


प्राचामाा जी की करभ से 

प्रप्रम छात्राओॊ  
 
आज की दनुनमा भें सजृन अफ भानवीम कल्ऩना तक सीमभत नह ॊ यह गमा है। 
कृत्रत्रभ फुद्धधभत्ता से सॊचामरत भशीनें अफ कप्रवताएॉ, कहाननमाॉ औय ननफॊध मरख 
यह  हैं,  तकनीक औय यचनात्भकता के फीच की येखाएॉ धुॊधर  ऩड़ यह  है, फपय 
बी, सच्चा साहहत्म भानवीम बावनाओॊ भें ननहहत है । प्रवाह 2024-25 का प्रवषम 
है- "सजृन: भशीन, भानवता औय साहहत्म"। हभ जानते हैं फक AI भशीनें मानी 
क्रत्रत्रभ फुद्धधभता साहहत्म के रूऩ औय शैर  की नकर कय हैं रेफकन  मह 
भानवीम सॊवेदनाएॉ ह  हैं जो साहहत्म को उसकी आत्भा देती है। भनुष्म औय 
भशीन के फीच मह सहमोग योभाॊचक सॊबावनाएॉ प्रदान कय सकता है, अमबव्मक्तत 
की सीभाओॊ का प्रवस्ताय बी कय सकता है। रेफकन सजृन का भूर भानवीम बावना 
औय जीवन को सभझने औय व्मतत कयने की उसकी अॊतह न खोज भें ननहहत है, 
बरे ह  तकनीक फकतनी ह  प्रवकमसत हो जामे । हभ हभेशा अऩने आदशा वातम 
"ऻानॊ शीरॊ धभाश्चवै बूषण" को माद यखें।  
 
भैं प्रवाह की सॊमोजक डॉ. यऺा गीता, सह-सॊमोजक सुश्री भोननका जुत्शी औय 
सदस्म डॉ. सॊजमकुभाय मसॊह, डॉ.मशप्रा गुप्ता, डॉ. सुश्रतु बाहिमा, डॉ. हदव्मा मभश्रा, 
डॉ अवनीश कुभाय, डॉ. तरुणा सौयब,   डॉ उऩासना इस्सय, डॉ नीनत ऩाण्डमे, सुश्री 
ऩल्रवी, के मोगदान को सयाहना कयती हूॉ ।  हभाय  छात्रा सम्ऩादन भॊडर- भानसी 
गुप्ता, भुस्कान कुभाय , वॊमशका कल्हूरयमा,ननधध शभाा, भनीषा,सॊध्मा ननषाद, 
अनुष्का खॊण्डूय , ननधध,  सॊध्मा, भनीषा कुभाय , सॊजना,शगुन मसॊह, अॊजमर 
याजवॊशी, सभ्मता, काव्म चौहान, द ऺा गुप्ता, हदव्माॊशा फत्रा व वॊदना को उनके 
उज्जज्जवर बप्रवष्म के मरए शुबकाभनाएॉ । 
 
प्रो. भीना चयॊदा 
प्राचामाा  



सॊऩादकीम 
  सजृन: भशीन, भानवता औय साहहत्म 

प्रप्रम छात्राओॊ, 
सप्रेभ नभस्काय  
आऩके हाथों भें मह प्रवशषेाॊक एक ऐसे कारखॊड की गवाह  है, जहाॉ तकनीकी 
प्रगनत औय भानवीम सॊवेदनाएॊ साथ-साथ चर यह  हैं। इस फाय की हभाय  कॉरेज 
ऩत्रत्रका ने एक ऐसे प्रवषम को कें द्र भें यखा है, जो न केवर वताभान सभम की भाॉग 
है, फक्ल्क बप्रवष्म की हदशा बी तम कय सकता है- सजृन: भशीन, भानवता औय 
साहहत्म"। 
 
मह सॊमोग भात्र नह ॊ है फक जफ एक ओय भशीनें सोचने रगी हैं, वह ॊ दसूय  ओय 
भनुष्म अऩनी बावनाओॊ, कल्ऩनाओॊ औय भूल्मों की गहयाइमों को औय अधधक 
गॊबीयता से सभझने रगा है। इस ऩत्रत्रका भें हभाये प्रवद्माधथामों ने इसी द्वॊद्व 
सॊवाद औय सभन्वम को यचनात्भक रूऩ भें प्रस्तुत फकमा है। धचत्रों से रेकय 
कहाननमों तक, कप्रवताओॊ से रेकय रघु फपल्भ सभीऺाओॊ तक, हय एक सजृन ने 
मह मसद्ध फकमा है फक आज की ऩीढ  केवर तकनीकी दऺता भें ह  नह ॊ, फक्ल्क 
बावनात्भक औय नैनतक फोध भें बी आगे है। 
 
कृत्रत्रभ फुद्धधभत्ता आज केवर सूचना का साधन नह ॊ यह गई है। वह कप्रवता बी 
मरख सकती है, धचत्र बी फना सकती है, औय सॊगीत बी यच सकती है। ऩयॊतु इन 
सफके फीच एक भूर अॊतय है — "सॊवेदना" औय भानवीमता । इसी भानवीम 
सॊवेदना को हभाये प्रवद्माधथामों ने अऩने रेखों, प्रवचायों औय सजृन के भाध्मभ से 
उजागय फकमा है। उन्होंने न केवर AI के तकनीकी ऩऺों ऩय प्रकाश डारा है, फक्ल्क 
मह बी दशाामा है फक कैसे इसका सॊतुमरत औय नैनतक उऩमोग भानवता को आगे 
रे जा सकता है। 
 
इस अॊक भें फपल्भ सभीऺाएॊ प्रवशषे रूऩ से सयाहनीम हैं। प्रवद्माधथामों ने ऐसी 
फपल्भों का चमन फकमा है जो तकनीक औय भनुष्मता के फीच के सॊघषा औय 
साभॊजस्म को दशााती हैं। इनभें प्रवषमों की गॊबीयता, बाषा की ऩरयऩतवता औय 
प्रवश्रेषण की गहयाई स्ऩष्ि रूऩ से ऩरयरक्षऺत होती है। हभें मह फताते हुए बी 
अत्मॊत हषा हो यहा है फक इस फाय की ऩत्रत्रका भें बोजऩुय  कप्रवता का अनुवाद 
ऩहर  फाय शामभर फकमा गमा है। मह न केवर बाषाई सभन्वम का उदाहयण है, 
फक्ल्क मह दशााता है फक हभाय  छात्राएॉ रोक फोमरमों के साहहत्म के प्रनत बी उतनी 
ह  उत्सुक औय सजग है।  
 
 
 



इस उत्कृष्ि सॊकरन के मरए प्राचामाा भहोदमा का हभ रृदम से आबाय प्रकि कयते 
हैं। उनके प्रोत्साहन औय भागादशान के त्रफना मह यचनात्भक कामा सॊबव नह ॊ हो 
ऩाता। उन्होंने सजृनशीरता के हय स्वरूऩ को भहत्व हदमा औय प्रवद्माधथामों को अऩने 
प्रवचाय स्वतॊत्र रूऩ से व्मतत कयने का भॊच प्रदान फकमा। 
 
हभ प्रवशषे रूऩ से हभाय  छात्रा-ि भ की ऊजाा, रगन औय यचनात्भकता की सयाहना 
कयना चाहते हैं। उन्होंने प्रवषम चमन से रेकय अॊनतभ सॊकरन तक क्जस ननष्ठा से 
कामा फकमा है, वह प्रशॊसनीम है। मह ऩत्रत्रका न केवर उनकी भेहनत का प्रभाण है, 
फक्ल्क उनकी साभूहहक सोच औय साॊस्कृनतक दृक्ष्िकोण का प्रनतत्रफॊफ बी है। 
 
सॊऩादन भॊडर की यचनात्भक बूमभका बी अतुरनीम यह  है। उनके सतत प्रमास,  
यचनात्भक दृक्ष्िकोण औय सॊऩादन-कौशर ने इस अॊक को वह रूऩ हदमा है, जो आज 
आऩके सम्भुख है।  डॉ सुश्री भोननका जुत्शी, सॊजम कुभाय मसॊह, सुश्री  ऩल्रवी, डॉ  
नीनत ऩाण्डमे, डॉ उऩासना इस्सय, डॉ तरुणा,  श्री अवनीश, डॉ मशप्रा गुप्ता औय डॉ  
सुश्रतु बाहिमा — आऩ सबी को रृदम से धन्मवाद औय साधवुाद। आऩने न केवर 
शब्दों को सजामा, फक्ल्क प्रवचायों को हदशा द । 
इस अॊक को ऩढते सभम, आऩ सबी ऩाठकों से ननवेदन है फक केवर यचनाओॊ को न 
ऩढें, फक्ल्क उनके ऩीछे नछऩी सोच, सॊवेदना औय दृक्ष्िकोण को बी भहसूस कयें। मह 
केवर एक ऩत्रत्रका नह ॊ, फक्ल्क एक दऩाण है — जो हभाये सभम, सभाज औय सोच 
को प्रनतत्रफॊत्रफत कयता है। 
आऩ सबी को शुबकाभनाएॉ। 
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“In the beginning, God created…” 
These words depict not only the origin of the universe, but the very idea that to create is 
divine. Across periods and cultures, creation has always been a sacred act, an expression 
of something greater, yet something profoundly human. 
To create is to manifest the intangible. It is to turn thought into form, silence into melody, 
void into substance. From the prophets and poets of yore to the artists and storytellers of 
today, the creative act has been a testament to our shared humanity. 
In this issue of Pravah, we explore the theme of 'Creation: Machine, Humanity, and 
Literature', and invite readers to reflect on what it means to make something from 
nothing in today's rapidly evolving age. While machines are capable of imitating design, 
they cannot replicate souls. They cannot feel, break, grieve, or hope. And in that lies the 
essence of it all. Code cannot dream, think, sense, or go beyond what it has been trained 
to do.  
As machines work with speed and precision, we should ponder and discern what the new 
boundaries may be. To inhale a satiating plate of food at a restaurant, to witness 
immortality in frames at the cinema, to have tingling ears after a concert, to appreciate 
the wrinkled hands crocheting the cure to cold, to read the poetry bled out through a 
combination of letters – all these and more beg the question: what sets human creation 
apart? 
Clay becomes a sculpture not by chance, but through the pressure of hands that insist on 
meaning. The earth holds rocks which were once rubbed together by human hands to 
create fire. She yields grain and fruit so those hands could make bread and wine from it. 
When a mother births with a love so feral, it rips her apart – Creation is not merely an act 
of making but also a process of becoming. 
Through the voices featured in this edition, we celebrate what is uniquely human, flawed 
and full of life. We honour the stories born not from code, but the need and desperation 
to express what is and to untie the knots within.  
We express our sincere gratitude to the entire editorial team, whose vision and 
dedication brought this edition to life.  
Furthermore, we are grateful to Ms. Monica Zutshi for providing us with this wonderful 
opportunity under her meticulous guidance. We would also like to extend our heartfelt 
thanks to Mr. Sushrut Bhatia and Ms. Shipra Gupta for their unwavering support, 
guidance and understanding throughout the process, without which this magazine would 
not have come to life. 
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Carvings of Man       

 Priyanka Chaturvedi, B.A. 
Programme, II Year 

 

 Has anyone ever been loved? 

Neither the creator, nor 

The creation - for whom do 

Values exist?  

What is the line between 

Sinking and piercing, 

When Pygmalion unsatisfied 

Dug his nails into the hollows of Galatea’s 
cheeks, 

Dug his nails into the insides of Galatea’s core? 

Is there any truth to Galatea, 

When she was merely an echo 

To a man’s needs - 

A perfect mirror polished to his desires 

Not a breath of her own, nor a pulse? 
  

The softness comes to life 

Brings gentle caresses into life 

Of the deprived. 

Aphrodite’s mercy -  

When did goddesses not go wrong? 

Such delicacy is foreign 

Where murky skies lay; 

They cast a gloom 

Everywhere they reach, 

Leaving delicacies in hands 

Of their own negligence 

Because in whose hands 

Has anyone ever been loved? 

 

Mechanical Bird  

Sarah Dar, B.A. (H) English, I 
Year  

 
Weaving through the crowds, I 

heaved a sigh for I was finally out.  

It was a curious sight, with a small 
figure hidden by those triple its size, 

Its adorable chirping was a healing 
sight, as its small wings moved 

around in a delicate light.  

The feathers, almost life-like, along 
with its eyes,  

“It would not take long,” to anyone 
questioning the sight. 

Seeing the cogwheels turn, I wonder, 
would there come a time-  

Where I reach inside and pull out my 
life? 

With wires sizzling in my hands, 
instead of a beating heart, 

 Would I still be a human and that still 
be a bird? 

  

 

 



 

Imagine living in a world where a small device 

holds the capability of connecting you to any 

person in any corner of the world yet at the 

end of the day you are left with a void of 

nobody truly understanding you. Literature 

has forever said that a world more connected 

doesn’t mean a world more connected, a 

world where we feel fulfilled, a world where 

nobody feels alone and a world where 

loneliness is just a state of mind and not an 

epidemic. The question to ask ourselves is that 

despite having our phones ringing with 

notifications, with our inboxes filled with 

messages, when was the last time we truly 

felt connected? The sad part is that a machine 

built to help humans with physical labor is 

becoming the solace for peoples’ trauma and 

frustration. It really makes you wonder that in 

an era of AI where we are losing our art, our 

culture, our intellect to a machine, is it fair to 

lose our emotions to it too?  

While Gen Z is the most advanced and upbeat 
generation ever, they are the ones who are 
constantly under the scrutiny of 
perfectionism, a mirage built by social media, 
advocating for how everything is supposed to 
be so perfect and if it isn’t, well, then you are 
living an unfulfilled life. The most ironic part is 
that these social media algorithms are made 
to be relatable, so you think that, “Oh, even 
this app understands me better than my 
friends!”, automatically insinuating that a 
machine is capable of understanding 
theunheard more than the people in your life. 
They can’t help you the way machines can. 
Humans truly are the most unpredictable 
creatures. Imagine creating a world of science, 
literature, art, society, culture and then losing   

it all to technology, which ironically, is also a 
creation of humans! So, while we preach  
about human creations, be it literature, 
machines or humanity, the question to ask is, 
“Why does one creation come at the expense of 
the other?” It is like a negative tradeoff between 
machines and humanity, where tricking people 
to sell an AI product by making it more 
“relatable” and human friendly holds more value 
than a person’s emotional well-being.  
The next time you lose yourself to technology, 
remember, just because it makes our presence 
more visible doesn’t mean it is making us more 
seen. It gives us an impetus to share our 
thoughts, when in reality we are shouting 
towards a black hole, hoping at least one person 
would care. AI is built through human 
advancement but honestly, it is making us more 
regressive. It metaphorically strips us of our 
capability to think, to feel and to love. So, while 
it is the next best thing, it isn’t a real person who 
is capable of loving and feeling vulnerable. This 
might seem like the most Gen Z thing to say but, 
go touch some grass, and meet real people who 
make you feel like a human and not a robot who 
might force you to essentially learn gibberlink. 
Yes, it’s a real word, it means the feeling of being 
seen by AI. 
 

Sadly, we have transitioned from a world where 
once, one person, one letter, one true friend 
meant so much to us to a world, where having 
100s of people like your Instagram post still feels 
“less.” In the end, let us just use machines for 
making our tasks easy and not for making us feel 
emotions that are an illusion to sell a product 
and profit from our vulnerability. It’s easy to 
mistake convenience for closeness, but real 
closeness isn’t about social media glamour or an 
internet robot who understands you better. It’s 
about being genuinely seen, understood and felt 

 

The Self-Created Epidemic  
 Rhea Kapoor, B. Com (H), II Year 



 

As science and technology progress, 

humankind loses its morals in a hyper 

capitalistic society. That's basically what 

M.T. Anderson’s 2002 published “Feed” is 

all about. What's interesting is that all 

that happens in the novel isn't such a far-

fetched dream. The main protagonist, 

Titus, often visits the moon with his 

friends and it's not that big a deal for 

them. They are born with inbuilt chips in 

their minds that constantly boost their 

“feed” controlled by big corporations. 

They’re not just controlling their content 

consumption but also their whole being. 

Ads rolling out every second turns them 

into mere preys for a consumerist 

culture. We live in this reality too. Even 

today we see big companies like Virgin & 

Tesla making space travel possible like it’s 

taking flights from one state to another. 

generation has turned into one of the 

biggest contributors to pollution in terms 

of carbon  

through social media channels, our With AI and 
constant ads pushed upon us footprint. As 
reports from the Guardian says, “Figures are 
debated but an estimated 10% of annual global 
carbon emissions originate from the fashion 
industry.” Even with Titus, he feels instantly 
gratified after buying a product, yet he doesn't 
remember the reason why he bought it in the 
first place. Much like micro fashion trends that 
don't last in our wardrobes. But, if we are 
heading towards doomsday, then what should 
we do? We can take a cue from the incoming 
character, Violet Durn, who had some sanity left 
in her, given that she got the Feed implanted 
later on. She understood the pattern in which 
the Feed acted upon and resisted it in its own 
way by bombarding it with different images. 
This individual's act of resistance is what we 
need, and it's only with our awareness of what's 
happening around us will we find the power to 
go against these big giants that control us. Or 
else, we would also start cutting trees to create 
oxygen plants.   

 

 

Feed: A Dystopia Or A Future In The 
Making? 

Sanchita Maji, B.A. (H) English, III Year 

 Vanshika Jindal, B.A. (H) English, II Year 



Committed to not Unnamed 
Avni  Chaudhary, B.A. (H) English, 

II Year 
 

Committed to nothing. The wilderness of 
existence, doing anything but coming back 
is more different. The rage, the purpose a 
person has, can I remember every single 
detail I came across in this lifetime? Late 

September sun streaming through the 
window, bunches of grapes on the table, 
spoonfuls of hot coffee rising to my lips, 

filling me with what endures. However big 
or small that moment feels, but it feels. 

“Mothers and daughters existing as 
wretched mirrors of each other, 

I am all you could have been, and you are 
all I might be.” 

Intrigued by this magic, will forever be. 
 

Constantly evolving. Every time someone 
thinks they understand me; 

I add a new color or texture to the crinkled 
piece I already am. 

Being observed but never dived deep into. 
 

Reality is a very ghostly concept, suggests, 
suggests and keeps on suggesting 

 
>>>>><<<<<< 

Would I have a life? 
Sarah Dar, B.A. (H) English, I Year 
 

Hearing the humming once again, 
I clenched my empty hands  
What once carried money,  

Now stayed in a hurry.  
Every movement-precise and right for no 

one to find it funny  
Yet, no matter how fluid,  

The rhythmic movement looked upon us 
with mockery.  

Every step, every delay, another reason to 
not take us heavy… 

Staring at my dry and cracked hands, I 
wondered: 

 Would my life be better if I was a machine 
or would my life still remain? 

There was little difference between the two 
and all I could do was walk-  

Because at least I had that right, albeit not 
for long. 

>>>><<<<< 
 

 

The rhythmic movement looked upon us 
with mockery.  

Every step, every delay, another reason 
to not take us heavy… 

Staring at my dry and cracked hands, I 
wondered: 

 Would my life be better if I was a 
machine or would my life still remain? 
There was little difference between the 

two and all I could do was walk-  
Because at least I had that right, albeit 

not for long. 

 
Would I have a life? 

Sarah Dar, B.A. (H) English, I Year 
 

Hearing the humming once again, 
I clenched my empty hands  
What once carried money,  

Now stayed in a hurry.  
Every movement-precise and right for no 

 oneto find it funny  
 Yet, no matter how fluid,  

 



Fallen's SoliloquyRashi Vyas,  
B.A. (H) English, II Year 

I guess this is the end; 
No breath to take, no words to send. 

Carried high on weary hands, 
Oh no, they are wrapping me in cloth... 

Will they tie me too? 
It came so sudden, yet felt so near, 

A distant shadow I long feared. 
Now, silence hums where heartbeats stayed, 

A name once called, now softly fades. 
I float between the wailing cries, 

Lost in their grief, unseen by eyes. 
The world moves on, yet I remain 

Drifting through the threads of pain. 
 

       

The pyre awaits, the flames draw close, 
Their golden tongues in solemn prose. 

I feel the heat, yet know no pain, 
Flesh dissolving, ash and rain. 

The wood beneath me starts to groan,  
Ember’s dance, the air is torn.  

Smoke rises high, a ghostly shroud,  
the echoes swallowed by the crowd. 

People chant in voices grim,  
A chorus sung in twilight dim.  

Curses, prayers, and whispered pleas,  
Mourning swept upon the breeze 

>>>>><<<<<< 
 

 
The film ENTHIRAN (translated as ROBOT) is a 
2010 Indian Tamil-language science fiction action 
film. It is the first film in the ENTHIRAN film 
series, co-written and directed by S. Shankar. This 
film, after being stalled in the development phase 
for nearly a decade, its principal photography 
began in 2008 and lasted two years. The film stars 
Rajinikanth in the main dual lead role as a 
scientist and the robot he created. Aishwarya Rai 
Bachchan, Danny Denzongpa, Santhanam and 
Karunas play supporting roles. 
The movie, in a very nice way, depicts how 
humanity and machines are related. The story 
shows the battle between a scientist (showcasing 
humanity) and his self-made humanoid robot 
(showcasing machine). This movie, in a very 
simple way teaches us how machines, if treaded 
carefully can help us in many ways. But if not, 
they can be a disaster to mankind. The storyline 
revolves around the struggle of a scientist named 
Vaseegaran who seeks to control and train his 
android robot  

who looks like him) named Chitti. Chitti is 
built in such a way that he learns to 
understand human emotions, thus,  
comprehending and exhibiting these 
emotions. Vaseegaran along with his 
girlfriend, Sana, trained Chitti well enough to 
serve in the Indian army. However, this plan 
backfires when Chitti falls in love with Sana 
and is later manipulated by Vaseegaran’s 
mentor, who is adamant to defeat him, into 
becoming a homicidal maniac. 
The director’s approach towards bringing the 
story to life was commendable. The movie 
was lucid enough even for a person with basic 
technical knowledge. The way all the actors 
played their roles, the movie came out 
entertaining. The movie gives us an inference 
that a machine's actions are directly 
proportional to a human's emotions. 
Machines are reflections of our intentions. It 
can be concluded that machines are bare 
imitations, humanity can be brought to 
machines through a positive approach. 
Machines can be taught to bring peace to 
mankind as long as they are away from the 
hands of cruelty; after all, again, they are bare 
imitations. It can be concluded that machines 
are bare imitations, humanity can be brought 
to machines through a positive approach. 
Machines can be taught to bring peace to 
mankind as long as they are away from the 
hands of cruelty; after all, again, they are bare 
imitations. 
  
 
 

Robot: Film Review 
Lakshmi Priya, B. Com (H), I Year 



Last Ones Left 
Priyanka  Chaturvedi,  B.A. 

Programme, I Year 

Seventeen years 
We have spent 
following these 

Exact awkward, barely 
synchronized steps - 

Each stroke a different 
hue. 

Toned down whispers 
escape our lips - tired.  
Botched, as they may 

seem, but 
Only we know the 

efforts 
We are making to keep 

From faltering 
altogether -  

All the while,  
Unconsciously 

panicking.  
 

It's quite funny how I 
always forget,  

And how you'd always 
recall.  

 
We tell ourselves, 

"They've done what 
they have done,  

We've swallowed 
whatever was to be put 

up with.  
And now, it is what it 
is."For we are truly 

apart - something we'd 
always weep for.  

  
 

I realize now, the way 
Myself had become a chamber 

all damp and gloom 
And you were shut within.  

Here, we stand now, looking 
through wandering eyes; 

Yet words swim inside my head,  
Desperate as they must be, but 

not fully ripe 
To roll off my tongue.  

 
Hours seem to lack the courtesy 

of waiting - 
Just for a little while longer.  

Looking through the curtains, I 
see as the  

Night rolls down, the stars 
eventually unveil the moon,  

Its soft light - in all its nakedness 
- making its way  

Through a slender path.  
The creaking floorboards sing 

their own melody, while 
There develops a saddened lilt to 

the sweet breeze.  
It carries the smell of lilacs - 

permitting me a whiff.  
Entering the caliginous cage, 

Through the velvet drapes, You 
and I have learnt together,  

I need not be in disgust with 
you; 

You are part of me.  
  
 

 

 
The norms set by society 

Mean naught to me, 
For I know now, no matter 

what their looks say,  
However, may the stigmas 

feel – 
The slow and heavy 

silhouettes of the bare oaks 
and 

Green towering pines, as 
though attempting to 

Sneak views at the beautiful, 
humane chaos 

Unfolding inside.  
Arms delicately descending,  

Undraping,  
And we float apart -  

Out of reach.  
While my breath rises and 

Forms obscure rings above,  
The harsh air - I feel the 

loneliness,  
Detachment -caresses my 

skin,  
Sending shivers down us 

both.  
 

But I should feel free, as 
should you,  



Dialogue Between Mankind and 
Nature 

Kashvi Sethi, B.A. (H) English, II Year  
Mankind: 

I laugh at my own feat, I notice 
everything with Care 

I glare at my own feet, couldn’t 
stand there 

What is that you have? What did 
have I? 

You had it all, it owned you, you 
owned it  

Snatching it all I wasn’t even shy 
What gifts do I return you? I’ve 

taken them all 
Standing in front of you I still am 

small 
Call me a beggar, O call me a robber 

Brand me a culprit, I am the thief 
Pulling away even the last leaf 

I shall go, disappear, shall I? 
Tell me O mother, tell me my owner  

I was the occupant, holder was 
you 

Took you for granted, I killed you. 
Nature:  

O dear, listen to the words I say 
I stay here forever  

No matter how much the sky is 
grey 

Night might stay for dark hours  
Days shine brighter, O man I am a 

fighter 
Nature, some call me, infinite 

some utter 
Half of me is missing without the 

flesh that makes me better 
Glory, I deserve, a chance you do 

Snatch nothing, I have, a bit I 
have for you.  

 
 
 

 
 

Lantern's Lament   
Kayra Tak, B.A. (H) English, III Year 

Thy creaking yellow glass, 
Grows thicker under shame. 

Disgraced by thy self-written stories of infamy 
With no audience to tend to. 

With no impressions to absorb. 
Grows on thee, thy lamp thickens, thy yellow 

deepens. 
Bellowing below to benign beings, 
Bartering the battered bruised self. 

 
Come hither, sing the ballad. 

Weak calls die easy and young, 

Less pain is not enough to cause 
worry. 

Ochres paint a sunset that never 
sets. 

Thou shalt set with it. 
Flickering flames in a lamp afar, 

Weakened before this weary night. 
Is it breaking? Is it heaven yet? 

Art thou immortal under it? 
The fire burns, ‘tis still cold. 

>>>><<<< 



Between Stillness and Chaos 
Akshya  Pathak, B. Com Program, IIYear 

 
Sometimes, the most mundane days turn out to be the most interesting. 
Sometimes, roaming around alone brings the deepest sense of 
companionship, revealing things you’d never notice when surrounded by 
others. Sometimes, ambient noise feels like the purest form of peace. 
Sometimes, wearing the simplest clothes makes you feel like you own the 
world. Sometimes, doing absolutely nothing feels like the most fulfilling use 
of your time. 
But that’s the duality of being human, isn’t it? 
Sometimes, the most exciting days feel the emptiest. Sometimes, solitude 
feels exhausting. Sometimes, the gentle murmur of people feels 
overwhelming. Sometimes, the prettiest outfits make you feel most out of 
place. Sometimes, working tirelessly leaves you questioning if you did 
enough. 
Isn’t it strange? How we live between these opposites, never quite settling 
in one place, yet finding comfort in the spaces between. 

Suhani Pal, B.A. Programme, III Year  



Soft Men  
Rhythm, B.A. (H) English, II Year 

I have seen men, strong as stone,  
Yet softer than the morning sun- 

Moving, breaking, bending, mending,  
               Bearing burdens, never ending. 

I saw a man push his cart in the rain,  
Selling fruit, through loss and pain.  

His hands were rough, his face was worn,  
But in his eyes, the dusk and dawn. 

The rich man, the poor man- each the same, 
How light they must feel, in that brief  

Escape from chains of silent ache,  
A moment given, not to takeBut the world has 

taught them steel and stone Toiling outside, lost in 
the game.  

Brick by brick, they build and stand,  
A fortress made of calloused hands. 

. 
 
 
 Blue and Grey 

 Priyanka Chaturvedi, B.A. Programme, 
I Year 

They are the walls of a mighty fort,  
Standing firm, holding court.  

Acting strong, providing grace,  
Knights without a shining face. 

             Yet tell me, who lets them weep?  
Who holds them when they fall too deep?   

Who tells them, "It's okay to feel,"  
That breaking does not mean they're weak? 

I have seen a man cry once- 
A rare and precious sight to see.  
Tears traced the scars of years,  

And at that moment, he was free. 
Oh, how beautiful they are in grief, To stand 

unshaken, all alone.  
Soft men, strong men- caged in might,  

Yet still, they rise, still, they fight.  

>>><<< 

Grey. Grey is the color of the smoke rings in my mind as they rise up and above, floating 
further into the blue of the sky that is out of sight. My vision blurs; I shake my head slightly in 
disapproval, perhaps. I bend a little to lift the cartons one by one, as I cannot wait any longer, 
I know. I glance over my shoulder and try to make out the hands of the wall clock, past the 
tresses of my hair blocking my peripheral view.  
12:06: We need to set up the room by 13:00, as we had previously decided, to make at least 
some progress on Miss Anne's portrait.   
I understand it best to simply set the cartons down where they are needed and open each 
one at the end, or when necessary. I carry perhaps the sixth one, placing it next to the 
almirah where I will set up the canvases for Miss Anne to choose from for her portrait. Just 
then, a tiny object flies toward me, striking my left eye sharply, causing me to drop the 
cartons abruptly. I rub my eyes, trying to soothe the discomfort, and find a tiny white feather 
in my hand through the reflection in the mirror. White, the color of a swan… I would like to 
dream.   
But where did the mirror come from, and from where did the feather appear? There is 
neither a mirror nor a window in this room, in this tower.   
The worst invention for a human being is a mirror—or so the quote goes. As an artist actively 
at work, I prefer not to let my gaze wander to the sky, nor into nature, nor upon my own 
flaws. This is why (or at least that’s how I console the guests), there has never been a mirror 
nor a window in my abode.  
So, I feel strange as I gaze into the mirror, but before I can question my appearance—one I 
haven't encountered in perhaps half a decade—I am stunned by the silhouette of a woman in 
all white, glowing with an almost blinding, cold white light.  



"Miss Anne?" I presume. "I’m a bit late, kindly pardon me, and please wait outside, or wherever 
you please."   
"Take my hand, love," she says, "Let’s skip the formalities for today, for we are, after all, in 
solitude."   
I turn around, staring at her, most likely in a perplexed state, for she appears, in every way, 
completely different from how I am used to seeing her.   
"Miss, what do you mean?" I ask her, but she does not respond. Instead, she hands me a key. A 
beautiful key, one I recognize, but I do not understand. Yet, I try to find the lock she gestures 
toward, upward, toward the sky. The clouds are grey, and unlike the illusion they gave earlier, 
they now carry a hint of lavender in the sky. There are pinkish hues on one side of the sky I can 
see, making it look as though the pink is chasing the blue in its vastness, stretching behind my 
head.   
 I look all around me, frantic. I find myself in the sky. In the sky? What does that even mean? 
How is this happening?   
"Miss, what is happening?" I ask, bewildered by the greenery of the trees, the vast sea in a 
multitude of shades of white and blue, reflecting the blinding glow of the afternoon sun, and 
the sky. Blinded by all these colors, I only understand the absence of color, save for the shades 
of grey.   
"Do you see what the world has to offer?" she beams softly. This cannot be Miss Anne; it simply 
cannot. I have only ever seen her face in a constant expression of deep pain, almost physical, 
with her eyebrows furrowed whenever she'd have to, to her misfortune, look towards me. This 
cannot be Miss Anne. What is happening is beyond my understanding.   
 I turn on my heels, hoping to find the mirror again, but I am stunned by the feel of hard grains 
sticking to the bottom of my feet.   
"Miss Anne, please, explain. I am completely out of my wits and cannot understand anything."   
"What is it that you do not understand, my lady?" she asks, caressing my cheek with such 
tenderness that I mistake it for love. I almost turn my cheek further into the warmth of her 
palm. I shut my eyes, hoping to savor a few more moments of her affection.   
"The colors, Miss. The place—how? Everything I—"   
"Look at the moon, love. Do you remember what you asked me that day?"   
"My inability to perceive colors?"   
She hums in reply. I raise my palm to hold her in place and continue, before she finds it reason 
enough to leave. "The moon, it is white, and it is also black. Their beauty, when poets look at 
the moon, how even in its undeniably complicated surface, poets find solace and familiarity, 
even though it does not fit the standards of many others. I talk too much, and I ramble on, 
without reaching any conclusion, Miss Anne…"   
She smiles so softly when I open my eyes that I feel as though I should melt if I could.   
 “‘What is it in me that’s so grey?’ you asked me. You said I would know, for certain, didn’t 
you?" I nod. Her palm falls, but her closeness still warms me.   
"What is it in you that you have yet to discover? You should ask yourself, not me." She lays her 
warm palm over my forehead, caressing it until her fingers reach the back of my ear.   
"Take this," she says, handing me a feather in a beautiful blue hue that I have never seen 
before. "And ask yourself. Miss Anne is waiting for your hand, kind one."   
I blink as she steps back into the cold white glow, ascending into the sky, and tighten my grip on 
the feather she gave me. I feel I now know what to say to Miss Anne when she comes. Despite 
the usual annoyance she puts up whenever I approach, she must answer me—and herself—
today. 



Black Swan  
Rashi Vyas, B.A. (H) English, II Year 

In a world of mirrors and whispers, 
I dance on glass, my heart in a twister. 

Striving for perfection, I push myself harder, 
To be the best, to stand out as a starter. 

 
But in this pursuit, I lose sight of who I 

amCaught up in the dance, like a broken dam. 
The darkness surrounds me, its grip so tight, 

As I struggle to find my inner light. 
 

My soul, a black swan, trapped in a cage, 
Yearning to break free from this self-made 

stage. 
The price I pay for perfection's embrace 

is losing myself in this endless chase. The 
darkness seeps through my veins, 

Filling my mind with its haunting strains. 
Yet, I must keep dancing, put on a show, 

Hide the pain, let no one know. 
 

Whispers from within, the black swan's plea, 
To embrace my true self and set myself free. 

As time goes on and the dance goes on, 
My once vibrant ballet turns black and wan. 

 
 

In the mirror's reflection, I see the toll, 
A hollow  gaze, a weary soul. 
My body frail, my spirit worn, 

From neglecting my needs, my heart is torn. 
The pressure to be great, to be the best, 

 
This pursuit consumes me, my every stride, 
In search of perfection, I've lost my guide. 

But still, the darkness creeps, its flames grow 
higher, 

As I dance and dance, consumed by its fire. 
 

The music that once lifted my spirit, now a 
haunting reminder of my plight. 

I whisper to myself, "I am but a shadow in this 
light." 

     have become the masterpiece I sought to be, 
And as my body lays lifeless on the stage, 

The Black Swan lives on through me, 
My final and greatest work of art. 

For in my death, 
"I have achieved perfection." 

The Black Swan has consumed me, 
leaving behind only my lifeless shell.  

 >>>><<<< 

The Fallen's Lament 
Deeksha Gupta, B.A. (H) Pol. Sc, II Year 

Tell me, thee, malevolent more—who is father mine? Can thine eyes not see? 
Evil is their doing, yet the blame, always, is laid upon me. 

Love thou gavest them, always, a creation more beautiful in thine eyes than I. 
But blind hath love made thee—gaze upon them, father, see the true demons praying at thy 

shrine. 
 

Father mine, enlighten me—how is it I who is named evil, and not them? 
They call me the Tempter, yet it is their own thoughts that lure them to sin. See it, for once—

condemn! 
They possess not feathers of fire yet wield the power to burn thy world to the ground. 

Masters of deceit, they have lied even to thy face—yet it was I who was named the Prince of Lies. 
 

What canst thou do, Father mine? A heaven upon mortal soil is a dream failed thine. 
Never shall Michael find home among them; they will turn him from thee, they will make him a 

swine 



Son mine, I hear thy cries; the pain in thine eyes I see. 
Man, and the Morningstar—both beloved to me, branches and stems of the same tree, 

And I, the trunk, standing beyond time, beyond life, 
Watching as man fulfills his destiny—and thou, thine. 

A being with open eyes, art thou not able to see? 
 

I made a fire, and I decided what the flames would consume. 
I made the truth, and I choose when lies shall overshadow it. 

Every land is mine; every land is heaven—Michael’s home is wherever he stands. 
How long, son mine, wilt thou refuse to believe? 

 

Deeksha Gupta, Pol Sci. (H), II Year 



A Sweet and Bitter Glimmer 
 Swastika Khanna, B.A. (H) History, II 

Year 
I missed out on a major phase in my 

life, 
When nubility was supposed to hit, 

With bigger bosom and redder 
cheeks, 

And blood rushing into my veins. 
 

My coming-of-age, 
Was marked by, 

Concrete tasting syrups, and, 
Multi-hued tablets 

 
When it was my turn, 
To get drunk on the 

Elixir Of Life, 
He, sucked the 

Color out of my life.  
With eyes 

Farther into my sockets, 
The skin- 

Somehow pallid yet dark, 
 

I had never felt more 
comatose. 

 
Shackled to the metallic bed, 

I slept, and slept, 
Until I woke up new.  >>><<< 

Yonder Land  
Kayra Tak, B.A. (H) English,  

III Year 

Frantic souls, frantic 
fools,  

Oh, the tales of yonder 
land. 

Wonder and wisdom, 
wonder for you. 

Wonder doesn't draw 
eyes. 

 
Insignificant 

Predicament,  
Close to one, closer to 

none. 
Consecrated Charade,  
Faith folds for higher 

baits. 
Fleeting moments,  
Your artwork fades. 

Fragile faiths, preys of 
yonder land,  

Fragile faiths gamble 
with fates in yonder 

land. 

Cocoon to Wings 
Rhythm, B.A. (H) English, II Year 

Beneath the boughs, where 
shadows played,  

She lay cocooned, in silence, 
stayed.  

Wrapped in threads of tender 
care,  

The world watched over, 
unaware. 

 
A fragile shell, a shield so tight,  
Guarding her dreams from the 

light.  
The winds would howl, the rains 

would fall,  
Yet she was safe within her wall. 

 
The world around would often 

say, "Rest, dear one, keep fear at 
bay."  

But whispers called from skies 
above,  

Of strength untapped and wings 
of love. 

 One dawn arrived, a golden hue, 
The shell had cracked, and she 

broke through.  
  
 
 

The girl who once the world did 
shield,  

Stood tall, her strength and 
will, be revealed. 

  
No longer bound by fear or 

thread,  
She soared where daring 

hearts had fled. Her colors 
bright, her flight so free,  
A butterfly for all to see. 

The world had kept her safe, 
it's true,  

But wings were hers to break 
into.  

For every girl must one day 
find,  

Her strength within, her 
dreams unlined. 

 
And as she flies, the skies 

proclaim,  
A woman now, she owns her 

name.  
Once cocooned, now bold and 

high,  
Her past a whisper, her future 

the sky.  
 
 
 
 



Familiar 
Nirananda Jindal, B.A. Programme, II Year 

When Aasha took the first bite of her meal, she 
muttered under her breath, “The salt…” 
Almost instantly, a woman’s voice chimed in—
gentle, concerned. 
 “Is everything alright, dear? Do you need 
anything?” 
Aasha looked up to find a kind-faced woman 
leaning toward her, with worry softening her 
features. The worry, Aasha guessed, had 
something to do with her. But before she could 
ask anything, a heavier question took 
precedence—Who was this woman? 
In fact, now that she looked around, the only 
thing she recognized was the food. 
Fear licked at the edges of her mind, but she 
wasn’t stupid. She smiled, nodded, and quietly 
finished her meal, playing along. 
That’s when the woman stepped forward and 
gripped the back of Aasha’s chair—no, 
wheelchair. 
 A wheelchair? 
 Another strange discovery. 
Once she was wheeled back and left alone in 
“her” room, Aasha got to work. 
She had three questions and zero answers: 
 Where was she? Why couldn’t she walk? And 
who were these people? 
The room was filled with clues—a full almirah of 
books, stacks of journals, and scribbled notes. 
Whoever lived here had a sharp mind, Aasha 
thought. 
It took only five minutes of searching to find two 
curious things: a photo and a shiny, expensive-
looking envelope. 
The photo showed a graduation ceremony. At the 
centre was a smiling woman in robes—it looked 
like… her? And the woman kissing her cheek, 
brimming with pride—was that… her mother? 
Aasha wasn’t sure if the realization brought 
comfort or more confusion. 
 She turned to the envelope. Inside was a single, 
smooth sheet of paper—completely blank. 
Why would someone preserve an empty page like 
this? 

Then, it flashed. A single phrase blinked 
across its surface: 
 “I’ll tell.” 
Aasha gasped. 
 The sheet was blank again.  
Cautiously, she picked up a pencil and 
wrote on it: 
 Hello. 
The words sank into the page and 
disappeared. A moment later, new ones 
emerged in glowing script: 
 Hello! 
She stared. Her heart raced. 
What is happening? 
We’re talking. 
Who are you? 
I thought you’d remember. You made 
me. I’m your assistant—Heart Map. 
Who am I? 
Here we are again… 
What do you mean? 
Your name is Aasha. 
Okay… tell me more. 
You’ll need to complete a task first. 
What task? 
Clap five times. 
Sure. Done. 
No, you didn’t. 
…Sorry. Done. 
Well done, Aasha. You’re a musician. 
And a chemical engineer. 
What? 
Next task: eat the tablets in the tray. 
Why? 
 I thought you were familiar with the 
drill. 
 …Done. 
 Very good. 
 Why do I feel... sleepy... now… 



Somewhere, outside the door, voices floated through:  
“It’ll be hard for a while, Mrs. Bhosle. Deciding to take your own life… that doesn’t come out 
of nowhere. And the spinal injury…” 
 “She’s not crazy,” the nurse said quietly. “She’s just…coping. The same drill. The same familiar 
drill, every single day.” 
 
Won 2nd position at Woven Whimsy, the Creative Writing Competition held by Mitrakshar, the 
English Literary Society of Kalindi College.  
 



Branches Of The Dead 
 Priyanka Chaturvedi, B.A. Programme, 

I Year  
 

They say that if you walk into a room and notice the absence of something, it means it is still 
there. Well, maybe not now, but it was from when I can recall. 
I feel myself corroding from the inside out, the rot getting to my insides, which twist and turn 
within themselves as I fight the stench off of my mother’s decaying self. Her body turns into 
herself, becoming more and more fragile as the hours go by. It has been like this since I escaped 
the little cage she’d set for me, sheltering me into her safe womb, which only seemed to 
suffocate me into her body further and further, the more my torso bent towards what the 
outside offers. 
“Nothing exists past the windowsill,” is how she lulls me in, as her roots tighten their grasp, and 
her hand gently makes its way. I wait for it to cradle my cheek; hope for it to bring me peace 
which I cannot fathom for all I seem to long for is just the slightest peek into all that lies above 
and beyond the shadows cast upon me by my mother's loving embrace. I am ungrateful: her 
hands which had been delicately moving towards me now hold me oh so tight, bring my head 
back so further down that I cannot even rest my eyes upon what I long for; the cruelty in her 
eyes turns into contentedness upon making sure I do not drift away from her embrace. If she 
were the same mother that had lulled me into oblivion whenever it was that I bled when my 
tiny leaves were plucked, I swear I would not doubt her love once.  
“You are fragile, you will break. Oh, what if you do?” but I long to see: I will for a feel of the 
heady heat of June scorching its wrath down upon my fragile body; I will for the dry winds of 
March to set me in a flurry; I will for the harsh acidic rain of August hitting my body, possibly 
even stripping me of my leaves. I want the good, the bad, and everything in between the world 
can offer me. But her hands have my throat in a chokehold; her cold icy stare bites down on my 
tongue so harsh that it bleeds. 
She would let me bleed a blood bath but not hear a word from me. 
I twisted my thin body in every crooked way possible, ignoring the sounds of it tearing up, 
bringing it farther away from her as the hours would go by. The bloodier the turn, the subtler I 
move - what's some blood to her in place of the tiniest hint into the moving distance, right? 
What's some pain when it bridges the gap between freedom and I? 
It was painful to go through, to say the least. Not that obeying her words at the cost of bowing 
my back till it breaks was out of character for me, as a daughter, ever. Not that expecting her to 
overwater me despite my polite refusals was out of character for her, as a mother, ever. But it 
was how she held me in as her property; as if… if a single entity were to direct my gaze away 
from the world we shared, she’d lose it. 
I swear, the love was there. I recall the gentlest of her caresses she showered me with, the 
sweetest looks of adoration cast down upon me, the kindest palms drawing me in if mine were 
to touch the thorns, the sincerest eyes enchanting my own from the paths of harm - whichever 
they may have been, for she was never wrong. 



Until it changed, when I felt no more a daughter but an extension of her own self that she’d lose if 
I were to wander off too far. Until her caresses left harsh scratches over my developing skin and 
soft eyes reflected the heaviest of gazes that towered my fragile stem. But her own palms felt 
brazened; her own eyes exhausted; it was like the tiny being’s reciprocation was all she required. 
Like a little bit of love will change her understanding. I knew no better, but to give. And so, I gave. 
I gave and I gave until I could not give no more. Until I felt myself rot into nothingness, allowing 
her to mold me her way as she pleased, but my gaze lingered. 
I longed for more, more and more, and all that I could get a hold of. Only if my organs were not 
rotting, only if the stench wasn’t all that I could sense all about my body, only if… 
So, I moved, in the tiniest and most careful of movements, because the Lord forbid my mother 
should disapprove. The fear of getting caught consumed me still, until I was so far away that my 
fear was reflected in her eyes. Until I was so far away that I finally started seeing her wilting body 
for what it was, her aging self. 
Her decaying self.  
So soft seemed their embrace, their warmth when we were growing. As if all you need is that 
warmth to stop your tears, even when you’re an adult, and she’s probably not there. But why did 
we as younger ones get this gentle loving confusion? It was - was it ever, like ever really pure, 
really? When it was always followed after her harsh, hateful actions. 

Nirananda Jindal, B.A. Programme, II Year 



Simplicity 
Divyansha Batra, B.A. Programme, IIIYear 

 The mornings at her place are so slow and quiet. The beaming rays of the sun entering through a 
creak in her drawn curtains makes her bedroom look like a royal haven with a bigger square 
footage. Her curly waves spread through her pillows as if she’s sleeping beauty. There is a faint 
chirp of the birds coming in through the window. Everything is serene and calm.  
Until it isn’t. The harmonious symphony of the birdlife is interrupted by the buzz of the alarm 
clock followed by unflattering groans. The safe haven-ness of the glowing bedroom is overtaken 
by the chaotic unplanning and desperation to get ready to reach work on time. The slow peaceful 
morning has been replaced by an eager anxious rush; amazing differences a mere five minutes 
can make.  
Of course, none of this would be happening if she just stayed on the family farm. She would never 
have had to work a day in her life with the last name she was born with. But she chose to walk a 
different path and live a different life. As a writer for a newspaper.  
An overworked and underpaid job in a declining industry. That was, for reasons she can’t 
remember right now, her dream – one that makes her leave her tiny, rented apartment with 
unkempt hair, in wrinkled clothes, and uncaffeinated on an empty stomach.  
She contemplates calling her family back to ‘check in’ and ‘see how they’re doing’ all throughout 
her metro ride until her lunch break when she is meeting her unusual best friend, me.  
“So, I walked in 20 minutes late and if that wasn’t bad enough, the editor in chief already gave 
out all the good assignments and now I’m stuck with a boring interview of a bakery shop owner 
that no one wants to read,” Amelia complained, fidgeting with the wrapper of a burger I got her 
for lunch.  
“Hey, small businesses are the heart of this town. But do you want me to walk in your office and 
‘make’ your boss give you a good assignment?” I asked her, semi sincerely. I don’t want to abuse 
or misuse this gift of mind control, but it’s not an abuse or misuse if it is to make her life easier.  
“No, Ivy. We talked about this. No usage of your –,” she looks around the isolated parking lot and 
whispers, “powers for personal gain. It’s selfish.”  
She had a good point. We first made that pact right after we discovered my power. I touched her 
cruel ex-husband who was up to no good on the shoulder, told him to walk away from her and 
never come back and he has not been seen since. Every newspaper in town has moved on from 
the story. I guess you could argue that it was for personal gain, but we didn’t cause it. It was the 
first time the power showed up. We still don’t know how or why. I like to think of it as the 
greater good. She’s happier now and there is one less evil in the world.  
She takes a bite of her burger and abruptly halts her chewing to say, “Oh my God. Please tell me 
you paid for these.”  
I chuckle and reassure her that I did. And not just because of how mad she got at me the last time 
I ‘mind controlled’ a deli owner into giving me free food.  
She finishes her lunch and says, “I was thinking about calling home. See how they’re doing. You 
know, check in.”  
“And?”  
“And I’m not going to. They can get persuasive about the lifestyle they live and that can be hard 
to say no to. Again,” she says casually.  
“You sure you don’t want that?” I ask, intrigued.  
“Yes, I like this.”  
“This being eating fast food in the parking lot of the office of your boring newspaper job?” I reply, 
amused.  
“Yes.”  
“Me too. This isn’t so bad.” 
We share a smile, leftover fries, and comfort in the knowledge that we have each other. We 
always will.  
 Won Special Mention at Woven Whimsy, the Creative Writing Competition held by Mitrakshar, 
the English Literary Society of Kalindi College. 



 
 The Muse of Forever 

Deeksha Gupta, B.A. (H) Pol. Sc, II Year 

Feel the soil beneath my skin. 
Close my eyes, see where it had been— 

some thousand years ago, 
so different from how I know. 
But our feet feel the same still: 

the same dirt, the same wild grass, 
the same water boiling in the harsh sun. 

I open my eyes and take it in— 
the home I know, the home I see. 

But beneath the shiny new covers, 
I know it's the same still: 

the same home that comes in my dreams, 
tells me how it had been. 

  
I see the change, and I see the light. 

I hear little voices cackling in delight, 
and I know there's a tomorrow I won't 

recognize. 
But their hearts will always feel 

what mine knows today. 
A million moons from now, 

splashing cool water on their faces, 
burning desert sand beneath their feet— 

the same mud, the same trees, 
the same dirt, the same leaves, 

different idols and different scriptures, 
but the muse remains still. 

  
A million moons from now: 

the wisdom of old and the hunger of tomorrow. 
The children pave their way, 

but in them, they carry the forefathers. 
Yesterday—so different from today and tomorrow. 

A million rising suns, 
a million different moons, 

but it won't ever set— 
hasn't for thousands, won't for even longer. 

Because the scriptures change, 
  but the muse remains— 
for today and tomorrow. 

  

Won 3rd place at the Inter College Creative 
Writing competition at Lehren 2025  

>>>><<<<  
For Darla 

Deeksha Gupta, B.A. (H) Pol. Sc, II Year 
On the fullest night of the year, 

many will defy, 
only one will survive. 

Most will be lost by dawn 
but one will gain it all." 

 So, the whispers went, echoing through school hallways and muttered between office cubicles. 
Everyone talked about it, even those who rolled their eyes and scoffed. 
"Prophecies aren't real," one kid grunted, arms crossed, standing in a huddle of classmates. 
 He said it like it was the most obvious truth in the world, but the unease in the others' eyes told a 
different story. 
Oliver bit his lip, uncertain. The legend haunted him.  
On that one night a year, they said, people climbed the tallest mountain to reach the ancient 
Nordic temple, if it still stood. Many would go, but only one would return. 
They said that if you made it and survived, anything you prayed for at the temple would come true. 
Anything. 
That was enough to drive dozens up the mountain, knowing full well the cost. To the outsider, it 
might look like greed. But in truth, it was desperation. 



Desperation for the man whose wife had lost four children. For the father who couldn't 
afford to feed his family. And for Oliver, whose little sister had polio. 
Maybe, if he made the climb—if he survived—his darling Darla wouldn't have to suffer 
anymore. And if he didn’t make it? Well, that was a risk he was willing to take. 
So, when the sun set and the moon rose, full and bright, Oliver slipped away. He hid 
behind school walls and stone pillars, heart pounding. He wasn’t the only one. He heard 
a voice—low, hushed. Someone else was out there. 
Just sneaking past the school gates took what felt like forever. Then came the forest—
dark, humid, claustrophobic. He swam across the river that cut through its heart, soaked 
and shivering. 
But nothing could have prepared him for what waited on the other side. 
Bodies. Dozens. Scattered like fallen leaves. No wounds. No explanation. 
Oliver froze. He considered turning back, until he heard the hissing. 
He dropped to his knees, covered his face. The sound vanished. 
He opened his eyes slowly, scanning the ground. The hiss returned. He shut his eyes 
again. Silence. 
He crawled forward, eyes half-closed, barely open for a second at a time, knees scraping 
against the forest floor. Until he bumped into something. 
A body. Or rather, half of one. Just the upper half, the rest... gone. 
He reached out and touched fabric, soft and thick. 
A cloak. An invisibility cloak. But it didn’t cover the face. 
Realization struck: the hissing, whatever it was, couldn't harm him if it couldn’t see his 
eyes. 
With trembling fingers, Oliver wrapped the cloak around himself. And for the first time 
that night, he allowed a sliver of hope. Darla might be getting better after all. 

 

 Won 1st place at the Woven Whimsy, Creative Writing Competition held by 
Mitrakshar, the English Literary Society.  
 

Can Sisyphus be helped?  
Kavya Chauhan, B.A. (H) English, II  YEAR  

Commissioned by The Solomon R. Guggenheim Museum, an art museum in New York City, Can’t 
Help Myself was a kinetic sculpture created by Sun Yuan and Peng Yu in 2016. Sun Yuan and Peng 
Yu have been working together since the 1990s and are known for their unconventional art. Can’t 
Help Myself is one of their popular artworks whose videos keep resurfacing on social media sites 
occasionally, even after almost a decade of its creation. Yuan and Yu, known for their 
controversial art accompanied by dark humor, use technology and multimedia art to create 
masterpieces that speak to people and express their critical views on socio-political issues like 
democracy, freedom, sovereign territory, and nation-state. 
 
The creators of this kinetic art wanted to depict the pain of the immigrants whose government 
wants to tie them down under an authoritarian regime, preventing them from escaping by 
subjecting the immigrants to violence at the borders. The robotic arm, thus, represents an 
autocratic government that can go to the extent of enabling bloodshed at the borders of its 
country to keep its citizens from fleeing. 



Can’t Help Myself programmed with more than 30 movements and employed to one task, 
i.e., to sweep the hydraulic liquid which constantly leaks from its core back towards it, 
elicited responses from the audience which were psychological and emotional, because it 
allowed people to come up with their own interpretations. In the process of attempting to 
prevent the red liquid from spreading far from it, the robot still left traces of it everywhere. 
Apart from trying to push the fluid back to the center, the robot was also programmed with 
movements (happy dances) that could entertain the spectators whenever it completed its 
sole task. In its initial years, the robot was able to sweep the liquid quickly back to the 
center, which was followed by its happy dance, only for the liquid to flow everywhere again, 
and the cycle would go on. However, as time passed, the worn-down machine lost its ability 
to carry out the task as quickly as it used to. Not to mention, more hydraulic fluid would be 
added furthering the task of becoming unmanageable for the machine.  
 
Whenever the videos of the kinetic masterpiece went viral online, commenters sympathized 
with the machine hoping for the day it’d be “turned off” and left to “rest”, calling the task it 
had to carry as ‘meaningless’. Yuan and Yu’s masterpiece, which would be observed from 
behind the clear acrylic glass that separated their kinetic sculpture from its spectators, was 
unplugged in 2019 as it came to a halt, meaning that it had become free from the Sisyphean 
task. According to Greek Mythology, Sisyphus was a king whom the gods punished; His 
punishment was to push a colossal boulder uphill, only for it to fall down, forcing Sisyphus 
to carry out the task all over again, making it a relentless cycle. A Sisyphean task, hence, 
refers to a task which can never be completed.  
 
The robotic arm programmed to carry out a single task while entertaining its spectators 
until the day it’s shut down due to its inability to carry out the sole task it was created for, is 
obviously going to be showered with sympathy by them. Why? Because the people see 
themselves in it. People who are displeased with the life they are living often question their 
existence, the meaning of their existence, and whether it really is worth all the labor only to 
die one day without being able to reap the benefits of the hard work they did their whole 
life. Not to mention, putting up a façade (and not happy dancing unlike the robotic arm) in 
front of people who constantly check up on them. If not family or friends, then the 
government monitors them wherever they go, and whatever they do, understandably 
wearing someone down as he/she ages. Just like Can’t Help Myself, that had to carry one 
single task till its death, a multitude of people end up living a life which remains unchanging 
and monotonous till the day they die. This is one of the reasons I believe why so many 
resonated with Can’t Help Myself: People can’t help themselves from succumbing to this 
way of living a life that remains tedious till the end, because it seems like an impossible task 
to get out of one’s own misery, let alone help someone else, making life seem like a 
Sisyphean task. Since the creators of Can’t Help Myself used machine and technology to 
allow their anthropomorphic artwork to function without their presence,  



I am compelled to construct an interpretation of the artwork while confronting an issue that 
technology poses in front of us: While technology does make things easier for a government to 
reach out to its people, it also makes it easier for it to keep a check on its people. And 
sometimes, instead of being critical of the political system people are subjected to, many 
subject their political leaders to idolatry. In the process, many citizens begin to check on their 
fellow citizens instead of empathizing with them, thinking that it will help society to flourish.  
 
Can’t Help Myself’s robotic arm thus represents technology and several other ways of 
surveillance that help a government to contain and control its citizens in a system. The water 
may be a symbol of the citizens who, swept up by the practice of idolizing their political 
leaders, justify the violent actions of their government at times. Amidst these scenarios, such 
citizens may act as the agents of their political leaders and monitor their fellow citizens to keep 
them in check – all the while dismissing the problems the political system imposes on them. In 
this way, we may become the Sisyphus who loyally carry out the task assigned to us, while the 
God we idolize and bring to power, punishes us for our actions by disrupting the harmony of a 
state, making it seem as if there really is a need for a political system to do what it does. The 
Sisyphean task in this case becomes ensuring that the state flourishes, which can never really 
happen. Despite our best attempts, the political system will never cease to exist. 
With the growing dependence of people on machines and technology, and several governments 
in the world weaponizing both whilst becoming even more controlling, can Sisyphus be helped? 

 
>>>><<<< 

 

The Fleeting Pests 
Divyansha Batra, B.A. Programme, III Year 

Stepping out in a park of the past in peak days of springtime with beaming rays of the 
sun atop is a recipe for a mixed cuisine – half annoyance and half nostalgia. There is also 
a little bit of guilt sprinkled in – being annoyed, knowing damn well you were the 
annoyer and not the annoyee not long ago.  
There are fights about taking turns on the swing. The batsman is in denial about being 
bowled out of the game and his vain attempts to negotiate a second chance fail. There is 
a football lunged at a balcony at a velocity that breaks the grumpy lady’s flowerpot, and 
her yelling and screaming contributes significantly to my witnessing of the chaos. There 
are children getting dirt and mud on their clothes without a care in the world. Their 
sports gear is a thing of the present and not ancient forgotten memorabilia of who they 
used to be. They know how to make the best of their days because they understand the 
limited-time-only nature of the ‘5 more minutes’ they eloquently bargained for from 
their parents. Five more minutes of fun, of chaos, of commotion.  



Five more minutes of love and of friendship.  
They don’t know this yet, but the five minutes will fly by so quickly that by the end of 
299th second of it, they will be the person on the bench witnessing another set of 
trouble-makers bargain for their five more minutes. Five minutes that they will make 
the most of, despite the ticking clock. Love is most felt when it leaves and time is most 
felt when it has passed – and yet the juvenile attempt of freezing or delaying the 
passage of time for their ‘5 more minutes’ is ignored and taken for granted by us 
grownups, when it should be inspirational. My annoyance lessens. I don’t taste as 
many notes of it as I did when I first sat down.  
I do wonder about an alternative place with silence and quiet. The swings are empty 
and full of cobwebs. The net behind the goal is clean and shiny. The ground is vacant of 
fun and sees more walkers, runners, and joggers. The flowerpot in the grumpy lady’s 
balcony is intact and unnoticed with wilted flowers. She has no reason to water or 
replace them.  
There is no noise.   There is no peace either. This silence is unsettling.  
The dirt and mud on the children’s clothes have been replaced with logos of expensive 
brands. Friends have been replaced by a large number of Instagram followers. Being 
influenced into ice creams, unnerving hiding places for hide and seek, staying for five 
more minutes is overtaken by the influence of being defined by what you wear, how 
much it costs, and the ‘aesthetic’ value of everything you do. The innocence and 
whimsy have been displaced by high-end fashion and a lifestyle shaped by brands and 
price tags.  
I detect a sense of worry and loss.  
I’m jolted back in the present with a ball hitting my bench. Its owner can play my 
younger self in a movie. She asks for it back with a curious apology in her eyes.  
My annoyance fades. There is only nostalgia with a side of gratitude.  
I smile and give it back, watching her and her wolfpack return to their frenzies. Their 
clothes are mudded, and while it may not be a particularly flattering aesthetic, it is 
soulful. 
  

Won 2nd position in Inter College Creative Writing Competition held at 
Lehren 2025. 
  
 
 



Srishti Singh, B.A. Programme, I Year 





सॊऩादकीम 

 ऩथृ्वी के आयॊब से ह , सजृन इसका भूर तत्व यहा है। ऩहरे भानवों का सजृन हुआ, फपय 
भानवों ने साहहत्म का सजृन फकमा औय अफ भशीनों का।  भनुष्म प्रगनत के ऩथ ऩय अग्रसय है। 
मह  उसकी सजृनात्भकता का ह  प्रबाव है फक प्रवकास के ऩथ ऩय वह आगे फढता जा यहा है। 
भानव ने अऩनी सुप्रवधा के मरमे भशीनों का ननभााण फकमा। क्जससे उसे सुप्रवधा तो हुई फकॊ तु 
कई हाननमों व भुक्श्करों का बी साभना कयना ऩड़ा।  
 

“सजृन की शक्तत होती है, प्रवध्वॊस से फड़ी आशा औय उम्भीदों से बय  ।“ 
 

भानव द्वाया फकमा गमा कोई सजृन प्रवध्वॊसकाय  नह ॊ होना चाहहमे। सजृन  सदैव भानवता, 
खशुहार  व फेहतय बप्रवष्म के मरमे होता आमा है। वताभान भें आहिाफपमशमर इॊिेमरजेंस मा 
कृत्रत्रभ फुद्धधभता का प्रमोग कई ऺेत्रों भें फकमा जा यहा है। इसका प्रमोग हभें अऩने प्रवकास के 
मरमे कयना चाहहमे न फक इसका दरुुऩमोग कयना चाहहमे। 
 
सजृनात्भकता का उद्देश्म सभाज को फेहतय फनाना होता है। भानव द्वाया यधचत साहहत्म का 
बी मह  उद्देश्म होना चाहहमे फक वह मथाथा को दशाामे औय हभें प्रेरयत कये।  कामरॊद  
भहाप्रवद्मारम की वाप्रषाक ऩत्रत्रका प्रवाह 2025 का केन्द्र म प्रवषम है, सजृन - भशीन, भनुष्म औय 
साहहत्म।  इस अॊक का सम्ऩादन कयते हुए हभें अत्मॊत हषा का अनुबव हो यहा है। सवाप्रथभ हभ 
हभाय  प्राचामाा जी का धन्मवाद प्रकि कयते हैं क्जन्होंने हभें ऩत्रत्रका सॊऩादन का अवसय प्रदान 
फकमा। इस ऩत्रत्रका भें प्रकामशत यचनाओॊ के सॊग्रह से रेकय सॊऩादन तक भें डॉ यऺा गीता , डॉ 
सॊजम सय एवॊ सुश्री ऩल्रवी भैडभ का हभ रृदम से आबाय प्रकि कयते हैं  क्जनके भागादशान भें 
मह कामा सॊबव हो ऩामा। साथ ह  अऩने गुरुजनों के भागादशान भें प्रवाह 2025 का अॊक आऩके 
सभऺ प्रस्तुत है। 
 
सजृन ह  हभाय  प्रकृनत है। इसी बाव को प्रकि कयते हुए सबी छात्राओॊ ने अऩने-अऩने प्रवचायों 
को करभफद्ध फकमा है। प्रवाह भें प्रकामशत सबी नवोहदत यचनाकायों को भैं शुबकाभनाएॊ देते 
हुए उनकी करभ के गनतभान होने की प्राथाना कयती हूॊ। 
 

छात्र सॊऩादक  
भुस्कान कुभाय , भानसी गुप्ता, अनुष्का खॊण्डूय , ननधध,  सॊध्मा, भनीषा कुभाय , सॊजना.वॊमशका 

कहरुरयमा  
 
 
 



1. ऐ नाय                                               मशवाॊगी प्रधान 

2. तू ज़फ मभरन ेआएगा                            नेहा मादव 

3. सजृन भशीन, भनषु्म औय साहहत्म           प्रिमा सोभवॊशी 

4. ऩाॊचार       भानसी गुप्ता 

5. भाॊ - भेये हदर की फात सॊजना 

6. ऩहर  भरुा़ात                                  भसु्कान कुभायी 

7. जॊजीय                                               सभदृ्धध ससॊह 

8. अनहुदत कप्रवता                                             प्रवनीता बायती 

9. हदल्र  की गभी औय फस: ड्राइवय की  
दपु्रवधा                      

सॊध्मा 
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प्रवषम सचूी 



ऐ नायी ! 
  

रड़की हो तुभ, कभजोय नह ॊ, 
नाय  हो तुभ, अफरा नह ॊ । 
आहदशक्तत का रूऩ हो तुभ, 

ईश्वय की एक अद्बुत यचना हो 
तुभ। 

सॊसाय की एक ऐसी ऩहेर  हो तुभ, 
तजसे न प्रवधाता सभझ सका न मे 

इॊसान । 
गीॊगा-सी ननभार हो तुभ, मभुना-सी 

ऩावन हो तुभ । 
कबी कल्माणकाय  हो तुभ, तो 

कबी प्रवनाशकाय  हो तभु । 
कबी दगुाा फनकय, फकमा दषु्िों का 

सॊहाय तुभने , 
कबी भदय िेयेसा फनकय, प्रवश्व भे 
अभन,शाॊनत औय प्रेभ फकमा प्रसाय 

तुभने । 

कबी यानी ऩद्भभनी फनकय अऩनी भान 
सम्भान के यऺा हेतु फकमा तुभने जोहय, 
तो कबी रऺभीफाई फनकय फकमा अॊगे्रजों 
का प्रवनाश तुभन,ेरड़ी रड़ाई स्वतॊत्रता की 

। 
फकतने रूऩ है तुम्हाये क्जसने अनजान मह 

दनुनमा 
फकतने स्वरूऩ है तुम्हाये । 

तुम्हें सभझ ऩाना भुक्श्कर ह  नह ॊ फक्ल्क 
नाभुभफकन- सा है। 

मे दनुनमा रूफरू नह ॊ है तुभसे । 
क्जसकी ताकत से ह  अनजान मे दनुनमा 

सोचो फकतनी शक्ततशार  होगी वो । 
ऐ नाय  ,तुभ कभजोय नह ॊ, फक्ल्क ताकत 
हो तभु ।ए नाय  तुभ अफरा नह ॊ, फक्ल्क 

शक्तत हो तुभ। 
 

मशवाॊगी प्रधान ( फी०ए० द्प्रवतीम 
वषा 

 
 तू जफ मभरने आएगा 

 
 तू जफ मभरने आएगा, 

तफ चाॊदनी यातों का आमशमाना होगा 
चाॉद हभाये मभरने की ग्वाई दे यहा 

होगा, 
हवाओॊ भें भेये हदर का हार होगा, 
खाभोमशमों को तू सभझ नह ॊ ऩामा, 
तमा प्माय जताने के मरए इजहाय 

कयना जरूय  होगा? 

भुझसे दयू यहने का ददा तुझ ेबी 
सता यहा होगा, 

भाना कभ ह  सह  ऩय तन्हा थोड़ा 
तू बी होगा, 

अफ मभरने के फाद एक दजेू के 
त्रफना एक ऩर न गॊवाया होगा, 

अऩनी इस गुस्ताखी के मरए भािी 
बी तू भाॊग यहा होगा 

फपय सज़ा-ए-इश्क भेये हदर भें तेया 
हभेशा के मरए केद होना होगा  

नेहा मादव  



सजृन : भशीन, भनषु्म औय साहहत्म!! 

सजृन ! तमा है मे बरा? 
न जानो तो फस एक शब्द  

जान रो तो गहया अथा है नछऩा 
 फक कबी मे है उसभें तो कबी वो 

खदु एक करा  
कबी प्रवचायों के प्रऩिायो से रडड़मों सा 
झया, तो कबी फादरों से धुॊधरे ऩन्नों 

ऩय योशनी से कुछ मरखा 
 मे भन की उधेड़फुन का है सुरझा 
सा मसरा तमा मह  फकताफखानों भें 

फकताफों सा मभरा?  
जफ मरखने की करा को साधा तो 

साहहत्म सजृन्ता से जुड़ा कबी 
कल्ऩना तो कबी वास्तप्रवकता  

कबी कल्ऩना तो कबी वास्तप्रवकता 
भगय साहहत्म सभाज का दऩाण फना  
सकैड़ों कृनतमों से भानव को जीवन 

फेहतय सभझने को मभरा  
क्जसे भशीनों के साथ आगे फढने का 

भौका मभरा  
फदरे सार औय फपय हुए तकनीकी 

कभार जफ आए भानव के बाव 
प्रवचायों भें भशीनी प्रकाय  

जहाॉ व्मतत कयने के तय के हुए 
आसान  

वह ॊ इसके रूऩ न फदर द  थी ऩहचान  
तो फपय फदर गए हैं कीनत ाभान 

 सजृनता की ऩरयबाषा का भानव 
आईना है फना 

 सजृन का इससे फड़ा प्रभाण है तमा 
बरा? 

प्रप्रमा सोभवॊशी 
 ऩाॊचार  

सुनो प्रप्रम ऩाॊचार  भेय  एक ऩुकाय। 
मह करमुग है, महाॊ मभरेंगे तुम्हें दशुासन 

कई हजाय । 
मह करमुग है ,नह ॊ आएॊगे कृष्ण तुम्हाय  

राज फचाने को । 
सॊघषा स्वमॊ कयना होगा इन दानवों को 

सफक मसखाने को । 
सभझ नह ॊ आता मह कैसी आजाद  है, 

जहाॊ आजाद प्रवचाय हैं ,अदृश्म गुराभी भें 
नाय  है। सशतत - सशतत का जऩ कयते 

हो औय फकतना सशतत हो जाए हभ। चाॊद 
ऩय तो ऩहुॊच चकेु हैं ,अफ तमा सूयज की 
रऩिों भें मभर जाए हभ। तुम्हें फचा ने 
उस ऩद ऩय गए थे । ऩय तुम्ह  ने यौंद 

डारा । 
हाम सभाज ! दमा ह  देना , कबी न्माम 

भत दे ऩाना तुभ । 
औयों से तमा आशा हो जफ स्वमॊ की 

कभाबूमभ ह  भैर  हो । 
जहाॊ न्माम के फदरे मसपा  प्रवयोध औय यैर  

हो । 
न्माम से बी तमा उम्भीद कयें एक के मरए 

11 सार रगते हैं, 
औय कानून कड़ ेकय देने से स्त्री सुयक्षऺत 

नह ॊ हो जाती है। 

सजा देकय बी तमा ह  कय रोगे तुभ, 
मे यततफीज हैं एक भायने ऩय सौ आ जाते 

हैं । 
सभाज की नैनतकता तो शामद कत्रिस्तान 

भें भुदाा गढ  है। 
तबी ऩीडड़ता होने के फाद बी वह किघये 

भें खड़ी है, 
हे! नाय  तुभ मसॊहनी फनो । जो आए 

तुम्हाय  रेने आन, 
चीयपाड़ कय वध उसका , फचा रो स्वमॊ 

अऩना भान। 
मह करमुग है, महाॊ केश धोने को तुम्हाये, 

यतत नह ॊ कोई रामेगा ।  
मभसार प्रवश्व भें कामभ कय दो , जो 

आॊख उठामेगा वह भतृ्मुरोक को जाएगा। 
 न्माम सॊहहता तुम्हें न्माम, घिना होने के 

फाद ह  दे ऩाएगी ।  
ऐसी भौत दो उनको फक हय आयोऩी को 
स्वप्न भें भाॊ कार  ह  नजय आएॊगी। 

खौप इतना हो भन भें फक अऩने प्रवचाय 
ननमॊत्रत्रत कय रें।  

साहस इतना हो तुभ भें की कृष्ण को 
आना नह ॊ ऩड़ ेतुम्हें फचा ने। 

भानसी गुप्ता, हहॊद  प्रवशषे, द्प्रवतीम 
वषा 
  



भाॉ - भेये हदर की फात 

भाॉ, तू हभेशा भेये ऩीछे खड़ी यह , जफ भैं  
धगय  तूने त्रफना फोरे उठा मरमा, कबी कुछ भाॉगा नह ॊ, फस भेय  आॉखों भें ऽशुी ढूॊढती यह । 

 
तेये हाथ की योि  भें जो स्वाद है, वो फकसी होिर की थार  भें नह ॊ, तेय  गोद भें जो सुकून 

है, वो दनुनमा की फकसी दौरत भें नह ॊ। 
 

भैं अतसय उरझी यह  अऩनी दनुनमा भें, ऩय तू हय योज़ भेये फाये भें सोचती यह , भैंने कबी 
"थैंक मू" ठीक से नह ॊ कहा, ऩय तू हय हदन भेया शुफक्रमा कयती यह । 

 
तेय  झुरयामों भें भेय  ऩयवाह छुऩी है, तेय  चपु्ऩी भें ढेय साया प्माय है, भाॉ, तू फस भाॉ नह ॊ, तू 

भेय  सफसे फड़ी ता़त है... भेया घय है। 
 

सॊजना, हहॊद  प्रवशषे, द्प्रवतीम वषा  
  
 

ऩहर  भरुा़ात 
   

भैं हय फाय तुभसे ऩहर  फाय की तयह मभरना चाहती हूॉ!तुम्हाये कॊ धे ऩय अऩना सय 
अऩने हाथों भें तुम्हाया हाथ यखना चाहती हूॉ!!  

भैं फपय तुभसे ऩहर  फाय की तयह मभरना चाहती हूॉ. 
 

भैं हदर खोर के तुभसे फातें कयना चाहती हूॊ ! भैं ताये धगनते हुए तुम्हाये साथ एक 
शाभ गुजायना चाहती हूॉ!! भैं तुम्हाये ऩसॊद नाऩसॊद चीज़ों के फाये भें ऩूछना चाहती हूॉ 

! भैं फपय से तुम्हाये साथ जीना चाहती हूॊ!! भैं फपय एक 
फाय तुभसे ऩहर  फाय की तयह मभरना चाहती हूॉ .... 

  
भैं मे साय  फातें खदु से फोरती हूॊ, भैं अफ तुभसे फोरना चाहती हूॊ ! भैं फपय से तुम्हें 
योकना चाहती हूॊ !! भैं तुभसे सऩनों भें मभरती हूॊ, अफ भैं तुभसे हकीकत भें मभरना 

चाहती हूॊ!! भैं तुम्हें फस इतना कहना चाहती हूॊ.......फक भैं तुभसे ऩहर  फाय की तयह 
मभरना चाहती हूॊ!! 

 
भसु्कान कुभाय  

 
 



 
जॊजीय 

फक क्जस कदय हदर बय जाने ऩय आॊसू 
फाहय आते हैं,  

फाहय आते हैं शब्द जफ भन बय जाता 
है, 

भन बय जाता है इस दनुनमा से, रोगो 
की फातों से, सभाज के ननमभों से औय 

कबी खदु से,  
खदु से कुछ कहना चाहती हू - रोगो 

को कुछ फताना चाहती हूॉ, 
 फताना चाहती हूॉ फक तमा िामदा 

इतना सफ सोच कय, 
 इतना सफ सोच कय रगता है औय 

फकतना सोच,ू  
औय फकतना सोच ूउनके फाये भें जो भेये 

मरए कुछ नह ॊ सोचते,  
कुछ नह ॊ सोचते वो चाय रोग, मे 

सभाज मा फाकी के रयश्तेदाय मे तो सफ 
फातें हैं,  

फातें हैं जो हभें फताई गई हैं-हभने भान 
र  हैं,  

भान र  है त्रफना मे जाने की सच है मा 
झूठ,  

सच है मा झूठ ऩता चरता ह  नह ॊ 
महाॉ, 

 ऩता चरता ह  नह ॊ कुछ महाॉ,  
कुछ महाॉ सह  नह ॊ-महाॉ तो भैं बी 

गरत हूॉ,   
गरत हूॉ इनके मरए चाहे सच भें सह  

हूॉ, 
 सह  हूॊ भैं तमोंफक नह ॊ चरना भुझ े

इनके हहसाफ से,  
इनके हहसाफ से सफ चीज़ तमू, 

 सफ चीज़ तमू भानू भैं,  
तमू भानू भैं जो भैं भनना नह ॊ 

चाहती,  
नह ॊ चाहती भैं अफ औय घुि के 

जीना, फॊध के जीना, भय के जीना, 
 भय के जीना बी तमा जीना, 

 तमा जीना ऐसे जैसा भैं ना चाहू,  
भैं ना चाहू अफ मा हाॊ-हाॊ कयना, 
 हाॉ कयना उन काभों,उन फातों के 

मरए क्जसभें भेय  मसपा  ना है,  
ना है भेय  अफ इस गुराभी के जीवन 

को अफ भैं आज़ाद हूॉ,  
आज़ाद हू अफ भाई साये फॊधनो से,  
फॊधनो से क्जन्हे भैंने तोड़ हदमा है!!  

सभदृ्धध मसॊह 
फी ० ए प्रोग्राभ प्रथभ  वषा 

 
 >>><<< 

 अनुहदत कप्रवता (बोजऩुय  )भाता प्रसाद द्वाया यधचत बोजऩुय  कप्रवता “सोनवा का प्रऩॊजया” 
कप्रवता भुसहय जानत ऩय है कप्रव भाता प्रसाद जी उनके जीवन भें सॊघषा के उनकी दमनीम 
क्स्थनत को प्रकि कयती है फक फकस प्रकाय दमरतों ऩय शोषण व अत्माचाय फकमे गए। 
 
नाभ ह  भेये भुसहयवा हों 

भैं भुसहय जानत से हूॉ 
सहाया कोई न,न नाभ कोई  
तमोंफक भैं जो हूॉ भुसहयवा   

जेठ के भह ने भें  
कड़कती तऩती दऩुहरयमा 

हो, 
फहें गयभ रू का ब्माय  

 

रकडडमाॊ धचयाई कयें 
फहे जामे ऩसीनवा की धाय ! 
तमोंफक भैं जो हूॉ भुसहयवा ... 

फाॉधे काॊधे ऩे रकडड़माॊ  
घय घय जाता हूॉ  
भाॉगू दाभ आधे  

दतु्काय हदमा जाता हूॉ 
तमोंफक भैं जो हूॉ भुसहयवा .. 

जोतने को जभीन कहाॉ ? 

यहने को नह ॊ घय महाॊ  
भाॉग बी र  जो थोड़ी 

जभीन  
ननकार कयेंगे फाहय  

तमोंफक भैं जो हूॉ 
भुसहयवा .... 

िूि -पूि  झोऩड़ी-सी  
है घय के नाभ ऩय  
सासू, फहु सॊग सोवे  



तमोंफक भैं जो हूॉ भुसहयवा.... . 
भेंढक साॊऩ, गोह भूस खाम 
कयें मशकाय धगरहरयमाॊ का 

इस ऩाऩी ऩेि खानतय  
कुत्तों से रड़ाई कयें  

हदखे जो झूठे ऩत्तरवा 
तमोंफक भैं जो हूॉ भुसहयवा.... 
ठॊड भें बी कऩड़ों के नाभ ऩय 

पिा हुआ िुकड़ा आधाय 
आग जराकय कुछ 
मभरे है आयाभ, ऩय  

सुनेगा कौन भेय  ऩुकाय  
नह ॊ है फकसी से कोई दयकाय  
तमोंफक भैं जो हूॉ भुसहयवा.... 

ढाक के जॊगर फच ेकहाॉ 

कैसे फनाएॊ ऩत्तर फेच ेकहाॉ 
दलू्हे दलु्हन के हभ ह ये कहाय  
भोिय काय ने छीनी योजी हभाय 
तमोंफक भैं जो हूॉ भुसहयवा.... 
घय से उठाकय भाये थानेदाय  

झूठे झूठे फनाए हभें गुनहगाय  
उठवाते है भरवा जेर भें  
सुनेगा कौन हभाय  गुहाय  

तमोंफक भैं जो हूॉ भुसहयवा.. 
आजाद देश भें हभ आज बी गुराभ,  

कहाॊ सुनवाई हभय , न हभाय  सयकाय महाॊ  
'मभतयो' कोई तो जुगाड़ कयो, 
कयो कोई हभया बी उद्धाय 

 
प्रवनीता बायती हहन्द  प्रवशषे 

  

हदल्र  की गभी औय फस ड्राइवय की दपु्रवधा 

अपै्रर की झुरसाती दोऩहय, जफ हदल्र  की सड़कों ऩय धऩू ऐसे फयसती है भानो सूयज 
खदु धयती ऩय उतय आमा हो। चप्ऩरें प्रऩघरने रगती हैं, रेफकन मसपा  फाहय  खड़ ेहोने 
से ह  नह ॊ — फस भें खड़ ेहोने ऩय बी चप्ऩरें तक प्रऩघरने रगती हैं, तमोंफक नीच ेकी 
पशा इतनी तऩ यह  होती है जैसे अॊगाये त्रफछे हों। फस स्िॉऩ ऩय खड़ ेरोग छाॊव की एक 
फकयण के मरए तयसते हैं। 
ऐसे भें हदल्र  ऩरयवहन ननगभ(DTC) की एक बय  हुई फस स्िॉऩ ऩय ऩहुॉचती है। बीतय 
ऩहरे से ह  बीड़ है — ऩसीने, फदफू औय फेचनैी से बय । 
ड्राइवय के भाथे ऩय ऩसीना है, ऩय वह ननमभ से फॊधा है — “जहाॉ स्िैंड न हो, वहाॉ 
दयवाज़ा न खरेु।” 
रेफकन साभने फूढा आदभी, ऩीछे स्कूर से रौिती फक्च्चमाॉ, औय कोने भें एक भहहरा 
अऩने फच्च ेको सॊबारते हुए फस का इॊतज़ाय कय यह  है। 
रार फत्ती ऩय फूढे आदभी ने इशाया फकमा — "बाई, मह ॊ से चढा रे!" 
ड्राइवय ने ननमभ का ऩारन कयते हुए दयवाज़ा नह ॊ खोरा — तो गामरमाॉ मभरती हैं। 
अगय कबी बावुक होकय दयवाज़ा खोर बी दे, तो "धन्मवाद" तक नह ॊ कहते। 
कबी-कबी कोई शुक्रगुज़ाय हो बी जाए, फपय बी अगरा भुसाफिय उसे ह  ननमभ तोड़ने 
वारा कहेगा — ारत ह  फोरेगा। औय चारान किने का डय वो अरग से हैड्राइवय के 
साभने दपु्रवधा है — ननमभ का ऩारन कये मा इॊसाननमत का? 
  
ऩीछे से कॊ डतिय धचल्राता है, "दयवाज़ा भत खोरना बाई, कैभये रगे हैं!" 
बीड़ धतका देती है, कुछ गामरमाॉ देती है, ऩय ड्राइवय फस चराता है — भन भें बाय  फोझ 
मरए। 
  
हदल्र  की गभी भें मसपा  शय य औय चप्ऩर ह  नह ॊ प्रऩघराते कबी-कबी सॊवेदनाएॊ बी 
प्रऩघर जाती हैं।  

सॊध्मा  
हहॊद  प्रवशषे 
द्प्रवतीम वषा 

              
  
 
 



भाॉ-फाऩ का अनभोर प्माय 
 

भाॉ की भभता, अभतृ जैसी, 
प्रऩता की छामा, फयगद जैसी। 
दोनों की दआुओॊ का सामा, 
फना यहा हय भुक्श्कर आमा। 

 
भाॉ के त्रफना घय सूना-सूना, 
प्रऩता के त्रफना रगे अधयूा। 
मे वो यौशनी का द ऩक हैं, 

जो हय ाभ भें जरते यहते हैं। 
 

कॉरेज का ऩहरा हदन 
 

भाॉ की गोद , ऩहरा त्रफछौना, 
प्रऩता की उॉगर , ऩहरा सहाया। 

इनके त्रफना कुछ बी अधयूा, 
इनके त्रफना सऩना बी अधयूा। 

 
त्माग की भूयत, स्नेह के सागय, 
हभाये जीवन के असर  यहफय। 

इनकी खमुशमों भें है जहाॉ हभाया, 
भाॉ-फाऩ से प्माया कुछ बी नह ॊ 

दफुाया।  
 

भनीषा कुभाय , हहॊद  प्रवशषे, 
द्प्रवतीम वषा 

 

नए सऩने, नई उभॊग, 
हदर भें फस एक नई तयॊग। 
कॉरेज का ऩहरा हदन आमा, 

भन भें उत्साह, चहेया भुस्कामा। 
 

फैग भें फकताफें, आॉखों भें आस, 
नए दोस्त, नई होगी फात। 
अनजाने चहेये, नई ऩहचान, 

हदर भें धड़कन, भन भें अयभान। 
 

सीननमसा की हल्की भुस्कान, 
कुछ डय, कुछ अमबभान। 

तरासरूभ की ऩहर  घड़ी, 
सऩनों की नई चर  रड़ी। 

 
मशऺकों के सॊग ऻान की फातें, 

कबी ऩढाई, कबी सौगातें। 
कैं ि न भें गूॉजती हॊसी, 
दोस्ती की ऩहर  खशुी। 

 
माद यहेगा मह ऩहरा हदन, 

जैसे कोई भीठा सुभन। 
एक नई याह, एक नई भॊक्ज़र, 

कॉरेज के हदन, जीवन के ़ीभती ऩर 
 

वॊमशका कहररुयमा हहॊद  प्रवशषे द्प्रवतीम वषा 
 
  
 



सोशर भीडडमा की उऩमोधगता औय 
चनुौनतमाॊ 

 
सोशर भीडडमा से तात्ऩमा 
 
‘साभाष्जक सॊजार स्थर’ (social networking sites) आज के इॊटयनेट का एक असबन्न अॊग है 
जो 
दनुनमा भें एक अयफ से अधधक रोगों द्वाया उऩमोग ककमा जाता है। मह एक ऑनराइन भॊच है 
जो उऩमोगकताा को एक सावाजननक िोपाइर फनाने एवॊ वेफसाइट ऩय अन्म उऩमोगकतााओॊ के 
साथ सहबाधगता कयने की अनुभनत देता है। िोपाइर का उऩमोग अऩने प्रवचायों को साझा 
कयने, ऩहचान के रोगों मा अजनबफमों से फात कयने भें ककमा जाता है। उदाहयण - पेसफुक, 
ट्प्रवटय आदद इस सॊऩूणा िकिमा भें वेफसाइट ऩय उऩरब्ध उऩमोगकताा की ननजी सूचनाएॉ बी 
साझा हो जाती हैं।  मह ऩूयी िकिमा सूचना िौद्मोधगकी ऩय आधारयत होती है, जहाॉ प्रवसबन्न 
िकाय के सॉफ्टवेमय का उऩमोग ककमा जाता है। उऩमोग के फहु-प्रवप्रवध तयीके औय तकनीकी 
ननबायता ने ‘साभाष्जक सॊजार स्थर’ को प्रवसबन्न िकाय के ख़तयों के िनत सचते ककमा है। 
 
सोशर भीडडमा के सकायात्भक प्रबाव 
  
सोशर भीडडमा दनुनमा बय के रोगों से जुड़ने का एक भहत्त्वऩूणा साधन है औय इसने प्रवश्व भें 
सॊचाय को नमा आमाभ ददमा है। सोशर भीडडमा उन रोगों की आवाज़ फन सकता है जो 
सभाज की भुख्म धाया से अरग हैं औय ष्जनकी आवाज़ को दफामा जाता यहा है। 
वताभान भें सोशर भीडडमा कई व्मवसानममों के सरमे व्मवसाम के एक अच्छे साधन के रूऩ भें 
कामा कय यहा है। सोशर भीडडमा के साथ ही कई िकाय के योज़गाय बी ऩैदा हुए हैं।वताभान 
आभ नागरयकों के फीच जागरूकता पैराने के सरमे सोशर भीडडमा का िमोग का व्माऩक स्तय 
ऩय ककमा जा यहा है। कई शोधों भें साभने आमा है कक दनुनमा बय भें अधधकाॊश रोग योज़भयाा 
की सूचनाएॉ सोशर भीडडमा के भाध्मभ से ही िाप्त कयते हैं। 
सोशर भीडडमा के नकायात्भक प्रबाव 
  
कई शोध फताते हैं कक मदद कोई सोशर भीडडमा का आवश्मकता से अधधक िमोग ककमा जाए 
तो वह हभाये 
भष्स्तटक को नकायात्भक रूऩ से िबाप्रवत कय सकता है औय हभे डडिेशन की ओय रे जा 
सकता है। सोशर भीडडमा साइफय-फुसरॊग को फढ़ावा देता है। मह पेक न्मूज़ औय हेट स्ऩीच 
पैरा ने भें भहत्त्वऩूणा बूसभका ननबाता है।सोशर भीडडमा ऩय गोऩनीमता की कभी होती है औय 
कई फाय आऩका ननजी डटेा चोयी होने का खतया यहता है। साइफय अऩयाधों जैसे- हैककॊ ग औय 
कपसशॊग आदद का खतया बी फढ़ जाता है।आजकर सोशर भीडडमा के भाध्मभ से धोखा धड़ी 
का चरन बी कापी फढ़ गमा है, मे रोग ऐसे सोशर भीडडमा उऩमोगकर्त्ाा की तराश कयते हैं 
ष्जन्हें आसानी से पॉ सामा जा सकता है।सोशर भीडडमा का अत्मधधक िमोग हभाये शायीरयक 
औय भानससक स्वास््म को फड़ ेऩैभाने ऩय िबाप्रवत कय सकता है। 
 
सोशर भीडडमा औय बायत 
सोशर भीडडमा ने सभाज के अॊनतभ छोय ऩय खड़ ेव्मष्तत को बी सभाज की भुख्म धाया से 
जुड़ने औय 
खरुकय अऩने प्रवचायों को असबव्मतत कयने का अवसय ददमा है। आॉकड़ों के अनुसाय, वताभान भें 
बायत भें तकयीफन 350 सभसरमन सोशर भीडडमा मूज़य हैं औय अनुभान के भुताबफक, वषा 2023 
तक मह सॊख्मा रगबग 447 सभ सर मन तक ऩहुॉच गमी । 
 
 



वषा 2019 भें जायी एक रयऩोटा के भुताबफक, बायतीम उऩमोगकर्त्ाा औसतन 2.4 घॊटे सोशर 
भीडडमा ऩय 
बफताते हैं। इसी रयऩोटा के भुताबफक कपरीऩीॊस के उऩमोगकर्त्ाा सोशर भीडडमा का सफसे 
अधधक (औसतन 4 घॊटे) िमोग कयते हैं, जफकक इस आधाय ऩय जाऩान भें सफसे कभ (45 
सभ नट) सोशर भीडडमा का िमोग होता 
है। 
इसके अनतरयतत सोशर भीडडमा अऩनी आरोचनाओॊ के कायण बी चचाा भें यहता है। 
दयअसर, सोशर 
भीडडमा की बूसभ का साभाष्जक सभयसता को बफगाड़ने औय सकायात्भक सोच की जगह 
सभाज को फाॉटने 
वारी सोच को फढ़ावा देने वारी हो गई है। 
सोशर भीडडमा का दरुुऩमोग 
 
आॉकड़ों के अनुसाय, वषा 2018-19 भें पेसफुक, ट्प्रवटय सभेत कई साइटों ऩय 3,245 आऩप्रर्त् 
जनक साभधिमों के सभरने की सशकामत की गई थी ष्जनभें से जून 2019 तक 2,662 
साभधिमाॉ हटा दी गईं थीॊ । 
उल्रेखनीम है कक इनभें ज़्मादातय वह साभिी थी जो धासभाक बावनाओॊ औय याटरीम ितीकों 
के अऩभान का 
ननषेध कयने वारे कानूनों का उल्रॊघन कय यही थी । इस अल्ऩावधध भें फड़ी सॊख्मा भें 
आऩप्रर्त् जनक साभिी का ऩामा जाना मह दशााता है कक सोशर भीडडमा का ककतना ज़्मादा 
दरुुऩमोग हो यहा है। 
 
भानसी गुप्ता हहॊद  प्रवशषे द्प्रवतीम वषा  
 
 
 



दसूय  ओय सोशर भीडडमा के ज़रयमे ऐनतहामसक तथ्मों को बी तोड़-भयोड़ कय ऩेश फकमा जा 
यहा है। न केवर ऐनतहामसक घिनाओॊ को अरग रूऩ भें ऩेश कयने की कोमशश हो यह  है 
फक्ल्क आज़ाद  के सूत्रधाय यहे नेताओॊ के फाये भें बी गरत जानकाय  फड़ ेस्तय ऩय साझा की 
जा यह  है। 
प्रवश्व आधथाक भॊच की रयऩोिा के अनुसाय, दनुनमा भें सोशर भीडडमा के भाध्मभ से गरत 
सूचनाओॊ का प्रसाय 
कुछ प्रभुख उबयते जोखखभों भें से एक है। 
मकीनन मह न केवर देश की प्रगनत भें रुकावि है, फक्ल्क बप्रवष्म भें इसके खतयनाक 
ऩरयणाभ बी साभने 
आ सकते हैं। अत् आवश्मक है फक देश की सयकाय को इस प्रवषम ऩय गॊबीयता से प्रवचाय 
कयते हुए इसे ऩूय  
तयह योकने का प्रमास कयना चाहहमे। 
सोशर भीडडमा औय पेक न्मूज़ सॊफॊधी ननमभ-कानून 
बायत भें सोशर भीडडमा प्रेिपॉभा ऩहरे से ह  सूचना प्रौद्मोधगकी (IT) अधधननमभ, 2008 के 
दामये भें आते हैं। 
ननष्कषा 
  
प्रऩछरे वषा बायतीम ऩमािन एवॊ मात्रा प्रफॊध सॊस्थान ग्वामरमय के अध्ममन भें फतामा गमा 
फक ब यत आनेवारे 89 पीसद  ऩमािक सोशर भीडडमा के ज़रयमे ह  बायत के फाये भें 
जानकारयमाॉ प्राप्त कयते हैं। महाॉ तक फक इनभें से 18 पी सद  रोग तो बायत आने की 
मोजना ह  तफ फनाते हैं जफ सो शर भी डड मा से प्राप्त साभग्री इनके भन भें बायत की 
अच्छी तस्वीय ऩेश कयती है। 
 

आहिाफपमशमर इॊिेर जेंस औय यचनात्भक रेखन की चनुौती 
"चनुौनतमाॊ फहुत सी सनुी होंगी तुभने, कबी 
आदटाकपसशमर इॊटेरीजेंस का नाभ सुना है ?" 
- फहुत फाय सुना है। आजकर शामद दो चीजों 
ऩय सफसे ज्मादा फातें हो यही है - 
आदटाकपसशमर इॊटेसरजेंस तमा-तमा कय सकता 
है, दसूया तमा तमा हभ इसे कयता नहीॊ देखना 
चाहते। आऩ मदद मह प्रवषम न देते, तो शामद 
भुझ े ऩता ही ना चरता कक आदटाकपसशमर 
इॊटेसरजेंस अफ यचनात्भक रेखन भें ककसी 
"चनुौती" का ककयदाय बी ननबाना मोग्म है। 
भुझ ेरगता था चनुौती केवर िेयणा की है कक 
रेखक ककसी प्रवषम ऩय करभ घुभाएॊ? औय 
भुझ,े एक कुएॊ की रेखखका को, आदटाकपसशमर 
इॊटेसरजेंस डया नहीॊ सकता, ष्जस िकाय भेये 
इॊजीननमरयॊग बाई-फहनों को डया यखा है। मह 
सरखते वतत भेया ऩैय फादरों ऩय नहीॊ है, चूॊकक 
कभ से कभ यचनात्भक रेखन भें मे "ए.आई." 
फाधा फनता भुझ ेकई कायणों से नहीॊ ददखता। 
यचनात्भक रेखन तमा है ? कहानी, काव्म, 
आत्भकथा, जीवनी, आदद इसके बाग है,   

भूररूऩ से आत्भअसबव्मष्तत यचनात्भक 
रेखन का सजृन कयती है औय रेखक ऩाठक 
को अऩनी नजय से, अऩने बावों की गाड़ी भें  
फैठाकय दनुनमा घुभान ेरे चरता है। ए. आई. 
जीप्रवत है तमा? तमा वह अऩना ननजी 
नजरयमा यखता है? मा आए ददन जीवन उसे 
नए-नए एहसास कयाता है? नहीॊ, जो उसे 
फतामा गमा है शामद उसभें स े वह आऩको 
सफसे अच्छा, सफस ेसही उर्त्य देने का िमास 
कयता है । मही उसकी दसूयी खाभी उबय कय 
आती है- सही, गरत। रेखन भें सही-गरत 
तमा होता है? भैंने हाथी को सूॊड से ऩहचाना, 
आऩने ऩूछ से, सही कौन, गरत कौन - 
सफके देखने-ऩहचानने का नजरयमा ही तो है, 
औय मही नजरयमा एक ही घटना को उतनी 
तयह से देखने का अवसय िदान कयता है 
ष्जतनी रच्छा ऩयाठा भें ऩयते होती हैं। 
रेखन की खफूसूयती मही है। कपय 
आदटाकपसशमर इॊटेसरजेंस गरनतमों से बी फड़ा 
फचता है, औय हभाये महाॊ  



तमा कहते हैं- "इॊसान से ह  गरती होती है।" तो जफ तक रेख भशीनों के मरए नह ॊ 
मरखा जा यहे, तफ तक मरखने वारे व ऩढने वारे दोनों की गरनतमाॊ भाि। औय अफ 
शामद ए. आई. की सफसे फड़ी कभी- बाव की कभी।  भैं जो मरखती हूॊ आऩ ऩढ कय 
भुस्कुयाए, आॊसू फहाएॊ, हाभी बये मा फुया भान जाए, बाव शामभर हैं। अतसय रेख 
मरखने वारे के बाव ऩाठक तक ऩहुॊचाने का कामा कयते हैं, आहिाफपमशमर इॊिेमरजेंस 
भानवीम बाव नह ॊ जानता। ऐसे भें ऩाठक के ऩास सहानुबूनत यखने के मरए कोई नह ॊ 
है। अफ इतना मरखने के फाद सवार आता है- तो तमा आहिाफपमशमर इॊिेमरजेंस का 
यचनात्भक रेखन ऩय मा साभान्म रूऩ से रेखन ऩय कोई प्रबाव नह ॊ ऩड़गेा? जवाफ 
जरेफी की तयह सीधा है - तय के फदरेंगे, इयादे नह ॊ। हो सकता है अखफाय भें ए.आई. 
मरखने रगे मा उन जगहों ऩय इस्तेभार फकमा जाए जहाॊ बाषा की शैर  ननमभफद्ध 
होती है। फकॊ तु यचनात्भक रेखन जहाॊ रेखन शैर  के ननमभ स्वमॊ फनाता है, वहाॊ 
ए.आई. केवर एक सहामक के ऩद ऩय सकुशर अऩनी सेवाएॊ प्रदान कय सकता है। भैं 
उसे फता दूॊ भेय  वतानी मह सॊबार रे, शामद भुझ ेफेहतय शब्दों के सुझाव दे दे मा 
व्माकयण सॊफॊधी त्रहुिमों से भेये रेख को आजाद कयने भें भदद कयें-फस मह  तक है। 
आहिाफपमशमर इॊिेमरजेंस उऩकयण है, जो भनुष्म के हाथ भें है, सय ऩय नह ॊ। चाकू से 
िभािय कािकय भैं यसभ फनाऊॊ गी मा खुद को चोि ऩहुॊचाऊॊ गी, मह भेये वश भें है। 
ए.आई. भनुष्म की सहामता के मरए है, उसका स्थान रेने के मरए नह ॊ। उधचत कुशर 
व नैनतक प्रमोग से हभ सुननक्श्चत कय सकते हैं फक आई चनुौती का बाग फनेगा मा 
सभाधान का। तो फपय आहिाफपमशमर इॊिेमरजेंस औय यचनात्भक रेखन की चनुौनतमाॊ? 
जाइए, हभ नह ॊ भानते।  

खुशी बाि   
ननफॊध भें ततृीम ऩयुस्काय फी.ए. ऩॉमरहिकर साइॊस (आनसा) 

 
   

सयूज 
सूयज सी चभक देखकय  

आकप्रषात फेफाक बागी भैं नॊगे ऩाव  
छारे ऩड ेसहसा उछर   

देखा दखु प्रवराऩ  
कहता चभक देखकय आजातें सफ 

यहना दयू दयाय  
जरा देते हैं भुझ,े भेये दखु के 

याग  
हाथ थाभना जो आओगी 

तो कोमर फन यह जाओगी  
 

सहसा भैंने हाथ थाभा  
आसु आए धगय सभेि 

देखा ऩीठ ऩय कोड़ ेऩड़ ेथे  
बय मरए आॊचर सभेि कहती 

भुस्कुयाकय  
आए हूॉ हाथ थाभने  

साथ ननबाओगे? 
 
 

 
साये गभ जो रे रूॊ भैं 

प्रस्ताव अऩनाओगे 
 

चभक आकप्रषात कय यह   
कफ से जर यहे इस आग भें  

 
खाया सोना तो फन गए तुभ  

 अफ औय कौन चाहहए साथ भें  
 

एकाएक हाथ ऩकड़ कय  
देखता भेये छारो को  
देखता कुछ इस कदय  

 
कुछ सोच यहा हो वो  

फताने को ..... 
भेये ऩास नह ॊ कुछ  

तुम्हें देने मा हदराने को  
मसवाम भेये अक्ग्न को  

यखने को ननबाने को..... 
- सपु्रप्रमा झा हहॊद  प्रवशषे ततृीम वषा 

 
 



फिल्भ सभीऺा  - जोयाभ 

जोयाभ 1 पयवय  2023 को हहॊद  मसनेभाघयों भें आमा। मे आहदवामसमों के जीवन औय 
जीप्रवका को फहुत नजद क से हदखाता है। मह फपल्भ सुध्मत् सायखण्ड के दसक 
आहदवामसमों ऩय आधारयत है। फकन्त्म तयह से इस प्रकाय सभाज भें इनसाननमत प्रवरुप्त 
यह जा यह  है। है। फेगुनाहों फेगुनाहों औय कभप्तीय रोग इनका मशकाय फनते हैं। रेफकन, 
इन सफ के फावजुद्ध कुध रोगों भें इनसाननमत की फीच है, भानवता अबी बी जीप्रवत है। 
'जोयाभ' फपल्भ की सभीऺा कयते हुए भुझ ेअदभ गोंडवी जी की एक ऩॊक्तत माद आ गई- 
'कर की मह वाचार थी, ऩय आज कैसी भौन है जानते हो इसकी खाभोशी का कायण 
कौन है। 
फकसी तयह से एक हॉसता-खेरता ऩरयवाय खत्भ हो जाता है। क्जॊदगी दगी भें खशु यहने की 
कोमशश कयते हैं रेफकन उनकी इस कोमशश को बी खाभोश कय हदमा जाता है। आध्मे, अफ 
आऩ को कहानी के फाये भें फताते हैं-कहानी भें आहदवासी दसरू जो एक नतसर  गैंग को 
छोड़‌कय अऩने ऩरयवाय के साथ भुॊफई आ जाता है, औय वह भजदयू  कयता है। रेफकन एक 
हदन उनऩय हभरा हो जाता है। दसरू की ऩत्नी वानो की जान चर  जाती है औय दसरू 
नन्ह -सी वोयभ को रेकय बा जाता है। झायखॊड की पूरो से फचने के मरए क्जसके फेिे की 
भौत का क्जम्भेदाय दसरू था। दसहरू दधुभुॊह  फच्चीgnhको रेकय गोमरमों से फचते हुए 
बाग यहा है।  
हे बगवान! प्रवश्वास नह ॊ होता है मह वह  दसरू है जो गोमरमों से खेरता था। फपल्भ के 
अॊत तक झसक सॊघषा कयते यहता है। मह फपल्भ देश के उस सभम की एक जीवॊत 
तस्वीय है, क्जसभें प्रवकास के नाभ ऩय ऩमाावयण को हो यहे नुकसान की फात कयना बी 
गुनाह था। मे फपल्भ हय उस इॊसान के हदर को छू रेने वार  है, क्जसने प्रवकास की 
याजनीनत को अऩने गाॉव, कस्फे औय आस-ऩास भहसूस फकमा है।  
इस फपल्भ भें मह बी हदखामा गमा फक आहदवामसमों को अऩनी जभीन कऩनी को फेच देने 
के मरए उकसाते एक मुवक को भाओवाद  सयेआभ उल्िा रिकाकय उसकी चभड़ी को कीरे 
डॊड ेसे उधेड़ देते है। उस मुवक की भाॉ भाओ से फदरा रेने ननकरती है। दसरू बी इस 
ऩाि  भें था। इस कोड के फाद वह शहय बागता है। रेफकन, उस मुवक की भाॉ फदरा रेने 
के मरए उसका ऩीछा कयता हुई शहय तक आती है। एक भाॉ तो सॊवेदना की भूता थी, फकस 
तयह से सभाप्त ने उसे सॊवेदनह न फना हदमा था। इसके फाद फपल्भ भें दसरू फच्ची को 
रेकय बगते यहता है, उसके ऩीछे भुॊफई के दयोगा के मसस्िभ से तुझते यहने औय देश भें 
हुए प्रवकास की सच्ची फीतती है। तस्वीय हदखाने भें फीतती इस फपल्भ का त्रफम्फ - वह रोहे 
की खदानों के फीच खड़ा प्रवशारकाम वृऺ  है।, क्जस ऩय भाडवी को उल्िा रिकामा गमा 
था। इसके साथ ह  कहानी अऩने अॊत तक ऩहुॊच जाती है। रेफकन दसरू की कहानी अबी 
खत्भ नह ॊ हुई है, वह अफ बी बाग यहा है। न जाने फकतने ह  सहदमों से बाग यहे है। 
 

सकृ्ष्ि यॉम हहॊद  प्रवशषे ततृीम  वषा  
 
 



आॉचर चौयमसमा 
ततृीम वषा 
हहन्द  प्रवशषे  



अध्माऩकीम ऩन्ना   

 वी आय वफकिं ग वभुन 

मह फोरना क्जतना प्राउड पीर कयवाता है उतना ह  भामूसी बी दे जाता है 
जहाॊ मह इॊडडऩेंडेंि होने का एहसास हदराता है वह  सैफक्रपाइस की मरस्ि बी 

फनवाता है 
वी आय वफकिं ग वुभन जो सुफह उठकय दौड़ते हैं नहाने तमोंफक फकचन एॊट्र  की वह 

है की  
खाना फना फपय हिफपन यखते हैं औय आनन पानन भें खाकय चरते हैं  

यात की नीॊद को फकस्तों भें भेट्रो भें ऩूय  कयने की कोमशश कयते हैं  
साथ वारा अगय फहुत खड़ूस हो तो हेड भें ज्जमादा मसय ददा मरए उठते हैं  

ड्मूि  ऩय फपय अऩना हॊड्रडे नह ॊ भेफी 80% ह  कयते हैं  
तमोंफक फच्च ेहुए 20 का 80 फनाकय शाभ को घय भें फपय भशतकत कयते हैं  

यात भें थकान से चयू फपय त्रफस्तय ऩय ऩड़ते हैं  
सुफह उठकय फपय वह  साइफकर चारू कयते हैं  

 
वी आय वफकिं ग वुभन, सो हसफैंड के साथ िाइभ बी कभ स्ऩेंड कयते हैं  

कोई सभझ ेना सभझ ेहस्फैंड सभझेंगे मे उम्भीद मरए चरते हैं 
महाॊ तक तो ठीक है रेफकन जफ हभ 2 से 3 फनते हैं 

 एक नमा स्ट्रगर पॉरो कयते हैं  
भाॊ फनना है एक सुखद एहसास सफ फमाॊ कयते हैं  

ऩय है मह एक जॊग जो हभ खदु से खदु के मरए रड़ते हैं  
अफ बी उम्भीद उन सफ काभों की है  
 रेफकन फच्च ेकी क्जम्भेदाय  बी है 

सुफह फच्चों को सोता हुआ छोड़कय आने की हहम्भत नह ॊ होती  
औय उठाकय पीड कय आए तो योते हुए छोड़ने भें जान है जाती 

घय आते ह  फच्चा भाॊ को है चाहता  
भाॊ बी हदन की थकान बूर रेती है उसको उठा 

अऩने खदु की हय  फीभाय  का ध्मान नह ॊ यखती वह भाॊ है कुछ कह बी नह ॊ 
सकती  

जफ वह अऩनी भाॊ से ऩहरे दसूयों को भाॊ है कहता  
तो उसके फोरने की खशुी भें कह ॊ एक ददा बी है छुऩा 

जफ सुनती है फक तेये जाने के फाद तुझ ेमाद नह ॊ कयती  
 फपय से वह  खशुी औय गभ का ऩयचभ है छाता 

जहाॊ खशु है फक वो ज्जमादा योती नह ॊ होगी तो दखुी है भाॊ उसके आस ऩास तमों 
नह ॊ होती 

वी आय वफकिं ग वुभन, वी प्राउड िू फी इॊडडऩेंडेंि एॊड वी आय इन सोयो पॉय 
नेगरेक्तिॊग आय पैमभर   

 
डॉ. वषाा  

अमसस्िेंि प्रोपेसय  
डडऩािाभेंि ऑप फपक्जतस 

 



प्रिमा नतवायी दहन्दी प्रवशषे ततृीम वषा 



  
प्रवदाई  

 

शाखाओॊ भें ऩहर  फाय 
नह ॊ पूि  थी कोऩरें  
हाॉ जरूय ऩहर  फाय  

अननक्श्चत प्रवदाई दे यह  थीॊ 
 हय एक डार  दसूय  डार  के ऩप्रत्तमों को  

भौसभ ने फसॊत को बी नह  द  थी   
कोई आहि ऐसे ऩरयवतान का  

प्रवदाई भानो प्रवदाई ना हो 
वो याग हो क्जसे कोई अऩने कॊ ठ भें  

कबी नह  उतायना चाहेगा मशव फन कय 
फक्ल्क कबी ना रौिने का भरार  

सजृन को धमूभर कय यहा हो  
नए का उत्सव भनाना 

शामद बूर गमा हो फसॊत 
 बूर गमी हो प्रकृनत... 

अबी अबी तो खखरे थे पूर   
अबी-अबी तो आमे थे पर 

एक-एक डामरमों ऩय  
ना पर धगये ना ऩप्रत्तमाॉ ने कहा था 

अरप्रवदा.... 
एक यात अचानक भौसभ ने  

फदर मरमा था ननमभ  
सजृन की प्रफक्रमा का  

 दसूये हदन अकस्भात गभा धाया के 
 प्रवाह ने फदर हदमा हवा का रुख 

 झकझोय हदमा अबी-अबी आमे परों को 
तऩती धऩू की धाया इतनी ननष्ठुय ना हुई 

थी ऩहरे कबी... 
असभथा यहे होंगे शामद मे वृऺ  बी जो ना 

योक ऩाए ताऩ के वेग को  
वो ना फढे, ना ऩके, ना ऩरयऩतव हुए। 

झड़ गए यातो यात  
अगर  सुफह कुछ बी साभान्म नह ॊ था  

साभान्म था मसपा  बोय होना  
कोऩरें पूि  मभर  ऩेड़ो ऩय 

फस 
 

भन फेचनै था  
नए उगे कोऩरों को देख कय 

यात बय उस जन्भ देने की प्रफक्रमा 
ऩय  

फकतनी ऩीड़ा सह  होगी वृऺ  ने  
एक को प्रवदा ना कय ऩाने की ऩीड़ा 

तो 
 दसूये नई कोऩरों के पुिने की 

ऩीड़ा 
 

प्रवचमरत था ह्रदम आने औय चरे 
जाने के 

अिर ननमभ ऩय। 
फकतना कुछ छोड़ देती है प्रकृनत  

हभें भहसूस कयने को  
यचने को, गढने को, फढने को  

मह  वेदना तो सकृ्ष्ि की देन है  
ये भन! कय स्वीकाय 

मे जो फदरा है वेग,जो फदर  है 
ताऩ  

 वो ऩहरे से शामद ननक्श्चत यहा 
होगा 

यहा होगा कोई अिर मसद्धाॊत  
इसके ऩरयवतान का। 

चर अफ बप्रवष्म की कल्ऩनाओॊ भें 
चर  
 

 कर कोमर बी इसी ऩय कुहकेगी  
ऩऩीहा बी प्रऩऊ-प्रऩऊ फोरेगा 

उड़गेी नततर  बुरा कय दखुन 
साये  

उतयेंगे जुगनू कर तेये ह  गोद भें 
फन के मसताये।। 

 
 

 सहामक आचामा हहॊद  प्रवबाग 
कुभाय  शोबा 

 
 
 

  



मे जो डूफे है मसताये  
कर उगेंगे जभी ऩय  

फन के ख्वाफ के नतनके  
डूफा है तो तमा हुआ   

आसभान छूने से ऩहरे  
दफती है फाॊस की फीज बी  

चऩुचाऩ 5 सारों तक  
उसे फोने वारा देता है ऩानी  

त्रफना हदन जोड़ े 
इस उम्भीद भें की एक हदन  
उम्भीद के साहस जैसा ह   

उगेगा उसका प्रवश्वास  
जीवन को तना सभझ  

बयेगा उसभे  बावनाओॊ की नभी  
उगेंगे मसताये एक हदन जभी से ह   

उसहदन ननहायेगा आसभान जभी को 
 उठामेगा अऩने फयाफय झुक कय नभी को  

 

उत्सव 
 

सहामक आचामा हहॊद  प्रवबाग कुभाय  शोबा 



सॊस्कृतस्म अनुबाग् 



सजानशीरता एका भानमसकी प्रफक्रमा अक्स्त, मक्स्भन ्नतूना् प्रवचाया्, 
सभाधाना्, अवधायणा् वा जामन्ते मदा कस्मधचत ्कामास्म ऩरयणाभ् 
उत्तभ् बवनत, तदा प्रवशषेोऩमोगी इनत स्वीकृत् बवनत तदा तत ्कामिं 
सजानात्भकॊ  अक्स्त इनत उच्मते सजानशीरतामा् क्रभे अद्म भानवजानत्  
सपरतामा् ऊध्वाताॊ स्ऩशृनत ।अस्भाकॊ  सभऩाणस्म ऩरयश्रभस्म च साहाय्मेन 
अस्भामब् एतादृशानन मन्त्राखण आप्रवष्कृतानन मेषाॊ साहाय्मेन  भासानाॊ 
कामिं हदवसेष ुबवनत एकहदनस्म कामिं च एकस्माॊ होयामाॊ सम्ऩद्मते न 
अधधकॊ  श्रमभकाणाॊ आवश्मतता अक्स्त न च कारफाधा अक्स्त । ऩयॊ मन्त्रषे ु
अधधकावरम्फनॊ उधचतॊ नाक्स्त । महद तादृशॊ बवनत, तहहा भनषु्माणाॊ 
स्वऺभता ऺमॊ मास्मनत। एकदा एषा क्स्थनत् बप्रवष्मनत, मस्माॊ भनषु्मा् 
स्वत्वेन फकभप्रऩ कतुिं सभथाा् न बप्रवष्मक्न्त । 
मन्त्राखण भखु्मत् हहतकामिं कुवाक्न्त। ऩयन्तु प्रत्मेकवस्तुवत ्तेषाॊ हानन् 
राबश्च स्त्।  
साहहत्मकाया् चतेनाशीरा्, सॊवेदनशीराश्च बवक्न्त तेषाॊ दृक्ष्ि- साभथ्मिं 
बप्रवष्मनतकारे' करयष्मभाणानाॊ घिनानाॊ प्रत्मऺीकयणे ऩिुतयॊ बवनत । ते 
रोकहहताम स्वसाहहत्मभाध्मभेन जनान ् प्रामश् सवादा उधचते भागे 
प्रवतानाम प्रेयमक्न्त. भशीनीकयणभाध्मभेन जनानाॊ कामायाहहत्मॊ जामते तेन 
ते ननक्ष्क्रमा् अतएव रुग्णा् दरयद्राश्च बवक्न्त । एतेषाॊ एतस्माॊ अवस्थामा 
इदॊ दानमत्वॊ बवनत मत ्ते जनान ्मन्त्राणाभ ्सभधुचतोऩमोगॊ प्रनत पे्रयमन्त् 
सभाजस्म सवााङ्गीण- प्रवकासाम सवादा प्रमतेयन ्। 
 
शगुन: मसॊह: ( स्नातकद्प्रवतीमवषा:), 
अन्जमर: याजवॊशी(स्नातकद्प्रवतीमवषा:), 
सभ्मता (स्नातकद्प्रवतीमवषा:) 
 

 सम्ऩादकीमभ ् 



प्रवषमानुिभखणका 

 क –  भानवता (खुशी ऩाण्डमे: ,स्नातकततृीमवषा:) 
ख – सॊस्कृत साहहत्मे नाय  (ननमनत 
सभश्रा,स्नातकततृीमवषा:) 
ग – साहहत्मभ ्एकॊ  जीवनदशानभ ्(भहकशभाा, 
स्नातकततृीमवषा:) 
घ – ऩमाावयणभ ्(वन्दना याम:, स्नातकततृीमवषा:) 
 ङ – सॊस्कृतसाहहत्मे ऩुनजान्भप्रवषमकॊ  धचन्तनभ ्
(हप्रषाता (स्नातकततृीमवषा:) 
 च  – सॊस्कृतसाहहत्मे याक्ष्ट्रमा एकता (ईशा फाॊगा 
(स्नातकततृीमवषा:) 
 छ – भानवतामा: अमबप्राम् (भुस्कान चौफे ,  
स्नातकद्प्रवतीमवषा:) 
 ज – मन्त्राणाॊ भहत्त्वभ ्(अॊजरी 
याजफॊशी,स्नातकद्प्रवतीमवषा:)  
 झ –मन्त्राधीनतामा: मुग: (आयाधना 
याम:,स्नातकततृीमवषा: 
  



भानवता 

भानवता इनत शब्द् भानवस्म स्वबावस्म, गुणस्म च प्रवशषेणॊ अक्स्त। एष् शब्द् न  केवरॊ 
भानवस्म जानतॊ सूचमनत, फकन्तु तस्म गुणानाॊ, धभााणाॊ च सभुच्चमभ ्अप्रऩ दशामनत। 
भानवतामाॊ सहानुबूनत:, करुणा, दमा च इत्मादम् गुणा् सभाहहता् सक्न्त। 
 
भानवता इनत तस्म भूराधाय् अक्स्त। म् भानव् स्वस्म सुखॊ, दु् खॊ च अनुबवनत, स् अन्मेषाॊ 
जनानाॊ दु् खॊ अप्रऩ अनुबप्रवतुॊ सभथा्  अक्स्त। एष् गुण् भानवस्म साभाक्जक जीवनस्म 
आधायबूत् अक्स्त। महद भानव् केवरॊ स्वस्म सुखॊ धचन्तमेत,् तहहा स् भानवता इत्मक्स्भन ्
गुणे वक्चचत् बप्रवष्मनत। 
 
भानवता इनत केवरॊ एकस्म व्मक्ततप्रवशषेस्म गुण् न, फकन्तु सम्ऩूणा- भानवजानतॊ एकत्रत्रतॊ 
कतुा प्रेयमनत। भानवता इनत एकस्म सभाजस्म, याष्ट्रस्म च एकत्वॊ प्रदशामनत। मदा भानवा् 
एकक्स्भन ्सूत्र ेफद्धा बवक्न्त, तदा तेषाॊ सहानुबूनत, सहकामा च वधाते । 
 
वताभानकारे, भानवता इनत प्रवशषेत् आवश्मकॊ  अक्स्त। मदा प्रवश्वे अनेका् सभस्मा्, मुद्धा्, 
दारयद्र्मॊ च प्रवद्मभानॊ अक्स्त, तदा भानवता इनत गुण् अधधकॊ  भहत्वॊ प्राप्नोनत । 
 
अत्, भानवता इनत एकॊ  भहन-् भूल्मॊ अक्स्त, म् भानवस्म जीवनस्म सवात्र प्रकहित् अक्स्त। 
एष् गुण् भानवस्म जीवनॊ सुन्दयॊ, साथाकॊ  च कयोनत। अत्, सवे भानवा् भानवता इनत गुणॊ 
धायमन्तु, मत् एष् गुण् भानवस्म जीवनस्म आधायबूत् अक्स्त । 
 
 भानवता इनत प्रवषम् सम्ऩूणा- भानवजानतॊ एकत्रत्रतॊ कतुा, सहानुबूनत ॊ, करुणाॊ च प्रदशानमतुॊ 
प्रेयमनत। भानवता इनत एकॊ  अभूल्मॊ यत्नभ ्अक्स्त, म् भानवस्म रृदमस्म गह्वयभ ्अक्स्त। 
खशुी ऩाण्डमे्,  
स्नातकततृीमवषा 
  

सॊस्कृतसाहहत्मे नाय  

वैहदकमुगे नाय णाॊ मशऺा स्वकीम- उच्चतभक्स्थतौ आसीत।् नामा: बाषा-साहहत्म-करा-
मुद्धाहदप्रवद्मानाॊ मशऺाॊ प्राप्नुवक्न्त स्भ। ता् ऻानऺेत्र ेअग्रगण्मा् आसन।् फहुप्रवधानाॊ 
नाय णाॊ अमबधानानन प्राप्मन्ते मा् वैहदक भन्त्राणाॊ द्रष््म् आसन।् घोषा - अऩारा - 
िह्भजामा जुहू - दक्षऺणा - योभशा रोऩाद्रभुा - भभता - मभी -प्रवश्ववाया-सूमाा-मसकतादम 
सूततद्रष्ट्रम् ऋप्रषका् वतान्ते ।' एतादृशीनाॊ नाय णाॊ उल्रेखोs प्रऩ उऩरभ्मते  मामब् 
सैननकमशऺाऽप्रऩ प्राप्ता। भुद्गरानी भहाबागामा् नाभ अस्मा् मशऺामा् प्रवषमे िूमते मत ्
मदा वचचका् तस्मा् ऩत्मु् गा् अऩरृतवन्त् तु तमा तै् वचचकै् सह मुद्ध: कृत:। 
नतृ्मसॊगीतरमरतकरानाॊ अभ्मासोऽप्रऩ नारयमब् फक्रमते स्भ | वैहदक मुगे मशऺमा सह 
नाय णाॊ ऩुरुषाणाॊ सदृशॊ उऩनमन-सॊस्कायोऽप्रऩ बवनत स्भ। मऻोऩवीत-सॊस्काय् उबमो् कृते 
सभानरूऩेण अऩरयहामा्  आसीत।् अथवावेदे वखणातभक्स्त मत ्"िह्भचमेण कन्मा मुवानॊ 
प्रवन्दते ऩनतभ"्। अथाात ्स्त्रीमब् मशऺाॊ प्राप्म गुणमुततेन ऩुरुषेण सह् प्रववाहसॊस्काय् 
कयणीम्। भनुस्भतृौ एवॊ वणानॊ प्राप्मते मत ्मा नाय  मादृशने गुणमुततऩुरुषेण सह प्रववाहॊ 
कयोनत सा तादृशै् गुणै् मुतता जामते। अथाात ्सद्गुणमुततेन सह सद्गुणवती तथा 
दगुुाणमुततेन सह सम्फन्धेन दगुुाणवती बवनत । अतएव कन्ममा उधचतकारे एव 
सुमोग्मवयेण सह प्रववाहसॊस्काय् कयणीम्। मजुवेदेऽप्रऩ वणानॊ प्राप्मते मत ्“एका मुवती 
कन्मा मस्मा: मशऺा ऩूणाा बवेत ्तस्मा् प्रववाह् मशक्षऺत ऩुरुषेणैव सह बप्रवतव्म्" । 
एतादृश् एव प्रवचाय् ऋग्वेदेऽप्रऩ उऩरभ्मते। वेदेषु नाय  सद्गुणानाभधधष्ठात्रीत्वेन स्वीफक्रमते     
ननमनत  मभश्रा     स्नातकततृीमवषा: 



सादहत्मभ ्एकॊ  जीवनदशानभ ्

साहहत्मभ ्भानवजीवनस्म भहत्वऩूणा्  अॊश् अक्स्त। इदभ ्अस्भज्जजीवनस्म प्रवमबन्नानाभ ्
अङ्गानाभ ्अवफोधाम साहाय्मॊ कयोनत,  जीवनस्म भूल्मानन  आदशाानन च मशऺमनत। 
साहहत्मस्म अथा्  अक्स्त मरखखतऩदाचजर नाॊ सङ्ग्रह्, मत्र कप्रवता्, काव्मयचना्, नािकानन 
च अन्मा् साहहक्त्मकयचना् सभाप्रवष्िा् सक्न्त। साहहत्मॊ अस्भाकॊ  जीवनस्म प्रवमबन्नानाभ ्
अङ्गानाॊ ऩय ऺणाम सभीचीनाॊ दृक्ष्िॊ ददानत,  जीवनभूल्मानाॊ च आदशाानाचच  मशऺमा 
ऩरयऩारनेन च भानवजीवनॊ सपरमनत। साहहत्मसङ्गीतकराप्रवह न् नय् साऺात ्ऩशुयेवाक्स्त।   
भानवस्म स्वकीमे जीवने अन्मेषाचच जीवने सभाऩनततानाॊ प्रवमबन्नानाॊ प्रेभसुखदु् खाहदबावानाॊ 
च सभानुबूत्मै सहानुबूत्मै च साहहत्मभेव सवोत्तभॊ साधनभक्स्त।   साहहत्मस्म अन्म् 
भहत्वऩूणा्  अॊश् अक्स्त तस्म साॊस्कृनतकभहत्त्वभ।् साहहत्मॊ भानवसॊस्कृते् ऩयॊऩयाणाचच 
सम्मगवफोधाम साहाय्मॊ कयोनत, सत्माहहॊसास्तेमािह्भचमााऩरयग्रहाणाॊ  शाश्वतभूल्मानाॊ 
ऩरयऩारने साहहत्माध्ममनेन साधीमसी प्रवपृ्रत्तबावनत।   तेन बूतभात्रॊ प्रनत 
भैत्रीकरुणाभुहदताद्मनुष्ठानेन स्वस्म अन्मेषाचच जीवने सभदृ्धधयामानत सौख्मभवाप्मते 
जीवनस्म सापल्मचच सचजामते।  
 
भहकशभाा  स्नातकततृीमवषा: 
 ऩमाावयणभ ्

'ऩमाावयण' शब्द् 'ऩरय' तथा 'आवयण' इनत ऩदद्वमेन ननष्ऩद्मते। अत एव ऩरयत् आवयणॊ 
ऩमाावयणभ।् प्रामेण सॊस्कृतसाहहत्मे ऩमाावयणाथे 'प्रकृनत' ऩदॊ व्मवक्ह्नमते। 'ऩरयवेश' इनत 
शब्दस्माप्रऩ ऩमाावयणाथे व्मवहाय् । जीवजगनत भानवस्म फुद्धधभत्ता सुप्रवहदता। सभाजे 
मत ्ऩश्मनत भानव्, मानन दृश्माखण तस्म दृगगोचयाखण बवक्न्त तै् तद मा क्जऻासा 
स्वाबाप्रवकी बवनत। शङ्काकुरॊ बवनत तद मॊ भन् प्रवप्रवधप्रश्ना् जामन्ते तस्म भनमस। स् 
आत्भानॊ स्वतन्त्रॊ भन्मभान् अनावतृॊ भनुते। ऩयन्तु तस्म धचन्तनॊ सवाथा असभचजसभ ्
एव। स् प्रत्मऺरूऩेण अप्रत्मऺरूऩेण वा वामुना, जरेन, बुवा, वृऺ ेण, ऩतङ्गेन, ऩवातेन वा 
ऩरयवतृ्तो बवनत। सकरेन वस्तुजातेन गबीयॊ प्राबाप्रवतॊ बवनत तस्म जीवनभ ्। अतएव 
सभाजे भानवेन सह जैप्रवकऩदाथाानाभजैप्रवकऩदाथाानाॊ च सम्फन्धॊ सभाहहतॊ कयोनत 
ऩमाावयणभ।् मेन प्रबाप्रवतॊ बवनत सभग्रॊ भानवजगत। जीवजगनत प्राखणनाॊ प्रकृनतॊ व्मवहायॊ 
जीवनशैर ॊ च प्रबावमनत ऩमाावयणभ।् ऩमाावयणस्म ऺेत्रॊ प्रवस्ततृभ ्असीमभतभ,् अनन्तॊ 
च।सॊस्कृतसाहहत्मे ऩमाावयणीमा चचाा फहुरा। जन्भन् ऩयॊ भानवस्म प्रकृत्मा सह मथा 
सम्फन्ध् तथा अवस्थानभ।्  प्रकृनतदत्तसाधनानन तस्म कृते उऩहायसदृशानन बवक्न्त। अत् 
भानवस्म प्रवचाये प्रकृनत् अरौफककशक्ततरूऩा। प्रकृनतॊ कल्माणप्रदाॊ प्रवचामा तस्मा् 
जैप्रवकानन अजैप्रवकानन च तत्त्वानन अनुऺणॊ ऩूजमनत भानव्। 
 मथा- 
ॐ भरुद्भ्मो नभ्, ॐ अद्भ्मो नभ्, ॐ वनस्ऩनतभ्मो नभ्, ॐ हदवाचयेभ्मो नभ्, ॐ 
बूतेभ्मो नभ:,  ॐ सवाात्भबूतमे नभ् ।।” 
 
वन्दना याम:, 
स्नातक-ततृीम-वषा: 
 
 
 



सॊस्कृतसाहहत्मे ऩनुजान्भप्रवषमकॊ  धचन्तनभ ्
 
कभााधारयत:ऩुनजान्भप्रवषमकमसद्धान्तोऽमॊ न केवरॊ बायतीमदशानेषु अप्रऩतु सम्ऩूणाप्रवश्वसाहहत्मेष्वप्रऩ 
भौमरकमसद्धान्तरूऩेण ऩरयगखणत्। अनेन प्रामश् सहस्रश् अप्रत्मऺ- प्रश्नानाॊ सभस्मानाॊ वा सभाधानॊ 
सहजतमैव बवनत। अस्म चचाा सम्बवत् भानवसषृ्िेयाहदत एव अनवयतरूऩेण श्रमूते, का कथा ऩुन् 
ऩाश्चात्मदशानसाहहत्मजैन फौद्धईसाईभुक्स्रभाहदसम्प्रदामानाभ ्? कथचच मिमते ? भयणानन्तयचच 
फकभ ्? कथचच तावत ्ऩुनयागभनभ,् कश्च तक्स्भन्नाधाय्, का वा व्मवस्थेनत अनवयतरूऩेण भनुष्मॊ 
प्रवरोडमन्त् केधचत ्प्रश्ना् भनमस जाग्रनत । 
 
वेदानाॊ सवाऻानभमत्वात'् एतत्सदृशप्रभुखवैहदकमसद्धान्तस्माप्रऩ आहदभ् स्रोत् स एवेनत ननश्चप्रचभेतत ्
। फेदेषु भुहुभुाह् चचाास्म प्राप्मते, ऋग्वेदे एव प्रवमबन्नाथेषु कभाशब्दस्म प्रमोग् चत्वारयशतधा दृश्मते। 
कुत्रधचत ्ऩयाक्रभाथे कुत्रधचच्च वीयकामें मऻदानाद्मथेषु वा। एतेषु अन्मान्मसशततप्रभाणेषु वा सत्स्वप्रऩ 
केधचत ्ऩाश्चात्मऩक्ण्डतम्भन्मभाना् अन्धेनैव अन्धा् नीमभाना् तदनुवनतान् चतुयाऺयऻानेनैव 
नात्भसदृशॊ कभप्रऩ भन्मभाना, ऺणस्थानमकीत्ताावेव स्वात्भानॊ ऋप्रषतुल्मॊ धन्मॊ वा भन्मभाना् 
ऩाश्चात्मप्रवनतातभागेषु नननेत्रमभव गम्मभाना केधचत ्बायतीमा् अप्रऩ दनु्दमुबघोषऩुयस्सयभुद्घोषमक्न्त 
मत ्कभामसद्धान्तोऽमॊ भूरत् न वेदे न च बायतीमऩयम्ऩयामाॊ नाप्रऩ वा दशानऩयम्ऩयामाॊ वा वखणात् 
अप्रऩतु केषाक्चचत ्भते आहदवामसमब् स्वीकृत्, केषाक्चचच्च भते ऩाश्चात्मै् मभश्रवास्तव्मै् वा इनत 
कीथ-ओल्डनेवगाादम् । अत्र रेखकभतोऽमॊ वेदेषु सवेऽप्रऩ मसद्धान्ता् फीजरूऩेण प्राप्ता् तेषाभेव च 
प्रवकास् कारान्तये िाह्भण-आयण्मक-उऩननषद्-दशान-धभाशास्त्राहदषु । भूराबावे कुतश्च ऩुन् 
तदनुवनतासाहहत्मेषु । इतीदभत्र दामेनावधेमॊ मत ्आगावेदात ्सम्ऩूणावैहदकवाङ्भमे 
तदनुसारयसभस्तशास्त्रषे्वप्रऩ प्रवषमस्मास्म चचाा प्राधान्मेन कृतेनत नात्र शङ्काऩङ्ककरङ्करेशोप्रऩ ।     
 
हप्रषाता 
स्नातकततृीमवषा्  
 



सॊस्कृतसाहहत्मे याक्ष्ट्रमा एकता 
सॊस्कृतसाहहत्मे वैहदककारादायभ्म इदानीन्तनकारऩमान्तॊ  याक्ष्ट्रमा एकता, 
प्रवश्वभ्राततृ्वफोध्, सॊहनतफोधस्म बावना च ऩदे ऩदे ऩरयरक्ष्मते । 
आधनुनकसॊस्कृतसाहहत्मे सॊस्कृतकप्रवतामाॊ प्रवप्रवधप्रवषमा् उऩरभ्मन्ते। सभाजस्म 
फहुप्रवधा सभस्मा, नाय ननमाातनॊ,सन्त्रासवाद्, आतङ्कवाद्, भनुष्मत्वस्म अवऺम् 
इत्माहद प्रवषमान ्आधनुनक सॊस्कृतरेखका् छन्दोफद्धय त्मा काव्मरूऩॊ दत्तवन्त् 
।सॊस्कृतरेखका् सहजसयरबाषमा तेषाॊ अमबव्मक्ततॊ प्रकामशतवन्त्। आधनुनककप्रवना 
आचामासत्मव्रतशाक्स्त्रणा स्वप्रवयधचते 'इक्न्दयागान्धीचरयतभ'् इनत भहाकाव्मे 
प्रवश्वफन्धतु्वस्म बावना प्रकि कृता 
“सवेऽत्र सम्बूम सुखॊ वसन्तु प्रप्रमॊ वदन्तु प्रप्रमभाचयन्तु ।  
न प्रवग्रहो वा करहो बवेद्वा स्माद् बायतॊ नन्दनतुल्मरूऩभ ्॥” इनत 
 ऩुनयप्रऩ शाक्स्त्रभहाबागा् प्रवश्वस्म सवात्र भैत्रीबावना आगच्छतु इनत वखणातवन्त:- 
“भैत्री सभैयत्र जनैयबीष्िा कल्माणफुद्धध् प्रसतृाऽत्र साध्वी ।  
अत्रवै ऩूवे ऋषमोऽभ्मवोचन ्कुिुम्फभेकॊ  वसुधाॊ सभग्राभ॥्” इनत 
 
डॉ.कप्रऩरदेवद्प्रववेद भहाबागेनाप्रऩ 'भातबृूमभ्' इनत शीषाकेण प्रवश्वफन्धतु्वस्म बावना 
प्रस्तुता काव्मे- 
 “प्रवश्वशाक्न्त: सदा ते भता सॊभता प्रवश्वफन्धतु्वमशऺा सदा ते प्रप्रमा।  
त्वॊ तु प्रवश्वॊ कुिुम्फॊ सदा भन्मसे ऻानदात्री सदा ऩाऩहत्री भता।।” इनत 
अन्मत्राप्रऩ द्प्रववेहदभहाबागा्  काव्मभाध्मभेन सवाान ्जनान ्प्रवश्वफन्धतु्वॊ मशऺमक्न्त । 
अथ च बायतयाष्ट्रस्म गोयवॊ प्रवश्वऩिरे स्थाऩमक्न्त- 
“मत्र सत्म मशव सुन्दय याजते मत्र धभााचाना वीयऩूजा सदा।  
मत्र प्रवश्वॊ कुिुम्फॊ भतॊ शे्रमसे तॊ बायतॊ  नुभ:।” 
प्राम् सवेषु सॊस्कृतवाड्भमेषु प्रवश्वफन्धतु्वॊ काभमन्ते रेखका्। 'वसुधवै कुिुम्फकभ'् 
इत्मस्म बावना सम्प्रनत आवश्मकी वताते। वमॊ ऩश्माभ् मद् प्रवश्वॊ यागद्वेषाहदबावनमा 
ज्जवमरतॊ वताते। एकॊ  याष्ट्रभ ्अऩयॊ प्रनत कु्रध्मनत । प्रनतहदनॊ ऩयस्ऩयॊ मेन केन प्रकायेण 
प्रववाद एव दृश्मते रोके। न केवरॊ याष्ट्राध्मऺा एव प्रववादे ऩनतता्, अप्रऩतु सभ्मा् 
नागरयका् अप्रऩ ऩयस्ऩयॊ यागद्वेषाहदबावनमा प्रबाप्रवता् ।                                                                                                 
ईशा फाॊगा                                                                                      
स्नातकततृीमवषा: 
 

भानवतामा् अमबप्राम् 
भानवतामा् अथा्  अक्स्त सावाबौभप्रेभभ।् मत्र सभग्रॊ जगत ्अस्भाकभ ्मभत्रभ ्वताते।  
मजुवेदे अप्रऩ उक्ल्रखखतॊ -  
“मभत्रस्माहॊ चऺुषा सवााखण बूतानन सभीऺा। 
मभत्रस्म चऺुषा सभीऺाभहे।”(मजुवेद 36/18 ) 
भानवता भानवजीवनस्म सायबूता अक्स्त। भानवतामाॊ ननधानानाॊ कृते करुणा, 
सेवाबावश्च जामते। भानवतामा् सम्ऩूणा्  अथा्  वताते मत ्सवे भानवा् सभाना् सक्न्त। 
भानवतामा् अथा्  शाक्न्त् अप्रऩ वताते, प्रवश्वे शाक्न्त- स्थाऩनाम भानवता अत्मावश्मकी। 
अत् भानवतानुऩारभ ्अस्भाकॊ  कताव्मभक्स्त। 
भुस्कान चौफे  
स्नातकद्प्रवतीमवषा: 



मन्त्राणाॊ भहत्त्वभ ्
 
मथा कारगभनभ ्अबवत,् तथा भानवा् नूतनान ्आप्रवष्कायान ्अयचमन।् आप्रवष्कायेषु एतेषु, 
मन्त्राखण भुख्मानन आसन।् 
 
मेनैप्रऩ वस्तुना भनुष्मकामाभ ्अल्ऩीफक्रमते, तत ्मन्त्रॊ कथनमतुॊ शतमते। मन्त्राखण तु 
प्राचीनकारादेव ननभीमन्ते स्भ। ऩयॊ सत्मरूऩेण मन्त्रमुगॊ 'Industrial Revolution' अथवा 
औद्मोधगकक्राक्न्त् इत्मस्मानन्तयॊ प्रायब्धभ।् 
 
आधनुनकजीवनॊ मन्त्रै्  प्रवना अशतमभेव। प्राम् प्रत्मेकस्भै कामााम मन्त्रभेकॊ  वताते। प्रवशषेत् 
मेभ्म् कामेभ्म् श्रभ् आवश्मक्, तेभ्म् मन्त्रननभााणभ ्अबवत।् मथा -वस्त्रऺारनाम अधनुा 
मन्त्रॊ ननमभातभ।् मन्त्राखण तत्राप्रऩ वतान्ते, मत्र भनुष्मा् सुखॊ वाचछक्न्त। मथा - 
वामुशीतर कयणमन्त्रॊ कऺे शीतरताॊ प्रसायमनत। मन्त्राणाभ ्उऩमोग् उद्मोगेषु अप्रऩ बवनत। 
 
ऩयॊ मन्त्रषेु अधधकावरम्फनॊ मोग्मॊ नाक्स्त । महद तादृशॊ बवनत, तहहा भनुष्माणाॊ स्वऺभता 
ऺमॊ मास्मनत। एकदा एषा क्स्थनत् बप्रवष्मनत, मस्माॊ भनुष्मा् स्वत्वेन फकभप्रऩ कतुिं सभथाा् 
न बप्रवष्मक्न्त । 
 
मन्त्राखण भुख्मत् हहतकामिं कुवाक्न्त। ऩयन्तु प्रत्मेकवस्तुवत ्तेषाॊ हानन् राबश्च स्त्। अत् 
मन्त्राखण जीवने भहत्त्वऩूणाानन सक्न्त, ऩयन्तु भनुष्मा् प्रववेकफुद्धमा एव मन्त्राखण 
उऩमोजमेमु्। 
अॊजर  याजफॊशी, 
स्नातकद्प्रवतीमवषा: 



मन्राधीनतामा: मुग: 

मन्रमगु: अस्भाकॊ  जीवनस्म अननवामा: ऩऺ: सॊवरृ्त्:।भानवस्म ित्मेकॊ  ऩऺ: 
मॊराणाॊ  उऩमोगेन िबाप्रवत: जात:। अधनुा वमॊ स्वस्म ककभप्रऩ काम ंशीघ्रॊ 
सरुबतमा च कतु ंशतनभु्।  गहेृ सवेषाॊ कामााणाॊ कृते मन्राखण उऩरभ्मन्ते। 
वस्राणाॊ ऩाराणाॊ च िऺारनाददष ु ऩयुातनसभमे  कदठनऩरयश्रभ् सभम् च 
बवनत स्भ, अद्मत्वे मॊराणाॊ उऩमोगेन सवे काम ंकनतऩमेष ुऺणेष ुएव कतु ं
शतमते। भाइिोवेवमन्र ेअन्नॊ शीघ्रॊ  प्रवऩच्म उटणॊ स्थाऩनमतुॊ शतमते । 
गहृस्म शोधनाथाभ ्अनेकानन मन्राखण अप्रऩ सष्न्त मेषाॊ साहय्मेन 
सपु्रवधानसुायॊ काम ंकतु ंशतमते। ऩरयवहनसाधनानाभ ्कायणाद् वमॊ शीघ्रॊ 
कुराप्रऩ िाप्तुॊ शतनभु्। अधनुा वमॊ दयूननवासीनन सभराखण फन्धजुनाॊश्चच मदा 
स्भयाभ् तदा दयूवाणीभध्मभेन सभीऩे आगतानन ऩश्माभ:। दयूतामा् अथा्  
नाष्स्त इत् ऩयभ।् िनत ननभेषॊ भोफाईर वा अन्तजाारभाध्मभेन प्रवश्वस्म 
कष्स्भन ्अप्रऩ कोणे ननवसद्सब: जन:ै सह सम्ऩकं कतु ंशतनभु्। एवॊ 
मन्राणाॊ आगभनेन अस्भाकॊ  जीवने भहत्त्वऩणूाानन ऩरयवतानानन अबवन ्। 
 
आयाधना याम: 
स्नातकततृीमवषा: 



PrinciPal’s awards and 
Achievements 

Introduction:  
Principal - Prof.  Meena  Charanda  

Professor Meena Charanda is a distinguished academician and administrator, currently serving 
as the Principal of Kalindi College, University of Delhi. With a rich educational background and 
extensive research experience, Prof. Charanda embodies a commitment to academic excellence 
and social justice. Her leadership is characterized by a blend of scholarly rigor and proactive 
engagement in community service initiatives. Prof. Charanda holds a Ph.D. from the Department 
of Political Science at the University of Delhi, with her doctoral research focusing on the role of 
Dalit legislators in the Uttar Pradesh Assembly. Her academic journey also includes a Master of 
Philosophy degree in African Studies, where she delved into the political dynamics of South 
Africa, reflecting her interdisciplinary approach to understanding socio-political issues. As an 
accomplished author, Prof. Charanda has contributed significantly to the academic discourse 
through her publications on topics ranging from Dalit women's struggles to the intersection of 
media, democracy, and human rights advocacy. In addition to her scholarly contributions, Prof. 
Charanda has been deeply involved in university governance and community outreach activities. 
She has served in various administrative roles, including convening committees related to equal 
opportunities, media, library, and student welfare. Her dedication to promoting diversity and 
inclusivity is evident in her leadership of initiatives such as the Equal Opportunity Cell and her 
involvement in organizing events commemorating the legacy of social reformers like Dr. B.R. 
Ambedkar. Beyond academia, Prof. Charanda's commitment to social justice extends to her 
engagement in community service projects, such as organizing orientation programs for 
students with disabilities, facilitating scholarship opportunities, and raising awareness on issues 
of gender-based violence.  
Prof. Meena Charanda has amassed a remarkable array of accomplishments, showcasing her 
dedication to both academia and community service. Prof. Charanda has been awarded with a 
very prestigious “Honorary Doctorate” by an esteemed Socrates Social Research University. 
Meena Charanda has added another feather to her hat for awarded with International Sanskriti 
Award for outstanding achievements and contribution in the field of academics and social work 
by Socrates social Research University, at India international centre, Delhi on 30th March 2024 
Her commitment to women's empowerment is evident through consecutive awards received in 
2021 and 2022 from the Indraprastha Shiksha and Khel Vikas Sangathan, recognizing her 
significant contributions in this field. Additionally, her efforts have been internationally 
recognized, as evidenced by the prestigious "Indo Nepal Samrasta Award" and the "Mahila 
Shakti Shiromani Award" bestowed upon her in Kathmandu, Nepal. Prof. Charanda's prowess as 
an educator has been acknowledged through the Best Lecturer Award conferred by the 
Directorate of Higher Education, Government of Delhi, coupled with a generous cash prize, she 
has also grabbed various other prestigious awards such as Women Empowerment Awards 2021 
(Indraprastha Sliksha Evam Khel Vikas Sanghthan Women Wing (Regd)), Women Empowerment 
Awards 2022 (Indraprastha Shiksha Evam Khel Vikas Sanghthan Women Wing (Regd)) and The 
Glory of India (Gold Medallist 2019) Best Citizen Publishing House. This year, Prof. Meena has 
been honored with the esteemed Mata Savitri Bai Phule International Award, a prestigious 
recognition of her outstanding contributions.Her multifaceted talents extend beyond the 
academic realm, as demonstrated by her involvement in cultural events, workshops, and 
webinars aimed at skill development and fostering dialogue on pertinent issues like time 
management during the Covid-19 pandemic and the evolving media landscape. These 
accomplishments collectively underscore Prof. Charanda's exceptional contributions to 
education, women's empowerment, and community engagement, solidifying her as a beacon of 
inspiration and leadership in her field.  



 

Some Glimpses of the award ceremony and 
media coverage 





PrinciPal’s awards and 
Achievements 





Oath-Taking Ceremony and fresher’s   
Welcome 



National Festivals 



Annual Fest of Biochemical Society “Time Wrap: 
Where Science meets Culture” 

Two Days Workshop on Science, Technology, and 
Wellness: Transforming Lives through Innovation 

Oath Ceremony cum Lecture on Forensic Science 

Department of Botany 



Department of Commerce 

Department of Computer Science 

Group photograph with the 
Principal during the inaugural 
ceremony of Sattva 2024-25, held 
on 3rd October 2024 in the 
Seminar Room. 

A visit to Microsoft office, Gurugram by the 
students of Computer Science department 
organised by Sattva under TechX 2024. 

Miss Commerce  



Department of Economics 

Fresher welcome  

Educational visit  to  Pradhanmantri  Sangrahlya  



DEPARTMENT OF JOURNALISM: SAHAAFAT 

Dr. Manisha Tomar, TIC, Journalism 
Department and Dr. Praveen 
Gautam, Asst. Professor,  
Journalism Department facilitating 
Ms. Chandrika Joshi speaker of the 
seminar on News , Narrative & Nari 
Shakti    
Date :7/03/2025 

Students of 
Department of 
Journalism participates 
in the India TV 
Educational Conclave 
Date : 27/02/2025 
Location: India TV 
Educational Conclave, 
New Delhi 

Students of Department of 
Journalism visit Aadi 
Mahotsav organized by TRIFED 
India 
Date : 20/02/2025 
Location : National Tribal 
Festival, Major Dhyan Chand 
Stadium, New Delhi 



English Literary Society 



Department of hindi  

दहॊदी ऩखवाडा सभाऩन औय ऩुयस्काय प्रवतयण सभायोह ,आग़ाज़ धथएटय तरफ की िस्तुनत , सॊगभ ऩरयसय 
,30 ससतम्फय 2024  

दहॊदी ऩखवाड़ ेके अॊतगात 
एक ददवसीम व्माख्मान भें 
कासरन्दी भहाप्रवद्मारम 
िाचामा िो.भीना चयाॊदा  
भुख्म अनतधथ िो.अननर 
याम ,िो.भॊजु भुकुर 
काम्फरे सेसभनाय कऺ 18 
ससतम्फय 2024 

अकादसभक प्रवष्जट ऩुस्तक भेरा बायत भॊडऩभ िगनत भैदान  



DEPARTMENT  OF HISTORY  



Department of Music 

Department of Sanskrit 

10 days Sanskrit Speaking Workshop in the collaboration with 
Sanskrit Bharti on 14th-25th October 2024 

The Special lecture  - by Pro. Satyapal Singh, Professor in 
Sanskrit Department, University of Delhi 



Physithon Society, The Physics Society 

The Orientation Day for BSc(H) Physics 1st year and BSc Physical Science 1st year students, was 
held on August 30, 2024, at Kalindi College, University of Delhi.  



BA Program Committee 

Lecture session  Date: 25th Nov  Venue: Seminar room    
Guest Speakers: Prof. Tanvir Aeijaz and Prof. Somosri Hore 

Guest speakers along with the convenor and department  
core team members 

Department Of Physical Education 
Inter class Match 2024-25 

 

Kho kho  

Volleyball 



Inter class Match 2024-25 

 Boxing 

Chess 

 Judo  

Table Tennis 



 Taekwondo  



 Hand ball 
Kabbadi  

 Badminton   Basketball  

Inter class Match 2024-25 



 

  

  

  

  

 
 

SHWETA 

All India Inter University Participation in Handball 

 

  

  

  

  

 
 
 
 

SHANIYA 

All India Inter University Participation in Kabaddi 

  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

KAJAL  

All India Inter University Participation in Judo 

and Boxing 

 

  

  

  

  

HIMANSHI 

All India Inter University participation in Cricket, 2nd 

position in district kabaddi (junior) 
3rd position in district kabaddi(senior) 

  

 

  

  

  

  

RASHI 

All India Inter University Participation in Boxing, Bronze in Delhi 

state boxing  

  

 

  

  

  

  

PARUL 
2nd in district kabaddi (junior), 3rd position in 

district kabaddi(senior), 1st position in Delhi 

state kabaddi 

 

  

 NISHITA 

2nd position in district kabaddi (junior) 

  

 

  

  

  

POOJA 

3rd position in inter college boxing  

  

 

  

  

  

PRASHANSA AGARWAL 

3rd  position in inter college taekwondo 

  

 

  

  

  

  

  

  

SAKSHI 

2nd position in district kabaddi 

  

 

  

  

  

  

  

 
 

SAKSHI 

3rd position in inter college Judo 

  

 

  

  

  

  

ARSHIYA NEGI 

3rd position in district kabaddi(senior) 

  



DEPARTMENT OF ZOOLOGY 

Organized  a work shop on Heart health awareness and CPR training workshop in association 
with Sir Ganga ram Hospital New Delhi on 5 November 2024 at seminar Room. 



ECA-CLUBS 

Team aaghaaz won 2nd position in 
SYMBIOSIS,NOIDA 

Paint & Brush: A Poster Making Competition on the 
theme 'Anti-Ragging 

Rangoli Cultural Club: Participants making 
rangoli in the rangoli event 



Lamp-lighting and Inaugural of ECA Cultural Program on 19/2/25 



Of Muses and Bards team with ECA committee Aaghazclub 

DEVELOPMENT’S  ACTIVITIES    

एक ददवसीम गैय शैऺ खणक कामाशारा  एक ददवसीम शैऺखणक कामाशारा भुख्म वतता 
आदयणीम ऩी.सी.टॊडन व  िाचामाा िोपेसय भीना 
चयॊदा  





Student Union 



Garden Committee 
Plantation drive organized 30 September 2024 in collaboration with 

Hindi Department 
 



LEHREN 25 DAY -1 

CHIEF GUEST SHRI RAVINDER INDRAJ SINGH(MINISTER OF SOCIAL WELFARE,SC ST,GOVT.OF DELHI) 

DAY-2  CHIEF GUEST SHRI LAL SINGH ARYA(NATIONAL PRESIDENT ,SC MORCHA ,BJP) 

DAY-2 



LEHREN DAY -2 4TH APRIL 2025  

GUEST OF HONOUR SHRI GURU PRAKSH PASWAN (NATIONAL SPOKES PERSON BJP)  



DAY 2-    4  APRIL 2025 

     CHIEF GUEST SHRI. CHIRAG PASWAN 



LEHREN-25 DAY-2 

CHAIR PERSON GOVERNING BODY KALINDI COLLEGE  PROFE. MANJU 
KAMBLE  : PROF. MEENA CHARANDA PRINCIPAL  



 
Lehren Competition’s 





Kalindi College DU 
Department of Physical Education 

Sports Achievers 2024-25 

SWETA 
All India Inter University 
Participation  
in Kho-Kho 

RIYA 
All India Inter University 
Participation in Boxing 

ANJITHA 
All India Inter University 
Participation in Chess 

MEGHA 
Silver medal in 100,200 m race in Inter College 
athletic tournament  
 

SAKSHI 
2nd position in 21 km race in Inter College athletic tournament, 
4th position in 5 km race in Inter College athletic tournament 

SHALINI MAURYA 
2nd position in 10 km race in Inter 
College athletic tournament 




