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FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK

It is a great pleasure to present to you the latest edition Pravah. As always, it has been a labour of
love of Team Pravah as much as it is an expression of our students’ talent.

The theme of Pravah 2026 is ““The Role of Youth in Contemporary Society”. It is evident to us
that we are living through eventful times. Given the world organization in terms of economic
interdependence and technological interconnections, any change in one part of the whole changes
the dynamic for each country and region. The breathtaking pace of technological advancement
especially due to the growth of Artificial Intelligence is now both a source of bewilderment and
anxiety on the one hand, as well as that of inspiration and convenience on the other. The youth
are wondering whether this will lead to the loss of meaningful employment or the democratization
of crucial systems related to education, health and transportation.

The world is also beset with other issues including the psychosocial and the environmental. How
can we bring about change in society so that the oppressed and marginal can find a voice and a
place of dignity in the mainstream? How can each individual feel empowered to act so as to fulfill
their potential and create a positive impact in the larger community? How can the social
environment become a source of sustenance for diverse peoples?

Even as the youth grapple with such issues, the threat of the climate emergency continues to loom.
Since the Earth is our only home, it is incumbent on us to work to mitigate the worst of the natural
environmental disasters besetting our planet. The youth seek answers in both the present where
new breakthroughs in science hold out hope, as well as the past to traditional knowledge systems
that may help to show us the way forward. This is essential to build a stronger nation as well as a
more harmonious and congenial world. In the pages that follow, students have explored these ideas
in diverse ways, delving into both personal and public dimensions of the theme.

We are grateful to our Officiating Principal, Prof. Meena Charanda for her support. We also
appreciate the hard work put in by the entire team of student editors: G. Spoorthi, III BA
Programme (History+ Political Science), Samriddhi Das, III BA (H) English and Anushika
Pandey, II BA(H) English (English Section), Smriti Priyadarshini III BA(H) Hindi, Komal II
BA(H) Political Science and Ananya Sharma III BA Programme (History+ Economics) (Hindi
Section), and Anjali Rajbanshi, Shagun Singh and Muskan Chaubey, all from III BA(H) Sanskrit
(Sanskrit Section) and student members of the Technical Subcommittee Adwitiya Adhikary and
Jayashree Senapati, both from I BSc (H) Zoology, and Geetanjali, I BSc (H) Chemistry.

We hope you enjoy this edition. Happy reading!
Monica Zutshi

Editor and Convener, Pravah Magazine Committee 2026



Kanak Singh
B.A.(Hons.) English
Third Year



ENGLISH SECTION



Kanan
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Student Editorial

To be young today is to stand at a crossroads of possibility and responsibility. We are witnesses
to a rapidly changing world. It is being constantly shaped by innovation, uncertainty, and
ceaseless negotiation between what is and what could be. In this space, we as youth act as a
force of movement, of questioning, and of becoming. We engage with it in the conversations
we have, the choices we make, and the spaces we occupy, both physical and virtual.

Being young includes both acting and thinking things through. We’re often somewhere between
what we’ve known and what we’re starting to question. What do we hold on to, and what do
we let go of? There aren’t clear answers, but through the process of unlearning and learning we
keep trying to figure it out.

In today’s world, information travels across in seconds. Is our awareness being used against us?
We see, we think, yet feel powerless—perhaps the structure of our digital world is what holds
us back.

Trends, algorithms, and digital spaces often begin to resemble our political opinions and
broader views on society. Our feeds are shaped by our own scrolling patterns. They are
constantly analysed to understand what we like or dislike. Even an extra second spent on an ad
is recorded and used to tailor content. It is either to entertain us or to make our lives more
convenient. But do we really need that level of comfort? What effect does it have on our ability
to think critically? Is it making us more efficient or is it simply dulling our minds?

There are countless studies on how bite-sized media has reshaped our attention spans, and yes,
they are shorter than ever. The term “brain rot” being added to the Oxford Dictionary feels
unsettling as if we’ve normalised something we should actually be questioning.

As we navigate this moment in time, we are reminded that being young is about asking the right
questions, daring to imagine differently, and finding the courage to act.

This edition of Pravah, through diverse expressions, reflects how young minds are thinking,
questioning, creating, and responding to the world around them. Each piece is a small way of
showing presence, of reminding us that the young are already a part of the change.

We are grateful to Ms. Monica Zutshi for providing us with this wonderful opportunity to work
under her meticulous guidance. We would also like to extend our heartfelt thanks to Mr. Sushrut
Bhatia and Ms. Sanju Parihar for their unwavering support, guidance and understanding
throughout the process, without which this magazine would not have come to life. And most of
all, we would like to thank all the young and creative minds of Kalindi for your contributions
to this edition of Pravah.
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Scroll, Spend, Consume!

Breathe in the toxic air,
Buy the newest phone at the fair.
Expensive with a hideous colour, but in trend So
you should absolutely spend a grand!

Curious to know if that celebrity has been cloned? Scroll
away and find out on your new phone!

Bear with the contaminated water,
Buy the blind boxes from the counter.
Pricey toys with unlikeable design, but in trend It's
a no-brainer, spend a grand!

Curious to know if that celebrity couple got married?
Scroll away and find out on your phone!

Stomach the food unfit for consumption,
Buy the imported sweets from the mart.
Expensive, addictive, also in trend So
go ahead and spend a grand!

Curious to know if that celebrity hurt the paparazzi? Scroll
away and find out on your phone!

When stuck in traffic
Look away from whatever ensues
Wait for the VIPs' big cars to pass
Record and upload an accident for views.

Curious to watch the movie everyone is raving about? Scroll
away and book your tickets now!

Stand in long queues for fuel, add it to fire
Fight your fellow men for power
Scroll your troubles away
Look for more aesthetic items to acquire.

Curious to know what you'd look like in an animated movie? Type
a little and create art!

When left with no one left to kill and consume
Download that bot app, talk your troubles through.
In the near future, reminisce on what you used to be able to do.

Kavya Chauhan
B.A. (H.) English
Third Year
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Scrolling Citizens: Is Social Media Shaping or Silencing Youth?

Today’s youth are by far the best connected and informed generation ever. In the age of social
media, we are being bombarded with ideas, debates and global issues. It is one of the most
potent spaces where thoughts are shared and screams are sounded. But when behind this idea
of empowerment comes an important question, is social media creating aware citizens or slowly
silencing them?

On the one hand, social media has arguably made awareness easier to come by than it has ever
been. Climate change, gender equality, and mental health are some of the most heated
discussions. Young people use Teenz Talk to connect with issues that matter. It has served as a
means of getting those voices out, pushing against norms and forming communities across
geopolitical lines.

But this engagement is often quite superficial. A like, share or hashtag can mimic engagement
without true comprehension. Activism becomes performative, showing that you are aware
trumps knowledge. In a rapid-moving digital world, even serious matters become mere fads.

And algorithms control what we see, too, often confining us to views we already hold. This
creates echo chambers, which widen the gap in conversation and agency. There is also a
growing fear of being condemned or attacked if we share our opinions, preventing many from
being honest about what touches them. And maybe silence is in fact safer than authenticity.

But it’s not social media — it’s the way we interact with it. It can inform, inspire and mobilize
— but only if it’s used thoughtfully. Younger generations, we can no longer just scroll—we
need to engage actively, question and not follow the status quo—to turn awareness into action.

Ultimately, social media doesn’t determine whether we endure or vanish. We can either be
spectators or responsible aware citizens.

Anushika Pandey

B.A. (H.)English

Second Year
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Youth

We are the youth, the future’s might,

With dreams and passion, we take flight.

We build the nation, brick by brick,

With every step, we make it tick.

Our voices loud, our hearts ablaze

We fight for justice, equality’s cause.

We stand united,diverse and strong,

Together we rise, where freedom belongs.

With innovation and technology, we pave the way.

For a brighter tomorrow, a better day.

Our knowledge and skills,we share and spread,

Empowering communities, lifting the thread.

Let's build this nation, hand in hand,

With compassion, courage and a united stand.

For a better future ,we strive and dream,

The youth of today, the nation's beam

We are the youth, the future’s might,

With dreams and passion, we take flight.

We build the nation, brick by brick,

With every step, we make it tick.

Our voices loud, our hearts ablaze
We fight for justice, equality’s cause.
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We stand united,diverse and strong,

Together we rise, where freedom belongs.

With innovation and technology, we pave the way.

For a brighter tomorrow, a better day.

Our knowledge and skills,we share and spread,

Empowering communities, lifting the thread.

Let's build this nation, hand in hand,
With compassion, courage and a united stand.
Bhavya Ahuja

B.A. Programme

It Was Home

There's a house in the midst of nowhere: I built it and covered its roof with thatching grass.
It had a single room for the wind to roam free,
But rain, heat, and dust tore through its frailty, so
I crowned it with a ceiling.
With sweat and time,
I built a tough roof,
To guard me from the world disguised as a bluffing wollf,
It carved me into something strong, beneath its shade, |
felt like a symphony unsung.

As time passed, I noticed a hole in my ceiling,

Mistook it for bravery, dismissed this feeling

The rain, the gray haze no longer haunted me.
Their thunder and light could not steal my morning glory.

One day, I felt a teardrop on my cheek,
My eyes were dry but nowadays the world was weeping daily.
Nature was celebrating its despair,

so it fell in love with my canopy and sought solace there.
14



My gaze shot up and we made eye contact.
I noticed cracks lining its heart.
In a glimpse, we were shedding silent tears.
We spent the last night together embracing each other's brokenness.
As the morning came, a part of me was drenched in remorse.
I realized the rain had won, and it would never be the same.

The rain mocked me with thunderous applause,
I sat in grief with my hands folded and cried out,
"Help me, my Lord.”
He arrived like a burning fireball in my land,
I followed the signs and noticed the time falling like a pile of sand.

A nomad like me was never meant to settle,
So I left it all behind and retreated in a flash.
I ran as if the world was my oyster,
My body cracked like peeling ceiling paint, Too
tired to fight, too tense to faint.
A tension as sharp as fate's own killing saint.

I was not envious of the sky today.
I was the flash of lightning which came in like a bolt from the blue.
It blurred my vision and I entered into something shaped by my imagination,
Big enough to hide all my imperfections.

I laid there unconscious all night.
Waking up in daylight's limelight—quietly screaming: I'd won this fight.
To my surprise, my amber eyes filled with tears of victory, Which
had once seen catastrophe and waited to die.

'l was at home', my soul whispered,
I'd learned my lesson—one bitten twice shy.
Like sinking to the sea's deepest floor—I might've drowned, but
now ['ve learnt to flee to ashore.
I passed on my incandescent aura as I swayed around the house feeling like I was the star of
the opera.

Saumya Tripathi

B.Sc (H.) Life sciences
Second Year
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Spoorthi
B.A. Programme

Third year
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Youth Activism Or Just Slacktivism?

We are surrounded by information and entertainment online all the time. There is, quite literally,
an overload. From Al videos to pranks to recipes, almost everything we are interested in is
available online. Social media has become such a part of our lives that whatever we do
somehow ends up being shared or influenced by it. Activism also has found its space online. A
lot of people even get their news from Instagram reels, stories and posts.

An instance where this shift became visible was the Black Lives Matter movement in 2020. It
spread really fast on platforms like Instagram, X, Facebook and TikTok. Lots of people shared
videos and proof that showed the racial discrimination they faced. As a result netizens became
an active part of the movement. They shared their experiences and offered help and support to
victims. Social media helped expose the perpetrators and brought global attention to the issue.
This is a remarkable example of how powerful these platforms can be.

This same idea of visibility has shaped recent online campaigns too. The phrase "All Eyes on
Rafah" became really popular on Instagram when millions of people shared a picture generated
by Al to bring attention to the humanitarian crisis in Gaza. One thing is for sure, these
campaigns can spread really fast and go a long way.

This kind of participation also raises questions. What does it really mean to witness through a
screen? To just reshare a post ? Some critics call this "slacktivism," saying it is a low-effort
way of participating that creates a mere illusion of engagement. However, this is a gray area as
sometimes a post can start conversations, spread awareness and even push people towards
action.

Everything has its pros and cons. One of the cons here being misinformation. It spreads like
wildfire and can cause more harm than intended. This makes it important for us to be aware
and responsible users. We should follow verified sources, cross-check information and also
think before sharing anything.

In many ways, the world now feels like it exists in our pockets. What once seemed like spaces
for entertainment are now also being used to bring about real change. The youth find their ways
to raise their voices and make an impact. Trying to make a difference in their own way whether
it is by posting something, making a video or starting a campaign. The internet and social media
are tools that can teach you about things, connect you with others and help make a change. Step
by step, post by post the youth is shaping the world around them.

Samriddhi Das
B.A. (H.) English
Third Year
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The Blank Page Of the Art Of Living

The art of living on this unruly earth
Is like a blank page that extracts creativity,
As the mind, like a tamed river, has an uncertain will

If a person is incapable of ruling their own mind.

This is why creativity is subject to Al,
Classrooms are subjected to robots and love to situationships.
Hence, the creation of art of living is indispensable

To keep original creativity alive, to discover true art.

The art of living in this era needs us to believe:
That each of us deserves the love and success
Which the universe has in abundance

And that each day we align with our highest good

Understanding that the universe will never give you the people you desire
But the people you need— to hurt you, to love you
To leave you and shape you

The person you are destined to be.

If this creation is understood, then human mind will be at peace.
If this is the case, then creativity will revive
The living beings will rejoice
The blank pages would be filled with merriment.

Kanan
B.A. (H.) English
Second Year
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Komal
B.A. (H.) Political Science

Second Year

Not A War But A Return

Scarring is a book of images,
Hands holding it desperately wanting to let go,
The pixels which are made to fit into your midnight thoughts.
Filled with the mesmerising air.
This is a consolation for things that hurt and
realisations which hit.
It's not false,
Don't push it aside....
So aside that your sea is forever lost crying for the sand of that shore.

19



Either way whenever you find this book of yours,

Embrace the decay - beautiful decay - in your veins.

See it as a warm yellow light on your bedside table,
Among people you read,

Over the pile of newspapers or even in your imaginary library. It's
not a war between you and you,
It's reaching for yourself.
It might click anywhere between scattered photographs and cracked paintings.

The pictures of moments, described through poetry and prose.

Avni Chaudhary
B.A. (H.) English
Third Year

Bhawna
B.A. (H.) English

Second Year
20



This Was Never My Design

I see my children lying face down in the dust, A

street turned into a graveyard,

Stones heavier than the silence above them.
Did I craft ribs and lungs only
For them to collapse beneath rubble, While

you cheer and call it justice?

I see a van,
Rusted, trembling under the weight of exile,
A child clinging to his mother’s eyes, Asking
questions no child should ask:
“Where is home? Why is the sky on fire?”
I never made homes to be carried like

luggage on broken wheels.

You who chant my name,

You who draw lines on maps, you
who bless the killing of strangers Do
you dare think I asked for this?

My temples, my churches, my mosques

were not built to echo with hypocrisy.

You kneel before me in prayer but
rise only to raise guns,
as if the sound of explosions

were a hymn I enjoy.
Look at the street again.

Look at the bodies.

Is this your offering to me?

21



Do you believe the blood of

children writes scripture more

clearly? I did not make human

hearts To beat only for revenge.

You destroy in my name, Yet
I created you for mercy.
You divide yourselves into nations and faiths, Yet
I made you one breath.
Everybody lying in the rubble,
Every family fleeing through smoke They
are all yours.

And you are all mine.

Tell me, then,

When did killing your brother

Become a form of worship?

Rhythm
B.A. (H.) English
Third Year
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Between Heaven Eyes And Hell Nights

The ghost of my Christmas past.
The way you love your first pet, the way you drive your first car.
One mistake erased all the years.

Strawberries, cherries and things you can never get Enough of, coffee mugs and storage
baskets.

Am I actually killing it or killing it?
Would anyone come and sit?
Eyes are heaven but pain be hell
Sailing through all

My sleepless nights yearning peace bells

Avni Chaudhary
B.A. (H.) English

Third Year
May Be, Will Be
I survived the chaos... With a smile..

And that's what I have been doing all the while...

Maybe..someday I will smile back with happiness...

Maybe someday we'll be the way we were before..

Maybe someday...we will be on the shore...
SOMEDAY? YAH!
SOMEDAY!

Nitya Shukla
B.Sc. Life Science
First Year
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Was It 10 Years Ago?

The brown school uniform we wore,
The class label that stated 34,
The school diary which had boxes To
fill in 31/10/2016.

Suddenly, it was ten years ago.

From making silly excuses to skip school
To bunking college,
From Dad picking me up from school
To living alone in a strange city

We have left our home and comfort

I want to relive that time But
I can’t.

Since it was ten years ago.

I wonder when did homework become assignments,
And lessons lectures I was
just ten years old, Waiting
for the bell to ring.

Have I grown too old That
now there is no bell?

The class disperses, silently.

And remember?
You searched for your mother After
chutti?
Was it yesterday?
Because how can it be Ten

years ago?

We once asked for money To

eat from the canteen.

24



Now, we yearn for maa ka khaana.

The ten-rupee note, folded
In our uniform pocket,
Eyes beaming with excitement

Burgers and fries were for special days.
When did they become boring?

And remember?
We played ring-around-the-rosie Oh!

Was it ten years ago?

Remember you wanted to be a doctor,
Or scientist

And the expectations you had of yourself

Because now,
The thought of “what if I can’t”

Scares me to death.

Those days,
Nightmares scared us.

Now,

My dreams scare me more.

Do you remember

The last time you were truly happy

Because, maybe,

It was ten years ago.

Gresika
B.A. Programme

Third year
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Blue, Perpetual

The phrase relates to devastation
The winds howling feeds conjugation
There is a sick kind of closeness in silence
A battle, your hurt to yourself, a violet violence
People and I are estranged for reasons beyond my Control

"Never thought about you",

"Always think about you",

An actor who plays both roles
Right now, the sacred hues
And yet while writing I still think of great damaging consciousness
The louder the silence, the greater the blessedness?
I will keep looking for blue, that is my curse, my redemption

Even when I'll leave, the colour in veins might change and degrade, but in the mind,

tortured mind, it will forever reside.
Avni Chaudhary

B.A. (H.) English
Third Year
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Breaking News

The world is just a group project, run
by giants in a rush, everyone working
on different topics,

Yet calling it a unified “us.”
Everyone’s the leader
of a group they proudly name a “sounder”.
Doing plenty of work
most of it-nothing. Cities are
built on promises, the country
is “developing,”
though the end of the mesozoic era feels closer than any real deadline.
“And I have blind money,”
one giant said with pride
which explains why no
one’s seen it.

They argue over history, who suffered more, who lied,
while somewhere far below their feet, the
present simply cried.

We were misled to about idioms, that
they mean something beyond
their words.

“Like a greased pig”

sometimes, it
means exactly that.

Rashi Vyas
B.A. (H.) English
Third Year
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My Shadow

My shadow is always with me,
Silent feet, moving fearfully.
It knows my fears, my pain, my weakness,
It shows what I truly feel.
It follows me in my sorrow,
My shadow knows all my truths and faults.
It shows me the reality of myself.
It fades in loneliness and rises in happiness.
It has no mouth, yet whispers in my ear.
When the world wakes up, it fades
My shadow knows who I am, Where I
belong; it never judges me for my faults.
It is always with me in my sorrow and my happiness.
I never fear, for I know my shadow is with me.
It protects me from falling into cruelty
And always makes me realize who I am.
Nikki
B. A. (H.) English

Second Year
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Khushi Shukla

B.Sc. (H.) Computer
Science
First Year
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Pretend To Be Nothing

I never said it, but I feel it —
How they ignore me. They
know what they are doing, Yet I
still keep my sanity.
I hold the thoughts
That exhaust me, haunt me, And
quietly patronize me.
I never told anyone
The way they look at me,
The way they talk to me, The
way they betray me.
In return, I never reacted,
Because my soul knows everything.
Yet every day
I pretend to be nothing.
I never thought about myself; 1
never had the time.
They seem to know me
Better than I know myself,
Yet I never got the chance To
look inside myself.
They know how to manipulate me,
But they do not know how to console me.
Every day I search for myself
In a deep corner
Where nobody judges me, Where
silence guides me.

I have never wronged anyone,
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Yet they are afraid of me —
Not because they are wrong,

But because I am too honest.

They know I cannot hide it,
So they want me to be someone I am not.

I am not good at pretending.

Still, something inside me

Forces me, consoles me,

Supports me,
And lets me remain
True to myself.
I never spoke, because I know
I would not accept it myself
Nikki
B. A. (H.) English

Second year

Untitled

The silent day and silent night,
Hitting the memory that shines bright,
Shadows stay through the light,

A man passing through an emotional fight.

An old man sitting, alive,
Living the silence and pain of life,
The loss of his child and his wife,

Made him question his purpose in life.
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An empty house bright and vast,
Echoes the voices that don't last,
The bright light coming from the door,
Still giving him some hope,
Hope to live his life again

With expectations that they will come again.

Ananya Singh
B.A. (H.) English

Second Year

Sympathetic Air

What the world today is remains a mystery
The air is polluted with a surreal strangeness
The words of philosophers provide ease

But not the people; they still stand broken.

I sometimes call upon Homer to come and save us
For we all need Odysseus to save us from trauma
Nobody cares about what’s around

Everyone is engrossed in their own problems.

No mental peace, no eternal peace
The air is rendered derelict by unapologetic human actions That
destroy all the four elements - earth, sun, land and air

This is why nations drift apart across borders.

So I say without invoking the veiled philosophers,

Let them choose someone else over you
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Let them follow the crowd, let them not talk to you

Let them misunderstand you.

What’s meant for you will come to you like a current of clean air
The universe will give you the people you need
To break you, to love you, to make you what you are destined to be

The universe does not abandon—it rearranges.

If the least humble beings on this planet understand it
They’ll be sympathetic-and so will the air
Like they say “SATYUG” or Homer’s time which will bring people back to Mother Earth.

Kanan

B.A. (H.) English
Second Year
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Change

In modern times, technology has made drastic advancements. We transitioned from having a
single telephone line per house to having personal, individual mobile phones, and the advent
of the internet took things to the next level. Generation Z, born from 1997 to 2012, has been
the most exposed to it. We even experienced online schooling, a concept that was only
theoretical before COVID-19. Our generation has been technology-reliant from the very start.
That comes with both its negatives and positives. Let us focus on the glass half full first.

A heavy reliance on anything is unhealthy, let alone the internet. However, when you grew up
on the internet, life without it would feel empty and weird. We’re so used to having information
at our fingertips that it has caused us a misinformation overload in the past few years. Now, no
one reaches for a book or an article if they want information about something; instead, we will
just say, “Google it.” Well, we can’t put all the blame on the internet as there have been great
improvements as well. Information is available like never before and it has helped more people
than we can count. With that, a sense of belonging has also risen. With the rise of social media,
activism has taken a new route.

One of the most recent examples would be Nepal. The youth of Nepal orchestrated a whole
movement through social media, and almost overthrew its government. One of the many
examples where the voice of youth took centrestage. But the internet has connected all of us
globally. Ultimately, while the internet has its challenges, it has also empowered young people
in unprecedented ways. It has connected us globally, expanded access to knowledge, and
created new platforms for expression and activism. The responsibility now lies with the youth
to use these tools thoughtfully and ethically, ensuring that technology continues to serve as a
force for progress rather than division.

Prachi
B.A. programme

Third year
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Suggestion

The various fragments of infinity each one of us possess. Most people are other people.

Their thoughts are someone else's opinion, their lives are mimicry, their passions a mere
quotation. So intricately woven together but the fabric is never taken care of. I am not sure
that I actually exist.

Wonder and imagination are my winds.

“I am all the writers I have read, all the people that I have met, all of whom I have loved, all
the cities I have visited”-Jorge Luis Borges.

The universe colliding and separating with no literal meaning. I am interested in everything
and yet feel like I am committed to nothing. The wilderness of existence. The rage, purpose a
person has. Can I remember every single detail I come 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 colour 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.

Avni Chaudhary
B.A. (H.) English
Third Year
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Kanak Singh
B.A. (H.) English
Third Year
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AmI, I Am?

They told me 'Do what you love’, My
love? I'love ? Do I love?
What do I love?
I love it, when people set their priorities,
Does that count?
I love it when people make their own choices.
This is it? What I love?
I love it when people praise me, when I do what they love,
Is this my love?
'l don't know what I love'.
My heart screamed, Was
it audible?
Or did it drown...
In the silence I kept feeding?

Water,
It moulds into every shaped it's
poured in,
Filling the cracks it never asked for.
Learning the edges,
I didn't choose
It holds the reflection of sky, Yet
swallows the dirt beneath.

It becomes the shape of what
Contains it, and spits back,
Reshaping whatever asked for it..
But,
Never asking back

Am I, Am
I water?
Or
Am I just something, someone else keeps filling?

Rhythm
B.A. (H.) English

Third Year
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A Feather Had Flown Far Away From Dreamland

Am I walking grotesque
Or a cold soul
Whose state only matched
With a desert
As both exist
And cursed by Wilde.
And with no sign of life.
The outside and inside of my mind
Are both hideous
Am I allowed to say something
Of course. But not here,
Program yourself to say pleasantries according to
One's ear and you're
Being too bold in asking That's
my fragile Dear.
Yes, so what if [ have got
Anger issues
From anything and everywhere
At least not killed
Someone from my school
Or express to do something on a woman's body while
They destroy my culture
By showing how they live
And that's not under men's
Feet.
Society is built with
An ample amount of hate
And being a woman
At this time
Is a cherry on a cake
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Trust me, the bar is
Very high to live up to
Just like my hobbies
My dream is to give up too
Oh no, now I am
Talking about the

inside my brain Why do

people in my feed
Always more talented than 1?
Why are people in photos
Always perfect and happier
All the time?

One punchline on the internet
Make your personality
Seems bright
And throws you
Left or right
Kids in the village
They are turning their lives
Around
Here, feeling sorry for yourself Makes

deafening privilege
Sound.
Tell me—

Did this poem convince you
Am I good enough? That's
my literature degree

Was it worth the ink?

A feather has flown far away from Dreamland
All your desires, energy
Empathy and money
Are taken by a black hand
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Still, the wind carries whispers:
A new feather is on its way.

The cycle will go on.

So does life.

Adhya Nmami
B.A. (H.) English
Third Year

Anjali Pal
B.A. (H.) Journalism
First Year
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Timeless Bond

Time moves forward, but my heart still lingers in the past
The world goes on, yet a part of me stays with him
This sonata watch was his, worn on his wrist every day.

Now it rests on mine, like his hands still holding mine.
Each tick feels like his heartbeat, steady and warm
Every second whispers his voice, gentle and familiar,

Days may pass, but love we shared will never fade Through
tears and smiles, I carry his story with me
When I glance at the watch, it feels like he’s here again.

Garima Aswal
B.Com. Programme
Second Year

Show Off

The world has learned its posture well
chin slightly lifted, laughter measured,
grief folded neatly into the lining of
coats no one ever removes in public.

Morning arrives not with light, but with routine.
Faces assemble themselves in mirrors,
practicing the same expressions like
inherited heirlooms
polished, displayed, untouched by truth.
In streets that echo with footsteps, people
move like rehearsed sentences,
careful not to stumble into meaning.
Their smiles are classical
symmetrical, restrained,
the kind you’d find in old portraits
where even sorrow knows its place.

They ask, “How are you?”
as one might recite a line

from a script written centuries ago.

And the reply is always perfect,
always hollow,
always understood as a lie
no one intends to correct.
Inside,
there are rooms no one enters anymore.

Dust gathers on abandoned feelings, on

unsent letters of anger,
on love that was never allowed to be loud.
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Everything raw has been disciplined into
silence.
Even pain has etiquette here.
It does not scream
it sits upright,
hands folded,
waiting to be dismissed.
There is a peculiar elegance
to this collective emptiness, a
refined decay.

Like a ballroom where music still plays but
no one remembers how to dance,
only how to glide past one another without
collision,
without connection.

And so the world continues
graceful, composed, aching quietly
beneath its own perfection.

A masterpiece of pretending,
framed in gold,
hollow at the center,
admired by all

who are too tired to
admit
They feel the same.

Rhythm
B.A. (H.) English

Third Year
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Kanak Singh
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Grey Memories

If you are heaven,
I would love to die
not as an ending,
but as a quiet surrender
to what remains unnamed.
If you are tears,
I would love to cry,
let them fall without apology,
until my eyes forget
the difference between truth
and what I choose to believe.
If you are pain
I would love to be hurt,
because loving you
was never meant to be painless.
You think I’m going to leave,
but darling,
you are my favourite word,
the one that survives
even when sentences collapse
into silence.
I remember you
in shades of grey
not fully present,
not fully erased.
Memory doesn’t confirm,
it only lingers.
If you are the ocean,
I’ll be the wave,

returning without intention,
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breaking into acceptance,
leaving traces
I never meant to claim.
In winters,
when warmth feels distant,
you are the comfort I crave,
the kind that stays
even when hands let go.
If you are the moon,

I’ll be the closest star,
trying to shine through
clouded skies,
where light exists
but never arrives whole.
There is mist in my eyes,
not from blindness,
but from seeing too much
and being told
to look away.
Reality blurs gently.
Truth thins out.

We inhale quiet poison
and learn to call it survival.
Still,
even within this soft collapse,
even when certainty refuses to settle,
I will always love you,
no matter where you are,
no matter how indistinct
the world becomes.

Yashika

B.A. (H.) English
First Year
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National Cadet Corps (NCC)
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National Service Scheme (NSS)
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ICATIH:, AR ed:, HETHH: SN FTeTed | AT fAhdeest Ia
WA TRl 3TTET | 3T fAeholiast dalld:, 3rRnfed:, Al dhedrd: T ated|

AT 3YCAT:—EATTH, FOTATH:, Ffeiarg:—Tdri= 1o @a@ear: fHariag
3cTed 3uAifafa afeal
rrfer aoraelt
FATAH-ci 1 g-ag:
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2. WRYSIGRIc! gl ARTGH

Igde TR aTEaTar: ggar
TATELY ATH AlAGS AT IR Yo 3T | FTargsiiaaidielr
IR ATA AR ATHTT TR TR U : TR Al | HRATAARFRET 3 e:
TGS dATioteh ARG TeaTicl | HHRIeAHATS JaTell FEEASAaATHROT
HEcaquT ARG g |
IS TATELTEY TRHTNT TReh- Higl HET TATTIT IehT 3T~

“HHGIY: HATIT HUTIHT Y |
THeollcH o IHAT TaTYT ScATRENIT 1"
IET HheT HY: AT T T RRET &, 31T, uraa:, Fafshar T &g fed aar
FeT: JTTcHT STg A0 I YHealTel Hied, T: U TAEY: 3l LT |
3TN TeeTera, F e, TR, AT, SIATH: T FARELIRETOEY HEAT:
ITYRT: Hied | IRITAGI AT Uellel fAGTeclle] Taoildel Tdlehcd THTS TARELISITEH I
TR o |
TSI AT SATITHET HAgea# 31T afoTas 31fea—

“drad HAAHLY AT TeHed: &7 |
QeI cd A ATATG TSI ||
37U SATITA R oy e, FRISTHAT a8, Trar=Teifeh: Yger s7afd qur Tareey
Y|
AT YT, A ol et IeiEd, ThehRET T TR Fhedl IEAELIRISA eIl
AR @@ ¢1afd | ATATTSTRATEIAY T JdTeT: FTAELIHFSE AT TR Fdfod |
HATATAhEAELINETON T 3Tgde: HeHgT, TIH, HehRIcHeh [toded o 32T Hodd | T
I[OTT: FaTfe: HATS! EATTIAT: Hdiod |
3: AT Il IS FAGTodlle] I Janifeh: FaEAHATE AT TG Arerered
eIl | T T: aTeT: U gord TFEY fAATIR: srafee |
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Sports Achievers 2025-26

Himanshi Fiza Banno
B.A.Sanskrit (H) B.A. prog
District Kabaddi (3rd position) District Kabaddi (3rd

State Kabaddi (1st position) position)

Megha Rawat
B.A. prog (Geo & Pol)
Inter-collage - 200m (2nd position)
- 400m (3rd position)
All India University Participant
- (4%400 m) (Relay)
Delhi state annual - 100m (1st
position)

- 200m (1st position)
Open Delhi State - 100m (1st
position)

Khel Mahakumbh - 400x4 (4th
position)

Garima Stuti Kumari

B.A. Geography(H) B.A. Pol. Science (H)
District Kabaddi (3rd position)

Inter-college
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Sports Achievers 2025-26

Ishu Bhadana Shalini Maurya
B.Sc.(H) Physics District B.A. Prog. (Geo & Pol)
Kabaddi (3rd position) Inter-college 5000m (4th
position)
Khel Mahakubhh 3000m
(1st position)

Shaniya
B.A. Hindi (H)
District Kabaddi (3rd
position)
~ State Kabaddi (1st position)
Inter-college boxing (3rd
position) Inter-college
Kabaddi (4th position)

Kajal Sakshi
B.A. (Hons.) Journalism Inter- B.A. Pol. Science(H)
college Judo(2nd position) District Kabaddi (3rd position)
Inter-college Boxing (2nd position) Inter-college (4th position) IIS
Inter-college Handball (4th Rajdhani Judo Championship 2025-26
position) (3rd position)
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Sports Achievers 2025-26

Parul Yadav
Bsc CS
District Kabaddi (3rd position)
State Kabaddi (1st position)
Inter-college (4th position)

Anjali Kumari
Bsc Physical Science with CS
District Kabaddi (3rd position)

Aithentic Brand s

Kalpana
B.A. History (Hons.)
All India Inter University
(NZ) participant (Handball)
Inter-collage Handball - 4th

position
/
Khushi Nishitha T. R.
B.A. Prog. (Hist & Pol) B.A. Hons. (History)
District Kabaddi (3rd position) District Kabaddi (3rd position)
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Sports Achievers 2025-26

Neha
Sakshi N B.A. Hons(Hindi)
B.A. Prog(Geo & Pol) Inter-college (RW) 20,000m
Inter-college (3rd position) (2nd position)
Delhi state (RW) 10000m (3rd
position)

Sunanda Kumari
B.A. Prog. (Geo & Pol)

Inter-college 20,000m (1st
position) (RW)
Garima Tripty Pandey
B.A. Geography(H) B.Sc. Physical Science with CS
District Kabaddi (3rd position)
Inter-college
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