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EDITOR’S NOTE
When you pick Chinese food over dosas, a black dress over a red shirt, a fiction novel over a jour-
nal, or floaters over heels, you make a choice that suits you. You shape every day of your life around 
your tastes and your preferences. This Kalpa, we bring to you the different dimensions of taste, 
focusing on food.

As you turn the pages of Kalpa, The Scoop, our section dedicated to the happenings at IISER Pune 
will allow you to reminisce about the past year. You will venture into the depths of the scientific 
fervour that we have here, reading about the importance given to the celebration of various sci-
ence-related days, and learn that students here don’t just laze around during their summer vaca-
tions through Summer Shenanigans for the summer of 2014-2015.

You’ll be served a platter full of creativity in Zest, our articles section. Zest is sub divided into 
five main kinds of taste in food– the Sweet, Sour, Salty, Spicy, and Bitter sections- giving you the 
flavour of each in a nutshell. Sweet will let you feel warm at heart and make you smile. Sour will 
offer a little seriousness and a taste of the sadness that often comes your way. Flip through Salty 
for variety- it can complement your palate and add a pinch of salt to your feelings as well. Bitter 
will take you through less-than-savoury experiences and tell you what others feel about various is-
sues. Spicy will make your facial muscles stretch again, bringing back the joy of hearing gossip and 
making you feel zealous about life.

Having relished all five gustatory sensations, you can take a walk down memory lane with the 2010 
batch at Nostalgia Street. Be a part of their five-year journey at IISER Pune and relive memories 
with them- some happy, some bitter sweet. 

We bring to you snapshots of the beautiful campus that we reside in through Campus Updates and 
introduce you to all the new members of the IISER Pune family. With this we sign off, hoping that 
you savour this Kalpa as much as we did while making it. 

Yours,
Harini and Lavanya

Photo: Anirban Sharma
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T
he 28th of February is a special day for the 
science fraternity in India. It is celebrated 
as National Science Day throughout the 

country as it marks the discovery of the Raman 
effect by Sir CV Raman. He reported the ground-
breaking discovery on this day in 1928 at the In-
dian Association for the Cultivation of Science 
(IACS), Kolkata, for which he received the Nobel 
Prize for Physics in 1930.

No surprise then that IISER Pune was blossom-
ing with festivities on the 28th of February, 2014. 
The day started with an opening note by Prof. 
KN Ganesh, the Director of IISER Pune, in which 
he discussed the importance of the Raman effect 
in modern science. He illustrated how this effect 
developed into the very important and success-
ful branch of spectroscopy, Raman spectroscopy. 
This was followed by talks and presentations on 
the applications of the Raman effect, which were 
delivered by students from the research groups 
of Dr. GV Pavan Kumar and Dr. Mrinalini Pura-
nik. In his talk, Dr. Pavan Kumar reminded the 
audience about Prof. Raman’s strong nationalist 
feelings and his love for his motherland. In keep-
ing with the theme of National Science Day, Prof. 
Sunil Mukhi gave a talk titled ‘Fostering Scien-
tific Temper’, in which he critically analysed the 
role of science in our society.  The talk segued 

into a round of rigorous discussion on science 
and religion.

In the afternoon session, Dr. Shabana Khan en-
thralled a large crowd consisting of students 
from various schools in and around Pune and the 
IISER crowd alike with her fun demonstration 
session titled ‘Magic in Chemistry’. Dr. Khan em-
phasised the necessary precautions while per-
forming experiments in the laboratory. Experi-
ments that involved the making of beer and wine 
won the audience’s attention. 

The afternoon also saw the students of IISER 
Pune’s research groups participate in a research 
poster competition. They got a chance to display 
their work and also to interact with other re-
search groups and exchange ideas. ‘Best Poster’ 
awards were given for one poster each in the 
subjects of physics, chemistry, mathematics, and 
biology. These awards were hotly contested  and 
experienced IISER faculty members formed the 
judging committee. 

A book exhibition was set up in one of the Lec-
ture Hall Complex (LHC) rooms. The choice of 
books available was extensive. Students were 
allowed to buy and recommend both popular 
science books and textbooks for the IISER Pune 
Library. 

As a part of Science Day 2014, students and 
teachers from schools around Pune had been 
invited to visit the laboratories at IISER Pune 
in order to expose them to the cutting edge re-
search facilities that are available here. Students 
were taken in small groups to visit the labora-
tory blocks namely- ħ, Mendeleev, and G1 to see 
modern scientific equipment and their proper 
usage. 

Celebrating Science Day gave everybody an op-
portunity to express their joy and deep satisfac-
tion at being a part of Indian science and also a 
chance to celebrate one of India’s biggest scien-
tific successes.

- Siddhartha Sohoni

Photo: Dr. VS Rao

SCIENCE DAY 2014
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O
n the 2nd of April, 2014, the IISER Pune 
family gathered at our beloved HR-4 
to celebrate its 4th Foundation Day. It 

was at the site of this building that on the 4th of 
April, 2006, the foundation stone of IISER was 
laid by none other than our former Prime Min-
ister, the honourable Dr. Manmohan Singh him-
self. Students, faculty, and administrative staff 
were packed in the multi-purpose hall to attend 
this year’s Foundation Day lecture. Sourajit Basu 
and Alisha Pathak, two of IISER Pune’s gradu-
ates, then in their fifth year, conducted the pro-
gramme.

The Foundation Day lecture and other celebra-
tions of the day were preceded by the formal in-
auguration of New Hostel-II by Dr. BN Goswami, 
Director of IITM Pune and also that of the biol-
ogy block– G1- by Prof. P Balaram, Director of 
IISc. 

The programme commenced with the Director’s 
welcome address to the audience. He outlined 
the progress that IISER Pune had made in the 
few short years since its founding. In the past 
year, infrastructure around the campus had im-
proved drastically. HR-4, which still retains its 
multi-purpose tag, was not the only building in 
the campus anymore as the LHC was operating 
in full swing with its technologically advanced 
classrooms and halls with seating capacities of 
over one hundred and fifty. As of that day, we 
had added another hostel and a biology block to 
our list of buildings. The New Dining Hall Com-
plex had almost reached completion and the new 
cricket ground was also ready for use.

The Director, Prof. KN Ganesh introduced our es-
teemed chief guest and Foundation Day speaker, 
Prof. P Balaram, Director of IISc. He is a profes-
sor of molecular biophysics who has authored 
over four hundred research papers and has re-
ceived many awards in recognition of his work, 
including the Padma Shri (2002) and the Padma 
Bhushan (2014). He is currently a member of the 
Science Advisory Committee to the Union Cabi-
net and the Scientific Advisory Council to the 
Prime Minister.

His talk, ‘Chemistry on the Fringes of Biology’, 
enlightened the audience about the various ap-
plications of chemistry from the perspective of a 
biologist. He also emphasised the importance of 
such research in the bigger picture of interdisci-
plinary science.

Following tradition, IISER Pune’s annual maga-
zine, Kalpa, was unveiled. The chief editor, Shar-
varee V, gave her thanks to the hardworking 
members of the Kalpa Team, who contributed to 
the making of the year’s magazine. 

Students from each batch who performed excep-
tionally well in academics were recognised and 
received various awards, including the CNR Rao 
scholarship. 

The ceremony also saw awards given to the staff 
members of IISER Pune for their significant con-
tributions in their respective roles as lab techni-
cians, security officers, administrative staff, and 
many more, without whom IISER’s day to day 
functioning would not be possible. Some faculty 
members were also awarded for their consistent 
efforts towards the progress of IISER Pune.

After a heartfelt vote of thanks from the Regis-
trar, the Foundation Day celebrations concluded 
with the national anthem, instilling in the audi-
ence a sense of pride for the institute. 

- Papia Bera

Photo: Dr. VS Rao
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‘God used beautiful mathematics in creating 
the world.’

These words by Paul Dirac succinctly describe 
how important mathematics is for understand-
ing nature. Nothing compliments nature better 
than the science of mathematics as even the 
most complex phenomena can be broken down 
into numbers and equations. It is a language that 
makes other sciences eloquent, elegant. There-
fore, it is only fitting that we at IISER Pune pay a 
tribute to mathematics.

While Mathematics Day or Pi Day as it is popular-
ly referred to is celebrated on the 14th of March; 
we at IISER Pune decided to do things differ-
ently. On the occasion of International Women’s 
Day, i.e. the 8th of March, amidst preparations 
and much excitement, Mathematics Day arrived 
with a bang. The morning started with the ar-
rival of Prof. MS Narasimhan from TIFR, one of 
the most brilliant mathematicians the country 
has produced in recent times. He inaugurated 
the day by planting a tree in the premises in the 
presence of Prof. A Raghuram, the Coordinator 
of the maths department, and students. 

Soon after, a flurry of activity took over the Lec-
ture Hall Complex and each room had something 
unique to offer. Bringing together like-minded 
people with a zeal for numbers were a variety 
of workshops. These included multifarious ac-
tivities like the Room of Games that explained 
the concept of games like Nim, Hackenbush, and 
many others. A room was dedicated to the study 
of bubbles and their real-life applications, right-
ly christened as the Chamber of Bubbles. Here 
people were shown how easily problems of mini-
mum and maximum surfaces could be solved us-
ing the properties of surface tension of liquids.  
Similarly, the Room of Symmetries was dedi-
cated to teaching its audience the art of mak-
ing hexaflexagons and solving the fifteen-puzzle 
game. The highlight of the day, however, was the 
Carnival. With games like Pictionary, Telephone, 
Pin Newton’s Nose, each of which had its own 
distinct mathematical flavour, this unique Carni-
val was enjoyed by one and all.

The afternoon of the celebration had more to of-
fer to its audience at IISER Pune. As it was Inter-
national Women’s Day, a tribute was paid to the 

MATH DAY 2014
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contribution of women to mathematics through 
an event called ‘Women in Math Showcase’, which 
was essentially a poster presentation competi-
tion. Four teams of students from across Pune 
were invited for the same with the constraint of 
having at least one female member on the team. 
The theme of the presentation was ‘Life/Work of 
a Woman in Mathematics’. The teams presented 
the life and work of distinguished women math-
ematicians including Sophie Germain, Hypatia 
(who is considered the mother of mathematics), 
Sofia Kovalevskaya, and Emmy Noether- a math-
ematician of many dimensions. 

The day progressed further with the Prime Num-
ber Bee, which was a huge hit amongst the au-

dience. It tested their abilities to recall prime 
numbers one after the other. With much fum-
bling and blunders galore, the event garnered 
a lot of cheering from the people present. Next 
on the agenda was a play by the students based 
on the eccentricities of one of the most famous 
fictional detectives ever- Sherlock Holmes. This 
time, Sherlock was given the task of discovering 
the culprit behind a series of murders, the only 
clues being math equations left on a board by the 
killer. This led to a series of false leads, but Sher-
lock being Sherlock was finally able to crack the 
code and nab the killer. The play received a great 
response and was appreciated for the ingenuity 
of bringing together the two greatest advocates 
of logic vis-à-vis Sherlock and of course, the hero 
of the day, mathematics.

The day concluded with Prof. Narasimhan, our 
chief guest, giving a talk on how India has been 
a contributor to maths in recent history and how 
the subject has grown in the post-Independence 
era. He talked about the emergence of TIFR as a 
leading proponent of higher mathematics in the 
country and how it is encouraging the youth to 
reach higher echelons in this field. He also talked 
about the growing importance of IISER Pune in 
academia and how research in mathematics done 
here is gaining recognition in academic circles. It 
was certainly an engaging talk and was a great 
motivator for teachers and students alike. It was 
a great end to a great day that left the student 
community entranced by the depth and scope of 
mathematics.

- Shipra Kumar

Photos: Makarand Sarnobat
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I
t was early June. Everybody at IISER Pune was 
in a festive mood- the campus had suddenly 
sprung alive with excitement. IISER Pune was 

gearing up for its biggest ever, and certainly 
the most important event in its journey of eight 
years. The President of India had kindly consent-
ed to visit IISER Pune to deliver the third convo-
cation address and inaugurate the newly com-
pleted Main Academic Building on the 15th of 
June 2014. The campus had undergone a meta-
morphosis. A majestic fountain had suddenly 
sprung up in front of the Main Academic Block. 
There were IISER Pune flags all around, and sign-
boards had appeared out of nowhere. This was a 
moment of immense pride for anybody who was 
ever associated with IISER Pune.

Shri Pranab Mukherjee, the honourable Presi-
dent of India, arrived at 2 PM. He was accompa-
nied by the honourable Governor of State of Ma-

harashtra- Shri Kateekal Sankaranarayanan, the 
honourable Minister for Human Resources and 
Development- Smt. Smriti Irani, the honourable 
Chief Minister of Maharashtra- Shri Prithviraj 
Chavan, Member of Lok Sabha, Pune constituen-
cy- Shri Anil Shirole, and Chairperson, Board of 
Governors, IISER Pune- Prof. TV Ramakrishnan. 

The first event of the day was the inauguration 
of the Main Academic Complex. As Shri Pranab 
Mukherjee cut the ribbon and uncovered the 
inscription, every IISERite felt a surge of pride 

and jubilation. Above the inscription (which said 
that the President dedicated the Indian Institute 
of Science Education and Research, Pune to the 
nation on the 15th of June 2014) in an elegant 
font was the motto of IISER Pune, ‘…where to-
morrow’s science begins today’. The motto has 
ever since instilled in us, a sense of inspiration 
towards our goal and a deep sense of ownership 
for our institute. 

Shri Pranab Mukherjee was later taken on a 
tour of the Main Academic Block. All interested 
patrons were seated in LHC 101 and LHC 103 
where the President’s tour was being telecast-
ed live. Prof. Raghuram, the Coordinator of the 
mathematics department of IISER Pune, com-
pered the event. The President was shown the 
various research facilities that housed cutting 
edge equipment and the research output of IISER 
Pune faculty and students. This was followed by 

a presentation by the IISER faculty and students 
for all the dignitaries. This session included pre-
sentations by Dr. Sutirth Dey’s research group, 
Dr. Umakant Rapol’s research group, and from 
IISER Pune students involved in Disha activities. 
After this, Shri Pranab Mukherjee was shown 
the campus architecture plan, which he greatly 
admired. Smt. Smriti Irani was all praise for IISER 
achieving its current level of research and infra-
structure in its short history of eight years. This 
drew the events at the Main Academic Complex 
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to a close. The President and all dignitaries were 
then escorted to the Sir CV Raman Auditorium 
in the Lecture Hall Complex, which was the ven-
ue for the 3rd convocation ceremony. This was, 
incidentally, the first function held at the CV Ra-
man Auditorium. Ever since then, the auditorium 
has been the most awe-inspiring venue at IISER 
for holding workshops and conducting lectures. 
However, the enthusiastic crowd surpassed the 
seating capacity of the Sir CV Raman Audito-
rium. Extra seating arrangements were made at 
LHC 101 and LHC 103. 

The convocation event started with Prof. TV Ra-
makrishnan declaring the 3rd Convocation of the 
Indian Institute of Science Education and Re-
search, Pune, open. This was followed by the Di-
rector’s address in which Prof. Ganesh summed 
up the annual activities of IISER Pune and spoke 
about the new heights of excellence that IISER 
Pune was constantly conquering. The highlight 

of his address, however, was his announcement 
of IISER Pune’s new Earth and Climate Science 
Department. After the Director’s address, Prof. 
Ramakrishnan presented Shri Pranab Mukher-
jee with a memento on behalf of IISER Pune. Shri 
K Sankaranarayanan, Smt. Smriti Irani, and Shri. 
Prithviraj Chavan were also presented with me-
mentos. The biggest moment of the convocation 
came after this, when Prof. G. Ambika, Dean of 
Graduate Studies, IISER Pune, announced the 
winner of the Institute Gold Medallist for the 
year 2014, Akash G. He received his degree and 
medal from the honourable President of India. 
Following this, all the BS-MS students who were 
graduating with distinction were awarded their 
degrees by Prof. KN Ganesh. Dr. VG Anand, Dean 
of Doctoral Studies, IISER Pune, then took over 
from Prof. G. Ambika and proceeded to invite the 
Director to award PhD degrees to the thirteen 
graduating PhD students from IISER Pune for 
the academic year 2014.

Everybody was looking forward to the speech 

of the newly appointed Minister of Human Re-
sources and Development, Smt. Smriti Irani. She 
rightly stressed on the need for world class sci-
ence research and education in India, and also 
the dire need for female representation in the 
same. She was impressed with the outreach ac-
tivities of IISER Pune, especially Disha and the 
fact that Disha had succeeded in motivating a 
class XII student from an underprivileged back-
ground to join IISER. Shri. Prithviraj Chavan, in 
his address, observed that Pune was the best 
possible location for an IISER as Pune already 
has scientific institutions aplenty. Next up in line 
was the address everybody was waiting for- the 
President’s convocation address. Shri. Pranab 
Mukherjee took a critical stand in his convoca-
tion address. He reminded the audience about 
India’s glorious past in the field of education. He 
talked at length about Nalanda and Takshashila 
and drilled into the audience that India is no lon-
ger the education superpower that it was in the 
earlier eras. He also rallied for a higher number 
of centres of excellence in research so that In-
dian research could find its rightful place in the 
world. He reminded the graduating students of 
their duties towards science, the people, and the 
nation. Finally, Col. Rajashekhar, Registrar, IISER 
Pune, gave the vote of thanks to the President 
and other dignitaries for taking time off their ex-
tremely busy schedules to attend the insitute’s 
3rd Convocation. Prof. TV Ramakrishnan then 
declared the Convocation closed. 

As the audience dispersed from CV Raman Audi-
torium and the LHC classrooms, Smt. Smriti Irani 
made it a point to meet them outside the audito-
rium and discuss a few issues regarding science 
education in India. This was a step that was ap-

‘The biggest moment of the 
convocation came when Prof. 
G. Ambika announced the 
winner of the Institute Gold 
Medallist for the year 2014...’
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preciated by all the students. 

The audience then proceeded to the multi-pur-
pose hall for refreshments. 

The final session of the 3rd Convocation of IISER 
Pune was held again at the Sir CV Raman Audi-
torium where all the 95 graduating BS-MS stu-
dents were presented with their degrees. All 
students collecting their degrees were met with 
applause and cheers from all their batchmates. 
The atmosphere was one of deep emotion and 
joy. Following this, all graduating students posed 
for a final batch photograph with Prof. Ramak-
rishnan, Prof. Ganesh, Prof. Ambika, and Prof. 

Mukhi. Immediately after the photo, the sky was 
full of graduation hats, thrown up in jubilation 
by the graduating students. This picture perfect 
moment was a fitting close to the event.

Many graduates have now joined some of the 
best-ranked institutes of the world for their doc-
toral studies. Others have been placed in highly 
scientifically demanding jobs. Soaring to new 
heights, these students have done IISER Pune 
and everybody associated with the institute 
proud.

- Siddhartha Sohoni

Photos: Prathima Video Tech
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R
emembering the first two weeks at IISER 
Pune takes me to the petrichor, the driz-
zles, the enchantment of the pretty cam-

pus, the cheerful new faces, and homesickness. 
Gossiping about clubs, crushes, the high-tech 
campus, and tough courses. Oh! How can I for-
get, every professor asking the class, ’What is 
science?’, and trying to answer people’s ‘Why 
did you join IISER?’ question brings a smile to 
my face.    

With the commencement of the first semes-
ter, the suspense of the freshers’ event start-
ed building up. It began with our batch of 180 
freshers being randomly divided into groups 
of six people (I guess it was done using some 
mathematical equation! Geeky seniors). Ev-
ery group was supposed to present a skit on 
a theme chosen from a list given to us by the 
seniors and the themes were allotted on a first-
come-first-serve basis.  The punch line was 
clearly announced- ‘It is compulsory to partici-
pate’.

Between hurrying to classes, exciting lab ses-
sions, and studying for quizzes, we all tried to 
‘work’ on our skits and struggled hard to come 
up with new ideas, so as to not bore our seniors 
to death. 

The day of the event finally arrived. The 9th 
of August was an icebreaker for all of us. We 
entered the multipurpose hall with placards 
stuck on our backs with ‘science-y’  words (ad-

FRESHERS’ PARTY 
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enine, cytosine, photon, algae, light, wave, etc) 
written on them, having no clue of what was to 
follow. The vibrant music of ‘Hakuna Matata’ 
made us pulsate with energy and got us started 
for the day. Our seniors worked hard to put be-
fore us some wonderful performances that put 
us at ease. Then came the time for the placards 
to be put into play. The idea behind the placards 
struck us like a bolt out of the blue, when ‘ade-
nine’ was told to pick its partner ‘thymine’ from 
a crowd of a hundred and eighty to dance with, 
and the nature of ‘light’ was decided by a tug of 
war between ‘wave’ and ‘photon’. Many such fun 
activities got different batches to interact with 
each other.

After this, it was our turn to present our skits. 
One team depicted what happens when su-
perheroes come onto the dias together. At one 
point the lights were switched off and zombies 
appeared from various places, making our blood 
run cold. Then came the CID team who tried to 
hog the limelight through their futile attempts 
to solve a murder case along with Sherlock and 
Jacques Clouseau. While many had jitters at the 
prospect of performing in front of a big crowd, 
the rest accomplished the same with sparkling 
confidence. Every performance concluded with 
a short introduction of the performers. We all 
lost track of time.

This was followed by a dance party and snacks. 
Everyone was seen grooving to the music, enjoy-
ing the awesome, amazingly organised freshers’ 

party, all thanks to the seniors! 

I will always cherish the memory of that day. It 
brought all of us together, removed any fear we 
had of the seniors, and made us meet supercali-
fragilisticexpialidocious people. 

I left my family miles behind. Little did I know 
that I would meet a new one.

- Nida, Sravya, Vrushali

Photos: Athul RS , Manish Tekam
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F
ollowing the trend of most events and clubs 
having Sanskrit names, Kreeda Jung is IISER 
Pune’s intra-institute sports meet. Through 

the perspective of a fresher, it was an opportu-
nity amongst many others for us to get to know 
a little bit more about IISER and the people in 
it, and contrariwise. In September and October, 
people started checking their mails more often 
(freshers’ note 1: IISER runs on emails) in order 
to get themselves registered in various competi-
tions. Basketball, football, kabaddi, table tennis, 
cyber games, volleyball, throwball, chess, car-
rom, tug of war, and kho-kho are the games that 
are usually conducted as a part of Kreeda Jung 
(freshers’ note 2: badminton and cricket junkies 
need to wait for IPL, IBL, and IISM).

For football, kabaddi, volleyball, and throwball, 
teams were registered directly, and the match-
es were then conducted. For basketball, groups 
were formed randomly, and it was played full 
court for the first time in Kreeda Jung history. 
The number of participants was fifty, which was 
a record high (with respect to basketball), with 
a higher percentage of girls’ participation com-
pared to the last time. Dr. Raghav Rajan, a faculty 
member in the biology department, also partici-
pated. The seniors had an eye out for good play-
ers to include in the team for IISM ’14 (freshers’ 
note 3: if you would like to secure your position 
to represent IISER Pune, you should probably 
do a good job in Kreeda Jung). There was good 
crowd support, which the players felt created a 
wonderful atmosphere.

Unfortunately, due to bad weather, some events 
like tug of war and throwball had to be cancelled. 
The results of table tennis and cyber games were 
inconclusive, though everyone had their share of 
fun while playing.

Among the indoor games, chess saw about sixty 
-four participants. Eight rounds of matches were 
played in total, with rules imported from the 
FIDE Laws of Chess. The points table by the end 
of these eight rounds saw Mohammed Fawaz at 
the top position with 7.5 points, followed by Ra-
hul Nisal in the second position and Nithinraj in 
the third position, each with 6.5 points. 

Carrom was introduced as a part of Kreeda Jung 
this year and it saw an overwhelming response 
of a hundred and eight players: fifty four teams, 
beating the basketball record in its maiden year. 
Unlike chess, the preliminary rounds and quar-
terfinals were knockout matches, with the best 
of three boards qualifying to the next round. 
From the semifinals onward, the game was for 
points. The final match lasted for twelve rounds, 
with Aishwary Shivgan and Birjeet Singh emerg-
ing as winners.

Though we had to bid adieu to Kreeda Jung (until 
next year, that is), the participants’ spirit, sports-
manship, and love for the game stayed with them 
and  carried over to IISM, IBL, and IPL! 

- A Janani
Photo: Manish Tekam

KREEDA JUNG
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I
t was during the end-semester exams of our 1st 
year, that Nabha (Shah) and I were summoned 
to the Dean’s office. We were informed about 

our nomination for the 8th Asian Science Camp 
from IISER Pune. and our feelings were like so- 

‘It was an April morning
When they told us we should go

As I turn to you, you smiled at me,
How could we say no?’

 – Robert Plant, Led Zeppelin (from Achilles Last 
Stand)

Obviously, we were ecstatic, but I was a bit tense 
too. The unavailability of my passport could have 
cancelled my selection. Also, the ticket booking 
of the entire Indian delegation was deferred due 
to this. Eventually everything went well and we 
gathered together at IISc, all together twenty 
students who constituted the Indian delegation 
for the 8th Asian Science Camp, Singapore.

The Asian Science Camp provides a platform for 
young students to interact with top scholars in 
the world through dialogue and discussions. It 

aims at promoting international friendship and 
cooperation among the next generation.

The five-day camp comprised lectures and tuto-
rials by Nobel Laureates and eminent scientists 
from Asia. Prof. Sydney Brenner spoke to us 
about the present status and the future of medi-
cal research in the world. This eclectic scien-
tist’s words left each one of us spell-bound. Prof. 
Chorng-Haur Sow presented demo experiments 
that exposed us to the exciting research going on 
in nanoscience. Prof. Akira Suzuki’s lectures on 
Suzuki-coupling reactions made chemistry ap-
pealing. Prof. Kobayashi explained his model of 
quarks with a note on his never-ending quest for 
the perfect standard model. Apart from equa-
tions and theories, Prof. Aaron C, Prof. Vladmir 
V, Prof. Ada Y, Prof. D Rhodes, and Prof. J Ying 
walked us through their lives in the world of sci-
ence, which was interesting and enlightening. 
The camp also had a panel discussion on ‘Can dis-
covery and innovation solve global challenges?’. 
The key speakers shared their opinions on the 
topic and answered our queries.

ASIAN SCIENCE CAMP 2014
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On the fourth day of the camp, lab visits and 
excursions were arranged for us. Some of my 
friends were lucky enough to get a chance to do 
fun-filled, hands-on laser experiments. On the 
other hand, we got to visit the National School 
of Biological Sciences, where we were shown the 
classrooms and computer lab facilities. Believe 
me, we at IISER Pune, have relatively better fa-
cilities. The visit to the Chinese School of Medi-
cine was fascinating. Their efforts to conserve 
and promote traditional Chinese and Unani 
medicine are commendable. (Why, in India, do 
we not promote Ayurveda as much?)

Following the lab visits was a small exploration 
of the city. The Merlion, Sentosa Island, Marina 
Bay, roof-top gardens, and Satai-by-the-Bay 
made me fall in love with Singapore.

This wasn’t the end! There was more in store for 
us. An entire evening session was dedicated to 
Singaporean culture, which includes the Indian, 
Chinese, Indonesian, and Malay cultures. This 
resulted in the Indian delegation joining the or-
ganisers in applying mehandi to almost every 
participant of the camp! Apart from this, every 
country had to put up a performance portraying 
their culture. We, the Indian delegation, prac-

tised every night for our perfor-
mance, a rendition of Vande Mata-
ram followed by dances to folk and 
Bollywood songs, which was ap-
preciated by all.

A group poster presentation was 
scheduled for the last day. Each 

group consisted of people from different coun-
tries. We got a chance to interact with a lot of 
foreign delegates. Sun, an astounding photog-
rapher from Thailand, Nadia, a cheerful Singa-
porean sampi, Aoi, a quiet girl from Japan, and 
Mayan, a brilliant Filipino girl were all a part of 
my group. Also worth mentioning are Kanit, a su-
per-excited Thai fellow, and the always cheerful 
and lively Delia, our student coordinator for the 
camp. We got to know about other cultures, tra-
ditions, and also how science is practiced in vari-
ous countries. Unlike in India, students are ex-
posed to research at a young age. I also came to 
know about their outlook on India. To my amaze-
ment, I found out that India is considered one of 
the finest English-speaking countries in Asia!

Today, as I pen down this report, I relived one of 
the most marvelous phases of my life. For me, 
ASC will always be a place where I made amaz-
ing friends, a place where I learnt important life 
lessons, a place where I was exposed to the true 
essence of science, a place that triggers an end-
less cascade of memories!

- Shubham Chhajed

Photos: Shubham Chhajed

‘The Asian Science Camp provides a 
platform for young students to interact 
with top scholars in the world through 
dialogue and discussions.’
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S
PIC MACAY, The Society for the Promo-
tion of Indian Classical Music And Culture 
Amongst Youth, is an organisation that 

seeks to promote India’s cultural heritage among 
the general populace, especially the youth. The 
IISER Pune chapter of SPIC MACAY is very ac-
tive and regularly hosts art workshops, musical 
concerts, percussion performances.
The Fall 2014 semester started with a Cherial 
painting workshop under the guidance of Mr. 
Nageshwar Nakash, followed by a talk by Mi-
chael Danino on ‘What can modern India learn 
from ancient India?’ Both events received wide-
spread appreciation from the IISER community, 
but the highlight of the semester was, undoubt-
edly, the Virasat Week that was organised be-
tween September 8th–15th, 2014.
Virasat Week, literally translating to heritage 
week, was a week-long cultural extravaganza 
filled with dance recitals, musical concerts, clas-
sic movie screenings, and interactive talks aimed 
at giving culturally inclined people a chance to 
revel in and celebrate the multiple facets of In-
dia’s rich heritage and also to bring more people 
into the realm of Indian cultural arts.
The week-long event kick-started with a thought-
provoking talk by thinker-sculptor Shri Ravindra 
Sharma on ‘Traditional Technologies and World-
views’. The founder of Kala Ashrama in Adilabad, 
he explored how technology is interwoven into 
daily socio-economic relationships. He talked 
about the knowledge he assimilated from elders 
and his experiences. He spoke about how every 
craftsman meticulously plans their designs and 
takes care of the subtle intricacies that lies with-
in. His talk ended with emphasis on the point 
that instead of striving for extremely technical 
education, we should focus on preserving the in-
nate curiosity within us.
The second day brought along with it the clas-
sic Bengali movie by master director Satyajit 
Ray- ‘Sonar Kella’ that is based on his novel of 
the same name. The movie shows how Mukul, a 
young boy haunted by past memories, is taken to 

VIRASAT WEEK
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Rajasthan in the hope of find-
ing a cure, only to be kidnapped 
by bandits. The quintessential 
Bengali detective, Feluda, is 
engaged to recover the child 
in a thrilling chase that leaves 
everyone amazed. Though the 
movie was in Bengali (with Eng-
lish subtitles, of course), the au-
dience found it so masterfully 
directed that they craved for 
more Ray films to be screened.
After the talk and the movie, 
which succeeded in getting peo-
ple talking about the upcoming 
events, came the live perfor-
mances that thrilled everyone. 
The first live performance was 
a recital of the Purulia Chhau 
dance by Shri Gaur Kumar and 
his troupe. Purulia Chhau is a 
tribal martial dance form from 
Bengal and Odisha that draws 
its themes from the two great 
Indian epics, the Ramayana and 
the Mahabharata. The dazzling 
costumes, the energetic acro-
batics, and a vigorous rendition 

of Mahishashurbadh and Tara-
ka Rakshashi Badh (the slaying 
of the demon Mahishashura 
and the demoness Taraka) left 
the whole auditorium dumb-
founded. 
As the week rolled on, more 
students began attending the 
concerts as news floated about 
in the mess and hostels about 
the amazing performances. The 
following day’s performance 
was inarguably one of the most 
graceful and eloquent perfor-
mances of the whole week. Smt. 
Sangeeta Dash, an Odissi dan-
seuse, let her brilliantly ren-
dered recital of one of the oldest 
classical dance forms of India 
speak for itself. Starting with 
the traditional Mangalacharan, 
a prayer dance, she then put 
up four more segments of her 
performance concluding with 
the versatile Navarasa dance in 
which the seamless transition 
from one rasa or emotion to the 
next made one feel giddy with 

amazement. In each segment 
of the dance, she explained the 
postures and the story behind 
it, and the emotions that were 
to be depicted. She explained 
the various Bhangas or stances, 
specifically the Tribhangi, the 
thrice bent posture in which 
the body is bent in three places, 
approximating the shape of a 
helix, and the Chouka, the ba-
sic square stance that symbol-
ises Lord Jagannath. Her free-
flowing dance combined with 
very natural gestures and eye 
movements made it seem ef-
fortless on her part. After the 
dance, there was a half-hour 
Q&A session in which the au-
dience asked insightful ques-
tions, while she explained how 
Odissi’s emphasis on intricacies 
makes it a subtle form of  de-
picting stories full of emotions 
and the differences between 
Odissi and other South Indian 
dance forms. She described the 
need for Odiya music to strive, 
to match the levels of recog-
nition that Odissi has gained 
now. Everyone in the audience 
gave her and  the undeniably 
talented artists accompanying 
her- Sri Satyabrata Katar, the 
vocalist, Sri Pradeep Ray on the 
violin, and Sri Janardana Dash 
on the mardal, whose music 
provided rhythm to the whole 
performance, and brought out 
the various subtleties, such as 
the humming of a bee, a stand-
ing ovation.
The next day saw a shift from 
regional art forms to Hindu-
stani classical music as Ustad 
Waseem Ahmed Khan charmed 
everyone in a Hindustani San-
geet vocal performance. A di-
rect descendant of the great 
lineage of the traditional musi-
cians of Agra gharana, he began 
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his performance by giving a brief discourse on 
Agra gharana and its specialties, especially on 
the boltan, which is unique to the Agra gharana. 
People were enchanted by his orotund voice 
and well-modulated rendition of Raag Bihaag, 
a pentatonic raga that is sung in the evening to 
express the emotion of biraha, the grief when 
two lovers separate. It is a unique member of the 
Bilawal thaat as it changes the whole ambience 
to one of biraha. After the performance, music 
aficionados flooded him with questions on Agra 
gharana and the raag he sang.
As Virasat Week neared culmination, we had 
in store for us one of the most renowned sa-
rod maestros in India, Pandit Tejendra Narayan 
Majumdar, accompanied by Pandit Ramdas Pal-
sule on the tabla. He began his impeccable per-
formance with Raag Yaman Kalyan, which is a 
septatonic raga based on the Kalyaan thaat. He 
followed it up with a devotional composition on 
Durga which was based on the bhakti rasa. He 
ended the first part of his performance with the 
Pahari dhun. The audience was so mesmerised 
by the melodies emanating from the sarod that 

they kept asking him for more. To please the au-
dience, he then played a composition created 
by his aunt– a rare treat from Pandit Majumdar. 
As it was the last day of Virasat Week, the per-
formance stretched on for an hour longer, after 
which the audience gave a standing ovation to 
the amazing duo.
As is tradition at IISER Pune, the maestros were 
honoured with creative yet beautiful presents 
that the SPIC MACAY volunteers had painstak-
ingly created. The whole event was highly appre-
ciated and well organised, thanks to the untiring 
efforts of the SPIC MACAY volunteers!

- Anwesh Bhattacharya

Photos: Nagarjuna Chary

‘...giving culturally inclined 
people a chance to revel in 
and celebrate the multiple 
facets of India’s rich heri-
tage...’
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Festivities at IISER Pune
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KARAVAAN ‘14 

G
hosts, mummies, witches, and pumpkins- 
it was the spirit of Halloween! The eerie 
backdrop of this celebration provided the 

theme of this year’s Karavaan. 

The student teams, led by general coordinators 
Sahana, Mithila, and Shrinidhi, and under the 
guidance of the faculty coordinator Dr. Sour-
abh Dube, had begun preparations months in 
advance. There was tons of work to be done– 
getting sponsors, promoting the event, organis-
ing activities and competitions, and imbuing the 
spirit of Karavaan in all the students. The highly 
efficient organising team let no hurdle bring 
them down. Club heads started preparing for the 
competitions, and the team heads held a string 
of meetings, trying to involve all the students 
of the first and second year and getting them to 
contribute in some way or the other. There were 
various promotional events by our clubs all over 
Pune, including flash mobs by the Dance Club 
and micro events by the Art, Quiz, and Math 
Clubs. As a prelude to the main fest, social events 
were also organised, including a blood donation 
camp  and Trash Talk by Prutha, the green club. 
This was a competition in which teams of three 
scrounged around JM Road, picking up trash in 
an attempt to clean the city and spread aware-
ness about the littering problem. Dozens of stu-
dents worked hard day and night preparing for 
Karavaan and finally the day arrived.

The entire campus came to life during the three 
days from the 31st of October to the 2nd of No-
vember, with bloodcurdling, ghoulish decora-
tions on every corner. The mood was set, and 
the festivities began! The campus teemed with 
students day and night, with numerous activities 
through the day, and competitions that began at 
midnight and lasted till the wee hours of morn-
ing.

The Showcase on the evening of the 31st kicked 
it off, and talented students performed on the 
stage of the Sir CV Raman auditorium, mes-
merising one and all with their skills. A skit put 

up by the Drama Club on the life of Sir CV Raman 
was the highlight of the evening, enthralling the 
audience. 

The moon rose in the sky and so did the energy 
level in the campus. Food stalls in place, the stu-
dents teemed into the cricket ground where the 
big stage had been set up. It was time for Band 
Wars! The stage was set on fire by bands from all 
over the country, competing fiercely to win the 
coveted title. The audience swayed to the tunes 
of the bands, which truly ‘rocked’ the campus. 
The Nerds, a band that came all the way from 
Jammu and Kashmir to perform couldn’t get se-
lected for the finals, but won the heart of each 
and every student with their soulful singing. The 
Gravy Philosophy from Pune were declared to be 
the winners, a controversial win over Mumbai’s 
Ryan Victor Project, the crowd favourites. After 
an entertaining evening, spirits were high! While 
some prepared for the next day, some competed 
in the midnight event– Crime Scene Investiga-
tion– a competition organised by the Literary 
Club. Truly, it was as if the campus did not sleep 
for those three days.

The next day, we made an attempt to create his-
tory– and we succeeded! The Art Club had put in 
months of preparation to organise the painting 
of the world’s largest Warli composition within 
eleven hours. The football field was laid out with 
a giant canvas made of huge sheets of paper that 
the students had procured over weeks. Work 
began at sunrise, and after a few initial setbacks 
due to the morning dew and strong winds, the 
sketchers finally began their work at 9 AM. Soon, 
the ground was thronged by student volunteers, 
wanting to put in at least an hour or two of work 
toward the painting. Stations were set up for reg-
istration, collecting paints and brushes, and for 
providing refreshments to the tired volunteers. 
While a batch of about fifty students sketched 
the composition at breakneck speed, the rest of 
the students painted in the sketches, and soon a 
steady rhythm was established. The volunteers 
persevered through the day, and after nearly 



27

eleven hours of hard work, a loud cheer broke 
out from the field, as the composition was fi-
nally completed. The end result was mind blow-
ing. Through the day, over 400 volunteers had 
worked in batches and painted an area of over 
2600 square feet, with a beautiful and coherent 
composition, depicting life in a village from sun-
rise to sunset. After careful measurement and 
inspection, the formal announcement was made 
by the Limca Book of Records that it was indeed 
a successful attempt to create India’s largest 
Warli composition. The results are expected in 
June 2015.

While this was the biggest event of the day, the 
rest of the students were also occupied in the 
Lecture Hall Complex, organising and participat-
ing in various quizzes, debates, competitions, 
and games. The students were spoilt for choice 
with activities going on simultaneously, organ-
ised by all the different clubs of IISER . 

It was a mix of the classic and the innovative; 
while on one hand there were the good old com-
petitions like dumb charades, debate, and an-
takshari, on the other hand there was the Math 
Club’s Math-e-Rubix (a challenging Rubik’s cube 
solving game with an element of math), the Dra-
ma Club’s Bollywood Craze (an improv based 
competition for the movie lovers), the Literary 
Club’s Blabber-Out-Loud (a medley of Just-A-
Minute and Block and Tackle, giving a chance to 
all the talkative people to talk to their heart’s 
content), and Aaroha– the Music Club’s Junk-
yard Jamming, wherein the participants created 
music from waste. These attracted the students 
with their novel premises. Cyber games were 
also crowd favourites, and in addition to the 
popular Counter Strike and Need For Speed, the 
gaming enthusiasts got to relive their favourite 
childhood games such as Road Rash and Pocket 
Tanks. The Photography Club also conducted a 
photography workshop, giving an opportunity to 
aspiring photographers to learn from the best. 
That wasn’t all. There was the crowd puller, La-
ser Tag, in the basement of the new mess com-
plex and the wall climbing set up in front of the 
LHC, which resulted in quite a few sprained legs!

In the evening, the second day’s Showcase began. 
The beautiful Jugalbandi of Carnatic and Hindu-
stani classical music on the Raag Hamsadhwani 
was harmonious beyond measure and gave a 
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taste of the similarities as well as the differences 
that exist in these two schools of Indian Classical 
music. The traditional Marathi dance gave the 
students an insight into the heritage of the state 
in which they live, while Pulastya weaved magic 
with the tunes of his guitar in a solo instrumental 
performance.

This was followed by Pronite, which brought 
in acclaimed singer and composer Siddharth 
Basrur and the guitarist Adil Manuel to enthrall 
the crowd with their music, including Bollywood 
songs and other original compositions. There 
was something for everyone in the crowd, from 
soothing acoustic melodies to classic and alter-
native rock music.

The second night wasn’t a silent night either as 
the finalists of the Midnight Treasure Hunt or-
ganised by the Math Club geared up to scour the 
campus for clues that required a combination of 
mathematical skills and scavenging abilities.

The final day of Karavaan began with a series of 
competitions. The Quiz Club in association with 
the Boat Club Quiz Club, Pune, conducted the 
ultimate trivia quiz– Know-It-All. The Math Club 
chimed in with Prime Number Bee, a challenging 

‘  Last year, I was fortunate to have a most 
enriching experience; I was the faculty co-

ordinator for Karavaan ’14. Branded as the 
science-and-cultural festival of IISER Pune’s 

students, Karavaan was held on the Halloween 
weekend of 2014. The myriad events of Kara-

vaan ’14 are described elsewhere in this issue. 
Here I want to give my perspective.

I hadn’t been part of any of the previous Kara-
vaan events, even as a spectator, and so was 

apprehensive about suddenly being on the 
inside of the organising of IISER’s centerpiece 
event (with apologies to Mimamsa!). On being 

asked to be the faculty coordinator, I first went 
through previous issues of Kalpa to get an idea 

of the event. Certainly what helped was the 
competent vibe I got from the general coordi-

nators Sahana, Shrinidhi, and Mithila.

game of reciting higher and higher prime num-
bers, while the Art Club organised Disguise the 
Limit, in which participants unleashed the mon-
ster within them and dressed up a team member 
as a scary monster, true to the spirit of Hallow-
een. The crowd puller was Gali-Gali Shor by the 
Drama club, a street play competition, in which 
the teams provided thought provoking messages 
of social relevance via their fifteen minute act. 

The evening brought in the final Showcase of 
Karavaan 2014, and the audience were in for a 
treat. There were beautiful vocal renditions of 
Madaari by Nishant and Sukanya, the energetic 
I’m With You by Parijat, and a duet of Superhu-
man by Parijat and Vrushali, all of them accom-
panied by talented musicians playing the key-
board, drums, guitar, and even the cello! The 
spoof of Youtube by the drama enthusiasts of 
the Drama Club gave the audience quite a few 
laughs. Talented dancers took to the stage, and 
the semi-classical Ganesh Vandana was a feast 
for the eyes.

Karavaan concluded with the Masquerade party, 
accompanied by the tunes of DJ Ansh. The Hal-
loween spirit kicked in, and the students suited 
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up! With quite a few innovative and creative 
costumes, it was a tough competition for the title 
of best-dressed for the event. The Dance Club 
put up another energetic performance on the 
stage, making all the students groove with them. 
DJ Ansh turned the celebrations up a notch, and 
his thumping beats did not let a single student 
stand still. As a fitting conclusion to an epic fest, 
students set sky-lanterns afloat, and the night 
sky glowed with dozens of lights. It was a spec-

tacular evening with beautiful music, enthusias-
tic students, and a myriad of lanterns lighting up 
the sky.

Karavaan 2014 was a grand event, bigger and 
better than ever. Karavaan can only continue 
to grow, and magnify its success in the years to 
come.

- Shraddha Lall

Photos: Pranavi Reddy

Organising any event lasting more than a 
day and involving more than fifty people is 
not easy. This year’s K-team had to face sev-
eral challenges. Some challenges were an-
ticipated; how to manage the venues spread 
across campus. Some challenges couldn’t be 
anticipated; the University of Pune had ex-
ams on the same days as Karavaan, reduc-
ing the outside-student participation. Some 
challenges were from inexperience; not re-
alising the Warli painting (while awesome!) 
would take up all energy from half the stu-
dents and leave them unable to participate 
in other events. And some challenges were 
frustrating; the pro-night band did a 4-hour 
sound check causing a frantic shuffling of the 
showcase performances of IISER students.

But all the challenges were met. And beat-
en. For the Band Wars event, I was very 
proud of the coordinators for showing 

heart and asking the band from Jammu to 
stay back and perform, despite not being 
officially selected to compete. The enthu-
siasm for the Orator, and the duet-singing 
events was fantastic. And the Masquer-
ade-DJ party was a spectacular success- 
mostly because of the whole-hearted par-
ticipation of all the students. For me, the 
performances of the IISER bands during 
the golden hour on Sunday were a pho-
tographer’s dream. I’ll end on this note - a 
shoutout to Dinesh Bulani for planning a 
complicated, prop-filled Ganesh-Vandana 
dance number, and for pulling it off with-
out a hitch. The performance (and all of 
Karavaan) reinforced my belief that given 
the will, rabbits can be pulled out of hats.’

- Dr. Sourabh Dube, Faculty Coordinator, 
Karavaan ‘14
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I
t happened on the morning of the 1st  of November 2014. After all the planning and the late night 
struggle, We had finally done it! We created the largest Warli painting ever- approximately 2601 sq 
metres in size. This event was organised by Lavanya Lokhande, Divya Singh, Siddhesh Zadey,  and 

Prachi Shinde, coordinators of the Art Club of IISER Pune which functioned under the guidance of Dr. 
Suhita Nadkarni, the faculty coordinator of the Art Club.  It was Dr. Nadkarni’s suggestion to make a 
Warli painting which in turn motivated us to organise an event that would bring together entire IISER 
Pune community and bring this ancient tribal art form to the forefront.

Around September, we decided to attempt the Limca National Record of making the largest Warli 
composition and 1st of November was chosen for the same.  As we started the preparations, our big-
gest concern was the budget, until Pidilite Industries came to our rescue as our sponsors for the event.  
The overwhelming response of 400 participants was another source of encouragement for us to com-
plete the painting of 2500 sq metres within twelwe hours on the IISER Pune football field.

The idea was to portray a typical day in Warli life. To depict this, we used three colours of sheets that 
signified different times of the day- orange being morning, red showing day and maroon, night. As is 
distinctive of the Warli style of painting, the composition on this canvas portrayed the earthy harmony 
that exists between living beings and nature. 

During the event, we had to overcome a number of obstacles but, the perservance of all the partipants  
and the encouragement from the faculty, made it possible for us to finish the painting in eleven hours 
and one minute.  

1st November 2014 - Snapshots from the day
04:00 AM : 15-20 sleep deprived volunteers frantically mopping the wet (due to the dew) and already 
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laid out plastic so that the coloured sheets could be laid out on time. 
5:00 AM :  The situation worsens.
6:00 AM : NO PROGRESS!!
7:00 AM : Scheduled time for the event to begin. However, less than a third of the total area covered 
with coloured sheets, while the rest remains wet! All of us wait for the sun to come out in all its glory. 
Event is thus postponed to 9:00 AM.
9:31 AM:  The event commenced.
10:00 AM : Sketching and painting in progress on the orange sheets, while more sheets are being laid 
out.
11:00 AM : Heavy winds blow away all sheets. Reinforcement of sheets using tape,pins and rocks. We 
soon run out of tape and pins and more have to be bought from the market.
4:00 PM : Two-thirds of the composition is almost complete while the maroon sheets are laid out. 
5:00 PM : We fall short of maroon sheets. Sheets had to be bought again. Painting continues!
7:00 PM : New sheets arrive. Sheets are laid and sketching begins again.
8:32 PM : The composition is complete. Measurement by judges and verifiers.

Our aim was to create a painting of 2500 sq metres, but the final area measured was 2601 sq metres. 
We extremely appreciate the help provided by the housekeeping and security staff, and all the faculty 
members for their support which enabled us to create a record-making piece of art. We also thank 
Mr. Alom Hussain and Mr. Ramlal Chowdhury for their support. Dr. Nadkarni did a stupendous job of 
keeping everyone upbeat through out the event.  The event was widely covered by local newspapers 
and TV channels and the Maharashtra Times featured it as a major cultural event. 

An important outcome of this event is that apart from organising a-never-before kind of event at the 
institute, we now have something to show for to say ‘we have plans and they do work out’!
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Fall 2014 was an unusual semester. Weird ac-
cidents, astonishing stupidity (you know who 

you are!), and unfortunate incidents led to a lot 
of students- to put it crudely- breaking their legs.  
After all this, our diminished contingent set off 
for IISER Mohali to participate in the third Inter 
IISER Sports Meet, or as we like to call it, IISM 
2014. 

Neither the injuries nor the long train journey 
dampened our spirits, and on the very first day, 
we explored the campus and the city of Chan-
digarh, barely making it back on time for the 
opening ceremony. It started off with the torch 
relay followed by the march-past. After IISER 
Pune’s march-past debacle at the last IISM, we 

managed to pull the proverbial rabbit out of the 
hat and won the trophy for the best march-past 
along with the coveted one hundred points. The 
opponents we flattened included the other IIS-
ERs, NISER, and the new entrant, IISc. This was 
followed by a short speech by the chief guest in 
which he emphasised the importance of sports-
manship and asserted that the true aim of IISM 
is to bring the students of the different IISERs 
together. The students of IISER Mohali put up an 
energetic Bhangra number that had the crowd 
up on their feet and before we knew it, an im-
promptu dance party had begun. This is probably 
something we should take inspiration from the 
next time we have a Punjabi food festival in the 
mess! 

Then, the courts, the track, and the field were 
scrutinised intensely by the teams. Strategies 
were made and game plans were practised. A lit-
tle bit of spying on the competitors was followed 
by the reformulation of strategies. At the end of 
all this hard work, a scrumptious dinner (good 
food is one of the reasons everyone wants to par-
ticipate in IISM; the other being an opportunity 
to travel) and a warm quilt awaited us.

The first day of IISM dawned bright and sunny 
with IISER Pune’s Upendra and Sereena bagging 
gold in the long distance track events. Unfortu-
nately, a new rule, and an unfair one (in our opin-
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ion) at that, prevented Sereena, the star athlete 
of the previous IISM, from participating in more 
than two track events. Pranavi conquered the 
throwing events by winning gold in shot put and 
javelin throw, while Yaikhomba struck gold in dis-
cus throw with Rajath settling for a silver. Trim-
bak and Rajath came second and third respec-
tively in shot put. IISER Pune also sailed through 
the 100m and 200m heats.  Next up was football.

The IISER Pune football team was up against Mo-
hali, their nemesis. After a nail-biting match with 
controversial refereeing calls that resulted in 
the discounting of both their goals, they lost the 
hard-fought match. Despondent is not a gloomy 
enough a word to describe the mood of our con-
tingent at that point.  
There was a silver 
lining though.  Prana-
vi’s dominating pres-
ence on the court 
helped her secure 
gold in lawn tennis, 
the latest addition 
to IISM’s growing 
list of events. How-
ever, the round robin format of the chess tourna-
ment led to our downfall despite having an excel-
lent player like Fawaz. IISER Pune’s cricket team 
drew their first match against Mohali. Nothing 
can be more agonising or painful than a draw in a 
T-20 match; one more run or one less extra would 
have assured them of a win. The only road to the 
final was a must-win game against NISER on the 
third day. 

Competitive spirits were high and the anticipa-
tion of reaching the finals was evident on every 
face. The anticlimactic bit was that on the third 
day, the skies opened up and it rained. Initially, 
the organisers from Mohali tried to go about the 
events as scheduled. Track events like 400m and 
800m took place in the drizzle. Sereena effort-
lessly won the 400m girls’ race and Shreenidhi 
added a silver from 800m to her arsenal, having 
earlier won a bronze in 1500m. The girls’ 4x400m 
relay was a close contest with IISER Pune coming 
in second place. 

But sadly, the drizzle turned into a ceaseless 
downpour. The courts were flooded, the track 
and the field were drenched. Our misfortunes 
were great indeed. It led to the cancellation of 
a lot of events, in some of which winning would 
have been a cakewalk for IISER Pune. When the 
skies cleared, we heaved a sigh of relief. At least 
the hours of preparation and practice put in by 
the participants would not have been in vain. 

However,  the worst part of all was that it brought 
the rulebooks out to determine who would go 
to the finals in events where critical games had 
been washed out. Our medal hopes in cricket and 
girls’ volleyball succumbed to such technicalities. 

On the last day of IISM, IISER Pune’s invincible 
kabbadi team once again decimated IISER Moha-
li in the final, restoring some cheer to the contin-
gent. In table tennis, the boys clinched gold while 
in badminton, the girls had to settle for silver.  In 
throwball, the girls came first after a close battle 
with IISER Mohali. The team had lost two of its 
best players to injury and academics and its cap-
taincy had changed hands thrice. Then again, the 
best way to win is in the face of adversity. The 

boys’ and the girls’ 
basketball team had 
made it to the finals 
and were both pitted 
against IISER Mohali. 
Sadly, the basketball 
court had soaked up 
a lot of water and was 
extremely slippery. 
It slowed the game 

down to a snail’s pace; dribbling was difficult and 
fast breaks were out of the question.  Despite the 
terrible playing conditions, the boys’ final kept 
everyone on the edge of their seats, but IISER 
Pune had to settle for second place. The girls’ fi-
nal was a different story altogether as IISER Pune 
demolished Mohali’s defence to win comfortably.

The closing ceremony brought another IISM to its 
culmination. The medals and the trophies were 
given away. In events like cricket and football, 
the first place was shared between the finalists. 
IISER Bhopal won the athletics championship 
and IISER Mohali won the overall championship. 
IISER Pune stood a close second in the overall 
points table. If not for the rain, it could  have been 
a completely different story. One thing is cer-
tain– we at the IISERs (all five included) need to 
work on our cheerleading slogans. The ones used 
at this IISM were ridiculous and hilarious. 

The Inter IISER Sports Meet has become an inte-
gral part of life at the IISERs. In just three years, 
it has grown in magnitude and multitude, becom-
ing an event that everyone looks forward to.  Life 
at IISER without IISM is a distant memory. What 
are December vacations for? To participate in 
IISM of course.

- Nilima Walunjkar 

Photos: Nagarjuna Chary

‘This time we managed to 
pull the proverbial rabbit out 
of the hat and won the best 
march-past trophy and the 
coveted one hundred points.’
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A 
cricket enthusiast coming to IISER 
Pune has only two opportunities to 
keep his passion alive and for girls, only 

one. One is IISM and the other, the IISER Pre-
mier League (IPL). IISM, though played in the 
proper format, is too short a tournament to 
quench the thirst of a player. Basically, two 
matches to play and a bonus match if you and 
your team do not mess up the first two match-
es. IPL, despite being played with ‘tennis-
cricket’ balls, is a big event, offering you more 
than 8 matches. That, at least, helps you keep 
playing your favourite game for a while longer. 
IPL is the great oasis that feeds the deserted 
IISER cricket scenario! Taking into account the 
popularity of IPL (not to confuse it with the 
real one- it’s a lot better!), organising the sixth 
installment of the tournament was an easy job. 
At a time when I had barely started preparing 
for the event, and even before the registra-
tion mail was sent, I could estimate the num-
ber of registrations just by counting the num-
ber of teams practising on the ground. Seeing 
this compelled me to buckle up and speed up 
the preparations. The level of enthusiasm for 
the game is evident from these statistics: 26 
teams, 350+ players, more than 2 teams from 
one batch itself, and 6 non-student teams.

Twenty-six teams! That’s a lot of teams for 
a single tournament. Grouping them, along 

with making sure that all of them get enough 
time to play, was a difficult task. Fewer group-
ings would have resulted in a large number of 
matches that would have been difficult to ac-
commodate in one semester. The eight group 
system seemed to be a fair enough fixture 
to go with. All the teams would get at least 2 
or 3 matches to play. The main attraction of 
the event was the participation of an all-girls 
team. As the number of female participants in 
cricket, in general, is very low, it was nice to 
see them play. Also, teams like Faculty, Admin 
and the fifth years’ team elevated the spirit 
of the game as they managed to take time off 
from their busy schedules to be a part of IPL.

The structure of the tournament is unique; 
there are eight groups in all, with three teams 
each in six groups, and four each in two. After 
the group stage matches, all the group toppers 
go directly to the next round and the second 
teams still have a chance by playing the play-
offs. Four teams selected from the playoffs 
join the top eight teams to play the Super 12 
series of matches. In this series, these teams 
will again be divided into four groups with 
three teams each in one group (a desperate at-
tempt to produce interesting matches!). Only 
the top teams will go to the next level i.e. the 
semi-finals and then the finals. A total of for-
ty-five matches will be conducted. A few new 
ideas were also implemented in this tourna-
ment such as introduction of these caps: or-
ange for scoring the most runs, purple for tak-
ing the most wickets, and green for the most 
catches.

A typical day of an IPL weekend for a volunteer 
or organiser starts by waking up late, looking 
outside the window to see if any other hard-
working soul is there or not, and then either 
retreating to hibernation or running to the 
ground to finish the work when a deep sense 
of responsibility strikes. A half hour of rush-
ing sets everything up and the ground is ready 
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for the matches. Three 
matches a day on week-
ends is the ideal schedule 
of IPL. This means spend-
ing full days on the crick-
et ground. However, it 
is more fun to spend the 
whole weekend on the 
ground, watching match-
es, enjoying them, playing 
during the intervals and 
thus spending more time 
on cricket.

Let’s get back to reporting 
the events and giving you 
the statistics. The inaugu-
ral match was conducted 
on the 17th of January. The 
match was inaugurated 
by our beloved Registrar, 
Retd. Col. Rajashekhar. Dr. Shivprasad Patil 
and Swapnil Bule (the sports secretary) were 
also there to kick-start the event. The first 
match was played between Expendables and 
Sweet Poison- a one sided match, with Kaustav 
Dey’s batting and Anur Yadav’s bowling add-
ing charm to the game. Rather than reporting 
the whole event, I would like to describe some 
interesting moments that have defined the 
journey of IPL ’15 so far. Eagles v/s Blue Pan-
thers was the first truly thrilling match of this 
season. It was a very close one with the ten-
sion lasting till the last moment, when Eagles 
got the other team all-out to win the match. 
The group consisting of Admin, Shaurya’10 
and Finemen (one of the first years’ teams), 
was  interesting. The first match of this group 
was Admin v/s Shaurya’10, in which Admin 
won the match by a wide margin, proving all 
speculation wrong that this group would be 
a tough one. Shaurya’10 made a comeback by 
beating the new, naïve Finemen. Finemen, by 
then, was discounted as strong contender to 
the big teams. However, the unexpected twist 
came when Finemen went on to beat  Admin, 
and with the advantage of a higher Net Run 
Rate (NRR), became the group toppers. I was 
there on the ground umpiring the match, and I 

could feel every bit of the tension. Only man-
aging to put up a small target, Finemen bowled 
beautifully to pull the game away from their 
mighty opponents (everyone does love the un-
derdogs!). There are many such moments to 
share and more to come. The IPL, so far, has 
witnessed many top class performances: an 
enthralling eighty-one run innings by Mahesh 
of the Sunrisers, two quality half centuries by 
Kaustav Dey (Expendables), top-notch bowl-
ing by Anur (Expendables), Vijaykant (Alche-
mist), Bhagwan (Blue Panther), Chetan (Radi-
cals), and so on. We also witnessed an all-round 
performance by Karan (Stoners), Kiran (Lethal 
Warriors), and Dharmaraja (Alchemist). The 
quality of the game has improved a lot and the 
game is getting more and more thrilling. With 
the top 8 teams- Radicals, Expendables, Al-
chemist, Biohazard, Faculty, Lethal Warriors, 
Stoners, and Finemen having already made 
a place in the Super 12 and four more teams 
to come from the play-offs, the IPL is taking 
a new turn where all the coming matches will 
be tight, close and thrilling. The wait is on- the 
wait for the clash of the titans!

- Prasanth P Chandran
Photo: Hrithik Gudapati

Free Points celebrating their very first wicket!
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T
he Spring 2015 semester 
activities of SPIC MA-
CAY’s IISER Pune chap-

ter kick-started with the much 
awaited Overnight Concert on 
Saturday, the 31st of January 
2015. This was a night long as-
semblage of performances by 
eminent artists, giving music 
aficionados a chance to im-
merse themselves in a night of 
beautiful, unadulterated Indian 
classical music. 

Before the concert, detailed 
plans were made with every 
volunteer raring to go for the 
first big event of the semester. 
On Saturday, volunteers sac-
rificed their lazy weekend and 
worked hard to ensure that 
everything was in place before 
the concert. In the evening, 
people could see volunteers 
rushing, compères practising, 
and last minute touches being 
made at the Sir CV Raman Au-
ditorium. At the entrance of the 
LHC, people were greeted with 
a vibrant rangoli and smiling 
volunteers at the SPIC MACAY 
registration desk.

As 9 PM brought the event to 
its scheduled beginning, Naven 
welcomed the audience to the 
concert followed by Prof. Sunil 
Mukhi felicitating Mrs. Rita 
Ganguly, a 2003 Padmi Shri 
awardee in Arts, for her gra-
cious presence.

The night-long event began 
with an introduction of Vidu-
shi Smt. Padma Talwalkarji, a 
renowned Hindustani classical 
vocalist. Padma Tai, as she is 
popularly called, sang Raag Ya-
man, Raag Basant, and a bhajan 
(devotional hymn) based on the 
Asawari thaat. She enchanted 
the audience by singing Bade 
and Chhote Khyaals followed 
by a Taraana in Raag Yaman 
and also a Drut Khyaal based 
on Raag Basant. Accompanied 
by Shri Shriram Hasabnisji on 
the harmonium, her mellifluous 
voice brought the concert to a 
riveting tempo with more peo-
ple gathering for the concert as 
word spread about campus. 

After a short snacks break, Pt. 
Dhruba Ghoshji, one of the 

most lyrical instrumentalists in 
India, played the sarangi as a 
solo instrument in its full glory. 
He was accompanied by Yuji 
Nakagawaji on the sarangi, Pt. 
Arvind Kumar Azadji on the 
tabla and Omkar Yarguddi on 
the tanpura. Pt. Ghosh gave a 
brief introduction of the sa-
rangi, also known as the sarang 
veena and its millennia-old folk 
history. He mentioned his Guru, 
Ustad Bundu Khanji of the Del-
hi gharana, who furthered the 
idea of the sarangi as a solo in-
strument. Beginning with the 
slow Aalap of Raag Bageshwari, 
he progressed to the Jor and 
Jhaala with exceptional use of 
the Panchama swara followed 
by a Bada Khyaal in Vilambit 
Ektaal (ultra slow, twelve beats) 
and then a gaat in Teen Taal– 
their musical effect enhanced 
by the perfectly synchronised 
accompaniment on the tabla by 
Pt. Azad. Pt. Ghosh then played 
a slow Aalap in Raag Neelam-
bari- created by Pt. Omkaar-
nath Thakurji, a renowned vo-
calist from Benaras- and even 
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sang it, highlighting his musical 
versatility and the training that 
he had received from his father 
in his early years.

The next performance saw Vi-
dushi Smt. Manjusha Kulkarni-
Patilji, an immensely talented 
and expressive Hindustani 
semi-classical vocalist; she 
amazed the audience with her 
versatile voice and excited ges-
tures. Belonging to the Gwalior-
Agra gharana, she was trained 
by Pandit Ulhas Kashalkarji. 
Accompanied by Shri Bharat 
Kamathji on the tabla and Shri 
Milind Kulkarniji on the harmo-
nium, she began her exposition 
with Raag Kaushiki, a suppos-
edly romantic and serious mid-
night raag in Asawari thaat. 

As the night progressed and 
music flowed freely, so did tea 
and coffee for the audience and 
the volunteers. Alternating be-
tween vocalists and instrumen-
talists, the next slot had Pandit 
Pushpraj Koshtiji enthralling 
the audience with his superb 
mastery over the surbahar. Pt. 
Koshti, accompanied by Shri 
Vivekanand Purangaleji on 
pakhawaj and Shri Bhushan Ko-
shtiji on the tanpura, eloquent-
ly played the Kharaj-Aalaps of 
Raag Tilak-Kamod followed by 
the Jor and the Jhaala and then 
mesmerised everyone with a 
slowly rising Dhrupad in Chau-
tal (12 beats).

The last show of the concert 
was arguably the most riveting 
of all, partly because of the im-
mense possibilities that dawn 
offers to vocalists in terms of 
singing rare morning raags. 
And who better to do it than Pt. 
Jayateerth Mevundiji, who has 
been labelled as the torchbear-
er of Hindustani classical music 

by maestros.  His well modu-
lated sing-song voice coupled 
with his sheer energy woke 
even the sleepyheads up in the 
balcony seats, for which they 
were eternally thankful to him. 
Initiating the last segment of 
the concert with the Bada Khy-
aal in the serious Raag Lalit, he 
mesmerised the audience with 
serious early morning raags like 
Raag Nat-Bhairava and finally 
with a Chhota Khyaal in the 
devotional Raag Bhaatiyar, set 
to the rhythm of Roopak Taal 
(7 beats). His dazzling perfor-
mance, along with Shri Bharat 
Kamathji on the tabla and Shri 
Milind Kulkarniji on the har-
monium, culminated with the 
audience giving him a standing 
ovation.

As a token of our gratitude to 
the artists, all the maestros 
were honoured with exquisite 
presents by faculty members. 
The concert finally concluded 
with a photograph of the artists 
with all the SPIC MACAY vol-
unteers followed by some frol-
ic, something volunteers never 
fail to enjoy. As it had rolled on 
to almost 7 AM, we dined to-
gether in the mess, celebrating 
the successful organisation of 
an enormous event and revel-
ling in the night-long treat of 
elegant Hindustani music. Let’s 
hope for more such events to 
come in the next year!

- Anwesh Bhattacharya

Photos: Nagarjuna Chary
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I
t’s four in the morning on the 14th of February 
and the last remnants of life can be seen in the 
haggard eyes of the twenty or so people hang-

ing around in the multi-purpose hall in HR-4. 
Over the course of the night, members of Team 
Mimamsa slowly shuffled out to get some sleep 
as their work was completed. These last twenty 
people are putting the finishing touches on the 
question slides and testing buzzers out one last 
time. Five hours later, the finals of Mimamsa 
‘15– the ‘show-piece event of IISER’, as our Di-
rector, Prof. Ganesh himself called it– is finally 
underway.

After a preliminary round that saw the most par-
ticipants the event had ever seen, across nine 
centers– Ahmedabad, Bangalore, Chennai, Delhi, 
Hyderabad, Kolkata, Mumbai, Pune, and Thiru-
vananthapuram– four teams made their way to 
the final round. IIT Madras (IIT-M), IIT Bombay 
(IIT-B), IISc Bangalore, and UM DAE-CBS Mum-
bai, reached the final after breezing through the 
prelims and came into the multi-purpose hall 
on the 14th with their eyes set on taking the Mi-
mamsa title back home with them. But of course, 
only one of them could, and over the course of 
the next two days they fought it out to see who 
was worthy of claiming the prize for themselves.

Saturday began with the biology round, which 
was judged by Prof. Nishikanth Subhedar, Prof. 
Milind Watve, and Dr. P Gayathri. After a few 
intense hours of quizzing and debate, with some 
interesting information coming  from the con-
testants themselves about quantum biology, IIT-
M surprised everyone by coming out on top after 
Round 1. This was then followed by IIT-M’s expo-
sition on tides, which was judged by Prof. Shyam 
Rai and Dr. Harinath Chakrapani. 

Lunch was followed by IISc’s exposition on bio-
materials. Experts in the field, Dr. Chakrapani, 
Dr. Hotha, Dr. Anirban Hazra, and Dr. Sayam 
Sengupta from NCL were the judges and they 
continued as judges for the extremely interac-
tive and fun chemistry round. This round saw a 
large amount of audience interaction and a lot 
of deductive work from the teams to solve the 
questions put up by the question making team. 
With this, Day 1 came to a close and the teams 
got some much deserved rest to prepare for the 
next day.

Day 2 started with the Occulomotor round. This 
crowd favourite, however, was sparsely attend-
ed because of its early morning slot but never-
theless, every minute was thrilling, as teams got 
their trigger fingers ready to hit the buzzer, the 
moment they figured out the answer. IIT-B and 
IISc took a large share of the spoils in this round 
and going into the mathematics session it was 
IISc who were heading the table.

The math session saw IISc dominate again with 
some clinical answering. This round was judged 
by Dr. Tejas Kalelkar, Dr. Anup Biswas, Dr. Anu-
pam Kumar Singh, and Dr. Anisa Chorwadwala. 
The session was followed up by UM DAE CBS’s 
much awaited exposition on mathematical mod-
els of love. Having taken a poll of the students 
at IISER the previous day, this exposition was 
very interactive and had as judges Prof. Gangal, 
Dr. Pranay Goel, Dr. Chakrapani, and Dr. Ste-
ven Spallone asking them some very interesting 
questions on the math behind love.

Lunch followed and then came the next exposi-
tion by IIT-B. Their exposition on symmetries in 
physics attracted a large audience, mostly  phys-
ics lovers and had the judging panel of Prof. Gan-
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gal, Dr. Arijit Bhattacharya, Dr. Sourabh Dube, 
Dr. Surjeet Singh, and Dr. Chakrapani asking 
them some very fundamental questions in phys-
ics.

The physics round, judged by the same panel 
of scientists as the exposition, saw the partici-
pants putting in whatever little energy they had 
left into figuring out the brain-wrackers that the 
physics question making team had come up with. 
After this, all that remained was the Rapid Fire 
round that saw enthusiastic participation from 
all the teams and was a lot of fun as the rules for 
how the questions would be presented were ex-
plained to the teams by our anchors Divya Singh 
and Vikram Ravindranath. 

With that, the rounds were finally done and the 
teams got a much required and somewhat nervy 
break as the scores were tallied. The prize dis-

tribution was presided by our Director Prof. KN 
Ganesh, Prof. Shashidhara, Prof. Sunil Mukhi, and 
the coordinator of this year’s event, Dr. Diganta 
Borah. Once the scores were all tallied, it was 
IISc who came out on top for the fourth year in a 
row! They got to take home the new rolling tro-
phy, hoping, I’m sure, to keep it for a few years. 
In second place came IIT-M, closely followed by 
IIT-B. Taking fourth place was UM DAE-CBS.

With the prize distribution, this year’s event 
came to a close. It was a hard fought battle be-
tween the teams, which was only possible thanks 
to the tireless effort of the entire Mimamsa 
team, who have to be congratulated for pulling 
off yet another successful Mimamsa. Here’s to 
many more such Mimamsas!

Photos: Photography Club, IISER Pune
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‘Early to bed, early to rise’. This is a very 
common quote that doesn’t apply to 
IISERites at all. But for that one day I had 
to follow it. It was the weekend of Disha’s 
Spread the Smile. 

Just like the village, the people living there 
were also very cool. The most touching 
part was that the students recognised me 
even after one long year, when I went for 
my first Spread the Smile session. For the 
rest of the day, we had lots of fun teach-
ing the kids and interacting with them. Al-
though it was tough controlling them, we 
could manage with the help of the teach-
ers there. 

We thought that the biggest challenge 
was to bring the students out of their 
homes on Sunday. However, we were 
shocked by the response we got. There 
were many students who turned up, and 
we had dance and craft sessions with 
them. 

This programme is one of the most fasci-
nating experiences one can have in their 
lives. You get to meet new people. You 
can come out of the little space that you 
are in and see how big the universe is. 
From the people there I learned how to 
be content with what we have and not to 
complain for what we don’t. These expe-
riences have shaped my personality and 
perception of people. This will always re-
main a part of my memories.

— Sushma Tejashri, 3rd Year BS-MS

Disha at IISER Pune organises Spread the Smile every year and the motivation of the 
same is to help increase the interest and knowledge of children living in rural areas in 
science. This year, it was held from the 17th of January to the 8th of February.
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There are a few activities at IISER in which every student should take part. According to me, Spread the Smile 
is one such activity. I visited Ambhavane, a village around 60 km from Pune. Conducting sessions there was so 
much fun! Those guys are so creative that they can put any of us to shame. Being volunteers, we don’t just get 
the chance to be their teachers, we also get to be their friends. You get to ride a cycle with them, climb trees 
with them, and do all sort of amusing things. Why sit in front of your laptop during the weekend when you can 
have an amazing experience being a volunteer of STS?  — Shrinidhi M , 3rd Year BS-MS

We, a group of four IISER Pune students and four from outside 
visited a village called Kondanpur, about 50 km from Pune dur-
ing the first week of the Spread the Smile programme. 

We started with an interaction session, making the students 
comfortable. After that we demonstrated some five-six ex-
periments to them, each of which got an enthusiastic response. 
Even the teachers accompanying them were keen to know the 
concepts behind each activity. Sometimes it was really difficult 
task to control the children’s enthusiasm, especially when we let 
them handle the apparatus. In a way, we enjoyed that, too.

They found it quite interesting, even though they didn’t under-
stand what it was all about. Having grown up in a village, they 
showed interest in anything and everything we showed them, 
whether that was a demonstration, an experiment, or a model.  
Seeing the students enjoying themselves, we had fun too. The 
response was better than we expected.  It was the experience of 
a lifetime.      — Shreeya Behera, 2nd Year BS-MS

One of our teachers informed us about Spread the Smile and the 
idea enthused us so much that a majority of us volunteered for 
this programme.

The village assigned to us was Kamthadi, Bhor. The topic for our 
weekend was chemistry, according to which we designed our ac-
tivities. We started with a general introduction to science and 
its scope. We encouraged the students to pursue and build ca-
reers in science. We conducted different academic and fun ses-
sions for them.

Interacting with them, answering their questions, and learning 
about their lifestyle proved to be a wonderful experience. We 
learnt a lot from them. The villagers’ hospitality was heartwarm-
ing. Our co-volunteers from IISER became great friends.

The experience at Kamthadi will be cherished forever and we all 
look forward to being a part of this amazing initiative again next 
year.      — Akanksha, Nidhi, and Natasha

SPREAD THE SMILE
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I went to a village named Ka-
mthadi. We, a group of eight 
people including students 
from outside IISER as well, 
started the session with a 
brief introduction about 
various aspects of science 
for the students of the 8th, 
9th, and 10th grade. Then we 
showed them some chem-
istry, physics, and biology 
experiments while explain-
ing their everyday use. In 
the afternoon, we showed 
them some documentaries. 
In the evening, we roamed 
around the village- the sce-
nic beauty there was awe-
some. At night we stayed in 
a villager’s home, which was, 
I think, the best memory for 
us. They were so supportive. 
The next morning, we took a 
session on origami that had 
a very good response. This 
continued for the remaining 
three weeks. 

In the final week, we or-
ganised some competitions 
and distributed prizes and 
science kits. The results re-
flected the intellectual qual-
ities of the students, which 
inspired us. We got very 
good responses from the 
school, the students, and the 
villagers. We learned a lot of 
things from this programme. 
Thanks to Disha and all the 
people who were a part of 
such an incredible experi-
ence.

— Tanmaya Sethi, 2nd Year 
BS-MS

Photo: Manish Tekam

There are a few activities at IISER in which every student should take part. According to me, Spread the Smile 
is one such activity. I visited Ambhavane, a village around 60 km from Pune. Conducting sessions there was so 
much fun! Those guys are so creative that they can put any of us to shame. Being volunteers, we don’t just get 
the chance to be their teachers, we also get to be their friends. You get to ride a cycle with them, climb trees 
with them, and do all sort of amusing things. Why sit in front of your laptop during the weekend when you can 
have an amazing experience being a volunteer of STS?  — Shrinidhi M , 3rd Year BS-MS

We, a group of four IISER Pune students and four from outside 
visited a village called Kondanpur, about 50 km from Pune dur-
ing the first week of the Spread the Smile programme. 

We started with an interaction session, making the students 
comfortable. After that we demonstrated some five-six ex-
periments to them, each of which got an enthusiastic response. 
Even the teachers accompanying them were keen to know the 
concepts behind each activity. Sometimes it was really difficult 
task to control the children’s enthusiasm, especially when we let 
them handle the apparatus. In a way, we enjoyed that, too.

They found it quite interesting, even though they didn’t under-
stand what it was all about. Having grown up in a village, they 
showed interest in anything and everything we showed them, 
whether that was a demonstration, an experiment, or a model.  
Seeing the students enjoying themselves, we had fun too. The 
response was better than we expected.  It was the experience of 
a lifetime.      — Shreeya Behera, 2nd Year BS-MS

One of our teachers informed us about Spread the Smile and the 
idea enthused us so much that a majority of us volunteered for 
this programme.

The village assigned to us was Kamthadi, Bhor. The topic for our 
weekend was chemistry, according to which we designed our ac-
tivities. We started with a general introduction to science and 
its scope. We encouraged the students to pursue and build ca-
reers in science. We conducted different academic and fun ses-
sions for them.

Interacting with them, answering their questions, and learning 
about their lifestyle proved to be a wonderful experience. We 
learnt a lot from them. The villagers’ hospitality was heartwarm-
ing. Our co-volunteers from IISER became great friends.

The experience at Kamthadi will be cherished forever and we all 
look forward to being a part of this amazing initiative again next 
year.      — Akanksha, Nidhi, and Natasha



42

The Science Club (SC) of IISER Pune caught up with Padma Shri Awardee Prof. Ashoke Sen (AS) 
during his visit to IISER Pune. Here are a few excerpts from their chat with him. 

SC: You attended Presidency College, which has produced many great physicists. Did physics 
come as a natural choice to you?

AS: When I passed my higher secondary, 5 out of the top 10 students went into physics and later 
they were all my classmates at Presidency College. Physics was the natural thing to do at that 
time. During my stay in college, my interests in physics grew because of my friends as well as the 
teachers. 

SC: You went on to do your doctoral study at the State University of New York, Stony Brook. How 
was the research atmosphere there as compared to India and how has it changed over the years?

AS: I work in theoretical physics, and I would say in theoretical physics, the research atmosphere 
in India was not very different from what I found there. Except for the very few top universities, 
one can do research in India as well as anywhere else in the West.

SC: Could you tell us what attracted you towards string theory?

AS: I was always interested in looking for fundamental laws. I started following developments in 
string theory around ‘83 because that seemed to be the most natural candidate for unifying ev-
erything. Then there were some rapid developments around ‘84 and ‘85 that convinced me that 
this is probably the right way to look for the fundamental laws of nature.

SC: What is a normal day in the life of a string theorist like?

AS: A normal day? I don’t know (laughs). Well, the day starts by looking at the archives. That is 
the first thing I do in the morning. Af-
ter I have my tea, I have a look at the 
archives. It summarises the abstracts 
of the papers that were submitted the 
previous day.

SC: When you talk about string theo-
ry you often talk about extra dimen-
sions. Why are they so essential? 

AS: Intrinsically, string theory has 
nine dimensions. It comes from cer-
tain consistency conditions. It basi-
cally means that for any question you 
ask, you must get definite answers. 
You shouldn’t get infinity, for example. 
As it turns out, the number of dimen-
sions of the theory is fixed to be nine 
space plus one time. The way we try 
to make string theory consistent with 
what we see in nature is by looking for 
solutions where six of those nine di-

THE INTERVIEW: 
A glimpse into Professor Ashoke Sen’s life

Photo: Google Images
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mensions are very small and compact.

SC: A popular counter-argument against string theory is that it doesn’t have any experimental 
evidence to back it up. Is there any work going on in that direction?

AS: Even though direct experimental evidence for string theory is not achievable today, people 
do look for indirect evidence. People are working hard to look for a cosmological test for string 
theory. The other approach is through string phenomenology. People are trying to look for differ-
ent kinds of compactification and see if any of those give the standard model that we are familiar 
with.

SC: Your work on S-duality is said to be pathbreaking in that field. If there’s one thing that you 
want people to understand about your work, what would that be?

AS: S- duality is the discovery of a new kind of symmetry, which is somewhat unusual. People had 
a hard time believing that such symmetry exists in string theory. It basically relates two different 
kinds of phases of the theory, which initially seemed completely unrelated. People realised that 
what earlier was thought of as five different theories were related to each other by some version 
of S-duality.

SC: Could you tell us about what you are currently working on?

AS: It is mainly on black holes in string theory. Black holes exist in Einstein’s general theory of 
relativity, but there are several puzzling aspects that can be solved once we include a quantum 
theory of gravity. And since string theory is a quantum theory of gravity, we could, in principle, 
use string theory to address some of these issues. Black holes, as we know, carry entropy from 
various thermodynamical considerations. And in statistical mechanics, entropy is interpretated 
as some kind of degeneracy of states.  Now the question in string theory was whether you could 
understand the entropy of a black hole in this sense. People have realised that this is indeed pos-
sible. Some of my current work on black holes is to try to understand to what extent this relation-
ship really works.

SC: For an undergraduate student who has just opted for science, there are several choices avail-
able. When is the optimal time to decide to focus on a particular topic?

AS: At the level of undergraduation, you can probably decide on doing theory or experiment. 
Once you enter graduate studies, within a year or so, you must focus on a specific topic.  But it 
varies from person to person. However, it shouldn’t be based on what is fashionable at the time.

SC: What are your interests other than physics?

AS: It’s hard to quantify. Cooking is one of the things I’m interested in. I also like travelling and 
walking.

SC: Did you have a role model as you grew up?

AS: I never thought consciously of a role model. But certainly there are several people who in-
fluenced me. Among my teachers for example, in Presidency College, we had Prof. Amal Kumar 
Roy Chowdhary. We knew him as an excellent teacher. Now we also know that he is an excellent 
scientist.

SC: Coming to the last question, what according to you is the key to being a successful scientist?

AS: I’d say that it is perseverance and the ability to not get depressed. You see, in research, most 
of the time you are stuck. Your research is not going anywhere. And that is the time you have to 
be the most stable. If you get depressed and you give up that’s the end of your research. This is 
perhaps the most important thing you need, to be a good researcher. When times are difficult, 
you have to be able to hold yourself.
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Amruta P Nayak	
1st Year	
Synthesis of light absorbing 
perovskites and their charac-
terization	
Dr. Deepa Khushalani	
TIFR, Mumbai

Anup Anand Singh
1st Year
Understanding songbird behav-
iour- A study of the behaviour 
and cognitive abilities of Zebra 
Finches	
Dr. Raghav Rajan	
IISER Pune

Arpith Shanbhag	
1st Year	
Differential geometry of curves 
and surfaces	
Dr. Vivek Mohan Mallick	
IISER Pune

Atul Chaudhary	
1st Year	
Dielectric relaxation spectros-
copy of binary combination of 
n-pentanol (n= 1, 2, 3) and alkyl 
benzoates	
Dr. Ranganathan Subrama-
nian	
IIT Patna

Bharath Krishnan	

1st Year	
Modeling animal navigational 
strategies 	
Dr. Collins Assisi	
IISER Pune

Manil Kanade	
1st Year	
Denial behaviour of Bulbil 
bird	
Prof. Milind Watve	
IISER Pune

Pranavi Reddy	
1st Year
Synthesis of n-heterocyclic 
carbenes	
Dr. Akkattu T Biju	
NCL, Pune

Prathamesh Madhav Datar	
1st Year
Study of CeCl

3
.7H2O as a cata-

lyst in five-component synthe-
sis of functionalized tetrahydro-
pyridines	
Dr. Gomathi Shridhar, Dr. Lak-
shmy Ravishankar	
HBCSE-TIFR, Mumbai

Rahul Biradar	
1st Year
Evolution of Philautus frog wrt 
to altitude in Eaglenest sanctu-
ary, West Kameng, Arunachal 

Pradesh
Dr. Ramana Athreya, Dr. Chin-
tan Sheth	
IISER Pune

Swetha Jos	
1st Year	
Maleimides, their derivatives 
and their reactivity with differ-
ent nucleophiles	
Dr. Jeet Kalia	
IISER Pune

Shubham Chhajed	
1st Year
Stem xylem plastic-
ity in Sorghum in response to 
drought	
Dr. Deepak Barua	
IISER Pune

Urmi Poddar	
1st Year
Co-existence of ant species in 
Arunachal Pradesh	
Dr. Ramana Athreya	
IISER, Pune

Abhilash Sawant	
2nd Year	
Developmental neurobiology	
Dr. Naren Ramanan	
IISc, Bangalore

Adithya Rajagopalan	

SUMMER SHENANIGANS

A glimpse of the work done by IISER Pune students during the summer of 2014.

‘All in all, it was a never-to-be-forgotten summer— one of those summers which 
come seldom into any life, but leave a rich heritage of beautiful memories in their go-
ing- one of those summers which, in a fortunate combination of delightful weather, 
delightful friends and delightful doing, come as near to perfection as anything can 
come in this world.’  - LM Montgomery, Anne’s House of Dreams
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2nd Year	
Standardisation of the behav-
iour protocol for the perfor-
mance of a delayed non match 
to sample task in mice	
Prof.  Upinder S Bhalla	
NCBS, Bangalore

Aishwarya Dipak Bhosale	
2nd Year		
Molecular phylogeny of genus 
Rasbora from the Western 
Ghats of India
Dr. Neelesh Dahanukar	
IISER Pune

Anand Kumar 	
2nd Year		
Actinides study using Density 
Functional Method 	
Dr. Mahesh Sundararajan	
Bhabha Atomic Research Cen-
ter, Mumbai	

Darshini R	
2nd Year		
Understanding the prebiotic 
role of riboswitches in an RNA 
world	
Dr. Sudha Rajamani	
IISER Pune

Deeksha Adil	
2nd Year
Dynamics of particles in a 
compressible flow.
Prof. Samriddhi Sankar Ray
TIFR-ICTS, Bangalore

Divya Gadkari	
2nd Year		
Measurement of isolation effi-
ciency using z-boson- particle 
physics	
Dr. Sourabh Dube	
IISER Pune

Gaurav Bhole	
2nd Year		
Quantum information and 
computing. 
Benford’s Law	
Dr. TS Mahesh	

IISER Pune

Harshvardhan Jog	
2nd Year		
Fabrication and characterisa-
tion of TiO

2
 based dye sensi-

tized solar cells	
Dr. Satishchandra B Ogale	
NCL, Pune

Irene Dutta	
2nd Year		
Coupled dynamical systems
Prof. G Ambika	
IISER Pune

Kiran Gajhans	
2nd Year		
Synthesis of imino sugars 
Dr. Dilip Dhavale	
Pune University

Kumar Priyadarshi	
2nd Year		
Relativistic electrodynamics 
and quark model	
Dr. Poulose Poulose	
IIT Guwahati

Lavanya Lokhande	
2nd Year	
Dissecting the role of P300 
histone acetyltransferace in 
Zebrafish development
Dr. Chetana Sachidanandan	
CSIR-IGIB, Delhi

Mithila Unkule	
2nd Year	
Oviposition preference and 
starvation resistance across 
different populations of Tribo-
lium casteneum	
Dr. Deepa Agashe	
NCBS, Bangalore

Nilima Walunjkar	
2nd Year	
Repeatability of evolution in 
Methylobacterium extorquens  
Dr. Deepa Agashe
NCBS, Bangalore

S Harini 	
2nd Year		
Developing a web-based multi 
domain cognitive assessment 
module for normal human 
subjects	
Dr. Archana Purushotham	
inStem, NCBS, Bangalore

Sahana Srivathsa
2nd Year
Modelling evolution of coop-
erative behaviour using Dic-
tyostelium
Prof. Vidyanand Nanjundiah
Centre for Human Genetics, 
Bangalore
 
Saket  R Bagde	
2nd Year		
Optimization of overexpres-
sion of the protein MreB1 
from Spiroplasma citri in Esch-
erichia coli.
Dr. Gayathri Pananghat	
IISER Pune

V R Shree Sruti
2nd Year
Differences in feeding pref-
erences of nectar and pollen 
foragers in Apis mellifera
Dr. Axel Brockmann
NCBS, Bangalore

Shrinidhi Mahishi	
2nd Year		
Phylogenetic analysis of North 
Eastern & Western Ghat but-
terflies 	
Dr. Krushnamegh Kunte	
NCBS, Bangalore

Sukanya  V Jogdand	
2nd Year		
Construction of gene knock-
out vector for SCARECROW 
ortholog of Physcomitrella 
patens (PpSCR2)
Dr. Anjan Banerjee 
IISER Pune	

Suvidyakumar Homkar 
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2nd Year	
Preparation of GMR devices 
using hybrids 
Dr. Sunil Nair 
IISER Pune

Suyash Naik	
2nd Year	
Bio-mechanics of Hydra re-
generation	
Dr.  Sanjeev Galande	
IISER Pune

Thasneem A	
2nd Year		
KOH activation of rice husks 
for gas storage
Dr. MM Shaijumon 	
IISER Trivandrum

Varun Prasad	
2nd Year	
Multiscale computational 
modeling of the Plasmodium 
falciparum enzyme adenylo-
succinate synthetase	
Dr. Mrinalini Puranik	
IISER Pune

Aishwary Shivgan	
3rd Year	
1,5-amino group migration 
route to form acrylamidines	
Dr. Pinaki Talukdar	
IISER Pune

Anur Yadav	
3rd Year	
Different hybrid peptide 
foldamers synthesized using 
natural amino acids and modi-
fied hybrid amino acids.	
Dr. HN Gopi	
IISER Pune

Ashish Kakkar	
3rd Year	
Magnetic monopoles in Gauge 
theories	
Dr. Pallab Basu	
ICTS, Bangalore

Ashwini Ramesh 

3rd Year
Oviposition strategies in mos-
quitoes
Dr. Kavita Isvaran
IISc, Bangalore

Birbal Prasad	
3rd Year	
Nonparametric statistical 
methods	
Dr. Isha Dewan 
ISI, New Delhi

Charu Jain
3rd Year	
Histone recognition of chemi-
cally dimerised bromodomain ( 
BrD4)	
Dr. William Pomerantz, Prof.  
Mark Distefano
Univerisity of Minnesota, Min-
neapolis

Cherukuri Kesava Phaneen-
dra	
3rd Year	
Preparation of solid and biotin 
tagged HPR compounds to 
target the primary HPR bind-
ing proteins	
Prof. Robert W Curley
Ohio University, USA

Ghorpade Smita Madhukar	
3rd Year	
Effect of therapeutic agents on 
the myeloid derived suppres-
sor cell (MDSC) population in 
cancer	
Dr. William E Carson III	
Ohio State University

Govind Unnikrishnan	
3rd Year
Interferometric entangle-
ment detection under coarse 
grained measurements	
Prof. Andreas Buchleitner
Albert-Ludwigs-Universität 
Freiburg, Germany

HR Harsha
3rd Year	

The Hawking Radiation	
Prof. Justin David	
IISc, Bangalore

Kalyanee Shirlekar
3rd Year
Study of T- Independent and T- 
dependent immune responses 
using ELISA
Prof. Satyajit Rath
NII, New Delhi

Khushboo Singh	
3rd Year	
Synthesis of bi-functional 
ligands derived from BINOL 
scaffold, their complexation in 
developing new chiral transi-
tion metal catalysts and their 
applications in asymmetric 
catalysis	
Dr. Paolo Larini, Dr. Rodolphe 
Jazzar, Prof. O Baudoin 
University Claude Bernard 
Lyon, France 

Ningthoujam Birjeet Singh	
3rd Year	
Cloning and overexpression of 
proteins in bacterial cytoskele-
ton-based motility	
Dr. Gayathri Pananghat	
IISER Pune

Nishanth Tirukoti	
3rd Year	
Small molecule targeting 
miRNA	
Dr. Souvik Maiti	
CSIR-IGIB, New Delhi   

Nivedita Rangarajan	
3rd Year	
The role of neurons in Dro-
sophila egg-laying decision-
making	
Dr. Gaby Maimon	
Rockefeller University

Saurabh AK	
3rd Year	
Synthesis of metal complexes 
from Silicon based ligands and 
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their catalytic properties
Dr. R Boomi Shankar	
IISER Pune

Shruti Paranjape	
3rd Year	
Geodesics in a charged Myers-
Perry space-time
Prof. Jutta Kunz-Dolshragen	
Carl von Ossietzky 
Universität Oldenburg, Ger-
many

Tanmay S Patankar	
3rd Year	
A Graph-theoretic angular syn-
chronization algorithm using 
Gabor frames 
Prof. Götz Pfander	
Jacobs University, Bremen, 
Germany

Arya Thampi	
4th Year
Structural elucidation of the bi-
opigment melanin using Raman 
spectroscopy	
Dr. Mrinalini Puranik	
IISER Pune

Ayush Nagar	
4th Year
Bottom-up synthesis of 
large-scale graphene oxide 
nanosheets
Prof. Sulabha Kulkarni	
IISER Pune

Devika TD 	
4th Year	
Synthesis of new oxide ther-
moelectric materials based on 
indium and tin 	
Dr. Sunil Nair	
IISER Pune

K Sriram	
4th Year	
Development of effective quan-
tum cat states which are robust 
under noise	
Dr. Aditi Sen
Harish Chandra Research Insti-

tute, Allahabad

Mihir Kulkarni	
4th Year	
Commissioning of newly built 
15 meter radio telescope at 
NCRA-TIFR, Pune	
Dr. Niruj Mohan Ramanujam, 
Dr. Jayaram N Chengalur	
NCRA-TIFR, Pune.

Nitheesh K	
4th Year	
Role of platelet activating fac-
tor in motility of breast cancer 
cells
Dr. Mayurika Lahiri	
IISER Pune.

Poortata Lalwani	
4th Year	
Cognitive abilities and brain 
connectivity	
Dr. Archana Purushotham	
inStem, NCBS, Bangalore

Rachana Bhave	
4th Year
Sexual dimorphism in person-
ality traits of the Indian Rock 
Agama	
Dr. Kavita Isvaran	
IISc, Bangalore

Reshma C Chandrasekharan	
4th Year
Construction of covering ar-
rays	
Dr. Soumen Maity	
IISER, Pune

Sharath Chandra	  
4th Year
Hydrogen sulfide donors	
Dr. Harinath Chakrapani	
IISER Pune

Shiva Chidambaram	
4th Year	
Adeles and ideles	
Dr. Ritabrata Munshi	
TIFR, Mumbai

Thameez Mohammed K Y
4th Year	
Stimuli responsive polysaccha-
ride vesicles for targeted anti-
cancer drug delivery	
Dr.  M Jayakannan	
IISER Pune

Urvashi Gupta	
4th Year	
Photon entanglement with a 
linear beam splitter	
Dr. Mandip Singh	
IISER Mohali 

Vyankatesh Rajmane	
4th Year	
Molecular dissection of iso-
prenoid biosynthesis pathway 
in Ocimum	
Dr. AP Giri 
NCL, Pune
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Zest

Art: Swastik Mishra and  
Lavanya Lokhande 
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The child walked down the road with his bag of laddoos 
when he tripped and fell, spilling everything onto the grimy 
street. His eyes welled with tears. 

‘Kid, don’t cry’, said the candyfloss seller, handing him a free 
bouquet of spun sugar.

Sweet
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when he tripped and fell, spilling everything onto the grimy 
street. His eyes welled with tears. 

‘Kid, don’t cry’, said the candyfloss seller, handing him a free 
bouquet of spun sugar.

Art: Darshini Ravishankar



52

The night sky cries out in pain,
Oh! The earth is trembling in vain;
Lost a lamb in this swirling wind,
Nowhere to go, the land seems barren.

The frightened little lamb cries for aid,
No one to see the misery made.
Lightening slaps her and she screams aloud,
Thunder quivers her and she falls down.

The little one looks around,
Her grief is too much to be pond.
Oh! Who can save her from this agony
She looks up and groans.

Here comes the dawn 
The dusk looks at her with a frown
‘I’ve come for my daughter;
She is my soul and “the love”,
The fruit of happiness that 
I bear for mankind...’

That moment she wakes with a smile,
And sees her mother,
And feels the warmth of her love,
The love that never fails!

- Swetha Jos

The Warmth of
True Love

Let It Be 
Together

- Ravi Umadi

Art: Debarun Ghosh
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Warmth took me by surprise
On that chilling winter morning,

Afloat around the campus sky
Was a single passion star

Striding past me without warning

When is it that a warming beauty
Took me so long to meet and talk

Was in the very vicinity
I was hoping not to be scared.

‘So be me’, I said and gathered my bulk
True to my sense, she said ‘Hi!’

All ablaze went my heart
Numbing traces of empty grace.

I was myself- simple and through
Well, I’ll never forget how we met.

Was it a tiny sting of pain
That I felt as you left?

It flew beyond conscious grip
Though not missing a trail behind.

Here and now I write to you
Holding hopes of longing together.

Let us belong to the present and future
Lest a beat skip me ever!

Let It Be 
Together

- Ravi Umadi

Art: Debarun Ghosh



54

She sits alongside the sea on a rock,
Looking at the ships entering the dock,
Splashing water all over me
And experiencing the serenity of the sea.

Her long black hair is done gracefully;
The tiny curls on her tender face add to her beauty.
The deep red kumkum she spreads in her hair
For the loving husband for whom she cares.

Her eyes sparkle with intimate affection
For her people, her greatest possession.
Her blissful smile spreads calmness all around;
It has the ability to cure the deepest of wounds.

And above all the lady is adorned
With the eternal glory of her mind,
The glory which she nurtures deep in her heart,
The glory which no man can find.

I sit beside her, learning from her the values of life.
She made a good daughter, a good mother and a good wife.
I tell you now that the lady is none other
Than my own loving and caring mother.

Photo: Sanket Nagarkar
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The Indian Mother
- Durga Parkhi



56

\o Xé¯pdªp

apÅpIÄ ]q¡fmbn

F\n¡v hk´hpw

Rm³ EXp¡sf `bì

]s£ \o DbÀì ]mdn

Hmtcm \nanjhpw Fs¶ ]pÂIn

Rm³ {hWs¸«p

\o ]p©ncn¨p

Fsâ ImXnÂ samgnªp

"F¶n«pw \o AdnªnÃtÃm

\nsâ I\nça¸pdw asämê temIaps-½¶v '

I\n

\o hfêt´mdpw

IÅnapÄs¨Snbpw hfÀì

Bscbpw ASp¸n¨nÃ

Bscbpw hfÀ¯nbnÃ

GXp aêhnepw izkn¨p

kz´w XWenÂ XfÀì

\nsâ ]cnWmaw ss\anjnIambnêì

F\n¡v bpK§fpw

\nsâ hn¯v

Fsâ DÅnÂ

Hê ZoÀL ag¡mbn Im¯p InSì

]t£ \o AdnªnÃtÃm

\nsâ thêIÄçw

KÔadnbpsa¶v

\n\ça¸pdw asämê

krãn Ds½-¶v

A¶mZyambn \nsâ thêIÄ

Fs¶ Npw_n¨p

Rm³ Hì ]nSªp

izmkw apdpIn

Ah ]Xnsb a{´n¨p

"\obs{X Ahsâ Aiànsbì

\n\¡v ëWçgnbp½-v

I®pIÄ¡v Xnf¡hpw

\o \njvIf¦bmWv

Ahsâ ZuÀ_eyhpw '

Fsâ Nndæ hncnªp

{]mW³ aZn¨p

Rm³ tImcns¨mcnªp

Imäv hoin

--- -     --------------A]ÀW ]n.sI.

Kani
- Aparna PK

True love lies beneath your skin. It may take a few more winters, but at the end it 
will come to you. And then you change, you transform, you become nature..

Art: Kezia Ann

LMü mÉëoÉVû ÌuÉµÉÉxÉ

Ek Prabal Vishwas
- Shweta Tendulkar

A person in doubt about his own abilities can help himself by neglecting the 
negatives and  looking at the brighter side of any situation. Any good deed carried 

out with sincere efforts will definitely end on a happy note. And if things don’t 
turn out well at some point in life, we should convince ourselves that this is not the 

end, that the road is yet untravelled

Art: Nidhi Sudhir
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LMü mÉëoÉVû ÌuÉµÉÉxÉ
- µÉåiÉÉ iÉåÇQÒûsÉMüU

Ek Prabal Vishwas
- Shweta Tendulkar

A person in doubt about his own abilities can help himself by neglecting the 
negatives and  looking at the brighter side of any situation. Any good deed carried 

out with sincere efforts will definitely end on a happy note. And if things don’t 
turn out well at some point in life, we should convince ourselves that this is not the 

end, that the road is yet untravelled
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Specks of light out through the clouds
On to reveal the sky
Bright, vast, blue like the oceans
With its white dapples of clouds

The light falling, on the dew
Collected, the blessings of nature
By the palms of the young plants
Humbly, making them glisten

The morning fog, the sudden chill
Ignites the heart of the passionate 
A cold wind blowing through...
Snow-capped mountains reaching for the sky

The mountain path, lit by the sun
Trodden less and laid with rocks
And stones, so perfect
You see the master sculptor’s hands

Lakes cold, silent and calm
Water gushing, gurgling brooks
Mountain goats out grazing
Bulbuls fluttering…

Willows along the road
Marigold fields and tulips plenty
Bright red, the apples hang beside
Peaches and cherries and mighty deodars

An old lady has begun her day collecting firewood
A young girl dressed up for school
I’m amazed and dismayed
Because they say, terror is born here

For how can it be, embraced by nature
That someone would think to put down this beauty
For I see heaven on Earth,
And that is the beauty of the valleys.

The Valleys
-  VP Gokul

Photo: Lavanya Lokhande
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Goodwill 
Cycle

- Shruti Paranjape

The little girl’s name was Maya. Her small 
flip-flops periodically slapped against the 
pavement of one of Mumbai’s streets as 
she ran. In her hand was a stick, with which 
she had set a rubber tyre rolling.

Maya chased her tyre past a bunch of blue-
roofed slums. The stench that rose from 
their uncovered drains and the cries of  the 
children didn’t seem to bother her much. 
She ran past all the freely roving bovines 
and chickens with everything but the tyre 
in front of her a blur. She stopped at the 
signal, as Mahesh bhaiya always told her 
to and waited impatiently for the signal to 
turn green.

‘Fifty one, fifty, forty nine...’, she counted 
out loud along with flashing numbers, 
having only recently learnt numbers in 
English. As the signal turned green, she 
set her tyre rolling and was running again.

She had entered a slightly more posh area 
now. People were giving her disapproving 
looks, which might have had something to 
do with her making horn noises to make 
them get out of her tyre’s way. She reached 
the bus stop and reluctantly stopped her 
tyre with a jerk before sitting down on the 
pavement near the seats.

She observed the people quietly. She 
liked clothes. A lady in a salwaar kameez 
reached down to tighten her anklet. A man 

in a suit with a briefcase loosened his tie. 
He then dug his hand into his breast pocket 
and took out a bunch of bills. He sorted 
them into two bunches and threw one onto 
the pavement, close to where the girl was 
sitting.

‘Ey uncle, kay kartes?’ (Eh uncle, what’re 
you doing?). The man blinked at her; 
clearly he didn’t understand Marathi. 
‘What doing?’ she said, stammering. She 
had never spoken to bade log (big people) 
like this. Mahesh bhaiya said bade log 
could hurt you.

‘You...’

 She faltered. The little girl then picked up 
some of the bills, thrust her arms towards 
him and said simply, ‘Dustbin!’.

*****
He hung his head a little lower than usual. 
The usual head-lowering was because it 
had been a month now and still no one 
at work accepted him. Yes, he was from 
Delhi. Yes, he couldn’t speak Marathi...so 
what? People at work seemed to think he 
might as well be from Mars. Then there was 
that little beggar girl who told him off for 
littering that had caused the lower-than-
usual head-lowering.

It was all very difficult. Mumbai took the 
breath out of him in two equal and opposite 

ways. Firstly, Mumbai was breath-taking. It 
was so much busier than Delhi had seemed 
to be and the people seemed to move as 
one big beating wave. Secondly, it took 
the breath out of you. Just living in Mumbai 
tired him out by the end of the day.

Then there was the commute– Vadala-
Bandra-Vadala. Day in, day out. In Delhi, 
he would’ve felt unsafe, especially on his 
walk from Vadala’s bus stand to the  paying 
guest house he was staying in. In Mumbai 
though, things were different. And he liked 
all of it, but for his xenophobic company.

Presently, he was getting off the bus and  
was beginning his walk home. He noticed 
a plastic bag and felt a surge of shame for 
what had happened earlier. He picked it up 
and tucked it into the side of his bag. He 
was hungry.

Just when he was thinking happy thoughts 
of warm paranthas, he was jolted by the 
sounds of screaming. It was muffled and 
unsure, as if the lady who had screamed 
wasn’t sure how bad what was being done 
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walk from Vadala’s bus stand to the  paying 
guest house he was staying in. In Mumbai 
though, things were different. And he liked 
all of it, but for his xenophobic company.

Presently, he was getting off the bus and  
was beginning his walk home. He noticed 
a plastic bag and felt a surge of shame for 
what had happened earlier. He picked it up 
and tucked it into the side of his bag. He 
was hungry.

Just when he was thinking happy thoughts 
of warm paranthas, he was jolted by the 
sounds of screaming. It was muffled and 
unsure, as if the lady who had screamed 
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to her was. The guilt from the little girl’s 
scolding fuelled him to do something 
uncharacteristic of himself– to go find out 
why the lady had screamed. His heart 
pounding in his throat, he ran towards the 
source.

It was coming from a nearby gully. He 
entered it, his guilt lifting and dropping 
his tired feet. He saw her distraught face, 
with her sindur smudged and eyes frantic. 
He saw their strong arms holding her 
struggling body still.

‘Ey!’, the guilt shouted. ‘Ey! Band kar! 
Police bulaunga!’ [Eh! Stop it! I’ll call the 
police!]. 

A lot of scuffling and whimpering followed, 
but the guilt had run out and fear had taken 
over him. He was rooted to the spot. He 
heard a loud thud and her scream again 
and then running feet. He couldn’t move.

Finally, he saw her again. She was limping. 
Her navari had come undone. Across her 
cheek was a red mark. She limped past

Art: Brijesh Meena
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him without a word.
*****

She entered the house, took off her  navari 
swiftly, dabbed her wounds with a wet 
cloth and then wore a new sari with the 
air of someone doing something they have 
done a thousand times over. And indeed, 
maybe it had been a thousand times that 
her drunk husband had  joined his friends 
and jumped her.

She sighed. Why hadn’t she said thanks? 
She had always thought that what really 
distinguished the poor from the rich was 
etiquette. If only she could have good 
manners and charm and beauty, she’d 
be out of this hell-hole. She could join 
Bollywood. But no, she couldn’t even thank 
a man who had gone out of his way to help 
her. She hadn’t even smiled. Nothing.

She put the tawa on the stove for dinner 
and slapped some of the previous day’s 
oil onto it. She was just about to turn the 
stove on when she noticed the close-to-
empty pot by the stove.

She sighed again as she hoisted the pot 
onto her hip. Why did she dare dream? 
She was simply an uncultured poor woman 
whose existence was going to change no 
one’s life for the better. She stepped out of 
her house, locking it behind her, and made 
her way to the closest Sintex tank. 

She observed that which was her 
neighbourhood. Poverty, stench, 
classlessness, no culture. It was no miracle 
that she had turned out the same way. 
Why hadn’t she said thanks?

She stopped at a signal. Two seconds of 
waiting and she started off. But her sari 
got caught in the lamp post behind her and 
she was jerked back. As she maneuvered 
her pleats, she noticed an old lady carrying 
a large bundle.

‘Aunty, de’ [Aunty, give], she said. When 
she heard herself, she sounded crass. The 
lady was blind and smiled vaguely in her 
direction.

Pot under one arm and the enormous 

bundle under the other, she poked a small 
hand out to hold the old lady’s as she 
helped her cross the road. Old, blind, but 
well-to-do, she thought.

They stopped on the other side of the street 
and the old lady said in her Parsi-accented 
English, ‘You have helped me greatly. For 
you, I will help someone else’.

She stared at the Parsi lady in confusion 
before sighing again. Why was she so 
uneducated and so uncultured?

*****
The old lady wobbled down the streets with 
the enormous bundle in hand. She cursed 
her rheumatism, which had only been 
worsened by the cold of Mumbai’s winter.

She would have to walk back and then 
cook dinner. ‘Dhansak never tastes good 
cold’, her husband always used to say. She 
felt a small pit in her stomach when she 
remembered.

She waddled down the streets, past 
Mumbai’s cobblers and peddlers and 
shops and food-joints, until she reached 
her destination– Mahesh Children’s Home.

Without bothering to ring the bell, she 
opened the gate and went in. She carefully 
placed her bundle on the ground before 
rapping sharply on the door. A young man 
opened the door.

‘Come in, Pammi aunty.’
‘Mahesh! I have some stuff for the kids.’
‘They have a day off from school so you 
can give it to them yourself.’

At least fifty different kids rushed towards 
her as she entered the nursery with squeals 
of ‘Pammi aunty! Pammi aunty!’. She 
opened up her bundle and felt like Santa 
Claus. She gave each of them something 
small- a toy, a jacket, a pair of socks, a 
book. In the end there was just one frock 
left. A little girl walked up to her shyly with 
her hands out in front of her and Pammi 
aunty placed the frock softly in her hands.
The little girl’s name was Maya.

The Standalone Curly Hair

On a sprightly, bright, sunny morn,
The arena was all abuzz–
Full of kids of different kinds,
Of different colours, affiliations, and heights!

I walked in haste for I could not
Afford to miss the gathering,
Of two-a-thousand waiting for a bell–
To start the day’s proceedings!

The usual route was the one I took,
And quite the same it was;
Except for one– and only one;
A curly hair, dressed in yellow and blue!

The others were just the same,
As on other days, all too familiar;
This single one seemed so unknown–
Yet intuitively, the closest of all!

Neither kinship nor friendship did strike a cue,
And I thrived on my wild guess till I turned again–
Hoping to hear that mysterious voice,
Only to be let down by the roar of the crowd!

I was getting late,
So I hastened my pace;
But that picture in my head,
Blurred out, for an instant, all of my senses!

I did not make any more attempts–
To look for that lovely entity;
Instead of madly scanning two thousand,
I settled for that one picture, crystallised in my mind!

I keep thinking of that moment–
Sometimes when I’m alone, peaceful;
And that curly hair stirs up my nerves,
Long after it was seen…and seen no more!
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He dropped his daughter off at school, her little 
blue water bottle swinging from her shoulder.

‘You be good, Meena’, he said. He watched her 
walk past the lemon trees through the big double 

doors, looking so tiny in the crowd of children. 

With wistful eyes he saw them laugh and jostle 
each other- no worries, no cares. Sighing 

inwardly, he wished he could go back to a simpler 
time.

Art: Darshini Ravishankar
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‘When I bring to you coloured toys, my 
child, I understand why there is such a 
play of colours on clouds, on water, and 
why flowers are painted in tints- when I 
give coloured toys to you, my child.’

- Rabindranath Tagore, Gitanjali

The colours in nature, the blue of the sky, 
the green of the grass; the world around 
us is full of the bright hues that light up 
our lives. As children, all of us do wonder 
about these different shades around us. 
This curiosity, though, gets lost with us 
‘growing up’ with time. Perhaps we grow 
up way too much to realise that there is 
an inherent beauty that encompasses 
this universe.

Children are perhaps the most curious 
and the most creative versions of us. You 
know it when you see the gleam in their 
eyes each time they break open a toy 
and find those cogs and springs inside, 
or when they are handed over a paint 
brush and a canvas and allowed to create 
a world of their own. 

You see the happiness on their faces; 
happiness that is not supposed to last 
long; happiness that vanishes into 
unspoken corners of this world, a world 
that values performance over learning. 
Probably, it is time we sit back and 
reflect on why education evolved in the 
first place. Wasn’t it supposed to make 
children explore and discover life and 
the world? We try to ‘teach’ science to 
children rather than inspiring them to 
learn. School textbooks and curricula 
must stimulate young minds to question 
and wonder, rather than making them 
follow protocols to get things done. If 
children stay curious, they’ll continue to 
explore and discover. Give them books to 
read, books that do not teach formulae 
but help them learn about life. Give them 
toys to play with, let them figure out how 
things function...the best thing a child 
can do with a toy is to break it open. Give 

them paints and brushes, let them paint 
the world around them in the colours they 
want to.

Science is not a rich man’s game. A 
great challenge our generation faces is 
to ensure that science reaches out to the 
most marginalised children, the brightest 
of minds we miss out otherwise. You 
don’t need costly experimental setups to 
illuminate these minds. Simple toys can 
explain more Science than expensive 
machinery can. There are numerous 
simple folk toys out there based on great 
science principles. But no, we like making 
things complex. We feel that things are 
not ‘science-y’ enough if they are not 
complicated. We like confusing people 
with science rather than simplifying it for 
them. 

The colours, the hues, the beauty, 
everything nature has to offer is fairly 
simple. The simplicity is where its beauty 
lies. From the starry sky to the clear 
streams, each tiny bit of nature sends 
out a very clear message: to keep things 
simple; education, science, our lives, 
everything.

Coloured Toys
- Anup Anand Singh

Art: Brijesh Meena

ioXoIcn¨ apdnbnÂ \nìw agbnte¡nd§pt¼mÄ FhntS¡mWv t]mtI½Xv 
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-¥pbdjx« ----- -- qkzkp¡I a\Êpw Hê 

¥ex¤m IcbpIbmbnêì.

ImepIÄ hen¨psh¨v aë Bhp¶{¯ 

thKXbnÂ ho«nte¡v \Sì. ]pd¯v 

\n¶v Bêw hcm\nÃm¯Xv sIm½v 
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AëXm]w \ndª t\m«§fpw 

D½mhnÃhnsS.

Ddh hänb Aêhn t]mse Ahsâ   

a\Êpw icochpw hc½pW§nbnêì.

hoSnsâ hmXnÂ Nmcnbnêì.

iYy¯¡¼y eljx¤Z ¥exjZ§ 

Manikkutti Parayathe Poyath
- Devika TD

This story follows the emotional turmoil of a brother who loses his sister 
unexpectedly.
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streams, each tiny bit of nature sends 
out a very clear message: to keep things 
simple; education, science, our lives, 
everything.

Art: Brijesh Meena

ioXoIcn¨ apdnbnÂ \nìw agbnte¡nd§pt¼mÄ FhntS¡mWv t]mtI½Xv 

F¶ Xncn¨dnhv D½mbnê¶nÃ aëhn\v. ]cnNnX apJ§Ä ssIIÄ hoin¡mWn¨p.   

klXm] ----hpw k¦Shpw apän \nÂç¶ 

t\m«§fnÂ \nìw HmSnsbmfn¡m³ 

Ah³ {ian¨psIm½nêì.

ag XpW¨Xv sIm½v BtcmSpw 

kwkmcnt¡½n h¶nÃ. NmäÂ ag¡v 

iàn IqSphm³ B{Kln¨psIm½v 

aë ]Xps¡ \Sì. ]p©ncn¨p XÅnb 

apJ§fmêw æiew tNmZn¡m³ 

hcm¯XnÂ Ah³ a\Êmse 

kt´mjn¨p.

BtcmSpw AëhmZw tNmZn¡msX 

ag I\¯p. hgn sXän h¶ 

agsb i]n¨psIm½v BfpIÄ 

Iq«w Iq«ambn sX¶n \o§n.                               

a\-Êv hn§ns¡m½-----------------------       nêì. Xsâ 

icoc¯nsâ Hê `mKw ASÀìamdnb 

-¥pbdjx« ----- -- qkzkp¡I a\Êpw Hê 

¥ex¤m IcbpIbmbnêì.

ImepIÄ hen¨psh¨v aë Bhp¶{¯ 

thKXbnÂ ho«nte¡v \Sì. ]pd¯v 

\n¶v Bêw hcm\nÃm¯Xv sIm½v 

A[nIw tNmZy§fpw D¯c§fpw 

AëXm]w \ndª t\m«§fpw 

D½mhnÃhnsS.

Ddh hänb Aêhn t]mse Ahsâ   

a\Êpw icochpw hc½pW§nbnêì.

hoSnsâ hmXnÂ Nmcnbnêì.

iYy¯¡¼y eljx¤Z ¥exjZ§ 
- ¥bpyK Uy. Wy

Manikkutti Parayathe Poyath
- Devika TD

This story follows the emotional turmoil of a brother who loses his sister 
unexpectedly.

Art: Vrushali Rao
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AIs¯hnsStbm InSçIbmW½. t]mbn t\m¡m³ tXm¶mªnt«m Ft´m aë 

D½d¯v Xs¶bnêì.

H«p t\c¯në tijw DÄt{]cWbmse¶ t]mse Ah³ aWnç«nbpsS apdn Xpdì. 

B apdnbne{Xbpw AhfqsS Xé¯ izmkw apän\n¶nêì. aWnç«n Ahsâ 

æªëP¯nbmbnêì. 

Ahkm\ izmk¯n\mbpÅ AhfpsS ]nSbÂ Cu P\me¡¼nIfnembnêì. 

sXç hi¯v DêInsbmen¨p InSç¶ BdSn a®mbn AhÄ amdnbnêì. 

HmÀaIfpsS æs¯mgp¡nÂ aëhn\v ImenSdn.

Imew ssI¸nSnbneacmsX ]dì t]mbt¸mÄ FhnsS sh¨mWv X\n¡v aWnç«nsb                      

\ãambsXt¶mÀ¡m³ Ah³ {ian¨p .Ah³ hfÀ¶t¸mÄ Aht\msSm¸w 

aWnç«nbpw hfÀì F¶ Imcyw Ah³ ad¶nêì. HmÀaIfpsS NcSv               

s]m«ns¨dnªv Ah³ aWnç«nbpsS apdnbmsI It®mSn¨p. t\m«p]pkvXI§Ä 

ASp¡n sh¨nêì 

apdnbnse `n¯nbnÂ AhÄ hc¨ Nn{X§Ä Xq¡nbn«nêì. taibnÂ ]Tn¡mëÅ 

]-pkvXI§fpw ]co£m Xo¿Xn ASbmfs¸Sp¯n h¨nê¶ Ie½dpw sXm«Sp¯v     

]Tn¡mëÅ ssSwtS_--n-fpw H«n¨v sh¨nêì.

aë sasÃ ]pkvXI§Ä Xpdì t\m¡n. Ah\v Adntb½Xpw AXmbnêì, 

AhÄ BtcmSpw ]dbmsX t]mbXnsâ clkyw. A£c¯n\v XoÀ¯pw hr¯n 

¥exkxjyk¡Ë¡. \-ncsXänb A£c§Ä A§n§mbn Nn¶n¨nXdn \nÂç¶ 

BÄ¡q«w t]mse 

tXm¶n¨p. A£c§fnÂ 

Ahsâ HmÀaIÄ 

I®ocnÂ æXnÀs¶men¨p-         

sIm½nêì. IYIÄ 

sIm½pw IhnXIÄ 

sIm½pw hnkvabw 

XoÀ¯p sh¨ncnç¶Xv 

Xsâ aWnç«n 

Xs¶bmsW¶v 

hnizkn¡m³ Ah\v     

{]bmkw tXm¶n. 

Hcn¡Â t]mepw Ahsf 

Hì t{]mÕmln¸n¡m³ 

IgnbmsX t]mbtXmÀ¯v 

Ahsâ k¦Sw AW    

s]m«nsbmgpIn.                                                                                                                

XmfpIfhkm\--nç¶nS¯v 

AhÄ C§s\ 

ædn¨n«nêì. 

"CS¡nS¡v Nn´IÄ 

ImSpIbdpt¼mÄ, Rm³ 

Fs¶¯s¶ adì     

t]mæì. adhn F¶Xnep]cn Rm³ Dt½m F¶ tNmZyamWv Fs¶ Ae«mdpÅXv. 

Nn´nçIbpw FgpXpIbpw kwkmcnçIbpw sN¿p¶ Cu Rm³ kXy¯nÂ 

asämcmfpsS Nn´IfpsS, kz]v\§fpsS, F´nt\sd ]dbpì Cu temIw 

Xs¶ asämê Nn´bpsS `mKatÃ? \½Ä C¶v Imé¶ ØeImeNn´IÄçw 

AXoXambv asämê kvt]kv ssSanÂ Pohnç¶ HcmfpsS Nn´bnemWv 

Pohnç¶sX¶v.

aëjyëw `qanbpw am{XaÃ , agbpw ]pgbpw ac§fpw izknç¶ hmbphpw 

IqSn kXyaÃmXmæ¶XmWv Fsâ Nn´IÄ. ImSv Ibdp¶ Nn´IÄ¡v sNì 

Ibdm³ Hê ImSnÃm¯Xv Xs¶bmWv Fs¶ Ae«p¶ {]iv\w. BZys¯ Nn´ 

Hc´hpw æ´hpanÃmsX C§s\ X§nbncnçt¼mgmbncnçw ASp¯ Nn´ hcnI. 

BZyt¯Xv PohnX¯nsâ \ne\nåmWv {]iv\sa¦nÂ ASp¯XnÂ {]Xo£IfpsS 

`mcamWv {]-iv\w. {]Xo£IfpsS `mc¯ns\m¯v Dbcm³ IgnbmsX hêt¼mÄ 

Rm³ HmÀçw A½bpsS hbdnëÅnÂ  Npê½pIqSn¡nSçs¶mê æªp 

{`qWamWv Rms\¶v. C{Xbpw t\--chpw Pohn¨X{Xbpw kz]\¯nembnêìshìw 

kvIqfnÂ t]mhp¶Xpw FgpXp¶Xpw Ignç¶Xpw A¶¶v sN¿p¶X{Xbpw             

kz]v\¯nÂ. Pohn¨Xv apgph³ kz]v\¯nembXv sIm½v Dd¡w hns«Woçt¼mÄ 

sNbvX sXäpIÄ A{Xbpw Xnê¯m³ Hchkcw IqSn _m¡nbp½v Dd¡w 

hns«Wo¡m³ Hê hgn Is½¯Ww Fì am{Xw. ]dªp hêt¼mÄ Ct¸mÄ 

Pohnç¶ PohnXw XnI¨pw Hê kz]v\amsW¶v. Cu kz]v\w hns«Woäv icnbmb 

PohnXw XpS§Wsa¦nÂ acWw Hc\nhmcyXbmsW¶v am{XamWv F\n¡v          

a\ÊnembXv. '

                                                                                                     

aWnç«n

aWnç«n Adnª Aë`hn¨ Häs¸Sensâ thZ\ aëhnsâ lrZb¯nÂ \nìw Hê 

tX§embn _lnÀKan¨p.

Art: Vrushali Rao
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AIs¯hnsStbm InSçIbmW½. t]mbn t\m¡m³ tXm¶mªnt«m Ft´m aë 

D½d¯v Xs¶bnêì.
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¥exkxjyk¡Ë¡. \-ncsXänb A£c§Ä A§n§mbn Nn¶n¨nXdn \nÂç¶ 

BÄ¡q«w t]mse 
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Art: Vrushali Rao

Art: Kezia Ann
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Whenever I see
A look-alike of me,
I ponder over myself
To see if that person is related
By any means to me
And whether I’m actually ‘me’

The realisation of his existence
Makes me think over again
Whether the relation of that boy around
Has anything to do with the thoughts I’ve recently found

I feel like walking closer to him
And asking him, ‘Do you belong to my kin?’
Even thinking about his befitting answer for the question of mine
It seems like he is a long-lost brother, found at the right time

Just at the moment when I’m going out of my mind,
Reality takes hold of my thoughts– those of an unrealistic kind
And prevents me from asking that stranger
The question that would have made him feel that I’m mad as a hatter

Then my thinking shifts to another form
Where I denounce the materialistic platform
I try to find a spiritual connection
Between the two entities of my consideration

But Alas! When I’m going deeper into the cave
The wall of the cave crumbles down like a breaking wave
I hear someone calling that boy, ‘Apu, why are you so late?’
And all my speculations cease to exist in that half-alert state.

Existence
- Anwesh Bhattacharya

Art: Nidhi Sudhir

ÂMü qÉiÉ mÉÍjÉMü
Ruk Mat Pathik
- Sachin Gurjar

 
The mind and the body are never in synchrony. Where the mind wants to go 

forward, the body wants to take a moment of quiescence. However, the traveller 
has to move forward in his journey and accept his fate as it comes.
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Art: Nidhi Sudhir

qÉlÉ cÉÉWûiÉÉ Wæû, eÉÏiÉ sÉÔð CxÉ qÉlÉ MüÉå
iÉlÉ cÉÉWûiÉÉ Wæû, PûWûU eÉÉ ÌuÉ´ÉÉqÉ Så CxÉ iÉlÉ MüÉå

qÉlÉ MüÐ oÉÉiÉåÇ iÉlÉ cÉÉWåû AÉæU iÉlÉ MüÐ oÉÉiÉåÇ qÉlÉ cÉÉWåû
SÉålÉÉåÇ TðüxÉå MüÌPûlÉ SÒÌuÉkÉÉ qÉåÇ, ÂMü aÉD Wæû eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÐ UÉWåÇû
AoÉ mÉÍjÉMü xÉå qÉåUÏ rÉå aÉÑÄeÉÉËUzÉ, NûÉåÄQû Så CxÉ SÒÌuÉkÉÉ MüÉå

EPû, ZÉÄQûÉ WûÉå, eÉWûÉð WûÉU WûÉå uÉWûÉð WûÉU xuÉÏMüÉU MüU
eÉWûÉð eÉÏiÉ WûÉå uÉWûÉð ExÉå xuÉÏMüÉU MüU...

CxÉqÉåÇ WûÏ iÉåUå iÉlÉ-qÉlÉ MüÉ pÉsÉÉ Wæû
YrÉÉåÇÌMü eÉÏiÉ iÉÉå ÍxÉÄTïü eÉÏiÉ Wæû, sÉåÌMülÉ

MüWûÉð WûÉUlÉÉ Wæû, rÉå pÉÏ LMü MüsÉÉ Wæû

ÂMü qÉiÉ mÉÍjÉMü
Ruk Mat Pathik
- Sachin Gurjar

 
The mind and the body are never in synchrony. Where the mind wants to go 

forward, the body wants to take a moment of quiescence. However, the traveller 
has to move forward in his journey and accept his fate as it comes.

- xÉÍcÉlÉ aÉÑeÉïU
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s{Sbn\nsâ Imlfw Ahsf ab¡¯nÂ \nìWÀ¯n. s]bvXp tXmÀ¶ agbv¡v 

tijapÅ \ë¯ Imäv AhfpsS kmcn¯e¸nepw sagpæt]mepÅ icoc¯nepw 

hoinbSnçì½mbnêì. Cfw ImänÂ t]mepw aªp s]¿p¶ XmgvhcbnÂ hgn 

sXänsb¯nb bm{XnIsb t]mse AhÄ ASnapSn hndçì½mbnêì. sXsÃmê  

]-cn{`at¯msS AhÄ Npäpw t\m¡n. Xm³ CsXhnsSbmWv? IÂ¡« sdbnÂth 

tÌj³! ChnsSbmWv hÀj§Ä¡v ap³]v Xm³ ̀ À¯mhnsâ ssI ]nSn v̈ h¶nd§nbXv. 

IYIfnÂ am{Xw tI«v ]cnNbapÅ IÂ¡«. IÂ¡« Fìw C§s\ Xs¶bmbnêì. 

agbnÂ æXnÀ¶ {]WbmXpcbmb \Kcn. Ahsf t]--mse Xsâ a\Ênepw AS§m¯ 

{]WbZmlambnêì. 

\m«n³]pds¯ {]Xm]nbpsS GI aIÄ. sNdp{]mb¯nÂ Xs¶ IÂ¡«bnse DbÀ¶ 

DtZymKØsâ ̀ mcym]Zw Ae¦cn¡mëÅ ̀ mKyw. A¶v Ghêw ]-- dªp. "`mKyapÅ æ«n'. 

F¶mÂ hÀj§Ä ]g¡apÅ Zm¼Xyw X\ns¡´mWv k½m\n¨Xv? Xm³ shdpsamê 

b{´ambn amdpIbmbnêt¶m? At±lhpsam¯pÅ Hê \Ã \nanjwt]mepw F´psIm½v 

Xsâ kvacWbnenÃ? C¶nXphsc Xs¶ HcÃepw Adnbn¨n«nsÃ¦nepw At±lw Xs¶bmWv 

Xs¶ Häs¸Sensâ ]-mcay¯nse¯n¨Xv. Xm³ {]Wbw ] -----Icm³ {ian¨t¸msgms¡ 

F´n\mWv At±lw AIì t]mbXv? At±l¯nsâ I®nÂ Hê]-t£ {]Wbw I½Xv 

KyU¯jy« A´ybma§fnÂ am{Xambnêì. F¶mÂ AXv {]-Wbambnêt¶m? 

X\n¡dnbnÃ. F´psIm½mWv Xsâ PohnX¯n\v AÀ°w \-ÂIns¡m½v ISì h¶ 

Xsâ Xs¶ càt¯mSv, B æê¶nt\mSv t]mepw X\n¡v hmÕeyw tXm¶mXnê¶Xv? 

CÃ! A§s\sbmìanÃ. Fs´ms¡bmWv Xm³ Nn´n v̈ Iq«nbXv? Xsâ PohnX 

kmlNcy§Ä Ft¸mÄ apXemWv X\n¡v Akl\obambn tXm¶n¯pS§nbXv? 

GIm´XbpsS \-nanj§sf i]n v̈ Ignbp¶ GtXm kab v̄ _-mÂ¡WnbneqsS 

sXm«Sp¯ v̂fmänÂ h¶ sN¼³ apSn¡mcs\ I½t¸mtgm? AtXm Abmfpambn 

Xm³ kulrZ¯nembt¸mtgm? F´n\mbnêì Xsâ a\------  Ênse hyYIÄ Abmfpambn 

]èsh¨Xv? Xm³ shdpsamê b{´ambn amdpIbmbnêt¶m? F ṕsIm½mWv AbmÄ            

Xncn¨dnhv

Thirichariv
- Govind S 

A young woman’s experiences have led her to believe that love is nothing but 
an illusion. This story details her feelings about this realisation, and how she 

reacts to it.

Elegy for 
Childhood

In the evenings,
The silence is at its loudest;
No wind, no chirps, and no trills,
No patter of footfalls across the street.

And solitude, quiet solitude crawls in—
No escaping.
No music drowns the stillness,
No book, no weather, no beauty
Drives any cheer to the being.

And then the images,
Of life, of rainy afternoons past,
Of the games, of the dog, of the hammock;
And the calls, the faint urgent calls.

The child that had been, 
Calls out to the person it will be.
I stop where I am, and say, 
‘See, here I am now,
At the place you’re so afraid to be’.

- Prashastha Mishra

Photo: PM Shreenidhi
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s{Sbn\nsâ Imlfw Ahsf ab¡¯nÂ \nìWÀ¯n. s]bvXp tXmÀ¶ agbv¡v 

tijapÅ \ë¯ Imäv AhfpsS kmcn¯e¸nepw sagpæt]mepÅ icoc¯nepw 

hoinbSnçì½mbnêì. Cfw ImänÂ t]mepw aªp s]¿p¶ XmgvhcbnÂ hgn 

sXänsb¯nb bm{XnIsb t]mse AhÄ ASnapSn hndçì½mbnêì. sXsÃmê  

]-cn{`at¯msS AhÄ Npäpw t\m¡n. Xm³ CsXhnsSbmWv? IÂ¡« sdbnÂth 

tÌj³! ChnsSbmWv hÀj§Ä¡v ap³]v Xm³ ̀ À¯mhnsâ ssI ]nSn v̈ h¶nd§nbXv. 

IYIfnÂ am{Xw tI«v ]cnNbapÅ IÂ¡«. IÂ¡« Fìw C§s\ Xs¶bmbnêì. 

agbnÂ æXnÀ¶ {]WbmXpcbmb \Kcn. Ahsf t]--mse Xsâ a\Ênepw AS§m¯ 

{]WbZmlambnêì. 

\m«n³]pds¯ {]Xm]nbpsS GI aIÄ. sNdp{]mb¯nÂ Xs¶ IÂ¡«bnse DbÀ¶ 

DtZymKØsâ ̀ mcym]Zw Ae¦cn¡mëÅ ̀ mKyw. A¶v Ghêw ]-- dªp. "`mKyapÅ æ«n'. 

F¶mÂ hÀj§Ä ]g¡apÅ Zm¼Xyw X\ns¡´mWv k½m\n¨Xv? Xm³ shdpsamê 

b{´ambn amdpIbmbnêt¶m? At±lhpsam¯pÅ Hê \Ã \nanjwt]mepw F´psIm½v 

Xsâ kvacWbnenÃ? C¶nXphsc Xs¶ HcÃepw Adnbn¨n«nsÃ¦nepw At±lw Xs¶bmWv 

Xs¶ Häs¸Sensâ ]-mcay¯nse¯n¨Xv. Xm³ {]Wbw ] -----Icm³ {ian¨t¸msgms¡ 

F´n\mWv At±lw AIì t]mbXv? At±l¯nsâ I®nÂ Hê]-t£ {]Wbw I½Xv 

KyU¯jy« A´ybma§fnÂ am{Xambnêì. F¶mÂ AXv {]-Wbambnêt¶m? 

X\n¡dnbnÃ. F´psIm½mWv Xsâ PohnX¯n\v AÀ°w \-ÂIns¡m½v ISì h¶ 

Xsâ Xs¶ càt¯mSv, B æê¶nt\mSv t]mepw X\n¡v hmÕeyw tXm¶mXnê¶Xv? 

CÃ! A§s\sbmìanÃ. Fs´ms¡bmWv Xm³ Nn´n v̈ Iq«nbXv? Xsâ PohnX 

kmlNcy§Ä Ft¸mÄ apXemWv X\n¡v Akl\obambn tXm¶n¯pS§nbXv? 

GIm´XbpsS \-nanj§sf i]n v̈ Ignbp¶ GtXm kab v̄ _-mÂ¡WnbneqsS 

sXm«Sp¯ v̂fmänÂ h¶ sN¼³ apSn¡mcs\ I½t¸mtgm? AtXm Abmfpambn 

Xm³ kulrZ¯nembt¸mtgm? F´n\mbnêì Xsâ a\------  Ênse hyYIÄ Abmfpambn 

]èsh¨Xv? Xm³ shdpsamê b{´ambn amdpIbmbnêt¶m? F ṕsIm½mWv AbmÄ            

Xncn¨dnhv
- tKmhnµv Fkv.

Thirichariv
- Govind S 

A young woman’s experiences have led her to believe that love is nothing but 
an illusion. This story details her feelings about this realisation, and how she 

reacts to it.

Art: Kezia Ann
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{]Wbw h¨p\o«nbt¸mÄ 

XnckvIcn¡mXnê¶Xv? Xs¶ 

ImÀì Xn¶nê¶ GIm´Xbpw 

DÅnÂ AebSn¨psIm½nê¶ 

{]WbZmlhpw Xs¶ AXn\v 

k½Xn¨nÃ. Xm³ Hê `mcybpw 

A½bpamsW¶ kXyw adì. 

ag s]--bvXp tXmÀ¶ At\Iw 

]IepIfnÂ At±l¯nsâ 

aSnbnÂ  Xe  Nmbv¨v kz]v\w 

I½  Imå\nIXbpsS  B temIw 

bmYmÀ°yam¡n¯oÀ¡m³ 

C¶v Cd§n¯ncn¨t¸mgpw 

Xsâ a\Êv Xm³ sN¿p¶Xv 

i c n b m W v F s ¶ m ê d ¸ v 

X¶nêt¶m?   Hcn¡epanÃ!    A§s\  
Hk¡leð¡½mbnês¶¦nÂ ]-ns¶ 

F´n\mWv hoSv hn«nd§nb 

kab¯v \n{Zbnembnê¶ 

Xs â  ` À ¯ m h n s â b p w 

æªnsâbpw apJt¯¡v 

H¶v t\m¡m³ t]mepw 

ss[cys¸SmªXv? sdbnÂth 

¹mävt^manÂ Xsâ kz]v\ImapIsâ hchpw {]Xo£n¨ncnç¶ Cu sshInb 

thfbnÂ Xm³ Xt¶mSv Xs¶ tNmZn¨v t]mhpì. XtâXv Fì IêXp¶ Cbmfnepw 

I½Xv bYmÀ° {]Wbambnêt¶m?AtXm icoc¯n\v th½nbpÅ Im]Sytam? 

AbmfpsS PohnX¯nte¡v ISì h¶ At\Iw t]cnÂ HcmÄ am{Xambnêt¶m 

Xm³? Hcn¡epw Xsâ a\Êv I½n«Ã adn¨v Xsâ kuµcyw I-½n«mWv Abmfpw 

X¶nte¡v ASp¯Xv. a\Ênse bYmÀ° kvt\lw ]Iê¶Xn\v ap³t] 

icocw AbmfnÂ  kaÀ¸nt¡--½n hì. `mcybmhmëw A½bmhmëw X\n¡v 

tbmKyXbp½m---bnêt¶m?AdnbnÃ.]-t£ Xm³ ]m]nbmbnê¶nÃ.kvt\ln¡mëw                                 

kvt\----  -------- -----ln¡s¸Smëw BßmÀ°ambn B{KlnçI am{Xambnêì Xm³ sNbvXXv. 

F¶mÂ Cu sshInb thfbnÂ X\n¡v t_m[yw h¶ncnçì. C¶o temI¯v 

kvt\lw Fs¶m¶nÃ. X\nç kvt\---- l¯nÂ hnizmkw \ãambncnçì. temIta, 

CXv \nsâ Xoêam\ambnêt¶m? kvt\l¯në th½n Pohn¨hÄ¡v kvt\lw Hê 

acoNnIsb¶v t_m[ys¸Sp¯nbXv. {]Wbw {]mWhmbphmbphmbnê¶ Xsâ 

Bßmhv acn¨p Ignªncnçì. C\n Cu icocw X\ns¡´në? AtXmÀ¯psIm--½v, 

aµlkn¨,v AIse \nìw ]mªphê¶ s{Sbn\nte¡v AhÄ HmSnbSp¯p.

MüÉOåûUÏ qÉÑMÑüOû

iÉÉå qÉåÂWûÏ MükÉÏ uÉÉMüiÉÉå,
eÉåuWûÉ uÉeÉëÉcrÉÉWûÏ ÌPûMüîrÉÉ EQûiÉÉiÉ,
mÉhÉ xÉÉuÉsÉÏ aÉÂQûÉcrÉÉ lÉzÉÏoÉÉiÉ lÉxÉiÉå,
AlÉç WûmÉÉmÉsÉåsrÉÉ ElqÉÑZÉ lÉeÉUÉ MükÉÏ oÉÉUÏMü WûÉåiÉ lÉÉWûÏiÉ..

ÎxjÉiÉmÉë¥É pÉÉxÉhÉÉUÉ MüÉåVûÏ MükÉÏ xuÉiÉ:cÉ aÉÑÇiÉsÉåsÉÉ,
AmÉÑÍsÉcÉ uÉÉuÉOûVû uÉÉUÉ zÉÉÇiÉ MüÂ mÉÉÌWûsÉåsÉÉ,
kÉUÉ E²åaÉiÉå, mÉhÉ ÌiÉsÉÉ TÑüOûhrÉÉcÉÏ mÉUuÉÉlÉaÉÏ lÉxÉiÉå..
AlÉç MüÉOåûUÏ qÉÑMÑüOû aÉÑsÉÉoÉÉsÉÉ xuÉiÉ:sÉÉcÉ xÉÉåQûuÉiÉ lÉÉWûÏ.

Art: Kezia Ann

Kaateri Mukut
- Adwait Salvi

The greatest weakness of the elite is their drive to stay at the top. Those who 
appear strong might be going through their own share of pain in their obstinacy 

to stay strong. But the reality can be very different. This poem is for all those who 
have made hard decisions and stuck with them irrespective of the consequences.
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{]Wbw h¨p\o«nbt¸mÄ 

XnckvIcn¡mXnê¶Xv? Xs¶ 

ImÀì Xn¶nê¶ GIm´Xbpw 

DÅnÂ AebSn¨psIm½nê¶ 

{]WbZmlhpw Xs¶ AXn\v 

k½Xn¨nÃ. Xm³ Hê `mcybpw 

A½bpamsW¶ kXyw adì. 

ag s]--bvXp tXmÀ¶ At\Iw 

]IepIfnÂ At±l¯nsâ 

aSnbnÂ  Xe  Nmbv¨v kz]v\w 

I½  Imå\nIXbpsS  B temIw 
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C¶v Cd§n¯ncn¨t¸mgpw 

Xsâ a\Êv Xm³ sN¿p¶Xv 

i c n b m W v F s ¶ m ê d ¸ v 

X¶nêt¶m?   Hcn¡epanÃ!    A§s\  
Hk¡leð¡½mbnês¶¦nÂ ]-ns¶ 

F´n\mWv hoSv hn«nd§nb 

kab¯v \n{Zbnembnê¶ 

Xs â  ` À ¯ m h n s â b p w 

æªnsâbpw apJt¯¡v 

H¶v t\m¡m³ t]mepw 

ss[cys¸SmªXv? sdbnÂth 

¹mävt^manÂ Xsâ kz]v\ImapIsâ hchpw {]Xo£n¨ncnç¶ Cu sshInb 

thfbnÂ Xm³ Xt¶mSv Xs¶ tNmZn¨v t]mhpì. XtâXv Fì IêXp¶ Cbmfnepw 

I½Xv bYmÀ° {]Wbambnêt¶m?AtXm icoc¯n\v th½nbpÅ Im]Sytam? 

AbmfpsS PohnX¯nte¡v ISì h¶ At\Iw t]cnÂ HcmÄ am{Xambnêt¶m 

Xm³? Hcn¡epw Xsâ a\Êv I½n«Ã adn¨v Xsâ kuµcyw I-½n«mWv Abmfpw 

X¶nte¡v ASp¯Xv. a\Ênse bYmÀ° kvt\lw ]Iê¶Xn\v ap³t] 

icocw AbmfnÂ  kaÀ¸nt¡--½n hì. `mcybmhmëw A½bmhmëw X\n¡v 

tbmKyXbp½m---bnêt¶m?AdnbnÃ.]-t£ Xm³ ]m]nbmbnê¶nÃ.kvt\ln¡mëw                                 

kvt\----  -------- -----ln¡s¸Smëw BßmÀ°ambn B{KlnçI am{Xambnêì Xm³ sNbvXXv. 

F¶mÂ Cu sshInb thfbnÂ X\n¡v t_m[yw h¶ncnçì. C¶o temI¯v 

kvt\lw Fs¶m¶nÃ. X\nç kvt\---- l¯nÂ hnizmkw \ãambncnçì. temIta, 

CXv \nsâ Xoêam\ambnêt¶m? kvt\l¯në th½n Pohn¨hÄ¡v kvt\lw Hê 

acoNnIsb¶v t_m[ys¸Sp¯nbXv. {]Wbw {]mWhmbphmbphmbnê¶ Xsâ 

Bßmhv acn¨p Ignªncnçì. C\n Cu icocw X\ns¡´në? AtXmÀ¯psIm--½v, 

aµlkn¨,v AIse \nìw ]mªphê¶ s{Sbn\nte¡v AhÄ HmSnbSp¯p.

MüÉOåûUÏ qÉÑMÑüOû

iÉÉå qÉåÂWûÏ MükÉÏ uÉÉMüiÉÉå,
eÉåuWûÉ uÉeÉëÉcrÉÉWûÏ ÌPûMüîrÉÉ EQûiÉÉiÉ,
mÉhÉ xÉÉuÉsÉÏ aÉÂQûÉcrÉÉ lÉzÉÏoÉÉiÉ lÉxÉiÉå,
AlÉç WûmÉÉmÉsÉåsrÉÉ ElqÉÑZÉ lÉeÉUÉ MükÉÏ oÉÉUÏMü WûÉåiÉ lÉÉWûÏiÉ..

ÎxjÉiÉmÉë¥É pÉÉxÉhÉÉUÉ MüÉåVûÏ MükÉÏ xuÉiÉ:cÉ aÉÑÇiÉsÉåsÉÉ,
AmÉÑÍsÉcÉ uÉÉuÉOûVû uÉÉUÉ zÉÉÇiÉ MüÂ mÉÉÌWûsÉåsÉÉ,
kÉUÉ E²åaÉiÉå, mÉhÉ ÌiÉsÉÉ TÑüOûhrÉÉcÉÏ mÉUuÉÉlÉaÉÏ lÉxÉiÉå..
AlÉç MüÉOåûUÏ qÉÑMÑüOû aÉÑsÉÉoÉÉsÉÉ xuÉiÉ:sÉÉcÉ xÉÉåQûuÉiÉ lÉÉWûÏ.

- A²æiÉ xÉÉVûuÉÏ

Art: Faseela EE
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- Adwait Salvi

The greatest weakness of the elite is their drive to stay at the top. Those who 
appear strong might be going through their own share of pain in their obstinacy 

to stay strong. But the reality can be very different. This poem is for all those who 
have made hard decisions and stuck with them irrespective of the consequences.
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The Little Rann of Kutch (LRK), once 
a sea, is one of the nature’s miracles, 
spread over 5000 sq km. In summer it 
is a barren brown desert and in winter 
it is a breeding ground for some of 
the largest flocks of flamingos and 
many other migratory birds. LRK is a 
wildlife sanctuary, home to the world’s 
last population of the Indian Wild Ass 
(ghudkhar), technically making them 
encroachers. They live with local people 
of the Agariya community. They share a 
close relation with the Agariyas, even 
sharing their drinking water. LRK is a 
centre of inland salt production. A visit 
to one of the saltpans made me wonder 
how anybody could work in these harsh, 
inhuman conditions. LRK’s landscape 
was flat, with no bushes or trees in sight 
for miles and miles.

The Agariya community has been 
living here for centuries, knowing just 
one means of living- salt production. 
Throughout their lives they work 
tirelessly in the field of the LRK, where 
salt mining leaves them with a bitter 
taste. Salt production is their only 
source of livelihood, a life drenched in 
sweat, dust, and tears. There is hunger, 
there is thirst, there is no medicine, no 
electricity- but there is life in the middle 
of this deserted land where they are 
fighting, suffering, and struggling for 

better days.
Eight months of intense labour and 
hunger have eaten up their bodies. 
Poverty is their fate. For each one of 
us, it is painful to see the way they toil 
under the sun, performing hard physical 
labour. These people have been raking 
salt in LRK’s white desert in Gujarat 
since they were children, digging wells 
to draw the briny groundwater to the 
surface and then relying on evaporation 
to leave behind the white crystals.

An estimated 200,000 people across 
India work barefoot in such extreme 
hardship, exposed to a relentless sun 
and serious occupational hazards. 
They toil in the white desert using a 
harvesting technique unchanged over 
centuries. The salt and the sun inflict 
immense damage to their health. 
Exposure to salt causes skin lesions 
among the workers. Exposure to bright, 
white, reflected light and dust leads to 
premature loss of vision. They suffer 
from malnutrition, anaemia, vitamin 
deficiencies, aches, pains, poor night 
vision, and accelerated aging. They are 
also at higher risk for hypertension, 
presumably because of the higher salt 
content in their blood from inhaling 
salt aerosols. Due to continuous work 
in saltpans, their feet become septic 
and absorb the salt. Even after death, 

they suffer an ignoble fate. Their hands 
and feet are difficult to burn during 
cremation because of the high salt 
content. Their legs are then collected 
by their relatives and buried separately 
in a small grave with salt so that they 
can decompose naturally. There are a 
number of young women and girls with 
goitre (a swelling of the thyroid caused 
by iodine deficiency) as most people 
in this area consume non-iodised salt. 
The people who provide the rest of the 
country with something as basic as salt 
do not receive iodised salt themselves. 
Isn’t it an injustice to them? It is like 
rubbing salt into their wounds.

India is the world’s third largest producer 
of salt after China and the US. We all 
know the history of the Salt March in 
April 1930, as part of the Satyagraha 
movement led by Mahatma Gandhi. 
Salt became a symbol of our struggle 
for independence. Today, life remains 
harsh for salt farmers who continue 
to struggle for even their basic rights. 
They produce the most important 
food ingredient. Despite being the 
true producers, they are never given 
importance. Despite working hard in 
harsh climatic conditions with day 
temperatures rising to above 45 degrees 
in summer and the night witnessing 
temperatures of 5 degree celsius, they 

Irreversible Back 
Reaction of NaCl
- Struggle in Silence, 
Unheard and Untold

Photo: Shubham Joge

- Shubham Joge
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better days.
Eight months of intense labour and 
hunger have eaten up their bodies. 
Poverty is their fate. For each one of 
us, it is painful to see the way they toil 
under the sun, performing hard physical 
labour. These people have been raking 
salt in LRK’s white desert in Gujarat 
since they were children, digging wells 
to draw the briny groundwater to the 
surface and then relying on evaporation 
to leave behind the white crystals.

An estimated 200,000 people across 
India work barefoot in such extreme 
hardship, exposed to a relentless sun 
and serious occupational hazards. 
They toil in the white desert using a 
harvesting technique unchanged over 
centuries. The salt and the sun inflict 
immense damage to their health. 
Exposure to salt causes skin lesions 
among the workers. Exposure to bright, 
white, reflected light and dust leads to 
premature loss of vision. They suffer 
from malnutrition, anaemia, vitamin 
deficiencies, aches, pains, poor night 
vision, and accelerated aging. They are 
also at higher risk for hypertension, 
presumably because of the higher salt 
content in their blood from inhaling 
salt aerosols. Due to continuous work 
in saltpans, their feet become septic 
and absorb the salt. Even after death, 

they suffer an ignoble fate. Their hands 
and feet are difficult to burn during 
cremation because of the high salt 
content. Their legs are then collected 
by their relatives and buried separately 
in a small grave with salt so that they 
can decompose naturally. There are a 
number of young women and girls with 
goitre (a swelling of the thyroid caused 
by iodine deficiency) as most people 
in this area consume non-iodised salt. 
The people who provide the rest of the 
country with something as basic as salt 
do not receive iodised salt themselves. 
Isn’t it an injustice to them? It is like 
rubbing salt into their wounds.

India is the world’s third largest producer 
of salt after China and the US. We all 
know the history of the Salt March in 
April 1930, as part of the Satyagraha 
movement led by Mahatma Gandhi. 
Salt became a symbol of our struggle 
for independence. Today, life remains 
harsh for salt farmers who continue 
to struggle for even their basic rights. 
They produce the most important 
food ingredient. Despite being the 
true producers, they are never given 
importance. Despite working hard in 
harsh climatic conditions with day 
temperatures rising to above 45 degrees 
in summer and the night witnessing 
temperatures of 5 degree celsius, they 

earn a meagre ` 80-100 per tonne- one 
of the poorest communities of India. In 
spite of all this, they are living happily. 
The smile on their faces and open 
hearted conversations with them made 
me feel fortunate. Meeting new people 
and understanding their cultures 
teaches us a lot. It changes the way you 
look at yourself and the world around 
you. Salt has played an important role 
across human life throughout history. 
No substance other than water has been 
used with as regularly as salt has been. 
In our time today, it lies devalued and 
neglected. We consume salt everyday, 
never realising the pain that people 
go through to put it on our table. It is 
impossible to imagine our daily meals 
to be complete without salt. Yet, the 
lives of the people making this salt 
remains both beyond our concerns and 
imagination.

I was amazed by their unbelievable 
ability to remain dignified in such 
adverse conditions, their ability to 
continue to dream- dream for a better 
future despite perpetual threats and the 
uncertainties of their livelihood. This 
short story will serve no purpose other 
than to highlight their lives. We all can 
only hope for better days for them, that 
the time will come for them to have a 
dignified future.

Irreversible Back 
Reaction of NaCl
- Struggle in Silence, 
Unheard and Untold

- Shubham Joge
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qÉÑsÉÉMüÉiÉåÇ iÉÉå WûÉåiÉÏ jÉÏ oÉÄQåû AUxÉå xÉå,
qÉaÉU ÍqÉsÉåÇ ElÉxÉå WûqÉ cÉÇS sÉqWåÇû mÉWûsÉå jÉå|
cÉåWûUå MüÐ WðûxÉÏ ÌSZÉiÉÏ jÉÏ mÉWûsÉå,
AÉÆZÉÉåÇ Måü xÉqÉÇSU MüÐ aÉWûUÉD xÉå ÍqÉsÉ AoÉ UWåû jÉå|

mÉWûsÉå eÉÉå xÉÉuÉlÉ MüÐ WûËUrÉÉsÉÏ sÉaÉiÉÏ jÉÏ,
mÉWûÉÄQûÉåÇ Måü mÉÏNåû NÒûmÉå xÉÔUeÉ MüÐ sÉÉsÉÏ sÉaÉiÉÏ jÉÏ,
MüUÏoÉ xÉå SåZÉÉ iÉÉå mÉÉrÉÉ uÉÉå mÉiÉfÉÄQû MüÉ xÉ³ÉÉOûÉ jÉÉ,
lÉxÉÏoÉ lÉå ElÉMüÉå ZÉÑÍzÉrÉÉåÇ xÉå ÄerÉÉSÉ ÄaÉqÉ oÉÉðOûÉ jÉÉ|

CxÉ QûU xÉå ÌMü oÉŠå aÉsÉiÉÏ MüUåÇaÉå AmÉlÉå TæüxÉsÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ,
rÉÉ ÄZuÉÉÌWûzÉ Wæû xÉoÉMüÉå AmÉlÉÏ AÉæsÉÉSÉåÇ xÉå,
WûqÉÉUÏ ÎeÉÇSaÉÏ Måü CÇiÉÄeÉÉqÉ MüÉåD AÉæU iÉrÉ MüUå,
AsTüÉÄeÉ qÉåUå WûÉåÇ iÉÉå MüWûÉlÉÏ MüÉ AÇeÉÉqÉ MüÉåD YrÉÔð iÉrÉ MüUå|

ÌSsÉ-L-MüUÏoÉÉåÇ MüÉå cÉÉåOû lÉÉ mÉWÒðûcÉå,
CxÉ uÉeÉWû xÉå xÉÉUÏ ÍzÉMüÉrÉiÉ ÌSsÉ qÉåÇ NÒûmÉÉL eÉÉiÉå WæÇû uÉÉå,
AÉæU eÉÄeoÉÉiÉ eÉoÉ EÄTüÉlÉ cÉÄRûlÉå sÉaÉå,
iÉÉå lÉqÉMüÐlÉ mÉÉlÉÏ qÉåÇ AÉWû ÍqÉsÉÉMåü oÉWûÉL eÉÉiÉå WæÇû uÉÉå|

ClÉ xÉoÉMåü oÉÉuÉeÉÔS lÉWûÏÇ MüWû mÉÉiÉå uÉÉå xÉqÉÉeÉ Måü PåûMåüSÉUÉåÇ xÉå,
ÌMü oÉðkÉ Måü lÉWûÏÇ UWû xÉMüiÉå uÉÉå ClÉ NûÉåOûÏ xÉÉåcÉ Måü iÉÉUÉåÇ xÉå,
oÉlÉÉlÉÏ Wæû AmÉlÉÏ SÒÌlÉrÉÉ qÉÑfÉå AÉmÉMüÐ xÉÉåcÉ xÉå AÉaÉå,
ÃMåÇüaÉå lÉWûÏÇ aÉU ÍsÉZÉlÉÏ WûÉå AmÉlÉÏ ÌMüxqÉiÉ iÉsÉuÉÉU MüÐ kÉÉUÉåÇ mÉå|

oÉWÒûiÉ WÒûAÉ, AÉeÉ uÉÉå cÉÑmÉ UWåû iÉÉå ÎeÉÇSaÉÏ MüÐ MüÉsÉÏ UÉiÉåÇ ElÉMüÉ CÇiÉeÉÉU MüUåÇaÉÏ,
aÉU AoÉ uÉÉå lÉÉ oÉÉåsÉå iÉÉå ElÉMüÐ AÉÆZÉåÇ SUMüiÉå xÉmÉlÉÉåÇ Måü qÉÇeÉU MüÉ SÏSÉU MüUåÇaÉÏ,
pÉaÉiÉ rÉÉ aÉÉðkÉÏ ÌMüxÉMüÉ UÉxiÉÉ cÉÑlÉlÉÉ Wæû, rÉå iÉrÉ ElÉMüÉå MüUlÉÉ Wæû,
qÉåUÏ UÉrÉ qÉåÇ iÉÉå aÉÉðkÉÏ MüÐ iÉUWû eÉÏlÉå xÉå oÉåWûiÉU pÉaÉiÉ MüÐ iÉUWû qÉUlÉÉ Wæû|

   NÕûlÉÉ Wæû 
  AÉxÉqÉÉð

	

  - MÑüqÉÉU ÌmÉërÉSzÉÏï 
(UqÉlÉ)

Chhuna Hai Aasman
- Kumar Priyadarshi (Raman)

A child is torn between the desire to go after his own dreams and meeting his 
parents’ expectations. He wants to set out on his own path but has to go against 

everyone to do just that as it does not conform to societal norms.

Art: Divya Gadkari

‘I’m late. Oh no! I don’t want to do tuck 
jumps again’. I was cycling as fast as I 
could to reach the class on time. Even 
though I just had five minutes to be on 
time, I spent a few moments admiring the 
Baya weaver bird nests on the acacia tree. 
There were ten to fifteen of them on a 
single tree and this sight had always made 
me happy and contented. I cycled past 
pedestrians who were enjoying the fresh 
air after a long day’s work and children 
playing on the grounds without a care in 
the world. I finally reached the building 
where class usually took place. I was a little 
out of breath as I tried to park my cycle 
and jog up to the class. I was late. To my 
surprise, all students and their respective 
guardians were gathered under the 
peepal tree instead of practising warm-up 
exercises. Our instructor had not arrived 
yet and someone had had a ‘brainwave’ 
to call him up to find out about the class. 
To everyone’s joy and unfortunately my 
disappointment, not because of missing 
the class but at the sheer waste of all the 
effort put into getting there, it had been 
cancelled. I walked back to the cycle heavy-
hearted. Since food is known to make 
people happy, I decided to treat myself to 
some delicious junk food on the way back. 
As though the universe was against my 
happiness, I had no money on me, with 
my wallet sitting nicely tucked away in a 
bag in my room. I cursed my bad luck and 
started to cycle back. I decided to take 
a proper tarred road as opposed to the 
rocky, narrow, but shorter route, because 
I had all the time from the class to myself.

The traffic had not yet picked up, which 
meant that I was allowed to admire the 
surroundings and observe people on the 
road without the fear of being run over. A 
man and boy on the other side of the road 
caught my attention. The boy, who looked 
seriously ill, was resting on the man’s lap 
while the man was saying something to 
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   NÕûlÉÉ Wæû 
  AÉxÉqÉÉð
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A child is torn between the desire to go after his own dreams and meeting his 
parents’ expectations. He wants to set out on his own path but has to go against 

everyone to do just that as it does not conform to societal norms.
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‘I’m late. Oh no! I don’t want to do tuck 
jumps again’. I was cycling as fast as I 
could to reach the class on time. Even 
though I just had five minutes to be on 
time, I spent a few moments admiring the 
Baya weaver bird nests on the acacia tree. 
There were ten to fifteen of them on a 
single tree and this sight had always made 
me happy and contented. I cycled past 
pedestrians who were enjoying the fresh 
air after a long day’s work and children 
playing on the grounds without a care in 
the world. I finally reached the building 
where class usually took place. I was a little 
out of breath as I tried to park my cycle 
and jog up to the class. I was late. To my 
surprise, all students and their respective 
guardians were gathered under the 
peepal tree instead of practising warm-up 
exercises. Our instructor had not arrived 
yet and someone had had a ‘brainwave’ 
to call him up to find out about the class. 
To everyone’s joy and unfortunately my 
disappointment, not because of missing 
the class but at the sheer waste of all the 
effort put into getting there, it had been 
cancelled. I walked back to the cycle heavy-
hearted. Since food is known to make 
people happy, I decided to treat myself to 
some delicious junk food on the way back. 
As though the universe was against my 
happiness, I had no money on me, with 
my wallet sitting nicely tucked away in a 
bag in my room. I cursed my bad luck and 
started to cycle back. I decided to take 
a proper tarred road as opposed to the 
rocky, narrow, but shorter route, because 
I had all the time from the class to myself.

The traffic had not yet picked up, which 
meant that I was allowed to admire the 
surroundings and observe people on the 
road without the fear of being run over. A 
man and boy on the other side of the road 
caught my attention. The boy, who looked 
seriously ill, was resting on the man’s lap 
while the man was saying something to 

the pedestrians walking past him with 
pleading and sorrowful expressions. By 
the time I had processed all of the above 
information and concluded that they 
needed help, I had passed them. My 
conscience pricked me and reminded me 
of my duty as a human to go help a fellow 
being. As I went to him, he said, ‘Krupaya 
mala madat kara!’, and I nodded. Between 
sobs, he rambled about his son’s illness 
and his inability to raise enough money for 
treatment. He requested some financial 
help from me but at that moment I probably 
had less money than him on my person. 
It struck me that there was a primary 
healthcare centre nearby and so I decided 
to ask the doctor for help. I replied to him 
in Marathi (which in my case is a hybrid 
of Hindi words in a Marathi accent) that I 
was going to fetch help and return soon. 

I raced to the clinic, met the doctor and 
explained the situation to her. She asked 
the security guard to assess the situation 
and in the meanwhile asked me for more 
information. She had a skeptical look on 
her face while I continued, and at the end 
of it she enquired about the boy’s age. 
From what I had seen, I estimated his 
age to be around ten years and informed 
the doctor about the same. Her skeptical 
look melted into a sorry smile as though 
I had been naïve enough to be cheated. 
She told me that the duo went around 
the city making money off people who 
sympathised with them but the child had 
never been treated for his illness. Also, the 
father refused medical help when offered 
because it brought him easy money. I was 
devastated by the fact that a parent could 
treat his child in such a manner. Mentally 
cursing his behaviour, I cycled back on 
a different road, not wanting to see the 
father with his mask of helplessness.
Two weeks later, while travelling in a bus, 
I spotted two familiar faces- one with 
the mask and the other a tad too thin.

On the Face of It
- Dincy Mariam

Art: Swastik Mishra
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Her dress whipped lightly around her ankles as she 
strolled along the boardwalk. The waves lapped 
soothingly against the rocks, throwing the fragrance 
of sea-foam into the air. The peanut-seller called 
out to would-be customers, starfish crawled up 
languidly from the water, and seagulls peppered the 
air with their cries. She paused and inhaled a dozen 
different scents; there was so much to see by the 
sea.

Salty
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Her dress whipped lightly around her ankles as she 
strolled along the boardwalk. The waves lapped 
soothingly against the rocks, throwing the fragrance 
of sea-foam into the air. The peanut-seller called 
out to would-be customers, starfish crawled up 
languidly from the water, and seagulls peppered the 
air with their cries. She paused and inhaled a dozen 
different scents; there was so much to see by the 
sea.

Art: Darshini Ravishankar and Shubham Chhajed
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Life is a maze
And we are but wanderers.
Walking in a daze,
Thinkers and ponderers.

We often cross paths
And encounters leave a mark.
While some fill us with wrath,
Others bring light to the dark.

We are not lost in this life,
The end is clear.
Death is but a price
For a journey so dear.

Friendship is a treasure
And friends are a gift,
For they give us pleasure,
Our spirits they uplift.

But the greatest of all blessings
Is the feeling of love;
To feel your soul undressing,
An unexpected treasured trove.

Sadness is of essence
In this winding road,
And it is just adherance
That helps us bear the load.

Being hurt is inevitable,
Pain and tears keep us alive.
Life is only stable
If it stings to disturb the hive.

Consequences of actions
Begin shaping our journey;
Every decision triggers a reaction,
Giving peace or agony.

It is only the contrast
That makes this journey bright;
Good and bad will always last,
There’s wrong only if there’s right.

Love makes it worth living
And enduring it all,
Those little moments so fulfilling
Make hurdles feel small.

We are all together.
Yet, only the lucky find
The right bonds that tether
And make the hearts bind.

The scythe is ultimate,
The truth we all know;
And at the summit,
A fulfilling journey makes us glow.

The Maze of Life
- Shraddha Lall

Art: Shraddha Lall

Those fine winter mornings...
Waking up with the neighbourhood sparrow family.
The whole flock on the old Champa tree; 
Sparrow songs filling those cold, lazy mornings.
Soon another flock, and one more, and another-
The old Champa would beam with joy.

‘What are the sparrows singing, Papa?’
‘Songs for you, son; telling you ‘tis time to rise and shine.
Time to rise and shine.’
Yeah, it was time. 

But, time...time moved on.

And yesterday after so long, 
The old familiar sound was heard again.
A faint little chirp in the dense forest of cemented bricks.
But, somehow it managed to stay on. 
‘The sparrow still sings.’
It was a moment of joy.
A random chirp for others, maybe; 
For me, my old diary, 
Those memories old and lost.
Of all those fine winter mornings.
Of all those flocks gathering in my neighbourhood.
Of all those buds blossoming into flowers on the old Champa.

And the old Champa…yes, it still stands there.
It doesn’t flower anymore, though.
Time…yes, time did move on.

The sparrow still sings.
But for how long..?

The Sparrow Still Sings
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Those fine winter mornings...
Waking up with the neighbourhood sparrow family.
The whole flock on the old Champa tree; 
Sparrow songs filling those cold, lazy mornings.
Soon another flock, and one more, and another-
The old Champa would beam with joy.

‘What are the sparrows singing, Papa?’
‘Songs for you, son; telling you ‘tis time to rise and shine.
Time to rise and shine.’
Yeah, it was time. 

But, time...time moved on.
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The old familiar sound was heard again.
A faint little chirp in the dense forest of cemented bricks.
But, somehow it managed to stay on. 
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It was a moment of joy.
A random chirp for others, maybe; 
For me, my old diary, 
Those memories old and lost.
Of all those fine winter mornings.
Of all those flocks gathering in my neighbourhood.
Of all those buds blossoming into flowers on the old Champa.
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It doesn’t flower anymore, though.
Time…yes, time did move on.

The sparrow still sings.
But for how long..?

The Sparrow Still Sings
- Anup Anand Singh
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Does Religion 
Really Unite?
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Does Religion 
Really Unite?

Does religion really unite?
Or does all it do is divide?

Problems world over, have only one cause;
Fanatic people, who don’t even pause

To think of what they’re doing, in their blind faith
Creating divisions and a feeling of hate.

Is it even worth it, to live in a world,
Where in the name of god, accusations are hurled?

Where people who work together, won’t together eat,
For one thinks it poison, what for the other is meat!

Where companions become enemies, friends become foes,
All in the name of fanatical vows.

To all those hypocrites- is your soul not haunted,
By thinking if there is a god, is this what he would have wanted?

- Shraddha Lall

Art: Lavanya Lokhande
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ClÉ sÉqWûÉåÇ MüÉå xÉqÉåOåû ÌSsÉ qÉåÇ, cÉsÉ ÌSL WæÇû WûqÉ |
eÉÏuÉlÉ MüÐ QûaÉU qÉåÇ CiÉlÉå qÉalÉ WûÉå aÉL,
uÉÄYiÉ-L-AÉDlÉå qÉåÇ ZÉÑS MüÉå ÌlÉWûÉUlÉÉ NûÉåÄQû ÌSL WæÇû WûqÉ |
lÉ qÉÇÎeÉsÉÉåÇ MüÉ xÉÇSåzÉÉ, lÉ UÉxiÉÉåÇ MüÉ AÇSåzÉÉ,
MÑüNû mÉÉlÉå MüÐ cÉÉWûiÉ qÉåÇ ÌlÉMüsÉ ÌSL WæÇû WûqÉ |
ÄaÉqÉÉåÇ MüÐ xÉÇMüUÏ aÉÍsÉrÉÉåÇ xÉå WûÉåiÉå WÒûL,
ESÉxÉÏ Måü uÉÏUÉlÉÉåÇ MüÉå cÉÏUiÉå WÒûL,
WûÉæxÉsÉÉåÇ Måü mÉÇZÉÉåÇ MüÉå oÉÉðkÉ MüU
mÉëaÉÌiÉ Måü mÉjÉ mÉU cÉsÉ ÌSL WæÇû WûqÉ |
AÇaÉÉUÉåÇ mÉU Wæû cÉsÉlÉÉ,
MüÉðOûÉåÇ MüÉå Wæû fÉåsÉlÉÉ,
aÉÑsÉ MüÐ ZÉÑzÉoÉÔ ÌoÉZÉåUlÉå cÉsÉ ÌSL WæÇû WûqÉ |
oÉUxÉÉiÉ MüÐ mrÉÉxÉ,
ZÉÑÍzÉrÉÉåÇ MüÐ AÉxÉ qÉåÇ
xÉÉæaÉÉiÉÉåÇ MüÐ fÉÉåsÉÏ pÉUiÉå cÉsÉ ÌSL WæÇû WûqÉ |
iÉlWûÉCrÉÉåÇ MüÐ UÉiÉ aÉÑÄeÉÉUiÉå,
FeÉÉï MüÉ xÉëÉåiÉ ÌlÉWûÉUiÉå,
LMü lÉL xÉuÉåUå MüÐ AÉåU cÉsÉ ÌSL WæÇû WûqÉ |
ÌSsÉ qÉåÇ ÍsÉL MüD AUqÉÉð
LMü lÉL xÉÄTüU MüÐ AÉåU cÉsÉ ÌSL WæÇû WûqÉ |

cÉsÉ ÌSL Wæû WûqÉ...
                         

                                          - AqÉlÉ MÑüqÉÉU

Chal Diye Hum 
- Aman Kumar

The poet is ambitious, hopeful, and has dreams of making it big. He 
has no destined path, no one to show him the way. He only has his own 

vigour that he has to achieve his dreams.

Photo: Madhvi Bhosale

The world tries so hard,
As it always will,
To make you someone you’re not,
Against your will.

‘Adapt, evolve, survive’, they say,
Only the fittest prevail;
Exist they do, but cease to live,
Their true self, those who bail.

Identity to one comes with time,
Though time itself changes constantly.
So how to remain yourself all the 
while?
Is it that easy? Of course it’s not.

Oh, look at this poem itself!
The rhyme scheme changes, phrase 
to phrase!
Then how do I keep me myself,
As life moves from phase to phase?

In life, there are many lessons to 
learn,
Knowledge and experience we all 
yearn,
But how can it all not have an impact?
No, never will it leave you unscathed.

No doubt, that as the wind blows, 
A stern and proud tree snaps,
While the humble grass that bows,
Lives on and escapes all traps.

Be resolute and unyielding, 
Is not what I say;
It can never be that way,
For life is all about change.

Hard and tough mud is of no use,
Neither is sand that runs loose.
A potter can only shape and mould,
Soft earth that he can hold.

Be Thyself
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Chal Diye Hum 
- Aman Kumar

The poet is ambitious, hopeful, and has dreams of making it big. He 
has no destined path, no one to show him the way. He only has his own 

vigour that he has to achieve his dreams.

The world tries so hard,
As it always will,
To make you someone you’re not,
Against your will.

‘Adapt, evolve, survive’, they say,
Only the fittest prevail;
Exist they do, but cease to live,
Their true self, those who bail.

Identity to one comes with time,
Though time itself changes constantly.
So how to remain yourself all the 
while?
Is it that easy? Of course it’s not.

Oh, look at this poem itself!
The rhyme scheme changes, phrase 
to phrase!
Then how do I keep me myself,
As life moves from phase to phase?

In life, there are many lessons to 
learn,
Knowledge and experience we all 
yearn,
But how can it all not have an impact?
No, never will it leave you unscathed.

No doubt, that as the wind blows, 
A stern and proud tree snaps,
While the humble grass that bows,
Lives on and escapes all traps.

Be resolute and unyielding, 
Is not what I say;
It can never be that way,
For life is all about change.

Hard and tough mud is of no use,
Neither is sand that runs loose.
A potter can only shape and mould,
Soft earth that he can hold.

Be Thyself
- A Janani

Am I confusing you? Maybe I am.
Talking this way and that way?
It’s like the subtle contrast between
The resembling words-  tell and say.

Understand here, as I explain
About your clothes you everyday wear,
The dirt clears away every time you wash,
But the colour unwaveringly remains.

Similarly, we should treat our world,
Experience it all but be ourselves;
As your eyes lull into dreams in the dark,
You should always remember who you are.

Art: Kezia Ann
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Up above the tree I see a bird sing happily,
The song of freedom it sings merrily
And then off it goes into the blue sky,
Flapping its wings, taking it further high

Flying along the horizon towards the west it heads,
Up the hill it goes and down the mountain range,
Past valleys and along river beds,
To see its fellow mates trapped in a cage

I remember the days when Mother India, mother of us all,
Was trapped in the cage of slavery, just like the birds
The British rule made many states suffer severe downfall,
Then arose the battle, the soldiers marched with their tinkling swords

They fought all day and all night
Using all their strength and might
There were wounds and deaths and cries and weeps 
For all those loved ones who went forever to sleep

Blood gushed out from the martyrs’ chests,
The birds set free, flew back to their nests
The wind kept still, and whispered in my ear,
‘Wake up child, you are free forever!’

The Freedom Struggle
- Durga Parkhi

qÉÇÌSU MüÐ bÉÇOûÏ qÉåÇ MüWûÏÇ ÄaÉÑqÉ xÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ WÕðû
oÉŠÉåÇ Måü oÉWûÉlÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ MüWûÏÇ NÒûmÉ xÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉ WÕðû

MüWûÏÇ rÉÑ® MüÉ MüÉUhÉ qÉæÇ WûÉåiÉÉ WÕðû
MüWûÏÇ xÉÎlkÉ MüÉ ÌuÉwÉrÉ oÉlÉ eÉÉiÉÉ WÕðû

MüÉåD qÉÑfÉå mÉijÉU qÉåÇ RÕðûRûiÉÉ Wæû
MüÉåD AÉxÉqÉÉð qÉåÇ ZÉÉåeÉiÉÉ Wæû

ÌTüU ÌMüxÉÏ MüÐ WðûxÉÏ MüÉ MüÉUhÉ WûÉåiÉÉ WÕðû
MüWûÏÇ mÉUåzÉÉlÉÏ MüÉ xÉoÉoÉ oÉlÉ eÉÉiÉÉ WÕðû

oÉiÉÉAÉå qÉåUÏ YrÉÉ ÄeÉÂUiÉ Wæû CxÉ SÒÌlÉrÉÉ MüÉå
xÉoÉ qÉåUå ÌoÉlÉÉ pÉÏ iÉÉå cÉsÉ UWûÉ Wæû

SÒ:ZÉ qÉåÇ iÉÑqWûÉUÉ AmÉlÉÉ WûÉåiÉÉ WÕðû
ZÉÑzÉÏ qÉåÇ ÌMüiÉlÉÉ mÉUÉrÉÉ oÉlÉ eÉÉiÉÉ WÕðû

xÉoÉ MÑüNû iÉÑqWûÉUÉ Wæû ÌTüU pÉÏ qÉÑfÉxÉå qÉÉðaÉiÉå WûÉå
AaÉU lÉÉ ÍqÉsÉå iÉÉå qÉÑfÉxÉå SÕU pÉÉaÉiÉå WûÉå

MüWûiÉå WûÉå ÌMü qÉæÇ WûU eÉaÉWû WÕðû
ÌTüU pÉÏ YrÉÔð ZÉÉåeÉ MüÉ MüÉUhÉ oÉlÉ eÉÉiÉÉ WÕðû

CiÉlÉÉ oÉÑUÉ pÉÏ lÉWûÏÇ ÌMü AmÉlÉå oÉŠÉåÇ MüÉå sÉÄQûlÉå SÕðaÉÉ
AÉæU LMü xÉUWûS MüÐ AÉÄQû qÉåÇ sÉÉzÉåÇ ÌoÉNûlÉå SÕðaÉÉ

mrÉÉUå-mrÉÉUå xÉå WûÉå iÉÑqÉ ÌMüxÉ oÉÉiÉ xÉå lÉÉUÉÄeÉ WûÉå
YrÉÔð qÉæÇ iÉÑqWûÉUÉ WûÉå MüU pÉÏ iÉÑqWûÉUÉ lÉWûÏÇ MüWûsÉÉiÉÉ WÕðû

qÉÇÌSU MüÐ bÉÇOûÏ
                                              

                                - AÇzÉÑsÉ MümÉÔU

Mandir Ki Ghanti
- Anshul Kapoor

Most of us look up to the Lord Almighty in times of crisis for solutions to our 
problems or when our heart yearns for something. We are also quick to blame Him 
for our griefs and sorrows- but is it really God behind all the troubles that we face, 

or ourselves? 

Art: Shraddha Lall
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The Freedom Struggle
- Durga Parkhi
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PÀqÀ® wÃgÀzÀ¯ÉÆèAzÀÄ ¸ÀAeÉ...
gÀdvï ¸ÁªÀAvï

Photo: Sanket Nagarkar

PÀqÀ® wÃgÀzÀ° PÀ¼ÉzÉ £Á£ÉÆAzÀÄ ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ ªÀÄÄ¸ÀìAeÉ

PÀëtªÀiÁvÀæzÀ° ªÀÄgÉ¬ÄvÀÄ £À£Àß ªÀÄ£ÀzÀ aAvÉ.

PÀÄ¥Àà½¸ÀÄvÀ° §AzÀªÀÅ ªÉÆÃºÀPÀ C¯ÉUÀ¼ÀÄ £À£Àß vÀtÂ¸À¯ÉAzÉ

vÉÃ° §AzÀ vÀAUÁ½ £À£Àß£ÀÆ vÉÃ°¹vÀÄ dUÀªÀ£ÀÄ ªÀÄgÉ¸ÀÄªÀAvÉ

WÀ½UÉWÀ½UÉUÀÆ §AqÉUÉ C¥Àà½¸ÀÄªÀ C¯ÉUÀ¼À £ÁzÀªÀÄAiÀÄ ¸ÀAVÃvÀ

F ¸ÀégÀPÉ vÁ£ÀÆ ¸ÀégÀ ¸ÉÃj¸ÀÄªÉ£ÉA§AvÉ gÉhÆAiÀÄå£É UÁ½AiÀÄ EAVvÀ.

F ªÀÄ£ÉÆÃºÀgÀvÉAiÀÄ° vÉÃ°vÀÄ £À£Àß ªÀÄ£À ¥ÀQëAiÀÄ vÀgÀºÀ

EzÀÄ ¸Àé¥ÀßªÉÇÃ ¸ÀvÀåªÉÇÃ £Á ºÉÃ¼À° AiÀiÁªÀ vÀgÀºÀ

¢UÀAvÀzÀAa£À° D¬ÄvÀÄ gÀ«AiÀÄ PÀqÉAiÀÄ zÀ±Àð£À

£ÁZÀÄªÀ ªÀÄzÀÄªÀÄUÀ¼À PÉ£ÉßAiÀÄAvÉ PÉA¥ÉÃjvÀÄ UÀUÀ£À

EzÀ£Éß PÁ¢gÀÄªÀAvÉ ¥ÀævÀåPÀë£ÁzÀ£ÀÄ ¥ÀÇtðZÀA¢gÀ, ºÁ®Ä ¨É¼ÀPÀ£ÀÄ ¸ÀÆ¸ÀÄvÀ

¨É¼À¢AUÀ¼À PÀqÀ® «Ä®£À PÀAqÀÄ £Á£ÁzÉ ªÀÄÆPÀ«¹ävÀ.
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PÀqÀ® wÃgÀzÀ¯ÉÆèAzÀÄ ¸ÀAeÉ...
gÀdvï ¸ÁªÀAvï

Kadala Teeradallondu Sanje
- Rajat Sawant

The poet explains the obvious natural beauty of the sunset at a seashore.
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zÉoS
- ÍxÉ®åzÉ fÉÉQåû

AÉeÉ qÉÉfrÉÉ bÉUÉcÉÉ SUuÉÉeÉÉ
PûÉåPûÉuÉsÉÉ `LMüÉ zÉoSÉlÉÇ',
AÉÍhÉ qWûhÉÉsÉÉ,
"qÉÉsÉMü !
qÉsÉÉ `AjÉï' ±ÉsÉ MüÉ?"

irÉÉsÉÉ qÉÏ bÉUÉiÉ bÉåiÉsÉÇ,
irÉÉcrÉÉzÉÏ aÉmmÉÉ UÇaÉsrÉÉ.
irÉÉsÉÉ ÌuÉcÉÉUsÉÇ qÉÏ,
"MüÉ Uå oÉÉoÉÉ ! qÉÉfrÉÉMüQåû MüÉ AÉsÉÉxÉ `AjÉï' qÉÉaÉÉrÉsÉÉ?"
iÉÉå E¨ÉUsÉÉ,
"qÉÉsÉMü, iÉÑqWûÏ MüuÉÏ AÉWûÉiÉ qWûhÉÔlÉ."
qÉÏ WûxÉsÉÉå AÉÍhÉ qWûhÉÉsÉÉå,
"AUå ! qÉÏ Tü£ü zÉoSÉÇcÉÉ urÉÉmÉÉUÏ,
ÌuÉMüiÉÉå qÉÏ irÉÉÇlÉÉ xÉÇaÉëWûÉiÉsrÉÉ mÉåOûÏiÉ QûÉÇoÉÔlÉ."
iÉÉå qWûhÉÉsÉÉ,
"qÉÉsÉMü ! iÉÑqWûÏ aÉssÉiÉ MåüsÉÏiÉ.
iÉÑqWûÏ lÉÉWûÏ `zÉoSÉÇcÉå urÉÉmÉÉUÏ',
iÉÑqWûÏ iÉU `zÉoSÉÇcÉå eÉÉåWûUÏ'.
eÉÉåWûUÏ eÉUÏ AxÉsÉÉ urÉÉmÉÉUÏ,
iÉUÏ irÉÉsÉÉ ÌuÉMüsÉåsrÉÉ uÉxiÉÑcÉÏ
qÉÉWûÏiÉ AxÉiÉå ÌMÇüqÉiÉ,
AxÉiÉå ZÉUÏ mÉÉUZÉ,
AÉÍhÉ MüVûiÉÉå irÉÉcÉÉ uÉeÉ."

AjÉÉïcÉÏ ÍpÉ¤ÉÉ qÉÉaÉhÉÉîrÉÉ zÉoSÉlÉÇ
qÉÉfrÉÉiÉsrÉÉ `MüuÉÏ' crÉÉ AÎxiÉiuÉÉcÉÉ `AjÉï'
qÉsÉÉ ÍzÉMüuÉsÉÉ.
eÉÉiÉÉlÉÉ iÉÉå zÉoS AÉmÉsÉÇ lÉÉuÉ
`MüÌuÉiÉÉ' AxÉÇ xÉÉÇaÉÔlÉ aÉåsÉÉ.

ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ MüÐ ÌMüiÉÉoÉ Måü
ÌMüxÉÏ WûuÉÉ Måü fÉÉåÇMåü xÉå
MÑüNû mÉ³Éå mÉsÉOû eÉÉiÉå WæÇû
ÌMüUSÉU oÉSsÉ eÉÉiÉå WæÇû
xÉÉjÉÏ uÉÉå oÉcÉmÉlÉ Måü
AeÉlÉoÉÏ xÉå sÉaÉlÉå sÉaÉiÉå WæÇû
lÉL-lÉL SÉåxiÉ AoÉ
WûqÉxÉÄTüU oÉlÉlÉå sÉaÉiÉå WæÇû
WûsÉcÉsÉ xÉÏ qÉcÉ eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû
SÒÌlÉrÉÉ EjÉsÉ-mÉÑjÉsÉ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû
ÌMüxÉxÉå mÉÔNåÇû, MüÉælÉ oÉiÉÉL
qÉlÉ qÉåÇ UOû sÉaÉ eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû
kÉÏUå-kÉÏUå ÌTüU
xÉoÉ zÉÉÇiÉ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû
LMü oÉÉU ÌTüU
LåiÉoÉÉU WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû
mÉUÉL ÌTüU xÉå AmÉlÉå oÉlÉ eÉÉiÉå WæÇû
oÉxÉ iÉpÉÏ qÉåUÏ ÌMüiÉÉoÉ Måü
MÑüNû AÉæU mÉ³Éå mÉsÉOû eÉÉiÉå WæÇû

ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ MüÐ 
ÌMüiÉÉoÉ    

- EuÉïzÉÏ aÉÑmiÉÉ

Art: Lavanya Lokhande

Shabda
- Siddhesh Zadey

In the poem, a ‘Shabda’ (word) asks the poet for ‘Arth’ (meaning/money). What 
follows is a debate which culminates with the ‘Shabda’ convincing the poet 
that he’s not merely a ‘merchant’ of words, selling them in a ‘Kavyasngraha 

(collection of poems)’. But rather like a dealer of precious stones, he knows the 
true value (Arth) of ‘Shabda’..
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ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ MüÐ ÌMüiÉÉoÉ Måü
ÌMüxÉÏ WûuÉÉ Måü fÉÉåÇMåü xÉå
MÑüNû mÉ³Éå mÉsÉOû eÉÉiÉå WæÇû
ÌMüUSÉU oÉSsÉ eÉÉiÉå WæÇû
xÉÉjÉÏ uÉÉå oÉcÉmÉlÉ Måü
AeÉlÉoÉÏ xÉå sÉaÉlÉå sÉaÉiÉå WæÇû
lÉL-lÉL SÉåxiÉ AoÉ
WûqÉxÉÄTüU oÉlÉlÉå sÉaÉiÉå WæÇû
WûsÉcÉsÉ xÉÏ qÉcÉ eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû
SÒÌlÉrÉÉ EjÉsÉ-mÉÑjÉsÉ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû
ÌMüxÉxÉå mÉÔNåÇû, MüÉælÉ oÉiÉÉL
qÉlÉ qÉåÇ UOû sÉaÉ eÉÉiÉÏ Wæû
kÉÏUå-kÉÏUå ÌTüU
xÉoÉ zÉÉÇiÉ WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû
LMü oÉÉU ÌTüU
LåiÉoÉÉU WûÉå eÉÉiÉÉ Wæû
mÉUÉL ÌTüU xÉå AmÉlÉå oÉlÉ eÉÉiÉå WæÇû
oÉxÉ iÉpÉÏ qÉåUÏ ÌMüiÉÉoÉ Måü
MÑüNû AÉæU mÉ³Éå mÉsÉOû eÉÉiÉå WæÇû

ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ MüÐ 
ÌMüiÉÉoÉ    

- EuÉïzÉÏ aÉÑmiÉÉ

Zindagi Ki Kitab
- Urvashi Gupta

Moving forward in life is never easy, yet it 
is something we all must do. In this course 
we all, at some point, have to let go of old 

friends, meet new people, and accept them 
in our lives. However in between all of 

this, reminiscing about old times gives us 
unparalleled joy.

Art: Shraddha Lall

Art: Lavanya Lokhande

Shabda
- Siddhesh Zadey

In the poem, a ‘Shabda’ (word) asks the poet for ‘Arth’ (meaning/money). What 
follows is a debate which culminates with the ‘Shabda’ convincing the poet 
that he’s not merely a ‘merchant’ of words, selling them in a ‘Kavyasngraha 

(collection of poems)’. But rather like a dealer of precious stones, he knows the 
true value (Arth) of ‘Shabda’..
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Zindagi
- Aman Kumar

Drawing inspiration from nature, the poet here paints a picture as to how 
beautiful and serene life can be. We just need to break free our shackles and 

enjoy life just the way the poet describes it to be.

ÍxÉiÉÉUÉåÇ MüÉå eÉaÉqÉaÉÉiÉå SåZÉÉå,
iÉÉå eÉæxÉå UÉåzÉlÉ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ |
MüÉårÉsÉ MüÐ uÉÉhÉÏ xÉå xÉUaÉqÉ xÉÑlÉÉå,
iÉÉå eÉæxÉå qÉkÉÑU ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ |
fÉÔsÉiÉÏ oÉåsÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ ÍcÉÌÄQûrÉÉåÇ MüÐ cÉWûcÉÉWûOû WûÉå,
rÉÉ ZÉåsÉiÉå oÉŠÉåÇ MüÐ qÉÑxMÑüUÉWûOû,
iÉÉå eÉæxÉå WûxÉÏlÉ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ |
TÔüsÉÉåÇ MüÉ ÎZÉsÉlÉÉ,
iÉÉå eÉæxÉå qÉÑxMüÉlÉ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ |
uÉÉå oÉUxÉÉiÉ MüÉ AÉlÉÉ, lÉÌSrÉÉåÇ MüÉ rÉÔð oÉWûlÉÉ,
iÉÉå cÉsÉiÉÏ MüÉ lÉÉqÉ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ |
AÉxÉqÉÉlÉ qÉåÇ mÉÍ¤ÉrÉÉåÇ MüÉ EÄQûlÉÉ,
uÉlÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ qÉÉåUÉåÇ MüÉ lÉÉcÉlÉÉ,
ÌWûUhÉÉåÇ MüÉå rÉÔð SÉæÄQûiÉå SåZÉlÉÉ,
iÉÉå eÉæxÉå AÉÄeÉÉS ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ |
uÉÉå lÉÉlÉÏ MüÐ MüWûÉlÉÏ,
mÉUÏ WûÉå rÉÉ UÉlÉÏ,
iÉÉå AOÕûOû oÉÇkÉlÉ WûÉå ÎÄeÉlSaÉÏ |
WûuÉÉAÉåÇ MüÉ ÄeÉÉåU WûÉå, rÉÉ
lÉSÏ MüÉ NûÉåU,
iÉÉå eÉæxÉå xÉÑÄMÔülÉ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ |
xÉÔUeÉ MüÐ cÉqÉMü,
iÉÉå eÉæxÉå FeÉÉï MüÉ xÉëÉåiÉ ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ |
qÉÉð MüÐ qÉqÉiÉÉ Wæû,
eÉæxÉå mrÉÉU ÎÄeÉÇSaÉÏ |

Photo: Madhvi Bhosale
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ÎeÉÇSaÉÏ							     

     - AqÉlÉ MÑüqÉÉU

Zindagi
- Aman Kumar

Drawing inspiration from nature, the poet here paints a picture as to how 
beautiful and serene life can be. We just need to break free our shackles and 

enjoy life just the way the poet describes it to be.



96

After an immensely satisfying bath, which 
I took on the momentous occasion when 
piping hot water flowed through the 
taps upon opening the knob labeled ‘hot 
water’, I strolled back to my room, alert, 
happy and ready to take the world on; 
in other words, in just the right frame of 
mind to take stock of all the things I had 
to do. I realised that it was a lot, decided 
to take a nice nap, and opened the door.
 
The world within my room had undergone 
a sea change. A miracle had clearly been at 
play, smiling and laughing while imagining 
what my expression would read when I 
saw it. The floor was neither brown nor 
dirty, all the dust was gone, and the room 
positively gleamed. Such alien sights, as 
you can probably imagine, gave me a 
start, which was unfortunate given that I 
had just had a bath (the ‘bare’ minimum).
 
The sheen of it all swept me off my feet and 
instead of attempting to change the way I 
live my life and sleeping, I dressed quickly 
and went straight to bed after depositing 
my clothes on the chair opposite my laptop. 
My room, you see, is made up of two 
worlds– my half and my roommate’s half. 
My half, you see, is made of two worlds; 
the laptop, chair, and table world, where 
I do all my ground-breaking research (on 
cute facebook cats); and the bed world, 
where I do all my sleeping. The clothes 
unfortunate enough to be in circulation-  
i.e. those deemed too clean to be washed 
and too dirty to be put back in the 
cupboard, make the reverse journey every 
time I switch from one world to the other. 
So once I flung these pitiable oscillating 
clothes onto my chair and proceeded to 
place my head on the pillow, I dozed off 

into one of those oh-so-enchanting half-
an-hour naps that you take not because 
you have nothing better to do, but because 
you have way too many better things to 
do and do not wish to start any of them. 

Upon waking up (someone woke me up of 
course, and ran away before I could see 
who, but I know who the prime suspects 
are without having to even begin collecting 
evidence), I felt something smooth and 
cold against my hand. I jerked open my 
eyes in horror to discover a water bottle 
next to me - a water bottle I’d never seen 
before. Then I saw a comb, a sock, an 
old question paper amongst other things 
in the queerest assortment of different 
things I had ever laid my eyes on. 
All the things from my floor, all those 
things I had been missing– a bottle of 
Vicks, my 6-inch ruler, the assignment 
that I had to borrow from someone, click a 
picture and read off the screen (resulting 
in a headache whose only cure was a 
nap), a notebook I thought I had lost, and 
a pen, which too, I thought I had lost. 

I rejoiced, wondering how I missed 
all this, whilst actually sleeping with 
lost treasures on my bed. All this 
had been under my bed all this time; 
all it took was a squat and a peep. 
Then my eyes came back to the water-
bottle. That alone, in the assortment, 
was not mine, and I kicked it away, so 
it bounced off the wall and rolled under 
the bed; to stay there till my roommate 
calls the house-keeping staff without my 
knowing, and the bhaiyya performs a 
miracle in minutes. I love how routine all 
the queer, random things in my life are.

ommonplace 
haos

Art: Brijesh Meena

MüsÉ ÌTüU xÉÉåcÉÉ, LMü aÉÄeÉsÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ,
MÑüNû lÉrÉÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ, rÉÉ ÌTüU lÉMüsÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ,
MÑüNû LåxÉÉ eÉÉå aÉÄeÉsÉÉåÇ MüÐ WûxÉUiÉ oÉSsÉ Så,
ÍqÉxÉUÉåÇ AÉæU mÉ³ÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ MæüS MÑüNû LåxÉå mÉsÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ|

sÉoÄeÉ qÉåUå AÉæU lÉÉqÉ iÉåUÉ WûÉå ÎeÉlÉqÉåÇ,
qÉWûMü iÉåUÏ, MüsÉÉqÉ iÉåUÉ WûÉå ÎeÉlÉqÉåÇ,
WûÉåÇPû qÉåUå AÉæU eÉÉqÉ iÉåUÉ WûÉå ÎeÉlÉqÉåÇ,
ÃWû iÉMü mÉWÒðûcÉiÉÉ AÉUÉqÉ iÉåUÉ WûÉå ÎeÉlÉqÉåÇ.

AsÄTüÉÄeÉ MÑüNû SÒÌlÉrÉÉ oÉSsÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ,
ÌTüU xÉÉåcÉÉ, LMü aÉÄeÉsÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ,
mÉU.. qÉxÉÃÄTü WÕðû oÉWÒûiÉ,
AÉeÉ iÉåUÏ CoÉÉSiÉ qÉåÇ,
ZÉæU AÉeÉ NûÉåÄQûÉå,
YrÉÔð lÉÉ MüsÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ!

aÉÄeÉsÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ
		

		  - xÉqÉÏU PÒûMüUÉsÉC
- Anonymous
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into one of those oh-so-enchanting half-
an-hour naps that you take not because 
you have nothing better to do, but because 
you have way too many better things to 
do and do not wish to start any of them. 

Upon waking up (someone woke me up of 
course, and ran away before I could see 
who, but I know who the prime suspects 
are without having to even begin collecting 
evidence), I felt something smooth and 
cold against my hand. I jerked open my 
eyes in horror to discover a water bottle 
next to me - a water bottle I’d never seen 
before. Then I saw a comb, a sock, an 
old question paper amongst other things 
in the queerest assortment of different 
things I had ever laid my eyes on. 
All the things from my floor, all those 
things I had been missing– a bottle of 
Vicks, my 6-inch ruler, the assignment 
that I had to borrow from someone, click a 
picture and read off the screen (resulting 
in a headache whose only cure was a 
nap), a notebook I thought I had lost, and 
a pen, which too, I thought I had lost. 

I rejoiced, wondering how I missed 
all this, whilst actually sleeping with 
lost treasures on my bed. All this 
had been under my bed all this time; 
all it took was a squat and a peep. 
Then my eyes came back to the water-
bottle. That alone, in the assortment, 
was not mine, and I kicked it away, so 
it bounced off the wall and rolled under 
the bed; to stay there till my roommate 
calls the house-keeping staff without my 
knowing, and the bhaiyya performs a 
miracle in minutes. I love how routine all 
the queer, random things in my life are.

Art: Brijesh Meena

MüsÉ ÌTüU xÉÉåcÉÉ, LMü aÉÄeÉsÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ,
MÑüNû lÉrÉÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ, rÉÉ ÌTüU lÉMüsÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ,
MÑüNû LåxÉÉ eÉÉå aÉÄeÉsÉÉåÇ MüÐ WûxÉUiÉ oÉSsÉ Så,
ÍqÉxÉUÉåÇ AÉæU mÉ³ÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ MæüS MÑüNû LåxÉå mÉsÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ|

sÉoÄeÉ qÉåUå AÉæU lÉÉqÉ iÉåUÉ WûÉå ÎeÉlÉqÉåÇ,
qÉWûMü iÉåUÏ, MüsÉÉqÉ iÉåUÉ WûÉå ÎeÉlÉqÉåÇ,
WûÉåÇPû qÉåUå AÉæU eÉÉqÉ iÉåUÉ WûÉå ÎeÉlÉqÉåÇ,
ÃWû iÉMü mÉWÒðûcÉiÉÉ AÉUÉqÉ iÉåUÉ WûÉå ÎeÉlÉqÉåÇ.

AsÄTüÉÄeÉ MÑüNû SÒÌlÉrÉÉ oÉSsÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ,
ÌTüU xÉÉåcÉÉ, LMü aÉÄeÉsÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ,
mÉU.. qÉxÉÃÄTü WÕðû oÉWÒûiÉ,
AÉeÉ iÉåUÏ CoÉÉSiÉ qÉåÇ,
ZÉæU AÉeÉ NûÉåÄQûÉå,
YrÉÔð lÉÉ MüsÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ!

aÉÄeÉsÉ ÍsÉZÉåÇ
		

		  - xÉqÉÏU PÒûMüUÉsÉ

Ghazal Likhein
- Sameer Thukral

One often decides to do something great and starts off with plenty of 
determination. However, more often than not, procrastination overwhelmes us.
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The rain was torrential, she’d had to stay late at work, and she 
was missing her dinner reservation. Three idiot drivers had cut 

her off, two trucks were blocking the road, and the coffee in her 
thermos flask had gotten cold. She was about to turn when a 

sedan overtook her, forcing her to slow down. The signal turned 
crimson, glowing eerily through the mist.

Cursing, she brought her fist down. The thermos toppled, 
spreading its dark contents across the leather seat.
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The rain was torrential, she’d had to stay late at work, and she 
was missing her dinner reservation. Three idiot drivers had cut 

her off, two trucks were blocking the road, and the coffee in her 
thermos flask had gotten cold. She was about to turn when a 

sedan overtook her, forcing her to slow down. The signal turned 
crimson, glowing eerily through the mist.

Cursing, she brought her fist down. The thermos toppled, 
spreading its dark contents across the leather seat.

BITTER

Art: Darshini Ravishankar and Swastik Mishra
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LMü qÉÑÇoÉDMüU eÉåuWûÉ mÉÑhrÉÉiÉ rÉåiÉÉå iÉåuWûÉ...
- mÉëjÉqÉåzÉ qÉÉkÉuÉ SÉiÉÉU

ÌuÉzÉåwÉ xÉÔcÉlÉÉ: ½É sÉåZÉÉ²ÉUå qÉÏ xuÉiÉÈcÉå AlÉÑpÉuÉ qÉÉÇQûhrÉÉcÉÉ uÉ jÉÉåQûÏzÉÏ WûÉxrÉÌlÉÍqÉïiÉÏ MüUhrÉÉcÉÉ mÉërÉ¦É MåüsÉÉ 
AÉWåû. `qÉÑÇoÉDMüU', `mÉÑhÉåMüU' ÌMÇüuÉÉ CiÉU MüÉåhÉirÉÉWûÏ `MüUç'AÉlÉå irÉÉcÉÉ ÌuÉmÉrÉÉïxÉ `MüUç'FlÉ bÉåF lÉrÉå. zÉÉÎoSMü cÉÑMüÉÇcÉÉ 
urÉÉMüUhÉÉzÉÏ xÉÇoÉÇkÉ lÉxÉÔlÉ irÉÉ `AlrÉÉåYiÉÏ' cÉÉ pÉÉaÉ AÉWåûiÉ ½ÉcÉÏ lÉÉåÇS brÉÉuÉÏ. iÉxÉåcÉ ½É sÉåZÉÉcrÉÉ `mÉëÔTü UÏÌQÇûaÉ' qÉkrÉå 
GauÉåS mÉÑÇQû (mÉÑhÉåMüU) ½ÉÇlÉÏ MåüsÉåsrÉÉ ÌuÉzÉåwÉ qÉSiÉÏxÉÉPûÏ qÉÏ irÉÉÇcÉå ÌuÉzÉåwÉ AÉpÉÉU qÉÉlÉÔ CÎcNûiÉÉå. 

qÉÏ LMü qÉÑÇoÉDMüU. xuÉiÉÈsÉÉ `WûÉQûÉcÉÉ qÉÑÇoÉDMüU' qWûhÉuÉÔlÉ bÉåhÉÉîrÉÉÇmÉæMüÐ LMü. oÉÉåsÉåiÉÉå,mÉæSÉ WûÉålÉåMåü oÉÉSxÉå CkÉËUcÉ oÉæPåûsÉÉ, 
CkÉËUcÉ ÍxÉZÉåsÉÉ, CkÉËUcÉ ÍsÉZÉåsÉÉ. qÉÑÇoÉD Måü oÉÉWûU mÉæU lÉWûÏ UZÉåsÉÉ. sÉWûÉlÉmÉhÉÉmÉÉxÉÔlÉ mÉÑhrÉÉzÉÏ SØRû xÉÇoÉÇkÉ rÉåhrÉÉcÉå 
`mÉÑhrÉ' qÉsÉÉ sÉÉpÉsÉå lÉÉWûÏ. xÉuÉÉïiÉ eÉuÉVûcÉÇ lÉÉiÉÇ qWûhÉeÉå qÉÉfrÉÉ AÉDcÉÉ cÉÑsÉiÉ MüÉMüÉ mÉÑhrÉÉcÉÉ. irÉÉqÉÑVåû MåüuÉVû ̀ SaÉQÕûzÉåPû 
WûsÉuÉÉD' uÉ `ÍcÉiÉVåû oÉÇkÉÔÇcÉ oÉÉMüUuÉQûÏ' WûÏcÉ MüÉrÉ iÉÏ mÉÑhrÉÉcÉÏ AÉåVûZÉ. sÉalÉ, qÉÑÇeÉ CirÉÉSÏ xÉqÉÉUÇpÉÉÇxÉÉPûÏ mÉÑhrÉÉiÉ rÉåhÉå 
uWûÉrÉcÉå, mÉhÉ iÉå TüÉU iÉU TüÉU LMü iÉå SÉålÉ ÌSuÉxÉ. `AÉrÉxÉU' qÉkrÉå `AäQûqÉÏzÉlÉ' bÉåiÉsrÉÉ lÉÇiÉU mÉÑhrÉÉiÉ SÏbÉïMüÉVû uÉÉxiÉurÉ 
MüUhrÉÉcÉÏ uÉåVû mÉëjÉqÉcÉ AÉsÉÏ. 1 BaÉxOû, 2013 UÉåeÉÏ mÉÑhrÉÉiÉ SÉZÉsÉ fÉÉsÉÉå uÉ ÌuÉ¥ÉÉlÉÉcÉÉ AprÉÉxÉ MüUhrÉÉLåuÉeÉÏ 
SÉålWûÏ zÉWûUÉÇqÉkÉÏsÉ xÉqÉiÉÉ uÉ ÌuÉwÉqÉiÉåcÉÉ oÉÉUMüÉDlÉå AprÉÉxÉ MüÃ sÉÉaÉsÉÉå.

iÉxÉå mÉÑ.sÉÇ.crÉÉ uÉhÉïlÉÉiÉsÉå mÉÑhÉå uÉ qÉÏ AlÉÑpÉuÉiÉ AÉWåû iÉå mÉÑhÉå ½ÉiÉ TüÉUxÉÉ TüUMü eÉÉhÉuÉiÉ lÉÉWûÏ. mÉÑhÉåMüUÉcrÉÉ ÌmÉërÉ 
xÉÉrÉMüsÉÏcÉå xjÉÉlÉ AÉiÉÉ qÉÉåOûÉUxÉÉrÉMüsÉÏlÉå bÉåiÉsÉå AÉWåû, LuÉRåûcÉ.UxirÉÉuÉU AÉmÉsrÉÉ "uÉÉWûlÉ-cÉÉsÉlÉ zÉæsÉÏ" xÉÉPûÏ 
qÉÑVûÉiÉcÉ (MÑü)mÉëÍxÉ® AxÉsÉåsrÉÉ mÉÑhÉåMüUÉcrÉÉ WûÉiÉÏ qÉÉåOûÉUxÉÉrÉMüsÉ AÉsÉÏ qWûhÉeÉå oÉbÉÉrÉsÉÉ lÉMüÉå!(?) mÉhÉ xuÉiÉÈcÉå 
mÉëÉqÉÉÍhÉMü qÉiÉ qÉÉÇQûÉrÉcÉå fÉÉsÉå, iÉU eÉåuÉRåû LåMüsÉå WûÉåiÉå, irÉÉmÉå¤ÉÉ mÉËUÎxjÉiÉÏ oÉUÏ uÉÉOûsÉÏ. AjÉÉïiÉ ½ÉcÉå SÉålÉ ÌlÉwMüwÉï ÌlÉbÉÔ 
zÉMüiÉÉiÉ. LMüiÉU ZÉUåcÉ AxÉå AÉWåû ÌMÇüuÉÉ `oÉUÏ' ½É zÉoSÉcÉÏ urÉÉZrÉÉ qÉsÉÉ oÉUÏcÉ xÉÑkÉÉUÉuÉÏ sÉÉaÉåsÉ!

qÉÑÇoÉDMüU (eÉlÉxÉÉqÉÉlrÉ) iÉzÉÏ xÉÉkÉÏ qÉÉhÉxÉå. xÉMüÉVûÏ xÉWûÉ uÉÉeÉiÉÉ EPûÉrÉcÉÇ, msÉäOûTüÊqÉï ¢ 2 uÉÃlÉ 7:33 cÉÏ cÉcÉïaÉåOû 
TüÉxOû mÉMüQûÉrÉcÉÏ, sÉÉåMüsÉ ÍqÉ§ÉuÉaÉÉïxÉÉåoÉiÉ (eÉxÉå zÉÉsÉårÉ ÍqÉ§ÉuÉaÉï, BÌTüxÉ ÍqÉ§ÉuÉaÉï AxÉiÉÉiÉ, iÉxÉåcÉ sÉÉåMüsÉ OíåûlÉ qÉkÉsrÉÉ 
xÉuÉÇaÉŽÉÇlÉÉ sÉÉåMüsÉ ÍqÉ§ÉuÉaÉï AxÉå qWûhÉiÉÉiÉ!) pÉeÉlÉ, aÉÉhÉå, UqÉÏ ZÉåVûhÉå, AÉPû iÉÉxÉ MücÉåUÏiÉ UÉoÉhÉå uÉ UÉ§ÉÏ bÉUÏ mÉUiÉhÉå 
WûÉ qÉÑÇoÉDMüUÉcÉÉ `SÏlÉ'¢üqÉ. oÉÊÇoÉxTüÉåOû WûÉåiÉÉiÉ, AÌiÉUåMüÐ WûssÉå WûÉåiÉÉiÉ, mÉÔU rÉåiÉÉiÉ, mÉhÉ qÉÑÇoÉDMüUÉcÉå `ÂOûÏlÉ' MüÉWûÏ oÉSsÉiÉ 
lÉÉWûÏ."cÉÉsÉÔ" bÉŽÉVûÉcrÉÉ MüÉšÉmÉëqÉÉhÉå iÉå "cÉÉsÉÔcÉ" AxÉiÉå! UåsuÉå msÉäOûTüÊqÉïcrÉÉ sÉÉåOûÉÇmÉÉxÉÔlÉ UåsuÉåOíäûMüoÉÉeÉÔcrÉÉ "sÉÉåOûÉ" 
mÉrÉïÇiÉ iÉÉå "AäQèeÉxOû" MüUiÉ AxÉiÉÉå. mÉÑhÉåMüUÉsÉÉ qÉÉ§É AÉmÉsÉÏ rÉjÉÉjÉï "xmÉåxÉ" WûuÉÏ AxÉiÉå. AÉmÉsrÉÉ mÉåzÉuÉÉD jÉÉOûÉiÉ 
uÉÉuÉUhÉÉUÉ mÉÑhÉåMüU MüÉåhÉirÉÉWûÏ qÉÑÇoÉDMüUÉsÉÉ "cÉÉOû" mÉÉQåûsÉ. `AlrÉÉåYiÉÏ' (sarcasm) WûÏ mÉÑhÉåMüUÉcrÉÉ aÉÉuÉÏcÉ lÉxÉiÉå", 
AxÉå qWûhÉhÉå WûÏcÉ xÉuÉÉïiÉ qÉÉåPûÏ AlrÉÉåYiÉÏ WûÉåDsÉ. uÉæiÉÉaÉsÉåsÉÉ mÉÑhÉåMüU WûÉ cÉuÉiÉÉVûsÉåsrÉÉ ÍzÉMüÉîrÉÉxÉÉUZÉÉ AxÉiÉÉå. LMü 
AÉmÉsrÉÉ oÉÉhÉÉlÉå WûssÉÉ MüUiÉÉå, iÉU SÒxÉUÉ oÉÉhrÉÉlÉå.

uÉQûÉmÉÉuÉ uÉ mÉÉuÉpÉÉeÉÏ Wåû qÉÑÇoÉDMüUÉcÉå "xOåûmÉsÉ TÔüQû". irÉÉxÉÉPûÏ oÉlÉhÉÉîrÉÉ mÉÉuÉÉÇcrÉÉ xÉÇZrÉåxÉqÉÉåU qÉÑÇoÉDcÉÏ sÉÉåMüxÉÇZrÉÉ mÉÉuÉ
AxÉåsÉ. mÉÑhrÉÉiÉ ÍqÉVûhÉÉîrÉÉ `xOíûÏOû TÔüQû' cÉÉ AÉRûÉuÉÉ bÉåiÉsÉÉ, iÉU AxÉå sÉ¤ÉÉiÉ rÉåDsÉ MüÐ, mÉÑhrÉÉcrÉÉ UxirÉÉÇuÉU eÉåuÉžÉ 
PMPML crÉÉ oÉxÉaÉÉŽÉ ÌSxÉiÉ lÉÉWûÏiÉ, iÉåuÉžÉ UxirÉÉcrÉÉ oÉÉeÉÔsÉÉ AÇQûÉpÉÑeÉÏïcrÉÉ aÉÉŽÉ ÌSxÉiÉÉiÉ [WûÏ jÉÉåQûÏzÉÏ 
AÌiÉzÉrÉÉå£üÏ (over-exaggeration) AÉWåû].

qÉÑÇoÉD-mÉÑhÉåqÉkÉsÉå pÉÉæaÉÉåÍsÉMü AÇiÉU MåüuÉVû 200 ÌMü.qÉÏ. AÉWåû, mÉhÉ SÉålWûÏ zÉWûUÉÇqÉkÉÏsÉ pÉÉwÉÉzÉæsÉÏÇqÉkrÉå oÉUåcÉ AÇiÉU ÌSxÉÔlÉ 

Ek Mumbaikar Jevha Punyat Yeto Tevha
- Prathamesh Madhav Datar

Since time immemorial, the residents of Mumbai (Mumbaikars) and those of 
Pune (Punekars) have been in a state of ‘word’ war with each other. In such a 

scenario, a hardcore Mumabikar crosses the ‘Line of Control’ and enters Pune. 
In this article, he has shared his experiences ‘Behind Enemy Lines’.

rÉåiÉå. qÉÑÇoÉDMüUÉcÉÏ qÉUÉPûÏ "AzÉÑ®" qÉÉlÉsÉÏ eÉÉiÉå. irÉÉcÉå MüÉUhÉ qWûhÉeÉå qÉÑÇoÉDcÉÏ pÉÉwÉÉ "oÉÇoÉærrÉÉ" WûÏ qÉUÉPûÏ, ÌWÇûSÏ, aÉÑeÉUÉjÉÏ, 
CÇaÉëeÉÏ uÉ MüÉåÇMühÉÏ ½É mÉÇcÉ-pÉÉwÉÉÇcrÉÉ mÉcÉmÉcÉÏiÉ ÍqÉ´ÉhÉÉlÉå oÉlÉsÉÏ AÉWåû. qÉÑÇoÉDiÉ xjÉÉDMü fÉÉsÉåsrÉÉ ½É mÉÇcÉpÉÉÌwÉMüÉÇlÉÏ eÉåuWûÉ 
LMüqÉåMüÉÇcrÉÉ pÉÉwÉÉ oÉÉåsÉhrÉÉcÉÉ mÉërÉ¦É MåüsÉÉ, iÉåuWûÉ ÌlÉqÉÉïhÉ fÉÉsÉåsÉÏ pÉÉwÉÉ WûÏ "oÉÇoÉærrÉÉ" WûÉårÉ. WûÏ pÉÉwÉÉ iÉzÉÏ xÉÉåmmÉÏ AÉWåû. 
irÉÉiÉsrÉÉ irÉÉiÉ MüPûÏhÉ  pÉÉaÉ qWûhÉeÉå Ì¢ürÉÉmÉSå, mÉhÉ iÉÏ xÉÑ®É sÉ¤ÉÉiÉ PåûuÉÉrÉsÉÉ LMü xÉqÉÏMüUhÉ AÉWåû:
ÌWÇûSÏ Ì¢ürÉÉmÉS + qÉUÉPûÏ mÉëirÉrÉ (suffix) + accent = oÉÇoÉærrÉÉ Ì¢ürÉÉmÉS

ESÉ. uÉWûÏ + cÉç + accent = uÉÉåDcÉç
rÉÉÍzÉuÉÉrÉ ̀ uÉÉÇSÉ', ̀ qÉaÉeÉqÉÉUÏ' xÉÉUZÉå aÉÑeÉUÉjÉÏ zÉoS oÉÇoÉærrÉÉ qÉkrÉå "ClÉMüÊmÉÉåïUåOû" WûÉåiÉÉiÉ. pÉÉwÉÉ oÉÉåsÉhrÉÉcÉÏ "DzOûÉDsÉ" MüÉåÇMühÉÏ 
(AÌiÉeÉsÉS) mÉ®iÉÏcÉÏ AxÉiÉå. mÉÑhÉåMüUÉcÉÏ qÉUÉPûÏ WûÏ xÉÇjÉ, xmÉ¹ uÉ zÉÑ®iÉåcÉÉ "AÉuÉ"AÉxÉÔlÉ xÉÉåQûhÉÉUÏ AxÉiÉå, mÉhÉ iÉÏ LåMüÉrÉsÉÉ 
TüÉU qÉeÉÉ rÉåiÉå. "AuÉbÉQû AxÉhÉå", "eÉqÉsÉåsÉÇ AxÉhÉå", "aÉÇQûsÉåsÉÇ AxÉhÉå" AzÉÉ ÌuÉzÉåwÉhÉÉÇlÉÏ uÉ iÉixÉqÉ Ì¢ürÉÉÌuÉzÉåwÉhÉ AurÉrÉÉÇlÉÏ 
AsÉÇM×üiÉ AzÉÉ "AuÉbÉQû" pÉÉwÉÉzÉæsÉÏiÉ oÉÉåsÉhÉå iÉÉå xÉWûeÉËUirÉÉ "eÉqÉuÉiÉÉå" uÉ "aÉÇQûsÉåsrÉÉ" aÉÉå¹ÏÇlÉÉ "AÉuÉUÉ" qWûhÉiÉ xÉÉuÉUiÉÉå. 
qÉÑÇoÉDiÉ oÉÉuÉVûOûÉxÉÉUZrÉÉ uÉÉaÉhÉÉîrÉÉ urÉYiÉÏsÉÉ "AoÉå ÍcÉUMÔüOû, YrÉÉ AÍsÉoÉÉaÉ xÉå AÉUæsÉÉ Wæû YrÉÉ?" AxÉå ÍcÉjÉuÉhrÉÉcÉÏ mÉ®iÉ 
AÉWåû, iÉxÉåcÉ mÉÑhrÉÉiÉWûÏ "mÉÉæQûÉiÉÔlÉ AÉsÉÉ AÉWåûxÉ MüÉ?" AxÉå qWûhÉhrÉÉcÉÏ mÉ®iÉ AxÉsrÉÉcÉå lÉÑMüiÉåcÉ LMüÉ ÌuÉµÉxÉlÉÏrÉ xÉëÉåiÉÉMüQÕûlÉ 
MüVûsÉå.

"bÉÇOûÉ" WûÉ zÉoS SÉålÉWûÏ zÉWûUÉÇqÉkrÉå xÉUÉïxÉ uÉÉmÉUsÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉå. TüUMü LuÉRûÉcÉ MüÐ mÉÑhÉåMüUÉcÉÏ bÉÇOûÉ WûÏ qÉÇÌSUÉiÉsrÉÉ bÉÇOåûxÉÉUZÉÏ uÉÉOûiÉå, 
iÉU qÉÑÇoÉDMüUÉcÉÉ "bÉÇOûÉ" WûÉ sÉÉåMüsÉ OíåûlÉcrÉÉ pÉÉåÇarÉÉxÉÉUZÉÉ uÉÉOûiÉÉå. irÉÉ zÉåuÉOûcrÉÉ ̀ OûÉ' xÉÉPûÏ AaÉSÏ OûÉVÕûcrÉÉ AÉiÉsrÉÉ OûÉåMüÉmÉrÉïÇiÉ 
eÉÏpÉ uÉVûuÉÔlÉ ÌuÉzÉåwÉ eÉÉåU ÌSsÉÉ eÉÉiÉÉå.

"WûuÉÉ" ½É zÉoSÉcÉÉ uÉÉYrÉÉiÉ EmÉrÉÉåaÉ MüUÉ, AxÉÉ mÉëzlÉ ÌuÉcÉÉUsrÉÉxÉ qÉÑÇoÉDMüU uÉ mÉÑhÉåMüU uÉåaÉuÉåaÉVûÏ E¨ÉUå SåiÉÏsÉ. qÉÑÇoÉDMüUÉcÉå 
uÉÉYrÉ " cÉsÉ, WûuÉÉ AÉlÉå Så, uÉÇOûÉxÉ qÉÉU" AxÉå MüÉWûÏxÉå AxÉåsÉ. mÉÑhÉåMüU qÉÉ§É WåûuÉÉ uÉÉOûÉuÉÉ AxÉÉ "WûuÉÉ" ½É zÉoSÉcÉÉ "WûuÉÉ-
WûuÉÉ"xÉÉ uÉÉmÉU MüUiÉÉå. "WûuÉÉ AxÉhÉå" uÉ "WûuÉÉ MüUhÉå" AxÉå SÉålÉ mÉëqÉÑZÉ "WûuÉÉ AxÉhÉÉUå" uÉÉYmÉëcÉÉU mÉÑhrÉÉiÉ mÉëcÉÍsÉiÉ AÉWåûiÉ. 

AÉiÉÉ qÉsÉÉ AxÉå eÉÉhÉuÉiÉ AÉWåû, MüÐ qÉÏ "qÉÑÇoÉDMüU" uÉ "mÉÑhÉåMüU" ½ÉÇcÉÏ pÉUmÉÔU "WûuÉÉ" MåüsÉÏ AÉWåû. irÉÉqÉÑVåû qÉÏ qÉÔVû qÉÑSè±ÉMüQåû 
uÉVûiÉÉå. iÉU, qÉÔVû qÉÑ¬É AxÉÉ AÉWåû, MüÐ SÏQû uÉwÉÉïÇcrÉÉ xÉWûuÉÉxÉÉlÉÇiÉU mÉÑhÉå qÉsÉÉ pÉÉuÉsÉå uÉ mÉÑhÉåMüU qÉsÉÉ AÉuÉQûsÉÉ AxÉå qWûhÉÉrÉsÉÉ 
WûUMüiÉ lÉÉWûÏ. (qÉÉfrÉÉ qÉÑÇoÉDMüU ÍqÉ§ÉÉÇlÉÉ Wåû MüVÕû SåF lÉMüÉ!) qÉÉfÉå mÉÑhÉåUÏ ÍqÉ§É qÉsÉÉ "qÉÑÇoÉDMüU AÉsÉÉ" AxÉå ÍcÉQûuÉiÉÉiÉ, iÉU
qÉÑÇoÉDcÉå ÍqÉ§É "iÉÔ AÉiÉÉ mÉÑhÉåMüU fÉÉsÉÉxÉ" AxÉå OûÉåqÉhÉå qÉÉUiÉÉiÉ. ½ÉqÉÑVåû qÉÉfÉÏ aÉÉåcÉÏ WûÉåiÉå. xuÉiÉÈsÉÉ MÑüPûcÉÉ qWûhÉuÉÔlÉ bÉåF Wåû 
MüVåûlÉÉxÉå fÉÉsÉå AÉWåû. qWûhÉÔlÉcÉ qÉÏ xuÉiÉÈxÉÉPûÏ uÉ qÉÉfrÉÉxÉÉUZrÉÉ CiÉU sÉÉåMüÉÇxÉÉPûÏ LMü lÉuÉå eÉÉiÉÏuÉÉcÉMü lÉÉqÉ mÉëxjÉÉÌmÉiÉ MüUiÉ 
AÉWåû. "qÉÑÇoÉÉmÉÑhÉåMüU"     
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Free

She woke up, startled; but why? Her dream hadn’t particularly been anything of note. 
One of those random, meaningless dreams, that slipped away from her grasp the 
harder she thought about it. Was there an intruder in the house? She doubted it. All 
seemed fairly quiet and peaceful in her tiny abode. The small cottage with the peeling 
white paint wouldn’t have appealed to a burglar’s fantasies anyway- just another 
ordinary cottage in an ordinary neighbourhood. 

Her thoughts, though, were quite lucid for such an ungodly hour. Four AM, according 
to the small red clock on her nightstand. She lay peacefully in her warm bed for a  
while longer, wondering idly about nothing and everything, all at once. And then it 
hit her- the reason for her clear head, the feeling of contentment bordering on actual 
joy, and the strange, liberating feeling now washing over her- the pain was gone. The 
bane of her existence for the past eleven months had finally vanished. 

She sat up straight. How had it taken her so long to realize that the excruciating pain 
in her right leg had finally disappeared? The constant presence, the dark spectre 
clouding her every thought and directing her every action toward seeking only one goal- 
alleviating the pain, if only by an infinitesimal amount- had miraculously relinquished 
its hold on her. Her thoughts were wonderfully clear and the mind-numbing weariness 
had finally left her bones. The world was suddenly filled with, as they say, endless 
possibilities. 

She quickly rolled out of bed and proceeded to carry out her morning ablutions, whilst 
simultaneously trying to figure out what to do with this newfound freedom. After toying 
with a couple of ideas, she finally settled on going for a run. She knew she shouldn’t 
be pushing her luck like this- what if the pain came back in a few hours? What if she 
twisted her leg, or worse? She realized she didn’t care- she would relish every moment 
of this sweet bliss as long as it lasted. 

By the time she finished getting dressed and lacing up her dusty running shoes, she 
could see faint streaks of light painting the sky through her tiny window. She walked 
over to it and tugged at the handle with all her strength, finally managing to pry it 
open. A cool breeze blew in and sent a tingle down her spine. She really couldn’t 
have asked for better weather for her first run. She stood there, letting the breeze 
blow strands of her long hair onto her face and tickle her neck. After a couple of quiet 
minutes, she roused herself, closed the window (after a fair bit of struggle) climbed 

downstairs and stepped out the door. 

She started off with a brisk walk down the winding road from her home. The other 
cottages along the way were quiet. It felt like she had the whole world to herself- even 
the birds were not making any sounds. All she could hear was the rustle of leaves 
and the sound of her own footsteps. It amazed her how she could think so easily 
about these trivial things now that she was unfettered. The spring in her step was 
unmistakable. She couldn’t help but smile- it was the little things that she had missed 
the most.

As she approached the end of the road, her pace quickened, as did her mounting 
anticipation. Though the neighbourhood had been quiet, she couldn’t wait to leave it 
and everyone behind, and start her way into the hills. She stepped off the road and 
onto the path gently winding up the hill, and switched to a slow jog. The breeze carried 
a woodsy smell, mixed with damp earth and a hint of some wonderful wildflower. The 
heady, intoxicating mixture made her break into a run. Her legs would probably seize 

up in a couple of minutes but it would 
definitely be worth it. 

Now that her running had fallen into 
a rhythm, her thoughts wandered on 
to other things. Her career spiralling 
into the abyss was at the forefront- 
something she had tried her best to not 
think about over the past few months. 
Her radical views and notions had 
always rubbed some people the wrong 
way, but just as she had finally started 
getting through to a few of them, the 
crippling pain in her leg had started 
up. It had taken all her effort just to get 
to work and go through the motions of 
the day- convincing people became a 
distant dream. As the months went by, 
even the mundane things took a hit- her 
work had become subpar, and she didn’t 
know how long they would keep her.  

Things would change now, though. 
She had finally reached the top of the 
hill, albeit with shaking legs. The sky 
was much brighter, and the breeze, 
phenomenal. As she surveyed the 
landscape, she knew she would fight 
back.  She just had to get across to the 
others- her ideas were really good, she 
could feel it. She knew she could effect 
change, maybe a revolution even. She 
just needed to make people see sense. 

And all of a sudden, she knew how. She 
was rooted to the spot, electrified. She 
had finally hit upon the perfect way to 

Art: Faseela EE
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She woke up, startled; but why? Her dream hadn’t particularly been anything of note. 
One of those random, meaningless dreams, that slipped away from her grasp the 
harder she thought about it. Was there an intruder in the house? She doubted it. All 
seemed fairly quiet and peaceful in her tiny abode. The small cottage with the peeling 
white paint wouldn’t have appealed to a burglar’s fantasies anyway- just another 
ordinary cottage in an ordinary neighbourhood. 

Her thoughts, though, were quite lucid for such an ungodly hour. Four AM, according 
to the small red clock on her nightstand. She lay peacefully in her warm bed for a  
while longer, wondering idly about nothing and everything, all at once. And then it 
hit her- the reason for her clear head, the feeling of contentment bordering on actual 
joy, and the strange, liberating feeling now washing over her- the pain was gone. The 
bane of her existence for the past eleven months had finally vanished. 

She sat up straight. How had it taken her so long to realize that the excruciating pain 
in her right leg had finally disappeared? The constant presence, the dark spectre 
clouding her every thought and directing her every action toward seeking only one goal- 
alleviating the pain, if only by an infinitesimal amount- had miraculously relinquished 
its hold on her. Her thoughts were wonderfully clear and the mind-numbing weariness 
had finally left her bones. The world was suddenly filled with, as they say, endless 
possibilities. 

She quickly rolled out of bed and proceeded to carry out her morning ablutions, whilst 
simultaneously trying to figure out what to do with this newfound freedom. After toying 
with a couple of ideas, she finally settled on going for a run. She knew she shouldn’t 
be pushing her luck like this- what if the pain came back in a few hours? What if she 
twisted her leg, or worse? She realized she didn’t care- she would relish every moment 
of this sweet bliss as long as it lasted. 

By the time she finished getting dressed and lacing up her dusty running shoes, she 
could see faint streaks of light painting the sky through her tiny window. She walked 
over to it and tugged at the handle with all her strength, finally managing to pry it 
open. A cool breeze blew in and sent a tingle down her spine. She really couldn’t 
have asked for better weather for her first run. She stood there, letting the breeze 
blow strands of her long hair onto her face and tickle her neck. After a couple of quiet 
minutes, she roused herself, closed the window (after a fair bit of struggle) climbed 

downstairs and stepped out the door. 

She started off with a brisk walk down the winding road from her home. The other 
cottages along the way were quiet. It felt like she had the whole world to herself- even 
the birds were not making any sounds. All she could hear was the rustle of leaves 
and the sound of her own footsteps. It amazed her how she could think so easily 
about these trivial things now that she was unfettered. The spring in her step was 
unmistakable. She couldn’t help but smile- it was the little things that she had missed 
the most.

As she approached the end of the road, her pace quickened, as did her mounting 
anticipation. Though the neighbourhood had been quiet, she couldn’t wait to leave it 
and everyone behind, and start her way into the hills. She stepped off the road and 
onto the path gently winding up the hill, and switched to a slow jog. The breeze carried 
a woodsy smell, mixed with damp earth and a hint of some wonderful wildflower. The 
heady, intoxicating mixture made her break into a run. Her legs would probably seize 

up in a couple of minutes but it would 
definitely be worth it. 

Now that her running had fallen into 
a rhythm, her thoughts wandered on 
to other things. Her career spiralling 
into the abyss was at the forefront- 
something she had tried her best to not 
think about over the past few months. 
Her radical views and notions had 
always rubbed some people the wrong 
way, but just as she had finally started 
getting through to a few of them, the 
crippling pain in her leg had started 
up. It had taken all her effort just to get 
to work and go through the motions of 
the day- convincing people became a 
distant dream. As the months went by, 
even the mundane things took a hit- her 
work had become subpar, and she didn’t 
know how long they would keep her.  

Things would change now, though. 
She had finally reached the top of the 
hill, albeit with shaking legs. The sky 
was much brighter, and the breeze, 
phenomenal. As she surveyed the 
landscape, she knew she would fight 
back.  She just had to get across to the 
others- her ideas were really good, she 
could feel it. She knew she could effect 
change, maybe a revolution even. She 
just needed to make people see sense. 

And all of a sudden, she knew how. She 
was rooted to the spot, electrified. She 
had finally hit upon the perfect way to 
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convince everyone. A tremor of excitement ran through her. It would require immense 
effort, but as long as her current physical state persisted, she was sure she could do 
it. The more she thought about it, the surer she became. Her heart quickened and 
adrenaline coursed through her veins. She could have just burst with happiness. 

Elated and empowered, she started off down the hill as fast as she could run- faster 
than she had ever run in her entire life. She let loose a cry of pure joy. She was light. 
She was free. 

*****
The man watching her on the screen inhaled sharply. His subject was suddenly going 
to escape his control. Once before when she had proven dangerous to the experiment, 
they had decided to take her out of the picture and give her the debilitating leg pain. 
They could not tamper with her mind directly, but this, they could change. They had 
watched her, as her thoughts became increasingly murkier with the pain. She had the 
capacity to induce a radical shift in the experiment, and they were having none of it. 
He had been in charge of making sure her pain did not drive her insane, or become 
inhumane, but he was instructed to ensure that she never forgot the pain either. 

Over the past eleven months, however, the man had slowly grown fond of her. He felt 
that some of her daily struggles were his own and decided to show her some mercy 
and help clear her mind for a bit- a huge mistake. In just a few hours, her thoughts had 
become course-altering. If they ever found out, it would be the end of him. He could 
not grow weak like this again. The next time she woke up, the pain would be back in 
full force. It would bring her to her knees. And it would be worse this time- he would 
be crushing her hopes too. 

She was not free. Neither was he. 

Art: Faseela EE
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The fighters sized each other up; 
one clad in red, the other in yellow. 
Red threw the first punch, sending 
yellow veering back. Yellow swept 

Red’s legs out from under her 
as she fell. The crowd yelled and 
frothed and tumbled over each 

other, cheering their favourite 
brawler on. 

Chokeholds, half-nelsons, 
roundhouse kicks, and right hooks- 

the bruises appeared one by one, 
but Red and Yellow only grinned. 

They hadn’t shown the crowd 
anything yet.

Spicy

Art: Darshini Ravishankar and Lavanya Lokhande
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rÉiÉç UqÉhÉÏrÉÇ iÉiÉç MüÉurÉqÉÑcrÉiÉå| xÉÇxM×üiÉpÉÉwÉÉrÉÉÇ iÉÑ ÌuÉmÉÑsÉMüÉurÉxÉÇaÉëWûÈ| mÉUliÉÑ AÉxÉÏiÉç aÉ±MüÉurÉUcÉÌrÉiÉrÉÉåÈ 
SÒÍpÉï¤ÉÉ| mÉëÉrÉÈ xÉÍ³ÉuÉãzÉÍqÉSÇ xÉUxuÉirÉÉ AxÉWûlÉÏrÉÉåÅpÉuÉiÉç| iÉjÉæuÉ oÉÉhÉÉuÉiÉÉUÉãÅpÉuÉiÉç| 
oÉÉhÉMüÌuÉÈ uÉÉixrÉÉrÉlÉqÉWûÌwÉïuÉÇzÉxÉgeÉÉiÉÈ,ÍcÉ§ÉpÉÉlÉÑ-UÉeÉÉSåurÉÉÈ xÉÑmÉÑ§ÉÈ CÌiÉ iÉxrÉæuÉ aÉ±ÉiÉç ¥ÉÉrÉiÉå| 
zÉÉåhÉlÉSÏiÉÏUå mÉëÏÌiÉMÔüOû' CÌiÉ aÉëÉqÉåÅpÉuÉiÉç AxrÉ MüÌuÉmÉÑ…¡ûuÉxrÉ eÉlÉlÉqÉç| oÉÉsrÉå ÌSuÉÇ aÉiÉå eÉlÉlrÉÉæ eÉlÉMü 
LuÉ eÉlÉlrÉÌmÉ pÉÔiuÉÉ mÉrÉïmÉÉåwÉiÉç iÉqÉç| ¢ÔüUÉ ÌuÉÍkÉÈ ÌMüsÉ? cÉiÉÑSïzÉÏrÉuÉwÉåï iÉxrÉ eÉlÉMüÉåÅÌmÉ ÌSuÉÇ aÉiÉÈ| 
oÉÉhÉÈ AlÉÉjÉÉåÅÌmÉ xuÉxrÉ pÉÔËUmÉËU´ÉqÉ¨uÉÉiÉç ÌuÉ±ÉlÉÉjÉÉåÅpÉuÉiÉç| AlÉåMæüÈ mÉÎhQûiÉæÈ xÉWû lÉÉlÉÉSåzÉÉlÉç 
pÉëÉqÉÇ xjÉÉhÉÏμÉUÉÍkÉmÉWûwÉïuÉkÉïlÉqÉWûÉUÉeÉxrÉ AÉxjÉÉlÉå AÉaÉiÉuÉÉlÉç| iÉxrÉ mÉÉÎhQûirÉÇ ¥ÉÉiuÉÉ ´ÉÏWûwÉïÈ iÉÇ 
AÉxjÉÉlÉMüÌuÉmÉSuÉÏÇ mÉërÉÉxÉiÉç| A§ÉæuÉ oÉÉhÉÈ 'pÉ û' CÌiÉ mÉSÌuÉqÉÌmÉxÉqÉsÉÇMüUÉãiÉç|
´ÉÏWûwÉïxÉÉuÉïpÉÉæqÉxrÉ MüÉsÉÈ Ì¢ü.zÉ 606-648 CÌiÉ mÉëÍxÉ®È| AiÉÈ oÉÉhÉxrÉÉÌmÉ MüÉsÉÈ 
xÉmiÉqÉzÉiÉqÉÉlÉxrÉÉÌSpÉÉaÉÍqÉÌiÉ ÌlÉhÉåïiÉÑÇ zÉYrÉiÉå| WûwÉïxrÉÉ´ÉrÉå qÉWûÉMüÌuÉoÉÉhÉpÉ ûÈ WûwÉïcÉËUiÉlÉÉqÉMÇü LåÌiÉWûÉÍxÉMÇü 
aÉ±MüÉurÉÇ iÉjÉÉ 'MüÉSÇoÉUÏ' lÉÉqÉ aÉ±MüÉurÉÉlÉç UÍcÉiÉuÉÉlÉç| MüÉSqoÉrÉÉïÇ xuÉxrÉæuÉ MüÂhÉMüjÉÉÇ zÉÑMüÉãÅSliÉÃmÉåhÉ 
ÌuÉuÉÍhÉïiÉuÉÉlÉç| AlÉålÉ aÉ±MüÉurÉãlÉ oÉÉhÉpÉ–ûÈ AeÉUÉqÉUÈ eÉÉiÉÈ, aÉ±xÉÉqÉëÉerÉxÉÉuÉïpÉÉæqÉ CÌiÉ mÉëzÉÎxiÉqÉç 
mÉëÉmiÉuÉÉlÉç cÉ| 'MüÉSqoÉUÏ UxÉ¥ÉÉlÉÉÇ iÉÑ AWûÉUÉåÅÌmÉ lÉ UÉåÅcÉiÉå' CÌiÉ iÉxrÉ uÉæÍzÉwšqÉç eÉåaÉÏrÉiÉå| oÉÉhÉxiÉÑ 
MüÉSqoÉUÏaÉëljÉxrÉ mÉÔuÉïpÉÉaÉÇ ÍsÉÎZÉiuÉÉ mÉgcÉiuÉqÉç aÉiÉuÉÉlÉç| iÉxrÉ mÉÑ§ÉÈ pÉÔwÉhÉpÉ–ûÈ aÉëÇjÉxrÉÉÅxrÉ E¨ÉUpÉÉaÉÇ 
UÍcÉiÉuÉÉlÉç|
kÉlrÉÉÈ ÌMüsÉ pÉUiÉpÉÔÍqÉxÉgeÉÉiÉÉÈ uÉrÉqÉç rÉ§É oÉÉhÉxÉSØzÉqÉWûÉMüuÉÏlÉÉÇ eÉlÉlÉqÉpÉuÉiÉç|

oÉÉhÉÈ
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Baana
- Mumukshu

Baanabhatta, who lived in the 7th century, was probably the first novelist in 
Samskrit. Under the patronage of King Harshavardhana he wrote two great 

novels and several poems of great repute. This is a brief biographical sketch of 
the great man, the ordeals he had to face and a discussion of his ‘Vaidarbha’ 

style of writing.
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SåZÉÉå Uå ! MüÉsÉå AÉxÉqÉÉð qÉåÇ xÉÑlÉWûUÏ ÍcÉÌÄQûrÉÉ EÄQûÏ eÉÉ UWûÏ Wæû
xÉÉrÉå xÉå ZÉÑS MüÉå SÕU mÉÉ MüU, ÌSqÉÉÄaÉ mÉå ÄeÉÉåU QûÉsÉ UWûÏ Wæû

MüÉælÉ WÕðû qÉæÇ? YrÉÉ WÕðû qÉæÇ?

xÉÄTåüS cÉÔlÉU WÕðû, WûU UÇaÉ qÉåÇ RûsÉ eÉÉiÉÏ WÕðû
zÉÉrÉS kÉ×ÌiÉ WÕðû qÉæÇ, ÌÄTüiÉUiÉ Wæû rÉå qÉåUÏ

MüsÉqÉÉ WÕðû, xÉÉSå mÉ³ÉÉåÇ mÉå mÉËUpÉÉwÉÉ EMåüUiÉÏ WÕðû
zÉÉrÉS ÌSurÉÉ WÕðû qÉæÇ, AlÉMüWûÏ MüWûÉlÉÏ Wæû qÉåUÏ

AlÉÉåZÉÉ xmÉzÉï WÕðû, mÉUSÉ ÌaÉUiÉå WûÏ ÌSsÉ qÉåÇ EiÉU eÉÉiÉÏ WÕðû
zÉÉrÉS qÉWûMü WÕðû qÉæÇ, uÉeÉÔS WûÏ iÉÉÄMüiÉ Wæû qÉåUÏ

lÉÉSÉlÉ WÕðû, UÇaÉÏlÉ oÉÉSsÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ ÄZuÉÉoÉÉåÇ Måü mÉU sÉaÉÉL bÉÔqÉiÉÏ WÕðû
zÉÉrÉS AÌSÌiÉ WÕðû, xÉUWûSå lÉWûÏÇ WæÇû MüÉåD qÉåUÏ

cÉÉÃ WÕðû, ÌSsÉÉåÇ qÉåÇ WÕûU RÕðûRûiÉÏ WÕðû
zÉÉrÉS AÎZÉsÉÉ WÕðû qÉæÇ, MüÉåD ÌWûeÉÉoÉ ZÉÔoÉxÉÔUiÉÏ lÉWûÏÇ qÉåUÏ

rÉsÉaÉÉU WÕðû, uÉ£ü MüÐ MüUuÉOû mÉWûcÉÉlÉiÉÏ WÕðû
zÉÉrÉS ÍzÉuÉÉlÉÏ WÕðû qÉæÇ, iÉmÉ Måü ÌlÉZÉUlÉÉ AÉSiÉ Wæû qÉåUÏ

ÍxÉiÉÉUÉ WÕðû, AÇoÉU xÉå UÉåzÉlÉÏ cÉÑlÉiÉÏ WÕðû
zÉÉrÉS xuÉÉÌiÉ WÕðû qÉæÇ, cÉqÉMülÉÉ ÌlÉrÉÌiÉ Wæû qÉåUÏ

oÉÉðxÉÑUÏ WÕðû, WûU xÉÉðxÉ qÉåÇ xÉÑU OûOûÉåsÉiÉÏ WÕðû
zÉÉrÉS lÉÄaÉqÉÉ WÕðû qÉæÇ, EqÉë AlÉÇiÉ Wæû qÉåUÏ

iÉqÉ³ÉÉ oÉxÉ SÒAÉ Wæû qÉåUÏ
oÉÑÌlÉrÉÉS oÉxÉ WûuÉÉ Wæû qÉåUÏ

AUå! rÉå cÉÉU aÉÑÇoÉS YrÉÉ oÉÉðkÉåÇaÉå qÉÑfÉå
AÉæUiÉ WÕðû qÉæÇ, WûU zÉÑÂAÉiÉ Wæû qÉåUÏ ||

lÉÄaÉqÉÉ
- SÏmÉMü ZÉÑUÉlÉÉ

Art: Urmi Poddar

Nagma
- Deepak Khurana

This poem speaks of the journey of a woman 
and the different emotions she goes through 

during her lifetime

Baana
- Mumukshu

Baanabhatta, who lived in the 7th century, was probably the first novelist in 
Samskrit. Under the patronage of King Harshavardhana he wrote two great 

novels and several poems of great repute. This is a brief biographical sketch of 
the great man, the ordeals he had to face and a discussion of his ‘Vaidarbha’ 

style of writing.
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"xÀÆ... F zÀjzÀæ ªÀÄ½ JAvÀPï §vÀðzÉÆÃ... " JAzÀÄ UÉÆtUÀÄqÀÄvÁÛ ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄAiÀÄå gÁeÉÃ±À£À ºÉÆÃmÉ°£À M¼ÀUÉ §AzÀªÀ£ÉÃ 

bÀwæ ªÀÄr¸ÀÄvÁÛ ªÀÄ¼ÉUÉ »r ±Á¥À ºÁQzÀ. 'ºÉÆgÀUÉ zsÉÆÃ' JAzÀÄ ªÀÄ¼É ¸ÀÄjAiÀÄÄwÛvÀÄÛ. ªÀÄ¯É£Ár£À ¥ÀæZÀAqÀ ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ 

D¨sÀðlPÉÌ ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄAiÀÄå£À bÀwæ PÀÄëzÀæ QÃlzÀAvÉ PÀArgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. DZÉ FZÉ J®è PÀqÉ¬ÄAzÀ gÀ¨sÀ¸ÀªÁV ©Ã¹zÀ JgÀZÀ°AzÀ 

bÀwæ »rzÀÆ CªÀ¤UÉ PÉÆAZÀªÀÇ G¥ÀAiÉÆÃUÀªÁzÀAwgÀ°®è. §AzÀªÀ£ÉÃ ºÉUÀ®°èzÀÝ MzÉÝ lªÀ°¤AzÀ vÀ¯É MgÉ¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ 

¤gÀxÀðPÀ ¸ÁºÀ¸À ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛzÀÝ. ¸ÀÄvÀÛ®Æ UÀªÀé£É PÀvÀÛ®Ä PÀ«¢vÀÄÛ. ªÀÄ¼ÉUÁ® CAzÀgÉ »ÃUÉAiÉÄÃ, PÁr£À ªÀÄzsÉå EtÄQ §gÀÄªÀ 

¥ÀªÀgï ¯ÉÊ¤£À ªÉÄÃ¯É ªÀÄgÀzÀ gÉA¨ÉAiÉÆÃ, CxÀªÁ E£ÉßÃ£ÉÆÃ ©zÀÄÝ vÀÄAqÁVgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. CzÀ£ÀÄß PÀAqÀÄ»rAiÀÄ®Ä ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ 

¯ÉÊ£Àä£ï ¸ÀÄ¯ÁÛ£À, "PÀgÉAlÄ AiÀiÁªÁUÀ §gÀÄvÉÆÛÃ ??" JAzÀÄ PÉÃ½zÀ J®èjUÀÆ, ±À¯ÁðPï ºÉÆÃªÀiïì gÉÃAf£À°è, "J¯ÉÆèÃ 

¯ÉÊ£ï vÀÄAqÁVzÉ C£ÀìvÉÛ, £Á£ÀÄ ºÉÆÃV ºÀÄqÀÄQ EªÀvï gÁwæ M¼ÀUÉ bÁeïð ªÀiÁrì÷ârÛÃ¤ CtÚ... " JAzÀÄ PÀgÉAlÄ ºÉÆÃzÀ 

£Á®ÄÌ ¢ªÀ¸À¢AzÀ®Æ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ PÁtÄªÀ ¸ÁªÀiÁ£Àå ¸ÀAUÀw. ¸ÀÆgÀAa¤AzÀ ©Ã¼ÀÄwÛzÀÝ ¤ÃgÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÀAUÀæ»¸À®Ä 

gÁeÉÃ±À JgÀqÀÆ PÉÊ° §PÉmï »rzÀÄ, vÀ¯ÉUÉÆAzÀÄ gÀÄªÀiÁ®Ä ©VzÀÄ, ¥ÀAZÉ ªÉÄÃ¯É JwÛ PÀnÖ, ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ «gÀÄzÀÞ AiÀÄÄzÀÞ 

ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä ¸À£ÀßzÀÞ£ÁV §gÀÄªÀ AiÉÆÃzsÀ£ÀAvÉ §AzÀªÀ£ÉÃ , " K£ï ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄtÚ... E¯ÉèÃ E¢ÝÃAiÀÄ, PÀÆqÀæ¸ÉÛ fÃ¥ï ºÉÆÃAiÀÄÛ®è" 

JAzÀÄ ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ̈ ÉÊAiÀÄÄvÁÛ bÀ½¬ÄAzÀ £ÀqÀÄUÀÄwÛzÀÝ ̧ ÉÆÃªÀÄtÚ£À£ÀÄß PÉÃ½zÀ. "ºÀÆ PÀuï gÁeÉÃ±À, CAiÉÆåÃ CzÀÄ ªÀÄÆ¯É ªÀÄ£É 

±ÉÃRgÀ£ï ºÀvÀæ ªÀiÁvÁqÁÛ PÀÄAvï ©mÉÖ, mÉÃªÀÄÄ NVzÉÝ UÉÆvÁVè¯ï £ÉÆÃqÀÄ.. UÀÄ¼Éî £Àj §¸Àì¯ï ºÉÆzÁævï §ÄqÀÄ.. C¢°ð, 

MAzÀÄ M¼Éî PÁ¦ PÉÆqÀÄ" JAzÀÄ vÁ£ÀÄ E£ÀÆß E¯ÉèÃ EgÀÄªÀÅzÀPÉÌ ¸ÀªÀÄeÁ¬Ä¶ PÉÆlÖ. "¸ÀÄ§Æâ! ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄtÚUÉ MAzÀÄ ©¹ ©¹ 

PÁ¦ PÉÆqÀÄ" JAzÀÄ PÀÆVzÀ gÁeÉÃ±À£À zsÀé¤UÉ ""ºÁ ...§AzÉ" J£ÀÄßªÀ ¸ÀtÚ ¥ÀæwzsÀé¤ M¼ÀV¤AzÀ §AvÀÄ. 

¸ÀÄ§Æâ gÁeÉÃ±À£À ºÉÆÃmÉ°UÉ §AzÁUÀ CªÀ¤UÉ DgÉÃ¼ÀÄ wAUÀ½gÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. AiÀiÁgÉÆÃ gÁªÉÆÃvÀìªÀzÀ mÉÊªÀiï £ÉÆÃrPÉÆAqÀÄ 

¨ÉÃqÀzÀ PÀÆ¸À£ÀÄß ºÉÆÃmÉ°£À¯ÉèÃ ©lÄÖ ºÉÆÃVzÀÝgÀÄ. gÁeÉÃ±À JµÉÖÃ ºÀÄqÀÄQzÀgÀÆ CªÀgÀ ¥ÀvÉÛ DUÀ°®è. DzÀÝjAzÀ ºÉÆÃmÉ°£À 

ªÀiÁtÂAiÀiÁV ªÀiÁ¥ÁðqÁzÀ ¸ÀÄ§Äâ, gÁeÉÃ±À£À §®UÉÊ CAzÀgÀÆ vÀ¥ÉàÃ¤®è. ©¹ ©¹ PÁ¦ü »rzÀÄ ºÀvÀÄÛ ºÀ£ÉÆßAzÀgÀ ºÀgÉAiÀÄzÀ 

ºÀÄqÀÄUÀ §AzÀÄ ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄtÚ£À ªÀÄÄAzÉ PÁ¦ü vÀÄA©zÀ ¯ÉÆÃl ElÖ. ºÉÆÃmÉ°£À°è E£Áß÷ågÀÆ EgÀ°®è.E£ÉßÃ£ÀÄ ªÀÄÄZÀÄÑªÀ 

ºÉÆvÁÛVvÀÄÛ. gÁeÉÃ±À M¼ÀUÉ §AzÀªÀ£ÉÃ ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄtÚ£À ªÀÄÄAzÉ PÀÄað J¼ÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ PÀÄ½vÀ. D ªÉÃ¼ÉUÉ ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄÆ vÀ£Àß D¨sÀðl 

¤°è¹vÀÄÛ. vÀÄAvÀÄgÁV ºÉÆgÀV£À ªÁvÁªÀgÀtzÀ vÉÃªÀ ºÉaÑ¸ÀÄwÛvÀÄÛ. ¸ÀÄ§Æâ ºÉÆgÀUÉ §AzÀÄ, ¸ÀÆjAzÀ vÉÆnÖQÌ §¼ÀÄPÀÄvÁÛ 

¨ÁUÀÄvÁÛ zsÀgÉUÉ E½AiÀÄÄªÀ ¤Ãj£À ºÀ¤UÀ¼ÉÆA¢UÉ PÉÃgÀA DqÀ§ºÀÄzÉÆÃ JAzÀÄ PÉÊ ¨ÉgÀ½¤AzÀ ºÉÆqÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EzÀÝ. EªÀ£ÀÄ 

EvÀÛ UÀªÀÄ£À PÉÃA¢æÃPÀj¹ ºÀ¤AiÀÄ £ÉÆÃqÀºÉÆÃzÀAvÉ¯Áè,  "K... K®QÌ JµÁÖzÀgÀÆ £ÀªÀiï PÉÊUÉ ºÀvÀÛ®è §ÄqÀÄ... ", " 

¤Ã£ÁåPï CªÀ£ï ºÀvÀæ ºÉÆÃzÉÆÃ..." JAzÀÄ ¯ÉÆÃPÀ¯ï gÁdQÃAiÀÄ ªÀiÁvÁqÀÄwÛzÀÝ ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄAiÀÄå ªÀÄvÀÄÛ gÁeÉÃ±À£À zsÀé¤ ¸ÀÄ§ÆâUÉ 

§gÀ§gÀÄvÁÛ QëÃtªÁUÀÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃ¬ÄvÀÄ. PÀtÂÚUÉ gÁr JgÀazÀAvÉ §AzÀ ¨É¼ÀQ£À QgÀtzÀ eÉÆvÉ ¥ÉÇA ¥ÉÇA ¸ÀzÀÄÝ ªÀiÁr UÀÄ¼Éî 

£Àj §¸ÀÄì gÁeÉÃ±À£À ºÉÆÃmÉ°£À ªÀÄÄAzÉ §AzÀÄ ¤AwvÀÄ. 

EzÀPÉÌ KPÉ UÀÄ¼Éî£Àj §¸ÀÄì JAzÀÄ PÀgÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛgÉ J£ÀÄßªÀÅzÀÄ ¸ÀÄ§ÆâUÉ UÉÆwÛgÀ°®è. gÁvÉÆæÃ gÁwæ UÀÄ¼Éî £Àj ºÁUÉ PÉ®ªÉÇªÉÄä 

§gÀÄªÀ, ºÀ®ªÀÅ §j PÉÊ PÉÆqÀÄªÀÅzÀPÉÆÌÃ K£ÉÆÃ CzÀPÉÌ F ºÉ¸ÀgÀÄ EnÖzÁgÉ JAzÀÄPÉÆArzÀÝ. MAzÀÄ jÃwAiÀÄ°è CªÀ£À HºÉAiÀÄÆ 

¤dªÉÃ DVvÀÄÛ. QlQ ¨ÁV°®èzÀ D §¸ÀÄì AiÀiÁªÁUÀ ¨ÉÃQzÀÝgÀÆ, J°è ¨ÉÃQzÀÝgÀÆ " £Á¤£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄAzÉ ºÉÆÃUÀ¯ÁgÉ... " JAzÀÄ 

PÀÄ½vÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ ©qÀÄwvÀÄÛ. CµÉÖ¯Áè CªÁAvÀgÀ ªÀiÁrzÀgÀÆ gÁwæ ¸ÀAZÁgÀ ªÀåªÀ¸ÉÜAiÉÄÃ E®èzÉ ¢éÃ¥ÀªÁUÀÄªÀ GZÀÑAV¬ÄAzÀ 

PÀÆqÀÄgÀ¸ÉÛUÉ ºÉÆgÀqÀÄªÀ J®è ¥ÀæAiÀiÁtÂPÀjUÀÆ fÃªÀ£Ár DV¢ÝvÀÄ.

Aagantuka
- Adarsh Bhaskara Vasista

 
‘Uchchangi’ is a remote village in Karnataka known for its scenic beauty and 
perennial rains. In a village where everyone knows everyone there appears a 

stranger who wants to meet the village priest. There is something eerie about 
him and the mysterious suitcase he is carrying. 

DUÀAvÀÄPÀ
- DzÀ±Àð ¨sÁ¸ÀÌgÀ ªÀ¹µÀ×

§¹ì£À PÀAqÉPÀÖgï ªÉAPÀÄ gÁeÉÃ±À£À ¸ÉßÃ»vÀ, E½zÀÄ §AzÀªÀ£ÉÃ gÁeÉÃ±À£À ºÉÆÃmÉ°£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉ, "¨ÉÃUÀ PÁ¦ü PÉÆqÉÆ ... " JAzÀÄ 

ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ £ÀÄVÎzÀ. M¼ÀUÉ ©¹ ©¹ ZÀZÉð £ÀqÉ¸ÀÄwÛzÀÝ ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄAiÀÄå, gÁeÉÃ±Àj§âgÀÆ CªÀ£À ¤jÃQë¸ÀzÀ DUÀªÀÄ£À¢AzÀ ¨ÉaÑ©zÀÝgÀÄ. 

"¸Àé®à ¤zsÁ£À ªÀiÁgÁAiÀÄ... AiÀiÁPï CµÀÄÖ CeÉðAlÄ... ¸ÀÄ§Æâ !" JAzÀÄ ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄAiÀÄå¤UÉ «zÁAiÀÄ ºÉÃ½, PÁtzÀ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ£À£ÀÄß PÀgÉzÀ. 

¸ÀÄ§Æâ " §AzÉ CuÁÚ!"J£ÀÄßvÁÛ vÀ£Àß DlPÉÌ PÀÄvÀÄÛ vÀAzÀ §¹ìUÀÆ, PÀAqÉPÀÖjUÀÆ ªÀÄ£ÀzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ »r ±Á¥À ºÁPÀÄvÁÛ M¼À £ÀqÉzÀ. ¥ÉÇA 

¥ÉÇA ¸ÀzÀÄÝ ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛzÀÝ qÉæöÊªÀgï ªÀ¹ÃªÀiï ¸Á§¤UÉ, "§AzÉ PÀuÉÆÃ ... §AzÉ " J£ÀÄßvÁÛ CªÀ¸ÀgÀ CªÀ¸ÀgÀzÀ°è CzsÀð PÁ¦ü PÀÄrzÀÄ 

ªÉAPÀÄ §¸ÀÄì ºÀwÛ "gÉÊmï..."CAzÀ. 

¸ÁªÀiÁ£ÀåªÁV UÀÄ¼Éî £Àj §¹ì£À°è GZÀÑAVUÉ §gÀÄªÀ J¯Áè ¥ÀæAiÀiÁtÂPÀgÀÆ gÁeÉÃ±À¤UÉ UÉÆwÛzÀÝªÀgÉÃ DVgÀÄvÁÛgÉ. ±À¤ªÁgÀ¸ÀAvÉUÉÆÃ, 

ZÀAUÀæ½îUÉÆÃºÉÆÃV §gÀÄªÀ GZÀÑAVAiÀÄ UÁæªÀÄ¸ÀÜgÉÃ ºÉZÀÄÑ. DUÉÆªÉÄä FUÉÆªÉÄä HgÀ £ÉAlgÀÄ §AzÀgÀÆ, C¯ÉèÃ ºÀÄnÖ ¨É¼ÉzÀ 

gÁeÉÃ±À¤UÉ UÉÆwÛ®èzÀ ªÀÄÄRªÀAvÀÆ DVgÀÄªÀÅ¢®è.DzÀgÉ, C¥ÀjavÀ ªÀÄÄRªÉÇAzÀÄ PÉÊ° PÀ¥ÀÅöà ¸ÀÆmÉÌÃ¸ï »rzÀÄ gÁeÉÃ±À£À 

ºÉÆÃmÉ°£À PÀqÉUÉ £ÀqÉzÀÄ §gÀÄwvÀÄÛ. ¤ÃmÁV PÁæ¥ÀÅ ¨ÁazÀÝ AiÀÄÄªÀPÀ ¸ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ 25 ºÀgÉAiÀÄzÀªÀ£ÀAvÉ PÀAqÀ. ªÀÄvÉÛ ªÀÄ¼É ¸ÀÄjAiÀÄ®Ä 

DgÀA¨sÀªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. D ªÀåQÛ Nr §AzÀÄ ºÉÆÃmÉ°£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉ ªÀÄ¼É¬ÄAzÀ ¥ÁgÁUÀ®Ä §AzÀÄ ¤AvÀ. "¤ªÀÄä£ÀÄß E°è £ÉÆÃr®é®è £Á£ÀÄ .. 

ºÉÆ¸À§gÀ xÀgÀ PÁtÂ¹ÛÃgÀ... PÁ¦ü UÉÃ¦ü PÉÆqÁè.. J°èUÉ ºÉÆÃUÉâÃPÀÄ ... " J£ÀÄßvÁÛ D±ÀÑAiÀÄðZÀQvÀ ¥Àæ±ÁßxÀðPÀ aºÉßUÀ¼ÀÄ gÁeÉÃ±À£À 

¨Á¬Äâ°è¤AzÀ ªÁUÁâtUÀ¼ÁV D ªÀåQÛAiÀÄ PÀqÉ vÀÆj §AzÀªÀÅ. CzÉ®èPÀÆÌ CªÀ£À ªÀiË£ÀªÉÃ GvÀÛgÀªÁVvÀÄÛ. ¸Àé®à ºÉÆwÛ£À §½PÀ, 

" bÀwæ EzÉæ PÉÆrÛÃgÁ, £Á¼É ¨É¼ÀUÉÎ ºÁUÉ ªÁ¥À¸ï PÉÆrÛÃ¤... " JAzÀÄ ªÀiË£À ªÀÄÄjAiÀÄÄvÁÛ D ªÀåQÛ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÁqÀvÉÆqÀVzÀ. 

"J°èUÉ ºÉÆÃUÉâÃPÀÄ ¤ÃªÀÅ... F ªÀÄ¼É°Ã... ¸Àé®à vÀrj, PÀ«Ää DzÉäÃ¯É ºÉÆÃUÉÆÃgÀAvÉ " JAzÀ gÁeÉÃ±À. " E¯Áè.. FUÉèÃ 

ºÉÆvÁÛVzÉ. ªÉÄÃ®ä£É ¸ÀÄ§æºÀätå ¨sÀlÖgÀ ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ ºÉÆÃUÉâÃPÀÄ.bÀwæ PÉÆmÉæ vÀÄA¨Á G¥ÀAiÉÆÃUÀ DUÀvÉÛ " JAzÀÄvÁ£ÀÄ ºÉÆÃUÀ¨ÉÃPÁzÀ 

¸ÀÜ¼À AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉAzÀÄ £ÀÄrzÀ D DUÀAvÀÄPÀ. " CAiÉÆåÃ.. ªÀÄ¼ÉÃ° M§âgÉÃ AiÀiÁPÉ CµÀÄÖ zÀÆgÀ ºÉÆÃVÛÃgÁ... ¸ÀÆmÉÌÃ¸ÀÄ ¨ÉÃgÉ EzÉ.. 

£ÀªÀiï ¸ÀÄ§Æâ£À eÉÆvÉUÉ PÀ½¹ÛÃ¤, ¤ªÀÄUÀÆ mÁZÀÄð »qÉÆåÃzÁzÀÆæ vÀ¥ÀàvÉÛ... " JAzÀÄ ºÉÃ½, "¸ÀÄ§Æâ! s̈Àlæ ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ EªÀgÀ£Àß ©mÁâ ." JAzÀÄ 

¸ÀÄ§Æâ«UÉ C¢üPÁgÀAiÀÄÄPÀÛ zsÀé¤AiÀÄ°è ºÉÃ½zÀ gÁeÉÃ±À. " CuÁÚ! FUÁè? bÀ½ ºÉÆgÀUÉ" JAzÀ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ«UÉ PÀtÂÚ£À¯ÉèÃ ¥Àæ¼ÀAiÀÄ gÀÄzÀæ£À 

¥ÀæwgÀÆ¥À vÉÆÃj ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀAvÉ ¸À£Éß ªÀiÁrzÀ gÁeÉÃ±À. M®èzÀ ªÀÄ£À¹ì¤AzÀ mÁZÀÄð ªÀÄvÀÄÛ PÉÆqÉ »rzÀÄ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ DUÀAvÀÄPÀ£À 

eÉÆvÉ ¸ÀÄjAiÀÄÄwÛzÀÝ eÉÆÃgÀÄ ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ°è ºÉÆgÀ£ÀqÉzÀ.¸ÀÄ§ÆâªÉÇÃ §ºÀ¼À ªÀiÁvÀÄUÁgÀ. F ªÀåQÛ ¸ÀA¥ÀÇtð ªÀiË¤. EªÀ£ÀÄ ºÀvÀÄÛ 

ªÀiÁvÁrzÀgÉ,CªÀ¤AzÀ MAzÀÄ " ºÀÆ .. " J£ÀÄßªÀ ºÀÆAPÁgÀ §gÀÄwÛvÀÄÛ. " ¤ªÀÄÆägÀ®Æè »ÃUÉÃ ªÀÄ¼É §gÀÄvÁÛ... " , " ¤ªÀiï 

¸ÀÆmÉÌÃ¸ÀÄ ¥À¸ÀAzÁVzÉ.. ", " ¤ªÀiï HgÀÄ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÀÄ ... "JAzÀÄ ºÀvÀÄÛ ºÀ®ªÀÅ ¥Àæ±ÉßUÀ¼À ¨Át ºÉÆgÀqÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EvÀÄÛ. J®èªÀÇ CªÀ£À 

UÁqsÀ ªÀiË£ÀzÀ°è PÀgÀV ºÉÆÃUÀÄwÛzÀÝªÀÅ. ¸ÀÄvÀÛ®Æ ºÀ©âzÀ ºÀZÀÑ ºÀ¸ÀÄj£À ¥ÀªÀðvÀ ±ÉæÃtÂ, ¨sÉÆÃ JAzÀÄ J¯ÉÆèÃ zÀÆgÀzÀ°è zsÀÄªÀÄÄPÀÄªÀ 

¸ÀtÚ d®¥ÁvÀ, ºÀQÌUÀ¼À a° ¦°... J®èªÀÇ ªÀÄ¯É£Ár£À F ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ HgÀÄ GZÀÑAVAiÀÄ ¥Àj¸ÀgÀzÀ ¨sÁªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ. gÁwæAiÀÄ PÀvÀÛ®Ä 

J¯Éè®Æè ªÉÄwÛPÉÆArvÀÄÛ. EzÀgÀ eÉÆvÉ ¸ÀÄjAiÀÄÄwÛgÀÄªÀ ªÀÄ¼É. ªÀÄ¯É£Ár£À ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÉÄÃ ºÁUÉ. JµÉÖÃ ¨ÉÃqÀªÉAzÀgÀÆ ¤®ÄèªÀAvÀzÀÝ®è. 

ErÃ HjUÉ KPÉÊPÀ ºÉÆÃmÉ®Ä CAzÀgÉ gÁeÉÃ±À£ÀzÉÝÃ. HjUÉÆ§â¼ÉÃ ¥ÀzÁäªÀwAiÀÄAvÉ, CªÀ£ÉÃ ¥ÀæAiÀiÁtÂPÀgÀ, UÁæªÀÄPÉÌ ºÉÆ¸ÀvÁV

§gÀÄªÀªÀgÀ C£ÀßzÁvÀ. " CUÉÆÃ £ÉÆÃr.. C°è «ÄtÂ «ÄtÂ ¢Ã¥À GAl®è.. CzÉÃ ¨sÀlÖgÀ ªÀÄ£É .. " JAzÀ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ.¨sÀlÖgÀ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ 

ªÀÄÄAzÉ ºÁQzÀÝ ºÀ¸ÀÄPÀ°è£À ªÉÄÃ¯É AiÀÄvÉÃZÀÒªÁV ºÀ¸ÀÄgÀÄ ¥Áa ¨É¼É¢vÀÄÛ. ¨sÀlÖgÀ ªÀÄUÀ gÀAUÀ£ÁxÀ ¸ÀvÀÛ £ÀAvÀgÀ CªÀgÀ ºÉAqÀw 

¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÀÄä SÁ¬Ä¯É ©zÀÝgÀÄ. ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ J¯Áè PÉ®¸À ¨sÀlÖgÀzÉÝÃ DVvÀÄÛ. CªÀgÀÄ vÁ£É JµÉÖAzÀÄ ªÀiÁrAiÀiÁgÀÄ,ªÀAiÀÄ¸ÀÄì CgÀªÀvÀÛgÀ 

D¸ÀÄ ¥Á¸ÀÄ. ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄA¢£À CAUÀ¼À vÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀµÀÄÖ ±ÀQÛ CªÀgÀ°èEgÀ°®è. ¸ÀÄ§Æâ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ §½ §AzÀªÀ£ÉÃ " ¨sÀlÖgÉÃ... JAzÀÄ 

PÀÆUÀÄ ºÁQzÀ.M¼ÀV¤AzÀ " AiÀiÁgÀÆ... §AzÉÃ " J£ÀÄßªÀ zsÀé¤ ºÉÆgÀ§AvÀÄ. DUÀ vÁ£ÉÃ Hl ªÀÄÄV¹ PÉÊ vÉÆ¼ÉzÀÄ, vÀ£Àß ¥ÀAZÉ¬ÄAzÀ 

PÉÊ MgÉ¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÀÛ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ ¨ÁV®Ä vÉUÉzÀgÀÄ ¨sÀlÖgÀÄ. "K£ÉÆÃ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ... F gÁwæ° M§â£ÉÃ ... " JAzÀgÀÄ. ¸ÀÄ§Æâ, " K E®è¥Àà... 

EªÀgÀ£Àß PÀPÉÆðAqÀÄ ºÉÆÃUÀÄ CAvÀ CtÚ PÀ½¸ÀÝ... " JAzÀÄ PÉÊ vÉÆÃj¸À®Ä »AzÉ wgÀÄVzÀ. CªÀ£À »AzÉ UÁqsÀ PÀvÀÛ®Ä ©lÄÖ E£ÉßÃ£ÀÆ 

EgÀ°®è. ¸ÀÄ§Æâ«£À ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ zsÀ¸ÀPÉÌA¢vÀÄ. CªÀ£À ¥ÀPÀÌzÀ°è D DUÀAvÀÄPÀ£À ¸ÀÆmÉÌÃ¸ÀÄ MAnAiÀiÁV ¤AwvÀÄÛ. ¸ÀÄ§Æâ MªÉÄä " N .. 

J°è¢ÝÃj... "JAzÀÄ PÀÆUÀÄ ºÁQzÀ. AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ GvÀÛgÀ §gÀ°®è. ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ PÁAiÀÄÄªÀ PÀ¥ÉàAiÀÄ "lgïæ lgïæ ... " ©lÖgÉ UÀªÀé£É PÀ«zÀ 

PÀvÀÛ®°è E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ zsÀé¤ EgÀ°®è. " CzÉÃ¤zÉ..£ÉÆÃqÉÆÃt ... ¸ÀÆmÉÌÃ¸ÀÄ vÉV ... " JAzÀÄ ¨sÀlÖgÀÄ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ UÉ ºÉÃ½zÀgÀÄ.

ºÉzÀjPÉ¬ÄAzÀ¯ÉÃ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ vÉUÉzÀ ¸ÀÆmÉÌÃ¸À°è «Ä°ljAiÀÄªÀgÀ §mÉÖ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ CzÀgÀ eÉÆvÉ MAzÀÄ PÁUÀzÀ EvÀÄÛ. PÁUÀzÀ vÉUÉzÀÄ 

UÀnÖAiÀiÁV NzÀ®Ä ¥ÁægÀA©ü¹zÀgÀÄ ¨sÀlÖgÀÄ, ‘Clothes of Late Mr. Ranganath S/o S. Bhatt ...need to be sent' 
.10-12-1999 gÀ qÉÃn£À PÉ¼ÀVzÀÝ CPÀëgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ«UÉ ¸ÀàµÀÖ UÉÆÃZÀgÀªÁzÀÄªÀÅ."C¨Áâ... ºÀ¢£ÉÊzÀÄ ªÀµÀð »A¢£À ¯ÉlgÀÄ... 

AiÀiÁjÃvÀ.. AiÀiÁPÉ §AzÀ... EªÀ£ÉÃ£ÁzÀÆæ gÀAUÀ£ÁxÀ£ÉÃ £Á ... " JAzÀÄ ºÉzÀjPÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀªÀÄÄzÀæzÀ°è ºÀÄAiÀiÁÝqÀÄvÀÛ EzÀÝ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ«£À 

ªÀÄ£À¹ì£À zÉÆÃtÂAiÀÄ£ÀÄß " ¸ÀÄ§Æâ... " JAzÀÄ ¨sÀlÖgÀÄ PÀgÉzÀÄ ®AUÀgÀÄ ºÁQ ¤°è¹zÀgÀÄ. "AiÀiÁgÉÆÃ PÉÆnÖzÀÄÝ F ¸ÀÆmÉÌÃ¸ÀÄ ¤AUÉ 

... "JAzÀÄ PÀtÂÚÃgÀÄ vÀÄA©zÀ ªÉÆUÀ¢AzÀ, UÀzÀÎ¢vÀªÁzÀ ¨sÀlÖgÀ zsÀé¤ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ«£À ºÉzÀjPÉ EªÀÄärUÉÆ½¹vÀÄ. "CªÀgÀÄ .. CªÀgÀÄ ...."

JAzÀÄ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ vÉÆzÀ®ÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EzÀÝ.
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"xÀÆ... F zÀjzÀæ ªÀÄ½ JAvÀPï §vÀðzÉÆÃ... " JAzÀÄ UÉÆtUÀÄqÀÄvÁÛ ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄAiÀÄå gÁeÉÃ±À£À ºÉÆÃmÉ°£À M¼ÀUÉ §AzÀªÀ£ÉÃ 

bÀwæ ªÀÄr¸ÀÄvÁÛ ªÀÄ¼ÉUÉ »r ±Á¥À ºÁQzÀ. 'ºÉÆgÀUÉ zsÉÆÃ' JAzÀÄ ªÀÄ¼É ¸ÀÄjAiÀÄÄwÛvÀÄÛ. ªÀÄ¯É£Ár£À ¥ÀæZÀAqÀ ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ 

D¨sÀðlPÉÌ ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄAiÀÄå£À bÀwæ PÀÄëzÀæ QÃlzÀAvÉ PÀArgÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. DZÉ FZÉ J®è PÀqÉ¬ÄAzÀ gÀ¨sÀ¸ÀªÁV ©Ã¹zÀ JgÀZÀ°AzÀ 

bÀwæ »rzÀÆ CªÀ¤UÉ PÉÆAZÀªÀÇ G¥ÀAiÉÆÃUÀªÁzÀAwgÀ°®è. §AzÀªÀ£ÉÃ ºÉUÀ®°èzÀÝ MzÉÝ lªÀ°¤AzÀ vÀ¯É MgÉ¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîªÀ 

¤gÀxÀðPÀ ¸ÁºÀ¸À ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛzÀÝ. ¸ÀÄvÀÛ®Æ UÀªÀé£É PÀvÀÛ®Ä PÀ«¢vÀÄÛ. ªÀÄ¼ÉUÁ® CAzÀgÉ »ÃUÉAiÉÄÃ, PÁr£À ªÀÄzsÉå EtÄQ §gÀÄªÀ 

¥ÀªÀgï ¯ÉÊ¤£À ªÉÄÃ¯É ªÀÄgÀzÀ gÉA¨ÉAiÉÆÃ, CxÀªÁ E£ÉßÃ£ÉÆÃ ©zÀÄÝ vÀÄAqÁVgÀÄvÀÛzÉ. CzÀ£ÀÄß PÀAqÀÄ»rAiÀÄ®Ä ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀ 

¯ÉÊ£Àä£ï ¸ÀÄ¯ÁÛ£À, "PÀgÉAlÄ AiÀiÁªÁUÀ §gÀÄvÉÆÛÃ ??" JAzÀÄ PÉÃ½zÀ J®èjUÀÆ, ±À¯ÁðPï ºÉÆÃªÀiïì gÉÃAf£À°è, "J¯ÉÆèÃ 

¯ÉÊ£ï vÀÄAqÁVzÉ C£ÀìvÉÛ, £Á£ÀÄ ºÉÆÃV ºÀÄqÀÄQ EªÀvï gÁwæ M¼ÀUÉ bÁeïð ªÀiÁrì÷ârÛÃ¤ CtÚ... " JAzÀÄ PÀgÉAlÄ ºÉÆÃzÀ 

£Á®ÄÌ ¢ªÀ¸À¢AzÀ®Æ ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EgÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ £ÁªÀÅ PÁtÄªÀ ¸ÁªÀiÁ£Àå ¸ÀAUÀw. ¸ÀÆgÀAa¤AzÀ ©Ã¼ÀÄwÛzÀÝ ¤ÃgÀ£ÀÄß ¸ÀAUÀæ»¸À®Ä 

gÁeÉÃ±À JgÀqÀÆ PÉÊ° §PÉmï »rzÀÄ, vÀ¯ÉUÉÆAzÀÄ gÀÄªÀiÁ®Ä ©VzÀÄ, ¥ÀAZÉ ªÉÄÃ¯É JwÛ PÀnÖ, ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ «gÀÄzÀÞ AiÀÄÄzÀÞ 

ªÀiÁqÀ®Ä ¸À£ÀßzÀÞ£ÁV §gÀÄªÀ AiÉÆÃzsÀ£ÀAvÉ §AzÀªÀ£ÉÃ , " K£ï ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄtÚ... E¯ÉèÃ E¢ÝÃAiÀÄ, PÀÆqÀæ¸ÉÛ fÃ¥ï ºÉÆÃAiÀÄÛ®è" 

JAzÀÄ ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ£ÀÄß ̈ ÉÊAiÀÄÄvÁÛ bÀ½¬ÄAzÀ £ÀqÀÄUÀÄwÛzÀÝ ̧ ÉÆÃªÀÄtÚ£À£ÀÄß PÉÃ½zÀ. "ºÀÆ PÀuï gÁeÉÃ±À, CAiÉÆåÃ CzÀÄ ªÀÄÆ¯É ªÀÄ£É 

±ÉÃRgÀ£ï ºÀvÀæ ªÀiÁvÁqÁÛ PÀÄAvï ©mÉÖ, mÉÃªÀÄÄ NVzÉÝ UÉÆvÁVè¯ï £ÉÆÃqÀÄ.. UÀÄ¼Éî £Àj §¸Àì¯ï ºÉÆzÁævï §ÄqÀÄ.. C¢°ð, 

MAzÀÄ M¼Éî PÁ¦ PÉÆqÀÄ" JAzÀÄ vÁ£ÀÄ E£ÀÆß E¯ÉèÃ EgÀÄªÀÅzÀPÉÌ ¸ÀªÀÄeÁ¬Ä¶ PÉÆlÖ. "¸ÀÄ§Æâ! ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄtÚUÉ MAzÀÄ ©¹ ©¹ 

PÁ¦ PÉÆqÀÄ" JAzÀÄ PÀÆVzÀ gÁeÉÃ±À£À zsÀé¤UÉ ""ºÁ ...§AzÉ" J£ÀÄßªÀ ¸ÀtÚ ¥ÀæwzsÀé¤ M¼ÀV¤AzÀ §AvÀÄ. 

¸ÀÄ§Æâ gÁeÉÃ±À£À ºÉÆÃmÉ°UÉ §AzÁUÀ CªÀ¤UÉ DgÉÃ¼ÀÄ wAUÀ½gÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ. AiÀiÁgÉÆÃ gÁªÉÆÃvÀìªÀzÀ mÉÊªÀiï £ÉÆÃrPÉÆAqÀÄ 

¨ÉÃqÀzÀ PÀÆ¸À£ÀÄß ºÉÆÃmÉ°£À¯ÉèÃ ©lÄÖ ºÉÆÃVzÀÝgÀÄ. gÁeÉÃ±À JµÉÖÃ ºÀÄqÀÄQzÀgÀÆ CªÀgÀ ¥ÀvÉÛ DUÀ°®è. DzÀÝjAzÀ ºÉÆÃmÉ°£À 

ªÀiÁtÂAiÀiÁV ªÀiÁ¥ÁðqÁzÀ ¸ÀÄ§Äâ, gÁeÉÃ±À£À §®UÉÊ CAzÀgÀÆ vÀ¥ÉàÃ¤®è. ©¹ ©¹ PÁ¦ü »rzÀÄ ºÀvÀÄÛ ºÀ£ÉÆßAzÀgÀ ºÀgÉAiÀÄzÀ 

ºÀÄqÀÄUÀ §AzÀÄ ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄtÚ£À ªÀÄÄAzÉ PÁ¦ü vÀÄA©zÀ ¯ÉÆÃl ElÖ. ºÉÆÃmÉ°£À°è E£Áß÷ågÀÆ EgÀ°®è.E£ÉßÃ£ÀÄ ªÀÄÄZÀÄÑªÀ 

ºÉÆvÁÛVvÀÄÛ. gÁeÉÃ±À M¼ÀUÉ §AzÀªÀ£ÉÃ ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄtÚ£À ªÀÄÄAzÉ PÀÄað J¼ÉzÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ PÀÄ½vÀ. D ªÉÃ¼ÉUÉ ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄÆ vÀ£Àß D¨sÀðl 

¤°è¹vÀÄÛ. vÀÄAvÀÄgÁV ºÉÆgÀV£À ªÁvÁªÀgÀtzÀ vÉÃªÀ ºÉaÑ¸ÀÄwÛvÀÄÛ. ¸ÀÄ§Æâ ºÉÆgÀUÉ §AzÀÄ, ¸ÀÆjAzÀ vÉÆnÖQÌ §¼ÀÄPÀÄvÁÛ 

¨ÁUÀÄvÁÛ zsÀgÉUÉ E½AiÀÄÄªÀ ¤Ãj£À ºÀ¤UÀ¼ÉÆA¢UÉ PÉÃgÀA DqÀ§ºÀÄzÉÆÃ JAzÀÄ PÉÊ ¨ÉgÀ½¤AzÀ ºÉÆqÉAiÀÄÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EzÀÝ. EªÀ£ÀÄ 

EvÀÛ UÀªÀÄ£À PÉÃA¢æÃPÀj¹ ºÀ¤AiÀÄ £ÉÆÃqÀºÉÆÃzÀAvÉ¯Áè,  "K... K®QÌ JµÁÖzÀgÀÆ £ÀªÀiï PÉÊUÉ ºÀvÀÛ®è §ÄqÀÄ... ", " 

¤Ã£ÁåPï CªÀ£ï ºÀvÀæ ºÉÆÃzÉÆÃ..." JAzÀÄ ¯ÉÆÃPÀ¯ï gÁdQÃAiÀÄ ªÀiÁvÁqÀÄwÛzÀÝ ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄAiÀÄå ªÀÄvÀÄÛ gÁeÉÃ±À£À zsÀé¤ ¸ÀÄ§ÆâUÉ 

§gÀ§gÀÄvÁÛ QëÃtªÁUÀÄvÁÛ ºÉÆÃ¬ÄvÀÄ. PÀtÂÚUÉ gÁr JgÀazÀAvÉ §AzÀ ¨É¼ÀQ£À QgÀtzÀ eÉÆvÉ ¥ÉÇA ¥ÉÇA ¸ÀzÀÄÝ ªÀiÁr UÀÄ¼Éî 

£Àj §¸ÀÄì gÁeÉÃ±À£À ºÉÆÃmÉ°£À ªÀÄÄAzÉ §AzÀÄ ¤AwvÀÄ. 

EzÀPÉÌ KPÉ UÀÄ¼Éî£Àj §¸ÀÄì JAzÀÄ PÀgÉAiÀÄÄvÁÛgÉ J£ÀÄßªÀÅzÀÄ ¸ÀÄ§ÆâUÉ UÉÆwÛgÀ°®è. gÁvÉÆæÃ gÁwæ UÀÄ¼Éî £Àj ºÁUÉ PÉ®ªÉÇªÉÄä 

§gÀÄªÀ, ºÀ®ªÀÅ §j PÉÊ PÉÆqÀÄªÀÅzÀPÉÆÌÃ K£ÉÆÃ CzÀPÉÌ F ºÉ¸ÀgÀÄ EnÖzÁgÉ JAzÀÄPÉÆArzÀÝ. MAzÀÄ jÃwAiÀÄ°è CªÀ£À HºÉAiÀÄÆ 

¤dªÉÃ DVvÀÄÛ. QlQ ¨ÁV°®èzÀ D §¸ÀÄì AiÀiÁªÁUÀ ¨ÉÃQzÀÝgÀÆ, J°è ¨ÉÃQzÀÝgÀÆ " £Á¤£ÀÄß ªÀÄÄAzÉ ºÉÆÃUÀ¯ÁgÉ... " JAzÀÄ 

PÀÄ½vÀÄPÉÆAqÀÄ ©qÀÄwvÀÄÛ. CµÉÖ¯Áè CªÁAvÀgÀ ªÀiÁrzÀgÀÆ gÁwæ ¸ÀAZÁgÀ ªÀåªÀ¸ÉÜAiÉÄÃ E®èzÉ ¢éÃ¥ÀªÁUÀÄªÀ GZÀÑAV¬ÄAzÀ 

PÀÆqÀÄgÀ¸ÉÛUÉ ºÉÆgÀqÀÄªÀ J®è ¥ÀæAiÀiÁtÂPÀjUÀÆ fÃªÀ£Ár DV¢ÝvÀÄ.

Aagantuka
- Adarsh Bhaskara Vasista

 
‘Uchchangi’ is a remote village in Karnataka known for its scenic beauty and 
perennial rains. In a village where everyone knows everyone there appears a 

stranger who wants to meet the village priest. There is something eerie about 
him and the mysterious suitcase he is carrying. 

§¹ì£À PÀAqÉPÀÖgï ªÉAPÀÄ gÁeÉÃ±À£À ¸ÉßÃ»vÀ, E½zÀÄ §AzÀªÀ£ÉÃ gÁeÉÃ±À£À ºÉÆÃmÉ°£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉ, "¨ÉÃUÀ PÁ¦ü PÉÆqÉÆ ... " JAzÀÄ 

ºÉÃ¼ÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ £ÀÄVÎzÀ. M¼ÀUÉ ©¹ ©¹ ZÀZÉð £ÀqÉ¸ÀÄwÛzÀÝ ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄAiÀÄå, gÁeÉÃ±Àj§âgÀÆ CªÀ£À ¤jÃQë¸ÀzÀ DUÀªÀÄ£À¢AzÀ ¨ÉaÑ©zÀÝgÀÄ. 

"¸Àé®à ¤zsÁ£À ªÀiÁgÁAiÀÄ... AiÀiÁPï CµÀÄÖ CeÉðAlÄ... ¸ÀÄ§Æâ !" JAzÀÄ ¸ÉÆÃªÀÄAiÀÄå¤UÉ «zÁAiÀÄ ºÉÃ½, PÁtzÀ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ£À£ÀÄß PÀgÉzÀ. 

¸ÀÄ§Æâ " §AzÉ CuÁÚ!"J£ÀÄßvÁÛ vÀ£Àß DlPÉÌ PÀÄvÀÄÛ vÀAzÀ §¹ìUÀÆ, PÀAqÉPÀÖjUÀÆ ªÀÄ£ÀzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ »r ±Á¥À ºÁPÀÄvÁÛ M¼À £ÀqÉzÀ. ¥ÉÇA 

¥ÉÇA ¸ÀzÀÄÝ ªÀiÁqÀÄwÛzÀÝ qÉæöÊªÀgï ªÀ¹ÃªÀiï ¸Á§¤UÉ, "§AzÉ PÀuÉÆÃ ... §AzÉ " J£ÀÄßvÁÛ CªÀ¸ÀgÀ CªÀ¸ÀgÀzÀ°è CzsÀð PÁ¦ü PÀÄrzÀÄ 

ªÉAPÀÄ §¸ÀÄì ºÀwÛ "gÉÊmï..."CAzÀ. 

¸ÁªÀiÁ£ÀåªÁV UÀÄ¼Éî £Àj §¹ì£À°è GZÀÑAVUÉ §gÀÄªÀ J¯Áè ¥ÀæAiÀiÁtÂPÀgÀÆ gÁeÉÃ±À¤UÉ UÉÆwÛzÀÝªÀgÉÃ DVgÀÄvÁÛgÉ. ±À¤ªÁgÀ¸ÀAvÉUÉÆÃ, 

ZÀAUÀæ½îUÉÆÃºÉÆÃV §gÀÄªÀ GZÀÑAVAiÀÄ UÁæªÀÄ¸ÀÜgÉÃ ºÉZÀÄÑ. DUÉÆªÉÄä FUÉÆªÉÄä HgÀ £ÉAlgÀÄ §AzÀgÀÆ, C¯ÉèÃ ºÀÄnÖ ¨É¼ÉzÀ 

gÁeÉÃ±À¤UÉ UÉÆwÛ®èzÀ ªÀÄÄRªÀAvÀÆ DVgÀÄªÀÅ¢®è.DzÀgÉ, C¥ÀjavÀ ªÀÄÄRªÉÇAzÀÄ PÉÊ° PÀ¥ÀÅöà ¸ÀÆmÉÌÃ¸ï »rzÀÄ gÁeÉÃ±À£À 

ºÉÆÃmÉ°£À PÀqÉUÉ £ÀqÉzÀÄ §gÀÄwvÀÄÛ. ¤ÃmÁV PÁæ¥ÀÅ ¨ÁazÀÝ AiÀÄÄªÀPÀ ¸ÀÄªÀiÁgÀÄ 25 ºÀgÉAiÀÄzÀªÀ£ÀAvÉ PÀAqÀ. ªÀÄvÉÛ ªÀÄ¼É ¸ÀÄjAiÀÄ®Ä 

DgÀA¨sÀªÁ¬ÄvÀÄ. D ªÀåQÛ Nr §AzÀÄ ºÉÆÃmÉ°£ÉÆ¼ÀUÉ ªÀÄ¼É¬ÄAzÀ ¥ÁgÁUÀ®Ä §AzÀÄ ¤AvÀ. "¤ªÀÄä£ÀÄß E°è £ÉÆÃr®é®è £Á£ÀÄ .. 

ºÉÆ¸À§gÀ xÀgÀ PÁtÂ¹ÛÃgÀ... PÁ¦ü UÉÃ¦ü PÉÆqÁè.. J°èUÉ ºÉÆÃUÉâÃPÀÄ ... " J£ÀÄßvÁÛ D±ÀÑAiÀÄðZÀQvÀ ¥Àæ±ÁßxÀðPÀ aºÉßUÀ¼ÀÄ gÁeÉÃ±À£À 

¨Á¬Äâ°è¤AzÀ ªÁUÁâtUÀ¼ÁV D ªÀåQÛAiÀÄ PÀqÉ vÀÆj §AzÀªÀÅ. CzÉ®èPÀÆÌ CªÀ£À ªÀiË£ÀªÉÃ GvÀÛgÀªÁVvÀÄÛ. ¸Àé®à ºÉÆwÛ£À §½PÀ, 

" bÀwæ EzÉæ PÉÆrÛÃgÁ, £Á¼É ¨É¼ÀUÉÎ ºÁUÉ ªÁ¥À¸ï PÉÆrÛÃ¤... " JAzÀÄ ªÀiË£À ªÀÄÄjAiÀÄÄvÁÛ D ªÀåQÛ ªÀiÁvÀ£ÁqÀvÉÆqÀVzÀ. 

"J°èUÉ ºÉÆÃUÉâÃPÀÄ ¤ÃªÀÅ... F ªÀÄ¼É°Ã... ¸Àé®à vÀrj, PÀ«Ää DzÉäÃ¯É ºÉÆÃUÉÆÃgÀAvÉ " JAzÀ gÁeÉÃ±À. " E¯Áè.. FUÉèÃ 

ºÉÆvÁÛVzÉ. ªÉÄÃ®ä£É ¸ÀÄ§æºÀätå ¨sÀlÖgÀ ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ ºÉÆÃUÉâÃPÀÄ.bÀwæ PÉÆmÉæ vÀÄA¨Á G¥ÀAiÉÆÃUÀ DUÀvÉÛ " JAzÀÄvÁ£ÀÄ ºÉÆÃUÀ¨ÉÃPÁzÀ 

¸ÀÜ¼À AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉAzÀÄ £ÀÄrzÀ D DUÀAvÀÄPÀ. " CAiÉÆåÃ.. ªÀÄ¼ÉÃ° M§âgÉÃ AiÀiÁPÉ CµÀÄÖ zÀÆgÀ ºÉÆÃVÛÃgÁ... ¸ÀÆmÉÌÃ¸ÀÄ ¨ÉÃgÉ EzÉ.. 

£ÀªÀiï ¸ÀÄ§Æâ£À eÉÆvÉUÉ PÀ½¹ÛÃ¤, ¤ªÀÄUÀÆ mÁZÀÄð »qÉÆåÃzÁzÀÆæ vÀ¥ÀàvÉÛ... " JAzÀÄ ºÉÃ½, "¸ÀÄ§Æâ! s̈Àlæ ªÀÄ£ÉUÉ EªÀgÀ£Àß ©mÁâ ." JAzÀÄ 

¸ÀÄ§Æâ«UÉ C¢üPÁgÀAiÀÄÄPÀÛ zsÀé¤AiÀÄ°è ºÉÃ½zÀ gÁeÉÃ±À. " CuÁÚ! FUÁè? bÀ½ ºÉÆgÀUÉ" JAzÀ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ«UÉ PÀtÂÚ£À¯ÉèÃ ¥Àæ¼ÀAiÀÄ gÀÄzÀæ£À 

¥ÀæwgÀÆ¥À vÉÆÃj ºÉÆÃUÀÄªÀAvÉ ¸À£Éß ªÀiÁrzÀ gÁeÉÃ±À. M®èzÀ ªÀÄ£À¹ì¤AzÀ mÁZÀÄð ªÀÄvÀÄÛ PÉÆqÉ »rzÀÄ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ DUÀAvÀÄPÀ£À 

eÉÆvÉ ¸ÀÄjAiÀÄÄwÛzÀÝ eÉÆÃgÀÄ ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ°è ºÉÆgÀ£ÀqÉzÀ.¸ÀÄ§ÆâªÉÇÃ §ºÀ¼À ªÀiÁvÀÄUÁgÀ. F ªÀåQÛ ¸ÀA¥ÀÇtð ªÀiË¤. EªÀ£ÀÄ ºÀvÀÄÛ 

ªÀiÁvÁrzÀgÉ,CªÀ¤AzÀ MAzÀÄ " ºÀÆ .. " J£ÀÄßªÀ ºÀÆAPÁgÀ §gÀÄwÛvÀÄÛ. " ¤ªÀÄÆägÀ®Æè »ÃUÉÃ ªÀÄ¼É §gÀÄvÁÛ... " , " ¤ªÀiï 

¸ÀÆmÉÌÃ¸ÀÄ ¥À¸ÀAzÁVzÉ.. ", " ¤ªÀiï HgÀÄ AiÀiÁªÀÅzÀÄ ... "JAzÀÄ ºÀvÀÄÛ ºÀ®ªÀÅ ¥Àæ±ÉßUÀ¼À ¨Át ºÉÆgÀqÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EvÀÄÛ. J®èªÀÇ CªÀ£À 

UÁqsÀ ªÀiË£ÀzÀ°è PÀgÀV ºÉÆÃUÀÄwÛzÀÝªÀÅ. ¸ÀÄvÀÛ®Æ ºÀ©âzÀ ºÀZÀÑ ºÀ¸ÀÄj£À ¥ÀªÀðvÀ ±ÉæÃtÂ, ¨sÉÆÃ JAzÀÄ J¯ÉÆèÃ zÀÆgÀzÀ°è zsÀÄªÀÄÄPÀÄªÀ 

¸ÀtÚ d®¥ÁvÀ, ºÀQÌUÀ¼À a° ¦°... J®èªÀÇ ªÀÄ¯É£Ár£À F ¸ÀÄAzÀgÀ HgÀÄ GZÀÑAVAiÀÄ ¥Àj¸ÀgÀzÀ ¨sÁªÀUÀ¼ÀÄ. gÁwæAiÀÄ PÀvÀÛ®Ä 

J¯Éè®Æè ªÉÄwÛPÉÆArvÀÄÛ. EzÀgÀ eÉÆvÉ ¸ÀÄjAiÀÄÄwÛgÀÄªÀ ªÀÄ¼É. ªÀÄ¯É£Ár£À ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÉÄÃ ºÁUÉ. JµÉÖÃ ¨ÉÃqÀªÉAzÀgÀÆ ¤®ÄèªÀAvÀzÀÝ®è. 

ErÃ HjUÉ KPÉÊPÀ ºÉÆÃmÉ®Ä CAzÀgÉ gÁeÉÃ±À£ÀzÉÝÃ. HjUÉÆ§â¼ÉÃ ¥ÀzÁäªÀwAiÀÄAvÉ, CªÀ£ÉÃ ¥ÀæAiÀiÁtÂPÀgÀ, UÁæªÀÄPÉÌ ºÉÆ¸ÀvÁV

§gÀÄªÀªÀgÀ C£ÀßzÁvÀ. " CUÉÆÃ £ÉÆÃr.. C°è «ÄtÂ «ÄtÂ ¢Ã¥À GAl®è.. CzÉÃ ¨sÀlÖgÀ ªÀÄ£É .. " JAzÀ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ.¨sÀlÖgÀ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ 

ªÀÄÄAzÉ ºÁQzÀÝ ºÀ¸ÀÄPÀ°è£À ªÉÄÃ¯É AiÀÄvÉÃZÀÒªÁV ºÀ¸ÀÄgÀÄ ¥Áa ¨É¼É¢vÀÄÛ. ¨sÀlÖgÀ ªÀÄUÀ gÀAUÀ£ÁxÀ ¸ÀvÀÛ £ÀAvÀgÀ CªÀgÀ ºÉAqÀw 

¸ÀÄAzÀgÀªÀÄä SÁ¬Ä¯É ©zÀÝgÀÄ. ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ J¯Áè PÉ®¸À ¨sÀlÖgÀzÉÝÃ DVvÀÄÛ. CªÀgÀÄ vÁ£É JµÉÖAzÀÄ ªÀiÁrAiÀiÁgÀÄ,ªÀAiÀÄ¸ÀÄì CgÀªÀvÀÛgÀ 

D¸ÀÄ ¥Á¸ÀÄ. ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ ªÀÄÄA¢£À CAUÀ¼À vÉÆ¼ÉAiÀÄÄªÀµÀÄÖ ±ÀQÛ CªÀgÀ°èEgÀ°®è. ¸ÀÄ§Æâ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ §½ §AzÀªÀ£ÉÃ " ¨sÀlÖgÉÃ... JAzÀÄ 

PÀÆUÀÄ ºÁQzÀ.M¼ÀV¤AzÀ " AiÀiÁgÀÆ... §AzÉÃ " J£ÀÄßªÀ zsÀé¤ ºÉÆgÀ§AvÀÄ. DUÀ vÁ£ÉÃ Hl ªÀÄÄV¹ PÉÊ vÉÆ¼ÉzÀÄ, vÀ£Àß ¥ÀAZÉ¬ÄAzÀ 

PÉÊ MgÉ¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîvÀÛ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ ¨ÁV®Ä vÉUÉzÀgÀÄ ¨sÀlÖgÀÄ. "K£ÉÆÃ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ... F gÁwæ° M§â£ÉÃ ... " JAzÀgÀÄ. ¸ÀÄ§Æâ, " K E®è¥Àà... 

EªÀgÀ£Àß PÀPÉÆðAqÀÄ ºÉÆÃUÀÄ CAvÀ CtÚ PÀ½¸ÀÝ... " JAzÀÄ PÉÊ vÉÆÃj¸À®Ä »AzÉ wgÀÄVzÀ. CªÀ£À »AzÉ UÁqsÀ PÀvÀÛ®Ä ©lÄÖ E£ÉßÃ£ÀÆ 

EgÀ°®è. ¸ÀÄ§Æâ«£À ºÀÈzÀAiÀÄ zsÀ¸ÀPÉÌA¢vÀÄ. CªÀ£À ¥ÀPÀÌzÀ°è D DUÀAvÀÄPÀ£À ¸ÀÆmÉÌÃ¸ÀÄ MAnAiÀiÁV ¤AwvÀÄÛ. ¸ÀÄ§Æâ MªÉÄä " N .. 

J°è¢ÝÃj... "JAzÀÄ PÀÆUÀÄ ºÁQzÀ. AiÀiÁªÀÅzÉÃ GvÀÛgÀ §gÀ°®è. ªÀÄ¼ÉAiÀÄ PÁAiÀÄÄªÀ PÀ¥ÉàAiÀÄ "lgïæ lgïæ ... " ©lÖgÉ UÀªÀé£É PÀ«zÀ 

PÀvÀÛ®°è E£ÉÆßAzÀÄ zsÀé¤ EgÀ°®è. " CzÉÃ¤zÉ..£ÉÆÃqÉÆÃt ... ¸ÀÆmÉÌÃ¸ÀÄ vÉV ... " JAzÀÄ ¨sÀlÖgÀÄ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ UÉ ºÉÃ½zÀgÀÄ.

ºÉzÀjPÉ¬ÄAzÀ¯ÉÃ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ vÉUÉzÀ ¸ÀÆmÉÌÃ¸À°è «Ä°ljAiÀÄªÀgÀ §mÉÖ ªÀÄvÀÄÛ CzÀgÀ eÉÆvÉ MAzÀÄ PÁUÀzÀ EvÀÄÛ. PÁUÀzÀ vÉUÉzÀÄ 

UÀnÖAiÀiÁV NzÀ®Ä ¥ÁægÀA©ü¹zÀgÀÄ ¨sÀlÖgÀÄ, ‘Clothes of Late Mr. Ranganath S/o S. Bhatt ...need to be sent' 
.10-12-1999 gÀ qÉÃn£À PÉ¼ÀVzÀÝ CPÀëgÀUÀ¼ÀÄ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ«UÉ ¸ÀàµÀÖ UÉÆÃZÀgÀªÁzÀÄªÀÅ."C¨Áâ... ºÀ¢£ÉÊzÀÄ ªÀµÀð »A¢£À ¯ÉlgÀÄ... 

AiÀiÁjÃvÀ.. AiÀiÁPÉ §AzÀ... EªÀ£ÉÃ£ÁzÀÆæ gÀAUÀ£ÁxÀ£ÉÃ £Á ... " JAzÀÄ ºÉzÀjPÉAiÀÄ ¸ÀªÀÄÄzÀæzÀ°è ºÀÄAiÀiÁÝqÀÄvÀÛ EzÀÝ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ«£À 

ªÀÄ£À¹ì£À zÉÆÃtÂAiÀÄ£ÀÄß " ¸ÀÄ§Æâ... " JAzÀÄ ¨sÀlÖgÀÄ PÀgÉzÀÄ ®AUÀgÀÄ ºÁQ ¤°è¹zÀgÀÄ. "AiÀiÁgÉÆÃ PÉÆnÖzÀÄÝ F ¸ÀÆmÉÌÃ¸ÀÄ ¤AUÉ 

... "JAzÀÄ PÀtÂÚÃgÀÄ vÀÄA©zÀ ªÉÆUÀ¢AzÀ, UÀzÀÎ¢vÀªÁzÀ ¨sÀlÖgÀ zsÀé¤ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ«£À ºÉzÀjPÉ EªÀÄärUÉÆ½¹vÀÄ. "CªÀgÀÄ .. CªÀgÀÄ ...."

JAzÀÄ ¸ÀÄ§Æâ vÉÆzÀ®ÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ EzÀÝ.

Photo: Lavanya Lokhande
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She chose to sit as close to me as possible 
without sitting next to me. My heart 
fluttered at the idea of the sheer proximity. 
No one between us. Nothing but an empty 
chair. That and a column of air.

That is when I felt the tug. An urge to go 
sit next to her in a heartbeat. A fleeting 
heartbeat.

I watched her from the corner of my eye 
as she pulled out a book from her bag. 
Another quick jerk from my heart, pushing 
me to close the gap.

I stared at the glistening leather of the 
empty seat beside me. Only my toes 
touched the ground as if my heart had my 
legs ready to jump off at a thump. Thump. 
Nothing. I didn’t move.

I finally found the courage to glance at 
her. I wanted just a glance but my eyes 
seemed to linger for a long time. A long 
time.

One heartbeat.
Two heartbeats.
Three heartbeats.

I turned back, trying to hold on to the 
evanescent image of the side of her face. 
Two locks of her hair falling perfectly next 
to her eye. Their cusps just touching her 
cheek above the dimple of her now absent 
crooked smile. A blink and a beat and it 
was gone.

Why isn’t she coming close to me? My 
fingertips tingled as a powerful impulse 
rushed over me. I longed to grab her 
hand, just lying there making imaginary 
doodles over the cover of her book, and 
pull her close. Just pull her close. Another 

heartbeat and the impulse ebbed away.
My heartbeats lost their vigour. They 
dampened. They lost hope that these 
sudden rushes would convince me to 
move.

I imagined her smiling at me. In that 
moment, it felt like it was so easy to tear 
the air column up so quickly that I would 
make that pair of locks swish against her 
cheeks- and just sit next to her, still a 
little far away, resisting the urge to move 
any closer. And that dream too faded in a 
heartbeat.

But something kept me unmoved. The fact 
that my moving close to her conveyed to 
her my desire to move close to her, even 
just a hint of desire that was no way near 
as powerful as these tugs that I felt was 
so…feared. Appalling, even. I remained 
fixed. And my heart went on to its usual 
business, serving a perfectly still person.

And then she tore off the column of air 
between us as she vacated her seat for 
someone else. For me, the outside world 
didn’t matter; it was just me and her. 
And then she sat where I had chosen not 
to. My head turned as if it was her own 
hand gently pulling my chin, while I held 
still desperately, not letting any emotion 
leak from my face. Now my heart actually 
fluttered at the sheer proximity.

‘Hi’, she said. She was as close to me 
as I thought was possible. The locks of 
perfection were now touching the dimples 
of her crooked smile. A smile that was for 
me.

It was so much more than what I could 
take up in a heartbeat, that my heart just 
skipped a beat.

In a Heartbeat

Art: Vrushali Rao

PÁ«AiÀÄ PÁ£À¢ CqÀV¹mÉÖªÀÅ,

ªÀÄAvÀæzÀ ¨ÉÃ°AiÀÄ ºÁQ©mÉÖªÀÅ,

UÀÄrAiÀÄ UÉÆÃqÉAiÀÄ° PÀÆrºÁQzÉªÀÅ,

K£ÉÃ DUÀ° ¤Ã £ÀªÀÄäªÀ£ÀÄ...

¥ÀÅlÖ PÉ®¸ÀPÉÌ UÀÄrAiÉÄÃ ¸ÁPÀÄ,

¨sÁj PÉÆÃjPÉUÉ ªÀÄºÀ°gÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ,

§½AiÀÄ° PÁt®Ä C£ÀÄªÀÄw¨ÉÃPÀÄ,

eÉÃ©£À vÀÄA¨Á £ÉÆÃngÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ

DzÀgÀÆ §gÀÄªÉªÀÅ ... KPÉ..? K£ÉÃ DUÀ° ¤Ã £ÀªÀÄäªÀ£ÀÄ...

¤Ã£ÁgÉAzÉÃ w½¢®è,

¤£Àß C©ü¥ÁæAiÀÄªÀÇ UÉÆwÛ®è,

CªÀ£À ºÉÆqÉzÀÄ, EªÀ£À PÀrzÀÄ

¤£Àß ºÉ¸ÀgÀ£ÉÃ £ÀÄrAiÀÄÄªÉªÀÅ,

KPÉ ...? K£ÉÃ DUÀ° ¤Ã £ÀªÀÄäªÀ£ÀÄ...

w®PÀ ElÖgÉ »AzÀÆ £Á£ÀÄ

mÉÆÃ¦ ºÁQzÉÆqÉ ªÀÄÄ¹èªÀÄ£ÀÄ,

PÉÆgÀ½UÉ ²®Ä¨É ©Ã¼ÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ

£Á F¸Á¬ÄAiÀiÁV©qÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ,

£À£ÀUÉ £Á£ÁgÉAzÉÃ w½¢®è

DzÀgÀÆ ¤£Àß£ÀAvÀÆ £Á ©qÀ¯ÉÆ¯Éè,

KPÉ...? K£ÉÃ DUÀ° ¤Ã £ÀªÀÄäªÀ£ÀÄ...

K£ÉÃ DUÀ° ¤Ã £ÀªÀÄäªÀ£ÀÄ...

Eene Aagali Nee Nammavanu
- Adarsh Bhaskara Vasista

Many a massacre has happened in the name of God. He/She is treated as 
a corrupt official who grants wishes in return for a bribe-prayer, offering, 

sacrifice...the list is endless. Religious leaders want ‘God-fearing’ people instead 
of ‘God-loving’ ones. This poem is a satire on the state of religion in the present 

world.

- Vishrut Patel
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heartbeat and the impulse ebbed away.
My heartbeats lost their vigour. They 
dampened. They lost hope that these 
sudden rushes would convince me to 
move.

I imagined her smiling at me. In that 
moment, it felt like it was so easy to tear 
the air column up so quickly that I would 
make that pair of locks swish against her 
cheeks- and just sit next to her, still a 
little far away, resisting the urge to move 
any closer. And that dream too faded in a 
heartbeat.

But something kept me unmoved. The fact 
that my moving close to her conveyed to 
her my desire to move close to her, even 
just a hint of desire that was no way near 
as powerful as these tugs that I felt was 
so…feared. Appalling, even. I remained 
fixed. And my heart went on to its usual 
business, serving a perfectly still person.

And then she tore off the column of air 
between us as she vacated her seat for 
someone else. For me, the outside world 
didn’t matter; it was just me and her. 
And then she sat where I had chosen not 
to. My head turned as if it was her own 
hand gently pulling my chin, while I held 
still desperately, not letting any emotion 
leak from my face. Now my heart actually 
fluttered at the sheer proximity.

‘Hi’, she said. She was as close to me 
as I thought was possible. The locks of 
perfection were now touching the dimples 
of her crooked smile. A smile that was for 
me.

It was so much more than what I could 
take up in a heartbeat, that my heart just 
skipped a beat.
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ªÀÄAvÀæzÀ ¨ÉÃ°AiÀÄ ºÁQ©mÉÖªÀÅ,

UÀÄrAiÀÄ UÉÆÃqÉAiÀÄ° PÀÆrºÁQzÉªÀÅ,

K£ÉÃ DUÀ° ¤Ã £ÀªÀÄäªÀ£ÀÄ...

¥ÀÅlÖ PÉ®¸ÀPÉÌ UÀÄrAiÉÄÃ ¸ÁPÀÄ,
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§½AiÀÄ° PÁt®Ä C£ÀÄªÀÄw¨ÉÃPÀÄ,

eÉÃ©£À vÀÄA¨Á £ÉÆÃngÀ¨ÉÃPÀÄ

DzÀgÀÆ §gÀÄªÉªÀÅ ... KPÉ..? K£ÉÃ DUÀ° ¤Ã £ÀªÀÄäªÀ£ÀÄ...

¤Ã£ÁgÉAzÉÃ w½¢®è,

¤£Àß C©ü¥ÁæAiÀÄªÀÇ UÉÆwÛ®è,

CªÀ£À ºÉÆqÉzÀÄ, EªÀ£À PÀrzÀÄ

¤£Àß ºÉ¸ÀgÀ£ÉÃ £ÀÄrAiÀÄÄªÉªÀÅ,

KPÉ ...? K£ÉÃ DUÀ° ¤Ã £ÀªÀÄäªÀ£ÀÄ...

w®PÀ ElÖgÉ »AzÀÆ £Á£ÀÄ

mÉÆÃ¦ ºÁQzÉÆqÉ ªÀÄÄ¹èªÀÄ£ÀÄ,

PÉÆgÀ½UÉ ²®Ä¨É ©Ã¼ÀÄvÀÛ¯ÉÃ

£Á F¸Á¬ÄAiÀiÁV©qÀÄªÉ£ÀÄ,

£À£ÀUÉ £Á£ÁgÉAzÉÃ w½¢®è

DzÀgÀÆ ¤£Àß£ÀAvÀÆ £Á ©qÀ¯ÉÆ¯Éè,
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Eene Aagali Nee Nammavanu
- Adarsh Bhaskara Vasista

Many a massacre has happened in the name of God. He/She is treated as 
a corrupt official who grants wishes in return for a bribe-prayer, offering, 

sacrifice...the list is endless. Religious leaders want ‘God-fearing’ people instead 
of ‘God-loving’ ones. This poem is a satire on the state of religion in the present 

world.
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In our first year, being the juveniles that we 
were, we decided to play a prank on one 
of my friends. It materialised on a lazy day 
when we were gathered in Saudamini’s 
room post lunch for a quick nap before 
the next lecture began. As usual the break 
did not proceed as intended- my friends 

were cribbing about the morning lectures 
and I entertained myself by playing the 
game ‘Bubble Buster’ on Saudamini’s 
mobile phone. While I was playing, an 
evil idea flashed through my mind. When 
Saudamini left the room I poked Surabhi 
to get her attention to tell her about my 
plan. After a relatively long time for the 
sensitive person that she thinks herself 

to be, she looked up from her phone, 
irritated, and asked me to explain myself. 
I told her, ‘Surabhi, I want to change 
the settings on Saudamini’s phone’. 
With a suspicious look she asked, ’Why?’.
 I replied, ‘Turn on ringing for the “silent’’ 
mode’ with an evil smile and saw 

the  expression mirrored on her face.
‘Hmm…that would be fun. I’ll call her 
phone while we are in the class’, she said 
and I added, ‘Yay…it will embarrass her...
muhahahhaha’. We first had to get over 
our moral dilemmas about whether it 
would affect our friend, but with a little 
bit of rational thinking, reasoning, and 
analysing the earlier behaviour of Prof. 

The Silent Ringtone
- Dincy Mariam

Nice, we decided that it might not be too 
much of a problem. I immediately changed 
the settings of Saudamini’s phone. Though 
it showed ‘silent’, the ringing was enabled 
with the weirdest ringtone one could ever 
think of. We decided to call her phone 
during the first lecture post lunch and also 
decided to sit somewhere behind so that 
Saudamini, as well as the professor, wouldn’t 
notice two girls giggling away to madness. 
We got ready to leave for class after 
Saudamini joined us. She took her phone 
and switched to ‘silent’ mode before 
dropping it in her bag. While we were 
going to class, Surabhi and I were thinking 
about the fun we were going to have. It 
was funny how Saudamini did not notice 
our rather suspicious behaviour. The 
class was already full, but luckily we got 
seats in the back. Surabhi and I went to 
sit in the fourth row from the front, while 
Saudamini chose her usual place on the 
front bench with our other friends. We 
decided to call her during the lecture. 
The noisy class suddenly became silent, 
indicating the arrival of the professor. 
The professor went past me. I gave an 
‘Oh no! What do we do now?’ look to 
Surabhi. Prof. Not-so-Nice had come, and 
he genuinely hated any sort of distractions 
and interruptions in the class. Most of the 
students in the class were terrified of him. 
He went and stood on the platform and 
announced, ‘Prof. Nice won’t be able to 
take the class today. We are switching our 
class timings’, and began the class without 
any other remark. We had no choice other 
than cancelling our plans as matters could  
get out of hand. Our moods dampened. 
Another thought began to nag me- ’What 
if someone else calls on her phone?’
 I expressed my concern to Surabhi 
and we both started dreading the 
consequences of a call. Neither of us could 
concentrate for the rest of the class, and 
I started praying to all possible gods, 
hoping no one would call Saudamini.
Ten minutes into the class, Ram with his 
shabby hair and sleepy eyes entered the 
class and everyone’s attention shifted 

Art: Debarun Ghosh
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to be, she looked up from her phone, 
irritated, and asked me to explain myself. 
I told her, ‘Surabhi, I want to change 
the settings on Saudamini’s phone’. 
With a suspicious look she asked, ’Why?’.
 I replied, ‘Turn on ringing for the “silent’’ 
mode’ with an evil smile and saw 

the  expression mirrored on her face.
‘Hmm…that would be fun. I’ll call her 
phone while we are in the class’, she said 
and I added, ‘Yay…it will embarrass her...
muhahahhaha’. We first had to get over 
our moral dilemmas about whether it 
would affect our friend, but with a little 
bit of rational thinking, reasoning, and 
analysing the earlier behaviour of Prof. 

The Silent Ringtone
- Dincy Mariam

Nice, we decided that it might not be too 
much of a problem. I immediately changed 
the settings of Saudamini’s phone. Though 
it showed ‘silent’, the ringing was enabled 
with the weirdest ringtone one could ever 
think of. We decided to call her phone 
during the first lecture post lunch and also 
decided to sit somewhere behind so that 
Saudamini, as well as the professor, wouldn’t 
notice two girls giggling away to madness. 
We got ready to leave for class after 
Saudamini joined us. She took her phone 
and switched to ‘silent’ mode before 
dropping it in her bag. While we were 
going to class, Surabhi and I were thinking 
about the fun we were going to have. It 
was funny how Saudamini did not notice 
our rather suspicious behaviour. The 
class was already full, but luckily we got 
seats in the back. Surabhi and I went to 
sit in the fourth row from the front, while 
Saudamini chose her usual place on the 
front bench with our other friends. We 
decided to call her during the lecture. 
The noisy class suddenly became silent, 
indicating the arrival of the professor. 
The professor went past me. I gave an 
‘Oh no! What do we do now?’ look to 
Surabhi. Prof. Not-so-Nice had come, and 
he genuinely hated any sort of distractions 
and interruptions in the class. Most of the 
students in the class were terrified of him. 
He went and stood on the platform and 
announced, ‘Prof. Nice won’t be able to 
take the class today. We are switching our 
class timings’, and began the class without 
any other remark. We had no choice other 
than cancelling our plans as matters could  
get out of hand. Our moods dampened. 
Another thought began to nag me- ’What 
if someone else calls on her phone?’
 I expressed my concern to Surabhi 
and we both started dreading the 
consequences of a call. Neither of us could 
concentrate for the rest of the class, and 
I started praying to all possible gods, 
hoping no one would call Saudamini.
Ten minutes into the class, Ram with his 
shabby hair and sleepy eyes entered the 
class and everyone’s attention shifted 

to him. Mr. Not-so-Nice expressed 
his disapproval by checking the time 
and looking at him furiously. Ram did 
not seem bothered and proceeded to 
occupy the only place left in one of the 
front benches. The lecture continued. 
Nothing bad happened for the next twenty 
minutes until the expected happened. 
A mobile phone started to ring with the 
weirdest ringtone one could ever think 
of. Surabhi said slightly loudly, ‘Oh my 
GOD! It has happened. Disaster strikes’. 
I held her hand tightly so that she would 
keep quiet. Everyone’s attention shifted 
to the front bench while I muttered 
,‘Saudamini will be thrown out of the class 
and when she comes to know it was us, 
we are doomed’. We didn’t want that to 
happen. We just wanted to embarrass her. 
I regretted what I had done. The professor 
stopped lecturing and stared at the front 
bench while Ram took his phone out of his 
pocket and turned it off. The professor, 
now fuming,  shouted at Ram by pointing 
to the door, ‘Ram, out of my class, now’.  
Ram stood up, stared at the professor and 
then decided to leave. While Ram was 
leaving, the professor continued, ‘If you 
are planning to come late, please don’t 
come’. The professor got back to the 
board and continued lecturing. Surabhi 
and I were relieved but waited with 
bated breath for the lecture to get over.  
The lecture ended soon. I thanked my 
stars for what had not happened. No 
one had called Saudamini’s phone. I 
wanted to change the settings of the 
‘silent’ mode back to what it was. I said,’ 
Surabhi, I’ll go and change the settings’. 
She replied, ’Yes, yes please do’. I went 
and asked Saudamini for her phone to 
play ‘Bubble Buster’. She took her phone 
out, looked at it disappointingly, then 
showed it to me and said, ’No charge. 
It’s dead’. A wide smile was about to 
appear on my face but I hid it and put up 
a sad face. Surabhi who was listening to 
our conversation from behind, shouted 
in delight, ‘Saudamini, your phone is 
awesome’. Saudamini replied, ’Get lost’.   
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I had to reach the top. 

Ahead of me loomed two doorways, and beyond them, a pair of white and pristine staircases 
rose towards an unknown zenith. The right door flew open and out emerged a ghastly 
figure with a dark face, sharp canines, unkempt hair, and two tiny horns on his head. All 
of a sudden I noticed people; scores, no thousands of people around me. Several were 
heading towards this door, despite the demon, and none of them had horns. I had to reach 
the top, but I didn’t like the look of the demon. I had to climb those stairs that, strangely 
enough, were still devoid of people. I took the door on the left and entered it. 

I entered into chaos. 

Gone were those beautiful white steps, an illusion replaced by a giant rock that loomed 
like the demon himself. This giant of a mountain stretched upwards, on and on towards 
eternity. There were people everywhere, shuffling and jostling past one another, all in a 
hurry to reach the top. In their hurry, I noticed that people took no heed to the fallen ones, 
even trampling them and pushing onward. I looked up at the mountain and from where 
I was, at the bottom, hidden among a sea of people and atop an equal number of dead, 
dying, trodden folks, I saw streams. Streams and streams– narrow and constricted- of 
people scurrying and clamouring their way to the top. They looked like streams of water in 
a vessel, joining and separating, merging and dividing, but unlike water, the streams were 
flowing upwards. I looked more closely at the foot of this hill, at the spots where people 
would concentrate before being carried up and away by the current, and saw steps. There 
they were, crude stone steps dug into the mountain that these people were following. ‘Not 
bad. This way, I’ll reach the top soon’, I thought. I stepped in with the people, feeling a 
sense of camaraderie amidst all the hustle and found myself being swept upwards by the 
crowd. 

I was finally on my way. 

Soon enough I realised that this upward journey was not going to be as dandy as I had 
thought. Perhaps because a few had pushed me so hard that I fell several steps before 
I could get back on my feet again; perhaps it was all those elbows digging into my ribs; 
perhaps it was the bones under my feet or those dirty, smelly feet that were crushing my 
skull.

I couldn’t take it anymore. 

I decided to step out onto the wild rocks for a bit. ‘It is suffocating in there!’, I thought, 

looking at the relentless crowd, still pushing upwards, climbing the crude steps. I looked 
around me and saw boulders, menacing, threatening to dislodge from under and above 
me. But fewer people. That was enough.

I had to reach the top. 

I dug my nails into the hard earth and began to climb, and although I scratched and 
scalded my knees and elbows on the hot rocks, I seemed to be getting on as well as the 
folks climbing the steps. Sometimes, when I would get tired, I would be tempted to join 
them. All they seemed to do was look upwards and climb. I, on the other hand, needed to 
look all about me, even down behind me to discern ways to go forward. These people, they 
just had to climb one step at a time. It was tempting to join them. Then something would 
remind me of the crunching sound of feet crushing my skull on a step, maybe I would 
actually hear it from afar, and I’d decide that scarred skin was better than a damaged skull.

As I climbed further, I began noticing more people around me; perhaps they had always 
been there. Often I would meet a group, help out a few and get helped in return. By and by 
they would disappear and I would be left climbing by myself. The people on the steps were 
history by now. I could still hear their feet shuffling their way to the top. By now, the sound 
had faded into a hum, softer, nevertheless a persistent reminder of the common urge to 
reach the still out of sight peak.

I had climbed for a while. 

It was getting tougher now and the people were getting nastier. Fewer and fewer people 
were stopping to help. I thought this was because we were reaching the top, and the top 
was a place for a few elite and deserving warriors. I looked up and strained my eyes but 
the top was still out-of-sight, as unseen and away as it had ever been. I soon began to 
tire. At some point, I rolled a few paces backwards and no one rescued me as someone 
always had. I began to despair. I wanted to stop but I didn’t think I could. There was this 
ever present pull towards the top. I had to reach the top or just perish on my way. I knew 
halting for a breath would help but fear didn’t allow me. ‘Someone would push me or I 
would simply never move again’, I thought. I had to reach the top. I had to. 

Then just like that, I stopped. 

I had thought of all this, but I stopped. Fear turned to growing panic, but my feet would 
simply not move. They would only shuffle at the same spot from time to time. Despair and 
helplessness gnawed at my heart as I looked longingly towards that elusive zenith, my 
body straining in vain to displace itself. 

I had to reach the top.

I do not know how long I stood there, alone and static amidst the constant motion of the 
people on the steps; silent, with torrents of emotions raging inside me. Suddenly, I heard 
the sound of feet scratching the rocks below me. I felt a cool rush of wind as a figure 
swept past me. I didn’t register the feel of this person’s palm on mine before I had already 
climbed a few paces. I looked up to see a vaguely familiar figure climbing with me in tow. 
Perhaps this soul was one of many with whom I had shared a part of this uphill journey. I 
gathered myself, matched his pace, and found myself climbing up towards the peak with 
him. 

I still am. 

I have yet to recognise him and although I have never been able to climb as fast I had 
before, I have never felt safer climbing this mountain. Although each of us has stumbled 
several times, his hold has kept us from falling. And although this ever persistent tug to 
move on persists and keeps us climbing, I find that I no longer care about that sometimes 
promising, eternally elusive, and perhaps non-existent zenith. I don’t have to reach the 
top. I don’t want to reach the top. There is no top.
I only have to keep climbing.

The Climb
- V Saudamini
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I had to reach the top. 

Ahead of me loomed two doorways, and beyond them, a pair of white and pristine staircases 
rose towards an unknown zenith. The right door flew open and out emerged a ghastly 
figure with a dark face, sharp canines, unkempt hair, and two tiny horns on his head. All 
of a sudden I noticed people; scores, no thousands of people around me. Several were 
heading towards this door, despite the demon, and none of them had horns. I had to reach 
the top, but I didn’t like the look of the demon. I had to climb those stairs that, strangely 
enough, were still devoid of people. I took the door on the left and entered it. 

I entered into chaos. 

Gone were those beautiful white steps, an illusion replaced by a giant rock that loomed 
like the demon himself. This giant of a mountain stretched upwards, on and on towards 
eternity. There were people everywhere, shuffling and jostling past one another, all in a 
hurry to reach the top. In their hurry, I noticed that people took no heed to the fallen ones, 
even trampling them and pushing onward. I looked up at the mountain and from where 
I was, at the bottom, hidden among a sea of people and atop an equal number of dead, 
dying, trodden folks, I saw streams. Streams and streams– narrow and constricted- of 
people scurrying and clamouring their way to the top. They looked like streams of water in 
a vessel, joining and separating, merging and dividing, but unlike water, the streams were 
flowing upwards. I looked more closely at the foot of this hill, at the spots where people 
would concentrate before being carried up and away by the current, and saw steps. There 
they were, crude stone steps dug into the mountain that these people were following. ‘Not 
bad. This way, I’ll reach the top soon’, I thought. I stepped in with the people, feeling a 
sense of camaraderie amidst all the hustle and found myself being swept upwards by the 
crowd. 

I was finally on my way. 

Soon enough I realised that this upward journey was not going to be as dandy as I had 
thought. Perhaps because a few had pushed me so hard that I fell several steps before 
I could get back on my feet again; perhaps it was all those elbows digging into my ribs; 
perhaps it was the bones under my feet or those dirty, smelly feet that were crushing my 
skull.

I couldn’t take it anymore. 

I decided to step out onto the wild rocks for a bit. ‘It is suffocating in there!’, I thought, 

looking at the relentless crowd, still pushing upwards, climbing the crude steps. I looked 
around me and saw boulders, menacing, threatening to dislodge from under and above 
me. But fewer people. That was enough.

I had to reach the top. 

I dug my nails into the hard earth and began to climb, and although I scratched and 
scalded my knees and elbows on the hot rocks, I seemed to be getting on as well as the 
folks climbing the steps. Sometimes, when I would get tired, I would be tempted to join 
them. All they seemed to do was look upwards and climb. I, on the other hand, needed to 
look all about me, even down behind me to discern ways to go forward. These people, they 
just had to climb one step at a time. It was tempting to join them. Then something would 
remind me of the crunching sound of feet crushing my skull on a step, maybe I would 
actually hear it from afar, and I’d decide that scarred skin was better than a damaged skull.

As I climbed further, I began noticing more people around me; perhaps they had always 
been there. Often I would meet a group, help out a few and get helped in return. By and by 
they would disappear and I would be left climbing by myself. The people on the steps were 
history by now. I could still hear their feet shuffling their way to the top. By now, the sound 
had faded into a hum, softer, nevertheless a persistent reminder of the common urge to 
reach the still out of sight peak.

I had climbed for a while. 

It was getting tougher now and the people were getting nastier. Fewer and fewer people 
were stopping to help. I thought this was because we were reaching the top, and the top 
was a place for a few elite and deserving warriors. I looked up and strained my eyes but 
the top was still out-of-sight, as unseen and away as it had ever been. I soon began to 
tire. At some point, I rolled a few paces backwards and no one rescued me as someone 
always had. I began to despair. I wanted to stop but I didn’t think I could. There was this 
ever present pull towards the top. I had to reach the top or just perish on my way. I knew 
halting for a breath would help but fear didn’t allow me. ‘Someone would push me or I 
would simply never move again’, I thought. I had to reach the top. I had to. 

Then just like that, I stopped. 

I had thought of all this, but I stopped. Fear turned to growing panic, but my feet would 
simply not move. They would only shuffle at the same spot from time to time. Despair and 
helplessness gnawed at my heart as I looked longingly towards that elusive zenith, my 
body straining in vain to displace itself. 

I had to reach the top.

I do not know how long I stood there, alone and static amidst the constant motion of the 
people on the steps; silent, with torrents of emotions raging inside me. Suddenly, I heard 
the sound of feet scratching the rocks below me. I felt a cool rush of wind as a figure 
swept past me. I didn’t register the feel of this person’s palm on mine before I had already 
climbed a few paces. I looked up to see a vaguely familiar figure climbing with me in tow. 
Perhaps this soul was one of many with whom I had shared a part of this uphill journey. I 
gathered myself, matched his pace, and found myself climbing up towards the peak with 
him. 

I still am. 

I have yet to recognise him and although I have never been able to climb as fast I had 
before, I have never felt safer climbing this mountain. Although each of us has stumbled 
several times, his hold has kept us from falling. And although this ever persistent tug to 
move on persists and keeps us climbing, I find that I no longer care about that sometimes 
promising, eternally elusive, and perhaps non-existent zenith. I don’t have to reach the 
top. I don’t want to reach the top. There is no top.
I only have to keep climbing.

The Climb
- V Saudamini

Art: Kezia Ann
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Nostalgia 
Street

2010-2015
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Five years of IISER,
Five years of joy and fun,

Five years of new friends and foes,
But was five years too short?

As we bid a tearful adieu to the beloved folks of the 2010 
batch, we invite you to take a walk down the Nostalgia Street, 

relishing their five years of life at IISER Pune.

 

 Section designing: Divya Singh, Mekhala Kumar, Mithila Unkule and Shubham Chhajed
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SUMANTH

A very calm and cool-minded 

person, he has great organising 

skills and the most simple and 

elegant solutions to all 

problems. Sumanth was the 

perfect person to create balance 

at the chaotic Karavaan 

meetings with his no-nonsense-

let’s-get-to-business attitude. 

-Mate

NIRANJANA SREE-

LAL

She is an ever carefree 

soul. With eyes fre-

quently 

focused on his mobile, 

this guy is 

a gadget freak.

MARINAThe only designer for the 2012 Kalpa cover page, she can charm you with her humility and cute smile. This eternal art lover is always there whenever any help is required.

SHIVA
Be it chess or maths, Shiva is a savant. 

I’ll always 
remember him as one of the calmest, coolest, and brilliant guys around.

‘The new look of the 

campus is lovely. 

However, the old 

campus, especially the 

buses to Sai, will be 

missed!’

-Sujoy Saha

‘…the labs at Sai Trinity and libera-

tion after- the Sai Canteen, and 

obsessively playing Klueless, 

the brief Bingo (the potato chips) 

obsession…’

-Kshiti Mishra

‘Those 5 minute trips to 

Sai Trinity for lab, viva, 

printing, and journal 

completion!’

-Urvashi Gupta

‘I miss the Sai Trinity building, 

especially the computer lab, 

and being a latecomer to all 

classes.’

-M Sainath

‘I remember my first day in Raman 

hall, looking at the Bose speakers 

on the false ceiling; 

my first walk through HR-4 after 

settling down in the rooms. 

It has been a blur after.’

-Vishnu V Krishnan

‘I personally think that we bonded over the samosas, kachoris and vadapavs in Pashan market.’

-Nishad Mandlik

‘You no longer have to 

look at the bus 

schedule while planning 

an outing.’

-Sharath Chandra
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        ABINAND 

Despite his towering presence 

and foghorn voice, it is still a 

rare sight to spot him on campus 

on the weekends, not even on the 

basketball court. The epitome of a 

‘party guy’, his sarcasm and 

frankness will have you in splits. 

Abinand, you’ll leave huge 
footprints behind (literally)!

K SRIRAM
He will never fail to amaze you with his nerdy businesses. He is just excellent at whatever he does, be it Mimamsa question making or 

Age of Empires 2! 
-Aseem

VYANKATESH

Vyankatesh is an amazing 

fellow with a simple lifestyle 

and the drive to achieve 

something in life.

 He is an excellent poet and writer. 

All his virtues cannot be mentioned 

here, but he deserves a salute. 
-Petkar

                  SHANU 

A free and happy soul, 

he is always ready 
to help people. 

This mischievous and crazy guy 

is a capable of dozing off in his room 

and classroom alike.-Charu

DIPESHWARII’ve always respected Dipeshwari. When I took over as Someshwarwadi coordinator, the kids talked about her so much that it gave me a complex. 

SHIVA
Be it chess or maths, Shiva is a savant. 

I’ll always 
remember him as one of the calmest, coolest, and brilliant guys around.
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‘That place served as 

the hostel, the lecture hall complex, 

the examination hall, the mess, and the only 

construction in the campus. 

So yeah, HR-4 is pretty special to us.’

-Abhishek Mishra

‘The greatest thing about IISER was this feeling 

of home where everything was bundled up in one 

building (HR4) and you knew everyone and every 

nook and corner of the place.’

-Poortata Lalwani
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‘Late night staircase chats with padhai, maggi, and chai 

are unforgettable.’

-Urvashi Gupta

‘...w
atching 

Exorcist in HR-4 
and passing funny com

m
ents 

during the w
hole 

m
ovie…

’

-Dipeshw
ari 

Shew
ale

    MADHUSUDHANHe is a simple, hard working, and passionate researcher. Good times were those that we spent with you, man!         -Saurabh

 VINAYAK aka BABA

Known across batches as 

‘The Casanova of Delhi’, 

he actually has a fan club 

on Facebook! He’s not the 

quickest at responding to 

messages, and this has 

garnered him quite the 

reputation across batches.

  DIVYA
She is always on the 

look-out to try something 

new, be it glass painting or 

songs in languages alien to 

her.  She is always cheerful, 

and has a joke for almost every 

occasion.

VVKAlways cheerful and accommodating to everyone’s ideas, he is a true foodie who meticulously plans his weekend outings. His wit is delightfully tongue-in-cheek and you’d hardly come across a dull moment while conversing with VVK. 
-Rohit

 ‘HR-4 power 
cut: There was chaos all around; dustbins being thrown out from

 the second floor; the garbage was everywhere 
and we were 
collecting the trash back into the dustbins just to throw it down again. It was pure m

adness!’

-Him
anshu 

Rajm
ane
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‘...w
atching 

Exorcist in HR-4 
and passing funny com

m
ents 

during the w
hole 

m
ovie…

’

-Dipeshw
ari 

Shew
ale

    MADHUSUDHANHe is a simple, hard working, and passionate researcher. Good times were those that we spent with you, man!         -Saurabh

PRANAV 
The eternal goalkeeper of the
IISER Pune football team, 

this quizzer has a fetish for 
Russian movies and literature. 
Weird conversations with him 

make him one of the best 
persons to chill with.

                        -Abhinash Palai

BAHAI

A brother from 

another mother, you have 

been a true mirror. I will never 

forget that incident 

about the ‘castles in the air’,

which set me

on the right direction in life. 
-Anshul KapoorRESHMA

‘Smile full of love and heart full of mathematics.’You can always depend on Reshma. She’s got a plan for everything and an immense reserve of dedication. I’ll miss her guidance, perspective, and clarity of thought when it comes to matters concerning Prutha, and her advice in general. 
-Darshini, Visakh

RINTU

One of the sweetest 

and most lovable people

 you will ever meet. 

Her motherly tendencies 

instantly put you at ease. 

SANGAMESHA true master of volleyball, kho-kho, CS, and dance! This talented all-rounder 
ensures that his arrival from home is always eagerly awaited- thanks to the abundance of food he always brings back. 

 ‘HR-4 power 
cut: There was chaos all around; dustbins being thrown out from

 the second floor; the garbage was everywhere 
and we were 
collecting the trash back into the dustbins just to throw it down again. It was pure m

adness!’

-Him
anshu 

Rajm
ane

‘The Room A-309, HR-4: it belonged to Neha M, Meghana, 

and Neha Bora. But its actual residents were Neha M, Meghana, Neha 

Bora, Krishna, Kshiti, and Niharika. 

We spent the first two and half years in that room. 

Food, play, study all in one room. It was crazy. 

Neha M hated us during exams.

She used to sleep at 10 PM. We would start studying together as a 

group at 10 PM and go on till 4 AM. 

It would be a good night for us and good morning for Neha M.’

-Neha Bora

‘Of all the things I will miss the wall clock that was there below the 

window of the erstwhile reading room. 

Never understood why they removed it.’

-Abhishek Mishra
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‘…passing chits and munching during 

lectures…’ 

-Dincy Mariyam

‘The people sleeping in 
lectures. (aren’t the boring ones a perfectly natural 

sleeping pill?)’
-A-naan-y-mousse

‘...sleeping or talking through classes and 

getting caught (one of these incidents led to me 

being named ‘Shakti’ nearly permanently! I will al-

ways hold this against you, Abinand!), passing notes 

around (my first time!), ruining signatures 

(Sumanth and Gandru, heh heh!), doodling, 

teaching and learning the alphabet 

in Malayalam and Gujarati, composing rhymes 

behind notebooks, the occasional Mafia or Hangman 

in and between classes, the HSS group presentations 

and the entire process of making them...’

 
-Kshiti Mishra

SADHANA This inspirational 
and eccentric 

budding
 neuroscientist 

loves Bollywood dance 
numbers and 

is a great 
belly dancer. 

  VIRAJ
Former IISM boss- reserved yet fun, the one thing that defined him was his infatuation with hydra.

KAVYA
A studious girl 

who can spruce you 
up, making you 
more pretty and beautiful.

ANIL KUMAR

Anyone who has 

interacted with 

him knows that

 he is as friendly 
as he is 

hardworking, and a 

true delight to hang 

around with.

NEERAJAShe may look 
serious and 

tough at first, 
but she is very 
kind-hearted 

and ‘sensitive’.

Those long lectures!
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 ‘On the day of our last class 

together, we decided to wear 

the brightest shades of yellow.’

-Shailendra Kushwaha

‘How can anyone forget 

Yellow Day, when entire 

classrooms were aglow with 

shades of yellow!’

 -Kshiti Mishra

 ‘The last day that we were 

together in the same room 

as a batch (for 5
th

 year 

project counselling), all of us 

decided to wear the 

brightest shades of yellow that 

we owned. 

Much photographic 

documentation ensued.’

 -Krishna Anujan

 

‘In the second year, our favourite 

course (by far) was DDC 201, 

expanded as 

Dincy Doesn’t Care 201. 

This was a course conducted 

during the 15 minutes of 

a tea break, by the instructor 

Dincy Mariyam, and TAed by 

yours truly and partner-in-crime

roommate. 

It dealt with several profound 

questions like 

“What is life?”, 

bizarre answers to which were 

provided by the class. 

These nefarious activities came 

to a sudden halt when, one fine 

afternoon we were caught during 

the act and smirked at.’

 -Krishna Anujan

       
       

      A
FSAH 

A calm and quiet p
erson 

who greets
 everyone with 

a warm and supportive 

smile, h
e is always 

available to lend a helping 

hand. He is fondly known 

as the ‘Valyettan’ of the 

Malayali community.

      
PRATHAMESH

Prem
ium pace bowler, 

body builder, a
nd ‘th

e 

guardian of th
e galaxy’. 

If a
ll th

is was not 

enough, he’s also an AOE 

champ, photographer, a
nd 

above all, a
 happy soul.

SREE VANI 

She is an 

interesting 

person with 

an obsession 

with the 

totally 

unrelated 

subjects of 

frogs and 

physics!

MIHIR
He is the 

astronomer 
of their 
batch. 

We call him 
entrance 

exam-cracker 
(If you know 

what I mean ;))
-Sujay Mate

             

URVASHI 

A Bollywood 

buff and an 

all-time 

antakshari 

champion, 

she knows 

all Bollywood 

evergreen 

songs by 

heart. 

-Ajay Tiwari

SAGAR

I have never s
een

 a more 

hard-working, sincere,
 

kind person. 

He is
 defin

itely
 one of th

e 

most in
spirin

g seniors I 

have had.

      
      

     -
HR Harsha

   POOJA

She is silent 

and graceful. 

Her unvarying 

sleep schedule 

leaves many 

baffled.
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‘The best times were after Saturday dinners when all of us would return to 

IISER in the same bus, yapping away to glory. Sometimes, if we were  lucky, we 

would be in this particularly dilapidated bus owned by the PMPNL, with a 

gaping hole in place of the rear windshield. Many of us would then just hang 

with our heads out of the “window”, singing to all passers-by, much to the 

indignation of a few saner batchmates.’

-Krishna Anujan

DINCY 

One of the craziest 

people one might meet, 

with a wonderful 

knack of doing 

weirdly awesome 

things. Her karate and 

her monkey pranks go 

hand in hand. 

She has the craziest 

ideas for posing in

 photos.

SANKET
He is a smart guy, and an absolute genius in maths. My first interaction 

with him was through 
maths. His creativity is seen in his sketches, which he does well. 

-Brijesh
NISHAD 

Organising STS with 

you was a great 

learning experience for 

me. I highly appreciate 

your ideas for Disha 

and also your love for 

lame jokes. -Sharvaree

VM
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SANKET
He is a smart guy, and an absolute genius in maths. My first interaction 

with him was through 
maths. His creativity is seen in his sketches, which he does well. 

-Brijesh
NISHAD 

Organising STS with 

you was a great 

learning experience for 

me. I highly appreciate 

your ideas for Disha 

and also your love for 

lame jokes. -Sharvaree

SURABHI

An amazing 

person with great love for 

the music of

 ‘God is an Astronaut’, 

and with an impeccable 

fashion sense. Her matching 

earrings, nail-polish, 

stilettos, and great collection 

of accessories will 

be terribly missed.      

                              

     
     YOVHAN

A cheerful, 
happy-go-lucky, adorable 
character, he is a pleasant 
person to hang out with. 
He is the coolest senior 
we know, no wonder we 

called him YO! He was so 
cool that he had to join the 
‘COoL’ lab of IISER Pune. 

-Neeraja

       ARYAArya is the sensible and soft spoken one- always working hard. She has a 
good and different perspective on things, which is very refreshing. The long night chats, making Chemistry Mimamsa questions, and the emotional moments 

shared with her will be missed equally by everyone.  -Katti, Sohoni

  
 UTKARSH 

Shaurya’s backbone (quite literally!), avid moneylender, and one of the most fierce debaters around. His love for trains and missing them is well known, as is his penchant for the ‘college guys’ phenotype (ZNMD much?).

BALA From asking for 

dares to propose to random 

girls to being his official 

broker for finding him a 
girlfriend, I’m fortunate 

enough  to have a bro like him! 

All the philosophy invented 

while he laid ‘flat’ in front of the 

lift will never be forgotten!
Nee Thaan Machan!

‘Disha gave me a new 

meaning in life. Getting 

out of our cocoon to look 

at the outside world gives 

us a different perspective 

and sometimes can be a 

life changing 

experience.’

-Nishad Mandlik

‘It has always been fun to be a part of festivities of various 

regions of the country. Be it Onam or Saraswati Puja, all the 

festivals are celebrated here, with equal fervour.’

-Abhilesh Dhawanjewar

‘Dressing up for the Masquerade party during Karavaan ’14 was memo-

rable. I love last minute ideas. We were not prepared, 

and we had no costumes. 

It was Vishnu’s idea! 

Why not use some leaves and twigs? They are available in 

abundance in the campus. 

And thus we dressed up 

and grabbed the prize.’

-Reshma Chandrasekharan

‘There are a lot of unforgettable moments right from the beginning of my life at IISER- 

the freshers’ party where we performed some movie spoof or danced.’

-Madhusudan Naik
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AYUSH
His birthday became a 

landmark in batch 
history, but he didn’t stop 

there. Time and again, 
Nagar has proved his worth 

as an entertainer of the
masses.

ASWATHY
A highly ambitious 
and fun person, her 

forever spic-and-span 
room reflects the level of her discipline .(We just found our Monica!) 

PREETI
Math and math 
lovers seek her 

attention, a simple 
and sweet-hearted

 senior who is happy to lend books!  

‘Another wonderful memory is the night trek 

from Katraj to Sinhagad, with several enthusiastic cutlets from 

2009, 2010, and 2012 batches. 

Climbing and descending several hills, looking like Hobbits 

climbing up the Misty Mountains with torchlights, 

sunrise found us on a lonely hill, with Sinhagad a couple of hills 

away. Exhausted and disappointed, we had to climb down 

to a nearby village, eat warm pohe 

and board a bus back home to IISER. 

It had been a lovely night with city lights below 

and meteor showers overhead!’                                  

-Krishna Anujan
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NISARG

The long train journeys would have 

been too boring without his stories: 

be it those of him wandering in the

 Himalayas, working with monkeys, 

or travelling to Ladakh. I respect and 

envy him for being such a great 

photographer! -Sharvaree V

                                       MANISH 
He is an independent, self confident person and has a  positive attitude towards life. He does not unnecessarily worry about work and enjoys life fully. He has the courage 

to speak the truth and takesresponsibility for his mistakes. 
-VGA Lab

PRASANJEET
He is one of those few people who is a 

friend to all and enemy to none.
His flair for designing is envious 

and equally adorable is his penchant 
for gadgets and gaming. He is 
always full of life and energy, 

spreading joy with his infectious 
smile. 

- Sanjana

                                        SHARATH 

Sharath is smart, inquisitive, 
and is a fountain of 

information on anything 
and everything. He is always 

hyperactive and his enthusiasm 
is truly inspirational. 

An amazing chemist, he proves to 

be a great role model and has been a 

wonderful support system whenever 
necessary! 

-Katti

KRITHIKAComing to IISER did nothing to change my opinion of you. You’re still the crazy, ever-smiling, helpful ‘bulb’ 
with the perfect incapability to tease 

people. My go-to person if I need 
cheering up, you are the sister that I never had (much to the chagrin of the one I do have). 

-Sruti  

AYUSH
His birthday became a 

landmark in batch 
history, but he didn’t stop 

there. Time and again, 
Nagar has proved his worth 

as an entertainer of the
masses.

ASWATHY
A highly ambitious 
and fun person, her 

forever spic-and-span 
room reflects the level of her discipline .(We just found our Monica!) 

PREETI
Math and math 
lovers seek her 

attention, a simple 
and sweet-hearted

 senior who is happy to lend books!  

‘One of my most memorable moments as a batch was the first trek we 

undertook to Torna fort. About half of our batch along with a few of 

our seniors went to the mighty fort of Torna on a rainy morning, 

passing through treacherous routes, lost in the mist, relishing 

sandwiches outside a temple after having reached the top, soaking wet 

for most of the trek, but sharing a truly exhilarating experience!’

-Rachana Bhave
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‘Winning the gold in 

kho-kho for IISER Pune in 

IISM.’

-Shailendra Kushwaha

MAITREYEE

An easy-going 

girl with a laid 

back attitude, 

she believes in

enjoying life to 

the fullest. 

She can be 

extremely 

hardworking 

when she takes up 

responsibility.

  HARIRAM

Thank you for your 

kind and patient 

lessons. You taught 

me that during 

the darkest of times,  

not losing hope and 

staying calm is the 

key to victory. 

-Ajith Nair 

 
SANTOSH 

Unlikely to be spotted 

easily, high level of 

concentratiion in classes 

are commendable. 

AJITH

Don’t let the 

silent exterior 

scare you off, 

approach him 

with any difficulty 

and he will

 always try to 

help you out.

 ‘The most exciting occasion was when IISER’s first Foundation Day clashed with the 

India vs Pakistan semi-final of the WC 2011. The admin knew the student turnout 

wouldn’t be great , and so made sure that they wouldn’t give the students a rea-

son to walk out of the gates- so labs were closed, the library closed, internet access 

disrupted, and TVs disconnected. Most people left early in the morning, making sure 

they wouldn’t miss the match. Unfortunately, I was at a conflict of interest with the 

Kalpa edition being released. It was funny that the chief guest, Dr. CNR Rao, himself 

seemed to be more interested in the match, asking us for regular updates while 

he was at the podium. By the end of the ceremony, we were dying to get on with 

watching the match, having instructed Sanjay Sir to put back everything as soon as 

possible so that we could watch the match post lunch. And how much more sweet 

the victory felt at the end of it all.’

                                                                                                                          -Rachana Bhave

‘...playing for 

Shaurya’10, 

the Kreeda Jung 

tug-of-war matches, 

and the throwball and 

handball games; 

the 2011 World Cup 

finals…’

-Krithika VR

      
  MEGHANA

One brilli
ant woman

 it i
s who I can say 

is the pioneer o
f such

 ‘awesomeness’ in
 the

English language. 

Correc
t only no, it 

is! 

-Kalyanee

AKSHAY
 I never thought I’d see 
the  day when Akshay 

would be called more ‘fun’ 
than me. Unfortunately, 

I did. Also, I’m still 
convinced that it’s 

his undies that were  
visible from the old

 canteen.
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‘Hitting the winning runs in the final 

of the IPL for our batch cricket team- 

Shaurya'10.’

-Siddharth Mohite

       NEHA B
The Bora the Neha. 

The ultimate account 
person and super 

energetic too. 
Her gleeful smile has won 

quite a few hearts!

         SUJOY 

‘Glamour’ and ‘Shammi 

Kapoor’ are just underrated 

nicknames. 

His true genius lies in 

chemistry and badminton 

(and invitations thereof!).

THAMEEZYou’re one of a kind, staying true to the meaning of your name (in Arabic!).Enjoyed every moment spent with you. 
 

      FARZEENA

She seems to be an introvert

 at the first glance, 

but can talk for hours 

together with a 

group of people she is 

comfortable with.

‘Most of the time we wouldn’t 

need to watch matches be-

cause the shouts of victory or 

sudden bouts of silence were 

enough to tell us what was 

going on in the match. 

However, in the last 15 overs or 

so, the little room   

                 would be packed

        with all the girls

                              in IISER.’

                                 -Rachana      

                                       Bhave 

‘One of the best memories is going to CCD 

to watch the India vs Pakistan World Cup 

2011 semi-final, on the day of the 

inauguration of the Mendeleev Block, and 

the crazy celebration after 

India won the World Cup.’

                                 -Shiva Chidambaram                          

‘...reaching semi-finals in a 5-a-side 

football match at COEP and 

Symbiosis (Jan, 2013)...’

-Anurag Mishra
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‘...c
elebratin

g 

birth
days by 

cracking eggs 

on th
e B’day 

boy and 

wearin
g pink 

on Arya’s 

birth
day 

because

she hates 

pink…’    
 

 -D
ipeshwari          

   S
hewale

‘Birt
hdays w

ere
 never e

xcitin
g fo

r m
e until 

I c
am

e to
 IIS

ER. 

They used to
 be sobere

d-down affairs
 bang in
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e m

iddle of s
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-

m
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acatio
n until 

m
y first y

ear a
t I

ISER. 

In m
y short 

life
 th

ere
, I 

was given a personalis
ed Tre

asure
 H

unt, 

a personalis
ed cro

ssword
 prin

te
d on a t-

shirt
, t

he w
orld

’s coolest 

boxers and th
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andpainte
d la
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p cover e

ver! 

I fe
el lo

ved here
!’

 -K
ris

hna A
nujan
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he N
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 m
y fr
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e w
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ny 

bakkerw
adis, c
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 to

m
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 1

.5
m
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ext d
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 m
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d
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 c
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a
n
e

ABHILESH 
Leshu- the show-off dimple 
boy who owns a fluorescent 
wardrobe and will always 
have an aura of Relispray 

around him due to his 
continuous love affair with 

injuries suffered in football. 
This is the best that this 
beer-belly boy can be de-

scribed. 
-Kalyanee

RAVINDRA 

A silent cartoonist with an 

obsession with ants. I owe 

whatever little knowledge I 

have about ants to you! 

Your photographs have filled 

the photography gallery and 

coloured Kalpa with a myriad 

of colours of nature. 

-Sharvaree

    AKASH KRISHNA
The prolific captain and 
allrounder of the Broken 

Trebuchets, he is one of the most 
dependable guys around. 

His adventures inn love are a 
subject of common knowledge, 

as are his and Ajesh’s 

experiments with Photoshop.

      ASWATHIA fun person,she will be remembered for her melodic singing.

HAPPY BIRTHDAY 

TO YOU!
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      ASWATHIA fun person,she will be remembered for her melodic singing.

  RACHANA 

Kalpa would never hold any 

meaning to me if it wasn’t for 

her and somewhere I owe this 

Kalpa to her. She has a knack for 

being nice to every person and 

still getting her work done. 

I am convinced she used some 

magic on us during those Kalpa ‘13 

days. Her ideas and passion for 

Kalpa, art, and people are commendable. 

This tiny space isn’t enough to 

describe her wonderfulness! 

                                                   -Harini

     GOLU
A true sportsperson. 

Name a sport and he is good at it already. Golu is an inspiring example of modesty and sincerity that every sportsman needs to possess in order to succeed in any race. 
-Kalyanee, Prasanth

SOURAVYou always inspire me with your indomitable spirit for life and physics. You are a perfectionist, be it in the kitchen or while composing music. Learnt a lot cooking together and preparing for Jhankaar Beats with Krithika and Harsha, which we won the first time! It has been an amazing jour-ney till now. 
-Anandita Dey

SAUDAMINII vividly remember the time when we came to you asking for books and you told us, 
‘Chill out people, it’s just your first 

week here’ and we ended up 
chatting for hours. I am grateful 
that you have always been there 
to guide me in my tough times, 

be it Kalpa or SPIC MACAY. 
-Sharvaree V

ABHISHEK

Ever-smiling with a carefree 

attitude, he has never ceased to 

amaze us. He is capable of 

rationalising every situation and 

balances out the group. Mishra, you 

have made those post-drama club 

sessions a lot more fun with your 

witty statements.
–The Drama Club.

‘Our first batch anniversary which was on 8
th

 of August 2011 

was the best of all. We went to some restaurant in Kothrud 

for dinner and people who I never imagined could do a dance 

move, did the Helicopter!’

-Dincy Mariyam

‘Birthday celebrations and going out together was a lot of fun; 

the birthdays for which we had to convince the guards to let us party even 

though the lady guard upstairs was upset.’

-Ayush Nagar

‘…being a clue myself for a treasure hunt 

planned for my friend’s birthday…’  

 -Arya Thampi 
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‘…night-time badminton 

matches outside HR-4 till the 

warden pushed the girls in; 

handball- our invention (though 

not the authentic one)- we played 

this game almost every other 

night for more than a year; 

chats at the 

(never working) fountain in front 

of the guest house…’

 -Urvashi Gupta

‘Sleepless nights spent in the name 

of Sentience, and Mimamsa; haggling with 

the security to let us stay beyond 

2 AM (there was a time when we were not 

allowed to have meetings going on after 

2 AM).’

 -Neha M

‘Those late night sappy girly talks with my 

roomie Saudamini, those times we spent 

trying to figure things out the night before 

exams, and the Friday night ‘ritual’ Niharika 

and I started in our fourth year 

(Sadly, Arya abandoned us in this venture 

over time).’

-Surabhi Jirapure

‘The most memorable moment for me was the 

night before the TIFR exam. We were 

extremely bored and fed up of studying. 

Then we suddenly made a plan to go out for a 

movie. We enjoyed it so much. It felt as if we 

were done with all our exams.’

 -Aswathi Ashok

 ‘...playing ludicrous games like 

“Consequences” often with hilarious 

consequences; watching Anurag and 

Abhishek convince Rachana and Sauda that 

they were depressed!’

-Poortata Lalwani

	   AJESH 
 Popularly known as the 
‘Silent Gyani’ of the AG 

lab, Ajesh is extremely 
caring and helpful. This 
innocent Kochi freak’s 

neuronal circuits are wired 
towards cooking!

  	
SHAILENDRA 

‘Sahi hai bey!’ : The first 

words that come to mind 

when I think about him. 

His ever-present smile and 

happy-go-lucky attitude 

can lift the mood of even 

the most demoralised 

person (except for when 

exams are around!).

  	       JOCINTH
‘Style Guru’ of the 2010 batch, his never-ending tryst with his hair leaves many a people ashamed of their unkempt hair. Add to that the ‘chill dude’ walking style and here you have an incarnation of the Casanova 

himself.

SAINATH

‘The man with all the 

elegant algorithms.’

We are grateful to you 

for your ‘lessons’, your 

constant support and 

help in all our endeavors, 

and of course your 

stories. -Ajith, Visakh

We 
live 
at 

night! ‘…overnight 

series of 

AOE and CS 

matches!’

-Anurag Mishra
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‘The most memorable moment for me was the 

night before the TIFR exam. We were 

extremely bored and fed up of studying. 

Then we suddenly made a plan to go out for a 

movie. We enjoyed it so much. It felt as if we 

were done with all our exams.’

 -Aswathi Ashok

 ‘...playing ludicrous games like 

“Consequences” often with hilarious 

consequences; watching Anurag and 

Abhishek convince Rachana and Sauda that 

they were depressed!’

-Poortata Lalwani

SAINATH

‘The man with all the 

elegant algorithms.’

We are grateful to you 

for your ‘lessons’, your 

constant support and 

help in all our endeavors, 

and of course your 

stories. -Ajith, Visakh

          	   GANDRUGandru is the sacred 
Tirupati boy, with an ultra big 

fan following at IISER and a 
not-so-gentlemanly attitude. 

This boy is particularly known 

for his fake ‘Sponsorship/Band 
cancellation and equipment 

damage’ calls a night before 
Karavaan started, completely 

freaking out the core committee 

members. How inhumane is that!
    PRARABDHA 

Caring, responsible, hard working, and polite. It is impossible to anger her inspite of all the silly antics that we pulled.With the perfect amount of dedication, she might just be the perfect senior (read, mentor). Thank you for making the SPIC MACAY experience one to treasure.
-Sruti, Saket

   	           REVATI
The girl with a Sony HXR MC1500 P (video camera), who never says no when it comes to recording; be it Talk for Twenty, Karavaan, orany guest lecture! You have helped us relive many memorable events of IISER.

                               		   POORTATAMaking weird statements and adding her own logic to them is her speciality. Your expressions and your ‘mandir zyada, aspatal kam...’
dialogue, those practice sessions 
for our ‘still on paper’ play will always be in our memories. Somewhere you brought us all together and we are grateful.

		         –The Drama Club

		
    NITHEESH K

I have seen people singing in dual voice, but never expected someone to sing in both a male and female voice.
You never cease to amaze me. Also, I have heard you say, 

’I don’t care’ more than anything 
else. I wonder if you are ever 

serious at all.

‘Kalpa 2012, of all Kalpas, will be the closest to my heart. The number of 

sleepless nights we had having forgone food; so much so that 

Prof. Mohanan decided to take us for lunch at 4:00 PM! The rambling 

I subjected my juniors and batch-mates to in that sleep deprived state, 

complaining endlessly about the ‘dog english’ people wrote in. 

The reading room at HR-4 was our haven for a month, urging- rather, 

begging- people to write. And how for weeks we would show Ambika 

Ma’am just that one section again and again, and she would still be 

assured that we would manage to do this work after all. I know that if not 

anything, I can definitely try and work in a publishing house.’

 -Rachana Bhave

‘The moment when 

after months of 

hard-work and 

sleepless nights, 

Kalpa 2012 was 

finally ready to be 

printed.’

-Prasenjeet Kawale

‘Life talks with Krishna 

before exams. 

Making people 

understand concepts 

(one at a time) for two 

hours a day before exams 

only and finding out that 

that part wasn’t even 

taught in class (ODE).’

-Neha Bora



136

DEVIK
A

Child
ish

 and 

lov
able

, s
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MAHITHA 
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et 
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YAGYIK

You are a great captain and an 

extremely committed individual 

(as far as football was 

concerned). If there was one man 

I could turn to for some advice, it 

was you. It has been my pleasure 

to be your junior, your teammate, 

and of course your friend. 

-Naven

PRATYUSH

A ch
em

ist
ry

 la
b 

gen
iu

s, 
he’s

 k
now

n 

fo
r h

ow
 help

fu
l h

e i
s 

and has a
 st

aggeri
ng 

va
rie

ty
 of

 co
nta

cts
.

‘Never been 

to a place that 

has so many 

meetings.’

           -Sharath 

Chandra

‘Exams 

ka 

pressure 

hai, let’s 

have a 

cad-B!’

-Preeti

Nigam

‘...Rockstar 

movie; 

Sadhana 

impersonating 

Laxmi and

calling 

Vishnu...’

         -Prarabdha       

          Jagadane

‘Karavaan ’13 was a 

memorable event because 

I 
dared to dance!’

-Shailendra Kushwaha

‘All  

night 

Mafia!’

-Yagyik 

Goswami

‘Antakshari 

after every 

Karavaan.’

-Neha BoraHIM
ANSHU

W
ith

 his 
su

per
 w

eir
d 

id
ea

s, 
he n

eve
r s

top
s 

su
rpr

isi
ng, 

am
usin

g, o
r c

arin
g 

for
 th

e p
eop

le 

arou
nd him

. 

W
e l

ov
e y

ou
 B

2! 
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YAGYIK

You are a great captain and an 

extremely committed individual 

(as far as football was 

concerned). If there was one man 

I could turn to for some advice, it 

was you. It has been my pleasure 

to be your junior, your teammate, 

and of course your friend. 

-Naven

‘The best thing that has 

recently 

happened is the 

opening of the canteen 

that remains open till 

midnight.

 Before that the canteen 

staff used to serve hot 

coffee at about 11:30 PM 

during exams.’

.

-Sree Vani

‘We were told 

by our seniors 

that if you 

think some 

particular club 

is missing at 

IISER, 

start it.’

-Reshma

Chandrasekharan

‘Watching 

F.R.I.E.N.D.S

(TV series) 

throughout 

the night!’

-Prarabdha 

Jagadane

‘Singing patriotic 

songs well into the 

night at HR-4, 

the day India won the 

World Cup.’

-Neha M

‘Friday 

night 

movies, 

Saturday 

dinners,...’

-Dincy 

Mariam

‘Time spent 

on making 

personalised 

gifts for 

friends on 

their 

birthdays!’

-Neha M

‘I used to 

always 

wait for 

Saturday 

night 

to go to 

“Tamil 

Mess”, 

which is 

opposite 

NCL 

Innovation 

park.’

-M Sainath

‘Now IISER has a peaceful 
students’ room, decent internet and a good canteen. 

What more can I ask for?’

-Akshay YS

‘I will miss the post 

lab hours spent in 

the Sai canteen, 

eating and talking just 

about anything and 

everything.’

-Neha M

                                              ‘12 AM bus     

                                    rides from Sai 

                    and late night chats 

         by the fountain.’

                       -Krithika V
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NIHARIKA

Whenever I meet her I’m 

always struck by how 

unassuming and genuinely 

nice she is. 

Eternally cheerful, 

she instantly puts you at ease 

and is always ready to help out 

in any way she can.

 

SUKRUTIA highly meticulous and dedicated person with principles. I have sat down and wondered how you have managed to be so diligent about 
everything you do.

-Sharvaree V

PADMAJA

A cute cartoon character, 

she is the go-to person for a plate 

of maggi as her ‘maggi skills’ 

are well known.

ANURAG 

A hardcore Real Madrid fan,

 this footballer is one of the 

‘seniors’ who never seemed like one. 

Though his judgemental attitude 

can sometimes get on your nerves, 

his advice and help is always 

useful and not ’mainstream’. He will 

be missed for all the Monday night 

quizzes and the football practices! 

-Omkar

SIDDHARTH

The nicest guy we have met.

You are one of the sweetest 

and most caring guys 

that we know of. 

Your funny statements and 

smiles will always remain 

in our hearts.  

–The Drama Club

Of Krishna, Kshiti, and (K)neha

Here we pen a tearful adieu,
to those sentient beings who guided us through,
hoards of commas, idioms, and phrases,
once each time the moon phases. 

With these OCD, enthu-cutlet geeks,
we wouldn’t mind a few extra weeks,
so go, but don’t go; miss you as we may,
we wish you luck as you go your way.

Quillingly yours,
Radhika, Shruti, and Ashwini

‘...a fit of giggles, some great advice, and a few heart-
warming moments. These moments have now rolled into 

years shaping them into one long, crazy, bumpy but beautiful 
journey. It has been a privilege to have known all of you! 

So long seniors, until we meet again.’ 
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Sab Moh 
Maya Hai!


