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A literary initiative ol

NIT Durgapur - 1996 baich
and their extended family
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CYNEFIN means “the place where we feel
we Dbelong, where the people and

landscape around us are familiar, and the

recognisable.”

NIT Durgapur, Electrical, 1»%96 batch
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H - Painting

Sayam De

Son of Biswqjit De, Electrical
1st Year, Purdue University, Indiana, USA

- Poem

soutisha Mondal

Daughter of Shyam Sundar Mondal, Electrical
2nd Year, Institute of Engineering & Management, Kolkata

m - Painting

Ananya Roy

Daughter of Joydip Roy, Electrical
Class V, Ryan International School, New Delhi

- Poem

Ushasee Sarkar

Daughter of Partha Pratim Sarkar, Metallurgy
Class X, Delhi Public School, Ranchi

- Painting
Aditi Basak

Daughter of Kaushik Basak, Chemical
Grade 11, Greenwood High International School, Bengaluru




Mou Sen

NIT Durgapur, Chemical, 1996 batch
Presently located in Kolkata, West Bengal, India

m - Poem

Suchismita Bhattacharya

Wife of Anirban Bhaumik, Chemical
Principal Process Engineer at AtkinsRealis in Bristol, UK

E - Painting
Arko Roy

Son of Joydip Roy, Electrical
Class XlI, Ryan International School, New Delhi

B -ven

sourav Dutta

Husband of Mou Sen, Chemical, 1996 batch
Presently located in Durgapur, West Bengal, India

m - Painting

Adrijaa Sarkar

Daughter of Partha Pratim Sarkar, Metallurgy
3rd Year, National Institute of Fashion Technology, New Delhi




- Short Story

Sanjukta Mukhopadhyay

Wife of Sudip Mukhopadhyay, Electrical
M.Ain English, passion for music & literature, stays in Mumbai

- Painting

Biswajit De

NIT Durgapur, Electrical, 1996 batch
Presently located in Indiana, USA

- Short Story

Bornik Roychowdhury

Son of Kumkum & Tilak Roychowdhury, Electrical
2" Year, Shiv Nadar Institute of Eminence, Greater Noida

- Handicratl

Joydip Roy

NIT Durgapur, Electrical, 1996 batch
Presently located in New Delhi, India

- Poem

Basudeb Acharya

NIT Durgapur, Electrical, 1996 batch
Presently located in Kolkata, India




- Short Story

Kaushik Basak

NIT Durgapur, Chemical, 1996 batch
Presently located in Bengaluru, Karnataka, India

- Papercut Ariworks

Partha Pratim Sarkar

NIT Durgapur, Metallurgy, 1996 batch
Presently located in Ranchi, Jharkhand, India

- Short Story

Tilak Roychowdhury

NIT Durgapur, Electrical, 1996 batch
Presently located in Kolkata, West Bengal, India

NIT-Durgapur 1996 batch, Reunion 2023
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SAYAM DE

a student of 1st Year
Purdue University, Indiana, USA




m ‘ SOUTISHA MONDAL

The rusty locked drawer of my study desk,

Begrimed from ceiling to the floor,

Sprang out a worn-off farewell photograph of batch 1996,
| rubbed my fingertips on the dusty photo,

And rewound through my memory lane.

The tinted yellow hues of hostel rooms,

Mucky cupboards having speechless messages ,
Crave to relish hostel canteen foods,

Nostalgic grand dinner and super dinner,

Got faded away with busy schedules.

Stressless days of Jhups it was ...

| see through these incidents in my mind’s eye,

But it disappears before the second gaze.

The impeccable messages on desks of college gallery,
The scribbles of college tables hold endless recollections.

The urge to wander through the lanes

Of Samrat Hotel's dinner,

And the indelible chitchats with each other,
Those pertaining to the hollow of my heart,
Memories that slipped off my sleeve,

Are curled up In enormous heaps.

The thought of reunion day end,

Is agonizing nevertheless,

Our eyes again will sweep in tears,

Just as it occurred in 1996

And the last time we will say “Goodbye”.

“But every cloud has a silver lining,
And every goodbye has a new beginning”



Madhubani painting

ANANYA ROY

presently a student of Class V
Ryan International School, New Delhi

Ananya is the daughter of Joydip Roy, Electrical



ANANYA ROY

presently a student of Class V
Ryan International School, New Delhi
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Ananya is the daughter of Joydip Roy, Electrical
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ANANYA ROY
presently a student of Class V
Ryan International School, New Delhi
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Ananya is the daughter of Joydip Roy, Electrical



In the Moon’s ‘ USHASEE SARKAR
Embrace

“Mom! Look! The moon is following me”
She smiled and patted my head.

| have always loved watching the moon.
“I wish to go there one day”’, | said.

A decade later, | still miss that little girl.
Silly to think she’d ever get to the moon.
Brimmed with hopes and desires.

She grew up well, but it was too soon.

She wanted to have the moon all to herself
But the moon changes shape

The darkness follows by

How could she ever escape ?

The blur extended to my eyes and mind
all my thoughts weighed my chest

Yet | am dying to tell her, L e
“Take me back to that day, mother dearest” St 2



ADITI BASAK

presently a student of Grade 11
Greenwood High International School, Bengaluru
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Aditi is the daughter of Kaushik Basak, Chemical
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m ‘ SUCHISMITA BHATTACHARYA

Four years that made a lifetime of memories
A treasure trove of forever stories,

Of Jhups, of LH, of recstacy and dances

Of crushes, of brawls and budding romances

Decades have gone by but the bonds are ever so strong,
Doesn't matter where you are, you always belong

To an intangible ethos of learning and trying,

Of making great strides while supporting and helping

We travel the world but RECollians are never too far,
We meet up with families of seniors and juniors at par
A local NIT reunion with Khaana and Gaana

Be it Mumbai, Seattle, Reading or Kolkata.

| am glad to have shared in equal measure

These ties that have brought you joy and pleasure

Best wishes to all of you and your alma mater

To bestow another generation with knowledge and nurture.




Water colour — advance level

ARKO ROY

Presently a student of Class XI|
Ryan International School, New Delhi

Arko is the son of Joydip Roy, Electrical



ARKO ROY




Buddha in Acrylic

ARKO ROY

Presently a student of Class XI|
Ryan International School, New Delhi

Arko is the son of Joydip Roy, Electrical




Wazaaﬁﬁ

IR (57T Fe -
RY]IF Qe |

FAb WS FOI|
W ]2 O - =
AP0 (W2 PIPB, =

[ ‘
g T gy
SR 2S8R B i
sy Y E R B AL RBRR\RR e '
' e . =
@?ITI > = b
| i 3'5 | - : \ .\\rlg - 1
p . \ \, \, \ [}

U1 GAVIERLA
SI-UAI M -
RS (T IMA|

Q4 e WA -
SN {RIS MO | i

JIIR JACH, FIEV?
I ERCGREICRET

\rﬁ A




In the lap of nature
Lodhi Garden, New Delhi

ADRIJAA SARKAR

Presently a student of 3rd Year
National Institute of Fashion Technology, New Delhi

Adrijaa is the daughter of Partha Pratim Sarkar, Metallurgy
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Rejuvenation

ADRIJAA SARKAR

Presently a student of 3rd Year
National Institute of Fashion Technology, New Delhi

Adrijaa is the daughter of Partha Pratim Sarkar, Metallurgy
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The Brook

BISWAJIT DE
NIT Durgapur, Electrical, 1996 batch




Landscapes

BISWAJIT DE
NIT Durgapur, Electrical, 1996 batch
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the soul

Amelia had always been drawn to the mountains. Their
majestic peaks and tranquil valleys seemed to hold
secrets of the universe, and she yearned to uncover
them. But this was no ordinary journey; it was a spiritual
quest masked as a climb to the top of Mount Serenity.
Little did she know that this adventure would challenge
her physical strength, and her mental fortitude.

Standing at the foot of the mountain, she glanced at the
towering structure that lay ahead and was filled with
dread as a chill crept up her spine. This environment
was far from what she was used to back at home, and a
cloud of doubt cast its shadow over her. Out of the blue,
she felt a voice of reason, urging her to face her
problems rather than shy away. She decided to give her
best effort at scaling the mountain, and it began - the
journey of a lifetime.

As Amelia began her ascent, she thought of all the
possibilities for her. She thought of all the good thrilling
moments that the voyage would accomplish, so her
mind was brimming with excitement, a stark contrast
from how she felt initially. Alas, this air of optimism
didn’t last very long.

The path ahead was rugged and steep. The weight of
Amelia’s backpack pressed heavily against her
shoulders, and the sharp and frigid winds screeched
past her ears. With each step and passing second, doubt
crept back into her mind. “Can | really do this?” she
wondered. But she shook off her uncertainty, reminding



herself that this journey was about more than just
reaching the summit - it was about discovering the
depths of her soul.

As the days went on, the challenges multiplied. The
terrain grew even more treacherous, with slippery slopes
and unpredictable weather. Amelia’s determination was
tested as rain soaked her clothes and mud-caked her
boots. She slipped and stumbled till her body ached with
exhaustion. The following days presented new
challenges. Amelia faced a steep cliff that seemed
impossible to climb. She felt her heart race as she
stared at the sheer wall of rock before her. Fear
overwhelmed her, and she decided she was done for the
day, opting instead to try her climb the next morning.

That evening, as Amelia sat by her flickering campfire,
she was engrossed in deep thought. She was at her
farthest physically but at her lowest mentally. Amelia
had neither the excitement of setting out on a new
adventure nor the satisfaction found in nearing its’
completion and thus found herself in an area of grey.
Just as one may give up on a waning flame and
embrace the cold and dark, she considered calling off
her journey and making peace with her half-hearted
attempt. However, the reassuring inner voice within her
urged her to instead fan and feed the flame with the
aspirations, goals, and visions she set out with. As the
first rays of dawn washed over the horizon, she began
ascending the cliff with newfound resolve, finding
handholds and footholds she hadn’t noticed at first. She
conquered the cliff, step by step - a triumphant symbol
of overcoming her inner obstacles.

The final stretch to the summit was the most gruelling.
Amelia’s body was pushed to its limits, her muscles



protesting with every movement. Yet, her determination
burned brighter than ever. She remembered the lessons
she had learned on this journey - the importance of
perseverance, the power of self-belief, and the necessity
of embracing discomfort for growth.

At long last, Amelia stood atop Mount Serenity. The wind
that once stung her face now felt like a gentle caress.
The view stretched before her, a breathtaking panorama
of valleys and peaks. As she stood among the clouds,
tears welled in her eyes as she realized that the
mountain had been a mirror of her transformation. She
had faced physical setbacks that mirrored the mental
obstacles she had overcome and emerged stronger and
wiser.

As Amelia descended the mountain, she knew that her
journey was far from over. Life would continue to throw
challenges her way, but she would have been reinforced
by the lessons she had learned on this voyage. With
each step down, she left behind footprints and a legacy
of resilience and growth. As she walked away from
Mount Serenity, she carried the mountain’s serene spirit,
a reminder that every setback can lead to a triumphant
summit if one dares to persevere. g
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3D origami - Flower Vase
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' Memoirs ‘ KAUSHIK BASAK

‘The Greek word for "return" is nostos. Algos means
"suffering. So nostalgia is the suffering caused by an
unappeased yearning to return.’

Drops of rain cluttered on the wide and relatively
empty roads, as a teenager (say, B) with his dad beside
him took the first tentative steps towards the tall and
imposing gate of an Institute he didn't know much
about. This was a time before the internet revolution
and online era; this was a time when life-changing
decisions were taken by word of mouth - some
relative’s son’s friend, who was deemed very bright
and prosperous, had suggested that if someone was
good in Chemistry, he should study Chemical
Engineering - and B’s career choice was cast in stone.
The only newspaper article B came across dealt with
the ragging in the college which was quite unnerving!
The teenager walked inside the gate with an equal mix
of nervousness, fear, dreams and aspirations. A slow
walk to Hall 2 with stares and comments from the
seniors and the worries deepened- was this the right
decision? Do | belong here? The rain seemed to get
heavier. Somewhere, nearby, there was a sound of
thunder!!

Walking into the common area, B & his dad faced a
heavyset gentleman who checked the documents and
asked only one question - do you know anyone who
you would like to share a three seater room? After an
imperceptible nod from B, which could mean anything,
a room on the 2nd floor was allocated which would be



his home for the next two years. He had a shocking
expression on his face as he entered the room and
spotted a little older-looking guy jumping with a lot of
intent on an iron bed which seemed to survive the
onslaught and a very slim young-looking guy trying to
measure the length of the room with baby steps, both
being encouraged by scary looking seniors. B was now
very afraid as he kept his bedding and suitcase on the
middle bed and bid goodbye to his dad. Did the rain
get heavier or were those tears in his eyes, as he bid
goodbye to his dad - the only connection with the
world he knew so far? No one knew! Back to the room
and the journey starts.

“In a hostel, you don’t just share a room; you share
stories, laughter, and memories.”

The initial days were full of fear and anticipation of
what would come next - squatting, viva, slapping or
getting lucky? Luckily for B, his roommates turned out
to be diametrically opposite but equally likeable guys,
as were the buddies in the next room - the English-
speaking hero, the slightly healthy serious guy and the
interesting character from the western part of West
Bengal. The classes started - one of my roommates
won't attend any lecture and spent most of the time
reading letters from a special friend in Kolkata and the
other would wake up at 3 am to start studying,
especially English. The ragging reduced in intensity
and frequency and the instinct created a group of well-
knit friends, who would stay through thick and thin (or
so was the belief)! The most interesting part of the
batch was the group’s diversity - there were students
from almost all over the country and some



even beyond! The location was not only the divergent
factor - there was an equal mix of studious / lazy,
meritorious / dull, extrovert / introvert and aggressive
/ passive students but most importantly, they gelled
like life-long friends, starting from the “activities”
during the power cuts (remember Mosh Pal?) to
“preparing” for the exams (micro-xerox chothas, with
an index)! Of course, there was a huge increase in
demand for tea and other substances during the
exams to keep the brains & mind active!

And, time flew! The rainy season gave away to the
chilly winter months! There were quite a few highlights
which became a part of the routine, and the
memorable ones were the special dinner event in the
mess, Antu’'s & Anant’s jhoops for sweet French &
smoke (for many) in between the classes, Samrat/
Super nights, Gandhi More visits for samosa & tea,
spending time at a neighboring girls’ college, regular
visits to AC & DC and shopping at Bench! The LH was
the center of many discussions, especially involving
those who had more access than the others. The
biggest event of those times which everyone looked
forwarded to was the weekend travels to the
hometowns for those who stayed in/ around Kolkata -
besides the fun of traveling in AC coaches without
tickets, there were lot of other experiences and
memories, some of which would impact and stay for
the rest of their lives. Of course, classes also took
place in between all these activities! And, yes, of
course, the signature campaigns and rumours of
plague - all to ensure the postponement of the
semester exams! Also, time to move to the single
rooms in different hostels. This was also the time to



demonstrate the life skills learnt during the
engineering - an Electrical Engineer tried to change
the fuse in the washroom which led to the power cut of
the entire block, a Civil engineer designed a structure
for a hall event which collapsed immediately and
many more! And, now it is hot and humid summer
time.

“Oh when | look back now / That summer seemed to
last forever / And if | had the choice / Ya - I'd always
wanna be there / Those were the best days of my life”

The days of masti and fraternity, the promises of
lifelong bonding and friendship ended suddenly as it
was possibly too good to be true forever as B & others
found themselves at the crossroads of political issues
leading to a vertical split among the group of the
friends. It started with election campaigning, using
strong words and stronger sentiments, and, it ended
with drunken brawls and threatening calls involving
bed rods and deep scars in the minds. Those who were
indispensable mates for walking upto Gandhi More
now avoided seeing each other’s faces, and signs of
discontent and frustration brewed across the
community. The saddest part of the story was the
involvement of some of the Professors who would
support one group or the other, and, never tried to
mend the differences. There was even a sine die
affecting all the students, as the frictions and fractions
kept on increasing! But, as they say, life goes on and
time turned out to be the biggest healer, as, the final
semesters approached. The time for summer
internship, the time for final BT project, the time for
final viva voce and most importantly the time for
campus selection! Standing with trepidation in white



shirts, black trousers and a tie - with polished shoes
for the first time in 4 years - as B’s dear friend used to
say, “catering group”, the students used to wait for the
outcomes. All the good news was celebrated across
the wings and blocks, followed by treats at the
expensive hotels! Most of the people got placed or
positions for higher studies.

And, then, before the blinking of the eyes, it was time
to say good bye to the home for four years - B wasn’t
sure whether he was sad or happy, excited or
depressed, as the curtains were drawn and he boarded
the Black Diamond Express with his five near and dear
friends one last time, and, with a valid ticket. As the
train made its way through the dark tracks towards
Burdwan, one of them - in fact, the jolliest one -
broke into tears all of a sudden, and, then the dam
broke loose for all as the reality dawned. As if on a
cue, it started raining outside. Possibly, they would not
be meeting each other in the near future, or, even in
the distant future. The time-hardened daily passengers
of the train gave them the space and the time to
reflect, as the destination neared. They would now
move to faraway locations from Mumbai and Kolkata
to Kanpur and Haldia. Who knows what will happen to
their future? Who knows who would be around in 25
years’ for a get-together?

However, B knew for certain that the friends, the place,
the memories and the time would stay back - the first
stay outside home, the first set of friends who knew
and understood him so well, the first love, the first
fight with the authorities, the first roadblock, the first
job and so many firsts.....!

“‘Sometimes you will never know the value of a
moment until it becomes a memory.”
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Enslaved Dreams
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Restless
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wishing the entire batch of 1996
best wishes in all yow endeasors
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