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Message from HOD's Desk

Writing and reading decrease our sense of isolation. They
deepen and widen and expand our sense of life: they feed the
soul. It gives me great pleasure to publish this edition of
Resonance, the departmental magazine from the Department
of Computer Applications. “A truly great magazine cover
surprises and connects in a nanosecond”, said George Lois.
Resonance, | am sure, will meet both these expectations. This
version of Resonance embodies a varied range of material
submitted by students and staff members of the Department.
Hope you will enjoy each one of them. My sincere gratitude
goes to the editorial team for their hard work and dedication
that has resulted in publication of this issue of Resonance, even

iNn this pandemic situation.

Reading is dreaming with open eyes... Happy Reading!

Dr. Souvik Basu

Head,

Department of Computer Applications

HIT Kolkata



Message from the Departmental
Coordinator

Human endeavour has no perimeter. With an
undaunted zeal the human race strived hard since
time immemorial to drive our civilization ahead.
However, we made mistakes to harness the energy for
the benefit of the mass. Engineers are considered to
be problem solvers. Society expects practical solutions
from them to utilize the energy resource Iin an
optimized manner. Our students, | would expect, will
be those very solution providers to solve the existential
dichotomy of our species.

Apart from the textual rudiments, here at Heritage we
expect our students to grow fully, to strive the
multi-threaded faculties of their creative persona. The
publication of this magazine is a reflection of that
stride ahead. | thank all of the MCA students who
contributed in the publication of the present issue of
resonance. | am quite confident that our students will

be our very reason of pride in years to come.

Sandipan Ganguly,
Assistant Professor and Departmental Coordinator,
Department of Computer Applications,

Heritage Institute of Technology.






A Musical Dance

Our souls meet in a musical moment.

The dance of our heartbeats rose love spreading a celestial scent.
My eternal eyes don’t wanna lose you even for a single glance.
We dream together to make our romantic journey like a musical dance.
Music celebrates the most beautiful aroma of creative resonance.
Musical dance spreads the heavenly fragrance.

Let the melodious music play.

Let our auspicious souls sway.

Let the warmth of the dance melt our hearts.

Music is the divine art.

Music is our minds’ magnet.

Music is the most soulful connection on our planet.
Music resonates the true spirit of mother nature.

Let’s breathe love in the musical air.

Let’s dance together now and forever.

Oh my darling, you dance like a wavy river.

Let’s dance just forgetting everything.

Let’s enjoy dance with the rhythmic anklets’ tuning.

Let’s dance with the stormy wind.

Let the innocence of our childhood rewind.

Let’s dance to embrace mother universe.

Let’s dance with the breath of music to absorb the purity of the creative
Venus.

Let’s dance on the pearly moon.
Oh my darling, come on come on let’s start the musical dance very soon.

We feel like any pain doesn’t matter.



Let’s dance with all our souls.
Let’s live without making any intentional foul.
My soulmate, you dance like an earthy angel.

Music and dance forever give us the hope to save our colourful minds from
being pale.

Let’s dance on the sacred soil sensing the touch of the starry sky.
Let’s forget, one day we all have to die.
Music is as pure as truth.
Let’s make the unfair reality musically peaceful and smooth.
Love is the holiest addiction.
Let’s write our love story in musical notation.
Music and dance together make the magical fusion.
Musical dance is the eternal devotion.

My darling, you dance like a peacock in love witnessing the rainy cloud.
Musical dance gives us the spiritual uplift in the midst of the chaotic crowd.
Your dance is as spontaneous as a flawless fountain.

Let the music clear our minds’ all the stains.

Let the music mingle with dance to mother nature’s core.

Let’s start our musical dance to live once more.

Arpita Roy

Technical Assistant
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Melancholy Nights

Neha Perween

Ist Year

Adorned in the melancholy attire, night arrives!
Left behind her, is the ripped dress of dusk.
Or perhaps it was gently discarded?

But discarded nonetheless!

In its silence wake, the cricket chirps
with the husk,

Or perhaps was it the owl’s hoot that Jolts me awake?
My gaze goes through the window and I behold the stars,
The stars which soon are shadowed
as clouds rush from far.

I search for the moon whom clouds
must have barred,

For I find it nowhere as I gaze through
the window-ajar.

But then my stare strays and falls on the sheets,
which are as rumpled as my mind’s
state.

A sigh escapes from the harmonizing
with clock’s beat,

And i can’t find peace which reminds
me of the moon’s retreat.
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Fading Away

Arunava Dey
2nd Year

A dance to remember,
a dance to dream.
This is where my hopes started to begin.
If I am right,
we met on a gloomy night.
[t wasn’t much of a sight,
until you came dazzling with your lights.
Colours of blue, green and red,
which made my mind go blank for a sec.
We spoke for a minute or two,
that is when my interest sparked in you.
We started talking whenever you were on,
never bothered to sleep until dawn was upon.
This went for a year or two,
when you asked me "what about you?”
and i said i felt the same too.
This was then,
but now I cannot stand the sight of you again.
It was only supposed to be us,
but now there is Gauss, cos and calculus.
[ don’t know what to do,
[ fear i might end up losing you.



How are you!
Megha Pal

ond Year

Our answer to the question “How are you?” seems like
such a small thing. But we must answer that question as
many as 10-15 times in a week. So it’s not a small thing at
all. It’s a significant part of our daily life.

When someone asks “How are you?” what do we say?
Our answer is usually not more than a few words. And
yet, that short response tells a lot about us.

Sometimes the replies to "How are you?” include words

such as

“Good.”
“Great.”

“Fantastic.”

These words make anyone feel little better and excited at

the same time...

But sometimes the replies could be

“Horrible.”

“too bad.”

"Lousy.”

When we use words like these, we also diminish our
energy. Can you imagine someone saying ”Could be

worse” with a lot of enthusiasm? Of course not!!



When we're asked “How are you? “and we say “
Horrible!” our emotions is adversely affected. After

Yy
stating that we’re lousy, do we feel better? Of course not.
We feel even more down because of these negative

g

words and these thoughts then generate negative
feelings.

And it’s up to us to break it. Even if real circumstances
in our life persuaded us to state that we're lousy-perhaps
a promising goals fell through, or any problems these
words do nothing to improve the situation. To make
matters worse, our negative reply turns others off,
they’re dragged down into pessimism.

So never turn away from any adverse situations in life

and try to be optimistic in every situation...
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The Soul

Angadraj Singh
2nd Year

A crying kid near the main gate of an old house. She had
a bruise on the forehead. She did not bleed much and
had a queen’s piece in her hand. Vick was a part of the
crowd outside the house. Surprisingly, not even a single
person had the courage to go in.

Seni was a special 12 year old child with special abilities.
But, God had other plans. She was a child prodigy. She
had the ability to perceive situations like no other
individual. She was fond of chess and always got an A+
grade in mathematics. She lived with her foster parents
near her school.

Her foster parents, Elle and Sam, were understanding
and happy. Her foster parents could see Seni’s progress.
They knew, one day, Seni would be a normal child and
would excel in all aspects of life. Gradually as months
passed, Seni’s doctor and her teachers could see an
improvement in her academics and psychologically as
well. It was 1 am, Seni felt uncomfortable. She woke up
and started searching for a queen piece in her chess bag.
She could not find it. She cried and made it a point to
get the queen piece. The next day, as usual Sam dropped
seni to school. Seni instead of going directly to her class,
she went to search for her queen piece. She reached the
backyard and saw a room. Seni peeped and saw 3
masked men, a shovel and a pink scarf exactly what her
foster mother, elle used to wear. She quietly stepped
back and ran to her class. She kept on thinking.



She went back home after 30 mins. Sam opened the
door, and was surprised to see Seni. Sam picked up seni
in his arms. Seni saw her house a bit messed up and
could not see her mother anywhere. Sam was washing

the utensils with seni in her arms.

A phone rang, Sam turned to go, he lost his balance.
Sam tried to save Seni but could not. Seni‘s forehead hit
the corner of the sink. Sam was bleeding and he
collapsed. Seni did not bleed, but she had blood all

around her. Seni crawled towards the main gate for help.

She cried.

Vick was a soul in Seni. Vick made Seni better every
day. Vick evolved himself inside Seni. Vick would
destroy anything which would harm Seni. Sam and Elle
were in a toxic relationship. Sam was suffering from an
intermittent explosive disorder, which led to the death
of Elle. That day when Seni saw those 3 men, Vick saw
one man picking up the queen piece. Vick got a hint of
the actual scenario. While Seni was busy thinking, Vick
laid a trap for Sam. Sam slipped, but Seni had minor

bruises. Vick was with Seni when required.

After Vick completed his job, Seni was left to cry. Vick
was sad and smiled, he was a part of the crowd. Seni dies
long before Vick leaves her. Vick saw Seni cry from

inside.

This was the 4th case in the locality where the cops
found an adult and a child’s'body, but they did not have

any answer.
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About Team Resonance

Sandipan Ganguly
Assistant Professor
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Assistant Professor
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2nd Year
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2nd Year
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1st Year
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1st Year
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1st Year
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1st Year
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Ist Year
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