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From the Editor's Desk

Itis a great pleasure to once again greet you as you hold our latest edition in your hands. As always, it has
been alabour of love of Team Pravah as much as it is an expression of our students' thoughts and talent.

The theme of Pravah this year is “The Impact of Social Media”. This topic is relevant to one andall,and to
our students particularly. Students have seen and imbibed the internet since they were bornandthe use
of social media is especially ubiquitous for the youth of today. With the proliferation of various social
media platforms, both communication and expression through them have become a matter of course.

Through many platforms we find that the youth are able to speak their mind and share their thoughts
and feelings openly with others. They are able to know and connect with others who are like minded and
can help to further positive changes at a much bigger scale and at a much more rapid pace. These
platforms also bring hope that in spite of a large number of important issues jostling for space, we can

ple to take up cudgels for those that are closest to their heart. Social media platforms

find enough peo
ich a diversity of

are also seen as a possibility for the flourishing of a true democratic spirit in wh
viewpoints can be debated.

However, there are disadvantages that are also concomitant with the use of social media. Dishonesty,
alking, shaming, trolling, rumour mongering, hate speech

and mobilization of violence against groups are some of the more reprehensible effects of the use of
social media. Since it is not easy to identify the culprits, those who use social media in order to spread
negativity often find the freedom to spew the worst of their thoughts without responsibility, do so with

impunity. Hence those using these platforms must also be vigilant.

insecurity, a destructive competitive strea k, st

No publication is the sole work of an individual; we have a number of colleagues and students to thank
for their contribution. We are grateful to our Principal, Dr. Anula Maurya for her support and
encouragement. We also appreciate the hard work put in by the entire team of student editors: Shriya
Bajpai and Bhavya Srivastava, both from Il BA(H) English (English Section), Priyanka, Mahima and Nidhi
Tomar, all from I11 BA(H) Hindi (Hindi Section), and Deepika Bidlan, Il BA(H) Sanskrit, and Nikita Sanskrit

and Shri Mishra, both from I BA(H) Sanskrit (Sanskrit Section).

We hope you enjoy this edition. Happy reading!

Monica Zutshi
Editor and Convenor
Pravah Magazine Committee 2018
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STUDENTS’ EDITORIAL

“Focus on how to be social, not on how to do social”

-Jay Baer, Convince and Convert

Inthe present times, 'Online is old news. Online in social media is today's news.' Social media is not a subset
of the internet, rather it is the internet. With these words, we, the student editors of the annual magazine,
'Pravah’, introduce you to the theme: “Impact of Social Media”. This year's issue of the magazine dwells
upon various aspects of social media and the centrality it has come to assume in our lives.

Social media has influenced the lives of almost everyone around us. What started as a fast and simple means
which fulfilled our basic need to communicate through messages and calls, has come to create our 'needs'
which range from posting pictures on Instagram, to reading newsfeed and connecting on Facebook, to
discussing our opinions on Twitter, or getting a whole package of everything on WhatsApp. Apps which were
introduced to add something extra to our life have now become the necessary evil we cannot do without.
Thereis no escaping this virtual reality. If social media adds value to our lives, it has also become the measure

foraperson's worth. We, now, judge someone's value on the basis of how active they are 'online', how many
followers one has, orhow adept oneis, at using these sites.

On one hand, it has revolutionised the communication sector, but on the other, people spend too much time
onsocial media which comes at the cost of actual, human interactions. Social media platforms have changed
the pace at which information is shared, but one cannot deny that there is no check on the content shared
among people of every age group. Having introduced a plethora of 'filters' to 'beautify' reality, it is ironic that
information on social media is often disseminated with little or no filtering. The centrality of the 'visual' in
social media has meant that our lives have come to be governed by the 'regime of the image'. The idea to

look 'perfect' has made an abnormal impression upon youngsters, creating unrealistic expectations that
lead to depression and anxiety when these superficial ideals are not met.

Through the creative minds of young college students, we bring forth many views and opinions on how
social media is drastically impacting our lives. The responses that we received were articulate and
stimulating; some of them have shared their experiences of online harassment and information leakage.

Apart from articles focusing on social media, we also present to you expressions on a diverse range of

themes to remind us how beautiful and innovative our world was before the age of social media grasped us
inits claws,

Forus, it has been an opportunity ofimmense pleasure to work through these write ups that were brimming
With creative ideas. Our heartfelt thanks to Ms. Monica Zutshi for entrusting us with this work. We would like
tothank Ms. Sneha Sawai and Mr. Sushrut Bhatia for their support, without which this endeavour would not

have been possible. We also thank all the students for contributing towards the issue and designing the
cover pages.

Happy Readingtoall!

Shriya Bajpai, B.A. (Hons.)English, 11l Year
Bhavya Srivastava, B.A. (Hons.)English, 111 Year
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Social Media

Without a screen, it is no life;
It is better than my heart.
Come along radiations, towers don't matter;
| will feed my eye
That candy -
Memes, hoax, news, movies
And things | know not.
Cerebral lack, but | want knowledge
Without experience.
Sure, the world is not wide
As in a swipe or a click
Multiple universes lay before mein a matter of a flick
This is how it works.
| don't know about Gods but man surely rules the world.
Do tricks make the world a better place?
Birds make noises
We have our own music in plugs.
I'll watch you in your eye
Talk with you through the screen.
Shaking hands is awesome...

Umm... But apps are better
So let it be.

Alas! She died!

We were yearning to meet each other
But she left.

There, she cried on that land

A snap of white shroud sent.

Itis weird -

We care but we aren't able to care.

Umm... But apps are better
So let it be.

Suguna Ganguly
B.A. (Hons.)English, 111 Year
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Peace

A bit of silence,

Lighted candles and

The array of those WhatsApp statuses.

A picture of hers with sad background music,

Breaking its way through your ears, says it all.

For those who cared and not cared

Dissolved in the cacophony of those syntactic condolences
While she rests in peace with her worries unresolved

And her questions left at a blue tick.

She, the one who you have forcefully forgotten
Yet reminisced with some hint of guilt.

She, the one who could light up this room

With her 1000 watt smile and her big round eyes.

Remember how you laughed at her wit

And then you vested in her your little title 'bff'.

I hope you meant 'benefitting friends forever'

And then you walked away leaving her at her worst.

A guilty pleasure was she for you,

Her dreams, her talents, her secrets, everything...
Everything she let out with a glimpse of trust,

Only to be broken and left unresolved at the end.

Hey you... yes you, her first love

Where do all her 3:00 a.m. thoughts sum up at? At you!
Neither a yes nor a vow of your life she expected.

But a bit of concern and the warmth of your hands.

Your name was sweeter than ever before

When she called it out in the middle of her dream.
Neither you left nor did you stay but stood in between,
Suffocating her with the roots of her passion for you.




How could she forget the rest of you all?
The ones who mocked at her talent, her pure art.

Life was miserabl
When you called h

e than ever before,
er a wannabe, a show off, a joker.

Bit by bit, you started eating her up
The tears that rolled down with the flow of a shower in her bathroom.

Her weird eating habits, her sinking eye-bags.
Unnoticed and rests peacefully in her coffin.

For those who cared and not cared
Dissolved in the cacophony of those syntactic condolences

While she rests in peace with her worries unresolved
And her questions left at a blue tick.

Made by : Mrinal, B.A.

(Hons.) English, | year

Arja Dileep
B.A. (Hons.)English, | Year
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To Tweet or Not To Tweet
A man lost his job and his wife,
Thanks to his Twitter addiction!

Harry was a famous editor of a men's magazine. Then, he became obsessed with twitter, lost his
job, got divorced, and alienated his loved ones.

The tweetaholic describes tweeting 'Everyday, every hour, all day and night'. His tweets were a

clear violation of the company's social media policy. He was given a choice to delete the account or
face the termination.

He chose Twitter!

Abouta month later, he lost his wife after tweeting, “l would have taken a bullet for my wife but now
I'drather be the one pulling that trigger”.

He claims to have reached his lowest point, when his son threatened to stop following him on
twitter.

After tweeting as much as 30 times a day, 7 days a week for over 3 years, and having over 25,000
followers, Harry decided to commit 'Twittericide' and left the social platform.

Disha and Priya
B.A. Programme, | Year

Plethora of Social Media

I look out from my Window, and see a lady flicking a Black Berry, and wondering ifitisn't the Apple
season. An Android will never be human, but then again you can have a Google of friends or even
write a best-selling 'Facebook’, but you won't make her heart Twitter, beyond a mere Flickr.

So no matter if you Stumble upon the meaning of life, you are LinkedIn to others or simply a Flash in
the fax but you still need to GoBig. Look to the Verizon, before you yell Yahoo!, to make sure you
don't piss someone else off.

Target skype and keep it real. Whether you are short or Amazon, be in ConstantContact with your

market. Remember, some are kissable, some are Mashable, but there is always a PayPal you can

trust. Don't play Foursquare like children in the playground and end up like a Tumblr in the wind.
Instead engage and enjoy the Hootsuite, the result of social media.

Priyanshi

B.A. Programme, | Year




Alice and Her Journey into Techno-land

The curtainson the window fluttered as the cool summer breeze drifted in, making Alice even i
sleepy than she already was. For a moment she opened her eyes to look for her sister - surely she
was just here a few moments ago. suddenly her eyes fell on her garden, towards the other sigq ¢

the window, and what she saw over there blew her mind.

A white rabbit!

Okay, no. It was not just the rabbit that shocked herout of her sleepy state.

The rabbit was wearinga tuxedo...

And looking at his apple...smart watch!

al The rabbit was still there! Jumping from the window pane, she

Alice rubbed her eyes, and voil
bbit, she started giving him a chase

dashed out of her house and into the garden -- spying the ra

and...

Ended upin front of a burrow.

Now, our Alice is an adrenaline junky, thrill-seeking-kind-of-a-modern-girl. Taking out her smart

phone, she looked at the time and measured the pros and cons. “Will | make it in time for dinnerif!
jump down this hole?” Alice pondered, but then throwing little caution to the wind she jumpedint?
the burrow so that she can experience an adventure of a life time.

An adventurein the Techno-land!

The pseudo-tunnel-interdimensional-portal-thingy seemed to go on and on, but Alice wasn't

bored at all. She simply took out her smart phone and started clicking selfies.

The more the time taken for the fall, the more time for selfie filters to try!

with |argé
ool

After falli i )
alling for minutes, or was it hours? She finally reached an underground place

electronic doors in place. “Oh
3 OOd ” . 3 “ )
password?” goody”, exclaimed Alice, “how am | supposed to figure out the




\

Alice almost jumped at a voice that came out of nowhere. Looking behind her, she saw that
gentlemanly techsavvy rabbit standing right behind her giving heraglare.

“Oh my God!,” Alice said in a nasally voice. “You are real!”

“Wellduh”, the rabbit wasn'timpressed with her obvious statement.

“Where are we?” Alice asked.
“Thisis the doorway to Techno-land, the land of science and technology wonders”.

“Really?” Alice's eyes widened. “Can | come inside? Pretty, please? Just let me click a few
photographs for my Instagram profile pictureandthen'llleave... Please please please.”

“Okay stop”, the rabbit sighed. If only he was not so immersed in checking his own profile on his
watch —which was, mind you, the newest apple I-watch model — he would have noticed someone
following him. The girl spelled trouble, but what other choice had he! “I'll take you inside, but
remember as amazing as the Techno-land sounds, it is a place filled with oblivious creatures and
conceited rich people and...

“Yes Yes,” Alice was already busy skimming through all her Instagram DM's. Maybe, someday she'll
wish that she should have paid some attention to what the rabbit guy was saying. “Okay then, let's
nottarry. It's almost time for my favourite web series to air.”

“Let'sgo then”, taking her eyes off her smart phone, Alice grinned.

“Then | welcome you, Alice—To the Techno-land”, said the white rabbit stepping towards the door.
What happened next was an adventure of a lifetime but thatis a story for another time.

Mansi
B.A. Programme, | Year




Life in the Little Box

30 likes, 10 comments,
And up and up it goes.
As you lay under your cover,
And watch the screen glow.

Three hours later,

And still you haven't moved.

Watching for more likes,

Oblivious to the real likes that you lose.

It was built to connect,

And let all loved ones talk.

But now you've forgotten them,
Outside your glowing black box.

Imprisoned by the chains

Of your Instagram and the snap,
Watching days go by

Not realizing that you are trapped.

If you just put down the phone
And walk out of the door,

You would see a view with no filter,
Something you might adore.

Neha Kumari
B.A.(Programme), | Year




'Web-Bed'

The world is on my finger tips,

Yet, so out of my reach.

I can talk with many,

But can trust only a few.

Social media has created a chaos,

Incomprehensible whether

To praise it or slam it.

A boy sitting miles away is confused,

Whether to thank it for letting him see his mother,

Or to curse it for not letting him feel her touch.

People out there are just completely blank,

Whether to believe the news or not,

Some are happy to have a platform to showcase their talent,
While others are afraid to get trolled,

For social media has the power to make us a star or a beggar
Because you never know what gets viral overnight!

Nitya Jain
B.Sc. Physical Science, | Year
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Back-Ups

The fifty-seven-year-old Mrs. Sharma was not good with technology. The fancy cell phone her
grandson bought her was only as useful to her as was the old landline on the stool in her matchbox-
sized room. Yetshe kept that phone in her sewed bag and held it close every time shewentout. She
would wipe off any scratch on its screen that could damage it. Thrice she failed to answer the video
call from Puru. His exhaustive instructions left her bewildered and wondering. “Why spend this one
day when my Puruis home like this? Learning how | could talk to him everyday and not talking today

at all. It's not like | have too many days left forany of this”, she thought.

It was easier when he lived with her. Puru would come on each weekend to read and study in peace
at his grandmother's empty home. It was a quiet ritual. She cherished his mere presence. They
would eat mangoes in the evenings and listen to bhajans. Then on Monday mornings, he would
leave and Mrs. Sharma would withdraw to another week of waiting. This ritual ended when Puru
got his job and moved to the big city. He brought her the cell phone after three weeks of absence

from Mrs. Sharma's home.

ap. She would drop her engagements and

haky palm and tap a tentative fingeron the
wouldendand

The phone rang again. The ringing made her heart le

reach for her glasses. Then grab the phone tightin hers
screen. She would drag it. By the time she could attend to that green button, the call

she would be left disappointed and forlorn. She knew that every time she pressed the power
button she could look at the wallpaper, her grandson's photograph. Puru had taught her that as
well. She would spend hours looking at that picture, memorizing it. By now the neighbourhood
women had noticed in flashes the huge phonein Mrs. Sharma's hands. She intimated Kumkum, her
next-door friend, about her longing to attempt a video call. “Like he taught you, Aunty, just press
this button and then here. Thatis all it takes to immediately make a call”, said Kumkum.

1
| am so glad you made 2 call.

esk and cupboards behind
“Just talk Dadi. I can hear
» “| am good. The weather
she said. A vOICE
Take care.”

Puru answered the call. Mrs. Sharma was fascinated. “Namaste Dadi.
Mrs. Sharma gazed at her smiling grandson. Her eyes wandered to the d
him. He was at work.“What do | do?” She said to Kumkum in a whisper.
You”, P_uru said from the other end of the phone.“Oh! How are you beta?’
Lsaf:gzgle here. How are you?”A smile went past her. “Very healthy, very well,”

ross the room where Puru was. “Dadi | should be going now. | will talk very soon.

“God Bless you beta.”

This ten-minute i i

e i c;lmversatlon lasted with her for the entire day. She would revisit the COFWe"SatiOrl
ntil she had memorized it like Puru's photograph.




Mrs. Sharma gradually learnt to make calls. On Saturday when Puru was free from work she talked

to her grandson over the video call for forty minutes. This was the most she had talked to him ever
since he left.

Puru was obedient to make regular calls. This was all well established until the first few months of
his work life. But then there came days when he forgot to call. A tiring day at work or endless work at

home. These were rare occasions and Mrs. Sharma was kind and understandable. Then there were
times when he was too busy to continue conversation:s.

“Namaste Dadi. lam very busy at the moment. | will call you back as soon as | am free.” He would say
and the call would end before Mrs. Sharma could acknowledge his busy self.
“He will call as soon as he is free. As soon as that happens.” She would repeat to herself but Puru

wouldn't be 'free’ until the very end of the day and Mrs. Sharma would just place aside the phone
and accept his inability to find the time.

The phone and its gorgeous edges became a gem to her. She held onto it like most cell phone users

of the twenty-first century did. The only difference being that she would be waiting for her
grandson's calls.

Kumkum, who was much younger than Mrs. Sharma, tried to teach her other uses of the phone.

“Look here aunty. You can watch any movie from this app and here you can listen to your bhajans.
Youdon't need that tape recorder for this,” Kumkum explained.

Mrs. Sharma, however, was not as keen on learning as Kumkum encouraged her to be. “It's not like |
have too many days left for any of this” she thought.

Puru's father had died when the boy was only ten years of age. More than her own trauma of losing
a son, Mrs. Sharma focused on ameliorating her grandson's loss. She occupied their home alone
after Puru's mother decided to leave it and live with her brother far away from this home. Mrs.
Sharma made no protests. She worked for the tailoring company in the locality for the years her
eyes could support the needle. After that, she took up the charge of the registration desk in the
nearby library where she stayed from nine to eleven in the morning. Sarita, Puru's mother, hired a
maid who worked at Mrs. Sharma's place.

Puru's mother paid for the maid and other menial necessities of the home like the electricity bill.




ke her mother-in-law, she too focused on Puru's loss more thsp
loss that each felt equal. However, neither Mrs, Sharm
rt each other. They both separated. There 3, -

Sarita was a school teacher and li

her own. The demise of the family was a

nor her daughter-in-law could emotionally suppo

grudge. There was only grief.

On festivals, Puru came along with his uncle to visit his grandmother. He would spenc! some hours
and then return home. That meant a lot to Mrs. Sharma..Puru was not her son, neither was e
anything like her son. He was her family. The only or.le with whom she bothered herself. !t Was
implicit knowledge between the two women that this home would belong to Puru o'nce it sts
bereft of Mrs. Sharma's presence. He spent some weeks of the summer vacation at his
grandmother's place. They would chat, eat and sing songs together. Puru was very fo'nd of the
liberties he got at his grandmother's place. When some more years passed and Puru was in college,

his humble visits on the weekend started.

Now the smartphone lay in her lap. Mrs. Sharma tried to tap a here and a there. “A smartphone for

not so smart a person,” she thought.

The calls were fun and engaging but she still wondered how it was enough. The young chap buysa
phone and places in on her lap and expects her old faculties to be content. How much of a solution
was this phone to the distance that had emerged between them? These questions often popped
into her mind but she rebuked them as soon as they arose. How could she deny the only gift her
grandson brought her! The only gift anyone ever brought her. She coaxed her grandson to confess
the price he paid for this gift on many occasions. Puru never told her the amount. “Did Sarita know
about the phone? Did he gift her something as precious as this?” She thought at times. Yet she
loved her gift.

Now the phone calls became a ritual and the solitary woman was content with it. After twWo years
Puru returned to the town and visited his grandmother. He intimated her about his liking for'a
colleague and how he wished to marry her. “God bless you Puru. May you have all the happiness'
the world”, is what the grandmother could say.

The wedding that took place after six months of this event was a private and pious celebration: i

Sharma was impressed by her grandson's bride. She was proud to watch him no%

The cell phone contained all the wedding pictures which she watched repeatedly throu®

Kumkum's.assistance. The pictures made her very happy and so did her phone*

22;2?;’10“‘13:‘:90' young girls and boys in the library with smartphones who would click pict”rf;
uld read or search through their phones. Mrs. Sharma was rather self—col’lgr"""“'lawry




her acquaintance to these twenty-first-century norms.

Over the passage of time, Puru got busy to an extent that he had never been before. The calls
reduced from days to weeks to months. Before she could fathom, her calls and chats with her
grandson had become rare privileges. The phone over the years became an old model but it was far

more comprehensible to Mrs. Sharma than ever before. She could now click photographs and look
up for songs and bhajans.

She would spend ample time staring at the screen of her phone and it did not matter. The
matchbox-sized room of hers became spacious to her. At times when she would put aside her
phone and just sit in there she felt free. It was relaxing to let go of the phone after hours of usage.

The strain caused by it to her eyes would reach her head. She didn't need much from life. It was not
like she had too many days anyway.

The phone was enough.

Samriddhi Raj
B.A. (Hons.) English, 11l Year
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: A Virtual War
|

Dilemma that circles me around

Isolation from it, illogical sounds.

| share, | connect,

| dare, | affect.

| share my story with my personal narration
Keeping my foot down and stopping this wild vibration.
| wonder whether | picked the right platform

As when | use my voice somehow my throat deforms.
| correct something irrational

Comments make me Anti-National.

They find all my words having an error

And label my mind as urban terror.

They come out as gunshots

Attack me on my weak spots

| Curse me ceaselessly that

' Crumbles my heart and makes me sad.

| More than my post, my pictures become viral

| Roaming around, edited in spiral.

How can someone come out of this mental pain?
The more | think of it, the more | call it a bane.
More | justify,

More | become the bad guy.

More | try,

More | want to die.

Social media impacts me with fear

Damaging my personal sphere

| When | call privacy as my right

; | myself become the victim of this fright.

When my information is used as a gage

And used against me to spread the rage

| always wonder the end to it

To clean myself from this constant blame

The only solution | could put through

Is hiding myself rather than facing the blow.

How long will I hide myself from these faceless masses

} ]




Who will always follow me through these glasses?

How long will | stay inside these four walls?

How long can | save myself from these pitfalls?

I need to gather some courage to face these people online
While preparing myself to face them offline

| can't hide as

| have become a social media show.

| type with my trembling hands

Fearing the goon's band

| seek for a ray of hope that will pull me out

But all my prestige decreases and what increases is only doubt.

| realise there exists no cut-off, no switch off

The only solution is a strong face-off.

The threat | get is often hard to forget

But | can surely bet that now | am emotionally set.
Months of strength, months of courage

Nothing makes me feel disparaged

No more a bane is public opinion

At least | learnt my mind is my dominion.

[ can't shut tweets

Or fight them in streets.

All I welcome is criticism

It could come with or without heart.

Its words and only words, | have to take your heart away
After all, it's on you how you put it on a Broadway.

Mehak Arora
B.A. (Hons.)History, lll Year
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Near or Far?

Those who were far don't seem to be far anymore
The moods of people have become transient
Small issues create resentment for the other
Which our hearts keep as sad lore

Now we pass judgments

Whether someone is sweet or mean

On the basis of the time they take to reply,
The nature of the reply, and their last seen.

We get to see what we want

On the topics of our choice, the issues of the day.
It also gives an opportunity to talk

To those sitting miles away

It has become a topic of debate

Whether we've come closer to our companion and friends
Or are we now distant even more?

Have we become estranged in our once treasured relations?

Aakanksha
B.A. (Hons.) English, Il Year
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SOCIAL APP: WORD SEARCH

Take this exciting word search puzzle and have fun.
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DIRECTIONS: Read the clues below try to locate the words hidden in the scrabble.

1.) Winner winner chicken dinner!
2.) Connecting people.

3.) India’s first homegrown messaging app.

4.) Capturing and sharing the world’s moments.
5.) Yours to discover.

6.) Gone with the wind.

7)

Broadcast yourself.

8.) The front page of the internet.

9.) Find your inspiration.

10.) Recipes, crafts and inspirational quotes.
11.) Brian Acton

1‘2.) Music.ly

“Answers on Page 49”
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Tomorrow, come for me

To help me reach the sky

Like a Ruppell's Griffon Vulture,
I, too, want to fly high.

Don't let the darkness of my yore,
Break through my present.

Coming out of the unsweetened past,
Help my ascent.

Let me be a darling of subtle support,
For the people | love and meet.

Help me hear the harmony of life
And escort my every beat.

Tomorrow, come for me, °

To help me reach the sky

Like a Ruppell's Griffon Vulture
|, too, want to fly high.

Reach the Sky

Aditi
B.A. (Hons.)English, 1l Year
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Autumn in My Heart

Autumn is coming.

The wind is so wild.

The leaves are falling

One by one,

Crisp... crasp... crunch.

The sunny days will soon be gone.

| can smell autumn

Dancing in the breeze;

Leaves colorful, crumbling, whistling, blowing, falling
On the ground

Night and day.

The wind is rising,

The air is wild with leaves.
Autumn is the time of ripening,
Yellow, mellow, ripened days;

It is the season of harvesting.

Everyone has overcome

Their sweet sorrows.

Autumn in my heart

Will never fade away.

Even though times may change,
My heart will still long.

My hands refused to wave goodbye

| sing melancholy songs;

The moon and stars above,

Also sing with me.

Then came winter and wiped away all my tears.

I'm now playing

With winter

Which brings me the day of Christmas,
And my heart

Is filled with joy and happiness.

Cindy Lamneithem
B.A. (Hons.) English, 11 Year




Appearances

And if you've mistaken me for a mere play

On the profiles you display,

The sentiments that look

At you with dismay;

If you've mistaken me as a venture,

To your new found friendships,

Hello comrade, may the graces be with you,

For you've been so reluctant,

To acknowledge my presence.

Here is a manual as to how and when I'll knock your door,

And as to how and when you should handle me.

So | will come to you, when you might stand at a bus stop,

Or when you are calm, sleeping in your bed:;

I will come to you when you might sing your favorite songs,

Or when you sit baffled at something, yes unaware.

I will come to you at places and destinations, when no one shall reach out to you.
Well, what's the point of having someone else when you can have me!
I am indeed a dweller of a place beyond

Human understanding, if | say so.

You might call me neurotic or nausea-prone, at times.

Sometimes | am just the cracking of your bone, sort of twitching of your cheeks.

On better days and occasions,
I will cool you enough so that the air around you vanishes and you gasp for the same,

Strangled.
It's usual for you to be in complete awe of me, | have heard some of you enjoying my heat.

Do you worry a little? Maybe...

But do not worry enough because that's another name of me.

Moral of this free verse,

Do not demand me to be enough,

Or flaunt me on your social mantel piece

You now know, when I'll come,

You would want me to leave

But breathe and make peace

That's exactly how you demean me. e sirigh

B.A. (Hons.) English, I1Year




Narcissus

Gluedtothe screen like an addict, | am slowly but surely wasting away.

Deep purple patches circled my eyes and my lips were bloodless, like a corpse. My good looks had
totally vanished after the overdose but, instead of being alarmed, | was strangely apathetic. | felt a
gnawing restlessness, a mix of boredom, regret and longing for something deeper.

I should have been grateful to all the 'get well' cards and fragrant flowers from my admirers-André,
Sandra, Timothy...

Butwhere were they now?

We must have met at countless parties but they were so similar that they all blurred into nothing.

The men were fake and the women even more so. They were more concerned with wearing the
right shade of nail polish than remembering each other's name.

Despite having seen my face appear on the front cover of every gossip magazine and having one of
the most popular social media accounts in the world, I felt dissatisfied. Chasing for more likes and
followers, | could never fill the lacunae left by the lack of real connection in my life.

Sometimes, | passed the entire day without having a single face-to-face conversation with another
person. Maybe that was why | took an overdose, to finally feel something real.

On Instagram, it seemed as if | had the perfect lifestyle, the perfect body, the perfect face and, the
perfect friends.

Glued to the screen like an addict, | am slowly but surely wasting away. The screen is a dark mirror
into my innermost fantasies. If I get into the world, | might lose myself forever in the virtual world . .
‘Watching my real-self fall apartin fragments.

lam the Narcissus of modern times.

Megha
B.A. Programme, | Year
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A Crooked Case of a Lost Kid

Thud! He fell down, hearing

The clock tick-tock, bearing

The weight of his everlasting wait.

But then, all of a sudden

The zeal overtook him.

By hook or crook, he'll get her back,

His kid's crooked case he'll certainly crack.
The child who used to play all day

All of a sudden she went astray.

He'll move the heaven and the earth

And shift the hands of the clock.

And then on his foot, straight he stood

He will do more than what he could.

Like a hound, he surfed the street for some clue.
His eyes struck on a purple shoe

With laces in a hay-bow tied

Left unheeded by passersby.

With heady zeal, that way he rushed,

The shoe in his hands, the turmoil gushed.

His daughter's shoe, when he did discern
Increased further his concern.

Walking further in his state of plight

More evidence to the case he did find.
Present before him was that present

She wore around her neck.

The pendant which he had gifted her, his eyes did meet.
The print of her shoe, the size of her feet,
Joining the details of it all,

He made from the scene of crime a crucial call.
Along with the cops, he further did stroll
Walking on, he reached his goal.

What he saw in the dark shade made him buff
His daughter's hands tied in silver handcuff.

To untie her hands, as he rushed,

There appeared who had her abduct.




“Hands up lest the pistol would speak.”
Following their steps, he appeared on the scene

Besides the inspectors who stood proud and preen.

And there she was standing in his sight

With his eyes, he did the sight behold.

And he held her tight close in his arms

While hers in cuff held him tight.

The overwhelming storms in him

He could no longer hold

And he broke down yet again, the tears gushing
Down his cheeks, his emotions exploded

The mystery of this case, he unfolded.

Aakanksha |
B.A. (Hons.) English, Il Year }




You Only Live Once (YOLO)

Let's Eat?

Noooo! First click and tweet.

Wow! What a place to see!

Noooo! Let's tell the world first, we visited the Black Sea.
The water is blue and so is the sky,

I know nobody has seen such a beautiful lie.
Last week | went for a movie night

How was it?

| wish | enjoyed it with my brothers,

But | was busy recording it for others.

If I don't take a mirror selfie,

Maybe, I'm not rich.

Who designs the Instagram story line, which
Tells us to update everything, even a pimple?
Waking up at midnight as our phone would jingle.
It is difficult to wonder who is happy

And who is sad.

We don't speak ourselves.

We tweet ourselves,

We snap ourselves.

Do we love ourselves?

We make ourselves in such a way that

Others can 'Like' us.

Make-up should be on the face,

Not on social media.

We forgot the beauty,

Even our moral duty.

When did we become so blind?

Maybe when we are connected to the world,

When we are 24x7 ONLINE!!
Aarti Trivedi

B.Com. Programme, | Year




Dear Insta

#Gram House,
Insta street,
New Facebook- 110099

14" March 2019
Dear Instagram,

Hi! I'm not a regular user of yours. | just joined a few months ago. Today, you are very famoys
among people, especially children and teenagers.

I want to say that you are not very useful because people use you only for their entertainment.
People don't know your good features. If you are really useful, please let people know about it. As
for me, | believe that you are making people crazy about posting their filtered fake lives with
beautiful pictures and funny videos. If you look at Twitter, you can see it gives us useful information
apart from being a mode of entertainment.

Therefore, as a concerned user, | request you to enhance your features so that you can stand
outintheincreasing competition.

Thanking you
Yours,
Mad User.

Anubha
B.Sc. Botany, | Yedl




Safe Social

I'm fat.

Wow, I'm fat.

What am | doing with my life?

Hey! Two likes. Nice!

Do | like this photo?

Does she really need more likes?

I hope I'm going to be invited to the wedding...
One more like. Nice!

Welcome to the typical interior monologue of a social media scroll - a monologue that so many of
us have everyday but we don't think or talk about it. In fact, many of us can't even think that it can
happen.

Imagine a holiday week without your smartphones, without any social media. Nearly all of us will
become anxious without those clicks even for a single day. As soon as you'll get to see a beautiful
view that the place would have to offer, your instant thought would be to click it and post it. This is
the extent to which we have been enslaved to our phones that instead of living in the moments, we
believe in posting them.

In social media, the likes, the comments, the shares have become a form of social currency by
which we attribute value to people, beauty and the world. We participate in the trade to such an
extent that we become products and let other people attribute value to us. Our self-worth
becomes dependent on what others think of us and then we quantify it for everyone else to see. We
become so obsessed with this process that we forget our real worth.

According to the data, 70% of the Canadian population is on social media which is not even our
usual voter turn-out. And surprisingly, even our voter percentage is usually not this much. But have
we ever wondered why this number is so big? The Fear of Missing out (F.0.M.O) is the actual social
anxiety where we feel that we are missing a potential connection, event or opportunity. This is the
foremost reason why many people don't deactivate their accounts on social media even though

they want to.

How many of us can survive without checking the notifications, which are constantly popping up on
our phones? Perhaps, very few. We have prioritised those virtual people more than the real ones

with whom we might be sitting, resulting in ourisolation.




But does this all mean that its absence is the only solution, though impossibie? The right solution i

to practice ‘safe-social’. Social media is neither good nor bad. Twitter doesn't make us write hatefy
POsts. So when we talk about the dark sides of social media, we are actually talking about that dark
side of people that gets projected in the virtual world through their tweets or comments. ftis thay
dark side that lets a harasser harass people with impunity, it is that dark side which makes people

'nsecure to look at a happy family picture and wonder why their’s doesn’t look like that.

Thus, we must examine our social media diet and question the worth of spending so much time
on it. This will automatically give us reasons enough to use social media carefully.

Happy safe-social!

Shriya Bajpai
B.A. (Hons.)English, 111 Year




Deep Thoughts
There siorEtalife Hian thinking about the person who walked away from you.

There are cool summer evenings where the sky is dusted in rose and peach, the kind of evenings
that cleanse you, hold you and make you feel so small and so big at the same time.

There are coffee shops in street-corners with mugs in every shade of feeling where you'll read the
paperand pretend thatyou are in Paris or Spain. Sip the too-strong-coffee as you learn to be alone.
Ultimately, there you re, finding your own happiness.

Nandini Goel
B.A. (Hons.)English, Il Year

|, B.A. (Hons.) English, 1l year
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Magic

I went to places all over

Read different books

But couldn't find the essential magic
In any corner or nook.

The magical world of Harry Potter
Didn't have that special healing
Even the Chronicles of Narnia
Made me feel amiss.

Lord of the Rings

Didn't suit my binge

Even the Game of Thrones
Lacked an exceptional tinge.

Tired, stressed and angry

| gave up my search.

Lying down on my bed

I closed my eyes, when, suddenly, my head lurched.

| was about to cry

When a pair of soft hands

Pulled me into its lap

Enveloping me in a loving and warm band.

Rubbing my brow

Kneading my head

Spreading the love and warmth
As | slept on the bed.

The magic | was searching

Was all along here

Mom's care and embrace

Why do | have to go elsewhere?




That rush of feeling

Made me feel special

0h Mom! I don't know how you do it
Making me sound less absurd.

You always make me feel it's alright

No matter what

You never give up on me, or my whiny habits,
Never giving up; is what you taught.

| thank you and love you, Mom,

For your quintessential brand of magic

| wish | would never part with you

You are that part of my life, which makes me grateful and ecstatic.

Bhavya Srivastava
B.A. (Hons.) English, 11l Year




Tranquility

Leaves below the still ?Iue.
Leaves below the moving Blue.

The former,

A magnification of the latter.
The latter,

A glimpse of the former.

The ball of fire wakes up
From the sacrosanct Blue.
The ball of fire calms down
In the infinite Blue.

Creatures flying in the shrine
Creatures floating in the shrine

The lower Blue

Language of the higher Blue.
The depths of the Blue
Incarnation of the heights of the Blue.

The silence of one Blue
Gives peace to the soul.
The noise of other Blue
Gives harmony to the heart.

Soft White Mass below the still Blue.
Hard White Mass below the moving Blue.

The rhythm,

A smile comprehended from one's silence.
The music,

A laugh formed from other's noise.

The shades like seasons
Of the first Blue.
The movement like life

Of the second Blue.
Blue...

Nurturer of the breaths.
Blue...

Preacher of the breaths.

Sheetal Godaf:
B.A. (Hons.) English, 1!




Oxygen

We are livinginthatera

Where we are defined by

The word called 'Social Media'.

We go to sleep after checking our Instagram account,
We wake up too with that.

Do we ever feel or think on what we post and share?

Wait eagerly to see likes, comments and shares on the post.

Take partin debates and conversations,

And at one moment meet so many people onagroup.
Definition of being 'famous' has been reduced to those
Who have too many friends, followers,

And long contact lists.

The warning is that these platforms

For socializing and communicating,

Arevulnerable to corruption

By evil forces who aim at spreading

Fake news, propaganda, and

Stealing your personal information.

This erais the era of social media!

Atevery moment, weare
Connected with family, friends and our favourite ones.

Social media has become the oxygen of this modernera.

Nisha Nainwal
B.Sc. Physical Science, | Year
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Are ou “BeAUTIFUL” Enough?

ination for English were asked thq
i ineg for the class XIl board exam

This year, students appearing

fo”or:ngg?aeisrnccc))r;plexion is an obsession in our society”. Demand of fair brides in matrimonig|
n e . | | _ on
Tcl)ur:t\w/s and sale of fairness creams are evidence enough. Write an article in 150-200 words giving
co

. -
your views on “Beautiful mind, better than a fair complexion”.

Itis an unwritten rule that fair is beautiful. ' - |
Fair! Complexion! Beauty! Do these words really go together? We've been told since we were kids

to not stay under the sun for long. You'll get tanned! You'll get dark! But people must know that
being tanned isn't something bad that needs to be hidden or cured. We get tanned because of the
melanin secreted by melanocytes. Melanin is basically a pigment that protects us from the harmful
UV rays. It's not a biology lecture but we need to know that whatever processes our body goes
through are for our own good. But people still consider that getting tanned and dark makes one
ugly. NO!!! There is no one in this world who is ugly. Not a single person! You might not be fair but
that hardly matters. You're beautiful!

Idon't get it and | might never get why Asians (especially Indians) want to be fair. They want white
skin. It's almost like we're born with shade cards. Specifically in our society, it's something women
worry about all their lives. They use fairness creams, popularised so much through media, which
basically suppresses the production of melanin and thus increases chances of various skin cancers.
They go to beauty salons and get their skin bleached. Do you know that bleach is used for

decolourising cloth and Paper! How can people use it on their bodies, even if a milder version of it?
Buthow? And why? Maybe, | have an answer to that.

Has anyone seen the matrimonial columns in the newspaper? From where has this topic

originated? Yes, arranged marriages still exist!! A friend of mine posted a picture of a matrimonial
page with the word fair and beautiful being repeated around 75-80 times. Whereas intelligence
was mentioned as a sweeping word, only oncel!l Maybe, common sense is really uncommon.
Maybe, they don't need brains. All they want is a fair complexion. Then why look for a fully
functioning human being? Why not just look for a mannequin then? Why don't people get it that
being fairisn't all that thereistoahuman being, and especially,awoman!!While we, Asians, desire

for E.I white complexion, Ppeople in other countries are getting artificially tanned in tanning booths.
Butisthatalso right?

There are completely different defi

ourselves for that; trying to fit int
beauty.

nitions of beauty across the world but we don't need to changeé
0 the definitions given by society by changing ourselves is not

Beauty is accepting who we are, what
eyesofthe Beholder", 3 beautiful ming
youfallonthe "scale", you're beautiful!

We are, and being normal with it. Since "Beauty lies in the
is definitely better than a fair complexion. No matter where

Poshita Sachdeva
B.Sc. (Hons.) Botany, | Year
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The Good Old Days

The days, when the
Mornings were different.

The days, when parks were
The only gaming platforms.

The days, when we lived each moment
And did not capture them.

The days, when the
Mornings were different.

The days, when the inner beauty did matter
And the compliments were real and the people did not flatter.

The days, when mornings were followed by walks
Not by WhatsApp talks.

The days, when the
Mornings were different.

The days, when our memories
Were good at notifying anniversary
And Facebook reminders were not necessary.

The days, when our real families mattered
More than the virtual ones.

The days, when the
Mornings were different.

Aiza llyas, Arshi Dua and Nitu Singh
B.A. Programme, | Year
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Outcry of Pulwama

The hearts are broken
The éyes are wet

What they have taken,
They won't be able to get.

The son of the mother,

The soldier from the nation,

The father of the new born daughter,
How will they know our frustration?

| don't want a strike but a war,

The battle has been taken now so far,
The blood will fall as rain,

There should be a Mahabharata again.

Pulwama, Taj or Patharkot,

They are just the places,

The resentment which exploded,
Will be their nemesis.

42 is just a number,

That a nation has lost.

But it is their family members,
Who know the real cost.

They are not dead,

But striking the heaven's door,
Raising the nation's head,

They answered like a lion's roar.

It's not the end,
But only a beginning.

We'll pay them now in equal measure
For their inhuman killing.




Now the end has come of terrorism,

Our soldiers have shown their nationalism,

It's no longer a matter of harmony,

But our ministers support them, that's the only irony.

The day of love has turned black,

As an upshot to this attack,

Till when will we cry for peace?

At least now we should speak -

“Come together and let's pledge to end this pseudo-jihad
Hindustan Zindabad, Hindustan Zindabad”

Pratiksha
B.A. (Hons.) English, 11l Year




Social Networking Sites

media remains one of the most talked about topics these days. Many debates are going on

Social sthe age of smart phones and miCl’O-b|0gging_

about the merits and demerits of social media. This i
Everything that we need to know isjustaclickaway.

Social media is the most widely used tools by all the age groups today. It is more popular among
youth and students. We cannot ignore the fact that social media is one of the biggest elements that
impacts our lives. We can get information, talk to anyone we want to in any corner of the world,
anytime.

Today, platforms like Facebook, Twitter, LinkedIn, etc. are the most widely used sites by everyone
and have become quite popular. For students, social media plays an important role as it makes it
easier for them to access and share information. It cannot be denied that if used wisely, social
media can make education better and even make students smarter.

According to statistics, students spend 72 hours per week on an average on social media. Thisisa
significant amount of time, considering that students have to give time to studies, sports and other
activities. There are serious issues that arise out of this, such as lack of attention span, anxiety,
minimum focus, and other complex issues. We, now, have more virtual friends than real ones, and
are losing human-to-human connection. There are other dangers associated with social media
such as leaking of personal information to strangers. There are, no doubt, both positive and
negative aspects of social media. It is for the users to employ their own discretion with regards to

social networking sites. As a student, you must balance everything like studies, sports and social
media properly to live a fuller life.

Akanksha Manna
B.A. (Hons.)History, | Year




Social Media: Good or Bad?

Here are two friends who are meeting after a long duration of five years. They were classmates in
gth standard.

Sneha: Hey...!! Ritu, right? (Surprisingly)
Ritu: Hello..!I Sneha, you remember we were classmates in 6th standard in KV no. 1 AFS Agra?
Then, your father got posted to Jammu and you went there with your family.

Sneha: Exactly! The last day when we had met, I asked you for your phone number and you said that
nooneisallowed to use phonein your family. Are things still the same now ? (curiously)

Ritu: Not the same as before but now we do have a phone which we are not allowed to use for more
thanan hour. (with a sad face)

Sneha: Though one houris not enough, but somethingis better than nothing.
By the way, are you on any social networkingsite...?

Ritu:No, lam not but... (with a sad face)

~

Sneha: You know what! It's great because people nowadays are just following the trend. You
probably must have heard about some people who lost their lives while following these sites.

Ritu: Yeah, I did! It's just that they are unaware of the proper use of social media.
Sneha: Notatall! It has become an addiction with drastic consequences.

Ritu: But social media is not only a medium to have a conversation or following the trend. It is
something that helps to stay in touch, build relationships, and get an ocean of knowledge. But just
think aboutit... had we been on social media, we would have beenin contact since then...

Sneha:| do agree to this but | believe its negative aspects are much stronger than the positive ones.

Ritu: Negative and positive aspects are just the matter of your approach and thinking. One must use
them consciously only for a limited time and not end up spending hours scrolling.

lam getting late, | need to go. See you soon. Bye! Nice meeting you.

Himanshi Singh
B.A. Programme, | Year




She

If She,

Who armed herself
With heavy clothes
Lost the battle;

Then sHE,

Who holds the

Bow and arrow

Will pierce your heart
And colour the field

In a go.

If She,

Who caged herself
With patriarchal laws
Was punished;

Then sHE,

Who stains the
White leaves blue
Will break your nib
And do her justice

In front of you.

If She,

Who cooks, brooms

And washes

All day long

Was burned alive;

Then sHE,

Who wears the black coat
Will drag you in the bars
And burn you alive

Every second, minute, and hour.
SHE...

The bird buried by you
Was a phoenix.




SHE...
The flower crushed by yoy
Was a seed.

SHE...
The witch killed by you
Was a Woman.

Sheetal Godara
B.A. (Hons.) English, 11l Year
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The Viral Fever

More hands to like, fewer 10 think
Sharing the posts in the moment of 3 blink

The videos most shared are just for fun

The element they constitute 1s sole intended pun

Copyrights at stake, owners getting no credit
The legal terms are redefined, novel <tandards of legit
Watch share, like, comment, suggest, what
chieve the momentary fame

a game
The ultimate goal remains t0 3
The noblest messages too get discerned and discovered

The cyclic chain of LAN, MAN, WAN gets messages 10 speedily
Too many heads to share thoughts, yet more to decipher

recerve and dehiver

Aakanksha
B.A. (Hons.) English, |1 Year
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Net Drugged

social media is defined as a platform that helps one to connect with others simply through an
access to the internet. In recent years, social media has become an important asset in a student's
life. Teenagers enjoy themselves by using social media and their life now completely depends on it
to interact with each other. Not only teenagers but also kids know how to operate mobile phones
and social networking sites. This new generation has become the electronically addicted

generation.

Teenagers are easily amused by social networking sites due to its advancement. Nowadays,
Facebook is the most popular social site amongst them. Hindustan Times, in a 2012 article,
revealed that “India crossed the 100 million internet user mark”. The HT survey exposed that 24%
of the respondents used social media on a daily basis and 52% say that they have more than two
profiles on one social site. There is a steep rise in the usage of social media by youngsters.
Observations conclude that the main purpose to use the social sites was to remain in contact but

the results appear drastically adverse.

When people get addicted to these sites, they start living in the virtual world of social media and
their physical contact with other people decreases to a great extent. Virtual reality market is
growing at a fast pace. In the year 2014, the value of the market reached an amount of 90 million
dollars. By 2018, the amount touched 5.2 billion dollars. Being so engrossed in the virtual world,
most of us lack interaction and positive human connections with the society. It's as if people get lost
in this virtual world. When away from their phones, people who were addicted, often, show
withdrawal symptoms like addiction to drugs. They become violent, often depressed, and can also
be suicidal at times. Not only this, stuck in the endless loop of this virtual world, people often
experience cyber bullying, body shaming on photos, harassment, black mailing, misuse of personal
data and what not? It is estimated that every day 4 people commit suicide due to cyber bullying.

Thisis nota smallnumber or a sweep away issue.

Some teenagers can be so addicted that they start describing their daily activities on social media
sites. This addiction hinders their academic performance as these sites become more important

than their education, family, peers and recreational activities.

Ifusedina regulated way, social media can prove to be a boon and can have positive outcomes like
making new friends, increasing interpersonal contacts and providing help for academic purposes.

But, if used without a check they have devastating impacts on one's personal life.

Poshita Sachdeva
B.Sc. (Hons.) Botany, | Year




Masked

False are these faces
Egoistical are these people
Wearing their mask
Theyroamaround places.

Inwhom shall we trust?
When all have cheated all!

Swears and promises

Are usualtrends here

Godly figures they become in life without a fear.
Time has given you this chance

Then why have you made this relation a selfish one?

Today, they have been exposed
False are these faces

Egoistical are these people
Wearing their mask
Theyroam around places.

Their needs, theirrequirements

Bring them close to you.

Their sugar-coated words

Brings you close to them.

With a daggerinthe heartand a smile on the face
They prove to be your'own'".

Yes...yestheyare those faces,

Who get unveiled after their cases.

Thisis the world of masks!
Magical it would be,

If you get someone you can truly call your'own'!
Butdamn! Thisis the world of masks.




Inamarket of lies, and a gloomy night,
Wearing sunglasses

What hope to keep from anyone?
This world has mystical ways

They don't shudder when they say
“You are mine.”

Even though you've given many pains
Yet I'm standing not been torn.

But

Inwhom shall we trust?

When all have cheated all.

Shriya Bajpai
B.A. (Hons.) English, 111 Year
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: Shivani Saveri Riya
‘ B.A. (P) - llird Year
Gold in International
Wrestling

B.Sc. (Comp. Sc) (H) - i Year
Silver in North Zone £/ 'ndia
Inter University and Par: pation
in All India Inter
University Football Tour:.ament

B.A. (Pol. Sc.) (H). - llird Year
Participation in Inter University
Softball Tournament, and Jr. and Sr.
National PL. & Ball Badminton Tournament
Gold in State Power Lifting Tournament

Simran
B.A. (P) - llird Year
Participation in All India Inter
University Ball Badminton and
Sr. National Ball Badminton
Tournament

Rhythem
B. Com. (P) - lind Year
Participation in Sr. National
Ball Badminton Tournament

Muskan
B.Sc. (Botany) - lind Year
Silver in National Ball Badminton
Tournament and Participation in
Jr. National Tournament

Soumaya
B.A. (P) - Ist Year
Participation in Sr. National Ball
Badminton Tournament

Shama Praveen
B.A. (Hindi) (H) - lInd Year
Gold in Inter College Power Lifting
and Delhi State Tournament & Open
Delhi State Participation in National
Power Lifting Tournament

Pooja Singh
B. Com. (P) - llird Year
Gold in Inter College Power Lifting,
Silver & Bronze in Delhi State P. L.
Tournament



: Varsha Bhatia Kanagi
: BA {Pol. Sc) (H) - lind Ysar B. A. (English) (H) - Tiird Year
Sitver in Deihi State Kick Sitver in Inter College

Tournament Sronze in Inter College Sitver & Bronze in Delhi
Taskwonde Toumament State Power Lifting Tournament

Yl

] Manisha Harshita Riya
B. A (History) (H) - Hird Year B.Sc. (Life Sci.) - llnd Year B.A (P)-IstYear
Bronze in Inter College Bronze in Inter College Bronze in Inter College
Judo Tournament Boxing Toumament Boxing Toumament

Shashi Bhawna Joshi

Shrishty Arora
8. Com. (P) - lind Year B. Com. (P) - lind Year B. Sc. (PS) - ist Yes
Bronze in Delhi Olympic Silver in Delhi State Power B\l'o?\ie‘: Yo
Lifting Tournament Delhi Otympic Games

Games in Boxing




Sneha

B. A. (Pol. Sc.) (H) - llird Year
Silver in
Delhi State Kick Tournament

Neha
B. A. (P) - llird Year
Silver in Delhi Olympic
Games in Boxing

nié Ind Ygar
tate .

Gold and Silver in Delhi State

etition

Poorva Sharma
B. Com. (P) -llird Year

Power Lifting Tournament

Shivakanti
B. A. (P) - lind Year
Bronze in Delhi State and
Open Delhi State Power
Lifting Tournament
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