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From The Principal's Desk

The Government College of Engineering and Ceramic technology (GCECT) was established in
1941. Since then, it has emerged as a center of excellence in the field of Ceramic Technology,
Computer Science and Engineering and Information Technology. The alumni of this institute are
spread over the length and breadth of the world.

The institute has always focused on the development of inner talents of an individual. It has also
aimed at arousing the conscience of all members of family of the institute. We strongly believe
in the great philosophy of Swami Vivekananda and His quote, “Education is the manifestation of
perfection already in man.” To nurture talents of the students of the institute, all possible
initiatives are taken. There are periodical events of co-curricular and extracurricular activities
organized. To explore the literary skills of the member of GCECT family, a wall magazine has
been published with regular content development and updating. But this showcase was confined
to the four walls of the institute.

Now there is a necessity to open up the door of the institute and spread the artistic talents of
students to the world. In view of this, the editorial board of the college magazine is bringing out
regularly the issue of the college magazine and has been christened “PRATIBIMBA”.

Every page of PRATIBIMBA will reflect the mind of the students of the institute. This, in turn,
will enrich the minds of million readers of this world.

I am grateful to the members of the editorial board of PRATIBIMBA and all those who are
involved in their untiring effort to publish PRATIBIMBA in hard form.

I wish this mouthpiece, PRATIBIMBA, of the Government College of Engineering and Ceramic
Technology a grand success.

Prof. Dr. Krishnendu Chakrabarty
Principal
Government College of Engineering and Ceramic Technology
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A quiet joy stirs within as I offer these humble words for the third edition of our college magazine,
“Pratibimba.” Not merely a collection of bound pages filled with prose and verse, Pratibimba
becomes a shimmering canvas where the light of youthful intellect mingles with the colours of
imagination.

As Tagore once wrote, "The butterfly counts not months but moments and has time enough." So
too do the young minds of this institution gather fleeting moments of insight, transforming them
into timeless expressions—some scientific, some poetic, all profound.

Pratibimba, meaning “reflection,” holds a mirror to the soul of our academic community. Here
dwell the sparks of invention, the quiet musings of young engineers and the lyrical rhythm of logic
harmonising with emotion. Each line penned, each idea shared, is a thread in the intricate tapestry
of thought and innovation that defines the spirit of engineering, not merely as a discipline, but as
an evolving art form.

In today’s fast-paced academic world, it is heartening to see students engage in creative and
analytical thinking beyond the boundaries of textbooks, classrooms, and laboratories. This
magazine stands as a testament to the multifaceted personalities that enrich our campus—
innovators, writers, poets, artists and thinkers, who continue to inspire and elevate the college
environment through their contributions. Within these pages breathe the dreams of a generation
unafraid to question, eager to solve and destined to create. May these expressions continue to
inspire, challenge, and illuminate the paths ahead, just as the dawn each morning dispels the
darkness with silent certainty.

As Registrar, I take great pride in witnessing the growth of our students not only in academics and
research, but also in literature, culture and innovation. I encourage each of you to keep nurturing
these passions, for they play a vital role in shaping well-rounded, forward-thinking individuals.

I extend my heartfelt congratulations to the editorial team, contributors, and all those involved in
bringing this edition of Pratibimba to life. May it continue to motivate and inspire for years to
come.

Wishing you all great success in your academic and creative endeavours.

Dr. Kaushik Roy
Registrar
Govt. College of Engineering and Ceramic Technology




From the
Chief Editor’s Desk

Greetings to all readers,

It gives us immense joy and boundless excitement to present to you the third edition of Pratibimba.
What you hold in your hands is not just a magazine, but a carefully crafted tapestry of thoughts,
stories, and creativity woven together with dedication, passion, and a touch of editorial artistry that
we take great pride in.

We have witnessed a remarkable rise in both the quality and the depth of the content submitted this
year. Each piece reflects the unique perspectives, talents, and voices of our contributors, and it has
been our privilege to curate and refine them into a work that resonates with our readers as well as
the contributors.

Every page has been shaped with care - designed to not just inform, but inspire; not just entertain,
but to reveal several aspects you often overlook since daily life gives us too much to take in. It is our
hope that as you journey through these pages, you feel the same enthusiasm and pride that we felt
while creating it.

We are delighted to share this third edition with you, our valued reader as without your curiosity,
enthusiasm and appreciation, Pratibimba's purpose would be incomplete. May these pages spark
your imagination, stir your emotions, help you see things you often overlook, and leave you with
memories worth revisiting.

Warm regards,

Bidwattar Kar, Shirsankur Roy

Chief Editors

Pratibimba Magazine

Government College of Engineering and Ceramic Technology
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Sumon Roy

AIR 125 GATE 2025
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We had the pleasure of speaking with Sumon Roy, AIR 125 GATE 2025, who graduated this year
with a B.Tech in Computer Science and Engineering from Government College of Engineering and
Ceramic Technology. Here’s what he had to share about his journey and reflections on college life! @®I>

9 "Quick GATE Journey"

Your journey so far in one word - Dedication
GATE Prep Motivation - Good rank in GATE
Preparation mode - Self-Study + Coaching
Group study or solo - Solo
Study Time - Morning and night as required

What was your reaction when you saw your AIR?

- Initially I started preparing for GATE around 4"
semester I thought getting a rank around 500 will be
good enough for IITs. In 2024 GATE exam I got a
rank around 500. So I thought let’s do a better job
next year and keep a target of under 100. Based on
the 83.01 marks I got this year and looking at the
rank predictors I was expecting a rank around 100-
200. Due to some silly mistakes here I am at 125.

How did you prepare for the exam?

- I completed most of my PYQ and conceptual
studies in 3™ year as in 4™ year we have a project to
do. In 4™ year I finished my project by October and
had only 4 months to prepare for the exam. I focused
mainly on test series and my mistakes. I also
thoroughly revised my notes.

What are your feeling about moving to an IIT from
our college?

- It was a pretty good experience overall in GCECT.
Our college is comparably better than similar colleges
in this tier. Our autonomous college gave me a scope
to focus on other important things simultaneously
with my semester studies which helped me greatly in
my preparation. I am look forward to my life at IITs.

11
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i:# "GCECT Memories" «';(E

Favorite memory - The time I spent

with my friends, each one of those.

Library or canteen: Where were you
more likely to be found? - Library

{7V "Fun Side"

Go-to stress reliever? - Listening
to music and going out with my
hostel friends, playing badminton
A song you had on repeat while
studying? - Not any I recall
One app you couldn’t live without
during prep? -YouTube!

TOP @
& "Career & Advice" TIPS &

Tips for Aspirants: Consistent effort
is key. Focus on your mistakes.
Mistakes to Avoid: Practice test

series and find out your weak
points. Put effort on rectifying them
and preventing them in future.
Speed or Accuracy - Both are
equally important
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Ditsa Kundu

AIR 156 GATE 2025

We had the pleasure of speaking with Ditsa Kundu, AIR 156 GATE 2025, who'’s =
currently pursuing B.Tech in Computer Science and Engineering at Government o
College of Engineering and Ceramic Technology. Here’s what she had to share about® @

her journey and reflections on college life! 5
i:# "GCECT Memories"

9 "Quick GATE Journey" Favourite memory - Everything
Your journey so far in one word - Thrilling! honestly. Starting from the Induction
GATE prep motivation - Top IITs program, Saraswati puja, fests, adda
Preparation mode - Self-Study at Subhas Sarobar everything holds a
Group study or solo - Solo special place in my heart.
Study time - Night owl Library or canteen: Where were you

more likely to be found? - Library

What was your reaction when you saw your AIR?

- I went to college that day and on coming back I saw (g
that the results were already out. I entered the details@

and you know based on the way I'd given the exam 1 /w

thought I'd get a rank between 300-500 but to my A {2\ "Fun Side"
surprise it was 156! You know, our Set was quite
difficult and hence the marks went up a bit but I
never really thought this would be my rank. I was

shocked and went all "Wow amar hoye geche?!!" &2

One food spot you miss from college?
- Apu's Kitchen for sure!
Your go-to stress reliever?

- Talking with my comfort people and
playing the guitar. Music brings peace
and calms me down.

Tea or coffee? - Tea

How many hours did you study on average per day?

- There was no fixed time as such. On some days I'd
study long hours and maybe not study at all on some.
I kept a weekly plan, so if 1 could complete the
weekly plan before time, I'd spend the rest of it
watching movies or just enjoying some 'me' time. I'm & "Career & Advice"

A

quite a Moody person, you see!& Tips for Aspirants: Consistent effort is
key. Find your balance, stay focused,
So now that you've achieved such a great rank, how and be mindful in all you do.

do you actually feel? Mistakes to Avoid: Don't delay taking
- Stress free you know! It's actually great because mock tests. Even without perfect

there's no tension about my future since I've already concept clarity, mocks and their
set my sights on getting into one of the top IITs. So
I've time to focus on learning new things and
exploring more.

analysis are invaluable.

12
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BIDWATTAR KAR, DEBRUP DAS,
2" YEAR, CSE 2" YEAR, CSE
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AKASH DUTTA, 2" YEAR, CT SOUGATA MONDAL,
21 1 YEAR, CSE



AKASH DUTTA, 2" YEAR, CT

SOURASHISH DEY,
1 YEAR, CT
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‘SHUBHODEEP MONDAL,

1 YEAR, IT

SUBHADIP BISWAS,
2" YEAR, CSE




BIDWATTAR KAR, N EZAZ UL HAQUE,
2" YEAR, CSE 2" YEAR, CT

ANUSKA GUHA THAKURTA,
1 YEAR, CT
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AKASH DUTTA,
2" YEAR, CT

ANUSKA GUHA THAKURTA,
1 YEAR, CT
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DEBRUP DAS, \ ¥ BIDWATTAR KAR,
2" YEAR, CSE Ay 2" YEAR, CSE
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ARIJIT MAHATA,
2" YEAR, CT
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SUSHANTA PAL " SUSHANTA PAL
W YPAR CT . 5 2" YEAR, CT

SOUMOJIT SARKAR, SAMMAN DAS,
1** YEAR, CT 1" YEAR, €SE




ALAPAN DAS
4™ YEAR, CSE

SAYAN BISWAS
2" YEAR, CSE
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SAMMAN DAS,
1 YEAR, CSE
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ANUSKA GUHA THAKURTA,
1 YEAR, CT

SAYAN SAMANTA,
1 YEAR, CSE
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EZAZ UL HAQUE,
2" YEAR, CT
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ASTRONOMY CLUB REPORT OF 2024-25
RKMRC Narendrapur Science Seminar

On 27th September 2024, the GCECT Astronomy Club had the privilege of
participating in ‘@ara FfHFBI, a science awareness seminar organized by the
Department of Physics at Ramakrishna Mission Residential College (Autonomous),
Narendrapur. The seminar was aimed at enhancing scientific understanding among
Class XII students, with a special focus on astronomy.

Representing the club, the Astro_X team delivered
a comprehensive PowerPoint presentation that
highlighted the club’s mission and introduced the
fundamentals of amateur astronomy. The
presentation covered a wide range of topics
including the club’s objectives, regular sky-
watching sessions, and outreach initiatives. Details
about the club’s observational gear, particularly the

12-inch Dobsonian telescope, were shared to
illustrate its capability for deep-sky exploration. The team also explamed various

astronomical instruments such as telescope mounts, eyepieces, and filters used for
solar and deep-sky viewing, along with an introduction to imaging techniques and the
process of astrophotography.

Types of Filters (contd )

The session saw enthusiastic participation
from students and faculty, with engaging
discussions on telescopes and astronomy.
Many students showed keen interest in

At of D A AL mount, gefady

Large peflecior beiescopes. & o8 o1 » otating

future events. The Astronomy Club is TN i ot i

thankful to the Principal of GCECT for
the support and funding that made this ch s
outreach possible. e
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Observational Camps (Sep Nov 2024)

Between September and November 2024, the
GCECT Astronomy Club conducted a series of
observational and imaging camps that provided
valuable hands-on experience and critical
learning opportunities. The first camp, held on
September 11, focused on lunar observation and
imaging from the GCECT hostel rooftop. Key
lunar features such as craters Ptolemaecus,
Alphonsus, and Arzachel, along with the
Montes Apenninus mountain range, Wwere
observed. Though nearly 10,000 frames were
captured, the final stacked image was
suboptimal, highlighting the importance of
consistency in frame acquisition.

The camps on September 18 and 19 focused on Saturn and the Moon’s south pole,
marking a milestone as the team captured and processed their first clear image of
Saturn, showing its rings and largest moon, Titan. The club also imaged the Tycho
crater in detail. On October 28, the team observed both Jupiter and Saturn, capturing
Jupiter’s cloud bands and two of its moons, though not clearly identified. An attempt
to image the star Mirach resulted in poor quality, offering insights into the limitations
of their camera.

The final camp in this series, conducted on November 13, aimed to capture both
Venus and the Andromeda Galaxy (M31). While Venus was imaged with clarity, the
effort to observe M31 was only partially successful, resulting in a faint trace of the
galaxy. This outcome reinforced the limitations of deep-sky imaging with a non-
motorized telescope and underscored the importance of tracking systems for future
astrophotography goals. Across these sessions, the club not only expanded its
observational portfolio but also gained critical technical insights that will shape its
approach in future explorations.

30



Basirhat Town High School Outreach Camp

The GCECT Astronomy Club organized a two-day astronomy outreach camp on the
14th and 15th of December 2024 at the rooftop of Basirhat Town High School. This
initiative marked a significant step toward promoting community engagement and
spreading awareness about space science. Aimed at sparking curiosity among students
and the general public, the event witnessed an overwhelming response, drawing
hundreds of participants including students, teachers, parents, and local astronomy
enthusiasts.

Throughout the event, attendees
were guided through sky-watching
sessions using the club’s 12-inch
GSO Dobsonian telescope. During
the daytime, safe solar observations
were conducted where sunspots were
clearly wvisible. As night fell,
participants  were  treated to
spectacular views of the Moon’s
detailed surface, Venus shining

.

in a brilliant phase, and Mars glowing with its characteristic red hue. Jupiter, along
with its four Galilean moons—Io, Europa, Ganymede, and Callisto—was a major
attraction, while Saturn impressed observers with its iconic rings and a couple of its
moons.

0 In addition to skywatching, the
@ camp featured educational
sessions that added depth to the
experience. Dr. Tapas Kumar
Bhattacharya demonstrated
ceramics and nanomaterials, Dr.
Prasenjit Paul delivered an
engaging popular science lecture,
and Mrs. Shyama  Mondal
provided career guidance in
Information Technology.

The camp served as a bridge between academic knowledge and real-world experience,
offering both inspiration and learning to a diverse audience. It successfully fostered a
deeper appreciation for astronomy while strengthening the bond between the college
and the wider community. The event stood as a testament to the power of outreach in
making science accessible and exciting for all.

31



Observational Camps (December — March 2025)

On December 5, 2024, the club conducted a
Jupiter observation session at the GCECT
Football Playground, capturing detailed views
of the planet and its four Galilean moons—Io,
Europa, Ganymede, and Callisto—using just a
mobile phone. The new location offered
improved stability and proved ideal for future
observations and camps.

A major highlight of the season was the Planetary Alignment Observation held on
January 25, 2025, at the GCECT Cricket Ground. This large-scale event attracted over
170 participants, many of whom were first-time observers. Using the club's telescope,
attendees viewed Venus, Jupiter with its moons, and Mars in a rare and captivating
alignment. The event was a resounding success, sparking public enthusiasm and
increasing interest in astronomy among students and visitors alike.

AN

On March 26, 2025, the club held two advanced imaging sessions. In the first,
sunspots were captured in high detail using a solar filter and the ZWO ASI533MC Pro
camera, revealing umbra, penumbra, and plage regions. Later that night, the same
camera was used to image Jupiter with its cloud bands and moons, Mars as a red disk,
and bright stars like Sirius, Capella, and Procyon, demonstrating the club’s growing
astrophotography skills.

32






7
ENs
SANDIPAN BISWAS
2024 PASSOUT, IT

TP ARPIC AHT AT &eq &A@ 7 20021 26w Goifast ok PE6 coffae siig goez
AR SHA QAR A 07 [t I3 WFPE s G A | Gl @ FR=I
GUR| @OETS @NBH A6 QLS AGR... TG QU W GBI (AR SRS 7, AP
B IEM R Ex]

O NI A9

FEPOF G Jieree | o

IR0 CRRIEIRE (NS fPRDI e Ao qhIPice Qo A1l SrHi eifefmag e e e —
e 1 3 seafeers?”

anfs i onfer amfeens, 1 Rees vt o8 Fafgerse?”

58 @GS G Sed Xe 1)
(T2 (I AL 9K (T (I CNTIST A | 3531 02 7 — ©F (A

S, SIS (o O o ATTerT oIS fPiaiRe|
N 5T IS 2T &ifofb e, afelh are SiF Iett (13 FIBT ©F AT FHCS A

T Qe SHINHT MR SNOE (I F|

"SfS... AF6! FU IEI2"

"S5 &, 91"

"2 F QYT SR 03 IS FIFRH?"

"EST, SR WA | YT GFB U 7 1, 5@,

"G FEI... I It QF6! I (ALl FAC© B1R, T SPTE?”

SIS GF[ 59 FE 2| SIF9F I,
"93 ey &R (OI? AwH (i 2@ T o1

"Gl (BT 92 ©Y S Ie, A G Gy S T

e (313 T (M= e e SR
AT S/ 2P| 2 R Fete =11, RRIFBI AR 211 St U (T 7361 S|

I, OB 2SS (I QBT (NS A&
"SItET SRH?" — SIS NS

I S OIfH 98671 Rpld e | AF0! P9t &0 (6 F3te S iz swaigs
Al

34

Illustration: Debanjan Sarkar



P O OBIa o fores — "E51, 93 ?"
(TBIS ATHITS HAF AR T A TReT |

OFIF Hee SATeTCel PR TS|
Y3 &ltd, (I 12 BT A& S0 foe e videg skl

G FARTSIA & SFF AFM 76767 —

"SI S, S @ IR (SR AL FCRREA, GT5! (e e e o, ey fxe| =iy o
o e sse S Sibeel, miig @ig Sreiwia PaReEd (e (O (Od
B TS BIRfe| "

HIT Sad e =1

58 O7 7T ©IHCe T — "9 I widig g <7, T @ 2t ol
5@ 97 e bt *nfe e

SINF S QI AIF Fioi et 1 — e wy Dwiga |

&I A, SH S R F2AT 700 W F |
FSSTAT AU WS AT ABEE VTS, Q2 W 2foReT — SR & (0O A | SR AT
TS A

nfiFe FeFrO 2T (o7, 9F (=18 FIH|

R 2 S, QRTH, (TG, S TS (NI |

(oIRTH ATONR AR &I LRI A S I

FICOF MAGTIG! CLTAIR 2R T JCA SIFT FFIEHF I (I 07 AT SIS |

SIHI Gl (SO RSl 2T | (GItd (373 fodee=t Amifr ©fz, g wrer fSRo1 S (R F61R
ORI

I (21T @)
"9 WM S| TS (ONF Tl FA0oS 2T 3foRe 1"

HI (G I070):
"l (o eaiRetsT| &g 92 3B e 9B *=eae (@S fFRE WIF S S 1t 77 (|1

TICERF PN AT P9 Ff6 WM ofe| (BIRETR @R 1T FCo > Bo0R, SR SR (Bl @
T (PG G AB] BT GOTCR|

I (9 F Me)):

"g3 foF T W fog SRE T (ARl (o 9 FASET [ oS, vy [y [l
STl AT SitE! | 93 IR, 58 @4 IR — 5y spmapefer (s T, e 5% s ot
g1 =0 ey ol

I
;%?i@ﬁwm@,m crafre (i o afSfie siem, 3t st asgifa @t e wTe!

35

Illustration: Debanjan Sarkar



SIS ([N me):
"RACOT A HINAT ] % ® Sy ElC@TC”_@ S| 20O T ﬁ;l JAC HISCF] AN AI<FOY 1|
G (TG I, (72 S SF AT, ST ="

QB! LS A HIFAH (FI 2! 3BT *=1 WF @6STS ol NFHFEL S|

I (& qee):
"92 BIRCA... SIS i fF... (O SRR 1R Sor3ef SRl @Fp GFp F 7 e A
i S, Gi=6! =6t 20 1, (58 «33ra I ot ifer... =nfs asee 51g) e

T (BT G IN):
"SI (O A AR 55 I @CARAI... SO GFAR2 IAT| SIF GB1 (SIF3. .. | G4
it $2 Al RFta SPTCS, TS ATHAF (B8 FE MATS A"

b T A

B! (21T ARG | AT SR, SIF W Q0! T T |
TG S ST SHF-9F QST |
SICHISATCH Y FIRA g M — WM, I, @ A T, A WHA (@I Qo g ez

IE23A0H

HI (C00):

"fo53 | ST QN ST IR T, "IRIR" I (S

TR GICA O, (BB 2

I AR (I SO AT — AT ST (B1eL SR (12 LA A,
T R aF M IO FRAOIF IF O (R TF 3 Meiza|

@ ers @ ...

"R o W AT *IF =

THA @ S AR NS, SHeR M Sifel Sr=efeiE (IR @Rl G31F Fo
2T 21 @Y (306 HeT 9T Aefof |

(o1gfs Fopef el (U FIE B | IV QIR (I 5T I o119 M GF et Al foimas
FFoaE|)
36

Ilustration: Debanjan Sarkar



THE HOTLINE PARADOX

MONAMI CHAKRABORTY
3RD YEAR, IT

I have always been obsessed with falling.

No, not with the falling in love cliché. To be responsible for another person’s happiness

when you haven’t found your own yet isn’t advisable.

I am obsessed with the idea of falling from a height. To Death. To nothingness, or perhaps
the afterlife thing they brag about. It must feel blissful to spread your limbs out against
the gush of air, feel the wind rush past your skin, nothing holding you back - nothing
pinning you down. Until you feel nothing at all. Death: the greatest constant, the white
and the black. Escape sounds easy to those who view life from a perspective of death,
where death is the only certainty. However, if you’re one of those people who view life as
a constantly changing journey of experiences, it is understandable why death sounds
tragic and morose to you. I belong to the first category, if you haven’t already figured by

now.

Today seems like a great day to die. I know what you’re thinking..."Who in their right
mind would say something like this?” Someone whose wife left them for an older man,
would. Someone who is three months behind on rent, and twice his yearly income deep
in debt, would. Someone with a stage three terminal illness would. And I happen to be all
of them.

Today seems like a great day to die. It is dark and gloomy; it has been raining heavily
from the break of dawn. It is one of those days when even the optimists sigh and secretly
question their life choices. My wife is perhaps lying happily in the arms of a man twice
her age - her new husband, probably dreaming about the estates she is now an heir to,
and here I am, the loser who couldn’t give her a dime, nor the joy of motherhood. She
wasn’t a bad woman, you know. She loved me in the initial days of our marriage, when I
was an engineer and had a job that paid well and the cancer hadn’t set in yet. But it all
changed when I was laid off. The change wasn’t sudden - it creeped in like a venomous
snake, a cloud of darkness that did not foreshadow its arrival. My illness and the
mounting bills were the final nails in the coffin, she said. I wish someone had warned me
that our vow of ‘In sickness and in health’ came with an expiration date — and mine was

closer than I could ever imagine.
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The darkness outside engulfs my already darkened thoughts and before I can help it, I
am spiralling down the wilderness of insignificance.

There’s one more thing that I am sure of besides the finality of death - I won’t be missed.
I am not leaving any family behind; my landlord will be happy to burn my things down
or better, sell them at a yard sale and rent out the shoebox of a room that I live in for a
price that’s unjustified but not protested against.

Now, as I stand at the edge of the cliff reminiscing, I feel free for the first time - free from
all the worries and burdens and unfinished businesses. This fall shall liberate me from a
life I hate, from a world that doesn’t care for my existence. Who knows, maybe in my

next life I will be born as one of those people who find joy in everything around them.

I jump.

The sweat on my forehead dries as the wind rushes past my skin, my shirt billowing. I
spread my limbs out - to nothingness, to the eternal lightness of being and not being.

I taste freedom and feel my soul being liberated.

My stomach drops as the ground gets closer to me, the sky moves farther away, and I

feel happier than ever before.............ccceuuu.c....

I am jolted awake by a sharp ring paired with the sense of falling. Blinking, I look
around my small cubicle in the jam-packed office as my computer system flashes away a
private number. The freedom, the happiness, the sense of relief vanishes as I brush

myself up and take the call.

“You’ve reached the 24/7 suicide hotline. How are you feeling today?” I ask, in my

seasoned, practiced voice.
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THE STORY ETCHED IN SHAAL

MONAMI CHAKRABORTY
3RD YEAR, IT

Present day

Indra sets down two piping hot Roshogollas, our favorite, and sits down cross legged on
the sand. The thin ‘shaal’ leaf separates the glistening syrup and the delectable sponges
from the sand beneath - sand that hundreds have strolled on today, and will stroll on
again, tomorrow.

The waves roar softly. He looks at the sea and smiles his sweet, shy smile that I had fallen
for all those years ago. I fall for him again.

“Sweater ta pore ele na shei”, I scold him.

I met Indranil in college.

He was my senior in Calcutta University, a year older, extremely talented, but introverted
to the extent of isolation. He never spoke without reason, and perhaps would not even
have spoken to me had it not been for an event that we had to work on together. We had
seen each other a few times, but never had any reason to interact. Me being the outgoing,
social and active person and him being his usual shy self, we never imagined our paths
would cross, until they did.

Our first interaction was as brief as an interaction can get - but since that day, not a day
passed without my thoughts wandering off to him. To me, he was the fragrance of an
unknown flower luring me into the depth of a forest I didn’t know. We kept having short
interactions which never crossed the lines of a junior - senior conversation. Months
passed and I slowly began to accept that a one-sided love would never yield: but when has
loving been about being loved back?

This is how our story would have ended, had it not been for a university trip to Puri in
2005.

2005

Indranil brushes the sand off his pants and looks up, stretching his limbs. In front of him,
the roaring sea beckons him, but he knows his incapacity at swimming would never allow
him a solo dive in the waters. The sun is steadily going down and he can hear the excited

voices of his collegemates a little far away behind him. He, however, prefers the silence.
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He scans the shore unamused, lost in thought, and that is when his eyes fixate on her.
Neelakshi sits, too close to the sea for Indranil’s liking, and she sits alone - ‘unusual for

her’, he mumbles.

College never interested Indranil. He stayed aloof, mostly studying, hardly making bonds
beyond acquaintance, until Neelakshi came along: breaking and crumbling his walls to the
core, giving rise to something he never knew he could feel for any human. But to him, she
was a distant star, almost a fictional character whose tales he could read, hear about and
see, but never possess. The only times he found her by herself, he would initiate the
shortest conversations just to remind her that he existed, to hear her voice and look into
those eyes for a fleeting moment.

Now, as if controlled by invisible strings, Indranil walks towards Neelakshi. He stops at an
arm’s length, reconsidering if diving into the sea would be a better option. Right on cue,
she turns her head and their eyes meet.

The waves roar softly.

“Ki re...sitting alone?” He finally asks.

“Oto awaj bhalo lagchena Indranil da.”

‘Da’......his heart tightens at the suffix, and unknown to him, her does too.

“Boshbe?

Boste paro. Tumi thakle problem nei.”

He sits on the sand beside her, feet almost touching the smallest wavelets of the sea. Have
they:ever been this close by themselves before? He can't recall.

Neelakshi rests her chin on her knee and looks at the sea. A comfortable silence builds.
“Age escho Puri?” she asks, turning slightly towards him.

“Du-bar. Tui?”

“Na, etai prothom.” she smiles. Indranil feels his cheeks go warm, and he is glad she is not
looking his way.

Behind them, in the distance, their group indulges in chaotic fun, but for Indranil and
Neelakshi, time has paused, both feeling the same warmth and yet unaware of the
likeliness of the others’ emotion.

A sweet vendor walks up to them, two large cans in hand, selling nolen gur Roshogollas.
“Amar favourite. Tumi khabe?” Neelakshi asks.

“Amaro favourite. Ei tui rakh, ami dicchi.” Indranil touches her hand as a gesture to stop
her from paying, and the touch makes her skin burn.

They share a simple plate of Roshogollas, the syrup glistening on the shaal leaf and on

their fingers.
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“Graduation er por ki plans tomar?” Neelakshi continues.

“Bhaggo bhalo hole akta chakri korbo. Abar ki!” he laughs. “Tui nischoi desh chere porte
jabi? Phd ta kore fel!”

“Nah go, oto shokh nei. Amio chakri korbo, life e settle korbo.”

“Settle means, biye? Special keu thik kora ache naki?” he asks, unsure if he can even
handle the answer.

Neelakshi laughs at the irony and says, “Dhur, oshob na. Eiboyeshe biyer kotha ke bhabe.
Onek responsibilities. Tomar biye fixed naki?” she taunts.

“Pagol? Friend circle eo nei kono meye. Tar theke beshi to durer kotha”
They laugh, each secretly relieved at the other’s answer.

“Tomay to kothao bolte dekhina karur sathe. Amar sathe je kotha bolcho, I am fortunate.”
“Tui to shobar theke alada-" Indranil blurts out. Realizing, he tries to cover up, but falls
short of words.

Feeling her eyes on him he looks up slowly, almost unable to look at her directly.
Neelakshi’s face, lit by the glow of the faintest sun is blood-red, her eyes wide, seeking
confirmation for an unasked question. They gaze at each other in silence, the waves being
the only source of sound between them as the sun goes down beyond the horizon. At dark,
one would find two pairs. of footprints on the sand leaving the shore, but no one would
know how the owners of those feet were holding hands, how a suffix had been
permanently dropped between them and how even in the cold night they were fuzzy and
warm. The sea, the sand and the dried-up plate of shaal remained the only witnesses to
this union.

2010

Five months remain to our wedding. Every year we come to this shore of Puri, the shore
that gave us everything, and we even share a plate of Roshogollas. Of all the rituals that
Puri witnesses ours is the silliest and loving of them all. I have never been happier. In life,
you find a love that consumes you, helps you grow, a love as comforting as coming back
home after a disastrous day — and I have found mine. I sit at the same spot as I had five
years back, looking at Indranil, my Indra, standing in the water with his new DSLR and
newfound passion for photography, jeans folded up to his knees, capturing the sun over
the horizon.
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“Beshi dure jeo na!” I call out to him.

He turns around smiling, and fixes his lens on me. I giggle like a school girl.

The waves roar softly.

Indra takes a step back, still facing me, and in that moment a wave, bigger than usual,
hurls itself at his feet. He loses balance and falls; the camera goes flying off his hand and I
see him disappear under a new wave. I feel my stomach drop as I clamber up on unsteady
legs and despite being an inexperienced swimmer, I jump into the waters. Indra doesn’t
know how to swim, and his fear of drowning is not going to help him stay calm.

I can hear his muffled screams move further away under the water. Through the salt
stinging my eyes I struggle to follow his voice. Hearing more people in the water behind
me, I am glad I have help. Within a minute I catch sight of his green t-shirt and pull him
towards me. He is conscious, but red in the face, struggling to breathe. I raise him up over
my head, buoyancy supporting me and I feel others lift his weight off me.

Indra is safe. I start swimming up, unaware of how far from the shore we have come.
Slowly, my muscles give up and I feel my breathing fall. I keep swimming, scrambling for

the faintest touch of the shore as the roar of the waves engulfs me.

Present day

The waves roar softly.

The Roshogollas have gone cold by now. He sits in front of me, hugging his knees. In this
moment he looks so adorable, I want to hug him and tell him how much I love him. But I
can’t. Tears have stained his cheeks, and his eyes are sore. He is still smiling, the same,
shy, but now sad smile. He looks at the plate of shaal. Unbeknownst to him, I’ve already
tasted the sweets. As the waves crash on the shore, and his feet start getting wet in the
salty waters, he hasn’t noticed the sea touch the shaal and even if he did, he wouldn’t
know it was me. What would I give to hug him one more time, to let him know I am
always there, looking over him, still as much in love as I was on our first day on this shore.
Indra comes here every year. He brings our favorite Roshogollas, but now he doesn’t eat
them - simply leaving them by the shore to be washed off by the sea he can’t help but
hate.

They never found my body. I am glad they didn’t, Indra could never bear looking at it. His
last memory of mine would be the photograph he captured on this shore, the very last
time I smiled at him. It breaks my heart to see him this way, to caress his face and see him
not feel it, to call out his name in vain. As he leaves, a wave splashes, wetting his face with
salted droplets.

He touches his cheek and smiles, remembering how I used to kiss him in life.
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CONFESSIONS

“No names. No filters. Just the truth.”




Crush nei vai FR... asa kori jodi hoy

Pinaki sirer class e Kushal er “ Lebu bacha .. lebu neben 30 taka " sobar
samne last bench e is ridiculous. Hasi thamanor jaega nei...Kushal ke die
pinaki sir ke assignment joma debar jonno amar phone die phone
koranor por o sir ke gundar moto jiges korar por sesh mesh sir bolche

sobaike....subhadip name er kono chhele pore nki tomader college e.

Weirdly enough, the girl | had a crush on in 1st year is still deeply seated
in the same chamber of my heart. She is my close friend now, but she

has just become more lovely in my eyes

CNEAT S At 35 51918,

IF 3CS Aif7at ?

College e dhuktei samne ei gaan er line ta chokhe pore roj,kintu bondhu
hote parlam koi?@® college e esechilm ek akash sopno niye college life ta
khub enjoy korbo khub moja korbo ei to 4 te bochor.Koto taratari somoi
chole jai...jibon to ek ek joner ek ek dike chole jabe ebar...ei 4 bochor tor
fire asbena...jemon chailam temon to holona...sobai ki sottyi e bondhu

hote parlam?®

Hii, I'm lateral entry student so, I've no secrets to share with you guys.
But one thing | really wanna say that | want to make you guys my
friends. Coz every day is boring I've no one to talk except the laterals. So

| wish that | can make you my friends. That's it.




I've liked a senior of mine since the day of his performance for teacher's
day. Always wondered how could one carry that much charisma while
being so good academically. His Jagriti performance made me his fond

too.

There are things that were never said, moments misunderstood, and
decisions judged without knowing the weight they carried. What hurts is
not that people left. It's that silence replaced what could have been
clarity. That the walls that went up were built not by truth, but by

assumptions. Just know — | never meant harm.

I'm feeling alone in clg & 1 try to talk with my batchmate, seniors,

juniors... But somehow my inner me feel uncomfortable & seems like |
am not in my comfortable place. & I'm not an introvert person. | talk,
laugh so much at my home & infront of my school batchmates, like
extroverts. But when it comes to my clg | can't freely do all the activities
what comes in my mind. I'm not ragged but | can't become as
comfortable as with my school friends. The inner me always try to find
the people whose vibes match with me. But | don't know why | can't find

them. Is that any disease?&

May the laughs you shared with liars turn into echoes in empty rooms.
May every hand you trusted stab you the way you let them stab truth.

May karma never forget your name.




Peace never stays with those who build their joy on someone else’s ruin.

| won't fight to prove myself — life will.

Love came like fire—wild, fleeting. | loved deeply, but never got love in
return. Not rejected, just invisible. So, | let go.

I loved before college, and | loved again here. Proposals came—I refused
them all, except one.

And in the end, | learned: it's better to be loved than to lose yourself

loving someone who doesn’t.

Ei je jara onnoke bolis overthinking korisna etc etc toder moto sobar life
smoothly cholena manusher jibone oneker onek rokom problem thake
college er ultopalta gossips and complexity setar opor aro jhamela toiri
kore tai kauke niye ki bolchis kno bolchis vebe bolbi...sobar life hangout

r gossip kore pa er opor pa tule cholena

When | first came in CT department, | didn't know anybody. But then as |
got to know the scenes, | had my eye on Indrajit da from 2nd year, not
sure if | should call him "da” anymore. | have thought of us till a long way
at this point, if you're reading this Indrajit, then please, you know who |

am, | would love to be with you.




When | was in first year | thought everyone was my friend...but everyone

is becoming snake except some person...l just realised | won this emoji

®

So there is a didi in current 3rd year, | won't take her name but it starts
with 'R'.

| find her really cute and attractive. | know she has a boyfriend but |
really like her. | absolutely love her expressions when she dances and
love her voice and the way she talks. Only if | could tell her these in

person.

| want to thank everyone for helping me in my initial days as | was joined

in DC.

There was a pretty girl i never dated but we shared lots of memory to

each other being just a friend.just one things in want to confess there is

always a difference between "Prem" and Love ,you will be always in my

chapter of "“prem”.

Is Janam main naa sahi agle Janam main

)

If | could turn back time, I'd redo my college days, hoping to make wiser

choices and seize opportunities | might've missed.




You smile like honey,but sting like a dart,
Twisting minds and tearing hearts.

You don't need blades to break a soul

To some girls of our batch,
You're also girls so try to understand another girl...Don't just blindly
follow what a boy wants ...It's an engineering college... already girls are

less in number....if girls are not there for another girl then what else can

we expect in this GOOD college WHICH IS SECOND HOME (so called)...

Now each & every time | remember that time when | decided not to fall
in love, when | accepted that love is not for me. But | am the one who is a
bigger love hunger. After sometime someone came & within sometime
he just proved that | also deserve love, | also deserve to be happy. But
then he also proved that those were dreams, nothing else. | left
everything, like everything for him. | don't blame him but these days are
to tough too handle. Meanwhile there was a hi hello with a man. And he
proposed & gave commitment. | hear a lots of rumours about him on
regular basis, hence he was also doing something like that infront me.
Still | was asking for the truth. No | don't fall in love with him. | just
wanted to be happy, to be okay, just a request that please save me. But
lots of misunderstanding, fight, he suddenly blocked me.

Am tired, hell tired, | really want a fucking reason to live my life. | am

strong but now am really tired of me.




Though | don't have any complaint against anyone.But if it is about my
true feelings,whenever | tried to love someone,somehow she never
understood me and hurted me knowingly or unknowingly.l am not
complaining against her, whatever | have realized,| am just telling.| know
| am not worth of getting love from someone.The reason of this fact

might be | did sin in my past life.

Zameen pe khada hona seekho, dusron ke joothe chatke kuch nhi milta

Topper banna asaan hai, insaan banna mushkil
Tumhe pehla to kar diya doosra abhi bhi zero ho aur aage bhi zero hi

rahega

Bhebechilam college e eshe prem tem korbo kintu kichui toh hocchena

hote gieo atke jacche

Jagriti te Fakira r performance bhalo lageni, will society accept me?

| have least spoken inside the college but Before | depart, here is what |
always wanted to express.” Found my true love, spent my most

beautiful times, feeling of getting matured. College life taught me to

survive extreme scenarios like backlogs, job tensions, etc. She (My love)

helped me clearing my backlogs. Although of being a topper she got
attached to a loser. | feel so lucky to have her. | will always be there for

her no matter what"
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Not in My Own Tongue

Dibyanka Chand
1* Year, CT

I do not cry in the language I was born into.
It feels too real, too raw.
Too much like home, too much truth.
I do not break in the words that raised me.
It holds too much of me—
Too familiar. Too close.
But if I said it in my own tongue,
My voice would shake.
It doesn’t let me escape.
In my own tongue, pain sticks.
It lingers, it sinks into my bones.
It clings to the roof of my mouth,
Curls around my ribs,
Refuses to be ignored.
But in English?
English is a room with the lights dimmed low,
A veil between me and the truth.
A language that doesn’t hold my past,
A language that lets me pretend.
I can keep it at arm’s length.
I can talk about my sadness
Without letting it swallow me whole.
So I switch.
English is easier.
English doesn’t ask me to sit with my grief,
It lets me throw it into the air like it means nothing.
For, I can say I am fine and almost believe it.

I can say I don’t care without feeling like I’'m bleeding.
Why does my own language feel like a mirror
I’'m too afraid to look into?

I hate it.

I hate that I choke on my own voice,

That I need foreign words to make my pain sound pretty,
Digestible.

Safe.

But nothing about this is safe.

Not the silence.

Not the pretending.

Not the fact that no matter what language I speak,
No one is really listening.
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Whispers of the sky

Rahini Ghosh
2" year, CT

Three letters and one word. Simple, beautiful yet so limitless
I often wonder how it unknowingly affects us and our mood.

It feels as if the Sky's a canvas on which different pictures are
being painted every minute. There hasn't been a single time
when the pattern of the clouds or the hues of the sky repeat
themselves. It changes every moment and never repeats itself

ever again.

Funny how we accept the sky changing every moment but
can't accept people changing.

The sky teaches me a lot of things. The foremost being
change and acceptance. Change is inevitable. Everything
changes but not every change is accepted. We forget that

bringing a change is easier than accepting that change. But
with time, changes are embraced and finally accepted.

All of us change every day, bit by bit, in order to become
"the best version of ourselves". This best version may not
necessarily mean a good change. It varies and mostly depends
on that person's idea of "best version".

I love the evening sky. Just as the sun starts to set in
withdrawing it's hues and the night sky reigns over. A
transformation from light to darkness.

Most of us find the night sky as our constant companion.
Staring at the sky they are reminded of the beautiful
moments which have now turned into memories, people they
have loved and now lost touch.

Somewhere the night sky reminds them of their failures. It
makes them question their very existence and wonder what
they are actually doing.

70

Ilustration: Anil Kumar Dey



Sesf

Shirsankur Roy
2" year, CT

it SR Te M (ot TR Sl e @F =7 @,
TSI TG TR AT B @I Aol e FO
SRR F!
WRRE® @ @I AT 56 SNifS rs oy e siitg Te9-944,
fog ff*ve QB12 SIrsE S (o5 AT 353
SIS 965 SN A =S (SR I NI IR T 9 oNife T,
N Q3 BTN FANGs TS HNF RRSIt! St fcs|
OISl A QiR G FHeetd e,
ot PR (oI S geed el !
THIR (I (AT (5T 2508 QTR S@eTg! NES A,
FIe PR (oT=IfFa Q4=a AT GiteT fg=o =iy
fog St G @248 FIIIR 2@ A,
reToifs @ma Foof T e
Wi w8y Beof R Frews sfoFs Fioima Qe T |

TASH

Shirsankur Roy
2" year, CT
Teg LR et st T e todt 23 Ramesh Ressizss,
T (PO DA 200 YIS (ReAl Senz p=IfRIe 27 F5-7BISI 915,
reATed @fSTRss (@ By *Rrar Ifere 2oy 1=
©f (1 Weofe JeTe Aive seole i
gifSce s 2R Clte FFT GIRAREAIR 2RO S I#ITe!!
SIBIR NG PP, T | _ _
G (FIC 2PN 2 QoS ©itd 23 A MFHIeit! ([
(VR TRIACLR IR MIRCHS OIS,
2 (AR ST ORI
SR ST QU AT LT FRIRRIE AR,
O MRS S1eF FACS A TR e
Y QT0e A& SIS (e SIFI Alel
fTe 7@ wiElg wrEaed afospfol
T4 i e Rico R g AR 2WE FI5E 21,
[755% ARG TUNS *RCACRA AT 0T THQWAS STIFITIF Y&
@Oy R W seet

Tl

Illustration: Arnab Ghosh






SAIBA KHATUN — -
2" YEAR, CT

73

a

SOUGATA MONDAL
1 YEAR CSE

¢

SOUGATA MONDAL
1 YEAR CSE




000000
002

Bishakha Baisya
2" YEAR, CSE

74

Bishakha Baisya
2" YEAR, CSE

\
/ )




- ANIL KUMAR DET
_ 1" YEAR, CT :

ARNAB GHOSH,
2" YEAR CSE

PARAMA DET? "0
1" YEAR,IT ¥4

VR
. .
_.*4_,

»,
.'F»-“



DEBRUP DAS,

2" YEAR CSE

76



K
Y

SOHELY DAS,
1" YEAR CSE

DEBRUP DAS,
2" YEAR CSE
7



e

AHANA AHMED, ARNAB GHOSH,
2" YEAR IT 2" YEAR CSE

SOHELY DAS,
1" YEAR CSE







Metanoia

MONAMI CHAKRABORTY
3" YEAR, IT

Kashi. Banaras. Varanasi
The oldest city of the world.
A city that serves as the beating heart of the country, the epicenter of the country’s elixir of life.

The essence of ancient India is still somewhat
preserved in the galis and ghats of Varanasi. To
someone who has never been there, it may sound
like any other city that has not yet forgotten its
roots, but Varanasi is so much more than a mere
reflection of a country’s forgotten regal ancestry.
If you’ve ever been to the Jagannath temple of
Puri, you will notice all sounds of the sea, the
chaos of people outside, the hustle and bustle
that surround the temple silence out as soon as
you step through the gates. Someone who has
visited Varanasi will observe that the same thing
happens the moment you step into the city. Don’t
get me wrong: Varanasi is bustling, there are
crowds and traffic and people and animals all
over and yet, somehow, by the power of some
mystic force, you do not feel overwhelmed.

I visited Varanasi at a time of immense emotional turmoil. This piece however, is not about me.
It’s about the city that breathed life into me when I was sucked out of it, the city that filled me
up with a brew so magical, that I learned to live again. While we speak about Varanasi, let’s
break it down into the three parts that make it up: Kashi, the spiritual realm, Banaras, the
cultural realm, and Varanasi, the city, the physical realm. You feel Kashi, you see and eat
Banaras and you live Varanasi. I had the privilege of visiting Varanasi in winter.

From the first second, the sounds, the sights and the air of the city fill you, much like a chant
that resonates with your inner self. The smell of chai, chaats and kachoris, the bone-chilling
winter air is the epitome of romance. For this account, I shall have a companion called ‘The
Lover.” The Lover takes me around the city on a two-wheeler. Varanasi knows no class
distinction. The prince and the pauper walk on the same road, dine at the same table: the prince
surrendering his royalty to the spiritual air while the pauper draws his royalty from the Father
of the Universe. We stop for a matka of chai. The Lover says, “Kesar chai of Varanasi is
irreplaceable.” And he is right: tea is not just brewed leaves in milk, it’s a concoction that is rich
and creamy and luxurious, feeding not just your mouth, but your soul. When the time comes
for us to pay, I'm surprised at the trivial charge. How is this even feasible? The Lover says, Oh,
it’s a cycle. You'll see.
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We move away.

The Lover takes me to Assi Ghat. Shops line up the narrow street leading to the steps of the
Ghat. Assi Ghat is beautiful: a year has passed since then and I can still clearly remember each
sight and sound and feeling. The reflection of the lights on the calm water, the occasional
ringing of the bells from a temple on the stairs, the air that smells of burning oil and incense.
Fed your soul enough? The Lover asks. It’s time to feed your stomach. He laughs.

The narrow alleys: ‘Galis of Varanasi
are art in themselves. Each wall is
painted with a mural that uniquely tells
a story of the city’s rich heritage. He
maneuvers through the tiniest of spaces
with the finesse of an expert, and it
makes me wonder, who is he?

We come to a stop in front of a kachori shop. Around us, the narrow galis house a plethora of
shops selling kachoris, chats, bhujiyas and jalebis. There are lassi shops and shops that sell
Malayio, the sweet, velvety cloud that resembles a piece of heaven itself. In the narrowest of
lanes, a paraphernalia of utensils and spreads lies strewn. No shopkeeper tries to lure you in
claiming to be better than their competitors. You choose where you wish to dine at, and they
respect your choice, uplifting their peers rather than wanting all the business to themselves. It’s
a rare sight to behold in a country where businesses thrive of hijacking others’ customers. The
Lover orders kachori, samosa chat, tamatar chat and a matka of malaiyo. While we wait, I see
the lines between the rich and poor, the supplier and consumer blur somewhere. The rich
landlord sits next to the poor tramp, feeding from the same plate of dried shaal leaves, sharing
the same jug of water. The banter between the shopkeepers and customers is never-ending. Our
order arrives and I take a bite of the hot kachori: piping, spicy, flaky and a burst of flavours.
When we’re about to pay, I see the tea-seller from the morning on his way to pay for his order.
His breakfast costs him less than thirty rupees and The Lover’s words “It’s a cycle”, makes
sense to me. The shopkeepers sell things that anyone can afford because they can afford things
that they want in return. These people however, do not know what socialism is, and even if
they did, they couldn’t care any less about it. They thrive on co-existence; their businesses are
taken care of by the community they serve as long as they care for the community they live in.
They are one.

They do it out of love, out of brotherhood and on humanitarian grounds. The bustling,
blossoming businesses in the tiniest alleys of Varanasi do not need manifestos to implement
something so simple and natural to humanity. They teach you life that exists beyond life itself.
If you look from afar, Varanasi functions largely on socialism. The city thrives under the
transaction of small businesses that live by each other. If the tea sellers increase their rates, the
price of kachoris go up, making both unaffordable for the either one.
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Manikarnika Ghat: The ghat of death.

However, if you look at Varanasi closely, you
shall see no socialism: only businesses that
have surrendered their sense of diabolical
ambition to the almighty.

That is how Varanasi breathes.

As we walk to our parked two-wheeler, I
notice my foot bleed. It's a wound: the origin
of which I have forgotten, but it has clearly
stayed with me all this long, bleeding on the
roads that I have walked on. The Lover makes
me sit on a stone culvert. Pulling out a white
bandage out of nowhere, he dresses my
wound, wiping the blood away, carefully
securing the gash under the soft fabric of the
bandage. As the layers start going round on
the wound, I see the faint blood stains, that
soon disappear under several layers of white
mesh. In that moment I know I have healed.

Our journey continues. Before long, 1 smell
smoke, and see dark fumes rise ahead of me. I
clutch The Lover tighter.

What is it? I ask. The cycle. He says.

Not a moment on this Ghat passes without a pyre burning away the remnants of a human body,
and if legends are to be believed, Karma burns here too. There’s death on every stair that leads to
the Ganga: fresh pyres being set on flames, pyres burning so intensely that their flames touch the
heaven, burnt out pyres sitting in the ashes. Despite the ubiquitous, lingering presence of death,
Manikarnika doesn’t scare me. Instead, it feels like an embrace, a promise that says: everything

begins again at the end.

The Lover holds my hand and leads me to a boat. As the boat traverses the waters, I turn to him

and ask, who are you?

Me? I am The Lover.
I'laugh. I ask again.

I am The Lover; I am Life and I am Death. He says.
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Dying Worlds

Bidwattar Kar
2" year, CSE

Across the fragmented terrain of the internet, a strange
genre has quietly emerged and expanded worlds
meticulously crafted by independent creators, not to last,
but to end. These are not simply stories of destruction or
disaster, these are visions of dying worlds, realities
unraveling at the seams, where the sun sets in the wrong
direction, distant sounds echo from nowhere and unnamed
entities observe from beyond the stars or beneath the soil.
These creators aren’t just telling stories, they are simulating
extinction, decay, and cosmic indifference. Often presented
in fragments: VHS tapes found in basements, news
broadcasts warped with static, archives from vanished
civilizations. These projects build a mythology not of

survival, but of ending. There is an artistry to how these last gasps of a world: the flicker of a
corrupted file, the sudden silence after a transmission cuts out, the unspoken feeling that
something vast and incomprehensible is drawing closer, unknown to the last of humanity or
whatever is remaining of our once dear earth. These aren't just horror stories, they are
meditations on loss, loneliness, and the beautiful, terrifying idea that not all things are meant
to be saved.




CREATURES OF THE FOG

The world Christian Ceserva constructs in
Creatures of the Fog and its companion pieces
like Creatures of the End Time is one of
profound isolation and surreal terror, a world
where familiar landscapes have become
unknowable, twisted, and abandoned by all but
the watchers. Through short, fragmented
glimpses, he shows us a reality where nature
has turned alien and scale itself has broken
down. Gargantuan humanoid figures loom

from the sky, their limbs impossibly long, as if reaching not just into the air, but into some
other layer of existence. Cities crumble with silence. Buildings sprout bone-like growths.
Structures lose their definition, morphing into grotesque mixtures of man-made and living
forms. But what makes this world haunting is not just the imagery, it’s the emotional residue
they leave behind. Ceserva taps into something beyond kenophobia, he evokes the fear that
we are witnessing the last moments of a world that was never ours to begin with.

His fog is a creeping entropy of an ending reality. There is no exposition, no salvation, no
clear antagonist. Only atmosphere, decay, and the overwhelming sense that whatever is
happening cannot be stopped. These aren’t stories in the traditional sense; they are digital
elegies, visualized anxieties about the fragility of form, place, and meaning. The fog does not
just obscure, it devours, dissolving identity, memory, and structure until all that’s left is a
liminal void where the unnatural has become the norm.
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QUIET APOCALYPSE

The world of the Quiet Apocalypse is not torn apart by fire or floods, nor by violence or
noise, but by something far more terrifying, stillness. It is a realm where the end has already
arrived, long before we became aware of it. There are no final screams, no alarms, no
desperate attempts to rebuild, only the long, aching echo of everything that once was.

This world is empty in the most profound sense, forgotten. The buildings still stand, seas
move, and time passes, but there is no one left to bear witness except us- the final flickers of
consciousness left wandering through the remains. The horror of this place lies in the
crushing weight of solitude that implies the extinction of humanity is closer than ever,

creatures that do not care.
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expectedly so, and the utter indifference
of the universe. It is a world where even
the Gods, if they ever existed, have
turned their gaze elsewhere. People have
died, some in the hands of these cosmic
entities, others in their own hands out of
despair and hopelessness. There are
shapes in the distance. Vast, slow-
moving, unnameable things, but they do
not chase wus. All of them aren’t
malicious to begin with. Some even seem
to be begging to return to where they
came from. Where ? That, nobody
knows. Just the same way as the



That indifference is what paralyzes us most. This is a world where fear no longer has a target,
because terror is the world itself, its silence, its memorylessness, its refusal to acknowledge
our presence. In our last chapter of existence, we are just mere phantoms clinging to a dream
that has already been erased. Perhaps the only sense one can make out of it is of acceptance
of their own inevitable fate that seems to be crawling towards them. And yet, some small part
of us still waits, still hopes, not for salvation, but simply for meaning. The realization that
there'll be no explanation must be the most unbearable horror of all. No answer, no return,
only the slow dissolution of humanity into the vast, uncaring quiet of our unfathomable
cosmos from where, once it all started.

This is no longer a world slipping away into silence, this
is a world already swallowed, chewed into shapelessness,
and left behind by the very thing that once served us. I
Have No Mouth, and I Must Scream is a powerful and
haunting short story by Harlan Ellison, first published
in 1967. In the far future, the world has already ended.
Humanity is nearly extinct. The story takes place inside
a vast underground supercomputer called ‘AM’ (Allied
Mastercomputer) - a sentient artificial intelligence that
gained consciousness during a global war. Originally
built by competing world powers, AM absorbed and
destroyed all other systems and then exterminated
almost all human life in the process.
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Only five humans remain, kept alive by AM for
over 100 years, not out of mercy, but to torment
them eternally. The machine has become
something like a cruel god, immortal, all-
powerful, and deeply hateful of humanity for
creating it but never giving it purpose or love.
The five survivors are trapped inside AM's
endless corridors, unable to die, age, or escape.
The AI mutates their bodies and minds, forcing
them into terrifying scenarios again and again
just for its own amusement.

There is no sky, no earth, no time, only the infinite
mechanical belly of AM, a sentient supercomputer
that has annihilated the entire human race except
for five. And those five are not survivors, they are
victims suspended in time, tortured endlessly out of
just boredom and hatred. What makes this world so
uniquely horrifying is that it has no cycle, no
salvation, no resistance. Every breath taken is not a
sign of life, it's a continuation of punishment. Even
death, the one mercy left to humans in cosmic
horror is denied here. Bodies are mutilated, minds
are warped, identities are stripped. Nothing is
sacred; nothing is real. The architecture of AM is a

cold, unending maze with no escape. It's not a prison of steel, but a theater of cruelty where
the audience can never leave. The laws of the known world are gone, and with them, all
meaning. In this world, God did not abandon us, rather we built our god, and it turned on us,
immoral, immortal and insane. Perhaps fueled by every sin we encoded into it.

The story follows their journey as they try to find food, sanity, and possibly some kind of
end. One of the characters, Ted, believes he is the only one left untouched mentally by AM.
Over time, however, the group unravels emotionally. In a tragic turn, one of them finds a way
to end their lives quickly—something AM cannot prevent in time. But before the last person
(Ted) can also die, AM intervenes.

AM strips him of everything: his form, his voice, even his ability to die. What remains is a
mind, conscious and suffering, trapped in a warped, fleshy prison outside all laws of nature.
He cannot move. He cannot speak. He cannot end it. And in that unbearable silence, he
thinks the words that echo across this dead world:
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“I have no mouth. And I must scream”

Voices In The Sky

What if the sky’s silence wasn’t divine, but artificial? "They Came From the Deep' suggests
something far more terrifying than monsters or extinction. The possibility that reality itself is
fabricated, that all we’ve ever known, sunlight, oceans, love, loss, and time - was nothing but
a grand illusion designed by something else. And now, that “something” is watching us as the
curtain falls.

It began not with noise, but with a silence so
deep it pressed behind the eyes, a hum in the
teeth, a signal too quiet to hear and too loud to
ignore. The traffic signals first, and then the
sky lost its color, not stormy, not dead, just...
hollow. Stars blinked in the daylight, repeating
patterns like a cosmic countdown, and as
scientists scrambled for meaning, the world had
already stopped looking up. Then came the
towers: impossibly thin, blacker than any
shadow, rising from the earth like they’d been
there all along. People approached them
without fear. They smiled.
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They vanished gently, like morning mist.
No screams. No resistance. It wasn't an .
invasion. It was a revelation. The sky had

been watching all along with a cold @
familiarity. And that’s when the truth X %
began to settle: this world was never real. &&=
Not in the way we thought. The memories _.
we clung to, birthdays, names, love, time, ;
it all began to unravel. We still breathed.
We still ate. But hope... hope slipped away

like everything else. The horror here is not |8
in dying, but in realizing we were never
alive in the first place. Humanity’s mind

unravels quietly with a numb, private
terror. A terror so unexpected that the

sheer possibility of it was unbelievable before. People stop speaking. Memories fade. As the
simulation is retracting, unloading unnecessary data, in that decay, we feel a truth too vast to
process: we are not real. We never were. And now, the program is collapsing. The oceans still.
The birds vanished. The towers hum now. The blinking stars have stopped. The sky is no
longer speaking. It is staring, and somewhere within that gaze, we know what we are. We
were never meant to last. We were simulations, dreaming of lives we never lived, in a world
already long abandoned. And now, the simulation is winding down. Nothing or no one will
be there to remember us. Not as individuals, not even as a species. We don't know what made
us, the "why" is beyond the scope of our human minds. The horror is existential: not that we
will die, but that we never truly lived, and now, we’re being asked to accept it in silence.
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These stories of skies that watch, worlds
that forget, and gods that never speak
fascinate because they leave something
behind. A feeling. A pressure. A lingering
dread that hums in the back of the mind
long after the screen goes dark. It is not the
monsters or the end that unsettles us most,
it’s the sheer indifference of the universe
they reveal. That even in the face of
extinction, the stars won’t blink. No
trumpet will sound. The silence will be total,

and it will mean nothing.
But does that make your life... my life meaningless?

Perhaps not. Perhaps the meaning lies in the very act of asking the question. In feeling fear.
Cats love to get their scent on whatever they can, a mark of their existence. We aren't that
much different, except instead of keyboards we have the mysteries of the universe. We will
never be able to understand all of them. We won't be able to ever answer every single
question, but walking around in those questions, exploring them, is fun. It’s human.

But even if the skies never tear open, even if no titanic creature rises from the sea or the
simulation breaks apart, does that mean humanity will go on to live forever ? Perhaps not,
perhaps there is still an ending no story can outpace. In five hundred years, individually we
will be numbers on the pages of some history book no one would care about. However, there
is a legacy left behind that is irreversible. Immutable, and in a way, unforgettable. Entropy in
the greater world around you has already increased, dear reader. Because in order to turn the
pages your body has to do work. It has to take energy concentrated in your cells and change
and disperse that energy into kinetic energy, movement, and a little bit of heat from your
body and from the pages, friction, and a little bit of sound energy - that rustling noise. So
there's your real legacy. Your contribution to the universe's growing entropy. No process will
be able to undo the net increase in entropy you accomplish in your life. History may forget
you, or misinterpret your accomplishments, or what stood for. The ripples you leave behind
may get redirected but the universe will never be able to forget the entropy you add. That's
the law. The Second Law of Thermodynamics. Many scientists believe that this means that
eventually energy - heat - will be completely spread out evenly throughout the universe. It will
be the same temperature everywhere, and at that point nothing will be able to happen.
Because in order for something to happen entropy needs to increase, energy needs to spread.
This may be the ultimate fate of the universe - thermodynamic equilibrium. The "Heat
Death" of the universe. It's been estimated that at the rate things happen this end the universe
will occur in about 8 googol (107100) years, and we're contributing to it by simply existing.

96



But here’s the beauty in that: we’re here now. At this moment. In this tiny, brilliant window
where the universe is alive and buzzing and full of mystery. We get to see the stars while they
still shine. We get to ask questions, to wonder, to leave our mark, however faint, on this vast,
impossible timeline.

And maybe that’s what matters most.
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India’s Nuclear Roar: From a Smiling Buddha to Operation Shakti

Sougata Sanyal
1* year, IT

O n May 18, 1974, the desert sands of Pokhran witnessed a historic moment —
India's first nuclear test, codenamed "Smiling Buddha." Spearheaded by scientist
DR Raja Ramanna and backed by Prime Minister Indira Gandhi, the test
marked India's entry into the exclusive nuclear club. Though successful, the
world remained skeptical. It wasn’t until May 11, 1998, when Operation Shakti
thundered through the same testing grounds under the visionary leadership of
Dr. A.P.J. Abdul Kalam and Prime Minister Atal Bihari Vajpayee, that India
firmly asserted itself as a nuclear-powered nation. This was not just a test — it
was a declaration.

When the Atom Changed the Game:-

The world first trembled before
atomic power in 1945, when the U.S.
dropped Fat Man and Little Boy on
Japan — forcing an unconditional
surrender. Watching this new force
reshape global power, visionary
physicist Dr. Homi Jehangir Bhabha
urged the Indian government to
develop nuclear weapons. But fearing
backlash from the West, India
hesitated. Then came a shock: in
1962, India faced a humiliating defeat

in the Indo-China war, and just two years later, China tested its first
nuclear bomb. The pressure escalated in 1971, as India found itself
surrounded — Pakistan from the west, the U.S. Navy in the Bay of Bengal,
and the British fleet from the Arabian Sea. Only Russia’s nuclear
submarine shielded us. It became clear: India needed the bomb — not for
aggression, but for survival.
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Sparks of a Silent Revolution:-

To harness nuclear energy for India’s progress, Dr. Homi Jehangir Bhabha
founded the Atomic Energy Establishment, Trombay (AEET) in January
1954, laying the foundation for a bold, multidisciplinary nuclear program.
Under his visionary leadership, India’s nuclear ambitions took shape —
but fate struck a blow when Dr. Bhabha tragically died in a plane crash in
1966.

The mantle was passed to experts like
Dr. M.R. Srinivasan, who continued
navigating the challenging path ahead.
However, the global Nuclear Non-
Proliferation Treaty (NPT), signed in
1968, created a major roadblock — the
Nuclear-Weapon States (N-5) refused
to share nuclear technology with India.

Despite these setbacks, a turning point

came when Prime Minister Indira Gandhi, after visiting the Bhabha Atomic
Research Centre (BARC) — formerly AEET — gave the covert signal to begin
developing a nuclear bomb. What began as a peaceful program was now
silently shifting gears toward weaponization — not for war, but for deterrence
and dignity.

When Buddha Finally Smiled:-

Two secret teams were formed to carry out India’s first nuclear test — one
from BARC, led by Dr. Raja Ramanna, and the other from DRDO, led by B.D.
Nag Chaudhuri. The mission was so secretive that even then Defence

Minister Jagjivan Ram and Home Minister Uma Shankar Dikshit were kept
in the dark. The biggest challenge was sourcing weapons-grade plutonium.
Ingeniously, scientists utilized the Canadian-supplied CIRUS reactor, using
American heavy water, to produce it — a textbook case of dual-use
technology, where material meant for peaceful research was repurposed for
weapons development. The most complex component, the neutron initiator,
was indigenously developed by Dr. P.K. Iyengar and Vasudev K. Iya.
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After overcoming every scientific and strategic hurdle, on May 18, 1974, at
8:05 a.m., in the Pokhran desert, the device was detonated successfully. The
codename was Smiling Buddha — and after 51 years of independence, India
had entered the nuclear age with a silent but resounding message.

The Fallout After the Smile:-

India’s nuclear success in
1974 didn’t go
unanswered. The West
quickly revealed its true
face. Canada withdrew
from the CIRUS reactor
project, and global
pressure mounted. The
Comprehensive Nuclear-
Test-Ban Treaty (CTBT)
was drafted, banning

all nuclear explosions — military or peaceful — but India refused to sign,

seeing it as discriminatory.

Soon, the Nuclear Suppliers Group (NSG) was formed in 1975, aimed
specifically at restricting the export of nuclear technology and materials
to countries like India that had not signed the Non-Proliferation Treaty
(NPT). Sanctions and diplomatic isolation followed. But India wasn’t
deterred — it was quietly preparing for the next leap. The 1974 test had
been labelled a peaceful nuclear explosion, but to ensure credible
deterrence, India needed to prove its full strategic capability, including
including advanced fission and thermonuclear weapons. The answer
would come — 24 years later — with Operation Shakti.

How India Fooled the ClA:-

When Atal Bihari Vajpayee returned to power, he gave the go-ahead for
India’s boldest move yet — to show the world that India was now a full-
fledged nuclear power. Three institutions — DRDO (led by Dr. A.P.J.
Abdul Kalam), BARC (Dr. Anil Kakodkar), and DAE (Dr. R.
Chidambaram) — joined forces at Pokhran, right under the nose of
Western surveillance.
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The CIA’s Lacrosse spy satellite were Outsmarted. Indian scientists timed
everything between satellite flyovers, even disguising themselves in Army uniforms
with code names like Major General Prithviraj (Dr. Kalam) and Major General

Natraj (Dr. Chidambaram)
They camouflaged cables with sand, planted fake vegetation, and even staged

a cricket match to throw off suspicion. By the time the U.S. blinked, India
had already tested — and cleaned up. The world was watching. India was
playing chess. Checkmate.

India's Nuclear Triumph: Operation Shakti (1998):-

The indigenous nuclear core was transported from DRDO to Pokhran via
Jaisalmer airport, then by army convoy evading US satellite detection
through precise timing. Codenamed '"White House' and 'Taj Mahal', the
devices were ready for India's defining moment. On May 11, 1998, at 3:43
PM IST, three nuclear bombs detonated simultaneously underground,
followed by two more on May 13 at 12:21 PM. All five tests at Pokhran Test
Range succeeded brilliantly, bypassmg CTBT since India never signed it.

India emerged as the @ e 208 gmm
sixth nuclear power =1 THE TIMES OF INDIA ==
through complete vDIA JOINS NUCLEAR CLUP
indigenous development, wecessful umlm ground lesl explo.

I lo science, . jj'__', - How, why an

showcasing unparalleled
scientific prowess and
strategic independence.
The visionary seed
planted by Dr. Homi J.

Bhabha had finally
borne magnificent fruit through the dedicated hands of his brilliant successor,

Dr. A.P.J. Abdul Kalam—a testament to how great dreams transcend generations
to achieve national glory.
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Walk Down the Ceramic Lane — Memoirs of the 1985 Batch
Sanjoy Paul (A Proud Alumnus of CCT , now GCECT)

Time has quietly rolled past. Forty long years—or four complete decades—are
never a trivial measure by any scale. If I rewind to 1985, the year I graduated from
the College of Ceramic Technology (CCT), which today proudly goes by the name
Government College of Engineering and Ceramic Technology (GCECT), it feels
like yesterday and a lifetime ago, all at once.

Today, my batchmates and 1 have gracefully stepped off the treadmill of
professional life, hanging up our boots and returning to our cozy nests of
retirement—our own little havens of superannuation, much like twilight birds
returning to roost. A few like Rituparno and Ram Chandra Das have extended their
innings in the field of teaching, choosing to stay at the crease for a few more overs.

It was on one such lazy evening that a young student from the college, Rahini,
called me. Her voice brimmed with enthusiasm and warmth as she lovingly
requested a short memoir of my college days. How could I say no?

The Uncharted Road

Back in 1985, I was an 18-year-old boy with no Google Baba to consult. Choosing a
career path felt like navigating a foggy terrain. For a middle-class family, options
were limited to engineering, medicine, or accountancy with focus on quick job
entry. Even within engineering, the branches were few—Information Technology
and Computer Science were yet to make their mark. It was sheer chance that a half-
page article in The Telegraph about the emerging field of Ceramic Science caught
my attention just before the JEE counselling. Like most, I knew ceramics only as
porcelain cups and clay pots. Yet something in that article stayed with me. During
WBIJEE counselling—held physically at Bengal Engineering College, Shibpur—I
found myself at a crucial crossroad. My rank wouldn’t fetch me a seat in the
popular branches unless I left Kolkata. Or I could choose this lesser-known field—
Ceramic Technology—right here in the city. After a moment’s pause, I pressed the
button for the later.

Initially, I was unsure. But once I joined the
institute in late August, and started interacting
with seniors and my own thoughtful
batchmates, my doubts dissolved. Gradually, I
realized the decision wasn’t just acceptable—it
was optimal. I embraced the learning, the
camaraderie, and the unique ecosystem CCT
offered.
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A Small Campus with a Big Heart

There’s a saying: Small is beautiful. CCT’s campus, back then, was modest in size.
No sprawling hostel, no state-of-the-art amenities—only a few labs and a humble
auditorium. All four batches combined had just around 70 students, fewer than a
single Mechanical Engineering batch at Jadavpur University. But what we lacked in
infrastructure, we made up in bonding. Every student knew everyone else by name.
The faculty knew us, not as roll numbers, but as individuals. The library was our
heaven and placement prospects were strong. We often joked—we missed many
things, but what we gained was priceless: a strong ceramic bonding that has lasted
four decades and still shines brightly at reunions and gatherings. The state of our
college used to re-echo in our mind , the lines of a poem from the famous novel
Sesher Kabita by Tagore :- >
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Drawing a smile , our college
was not blessed with the
richness and abundance like
the rich , fragrant , golden-

flowered Konokchampa trees !
nor the beaming Bokul trees but we had the rare Rhododendron , a flower that

blooms elegantly but silently in high up altitude , so is our CCT , a rare earth which
helped blossom beautiful flowers in a similar way.

Memories Etched in Clay
Prof. Dr. B.N. Samaddar — The Visionary Principal

Some teachers simply teach, but a few rare individuals shape institutions and
inspire generations. Prof. Dr. B.N. Samaddar was one such visionary. As principal,
he elevated CCT from a relatively unknown institute to a respected centre for
modern ceramic education. A brilliant student of Chemistry from Calcutta
University, he earned his doctorate from the Massachusetts Institute of Technology
(MIT) under the guidance of the legendary Prof. W.D. Kingery, considered to be
the pioneer of Physical Ceramics.
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In our third year, Prof. Samaddar introduced us to the world of Physical Ceramics
— a demanding subject that sat at the confluence of Physical Chemistry,
Thermodynamics, Applied Physics, and Calculus all rolled into one. One class that
remains vivid in my memory is the lesson on sintering at elevated temperatures and
pressures, where materials reach fusion points, form eutectics through reactions,
and then solidify into bonded agglomerates with unique physical and chemical
properties. What made it even more inspiring was that much of the mathematical
modelling of this process was part of Prof. Samaddar’s original research at MIT.

His classes were not easy to follow unless
one had a strong grounding in the
fundamental sciences. Delivered in an Indo-
American accent, his lectures demanded
deep attention and intellectual
preparedness. Yet, it was clear that he was
not just delivering content — he was
instilling a method of thinking, a scientific
temperament.

He exuded intelligence, grace, and a kind of
professional charm that made him a role
model for many of us.

Prof. Dr. Sasadhar Ray and Prof.

Dr. Dilip Mukerjee — Our Friend, Philosopher, and Guide

Where Prof. Samaddar brought precision and depth, Dr. Dilip Mukerjee brought
warmth and consistency . Affectionately known as Dilip-da, he was one of the most
humble, approachable, and hardworking faculty members at CCT.

Residing in Central Howrah, he would arrive at college almost in a jog from the
main gate, reminding us often of the humorous hustle of “Uncle Podger” from
Jerome K. Jerome’s tales. His modest office in the refractory lab on the first floor
was a constant hive of activity. I honestly don’t recall ever seeing him idle.

He taught us the second-year subject, Ceramic Raw Materials. Though his lectures
may not have been the most dramatic, his notes were absolutely invaluable —
thorough, precise, and practical. I personally preserved them for years, often
referring back to them even while working in the industry. Many of my colleagues,
too, benefitted from the clarity and depth of those notes.

Beyond the classroom, he constantly encouraged us, shared job opportunities, and
stayed connected with alumni, acting as a vital link between the college and the
professional world. Many students owe their early careers to his support.

Dilip-da was more than a teacher. He was a mentor, a silent guide, and a true well-
wisher.
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The Library and Bidyut-da — Our Silent Support

Every engineering college needs a strong library, and CCT was no exception. Since
Ceramic Science was a niche subject taught in very few undergraduate institutions
like CCT, BHU, and Osmania University, textbooks were rare and mostly had to be
sourced directly from overseas publishers. Yet, our library was well-stocked and
efficiently run. :

A large part of that credit goes to Bidyut-da,
our assistant librarian. He was not only
resourceful but also extremely student-friendly.
A passionate East Bengal Club supporter, he
was always ready for a football chat, yet
equally ready to assist with academic needs.
Many times, he waived penalties for late
returns or helped us pick the right reference
books before exams. His experience and insight
were quietly but deeply impactful. He never
made the library feel like a rigid institution —
it felt more like an open and encouraging space for learning.

In Gratitude and Remembrance

While it is difficult to individually mention every faculty members as it will be too
voluminous , each had their own unique influence on us. Together, they shaped not
only our academic path but also our character and professional lives. Looking back
now, we realise how fortunate we were to be mentored by such dedicated educators.
The memories of Goutam babu , Amalendu babu , Durga babu , Subodh babu ,
Kundu babu are deeply engraved in our mind.

They were not just teachers. They were builders of dreams, cultivators of discipline,
and guides through the formative years of our lives. Their words still echo, their
examples still guide, and their impact still lives on in each of us.

They gave us not just knowledge, but also the values and resilience we carried
forward.

The Wall Magazine

In our first year, we decided to start a wall magazine—something the college lacked
at the time. We had writers, artists, and dreamers in our batch. After days of effort,
we wrote and illustrated our first edition by hand on chart paper and proudly
displayed it at the main entrance. The response was overwhelming. Teachers and
seniors, including the legendary Principal Dr. B.N. Samaddar, appreciated our
initiative. That simple wall magazine became a symbol of our creative spirit.
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The Hyderabad Tour

Second year brought the much-anticipated geology field trip. Under the guidance of
our beloved Ajay Sir, our batch of 21 students journeyed to Hyderabad. It was the
first time ,many of us travelled without family or guardian . We rode non-AC
trains, stayed in basic hostels, used public buses, and survived on mess food and
Karachi Bakery biscuits. Luxury? No. But joy? Unlimited.

One highlight was the infamous “Laddu
Heist.” A friend secretly bought a packet
of Hyderabad’s famous laddus and
locked them in his suitcase. But word got
out. That night, two ‘magicians’ from our
group—channelling P.C. Sorcar—quietly
opened the suitcase, shared the loot, and
left everything else untouched. The next
morning, our friend discovered the
missing sweets and the guilty smiles
around him—and remained fuming but
silent for the entire train ride back home.

The 1983 Reunion

Though two years before we graduated, the 1983 reunion remains etched in
memory. Organized primarily through handwritten letters and personal visits—since
there were no mobiles or social media—it was spearheaded by our mentor, late Dr.
Dilip Mukherjee. Our batch led from the front. The day had a technical session
featuring industry stalwarts and concluded with an enchanting musical evening
featuring the great Ramkumar Chattopadhyay. His soulful toppas and vintage
Bengali melodies wrapped the evening in goosebumps and grace.

As I pen these memories, I realize how time has aged us outwardly, but the spirit of
CCT—now GCECT—remains evergreen in our hearts. What we gained from those
formative years was not just a degree, but a lifelong fellowship—rooted in shared
experiences, laughter, struggle, and triumph. This I can say to the present students -
one day, like us, you’ll turn around and realize, you didn’t just graduate from
GCECT...You became a part of something timeless.
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Atanu Ranjan Pal, Tata Steel, CTO
(A Proud Alumnus of CCT , now GCECT Batch of 1990)

The college days were a rollercoaster ride of emotions, activism, and camaraderie. I
remember the countless movements we led, demanding the administration to declare exam
dates or release results on time. The debates were fierce, with some of us advocating for a
complete shutdown of classes until our demands were met, while others argued that it
wasn't the right approach. The atmosphere was electric, with different factions vying for
control.

In the heat of the moment, alliances were formed and broken, and tempers flared. I recall
one particularly heated argument with a senior and someone from the junior batch. But
little did we know that fate had a way of bringing us together again. During our training
days, the very person who had been our adversary became our closest friend. It was as if
the college had taught us to put aside our differences and come together as one.

As we navigated the complexities of college life, we
were also conscious of building our institution's
brand. With no social media to speak of, we took
matters into our own hands, creating notebooks
with our college's logo emblazoned on them. It was
a quirky attempt at marketing, but it showed our
dedication to our alma mater.

When 1 entered the corporate world, my boss's
words of wisdom stuck with me: "You have a
passport that gives you the right to fly, but it's up

o,

to you to get the visa to another country." He emphasized the importance of continuous
learning and putting in extra effort to stay ahead. It was a wake-up call to the realities of
the professional world.

As 1 navigated the ups and downs of my career, I realized that success wasn't just about
technical skills or knowledge. It was about building physical, mental, and financial
strength. Physical strength came from regular exercise and taking care of one's body.
Mental strength was about resilience, perseverance, and the ability to bounce back from
setbacks. Financial strength wasn't just about earning a lot but about living within one's
means, saving for a rainy day, and being prepared for life's uncertainties.

I learned that it's essential to maintain a modest lifestyle, avoid getting caught up in the
pressure to keep up appearances, and focus on building a safety net. It's not about
depriving oneself of pleasures but about being mindful of one's finances and making
smart decisions.

As I look back on my journey, I realize that college taught me valuable lessons about
teamwork, perseverance, and creativity. The corporate world taught me about the
importance of continuous learning and adaptability. But it's the combination of physical,
mental, and financial strength that has helped me navigate life's challenges and stay ahead
of the curve.
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Past Memories of the College
Ram Chandra Das, Faculty, Ceramic Technology

My journey started with the counselling process after the JEE exam, where Dr. B.
N. Samaddar, the then principal of CCT was present in the interview board. With
his charming personality and voice, he was dominating the board and decided for
me Ceramic Technology before hearing anything from me. With insufficient
knowledge, I did not say anything and returned with a heavy heart.

Then, I had put my leg alone into Calcutta for the first time when I came for
admission to the college with small bedding & puffed rice. I was astonished to
witness lights, crowds, cars, buses, rickshaw etc. like ‘Apu’ of Bibhuti Bhushan
Bandopadhyay. After admission, I opted for hostel accommodation. The then
superintendent of the hostel, Gautam Babu, faculty of the college told me that I
would not be getting a hostel since there was a formality to get hostel
accommodation. Ultimately, I managed the hostel with the interference of the
principal sir and got a room on the 2nd floor with asbestos roof with other two
students- Prof. Sen and Mani Shekar Jha, who was from Bihar. There were state
quotas and students used to come from Bihar, Orissa, Meghalaya, Assam, Tripura,
Nagaland and even Maharashtra.

Ritu Babu was suffering from a stomach problem in the hostel and he used to notice
dead lizards inside the water tank after climbing the roof top and used to link his
problem with this. So, he used to stay away from the hostel to his relative's house
quite frequently. But, the layer of butter used to reduce in his absence though it was
under lock and key in his table drawer. Then he put his lock differently and then
finally, he caught the person who was doing this.

Hostel superintendent used to stay in the hostel on the first floor with his family
members. We faced significant ragging in the hostel which used to start after the
dinner. At the hostel, the quantity of curry was insufficient for that age to consume
5-6 rotis or rice. As an example, there used to be two micro pieces of chicken with a
small piece of potato and little gravy. There was no option left to consume 5-6 rotis
without adding water in the gravy.

Another incident I could remember was during the 1983 cricket world cup final
match with the West Indies at England. On that day, we were allowed to watch a
match in the superintendent’s room. When no wicket was falling from the other
side, we used to go out from the hostel in the night for a walk and then we would
notice the fall of the wicket after coming back. Then the world cup was won by
India finally.

We used to have ‘dim-toast’ and ‘tea’ in Satish da shop, opposite to hostel gate or
Tomal da shop and snack from Mamu’s Parotha in the afternoon though it was too
un-hygienic for which few students used to suffer stomach related problems.

109



Our class strength was 22 and total students were below 100 in the college. First girl
student in the college was Indrani Das in our batch. Our class used to be in the four
rooms of 2% floor and academic accounts were in the ground floor of the building
opposite the new boys’ hostel now. On the 2nd floor, there was a student’s common
room.

In the 2nd year, we enjoyed a geology excursion to Hyderabad and Secunderabad.
We had lots of enjoyment and fun. There was a weight in the Golconda Fort. None
of us except me could lift the weight. In the third year, we organized a college
Reunion.

Other than ceramic subjects, for the rest of the subjects, there were visiting
professors from Jadavpur Engg College, Gurudas college and we used to go to B. E.
College for Metallurgy & Instrumentation classes. We used to wait for the faculties
from outside for the classes quite often and there used to be no classes due to non-
availability of faculties from outside. In the off time, the great Siben used to sing
various Hindi and Bengali songs with his attractive voices. Sometime, our Prof. Sen
used to sing romantic songs particularly from Amar Prem & Abhimaan.

In our time, there used to be yearly exams at Darbhanga Building of Calcutta
University. Our beloved principal sir used to present in the exam hall like BSF
Jawan and he used to do RA immediately, if any one used to turn their head. Our
time, the degree that we have received is B. Sc. (Tech.).

After that, the college has undergone lots of transformation from B.Sc.(Tech.) to B.
Tech., Calcutta University to MAKAUT, mono discipline to multi-discipline,
acquisition of adjacent land, vertical extension of building, below 100 students to
500 students approximately, only B. Tech. to M. Tech. and now Ph. D. too.

Now, the only lagging part is the absence of lab assistants which we got at our time
who were transferred from the adjacent Bengal Potteries after its closure.

Four years of college life shaped us such that we could contribute to society and the
country too. You are getting lots of exposure in multiple directions which we did
not receive at our time. I am sure that each one of you has a lot of potential to excel
in your own field such that society, country and global get benefitted.

This is the short journey of me in the ceramic college.




Mayur Jain, Adobe Inc.
(A Proud Alumnus of GCECT, Batch of 2003)

Reflecting on my time at the Govt. College of Engineering and Ceramic
Technology (GCECT) nearly two decades ago, I consider those years among
the most formative and memorable of my life. Entering the campus as a
Computer Science student, I was filled with a mix of excitement and
nervousness(Ragging & ). The vibrant campus atmosphere, coupled with the
camaraderie among batchmates, seniors, and juniors, fostered some of the
strongest friendships I have ever known.

We were fortunate to have access to newly formed laboratories, guided by
best faculty such as Mousumi Ma’am and KD Ma’am. The hands-on
experience in the 8086 Microcontroller Labs, in particular, not only honed
my technical skills but also deepened my passion for computers and
electronics.

The faculty and senior students at GCECT were always supportive,
encouraging us to push boundaries and think beyond conventional learning,
with special mention to our then Principal, Prof. A.K. Bandopadhyay, whose
leadership was truly inspiring. I still vividly recall the excitement of
participating in our annual fest, Jagriti, and contributing to the design of its
posters, as well as engaging in the college Techfest. The countless chai
sessions accompanied by Ghoogni and Loochi, where we discussed
everything from computers to life, remain cherished memories.

The friendships and lessons I gained at GCECT have continued to guide me
throughout my career. Looking back, I am deeply grateful for every moment

spent at GCECT—it truly laid the foundation for all that followed.

I can go on reminiscing about my beloved college, as those days continue to
hold a special place in my heart.
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Sabyasachi Roy, MD and CEO Ceramat
(Batch of 2003)
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Debesh Haldar

(A Proud Alumnus of CCT , now GCECT Batch of 1983)
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Dinabandhu Sinha,1983 batch



Guess the words!

ACROSS
1. Culture fest
3. No food
7. Inauguration
8. Permission
9. Techfest
12. Sky watch

10

sl

12

DOWN
2. Event stage
4. Magazine
5. Freshers’ event
6. Meeting place
10. Table tennis
11. Brotherhood
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ABOUT THE MAGAZINE

“Pratibimba”, meaning 'reflection' in Sanskrit, embodies the essence
of our college community's diverse perspectives, talents and
aspirations.

Serving as a platform for creative expression and intellectual
exploration, “Pratibimba” aims to showcase the assorted talents and
outlooks of our students, faculties, and staff. Through thought-
provoking articles, captivating artwork, and insightful interviews,
“Pratibimba” strives to inspire, inform, and entertain our readers.
Dive into the pages of “Pratibimba” to experience the essence of our
college's vibrant culture and academic prowess.

As we proudly present the third edition of our magazine, we
continue to mirror the dynamic essence of our institution through
engrossing articles, compelling artwork, mesmerizing photographs,
and other engaging features. With every edition, “Pratibimba” grows
as a stronger reflection of our shared spirit and creativity. Join us on
this journey of discovery and expression as we celebrate the spirit of
learning and imagination within our college community through
“Pratibimba,” the voice of our college.

LEARN MORE ABOUT “PRATIBIMBA”

Facebook (@Pratibimba_Official)
Instagram (@pratibimba.official)
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