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From the Principal's Desk

Years come and years go, and each year is remembered for what we 
achieve during the period. In the life of a young college, progress 
and development take place gradually over the years, with each year 
contributing a little to making the institution stronger, more remarkable 
and helping in creating an identity for itself. Last year proved to be a 
watershed, due to some very exciting recognitions that the college 
garnered due to the efforts put in by students, faculty and staff.  

Our concerted effort at making a difference paid off, first, by the college 
being accredited with grade ‘A’ by NAAC, that too at a very high grade 
of 3.31 that was much more than what some of the more acclaimed 
colleges of the University were able to garner.

Secondly, it is a matter of great honour that the College was sanctioned an 
Incubation Centre by the Department of Training & Technical Education 
(DTTE), Government of NCT of Delhi, thus joining the elite group of 
educational institutions which have got support initially for a period of three years with an annual grant of 
Rs.1.5 crores. As part of this sanction, the College is in the process of setting-up a Company inStart Foundation 
@ ANDC under Section 8 of Company Act. The prime aim is to foster a culture of entrepreneurship, start-ups 
and Intellectual Property creation that can lead to value creation, jobs and employment and help social and 
economic upliftment.

Then, the recognition of Acharya Narendra Dev College and 7 of its science departments as ‘STAR’ under 
the Department of Biotechnology, GOI did not come too late! The award translates into more workshops for 
students, funds for equipment, and training for staff! 

The college banner carried high into the skies by the lovely multicolored balloons released by Professor 
Yogesh K Tyagi in a crisp morning symbolized the heights that the college and its students aim to achieve!  
The occasion was the Culmination function of the year long Rajatotsav – the Silver Jubilee celebrations, 
where the Hon’ble Vice Chancellor Professor Tyagi was the Chief Guest.  The event was also made special 
due to its inclusive nature – the Inter-College para-sports event with 13 colleges participating and presence 
of guests extraordinaire - medal winners and participants of the Rio Paralympics!

The College choir’s performance at the culmination function also resulted in two singing sensations of the 
College – Vishal Sharma of B.Sc. Physical Science (CS) and Sakshi Tyagi B. Sc. (H) Chemistry  getting selected 
for the University Choir for performance at the University Convocation last year.  Also, our theatre society 
Dhwani was asked to perform a street play at the Delhi University Flower Show in February 2017 – and they 
did the college proud with the performance of ‘Earth Sastra’.  My congratulations to all of them!

A college can believe it has come of age when its alumni are willing to ‘give back’ to their alma mater! 
The academic session 2016 – 2017 will go down as a transformative one for the college because of the 
institution of first-ever scholarship endowment by an alumnus from the first batch of B. Sc. (H) Electronics 
course. Abhinav Halen instituted two merit-cum-means scholarships every year, for students of Department 
of Electronics. The year also saw Dr. Ravi Toteja, Vice Principal and Best Teacher awardee by DHE for the 3



current year set-up one merit-cum-means scholarship for a girl child in the Department of Zoology in 
memory of his mother.      

Acharya Narendra Dev College has over the years has set high standards for itself and striven hard to work 
towards the challenges it set itself!  It was important the college make a name and be identified amongst 
the best – we struggled in the beginning, but with time we did it!  Our rankings in national magazines of 
repute at Admission time and the NAAC scores prove that!   We wanted to make a difference in the lives of 
the students we mentor!  We set up research facilities, personality developing activities like theatre, music, 
debate, youth parliament, sports – all as regular activities.  We felt the need to support students – we set up 
SAKSHAM for financial aid and EXPLORE to provide students one excursion for every child in college, ELITE 
– for summer projects with financial support.

All this and more student friendly practices are being adopted – yet it is upsetting when many students 
don’t grab with both hands the opportunities that the college provides! When students get left out of 
SAKSHAM because they did not apply, or not go for EXPLORE or ELITE because their parents did not allow, 
or not join ECPDT or SPIE or NSS because of simple procrastination.

Where else would they get facilities for self-issue and self-return of library books, be able to track of 
attendance online, pay fees from their homes; receive personalized sms’s and emails that inform?  Where 
would they get faculty that cared so much? That looked for opportunities to push and support students 
into activities like entrepreneurship? Research?  That we care is also borne by the fact that we have a 
professional counsellor available 6 hours a week – where students can drop by to discuss their problems – 
both personal and about their careers!  

My only request to students is that they should explore, give themselves a chance, not to foreclose anything 
without once trying, not to ever believe that there are things that they cannot do, and are beyond them.  
The world is an open place and it is only the brave and the persevering that can make it!!  So, dream big, 
and believe in yourselves……

Savithri Singh

March 16, 2017                                                                                                                                             Principal
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Editorial

"Periods of nostalgia are impossible to predict or explain" – these 
words by the Canadian novelist Russell Smith are running through my 
mind as I begin to pen down my thoughts. I cannot help but recall the 
fond memories associated with Insight – our College Magazine. It is 
now the fourth year for me as a member of the Students’ Editorial 
Team and being a part of this team has helped me learn and grow.

Working as an editor since my first year in college has been a wonderful 
experience. Not only did I get to go through some brilliantly written 
articles and poems but also happened to improve my vocabulary and 
even pronunciation (when I sometimes used to read aloud a piece to 
check for any grammatical or structural errors). Compilation of the 
magazine also improved my managerial skills and successfully keeping 
track of the large number of entries we receive, as well as, assigning 
responsibilities to the fellow editors was both challenging and gratifying. I would like to thank my fellow 
editors, who, with their cooperation and dedication, ensure that each year, we are able to roll out a fresh 
edition of our beloved college magazine. I also express my gratitude to the convenors and all the faculty 
members who have been a part of the Editorial Board over the years and have been providing guidance to 
the Student Editors by ensuring that we (the student editors) take up new initiatives and responsibilities.

We are delighted to have welcomed some new faces in the Editorial Board, who, I am sure, will carry 
on the good work. The eagerness of the students to be a part of this team also reaffirms our efforts to 
involve a greater number of students in the process of inviting, editing and shortlisting the entries. I am 
happy that now Insight also acts as a platform that enables students to not only express their opinions and 
experiences but also helps to overcome the hesitation that one sometimes feels when submitting an entry 
for publication for the first time.

 This year too, we received some good contributions from students in the form of articles, poems and 
sketches. Shortlisting the entries that you find in the magazine was a difficult task as space constraints 
do not allow us to accommodate all the entries that we receive. One is bound to find enjoyment in the 
memorable stories, poems and beautiful sketches that are weaved together to create this mosaic of ideas 
and expression. 

I hope that this edition motivates and inspires you to contribute and also helps you to learn. I feel like 
plunging into nostalgia again as I realize that this is the final editorial I have written for Insight and fondly 
reminisce the four years that have gone by…

Ankit Pant

B. Tech. Computer Science, IV Year

Editor-in-chief  (English)
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सम्पादकीय

कला व सार्हतय मानव मर्तषक करे  रचतंन व हृदय की ्पंदन की स्हज पररणरत ्ह।ै 
सार्हतय नरे समाज की सोच और रदशा पर ्हमरेशा ग्हरा प्भाव छोड़ा ्ह।ै मानव जमीवन में 
यौवन व तरुणाई का काल वो समय ्ह ैजब ्हमारमी चरेतना ्वछंद ्होतमी ्ह।ै यवुा मर्तषक 
मानरसक व भावनातमक तौर पर आदशचिवादमी और यथिाथिचिवादमी ्होता ्ह।ै यौवन रनमाचिणकारमी 
्होता ्ह ै परनत ुअ्धमीर यौवन र्हसंक व रवधवंशकारमी भमी ्हो जाता ्ह।ै म्हारवद्ालय में 
रबताए गए जमीवनकाल अथिाचित यौवन का काल, इसरलए न रसरचि  म्हत्वपणूचि ्ह,ै बर्क 
समाज व राषट्र करे  दृरटिकोण सरे प्ासंरगक भमी ्ह।ै समाज व राषट्र तो यवुा करे  रबना मतृप्ाय ्ह।ै 

आचायचि नरेंद्र दरेव म्हारवद्ालय की वाररचिक पररिका “इनसाईट” एक बार ररर अपनरे भमीतर 
रवरव्ध रंगों को समरेटकर आपकरे  समक्ष नई साज सजजा व कलरेवर करे  साथि प््ततु ्ह।ै 
सामारजक सरोकार सरे जड़ुरे मदु्रे, लैंरगक समानता, यवुा मर्तषक का अतंर्द्वंद, ्वतंरि रटपपणमीयाँ, क्हारनयाँ, करवताए,ँ कटाक्ष सरे 
लरेकर रचरिकारमी व लरलतकला करे  तमाम ब्ुहरंगमी रंगों का समचुचय ्ह ै–“इनसाईट”। मखुय समपादक करे  रूप में समपादक मडंलमी 
का सद्य बनना एक ब्ुहआयाममी व रोमांचकारमी अनभुव थिा। मैं आभारमी ्ूह ँअपनरे रशक्षक का रजनकी कृपा दृरटि की वरृटि में 
समपादन का कायचि सगुमता सरे संपनन ्हो पाया। यवुा मन तो ्वाभाव सरे ्हमी मासमू व रनषकलरु ्होता और उनकी रचनाओ ंकी 
वयंजना की गूंज तो सारत्वकता की चरमोतकरचि की रवजय-गमीत करे  सामान ्ह।ै इन गमीतों की म्धरु तान में मैं स्हसा बोल पड़ा-
“सार्हतय ्हमी स्ुधा ्ह,ैसार्हतय ्हमी ्वाबलंबन ्ह”ै।

कला की इस उतसव गमीत में रवभोर ्होतरे ्हमें अपनमी रजममरेदाररयों करे  प्रत भमी सजग र्हनरे की जरूरत ्ह।ै इस दरेश करे  तारुणय, इस दरेश 
करे  वसंत ्होनरे करे  कारण य्ह रनतांत आवशयक ्ह ैरक ्हम अतमीत करे  अनभुवों को वतचिमान की कसौटमी पर कसकर एक नतून भरवषय 
की आ्धाररशला रखें  ज्हाँ प्रेम, समरसता, सहृदयता, रवर्दता व रचनातमकता की प्चरुता ्हो। सकारातमकता करे  मकरंद का पान 
्हमी ्हमारमी चरेतना को बौरधिक बल दरे सकता जो आगरे ्हमाररे पथि पर ्हमें उजाचिवान बनाए रखरेगा। ब्ुहत आवशयक ्ह ैरक ्हमारा मागचि 
संकीणचिता और संकुचन का न्हीं बर्क आतममीयता और दरूदशशी सोच सरे भरा ्हो, अपनरे दरेश का भरवषय ्हमाररे कन्धों पर ्ह ैय्ह 
्हमें ्हर वक्त याद रखना पड़रेगा। य्ह पथि चा्हरे जैसा भमी इसरे ्हमें पार अकरे लरे ्हमी करना ्ह,ै अपना रा्ता ्वयं ्हमी बनाना ्ह।ै बधुि का 
सनदरेश- “अपपो दमीपो भव” अथिाचित अपना प्काश ्वयं बनो,्हमें अगंमीकृत करनरे की जरुरत ्ह।ै राषट्र-करव “रदनकर” करे  शबदों में-

रवक्रममी परुुर लरेरकन रसर पर, चलता न क्षरि परुखों का ्धर।

अपना बल तरेि जगाता ्ह,ै सममान जगत में पाता ्ह।ै।

अगं्रेजमी की रचनाकार पमी. बमी. शरेलमी नरे करवयों और लरेखकों को दरुनया का “अनरभज्ात काननू-रनमाचिता” बताया ्ह।ै मरेररे रवचार 
सरे य्ह शबद ्हमें अपनमी रिममरेदाररयों करे  प्रत उत्तरदायमी ्होनरे का अ्हसास रदलातरे ्हैं। छारि जमीवन में शरुचता परमावशयक ्ह,ै ्हमें 
अपनरे मागचि में आए मरुशकलों सरे जझूना तो ्ह ैपरनत ुशरुचता करे  दायररे में। सरलता तभमी मू् यवान और साथिचिक मानमी जाएगमी।  

यूँ तो कला एक नरूानमी स्तोत ्ह ैपर ्हर कला में पणूचिता संभावय र्हतमी ्ह।ै इस पणूचिता करे  इतर अपणूचिता को दरेखना भमी एक कला ्ह,ैजो 
एक पारखमी ्हमी कर सकता ्ह,ै आप अपणूचिता करे  सौंदयचि का अवलोकन कीरजए...

अतं में समपादक मडंल करे  सभमी सद्यों का सा्धवुाद! अपनरे रशक्षकों का रवशरेर आभार, आचायचि नररेनद्र दरेव म्हारवद्ालय करे  
सभमी छारिों को उनकरे  मगंलमय एवं सफ़ल भरवषय करे  रलए ्हारदचिक शभुकामनाए।ँ 

 मनीष भरद्वाज
बी.एस.सी. (विशषे)  रसवायन शवास्त्र, ततृीय िष्ष

 मखुय संपवादक (विनदी)
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All Good Things of Life are Free

Human beings have a tendency to add monetary value to everything in life. It’s true that money is important 
but it cannot assure fulfilment and satisfaction. With a rat race going on around us, where each of us is trying 
to beat the other, eliminating the weak and the trodden in the process, people have forgotten to appreciate 
joyous feelings, the feeling of lying on a mountain top with the setting sun on the horizon. The flight of birds 
over the orange hued sky, boats crossing the rivers slowly are now just reminiscent of renaissance paintings. 
These sights are available for free to both the prince and the pauper yet, we crib over materialistic things 
that have short term existence. The great American philosopher, Henry David Thoreau, has very succinctly 
described the endless bounties of Nature in his books: “The setting sun is reflected from the windows of the 
alm house as brightly as from the rich man’s abode, the snow melts before its door as early in the spring.” 
We humans have attached so much importance to money, glory and fame that emotions have very little 
meaning left now. Emotions come at no cost, yet they are priceless. One can’t put a value tag on a mother’s 
love, the warm hug of a true friend in the darkest of hours has no measure, the pain of a beloved one’s 
departure and the joy of a new member in the family are beyond expression. These emotional treasure 
chests are infinite like the sky, yet hard cash is what we have a longing for. Wealth is not useless but at 
times, the need for it is exaggerated. No one can survive in this reckless world without money. However, 
superfluous wealth cannot buy happiness. As rightly said by the great Henry David Thoreau, “Money is not 
required to buy one necessity of the soul.” One does not have to possess the Sun or the Moon in order to 
enjoy a sunrise or a sunset or the soothing moonlight.

Sukrit Kumar Singh

B. Sc. (H) Mathematics, III Year

समय बलवपान

समय 'ब्हाकर' लरे जाता ्ह,ै

'नाम' और 'रनशान'...

कोई '्हम' में ब्ह जाता ्ह,ै

कोई 'अ्हम' में बबाचिद ्हो जाता ्ह.ै..

बोल ममीठरे  न ्हो तो,

'र्हचरकयाँ' भमी शायद आतमी ्हैं...

घर 'बड़ा' ्हो या 'छोटा',

अगर 'रमठास' ना ्हो तो,

'इसंान' कया -'चींरटयाँ' भमी न्हीं आतमी ।।

मनीष कुमवार 

बी.एस.सी. (विशषे) इलेक्ट्रोवनक्स, वद्तीय िष्ष
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Causeless Happiness

Beaming eyes, several packets of food, pack of cards, badminton rackets, frisbee, etc. and of course, a well 
thought of itinerary. But really, all you need is to be present, the rest is always taken care of. Sounds familiar 
to most of us – a day out with our friends. Oh, we’ve all been through it – the never ending exploration of 
eat outs through the ‘Nearby’ option of Zomato, the laughter, the metro rides. Yes, college is about to end 
but that excitement to share home-made food, to watch some new TV show you never knew about, to fight 
with the ‘golgappe waala’ for extra ‘paani’, to make paper boats or planes, and so on, exists. There is an odd 
sense of satisfaction and familiarity in these little pleasures.

As time passes by, we grow up. We pack our bags, get going, to new cities to, may be, find the right job, the 
right degree to go for next or may be just to travel far enough. They say, if you travel far enough, you will find 
yourself. But I believe, the journey within gives us much more. But once in a blue moon, reflecting, pausing 
for a while to reminisce, brings so much joy that one feels content. Of course, not all experiences are as 
exhilarating but even those have taught us that life is a box of chocolates and you actually don’t have to end 
up on a wrapper. There is always room for more chocolates. The last time I felt this extravagantly peaceful 
was back when I was in Ross Island. It was totally unexpected. My brother and I were pretty tired by the 
time we reached the place; we walked for quite some time and found the dilapidated church the Island is 
famous for. We were feeling better, we walked some more distance but as soon as we saw the beach side 
that view from the sea cliff, there was this energy the splashing waves and the magical wind brought to us. 
The wind blew my hair yet nuzzled softly on my face. May be sometimes all you want is the beautiful view 
of the sea to admire peace with natural wallpaper, carved in rock by the tides. Such is the bliss you want to 
share with your loved ones. I don’t think we should ever lose out on such moments even if things don’t go 
as planned or as expected.

 This reminds me of an event I was part of in March 2016. The World Culture Festival was indeed memorable 
but who had thought that on the opening day when almost 1700 Kathak artists were going to attempt to 
enter their performance in the Guinness Book of World Records, there would be such heavy rainfall. The 
dresses all wet, no green room that can possibly fit in thousands of people, the make-up literally draining, 
and since there were no umbrellas, we all were shivering by the time the rain stopped. It was chaotic. 
But then as the announcement started and we saw the crew literally doing all they could to help us, from 
draining water from those huge speakers to giving us polythene bags to save ourselves from the rain, we, as 
performers, felt this urge to perform. In fact, I’d never witnessed a full arc rainbow in my life, and thanks to 
the extent of the stage, I saw its beauty. That too, just before doing what I love, dancing. I’m sure we all had 
a different glow on our faces of finally being able to dance together and we did make it happen.

Wondering where I am going with this? I don’t know, I felt like writing because I was missing my friends…the 
last semester of college. But the best part is that I am happy and when it comes from within, it is expressed 
even in your work.

Ipshita Mishra

B. Tech. Computer Science, IV Year
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रपाक्षस

'राक्षस' यरे शबद सनुतरे ्हमी रदमाग में ऐसरे जमीवों की त्वमीर उभर आतमी ्ह ैरजनका चरे्हरा भयानक, खनू सरे सनरे लमबरे दांत, बड़मी–बड़मी   
आखँरे और काला चरे्हरा, लंबरे नाखनू और न जानें कया-कया! रजनकरे  ि्हन में यरे त्वमीर न आए तो जरुर ररर रामायण का रावण, 
कुमभकरण और मरेघनाद अवशय आतरे ्होंगरे रजनका ्हर वरचि रवजयदशममी (दश्हरा) की शाम को द्हन रकया जाता ्ह।ै दश्हररे करे  
रदन जलायरे जानरे वालरे यरे तमीन राक्षस भमी लोगों करे  र्दारा अकसर भयानक रूप में ्हमी बनायरे जातरे ्ह ैकयोंरक शायद उनको लगता ्ह ै
रक बरुा ्हमरेशा बदसरूत ्हमी ्होगा या ्होना चार्हयरे जबरक असलमी रावण को तो रकसमी नरे दरेखा न्हीं। अब सोचनरे की बात तो यरे ्हो 
जातमी ्ह ैरक वा्तव में राक्षस की पररभारा कया ्ह?ै कया भयानक चरे्हररे वालों को ्हमी राक्षस क्हतरे ्हैं या ररर कभमी राक्षस सनुदर 
चरे्हररे वाला भमी ्हो सकता ्ह?ै कया वरे पश ुजैसरे रदखतरे ्होंगरे या पक्षमी, सरमीसपृ, ममीन (मछलमी) या ररर मनषुय की तर्ह या इनमें सरे 
कोई भमी बात रकसमी को राक्षस क्हनरे करे  रलए पयाचिप्त  ्ह ै्हमी न्हीं? कया राक्षस सतयगु, रिरेतायगु और र्दापर यगु में ्हमी ्होतरे थिरे और 
व्हीं समाप्त ्हो  गए या ररर आज (कलयगु में) भमी राक्षसों का अर्ततव ्ह?ै

आज कोई राक्षस ्ह ैया न्हीं यरे जाननरे करे  रलए ्हमें समझना ्होगा थिोड़ा उन राक्षसों करे  बाररे में जो आज सरे ्हिारों वरचि पवूचि  मौजदू 
थिरे। य्ह माना जाता ्ह ैरक रावण (जो एक ब्ुहत कू्रर राक्षस थिा) भोलरेनाथि म्हादरेव का ब्ुहत बड़ा भक्त थिा। रशव का इतना बड़ा 
भक्त ्होनरे करे  बाद भमी उसरे राम करे  ्हाथिों मरना पड़ा कयोंरक व्ह अतयाचारमी ्हो गया थिा।

यरद आज दरेखा जाए तो आज भमी ्हम राक्षसों को दरेख सकतरे ्हैं बर्क राक्षस जारत आज भमी इसमी ्धरतमी पर मौजदू ्ह।ै जमी ्हाँ य्ह 
सतय ्ह ैरक राक्षस आज भमी मौजदू ्हैं लरेरकन उन्हें प्तयक्ष आखँों सरे दरेखना थिोड़ा करठन ्ह।ै इन राक्षसों को दरेखनरे करे  रलए ज्ान का 
प्काश चार्हए और तकचि  की आखँरे।

आज रजन आतंकवारदयों नरे रवश्व को द्हला कर रखा ्ुहआ ्ह ैसोरचयरे कया वरे रकसमी भमी रूप में राक्षसों सरे कम ्हैं? सतय तो य्हमी ्ह ै
रक यरे ्हमी ्हैं असलमी राक्षस। इनकरे  सभमी कायचि उन राक्षसों जैसरे ्हमी ्ह।ै प्ाचमीन समय करे  राक्षस मनषुयों सरे जबरन अपनमी बात मनवातरे 
थिरे और आज करे  यरे राक्षस (आतंकवादमी) भमी बंदकू करे  दम पर ऐसा ्हमी करतरे ्हैं। प्ाचमीन राक्षस जब रकसमी नर को बंदमी बना लरेतरे तो 
उसरे ब्ुहत यातनाए ँदरेतरे और उसकी ब्ुहत ददचिनाक ्हतया करतरे थिरे, आज करे  यरे राक्षस (आतंकवादमी) भमी लोगों को ब्ुहत भयाव्ह 
मौत दरेतरे ्ह।ै प्ाचमीन काल में भमी कई राक्षस अचछरे थिरे और बाद में अचछरे मागचि सरे भटक कर बरुरे कायचि करनरे लगरे और आज भमी 
तो कई यवुा, बचचरे ऐसरे ्हमी ्हैं जो कुछ राक्षसों करे  संपकचि  में आकर अचछरे मागचि सरे भटककर बरुरे मागचि में रंस जातरे ्हैं और बरुरे कायचि 
करनरे लगतरे ्हैं और समझतरे ्हैं रक जैसरे रसफ़चि  व्हमी स्हमी ्हैं जोरक वा्तव में गलत ्होता ्ह।ै प्ाचमीन काल में राक्षस अपनरे सारथियों 
को भमी प्तारड़त करनरे सरे न्हीं चकूता थिा। 

प्ाचमीन काल करे  राक्षस कई बार मर्हलाओ ंको अगवा कर लरे जातरे थिरे, आज करे  राक्षस भमी तो य्हमी करतरे ्ह।ै भारतमीय सं्कृरत कभमी 
भमी इन राक्षसों को सरल  ्होनरे न्हीं दरे सकतमी। रसकंदर को भारत सरे वापस लौटना पड़ा, सरे्यकुस को ्हार का सामना करना पड़ा, 
सम्ाट अशोक कू्रर सरे दयावान ्हो गया, कारण करे वल भारत की सं्कृरत थिमी जो करे वल जान लरेनरे सरे ्हमी व्ह मानरसक बल प्ाप्त 
्होता जो शारमीररक शरक्त को  बढ़ा दरेता और बरुरे लोगों और बरुाई सरे लड़नरे करे  योगय बना दरेता ्ह।ै आज ्हमें आवशयकता ्ह ैठमीक 
सरे इन राक्षसों (आतंकवारदयों) को प्हचाननरे की। सतय तो य्हमी ्ह ैरक यरे आतंकवादमी ्हमी आज करे  राक्षस ्हैं!

विजय

बी.एस.सी. विवजकल सवाइसं(इलेक्ट्रोवनक्स), ततृीय िष्ष
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An Ardour

The heart on fire, the mind never clearer,

As darkness and silence crawl in.

The nothingness an inspiration,

The music of silence playing,

Staring blankly into the empty space.

Unspoken words, unexpressed feelings,

Repressed emotions, untold opinions,

All reticence finally broken.

With each stroke of the magic stick,

Tiny droplets of words, unhampered,

Finding their way with each drop of ink.

Gracefully dancing on sheets of paper

As white as snow,

Accentuating each word as it comes alive,

Making a rainbow of emotions.

Donglianlal Samte

B. Sc. (H) Biomedical Science, I Year
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Chats – The Speeder and the Policeman

“Sir,” the policeman said as he stopped the speeding car and reached its window, “Where are you going?”

“Home,” the man replied.

“And where is that?” the policeman continued.

“Wherever it might be,” the man responded.

“Sir, I’m going to have to ask you to get out of your car and give me your licence and registration.” The 
policeman said, irate at the man’s response.

The man, calm and nonchalant, stepped out of the car and handed the documents to the policeman and 
stepped aside and shut the car door.

The policeman let out a sigh, regretful at stopping this particular over-speeding car at one in the morning. 
“Sir, your home address is about two hundred kilometres from here!” the policeman exclaimed in anger.

“I know,” the man went on, as though oblivious to the police man’s ire and fatigue.

“Then what the hell are you doing here?” the policeman said, finally snapping at the attitude of the man.

“Finding home,” the man replied in his usual casualness.

“You keep on with that attitude and I’ll lock you up for the night.” the policeman continued, frustrated and 
annoyed at the perceived casualness and general waywardness of the man.

“Nothing will happen to the car, right?” the man responded, turning a bit more serious.

“Yeah, wait, what?” the policeman said, shocked at the man’s query. “I’m this close to locking you up with 
homicidal maniacs and psychopaths, and that’s all you can think about? Whether your car will be okay or 
not?”

“Yeah. It’s my father’s,” the man responded, his casualness fading away to a more serious demeanour.

“Well, then he’s going to be mad that it spent a night in the impound,” the policeman responded, lightening 
up a bit, warming up to the odd man with cryptic answers to his run of the mill questions.

“Yeah. He would be,” the man continued, “but he’s dead.”

The policeman stopped checking the documents and stared at the man. He was unpleasantly shocked at the 
indifference in the man’s voice and his blank expression while saying it.

“Man, you’re crazy,” the policeman stated. I’ve locked up paedophiles, guys who did hit and run, a few 
homicidal maniacs too, but they don’t hold anything when compared to you. He was amazed and baffled at 
this extremely bizarre incident in his life.

“What, why?” the man responded in light humour, surprised at the accusation.

“Seriously. I catch you speeding at one in the night, you’re all damn chill about it. Then I tell you I’ll lock 
you up and you’re concerned about your car rather than yourself”, the policeman spoke in a fast but high 
pitched voice. “What’s up with that?” the policeman ended his tirade against the man’s attitude and the 
man burst out laughing.

“What? What?” the policeman responded, his hands thrown in the air, curious at the man’s laughter but 
also not very pleased at the same time.

“Well,” the man continued laughing, even more loudly than before, now breaking the silence that shrouded 
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the area. “Well, I’ve never seen a police officer say words like chill or what’s up or even act like that,” the 
man continued, throwing his hands in the air like the police officer, and eventually falling on his car’s hood.

“Man, I tell you. You’re crazy,” the policeman said, tired at trying to figure out the man’s cryptic behaviour. 

“No, no,” the man continued, controlling his laughter to give a more coherent and audible response. “No,” 
finally ending his laughter, “how often do you look at a police officer use words like chill and act like a normal 
person. I mean, you all act so tough all the time that we forget you’re just like us. I mean, we get so muddled 
in the stereotypes, we forget to look at the people underneath”.

The policeman stood surprised by what he had just heard. He understood why the man laughed and realised 
that the man was as smart as he was crazy. “Yeah, that’s because not a lot of people over speed at one in 
the morning.”

“True,” the man nodded. “Or you know, cross paths with me,” the man laughed.

“Yeah,” the policeman joined the man in his laughter.

The laughter soon subsided into the silence and both the men rested on the hood of the car and the 
policeman closed the documents and handed them over to the man.

“So, what brings you here, oh great wise wizard man of two hundred kilometres away?” the policeman 
asked, waving his arms in the air, trying to make mystical hand signs.

The man chuckled a bit. “You never thought you’d see a policeman do that, did you?” the policeman 
continued and the man burst out laughing again. The policeman joined him as well.

“Here to meet some extended family or something?” the policeman asked.

“No, no. Just passing by. Just exploring,” the man replied. 

“To where?” the policeman asked.

“I don’t know, I just took the car out of the garage for a drive and next thing you know, I get back home, pack 
a bag and head out.”

“All of a sudden? Just like that?” the policeman enquired.

“Just like that,” the man responded. “The car had been in the garage ever since it came back from servicing 
a couple weeks ago and I just took her out for a spin. And while driving, I realised I needed to unburden 
myself,” the man continued, “of all earthly and mundane affairs.” He spoke, imitating a wizard in speech and 
action.

Both of them chuckled a bit.

“Unburden yourself? You sound like you’re carrying a lot of burden on those weak arms,” the policeman 
said, patting the man’s bicep.

“I was,” the man’s tone was now serious. “My family died when I was seven. Ever since, I’ve been living with 
my extended joint family. So, all my other relatives looked after me,” the man continued. “But they always 
had this feeling in their heart. They would feel bad for me and somewhere, I felt they always treated me 
differently. And I always felt grateful and so, in my head, I started to become what I thought they would 
appreciate. And I started becoming this boy who restrained himself from doing small things and burdened 
himself with this particular way to live and behave so much that he forgot who he truly was beneath all 
those self-imposed restrictions,” the man ended, taking a deep breath.

“You know, they would have loved it had you been yourself,”the policeman said.
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“Yeah, I know. I always thought that I could be one way in front of them but always know who I was in my 
head and it would be all right. But it just doesn’t work out that way.”

“Yeah. You can’t wear one face to the world and another to yourself without eventually becoming confused 
as to which one is actually true,” the policeman added.

“And that’s the issue, isn’t it? We all think that if we know who we are and are secure about it, we can 
change ourselves according to people’s needs without it affecting who we really are,” the man spoke with 
pain and passion in his voice regarding the human condition. “It just doesn’t work.”

“It can’t work,” the policeman added. “The human brain and heart, even though used for deception, are 
not made for it. They falter when they know they’re doing something wrong,” said the policeman, equally 
passionate and irate about the human condition.

“That actually makes so much sense. You can’t fool yourself into believing what you don’t believe in. I mean, 
that’s why heroes and villains go so far. Because in their heart of hearts, they do what they truly believe in. 
Unhindered, unrestrained by everything,” the man continued.

“Because when you believe, you aren’t scared by things that scare you. You work hard to overcome 
adversities and succeed,” the policeman added further.

“Because only a strong immovable belief forces the will power to never give up,” the man said, even faster, 
stimulated by the conversation they were having.

“I’ve never talked like this without having two beers in me,” the policeman exclaimed even faster and both 
men chuckled a bit.

“Seems like a scene out of a Woody Allen movie,” the man said once he finished his laughter. “Two strangers 
meet and out of nowhere start talking about life and the human condition and the problems we all face.”

The policeman checked. “Yeah. Rightly said. Had it been longer, we could have called it a scene from My 
Dinner with Andre.”

“Yeah, but in My Dinner with Andre, the two know each other. We’re more Allen characters. Strangers who 
mysteriously empathise with each other even though they’ve known each other only a short time.”

“You sure can talk till one thirty in the night,” the policeman said.

“It’s a gift,” the man said with a slight hint of narcissism.

“Aaaaahhhh,” the policeman yawned, tired after this brief but enlightening experience. “I’d love to continue, 
but I’m tired and no matter how much I don’t want to, I need to finish with my duty here.” The policeman 
said as he got off the hood of the man’s car and raised his arm for a handshake.

“Yeah,” the man responded, jumping off the hood with his documents in hand and grabbed the policeman’s 
hand. 

The policeman walked away and the man looked at his documents. “Wait, aren’t you going to give me a 
ticket?” the man screamed.

“Nah, I have a feeling you’ll be back here.”

The man nodded his head as the policeman entered his car and started it, his hand out to wave good bye 
and he soon drove towards the moon. The man, too, then entered his car and revved his engine and took 
off as well, a smile on his face, driving towards the moon as well but taking a different path.

Shrey Ahuja

B. Tech. Computer Science, IV Year 13



अचरचचित प्रेम समबन्ध

प्रेम सभमी कलाओ ंका आ्धार ्होता ्ह।ै  सार्हतयकार ्हो या रचरिकार, संगमीत का पजुारमी ्हो या रर्म रनमाचिता-रनददेश, प्रेम उनकी 
कलाओ ंमें प्ाण भरता ्ह।ै भावकु भारतमीय प्रेम को रदल सरे जोड़तरे ्हैं जबरक परचिम में प्रेम को रदमाग सरे जोड़ा जाता ्ह।ै शायद 
य्हमी वज्ह ्ह ैरक ज्हां ्हमनरे पयार को अधयातम-रवज्ान का रवरय समझा तो परचिम नरे  इसरे रवज्ान का रवरय माना। रवज्ान नरे तो 
प्रेम की अनभुरूत को जैरवक रासायरनक रक्रयाओ ंकी पररणरत सरे जोड़ा ्ह।ै

सदशी में ्हमाररे शरमीर में मरेलाटोरनन नामक ्हाममोन बनता ्ह।ै य्ह ्हमाररे शरमीर की जैरवक घड़मी को जयादा नींद और आल्य की ओर  
लरे जाता ्ह।ै परनत ुवसंत आतरे ्हमी रदन लमबरे ्होतरे ्हैं, गमशी बढ़तमी ्ह ैऔर मरेलाटोरनन की मारिा कम ्होतमी ्ह ैऔर सरेरोटोरनन की 
प्चरुता बढ़नरे लगतमी ्ह।ै इसकरे  पररणाम्वरूप ्हमारमी सजगता बढ़तमी ्ह ैऔर उतसा्ह जगता ्ह।ै इस समय बरेचनैमी बढ़तमी ्ह,ै घर और 
कक्षा में बैठनरे का मन न्हीं करता, और वयाकुलता बढ़नरे लगतमी ्ह।ै इसमी समय एक और पररवतचिन ्होता ्ह-ै “Spring Fever”...

वसंत आतरे ्हमी वातावरण बदलनरे लगता ्ह,ै ्ह्की रस्हरन, खलुता मौसम, ्हररे भररे परेड़ पौ्धरे, रंग रबरंगरे रूलों का भरपरू रैलाव, 
मादक रस सरे आकररचित म्धमुरकखयों की गनुगनुा्हट रवरभनन रचरड़यों की च्हच्हा्हट एक अनपुम और अदु्त दृशय रदखातमी 
्ह।ै अमरेररका करे  “रोजसचि रवश्वरवद्ालय” की नयरूोसाइरंट्ट “्हरेलरेन ररशर” का मानना ्ह ैरक मनषुय करे  रदमाग में प्ाकृरतक रूप 
सरे डोपारमन नामक रसायन ्होता ्ह ैजो अनठूमी चमीजों सरे उद्मीप्त ्होता ्ह ैऔर इसंान को पयार की ओर खींचता ्ह।ै अथिाचित  वसंत 
में सवाचिर्धक अनोखापन ्होता ्ह,ै इसमीरलए वसंत और प्रेम में घरनष्ठ समबन्ध माना जाता ्ह।ै परचिम सं्कृरत में इस ऋत ुमें सेंट 
वैलेंटाइन को सममारनत करतरे ्ुहए १४ फ़रवरमी को वैलेंटाइन रदवस करे  रूप में मनाया जाता थिा। १४वमी सदमी में जययॉफ्ी चौसर नरे इस 
रदन को प्रेरमयों सरे जोड़ रदया। तब सरे प्रेममी इस रदन एक दसूररे को रूल, उप्हार इतयारद रदया करतरे ्हैं।  

एक आचियचिजनक बात य्ह ्ह ैरक इटलमी करे  पमीसा रवश्वरवद्ालय की मनोरवश्रेरक डयॉ. डोनाटरेला मरारजतमी नरे छ्ह म्हमीनें सरे कम 
करे  पयार में दमीवानरे बमीस जोड़ो को बलुाकर उनकरे  खनू की जाँच की। व्ह जानना चा्हतमी थिमी रक रनरंतर रकसमी करे  बाररे में सोचना 
रदमाग की यंरिरचना को रववशतापणूचि मानरसक रोग (कमपर्सव ओबसरेरसव रडसऑडचिर) करे  समान प्भारवत करनरे वाला तो न्हीं 
्हैं, व्ह थिा। इससरे एक अतयंत म्हतवपणूचि तथय ् पटि ्होता ्ह ैरक अकसर पयार करे  नाम पर रकए जानरे वालरे अपरा्ध रोग ्ह,ै पयार न्हीं।

य्ह क्हनरे में कोई अरतशयोरक्त न्हीं की “प्रेम” को रसरचि  सार्हतय, दशचिन, समाजशास्त या ररर रवज्ान  की पररर्ध मरे समीरमत  न्हीं 
रकया जा सकता। य्ह एक सावचिभौम अनभुरूत ्ह!ै प्रेम आरणवक रासायरनक प्रतरक्रयाओ ंसरे लरेकर मानवमीय संवरेदना, समझ और 
भावनाओ ंका समचुचय ्ह।ै

अनपुमवा शकु्लवा

असरोवसएट प्रोफ़ेसर,िनसपवत विज्वान
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Friend

Thanks for holding me  
whenever I needed, 

And for not having a single fight 
that was heated. 

Thanks for knowing me  
from top to bottom, 

And dealing with me  
with a heart of cotton.

This bond of ours  
makes me want to cry, 

There is something  
that'll always be worth a try. 

This bond has made me  
a better friend, 

And I won't ever let it go  
out of trend. 

Thanks to the day 

that brought you to me,

And also to the eyes  
which made me see. 

The friend I want  
for life and beyond, 

For the life I want  
to create with lots of crayon. 

The bond and trust that I promise I'll never break. 

Again with a promise that I'll never change. 

For what we've been and for what we are, 

And for which I pray that this goes on, far and far. 

Vaibhav Aggarwal 

B. Com. (H), III Year
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Her Style…

She is just a solo walker

Doesn't bother about the stalker

Wears only her attitude 

She deserves respect and gratitude.

The style she follows, is just her own

Discovered herself as she had grown

People taunt her many a time

But she still prefers to rhyme.

The word of fools cannot arrest her 

She chooses to enjoy every weather 

Love is there all around

But she is listening to her heart’s sound.

She needs no bling to impress 

She is confident, irrespective of her dress

A compliment brings a smile on her face

She belongs to her own race.

Dress is not an issue at any moment 

On every occasion, she looks decent

The power of her style and smile speak on 
her behalf

She will always embrace her better half.

Her love is as pure as she is

Playing with her emotions is not a quiz

To take revenge she too knows

But she loves to live as the wind blows.

Nikita

B. Sc. Life Sciences, III Year
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उड़नरे दो इन्हें

उड़नरे दो इन्हें,

आसमां सरे ऊपर।

ना रोको,

पकड़ इनकरे   पर।

अदमय सा्हस रजनमरे, 

भरा ्हौसलों का तरेज ्ह।ै 

उड़ान न्हमी इसकी कोई रूलो की सरेज ्हैं।।

उड़नरे दो इन्हें, 

ना रोको  इस कद्र। 

मर जाए ्हर पल यरे,

खदु में घटु-घटु कर।

खो न जाए क्हीं,

 कायरों की भमीड़ में।।

 ना र्हरे यरे उनकी जैसमी टूटमी नमीड़ में।।

उड़नरे दो इन्हें, 

ना रोको,

िमानरे सरे डरकर।

सोना बनकर चमकरे गमी ,

ताप में तपकर।

्हर पल अपनरे पंखो को यूँ  रैलातमी ्ह ै,

मानो परूा आसमां घमूना चा्हतमी ्हैं।

सोच अपनरे  मन में मदं मदं मु् करातमी ्हैं।। 

आकवाश गपु्वा (अश्ष) 

बी.एस.सी. (विशषे) भौवतक शवास्त्र, प्थम िष्ष
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I Go to Seek a Great Perhaps

“I go to seek a Great Perhaps”. These were the last words of a French poet, Frank Rabelais. The words are 
quoted by Miles Halter in Looking for Alaska; after two readings of the book, they have assumed massive 
importance.

At the beginning of the book, Miles is bored of his life in Florida and aims to go to seek a Great Perhaps, a 
place where he will have adventures and enjoy his life more than he presently is. In all honesty, isn’t that 
what all of us are searching for in our lives? A grand adventure, where we have great fun and find ourselves.

For me, the Great Perhaps has been college. It has been my greatest adventure, the grandest roller coaster 
I have been on yet. It’s gone up, it’s gone down, but it’s always been moving; never stopping. That’s how 
adventures should be, shouldn’t they? Always in motion; never stopping, even for a second. And alas! It’s 
coming to an end too soon…I can sulk, cry or laugh but at the end, I must accept it. Everything that has a 
beginning must have an end.

I’ve done it all here, coming in from my previous Great Perhaps, school. I’ve thoroughly enjoyed my time 
here and done the craziest of things, some of which are: making jokes on the entire class because I couldn’t 
write down anything as I had a plaster, leaving college at 10:40 PM after entering at 7:00 AM, jumping 
around in the college all the time, sleeping in the class because I had gone for a morning walk, proposing to 
my girlfriend at Sri Ram Centre, (arguably the best place to do such a thing), putting in four glorious years 
in Dhwani, organising a Street Play competition with the team and performing at numerous competitions, 
randomly walking on the streets all the time till late in the night, selling people everything, from soaps 
and shampoos to T-Shirts and sweatshirts, and many more moments which make life worth living and 
remembering. I have a tough time recalling everything because I don’t want to flood this article and I can’t 
explain without my voice and my body movement how much many of the little moments shaped me and 
how thoroughly I’ve enjoyed them and will remember them.  I found out who I was, to an extent, and 
became, maybe, a better person. It’s just like any great adventure should be; memorable, exhilarating, and 
worthwhile. I wouldn’t change a thing in it; even if I had the opportunity to. 

It has prepared me for my next Great Perhaps, leaving college and going out into the world; with all the 
memories and friends I’ve gained.

It’s not so much the Great Perhaps without you putting your heart and soul into it, without taking risks 
and chances; doing what your heart tells you to; without all these little moments which constitute a great 
adventure, it is just a Perhaps. Perhaps, the place where there could’ve been fun and adventure. The Great 
Perhaps is the place we all want to be in, the Perhaps is where most of us find ourselves daily. 

Stepping into college, I never thought it would be my Great Perhaps. It all just happened. All the craziness, 
all the fun, all the friends, all the fests, all the excitement, all the things which took place. It never occurred 
what would happen if I did any of these things. Would it add to my CV? Would I be happy doing all this? 
Would I love doing it? We all just did it because we wanted to. We never cared about the outcome. We just 
threw ourselves into it, just like every film, TV, book or video game character does, head first, without a care 
in the world but with the undying confidence that we will handle all the problems life throws in our way. We 
jumped into the water first then thought what we would do.
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I guess, this is it now. The Great Perhaps is slowly coming to an end.  I don’t know what to make of it, how 
to feel. I guess, I’ll know when the time comes. We learn to deal with some things when they come to us. 
So, everyone, go out and seek your Great Perhaps and do whatever you want. Live your life as you want 
to. Every place in these years of college offers an opportunity. No Photography Society in the college? Start 
one. Want to skip a few classes and watch a movie? Do it. Want to have a great fest? Go organise it. Just do 
it. Do it with all your heart and don’t care about the outcome. Be the hero you adore in films and TV and 
books and video games. Be you.

As I leave college, my last words for all of you are these:

“College has all but ended for me. So, now I go seek a Great Perhaps…a new one.”

Shrey Ahuja

B. Tech. Computer Science, IV Year

ईश्वर सरे उमममीद 

्धन दौलत उतना दरेना,

रजतनरे सरे जमीवन चल जाए,

शरक्त बस इतनमी दरेना रक,

समाज का भला ्हो जाए।

ररशतो में मजबतूमी इतनमी ्हो रक,

पयार सरे रनभ जाए,

नरेरिों में नम्ता इतनमी दरेना रक,

पवूचिजों का मान रख पायें,

चा्हत बस इतनमी ्हो रक,

बस नरेक काम कर जाए।

बाकी रिनदगमी लरे लरेना रक,

औरों पर बोझ न बन जाए।।

मनीष कुमवार

बी.एस.सी. (विशषे) इलेक्ट्रोवनक्स, वद्तीय िष्ष
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Witnessing the Future of Innovation @ Vibrant Gujarat 2017

Curiosity made us what we are…

I feel quite fortunate that I was a part of the nationwide ‘Ideathon’ competition held under the Nobel Prize 
Series – India 2017: Science Impacts Lives. It was amazing to be able to share ideas with 150 other students 
from every corner of the country – from the Andamans to Kashmir, from Arunachal Pradesh to Gujarat.

The journey began with the submission of a 150 word abstract on an idea of Science that can change lives. 
I thought what if some artificial blood group conversion system becomes possible, enabling us to provide 
blood immediately in case of an emergency? And this idea made it possible for me to be one among those 
150 Ideathonists at the Vibrant Gujarat Summit, 2017, held in Gandhinagar, Gujarat from 9 to 10 January 
2017.

The excitement doubled when we met our honourable Prime Minister, Shri Narendra Modi, at Science City, 
Ahmedabad, who addressed us as the foundation and the future of India and motivated us by saying that 
we will be scientists soon and the guardians of the planet.

It was an incredible day and getting to meet the star scientists present on the occasion was like a dream 
come true. It was the first time in India that 9 Nobel Laureates had gathered on one stage to enlighten us. 
We had Dr. Harold Varmus, Dr. Randy Schekman, Dr. Richard Roberts, Dr. Venkatraman Ramakrishnan, Dr. 
Ada Yonath, Dr. David Gross, Dr. Hartmut Michel, Dr. Serge Haroche, Dr. William E. Moerner as part of this 
grand event.

The participants were from diverse fields – MBBS, BDS, Engineering and even school students.

A student from Commerce was also a part of the event and this shows the diverse nature of Science which 
can be related to any of the other streams. A few students came up with the idea of controlling the growth 
of cancer cells by targeting the pathway mediated process. Another idea was to design a handy microscope 
which can scan micro-organisms, a school girl suggested to design a solar phone. I feel such platforms bring 
the young and innovative minds of the country together for the betterment of society and mankind. The 
best part of the gathering was that people were curious to know about each other and tried to learn the 
maximum, utilizing the opportunity to the most.
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The programme at Mahatma Mandir, Gandhinagar on the second day was all about interaction with Nobel 
Laureates. ‘Local Research, Global Impact – Addressing Global Challenges’ and ‘Basic or Applied Research: 
Fostering an Innovative Environment’ were the main focus of the day’s discussion and dialogue series with 
the laureates. 

Ada Yonath, being the only female laureate, was a great inspiration for me. On being asked about how she 
dealt with failures and her opinion on women dreaming of higher education, she promptly replied that 
research in science is application based and as a curiosity-driven race, we limit ourselves. 

David Gross said that we should learn from 
Nature as it is much smarter than we all are. 
Nature possess questions that are infinitely 
better than those of our teachers, religions, 
leaders and even society. 

Listening to these great minds of our time was 
truly a motivational experience. 

The Prime Minister, addressing the 
participants, said that the Laureates represent 
the peak that Science has reached and we 
must learn from them. He also cautioned that 
the peak rises from great mountain ranges 
and does not stand alone. So, we, who are the 

foundation and future of India, should build new ranges from which the peaks will arise.

The 2 day experience was really beneficial for me. Meeting and interacting with people from IIT, NIT,

IISER, IISc and all other renowned institutions of India was one of the best things of this event. I realized 
how diverse our group was. It was definitely an enriching experience and I hope to be a part of many such 
programmes in the future. 

Shailya Verma

B. Sc. (H) Biomedical Science, II Year
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उत्तर प्दरेश में कपारमीगरों की दयनमीय र्थिरत

 उत्तर प्दरेश करे  कारमीगर रदन प्रतरदन समाज करे   ग्हररे गतचि में  डूबतरे जा र्हरे ्ह।ै इस  समदुाय नरे अपनमी मरे्हनत और कुशल कारमीगरमी 
सरे इस प्दरेश को उत्तम प्दरेश बनाया। इन कारमीगरों नरे उत्तर प्दरेश करे  रवरभन  ्थिानों को कुटमीर एवं लघ ुउद्ोगों का कें द्र बनाया। इन 
उद्ोगों की वज्ह सरे ्हमी उत्तर प्दरेश की भारत में अपनमी अलग प्हचान बनमी।

लरेरकन समय करे  साथि इनकी प्हचान ्धरूमल ्होतमी चलमी गयमी। आज र्ह गया तो इनका नाम मारि। 21 वीं शताबदमी करे  इस 
प्गरतशमील भारत में उत्तर प्दरेश यरद आरथिचिक दृरटि सरे रपछड़ता जा र्हा ्ह ैतो इसमरे  इन उद्ोगों का पतन कारी ्हद तक रजममरेदार 
्ह।ै यरद ्हम इस प्दरेश करे  औद्ोरगक मानरचरि को दरेखें तो ऐसरे कई कुटमीर  उद्ोग रमलेंगरे जैसरे कानपरु का चमडा, ररुखाचिबाद 
का कढ़ाई उद्ोग, अलमीगढ करे  तालरे, रररोजाबाद की चरूडयाँ, पमीतल नगरमी  मरुादाबाद करे  बतचिन, लखनऊ का रचकन  इतयारद। 
लरेरकन  य्ह उपर्थिरत करे वल मानरचरि तक ्हमी न समीरमरत र्ह जायरे, इसकरे  रलए समय-समय पर इन  उद्ोगों को बढावा रदया गया। 
गाँ्धमी जमी करे  चरखा चलानरे सरे लरेकर मोदमी जमी करे  ्टाटचि-अप तक करे  सफ़र का मलू उधिरेशय इन कुटमीर उद्ोगों को बढ़ावा दरेना ्हमी ्ह।ै

ऐसरे रक्रयाकलापों करे  बाद भमी वतचिमान उत्तर प्दरेश  में उद्ोगों  करे  रलए लगाई गयमी अर्धकाँश रमलें  बंद ्हो चकुी ्ह।ै रजसमें कानपरु 
की लाल इमलमी कपड़ा रमल, जरे करे  कपड़ा रमल (कानपरु), करमपल (ररुखाचिबाद) की सतू रमल रामपरु की रिा रमल प्मखु ्ह।ै 
इन रमलों करे  बंद ्होनरे सरे बड़मी मारिा में कारमीगर बरेरोजगार ्हो गयरे। इन रमलों करे  बंद ्होनरे करे  कई कारण र्हरे - कपास की खरेतमी का 
कम ्हो जाना, लोगो का इन उद्ोगों सरे बनरे उतपाद का प्योग कम कर दरेना और कुछ राजनैरतक कारण।

 यरे बरेरोजगार कारमीगर आज काम की तलाश में दरेश करे  अनय राजयों (गजुरात , म्हाराषट्र ,रद्लमी आरद) में आ गयरे ्ह।ै कभमी कभमी 
इन्हरे उपरेक्षा का रशकार भमी ्होना पड़ता ्ह।ै आरखर इनकी इस दशा का रिममरेदार कौन ्ह ै? कया उत्तर प्दरेश में संसा्धनों का भाव 
इनकरे  पलायन का कारण ्ह ैया और कुछ ? गंगा यमनुा करे  पावन जल सरे रसंरचत इस अव्ध प्ांत में संसा्धन करे  आभाव का तो 
प्श्न ्हमी न्हीं उठता !

बढतमी ्ुहई इस बरेरोजगारमी और पलायन की र्थिरत को रोकना अब करे वल राजनैरतक ्तर पर ्हमी संभव ्ह।ै चनुाव करे  वक्त 
राजनरेताओ ंकरे  क्हनरे भर सरे य्ह उत्तर प्दरेश, उत्तम प्दरेश न्हीं बन सकता। यरद य्ह राजनरेता वा्तरवक रूप सरे इस प्दरेश को उत्तम 
प्दरेश बनाना चा्हतरे ्ह ैतो उन्हें इन उद्ोगों को पनु: ्थिारपत करनरे की रदशा में सकारातमक कायचि करनरे ्होंगरे। बंद पड़मी उन रमलों 
को खोलना ्होगा। रजससरे इन कारमीगरों को अपनरे घर में ्हमी काम रमल सकरे  और य्ह रकसमी अनय राजय पर बोझ न बनरे। इन प्यासों 
सरे ्हमी उत्तर प्दरेश उत्तम प्दरेश बन पाएगा।

वशिम वमश्र

बी.एस.सी. (विशषे)  रसवायन शवास्त्र, वद्तीय िष्ष
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Is India Ready to Go Cashless?

On 8th November, 2016, the honourable Prime Minister of India, Sri Narendra Modi, took a huge decision 
for the country by demonetizing rupees five hundred and one thousand notes. The country was stunned 
by the decision. There were mixed responses from the public. Some were happy because at last, a big step 
had been taken to attack the heart of corruption but some more were worried about the outcome of being 
cashless.  The public knew that the next fifty days would be difficult as the budget of the whole family would 
suffer. 

Cashless economy means that there is no involvement of cash in the sale-purchase activities. Money is 
like liquid, it has to flow, otherwise the economy of the country would crash and the country would move 
towards Stone Age. In a cashless economy, we use plastic money or digital wallets or other electronic 
medium for the transfer of money. It could be considered as Barter System, as the plastic money or wallets 
are not actual money. Unlike cash, they are just certificates of having that amount stored in a specific 
location.

Now let’s talk about the benefits of a cashless economy. The first point that comes to my mind is convenience. 
The risk of carrying cash would vanish because we would now swipe cards and purchase whatever we want 
to. People have to stand in long queues waiting for their turn during office hours for the transfer of their 
money. Now it’s all possible by a few clicks or let’s say, a few taps on our smart phones. Nowadays, we get 
amazing deals and discounts on online purchases. And, by removing the VAT for goods up to Rs. 2000, the 
Government has added to the charm of using online modes for payment. Being cashless has also helped us 
keep track of our expenditure. It has created a transparent bulwark by showing us the records of heavy and 
useless expenditure and making us cautious about them. We really feel broken when our valued cash is lost 
or stolen. But, fear not, because these cashless ways are helping us a lot by minimizing those possibilities. 
You just need to keep the friendly plastic card in your pocket and you are at the lowest risk. People get really 
irritated when they don’t get back change after a payment. There always has been a problem of Re. 1, 2 and 
5 coins in India. This has been solved by electronic wallets to a certain extent. So, small gains really become 
huge savings.

Every coin has two sides, going cashless has its flaws too. The following are some of the reasons that can 
deter you from using it. The most notorious thing that always haunts every online user is Identity theft or 
online fraud. Hackers try to get your information and then try to get your money. If precautions are not 
taken then your hard-earned money could be used by someone else. To minimize the risk, the best policy 
would be to try and keep essential information safe and passwords protected. We are all familiar with the 
internet service provided to us. The speed is always slow and smooth internet connection is not available to 
us all the time. Only a small population of Indians are connected to the internet and without good speed, 
the situation becomes worse. And finally comes the technology on which we rely on for being cashless, 
i.e., smart phones. India is a country with a large population and in the present scenario, only one fifth of 
the public has smart phones. In such a situation, how can we expect everyone to go cashless? Moreover, a 
cashless economy is dependent on gadgets and if there is a malfunction, especially in case of an emergency, 
then it would create a lot of problems. Lastly, cyber security in India is also questionable. Laws are lenient 
and cases are solved at a slow pace. Cyber divisions are slow in working and are not as efficient as the ones 
in developed countries. 31



My question still remains the same, is India ready to go cashless? I think no one knows what is about to 
come but we should be prepared for the worst and hope for the best. I appreciate the initiative taken by our 
honourable PM for believing and hoping that one day India can go cashless and taking specific steps for that. 
We can do our best in this movement for change by contributing on a personal level and by taking certain 
precautions and follow our leader on the road to a cashless India.

Aman Kumar

B. Sc. (H) Chemistry, II Year

Search for Light

Time, weakness and situation 

Are ironies on their own,

Breaking so many hearts,

Hopes and aspiration.

Even refusing to be good or true,

Tears in vain.

Even oceans fear the gallons we pour, 

One day, one story, another day it changes.

Whirlwinds are thoughts, drifting seamlessly,

Waiting for the day when this tumult will end.

But this pain is what makes us stronger,

Giving us the strength to cross the hurdles 

That life has to offer.

Even the scars that it has left on us 

Is the proof of our effort, not in vain

To find the rainbow at the end of rain!

Lalita Raja 

B. Sc.(H) Biomedical Science, II Year
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Let's Call it Life!

Went to school, learnt history and science,

Admired the sun that shines.

Chased butterflies, discovered the truth amidst lies,

Let's call it Life.

Felt the heart skip a beat,

Followed someone with eager feet.

Wrote special lines, dreamt of an evening together

Enjoyed every bit of love's wonderful weather,

Let's call it Life.

Approached my goal with dedication,

Scaled new heights with determination.

Went past some, looked up to a few at the top.

Celebrated success at times and sometimes gathered dust,

Learnt that what comes to us, we must accept,

Let's call it Life.

Heard my conscience say,

Enjoy life as it unwraps.

The greenery, the friends, nice memories are all for us.

A mixed bag of joy and sorrow,

Sometimes complete, sometimes hollow,

Full of hopeful songs to encourage,

Surprising and sometimes shocking as well,

Unpredictable and hence enjoyable, I can tell,

Let's call it Life!

Anukriti Pahwa

B. Sc. Physical Sciences (Chemistry), III Year
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Lost and Found

What happens when Lia is taken back to the same old memories she had once longed to forget? Will she 
again cross those roads which she had once left behind or will she find a new road leading to her happiness? 
A story about how a day, an incident, a place, a memory and a person can change your life forever...

And then one cold wintry night, I was there again. Standing helpless on the streets of the place I always 
longed to forget. The place that never gave me happiness but only a feeling of pain, the place I never 
wanted to come back to. Still, I was here just in case the odds weren't against me this time, hoping maybe 
this time, I would find what I had lost here, my happiness.

I had been living in London since I was a child. But a time came when there was nothing else left there that 
could hold me back. My dad, who was a businessman, died in a major car accident when I was 13. After 
his death, our economic condition deteriorated miserably. But the worst was yet to come. My mother was 
completely broken and she didn't know what to do next. We had no money, not even enough food to fill our 
bellies. My mother had started falling apart. And what followed next gave me no reason to stay back. My 
mother...she left me too...alone...forever. At the age of 14, I saw what a normal girl of that age would never 
have imagined to see. Neither had I but I had to face it.

Since then, I struggled to make a living. I was determined not to stay back here at all. Somehow, after 
working part time in a bakery, I had enough money with me to move to New York. And I was finally out of 
the cage. I wasn't sure of what I was to do next but I did know that nothing else could be bitterer than what 
I had already faced.

Time flew on its mighty wings and the bad memories seemed to have faded away. Ten years had passed 
and I was finally learning to be happy. Then the day came that brought me face to face with the same old 
memories I was learning to forget. I had started working as an assistant manager in a sales company and as 
part of one of our projects, I had to go to London. I never wanted to go back to the place which snatched 
away everything from me. I didn't want to breathe that air again that had once become poison for me. But 
then again we are mere puppets controlled by our destiny. And so, I had made myself bold enough to face 
my fate.

The night was bitterly cold, I checked in at the hotel where I was supposed to stay. I had a meeting the very 
next morning and I am not the type of person who would be late and give a wrong impression on strangers. 
So, I just laid down on my bed and drifted off to sleep.

The next morning, I got up early and was ready to leave for my meeting when I saw a bouquet kept at the 
side of my table. I read the message attached to it.

"For Miss Lia. Thank you for accepting the proposal of our meeting and travelling so far. Adam (Manager)"

I was impressed. And the name, it looked strangely familiar. Anyways, it was a good start to the day and I 
hoped that my meeting would go off well. I wanted to leave this suffocating place as soon as possible. I left 
for the venue on time but reached a little late after wandering and getting lost on all the seemingly similar 
streets. I was just about to enter the building when I dashed against someone walking out of the door.

"Sorry!", I said.
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"Oh it's alright. By the way, are you Miss Lia? Umm... Adam here", said the man with a bold voice and a 
handsome personality, wearing a professional black suit.

"Yeah it's me. Sorry if I am late. Actually, I got lost on the streets!" 

"Oh absolutely no problem. You have reached on time. I must say, you're quite punctual!"

"Thank You!" I exclaimed.

The meeting was just perfect. It was the best presentation I had given in my entire life! And fortunately 
enough, we won the contract.

As I was about to leave, Adam stopped me and requested me to have a cup of coffee. I readily agreed. But 
just then, he opened his wallet and I noticed something, something that made me go back in time. It was 
a photograph and I could easily figure out my parents, me and my best friend Adam. Wait! What? Adam? I 
was completely shaken. A lot of things were floating like clouds in my mind. What if he was the same Adam 
that I had spent my entire childhood with? The same Adam who was the only one I knew after my parents 
died? The same Adam who wept when I left? This can't be. It was so hard to believe after so many years. 

"Yes it's the truth Lia. You aren't dreaming." Adam said. I was astonished how he read my mind. I didn't know 
what to say. I could feel the tears running down my cheeks. I had never thought that the place with which I 
had broken all my connections would bring me back to those very connections. It was ironic that the place 
where my happiness was lost, there I could see a ray of hope and happiness shining through the horizon. 
I could see my happy days coming back. I exclaimed with happiness and hugged Adam tightly. I was crying 
like a crazy woman and he was laughing like a moron. 

Both of us were very happy. We went to the coffee shop and enjoyed the day to the fullest. I was finally 
happy. Finally, after ten long years, I had found the reason for my smile again! 

And deep in my heart, I had finally accepted that every tragic end is not the end but just a beginning…

Bhavya Saini

B. Sc. (H) Biomedical Science, I Year
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सघंरचि

संघरचि उग्तर 

संग्ाम ्ह ैघना।

रजजमीरवरा और रनयरत में

आज यरे रण ्ह ैठना।

जमीतरेगा कौन ?

यरे क्हना ्ह ैमरुशकल 

रकसरे रमलरेगमी जय।

और कौन ्होगा परारजत ?

रकंरचत ्यरे प्श्न 

न्हीं शायद प्रतरष्ठत।

पलड़ा भारमी तो रदखता ्ह ै 

अभमी रनयरत का  ्हमी 

पर कैसरे क्हें की 

्हार गयमी रजजमीरवरा भमी।

शाश्वत रनयम यधुि का 

क्हता ्ह ैय्हमी 

परारजत न्हीं  ्ह ैवो 

यरे ्वमीकायचि रजस को न्हीं।

बार बार टूटतमी ्ह ै

प्तयनचा उसकी 

बार बार चकूतरे ्ह ै

शर उसकरे  लक्यों सरे

कई बार रवचरलत

कई बार अ्धमीर भमी 

्होता तो ्ह ैपर 

्हर बार एक बात 

रोक  लरेतमी उसको जानरे सरे 

समर छोड़ कर 

न्हीं म्हत्ता तरेरमी रवजय का 

तरेरमी पराजय का रसवा तरेररे 

या शायद तरेररे रलए भमी न्हीं 

त ूलड़ा कैसरे 

तरेररे संघरचि की तमीव्रता 

बनरेगमी प्रेरणा का श्ोत

लक्ष लक्ष का कोरट कोरट का 

तरेरमी दबुचिलतायें 

और कमजोररयां तरेरमी रणनमीरत की

मागचिदशचिक ्होगमी।

इस रणपथि पर ,

रखरेगमी आ्धाररशला 

रवजय की, जयघोर की।।

केशि प्तवाप वसंि 

अवससटेंट प्रोफ़ेसर, कम्पययूटर सवाइसं संकवाय36



My Inspiration

You carried me with all the pain,

You bear so much with no motive of gain.

I was delighted to listen to you,

Your humming was the sweetest,

Your love was the purest

You were the one who was the keenest.

 The day I was born, joy was across your 
face,

In your arms, devoid of all scorn,

You held me with utmost care.

And I was the one playing with your hair,

Innocent and expressive,

You were pleased seeing me there.

As I grew older,

You held my hand steadfast

You always lent your shoulder

Your love for me was vast.

Though at times I got some thrashing

For all the mischief I did,

But when lightening was flashing

Your arms comforted me as a kid.

A role model you are to me

For all your qualities are incomparable,

Who is my inspiration you may ask

The one in whose love I bask!

No problem makes me bother

I know, you are there for me, my beloved Mother.

Tanya Sharma

B. Sc. (H) Zoology, I Year
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NSS@ANDC in Collaboration with Muskaan

The NSS unit of ANDC has a 
reputation of going the extra mile 
in helping the society. The NSS 
unit of ANDC collaborates with 
many NGOs, training centres, 
special homes etc. Muskaan 
Training Centre is one of them. 
This year, the initiative was even 
more special because not only did 
we provide volunteers to them 
but also made these volunteers 
available regularly from 8 AM to 
5 PM for a month. We all worked 
for Muskaan to help and support 
the organisation. Muskaan mainly 
works for those children who are 
mentally challenged. They train 

these children according to their interest and make them self-dependent. Manufacturing pickles, diyas, 
paper bags, bakery biscuits, masala, candles, etc. are a few examples of the activities taught to the members 
of Muskaan. Then the materials made by these “intellectuals” (as the NGO likes to address the specially 
gifted children of God) are sold after segregating the ones made of good quality.

 These children are fully trained to make diyas, candles, 
etc. However, they were unable to count or pack these 
products. Our volunteers visited the unit daily to help 
them in counting, packing, pasting price tags, etc. They 
worked, keeping in mind the occasion of Diwali. Anyone 
can purchase these materials from Muskaan itself and 
for this, too, our volunteers helped them to exhibit their 
products inside the NGO’s premises in October and 
November.  

Our volunteers also helped them in displaying and 
presenting their goods. Students from ANDC visited 
various places to sell these objects, be it in the offices of 
Faridabad, or setting up a camp in the office of Google.  

I remember our first visit to Muskaan. It was a professional meeting where I and another member, Ishank 
Shukla, discussed the details with them. The second visit was more special as we went along with a 10 
member team to experience their work and to know how we can help them. The NGO too was quite 
surprised to see our enthusiasm as were we after seeing the tremendous amount of devotion and efforts 
Muskaan puts in to enrich the lives of these “intellectuals”. The team of 10 members spent their time 38



to know the functioning of the training centre well. They 
went through all the work stations including the stores 
where they pack those materials or give a final touch to 
the products. Then after this, from 1st October, a team 
of 5-6 volunteers regularly visited Muskaan to work 
with them. One more special visit of 30 volunteers was 
planned where they trained our volunteers to sell their 
products outside Muskaan.

Then there was the Annual Day of Muskaan for which our 
volunteers worked hard to make the function memorable, 
successful, interesting and enjoyable. A team of 14 
volunteers i.e. Ishank, Shubhit, Swati, Ekansh, Vikram, 
Milan, Bhuvnendra, Poonam, Sachin, Amar, Nikita, 
Manish, Kaushal, Priyanka worked together to organise 
their annual function.  Our volunteers helped them 
with the preparations for the cultural event, decoration, 
settlement of stalls for sale, etc. 

Moreover, our college celebrates Diwali Sahyog Mela 
every year where we invite many NGOs, training centres or schools for differently abled students. During 
the Mela, these organizations can sell their products in the college campus and our volunteers help them 
in this. Here we also arrange different competitions and events to entertain them. On this occasion, some 

of the other active societies of our 
college like Dhwani, Dhun, EOC also 
join in. The presence of Muskaan 
at the Sahyog Diwali Mela this year 
was a really special feeling for all of 
us. Ms. Mridula Sakle, a member of 
Muskaan, expressed her heartfelt 
gratitude to our Principal Ma’am 
and NSS volunteers for their help 
and support. We were more than 
thankful to have had the opportunity 
to work with Muskaan, be sensitized 
towards the plight of our fellow 

brethren and also contribute in empowering the specially abled children. Apart from the appreciation we 
received, our real reward was the smiles we helped in spreading across their faces. 

Amar Prakash Chaubey 

(Coordinator-Collaboration with Muskaan)

B. Sc.(H) Computer Science, III Year
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रिनदगमी

रिनदगमी बड़मी अनोखमी 

रमलतरे   जलुतरे   र्हा  करो ,

्धार वक्त  की बड़मी   प्बल ्ह ै,

इसमें   लय   सरे   ब्हा   करो, 

जमीवन रकतना क्षणभगंरु ्ह ै,

रमलतरे   जलुतरे  र्हा  करो।

यादों   की  भरपरू  पोटलमी ,

पल भर  में  न  रबखर  जाए '

दो्तों की अनक्हमी क्हानमी ,

तमु   भमी   थिोड़मी  क्हा  करो।

्हसँतरे  चरे्हरों  करे   पमीछरे   भमी ,

ददचि   भरा  ्हो   सकता   ्ह ै,

य्हमी सोच मन में रखकर करे  ,

्हाथि  दो्त   का   ग्हा  करो।

सबकरे  अपनरे -अपनरे दःुख ्ह ै,

अपनमी  - अपनमी   पमीड़ा  ्ह ै,

यारों करे  संग थिोड़रे सरे दःुख ,

रमलजलु कर करे  स्हा करो।

रकसका ्हाथि क्हां तक ्होगा ,

कौन   भला   क्ह  सकता ्ह ै,

रमलनरे  करे   कुछ  नयरे  ब्हानरे ,

रमलनरे जलुनरे सरे कुछ यादें ,

ररर   ताजा  ्हो  उठतमी  ्हैं ,

इसमीरलए  यारों  ना्हक  भमी ,

रमलतरे   जलुतरे   र्हा  करो "।।

मनीष कुमवार 

बी.एस.सी. (विशषे) इलेक्ट्रोवनक्स, वद्तीय िष्ष 
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Sail Home

When was the last time you set sail?

Not in a mighty ship but in a dinghy

Where you could touch the water,

Feel the waves,

See the fishes and hear the paddles.

Did you happen to cross a town ashore?

With brick houses painted in every colour,

And the sky lit up by the northern lights?

Did you happen to see children

Waving at you from the riverbank,

Wishing a stranger luck,

Sending their love with the breeze?

Did you wave back? 

Did you fall in love on the way?

May be with the river? 

The river with all its curves and temper,

Is after all a lovely creature.

Did you set sail in a dinghy boat?

To go somewhere and reach nowhere?

Did you find someone from the past

Someone you were earlier? 

Abhishek Raiwani

B. Sc. (H) Electronics, II Year
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्द्मरवभूरण सोलंकी

उन रदनों नरेशनल बायोरडररे नस ररसचचि सेंटर(एन.बमी.आर.समी) का ब्ुहत म्हतव थिा। भारत नरे ्हाल ्हमी में पोखरण -II का सरल 
परमीक्षण कर अपनरे आप को अतंराचिषट्रमीय ्तर पर खड़ा कर रदया। अतंराचिषट्रमीय रबरादरमी में एक तरर दमखम बढ़ा तो दसूरमी तरर 
भारत करे  परमाण ुपरमीक्षण की कड़मी आलोचना की गई। अतंराचिषट्रमीय रबरादरमी में भारत को अलग-थिलग करनरे का परूा प्यास 
रकया गया। ऐसरे में अमरेररका, चमीन व पारक्तान जैसरे शरि ुदरेशों की तरर सरे ्हमलों का खतरा बढ़ गया थिा। अनय ्हमलों सरे भारत 
आसानमी सरे रनपट सकता थिा परंत ुअगर भारत पर जैव –्हरथियार (bioweapon) सरे ्हमला ्हो तो थिोड़ा रचनता का रवरय थिा।
इसरलए राषट्रमीय  सरुक्षा सला्हकार करे  सझुाव अनसुार 1990 मरे रद्लमी,जमम ूऔर चरेननई में तमीन एन.बमी.आर.समी ्थिारपत कर 
रदयरे गए थिरे प्हलरे य्ह दारयतव रक्षा अनसुं्धान एवम ्रवकास संगठन(डमी.आर.डमी.ओ) का थिा पर य्ह सं्थिान बायोरडरें स ररसचचि 
पर खासा धयान न्हीं दरे पाता थिा।
एन.बमी.आर.समी में नरेशनल रडरें स अकादममी की परमीक्षा उत्तमीणचि रकए छारिों को बतौर अर्धकारमी व वैज्ारनक करे  रूप मरे प्रशरक्षत 
कर शारमल रकया जाता थिा। असा्धारण प्रतभा वालरे छारि को एन.बमी.आर.समी.का प्मखु रनयकु्त रकया जाता थिा। खास बात य्ह 
थिमी रक एन.बमी.आर.समी प्मखु समी्धरे प््धानमनरिमी को ररपोटचि करता थिा।
डा.्हरचिव्धचिन सोलंकी उन रदनों जमम ूर्थित एन.बमी.आर.समी करे  प्मखु थिरे। वो उन रदनों एक बयॉयोवरेपन और एक अनय एनटमीडोट(मारक) 
को रवकरसत करनरे में लगरे थिरे। कयोंकी उन्हें  तथिा भारत सरकार को लगता थिा रक चमीन एक खास तर्ह करे  बायोवरेपन  सरे ्हमला 
कर सकता ्ह।ै इस बायोवरेपन सरे मगंोरलया नाम करे  छोटरे दरेश पर ्हमला ्हो चकुा थिा इसरलए इसका एटंमीडोट बनाना आवशयक 
्हो गया थिा।
उन रदनों डयॉ.सोलंकी नरे अपनरे साथि काम करनरे करे  रलयरे उमर खारलद नाम करे  वैज्ारनक को स्हायक करे  रूप में रख रलया।
डयॉ.उमर खारलद (24) और डयॉ. ्हरचिव्धचिन सोलंकी (38) ब्ुहत रदनों तक काम करतरे र्हरे।
उन दोनों करे  बमीच रवश्वास का ररशता घरनष्ठ ्हो गया थिा,डयॉ.सोलंकी अपनमी नई खोज, अरभ्धारणा या कोई भमी रवश्वसनमीय चमीि 
रबना रकसमी संकोच करे  खारलद को थिमा दरेतरे थिरे। मतलब डयॉ.खारलद अब डयॉ.सोलंकी करे  दाए ं्हाथि बन गयरे थिरे, डयॉ.सोलंकी को 
गोपनमीयता का खलुासा का कोई डर न्हीं थिा। 
लरेरकन उमर खारलद करे  रदमाग मरे य्हाँ कुछ और ्हमी चल र्हा थिा उसको अ्थिायमी वैज्ारनक र्हकर रकसमी करे  नमीचरे कायचि करना 
नापसंद थिा, वो अपनमी अलग प्हचान चा्हता थिा जो एन.बमी.आर.समी.मरे ्थिायमी ्होनरे या पैसों करे  रबना असंभव थिा। 
उमर खारलद नरे नकलमी कायचिग््हण परि (joining letter) रन्धमी ्वमीकृरत परि (fund approval letter) बना रलया उसनरे सोचा 
रक डयॉ. सोलंकी तो उस पर आखँ बनद कर रवश्वास करतरे ्हैं रबना सोचरे समझरे ज्हाँ ऊँगलमी रदखाउंगा व्हाँ ्ह्ताक्षर करेंगरे।
अगलरे रदन खारलद डा.सोलंकी करे  आररस प्ुहचँा लरेरकन व्हाँ वो न्हीं थिरे, शायद प्योगशाला में ्हों !
इ्धर डयॉ.सोलंकी अपनमी प्योगशाला मरे बरे्हद खशु नजर आ र्हरे थिरे उनकरे  एक बयॉयोवरेपन और एटंमीडोट मरे एटंमीडोट बन कर तैयार 
्हो गया थिा। प्योगशाला र्दार पर खारलद को दरेख अक्मात बोल पड़रे- 
"दरेखो खारलद यरे काम कर र्हा बोटुरलनम टोरकसन का एटंमीडोट बन गया ्ह,ै अब ्हमाररे दरेश पर कोई खतरा न्हीं ्ह।ै"
इ्धर परूरे एन.बमी.आर.समी. में खशुमी की ल्हर दौड़ गयमी थिमी। 
खारलद बोला 
"ब्धाई ्हो सर! यरे तो ्होना ्हमी थिा एन.बमी.आर.समी.की कमान कारबल ्हाथिों मरे जो  ्ह!ै"
"सर यरे कुछ परेपर ्ह्ताक्षर करनरे थिरे"
"्हाँ बोलो क्हाँ क्हाँ करना ्ह?ै"
जैसा खारलद नरे सोचा थिा वैसा ्हमी ्हो गया।
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डा.सोलंकी को इस बात का दो रदन बाद पता चला जब उनकी रशकायत रवज्ान एवं प्द्ौरगकी मरंिालय में की गयमी रक उन्होंनरे 
अपनरे करमीबमी को ्थिायमी उपवैज्ारनक रनयकु्त कर रदया ्ह ैऔर साथि में पचास लाख का रनर्धशु् क भमी पास रकया ्ह।ै रवज्ान 
मरंिालय की जाँच में डा.सोलंकी को दोरमी ठ्हरा उन्हरे भारत सरकार नरे ्हर पद सरे रनषकारसत कर रदया और उनकी सारमी समपरत्त 
व प्माण परि िबत ्हो गयरे। वो रातों रात कंगाल ्हो गयरे कयोंरक ्हर जाननरे वालरे नरे मु्ँह ररे र रलया।
उनकी पतनमी की र्ह्यमयमी ्हतया कर दमी गयमी थिमी बस उनकरे  पास उनका बरेटा करे शव थिा जो पाँचवमी कक्षा में पढ़ र्हा थिा उनकरे  
पास उस रदन आसुँओ ंकरे  रसवाय कुछ भमी न्हीं थिा। ग्हन ्हताशा और रनराशा में वो रातों रात अपनरे ्हाथि में करे शव और अपनरे 
कपड़ों का गट्ठर लरेकर चल रदयरे।
एक दो रदन सरे भखूरे वो चमोलमी करे  जंगलों में प्ुहचँ गयरे। थिकरे  ्हाररे उनकरे  पास आतम्हतया करे  रसवाय कोई रा्ता न्हीं सझू र्हा  थिा, 
तभमी उन्होंनरे ब्ुहत साररे कुत्तों सरे एक र्हरण को लड़तरे दरेखा वो एक अकरे ला र्हरण सा्हस और ्धयैचि सरे लड़कर सभमी कुत्तों पर भारमी 
पड़ र्हा थिा। अतं में सब कुत्तरे अपनमी दमु दबाकर भाग गयरे और र्हरण शांरत सरे चरनरे लग गया। यरे दरेख डयॉ.सोलंकी को ्हौसला 
रमला। प्हलरे तो उन्होनरे जंगल करे  परेड़ों सरे इकट्ठा कर कुछ भोजन करे शव को रखलाया। रफ़र परेड़ों सरे लकरडयाँ इकट्ठा कर जंगल में 
एक  परेड़ करे  नमीचरे एक झोपड़मी बनाई। अ्ंधरेरा छटा, सरूज रनकला ,दरेखतरे ्हमी दरेखतरे उनमें नवजमीवन का संचार ्हो गया।
पास में ्हमी अमराई श्हर थिा डयॉ.सोलंकी एक वयापारमी करे  पास काम ढंूढनरे चलरे गयरे।
"अनाज की बोररयाँ उठा लोगरे?" वयापारमी नरे पछूा ।
"्हां जमी जो भमी काम ्ह ैसब करँूगा" ।
डयॉ. सोलंकी को काम रमल गया। ्धमीररे ्धमीररे मरे्हनत सरे पैसा जोड़नरे लगरे और करे शव का दारखला पास करे  सरकारमी ्कूल में करा 
रदया। दोनों रोि पैदल अमराई श्हर तक आतरे ।
डयॉ. सोलंकी करे शव को ्कूल छोड़कर वयापारमी करे  य्हां काम करनरे लग जातरे। छुट्मी ्होतरे ्हमी करे शव को वयापारमी करे  भणडार ग्ृह में 
लाकर ्कूल का काम करनरे को बोलतरे और खदु काम करनरे लग जातरे थिरे ! शाम सात बितरे ्हमी अपनमी झोपड़मी में लौट आतरे, य्हमी 
अब उनकी रदनचयाचि बन गयमी थिमी। य्हाँ उन्होंनरे आ्ंधमी पानमी आग ब्ुहत कुछ स्हन रकया।
अब अचछरे पैसरे जटुना आरमभ ्हो गयरे। करे शव नरे भमी अपनमी बार्हवीं की परमीक्षा अववल अकंो सरे पास कर लमी थिमी तो उसरे आगरे 
पढ़नरे करे  रलयरे बा्हर जाना थिा।
डयॉ.सोलंकी नरे करे शव को उचच रशक्षा करे  रलए  रद्लमी भरेज रदया, साथि में भारतमीय प्शासरनक सरेवा परमीक्षा की कोरचगं का भमी 
प्बं्ध कर रदया। जो पैसरे बचरे उनसरे उन्होनरे कुछ प्योगशाला का सामान खरमीदा और बयॉयोवरेपन बनानरे का काम शरुू कर रदया जो 
उन्हरे एन.बमी.आर.समी. सरे रनकालरे जानरे करे  कारण छूट गया थिा। रात को जब वो वयापारमी करे  य्हाँ सरे लौटतरे तो बयॉयोवरेपन पर काम 
शरुू कर दरेतरे थिरे।
भारतमीय प्शासरनक सरेवा परमीक्षा में करे शव को प्थिम ्थिान रमला थिा। दो साल बाद करे शव ग्ृह मरंिालय करे  उचच अर्धकारमी बन 
गयरे और उन्हें उचच ्तरमीय बंगला रमल गया। 
अब करे शव नरे अपनरे पापा करे  रलयरे अचछमी प्योगशाला का इतंजाम कर रदया और आरखरकार उन्होंनरे वो बयॉयोवरेपन रवकरसत 
कर रदया रिस पर वो सालों सरे काम कर र्हरे थिरे।
करे शव नरे अपनरे पापा को सभमी दखु झरेलतरे दरेखा थिा, अपनरे पापा करे  मखु पर ब्ुहत सालों सरे उसनरे ्हसँमी न्हीं दरेखमी थिमी।

उचच अर्धकारमी ्होनरे करे  कारण करे शव नरे अपनरे पापा पर चलरे करे स को एक बार ररर खलुवाया। अबकी बार ग्हराई सरे जाँच ्ुहई 
और खारलद नरे माना रक उसनरे डयॉ.सोलंकी करे  साथि ्धोखा रकया थिा।

भारत सरकार नरे उन्हें बतौर एन.बमी.आर.समी.का  प्मखु ररर सरे रनयकु्त रकया और उनकरे  अदमय सा्हस, कायचिरनष्ठा, दरेशभरक्त और 
उनकी रवरशटि प्रतभा करे  रलयरे उन्हें भारत करे  रर्दतमीय सवमोचच सममान पदम रवभरूण सरे सममारनत रकया।

वशि जवँागङवा

जंतवुिज्वान (विशषे), ततृीय िष्ष 43



Stepping Out of Our Comfort Zone

We have all kinds of people living around us. There are the introverts, the extroverts and the ambiverts. But 
everyone has to step out of his comfort zone and often take risks. College is a nursery which exposes us to 
a whole lot of opportunities. All these opportunities, if made use of, can make or break one in those three 
years. If you’re an extrovert, well and good. You can polish your skills and make yourself better. You probably 
are not afraid of trying new things out or socialising. If you’re an ambivert, that is good too. You share some 
things while you keep the rest to yourself.

However, if you’re an introvert, I can totally relate to your life. We, the introverts, are shy and reserved 
people. We do not like to reveal too much to others and most importantly, we enjoy our own company. 
But once you’re in college, you need to socialise, speak up for yourself or the cause in which you believe 
and most importantly, ask for the thing you want. Remember that if you do not gather some courage now 
and hesitate and don’t ask for what you want, you will never get it. Often, other college students would be 
more than happy to help you out. You will face situations where you will have to do something you’ve never 
done during your entire existence on this planet. Remember the time when you just used to stare at others 
playing volleyball but never could muster up enough courage to ask them to include you in the team? Or 
when you wanted to be a part of dramatics but were too timid to ask? Now is the perfect time, the right 
opportunity knocking at your door. Do not let this golden chance slip by. Go, walk up to people and ask 
them. College is the perfect place to learn new things. You probably do not know what you’re really good 
at or have not even tried playing outdoor games. That is just fine. You can and you should learn everything 
you want in college. Try your hand at diverse things, do something new, let that adrenaline rush push you 
to new heights and who knows, you might as well find your passion in the process. So, my dear introvert 
friends, I know how you feel. I felt the same way. Start with all the fears you have, with whatever resources 
you have, try new things, do not be shy, you’ll be absolutely safe. Start with the way you are. You do not 
need to change yourself. You just need to let go off that shell holding you back from achieving something 
great that you’ve never even imagined about. Go! Step out of your comfort zone!

Asutosh Tiwary

B. Sc. (H) Zoology, I Year 

44



Teenage Town...

There was once a town full of teens,

Where there were no elders to be seen.

 

Life was fun all the way,

Nobody to remind you of the time of day.

One for all, all for one,

No one to bother till the day was done.

The teenage schools made studies look easy,

No headmaster or teachers to drive you crazy.

The teenage plaza provided all the thrills,

Music and dance with sports to match,

Snacks to take care of hunger pangs.

A dive in the pool to beat the heat,

Teenage Town was a place which no one could beat.

From 13 to 19, life is such a scream,

When I woke up, alas, it was a dream!

Anukriti Pahwa 

B. Sc. Physical Sciences (Chemistry), III Year
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र्ंजरपा

"्हम पंछमी उनमकु्त गगन करे  रपंजरबंद न र्ह पाएगँरे।

कनक तमीरलयों सरे टकराकर पलुरकत पंख टूट जायेंगरे।।"

यरे करवता की ऐसमी पंरक्तयाँ ्हैं, जो ्हम सब को यरे सोचनरे करे  रलए मजबरू करतमी ्हैं की ्हम जो सोच र्हरे ्हैं या कर र्हरे ्हैं वो स्हमी ्ह ै
या गलत। ्हम आिाद ्हैं या ररर गलुाम, सोचनरे की बात यरे ्ह ैरक वरचि 1947 में ्हम अगं्रेिमी ्ुहकूमत सरे आिाद तो ्हो गयरे, परनत ु
अपनमी सभयता भलुा कर उनकी सभयता करे  रपंजररे में कैद र्ह गयरे। कैद ्हम इसरलए ्हैं, कयोंरक ्हमें अपनमी न्हीं दसूरों की रचतंा ्ह ै   
उनकी सभयता न अपनानरे पर ्हमको लोग कया क्हेंगरे? क्हीं रपछड़ा,अनपढ़ या रूरढ़वादमी न सोच लें।

"अररे भाई कुछ तो लोग क्हेंगरे, लोगो का काम ्ह ैक्हना"। जब तक ्हम रपंजड़रे में कैद ्ह,ै ्हमें दो वक्त की रोटमी तो नसमीब 
्होगमी लरेरकन इजित, शो्हरत, उन्हीं को ्हारसल ्होतमी ्हैं, जो लोगों की परवा्ह रकए रबना अपनरे पथि पर आगरे बढ़तरे ्हैं। आज 
्हम रदखतरे तो आिाद ्ह ैलरेरकन वा्तव में ्हमें आज भमी आिादमी न्हीं रमलमी। क्हतरे ्ह ैरजस मकान की नींव कचचमी ्होतमी ्ह ै
उसको ढ्हतरे दरेर न्हीं लगतमी चा्हरे उसमरे आ्धरुनक तकनमीक का प्योग कयों न ्हो। इसका मतलब यरे न्हीं की आ्धरुनक ्होना 
बुरा ्ह,ै लरेरकन अपनो जड़ों को कमजोर बनाना मखूचिता ्हैं।

आज रवदरेशों में भमी भारतमीय यवुा अपना परचम ल्हरा र्हरे ्हैं, लरेरकन कुछ लोग ऐसरे भमी ्हैं रजन्हें र्हदंमी बोलनरे में शमचि आतमी ्हैं। 
इससरे बड़मी शमचि की बात कया ्होगमी रक रजस भारा में ्हमनरे बोलना, रलखना, पढ़ना समीखा, रजस भारा सरे ्हमारमी आतमा जड़ुमी ्ुहई 
्हैं व्हमी भारा बोलनरे में र्हचक और अगं्रेजमी या अनय भारा को बोलकर ्हमी बरुधिमान सारबत ्होंगरे। चमीन आज तरककी की ओर 
अग्सर ्ह ैलरेरकन अपनमी सं्कृरत और भारा को म्हतव दरेता ्ह।ै

अगर ्हमें अपनरे दरेश और खदु को ऊँचा उठाना ्ह ैतो रपंजड़रे रूपमी मानरसकता को तोड़ना ्होगा। रिनदगमी दसूरो की शततों पर न्हीं 
खदु की शततों पर रजयें वरना वो रदन दरू न्हीं जब ्हम अपनमी इचछाओ ंकरे  रपंजररे में  कैद ्हो जायेंगरे ज्हाँ ्हमें ्हसँना भमी नसमीब न ्हो। 
पंछमी की तर्ह आकाश में ऐसरे उड़ो रक दसूररे भमी क्हें रक ्हमें भमी समाज की रपंजररे रूपमी सोच को तोड़ना ्ह ैऔर एक ऐसा भारत 
बनाना ्ह ैज्हाँ प्तयरेक वयरक्त इस रपंजररे सरे ्वतंरि ्हो और ्हमाररे दरेश करे  म्हान करव गरुुदरेव ररवंद्रनाथि टैगोर नरे भमी तो क्हा ्ह ै–
“I am looking forward to an India…

Where the mind is without fear and the head is held high

Where knowledge is free

Where the world has not been broken up into fragments

By narrow domestic walls”

दीपवा रवाय

बी.एस.सी. (विशषे) गवित, ततृीय िष्ष
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The Answer to Everything?

Readers, please be advised. This is not a philosophical article and I do not claim to be a spiritual guru 
preaching, pretending to have found the ultimate way to live life. This is an article about cold, humourless 
(although I have made a terrible attempt to add some humour) albeit, exciting and intriguing Science. Don’t 
panic. I just ask for your indulgence and perhaps you may feel motivated to seek out the answers. 

Science and technology have matured and evolved by leaps and bounds. Their applications in various 
aspects of our daily life cannot be overstated (I know you have heard and read this before but I am repeating 
it anyways). Modern History is bejewelled with moments of human brilliance that has completely changed 
our lives for good. Be it Sir Isaac Newton’s ‘Laws of Motion’, Thomas Edison’s ‘Light bulb’, Nikola Tesla’s 
‘Alternative Current’,  Albert Einstein’s ‘Relativity’, or Alan Turing’s ‘Turing Machines’, just to name a few. 
The beauty of scientific progress is that it stays relevant or is modified to stay relevant, till the end of time. 

However, despite all our progress and the comforts of life these inventions/discoveries have given us, a 
few big questions have eluded us since we developed the capacity to ask questions – How does our brain 
work? How and why did the universe come into existence? What is consciousness? Do we exist for a greater 
purpose, perhaps created by a superior being or do we just happen to exist? While these questions have been 
answered partially and all the greatest minds are at work, trying hard to solve these “ultimate mysteries”, 
we still are very short of anything profound and concrete. Yet, despite getting inconclusive results, we are 
moving at a quick pace since it can be argued that we are trying to answer questions in thousands of years 
while it took Nature billions of years to be what it is today with all its diversity.

The splendour of these questions lies in the fact that they are almost impossible to answer using only one 
branch of Science (perhaps physicists are now mad at me for such blasphemy). And why only Science, we 
need philosophy and even creative artists. In fact, we need human endeavour from all aspects of life. Don’t 
get me wrong, I do not mean to imply that we use all our creativity and create a wonderful story to answer 
these questions. The answer to these questions will no doubt have a mathematical nature. However, after 
the somewhat recent developments in Physics like Quantum Mechanics and Relativity, we know that our 
reality does not always conform to our “common sense”. In fact, putting things into perspective, it rarely 
does.  Thus, we need some radically new ideas and possibly even incredulous imaginations. The very recent 
theories like parallel universes, M theory and the like, happen to have a sense of radicalness about them 
(I am both flummoxed and excited just to think that at the time of writing this article, some other ‘me’ 
in some other ‘universe’ may be burning some rubber in Need for Speed. Ahem…if you are not a gamer, 
please ignore).  These theories perhaps answer some questions like the force of gravity being very weak 
compared to other fundamental forces of Nature; although a great many questions still remain and new 
ones undoubtedly will arise. This particular nature of these questions (that an answer begets greater, more 
difficult questions) discourages many people. No doubt they are the hardest problems but this is perhaps 
what makes them so exciting and alluring.  

“The incomprehensible thing about Nature is that it is comprehensible”, remarked Einstein. This statement 
gives me hope. I really believe in Napoleon Hills’ remark: “What a mind can conceive, humans can achieve”. 
All we need to do to is open our mind, take gigantic leaps of imagination  and even question everything 
we know now (simple…well, who am I kidding?). We humans are an amazing species and we achieve 
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great things (Large Hadron Collider…can you beat that?). I am not a clairvoyant but I am sure we (humans 
in general) will one day, provided we don’t “nuke” each other or infuriate some more intelligent extra-
terrestrial civilization, answer these “ultimate questions”. Perhaps that would be nirvana.

So, you wanted to know the answer to everything? Well, won’t you like to find it out for yourself?

Ankit Pant

B. Tech. Computer Science , IV Year

The Art of Living

Ever seen a fledgling bird on the boughs

Opening its half stretched wing,

Or a flying fish in a flowing river

Gliding in the air with the sunset tinge?

Some say they made a bid to escape 

An effort to dodge a preying feed,

But do you know that effort made

A valorous tale silently said?

A tale not of the escape alone but of life

Of the hope which endures amidst strife.

The art of living is composed of them,

The flying fish and the fledgling bird,

Not of the mouth that chased and tried to feast

On the harmless, feeble, tiny souls.

When I see a butterfly fluttering in the air,

In gay abandon with no fear,

My heart jumps for an unknown joy.

Perhaps that is life, the art of living.

Amidst hundreds of thorns and the pain they give,

But indeed it’s a life to live.

Ipshita Mishra

B. Tech. Computer Science, IV Year
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अंतर्चिनद

खामोशमी की अरगन में 
अगंाररे रलए रररता ्ूह ँ,
 रनशबद शांत रजनमी में 
 लरे ्वरचता जलाता ्ूह,ँ 
ठ्हर इस मरूभरूम में 
मरू रननाद सनुता ्ूह,ँ 
 कभमी शमशान करे  तम में 
 प्काश रलए रररता ्ूह ँ,
नैराशय राग सनुकर मैं
्वयं जलता र्हता ्ूह ँ,
 ररर ब्रह्ाणड की प्कृरत में
 सममीर चलानरे लगता ्ूह,ँ 
लरे रवनधयाचल इसरे मथिनरे मैं
रंुकार कभमी भलू जाता ्ूह,ँ 
 कौन डूबरे इस ्हला्हल में 
 ररर दो पग मैं ्हट जाता ्ूह,ँ 
पल भर ्हला्हल अपनरे मन में 
उर संग रलए रररता ्ूह,ँ
 अकसर ददचि कसौटमी पर 
 वामन रवर का कर जाता ्ूह,ँ 
जलरे अमतृ अपनमी कलश में 
कौन रन्हारनरे जाता ्ह,ै
 रवर पड़ा अपनमी रंगत में  
 पान ्हरेत ुसब आता ्ह,ै
ररर कभमी डूब उ्लास में 
रवर को अमतृ बतलाता ्ूह,ँ 
 र्हरे बंद अमतृ कलश में 
 में सवचिश्रेष्ठ क्हलाता ्ूह,ँ
दरेखकर रछनमी ्ुहई आखँों में 

"जयघोर" ्वयं कर जाता ्ूह!ँ

मनीष भवारद्वाज 

बी.एस.सी. (विशषे) रसवायन शवास्त्र, ततृीय िष्ष 
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The Eternal Questions

If we weren’t all pieces of mud

Then what would we be?

Would the world be a ball of fire

Or would it be cold ice?

If we weren’t stone hearted

Then what would we be?

Would men still kill men

Or would it still be an animal?

If we weren’t war mongers

Then what would we be?

Would innocent lives matter

Or would millions again shatter?

If humans were humans at all

Would wars be needed at all?

On every leader’s shallow pride

Millions of lives take a ride.

When will this hatred stop?

When will man love all?

Or will this lifetime go in vain

Searching for a peaceful heaven without this blood rain?

Sukrit Kumar Singh

B. Sc. (H) Mathematics, III Year
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The Fault in Our Stars – One of the best books I've ever read

Ever since I’ve delved into stories, 
in the form of video games, 
movies, books and songs, I’ve 
had a great disposition towards 
stories which are real, deep 
and heartfelt. There is a lot of 
variation in the presentation of 
stories in all the mediums; but 
the emotions, or what the story 
makes you feel when presented 
to you, remain constant. If a 
story is well executed, it will 
make you feel things, make you 
cry, or cracking up with laughter, 
or put you in a state of deep 
thoughts. It could be a movie, a 
video game, a song, or a book. 
Like I said, I have a soft spot for 
stories which are real, deep, 
and heartfelt. These are, often, 
stories which revolve around 
characters, show them growing, 
having beautiful interactions. 
Movies about human will and love which tear you up or leave you with a single tear…I haven’t been able to 
put it exactly…but stories which leave a deep, emotional impact on you.

The Last of Us is a masterpiece among video games. I have played over 200 games by now, from 2005, on 
the Gameboy, GameCube, PSP, PC and PS3. Never have I played a game remotely like The Last of Us. Its 
story, direction and execution are commendable. I remember applauding and having a tear at the corner 
of my eye when I ended this game. Naughty Dog (the developers of The Last of Us) managed to make a 
game and redefine what a game could make you feel. Never before had a game left such a deep and lasting 
impact on me.

Movies like Good Will Hunting, Wall-E, Filmistaan, Bhaag Milkha Bhaag, Up in the Air, Dil Dhadakne Do, Piku, 
and This is Where I Leave You, have drawn and mesmerised me. They are beautiful films with stories about 
the human condition; with amazing character development and emotional dimensions. These movies are 
amazing. However, my disposition for story has often lead me to alienate various other fantastic movies 
which may have great direction or cinematography but not so great a story, such as Gladiator and Zootopia. 

In terms of books, there are only two which have stories so powerful, so effective that you feel for their 
characters and are as much a part of their problems as they are. One such book is A Thousand Splendid 
Suns by Khaled Hosseini. The second one is The Fault in Our Stars by John Green. The Fault in Our Stars is 51



a tale about life, not cancer. It uses the background of people with cancer to shed light on life. It talks of 
such vivid and real concepts and describes them perfectly. “Funerals are for the living”, “Depression is not a 
side effect of dying. It’s a side effect of cancer”, “Pain demands to be felt”, “I’m on a rollercoaster that only 
goes up!” I cannot describe how many emotions a lot of these quotes and concepts have aroused in me. 
I remember reading to my friend (now my girlfriend) and she reading back to me our favourite parts from 
The Fault in Our Stars. 

Then there are the characters. The book has two types of characters: those with cancer and those without. 
Most of the characters without cancer are in some way related to the characters with cancer. The characters 
are real, their sufferings are real and painful and heartfelt. All the characters, with and without cancer, are 
reeling from the side effects of life. John Green beautifully explains this with every sentence.

Hazel’s mother is one of my favourite characters in the story. Her character is powerful. As a parent whose 
child has cancer and she knows her child will most probably not survive, she embraces it and chooses one 
of the most beautiful, poignant ways of reacting to it. Even though that particular dialogue is never given 
that much attention whenever we talk about this book’s greatest scenes, it is exceptionally moving and 
powerful.

The Fault in Our Stars also does something which happens rarely in the world. It talks about people with 
diseases like normal people, not people who are less than anyone because of a disease or deserve our 
pity. At the same time, it does not preach about cancer. It’s simply a story about people with cancer. The 
emotions of this book are very well expressed and powerful, to say the least. It was a rollercoaster of 
emotions. I know a lot of friends who’ve cried while reading this book, who’ve sat thinking about their own 
feelings, while or after reading it. 

I felt the same intensity of emotions on each of my five reads of this book. While there are a lot of heavy 
memories of this book, there are also a lot of lighter ones associated with it. While being one of the most 
emotionally intense stories, it is also one of the funniest and hilarious ever. A lot of the humour comes from 
Gus, with his combination of wit, spontaneity and word play. This doesn’t mean that the other characters 
don’t have their moments. They all get their moments to shine comically.

I laughed and I chuckled and I giggled a lot of the time while reading The Fault in Our Stars. The book doesn’t 
cheapen humour or depreciate it as a place holder or make it feel inappropriate or sheepish, which most 
modern stories tend towards. It has the best use of humour I have ever seen in a book. It made me laugh 
even at the most intense moments without undermining the emotions or the laughter. The humour worked 
very organically. With its combination of emotions, humour, reality, life and characters, The Fault in Our 
Stars stands as one of the most complete novels of this decade. It has a delicate sensitivity towards cancer; 
never mocking, caricaturing or exaggerating it. It is a book everyone must read once in their life. The Fault 
in Our Stars is indeed a masterpiece. 

Shrey Ahuja

B. Tech. Computer Science, IV Year
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टूटतमी लक्मण ररेखपाएँ

्हमरेशा की तर्ह जब भमी मैं उदास ्होता ्ूह ँमाँ की ब्ुहत याद आतमी ्ह।ै मैं शयाम ्ूह ँऔर गाँव सरे रद्लमी पढ़नरे आया ्ूह।ँ जब मैं छोटा 
थिा तो माँ ्हर रोि सोतरे समय एक क्हानमी सनुतमी थिमी। आज मैं आपको व्ह क्हानमी सनुाऊँगा रजसरे सनुकर मैं ब्ुहत रोया थिा। 

क्हानमी एक ब्ुहत पयाररे सरे सररे द मेंमनरे की ्ह ैरजसरे पयार सरे उसकी माँ काल ूबलुातमी थिमी। व्ह कूदता राँदता जब घर सरे भर रनकलता 
तो भमी ्हमरेशा की तर्ह जब भमी मैं उदास ्होता ्ूह ँमाँ की ब्ुहत याद आतमी ्ह।ै मैं शयाम ्ूह ँऔर गाव सरे रद्लमी पढनरे आया ्ूह।ँ जब 
मैं छोटा थिा तो माँ ्हर रोज सोतरे समय एक क्हानमी सनुातमी। छः बजरे सरे आवाज दरेकर याद रदलातमी "भरूमी आटंमी करे  घर न जाना"। 
काल ूनरे कुछ रदन माँ की बात मानमी ररर अपनमी लक्मण ररेखा तोड़ दमी। अब व्ह पास करे  कँुए तक जानरे लगा। कँुए करे  पास घास 
रकतनमी नरम ्ह ैऔर रकतनरे जानवर ्हैं य्हाँ, माँ पता न्हीं इतना कयों डरतमी ्हैं, उसनरे सोचा। कुछ रदन कँुए करे  पास खरेलकर काल ू
का मन भर गया और उसनरे थिोड़ा और आगरे जानरे का रनचिय रकया। अब पमीपल का परेड़ काल ूकी पसंदमीदा जग्ह बन गया। एक 
रदन काल ूको व्हाँ दो खरगोश रमलरे। नटखट खरगोशों सरे काल ूकी चट सरे दो्तमी ्हो गई। खरगोश बतानरे लगरे रक मरंदर वालमी 
प्हाड़मी पर ्हरमी-्हरमी ब्ुहत नरम घास ्ह।ै रजस पर लोटनरे में क्हमी जयादा आननद आता ्ह।ै वरे उसरे साथि चलनरे करे  रलए उकसानरे लगरे 
पर व्ह न्हीं गया। उसनरे सोचा रक व्ह माँ की लक्मण ररेखा सरे वैसरे ्हमी क्हीं आगरे खरेलता ्ह,ै यरद माँ को इस बाररे में पता चला तो 
ब्ुहत नाराि ्होगमी। कुछ रदन तक तो व्ह अपनरे दो्तों को टालता र्हा। पर एक रदन तो ्हद ्हमी ्हो गई। खरगोशों नरे उसरे डरपोक 
और दबब ूक्ह रदया। काल ूको य्ह कतई पसंद न्हीं आया। व्ह माँ सरे डरता जरुर थिा लरेरकन अब व्ह बड़ा ्हो र्हा थिा और अपनरे 
छोटरे मोटरे रनणचिय ्वयं लरे सकता थिा। काल ूनरे खरगोशों करे  साथि प्हाड़मी पर जानरे का रनरचिय रकया। प्हाड़मी की चोटमी पर प्ुहचँ 
काल ूको जो आननद आया उसकी तो आप क्पना मारि न्हीं  कर सकतरे ्हैं। काल ूको लगा रक जैसरे उसकरे  दो्त उसरे ्वगचि में लरे 
आए ्हैं। काल ू्हरमी मखमलमी घास पर जमी भर करे  लोटा और परेट भर कर खाई भमी। अब थिोड़ा सु् तानरे का मन करनरे लगा, आखँ 
मुदंनरे लगा। तभमी क्हीं सरे टप सरे एक भरेरड़या आया और गप सरे काल ूको खा गया।

बस, इसमी अजंाम सरे डर र्हा ्ूह ँमैं। मैं भमी माँ की बनाई कई लक्मण ररेखाए ँतोड़ चकुा ्ूह।ँ पढ़ाई तो अब बचपन की बातरे लगतमी ्हैं। 
लक्य तो मैं भलू चकुा ्ूह।ँ दो्तों करे  क्हनरे सरे जो मैं मरंदर वालमी प्हाड़मी पर चढा अथिाचित ्जब मैंनरे शराब पमीना शरुु रकया तो स्हमी 
गलत में अतंर करना भलू गया। ररर रसगररेट की लत लगमी और अब ड्रगस लरेनरे लगा ्ूह।ँ मैं जानता ्ूह ँरक मैं गलत रा्तरे पर चल 
पड़ा ्ूह ँपर वापसमी का रा्ता कोई नजर न्हीं आ र्हा। मैं डरता ्ूह,ँ लगता ्ह ैरक अब कोई भरेरड़या ताप सरे आएगा और मैं काल ू
की तर्ह.....

मरेररे दो्त मनो्हर को कल ्हमी परुलस पकड़ कर लरे गई ्ह।ै व्ह मरेररे कयॉलरेज करे  बा्हर ड्रगस बरेचनरे की कोरशश करता पकड़ा गया। 
मरेरा दसूरा दो्त पाथिचि,अममीर माँ बाप का इकलौता बरेटा, ्हयॉर्पटल में जमीवन और मौत सरे संघरचि कर र्हा ्ह ैव्ह वरेलरेनटाईन डरे की 
रात नशरे में ्धतु गाड़मी चला र्हा थिा। दघुचिटना में उसकरे  दो्त कृषणा नरे तो मौकरे  पर ्हमी दम तोड़ रदया। मैं पता न्हीं कैसरे अभमी तक 
रकसमी बड़मी मसुमीबत में न्हीं रंसा ्ूह।ँ न्हीं, मैं काल ून्हीं बनना चा्हता ्ूह ँरक कोई मरेरमी मदद कररे। बस,मझुरे मरेरमी माँ सरे रमला दरे। कोई 
मददगार रमलरे।आप मरेरमी मदद करेंगरे ना…

रव्म शमवा्ष

अवससटेंट प्रोफ़ेसर, िनसपवत विज्वान 
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The Phenomenal Reality

The game of life is a stroll till the end, the acts, the gait, the escapes are all impalpable,

Where the start seems vulnerable, the centre stage is favourable but the end is bound to be unbearable.

The stars, the moon, the universe become the cause of our triumphs and demise,

A worldly Almighty ordains our fate which we cautiously and consciously fail to realise.

A fine, transient morning so cheerful, a dark endless night so mournful, it’s all magical,

A dream so fantastic, a nightmare turned so drastic, seems too mystical.

Roads crashed with the rising rivals, skies waiting for the destined arrivals, in the midst of the two you will 
turn breathless,

Valleys a-wide, hills all upside, let peace abide, barriers aside, stand motionless.

A laugh that bursts, a smile, so trusted, invokes happiness to inspire,

Your despair departed, your success supported, no one to steal your desire.

You become what you think, worries leave behind a wink, just be sincere,

Let the people die, let their words lie, listen awhile but dare not adhere.

A gift of love, a shield of glove, you take help, you own a home,

Time to talk, feelings in a stock, you are not alone.

Bouts of pain, shocks that sustain, failures always make you grumble,

A relief to the crust, favours the jolly and just, it’s the way you stumble.

The poverty of the poor, the royalty of the rich, the evil hell, the golden heaven,

You sought equality, you mess up with Economics and gravity, the graph is so uneven.

A strongly disciplined school, a casual college so cool, aspirations above head held high,

You act like a genius, you turn up a fool; attitude can impress, aptitude is not all you can apply.

Attractive vibes, destructive knives, an intriguing spirit swipes away all the woes,

A game of throne, a battle of stone, you win to lose in a blind faith, blood will sway from head to shoes.

Opportunities went in vain, disappointments lie deep in pain, you smile like a cat with grief-filled eyes lost 
in the teary stain,

Politeness is a core issue, gullibility is a sensitive tissue, speaking frankly makes you open; keeping quiet 
leaves you insane.

Truths carve your destiny, lies invite scrutiny, so foolish an astrology circled around matrimony,

Love is a miracle, hatred an obstacle, deep inside lies the thread of harmony.

Fires that burn, winds that upturn, you learn to lie stealthy,

Changes that litter, changes for the better, let your body be healthy.

A pool of friends, styles, fashions and trends, you huddle all high,

But then enemies to choose, filthy letters to abuse, you stop for a while and sigh.

If there are ships that sail, there are sharks beneath that trail, you have to look around and stay aware,54



Traffic lights that control, danger signs you will not ignore, at times you couch and life turns severe.

Food that salivate, drinks that intoxicate, you may develop a taste so inanimate,

Pills of chill make you comfortable, diseases afflict and make you unstable, then arise matters that mighty 
complicate.

Mistakes you make, risks you take, keeping your patience at stake,

Appreciations you prove, misunderstandings you disapprove and trust is a difficult remake.

A childhood so awesome, the senescence so troublesome, let loose your emotions, get high on struggle

Songs of joy, prangs of dismay, it’s a tough play where you have to juggle.

Those Monsoons that shower, those Winters that wince in shiver, the ruthless Autumn, the rainbow play,

Sunshines that brighten, Shadows that enlighten, six shunts of season in a beautiful closet tray.

Rushing Sundays with too much rest, lofty Mondays arrive like an awaited arrest, sometimes an alcoholic, 
at times workaholic,

Time to listen, courage to fasten, schedules to tighten, you are left tired and sick.

A family so native, a home so captive, you feel so secure and a pioneer, 

Forests if near, build up a fear, roars afar terrorise the tracks of the ear, you dream like a warrior,

Life is like the high ending fudge, paralleled with paradox no matter how you indulge, call it eternity or 
virtual duality,

You are born naked and hurried, die covered and buried, spread light, view it upright because so Phenomenal 
is this reality!

Dhara Awasthi

B. Sc. (H) Biomedical Science, III Year
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Title  
or  

The outlandishly-annoying-dummy-unwarrantedly-eating- 
up-these-lines-which-could-have-been-avoided

A big-wig, attracting all the repulsion, rises from the depths of sincere jingoism to take the oath as the new 
leader of the free world.

Before making me choleric with just the anticipation of brainstorming for scribbling any composition, You, 
Title- looking down at every creation, assuming a higher position for yourself simply by the virtue of some 
corrupted sense of compliance to a standard of identification, which even if left out, will enjoy the luxury of 
headlining everything through the Bhartrhari's paradox, repel me.

It was you who stopped me from writing most of the stuff, not the mere realization of my apparent 
ineptitude in creative gibberish. Gee, right! Forgive me for my inability to imagine things that are not there. 
A rose by any other name would smell as sweet, so why should there be any you? You simply stand there 
unperturbed, like a confident cow in the busiest intersections of Old Delhi, heedless in this world  getting 
increasingly concerned about the privacy of its inhabitants who love things as benign as wide frame selfies, 
giving a peek into the stories. In a world craving for more than what the Hubble has observed in all its life 
in ether, you sit on top, with a smirk on the face, looking around, adjusting collars and brimming inside out 
with the consciousness of being the smartest one-liner or an apt summation of some 300-page complex 
structure. As an epitome of misplaced sense of self-righteousness, you take refuge in paperbacks and 
hardcovers, where millions still wear the darkness of night and seek the shade of stars just for a weekend, 
away from the hardships of foraging in concrete jungles to tranquil places with hanging sporadic flashes 
synced with jingles accompanied by soothing yeast-fermented barley. While denizens of my city struggle to 
find a spot to even stand in wagons running dangerously below earth near inferno in their daily freightage 
of livelihood, you stand biased, spreading across the face in brash fonts for naïve wordsmiths while giving 
way to the established ones, like a remorseless security personnel outside a niterie to feminine ensemble.

D. J. Trump just finished his inauguration dialogue. Now, where was I? 

Sagar Patwal

B. Tech. Computer Science, IV Year
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युवपाओ ंकरे  बमीच में रलंग सवंरेदमीकरण

नर और नारमी करे  बमीच आरतमक, मानरसक, शारमीररक और आधयारतमक समनवय ्हमी आरदकाल सरे सामारजक संतलुन की 
आ्धाररशला र्हमी ्ह।ै प्कृरत ्हमरेशा सममरत और समनवय सरे संचारलत ्होतमी ्ह ै! इस समनवय में जब भमी रवचलन ्होगा, प्गरत की 
ओर बढ़ र्हा समाज रन्संदरे्ह अपनमी रदशा में बा्धा म्हससू कररेगा। कया आज ्हमारा समाज उस बा्धा करे  दौर सरे गजुर र्हा ्ह?ै 

प्ाचमीन काल में ्हमारा समाज कब एक आदशचि समाज करे  सभमी मानकों करे  पैमानों को परूा करता थिा? इसका उत्तर ढँूढना शायद 
करठन भमी ्ह ैऔर रनरोपयोगमी भमी। ्हमारा य्ह मानना रक आज ्हमाररे समाज में रलंगभरेद रनर्हत ्हैं,य्ह सोच ्हमी भरवषय में बरे्हतरमी 
करे  रलए ्हमारा मागचि प्श्त करतमी ्ह।ै इसमरे कोई शक न्हीं रक समाज को आदशचि मानकों तक लरे जाना कोई सामानय बात न्हमी 
्हैं। कौन सरे मानक आदशचि ्होंगरे इसका चयन भमी ्हमें ्हमी करना ्होगा। बदलतरे समय करे  अनरुूप मानकों का बदलना ्वाभारवक 
्ह।ै ऐसरे मानक रजसमें समाज का ्हर वगचि और रलंग अपनमी सरुव्धानसुार जमीवनयापन कर सकरे । इस बदलाव करे  रलए अपार  ऊजाचि  
की आवशयकता ्होगमी। समाज में करे वल यवुा वगचि  ्हमी ऐसा ्ह ैरजसमें इतनमी मारिा में ऊजाचि रनर्हत ्ह।ै ऐसरे  सा्हरसक कायमो करे  रलए 
्हमरे अपनरे यवुा वगचि को प्रशरक्षत करना ्होगा। उसकरे   अनदर सरे रलंग करे  मतभरेद को दरू करना ्होगा।

यरद ्हम अपनरे आरदकाल को दरेखरे तो तब मर्हलाओ ं की र्थिरत सामानय थिमी। समाज में रलंग भरेद न्हीं थिा। मर्हलाओ ंको परुुरों 
करे   बराबर का दजाचि  ्हारसल थिा। उस समाज में गागशी जैसमी रवदरुमी एवं अर्ह्याबाई जैसमी नयाय कुशल शारसका भमी थिमी। भारत 
में जब उत्तर वैरदक काल का उदय ्ुहआ तब सरे मर्हलाओ ंकी र्थिरत प्भारवत ्होना प्ारंभ ्ुहई। इसमी उत्तर वैरदक कल में समाज 
में मर्हलाओ करे  रलए कई कुप्थिाओ का उदय ्ुहआ जैसरे -सतमीप्थिा,जौ्हर प्थिा,बाल-रववा्ह,ब्ुहरववा्ह आरद। इन कुप्थिाओ ंसरे 
प्भारवत ्होकर मर्हलायरे रदन-प्रतरदन मानरसक रूप सरे कमिोर ्होतमी चलमी गयमी। जब यरे कुप्थिाए ंउत्तर वैरदक काल सरे ्होतमी 
्ुहई भारत करे  मधय काल में आयमी,तब तक यरे कारी प्बल ्हो चकुी थिमी। इसरलए शायद मधय काल को मर्हलाओ ंकरे  रलए बबचिर 
अतयाचार का काल क्हा जाता ्ह।ै ज्हाँ मर्हलाओ ंको चार रदवारमी में बंद रखा जाता थिा और करे वल भोगरवलास की व्त ुमाना 
जाता थिा। इस काल में उनकरे  साररे अर्धकारों का पतन ्हो चकुा थिा। समाज में उनकरे  रलए कोई भमी सममारनत जग्ह न्हीं बचमी थिमी।

18वीं शताबदमी करे  भारत करे  आ्धरुनक यगु की शरुुआत में राजाराम मो्हन राय जैसरे समाज स्ुधारकों नरे इस रवरय पर कारी 
गंभमीरता सरे रवचार रकया और समाज में इस रलंग भरेद को ्हटानरे करे  अनरेक प्यास रकयरे। उन्होंनरे सतमीप्थिा,बालरववा्ह,ब्ुहरववा्ह 
जैसमी कुप्थिाओ ंको काननून अवै्ध घोररत करवाया। रव्धवा पनुः रववा्ह का काननू बनवाया। भारत में आज मर्हलाओ ंको उनकरे  
खोए ्ुहए सममान को लौटनरे करे  रलए अनरेक प्यास रकयरे जा र्हरे ्हैं। समाज में मर्हलाओ ंकी र्थिरत की सममीक्षा ्होतमी र्हरे इसकरे  
रलए वरचि १९७५ को रवश्व मर्हला वरचि की घोरणा की गयमी। भारत में मर्हलाओ ंकरे  रलए संवै्धारनक आयोग की ् थिापना की गयमी। 
्हमाररे सरवं्धान करे  अनचुछरेद  15 में ्धमचि, जारत, रलंग व जनम्थिान करे  आ्धार पर भरेदभाव पर प्रतबन्ध ्हैं।

्हाल ्हमी में म्हाराषट्र करे  शरन मरंदर करे  चबतूररे एवं एक दरगा्ह करे  र्दार, ज्हाँ वरमो सरे मर्हलाओ ंको प्वरेश की अनमुरत न्हीं 
थिमी,सवमोचच नयायालय नरे मर्हलाओ ंकरे  रलए खोल रदए। यरे साररे बदलाव रलंग भरेद की इस वयापक खाई को भरनरे करे  रलए ्हमी  
्हैं। आज करे  उजजवल भारत में सामारजक कायतों का आ्धार भमी ज्ान एवं कौशल ्हैं। उदा्हरण करे  रूप में भारत नरे २०१६ में तमीन 
मर्हला लड़ाकू पायलट को वायसुरेना में रनयकु्त कर मर्हलाओ ंकरे  रलए एक नया अधयाय जोड़ा। मर्हलाओ ंकरे  सशक्तीकरण करे  
रलए सरकार र्दारा वयापक योजनाओ ंका शभुारमभ रकया गया ्ह ैजैसरे “बरेटमी बचाओ बरेटमी पढ़ाओ”, उजजवला, ्वा्धार ग्ृह, नारमी 
शरक्त परु्कार, इरंदरा गां्धमी माततृव स्हयोग योजना, कायचिरत मर्हलाओ ंकरे  रलए आवास। इन योजनाओ ंकरे  बाररे में जन सामानय 
को अवगत करानरे में यवुा वगचि बड़मी भरूमका अदा कर सकता ्ह।ै इस रदशा में जागरूकता रैलानरे करे  रलए ्हमाररे म्हारवद्ालय 
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Untitled

Do you ever just lie supine?

On the grass on a cloudless night

And look up where there is no moon

And just watch the stars, 

Swimming in endless darkness,

Beacons of eternal hope?

Do the constellations speak to you?

Or do you also use them

To predict what is unpredictable and

Know what is best unknown?

Do you wait for aurora or

Do you wait for an epiphany

Of your ephemerality? 

Abhishek Raiwani

 B. Sc. (H) Electronics, II Year

“आचायचि नररेनद्र दरेव कालरेज” नरे यवुाओ ंकरे  बमीच रलंग संवरेदमीकरण नामक कायचिशाला का आयोजन रकया थिा रजसमें वाई.पमी. 
राउंडरेशन नामक सं्थिा सरे वक्ता करे  रूप में दो प्रतरनर्धयों नरे समाज में मर्हलाओ ंकी र्थिरत पर वयाखयान रदया।

 आज आवशयकता ्ह ैकी ्हम रलंग -भरेदभाव को अपनरे अनदर सरे जड़ सर्हत उखाड़ रें करे  तथिा उस आदशचि समाज की ्थिापना 
की ओर अपना मागचि प्श्त करें ज्हाँ  नर और नारमी का भरेद शनूय ्हो।

वशिम ्वमश्र

बी.एस.सी. (विशषे) रसवायन शवास्त्र , वद्तीय िष्ष
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To the Heart Struck Indian

When you witness rejection, repeated and intense,

When adverse are all the situations you go through;

When the hurdles seem like an uncrossable fence,

And dreams look obvious not to come true;

Never ever give up and move homeward,

Be calm and keep moving forward.

When you find yourself in complete darkness,

When your steps lead you to no places;

When your voice starts losing confidence and sharpness,

And the respect for you diminishes in people’s faces;

Fix the pieces of your bruised heart,

Be calm and keep moving forward.

When you feel fear hover over your strength,

When your vision goes blur due to constant sorrow;

When you are almost buried in dismay,

And no sign appears of the great new morrow;

Rise up and fight, don’t look backward,

Be calm and keep moving forward.

When negative thoughts wear you out,

When the pocket is empty and it’s hard to survive;

When circumstances create self-doubt,

And darkness seems to eat you alive;

Act like a warrior and not a coward,

Be calm and keep moving forward.

Vikas Shukla

B. Sc. (H) Biomedical Science, I Year
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A Memory to be Cherished Forever…

Someone has well said: "Travelling alone is the finest way to explore, as it is the best to know yourself more 
from inside….” 

It all started with the hustle and bustle to reach college before time. As it was the first day of the new 
semester and of course, a new year so, there was less commotion as compared to regular days. A fistful of 
students were present, so, our professor gave us a half-day leave, which meant a "golden opportunity" for 
vagrants like me! It was a pleasant day ahead and seriously, I did not want to go back home so early.  So, I 
decided to celebrate the “emancipation” that I hardly get! I asked my fellow mates to join me but they had 
some project due so, instead of disturbing them, I went alone. I was disappointed but it didn't affect me 
much as I am accustomed to living in solitude. I wanted to explore the best place nearby but I had not yet 
decided where I wanted to go.

Delhi is a mega city with numerous 
destinations, some of them being pocket 
friendly for a student like me. Thus, one can 
get happiness with whatever the budget 
permits. This is the reason why Delhi 
is listed in the top tourist destinations. 
Apart from the monetary aspect, tourists 
love the vivacity of this place. While I was 
thinking about the perfect place where 
I could get solace suddenly, my mind 
suggested the name of the biggest mosque 
in India, Masjid-i-Jaha-Numa, colloquially 68



called "Jama Masjid”, located in the 
extremely crowded and dilapidated 
part of old Delhi.

It was my first visit to a Muslim shrine. 
I practice Hinduism and Catholicism 
since childhood, so it was a quite 
distinct and unique experience for 
me to explore the essence of another 
religious belief. I was doubtful about 
this place but gave in to the voice 
of my conscience and found it to be 
worth it. The first sight which caught 
my attention was that of the sun rays 
directly falling on the dome which made it shine like an eminent golden ball. I entered through the big 
redstone gate or Darwaza. I was welcomed by a majestic view, on having entered the edifice followed by 
the courtyard or Sahn. 

Though there was huge crowd which included families, 
newly-wed couples, engaged love birds, foreign tourists 
and last but not the least, single vagrants like me, yet 
within a moment, it's serene atmosphere accepted me 
wholeheartedly. And then what! I thoroughly enjoyed 
the whole place and started capturing the finest 
"epitome” of Islamic architecture, which I had seen 
and read about in my history books. For a person like 
me who has an obsession with fine arts, it's a vault 
of treasure of extravagant architecture filled with 
arabesque calligraphy. 

Like it’s enigmatic architecture, it has an éclat history too!  Shah Jahan built this exquisite mosque. The 
literal meaning of its name 
is “mosque commanding 
view of the world”. The 
austere, yet beautiful, 
building was built in 
red sandstone with an 
extensive use of white 
marble. The pulpit of 
Jama Masjid has been 
beautifully carved out of 
a single block of marble. 
It has three gateways, 
four soaring towers and 69



two minarets. The 130-ft high 
slender minarets of the mosque 
grace its impressive façade. The 
eastern gate was once reserved 
for the Emperor. Wide staircases 
and arched gateways greet the 
visitors of the mosque. The 
teachings of the Prophet and 
the Holy Quran are enshrined 

here and its courtyard can hold up to 25,000 worshippers at one go. Designed by Ustad Khalil, the great 
sculptor of his time, it was built at an astounding cost of one million rupees in the early 1600s. The mosque 
was inaugurated by Imam Bukhari, a “mullah” from Bukhara, Uzbekistan on a special invitation from Shah 
Jahan. Thus, this place has a very lavish history.

When I came to know that tourists 
are allowed a sight from the minaret I 
was on cloud nine because it was my 
childhood dream to see the beautiful 
old Shahjahanabad from a height. It was 
a mystifying feeling for me. I also saw 
how Muslims do their ablutions (ritual 
cleansing). It was clear that it was time 
for the afternoon Namaaz or Asr. It was 
quite wonderful and emotional when 
the chants of the Holy Quran echoed. It 
is said that “All that seems easy isn't as 
easy as we think". The next challenge was 
waiting. I had to climb up approximately 
200 stairs. I must say, it was amongst the narrowest flight of stairs that I had ever climbed. It was quite 
exhausting but was worthwhile. The panoramic view from the height reminded me of the old map that I had 
seen in my seventh standard book. It was quite similar. I cherished every moment as I was exploring one of 
the greatest epochs of Indian history. This visit has become an experience to be cherished lifelong and these 
pictures will always be a reminder of one of the biggest moments of my entire life!

Next time, I would love to visit this place with my loved ones.

Piyush Singh

B. Sc. Physical Sciences (Chemistry), I Year
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Transition from School to College Life

The transition from school to college is bitter-sweet and overwhelming but extremely rewarding. School 
will always be the warmest place I know, a place that nests thousands of innocent memories, a place that 
shaped us into the kind of individuals we are today, a place that nurtured all our skills ever so efficiently and 
still managed to provide us the right dose of fun and discipline. School gave us the luxury of having fewer 
responsibilities.  Despite all these comforts, a school student still hopes and dreams of going to college and 
so did I. I would think of how life would change and how we would transform into somebody different, have 
fun and act like adults. 

Now that I finally am a college student, I can definitely say some of that is true! College lets you escape from 
a teacher's protective shield that you had in school and although this could be unnerving initially, it certainly 
proves to be a major lesson in self-reliance. College definitely lets you come out of your comfort zone. You 
meet like-minded people from diverse cultures who are united by their similar experiences and passions in 
life. You learn to explore, both yourself and the world around you, with your new-found vision. All the fests, 
seminars, the cultural diversity, and never-heard-of-before opportunities welcome a fresher to an entirely 
different world where they're simply left awed at how vivid this chapter of their life is. 

Another personal experience (which I feel added to this transition) was my daily commute by the Delhi 
Metro. Travelling by the metro had been a rare situation in my life before I entered college and now it's 
almost mandatory for me to travel by the metro and this too is gradually turning into a life-lesson, I would 
say. The busy train rides, patiently waiting for a seat, standing idly to learning how to use those hours in 
doing something small yet productive has in itself taught me the meaning of the words independent and 
self-reliant. 

College made me acknowledge another fact – high school study habits do not work well here. Here, 
it’s more about 'deciphering' than 'memorizing'. It's all about knowing yourself and your strengths and 
weaknesses which further motivate you to increase your knowledge, sharpen your skills and be a more 
functional individual overall. 

So, although school was that place which moulded me with extreme love and protection into whoever I 
am today, college, I am sure, will turn out to be the place which teaches me to face life head-on. So far, 
college has made me question myself about who I am and what I would like to add to my life, has let me 
choose my social environment and academic priorities. School will always remain the best memory of my 
early years. But, I believe, this transition, though difficult, would end up being a period where tremendous 
growth occurs.

Senjuti Sengupta 

B. Sc. (H) Zoology, I Year
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वो लड़की

कया पररचय दू ँउसका ? मधयम कद की पतलमी दबुलमी लड़की, सांवलमी रंगत रलयरे, लंबरे बाल , सा्धारण शकल सरूत वालमी। पर 
ररर भमी उसमें कुछ आकरचिण थिा। उसकी भोलमी समी सरूत पर बोलतमी ्ुहई सुंदर आखंें। उसरे खदु इस बात का कोई गमुान न थिा। 
शायद अपनमी समीमाओ ंका ए्हसास थिा उसरे , इसमीरलए एकाकी रचत्त थिमी। ्हर समय रकताबों में मु्ंह रछपायरे बैठमी र्हतमी थिमी। खदु ्हमी 
अपनरे चारों तरर एक लक्मण ररेखा खींचमी ्ुहई थिमी, ज्हाँ उसकी अनमुरत करे  रबना रकसमी का भमी प्वरेश असंभव थिा। अपनरे कें रद्रत 
रवचारों करे  कारण रनरंतर अपनरे रन्धाचिररत लक्यों को प्ाप्त करतमी आयमी थिमी। आस पास करे  लोगों में उसकरे  रलए एक रमलमी जलुमी 
प्रतरक्रया थिमी। कोई उसरे रकताबमी कीड़ा क्हता थिा, तो रकसमी करे  रलए वो शांत ्वाभाव की कम बोलनरे वालमी लड़की थिमी। रकसमी 
करे  रलए वो अरभमानमी थिमी जो ्हर रकसमी सरे बात करना िरूरमी न्हीं समझतमी थिमी तो करमीब सरे जाननरे वालों करे  रलए वो एक जमीरनयस 
थिमी रजसकरे  पास ्हर प्श्न का उत्तर मौजदू थिा।अपनमी गररमा, चरररि, संभ्रांत वयव्हार और शालमीनता करे  रलए वो कुछ लड़रकयों की 
ईषयाचि का पारि थिमी तो कुछ करे  रलए प्रेरणा स्तोरि। बा्हरमी चमक दमक में वो कभमी रवश्वास न्हीं कर पाई  इसमीरलए दरू सरे दरेखनरे वालों 
पर कभमी अपनमी प्हचान न्हीं छोड़ पायमी थिमी। 

एक मधयमवगशी पररवार में जनममी, अपनमी समीमाओ ंसरे वारकर, वो अपनरे लक्य पर निर गढ़ाए अपनमी ्हमी बनाई रा्ह पर चलतमी 
जा र्हमी थिमी। अपनरे सा्धारण रूप रंग पर लोगों की रटपपरड़यां  उसरे उन छोटरे छोटरे कंकड़ों की भाँरत प्तमीत ्होतमी थिीं  जो एक शांत 
ब्हतमी नदमी में थिोड़मी समी ्हलचल तो पैदा कर सकतमी थिीं पर उसरे अपनरे गंतवय पर प्ुहचँनरे सरे रोक न्हीं सकतमी थिीं। उसकरे  अदंर 
आतमरवश्वास का स्ोत थिा जो उसरे रनरंतर ऊजाचि दरेता थिा। उसरे कभमी रकसमी नरे थिकतरे ्ुहए दरेखा ्हमी न्हीं थिा। बा्हर सरे शांत वयरक्ततव, 
पर अदंर जनुनू  भरा ्ुहआ - भमीड़ में अपनमी अलग प्हचान बनानरे का, अपनरे अर्ततव की एक अलग छाप छोड़नरे का जनूनू। समय 
चक्र बढ़ता र्हा। यौवन की द्हलमीि कब पार ्हो गयमी पता ्हमी न्हीं चला। अपनमी सरखयों को आखँों में चमक रलए गनुगनुातरे दरेख 
कर भमी व्ह उम् करे  उस पड़ाव का ए्हसास ्हमी न्हीं कर पायमी। उसरे शरुू सरे य्हमी तो बताया गया थिा - वो इन सब करे  रलए न्हीं ्ह,ै 
यरे सब चमीिें उसकरे  रलए न्हीं ्हैं। उसरे तो कुछ और करना ्ह।ै वो सब लड़रकयों सरे अलग ्ह ैरजसरे अपनमी प्हचान बनानमी ्ह।ै एक 
पल करे  रलए जो उसका मन भटकता, इन रवचारों सरे व्ह ररर अपनमी दरुनया में रसमट जातमी। कभमी कभमी परर्हास का कारण बनतमी 
पर अपनरे लक्य सरे रडग न्हीं पातमी। 

्हरैानमी ्होतमी सबको रक वो रकस रमट्मी की बनमी ्ह ै? अपनमी उपलरब्धयों पर व्ह ्वयं ्हमी खशु ्होतमी। अपनरे आप को खदु ्हमी 
मबुारक बाद दरेतमी। अपनमी पमीठ खदु ्हमी थिपथिपातमी। अपनमी खरुशयां मनानरे का अलग ्हमी अदंाि थिा उसका। सब कुछ रकतना 
अचछा थिा पर ररर अचानक कया ्ुहआ जो उसरे अदंर तक र्हला गया ? वो तो कभमी इतनमी कमिोर न थिमी। 

ब्ुहत समय तक उसनरे अपनरे आप को रसमरेटा ्ुहआ थिा। रजस ए्हसास नरे कभमी उसरे छुआ तक न थिा, वो भावनाए ंकब उसकरे  अदंर 
पनपनरे लगीं वो खदु भमी ना जान पाई। ए्हसास ्ुहआ तब, जब अपनमी ्हमी ्धड़कनों की आवाि उसकरे  अपनरे कानों नरे प्हलमी बार 
सनुमी। एक अजनबमी पर सखुद ए्हसास। उसरे लगा जैसरे उसका पनुजचिनम ्ुहआ ्ह।ै अपनरे आस पास ्हर चमीि नयमी प्तमीत ्हो र्हमी थिमी। 
लग र्हा थिा प्हलमी बार खलु कर सांस लरे र्हमी ्ह।ै "आकाश का नमीला रंग रकतना सुंदर ्ह।ै कया सचमचु आकाश इसमी रंग का ्होता 
थिा ? बादलों करे  छोटरे टुकड़ों करे  पार सरे आतमी ्ुहई सयूचि की रकरणें रकतनमी चमकीलमी ्हैं। कया य्ह ्हमरेशा ऐसमी ्हमी थिीं ? और य्ह 
पौ्धरे, रकतनरे सुंदर रदखतरे ्हैं। इनकी परत्तयों पर य्ह नन्हीं ओसं की बूँदें - जैसरे रदन में जगमगातरे रसताररे।" ्हवा की खशुब ूतन मन में 
समा र्हमी थिमी। कुछ अिमीब लगा ? पर न्हीं, उसकरे  रलए तो ्हवाओ ंमें भमी खशुब ूथिमी। उन पलों को खलु कर ्हमी तो जमीना चा्हतमी थिमी 
वो। ्हर पल की ्मरृत अपनरे अदंर पररररक्षत करतमी जा र्हमी थिमी। प्कृरत करे  उस रूप को रन्हारतमी र्हतमी थिमी। अपनमी लक्मण ररेखा को 
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खदु ्हमी ्धु्ंधलातमी जा र्हमी थिमी। ्हर ्हवा करे  झोंकरे  की 
ठंडक और मदृलुता उसरे अदंर तक छू जातमी। पगलमी 
इस बात सरे अजंान थिमी की कुछ ्हवा करे  झोंकरे  अपनरे 
साथि तफ़ूान लातरे ्हैं। 

आखँें मूदंरे वो नए रंगों की दरुनया में खोई थिमी रक 
अचानक एक बरचि  समी रस्हरन नरे उसरे चौंका रदया। 
आखँ खलुतरे ्हमी सामनरे रसरचि  एक ्हमी रंग थिा। कभमी 
नमीला आकाश अब कालरे बादलों सरे ढका थिा। उस 
कारलमा को सरूज की चमकीलमी रकरणें भमी पार 
न्हीं कर पायीं। पौ्धों का ्हरा रंग भमी रवलपु्त ्हो गया 
थिा। ्हवा की खशुब ु अचानक ्हमी चलमी गयमी थिमी। 
्हर तरर अ्ँधरेरा और ्हड्रडयों तक को कंपकंपानरे 
वालमी रस्हरन थिमी। शायद तफ़ूान करे  आनरे सरे प्हलरे 
का एक अजमीब सननाटा थिा य्ह। कुछ डर र्हमी थिमी वो। 
खामोरशयों सरे तो उसकी परुानमी रमरिता थिमी पर य्ह 
खामोशमी रमरिता का संकरे त न्हीं थिमी। अ्ँधरेररे में उसनरे 
अपनमी रा्ह तलाशनरे की कोरशश की। कभमी कभमी 
रबजलमी चमकनरे सरे उसरे कुछ रदखाई दरेता तो अगलरे 
्हमी पल सब कारलमा करे  आवरण में खो जाता। तफ़ूान आ चकुा थिा और ्हर भरसक कोरशश में थिा उसरे अपनरे साथि ब्हा लरे जानरे 
की। पर वो, वो थिमी - सबसरे अलग। तफ़ूान करे  थिपरेड़रे उसरे घसमीटरे जा र्हरे थिरे पर उसकरे  पैर  िमीं छोड़नरे को तैयार न्हीं थिरे। ्धलू सरे आखँें 
बंद ्ुहए जा र्हीं थिीं पर ्हाथि अभमी भमी स्हारा तलाश र्हरे थिरे। कभमी रकसमी परेड़ का तना तो कभमी घास उसकरे  ्हाथि में आ कर छूट 
जातरे थिरे। उसकरे  ्हाथि में कुछ रटक ्हमी न्हीं पा र्हा थिा। उसकी पकड़ कमिोर थिमी या तफ़ूान का वरेग ज़यादा इसका रवश्रेरण शायद 
आसान न्हीं थिा। इस तरूानमी समय में भमी उसका मनोबल टूटा न्हीं थिा कयोंरक उसरे रनरंतर ऊजाचि दरेनरे वाला उसका आतमरवश्वास 
अभमी भमी उसमें मौजदू थिा। उसकरे  कानों में व्हमी रचर परररचत शबद गूंजनरे लगरे - वो इन सब करे  रलए न्हीं ्ह,ै य्ह सब उसकरे  रलए 
न्हीं ्ह।ै एक ्हमी क्षण में जैसरे उसमें नयमी ऊजाचि का संचार ्होनरे लगा। इ्धर उ्धर स्हारा तलाशना छोड़ उसनरे अपनरे पाँव िममीन में 
गड़ा रदयरे। अपनरे दोनों ्हाथिों सरे आखँों करे  आगरे आतरे ्धलू  करे  बादल को रोका और उस ग्हन अ्ँधरेररे में भमी अपनमी रा्ह तलाशतमी 
आगरे बढ़नमी लगमी। तफ़ूान करे  आगरे वो एक चट्ान बन गयमी थिमी। ररर व्हमी शांत रूप रलए अपनमी तक़दमीर तराशनरे लगमी। पर अब वो 
एक शांत जवालामखुमी थिमी। उसरे अपनरे भमीतर की शरक्त का ए्हसास ्हो गया थिा। इस तफ़ूान नरे उसरे थिोड़ा उग् बना रदया थिा, उसकरे  
अर्ततव को झकझोर रदया थिा , क्हीं कुछ दरक गया थिा। उसरे ररर सरे अपनमी समीमाए ंतलाशनमी थिीं, उन रबखररे टुकड़ों को समरेटना 
थिा, एक नया अर्ततव तराशना थिा। 

कया य्ह संभव ्हो पायरेगा ? क्हीं कुछ तो खो गया ्ह।ै कया व्हमी ्वरुप दबुारा बन पायरेगा ? अपनरे लक्य को तो व्ह ्हारसल कर 
लरेगमी पर कया व्हां प्ुहचँ कर अब खशु ्हो पायरेगमी ? कया  अपनरे अर्ततव सरे खदु का पररचय कर पायरेगमी?

डवा० मनीषवा जैन 

असरोवसएट प्रोफ़ेसर, रसवायन शवास्त्र विभवाग 
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सरकपार

घोटालों की इस म्हाभारत में,

सब ्हमी दयुमो्धन और दशुासन ्हैं।

व्हमी मलुरजम ्हैं,व्हमी  नयायालय,

इन्हमी की शासन-प्शासन ्हैं।।

इस रामायण का तो कोई राम न्हीं ्हैं ,

एक थैिलमी करे  चट्रे-बट्रे सब ्हैं।

वोट सरे जयादा जनता कुछ लगतमी न्हीं, 

लमबरे ्हाथि,अ्ंधमी आखँों का पैसा ्हमी रब ्हैं।।

लरेरकन ख़ामोशमी ्हमारमी कमजोरमी रबलकुल न्हीं ,

न ्हमी ्हमारा अब तक जममीर ्ुहआ बौना ्ह।ै

बिुरदलमी, शरारत, को कभमी भमी न समझना, 

दबरे न घोडा, जब तमचंा रखलौना ्हैं।।
संदीप कुमवार 

बी.एस.सी. (विशषे) इलेक्ट्रॉवनक्स, वद्तीय िष्ष
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What is Life

A rich man bursting into laughter said,

"Life is money."

A poor man shivering with cold said,

"Life is a struggle."

A solider standing in the battle field said,

"Life is a war zone."

A saint in his speech said,

"Life is the only way to reach God."

A helpless bird in the cage said,

"Life is a prison."

A sparrow flying in the sky said,

"Life is freedom."

But I say, 

"Life is an unsolved mystery,

It takes the shape of whatever we do."

So, create something worth remembering!

Bhavya Saini 

B. Sc. (H) Biomedical Science,  I Year
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स्नो कपा भपारत: भ्रम सरे सचचपाई तक

राषट्रमीय पवचि जैसरे परूरे दरेश को एकजटु कर दरेतमी ्हैं परनत ुदःुख की बात ्ह ैरक पवचि समाप्त  ्होतरे ्हमी वो दरेशभरक्त जैसरे खामोश ्हो जातमी 
्ह।ै पर ्हम य्हमी सोचतरे ्ह ैकी दरेश का रवकास कैसरे ्हो?

एक बार अकबर नरे बमीरबल सरे क्हा रक मरेरमी प्जा तो ब्ुहत ईमानदार ्ह ै तो बमीरबल नरे क्हा, “चरलए परमीक्षा लरे लरेतरे ्ह”ै। 

Window Side

The window allowing the entry of moonlight

Making the bed shine so white,

The curtains are tied to the window side

I can imagine the sea at high tide.

Advancing towards the window to restrict the light

As I looked at the moon, I felt a peaceful delight,

My eyes got stuck on the moon

It was shining as the sun at noon.

The light was white and so calm

I felt it with my open palm,

No words to elaborate its glare

Seems I can spend my whole night there.

Time has paused between the moon and I 

I revealed all the truth to him without any lie,

He listened to me in quiet

He is with me even though being at such a height.

But time hared off in our conversation

The moment was equal to meditation,

And the time had come to bid good bye

Alas, I wanted the mode of standby.

Because the talk was yet unfinished 

And his light was getting diminished,

I promised to meet him the next night

Then somewhere he escaped from my sight.

Nikita

B. Sc. Life Sciences, III Year

76



आदरेशानसुार एक बड़मी समी टंकी बनाई गयमी और सभमी को आदरेश रदया गया की व्ह उस टंकी में कल 1 रगलास द्ूध डालरे, ऐसा 
्हमी ्ुहआ। परनत ुजब अगलरे रदन व्ह टंकी खोलमी गयमी तो उसमें रसरचि  जल ्हमी थिा,  कयोंरक ्हर रकसमी नरे य्हमी सोचा रक दसूरा तो 
उसमें द्ूध ्हमी डालरेगा तो मरेररे एक रगलास जल डालनरे सरे कया?

्हाँ ,आज दरेश की य्हमी वार्तवकता ्ह।ै ्हम अपना कत्तचिवय कररे रबना दसूरो सरे यरे अपरेक्षा करतरे ्ह ैकी उनकरे  कतचिवयों सरे य्ह दरेश 
बदल जायरेगा। ्हमें लगता ्ह ैरक भ्रटिाचार की लड़ाई मानो सत्ता में बैठरे  उन भ्रटि नरेताओ ंको बदलनरे सरे ्ह ैपरनत ु्हम भलू जातरे ्ह ै
रक भ्रटिाचार  क्हमी बा्हर  न्हीं,  वो तो ्हमाररे अनदर रवद्मान ्ह।ै भ्रटिाचार  की लड़ाई रकसमी और सरे न्हमी बर्क ्वयं की सोच 
बदलनरे का एक सतयाग््ह ्ह।ै 

अगला द्ूध डाल र्हा ्ह ैया जल, य्ह सोचरे रबना रजस रदन ्हम अपना कतचिवय सचचमी श्धिा सरे करना समीख जायेंगरे ,उस रदन य्ह 
दरेश बदल जायरेगा,िरुर बदलरेगा और जो य्ह सोचतरे  ्हैं रक य्ह दरेश न्हमी बदल सकता उनकी सोच बदलकर यरे दरेश बदलरेगा। जब 
्हम रवकास की बातें करतरे ्ह ैतो ्हमारा उद्रेशय ्होता ्ह ैरक कुछ सड़करे  बनाओ,पलु का रनमाचिण करो और 2-4 कारखानरे खड़रे कर 
दो,परनत ु्हम य्ह भलू जातरे ्ह ैरक य्ह दरेश का सचचा रवकास न्हीं ्ह।ै सचचा रवकास तो व्ह ्ह ैरक रजस यवुा पमीढमी करे  रलए ्हम 
य्ह रनमाचिण कर र्हरे ्ह ैअगर ्हम उस यवुा पमीढमी को सं्कारो में सींच  कर खड़ा कर  दरे तो य्ह दरेश बदल जायरेगा। ्हम भलू जातरे ्ह ै
की  रवश्व दरेश सरे ्ह,ैदरेश श्हर सरे,श्हर गाँव सरे,गाँव समाज सरे,समाज सं्कृरत सरे और सं्कृरत ्हम इनसान सरे ्ह।ै जब तक ्हम न्हीं 
बदलेंगरे ्हमारमी सोच न्हीं बदलरेगमी तब तक दरेश का रवकास एक ्वपन ्हमी र्हरेगा। पर कया बदलरे यवुा पमीढमी में?

जो यवुा पमीढमी य्ह सोचतमी ्ह ैरक मझुरे तो दो वक़त की रोटमी रमल गयमी मझुरे समाज सरे कया? ्हमें उस सोच को बदलना ्होगा। जब 
एक वयरक्त बदलरेगा तो व्ह चार को बदलरेगा व्ह चार सोल्ह को और ्धमीररे ्धमीररे परूा समाज बदल जायरेगा।

भटु्रे करे  खरेत में भटु्रे ब्ुहत पयाररे लगतरे ्ह ैपरनत ु्हम य्ह भलू जातरे ्ह ैकी उस भटु्रे करे  रनमाचिण करे  रलए एक भटु्रे करे  दानरे नरे अपना 
बरलदान रदया ,तयाग रकया। ्हमाररे वंश में २००-३०० वरचि पवूचि कौन थिा ्हमें न्हीं पता, परनत ुआज भमी ्हम म्हापरुुरों को याद 
करतरे ्ह ैकयों?कयोरक व्ह भटु्रे करे  दानरे बनरे और इसमी संसार रूपमी चककी में रपस गए। आज यवुा पमीढ़मी  को व्हमी भटु्रे का दाना बनकर 
रदखाना ्ह।ै ्हमरे याद रखना ्ह ैरक यवुा रसरचि  एक उम् न्हीं ्होतमी बर्क  यवुा एक सोच ्होतमी ्ह।ै एक अकरे लरे गाँ्धमी जमी नरे अर्हसंा 
की सोच करे  दम  पर भारत को आिाद कराया।

"चल पड़रे रज्धर दो डग -मग में ,

चल पड़रे कोरट पग उसमी ओर

रजस पर रनज म्तक झकुा रलया 

झकु गयरे कोरट सर उसमी ओर।"

 ्हमें ्हमरेशा याद रखना  ्ह ैकी लोग पतथिर आम करे  परेड़ पर मारतरे ्ह।ै कोई नमीम करे  परेड़ पर  पतथिर न्हीं मारता ्ह।ै इसरलए सतय को 
दबाया जा सकता ्ह ै्हराया न्हीं। व्ह रकसमी न रकसमी रदन सयूचि की रकरणें बन बादलो करे  गभचि सरे रनकल सबकरे  समझ आ ्हमी जाता 
्ह।ै इसरलए अगर ्हमनरे यवुा पमीढ़मी  की सोच बदल दमी तो भारत ररर गाँ्धमी नरे्हरु करे  सपनो का भारत बन जायरेगा।

िैभि श्रीिवासति

बी.एस.सी.(विशषे), रसवायन शवास्त्र, वद्तीय िष्ष, 

(वैभव श्मीवा्तव को गलोबल एरकसलरेनस राउंडरेसन करे  तत्वा्धन में आयोरजत भारण प्रतयोरगता में प्थिम परु्कार सरे सममारनत 
रकया गया )
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Women's Empowerment

She is mighty; she is divine; she is the giver of life; and the bearer of sufferings. She has been venerated; 
she has been tolerated; she is compelled to fight; she is built to withstand; she has gone through it all… By 
no means, is a woman weak! Then why is it that she – the Goddess – has been objectified and broken and 
denied all things humane?

Here we are in 2017, leaving our feeble footprints on the pristine sands of the twenty-first century. Yet, the 
condition of women across the globe is pitiable. The world has been revolutionized and ideas have evolved 
but women are still tethered and imprisoned, for they are guilty of being women. Traditions continue to 
control the lives of women. They are still seen as creatures who are inferior to men and whose sole purpose 
is to satisfy the carnal desires of men.

This burning issue has set alight a lot of governments and triggered tons of criticism for the current gender 
hierarchy that places women beneath men. In every sphere of life, women are being denied their rights; 
stereotypes stuffed in the brains of the people around us.  – “After all, she’s a woman; what can she do?”

Women are capable of doing much more than men. Since ancient times, physically stronger men have 
dominated women through the means of the unfair advantage that Nature has provided them. No matter 
how brilliant the ideas of women are, no matter how much they can develop, they have been seen only as 
objects for the continuation of the race, rather than actual human beings who need as much exposure as 
their male counterparts. 

As the undaunted flame of struggle burns, women continue to fight for their rights. First, the suffrage 
movement, then the feminist revolutions; women have come a long way in a hundred years, yet plenty of 
work needs to be done.

Today, India is at the cusp of a paradigm change in its growth and position in the world. We – both men and 
women – must act decisively to capture this opportunity. We need to think big and improve rapidly in each 
and every area, especially women’s empowerment.

 Empowerment of women is the prerequisite for transforming a developing country into a developed one. 
Attainment of education and economic participation are the key constituents in ensuring the empowerment 
of women. The government ensures opportunities for education but lags behind in its implementation. 
Efforts continue to flood in and changes seem to appear in our rigid society. Women will strive forth, despite 
everything and only then will mankind achieve the supreme status of being the most wonderful of all the 
creations of God.

Dr. Seema Makhija 
Associate Professor 

Department of Zoology
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मद

मद अ्ँधा व कू्रर कर दरेतमी  ्ह ै, 

अपनो करे  पयार सरे दरू कर दरेतमी ्ह।ै

एक बार ्हाथि लगा कर करे  तो दरेख ,

परूा जलनरे पर मजबरू कर दरेतमी ्ह।ै।

    मद नशा जरुर कर दरेतमी ्ह,ै

       अ्हम ्में मगरूर कर दरेतमी ्ह।ै

    पल में नारलयों का बादशा्ह, 

    पल में नारलयों का ्ूहर कर दरेतमी ्ह।ै।

आकवाश गपु्वा 

बी.एस.सी. (विशषे) भौवतक शवास्त्र, प्थम िष्ष

रपावण तरेररे रकतनरे रसर

"रकतना लोगरे भाई इस रावण को बनानरे में?" रावण करे  एक पतुलरे की ओर संकरे त करतरे ्ुहए राखमी नरे मरूतचिकार सरे पछूा, "मझुरे सबसरे 
अचछा रावण लरे जाना ्ह ैदश्हररे में जलानरे करे  रलए, अममीरों और गरमीबों  का म्ुह्ला ्ह।ै यरद रावण की कद काठमी एवं पतुला 
अचछा न  ्ुहआ तो मझुरे  अपमान का भागमी बनना पड़रेगा।"

राखमी की बातें सनुकर मरेररे चरे्हररे पर एक बयंगतामक र्मत की ररेखा आ गयमी।  हृदय में रवचार आया रनचिय ्हमी करलयगु आ गया 
्ह।ै लोगों को जलानरे करे  रलए अचछा रावण चार्हए। एक अनोखा सा प्श्न भमी उठा रक बरुाई की कद काठमी ्हमी न्हीं बढ़ गयमी परनत ु
जन जमीवन का आ्धार भमी बन गयमी , लरेरकन मैं मौन र्हमी।

"आप रचतंा मत कीरजए , य्हाँ मझु सरे अचछा रावण कोई न्हीं बना सकता। मरेररे रावण करे  दस करे  दस रसर एकदम एक जैसरे ्हैं " 
, मरूतचिकार नरे अ्हकंार रमरश्त ल्हजरे में समीना चौड़ा कर ककचि श आवाि में क्हा।

 "दाम कम न्हीं  रकया तो मैं रकसमी और सरे खरमीद लूंगमी। आज कल तो गलमी –गलमी में रावण बना र्हरे ्हैं" ,राखमी  झ्लाई।"्हां 
मरेम सा्हब ,रावण बनानरे वालों की कममी न्हीं ्ह ै,पर इतना सडुौल ,सनुदर एवं रव्रोटक रावण कोई न्हीं बना सकता" , मरूतचिकार 
प्रतकार भररे ल्हिरे में बोला।

मझुरे अब भमी ्हसँमी आ र्हमी थिमी। रावण बनानरे में प्रत्प्धाचि कैसमी, कया सचमचु रावण का वयरक्तव इतना सनुदर थिा ? मन में सवाल 
जागा। मैं सोच में पड़ गयमी. रावण बनाना भमी आसान न्हीं थिा। उस रावण करे  दस करे  दस चरे्हररे थिरे पर व्ह बा्हर रखता थिा लरेरकन 
आज तो  चरे्हररे पर मखुौटरे लगरे ्ुहए ्ह,ै मैंनरे ्वयं को झकझोरा।"न्हीं! दाम कम न्हीं लेंगरे। क्हो तो पटाखरे और भर दू।ं इसबार यरद 
लरे जाओगरे तो ्हर वरचि लौट कर आओगरे" ,मरूतचिकार अपनमी बात पर अरडग र्हा। 79



मरेररे चचंल मनं नरे पनुः सरगोशमी की, कया ्हर वरचि बरुाई इतनमी बढ़तमी चलमी जाएगमी की प्तमीक  ्वरुप रावण को जलाना पड़रेगा ? 
कया रावण कभमी मररेगा भमी ?

राखमी असमजंस में पड़ गयमी, सबसरे अचछा जला कर और प्रतयोरगता को जमीतनरे का कायचिभार उसमी पर थिा।  रावण करे  साथि 
मरेघनाथि एवं कुमभकरण का पतुला दोनों दाम में दोगरे , तो सौदा पकका।

"्हां! ठमीक ्ह,ै चलरेगा। आपको मझुरे कुछ अरग्म रारश दरेनमी पड़रेगमी ,मझुरे ब्ुहत सरे रावण बनानरे ्हैं" ,मरूतचिकार नम् ्तर में क्हा। 
मरूतचिकार करे  इन शबदों नरे मन  में संशय उतपनन रकया। कया बरुाई को घरेरनरे की आवशयकता ्होतमी ्ह ै्वत: अज्ानवश ्हमें घरेर लरेतमी 
्ह।ै जैसरे तैसरे मैंनरे खदु को संयत रकया , राखमी चलो दरेर ्हो र्हमी ्ह ै,मैं रुसरुसायमी। ्हां  राखमी नरे क्हा और कुछ रारश मरूतचिकार करे  
्हाथि में थिमाकर अनमनरे भाव सरे मरेररे साथि आकर गाड़मी में बैठ गई। उसकरे  चरे्हररे सरे ्पटि प्रतरबंरबत ्हो र्हा थिा रक उसकी तलाश 
ख़तम न्हीं ्ुहई। उसरे अब भमी इससरे आकरचिक पतुलरे की तलाश ्ह।ै 

्हम नोएडा की गरलयों में घमूनरे लगरे, इस  आशा सरे रक कोई अचछा रश्पमी ्हमें रमल जाए जो एक सशक्त ,सुंदर और सडुौल 
रावण का पतुला बना सकरे  रजसरे जलानरे में लोगो को असमीम आनंद रमलरे।"गाड़मी रोको!" ,राखमी रच्लाई ,य्ह दकुान उससरे अचछमी  
प्तमीत ्हो र्हमी ्ह।ै

मैंनरे झटकरे  सरे गाड़मी रोक दमी। बाई तरर एक शारमयाना  लगा ्ुहआ थिा। इस शारमयानरे करे  नमीचें 30 -40 कलाकार बड़मी तनमयता 
सरे रावण बनानरे में जटुरे ्ुहए थिरे। पतुलों को  सुंदर आभरूणों एवं आकरचिक वस्ों  सरे ससुरजजत रकया जा र्हा थिा। असलमी बालों सरे 
बनमी मछूों पर ताव रदया जा र्हा थिा। आभरूण तो रकसमी  भमी हृदय में जलन पैदा करनरे में समथिचि थिरे। राखमी को लगा रक, ्हम स्हमी 
मकुाम पर आ गए ्हैं। बड़मी रशद््त सरे पतुलों का रनमाचिण ्हो र्हा थिा। आरखर ्होगा कयों न्हीं, ्धन व सममान पानरे की लालसा ्हमी 
उन्हें इसकरे  प्रेररत कर र्हमी थिमी।

"भाई! यरे वाला रावण रकतनरे का ्ह?ै", संकरे त में राखमी नरे उस वयरक्त सरे पछूा। "यरे रबक चकुा ्ह ैसामनरे खड़मी मरेम सा्हब नरे इसरे खरमीद 
रलया ्ह"ै, एक पतलमी समी आवाि पमीछरे सरे आयमी।

मैंनरे और राखमी नरे मड़ुकर दरेखा, दबुला –पतला अ्धरेड़ उम् का वयरक्त अपनरे बाई ओर इशारा कर र्हा थिा।

स्हसा राखमी करे  चरे्हररे की चमक रीकी पड़ गयमी। अपनरे सामनरे  अपनमी सखमी को दरेख, उसका चरे्हरा तमतमानरे लगा, अपनरे प्रतर्ददंमी 
को बरे्हतर रावण खरमीदतरे दरेख, भला रकसमी को चनै आ सकता ्ह!ै अनकूुल में उछलना और प्रतकूल में उबलना ्हमी मानव मन 
जानता ्ह।ै मझुरे लगा की अभमी रव्रोट ्होनरे वाला ्ह।ै राखमी नरे बड़मी ऊँचमी आवाि में क्हा ,"म ैतमु्हें दोगनुा दाम दूगँमी ,य्ह मझुरे 
दरे दो"।

"भाई! रावण का सौदा तो आप मझुसरे कर चकुरे  ्हो" ककचि श शबदों में सखमी की आवाज आयमी। राखमी की इस ककचि शता नरे मरूतचिकार 
को घायल कर रदया। असमजंस में उसकरे  माथिरे पर पसमीनरे की बूंदरे तैरनरे लगमी। राखमी का ईषयाचिल ुमन भमी न तो पराजय ्वमीकार करनरे 
को तैयार थिा और ना ्हमी उसकी सखमी अ्हकंार वश  अपनमी श्रेष्ठता को तयागनरे पर ततपर थिमी।

मन नरे ररर अगंड़ाई लमी।! इन तमीनों करे  मन में छुपरे रावण को भला बाह्य पतुलरे को खरमीदनरे की आवशयकता ्हमी कया ्ह।ै"रावण 
खरमीदनरे करे  रलए रावण कयों बन र्हरे ्हो", मैंनें ्ह्तक्षरेप करतरे ्ुहए ककचि श ्वर में क्हा। मरेरमी आवाि सनुकर सब चपु ्हो गए।

मरूतचिकार पैसों करे  लालच को दबा न सका और राखमी करे  पास आकर खड़ा ्हो गया। राखमी करे  चरे्हररे पर चमक  आ गई। रवजय करे  
अ्हसास सरे उसकरे  चरे्हररे पर रावण का दपचि ्पटि प्रतरबरमबत ्हो र्हा थिा।

मैंनरे चा्हा रक मैं समझाऊं की अ्हम ्की तरुटि मनोवांरछत व्त ुखरमीदनरे में न्हीं परनत ुमयाचिदा बनाए रखनरे में ्ह।ै पर न जानरे कयों मरेररे 
मखु सरे आवाि न्हीं रनकलमी। संभवतः कोई मरेरमी बात सनुनरे को तैयार न्हीं थिा या ररर प्रत्प्धाचि की इस ्होड़ में लोगों की समझनरे 
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की शरक्त ्हमी क्षमीण ्हो गई ्ह।ै मैंनरे राखमी सरे चलनरे का अनरुो्ध रकया। उसनरे पैसों की गठरमी मरूतचिकार को थिमाई और मरेररे साथि चल 
पड़मी। उसकरे  चरे्हररे पर तटुिमीकरण की अजमीब समी चमक थिमी।

रा्तरे भर खामोशमी छाई र्हमी पर य्ह मौन भमी कुछ बयाँ कर र्हा थिा। ऐसा प्तमीत ्हो र्हा थिा रक ्हर गलमी में रावण ्हमी रावण  ्हैं। 
राखमी शांत थिमी। उसरे अब रकसमी रावण में कोई रदलच्पमी न्हीं थिमी।  

मरेरा मन बड़ा रवचरलत थिा!प्तयरेक मो्ह्लरे में रावण जलानरे का अजमीब जोश थिा। ्हर वयरक्त बरुाई और अचछाई की रवजय 
रदखानरे करे  रलए उतकंरठत थिा। दसूरमी ओर मरेररे मन में सवालों की झड़मी लग गयमी थिमी। रिरेता करे  रावण और आज करे  रावण का अतंर 
मझुरे ्पटि रदखाई दरे र्हा  थिा!

मैं सोचनरे लगमी उस रावण में अ्हकंार  थिा तो पचिाताप भमी थिा!वासना थिमी तो संयम भमी थिा! समीता करे  अप्हरण की ताकत थिमी परस्तमी 
को ्पशचि  न करनरे का संक्प भमी थिा!समीता जमीरवत रमलमी तो य्ह राम की ताकत थिमी पर परवरि रमलमी तो य्ह रावण की मयाचिदा थिमी!

पर. ..बलातकार, भ्रटिाचार, आतंकवाद और न जानरे रकन रकन रूपों में आज भमी रावण ्ह!ैलोगों का य्ह भ्रम ्ह ैरक रावण मर गया 
्ह!ै हृदय सरे आवाज आई- मन नरे ्हमी उत्तर रदया ... उस एक रावण का अतं करनरे करे  रलए  राम को वानर सरेना का स्हारा लरेना 
पड़ा,  ्हनमुान नरे स्हायता की , रवभमीरण नरे साथि रदया , वरचि भर का समय लग गया। पर अब इन असंखय रावणों का नाश करनरे 
करे  रलए इतनरे राम क्हाँ सरे आएगँरे। ्हमें अपनरे अनदर करे  राम को जगाना पड़रेगा ,य्हमी एक मारि ्हल ्ह।ै ्हाथि में काम,मखु में नाम 
और हृदय में राम य्हमी एक मागचि ्ह ैबरुाई पर रवजय पानरे का।

अनयथिा...

य्ह रावण रिंदा र्हरेगा!

रकस रावण की बा्हें काटँू, 

रकस लंका में आग लगाऊं।

घर घर लंका ,जन जन रावण,

इतनरे राम क्हाँ सरे लाऊं।।

डवा. सनुीतवा जेटली

असरोवसएट प्रोफ़ेसर, बवायरो मवेडकल सवाइसं विभवाग
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ANDC gave me more than what I expected and deserved. The mentorship 
I found in this college is something that will stay with me throughout my 
life. It shaped me to be a more humble person. I will be ever thankful to my 
faculty, administrative staff and all my peers for making my college life very 
enlightening.

Aishwarya Munjal
B.Com. (H), Batch of 2013-16

Audit Associate, Ernst and Young Global Delivery Services

For me, college life was an ocean of learning and experiences. Because 
of the methodical guidance of my teachers, I developed from an average 
learner to a conceptual thinker. This is one of the best gifts I have received 
from the college. The college provided me with the opportunity to meet 
wonderful people who are my best friends even now. Whenever we meet, 
we never fail to recall our life in college; how we were trained and motivated 
to set high goals for career and life. It's a training ground to be a successful 
person and a good human being. 

Dr. Yash Mangla
Batch of 2003-06

Assistant Professor, Department of Botany

Venky, one of the finest colleges of DU, especially for Commerce, could have 
been my ticket to a glorious journey. But life isn't that easy-going, right? 
With a sudden turn of events, I went for Acharya Narendra Dev College, the 
first name which appears on the DU website.
I was never this outgoing before, was rather shy by nature, always into 
academics. My first few days in college were about attending classes and 
going home. With time, things changed. I ended up holding several positions 
of responsibility in the departmental society and college students’ union. 
Never judge a book by its cover! My perception about ANDC changed. To 
me, college became no less than family. The teachers are hard-working and 
try to bring the best out of you. The seniors never made us feel that they're 

less than friends. Moreover, I was no Cristiano Ronaldo when it came to sports. But ANDC made me 
realize name doesn’t matter. ANDC shaped me, smoothened the edges and brought out the best in 
me. I'm glad I ended up in ANDC because those three years were the best years I could ever think of! 
No other institution could've given me the same.

Kartik Sharma
B.Com. (H), Batch of 2013-16

Pursuing Post Graduate Certificate in Finance, All India Management Association (AIMA)

Alumni Speak…
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Brand DU is like a dream come true for most students but getting admitted 
to an off-campus college was dampening initially. Thanks to the FYUP batch, 
my journey started on a light note. Even for the faculty in college, FYUP was 
a new experience. ANDC is well known for its hardworking and excellent 
faculty who inculcate research aptitude in the students along with discipline 
and sincerity towards work. During these three years, one often broods over 
the rigidity and restrictions of the system. But today, I candidly admit that 
the discipline and the meticulousness, which have now become a part of me, 
will surely help me in achieving higher goals in life.

Kritika Anand
B.Sc. (H) Biomedical Science, Batch of 2013-16

Pursuing M.Sc. Environment Management,
Guru Gobind Singh Indraprastha University (GGSIPU), Dwarka

Whatever I am and have achieved in life till now, the major credit goes 
to ANDC. It not only gave me opportunities on the academic front but 
also helped me to grow as an individual. This college offers numerous 
opportunities to its students, from dramatics to sports, to entrepreneurship 
to event management. I got the chance to test my capabilities in a few of 
them. I was a part of the organising committee for the Annual Festival, 
Fresher’s Party and Farewell, and also worked in ANDY. I gained new 
and challenging experiences and learnt how to tackle things in adverse 
situations. Apart from this, the best part of the college is its teachers. 
Everyone is approachable and down to earth and I took a lot along after 
graduating from my alma mater. Had it not been ANDC, I doubt I would have 

inculcated skills required in the corporate world.
Radhika Sharma

B.Com. (H), Batch of 2011-14
Business Analyst, Evalueserve

83



Creative Corner…

Sketch by Mahima Kumari  
B.Sc. (H) Zoology, III Year 

Sketch by M. Sridevi  
B.Sc. Physical Science (Chemistry), II Year 

Sketch by Mudita Sanjive  
B.Sc.(H) Computer Science, I Year
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Painting by Mudita Sanjive  
B.Sc.(H) Computer Science, I Year

Photo by Vinesh Kumar 
Laboratory Assistant,  

Department of Biomedical Science 

Photo by Nitesh Kumar 
Laboratory Assistant, Department of Biomedical Science 85



Photo by Prince Upadhyay  
B.Sc.(H) Zoology, III Year

Photo by Ativir Pratap Singh  
B.Sc. (H) Physics, II Year 86



Photo by Mukesh Kumar Gupta  
B.Sc (H) Zoology, III Year 

Photo by Vinesh Kumar  
Laboratory Assistant,  

Department of Biomedical Science

Sketch by Satyajeet Girdhar  
B.Sc. Life Sciences, I Year
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SANDEEP KUMAR (B.Sc. (H) Electronics, II Year) – I hail from Jharkhand and am 
fond of reading and writing.

SHRUTIKA JHA (B.Sc. (H) Biomedical Science, II Year) – I believe that you may not 
always achieve what you want in life and this might make you upset but there's 
nothing music and books can't cure! And if nothing else works, let off steam by 
writing it down!

SAKSHI SARASWAT (B.SC. (H) Zoology, I Year) – H.L. Mencken, an American 
journalist, once said, “The true function of art is to criticize, embellish and edit 
nature.” Writing is indeed a beautiful form of art and coming across different 
writing styles is always exhilarating. Being fond of reading and writing, I had a 
great experience as a member of the Editorial Board. Going through various 
articles, poems and editing them was definitely not only a learning but also a novel 
experience. 

SHUBHIT GULATI (B.SC. (H) Computer Science, III Year) – A gamer by heart and 
designer by passion, I strive to make things perfect. My meticulous and calculative 
approach to things makes me wrench out those errors. Here's to a beautiful work 
of linguistics. Here's to Insight 2017.

ASUTOSH TIWARY (B.Sc. (H) Zoology, I Year) – I love to read and write but mostly 
music is the thing that keeps me going. I joined the college in the glorious year 
– 2016 – when our college completed its silver jubilee. I'm interested in creative 
writing and debating. Simple things in life make me happy and so does food.



IPSHITA MISHRA (B. Tech. Computer Science, IV Year) – I am a happy juxtaposition 
of seemingly disparate interests; from pursuing engineering to my passion for 
Kathak, to my love for desserts and more. With the magic of my belief, I am carving 
a niche for myself. Good reads and real conversations make me happy because the 
essence of what you say lies not in mere words but in their performance.

ANKIT PANT (B.Tech. Computer Science, IV Year) – “Curious” and “conscientious” 
describe me very well. Though reserved, I love public speaking.

MANISH KUMAR (B.Sc. (H) Electronics, I Year) – Not full of artistic merits but I like 
to write poetry and essays. A cricket enthusiast, lover of Indian Mythology yet an 
agnostic but deeply inclined towards the philosophy of the Buddha - "A friend to 
everybody is friend to nobody so reserve your right to criticize and offend people".

आकपाश गुप्पा  (भौरतक शास्त (रवशरेर), II वरचि) - रकसमी भमी म्हारवद्ालय की पररिका पररसर करे  
सं्कारों, रशक्षा एवं रवद्ारथिचियों में सार्हतय प्रेम की प्रतरबमब ्होतमी ्ह|ैप्भ ुकी असमीम कृपा सरे मझुरे 
अपनरे म्हारवद्ालय की पररिका "insight" की समपादकीय मडंलमी में कायचि करनरे का सौभागय प्ाप्त 
्ुहआ,जो ब्ुहत ्हमी रोमांचपणूचि और रशक्षाप्द थिा|इसमें आचायतों और सारथियों का भरपरू स्हयोग 
रमला इसकरे  रलए उन सब का ्धनयवाद|

मनमीर कुमपार (रसायन शास्त (रवशरेर), III वरचि) समपादकीय मणडल का सद्य बनकर प्रतभाशालमी 
सारथियों की भावनाओ ं-रवचारों को पढ़ना -समझना व समपादन करनरे का एक नया अवसर प्ाप्त 
्ुहआ  ,साथि ्हमी साथि अपनरे स्ह-समपादकों की स्हभारगता एवं समपादकीय रनणाचियक सरमरत करे  
स्हयोग सरे य्ह अनभुव  प्ाप्त ्ुहआ रक -

"करे वल 'प्रतभा' करे  बतूरे आप 'मकुाम' ्हारसल न्हीं कर सकतरे ्हैं 
रबना  'सतत पररश्म'  करे   'प्रतभा'  आपको  'अ्ंधों में काना राजा '
तो   बना   सकतमी  ्ह ै   लरेरकन  ' श्रेष्ठों में श्रेष्ठतर  ' कभमी  न्हीं |"
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