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Smt. Anindita Ghosh 
Honourable Founder President    

PRESIDENT’S    
MESSAGE

president@gasonline.org.in   

Elixir is intended to bring out the hidden literary and 
artistic talents in the students, teachers and all the 
members of Gopsai Avinandan Sangha Group of 
Institutions. This indeed is a great pleasure to see 
that everybody has participated into creating 
beautiful stories heart-warming poems, vivid 
drawings and informative articles, that make this 
magazine a beautiful bouquet of creativity. The 
amount of enthusiasm put in by the eminent 
members of the college to contribute to the 
magazine truly demands huge appreciation. I extend 
my best wishes to All. Elixir is intended to bring out 
the hidden literary and artistic talents in the students, 
teachers and all the members of Gopsai Avinandan 
Sangha Group of Institutions. This indeed is a great 
pleasure to see that everybody has participated into 
creating beautiful stories heart-warming poems, 
vivid drawings and informative articles, that make this 
magazine a beautiful bouquet of creativity. I extend 
my best wishes to All.



Dr. Pravas Ghosh
Honourable Founder Secretary 
secretary@gasonline.org.in

SECRETARY’S 
MESSAGE
We started our journey with the aim of spreading 
education amongst the remote areas of West 
Bengal. Its’ about two decades by now, but our aim 
remains the same even today. What had changed 
meanwhile is the lifestyle of the people with 
education; it’s upli�ed significantly. We are blessed 
to witness the same. Also, we have extended our 
focus along with education to holistic development 
of the students like discovering, developing and 
drawing out the hidden talents and the magic lying 
dormant inside the students.What could be the best 
for portraying their hidden talents other than a 
magazine!!! Our year-old tradition of publishing a 
magazine Elixir has turned in to an electronic mode. I 
thank you the Magazine Commi�ee for their zest and 
e�ort and all the participants for their enthusiasm 
and contribution to this good work. I wish all the best 
to all the students and hope their talent gets 
bloomed to the right direction.



Welcome to the latest edition of ELIXIR, the E-Magazine of Gopsai Avinandan Sangha 

Group of Institutions that embodies the essence of transformation and renewal. Elixir is a 

space that is as refreshing and transformative as the name suggests. Just like an elixir, which 

is believed to have the power to heal and rejuvenate, our ELIXIR seeks to invigorate the 

minds of our student's community, o�ering a platform for creativity, knowledge, and growth.

This edition, like every one before it, carries the heartbeat of all our campuses. It's where 

ideas bloom, stories unfold, colours frolic, brushes spin and aspirations take flight. Through 

Elixir, we celebrate the strength of our students, the wisdom of our faculty and enthusiasm of 

our sta� members.

As you journey through this edition, you may find the e�ort, zeal and passion of every 

participant beyond literary criticism. We hope like an elixir, may our ELIXIR continue to nourish 

our minds & souls, making the impossible seem possible, and the ordinary to extraordinary.

Let's cheers  to the new beginnings and endless possibilities. 

Welcome to ELIXIR.

 MESSAGE From The
PRINT & PUBLISHING COMMITTEE 



From  of EDITORThe Pen

Sanchita Roychowdhury
Head, PR & Digitisation Dept.

Poetry - My Life !
Oh! Sweet and tender breath that fills the air,

In thee I find my soul's eternal rest;

Thy tender whispers, like a beloved's prayer,
Speak of a world where beauty is expressed.

Through every line and verse my heart takes flight,
In golden pages where the moonlight streams;

Thy song is sung in day, and danced in night,
A compassionate companion to my truest dreams.

Thou art the spark that sets my spirit free,
A river's current winding through my mind;

Thine each word is warmth that quells the deepest sea,

A solace for the weary heart to find.

Oh, how my soul, like petals in the breeze,

Doth open wide when thy bright voice does call!
In thee, I see both heaven's sweet release,

And earth's pure whisper, echoing through all.

For thee, poetry, thou art my life's own muse,

In thee, I live, I love, and I refute
The cold and barren world that seeks to choose

A path less bright, and more devout, but mute.

Thy fragrance fills the garden of my mind,

Each word a bloom that blossoms ever true;
In thee, I've found a world both elegant and kind,

A life in which my spirit remainsin it's purest hue.
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Saheli Biswas, (B.Ed)
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Susmita Mandal, (B.Ed)
Excellent Model College For Teacher Education

Painting 

Diptangshu Pal, (B.Tech, CE)
Institute of Science & Technology 
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Painting 

Megha Koley, BBA (HM)
Institute of Science & Technology 

Susmita Das, (D.El.Ed.) 
College For Teacher Education

Ria Ghosh, (B.Ed) 
Excellent Model College For Teacher Education

Soubhik Ghosh (Digitisation)
Gopsai Avinandan Sangha
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Painting 

Santwana Das, Asst. Professor (EE)
Institute of Science & Technology 

P. G. Institute of Medical Sciences

Supriyo Pakhira, (B.PHARM)Krishna Mondal, (B. PHARM) 
P. G. Institute of Medical Sciences
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Painting 

Tota Ghosh, ( EE) B.Tech, 
Institute of Science & Technology 
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Anupam Mallik, (B.Tech, CE)
Institute of Science & Technology 



Painting 

Shreya Ghosh, (B.PHARM)
P. G. Institute of Medical Sciences

SOURAV DAS ( )Design Head

Gopsai Avinandan Sangha

PAGE 05



Painting 

Sayan Dey, (B.PHARM)
P. G. Institute of Medical Sciences

Shubhadip Ghosh, (B.PHARM)
P. G. Institute of Medical Sciences

Ritu Mudi, (B.Ed) 
Excellent Model College For Teacher Education
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Photography

Shreya Sahu (B.PHARM)

P. G. Institute of Medical Sciences

Sourav Das ( )Design Head

Gopsai Avinandan Sangha
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Photography

Sanchita Roychowdhury (PR & Digitisation Head)

Gopsai Avinandan Sangha

"এেসা �ধৗত শ�ামল আেলা-ঝলমল-
বনিগিরপব�েত-”
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POETRY



হাবুেলর জীবন   

Antara Maity, (B.Ed.) 
Bengal College of Teacher Education 

�বদনার রঙ

Priyanka Garai, (B.Ed)
Bengal College of Teacher Education 
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�াধীনতা

Shibani Dey, (D.EL.ED)
Gopsai Avinandan Sangha PTTI

Gopal Santra, (B.Tech, CSE)
Institute of Science and Technology 

�কৃিতর �কােল আমােদর ��ম
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Simran Kumari, (B.Tech, CSE) 
Institute of Science and Technology 

EXAMINATION

I am in tension because of my Examination;
In English there is Composition,
In Mathematics there is Calculation
In Physics there is Derivation,
In Chemistry there is Equation,
In OBMS there is Relation,
In Python there is Encapsulation,
In Computer there is Application,
Yet I can't ignore my Examination
As I am the Backbone of my Nation.

Justice, a blindfold worn thin, 
Her scales, once gleaming, now dimmed with sin.

A tarnished weight a heart turned cold 
Where whispers of truth are bought and sold.

The gears of power grind slow and black 
Morality's thread, a fraying track 

Vipers in suits, with forked tongues speak, 
As innocence weeps on a hollow cheek.

The well of hope, slowly turns to muck 
As poisoned promises, from goblets they chuck. 

A parasite's grip, on a nation's plight, 
The stench of decay, in the fading light.

 
But hark! A tremor, a distant drum, 

The righteous rise, their voices come. 
For through shadows may dance, a truth remains 

The sun will rise, to wash away the stains.

RUST ON THE SCALES

Ananya Bisai, (B.Ed)
Excellent Model College For Teacher Education
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মা

Nibedita Ghosh, (B.Tech, CE)
Institute of Science and Technology 

Satrughan Digar, (B.ED) 
Institute For Teacher Education

জ� দাতা িপতা
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Shreya Malla, (B.Pharm)
P. G. Institute of Medical Sciences 

�শশেবর িদন

�ণ হত�া

Achin Bhunia, (B.Pharm)
P. G. Institute of Medical Sciences 
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Santanu Pathak, (BHM)
Institute of Science and Technology 

সত� �বাহ
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আমার রবী��নাথ
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Santwana Das, Asst. Professor (EE)
Institute of Science & Technology 



�ছেলেবলা

Sovan Roy, (Admission Cell)
Gopsai Avinandan Sangha

Nargis Khatun, (Admission Cell)
Gopsai Avinandan Sangha

জাগর�ণর নাম "িতেলা�মা”
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�মলায় ঘুরেত যাওযার পব� :-

হীরক রাজার দরবাের

Subhamoy Kolya, (Admission Cell)
Gopsai Avinandan Sangha
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শাি�র �খঁােজ

Achintya Basu, (Chief Accounting O�cer)
Gopsai Avinandan Sangha
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শহেরর চালিচ�

Sumit Maji, (Asst. Professor)
P.G. Institute of Medical Sciences 

আজেকর পঁাচালী

Biswajit Dey, (Admission Cell)
Gopsai Avinandan Sangha
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Oh Spring! you bring life to the half dead trees, 
Give new leaves to the naked ones, 
Make cuckoos to sing their merry notes, 
In which your presence in nature shows.

You inspire the poets that poems be wri�en, 
On the beauty and splendour that can be seen, 
But shortlived your magic spell, 
And you have to take adieu with church bell.

Protyusha Sinha, (B.Ed)

TO SPRING

Excellent Model College For Teacher Education

�গাপন �মঘ

Sujit Kumar Das , (Teacher in Charge)
Excellent Model College For Teacher Education
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জােগা সমাজ আজই!

Anirban Pal, (B.Tech, CE)
Institute of Science & Technology 



ESSAY



“বাহা� বাজার িতপা� গিল 
  তেব জানিল চ��েকানােত এিল “

Santanu Ghosh (Digitisation.)

Gopsai Avinandan SanghaGopsai Avinandan Sangha

চ��েকানার ইিতহাস, 
ইিতহােসর চ��েকানা
চ��েকানার ইিতহাস, 
ইিতহােসর চ��েকানা
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Santanu Ghosh (Digitisation.)
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Satyajit Payra, (Assistant Professor) 
Excellent Model College For Teacher Education.

এক�ট �ু� দাশ�িনক অনুস�ান। এক�ট �ু� দাশ�িনক অনুস�ান। 

রবী��মনেন আ�ানুভূিতর আেলাকবিত� �কা -  রবী��মনেন আ�ানুভূিতর আেলাকবিত� �কা - 
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Satyajit Payra, (Assistant Professor) 
Excellent Model College For Teacher Education.
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তথ�সু�ঃ
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STORY



 িনিশ রােত িনিশর ডাক
Sumana Pan (B.Ed.)

Bengal College Of Teacher Education 
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Subham Bera (B.Tech, CE)
Institute of Science and Technology 

মাতৃ�
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(Everyone bears their own pain. Having beauty doesn't mean he/ she can't have any pain. It's 
lying, lying in the corner of their own heart. Listen, Observe & admire them. You may be the 
inspiration for him/her or it’s vice versa. Here you can find it. Trust Me & obviously Trust the 
universe.) 

Unspoken Story of the Moon!
 
I wish I could be like you, one beats in two hearts. You wonder?  I know.  You always admire 
my beauty even you have promised to your beloved to snatch me to fulfill her wish. I also 
desire to surrender if someone can fulfill their dreams.  
But before I surrender your wish, do you have some valuable time  for me?  
A few minutes I would like to take. I have a story, a story for you.  In this universe, I am also just 
dependent on my existence as you are. Isn’t? You appreciate my elegance but have you 
observed why I am carrying wounds with me. Never!  You people believe in the perfection of 
imperfection but not executed. A beauty must need to carry some scars to save from 
devil’s eye. But why? Not all the grace needs that! You had given the definition of beauty. 
Why I owe it where you judge from outside not inside. The small deep holes, insu�cient 
oxygen, water, etc. inside me are fresh scars now. You know it is needed for beginning a 
new life. But That’s was my trust, emotions, betrayal which I had believed in the most. I was 
also loved by someone before the Universe was created. You send robot, satellite in search 
of life; not for me or my grief. You always worship on full moon but not in the dark phase. 
Why? You know! The wounds are come out of their graves that day! I’m burning the most 
that day! Have you seen or heard my screaming? Astonished! All my miseries are 
transformed into the radiation where you build your dreams entangled with two fingers; put 
your head to your beloved shoulder. It takes fi�een days to heal and again rebirth!  
Now you will ask why I am alive or it’s be�er to kill myself to get rid of this inevitable pain.  
It’s because of you dear. I could be or be someone’s inspiration or a love story as beautiful as 
yours. I know Healing is a lengthy process; it may take time, a year or decade. But I trust the 
universe. One day I could fall like a star to fulfill someone’s dream. One day I will be like you 
where scares would be the gems, sparkling on my beloved’s fingers.  
Believe in miracles!  That’s me, a Moon! 

 Tanmay Mahata (B.Tech, CE)
Institute of Science and Technology 

UNSPOKEN STORY 
OF THE MOON!
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Gopal Santra  (B.Tech, CSE)
Institute of Science and Technology 

�াচীন রহেস�র সূচনা :-

নদীর রহস� :

রাজার হীেরর অিভশাপ
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জ�েলর গভীের :-

�হার রহস� :-
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অিভশােপর মুেখামুিখ :-

অিভশােপর সমা� :-

িবজেয়র �ত�াবত� ন:-

এই গে�র মাধ�েম আমরা িশিখ, জীবেনর সবেচেয় বড় স�পদ �ধু ধন-স�পদ নয়, এ�ট আমােদর অিভ�তা, ব�ন এবং �ান। �গাপাল এবং তার দেলর এই 
অিভযান �ধু এক�ট রে�র নয়, এ�ট তােদর জীবেনর সবেচেয় বড় িশ�া।
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Sneha Ghosh (B.Tech, CSE)
Institute of Science and Technology 

আেলার �রখা
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Inadia is such a country in the world where di�erent communities and tribes live and have 
their di�erent culture, dress, language and food habit. So, Kabi Atul Prasad Sen said about 
india "Nana bhasha, Nana mot, Nana poridhan, Bibidher majhe dekho milon mohan". 
Santal is one of the greatest tribes in Indian. They live in many states of our country like 
Jharkhand, Odisha, West Bengal, Assam and Chhatisgarh. They also live in Bangladesh, 
Nepal and Bhutan. This tribe has their own language, script, dress and food habit. They have 
many traditional foods that they make in their own way.

Charhpa is one of their traditional foods that is made in winter season, specially on the 
festival Sankranti/Chhoto Makar (Runda in Santali) and Makar Sankranti (Sakarat in Santali). It 
is also sold in their festival like Patabinda and Chakaltari and many santal people and other 
buy and eat. It is very tasty to eat. The processing of this dish is so interesting and nice. Now 
let's know how they make it.

They prepare Charhpa Pithha in many ways. We are going to know one of processes. To 
make it, they need rice flour, chicken, oil, spices, salt and green sal leaves. They make plates 
with green sal leaves. At first, they thoroughly mix chicken, oil, salt and all spices which need 
to cook chicken. Then they mix rice flour with that mixture and make balls. Those balls of 
mixture are put on sal plates which have oiled. Those balls are fla�ed with round shape and 
covered with other sal leave. Next they bake it on heat tawa or flat pan. A�er few time the 
Charhpa Pithha become ready to eat.

This recipe is so delicious and tasty to eat. We can't find it at any restaurant or hotel. So we 
can try to prepare this recipe at home and I think we can it. Joe Perry said "I love Indian food 
it's my favourite cuisine. I love the mixture of spices and the subtle flavours. It's really 
erotic; the spices are so sensuous.”

Chiranjit Hembram (M.ED) 

Bengal College of Teacher Education 

CHARHPA PITHHA

Charhpa Pithha , Traditional food of  Santal 
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Rohit, a  26-year-old young entrepreneur, sat in the living room with his wife, Mira. The clock 
was ticking—every second adding to the burden of their conversation, pushing the weight deep 
into Mira's heart. 
“She is becoming so old,” Rohit said, reclining in his chair. “She is always finding something 
to complain about. I can a�ord her medications, but I do not have time to listen to her  nagging.” 
Mira's face became serious; her voice turned gentle but resolved. "Rohit, she's your mother. How 
can you even think of pu�ing her in an old-age home? She has raised you with love and care... 
You owe her beyond that." 
Rohit let out an angry sullen sigh. "Mira, we have gone over this many times. Tomorrow, we will 
go back to work. Who's going to look a�er her?  Today, it's the only day she can do it. Plus, the 
old age home is a�liated with an orphanage. She won't be alone. There are others her age, and 
the kids adore her." 
Mira's eyes became wider by the moment through worry. "The kids love her?  What's that now?"  
Shrugging at her concern, Rohit said, "She sends them kheer every first of January. I don't know 
why she does, and to be honest, I don't care. But I'm pre�y sure those kids appreciate her for 
that."  In the kitchen, Rohit's mother was quietly preparing the kheer, her fingers trembling a li�le 
bit while adding nuts to it. She could hear all of it quite well. Yet even as she managed a slight 
smile, the weathered cheeks streamed with tears. They had discussed the old-age home 
months ago, and she had consented to it reluctantly, thinking it would ease her son. 
As soon as the kheer was ready, she took out a bowl and placed it on the dining table before 
Rohit. "Beta, it is your birthday," she said to him with a gentle smile. 
She took a spoonful and fed it to him, her eyes brimming with love despite the tears threatening 
to fall. There was a fraction of a second of hesitation in Rohit, feeling guilty as he 
thought from within and did not say a word. 
Later on in the day, he took his mother to the old-age home. The car was filled with stillness, 
except for the sound of her bangles clinking together as she clutched tightly on the ti�ns of 
Kheer on her lap. As they reached the entrance to the old-age home, Rohit tried to sound very 
warm and comfortable. "Don't worry, Ma. You'd be okay here."  
His mother gently pa�ed him on his shoulder and smiled at him. "I know, beta," she said under 
her breath and headed inside.  
At the entrance, an old watchman stood with a friendly salute-welcome. "Namaste, Maaji," 
with his radiant smile, he said. 
It raised an eyebrow from Rohit. He said to himself. "What are they talking about? 
This woman hasn't been out one minute in the house, and how does this watchman know her?"  
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A�er his mother disappeared inside, he approached the watchman with curiosity to find out 
what had been going on. 
"How do you know that lady?"  Rohit questioned.  
The watchman regarded him with surprise. "Sir, Maaji is one of the very famous people 
around here. She has got a heart of gold. Twenty-five years ago, she came with her husband 
to adopt and one-year-old baby boy. Ever since that, they have been bringing kheer for all the 
children of this orphanage every year. Even a�er his husband's death, she would consistently 
send the kheer to the orphans, even when she couldn't deliver it in person." Rohit stood 
frozen, the words like a thunderbolt. He continued to stare at the watchman while his throat 
constricted, stu�ering, "What... what did you say?"  
The watchman nodded with a grin. "Yes, sir. That boy whom they adopted, was a fortunate 
one. She used to talk about him very lovingly." 
 
Rohit's legs simply gave away beneath him, and he kneeled down. His mouth was covered by 
his hand as the sobs shook him and tears ran down his face.  
"Sir, are you okay? What happened?" was the watchman's comment from there, his face 
filled with concern. Heaving a shaky breath, Rohit said, "Yes, I am that boy. I am that prodigal 
son raised oh! so lovingly by this woman. And what did I turn out to be? I can't even take care 
of my duty towards her in her old age. Honestly, she deserves a be�er son than me." 
Watching Rohit sob through his own tear-stained eyes, the watchman could not understand 
what was happening beyond the confusion. At last, Rohit understood the immense and 
incomparable mother's love he took for granted.

PAGE 40



Pabitra Hansda , B PHARM 

P. G. Institute of Medical Sciences

Preeti was alone in her room lying languidly in bed, her eyes half-closed. She was really in an 
o�beat mood of mind. An inexplicable indolence seemed to have se�led on her body. Pritam 
had gone for his night shi�. An eerie silence was all she could feel so lustily in every fibre of 
her being. Never before in the whole of her life had she felt such a stultifying sense of 
lassitude. Pritam had come into her life. She began drooling over Pritam – her first love. She 
rose lithely from bed, drew open a leather bag beside her bedstead and kept gazing at a 
photograph – Pritam and Priti – a lovey-dovey pair in the full bloom of their youth. In a 
paroxysm of joy she soliloquized, “No, never have I done any wrong by loving and being 
loved.” 
As for Pritam, he was a geeky-looking guy of 25, never wilting under the pressure of the 
toughest situation. He had the guts and gumption to fight back. He had managed a small job 
in a local firm of less repute. No worry for a day-to-day living. 
 
Pritam and Preeti had taken shelter in a li�le co�age amidst a bustee area in Odisha’s  
Keonjhar . Flanked on either side by serried ranks of forest trees and hilly tracks the place had 
indeed a rustic woodland air. Located far from the madding crowd’s ignoble 
strife, life here was exceptionally tranquil and hassle-free. 
Preeti had usually got used to such a tenor of life. Besides her daily round of household 
chores she would busy herself making sal leaf plates like other women in the 
neighbourhood. There was a playground overlooking her co�age. She would at times sit 
there watching the merry children at their games and  the old folks rambling and chit 
cha�ing endlessly. She would wistfully long for her long-lost childhood days redolent of her 
ebullience of emotion. How time flies! She got thinking nostalgically. She had a tiny wish for a 
happy nuptial – a happy home which would very o�en kindle in her longings and dreams. 
She remembered her ‘Purohit’ father foretelling funnily that she would become a ‘Rajrani.’ 
The very word ‘Rajrani’ as predicted by her father still keeps pounding deep in her heart like a 
sweet sorrow.

All of a sudden she seemed to wake up from her trance. Pritam had come into the room and 
sat silent behind her. Preeti looked a li�le bit fidgety. Going inside the room she brought him 
some crunchy snacks with a pleasant smile playing about her lips. Pritam put a few pieces 
into her mouth. While eating the scrumptious snacks he talked about this and that most 
e�usively. In passing he talked about the girl who had lately joined their firm. Preeti listened to 
his story rather nonchalantly.
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shore up her sagging spirit. She kept groping in every nook and corner for the light 
fromwithin. More light she wanted to celebrate her festival of survival. Preeti was just tossing 
in her bed in nameless agony. Partly from fear and partly from despair she didn’t sleep a wink 
that very night. When the day dawned she sat speechless for sometime looking out 
expectantly for Pritam’s arrival. Time wore on interminably. Pritam didn’t come back from his 
duty. Excitedly Preeti hurried on, detouring all the way to Pritam’s workplace some miles 
away from the co�age. She went up to the manager’s room and asked him straight away 
while panting excessively. ‘Look here sir, Pritam, my hubby hasn’t returned home as yet.’ 
The manager didn’t hesitate to disclose the secret. ‘My dear lady, Pritam has got away with 
Arpita, my PA . I am told they have had a clandestine a�air for some time.’

Preeti could bear it no longer. A cold shiver of pain ran down her spine. She thumped down 
on the floor, le�ing out a piercing wail. In a trice she felt the world around her split into a 
thousand pieces.
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