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A Debt of Gratitude which Every Assamese owes

By
BipIN KUMAR BARGOHAIN

In being asked to write on Professors S. K. Bhuyan and B. K.
Barua I feel greatly honoured. But, when I sat down to write my reminis-
cences and appraisement of the great qualities of their heads and hearts,
I felt completely blank, which, I am sure, is due to the long found truth
that when the heart is full, words are few. However, I will put in a few
lines only by way of paying my humble tributes to their memory as one
of those many persons who had the privilege of basking in the warmth of
personal friendship of the two great souls. I say “many persons” because
both Suryya Kumar Bhuyan and Birinchi Kumar Barua were nothing but
out and out gentlemen and I feel sure that all who came in personal touch!
with them at once felt at home and imbibed a sort of confidence which
told them that here are two men before whom you can completely unbosom
yourself and in whom you can confide the most secret of your secrets
and also look forward to help and advice of any kind that they could
possibly give you.

I met Professor Bhuyan for the first time when I joined Cotton
College as a First Year student in Intermediate Science. He was Superin-
tendent of the First Block Hostel which was known as the Old Block.
Having left home to live on my own for the first time in my young life,
like any other in my place, I also felt uneasy at Gauhati and longed in
the heart of my hearts to run away from hostel and go back home to
wrap myself in the protective warmth of my parents’ wide wings. So,
perhaps like an unsophisticated bride in the husband’s room still quietly
shedding tears for the home just left behind and writing letters whenever
she got a chance, I also kept brooding for home and spent all the evenings
in the first few days of my hostel life in writing letters to my home.
Professor Bhuyan used to walk round the hostel once every evening. I knew
that T was expected to study and not to write letters. I was, therefore, terribly
nervous when in the first few evenings Professor Bhuyan found me engrossed
in letter writing. I was sure he would give me a severe rocket. But, instead,
he treated me very affectionately, asked me if I was writing a letter, and
left. The second, time he found me busy in the same operation, he did not
scold me either. But I felt that perhaps he did not like that I should still
spend the evenings in writing letters. I stopped writing letters every evening.
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He used to take me to his residence and introduce me to various authors
and different books which he possessed in a very homely but rich library.
From the very first day insisted that I should sit for the I.C.S. examinafion
in due course, and he advised me how one should prepare for it even
from one’s school days. I soon became interested in his library and I
stopped fretting for home. His soft voice, parental love and sense of an
understanding of the other party’s feeling, all converted me into being a
member of his family and I remained so ever afterwards. Maybe, many
others also have had the same experience and the same feeling toward
him, which would only prove his impartiality and universal love. He not
only encouraged me to write articles for the College magazine, but he
also forced me to write one or two others which he published in it. I did
not know him before. He did not know me béfore. Our castes were
quite different. I did not come of a rich family. Still he took me as his
son and treated me as such even till our last meeting which took place
only a month or two immediately before he passed away. I cannot recall
any occasion on which I found him to be angry or rude to any one. The
image in which he appears in my mind whenever I think of him is the
soft spoken fatherly figure wearing a dhoti that does not reach downward
right up to the ankle, a fatuwa covering the torso, and a silk chadar in
summer or an eri chadar in winter over the fatuwa and always a pair of
slippers for the dress and a bewitching smile perpetually illuminating a
calm and poised bearing.

Even if I did not have the priceless privilege of receiving his love
and paternal care, I as an Assamese first and as an Ahom next, would
have remained ever grateful to him for all the life-long devotion and far-
sightedness with which he worked day and night to bring into light
Assam’s glorious past. I feel very proud when I recall how he took every
care to inspire me with the same spirit with which he himself was evi-
dently fired in our estimation of the Ahom swargadeos and their illustrious
ministers. Once he gave me a unique honour (because I was a very
junior student then ) by asking me to be a co-translator with a senior and
bright scholar like Harendranath Sarma, of a historical thesis which
Professor Bhuyan had written in English. The translated version came
out in the Awahan. 1 was then a First Year student and Sarma was in“the
Fourth Year. Still young as I was, I was so very impressed with his
missionary spirit in carrying out research activities in the Department of
Historical and Antiquarian Studies that I wrote an article in the 4Awahan
(5th Year, 7th number, Ba’hag 1856 Saka) under the caption “afit asam
aru Adhyapak Siaryya Kumar Bhiiyd” in which I said on the institution:
“No body bothers to find out where the mountain stream’s origin lies.
Even if some do, they are very few. The stream, however, does not care
a bit for that and she goes on flowing ceaselessly overcoming snags of
brambles and bushes, tearing open the breast of stones and. trampling
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over woods and forests. We see the same stream majestically flowing
in the valley as a wide river with whose help the earth becomes green
with vegetation, and towns and cities become prosperous. But where
did this blissful river rise ?—in a feeble streamlet hidden away from
the man’s eye. Just in the same way the foundation of a great insti-
tution which we feel confident we shall see in'the course of a few years
only, fully grown up as a seat of studies and culture of the glorious
treasures of Assam’s past history, is being laid behind the sight of the
Assamese public. . . . This institution is rapidly growing from strength
to strength as a result of the uncommon labour and efforts which respected
Professor Srijut Suryya Kumar Bhuyandev has put in.” At that time,
the D.H.A.S., Assam, was located in one of the rooms of Professor
Bhuyan’s private residefice and Mr Bentinck, Commissioner of Divisions,
was the Director, and Prof. Bhuyan, Assistant Director. The small room
in Prof. Bhuyan’s house attracted eminent scholars and V.I.P.’s residing in,
or visiting, Assam from all over the world. His house became a sort of
a temple for scholars. Prof. Bhuyan was the embodiment of that temple,
simple in look but bubbling with spirit within. His ever unassuming nature
and humility were the fort¢ of his character and with it he conquered any
one who came near him.

Professor Bhuyan must have felt greatly disappointed when I even-
tually showed no sign of becoming an I.C.S. But he never withdrew his
love for me. When I left studies in due course and settled down as a man
of the world, I still found him treating me as a beloved son of his and
my family as members of his own family. I was not surprised to see that
even in their very first meeting with him, my little daughter and my wife
took to him as though they had known him all the time. Such was
Professor Bhuyan’s personal magnetism. When I was Political Officer at
Margherita, the public held a session of the All Assam Buddhist Con-
ference there and I was Chairman of the Reception Committee. Governor
Shri Jairamdas Doulatram inaugurated the Conference and Professor
Bhuyan presided. A large number of monks and priests came to the con-
ference from Burmah also. I had the honour of accommodating the
President in my bungalow for the two or three nights of the Conference.
Being busy with the Governor, I could not look after Professor Bhuyan
as I should have. But, as I have said above, Professor Bhuyan was so
very unassuming and so very understanding, that he made himself at home
and he never gave me even a slight hint that I was failing in my duties
as his host. His ever-present smile and equanimity kept any feeling of
annoyance, even if he had it, completely hidden. But I doubt if he had
any such feeling really. For, he was a real yogi, who was unruffled in
sorrow and equally indifferent amid pleasure. I am yet to meet a man
who would speak ill of Professor Bhuyan.

The last time I met Professor Bhuyan was on his last visit to
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Dibrugarh only a few months before his death. His health was indifferent.
But he was still wearing that smile on his lips which immediately wins
one and all. He was evidently suffering physically. But he never gave
out any indication of it by making any complaint or any fuss. He was
too ill to accept any appointment such as an invitation to a party or a
meeting away from home. Still, he gladly agreed to oblige me and my
colleagues of the Dibrugarh Town Congress Committee by paying a call
at the Congress Bhawan where we had decided to hold a reception in his
honour. It was surely not because he was greedy of honour. He had
honour galore and he could have easily avoided our invitation. But he
was too kind-hearted to hurt us. He was too much of a real gentleman
to refuse our invitation. And that was the last I saw of my most beloved
and most revered guru.

Professor Suryya Kumar Bhuyan is no more alive. But his memory
will remain indelible in my mind as long as I remain conscious. It was
he who taught me to respect myself as an Assamese as the proud inheritor

of a glorious past. I think the debt of gratitude which every Assamese
owes him is too big to be repayable.



