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Date: 29" April, 2026

MESSAGE

It gives me immense pleasure to extend my heartfelt congratulations to
Sikkim Govemment College, Burtuk on the publication of the second edition of the college
magazine, Mrinal: The Metamorphosis.

This esteemed publication is a remarkable reflection of the creativity, talent, and
intellectual vibrancy of the students. It is truly encouraging to witness such a platform that
nurtures original thought, promotes artistic expression, and inspires young minds to articulate
their ideas with confidence and clarity.

| sincerely commend all those involved in bringing out this edition for their
dedication, hard work, and commitment to excellence. May Mrinal continue to serve as a
source of inspiration and a medium for fostering creativity and innovation among students in
the years to come.

I extend my best wishes for the continued success of this publication in all its future
endeavours.

JAI HIND!
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CHIEF MINISTER, SIKKIM

GOVERNMENT OF SIKKIM
MESSAGE

It brings me immense pleasure to note that Sikkim Government College
Burtuk, is publishing the second edition of its college magazine, ‘Mrinal: The
Metamorphosis.’

Since its establishment in 2012 as an extension of SGC Tadong and its
subsequent emergence as an independent institution, SGC Burtuk has
undergone a remarkable transformation. Today, it stands as a testament to
the rapid expansion and rising standards of higher education in our state.

Staying true to its noble motto, ‘Service through Educaton,’ the college
has consistently fostered an enriching environment that maximizes the
boundless potential of our youth. | am confident that the institution will
continue its mission to inspire every student, equipping them with the
knowledge, wisdom, and character necessary to contribute selflessly to our
society,

It is truly heartening to see that the magazine ‘Mrinal’ continues to
provide a dynamic platform for students to articulate their literary talents,
creative skills, and innovative ideas. Such endeavours are essential in
motivating our writers, artists, and thinkers to strive for excellence and
embrace their own personal metamorphosis.

1 extend my warmest congratulations and best wishes to the Principal,
the teaching and non-teaching staff, and the student body of the college for
the successful publication of this second edition and for all their future

pursuits.

Place: Gangtok.
Date: 17 April, 2026.

Tashiling Secretariat, Gangtok, Sikkim- 737101
Email: con-skmi@nicin | Phone: 03592-201091 (Office) | 03592-22 1857 (Kesidence)
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MESSAGE

It is a matter of immense pleasure to know that Sikkim Government College, Burtuk is bringing
out the second edition of its college magazine “Meinal - The Metamorphosis.”

A college magazine occupies a special place in the academic ecosystem, as il provides a
meaningful platform for students wo anticulate their ideas. showcase their literary and artistic
abilities, and engage in constructive expression. It nurtures confidence, originality, and critical
thinking among learners. I am confident that this edition of "Mrinal — The Metamorphosis™ has
successfully fulfilled its objectives by capluring the spirit of innovation, creativity, and
intellectual pursuit within the college.

Education, particularly at the college level, plays a transformative role in shaping the future of
individuals and society at large. It is not limited to the acquisition of academic knowledge but
extends 1o the development of character, values, skills, and a sense of responsibility. | urge the
students to remain curious, disciplined, and commited to lifelong learning, to uphold integrity
and compassion in all their pursuits, and to strive for excellence while contributing positively 1o
society.

The Mational Edueation Policy 2020 envisions a holistic. multidisciplinary, and flexible system
of higher education that is aligned with the needs of the 21" century. It emphasizes innovation,
research, skill development, and the overall growth of students while strengthening institutions.
The Government of Sikkim remains committied to the effective implementation of the
recommendations and suggestions of NEP 2020, and continuous efforts are being made to
translate its vision into reality. | sincerely hope that Sikkim Government College, Bunuk is
adopting and implementing these reforms in letter and spirit, thereby empowering its students to
excel in all spheres.

I extend my heartfelt congrawlations to the Principal, faculty members. editorial team, and
students for their dedicated efforts in bringing out this commendable publication.

I also convey my best wishes for the continued growth and success of the institution, and for
many more inspiring editions of “Mrinal — The Metamorphosis ™ in the years to come.

Date: 18.04.2026
Place: Gangtok
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Raju Basnet

Fviifee sfeEma, T ‘Tashiling Secretariat, Gangtok
ZHTH Trt: 03483-1033 3 Landline No, 03592-201228
T | QUE3I-LUgLL Ph.95933 - 85958
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MESSAGE FROM THE PRINCIPAL’S DESK

With profound joy, I present to the readers the second edition of our college
magazine ‘Mrinal: The Metamorphosis’.

Ideas are not found in vacuum but 1t is the mind where ideas are born.

To think 1s to invoke inner power; to think is to arouse our ability. True to its
name and essence, Mrinal is an example of the gradual evolution of the ethos of
our institution. Delving into the trajectory of growth in scholastic direction,
emerging skills, creativity, adaptiveness and rationality, Mrinal talks of
'thinking' minds. In a subtle yet powerful way it reflects upon ideas and its
transformation into actions.

Adapting to the environment of today's fast changing world with the ability to
differentiate between the good and the bad and a sense of discipline is the key to
success. Mrinal tells each one of us that nothing is impossible when we
perceive with integrity and clear mind.

I thank the students and the faculties for contributing their writings and also
acknowledge the hard work and dedication of the editor and the team.
Congratulations to the editorial team for publishing the second edition of
Mrinal.

Prof (Dr.) Sunita Kharel
Principal

1v.
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Message from the Deans of Student Welfare

It gives us immense pleasure to present this edition of our college magazine, a vibrant
reflection of the intellect, creativity, and spirit that define our academic community.

A-’éolle ge is not merely an institution for imparting knowledge; it is a space where young

Jminds are nurtured, ideas are exchanged, and character is shaped. This magazine stands

~ asatestament to the diverse talents of our students and faculty, capturing their thoughts,
i

achievements, and aspirations. From insightful articles to creative expressions, each
contribution showcases dedication, originality, and a passion for excellence.

We are also delighted to share that the Dean's Office has initiated several new programs
and initiatives aimed at fostering academic excellence, innovation, and overall student
development. These efforts are designed to provide greater opportunities for learning,
skill enhancement, and personal growth, ensuring that our students are well-prepared to
meet the challenges of a dynamic and competitive world.

In an ever-evolving environment, it is essential that we encourage critical thinking,
creativity, and empathy. We are proud to see our students not only excelling
academically but also actively participating in cultural, literary, and social activities.
Such holistic development is the cornerstone of true education.

We extend my heartfelt appreciation to the editorial team, contributors, and everyone
involved in bringing out this publication. Your dedication and hard work have made this

magazine a meaningful and inspiring compilation.

We hope this edition motivates readers to explore new ideas, express themselves
confidently, and continue striving for excellence in all endeavours.

"I-I
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Dr. Sharmila Karki Mr. Tenzing Pintso Lepcha

Deans of Student Welfare
SGC, Burtuk
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Message from the Editors' Desk

It is with great pride and profound satisfaction that we present the second edition of ‘Mrinal:
The Metamorphosis’. As the title suggests, this magazine is not merely a compilation of
writings, but a reflection of growth, transition, and the ever-evolving creative spirit of our
academic community. Each contribution featured within these pages embodies a journey—of
thought, expression, and transformation—capturing voices that are both diverse and deeply
JI1;tédﬂective.
¢ i
i '_n? The making of this edition has been a collective endeavour, shaped by dedication, creativity,
Z ,? " and an enduring commitment to excellence. It stands as a testament to the intellectual vibrancy
~ and artistic sensibilities of our students and faculty, who have poured their ideas and emotions
into every piece. Through poetry, prose, and thoughtful articles, this volume seeks to inspire, to
question, and to celebrate the power of expression.

We take this opportunity to express our sincere and heartfelt gratitude to our respected
Principal, Professor (Dr.) Sunita Kharel, whose constant encouragement, visionary leadership,
and unwavering support have been instrumental in guiding us through every stage of this
publication. Her belief in fostering a culture of creativity and critical thinking continues to
motivate us to strive for higher standards.

Finally, we extend our gratitude to all contributors, editors, and well-wishers who have been a [/
part of this journey. Your enthusiasm and support have made this publication possible. It is our 1/
hope that ‘Mrinal: The Metamorphosis’ continues to serve as a platform for voices to emerge, i
ideas to flourish, and creativity to thrive. [ /

May this edition inspire reflection, ignite imagination, and stand as a meaningful testament to il
the transformative power of words. i/

'\
Happy Reading! L

Editors-in-Chief: |
Mrs. Dolma T. Ethenpa & Dr. Sabita Tamang . ‘||

English Literary Section: Nepali and Hindi Literary Section

Mrs. Dolma Tempo Ethenpa Dr. Sabita Tamang .
Mr. Tshering Namgyal Bhutia Mr. Narayan Sharma

Ms. Tenzing Peggila Bhutia Dr. Kalyani Sharma

Mrs. Namgyal D. Bhutia Dr. Hemlata Rai

Ms Emu Lepcha
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I1. English Literary Section: Essays and Poetry

Can J call Jtee Rose? Cuowing in the Jn-Between
Can I call thee Rose? For
Thou art too exquisite to touch. They say college is a turning point—

where life begins to take shape.
Thou art a rare flower, But no one tells you

That shall bloom forevermore. how confusing that shape can be
a , ) when you're standing inside it.
Forthwith, doth mine soul Most days feel like a crossroads
= Inhale thy lovesome perfume. with no signboards,

everyone asking your destination

Thy be?luty striketh my heart, while you're still reading the map.
And bringeth me to my knees. We take notes in class,

. but also in our minds—
Give me the chance to hold thee, who's confident, wholSlahead!

Though it be but in mine hands. who already knows their future.

And quietly, we wonder

~ hil v English
Sushil Sunwar, IV Sem, Englis why we don't feel the same.

a2 tamy

E D “Have you decided what you want to be?”
We hear it everywhere. .
Rare [y Written We nod like we have a plan,
even when we barely understand I
I can write a poem tomorrow. I
Just not all the time. Yet, within the COl’lfllSiOl’l, .'I.'Il.lllln';
Not when someone asks, there is a quiet hope— (lf

“Keep going. You are learning.” i
There are nights of doubt, I
of comparison, i
of silent pressure to succeed. ||

But in between it all, “|
something is changing.

not on command, not in line.
It comes like a moment

I never expect, when
something inside me

refuses neglect.

A feeling's too heavy We are learning resilience. il
to carry as thought, Learning it's okay not to know. ‘lll'
so it turns into words Growth isn't loud— I“
that I never was taught. it's slow, uncertain, |
And when it's over, sometimes looking like failure. |
I go back the same Still, we show up. :
like nothing inside me Still, we try.

had ever caught flame. Still, we move forward.

So I keep it to myself Maybe this phase

isn't about having answers,

let it live and then go .
but about not giving up.

because somethings are meant :
Right now,

to be felt, not to show.
And be 1 1d share i we are not lost. |

nd maybe I could share it. We are growing— !
maybe let people see piece by piece.
but the rarest of words were And that is enough.
never meant to be free.

~ Halina Rai,
~ Lhakden Lepcha, IV Sem, Education IV Sem, Englis
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Jt's Not Just lbout Fer

Isn't it beautiful

When the whole world turns dark,
And the moon rises quietly,
Wrapped in twinkling stars?

© People whisper about her glow,
" Fill pages with her praise,

Call her magical, call her pure,

Write love stories in her name.

Songs are sung for the moonlight,
Promises made under her shine,
Every lover looks up at her

And says, “Tonight, you are mine.”

But the truth she hides in silence
The shadows she cannot share,
The quiet ache of borrowed light,
The loneliness she wears.

And what about him?

The one who burns all day,

The sun who gives his golden heart
Then slowly fades away.

He sets himself on fire each dusk
So she can softly rise,

He disappears without a word,
No tears in his bright skies.

She glows because he loved her first,
He leaves so she can gleam,

Isn't love sometimes like that

A quiet, unseen dream?

So when you praise the moon tonight,
And call her soft and bright,
Remember the sun who steps aside
And loves her from the light.

Because love is not just shining,
Not just being seen above
Sometimes it is letting go,
And still choosing to love.

~ Cassia Rai,
IV Sem, English

7l Legacy of Freedem

Fifty years of freedom,

fifty years of pride,

A journey begun with a

dream far and wide.

From the birth of a nation,

to the strength we now hold,

A story of courage,

of hearts brave and bold.
Through struggles and triumphs,
we carved our own way,
Building the future from the lessons of
yesterday.

In unity, we stood, though the road was
long, Through trials and storms,

We sang our own song.

The land we now cherish,

the home we defend, |
A legacy written, [
where dreams never end. Y,

Fifty years of progress, i
yet the journey goes on, I
A tale of resilience, '| I
of hopes brightly drawn. l.“
With each passing year, J il
we remember the past, il
And honour the spirit that will ever last. ‘l
Fifty years of statehood, '“
a milestone we've crossed,

A future ahead, no longer lost.

For in our hearts, we carry the flame,
of the land, the people,

and the freedom's name.

Fifty years strong, and still we rise,
Under the same sun, beneath the same
skies.

~Khenchen Pema Sherpa,
II Sem, Pol. Science




What is grief?
I wonder still
the sorrow that arrives unasked,

- the weight of losses softly piled
" on every choice we made too fast?

Is grief only for those who leave,

for names we whisper in the dark?
Or does it bloom for buried dreams,
extinguished long before their spark?

For people born with heavy hands,

with duties pressed upon their chest

they mourn the dreams they couldn't keep,
the ones they never laid to rest.

They grieve the futures left behind,
the quiet hopes that couldn't grow,
the echoes of the might have beens
that follow everywhere they go.

So let us learn to name this grief

not only when a life departs,

but when a dream slips from our hold
and settles deep inside our hearts.

Let's honor all the losses felt,

the things we loved but couldn't save,
for even dreams deserve a place
within the tears we sometimes crave.

And may we pause from time to time
to think of dreams we once had made
those tender visions lost to life,

but never fully fade.

~ Muskan Chettri,
VI Sem, English

Gfﬁ/

Papa, you are my strength so true,

The light of life that guides me through.
In your love, I find my peace,

In every storm, my fears release.

Your hands protect, so warm, so strong,
Your eyes show love my whole life.
You are the joy within my days,

My dreams begin in your gentle ways.

From your struggles, I learn and grow,
Your wisdom help me always know.
Your paths the goal I wish to see,
Your values shape the best in me.

Without you, life feels incomplete,
With you, my world is whole and
sweet. Papa, [ love you- this is true.
My everything begins with you.

~ Karima Kumari,
IT Sem, English




Beund to These FHills

Sikkim, my motherland, so pure, so bright,
Born in its arms, I'll rest in its light.
Mountains whisper, rivers run free,

A la?d of beauty, calling to me.

thang blooms with colours so rare,

anchenjunga glows like golden snow,

Flowing from peaks to valleys below.

The Teesta and Rangit, wild yet grand,
Like twin brothers, hand in hand.
Singing their songs, carving their way,
Never apart, come night or day.

North unfolds with peace so deep,
A place where even the winds can weep.
The sky speaks, the lakes dance,

The rocks stand like old friends in a trance.

Why do my people leave and roam,
When strangers find peace in our home?
The hills, the valleys, the rivers wide,

A paradise here, no need to hide.

I wish to lie on this sacred ground,
Feel the earth, hear nature's sound.
Sikkim, my love, forever mine,

From birth to death, in you I shine.

~ Samjana Rai,
History

rudongmar shines in the crisp mountain air.

Sikkim: A Symphony of Beauty

In the lap of Kanchenjunga,

The land adorned with waterfalls and
mountains,

The village filled with such things,

A sacred place- this is the name.

The village adorned with valley of pine,
The village flow with Teesta stream,
The song is heaven,

The village is flowers,

The people are stories.

Kanchenjunga is smiling here.

Here, there is a sense of unity,

Even God is tempted to bend and see,
this flower garden of harmony.

The birds and the red pandas here,
Fly and run in the forest green.

Forever may this garden bloom,
The treasure of the sage,

The flower garden of heaven-
Our Sikkim.

~ Nauma Tamang,
IV Sem, English




(A BLEND OF PRAYER AND SIN )

We rise each day with polished face,
A practiced smile, a borrowed grace.
We speak of love, of right, of good,

Then choose ourselves, as we always would.

.Ir,f'proﬁt calls, we do not wait,
- Another's loss becomes our fate.

~ = We close our eyes, we seal our sight,

As long as we are safe, it's right.

A distant cry, a burning plea,

A hand that begs, “just look at me”,
We hear enough to turn away,

And live untouched another day.

Children fade in silent need,

While towers rise from silent greed.
The rich grow taller, cold and fed,
The poor grow thinner, barely led.

We worship gods for our own gain,

Not out of love, but fear of pain.

We bow for blessings, wealth, and breath,
Not once to stand for life or death.

We cleanse ourselves in sacred streams,
Then choke them slow with plastic dreams.
We call it faith, we call it pure,

But poison what we claim to cure.

We praise the goddess, draped in light,
Then hunt her shadow in the night.
We speak of honor, loud and proud,
Yet hide our violence in the crowd.

We kill the voiceless, tame and mild,

Yet pray like saints, both fierce and styled.
Our hands hold prayer, our hands hold sin,
The war outside reflects within.

We follow trends we never know,

Just wear the mask and join the show.
No thought, no doubt, no question asked,
A hollow mind, perfectly masked.

And I'm no different, if I'm true,

This quiet fault runs through me too.
I've seen, I've known, I've looked away,
And let it pass me, day by day.

So I can write, again, again,

Of broken hearts and selfish men,
Yet in these lines, I still can see
A part of them that lives in me.

No word I carve, no truth I send,
Will make this pattern start to bend.
For humans are what they have been,
A careful blend of prayer and sin.

~ Palden Sherpa,
VI Sem, English

¢
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JIn Secret J whisper Iy Name

In secret [ whisper thy name,

to conceal the love that I hold.

My heart in shadow hides its flame,
in stillness my tenderness unfolds.

Thou art as radiant as a crescent moon
starlight's that beautifies the scars,
softly gleams her hair

by honeyed brown rays of June.

I wander to gaze from afar,
as mountains crumble and
universe ceases you shall
live on in all my verses.

~ Arjun Subba,
IV Sem, English

—Q@@?‘




Where the Flowers of Democracy

Bloo

Where the Flowers of Democracy bloom

An aphonic gardener, | perceive my country groom
Ambrosian it is in a balmily weather

Democracy, a quiddity, a calix refresher

Where the tree of Rights blossom

Underneath it, a sip of dulcet liberty is really awesome
Laying down, I gaze a secular impalpable sky

Justice delayed is sometimes justice denied

Where the roots of Equality broaden

The caterwauls of disconsolate are almost forgotten
A penchant for democracy I endorse

Egregious, may be the system but not the source.

~ Samuel Rai, Faculty,
Department of Political Science

Bhumchu: The Warmth of Devotion

Night drapes the monastery walls,
Chants rise soft as river calls.
Pilgrims gather, frail yet strong,
Drawn by faith, they walk so long.
A silver urn, sealed so tight,

Holds the future, dark or bright.
Drops of water, clear and pure,
Foretell the fate we must endure.
From dusk to dawn, with hands so free,
We serve the pilgrims steaming tea.
Wrinkled hands, eyes so bright,
Traveling far through endless night.
I, a child of Tashiding's land,

Stand and serve with open hand.

No age nor ailment holds them still,
For Bhumchu calls, and so they will.
Bound to this, as moon to sun,

I serve; I pray—my heart is one.

~ Sonam Doma Bhutia,
VI semester, English
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Being loud with an insecure mind

Wwas never easy.

"They told me to lower my voice,
¢ but it was fear beneath it.

In a garden of flowers,

I felt like the unwanted plant—
easily ignored, easily replaced.
So I stayed small,

said what they wanted,

hid who I was.

But she—

she took up space,

loved herself,

needed no approval.

I thought I could never be her.
Until one day,

I saw a little girl

watering that unwanted plant—
believing in it.

It was me.

“Try again,” she whispered.

So I did.

Not perfectly,

but I stayed.

And slowly, quietly,

[ am becoming her—

the one my younger self needed.

~ Supickcha Gurung,
IV Sem, English

“Pages of *Porgpective

And if divinity is privy
to the yearnings

in your heart,

let him whisper

on a breeze

the secrets to my ear.

O —~—>0
From hieroglyphs to Al,
human life has traversed
an unimaginable expanse,
but this burst of knowledge
couldn't seemingly affect
his emotional response,
10000 years ago,
a smile probably softened
a hardened heart,

and some smiles
still melts hearts.

She ain't looking

for a saviour,
just a kind ear

to patiently absorb i|
her tales of domestic valour, |
the storms she's balanced
to adjust to the norms, l‘ll
And still break out of them.

The dreams she's kept on pause, I“

to avoid a raging ripple
in the supposed calm of reality.

O —2O

My ancestral earth

speaks of generational toil,
buried aspirations,

wilted dreams,

and a persevering hope
passed down as inheritance.

~Tsering Namgyal Bhutia, Faculty,

Department of English




PBelongingness
Prof (Dr.) Sunita Kharel,
Principal

History offers significant insight into state formation and formation of
nations. While the former falls within political domain with a set of
criteria, the latter is rooted in culture, language, ethnicity, shared
identity and for that matter even collective consciousness as suggested
by Fichte. Social scientists have examined various forms of political
organisations ranging from city states, feudal states, theocratic states
and finally modern states that emerged from the eighteenth century
onward.

States were formed but how 'national' one felt within such states? This
question takes us to the realm of thought and consciousness. Now, let me
draw the attention of the reader to Sikkim. As suggested by evidences,
religion played a pivotal role in the formation of Sikkim as a state,
thereby shaping it as a theocratic entity. Recent scholarship has shed
light on Sikkim state formation, its socio-cultural and economic
dimensions and also on city state type of polity in the pre-Namgyal era.

However, have we ventured to understand what Sikkim was in the
ancient past? The challenge here lies not in intellectual curiosity to
understand the past but in the scarcity of sources. Why do we not possess
historical writings like Harshacharita or Rajatarangini? While the
southern kingdoms preserved their histories through their court bards,
the Sultans had their official chroniclers. And, while the Buranjis, the
official chronicles of the Ahom kingdom give evidence of the north-
east, the historical records of Sikkim remain fragmentary.

There must have been heroes in Sikkim's past, the subaltern groups must
have worked for their region and there must have been royal court bards.
Yet, where are the records? The absence of sources raises critical
questions about historiography and memory. The answer to this
challenge lies in the gradually evolving sense of preservation, in
belongingness, in shared identity and in collective consciousness.

O —— 2
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Teaching: A Daily Juggle
Mrs. Dolma T. Ethenpa, Faculty,
Department of English

Teaching is often described as a noble profession, which is a polite way of saying it
requires the patience of a saint, the creativity of an artist, and the survival instincts of
areality show contestant. At its core, teaching is not merely the transfer of knowledge
but a delicate art of convincing a room full of distracted minds that what you are
saying is, in fact, more interesting than their phones, doodles on their notebooks, the
constant tapping of pens, whispered conversations, daydreams and the mysterious
drama unfolding in the back row.

A teacher begins each class armed with a set topic in mind, a piece of chalk or a
stubborn marker, a stack of PPTs and notes, and an optimism that borders on heroism.
This optimism is quickly tested. There is sometimes that one student who asks a
deeply philosophical question, and another who has forgotten everything except how
to ask, “Will this come in the exam?”’, and many who believe eye contact with the
teacher is a legally binding contract to answer questions and, of course, and the
inevitable brave voice that, at the very last moment, reminds you with a perfectly
timed, “Ma'am, attendance?”

Yet, teaching is not without its moments of triumph. There is a particular kind of joy
when a concept finally “clicks” for a student—the lightbulb moment when confusion
transforms into understanding. It is subtle and fleeting, yet it makes the teacher beam
with pride, like a parent who just watched their kid ride a bike without training wheel
and secretly hopes the kid won't crash right after.

The classroom is a stage, and the teacher an unacknowledged performer, constantly
improvising—turning complex theories into relatable stories and dry facts into lively
discussion. Meanwhile, the audience sends subtle signals: bored looks masked as
focus, eyes drifting toward the window or door, restless fingers drumming, and
minds counting down the minutes. A good teacher knows humour isn't a bonus but a
survival strategy—it captures attention, it can break tension during a tough topic,

revive wandering minds, and even earn a few grateful smiles from students who were
secretly counting down the minutes. Sometimes is the only way to get through both
the lesson and the notoriously tricky attendance check.

Of course, teaching also involves a curious relationship with time. A sixty-minute
period can feel like a ten when students are engaged, but stretch endlessly when they
are not. Similarly, the night before exams may feel infinite for students, the teachers
enter a parallel universe where time bends and stacks of papers seem to multiply
rather than shrink.

And then there is the eternal mystery of handwriting. Teachers develop a unique
skill: the ability to decipher scripts that look like ancient codes. They learn to
interpret meaning from chaos, to see brilliance in what appears to be a battle between
pen and paper. In the process, they also acquire an unexpected physical
talent—constantly tilting and turning their heads at improbable angles, as if solving a
visual puzzle, just to figure out what exactly is written on the page.

¢




And then there is the eternal mystery of handwriting. Teachers develop a unique
skill: the ability to decipher scripts that look like ancient codes. They learn to
interpret meaning from chaos, to see brilliance in what appears to be a battle between
pen and paper. In the process, they also acquire an unexpected physical
talent—constantly tilting and turning their heads at improbable angles, as if solving a
visual puzzle, just to figure out what exactly is written on the page.

" But perhaps the most remarkable thing about teaching is its lasting impact. A teacher
may forget a particular lesson, a specific batch, or even where they left their
attendance register, but the influence they have on students often lingers far beyond
the classroom. A word of encouragement, a moment of belief, or even a strict
reprimand can shape a student's confidence and direction in ways that no syllabus can
measure.

In the end, teaching is a paradox. It is exhausting yet energizing, frustrating yet
rewarding, routine yet unpredictable. It demands everything and often offers little in
return—except the quiet satisfaction of knowing that somewhere, in some mind, a
small spark has been lit.

And really, that is the true magic of teaching: not just filling minds with information,
but setting them on fire—with curiosity, with understanding, and occasionally, with
the urgent need to finally study before the exam. It is the celebrating of small
victories—a student's first “aha” moment, a paper well-written, a project proudly
presented—and finding joy in the chaos, the laughter, and even the occasional eye-
roll. Teaching doesn't just shape knowledge; it shapes minds, ignites imaginations,
and leaves a mark that lasts far beyond the classroom walls.
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Sikkim's Artistic Heritage in Its Golden Jubilee Year
Miss. Kussang Mit Lepcha
IV Semester, English

Sikkim's artistic heritage is deeply rooted in its history, religion and ethnic diversity. Sikkim art and craft
is renowned for its beautiful 'thangka 'paintings, wood cravings, carpet weaving, bamboo crafts and
intricate handmade textiles. These artistic traditions continue to be preserved through local artisans and
institutions like the Directorate of Handicrafts and Handloom in Gangtok, which promote and trains
cra'ftsmen in the age-old skills.

he history of art and craft in Sikkim date back to ancient times, deeply influenced by indigenous
Lepcha Bhutia and Nepali communities. Sikkim art and craft have evolved over centuries shaped by
Buddhlst traditions. Over the years It has evolved into a major learning and trammg in the traditional
arts and crafts. The state art history is deeply intertwined with Buddhism as seen in the intricate 'thangka'
paintings, which depict religious deities and spiritual symbol and persevered in the monasteries like
Rumtek and Pemayangtse. Traditional folk music and dance play a vital role in Sikkim culture with
Lepcha songs inspired by nature, Bhutia monastic Cham dance symbolizing spiritual themes and more.
The art of Sikkim, rooted in spirituality, nature, folklore continues to evolve while maintaining its deep
cultural essence.

Art has always been more than just an expression, it's a thread that weaves the past into the present,
whispering ancient stories into the hands of new creators. It was not just something people did, it was
how they lived. Butnow in a world racing forward time slips through our fingers like sand. The stories of
our ancestors, once etched in vibrant colors and rhythms are fading into silence. The revival of new
artists in Sikkim is awakening where tradition dances with modernity and the echoes of the past find f
rhythm in the future. Young artists are rising in Sikkim, bringing fresh energy. They are reimagining [/
traditions blending old with the new, and making a space where these voices can be heard. {1

Unique new private endeavors like the Craft Theory Collective located in !"I,-"ll /
the heart of Gangtok's MG Market gives wings to this movement acting as a i .’{
platform dedicated to fostering local artistry. It brings together traditional lf -'||" /

and contemporary creators, providing them with the visibility and support If
needed to sustain their craft. '

The Collective showcases Sikkimese artists across various disciplines - \
pottery, weaving, painting, photography and design blending tradition with
modernity and who are making a meaningful impact on their communities.
For example, the Collective showcases Dr. Chewang Bhutia, from
Ravangla, an artisan who being a veterinarian and nature lover, used his
knowledge and love for animals to start an ethical weaving brand called
Crafted Fibers.

He employs village women and trains them to weave his sustainably
sourced natural filers into beautiful ecofriendly fashion. His research on
German Angora rabbit finer in Northeast India was published in a leading
journal. He helped the Gurung community of Sikkim build the Chubako
brand which won a Global Eco Artisan Award, bringing new life to
endangered crafts.

Lkl
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The Collective also exhibits the works of a Bonna Isaac, a full-
time fine artist from Gangtok who is popular for her talent in
converting her love for flora and fauna into art with large colorful
close-up paintings of flowers. Her works makes one stop, look
closer and feel the quiet poetry of nature. Another local fine artist
part of the collective is Diki Yuthok, whose story of courage and
passion inspires anyone who comes across her. After an accident
that left her quadriplegic, Diki turned to art to

find therapy and sustenance. Inspired by nature, she paints
delicate flowers, birds, and the traditional lama dance using water

colors.

Rinzing Bhutia is another unique artisan and entrepreneur from
Sikkim who finds a platform to showcase her products and story at
Craft Theory. She started her brand Agapi, which means 'love
from the mountains' in 2019. It creates high quality natural skin
care devoid of chemicals, using natural ingredients from our
Himalayas. Her brand, built on women empowerment and a deep
respect for nature has trained over 300 women from marginalized
communities and has become the first women led enterprise in
Northeast India to garner Foreign Direct Investment and her products
are now used by luxury hotels like Taj.

In pottery, while there are few artisans in Sikkim, one worth
mentioning is Reena Rai who is one of the three potters in Craft
Theory's collective. She is the first woman to start a ceramic studio
in northeast India. An expert in glaze making and fine techniques,
her atelier Studio Maato has trained many local women. Her
beautiful glazed ceramics include household items, souvenirs and
art installations.

These are few of the many local artisans of the Craft Theory
Collective, who give us hope for the conservation and progress of
Sikkim's artistic heritage and demonstrates the intrinsic
connection that we as the people of Khangchendzonga have for our
nature and mountains.

May the next 50 years of Sikkim's statehood continue to garner
priority focus from our government on our art and culture and to
quote the Craft Theory Collective mission, “create a society where
craftsmanship flourishes and artisans thrive”.




~~  beyond the hills. “What lies beyond these mountains?” he wondered. Excited by the idea, he

The Whispering Water

Khongchenmit Lepcha, 2™ semester, English

Long ago, when the land of Mayallyang was untouched by humans, nature lived in perfect
harmony. The mountains stood tall, rivers flowed freely, and the forests were full of life.

Among these natural spirits lived two rivers, RUNGNYU and RUNGNYET. They were deeply in
e. RUNGNYU was gentle, calm, and kind, while RUNGNYET was strong, restless, and
~always eager for adventure. Despite their differences, they were inseparable. One day, as they
~ wandered through the Himalayan mountains, RUNGNYET became curious about the land

suggested arace to RUNGNYU. They would take different paths and meet at PASYOK, the place
where the rivers Teesta and Rangeet come together in the plains. Whoever reached there first
would win.

RUNGNYU happily agreed, as she too wished to explore the unknown. Since the journey would
be difficult, both of them chose guides. RUNGNYU was guided by PURELBU, who led her
carefully and wisely. RUNGNYET, however, chose TUTFOU, who was careless and easily
distracted. As the journey began, RUNGNYU moved steadily and peacefully, enjoying the
beauty of the new lands. RUNGNYET, on the other hand, rushed forward, thinking only about
winning the race. But his guide often lost the way, causing delays.

After a long and difficult journey, RUNGNYET finally reached PASYOK—only to find that
RUNGNYU had already arrived.

Surprised and hurt, he asked, “THEE SUTHA?” (When did you arrive?)

Seeing her happy made him feel even more ashamed. His pride was deeply wounded. Instead of
accepting defeat, he became angry and left immediately without saying another word. Blinded by
rage, RUNGNYET returned to the mountains and caused great destruction. His waters rose
violently, destroying forests and frightening wildlife. The peaceful land turned into chaos. The
frightened animals and people climbed up Tendong Hill and prayed to ITBHUDEBU RUM, the
creator of Mayallyang, to save them. At that moment, KUHUM FOU, a sacred hill partridge, saw
the suffering. She carried an offering called MOONG CHEE BEP, made from millet, and flew to
the top of Tendong Hill. There, she prayed sincerely to the creator for help. Suddenly, the earth
began to shake. RUNGNYET came to his senses. He saw the destruction he had caused and felt
deep regret. Realizing his mistake, he calmed down and flowed back toward RUNGNYU.
RUNGNYU welcomed him with kindness.

“Donotbe sad,” she said gently. “Let us go forward together.”

Her words comforted him. Leaving behind his anger and pride, RUNGNYET joined her.
Together, they flowed peacefully toward the plains. Even today, it is said that the river Rangeet
flows above the Teesta, reminding us of their story. To remember this event and to give thanks to
ITBHUDEBU RUM, people celebrate the festival Tendong Lho Rum Faat every year on the 8th of
August.
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The Way I See Life

Lasang Sherpa, IV Sem, Economics

Sometimes, life doesn't make sense right away. It takes time, mistakes, quiet nights, and
little moments to understand what really matters. I didn't write this book to give advice. I
wrote it just to be honest — with myself and maybe with you. These are my thoughts, my
feelings, and how I see life. Nothing more. Nothing less.

- What Life Really Means to Me

" Tome, life is not just about waking up, going through the day, and sleeping again. It's deeper
than that. It's about feeling everything— the joy, the pain, the quiet moments that no one
sees. Life means learning through every mistake, finding strength in every fall, and smiling
even
when things don't make sense. It's about the people who come and teach you lessons, even
if they don't stay forever. Sometimes, life is heavy. Sometimes it's beautiful. But both are
important. Both shape you. For me, life is about becoming the person I'm meant to be, little by
little. Not rushing. Just
growing — even on the days when I feel stuck. This is what life means to me. Not something
perfect. Just something real.

Things That Broke Me and Healed Me

Some things broke me in ways [ never saw coming — quiet goodbyes, unspoken words, and f
the feeling of being forgotten. I lost parts of myself trying to hold on to people and moments I
that were never meant to stay. But healing found me in soft ways — in sunrises, in music, in
late-night thoughts that finally made sense. I healed through writing, through solitude, through Iy,
slowly learning that [ am enough. The pain shaped me, but the healing saved me. And now, both | i/
live inside me — not as scars, but as reminders of how far I've come. i/

Things I Wish I Knew Earlier lif i
I wish I knew thatit's okay to not have all the answers. That feeling lost is part of growing. || [
That not everyone will stay, and that's not always your fault. I wish I knew that peace is more 'J“
important than attention, and that saying “no” doesn't make you selfish. That loving yourself
1sn't a one-time thing — it's a daily choice. I wish someone told me that healing takes time, and il
you don't have to rush it. That your worth doesn't depend on who accepts you, but how deeply ‘l
you accept yourself. If  knew these things earlier, maybe [ would've been kinder to myself. But '“
[ know them now — and that's enough.

The Beauty of Little Things ;
I've come to realize that the little things aren't so little after all. The sound of rain, the warmth of
sunlight on your face, an unexpected smile, a late-night laugh, someone remembering your
favourite song — these are the quiet moments that stay with you. We often chase big dreams
and loud successes, but forget that life is built on these tiny, gentle pieces. The beauty of life is
hidden in the things we almost overlook. And once you start noticing them, everything begins
to feel like magic. Life is not something you figure out all at once. It's something you feel, step
by step. Through the things that broke me and the ones that healed me, through the lessons I
learned late and the little moments I almost missed — I've come to see life more clearly now. h
It's not about being perfect. It's about being present. It's not about always knowing. It's about
always growing. The way I see life may not be the same as yours — and that's the beauty of it.
We all carry our own stories, our own meanings. Butifthere's one thing I know for sure, it's this:
Life is not just something we live. It's something we learn to love.
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