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STUDENT EDITORIAL

“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, Il 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, |
Year

Weaving through the crowds, |
heaved a sigh for | 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
guestioning the sight.

Seeing the cogwheels turn, | wonder,
would there come a time-
Where | 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?



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

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
phones
notifications, with our inboxes filled with

despite having our ringing 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 Al 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 Al 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. Al 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 Al.

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



Feed: A Dystopia Or A Future In The
Making-?
Sanchita Maiji, B.A. (H) English, Il 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

through social media channels, our With Al 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.

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



Committed to not Unnamed

Avni Chaudhary, B.A. (H) English,

Il Year

Committed to nothing. The wilderness of
existence, doing anything but coming back
is more different. The rage, the purpose a
person has, can | remember every single
detail | 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 | already am.
Being observed but never dived deep into.

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

>>>>><<<<

Would | have a life»

Sarah Dar, B.A. (H) English, | 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,

Would | have a life>
Sarah Dar, B.A. (H) English, | 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, |
wondered:
Would my life be better if | was a machine
or would my life still remain?

There was little difference between the two
and all | could do was walk-
Because at least | 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, |
wondered:
Would my life be better if | was a
machine or would my life still remain?
There was little difference between the
two and all | could do was walk-
Because at least | had that right, albeit
not for long.



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

| 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 | long feared.
Now, silence hums where heartbeats stayed,
A name once called, now softly fades.
| float between the wailing cries,
Lost in their grief, unseen by eyes.
The world moves on, yet | remain
Drifting through the threads of pain.

f

Robot: Film Review

Lakshmi Priya, B. Com (H). | Year

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

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

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.



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 |
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.

Last Ones Left

Priyanka Chaturvedi, B.A.

Programme, | Year

| 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, |
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 | 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 | 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 - | feel the
loneliness,
Detachment -caresses my
skin,

Sending shivers down us
both.

But | should feel free, as
should you,



Dialogue Between Mankind and
Nature
Kashvi Sethi, B.A. (H) English, Il Year

| was the occupant, holder was

Mankind: you
! laugh at my own feat, I notice Took you for granted, | killed you.

everything with Care
’ Nature:

| glare at my own feet, couldn’t .

O dear, listen to the words | say
stand there | stay here forever

What is that you have? What did ¥ .

No matter how much the sky is
have I? grey
You had it all, it owned you, you Night might stay for dark hours

owned it . .
.. , Days shine brighter, O manlama
Snatching it all | wasn’t even shy -
. ) fighter
What gifts do | return you? I've P
Nature, some call me, infinite
taken them all some utter
Standing in front of you | still am L. .
Half of me is missing without the
small
flesh that makes me better

Glory, | deserve, a chance you do
Snatch nothing, | have, a bit |
have for you.

Call me a beggar, O call me a robber
Brand me a culprit, | am the thief
Pulling away even the last leaf
I shall go, disappear, shall I?

Tell me O mother, tell me my owner >>>><<<K<

Lantern’'s Lament
Kayra Tak, B.A. (H) English, 11l Year

Thy creaking yellow glass,
Grows thicker under shame.

Disgraced by thy self-written stories of infamy Less pain is not enough to cause

With no audience to tend to. worry.
With no impressions to absorb. Ochres paint a sunset that never
sets.

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,

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, lIYear

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.




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

I have seen men, strong as stone, They are the walls of a mighty fort,
Yet softer than the morning sun- Standing firm, holding court.
Moving, breaking, bending, mending, Acting strong, providing grace,
Bearing burdens, never ending. Knights without a shining face.
I saw a man push his cart in the rain, Yet tell me, who lets them weep?
Selling fruit, through loss and pain. Who holds them when they fall too deep?
His hands were rough, his face was worn, Who tells them, "It's okay to feel,"
But in his eyes, the dusk and dawn. That breaking does not mean they're weak?
The rich man, the poor man- each the same, | have seen a man cry once-
How light they must feel, in that brief A rare and precious sight to see.
Escape from chains of silent ache, Tears traced the scars of years,
A moment given, not to takeBut the world has And at that moment, he was free.
taught them steel and stone Toiling outside, lostin  Oh, how beautiful they are in grief, To stand
the game. unshaken, all alone.
Brick by brick, they build and stand, Soft men, strong men- caged in might,
A fortress made of calloused hands. Yet still, they rise, still, they fight.
>>><<L<L

Blue and Grey
Priyanka Chaturvedi, B.A. Programme,
| Year

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; | shake my head slightly in
disapproval, perhaps. | bend a little to lift the cartons one by one, as | 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. | carry perhaps the sixth one, placing it next to the
almirah where | 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. | 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... | 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, | 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 | console the guests), there has never been a mirror
nor a window in my abode.

So, | feel strange as | gaze into the mirror, but before | can question my appearance—one |
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?" | 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."

| turn around, staring at her, most likely in a perplexed state, for she appears, in every way,
completely different from how | am used to seeing her.

"Miss, what do you mean?" | ask her, but she does not respond. Instead, she hands me a key. A
beautiful key, one | recognize, but | do not understand. Yet, | 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 | 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. | find myself in the sky. In the sky? What does that even mean?
How is this happening?

"Miss, what is happening?" | ask, bewildered by the greenery of the trees, the vast seain a
multitude of shades of white and blue, reflecting the blinding glow of the afternoon sun, and
the sky. Blinded by all these colors, | 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. | 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.

| turn on my heels, hoping to find the mirror again, but | am stunned by the feel of hard grains
sticking to the bottom of my feet.

"Miss Anne, please, explain. | 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 | mistake it for love. | almost turn my cheek further into the warmth of her
palm. | 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. | 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. | talk too much, and | ramble on,
without reaching any conclusion, Miss Anne..."

She smiles so softly when | open my eyes that | feel as though | should melt if | could.

““‘What is it in me that’s so grey?’ you asked me. You said | would know, for certain, didn’t
you?" | 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 | have never seen
before. "And ask yourself. Miss Anne is waiting for your hand, kind one."

| blink as she steps back into the cold white glow, ascending into the sky, and tighten my grip on
the feather she gave me. | feel | now know what to say to Miss Anne when she comes. Despite
the usual annoyance she puts up whenever | approach, she must answer me—and herself—
today.



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

In a world of mirrors and whispers,
I dance on glass, my heart in a twister.
Striving for perfection, | push myself harder,
To be the best, to stand out as a starter.

But in this pursuit, | lose sight of who |

amCaught up in the dance, like a broken dam.

The darkness surrounds me, its grip so tight,
As | 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 | 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, | 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, | 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 | 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, "l am but a shadow in this
light."
have become the masterpiece | 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,
"l have achieved perfection."
The Black Swan has consumed me,
leaving behind only my lifeless shell.

>>>><<LLL

The Fallen’'s Lament
Deeksha Gupta, B.A. (H) Pol. Sc, Il 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 | 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 | 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, | hear thy cries; the pain in thine eyes | see.
Man, and the Morningstar—both beloved to me, branches and stems of the same tree,
And |, 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?

| made a fire, and | decided what the flames would consume.
I made the truth, and | 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?

p—— ]
Deeksha Gupta, Pol Sci. (H), Il Year




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

I missed out on a major phase in my Elixir Of Life,
life, He, sucked the
When nubility was supposed to hit, Color out of my life.

With bigger bosom and redder With eyes
cheeks, Farther into my sockets,
And blood rushing into my veins. The skin-

Somehow pallid yet dark,
My coming-of-age,
Was marked by,
Concrete tasting syrups, and,
Multi-hued tablets

| had never felt more
comatose.

Shackled to the metallic bed,
I slept, and slept,
Until | woke up new.

When it was my turn,
To get drunk on the SSSLL

Cocoon to Wings

Yonder Land Rhythm, B.A. (H) English, Il Year

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

Il 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.

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, |l 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:

“Ill 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?

| thought you were familiar with the
drill.

...Done.

Very good.

Why do | 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.
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Shivangi Yadav, B.A. Progamme, Il Year




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

| feel myself corroding from the inside out, the rot getting to my insides, which twist and turn
within themselves as | 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 | 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. | wait for it to cradle my cheek; hope for it to bring me peace
which | cannot fathom for all | 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. | 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 | cannot even rest my eyes upon what | long for; the cruelty in her
eyes turns into contentedness upon making sure | do not drift away from her embrace. If she
were the same mother that had lulled me into oblivion whenever it was that | bled when my
tiny leaves were plucked, | swear | would not doubt her love once.

“You are fragile, you will break. Oh, what if you do?” but | long to see: | will for a feel of the
heady heat of June scorching its wrath down upon my fragile body; | will for the dry winds of
March to set me in a flurry; | will for the harsh acidic rain of August hitting my body, possibly
even stripping me of my leaves. | 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.

| 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 |
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.

| swear, the love was there. | 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 | felt no more a daughter but an extension of her own self that she’d lose if
| 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. | knew no better, but to give. And so, | gave.
| gave and | gave until | could not give no more. Until | felt myself rot into nothingness, allowing
her to mold me her way as she pleased, but my gaze lingered.

| longed for more, more and more, and all that | could get a hold of. Only if my organs were not
rotting, only if the stench wasn’t all that | could sense all about my body, only if...

So, | 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 | was so far away that my
fear was reflected in her eyes. Until | was so far away that | 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, |l Year




Simplicity
Divyansha Batra, B.A. Programme, lllYear

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, | 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 | 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?” | asked her, semi sincerely. | 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, lvy. 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. | 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. | 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. | 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.”

| chuckle and reassure her that | did. And not just because of how mad she got at me the last time
| ‘mind controlled’ a deli owner into giving me free food.

She finishes her lunch and says, “lI 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?” | ask, intrigued.

“Yes, | like this.”

“This being eating fast food in the parking lot of the office of your boring newspaper job?” | 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, Il Year

Feel the soil beneath my skin.
Close my eyes, see where it had been—
some thousand years ago,
so different from how | know.

But our feet feel the same still:
the same dirt, the same wild grass,
the same water boiling in the harsh sun.
| open my eyes and take it in—
the home | know, the home I see.
But beneath the shiny new covers,

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.

| know it's the same still:
the same home that comes in my dreams,
tells me how it had been.

| see the change, and | see the light.
| hear little voices cackling in delight,
and | know there's a tomorrow | won't
recognize.
But their hearts will always feel
what mine knows today.
A million moons from now,

Won 3rd place at the Inter College Creative
Writing competition at Lehren 2025
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For Darla
Deeksha Gupta, B.A. (H) Pol. Sc, Il 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 1%t 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, Il 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 fagade (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 | 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?

>>>><KLKL

The Fleeting Pests
Divyansha Batra, B.A. Programme, lll 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. | don’t taste as
many notes of it as | did when I first sat down.

| 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.

| 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.
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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 "Mabhila
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.
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NATIONAL FESTIVALS

KALINDI COLLEGE
UNIVERSITY OF DELHI
NAAC A(;CREDITED GRADE ‘A¢'

DEPARTMENT OF
POLITICAL SCIENCE
INVITES YOU ALL TO JOIN US FOR

2l BABAN A B
Mim B f

LINO Uk PL

ON THE OCCASION OF

76TH REPUBLIC DAY

9 SARASWATI . 24TH JANUARY, 10A.M
& PARK 3 2025 ONWARDS

%

CHIEF GUEST GUEST OF HONOUR
DR. NARENDRA SHUKLA PROF. MANIU MUK,
DIRECTOR, COMPREMENSIVE MISTORY WRITING OF INDIA KAMBLY
ICHR NEW DELHI (CHAIRPERSON)
(Head. Renearch and Publications Divisie st Nebrs
Memortal Musesm And Libeary, New Delhl) .

{

PROF MEENA CHARANDA DRANJANT KUMAR PARIDHI
(PRINCIPAL KALINDI COLLEGE) (TEACHER-IN CRARGE ) (Prist




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

Two Days Workshop on Science, Technology, and

. . . Oath Ceremony cum Lecture on Forensic Science
Wellness: Transforming Lives through Innovation y

Department of Botany

l’l'v‘ o . .‘
. * %" New Delhi, Delhi, India
- | T
0ad, Block 49, East Patel Nager. Patel Nagar New Dél ' * 110006, Near Kalindi College, University Of Delhi, Block 49,
Long 77.178068 A ) s [ East Patel Nagar, Patel Nagar, New Delhi, Delni, 110008, India




Department of Commerce

Kl oPsMap Camera |

ity Of Delhi, Block 49,
Delhi 110008, In:

Miss Commerce

Department of Computer Science

Group photograph with the

Principal during the inaugural A visit to Microsoft office, Gurugram by the
ceremony of Sattva 2024-25, held students of Computer Science department
on 3rd October 2024 in the organised by Sattva under TechX 2024.

Seminar Room.



Department of Economics

New Delhi, Delhi, India

2, Teen Murti-haifa Chowk, Teen Murti Marg
Area, New Delhi, Delhi 1100171, India

Lat 28.601981° Long 7719877

29/01/25 01:16 PM GMT +05:30

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

Student Seminar titled Frames and Pages: Bridging Literature and Cinema through Realism was
held on 21st February 2025, with Dr, Mithuraa] Dhusiya as the keynote speaker

Atalk titled From Inclusion to Transformation: Rethinking Disability in Education, featuring Mr,
Sandeep Singh, was held on 281h February 2025




Department of hindi

IrpreiAe fafse q&de Aol R HSUH Wi Hered



Plcture ) UnderstandingAlrics

Current Trending Geagoltios With Rise of Trump
SpedkerYashasviChandra

Sunyatsenandthechineserevolution.
SpeakerX.T SSara0




Department of Music

g

New Delhi, Delhi, India
1, Kalindi College Road, Block 49, East Patel Nagar, Patel
elhi, Delhi 110008, India
Long 771

10 days Sanskrit Speaking Workshop in the collaboration with  The Special lecture - by Pro. Satyapal Singh, Professor in
Sanskrit Bharti on 14th-25th October 2024 Sanskrit Department, University of Delhi



Physithon Society, The Physics Society

H) Phgygsics
- striectrare

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.

Y 3¢

Students celebrated Teacher's Day in the college on September S5th, 2024, to honor and
appreciate the efforts made by their dedicated teachers.



BA Program Committee

a GPS Map Camera

l‘ New Delhi, Delhi, India
1, Kalindi College Road, Block 49, East Patel Nagar, Patel
Nagar, New Delhi, Delhi, 110008, India
Lat 28.648573° Long 77178112°
.'h":".—\' 25/11/24 03:23 PM GMT +05:30

Lecture session Date: 25th Nov Venue: Seminar room Guest speakers along with the convenor and department
Guest Speakers: Prof. Tanvir Aeijaz and Prof. Somosri Hore  core team members

Department Of Physical Education
Inter class Match 2024-25

Kho kho
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Inter class Match 2024-25
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| New Delhi, 110005, DL, India
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Taekwondo




Inter class Match 2024-25




SHWETA KAJAL
All India Inter University Participation in Handball All India Inter University Participation in Judo
SHANIYA and Boxing
" All India Inter University Participation in Kabaddi

I/

- - S —
HIMANSHI RASHI PARUL
All India Inter University participation in Cricket, 2" All India Inter University Participation in Boxing, Bronze in Delhi 2" in district kabaddi (junior), 3 position in
position in district kabaddi (junior) state boxing district kabaddi(senior), 1% position in Delhi
3rd position in district kabaddi(senior) state kabaddi

~ NISHITA

2" position in district kabaddi (junior) PRASHANSA AGARWAL

3 position in inter college taekwondo
POOJA

3™ position in inter college boxing

ARSHIYA NEGI
3 position in district kabaddi(senior)

SAKSHI = =
27 position in district kabaddi SAKSHI
3 position in inter college Judo




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.
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ECA-CLUBS

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

Rangoli Cultural Club: Participants making
Team aaghaaz won 2nd position in rangoli in the rangoli event
SYMBIOSIS,NOIDA
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HEMANT RAMAN
COCONVENOR

Lamp-lighting and Inaugural of ECA Cultural Program on 19/2/25
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Aaghazclub Of Muses and Bards team with ECA committee

DEVELOPMENT'S ACTIVITIES

§ H GPS Map Camera

New Delhi, Delhi, India
1, Kalindi College Road, Block 49, East Patel Nagar,
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Garden Committee
Plantation drive organized 30 September 2024 in collaboration with
Hindi Department




LEHREN 25 DAY -1

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




LEHREN DAY -2 4TH APRIL 2025

GUEST OF HONOUR SHRI GURU PRAKSH PASWAN (NATIONAL SPOKES PERSON BJP)
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LEHREN-25 DAY-2
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CHAIR PERSON GOVERNING BODY KALINDI COLLEGE PROFE. MANJU
KAMBLE : PROF. MEENA CHARANDA PRINCIPAL



Lehren Competition’s

i







Kalindi College DU
Department of Physical Education
Sports Achievers 2024-25

SWETA RIYA

All India Inter University All India Inter University
Participation Participation in Boxing
in Kho-Kho

ANJITHA MEGHA
All India Inter University Silver medal in 100,200 m race in Inter College
Participation in Chess athletic tournament

SAKSHI SHALINI MAURYA
2nd position in 10 km race in Inter

2nd position in 21 km race in Inter College athletic tournament, .
College athletic tournament

4th position in 5 km race in Inter College athletic tournament
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