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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, itis 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



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 | begin to pen down my thoughts. | 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 | get to go through some brilliantly written
articles and poems but also happened to improve my vocabulary and
even pronunciation (when | 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. | 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. | 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, | 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. | 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.

| hope that this edition motivates and inspires you to contribute and also helps you to learn. | feel like
plunging into nostalgia again as | realize that this is the final editorial | 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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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, 11l Year
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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 | 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 | felt this extravagantly peaceful
was back when | was in Ross Island. It was totally unexpected. My brother and | 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. | 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 | 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, | saw its beauty. That too, just before doing what | 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 | am going with this? | don’t know, | felt like writing because | was missing my friends...the
last semester of college. But the best part is that | 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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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, | Year




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 herel” 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. | catch you speeding at one in the night, you’re all damn chill about it. Then | 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



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, | 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. | mean, you all act so tough all the time that we forget you’re just like us. | 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, | just took the car out of the garage for a drive and next thing you know, | 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 | just took her out for a spin. And while driving, | realised | 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 | 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, | felt they always treated me
differently. And | always felt grateful and so, in my head, | started to become what | thought they would
appreciate. And | 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.



“Yeah, | know. | always thought that | could be one way in front of them but always know who | 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. | 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 | don’t want to, | 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, | 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
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FRIEND

Thanks for holding me
whenever | 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 | 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 | want
for life and beyond,

For the life | want

to create with lots of crayon.

The bond and trust that | 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 | pray that this goes on, far and far.
Vaibhav Aggarwal
B. Com. (H), 11l Year



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, Ill Year
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| 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
guoted 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
| 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, | 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 | couldn’t
write down anything as | 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 | 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. | have a tough time recalling everything because | don’t want to flood this article and | 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. | found out who | was, to an extent, and
became, maybe, a better person. It’s just like any great adventure should be; memorable, exhilarating, and
worthwhile. | wouldn’t change a thing in it; even if | 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, | 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 | did any of these things. Would it add to my CV? Would | 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.



| guess, this is it now. The Great Perhaps is slowly coming to an end. | don’t know what to make of it, how
to feel. | 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 | leave college, my last words for all of you are these:

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

IR Y IS

Shrey Ahuja

B. Tech. Computer Science, IV Year
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WITNESSING THE FUTURE OF INNOVATION @ VIBRANT GUJARAT 2017

Curiosity made us what we are...

| feel quite fortunate that | 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.
| 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.
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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. | 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.



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,

[ISER, 1I1Sc and all other renowned institutions of India was one of the best things of this event. | realized
how diverse our group was. It was definitely an enriching experience and | hope to be a part of many such
programmes in the future.

Shailya Verma

B. Sc. (H) Biomedical Science, Il Year
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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.



My question still remains the same, is India ready to go cashless? | think no one knows what is about to

come but we should be prepared for the worst and hope for the best. | 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.

SEARCH FOR LIGHT

Aman Kumar
B. Sc. (H) Chemistry, Il Year

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, Il Year



LET'S CALLIT 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, | can tell,
Let's call it Life!

Anukriti Pahwa
B. Sc. Physical Sciences (Chemistry), Ill Year



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

| had been living in London since | 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 | 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, | saw what a normal girl of that age would never
have imagined to see. Neither had | but | had to face it.

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

Time flew on its mighty wings and the bad memories seemed to have faded away. Ten years had passed
and | was finally learning to be happy. Then the day came that brought me face to face with the same old
memories | was learning to forget. | had started working as an assistant manager in a sales company and as
part of one of our projects, | had to go to London. | never wanted to go back to the place which snatched
away everything from me. | 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, | had made myself bold enough to face
my fate.

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

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

"For Miss Lia. Thank you for accepting the proposal of our meeting and travelling so far. Adam (Manager)"
| was impressed. And the name, it looked strangely familiar. Anyways, it was a good start to the day and |
hoped that my meeting would go off well. | wanted to leave this suffocating place as soon as possible. | left
for the venue on time but reached a little late after wandering and getting lost on all the seemingly similar
streets. | was just about to enter the building when | dashed against someone walking out of the door.

"Sorry!", | said.



"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 | am late. Actually, | got lost on the streets!"
"Oh absolutely no problem. You have reached on time. | must say, you're quite punctual!"
"Thank You!" | exclaimed.

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

As | was about to leave, Adam stopped me and requested me to have a cup of coffee. | readily agreed. But
just then, he opened his wallet and | noticed something, something that made me go back in time. It was
a photograph and | could easily figure out my parents, me and my best friend Adam. Wait! What? Adam? |
was completely shaken. A lot of things were floating like clouds in my mind. What if he was the same Adam
that | had spent my entire childhood with? The same Adam who was the only one | knew after my parents
died? The same Adam who wept when | 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. | was astonished how he read my mind. | didn't know
what to say. | could feel the tears running down my cheeks. | had never thought that the place with which |
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 | could see a ray of hope and happiness shining through the horizon.
| could see my happy days coming back. | exclaimed with happiness and hugged Adam tightly. | 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. | was finally
happy. Finally, after ten long years, | had found the reason for my smile again!
And deep in my heart, | had finally accepted that every tragic end is not the end but just a beginning...
Bhavya Saini

B. Sc. (H) Biomedical Science, | Year
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MY INSPIRATION

You carried me with all the pain,

You bear so much with no motive of gain.
| 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 | was born, joy was across your
face,

In your arms, devoid of all scorn,

You held me with utmost care.

And | was the one playing with your hair,
Innocent and expressive,

You were pleased seeing me there.

As | grew older,

You held my hand steadfast

You always lent your shoulder

Your love for me was vast.

Though at times | got some thrashing
For all the mischief | 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 | bask!

No problem makes me bother

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

Tanya Sharma
B. Sc. (H) Zoology, | Year



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.

| remember our first visit to Muskaan. It was a professional meeting where | 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



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

[EIMUSKaaN

NSS @ ANDC in Mushiagh

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, Il Year
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SAILHOME

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, Il Year
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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, | 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, | know how you feel. | 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, | Year



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 | woke up, alas, it was a dream!

'Rr..ur.-'c (e, (eeh
Vil bt ubuse.
"f""il" U dentt kreed
Bl dumd gued ‘Pu"l

Anukriti Pahwa
B. Sc. Physical Sciences (Chemistry), Ill Year
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THE ANSWER TO EVERYTHING?

Readers, please be advised. This is not a philosophical article and | 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 | have made a terrible attempt to add some humour) albeit, exciting and intriguing Science. Don’t
panic. | 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 | 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, | 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. | 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 | kidding?). We humans are an amazing species and we achieve



great things (Large Hadron Collider...can you beat that?). | am not a clairvoyant but | 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 | 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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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, Ill Year



THE FAULT IN OUR STARS—ONE OF THE BEST BOOKS |I'VE EVER READ

Eversince I've delvedinto 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 | said, | 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...| 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. | have played over 200 games by now, from 2005, on
the Gameboy, GameCube, PSP, PC and PS3. Never have | played a game remotely like The Last of Us. Its
story, direction and execution are commendable. | remember applauding and having a tear at the corner
of my eye when | 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 | 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



a tale about life, not cancer. It uses the background of people with cancer to shed light on life. It talks of

n ou

, “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

such vivid and real concepts and describes them perfectly. “Funerals are for the living
I” | cannot describe how many emotions a lot of these quotes and concepts have aroused in me.
| 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. | 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.

| 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 | chuckled and | 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 | 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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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,



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, Il Year




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 naive 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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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, Il Year



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.

B. Sc

Vikas Shukla

. (H) Biomedical Science, | Year



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, | did not want to go back home so early. So, |
decided to celebrate the “emancipation” that | hardly get! | asked my fellow mates to join me but they had
some project due so, instead of disturbing them, | went alone. | was disappointed but it didn't affect me
much as | am accustomed to living in solitude. | wanted to explore the best place nearby but | had not yet
decided where | 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 | was
thinking about the perfect place where
| could get solace suddenly, my mind
suggested the name of the biggest mosque
in India, Masjid-i-Jaha-Numa, colloquially




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

It was my first visit to a Muslim shrine.

| 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. | 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. | entered through the big
redstone gate or Darwaza. | 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! | thoroughly enjoyed
the whole place and started capturing the finest
"epitome” of Islamic architecture, which | 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




two minarets. The 130-ft high
slender minarets of the mosque
grace its impressive facade. 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 | came to know that tourists
are allowed a sight from the minaret |
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. | 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. | had to climb up approximately
200 stairs. | must say, it was amongst the narrowest flight of stairs that | had ever climbed. It was quite
exhausting but was worthwhile. The panoramic view from the height reminded me of the old map that | had
seen in my seventh standard book. It was quite similar. | cherished every moment as | 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, | would love to visit this place with my loved ones.
Piyush Singh
B. Sc. Physical Sciences (Chemistry), | Year



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 | 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 | finally am a college student, | 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 | 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 | 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, | 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 |
am today, college, | 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 | am and what | 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, | believe, this transition, though difficult, would end up being a period where tremendous
growth occurs.

Senjuti Sengupta
B. Sc. (H) Zoology, | Year
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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 | say,

"Life is an unsolved mystery,

It takes the shape of whatever we do."

So, create something worth remembering!

5".. |
-m.-q.i--

Bhavya Saini

B. Sc. (H) Biomedical Science, | Year
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WINDOW SIDE

The window allowing the entry of moonlight
Making the bed shine so white,

The curtains are tied to the window side

| can imagine the sea at high tide.

Advancing towards the window to restrict the light
As | looked at the moon, | 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

| felt it with my open palm,

No words to elaborate its glare

Seems | can spend my whole night there.

Time has paused between the moon and |

| 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, | wanted the mode of standby.

Because the talk was yet unfinished

And his light was getting diminished,

| promised to meet him the next night

Then somewhere he escaped from my sight.

HUAT T TRA: TH H G0 dh

Nikita

B. Sc. Life Sciences, Il Year
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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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ALUMNI SPEAK...
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ANDC gave me more than what | expected and deserved. The mentorship
| found in this college is something that will stay with me throughout my
life. It shaped me to be a more humble person. | 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
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For me, college life was an ocean of learning and experiences. Because

of the methodical guidance of my teachers, | developed from an average
learner to a conceptual thinker. This is one of the best gifts | 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, | 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. | 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, | 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 | ended up in ANDC because those three years were the best years | 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)
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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, | 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

J

Whatever | 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. | got the chance to test my capabilities in a few of
them. | was a part of the organising committee for the Annual Festival,
Fresher’s Party and Farewell, and also worked in ANDY. | 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 | took a lot along after
graduating from my alma mater. Had it not been ANDC, | doubt | would have

inculcated skills required in the corporate world.

Radhika Sharma
B.Com. (H), Batch of 2011-14
Business Analyst, Evalueserve
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CREATIVE CORNER...

Sketch by Mahima Kumari Sketch by Mudita Sanjive
B.Sc. (H) Zoology, Ill Year B.Sc.(H) Computer Science, | Year

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



Photo by Vinesh Kumar
Laboratory Assistant,
Department of Biomedical Science

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

Photo by Nitesh Kumar
Laboratory Assistant, Department of Biomedical Science



B.Sc.(H) Zoology, Il Year

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



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

Sketch by Satyajeet Girdhar
B.Sc. Life Sciences, | Year

Photo by Vinesh Kumar
Laboratory Assistant,
Department of Biomedical Science
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MEET THE EDITORS

ASUTOSH TIWARY (B.Sc. (H) Zoology, | Year) — | love to read and write but mostly
music is the thing that keeps me going. | 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.

-
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SANDEEP KUMAR (B.Sc. (H) Electronics, Il Year) — | hail from Jharkhand and am
fond of reading and writing.

SHRUTIKA JHA (B.Sc. (H) Biomedical Science, Il Year) — | 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!

SHUBHIT GULATI (B.SC. (H) Computer Science, Il Year) — A gamer by heart and
designer by passion, | 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.

SAKSHI SARASWAT (B.SC. (H) Zoology, | 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
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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".

SATERTIT T (Witferer 1 (Ferst), 11 ) - fopeft oft wrefererer <At afseht afer o
wEhT, e wa fornfela o wfec S i wiforrs St 2o st ST 1 § 030
3T TRTeRITeT Y UfIehT "insight" st TPITEhIT Heht § 1l shi T AT ITH
TAT,SH ga & Uniaut 3R R1eaamg ojged A=t 3 ATrlt 1 v dednT
ToreT gaeh foTu 37 9e &1 g

HTS AT (T 31T (FrRT), [T 3T SraTeehier HUSe ohT Sae et NTQTRTTeT
TR ST TaATAT - Tl oht UeT -GugT o TFTe i o Ush T STaL 9]
TAT |1 T T 3T FE-HFATGeh! oh! HETHIAT U HFATGehI™ THUTTIeh |UfT o
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