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Message From The Principal

It gives me immense pleasure to write a few words of
prologue for the latest issue of our in-house college
magazine ‘Reflections- 2019’. This magazine is a
catalogue of the creative caliber of our DDUC family, which
has hardly dimmed amidst the challenges of the current
pandemic.
The college has stepped into yet another year of academic
excellence with standards flying high. | am proud of the
achievements of our students and the rapid progress of
our institution in all spheres. The college has carried a

" name for itself in its pursuit of a holistic and responsible

development and it shows up in the NIRF 2018 rankings where we stand 13th pan
India.

An institution does not merely consist of great buildings and instruments. It is made
by its fellows- students, teachers, administrators and supporting staff. It is a matter
of profound privilege for me to be heading this institute in the companionship of
some outstanding fellows and batch-after-batch of dedicated students. While we are
still comprehending the changes that this pandemic has brought into our lives, both
at personal and professional levels, | am highly hopeful that with the combined
efforts of our students and teachers, we will pull through these trying times too by
developing new and effective pedagogy. The spirit of our institution is
unsurmountable and no virus can slow us down. In the words of Pundit Deen Dayal
Upadhyaya, "strength lies not in unrestrained behaviour but in well-regulated
action". | can proudly say that we as a college imbibe and practice these valuable
words and will continue to do so, to create the society our forefathers dreamt of.

Dr. Hemchand Jain
Acting Principal



Convenor's Note | \

"afiad TER &1 A €, STHd Srell § 9T 31 38T 3 YA 3119 off Se-
< & fordt oft G- 31amiRies 9geTd &l gl & i s adi g |
d1d 3R 38 AT &l g1, df IRad o1 1 gH fohet gure-gHdd Tt &
TEl TTORAT ¢ | 39 T H ot U g T Y IST-Ue et ¢ ot ot
7 ST @ e €, ofi ufkad= o arar- -gard gH Sitad & T
fere 3 Tl 2 | 9 W SnTawaT gt 2 Ueh U mren {6 i 28 aik g
FEIal &l Teh YISt § g8 Uil dh of ST H g5en! 7gg @2 | df 24
qRad=l & Had GHeA & forl dell auT Hifec <) Heayul SiRET &, <fe 3
S U8 T A1eaH ¢ o ufaey e 8 geed ¢ fobg a1ed 2 | 5
Tife afg fafr-fa, Ried e faewiad Te g3 il df a1 g7 Alg-siigel

&l FWIAT & 91X H YO @ & 94T i S g6 UTd ¢

Hﬁﬂﬁ@”ﬁﬁmﬁﬁ@-ﬁwwaﬁaﬁﬁ@@ﬁﬁﬁfﬁiﬁ%,aaelqmﬁﬁﬁw@ el &l
off UG T ¢, 91 gl ‘hell H THA dTel ‘Tedler elel’ ol foigifae 3k Hen gid od Sfid ¢ |
AR HelfaeTerd &t arfves ufde 'Reflections' s@w@ﬁ@ﬁg,mﬁaﬁ@raﬁmw
¢ | favra auf & ﬂﬁ%@faﬁiﬂaﬂﬁraﬁ'{@lq Gureen! & Held WA § e da1X g% i 3%
'Reflections 2019-20' M9 HIAA AT 3G 37T AT sheta? H ded%l

3% amuer &t aotg @ 1a YT farsy F ST SRS alidh Sge foran €, o g off ggur §va | g
%W?ﬁ;ﬁwmaﬂﬁ‘g{ E - Magazine' SamfRid o 3¢ & | 39 ford oft g1 gHT iR )
3R T & |

37 H, # 37 73 T I G STed FA & [l a1 gHT TgaNT & [l 9= of gAwe Sie Si
& TIATG e Tl ¢, T4 Ulaiehl & Gohel HeRIXIA & foid GuIge Hed o goft TSl &l YA Sal ¢ |

YIaTg

F 31T fas
Associate Professor (Dept. Of Electronics)
ferers gt (Reflections 2019-20)



Editorial

Dear reader,
| hope this letter finds you safe and healthy. The idea of
Reflections is to compile the musings and ponderings of
the students and teachers. Since most of the magazine
Ywas compiled before the coronavirus outbreak, you'll
notice how it hardly talks about the strange and
overbearing predicament that the pandemic has put us
under, yet it tries to and even somewhat succeeds in
giving us some relief from it. This is something only art is
capable of. Merely by giving us a sense of familiarity in this
" age of dysphoria and alienation, it provides unexpected

solace to our hearts and to most of us, those things are the small links to life itself.

Though Reflections is an open-theme magazine, once you go through the write-
ups, you'll notice the spiritual/didactic interconnection in almost all of them, which
is purely coincidental. The entries reflect a unanimous anti-establishment stance;
from commentary on modern-day feminism to calling out toxic positivity, from a
sharp critique of the authoritarianism to resistance against repressive social norms,
from questioning existent socio-political structural monoliths like family, laws,
nation, community, caste, government, religion, god, to envisioning a new world full
of love, this magazine is all about creating new safe spaces to practice individuality,
and about marginalized narratives owning those spaces. This issue urges us to look
beyond our traditional roles as individuals. It’s a testimony to the existence of a
living, breathing, thinking, rational, argumentative human within each of us. In
times when such subversion is dismissed as an impulsive act of vigilantism, the
students of our college have tried to create a niche for and validate the idea as a
conscious, thoughtful choice. Resistance, if reduced to a fashion, doesn’t take long
to fizzle out and our writers appear to be aware of that. | take immense pride in my
fellows for their carefully meditated, boldly articulated, creative thoughts that are
likely to bring a tangible change.

We live in an age of post-truth communicative abundance. Ironically in a very
matrix-esque style, almost every institution in our lives is being influenced by a
network of unfeeling, automated algorithms. The elements of subjective reality and
trust are slowly depleting, taking us further away from general empathy and
humanity. This is where literature and art comes in. it humanizes the dehumanized,
gives agency to the disenfranchised, and acts as an antidote to human suffering.
Acknowledgement of sorrow in and of itself is an act of bravery, be it ours or
somebody else’s. Art allows you the space to do that and paves the way to a lesser
evil future. | hope this magazine contributes to the same essential purpose.

| feel deeply humbled to be entrusted with the responsibility of co-editing this
edition of Reflections. | express my deepest gratitude to the editorial team for their
patience, dexterity and perseverance. | thank Dr. Anurag Mishra for his ever-guiding
guardian presence. My heartfelt congratulations to all the featured artists!

Love and hope to all,

~ Amrisha
English Editor
B.A. (Prog)
224 Year
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Achievers' Gallery

. | KR Mangalam University
- | Gurgaon

March 6th, 2020

Vaibhav Singh, Chetan Goyal, Tanuj and Jaideep of
Robotics club DDUC won E-Yantra Ideas Competition
2019-2020 with their project idea of NEXT-GEN VISION KIT

Shivam Kumar Singh
Course - B.Sc. (H) Electronics
Semester - 4th

Achievement:
Discovered 35 New Asteroids
and got certificate from NASA




Achievers' Gallery

Authored and presented paper titled "Memristor Based
Cryptographic Information Processing For Secured
Communication Systems" at 5th IEEE ICDCS held at Karunya
Institute of Technology and Sciences, Coimbatore

Ajay Joshi Sahil
B.Sc. (H) Electronics B.Sc. (H) Electronics

E INTERNATIONA

DNFERENCE ON
DEVICES
CIRCUITS
SYSTEMS

Ashutosh Mishra
B.Sc. (H) Electronics
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Mridul Chansoriya

Course - B.Sc. Phy. Sci. Chem.

Achievements:

1st Prize at India Quiz,
Shaheed Bhagat Singh
College

2nd Prize at Cricket Quiz,
Maharaja Agarsen College
2nd Prize at Cricket Quiz, Sri
Guru Gobind Singh College
of Commerce

3rd Prize at India Quiz, IIT
ROPAR

3rd Prize at Cricket Quiz,
NSUT

Rishi Suri
Course - B.Sc. (H) Chemistry

Achievements:

1st Prize in Talent Hunt,
Commerce Dept, Kalindi
College

2nd Prize in Poetry
Competition, Shakespeare
Society, IDMC

1st Prize in Creative Writing,
Electronics Dept, DDUC

3rd Prize in Open Mic, WDC,
DDUC




Achievers' Gallery

Bhawana
Course - B.A. (Prog.)

Achievement:
2nd Prize in Essay Writing,
Hindi Diwas, DDUC

Sneha R
Course - B.A. (H) English

Achievements:

1st Prize at Verse-O-
Magique, Maitreyi College
2nd Prize at Gubbins, Dyal
Singh College



Achievers' Gallery

Dhananjay Tanwar
Course - B.M.S.

Achievement:

3rd Prize at Quiz organized
by Oriental Bank of
Commerce, DDUC

Tanushka Yadav
Course - B.M.S.

Achievements:

1st Prize at The Business
Plan Competition, E-Cell,
Delhi College of Arts &
Commerce

3rd Prize at The Marketing
Event, The Fore School of
Management




Achievers' Gallery

Abhay Agarwal

Course - B.M.S.
Ine # ytion Ambassador Training Series

Achievements: Entrel p@%:urshio Developr_g* Progra
1st Prize at All India Political S TR B
Parties Meet 2.0, The New [ A
Delhi Institute of N e
Management, IP University
1st Prize at The Business
Plan Competition, E-Cell,
Delhi College of Arts &
Commerce

1st Prize at The Group
Discussion Event, The
Commerce Dept., Kamla
Nehru College

3rd Prize at The Marketing
Event, The Fore School of
Management

The Best Pitch & Proposal
at the Entrepreneurship
Development Program, IIC,
AICTE, MHRD"

Gracy
Course - B.A. (H) English

Achievement:
Best Speaker at Verbattle,
RICS School of Built
- Environment, Amity
—— | University
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Achievers' Gallery

Navneet Singh, Raghvendra Pratap, Ashutosh Mishra and
Ekansh Gupta are First Prize winner of Intercollege
Hackathon 2020, DDUC and IOT Challenge 2020, DDUC
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Indic Thought

Indic thoughts, a part of Indic traditions, and their academic explanatory tools rooted in the
history and social ethos of ‘Indons, as termed by Herodotus, the Greek historian, for the
residents across the river Sindhu, have been on the margin in the mainstream academia
under the impact of colonial education and a Euro-centric focus on studies in the social
sciences and literature in post-colonial India. Ideas, ideologies, frameworks, reference
points and many other significant tools of scholarly discussions and writings are so much
under the influence of Western thought that they not only fail to appreciate the Indian
realities in their historicality and contextualized present, but also produce strange results
which may at times be contrary to the realities, which lead us to tempered conclusions and
altered solutions unfit for our social requirements. The all-pervasive impact of the colonial
mind and its hangover in the post-colonial era continues to affect our curriculum and
thought, adversely affecting Indian-ness in academic discourse.

It will be apt here to demonstrate , through the role of the Asiatic Society, the knowledge
formation in colonial India. It is well known that the Asiatic Society was formed in 1784 in
Calcutta by 38 Europeans. There was no Indian member in it; neither was it open for them
for the next 40 years. The objective of it was to investigate everything: from nature,
geography to forms of government, institutions, science, agriculture, language, etc., to
understand the colony and its subjects. It was an institutionalized beginning to orientalize
the knowledge, i.e., to interpret India for the British from the colonial lens. The pundits and
maulavis were engaged to interpret the texts but they were not part of the decision making;
neither were they engaged in the final publication process. Their names, contributions were
never recognized. Sanskrit alphabets were translated into roman alphabets with diacritical
marks. This transliteration was then adopted by the European academia to learn Sanskrit. It
impacted the understanding and interpretation of the Sanskrit texts and of history of India.
The contemporary discourse in the social sciences and humanities in the Indian universities
has consequently become fragmentary, Oriental and Westernized. The larger subterranean
popular praxis and non-bookish discourses have, however, remained Indian and holistic
with their local ethos woven into pan-Indic commonalities. They have also been changing
to fit the changing structural, technological, topographical and political requirements of the
multilingual localities. From the ideational bliss of Rig-Veda to the “Total Revolution’ of
Jayaprakash Narayan, it has been a long civilizational history of ideas, open to the new
currents of change, but its Indian-ness has refused to be blown over. A strong research
based on Indic terminologies and its frames of reference shall not only give due justice to
the historical past of the land but shall also impact the way contemporary events and

processes are analyzed. It is imperative that the discourse set around the Indic thought is ﬁ#
developed and deployed as eftective tools for comprehending and interpreting social and :
political processes. Indic traditions, of which thought is an integral part, underline that a oy

process or phenomena can be understood in numerous ways: Ekam Sat Vipra Bahudha
Vadanti (often repeated quote from Upanishads),i.e., truth is one but Sages or learned
people call it by different names. This indicates inherent acceptance of a culture of debate in
our society. There is celebration of diversity, unlike the idea of tolerance which is European
and indicates intolerance.




It is not argued that these are the only set of tools, but it is emphasized that these tools are
on the margins and rarely deployed. Though references to Indic texts is quite common in
our daily life or even deployed for explaining phenomena at a more general level, they do
not find equal mention in the social science texts or higher academic books and research
papers. However, a convincing answer would emerge if Indic thought, which is rooted more
in the context in which the process emerged, is deployed effectively.

One illustration can be very relevant here, i.e. the definition of dharma which is more often
translated as religion. A glance at the true meaning of dharma tells a different story:
Dharma is that which upholds, sustains and uplifts; it does not define the object that is
being upheld, sustained, or uplifted. It does not imply any specific object (living or
inanimate) and thus applies to all possible objects. It represents a “principle’ or a ‘quality of
being’ that can be widely used in a variety of contexts to mean a variety of different ideas. In
the ‘Karna Parva’ of Mahabharat, Krishna explains dharma to Arjuna in the following
words: dharanat dharma mityahu dharmo dharayate prajaha Yat syad dharanasamyuktam
sa dharma iti nischayaha (dharma sustains the society). Dharma maintains the social order.
Dharma ensures well-being and progress of humanity. Dharma is surely that which fulfils
these objectives. This was precisely the context and the meaning in which Gandhi
underlined that religion and politics are inseparable.

This narrative seeks to retrieve, resurrect and analyse this Indian-ness in her history. It also
intends to posit this Indian-ness as the pivot of academic curriculum and of public
discourse. The objective is to engage the academics of different disciplines of social sciences
on different themes derived primarily from the Indic traditions.

~ Dr. Himanshu Roy
Atal Bihari Vajpeyee Senior Fellow
Nehru Memorial Museum and Library
Teenmurti
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Rewsutmg Panchatantra: A Text that Brought Immortality

In the sixth-century AD, the emperor of ancient Persia, Khusro, known as Anushirvan (the
immortal soul), heard about a magical herb which could bring the dead back to life. His wise
and trusted ministers informed him that the magical herb and the potion made out of it could be
found in the remote land of India. Driven by the desire to become immortal, the emperor sent
his physician Burzoe to India. The physician explored the entire country for the magical potion
but failed miserably. He eventually came across a wise sage, who suggested that the elixir was
neither a plant nor potion. It was, in fact, a book called the Panchatantra, a rich repository of
knowledge and hence a source of immortality.

The Indian sage equated foolishness with death and knowledge with immortality. Burzoe took a
copy of the Panchatantra to Iran, where it was translated into the Pahlavi language as Kalileh and
Dimneh. The Persian version was named after Damanaka and Karataka, two jackals in Vishnu
Sharma’s text. The eminent historian Firdausi celebrates this story in a chapter titled ‘Burzoe
brings the book of Kalileh and Dimneh from India’ of his eleventh-century epic the Shahnama.
Incidentally, during his maiden visit to Iran in 2016, the Indian Prime Minister Narendra Modi
released a manuscript of Kalileh and Dimneh. The text symbolized the ancient cultural ties
between the two countries.

This sixth-century translation of the Indian text turned out to be immensely popular in Persia.
Subsequently, princes in ancient Persia were taught the Panchatantra for its ability to convey the
complex lessons of statecraft and good governance through stories. The Pahlavi edition
thereupon was translated into Arabic and from Arabic into Hebrew. Thereafter, it was translated
from Hebrew into Latin, from Latin into Italian, and from Italian into English. Sir Thomas
North, a British judge and translator, introduced the stories of the Panchatantra to the English
speaking world in 1570. It was published as The Morall Philosophie of Doni, after the name of
the Italian translator. Thus, the English translation of a classical Indian text was carried out much
before William Jones and Charles Wilkins translated several Sanskrit texts into English in the
1790s.

The Muslim Caliphs at Baghdad, the seat of the Islamic Empire, also showed great interest in
Indian texts. The translation bureau set up by Caliph AlMansour (¢.710-75), writes Mona Baker
and Gabriela Saldanha in Routledge Encyclopedia of Translation Studies (2009), ‘produced
translations of Sanskrit texts on astronomy, medicine and mathematics (notably Aryabhatas fifth
century Sanskrit treatise), introducing the numeral system of Indian origin into Europe as well
as various other Indian algebraic, geometrical, and astronomical concepts. Harunal Rashid (766-
809) and Al Mamun (786-833) continued the translation work into the ninth century, but it
ceased thereafter as Baghdad began to lose its political power’ (453). Ever since its first
translation, the Panchatantra has continued to mesmerize the writers all over the world in
numerous editions and translations. As Baker and Saldanha argue in the same book that the
Panchatantra was probably responsible for the stories of Reynard the Fox, common to many
European folk traditions, which were given their finished European form by Goethe. Boccaccio,
the great Italian story-teller and writer of Decameron, in all likelihood, was familiar with both
the Latin and the Italian translation of Vishnu Sharma’s work. There are structural and thematic
similarities between his Decameron and the Indian text, especially in the employment of the
literary technique of frame story. The Panchatantra and the Jataka tales are some of the earliest
texts to use the device of frame narrative in which several stories emanate from one central story.
The frame story that originated in India influenced not only Boccaccio but also the 14th-century
British poet Chaucer.

\“{—?.

A% /.48

A i Y et VA




A 1)) L e

Subsequently, Chaucer, who is widely celebrated as the father of English poetry, used this
technique in his magnum opus Canterbury Tales, a collection of stories woven around one
central story. Thus, the story behind the translation and circulation of the Panchatantra all over
the world is as intriguing as the text itself.

Written around 200 B.C., the Panchatantra belongs to the tradition of Nitishastra — a book of
wise conduct in life. It teaches us how to win trustworthy friends, how to overcome difficulties,
how to deal with foes, and above all, how to live in peace and harmony. In short, the book
answers the age-old Socratic question — how to live happily? It is high time that we read it not
merely as a child fable but as a book with a moral and philosophical message for grown-ups.
Perhaps, it was this ability of Vishnu Sharma’s text to teach the complex notions of life through
stories that fascinated the readers and translators across the globe.

Building a bridge between cultures through translation is an ongoing process. It needs to be
nurtured constantly. The world needs good poets, story-tellers, healers, and translators. Gone are
the days when a translator lacked respectability and visibility and was often seen as the poor
cousin of the author. On the one hand, there are several texts written in Sanskrit and other
modern Indian languages, which are yet to be translated into English for the readers worldwide.
On the other, there are books on history, politics, science, arts, and culture written mainly in
English, which are still not available for non-English readers. Translation can play not only a
significant role in the cultural exchange and production of knowledge but it can also help us
overcome the recent crisis in the humanities. It is the ethical obligation of social science and
literature departments across India to make these books available in Indian languages as well as
in English for common readers and students.

The proposed Indian Institute of Translation and Interpretation (II'TI) in the Draft National
Education Policy 2019 is the need of the hour. Its stated objective is to carry out ‘high-quality
translations’ between various Indian languages as well between foreign languages and Indian
languages. The Institute will have the mammoth task of strengthening and carrying forward the
commendable job being done by the Sahitya Akademi and the National Translation Mission in
the field of translation for years.

Translation in contemporary times is that sanjeevani booti, which would not let our sense of
shared humanity die and continuously rejuvenate us intellectually, emotionally and spiritually.
We will always need a Premchand who would translate Tolstoy into Hindi, and a Gandhi who
would translate Tukaram into English.

)
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NOTE : A slightly different version of this article was published first in The Hindu on September 28, 2019
to commemorate the International Translation Day. The article was entitled “The travels of Damanaka and
Karataka: How translation builds bridges between cultures”,

~ Dr. Lalit Kumar
Assitant Professor
Department of English
Deen Dayal Upadhyaya College
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Abandoned

I walk in
Each footstep is what I hear
Every other sound seems to disappear
into the taps

I try to bury down my loneliness into those footsteps

I want to scream
A scream that has been haunting my belly
like a ghost in an abandoned house
A ghost in an abandoned body like mine
So
I laugh
Ijest but it feels as if none of it helps

to set that scream to silence every time I walk home

It feels as if there’s a wildfire
And I'm pretending they are candles
And my laughs?

They are trying to blow the fire down
The words unsaid I've been collecting inside,
like dried leaves of maple,
are the reason why it feels so heavy inside
Yet disappears when I look into
Because I'm empty
I'm abandoned
Just like a home left abandoned
A home like my body left abandoned
My spirit hangs to my throat
because now it’s atraid to fall down
and I hold my tears in my hands like berries
Sweet, succulent but crushed
Berries young and fathomed
When I sleep
[ hear my heart knocking on my ear drums
Whispering names that left me
Like a home
A home like my body left abandoned

Every morning
my dreams fall down on the floor
when I climb out of the bed
I feel like I'm at a bonfire
But there’s nobody but me
[ started hanging up phones
before they can actually say Goodbye
Goodbye was the scariest word to me
Hello has started being scarier
It feels like nothing is left in me
I jump and tremble at the slightest sounds
The inside now groans
The groan now echoes
But I recall, it's a home where nobody lives
Like a home that is abandoned
Home like my body
Left abandoned.

~ Ishita Bajaj

B.A. English (H)

2" Year

The Spoilt Parchment

Why should my pen be a slave to your
wish?
You rule? I don't like it. Let’s get it
abolished.
If the feelings are mine, the words will be
mine too,
I would rather keep it private, no need of
your ballyhoo.
Why are you so concerned with ‘what I
write’?
Are you scared? Scared of being exposed, I
might
Say, what if my pen goes on to write about
how ruthlessly you touched me?

What if it tells the tale of how you didn't let
me be free?

So, you are afraid of its power now,
So, you are afraid of the dark tales that I
kept secret somehow,

They won’t be out of my mouth ever, for
you are my father,

But what if my soul refuses? To keep this
pain inside, to be the victim,

What if the ink spills onto this Parchment
and reaches my skin?

Won't that be hurtful? Won't that be
insulting?

The time you'll see the scars and the
wounds melting.

~ Gracy Yadav
B.A. English (H)
2" Year




Read it, until my words come to a rest . I don't have
enough time to write about it as The Reaper is
chasing me like an unsatisfied greedy harlot.

O heavenly fountain
filled to the brim with indigo ink
bless thy child
to bleed quaintly on this
caucasian battlefield.

Provide me with the strength to dance
a little longer amongst these
roaring vowels and hymning consonants.

O dead wisdom of Earth
enrich me with the pagan tales
buried deep within thy heart.

O hailing winds
sing me shrieks and screams
of blacks and Jews , humans and
humans.

O ye sour mead
pour me all your excitement
and silence and
row this letter to the shore
where two seas greet.

O ye with Halo,
What are you staring at?
I understand your concern.
My creation would be better than yours.

~ Shreesh Sharma
B.A. English (H)
2" Year

£ LB

It's okay to not be okay

It’s okay to fall down,
If it makes your feelings flow.
It’s okay to cry in the dark night, §
If your inner soul and mind are in a e
constant fight. g
It’s okay to kick and scream, g
If it helps you fall asleep.
It’s okay to creep into the dark despite no
ray,
If it enables you to find your own way.
It’s okay to get your feelings hurt,
If it helps you become strong and inert.
It’s okay to choose the road not taken,
If it leads to a life more enlightened and
awaken.
It’s okay to be an effigy in the dark,
If, one day, it makes you an unflinching
spark.
It’s okay to not be okay all the time,
If it corrodes and helps you shine.

~ Nishant Sharma
B.Sc. Mathematical Sci.
2" Year

Beauty

When she looks into the mirror,
It's not her lovely eyes she sees.

But her scars which they had pointed out,
The scars over which she will cry, now.
Every time they call her ugly,

Her fragile heart breaks into pieces .
She pretends to be ignorant of it all,
But inside, she is broken beyond repair.
Secretly, she wishes to be the one,

The beauty goddess they seem to worship.

Every day, she would try a bit harder.

Though again, they'll show her a new flaw.

The fake smile she has put on for long,
How badly she misses her real one.
Somehow, they have made her believe,
Beauty is everything she's not.

~ Ankita Rawat
B.Sc. (H) Computer Sci.
1% Year




Carnage

Building a realm of terror,
blowing the soldiers' bodies asunder.
The terrorists are finding their way,
seeing you busy hitting the hay.
They are pusillanimous of no one,
for them killing people is so much fun.
Attack on humanity is nothing new,
the terrorist groups are not just few.
Nothing to do with religion or fate,
they are just satan incarnate.

"T'll come home soon"-the soldier said,
the devil shot him right in the head.
The child had waited for his father,
to see him dead was much harder.
The mother had prayed for her son,
the terrorist aimed the cruel gun.
They went to church for wishes to reap,
but could come back only in their sleep.
The schoolchildren could not be saved,
in the school their bodies laid.
The 9/11 in two zero zero one
shows feelings in terrorists are none.
The four planes that were hijacked,

in world trade centre had two of them whacked.

People killed were three thousand;
For terrorists killing is a lovely trend.
The 26/11 in two zero zero eight
with AK-47, RDX, IED and grenade.
Carried by Lashkar, Lakhvi and Rehman-
their acts were no less than that of ‘Shaitaan’.
All the victims who lost their lives,
. the widows that were once the wives.
Pulwama attack in two zero one nine
had left the country in a state of whine.

For the attack, Jaish-e-Mohammed was responsible,

the devils had killed forty army personnel.
The Indian Forces killed two terrorists and two
supporters,

meanwhile ensuing manhunt for the perpetrators.

The virus is wiping the earth,
the supporters are not in dearth.
The monsters are need to be killed,
with hate and rage their hearts are filled.
The time has come to save our homes,
for the soul of martyrs still roams.

~ Yogankshi

B.Sc. (H) Mathematics

1% Year

Men and Women must be like I
a Square

Everyone on this earth is god’s creation ,
But we still have an element of
discrimination.

Although India is world’s largest
democracy,

But do women have equal literacy ¢
Spoilt are the girls who come late at night,
We for sure need to change this insight.
Every morning we open the newspaper
and see the cases of rape,
Surprisingly culprits easily escape .
Bleeding for five days is a womanhood
stamp ,

But does anyone know the amount of pain
of that unbearable cramp .
Feminism is not just honouring them on
March 8 (woman’s day )

True empowerment is when women are
actually liberated .

Be it men or women
All would go to the same heaven
And thus equal rights are god given.

~ Aarushi Sachdeva
B.Com. (H)
1% Year

The Daughter

The stars could see her fate,
the moon knew the satan incarnate.
Hidden in the darkness of their caves,
she could not recognise those knaves.
The scoundrels had leapt upon her,
the growlings made her scream blur.
The pain that her body got-
till her last breath had she fought.

Her soul had been killed and her body
charred,
the humanity's face had been scarred.
The family lost their brave daughter
to the perpetrator's heinous torture.
The culprits need to be hanged,
What if next time ‘your’ doors are banged?

~ Yogankshi
B.Sc. (H) Mathematics
1° Year




In-Human

We slither about, our faces bearing the grotesque
caricature of a smile
Death is a burlesque comedy, while
We're lying
Like footnotes to bad poems
Like footmats to sad ruins.

Somedays we're trying to be bigger than our hatred
and slur
Constantly learning unlearning
But in the quiet of the night,
we're desperately scrubbing our hands. We've got
innocent blood on them.
The hands bondage to us, suffer.

And our screams
Are muffled by the sound of our canons
The war is raging in my name while I crouch in the
corner of my bed trying to sleep before they
Come for me too,
The underside of my eyes is burning with a
stampede of my dreams
They are running off the edge in suicide
Until some men decide
"It's okay", they tell me.
"It's okay”, I lie to myself with glee.

We're the leeches too
Constantly sucking and spitting

We soar like birds, spread like flu
But we have gotten no better than vultures
Lethal to our cultures
We eat our own children.
We eat their hands, we gauge out their brains and
then we feast on their hope
There are days when we wake up in sweat, they say
S you are never really sleeping if you have
sinned
Ah, we're already hanging by the rope.

So we cry and scream and debate
But we are too petty.

Some of us fight for food, we fight for loot.
And lure them into love, to twist their necks, bye
pretty.

Only we are capable of extraordinary, that is why we
are.

Extraordinarily inhuman.

~ Amrisha Rai
B.A. English (H)
2" Year

No one can feel the pain she felt,
The heart of those Monsters still didn't
melt.

Her body was burnt brutally in fire
A hot topic aroused for the digital liar.
'Hey i got the idea of new post!',one sigh!
A single drop of tear wasn't visible in his
eye.

She was raped once, now she is getting
raped daily.
The YouTube page is now telling me a
different story.
My Instagram stories tell me to like the
post
To help rest in peace, her soul.
WhatsApp messages are flooded with links:
To subscribe and support her to get justice.
Candle marches are organized amongst
wails,
Still the purpose every time fails!

Curse me god for I am a helpless lady!
My sister is being forwarded daily.
Yet i am unable to stop this disaster
Though her body was burnt, let her soul
live freely after.

She is not demanding to go viral,

[f you have guts, put the rapist into fire.

P.S. My hands are demanding for a gun
To do what should have been done.

~ Rashi Pandey
B.Sc. Physical Sci. C.S.
1% Year




Contrast

Ever had that feeling?

When you just want to sulk in a corner
The world around is merry and bright
When everything seems to go right
You think you don’t deserve this.

You are supposed to be sad?

Ever had that feeling?

When you just want to smile your biggest smile
The world around is dark and melancholic
When everything seems to go wrong
You think you don't deserve this.

You are supposed to be happy?

Ever had that feeling?
When you want to know what it is like to die
But really, you just can’t stop being alive

How you garner just enough courage to think of
suicide

But not enough to pull the trigger.
Ah the contrast!

You think of heaven and end up at the bottom of
hell.
~ Ansit Kaushal
BM.S
3" Year

| Am The Girl

I am the girl..
I'm the bird, who just wants to fly in clear

sky
I'm the squirrel, who loves to squeak in
green
I'm the girl, broken but strong enough to
fight again
I'm the star, who also shines as others do
I'm the mountain, which dreams to touch
the zenith
I'm the girl, who has dreams screaming
inside her
I'm the river, who knows how to make its
own way

I'm the flower, dancing freely with
flirtatious breeze like no one cares
I'm the girl, my own kind of beautiful and
perfect
I'm the book, the bestseller of my own
world
I'm the map, not everybody can read which
I'm the girl, not here to be judged by my
colour
I'm the truth, bitter to many but sweetest
to me
I'm the song, having symphony of love and
bliss
I'm the girl, who'll write her story on her
own

~ Arshita Gupta
B.Com. (H)
2™ Year




Shattered

Stop, said the mind,
But how do I stop myself from rowing in this
endless ocean of salty memories
dripping from my eyelids like precious honey from
a beehive.

Escape, whispered the angel,
But how do [ escape from this cage
That’s now engulfing
my once free heart,
guarded by the devils of past.

It hurts, whimper my ears,
Habitual to the melodious beating of two hearts
synced to a rhythm,
now unable to bear the pain from the beating of an
empty vessel
against the shallows of a cage.

Run away, shouted my subconscious,
But how do I run from the pain
when the road I have been travelling upon is
nothing
but an endless loop of black and white with little
specs of grey in it.

Don't go,

The hollow words which now rest at the tip of my

tongue
tasting like the bitter medicine I'm unable to
swallow.
[ wish that these words could have reached their
rightful owner
but my being feels right for I don't regret letting go
of someone not worth my time.

Hope fills each and every cell of my body ,
Because I know that a heart never breaks,

In this game of hide and seek there’s always a chance
for escape...

~ Sakshi Goel
B.M.S
2" Year

Hope

Finally I can smell the air,
Its minty aroma indicating me of my escape
The warmth from the flowery bed,
Its tendrils coiling around me in an
embrace
Coaxing me to move forward

Leaving the harsh and blustering winters
behind and,
accepting the blissful warmth from the
invigorating season of blossoms
healing the shallowness of my heart with
its heavenly rhyme.

Even though restricted with insecurities
my heart now smiles
Knowing there is hope in every drop
talling from the monsoon sky.

The grey ceiling above our heads
now feels like a comfortable change from
the darkness within my soul
the heavenly breeze now feels like a dose of
anesthesia to my heart.

Walking alone in the muddy paths of life
A jolt of electricity awakens my soul from
its endless slumber,

a pair of lush green orbs filled with the
promise of tomorrow,
hiding the broken pieces of yesterday
clashes through me to a place far beyond
where there are no walls and no chains
only a layer of heavenly peace and
the music of birds singing in the rain.

~ Salshi Goel
BM.S
2" Year




Promise

Finally I can see
a knight in shining armour
Standing just below the balcony of hopes
In my ivory tower

His alluring green irises enchanting my heart to a

new melody.

He carries a sword,
embedded with beads of power and passion.
With each step that he takes forward
my defence rises

But he is determined to prove his worth
With a body of steel and an armour of gold

He fights all my demons and dances through the

fires of past

He gives my soldiers of insecurity a checkmate.

And liberates me from my tower of isolation
With a promise of protection

Instead of a tower he envelopes me in a bubble of

soothing peace.

Reminding me to view the world in its transparency

and purity.

But life is anything but a fairytale
My envisioned happily ever after
Was it really it?

Or is there something more ...

Possession

Possession is a strong word
And an even stronger feeling
It engulfs me like a toad swallowing a fly

The bubble of protection

now just a claustrophobic mess

Taking me deep into the depths of
Bermuda

His once awakening green orbs

now feel like poison Ivy

He keeps his promise of protection
by making me his possession
And all I can do is drown myself in the
misery of debt
He chains me through his debt of my
freedom

For he has done nothing wrong
In fulfilling his promises of passion and
love
Now, sitting in the depths of my sorrow
A seed of rebellion has sown itself
Gradually building me to my release.
Enough, a piercing noise echoes through
me
Bursting the bubble of ignorance
After a journey in this merry go round
It's time to break free from this

~ Sakshi Goel
Balv:sé a8 Endless cycle of dependency.
2" Year ~ Sakshi Goel
B.M.S
2" Year
Freedom

Another cocoon is going to burst
in these human forests of denseness
A naive caterpillar is going to free itself
From this unyielding torment
Because this is not my home
But just another pit of darkness
Every struggle and every piece of hatred
Is the engine to my flight and
All the colors on my wings
Are nothing but a badge of honor
Now, the dependency of my heart
Fades with each crack
Made in the hollow walls of promise

The poison of the worldly lies
[s finally replaced with the sweet nectar

of the innocent blossoms.
With the fuel of past and
The scope from future
[ am ready to fly,
not high but

In the deepest shallows of the world
The only place which symbolizes

Growth
Freedom
Strength...
~ Sakshi Goel
B.M.S

2" Year




Procelain

The Sun shines in vain
[ see it gray
Waking up again from a dream
And to know which will never be a reality

Sky of desires
Full of vultures
They are waiting for another careless moving
So they can attack me like a defenseless little being

['m afraid to leave the room

I'm afraid they'll get caught...

As porcelain dolls shattered on the floor
The morning light casts a shadow on the door
But this is not the glow [ wanted
Not what I painted in my heart, not the glitter I need

Sky of desires
Full of vultures

They are waiting for another careless moving

So they can attack me like a defenseless little being
As porcelain dolls shattered on the floor
The morning light casts a shadow on the door
But this is not the glow [ wanted
Not what [ painted in my heart, not the glitter I need

~ Sahil Chauhan
B.Sc. (H) Electonics
2" Year

Song

Oh hey! Oh hey!
Play that song again
The one they used to play
To its rhythms I would sway
As a child with braided hair
A little lost, without a care

Oh hey! Oh hey!
Play that song again
The one they used to play
To its rhythms I could sway
With its lyric [ became
A soulful lover, a lonely dame

Oh hey! Oh hey!

There’s that song again

The one I used to play
To its rhythms I would sway

But I left it at the bay
When my innocence swept away
When my dreams went astray
When my mind would often betray
When I got busy growing up each day.

Oh hey! Oh hey!
Wheress that song again
The one I used to play
To its rhythms I did sway

Through my life it held my way
My blessing, my hopeful ray
Dear song don’t go away.

Oh hey! Oh hey!
Find my song again
The one that I played
To its rhythms I once swayed
A little prayer that’s gone away
Freed my soul once
Now ask it to carry me away
For my fading breath,
Some peace only it can lay.

~ Shailja Kaushik
B.A. English (H)
2™ Year
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The Shooting Star

(In context to Uighur Muslims in China; a poem about the
children of refugees)

I look at a light ray up above
trying to catch it with my scarred red hands
But it slips through my fingers sans warmth
Just like the people standing far away
Waiting to beat us, waiting to help us “learn”;
waiting to get us all
My heart bleeds and my eyes rain
the sad yet well-woven tale of a hundred goodbyes;
without goodbyes
I yearn as I sleep beside two logs
Crying for the warmth of mama’s hugs
[ yearn for that morning sun
But alas! It is the morning moon that shines on me
Devoid of warmth, devoid of light
Devoid of a single ray from the hundred billion I
yearn for
- Yet in the darkness there flashes a light
Bit by bit I grab it all; My mouth opens and my
R hands stretch out
As through the broken wall to the empty sky, I see
the twinkle in mama’s eyes (once more),
She falls down as a shooting star and makes me feel
loved
(just as I had last felt in what seems like a billion
years ago)
As that evening she was patting my hair, singing
“Lavender’s blue”
“When will I meet you, mom?” I whisper to the
shooting star
As the sky above welled up with tears galore
“Wait for me my love” she whispers in silence
“Alright now tell me; how does it feel,
my love,
when a raindrop trickles down your face to say
hello?”
And finally, my day has come, starved of love, of
warmth; of everything
I shall go but alas! Who will cry? (not even me)
As sleep Kisses, the tired eyes and a familiar voice
sings a distant lullaby
A black curtain starts pulling over
But I try to pull back! But slowly relax as I realise
All but the world will be sad without me.

~Sneha R
B.A. English (H)
= Near

Take Me Places
You hold my hand tighter than anyone else
So tightly that it made me realise
That you were the little one who had the
expertise
To heal the battered and the broken me
The old me I thought I could never be
Before you came and took me in your fold
I used to cry and cry (as I wanted to die)
To escape from all of those fiends
All the pain, all the disappointments; painful
flashbacks
Forever so that I won't be sad ever again
Going with you (in the car) as you sit holding
my hands
I look outside as the trees pass by
A thousand memories with you come flashing
by
Each one, adding a sparkle to my otherwise
dim eyes,
Each one as pure as the dew drops in the sky
She takes me places; yes, she does
Into the world which can never be mine
But still gives me the portal to that world
Where that my heart unites with my mind
For once in my life.

I could see dew drops again not my tears
Those salty sad things that flow down my face
Seem non-existent when she comes by
Looks into my eyes and takes me in
Into the world full of her fantasies
Far away from the reality which butchers me
But how long will she be (with me)
Forever please; my heart yearns
But time is a magical thing
People fade away; but not memories
The golden memories just don't stop rushing
back in
Just as I let that butterfly(golden) fly away
With that salty thing in my eyes I felt I would
tade away
But a goodbye isn't the end as I carry with me
traces of her
As the butterfly keeps flying in the paradise
The paradise of my heart and the garden of my

soul
With the blooms, the beautiful.
~ Sneha R |
B.A. English (H) 7 M
2™ Year i




i

I am a woman,

And inside me is a forest.
Shrouded in mystery,
It is a place of wonder.
Wild and dangerous,
But full of adventures.

There lives a little girl,
Braiding ideas and stitching plans.
Weaving words into glorious tapestries,
Cooking in her mind,
Curious arguments and epiphanies.
Free from inhibitions,
Seeking no validation,

She strives with an unquenched thirst of knowledge.
With eyes like that of a gazelle,
Wandering in the woods,

Is my little rebel.

I am a woman,

Taken by the society.

A hostage to their expectations,

I suffocate everyday,

To let my little rebel breathe.

G

7

S ~ Eashani Sharma
B.A. English (H)
. 2% Ypar

Someone left the office windows open today. In the evening when everyone had left, a little bird
flew in gently and sat on the glistening window panes. This event was being recorded by the
CCTYV camera that was placed in that section. The bird stared at the mundane world, somewhat
lost, without any hindrance caused by humans or, for that matter, the glass screen.

For a bird, it sat unusually still, glancing here and there only a couple of times. Time had been
too hard on that insignificant creature. The tough situations that it had encountered over the past
years, compelled it to live a life of terror. Humans had made survival difhcult.

The tree branch it built its nest on, was ruthlessly sawed to build nests for humans. The unborn
eggs that were awaiting life, were murdered before they could see this vast world. A catastrophe!
As if this wasn't enough, the other birds that had been migrating to that area were killed during
the journey due to the inappropriate weather and toxicity levels of the atmosphere. The little bird
waited and waited. It had been long before it realized that loneliness has crept and life now, will
be nothing but misery and sorrows.

There was no place it could go and spend what's left of its life, peacefully. The little bird was
officially devastated. It had no companions, no home, no food, no hope.

With a light body but heavy heart, the bird pecked its feathers and hopped once, before
spreading its wings towards the poisoned sky.

These feelings and emotions were, however, not caught in the CCTV footage.

~ [Kashish Bansal
B.A. Prog.
3" Year



The Letter of Love

Darling,
We haven'’t been talking for a couple of weeks, our conversations have been mere nods and
random hums at each other. We mostly haven’t been acknowledging each other’s existence since
that day. I know I should have said something, but words wouldn't come out for two reasons —
one, I'm afraid I'll say the wrong thing; and two, I don’t know how to process your confession. I
didn’t know how to talk to you, so I'm writing you this, I hope you don't mind. I'm sorry I didn’t
notice your internal struggle over your identity for the past sixteen years. Now that the truth is
out in the open, I remember all those days how you were frustrated about things and I would just
brush them off because you were just going through puberty and so I knew these hormonal
changes occurred. Maybe I should have been more careful, I should have looked a you like I
really looked at you. I could only imagine whatever you were going through these years and as a
mother, I should have done something. You have been in your bed mostly for the past few weeks
and I have been near your door, hearing your soft sobs and even though I wanted to come inside
and give you the tightest hug, I knew I could never understand your pain and I felt like I had to
punish myself for my ignorant mind. Perhaps you will forgive me for being so stupid sometimes,
I didn’t know what to say that night so I just said, “It’s all in your head, it isn’t real - go to your
room and stop thinking about it”, and you fought back and we just started ignoring each other. 1
didn’t want to lose you as my child and whatever you were doing scared me, and now I realize
the only way that I won't lose you is if I accept you for who you were. You always wanted to play
with my makeup since you were a baby and I let you because you were a child and you didn’t
know anything, but it frightened me when you said you wanted a make-up kit for your
thirteenth birthday and not a PlayStation like all of your friends. I took you away from all those
‘girly’ things and made you play outside with your friends but you always found excuses to not
go. When you came home last week wearing a Kurti and red lipstick and you smelled of jasmine
flowers, it reminded me of all those men who dressed up as women in the movies. I was scared
that you were out of your mind. Then you explained, “Mamma, I am a girl. I am not a boy. I want
to marry a man and I want to wear makeup and I want to live and not feel guilty about it”. I was
shaking and I didn’t know what to feel about it. You said you wanted me to call you Tanya and
not Prakash anymore. It didn’t make any sense, I named you that. You were my son for all these
years but here you were, wanting to be something else.

I regret thinking that now. [ can’t stop thinking about how you kept everything inside and
although I said that you could talk to me you didn’t because I was clearly not a safe space for you
which I can understand now. I have been reading about everything you said and even though I
wouldn’t know everything about it, I will listen. I will learn. Please give your Mamma time. |
promise that you are not alone in this world. You are still the light of my life and you always will
be no matter what. When you were born, I was so happy and glowing and your father kissed
your forehead and said to me, “we will give him whatever he wants” ,and we will. I am sorry that
[ am taking so much time, [ am sorry for hurting you and making you think that I am not
accepting enough. I love you, you are my baby and you are my Tanya. I will always love you, so
be yourself and don't let anyone tell you otherwise. Also, you need to wear a different shade of
foundation, that is NOT your colour.
Love,

~ Meghna Ravi
Mamma.
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The sun rose with a golden glow, filtering through the mackerel clouds signaling the end of the
reign of the dark-starless sky. Howling wind came thrashing through the boughs of treetops,
agonizing their moans as they wobbled under its pressure. As the wind became more feral, a
mystic winged creature which went by the name Peripas appeared gliding through the
dissipating fog, shivering against the wind, reneging the dogma with its free soul. It alighted near
the murky castle with a causeway that crossed the moat which was slick with moss and algae,
painting it an eerie green.

It was believed that Iynx was imprisoned there in the metal ribs of inhibition, kept under the
security of an old key keeper - who had a fringe of grey-white hair around his balding, mottled
scalp. He made sure that the seed of hope and freedom of thought would never be implanted in
the kingdom of misery and tyranny.

But, as Peripas alighted to the metal rib of Iynx, it witnessed the very appeal of Iynx - the light
crimson shade of the skin, covered with porcelain feathers. And as the wind swayed the jet black
hair on its forehead, Peripas could feel its heart throbbing. It wanted to set Iynx free of all the
dogma but as it flapped towards it, it could feel the vividness of the trapping murky castle
attracting to its cause, closing in on Peripas.

~ Parush Puri
B.M.S.
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