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It started way before the actual time came, 
the day we would all go insane! 

gossiping, chatting and making endless plans, 
hoping they wouldn't go in vain! 

our hearts throbbed fast with excitement 
as the day came very near. 
we were all very excited 
coz we would be with 
our friends so dear! 

we woke up in the morning of 28th Jan 
all set to go for Jamboree "10! 

 

The alarm clock buzzed at 6 am sharp. The wait was fi-

nally over. After counting weeks and days for our ex-

cursion, we were at last going on our long awaited 

trip. The school gates paved way for this very magical journey and the campus reverberated with the 

sounds of “Hip Hip Hurray!” As the bus stopped to pick the students up, happy and excited faces 

greeted one another with sheer delight. The heavy sacks found their place in the cabin of the bus while 

the owners snug themselves in the little space they could fit themselves into. For a while we did become 

chickens forced into a coop but little did it matter compared to the joys we felt. 
 

After a game or two of Antakshari and lots of fooling around, strings of 
“when will we reach the place?”, “Where is Bebejia?” and “Aami break-
fast ketiya korim?”, we finally halted to have our breakfast at a little 
dhaba. Even though we weren’t much hungry after having our Tiffin, we 
gulped down the delicious tadka and rotis, after which we again boarded 
the buses to reach our destination. But this time, instead of singing and 
dancing, we got ourselves some zzzzz (interrupted by sudden fits of ex-
citement by some). From a mile away from Kaziranga, anything coming to 
our view (even a lock of wood) seemed like Rhinos and elephants to us 
till at last we were greeted by a gigantic elephant (a real one!) at the     
entrance of the Kaziranga resort. 

 

We hurriedly formed a circle in the lawn where we were given our caps and we took the oath of main-
taining perfect code of conduct during our short stay in Kaziranga, after which we proceeded for lunch. 
A while later we were allotted our cottages. The pulling and pushing of the luggage followed soon and 
despite our efforts of careful handling, destruction seemed to hover. The whole place came to life with 
the chit-chats and students running all over with not even a second’s rest though we did stay indoors for 
some 20 minutes to get ready for the evening’s big plans. A few of us stole away to the boy’s cottage 
where we had a feast of specially prepared  papri chaat. After tea and snacks we all moved to the con-
ference hall. There, we had a small ‘do as you like' by all the groups, a treasure hunt with no one  
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succeeding in finding the treasure and the birthday celebration of one of our friends. Also, two groups 
were formed for the jungle safari the following day. After dinner, we had to retire to our cottages for the 
day much to the dislike of all. Once back in the cottages, the girls got ready for the pajama party in their 
cottages (the boys might have had their own plans as we were disturbed with so many missed calls in 
between). It was not until 3 in the morning that we realized that a little sleep was much needed. But 
soon after, we woke to the call of our dear teachers. The group scheduled to go for the safari got ready 
while the other group stayed back. 
 

 

The jungle safari happened to 
be a really nice one; espe-
cially the bumpy ride was fun. 
Though we met with some 
disappointment at the start of 
not seeing a single rhino, to-
wards the end, we saw almost 
13 Rhinos and there was no 
limit to the number of samb-
hars and deer we saw during 
the entire safari. But one 
surely can’t forget the pleas-

ure of plucking handful of bogoris.  Once back in the resort, the amusement of the safari ride was shared 
with the ones going in the afternoon followed by all turning into little kids swinging, sliding and enjoy-
ing all the kiddy rides in the park. After the lunch, the other group with Dilip sir and Madhusmita 
ma’am went for their safari and the rest of us had a triangular match of cricket. The students were di-
vided into groups of three under Mriganka sir, Jupitora ma’am and Minar sir. The match was really 
pleasing despite the fact that quite a few of us were out in the first ball itself. The other group had by 
then arrived and there was a big queue in the boating area. Thereafter, everyone got busy getting ready 
for the night’s bonfire.  
 

 

The bonfire was a real blast! Everyone started singing all the beautiful melodies ever composed. Even 
the teachers joined in singing and dancing along with us all. To everyone’s surprise and delight, Dilip 
Sarkar Sir sang a Bengali song and Minar Sir could not stop himself from performing two Assamese 
numbers. Students and teachers together danced to the tune of the Goalporia number by him. A few po-
ems by Mriganka sir concluded this memorable night of ours. After the dinner, we all formed little cir-
cles in the moist ground for a little chit-chat until of course the cold drove us into the warmth of the cot-
tages. While the guys dawdled outside their cottages, we changed into our dresses for the impromptu 
disco in our cottage. All the girls got on their feet dancing, banging their heads, and the others simply 
dozing off to sleep. At around 4:20, we finally went to sleep regardless of our plans of staying up the 
whole night. So tired were we that we hardly made sense in whatever we spoke. But it was soon time to 
get up and get ready for trekking. From the walk through the tea garden, sliding down the narrow 
curveous hill routes to waddling through the tiny puddles and streams, wandering through the self in-
vented routes between the paddy fields and of course the great falls while the downhill trek, the trekking 
was nothing but fun! 
After coming back from the trekking, all the muddy shoes and stinky socks were let to dry in the sun 
while we occupied ourselves with the odious work of packing the bags and cleaning the room. Hustle 
and bustle over who’ll use the bathroom next went on until not a drop of water poured out of the taps. 
Outside the teacher’s cottages, some real fun took place. Goofing around and swaying to the beautiful 
songs being played, we lived the last moments of ours in the resort. After lunch, we got ready for our 
homebound journey. We pleaded for just a few more hours in the resort even after knowing we would 
get NO for a reply.   
 

We finally boarded the bus with great reluctance of going home. During the bus journey all was quiet as 
everyone got some rest but this stillness was short-lived. Our indomitable spirit of singing bereft of any 
idea of tune hadn’t died down. We sang giving pain to the ears of many.  And the atmosphere got even 
better when we were joined by the teachers as our spirits were lifted even higher.  The hearty words of 
Mriganka sir turned the entire atmosphere into a jovial one with everyone joining in to his tunes. And 
the news of a traffic jam and having yet more time together made the smiles on our faces even wider. 
 

But as all good things come to an end, the excursion too had its own happy ending. Just 3 days and 2 
nights and it gave us a million unforgettable memories. Gone with the wind as rightly said by one of our 
teachers but the memories of the special togetherness lingers on in our hearts forever. 

- Barsha Amarendra, Rituparna Choudhury, Shreya Guha (IX A) 
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FFFFrom rom rom rom 

the the the the EEEEdddd 

 

Hello folks! 

 

We are back after the busy 

exam season to relieve you 

of all the stress during those 

days. Hope the exams went 

well! 

Now it is the time of reap-

ing. Hope everyone reaps 

the best that is possible. The 

same goes for the Boards 

Examinees. May they all 

come out with flying col-

ours and make us proud. 

After the dusty wind of win-

ter, the azure sister of spring 

has started filling up the na-

ture with hue and colours. 

As such, the much awaited 

Rongali Bihu is on the reck-

oning. Wish you all a very 

very Happy Rongali Bihu 

and Happy New Assamese 

Calender Year. May you all 

dance to the tunes of Dhol-

Pepa-Gagana  and enjoy 

Ladoo-Pitha-Doi-Chira.  

Btw, check out some of the 

interesting personal experi-

ences in this issue.  

Till then, 

Keep writing…. 

 

FEEDBACKFEEDBACKFEEDBACKFEEDBACK    
    

Send your response in 
writing to the editorial 
board. No, seriously.   

We would be glad to ac-
cept  responses from par-
ents and guardians as 

well.  

Campus News  

New Leaders 
 

With the class 10 and 12 students going off the school, there started the hunt for 
a new bunch of leaders. Ultimately on 16th February, making an end to all the 
speculations, the principal declared the names of those chosen ones as the mem-
bers of the new student council. The oath taking ceremony was also held a cou-
ple of days later along with the new set of Teacher’s in-charge being given the 
responsibility of the Houses for the new session. As they say, there have been 
some ‘unexpected inclusions’ and ‘surprised left outs’ but it was really a prob-
lem of plenty. It is hoped that the new student council would leave up to the ex-
pectations. 

CAPTAINS VICE CAPTAINS 

 School Namrata Das 
Astha Singla  (Senior 

Secondary) 

Amit Kalita 

(Secondary) 

Green   Chandni Jain  Nabanita Sharma Bedanjal K Neog 

Blue Sukanya Gogoi Anshu Agarwal 
Surjya Prakash    

Borthakur 

Yellow A B S Tarannum Ripunjaya Rabha Bhaswati Baishya 

Red Kunal Saikia Nandita Deka Jyotirupa Das  

Orange   Madhurya P Sarma A. Barsha Kapil Pratim Das 

 

Principal’s Merit Awards 
 

In this year the school has launched ‘Principal’s  Merit Awards’. The award will  
be given to students on the basis of the excellent project works submitted by 
them in the different subjects as a part of their Credit Course. In this session the 
students have come up with great project work displaying their creativity and 
showcasing their knowledge beyond the school textbooks. Here are the winners 
of this award for this academic session: 
 

CLASS VI:  Shivanan,  Harsha Deori, Haniyah Kayan, Kabyami Talukdar, Ka-
koli Dutta               

CLASS VII: Prabahika Goswami, Sajid Hussain, Ritisha Bora, Neeharika Ba-
ruah, Pincy Deka 

CLASS VIII: Plabita Sarma, Rahul Dowarah, Sangeeta Lekharu, Ankita kakati, 
Rishika Chakrabarty,  Nidhi Gupta, Abhinav Sharma, Sreeparna Deb, Ananya 
Majumdar, Piyush Kanti Bordoloi, Divyansh, Avigyan . 

Among all these Ritisha Bora of Class VII has been declared the Winner of 
the Special Award for  submitting maximum number of excellent projects. 
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The The The The Golden Moments Of  Jamboree ‘2010 Golden Moments Of  Jamboree ‘2010 Golden Moments Of  Jamboree ‘2010 Golden Moments Of  Jamboree ‘2010     
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When the most of the citizens decided to remain indoors 
(courtesy some threat from the terrorist organizations), 
there was going on a totally different story in Faculty 
Higher Secondary School. It was the 61st Republic Day of 
the nation. On 26th January, 2010, the school observed 
rather celebrated the Republic Day with a difference. A 
group of Facultians accompanied by teachers joined the 
celebration organized by the district administration. They 

took part in the Republic Day parade and also participated in the cultural show. In the 
school the proceedings started off with the morning assembly in the playground. No sooner 
the Principal, Loya Sinha hoisted the National Flag than all the assembled paid tribute to the 
tricolour with ‘Jana Gana Mana…’ She also spoke a few words on the occasion and then the 
students had light refreshment. Immediately, followed the most exciting event of the day.  
The teachers and the students took the field for a friendly cricket match. It was a match of 
ten-over each side and the Teachers XI, led by the Vice-Principal Jugal Bora, decided to bat 
first after winning the toss. It was the worst beginning to the teacher’s innings as they lost both the openers 
(Chandan Paul and Pradip Dey) within the first over. Shyamal Dey at number 3 also did not last long. Then 
started the partnership between Minar Ahmed and MSH which steadied the innings. Once both the batsman 
were in, started the onslaught. Some blistering shots out of the fence by Minar Ahmed really set the tone for a 
huge total. The southpaw smashed 42 runs in 22 balls (3 x 4, 4 x 6) with able support from MSH on the other 
end. Once this partnership was broken, then came to the crease the captain J.C Bora and his deputy P.C Sarkar. 
Their short stay in the middle was long enough to give a glimpse of their cricketing excellence of yester years. 
Towards the end, some big hittings by Biplab Das and Rajesh Choudhury took the innings total beyond 100. 
there was tremendous reception from the crowd when the veteran Anjan Baruah took the crese with the willow 
in his hands to face the music of the yellow leather. Ultimately, much to the relief of the students XI, the allot-
ted ten overs for the teachers came to an end and they had to chase the victory target of 110 runs.  
It was a Herculean task for the students and they stumbled in the very beginning. Some disciplined bowling 
performance supported by some sharp fielding with the captain himself leading by example made things miser-
able for the boys. Except a couple of batsmen, students found no clue to the swing of Biplab and Minar, the 
gentle medium pace of Krishna and the googlies of P.C Sarkar. Chandan Paul behind the stumps and Rajesh 

Choudhury on the outfield were real livewires. Trying their hearts out,  
the students ultimately could manage only 98 runs in their 10 overs. 
Thus, the teachers XI won the first edition of the Republic Day Chal-
lenge Trophy upsetting the boys by 11 runs.  The only consolation for 
the students XI was that defeat in the hands of true champions is itself 
an achievement.  

  HAMMERHEAD 

Hammerhead from Assam bring an ‘out of the ordinary’ hybrid of thrash and death 
metal packed with an implacable tightness hammered into their performances that 
employs inkling and    reason to reinstate deconstructed chimera with structuralist     
susceptibility along with a compassion towards existential worth. 
Formed in the year 2007, Hammerhead combines gurgling death metal vocals, ex-
tremely tight drumming and unforgettable riffs. The band’s influences can be traced in the old school 
domain lined-up with bands like Slayer, Sepultura, Morbid Angel and the unsurpassed messiahs of 
metal ‘Death'. Relentless concentration, razor-sharp twists, brisk alterations and fluid lyrics based on 
contemporary topics like redundancy, Political and social turmoil, poverty and forced        prostitution 
make their music a lesson in monumental thrash. The band is ready with their E.P and plan to unleash 
the monster soon. 
Hammer on! 
                                                                                                              - Kaushik Barua (XII Comm. A)   
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It was a usual evening assembly when our CO Sir 
announced the names of the cadets chosen for a visit 
to the Rashtrapati Bhawan the next day. Finding my 
name among the privileged few, I was thoroughly   
excited. Our uniforms had an added gleam and pro-
bity that day owing to our meeting with the Presi-
dent of India, Dr APJ Abdul Kalam. Our hearts 
throbbed even more impatiently as we neared our 
destination. One can probably assume the number of 
security checks one has to pass through to get into 
the house. We admired all that we saw and preserve 
every detail of it so that we could remember these 
happy moments. All the NCC cadets sat on an open 
lawn with Dr Kalam sitting opposite to us just a few 
steps away. He was surrounded by the officers of the 
President’s Bodyguard regiment. We sat there 
thrilled trying to believe our good luck. A cultural 
show was put up for us after which Dr Kalam spoke 
a few yet precious words of wisdom.  
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

The other dignitaries also made 
some speeches. It was followed by 
a photo session with Dr Kalam and 
I happened to be one of the lucky 
ones to shake hands with the Mis-
sile man of India. Although his 
hands were that like of a common 
man, but unlike I felt an enlighten-
ment sort of warmth in it. After the 
photo session, we were served tea 
and then, it was finally time to bid 
adieu. 
While on the way out, we got a 
glimpse of the very enchanting Mughal Gardens. 
Almost three years have flown by but the memories of 
that wonderful day with Dr. Kalam are still vivid in 
my mind. 

 
-Madhurya Pratim Sarma (XI Sci A) 

 

 
 

‘Rain’…this word can evoke mixed feelings in different people at different times. For children who wish to 
play…rains can be a curse, yet again, rains can be good excuse for sleepy heads to sleep till noon. As for me, 
rains once brought fear for us. It was one of those ‘memorable’ trips to Borapani.  
The crew members of this eventful journey comprised of my uncle and aunt, my cousins and me. I thought that 
Borapani was better than sitting at home, doing nothing and getting bored! Nature was better than a crowded 
cinema hall!!   
At 4:00 PM we finally reached Borapani., the majestic, serene, placid and silent. The lake flowed on with ele-
gance. After a hot piping chowmein treat, we started our journey down hill. Then came the ultimate reason as 
to why I call this incident as home sweet home. As the rain came down, everything outside the window was 
blanketed by the fog. It was very difficult to see outside, and given the fact that the roads were zigzag it sent 
cold chills down my spine. I doubted whether we would reach home safe and sound. Suddenly I felt homesick. 
I wanted to come back home. I was missing my room, Maa’s hot piping dinner and of all my bed.The mood 
inside the car turned somewhat very somber as all of us became quiet, very deep in thoughts about home. It’s 
said that the sun sets to rise again and that’s precisely what happened when we reached Byrnihat. It was not 
raining in Byrnihat. It seemed as though we came back alive from a living nightmare. We were back to life 
again…singing, laughing and pulling each other’s legs!! 
Soon we reached Guwahati and it was raining here as well. But we didn’t care! Guwahati welcomed us with its 
very essence – traffic jams! As the rain continued to pour down, those words of Pink Floyd  crossed my mind -  

 
“Home, home again 

I love to be here when I can, 
When I come back home cold & tired, 
I love to warm my bones beside the fire.” 

                               These lines made sense to me like never before… we were back.  
                                                                   Home, sweet home! 

-Spandana Kalita (VIII A) 

An enlightening touch... 

Home      Sweet       Home 
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“..Someday many years from now 
We'll  all sit beside the candles glow 

grey headed pals exchanging tales about our 
past, 

   we’ll chuckle  as the memories flow 
       And when that distant day arrives, 

             We’ll recall the colours of school in-
stead of cool cars 

               We May be in the gutter then, 
                   But some of us will look at the illu-

mined stars..” 
 

School days are golden days as all students agree, for the 
every single sweet and bitter classroom experience    
remains alive with us till we meet our fate. Even when I 
walk through the corridors of the college , it seems I can 
breathe the air that I left in school, similar doors and 
windows, boisterous back-benchers, huge green lawns 
and the same leaves that caress my face every dusty eve-
ning. It still remains enigmatic to me how the phase of 
classes , extra-classes, fun-games, lip-smacking     can-
teen food, hulla-baloo in school buses, mocks, CBSE 
exams and results all came to an end, and all of a       
sudden, I along with my class-
mates have been scattered in 
the midst of nowhere. How-
ever, it is incredible how 
sooner or later, I realized that 
struggle of adaptation is essen-
tial to survival, thanks to Darwin, and I discovered a 
unique shade of colours awaiting to embrace me. 
 

Living away from the bonds of  homely shelter invites a 
whole aura of challenges, a  new experience which     
deconstructs most of the childhood mirages, we aim to 
fulfill, after being independent. An individual’s agency 
becomes so much powerful if utilized for the genuine 
cause. 

Studying in college breaks away from the stereotype of 
being solely academically capable, for we are allowed 
the space of exploring variant colours of our potential. 
This is a fact which should make school teenagers, who 
are  good at extra-curricular activities, happy and hope-
ful of a bright future because ‘future of not-so-bright stu-
dents ‘ is structurally embedded in the minds of parents     

as “limited”. But of course every activity as an art      
demands earnest devotion from the participants. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Well, at the very outset of college life, what welcomes  

one is a series of changes required to be made in patient 

adjustments. Moving into a new place also means new 
people, new  weather, new language and most impor-
tantly new food which can be worse than expected.  

Specially food in hostels have been under constant dis-
sent for ages and it continues to be, to our utter amaze-
ment, for one has to fuel one’s fancy to imagine a hor-
rendously made paneer rumali as home-made fish or 
chicken and happily swallow it day after day.  

 

Next the academic course no matter what, is a thousand 
miles away from school curriculum. It requires rigorous 
brain-work by students who have to burn the candle at 
both ends.  Not to mention that students who are used to 
score 80s and 90s will initially feel as if they have been 
ripped apart as the brilliant of brilliant students get in 60s 
and 50s. 
 

So those of who think you can chill and relax ,away from 
any parental control, once school gets over and eternally 
hang out, will be in for a huge disappointment. 

Although the board exams seems to be a major battle, it 
is nothing compared to the 
war that awaits you. 
 

However what makes me 
glad  as a beginner, is that 
in this realm of studies, we 

can focus on our original ideas in relation to the society 
at large. Mugging up pages after pages for scores is of 
meagre value at the college level. The euphoria associ-
ated with scoring ‘high’ gets deluded if there’s no con-
cept clarity and creativity of thought in the student. 
 

Hence I earnestly believe, every phase of our academic 
life arrives with lot of hopes and dreams. Along with it 
arrives a bunch of strangers who end up being really 
kind friends and vice-versa. Although we are never sure  
how luck may change our struggle into despair, we can 
be proud that the journey we embarked upon with col-
ourful enthusiasm has been worthwhile. 

So, My dear readers,  

Don’t be reluctant on applying that not-so-bright,       
different shade of colour over yourself. 

Life is all about moving in the spectrum. 

                                 Rini Barman {Eng [H] 1st year}                
  Lady Sree Ram College,  Delhi 

This issue onwards B&W adds a new page exclusively for the 

ex-students to share their experiences of life after Faculty. 

The first write up has come from Rini Barman who was one 

of the Founder Members of the B&W Editorial Board. 
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What do you think 
does this picture 

say?                                                
Write a caption in not 
more then 10 words 
about your opinion of 
what this picture is try-
ing to convey. The best 
entries will be pub-

lished in the upcoming 
newsletter. 

 

STUDENT EDITORS: 

Barsha, Kaushik, Jyotirupa, Ripunjaya, Rituparna, Madhurya 
 

TEACHER  EDITOR: Mriganka Sekhar Hazarika 
 

CONVENER: Loya Sinha 
 

PUBLISHER: Literary Club, Faculty Higher Secondary School 

Mind’s Eye 

  
Your eyes 

Speak a thousand words… 
Words that float 

In the sea of your eyes… 
 

They seem to be 
Lost in the 

Paradise of your dreams… 
They seem to search the truth 

Behind life… 
 

They are as deep 
As the core of the earth 

They reflect your inner beauty… 
 

They know not 
What awaits them 

But they 
Seem to travel miles… 

And miles… 
And miles… 
And miles… 

Through the path of love… 
 

They give me a 
Different pleasure… 
An unusual feeling… 

They are alike 
The ocean pearls.. 
That shine with 
A radiant look… 

 

They have the spirit 
To change the world 

A world 
Full of hatred… 
Full of anger… 
Full of fear… 

 

They have the desire 
To win hearts 

Of the fellow countrymen… 
 

Their every drop of tear 
Washes away 

The dirts of this cruel world.. 
Their teardrops 

Quench the thirst of 
Hundreds of poor fellows… 

 

Their depth seem to carry 
Messages to Christ 

Of his peaceful sleep… 
 

Your eyes 
Speak a thousand words 

Words… 
That float in the 

Sea of your eyes… 
 
- Rituparna Choudhury (IX A) 
 

 

 

 

I came like a tiny tot to Faculty’s “sweet home” 

Where I hardly knew anyone and was alone. 

But slowly as it embraced me with love, 

It became so dearer to me. 

It gave me a bunch of friends who are 

Naughty funny and always laughed heartedly. 

I remember the delicious dishes of 

School canteen where I rushed by hook or crook. 

Hats off to the teachers who were 

My source of inspiration. 

Bereft of their love and affection I would be no where 

But times goes in its own pace and 

I with tears and heavy heart have to bid farewell 

To my friends and teachers 

Now my heart craves and yearns 

Recalling the golden memories of Faculty  

-Monalisa Barman ( X - B) 
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