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ি�য় পাঠকবৃ�, 
আেপানােলাক সকেলাৈলেক ৰঙালী িব� তথা অসমীয়া নৱবষ�ৰ উ� �েভ�া জনােলঁা !
অসমীয়া সম� স�ােটাৰ �াণ��প এই মূল িব�ৰ আন�-উ�াসক আদৰিণ জেনাৱাৰ �ভ
�ণত এয়া আেপানােলাকৰ আগৈল উিলয়াই আিনেছা অিত আদৰৰ আেলাচনী 'গগনা'ৰ

ষ�দশ সংখ�া ।
এইবাৰৰ গগনা স�ূণ��েপ আমাৰ �ানীয় সদস�সকলৰ সৃ�েৰ সজাই ত� িলেছা আ� �সেয়
ইয়াত �কািশত �িতেটা িলখিন ও িশ�কায��েয় বহন কেৰ �ানীয় সমাজৰ সৃ�শীলতা আ�

কলা�ক �াৱলি�তাৰ এক অনন� �িত�িব ।

The 
Editor’s 
Voice

Dear Readers, 
Bihu greetings to you all!

With best wishes, 
Dr. Chintanu Sarmah 
Editor, Gogona 2025

আেপানােলাকৈল িলখিন িবচািৰ জেনাৱা �মাব �থম আ�ানৰ মূ�ত� েৰ পৰা
আেপানােলাকৰ সঁহািৰ আ� উ�ীপনাৰ িয ঢল নািমিছল, �সই অনভুৱ সঁচাৈক অত�লনীয় ।
আিম এটা �বাসী �গাট যিদও আেপানােলাকৰ �িতভা আ� সৃ�শীলতা পিৰিধিবহীন আ�
আেপানােলাকৰ এই ব� �ণ িবিশ� িলখিনসমূেহ এই সংখ�াৰ গগনাক এক নত�ন িশখৰৈল
�ল �গেছ । ��পু� অথবা বৰাক উপত�কাৰ আেপান ঘৰৰ পৰা আিমেবাৰ দৈূৰত থকা
�ে�ও এই গগনাত �কািশত �িতেটা সৃ�েয় �যন �সঁাৱৰণীৰ কঁুৱলী ফািল �দয়ৰ �িতেটা

কুঠৰীত ৰঙালীৰ বােৰৰহনীয়া ৰঙ ঢািল আমাৰ পৰ�ৰা, সং�� িত আ� ঐিতহ�ৰ
গভীৰতাক অিত মেনােমাহা �পত �কাশ কিৰেছ। এয়াই আমাক উনুিকয়াই িদেয় �য দৰূ�
আ� সময়ৰ বাধাই আমাৰ িশপা িছিঙব �নাৱােৰ আ� িযেকােনা �কােৰ আমাৰ মনৰ

সঁফুৰাৰ �মটমৰা সং�হেবাৰ নত�ন-নত�ন স�ৃৰ জিড়য়েত বত� মান আ� অনাগত িদনেবাৰত
�কাশ পাই থািকব ।

মই িবেশষ ধন�বাদ জনাইেছঁা আমাৰ গগনাৰ এই বছৰৰ সহায়কাৰী সদস�সকলক।
আেপানােলাকৰ িন�া আ� অ�া� পিৰ�েম এই আেলাচনীক জীৱ� কিৰ ত� িলেছ।

আেপানােলাকৰ িবনা এই আেলাচনী �মাৰ ক�নাৰ িদগবলয়েত মােথা সীমাব� �হ ৰ'ল হয়।

সেদৗ �শষত, ি�য় পাঠকবৃ�, আেপানােলাকৰ অিৰহণা আ� অিবচিলত সমথ�নৰ বােব
আেপানােলাকক অেশষ আ�িৰক কৃত�তা জনাইেছঁা । আেপানােলােক অকণমান সময়ৈল
গগনাৰ �িতেটা িলখিন আ� িশ�কম� উপেভাগ কৰক — এইেবাৰ স�ৃেয়ই আমাৰ সামািজক
আ� সং�� িতক যা�া তথা সেপানেবাৰৰ �িতফলন। এই আেলাচনী আেপানাৰ পিৰয়ালৰ
সদস�সকলেকা িদয়ক তথা ব�ু-বা�ৱৈলেয়া প�য়াওক আ� আমাৰ সমাজৰ স�ৃশীল ও
কলা�ক �সৗ�য�ৰ লগেত গগনাৰ আ�াক জীৱ� আ� উ�ািসত ৰািখবৈল সহায় কৰক । 

 পুনৰিপ �েভ�ােৰ,
ড. িচ�নু শ��া

স�াদক, গগনা 2025

As the joyous rhythms of the dhol and pepa echo in our hearts, it brings me immense pleasure to welcome you to the 16th edition of
Gogona, our treasured community Bihu magazine. This year’s edition shines in a truly meaningful way, as it has been entirely crafted by
the talented hands and hearts of local contributors. Each of the pieces and work of art reflects the creative brilliance of our Assamese

community here in Australia — a testament to our growing self-reliance and collective spirit.

The outpouring of enthusiasm, imagination, and talent showcased in this year’s contributions, right from the moment the call for
submissions went out, has been nothing short of extraordinary. Your incredible response has exceeded all expectations and revealed the
remarkable strength and vibrancy of our community. Each submission is a glowing testament to the depth of our Assamese roots, proving

that even far from the land of the Brahmaputra, our culture continues to thrive with boundless pride and passion. It’s a heartfelt
reminder that no matter the distance, the bonds of our shared heritage remain unbreakable.

A heartfelt thank you to the Gogona team — your dedication, creativity, and tireless efforts have been truly inspiring. From the very first
spark of ideas to the meticulous final edits, and tackling every hurdle along the way (name it, and we’ve faced it!), your unwavering
commitment has been nothing short of extraordinary in bringing this edition to life. This magazine is a testament to your passion,

perseverance, and teamwork — without you, this magazine would simply not be possible.

And to you, dear readers, thank you for your unwavering support and love for Gogona. As you turn each page, take a moment to savour
the stories, poems, and art that reflect us — our culture, our journey, and our shared dreams. Share it with loved ones, pass it along to

friends, and help us keep the spirit of Gogona alive and thriving. Dive in, enjoy, and celebrate the beauty of our community!
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Editorial Team

Sa�·a�a Sa«�a
C��·e�· Edl·l�g &

 P«��f«eadl�g

P«e�zl· Adhl}a«×
C�Ðe« De¯lg� &

 I��¼¯·«a·l��¯
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Ae¯·he·lc¯

Sh«¼·ldha«a Ka¼¯hl}
C��·e�· Edl·l�g & 

P«��f«eadl�g

   Sa�gee·a Sal}la G¼¨·a
C��·e�· Edl·l�g &

 P«��f«eadl�g

R¼¨¯l}ha Ba«¼ah
C��·e�· Edl·l�g &

 P«��f«eadl�g

Dl¯c�al�e«: 
The ÐleÑ¯ eÖ¨«e¯¯ed l� ·hl¯ �agaßl�e a«e ¯��e�× ·h�¯e �f ·he a¼·h�«¯ a�d d� ��· �ece¯¯a«l�× «e¨«e¯e�· ·he �¨l�l��¯ �f ·he Edl·�« �« ·he Edl·�«la�
·ea�. Whl�e eÐe«× eff�«· l¯ �ade ·� e�¯¼«e acc¼«ac×, ·he ·ea� acce¨·¯ �� «e¯¨��¯lbl�l·× f�« e««�«¯, ��l¯¯l��¯, �« a�× ac·l��¯ ·a}e� ba¯ed �� ·he

c��·e�·. AdÐe«·l¯e�e�·¯, «efe«e�ce¯ a�d eÖ·e«�a� �l�}¯ a«e ��· e�d�«¯e�e�·¯.

“The strength of the team is each
individual member. The strength of each

member is the team." 
– Phil Jackson
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�ে�য় ৰাইজ, 
আৰ�িনেত মই সকেলাৈলেক আগ�ক অসমীয়া নৱবষ� তথা ৰঙালী িব�ৰ �েভ�া

আ� ওলগ জনােলঁা ।
যিদও ১৫ বছৰৰ আগেত এই আেলাচনী খন �কাশ কেৰােত মই ভবা নািছেলা �য
গগনাই আমাৰ স� অসমীয়া সমাজ খনক সািহত�ৰ �দােলেৰ বাি� ৰািখব পািৰব ।
িক� আেপানােলাকৰ অেশষ �েচ�া আ� সৃ�শীলতাই গগনাক এক নত�ন িদশত

আগবঢ়াই িদ এক নত�ন �প �দান কিৰেছ । এই সু�ৰ �েচ�া আ� সকেলােৰ সহায়-
সহেযািগতাৰ বােব মই গগনাৰ  সকেলা  সদসৃ�েক কৃত�তা �াপন কিৰেছঁা | আিজৰ
িদনত গগনা আমাৰ সমাজৰ সািহত�ে�মী সকলৰ বােব এক মাধ�ম �হাৱাৰ উপিৰও
আমাৰ নৱ�জ�ৰ মাজত ভাষা-সািহত�ৰ �িত থকা অনুৰাগক যেথ� উদগিন

�যাগাইেছ । আশা কিৰেছা গগনাৰ গিৰমা আিম এেনৈকেয় দৰূ-িদগ�ৈল �সািৰত
কিৰ �ল যাব পােৰঁা ।

ইয়াৰ লগেত ৰঙালী িব�ৰ উদযাপেন আমাৰ অসমীয়া সমাজত বাস কৰা  সকেলা
�লাকক একি�ত কিৰ �তঁওেলাকৰ সু�ৰ �িতভাসমহূ �দশ�ন কৰােৰা এটা সুেযাগ িদ

আিহেছ । এই �েচ�াত �যাগ িদয়াৰ কাৰেণ মই সকেলা ৰাইজেক ধন�বাদ আ�
কৃত�তা �াপন কিৰেছঁা ।

�শষত সকেলা ৰাইজক মই আ�ান জনাওঁ �য আমাৰ এই স� সমাজ খনত বিত�  থকা
পাৰ�িৰক সহেযািগতা আ� িমলা�তী �যন সদােয় অট�ট ৰােখ ।

আশা কিৰেছা আগ�ক ৰঙালী িব�েৱ সকেলােৰ জীৱনত সুখ, শাি� আ� সমৃি�ৰ
বতৰা কিঢ়য়াই �যন �িতেটা মূ�ত�  মুধুৰ কিৰ ত� েল ।

ধন�বাদ,
�ণৱ শইকীয়া

সভাপিত, AAA - NSW/ACT (২০২৪-২০২৫)

Dear Raiz,
 

Wishing you all for upcoming Assamese New Year and Rongali Bihu. I hope this message finds you well. As we continue to
navigate the challenges and opportunities of our vibrant community, I wanted to take a moment to reflect on our collective

efforts and express my gratitude to each of you for your unwavering dedication and hard work. 
 

When I first published Gogona 15 years ago, I never envisaged that Gogona is going to amalgamate our community with
literature. Undeniably, your endless efforts and creativity leads Gogona to a new direction. Now Gogona is a great literary
platform for the people of our community, and it encourages our younger generation to develop interest towards literary

intellect.
 

Our editorial team is working diligently to enhance our magazine, ensuring it reflects the voices and stories that matter to all
of us. I would like to take a moment to thank all the members of the editorial group from the past and the present.

 
Our upcoming Rongali Bihu celebration will not only provide the opportunity and joy of living in a closed community but also

allow us to showcase the incredible talents within our community. 
 

I encourage everyone to stay engaged and share your ideas. Your feedback is invaluable as we strive to make our community
and our magazine even better. Let’s continue to uplift one another as an Assamese community.

 
Thank you for being an integral part of our community. I hope this New Year will bring immense happiness and prosperity to

everyone’s life.

Thanks,

Pranab Saikia
President AAA NSW/ACT 2024-2025

Message from President
Assamese Association of Australia, ACT & NSW (AAA)
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Basanta Kumar Goswami

฀

฀

฀

Website : www.asamsahityasabha.org.  E-mail : asam.sahitya.sabha@gmail.com

A distinguished scholar, writer, and passionate advocate for Assamese literature and
heritage, Dr Basanta Kumar Goswami is the esteemed President of the Asom Sahitya Sabha
— one of Assam's most venerated literary and cultural institutions. Renowned for his
contributions to the preservation and promotion of the Assamese language and culture, Dr
Goswami's work stands as a testament to his lifelong commitment to enriching the literary
and cultural fabric of the region.
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Malaya Goswami
A highly acclaimed Assamese film actress who has been a prominent figure in the industry since
the early 1980s, Malaya Goswami gained national recognition by winning the National Film
Award for Best Actress at the 39th National Film Awards in 1992 for her outstanding
performance in the film, Firingoti. Renowned for her powerful portrayals and unwavering
dedication to her craft, Malaya Goswami's contributions to Assamese cinema have solidified her
status as one of its most respected and inspirational figures.
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Anuradha Sarma Pujari
One of Assam's most distinguished writers and journalists, Anuradha Sarma Pujari is
renowned for her insightful novels, short stories, and essays that delve into themes of
identity, relationships, and societal change. In addition to her literary achievements, she
serves as the Editor of the Assamese weekly Sadin and the magazine Satsori.
Her contributions have earned her numerous accolades, including the prestigious Sahitya
Akademi Award in 2021 for her novel Iyat Ekhan Aronya Asil (ইয়াত এখন অৰণ� আিছল).

6



মৰমৰ িব��
       ক�ৰী হাজিৰকা 

ৰািতপুৱাই চকু �মিলেয়ই তাই �দৗৰ মািৰেল ঘৰৰ আগেচাতালৈল t আঃ
ফুিলেছ ফুিলেছ, িক �য ধুনীয়া t তাই িচঞিৰ উ�লt ঘৰৰ ফুলিনখনৰ
তােমাল �জাপাত মােক লেগাৱা কেপৗফুল �জাপা ফুিল উ�েছt এডাল,
দডুাল..বাঃ চািৰডাল দীঘলীয়াৈক �বঙ;নীয়াৰ লগত অলপ বগা
কেপৗফুল! কুউ..কুউ..পাছফালৰ বাৰীৰপৰা �সৗৱা কুিল চৰাইৰ মাতt
বহাগ আিহল তাৰমােনt 
বহাগ, এক বুজাব �নাৱাৰা অনভুৱt আিম �িন অহাৰ দেৰ "বহাগ এ�
ঋত=  নহয়, বহাগ এ� আেবগ" t �িতজন অসমীয়াৰ বােব বহাগ এ�
নত=ন বছৰৰ বিণ�ল বতৰা কিঢ়য়াই অনা এ� সু�ৰ সময়t

           অ' িব�েৰেনা িবিৰণা অ' আইতা
           অ' নাচনীৰ কলাফুল লেৰ
           িব�েৰেনা িবিৰণা অ' আইতা
           �ক�মিণ থুিৰয়া 
           তােত সমনীয়া অ' আইতা
           ত= িম আমাৰ যুৰীয়া
           বহাগেত পািত যাওঁ িবয়া অ' আইতা
           �ক�মিণ �গেজৰা �নমািৰবা �কেতৰা 
           চাইেয়েনা চাই থািকবৰ মেন অ' আইতা
           চাইেয়েনা চাই থািকবৰ মনt   (ড. ভ> েপন হাজিৰকা)

বহাগ মাহত �কৃিতেয় নত=ন �প লয়t গছৰ ডালত কুমলীয়া কুিহ�পাত
ওলায়t বহাগৰ আগমিনৰ বতৰা জনাই বৰৈদিচলাই সকেলা ঢািহ মুিহ �ল
যায়t বুৰ�ীেয় কয় বৰৈদিচলা শ�� আিহেছ বেড়া শ� "বৰৈদিচখ্লা"
ৰ পৰাt "বৰ" মােন বতাহ, "�দ" - পানী আ� "িচখল্া" শ�ৰ অথ� �হেছ
�ছাৱালীt সি�য়াৰ লেগ লেগ ধাৰাষাৰ বৰষুণ ধুমুহা- গাজিন স�েত �দখা
মনত পেৰt মা- আইতাই �কিছল �য এেনদেৰ বৰৈদিচলাই মাকৰ ঘৰৈল
লৰালিৰৈক �গেছt বৰৈদিচলাক খৰধৰ নকিৰ লােহ -ধীেৰ বিহ চ= িলটািৰ
আঁচ= িৰ যাবৈল ঘৰৰ �চাতালত আইতাৰ লগত পীৰা, আইনা, ফণী,
�স�ৰু, �তল �থাৱা মনত পেৰ | বঁাহৰ কাঠ�ৰ মূৰত ৰঙা জলকীয়া িদ
�চাতালত �খাচ মািৰ �থাৱাও �দখা �গিছল যােত ধুমুহাৰ �েকাপ কেমt
মেন মেন �কিছেলা -

বৰৈদিচলা �ৰ �যাৱা
চ= িলটািৰ আঁচ= িৰ লােহ
ধীেৰ মাৰ ঘৰৈল �যাৱা t

অ' হাই ঐ.....

আেবিল �াবঘৰত �ঢালৰ �ছও, স� বৰ নাচনীৰ হঁািহৰ
িখলিখলিনেৰ িব� নাচৰ অনশুীলন, ঘৰৰ �চাতালত বা� কৰা
গােমাছাৰ ৰঙা -বগা সূতা, তঁাতশালৰ মাকুৰ শ�, �ঢঁকীৰ
মাত….. বহাগ িব�ৰ আদৰিণৰ �মাৰ �ৃিতৰ এয়া এেকা এেকাটা
��প�টt 

বহাগ মাহ আৰ� �হাৱাৰ আগৰ িদনেটা �হেছ গ� িব�t ঘৰত
পুৱাই মা�মাহ আ� হালিধ আিদ �ঢঁকীত খুি� �লাৱা �হিছলt
বাহঁৰ কািমেৰ বেনাৱা শলখাত চকিলয়াই �থাৱা �বেঙনা, লাও,
হালিধ, �থেকৰা আিদ খুিচ ভৰাই �লাৱা �হিছলt মাহ হালিধেৰ
�নাৱাই মািখয়তী দীঘলতী পােতেৰ �কাবাই ঘৰৰ ওচৰৰ কলংত
আমাৰ ৰঙা আ� ক'লা বৰণীয়া গ�েকইটাক গা ধুওৱা �হিছলt 

 মািখয়তী মািখপাত 
  মািখ মােৰা জাত জাতt 
  দীঘলতী দীঘল পাত
  মািখ মােৰা জাত জাতt    

আিমেবােৰ লগেত গাইিছেলা -

   লাও খা, �বেঙনা খা
   বছেৰ বছেৰ বািঢ় যা
   মাৰ স�, বােপৰ স�
   তই হিব বৰ বৰ গ�t

7



     এ হাতেতা �জত=কা ভিৰেতা �জত=কা
�কােন িদেল �জত=কা পাত ......

মৰমৰ বহাগ িব��ৰ এটা অিবে�দ� অংগ �হেছ �চিৰ �গাৱাৰ �থাt এিতয়াও অসমৰ গঁােৱ ভ> েঞ �চিৰৰ �চলন চিল আিহেছt সি�য়াপৰত গাৱঁৰ
ৰাইেজ ঘেৰ ঘেৰ �চাতালত �চিৰ গায় আ� গৃহ�ই পান তােমাল অিৰহণােৰ �সৱা আগবঢ়ায়t স� স� লৰা �ছাৱালীেয়ও ধূিত, চাদৰ �মেখলা
িপি� �গাট বাি� �চিৰ �গাৱা �দখা যায়t আিমও �তওঁেলাকৰ লগেত গাইিছেলঁা

হিৰ �বাল 
     �দউতাৰ পদিূলত �গা�াইেছ মাধুৰী

     �কেতকী মেলমলাই ঐ �গািব�াই ৰামt 
     কৃ�াইৰ মূৰেৰ বকুল ফুল এপািহ

     িনয়ৰ পাই মুকিল হ'ল ঐ �গািব�াই ৰামt 

িব� �হেছ অসমীয়াৰ পিৰচয়t সময়ৰ লেগ লেগ িব�ৰ িকছ;মান পিৰব��ন আিহ পিৰেছt িকছ;মান িনয়ম ঠাই িবেশেষ আেছ, আন িকছ;  লু� �হেছt
তাৰ মাজেত িব�ক আমাৰ নত=ন �জ�ক িনজৰ সাধ� অনসুিৰ িচনাকী কৰাই িদয়ােটা আমাৰ কত� ব� t মৰমৰ িব�� �তিতয়ােহ থািকব t

আেলাকিচ�ৰ উৎস: 
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Kopou_ful,_The_state_flower_of_Assam.jpg
https://www.pinterest.com/pin/466755948901154016/

িব�ৰ িদনা িচৰা, �দ, �ীম, িপঠােৰই আমাৰ িদনেটা পাৰ �হিছলt িব� বােব নত=ন কােপাৰ িপি�বৈল পাই আমাৰ ফূিত� ৰ সীমা �নােহাৱা �হিছলt
িডিঙত গােমাচাখন �মিৰয়াই �লিছেলঁা আ� এফালৰপৰা মা, �দউতা, আইতা, বৰেদউতা, বৰমা, খুৰা, খৰুী সকেলােক �সৱা কৰােটা িনয়ম আিছলt
আন এটা উৎসাহৰ কাৰণ আিছল হাতত �জত=কা লেগাৱােটাt ঘৰৰ পাছফালৰ �জত=কা �জাপাৰ পৰা খৰাহী ভৰাই পাত িচিঙ আিনিছেলাt
এিতয়াও �যন হাত দখুন �জােৰেৰ �িঙেল �জত=কাৰ �গা� পাম �যন লােগt �জত=কাৰ ঔষিধ �ণ আেছt �জত=কাই নাচনীৰ হাত ৰঙা ৰঙেৰ বুলায়
আ� িব� নাচৰ �সৗ�য�� বৃি� কেৰt �জত=কাৰ �ান আমাৰ িব� গীতত অপিৰসীমt ড. ভ> েপন হাজিৰকােদৱৰ িব�গীতত এেনদেৰ উে�খ �পাৱা
যায়

   �দৱ �দৱ মহােদৱ নীল�ীব জটাধৰt
    বাতবৃ� হৰেদৱ মহােদৱ নম�েতtt

গধূিল �গাহািলত ত=ঁ হ, �খৰ আিদেৰ জলাই জাগ িদ �ধঁাৱােৰ মহ মািখ �খিদ নত=ন পঘােৰ বাি� �থাৱাৰ িনয়মt
মানহু িব� তথা বহাগ মাহৰ �থম িদনেটাত নত=ন সাজ িপি� �গাসঁাইৰ আগত চািক বি� �লাই মাহ �সাদ আগ কিৰ �সৱা জেনাৱা হয় যােত নত=ন
বছৰেটা �কােনা বাধা- িবিঘিন, �বমাৰ আজাৰ �নােহাৱাৈক পাৰ হয় আ� �জ�জনক �সৱা জেনাৱা হয়t অসমীয়া সমাজত এই িদনেটাত নাহৰ
গছৰ পাতত বছৰৰ �ভ আৰ�ৰ বােব উে�খ কৰা ম� িলিখ ঘৰৰ দৱুাৰ মুখত বা ঘৰৰ চালত খিুচ �থাৱা হয়t �দউতাই এেনদেৰ আিম স�
থােকােত কৰা মনত আেছt
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“�ঢালেত উ�িল �ঢালেত কু�িল 
�ঢালেৰ অিময়া মাত,

�ঢালৰ মােত �িন ৰবেক �নাৱােৰঁা
এিৰ যঁাও �পটেৰ ভাত” t

অসমীয়া �লাক সং�� িতত 
�ঢালৰ অৱদান

�িতধাৰা �কৗিশক

অসমীয়া জনজীৱনত �াধান� লাভ কৰা িবিভ� �লাকবাদ� সমূহৰ িভতৰত �ঢাল অন�তম t িবিভ� জািত-উপজািত আ� জনেগা��ৰ আৱাসভ> িম
অসম অতীেজেৰ পৰা �লাক সং�� িতত চহকী t এই জনেগা�� সমূহৰ নানান উৎসৱ-নতৃ� �ঢালৰ �েয়াগ ব�াপক�পত �দখা �গেছt �ঢাল অসমীয়া
সং�� িতৰ এক আপূ�গীয়া বাদ� য� t �ঢালৰ অিবহেন অসমীয়া জািতৰ বাপিতসােহান ৰঙালী িব�ৰ �যন ৰং আধ�ৱা t ৰঙালী িব�ৰ সময়ত
অসমৰ সাং�� িতক বাতাবৰণক �ঢােল এক সু-�শািভত পু�-��প নত=ন �পত সজাই ত= েল t �ঢালৰ �ছও, �ঢালৰ মাত,�ঢালৰ বুলিন, জৰুিণ আিদত
মতলীয়াৈহ পেৰ অসমৰ জনজীৱন t এক আন� -উ�াসৰ উ�াদনাত �যন িব�তলী ৰজনজনাই উেঠ t

�ঢালক অসমীয়ােলােক �দৱবাদ� বুিল গণ� কিৰ আিহেছ t �লাকিব�াস মেত  �কলাস পব�তত �ঢালৰ উৎপি� �হিছল আ� তাৰ পৰাই প� পা�ৱ
অজু�েন ইয়াক মত� �ৈল নমাই অনা বুিল িব�াস কৰা হয় t

অসমত অতীেজেৰ পৰা �ঢালৰ ব�ৱহাৰ চিল আিহেছ t আেহাম �গ�েদও সকলৰ আেমালত �ঢােল ৰাজকীয় প�ৃেপাষকতা লাভ কিৰিছলt আেহাম
ৰজাৰ ৰাজচ’ৰাত িবিভ� উৎসৱত �ঢাল বেজাৱা �হিছল t আগৰ িদনত ৰাজকীয় �ঘাষনা সমূহ �ঢাল িপ� �েনাৱা �হিছল t আেহাম ৰজা বা ডা-
ডাঙৰীয়া সকল বাটচৰাৰ বািহৰ ওলােল, �দালাৰ কােষ কােষ ঢ=লীয়াই �ঢাল িপ� বজাই �যাৱাৰ �থা �চিলত আিছল t �ঢালক জনি�য় কিৰ
�তালাত চ=তীয়া ৰজাসকলৰ অৱদানও উে�খনীয় t
অসমৰ অিতশয় �াচীনতম বাদ� �ঢাল সকেলা �লাকবাদ� সমূহৰ িভতৰত িবিশ� িহচােপ িবেবচনা কৰা হয় t ইয়াৰ উপিৰও �ঢালক মাংগিলক
বাদ�য�ৰ �ান িদয়া হয় t �সেয়েহ িববাহেক মূখ� কিৰ অসমৰ স�সমূহৰ নানান মাংগিলক অনু�ান, শাৰদীয়া দগূ�া পূজা, ৰাস উৎসৱ আিদত �ঢাল
বাদনৰ পৰ�ৰা আেছ t 

�ঢালৰ গাত মুঠ এঘাৰটা অংশ থােক �যেন �খালা, টািল, �কাবিন, মলুৱা বা বা�িন, কাটিন ছাল, পুিল, ফিৰং, কানাই, বৰ�, �ডাল বা জৰী আ�
মািৰt �ঢাল এটাৰ িযেটা মূৰত বঁাহৰ মািৰ ডােলেৰ �কাবাই শ� উিলওৱা হয় তাক �কাৱা হয় �কাবিন t িযেটা মূৰত হােতেৰ চাপৰ িদ বেজাৱা হয়
তাক তািল বা �বৱা বুিল �কাৱা হয় t �ঢাল বজাবৈল ঢ=লীয়াসকেল এডাল বঁাহৰ মািৰ �তয়াৰ কিৰ লয় t এইডালৰ �দ �ঢালেটাৰ তািল খনৰ সমান
�হাৱােটা দৰকাৰ বুিল �ঢালীয়া সকেল কয় t এই মািৰ ডাল হােতেৰ মু� মািৰ ধৰা ফােল শকত আ� তািলত আঘাত কৰা ফােল �মা�েয় লািহ বা
ঘূৰণীয়া �টমা সদশৃ হয় t এই মািৰ ডালৰ সহায়ত তািলত আ� হাতৰ চাপিৰেৰ �বৱাত আঘাত কৰাৰ ফলেতই �ঢালত সুৰীয়া শ�ৰ উৎপি� হয় t

িব�ৰ বতৰত �ঢালৰ �ছৱত �িতজন অসমীয়া �ডকা-গাভ�ৰ মন ব�াকুল �হ পেৰ t �ঢালৰ সুমধুৰ ঝংকােৰ আমাৰ িব�ৱা, িব�ৱতী, নাচনীৰ মন
আেপান পাহৰা কিৰ ত= েল t অসমীয়া কলা-কৃ�ৰ আপূ�গীয়া স�দ �ঢােল বহাগৰ বতৰত স�ীিৱত কেৰ নত=ন সৃ�ৰ কিণকাt

�ঢালৰ চাপৰত গাভ� নাচনীৰ �দহ-মন সাত খন-আঠ খন �হ উেঠ t ৰঙালী িব�ৰ সময়ত গাভ� নাচনীেয় গছৰ তলত বা গহৃ�ৰ ঘৰৰ �চাতালত
ঢ=লীয়া �ডকাৰ �ঢালৰ চাপৰত কঁকাল আ� বুকু ভািঙ নােচ আ� এই নাচনীৰ লয়- লাসত �েত�ক অসমীয়া �লাক আ�তত মতলীয়া �হ পেৰt  
অসমীয়া জািতৰ �াণ ��প �ঢাল আ� ঢ=লীয়া সং�� িত বৃহৎ অসমীয়া সং�� িতৰ উ�তম িচনািক t অসমৰ আকােশ-বতােহ, পাহাৰ-পব�ত
সকেলােত �ঢালৰ সকুীয়া শ�ৰ ��ন �িতজন অসমীয়ােয় উপলি� কেৰt এই অপ�প ঢ=লীয়া সং�� িতৰ পৰ�ৰা অব�াহত ৰখাত আিম
সকেলােৱ �িত�তব� t

উৎস:  
�ীমেহ� কুমাৰ নাথ, অসমৰ �লাকবাদ� �ঢাল:এক অৱেলাকন, https://theoxygentimes.com/single-blog.php?blog=144
অসমীয়া বাদ য� �ঢাল, িব� �পঁপা আ� গগনা, https://satriyasanskriti.blogspot.com/2022/01/axomiya-badyyantra-dhol-pepa-gagana.html#google_vignette
িমনুেৰখা গৈগ, অসমৰ �লাকবাদ�- �ঢাল, https://as.vikaspedia.in/education
কিবতা �চৗধুৰী, অসমৰ �লাকবাদ�, �লাক-সং�� িতৰ এক অমূল� উপাদান, https://www.bornil.in/2016/12/blog-post_91.html
পটভ> িমৰ আেলাকিচ�: এনাজৰী, 2017

অসমৰ িবিভ� জনেগা��েয় িভ� িভ� উপল�ত �বেলগ �বেলগ ধৰণৰ �ঢাল ব�ৱহাৰ কিৰ আিহেছ t �ঢাল বেজাৱাৰ আকাৰ, বাদনৰ �কইবাটাও
আনু�ািনক ��িত বা �শলী আেছ t ইয়াৰ িভতৰত �ধান �হেছ িব� �ঢাল বা বা পািত �ঢাল আ� ওজা �ঢাল, জয় �ঢাল, বৰ �ঢাল, �ঢপােঢাল,
মাদল, কিৱেঢাল ইত�ািদ t অসমৰ িডমাছা আ� িতৱা সকেল ব�ৱহাৰ কৰা �ঢালক �কাৱা হয় �াম t বেড়া সকলৰ �ঢালক খাম, িমিচং স�দায়ৰ
�ঢালক দমু দমু, ৰাভা জনজািতৰ খাম বা �হমা, কািব�সকলৰ �ঢালক �চং, মাৰ সকেল ব�ৱহাৰ কৰা �ঢালক খুৱাং বুিল কয় t এেনকুৱা িবিভ�
জনেগা��ৰ �ঢালৰ িবিভ� নাম �দখা �গেছ t িকছ;  হ’�লও এেন �ঢাল সমূহৰ আকাৰ- আকৃিতৰ �েভদ পিৰলি�ত হয় t ওজা �ঢাল িব� �ঢালতৈক
সামান� ডাঙৰ t ওজােঢাল এেকজন ওজাই দটুা বা তেতািধক �ঢাল এেকলেগ বজায় t  �ঢপােঢাল অসমৰ দৰং-ম�লৈদৰ ফােল �ঢপাঢ=্লীয়া
অনু�ানত ব�ৱহাৰ হয় t ইয়াৰ িনম�াণ �ণালী আ� বেজাৱাৰ �কৗশল স�ূণ� পৃথকt জয়েঢাল বৃহৎ আকাৰৰ আ� ইয়াৰ শ� �চ=ৰ মা�ৰ হয় t
সাধাৰণেত �দওধনী নৃত�ৰ লগত সংগিত ৰািখ ইয়াক ব�ৱহাৰ কৰা হয় t মনসা পজূাত আেয়ািজত জয়ঢ=লীয়া অন�ুানত জয়েঢাল বেজাৱা হয় t
মাদল �হেছ অসমৰ চাহ জনেগা��ৰ �লােক ঝুমুৰ গীতৰ লগত ব�ৱহাৰ কৰা �ঢালt ইয়াৰ ব�ৱহাৰ অসমৰ উপিৰও ভাৰতৰ অন�ান� জনেগা��ৰ
মাজত �চিলত t অসমৰ �ঢাল িবলাকৰ িভতৰত বৰেঢােলই আটাইতৈক আকৃিতত ডাঙৰ t অসমৰ পৰ�ৰাগত আকষ�ণীয় বৰঢ=লীয়া আ�
পুতলা নাচৰ অন�ুানত বৰেঢাল বেজাৱা হয়t কিৱেঢালৰ ব�ৱহাৰ �গাৱালপৰীয়া �লাকগীতৰ লগত সংগিত ৰািখ কৰা হয় t ইয়াক বহল মুখৰ
মািৰেৰ �কাবাই বেজাৱা হয় t
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�পিশখা ব�ৱা

ক �য় �বােল "ক'লা কাউৰী, িকয় কৰ কা কা"
খ �য় �বােল "খকুৱা, খড়ুমা খৰৈক খা"
গ �য় গায় গপচত "গৰম গাখীৰ িগলাচ গপাগপ িগল !"
ঘ ৰ ঘড়ীেয় �বােল "ঘৰৈল ঘূৰ ঘ ড়ীত এঘাৰ বািজল !"
নাকৰ �শঙ;ন �বাৱাই �বঙা ঙ �য় কয়
"িশিঙ আ� িশঙৰাৰ মহঙা বজাৰ" t

"চাহকাপ �চঁচা �হ চব�ত হ'বt" চ=চ=ক-চামাকৈক চ �য় উচিপচাই উেঠ 
ছ ৰ ছাগলীেয় ৰছী িছিঙ পাছফােল গছ খাই আেছ !
জাৰকািল জহুালত জহা জলপান খায়
জ �য় �বােল জীৱন-জগত জানা জিহ-খিহ যায় !

ঝাও বনৰ কােষেৰ এখন ঝণ�া �ব যায়
তােত জীঞা উৰা চাবৈল ঝ আৰ ঞ �য় িচঞিৰ-িচঞিৰ যায় t

ট ৰ �টাকৰত �টাপিন ভািগল
ঠ �য় ঠাইেত �য়ৈহ �তােত ঠিগল
ডাংেকালাৈক ডািঙ ড ই ডাঙৰ ডবা� বজায় 
গাধ িকিনবৈল ধনীৰােম ধ ৰ পৰা ধন ধাৰ লয়

�েণ�িত হিৰণৰ বৰেণ ণ ৰ মন �মােহ
বাগেদৱী বীণাপািনৰ �ণােমা চৰেণ t

তপত �তলত ত ই তৰকাৰী �তয়াৰ কেৰ
থ �য় থাল-বািত �ল থমথমৈক বিহ থােক |
দ ৰ দৰৱৰ �দাকান িদেনৗ �খালা ৰােখ |
ঢলপুৱােত ঢপিলয়াই ঢ ই �পট-িঢলা দৰৱ আেন |
"�নাৱােৰা" কথা� �হৰা নক'বা কাহািনও
নহ'�ল ন ৰ মান নহ'বেন বা� হািন !
�িতিনত প �য় পােত �পাহৰৰ �পাহাৰ,
ধৰফৰাই ফ যায় �ফঁাপাই-�যাপাই 
ব �য় �বােল বাওধান বাবৈল লােগ বা�ত বলt
ভ �য় কয় “ভয় নাই, ভয় নাই, িনভ�ক ভাই-ভনী t”
ম �য় কয় “�মাৰ মেত মােথা মািনবা চিলt”

য �ৰ �যাগ �হ সলাই আখেৰ আকাৰ
�যিতেতিন নাযায় যিদেহ "য কাৰ" 
ৰ �য় িৰিঙয়াই কয়, ৰংঘৰেত ৰ'ম 

ল �য় লগেত �বােল “লৰা-লিৰ নকিৰেল হ'বৈগ পলম t”

ভাৱনাত িবেভাৰ ৱ ডাৱৰৈল �কেনৈক যাব
প�ৱাই �বােল ব�ৱাৰ নােৱেৰ �যাৱােহ ভাল হ'ব
শ, ষ আ� স ৰ শ�েবাৰৰ সমস�া অেশষ
শ� �িন স�কৈক �কাৱাজন িবেশষ t
হ অলপ গহীন, হ'�লও হঁািহ-মািত থােক
হঁাহ আ� হিৰণাই হািবত হাতীেৰ সখী পােতt
� িলিখবৈল �গ পােলা বৰ িশ�া
পৰী�াৰ আগেত ল'ব লািগব দী�া
ড় ৰ লগত ভাড়াতীয়া খুড়াই খুড়ীক আিনবৈল গ'ল 
বুঢ়ী ঢ় ই বাঢ়িন মািৰ �চাতাল িচকুণাই ৰ'ল
নকয়, নহয়, নাপায়, নাযায় কথােবাৰেয কয়
�সইেবাৰৰ আন উপায় নাই, �শষত য় হয় t

হঠাৎ কদািচৎ ৎ ৰ খং উ� যায়
ং �য় ফিৰং িচ�কা িদ দলং পাৰৈহ যায় 
উঃ আঃ কিৰ :  আেছ পিৰ
সুৱদী বঁাহীেৰ ৺ �য় গাওঁখন আেছ �মািহ tt

আখৰৰ কথা বহাগ িবন�ীয়া
  ��া মজমুদাৰ চ�  

চʼতৰ �শষত বস�ৰ পৰশত
গেছ-বেন সলােল পাত,
কেপৗ ফুিলল �কেতকী ফুিলল
কুিলেয়ও লগােল মাতt

ৰংপুৰৰ নাচনী ৰঙেত ৰাঙলী
তেত নাই িলিহৰী গাত,
ৰংমন ককােয় বজাইেছ �ঢাল�
িধিনিক িধন-দাওঁ মাতt

িপৰািলত বিহ ধনবৰ কাই�েয়
ব�েছ গ�ৰ পঘা,
তঁাতৰ পাটত ৰতনী বাই�েয়
বাি�েছ �নেঘিৰ-�খাপাt

বহাগী আই�েয় িব�ৱান লগাইেছ
ৰঙাৈক সূতাৰ ফুল,
এই-�বিল িব�ত �চনাই ধনক যািচব
�নমািন �কােনা জািত-কুলt
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অে�িলয়াৰ ‘বছু ৱািকং’

 ি��া �চৗধুৰী

‘বুছ ৱািকং’, অথ�াৎ বনা�লত �খাজ কঢ়াৰ মাদকতাৰ কথা
�তেন ি�য়া কৰাজেনেহ ভালৈক অনভুৱ কিৰব পািৰব ৷
জনেকালাহলৰ পৰা দৈূৰত �কৃিতৰ �প পান কিৰব পৰাৰ
অিভ�তাই মানুহৰ মনত এক সকুীয়া অনুভ= িত জগাই �তােল,
িযেয় অকল শাৰীিৰক �া��ই নহয়, মানিসক �া��ৰ বােবও
অিত উপকাৰী ৷

অে�লীয়া �াকৃিতক �সৗ�য��ৰ এক ভঁৰাল ৷ ইয়াৰ িবিভ� জীৱ-জ�, গছ-গছিন আন
�দশৰ ত=লনাত ব�ত �বেলগ ৷ আ� এটা মন কিৰবলগীয়া িবষয় হ’ল �য ইয়াত বাঘ,
ভালুক জাতীয় মানেুহ সাৱধােন থািকবলগীয়া জ� নথকাৰ বােব বনা�লত �খাজ
কািঢ়বৈল ভাল ৷ অৱেশ� ইয়াত সাৱধান হবলগীয়া আন ব� কথাই আেছ ৷ 

�থম বাৰ ‘বুছ ৱািকং’কিৰবৈল �যাৱাৰ আগেত ‘বুছ ৱািকং’ৰ িবষেয় অৱগত �হ �লাৱা
অিতশয় দৰকাৰ ৷ ‘বুছ ৱািকং’ত গ’�ল �সুৰ�াৰ লগেত বনা�লত থকা জীৱ-জ�ৰ
সৰু�াৰ �িতও িবেশষ মেনােযাগ িদয়ােটা আৱশ�কীয় িবষয় ৷ উপযু� �পাছাক আ�
�জাতা, পানীৰ �যাগাৰ, �খাৱা ব�, ডাউনল’দ কিৰ িনয়া �মপ, দৰকাৰী �ফান ন�ৰ,
বনৰীয়া জীৱ-জ�ৰ পৰা �কেনৈক সাৱধানৈহ থািকব লােগ ইত�ািদ আগতীয়াৈক জািন
�লাৱা উিচত ৷
‘বুছ ৱািকং’ কিৰবৈল �যাৱাৰ আগেত, িবেশষৈক দীঘলীয়া ‘বুছ ৱািকং’ত �যাৱাৰ
আগেত কােৰাবাক ক’�ল �যাৱা হ’ব আ� �কিতয়া উভিত অহাৰ কথা জনাই �যাাৱা
উিচত ৷ ‘বুছ ৱািকং’ কেৰােত সদাই সজাগৈহ থকােটা অিত আৱশ�কীয় ৷ 

‘বুছ ৱািকং’ �মাৰ বৰ ি�য় ৷ �ৱী মাউে�ই�চত আমাৰ ঘৰৰ কাষেত ব�েতা
স� স� হািব আেছ ৷ শীত কালত মই �ােয়ই তাত �খাজকািঢ়বৈল যাওঁ ৷
হািবত কেটাৱা সময় িখিন �কেনৈকেনা পাৰৈহ যায় গেমই নাপাওঁ ৷ জনসমু�ৰ
�কালাহলৰ আঁতৰত, মােথা ওখ ওখ গছৰ পাতৰ লহৰ, পিৰ�াৰ বায়ু, িবিভ�
চৰাই-িচিৰক�ৰ �মৗ িমঠা মাত আ� হঠােত �কে��েৱ সিৰ পৰা �কান
ইউেকিল�াচ গছৰ পাতৰ ওপেৰেৰ জিপয়াই জিপয়াই আঁতৰৈল লৰ মািৰ
�যাৱা শ�ই মন �াণ ভৰাই �তােল ৷ িকেয এক অপূব� স�ুৰ পিৰেৱশ!

এবাৰ ‘বুছ ৱািকং’ কিৰ থােকােত হঠােত মনৈল আিহল �য �মাৰ স��খত
�দেখান এটা �জািতৰ গেছ আন এটা �জািতৰ গছৰ লগত কৰা সংঘ�স
দশৃ�মান! এেকাটা এেলকা এটা �জািতৰ গেছেৰ ভিৰ আেছ, তাৰ দঁািতত আন
এটা �জািতৰ এেলকা আৰা� �হেছ ৷ যিদ এেজাপা গছ আন �জািতৰ গছৰ
মাজত গিজ উ�েছ, �সই গছ �জাপাৰ অৱ�া অিত �শাচনীয় ৷ �দিখ লােগ
�যন ইয়াৰ ৰসেবাৰ �ঘিৰ থকা গছেবােৰ �িহ িনেছ, িকছ;মান গছৰ অৱেশষেহ
মা� �ৰ �গেছ ৷ দেুয়া এেলকাৰ সীমাৰ ওচেৰ-পাজেৰ এই দশৃ� �বিছৈক
�দিখবৈল পােলা ৷ িপছত ই�াৰেনটৰ �যােগ জািনব পািৰেলােয মই ভবা
কথােটা সত�ৰ পৰা িবেশষ িনলগত নহয় ৷ গছৰ সু�া��ৰ বােব সূয��ৰ �পাহৰ
আ� পিৰ�াৰ বায়ুৰ আৱশ�ক ৷ অৰণ�ত কম ঠাইত ঘণ ঘণৈক গছ গিজেল
আৱশ�কীয় ৰ’দ আ� বতাহৰ অভাৱৰ বােব এেজাপা গেছ আন গছৰ লগত
সংঘাতৰ মুখা-মুিখ হব লগা হয় ৷ 11



বনা�লত �খাজ কঢ়াৰ উপকািৰতােবাৰ হ’ল:

১. ব�ায়ােম মানুহৰ স�ুা�� বজাই ৰখাত িকমান সহায় কেৰ �সই িবষেয় নজনা
মানুহ নােয়ই বুিল ক’�ল হয়েটা ভ=ল নহব ৷ িনয়মীয়াৈক �খাজ কঢ়ােটা খুবস�ৱ
সকেলাতৈক সহজ ব�ায়াম, ‘বুছ ৱািকং’ কিৰেল তাৰ উপকািৰতা ব� �েণ
বৃি� পায় ৷

২. ‘বুছ ৱািকং’ৰ ৰা�ােবাৰ অসমান অথ�াত ওেখাৰা-�মােখাৰা আ� ব� ঠাই
খলা-বমাও হব পােৰ, �সেয়েহ সমান ৰা�াত �খাজ কঢ়াৰ ত=লনাত ‘বুছ ৱািকং’
কিৰেল আমাৰ শৰীৰৰ অিধক মাংসেপশী ব�ৱ�ত হয়

৩. িবিভ� জীৱ-জ�ৰ উপি�িতেয় মন-�াণ সজীৱ আ� উৎফুি�ত কিৰ
�তালাৰ লগেত মনৰ 
    সজাগতাও বৃি� কৰা �দখা যায় ৷

৪. ‘বুছ ৱািকং’এ মানুহৰ মেনােযাগ িদব পৰা শি� বৃি� কেৰ |

৫. মানুহৰ মনৰ উদাসতা (depression) আ� উৎক�া (anxiety) �াস কেৰ |

৬. মনৰ সজাগতা জািগ উঠাৰ বােব �াকৃিতক পিৰেৱশৰ �িত আকিষ�ত �হ পিৰেৱশ সংৰ�ণৰ �িত আ�হী �হ পেৰ |

অে�লীয়াৰ �িতখন ৰাজ�েত অসংখ� বনা�লত অসংখ� �খাজকঢ়া ৰা�া আেছ ৷ এই ৰা�ােবাৰ �খাজকািঢ়ব পৰাৰ �মতা অনযুায়ী িবিভ� ভাগত
�যেন ��ড১, ��ড২, ��ড৩, ��ড৪, ��ড৫ ভেগাৱা �হেছ ৷ 

‘বুছ ৱািকং’ �কৃিতৰ লগত মনষু�ৰ গভীৰ স�ক�  গিঢ় �তালাত সহায় কৰাৰ এক অি�তীয় মাধ�ম! আগেত যিদ �কিতয়াও ‘বুছ ৱািকং’ কৰা নাই,
আেপানােলাক থকা অ�লৰ কাউি�লৰ অিফচৰ পৰা আেপািন যাব পৰা ‘বুছ ৱািকং’ ��কৰ িবষেয় খবৰ কিৰ চাব পােৰ ৷ 

�ব�ািনেক এই িবষেয় গেৱষণা কিৰ গম পাইেছ �য পৃিথবীৰ সকেলা ঠাইেত
গছ-গছিনৰ এেন ব�ৱহাৰ ল�� কৰা �দখা যায় ৷ িক� এেকা এেকা সময়ত
এইেটাও �দিখবৈল �পাৱা যায় �য আন �জািতৰ গছৰ লগত �হাৱা সংঘাতত
�ক িনজ �জািতৰ লগত সংঘাত অিধক গভীৰ ৷ আনহােত, এেকা এেকা ঠাইত
এটা �বে�িৰয়া �পাৱা যায় িযেয় িবিভ� �জািতৰ গছৰ মাজত িশপাৰ
জিৰয়েত খাদ�ৰ আদান-�দান কৰাত সহায় কেৰ ৷ 
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আেৱশ
ৰািতপুৱা ৷ ৰ’দ উঠােয় নাই ভালৈক ৷ �সঁা -িপেন চােলা ৷ লাইট-প� এটা, তাৰ পৰা ওেলাৱা �বকা ধাম এডালত তলৈল মুখ
কিৰ ��ট লাইট ৷ এই দটুাৰ মােজেৰ �দখা যায় িসিপিনৰ ঘৰেটাৰ (বা ঘৰেবাৰৰ) চাল ৷ �সই ঘৰেটাৰ ওপৰত খলপা-
খলপ কমলা ৰঙৰ, তাৰ ওপৰত ক’লা িকবা এখন ৷ ৰবাব �টঙা, কঁঠাল, খিৰকাজাই ঘৰৰ �চৗহদত ৷

ওচৰত বাকী অ�ািলকা; অ�ািলকাৰ �িতেযািগতা ৷ �সইেবাৰৰ ওপৰত নীলা (বা আন ৰঙৰ) পানীৰ �টংকী ৷ িচিল�াৰ
আকৃিতৰ যতন, তলত আয়তাকাৰ ফিল ৷ �সৗৰ-শি�ৰ বােব...৷ আ� মাজ খ� �সামাই �যাৱা কঁাহী িকছ;মান, সমুখত
মাইকৰ িনিচনা ট=কুৰা এটা ৷ এইেবােৰিদ �িভৰ িবিভ� িকবা-িকিব আেহ ৷

ৰ’দ এিতয়াও উঠােয় নাই ভালদেৰ ৷ বাওঁ আকাশত �মঘ ৷ তলৰিখিন ক’লা, ওপৰৰেবাৰ
অলপ বগা আ� �ায় চাব �নাৱাৰা ৷ �বিলেটা িকজািন এইিখিনৰ িপছেতই (বিহ বা উিৰ)
আেছ ৷ িকক্ , িকক্  িকক্  িকক্ ... চৰাইৰ মাত? িক চৰাইেনা হ’ব পােৰ? স�? ডাঙৰ? ৰঙা?
নীলা? কমলা খলপৰ চালৰ ঘৰেটাৰ স� খু� এটাৰ ওপৰত এটা �কেক� ট=ৱা ৷ ইয়াৰ মাত
এইেটা! যাঃ চৰাইৰ মাতৰ কিব কিব লগা ভাবেটা �নােহাৱা �হ গ’ল ৷ িকক্  িকক্ ... লেগ লেগ
তাৰ �নজডাল ওপৰৈল উঠা-নমা ৷ �যন ভৱ�-গৱ� �লাক ৷ িপ�ৰ িপেন হাত দখুন, এখেনেৰ
আনখন ধিৰ থােক ৷ এখনৰ তলুৱা ককালৰ িবপৰীত িদশত �খালা, হাত বাউল িদ মােত - আহ
আহ আহ... িকক্  িক্ ক িকক্ ... আহ আহ আহ...৷ �নজৰ লৰচৰ, হাত বাউল ৷ 

ওচৰৰ ঘৰত পৰা �িলঙাৰ শ� ভঁািহ আিহেছ ৷ হয়েতা পূজা কিৰেছ ৷ কঁঠালেজাপাৰ �িৰত
এজেন কলেহ-কলেহ পানী ধািলেছ ৷ মুেখেৰ িকবা-িকিব িবৰিবৰাই আেছ ৷ ভালেক �িনবৰ
�চ�া কিৰেলঁা, �না নাযায় ৷

দইু মহলাৰ ওপৰৰ পৰা ব� কথােয়ই �না নাযায় ৷ আকাশ – বাওঁফােল �মঘ, �সঁাফােল নীলা ৷
হঠাৎ নাৰীৰ-দ�ৃৰ �িত [িবে�ষণা�ক, সাংখ�দশ�ন] স�ানত �মাৰ মন মু� �হ পিৰল ৷
�দাকানত কয়, এইেটা নহয় �ক, অকমান পাতল নীলা, এটা নহয়... নহয়..., অকনমান ডাঠ
ইয়াতেক...৷ হয়, হয়...৷ আগেত িবৰি� লগা কথােটা আিজ আকােশ িনেজই বুজাই িদেল,
িবিভ� নীলা ৷ বাওঁফােল গাঢ়; �সঁাফালেল �মা�েয় পাতল �হ অহা ৰং, নীলা ৰং ৷

�া�ল অিধকাৰী

আ� �ধঁাৱা ওলাইেছ িচম্ িনৰ পৰা | কমলা খলপা ঘৰেটাৰ �চৗহদত ৰবাব �টঙা, তােৰই চালৰ
এটা অংশৰ পৰা িচম্ িন আ� তাৰ পৰা উদ ্গীিৰত �ধঁাৱা ৷ �পটান� �লেছ �ধঁাৱাই ৷ িচধা, �বকা-
�বকী, কিপ-কিপ �যাৱা, একদম িচধাই �যাৱা ৷ যা...তা... যেথ� ৷

িকক্  িকক্  িকক্  িকক্ ... মােজ মােজ খৰেক ৷ খৰেক মািতেল �দৗেৰ �বটাই চালৰ ওপৰত আেকৗ গতানুগিতক ৷ ... িকহত সংেকত বা? এেনেয়
�দৗৰা-�দৗিৰ িকজািন ৷ মন��ৰ গভীৰ খাদত জাপ িনিদেলও চেল ৷ আ� �গেছ মানুহ ৰা�ােৰ িবিভ� আকৃিত-�কৃিতৰ ৷ আকৃিত দশৃ�মান, �কৃিত
জনা নাযায় ৷ ৰা�ােৰ �যাৱা মানুহৰ �কৃিত? সহজ কথা? যাৰ লগত জীৱন কটাইেছঁা �সইসকলৰ �কৃিতেয়ই আিজও চািব �নােহাৱা তলা ৷
�কােনাপেধ� �খালা নাযায় ৷ ভািঙও �পলাব �নাৱািৰ ৷ পািৰ জােনা? আ� ৰা�াৰ মানহু? ইমান সহজ!!

মই বুিজ পাওঁ
�মাৰ এ� মন আেছ

য’ত িকছ;মান ভাবনাই
িবচৰণ কিৰ থােক !!!

সঁাত= িৰ ফুেৰা মই
িক� পাৰ নাপঁাও !

�মাৰ সেপাণ
এ� িমঠা সেপাণ !

�তামাক �কাৱাৰ দেৰই
শৰৎ, আকাশ, িনয়ৰ,

�শৱালী, �জানাক ইত�ািদ
অথবা �েহিলকা?

অনািদ, অন�, অসীম
িচৰিদন, িচৰকাল !

উশাহ

বগা-বগা এ�’ন িপি� ব�েতা ল’ৰা-�ছাৱালী ৷ ওপৰত পেকটত বা িডিঙত �মিৰয়াই ��থ’��াপ ৷ ওচৰৰ হা�াতালৰ ড৷�ৰ বা সহেযাগী বা িশ�াথ�
৷ মানৱেসৱা, বৰ উ� মানিসকতাৰ �কাশ, ইয়াত আশা আ� অথ� দেুয়াট৷ই িবৰাজমান ৷
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আগচকােটাৰ কাষত এফােল িচকিমক ধাত=ৰ ট=কুৰা ৷ �ীড ল’�ল �ফনৰ ��ডৰ দেৰ �নেদখা �হ যায় ৷ এখন মা�াতা যুগৰ �� � ৷ মাড-গাড� ৰ
ওপৰত মামৰ ৷ তলৰ ফােল িক অৱ�া বা? নাই, দইু মহলাৰ ওপৰৰ পৰা চাব পৰা নাযায় ৷ হয়েতা জিহ-খিহ �গেছ ৷ ‘‘�সােণেৰ সেজঁাৱা পজা জািহ-
খিহ যায়” - জনি�য় ক�িশ�ীৰ সংগৃিহত গান ৷ এৰা... ইেটা এখন �� �েহ, বাদ �দ ৷

ইয়াত বগ�ফুট িহচাপত ঘৰ �হাৱা নাই এিতয়াও ৷ কঁঠালৰ গছ আেছ ৷ িকমান বগ�ফুট হ’ব? খিৰকাজাই এেজাপাও আেছ ৷ এেজাপা ৰঙা ফুল ফুিল
থকা �জােপাহা গছ... নাম নাজােনা... জবা নহয় ৷ অেটািৰ�া এখন পাৰ �হ গ’ল ৷ আ� �গেছ এগৰাকী �বাখ�া পিৰিহতা, আ� �গেছ এগৰাকী
�লেকিচয়াই �লেকিচয়াই ৷ �মাৰ িনিচনাই �নিক অৱ�া! এ.িব.এন. �নিক? এভাচকুলাৰ �ন�িচচ অৱ িদ �ফম’�ৰল �হ’ড (Avascular Necrosis of
Femoral Head) ৷ মূৰত এটা পািচৰ দেৰ, িকবা �ক-�ক �গেছ ৷ �না নাযায় ৷ �িনেলও বুজা নাযায়... �মাৰ মাতৃভাষা নহয়; আন ভাষা ৷ দইু মহলাত
পৰা ব� কথাই �না নাযায় ৷ িকক্  িকক্  িকক্  িকক্  ... ইহঁতৰ ভাগৰ নালােগ �নিক! �কেক� ট=ৱােবাৰৰ?

শ� �না নাযায়, �িনেলও বুজা নাযায়৷ হাউদা... আ আ? চািৰ¸-চািৰ ৷ হয় �নিক... ভাল বা�, হ’ব ইত�ািদ ৷ �তেনকুৱাই িকবা অিভব�ি� ৷
বা�ােবাৰক �� লৈল িনবৈল গাড়ী আিহেছ ৷ স�-ডাঙৰ ৷ মাকেবােৰ আগবঢ়াই িদ ত�য় �হ চাইেছ ৷ পিঢ়-�িন ডাঙৰ মানহু হ’ব... হয়েতা ব�ত
ডাঙৰ ৷ চাে�ৗ, চাে�ৗ... শাক �বেচাতাৰ িচঞৰ, এ�ু...?

লােহ লােহ মানুহ বািঢ়েছ, িক� ভীৰ নাই ৷ ব��তা আেছ... খবু �খিলেমিল নাই ৷ আকাশ আগতৈক সহজ ৷ বগলী এটা (এজনী!) উিৰ গ’ল ৷
িচলনীেবাৰ উিৰেছ দৰূত, ভােটৗ দটুামান উিৰেছ ওচৰত... খৰৈক ৷ কমলা খলপাৰ ৰবাব �টঙা ৷ দেুজাপা নািৰকল গছ ওচৰা-ওচিৰ¸৷ িপছৰ �জাপা
মিৰেছ ৷ �কেনৈক নাজােনা - ব�পাত পিৰ, বুঢ়া �হ? আগৰেজাপা সেতজ ৷ তােতা �কেক� ট=ৱা ৷ িচম্ িনেটাৰ পৰা �ধঁাৱা ওলাইেছ, �পটান� সলাইেছ ৷

শ� আেছ �াকৃিতক - যাি�ক ৷ কাণত পেৰ – িক� িবৰ� নকেৰ ৷ মানহু, যান-বাহন বািঢ় আিহেছ, িক� ভীৰ নাই ৷ দীঘল উশাহ ল’ব পািৰ ৷ ৰ’�দা
উ� আিহেছ লােহ-লােহ ৷ িচম্ িনৰ পৰা �ধঁাৱা ওলাইেছ, �পটান� সলাইেছ … যেথ� ৷ িকক্ -িকক্ -িকক্ -িকক্  ….

নাই, ৰ’দ �নালাবেয়ই �নিক! িবকট িচঞৰ মািৰ মানুহ এজন পাৰ �হ গ’ল ৷ চােলঁা ৷ গাখীৰ আ� লগেত পাতল �সউজীয়া, গাঢ় িকবা চাইেকল
এখনত �বাজাই কিৰ �কা� মানুহ এজন �গ আেছ ৷ ঘৰেবােৰ সমুখত ৰয়, �কােনাবা এজন ওলাই আেছ, িকবা িকেন ৷ আ� মানহুজন আ�ৱায় ৷
গাখীৰেটা বা� গাখীেৰই, বাকীেবাৰ? হয়েটা �গা-মূ� ৷ ধম�ানু�ানত �েয়াজনীয়তা থকা, িবিভ� বীজাণু নাশ কিৰবৈল �েয়াজনীয়তা থকা (?) �গা-
মূ�!
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টংটংটংটংটং....... �� লৰ ছ;�ৰ �বলেটা �জাৰত বািজ উ�ল t �� লৰ ল’ৰা �ছাৱালীেবােৰ িনজৰ িনজৰ �� ল �বগত িকতাপ, বহী, �পনিছল িয আেছ
সামিৰ �াছ �মৰপৰা �দৗিৰ �দৗিৰ ওলাই গ’ল t কণল’ৰাইও খৰেখদাৈক �বগেটা সামিৰ কা�ত উলমাই লৰ মািৰেল �গটৰফােল t

আিজ অকিণ নাই লগত, িস মাক �দউতাকৰ লগত তাৰ �মামােয়কৰ ঘৰৈল �গেছ িবয়া খাবৈল t গিতেক িস আিজ আমেজাপা অকেলই পাৰ হব
লািগব t গঁাৱৰ মানহুেবােৰ �কাৱা �েন �বােল “গছেজাপাত ভ>ত থােক” t তাৰ মােক �কাৱা কথাষাৰ মনত পিৰল “ভ>ত �দিখেল িতিনবাৰ থু �পলািব,

আ� িকচন্ িকচন ্িকচন্ বুিল ভগবানৰ নাম ল’িব, �তিতয়া �তাৰ গাত ভ>ত লি�ব �নাৱােৰ t“
তথািপ তাৰ বুকুখন িঢিপংৈক গ’ল t িস �� লৰ �বগৰপৰা ��লপাত উিলয়াই হাতত �ল ঘৰৈল বুিল �খাজ লেল t িযমােন আমগছেজাপাৰ কথা মনত
পিৰেল িসমােন তাৰ বুকুৰ ধপধপিনেতা বািঢ়বৈল ধিৰেল t হাতৰ ��লপাত িনজৰ তিপনাত �ঢালৰ বৰশী মািৰৰ দেৰ বজাই বজাই িস আগ বািঢ়ল t
��লপােত �যন �ঢালৰ �িন নবজাই তাৰ বুকুৰ িঢিপংিঢিপং শ�েটাৰ লগতেহ তাল িমলাবৈল ধিৰেল t িযমােন আমগছেজাপাৰ ওচৰ চািপল বুকুৰ

ধপধপিনেতা আ� ��লপাতৰ �কাব খৰ হ’বৈল ধিৰেল t তাৰ এেনকুৱা লািগেল বুকুখনেযন �কােনাবা এপাকত ফা�েহ যাব t
দৈূৰৰ পৰা �দিখেল ক’লাৈক ডাঙৰ আমগছেজাপা িনমঁাওমঁাওৈক িথয় �হ আেছ t �পা�ৰ �খাজমান থােকােতই িস থমিক ৰ’ল t 

“�সাওও...ত, �সাওও...ত, �সাওও...ত...” দীঘল দীঘলৈক িস িতিনতামান উশাহ লেল t
বঁাওহােত কা�ৰ �� লৰ �বগেতা আ� �সঁাহােত ��লপাত খােমািছ ধিৰ গাত িযমান বল আেছ িসমান �জােৰ �দৗৰ মািৰেল আমেজাপাৰফােল

�নােচাৱাৈক t গছেজাপাৰ িথক্ ওচৰ পাওঁেতই �সঁা কােণ �িনেল 
“কুউ...উ...কুউ...উ...কুউ...উ...” �ক ধপধপাই কুিল চৰাই এটা উিৰ গ’ল t িপেছ তাৰ �সইফােল চাবৈল সাহস বা সময় দেুয়াটাই নহ’ল t �পা�ৰ-িবশ

�খাজমান পাৰ �হাৱাৰ পাছতেহ িস ৰ’ল t উশাহেটা �ঘাৰাই পাবৈল লৰচৰ নকৰাৈক ৰ’ল t 
কপালৰপৰা ঘাম এেটাপাল ওলাই িপৰিপৰৈক �ব আিহ কাণৰ ফুটাত �সামাল, কাণখন সৰুসৰুাই উ�ল, গােতা িজকাৰ খাই গ’ল t আঠু দটুাত

দহুােত �ভজাৈল অকমান ৰ’ল, চকুিকটােৰ জলক্-টপক্ �দিখেল t চকুেকইটা িস �জােৰেৰ মুিদ িদেল, �গােতই পৃিথৱীখন �যন অ�কােৰ �হচঁা মািৰ
ধিৰেল t চকুেকইটা মুিদ থােকােতই চকা্মকা্ৈক মনৈল আিহল, �যিতয়া কুিল চৰাইেটা ঢপঢপাই উিৰ �গিছল, �তিতয়া তাৰ লেগ লেগ �যন আ�

�কােনাবা �দৗৰী আিছল t তাৰ গাৰ �নামেবাৰ আেকৗ িশয়ঁিৰ উ�ল |
উশাহেটা অকণমান ঘূিৰ অহাত িস িচধা �হ িথয় হ’ল t আমেজাপাৰফালৰ পৰা কুিল চৰাইেটােৱ আেকৗ “কুউ...উ...কুউ...উ...কুউ...উ...” �ক

দীঘলৈক মাত িদেল t কুিলেটাৰ �ৱলা মাতেটা �িন িস �যন চব পাহিৰ, অকনমান আগৰ ভয়কেণা �যন কৈল গ’ল t ফটৈক আেকৗ মনত পিৰল
�� লৰ লগৰেবােৰ �কাৱা “ভ= েত মানুহক �ভালাবেল �বেলগ �বেলগ �প ধেৰ” t কুিলেটােৱ �তিতয়াও “কুউ...উ...কুউ...উ” �ক মািতেয়ই আেছ t 
উশাহেটা তাৰ এিতয়া স�ুণ�ৈক ঘূিৰ আিহল t িক জােনা তাৰ মন গ’ল কুিলেটাক িসঁয়ািৰ চাবৈল t িসও িযমান পােৰ �ৱলাৈক মাত িদেল

“কুউ...উ...”
আমেজাপাৰফালৰপৰা উ�ৰ আিহল “কুউ...উ...”

িস আেকৗ িসঁয়ািৰেল “কুউ...উ...,, কুিলেটােৱও মািতেল, কুউ...উ...”
�তেনদেৰ িকমান সময় পাৰ হ’ল িস পাহিৰেয় গ’ল t লােহ লােহ তাৰ সাহসেটা অলপ উভিত আিহল t আ� িকবা হ’�ল িতিনবাৰ কৃ�ৰ নামজাপ
আেছই, �সই কথােটা িস পাহিৰেয়ই �গিছল, সাহসেতা তাৰ এিতয়া আ� বািঢ়ল t কুিলৰ লগত মাত মািত থােকােতই �কিতয়া �য িস আমেজাপাৰ
ফােল �কই �খাজমান আ�ৱাই গ’ল গমেক �নপােল t �বিলেটা িযমােন পি�মৰ ফােল যাবৈল ধিৰেল আমেজাপাই ৰা�ােটা িসমােন ছঁা� ধিৰেল t

এেন লািগল ছঁােটা �যন ৰা�ােটােৰ তাহাতৰ ঘৰৰফােল �খাজ িদবৈল ধিৰেছt
ৰা�ােটাত দীঘল িদ �ই থকা আমেজাপাৰ ছঁােটােল চাই থােকােত িস �যন অনুভৱ কিৰেল ছঁােটাৰ গাৰ কাষেৰ �যন আ� এটা ছঁা আিবভ� াৱ �হেছ t
িপেছ �সই স� ছঁােটা গছেজাপাৰ নহয় িস �যন তাৰ বয়সেৰ এটা ছঁা t গাৰ �নামেবাৰ আেকৗ িশয়িৰ� উ�ল, �কচা ঘাম কপালত �টাপ �টাপৈক
িবিৰিণ উ�ল, বুকুৰ ধপধপিনেতা আেকৗ ঘূিৰ আিহল, কাণখন তাল মািৰ গল �যন আ� এেকা নু�না হ’ল t িকচন্ িকচন ্িকচন ্বুিল িভৰাই লৰ
িদেল ঘৰৰফােল t মনেত কেল “�হ �ভ=  আিজেল বেচাৱা, এেন ভ=ল আ� কাহািনও নকেৰা, কুিলৰ মাতত আেকৗ �কিতয়াও ভ=ল �নযাওঁ t“

িযমােন �জােৰ িস �দৗৰীবৈল চােল িসমােন �যন তাৰ িপেছ িপেছ ছঁােটােৱ �খিদ আিহেল, িক� িপছৈল ঘূিৰ �চাৱাৰ �কােনা সকাম নাই t তাৰ অনুমান
হ’ল এখন হােত তাৰ কা�ত চ=বৈল চাইেছ t তাৰ এেন লািগল হাতখেন তাক পােল আ� তাৰ বুকুৰ ঢপঢপিন্েটা িচৰিদনৰ কাৰেণ ব� �হ যাব t
তাহঁাতৰ ঘৰৰ ওচৰৰ মুকিল পথাৰখনৰ এমুৰ পঁাওেতেহ গম পােল তাৰ লেগ লেগ ঘৰৰ কাষৰ কণিপেটৗ্ হাতত িকবা এটা �ল তাৰ সমান �কাবত

�দৗৰী আেছ t
[কণলৰা] “�তােকা পােল t

িস আ� �জােৰ �দৗৰীেল ঘৰৰ স��খৰ পথাৰখন �নােপাৱাৈলেক t জপনাখন �নৗ পাওঁেতই পথাৰখনত িছটলাং খাই বাগিৰ িদেল t হাতৰ ��লপাত
আ� �বগেটা তােত �পলােল, �বগেটা িচেগা িচেগা অৱ�া t িপি� থকা �গ�ীেটা আ� চাট�েটা ঘামত চপচপীয়া হ’ল t কণিপেটৗ্ তাৰ কাষেত নৰঁািনৰ

ওপৰত বাগিৰ িদেল t িকছ;  সময় �তৈকেয় পাৰ হল, দইুটােৰ মাতেবাল ব� হল t
[কণলৰা] “�তােকা পােল ?”

[কণিপেটৗ্] “ই...ই...ই...”
[কণলৰা] “িক, “ই”, �তােকা পােল ?”

[কণিপেটৗ্] “ই...ই...ই...ইমমান...”
[কণলৰা] “ইমমান িক ?”

[কণিপেটৗ্] “ই...ই...ই...ইমমান... �জা...�জাৰত �ক..�ল �দৗিৰছ ?”
[কণলৰা] “আমেজাপাৰ ভ>তেটাৰ পৰা বািচবৈল t তই �কৈল �দৗিৰছ ?”

[কণিপেটৗ্] “�তা... �তা... �তা...ক এই আ...আমেটা িদবৈল t”
[কণলৰা] “আম ... আম ক’ত পািল ?”

[কণিপেটৗ্] “আ...আম...গছেজাপাৰ ত...তলত, স...স...সিৰ থকা পােলা t”
[কণলৰা] “তই আেকৗ আমেজাপাৰ তলত িক কিৰ আিছিল ? �নজান িনিক তাত ভ>ত থােক বুিল ! আিজ অলপেত বািচেচা !”

[কণিপেটৗ্] “কুউ...উ...কুউ...উ...কুউ...উ...t কুিল চৰাইেটাক িস...িস...িসয়ঁািৰ আিছেলা”

কুিল
�দৱিজত গৈগ
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�ৱাহা�ৰ ���াপটত জলবায়ু পিৰৱ�� ন সমস�া

কিণকা শম�া

জলবায়ু পিৰৱ��ন (climate change) বত� মান পিথৱীৰ �ল� িবষয়t �কেনৈকেনা পৃিথৱীখন্ ৰ�া কিৰব পৰা যায়
তাৰ বােব সম� পিথৱীেত আেলাচনা- িবেলাচনা �হ আেছt �কেনৈক পুৰিণ গছ- গছিন িবলাক সংৰ�ণ কিৰব পািৰ
আ� িকদেৰ নত=ন গছ-গছিন �পণ কিৰ পৃিথৱীৰ তাপমা�া িনয়�ণ কিৰব পািৰ আিদ িবিভ� িবষয়ত উ� পয��ায়ৰ
আেলাচনা আৰ� �হেছt 

�ক �সই সময়ত আমাৰ সজুলা-সফুলা, শস�-শ�ামলা অসম �দশৰ বুকুত �কৃিতৰ ওপৰত িন�ুৰ অত�াচাৰ অিবৰত
চিল আেছt �ৱাহা�েক �মুখ� কিৰ সকেলা ফােল ব�াপকভােৱ গছ-গছিন কা� �পেলাৱা �হেছ আ� ঠােয়-ঠােয়
গছ কা�বৈল আেয়াজন কৰা �হেছt ব�াপকভােৱ গছ-গছিন কা� �ৱাহা�খন smart city কিৰবৈল আেয়াজন
চিলেছt �ৱাহা�ৰ পৰা বেকাৈল �যাৱা ২৯ নং ৰা��য় পথৰ দেুয়াফালৰ ৭০০০ �জাপা ডাঙৰ-ডাঙৰ গছ কা�বৈল
বন িবভাগৰ পৰা িনেদ�শ িদয়া �হ �গেছt 

এইিবলােকই জােনা পৃিথৱীৰ তাপমা�া বৃি� �হাৱাৰ কাৰক নহয়? ২০২৪ চনৰ �চে��ৰ মাহত �থম বাৰৰ বােব
�ৱাহা� তথা অসমৰ তাপমা�া ৪৫°/৪৬ ° পাইিছলৈগt ৪/৫ িদন ধিৰ এেন উ� তাপমা�াত অসমৰ ৰাইজ অিত� �হ
পিৰিছলt তাৰিপছত আেকৗ ধাৰাষাৰ বৰষুণৰ ফলেতা ৰাইজৰ ব�াপকভােৱ �িত �হিছলt 

আিজ এবছৰ আগেত �ৱাহা�ৈল যাওঁ �ত �দখা পােলা �ৱাহা�ৰ
কাছাৰী ঘাটৰ লগেত থকা পাক� খন খাি� �পেলাৱা �হেছt এই
বাটেচাৱাত থকা শ শ বছৰ পুৰিণ গছিবলাক ইিতমেধ� কা� �পেলাৱা
�হেছt শ বছৰ পুৰিণ কৃ�চ>ড়া, �সাণা�, নাহৰ, মদাৰ আ� কদম গছ
�কইেজাপা �নােহাৱা হ'লt এই গছেবাৰৰ তেল তেল নদীপাৰত
�খাজকঢ়া বাটেটাও আ� নাইt িবিভ� ধৰণৰ চৰাইৰ মাত �িনবৈল
পাবৈল নাইt আগেত এই পাক� খনত ৰািতপুৱা দৰূিণৰ পৰা মানুহ আিহ
�াতঃ�মণ কিৰিছলt নত=ন �ক� �শষ হ'�ল ইয়াত আটকধুনীয়া
�সউজীয়া উদ�ান হ'বt তাত ব�েতা �ৰ�ুেৰ� হ'বt বত� মান নদীৰ বািলত
ব�ত �ৰ�ুেৰ�ৰ আধাৰিশলা �াপন কৰা �হ �গেছt 

নদীপাৰৰ এই গছ -গছিনেবাৰ কা�বৈল �লাৱাৰ সময়ত ৰাইেজ
কতৃ� প�ৰ ওচৰৈল �গ নানা ধৰণৰ আেবদন জনাইিছল যিদও তাৰপৰা
এেকা সুফল �পাৱা নগ'লt তাৰ ঠাইত এখন ধুনীয়া পাক�  হ'ব বুিল
ৰাইজক আ�াস িদয়া �হেছt �সয়া িক হ'ব ভিৱষ�েতেহ গম �পাৱা যাবt 

িসিদনা আেকৗ �দিখেলা দীঘলী পুখৰুীৰ পাৰত থকা ডাঙৰ গছিবলাকত
হালধীয়া ৰেঙেৰ িচন িদয়া �হেছt তাৰমােন এই গছ অিত �সানকােল কটা হ'বt
তাত �হেনা অসমৰ বািহৰৰ company �য় �ৱাহা�ক "smart city" বনাবৈল
contract পাইেছt আ� তাৰ বােবই এই শ শ বছৰীয়া পুৰিণ গছিবলাক কা�
�পলাব! �ৱাহা�ৰ ৰাইেজ এই �ক� ব� কিৰবৈল উ�-পিৰ লািগেছ, ৰাইজৰ
এই �েচ�া সফল হ'ব বুিল আশা ৰািখেছাt 

��প�ুৰ পাৰৰ কাছাৰী ঘাটৰ গছ-গছিন ৰ�া কিৰবৈল ৰাইেজ আে�ালন
কিৰিছল, ব�েতা �মল-িম�ং কিৰ কতৃ� প�ক অনুেৰাধ কিৰিছল |

যিদও এেকা সুফল নহ'লt আশাকেৰা দীঘলী পুখুৰীৰ ���ত �তেন নহ’ওকt
গছেবােৰ �যন �ৱাহা�খন �ৱিন কিৰ ৰািখব পােৰ িচৰিদনৰ বােবt 
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TAFE NSW ৰ তলত ১,২০০ ৰ ওপৰত courses আেছt তােৰ িভতৰত nationally recognised qualification, certificates, diplomas আ�
bechelor degrees,�বেলগ �বেলগ Industries ৰ কাৰেণ ২৫০ৰ অিধক industry courses আেছ আ� লগেত TAFE NSW �য় skill trainings
�দান কেৰ িবিভ� ধৰণৰ �কা�ানীিবলাকৰ বােবt মুঠেত skill based training ৰ জিৰয়েত চাকিৰ পাবৰ বােব স�ম কিৰ �তালা ওপৰত
ইয়াত �বিছ ��� িদয়া হয়t১৮৯১ চনত এই TAFE খনক Sydney Technical college বুিল �কাৱা �হিছল িক� এিতয়া এইখন TAFE NSW
নােমেৰ জনাজাতt সহজভােৱ ক'ব গ'�ল TAFE NSW is Australia's largest vocational education and training provider িযেহত=  মই
আগেৰ পৰা ৰ�ােমলা �খাৱােবাৱা কিৰ ভাল পাওঁ �সইবােব মই �মাৰ িনজৰ লগত িমলাৈক এ� course বািচ �লিছেলাt �মাৰ course �টা
আিছল Certificate II in baking, মই এটা কথা সদায় িব�াস কিৰিছেলা �য িযেটা ব� আেপানাৰ passion হয় �সইেটােক যিদ profession
িহচােব ল'ব পৰা যায় �তে� তাত �বিছ স�� �পাৱা যায়t TAFE NSW ৰ ফালৰ পৰা course �শষ �হাৱাৰ িপছত job placementও িদয়া হয় t 

TAFE NSW ৰ অিভ�তা

জিুল ব�ৱা
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ৰািতপুৱা সাৰ পাই �মাবাইলেটা খুিল চাওঁ সময় �তিতয়া ৫:৪৫ �হেছ, লেগ লেগ িখৰকীৰ ফঁােকেৰ
বািহৰৈল চাই �দখা পাওঁ বািহৰত এেকবােৰই অ�কাৰ হয় আেছt িযেহত=  ঠা�া িদনত ৰািতপুৱা ৬:৩০
�লেক আ�াৰ �হেয় থােকt মনেটা অলপ �বয়াও লািগেছ কাৰণ �মাৰ িতিন বছৰীয়া স� লৰােটা এিতয়া
�পাৰা গভীৰ �টাপিনত আেছ আ� মই তাক মাত িনিদয়াৈক এিতয়া ওলাই যাব লািগবt এিতয়া িপেছ মন
�বয়া লগায় থািকেল নহ’ব কাৰণ মই �সানকােল কােপাৰ কািন িপি� ৬:৩০ ৰ বাছ খন ধিৰব লািগবt 

আিজ �মাৰ জীৱনৰ এ� নত=ন িদনt মই TAFE (technical and further education) NSW ৰ এ� course-
অত নাম ভিত�  কিৰেছঁাt আিজৰ পৰা �মাৰ �াছ আৰ� �হেছ t আিজ সঁচাৈক মই ব�ত excited �হ আেছা
কাৰণ কেলজ �শষ কৰা িকমান বছৰ হ'ল আিজ আেকৗ এবাৰ কেলজ যাবৈল বুিল ওলাইেছঁাt নত=ন এটা
পিৰেবশ পাম আ� লগেত নত=ন নত=ন মানুহৰ লগত িচনািক হ’বও পািৰম t এইিবলাক ভাব মনেল অহাৰ
লেগ লেগ মনেটা িকবা এটা ভাল লািগ গ'লt



Gogona

পুৰাপুিৰ ৪৫ িমিনটৰ িপছত বাছখন boardway shopping centre স��খত ৰ’�লৈগ আ� মই তােতই নািম িদেলঁা t ৬০০ িমটাৰমান
�খাজকািঢ় �গ TAFE NSW পােলঁা t ইমান ডাঙৰ campus �টাt ব�তেকইটা building আেছt �মাৰ �াছেটা building E ত হ'ব বুিল আগেত গ'ম
পাইিছেলাt লৰালিৰেক changing ৰ’মত �সামাই আমাৰ chef ৰ কােপাৰেযাৰ িপি� লেলঁাt তাৰিপছত �াছ �মেটাৰ বািহৰেত ৰিখ থকা
ল’ৰা �ছাৱালী িবলাকৰ লগত িচনািক হ’�লা tKorea,Taiwan, Thailand SriLankan,Russia ,Egypt আিদ �বেলগ �বেলগ �দশৰ ল’ৰা �ছাৱালী
ল'গ পােলঁাt মােন এিতয়া ৬ মাহ মই এওঁেলাকৰ মাজেত িমিলজিুল থািকব লািগবt৭:৩০ পৰা �াছ আৰ� হ'ব �হ গিতেক আিম সকেলােৱ
�পাৰা সময়মেত �ৰডী হয় আিছেলা t আমাৰ trainer,Head chef Lisa এ দজ�াখন খুিল ধুনীয়াৈক হঁািহ এটা মািৰ আমাৰ সকেলােক �াছৰ
িভতৰৈল �সামাই আিহবৈল বুিল ক'�ল t �তওঁ আমাক �মেটাৰ িভতৰত থকা সকেলািবলাক machines ৰ লগত পিৰচয় কৰাই িদেল আ�
লগেত জনায় িদেল �য কাম �শষ কৰা িপছত এই machine িবলাক চাফিচকুন কিৰ ৰখােটা আমাৰ দািয়� হয়tআমাৰ িপছৰ batch �টাৰ
বােব আিম চাফিচকুন কিৰ ready ৰািখব লািগবt

Chef Lisa এ আমাক course �টা িবষেয় অলপ �ান িদেল আ� লগেত জনােল �য �েত�ক ৬ স�াহৰ মূেৰ মূেৰ আমাৰ এটা knowledge
assessment আ� এটা practical assessment �লাৱা হ'ব t Trainer Shane আ� trainer Lisa ৰ ত�াধানত স�াহত ২ িদনেক আমাৰ �াছ
হ'ব বুিল Chaf Lisa এ আমাক জনােলt �থম িদনেটােত �পাৰা ভাগিৰ গেলঁা কাৰণ ইয়াত কামত ফাংফুঙ কৰা system নাইt৭:৩০ পৰা ২:৩০
�লেক �পাৰা �বেলগ �বেলগ ধৰণৰ ��ড বনােলঁা,তাৰ মাজেত িপেছ আধা ঘ�ামান খাবৰ বােব ��ক এটা পাইিছেলা t �সই ��কৰ সময়েত
বািহৰত ওলাই �দখা পােলা সকেলা �মেত �াছ চিল আেছ t �কােনাবা এটাত ইি�িনয়ািৰং, �কােনাবােটাত নািচ� ং,এটাত �ফ�ন িডজাইিনং
আ� �কােনাবাত child care ওপৰত �াছ চিল আেছt মুঠেত এেকবােৰ এখন কেলজত থকা �যন অনুভৱ হ'লt আমাৰ �াচ �মেটাৰ পৰা
�য িক সু�ৰ �গা� ওলাই আিছলt আিম বেনাৱা সকেলািবলাক ব� �াছৰ �শষত িব�ী কিৰবৰ বােব �ৰ িবলাকৈল প�য়াই িদয়া হয় t

২:৩০ ৰ পৰা ৩:৩০ �লেক theory �াছেটা কিৰ আেকৗ ১ িকল’িমটাৰমান বাছৈল বুিল �খাজ কািঢ় আিহেলাt ঘূিৰ অহাৰ সময়ত বাছে��েটা
অলপ দৰূ �হ যায় �সইবােব ১ িকল’িমটাৰমান �খাজ কািঢ়ব লগাত পিৰলt ৫ িমিনটমান সময় অেপ�া কৰা িপছত �যিনবা বাছ খন আিহল
আ� মই লগালগ কাড� খন tap কিৰ ধুনীয়াৈক বাছত বিহ লেলাt বাছত আিজৰ �াছেটা কথােকই ভািব আিহেলাt সঁচাৈক আিজ �াছেটা
কিৰ িকবা এটা স�� পােলঁা, কাৰণ মানুেহ িযেটা কাম কিৰ ভাল পায় �সইেটা কােমই যিদ কিৰব পায় �তিতয়া মনত শাি� পাবেয়ইt 

এেকবােৰ mall �টা স��খেত বাছখন ৰখাই িদেলিহt আমাৰ ঘৰৰ ওচৰেত এটা ব�ত ডাঙৰ mall আেছt �েত�ক িদনাই তাত মানুহৰ িভৰ
লািগ থােকt মেয়া এপাক mall অত �সামাই যাওঁ বুিল ভািবেলা কাৰণ �কইটামান স� সুৰা ব� লবলগীয়া আিছলt Mall ৰ িভতৰেত থকা
ছ;পাৰম�ােকট খনত �সামাইিছেলােহ,তােৰ �গটত থকা �লডী গৰাকীেয় �মাক সুিধেল Are you chef ? �থেম মই থতমত খায় �গিছেলা, িপছত
বুিজ পােলঁা �তওঁ �মাৰ �বগেটা চায় সুিধেল কাৰণ তাত chef িলখা আিছলt মই �াছৈল এটা দীঘল ম� গধূৰ �বগ িনবলগীয়া হয় তােতই
আমাৰ chef ৰ সকেলািবলাক equipments থােক, তােকই �দিখ �তওঁ �মাক chef �নিক বুিল সুিধেছt মইও লগালগ বৰ গব�েৰ �ক িদেলা Yes
I am, মই �কাৱােটা িমছাও নািছল কাৰণ আমাৰ সকেলাকেক trainer এ chef বুিল এই সে�াধন কেৰt Are you chef বুিল সুধা কাৰেণ আিজ
�য মনেটা িকমান ভাল লািগেছ বুজাব �নাৱােৰা কাৰণ অে�িলয়াত ভিৰ িদয়া পৰা এিতয়া �লেক মানুেহ �মাক Are you philipino বুিল সুিধ
সুিধ কাণখন ঘূলা কিৰ িদিছলt আিজেহ চােগ অলপ �বেলগ ধৰণৰ কথা �িনবৈল পাইেছা �সই বােব মনেটা �মাৰ অলপ �বিছেয়ই ভাল
লািগিছলt �গােটই িদনেটাৰ ক�ৰ মৰূত Are you chef বুিল সুধা কথাষােৰ �মাক ব�ত শাি� িদেলt 

এইিখিন আিছল �মাৰ TAFE NSW ৰ অিভ�তা t আেপানােলাকৰ আগত জনাবৈল পায় খুব ভাল লািগল t �শষত আমাৰ সকেলােৰ ফালৰ
পৰা িব�ৰ ব�ত-ব�ত �েভ�া জনােলঁা t

�দউতােক অলপ িপছত ল’ৰােটাক childcare �ল যাব আ� �ছাৱালীজনীও িনেজ �� লৈল যাবৈগ t ইয়াত public school িবলাক ১
িকেলািমটাৰ িভতৰত থকা বােব ল’ৰা �ছাৱালী িবলােক িনেজ �খাজকািঢ় অহােযাৱা কেৰ t এেকই ন�ৰ বাছ ১০ িমিনটৰ মূেৰ মূেৰ আিহ
থােকt মই ৬:৩০ ৰ ৪৬১X বাছ খনৰ বােব অেপ�া কিৰেলা t মই ই�া কিৰেল ��ইনেটা যাব পিৰেলা হয় কাৰণ �মাৰ ঘৰৰ পৰা ��ইন
��চনৰ দৰূ� মা� ৫ িমিনটৰ, িক� ��ইনত যিদ যাওঁ ��ইনৰ পৰা নািম মই ১ িকেলািমটাৰ মান আেকৗ �খাজ কািঢ়ব লািগব TAFE centre
পাবৈল িক� বাছত যিদ যাওঁ �তিতয়া বাছৰ পৰা নািম ৬০০ িমটাৰমান �খাজ কািঢ়েলই �হ যাব �মাৰt ইয়াত মানুেহ ১/২ িকেলািমটাৰ
আৰামত �খাজ কািঢ় িদেয়t �ক সময়ত বাছখন আিহল আ� মইও ধুনীয়ােক বিহ লেলা t �মাৰ গ�ব��ান পাবৈল ৪৫ িমিনটমান সময়
লািগবt ইয়াত আগেত �বিছ বাছত উঠা �হাৱাই নািছল,২ বাৰ মানেহ চােগ উ� পাইেছা t বাছ�প িবলাকত �যিতয়া ৰখাই �তিতয়া thank
you বুিল �কাৱা �না পাওঁt �থেম মই ধিৰব পৰা নািছেলা t �কােন কাক thank you িদেছt িপছত বুিজ পােলা �য বাচ চালক জনক নািমবৰ
সময়ত যা�ীসকেল ‘Thank you’ িদ �গেছt সঁচাৈক এটা নত=ন কথা িশিকেলা আিজt এই বািহৰৰ মানুহ িবলাকৰ পৰা আিম িশিকব লগীয়া
কথা ব�ত আেছ িক�t �তওঁেলােক মানুহক appreciate কিৰবেল, thank you জনাবৈল আ� িবপদত কােৰাবাক পৰা �দখা পােল সহায়
কিৰবৈল বুিল আগবািঢ় যাবৈল অলপমােনা সময় পলম নকেৰt আেপানাক িচিন নাপােলওঁ মুখামুিখ হ'�ল হঁািহ এটা মাৰা, how are you?
বুিল �সাধা এইিবলাক চােগ �তওঁেলাকৰ culture ৰেত আেছ t
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লৰালিৰেক কােপাৰকািন �কইটা িপি� একাপ �ীণ � খায় লেলাt ৰািতপুৱা ৬ তােত এেকা �বেলগ ব� �পটৈল নাযায় আ� তাত চােগ
�সানকােলই lunch break িদবই কাৰণ অে�লীয়াত মানুেহ ১১-১২ িভতৰত দপুৰীয়া আহাৰ �হণ কেৰইt িযেহত=  আিজ �থম িদন �সইবােব
মই �িফন �ল �নােযাৱাৰ িস�া� �লিছেলা আ� তােতেটা TAFE ৰ িনজা food court থািকবই চােগ পািৰেল তােতই িকবা এটা খায় ল'মt
�মাৰ �ছাৱালীজনী �তিতয়া �পাৰা গভীৰ �টাপিনত আেছ, আনফােল ল’ৰােটা �টাপিনত, তাক �ই থকা অৱ�ােত মুখত চ=মা এটা িদ আ�
�দীপক মাত িদ মই বাছ ধিৰবৈল বুিল ওলাই আিহেলাt 



Assamese in Peril
A Call for Revival

Throughout history, various movements have emerged worldwide to protect and
revitalise linguistic heritage and cultural identity. This includes language
movements such as for the Irish language, Welsh language, Basque language etc.
In India, the North Eastern state of Assam experienced a similar struggle with the
Bhasha Andolan (অসমীয়া ভাষা আে�ালন), or the Assamese Language Movement.
Spanning from post-independence India in 1947 to 1972, the movement aimed to
establish Assamese as the official language and medium of instruction in the state,
leading to intense protests and political activism. 

Though precise casualty figures remain unclear, the tragic death of Ranjit
Borpujari, an 18-year-old student killed in police firing at Cotton College in
Guwahati, Assam's capital, on July 4, 1960, became a haunting symbol of the
movement's profound toll, stirring the hearts of the people and forever etching his
memory into the state's collective consciousness. Ultimately, the perseverance
and sacrifices of the movement's advocates secured official recognition for the
Assamese language, underscoring its significance and resilience amid political and
social challenges.

Dr. Chintanu Sarmah
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Original Image: The Guardian, 23 Jan 2015 

Historically, the Assamese language is an Indo-European language, meaning that it belongs to a large family of languages that
are spoken by the majority of people in Europe and large parts of Asia alone representing half of the world's population. This
language family is one of the most widely spoken and studied in the world, encompassing a diverse range of languages that
have evolved over thousands of years. The Indo-European family is divided into several major branches, each of which
includes multiple languages. Assamese is part of the Indo-Aryan branch of the Indo-European language family. Within the
Indo-European language family, Assamese falls under the Indo-Iranian branch, specifically within the Indo-Aryan group. 

Assamese, which developed approximately 1,300 to 1,400 years ago, has solidified its significance and robustness as a
language over time. It has long been the dominant language in Assam, serving as the lingua franca that connects various
ethnic groups. There are over 20 recognised languages spoken by various ethnic groups in Assam with several having distinct
scripts or using adapted versions of the Assamese, Roman, or Bengali scripts, and they continue to use their own languages in
daily life and often speak both their native languages and Assamese, along with Hindi or English in modern times.

Over the past few decades, census data from the Indian Government paints a concerning picture for the Assamese language.
In 1991, Assamese speakers made up 57.81% of Assam's population. By 2001, this share had sharply declined to 48.80%,
signalling a dramatic shift. This downward trend continues to reflect both demographic changes and a shift in linguistic
preferences. Though the decline slowed after 2001, the overall trajectory remains worrying, pointing to a persistent decline
in the number of people identifying Assamese as their primary language. The language’s future appears increasingly
uncertain, as its cultural and social relevance wanes. 

Language is a key vehicle to carry forward cultural identity, values and traditions. With fewer people using the Assamese
language, the threat it poses not only to the language but the region’s rich literary and cultural heritage including its music,
folklore, and traditional practices, will be diluted or eventually lost. Additionally, a language often serves as a unifying force
for communities, fostering a sense of belonging and shared identity. The decline of the Assamese language could exacerbate
social divisions, particularly between those who strive to preserve and maintain the language and those who prioritise or
promote other languages, potentially hindering its coexistence with other languages. 20



There are, of course, several factors contributing to the Assamese language reaching this critical stage, where its mere
survival is under serious threat. One of the major factors includes significant demographic changes that have occurred over
the last few decades. Assam has experienced demographic changes particularly due to migration from neighbouring Indian
states and nearby countries. The influx of people speaking other languages has altered the linguistic landscape of the region. 

Additionally, globalisation elevated English as a global lingua franca and added further challenges to the language. The rising
influence of Hindi, bolstered by the cultural reach of Bollywood and TV soap operas from the Hindi heartlands, has only
intensified the threat to Assamese. The shift of this change is not only threatening the language but also eroding the
traditions and core rituals. For instance, Assamese weddings now often feature English-style speeches and toasts, North
Indian rituals such as the Mehndi and Sangeet-ceremonies, influenced by Bollywood, and North Indian wedding attire like
lehengas and sherwanis. While this fusion of traditions can enrich both cultures in a symbiotic relationship, if one becomes
parasitic on the other, the weaker will face imminent extinction. Based on the current trend and statistics, the latter seems
to be occurring. 

Many Assamese families, particularly in urban areas, prioritise English or Hindi over Assamese, perceiving them as more
valuable for their children's education and future employment prospects. Considering the resources as well as employment
opportunities that the non-local languages can offer is not in question, however the preference should not cause irreparable
damage to the Assamese language in the long run. 

A compelling contrast can be drawn from the diligent efforts made by European nations to preserve their native languages
despite the dominance of English as a global lingua franca. European countries such as France, Spain, and Italy have
implemented robust measures to safeguard the vitality of their native tongues. For example, France's "Loi Toubon"
mandates the use of French in government publications, advertising, and official communications. Similarly, Spain has made
concerted efforts to promote regional languages like Catalan, Basque, and Galician alongside Castilian Spanish. 

Furthermore, the education systems in Europe are designed to prioritise native languages. Students are often required to
study their national language as part of the curriculum, ensuring that each generation remains fluent in their mother
tongue. Moreover, bilingual education models are common, fostering coexistence of regional languages with the national
language. National television and radio channels broadcast predominantly in native languages, and there is significant
content available online in these languages. Technology, too, has been harnessed to create apps, websites, and digital
platforms that teach and promote European languages. 

These examples underscore the importance of balancing linguistic diversity with broader communication needs. While
embracing popular languages is important, it is equally crucial to invest in the preservation and promotion of local languages
to maintain cultural heritage and identity.

If the decline of the Assamese language is to continue based on the extrapolation of the trends observed in the past, the
Assamese-speaking population could potentially reduce to a single-digit percentage roughly within the next 100 years. This
alarming scenario would place the language on the brink of extinction. This decline is a cause for deep concern, not only for
the people of Assam but for anyone who values linguistic and cultural diversity. The loss of a language is far more than just
the disappearance of words; it signifies the erosion of a community’s history, identity, and way of life. While the spread of
English or Hindi cannot be ignored, it is ever more crucial to strike an immediate balance between embracing broader
communication and preserving unique linguistic identities. 

This is a pivotal time for the Assamese language where its future hinges on delicate interplay of factors, including decisive
government policies, concerted community efforts, and evolving societal attitudes. Language revitalisation efforts, such as
promoting Assamese at home, in schools, through media, and in official communication, could help slow or even reverse
this decline. Additionally, fostering pride in Assamese cultural heritage while encouraging its use in everyday life could help
sustain the language for future generations. While the challenges may appear daunting, there remains a glimmer of hope as
by fostering increased awareness, unwavering dedication, and collective action, we have the potential to rescue this
cherished language from the brink of disappearance. Through our concerted efforts, we can ensure that Assamese not only
endures but flourishes, continuing to enrich the cultural heritage of Assam and resonate deeply with all who hold its legacy
dear.
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How to climb your mountains?

Anisha Hati Baruah
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Gravel crunch underneath your shoes. Blades of blindingly bright light peirce between the gaps of
your fingers as you hold them up to the sky, glaring into your squinted eyes. The sunlight is
blinding, yet, you can see one thing and one thing only. Edges of its rigid silhouette seem to glow
golden white, boasting its grandeur as it dominates the cerulean sky. Its acute summit spear
through drifting cauliflower clusters that roll along the horizon. In the distance, cast deep in navy
and shrouded in mist, the boundless mountain range extends. Pine cone trees creep their way up
the jagged stone edges from the dense forest that blankets the base. 

But for those who actually have the ambition and drive to go through with their trek up the mountain, completing the hike
can be an entirely different matter. Many can ostentatiously announce that they are going to partake in only the biggest,
longest mountain climb ever because how good does that sound? You’ve heard it all before, the virtually impossible
‘academic comeback’, the totally legit ‘lose 10 kgs in one week!’ diet, the ‘1000 words in one night’ (been there before, don’t
recommend). Point being, it’s one thing to start a race, another to cross the finishing line; and after all, only 70% of Mount
Everest climbers quit before they can reach the final peak of the mountain. Now, while I would never discourage someone
from trying the impossible at least once, I do think that these empty promises we make to ourselves come with a
consequence. Not only are we setting ourselves up for failure, but subconsciously enforce a negative image of ourselves
every time we fail to follow through on our unattainable goals. An image of someone that is destined to succumb to defeat.
Someone that can't trust themselves. Someone that is incapable. Like clockwork, you promise yourself that the next time
will be different, and yet, when the time comes for you to prove yourself with this far fetched stunt, you fall short. When
you’re stuck in the cycle of ‘next time definitely!’ disappointment inevitably interweaves with ambition. Eventually, reaching
for any goals at all becomes as effective as grasping for light with your fingers. Everything becomes out of reach. So why try?
I hate to see complacency as a result of overachieving, it’s like giving up because you expected to climb your stone giant in a
single day. Climbing a high altitude mountain can take weeks and some up to months, taking into account the time needed
for acclimatization rotations (a 3 day to 4 week process of climbers adjusting to the oxygen levels of the mountain’s altitude)
and unpredictable weather conditions- being unable to complete the trek in a single day is not a statement of your
incapacity but much rather a gross misconception of what the journey entails. So, is the summit truly out of your reach, or
have you just trained yourself to stop before you even try?

A mountain. And at the very bottom, you. As you stand inside what seems to be a living bob ross painting, thoughts weave
through your mind. What is it that you think about? Is it exhilaration of the expedition to conquer the unconquerable awaits
you? Apprehension of the arduous odyssey? Or perhaps, you think to yourself, “How could I ever even think I ever even start
to this endeavour to begin with? I could never make it past the first hill up, let alone the whole journey upwards? Forget it,
it’s no good anyways.” Whatever it may be, everyone has approached a mountain before, whether it be financially,
academically, financially, physically. These ‘mountains’ are the journeys to our ambitions and goals, which often take
strenuous pursuits to accomplish. They come in different forms and difficulties, and though not each one is exactly a ‘K2’,
they require resilience, persistence and dedication. 



Ok, so now you’re past base camp. You’ve made it past the first big step, and you’re going to climb the mountain for real
this time. The route is chosen, the camps have been planned, all you have to do is just keep trekking. Even seeing the
hundreds of pumpkin tents and multicoloured flags posted at base camp for the first time after your days of trekking was an
immense hit of elation, a symbol of your official mountain trek starting. The views from here are just absolutely serene, you
see the veins of snow and striations of stone decorated by dense spruce trees on your left, deep blue sky on your right. ‘This
is really happening!’ you think to yourself with your heart thumping against your ribcage. However, that warm sensation of
adrenaline and accomplishment has begun to fade with every step and the bitter cold feeling of whistling crystal ice shards
needling your skin has returned once again. It’s been hours now. There’s a slight ache in your hamstrings already. Days are
passing, and passing, and yet it feels like you’re getting absolutely nowhere. Was this whole thing even worth it? 

Everyone knows that mountains are no linear journey. Same goes for our own journeys of improvement and progress.
There’s no shortcomings of hardships and challenges when it comes to achieving our goals and ambitions. But when there’s
no immediate reward for us or visible progress made, the push forward becomes all the more harder. Sometimes doing all
the right things seems like it’s getting us absolutely nowhere, relentlessly dragging on and on- just like climbing a mountain.
Unbeknownst to many, mountains too, are diverse like we are. At this particular moment, what you’ve been met with is
what climbers would call a ‘shoulder’. This topographical feature- defined as a “lateral protrusion or extension of a hill or
mountain”- is typically sloped near the summit of a mountain. With it’s little to no inclination, navigating through the
shoulder can feel like reaching a plateau of progress, where you’re walking kilometres end on end, but you’re not moving at
all. Like a dream. You’re moving your legs, but it seems like you’re stuck in one place, like moving in quicksand. This is where
the procrastination starts to take hold, the doubt and uncertainty. Am I even getting anywhere? For many, this may even be
the spot where they decide to surrender to the battle and abandon their mission. But for the few, this would be the very
last push till their eventual victory before they even realise it. The summit is a lot closer than it seems. So don’t slow down.
Don’t keep your goals waiting. 

Sometimes, we find out our final passages are a lot closer than we think they are. You push yourself to what seems like the
final stretch but alas, it was just another subpeak. Upon reaching these deceptive high points, you are quickly disillusioned
when the next point up is revealed to you. There’s even more of your voyage left before the final summit. When pushing
through the last stages of my hardest academic year yet, every moment almost felt like I was in a death zone- regarded as
the most physically challenging, debilitating phase of the summit push. When the results returned to me, I was filled with a
slight feeling of disappointment and dissatisfaction. ‘That's it?’ I thought to myself. As I started to consider my plan for the
future, I knew I had to think pragmatically, and if it came down to it, to stray away from the route I had my heart set on.
Setting any expectations felt like setting myself up for another false summit. To get into that degree felt completely
impossible. Except, it wasn't. I will always remember that morning. I had stumbled out of bed half awake to promptly grab
my phone and check my emails, and there it was. My offer into Law school. I couldn’t even handle the overwhelming
sensation of euphoria, It felt completely surreal, like fireworks were bursting in my mind. This summit I had spent so long
trekking for, I had finally reached it. Against all expectations, I reached my own summit. At that moment, I had realised that
all those peaks I had to get across was to get to this moment, even if the journey is far from over.

As I stand at a summit that I never thought reaching would be possible, I think about the journey- the peaks, the plateaus,
the subpeaks. To those climbing their own mountains, remember this: your resolve will be tested, your self belief might
falter and the path ahead will surprise you. Never stop going, regardless of triumph or setbacks, keep climbing for the
journey, rather than the destination. Don't make the mistake of limiting yourself. You are capable of much more than you
think you are. So resist the impossible. Reach your highest summits and conquer your stone giants. Good luck everyone!
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I am sure you read this title and assumed I was a pessimist who
hated her degree. However, that is quite far from the truth. I
have had the privilege of learning many different aspects of
psychology and its role in the world and wanted to share
something I found interesting. As for my click-bait title, I promise
there is some truth to it. You can’t blame me for loving a catchy
title, I am also a business student after all. 

The overarching aim of psychology as a science and practice is to
understand human behaviour including our motivations, actions
and emotions. Psychological research is used to find patterns
within human behaviour that can be generalised back to the
wider population. We then use these results and patterns to
predict behaviour and treat or educate people. However, there
is one major flaw that limits the effectiveness of much research.
This is the lack of diversity within research across participants
and researchers. 

This lack of diversity is a bias that is often referred to as the
WEIRD bias. Before you flip away because I am being rude, let
me explain myself. WEIRD stands for countries that are Western,
Educated, Industrialised, Rich and Democratic such as Australia,
America or the UK. You may be thinking, ‘Rishta, we live in
Australia, so we are represented, right?’ Wrong! Unfortunately,
historically and still to this day, a majority of research is based
on, written and edited by Caucasian men. There are very few
studies that successfully include a sample size that is
representative of the diverse population in many Western
countries now. 

Psychology Research: A Student’s Warning!

Rishta Goswami 

Sources: 
https://journals-sagepub-com.simsrad.net.ocs.mq.edu.au/doi/full/10.1177/1745691620927709
https://pmc.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/articles/PMC11041073/
https://www.resmed.com/en-us/sleep-apnea/sleep-blog/fact-or-fiction-do-women-need-more-sleep-than-men/
https://www.apa.org/education-career/guide/science 

The need for accurate representation and diversity in
research is crucial for the reliability and validity of results. As
I mentioned before, the results we find from research are
delivered back to the community to be used for many
purposes. However, if the sample in the research is not
demonstrative of all groups then it is unlikely to help
majority of the community when reported. 

A prime example of this is the difference of sleep needed
between men and women. The original studies that were run
focused on men and were incorrectly generalised to women
as well. Recent studies have found that women often need
more sleep than men as they tend to multi-task more often
and use more of their brain than men typically do. So,
aunties, next time you want a sleep in, know you deserve it.
And uncles, I cited my source below, so you know I’m not
lying. 

This is just one of the many examples of how limited diversity
in research can provide false information that is often not
accurate for minority groups. However, I am not just a critic.
While it still has a long way to go, it is important to
acknowledge how far psychology has come and improved
over the years and its crucial role in society. Just remember,
next time you see a fascinating piece of research that it may
be applicable to you and feel free to thank me when you
don’t fall for biased research that tells you that you don’t
need a sleep in. 
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I have very fond childhood memories of holidays when we would have relatives visiting us and we used to
take them for sightseeing around Guwahati. During the summer holidays, my cousins from Nagaon would
come to visit us and we would excitedly plan their travel itineraries for sightseeing around Guwahati. It was a
memorable experience of travelling as a cajoling group of young cousins, arm in arm as we tested the
patience of our parents. Even though we would go around visiting the same places every year, there was
always a certain excitement and freshness to it every time. Perhaps it was the laughter and commotion that
accompanied family trips that made them so special. Let me take you on a journey through the surrounds of
Guwahati, exploring its tourist destinations and the historical significance of each!

Our next stop would be at the famous ‘Ashwaklanta Devalaya’ situated on the banks
of river Brahmaputra and one of the most important sites of Lord Vishnu. The word
Ashwaklanta gets its origin from the two words “Ashwa” means ‘Horse’ and “Klanta”
means ‘Tired’. According to legend, it is said that Lord Krishna, while coming to kill
Narakasura, his horse got tired in this place, and he stopped to take rest.

There is a flight of stairs leading from the temple down towards the Brahmaputra. When I think of this temple, I can vividly remember
us cousins racing down the steps to see who can climb them the fastest. Remarkably, none of us never fell down!
We would time ourselves so that we make it to the next stop at Doul Govinda by 12 pm for ‘Maha Bhog Prasad’. 

Historical Tourism 
near Guwahati

Sri Sri Aauniati Satra
We would start from home early in the morning after a delicious
breakfast of ‘Luchi – Bhaji ‘and packed inside our blue Ambassador car.
Our first stop after crossing the Saraighat Bridge over the mighty
Brahmaputra River would be Auniati Satra, a famous Vaishnavite
monastery established in the 19th century. Considered one of the most
revered Satras of the Vaishnavite culture in Assam, it has a rich history
and is known for its exquisite architecture, wood carvings and artwork. It
stands as a proud testament to Assamese culture and heritage. Satras
are the Assamese Vaishnavite monasteries for religious practices and
were founded at the initiative of the Ahom Kings in the middle of the
17th century. They are religious institutions which preach to followers to
cultivate devotion towards God and also serve as centres of art and
culture. The Satra in North Guwahati is one of the many branches of
Auniati Satra with other branches in Majuli and Kaliapani. My memories
of Auniati Satra are this very calm and serene place where we would sit
and pray and then would sit in a row to be served ‘Mah Prasad’. Aswaklanta

Sangeeta Saikia Gupta

The deity worshipped here is called ‘Anatasai Vishnu’ which refers to the sitting
position of Lord Vishnu on the serpent. The temple was built in 1720 AD by Ahom
King Shiva Sangha however in the year 1897, due to a massive earthquake, a major
portion of this temple was damaged. The temple was then repaired in 1901 under
the patronage of Lord Curzon, then Viceroy of Assam.

Shri Shri Doul Govinda Temple
Doul Govinda temple is one of the most revered temples in Assam. As per
mythology, it is believed that there was a miraculous advent of Lord Doul-
Govinda who had remained underground, in the quiet woods of Sandhya-Jhar
near Jekeria village in Rongia sub-division of Kamrup district. It is said that a milch
cow was noticed by people to go to the same place every pre-dawn, freeing
herself of the cow shed where her Brahmin owner used to rope her at night. 
The cow used to stand at a fixed spot and milk flowed spontaneously from her
udder on the grass. This spot was later excavated by Sadar Amin Gargaram
Barooah, a renowned Sanskrit scholar, to find a magnificent statue of Lord Sri
Krishna playing the flute. He brought the statue with great reverence to his home
village Rajaduar and installed it as a deity in his Naamghar. Since then, the new
image of Lord Sri Krishna came to be recognised as Lord Doul Govinda. 25



Devotees congregate in large numbers every day to offer obeisance to the deity. It is a belief that devotees coming and praying here
with a pure mind have their prayers answered. 

The ambience in the temple is simply serene! The chirping of birds, the commotion of the overexcited monkeys grabbing the plastic
bags of prasad and kheer from cautious devotees and the aroma of incense and jasmine decorating the atmosphere. As children, we
used to make a visit to the temple regularly, especially before exams and important events. Even as I visit Guwahati with my children
now, we always endeavour to make this trip that has become an ingrained tradition for us.

Every day there is ‘Bhog Prasad’ served to devotees consisting of ‘Mah Prasad’ and ‘Payas’ (rice pudding) at noon after offering it to the
deity. It is a beautiful environment with people sitting in the temple and partaking the prasad together. 
We would also sit down in rows for the Bhog Prasad. 

Then with our stomachs full and our hearts content, we now move on to our next destination! By then it would be almost afternoon as
we head back to Guwahati town for our final stop at Basistha Ashram, closer to our home.

As the sun sets on a day full of touristry, we would drive back home with our hearts full and our eyes heavy. Those drives home with
all the cousins together were so full of variety; from eye-watering laughter, to teasing, to peaceful dozing with our little frames
huddled in the back of Deuta’s ambassador. We would reach home, take a hot bath to wash off the day’s exhaustion and wear our
matching pyjama sets. After eating a hearty home cooked meal and engaging in the typical family banter, we would trot to our rooms.
Sleepovers were always a cherished time, with grand plans to talk late into the night inevitably spoilt by our overpowering sleepiness.
We still have some pictures of these in our family albums carefully preserved by Ma. It is a delight to go through those albums and
reminisce about those trips from our childhood.

Sources:
https://northguwahati.com/auni-ati-satra-north-guwahati
https://www.tourmyindia.com/states/assam/aswaklanta-temple.html

Bashistha Temple also known as Vashistha Ashram is an ashram of the
Maharishi Vashistha and is another important pilgrimage centre
constructed by the rulers of the Ahom dynasty. The Ashram consists of a
temple, a cave and a magnificent waterfall. According to a popular belief,
Maharishi Vashistha meditated here and had his last breath in the ashram,
and it is said that a dip in the water enhances a person’s life and also
washes off sins. We young kids would love jumping from rock to rock on
the waterfall. It is a beautiful scenic spot, and we would sit around it and
soak in the beauty of the natural surroundings.

Bashistha Temple

Clasped in the night’s darkness,
Glimpse of an unknown smile,
A bright hue in the magical sky,
Dances to the melody of life,
And Whispers in my ears a long forgotten song..
As I close my eyes and my dreams soar high,
As I reach out for the stars,
A touch of wind gushes by,
And that reminds me of a long forgotten song..

                                                                                                                                                 

The Moonlit Window

Had I been to the sky,
The ground would have been the Star,
And today as I stand on the ground,
The endless sky is my ultimate home,
But the distant star still reminds me of a long forgotten song
..

Endless nights of hope and despair,
Often pass by my door,
But today the moonlit window still reminds me
Of a long forgotten song..
 

Gargi Gogoi
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Coconut Barfi

 santana  sarma

Deliciously sweet and simple to make, these easy coconut barfis are
incredibly addictive. With no baking required and no specialist

equipment, this is a brilliant recipe to make with the kids! A lovely,
nostalgic treat that will take you right back to your childhood.

Ingredients

Family Favourite Recipes

Grease a 6cm-deep, 20cm square cake pan. Line the base and sides with baking paper, extending the paper 2cm above
the edges of the pan.
Sift the icing sugar and cream of tartar together into a large bowl.
Add the condensed milk, desiccated coconut, and vanilla essence to the bowl. Mix until well combined.
Divide the mixture into two equal portions.
Add the pink food colouring to one portion of the mixture, leaving the other portion plain.
Press the plain mixture over the base of the prepared pan, levelling the top with the back of a spoon. Then press the pink
mixture over the plain mixture, again levelling the top with a spoon.
Cover and chill for 3 hours, or until set.
Cut the coconut ice into 2.5cm squares.
Keep in the fridge for 4-5 hours and remove before serving.

2⅓ cups regular pure icing sugar,
sifted
¼ teaspoon cream of tartar
395g can sweetened condensed
milk 
3 ½ cups desiccated coconut
2 teaspoons vanilla essence
Rose-pink food colouring

Method
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Family Favourite Recipes

For the Kheer:
1 litre full-fat milk
½ cup basmati rice (soaked for 30 minutes)
½ cup grated coconut (fresh or desiccated)
¼ cup sugar (adjust to taste)
2 tbsp condensed milk (optional)
8–10 saffron strands (soaked in 2 tbsp
warm milk)
¼ tsp cardamom powder
2 tbsp chopped pistachios & almonds (for
garnish)

For the Caramelized Mango:
1 ripe mango (cubed)
2 tbsp jaggery (or brown sugar)
1 tbsp ghee
A pinch of cinnamon (optional)

Spiced Saffron Coconut Kheer with
Caramelized Mango

Debolina Goswami

A luxurious twist on classic kheer, infused with saffron, coconut, and
caramelized mango for a tropical touch.

Ingredients

1. Prepare the Kheer:
Bring milk to a boil, add soaked rice, and simmer, stirring
occasionally, until soft (40 min).
Stir in coconut, sugar, and condensed milk. Cook for 10 min.
Add saffron milk and cardamom. Simmer for 5 min.

2. Caramelize the Mango:
Heat ghee in a pan, sauté mango cubes for 1–2 min.
Sprinkle jaggery and cinnamon. Cook until caramelised (3 min).

3. Assemble & Serve:
Pour kheer into bowls, top with caramelized mango and nuts.
Enjoy warm or chilled.

Chef’s Tip:
For extra richness, stir in coconut milk before serving.

Method

u
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Ingredients
2 cup black lentils (soaked)
1 kg  pork
1 large red onion
3-4 cloves of garlic 
½ ginger
2-3 green chillies 
½ tsp turmeric powder
1tbsp cummin powder

Mati-DAlI Gahori 

Bonnie Patowary

A traditional recipe commonly enjoyed in the northeastern
regions of India, the indigenous people here take pleasure in the

dish, Mati-Dali Gahori

Family Favourite Recipes

Method
Pressure-cook the lentils with 1 tsp of
salt for 5 whistles.
Boil the pork belly and then cut it into
pieces. Once the lentil starts cooking,
heat 1 tsp of oil in a saucepan and fry
the boiled pork until lightly golden.
Add freshly muddled ginger, garlic, green
chili, and turmeric. Incorporate sliced
onions and fry until translucent.
 Add 1 tsp of chili powder and cumin
powder, stir well, and mix in the cooked
black lentils.
Add hot water and let it cook for about
15-20 minutes.
Serve with hot steamed rice and enjoy.

(Pork with black lentils)
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Facts about Mount Kailash
Mount Kailash is a pyramid-shaped mountain in Ngari Prefecture, Tibet, China. It stands in the Kailash Range, part of the
Transhimalaya, on the western Tibetan Plateau. The peak of Mount Kailash stands at an elevation of 6,638 meters (21,778 feet).
The distance from Mount Kailash to Stonehenge in the UK and to the North Pole are both 6,666 kilometres. The distance from
Mount Kailash to the South Pole is 13,332 kilometres, which is exactly twice the distance to the North Pole or Stonehenge.
Often referred to as the ‘axis mundi’, Kailash is believed to be the cosmic axis of the universe, which is the centre of the world.  
Sacred to over a billion Buddhists, Hindus, Jains and Bon, Mount Kailash is possibly the world's holiest mountain.
At the mountain’s base lie two strikingly different lakes - Mansarovar (highest fresh water lake in the world at 14,950 ft) and
Rakshas Tal (salty water lake).
Kailash region and the lake Manasarovar give birth to four of Asia’s most important rivers - the Indus, Karnali (tributary of Ganga),
Sutlej and Brahmaputra. Originating from there, the four rivers flow in different directions to eventually merge to the same
destination - the Indian Ocean.

Mount Kailash is not just a place - it is an experience, a calling. To me, visiting Kailash is not merely about a bucket list of travel
destination but about a journey of self-discovery. Unlike most destinations, where the journey ends upon arrival, Kailash is where the
journey begins.
While science has yet to fully explain the mysteries of Kailash, it has not disproved them either. At its highest level, science, like art, is as
much about perception as it is about facts. There are realms of the human mind science has yet to explore, and Kailash is one such
realm – a place where time, space, and the universe seem to converge - the ‘aadi’ (beginning) and ‘anant’ (infinite) of the cosmic
universe which has no beginning or end. The journey to Kailash is as much a spiritual journey as it is physical.

This article is to evince interest amongst those who may not know about the Mount Kailash – one of the great mysteries of our planet.
There is a lot of information available on Kailash and I encourage everyone to know a bit more and if possible, visit ‘THE DESTINATION’
of all destinations on our planet. ....... Jai Kailash!

Sources:
https://timesofindia.indiatimes.com/travel/destinations/mount-kailash-facts-mindboggling-things-you-may-not-know-about-lord-shivas-
home/articleshow/61220500.cms
https://sacredland.org/mount-kailash-tibet
https://www.greattibettour.com/tibet-travel-tips/mount-kailash-facts-mysteries-you-may-not-know.html

Mount Kailash: The Cosmic Axis of the Universe

Location Coordinates: 31.0675° N, 81.3119° E - for most, these numbers may hold little significance - just another set of coordinates on
a topographical map. But for those who seek something beyond the ordinary, these are no mere geographical markers. They point to a
place revered by a billion people, a site believed to be the ‘axis mundi’ of the universe, a place steeped in mystery, reverence, and
profound spiritual significance - the sacred Mount Kailash. 
To the staunch believers, Kailash is more than just a mountain. It is a cosmic bridge between the Earth and the Heavens, the abode of
Lord Shiva, the Adiyogi and one of the Trinity Gods in Hinduism.

Sameer Gupta
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     he oak tree developed a columned sentinel in the mist-shrouded heart of woods, its root system radiating out and sinking
deep into ground, its twisted, tangled tendrils looking like an ancient beast’s veins. Gnarled and twisted, its root system twisted
through soft, wet ground, anchoring the tree firmly in its position and creating arches and crevices in its path, providing a haven
for small animals. Dark and weathered, its bark bore centuries of wear and tear—a rough tapestry of crevices and ridges woven
with soft expanses of moss and trailing vines. Every scar in its face whispered a quiet narrative of storms weathered and years
gone, a witness to the tree's tenacity in face of the relentless tide of relentless time. Higher, its branches reached out in a fan-
shaped arrangement, tips outreached in a quest for wan sunlight struggling through thick cover of foliage. Green leaves glinted
under a thin cover of morning dew, refracting faint sunlight and sending shifting shadows of gold onto woodland floorspace. On
the woodland floor space below, a rich tapestry of fallen leaves, sprouting fungi, and clusters of tiny flowers clung tenaciously to
life in the shadows of the colossal tree’s presence. Nearby, a narrow brook twisted its path over rounded stones, its soft gurgling
providing a soft accompaniment to peaceful quiet surrounding woods. In the cool, moist atmosphere, a rich, earthy odor of
decaying wood blended with a faint sweet odor of flowers and a sharp, pungent odor of moss-shrouded bark filled the
atmosphere. Every movement in the woods seemed heightened in the presence of the oak tree. Flapping of a bird’s wing high in
branches, rustling of a small creature through undergrowth, and whisper of wind through leaves composed a chorus of soft life.
The tree saw it all, immobile yet extending, a union of solidity and expansion. Its trunk bore witness to its age—not wounds but
markings of survival. Lightning scars etched down its bark, and ends of long-lost branches healed over, creating bulges of twisted
wood in which new life took root. The oak imparted a lesson to one who took a moment to observe: that strength is not a lack of
difficulty but a tolerance for enduring and growing in its face. Its roots, for one who took a discerning glance, bore witness that
holding oneself firmly in the present creates a platform for riding out life’s storms. Meanwhile, its branches, ever extending
skywards, encouraged one to dream big, to seek out opportunity and light even in times of challenge. The tree’s testimony
breathed a soft lesson: that beauty in life consists not in perfection but in harmony between holding and extending, between
holding fast and having the heart to expand.

The Oak Tree
Adi Patel

Year 10
T
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The dusty and small wasteland surrounding the building was made to disguise the cafe, to deter those who were deterred
easily, but if you climbed the winding stairs you would enter a small cafe with books, food and a nice view of the dusty
Guwahati streets. The owner of the cafe seemed to have had troubles with love, which he hid behind posters full of
innuendos and statements. The cafe was scarce with activity, with a few people sitting on the balcony and one man sitting in
the corner, and we thought it would stay that way until the man from the corner stood up and approached us with a weird
looking sketch in his hands.

My mum and grandma immediately got interested. The sketch apparently had a different meaning depending on how you
held it, something about Hindu mythology that I couldn’t understand. So, I sat there trying to hold my laughter at the
silliness of the situation until he caught me off guard by addressing me. His first question for me was where I was from, I
answered Australia. His second question was “what feature do you like the most about a Kangaroo?” His third and final
question was “what is your favourite subject”, and after I answered maths, the Artist let us eat in peace and retreated to his
table, promising he’d be back with a question for me. 

Soon after, he gave me a piece of paper and said, “There is no right answer, neither is there a wrong answer”. As my eyes
worked their way down the piece of paper, I saw a Cartesian plane drawn at the top with only a 0 in the middle, an angle
that got bigger which counted from positive one on the top line and counting down from negative 1 on the bottom line.
Then there were some equations.

1 + (-1) = 0
2 + (-2) = 0
3 + (-3) = 0

Infinity + (-Infinity) =   ?  

My initial instinct was to go for 0, but I thought that would be too easy, seeing as how infinity is different from 1, 2 and 3 in
the fact that it isn’t technically a number, but then I told myself that this was maths, not philosophy so I answered 0 and ate
my lunch. 

After finishing I decided to give him my answer and we ended up talking for a good 10 minutes. He informed me that the
answer I gave was an approximation, and that not everything in mathematics had to be the exact answer, sometimes you
could just ballpark it, and in this case, you had to ballpark it. He then went on to tell me about pressure breathing, splitting
my day into 3 parts to study, do physical activity and free time. Before we finished our conversation, he handed me his email
on another piece of paper which he seemed to have an infinite amount of and said to contact him anytime I had a doubt in
maths.

 I then went back to my mum and grandma, they paid the guy at the counter, whom we learnt was the artist's friend and
said goodbye. As I walked out from the swing doors I started to think about infinity more, how it seems impossible, yet it still
exists all around us, and the immense size of it. All the grains of sand on earth and all the stars in the universe would still be
closer to 0 than it would to infinity. The gears had been set, and the brain had been challenged, all by an unlikely encounter.

Most outings are mediocre unless they have non mediocre food, which this cafe did not have, so I am grateful to this
Artist/Mathematician for taking some of his time to amuse and educate us, turning this mediocre outing into a special one.

An Interesting Encounter

Ayush Goswami
Year 8
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Alo Adhikary
Year 6

Tonight, Elvin is on guard duty at the gates of the forest. She stands alert, her beach blonde hair flutters in stark contrast to the
night sky. Known for her acute sense of hearing with her sharp pointed ears, she picked up a whirring sound behind a thick
tree. She quietly retrieved an arrow from her quiver, nocked it to her bowstring, and cautiously aimed it at the tree, ready to
shoot at a moment’s notice. Determined to discover the source of the noise before she raises the alarm, she tip-toed towards
the tree. To her surprise, she saw … a peculiar little creature made out of metal. Curious, she let her guard down to stare at it.
After a few moments she composed herself “what are you?”. The creature answered that it was a robot. Elvin was confused,
“Ro…bot…?”. The nod from the robot made her more skeptical, what if this robot was sent by the humans with some nefarious
intent? The anxious expression on Elvin’s face did not escape the robot who asked what was wrong.

Elf  and the  Robot
Feildran, a lush green forest where it is forbidden to stroll too deep, stands tall at the edge
where the human world ends and the world of magic begins. There was a time when Feildran
was bustling with energy as humans and elves congregated to trade goods and exchange
knowledge. Up until the humans betrayed the elves by declaring war on them. Many battles
were fought, casualties mounted on both sides. Elvin, a young elf princess, lost her mother to
the war. In a decisive battle, her brave mother had sacrificed herself to cast a protective spell
which thwarted the human advance into the Elven Kingdom. Ever since that fateful day, Elvin
developed a deep patriotism for her kingdom and an equal distaste for the humans.

Elvin, though not familiar with the technical jargon, was able to interpret the response. Apprehensive of the answer she might
get, Elvin hesitated before she put forward her next question … ‘What did the humans want you to do?’ The answer shocked
her, the robot was originally sent as a spy to infiltrate the Elven Kingdom beyond Feildran so that humans could ambush and
eliminate the elves. She pressed on, ‘why won’t you do it?’ To this the robot answered, ‘my prime directive is never to cause
harm to any conscious living organism’. Relieved, Elving put the robot back on the ground.
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Elvin disregarded the robot’s question. Instead she asked where it was from, to which the robot answered “from the world of
humans”. Elvin’s grip on her bow immediately tightened. The robot, quick to notice it, elaborated “I am a robot … abandoned
by the humans … I was deemed not useful enough”. Elvin’s grip loosened, her inquisitiveness getting better of her, what did it
mean by ‘not useful enough’? She picked up the small robot to examine it further. It did not look particularly old nor did it look
damaged. ‘Why are you not useful?’ whispered Elvin to herself. The robot, mistakenly assuming the question was directed at it,
answered that it is not able to execute the functions the humans programmed into it.



              
Once upon a time there were 3 bears: Momma bear, Papa bear and Baby bear. Mamma bear
was making porridge and Papa bear & Baby bear were enjoying the Sunday morning. Mama bear
poured the porridge into 3 bowls and put the bowls on the dining table. In a very serious voice
she said “Look the porridge is boiling hot, okay? Be careful when you eat it, maybe give 5-10
minutes”. But no one was listening. Baby bear was on the ipad watching Cocomelon and Papa
bear was reading about politics and was shocked that Donald Trump was the president again!!!!   

 The true story of Goldilocks

Kiara Sharma (Junuka)
Year 4

Then after literally 5 seconds later, baby bear has a spoon full of porridge in his mouth. His mouth was burning so he took a glass
of milk and drank it. Then after his mouth had cooled down he said in a relieved way “ That ... .was ... .hot. I can't believe no one
warned me of how hot it was! Next time tell me or you will be sorry” Mamma bear starts yelling at baby bear about what she
said and what he said. Meanwhile papa bears gobbles a spoon full of porridge and he runs to the water tap outside to cool down
his tongue. “ I just said…”she sighed. "I am sick of you both not listening to me…..I'm going for a walk” she was so angry that no
one listened to her so she ran off stomping and kicking like she is the new Godzilla. The 2 bears were so scared that they ran off
after her.

While the bears went for a walk in the forest, Little Miss Goldilocks (who was strolling in the forest) had found their cottage and
smelt the porridge a mile away. She went in and saw the porridge. “The humans will not mind if I take a bit of it for my sick
grandmother and me” when she was about to eat some yummy, delicious porridge. Momma bear bursts through the door
yelling “I'm going to my mom's!!” Goldilocks was trying to hide but baby bear saw her. Who are you? “ I'm your worst
nightmare. Fight me brother!” Goldilocks shouts. Goldilocks had a big fight against the Bears. Baby bear was throwing the chairs
and stools. Momma bear was flipping the couches and tables. Pappa bear was throwing the knives but then he realised that he
could use his claws. So, he took his claws out and did a loud “SHING” Momma bear saw what papa bear was doing so she did it
to “SHING” Baby bear followed “SHING”

Goldilocks had no chance. She ran in a circle and jumped out the window saying, “you will never get me alive!!!” Baby bear was
confused as to why she said that. Momma bear realised that we really don't want to protect our stuff, so they sold the house
and went to live in the forest where they chased humans and lived happily ever after.
 

‘Are you abandoning me too?’ asked the robot. Elvin shrugged, how could she take a robot into the Elven Kingdom? ‘What if I
could fit in?’ asked the robot again. Elvin gave it a puzzled look. The robot exposed a control panel from the back of his
mushroom shaped cap head. Elvin took the control panel and started playing around with the settings. Some tinkering later the
robot was ready as an elf. Elvin cut a little bit of her finger and dripped some elf blood on the robot, then cast a spell to imbue it
with an elven personality.

‘All you need now is an Elven name’ announced Elvin, proud of the transformation she orchestrated. She thought for a few
minutes before asking if the robot wanted to be named Alexander. The robot loved the name. Elvin smiled and asked if she and
Alexander wanted to be friends and Alexander agreed. She hugged Alexander and Alexander wrapped his hands around her
waist. Elvin and Alex broke away from the hug. They became the best of friends and began to walk towards the kingdom of
elves.
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Vedant Sharma (Geet)
Year 8

Thane’s fingers drummed against his upper thigh, a sign of his restlessness, a practice he made a mental note to stop. He willed
Sarros to come faster, time was of the essence, and the longer he took, the more likely his ‘important’ information would be
rendered redundant. Either way, Sarros had assured him the info would be key to the downfall of the Empire, and that was not
something he could pass up on. The bar was mostly empty, containing only men who had finished their day's work, coming to
wile away their problems in the depths of a tankard. He contented himself with observing an argument between the barkeep
and his daughter, who acted as a waitress in the pub. As he fingered the food with his fork, catching words here and there, he
allowed his eyes to wander around the bar, absorbing any information he came across.

He faltered on a woman leaning on a wall in the opposite corner of the bar garbed head to toe in black, not an inch of bare skin
showing, her face an exception. That was the most curious part of her, long and angular with accentuated cheekbones, and
slanted eyes, much like those of a feline. Attractive, though not in the conventional way. He continued looking around, not
allowing his gaze to rest on anything for more than a few seconds, lest he miss something of importance. He continued in this
fashion until he noticed that the subject of discussion between the barkeep and his daughter, was him. 

They argued vociferously, the father occasionally gesturing violently towards him, with no hint of discretion. The daughter,
named Arín from what he had gathered, finally spoke with a note of finality, and the father reluctantly acquiesced. The girl
walked around the serving bar and directly to him, her stride resonating with confidence, and Thane braced himself. He was
used to being ousted from pubs, and though he hadn't realised how the clothes he wore may carry certain connotations.
Stopping in front of the chair opposite him, the girl spoke.
“Waiting for someone?”
He grimaced, “A friend, he should arrive soon.”
“Then in the meantime, would you pay for-”, she stopped herself, resolve gone, “Would you like any drinks?” She asked, as if
she hadn’t spoken anything else.
Raising an eyebrow, Thane declined. They thought he was a hoodlum. It wasn’t unexpected, he thought the girl walked away,
but the words still stung.
Pay attention
He was used to the voice now, though he didn't fully trust it. He continued scanning the bar for signs of threat, and his gaze
again rested on the mysterious woman.
The enigma drew the lustful gaze of many a man around the bar, though Thane’s was not of ardour, rather one of curiosity. The
woman had also seemed to realise this, and as their gazes intertwined, she smiled, beckoning-
PAY. ATTENTION.
He broke the contact, twisting around to see what had riled up the voice so, while simultaneously pulling down his hood and
reaching for his dagger. This was not the first time it had happened. He scanned the area behind him, looking for any signs of
threat. He noticed muttering coming from behind him, but he was focused on eliminating the immediate-
LISTEN TO ME!

 

The Whispering Blade
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Nevertheless, Thane darted around the table, grabbing the fork he had been eating, and holding it as he would his dagger.
Pay. Attention. 
The voice was starting to get irritating. He was almost certain that it was the woman using some powers of witching to
disorient him, but he wasn't sure. The voice had helped him so far. He quickly spun around, deciding there was enough space
between him and the witch to do so, and chanced upon several men creeping towards him, brandishing maces and sabres
alike. There were too many for him. 3 in front, 2 supporting them from behind, 2 each on his right and left, and a dozen more
pouring into the bar. 7 and 10 in total. Too many for him. This was it. He was going to die.
Fight.
With a sigh, Thane acquiesced, and with a flick of his wrist, sent the fork flying into the throat of the nearest thug, puncturing
his pharynx before he had time to react. He pounced on his body, pulling the mace from the man’s hand and wincing as blood
spurted onto his cloak. He heard a grunt behind him, and swung the weapon, putting all his power behind the blow, and
punished the one who had sought to take advantage of him while turning. The man's ribs crumbled before the mace, and he
let out a deathly scream, blood surging from his mouth, and once again, onto Thane's cloak. Now he was mad. 
Hurry.
Okay. Time to wrap this up. He pounced on the nearest man swinging the mace downwards as they collided, feeling the man's
skull collapse, and turned on the next man. This was going smoother than he thought. 
Shick!
This thought was interrupted as a dagger pierced his chainmail hauberk through the back, stabbing through bone and ligament
alike in his shoulder and let out a cry, wrenching himself around to face his assailant, a grimace stuck on his face. His
expression was met with a grin from his buck-toothed attacker.
Complacency kills.
He flung the fork out of his still working hand towards the man beside the buck tooth, simultaneously twisting the mace out of
his right hand, the corresponding arm hanging limp beside him. As the man fell, he feinted right with the mace, drawing the
overconfident man to attempt to knock the mace out of Thane’s unsteady hands, bringing the thug’s downfall. He savoured
the feeling of the blow, enjoying the pain he had wrought. That made 3. Blood poured from his shoulder, dampening his
clothes and spirits alike. A sense of drowsiness overcame him, and as he turned around, it was replaced with dread. 10 more
men approached him, the rest brawling with the ones who hadn't left in the background, as well as the enraged barkeep and
his daughter. “IF YOU ARE TRUE”, he yelled to the voice in his mind “HELP ME NOW”.
As the men circled him, he remained faithful, though the responding silence soon enveloped him in hopelessness. His vision
began to blur as the amount of blood in his body became dangerously low. His eyes finally closed, and he heard the distant cry
of the barkeep's daughter, and the ensuing roar of the barkeep. The sound roused something in him, and as he could not open
his eyes, he opened his mind.
Sana Vulnus Cito
The voice, before alien, now came from Thane, entrancing him, resonating within the deepest recesses of his body, making
every muscle within him vibrate with vigour. His eyes flashed open, and he saw the turned backs of the thugs who now
cornered the barkeep, still protecting her daughter to the end. With a beastly roar, he flung the mace at the head of the
closest, with his - now uninjured - right hand, embedding the weapon within his skull, and drawing the attention of the
gangsters who hadn’t been alerted by his cry. He glanced at the barkeep, still behind the counter beside his unconscious
daughter, and as their gazes connected, he nodded at the bear of a man, signalling towards the exit with his eyes. Diverting his
attention back to the men, he snarled, aware that mere adrenaline would not win him this battle. His dread returned, albeit
only briefly, before being replaced by anger. 

His death was certain, and it would be a heroic death at that, but not here, not today. With that thought, he lunged at his next
victim.

He cringed from the noise, nearly falling from his chair. It was as if someone was screaming into both his ears, and as the
ringing abated, he realised that the woman had crossed the bar and drawn closer, muttering some sort of incantation from
behind him. He sighed, he knew something like this might happen, but Sarros seemed trustworthy, and he had hoped tonight
would be peaceful. He turned to face her, pulling out his dagger, when he saw a flash of steel descend towards his shoulder.
Move
He twisted his body, hooking his foot into the leg of the chair as he flung himself off, letting the dagger fly past him, embedding
itself in the seat of his chair. He had a full view of the witch now, and swung his dagger at her wrist while she still held her
weapon. With superhuman speed, she pinned the blade of his dagger against the hilt of hers, twisting her wrist in ways that
shouldn't be possible. She was more than a fearsome warrior, she was something else entirely. Either way, Thane was sure he
could beat her. His confidence did nothing to diminish his caution, however, and he was hesitant to enter an all-out battle, lest
he scare away his informant. 
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Corin ran in the labyrinth, the stench of the beast signifying that it
was only getting closer. The monster ran in strides, travelling at
alarming speed, which also caused it to tire often. Corin used this
to his avail, but he didn’t know how much longer he could keep
this up…
He stumbled, his legs burning with exhaustion. The pizza, his last
lifeline, was finished. He had rationed it carefully, but it was never
enough. He was weak, his energy sapped by fear and hunger. He
could feel the monster's presence growing stronger, its breath a
hot, humid wave that washed over him.

He had tried multiple times to find a way out, but each time more
unsuccessful than the last, and after a week of this cycle, Corin
wasn’t sure how much longer he could do this. Despite being a
champion in athletics at his school, Corin wasn’t sure if he had it in
him, but he was desperate to stay alive. He would do whatever it
took.
But then, as he rounded a corner, he saw it. A faint glimmer, like a
beacon in the darkness. He rushed towards it, hope flickering in
his chest. The light grew brighter, revealing a small, wooden door
set into the wall. He reached for it, his fingers trembling with
anticipation.

The door creaked open, revealing a narrow passage. He squeezed
through, his heart pounding in his chest. The passage led him to a
small, circular chamber, lit by a single flickering torch. In the
center of the chamber, a figure sat on a stone throne, a crown of
twisted vines resting on its head.
The figure turned, its eyes glowing with a strange, ethereal light.
"You have found me," it said, its voice a low, rumbling whisper. "I
have been waiting for you."
Corin, his heart pounding, knew he had found more than just a
way out of the labyrinth. He had found the creature's lair, the
heart of its power. He had found the key to his escape.
But what would he do?

Ryan Barman
Year 7The Labyrinth’s  Gate

Would he fight the creature, or would he try to negotiate? Would
he try to escape again, or would he face the unknown, the
creature's power, and the fate that awaited him? The answer, he
knew, lay in the depths of his own courage.

“Corin decided that if he wanted to survive, he would have to do
this. But he knew that something might happen along the way,
killing him anyway. But Corin knew that if he wanted to save
himself from this labyrinth with no solution, with walls covered in
the monotonous shades of grey constantly reminding him of how
he was never free, he must escape this place.

Mustering up all the courage to keep going, Corin asked the
glowing figure: “What is it I must do to get rid of this monster?”.
Take this key. Use it and try to defeat the guardian of the vault,
which is the place where you can escape from this place. You will
regain all your strength and health, but you will have to fight the
monster alone.” It said, handing it over to Corin, who quickly
nodded and ran. He inserted the key and a chamber opened, and
Corin instantly felt all his energy rejuvenated, ready for battle.

Corin ran towards the monster, and punched it square in the jaw.
While it was distracted from the blow, Corin took a moment to
analyse the battlefield, and found a sword on the ground.
However, the monster was not going to give up so easily, it ran
towards the sword and was about to take it, when Corin found
something else: a flashlight.

He shined it into the beast’s eyes, startling and temporarily
blinding it, which gave Corin enough time to throw the flashlight
at the beast and take the sword out of it’s hands. The two battled
until finally Corin emerged victorious. A gate opened, showing
him the last few steps leading him back to the world, and Corin
barely took two seconds to remember the bustling streets of
New York, where he had come from. Without a second thought,
Corin threw away his sword, and ran back to his home. 37



What do I value the most about our Assamese community?
The thing I appreciate most about our Assamese community is the people, many of whom I still struggle to believe aren’t
actually related to me by blood. If I think about it, 24 years ago my parents braved the move halfway across the world without
any direct family here in Sydney, to start a life that would not only be better for them but for me and my younger brother Anay
as well. However, my reality is that through my childhood I have never felt this distance growing up in a foreign land, because of
all the Jethai’s, Mahi’s, Moha’s, Borta’s, etc., that we would visit frequently. Whether we were on the way back home from one
of my earlier cricket games or just on a family drive, we seldom came home without dropping by someone’s place - “Saa a’cup
khabole”. This was also reciprocated by people who would drop by unexpectedly for their cups of tea and hour-long “5-minute
chats”. In the context of my friends at school that would “drop by Mr. and Mrs. Smith’s place for tea and crumpets on the 29th
of February 1 month from today at 5 pm”, it’s no wonder how these impromptu hangouts fooled a young Anshul into believing
that members of our community were more like an extended family than friends.

This close familial bond I felt with others in the community was reinforced throughout my childhood by the more formal
interactions we had with members of the community. Organised weekends away to Canberra and Cooma were a staple growing
up and I can’t remember exactly everything we did but I do remember the warmth and belonging I felt spending weekends at
the houses of members of our extended family, the NSW/ACT Assamese community. To this day, when traveling through
certain cities I still feel a desire to drop by “Saa a’cup khabole” to rekindle some of these feelings of belonging.

These were not to be outdone by special occasions in the Assamese calendar, which would see our community come together
and celebrate significant cultural events such as Bihu. Just like Christmas, New Year’s, or Easter are all significant holidays in the
Australian calendar, our 3 Bihu’s are also dates that I eagerly await to come around. While it is safe to say that over time the so-
called “production value” of our events has developed in line with our ever-growing community, memories of everyone coming
together to celebrate are what I’ll always remember. Some of my most special moments from Bihu weren’t what happened on
stage but rather the silly things that took place behind the scenes. I remember getting together with friends, nervously
practicing our skits, dances, and songs for the weeks leading up to Bihu. I remember meeting up with my friends after our
performances in some back room of a Dundas church, to discuss all the difficulties of being a kid in the world – all of which was
happening while Umesh, Akki, Aniss, and I discovered we had an extra ‘luci’ / ‘rooti’ at the bottom of the piles of food we
packed onto our dinner plates.

Our Assamese community has also played a special role in connecting me to a land and culture from which I have derived many
of the values that make me who I am. While my parents were the ones responsible for teaching me what to do, being
surrounded by people that shared these values helped reinforce the positive traits about Assamese culture. After all, that’s the
benefit of growing up in a multicultural society like Australia, right? Being exposed to many different cultures, taking the best
bits from these cultures to help try to form my own identity.

          When the Editor, Chintanu Moha asked me to submit something for the Gogona this year, I
thought that I’d truly lean into what (little) journalistic capabilities I had and write about what I
valued about our Assamese community here in NSW/ACT.
In keeping with the journalist/media trend, the title of this article is probably a bit misleading and
definitely “click bait” worthy. This is because it assumes that I, as a younger member of the
community, speak for everyone in my age group or generation. This is far from the truth and while
I believe that many would share similar sentiments about the community, I am conscious of the
bias that my experiences would create in writing this piece.

The Expat Assamese Community & Its Youth

Anshul Baruah
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Reflections on what could continue to grow engagement with younger generations
As I round out what I have come to appreciate and value about our Assamese community here in NSW/ACT, I thought I might add
my two cents on what I think could help sustain the engagement we have with younger people in our community.

Engagement through participation: 1.
I remember years ago when Ma and Deta (no doubt in collusion with the parents of many of the other participants)
coerced us into doing the play, dances, songs, or MC events. 
At first, this was met with groans from me and many of my friends, but looking back those memories and shared
experiences with friends are a big part of what keeps me coming back to Bihu.

   2. Simplicity is key (Complexity disincentivises involvement). 
As I look over time (and maybe this is a product of growing up), the world becomes less black and white and a lot greyer.
I’ve had the fortune of 7 years now in the professional working environment (11 years if we count my part time role at
Bunnings), which has shown me that the second complexity creeps in, people’s desire to be involved and proactive
within an organisation decreases. 
Amongst my friends, we often discuss a lot about suggestions for Bihu and things that we liked / disliked but that’s where
this process stops. 
The thought of having to devote another night to a formal AGM or communicate this to committee members that they
seldom cross paths with can cause this feedback to be lost.

3. The Communication gap
The normal form of communication for me with Bihu events is very simple. Mum tells me to keep a Saturday in April free
because that’s when Bihu is. When reflecting on why many of my friends have reduced their engagement with the
community, sometimes it does come from as simple as missing information/not having the details of events being passed
down to them.
Checking personal emails might have been great in the past but I definitely feel between my Facebook, Instagram,
WhatsApp, texts, calls, and work emails – checking my personal email proactively falls down the priority list

Now I completely appreciate that many of these problems require us (the younger ones) to be more
proactive in many instances. We have been branded as the lazy generation (which isn’t without its merit)
but here are just two thoughts I had on how engagement could be improved amongst the next generation of
torch bearers for our community.
    Suggestion 1: Better representation of younger members of our community in official proceedings. 

Now it’s not fair for me to say that younger people don’t have the opportunity to be more involved with the community. 
However, this comes to a point raised above. The complexity and politics associated with forming committees/elections
all act as disincentives for younger people to engage with the process. 
We are all navigating tricky periods of our lives with new jobs, friend circles, and relationships which make being a part of
these committees less appealing compared to those that have reached a more stable period of their life.

    Suggestion 2: Modernising communication channels and giving the responsibility of managing these channels to younger
people    within our community. 

It appears that there are instances where younger people are missing out on information being passed down. This is
because many of us rely on our parents to pass on news or don’t check our personal emails regularly enough. 
It’s not to say our community doesn’t have social media accounts, but with the demands of older adult life being
significantly higher than that of a teenager fresh out of High School – it’s hard to see why there wouldn’t be a couple of
creative souls or Instagram gurus within our community who can lead the charge of the community’s social channels. 
There’s also the other perspective that whoever does such a role could use it as something to buff up the work
experience component of their CV before applying for jobs/internships next summer! 
For this latter system to work, autonomy would be needed for these people to run the platform as they see fit. By
trusting responsibility onto individuals in the younger community, you do feel more involved with the community in an
easy / low stakes environment – if the Instagram message comes out a day late – it’s not the end of the world.

A Final Thought 
Our community is very special to me and shaped me to be who I am today. While it would be wrong of me to assume that I speak
for everyone in the younger generation, I do know that these sentiments are shared amongst many in our younger generation.
The warmth and support that I have had from all community members, growing up is what makes our community special – well
for me at least!
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      nce we entered the main walking trail, we noticed several modes of transportation available from
Katra to the Bhawan, the main Vaishnodevi temple. While my entire family chose to trek on foot, my
Aita decided to take a palki, as she would get tired, and the walk was quite long. As we set off, the
adventure of our trek had truly begun. In the first half hour, our spirits were high, and we moved
swiftly along the path, the chatter and laughter filled the air. However, as time passed and the trail
gradually became more challenging, tiredness started to creep in. We could all feel our legs growing
tired, and our pace had slowed. We decided to take a short break to hydrate and recharge, soaking in
the beauty of our surroundings as we rested. 
We hiked up the path for four hours before arriving at the top of the mountains, where we were
pleasantly surprised by the incredible landscape. After that, we had the task of climbing a steep path
and 206 stairs to reach our overnight accommodation. After a few hours of rest, we prepared ourselves
and headed down to the Bhawan. Upon arriving, we joined the line to enter the temple. Since there
weren’t many people, the line moved quite quickly.
As I approached the front of the line, I caught my first glimpse of the three sacred pindis. The air
resonated with the rhythmic chants of fellow devotees, creating an atmosphere of deep spirituality. I
feel truly grateful for the chance to witness such a revered and spiritually enriching temple. Without a
doubt, it was a remarkable and awe-inspiring experience. The entire Vaishnodevi journey is one that I
will treasure forever.

M× Val¯h�� DeÐl EÖ¨e«le�ce

Your paragraph text

  ucked away in the breathtaking Trikuta Hills of Jammu and Kashmir is one of the most revered and
religious spiritual destinations, drawing millions of devotees each year. This sacred shrine is dedicated to
Mata Vaishnodevi, a venerated incarnation of Goddess Durga. It is located within a natural cave that
houses three pindis (rock formations), representing the divine trinity of goddesses: Maha Kali (Goddess of
Strength), Maha Lakshmi (Goddess of Wealth), and Maha Saraswati (Goddess of Knowledge). Pilgrims
embark on a scenic 12-kilometre trek from Katra to reach this holy temple, creating an experience that is
both physically rewarding and spiritually uplifting.

Prajna Gupta

T

Our recent adventure began with an overnight train ride to Jammu, followed by a scenic drive to Katra, a lively town that serves
as the gateway for pilgrims. As we started our ascent to the temple, we were greeted by picturesque views along the path,
accompanied by the uplifting chants of devotees calling out “Jai Mata Di” as they made their way up the hill. The route was
vibrant, with shops offering a delightful array of colourful offerings and traditional snacks, adding to the lively atmosphere of the
journey. O
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My Vaishno Devi Experience
My Visit to The United Arab Emirates (UAE)

Vyyom Kachroo
 Year 7

Last Summer, I had the opportunity to visit the UAE for five days, and it was a trip I will never forget! From
the moment I landed, I was in awe of the city’s blend of modern architecture and rich culture.
Our journey started with a warm welcome at Dubai Airport, where we were greeted by a few friendly local
Emiratis. After checking into our luxurious hotel, we headed straight to sleep to prepare for the next
lengthy day.
After getting dressed and having a quick breakfast at a cafe in the hotel lobby, we took a taxi to Dubai
Miracle Garden. I was amazed by how breathtaking these pieces of art were. There were massive Smurfs,
a gigantic genie from Aladdin and even a life-size Emirates plane, all of them embedded in colourful
flowers! I also tried the famous Dubai chocolate, which was spectacular. 
Then we decided to have lunch, which was delicious cheesy pasta. After that, we headed to the Dubai Butterfly Garden. Surprisingly,
we were able to hold the butterflies and take many pictures. At first, my brother and I weren’t enthusiastic about this place, until we
arrived. There were many types: small, big, colourful, black and white. There were even moths, which I thought were a bit peculiar as
they aren’t really butterflies. 
We spent the next three hours in Dubai Mall, shopping and exploring the stores, which were full of amazing products. Then, we
headed outside of Dubai Mall to see the fountain shows, where we also got an amazing opportunity to get a view of the Burj Khalifa
light show. After this, we went to the Dubai Mall parking lot, where we were stranded for the next 45 minutes due to the biggest line I
have ever seen! After getting out of that mess, we grabbed a taxi to go to Global Village.
Global Village is an area with 30 pavilions for 100+ countries where you can shop, explore, eat, and have fun while learning about
other countries’ cultures. We walked around until we found a great Turkish restaurant to eat dinner at. After that, we continued, our
stomachs full from that filling dinner. Exhausted, we returned to our hotel, showered, and slept.

Next Day, early in the morning, we got ready, caught a taxi and journeyed to the Burj Khalifa. When we got there, we made our way to
the top of the building to experience the wonderful view from what is the tallest building in the world. As we were in the elevator,
travelling up to the top floor, I could feel the air pressure getting tighter in my ears. There wasn’t much at the top except a few cafes
and gift shops. After that, we set out to go back to the hotel but then we decided to take a stop at Palm Jumeirah Beach to look at
what it has to offer. We strolled along along the shore only to find a food shop, where we had some of the most refreshing juices in my
life! Then we just wandered around a bit. Then we took off to our hotel again.
 After a few hours, it was time to get ready for the New Year’s Eve party at the hotel. Once we arrived at the dinner hall for the New
Year's dinner, we immediately rushed to the tables where all the food was, as we were exceedingly hungry. The room was extremely
decorative with lights and the waiters also gave us amusing accessories to wear while we ate and party. They even hired a professional
singer to sing many famous songs while we ate. Then we went to the top floor of our hotel to watch the fireworks to celebrate New
Year's Eve.
On the third say, in the morning, after getting ready, we ventured towards Old Dubai (Al Seef) to go to see Dubai Museum of Illusions.
First, we went to have breakfast at a nearby cafe. Then we entered the Dubai Museum of Illusions. It was quite interesting to try and
figure out all the puzzles on the sides. There were many fun activities and rooms like the Vortex Room, the Infinity Room, the Tilted
Room and the Chair Illusion Room. Fun fact: we were the first visitors to enter the Dubai Museum of Illusions in 2025! 

After this, we had to rush back to the hotel to get ready for the desert safari that we had booked. Once we got back to the hotel, we
immediately changed and were outside, ready for the driver to pick us up. When he came, we braced ourselves for the long 45-minute
drive ahead of us. When we reached Sharjah, where we were going to do our desert safari, we went to do our first activity which was
camel riding. It was quite scary as camels are very tall. Next, my brother and I went to do ATV racing on a rough sandy racecourse. It
was remarkably fun except we did get stuck a few times. After a bit of that, we decided to do our desert safari. We got in the car and
drove off into the dunes. 
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My Vaishno Devi Experience
If you ask me, the driving part wasn’t that fun, but it was a good experience. It also didn’t feel the best when we were going up and
down. We stopped in the middle of our journey to take some pictures and try out some sandboarding. Sandboarding is fun but it is a bit
hard to get that balance that you need to travel long enough on it. Then we went to travel back and go to the camp. At the camp, there
were live shows like a fire show, a belly dancing show and a traditional Emirati dance show. We then got served a delicious multicultural
dinner and dessert. We also tried some Emirati doughnuts which tasted delicious, especially with the syrup it is served with. After
everything and despite the immense traffic, we headed back to the hotel. Next day, we woke up early in the morning to go to Al Seef
again for an Old Dubai tour. First, we had a quick breakfast at an Emirati restaurant, then we went to meet our tour guide, alongside
many other people. Our tour guide introduced himself as Saif. He showed us around Old Dubai by showing us what the Sheikhs in the
olden days used to live in and making us try traditional Emirati coffee. After that Saif showed us the port where they used to trade with
other countries and where the Britishers had attacked them. He then took us to what was a Smart Police Station, where you can get free
coffee and play some video games in case of an emergency. Soon after, he took us to eat traditional shawarma and falafel and some soft
drinks for lunch. We took a boat across a lake to travel to the spice markets and the gold markets, where there were much more than
just spices and gold.
After around 20 minutes of trying to find a taxi, we found one and went back to the hotel to collect our luggage for we were going to Abu
Dhabi for a day. We waited for around 15 minutes for our driver to come, and when he did, we excitedly jumped in the car. An hour
later, we reached the capital of the UAE. Checking into our hotel, we quickly changed and headed outside to catch a shuttle bus to Ferrari
World. Because of the immense queues, we only got to do one ride. We left with no doubt we would come back the next day. We had
dinner at a restaurant nearby to Ferrari World and went straight to sleep at our hotel. 

On our fifth and last day, early in the morning, we woke up, got ready and immediately proceeded towards Ferrari World in a shuttle bus.
We advanced to the reception bench to get a “Quick Pass” which would help us skip queues for rides. As soon as possible, we went for
the bigger rides first, and soon we were enjoying ourselves. We soon took a break to have popcorn. We finished most of the rides, and
then it was time to leave. We were planning to travel to see the Sheikh Zayed Grand Mosque. When we arrived, we had a quick lunch at
a shop stand near the mosque. After a long walk, we finally reached the mosque. It was quite crowded and dull from the outside, but on
the inside, there was so much more to see. Grand chandeliers, stained glass, furry carpet, it was spectacular! After admiring the inside,
we exited the mosque and had a filling dinner at Burger King at the mall next to the mosque. After catching a taxi and going back to the
hotel, we got ready for bed and slept instantly.
We left the UAE embedded in sadness but gratefulness as well to have experienced this wonderful event. Each day had been a new
chapter, and I felt grateful for every moment of this unforgettable trip.

Budding Artists

Sammar Kachroo
 Year  3
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Budding Artists

Alo Adhikary 
Year  6

Prakriti Borua (Meek)
Year  7
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Budding Artists

Jasmine Chowdhary 
Year 4

Mt. Uluru, the world's largest rock monolith, is sacred to Australia's Aboriginal people.
Audrie Hazarika

Year 3

Jaya Chowdhary 
Year 1
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Annual trips to Assam in childhood were simple. These were all-too-brief reconnections with extended
family, an excuse for extra screen-time, a respite from school, and of course, festivities and dietary
indulgence. In my mind, it was a distinctly separate place. 
The cognitive dissonance that comes with being born there, growing up here - and not fully feeling like
having a place on either soil – was something that was always in the back of my mind. 
As first-generation immigrants, we are well aware of this condition. This diagnosis may show symptoms
of disorientation around identity, poor navigational skills to ‘home’, and mercurial tastebuds. This
condition is more common than you’d think with over 30% of Sydneysiders having been born overseas
(as of 30 June 2023, ABS). 

People, Pithas, and Prose: Community as the Cure 

 Diya Goswami

Identity is relative. 1.
An extremely fond memory is attending my cousin’s wedding back in 2022. The first of the grandchildren to be wedded. She married
someone from Raipur - the capital of a central Indian state – though lush with forestry but still foreign (to me). It was in this setting
that our Axomiya-ness stood out. It was in the contrast of the Bollywood flaunts and the Bihu flairs, or the overwhelming curry spice
with the memory of a milder tenga back home. It was in the reconnection with distant sisters – also growing up in Western worlds of
the UK, US, or even UAE – yet finding common ground in upbringing, shared beliefs, and even spirituality. There was a sense that
despite the distance, there really was something that moulded us together – in the continuation and co-mingling of our cultures into
the 21st century West. 
It’s only when I stopped to reflect that I realised a version of this existed right before me the whole time!

My mum often recounts her after-school hangouts with the kids down the street, round the block, and growing up together on
campus. Only now are they scattered across the globe, but back then, the local chaat stall or park were their shared memory-making
places. I sometimes felt this was lacking from a more individualistic, transient Western society in suburban Sydney. 
I would diagnose this dissonance as disconnection. A diagnosis for which the remedy was, in fact, quite straightforward: learning.
Learning about our culture, the social glue of customs and traditions – from thalis and teatime to weddings and birth rites – has helped
me find my place in it all. 
In recent years, they’ve transformed to be almost definitive and clarifying. 

2. Creating culture. 
The designated hang-out was no longer the local chaat stall but a late night Maccas run. The friends down the street became the
mates round the next suburb. Together, we’ve defined our own community – with the best bits of Aussie and Axomiya culture – as well
as building our own traditions and customs. 
So, in an individualistic Western society, that urges its participants to always maintain a line of sight on career progression and personal
fulfilment – maybe the creation of our own culture is the cure to the 20-something-year-old-born-there-raised-here condition. Maybe
community is the grounding force: for cohesion, identity, and belonging. Maybe community is the cure. 

3. Community = cure. 
While my wedding may not end up exactly like the grand affair of my cousin in Raipur, and the next puja here may not be like your
mum’s neighbourhood one, it’s our own creation and honouring of customs that keep culture, and in turn, identity alive. It’s the
annual Bihus followed by the afterparty at someone’s house or the Maccas run that all belong to us, that define and clarify our place in
it all. 
So, while this is not a prescriptive cure – it’s barely a complete diagnosis – it is perhaps; a breath of gratitude for the found-family in
Sydney; an ode to the concerted effort put into continuing the learnings that ground us; and just some prose for the pithas and people
that make up our created community. 
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21st September 2013 will be etched in my memory forever. Fear grips human minds in such a way
that everything around us seems like a blur. Not knowing how much longer we will live entangles
us with a series of emotions which is difficult to express. This incident left several fears and
thoughts behind in my mind. Some thoughts still keep haunting me to this day. Will I ever feel
safe again amidst these terrorists who may strike again at their will? What do I want to do and
achieve before I go? Experiences like this come with tremendous learning for people like us who
have always felt very protected and were happily living our lives.

So this is what happened that day. Surajit and I drove into the Westgate Mall in Nairobi that
Saturday morning, like any other weekend. We walked into the mall without specific plans; we
just intended to relax and spend quality time together. We decided to watch the Shahid Kapoor
movie ‘Phata poster Nikla Hero’ in the evening, which had just been released that weekend.
Before collecting the tickets, we headed towards 'Java coffee House' to enjoy a sumptuous
breakfast. It was a cafe on the topmost floor of the mall and was filled with customers that day;
each one engrossed in their conversation over cups of coffee. On a regular day, we would have
gone to another cafe downstairs, but something brought us here that day, and in retrospect, that
one decision probably saved our lives.

After placing our orders, we sat there chatting as we waited to be served. However, just a sip
later, the whole mall went berserk with loud noises. Surajit held my hand, pulled me, and started
running. I was still in a trance, not realizing the danger that hit us. We ran towards the adjoining
terrace, trying to safeguard ourselves from the source of the deafening and terrifying sounds of
the gunshots. We jumped the high wall and ran faster than usual, our bodies seemed to be doing
their best to save themselves from the impending danger. But our attempts seemed to be in vain
as the terrorists were advancing towards where we were.

The gunshots now seemed to be moving nearer; for all of us, it seemed like the end. But the
supernatural power called 'God' had other plans for us. We retreated into the coffee house and
slowly and steadily moved around, looking for a hideout. I managed to find a small cupboard just
big enough to fit me in. Surajit shoved me inside, not bothering about his safety. And just in time,
we were guided into the coffee house kitchen by their employees, whom we are overly grateful
to. There, in a small area surrounded by a refrigerator and cartons and boxes to shield us, we lay
quietly in wait, a group of about 15 to 20 people piled on top of one another, unaware of how
much longer we would have this precious gift of life.

Just listening to the continuous firing and knowing that the predators might barge in at any time
and make us their prey made us find consolation in each other. There were elders in wheelchairs
and babies crying around, and we were all helpless, at the mercy of the scavengers. We kept
waiting to die, all the time praying to the Almighty to save us. Like a miracle, some policemen
came to our rescue at that very instant through the fire exit attached to the kitchen. At the
beginning, we found it difficult to trust them as they were in plain clothes and decided not to
open the door. But after some convincing and having left with no choice, we obliged. Endangering
their own lives to rescue ours, they finally led us to freedom. Freedom from the fear that had
gripped us for almost 2.5 hours, freedom from those terrorists who that day killed several
innocent people.

Once on the street, we just kept walking away, feeling much safer than ever on the streets of
Nairobi. We took a cab and reached my aunt’s place, and once there, I stayed put for the next two
days, too scared even to step out. For an unknown reason and by the grace of God, some of us
still lived to tell the tale. Even today, when I go to a mall, there is a fear that some terrorists might
strike again, but I guess that is life, and we all have to live on until the end beckons. So many lives
were lost that day and continue to be lost in these wars of hatred. But it is also true that the
worst situations bring out the best in people, maybe there is hope for humankind after all!

Experience of a lifetime
Rashmita Goswami
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Her paternal side, you see, was a UPite – a fact that, much like her ability to drape a mekehela chador, had always remained somewhat
of a mystery to her. It seemed trivial. After all, Assam and Uttar Pradesh (UP) are both states within India, in close geographical
proximity and separated only by the majestic Ganga and Yamuna rivers. For those of you who have ever flown from Delhi to Assam,
you know it’s a breathtaking two-hour plane ride embellished with overhead views of the Himalayan ranges. Yet, the 120 minutes
translates into a stark divide in culture, food, traditions and societal expectations. Previously, this had been sufficient consolation to
keep her secure in her Assamese roots but the guilt of treacherously claiming that she was half “North Indian” without caring to be
specific was starting to gnaw at her. But it wasn’t her fault, right? 

Desi Tiramisu – A Reflection

Pia Gupta 

For the longest time, she had considered herself an Assamese. Yes, her Axomiya was pitiable and yes, she
was yet to master the dynamic hip sway-to-hand coordination innate to Bihu dance, but she was
Assamese. That is what she chose to believe despite the disapproving grimaces she received from Pehis
and Pehas back home after she unintentionally harassed them into speaking in English, or worse, their
broken but lovable ‘Assamese-Hindi’. Proudly flaunting her Assamese heritage to all who asked her the
incessant “where are you from”, only recently did she feel the tug of a troubling thought when a well-
intentioned aunty rebuked her confidence by proposing to her that her cultural identity was apparently
decided by her paternal heritage. 

After all, whenever she mentioned UP, she would immediately feel compelled to follow it up with where it was. And eventually when
the other person realised, she would be encountered with a response that was a combination of subtle pity and stereotyping as
conservative and rigidly vegetarian (as if her love for maasor tenga would allow this!). Accepting one was from UP felt miserably out-of-
place in a community where everyone seemed to be either Punjabi, Tamil or Gujju, with their own cliques. Wasn’t it better to just
introduce herself as a ‘North Indian’? At least, that way she could experience the automatic approval attributed to Punjabi’s for their
food or the cosmopolitan status invariably entrusted to Delhiites. 

Realising that she could not dodge this feeling of cultural dissonance forever, she attempted to seek reconciliation for her ignorance.
How? By impulsively approaching her aunts and uncles whom she had squirmed to come up with topics to discuss about in the
previous years. She also decided that it would be wise to visit Uttar Pradesh for herself and so, armed with nothing but stubborn
curiosity and her mother’s response to her curiosity “too much time to waste” ringing in her ears, she did exactly that on one of her
trips to India. 
Arriving in UP was both validating and overwhelming. The kaleidoscopic array of zesty chaat decorating every alley proved to be a
welcome change for her tastebuds, yet it simultaneously made her reminisce the mild flavours of the doi seera and pani pithas that she
was accustomed to. UP was its own beast to conquer she soon found out, as she struggled to produce the local Hindi accent, making it
fairly obvious that she was an outsider which resulted in inevitable overcharging at every store she visited. As she spent more time with
her father’s side of the family, she was astonished by the warmth, hospitality and eagerness with which she was welcomed, values that
her Assamese companions held dear. And somewhere among the local tales, vibrant bazaars and the buzzing hum of daily life, she
began to unravel her own mysteries. She finally began to understand where her obsession for parathas originated and why she had
always been drawn to the imposing architecture of Indian palaces. The charming tales of Krishna which she had embodied in various
dance recitals became all too real when she visited temples where local legends claimed Krishna still dances surrounded by his gopikas. 

So yes, the chai here was
spiced differently, but its
comforting warmth was
unchanged. The language
spoken by her loved ones
differed, but the kind
hospitality they shared was
equivalent to that of their
Assamese counterparts. And
she realised, the answer to
her cultural angst had been in
front of her all along. She
was, coffee-soaked
ladyfingers interspersed with
mascarpone cheese, or
rather, an Assamese layered
with decadent Uttar
Pradeshiya flair and topped
with a dusting of Aussie
charm – a Desi Tiramisu!
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Three Modern Assamese Novels 
and My Perspective 

Prof. Rukmi Dutta, PhD

We often see nostalgic posts on popular social media platforms about ’90s kids- how their
childhoods and entertainment habits were different because ’90s kids grew up without the internet,
cable TV and social media. For many, reading a novel meant for adults was as much fun as today’s
kids having a social media account without parental approval. In those days, most of us were
studying in Assamese medium schools. We were not proficient enough to read big books in other
languages, including English, nor did we have access to literature other than Assamese. In those
days, the most popular monthly periodical was “Prantik” (�াি�ক). Out of the three books that I
want to talk about, two, in fact, were published as serialised novels in this periodical. Every monthly
issue would bring one chapter. Today’s kids perhaps cannot even imagine that one will have to wait
months to know the ending of a novel. 
The first novel that I want to mention here is Antarip (অ�ৰীপ) by Dr Bhabendra Nath Saikia. It is a story of a strong-willed
woman’s revolt or revenge against male chauvinism. However, it was not an ordinary tale of revenge, and neither were the steps
taken for the act of revenge any usual. You may be mistaken to think that the story is all about feminism, the rise of a strong
woman against some injustice. Be assured, it was not such a simple story. It is much more- there is a shade of grey in every
character. Even the means to take revenge was questionable in terms of societal norms. Dr Saikia is a master storyteller: one is
hooked from the first page. It transports you to the protagonist, Menoka’s world, in the first few sentences. You will be
immersed in her dilemmas and her misgivings. There are very few such novels that can do such magic. I read this novel on
Prantik's pages as a teenager. I enjoyed reading it, but I barely understood the immenseness of the story at that time. Many
years later, I read the novel as a book on my long flight back from Kolkata to Sydney. Only in this second reading did I understand
the book completely, and I was amazed at the progressiveness of the story. If you have not read the book yet, you are missing
out on a gem of a literary feat of Assamese novels. 48



The third and last novel is ‘Asimat Jar Heral Seema’ (অসীমত যাৰ �হৰাল সীমা), perhaps the most well-known novel in Assamese
pop culture. It was written by Bhuban Muhan Barua, who wrote under the pen name Kanchan Baruah. The novel was published
in 1945, and its lasting popularity for the past eight decades speaks volumes about its legacy. There will be very few novels that
can claim such a feat, especially in Assamese literature. It is a fantasy novel that combines an imaginary world with reality, a
historical depiction of a bygone era. Romanticism, heroism, sacrifice for love, for country – you name it, you will find it in ‘
Asimat Jar Heral Seema’. It has all the ingredients of a popular novel, and it is commendable of Mr Baruah to combine these
ingredients in such a perfect mix in those days, i.e., in 1945, when perhaps the definition of ‘pop culture’ was not even known.
It’s adaptation as a drama by Kohinoor Theatre, first in 1983 and later again in 2008, also contributed to keeping its charm alive
in Assamese pop culture psych. I did not have a chance to enjoy these adaptations, but I read the novel as a kid. It did not appeal
to me on those days because of its tragic end. But it did draw me towards Kanchan Baruah’s other novels. My favourite is
actually ‘Mrito Bihang’,(মতৃ িবহংগ). I still love reading this novel, which was written with a hint of satire combined with innocent
situational comedy. We find some of those situational comedies and the writer’s presentation style of them also in Asimat Jar
Heral Seema. Kanchan Baruah’s style of writing makes him one of the greatest and popular novelists of all time, especially in
Assamese literature. 

A few years ago, I read ‘Asimat Jar Heral Seema’ again to see whether I find it more appealing now than in my teenage years. Of
course, it has not lost its charm to me; it is still equally enjoyable, and naturally, now I am much better equipped to stomach the
tragedy. In fact, the main story ended with hope for the future, although we were shown the ruins of that hope at the end of the
novel. So, for me, it remains a novel with tragic ends. 

Dr. Saikia wrote and published the first 3 chapters of the novel in a popular magazine of 60’ and 70s’ Ramdhenu. However, by
1979, the Ramdhenu was losing its shine and stopped publication, and so did the end of the first journey of Antarip. However,
fortunately for us, in 1982, Dr Bhabendra Nath Saikia started his own monthly Prantik and started releasing the chapters of
Antarip there. Later, in 1985, Dr Saikia produced a cinema, ‘Agnisnan’ based on the first part of Antarip. For this movie, he
received the National Award for the best script. The movie also won the Rajat Komol Award for the best regional language
movie. 

The second novel that I would like to introduce here is ‘Anuradhar Desh’ (অনুৰাধাৰ �দশ) by Phanindra Kumar Dev Choudhury.
This novel was also published in Prantik, like the ‘Antarip’, in a serialised manner in the 1990s. It is basically a love story but with
layers of complex characters. The author initially intended to write a travelogue based on his experience in a deep-sea oil rig.
However, Prantik’s editors, Dr Bhabendra Nath Saikia and Pradip Nath pursued Mr Dev Choudhury to write it as a novel. The
main attraction in this novel for us in those days was the glimpses of an unknown world – the fascinating lifestyle of the officers
involved in oil exploration, the rise of someone from an unknown village to a world of glamour and aristocracy via the ladder of
meritocracy and naturally, the romanticism of great love. For some time, I wanted to read the novel again since, by now, it came
out as a full-fledged popular Assamese novel. The author, Mr Dev Choudhury, also won the Bisnu Rava Award for this novel. I got
the chance to read it again when my cousin, poet Dr Prayag Saikia, presented the book to me this December. I started reading it
during my long flight back from Hyderabad to Sydney. This time around, my impression of the book altered a bit. Perhaps with
life’s experience and exposure to a world beyond what I imagined while reading ‘Anuradhar Desh’ on Prantik’s pages, the book
lost some charm for me. If we remove the layers of complex characters, the story is simple. Perhaps it is not the literary gem
that I once imagined it to be. However, I am sure it will still be fascinating and charming for many and surely can stand equal to
many other modern Indian popular novels.
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Biswajit Baruah and Manimie Kaushik, a couple from Jorhat, Assam, now
proudly call Rosehill in Sydney home. Biswajit has been living in Australia since
2006, while Manimie joined him in June 2023 after their marriage. They
officially became part of the community last year.
Professionally, Biswajit works as a Senior Tax Accountant and Business Advisor,
while Manimie is a dedicated Childcare Educator. Together, they share a
passion for travelling, discovering new destinations, and embracing diverse
cultures.

Sandeep Singh and his wife, Deepa
Shrestha Singh, who only recently joined
the Assamese Association of Australia
(AAA), have been living in Australia since
2018 while proudly holding New Zealand
citizenship. Originally from Digboi (Assam),
and Kathmandu, respectively, they have
built their lives both personally and
professionally in the country.
Sandeep is a Mortgage Broker and Real
Estate Sales Associate, running his own
business after previously working as a
Lending Manager with Westpac. Deepa
works in Quality Assurance. Their daughters,
Shreyovi (10) and Sharnah (7), are in Year 4
and Year 2.

Dr Ankita Sarma and Preetham Shiva Kumar recently began an
exciting journey in Australia after their wedding earlier this year.
Originally from Tezpur, Assam, Ankita works as a doctor at a public
hospital in Newcastle, while Preetham, from Bangalore, is an engineer
with a Sydney-based company. The couple now resides in the serene
lake town of Belmont.
Though adjusting to a new country comes with challenges, they
embrace the opportunities and cherish staying connected to their
cultural roots. Joining the AAA has brought them a sense of belonging,
and they look forward to celebrating festivals, sharing stories, forging
new friendships, and contributing to the vibrant community—all while
keeping the warmth of home alive, no matter the distance.

�াগতম নৱাগত 

Dr Ankita Sarma & Preetham Shiva Kumar

Biswajit Baruah & Manimie Kaushik

Sandeep Singh & Deepa Shrestha Singh
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Ratul and Mamoni Talukdar have recently joined the Australian
Assamese Association NSW (AAA), although they have been living in
Australia since 2011. Their roots, however, remain deeply
embedded in the vibrant culture of Nalbari, Assam. Over the years,
they enjoyed living in some of Australia’s most picturesque cities,
including Brisbane, Wollongong, and, most recently, Newcastle.
Ratul works as a Mine Geologist, while Mamoni in the community
services sector.

Their two daughters, Saanvi (9 years old) and Taanisha (7 years old),
bring immense joy to their lives and share their parents’ love for
Assamese culture. Both girls keenly participate in Bhaxaghar (an
Assamese Language school run from Sydney)-sessions, cherishing
the opportunity to connect with their heritage and learn about
their cultural roots.

As a family, the Talukdars are excited to be part of the AAA. They
look forward to celebrating the Assamese culture and traditions
with us all, while fostering a sense of community and belonging
among fellow members.

Angshumala (Anshu) Sarmah and her husband, Nandan Das,
moved from Hyderabad to Sydney in 2020, just before the
Covid pandemic, and have recently joined AAA. Anshu is
from the culturally rich town of Tezpur in Assam, while
Nandan grew up in Mumbai. They now call Artarmon home,
living with their two boys, Angad (Year 9) and Atharv (Year
5).
Both parents balance busy careers—Anshu works in
Knowledge Management at Deloitte, while Nandan is with
SAP Australia. When not managing work and school, the
family enjoys chess battles (where the boys often emerge
victorious) and indulging in Uber Eats—a habit that has
Nandan joking about taking up a "work from home" role
with Uber!
Though new to the community, Anshu and Nandan are eager
to connect and contribute. They find it heartwarming to see
such a close-knit group so far from home and believe regular
meet-ups will help foster stronger bonds.

Ratul Talukdar & Mamoni Barman

Angshumala Sarmah & Nandan Das
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নৱজাতক

 নীল কিলতা 
(Neil Kalita)

জ�: 24 �চে��ৰ 2024 
�দউতা : �া�ল কিলতা
মা: নীলা�ী �চৗধুৰী 

এমন তালুকদাৰ
(Aemon Talukdar) 
জ�: 7 জনু 2024

�দউতা: অিভিজৎ তালুকদাৰ 
মা: জীনা তালুকদাৰ

আগ��া সাহ 
(Agastya Sah)
জ�: 9 মাচ� 2024
�দউতা: ৰােকশ সাহ 
মা: �বনজীৰ ছ�ৰইয়া 

িকয়ান বৰা 
(Kiaan Borah)

জ�: 7 �ম’ 2024
�দউতা: �সৗমাৰ �জ�ািত বৰা 
মা: �বদা�ী গৈগ 

�ৱদাংশী ফুকন 
(Vedanshi Phukan)
জ�: 6 জনু 2024 

�দউতা: অিমতা� ফুকন
মা: �াৱণী ফুকন 
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��া�িল 

�লািহত চ� শম�া
জ�: 31 আগ� 1946
�দহা�: 21 আগ� 2024 

⬥ �গ�য় শম�া িছডনীৰ ��নউড িনবাসী
�ীমতী �মঘমি�কা (�মঘা) শম�াৰ িপতৃ 

দলুাল দ�
জ�: 10 অে�াবৰ 1943 
�দহা�: 14 িডেচ�ৰ 2024

⬥ �গ�য় দ� �ানিভল, িছডনী িনবাসী �ী
আশীষ দ�ৰ িপতৃ

িনম�লা বৰা 
জ�: 25 িডেচ�ৰ 1949 
�দহা�: 24 িডেচ�ৰ 2024

⬥ ৺ বৰা িছডনীৰ �কিলিভল িৰজ্
িনবাসী �ীমতী গীতা�িল বৰাৰ মাতৃ

অিজত চ� ফুকন
জ�: 12 মাচ�  1939 
�দহা�: 23 জলুাই 2024)

⬥ �গ�য় ফুকন কািল�ংফড� , িছডনী
িনবাসী �ী স�ীপ ফুকনৰ িপতৃ

চািমঊল আলম 
 জ�: 3 জনু 1947
�দহা�: 20 �চে��ৰ 2024

⬥ �গ�য় আলম িছডনীৰ ব� িহল
িনবাসী ম. চাে�জ আলমৰ িপতৃ 

িহেমন চ� ভ�াচায�
জ�: 7 নেব�ৰ 1946 
�দহা�:11 �ফ�ৱাৰী 2025 

⬥ ৺ ভ�াচায� িছডনীৰ �হিৰংটন পাক�  িনবাসী
�ীমতী �িতধাৰা �কৗিশক (মা�ী)ৰ িপতৃ

ঘনশ�াম ব�ৱা
 জ�: 12 অে�াবৰ 1943
�দহা�: 28 �ফ�ৱাৰী 2025
⬥ ৺ ব�ৱা িছডনীৰ উইন�ন িহলচ্
িনবাসী �ীমতী ৰি�মা ব�ৱাৰ িপতৃ 

চ�না দৱুৰা 
 জ�: 25 �ম 1948
�দহা�: 11 মাচ�  2025
⬥ �গ�য়া দৱুৰা �কনেবৰা িনবাসী �ীমতী
নি�তা মাথুৰৰ মাতৃ 

মুত�ম �েমািদনী �দবী 
 জ�: 20 মাচ�  1956
�দহা�: 5 মাচ�  2025
⬥ �গ�য়া �দবী �কনেবৰা  িনবাসী �ীমতী
নি�নীৰ মাতৃ 53



Magh Bihu 2025

Literary & Cultural Meet  2024

Event Highlights:
Through the Lens
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Rongali Bihu 2024

Other Community Events

Event Highlights:
Through the Lens
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ৰঙালী বিহুৰ

আন্তৰিক শুভেচ্ছা!

Thinking of making Australia home?

We provide immigration assistance

& offer legal advice.

www.dmsmigration.com

in

DMS

DEBIKA MIGRATION

SERVICES

Happy Bohag Bihu

Our Services

• Skilled Migration Visa

Skills In Demand Visa

Amitava Deb

Director

Registered Migration Agent
(+61) 415 882 542

. Partner Visa

Parent Visa

Citizenship

Mabon Ages
agean

1429402

. Skills Assessment

National Innovation Visa

Level 6/150 George St, Parramatta NSW 2150.


