communalism’. If public memory is 
not short, we have seen almost a hundred and 
one attempts of the Indian Government to bring 
Pakistani Leaders to the conference table to 
solve the outstanding problems of the two 
Nations. Although violence does not pay, our 
neighbouring Nation knows only the 'language of

the bullet’. So in the present political ‘scenario’, 
the political ideals of Gandhiji like ‘non-violence’ 
and ’satyagraha’ have become a nightmare to 
us. But how to overcome the crisis? Can hatred 
be stopped without a change in our conscience?
I think not. Then, where is the ‘golden rule’ which 
will alleviate the sufferings of the crores of people 
all over the globe? I think, in the context of the 
present-day spiritual atrophy, we must turn our 
attention to the ‘wisdom of the East’ in general 
and Gandhiji’s ‘EKLA CHALO RE’ principle in 
particular. To carry out this programme we 
require utmost dedication and sacrifice of our 
‘misguided leaders’to save India from the present 
catastrophe.
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Plasmoids
Samit Basu, Alumnus, (1998-2001), Economics

« |  'II get to the point," she said. I could have 
I stared at her beautiful green eyes for hours 

without complaining, but I nodded earnestly at 
her. This is America, I thought. They get to the 
point here.

A month ago 
Dear Vijay,
Congratulations!
Your story. The Plasmoids, has won the 

Short SF-Fantasy Story Contest organized by 
www.scififiends.com!

As promised, we’re going to fly you to New 
York and give you our Secret Grand Prize— the 
job you’ve always dreamed of!

Etc. etc.

Three days ago
’I’m going to New York, mother.’
■Heh?’
‘New York! The story I wrote in a day? The 

online writing contest I won, remember? The 
prize?

‘Heh?’
‘Look at me! I’m... going... to... New... York.’ 
‘Will you be home for dinner?’

Fifteen minutes ago
‘Vijay? Very glad to finally meet you. I’m 

Denise Nebula, the editor.’
I stared at the stunning twenty-something 

woman in front of me, trying to keep my jaw from 
dropping. I thought people associated with 
Science Fiction were all slightly overweight, 
disheveled, spaced-out, a little nerdy even. 

People like me.
So ( did.
Three seconds ago 
‘I’ll get to the point.’
I think that brings me more or less up to date. 
Denise leaned forward.

’I’m not from this planet,’ she said.
’What?’
‘Don’t look so alarmed, l-we-mean you no 

harm. In fact, I have great news for you.’ 
Beautiful woman who thinks she’s an alien? 

I can deal with that, I thought. All Americans are 
crazy, anyway. Well-known fact.

‘The reason we organized this contest,’ she 
said, ‘was to find the earthling whose vision of 
extraterrestrials corresponded most closely to 
our reality. Your Plasmoids, Vijay, are just like 
us-a race of peaceful beings of superior intel
lect.’

I smiled at her. She’s mad, I thought, but at 
least she’s harmless.

‘So your website is actually run by aliens,’
I grinned. ‘Studying earthlings, no doubt.’

‘Yes,’ she said, smiling in turn, ‘I’m glad you 
understand. The creativity implant worked par
ticularly well with you, I see.’

‘The what?’
‘This is going to shock you a little, Vijay.’
‘I think I can handle it.’
‘There are a number of extraterrestrial races 

already present on earth, all engaged in a race 
to establish contact first. We could conquer your 
world easily, of course, but the Parliament for
bids it.’

‘So you use Science fiction as a peaceful 
altermative means of contact?’

‘Yes, Science fiction is not a human inven
tion, but a result of certain signals we send out- 
brain images commonly called dreams.’

I was beginning to feel a little scared. The 
whole Plasmoid idea had come to me in a 
dream.

‘Different SF websites are actually the crea
tions of beings from various planets. And these 
writing contests all have only one purpose, 
Vijay-to find an ambassador. That is why the 
deadlines are so short-everyone’s in a hurry to
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establish an embassy on earth, with an earthling 
in charge of communication. That will minimize 
panic and loss of life.'

‘Wait a minute.’ I said ‘You mean that Sci
ence Fiction is what aliens tell us about them
selves in our dreams?’

‘Yes. To be brutally frank, you humans are 
simply not capable of thinking beyond politics, 
sex and violence on your own. It’s not your fault- 
you simply aren’t evolved enough. Science fic- 
tion-and fantasy-are our way of helping you. 
Gentle pushes towards evolution.’

‘And that’s the joy you’re offering me? To be 
your ambassador?’

‘Yes, Vijay, Picture it. Interstellar travel, 
money, worlds beyond your imagination,’ i>he 
leaned forward further and smiled even more 
seductively. ‘And there are other benefits...’ 

‘There’s a slight problem,’ I said.
‘What is it?’
’I don’t believe you’.
‘I knew it wouldn’t be easy’, she sighed. ‘But 

I have proof. Have you read Lord of the Rings?’ 
‘Of course. Twelve times.’
She sighed again, like someone trying to 

explain something to an idiot child.
‘Do you seriously think Tolkien was human?’ 
The office seemed to spin around me. I 

suddenly realized that she was telling the truth... 
‘You’re telling me the truth, aren’t you.’
‘As promised, the job you’ve always dreamed 

of,’ she said.
What could I say? It was an offer I couldn’t 

refuse. Who would?
But there was one question. One all-impor

tant question. Because, after all, this concerned 
the whole planet, the future of the human race... 

‘How much do I get paid?’
She mentioned a sum. It was enough.

‘When can I start?’
‘Today! But first, just sign the contract.’
A typed sheet of paper appeared in front of 

me. I read it carefully
Nothing wrong with it. I signed the contract. 
‘What happens now? Press conference? 

Space travel? An advance payment? What?’ 
Why not go for broke. I thought.
‘Or maybe we could discuss all this some

where more private?’
Well, it had never worked with earth women, 

and she said she was from a more intelligent 
race. So I didn’t feel bad when she laughed her 
head off.

‘This meeting is over, Vijay,’ smiled Denise. 
‘We’ll start the preparation for the opening of the 
embassy immediately, if you don’t mind.’

She pressed a button on her desk. ‘The 
Beautician is on his way,’ she said.

‘So I get a makeover? The pimples removed, 
and so on?’

‘No, Vijay. One thing we have come to realize 
is that your planet values good looks above 
anything else. Which is why I, for example, got 
this body made for me. The Beautician will 
construct an entirely new body-the Ambassador 
must be the most handsome man on the planet.’ 

The door opened behind me. Something very 
large entered the room.

Tm afraid your body doesn’t meet the re
quirements, Vijay,’ smiled Denise.

‘What does that mean?’
’That means, Vijay.’ she said, ‘that we’ll just 

take your brain’.

{Th authors first novel ‘The Simoquin Proph
ecies is going to be published by Penguin in 
2003)
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The Prince And The Old Man
Rahul Mukherjee, Alumnus, (1998-2001), Economics

T here once lived in the ancient city of Benares 
a very lonely old man. He had been a grocer 

by profession, but when old age overtook him, 
wrinkled his brown skin and covered his eyes 
with a patina, so that he could no longer tell the 
difference between an anna and twelve, his sons 
agreed that he could no longer be allowed to 
remain in the shop and cause pecuniary disas
ters. Those were hard times full of famine and 
pestilence and even an anna let by without 
account meant untold hardships later.

So the old man was bundled off to an upper 
story room in their house near the dhobi ghats 
of Benares. The room had a large overhanging 
balcony protected from the sun by a thin veil of 
wooden slats painted green. When the sun was 
low on the horizon ancfthe shadows of the blinds 
fell obliquely on the floor, so that the room was 
aglow in a soft azure haze, the old man, resting 
on a straw mattress covered with a white sheet, 
would raise his head and look out over the 
expanse of the Ganga, and with his feeble eyes 
discern the masts of sailboats and hear the cry 
of the oarsmen as they urged each other to row 
harder against the rushing tide of muddy water. 
At these times, the old man was seized by a 
longing to travel to the source of the Ganga high 
up in the mountains, and offer puja at the temple 
nestled there among the blue rocks and white 
ice. He had been a devout Hindu all his life and 
he longed to end it at the holiest place known 
to his public faith and private imagination. But 
the very thought of suggesting the possibility to 
his sons made him shiver in fear and humiliation, 
as he knew that they would laugh it off as the 
whim of a shrivelled and incapacitated mind 
which knew not its own direction and purpose. 
But the desire to leave grew in him at every 
moment, and as the days flew by and the 
numbers of the sails that passed to and fro 
beneath his balcony accumulated like floodwa-

ter raging upon a dyke, his mind became implac
able.

One night in the month of ashwin when 
everyone was out in the town watching the 
burning of the effigy of ravana and the house was 
quite empty, the old man stole off down the 
stairs by moonlight. Twice he tripped and nearly 
fell to his death down the cold stone stainway, 
but he finally managed,to bring himself down to 
the front door, which had been left ajar for his 
sons to return later during the night. Pushing 
through, he left the house where he had been 
born and hobbled down to the ghat where the 
boatman carried him onto the heaving breast of 
the river.

Gradually the lights of Benares faded away 
into the distance and the first teardrop that had 
escaped from the eyes of the old man since the 
death of his wife many years before, dried on his 
cheek. When the moon had set and the dark
ness had settled with a dreamy finality, only the 
lapping of the ripples on the stern of the boat 
reminded the traveller of his existence beyond 
a lethean present. The old man stirred in his 
sleep and allowed himself a wan smile at the 
thought of his sons, as he clutched his lifetime's 
earnings to his chest.

Thus begun his long journey northwards.

The travels of the old man lasted long. He 
saw many cities and many people and travelled 
by several boats, till he finally reached the city 
of Haridwar where the Ganga leaves the hills. 
There he found a guide to accompany him 
across the mountains to Gangotri. The journey 
across the rocks and crevices on horseback 
was long and dangerous. There were mudslides 
and falling rocks, rains and leeches, and count
less other hurdles. But above all was human 
greed—  the way was infested with bandits who 
waylaid travellers and took all that they had and
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threw them down over the precipice to be dashed 
on the rocks. One night whiie the old man slept, 
the guide ran away with all his money and the 
horse, leaving him with just enough food to go 
on alone.

Now, without the horse, the old man had a 
new adversary in the hands of time. Every year 
during winter, the weather in the mountains on 
which the temple lay became too cold for hu
mans to survive. So the priests locked up the 
gates with huge brass padlocks, planting giant 
wax seals on them, and retired to the valley 
down below for six months. The old man was 
among the last pilgrims that year and would have 
been just in time for the closure of the temple 
for the winter. Now, his chances of reaching were 
disappearing fast, like water held in a colander.

At last, after many days of incessant travel
ling he finally came within sight of his destina
tion. But here, the old man witnessed a 
hearbreaking sight. He found that the head priest 
and his men were climbing down the steps of 
the temple after having sealed all the gates. With 
untold weariness and despair he told the priests 
of his plight. But they were firm in their answer—  
the weather had worsened over the past week 
and had forced the priests to hasten their winter 
retreat to the plains, and now that they had 
completed the elaborate ritual of closing down 
the temple, there was no question of opening it 
for anyone; not even the greatest king could 
surpass this divine decree. They asked the old 
man to return in six months, when the temple 
would reopen, and offered to show him an inn 
in the valley where he could stay. But the old 
man was penniless by this time, and had no 
hope of ever seeing the plains again since he 
could not afford another horse. Besides, he 
could feel his life ebbing fast from within him. He 
knew deep down that even if he managed to find 
the means of surviving, his body would succumb 
to the harsh winter weather. So he remained 
adamant and said that he would rather wait there 
over the winter than go down. The priests tried 
their best to dissuade him from staying. They 
reasoned with him and tried to point out the

suicidal nature of his intention. But the old man 
was adamant. So with a final warning and a 
shake of their wizened pates, they left the old 
man at the base of the stairway to face his fate, 
and started their long journey downwards to the 
safety and comfort of the valley.

The night came soon, and snuffed out the 
bright glow of day off the tip of the snow-clad 
peaks like an executioner. Darkness fell fast and 
so did the cold, which began to gnaw at the 
bones of the old man. So he got up from where 
he had been sitting, at the base of the stairs, 
and climbed up to the ledge in front of the heavy 
brass gate, to take advantage if whatever little 
cover it afforded. There he sat silently and wept. 
The tears felt cold and meaningless against his 
cheek. For what good are tears when no one 
sees them, and what good are prayers when no 
one hears them? Presently, the warmth of his 
own body lulled him to slumber and the old man 
dozed off.

He was awoken soon by a distant noise. At 
first it appeared to be thunder and the old man 
hastily shrunk farther into the recess of the 
doorway and pulled his shawl tightly over him
self, expecting rain to lash down on him at any 
instant. But soon the noise came close and 
became distinct and the old man was relieved 
to realise that it was the sound of the footfalls 
of a galloping horse. The footfalls slowed down 
to a canter and stopped at the foot the stairs. 
Someone jumped down from the horse’s back, 
and the old man could make out from the 
footsteps as the rider climbed up, that he was 
heavily built. Then the rider came into view in the 
starlight.

He was handsomely dressed in a suit of silk 
and brocade. On his head was a resplendent 
turban set with a feather and jewels, and at his 
belt hung the largest sword that the old rtian had 
ever seen. And was he himself large! But his 
face was young and the lines of his lips were 
kind and almost womanlike in their delicacy. The 
old man felt oddly relieved at the arrival of this 
strange being.
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THE PRINCE AND THE OLD MAN

“ I am the prince of these parts. Who are 
you?” thundered the rider. There was a peevish 
anger in his eyes as he spoke these words, and 
his hands moved towards the hilt of his sword.

The old man cowered in fear and told him his 
story. The rider listened without interrupting. 
When he was through, the old man looked up 
and found that the face of the prince had sof
tened, and the kind quality that he had discerned 
at first, had regained control of his countenance. 
The prince took of his scabbard, laid it down 
beside the old man and sat down by it.

“Have no fear,” he said, “The gates of the 
temple shall be opened for you by dawn, at my 
command.”

Seeing the scepticism on the face of the old 
man, the prince laughed out loud and seemed 
to be much amused at his disbelief of his power.

“I shall guard you for the night, as this region 
is not safe owing to a band of bandits operating 
here. We have to remain awake and alert all 
night, and to do so, let us play a game of dice.”

So saying, the prince drew out a folded 
wooden board from within his suit and laid it 
out on the temple steps. Then he handed the 
old man a pair of dice and asked him to try his 
luck.

At the prospect of unexpected entertain
ment, when he had settled for certain death, the 
old man grew light and happy and the fatigue of 
many days seemed to drain away from him. As 
they played on the old man felt happier and more 
frivolous than he had ever felt before and soon 
the two companions were laughing out lond. 
Their laughter bounced against the rocks and 
echoed down the valley till it was lost in the vast 
emptiness of space. The night wore on, but their 
game continued with unabated vigour, till the old 
man felt an uncontrollable urge to sleep and he 
curled up against the cold temple wall and fell

into fitful oblivion.
When the old man awoke it was midday. The 

sun was high up in the sky and the air was crisp 
and cool. There was no sign of the prince. The 
old man felt his heart grow heavy when he 
thought of the night before and remembered the 
wonderful camaraderie that had emerged be
tween then in such a short while. He looked at 
the closed gates of the temple and smiled sadly 
at the bravado of the prince, and realised that 
he had more important worries at hand. So 
thinking, he folded up his shawl and began to 
climb down the steps of the temple. It was then 
that he saw them. They appeared in the distance 
a group of men, walking at a slow pace towards 
the temple. The old man could not see who they 
were and was suddenly fearful, for he remem
bered about the bandits that the prince had 
spoken of. So he scampered back up the steps 
and hid himself in the shadow of the door and 
observed the figures with apprehension.

They were soon visible distinctly and the old 
man was filled with untold joy when he realised 
that they were the head priest and his men. So 
the prince had not been bragging in empty terms 
when he had told the old man of his power! He 
felt proud at his brief association with so ///us- 
trious a potentate who could order temples to 
open at his mere whim. With such thoughts he 
awaited the arrival of the priests.

When the priests saw him, they all looked 
like that they had seen a ghost. A single 
sentence escaped from the throats of all of them 
in unison.

"Old man,” they cried, “how on earth did you 
survive the six months of winter?”

And the old man stood at the steps of the 
temple and wept in happiness, at his 
sheer fortune of meeting the prince of those 
parts.
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Juhi
Balarka Banerjee, Physiology, 1st Year

I was going back to where I had come from, 
for the last time. Or so I hoped. Nostalgic men 

never succeed in life. I believe that. Memories 
are like an iron ball that hangs from your right 
foot and holds you back. Somewhat like a guilty 
conscience. I have been sawing at that chain for 
the last seventeen years and finally I was going 
to cut it off... forever. Or so I hoped.

There have been stories about the plight of 
village lads in the big city. Stories of innocence 
lost and the destruction of humanity. Wimps, all 
of them. What doesn't kill you only makes you 
stronger. I had come to the city. Carrying my 
little black trunk, turned red by the dust of my 
village in the obscure corners of Purulia. The 
most backward district of Bengal. To study at 
one of the greatest colleges in the country. We 
didn’t have polls then but we knew it was true.
I studied, I worked, I fought, I won, I survived. 
Seventeen years of hard competition. Hand Labour.
I had survived. I had learnt. I had grown stronger. 
Now I have all that I had ever wanted and all that 
I hadn’t. Officially my salary was more than that 
of the President of India. There is no need for 
me to hold on to memories anymore. They had 
become obsolete, unneccessary. The village 
has become just a ghost now. A fading memory 
of another life. I am as much a villager as a 
butterfly is a caterpiller.

I had finally convinced my parents to move 
in with me in the city. All that was left now was 
the ancestral house in the village. A run down, 
two-storey, brick structure, the very thought of 
which insulted me. I had convinced some wealthy 
farmer to buy it. To convert it into a storage 
dump. The suspicious old man insisted that I be 
there to personally close the deal because he 
did not trust lawyers. That’s why I was once 
again on this road. That’s why I was going back 
to where 1 had come from. For the last 
time.

I intended to be in and out of there in an hour. 
It was an official visit. I did not have the time for 
a picnic in the country.

Something shined at me through the trees in 
the distance and left me dazzled for a few 
seconds. They were the rooftops of the first huts 
of the village waiting for me. Metal sheets that 
angrily reflected the white glare of the sun had 
replaced the tranquil clay rooftops. However they 
had been cut and shaped exactly like the old 
roofs in some kind of ironical artistic justice.

The last time I had been on this road was 
behind a bullock-cart, crushed between sacks 
of cow-dung cakes. Now I was driving my brand 
new Ford. I drove past the first of the roadside 
shops. I remember it used to be a shanty selling 
fresh tea for passengers. Now in its place was 
a phone booth and a Pepsi shop with large 
hoardings of gorgeous film stars on top. People 
turned their heads from time to time to stare at 
the big new car. Naked kids ran behind it. The 
wheat rippling in the sun waved at me in unison.
I had returned to where I had come from.

Driving into a side-lane I had to stop and ask 
for directions at a tea stall. I could not even 
remember the way to my own house. Besides 
I was yearning for some tea

I asked the owner for directions. He told me.
I sat on the bench, in the heat and drank his 
tea. Then I looked east and saw the hut shaped 
temple. The Shiva temple where they also had 
Durga Puja every year. The courtyard in which 
concerts were held all night during Shiva Rath. 
The Banyan tree where... And then it happened. 
What I was afraid of finally happened. I remem
bered what 1 have being trying to forget for 
seventeen years... Juhi.

I had known her since she had been a little 
girl. My first and fondest memories were always 
those of her. In another time we used to play 
around that banyan tree. Swinging and twirling

36



JUKI

from those vines until we got dizzy. It was there, 
that one day I suddenly promised to marry her 
and she cautioned me that I was in the temple 
courtyard. I had said that didn't matter because 
I was saying nothing but the truth.

Soon our childish affection for each other 
turned into the shy passion of young adults. It 
had been the most beautiful time of my life.

It was done at last—  the house was gone. 
The last links of the chain had finally been 
hacked away. I had come quietly and I intended 
to leave undetected. Like the summer night, A 
growing lad changes a lot in seventeen years. 
Although a few familiar faces passed me by in 
the street, none of them had the faintest idea 
who I was. Except one—  Ramu-da. The once 
young manservant of our house recognized me 
immediately, for I had spent hours in his room 
listening to stories of fearsome dacoits. His 
face, softened by age, smiled up at me. He 
probably wanted to embrace me but his caste 
forbade it. Palms clasped, he gave me a running 
account of our village’s not so short, but eventless 
history. Who had died, who had moved on, who's 
son had become a doctor. I was about to make 
an effort to get away, but he finally grasped my 
attention when he spoke her name—  Juhi. She 
had refused to marry for a couple of years. 
Finally she was wed to a man, thrice her age 
and twice her weight. He had given her nothing 
more than a roof over her head, two meals a day 
and three children.

I was filled with a sudden desire to see her. 
Just once. But I had come to let go. Not to hold 
on. Besides what was there to say? I was in love 
all over again. There was Antara now. Our first 
born is already five years old.

But for some reason I found myself by the 
river. There a spot about a mile after the last hut 
is the village where our little river snakes through 
some low dunes. As the horizon started to 
swallow the sun, i sat down on a large boulder 
hidden from the world by a dune. We used to 
come here often. We had carved our names on

this rock, although I could not find it now. We 
had claimed this land. Our own little world, which 
no one knew about. This is the place where I 
had said goodbye. I told her that I had to go to 
the city for further studies. I told her what people 
told me, that a boy of my brilliance had “a 
future". I had told her that I would come back. 
I had that I would come back to marry her. She 
had told me that she would wait. We held hands 
and watched the sun go down. It was an age 
before Hollywood movies, otherwise we would 
have kissed.

Then the breeze blew in a fragrance of intoxi
cating sweetness. It was a familiar perfume from 
another world, another time. Juhi. It was the 
scent of Juhi flowers. Tiny and fair with an aroma 
that would romance the very air around it. They 
had been her favourite. Probabiy because she 
had been named afterthem. She would put them 
in her hair, make garlands of them, and put them 
by her window. The last time we had been here 
she had brought with her a tiny Juhi sapling. We 
had climbed one of the dunes and she had 
planted the sapling in the rocky soil. I had told 
her that it wouldn’t survive. She had told me it 
would. She had said that it would grow as long 
as she loved me and that she would plant a new 
sapling every year in the very same spot until 
I returned to marry her.

Another rush to fragrance flooded my nos
trils. I looked aroung trying to locate the source.
I recognised the dune and and started clamour
ing up on all fours. As I reached the top the 
perfume seemed so strong that it almost over
powered me. As the moon started climbing up 
into the sky, I saw the most beautiful sight I have 
ever seen in my life. The hill top had become 
a forest of Juhi bushes. Bushes, neatly arranged 
in a row and full of beautiful flowers. I counted 
seventeen bushes in various stages of growth. 
The one at the end of the row was a sapling. 
A sapling that was no more than a month old. 
A sapling that had been watered that very 
morning.
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The COMPLETE ID IO T S  Guide to 
Presidency College!
Siddhailha Bhotika, Tailuri Sarat Rao

Presidency College, Kolkata

Established : As Hindu College, on January 
20th, 1917, Became Presidency College in 

 ̂855. It is one of the oldest colleges in this part 
of the world. It offers graduate and post-graduate 
degrees in pure science and arts. It does not 
offer any degree programs in professional fields 
like engineering, medical, business or manage
ment.

Address: Presidency College, 86/1 College 
Street, Kolkata 700 073

Student Strength: Approximately 1700, in 
the undergraduate and postgraduate department. 
It is the college under Calcutta University to 
have its own Masters Program. The college is 
co-education. In fact, the first girl student joined 
in 1897, making it one o f the first colleges in 
India to admit women. Currently, the population 
is overwhemingly female (64%). We admit stu
dents from all over India both at graduate and 
post-graduate departments.

Departments: The college has 17 honours 
departments. It has no B. Com. or pass courses. 
The departments are : English, Bengali, Hindi, 
Sanskrit, History, Philosophy, Political Science, 
Sociology (B.A.), Physics, Chemisty, Mathemat
ics, Statistics, Economics, Geography, Geol
ogy, Botany, Zoology, Physiology.

The college is associated with numerous 
great names like Raja Ram Mohan Roy, Netaji 
Subhas Chandra Bose and David Hare. Our 
glittering alumni speaks for itself. To name a 
few—  Henry Vivian Derozio, our first President 
Dr. Rajendra Prasad, Shyama Prasad Mukhetjee, 
Ashutosh Mukheijee, Michael Madhusudan Dutt, 
great scientists like Meghnath Saha, Acharya 
Jagdish Chandra Bose, Satyen Bose, Prasanta 
Chandra Mahalonobis, great economists like 
Pranab Burdhan, Deepak Banerjee, present RBI

governer Bimal Jalan, and the Nobel laureate 
Amartya Sen.

Interesting information—  The First Presidency 
class was held at what is now Coffee House. 
Rabindranath Tagore studied here for one whole 
day!!! Satyajit Ray studied economics for one 
year!

In the journey of life, we always come 
across Signs. The path we choose de
pends upon how we interpret those signs, 
if we interpret them at all. The following 
gives an insider’s insight into how a 
Presidencian interprets some common 
signs— a guide to our minds!!!

STOP we never (do. 
Forward we always 
GO

Some People 
however tend 
to keep LEFT
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The food we live to eat! the Canteen. 
Coffee House

Paramount (the best Sherbet on Earth) 
Putiram. Chinese Food Joint.
Food station and ‘teler bhaja’

Our Essential

CHA

One sign we FAIL 
to recognize!!

But for those 
who don’t study 
they have to....

Our minds are 
always on the
MOVE!

We don’t 
need to blow 
trumpets.

No Turning
To strive, to seek, to find and
not to

Looks like its 
time to....
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Serenading on the Shlwalik
Shatarupa Chaudhuri, English, Ilird Year

5 500ft. above sea-level, Pithoragara district, 
Uttar Pradesh, That was all the hand-written 

pamphlet said to guide us to the remote town 
(or village(?)) of Champawat, surrounded by 
massive mountains, sheltered by the unlimited 
sky. A few dozen houses, a small market and 
a thousand year old temple to boast of. The river 
Chalthi winding below had swelled during the 
monsoons, and in the quietude one could nearly 
hear it roaring. Our immediate neighbours were 
on the next hilltop. From far away the lazy 
tinkling of the bells on a donkey could be 
heard—  heralding the post. This bush green 
reprieve is a poet’s paradise. One can 
hardly wonder what inspired the artist to carve 
such intricate figures and patterns on the 
temple walls in such an insignificant corner of 
the world.

We had travelled on road for almost six hours 
from the nearest railway station of Tanakpur, 
where we had left the plains behind. But the 
mountains called, and the clouds called, and we 
wanted to soar higher and higher, Our destina
tion was approximately ten kilometers further 
aheade of Champawat—  Mayavati or 'Ihe abode 
of God” as my grandmother would say. But by

then, the breeze had turned to a wind and the 
weather gave ominous signals. Young and dar
ing that we were, we decided to risk the walk. 
A few steps, and the wind had become a gale. 
Black clouds advanced in dense phalanxes. The 
storm gathered momentum and the pine forests 
danced wildly to its rhythm. The frenzy canght 
us too as the rain lashed our faces. There was 
something romantic alout the whole thing. 
Although we knew that we might have to say 
“how do you do” to a ferocious feline (which 
didn’t happen by the way), we crept towards our 
destination, proud to be part of nature’s adven
ture.

We reached the Ramkrishna "ashram” , it 
was the end of the world—  literally. It seemed 
that across the edge meeting the horizon there 
was a sheer fall into the sky. The maharaj stood 
drenched in the rains. He must have sensed us 
coming. The colourful garden dazzled our eyes. 
The peace, the calm quietened our excited 
nerves. Gradually, strands of golden rays broke 
through the strips of clouds. A rainbow arched 
across to the next mountain. My heart took a 
picture as we chased the monsoons to mystique 
Mayavati.
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God and Belief
'God", He made us? Or did we make him!

Siddhartha Bhotika, Economics, 2nd year

This question must have cropped up in our 
minds at some time or another. It is unfor

tunate that even after centuries, no logical proof 
has been devised to decisively show the exist
ence of God-the Supreme Being, the Creator.

Let us dwell on the subject of "What exactly 
does God mean?” God, by definition, is unique. 
He is the Supreme Being, the Creator of the 
universe. Therefore he must, by definition, exist. 
However, things do not merely exist because 
they have been defined to do so, except as 
latent variables or universal constants in scien
tific experiments. Take for instance, Santa 
Claus—  we know what he looks like, where he 
lives, even the names of his eleven friends and 
reindeers. However, all adults know quite weil 
that he is just a big myth.

A person who believes in God is a theist and 
one who does not is an atheist. Atheism is 
characterized by absence of belief in God that 
may be due to deliberate choice or inherent 
inability to believe in religions ideology and teach
ings. Atheists are not anti-religious in any way. 
Atheists are different only in the respect thatthey 
do not believe in God. Theyjust want to live their 
lives as though nobody is watching over them. A 
weak atheist is one who lacks belief in God 
whiie a strong atheist is one who beiieves that 
God does not or cannot exist. Weak atheism is 
simple skepticism. Strong atheism is an explic
itly held belief that God cannot exist.

There is also agnosticism. Prof. Huxley 
defined an agnostic as someone who disclaimed 
both strong atheism and theism, and who be
lieved that the question of whether a higher 
power exists is unsolved and insoluble. There 
are millions of agnostics in the world, even more 
than the atheists. Some agnostics believe that 
believing in God leads to irrational behavior, while 
not believing would not affect them, as God’s 
existence will never be proven.

It may be argued that the number of theists 
far exceeds the number of atheists or agnostics. 
Such a number cannot be collectively wrong. 
Unfortunately, a majority of believers has nothing 
to do with how "correct” a theory is or how it 
“works”. It was once believed that the earth was 
flat and the Sun revolved round the earth. Many 
people still believe in ghosts, astrology, palmis
try and other pseudo-sciences.

It may then be argued that God is essentially 
non-detectable. From a scientific viewpoint, if 
God is interacting with our universe in any way, 
the effect of any such interaction must have 
some physical manifestation, that is, his inter
actions should be in principle detectable. Since 
God is undetectable, it may be assumed that 
God does not interact with our universe in any 
way whatsoever. Religions often argue that God 
is meta-physical but from a scientific viewpoint, 
it is very difficult to believe that.

The mathematician-philosopher, Pascal de
veloped a theory which he called Pascal’s Wager. 
He said “ If you believe in God and turn out to 
be incorrect, you have lost nothing. But, if you 
do not believe in God and turn out to be incor
rect, you will go to hell. Therefore it is foolish 
to be an atheist” . This theory has two major 
flaws. Firstly, it does not point out which religion 
to follow. The major religions of the world con
tradict each other in innumerable ways. Sec
ondly, we might end up worshipping the wrong 
god and the right god, then, will punish us for 
our foolishness. I believe that this theory was 
jusUrying to justify theism over atheism.

So, I may suggest a slight modification for 
the modern t i m e s “ if you believe in God and 
turn out to be incorrect, you have lost nothing. 
But if you do not and then turn out to be 
incorrect, there is nothing to be worried about 
because God will forgive you. Why? Coz’ He is 
God.”
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(% ^ 's fiw i (jf^^5n^1%,'2t^f^1^¥i‘t^c^t>si(,®ii 
i|^  C«tĈ  ’ m  I l i f ^  ̂ 21^ 'ii^-

(?fC  ̂’ IWf! ^  &WC!?, C^R ^fs<t» R^w

c«t:^ w w  ̂  I ? r t c ? r a ' i P T ^  *#11%^ " s ^

? rf^  R̂Tf ^  I C2£|% wr^ *r^  'g ĉ

<PWC5,'M '®I*)JI^ ^  I

f t i : ^  c ^  ^

!̂ <r|ij*vr P w  lHC^̂ <̂ W<̂ i5l C W !
c ^ ,  (? fl,w s f I'sin:^

8«



I I r ’ 5TI^
^ T \ '5Tfw ŝrfi::̂  ^  * ^ ’ '^ r ^  i
1 iR ' W  ^  '«1  ̂ 'S '.2tff%’ f«
5t?sn7^ I ^  "sflm^r

ŝrRTf I '$rRB f e i  f̂̂ c?r?r 3^
C 5 ^, >2Jff% C 5^,

C % :^ I f®rW3 (C35T v2ff1%3

((?fl?f
W ) "S#?:^'5MJ W  4 3 # v2m*t MSFf 

3l̂ C3>3 3^f|C93 C5̂ ®3T3'®rf3 4 ^ t 3 j ^
* | ^ ’ ,2(^<f q9\qt\ »iI^t8),fti^^^i^3>C3l%3>?IC'« 
5531 4l,̂ fC®f'5|1%^!̂ ^5i3j1%^C3T3 C33H?{ ^1^, 

-2W-t ’ ftl W ^  ^31^ ^  I i%3i1^
Ĉ tC3

313 43n (7131̂ 3 C3IC3 (?f̂ 3RR 3l3l3R<P RQf^l ̂  I 
41,3151131̂ 4 R & kI'̂ •;|3lW CWR413 C4f3'5s1%,
'?5i% WIW3 2̂141*14i;31

3'41'Q C6^3t l4'«R3 4W 44  C4l3 C3^ 
C413, %  C314 m  C413, m  C«H4 ’®#... 4 ^  

C4T3t^4H3144W (71:541^'<3 3il[:33

^3n^3R33f3i% 3 ^1tf=tt%43i:^ I
1^J| 4» t.2 lm ^ 3f3 (Tf^ 1 % ^  3171 OTe3t

4C®T8r ^1^41

313 C413 C4R Ĉ llTf 5̂ 3 ( ^
<H4fPi%1 OT31iJ«<1f3;:3’®1^4513(7'’3ft^ 
31:®=143^4I3JB31:^ C3l4 351f3mi (7 f1S 3^ 
C4R C4R *tC« C3R ^1!4 ĉ1  ̂Wl315p@3

313, i4'»IC3'0|ll. |4^. 33t>ilc4 C3l%3̂ 31313, 
33^flC^ C3p114̂ IC3 431313,3)^8’^  331?flc.4 C3pf 
3 1 ^  3T3 l4'»lc3 ’«1M3 W131 5f53 ^^31^ 4f3)t'34 
311713 4l?13 # 1 1 ^  31?5=̂  C3141 4[3Tt’ l4  313 
'srtPiwo^rl 45f3 43C« C‘3C3^^ 3'̂ rlQ 
^5I^;3ti:^ I C 5 ^  131%3 #133 33J % 1 4 ^  
Wt3p||rC5l% 5|4H 413 IW 4 H W 3  0131, 
(?'1I31 43° C3131313 5 f^  4H ‘̂3f^41 4 l  C?31
C*M, (31311513 1h^ 3 413 C4 CTO, 4t1?4 (7131;̂  14 
(713̂ 1, C413'5T3^ (7r3i;^43°3R4 (7f3i: '̂»l35Ti;^ 
<t*^43 5p=3  ̂■f4, 'o)l\»»Sa3)114—  %331

^31134 313 (TtR iT H ^ 5(3 'G W1K33 '2(41*1, 
441HQ3 5̂1̂ 7313 1̂75; I Wt3H7f3

41 3^31753 C5^31^ ^ # 1 4  ^ * 1 ,  
>2141*11 4 l 4(1̂ 1*14 C54313 < # 4 ^  G 

gMtlC'03'̂  1.t>4*(35(C515f̂ l̂i% (3171’SITUS 15f\'3î  
31313175 3131711133̂  I ̂  1 3 ^  C5ll4[^*l3,331751
4(1313 3931^4 '31(75 5(15(1^ *{\31713--- 5fS(5l
g^r|G 5f5l3^:^,7f5(5 jg^ri^ CŜ s3l3>21411?̂ "^ g i 
^ 1
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— W W f^Fsrt®#! ^

I >'?rtw ^  ^  I irn?[ I

^W f5t (?f'’T 5 0 ^ W ^^W f5 5 T $ 0 W  (??f̂ $W'S!̂ <1J '*(Hr^ »R 5^‘'l|)<it1i?!' '̂S57wI^<P W,^5n^

^  "sp̂ ? ct ^  ^̂ <ic<i*i ^rfi

^ 5 f t s ^ ^ T I 1 ^ ' ? l 1 ^ i I ^ T h e s i s 1 ^ < W W  ' j t  ^  ^

C 5 ^  Antithesis, ^  Synthesis ( C ^ )  I

Level C W tW  level ^  '6 ^  W ^5 R 5 ! >|iil»?l% «,‘̂  ^  ̂ 1 ^  \5|I?fW

^  ^  I ̂  ’I'lJWf<f ^  ̂  CT

'® t ^  "̂ rm 's rt^  i ^  i|1 ^ % T ^ (? ) ’® t ^ ^ ’sri^^^r^R ?Tfi1w ^?lT i

C * t¥ R ^ n ^  C ^?  C^ CWH

^?j|?i Rc<p &h»ti w i  ^c?ifi & ^ t% t

(Active) ^  1 '$ r m  «rai ^  ^

'SRI f ^ l  "STR?? ^  t ^ W f  ^

' ^ ^ ‘1%T?I l ^ ' ^  i1w1%^cw?

^1^ 1^^¥l%^ 'C ’‘1^1% I

'5TR?T C ^ , W , ŜTRfrf̂ , CTW CT C ^  

R ’ t t r ^  factor.

'iiW‘t> ■ ^ ifl^ ,^ fP f«  =TT̂  i'$ri'>io=i <iR R‘%,c^'5t?f 

GW W  '®n»i?ii's c ^  

< 1 ! ^  ^  ^sTTOfs "sp:  ̂ ^

f̂sTfC« 1 ^Tt^ C ^  W r̂RTf  ̂ <1=1 (.'a—

R**0rsrl¥fl,w ’—

Rc?i (?r«frca
<lR<i'®»iI>i ^[Rici?i >ia>'a*t i ̂

?nt:̂  ift, ’<3w  ^
^  I C W —  ’fU  ^  l—  ^  Q9\(^ Tjt ^ “=1^ 'a M  ^  % ff^

^R?lW (^R'STf’ W ibO^C f̂^f^ ^  w i f e  ^It'fTI Wl1^

R ^ 5 is it ^ t |^ ^ ; f |s H i< |^ K 5 f< : lp H 5 0 lW I  R c^lfi>)C<|i I WtW W R I?!^

^  RI^<P >l»(l(,®r C®Tt̂  'ailCfll R’ l,*(l*i'^ 't 'g 'l L<M̂  R'«l'SrC*t?l C ^  <P?IC<t I

^  c ^  vr<j<jii<t ^  ^nw c= it^% f(^ i w«lT«, (?f C 5 ^  f e f  ^  1 ^

^  (TpSTTf I C W f TfSRI 5 f^  I W 'f  l i l^ '^ R 'I ^ 'l  I R w lp l^ ----ii|^C *^ '5 T 3 ,

’ TFn?! C 5j^=W '^^5^^^'^=T ^^'W R W tW 4^3T t^® I ^  C*l(l^ C<ll(.®1l.... and the process continues.
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?p9(|^ <q'<j*fD<r-|, ^  fl'G’I'G’
^  ŝTc® ‘̂ «it

^"srl^c
Jfl OT ’ IIw P I

^srmi ^  ^
^  C *̂V ■SflĈ'fl ^C'of

Isp l̂î ra ctirmi OT ^  W 5 t ^j?tG-
R^c'^ti ’i'U ^  ’ in:̂  I 

Ĉ ?̂TRI '^ '?n  (5wî
1 ^  ^srmi >2(1%̂  W l  I

j%^ (?R C’tf̂ Rt? (R ^  ŜfrsRl ^Sfft^,

»ff5^ <U1t51 ^ - V rH '? s to  #fC?l (RC^
Rl«f (Rt5Rf 'SIRIW‘3, 'TOJ 

Rl^R ^
(? ^ '$ n w w i

<PCiJ<t5l5lC<P înR ^  cc^
csrc^i

RI?R R T ^ —  w I'StX  Rrat^ CRCR
ic^ l ^IW  RIWI w w fi,—

(?RR^ w n # fi. o^wRi 
^RrJ 'G (?tC*r?f 'St̂ fR R|R?rfl,RRR 
^RIRW RRJ'jt^ RRti^ 1r ; ^ ,  ̂  1%? 

»(IWIRIWI, CRC?I RI^, 'iIC5! RfCRl RTC5

(̂ rf% CR5TC« Rt ^  I 
^  R 5 ^>  ^  (RtRiRR (R*tlR

CRRG 5TH, R^-1r -̂RRR1 >H1XC4
^  c<it'G'?n RKR Ri I 

Rfw C5KRR e*R \  C#1  ̂W \
CWG1^ (̂ RĜ IC<1 >IW<1 (?Ht cfel ̂ IXcJI'RRC'S RII3 

'G ^'^r^C ^ RR'lCSIRl, C«CR (T fl^
C«n?TR ^-^R R IT I—

RR’ (^RG <R̂ i?rG RR ajC'̂ K'S ’'tT?RR 1% ? ?

(,̂ Rs<P CRR, RpR?̂  ^Rpf RiiPlfR >3*i|5j ^

RRR R=U 
CRRRR

TRR (?Rt CRTR;
RREt RW RCR RR 

'«TC5 c4t?n Ri^ blĈ  ^̂ <r- RR 
CR^5R#C^

^lC=lf *IR1R’ ^  ^ -< 4 ;

(RRHR R5RRR ŜfRl 
1 ^  1 ^  R ^  ^5®^

(RtW  W f ^ t ^ ;
(RRIR ^OMIR (,VC®1

RCR CRRt... ^» lfR fm fR  R^Rf; 
CRRnR C2R-^miRlRt R l1^

crI^ W Ir -Xrr^^  ' ^ ;

(RRtR #RCRR RWtR 
^ a R  CR ^

CRRIR RCRR

8^



'crf^TTf  ̂c ^ ,

^?PT C ^,
G 2 fC 5 J 9 f^ ^

W l ^2R,

^  -5^  ̂ ^  cg^ I 
'STR^’W  ^  w o  1̂ =1̂ ,̂

%i7tJi^ ^  m ,  ^  tn^c iii^H  I

& 2 | ^

^ 5R
. ^5 Iff, w<n f ^ %  M  

'BifSRt 'i t^ ‘1 —

^OWTS'eRiO'QMW,
T f^S ^ (< |^  Tflfl I

5̂rm?rt c ^ ^ » w s  ^ !
1% ^  '̂ î 5sff ( 7 ^  f

^snwf^
( ^  ^  c w ?

« t  (7®lR^R5rR; 

( ^  t o  I 
^sfTWf^'g^'fi^ 

iil4«1l̂  ^OR I

'J>ll»l5)l C«I
i£)̂ S7j| ( 7 ^  ^  csfC« ? 

f̂tSRI
C ^  I 

i£ ito  gR,

(?T '̂SftfR (,'tlll, 
>i)<p̂ |4 ^̂ O'Sr

sn



G»lf5f05l̂

'srrsn?
^«tri'^  fe ,  ?1n̂

'5iM^ '^ 1  w i^  c w t^  C ^ '^  ̂  '®lw
f e r  <ifec<=ifi w  'sraft Rc*̂ c<=i ^rtl^ 's '®rw^ ct

^511^ ^  (??C5f TTtsjp®

'Cî fRiT ^
'5^^5r^'W5Pi W s W ri 
^  Ĉi)C5, (XFPT, ^ W f

c w ;
^  cm ?  ??t %E? -^ist 

'SfW? *JwR C®Rf? ^ 't ll^  '<5̂  ?i1W5C??T 
(m e? CWf, cm c^ (?fC<lf| (7fTC==T? ? w
^'5?iiiw erne? (7fe«iR erne? (?fc?fl ’ t«w»ic«

^  w  c ^ ’ f, ^  WT w s  gw1%^ 
4CTfl*nf%f?e?w ?T5f, m ? ! ?  ?nt^ ’̂ i?nc?f ^

^  c ? ^  ̂
‘̂ ^1?t%f1?’ »ll»(? ?ffW ^̂ [®fC?t ^itc^ ■?̂ fc?
’ ff ?c? ^«jc?i erne? ?n?t?, m ?  (?r;? c’ fc  ̂
m ?  TjjsR ^p:?i twc?t ^  (TTsie?! <ic? 
i%ft7R;sg? ??c?t ? ! ^  i%?c?i cm ?  ?rc5i 

??c? ?irf-'c<i ?nM 'c m ?  ??F*f m  
? r t^  § w  ̂  c w j ?ii^?5ffl m ?5i iif«
^  c®tM! c  ̂c ? t^  5#, 'iiCTfl cm ?  T̂tesf? 'Stei I

8V



l ^ ’ f, '2f«Pl ^

C ^ 5 p # 1 ^ C ’ l ^  ( 7 f ^

^  m m  mm?n—

RilRfirH mmt I

^  ^  ^  1 ^  ’ t f̂

'o tr m iw f <?^ ^  'm sit

c’ f?® (Tfc^m 'em

mftJT ^  (?f^ wH®n t r o ,

"1% m 'oî c.'S (??c5j m n  i

m —

^ ’ 11'®)'® ■sf^^rfT® '®if^>(-'®iviPiH ^?f?i C?K;

(?^ ^s^rm m :'i?cw  mmfiJ cea (?fcm i

^  '5 ^  1 ^ —

# c ®  W T R P i^  c^ce « w  I

8^



C ^# , ^

<TĈ ^  ̂ 5Tf^H5K  ̂C?«rf^^

c ^  i^ ^ T r m  c^w 'i>ii>K,^^iWfi ^  I

®Ff2f« ^ , ’ (?r«fCc ( ? f^  W  C ^  C’ M I 
^5f |^C$t>8XcV$?Jl ^— R*i l ' ^ ! 
f% ^  %  1 ^ —  I

‘<pc’ 1'8t ^  c^-Wnlt
W I  I ^ ’ flW “ ’ J ^ ” -

C>?Ŵ  C5%t <Pflf5, wh'Ct <̂ W ̂ '^C=lf—

— “ w r
— “ c^ i% = ^? ^ <tsf c^— ”  ̂ 5 ^

C ^ ^ 1 ,  Ĉ ?ra ‘£ i^  S(?ft̂  % I I
— c^?

<̂ |X*h'C| C ^  C’M I '5R/T̂  "SfĈ  'i|<P?rM ^
I f ^ . . .  I C«1 '<j W  ^

•9f1(,=1I— l'0)l»llw?l^=1 'H<lC*i C W !'$ lM ^ * f l^ t^ , 

^psi n̂1%?I C ^  # #  1 ^  ^  ^1^, <1H(,'SPC\5?I 
c^iiTB'Efiy ̂ 'z ri'Q in !! W5iv5i1® 

^  (,<(^w I '!5rM?I
^ ’ t i l ^  ^  1 ^ 1 ^ ’ f«i— c%:5 

c’m i
£̂1X1% 45TR ^XRTlto® I

’ ttffs i
(?H — <|<J|**t|

^4oi|»| (?f«l̂ 5^^T|t^
’ic® I 'ii<pRt'9 t^*fH  ̂ n^RfU w  '5=iw,

c’TTff, (?^%r<i, c«(c  ̂ ^
1 ( 7 i < i W f 1 ^ * n 5 f ^  

'S i'^  ^ntt; ^  ■sn̂ fTs (?n??

' ^ ' 1 '®w?fk ^ n f - i j j ^  1 “ >4X w , ' im  c’ lfl?!” —

$C?l <̂PC5,1 ! 'S'^ i£|^

C^?ij^"Src^'4^'5p5fFTtW ?J'5i^'5f5f$

^  $51 ^ni 'm \^  ^  ^

Pcil I 5̂Tt$ 1% ^
(Tfsrfi! ^  (?mm, f^ it

"5W Wf̂ ?i '<37i?i'5lK '̂STB... W ^
(jpsisirsj ^sRTf® ■ 535 ^  ^
C’ l^ !  ^  $ S ,^  1% ^

C  ̂$f^PTt <P?|5i R, “ 'C ^  '59^»ftW51 $C?f ■^TlT^ 
<p(̂  ̂$  1”  ^1^1 (,<<,>! 'S 'StH(.=1| '(5^ 

’ tl’ftcXX R(,?l ■^TlH 'Sr»<J I '*1C5f̂
ÎpICVS C5f'̂ t̂ <7)\8| (vj^ (?1 ̂ J$f 

I ’'i$ 't  i£ |^  ^
i £ | ^  $s i^TTt -JIBI ^n? ^  ^ Itf^ t

C ^ m  ?’ • ^  ’im  ^  W RtM (71 
<p1c'st?i crfi^ 'oiw<p ’ ir ft^  (?ftc®f (tt

(7pC^$ I'sn^^’IW ? —

w c ^ R w w ? !

1 ^  ^  $c(s ^C5n:^i 1%

'i|f'‘‘t>^! l£H$t X lW  ̂ 5Ht̂  ^  RsfW^I
C*Pl®ll̂ C®1 $W C^W*t I

'0|(,»(<pi5| (^ ^ ■ 'If* !® ! I ( ; ^  (Tfft
^  '» I^  ̂ 5^00 I ■'1̂  (^  I^ 'mMI

1% ^sK^ ( 7 ^  1̂®ini 'G

<1®1(.'® ®lt̂ tC  ̂(714H  f)H'« '<3 ̂ ® lt^  (Tft^ ^pfiTs 
C^W$(,®ll '5|î *)J '^1 ^  ^  '0
(75̂  '5l<̂ '( ^  t?lXĉ  I ̂ sXI'sr(.<r-<5

40



djc»iR=1 ^  I ^ ’ ft (?I

vfi I 9pr ^
^sfijgf^ C5TR5 Rw

<p?iC5,'o)M *̂ h(,fe,l WlR(,iJW 
^ ’ fR (RC?ra ^ rft f̂ C'̂ Ĉ H RB
\En̂ 5i»i5Tt'*ic'q(4>t't̂  '̂ i'|)<i w w R  I '̂ i'®‘*F(.*r*iR 
î>tt 'i|Rf̂ <|S W  (75W

'ETRsptĈ ’ ^ ^ B C ®  C‘'1?Btl?f—

C?RR J?11 R lf^ -ICcifl^R,’ ^  C«t
(,̂ (,=ll̂ '=11

5̂ C'®I <p|<?i(,<>X 1 ^  "̂ =1W CrofI®! ^■'111

\iJl<P(,?,'oiRI(,i«^ l'5lR?H^S*IC '̂5CT

t% R=1R (B? '*II4H (BR '5|RI(,4
j|t '(j^ ^C4 ? Re'S; '®rft  ̂1 ,̂

V S I R K ^ r  '<3^'^’^ <FJ5W ■̂ =15H»I, <sl5lR 

^  ^B®lR
C5E® 'SR'Sf Rl^T?B c4l(,®t

(,<Po5 C ^  I ^ ’ It RB
‘1C®1 I Rc*W ^C*fll ®H®T

^  ^SWI ^  151^ %?I %B—  ’ ft% f W5T

— ‘g2R?b 1 ^ ^ (? b ^ c’H i

i£ )^  w=1’ ft^ll R B I ' $ r t 1 ^  i£l<15|j
igfSf :^p!|—  '6 (^Sf5| ^  |̂5̂ i:5f| I

‘ C2TO t ^ ’ li)' 6 ^  c4n:sf

( B I^  t’ lB fI’ T I W I^  f ’ ll 'SB ^  ^  
■i4l<p|“tc<p '$|5f ? B  BBBt1^BBRBl*tBs

^ » f B B  W B ^ 4 W < ^ “ ^ ”
'l'$H 'i>IH>K?B ? '5IC?B#? »fB 

^«fB ’'S t^  ’ IC® CSfBf^fR '?;[ 1 ^  B  
'i>lBlC'*B ft'H  ^BIC'« B B fl^ l BT RB 
<p|̂ c<p '?c;B ̂  ̂ 5BB 'jj|<pc'®l I b

BC® (?B ^  'SB RBR*B C*flBf I R B  
<Pfl(.'«^®B

<PB I ^(B*0 Bf5l BjBB 'SRJ®
*B 1 " S f t  '̂ B'S BBB '5|BB BBB1% 'SfHI 
^  B  iN ®  BtBB C®B%?R %  
ii|C“lX—!! B  '̂ flBBT B B B  'SfBB BBB 
B  B B  s|5®1^B -2|1®BBS BB RKBT, 
fBBSfBB ’ fBtJt ̂ ilW l >^1^—
'5m *BC <B fl

(t'i



I ^  (?^—

<1^1 CS]5
^  W'^ '*1 w<> ̂  W 4 r ^  ̂

W M ^  W  CSfĈf ^  ^  ^ T lt—

'5T« iR5| ^TJTI

>l<PC®lX‘̂ ^ ^  C ^  iR W
RC'5t<) C ^  (7f5TĈ  Rc®r?5 ‘T>t?l I ’*]pl
(?p5’f^ ii lM C T M ,’®lf<W5f— l'5f '̂'1t^*l^

m  ^TTt I W ^ ,
C ^  (?FRn??I C>|R3!,Ĥ  ( T f t ^ ^  

i£l^ '1 ;^ ^5^ I I

'oiNlu^fi '5R —  ’if t?  ^  I
'oiHIc't?̂ Wft, ^WlCHfl
il̂ ^<PCf)l li]^  •?! '̂*l(?Tt I " S R  1%
(7 H ^ !'5 i^ '5 p f5 T C f5 tC R ^¥ t^  (?W

c ^  ^  (?Ri ^ iw fi ^  It o  (?pi§i c ^ i

‘ (JfGTrtM  ̂tD<pIuR5<l C5fi5f5t C ^  (?R (.<PCi5 Rw C5,’ 
'S ft^ *'<ĵ  1% C ^  (TfT̂  11^ ?’ ‘wrsfT?f BC'llc'®
5fl^ C50l^’'8 1% Rc®rC*P —  ‘̂ l<P<llC?lX 
C ^ c W ? '8 X (? i% f’* ? f  csmtiiiwt,'QW t #

i£j^--- Hlt^ 5̂HJ "SH X y p ^  I

Rc'stC'9 C'l'®'?!!— '0|»il

^  ' j m  W51 ^s ri^

(?R??, 9tt̂  ̂(?*ti^—

RcHf) '’TO (,<PC>5 TO ’ IM?!,

^JIW TO  *1%  ̂
(7r«rĉ  (TT̂ R Î

\55lWlWW (?P?i 1\\ ^  CTOt

JTt ^  I ^  ^TTf—  ’'^tW  ^ ~
CTOt— 'Rc® 'tc®TOt^1^lC®lTO!irtl c ^

C W TO TO  (TO TO  (?tTO, CtiC®—

'®TOQ ^  'G^ ̂ »N®t ? •Ttf^ 'Q'CŴ

C 'ft'p T O 'ftT O ^ ?

cron, c*tTO w t  TOt̂ ?
C*l=Tf̂  Ĉ IĈ ; &C01
(?Rt^W l1%  G2lC5t^
•sJ^'SfTO ‘̂ fSÎ  (TO»t

C«t '5?$ C’ t t ^  '5’ tC  ̂̂  I ^  0«C*S 
TO I C^«TO TO ’Tt CSIĈ5—  csfĈ t
C«iC^ % tt^ ^51% ^ ’̂ iSfCc t?fC?  ̂C$t ^

TOtl
TO

i£|^ i£j^ 7f^ ^  TOC»tt TO ?

iil̂ 5|̂  F«̂ C?1 'Oll̂ Cil ’ TO (?tR 
i||WC'« 'OIW‘?C<P '̂ C®t 

^^ IC «  G2f5f c**lĈ  TO
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YEAR ETTTORS SECRETARIES

1914-15 Pramatha Nath Banerjee Jogesh Chandra Chakravarti
1915-17 Mohit Kumar Sen Gupta Prafulla Kumar Sircar
1917-18 Saroj Kumar Das Ramaprasad Mukhopadhyay
1918-19 Amiya Kumar Sen Mahmood Hasan
1919-20 Mahmood Hasan Paran Chandra Gangooli
1920-21 Phiroze E. Dastoor Shyama Prasad Mookherjee
1921-22 Shyama Prasad Mookherjee Bimal Kumar Bhattarcharya

Barajakanta Guha Lima Prasad Mookherjee
1922-23 Uma Prasad Mookerjee Akshay Kumar Sarkar
1923-24 Subodh Chandra Sen Gupta Bimala Prasad Mukherjee
1924-25 Subodh Chandra Sen Gupta Bijoy Lai Lahiri
1925-26 Asit K. Mukherjee Sunit Mahbub Murshed
1926-27 Humayun Kabir Lokesh Chandra Guha Roy
1927-28 Hirendranath Mukherjee Sunit Kumar Indra
1928-29 Sunit Kumar Indra Syed Mahbub Murshed
1029-30 Taraknath Sen Ajit Nath Roy
1930-31 Bhabatosh Dutta Ajit Nath Roy
1931-32 Ajit Nath Roy NIrmal Kumar Bhattacharjee
1932-33 Sachindra Kumar Majumdar Nirmal Kumar Bhattacharjee
1933-34 Nikhilnath Chakravarty Girindra Nath Chakravarti
1934-35 Ardhendu Bakshi Sudhir Kumar Ghosh
1935-36 Kalidas Lahiri Prabhat Kumar Sircar
1936-37 Asok Mitra Arun Kumar Chandra
1937-38 Bimal Chandra Sinha Ram Chandra Mukherjee
1938-39 Pratap Chandra Sen 

Nirmal Chandra Sen Gupta
Abu Sayeed Chowdhury

1939-40 A.Q.M. Mahiudin Bimal Chandra Dutta
1941-42 Arun Banerjee Golam Karim
1942-46 No Publication
1947-48 Sudhindranath Gupta Nirmal Kumar Sarkar
1948-49 Subir Kumar Sen Bangendu Gangopadhyay
1949-50 Dilip Kumar Kar Sourindra Mohan Chakravarti
1950-51 Kamal Kumar Ghatak Manas MuktmanI
1951-52 Sipra Sarkar Kalyan Kumar Das Gupta
1952-53 Arun Kumar Das Gupta Jyotirmoy Pal Chaudhuri
1953-54 Ashin RAnjan Das Gupta Pradip Das
1954-55 Sukhamoy Chakravarty Pradip Ranjan Sarbadhikari
1955-56 Amiya Kumar Sen Devendra Nath Banerjee
1956-57 Ashok Kumar Chatterjee Subal Das Gupta
1957-58 Asoke Sanjoy Guha Debaki Nandan Mondal
1958-59 Ketaki Kushari Japan Kumar Lahiri
1959-60 Gayatri Chakravarty Rupendra Majumdar
1960-61 Japan Kumar Chakravarty Ashim Chatterjee
1961-62 Gautam Chakravaty Ajoy Kumar Banerjee
1962-63 Badal Mukherjee 

Mihir Bhattacharya
Alok Kumar Mukherjee

1963-64 Pranab Kumar Chatterjee Prits Nandy
1964-65 Subhas Basu Biswanath Maity
1965-66 No Publication
1966-67 Sanjay Kshetry Gautam Bhadra
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YEAR E7TTORS SECRETARES

1967- 68
1968- 69 Abhijit Sen

No Publication
Rebanta Ghosh

1969-72 No Publication
1972-73 Anup Kumar Sinha Rudrangshu Mukherjee
1973-74 Rudrangshu Mukherjee Swapan Chakravarty
1974-75 Swapan Chakravarty Suranjan Oas
1975-76 Shankar Nath Sen Paramita Banerjee
1977-78 Sugata Bose 

Gautam Basu
1978-81
1981-82 Debasis Banerjee 

Somak Ray Chaudhury

No Publication
Banya Dutta

1982- 83
1983- 84 Sudipta Sen 

Bishnupriya Ghosh

No Publication
Subrata Sen

1985-86 Brinda Bose 
Anjan Guhathakurta

Chandrayee Niyogi

1986-87 Subha Mukherjee 
Apurba Saha

Jayita Ghosh

1987- 88
1988- 89 Anindya Dutta

Suddhasatwa Bandyopadhyay

No Publication
Sachita Bhowmik

1989-90 Abheek Barman 
Amitendu Palit 
Adrish Biswas

Debashis Das

1990-92 Jayanta Ray Pratik Mitra
Shiladitya Sarkar Jt. Publication Chandrani Majumdar
Oebraj Bhattacharya 
Pathikrit Sangupta

Sanjoy Chakraborty

1993-95 Soumya Sundar Mukhopadhyay Ananda Sankar Roy
Arjun Deb Sen Sharma 
Debanuj Dasgupta 
Santanu Das

J t Publication
Soumya Sundar Mukherjee

1995-96 Sanjoy Chakraborty 
Saibal Basu

Arijit Bhattacharya

1996-98 Bodhisattva Kar Raja Bhattacharya
Anirban Mukherjee 
Anindyo Sengupta 
Kumar Kislay

Jt. Publication Ashis Pathak

1998-2000 Riddhi Sankar Ray 
Lincoln Roy 
Ashok Kesari 
Phalguni Ghosh

Roshni Mukherjee

2000-2001 Paromita Chakrabarti 
Sapna Gupta 
Soumitro Ghosh 
Kunal Singh

Lincoln Roy

2001-2002 Arjun Chatterjee 
Uditi Sen
Deblina Sengupta 
Nabaruna Bhattacharya 
Saubhik Ghosh

Atig Ghosh Roy

2002-2003 Riya Bhattacharjee 
Shatarupa Banerjee 
Shibaprasad 
Amritava Dey

Abheek Banerjee

Shubro Bhattacharya
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MIS. MAGNET
52A, Shakespeare Sarani 

Room No 501 & 502 5th Floor, Kolkata 700 017 
Phone No. 2240 2526, 2240 8486 Fax No. 2280 5189

Authorised Distributors o f :
M-Seal Product (Mahindra Engineering & Chemical Product Ltd), M-Seal Ranger of Epoxy Compound & 

Cable Accessories for & upto 33 KV Garde PILC and XLPE cable
And

Distributor for:
Sintex Industries Ltd.

SMC Panel Tank (From 8 KL to 640 KL)

TdcOi SeAt ^ ’lom

PERFECT ERQIMEERIIIQ WORKS
Electrical, Mechanical & Civil Engineers 

Government Contractor & General Order suppliers

Regd Office.
Q-450/2, Santoshpur Road Calcutta 700 024 

Regd. Works
Q-411/15 Santoshpur Road Calcutta 700 024

SeAt ^rm^UimeHtA'

SitUTI MiKf QOMMUNmnONi
24D, Naktala Lane 

Kolkata 700 047 
Phone 471 2098/2411 1140 

Fax 837 1637
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Mother Dairy
introduces

Toned Milk
Thick and Nutritious

Mother Dairy brings Toned Milk 

(3% Fat and 8.5% SNF) fo r you. 

This milk is more thick, nutritious, 

wholesome and tasty.

Available from
8th January, 2003 In all Mini Dairies 

and Insulated Tank Booths.

Mother Dairy
An ISO 9002 and HACCP certified organisation
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