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It wasn’t the rustling of leaves, neither the cooing of

cuckoos; which greeted the faculty members and students

alike during the commencement of a new session. Neither was it the
maddening rush to reach class within time, hurried steps past Christ
Church; nor was it a reverential glance towards the Ashoka tree,

stolen through begged and borrowed time. Rather, it was the blaring
alarm, just in time to somehow manage to ‘Ask to join’. Flow of chat
notifications in background, of which one may or may not be a part of.

We are the Gen-Z, so called tech-savvy generation. Yet, we found this
digital jump perilous to navigate. We can only wonder about and
salute the dedication of our beloved teachers, who not only managed
to undertake this arduous journey, but as we all have witnessed by
now, they are acing it.

Much like how barren our earth would be without this fascinating
array of life forms present in it, facilitated by photosynthesis, in which
RuBisCO is a key enzyme; our life too wouldn’t have been what it is,
without the presence of our beloved faculty

members.

This teachers’ day, we the students of Botany
department express our heartfelt gratitude
through an online magazine -
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- By AHANA DAS,
on behalf of the Editorial Board
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Dr. Sarvapalli Radhakrishnan, was an Indian academic professor,
philosopher and politician, who served as the Vice-president of India
(1952-1962) and the second President of our country (1962-1967).
Dr. Radhakrishnan always encouraged the youth to grow and step
forward in shaping the world with the power of education. He always
believed that "Teachers should be the best minds in the country."

In the honour of his remarkable approach
towards education and students, his birth
anniversary on the 5th of September is celebrated
as Teachers' Day every year, since 1962

- lllustrated by Saptaparna Mallick,
UG Semester 5

- Penned by Sreya Banerjee,
UG Semester 3
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September 5, 2051
Dear Diary,

Years later, as I open my bouquet of late adolescence memories, a
swarm of beautiful butterflies popped up and with their velvet
hues, coloured my morbid life. They were like those bright red
rhododendrons on a dreadful rainy day in the hills. They were like
the splash of fresh paint on a dull, dusty wall. They were that
encouraging, supportive, caring and tender smile; in this world of
darkness and corruption.

They enlisted a lot of loved ones with their charming nature. I
remember them having a heart to empathize for other’s sorrows,
guide them and help to understand that life is not always a smooth
sail.

They made the broken look beautiful and the strong invincible.
They walked with the universe on their shoulders and made it look
like a pair of wings.

Years ago, I trusted in a dream, a hopeless cause; and now I watch
the flowers as they bloom. They taught me to stay firm to my
decision and never give up. They prepared me for the good fight.
They prepared me for life.
Thank you for everything.
Happy Teacher’s Day :)

- By Dhrubaa Roy Chowdhury,
UG Semester 3




I want to write you a poem, to tell you how amazing you are,
to tell you how lucky I feel, everytime you teach us.

I want to write you a poem, to let you know, I don’t just
attend a lecture, I have fun in those hours, I enter a
beautiful kingdom, a palace of books and knowledge.

I want to write a poem, to let you know how cared I feel
when you make sure that we aren't neglecting our health.

I want to write a poem, to tell you how loved I feel when you
ask us if we had our breakfast before joining your classes.

I want to write a poem, to thank you for going extra miles
you go, just to help us.

I want to write a poem, to thank you for making sacrifices,
so that we could have a good learning experience.

I want to write a poem, to tell you how grateful I am for you
holding out your hand as we take baby steps towards our
future, feet wobbly like a new born fawn.

While writing this I realized that I could keep listing things,
go on for ages.

About things I want to write a poem about,
but I'm afraid I'll run out of pages.

So I'll wind up here, by wishing all (7 0
the teachers, a Happy teachers day! Q P)
Thank you for inspiring us everyday ")

to be the better version of ourselves.

- By Swagata Bhattacharjee, UG Semester 3




We are fortunate to have
such wonderful teachers,
who care for the good students
as well as the back benchers.
We attend their classes
where we learn and grow
We feel another thing,
the love which they show.
We are eager to learn from them
in offline mode classes.
God please fulfill fast
our earnest wishes!
We are happy to get a chance,
to learn in our college.
We gain different precious things,
not just the knowledge.
This is a small, humble way
to wish our respected Professors,
a very Happy Teachers' Day.

- By Kousani Kar,
UG Semester 3
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