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Santiniketani Alpona-Art Themed Durga
Photo Courtesy: Sudhiranjan Mukherjee



In the dawn of 20th century, Rabindranath
Tagore imagined a place where learning would
not be bound by walls. He sought a school
where art, literature, and nature could flow
together in harmony. In 1901, amidst Bengal’s
red soil and groves of chhatim trees, he
founded Santiniketan – ‘the abode of peace’.
This was not just a school, but a philosophy of
living, where design was not decoration but life
itself.

Tagore believed art should not be distant or
ornamental. It should live in the lines of a hut’s
wall, the curve of a courtyard, the sweep of a
hand-drawn pattern. Design, he said, was not
only to be seen but be experienced. The campus
itself became a canvas, open-air classrooms,
natural textures, seasonal festivals. Architecture,
environment and art were inseparable.

From Bengal’s village came Alpana, ephemeral rice-paste
drawings made by women on mud floors. These were not
art for galleries, but prayers in pattern- lotus petals,
spirals, vines, fish. Tagore elevated Alpana into the
Santiniketan ethos. Students adapted it for festivals,
murals and performances. A domestic ritual form became
a design language of modern India.

In 1921, Tagore invited Nandalal Bose to lead Kala
Bhavan, the art school. Bose was a disciple of the Bengal
School of Art, influenced by Abanindranath Tagore, yet
restless for experimentation. Tagore urged him, ‘Paint
with the soil of India’. Bose responded by fusing folk
idioms, classical traditions and modernist sensibilities,
turning Santiniketan into a living workshop of design
innovation.

Photo Courtesy: Sudhi Ranjan Mukherjee

Nandalal Bose

Students doing Alpana from Swati Ghosh

Tagore with his students



Kala Bhavan encouraged exploration across
forms. Murals bloomed on walls, batik revived
textiles and sculptures rose in courtyards.
Ramkinkar Baij sculpted monumental figures
from laterite and cement, merging folk energy
with modernist daring. Benode Behari
Mukherjee painted the sprawling frescoes,
embedding art into the environment itself. Art
was no longer confined to studios – it was
integrated into public space and collective life.

Santiniketan festivals became showcases of art and
design. From Vriksharopan (tree planting) to Basant
Utsav (spring festival), the campus turned into a
theatre of colour, craft and performance. Art was
participatory, not elite. Students learned by doing-
weaving, carving, drawing, singing- blurring the lines
between art, design and daily life.

When India gained independence, it needed a
Constitution worthy of its civilisation. Prime Minister
Nehru and others turned to Nandalal Bose and his
team to design the document. Under Bose’s guidance,
artists of Kala Bhavan hand illustrated each page – with
borders inspired by Ajanta murals, motifs from
Harappa to Gandhi, and images of India’s journey
through history.

The constitutional manuscript was more than
law. It was statement of cultural identity.
Students like Dinanath Bhargava drew the
national emblem – the lions of Ashoka – after
studying them in Kolkata zoo. Beohar
Rammanohar Sinha decorated the Preamble.
Through their brush stroke, Santiniketan’s
philosophy – the art that is inseparable from
the life – was enshrined in the very framework
of nation.

Abanindranath Tagore with Nandalal Bose

Design of Indian Constitution

Alpana designs from Santiniketan Festivals

Kala Bhavan design



The Santiniketan design movement shaped
Indian aesthetics. Its spirit of integration
influenced institutions like the National
Institute of Design (NID) in Ahmedabad. And
inspired generations of architects, designers
and artists. Even today, Alpana motifs, mural
traditions and open air learning remain
signatures of India cultural identify, rooted in
Tagore’s experiment..

In 2023, UNESCO recognised Santiniketan as a
World Heritage Site. But its true heritage lies in
its philosophy that the art is not luxury. That
design is not separate from life. That creativity
flourishes where freedom, nature and
community meet. Tagore’s dream still
whispers in the red soil: ‘Let art and life be
one’.

Tagore’s words fit beautifully into the story of Santiniketan and its design philosophy. One of his
short verses from Gitanjali (Song Offerings), the 35th poem resonates directly with the spirit of
Santiniketan:

Where mind is without fear and the head is held high
Where knowledge is free
Where the world has not broken up into fragments
By narrow domestic walls
Where words come from the depth of truth
Where tireless striving stretches its arms towards perfection
Where the clear stream of reason has not lost its was
Into the dreary desert of sand of dead habits
Where the mind is led forward by thee
Into ever – widening thought and action –
Into that heaven of freedom, my Father, let my country awake.

Students paying tribute using Alpana

Alpana by Sudhiranjan, Jamuna Devi and Nani Gopal



In 1903, a young Jamini Roy, son of a modest
landowning family in Bankura, Bengal arrived
at the Government School of Art, Calcutta.
Like many of his peers, he was trained in
European academic style – oil on canvas,
realistic portraits, chiaroscuro. His brush first
followed Western masters.

But Jamini was restless. The art he was taught
felt distant from the red earth of Bengal, the
music of Bauls, the dances of Santhals. He
longed for an art form that belonged not to
Europe, but his own soil

Around 1920s, Roy turned away from the elite
salons of Calcutta and immersed himself in
village life. He studies the Kalighat patuas, the
folk scroll painters whose bold lines and flat
colours told stories of gods, animals and
ordinary people. He began Painting on
handmade materials - woven mats, rough clot,
even wood panels. He mixed his own pigments
from local sources: red from terracotta, blue
from indigo, yellow from turmeric.

Slowly, a new visual language was born – Bold
and sweeping black contours; figures in flat,
luminous colours; themes drawn from Krishna
lore, village mothers, dancers, cats, Christ and
Santhal life.

Jamini Roy Paintings 

Photo Courtesy: Trisha Mandal (MKAC) 



Unlike many artists who sold to elite, Jamini
Roy dreamed of art that was accessible to the
masses. He priced his paintings modestly,
producing multiple versions of this beloved
themes so that even an ordinary family could
own art.

His studio in Calcutta became gathering place
for students, admirers and curious onlookers.
Roy sat cross-legged on the floor, surrounded
by piles of his paintings – like a quite
revolutionary giving art back to the people. In
a time when India was fighting for
Independence, his work embodied cultural
freedom – a proud reclaiming of indigenous
forms. Just as Ghandi spun khadi, Roy painted
with earth and village lines, declaring – Indian
art belong to India people.

Jamini Roy’s art was not just pictures on walls;
it was a philosophy. He believed that simplicity
carries truth. His figures, stripped of
ornaments, carried deep emotion: the gaze of
Radha, the Rhythm of dancers, the innocence
of child.

By 1940s, his style was celebrated across India
and abroad. In 1955, the Government of India
awarded him Padma Bhushan. Yet, he
remained rooted, still working with his hands
dipped in humble village colours. Today, Jamini
Roy stands as a bridge between folk and
modern, rural and urban, past and future.
Jamini Roy showed that the essence of India
was not in borrowed styles, but in the
heartbeat of her villages. His art still speaks:
timeless, bold and deeply human.

Jamini Roy Paintings 

Photo Courtesy: Trisha Mandal (MKAC) 
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House of Lords, MK Ananda Club 

was recognised as one of the most 

prominent Durga Puja organisers in the 

UK, promoting the rich cultural heritage 

of Durga Puja on a global scale.

The Greatest Show on Earth (GSOE) 

recognition, curated in association with 

Global Connect and Heritage Bengal 

Global





BUY 10 INCLUSIVE 

DINNER TICKET AND 

GET 2 ENTRY TICKET 

F R E E





















শারদীযারআগমনী

দেখতে দেখতে এতে দেল েুে গা পুত া আবার,
েুে গা মা’র োতেআেতব ো াঁর েন্তান চার।
েুে গা পুত ায় দেোর ম া, েল্পআড্ডা কে,

নেুন নেুন  ামাকাপড়আর খাওয়া-োওয়া যে।
বড়তের বযস্তো, মণ্ডপআর ঠাকুর ো াতনার দোড়ত াড়,

দ াটতেরআনন্দ, দখলাধুলা আর হুতলাড়।
োে-ুদেোর মতন পতড় দে েব দেতনর কো,

পুত া যখন দ ল এক একান্নবেী পদরবাতরর েুতর ো াঁো।
কুতমারটুদলর ঠাকুরআনা

বা ার দোকাতনর দিদড়ক,

বাদড় রং দেতক টটদি দকনা
দ ঠু-দ টঠমা, কাকু-কাদকমা েকতল োতে শদরক।

পুত া মাতনআনন্দ উৎেব

বনু্ধ-বান্ধতবর োতে দেখা,

েব কা দ তড় ব তরর কটা দেন
খুদশর দম াত দমতে োকা।
ইউ.দক. এতে মন দকমন

মযাডক্স, কতল দকায়ার দমে্,

েতব দচন্তা দকতের, দমল্টন দকন্্‌তে
আনন্দক্লাব আত িাদেযে!

দবতেতশ দেতকও দেতশরআতম 

আড্ডা, খাওয়া-োওয়া, নাচ-োন অপাদরষীম,

ষষ্ঠীতে দবাধনআর
নবমীতেআইেক্রিম।
পুত া িতে দমলন উৎেব

আত্মীয়-বনু্ধ-বান্ধতবর োতে দমতল,

ম াআরআনন্দ দিগুণ িতয় ওতঠ
আনন্দক্লাব এ েকতল একোতে এতল।।

স ৌরভ ভট্টাচার্যয্

দগুা্ পূজাযআনন্দ ক্লাব

চাদরদেতক কাশফুল আেত ন মা,

োত া োত া রব আর খুদশর দ া াঁয়া।

িাতলা োতকা েতব, িাদর ম া িতব,

দকনাকাটা দেতর দফতলা দেদর দকাতরানা।

২৩ োতলর মতোএবার ২৫ োতলও এতে,
েুে গাপুত া কাটতব দমাতের দমল্টন দকতে।

পুত ার কদেনআনন্দ ক্লাতব োরুন আনন্দ িয়,

প্রদেদেনই মধুর দমলতন িয় দয আনন্দময়,

দবতেতশ দেতকও বাংলা চচগা প্রদে বাঙাদলর ঘতর,

েুে গাপুত ার দেনগুদল োই নাতচ োতন শুধু িতর।

পুত ার পতর দিা ন পব গ োরা দেন ধতরচতল,

এই োদয়ত্ব দ তলরাই দনয় দনত তের কা াঁতধেুতল।

েন্ধযাতবলায় দ তলতমতয়রা নাতচ ঢাতকর োতল,

মিানতন্দ পুত ার কদেন কাটায় েবাই দমতল।

আনন্দ ক্লাতবর পুত ার কো বলব কেআর!!!
এই কটা দেন আমরা েবাই একটট পদরবার।

- Mitra Choudhury



I Wish I Could Forget

The sowing of seeds into the dark soil

Before they were soldiers marching in file

Feeling warmth spill out from the sky

Understanding it had been set on fire.

Bearing my city atop silken wings

The gusts giving way to thunder and gales

Knowing it like the build-up of a sneeze

Or the looming faint pang of a headache.

Tearing of sheets out from under our hope

The shivering, naked, starkness of it

Carrying on despite cracks in the moulds

Counting seconds that stretch across decades.

Disguised as the whisper of a soft breeze

The lying in bed for fighters to lap

Drive snarling discordance into the trees

Like the deep-throated yowl of a big cat.

The wondering if this could be the end

Pounding of my heart, closing of my throat

Folding sandy wings, trembling in the dark

Wishing, waiting to take off in a stroke.

Try to remember how it was before

Floating streamers following children’s cries

Flower-girls lavishing the streets and stalls

Until the morning sun says otherwise.

-- Ayon Bose

AS THE SEASONS TURN 

A soft new breeze, a gentle spring, 
New life, a vibrant hopeful thing. 

The sun climbs high, the days grow long, 
The world awakens, fresh and strong. 

Then summers heat, a golden haze, 
Through endless, bright, and busy days. 

The world alive, in full display, 
Beneath the sun's unending ray. 

Here comes the autumn's brilliant hue, 
Of orange, gold, and crimson too. 

The leaves drift down on chilly breeze, 
A quiet rest for sleeping trees. 

And finally, the winter's hush, 
A blanket white, a silent rush. 

The world sleeps deep under the snow, 
A patient peace, a gentle glow. 

Aishika Seal
Age: 10yrs





I had always dreamt of embarking on a solo adventure, and the Sahara Desert had been calling my name since 
childhood. Inspired by the adventure story "Chander Pahar," my imagination had been captivated by the 
protagonist's survival in the desert. Now, it was time for me to live out my own desert dream.
On a chilly December morning in 2024, I set off from home, with my DSLR camera 
and a brand-new backpack. My heart was filled with a mix of excitement and 
apprehension as I boarded my flight from London Luton Airport to Marrakesh, 
Morocco. The journey ahead was unknown, but I was determined to embrace every 
moment.
Upon arriving in Marrakesh, I was greeted by the warm Moroccan sun. I headed to a
traditional Moroccan Riad for my first night, where I experienced local cuisine and
explored the Medina and Jemaa el-Fna. Staying in a Riad, a house with an indoor garden
and courtyard,was a unique experience.

The Medina of Marrakesh was a maze of narrow streets with shops selling traditional crafts. 
Jemaa el-Fna was bustling with tourists, shopkeepers, and performers. I felt a sense of wonder 
and curiosity as I navigated through the lively streets. The scent of freshly grilled meat mingled with 
the sweet aroma of pastries, and the vibrant colours of spices and textiles dazzled my eyes.

The next day, I joined a group of solo travellers for an 8-day adventure through Morocco, with the highlight being 
a two-night stay in the Sahara Desert. The journey took us through the Atlas Mountains, where I

marvelled at the stunning landscapes and captured the beauty with my DSLR. The cool mountain air was 
refreshing, and the sight of the ancient ksar against the backdrop of the rugged landscape was awe- inspiring. 
We visited rural markets, historic sites, and enjoyed Moroccan hospitality along the way. I felt a sense of 
camaraderie with my fellow travellers, strangers who quickly became friends.

Finally, the moment I had been waiting for arrived. We switched to 4x4 SUVs and 
headed into the desert. My heart raced as we approached the first desert camp. The 
anticipation was palpable as we zipped through the shifting landscape, stopping 
momentarily at a camel crossing sign - a sure marker that our Sahara adventure had 
truly began. The vastness of the Sahara stretched out before me, and I felt a sense of 
awe and wonder. The camp was simple, with basic amenities, but I embraced the 
experience wholeheartedly.

Sahara Obhijaan
Amit Niyogi

After settling in camp, I quickly changed to my desert attire to set off with the group,
ready to climb the towering sand dunes and catch the sunset. My trekking boots
offered little protection, and soon enough, grains of sand slipped inside with
each step. I found it easier to follow in the footprints left by friends ahead, their
paths guiding me up the soft slopes. We explored dune

after dune, snapping goofy photos and laughing until our sides hurt - moments
that quickly turned into cherished memories. Watching the sunset in the desert
was one of my most memorable experiences. I felt grateful. This trip wasn’t just a
break from routine; it was a celebration of growth and independence.



.
Later that evening, we gathered around as the first flames flickered to life, sending shadows dancing across the 
sand. A long-awaited bonfire under a moonlit desert sky was finally fulfilled. "This is perfect," someone

whispered, gazing up at the endless sky scattered with stars. As the fire
crackled, the aroma of toasted marshmallows mixed with desert air. 
Someone strummed a guitar, prompting spontaneous bursts of 
laughter and storytelling. When it came time for karaoke, nerves gave way to 
excitement. "Just sing along with us!" my friend encouraged, handing me 
the mic. Hesitant but inspired by their energy, I joined in. Soon, everyone 
was belting out 'Hey Jude,' our voices echoing through the desert night, 
united by music and the magic of shared discovery beneath the moon.

After years of anticipation and a lingering wish unfulfilled from my trip to Egypt in 
2012, I finally found myself preparing for a proper desert trek. Back then, though 
I had a fleeting opportunity to ride a camel, I missed out on truly exploring the 
desert. Soon I found myself swaying gently as we set off, the camel’s rhythmic gait 
echoing the stillness of the landscape. The desert wasn’t without its lighter 
moments. At one point, a mischievous camel broke free from the line, perhaps in 
pursuit of a mate, and another nearly bit a fellow traveller’s leg, much to 
everyone’s amusement.

Riding quad bike was a first, another completely new experience. Climbing onto the quad 
bike, I quickly realised that controlling this powerful machine was not as simple as it 
looked. The first few minutes were a muddle of awkward manoeuvres and hesitant starts. 
As I got comfortable, I spent over an hour riding solo, exploring diverse terrains - rocky 
desert stretches, soft sand dunes and desert villages. Looking back, the quad biking 
adventure was more than just a day out - it was a testament to the joy of discovery, the 
thrill of overcoming uncertainty, and the confidence that comes from stepping outside 
one’s comfort zone.

In the final days of Morocco Trip visited few other cities like Agadir and Essaouira experiencing Moroccan 
history and collecting lifelong memories. As I flew back to the UK, I felt fulfilled and inspired to continue 
exploring and living my dreams. The Sahara trek was not just a journey through the desert; it was a journey within 
myself, discovering my strengths and embracing the beauty of life.

Who knows where life takes me next

The Whispers of a Ghost

The date was 30th October, the day my life changed forever.
It all started one cold evening when me and my friend Joey were going to play football at the park. After a while, a
thick fog had formed, and me and Joey decided to come to my house. We started walking towards my house.
While we were walking, me and Joey discussed the events that had occurred at the football match we had just
played. We must have got carried away, as we had realised, we had got lost. We were in a graveyard, the smell of
death fresh in the atmosphere. Little did I know the worst was yet to come.
I looked over my shoulder, expecting to see Joey’s convincing smile, but he was nowhere to be found. My mind
quickly went into panic mode, and I started calling Joey’s name, “Joey, Joey, where are you?” Silence…
It was starting to get dark and the fog only got worse. I started thinking about my family – my mum, my dad and
my 6-year-old brother. Memories flooded through my head like wildfire, memories of all the good times with my
family.
Then suddenly, a shrill cry echoed in the mist. I stopped in my tracks, my whole-body trembling like a ringing
phone. This cry wasn’t any cry; it was the unmistakable cry of my best friend Joey. Tears flooded down my cheeks
as I ran towards my friend’s distress call. I was running in circles again and again. I altered my path, hoping for a
new result but I ended up in the same place every time.
Then I realised where I was. The thick gloomy mist, the running in circles and the disappearance of my friend
could only mean one thing: I was in the ghoul’s graveyard. I had only heard of the ghoul’s graveyard in stories. I
didn’t think it was actually real. How wrong I was. I had lost all hope but that is when it happened.
Then suddenly, a huge graveyard emerged from the mist. The huge building stood tall in the ground. The
cemetery had immense, grim walls, each one looking as dirty as the other. A huge door was in the middle of the
building. I peered curiously, trying to sneak a peek at the dangers that were in the building. Suddenly, a cold set of
fingers gripped my arm and whispered, “All hell shall break loose on anyone who dares to enter the 1000-year-old
cemetery.” I froze in fear, my body shivering in pure anxiety. A scream came from the cemetery; something had
awakened…
TO BE CONTINUED…

By Aarush Mandal









The Hidden World

Meghalini Sarkar (9 years)

Chapter One

You may think that there’s no such thing as little people
always surrounding us. Well, if that’s what you believe, I see
it differently. I'm going to tell you a story about three mini
people who recently settled in my backyard.

This is how it all began.

It was a fine Saturday afternoon, and I was just strolling in

my living room. Shortly after, I got tired, so I sat on our sofa.

To my great surprise, I spotted three mini people playing on

our elephant fountain.

Initially I couldn’t believe my eyes. But gradually I gathered

my thoughts and went over to them to find out who they

were. At first, they were hesitant to answer. But when they

got used to me, they said their names were Arriya, Arhion,

and Rene. Rene was the mother of Arriya and Arhion.

I immediately ran to my mum and told her the whole story.

Initially she was as surprised as I expected her to be. When

we got back to our senses, we started conversing with them

and offered some food. Then I took them to my room, and

that’s when Arhion told me that his dad had died in an

unfortunate accident. Then he began to share…

Chapter Two

Navya Sen is an explorer whose passion is to visit unknown

parts of the world. This is what she told her children:

“My children, I am going to visit a country no one has ever

seen before.”

Like she said, she flew to a country she was sure that had

never been located on any map. In that country, she found

mini people scurrying about. At first, the little people were

flabbergasted to see a gigantic figure in their land.

Carefully, they began to understand she meant no harm. A

family of little people slipped inside Navya’s bag, thinking it

was a play area. While they were sleeping, Navya had

already travelled back to her house.

When they woke up, they found themselves in a whole new

world.

Chapter Three

This is how Arriya and Arhion’s family landed in the world of

human beings. Eventually destiny had brought them in a

park where colossal figures were thundering around.

Suddenly an accident happened in front of their eyes taking

their dad’s life. The other three managed to escape the

place and in due course had hidden in our house.

Every word Arhion spoke, filled the room with silence and a

great deal of sorrow.

At night, I shared everything that I heard from Arihon to my
parents. They both were heartbroken by listening to the
unfortunate tale. We all then decided to make a mini
cottage for them in our backyard, which would include a
playground for them to be safe. In the end, our plan was a
success, and we all lived happily ever after.

The Mysterious Ocean

Aashirya Mallik (Moho)-9 years

Once there was a consortium of octopuses playing about 
with their smooth, robust, and jelly tentacles. Their names 
were Phyllis, Gemma, Simba, and Whimmy. They were lively, 
conscientious, and mighty when they were jolly; when they 
were languid, they were cantankerous, lethargic, and 
eccentric. Their mum and dad, who were called Candy and 
Nemo, were supervising them gingerly so that no one got 
hurt.

One arid, cerulean morning, at the crack of dawn, the quad 
woke up when everyone was asleep. The whole ocean was 
in deafening silence, but still they crept out at 4AM. As they 
got breakfast, there were four little fish lurking about the 
stinky, verdant seaweed that smelt like rotten fish eggs with 
stinky socks. That made the shoal of fish faint for a fleeting 
moment, but eventually the octopuses guzzled them up.

They were swimming deep into the ominous ocean: playing 
tag, Gemma and Phyllis were dancing about like flamingoes, 
and Simba and Whimmy were singing operas. Then, 
suddenly, an enchanted door magically appeared from 
nowhere like an illusion.

The magical door was a disappearing unicorn, like a 
pompous water goddess. Whimmy, the most courageous of 
all, opened the door. The other three octopuses said, “Don’t 
open the door!” Unfortunately, Whimmy opened the door 
and the consortium of octopuses fell. “URGH! URGH! 
URGH!” coughed Phyllis angrily.

They were beyond their territory. This place was whimsical. 
The whole ocean was tranquil. There were not that many 
inhabitants living there; instead, there were a myriad of little 
fish savoring. The ocean was anonymous, so the octopuses 
randomly called it “Mysterious.” As they were swimming to 
the door, the magical door had vanished. Simba, Phyllis, 
Whimmy, and Gemma couldn’t find the door. They 
requested help, but the little fishes couldn’t help. They 
thought of negative things, but the only thing they could do 
was lament. They cried a river of tears, but there was no 
solution.
“Will they stay there like abandoned octopuses, or will they 
find the magical door to return to their territory?”
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সেই সেয়েটি
ভারতবযষের একটি োধারণ সেয়ে টিল সে, খুবই োধারণ অবস্থা তাযের। বাবা টিযলন ভারতী়ে েপ্তযরর োধারণ অটিোর। বাবা, ো,
ভাইরা, োেতুযতা ভাই, োেু, আর কাকাযের েকলযক টনয়ে তাযের টিল ভারী হাটে-খুটি আর আনন্েে়ে েংোর। বাবা টিযলন ভারী
আেুযে – টিয়েিার, সখলাধুলা আর আড্ডা অটতযি়েতা়ে অলেতা টিল না তাাঁর । বাট়িিা তাই সেযনা গেগে করযতা েবেে়ে -
বনু্ধ-বান্ধব, পা়িা-প্রটতযবিী, আত্মী়ে-স্বজযনর ভরপুর । সে সেন টিল ভারী েজা! টেন, েপ্তাহ, োে, বির সেন সকযি সেত হুহু কযর।
বির সেন শুরু না হযতই সিষ। অিচ সেই বিযর কত ঘিনাই ঘযি সেযতা। েযন পয়ি পাযির বাট়ির সেই সেয়েটির েযে জানলার গরাে ধযর
কত হাটে, কত গল্প। টবযকল হযলই সেযজগুযজ একিু সবটরয়ে আো। গরযের িুটিযত েুপুযর শুক্তারা, টিশুোিী আর টনহাররঞ্জন গুপ্তর
সেই সগায়েন্ো গল্প প়িার সনিার অদু্ভত সরাোঞ্চকর অনুভূটত। অিবা গরযের েুপুযর চুটপ চুটপ সবটরয়ে টগয়ে পা়িার বনু্ধর েযে টোঁট়িযত
বযে গুটি সখলা। সু্কযলর িুটির পর আেেত্ত্ব বা িক আেচুর টকযন খাও়ো। আর পুযজা এযে সগযল সতা কিাই সনই —টেন সগানার
পালা, সে এক অপূবে অনুভূটত। নতুন জাো-কাপ়ি পাও়োর সে এক সরাোঞ্চকর আনন্ে, নতুন জাো পযর প্রটতটেন ঠাকুর সেখযত
োও়ো। সিযল আো টেযনর এই েব তুচ্ি ঘিনাগুযলার স্বাে সেন অেৃযতর েযতা, বারবার আস্বােযনও সেন স্বাে সেযি না…

সেই জীবনিা সেন সকািা়ে হাটরয়ে সগল সেই সেয়েিার। সেি-এর োটি, সেযির শিিব, সেযির োনুষযক িুাঁয়ি সিযল, োত েেুদ্র, সতযরা নেীর
পাযর, সোনার সেযি আোর স্বপ্ন সেখল সে। টবটধরই টবধান সবাধহ়ে, চযল এযলা সে স্বােীর ঘর করযত সোনার োটির সেযি। অবাক হযলা
সেই সেয়েটি সেই সেযির প্রাচুেে সেযখ। সেই োেিা সবাধহ়ে টিল আগস্ট োে। চাটরটেযক এত সগালাপ সে সেযখটন কখনও। িুিিুযি
বাচ্চারা — তাযের ধপধযপ রং, সোনাটল চুল, নীল সচাখ, এ সেন স্বযগের েযতা। তাযের োয়েরা ও সেন কত রূপেী — িক্টযক রঙ,
েুন্ের সপািাক-আিাক। ব়ি কুৎটেত আর সহয়ো েযন হযতা তাযের কাযি সেই সেয়েিার টনযজযক। কটি েটনেং-এ আেটিত হযল খুব
উৎোটহত হয়ে ো়িা টেত সে আেিযণ। টিযর আেত একিু হতাি হয়েই। কই, তারা সতা সকউ তার সেি বা তার েম্পযকে টকিু
জানযত চাইল না। তারা তাযের কুকুর–টব়িাযলর গযল্পই েিগুল হয়ে রইযলা । পা়িার েকল সিযল-সেয়েযের টকনু্ত িাট়ি-পরা ওই সেয়েটির
প্রটত খুব সকৌতূহল। তারপর এক েন্ধযা়ে এযেযি সেকআপ পাটিের আেিণ। অবাক হয়ে সভযবটিল সেই সেয়েটি—সে আবার কী!
সকৌতূহল সেিাযতই টগয়ে সেযখ, ঘর ভরটত ঝকঝযক িকিযক সোনাটল চুল, নীল সচাখ আর েুন্ের সবি-ভূষা়ে আচ্িাটেত রূপেী
েটহলাবৃন্ে। টনযজর রঙ-রূপ টনয়ে আবার তাযের কাযি টনযজযক ব়িই কুৎটেত েযন হটচ্িল। অিচ অবাক কাণ্ড—সে িযােলা সেয়েটিই
হয়েটিল সেই টেযনর সেকআপ পাটিের েধযেটণ। েকযলই সেটেন একবাযকয বযল উযঠটিল, সে-ই নাটক অপূবে েুন্েরী। তার অটলভ গায়ের
রযঙর নাটক তুলনা সনই।

এইভাযবই সেই সেযির েযে তার পটরচ়ে। তারপর কত টেন, কত বিরই না সকযি সগযি। েযনর িানাযপায়িযন প্রাচয আর পাশ্চাযতযর েযে
খাপ খাও়োযত খাও়োযত সেন ক্লাটন্ত এযেযি। না সপযরযি পুযরাপুটর টবযেটি হয়ে সেযত, অিচ টনযজর অজাযন্ত হাটরয়ে সিযলযি টনযজর খাাঁটি
সেটি েত্ত্বাযক। আজ জীবযনর অযনকগুযলা বির সপটরয়ে এযে, সকন সেন তার েযন হ়ে—েবই টেযিয, িাাঁকা, সেটক। টবযেযি এযে সে
অযনক সেযখযি, অযনক টিযখযি, অযনক সপয়েযি। পৃটিবীর অযনক েুন্ের সেি সেখার েুযোগ সপয়েযি। অিচ সেযি টগয়ে একিা েুপুযর,
েখন আকািিা কাযলা হয়ে ো়ে জলভরা সেযঘ, তারপর প্রচণ্ড টবেুযযতর চেযক, এযকবাযর ঝেঝে কযর বৃটি আযে—সেয়েটি েু’সচাখ
ভযর সেই েৃিয সেযখ। োধ সেন তার সেযি না। ভাযব—এত সতা সেযখটি, টকনু্ত এেন েৃিয সতা সকািাও সেটখ টন। বাট়ির োেযন কৃষ্ণচূ়িা
গািিা েখন লাল িকিযক হয়ে ওযঠ, অিবা টিউটল িুযল গাযির তলািা োো ধবধযব হয়ে ো়ে। সবলিুযলর গযন্ধ েখন োরা পা়িািা েে
কযর— সে তখন ভাযব, িুযলর এত বাহার সতা সকািাও সেটখটন । িীযতর আগেযন হালকা চাের গায়ে সেও়োর অনুভূটত, আর িীযতর
েুপুযর নরে সরাযে টপঠ টেয়ে বযে িাকার আযবি — পৃটিবীযত আর সকািাও সনই সকন। েনিা তখন সেযির জনয ব়ি সকাঁযে ওযঠ। প্রিে
িীযত হালকা চাের গায়ে টেয়ে উযঠান সিযক ঘযর উযঠ, আোর বাবার েুখিা েযন পয়ি। বষোর জযল কাগযজর সনৌকা ভাোযনার িটব েযনর
পেো়ে বারবার সভযে ওযঠ। েনিা সেন সকেন উোে হয়ে ো়ে, িুযি চযল সেযত ইযচ্ি কযর—েব টকিু সিযল। উপা়ে সে সনই, সোনার
খাাঁচা়ে বন্েী সে সে। পায়ে সতা টিকল সনই, তাহযল ো়ে না সে সকন উযঠ ? ডানা িাই টক তাহযল সগযি খযে?

রত্না বেু











MKAC Blood 
Donation 2025 
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