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HEMANTA SAURAV : a collection of articles presented as a felicitation volume - is a
heartfelt tribute to Dr. Hemanta Kumar Baruah, the Founder and Former Principal of
Lakhimpur Commerce College, a distinguished social worker, litterateur, and former
Vice-President of the Asam Sahitya Sabha.  This commemorative book has been pub-
lished through the gracious initiative of his family members, with the collaboration of
his admirers, and under the courtesy of the Lakhimpur Zila Sahitya Sabha.

The felicitation volume Hemanta Saurav was formally released on 28th
December 2025.
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Memory with Dr. Hemant Kr. Barua Haruhisa Asada
A Tribute to my Father in Law,
Dr Hemanta Kumar Baruah. Tadak Dabi
My grandfather Hobby Dabi
My grandfather Dr. HKB Satyajit Changmai
Forever His Granddaughter: A Tribute to

Strength and Love Padmini Boruah
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Autobiography, Reminiscence  Memoirs

Autobiography is a biography written by the subject about

himself. It is to be distinguished from the memoir - in which

the emphasis is not on the author's developing self, but on

the people, he has known and the events he witnessed-and

from the private diary or journal, which is a day-to-day

record of the events in a man's life which he writes for his

own use and pleasure, with little or no thought of publica-

tion. [M. H. Abrams, A Glossary of Literary Terms, p.15]

“The New

Encyclopaedia Britannica  
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History or record composed from personal observation and

experience. Closely related to, and often confused with, au-

tobiography, a memoir usually differs chiefly in the degree

of emphasis placed on external eventsÊ, whereas writers of

autobiography are concerned primarily with themselves as

subject matter, writers of memoir are usually persons who

have played roles in, or have been close observes of histori-

cal events and whose main purpose is to describe or inter-

pret the events.

'Design and Truth in Autobiography'

(Reminiscences) (Mem-

oir)

(Diary)
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typo-

graphic error

pickoo pekoe) BOP 

British Orange Product Broken orange pekoe
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"The best portion of a good man's life,
His little nameless, unremembered acts
of kindness and of love."

- William Wordsworth
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NEFA

CPWD
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"Grow old along with me!
The best is yet to be

The last of life, for which the first was made"
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The old man and the Sea

The man is not meant for defeat, He may

die but he cannot be defeated
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Commercial Arithmatic

AHSEC 

The Great Men

of literature
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Jam

of Asia Award
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Agro Economic Environment in flood affected Area of

Assam

 

Ph.D.

UGC

Fellowship

An analytics study of the cultural

Aspect of Bihu Festival of Assam

Steering committee
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Doc-

tor of Philosophy

An Analytical Study of Cultural Aspect, Bihu

Festival, Assam

Jem & Asia Award

Kyto
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Agro Economic Environment in flood Af-

fected area & Assam
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What is to give light must endure burning

Viktor Franki
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To

write well express yourself like the common people, but think

like a wise man.
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Intrition

Genius is

one percent inspiration and ninety nine percent perspiration
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James E Faust A greatful

heart is a beginning greatness. It is an expresson of  humility
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The ultimate work

of civilization is the unfolding of ever deeper spiritual under-

standing- Arnold Toynbee

intuition
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In-

tuition

Matshona Dhliwayo

Hnounce of faith is greater than a pound of courege



( )



( )

Goethe

He who never

atc his bread in sorrow, Who never spent the mid night hours

weeping and waiting for morrow, he knows not the heaventy

power. J.W,Goethe

The world we have created is product

of our thinking. It cannot be changed without changing our

thought
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“ We are not here

to play, to dream, to dribt. We have hard work to do, and loads

to lift. Shum not the struggle face it, its God's gift”- Goethe

Skill of Ad-

justment
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Mentally Healthy

Individual

Anti-Social
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Wisdom is not a product of schooling but of the lifelong at-

tempt to acquir Einstin
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Koyota 

Agro

Economic Environment in flood affected area of Assam
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APSC (C.C.E.)

ACS

private 
previous final
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(M.A. in Eco)

A.P.J

M.E.

Ph.D

Will+Work+Perseverance =

Success
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Ranger Leader Basic Training
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B.A. Part-I

B.A. 

B.A. 2nd year 
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B.A. Part-II
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Library and Information  Science

NAAC
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0413 Course

Code

IGNOU

IGNOU  Councellor

Librarian Retired
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DOEAC “ O” Level Course

9th October

NCC IGNOU Course

Jem of Asia Award, Rastriya Siksha Ratna

Award, International Gold Star Millennium Award , Jewal of

India Gold Medal Award

NAAC



( )



( )



( )



( )

Elective

Assamese 
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I. A. Interme-

diate of Arts B.A.

B.A.
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Central PWD Govt. of India

(Lower Division Clerk )

Subansiri District, Daparijo, Arunachal Pradesh

Japanese Thinker

Mecau Usui According to

him-

"I love each and everybody

I will do my work sincerely

I will respect all honestly

I will behave all gently and politely
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I love and respect every living being "

Semi Pucca Building  Higher Secondary 1st

year class Degree

Building

"He was having a dream and desires

How to reach the goal and destiny afterwards "
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facilities like News Paper both English and Assamese,

Journals, history of various reputed persons, other books

etc.) 

B.A.
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 B.Ed. M.A.

 B.Ed.  M.A.

"Self re-

straint, enthusiastic, courageous, sincere attitude, disciplin-

ary activities and a sense of cooperativeness ”
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"People weare their lives on thousand of Choises
In a tapestry of paths, A thousand Joys
Life unfurls thousand doors to tread
freezing souls to sance within society's"

Thread
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In analytical study of the cultural aspect of Bihu festi-

val of assam P hD
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Covid-19
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Principal Room

(all are Fool)
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All India Principal Conferece

Lock-down
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Girls Polytechnic

Secretarial Practice  Diplom

Management Honours

Honours Graduate

ISRO
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Secret recipe 
Class (II)  

Class (vi) 
Bajaj Super St. Marys 
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Personality Development 

 Daily routine
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Follow 
Routine

Adjust 
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Teachers are born

but not made

Teachers are not born

but made
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Memory with Dr. Hemant Kr. Barua
Haruhisa  Asada

Had I not met Mr. Borwa, I would not be who I am today.

In December 2006, I visited Lakhimpur District in Assam for the

first time. I was searching for a suitable village in Upper Assam to

conduct research for my doctoral thesis on the relationship between

rice cultivation and flooding. Since I planned to live in the village to

conduct my fieldwork, I needed to find a local collaborator willing

to let me stay in their home. First, I contacted Prof. A. K. Bhagabati

from the Geography Department at Guwahati University, who put

me in touch with one of his former students, Dr. Swapnali Gogoi. I

visited the Geography Department at North Lakhimpur University,

where she worked. Road conditions were poor at the time, so the

drive from Guwahati to North Lakhimpur town took more than

eight hours. After explaining my request in Sopnali baideo’s office,

she introduced me to a man. That was Dr. Hemant Kr. Barua of

Rongpuria village. I vividly remember Barua sir, appearing at

Bormoriya tiniali in North Lakhimpur town, wearing sunglasses and

a dhoti.

Associate Professor, Nara Women’s University, Japan
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When we met in the end of 2006, Barua sir had just retired from

his college position and seemed to have plenty of free time. Though

a native of the village, he was an intellectual who earned his PhD in

anthropology researching festivals in Assam. My Assamese was

still not sufficiently proficient, it was a blessing for me that we could

communicate in English at home. He showed understanding for my

research activity and warmly welcomed me, urging me to live together

in his village. Rongpuria village was a typical Ahom village located

near the Subansiri River. While not directly affected by floods, its

position as a rice-farming village on the floodplain perfectly matched

the conditions of my research theme. His decision determined my

fate to complete the PhD study.

What worked even more conveniently for me was that Barua

sir’s sons and daughters had all already moved to town to live

independently. Only Barua sir and his wife and his sister lived in the

village house, leaving an entire room with a bed and desk completely

empty. With permission to use that room freely, I was finally able to

begin my fieldwork activities within the village starting in February

2007. Given that finding a research village that met all my conditions

was far from guaranteed, encountering such an ideal village and its

collaborators was truly fortunate. My current perspective on the

Assamese villages and the foundational knowledge for understanding

Assamese society and culture were gradually formed during my

time in Rongpuria village with Barua sir, Baideo, and Pehideo.

From 2007 to 2011, I ended up spending a total of three years in

the village. My memories of village life are truly beautiful, almost

like a dream. Villagers rise at 5 am to begin their daily tasks: cleaning
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the yard, watering the fields, tending to livestock. Barua sir is the

first to wake in his family. He finishes his yard work by morning and

then reads the newspaper over tea around 7 am. This was the time

I would rub my sleepy eyes and get out of bed. Around 8 am, I

would wash myself and do laundry simultaneously. With no shower

or washing machine, both body and clothes were washed using a

bucket filled with water drawn from the well. After hanging the

laundry, breakfast was served just past 9 am. The rice was freshly

cooked, but the side dishes were often leftovers from the previous

evening. After finishing breakfast, it was finally time to head out into

the village for field work.

When I first started living in the village, I couldn’t speak

Assamese well enough yet. So during the day, I’d visit villagers’

homes, drink tea while introducing myself, or catch people working

in the paddy fields to ask them the names of weeds and farming

tools. Rather than formal research, it was more about walking around

the village to understand how people lived. My digital camera proved

invaluable during this time. Smartphones with cameras weren’t yet

common, and taking photos daily was unusual. So, when I

photographed rice fields or houses, villagers often begged me to

take pictures of them too. I was especially popular with the children;

they’d call out to me even when I was walking far away. I developed

the photos during a temporary return to Japan and gave them as

souvenirs during my next visit, which brought great joy. Barua sir

often laughed and scolded me, asking why I was taking photograph

such dirty scenes of villagers.
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I learned everything about Assamese village culture—Bihu,

Bhaona, Bor-Sabha, and more—from Barua sir. He took me to

various places: namghars in the village, Hindu temples in North

Lakhimpur town, the Phato Bihu in Dhakuakhana, and the Assam

Sahitya Sabha held in Demaji. At Barua sir ‘s house, pehideo made

pita and jolopan for me every day. For dinner, I ate with the family:

bhat kerela picked from the garden, khosola (banana stem), and

pet (fish belly) etc. After a year, my Assamese had naturally

improved. I had become an Assamese finally. Even now, I introduce

myself this way: I learned Assamese language and Assamese culture

in Lakhimpur. Dr. Hemant Kr. Barua is my father in Assam.
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A Tribute to my Father in Law,

Dr Hemanta Kumar Baruah.

Tadak Dabi

From the moment I entered Dr. Hemanta Kumar Baruah’s
family as his son-in-law, he never made me feel any less than his
own children. Losing my biological father in 1984 left me fatherless
for many years, but through destiny, I found a father figure in him
after marrying his eldest daughter, Smti Bagdevi Baruah Dabi. His
love and support have filled an important space in my life and in our
family. Dr. H.K.Baruah is a wise and generous man, known for his
rationality and admired by many in the North Lakhimpur District.
He is caring, disciplined, and always ready to solve problems. His
warm and chatty nature make everyone feel welcome, and I have
never felt judged or out of place in his presence.He is a pillar of
strength for our family, always standing by us through any situation,
especially in moments of doubt or confusion. His guidance and
encouragement have shaped our family in ways that words can hardly
express. Alongside his wonderful wife, my mother-in-law, who has
raised a strong and loving woman, Smti Bagdevi Baruah Dabi, for
whom I am deeply grateful. Dr. H.K.Baruah’s dedication to social
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and community welfare began in his school days and has continued
throughout his life. He is a true source of inspiration for today’s
youth, regardless of caste, creed, region, or religion. During his
service years, students fondly called him “Tiger” for his mental
toughness, fairness, and unwavering commitment to the college and
students’ interests.I have found peace and love thanks to him and
his family. My prayer is for his good health and happiness in the days
ahead. Dr. Hemanta Kumar Baruah holds a special place in our
hearts that no one else can ever fill.
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My grandfather

Hobby Dabi

From the time I was little, my Putha has always felt larger than life,
a man whose presence could fill a room, a village, a story. I grew
up hearing tales of how people respected him, even feared him a
little, because of the strength he carried with such quiet authority.
But to me, he was never the stern man others described. To me, he
was the gentle hand on my head, the soft voice calling my name, the
quiet heart that always overflowed with love.

I remember riding on his scooter through the winding village roads,
the sun warm on our backs, the air thick with the smell of earth and
fields and my cousins laughter mingling with the hum of the engine.
What should have been a short trip often turned into a long, mean-
dering journey, because Putha proudly introduced us to everyone
we passed, as if we were his greatest achievements. He spoke of
us with such warmth that even strangers would smile. Those rides
may have taken longer than usual, but they’ve lasted far longer in
my memory.

During my gap year, I stayed with my grandparents for a few months
while preparing for my entrance exams. It was during that time that
I truly began to see and appreciate the quiet beauty of their life
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together, the simplicity, the rhythm, and the love that held it all. I
would watch Putha begin his mornings tending to his cows, take his
morning walks then settle down with a book or his journal with a
sense of calm purpose. Evenings would bring laughter and small
debates as he and Anai watched Bihu Rani, playfully arguing over
which contestant would win. It was in those ordinary moments that
I realised how extraordinary their bond was, how happiness doesn’t
come from having much, but from sharing life with someone who
understands you completely.

My grandparents have always been a constant source of strength
and love in my life. They’ve taught me that true grace lies in humility,
kindness, and staying grounded no matter where life takes you.

As Putha writes his story, I find myself reflecting on the countless
ways he has touched the lives of others and mine most of all. I can’t
help but feel proud of the life he’s lived and the person he is.  I hope
I can carry forward even a small part of the legacy he and Anai
have built, one filled with warmth, compassion, and quiet strength.
For in every chapter of his life, there is a lesson, and in every les-
son, there is love.
My grandfather is a man etched in memory with the simplest yet
most profound details of life. He lives in the village, where his days
unfold quietly, anchored by familiar routines and the presence of
family. There is a certain timelessness about him—like his old rocking
chair, where he often sits, lost in thought, steady and unshaken by
the world rushing outside.

I remember the scooter he once owned, the one on which I sat as
a little girl, holding tightly as though it were a grand adventure. Later
came his car, a mark of his hard work and determination, but in my
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eyes, both vehicles were less about the machines and more about
the man who guided them.

Beside him always stands my grandmother, his caring wife, who
has been both his companion and his quiet strength. Their bond
speaks not in grand gestures, but in the way she anticipates his
needs, in the patience she shows when his hearing falters. My
grandfather cannot hear well, and when he does not catch a word,
he shouts—not out of anger, but out of insistence, out of his refusal
to be left behind in a world that moves too fast and speaks too
softly.

He is a man who embodies resilience, love, and the kind of
rootedness only found in the village life he so cherishes. To me, as
his granddaughter, he is more than the sum of his habits and
possessions—he is a pillar of strength, the keeper of stories, and
the steady hand that helped shape the person I am becoming.

This tribute is a small thread in the novel of his life, one I am honored
to carry forward. For though time changes everything, the memory
of him on his rocking chair, his voice raised to meet the silence, and
the warmth of his presence will never fade.
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My grandfather Dr. HKB

Satyajit Changmai

Hello my name is Satyajit Changnai I am Dr.HKB’s grandson, I’m
blessed with my grandfather, his wisdom and straight forward
approach to life taught a lot of things to me. I remember him visiting
in my early days when I was a child, his voice used to scare me
because it was very disciplined and firm, then slowly I understood
his profession and the reason behind that firm voice.He used to
bring us a lot of joy and gifts when he visited us.

As my father was in the Indian Army, so he got posted to different
states and cities, gladly that didnt create a distance between our
relation.I remember him meeting him for the first time in Bathinda,
Allahabad in 1990s. And whenever we visited North lakhimpur,
Assam went to him and grandmother was a must in the schedule.
Now when I look back that he came to meet us all the way from
Assam to all the places my father was posted to. I  understand that
his love was that very deeply rooted, and unconditional.Now I’m
32 years old and I’m a professional athlete who represented my
country in multiple Sports, I’m one of the earliest guys to represent
Indian MMA on the global stage and a viral sports format Sport
Slap fighting. I’m the first Indian athlete to represent India in the
Slap fighting Championship. I have been fond of all Sports since
childhood. I used to represent my school in multiple sports like
cricket, football, and volleyball. I’m glad to have such DNA.
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Forever His Grand daughter: A Tribute to

Strength and Love

Padmini Boruah

In the quiet corners of my childhood memories, where much
has faded into a soft blur, one figure stands vivid and unwavering -
my grandfather. His presence was a warm embrace, a beacon of
love that shaped who I am today. I remember so little from those
early years, yet ever0y thought of him bring a flood of warmth, as if
his love alone could fill the gaps in my recollection. He was a man
of quiet strength, guided by the timeless teachings of the Bhagavad
Gita, and his life was a testament to virtue, resilience, and
compassion. To be called his granddaughter is my greatest pride,
and through this reflection, I hope to honor the legacy he has woven
into my heart.

My mother often shared a story that captures my
grandfather’s boundless affection. As a child, I would eagerly wait
for him to return from work. With a tired but joyful smile, he’d sit
me on his lap and feed me every bite of his meal, as if his own
hunger vanished in the act of nurturing me. “Your stomach is full
when your heart is,” he’d say, his voice soft like the evening breeze.
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Those moments, taught me that love is selfless, a gift given without
expecting anything in return.

Beyond his care for me, my grandfather’s heart extended
to my mother, whom he treated as his own daughter. In a world
where the absence of a biological father could have left a void, he
filled her life with unwavering support, never letting her feel alone.
His respect for her dreams and his gentle guidance shaped her
strength, and in turn, mine. This generosity of spirit made him a
pillar in our family, a man who built bridges of love where others
might have seen divides.

My grandfather is the epitome of resilience, a man who
faced life’s storms with the courage of a warrior and the wisdom of
a sage. Guided by Lord Krishna’s teachings in the Bhagavad Gita,
he lived with integrity and purpose. Whether it was a financial
hardship or a personal loss, he stood taller after every fall, his eyes
gleaming with determination. I recall his stories of struggle, told not
with bitterness but with a quiet resolve that inspired me to face my
own challenges. His faith in God, which he passed down to me,
became the compass for my values, rooting me in my cultural heritage
and a deep sense of purpose.

One of the qualities I admire most is his respect for my
grandmother, a rarity in our patriarchal society. He treated her as
an equal, sharing responsibilities and valuing her voice. I can still
see them sitting together, her laughter mingling with his as they
discussed the day’s events over a cup of chai. This partnership was
a living lesson in equality, showing me that love and respect are the
foundations of a meaningful life.
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In the years following the pandemic, our bond grew deeper,
almost as if I were his friend rather than his granddaughter. His eyes
would light up like stars when I walked into the room, a silent
reminder of his unconditional love. Even when he disagreed with
my choices, he shared his perspective with kindness, never
judgment, teaching me the art of understanding. I cannot imagine a
world without his presence, a world where his laughter no longer
echoes or his wisdom no longer guides.

My grandfather’s legacy is not just in the stories I cherish
or the values he instilled; it is in the way I strive to live every day - to
be half as good, half as kind, and half as resilient as he is. His name
carries the weight of virtue, and I hope to honor it by carrying forward
his lessons of love, faith, and equality. As I walk my own path, I
carry his light within me, forever proud to be his granddaughter,
forever inspired to live up to the man he is.

-
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