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PRINCIPAL'S DESK
Journalism is the art of seeing what others overlook and 
speaking with clarity and responsibility. It shapes the 
conscience of society by encouraging dialogue, 
reflection, and informed participation. In an age 
influenced by artificial intelligence, where truth and 
deception can often appear similar, the discipline of 
journalism becomes even more vital, guiding us to 
question, verify, and understand with empathy.
At Kalindi, our Journalism Department nurtures minds 
that question and create with integrity. The 
department’s magazine captures this spirit beautifully. 
Every page carries the spark of inquiry and imagination 
that defines our students. It stands as a reflection of 
thoughtful engagement and a commitment to 
meaningful dialogue. This department remains one of 
the strongest pillars of the college, and this magazine is 
its living testimony.

Prof. Meena Charanda
Principal, Kalindi College

Baraamda (Verandah), a transitional space, is a place which connects our home to 
the world outside. Both inner and outer world are essential to our lives. Home gives 
a sense of security, comfort and belonging. It is not just a physical place but a space 
that we share with our loved ones and defines our emotional connection with the 
place. It is a place where we create memories and fine peace after a long day. A 
home not only reflects our identity, values but also relationships which are very 
personal to every individual. On the other hand, Baaramda symbolizes openness 
and interaction with the world outside. It lets us to come out enjoy fresh air and talk 
with people. 
This magazine reflects creativity and diverse perspectives of students. Just like a 
real veranda connects the inside of a home to the outside world, the magazine 
serves as a platform where ideas, stories, and voices meet society. Just like 
Baaramda, I hope, this magazine becomes a learning space and a window to the 
world for our students as well.

Ms. Mamta
TIC, Journalism

Dr. Aahana B. Chopra
Supervisor, Editorial Board

Home is more than a place, it is a feeling we carry within us. In this edition of 
Verandah, our students explore the many meanings of “home” through stories 
that are intimate, reflective, and deeply personal. From memories rooted in 
childhood to the search for belonging in unfamiliar spaces, each piece captures the 
quiet emotions that shape who we are.

As a department, we take pride in creating a space where young voices can express, 
question, and connect. This magazine is not just a collection of articles, but a 
shared Verandah where perspectives meet and conversations begin.

I hope you find a sense of home within these pages.
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WHEN LEAVING FEELS LIKE 
COMING HOME
Vibhuti 

CINEMA12

SHIMLA, TWO REALITIES
Vipashana Thakur

COVER STORY

This piece explores the contrast 
between Shimla’s tourist image and 
the lived realities of locals. It 
highlights the invisible struggles 
behind the city’s beauty

Exploring how gig work in India exists in 
a grey zone. Caught between two homes, 
delivery riders constantly negotiate 
survival, autonomy, and belonging within 
an unpredictable system.

Tracing the timeline of the Transgender Persons 
(Protection of Rights) Amendment Bill, 2026, this 
piece addresses concerns about how it can affect the 
Transgender community’s freedom to self identify.

Set between Assam and Delhi, this piece captures 
the tension between prejudice and belonging, 
showing how home survives in memory, identity, 
and the struggle to be accepted.

A powerful account of how war and displacement in 
Palestine transform the idea of home from a place of 
safety into one of fragility and loss. Through lived 
experiences, memory, and resilience, Palestinians 
continue to rebuild a sense of belonging despite 
constant upheaval.

14

WHAT DOES NOT SEEP THROUGH 
THE BROKEN EDGES: WHY SELF- 
SUFFICIENT WOMEN REMAIN IN 
ABUSIVE ENVIORNMENTS
Anuja Rai, Jagriti Chaudhary

Drawing on ground reporting with 
thirty-three workers in Baba Faridpuri, this 
piece traces how earnings, without control, 
rarely translate into the ability to leave cycles 
of domestic violence and institutional neglect.

GROUND WORK FLASH FICTION POETRY PHOTO STORY PHOTO STORY

PHOTO STORY ART WORK

This piece, narrated by Home itself, 
explores the story of the four walls and a 
roof that have stood through historical 
events such as the partition, and emergency. 

This piece explores how classrooms, often 
seen as neutral spaces, are shaped by caste, 
background, and lived experiences. It 
reflects on silence, hesitation, and the 
gradual journey towards finding belonging.

In the wake of the Iranian War, here are 
messages to some everyday objects that 
seem mundane until they are irreversibly 
gone. 

Through the movie Udaan and personal 
reflection ,the piece explores how home 
shifts from a place to feeling , sometimes 
being understood only after leaving.

Calling out the gaps in the system through a 
poetic rythm

Through personal accounts of campus 
workers, the piece highlights the reality of 
informal labour hidden within educational 
spaces. It contrasts students’ opportunities 
with workers’ struggles, exposing bigger 
social concerns.

This Photostory explores how over a period 
of time, empty walls that students move 
into,  begin to hold pieces of their lives that 
morph it into a home.

Through Majnu Ka Tila, the article traces 
the history of Tibetan settlement and 
cultural presence of North-Eastern 
communities in Delhi, highlighting 
questions of identity, migration and 
belonging.

Exploring how the idea of home shifts from 
places to people, this piece captures the 
emotional journey of finding comfort, 
belonging, and connection in unfamiliar 
spaces.

Set within the intimate space of a home, this 
piece captures the quiet tension between 
individuality and control, revealing how 
belonging can sometimes come at the cost of 
self-expression.
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WHEN A PERSON BECOMES HOME
Shreya Vashishta 

WAR
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COVER STORY

This piece explores the contrast 
between Shimla’s tourist image and 
the lived realities of locals. It 
highlights the invisible struggles 
behind the city’s beauty

Exploring how gig work in India exists in 
a grey zone. Caught between two homes, 
delivery riders constantly negotiate 
survival, autonomy, and belonging within 
an unpredictable system.

Tracing the timeline of the Transgender Persons 
(Protection of Rights) Amendment Bill, 2026, this 
piece addresses concerns about how it can affect the 
Transgender community’s freedom to self identify.

Set between Assam and Delhi,this piece captures the 
tension between prejudice and belonging, showing 
how home survives in memory, identity, and the 
struggle to be accepted.

A powerful account of how war and displacement in 
Palestine transform the idea of home from a place of 
safety into one of fragility and loss. Through lived 
experiences, memory, and resilience, Palestinians 
continue to rebuild a sense of belonging despite 
constant upheaval.
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Drawing on ground reporting with 
thirty-three workers in Baba Faridpuri, this 
piece traces how earnings, without control, 
rarely translate into the ability to leave cycles 
of domestic violence and institutional neglect.

GROUND WORK FLASH FICTION PHOTO STORY PHOTO STORY

PHOTO STORY ARTWORK

This piece, narrated by Home itself, 
explores the story of the four walls and a 
roof that have stood through historical 
events such as the partition, and emergency. 

This piece explores how classrooms, often 
seen as neutral spaces, are shaped by caste, 
background, and lived experiences. It 
reflects on silence, hesitation, and the 
gradual journey towards finding belonging.

In the wake of the Iranian War, here are 
messages to some everyday objects that 
seem mundane until they are irreversibly 
gone. 

Through the movie Udaan and personal 
reflection, the piece explores how home 
shifts from a place to feeling, sometimes 
being understood only after leaving.
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POETRY

Calling out the gaps in the system through a 
poetic rhythm. 

Through personal accounts of campus 
workers, the piece highlights the reality of 
informal labour hidden within educational 
spaces. It contrasts students’ opportunities 
with workers’ struggles, exposing bigger 
social concerns.

This Photostory explores how over a period 
of time, empty walls that students move 
into, begin to hold pieces of their lives that 
morph it into a home.

Through Majnu Ka Tila, the article traces 
the history of Tibetan settlement and 
cultural presence of North-Eastern 
communities in Delhi, highlighting 
questions of identity, migration and 
belonging.

A look at home through rupture, 
distance, and labour. Each frame 
carries a different way of holding on or 
starting again.

Exploring how the idea of home shifts from 
places to people, this piece captures the 
emotional journey of finding comfort, 
belonging, and connection in unfamiliar 
spaces.

Set within the intimate space of a home, this 
piece captures the quiet tension between 
individuality and control, revealing how 
belonging can sometimes come at the cost of 
self-expression.
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BETWEEN TWO HOMES

KASHAVI BHATIA FOR THE VERANDAH

When gig-work turns into negotiation

The street becomes a workplace and a waiting room, a delivery rider moves 
through a city that depends on him but never pauses for him.
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For generations, my family has called Shimla 
home. I have never lived there, only visited for 
vacations and for most of my life I saw it the 
way any outsider would,  a scenic retreat, a 
summer capital. What I had overlooked were 
the problems that the people living there face 
every day, for whom Shimla is not a vacation 
but a home.

There are two sides to Shimla. One is for 
tourists and the other for the people who 
actually live there and call it home. They are 
not the same. The instagram worthy places, 
such as the Mall Road, the Viceregal Lodge, 
and the Ridge, all represent the colonial history 
of the city. Clean, maintained, and perfect for 
your next vacation. Five kilometers away, in 
Sanjauli, roads get choked during peak hours, 
houses are built without ventilation or 
breathing space, and the hills beneath the 
houses have started to slip, leading to the 
cracking of walls.
“I see these cracks all over the walls, and since 
the 3-storey house in the neighbourhood has 
collapsed, I live in a constant fear that ours 
would be next”- Ms. Indu, a local woman living 
in Bhattakuffar states. 

During peak tourist season, covering six or 
seven kilometres in Shimla can take more than 
an hour. The roads stop completely. For 
students trying to reach their school or college, 
or office workers trying to get to work, this is a 
daily grind.
And then there is the water problem. Every 
year, especially during the summer, residents 
get water supplied to their homes once every 
two days, sometimes even three. When a city 
made for 25,000 people is inhabited by more 
than 1,60,000 people, then what else do you 
expect?

The hotels, meanwhile, secure and store water 
in large tanks for their guests. The guests 
barely ever notice the shortage. They are never 
meant to. In Shimla, of all the neighbourhoods 
belonging to the same municipal corporation, 
some get water every day, while some wait.

Himachal Pradesh is the largest generator of 
hydropower in India, accounting for 
approximately 25 percent of the country's total 
hydropower potential. In Shimla, the capital 
city, power cuts are a regularly faced challenge, 
especially during the monsoon, when wires 
come down. The state exports power, and the 
locals have accepted the outages. 

The new Kalka-Shimla National Highway 
(NH-5) has become yet another inconvenience. 
In the Solan district, near Chakki Mod and 
Kumarhatti, the road widening project has 
destabilised the hillside. Heavy rains now often 
send large boulders onto  the roads,  causing 
major traffic jams, road closures, and 
endangering life. The landslide problem is not 
limited to highways. Crowded settlements near 
the main city also face the problem of 
landslides during the monsoon. Extreme 
rainfall coupled with weak soil and exceeding 
the city's carrying capacity also leads to such 
disasters like the 2021 landslide in Ghora 
Chowki, that took down a 5 storey building.

“This is exactly what will happen when 
humans start tampering with the forces of 
nature,” My nani says whenever she hears of 
incidents like this.

Tomorrow the Mall will be cleaned again, and 
the tourists will return. And the roads will be 
packed for the locals. Neither will know of the 
other.

TWO REALITIES OF SHIMLA 
A home and not a vacation 

-VIPASHANA THAKUR

illsutraion by VIPASHANA THAKUR FOR THE VERANDAHA tourist city and a lived city run side by 
side. Tourism thrives while everyday life 
strains under it.
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For generations, my family has called Shimla 
home. I have never lived there, only visited for 
vacations and for most of my life I saw it the way 
any outsider would,  a scenic retreat, a summer 
capital. What I had overlooked were the problems 
that the people living there face every day, for 
whom Shimla is not a vacation but a home.

There are two sides to Shimla. One is for tourists 
and the other for the people who actually live 
there and call it home. They are not the same. The 
instagram worthy places, such as the Mall Road, 
the Viceregal Lodge, and the Ridge, all represent 
the colonial history of the city. Clean, maintained, 
and perfect for your next vacation. Five 
kilometers away, in Sanjauli, roads get choked 
during peak hours, houses are built without 
ventilation or breathing space, and the hills 
beneath the houses have started to slip, leading to 
the cracking of walls.
“I see these cracks all over the walls, and since 
the 3-storey house in the neighbourhood has 
collapsed, I live in a constant fear that ours would 
be next”- Ms. Indu, a local woman living in 
Bhattakuffar states. 

During peak tourist season, covering six or seven 
kilometres in Shimla can take more than an hour. 
The roads stop completely. For students trying to 
reach their school or college, or office workers 
trying to get to work, this is a daily grind.
And then there is the water problem. Every year, 
especially during the summer, residents get water 
supplied to their homes once every two days, 
sometimes even three. When a city made for 
25,000 people is inhabited by more than 1,60,000 
people, then what else do you expect? The hotels, 
meanwhile, secure and store water in large tanks 
for their guests. The guests barely ever notice the 
shortage. They are never meant to. In Shimla, of 

all the neighbourhoods belonging to the same 
municipal corporation, some get water every day, 
while some wait.

Himachal Pradesh is the largest generator of 
hydropower in India, accounting for 
approximately 25 percent of the country's total 
hydropower potential. In Shimla, the capital city, 
power cuts are a regularly faced challenge, 
especially during the monsoon, when wires come 
down. The state exports power, and the locals 
have accepted the outages. 

The new Kalka-Shimla National Highway (NH-5) 
has become yet another inconvenience. In the 
Solan district, near Chakki Mod and Kumarhatti, 
the road widening project has destabilised the 
hillside. Heavy rains now often send large 
boulders onto  the roads,  causing major traffic 
jams, road closures, and endangering life. The 
landslide problem is not limited to highways. 
Crowded settlements near the main city also face 
the problem of landslides during the monsoon. 
Extreme rainfall coupled with weak soil and 
exceeding the city's carrying capacity also leads 
to such disasters like the 2021 landslide in Ghora 
Chowki, that took down a 5 storey building.

“This is exactly what will happen when humans 
start tampering with the forces of nature,” My 
nani says whenever she hears of incidents like 
this.

Tomorrow the Mall will be cleaned again, and the 
tourists will return. And the roads will be packed 
for the locals. Neither will know of the other.

TWO REALITIES OF SHIMLA 
A Home and Not a Vacation 

VIPASHANA THAKUR

//VIPASHANA THAKUR//
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Rendered in the 
colours of the 
transgender flag, 
the graphic traces 
a search for home 
that remains 
unsettled.

For a Home 
That Is Withdrawn

source: pinterest



For many in India’s 
transgender community, 
gaining legal recognition has 
been a challenge. It followed 
imperfect years of court 
battles. On March 13, 2026, 
Union Minister Virendra 
Kumar introduced the 
Transgender Persons 
(Protection of Rights) 
Amendment Bill in the Lok 
Sabha. It narrows down the 
legal definition of 
transgender identity by 
reducing recognition of 
self-identification and 
introducing stricter 
certification requirements, 
which many critics see as a 
rollback of previously 
recognised rights.
The major question is who is 
recognized by the state as 
transgender, and who is not? 

In 2014, the Supreme Court 
of India passed the NALSA 
v. Union of India judgment. 
This landmark decision 
legally acknowledged 
Transgender as a third gender 
and importantly stated that 
gender identity is based on 
self-determination. It did not 
require medical proof for 
identity. 

like hijra, kinnar, aravani, and 
jogta as well as those born 
with medically recognized 
intersex variations; and 
individuals forced to adopt a 
transgender identity against 
their will. 

Trans-men, trans-women, 
genderqueer individuals, and 
those who identify based on 
self perception are not clearly 
recognized in this framework. 
For many activists this 
deletion directly affects 
everyday life since legal 
identity impacts access to 
documents, benefits, and 
institutional recognition. 

Another concern is the return 
of medical scrutiny. While the 
Supreme Court previously 
stated that gender identity is 
not dependent on medical 
diagnosis, the 2026 bill 
requires a district magistrate to 
consider recommendations 
from a medical board, medical 
officer, or deputy medical 
officer before issuing an 
identity certificate. Many in 
the community find this shift 
deeply contradictory
. 

The following years were 
far from easy. Policy 
implementation was 
inconsistent, and many in 
the community criticized 
the Transgender Persons 
(Protection of Rights) Act, 
2019, for not fully capturing 
the spirit of the NALSA 
judgment while the law 
maintained a broad 
definition of who could be 
recognized as transgender. 

That broad definition now 
seems flattened. Under the 
Transgender Persons 
(Protection of Rights) 
Amendment Bill 2026, 
transgender people would 
mainly be recognized in 
two categories: individuals 
from specific socio-cultural 
identities 

On March 16, 2026, the 
Women’s Press Club in 
Delhi was filled to capacity. 
The old building hosted a 
gathering larger than it was 
designed to hold. By 
afternoon, queer and trans 
activists alongside students, 
lawyers, journalists, and 
community organizers 
gathered.

The response was not limited to 
Delhi. In Kolkata, activists held 
an emergency press conference. 
In Bengaluru, campaigners from 
eighteen districts marched 
toward Freedom Park. In 
Bhubaneswar, members of the 
Odisha Transgenders Association 
protested. In Hyderabad, 
demonstrators gathered at 
Dharna Chowk. Across cities, 
across people, the message 
remained the same: this is not 
welcome. 

For many people it is like a hope 
for home that was shown to them 
now being taken away and the 
long struggle, going in vain.

On March 25, 2026 a Supreme 
Court panel led by Justice Asha 
Menon urged withdrawal of the 
Transgender Amendment Bill, 
2026 for violating self-identified 
gender rights upheld in NALSA 
v. Union of India
Despite backlash and protests, 
the bill was passed by the Lok 
Sabha on March 24, 2026, and 
the Rajya Sabha on March 25, 
2026, and currently awaits the 
President’s assent.

Many are left to question, why 
will someone else determine 
who one is?

“From the first line 
to the last line of this 
Bill, it is completely 
arbitrary, nonsense, 
and it violates every 
kind of human right 
that is possible” 
-Krishanu, a trans activist
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FLASH FICTION

STILL, I STAND
Time, through the lens of home 
Dharmishtha Sharma

 Fleeting whispers informed me however, that 
soon, unfamiliar hands would unlock my doors, 
and sure enough, they did. The weight of new 
trunks rested on the floors, new eyes explored 
my corners, and alien voices claimed me their 
own. A different language echoed through my 
rooms, narrating the same horrid tales of the 
border that awaited the family who left. I stood 
still, and then, it was quiet.

Humans are strange. They decide everything on 
the basis of invisible hierarchies. The family 
that settled within my walls was privileged to be 
here. Not many refugees ended up in favourable 
places. The shortage of housing ensured that 
allocations were highly based on affluence and 
social class. I stood still, and then, it was quiet.

As the calendars changed, my walls held new 
secrets. My shelves held tender frames, and my 
terrace grew accustomed to new kites. Time has 
a way of  making one rethink everything they 
know. Political chaos often interrupts the 
illusion of normalcy, tearing apart the very 
fabric of stability, woven with the thread of 
countless sleepless nights. Wars, and 
Emergency, and Riots, I have seen it all, 
through headlines on TV, and discussions over 
tea. I stood like a fortress, away from borders 
and bullets, grenades and tanks. I stood still, 
and then, it was quiet.

The waning crescent moon that shone over 
Delhi on the night of August 15, 1947 
symbolized the last dregs of colonial rule, and 
the much anticipated new beginning for India. 
It also, however, symbolized the looming 
darkness of a new moon night. The newspapers 
went on about the partition of the country. 
While outside my four walls, there was a 
celebration of freedom, fireworks alight over 
my roof that had sheltered the lives within 
through all seasons of British imperialism, 
behind my doors, was a panicked chaos of 
hurried hands packing all the clothes, all the 
photo albums they could manage. Rushed feet 
running around my stone floors for the last 
time. Eyes trying to gather all the memories of 
a lifetime and lock them away in a little box. 
Little hands hugged my walls, mourning the 
life they will never come back to. I stood still, 
and then, it was quiet.

I watch the faces that used to gather around the 
streets for idle chatter, now rush through them. 
It’s like a painting, you spent hours creating — 
the yellow of the sun shining on children in the 
streets, the blue of the sky as limitless as 
dreams — suddenly ruined with the splattered 
red of blood. Nearly every house in the 
neighbourhood was abandoned by the next 
morning. I stood still, and then, it was quiet.

I stand between a temple, and a mosque in the 
bustling lanes of Mehrauli. No chatter bounced 
through my concrete walls for the next few 
weeks, no newspapers holding reports that 
turned lives into figures rested on my front 
step.
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A house recalls the 
lives it has sheltered, 
from Partition to the 
Emergency.
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Kashvi bhatia for the verandah

The city gathers many arrivals, each carrying 
distance, memory, and uncertainty.- 
the plight of uprooting oneself in search of work 
or education.
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POSTCARDS TO THE 

PRIYANSHI GUPTA

HOME THAT STAYED BEHIND

HOME is not abandoned all at once ,it lingers in what is left behind. Memories are not just 
limited to a person, but the intimacy of things we once touched daily. In the wake of the 
Iranian war, where millions have been formed to flee their homes, these postcards trace 
belongingness through things, objects that seem ordinary, until they are suddenly, 
irretrievably gone.

When a Home is raided away from us, in a war, we don't just lose a building, 
but also the memories, the comfort of ownership belonging. What survives 
in the end are the broken fragments of our extant.
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“जो लहरों से आगे नज़र देख पाती,

तो तुम जान लेते, मैं क्या सोचता ह�।ँ

वो आवाज़ जो तुमको भी भेद जाती,

तो तुम जान लेते, मैं क्या सोचता ह�।ँ

िज़द का तुम्हारे जो पदार् सरकता,

तो िखड़िकयों से आगे भी तुम देख पाते।

आखँों से आदतों क� जो पलकें  हटाते,

तो तुम जान लेते, मैं क्या सोचता ह�।ँ”
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“जो लहरों से आगे नज़र देख पाती,

तो तुम जान लेते, मैं क्या सोचता ह�।ँ

वो आवाज़ जो तुमको भी भेद जाती,

तो तुम जान लेते, मैं क्या सोचता ह�।ँ

िज़द का तुम्हारे जो पदार् सरकता,

तो िखड़िकयों से आगे भी तुम देख पाते।

आखँों से आदतों क� जो पलकें  हटाते,

तो तुम जान लेते, मैं क्या सोचता ह�।ँ”
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Long live the system,
So wise, so fair, so tall—
It sees absolutely everything 
Except, any problem at all.

It builds statues of promises
Polished, grand, and bright, 
While potholes hold conferences
Every rainy night.

We clap for every speech 
That says the same old thing, 
Different suit, same script,
Different puppet, same string.

Inflation rises gracefully—
Like it's reaching for the sky.
My wallet, however, 
Has accepted its goodbye.

We are told to stay united. 
But only in neat lines 
Ask a question politely 
But never cross invisible lines.

Breaking news every evening:
"Everything is under control!" 
Meanwhile chaos drinks tea 
Comfortably in the bowl.

Oh democracy, my dear, 
You're trending once again—
Between advertisements and outrage 
Sponsored by "Trust Us" campaigns.

Long live the system. 
Efficient in delay—
It solves tomorrow's problems 
By postponing them today.

Long Live 
the 
System
-BARBIE
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Every window has its 
own story.



मझु ेआप सभी को बधाई दतेे ह�ए बह�त खशुी हो रही ह,ै िजन्होंने इस शानदार 
प्रोजेक्ट पर काम िकया ह।ै िदल्ली िव�िवद्यालय के कािलंदी कॉलेज में पत्रका�रता 
िवभाग के अिसस्टेंट प्रोफेसर के तौर पर, आप सभी को शभुकामनाए ँदकेर 
आपका सहयोग करना मरेे िलए एक सम्मान क� बात रही ह।ै
"घर: भीतर और बाहर" (Home: Within and Beyond) िवषय पर िवचार 
करते ह�ए, आपने कहानी कहने, दृश्य अिभव्यि� और गहन पड़ताल क� शि� को 
प्रदिशर्त िकया ह।ै अपनी व्यि�गत कहािनयों के माध्यम से, आपने व्यि�गत 
अनभुवों और सामिूहक समझ से जड़ुी व्यापक चचार्ओ ंमें अपना योगदान िदया ह।ै
कलाकृितयों के िनमार्ण में आपके समपर्ण, मौिलकता और अकादिमक ईमानदारी 
के िलए मैं आप सभी क� सराहना करना चाहता ह�;ँ मझु ेिव�ास ह ैिक यह पित्रका 
आपक� प्रितभा, िजज्ञासा और दसूरों के साथ महत्वपणूर् िवचारों को साझा करने के 
साहस का एक जीता-जागता प्रमाण बनेगी।

डॉ. मनीषा तोमर

Dr. Manisha Tomar
Assistant Professor

Ms. Mamta
TIC, Journalism

Many of us picture a home as being 
created by the four walls of a house, 
the neighbourhood, and how we enter 
it each day. But, homes are more 
about memories than locations.  It is 
the memory of our lives that becomes 
our home.  It carries all the pieces of 
the people, emotions, and experiences 
that are part of the tapestry of our 
lives.  My personal vision of home 
consists of the memories that I have 
created through sound, the frequency 
of daily routines, and the people who 
have made those memories worth 
expending. When we recall our 
childhood houses, we seem to have 
less of a concrete record of them than 
we do of our feelings. The memories 
we have no longer serve the purpose 
of being a record of something in 
history, but instead feel like a private 
oasis from the world. Some people 
also come to be symbolic homes, and 
memories of them can last for years 
after they have disappeared from our 
lives. Their presence becomes part of 
our inner landscape, creating an 
environment of safety and security 
within us. In addition to people, many 
institutions become places of 
symbolic memory in retrospect. 
Although they may have felt 
transitional at the time, through 
memory, they are elevated to 
formative places that define who we 
are as individuals. The human 
memory is also subject to 
interpretation, and changes. A 
memory would have different 
meanings throughout our lives. In 
many ways, memory is both a place 
to call home, and a process that will 
perpetually grow and change. One of 
the reasons the idea of home presents 
a bittersweet feeling is that it has the 
components of a tangible home as 
well as an intangible home. We can 
never go back to the same home of 
our past, but rather carry it inside 
ourselves and experience it through 
memories. Home is relative and has a 
different meaning during times of 
changes, uncertainty, or loneliness, 
providing us the understanding that a 
sense of "belonging" does not always 
equal being in a specific place but 
rather in the continuity of what we 
hold onto through time.

HOME AS MEMORIES

Dr. Aahana Chopra
Assistant Professor

 Dr. Mansiha Tomar

FACULTY CORNER 
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"It's a normal neck design. It's just 
that I am curvy. Everything might look 

a bit extra on me"
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WHERE WORK
 IS HOME

The Voices 
Unheard

By Saumya Tripathi

//Saumya Tripathi//

“Home? That we had 
left a long time ago; 
now home is where 
work is” 

“Home? That we had left a long time ago; now home is 
where work is,” Bhola says, after thinking about the 
question deeply, sitting on the stairs near the academic 
block, the floor still half-mopped with fresh shoe imprints.
An institution is home to several conflicting stories. But 
within the  institution, people like Bhola live in different 
realities compared to  the students. Daily wage workers, 
gardeners, security staff, and maintenance staff handle the 
everyday  maintenance of Kalindi College, University of 
Delhi.
This article is a reflection on the challenges experienced 
by these informal workers through their voices. 
Hands working tirelessly, plastering the walls, Suresh, a 
daily wage worker, explained, “I came to Delhi at the age 
of 6, went to school till 6th class, became a construction 
worker at the age of 14, and have been working ever since. 
Most of the places I have worked at require us to work for 
8–9 hours per day.”
According to the Periodic Labour Survey conducted by the 
Ministry of Statistics and Programme Implementation, 
12.5 percent of the Indian population is engaged in casual 
or informal labour as of December 2025. Delhi, being a 
hub for internal migrant workers, serves as a place for the 
availability of cheap casual labour, often overlooking the 
Indian Labour Codes, which require an adult worker to 
work for 9 hours per day with a mandatory break of 30 
minutes.
Upon being asked about labour laws and the reasons for 
continuing manual labour even at his age, Suresh said, 
gazing around silently, “Laws? I do not know about any 
laws. I have seven daughters. I need to support their 
education. I want them to study in a college like this 
someday and make me proud ”. Like Suresh, many of the 
workers on campus have received little to no formal 
education. A joint report by UNICEF and ILO on Child 
Labour and Schooling in India also highlighted the issue 
of migrant workers experiencing disrupted education due 
to the unavailability of resources and language barriers.
According to Child Labour Data Census, around 10.1 
million children between the ages of 5–14 years are 
engaged in child labour, even when it is prohibited under 
the Child Labour (Prohibition and Regulation) 
Amendment Act, 2016. Bhola explained that his children 
often skip school to accompany him to work.
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//Saumya Tripathi//

“Home? That we had 
left a long time ago; 
now home is where 
work is” 

“Home? That we had left a long time ago; now 
home is where work is,” Bhola says, after 
thinking about the question deeply, sitting on 
the stairs near the academic block, the floor still 
half-mopped with fresh shoe imprints.

An institution is home to several conflicting 
stories. But within the institution, people like 
Bhola live in different realities compared to the 
students. Daily wage workers, gardeners, 
security staff, and maintenance staff handle the 
everyday  maintenance of Kalindi College, 
University of Delhi.

This article is a reflection on the challenges 
experienced by these informal workers through 
their voices. 
Hands working tirelessly, plastering the walls, 
Suresh, a daily wage worker, explained, “I 
came to Delhi at the age of 6, went to school till 
6th class, became a construction worker at the 
age of 14, and have been working ever since. 
Most of the places I have worked at require us 
to work for 8–9 hours per day.”
According to the Periodic Labour Survey 
conducted by the Ministry of Statistics and 
Programme Implementation, 12.5 percent of 
the Indian population is engaged in casual or 
informal labour as of December 2025. Delhi, 
being a hub for internal migrant workers, 
serves as a place for the availability of cheap 
casual labour, often overlooking the Indian 
Labour Codes, which require an adult worker 
to work for 9 hours per day with a mandatory 
break of 30 minutes.

Upon being asked about labour laws and the 
reasons for continuing manual labour even at 
his age, Suresh said, gazing around silently, 
“Laws? I do not know about any laws. I have 
seven daughters. I need to support their 
education. I want them to study in a college like 
this someday and make me proud ”. Like 
Suresh, many of the workers on campus have 
received little to no formal education. A joint 
report by UNICEF and ILO on Child Labour 
and Schooling in India also highlighted the 
issue of migrant workers experiencing 
disrupted education due to the unavailability of 
resources and language barriers.

According to Child Labour Data Census, 
around 10.1 million children between the ages 
of 5–14 years are engaged in child labour, even 
when it is prohibited under the Child Labour 
(Prohibition and Regulation) Amendment Act, 
2016. Bhola explained that his children often 
skip school to accompany him to work.
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“Someday, I want my daughter to study in an institution 
like this so that she can do what I could not”

ABOVE: "Continuing of manual labour even when our body is giving up is not our 
choice, it is our only hope of survival”

The Periodic Labour Survey highlighted how only 34.9% of 
women in India are employed, compared to 77.7% of men, 
which further indicates how women still face difficulty in 
entering workplaces. 



“Including our children in this line of work is not our choice. But when 
money is limited, boys are pushed into work, while girls are married off to 
take care of the household,” said Bhola.
The Periodic Labour Survey also highlighted how only 34.9% of women 
in India are employed, compared to 77.7% of men across formal and 
informal sectors, which further indicates how women still face difficulty 
in entering workplaces. Rama, a security staff member, elaborated, 
“Whenever I look at the students of the college, I feel like maybe, if things 
were different, I would have also become an officer. But my parents never 
really supported my studies and my decision to work as I was a girl.”
While watering the plants carefully, Rajnish, the head gardener, explained 
in a subdued tone, “Sometimes we have our lunch here at the back of the 
college buildings; sometimes, when it’s raining, we take shelter beneath 
the trees. We do not want to disturb the students and the professors… But 
I like talking to the students and learning about new things.” Most of the 
workers expressed a similar feeling of exclusion.
The subliminal reinforcement of the idea of “inferiority” comes from 
decades of social suppression and lack of awareness. Even if an institution 
does not enforce a derogatory ideology, workers subconsciously consider 
themselves inferior, and they refrain from entering certain places even at 
times of inconvenience.
The Annual Report of the Periodic Labour Force Survey 2025 by the 
Ministry of Statistics and Programme Implementation shows a significant 
increase in literacy rates, employment rates, and reductions in pay gaps; 
however, the larger condition of informal workers remains the same. 
While students sit under fans and air-conditioning, preparing for a better 
future comfortably, labourers build and maintain these very spaces, often 
in scorching heat, biting cold, and muddy rains, regardless of their own 
conditions. However, certain questions  still remain unanswered: Do these 
institutions work on extending the knowledge they impart beyond the 
classrooms? Are the workers even provided with basic living amenities 
and sanitary conditions inside the campus?
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“Whenever I 
look at the 
students of the 
college, I feel 
like maybe, if 
things were 
different, I 
would have 
also become 
an officer. But 
my parents 
never really 
supported my 
studies and 
my decision to 
work as I was 
a girl.”

(Note: Names changed to maintain privacy)
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The non-teaching staff is often excluded unintentionally, which makes it likely for them to feel lonely even in the hustle-bustle of the 
college activities.

ABOVE:

Caught in a frame, the unnoticed efforts of the
maintenance staff.

Around 12.5% of the total Indian Workforce is engaged 
in Informal labour including daily wage labourers.



मझु ेआप सभी को बधाई दतेे ह�ए बह�त खशुी हो रही ह,ै िजन्होंने इस शानदार 
प्रोजेक्ट पर काम िकया ह।ै िदल्ली िव�िवद्यालय के कािलंदी कॉलेज में पत्रका�रता 
िवभाग के अिसस्टेंट प्रोफेसर के तौर पर, आप सभी को शभुकामनाए ँदकेर 
आपका सहयोग करना मरेे िलए एक सम्मान क� बात रही ह।ै
"घर: भीतर और बाहर" (Home: Within and Beyond) िवषय पर िवचार 
करते ह�ए, आपने कहानी कहने, दृश्य अिभव्यि� और गहन पड़ताल क� शि� को 
प्रदिशर्त िकया ह।ै अपनी व्यि�गत कहािनयों के माध्यम से, आपने व्यि�गत 
अनभुवों और सामिूहक समझ से जड़ुी व्यापक चचार्ओ ंमें अपना योगदान िदया ह।ै
कलाकृितयों के िनमार्ण में आपके समपर्ण, मौिलकता और अकादिमक ईमानदारी 
के िलए मैं आप सभी क� सराहना करना चाहता ह�;ँ मझु ेिव�ास ह ैिक यह पित्रका 
आपक� प्रितभा, िजज्ञासा और दसूरों के साथ महत्वपणूर् िवचारों को साझा करने के 
साहस का एक जीता-जागता प्रमाण बनेगी।

डॉ. मनीषा तोमर

Dr. Manisha Tomar
Assistant Professor

Ms. Mamta
TIC, Journalism

Many of us picture a home as being 
created by the four walls of a house, 
the neighbourhood, and how we enter 
it each day. But, homes are more 
about memories than locations.  It is 
the memory of our lives that becomes 
our home.  It carries all the pieces of 
the people, emotions, and experiences 
that are part of the tapestry of our 
lives.  My personal vision of home 
consists of the memories that I have 
created through sound, the frequency 
of daily routines, and the people who 
have made those memories worth 
expending. When we recall our 
childhood houses, we seem to have 
less of a concrete record of them than 
we do of our feelings. The memories 
we have no longer serve the purpose 
of being a record of something in 
history, but instead feel like a private 
oasis from the world. Some people 
also come to be symbolic homes, and 
memories of them can last for years 
after they have disappeared from our 
lives. Their presence becomes part of 
our inner landscape, creating an 
environment of safety and security 
within us. In addition to people, many 
institutions become places of 
symbolic memory in retrospect. 
Although they may have felt 
transitional at the time, through 
memory, they are elevated to 
formative places that define who we 
are as individuals. The human 
memory is also subject to 
interpretation, and changes. A 
memory would have different 
meanings throughout our lives. In 
many ways, memory is both a place 
to call home, and a process that will 
perpetually grow and change. One of 
the reasons the idea of home presents 
a bittersweet feeling is that it has the 
components of a tangible home as 
well as an intangible home. We can 
never go back to the same home of 
our past, but rather carry it inside 
ourselves and experience it through 
memories. Home is relative and has a 
different meaning during times of 
changes, uncertainty, or loneliness, 
providing us the understanding that a 
sense of "belonging" does not always 
equal being in a specific place but 
rather in the continuity of what we 
hold onto through time.

HOME AS MEMORIES

Dr. Aahana Chopra
Assistant Professor

 Dr. Mansiha Tomar

FACULTY CORNER 

37THE VERANDAH 

Construction and destruction of narratives is a cyclic process. What is relevant 
today can become forgotten folklore, lost in the web of new ideas. The very 
purpose of journalism is to trace the forgotten and question the remembered.

PHOTOGRAPHY EDITORIAL



मझु ेआप सभी को बधाई दतेे ह�ए बह�त खशुी हो रही ह,ै िजन्होंने इस शानदार 
प्रोजेक्ट पर काम िकया ह।ै िदल्ली िव�िवद्यालय के कािलंदी कॉलेज में पत्रका�रता 
िवभाग के अिसस्टेंट प्रोफेसर के तौर पर, आप सभी को शभुकामनाए ँदकेर 
आपका सहयोग करना मरेे िलए एक सम्मान क� बात रही ह।ै
"घर: भीतर और बाहर" (Home: Within and Beyond) िवषय पर िवचार 
करते ह�ए, आपने कहानी कहने, दृश्य अिभव्यि� और गहन पड़ताल क� शि� को 
प्रदिशर्त िकया ह।ै अपनी व्यि�गत कहािनयों के माध्यम से, आपने व्यि�गत 
अनभुवों और सामिूहक समझ से जड़ुी व्यापक चचार्ओ ंमें अपना योगदान िदया ह।ै
कलाकृितयों के िनमार्ण में आपके समपर्ण, मौिलकता और अकादिमक ईमानदारी 
के िलए मैं आप सभी क� सराहना करना चाहता ह�;ँ मझु ेिव�ास ह ैिक यह पित्रका 
आपक� प्रितभा, िजज्ञासा और दसूरों के साथ महत्वपणूर् िवचारों को साझा करने के 
साहस का एक जीता-जागता प्रमाण बनेगी।

डॉ. मनीषा तोमर

Dr. Manisha Tomar
Assistant Professor

Ms. Mamta
TIC, Journalism

Many of us picture a home as being 
created by the four walls of a house, 
the neighbourhood, and how we enter 
it each day. But, homes are more 
about memories than locations.  It is 
the memory of our lives that becomes 
our home.  It carries all the pieces of 
the people, emotions, and experiences 
that are part of the tapestry of our 
lives.  My personal vision of home 
consists of the memories that I have 
created through sound, the frequency 
of daily routines, and the people who 
have made those memories worth 
expending. When we recall our 
childhood houses, we seem to have 
less of a concrete record of them than 
we do of our feelings. The memories 
we have no longer serve the purpose 
of being a record of something in 
history, but instead feel like a private 
oasis from the world. Some people 
also come to be symbolic homes, and 
memories of them can last for years 
after they have disappeared from our 
lives. Their presence becomes part of 
our inner landscape, creating an 
environment of safety and security 
within us. In addition to people, many 
institutions become places of 
symbolic memory in retrospect. 
Although they may have felt 
transitional at the time, through 
memory, they are elevated to 
formative places that define who we 
are as individuals. The human 
memory is also subject to 
interpretation, and changes. A 
memory would have different 
meanings throughout our lives. In 
many ways, memory is both a place 
to call home, and a process that will 
perpetually grow and change. One of 
the reasons the idea of home presents 
a bittersweet feeling is that it has the 
components of a tangible home as 
well as an intangible home. We can 
never go back to the same home of 
our past, but rather carry it inside 
ourselves and experience it through 
memories. Home is relative and has a 
different meaning during times of 
changes, uncertainty, or loneliness, 
providing us the understanding that a 
sense of "belonging" does not always 
equal being in a specific place but 
rather in the continuity of what we 
hold onto through time.

HOME AS MEMORIES

Dr. Aahana Chopra
Assistant Professor

 Dr. Mansiha Tomar
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Below: A quiet wall, slowly gathering pieces of who you are

Below: Between arrival and belonging

The personalised touches

From emptiness to evidence of living.



मझु ेआप सभी को बधाई दतेे ह�ए बह�त खशुी हो रही ह,ै िजन्होंने इस शानदार 
प्रोजेक्ट पर काम िकया ह।ै िदल्ली िव�िवद्यालय के कािलंदी कॉलेज में पत्रका�रता 
िवभाग के अिसस्टेंट प्रोफेसर के तौर पर, आप सभी को शभुकामनाए ँदकेर 
आपका सहयोग करना मरेे िलए एक सम्मान क� बात रही ह।ै
"घर: भीतर और बाहर" (Home: Within and Beyond) िवषय पर िवचार 
करते ह�ए, आपने कहानी कहने, दृश्य अिभव्यि� और गहन पड़ताल क� शि� को 
प्रदिशर्त िकया ह।ै अपनी व्यि�गत कहािनयों के माध्यम से, आपने व्यि�गत 
अनभुवों और सामिूहक समझ से जड़ुी व्यापक चचार्ओ ंमें अपना योगदान िदया ह।ै
कलाकृितयों के िनमार्ण में आपके समपर्ण, मौिलकता और अकादिमक ईमानदारी 
के िलए मैं आप सभी क� सराहना करना चाहता ह�;ँ मझु ेिव�ास ह ैिक यह पित्रका 
आपक� प्रितभा, िजज्ञासा और दसूरों के साथ महत्वपणूर् िवचारों को साझा करने के 
साहस का एक जीता-जागता प्रमाण बनेगी।

डॉ. मनीषा तोमर

Dr. Manisha Tomar
Assistant Professor

Ms. Mamta
TIC, Journalism

Many of us picture a home as being 
created by the four walls of a house, 
the neighbourhood, and how we enter 
it each day. But, homes are more 
about memories than locations.  It is 
the memory of our lives that becomes 
our home.  It carries all the pieces of 
the people, emotions, and experiences 
that are part of the tapestry of our 
lives.  My personal vision of home 
consists of the memories that I have 
created through sound, the frequency 
of daily routines, and the people who 
have made those memories worth 
expending. When we recall our 
childhood houses, we seem to have 
less of a concrete record of them than 
we do of our feelings. The memories 
we have no longer serve the purpose 
of being a record of something in 
history, but instead feel like a private 
oasis from the world. Some people 
also come to be symbolic homes, and 
memories of them can last for years 
after they have disappeared from our 
lives. Their presence becomes part of 
our inner landscape, creating an 
environment of safety and security 
within us. In addition to people, many 
institutions become places of 
symbolic memory in retrospect. 
Although they may have felt 
transitional at the time, through 
memory, they are elevated to 
formative places that define who we 
are as individuals. The human 
memory is also subject to 
interpretation, and changes. A 
memory would have different 
meanings throughout our lives. In 
many ways, memory is both a place 
to call home, and a process that will 
perpetually grow and change. One of 
the reasons the idea of home presents 
a bittersweet feeling is that it has the 
components of a tangible home as 
well as an intangible home. We can 
never go back to the same home of 
our past, but rather carry it inside 
ourselves and experience it through 
memories. Home is relative and has a 
different meaning during times of 
changes, uncertainty, or loneliness, 
providing us the understanding that a 
sense of "belonging" does not always 
equal being in a specific place but 
rather in the continuity of what we 
hold onto through time.

HOME AS MEMORIES

Dr. Aahana Chopra
Assistant Professor
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LEFT: The feeling of chaos and
being overwhelmed

LEFT:  When the house
becomes home



मझु ेआप सभी को बधाई दतेे ह�ए बह�त खशुी हो रही ह,ै िजन्होंने इस शानदार 
प्रोजेक्ट पर काम िकया ह।ै िदल्ली िव�िवद्यालय के कािलंदी कॉलेज में पत्रका�रता 
िवभाग के अिसस्टेंट प्रोफेसर के तौर पर, आप सभी को शभुकामनाए ँदकेर 
आपका सहयोग करना मरेे िलए एक सम्मान क� बात रही ह।ै
"घर: भीतर और बाहर" (Home: Within and Beyond) िवषय पर िवचार 
करते ह�ए, आपने कहानी कहने, दृश्य अिभव्यि� और गहन पड़ताल क� शि� को 
प्रदिशर्त िकया ह।ै अपनी व्यि�गत कहािनयों के माध्यम से, आपने व्यि�गत 
अनभुवों और सामिूहक समझ से जड़ुी व्यापक चचार्ओ ंमें अपना योगदान िदया ह।ै
कलाकृितयों के िनमार्ण में आपके समपर्ण, मौिलकता और अकादिमक ईमानदारी 
के िलए मैं आप सभी क� सराहना करना चाहता ह�;ँ मझु ेिव�ास ह ैिक यह पित्रका 
आपक� प्रितभा, िजज्ञासा और दसूरों के साथ महत्वपणूर् िवचारों को साझा करने के 
साहस का एक जीता-जागता प्रमाण बनेगी।

डॉ. मनीषा तोमर

Dr. Manisha Tomar
Assistant Professor

Ms. Mamta
TIC, Journalism

Many of us picture a home as being 
created by the four walls of a house, 
the neighbourhood, and how we enter 
it each day. But, homes are more 
about memories than locations.  It is 
the memory of our lives that becomes 
our home.  It carries all the pieces of 
the people, emotions, and experiences 
that are part of the tapestry of our 
lives.  My personal vision of home 
consists of the memories that I have 
created through sound, the frequency 
of daily routines, and the people who 
have made those memories worth 
expending. When we recall our 
childhood houses, we seem to have 
less of a concrete record of them than 
we do of our feelings. The memories 
we have no longer serve the purpose 
of being a record of something in 
history, but instead feel like a private 
oasis from the world. Some people 
also come to be symbolic homes, and 
memories of them can last for years 
after they have disappeared from our 
lives. Their presence becomes part of 
our inner landscape, creating an 
environment of safety and security 
within us. In addition to people, many 
institutions become places of 
symbolic memory in retrospect. 
Although they may have felt 
transitional at the time, through 
memory, they are elevated to 
formative places that define who we 
are as individuals. The human 
memory is also subject to 
interpretation, and changes. A 
memory would have different 
meanings throughout our lives. In 
many ways, memory is both a place 
to call home, and a process that will 
perpetually grow and change. One of 
the reasons the idea of home presents 
a bittersweet feeling is that it has the 
components of a tangible home as 
well as an intangible home. We can 
never go back to the same home of 
our past, but rather carry it inside 
ourselves and experience it through 
memories. Home is relative and has a 
different meaning during times of 
changes, uncertainty, or loneliness, 
providing us the understanding that a 
sense of "belonging" does not always 
equal being in a specific place but 
rather in the continuity of what we 
hold onto through time.

HOME AS MEMORIES

Dr. Aahana Chopra
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//STUTI//

PHOTO STORY

LEFT:  Flourishing means of livelihood.

Right: 
Not just an attire but 

an Identity.

Below: 
A dragon that 
symbolises
protection and 
harmony



मझु ेआप सभी को बधाई दतेे ह�ए बह�त खशुी हो रही ह,ै िजन्होंने इस शानदार 
प्रोजेक्ट पर काम िकया ह।ै िदल्ली िव�िवद्यालय के कािलंदी कॉलेज में पत्रका�रता 
िवभाग के अिसस्टेंट प्रोफेसर के तौर पर, आप सभी को शभुकामनाए ँदकेर 
आपका सहयोग करना मरेे िलए एक सम्मान क� बात रही ह।ै
"घर: भीतर और बाहर" (Home: Within and Beyond) िवषय पर िवचार 
करते ह�ए, आपने कहानी कहने, दृश्य अिभव्यि� और गहन पड़ताल क� शि� को 
प्रदिशर्त िकया ह।ै अपनी व्यि�गत कहािनयों के माध्यम से, आपने व्यि�गत 
अनभुवों और सामिूहक समझ से जड़ुी व्यापक चचार्ओ ंमें अपना योगदान िदया ह।ै
कलाकृितयों के िनमार्ण में आपके समपर्ण, मौिलकता और अकादिमक ईमानदारी 
के िलए मैं आप सभी क� सराहना करना चाहता ह�;ँ मझु ेिव�ास ह ैिक यह पित्रका 
आपक� प्रितभा, िजज्ञासा और दसूरों के साथ महत्वपणूर् िवचारों को साझा करने के 
साहस का एक जीता-जागता प्रमाण बनेगी।

डॉ. मनीषा तोमर

Dr. Manisha Tomar
Assistant Professor

Ms. Mamta
TIC, Journalism

Many of us picture a home as being 
created by the four walls of a house, 
the neighbourhood, and how we enter 
it each day. But, homes are more 
about memories than locations.  It is 
the memory of our lives that becomes 
our home.  It carries all the pieces of 
the people, emotions, and experiences 
that are part of the tapestry of our 
lives.  My personal vision of home 
consists of the memories that I have 
created through sound, the frequency 
of daily routines, and the people who 
have made those memories worth 
expending. When we recall our 
childhood houses, we seem to have 
less of a concrete record of them than 
we do of our feelings. The memories 
we have no longer serve the purpose 
of being a record of something in 
history, but instead feel like a private 
oasis from the world. Some people 
also come to be symbolic homes, and 
memories of them can last for years 
after they have disappeared from our 
lives. Their presence becomes part of 
our inner landscape, creating an 
environment of safety and security 
within us. In addition to people, many 
institutions become places of 
symbolic memory in retrospect. 
Although they may have felt 
transitional at the time, through 
memory, they are elevated to 
formative places that define who we 
are as individuals. The human 
memory is also subject to 
interpretation, and changes. A 
memory would have different 
meanings throughout our lives. In 
many ways, memory is both a place 
to call home, and a process that will 
perpetually grow and change. One of 
the reasons the idea of home presents 
a bittersweet feeling is that it has the 
components of a tangible home as 
well as an intangible home. We can 
never go back to the same home of 
our past, but rather carry it inside 
ourselves and experience it through 
memories. Home is relative and has a 
different meaning during times of 
changes, uncertainty, or loneliness, 
providing us the understanding that a 
sense of "belonging" does not always 
equal being in a specific place but 
rather in the continuity of what we 
hold onto through time.

HOME AS MEMORIES

Dr. Aahana Chopra
Assistant Professor
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below: Every spin of the prayer wheels spreads a silent prayer.below: A buddhist monk from MKT.

below: A glimpse into Tibetan dishes. 

above: The making of laphing. 



मझु ेआप सभी को बधाई दतेे ह�ए बह�त खशुी हो रही ह,ै िजन्होंने इस शानदार 
प्रोजेक्ट पर काम िकया ह।ै िदल्ली िव�िवद्यालय के कािलंदी कॉलेज में पत्रका�रता 
िवभाग के अिसस्टेंट प्रोफेसर के तौर पर, आप सभी को शभुकामनाए ँदकेर 
आपका सहयोग करना मरेे िलए एक सम्मान क� बात रही ह।ै
"घर: भीतर और बाहर" (Home: Within and Beyond) िवषय पर िवचार 
करते ह�ए, आपने कहानी कहने, दृश्य अिभव्यि� और गहन पड़ताल क� शि� को 
प्रदिशर्त िकया ह।ै अपनी व्यि�गत कहािनयों के माध्यम से, आपने व्यि�गत 
अनभुवों और सामिूहक समझ से जड़ुी व्यापक चचार्ओ ंमें अपना योगदान िदया ह।ै
कलाकृितयों के िनमार्ण में आपके समपर्ण, मौिलकता और अकादिमक ईमानदारी 
के िलए मैं आप सभी क� सराहना करना चाहता ह�;ँ मझु ेिव�ास ह ैिक यह पित्रका 
आपक� प्रितभा, िजज्ञासा और दसूरों के साथ महत्वपणूर् िवचारों को साझा करने के 
साहस का एक जीता-जागता प्रमाण बनेगी।

डॉ. मनीषा तोमर

"घर" शब्द सनुते ही मन में एक िस्थर, सरुिक्षत 
और आत्मीय स्थान क� छिव उभरती ह;ै चार 

दीवारें, प�रिचत चहेरों क� गमार्हट और िवश्राम 
का अहसास। िकंत ुसमकालीन पत्रका�रता के 
प�रपे्र�य में यह प�रभाषा तेजी से बदल रही ह।ै 
आज के पत्रकार के िलए "घर" केवल भौितक 

स्थान नहीं रहा, बिल्क एक गितशील, िडिजटल 
और मानिसक संरचना में प�रवितर्त हो चकुा ह।ै
पत्रका�रता का स्वभाव समय क� सीमाओ ंको 

स्वीकार नहीं करता। लगातार बदलते 
असाइनमेंट, अिनयिमत कायर्घटें और "ब्रिेकंग 

न्यज़ू" क� िनरंतरता पत्रकार को भौितक घर से दरू 
ले जाती ह।ै धीरे-धीरे उसका लैपटॉप, मोबाइल 
और कायर्स्थल ही उसका वास्तिवक "घर" बन 

जाते हैं; वह जगह जहाँ वह िवचारों को गढ़ता ह,ै 
भावनाओ ंको अिभव्य� करता ह ैऔर दिुनया 

को समझने क� कोिशश करता ह।ै
िडिजटल यगु ने 24×7 न्यज़ू साइिकल के साथ 

घर और दफ्तर क� सीमाए ँधुधंली कर दी हैं। 
पत्रकार अपने घर में रहते ह�ए भी वास्तव में "घर" 

में नहीं होता। जब काम ही घर बन जाता ह,ै तो 
प�रवार और िनजी समय पीछे छूट जाते हैं। िफर 
भी कई पत्रकार इसे चनुौती नहीं, बिल्क एक नई 

पहचान के रूप में स्वीकार करते हैं।
अतंतः, समकालीन पत्रकार के िलए "घर" एक 
प्रवाहमान िवचार ह;ै जो दीवारों से नहीं, बिल्क 

उन िस्क्रप्ट से बना ह ैिजन्हें वह जीता और 
िलखता ह।ै

दीवारों से परे एक 
पत्रकार का िडिजटल घर

डॉ. केशव पटेल

Dr. Manisha Tomar
Assistant Professor

Ms. Mamta
TIC, Journalism

Dr. Praveen Gautam
Assistant Professor

Dr. Keshav Patel
Assistant Professor

Dr. Vinay kumar Rai
Assistant Professor

Dr. Bharti
Assistant Professor

Many of us picture a home as being 
created by the four walls of a house, 
the neighbourhood, and how we enter 
it each day. But, homes are more 
about memories than locations.  It is 
the memory of our lives that becomes 
our home.  It carries all the pieces of 
the people, emotions, and experiences 
that are part of the tapestry of our 
lives.  My personal vision of home 
consists of the memories that I have 
created through sound, the frequency 
of daily routines, and the people who 
have made those memories worth 
expending. When we recall our 
childhood houses, we seem to have 
less of a concrete record of them than 
we do of our feelings. The memories 
we have no longer serve the purpose 
of being a record of something in 
history, but instead feel like a private 
oasis from the world. Some people 
also come to be symbolic homes, and 
memories of them can last for years 
after they have disappeared from our 
lives. Their presence becomes part of 
our inner landscape, creating an 
environment of safety and security 
within us. In addition to people, many 
institutions become places of 
symbolic memory in retrospect. 
Although they may have felt 
transitional at the time, through 
memory, they are elevated to 
formative places that define who we 
are as individuals. The human 
memory is also subject to 
interpretation, and changes. A 
memory would have different 
meanings throughout our lives. In 
many ways, memory is both a place 
to call home, and a process that will 
perpetually grow and change. One of 
the reasons the idea of home presents 
a bittersweet feeling is that it has the 
components of a tangible home as 
well as an intangible home. We can 
never go back to the same home of 
our past, but rather carry it inside 
ourselves and experience it through 
memories. Home is relative and has a 
different meaning during times of 
changes, uncertainty, or loneliness, 
providing us the understanding that a 
sense of "belonging" does not always 
equal being in a specific place but 
rather in the continuity of what we 
hold onto through time.

HOME AS MEMORIES

Dr. Gyamar Nemey
Assistant Professor

Dr. Aahana Chopra
Assistant Professor
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मझु ेआप सभी को बधाई दतेे ह�ए बह�त खशुी हो रही ह,ै िजन्होंने इस शानदार 
प्रोजेक्ट पर काम िकया ह।ै िदल्ली िव�िवद्यालय के कािलंदी कॉलेज में पत्रका�रता 
िवभाग के अिसस्टेंट प्रोफेसर के तौर पर, आप सभी को शभुकामनाए ँदकेर 
आपका सहयोग करना मरेे िलए एक सम्मान क� बात रही ह।ै
"घर: भीतर और बाहर" (Home: Within and Beyond) िवषय पर िवचार 
करते ह�ए, आपने कहानी कहने, दृश्य अिभव्यि� और गहन पड़ताल क� शि� को 
प्रदिशर्त िकया ह।ै अपनी व्यि�गत कहािनयों के माध्यम से, आपने व्यि�गत 
अनभुवों और सामिूहक समझ से जड़ुी व्यापक चचार्ओ ंमें अपना योगदान िदया ह।ै
कलाकृितयों के िनमार्ण में आपके समपर्ण, मौिलकता और अकादिमक ईमानदारी 
के िलए मैं आप सभी क� सराहना करना चाहता ह�;ँ मझु ेिव�ास ह ैिक यह पित्रका 
आपक� प्रितभा, िजज्ञासा और दसूरों के साथ महत्वपणूर् िवचारों को साझा करने के 
साहस का एक जीता-जागता प्रमाण बनेगी।

डॉ. मनीषा तोमर

"घर" शब्द सनुते ही मन में एक िस्थर, सरुिक्षत 
और आत्मीय स्थान क� छिव उभरती ह;ै चार 

दीवारें, प�रिचत चहेरों क� गमार्हट और िवश्राम 
का अहसास। िकंत ुसमकालीन पत्रका�रता के 
प�रपे्र�य में यह प�रभाषा तेजी से बदल रही ह।ै 
आज के पत्रकार के िलए "घर" केवल भौितक 

स्थान नहीं रहा, बिल्क एक गितशील, िडिजटल 
और मानिसक संरचना में प�रवितर्त हो चकुा ह।ै
पत्रका�रता का स्वभाव समय क� सीमाओ ंको 

स्वीकार नहीं करता। लगातार बदलते 
असाइनमेंट, अिनयिमत कायर्घटें और "ब्रिेकंग 

न्यज़ू" क� िनरंतरता पत्रकार को भौितक घर से दरू 
ले जाती ह।ै धीरे-धीरे उसका लैपटॉप, मोबाइल 
और कायर्स्थल ही उसका वास्तिवक "घर" बन 

जाते हैं; वह जगह जहाँ वह िवचारों को गढ़ता ह,ै 
भावनाओ ंको अिभव्य� करता ह ैऔर दिुनया 

को समझने क� कोिशश करता ह।ै
िडिजटल यगु ने 24×7 न्यज़ू साइिकल के साथ 

घर और दफ्तर क� सीमाए ँधुधंली कर दी हैं। 
पत्रकार अपने घर में रहते ह�ए भी वास्तव में "घर" 

में नहीं होता। जब काम ही घर बन जाता ह,ै तो 
प�रवार और िनजी समय पीछे छूट जाते हैं। िफर 
भी कई पत्रकार इसे चनुौती नहीं, बिल्क एक नई 

पहचान के रूप में स्वीकार करते हैं।
अतंतः, समकालीन पत्रकार के िलए "घर" एक 
प्रवाहमान िवचार ह;ै जो दीवारों से नहीं, बिल्क 

उन िस्क्रप्ट से बना ह ैिजन्हें वह जीता और 
िलखता ह।ै

दीवारों से परे एक 
पत्रकार का िडिजटल घर
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Many of us picture a home as being 
created by the four walls of a house, 
the neighbourhood, and how we enter 
it each day. But, homes are more 
about memories than locations.  It is 
the memory of our lives that becomes 
our home.  It carries all the pieces of 
the people, emotions, and experiences 
that are part of the tapestry of our 
lives.  My personal vision of home 
consists of the memories that I have 
created through sound, the frequency 
of daily routines, and the people who 
have made those memories worth 
expending. When we recall our 
childhood houses, we seem to have 
less of a concrete record of them than 
we do of our feelings. The memories 
we have no longer serve the purpose 
of being a record of something in 
history, but instead feel like a private 
oasis from the world. Some people 
also come to be symbolic homes, and 
memories of them can last for years 
after they have disappeared from our 
lives. Their presence becomes part of 
our inner landscape, creating an 
environment of safety and security 
within us. In addition to people, many 
institutions become places of 
symbolic memory in retrospect. 
Although they may have felt 
transitional at the time, through 
memory, they are elevated to 
formative places that define who we 
are as individuals. The human 
memory is also subject to 
interpretation, and changes. A 
memory would have different 
meanings throughout our lives. In 
many ways, memory is both a place 
to call home, and a process that will 
perpetually grow and change. One of 
the reasons the idea of home presents 
a bittersweet feeling is that it has the 
components of a tangible home as 
well as an intangible home. We can 
never go back to the same home of 
our past, but rather carry it inside 
ourselves and experience it through 
memories. Home is relative and has a 
different meaning during times of 
changes, uncertainty, or loneliness, 
providing us the understanding that a 
sense of "belonging" does not always 
equal being in a specific place but 
rather in the continuity of what we 
hold onto through time.
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