
 

 

 

From the lofty Himalayan hills, 

To Dooars’ mighty plains, 

A call is heard, a voice thrills                 2 

All throughout the terrain: 

“Lighted to shine,                                     2 

for endless time” 

SHMDians marching to its strain {2} 

We are clad in white and blue, 

And our values always high. 

Armed with wisdom and knowledge true, 

Conquering all that before us lie. 

In the scorching sun, or pouring rain, 

SHMDians marching to its strain {2} 

With spirits high and hearts ablaze, 

And minds that surely know, 

That in the dark and ignorant days, 

The path is ours to show. 

In the scorching sun, or pouring rain, 

SHMDians marching to its strain {2} 


