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A half and six billion bodies together.
A half and six billion hearts, they beat.

A flurry of faces in a crowd,
each with a different agenda to meet.

More emotions flash through their hearts,
than one even begins to comprehend. 

Some are lovely and naïve,
Some crooked, just pretend

They cry, they laugh, they frown, they weep
But in the end what they do seek

With all their heart, good will
Is bliss and calm and peace and still.
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One creates from nothing. If you try to create from something, you’re just changing something. So, 
in order to create something you first have to be able to create from nothing.”

-Werner Erhard

A million edits, a few thousand requests, hundreds of hours of work, a fortnight of sleeplessness, 
many a virus laden pen drive and the effort and patience of a few dedicated ones has gone into 
creating Kalpa 2013 from scratch.

Most importantly, I thank all the contributors for first creating something from nothing.

Changing the something to perfection with the extra comma, a better word or a better font has 
been the effort of quite a few people. Ably spearheaded by Krishna, Saudamini and Prasenjeet are 
Abhishek, Arya, Ashwini, Darshini, Aniruddhan, Harsha, Ketan, Nilima, Papia, Pranav, Priyadarshi, 
Sahana, Shiva, Shruti and Sujoy.

A picture is worth more than a thousand words, they say. Encompassing these words in sketches 
and photographs has not been an easy task. For the endless discussions, reminders and quite a few 
trips to the Mendeleev block for the sketches, I thank Harini, Lavanya, and Sukanya. My thanks to 
Chaitanya, Nisarg, Sharvaree and Vishnu the people behind the lens.

Carrying out the colossal task of putting together all the text and images, designing every single 
page of this magazine has been possible because of Prasenjeet alone. For his immense patience, 
dedication and perseverance I can never be more thankful. This edition of Kalpa would never have 
been possible, if not for him.

Coping up with our ever extending deadlines, erratic work hours and crazy ideas must have been an 
arduous task for someone new. A token of gratitude to Dr. Richa Rikhy for constantly supporting us 
and giving us all the freedom to pursue even the whackiest of our ideas. I also thank K. P. Madhu for 
his invaluable suggestions.

With the ever-changing times at IISER, the one thing that has remained constant is the unflinching 
support of the director, Dr. K. N. Ganesh, towards this venture. I hope this faith remains unshaken 
and Kalpa grows by leaps and bounds with every passing year.  

Even in this era of pdf's and e-books, no sentiment is comparable to holding a copy of the 
magazine, the fruit of your toil, in print. For making this possible, we thank Anson Printers. 

If anyone has been missed, it is only because the above lines have been written in a sleep deprived 
state faced with the daunting task of thanking the multitude of people who have made this possible. I 
assure you, it is purely unintentional.

“

Thanks again!

Rachana

Acknowledgements
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Editor Unedited

Chaotic! What were they thinking?” might be the reaction of many, at the first glimpse of the 
magazine.

Wait, before you push it aside, and just stare at it for a moment longer. A riot of colours, traces 
starting and ending from nowhere, lost in a long unwinding path. Take a step back, follow the traces, 
and let your gaze wander, sit back and ponder. In one such moment of quiet, you will find patterns 
emerging – patterns which only you can see. The colours, you will see, unfold one after another, 
intertwining without truly mixing. Each one although flowing into the other, still retains its identity.

Unsure of what to expect, walk a few steps further and you will find yourself reminiscing events 
of the past year in Almanac. Do not write this section off, as a mere compilation of reports, though. 
More than a recollection of facts, it is a reflection of the hopes, aspirations, triumphs, experiences, 
ideas and opinions of the students about the activities in IISER. Compiled in here are new additions 
to this ever-expanding community, too and the impression that IISER has made in the outside world.

Watch your step and be wary of what comes next! 

After a walk in this rather well-laid-out park, you will find yourself amidst a city – a city with 
tumult of expression and thoughts. Find yourself falling in and out of love, sometimes feeling sad, 
at other times happy. Feel the anger and disgust in the face of injustice; overcome it with a sense 
of courage. Although you might be amazed or awestruck by what you see, you may also sense fear. 
Gradually, you are sucked into the midst; the centre of the hurricane and there is no way out. Here, 
is where you can let go of everything, all emotion, to experience a sense of calm; a sense of peace and 
freedom.

The sections encompass the essence of each thought, having different manifestations of emotions 
and expressions; each melting into one of the nine Rasas.

Somewhere not very far from this crazy labyrinth is a rather familiar place - somewhere you have 
been before, or you know you will soon be. A place from where you have to tread new paths. You take 
a moment and remember the journey that you have such sweet memories of, and all bitterness and 
tiredness is lost. You remember your first step into the new city, how friendships were forged and new 
alleys explored. From there you will come out wiser, happier and rather nostalgic. Take this trip down 
the memory lane in an ode, dedicated to one such caravan to which the year 2008 belonged. Revered 
by young and old alike, they will be sorely missed.

Now that you have reached the end you will realize that, the trip was worthwhile after all. You will 
have found the method in the madness. You will know that, what we have created for you is not just 
a magazine to be stacked in the corner of a bookshelf, but an experience unique to each person. An 
experience that is open to your interpretation.

Hope you enjoy reading it, even better, relishing it!

Rachana

“
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An ensemble of student activities at IISER
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It was an occasion the entire IISER family kept checking 
their calendars for, that which had been marked as a 

momentous event in the history of our institute and 
deserved commemoration. It was the 3rd Foundation 
day of IISER Pune, dated 30th March, 2012. Another 
year of quality education had been added to the nascent 
institute’s life and there could have been no better way 
to express jubilation than by organising a full-fledged 
celebration to honour the day.

The campus was made spotlessly clean and immaculate. 
Halls, common rooms, corridors, gardens looked spick 
and span. These, in addition to the little decorations 
put up, contributed to the festive ambience, suiting 
the occasion effectively. Considering the significance 
of the event, this day had been hand-picked to be the 
day the experimental Physics laboratory, the ћ block 
was to be inaugurated. The honours were carried out 
by Padma Shri Prof. T.V. Ramakrishnan, Chairman, 
Board of Governors, IISER Pune. This laboratory has 
been running efficiently so far with no impediments 
whatsoever.

All were dressed in their best formals. The 
Multipurpose Hall was the planned venue for the 
function. The chief guest for the occasion was Padma 
Bhushan Prof. R. A. Mashelkar who is the Chairman, 
Board of Governors, IISERs Kolkata and Mohali. He 
has also received the Shanti Swarup Bhatnagar prize, the 
Padma Shri, Fellowship of the Royal Society of London, 
membership to the Scientific Advisory Council to the 

Prime Minister and many more laurels. The turnout 
was extraordinarily large, comprising students from all 
batches, the administrative staff, the faculty, the Dean, 
Prof. G. Ambika and not to mention the Director, Prof. 
K. N. Ganesh. Both Prof. Ramakrishnan and Prof. 
Mashelkar were welcomed by thunderous applause. The 
event commenced with a speech by Prof. Ramakrishnan. 
He spoke in praise of the institute and its system of 
education with a few well-chosen words. He then went 
on to talk about his expectations of the institute and 
how well IISER seems to be gaining ground all over 
India. He appeared to be a man of few words, but when 
he spoke, they were worth listening to.

Following this was the much-awaited speech by Prof. 
Mashelkar which was titled ‘Doing and leading science 
in India - Reflections from a personal journey’. Taking 
instances from his own experiences, he recounted the 
journey of science through changing times and how it 
has arrived to its present form, despite the many failures 
and breakdowns on its way. He enlightened us on the 
immense significance of patenting and the importance 
of thinking through every decision we make regarding 
our careers in science. The augmentation in the arena 
of scientific technology, the development of scientific 
temper and the blossoming future of science were a few 
of the valuable messages conveyed through his talk. He 
also reverently mentioned a few of his acquaintances, 
fellow luminaries in the field of research, who were 
present in the audience. His talk was so riveting that 
everyone listened  with rapt attention.

By Pallavi BanerjeeFoundation Day
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Next was the Appreciation Award distribution 
ceremony wherein the entire IT department and the 
administrative staff were awarded certificates and 
mementos. The Great Wall Corporation Services Pvt. 
Ltd., Shree Kshetrapaleshwar Tourist and Sneh Services 
were all awarded for their untiring efforts towards 
security, transportation and house-keeping services. 
These awardees can never be thanked enough for 
the pains taken to ensure that every aspect of IISER 
continues to function smoothly. 

Finally, it was time for the unveiling of that one thing 
all students and faculty had been waiting for - the 6th 
issue of our annual magazine, Kalpa. The honours of 
releasing the new issue were done by Prof. Mashelkar. 
As pointed out by Alisha Pathak (a pivotal figure in 
the Kalpa team), this new volume was nothing like 
any of the previous issues. It had been compiled with 
an assortment of Indian languages strung together. 
The whole of the Kalpa team was called up on stage 
and rewarded with ‘International Year of Chemistry’ 
mugs for their sincere efforts into keeping the ‘Kalpa’ 
tradition alive and going. Along with this, this event also 
witnessed the release of an educational documentary, 

‘Chandra: In Quest of Perspectives’, an IISER Pune 
production. It is a short film directed by filmmaker 
Nandan Kudhyadi, featuring Dr. Sudarshan Ananth as 
the narrator. The documentary is based on the life of S. 
Chandrashekhar and is about his victories, the travails 
he had to face, and his contributions to the world of 
science.

Thereafter, Prof. K. N. Ganesh, spoke a few words 
about our chief guests with deference and a little about 
the history of IISER and what future plans have been 
devised to bring about an upswing in the state of the 
institute. The event was concluded by a vote of thanks 
by the Registrar, Dr. V. S. Rao.

It was a day which made us all proud to belong to 
a distinguished institute such as IISER and made us 
anticipate the wondrous achievements of IISER in the 
years to come. ■ 

The Kalpa team with Prof. T. V. Ramakrishnan

Prof. R. A. Mashelkar during his talk

Taking instances from his 
own experiences, he recounted 
the journey of science through 
changing times and how it has 

arrived to its present form, despite 
the many failures and breakdowns 

on its way. 
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Agrim Saini
2nd year BS-MS
Elevational studies of the biodiversity 
of butterflies in Arunachal Pradesh
Dr. Ramana Athreya
IISER, Pune

Aishwary Tukaram Shivgan
2nd year BS-MS
Elevational diversity in the birds of 
Arunachal Pradesh
Dr. Ramana Athreya
IISER, Pune

Anur Yadav
2nd year BS-MS
Elevational distribution of Philautus 

sp. in Arunachal Pradesh
Dr. Ramana Athreya
IISER, Pune

Ashwini Ramesh
2nd year BS-MS 
Aerodynamics of moths and estima-
tion of species richness indices in Ea-
glenest Wildlife Sanctuary, Arunachal 
Pradesh
Dr. Ramana Athreya
IISER, Pune

Ghorpade Smita M.
2nd year BS-MS
Influence of microhabitats on the 
biodiversity of ants

Dr. Ramana Athreya
IISER, Pune

Govind Unnikrishnan
2nd year BS-MS
Computational techniques
Dr. M. S. Santhanam
IISER, Pune

H. R. Harsha
2nd year BS-MS
Hidden momentum of an electron
Dr. Shouvik Datta
IISER, Pune

Himanshu Badhani
2nd year BS-MS

There’s a 104 days of summer vacation
And August comes along just to end it
So the annual problem for IISER’s student population 
Is finding a good way to spend it.

Like maybe,
Designing a drug,
Or mutating a fruit fly,
Or discovering a very rare flower.
Proving that a theory cannot exist (Oh no!)
Or extracting DNA over and over.

Solving equations for waves,
Creating models for robots,
Or dissecting a dead monkey’s brain. 
Finding a new bird,
Watching yeast ferment,
Driving your professor insane.
As you can see, there is a whole lot of stuff you could do
Before college restarts next fall,
So read through Kalpa cause IISER students 
Have already done it all.

Yes, undergrads and Phd’s  students
Have already done it all. 
			 

To Summer-ise...
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Testing a model for cold solar flares
Dr. Prasad Subramanian
IISER, Pune

Kalyanee Shirlekar
2nd year BS-MS
Elevational variation found in birds 
of Eaglenest Sanctuary, Arunachal 
Pradesh
Dr. Ramana Athreya
IISER, Pune

Kesava Phaneendra Cherukuri
2nd year BS-MS
Glycodendrimer synthesis
Prof. Dilip D. Dhavale
Garware Research Laboratory,
University of Pune

Khushboo Singh
2nd year BS-MS
Elevational study of birds in 
Arunachal Pradesh
Dr. Ramana Athreya
IISER, Pune

Nishanth Tirukoti
2nd year BS-MS
Design and synthesis of novel based 
carbohydrates based helical oligomers
Prof. Dilip D. Dhavale
University of Pune

P. S. Lakshmi
2nd year BS-MS
Reconstituting endocytosis using 
Streptavidin, and the study of expres-
sion in different strains of E. coli 
under different conditions
Dr. Thomas Pucadyil
IISER, Pune

Santpur Sai Neha
2nd year BS-MS
Study of excited state proton transfer 
reaction inside the nano-cavity of 
reverse micelle
Dr. Partha Hazra
IISER, Pune

Saurabh
2nd year BS-MS
Organic chemistry(drug design)
Dr. Harinath Chakrapani
IISER, Pune

Sharvaree Vadgama
2nd year BS-MS

Linear algebra and number theory
Prof. Dilip Patil
IISc, Bangalore

Shruti Paranjape
2nd year BS-MS
Probability and measure theory
Prof. R. L. Karandikar
Chennai Mathematical Institute

Sohan Sarangi
2nd year BS-MS
Reversible Computation
Colin Benjamin
NISER, Bhubaneswar

Sreejith P. Nandan
2nd year BS-MS
Nanocatalysis
Dr. C. S. Gopinath
NCL, Pune

Tanmay S. Patankar
2nd year BS-MS
Mathematical methods for study-
ing the normal modes of a vibrating 
membrane
Prof. Anil D. Gangal
IISER, Pune

Vishnu K. N.
2nd year BS-MS
Moths of Eaglenest Wildlife Sanctu-
ary
Dr. Ramana Athreya
IISER, Pune

Abhishek Mishra
3rd year BS-MS
Study of some fitness-related larval 
and adult traits in populations of 
Drosophila melanogaster selected for 
faster development
Dr. Amitabh Joshi
JNCASR, Bangalore

Akshay Y. S.
3rd year BS-MS
Four point correlation functions in 
N=4 Yang Mills
Dr. Sudarshan Ananth
IISER, Pune

Anurag Mishra
3rd year BS-MS
Elevational distribution of Philautus 
sp. in Arunachal Pradesh
Dr. Ramana Athreya

IISER, Pune

Arya Thampi
3rd year BS-MS
Magnetic oxide-metal nanocompos-
ites: synthesis, characterization and 
bio-medical applications
Dr. SeemaVerma
IISER, Pune

Ayush Nagar
3rd year BS-MS
Plasmonics at nanoscale
Dr. Shouvik Datta
IISER, Pune

Dipeshwari Janardhan Shewale
3rd year BS-MS
Molecular phylogeny of sucker mouth 
barbs of genus Garra from Northern 
Western Ghats  of India
Dr. Neelesh Dahanukar
IISER, Pune

Dincy Mariyam
3rd year BS-MS
Dynamics of egg laying by the brood 
parasitic female Koel (Eudynamyss-
colopacea) 
Dr. Suhel Quader
NCBS, Bangalore

K. Hariram
3rd year BS-MS
Secure communication and pattern 
recognition
Dr. R. Ramanujam
IMSc, Chennai

K. Sriram
3rd year BS-MS
Modelling evolution of evolvability
Dr. Sutirth Dey
IISER, Pune

Krishna Anujan
3rd year BS-MS
Estimation of felid diversity in West-
ern Arunachal Pradesh
Dr. Ramana Athreya
IISER, Pune

Lokesh Pimpale
3rd year BS-MS
Progesterone mediated signal trans-
duction pathways in human sperma-
tozoa
Dr. Deepak Modi
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National Institute of Research in Re-
productive Health (NIRRH)

M. Bala Gopal
3rd year BS-MS
Multifunctional fluorescent magnetic 
nanoparticles
Dr. Seema Verma
IISER, Pune

Madhusudhan Naik
3rd year BS-MS
Photocatalytic water splitting : Hydro-
gen as a fuel
Dr. Nandini Devi
National Chemical Laboratory, Pune

Mihir Kulkarni
3rd year BS-MS
Study of Belgaum Marathi as a con-
tact language in contact with Kannada
Dr. Sonal Kulkarni
Deccan College, Pune

Neha Bora
3rd year BS-MS
Spatial Prisoner’s dilemma in random 
modular networks
Dr. Sitabhra Sinha
IMSc, Chennai

Niharika Sane
3rd year BS-MS
Modulation of host chemokine re-
sponses by OmpU in Vibrio Cholerae
Dr. Arunika Mukhopadhyay
IISER, Mohali

P Shiva Chidambaram
3rd year BS-MS
Non-linear dynamics and chaos
Prof. R. Sahadevan
RIASM, Madras University

Poortata Lalwani
3rd year BS-MS
Learning and memory in D. mela-
nogaster associated with aggression
Dr. Aurnab Ghose
IISER, Pune

Pranav Kumar
3rd year BS-MS
Entanglement and teleportation
Prof. P. K. Panigrahi
IISER, Kolkata

Prarabdha Jagdhane

3rd year BS-MS
Mitochondrial regulation of oogenesis
Dr. Richa Rikhy
IISER, Pune

Pratyush Kumar Mishra
3rd year BS-MS
Synthesis of BODIPY based selective 
thiol probe using ‘Click Chemistry’
Dr. Pinaki Talukdar
IISER, Pune

Rachana Bhave
3rd year BS-MS
The effect of social interactions on 
the ciracadian rhythms of Drosophila 
melanogaster
Dr. V. K. Sharma
JNCASR,Bangalore

Reshma C. Chandrasekharan
3rd year BS-MS
Finding starter vectors for covering 
arrays
Dr. Soumen Maity
IISER, Pune

Sangamesh Sarangamath
3rd year BS-MS
Micellisation of cationic surfactants 
in water-organic mixed system and in 
the presence of electrolytes
Prof. Radha Jayaram
HBCSE, Mumbai (NIUS Chem)

Sukruti Bansal
3rd year BS-MS
Spectral properties of flat spectrum 
radio quasars
Dr. Hum Chand
Aryabhatta Research Institute of Ob-
servational Sciences (ARIES), Nainital

Thameez Mohammed K. Y.
3rd year BS-MS
Molecular tools in microbial ecology 
and biotechnology
Dr. Anas A.
National Institute of Oceanography, 
RC-Cochin

V. Saudamini 
3rd year BS-MS
Study of cross resistance in a popu-
lation of Drosophila melanogaster 
selected for higher resistance against 
Pseudomonas entomophila
Dr. N. G. Prasad

IISER, Mohali

Vishnu V. Krishnan
3rd year BS-MS
Oscillation analysis of neutrinos
Prof. D. P. Roy
HBCSE - TIFR, Mumbai

Aashay Patil
4th year BS-MS
First order perturbations in equations 
derived from bimetric gravity models
Dr. Luca Amendola
Institute of Theoretical Physics, Uni-
versity of Heidelberg, Germany

Aashay Patil
4th year BS-MS
Winter School on Astronomy and 
Astrophysics
IIST, Thiruvananthapuram

Adwiteey Mauriya
4th year BS-MS
Implication of MHD turbulence and 
magnetorotational instability in accre-
tion disks
Dr Mahendra K. Verma
Indian Institute of Technology, Kan-
pur

Akash Gadekar
4th year BS-MS
Quantum dots
Dr. Arindam Ghosh
IISc, Bangalore

Akash Guru
4th year BS-MS
Synaptic plasticity in Drosophila 
NMJ
Dr. Robert Kittel
University of Wuerzburg

Amey Apte
4th year BS-MS
STM & ARPES studies of gold & 
graphene (DAAD WISE)
Dr. Karsten Horn, 
Fritz Haber Institute of the Max 
Planck Society, Berlin, Germany.

Ankita Sharma
4th year BS-MS
Theory project on p-adic numbers
Dr. Sanoli Gun
IMSc, Chennai
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Anurag Agrawal
4th year BS-MS
Solid phase synthesis of peptide nucle-
ic acid oligomers
Dr. Ulf Diederichsen
Georg-August University of Göttin-
gen

Ashok Choudhary
4th year BS-MS
Comparision of post-newtonian tem-
plates for extreme mass ratio inspirals
Dr. Bala Iyer
Raman Research Institute, Bangalore

Bhavesh Khamesra
4th year BS-MS
Geodesic motion in the Schwarzschild 
Spacetime with a compact dimension
Dr. Jutta Kunz
University of Oldenburg

Brihaspati Kumar Gaurav
4th year BS-MS
Study of termite mound soil proper-
ties and termite soil preferences
Prof. Renee M Borges
IISc, Bangalore

Digvijay Porwal
4th year BS-MS
Towards synthesis of Epiquinamides
Dr. R. G. Bhat
IISER, Pune

Kaniganti Tarun
4th year BS-MS
Role of neuropeptides in energy ho-
meostasis in Zebrafish
Dr. N. K. Subhedar
IISER, Pune

Mihir Sheth
4th year BS-MS
VSRP Mathematics 2012
Dr. C. S. Rajan
TIFR, Mumbai

Mohit Dixit
4th year BS-MS
21 cm line at high 
Redshift(VSRP-2012)
Dr. Tirthankar Roy Chaudhary
NCRA(TIFR), Pune

Monika Dash
4th year BS-MS
Microparticle switching using inte-

grated optics
Dr. Andrew Bettiol
National University of Singapore

Nikhil Y. L. K.
4th year BS-MS
Organic synthesis
Dr. Y. Venkateswarlu
IICT, Hyderabad

Prashant Bhaskar
4th year BS-MS
Synthesis and characterization of zinc 
oxide nano-rods
Dr. Sulabha K. Kulkarni
IISER, Pune

Rahul Raya
4th year BS-MS
NMR spectroscopy
Dr. Rajamohanan P. R.
NCL

Rohit Chikkaraddy
4th year BS-MS
Time resolved resonance Raman Spec-
troscopy of transients
Dr. Ireneusz Janik
Notre Dame University, USA

S. Arun Dixith Reddy
4th year BS-MS
Synthesis and studies of water soluble 
covalent organic cages
Prof. Partha Sarathi Mukherjee
IISc, Bangalore

Sharad Joshi
4th year BS-MS
Quantum Computing Using NMR
Dr. Anil Kumar
IISc, Bangalore

Suraj Chawla
4th year BS-MS
Calculating the relic abundance of 
dark matter
Dr. Manuel Drees
Bonn Universtat, Germany

Suryesh Kumar Namdeo
4th year BS-MS
Synthesis and characterization of 
novel Isogarcinol derivatives for Tip60 
and p300 HAT inhibition activity
Prof. Tapas Kumar Kundu
JNCASR, Bangalore

Tanya Kumari
4th year BS-MS
Magnetically separable photocatalyst
Dr. Satishchandra B. Ogale
National Chemical Laboratory, Pune

Tirthasree Das
4th year BS-MS
Analysis of Vein-HSPG interaction 
and early expression of Keren using 
Drosophila as a model system
Dr. Amanda Simcox
The Ohio State University, USA

Ankita Jha
5th year BS-MS
Role of genes ani-1 and nmy-2 in 
seam cell polarity in C. elegans
Dr. Hitoshi Sawa
National Institute of Genetics, 
Mishima, Japan

Ankur Sharma
5th year BS-MS
Muffler designing
Dr. Ashish Arora
Escorts Agri Machinery, Faridabad

Gaurav Prabhakar Sawant
5th year BS-MS
Institute of Mathematics and Applica-
tions (IMA), Bhubaneshwar

Gaurav Prabhakar Sawant
5th year BS-MS
Eigenvalues of operators with gaps 
and applications to the Dirac operator
TIFR Centre for Applicable Math-
ematics (CAM), Bangalore

Gaurav Prabhakar Sawant
5th year BS-MS
TIFR Centre for Applicable Math-
ematics (CAM), Bangalore

Iti Kapoor
5th year BS-MS
Synthesis and characterization of 
potential drug delivery system, 
Cucurbit[n]uril and investugation of 
their guest host binding studies.
Dr. Werner Nau
Jacobs University, Bremen, Germany

Kaustubh Deshpande
5th year BS-MS
Analytical solution of Jacobi equation 
in Schwarzschild spacetime
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Dr. Claus Lammerzahl
ZARM, University of Bremen, Ger-
many

Pooja Naik
5th year BS-MS
Analysis of mitochondrial metabolism 
control on organism development
Dr. Richa Rikhy
IISER, Pune

Siddharth Bharath Iyengar
5th year BS-MS
Caragana versicolor: Facilitation and 
its effect on a high altitude grassland
Dr. Mahesh Sankaran
NCBS, Bangalore

Sruthi Polali
5th year BS-MS
In vivo application of dynamic holo-
graphic optical tweezers in developing 
Zebrafish embryos
Dr. Cornelia Denz
University of Muenster, Germany

Suhas Gawali
5th year BS-MS
Synthesis and characterization of 
inhibitor loaded nanoparticles for 
temporal targeting of PI3K signalling
Dr. Sudipta Basu
IISER, Pune

Sumeet Kumar Singh
5th year BS-MS
The synthesis of Ibuprofen, Baclofen 
and Gabapentin Prodrug as a  poten-
tial substrate of PepT1 
Dr. Pat Bailey
Keele University, UK

Tushar Sanjay Shrotriya
5th year BS-MS
Supernovae Ib/c progenitors in binary 
systems
Dr. Robert Izzard
Argelander Institute for Astronomy 
(University of Bonn)

Vivek Krishna Pradhan
5th year BS-MS
Efficient certificateless online/offline 
signature
C. Pandu Rangan
IIT Madras, Chennai
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Around  Europe  in sixty days
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Convocation
By Ashwini Ramesh
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“The cap-and-gown clad 
graduates, radiant in the black-

yellow combination, marched 
with glory and grandeur.”

19



Fourth of August officially went down in history 
books as the First Convocation of IISER Pune. There 

arrived the Batch of 2006 and Batch of 2007 bringing 
in sunshine, smiles and a few rainbow colours washing 
away the gloomy spells of monsoon that hovered over 
the campus. It was a jubilant moment for these graduate 
candidates as they had arrived at yet another milestone 
in their lives. 

Preceding this happy hour, were some of the tough-
est days they had endured. They had faced trials and 
tribulations of stepping into the outside world without 
the degree in the cap. They were the wounded soldiers 
of the battle between the IISER institutions and the 
bureaucracy. These events happened due to the NIT 
Amendment Bill lying in the fetters of the bureaucracy 
for several years now, waiting to be approved so that all 
five IISERs could confer degrees to the students leaving 
its portals. After much speculation, this coveted Decla-
ration of Independence was sanctioned to the IISERs 
in the summer of 2012 thus allowing the Class of 2011 
and 2012 to officially graduate. 

IISER Pune left no stone unturned to commemorate 
these warriors. The vast stretch of land opposite HR-4 
was cleared and workers toiled for nearly a fortnight to 
resurrect a barren field to a magnificent auditorium. 

As the sun reached the zenith, students and parents 
trooped into the Convocation hall. The chairs were 
draped in beautiful gold and blue satin. The dais was 
arranged with paraphernalia required for the ceremony 
and dressed in red carpet that was smoothly rolled-out 
for a red-carpet welcome for the audience and the grad-

uating students.  

Before the ceremony began, a short documentary of 
IISER Pune was screened. It covered the history IISER 
and how much it had grown as an institute over the 
past six years. Following this, the graduating class was 
ushered into the auditorium. The cap-and-gown clad 
graduates, radiant in the black-yellow combination 
marched, with glory and grandeur. A music ensemble 
employed at the entrance welcomed the battalion with 
rolling drums and trumpets. 

The chief guest Shri Sam Pitroda, Advisor to the 
Prime Minister of India on Public Information Infra-
structure & Innovations, was received by the Senators 
and Board of Governors and was ushered for robing. 
The ceremony commenced with the Academic proces-
sion led by the Registrar and included all three Deans, 
members of the Board of Governors, members of the 
Senate, IISER Pune Director Prof. K.N. Ganesh, Chair-
man of BoG, Prof. Ramakrishnan and, Shri Sam Pitro-
da parading into the hall greeted by symphonies of the 
band and the students, parents and faculty alike. Prof. 
T. V. Ramakrishanan, Chairman of Board of Governors, 
then declared the Convocation open. 

The Academic committee commenced the presenta-
tion of the degrees to the Batch of 2007. As each stu-
dent walked up to the stage they entered a perpetual 
state of kalopsia. This was their moment. A few received 
this with smiles, some with nervous grins and a pinch of 
awkwardness; but all with a sense of gratification. Every 
single graduate was met with ear-shattering applause 
and cheer that lifted their spirits. As they walked away 
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with their heads up high, they crossed their tassels to 
the right, a symbol of graduation, beaming with pride.

The ceremony honoured 91 students from the gradu-
ating batches of 2006 and 2007. The Committee also 
conferred honorary awards to three individuals. C. B. 
Ajit, Class of 2011, was awarded a Gold Medal for 
maintaining a consistent 10-point-grade average. Mo-
hammad Zuhair M. M. and Surojit Sural, Class of 2012, 
were also bequeathed with the same honour. Reshmi V., 
the first PhD student of IISER Pune, who completed 
her thesis under Prof. G. Ambika was also conferred the 
Degree of Philosophy by Prof. K. N. Ganesh.

This was followed by Prof. K. N. Ganesh reading out 
an exhortation to the graduating students and present-
ing a report of the institute. He addressed the gather-
ing, remarking that it was wonderful to watch his ‘chil-
dren’ graduate and was grateful to the Batch of 2006 
for joining and believing in him at a time when IISER 
was just beginning its journey into the world of science. 
Shri Sam Pitroda then addressed the audience. He nar-
rated to the audience his humble beginnings and how 
he had patiently climbed the ladder of success over the 
years. He reminded the young graduates as well as the 
faculty members that in these times when information 
is easily accessible, the role of a mentor becomes more 
relevant than the traditional role of a teacher. He also 
urged them to aim at bringing about a positive change 
to the community through their work.

The ceremony concluded with a soulful instrumental 
rendition of the National Anthem. The fresh graduates 
rushed towards the green lawns with leaps and bounds 

and a loud cheer erupted as the graduation caps were 
tossed in the air. They were saluted by the audience for 
the brave face they put forth during the harshest times. 
It signified the end of an era and the beginning of a new 
one. Here were the bold few who had hopped off the 
straight and narrow paths and chosen the winding path. 
They had experienced the exhilaration of the view from 
the top, which had left them with several breathtaking 
moments. They had learnt to appreciate the bounties of 
life. It also reflected on how IISER had, in its own ways, 
grown as an institute. Its research and benchmark were 
set by these pioneers and their growth was intricately in-
terwoven. The time had truly arrived when tomorrow’s 
science begins today. 

 As proud and overwhelmed parents wiped off tears 
of joy from their faces on watching their toddlers gradu-
ate, the rain-gods had their own subtle ways of shower-
ing their benedictions on them! ■
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Halla Bol!

Photo: V R Shree Sruti & Vishnu K N

By Sahana Srivathsa
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By Sahana Srivathsa Returning to the hostel after our first day of lectures, 
gleeful that nothing of any consequence had been 

taught, we found everyone in a state of great excite-
ment, jabbering away at the top of their voices, inco-
herently, about T-shirts, songs, ads and dances. All en-
quiries were directed to ‘The Notice Board’ downstairs. 
NOW! Rushing downstairs, weaving our way through 
the crowd of yet unfamiliar faces, we read the sign pro-
claiming that all of us ‘Facchas’ were invited to ‘Halla 
Bol’ the day after. Our batch had been split at random 
into groups and we had to perform either a spoof of a 
popular movie, a dance or an advertisement for some 
unusual products. In case this didn’t provide our seniors 
sufficient fodder for entertainment, all of us had been 
instructed to also wear a specific coloured T-shirt out 
of a list, with each colour representing an amusing and 
slightly embarrassing statement which we would have 
to defend on stage. 

The rest of that night and all of the next day were spent 
in fervent discussions over the pros and cons of differ-
ent T-shirts and trying to discover our group members’ 
names by poring over the attendance sheet and tracking 
them down to work on our pieces. Saturday morning, 
our first of the semester, was greeted with a surpris-
ing flurry of nervous activity with everyone sprawled 
around campus in groups, wracking their brains for ap-
pealing story-lines and dance moves. Before we knew, 
it was time for us to get dressed and head to HR-4. We 
saw the room packed with seniors eagerly awaiting our 
displays. Most of our batch mates were wearing green – 
‘I’ll punch the first senior who hits on me’ misinterpret-
ing the phrase ‘hit on’ completely. A surprising number 
wore purple – ‘I have a crush on someone in my batch’ 
though unfortunately no names were revealed that day. 
A few brave souls dared to wear red – ‘I am willing to 
do anything on stage’. The afternoon began with a me-
lodious rendition of a Mohammed Rafi song by one of 
our seniors, following which we had to get on-stage and 
produce some laughs. The spoofs had everyone cracking 
their sides especially the DDLJ : ‘Kya Simran apna fifth 
year project complete kar payegee?’ and ‘Sholay’(Chole) 
adaptations. The adzap groups were creative with their 
advertisements for dog food and Rajni foot spray. The 
utter lack of coordination and grace in most of the 
dances was compensated by the enthusiasm of the danc-
ers and the final dance piece to the tune of ‘Khaike Paan 
Banaras wala’. It was a huge hit, with the audience de-

manding an encore. Our inhibitions melted away with 
the whistling, cheering, and bellows of laughter from 
the audience. Despite making complete fools of our-
selves on stage, we thoroughly enjoyed the programme.

The second-year girls aptly welcomed us by singing 
‘Koi Kahe Kehta Rahe’. Just when we thought we were 
done, all those wearing red were called up. We trooped 
onto the stage anxiously while our batch-mates waited 
with much anticipation. The room was filled with roars 
of laughter as we poor souls proposed love to various 
seniors in every way we could think of. Rewarding us 
for our efforts, the seniors most generously plied us with 
scrumptious snacks and refreshing drinks which we fell 

upon like a pack of hyenas while laughing over the day’s 
events. With the ice broken, we returned happily, ce-
menting our newly formed bonds of friendship. ■
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Janmashtami, celebrated to commemorate the birth 
of Lord Krishna, began with the call for decorations 

in HR-4. Though Janmashtami fell on a Friday i.e. the 
9th of August, we decided to celebrate it leisurely on the 
following Saturday evening. HR-4 glowed with yellow 
and orange marigold garlands, while the mess had man-
go leaves tucked at its door, along with the traditional 
kheer served that afternoon. To keep up with the tradi-
tion, IISERites prepared for the highlight of the festi-
val - dahi handi, which was set up in the lawn behind 
HR-4. The men from various batches gathered to form 
human pyramids in an attempt to break the handi. The 
highlight of this year’s competition was the entry of an 
all-girls' team, who put their best foot forward and even 
managed to tweak the rope ends of the handi. After sev-
eral failed attempts by the teams, who were met with 
an encore of hues and cries and cold water, drenching 
them, it was the men of the 2010 batch who brought 
cheer and laughter to the impatient faces around, by 
breaking the handi. It was truly a memorable evening, 
creating plenty of smiles amongst the muddy faces! ■

 Janmashtami
10th August 2012
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The 63rd Independence Day of our country dawned 
at IISER Pune with the unfurling of the national 

flag by our director, which was witnessed by a bunch of 
enthusiastic first years along with some patriotic seniors 
around. This was followed by a parade by the security 
services of the institute which further instilled patriotic 
feelings in the crowd. The director then spoke about 
how India has achieved a tremendous number of  acom-

plishments in the last sixty years and how we, as citizens 
of India, have to do our part towards its development. 
He also mentioned the developments taking place in 
IISER Pune, and promised that the campus would soon 
be equipped with all the required facilities. In keeping 
with tradition, the crowd then dispersed for a scrump-
tious round of snacks and sweets. ■

INDEPENDENCE DAY 

15th August 2012 

Ashwini Tai’s concert was the first of the many mem-
orable performances of the academic year. She is a 

prominent vocalist of the Jaipur-Atrauli Gharana and 
a disciple of Smt. Manik Bhide. Her melodious voice 
resonated through the halls of IISER as she sang the 
evening raaga Shree followed by a mixed raaga of Ham-
sadhwani and Shankara. She also performed an abhanga 

to the absolute delight of the audience. She then had 
an interactive session with the audience asking for their 
interpretation of the raagas. As a part of the students’ 
initiative to aim for a greener campus, Ashwini Tai was 
presented with a sapling. We can say with certainty that 
more than one soul introspected on the true meaning of 
music on that day. ■

SPICMACAYat IISER
Ashwini Bhide Deshpande
20th August 2012

Photo : Nisarg Desai
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Asian Science Camp

The Asian Science Camp is an international confer-
ence targeted at budding Asian scientists, and in-

tended to provide a platform for them to interact with 
globally acclaimed researchers. It is the brain-child of 
two Nobel Laureates, namely Dr. Yuan Lee and Dr. Ma-
satoshi Koshiba, who were instrumental in starting up 
the first Asian Science Camp, which was conducted in 
Taipei, Taiwan in 2007. 

It was in early May, just after the end-semester exams, 
that Varun Prasad, Shruti Paranjape and I received an 
email from our Dean’s office, stating that we had been 
shortlisted for attending the ASC and urging us to ap-
ply. Shortly, all three of us got an email confirming our 
selection for the Indian delegation at the ASC 2012. 
Obviously, I was elated to see my name in the delega-
tion of 30 students representing India. The team was 
diverse and consisted of bright students from various 
IISERs, IITs, IISc, NISER and other such prestigious 
institutes.

The camp was held at the Hebrew University of Je-
rusalem, Israel from 26th to 31st August, 2012. Our 
journey began with a preliminary session at HBCSE, 
Mumbai on 24th August, regarding the camp, and gen-
eral travel instructions. We headed for the airport at 
midnight, and arrived at the huge Tel Aviv airport the 
next day, where our hosts greeted us with great warmth, 
and escorted us to Jerusalem. We stayed at the Ramada 
Hotel, a very luxurious hotel situated conveniently near 

to the Hebrew University campus. That night, there was 
an orientation programme, including “speed dating”, 
which is a surprisingly fast way of meeting and getting 
introduced to people from all over Asia and Oceania. 

The next day, the 26th, was when the camp officially 
started, with some really awesome lectures by reputed 
scientists, including Nobel Laureates such as Prof. Yuan 
Lee, Prof. Aaron Ciechanover, Prof. Robert Auman, to 
name a few. A great thing about the camp was a piece of 
opera/piano music played just before the beginning of 
each lecture session, which was really stimulating. After 
the morning’s lectures, all the 250-odd participants as-
sembled together for a photo session. The official open-
ing ceremony of the ASC 2012 was held that very even-
ing. The chief dignitary was the President of Israel, Mr. 
Simon Peres. He, along with Prof. Lee and Prof. Gutfre-
und, explained to us the rationale behind the concept of 
the Asian Science Camp, stressing on the increasing role 
of scientific research in today’s world. They also con-
veyed to us the importance of international cooperation 
in the field of science. 

The next two days were chock-full of lectures (plena-
ry as well as half-plenary sessions), by leading scientists, 
from the Hebrew University of Jerusalem as well as from 
elsewhere. An interesting feature of this programme was 
the “camps”, which basically consisted of five different 
lectures going on simultaneously, with all the partici-
pants divided into five groups, and each student attend-

Photos courtesy Shruthi P
By Tanmay Patankar
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ing the lecture of his/her choice. Most of the lectures 
were quite inspiring. Nobel Laureates shared their ex-
perience of their school days, their work and answered 
a myriad of questions regarding their field of research.

The fun part of the camp was the various tours. The 
first amongst these was a night tour of the old city of 
Jerusalem, on the 27th. The old city of Jerusalem has im-
mense cultural and religious significance, and has a deep 
and glorious past underlying it. It was a really educa-
tional experience for all of us as we were shown around 
the city, and later walked on its boundary walls.

The day of 29th August was meant exclusively for 
tours. In the morning, we revisited the old city of Je-
rusalem and saw some major tourist attractions, such 
as the Church of the Holy Sepulchre, the Wailing Wall, 
and many others. In the afternoon, we were taken to see 
the commercial city of Tel Aviv. We attended a musi-
cal performance called “Mayumana” by an international 
troupe, “Momentum”, which gave a lively and energetic 
performance. The day ended with a small party in Tel 
Aviv, to which all the participants were invited.

The next day, 30th August, was officially the last day 
of the camp. It began with some great lectures by No-
bel Laureates Prof. Kornberg and Prof. Kobayashi, and 
some camps and half-plenary sessions. Throughout the 
duration of the camp, we had been working in groups 
to create a poster depicting some interesting research 
topic. The posters were presented on this day, in the 
evening. All the posters were excellent, and each one 
of them contained an original and innovative idea. The 
poster making in itself was a wonderful team activity 

which brought out the best in everyone. All the teams 
were multinational, consisting of 7 or 8 students. The 
judging was done by the referees and the students from 
the other teams as well. Next was the official closing cer-
emony, in which the results of the poster making com-
petition were declared. Each participant was given a cer-
tificate of participation and a pen-drive as a souvenir. In 
addition, the “best question awards” were also declared. 
The closing ceremony ended with some members of dif-
ferent delegations dancing to the tune of songs from 
their country. The Indian delegation’s group-dance eas-
ily took the eye. After the closing ceremony, some del-
egations started leaving. Later that night, there was a 
disco-party to celebrate our participation in this great 
event, in which we really enjoyed ourselves. 

The next day was the day of our departure. However, 
as our flight was scheduled for the evening, we had the 
morning to spare. As a result, we  (the Indian delega-
tion), along with the Nepali and Sri Lankan delegation 
and all the team leaders, decided to visit the Dead Sea, 
which is at the boundary between Israel and Jordan. It 
is the lowest place in the world, and is the saltiest sea 
on earth. We enjoyed floating in the dense mineral-rich 
water all morning. This was one of the most fun mo-
ments of the camp. We then headed back to Jerusalem, 
where we said our final goodbyes, and departed for Tel 
Aviv, on our way back home, taking with us a mosaic 
of unforgettable memories of Israel, the camp, the great 
food and the innumerable friends we made there. 

This camp will remain one of the most unforget-
table events of my life. We learned important lessons 
of team work, time management and cooperation. We 

interacted and collabo-
rated with students from 
more than 20 countries, 
including Turkey, Aus-
tralia, New Zealand, etc. 
The ASC instilled in me 
the spirit of collaboration 
which is of ever-increasing 
importance in the mod-
ern scientific community. 
We interacted almost on 
a one-on-one basis with 
world-famous scientists. 
All these experiences will 
indeed help me in the pur-
suit of knowledge as a sci-
entist and also as a human 
being. Indeed, the ASC-
2012 has given me a lot to 
be grateful for. ■
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The first colloquium of the fall semester was deliv-
ered by Prof. Avinash Khare. The topic was ‘The 

Recent Discovery of the Higg’s Particle’. This was a hot 
topic at the time, as CERN had just stumbled upon 
the existence of the ‘God Particle’. He addressed the 
uncertainties and doubts surrounding this topic and its 

implications in current science. He started his talk with 
the standard model of particle physics and ended by ex-
plaining about the Higgs Boson, Higgs field and other 
related topics. The talk left the people buzzing with ex-
citement, wanting to know more. ■

Colloquiumwi th
Prof. Avinash Khare
22nd August 2012

19th Sptember 2012

The festival of Lord Ganesha is undoubtedly one 
of the prime festivals of Maharashtra. We had our 

own way of celebrating Ganesh chaturthi this year. The 
days ahead were marked with the traditional pujas and 
prayers. This time around, some of us even made Gane-
sha idols with clay. The customary decorations were done 
on campus and this ten-day long festival was a perfect 
opportunity to gorge on sweets and savouries. ■

Ganesh Chaturthi 

Onashamsagal” was the phrase that floated around 
all day. Considering the large population of Ma-

layalis at IISER, Onam was celebrated with befitting 
importance and merriment here. The day began delight-
fully with the entry to HR-4 welcoming everyone with 
the traditional flower arrangement, pookkalam. The 
girls were dressed in beautiful sarees and pattu-pavada 

while the guys kept to the traditional mundu. The girls 
had a special celebration - the modified tiruvatira kali, 
a slow traditional dance which they interspersed with 
jingle rap. The notice board was decorated with articles 
in Malayalam and English, highlighting the significance 
of Onam. ■

Onam

“
29th AUGUST 2012  

Art: Sukanya Jogdand

Photo:Sharvaree
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IISER Pune played host to the Indo-French Sympo-
sium in Mathematics during the first week of Sep-

tember. Prof. Jean-Marc Fontaine from the Paris-Sud 11 
University, who was a part of the Symposium, presented 
a talk on ‘p-adic numbers’, a branch of number theory. 

The talk was coated with a heavy French accent and 
was filled with technicalities, which left many of us per-
plexed. Even for the mathematically-abled, the theory 
was very abstract, and the applications of such ‘p-adic 
numbers’ were not so clear either. ■

Colloquiumwi th
Prof. Jean-Marc Fontaine
5th September 2012

This day saw the sounds of the saraswati veena en-
thral us, as Jayanthi Kumaresh, a disciple of Smt. 

Padmavathy Ananthagopalan and Dr. S. Balachander, 
effortlessly rendered the raagas Shuddha Saveri and 
Dharmavati in the dimmed light of the multipurpose 
hall to give the full effect of the evening raagas. She was 
accompanied by Shri Tumkur Ravishankar on the mri-
dangam and Shri Tiruchy Krishna on the ghatam. The 

spectators were captivated by her eagerness to teach as 
she explained the working of the veena, the ghatam and 
the mridangam and elaborated on the essence of each 
raaga she played. The highlight of the concert was the 
scintillating Tani-avartana, a sort of jugalbandi of the 
instruments between the ghatam and the mridangam. 
She was gifted clay Ganesha idols made by the students 
of IISER. ■

SPICMACAYat IISER
Jayanthi Kumaresh 
20th September 2012

Photo:Sharvaree
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The speaker of the week was Prof. Satishchandra 
Ogale, a senior Scientist at NCL. His work mainly 

focussed on physical chemistry, material sciences and 
solar energy. The colloquium he presented was based 
mainly on nanotechnology and its utilities in harnessing 

solar energy for generating electricity. He also discussed 
the uses of nanotechnology in batteries and supercon-
ductors. The colloquium was a real treat for people in-
terested in nanotechnology as it showcased the various 
applications put forward by the field. ■

Dr. Shastry has a very long list of credits and prestig-
ious awards to his name, like the Shanti Swaroop 

Bhatnagar award in Chemistry and holds positions on 
various advisory boards for the Govt. of India. In his 
colloquium, he spoke about innovation: the process, 
dynamics and necessity for developing innovation in 
India.  He talked about various existing innovations like 

‘Swach’, which is a low cost water purifier co-developed 
by him. He narrated to the audience the motivation be-
hind these innovations, how the innovators worked on 
the ideas and took them to finality. This, truly, was an 
inspiring colloquium, which introduced the audience to 
an unconventional approach to science. ■

Dr. Pardiwala, an ecologist from the University of 
Edinburgh, discussed climate change and how sus-

tainable development plans should be changed or modi-
fied with the ever-changing climate. Global warming 
can be an alarming phenomenon for us Indians, due to 
our primarily agrarian economy and a densely populated 

coastline. Hence, it is very important to make changes 
in the economic development schemes and technology 
used now, so as to not harm nature any more. The talk 
was focussed mainly on how climate change affects the 
world and the innovations that help in sustainable de-
velopment. ■

Colloquium wi th

Prof. Satishchandra Ogale

Dr. Murali Shastry

Dr. Rashneh Pardiwala
31st October 2012

17th October 2012

10th October 2012
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KREEDA JUNG

“Pass it here!”, “Take the shot!”, “Smash it!!” These 
cries were familiar sounds to the IISERites’ ears 

during the months of September and October. Yup, 
Kreeda Jung was back, and this time, bigger than ever! 
People began getting up earlier and shuffling their 
schedules around to get in some much needed prac-
tice before the games began. For the first years it was 
time to build their reputations, for the others it was 
time to maintain them. The titles for being crowned 
champs of Table Tennis, Football, Volleyball, Tug-of-
War, Kabaddi and Cyber gaming were all on the line!

Unfortunately, Kabaddi, FIFA and The Age of Em-
pires, were not concluded due to lack of time. Thank-
fully, the other events were major successes. The Tug-
of-War event saw the ladies of IISER showing off their  
strength. It was the third-year team that finally won 
the event. Competition on the table tennis front was 
intense. Several sensational slices and fast smashes lat-
er, Sujay Balebail was crowned the TT champ.

The volleyball court near the new hostel was abuzz 
with activity throughout the season. It was the only 
event that had teams comprising both boys and girls. 
The third years’ team Serve-Voirs emerged as winners, 
beating Team Airborne in a tough contest.

This year, the football tournament had really been 
given a face-lift, thanks to the availability of a full 
sized ground to play on! After some agonizingly close 
fixtures, the team of fifth years ‘Sab ke Baap’ claimed 
the title, truly living up to their name.

In the virtual arena, the third years Counter Strike 
team shot, sniped and mêléed their way to victory.   

With all the events completed, it was time to con-
gratulate the winners, commiserate the losers, and say 
goodbye to Kreeda Jung till next year. ■

By Adithya Rajagopalan

Photo by Anup Ingole
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By Shrinidhi Mahishi

KARAVAAN‘12                                                                                  

The countdown had begun. Notice boards 
were brimming with news and updates 

about Karavaan. The immensely anticipated 
cultural fest of IISER Pune had arrived. The 
2012 edition of Karavaan was set for the 2nd 
and 3rd of November.

On the 2nd of November, the sun had set, 
and so was the stage when the inaugural show-
case, Ganesh Vandana started.  Following this 
was an evening with a blend of classical mu-
sic, Bollywood jhatkas and matkas and rendi-
tions of evergreen songs like ‘Chura Liya Hai 
Tumne Jo Dil Ko’. The lavani performance re-
ceived huge applau se and shouts for an encore 
echoed through the crowd. ‘Mad-ads’, the first 
of its kind in Karavaan, portrayed the various 
uses of ‘L ’N D Lungi’, in a creative and hilari-
ous manner. There were performances by some 
of the IISER bands as well.

Meanwhile, the food-stalls presented a wide 
range of options to choose from (amongst 
Maggi, dosas, pizzas, golas, cold drinks, and 
what not!). The game counter also managed 
to engage a small but steady proportion of the 
crowd.

Pronite, by Divine Raaga, a band from Ban-
galore, was the second show-stealer of the day. 
With his braces and long locks, the lead vocal-
ist, Buddha, made the crowd go absolutely in-
sane with his voice. The performance included 
many original compositions as well as Bolly-
wood hits like ‘Bheegi Bheegi’. Sunil, the flau-
tist, was amazing and indeed deserves special 
mention.

Photo: Nisarg Desai

The metal fans were 
in for a heavenly treat 

as they all head-
banged like a bunch 

of lunatics along with 
the bands.
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√2 El Dorado, the highly awaited midnight treasure hunt which had 
more than fifty teams registering, was a disappointment for scores of 
participants and the organizers when it was called off due to foul play by 
some of the teams. The crowd melted away with disapprobation.

The next day, the campus was abuzz with more activity. The registra-
tion desk for Laser Tag was swarmed by students throughout the day 
as everybody wanted to get a real Counter-Strike-like feel. Potpourri, 
which saw a huge number of participants, involved a written prelimi-
nary round, a visual round and Shipwreck. The quizzing club of IISER 
laid out a quiz which presented many hurdles for participants to cross. 
The couple dance competition however suffered from a lack of partici-
pation, with only four pairs taking part in the event. Antakshari, the 
traditional and immensely popular event, was a huge hit. The five final-
ists were engaged in an intense battle of songs and Bollywood movies 
only to be crowned the Antakshari Kings and Queens. 

After lunch, the events resumed with the solo dance competition, 
Flying Solo, and Dumb Charades which was an exciting and difficult 
event, for both the organisers as well as the participants.  As the sun was 
nearing the horizon, it was time for another round of the IISER show-
case. Two plays were presented by the drama club. The plays, revolving 
around dark comedy and murder, were cheered by the audience. They 
were followed by some classical performances like the vocal duets, a 
tabla jugalbandi and an elegant Kalinga narttana tillana piece. Some of 
the other off-beat performances included a contemporary dance ballet, 
the Navarasa piece, and a beautiful juggling show by Dr. Steven Spal-
lone, a faculty member of the Mathematics department of IISER. 

Photo: Anurag Mishra
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Diwali
13th NOVEMBER 2012

Rising to the awaited morning of 
Diwali, most of us got dressed in 

traditional clothes and religiously vis-
ited the temples. Some others had al-
ready started decorating the hostel with 
flowers and creating a rangoli in front 
of the hostel blocks. Sweets brought by 
localites and a generous few were dis-
tributed in the hostel, constituting a 
major part of the meal for the day. As 
the sun went down and the chilly, dark 
dusk of November set in, people on all 
floors lit diyas that dimly illuminated 
the entire hostel. Once it was dark, the 
entire building lit with just the flicker-
ing diyas, was a beautiful sight to be-
hold. ■

He awed the audience with his magnificent skills and accuracy, 
but the performance that stole the audience’s hearts was, with-
out doubt, the Bhangra, which made the audience get up and 
dance to the beat along with the performers. The shouts of “en-
core” could be heard for a long time.

And last, but surely not the least, was the band wars. The met-
al fans were in for a heavenly treat as they all head-banged like 
a bunch of lunatics along with the bands. The time constraint 
was hugely disappointing to both the bands and the audience 
as each band was restricted to performing only one song. Nev-
ertheless, it was Last Ride Home, a Mumbai-based band which 
was crowned the Titan of Rock, while Dystopia finished second, 
trailing  by just two points.

And suddenly, it was over. Months of brain-storming, plan-
ning, spending sleepless nights, and all the hard work was 
worthwhile as this edition of Karavaan, was one of the craziest 
ever and will remain etched in the memory of IISERites for a 
long, long time to come. It was a roller-coaster ride, a once-in-
a-year chance for the nerds and geeks to come out of their labs, 
forget their lab-coats and goggles, shed their inhibitions, to let 
their hair down and enjoy it to the fullest. Kudos to the organis-
ing team, for making Karavaan ’12 such a wonderful event. ■

Photo: Vishnu K N 
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the 4th Vigyan Jyoti Shibir (Vijy-
oshi) hosted by the Indian Institute 
of Science, Bangalore from the 1st to 
3rd of December.

the limits of our patience, but our 
accommodation at the spacious 
Centenary Guest House (built when 
IISc completed a hundred years) 
and the Vijyoshi merchandise we re-

unfortunate souls who registered a 
tad too late were put in the old IISc 
hostels, which they described as a 

of grey shirts gathered at the ma-
jestic J. N. Tata auditorium. KVPY 
scholars and students from IISERs, 
NISER and IISc were in attend-
ance. Acquaintances were made and 
new friendships blossomed. 

Professor Balaram, the Director of 
IISc, followed by talks on chemis-

highlight of the day was Professor 

Bert Meijher’s novel presentation 
on the origins of life which kept the 
audience glued to their seats, despite 
it being the last lecture of the day. 

which questions that could not be 
addressed during the sessions were 

-
hibition of the experiments done in 
the undergraduate lab at IISc. 

Undoubtedly, the best part of the 
camp was the delicious food at the 
high tea and special dinner. For the 
South Indians in our group it had 
been four, long, unbearable months 
after which they had tasted authen-
tic idli and dosa.

-
rector, Professor K. N. Ganesh’s lec-
ture on ‘Making Medicines from 
Nucleic Acids’ that left the partici-
pants with a new respect for drug 

living in Bangalore and not attend-
ing the Vijyoshi camp managed, in 
their own mischievous ways, to gain 
entry into the auditorium to attend 
his talk (Shh! It’s a secret). In the 
evening, there was an entertaining 
cultural programme titled ‘Mystic 
Vibes’ performed by Amit Nadig 

and troupe, who left the audience 

long locks were discussed through-
out dinner.

Blundell pepper his lecture with an-
ecdotes from his life. Like a charac-

-
el, his accomplishments included 
learning Chinese opera and learn-
ing to play the veena.  He pondered 
over his mysterious acceptance into 
Oxford at the time when he was im-
mensely enjoying himself as  part 

by riveting lecture on neuroscience 
by Professor Vijayalakshmi Ravin-
dranath who even made the “anti-
biologists” sit up and listen. 

chance to explore the IISc cam-

countless trees, numerous depart-

with volumes of books and journals 
lining the shelves was overwhelm-
ing. Sadly, our trip to Bangalore had 
reached its inevitable end and we 
parted our separate ways, after one 
last dosa. █

Vijyoshi Camp 2012

Photo: Sumeet Kulkarni

By Nilima Walunjkar
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Well, it was in fact deep into Fall 2012 when the 
first murmurs of an inter-IISER sports meet were 

spread amidst rain and a little skepticism among the 
many IISER-ites here at Pune. It took a while for many 
of us to believe that it might actually happen and initial 
interest was more along the lines of 'Which sports?' and 
'What rules?' and 'Is it still on?' than anything else. The 
idea of a large contingent from each IISER, brought to-
gether for the first time in one campus and thoughts of 
what that would be like, were a long time taking root. 
This was big though, and gathered much momentum 
in a short time, wrapping itself in an air of inevitability. 
Yes, this was only the first time such an event would 
grace our calendars, nobody really knew what to expect, 
but it had to come eventually, right? It was also going to 
be the first of many. With this much, not many would 
argue.

Of course, once the idea had set itself came the mat-
ter of preparations, a gruelling and thankless task for 
which, as is often the case, the many owe their thanks 
to a tireless few. It took much running around to book 
tickets and procure the various kits and equipment that 
would be used by the Pune contingent at IISM-2012; 

and they were a while coming, yet as November wore on 
into December, things began to fall into place. Come 
December 10, as we prepared to leave, everything had 
arrived as promised and we all boasted a kit of our own 
to represent our institute in, and a more-than-decent 
tracksuit, courtesy IISER-Pune, to top it off. Given that 
our entire party of more than eighty-odd arrived in Kol-
kata, all set, with minimum fuss, having had a brilliant 
train-ride, goes on to show that you cannot overstate 
the importance of the work that goes on behind the 
scenes to make things happen like clockwork.

IISM
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)

With all the fun to have, to live 
the dreams we always had
Oh, the songs to sing, when we 
at last return again 

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

By Yagyik Goswami

“

“

“

“
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We were among the first to arrive on campus, the ma-
jority of us having had a long, eventful bus-ride from 
the station, and hence, had to wait the better part of 
the day to get a look at our counterparts. Once they 
began shipping in though, much sizing-up was done 
and many plans were re-made and revised, only to be 
thrown out the window once the events began. While 
some victories were won by the smallest of margins, in 
others, those who won did so with authority.

In an annual inter-college event, where students come 
and go, it hardly happens that any one institute rules 
any one event for very long. Even in successive years, 
with the same participants coming together to slug it 
out all over again, some things will change while others 
stay the same. Having said that, chances are they'll have 
a hard time catching Anil this time as well.   	

While the ultimate aim is of course to win, and while 
we wish that we had simply won it all (and believe that 
we could have), each of the five IISERs, and let us not 

forget our "cousin" NISER, Bhubaneshwar will take 
many positives back from this pilot, irrespective of their 
medal tally. The highlight of this is the number of char-
acters that came to the fore over the course of those four 
days. Across the board, participants showed much heart 
and desire to come out on top, something that is re-
quired to succeed at any level. 

 Many memories will have been taken back, to be 
recounted many times unto sheer exaggeration. While 
some surprised even their closest friends with some 
great performances, others were found over-eager to 
embrace victory and made a hash of it, and not just for 
themselves. The hosts did themselves much credit, in 
my opinion, by the way they handled the event, some-
thing which each succeeding host will look to improve 
upon. As it so happens, that task has fallen to us now, as, 
this time around, come December 2013, IISM is hap-
pening at Pune.

Here, we aim to dominate. ■

Photos: Alisha Pathak

Individual events 
300m Running Race 

Bronze Medal- Varun K Shetty

Badminton (Girls)
Silver Medal - Deeksha Adil and Prachi A

Bronze Medal- Alisha Pathak and Kalyanee S

Team events
Relay (4x 100m) - Silver Medal
Relay(4x 400m) - Siver Medal

Kho Kho (Boys) - Winners
Basket Ball (Boys) - Winners
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Prof. C J Yajnik

Prof. Yajnik is a consultant diabetologist and the Di-
rector of the Diabetes unit at KEM Hospital, Pune. 

In his colloquium, he talked about how Indians have a 
higher probability of suffering from diabetes than their 
western counterparts. He went on to explain how the 

answer may lie in the amount of nutrition a foetus gets 
inside its mother’s womb. The amount of work that 
went into this theory was tremendous and simply awe-
inspiring. ■

Prof. Raghu Murtugudde, Professor at the University 
of Maryland, USA and recipient of several national 

and international awards presented the week’s collo-
quium on “Big History: From Big Bang to Cooperative 
Species”. It was mainly based on how humans, as the 
most cooperative species on Earth can help in keeping 
the changing climatic conditions from worsening. He 
used the metaphor that human emotions are like an 
elephant, roaming around aimlessly, while the human 

brain is like the mahout, controlling the elephant and 
keeping it on track. So if we control the elephant prop-
erly, it can do a lot of constructive work, but if we let 
it go, it can cause a lot of destruction too. He also said 
that humans should share their intelligence and that will 
help a lot in the climate change scenario. The talk was 
really interesting and was also intellectually stimulating 
for all the audience present. ■

Colloquiumwi th

Prof. Raghu Murtugudde

23rd January 2013

9th January 2013

Prof. Ramasubramaniam, the head of IIT-B’s Cell for 
Indian Science and Technology in Sanskrit, where 

the rediscovery of the works of ancient Indian Scientists 
is done, delivered a colloquium based on Mathematics,    
specifically, calculus, that was developed by astronomers 
in ancient India. The mathematician Madhava derived 
what is today known as the ‘Gregory-Leibniz series' and 

several ‘better’ versions of the same, much before oth-
ers did. He put them all in Sanskrit compositions. The 
speaker described the history of Indian Mathematics 
and the works of Madhava. The colloquium was best 
understood and enjoyed by people who had some San-
skrit knowledge. Nevertheless, it was a memorable trip 
down the glorious past of Indian history. ■

Prof. Ramasubramaniam
30th January 2013
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On the eve of India’s 63rd Republic Day, 
the multipurpose hall at HR-4 was as-

tonishingly crammed with people of all ages, 
waiting patiently for the first notes of the long 
night to reverberate harmonically through the 
hall. Four eminent artists, all at the pinnacles 
of their chosen disciplines, names spoken with 
reverence in the classical music community 
throughout the country, all under one roof, delighting 
the audience in IISER Pune’s first ever overnight con-
cert in the new campus, a melodious repast to musical 
enthusiasts in the city. From the artists' accommodation 
to the stage decoration, from gifts to publicity, planning 
such an event requires a great deal of effort on the part 
of the organisers, even more so, since this was the first 
event when the reins were officially handed over from 
the almighty seniors to the first and second years, who 
handled the overwhelming task with great finesse, mak-
ing the concert a colossal success.

The long night began with the wondrous music of Dr. 
N. Rajam’s violin. A versatile artist, she is highly profi-
cient in both Hindustani and Carnatic music, and her 
talent is widely acclaimed in the musical world.  The au-
dience was transported to another world by the sublime 
music that filled the room as her agile fingers danced 
across the strings producing lovely melodies. The rhyth-
mic beats of Shri Ramdas Palsule, who accompanied 
her on the tabla, created a wonderful contrast to the 
melancholy vibrations of the violin. The end of her per-
formance left the audience longing for more. Next in 
line was Pt. Ajay Pohankar, who was accompanied with 
an entourage of artists. The audience was captivated by 
his mastery over an assortment of gharanas. His perfor-
mance kept everyone present lively and on their toes. 

After a short break, the spectacular and melancholy 

notes of flautist Pt. Rupak Kulkarni along with Shri 
Aditya Kalyanpur on the tabla filled the crowd with 
endless rapture. The sheer enjoyment and bliss, so clear-
ly shining on both the artists' faces, during the ‘Saawal-
Jaawab’ session made the experience all the more enjoy-
able for those present. He finished with a heart-rending 
piece and left the hall to a thunderous applause. Smt. 
Kalapini Komakali, was the final artist, who performed 
the classic morning raagas to suit the ambience in the 
early hours. Her lovely and powerful voice brought out 
the intricacies in the Hindustani raagas she sang and her 
performance was the perfect end to a wondrous night.

 The artists were all presented with gifts, handmade 
by the labours of the IISER SPIC MACAY volunteers, 
and the personal touch was much appreciated by them 
all. Finally when the last guest had left and the hall and 
music room restored to their original states, the weary 
volunteers trudged back to their rooms, hobbling on 
worn out feet, ready to crash onto their beds, but not 
before vowing to make the concert an annual event! ■

SPICMACAY
at IISER

Photos: Sharvaree

Photo:  V Saudamini
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26th  January 2013 was celebrated in our institute begin-
ning with the melodies of the famous artists who per-
formed in an overnight concert on campus. Later in the 
morning, the Director unfurled the tricolour, which 
was followed by the traditional parade by the employ-
ees of Great Wall Security Services. The Director then 
delivered a speech quoting the words from Pt. Jawaha-
rlal Nehru’s famous Independence Day speech, 'Tryst 
with Destiny'. Everyone dispersed for tea and snacks 
with a sense of patriotism instilled in their minds. ■

REPUBLICDAY
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“““Cricket is one of the things that I am 
madly in love with. It’s not only me; 

the whole Shaurya ’10 team has 15 crazy 
players who are truly and madly in love with 
it. The 5th edition of IPL was very special for 
Shaurya ’10 because it was in this IPL that 
we were crowned Champions of the tourna-
ment. This was the second IPL tournament 
for the Shaurya ’10 team.
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From all the bitter experiences we had in the last season, we built 
a team full of hard-working players who were ever-ready to give 
their best in practice sessions as well as in the match. This is 
probably the first time in the history of Shaurya ’10 that the 
team members were ready to practise  early in the morning. The 
blistering cold of the winter makes you lazy to get up from the 
bed and it feels like a punch in your palm when you catch a ball 
early in the morning. The self-motivation and perspiration of 
each and every player in the Shaurya ’10 team has finally paid off. 
I, the Captain of the ship, am very proud of my crew members 
and their effort and support which made it possible for me to 
navigate Shaurya ’10 to the zenith of the tournament.  

-  Vishnu M S
Captain, Shaurya’10

“““
Photo: Nisarg Desai
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IPL2013 
By Aniruddhan Gowrisankar

Photo : Vishnu K. N.
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India is a country where cricket is a passion for many. 
The annual cricketing festival of IISER holds testi-

mony to this truth. IISER Premier League, IPL, as it is 
called, provides the students of IISER with a chance to 
showcase their cricketing skills. A ground with rough 
outfields and a temporary pitch might not seem attrac-
tive, but when it came to cricket, it was enough to get 
the people interested. Fifteen teams, full of enthusiasm 
and energy, would fight it out over a month, packed 
with action, entertainment, nail-biting finishes and 
what not! IPL’13 was flagged on 12th January, by our 
Director, Prof. K. N. Ganesh.

The first match of the tournament saw the defending 
champions, The Rascals take on the The All-Rounders, 
and come out on top. The tournament had just started, 
but the preparation and countless hours of practice put 
in by every team had started days earlier. The usually 
silent mornings in the hostel, turned to a bustle, with 
teams starting early to hit the pitch. Whenever they had 
time and wherever they could practise, the boys were 
ready to sweat it out. Such was the atmosphere that even 
the faculty managed to find some time, in their busy 
schedules, to practise. All eyes were on the favourites, 
the defending champs themselves. The Sports Club had 
the difficult task of running the tournament, starting 
from organising matches, to preparing the field and 
providing basic amenities like water and glucose on 
field. The first-years had to get their hands dirty when it 
came to the matting on the pitch, marking the bounda-

ries, providing the players with water and glucose and 
also the scoring.

The league stage went on for three weeks, by the end 
of which, the number of teams had reduced to eight. 
The Rascals came on top of the list in the league stage, 
and looked set to become champions one more time. 
The quarter-finals were fierce, with all teams going full-
steam. The major surprise was the Expendables stunning 
The Rascals in a tight match which went into the super 
over. The teams which qualified for the semi-finals were 
the Expendables, Shaurya, Bio-hazards and The Rebels. 
An action-packed semi-final between Expendables and 
The Rebels saw the giant-killers once again come out on 
top. The other semi-final game was won by a consistent 
and talented Shaurya, overpowering the Bio-Hazards. 

 The final of IPL’13 between the Expendables and 
Shaurya, was on 3rd February. The match started with 
the Expendables batting first and posting a low score 
on the board. The match on the other hand was far 
from over. Shaurya, had a tough time chasing down 
their target of 99, thanks to some disciplined bowling 
from the Expendables. In the end, it was déjà vu for the 
Expendables with Shaurya needing 12 runs from the 
last over. However, it was Shaurya who saw it through 
with nerves of steel. At the end of the day, they were the 
best team that day and were crowned the champions of 
IPL’13. It was also IISER Pune’s Sports Day and cer-
tificates for winners of Kreeda Jung were distributed on 
this occasion. ■

Photo : Prasenjeet Kawale
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The Vigyan Mela, a mela organized by the mem-
bers of Disha, IISER Pune, for kids of Someshwar 

Wadi and Laman Vasti, was held on the 26th and 27th 
of January, 2013 in Someshwar Wadi. The aim of the 
mela was to expose the kids to science and fun activities. 
The children of both abhyasika centres came in huge 
numbers for the mela. This was an annual event and  
many people attended the mela, thanks to good public-
ity strategies.

It started at 10 AM on the 26th , with inauguration 
by Prof. A. A. Natu from IISER. Next in schedule was a 
fantastic magic show by Jeetendra Kumar Raghuvir. His 
show was a huge crowd-puller and everybody, from kids 
to adults, flocked to the pandal to watch his show. This 
was the toughest time for the volunteers, as they had to 
manage the large crowd, especially the bunch of super-
excited kids. However, it was a very entertaining one 
hour for everybody as he performed a variety of tricks 
which the kids had never seen before. 

Post-lunch, the kids were divided into two groups. 
Students in the 6th to 10th standard age group were 
brought to IISER, while those in the 2nd to 5th had arts 
and crafts sessions in Someshwar Wadi itself.

An exciting demonstration of different science ex-
periments was conducted by Amrit Kumar, a 4th year 
student, for the kids who had come to the campus. 
Since they all had just seen a magic show, the kids felt 
that everything was magical, until the scientific logic 
behind the experiments was explained. The hour-and-a-
half long session was just superb as it convinced the kids 
that simple logic is associated with every phenomenon.

Next in line was the ‘Best-out-of-waste’ competition, 
where the kids had to make something creative using 
waste materials like paper cups, tin cans, plastic bottles 
and thermocol pieces. A spark of creativity was ignited 
in the kids and all the groups put in a lot of effort to 
produce something wonderful. A house was the most 
common model prepared, but there were two groups 
that thought differently and made a tank and a robot 
respectively. Both the groups received much praise for 
their innovation, and were commended for their efforts 
by the registrar, Dr. V. S. Rao, who had taken the time 
to come and watch the competition. Although a games 
session had been scheduled for the kids, the plan was 
postponed due to lack of time.

Simultaneously, an arts and crafts session was held 

VigyanMela2013

Photo  Anup Ingole 

By Shrinidhi Mahishi
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for kids of 2nd to 5th standard in Someshwar Wadi. First 
was the drawing competition, a favourite with the kids. 
This was followed by a paper-cutting competition where 
the kids created many unique patterns out of paper, 
concluding the day’s events.

The first session the next day saw four events happen-
ing simultaneously. The younger kids had art and origa-
mi workshops while the elder ones had kite-making and 
paper-bag making workshops. Volunteers were assigned 
for each workshop and they helped kids do their respec-
tive activities. Next in store, for the afternoon session, 
was clay-modelling and games. Children made Gana-
pati models and different types of animals using clay. 
The kids, especially the boys, thoroughly enjoyed the 
games session.

At 5 PM, we held the prize distribution ceremony. 
Four chief guests were invited, out of which one was an 
IISER faculty. The children delightedly accepted their 
hard-earned prizes for the different events. 

Overall, the mela was a huge success. The kids turned 
out to be immensely talented and they utilized this op-
portunity to showcase it exceedingly well. ■

Photo:  Harini 

Photo courtesy Anup Ingole 

A spark of creativity was ignited 
in the kids and all the groups 
put in a lot of effort to produce 
something wonderful.

“       “       
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Spreadthe

SMILE
By Nishad Mandlik
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“India is an agrarian economy with nearly 70 percent of its population 
residing in rural areas. However, basic facilities like sanitation and 
education are undeveloped in rural India.”
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India is an agrarian economy with nearly 70 per-
cent of its population residing in rural areas. 

However, basic facilities like sanitation and edu-
cation are undeveloped in rural India. I am not 
giving you another fact to be stored in your de-
veloped brains as this is something we have come 
across millions of times and even written in Social 
Science examinations. I am just trying to tell you 
that even with such a setting, the distribution of 
wealth and facilities in India are highly skewed to-
wards the urban areas. Let us take a look at educa-
tion in rural India. The number of dropouts after 
primary school is very high and if we look at the 
percentage of rural population pursuing higher 
education, it is very low. Is it because of a differ-
ence in the level of intelligence between the urban 
and rural populace? Well, this has been disproved 
by many thinkers and in fact our experience with 
kids in villages has been quite the opposite. It is 
not true that students in villages aren't intelligent. 
We can firmly say that they know a lot more with 
respect to their local environment and the society 
around them compared to their pizza and burger-
eating, technologically-active urban counterparts. 
The five-year plan clearly states the government’s 

resolve to the Right to Education as the nation-
wide commitment to the future of India. However 
the Central government's Rashtriya Madhyamik 
Shiksha Abhiyan remains a woefully inadequate 
response to remove the bottleneck in secondary 
education. A far more debilitating shortcoming is 
the quality and content of the education imparted 
in our village schools. Apart from the well-recog-
nised fact that the system demands rote learning 
that impairs a child's creativity, it also attaches 
little importance to either the local knowledge 
resources or the specific developmental needs of 
India's diverse communities. 

  What students in rural India need is just some 
exposure to quality educational resources and in-
spiration towards achieving educational targets. 
This is perhaps what ‘Spread the Smile’ is all about: 
exposing students to educational resources and 
making them aware of the opportunities that lie 
ahead in a fun-filled way. It is our aim that such 
an exposure in a continuous and directed man-
ner would inspire them to seek further education 
and broaden their outlook towards the society as 
a whole. To put it in short, the following are the 
objectives of Spread the Smile:

•	 To spread the joy of education among children in villages.

•	 To provide exposure to the fascinating world of science and 
technology through experimentation and logical inference.

•	 To provide inspiration to students to undertake higher education as well 
as help them develop a proactive and creative attitude towards 

    solving various problems associated with their lives.
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With the above objectives in mind, we set forth 
towards ‘Spread the Smile 2013’, choosing six vil-
lages viz. Ambavane, Hatve, Kadadhe, Kurunji, 
Vajeghar and Vetale spread across three talukas of 
Bhor, Rajgurunagar and Velhe in Pune. The edu-
cational activities were planned for four weekends 
in the month of February, having some common 
themes across weekends: classroom level scien-
tific demonstrations and hands-on activities on 
Saturday mornings, arts in the afternoons, sports 
in the evenings, documentary and movie screen-
ings in the late evenings and field level activities 
on Sunday mornings. More than 90 volunteers 

participated in the programme, consisting mostly 
of IISER undergraduates as well as a few inspired 
students from other arts, science and engineering 
institutions spread across Pune. 
  It was a daunting task, but with brilliant village 
level coordinators and actively involved volunteers 
who worked throughout the week to design the 
specific activities and carry out some of them be-
fore departure, we managed to do justice to the 
carefully planned structure of the programme. The 
cooperation showed by some administrators and 
teachers as well as villagers in some villages was 
extremely helpful and inspiring. 

 ‘Spread the Smile’ is all 
about: exposing students 
to educational resources 

and making them aware of 
the opportunities that lie 
ahead in a fun-filled way.
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  Every Saturday morning, volunteers would go out 
of the IISER gate filled with enthusiasm and well, with 
heavy baggage consisting of materials for conducting 
the various activities. The classroom sessions were in-
tense with scientific toys explaining basic concepts, 
demonstrations of technology-related works, chemistry 
and biology demonstrations, mathematics sessions and 
also a few experiments from the textbooks. A fitting end 
to the classroom level activities were sessions by IISER 
and NCL faculty during the last weekend. Field activi-
ties included map-making using measured ropes, village 
history documentation through interaction with villag-
ers, waste management and a nature walk exploring the 
wild followed by observation of  the collected specimens 
under a microscope. Various arts sessions like paint-
ing, origami, bandhani etc. were conducted. Sports 
and games were a way for gel-ing with the kids which 
worked really well. Documentaries related to health is-
sues, innovations as well as interesting movies were also 
shown. 

An Idea Competition was organised to extract inno-
vative ideas related to their life as well as problems faced 
by students on an individual and societal level. The aim 
was to understand the issues in a village and to make 
the students realise that solutions could be obtained by 
careful thinking and planning. The students along with 
volunteers and in some cases, some elders tried to im-
plement the solutions thus obtained.  The star gazing 
session at Kurunji using a telescope was a very attractive 
event and many villagers also joined the students for 

this session. 

  The final weekend was a high point of the entire ac-
tivity mainly because of the fact that the students knew 
the volunteers better and were also emotionally attached 
with them in some cases. The presence of IISER and 
NCL faculty further inspired the volunteers as well 
as the students. A quiz competition was organised in 
Ambavane and exhibitions were arranged by students 
in other villages which was a showcase of the activities 
conducted in the previous weekend. A beautiful session 
explaining the available options for further education 
was also arranged mainly for ninth and tenth standard 
students. 

  It wasn’t as straightforward as it looked as problems 
were plenty, for example the unnecessary interference 
by a teacher (and fear of leopards!), the lack of sanita-
tion or some miscommunication, to name a few, but 
the leadership and experience of the fifth-year BS-MS 
students helped us overcome them. 

  This may look like an effort to educate rural stu-
dents, a one-way transfer of knowledge from ‘selected’ 
students of a national level institute to students studying 
in secondary level schools based in villages; but it was 
quite the opposite. Spread the Smile was a programme 
that resulted in sharing of ideas, of knowledge and of 
emotions. It was an attempt to explore rural India (more 
than 70 percent of our population as we all know) and 
an effort to learn and understand, with students in rural 
areas, the problems which we as Indians face in this rap-

Photos:  Prathamesh & Ravindra P N

idly changing world. It was an attempt to get out of the 
cosy and safe cocoons we are enclosed in and experience 
the reality that lay beyond! ■
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This colloquium was presented by Prof. Kedar Dam-
le from TIFR, Mumbai. He spoke about the phe-

nomenon of geometrically frustrated magnets caused 
when the geometry of lattice forces exchange interac-
tions to compete with each other. Before going to spin 

liquids and its impurity effects, he introduced magnet-
ic moments in insulating solids and electron-electron 
interaction effects. This talk attracted a lot of aspiring 
Physicists among others to attend the talk. ■

Prof. Kedar Damle

The purpose of Dr. Athreya’s visit to IISER was 
to give a series of lectures addressing the various 

problems in mathematics. But such was his passion for 
music that he agreed to give an introductory lecture on 
“The raagas in Indian classical music.”  He started off by 
comparing the two prominent genres of Indian Classi-
cal music – Hindustani and Carnatic and explaining 
that they are based on the same system of raagas. Be-
ing a mathematician, he couldn’t resist giving a math-
ematical explanation about how the equations explain 
the perfection of the raagas. He concluded his talk by 

encouraging everyone to listen to music on the internet 
and rediscover the richness of Indian classical music. At 
the end of the lecture he played a few tunes he thought 
were the best examples of Indian music, which includ-
ed a bhajan by Pt. Bhimsen Joshi, Mohammed Rafi's 
“Man Tarpat Hari Darshan ko” in raag Malkauns, M. 
S. Subbalakshmi’s “Jo Jo Mukunda” and a piece by the 
sitar maestro Pt. Ravishankar. Many listeners hummed 
along as memories of classical music learnt in child-
hood came flooding back and brought nostalgia with 
them. ■

SPICMACAYat IISER
Dr. Krishna B Athreya
7th February 2013

That Wednesday, we were incredibly lucky to lis-
ten to Prof. D. Balasubramanian (President, In-

dian Academy of Sciences and Secretary General of 
the Academy of Sciences for the Developing World 
(TWAS), Trieste, Italy), who was awarded the Padma 
Shri in 2002, among various other accolades. His talk 
was about the human eye, its various parts and their 

functions, or loss of function that happens due to age 
and environmental effects and what we can do about 
them. Using a model of the human eye, he explained 
its parts and talked about some recent advances which 
go on to address some of the defects that creep in, af-
fecting proper vision. Surely, this was a treat for all the 
IISERites. ■

Colloquiumwi th

Prof. D Balasubramanian
6th February 2013

13th February 2013
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Mimamsa 2013
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The Spirit Lies within
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Mimamsa is the flagship pro-
gramme of IISER Pune, 

claimed to be the toughest under-
graduate science quiz in India. Its 
rigorous quizzing rounds different 
from the conventional ones make 
it unique. The philosophy of the 
quiz focuses more on concepts than 
numerical and knowledge-based 
approaches. The format involves 
arguments and counter-arguments, 
answers given by one team is de-
bated by the other teams, the marks 
are allotted not only for the correct 
answer but also for finding flaws in 
the logical sequence of presenta-
tion of answer. The rigour and the 
complexity makes it a two-day long, 
toiling event.

This year the event focused on 7 
cities: Bangalore, Chennai, Delhi, 
Kolkata, Mumbai, Hyderabad and 
Pune. After rigorous rounds of 
prelims and participants tackling 
mind-boggling questions, the four 

best teams emerged as finalists. The 
qualifying teams were St. Xavier’s 
(Kolkata), NISER (Bhubaneswar), 
IISc (Bangalore) and BITS-Pilani 
(Hyderabad). The final, as per tra-
dition, was scheduled for the third 
weekend of February i.e. 16-17 
February, 2013.

As ever year, after months of 
preparation and last minute rush, 
Mimamsa 2013 kicked in. The en-
thusiasm of the participants and 
the crowd was stupendous. From 
the Brief Thought and the Analys-
er to Deep Thought and the Step-
ping Stones, the rounds test various 
abilities of the students: clear think-
ing, thinking out-of-the-box, and 
thinking quickly under pressure. 
The teams were given 2 to 10 min-
utes each for thinking and answer-
ing depending upon the complex-
ity of the questions in the rounds. 
After a team presented the answer, 
every other team was given a chance 

to add to or challenge the answer 
or the concept presented by the 
answering team. Apart from this, 
there was an Occulomotor round 
i.e. the buzzer round and the Expo-
sition round where every team had 
to present a talk on their choice of 
topic and be prepared to be bom-
barded with questions from judges, 
audience and other teams. 

The event was intellectually 
stimulating, the teams compet-
ing for the top spot pointing out 
flaws from the answers and battling 
with concepts. In the heated battle, 
IISc, Bangalore was the clear leader 
but NISER, Bhubaneswar was not 
ready to give up. There was a close 
contest for the next spots between 
BITS-Pilani, Hyderabad and St. 
Xavier’s, Kolkata. Beating  other 
teams in Physics, Chemistry, Math-
ematics and Biology, IISc, Banga-
lore turned out victorious followed 
by NISER, Bhubaneswar, BITS-

Team Mimamsa with the participants
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Pilani, Hyderabad and St. Xavier’s, 
Kolkata. 

At the end of the two day long 
extravaganza, all the teams were 
completely spent, so were the vol-
unteers who did everything start-

ing from framing the questions, 
conducting prelims, scoring, to 
live blogging  and everything else. 
The event was a grand success and 
all including Dr. Sutirth Dey, the 
Chief Warlock of the Wizengamot, 

was pleased with the way the event 
turned out. At the end, the greatest 
achievement was how the teams be-
came very close to their ‘rivals’ and 
how friendships were sealed over a 
game of handball. ■

The event was 
intellectually 

stimulating, the 
teams competing 

for the top spot 
pointing out flaws 
from the answers 
and battling with 

concepts.

Director K. N. Ganesh presenting the Mimamsa rolling 
trophy to the team from IISc

Photos: K. Sriram , Prathamesh
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This dynamic culture-lover is the new HOD of 
the Physics department as of November 2012.

Dr. Sunil Mukhi

She's fresh, her dressing sense is unique 
and she's downright cool. This neural 
networker came, saw and Karavaan-ed!

Dr. Suhita Nadkarni

	 A proficient professor 
who has won many a heart in 

the female community of IISER 
with his hums, haws and hair.

Dr. Collins Assissi

This young and vibrant faculty is a 
pleasant addition to the impressive 
line of interdisciplinarians at IISER

Dr. Angshuman Nag

New Faculty 
on the block
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From playing Archimedes on Pi 
day to juggling for Karavaan, his 
enthusiasm for life and Mathemat-
ics is definitely inspiring.

His impact on IISER has rattled our 
mail-boxes. Math seminar heaven, 
here we come!

Dr. Vivek Mohan Mallick

This bundle of joy 
is reputed for her 
infectious smile 
and impeccable 
memory of all her 
students' names.

Dr. Akanksha Chaturvedi
Dr. Steven  Spallone

This new addition to the Chemistry 
faculty has a spectrum of talents up 
her sleeve.

Dr. Deepti  Gholap

This enthusiastic Biologist took over 
the reins of the BIO 402 course as 
soon as he stepped in. 

Dr. Krishanpal Karmodiya
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He is a phenom-
enally 'magnetic' 
personality who is a 
closet cricket fan.

This systematic senior professor 
is respected by all his students 

for his in-depth knowledge and 
deep voice.

A bright new face in the Math 
block, she provides us with an 
edge over our sister institute 
in Kolkata.

Dr. Mukul Kabir

Dr. Jayant Deshpande 
(Senior Visiting Faculty)

Dr. Kaneenika Sinha

We've forgotten what life in 
IISER was like before her. She's 
organised the best colloquia and 

talk series and was behind the 
success of Science day 2013.

Working tirelessly behind 
the scenes, recent additions 
include:

Sheela Donde

Naresh Sharma

Kaumudi Bhave

Bhargavi Naik

Avinash Abhale

Bhargavi Naik

Shabnam

Vijay Vitthal

Media Centre: 
KP Madhu, Mrs.Nita R
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Impressions...
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Structures on 
the Rise! The homecoming to IISER is now a treat to the eye. The engraved IISER sign, the 

beautiful path dimly illuminated with lights and large gates opening their arms to 
welcome students home are a great replacement to the small signboard which one 
had to squint at in the dark.

Front Gate

Director’s Bunglow

It's complete, finally!

Photo : Vishnu K N
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The much anticipated Great Migration 
happened during Fall 2012. After all, one 
could not resist the idea of a spacious 
two-bedroom flat, ample storage space 
and brand new Philips study lamps. This 
nine-storey hostel currently shelters BS-
MS students, PhD students and other 
research scholars. Other amenities include 
a common room on every floor with TT 
tables, on the ground and 8th floors, and a 
gymnasium, on the ground floor.

New Hostel
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With more than 14 lecture 
halls, a 500-seater auditorium 
and several e-classrooms, one 
could not find a better (or more 
comfortable) place to do the 
two things that every IISER-ite 
truly loves doing – sleeping and 
learning science. 

Lecture Hall Complex

The flood lights are on, and one often finds the IISM champs basking 
in the glory of the turf in the newly constructed Basketball court near 

the new hostel. The regular thumping of a basketball and shouts of 
“Pass it!” can now continue late into the night.

In lieu of hosting IISM in 
December 2013, the cricket, 
football, and indoor sporting 
facilities are being constructed 
at a fast pace. 

Truly, there is no better karma 
than feeding hungry souls in their 
time of need. Be it the need for an 
energy drink after sports practice, 
caffeine to pull an all-nighter or a 
simple place to hang-out, the new 
canteen serves a variety of purposes 
even at the late hours of the night.

Basketball court

New Cafeteria

The complex hosts, 200 seater, 100 seater and 50 seater lecture theatre. 

Photo : Chaitanya Afle

Photo : Vishnu K N

Photo : Vishnu K N
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This massive block 
will play host not only 

to the regular meals 
of students, but is 

planned to contain 
several restaurants 

which offer a variety 
of cuisines to their 

customers. 

Mess Block

Academic Block

This sprawling (it's so huge, you can actually get lost in it!) structure 
will soon house research laboratories and will be the hub of activity 
in IISER.

A spacious parking lot is now func-
tional next to the Mendeleev Block. A 
unique feature of this structure is the 

array of solar panels enveloping its roof. 
Now even our parking lots are green! 

Parking lot

Photo : Chaitanya Afle

Photo : Chaitanya Afle
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In flow of fluids, hints of 
GenNext solar cells
Ajay Sukumaran Post ed  on l i n e:  Sat u rday ,  Au g  25,   2012  
Understanding the physics of how fluids flow in side 
a capillary several times thinner than a human hair 
could help design nanostructures that could pos-
sibly play a role in next generation solar cells and 
new biomedical applications, according to research-
ers at the Indian Institute of Science Eductaion and 
Research(IISER),Pune.

First batch of 
IISER, Pune get 
degrees

PUNE: A total of 88 students, who had 
passed out from the city-based Indian Insti-
tute of Science Education and Research last 
year, finally got their degrees on Saturday, 
following the amendment in the National In-
stitute of Technology Act, which was passed 
by Rajya Sabha in May. About 44 students 
from 2010 and 2011 batches each received 
their degrees from Sam Pitroda, advisor to 
the Prime Minister. The convocation cer-
emony was held at its campus in Pashan.

IISER IipN NEWS
Life of Pi gets an-

other life at IISER, 
the time on stage

Anjali Jhangiani KP Posted online: 
Wed Mar 13 2013, 01:01 hrs

The never-ending Pi inspired the 
name of the movie Life of Pi, which in 
turn has been borrowed by the Indian 
Institute of Science Education and Re-
search (IISER), Pune, for a skit to be 
staged on the the IISER Mathematics 
Day on Thursday.

During the discussion to hold the 
event, one of the faculty members came 
up with the idea of a skit vtitled Life of 
Pi. Once the title was fixed with great 
zeal in the conference room, a brain-
storming followed

Visualising The genius of 
Srinivasa Ramanujan
Express news service Posted online: Sat Mar 09 2013, 
01:06 hrs

The Genius of Srinivasa Ramanujan, an hour-long documentary 
that was co-produced by Vigyan Prasar and Indian Institute of Sci-
ence Education and Research (IISER-Pune) to commemorate the 
125th birth anniversary of Srinivasa Ramanujan will be released 
for distribution on March 14 at the institute. 2012 was declared 
the ‘National Year of Mathematics’ to commemorate the birth a 
niversary of Srinivasa Ramanujan and the film, directed by award 
winning filmmaker Nandan Kudhyadi, was made in memory of 
the life and seminal contribution of the great mathematician.
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Ajay Sukumaran Posted online: Saturday, Aug 25, 2012

Understanding the physics of how fluids flow inside a 
capillary several times thinner than a human hair could 
help design nanostructures that could possibly play a 
role in next-generation solar cells and new biomedi-
cal applications, according to researchers at the Indian 
Institute of Science Education and Research (IISER), 
Pune.

Sulphur dioxide, a poll 
utant, could aid fight on 
TB: Experts
Ajay Sukumaran
Monday, May 28, 2012

Sulphur dioxide,pretty 
notorious as a gaseous 
pollutant, may poten-
tially have a role in tackling 
tuberculosis(TB), according 
to a recent paper by re-
searchers at the Indian Insti-
tute of Science Education 
and Research(IISER),Pune.
Their findings,potentially 
,open the door to the devel-
opment of various sources 
of sulphur dioxide in the 
treatment of the  infectious 
disease that affects millions 
globally every year.

IISER IipN NEWS
Experts closer to 
protecting satellites 
from coronal 
ejections
TIMES NEWS NETWORK

Pune: Scientists from a Pune-based institute along with 
their counterparts from Mexico have, for the first time, 
understood the travel model of coronal mass
ejections (CMEs), which has brought them a step clos-
er to finding ways to protect satellites from the harmful 
effects of this activity.

The study, a joint effort by Prasad Subramanian 
from the Indian Institute of Science Education and Re-
search (IISER), Pune, and Alejandro Lara and Andrea 
Borgazzi from National Autonomous University of 
Mexico (UNAM), has been reported in the Geophysi-
cal Research Letters, a renowned international journal.

Plasmonics and 
how to control light
Garima Mishra 
 Sun Dec 04 2011, 02:41 hrs
A team of researchers at the Indian Institute of 
Science Education and Research (IISER), Pune is 
trying to understand the interaction of light with 
nanostructures and molecules at micro and nano 
scales. Their research is based on a rapidly emerg-
ing sub-discipline of nanophotonics known as 
plasmonics. “We are primarily interested in propa-
gation, manipulation and localisation of light at the 
nanoscale. We achieve this by utilising the prop-
erties of surface plasmons, that are the collective 
oscillations of the free electrons in a metal,” said 
Dr G V Pavan Kumar, Photonics and Spectroscopy 
Laboratory, Division of Physics and Chemistry, 
IISER.
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navarasa
A celebration of the completeness of life 

Oh, dip my emptied life into that ocean, 
plunge it into the deepest fullness. 
Let me for once feel that lost sweet touch 
in the allness of the universe. 

-Rabindranath Tagore, Brink of Eternity
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shringar
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shringar

Photo : NIsarg Desai
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Love is an eternal mystery with countless incarnations. 
It manifests, as insignificant, yet as steady as the flame 
of the diya, or as a blazing pyre, as all-consuming 
passion. A mother scolding her son, or a friend playfully 
punching another, feeding a stray, or playing footsie 
under the table, a nurse feeding a wounded soldier, or 
the waves meeting the shore after a long separation; 
profound is the language of love.

leikn jo ye [k bat hE
0hsas hI 0hsas hE
quxbU sI hE jEse hva me. tErtI
quxbU, jo beAavaj hE
ijska pta tumko wI hE
ijskI qbr muzko wI hE
duinya se wI 7upta nhI.
Yae jane kE sa raj hE

javed AQtr

.

.

.

“

”

.
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Let me tell you, I have a little secret.
Something I’ve kept away from you ever since we met.
I know not of what happened and how.
When I think about it, I understand now.
It is all strange, the way we met,
I feel like laughing at this game of fate.
Remember the nights we sat in the green grass, staring at the starry sky,
Trying to create the impossible and letting our imagination fly?
Those were the moments, we talked and dreamed.
When I look back, so promising it seemed.
We talked and listened to things we loved, but not understood
That the God’s laws after all, didn’t work the way it should. 
The times we walked those streets under the moonlight
Remember those fireflies and jasmines we saw that night?
We talked about things of our concern and not.
And now I recall everything that moment had brought.
Your curly hair drifting as the wind passed by
And you, brushing those curls falling on your eyes.
I got lost every time my eyes met yours
And then my heart started singing all unsung lores. 

I always knew, I could never get that place in your heart.
May be that’s why I never knew you till the last.
The friendship we bore amidst all odds, I let go of that,
Only to listen to my damned foolish heart.
You were always right when you said I knew not about you,
Perhaps you’ll know me the way I know you.
That’s the secret I never wish you knew.
That somewhere in my heart, I do love you.      
                                                                                                                                                      

By Martin Landons

The First Expression

Art : Debarun Ghosh
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öeYjÀy¤©÷ iZI
syÆxªÁ§ qypkxR

Pranayathinte Matham
(The religion of love)

It could have been another sweetly told 
love story if only there weren’t any walls, 
rather no fear of those boundaries. The walls 
that stood between their beliefs, desires and 
lives, got built without their notice. Unable 
to conquer the fear, the protagonist chooses 
to love, without ever having to possess her. 
The poem relates the story of a love with no 
bounds.

- Sidharth S.

dy¤Ë Tx© öeYjy¯¡Ë¡...
iZiymøxÀ e¶id¡rõ¤©÷ iZy¤K¼ dyöbjy«,
Fdy¯xj§ Tx¤dxoy¶y¼ sûPâZj¡¤U ¥KxYy«,
Bbõixjly» A¥Z ZzöpZ¥jx¤U...
öeYjy¯¡Ë¡ dz F¤Ëj¡I...
eyUypy¼¡ PyZly¶ px¯¡Kny«,
dy¤©÷ dd¡À t£bji¡¤½Ë¡
Tx© F¥Ë Aly»ZxY§...
hjI, iZym¡K¬ ZzªÀ dqy¶ hjI
F¤Ë, dy¤Ëj¡I
Ahydjy¯xdlyj¡Ë ¥KxixnyKnx¯y...
F´ym¡I dxI öeYjy¯¡Ë¡
sûxªÁZKnymøx¤Z,
pyb¢kZ¤j öeYjy¯¡I ¥ex¤m...
hjI öMsy¯xÀ idsþy¤©÷jyUµny«
dy¤©÷ KYê¡Kny«
Tx© F¤Ë KxY¡ËZ§ ZUjx©
iZym¡K¬¯§ Hky¯m¡I Koyjymø¥møx...

Art : Saket Bagdev76



Ikfgya çse
Pahila Prem (First Love)

This is a short story about the unconditional 
bond of love. It is about a unique bond between the 
author and his calf, Manu, whom he took care of in 
the time of sickness. Notwithstanding a veterinary 
treatment procedure, the author took it upon him-
self to nurse her back to health. This compassion 
evokes a feeling of freedom and above all, love that 
he feels for Manu, his first love.

– Vyankatesh Rajmane
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Art : Lavanya Lokhande
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†mw`b G‡j Zzwg, mv‡_ †Zvgvi `yt‡Li Svuwc wb‡q,
Db¥y³ Ki‡j RMZ, Akª“i  mvM‡i  fvwm‡q |
wKš‘! Avwg †Kb? g‡b ïay GKUvB wRÄvmv |
nZvk g‡b †Kb RvMvI †mB e¨_© `yivkv ?
ZeyI Avwg Avbw›`Z, Dc‡fvM KiwQjvg †Zvgvi Akª“I DòZv |
kixi -g‡b wQj GKUvB wRÄvmv,
“ej‡Z cv‡iv ? †Zvgvi Akª“i  ¯^v` wK †bvbZv ? ”	

Zzwg wK?
cÖ‡kœi DËi cvBwb GL‡bv |
ARmª ¯^‡cœi gv‡S GKLvwb mZ¨ | 
bv ARmª mZ¨i gv‡S GKLvwb ¯^cœ |
†mB fi mÜvq Zzwg G‡j ZvB,
†Zvgvi †fRv †Vvu‡Ui AÜKv‡i
Avwg Wz‡e †h‡Z PvB |
mv†_ wQj wSuwSu‡cvKvi wdmwdmvwb,
ü`q fvjevmvi Avwg wK Rvwb!!
ïayB AvI‡owQ kixi fvjevmvi avivcvZ,
ïay Zzwg Avi GK wbtm½ fvjevmvi Aš—nxb wMwiLvZ,
wKš‘ cvwi bv Svc w`‡Z!

†Kb ?
wK‡mi †mB evav? †Kvb †m g„Z¨yi fq?
ARvbv A‡Pbv GK AwPb ïK‡bv Av‡jvi Sjmvwb‡Z
†Kb †h Kvu‡c ü`q !
Zzwg G‡Zv Kv‡Q, ZeyI †mB  Av‡jvKe‡l©i  k~b¨Zv,
Z…òvZ© GB ü`‡q R‡g Av‡Q KZ K_v |
nvwi‡q †MwQ Avwg, †Zvgvi A‡c¶vi Av‡jvq fvm‡Z fvm‡Z |
A_P ïay †Zvgv‡ZB PvB wb‡R‡K Avevi wd‡i  †c‡Z |

G‡j kix‡ii Kv‡Q ,
wKš‘ g‡b fq ZLb Avengvb,
†Zvgvi kix‡ii wgwó myev‡m f‡i I‡V gbcÖvY |
†Zvgvi `ynv‡Z e›`x Avgvi `yMvj, 
Avi mv‡_ †Zvgvi †mB gvqvgq nvwm |
mgq†K _vwg‡q Ki‡j †mB cÖkœ ,
“Rvb‡Z PvI Avwg wK †Zvgvq fvjevwm ?”

 †`eivR ivq  Apekkhaante (At the end of the wait)

It is about waiting for someone not men-
tally, but physically. However, when that 
person comes close, the protagonist stops 
for an unknown reason. She asks him some-
thing that changes the whole waiting. What 
does that person ask? What is the future of 
this wait?

-Debraj Roy

A‡c¶v†š—
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Rvwbbv †eiO †K,
Z‡e iwOb †K †Zv wPwb,
IB cvov gvwZ‡q †eov‡bv †Q‡jUv |
†ivÏy‡ii mv‡_ wg‡j `yózwg K‡i Lye ||

†ivÏyi Lye `yiš—
GKjvB cvov gv_vq K‡i iv‡L,
†i‡M wM‡q gv Zv‡K
wP‡j†KvVvq e›`x K‡i iv‡L ||

iwOb fvjev‡m AvuK‡Z
mvivw`b ïay K¨vbfvm Avi iO Zzwj
mv`v K¨vbfvm Zvi `yózwg‡Z bxj‡P n‡q hvq |
jvj, njy`, meyR iO¸‡jv
Kvbfv‡m mxgvbv nvivq ||

e„wóB ïay G‡`i g‡a¨ D`vmxb
Awfgvwbbx †h, †ekx K_v e‡jbv |
†ekxw`b _v‡KI bv cvov†Z,
gv†S gv†SB DavI n‡q hvq |
IB `~‡i, kni Qvwo‡q †KvbI GK 
cvnv‡oi Mv‡q,
Sibv bv‡g GK eÜy Av‡Q Zvi,
HLv‡bB P‡j hvq †m ||

AvR iwO‡bi Rb¥w`b
nBû‡jvo, AvÇv, gRv Pj‡Q mvivw`b |
mevB i‡q‡Q Avm‡i
A_P e„wó †bB G kn‡i,
†ivÏy‡ii mv‡_ SMov‡Z,
ZvB iwOb P‡j‡Q
me iO¸‡jv nv‡Z wb‡q ||

e„wói †`Lv †c‡jB
Qzuo‡e jvj, njy`, meyR, bxj,
`yB GK ckjv Rj †b‡g Avm‡e Zvi 
Mvj †e‡q
†PvL fiv R‡j
e„wó n‡e iwOb,
n‡e kvš—,
wgwó nvwm †n‡m e‡j DV‡e “ïf 
Rb¥w`b” ||

Bristi bheja rongin dupur
(The elements of a rainbow) 

The poem is a personification of the Rain-
bow being seen. Roddur (Sunlight), Bristi 
(Rain), and Rongin (Colourful), though 
different in nature, are dear mates. Roddur 
is a spoilt brat, while Rongin is the painter! 
Bristi, on the other hand, is the sentimen-
tal one, and she flies off quite often to her 
friend Jhorna (Waterfall) in the far away 
mountains. On Rongin’s birthday there are 
bright colours everywhere but Bristi isn’t 
around, for she had a fight with Roddur! So 
Rongin is on his way to find her, throwing 
his colours all over. Her tears of happiness 
spreads those colours and she wishes him 
“Happy birthday” with a lovely smile.

-Manidipa

e„wó †fRv iwOb `ycyi
gwY`xcv

Art : Darshini 81
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Scientific Love
By Romak 

Sometimes it’s in the first sight, but sometimes you got to hang,
And then your life is big, like the theory of big bang.

And soon will begin your synergy,
Only in the nucleus, protons have great energy.

You will have your ups and downs, Caution!
Just like Simple Harmonic Motion.

There will be less love sometimes, 
Sometimes more,
But give your best till you are able,
Be the Betelgeuse and not a Cepheid variable.

You got to buy rings and try to fulfil the list,
'Cause it’s like the reaction’s catalyst.

 You will face disagreement, but don’t be egoistic,
'Cause only opposite charges attract, according to electrostatic.

And your promises should never break, be together,
'Cause it’s so beautiful, the earth and the moon revolving around 
each other.

Always love the other a lot,
for then you will be loved for your action,
Like Newton’s third law,
every action has an equal and opposite reaction.

And when you hold the hand and hug tight with zero fathom,
It’s like hydrogen, ionic and covalent bonding between just two 
atoms.

And lastly, love the other with all respect and dignity,
Right from ‘-’(minus) infinity to ‘+’(plus) infinity.                                                 

Art : Amit Waghmare82



taI BaoT Aaho maaJyaa smarNaata
tao XaNa Aahota AajahI daTUna maaJyaa manaata
           
	 taI saaMja k aovaLI, k atarvaoL AajahI saazvataao maI
	 tauJao tao sajala nayana AajahI Aazvataao maI

taulaa maahIta haotaM, AapaNa k ayamacaM dUr jaata haotaao
gata AayauYyaataIla saaonaorI AazvaNaI AapaNa parta jagata haotaao.

           sava- AsaM Acaanak  {tk T hao[-la AsaM vaaTlaM navhtaM
           Aapalao maaga- badlataIla ho k QaIca maI jaaNalaM navhtaM

du:Ka ik taIhI ko laM tarI ho haoNaM ATL Aaho
pa`Sna ek ca yaotaao, Aataa tauJaM maaJaM k aya???

           yaa {Mbarzyaavar k r} daoGao ek ca pa`Na
           rahU =dyaata ek maok aMcyaa AajaIvana!!!

taI BaoT
ivavaok  saurMsao

Ti Bhet (That Tryst)

Many a time, due to unavoidable and 
unanticipated reasons, we have to face sepa-
ration. But it is unbearable to be separated 
from one’s beloved. This poem depicts the 
feelings of those who find themselves facing 
loss.

 – Vivek Suranse 

Art : Darshini Ravishankar
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è£¬ôò¤ô¢ ãù¢ âöð¢ 
ð¤®è¢èõ¤ô¢¬ô?
Þ¬ñ¬ò õ¤ôè¢è¤î¢ 
î¤¬ó «ð£´ñ¢
õ¤«ï£îñ¢ àí¢ì£ 
ñí¢µôè¤ô¢?

âù¢ù î£ù¢ 
ÜÁ²¬õ àí¾ 
ê£ð¢ð¤ì¢ì£½ñ¢,
õ£ò¢ º¿è¢è 
²¬õð¢ðªîù¢ù«õ£ 
ï¦ó¢ î£ù¢.

Éé¢è£î Þó¾è÷¢ 
â¿î¤ê¢ ªêù¢ø 
²õ´è÷¢   ê¤õê¤îñ¢ðóñ¢

Thoongaatha iravugal ezhuthi chenra suvadugal
(Traces left by sleepless nights)

This is a tale of the phase of amateurish love with the 
poetic world, when the ever-observing mind rejoices by 
recollecting beautiful incidents and experiences of the 
day, makes umpteen philosophical connections about 
life, love and the like. It doesn’t let the poet sleep when 
the world sleeps.

- Shiva Chidambaram

Art : Prashali Chauhan 
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îñ¤¬öî¢ î¤¼ð¢ð¤ù£ô¢ Üñ¤ö¢¶.
Þé¢°, îñ¤ö¢ «ð²è¤ø¶ Üº¶.
Üõ÷¢ Þîö¢è÷¢.

è£ô¢ðï¢¶ Ü¿î£ô¢ 
à¬îè¢è£ñô¢ 
Þ¼ï¢¶õ¤´«õ£ñ£âù¢ù?
õ£ö¢è¢¬è»ñ¢ Üð¢ð®î¢î£ù¢. 
Üõù¢ õ¤¬÷ò£ì¢´, 
ï£ñ¢ðï¢¶è÷¢.
õ¤¬÷ò£´ðõó¢è¬÷è¢ 
èí¢´ð¤®è¢°ñ¢ ºòø¢ê¤ î£ù¢
ïñ¢ Üø¤õ¤òô¢ õ¤¬÷ò£ì¢´.

ï£ù¢ ºîô¢ º¬ø èõ¤¬î â¿î¤ò¶ àù¢¬ùð¢ ð£ó¢î¢î 
ð¤ù¢¹ î£ù¢ âù¢Á ªð£ò¢ ªê£ô¢ô ñ£ì¢«ìù¢. àí¢¬ñ 
ªê£ô¢è¤«øù¢, «è÷¢.
èõ¤¬î â¿î¤õ¤ì¢ì î¤¬èð¢ð¤ô¢, ï£«ù å¼ º¬ø»ñ¢ 
ð®è¢è£ñô¢ Þ¼ï¢î «ïóñ¢ ð£ó¢î¢¶, âù¢ ñùî¤ô¢ 
è÷¢÷î¢îùñ£ò¢ åõ¤òè¢èõ¤¬î åù¢Á õ¬óï¢¶
ªêù¢ø£ò¢ ï¦, èí¢è÷¢ õö¤ò£ò¢.
Ýñ¢ ªðí¢«í! âù¢ ñùî¤ô¢ ðî¤ï¢î ºîô¢ èõ¤¬î ï¦ î£ù¢.

è£îôó¢è÷£ô¢ î¤¼ìð¢ðì£î 
èõ¤¬î «ð£ôî¢î£ù¢,
è£îô¤ò¤ìñ¢ ªê£ô¢ô£î 
è£î½ñ¢.

à¼¬÷¬ò»ñ¢ 
àó¤ð¢«ðù¢ ªõé¢è£òñ£ò¢, 
àù¢ àîì¢®ù¢ æó¢ 
Ü¬êõ¤ô¢.
ï¦ «ðêõ¤ô¢¬ô 
âù¢ø£ô¢, ªõé¢è£òñ¢ 
Ãì Ü¿î¤´«ñ, ï£ù¢ 
âñ¢ñ£î¢î¤óñ¢!

èí¢µè¢°÷¢ è¬ôè÷¢ ð£´õ£÷¢,
Þî¿è¢°÷¢ èõ¤¬î è¬îð¢ð£÷¢, 
ñùî¤ô¢ è¤÷ó¢ê¢ê¤ õ¤¬îð¢ð£÷¢,
Üõ÷¢ è£íî¢î£ù¢ âé¢° è¤¬ìð¢ð£÷¢?
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Debarun Ghosh

Debarun Ghosh

Amit Vaghmare
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Ravindra P N

Nisarg Desai
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Karuna
My tears are like the quiet drift
Of petals from some magic rose;
And all my grief flows from the rift
Of unremembered skies and snows.

-Dylan Thomas,Clown in the Moon

She sits at the same spot each day, with her head in her 
hands. Invisible, almost unnoticeable in the dim glow of 
the lone street lamp. She looks up to slow, approaching 
footsteps. Her cheeks are tear-stained, her eyes swollen 
and the grey of her rags has leaked on to her face. She 
looks at him with her  hollow, piercing eyes. He regards 
her with compassion.
In front of him, there lay pathos.
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Waiting for dawn

Here I am,
Standing far apart from you,
I longed to be with you,
But failed to reach you,
Your thoughts and your mind.

Everyone says, “The face mirrors the mind,”
But yours was hidden,
Like the moon behind the clouds.
Still your eyes seemed to smile?
Yeah, I remember your eyes
Those which mesmerised me
And gave colours to my dreams.

You were like the shadow in twilight,
Which moved apart and disappeared.
But here I am
Waiting for the dawn - for you to return.

By Asmi

Suzanne
wore, not the red scarf
that had survived
the grays and whites
along the snow-glazed pavement,
but a thick, tight rope-
her cheeks lit in a yellow haze,
the sweet scent of an apple blossom-
to free her forever.
And, no matter how we looked
burying her in a sea of metal
scraping deeper
through her skin, her flesh,
the time in her brain,
we found nothing but 
a russian doll of a meaning.

When there is 
no meaning
By Sandesh Bhat J R

Art : Sukanya Jogdand

Art : Lavanya Lokhande
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2012: 
Bbõixj§... 
Hk¡ 
Hxªijxj§...
			    

24 iYy¯¢ª AcyKI d«Kyj...
HÀyky dmø K¢¼¡Kx¤k sÏxdy¶...
Bbõixj§ Hk¡ ¥txÔ« RzpyZI d«Kyj...
Bbõixj§ Hk¡ ¤isþ§ di¡¯¡ ¥p½y BtxkI
Hk¡¯yj...
Bbõixj§ Hk¡ ¤siÔª di¡¯§ Detxkixj§
d«Kyj...
il¯x© öqiy¶xm¡I il¯xdxKxÀ Hk¡ K¢¼I
A¤¤sþ¤Í©÷§s¡I, öes¥©÷r©s¡I,
FKþ§¤eky¤i©÷§s¡I, öMxf¡I, ¤¤ppj¡I
sIhxpdjxjy d«Kyj...
PxUy¯ny¯x© Hk¡exU§ iZym¡K¬ Hk¡¯yj...
Zixqj¡I, exkj¡I, M¡W§ ¤¤dl÷¡I, ¥sxlyj¡I
¤Kx½§ dyµn¡¤U C©¥gxKþy¤d dyl¶...
RzpyZÀy¤m em eÆZyK¬¯¡I Zl¯møy¼...
GZxd¡I Pym BöMtµ¬¯¡I ¥ixtµ¬¯¡I
pyÀ¡ exKyj...
BqKn¡¥Uj¡I Kydxp¡Kn¡¥Uj¡I e¢¯¬
¤Kx½¡ dyµ¬ Am´ky¶ DbõxdÀy« dyË¡I,
C¦ 2012 FË PyöZqmhI pyU elj¡¥Ìx¬,
idsþ§ HË¡ ¥Zµyjy¥mø?
ikYiymøxÀ s¦t£bÀy¤©÷ ic¡kixj HxªiK¬
Fdy¯¡ sÏxdy¶,
2012¤d Hk¡ t£bjsðÉdI ¥ex¤m Tx© F¤©÷
idsþy« s¢±y¯¡Ë¡...
CZ§ dyµ¬¯xj§... Bbõixj§... 2012 Hk¡
Hxªijxj§ F¤Ëdy¯¡ ¥ZxËyj ¥ex«...Aqûy© öebze§ Uy.

Art : Sahana Srivathsa 91



Art : Lavanya Lokhande

The Crushed Bud
By Yaikhomba Muatum

O Dusked bud of dawn! Don’t dawn the dusk!
Don’t december leaving my arms, 
Let not my tears dry like April. Don’t autumn October!

O leave not my stars of hope moonless!
Why burn thyself when you should september?
The tiny pain has powered your mighty silence. Why?

Didn’t my June rains flood your hope, 
And wished thee to september spring?
Then why leave me decembering with No New Year?

Thou hoped wide to flower in April,
While you thanked the cool of my November.
Then why deceive my July shine to ever silence?

O shed tears and show you’re in pain!
Let me march and january you console,
O speak up! Your February eyes, Oh!

Why december when I hope the August year?
Why do thee night-hard my withering soul? 
Why does silence of May power your budding March?

O, don’t leave my arms with your decembering look!
Why won’t your February hug, hug me?
O tell me! Your February eyes, tell me why?
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Eku dk vk uk

vkf[kj eSa bruk D;ksa lksprk gwW ]
gj iy] gj oDr] gj yEgk]
rqEgkjs gh [k;kyksa esa]
pan my>s lokyksa esa]
cl ;wW gh Mwck jgrk gwWA

vc rd ,slk yxrk Fkk]
rqEgs] rqels dgha T;knk tkurk gwWa]
ysfdu eq>s D;k irk Fkk]
,slk Hkh fnu vk,xk]

l fnu yxsxk tSls]
eSa rks rqEgs tkurk gh ughaA

rqEgkjs psgjs dh [kkeks h]
vkW[kksa dh engks h]
bd dgkuh fy[k tkrh Fkh]
ij u tkus vktdy]
dgkuh rks c  nwj dh ckr]
,d Cn Hkh u tqVk ikrk gwWa]
;s lkjh ckrsa tkudj Hkh eSa bruk D;ksa lksprk gwWaA

esjh ;s gkyr ns[kdj]
lc eq>s nsonkl ls ifjHkkf r djrs gSa]
esjh ;s ykpkjh ns[kdj]
rqEgs Hkwy tkus dks dgrs gSaA

lp rks ;s gS fd]
pkgdj Hkh] eSa rqEgsaa]
dHkh Hkwy ughsa ldrk]
eSa rks rqEgkjk lk;k gwWa]
viuh dk;k R;kxs fcuk]
lkFk NksM+ ugha ldrkA

vkf[kj rqe D;k pkgrh gks]
;s dHkh uk le> ikrk gwWa ?
eSa rks cl bruk tkurk gwWa]
rc Hkh pkgrk Fkk] vkt Hkh pkgrk gwWa]
;s lkjh ckrsa tkudj Hkh]
vkf[kj eSa bruk D;ksa lksprk gwWaA
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B ixöZjy«...
Wy©sy ilyjI

Aa Mathrayil... (In that moment)

Unexpected emotions are expressed in 
strange situations. This is one such story 
which follows the train journey of a young 
lady, where she encounters a stranger. The 
events following the rendezvous leave her 
speechless. Is it love, or fear, or compassion, 
or an amalgamation of many more inexpli-
cable emotions?

- Dincy Mariyam

Cdy k¥½x i¢¥Ëx iYy¯¢ª ixöZ¥i 
D×¡ dx¤UÀx©. Apsxdekz±j¡I 

Koy»§ D¶¯¡ KjlyjZxY§. s¥Çxrix¥Yx 
s´Uix¥Yx FËlyjymø. Fmøxp¥kxU¡I 
jxöZeljx© el÷yjymø. ¤öUjy© pn¤k 
¥pMÀy« K¡Zy¶¡¤Kx½yky¯jxY§. 
Ap¬ Z¡lËy¼ Rdmym¢¤U e¡lÀ¡ 
¥dx¯y¤¯x½yky¯¡Kjxjyk¡Ë¡. ¤e¤¼Ë§ 
AKÀ¡dyË¡½xj gtnÀy« e¡lÀ¡× 
KxoáKny«dyË§ Apn¡¤U öqÆ eZly. 
AZU¡À§ pk¡ËZ¡¥ex¤m Ap¬¯¡ ¥ZxËy. 
B ¥Kx¶ym¡½xjyk¡Ë ösëzK¤nmøxI D¶Ày« 
dympyny¯¡Kjxjyk¡Ë¡. 
FÇxY§ sIhpy¶¡¤Kx½yky¯¡ËZ§? 
qgíI¥K¼§ Dlµy¤¯x½yky¯¡Kjxjyk¡Ë 
Apn¡¤U stexVyK¬ DYªË¡. gtnÀyd¡ 
eyËym¡× ktsõI Alyjx© Hk¡exU¡ 
sij¤ixË¡I ¥p½ypËymø. ApyUypyUxjy 
Kzly, Ao¡¯¡e¡k½ rª¼¡I AöZj¡I Z¤Ë 
Ao¡¯xj ex©l¡I exlyeðl¯¡Ë i¡Uyj¡I 
¤¤Kdyl¤j Aetky¶ ¤exË¡I pm¤À 
¤¤Kjy« KÀyj¡ixjy B id¡rõ© 
Apn¡¤U i¡Ëy« öeZõ±¤eð¼§ Z¤©÷ ¤¤KpqI 
Cky¯¡Ëp¤jmøxI d«Kx© dyªgÊy¶¥eðx¬ 

Ap¬ Ajxn¡¤U KYê¡Kny¥m¯¡ 
¥dx¯¡Kjxjyk¡Ë¡. B KYê¡Kny¤m öeKxqI 
Fpy¤U¥jx K½¡ilËZ¡¥ex¤m Ap¬¯¡ 
¥ZxËy. Ajxn¡¤U Z¡k¡¤ÌU¡À¡Z¡Uµxlxj 
KÀy Apn¡¤U Ko¡Àyd¡¥d¤k 
dzµyj¥eðxo¡I Apn¡¤U KYê¡K¬ 
Ajxn¡¥UZy« dyË¡ ixlyjymø. 
hjË¡¥exj Apn¡¤U K¢¼¡KxkyK¬ 
Apn¡¤U ¥ek¡pyny¶¥eðxoxY§ sûeïÀy« 
dy¤ËË¥ex¤m DYªËZ§. Ajxny« 
¤e¤¼¤Ë¥Çx ixl÷I pËZ¡¥ex¤m ¥ZxËy. 
Ajxn¡I B ¥ek§ Dk¡py¼¡. Apn¡¤U 
Ko¡Àyd¡¥d¤k eyUy¶yk¡Ë KÀyjy«dyË§ 
Ajxn¡¤U eyUypy¼¡. AZ§ Apn¡¤U iUyjy« 
pzY¡. Ajxnx¤K pynly ¤pn¡À¡. Hk¡ 
dyiyrI Hk¡ öeZyi¥ex¤m Ajx¬ Apy¤U 
dyË¡. iÆõpjsÜjxj Hk¡ösëz Apk¡¤U 
¤¤KpqI D½xjyk¡Ë gxM§¤Kx½§ Ajx¤n 
eylKy«dyËxöKiy¶¡. il÷¡ ösëzKn¡I 
Ap¥kx¤UxeðI ¥PªË¡. ¤e¤¼Ë¡× 
BöKiÀy« Ajx¬ Zx¤o pzY¡. K¡¥l AUy 
¤Kx¥×½ypË¡. Z¤©÷ sªpq°yj¡¤iU¡À§ 
Ajx¬ PxUy¤jo¡¥Ël÷¡. ey¤Ë Z¤©÷ 
¤¤Kpqi¡½xjyk¡Ë FmøxI pmy¤¶ly»y¼§ 
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Z¤Ë BöKiy¶¡¤Kx½yk¡Ë ösëzK¤n 
Z¼yixl÷y Ajx¬ i¡¥Ëx¼¡K¡Zy¶¡. 

Z¡lË¡KyU¯¡Kjxjyk¡Ë pxZy«¯« 
Ajx¬ Hk¡dyiyrI dyË¡. ey¤Ë 
KYêU¶§ Ajx¬ e¡l¥À¤¯U¡À¡PxUy. 
Zdy¤¯ÇxY¡ sIhpy¶¤ZËlyjx¤Z 
Apnyk¡Ë¡. K¢¼¡KxkyKny¤mxkx¬ 
P¢½y¯x¼yj¥eðxoxY§ Z¤©÷ Ko¡À§ 
¤Pl¡Zxjy i¡ly»Zp¬ öqÆy¶Z§. Hk¡ 
¥P¶y ¥Pxby¶¡, "K¡¼y ¥eUy¥¶x?" DÀkI 
eljx© qgíI e¡lÀ¡pËymø. hjimø, 
ey¤Ë¤jÇxY§? Pym K¡»¡µ¬ A¥eðxo¡I 
Kkj¡Kjxjyk¡Ë¡. ¤öUjy©jxöZjy¤m 
s¡k±¤j¯¡ly¶¡I ösëzKn¡¤U 
s¡k±¤j¯¡ly¶¡ixjyk¡Ë¡ eyËzU¡× 
Pª¶. ¤öUjy© ¥Ôr¤dÀ¡ËZ¡p¤k Pª¶ 
dz½¡¥exjy.

Apn¡¤U APâ© ¥Ôrdy« 
KxÀ¡dymð¡½xjyk¡Ë¡. Ap¬ "APâx" FË¡ 
pyny¶¡¤Kx½§ Ajxn¡¤U AU¡¥À¥¯xUy. 
K¢¼¡KxkyK¥nxU§ jxöZ el»§ ApnPâ¤dxeðI 
jxöZjxjy. pz¤UÀ¡ËZ¡p¤k Ap¤nxË¡I 
sIsxky¶ymø. iKn¡¤U eZypyd¡ pyekzZixj 

¤ek¡ixl÷I Ajxn¡I öqÆy¯xZyk¡Ëymø. 
¥Pxbõµ¬¯§ P¡k¡µyj px¯y« DÀkI 
d«Ky Ap¬ sIhxrYµny« dyË§ 
Hny¥¶xUy. KyUËy¼§ Ap¬¯§ Dl¯I pËymø. 
Ajxn¡¤U KYêy« K½ Zyn¯I Z¤Ë pmy¶¡ 
i¡l¡¯¡ËZ¡ ¥ex¤m Ap¬¯¡ ¥ZxËy. Zx© 
CZyd¡ i¡Ì§ Ajx¤n K½y¼¡¥½x? Ajx¬ 
FÇ¡¤Kx½§ Z¥ËxUµy¤d ¤ek¡ixly? 
F¥eðx¥ox Dl¯I Ap¤n B  eyUyi¡l¡¯Ày« 
dyË§ pyU¡py¶¡. 
Apn¡¤U K¡»d¡RÀy pË§ ¤Ppyjy« 
C¯ynyjx¯yj¥eðxoxY§ Dl¯Ày« dyË¡I 
Ap¬ Fo¡¥Ël÷Z§. APâ© DÏlÀ§ eöZI 
pxjy¶¡¤Kx½yky¯¡Kjxjyk¡Ë¡. Ap¬ 
APâ¤©÷ e¡lKy« ¥exjydyË§ eöZÀy¥m¯¡ 
¥dx¯y. "dykõxZkxjy" FË ¥eRxjyk¡Ë¡ 
APâ© pxjy¶¡¤Kx½yk¡ËZ§. bypsp¡I 
FöZ FöZ ikYµnxY§! B pxªÀ 
Apn¡¤U öqÆjxKªry¶¡, "A¹xZ© 
¤öUjydy« dyË§ pzY¡ iky¶¡". AZyd¡ 
Zx¤o FÇx¤Yo¡Zyjyky¯¡Ë¤ZË§ Ap¬ 
¥dx¯yjymø. Ap¬ AU¡¯njy¥m¯§ dUË¡, 
"AZjxnxjyky¯¥mø..." Ap¬ idsþy« 
el»¡. 

Art : Harini Suri
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Hasya

The wee weird wagtail 
whooshed onto the wet 
rock.
It waddled along its width, 
wagging its wee tail.
It called out to its 
comrades cackling 
carelessly.
All this clamour crackled in 
the calm of the forest.
It laughed, long and loud.
At its merry mates,
At the whole world,
At itself.

Photo : Nisarg Desai

Mirth spreads from leaf to leaf, my 
darling, 
and gladness without measure. 

-Rabindranath Tagore, Light
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Oh, it's fun to be a professor,
What a wondrous life one can lead,
The folks that I meet, they say "Yes, sir,"
And bring anything that I need.

I wake up when the sun hits this valley,
First check that this dream is a fact,
Do yoga, but can't dilly-dally,
I'd better prepare for my act.

I head down the stairs for my vittles,
Science students are filling the mess,
I have idli - sambar with the kiddles,
Then stroll over to Sai to profess.

The city is under construction,
The traffic a stream best uncross'd,
Drivers, they beam with corruption,
Like wolves at a lamb who is lost.

But I know a path through the chaos,
Past saris and dhotis I glide,
At Sai now the guards say, “OK, boss,”
And cheerfully wave me inside.

Raman Hall holds my audience captive,
A microphone makes my voice boom,
My students, they must be reactive,
Their eyes fixed on me, in this room.

Five and seventy students they focus,
Five and seventy students they strive,
One math prof performs hocus pocus,
One math prof must keep them alive.

At cafés I ponder mathematics,
Drink chai tea and make my head spin,
Trace formulas, rings, and p-adics,
This curious subject I'm in!

If someone in Bonn needs a lemma,
Or a friend in Beijing has a doubt,
Together we'll face this dilemma,
I bet that we'll figure it out.

Let's meet at a conference in Austin,
So we can discuss face-to-face,
We'll find some great talks to get lost in,
And perhaps a new problem to chase.

Back in Pune, our IISER is bustling,
Fancy programmes and speakers abound,
For Mimamsa judges, they’re rustling,
And Pi Day is soon coming ‘round.

Yes, it’s fun to be a professor,
Don’t let us fool you with rants,
‘Cause, I tell you as a confessor,
I’m glad to have gotten my chance.

It’s Fun 
To 
By Steven Spallone

Be
 A Professor

Art : Divya Gadkari
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Ah! My old friend,
Turned into a new found foe,
I dare to ask, “How are you?”
Cause I can’t seem to get much of you.

You used to bring such beautiful dreams,
And some crazy random things.
Now all I see when I greet you is,
Pending assignments and terrifying tests. 

I wonder what made our relationship so sour,
Coaching centres and studies? What a bore!
Without you I bear wounds,
Like a drunken wrestler.

Ah! My old friend,
Please wait for ten more months,
I will come rushing into your arms,
ZZZ...ZZZ...ZZZ...ZZZZZZZZ...

*Bet everyone could relate to this when they were 
in high school or may be even now. 

Sleep
By P.M.Shreenidhi

J°è®è ºÉÃ½ UÉÆÃqÉ?

ªÀÄ£É-ªÀÄ£ÉUÀ¼À ªÀÄ£À -ªÀÄ£ÀUÀ¼À d£ÀgÀ £ÀqÀÄªÉ £ÁªÉÃ ¸ÀÈ¶Ö¹PÉÆAqÀ F vÀqÉ?

¹QÌvÀ®èªÉ £ÀªÀÄVzÀjAzÀ ¤©üðqÉ?!

ºÀÄnÖzÀÄÝ §jÃ ¨sÀAiÀÄ , CAnPÉÆArzÀÝ¥À£ÀA©PÉAiÉÄA§ PÀëAiÀÄ

CzÀPÀ®èªÉ ªÀÄ£ÀÄd¤UÉ¯Éè®Äè C¥ÀdAiÀÄ..C¥ÀdAiÀÄ?..C¥ÀdAiÀÄ!

Gode (Walls)

This short satire talks about the futility 
of the “walls”, that separate people, minds 
and often their hearts. The walls we have 
created for ourselves that are stopping 
humanity from reaching greater moral 
heights.

-Mumukshu

UÉÆÃqÉ
ªÀÄÄªÀÄÄPÀÄë

Art : Lavanya Lokhande
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By  Sanjay A.

I was trapped all alone in that Quantum Well
Staring at one of those Feynman Diagrams.
When a girl passed across by me 
With a velocity not greater than c.

The girl was ‘Strange’ and yet so ‘Charm’ing
She made my heart rattle ‘Up’ and ‘Down’
And a current, in me, passed from ‘Top’ to ‘Bottom’.

Her effect percolated my mind,
Filled me with perturbations of a future, uncertain.
What can a humble particle like me do in such a time? 
When her wave function was creating ripples in my heart.

I couldn’t stand that jargon of Expectation Values in my mind,
And hence decided to see,
If there exists a non-zero coupling probability.

It later was inferred experimentally
That I am a Boson and she a Fermion,
How, in any superimposed state, together can we be?
	

Here I am, but now untrapped, back with my velocity c.
Passing through lead blocks and cement walls,
With hope and determination of a new discovery.

							                                                                                                                     
                                                    

Uncertainty in conjugation

Art : Divya & Arushi
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I was walking one fine day,
My mind wondering away,
In the realms of quantum physics,
When an unexpected event happened,
I underwent a collision, with another Homo sapien!

And my Higgs Boson! What a specimen he was!
Elliptic eyes, parabolic hair…
His voice, a melodious superposition of sinusoidal waves.

Now every time I go to that road again,
My eyes rotate 180 degrees,
Trying to find that Homo Sapien’s locus.
All I hope is that your position and momentum
Aren’t in a correlation with Heisenberg’s Uncertainty Principle.

But then again, I laugh at my worries,
You are after all macroscopic!

Sapien! You differentiated my heart,
And now,
Every single cell of my brain yearns for you,
Please help me integrate my heart again.

Scientific Love
  By Irene Dutta
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fÅçV²èk fçO±çké !

Badly Bangali (Badly Bengali) 

The article is a rather satirical take on the 
people of Kolkata. The author describes the so-
ciety's rather fast-evolving culture heading to no 
defined limit. He also alludes to the culture of 
politics which unsurprisingly, does not seem to 
evolve at all.
			   -Sourav Sarkar

ôoû³fg² o³fK²ç³f

Art : Debarun Ghosh

fçO±çké³f Büô³fèR èP±³fK²çèk U±ç‡±ç³f èfn³i| hëõL 
³foõMç¥ç g²³fç DÎP±ç³fX ôY²ç içfç³f c³i | Y²ç³f 

Ddö³f hçöS± èK² pk, èoèdGh o³fK²ç³f, dÆçZèhK² èmv²ç 
óZöK² Büô³fèR èaök pçèT±ö³i| Açhç³f GK² f™ë² ôK² fköY² 
mëöcèQ²kçh , GB K²ce²çö³fÛo ³f¶h,BT± BR pëBP± èaöK²?' 
pçèo³f óLç³fçK² föT±! fçükç èhèV²³içöh d´V²ç , Y²ç³fd³f 
oç³fçèac Ax² K²ön Aç³f Büô³fèR ³f› K²³fç³f oh³i p³ièc! 
Y²ç GLc dç´V²ç³i dç´V²ç³i Büô³fèR ©ë²k, Y²çöY² ôV²çöcmçc 
èaök ³fçå½ç³f kÅçàdõdçö§³f I GV²èhmc pöf fBèK²! 
Y²çB GLc mëèc fçöo TÇ±çöh,"³ië ôcç èao Bþèkm hçQ² 
- BT±'o kçBK²- èK² M™²! ³içK²!!" Aç³f Büô³fèR iç³fç 
bö³fcèc, Yÿ²ç³fç Aç³f K²ö³iK²èaöc³f hõbÅB èpè¿a cç bö³f 
ôe²ökc! 

pçök cçèK² fçükç Q²èf³f cçh pö³iöQ² "AçI³iç³fç", 
ódÆöh³fMçöc "oRcé" pçèT±ö³i "hçèp³iç" foçöcç pö³iöQ²! 
méNÆB T±èkDöV²³f cçh pöY² P±ököQ² "fèkDV², T±èkM‚² 
"! Y²ç ôkçöK² èpè¿a fköf cç ôK²c? AçRK²çk Aèg²öcY²ç 
Aèg²öcŒé³fç ôY²ç ôaf' dÆaŠdÆèY²g²ç ècö³i Açèfgíá²Y² 
pöÎQc-G AèfoüfçèaY² oY²Å! fzg²çné³f èK² g²çèMÅ, 
G³fç AçRK²çk èfèm§ Röc³f Acëö³fçõb oÂçhéèR³f 
RÛhèaöc, oÂçhéèR I oçRöY² më³fµ K²ö³föQ²c! oÂY²Û» 
GK² P±kèÎP±Œ N³fçcç hçZçP±ç´V²ç èaö³i DU±öQ² AfmÅ, fü' 
N³fçcç! aëöT±ç P±ç³föT± dí³fµnhçcën - ohçR ècö³i iç³fç 
èP±èÛ½Y²: I èK²Që² ôhö³ihçcën- míXÅå¾çc ècö³i èfP±èkY²- 
içöK² fök "AÛohÃk K²ç«"! fçükç³f ôP±ö³i Büô³fèRöY² 
K²Zç pöf ôfèm| èfn³ifå½ë-GfåTÇ±Åçr²! K²ÅçkK²çT±çc 
BcöT±ökK²Pë±³ikçöa³f RcÅ eë²V² e²³f  T±! K²ÅçkK²çT±çc 
BcöT±ökK²Pë±³içk- iç³fç dÆY²Åp Yÿ²çöa³f BcöT±ökr² ôK² 
ôP±ç³içök cçèhö³i AçökçP±cç K²ö³fc- ³fçRcéèY², ohçöR³f 
aíMáèY²,  èmv²ç fÅfå¾ç, oÂçå¾Ådè³fönfç, mèP±c ôY²¿aëkK²³f 
Afo³f ècöÎQ², ôhö³iöa³f ódçnçK² ôQ²çT± pöÎQ², pÅçVÇ²c 
ôK²çkçBV²³f f´V² pöÎQ²... Açö³fç K²Y² èK²| fçè´V²öY² VÇ²è³iü 
³f¶öh; K²ököR³f-Aèe²öo³f K²Åçè¿T±öc; ô³föå½ç³fÿçöY²;   

GhcèK² fçöo TÇ±çöh, Göq²fçö³f Adè³fèP±Y² fÅèŠº³f 
oçõZI; GB ôoçmçèk ô³fådcèofk K²ÅçkK²çT±çc³fç 
ècöRöa³f øaècK² AçökçP±cç dfáèT± ôoö³f ôe²ökc! 
AçãP±iáÅ pö³i içB-GY² AçökçP±cç, GY² Y²Ká², GY² GY² 
BcöT±ökK²Pë±³içk! Y²çI dèãP±hfõz³f GB aí³ffå¾ç ôK²c?

ôoçmçèk ô³fodcèofk pI³iç³f GK²èT± Më³fµŠÃdíXá 
daöv²d "Q²çŒ ³fçRcéèY²"| "ôcY²çèR K²ö³fèQ²ökc Y²çB 
Açhçöa³fI K²³föY² pöf!( ôcY²çèR p³iöY²ç pöY² dç³ff cç, 
Y²öf K²çfëk K²ç¿açpçö³f cç èMö³iI açzç pçzçhç K²³föY² 
dç³ff fBèK²!) cuçk, hçIfçaé pöY² g²³i K²ö³f fÔV² ! 
fçh fç V²çBöc ôiçM èaö³i GK²Të± "èfdÈf"- G³f oÂça 
ódökB ôY²ç pk!" "K²ö³iK²T±ç g²çè³f AçBèV²ö³içökçèR 
ôaLç³i Açfç³f! AY² AçBèV²ö³içökçèR e²çBèV²ö³içökçèR 
(Açöaû Aèå½ŠÃ AçöQ² èK²cç ôK²Rçöc ôo få½ë³f) ècö³i 
d´V²çmëcç K²³föY² dç³fkëh cç! hç³fèdT±, ha, ôhö³ihçcën, 
MÿçRç, èfè´V², oÂõMá³f èoè´V²;g²çõMÅ ZçK²ök hçS±Lçöc GK²Të± 
v²hY²ç- Aç³f èK²åoë PçBöc!"

"Q²çŒöcY²ç³f Ag²çf ôcB, ôcY²ç ôcŒé³f ôY²ç oç³fdÈço 
oçdÈçB, Y²çI AbhG³fç fëöS± dç³icç ôg²çT±T±ç K²çöK² 
ôaI³iç iç³i! híõLáÅ³f ak!"

"híõLáÅ³f ak èK²Û½ë g²ç³fé pöÎQ²- ôfK²ç³f MçbçMëökç, 
dçèTá±³f Q²çd cçB içöa³f ódQ²öc- IMëökç³f hçZç M³fh| 
M—²ç³i M—²ç³i ³f¶Mé RëT±öQ² AçRK²çk, fök èK²cç 
pçodçY²çök V²çŠºç³f cçB Aç³f cçèoáüôpçöh içfç³f d³ioç 
cçB| hç«ç³fhmç³i³fç GK²Të± dçèTá±³f K²çöR fÅå½ Y²çB 
ôQ²çK²³fç  ôQ²çK²³fé óMÿçoç| hç«ç³fI K²h iç³icç K²ö³iK²T±ç! 
dë³fµèk³iç cç ôK²çö‹öK² ôQ²û-cçQ²I³içkç RëöT±öQ²- I³fç 
cçP±öf, hRç dçöf, d³imçI dçöf; Aç³f Y²ç³f RcÅ 
oçpçiÅ K²³ff Açh³fç? g²çè³f fÿça³f ôY²ç! ôK²D fök K²çR  
cçB, ôK²D fök  K²çR K²³föY² ôa³i cç| Açh³fç cçèK² fç³ií 
èfnçBèQ²,Açökç ècg²çBèQ²... De²... ôv²õdöQ² ôYç of?" 
oh³i  AçöQ² GLöcç, kçMçI GMçö³fç chÃ³f!

'

'

'

Ø
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±ÀÄgÀÄªÁAiÀÄÄÛ PÀAræÃ Crä±À£ï gÀUÀ¼É

¤°è¸À°£ÀÄß ¸ÁzsÀå«®è ªÀiÁå£ÉÃeÉä£ÀÖ÷ßªÀgÀ ¨ÁAiÀÄ°è ¨ÉÆUÀ¼É:

¨ÉÃPÉÃ£ÀÄ ¤ªÀÄä ªÀÄUÀÄ«UÉ gÁdåzÀÄvÀÄÌçµÀÛ ¥ÁoÀ

£ÀªÀÄä®ÄèAlÄ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄzÉAzÉ¤¸ÀÄªÀ Hl

EzÉ £ÀªÀÄä°è JgÀqÀÄ ªÀÄÆgÀÄ 'e' UÀ½UÉ vÀgÀ¨ÉÃw

PÀ¼ÉzÀ ¹En AiÀÄ zÉÆqÀØ gÁAPÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ £ÀªÀÄäªÉÃ ªÀÄUÀÄ! FUÉÃ£ÀAw?

©qÀÄ ©üÃw, £ÀªÀÄä°ègÀ° ¦æÃw ..

vÉÆÃgÀÄªÉªÀÅ ¤£ÀUÉ PÉÆÃa£ïÎ £À ¤Ãw ..

J°è vÉV ¤£Àß gÀ²Ãw !!!

PÉÃ½ ¥ÉÆÃµÀPÀgÉ! ¸ÁUÀgÀzÀAw¥Àð eÁÚ£ÀªÀA JgÉAiÀÄ¯ÁUÀzÁjUÀÆ zsÁgÉ

¸ÁézsÁåAiÀÄ«®è¢zÉÆqÉ DUÀÄªÀÅzÀÄ ¤ªÀÄä Q¸É ¸ÀÆgÉ!

PÀµÀÖ¥ÀqÀzÉ ¹UÀzÀÄ PÀAzÀ¤UÉ gÁAPÀÄ..

E£ÀÆß ºÉÆÃUÀ°®èªÉ ¤ªÀÄä §Ä¢ÞUÉ PÀ«zÀ ªÀÄAPÀÄ?

w½zÀªÀUÉÃ dAiÀÄ EzÀÄ «zÉåAiÀÄ ¤Ãw

EzÀ w½AiÀÄ¢gÉ PÁ¢zÉ ¥sÀfÃw, JZÀÑgÀ vÀ¦àzÀgÉ..CzsÉÆÃUÀw..

ªÀÄÄªÀÄÄPÀÄë

Admission Ragale (Admission)

This short poem is a satire that ridicules 
the present education system that reveres 
marks more than knowledge, the mush-
rooming coaching institutes and the grow-
ing belief that only tuition can help stu-
dents.

-Mumukshu

CräµÀ£ï gÀUÀ¼É	

Art : Amit Waghmare & Nilima Walunjkar
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His wife, wearing an old sari, her hair tied in a 
bun and a few strands hanging loose on her 

troubled face, came running to the living room com-
pletely vexed. She looked very old for a person who 
had seen only thirty years of life. He, in his early for-
ties, was reading the newspaper while sipping a hot 
cup of coffee. There wasn’t anything worth reading 
- more sensational news rather than sensitive news. 

His wife said, “A bat has entered the kitchen from 
nowhere and it is troubling me. Please do something 
about it!” He wondered, “From nowhere? How is 
that possible?”

He got up from the sofa and walked towards the 
kitchen with his wife following him. The kitchen 
was a perfect mess. He couldn’t find the bat. Sudden-
ly, something fast and black flew over him. His wife 
started running behind it with a broom in hand, try-
ing to hit it. He caught hold of a stick from the cor-
ner of the store room and started running behind it 
as well. The bat put up a good fight for an hour and 
a half and was finally chased out through the kitchen 
ventilator. They were really tired. His wife went to 
get a jug of water.  He returned to the living room 
and sat on the sofa, tired. He remembered the lines 
of an interesting article he had read in a fortnightly 
magazine, ‘…If bats had human faces, they would 
have been the most interesting mammals to study…’ 
He looked at his long black coat that was hanging 
and thought, “Who said that there are no bats with 

human faces? I think the author forgot about the 
bats in the law courts,” and laughed to himself. 

The bat became a regular menace on nights when 
his wife worked in the kitchen. She tried to trace 
its path and came up with unique ways everyday to 
chase it away, but her attempts always went down 
the drain. One morning his wife came running to 
the bedroom where her husband was sleeping and 
woke him up. Her face was brighter than the sun, 
whose rays lit up the room. She said, still panting, 
“You should come... outside… there is… just come!” 
She held his wrist and almost dragged her husband, 
who was still yawning, to the backyard and pointed 
excitedly at the electric line on the other side of the 
road. There was a dead bat hanging from it. 

His wife said, “It’s that troublesome bat!”

He was surprised, “But how do you know it’s the 
same bat that had been troubling you? It could be 
any of the other bats around here.”

His wife disagreed, “I’m sure this is the same bat. 
Look at his wicked face.” He couldn’t find any wick-
edness on its face. He walked back leaving his wife 
behind, who was still staring at the dead creature. 

After a week, he realized that his wife was right 
about the bat, because it never troubled them there-
after. A month later, one fine evening, his wife came 
running to him screaming, ‘THE BAT IS BACK!!!’

Bats that have

Human Faces
By Dincy Mariyam

a
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SharvareeSahana Srivatsa
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raudra

He tiptoed and held the Attitude with poise.
He pulled his hands in and spun a pirouette.
Insolence and injustice; one pirouette,
A glint of crimson in his eyes.
Insult and injury; another pirouette.
His fists clench and he falters...
His right strikes the earth
As the left soars high.
His locks fall askew
Murder in his eyes
An ancient damaru’s
Monotone resounds.
Beneath His feet,
The earth 
Trembles.
Fury.

Art : Lavanya Lokhande
Photo :  Caroline Jariwala106



Art : Lavanya Lokhande
Photo :  Caroline Jariwala

vkt f'kdk;r dh gS dq  njr us balku ls]
eqWg eksM+ fy;k gS bUlku us mldh Qfj;kn lsA
dHkh ck<+ mldk Qjeku lqukus vk;h]
rks dHkh vkx dh yiVksa ls [kcj djk;hA
dq njr ls etkd  dk balku dks nsuk gksxk fglkcA
fcNk j[kh gS mlus vc lw[ks dh fclkrA
lqukeh Hkh nLrd nsus vk;h mldh pkS[kV ij]
ij fxdu rd ugha vk;h vHkh rd mlds ekFks ijA
vc rks ufn;kW Hkh [kkSQ [kkus yxh gS balku dk]
cny jgh gS fur u;k jkLrk viuh igpku dkA
fQd gks pyh gS dqnjr dks] dc gksxh mldh Qfj;kn Lohdkj]
lquus yxk gS mldks izy; dk gkgkdkj] izy; dk gkgkdkjAA
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Art : Prashali Chauhan
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öñ¢..

Þï¢î Ëø¢ø£í¢®ô¢ Þùð¢ ð´ªè£¬ôò¤ù¢ 
âê¢êñ¢. ñè¢è¬÷ Ý´ ñ£´è¬÷ð¢ «ð£ô¢ 
º÷¢«õô¤ ºè£ñ¢è÷¤ô¢ Ü¬ìî¢¶¬õî¢î 
ªè£´¬ñ «õÁ âï¢î ï£ì¢®½ñ¢ 
ïìè¢è£î åù¢Á. Ýñ¢. îñ¤ö¢ ñè¢è÷¢ 
àòó¢î¤¬íò¤ô¤¼ï¢¶ Üçø¤¬íò£è 
ñ£ø¤ð¢«ð£ù Þìñ¢. å¼ ôì¢êî¢¶è¢°ñ¢ 
Üî¤èñ£ù  îñ¤öó¢è÷¢ ªê£ï¢î ï£ì¢´ 
Þó£µõî¢î£«ô«ò ß¾ Þóè¢èñ¤ù¢ø¤ ªè£¬ô 
ªêò¢òð¢ðì¢ì ªè£¬ôè¢è÷ñ¢.

ßöñ¢ ðø¢ø¤ «ð²ñ¢ «ð£¶ ê¤ô è¼î¢¶è¢è¬÷ 
èí¢®ð¢ð£è ºù¢¬õè¢è «õí¢´ñ¢. Ýù£ô¢ 
Ü¬õ Üóê¤òô¢ ê£ó¢ï¢î è¼î¢¶è¢è÷¢. 
Üõø¢¬ø âù¢ù£ô¢ Þé¢° «ðê º®ò£¶. 
«ðê ¬îó¤òñ¢ Þ¼è¢è¤ø¶. Ýù£ô¢ Ãì«õ 
Üê¢êºñ¢ Þ¼è¢è¤ø¶.

"Üê¢êñ¤ô¢¬ô Üê¢êñ¤ô¢¬ô Üê¢êªñù¢ð 
î¤ô¢¬ô«ò
Þê¢êèî¢¶ ª÷£ªóô£ñ¢ âî¤ó¢î¢¶ï¤ù¢ø 
«ð£î¤½ñ¢"

âù«õ ñè£èõ¤ò¤ìñ¢ ñù¢ù¤ð¢¹è¢ «è£ó¤ 
ªî£ìó¢è¤«øù¢. 

ßöñ¢ âù¢Á ªê£ù¢ù¾ìù¢ ïñ¢ ï¤¬ù¾è¢° 
õ¼õ¶ âù¢ù? õ¤´î¬ôð¢¹ô¤è÷¢, «ð£ó¢, 
èù¢ù¤ªõ®, îø¢ªè£¬ôð¢ð¬ì î£è¢°îô¢........ 
âù¢Á ªê£ô¢ô¤è¢ªè£í¢«ì «ð£èô£ñ¢. 
Ýù£ô¢ åù¢Á ñì¢´ñ¢ àí¢¬ñ. ßö 
õøô£ø¢ø¤ù¢ ªð¼ñ¢ð£ô£ù ðè¢èé¢è÷¢ 
Þóî¢îî¢î£«ô«ò â¿îð¢ðì¢´÷¢÷¶. 
îñ¤öó¢è÷¤ù¢ Þóî¢îî¢î£ô¢. ßöñ¢ ðø¢ø¤ 
«ð²ðõó¢è÷¢ ºè¢è¤òñ£ùªî£ù¢¬ø 
ñøï¢¶õ¤´è¤ø£ó¢è÷¢. Üô¢ô¶, Ü¶ 
ºè¢è¤òñ£ù¶ Þô¢¬ô âù¢Á 
è¼¶è¤ø£ó¢è÷£ âù¢Áñ¢ ªîó¤òõ¤ô¢¬ô. 
Þôé¢¬èò¤ù¢ ðí¢¬ìò îñ¤ö¢ ªðòó¢î£ù¢ 

ßöñ¢ âù¢ð¶ ïñ¢ñ¤ô¢ âî¢î¬ù «ð¼è¢°î¢ 
ªîó¤»ñ¢. Üì, Þî¤ªôù¢ù ºè¢è¤òî¢¶õñ¢ 
«õí¢®ò¤¼è¢° âù¢Á ï¦é¢è÷¢ ï¤¬ùè¢èô£ñ¢. 
Ýù£ô¢ ºè¢è¤òî¢¶õñ¢ Þ¼è¢è¤ø¶. 
îñ¤ö¢ï£ì¢®ô¢ à÷¢÷ ð¬öò ªêð¢¹ð¢ 
ðì¢ìòé¢è÷¤½ñ¢ èô¢ªõì¢´è÷¤½ñ¢ Þï¢î¤ò 
î¦ðèø¢ðî¢î¤ù¢ ªîù¢«è£®ò¤ô¢ Þ¼è¢°ñ¢ 
Üï¢î Üöè¤ò î¦¬õ “ßöñ¢” âù¢«ø 
°ø¤ð¢ð¤ì¢®¼è¢è¤ù¢øùó¢. èìô¢ èìï¢¶ ªêù¢Á, 
Éó è¤öè¢° «îêé¢è÷¤ô¢ ¹ô¤è¢ªè£®¬òð¢ 
ðøè¢èõ¤ì¢ì£«ù å¼ îñ¤ö¢ ñù¢ùù¢, 
Üõù¶ ðì¢ìé¢è÷¤ô¢ “ßöñ¢ ªè£í¢ì 
«ê£öù¢” âù¢ø ðì¢ìºñ¢ åù¢Á. Ýù£ô¢ 
è£ôð¢«ð£è¢è¤ô¢ ßöñ¢ âù¢ø ªê£ô¢¬ô 
ï£ñ¢, Üçî£õ¶ îñ¤ö¢ï£ì¢´î¢ îñ¤öó¢è÷¢ 
ðòù¢ð´î¢¶õ¶ °¬øï¢î¶. è£óíñ¢ 
âù¢ùªõù¢Á ªîó¤òõ¤ô¢¬ô. è£ôºñ¢ 
êó¤õóî¢ ªîó¤òõ¤ô¢¬ô. îñ¤öó¢è÷¤ù¢, °ø¤ð¢ð£è 
«ê£öó¢è÷¤ù¢, Ýî¤è¢èñ¢ Üï¢îî¢ î¦õ¤ô¢ 
°¬øï¢î¶ Ãì è£óíñ£è Þ¼è¢èô£ñ¢. 
â¶ âð¢ð®«ò£, ßöñ¢ âù¢ø ªðòó¢ ïñ¢ñ¤ìñ¢ 
Þ¼ï¢¶ ªñô¢ô ªñô¢ô ñ¬øò Ýóñ¢ð¤î¢î¶. 
Ýù£ô¢ ªïë¢ê¤«ô ßóñ¢ à÷¢÷ îñ¤öù¢, 
ßöñ¢ âù¢ø ªðòó¢ ñ¬øï¢î£ô¢ âù¢ù, ï£ù¢ 
àùè¢°ð¢ ¹¶ð¢ªðòó¢ Åì¢´è¤«øù¢ âù¢Á 
Üï¢îî¢ î¦õ¤ø¢°ð¢ ¹¶ð¢ªðòó¢ åù¢¬øê¢ 
Åì¢®ù£ù¢.

ê¤é¢è÷î¢î¦¾. Þ¶î£ù¢ îñ¤öù¢ 
Üîø¢°ê¢ Åì¢®ò ¹¶ð¢ªðòó¢. ãø¢èù«õ 
ðöè¢èî¢î¤ô¢ Þ¼ï¢î ªðòó¢î£ù¢. Ýù£ô¢ 
ðóõô£è àð«ò£èð¢ð´î¢îð¢ðì£î ªê£ô¢. 
ªð¼ñ¢ð£ô£ù îñ¤öó¢è÷¢ ßöî¢¬î ñøï¢¶ 
ê¤é¢è÷î¢î¦¾ âù¢Á Ü¬öè¢è Ýóñ¢ð¤î¢îùó¢. 
ê£î£óí ñè¢è÷¢ ªê£ô¢õîø¢°ñ¢, å¼ 
õ£ó¢î¢¬î Ãø¤ù£ô¢ Ü¶ Ü¬ùî¢¶î¢ 
îñ¤öó¢è¬÷»ñ¢ Üñ¢¹ «ð£ô¢ ªêù¢ø¬ìòè¢ 
Ã®ò õô¢ô¬ñ à÷¢÷ å¼õó¢ ªê£ô¢õîø¢°ñ¢ 
õ¤î¢î¤ò£êñ¢ Þ¼è¢è¤ø¶ Üô¢ôõ£. 

ßöñ¢..
- ï£. «ü£ê¤ï¢î

Eelam (Ancient Tamil name for Srilanka)

A refugee’s life in any country is bad; worse are peo-
ple living worse than refugees in their homeland. It is 
not a matter of shame just for that country, but for the 
entire human race. The recent civil war in Sri Lanka 
culminating in the genocide of nearly a lakh Tamils, 
with more than 40,000 of the original 3,00,000 war 
survivors still living in squalid detention camps, de-
prived of vital humanitarian needs, is one such case. 
This is a glimpse of the historical facts behind the 
past ‘Eelam’ and the Eelam that is still a dream.	
	

-N. Jocinth
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Üð¢ð®ð¢ðì¢ì õô¢ô¬ñ à÷¢÷ å¼õ¼ñ¢ 
“ê¤é¢è÷î¢î¦¾” âù¢Á Ãø¤ù£ó¢.

“ê¤é¢è÷î¢ î¦õ¤Âè¢«è£ó¢ ð£ôñ¢Ü¬ñð¢«ð£ñ¢”

ñè£èõ¤ Üõó¢è÷¢ “ßöî¢ î¦õ¤Âè¢«è£ó¢ 
ð£ôñ¢Ü¬ñð¢«ð£ñ¢” âù¢Á ð£ìõ¤ô¢¬ô«ò. 
ê¤é¢è÷î¢î¦¾ âù¢Áî£«ù ð£®ù£ó¢. 
ê¤é¢è÷î¢î¦¾-ê¤é¢è÷ó¢è÷¢ õ£¿ñ¢ î¦¾. 
Þù¢Âñ¢ õ¤÷è¢è¤è¢ Ãø «õí¢´ñ¢ âù¢ø£ô¢, 
ê¤é¢è÷õó¢è÷¢ ñì¢´ñ¢ õ£¿ñ¢ î¦¾ âù¢Á 
ñ¬øºèñ£èè¢ Ãøô£ñ¢. Þï¢î¤ò£¬õ 
Þï¢î¤ «ð²ñ¢ ñè¢è÷¢ õ£¿ñ¢ ï£´ âù¢Á 
Ãø º®»ñ£?? îñ¤öó¢è÷¢ «õí¢´ªñù¢«ø 
ê¤é¢è÷î¢î¦¾ âù¢Á Ü¬öè¢èõ¤ô¢¬ô. 
ð¤ù¢ õ¤¬÷¾è¬÷ Üø¤ò£ñô¢ Üõ¢õ£Á 
Ü¬öî¢îùó¢.

â¶ âð¢ð®«ò£, Ýù£ô¢ Üï¢îî¢ î¦¾ 
îù¶ ¹¶ð¢ªðò¼è¢«èø¢ø£ó¢ «ð£ô¢ Ýì 
Ýóñ¢ð¤î¢î¶. ²îï¢î¤óñ¢ Ü¬ìï¢î¶ ºîô¢ 
Üï¢îî¢ î¦õ¤ô¢ îñ¤ö¢ ñè¢è÷¢ Þóí¢ì£ñ¢ 
îó °®ñè¢è÷£è«õ ïìî¢îð¢ðì¢ìùó¢. 
õë¢ê¤è¢èð¢ðì¢ì èô¢õ¤º¬ø, îñ¤öó¢èÀè¢° 
âî¤ó£ù Üóê¤òô¢ Ü¬ñð¢¹ê¢êì¢ìñ¢, ê¤é¢è÷ 
Ýì¢ê¤ò£÷ó¢èÀè¢° ªð£¿¶«ð£èõ¤ô¢¬ô 
âù¢ø£«ô£ Üô¢ô¶ Üóê¤òô¢ ªï¼è¢è®è÷¢ 
âù¢ø£«ô£ îñ¤öó¢è÷¢ ñ¦¶ ãõð¢ð´ñ¢ 
õù¢º¬ø. Üð¢«ð£¶ Ýóñ¢ð¤î¢î ê¤Á ªð£ø¤, 
Ü¬ñî¤ áó¢õôñ¢, èí¢ìù Ýó¢ð¢ð£ì¢ìñ¢, 
àí¢í£õ¤óîñ¢ âù¢Á õ÷ó¢ï¢¶ªè£í¢«ì 
«ð£ò¢ è¬ìê¤ò¤ô¢ à÷¢ï£ì¢´ð¢ «ð£ó¢ âù¢ø 
è£ì¢´î¢î¦ò£è ªè£Àï¢¶õ¤ì¢´ âó¤ï¢î¶. Þï¢î 
è£ôèì¢ìî¢î¤ô¢î£ù¢ ï£ñ¢ ñøï¢¶«ð£ò¤¼ï¢î 
ßöñ¢ âù¢ø ªê£ô¢ «õÁ Üó¢î¢îî¢î¤ô¢ 
ðó¤ê¢êòñ£è Ýóñ¢ð¤î¢î¶. îñ¤ö¢ ßöñ¢. 
ð¤ó¤õ¤¬ù. îñ¤öó¢èÀè¢° âù å¼ îù¤ ï£´ 
âù¢ø ð¤ó¤õ¤¬ù «è£ó¤è¢¬è. ï¤ñ¢ñî¤ò£è 
õ£ö ï¤¬ùî¢î£ó¢è÷¢ îñ¤öó¢è÷¢. ï¦é¢è÷¢ 
îñ¤öó¢è÷£? Üð¢ð®ªòù¢ø£ô¢ ï¤ñ¢ñî¤ò£è 
õ£öº®ò£¶ âù¢ø¶ ê¤é¢è÷ Üóê£é¢èñ¢. 
«õÁ õö¤ò¤ô¢¬ô.

ð¤ó¤õ¤¬ù âù¢Á º®ªõ´î¢î£è¤õ¤ì¢ì¶. 
Ü´î¢î¶? êí¢¬ìî£ù¢. ¹ô¤è÷¢ ê¤é¢è÷ 
Þó£µõî¢¬îî¢ î£è¢è¤ù£ó¢è÷¢. Þó£µõºñ¢ 
î¤¼ð¢ð¤î¢ î£è¢è¤ò¶. Ýù£ô¢ Üð¢ð£õ¤ 
îñ¤ö¢ ñè¢è¬÷î¢ î£è¢è¤ò¶. èí¢í¤ô¢ 
ðì¢ì îñ¤ö¢ ñè¢è¬÷ âô¢ô£ñ¢ ªè£ô¢ô 
Ýóñ¢ð¤î¢îùó¢. ªðí¢è÷¢, °öï¢¬îè÷¢ âù¢Á 
âï¢î «ðîºñ¢ Þô¢ô£ñô¢ Ü¬ùõ¬ó»ñ¢ 
ªè£ù¢øùó¢. «èì¢ì£ô¢ Üõó¢è÷¢ ¹ô¤è÷¢ 
âù¢Á Ãø¤ùó¢. «ð£ó¢ âù¢ø£ô¢ ñè¢è÷¢ 
ê£èî¢î£ù¢ ªêò¢õ£ó¢è÷¢ âù¢Á ÃÁñ¢ ê¤ô 
«ñî£õ¤è÷¢ ïñ¢ áó¤ô¢ Þ¼è¢è¤ø£ó¢è÷¢. 
«ð£ó¢ âù¢ø£ô¢ ñè¢è÷¢ ê£èî¢î£ù¢ 

ªêò¢õ£ó¢è÷¢. àí¢¬ñî£ù¢. Ýù£ô¢ «ð£ó¤ô¢ 
æó¢ Þùî¢¬îê¢ «êó¢ï¢î ñè¢è÷¢ ñì¢´ñ¢ 
ñ®ï¢î£ô¢, Üîù¢ ªðòó¢ Þùð¢ ð´ªè£¬ô. 
Þóí¢ì£ñ¢ àôèð¢«ð£ó¢ êñòî¢î¤ô¢ ý¤ì¢ôó¢ 
ªêò¢î¶ Þùð¢ ð´ªè£¬ô. õé¢è£÷«îêñ¢ 
ð¤ó¤õ¤¬ùò¤ù¢ «ð£¶ ð£è¤ú¢î£ù¢ Þó£µõñ¢ 
ªêò¢î¶ Þùð¢ ð´ªè£¬ô. ßöî¢î¤ô¢ 
ïìï¢î¶ñ¢ Þùð¢ ð´ªè£¬ô«ò.

1983 Ýñ¢ Ýí¢´. ßöî¢ îñ¤öó¢è÷£ô¢ Þï¢î 
Ýí¢¬ì ñøè¢è«õ º®ò£¶. ê¤é¢è÷ 
Ýì¢ê¤ò£÷ó¢è÷¤ù¢ Ýê¤«ò£´ îñ¤öó¢è÷¢ 
ñ¦¶ èì¢ìõ¤ö¢î¢¶õ¤ìð¢ðì¢ì õù¢º¬ø 
ªõø¤ò£ì¢ìñ¢. ê¤é¢è÷ ªõø¤òó¢è÷¢ õ¦´ 
õ¦ì£èê¢ ªêù¢Á îñ¤öó¢è¬÷è¢ ªè£ô¢ô 
Ýóñ¢ð¤î¢îùó¢. ªè£¬ô, ªè£÷¢¬÷, 
èø¢ðö¤ð¢¹, âù¢Á îñ¤öó¢è÷¢ õ£¿ñ¢ 
Þìé¢è÷¤ô¢ âô¢ô£ñ¢ õù¢º¬øî¢ î¦. «èì¢è 
ï£î¤ò¤ô¢ô£ñô¢, èì¾÷£õ¶ àî¾õ£ó¢ âù¢Á 
«è£ò¤½è¢°ê¢ ªêù¢øõó¢è¬÷ «è£ò¤«ô£´ 
«êó¢î¢¶î¢ î¦¬õî¢¶è¢ ªè£Àî¢î¤ù£ó¢è÷¢. 
è£õô¢¶¬ø»ñ¢ Þó£µõºñ¢ ï¤ù¢Á 
«õ®è¢¬è ð£ó¢î¢îùó¢. ßö õóô£ø¢ø¤ô¢ è¼ð¢¹ 
ðè¢èé¢è÷£è¾ñ¢ ßöî¢îñ¤öó¢è÷¤ù¢ ñùî¢î¤ô¢ 
Ýø£î õ´õ£è¾ñ¢ Ü¬õ ðî¤õ£è¤ù. 
Ýù£ô¢ õóô£ø¢ø¤ù¢ è¼ð¢¹ð¢ ðè¢èé¢è¬÷»ñ¢ 
ê¤é¢è÷õó¢è÷¢ Üö¤è¢è ï¤¬ùî¢îùó¢.

Ýñ¢. ò£ö¢ð£ùî¢î¤ô¢ à÷¢÷ ê¤øð¢¹ 
õ£ò¢ï¢î, ðô Üó¤ò îñ¤ö¢ è÷ë¢ê¤òé¢è¬÷ 
à÷¢÷ìè¢è¤ò ªð¼¬ñ õ£ò¢ï¢î, Ýê¤ò£õ¤ô¢ 
à÷¢÷ ñ¤èð¢ªðó¤ò Ëôèé¢èÀ÷¢ åù¢ø£ù 
ò£ö¢ Ëôèî¢¬î ªï¼ð¢¹è¢° Þ¬óò£è¢è¤ùó¢. 
“æó¢ Þùî¢¬î Üö¤è¢è «õí¢´ñ£ù£ô¢, 
Üîù¢ ªñ£ö¤¬ò ñì¢´ñ¢ Üö¤î¢î£«ô 
«ð£¶ñ£ù¶”. Ü¬îî¢î£«ù ï£é¢è÷¢ 
ªêò¢è¤«ø£ñ¢ âù¢ð¶«ð£ô Üõó¢è÷¢ 
Ëôèî¢¬î ªè£Àî¢î¤ù£ó¢è÷¢. Þ«î£ Þù¢Á 
õ¬ó îé¢è÷¶ Þù åö¤ð¢¹ ïìõ®è¢¬èè¬÷ 
ªî£ìó¢ï¢¶ Üóé¢«èø¢ø¤è¢ªè£í¢®¼è¢è¤ù¢øùó¢. 
îø¢«ð£¶ ÞÁî¤èì¢ìð¢ «ð£ó¤ô¢ å¼ 
ôì¢êî¢¶è¢°ñ¢ «ñø¢ðì¢ì îñ¤öó¢è÷¢ 
ªè£ô¢ôð¢ðì¢ì£ó¢è÷¢. ï£ñ¢ «õ®è¢¬è 
ñì¢´«ñ ð£ó¢î¢¶è¢ªè£í¢®¼ï¢«î£ñ¢. 
îñ¤öó¢è÷¤ù¢ ð°î¤è÷¤ô¢ î¤ì¢ìñ¤ì¢´ ê¤é¢è÷ 
°®«òø¢øé¢è÷¢ ïìî¢îð¢ð´è¤ù¢øù. áó¢è÷¤ù¢ 
ªðòó¢è÷¢ ê¤é¢è÷ñòñ£è¢èð¢ð´è¤ù¢øù 
ê¤é¢è÷î¢î¦¾ âù¢Á Ü¬öî¢«î£ñ¢. Þ«î£ 
Þù¢Á ê¤é¢è÷õó¢è÷¢ ñì¢´ñ¢ õ£¿ñ¢ î¦¾ 
âù¢Âñ¢ ï¤¬ô¬ò «ï£è¢è¤ âì¢´è¢è£ô¢ 
ð£ò¢ê¢êô¤ô¢ ªêù¢Áªè£í¢®¼è¢è¤ø¶. ïñ¶ 
îñ¤ö¢ê¢ ªê£ï¢îé¢è÷¢ ªê£ï¢î ï£ì¢®«ô«ò 
Üèî¤è÷£è ²ø¢ø¤è¢ªè£í¢®¼è¢è¤ø£ó¢è÷¢. 
ï£ù¢, ï¦é¢è÷¢ âù Ü¬ùõ¼ñ¢ «õ®è¢¬è 
ñì¢´«ñ ð£ó¢î¢¶è¢ªè£í¢®¼è¢è¤«ø£ñ¢......
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After a long day, the labourers lie on a heap of sand.
One of them scratches his groin, another digs his arm deep
in the cold sand, while others simply stare at the greying sky. 
A stray dog coils itself at a pair of cement-dust feet,
kerosene pump-stoves are stoked and lit with loud pops
as the slum coughs out a burnt yellow. One of the labourers lights
his beedi. A long drag. Shares the beedi. Suddenly,
everyone bursts into laughter.

The kerosene stoves burn brighter; their laughs, louder. And soon,
the faint glimmer of the slum’s fires grows and grows as if it were
being fed by their laughter. The fire engulfs the traffic, the street, 
the block, the city, everyone. And soon everything is charred black, dark
as their empty laughing mouths, burnt 
by the hollow laughter after smoking their last beedi.

Dusk
By Somendra Singh Kharola

bhibhatsa
You smile as the laughter of your friends ring in your ears. 
You speed up your old, trusty motorbike to get back quickly. 
Out of nowhere, the stench of alcohol mixed with vomit hits 
you. You glance ahead and see a dark figure rolling in sticky 
wetness. Revulsed and revolted, you cringe and look away. 
You discern a fork in the distance. One road takes you down 
the path of compassion and courage. The other leads home. 
The fleeting moment of disgust has passed. Which road 
would you choose?
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veera

The scene passes by. They have to keep walking. Blaring voices of caution fly like poison 
darts at them. The road ahead is wide at times, narrow at others, but the fog makes it 
difficult to see beyond an arm's length. Nettles scathe them as they try hard to keep away 
from the edge of the cliff.  Yet they stride along battling their instincts, fighting their 
insecurities, finding strength. They feel warm blood surging in their veins as they draw 
out their swords and charge. The fog lifts. They are free.
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If they snatch my ink and pen,
I should not complain,
For I have dipped my fingers
In the blood of my heart.
I should not complain
Even if they seal my tongue,
For every ring of my chain
Is a tongue ready to speak.

-Faiz

Art : Lavanya  Lokhande
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O By Ashwini RameshThe

One of the earliest memories of my childhood is 
sitting on the balcony of a high-rise apartment 

in Lakua and catching dragonflies with my dad as 
the sun went down the horizon. I sat on the same 
windowsill everyday morning, waving goodbye to 
all the uncles hurrying to their offices, the aunties 
hanging clothes by the windows, the vendors and 
the doodhwalla muttering greetings in broken Assa-
mese. Those were the days when my dad worked at 
ONGC and the oil plunder had well begun in Dis-
pur. Times were bad. I remember mothers praying 
religiously, one day after another, for the safety of 
their families. Falling sick was not an option, for the 
nearest hospital was 40km away.  All doors were shut 
by 8 PM. Who knew which ULFA activist was lurk-
ing in the shadows, waiting to take away the young 
and the old? And who knew what lay ahead – an-
other chilling murder, a rape, a ransom or possibly 
a child who would fall prey to the evil hands of the 
puppet master?

I returned 17 years later. By now I had done quite 
a bit of travelling that had awakened a certain chutz-
pah in me, and had probably left my mother with a 
gray hair or two. The scenery had changed. Dispur, 
enroute to Guwahati, had given birth to more build-
ings and people. There was a certain humidity in 
the air more like a nostalgic breeze to me. As I rode 
the bus I saw more people, entangled telephone-ca-
ble wires running over large bill-boards advertising 
the new fad that had just caught up in town. They 
seemed to be luring more innocent teenagers to the 
glitz and glamour of the IIT missionaries. The heaps 
of garbage and debris of broken buildings added to 
the pretty sight. As I travelled across the city, it was 
saddening to delve into the thoughts that crossed my 
mind. Despite Dispur being the only prime capital 
in the 2,62,230 km2 North-Eastern India, the city 
was in shambles. If this was the state of affairs in 
the capital, I wondered what the situation in the rest 
of the region was. And I had not yet set foot in the 
land. 

I later learned from a traveller-friend, Aboni, that 
nothing had changed much since we had left.  Per-
haps the scenery had changed, but not the scenario. 
It wasn’t many years ago that his family of parents 
and three brother lived in a small city, miles away 

from Guwahati. This was the time of the advent of 
Bodo. It was well known to all the families that if 
you had two or more sons, you had to sacrifice one 
to the Bodo family, where he would be trained for 
the next few years of his life. Aboni, being the eld-
est, was their family’s natural option. But fate had 
different plans. He ran as far as he could, away from 
his death trap. Not once, not twice, but thrice he 
was hauled back in persuasion of joining. Fear had 
taken full possession of his family, but Aboni retali-
ated and mauled his family from the societal pres-
sures back to safety into remote corners of Dispur. 
Time had healed wounds but the fear lurking deep 
in their hearts had already clouded their insights and 
judgment about the world.

This is probably one of the million lesser-known 
stories of the North-East. There are hundreds more, 
prowling in the dense forests of Arunachal, a few 
more in the sacred stupas of Lachung and several 
more at the refugee camps at Reang. Every day, 
they dread having to hear of another death, another 
plunder or another child of theirs being frisked away. 
While the rest of India continues to make progress 
with well-laid out five year plans safe-guarding their 
multiple insurance policies, the seven sisters have 
learnt better for themselves. Insurance is possibly a 
word they have seldom used. Every insurance policy 
needs an identity proof. Identity - is what they seek.

The harsh reality is that, the identity they have 
been stamped with, is that of a second-class citizen. 
They are viewed as men and women from the jun-
gles, with faces different from ours, an accent dif-
ferent from just a ‘North Indian or South Indian’ 
(as we seem to broadly categorise ourselves), with 
voodoo charms around their arms, they’re met with 
sneers and glares once they step into the mainland 
and addressed with nicknames, one harsher than the 
other. Despite all odds, the countable few, who have 
broken all boundaries, stepped up against their fears 
and risen to a higher social or economic class, remain 
stagnant and have not yet gained social acceptance. 
They are simply the parvenus of today’s India.  

In this part of India, jobs last as long as a cricket 
season, houses are identical to pawns in a game of 
chess and death wishes to remain merely a whim and 

114



fancy. In this part of India, the land truly is a land of 
the lesser God. 

Do you want to hear a rumour? If you walk across 
the lands of Seijosa, keep your eyes and ears open. 
It is something widely discussed, widely spread, an 
open secret and to them it’s of no surprise. They are 
all preparing to do what they can, to not succumb 
to the plans of new-fangled cartographers from Chi-
na. Yes, rumour has it that China is invading the 
north-east. While the high and mighty continue 
to make small talks with the Chinese government 
and try to reassure the people with their latest ‘Look 
East Policy’ that their (not ours?) land would not be 
eroded. Dear Government, I wish you would really 
look East. It’s not erosion we are talking about, it’s 
invasion. 

To Gore and Aboni - for all the trials and tribula-
tions you have witnessed. This is a true account from 
my peek into the north-east, traversing which, I learned 
more from my stay of a few days, than I would have 
from any newspaper article or documentary, learned 
more, perhaps than I intended to.

Photo : Vishnu K N
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oks rks vtht fny[kq'k Fkh vius vki ls]
vatku tks Fkh gSokuksa ds eu esa Nqis iki ls]
ftanxh ds isM+ ij ubZ dksiysa Q  w V jgh Fkh] 
		  [okfg'ksa lp gksus dks epy jgh FkhA
		  ,slh epyrh ftanxh Vdjk xbZ [kkSQukd eatj ls]
		  nfjanksa us phj fn;k gol ds [katj ls]
		  mlus lc >syk] cgknqjh ls fd;k ekSr dk lkeuk]
		  iwjk ns'k mB [kM+k gqvk] lcus dh mlds thou dh dkeukA
fQj tks gqvk oks Hkh vke u Fkk]
oks lM+d ij mrjs] ftUgsa vius dke ls vkjke u FkkA
ysfdu ljdkjh ra=k vk'okluksa ds <jsZ ij pyrk jgk]
fpyfpykrh BaM vkSj iqfyfl;k MaMs ls vke vkneh ejrk jgkA
		  ftl ?kVuk us 'keZ dks Hkh 'keZlkj dj fn;k Fkk]
		  Hkkoukvksa dks vaxkj vkSj ljdkj dks cst+kj dj fn;k Fkk]
		  mlus ml /kM+drs fny dks Fkke fn;k]
		  foKkuh nok vkSj ftLekuh nqvkvks dks ukdke fd;kA
ysfdu tks ekSr yk[kksa lks;ksa dks txk ns]
va/ksjs jkLrs es ekVh dk nhid fn[kk ns]
oks e`R;q ugha] oru ds fy, cfynku gS]
e`R;q'k¸;k ij iM+s ns'k ds fy, ve`r leku gSA
		  vc tks vy[k tyh gS] oks ges'kk tyrh jgs]
		  nkfeuh dh ;knsa lnSo fnyksa esa iyrh jgsa]
		  ;gh ml thou dks lPph J}katyh gS]
		  Xkj Hkwys rks tks Hkh fd;k gS] lc frykatyh gSA
pan okns Hkh djus gS viuh vkRek ls]
rHkh utj feyk ikvksxs ijekRek ls]
fd nsaxs vk/kh vkcknh dks bTtr vkSj lEEkku]
rHkh liuk lkdkj gksxk esjk Hkkjr egkuA
		  lp dks lp vkSj >wB dks >wB dgus dk j[kssaxs lkgl]
		  nch dqpyh vkokt dks fnyk,Waxs <k<+lA
		  mB [kM+s gksaxs tc Hkh gksxh lp&>wB dh yM+kbZ]
		  gSokfu;r tc Hkh nsxh balkfu;r dks nqgkbZA
rHkh oks ekSr cfynku cu ik,xh]
;s oknk Hkwys rks oks ej ds Hkh lqdwu uk ik,xh]
mlh dh rjg dksbZ vkSj f[kyf[kykrh dyh]
nkfeuh dh nkLrka dks fQj nksgjk,xhA

a a

a
a

a

a a

a

a

a
a

a

a

dYikatyh
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We laughed and high-fived each other as we discussed
the relationship between masturbation and athletic prowess. 
One of us said that a drop of semen costs twenty five litres of blood, 
another said that the fastest sprinters had their tools curved, and thus
extrapolated his success as an athlete by saying that his penis
is angled at thirty degrees. Girish said that the Gita is an instruction 
manual that has everything one needs to know about winning a gold 
medal. Sushil, silent but alert, only munched groundnuts with loud crunches,
as he remembered Coach say that Milkha Singh used to vomit blood
during practice and that a fistful of groundnuts were his daily staple, gareeb
badaam. We had started gorging on beef weeks ago, and thought of ways
of trapping turtles because we had read an article in a Marathi
daily that the black man drinks turtle blood every fortnight.
Abhi, the atheist, who once said the ideal sprinter’s footfalls are whispers
from Khuda, bowed down and did a pranaam: 
he tapped his finger on the turf and kissed it. And so 
we spoke for hours, staring at crows, who swooped
for a piece of roti, as we laughed and threw words 
like “genes,” “Olympics,” “jeet,” all of us
insulated from the traffic and the screams of the real world 
by the grills of the stadium, and the consolatory shade of the overhead Neem.

All of us, 
Pagans, 
when spiked up inside the stadium,
Kathuwaas and Kaafirs,                                  
when walking outside, head bowed,
with sacred threads of medals noosed around our necks. We
worship the free flight of scavenging crows, not phlegmatic cows,
and are armed with harpoons for the lethargic Turtle
swimming in the depths of a confused hindu society.

Pagans
By Somendra Singh Kharola

Photo : Sharvaree
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ygj

ygj ij ygj ij ygj ij ygjA
lfn;ksa ls pyrh thou dh ygjA
typj] Hkwpj] pjkpjA
MkfoZu dk fl)kar&thou gS la?k"kZ lejA
ygj ij ygj ij ygj ij ygjA
[kqys fo'o esa o ohdj.k dh  izxfr dh lgjA
cgus yxh vk/kqfudrk dh gok,W iwokZ ijA
Hkkjr esa Hkh rks gks jgk gS budk vljA
ij /kekZ/krk dk vHkh Hkh ep jgk gS dgjA
ftldk mnkgj.k gS gSnjkcknh MLA  vdcjA
izknsf'kdrk ds cans jktks dh ysuh pkfg, [kcjA
ygj ij ygj ij ygj ij ygjA
;qokvksa esa vkt ds] pkgs gks fLFkr xkWo ;k 'kgjA
Ckg jgh gS I;kj dh( ;k d"kZ.k dh ygjA
thou /;s;] laLdkj] ewY;( bu ij mBk, iz'uksa dk D;k gksA
ygj ij ygj ij ygj ij ygjA
ujy papy eu esa vxf.kr fopkjksa dh ugjA
tykrs] xykrs] >qa>ykrs gS tks fopjA
fopj gh D;k ij tks gS vtj] vejA
ygj ij ygj ij ygj ij ygjA

a

a

a
a
a

a a

a
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mana mhNataMya Aaja ek  navaIna gaIta gaa{]yaa
k QaI na paaihlaolyaa ivaSvaata jaa{]yaa....
       mana mhNataMya KaoLU hasya QaulaIvaMdna
       pasarvaU sava-~a AanaMdacao spaMdna
Gao{] sava- du:Ka hr}na [taraMcao
jaaoDU manaa manaata taar BaavanaaMcao
       pa`omaacyaa [Md/QanaUnao rMgavaUyaa Qara
       AanaMdrtnaaMnaI JagamagaUna TakU  saara jahaM..
paoTvaU jyaaota ek a naUtana k` aMtaIcaI
f oDU PNa yaa Aapalyaa maaya maataIcaI
       calaa k r}yaa gajar ek a navyaa yauwacaa
       paoTvaU maSaalaI inaQaaNa Aapalyaa paurtyaa satyaacyaa
hao{] ek jaUT Aaja janak arNaaqa- 
taovhaca jaaNataa yao[-la jaIvanaacaa Kara Aqa-

mana mhNataMya 
ivavaok  saurMsao

You were born brave enough,
But whether you will die the same or not,
Depends on how much chance you take,
Nourished with luck or the destiny you make.

The whole universe tries to distract you,
Makes conspiracies to break you,
But all these will make you rough and tough,
Fighting them you become brave enough.

Just one mere friend, self confidence;
But foes from which you have to build defence,
Enlisted ones are ego and shyness
You should counteract and reach highness.

Be invariant even in adversity,
Face challenges and beat scarcity.
Come up and dig all the life's hard plough,
Show your strength and be brave enough.

Brave Enough
By K. Priyadarshi

Man Mhantay (The Awakening)

Observing the present scenario, the poet 
feels sheer dejection. He is tired of the chaos 
around and wants to initiate a renaissance. 
This poem urges everyone to welcome the 
dawn of enlightenment.

-Vivek Suranse
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OF MONKEY 
BUSINESS AND 
LIFE 
LESSONS

By Ravindra P. N.

Yatrigan kripaya dhyan de. Gaadi no 11212, Pune 
se Mumbai jaanevaali Deccan Queen, platform no 

1 se ravaana hone vaali hein” warned a pre-recorded 
female voice that echoed in the misty but otherwise 
mostly empty Shivaji Nagar Railway Station.
“Hurry up! Let’s get the tickets!” exclaimed Sangam. 
Nisarg scurried to the counter. We were on a week-
end trek to Bhimashankar. 

As the train moved slowly, Anil, Nisarg, Sangam 
and I barely managed to get into a general compart-
ment. It was packed with people, goats, hens and 
whatnot. It was very difficult to move. Luckily, being 
skinny, Nisarg and I managed to move through the 
crowd towards a window. As the train swerved out 
of Pune, the tender rays of the Sun kissed the skin of 
the people near the windows. It was a perfect sunrise 
in the backdrop of hills - much like a kid’s first scen-
ery drawing.

The train snaked across the hills of the Western 
Ghats, through a few tunnels on the way. One could 
see kids waving at the passengers as the train passed 
through the villages. They seemed to enjoy both the 
sight and the sound of the train. It was a delight to 
the beholder’s eyes. For those kids, even an old cycle 

tire is a prized possession. These sights bore testimo-
ny to the ultimate fun and bliss of enjoying even the 
simple things in life. 

As we grow up, we get caught up in the quagmire 
of monotonous jobs. Obviously, I am not asking you 
to wave at passengers in trains. I mean, are we dig-
ging the wrong places for fun and happiness? We no 
longer seem to enjoy the so-called ‘simple things’. Is 
that what makes us grown-ups? 

Meanwhile, we reached Karjat. From there, we 
took an auto to Khandas, a village at the base of Bhi-
mashankar hill. By the time we began trudging up 
the hill, the Sun looked like an egg yolk on a fry-
ing pan. As we continued our trek, we saw a few 
Macaque monkeys along a cliff on the way. As they 
seemed quiet and unmindful of our presence, we 
clicked a few photos. 

Suddenly, as if after meticulous planning, the 
whole group of monkeys attacked us. Sangam and 
I ran pell-mell while Anil and Nisarg were trying to 
find a way to escape. A monkey jumped on Nisarg’s 
bag and scattered its contents. Sangam seemed a lit-
tle paranoid and was shouting at me to stop running. 

“
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He was mad at me for leaving them. Nisarg had lost 
his rain coat, gifted by his father, in the commotion. 

Somehow, all four of us managed to meet near a 
tree. The Alpha male showing off its extra sharp ca-
nines inched towards us. Surrounded, by monkeys in 
three directions and a steep cliff in the other, we were 
rendered helpless. We could neither run nor fight. So 
we decided to open up all the bags and show them 
that there was nothing left. The Alpha male pulled 
all the stuff out of the bags and sat with us for a min-
ute, probing a piece of soap. After some time, they 
lost interest in us and vanished into the canopy.

It resembled a rape scene of a typical Indian movie 
— scattered clothes, bags, bottles… It was a once-
in-a-lifetime experience for all of us - of getting sur-
rounded by monkeys and sharing space and time 
with the scary Alpha male.

I am sure we have all read many stories of valour 
in our schools. Some of us even imagine ourselves as 
the protagonist of the story. Do we really have those 

characteristics in us? Can we imbibe them just by 
being enclosed in the four walls of a classroom? May 
be, if we had stayed together, Nisarg might not have 
lost his precious rain coat.  

I realise that treks are not just aimless trudging 
in the wilderness. They teach us life lessons. They 
reveal our inner selves, improve our learning abil-
ity and make us mentally strong. Until we are con-
fronted with unexpected situations, we don’t quite 
know what we can and what we can’t. It is in such 
situations that we learn that life is not linear. But, 
isn’t that the beauty of it?

So, Yatrigan Kripaya dhyan de! What makes Life 
worth it, is the journey — the people we meet, plac-
es we see, things we learn or unlearn, the joy we find 
in the simple things. What say, readers? Hellooo...! 
Anybody there...? Was I that preachy? 

PS: Sitting through a boring lecture was the driv-
ing force for writing this article. After all, anything 
can be turned useful. Why not a boring lecture?!
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The Search for Myself

Something was unusual about me,
I was not as I used to be.
I was not at all normal,
Neither cool nor formal.
I was entrapped in a thick dark valley,
Not merely dejected but melancholy.
My coupled faith and patience had unwound,
In my rain of tears I was drowned.
Here began my true quest, 
To find and turn on my best, 
That time I began the search for self.
One fine day to find myself,
With commitment and heart afire,
I began to build my own empire.
I gave the face-off all my might.
Just to own the final fight.
But all my efforts boiled down to vain,
I had to suffer defeat and pain.  
Dead I lay, silent there,
I returned to the place from where,
I gave up ethics of the rebelling clan,
I lay seized in my own game plan.
Again I marched to win,
This time it was with all within.                                                                                                                                          
       

Now the times have changed a lot
After many battles fought,
Wiping the scars of bygone pain,
Back I am in a progressive vain
New vistas taking shape,
Provoked thoughts at the door step
I waved a see-off to all disgrace,
FINALLY I found myself,
FINALLY I found myself,
FINALLY I found myself.

By Vivek Suranse
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Adbhuta

I am human. 
I am, by nature, curious.
I probe, I prod, I question.
I am struck
With wonder.
The wonder of the earth and the stars, the wonder 
of the years passed and seconds to come, the 
wonder of simplicity and intricacy.
The wonder of what is... and is not.
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Tam Tam Tam Tam Kitta Taka Ta To Danga Da 
Ku Ta...'

I watched as my dance teacher executed her move-
ments perfectly. Slowly, as if unfolding the petals of a 
delicate flower, the complexity of her steps increased. 
I marvelled at how she caught the beat beautifully. I 
stared admiringly at the playfully happy look in her 
eyes that drew the audience in and seemed to whis-
per in their ears, “Come. Look. You think that was 
good? Wait for what's next!”

The navy blue Kancheevaram silk she was draped 
in, had seemed too rich a colour off-stage. But at 
the moment, with the stage-lights wrapping her in 
bright white with a faint tinge of orange, it looked 
like it had a life of its own. My attention shifted to 
her jewellery. Perfectly placed. Not even one of the 
million strings or safety pins visible to the outside 
world. Stationary, even though her massive body 
moved with miraculous agility.

I watched her with my mouth wide open. It was 
a simple piece. One of the first pieces any Bharatan-
atyam dancer learns – Pushpanjali with a Ganesha 
Vandana. Yet she performed it with such finesse that 
she lifted the difficulty of the piece to a whole new 
level. It was quite a short piece and she had always 
managed to leave the audience wanting more after 
it was done. I knew this time would be no different.

My attention shifted again as anyone's would, to 
her eyes. They had an unearthly sparkle in them. I 
glanced briefly at the audience. Were they rapt with 
attention, caught up in the beauty of the piece? Not 
quite. I sometimes wonder how people can be so 
blind.

Realising I was wasting time looking at the au-
dience, I looked back at her. The piece was slowly 
coming to a close. I looked at her make-up. The skil-
fully drawn eyes with the black paint flowing, as if 
of its own volition, along the contours of her eyes; 
her nose, carefully made to look sharper and more 
sculpted than it really was; the blush placed strategi-
cally so as to give her a most desirable high-cheek-
bone look.

Someone poked a finger into my ribs and whis-
pered sharply, “Oye! Get on stage!” I snapped out of 
it and got ready for my entry.

Would I be able to do it? I wondered. Live up 
to that charm, that grace and that impeccable ar-
tistic talent? “No, probably not,” the realist in me 
chimed. That would require me to be the dance, not 
the dancer. I would have to open myself and give it 
my all. Somehow, I didn't have the courage to take 
that jump...

I glanced at my teacher. She had just gotten off 
stage and was taking a sip of water while instruct-
ing the stage manager what track was to be played 
next. And suddenly, I had faith. Not in God, not in 
a higher power, not in myself – but in my teacher. 
Suddenly, I knew. She would guide me till I was 
ready and she would be the one to wave me good-
bye as I threw myself off the cliff and into the dance 
piece, as a dancer truly should.

With that, the music came on, I stepped into the 
stage-lights and let myself go.

The Dancer
By Shruti Paranjape

'
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Swaying in the bus, the athlete wipes his beady face clean. 
He stares at his stopwatch that reads:
                                                                     10.27,
and laughs softly, as if the split seconds and he share a warm joke
others don’t understand.

He twirls the display of his watch, trying to catch the lazy gaze 
of passengers, but only manages to catch the Sun and mirror
a flash in their eyes that makes them frown and look away. He swings 
his head around, lips dry, forgotten morning toothbrush breath, clutching 
his watch like a child clutching a paper with his first scribble, wanting 
the wise elders to read and understand 
a mess of curvy lines that, perhaps means love, or something
a lot deeper like the hieroglyphics of an ancient valley. He stands there,
arms locked in an “S,” back hunched, tongue flicking out: a hieroglyphic in himself,
whose cipher lies in the clockwork that runs the second hand
so much violence,
for a second’s worth of peace,
everyone blind because they blink between ticks.

Split Seconds
By Somendra Singh Kharola

Art : Lavanya Lokhande
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As soft as the cloud rises, 
As soft as the breeze blows, 
As soft as the raindrops splatter,
My heart feels the softness of the universal soul. 

The music of the drops, 
The heavenly thunder of the clouds, 
The whiteness of the sky and space, 
Transport me to another world. 

A white fluffy world 
With sweet childhood friends,
We play moving around in circles 
Environed everywhere by heaven.

Out of dreams, a world born 
With sweetness, tenderness, elixir of bliss divine 
Found in the innocence and purity of heart 
Of a baby playing with a soft flower.

A dreamworld, my dreamworld
Where the beauty of nature abounds all around 
Bliss and joy, the eternal states 
To be otherwise, there being no reason. 

Where Mamma calls with her gentle call 
For a meal cooked, with love, for us all, 
And friends so sweet and gentle and lovely 
There's no other picture of heaven I could see. 

Glimpses of Nature’s Nature
By Sukriti Bansal

My heart fills with joy and bliss unbounded 
That world is so beautiful, I'm still astounded! 
Clouds giving out the boasting thunder 
Inviting to another world of play and adventure.

The freshness in the washed greenness of the trees 
Speaking of the advent of a whole new fresh time, 
The posing of the white cloud with the silhouetted 
mountain 
Bringing wondrous images of nebulae in mind! 

The slight chill in the breeze 
Tingling me within, 
And I see another cloud rising 
To join our play, here it comes in. 

I'm in love. Oh yes! I am in love! 
With this life, this world, this beauty, 
This grandeur ineffable, I fully give myself to;
There's nowhere else I want to be. 

Living in the moment, 
Now do I know its beauty
For there's nothing that could surpass 
This moment of heaven in its entirety.
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UÉrÉaÉQû.... d§ÉmÉiÉÏ ÍzÉuÉUÉrÉÉÇcrÉÉ xuÉUÉerÉÉcÉÏ UÉeÉkÉÉlÉÏ! 
xÉ½ÉSìÏcÉå ÌlÉxÉaÉïxÉÉæÇSrÉï AÉÍhÉ qÉUÉPèrÉÉÇcrÉÉ uÉæpÉuÉzÉÉsÉÏ 

CÌiÉWûÉxÉÉcÉÏ xÉÉ¤É SåhÉÉUå AuÉzÉåwÉ rÉÉÇxÉÉPûÏ UÉrÉaÉQû mÉëÍxÉ® 
AÉWåû. 
  qÉÏ qÉÉfrÉÉ MÑüOÒÇûÌoÉrÉÉÇxÉÉåoÉiÉ rÉÉ aÉQûÉsÉÉ eÉÉlÉåuÉÉUÏ qÉÌWûlrÉÉiÉ 
pÉåOû ÌSsÉÏ. UÉrÉaÉQûÉsÉÉ eÉÉhrÉÉxÉÉPûÏ mÉÑhrÉÉiÉsrÉÉ qÉÉfrÉÉ 
UÉWûirÉÉ bÉUÉmÉÉxÉÔlÉ xÉÉkÉÉUhÉmÉhÉå 4 iÉÉxÉÉÇcÉÉ UxiÉÉ AÉWåû. 
ÌlÉxÉaÉïxÉÉæÇSrÉÉïlÉå lÉOûsÉåsrÉÉ iÉÉÎqWûhÉÏ bÉÉOûÉiÉÔlÉ WûÉ UxiÉÉ eÉÉiÉ 
AxÉsrÉÉlÉå mÉëuÉÉxÉ AirÉÇiÉ AÉlÉÇSSÉrÉÏ WûÉåiÉÉå. ÌWûUuÉÉaÉÉU ÌlÉxÉaÉï, 
ZÉÉåsÉ SîrÉÉ, qÉÉMüQåû AÉÍhÉ AlÉåMü mÉ¤rÉÉÇcÉÉ ÌMüsÉÌoÉsÉÉOû 
AÉqÉcrÉÉ qÉlÉÉiÉ xÉÉPûuÉiÉ AÉÍhÉ mÉëuÉÉxÉÉcÉÉ mÉÔhÉï AÉlÉÇS 
bÉåiÉ AÉqWûÏ xÉÉrÉÇMüÉVûÏ 5 uÉÉeÉiÉÉ UÉrÉaÉQûÉcrÉÉ mÉÉrÉjrÉÉzÉÏ 
mÉÉåWûÉåcÉsÉÉå. 

UÉrÉaÉQû!... LMü AuÉÉRûurÉ ÌMüssÉÉ, erÉÉcrÉÉ iÉÏlÉWûÏ oÉÉeÉÔ 
cÉRûhrÉÉxÉ AzÉYrÉ AzÉÉ MüÉiÉVûÉÇlÉÏ uÉåRûsÉåsrÉÉ AÉWåûiÉ... 
iÉxÉåcÉ ½É aÉQûÉcrÉÉ AÉeÉÔoÉÉeÉÔsÉÉ AlÉåMü aÉQû AÉWåûiÉ 
irÉÉqÉÑVåû xÉÑUÍ¤ÉiÉiÉåcrÉÉ S×¹ÏlÉå ÌuÉcÉÉU MåüsrÉÉxÉ UÉrÉaÉQû WûÏcÉ 
UÉeÉkÉÉlÉÏxÉÉPûÏ xÉuÉÉåïiM×ü¹ eÉÉaÉÉ AÉWåû.

mÉÉrÉjrÉÉzÉÏ mÉÉåWûÉåcÉiÉÉcÉ qÉÉfrÉÉ qÉlÉÉiÉ ÍzÉuÉoÉÉcÉÏ uÉÏU´ÉÏ 
xÉÇcÉÉUsÉÏ. qÉUÉPèrÉÉÇcrÉÉ uÉæpÉuÉzÉÉsÉÏ CÌiÉWûÉxÉÉcÉÏ xÉÉ¤É SåhÉÉUÉ 
iÉÉå aÉQû qÉÉfÉÏ uÉÉOû oÉbÉiÉ WûÉåiÉÉ. aÉQûÉuÉU cÉRûhrÉÉxÉÉPûÏ SÉålÉ 
qÉÉaÉï AÉWåûiÉ-mÉÌWûsÉÉ UxiÉÉ mÉÉrÉîrÉÉÇcÉÉ AÉWåû AÉÍhÉ SÒxÉUÉ 
AÉWåû `UÉåmÉ-uÉå' cÉÉ! AÉqÉcrÉÉeÉuÉVû uÉåVû MüqÉÏ AxÉsrÉÉlÉå 
AÉqWûÏ `UÉåmÉ-uÉå' lÉå eÉÉrÉcÉå PûUuÉsÉå. AÇSÉeÉå iÉÏlÉ-xÉÉQåûiÉÏlÉ 
ÍqÉÌlÉOûÉÇcÉÏ ̀ UÉåmÉ-uÉå' cÉÏ xÉTüU iÉÑqWûÉsÉÉ UÉrÉaÉQûÉcrÉÉ qÉÉjrÉÉuÉU 
`qÉåhÉÉ SUuÉÉeÉÉ' mÉÉzÉÏ AÉhÉÔlÉ xÉÉåQûiÉå. `UÉåmÉ-uÉå'cÉÉ mÉëuÉÉxÉ WûÉ 
LMü AirÉÇiÉ UÉåqÉÉÇcÉMüÉUÏ  AlÉÑpÉuÉ WûÉåiÉÉ. `UÉåmÉ-uÉå'lÉå eÉÉiÉÉlÉÉ 
UÉrÉaÉQûÉcÉå AÉÍhÉ AÉeÉÒoÉÉeÉÔcrÉÉ mÉËUxÉUÉcÉå ÌuÉWÇûaÉqÉ S×zrÉ 
ÌSxÉiÉå. qÉaÉ AÉqWûÏ aÉQûÉuÉU mÉÉåWûÉåcÉsÉÉå. 

aÉQûÉuÉU ÎeÉsWûÉ mÉËUwÉS iÉxÉåcÉ LqÉ.OûÏ.QûÏ.xÉÏ.cÉÏ 
qÉÑ‚üÉqÉÉcÉÏ xÉÉårÉ AÉWåû. AÉqWûÏ QûoÉå ZÉÉFlÉ iÉåjÉåcÉ qÉÑ‚üÉqÉ 
MåüsÉÉ. SÒxÉîrÉÉ ÌSuÉzÉÏ pÉsrÉÉ mÉWûÉOåû AÉuÉÂlÉ AÉqWûÏ UÉrÉaÉQû 
pÉOûMührÉÉxÉ xÉ‹ fÉÉsÉÉå.

UÉrÉaÉQû AirÉÇiÉ xÉÑUÍ¤ÉiÉ AxÉsrÉÉlÉå irÉÉuÉU TüÉUzÉÏ 
AÉ¢üqÉhÉå fÉÉsÉÏcÉ lÉÉWûÏiÉ. irÉÉqÉÑVåû UÉrÉaÉQûÉuÉU qÉÉåPèrÉÉ 
mÉëqÉÉhÉÉuÉU AuÉzÉåwÉ ÌOûMÔülÉ AÉWåûiÉ. irÉÉÇcrÉÉqÉÑVåû AÉmÉsrÉÉsÉÉ 
iÉiMüÉsÉÏlÉ xÉqÉÉeÉeÉÏuÉlÉÉcÉÉ uÉåkÉ bÉåiÉÉ rÉåiÉÉå. UÉrÉaÉQûÉcÉÏ UcÉlÉÉ 
sÉ¤ÉÉiÉ bÉåiÉÉ AÉmÉhÉ `UÉåmÉ-uÉå' qÉÉTïüiÉ qÉåhÉÉ SUuÉÉeÉÉiÉ eÉÉiÉÉå. 
zÉÉWûÏ Îx§ÉrÉÉ AÉÍhÉ UÉhrÉÉ rÉÉÇcrÉÉxÉÉPûÏ ZÉÉxÉ rÉÉ SUuÉÉeÉÉcÉÏ 
UcÉlÉÉ MåüsÉÏ WûÉåiÉÏ. qÉåhÉÉ SUuÉÉeÉÉcrÉÉ QûÉurÉÉ oÉÉeÉÔsÉÉ UÉhÉÏ 
uÉxÉÉ AÉWåû, eÉåjÉå UÉeÉbÉUÉhrÉÉiÉsrÉÉ Îx§ÉrÉÉÇcÉÏ UWûÉhrÉÉcÉÏ xÉÉårÉ 
WûÉåiÉÏ. irÉÉ eÉuÉVûcÉ mÉÉsÉZÉÏ SUuÉÉeÉÉ AÉWåû eÉÉå ZÉÑ¬ ÍzÉuÉUÉrÉ 
xuÉiÉ: uÉÉmÉUiÉ. iÉåjÉåcÉ ÍzÉuÉUÉrÉÉÇcrÉÉ A¹mÉëkÉÉlÉ qÉÇQûVûÉcÉå 
MüÉrÉÉïsÉrÉ SåZÉÏsÉ ÌSxÉiÉå.

UÉrÉaÉQûÉuÉU mÉÉWhrÉÉcÉÏ xÉuÉÉïiÉ qÉWûiuÉÉcÉÏ aÉÉå¹ qWûhÉeÉå 
UÉeÉpÉuÉlÉ! eÉåjÉÔlÉ UÉeÉÉÇlÉÏ ÌWÇûSuÉÏ xuÉUÉerÉÉcÉÉ MüÉUpÉÉU 
cÉÉsÉuÉsÉÉ. UÉeÉpÉuÉlÉÉcÉå pÉurÉ AuÉzÉåwÉ mÉÉÌWûsÉå AxÉiÉÉ 
iÉiMüÉsÉÏlÉ uÉæpÉuÉÉcÉÏ, xÉÉqÉjrÉÉïcÉÏ eÉÉhÉÏuÉ WûÉåiÉå. ½ÉcÉ 
UÉeÉpÉuÉlÉÉiÉÔlÉ CÌiÉWûÉxÉÉiÉsrÉÉ qÉWûiiuÉÉcrÉÉ bÉOûlÉÉÇcÉå ÌlÉhÉïrÉ 
ÍzÉuÉUÉrÉÉÇlÉÏ bÉåiÉsÉå. UÉeÉpÉuÉlÉÉiÉ eÉåjÉå UÉeÉå oÉxÉiÉ iÉåjÉå AÉiÉÉ 
UÉeÉÉÇcÉå qÉÉåPåû ÍzÉsmÉ AÉWåû. Wåû xÉuÉï ÍzÉuÉMüÉsÉÏlÉ uÉæpÉuÉ 
mÉWûÉiÉÉlÉÉ qÉÏ pÉÉUÉuÉÔlÉ aÉåsÉÉå. UÉeÉpÉuÉlÉÉcÉå AÉhÉZÉÏ LMü 
uÉæÍzÉwš qWûhÉeÉå irÉÉcÉÏ AirÉÇiÉ WÒûzÉÉUÏlÉå MåüsÉåsÉÏ UcÉlÉÉ! 
pÉuÉlÉÉcrÉÉ LMüÉ MüÉåmÉîrÉÉiÉ EpÉå UÉWÕûlÉ AaÉSÏ WûVÕû AÉuÉÉeÉÉiÉ 
MåüsÉåsÉÏ MÒüeÉoÉÔeÉ SåZÉÏsÉ UÉeÉÉÇcrÉÉ oÉæPûMüxjÉÉlÉÏ xmÉ¹ LåMÔü 
rÉåiÉå, iÉxÉåcÉ oÉæPûMü xjÉÉlÉÉmÉÉxÉÔlÉ MåüsÉåsÉå oÉÉåsÉhÉå pÉuÉlÉÉiÉ 
xmÉ¹ LåMÔü rÉåiÉå! iÉiMüÉsÉÏlÉ iÉÇ§É¥ÉÉlÉÉcrÉÉ mÉëaÉiÉÏcÉÉ WûÉ lÉqÉÑlÉÉ 
mÉÉWÕûlÉ qÉÏ jÉ‚ü fÉÉsÉÉå.

gDa.ca raja:

ktn irkamee

Gadancha Raja: Raigad 
(King of Forts: Raigad)
		

This article is a travel write up. It tells the reader 
about Raigad- a fort situated in the Sahyadri mountain 
range which was once the capital of Marathas.The 
author relates his feelings of inspiration as he revisits 
the land which the brave warrior Chhatrapati Shivaji 
had once conquered.

                                                  - By Ketan Rikame
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UÉrÉaÉQû ÍzÉuÉUÉrÉÉÇcÉÏ UÉeÉkÉÉlÉÏ AxÉsrÉÉlÉå aÉQûÉuÉU xÉiÉiÉ 
sÉÉåMüÉÇcÉÉ UÉoÉiÉÉ AxÉå. sÉÉåMüÉÇcÉÏ mÉÉhrÉÉcÉÏ aÉUeÉ sÉ¤ÉÉiÉ 
bÉåFlÉ rÉÉ mÉëeÉÉÌWûiÉS¤É UÉeÉÉlÉå aÉÇaÉÉ xÉÉaÉU iÉsÉÉuÉÉxÉÉUZÉÉ 
mÉëcÉÇQû iÉsÉÉuÉ oÉÉÇkÉsÉÉ. WûÉ iÉsÉÉuÉ AÉeÉWûÏ mÉÉhrÉÉlÉå pÉUsÉåsÉÉ 
AxÉiÉÉå. UÉeÉpÉuÉlÉÉcrÉÉ oÉÉWåûUcÉ WûÉåVûÏcÉÉ qÉÉVû AÉWåû eÉåjÉå 
oÉUÏcÉ qÉÉåMüVûÏ eÉÉaÉÉ AÉWåû. aÉQûÉuÉU ÍzÉUMüÉD SåuÉÏcÉå qÉÇÌSU 
AÉWåû. ÍzÉUMüÉD SåuÉÏsÉÉ aÉQûÉcÉÏ SåuÉiÉÉ qÉÉlÉiÉÉiÉ. rÉÉxÉÉåoÉiÉcÉ 
aÉQûÉuÉU AÉmÉsrÉÉsÉÉ eÉaÉSÏµÉUÉcÉå qÉÇÌSU, ÍzÉuÉUÉrÉÉÇcÉÏ 
xÉqÉÉkÉÏ, qÉWûÉUÉeÉÉÇcrÉÉ sÉÉQûYrÉÉ MÑü§rÉÉcÉÏ xÉqÉÉkÉÏ CirÉÉSÏ 
mÉûÉWhrÉÉxÉÉUZÉÏ xjÉVåû AÉWåûiÉ. UÉeÉkÉÉlÉÏ qWûOûsrÉÉuÉU oÉÉeÉÉUmÉåPû 
WûuÉÏcÉ! UÉrÉaÉQûÉuÉU pÉurÉ oÉÉeÉÉUmÉåPû AÉWåû. oÉÉeÉÉUmÉåPåûcÉå 
uÉæÍzÉwš qWûhÉeÉå iÉÏ LMüÉ ÌuÉÍzÉ¹ EÇcÉÏuÉU oÉÉÇkÉsÉåsÉÏ AÉWåû, 
eÉåhÉåMüÂlÉ bÉÉåQåûxuÉÉU bÉÉåQçrÉÉuÉÃlÉ lÉ EiÉUiÉÉ AÉUÉqÉÉiÉ 
oÉÉeÉÉUWûÉOû MüUiÉÏsÉ iÉxÉåcÉ mÉÉScÉÉUÏ SåZÉÏsÉ AÉUÉqÉÉiÉ ZÉUåSÏ 
MüÂ zÉMüiÉÏsÉ.

UÉrÉaÉQûÉuÉUcÉå Wåû xÉuÉï AuÉzÉåwÉ mÉÉÌWsrÉÉuÉU irÉÉ MüÉVûcÉå 
ÍxÉÎuWûsÉ CÇÎeÉÌlÉUÏÇaÉ AirÉÇiÉ mÉëaÉiÉ WûÉåiÉå rÉÉcÉÏ ZÉÉ§ÉÏ mÉOûiÉå. Wåû 
xÉuÉï AuÉÉRûurÉ oÉÉÇkÉMüÉqÉ erÉÉ CÇÎeÉÌlÉAUlÉå MåüsÉå irÉÉ urÉ£üÏcÉå 
lÉÉuÉ WûÉåiÉå... ÌWûUÉåeÉÏ CÇSÉåsÉMüU! 

ÌWûUÉåeÉÏ CÇSÉåsÉMüUÉÇoÉÉoÉiÉ LMü AÉZrÉÉÌrÉMüÉ AÉWåû. 
ÍzÉuÉUÉrÉÉÇlÉÏ ÌWûUÉåeÉÏsÉÉ  aÉQûÉcrÉÉ oÉÉÇkÉMüÉqÉÉcÉÏ eÉoÉÉoÉSÉUÏ 
ÌSsÉÏ. irÉÉlÉÑxÉÉU ÌWûUÉåeÉÏlÉå AirÉÇiÉ iÉlqÉrÉiÉålÉå oÉÉÇkÉMüÉqÉ xÉÑÃ 

MåüsÉå. oÉÉÇkÉMüÉqÉ xÉÑÃ AxÉiÉÉlÉÉcÉ AcÉÉlÉMü UÉeÉÉÇlÉÉ MüÉWûÏ 
MüÉUhÉÉlÉå oÉÉWåûU eÉÉuÉå sÉÉaÉsÉå. qÉWûÉUÉeÉÉÇcrÉÉ AlÉÑmÉÎxjÉiÉÏiÉ 
xÉÑ®É ÌWûUÉåeÉÏlÉå iÉåuÉžÉcÉ ÌlÉ¸ålÉå MüÉqÉ cÉÉsÉÔ PåûuÉsÉå. 
oÉÉÇkÉMüÉqÉ xÉÑÃ AxÉiÉÉlÉÉ mÉæzÉÉcÉÏ lÉQû pÉÉxÉsÉÏ iÉåuWûÉ 
ÌWûUÉåeÉÏlÉå cÉ‚ü xuÉiÉ:cÉÏ zÉåiÉeÉqÉÏlÉ AÉÍhÉ qÉÉsÉqÉ¨ÉÉ 
ÌuÉMÔülÉ oÉÉÇkÉMüÉqÉ xÉÑÃ PåûuÉsÉå. xÉUMüÉUÏ ÌiÉeÉÉåUÏ sÉÑOûhÉÉîrÉÉ 
MüqÉïcÉÉîrÉÇÉlÉÉ mÉÉÌWûsrÉÉuÉU ÌWûUÉåeÉÏcrÉÉ MüiÉïurÉÌlÉ¸åsÉÉ
xÉsÉÉqÉ PûÉåMüÉuÉÉxÉÉ uÉÉOûiÉÉå. ÌWûUÉåeÉÏuÉU ZÉÑzÉ WûÉåuÉÔlÉ qÉWûÉUÉeÉÉÇlÉÏ 
ÌWûUÉåeÉÏsÉÉ oÉ¤ÉÏxÉ SåhrÉÉcÉÏ CcNûÉ urÉ£ü MåüsÉÏ, iÉU WûÉ 
mÉPèœÉ qWûhÉiÉÉå- qÉWûÉUÉeÉ, qÉsÉÉ MüÉWûÏ lÉMüÉå. Tü£ü aÉQûÉcrÉÉ 
mÉëuÉåzÉ²ÉUÏ qÉÉfrÉÉ lÉÉuÉÉcÉÏ TüUzÉÏ oÉxÉuÉÉuÉÏ eÉåhÉåMüÃlÉ qÉsÉÉ 
UÉåeÉ iÉÑqÉcrÉÉ cÉUhÉxmÉzÉÉïcÉå pÉÉarÉ sÉÉpÉåsÉ. `xÉåuÉåcÉå PûÉrÉÏ 
iÉimÉU, ÌWûUÉåeÉÏ CÇSÉåsÉMüU' kÉlrÉ iÉå ÍzÉuÉUÉrÉ AÉÍhÉ kÉlrÉ irÉÉÇcÉå 
iÉå qÉÉuÉVåû!

UÉrÉaÉQû mÉÉWÕûlÉ fÉÉsrÉÉuÉU EiÉUhrÉÉxÉ xÉÑÂuÉÉiÉ MåüsÉÏ. 
AÇSÉeÉå SÏQû iÉÉxÉÉiÉ AÉqWûÏ mÉÉrÉjrÉÉzÉÏ mÉÉåWûÉåcÉsÉÉå. LMüÉ 
A°ÑiÉ ÌuÉµÉÉiÉÔlÉ qÉÏ oÉÉWåûU AÉsÉÉå WûÉåiÉÉå. mÉÉrÉjrÉÉmÉÉxÉÔlÉ mÉÉrÉ 
ÌlÉbÉiÉ lÉuWûiÉå AÉÍhÉ xÉÉåoÉiÉcÉ AxÉÉ AÌuÉxqÉUhÉÏrÉ AlÉÑpÉuÉ 
bÉåiÉsrÉÉoÉ¬sÉ AÍpÉqÉÉlÉ uÉÉOûiÉ WûÉåiÉÉ, qÉlÉ AxuÉxjÉ fÉÉsÉå WûÉåiÉå 
AÉÍhÉ oÉUåcÉ MüÉWûÏ...

 xÉUiÉå zÉåuÉOûÏ WûÉ AlÉÑpÉuÉ eÉÉxiÉÏiÉ eÉÉxiÉ sÉÉåMüÉÇmÉrÉïÇiÉ 
mÉÉåWÉåcÉuÉhrÉÉcÉÉ ÌlÉ¶ÉrÉ MüÂlÉ qÉÏ aÉQûÉuÉÃlÉ mÉUiÉsÉÉå.
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iktnaa sauMdr hO yao irSta 
maora [na taraMo ko saaqa
iTmaiTmaato hOM¸ camakto hOM 
lagata hO jaOsao mausk ra rhoM hao	È

Aksar saUya- kI tIva` ikrNaoM
jaba ibaCa dotI hOM ek naIlaI caadr Aasamaana maoMÈ
iCpa dotI hOM maorI najaraoM sao [nakI manaaohr mauskana¸
tba yaad krtI hUÐ [sa baat kao
ik Aaegaa saMQyaa ka vaao saunahra pla
jaao ifr sao najar maoM lao Aaegaa
maoro [na daostaoM kao È

ifr ek eosaa va@t BaI Aata hO
jaba laMbao [Mtjaar ko baad 
rat haonao pr BaI
maoGaaoM ko Ganao BaMDar 
iCpa dotI hOM [nhoMÊ ifr maorI najaraoM sao
tba mana kao idlaasaa dotI hUÐ
ik kalavaYaa- ko ]sa mauhUt- ko pScaat
ifr imalaoMgao mauJasao maoro sqaayaI ima~ È

Aaja naa [Mtjaar hO mauJao rat ka
naa [Mtjaar hO mauJao vaYaa- ko samaapna ka
CaoD,, jaao idyaa hO maorI AaÐKaoM nao maora saaqa
ijanasao dooKtI qaI maOM ]nhoM
magar gama nahIM hO [sa baat ka jara saa BaI mauJao 
@yaaoMik mana maMidr maoM krtI hUÐ [nako dSa-na
hr pla hr xaNa È

ku C yaar eosao BaI
Qanyaa maonana

Art : Darshini
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The Story Of 

The Mountaineers

I’d bet my life, but Moldy was mad
Pausing and gazing, rather too often
Far more than one could bear to see
And thus Himmodern shouted to warn...

“Monk, you seem like a nutter on the loose
Race it is, now bother to climb.
Men are just, in fairy tales,
The first to climb will snatch the whole”

Moldy was mad to remain unheard,
Seemed too bonded with nursing a plant,
Trodden for long by men in herd
Still clutching to life, with hope so deep...

“Pity, old man, for losing your way
To joy of joys that who will deny?” 
Marking the words who moved along
Leaving the monk to stretch the twigs. 

“Each step done, less yonder the top
Abode of bliss, that glory beholds”
Drumming the chest,he sped the climb
And then he was there, two feet away...

Slowly he rose to face the top
Alas! It was hot, as barren as hell
Where lies the joy, who wandered about
There was none, nor a speck in the air.

Fuming throne, on which he sat
Like men who won the climb, they thought,
“Envied we are, by herd on race
Yet see what we are, played and lost...”

Then there was breeze, and Moldy rose
Tardy to climb, he was told,
“Someone stole it long before
Now be the king, who failed the life.”

Moldy smiled and slowly he spoke,
“You were wrong, and still you are.
Who could steal the joy of joys? 
Confined at the top, never it was.

You looked above, when to look around
Now around, when to look deep in,
You shut your eyes, ever so hard
To sole of whole, the soul of yours...”

Baffled to follow the riddles he made
They kneeled to him, with mounting awe
And Moldy smiled, charming the air
Then they knew the joy of joys...
                                                                     
                                                                     

By Sidharth Sivaraj
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Rising early in the morning, feeling the cool 
breeze on your face as you splash water to fresh-

en up, you are welcomed by a hot cup of tea with the 
sweetness of jaggery in it... Indeed all this brings me 
out of my sleep to look around. And as I do, I start 
to wonder how beautiful the place is – A modern 
Indian village! 

Taking into account a couple of my visits to vari-
ous villages of our country along with a few inputs 
from my friends, I start reflecting upon the villages 
of our country. Back at school, you are given a de-
scription of an Indian village as a place where all your 
tradition stays alive and people believe and follow it, 
in spite of it being an under-developed way of living. 
Are they really like that?  I don't think so!

A village is a place where you should be, to learn 
to live a complete and an efficient life. We, living 
all  our lives in cities and towns, have been obsessed 
with development, economy, and knowledge. But to 
highlight the truth, any common man in an Indian 
village would surely know much more about a num-
ber of things than any of us. He might not be able 
to do high level programming and earn lakhs to fill 
his pockets, but he surely can tell you how to live 
happily with minimal needs. He can tell you what 
pure water smells and tastes like, from where and 
how  food reaches his plate, what a great joy it is to 
live together with pets and relatives alike and best of 
all he  could tell you what it is to have peaceful sleep 
at night after the day's hard work, in order to keep 
us (the city folk) and his people happy!

I remember walking through the roads of one such 
village... I can see the sun rising and drenching  the 
village in its brightness, giving the village its shine! 
Sure enough, all our Indian culture lies  here, but 
you find atheists here too. You find such revolution-
ary ideas in them, that you start fearing a relapse of 
the revolution of 1857. I realise that all they need is 

a spark to pull them into heated debates, which seem 
much more logical than any that take place within 
the walls of our lecture hall! And how can I have for-
gotten their hospitality to every stranger who came 
to their home – that’s just one thing you won’t get 
anywhere else! The food is too good and too homely 
to ever forget.

Down south, when I talked to a villager, I remem-
ber, she told me that she had been a resident of that 
village for more than 80 years. Having come there 
when she was 2 years old, with her parents, when the 
country was in the hands of the British, her family 
was welcomed by the so-called head of the village to 
live in his house. I simply couldn’t believe her, but  
many others told me the same.  A miracle village of 
our country, perhaps! She continued with her child-
hood stories, how her family followed traditions or 
better still, 'adopted' them from all  around, how she 
enjoyed the melas and how she learnt to swim in the 
well there. She smiled, and I saw the happiness in her 
eyes, past her wrinkles.

Hardcore in keeping with traditions, the villagers 
of our country are witness to immense cooperation. 
If you talk to one of them, you already know about a 
bunch of them. You can see them, you can feel them 
with their words and they simply make you realise 
how they have few worries in life. They have their 
own principles and ideas about everything and their 
lives revolve around myths and grandma tales.

I recall the words of one of my companions, who 
has lived all her life in a village. She believes that every 
village has its own fragrance. You live there and you 
know it. Studying in a city right now, she laments 
her loss. I can see her beaming as she talks about her 
village but puts on a faithful look when she starts to 
tell me how she believes the fact that when you sit 
under a banyan tree and think, the power of your 
brain increases. When I ask about the development 
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of her village to meet the present needs, she assures 
me with these words, “No village in our country is 
backward. Every modern invention and technology 
has its roots in a village and I can’t find one person 
who can object to that. And what is development? 
It’s just a fancy word to put cities above us. Villages 
are well-developed, because we know to live happily 
with what we have and if we need anything more, we 
take care of it ourselves!” 

I would like to close with those inspiring words 
which have left me in awe every time I think of 
them. Somewhere in my heart, I am unhappy that I 
never got a chance to live in a village, but I am glad 
enough to quote all this to you! Now, enough of my 
ravings about my experiences; you should visit an 
Indian village and know how blessed you would feel!

Art : Lavanya Lokhande
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qÉÉfÉå BÌTüxÉ AÉWåû ÌiÉxÉîrÉÉ qÉeÉsrÉÉuÉU. irÉÉcrÉÉ ÎZÉQûMüÐiÉÔlÉ 
sÉÉÇoÉcÉ sÉÉÇoÉ mÉxÉUsÉåsÉå AÉMüÉzÉ ÌSxÉiÉå, AaÉSÏ OåûMüQûÏmÉrÉïÇiÉ 

AÉÍhÉ irÉÉcrÉÉ ZÉÉsÉÏ AÉqÉcrÉÉ CqÉÉUiÉÏsÉÉ sÉÉaÉÔlÉcÉ AÉWåû LMü uÉxiÉÏ, 
iÉzÉÏ xÉÉkÉÏcÉ. aÉUÏoÉ sÉÉåMüÉÇcÉÏ, SÉålÉ uÉåVûÉ eÉåuÉÔlÉ mÉÉåOû pÉUhÉÉUå AxÉiÉÏsÉ. 
MükÉÏ MükÉÏ irÉÉ ÎZÉQûMüÐiÉ xÉÇkrÉÉMüÉVûÏ EpÉå UÉÌWûsÉå MüÐ xÉÉUå MüÉWûÏ 
UÇaÉÏoÉåUÇaÉÏ AÉWåû AxÉå uÉÉOÕû sÉÉaÉiÉå. irÉÉ uÉxiÉÏsÉÉ LMüÉ oÉÉeÉÔsÉÉ mÉ§rÉÉcÉÏ 
bÉUå AÉWåûiÉ LMüÉ AÉåVûÏiÉ, AÉÍhÉ qÉaÉ oÉUÉcÉxÉÉ pÉÉaÉ iÉxÉÉ AÉåxÉÉQû 
AÉWåû. ÌiÉjÉå oÉUÏcÉ fÉÉQåû-fÉÑQûmÉå, aÉuÉiÉ uÉÉRûsÉåsÉå AxÉiÉå. AÉÍhÉ irÉÉ 
bÉUÉcrÉÉ qÉÉaÉcrÉÉ qÉÉaÉcrÉÉ oÉÉeÉÔsÉÉ qÉÉåPû-qÉÉåPûÉsÉÏ fÉÉQåû AÉWåûiÉ. MükÉÏ  
ÎZÉQûMüÐiÉÔlÉ mÉÉÌWûsÉå iÉU iÉÏ ÌWûUuÉÏaÉÉU fÉÉQåûû LMüSqÉ EPÕûlÉ ÌSxÉiÉÉiÉ irÉÉ 
AÉpÉÉVûÉuÉU. 

irÉÉ AÉåxÉÉQû eÉÉaÉåiÉ LMü mÉÉhrÉÉcÉå OûÉMåü AÉWåû AÉÍhÉ qÉkÉÉåqÉkÉ LMü 
oÉÇS mÉQûsÉåsÉÉ `aÉÑQèxÉ MüäËUAU' uÉÉsÉÉ OíûMü. irÉÉiÉ oÉUåcÉ uÉÉrÉÉ aÉåsÉåsÉå 
xÉÉqÉÉlÉ OûÉMüsÉåsÉå AÉWåû iÉxÉåcÉ irÉÉuÉU ̀ AÉrÉ.mÉÏ.LsÉ' crÉÉ ̀ mÉÑhÉå uÉÊËUAxÉï' 
cÉÉ fÉåÇQûÉ TüQûMüiÉÉlÉÉ ÌSxÉiÉÉå. iÉÉå OíûMü xÉÉåQÕûlÉ MüÉWûÏ AÇiÉU qÉÉaÉå uÉÏOûÉ 
sÉÉuÉsÉåsrÉÉ AÉWåûiÉ, sÉÉuÉsÉåsrÉÉ qWûhÉhrÉÉmÉå¤ÉÉ eÉÑlrÉÉ uÉÏOûpÉ–ûÏcÉå AuÉzÉåwÉ 
AxÉsrÉÉxÉÉUZrÉÉ mÉQÕûlÉ AÉWåûiÉ. irÉÉÇcrÉÉuÉU ZÉÔmÉ xÉÉUå zÉåuÉÉVû cÉRûsÉåsÉå 
AxÉÔlÉ GiÉÑqÉÉlÉÉlÉÑxÉÉU irÉÉcÉÉ UÇaÉ oÉSsÉiÉÉå. OíûMü eÉuÉVû LMü WûÉiÉmÉÇmÉ 
AxÉÔlÉ eÉuÉVûcÉ mÉÉhrÉÉcÉÏ oÉUÏcÉ pÉÉÇQûÏ pÉÃlÉ PåûuÉsÉåsÉÏ AxÉiÉÉiÉ. irÉÉ 
WûÉiÉmÉÇmÉÉcÉÉ sÉÉåM  xÉiÉiÉ uÉÉmÉU MüUiÉÉiÉ irÉÉqÉÑVåû iÉåjÉå uÉSïVû AxÉiÉå.

irÉÉ uÉxiÉÏcÉÏ mÉëÉhÉÏxÉÇZrÉÉ SåZÉÏsÉ MüqÉÏ lÉÉWûÏ. LZÉÉSèrÉÉ mÉ§rÉÉuÉU LMü 
SÉålÉ oÉÉåMåü WûVÕûcÉ EQûÏ qÉÉUiÉÉlÉÉ ÌMÇüuÉÉ pÉÉÇQûiÉÉlÉÉ ÌSxÉiÉÉiÉ; irÉÉÇlÉÉ oÉbÉiÉ 
UÉÌWûsÉå iÉU irÉÉÇcrÉÉ xÉÔ¤qÉ AÉÍhÉ xjÉÔsÉ WûÉsÉcÉÉsÉÏ MüVÕûlÉ rÉåiÉÉiÉ. iÉÏlÉ-
cÉÉU aÉÉuÉUÉlÉ MÑü§ÉÏ irÉÉ AÉåxÉÉQû eÉÉaÉåiÉ EaÉÏcÉ ÌTüUiÉ AxÉiÉÉiÉ. MükÉÏ 
LZÉÉSå MÑü§Éå irÉÉ ÌuÉOûÉÇuÉU oÉxÉsÉåsÉå AxÉiÉå, mÉÉuÉxÉÉtrÉÉiÉ iÉU ÌWûUurÉÉ 
ÍxÉÇWûÉxÉlÉÉuÉU oÉxÉsrÉÉxÉÉUZÉå uÉÉOûiÉå. MükÉÏ MükÉÏ iÉU irÉÉÇcrÉÉ pÉÉÇQûhÉÉcÉÉ 
AÉuÉÉeÉ uÉUmÉrÉïÇiÉ rÉåiÉÉå, qÉaÉ AÉqWûÏ ÎZÉQûMüÐ oÉÇS MüUiÉÉå. qÉkÉÔlÉcÉ LZÉÉSÏ 
aÉÉrÉ mÉhÉ ÌSxÉiÉå. xÉÇkrÉÉMüÉVûÏ LZÉÉSÏ oÉaÉtrÉÉÇcÉÏ qÉÉVû ÌiÉcrÉÉuÉÂlÉ 
EQûiÉ eÉÉiÉå. mÉÉuÉxÉÉtrÉÉiÉ ÌiÉjÉsÉÏ AÉåxÉÉQû eÉÉaÉÉ AlÉåMü aÉuÉiÉÏ TÑüsÉÉÇlÉÏ 
pÉÃlÉ eÉÉiÉå AÉÍhÉ uÉÃlÉ mÉÉÌWûsÉå MüÐ AlÉåMü TÑüsÉmÉÉZÉUå AÉÍhÉ mÉ¤ÉÏ 
irÉÉuÉU ÂÇeÉÏ bÉÉsÉiÉÉlÉÉ ÌSxÉiÉÉiÉ.

irÉÉ uÉxiÉÏiÉsrÉÉ qÉÑsÉÉÇcÉå ZÉåVû xÉÑ®É GiÉÔlÉÑxÉÉU oÉSsÉiÉ AxÉiÉÉiÉ. 
ElWûÉVûÉ AxÉåsÉ iÉåuWûÉ irÉÉ qÉÉVûUÉlÉÉuÉU Ì¢üMåüOû cÉÉsÉÔ AxÉiÉå, ÌMÇüuÉÉ 
OíûMücÉÏ cÉÉMåü MüÉPûÏlÉå ÌTüUuÉiÉ qÉÑsÉå ÌTüUiÉ AxÉiÉÉiÉ. eÉåuWûÉ mÉÉuÉxÉÉVûÉ 

0k vStI
rXmI ku lk`IR

Ek Vasti (A settlement)

As the author looks out of a window in her 
office, she observes the daily life of people the 
surrounding slum areas. It is a world which is 
close yet so far from where she is. She draws 
parallels of this vibrant community to the 
ever-changing nature.

-Rashmi Kulkarni

xÉÑÂ WûÉåiÉÉå iÉåuWûÉ uÉxiÉÏ UÇaÉ mÉÉsÉOûiÉå AÉÍhÉ qÉÑsÉå 
SåZÉÏsÉ irÉÉÇcÉå ZÉåV ûoÉSsÉiÉÉiÉ. mÉÉuÉxÉÉtrÉÉiÉ 
fÉQûÉuÉU xÉÔU mÉÉUÇorÉÉÇcÉÉ ZÉåVû cÉÉsÉÔ AxÉiÉÉå. 
qÉÑsÉå-qÉÑsÉÏ EÇcÉ EÇcÉ fÉÉåMåü bÉåiÉ AxÉiÉÉiÉ; 
uÉU irÉÉ AÉpÉÉVûÉMüQåû oÉbÉiÉ, ÌMÇüuÉÉ MÑüPåûiÉUÏ 
xÉÉcÉsÉåsÉÉ mÉÉhrÉÉiÉ EQèrÉÉ qÉÉUiÉ AxÉiÉÉiÉ. 
MükÉÏ qÉÉåQûsÉåsrÉÉ OíûMüuÉU mÉhÉ ÌSxÉiÉÉiÉ. 
irÉÉ qÉÑsÉÉÇcÉå MümÉQåûxÉÑ®É TüÉU  MüÉWûÏ NûÉlÉ 
AxÉiÉÉiÉ AxÉå lÉÉWûÏ mÉhÉ SÇaÉÉ MüUiÉÉlÉÉ iÉÏ 
NûÉlÉ uÉÉOûiÉÉiÉ. irÉÉ ÌWûUurÉÉ xÉÉæÇSrÉÉïiÉ AeÉÔlÉ 
pÉUcÉ mÉQûiÉå. irÉÉ uÉxiÉÏiÉsrÉÉ oÉÉrÉMüÉ mÉhÉ 
MükÉÏ MükÉÏ SÒmÉÉUÏ oÉÉWåûU oÉxÉÔlÉ aÉmmÉÉ qÉÉUiÉÉiÉ 
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ÌMÇüuÉÉ mÉÉhrÉÉcrÉÉ OûÉMüÐeÉuÉVû oÉxÉÔlÉ MüÉWûÏiÉUÏ MÑüeÉoÉÔeÉ MüUiÉ 
AxÉiÉÉiÉ. qÉkrÉåcÉ LZÉÉSÉ xÉhÉ AxÉåsÉ iÉU iÉåjÉÔlÉ aÉÉhrÉÉcrÉÉ 
UåMüÊQïèxÉ mÉhÉ LåMÔü rÉåiÉÉiÉ.

MükÉÏ MÇüOûÉVûÉ AÉsÉÉ MüÐ qÉÏ irÉÉ ÎZÉQûMüÐiÉ EpÉÏ UÉWiÉå; 
uÉÃlÉ mÉÉWûiÉÉlÉÉ AxÉå uÉÉOûiÉå MüÐ irÉÉ uÉxiÉÏcÉå xuÉiÉÈcÉå 
AxÉå LMü ÌuÉµÉ AÉWåû, MüSÉÍcÉiÉ iÉå ÌiÉjÉsrÉÉ  sÉÉåMüÉÇlÉÉ mÉhÉ 
qÉÉWÏûiÉ lÉxÉåsÉ. ÌiÉjÉå xÉiÉiÉ MüÉWûÏiÉUÏ sÉaÉoÉaÉ cÉÉsÉÔ AxÉiÉå, 
mÉëÉhrÉÉÇcÉÏ... qÉÑsÉÉÇcÉÏ.... oÉÉrÉMüÉ-qÉÉhÉxÉÉÇcÉÏ.... MÑüPûsÉå lÉÉ 
MÑüPûsÉå AÉuÉÉeÉ xÉÑÃcÉ AxÉiÉÉiÉ, pÉÑÇMührÉÉcÉå... WûxÉhrÉÉcÉå... 
aÉÉhrÉÉcÉå... AÉÍhÉ ÌlÉxÉaÉÉïcrÉÉ sÉrÉÏcÉå SåZÉÏsÉ...  uÉxiÉÏcÉå 
ÍcÉ§É GiÉÔlÉÑxÉÉU oÉSsÉiÉå. iÉÏ mÉÉuÉxÉÉtrÉÉiÉ eÉåuÉRûÏ xÉÑÇSU 
ÌSxÉiÉå, iÉåuÉRûÏcÉ  ElWûÉiÉ iÉÉmÉsrÉÉuÉU xÉÑ®É ÌSxÉiÉå. ÌiÉjÉå LMü 

sÉrÉ AÉWåû, ÌiÉjÉsÉÏ iÉÏ AÉåxÉÉQûÉcÉÏ eÉÉaÉÉ AÉÍhÉ qÉÉåPûÉsÉÏ 
fÉÉQåû eÉzÉÏ oÉSsÉiÉÉiÉ iÉxÉåcÉ ÌiÉjÉsÉå  sÉÉåMüWûÏ oÉSsÉiÉÉiÉ, 
iÉå oÉSsÉÉsÉÉ AÉmÉsÉåxÉå MüUiÉÉiÉ, AÉÍhÉ MüSÉÍcÉiÉ qWûhÉÔlÉcÉ 
iÉÏ uÉxiÉÏ ÌMüiÉÏWûÏ uÉåVûÉ mÉÉÌWûsÉÏ iÉUÏ iÉÏ lÉuÉÏlÉcÉ uÉÉOûiÉå, 
lÉurÉÉMüÉåîrÉÉ AlÉÑpÉuÉÉxÉÉUZÉÏ. 

pÉsÉå irÉÉ uÉxiÉÏiÉsrÉÉ bÉUÉÇuÉU QûÏzÉ-OûÏuWÏ crÉÉ iÉoÉMüŽÉ 
sÉÉuÉsrÉÉ AxÉiÉÏsÉ, pÉsÉåWûÏ iÉÏ qÉÉåPû-qÉÉåPèrÉÉ CqÉÉUiÉÏÇlÉÏ 
fÉÉMüsÉÏ aÉåsÉÏ AxÉåsÉ, mÉhÉ uÉÃlÉ oÉÍbÉiÉsÉåiÉU xÉMüÉVûmÉÉxÉÔlÉ 
UÉ§ÉÏmÉrÉïÇiÉ UÇaÉ oÉSsÉhÉÉîrÉÉ AÉMüÉzÉÉcÉå mÉëÌiÉÌoÉÇoÉ ÌiÉcrÉÉuÉU 
mÉQûsÉåsÉå AxÉiÉå. irÉÉ uÉxiÉÏcrÉÉUÇaÉÏoÉåUÇaÉÏ MüÉåsÉÉeÉÉiÉÔlÉ ÌlÉxÉaÉïcÉ 
sÉrÉoÉ®mÉhÉå SÉZÉuÉiÉ AxÉiÉÉå ZÉÔhÉ AÉmÉsrÉÉ AÎxiÉiiuÉÉcÉÏ! 

Photo : Chaitanya Afle
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Omkar Manjerakar

Sayali shevate

Abhishek Soni
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No matter how he tried, he could not break free,
And the worms ate into his brain

- Pink Floyd, Hey You

BHayanakaBHayanaka

Art : Lavanya Lokhande
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An eerie silence; a distant footstep; a creaky door; the 
lone cricket in the distance falls silent.
A rancid stench; the yellow gleam of a cat's eye.
Fear, raw fear, snakes up your spine, chilling every bone, 
making hair stand at the back of your neck. 
A dark shroud falls over your brain as it grapples and 
chokes. Trapped.
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It has been a month now. No one has been able to 
trace him yet, no evidence reported.
The Psycho-killer was continuously making the 

headlines. Every Tuesday, around midnight, some-
one from the IT industry was destined to lose his 
life. Police were patrolling, all security measures were 
being taken, and no one was able to sort the matter 
out. Companies, BPOs, were facing the crisis, HR 
managers discussing the issues, but everything was 
in vain.

“…I cannot come tomorrow, I will have to finish 
this work today itself!” Mihir slammed the phone 
down. “Should I kill myself, or have a cup of cof-
fee?” he murmured, a line from the book he had just 
completed.  He smiled to himself in anticipation of 
his secret adventure.

Mihir, a 28 year old software engineer, had just 

switched his company.  His new project leader was 
a pain in the ass, but Mihir was helpless, as he could 
not afford switching jobs this frequently, with a 
home loan and wedding plans. Recently, however, he 
had found a stress busting mantra by trespassing into 
a closed library. The library had stopped functioning 
but still treasured thousands of books and Mihir had 
found weak hinges to enter through. Although there 
hung a big board flashing a warning “Trespassing 
Prohibited,” most of it had faded except the bottom 
part, saying, “Punishable Offense”. He ignored it 
anyway, as he was getting addicted to the ambience 
the place offered to his love for reading. On many 
days, after work, he found comfort in searching for 
the right book and then getting cosy with it.

He desperately needed a holiday on Wednesday 
that week, as his would-be in-laws were coming to 

By Apsi

Trespassing 
-A bad habit!
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meet him. He had no other option but to stay back 
in the office and finish the work in advance.

It was almost 10.30 and Mihir was all alone on 
his floor. He was almost done with the work. All the 
cabs were gone. He was thinking of calling someone 
to pick him up, when his cell got switched off due to 
low battery. He even shrugged off the idea of visit-
ing the library. He made up his mind and decided 
to walk down some distance and take a lift from 
the highway. He was pre-occupied with planning a 
meeting with his in-laws the next day. 

He was walking on the road now. A bike passed 
by, but the bike was gone before he could ask for a 
lift. He saw a guy at some distance, he was wear-
ing an I-card same as his. It was weird, no one had 
been in the lift with him, neither in the lobby, nor 
when he crossed the compound. Where had this fel-

low come from? The guy was speeding up with every 
moment. Mihir was suddenly tensed. All the news 
from the past month, the awareness meetings, every-
thing started running in his mind. Alas! It was Tues-
day! He was really scared now. He started looking for 
someone on the road, in vain. The killer got to him. 
They started fighting with each other, Mihir was no 
boy. One was no less than the other. The killer had a 
sharp knife and Mihir was struggling to keep it away 
when he heard the patrolling van approach. Now he 
had to hold the killer just for a few moments more. 
Suddenly Mihir saw the knife approaching him. In 
an attempt to push it away, he stabbed the killer. 
The killer was dead… Mihir was walking with the 
police, handcuffed, under arrest for the suspicion 
of being the serial killer. Just then, he remembered 
where he had spent those bloody Tuesday nights - in 
the closed library. Trespassing is indeed a bad habit!

Art : Divya Gadkari & Arushi Bodas
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The 
Corridors

By Darshini

As she woke up, a whip of light from the 
corridor hit her eyes through the vent. 

She squinted and sat up, blinking quickly. 
Her roommate lay dead still on her bed 
across the room. The digital clock on the 
bedside table flashed the time, glowing like a 
cat’s eyes: 4:00 am. 

She needed to go to the restroom. Sighing, 
sticky from the humidity, and still groggy, 
she slipped her feet into her sandals, got up 
and felt her way to the door, trying not to 
knock anything over or bump into any fur-
niture lest her roommate wake up. Stepping 
outside, she began shuffling along the cor-
ridor. 

It was a long shuffle. The light, so bright 
when it hit her eyes, seemed faint and had 
a greenish tinge to it, and every other lamp 
flickered, creating and casting shadows about, 
making the walls look grimy. There was litter 
strewn before every dark door, and viscous 
soda all over the floor, remnants of the previ-
ous night’s party. Her sandals made sucking 
noises each time they left the ground, and 
the echoes of her footsteps off the plaster 
walls made the small passage seem cavernous. 
No room was lit and there was no movement 
anywhere, which was odd. There was always 
somebody awake at this time.

The bathroom light was on as she turned 
the corner, and it shone unnaturally brightly 

through the small window, like some al-
ien beacon left in a cave. Nervous now, she 
quickened her steps and clutched at the han-
dle of the door.

It did not open.

The glare from inside was so bright; she 
had to shut her eyes. She pressed her body 
against the door, breathing quickly, franti-
cally pulling the handle in any direction it 
would move: needing to get inside and away 
from the flickering corridors. Nothing hap-
pened.

She swore, and as the short, sharp sound 
bounced off the walls, the light from the 
lamps wavered a final time and died. The 
light from the bathroom illuminated her 
frightened eyes as her pulse quickened. The 
only other light came from the elevators 
from the far corridor, which led to the other 
floors that had their own bathrooms.

The night was warm and humid, and her 
nightshirt was soaked, but her hands and 
neck were cold as she walked stiffly to the 
elevators, trying to be as silent as possible. 
‘It’s just dark. There’s nothing to fear from 
the dark. I’m not afraid of the dark.’. She re-
peated this over and over in her mind, with 
her heartbeat resonating in her ears. As the 
glow from the elevator displays came into 
view, she tried to stop herself shaking as she 
sprinted the last few steps and punched the 
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The 
Corridors

‘up’ button. She hugged the wall and rested 
her head against it.

The blare of the elevator’s arrival tune was 
distorted as it ripped through the silence, 
making her jump. The second the shiny 
chrome doors parted, she bolted inside, 
steadying herself in the clean white light, 
holding the rail as she faced the wall. She 
turned to press the button of the next floor, 
and froze, as her pulse shot up again and 
breath stilled.

Dark red ooze was spread across the once 
shiny buttons, falling drop by horrifying 
drop into a thick, congealed pool on the ele-
vator floor. It was smeared in an urgent, hap-
hazard pattern across the inside of the doors. 
She screamed, her shrill voice reverberating 
in the tainted metal chamber. She clutched 
her face and hyperventilated, not knowing 
what to do. The elevator blared its eerie arriv-
al note again, and it had hardly opened when 
she jumped out, still shrieking. She fell, hard, 
onto something soft, her face touching a wet, 
sticky surface. Panting, she lifted herself to 
her knees, and as the lift doors slid shut, dim-
ming the scene, she looked upon what she 
had fallen against.

From the light of the elevator displays, she 
saw a corpse, the face painted red with blood, 
the blank eyes staring upwards, the lips blue, 
the neck pouring crimson upon the dirty 
floor. She could hardly believe her eyes as she 

saw her mauled classmate lie, unmistakably 
dead, on the ground.

Terror and panic overwhelmed her, and 
she ran towards whatever light she saw, trip-
ping and tumbling but moving onwards, all 
the while yelling as loud as she could. She 
tripped over an upturned dustbin, and as she 
looked back, she saw another splayed body.

She ran faster than she had ever run 
through the dark, hellish corridor, towards 
the lit bathroom. She threw herself against 
it, her screams mingled with sobs now, and 
the door yielded against the pressure as she 
fell inside. Crying violently, she stayed on the 
ground, not knowing whether she would be 
the next victim of whatever horrors were tak-
ing place. She stayed down for a long time, 
her body shaking, her matted hair sticking to 
her tear-streaked face. 

Finally, she got up, and wiping her face 
with her wet sleeve she walked to the wash 
basin. She looked into the mirror, and for the 
final time that night, she froze. Her face was 
covered in dried blood, and her arms were 
caked with it. Her white shirt was scarlet, and 
wet. She gasped, and saw that the inside of 
her mouth and teeth were all red, too. Now 
that there was light, she examined her finger-
nails, and saw bits of flesh under them. She 
looked up, expressionless, and her eyes rolled 
upwards as she fell backwards, onto the floor.

Art : Lavanya Lokhande 
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Legend
If you leap from the edge of that cliff 
into the sea beneath, a loved one 
returns in a fisherman’s boat.
I am standing on the edge. 
I leap.

The fisherman simply swirls
the water with his oar, not knowing
where to cast his great net. 

By Somendra Singh Kharola
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shanta

Life is an endless tempest; an onslaught of myriad emotions. The 
purpose of life is to conquer all emotions in quest of its eye. The eye 
of the storm is a place of calm. Yet, true tranquility is not attained by 
merely conquering one's emotions, but by simply letting go.
Shanta is this state of the absence of the rasas. It is the state of 
nothingness.

Nothingness.

After a storm comes a calm.”

-Matthew Henry

“

148



Photo : Alisha Pathak 149



The Athlete

I dig my nose deep in my scarf as I rub my hands warm
and walk by Sanas stadium. The spotlights flare and die, and darkness 
pervades through the sandpit, the hammer-thrower’s cage,
and the eight-laned four hundred metre turf as the cold mixes with the night
precipitating it -- a big block of lead. But as I plough
through the darkness, something, I don’t know what, 
twists my neck and nudges me closer to the grilled
fence of the stadium. I press my face against the criss-cross, the cold
of the steel takes a few moments to penetrate the fat of my numbed face,
and eventually bites me. I dig my face deeper into the grill -- the pain
makes me realize myself -- and around  the hundred and twenty meter bend, 
I see a solid black figure sprint, 
a shadow in three dimensions, something so dense and dark, that a scrim
of night envelopes him with a thin grey aura, highlighting him. I imagine metronomic 
breathing, chiselled slabs of quadriceps and calves quivering tense, veins bulging and unlike 
when I am in society, where everyone sits with their spines tensed like cocked pistols
just waiting to see me slip, because everyone loves a broken hero -- 
the stronger they are, the louder the crack of their bones -- a vague tingle 
of strength fires my nerves warm. I smile, 
and walk down the road, unable to see the others walking past, the sign-boards, 
unable to see my own hands,
or even the cigarette shop in the darkness. 

By Somendra Singh Kharola

Art : Prashali Chauhan150



I see myself fall,
And yet I don’t cry in despair.
For none shall hear my plea for life,
For no one is around to care.

I hear the birds sing their songs,
I hear the slithering winds;
I wish I could be with them, 
I wish I had wings.

In retrospect of times happily spent,
Oh! Days which are long gone,
I miss those cherishing moments
Never have I felt more alone.

I lament for what I couldn’t do,
Of words left unspoken.
I think of promises not kept,
And hearts I’ve broken.

Made my mistakes, let everyone down.
I can’t, I can’t hold on for too long.
Ran my whole life into the ground
I can’t, I can’t get up and get along.

None of this matters now, the end is nigh, 
Soon all shall be forgotten.
None shall remember me,
There will be no requiem.

I’m ready to fade now,
Accepting my fate with equanimity,
I shall now sleep a peaceful sleep,
In the sea of tranquility!

By Akash Bahai

Sea of Tranquility
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To see spaces and hear commas 
- My experiences with Kalpa.

In my first two years in IISER, 
I was on the editorial board for 

Kalpa. That period was great fun 
and great learning. I hope some 
of you relate to this account of my 
first year with Kalpa.

By Siddharth B. I.

Fall 2008*, my first semester in IISER Pune. Things 
back then looked very different from now, with just 
around 150 students, less than 20 faculty and a similar 
number of PhD students. Sometime mid-way through 
the semester, we got a mail from a senior asking stu-
dents to apply for selection of editors for Kalpa - the 
IISER magazine. That's when four of us - Sarthak (2007 
batch), Krithika, Roshni and I got to meet Sisir, a very 
serious looking 3rd year who seemed to live completely 
out of this world. We each had to prove ourselves by 
writing a short article on topics he gave us, and then cri-
tiquing each others' articles. Thus we were brought into 
the dubious world of literary creativity at IISER. Sisir 
was an enigma, massively creative, and able to work in 
abstract realms we couldn't always comprehend. He 
was also a hard taskmaster (not a bad thing, considering 
how lazy we were), and getting appreciation from him 
would really make my week. He worked very hard to 

train us and tried hard to delegate and make us take up 
responsibility. Ambika ma'am also played a huge part in 
keeping us on our toes whenever Kalpa work slackened. 
And the Director of course – the final authority on edits 
(the ones he saw at least).

For two months we sent out notice after notice to the 
IISER community, and as the time neared, begged and 
bribed our friends to send articles. Then started the edit-
ing - first a few articles at a time, eventually a flood that 
required us to get special permission to stay in the com-
puter lab at Sai every day till midnight! Jagruti joined us 
for Marathi editing and Sumit for Hindi. With a great 
deal of pushing from Sisir and Ambika ma'am, it all 
slowly started coming together, and eventually went to 
print. We three first years actually thought we had done 
a great job and went home for a well deserved mid-
sem break, only to come back and realise that Sisir and 
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Sarthak had spent the week doing a massive amount of 
hand, leg and brain work to clear up all the little messes 
we had left, and fill in the gaps. Then came the endless 
hours spent with the printer, something Kalpa editors 
down the years can always look forward to. Our batch 
came together and actually gave a lot of articles, I think 
the highest per capita so far (would appreciate if editors 
have data).

After working for many 
months, Kalpa went to print; 
and enough copies made it in 
time for the Annual Day, when 
Kalpa was to be released. We 
all prepared quite eagerly; there 
wasn't much to do, but we were 
eager... Sisir gave the editor's 
speech at the magazine release, 
a speech that, by all accounts, very few people under-
stood. However, having worked with him for some 
time, what he said made sense to me, and it was very 
exhilarating to have a glimpse of the literary world he 
lived in. Kalpa came out; I felt thrilled that our baby 
was up and about after so much work, to the extent of 
being a little over-protective of it. I was quite dismayed, 
6 months down the line, to discover it being used as 
weighing paper in the Biology lab, but am now used to 
the idea.

The next year, Kalpa happened in a similar way, with 
a new batch adding its enthusiasm and talent. First ex-
periences imprint a lot stronger on the mind, and so I 
shall not say much about the second time, save that it 
was also a lot of hard work and a great experience, and 
that we didn't delegate as much as we should have. We 
also realised what it is to take full responsibility; with 
Sisir gracefully retired, we were continuously discover-
ing how much more work there was to do, all which he 
had silently done before. 

In the years since, Kalpa has grown along with IIS-
ER; greater talent, creativity and craziness is manifest 
in the pages year after year. Every year, there are a few 
people motivated enough to trouble everyone for Arti-
cles (I shall admit that past editors are as bad as anyone 
in terms of contributing on time). Back in first year, we 
were very thrilled with all we had done - thought we 

put out marvellous prose and poetry,  inventive posters, 
and great art, but the successive editions have definitely 
humbled us. I am constantly amazed by the writing, 
drawing and designing talent that shows up year after 
year. And I'm happy that it's only going to grow as time 
goes on, and glad that I got to have a hand in making it 
happen for a short time.

As this rambling account 
comes to a close, let me actu-
ally get to the title. Editing 
dozens of articles usually got 
me into fights with co-editors 
about commas. Yes, we'd fight 
over where the commas should 
be. Of course, I think I'm right, 
and she's wrong (still). But an 
unforeseen consequence of all 

that work is that I now catch people who are practis-
ing speeches, on where, they have placed their commas. 
The Kalpa experience has also served to heighten my 
dislike for Irresponsible Capitalisation and further fed 
the crazy Grammatician in me. I also dislike extra spac-
es between words, which makes it very hard to read jus-
tified text. And I think font conveys a great deal, which 
is why it's very irritating to write my whole MS thesis 
in “12 pt Arial”.

I also think that, when you have the time, you should 
look at some of the older editions of Kalpa in the Fac-
ulty Lounge or Library. It will make for quite an in-
teresting read, from the time back when IISER was 
so different. You will find articles on what the IISER 
logo means, early life at the institute, pictures of popu-
lar faculty playing cricket in the Sai garden, mysterious 
drawings on hostel walls, and much more. Also, if you 
are seriously bored and enjoy self-punishment, search 
for the misplaced punctuation, bad capitalisation and 
grammatical errors in this article (notice how this con-
veniently absolves me of all blame for my mistakes, they 
were intentional!)**.

May you all have many more years of reading and 
contributing to Kalpa! Incidentally, how many of you 
know where the name came from? A final piece of ad-
vice : Beware of Kalpa editors! They are all more than 
a little crazy! ***

*I marvel at the naming of our semesters. In most of India, Fall happens around the Spring Semester, and Spring 
somewhere in the summer break.
**But it still was very hard to knowingly put in bad punctuation :) So there isn't much of that around
***Lets see if they edit that out.

I was quite dismayed, 6 
months down the line, 
to discover it being used 
as weighing paper in the 
Biology lab, but am now 
used to the idea.

“The craziness, we do not deny. With your wishes, we comply.”
- Editors, Kalpa ‘13
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Awakening to a shrill alarm call booming through 
my room is not the most pleasing of things. Awak-

ening is a hard thing to do. Yet, we have all been doing 
it for centuries. At least, most of us. Difficult to deal 
with initially, but waking up to something is a great 
feeling. Granted, after you have awakened. The whole 
day just unfolds in front of you, and is right there for 
you to go do something you want to. Anything. A walk 
(yea right!), breakfast (humph! fine), lab (oh thaaat ex-
periment – deliberately ambiguous, you can’t make out 
if it’s positive or negative), sleep (mmm). It’s actually 
(quite literally) the time when all your senses are fully 
receptive. In short, you feel the most when you rise in 
the morning. It doesn’t feel like much, now does it? 
Apart from a lot of resentment, that is. Awakening is a 
great thing once you have dealt with the initial hiccup. 
It then offers immense hope, humour, ambition, and 
the will to excel. Awakening to me, is like a best friend 
who puts me through hell, but always means well. I 
love to awaken every day, as I have done for the past 
five years (and before!).

The next, most striking thing (after the loud alarm 
call, of course) is the sunlight. Shining through the 
curtains, certainly refreshing. A warm glow spreads 
through the room, and leaves you wishing that the 
room stays exactly the same throughout the day. Most 
of our wishes involving constancy of a particularly 
beautiful natural experience never come true now, do 
they? The earth continues to rotate, and within no 
time, it’s noon. The sun overhead, extremely intense. 
It’s like someone is sitting on top your head, as literal 
as that might be. It’s a little troubling, but the extraor-
dinary intensity and illumination is worth admiration. 
I just wish, if only I could imbibe some of that energy, 
and translate it into excitement, my life may be a tad 
better. In any case, the noon passes as all good and 

bad things do. Noon evolves into a lovely, enjoyable 
evening conducive to mindless chatter – almost relax-
ing. All in all, the sunlight, to me, is like a pleasant, 
agreeable friend. 

While we have traversed to the pleasant evening, 
which leads me to hope that night will come very soon 
and I can say this article is over, an overarching theme 
stops me. I have to back track (google says the word 
doesn’t exist!). In any case, once I have woken up and 
seen the sunlight, it leads me to some form of wor-
ship. Not the kind we did in the dreaded ‘assembly’ 
at school – not knowing the right prayer, lip-syncing 
even if you knew, shouting it out to be louder than 
the loudest you can hear – generally, cause chaos! Wor-
ship now means deciding what to do with the brand 
new day ahead, what to achieve, what not to try, and 
give myself the much needed pep-talk after the previ-
ous day’s screw-ups. It’s like a frank encounter, akin 
to looking in a mirror and seeing what I can do for 
myself. I like this time of the day – it’s honest, real, and 
very encouraging to go ahead with the day with the 
confidence to achieve. Like a confidante, this time of 
the day gives me comfort and security. (Sounds like I 
end up achieving a lot per day, but this is about when 
the aforementioned screw-ups starts accumulating!)

The next phase of my day is running into people. At 

Just a 
Perfect 
Day

 By Krithika Mohan

Awakening to me, is like a best 
friend who puts me through 
hell, but always means well. 
I love to awaken every day, as 
I have done for the past five 
years (and before!)
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breakfast queues (okay, not stood in as many queues as 
I jumped, wearing a serious, busy expression). But, on 
most days, it’s wonderful meeting people. They always 
have something to offer – some interesting anecdote, 
being told about a truly marvellous natural phenom-
enon (which sort of reminds me why I am doing sci-
ence), being told about a truly marvellous man-made 
phenomenon (like how a computer works – which 
reminds me of how I might not end up doing what 
I want to so well), some incoherent babble (which I 
listen to attentively just in case, just in case things sud-
denly start to make sense. It mostly never does). It feels 
good to see people helping each other, just out of the 
goodness in their heart. Also, because they know ex-
actly what they are talking about. Hanging out with 
people is very enriching, feels very powerful, nothing is 
insurmountable – always something new to learn, and 
there is something fundamentally cool about learning 
from your friends. 

Some work now. Goals set, ideas ready and the work 
finally begins. Slowly climbing down the ladder of in-
ertia, I get down to business and actually do things. 
Talking to a lot of people, exchanging ideas and incor-
porating it in my work. This time of the day is most 
productive. Real, quantifiable progress happens. On 
most days. On some days, it’s the mindless chatter 
and smart-aleckism that abounds. Mostly, I realise my 
dreams (in very small ways) and find meaning in what 
I do. I am always reminded of being capable of achiev-
ing what I set my mind to. It’s like a friend saying “You 
can do it,” constantly! You can never get too much of 

that, even if it’s an obvious jab. 

After some socialising and achieving what I want (or 
at least thinking that something productive has hap-
pened), I mostly end up thinking (oh finally! you say?). 
Thinking about the day’s events, contemplating the 
pros and cons, a side thought on what book I should 
read at the end of the day, another side thought on 
what food component have I missed eating for the 
day? Reminiscing, rationalising – some reward, some 
regret – reminding me of those thoughtful times spent 
during vacation atop a mountain, or while staring at 
the ocean. The ocean is one of my favourites, waves 
oscillating back and forth, introduces synchrony into 
my thoughts. But, a small disturbance can cause chaos. 
And it’s enormity – huge, endless expanse – is like a 
generous person. It’s marvellous to just start thinking 
about such things – it gives me a sense of comfort and 
intellectual satisfaction (okay, okay, whatever little in-
tellect I possess). 

The contemplation phase evolves into one of realisa-
tion. The day is finally ending (and finally, so is my 
article). And it has been meaningful. Some goals re-
alised, some goals redefined – realisation that the day 
has been perfect indeed. It’s this sense of meaning and 
achievement that makes my day truly perfect. With 
thoughts of a good day, I snuggle into bed thinking 
about how perfect the days to come will be!

Thanks to IISER for having made a lot of days 
perfect!
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Remember a day before today
A day when you were young.
Free to play alone with time
Evening never came.

-Richard Wright, Pink Floyd
(Remember a Day)
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7th semester, maths tutorial room, me and Anees 
trying to proceed from equation 2.9 to equation 
2.10 for the 20th time. By midnight, the white 
board is full of equations and, as on the previous 
19 occasions, we have lost track of every single 
term in the equation. Anees Ahmed  actually 
managed to derive equation 2.10. I am not exag-
gerating when I say that Anees is the most bril-
liant physicist in our batch. His extreme analo-
gies often took the wind out of any debate, and his 
arguments were always spot-on.

 - Anirban

You’ll be 
REMEMBERED always...

Shreyas is not the luckiest on the field (nor on the road)... 
injured several times... but the love for the game trumped 
all! 

- Bhargava

Of all of us, Pranith is one who has 
started making a difference to peo-
ple’s lives straight off the bat, and I 
really respect his heart and guts. 

- Siddharth

Many guys complain about all this science 
education being useless. Only Pranith was mad 
enough to actually do something about it. 

- Vasu

Kaustubh,

I wish I could learn more from you and your efforts. 
In many many ways, you’re a great inspiration. 

- Siddharth

Hard to single out one...but I’ll never 
forget one night in HR2 when Ankur 
Sharma walked in with his guitar and 
gave it to me to practice. I thanked him 
and said I would practice later while I 
actually planned to sleep. However, he 
would have none of it, so I picked up 
the guitar and strummed randomly for 
a few minutes thinking he would leave 
in some time. Out came his whip-like 
words to tell me in no uncertain terms 
that he did not appreciate my lack of 
dedication. Stung sharply...the aimless-
ness disappeared and I started practis-
ing more seriously. Minutes turned into 
hours and slowly the practice trans-
formed from a grind to something which 
gave me great happiness (and still 
does)...it was in that period that I fell in 
love with the guitar, an affair which I 
hope will last a lifetime. 

- Amartya Singh

“IISER is the best thing in the world.” 

- Ankur Paliwal

Anup, 
From having never touched a 
football to where you are now. 
Playing for IISER in every 
match. Respect! 

 -Bhargava

Sruthi is one person in the 
batch who has seen and 
been with me on the SPIC 
MACAY journey. When 
we started back in 2009, 
we both had no idea where 
it was going, but it was a 
wonderful journey together, 
both of us getting inspired 
and inspiring each other. 

- Siddharth

One of the most respectable gentleman 
I have ever met in my life... A salute to 
you, Kaustubh! 
- GPS
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So take the photographs, and still frames in your mind
Hang it on a shelf in good health and good time

Tattoos of memories and dead skin on trial
for what it's worth, it was worth all the while.

Its something unpredictable but in the end is right
I hope you had the time of your life.

-Billie Joe Armstrong, Green Day
(Time of Your Life)
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As the outgoing batch prepares to take flight, it is impossible for 
the whiff of melancholy to linger on in the air. Infusing the air 
with fresh enthusiasm and fervour, herds of newcomers storm 
into our lives. To them, we open our arms and say, “Glad you 
could join us!”
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Undergraduate students - Batch 2012

Fresh Faces
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Ph.D. students - Batch 2011-2012

Integrated Ph.D. Students - Batch 2012
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We dedicate this edition of Kalpa to the spirit of 
the mad scientist in us, to all the kindred spirits 
we see ourselves in, to the spirit of IISER, where 

everybody knows your name.

"Faculty who have become friends,
friends who have become like family.

And the crazy, crazy rush
Of a kid in the biggest candy store

he has ever seen."
-Sachit
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