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THE EDITOR'S DESK
Mam?jaba Banerjee

Dear €riends, NMentors, and €ellow Dreamers,

Twenty-five years! A quarter of a century! It feels like a long time, until | close my
eyes and find myself once again standing at the gates of a campus that barely
existed. There were no paved roads then, no signboards, not even fully built
classrooms. Just hope, dust, and the quiet courage of being the first.

We were not just a batch, we were the beginning. The blueprint. The experiment.
The heartbeat of a dream, that dared to take shape. And though we may have
come in as ordinary students, we left as the first citizens of a new world we helped
build.

Looking back, there was something magical about those years. There were no
seniors to guide us, no cultural templates to follow. From naming our events,
setting up student bodies to even figuring out how to bunk classes, we did it all
with wide eyed enthusism ! We made memories in the simplest of ways, over chai,
nightouts before exams, group studies that turned into life lessons, and
friendships that still hold strong today !

This reunion is more than a celebration, it’s a return to where it all began; a walk
back through time, hand in hand with those who saw us before life happened; with
those who knew us when we were just becoming ourselves.

To Director sir - a dreamer, a founder, a guiding light, whose legacy will forever
inspire our journey. Miss you, sir !

To our beloved teachers - you didn’t just teach us subjects, you taught us how to
build something from scratch. You stood with us when the walls were bare and the
future unwritten.

And to my fellow batchmates - thank you !! For the shared struggles, the silent
support, the endless banter, and the memories that shine brighter with every
passing year. We grew up together here. And in many ways, we never really left.

This magazine is our time capsule. It’s our humble attempt to capture the essence
of what it meant to be first, not just chronologically, but in spirit. | hope every
page brings a smile, a lump in the throat, a flicker of that old warmth.

Here’s to 25 years of togetherness ! To the stories that shaped us! And to the
unspoken promise that no matter how far we go, we always have a place to return
to - right here'!

With love and nostalgia,
Mano jaba
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THE DIRECTOR

Celebrating 25 Glorious 7ears
of the first B.Tech batch

It fills my heart with immense pride and deep emotion as we gather to celebrate
the 25-year milestone of our first B.Tech batch of 2000 - a generation of students
who laid the strong foundation of excellence, innovation, and integrity that IEM
Kolkata stands tall upon today.

Twenty-five years ago, this batch entered the portals of IEM with dreams in their
eyes and determination in their hearts. Since then, they have gone on to become
pioneers, leaders, entrepreneurs, technocrats, and changemakers across the
globe. Their success is not just a reflection of their brilliance but also a testament
to the vision with which this institution was founded — to produce industry-ready,
value-driven engineers who will lead with purpose.

This silver jubilee reunion is not just a celebration of time, but of memories,
friendships, and a shared journey that shaped lives. It is also a proud reminder of
the lasting bond between alumni and their alma mater. As we honor your
contributions and achievements, | also invite each one of you to continue being a
guiding light for current and future generations of IEMians.

May this celebration rekindle the spirit of camaraderie, spark new ideas for
collaboration, and strengthen the ever-growing IEM family. | feel the warmth of
our alumni members every time we meet at one of our reunions, in Kolkata,
London, New York and Seattle.

On behalf of the entire IEM-UEM Group, | extend my heartfelt congratulations and

gratitude to the first B.Tech batch. You remain the true ambassadors of our
legacy.

With warm regards and best wishes,

Dr. Sat\/a{it Chakrabarti
Director, IEN-UEN Group
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THE PRINCIPAL

lInforgettable Memories
with the First Batch Students

Every teacher carries a treasury of memories, yet none are as precious as those with
the very first batch of engineering students of our college. They were pioneers who
laid the foundation of the institution’s culture — marked by discipline, resilience, and
affection. More than students, they became younger brothers and sisters, shaping
both the college and my journey as a teacher.

The early days were challenging: limited resources, unfinished infrastructure, and
makeshift laboratories. But instead of complaints, the students embraced these
hurdles with creativity — sharing equipment, improvising in experiments, and
transforming scarcity into opportunities. Their discipline was exemplary; punctuality
and commitment earned them the title of the “model batch”.

What distinguished them most was their bond with teachers. They sought guidance
not only in academics but also in personal matters, nurturing an elder-brotherly
relationship. Their enthusiasm also extended beyond classrooms. With minimal
resources but boundless energy, they organized the first cultural programme and
technical symposium, crafting handmade banners, rehearsing late into the night, and
even stitching curtains from old fabric. These efforts reflected their spirit of
innovation and unity.

Memorable moments still linger — laughter over lab mishaps, debates that stretched
beyond class hours, and sports events that showcased their team spirit. Their
achievements in academics, scholarships, higher studies, and careers became a
source of pride for the college, inspiring the generations that followed. The farewell of
the first batch was deeply emotional. Watching once-anxious faces transform into
confident engineers was both a moment of pride and nostalgia. Even today, reunions
with them revive those bonds and remind me of the values we built together.

Teaching the first batch was more than a professional role — it was a life lesson. They
taught me patience, adaptability, and the joy of nurturing young minds. Their legacy is
not only in their success but in the culture they created: resilience in adversity,
discipline with dignity, and relationships rooted in respect. For me, they will always
remain companions in the making of a dream named IEM.

With best wishes,

Arun Kumar Bar,
Principal, IEM



THE HEAD OF
ALUMNI RELATIONS

| joined IEM way back in the year 2008, and it has been a long journey of
association. Immediately after joining | was bestowed with several
responsibilities, like organizing Freshers’ Welcome for the 2008 B. Tech batch.
Then, came the responsibility of publishing IEM’s first printed college magazine
formerly known as “Footprints”. With such responsibilities my connection and
interaction with the students grew and in 2009, July onwards, | was given the
responsibility of heading the official student body of IEM, IEM Students’
Ghymkhana.

At that time, | was unaware about how challenging the role was. But our
beloved President Satyajit Sir called me in his room and explained to me the
various responsibilities. While he was explaining, | first heard a few names from
him and about their accomplishments and that’s how | got to know about the
first B.Tech batch of IEM who graduated in the year 2000. He told me that
whoever has been in the leadership post of the Students’ Gymkhana has always
achieved immense success in their professional life. He shared with me
Prosasty’s number and | connected first time with her, then with Ananda and
later on with Prithwijit, Birojit, Mridul, Ankurita, Parna and the entire batch.
Every year | eagerly wait to meet with the first batch alumni members during
the alumni meet Homecoming at Kolkata. They have all shared with me stories
of how Sir and Madam took care of them, how much they were loved and of the
struggles of establishing the first self-financed Engineering and Management
Institute of eastern India.

The warmth and the support | received from the entire batch whenever |
reached out to them has always left me with immense gratitude and love, be it
in India or abroad. Every year, just before ‘Homecoming’, Sir would fondly ask
me “kara kara ashche re first batch theke?” and his face would light up with the
heart melting smile of his as | mentioned the names. Organising ‘Homecoming’
will never be same again without Sir, his happiness to see the changed yet
familiar faces for whom “HE” will always be the guiding star.

As we organise the silver jubilee celebration of the B.Tech 2000 batch, we will
celebrate the role played by Sir and Banani madam in changing the lives of
thousands of students and alumni members spread across the globe, their
success and above all their lifelong association with Institute of Engineering
and Management.

Sanghamitra Poddar
Head of Alumni Relations, IENM-UEN
10



(o] « / e} ~
T 11 71 (I o GO =
j = | & & ) / 7
V. - | /
do _/‘// ; 1 ~ @ e @ >
1 ;

Mrs. Banani Chakrabarti

e Tell us about Sir's vision when he first set out to start the college? What drove him to
take on such a bold initiative during that time?

When Dr Satyajit Chakrabarti first spoke of starting the college, | remember his eyes
shining with determination. He wanted to create an institution where education would
not just be about degrees, but about shaping leaders, innovators, and good human
beings. At that time, the idea of a private engineering college in West Bengal was
uncharted territory—many even called it impossible. But he had immense courage and
conviction. His vision was simple yet powerful: to give young people world-class
education at home, without them having to go abroad or to other states.

e What were his core values when it came to education and community service?

He firmly believed education was not a privilege but a responsibility. He always said,
“Knowledge should serve society, not just individuals.” Integrity, discipline, and service
were his guiding values. He would often spend hours with students, guiding not just their
academics but their character. And beyond the college, he was deeply involved in
community initiatives, helping underprivileged children and encouraging social
responsibility among students.

e How did you support each other through tough times? Were there any specific
incidents where you had to step in and support Sir to make any decisions?

There were many tough times—financial struggles, resistance from authorities, skepticism
from society. In those moments, we drew strength from each other. | remember once,

11
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when permissions were being delayed endlessly, he almost felt defeated. That night |
told him, “You have started this journey for thousands of children who will be benefited.
You cannot give up.” The very next morning, he went back to work with renewed
strength. My role was often to remind him of his own resilience, to be his quiet anchor

when storms raged around him.

JOURNEY OF THE
INSTITUTION

q¢

He firmly believed
education was not a
privilege but a
responsibility. He
always said,
“Knowledge should
serve society, not
just individuals.”

* Do you remember the early days of the college?
Share some of your fondest memories with us.

Yes, very vividly. The first batch of students came
with so much hope in their eyes. We didn’t have the
large campus back then, but what we had was an
extraordinary sense of family. | remember how Dr
Satyajit Chakrabarti would personally know each
student’s name, their struggles, and their dreams. We
celebrated small victories—like when our first
students got placed in reputed companies. Those
days were filled with simplicity, hard work, and a
beautiful spirit of togetherness.

e What were some of the biggest challenges Sir
faced while building the institution?

Every possible challenge came our way—financial
hurdles, bureaucratic resistance, even societal doubt.
People questioned if a private college could ever
stand tall in West Bengal. But he faced them all with
courage. Infrastructure,  faculty  recruitment,
maintaining academic standards—all were uphill
battles. Yet, each challenge only seemed to
strengthen his resolve.

e Were there moments of self~-doubt when there was resistance from authorities and

circumstances?

Of course, he was human. There were nights &
when he would sit quietly, wondering if the
dream was too big. But he never let those &
doubts paralyze him. He had this rare ability
to turn resistance into motivation. He often |
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e How do you feel when you walk through the college campus today? Moments of
pride?

Every time | walk through the campus, my heart fills with pride and gratitude. To see
thousands of students carrying forward his dream—it feels as though Dr Satyajit
Chakrabarti is still here, smiling at every achievement. The buildings, the classrooms, the
labs—all carry his imprint. But more than the infrastructure, it is the culture of excellence
and humanity that makes me proudest.

LEGACY AND VALUES

* How do you think Sir's work has shaped the lives of students, faculty, and the
community, IEM being the first private engineering college of West Bengal?

Sir has changed the landscape of education in West Bengal. Students who might
otherwise have left the state—or even the country—found opportunities here. Faculty got
a platform to teach and research at global standards. The community around us benefited
from jobs, development, and hope. Sir not only built an institution, but also a movement
that inspired many other private colleges to emerge.

e [sthere a particular achievement or success story that Sir was especially proud of?

He was most proud when our students went out into the world and excelled—whether in
top multinational companies, research labs abroad, or as entrepreneurs creating jobs in
India. Each student’s success felt personal to him. | remember the tears in his eyes when
one of our students came back from the U.S. just to thank him for believing in him. That
was his true reward.

e What part of Sir's legacy do you cherish the most?

What | cherish most is the way he touched people’s lives—not just through education but
through kindness. He never turned away anyone who came seeking help. His legacy is not
just in the buildings or the degrees, but in the countless lives transformed by his vision
and compassion.

FINAL WORDS

e Now that Alex is taking this journey forward, very
successfully and competently, what are your
hopes for the future of the college?

| have full faith in Alex. He has inherited not just his
father’s vision, but also his sense of responsibility. My
hope is that the college will continue to innovate,
adapt to changing times, and yet remain rooted in the
values that Satyajit built it upon—excellence, integrity,
and service to society.

13
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Sharing life with a pioneer like Dr. Satyajit Chakrabarti—how was he as a husband
and a father? Share with us a bit from the personal front.

To the world, he was a pioneer, a visionary, a leader. But to us, he was a loving husband
and a wonderful father. He would always make time for family, no matter how busy he
was. He encouraged Alex and Sanghamitra in everything, from studies to hobbies,

teaching him values through his own life. At home, he was gentle, humorous, and full of
warmth. Life with him was exciting, always inspiring.

e What message would you like today’s generation to take from Sir's life and work?

| would say to today’s generation: Dream fearlessly, work tirelessly, and serve selflessly.
Sir’s life is proof that one individual’s courage and vision can transform thousands of
lives. Never let challenges discourage you; let them make you stronger. And always

remember—success has meaning only when it uplifts others. Always be thankful and
grateful to God for the blessings.

oo e ALy
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IEM
Creating a Legacy

2018

Y K

Granted academic autonomy, N
marking its academic excellence

and quality standards N

2015

WBUT was renamed as Maulana
Abul Kalam Azad University of \
Technology (MAKAUT) o

aa \

2001

Came under dffiliation of the

newly formed West Bengal
University of Technology
(WBUT)

Received dffiliation from Kalyani
University (KU) with AICTE
recognition

2023

A landmark year when the IEM
group was elevated to the
Universitry of Engineering and
Management (UEM), with [EM
continuing as one of its prestigious
constituent schools

2017

IEM got accredited by NAAC
as A category institute

2005

Selected under the Technical
Education Quality

a'a Improvement Program
(TEQIP), a World Bank assisted
project of the Govt of india

1996

Renamed as the Institute of
Engineering and Management
(IEM) with expanded
academic scope
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Our
beloved
leachers
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Celebrating 25 7ears of

Legacy, Leadership & Impact

Prof. Dr. Rajiv Ganguly

Dean - Science

University of Engineering & Management
Newtown, Kolkata, India

My Dear Members of the Class of 2000,

It is with immense pride, joy, and heartfelt admiration that we come together to celebrate
a remarkable milestone — 25 years since your graduation.

A quarter-century ago, you left the familiar halls of our beloved institution IEM, stepping
boldly into the world with dreams in your hearts, knowledge in your minds, courage to
conquer the world and the spirit of excellence in your stride.

Today, we stand in awe of the extraordinary paths you have charted — as pioneers,
thought leaders, change makers, and visionaries — not just in our nation, but across the
globe. | need to be truly honest in stating that 25 years ago, | could not perceive the level
that you have achieved today. | am not only proud of you all, but also have the happiness
to see you all for showing the right path of life for the next batches and creating a legacy
on its own.

Over the past 25 years, your batch has become a shining example of what dedication,
curiosity, and courage can achieve. You have risen to positions of distinction across
academia, where your contributions to research, teaching, and thought leadership
continue to inspire the next generation of scholars. You’ve upheld the highest standards
of intellectual pursuit, helping shape critical discourse and innovation in your fields.

In the industry, many of you have driven cutting-edge advancements, led transformative
projects, and redefined the way we think about technology, healthcare, finance,
engineering, and more. Your leadership has not only steered organizations toward
success but also elevated the standards of professional excellence.

In the world of business and entrepreneurship, you've turned bold ideas into thriving
ventures, created employment, fostered innovation, and contributed to economic growth
in our country and beyond. Your entrepreneurial spirit has sparked movements, disrupted
markets, and brought new possibilities to life.

Beyond these spheres, your impact is evident in policy-making, social development,
creative arts, public service, and many other domains where your talent and integrity
have made a difference. Whether leading institutions, mentoring others, advocating for

18



positive change, or simply living with purpose —
you have proven time and again that the
foundation laid 25 years ago was only the
beginning of an incredible journey.

As an alumni community, your shared journey is
not just about personal accomplishments, but
also about a collective legacy — one that
continues to bring honour and pride to our
institution. You have carried its name with
dignity and helped shape its reputation as a
cradle of excellence.

This silver jubilee is not just a celebration of
time gone by — it is a celebration of the people
you've become, the contributions you've made,
and the lives you've touched. It is a celebration
of friendships that have endured, memories
that have stayed alive, and a spirit that remains
unshaken.

Congratulations,
once again, on 25

years of trailblazing
success, unshakable
unity, and
everlasting pride

INSTITUTE OF
ENGINEERING
& MANAGEMENT

&:




Glorious Journey
of [EM

Prof. Gauri Majumdar
Librarian, IEM Group

Founded in 1989 as the pioneering self-financed technical
institution of West Bengal, the Institute of Engineering and
Management (IEM) has ever since stood as a beacon of
academic excellence. Over the decades, |IEM has grown into a top-ranked institution,
firmly rooted in values and unwavering in its commitment to quality education.

My personal journey with |IEM began in 1996, under the able guidance of our respected
President Sir and Banani Madam, along with many other esteemed faculty members. As
the librarian, | had the privilege of working closely with the very first batch of students.

Those were the formative years—filled with challenges that tested our resilience. Yet,
through collective effort, determination, and an unshakable spirit, we transformed
those challenges into milestones of success. The inspiring leadership and mentorship of
our revered Prof. Dr. Chakraborty played a pivotal role in steering us forward.

What set IEM apart was not merely its pursuit of academic brilliance, but the deep bond
nurtured between faculty and students. As a librarian, | was blessed with the
opportunity to know each member of that first batch personally—guiding, supporting,
and learning alongside them. Watching those young learners blossom into accomplished
professionals has been one of the most fulfilling experiences of my career. To them, |
extend my heartfelt congratulations, blessings, and pride.

Our journey was illuminated by perseverance, unity, and a shared vision of excellence.
We were driven by purpose and strengthened by teamwork, reminding us that true
success is never an individual endeavor, but the outcome of collective dedication and a
mission-inspired spirit.

As Swami Vivekananda so profoundly reminded us:
“Strength is Life, Weakness is Death.
Expansion is Life, Contraction is Death.

Love is Life, Hatred is Death.”

These words continue to guide our path at IEM, inspiring us to uphold the values of
strength, growth, love, and service in everything we do.

20



Jounrey of 25 Years
and Beyond

Prof. Dr. Ratna Chakrabarty
IEM, Salt Lake, Kolkata

As a teacher, one of the greatest joys is not just in imparting lessons from
books, but in witnessing students evolve into their true selves. It feels like only
yesterday that | stood before a room full of eager, curious faces—some shy,
some outspoken, all filled with dreams yet to unfold. And now, 25 years have
passed, and those young students of mine return as accomplished men and
women, carrying with them stories of their journeys, triumphs, challenges, and
growth.

Reunions after 25 years are more than just get-togethers, it is a celebration of
time, resilience, and the bonds that never truly fade. For me, it is deeply
moving to know that, in some way, the seeds planted in those classrooms have
grown into strong trees that now provide shade, fruit, and inspiration to
others.

For me, this reunion is more than nostalgia—it is a moment of gratitude.
Gratitude for having been a small part of your journey, gratitude for the
privilege of being called your teacher, and gratitude for the enduring bond that
education creates.

My blessings and best wishes will always be with you all.
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Prasun Moulick
14.12.1977 - 29.03.2015

L

ndly called

pPrasun, my Masai, as | fo
aviour more

him, was my academic S

times than | can count.
He'd always be there in MY last-minute

panic, handing over his notes, explaining

concepts; keeping Me grounded.
His quiet strength and loyalty remain

one of the most comforting memories

of college life.

~ Mahuya Saha
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Prasun Kumar Moulick :
A Friendship Etched In Time

It was 1996, just days into college at IEM, when life surprised me with a reunion—Prasun,
my childhood friend from Taki House, reappeared like a familiar melody. Though we had
lost touch after Madhyamik, reconnecting felt effortless. From tiffin breaks to post-class
hangouts, his calm demeanor and fun-loving spirit made every moment lighter.

By second year, we were in the same electronics engineering department, and our
friendship deepened. Group studies at home turned into entrepreneurial adventures —
he taught me how to earn pocket money while helping others, running a xerox service
with quiet brilliance and a 10% margin. Prasun had a gift for human connection; he
nurtured relationships with grace and warmth, always flashing that unforgettable smile.

One seminar day stands out — a boring lecture, a craving for Siraz biriyani, and a
spontaneous escape plan. Ten of us, led by Prasun’s presence of mind, slipped out of
campus like a well-rehearsed heist. Bags passed out, signals exchanged, BKD on lookout,
and Prasun timing the bus — pure magic. That was my first movie with him, and many
more followed.

After graduation in 2000, we joined a postgrad course together. He got a job midway, |
completed the course, but our bond never wavered. We met often — even if just for
Fuchka. | witnessed his journey through love, marriage, fatherhood, joy, and sorrow. When
he moved to Pune for three years, | visited, and our friendship evolved into family.

Losing him in 2015 was beyond imagination. Yet, his memories remain vivid — his laughter,
his wisdom, his warmth. I’m still in touch with his family. His son, now in Class 11, carries
forward the light Prasun left behind.

Time moves on, but true friendships never fade. Prasun lives on — in stories, in smiles, in
the quiet strength he gave us all.

Saurav Bose
Electronics & Telecommunications
Kolkata, India
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He Served Me Shrimp For Breakfast

Most students remember their college director for speeches, policies, or degrees
conferred. | remember mine for something far more personal.
He served me shrimp for breakfast.

| had visited him in 2024 during a trip back to India. He invited me to his home — not for a
formal meeting, not to talk about accomplishments, but just... to be with me. To talk, to
eat, to reconnect.

Aunty (Madam) had laid out a traditional breakfast spread. And there it was: a bowl of
shrimp, quietly placed. Not because it was usual for breakfast. But because he
remembered that | loved it — and he wanted me to feel that special affection.

That wasn’t just a bowl of shrimp. That was “Prosasty chingri khao.”
A small act, wrapped in care and love, that said more than words ever could. His quiet way
of saying: You matter to me. You’re family. You’re my daughter who came home.

He believed in me — not just as a student, but as a human being with dreams that reached
far beyond the classroom. His encouragement shaped my confidence. His guidance
shaped my choices. But it was his deep, personal affection that left the most lasting
imprint on my heart.

The anchoring | did on the college fest stages — the ones | proudly ruled for most of my
college life — still serves me today. | can walk onto any global stage now, speak to
thousands, without notes, without preparation and | owe so much of that fearless
foundation to the space he created for us.

And yes — | was once so bold (or maybe just audacious!) that | walked up to him and asked
for 5,000 to rag the incoming batch of juniors. | don’t think we ever got the money. He
schooled me and dismissed me — as he should have.

But there it was, the very next day, a
stage set up - For us.

That’s who he was. He taught us when
we were wrong, but never took away
the chance to lead, to try, to create.

Some relationships are written in
transcripts and certificates. Ours was
written in faith, affection, and a quiet,
unwavering support. He led with an
investment of love — thoughtful,
intentional, and lifelong.

Thank you, Sir — for believing in me, nurturing me as your own, and guiding me to become
who | am today. | carry your kindness in every step | take — and | always will.

And as an alumna of IEM, today | promise to figure out ways to give back, continue to
grow, and keep the flag of our institution flying high — in every corner of the world | walk
into.

With deep gratitude and affection,

Prosasty Chaudhuri
Computer Engineering
New York, USA
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A Visionary Remembered: Prof. Dr. Satyajit Chakrabarti

A Tribute to the Architect of Futures

In the corridors of IEM College, Kolkata, where dreams are nurtured and futures are made.
A man of vision, intellect, and unwavering dedication, Dr. Chakrabarti was more than just
the Director of IEM - he was its heart and soul.

A Legacy of Leadership

Dr. Chakrabarti's journey was one of brilliance and purpose. With academic roots in IIT
Kharagpur, a Ph.D. in Mechanical Engineering, and global exposure through his MBA from
Missouri University, USA, he brought a rare blend of scholarly excellence and practical
insight. His leadership transformed IEM from a budding institution into a beacon of quality
education in India.

As the Founder and Chancellor of the University of Engineering & Management (UEM) in
Kolkata and Jaipur, he extended his vision beyond boundaries, creating institutions that
emphasized not just academic rigor, but also discipline, innovation, and human values.

A Mentor to Thousands

To his students, Dr. Chakrabarti was more than an
administrator - he was a mentor, a motivator, and
a guiding light. His belief in holistic education
inspired generations to dream big and work hard.
Whether it was through his lectures, his
interactions, or his silent example, he instilled in
every student the courage to lead and the
humility to serve.

A Life That Continues to Inspire

Even after his passing on December 19, 2024, Dr.
Chakrabarti's legacy lives on in the classrooms he
built, the values he championed, and the lives he
touched. His vision continues to guide IEM and
UEM, reminding us that true education is not just
about degrees, but about character, compassion,
and contribution.

"Great leaders don't set out to be leaders. They set out to make a difference.
It's never about the role - it's always about the goal."

In every sense, Prof. Dr. Satyajit Chakrabarti lived this truth.
With Respect and Gratitude,
Rinijhini Sengupta

Computer Engineering,
Kolkata, India
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Looking Back in Time

Ankurita Ghosh
Computer Engineering
Best, The Netherlands

When | sat to pen down my memories from my days at IEM, | was left wondering. My four
years in Computer Engineering at IEM were nothing short of a roller coaster ride —
thrilling, unpredictable, and unforgettable. The journey was studded with a plethora of
memorable experiences, each one a sparkling gem in the treasure chest of my college life.

Over two and a half decades have passed since | have graduated from IEM, yet a
kaleidoscope of colourful memories continue to shimmer vividly in my mind.

“Which one should | write about?” | pondered.

Starting from the first year of college at the SDF building to the final days at IEM Gurukul
premises, the journey had not always been smooth.

As the first engineering batch of IEM, our experiences were quite unique, those that no
subsequent batch will ever encounter.

Even though the uncertainties and adversities
that we faced appeared insurmountable, the
corridors of IEM seemed to echo with laughter,
debates, and the quiet hum of dreams being
built.

From the thrill of cracking a tough algorithm to
the camaraderie of group projects that
stretched into the wee hours, every moment
was a thread in the rich tapestry of my college
life.

But it was not just the academics.

It was also the chai breaks at Boudi’s or Mashi’s canteen, the impromptu jam sessions, the
cultural fests where we participated with youthful exuberance, the carefree truancies that
became gateways to self-discovery and the friendships that blossomed into lifelong
companionships - IEM wasn’t just an institution, it was a crucible that moulded who | am
today.
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Now, as | witness it’s evolution into a
beacon of excellence and the stature
it commands, | am filled with a great
unwavering pride.

It is hard not to be transported back
to those formative years — when
procuring an affiliation with an
Indian university was still a distant
goal, and the dream of a fully
equipped campus with labs and
workshops was still -

“Work in Progress”.

We began with modest means and unshakeable spirits. Each challenge became a stepping
stone. We didn't just endure, we evolved as a team bound by shared purpose and forged
unbreakable bonds through perseverance, passion, and belief in something greater than
ourselves.

There were a few things that we never lacked: support, encouragement, guidance, and
appreciation from our beloved teachers. Indeed, we earned our share of rebukes and
reprimands too, but even those memories only bring a smile on my face today.

At IEM, education wasn’t just about textbooks and exams—it was also about nurturing
creativity, self-expression, and personal growth. We were granted complete freedom and
received enthusiastic support to plan and host cultural events. They became hands-on
lessons in leadership, teamwork, and turning ideas into experiences.

Here are some of the events that | remember distinctly. Our first Saraswati Puja at the IEM
campus was held inside the carpentry workshop. It was our first year in college and the IEM
building you see today was still under construction.
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At that time, it was extremely encouraging to witness our college rising from the ground up
- brick by brick. We were filled with excitement as we spent time on the hallowed grounds
that would eventually become our college premises - the birthplace of a legacy we were
helping shape.

Our first cultural fest also took place later that year. Most of us participated with great
gusto and infectious enthusiasm. From an array of competitions, a rock band performance,
dance routines, melodious song performances and brain-teasing quizzes - every event was
conceived, organized, and brought to life by the spirited students of the Engineering and
MBA departments. Our energy transformed the campus into a carnival of creativity, where
talent met teamwork and passion took centre-stage.

One of my brightest memories is that of our industrial trip to the Tata Steel plant in
Jamshedpur. It was more than just an academic excursion — it was our first real escape
from the confines of college life. Alongside the factory tour, the itinerary gifted us visits to
Dimna Lake, Jubilee Park, and the Russi Modi Centre of Excellence (museum) — each place
adding its own charm to the experience.
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We soaked in knowledge, revelled in the adventures, and embraced the thrill of
exploration. From witnessing the sheer scale of industrial operations to strolling through
serene landscapes, every moment felt like a blend of learning and leisure. | returned not
just with insights into the world of steel, but with a heart brimming with jollity, merriment,
and a treasure trove of unforgettable stories.

The memories are endless. | could go on reminiscing forever; but for now, | will draw the
curtain over my nostalgia and end my retrospection. 25 years have passed since | bid adieu
to IEM, however the fondness has only grown with time. Every time | visit Kolkata, a pit
stop at IEM has become a ritual.

My sincerest thanks to our late Director, Prof. Dr. Satyajit Chakraborty, whose unwavering
passion, visionary leadership, and tireless dedication laid the foundation of IEM. His
legacy continues to inspire generations, and | feel privileged to have been part of the
institution he so lovingly built.

To all my friends and teachers at IEM — thank you for being the guiding lights, the
companions, and the catalysts in my journey. You have helped shape not just my career,
but my character.

My warmest wishes to Team IEM — the staff, faculty, and students — as you carry forward
the torch of excellence.

May the institution continue to thrive, evolve, and touch countless lives, just as it

did mine.
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Back to Where It All Changed:
My College Story

Revisiting my college life might make a difference to my
college friends and fellow juniors, but trust me, it was a
journey filled with friendship, fun, romance, sadness, and an

overall unique transformation. It was a period that changed Mahuy Saha
us all in ways we didn’t expect; a transformation that made us Electronics
bold, patient, and tolerant enough to navigate the ups and Melbourne, Australia

downs of life with relative ease.

Hi, I'm Mahuya, originally from Agartala — the capital of Tripura, one of the beautiful yet
often overlooked northeastern states of India. My college journey began in 1995 at the
Institute of Engineering and Management (IEM). Yes, I’m from that batch — the one whose
very existence is still questioned by some. But believe me, we were real, and so are the
stories that we tell.

A Rocky Start That Built Lifelong Bonds

Just six months into our college life, everything changed. Due to affiliation issues and
other obstacles the college was facing at the time, we had to demote ourselves by a year.
It was frustrating, confusing, and filled with uncertainty. We lost a year and were officially
absorbed into the 1996 batch.

When | say we, | mean Anish Singh, Saikat Ghosh, Abir Majumder, Sumanta, Lakshman,
Rajat, and myself. A few others chose to move on rather than face the unknown, but we
stuck together. That decision and unity became the first big lesson college taught us:
“When you go through tough times with the right people, the bond becomes unbreakable”.

Our Campus: A Quiet Place with Big
Dreams

Our classes took place on the ground
floor of the Standard Design Factory
(SDF), a six-story building still standing
tall in Salt Lake Sector V.

Back then, the area was nothing like the
tech hub it is today. The roads were
quiet, public buses were few and mostly
empty, and the air held a silence that felt
like possibility.

Our teachers were just starting out too. Among them were TD Sir (who probably joined
right after graduating), Professor N. Vishwanathan, Professor BKD, among others. We were
all part of something new, uncertain, and in the making.

At the heart of it all was Dr. Satyajit Chakraborty, our beloved Director Sir, a man who left
behind a comfortable life in the U.S. to build this institution from the ground up. His
passion gave birth to IEM, and his courage inspired ours. Looking back, | think we inherited
more than engineering lessons — we inherited a bit of his dream.
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Moments That Still Make Us Smile

There were moments of pure gold even in those early, unsure days. One I’ll never forget
happened in a Digital Electronics class. The professor was delivering a lecture about
atomic numbers when a classmate suddenly raised his hand and asked, "Sir, what’s the
atomic number of Pentium?".

We were stunned. Most of us didn’t even fully understand what a Pentium processor was
back then. The X86 to Pentium shift had just begun. We all sat there, confused, trying not
to laugh, except of course for our very cheeky classmate (whose name | won’t mention
here).

And then there was Professor N. Vishwanathan, or Calcutta Vishwanathan, who taught us
English. What a remarkable teacher he was. Every sentence, every poem, every class was
a performance of emotion and elegance. His classes didn’t just teach us English, they left
an imprint on our hearts.

Professor BKD was another favourite — brilliant, kind, and unknowingly hilarious. His
passion for the subject was infectious, but it was his innocent quirks and unintentional
one-liners that truly made our days. He didn’t mean to be funny, he just was, and we
loved him all the more for it.

New Batch, New Friends — And Friends for Life

When we joined the batch of 1996, we gained
many new friends, some of whom became part
of our lives forever. Kuheli and Prasun are two
names that stand out, both of whom are no
longer with us, and both of whom left behind
unforgettable memories.

| still smile thinking of those weekend outings
with Kuheli, where we’d feast on a lavish lunch
and then struggle to find even a 1-rupee coin to
leave as a tip.

One time, we ended up sharing half a glass of lemon water between the two of us and
laughing hysterically while doing it.

Kuheli was also an amazing dancer, full of passion and grace. I’ll never forget our group
dance performance of “Madhuban Mein Radhika Nache Re”, a moment frozen in time.
Prasun, my Masai, as | fondly called him, was my academic saviour more times than | can
count. He’d always be there in my last-minute panic, handing over his notes, explaining
concepts, keeping me grounded. His quiet strength and loyalty remain one of the most
comforting memories of college life.

More Than a Degree, It Was a Beginning

When | look back, college wasn’t just about labs, lectures, or exams. It was about
discovering who we were and who we were becoming. The friendships, the laughter, the
setbacks, the teachers, all of it shaped us in ways that prepared us for the real world. We
may have entered college a bit naive, a bit lost, but we walked out bold, a little more

fearless, and a lot more human.
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To the Ones Who Walked This Path with Me

To my friends, classmates, and teachers: Thank you. For the chaos, the clarity, the fun, the
fights, the support, and the unforgettable stories.

To my juniors: cherish your time. Take every misstep as a lesson, every friend as a
blessing, and every moment as a chapter in a story you’ll revisit someday, just like | did.

And to IEM: thank you for being the place where everything changed.
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Smiles stored in time....

Prof. Dr. Rajiv Ganguly
Dean - Science

University of Engineering & Management
Newtown, Kolkata, India

Oh, my dear ‘The best batch’, it's been a while,
Since last we met, and your futures did smile.
You've grown up, grown wise, and some gray hairs too,
But in my heart, you're still young, and still cool, it's true!

You were the best, and I'm proud to say,
You are still the best, in a most excellent way!
You aced exams, and life's tests, too,
And now you're back, with stories to share anew.

We've laughed, we've learned, and we've lived it up high,
And I'm grateful to have been a part of your sky.

So here's to you, my dear batch, may you thrive and grow,

And may your memories of IEM with us be forever aglow!
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Till Infinity & Beyond

Life was like a harp that played a constant note without
variation until faces from the past reappeared in a jamboree
that bested some of the corporate sponsored college Reunions.

As the three largest Airlines in the country began their descent
into Seattle, an adrenaline-driven Andy throttled up his swanky
Lucid Air en route to SEA via 1405 and reached there in no time.
A few pleasantries and a faux pas later, the troupe found
themselves at Sharps Roast House. Victuals flowed, guffaws Pradipta Kanjilal
followed, and harmless trolls ensued as the group awaited Computer Engineering
Alok's arrival in eager excitement. Chicago, USA

An hour or so into this rendezvous, Alok announced his touch down into SEA and was
picked up by his long-lost friends. As Andy hit the highway, Arindam opened the evening
with his oh-so-amusing repertoire of gibberish jargons and continued entertaining the
“ensemble cast" throughout the trip with the aplomb of a Chaplin-in-making. “Giggles,
Gyaan and Gossips” followed while Andy kept updating his Home Minister on a possible
ETA. At their palace in Sammamish, Andy's better half Divya welcomed the party with her
customary smile and a meal worthy of royals. The team engaged in no time, appeasing
their gluttonous appetites with paneer, goat meat and naans.

Kanji meanwhile assumed charge of the bar, filling the crystal glasses with golden
concoction and no sooner had this begun, Roon announced his arrival at Andy's, call it
perfect timing!! The group resumed their banter - elixir in hand - jabbing at each other
with badinage & ripostes. As PM gave way to AM, Roon and his better half Rumpa
departed for their home, their call of duty beckoning.

ok

AANS  am

o b

Andy, Alok, Kanji, Arindam and Debarati continued their sojourn well into the night and
hit the sack long past dawn only to wake up 3 hours later and jump back into the raillery
right where they had left it. Photo sessions followed, videos were made in adherence to

Maity's strict diktat "4k Ultra HD, in landscape mode", while the Russian firewater and
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tonic flowed endlessly. At around 11:30 am, Divya announced that she needed to get
lunch ready and Kanji teamed up with her to knock-up Alu-Jhinga posto. With leftovers
from the previous night's dinner, accompanied by Alu-Jhinga Posto, Divya had guaranteed
that the team had plenty to indulge in and satiate their gargantuan appetites. It was then
time for a quick power nap - while some hit the bed for a quick siesta, the others
continued to tarry.

Rajdeep arrived late in the afternoon, followed by Poulami & Roon, as the group of 8 IEM-
ians from the 2k batch posed for their official photo session and thereafter made their
way to the formal college reunion, accompanied by Divya, Rumpa and the Kkids.
Pleasantries were exchanged with younger batchmates followed by new introductions
and around 9:30 pm, the group made its way back to Andy's.

During the drive back home, Debarati & Ivani (Roon's daughter) engaged in a ridiculously
hilarious conversation on one of the most delectable treats from Bengal - the “Dhoper
Chop”. The group laughed in unison, mostly in amity and warmth while encouraging the
duo to prolong their comical conversation.

No sooner had the group reached home, the exquisitely refined potions from the
highlands & lowlands of the Scottish moors made their way back into the crystal tumblers.
Aphrodisiac in hand and a successful reunion over, Arindam hit the dance floor and
flaunted his natural gyrating skills, much to the awe of the group in audience. The group
cheered on, crooning to the top chartbusters with gusto. As night made way to dawn,
Roon, Roompa & Ivani departed for their home, a short drive away. The remaining reunited
friends continued their carouse well into the wee hours of the morning. Hey presto!

At 9:00 am on Saturday morning, most were found giggling and chortling in Andy's living
room, while sipping on their morning cuppa and nibbling upon savories. The next few
hours witnessed an unceasing slew of discussions - covering most topics under the sun -
right from World Politics to Sports to the Stock Market and to what-not, while Kanji
focused upon cleaning and chopping the guinea fowls for dinner. As the clock moved to
afternoon, it dawned upon the team that Roon & Rumpa had invited them over for lunch
and very soon they made their way to Roon's. The hosts fed the guests well and the
gormandizing appetites were filled up with Alu Paratha, Butter Chicken and Paneer with
some gin & tonic to wash it down.




That evening, Rajdeep made a short trip to his home to get his wife and kid over to the
party while the team returned to Andy's. After a quick power nap, Kanji started rustling up
the guinea fowl for dinner, while Arindam & Alok busied themselves serving the
congregation with usquebaugh. His cooking assignment over, Kanji realized that it would
be long before he would meet his friends again and with Divya's guidance, the duo
chanced upon Lord Rudra's oblation. As the smorgasbord of the immolation and ambrosia
began to take effect, the cronies hit the dance floor with abandon, while Debarati seized
the microphone and belted out some of the snazziest numbers of yore. That was an
amazing night - a night that reinforced friendship, tested camaraderie and brought the
company together once again after many years - a night that would be etched in their
memories forever. No one slept a wink. It was their last night together and everyone was
determined to make the most of it.

At around 5:30 am, the crows announced daybreak and like all fairytale stories, this
razzmatazz too came to an end. Debarati left for the airport first with Rajdeep and his
family, followed by the rest of the group in intermittent succession.

Till infinity & oblivion - Amen!!

Tril/i
. . o o . a#s
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Wi sifera i

Arup Lal Chakraborty
Electronics & Telecommunications
Ahmedabad, India
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STEEL CITY: INDUSTRIAL TOUR

College is a bridge between the Child and the man or
woman that he or she becomes. The three or four or
five years define the individual and mold him or her
into a responsible warhorse ready to blend in with
the teeming millions of skilled workers the world over.
In this process of “Samudra Manthan” the individual
is not only subjected to mastering the curriculum,

but also to develop a well-rounded multi-faceted Colonel Saptarshi Chakrabarty
personality, as conversant with politics, economics Computer Engineering
and sports as with his core competency. India

Exposure and experience are two catalysts in this overall development. Thus, with an aim
to expose the students of the first batch “Pioneers”, an industrial visit to the powerhouses
of Indian manufacturing industry, the Tata Steel and Tata Engineering and Locomotive
Works, both located in the Steel City of Jamshedpur was planned in the third year. Just to
recap, Jamshedpur, also known as the “Steel City”, is situated at a distance of 250 km (4.5
hours by train) from Kolkata. The city is very well connected by train from Howrah station,
being on the main Howrah — Nagpur - Mumbai line.

On paper the task seemed simple enough when entrusted to the team of Mr. Debraj
Ghoshal and the undersigned. Just meet the HR heads of both companies, fix up dates
and the schedule for the visit, arrange accommodations and transportation for a strength
of about 100 students and 10 accompanying staff. A free hand was given by the college
with the added incentive of official exemption from attending college.

Armed with the letters of introduction
and letters of intent from the college,
the dynamic duo met the concerned
HRs of both the Super Giants and we
were in for a surprise.

The Tatas were not aware of the
existence of our “2-year-old college”,
nor had they any prior intimation of
our intended visit.

It came down to school alumni links (the HR chief being an ex-student of Loyola School,
Jamshedpur) which paved the way for a “Carte Blanche" from not only Tata Steel, but also
TELCO, for our visit.

Jamshedpur had adequate hotels in proximity to the city center wherein rooms were
booked for the students and accompanying staff, as per specific instructions for gender
segregation. Requisite numbers of buses for local transportation were also arranged.
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The euphoria among the couples for a romantic rendezvous and singles for unbridled
nights of revelry and ecstasy with Bacchus and Hephaestus was palpable as the
countdown to the journey neared its end. Orders for “Fauzi Liquor” were placed with
“Scientist Subroto” of Electronics who had developed good liaison with the personnel of
the Salt Lake Army Garrison and “Grass” aficionados Arup, Kabirul, Akash were much in
demand for the “first flush” leaves.

With the planning phase over and train tickets duly printed from Fairlie Place and
invitation for the visit from the Tatas in hand, the 100 odd green horns of both Computer
and Electronics branches headed to Howrah Station to catch the evening Steel Express to
Tatanagar. The visits to the factories were educational and very well coordinated. A
thorough overview of steel making and subsequent utilization was covered by
enthusiastic guides (trainees engineers) much enamored with our bevy of erudite
Aphrodites. The memories of the huge blast furnace spewing molten magma and the
production line of TATA trucks inspired few of us to digress from the beaten track of
software development and venture out to the domain of industrial engineering.

Jamshedpur in the heart of the Chota Nagpur plateau, had the lovely Dimna Lake and
“Jubilee” garden to offer to the “Pioneers” in the evenings. The picturesque Dimna Lake at
the northern fringes of the city provided the apt salubrious clime for those intending to
go AWOL in gathering dusk. Pity, the distance to the hotels and common transport proved
to be the undoing for prospective adventurists. Simultaneously, the search to replenish
“substances” turned into a major treasure hunt, which induced many to explore the back
alleys of the city.

The overnight jam sessions in the
boys’ hotel fueled by a wide range of
exotic health hazards produced
incomparable rhapsody, trans-
locating the elated and boisterous
boys to “Cloud Nine”. Enquiries about
the events in the girls’ hotel or about
the AWOL couples yielded
information, which for the sake of
propriety and imagination, will on
paper just be classified as “Lots of
Fun”. The nirvana lasted till we
reached our homes two days later.

Pioneers enjoying the salubrious surroundings
of Dimna Lake

The memory of Anirban Ghosh beseeching Arup Lal Chakraborty to persist strumming his
guitar throughout the night and his subsequent transportation back to Kolkata, will
forever be etched in our memories.

While concluding, | want to put on record a personal note - Alumni that nurture a very
powerful bond open many doors and sometimes carry us along. May this Silver Jubilee of
the Pioneering Mavericks of IEM also fondly known as the Y2K batchers foster happiness,
love, well-being, progress and renew the ties of our friendship and bonhomie.
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The Family That Keeps Growing

Ananda Sinha
Computer Engineering
Seattle, USA

In the early 1990s, | was just like any other kid growing up in the outskirts of Kolkata,
access to the greater world was in the pages of Reader’s Digest, Anandamela and “The
world this week”. My English was poor, and my father insisted that | read the telegraph to
learn about the ‘Bandhs’, ‘hartaal’ and rampant load-shedding that rocked our world those
days. | was a mediocre goalkeeper in soccer, a nobody in cricket and loved playing
badminton. Everyone wanted me to do things better. My school coach wanted me to be a
defender in soccer, my dad wanted me to be a Doctor and Shahid Kapur on TV wanted me
to be a Complan Boy. | never liked the taste of Complan; Nutramul was my indulgence.

After being rejected for “Chemistry Honors”, which | really wanted to study, at top Kolkata
colleges, | tried “Physics Honors” but quickly realized it wasn’t for me. My mother
discovered a new college, IEM, Shahina had joined, where | also enrolled. Ironically, offers
for Chemistry Honors from leading colleges arrived, but by then, | was committed to
computers and to IEM.

Stepping into the classroom at IEM, | felt like an explorer on an uncharted island, Section
C in the SDF building was my new crew. My fellow shipmates and | immediately found
ourselves pondering life's big mysteries, such as "What on earth is accreditation?" (a word
| learnt at IEM) and whether our hard-earned degrees would be worth more than
decorative wall art.

What we did not realize was that India was changing, and we were a part of the change.
Indian economy opened to the world in 1991 and our generations reaped the benefits. We
were hungry, and we got the opportunities to excel. We learnt the hard way that since we
did not control the narrative, our contribution to the decision-making process is “doing
things right”, all the time. Each assignment undertaken and every line of code developed
was expected to surpass established standards. Every visiting professor needed to be
impressed, ensuring they would serve as ambassadors for our institution. Every learning
opportunity was viewed as a chance for distinction. This commitment to excellence is a
fundamental value imparted by IEM that | continue to uphold.

IEM also gave me a family that kept growing. Bikram, Alok, Riju were my ‘flatmates’, but we
each had our own core groups to hang out with. But at the end of the day, back from our
individual pursuits, we had each other to lament about the adventures that had gone
wrong, the agony of failed love and the virtues of building a body like Salman Khan. We
wrote down lyrics of incomprehensible English songs for Bikram to pen his love letter,
inspired Alok to get a haircut and a pair of jeans to look like Steven Tyler. A larger group,
including Sudipta, Arindam, Rajdeep, Diptyendu, Ranabir, Debabrata, Prithwiraj, and
Subhadeep, regularly gathered at the apartment and a nearby ‘mess’ to study but often
ended up playing cards.
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Our connection remains strong till date, and we continue to maintain a sense of
camaraderie that can instantly take us back to the nights in that apartment.

After finishing college, we began seeking employment. Eventually, | obtained a position in
Bangalore along with Riju and Ankurita. Upon relocating to Bangalore, we reconnected
with Manojaba, who was already residing there, and Sukanta and Anamika joined the
group soon after. In the initial years, several friends from Kolkata relocated to Bangalore
for job opportunities. Over the following five years, more batchmates and juniors from
college moved to the city, expanding the group.

We attended festivals, explored various
biriyani spots, and traveled around. The
social circle expanded further through
workplace connections, forming a larger
group. As time passed, several members
got married, and the network continued to
grow. The internet was doing unimaginable
things to let people stay connected and
we did not miss an opportunity. |
remember being in a yahoo chat from a
cybercafe in Bangalore, for hours, trying
to piecemeal conversations. We had our
own Orkut group! We signed up for
Facebook the moment it became a thing,
and now we have tens of WhatsApp
groups sharing the same forwarded jokes
and videos.

In mid-2005, | relocated to Seattle, far from
Kolkata and Bangalore. Fortunately, many
friends had also moved to the US, and we
stayed connected. Alok lived in Seattle for a
period, Arindam, Pradipta, Riju and Anamika
visited, and | maintained contact with
others. In 2012, | flew to visit Riju in Boston
and met Debarati at my Minneapolis layover. ﬁ'

followed by Rajdeep shortly after. While |
knew Rajdeep well from college, | was less
gy familiar with Roon at the time. Nevertheless,
¢ since 2014, both Roon and Rajdeep have
regularly been part of my life in Seattle.
Together, we have taken many trips and
created numerous lasting memories. When
" anyone from the IEM family shows up, we are
there, we welcome them.
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The enduring commitment to maintain connections within our group remains one of its
core strengths. Whether due to shared experiences or mutual respect, members of our
cohort have consistently remained in contact.

Arindam and | formed a partnership during college as badminton partners, and our
friendship has continued undiminished over the years. Pradipta Kanjilal serves as a
central unifying presence for those of us residing in the United States; his distinctive
personality, baritone laughter, and culinary expertise add significant value to our
reunions. In 2019, Kanjilal hosted several of us at an Airbnb near Chicago, resulting in a
memorable weekend characterized by continuous enjoyment and camaraderie.

Our camaraderie was put to test
recently when Sudipta encountered
the imaginable horrors of life. The
entire batch came together,
accomplished unimaginable feats to
move mountains for him. Raju,
Chittabrata, Arindam helped out in the
ground while others leaned in
whichever way possible.

We find reasons to meet up, any
reason will do. So when IEM decided to
host a reunion in Seattle, our batch
was the only one where folks flew in
from across the country to celebrate

)

Since 2016, | have made it a priority to visit Kolkata at least once per year. Each visit
typically includes a stop at my college to maintain connections. Although | did not
interact extensively with Birojit, Babu, Debkumar, and Abhijit during my college years,
beginning in 2016, periodic gatherings at Birojit’s restaurant became a tradition. These
meetings often align with alumni events and are followed by thoughtful discussions. Over
the past nine years, the group participating in these December reunions have expanded
to include Saikat Maity, Debal, Rama, Anirban, and Laxman. We look forward to this
annual occasion as an opportunity to reflect on our experiences from the past year and
then to be ourselves for a moment or two. Several members, including Sukanta, Ankurita,
Abir, Parna, Arindam, and Alok, have arranged their travel to Kolkata specifically to attend
these gatherings. Our relationships have continued well beyond our college years, and we
continue to grow and evolve together.
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It is important to recognize the substantial influence of the late Prof. Dr. Satyajit
Chakraborty on this family. This family was united by his vision and ambitions. He
consistently demonstrated confidence in our capabilities, often surpassing our own self-
assurance. During his visits to the Seattle area, | had the opportunity to meet him, where
he showed genuine interest in my activities and potential. Professor Chakraborty was
always forthcoming with ideas and routinely expressed pride in our achievements while
encouraging us to pursue further growth.

His unwavering confidence in us left a lasting impression, and after graduation, |
routinely visited his office during my trips to the college to seek his blessings.
“Esechish!!” - the warmth of his welcome created many cherished memories, and |
always departed with a thoughtful gift, each of which | hold dear.

As we mark the 25th anniversary of
our graduation, it is unfortunate
that he is no longer with us. Without
doubt, Professor  Chakraborty
would have taken great pride in our
progress and reminded us, as
always, that “you can do more,
show the world and do it right.”

Even as we gather to celebrate this milestone, | am reminded that Prof. Dr. Chakraborty's
legacy endures not only in our fond memories but also in the values he instilled within us
— values that continue to shape our actions and aspirations. The bonds we share as an
IEM family, the drive to excel, and our commitment to support one another are a
testament to his influence. Looking forward, | am grateful for the foundation he helped
build and for the friendships that have flourished under his guidance. As we honor the
past twenty-five years, | am confident that the spirit of camaraderie and excellence will
carry us forward, inspiring future generations to embrace challenges, cherish
connections, and strive for greatness together.

“Thank you for everything, Sir!”
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Glimpses of Relinion Planning

Anushri Das
Computer Engineering
Fremont, CA, USA

| thought I'd write about our six-month journey of planning the 25th-year graduation
celebration for IEM, Class of 2000. A lot has happened in the last 6 months but when |
started writing, | realized AGAIN that | cannot articulate my thoughts in any language - be
it in English or in Bangla, my native language. The best way | can express myself is through
algorithms or logical steps that we all learned in IEM and which | have been using for the
last 25 years as my bread and butter!

So here it goes - a sneak peek at our re-union planning.

The Algo Steps:
What DID happen:

e All our batch-mates met virtually EVERYDAY over WhatsApp calls and innumerable
planning groups were formed to “Plan” the re-union but, eventually we ended up
laughing together, pulling each other’s legs and reminiscing about our college days.
Boy! What an experience it was. Friends literally from all over the world hooked to
their WhatsApp messages first thing in the morning in the “planning” groups, going
through the action points they were allocated to and also wishing their class mates a
warm good morning from the core of their hearts (Not the usual forwards we are used
to). A true global event, or we can say in IT terms - work delivered 24*7. Now here
comes some finer details.

e Our very own founder and entrepreneur madam got frustrated with us a couple of
times, and threatened not to attend the reunion in December at least twice, but could
not leave us in the end because of her true love for us and more for our college and
our very respected Director Sir, Late Dr. Satyajit Chakraborty. She kept on infusing us
with her ideas, love, and strength from her unending source of energy.

e Our Director Of Photography of the event, professor Sir left the group a couple of
times (cannot really recall how many times) because we were not providing him with
the inputs - photos , videos he needed. But our Mr Peacemaker class topper talked
him through it and brought him back to the group every single time ! Frustrated with
our everlasting “lyad”, he literally started a “Duare Photographer Prokolpo” where he
rode his bike to reach our friends’ homes in Kolkata every weekend for a couple of
months, and did fantastic photoshoots with them. What | am also hearing is that he is
now planning to travel to Bengaluru to ‘shoot’ our resident friends there! You can see
his brilliant work on Facebook (Search with “25 years of IEM Batch 2K).
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* The beauty queen and sweetheart of our batch, along with her team, arranged for a
wonderful event for the evening of the re-union, which also included a classic ramp-
walk!

* | don’t know how and when they practice with everyone sitting in different parts of
the world, but | am sure of one thing - They will ROCK the evening of 18" December!

e Our media and yearbook team members kept reminding us of the deadlines of
submitting write-ups consistently in “Norome Aar Gorome”, what we call in Bengali.
Team, please accept my humble apology for being so late, your sincerity and follow-
ups compelled me to sit and complete this writing at 6.30 in the morning.

e Now comes the finance and “outreach” committee. | was part of this team, and it felt
just like raising “Chanda” for “Para-r Saraswati Pujo”. | had loads of fun chasing friends
for money and everyone contributed generously for felicitation of our respected
teachers. Thank You!

There are definitely some honorable mentions — Our dear CEO madam of the project kept
us in line with her immense patience and intellect — a true Delivery leader there!

And here is the other side of the coin, our very own sunny boy came out of oblivion after
almost 25 years and made our days brighter with his "offbeat” (that’s the least | can say?)
sense of humor. Don’t go away my friend, keep us entertained whenever you have some
time from your busy schedule. You are a true Rockstar.

e And finally, | started my day looking at the countless WhatsApp messages in the
planning groups, while being seated on the toilet seat, in the early mornings and sent
updates on my work items like a true professional . In-spite of being quieter of the lot,
| was able to survive this whirlwind and enjoyed the process so dearly.
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Now comes the exception handling part:

What could have happened but THANK GOD, did not happen:

e My son did not score a C grade in school due to the absence of his hovering mom
who was busy planning the reunion.

* No one got fired from work due to their utmost commitment to this side hustle.

* No divorces or domestic turbulence resulted from the hyperactivity on WhatsApp
and social media during this time.

* No one settled their scores with old foes, friends and ... flames.

FINALLY, the output:
What can it be other than "All's well that ends well"?
It was fantastic to relive college memories, jest and joke with all of you while planning for

the reunion!
So, here’s me signing off my friends - stay well, stay connected.
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Life

Birojit Paul
Computer Engineering
Kolkata, India

Remembering My College

| can still remember the day, when | entered the ground floor of the SDF building, where
we started our college life at the Institute of Engineering and Management. The day was
filled with a mix of excitement and apprehension. IEM was the first private engineering
college at West Bengal and that too, was affiliated to a foreign University and we were not
sure whether our college will get affiliation from any Indian University. By our second year,
we transitioned to a new campus building at Sector-V itself and secured affiliation from
Kalyani University, which provided relief to us and a sense of stability. And now, today, we
proudly say that we are the first-ever batch at West Bengal's pioneering private
engineering institution- “Institute of Engineering and Management”.

Being the first batch, we had no seniors, thus we were spared from the traditional ragging
culture. Even as seniors, we chose camaraderie over hierarchy, fostering a supportive
environment for our juniors, not as initiators but as friends and mentors to the juniors.
Back then, Sector V was a quiet expanse, a stark contrast to its current bustling state. Our
days often culminated by the serene "Nalban Bheri," or in an incomplete building by the
side of our college building, where we engaged in endless "addas". Those endless “addas”
— once trivial — later revealed as fertile ground for lifelong bonds.

Friendships deepened, and college life became a tapestry of shared experiences.
Occasionally, we used to skip afternoon classes to catch a movie or play cricket. | recall
Rama, short on funds for a movie, collecting one rupee from twenty friends, thus
collecting the total sum for a movie ticket and finally went for the movie. We borrowed
money from the friends whenever we needed, we shared lunch plates with the friends at
the college canteen — these show a testament of the bond of friendship and our
collective spirit. Despite limited pocket money, our unity ensured no one felt deprived.

Academically, | wasn't very diligent, often starting preparations just days before exams.
Collecting notes and doing group studies became my lifeline. Friends used to generously
share the notes and moreover they also used to teach us so that we can clear the exams,
leaving behind their own studies and preparations! How selfless life was! | still can't
believe | passed those exams with so little studying (some secrets are best kept!). Credit
goes to the friends, to name a few- Sukanta, Ankurita, Manojaba, Gablu, Saikat, Avijit.

Apart from group studies before the exams, we used to stay together at night at Saikat’s
Karunamoyee flat to play cards and 29 was our favourite card game. Those over-night
sessions at Saikat's Karunamoyee flat were filled with card games, arguments over
cheating, adda’s, laughter until our chests hurt, and thus, we forged memories that still
sparkle.
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College life introduced me to a
few other extracurricular
activities. We formed an
Antakshari team, where we 3 made
a team - me, Sukanta and
Sambaran. We used to participate
in various Antakshari”
competitions in the fests
organized by other Institutes like
Jadavpur University, St Xaviers
College, Scottish Church College.
Apart from other college fests, we
used to organize our own college

fest, which was truly unforgettable. Our college band, “Haze” used to set the stage on fire
with raw energy and music. These moments epitomized my transition from structured
school life to the freedom of college.

“However, my college experience was not without obstacles. During my third year, |
experienced the significant loss of my father alongside considerable financial difficulties.
The steadfast support from my peers proved invaluable — they organized financial
assistance and petitioned our esteemed Director, the late Professor Dr. Satyajit
Chakraborty, to consider waiving a portion of my fees. Professor Chakraborty responded
with generosity and promptly granted the waiver. Without their generosity, earning my
B.Tech would have remained a distant dream.

Looking back, | see those years as a crucible of growth. | learned resilience in the face of
hardship, the power of collaboration, and the magic of stepping beyond one’s comfort
zone. The friendships, laughter, challenges—each has become a thread in the person | am
today.

Now, whenever | hear "Coffee House er Sei Adda Ta Aaj Aar Nei,' a wave of nostalgia
washes over me. Literally, “Sei adda ta aaj aar nei”. | long for those unplanned discussions,
last-minute assignments, street-food binges and cricket under twilight skies. | yearn for
those carefree days of group studies, spontaneous outings and heartfelt conversations.
That’s why | wait for the Alumni day organized by our college every year in December.
That’s why | still connect with my friends, to get a glimpse of our college life.

As | navigate the journey of life, the memories of college remain a cherished chapter,
reminding me of the bonds and experiences that defined my formative years. Though time
marches on and | age, those formative years at IEM remain alive in my heart—a tapestry of
trial, triumph and treasured friendship.
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College Days:
A Tapestry of Friendship, Fun,
and Forever Bonds

College wasn't just a phase, it was a world of its own. A world
where friendships were forged over chai and chaos, where
classrooms were just one part of the learning, and every
corridor echoed with laughter, dreams, and the occasional
mischief.

Rinijhini Sengupta
Computer Engineering
Kolkata, India

From the very first day, when nervous smiles turned into
lifelong bonds, to the bittersweet goodbyes that marked the
end of an era, every moment was a story worth telling. We
weren't just students-we were explorers of life, navigating
through lectures, labs, and late-night conversations that
often revealed more than textbooks ever could.

We mastered the art of balancing academics with adventure. Bunking classes wasn't
rebellion-it was a rite of passage. One moment we were in a lecture, and the next, we were
at the canteen, debating everything from movie plots to life philosophies over endless
cups of chai. Those spontaneous road trips, the adrenaline of last-minute exam preps, and
the thrill of sneaking out of boring lectures, those were the experiences that shaped us.

And then there was the mischief, the harmless, hilarious kind of fun; doodling on the last
bench, throwing chalks back at unsuspecting teachers, bursting into laughter during the
most serious moments. Our teachers, though often exasperated, were the unsung heroes.
They weren't just educators, they were mentors, guides, and sometimes even co-
conspirators in our journey. Their patience, wisdom, and unwavering belief in us helped us
grow, not just as students, but as individuals.
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econnecting with old

Years have passed, but the magic of those days hasn't faded. R
friends and teachers feels like flipping through a time capsule.
The group chats are alive again, filled with old photos, inside jokes, and plans that never
age. The laughter is just as loud, the stories just as vivid, and the bond just as strong.

College gave us degrees, yes; but more importantly, it gave us memories, friendships, and
a sense of belonging that time can never erase. It reminded us that while life moves on,
the connections we build in those formative years are timeless. They are the roots that
ground us, the stories that define us, and the joy that keeps us young at heart.
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Ankurita Ghosh
Computer Engineering
Best, The Netherlands
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Trips During College Days

College years are carefree and wonderful times. No
wonder it fosters lifelong friendships and
relationships born and strengthened over events
experienced together; whether it be pranks, hilarious
incidents or remarks, outings and excursions,
exchanging notes (all kinds), xeroxing and studying  Colonel Saptarshi Chakrabarty
together for exams or indulging in activities which at a Computer Engineering,
later date you would say were childish. India

My four years in IEM produced a close-knit group of Four Musketeers, all from different
backgrounds, but all of whom had the common love for the game of 29, bridge and cricket,
movies, wanderlust and adventure.
Other than the common college tour to Jamshedpur, this group undertook two other small
tours on their own, and this article is to reminisce about these trips, which are unknown to the
vast majority of the Class of 2000.

A Day in Kharagpur

The first trip was to Kharagpur where Aninda Mukherjee’s father was posted with TATA
Bearings. While | will cut short the logistics of the tour, what | will cover are the four highlights
of the trip and which remain ingrained in memory.

The day.

It was declared as a national holiday to mourn the loss of our very own Nobel laureate Mother
Teresa. It was also the day when Saurav Ganguly etched his name in the annals of Indian
cricketing lore by winning 4 back-to-back man of the matches, by decimating the Pakistanis in
the one off one day series in Toronto, Canada.

It was the day we were introduced to DG’s lovely girlfriend, to meet whom, he used to board
the “Ulta” train religiously once a week, i.e. instead of travelling from Uluberia to Howrah for
college, he travelled from Uluberia to Kharagpur. Once we met her, we realised why. She went
on to become a fashion model and carved for herself a mention in the modelling and film/ TV
industry. Just for the curious, it’s easy to confuse her with Mouni Roy or is she THE Mouni Roy
herself?

The last memory was of the lovely house and the perfectly manicured colony, reminiscent of
the quaint residential gated communities the world over. The facilities befitting the Tatas,
giving an inkling why Tata employees remain loyal to the famous conglomerate.

Himalaya Calling

The second trip to the Highlands of North Bengal and Sikkim just sprang out of the exam tired
and delusional minds of the “char murti”, while studying long and hard for the difficult 5th
semester exams.

Thus, on the cold December night the exam ended, the four of us found ourselves in Sealdah
station waiting for the Darjeeling Mail to be shunted into the platform. With general tickets in
hand, it was a challenge to obtain seats for the journey. However, it proved to be a cakewalk
for the brilliant minds wherein one of us wriggled into the vacant compartment through the
emergency window while the train was still in the yard, and ensured “sleeper class” comfort
for the night.
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Although sleep deprived, in the excitement of it, we rarely caught any sleep for the initial three
nights, engaging in polishing our skill at bridge and dreaming about taking up the game
professionally, as part of post exam syndrome.

The first stop on our dream trip was at a place called Mungpoo, where Debraj Ghoshal’'s Mesho
(God bless his soul) was posted as the manager of the world’s largest Cinchona plantation. Not
many of us would have heard of this place. It is a little village on the up slopes from Mal Bazaar
to Darjeeling, a village which boasts of a cottage, wherein the “Bard of Bengal” Kabiguru
Rabindra Nath Tagore stayed and composed his famous omnibus “Gora”.

So, | am reminded of an incident that happened in the
manager’s bungalow. It was late in the evening when we arrived
there. The cook had partaken leave as Mesho was not expected
till the next day. Oblivious to the situation, we were busy with
our trials and tribulations. Suddenly at 10 pm, Mesho walked
into the room and said “rater khabarer ki hobe?”. We were
| perplexed!! Well, after sanity returned and realization dawned,
Manish Dubey volunteered to cook us a meal.

Off we trooped to the kitchen to peel potatoes and onions.
After some time, we realised that while dry rations were
available, there was no cooking oil in the house. Mesho was
surprised. He said that he clearly remembered buying a packet
of refined oil. Mystery of the missing packet of oil.

While the “famous four” and “Old Uncle Podger” were searching frantically for the missing
article indoors, God must have heard the growling in our stomachs that he (I am sure)
“abirbhav holen” in the guise of the chowkidar who produced this lost packet. Voila! He said
that while he was coming up to the bungalow, he found it fallen on the trail. Ahh!!! And by God!
Manish churned out the best aloo bhaja and chokha that | have ever had, previously or
subsequently. The “char murti” visited Darjeeling and Ghoom on day trips, forever on the
lookout for the elusive Kanchenjunga Range and the “birds of paradise” glamourising the Mall
road. During the visit to the famous Darjeeling zoo, we realised that the portrait of a local deity
had a close resemblance to someone of our gang. Ergo, start of cold war no. 2.

Our next destination was Gangtok. A town which boasts of the unique distinction of having
liquor shops as it’s every alternate shop, and also the friendliest girls. For the wonderstruck
youngsters, it was like seventh heaven. Apart from the routine places of visit in and around
Gangtok including the Botanical Garden and the Romtek monastery, the trip to Changu lake
was the high point, both in terms of altitude and excitement.

The lake was in the process of freezing over. The feel of the snow blown by the strong winds,
the sub-zero temperature, the Maggi and momos from the road side shops and the photo of
AM posing atop a lovely yak, are memories which | still vividly see after so many years; so
much so that whenever | have passed by the Changgu Lake, as part of my job, the memories of
“char murti’s kirti kolap” of December 98, always return to the forefront of my attention.
Friends, now that we are wherever we are in our careers and family life, in my humble opinion,
it’s time that we fulfil our bucket lists, meet friends more often and laugh aloud over the highs
and lows of our lives. | have been able to paste just three pictures in this article, as they were
stills taken from “Kodak” and lost to time; but | am sanguine that when AM, DG & MD, who have
been my closest buddies during college and whom | acknowledge for such great memories,
read this article, it will bring a smile on their faces and a yearning for an encore.

Fir se chalen? Bhaiyon?
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IEM — INSTANT ENERGY MAKERS

Debraj Ghoshal

The Silver jubilee college reunion is Electronics &

. . . . . Telecommunications

certainly a special occasion filled with Kolkata, India
many memories. Let me try to write

down some.
EPISODE 1: STARTING FROM THE BEGINNING

In 1995, when | first didn't get a chance in the Joint Entrance Examination, | felt very
disheartened. Many of my childhood friends managed to get admission to either
engineering or medicine. When the results came out in 1996, | saw that my rank was 1280.
With this rank, | could never secure a stream that | desired, and | didn't get it. Suddenly, |
found out that a new college had opened, the Institute of Engineering and Management
(IEM), in Salt Lake. At that time, | was with my father in Madhya Pradesh, where | had
appeared for the Joint Entrance Examination. My mother informed me about it first. A
friend of my mother had enrolled her son there, and that son was none other than our
Bhanu. Anyway, when | finally got the stream | wanted in Kolkata, why would | go to
Madhya Pradesh? So, | enrolled in the Electronics stream at IEM. Thus began my IEM life
from the SDF Building in Salt Lake. There were two classrooms and a small office from
which my journey at [IEM commenced.

TG IQd AQd IF (1, (PO S TIT 5IB year a3 IS (0T 5 (| =S T Q4T 97 =it
N WK P ST G TS ST TN Y close IF e, WY 83 3 ¢oife weass 79,
CACTRNER G | a3 IF IEPRIT AR GIET. AR AR 43I close oM. *RIGPICT
WS IF TGS but TV BT o QI WK Y intimate & . STt wPU3ReF AT Ie003
2. WG (FIPE f9y, the Military Man. fe@ 5ot & relationship Bt (ot 33 GT6T SITens AR,
83 JIfGF 72 116 G12 (AP WA (BT 8 ST

T3 @I WIE AIE SDF (AT WFAT SAfFA 79 College @IF) WNIF QU I WG , GBI Wiy
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JIF IFBUS & Auto & I I college FIRIRGZAN . @I T4 ot FIcoT - FESERT
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EPISODE 2: S18

S18 is not just a bus; it's our love. It used to run from Howrah to Sector V. There are so
many stories associated with this bus that can't be expressed. When the bus departs from
Howrah, it is filled with a crowd. Numerous passengers, among whom is a government
uncle. One day, the bus is stuck in traffic. The uncle is sitting by the window. Someone asks,
"Brother, where have we reached?" The uncle replies, "It's going so fast that nothing can be
seen.”

On another day, the bus was overcrowded, and the uncle was hanging onto the door as the
last person to board. A new passenger insisted he needed to get on, to which the uncle
replied, "Why? Are you the Chief Minister?" The man responded, "No, I’'m the bus
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conductor. One day, the bus driver drove very poorly, and as the uncle got off, he said,
"Brother, give me a small picture. I'll keep it and look at it sometimes when | feel down.
Because nothing can be worse than this."

We used to rarely pay for the S18 bus or get off by paying just 2/-. We would save our
pocket money to save up a little for cigarettes. Riju gets on at Kankurgachi. | had a great
conversation with him on the bus. This has happened many times; I've gotten off at
Kankurgachi after college many a time and stayed at Riju's home.

EPISODE 3: WE 4

Saptarshi Chakraborty, Debraj Ghoshal, Manish Kr. Dubey and Aninda Mukherjee - the 4
musketeers. Many memories, many experiences. What days we had together. | remember
our tour to North Bengal. SR S1fsra ifS Aifsisf% | s1em Mungpoo then to Darjeeling and
last at Gangtok. We four went for a journey. Mungpoo (& JNIF GIGTIF bungalow f&e1| Graa
% i foem1 Faemr @ G a Riffefs) sitr 3t ot Qs @ @eR 5ot 35 9
Aifsraf® @ Mungpoo.

Mungpoo bus stoppage Q@ @ G IR 1 2I=ifS IV Tt @I ey i 1 KM walk.
With our luggage in tow, we embarked on our journey to Mungpoo. As the evening set in,
we gathered in one room, eagerly waiting for Dubey, who had taken on the role of our cook
for the trip. However, as time passed and hunger gnawed at us, we discovered the
unfortunate truth that Dubey had dropped the oil packet somewhere along our journey
from Mungpoo bus stoppage to Maso’s Bungalow. After an hour of waiting and growing
increasingly restless, we knew we had to take action. It was nearly 9 PM when the four of
us decided to venture out into the jungle to search for the elusive oil pack. Armed with
flashlights and the faint hope of locating our lost supplies, we navigated through the
underbrush, occasionally calling out Dubey's name in jest to lighten the mood. One of us
spotted a glimmer near a dense thicket. We hurried over, and to our relief, there it was—
the oil packet—safely nestled among the foliage.

— = We returned triumphantly to our kitchen, oil in hand, and
quickly got to work. Then immediately another incident took
place. Dubey started shouting “Gas Leak”. Somehow our so
called great cook Dubey did something resulting this.
Finally, after all that, Dubey started cooking at 11 in the
night almost. Meso became extremely restless as he used to
sleep by 8.30 - 9 every night. But we 4 make him awake till
midnight.

At night, the atmosphere in the room grew tense all of a
sudden with Dubey's frantic shout - “snake snake”. Meso,
who was already agitated from being kept awake, shot up in
bed, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and confusion. Riju and
| exchanged anxious glances, trying to assess whether
Dubey's claim was serious or just another one of his pranks.
“Are you sure it’s a snake?” | asked. “It sounded like a rattle!”
Dubey insisted, and pointed toward the bed. “We need to
check!” Anindya, still half-asleep next to Meso, groaned in
response. “You’ve lost it, Dubey. There’s no snake in here!”

Finally, we all have understood that, AGIII IR &
TR 51z 5571 613 TR @ SR ot [{e
T o A S B3 @3 WSS Dubey O3 ¢icd
T RS =
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After our stay in Mungpoo, we traveled to Darjeeling and then on to Gangtok. We created
countless memories during this journey, including an unforgettable encounter with a bear
at the Darjeeling Zoo with Anindya. At Tsangu Lake, we enjoyed riding yaks, which was a
delightful experience. In Gangtok, Dubey let out a hilarious shout after diving into the
extremely cold morning water. Overall, it was an incredible trip for all of us, and the
memories we made are truly unforgettable.

EPISODE 4: JAMSHEDPUR

JFAR SHCMHF [T TR AEE TS 57 foedeg, o3 47 o5 74y, TR @B tour 9o
T tour foeT| TRFT FTT GF Q O (IS HWF ST NBCS SN30o ST R ST A1
WA "8 AT " GHHFH GG unbelievable | Arup aF ¢T3 KA TS - SIFHIR 34K Jo1 oifet
JIR T ? QF0! A6 (BT Q AF0! (B G T 306, I NN S QFIG JTA sifey
(O3 SW@! SIS T MO AFT @6 S water Cooler aF (@od JFRP@ I TS I A
surprise checking =41 just an unthinkable and memorable tour.

EPISODE 5: DUGAPUR

During our time at Durgapur Steel Plant (DSP) for industrial training in our third year, the
experience was nothing short of memorable. Along with me, my friends Akash, Kabirul, and
a few others were part of this adventure. Some of our classmates, such as Riju, headed to
the Alloy Steel Plant (ASP) nearby.

We stayed at GTE Hostel, which became our home away from home. The camaraderie
among us, combined with the excitement of being in a professional environment, created
an unforgettable atmosphere. We had the chance to interact not only with each other but
also with students from several other engineering colleges who were there for training.
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EPISODE 6: THE FINISHING LINES

As | look back on my time at IEM, | carry with me not just memories, but lasting friendships
and invaluable lessons. Here’s to the journey we shared and the future that awaits us. May
we continue to inspire and uplift each other as proud alumni of IEM. To the late-night study
sessions, the laughter in the halls, and the growth that has shaped us. Here’s to the next
chapter of our lives, fueled by the experiences we gained at IEM. Forever grateful, forever
connected.
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In every challenge faced and every achievement celebrated at IEM, I've found the
essence of who | am today. Let us cherish the moments that have woven us together
and look forward to a future filled with endless possibilities.

As we move forward, let us remember the foundation built at IEM, a place of
knowledge, heart, and camaraderie. May we carry our spirit and values into all our
future endeavors.

Cheers to us !!!

1440000000000 000000

/ o

f\\l\a r:v,a# . Triv,:
1 o 2:50 rof. Tirep 18: Throy Fivigy 19:
ankar Datta gh ¢ e Wing
ow

. I\ P Triv,:
. aﬂ:?— Fiy,
ey Trivia# 21: So’?anab,r"’;# 22:
Bikram Urisp, Sl'lb ;;b"ata
r ’

89



what
Hearts Remember



Love.exe
Error in Compilation

TOT6 SRIF JAI! FF S @NIEF Ao afsfbg
IO PAC CIF GPHo AT MIFSE@R | Aiexl, 7 HAT (@
2T, (13 AT RS, (4T, F197 ATIET, SINe™ma

G, AcEyRIeR FiceRe 341, g (@@ A @A ? § & Manojaba"Banerjee
FCATAT 1P 4T SAE I WIS 9 IS vt Computer Engineering
FAC SIEIF TO9E R [ IR ? Bangalore, India

S5V, [EM FJI9ITST| (T3 Y vulnerable ITGT, (@ fae 3 software bug a3 It -@®1CA TS 7,

g 5119 system a3 IR Ao

I3 TG 3E AR (Of ATIVIR &5 W, “WN Y 767, (&9 717

g TR, @IANS T ATAIF, (OF GBIANS AFAN WA TSTF JR circuit Q@ I9F BB I3
SSICT 1 IEM-Q (21F 93 %S subject, GPIET credits (2, B3 3113 SO G IO fail FARI!

CSE-T (=211 ©IF, “Q8 37, maybe system is responding!”
W ECE-3 (@41 8, “83 frequency BT WM bandwidth QF Sy #recg [ear eafd”

BT a3 BIt BT, weekend aF group project, library-e @F5aifd eye contact, 937&F
T3 AT compile 30O A | FHFGEI @Y 9 FI9f BI-QF J&J To0I signal exchange =T,
SR 33 boby HIfFte™@ microprocesssor @ O 553 3 a1'! Class bunk @ “group project”
39S 3@ T proposal compile TR, T BIF error message &S e 1 | @51 5 g 4117
I35 T, SIS I !

BIF9F BT T second semester bug-fixing Q3 I,

“33 WA call &3 91 &2,

“33 (B AN 9B FAT FF?”

daily version update 51tg ! Tt breakup, @St patchup | fReR arcs arecs It Zafim 1
I 13 IS & F57 overheated server-a3 Jcot !

B8 A6 T I6eT [, Rror19F @ 9717 b8 I I 93 tom and Jerry a¥q Qp3 I, aIR
SIFRIIY I 2@ Wiz |

aftis CSE-3 (29 91 pure logic, BIts condition, confusion, compilation error 3 crush —
3] QAN (&G T6 | WA multiple connection request 8 QBT #ItT JIRN J&J | &S circuit
diagram JRTS W, (S I @B I 77, WK &S &S bag fae 1S g o @l
ST tone Wiewt, frequency ST, AT T (IR B ? (@ TR FramT, S 93 @17
fRerora sTvm Sfergest absent GET?

53 g @ foet @33 T, @AE o= {5 algorithm a3 IIEF AT TF ANER &I OIF it
a3 ST | AFGICIEIF B9, assignment-ad deadline, 533 marksheet ¢icd IR IP, TP ZI
TGRS ST TH FYAS TICS JT1 A=GT 5 37 1 ? [191 S script B 5@ common, 36T dairy
milk, ST FHFINTTF 2L 9FML BBco 316co 1T @11 Perfect melody 3T Wens SIAT QTS
B, 993 I, lab partner (I life partner @ upgrade F&@= J1@|

S WES 99 o35 | ECE =I1F CSE-F gt Witas hardware &1 software-a3 o are=d|
18 f&5T menu S| NI FITHE Bf 6, FIT ATIE! (A SF I, FETST GG AHIBT I3
P ST - 51 2T T O QBT ST SR TG | QIR FIGE FH A FRPIGHIEI Jco!
pure synchronization a3 T ST AATEI compiler a3 iF1 &3 5E WSS |

91



aF IR 8 I (I T &b o1,
QIR FIC3 BF I (1T campus
placement | SIAEI HFICT BT FATT
73 golden moment ! TG 3T 8SIF G138
T3S WA g IACE I, 2 IAAET
definition, ST TVEF NS 8 INCH
QIGIRGIGH]

T 2T W G TR TR E
program 3 WIBE (SITT version
mismatch @, It deadlock error Qi
IS At signal lost 3@ (oIt oaiceTa
oot

SR WS Q6T unfinished code, BFCS AT, logic evolve 3o AT, algorithm change
24....5 53 S 67 hard-coded (A T ST WACH | FE@F SIS

> &

Wt ot 23 Trivia# 24: -

A\ @ sret Vig g

shya™ fgfe, oS Pioteng, v

y
iak 29 :

Triv\d Trivia# 27: Fivi

> (,\991\ Bikram Keep o * 28
quSSing

92



My college after 25 years ...

Parna Roy Chowdhury
Computer Engineering
London, United Kingdom

25 long years seemed like yesterday... As my droopy old eyes beheld the magnificent
building in blue and white | was awestruck. Was it the same place where the teenager me
went in and out 25 years ago! | had this feeling that the time in-between never existed.

Steppingin...

It was a hot sultry summer morning of June 1996. | walked into the formidable looking
yellow SDF building. All my neurons inside started bursting like firecrackers with
excitement. My long-cherished dream of becoming a Computer Engineer was shaping
into reality. The tireless days and sleepless nights with Resnik Halliday’s, BS Grewal’s
books were finally squeezing me through the doors of a professional institute promising a
great career.

IEM in its nascent days....

The old building had a comfortingly low temperature inside with a whiff of fresh lime
paint that instantly made me feel at home. | scurried across the deep alley flanked on
both sides by jazzy offices with glitzy boasting of company names - they had the power to
lift and lower the Wall Street bull. | stopped in front of a humble white door. | looked up
to see a big rectangular board announcing Institute of Engineering and Management
written in white embossed on a blue background. | visualized my passport to Infinity
opening its pages.

The first day ....

| gently pushed open the door. My heart was
reverberating in with nervousness of the
novelty. It faded the moment | was greeted
by a staff member asking my name with a
smile. | looked around to see what it meant
to be the first ‘private engineering college’
in Bengal. A contrast to the sprawling
campus of the British era Bethune college
that | was then attending. This made me
believe once again that gigantic
organizations like Apple, Google and
Microsoft started humbly in a garage. And
that’s the best start leading to a game
changing transformation.

The college had a butterfly structured floor plan. Two classrooms in the front wing -
Computer Science and Electronics — the most coveted subjects of the era. The respective
laboratories in the rear wing. The vast centre hall was chequered with desks and cubicles
where the staff sat. It was a cosy womb that cocooned thousands of engineers of future.
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An awkward start ....

The gentlemen radiating warmth observantly smiled as | looked around with
inquisitiveness. ‘Let me take you to your class’, he said as | was finishing off my curious
first glance. He opened the left side classroom door. A well-dressed gentleman in a blue
blazer was writing an algorithm on the board and alternatively looking back at his class
explaining. | could already see naughty smiles on my fellow batchmates’ faces amused at
my lateness. The professor looked at me with an authoritative disciplinarian glance, then
at his watch ... and | froze. All my excitement trickled down my spine as an icy liquid. A
deep formidable voice rang in my ears saying, ‘You are 15 mins late to my class, please
wait outside for the next’. His stern eyes screaming out annoyance silently ¢ Do you have
any idea of time and space’! How | wish | had that ‘Back to the Future Time’ car driving me
15 mins back.

Centuries passed by the next 30 mins outside his class. A heavy stone was lifted off my
chest as | saw the blue blazered lecturer finally walking out of the class with an air of
pride and ego looking through me as if | was a thin layer of air.

A great journey together ....

Paradise unfolded when a couple of stunningly beautiful girls smilingly welcomed me in.
‘Come in! We’ve kept a seat for you’. | met my bestie — Rinijhini! We are friends forever.
Together with a lovely batch of teenagers we embarked on our Journey to infinite
possibilities — a four-year B-Tech course in Computer Engineering. The best years of our
life ! We celebrated our failures and successes together. Years loaded with fun. We were
reborn. Each of us were given special names that are more popular than our real names.
We are known by our ‘nicknames’ till this day. A lot of our firsts in life took place in IEM -
First class bunking, first adult movie, the greatest romance, the biggest heart break and
many more.

Rome was not builtin a day ...

IEM was a living dream of our Director Late Dr Satyajit Chakraborty. Our visionary
director changed the landscape of technical education of modern West Bengal. Today WB
boasts of 250 odd engineering colleges. He taught us how to dare to dream the
impossible an

d nurture limitless ambition.

We got the affiliation to Kalyani University after months of courageous effort by Dr.
Satyajit Chakraborty. It was a roller coaster ride fighting a tsunami of oppositions
resisting the formation of the first Private engineering college in West Bengal.... From then
on, there was no looking back.

We made it to the top ....

Four years passed like a blink of an eye. The days of campus drive came in. The interviews
rewarded us with dream jobs and hefty pay packs. We started living the life that we
always dreamt of.

We are the ‘First Batch’, the ‘Class of 1996’ an incredible batch of engineers who
command the technology and business space across the globe now. IEM grew with us.
What started as a college in four rooms now has multiple expansive campuses across
acres of West Bengal and India, each campus building an architectural excellence.
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Today, IEM-ians contribute to the innovation, growth of global companies and are
instrumental in fortifying our country’s defence system with technology. The college also
boasts for very successful entrepreneurs with billion turnover business.

Thank you, Sir, ......

| stood on the terrace of the iconic London office
building looking over to the gorgeous Tower Bridge.
The golden rays of the setting sun kissing my
forehead. | looked up to the heaven. My heart, soul
and mind whispered to our beloved Sir — Dr. Satyajit
Chakraborty ‘Thank you Sir. Life and career could not
be any better. Very indebted to you Sir! You are the
God in our life who brought in such magical changes. |
bow down to you in respect.

Our Journey to Infinity continues .... The possibilities are infinite !

1444000000000 00000.
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Visionaries and Mentors:
The Story of My Professional Growth

Arundhati Datta
Electronics & Telecommunication
Dublin, CA, USA

Discovering a New Path

In 1996, after receiving my 12th-grade results, | learned from my English coaching
friends, Arjun Dutta and Subhadeep Ghosh (who later went on to study at IEM), about a
new engineering college that admitted students without requiring a joint entrance score.
Excited by this opportunity, | told my father, and the very next day, he took me to the SDF
building where we registered. At the time, we had little idea about the implications,
especially since it was revealed that the college had no affiliation and our degrees would
not be accredited. Despite this uncertainty, we decided to take the risk—a decision that
ultimately paid off with significant rewards in the future.

The Journey Toward Accreditation

The following four years were a journey of perseverance, as we assisted in the process of
securing the necessary affiliation for IEM, which was essential for it to become a
recognized institution. One of the major requirements was for the college to own a
certain amount of land. During this time, our community of friends, parents, and relatives
came together to support our professor, the late Dr. Satyajit Chakraborty. My uncle
played a crucial role in helping the college secure the required land. As the first batch of
Electronics students at IEM, we set the tone for future generations, shaping the very
culture of college life at IEM. With no seniors to guide us, we established our own
standards and traditions. The environment was strict, resembling a school experience. |
remember the excitement when a group of friends from ETC went to watch a movie after
class—our first taste of college freedom, akin to students from more established
institutions. | remain deeply grateful to Dr. Satyajit Chakraborty for his vision and for
changing our lives. | also wish to thank Prof. S.N. Bhowmick, my mentor and
Instrumentation professor, who helped me understand and visualize the industrial
experience.

Influential Mentors and Their Impact

Two visionary professors profoundly influenced my life: the late Dr. Satyajit Chakraborty
and Prof. S.N. Bhowmick. Their guidance shaped the next 25 years of my journey, leading
me from a fresh college graduate in India to becoming the CEO and Chairman of Bayshore
Intelligence Solutions, as well as taking on various other roles along the way. Dr.
Chakraborty, a Canadian citizen who returned to India, gave countless students the
chance to become engineers and MBAs, paving the way for many successful careers. At
that time, Kolkata had few engineering colleges and limited seats, so opportunities for
aspiring engineers like me were scarce. Inspired by his methods, | went on to found
Bayshore Intelligence Solutions in 2019, an Al data science company with offices in
California and Kolkata. My vision was to provide talented individuals in Kolkata the
opportunity to work with state-of-the-art technology while staying close to their families,
empowering them to take full ownership of their work. In 2019, startups in Kolkata were
rare, and we were among the first.
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Early Professional Experiences and Breaking Barriers

After graduation, as part of IEM’s first batch, | remember visiting TCS with my friend
Sudipta Chatterjee to meet the division head, who was impressed by our proactive
approach. Our initiative not only benefited us but also helped many of our friends. | also
recall when Reliance came to recruit at our college. | had to advocate for myself,
explaining why, as a woman, | was fully capable of performing the required duties and
climbing the electronics tower. Although I did not get the job, | referred my batchmate
Debasis Das to the job, who went on to spend over 15 years at Reliance. Throughout my
journey, | remained passionate about taking unconventional paths and striving for the
highest levels of success.

Academic Growth and International Opportunities

Thanks to Prof. S.N. Bhowmick, | was referred to Prof. Patranabis at the second campus
of Jadavpur University to begin my master’s studies. There, Prof. Kalyan recognized my
abilities and referred me to Mr. R.N. Lahiri at TCS, encouraging me to apply for my first
job. After passing the entrance exam in June 2001, | joined TCS in Kolkata, driven by the
dream of working abroad—a dream influenced by my childhood years in London. My
dedication and long hours at TCS paid off, and my client at GE Healthcare, Diane Orr,
invited me to Milwaukee, USA, in September 2003.

Career Achievements and Lasting Inspiration

Over time, my career has progressed from assistant engineer to director of program
management, movie producer, entrepreneur, former CEO, and founder, and | currently
serve as Chairman at Bayshore Intelligence Solutions and Director of PMO. Bayshore
Intelligence was established to provide opportunities for engineers from West Bengal to
participate in the global technology sector. The statement by Prof. Bhowmick, “you can
achieve anything if you have a passion; where there is a will, there is always a way,” is an
ongoing reference point. In addition, Dr. Chakraborty’s son, Alex—two years my junior—
has continued his father's legacy and invited me to their home in 2019.

A Message to Future Generations

To all the new generations of students, | encourage you to always dream big. With smart
work and dedication, you can achieve your goals. Be compassionate and empathetic
toward your friends and never stop challenging yourself. When one path closes,
remember that another will always open in life.
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A Glimpse Back To Our Golden Days

Saurav Bose
Electronics & Telecommunications
Kolkata, India

One morning in August 2025, | found myself reminiscing about our golden days—yes, our
college days. We were witnesses to how one man's dream, fueled by relentless effort and
supported by professors, students, and their parents, came true and gave birth to IEM.
That man was none other than our respected and beloved Late Prof. Satyajit
Chakraborty.

| still remember starting our first semester at the SDF building. There were only a few
transport options—some buses, autos from Karunamayee to SDF, and a small battery-
operated bus from Webel. It was 29 years ago, and with just a few Intel 486 computers,
we began our first computer practical. Back then, we each bought a floppy disk to save
our projects—just 1.2 MB in size. It was a humble but exciting beginning.

After the first land allocation at Y2, EP Block, Sector V, Bidhannagar, Kolkata—now known
as the Gurukul campus—a temporary shed was built during the construction of the main
building. We attended our practical classes in engineering drawing, electronics, and
electrical there. Half of our theory classes were held at the SDF building, and the other
half - our practical’s took place on the new premises. What fun-filled days those were!
We had two friendly lecturers— Prof. Rajiv Ganguly and Prof. Tirthankar Dutta.

As the campus grew, so did we. The library expanded from a small room to what is now
about one-eighth the size of the current library. One thing that remains unchanged is our
dear librarian, Mrs. Gauri Majumdar.

During the building’s construction, piles of excavated earth were dumped across the
campus, and we used to play there. During the Kargil War, we even nicknamed that area
“Kargil” The campus was lush and green, with a few mango trees. Though we weren’t
allowed to pluck mangoes, sometimes chutney made from them was available at
Mashhi’s and Biswanath Da’s canteen, located just behind the sheds. Those were truly
golden days.

We were fortunate to have exceptional faculty—both permanent and visiting. | was
amazed to see Late N. Viswanathan, a renowned actor and professor from St. Xavier’s
College, teaching us English literature as a visiting faculty. We also had an all-rounder
permanent professor who could teach any subject—our beloved Prof. Bimal Kumar Dutta
aka BKD

We shared a special bond with our faculty members, and | remain deeply grateful to all
those who helped shape our future.

We enjoyed many cultural events at the Sathya Sai Auditorium which was basically the

common space on the ground floor. Before leaving college, we initiated the tradition of
celebrating Saraswati Puja on campus.
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A ‘Thank You' Note

Abhik Mukherjee

Electronics & Telecommunication
Pune, India

My heartfelt gratitude and respect to all the teachers and non-teaching staff of Institute
of Engineering and Management (I.E.M). | am privileged to be a part of the first graduating
batch of this college.

I.E.M was established under the able leadership of our visionary late director, Professor
Dr. Satyajit Chakraborty, at a time when getting an opportunity to study engineering in
West Bengal was limited to only a mere 2000 aspiring students - leading to a major
outflow of students to other states to pursue studies in engineering. By being the first
private institution in the state of West Bengal, I.E.M provided us the opportunity to
pursue engineering courses in our home state.

Today, as we gather to celebrate the Silver Jubilee of I.LE.M’s first graduating batch, we
reflect on 25 years of dedication, perseverance, and success. Over these past years, this
institute witnessed remarkable transformations; from humble beginnings to becoming a
beacon of excellence - a journey that has been filled with challenges, triumphs and
invaluable lessons. Each graduating batch has added a new chapter to the story,
enriching the legacy.

This milestone is not just a testament to the passage of time but a celebration of the
collective efforts of all the teaching and non-teaching staff, dreams and aspirations of
the Alumni and the current students of IEM, bringing us to this point. Today, IEM has
established itself as an autonomous institution with students working all across the globe
and is ranked as one of the best colleges in India.

| wish the entire staff of IEM great success in the years to come, and hope the institution
continues to scale new heights.

To he Continued.....
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v « v o 4 Media 6 kdiloria
" : leam

e Ananda Sinha

e Ankurita Ghosh

e Debarati Mukhopadhyay
e Manojaba Banerjee

e Saikat Maity

Planning leam

e Alok Sharma

e Ananda Sinha

e Ankurita Ghosh

e Anusri Das

¢ Avijit Roy

¢ Birojit Paul

e Debarati Mukhopadhyay
¢ Mahuya Saha

e Manojaba Banerjee

e Parna Roy Chowdhury
e Prithwiraj Chakraborty
e Saikat Maity

e Saptarshi Chakrabarty
e Sukanta Das
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Finance & Oulireach
leam

Alok Sharma

Ankurita Ghosh

Anushri Das

Birojit Pal

Debarati Mukhopadhyay
Mahuya Saha

Manojaba Banerjee
Saptarshi Chakrabarty
Sukanta Das

s9®Vay,

e ‘l‘ Entertainment ¢ Gifts
m
N cnew T Team
Birojit Pal
Debarati Mukhopadhyay
Parna Roy Chowdhury

Saptarshi Chakrabarty
Sukanta Das
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IEM Co-Ordination
leam

e Alok Sharma

e Ananda Sinha

e Ankurita Ghosh

e Birojit Paul

e Manojaba Banerjee

e Parna Roy Chowdhury
¢ Rinijhini Sengupta

e Saptarshi Chakrabarty

¢ Avijit Roy
¢ Birojit Paul
e Prithwiraj Chakraborty
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