x- JPAN

Joint Issue of 2020-21 & 2021-22

Annual Magazine of Karim City College, Jamshedpur
by SPArC

(Society For Promotion of Art & Culture)



g
o®

Ernittusiasm
Dance MW Debate  Rules ety
Cm & :}'-;a, .
g5t A% pg, Teamwork

Responsibility **




Late Syed Tafazzul Karim

Founder, Karim City College

An institution is known not for its building and architectural beauty but because
of the grace, dignity, vision and devotion of the people associated with
it.




SPAtC

Societg for Promotion of Art & Culture

SPArC's Beginning

We are on a never-ending journey. The students of Karim City College were
the champions of the Ranchi University Youth Fest in the academic session

2003-04. Our seniors realized the hidden potential and felt the need to start a
student organization which will promote art and culture and groom young
talents. So with the support of college authorities they came up with SPArC.

SPArC (Society for Promotion of Art and Culture) began its journey in 2004.
Since then, SPArC has been a platform for students to channelize their
latent energy, ventilate their creative force and inculcate love for culture
and a passion for art. For achieving its goal, SPArC organizes literary and
cultural programmes in the campus and also ensures students' participation
in co- curricular activities outside the campus.

SPArC’s mission and vision is striving to make the students multi- dimensional
and trying to keep them away from destructive forces. SPArC creates a
positive persona among the students and also makes the campus vibrant and
amicable for them.
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We are the different
And the best.

We are the sparkle
We are passionate
And the winners
We are the dreamers
And the doers.
We are ambitious
And the determined
We are the sunshine
And walk with pride
We are the jewels

And the Karimians

We are the jewels.







Art and culture are intertwined. Culture shapes art

and art reflects culture. Disengagement with any
one of them hampers both. Artis perspective, the
way we look at and perceive things. It is also the
courage needed to express that perspective as it is.
Culture is a thread that binds generations together
yet is constantly evolving adding new definitions to

itself.

SPArC is not just a platform for students to bloom,
develop interests and showcase their talents, but it is
a collective thought and expression to let young
minds explore themselves and the society. To learn
to question instead of believing the said. To learn to
co-exist and appreciate other people's inner beauty
and work together as a team. It is a community that
thrives on creativity and adaptability thus

promoting and celebrating art and culture

everytime.

Along with the prospectus, I was also handed the
Sparkling Span magazine in 2019 while taking
admission. That was the first time I came to know
about SPArC. I started participating in various events,
attending Sunday classes, letting my thoughts flow
through ink and shape up into words on blank
papers and contributing in every way possible to
help the team organise various events thus gathering
new experiences and learning continuously. And

here it comes full circle as I sign off as the Chief

Editor of Sparkling Span, The Annual Magazine of
SPArC.

From the
Editorial Desk

This is a joint issue of 2020-2021 and 2021-2022 as it
was not published last time due to the pandemic. I
heartily thank all the teachers and students who
submitted their articles, poems, and artworks for this
magazine. A special thankyou to Dr. Mohammad Issa,
Professor, Urdu Department for helping us with the
Urdu content. I would also like to thank Yousuf
Sarfaraz (MCVP, 2018-2021) and Awanth Upadhyay
(MCVP, 2020-2023) for providing us all the

photographs for the magazine. Also, I extend my
gratitude to the designing team. And congratulations
to the entire editorial team for being through the

journey.

Lastly, to everyone reading this, let your dreams

take shape. Just spread your wings and fly.
Happy Reading!!

Regards,

BHAIRI SAI VALLIKA
Editor-in-Chief
(2021-2022)




Dr. SM Yahiya Ibrahim
Convener
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Dr. Basudhar
Mentor
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Manish Mukhi
Chief Organising Secretary

Kahkashan Khanam /&
Literary Secretary N
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Alisha Ali

Chief Designer
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Bhairi Sai Vallika
Editor In Cheif

Rajesh Tudu
Designer
Digital Desk Moderator

Awanth Upadhyay
Photographer
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Designer

SP'rC



From the
Convener's Desk

SPArC Chief Organising

Secretaries so Far
"-,.: = From the
= COS's Desk SPArC Secretaries
m From the - so Far....
Principal's Desk v B
'E W - | SPARC Coiimittas
m | SPArC Poem
- FHo—(—e—

UNLEASH
799\
oo/
CITY LIGHTS
WHAT THEY
HAD TO SAY

Interviews

(2)—«

®

SECOND HOME
Ex Students'
Experience




SPArC In News

The Pillars
Of SPArC | EVENTS SO FAR...
Student
Organising SPArCians
Committee
29
\ 30 )

|
SPArC

Committee

Qalamkaar &
We the Poets

@)—UNLEASH

Kahani Zubani
And
Story Lane

BLACK & WHITE NATURE

Poems by Articles, Film & SPEARS
Students'’ Book Reviews



From the
Principal's
Desk

It gives me immense pleasure to address you all through the Sparkling Span. This magazine, born out of the
efforts of the College's Literary and Cultural Forum, SPArC, has completed more than a decade's journey, in
documenting each of its issues and the annual activities of the forum. It not only preserves the glorious history
of the college's progress in terms of its co curricular initiatives and activities, but also continues to inspire our
new batches of students to join the initiative and to take it forward with innovation, dedication and with due

respect to tradition,

The importance of literary and cultural activities in the present day world is overwhelming. With materialism,
technology and cut-throat competition ready to claim and engulf our youth, it is important for institutions of
education to instill in their students a realization of their own potential and possibilities as individuals and to
motivate them into thinking out of the box. We, at Karim City College, aspire for no less for our students and

remain sincere in our efforts to provide them with encouragement and opportunities to inculcate, explore and

to bring out the talents that lie within them.

SPArC's annual calendar of events is geared exclusively to this end and the seven-day Cultural Festival carried
out under the name of SATRANG remains dedicated to this cause of promoting the creativity of our students,
making an attempt, thereby, to keep alive and to enrich the diverse and fertile tradition of art and culture that
has always characterized our national spirit. A great nation is made by responsible citizens who keep its
heritage alive and lay the foundations for future generations through affirmative actions in their present. I wish
SPArC all the best in its inspired and relentless striving and hope that every batch of students continues to add

sparkle to its efforts and accomplishments.

Dr. Mohammad Reyaz




From the
Convener's Desk

Dr. S.M. Yahiya Ibrahim

I know that I am talking to a generation which is in a great hurry; a
generation that is restless and professionally slightly aimless. But I
also understand that I am talking to a generation that is multi
talented, multi tasking, multi faceted, energetic, passionate and

creative.

And this is the area about which 1 want to talk to you.

Can you see the gap between the two italicised sentences above?
Can you read between the lines? Can you decipher the
difference? Can you feel the unsaid? Well, 1 leave it to you

because I have great faith in your intelligence .

I have no hesitation in accepting that yours is a better generation
than ours. But will vou accept that your time is worse than ours?
Well, it is. You accept it or not but these are hard times.Political
agendas apart, I am more concerned here about your growth as

a student and as a youth.

I am quite clear that you will be uncomfortable with my
assertion that a good number of students among you passed
their examinations either because of the RTE act or because of
the policy of liberal and not so strict evaluation and the ‘pass
everybody’ attitude of the education planners, education
managers and the teachers. This has damaged our education
system. This also has damaged our academic standards. But

more than this it has impacted your academic growth adversely.
It has damaged your academic inquisitiveness, academic zeal,
passion for research and creativity. Our youth today are not sure
about their career after the completion of their studies. They are
indecisive and lack the expertise that they must have after the
end of their studies. As I said above your generation is better
than ours. You have great talents and you also have better

resources of information, studies and research. What is required
on your part is just a realization that with every passing moment

life is posing greater challenges and you are required to

equip yourself with the best tools.

Among the tools that you require for facing life

patience and perseverance are one. Be steadfast and
don't’ become restless. I have been associated with
teaching from the last twenty five vears but I started
working closely with students sometimes around 2002,
In these twenty years I have worked closely with
students in the field of art, literature and culture.
Together we have organized a great number of events
and competitions, literary, cultural and academic, all.
Together we have taken the college teams to various
university level events and competitions and sent the
college teams to several state level and national level
competitions. But more than this we have spent

moments of creativity, hours of camaraderie and days
of passionate intensity together. Out of these days of
passionate intensity spread in these twenty years [ have
worked with several batches of our students and [ am of
the feeling that within these twenty you have become
restless. You are in a great hurry. You want to become
artist, writers, speakers, singers and actors quickly. You
want to become stars in a short time. You want to get
recognition and fame in a quick and hurried manner.
Whereas yvou need to understand that recognition in
the field of art, literature and culture come slowly. It
needs rigorous training and continuous practicing. It
needs regularity, punctuality and honesty. Do

remember that art, literature, culture and their
associated fields have their own norms and value and a
very high class of discipline. Remember that ‘saadhana’

can only be achieved with an extreme degree of

‘aradhana’.




Art and

culture are never stagnant. They undergo
modifications, and so they are flexible enough to adapt to
the new changes. We did not inherit them. We learnt them.
Hence, we learn how to shine by acquiring a good culture.
Yes, we do not carry it as a legacy, but we earn it. Culture is
not only associated with legacy, but culture is what we are.
"Culture is us”" Culture is the acquired pair of glasses
through which we see the world. Culture is how we behave,
how we talk, how we act, how we walk and everything in
between. Whatever we do is associated with culture. We

can not run away from it so easily.

CULTURE is not just a word to be explained, but a theory to
be read, understood, and passed on. Yes, we should not
destroy our culture; otherwise, the linkage will break and a
void will be created between the generations. It is our
foremost duty and most important responsibility to

celebrate our culture and pass it on to the upcoming
generations. ART is not limited to colours. Art is the thought
through which we perceive things in this world. Everything
is related to art and everything lies in art. To be an artist, you
require a hunger for knowledge because if you acquire

knowledge, the output of that knowledge is art. Everyone on
this planet is an artist, and this world in itself is the biggest
canvas. We are struggling to find our spaces in order to paint
our thoughts. Never stop exploring, never stop painting
your thoughts. Yes, your thoughts are the colours, and your
expression is your tool, and this world is a canvas. Keep
painting your thoughts and the outcome you will get will be
art. The question now is whether it is good or bad art. There
is nothing such as good art or bad art. It is just about
perspectives, and art is beyond judgments. But still, we

judge everything without even knowing the context. Art will

be criticized; it will be judged. But it does not mean that art
has lost all its aesthetics. Artis all about perspectives. Art is

subjective.

From the

COS's Desk

SPArCians never quit. Our expression, determination, and
perseverance hold enough power to mould our thoughts
into reality. The outcome is important, but the process and
the journey are more important. Without the journey, the

outcome has no value. Don't run behind results, enjoy and
live the journey. Progress every day because thart is what
matters the most. Dream big, but live the process more and

care less about the outcome.

My journey at SPArC started in 2019 as astudentin the
Sunday activity classes of SPArC. I just kept enjoying,
learning, and expanding my perspective. I had a few hopes
and dreams, but then, keeping aside my dreams, I
continued my journey. I ‘\focused on acquiring knowledge,
and I never missed learning a new thing. In 2020, I was
added to the student committee of SPArC, and I never
looked back after that. The self in me evolved into an artist.
An artist who weaved stanzas in solitude and read them on

the stage of Karim City College.

Here 1 sign off as the Chief Organizing Secretary, wishing
you all the best. SPArC is more than just an organization; if
you are an artist, it provides shelter and wings to fly high

and conquer the sky.

Regards,

MANISH MUKHI
Chief Organising Secretary
(2021-2022)

SP'rC



Society for Promotion of Art & Culture,

This is a platform where young talents nurture,

SPArC is the pillar of Karim City College,

And we Sparcians reflect a variety of ideas and diverse knowledge.

Our Convener is our tree and we are it's branches,

He is our shield and teaches us to deal with life's synonymous avalanches.
Our pillars are the different clubs and forum,

‘We practice discipline and maintain the best decorum.

The mentors are hardworking and dedicated,

And the advisory committee is quite responsible and connected.

The secretaries are the pearls and the COS knots them together,

And the committee members are like the petals attached to a flower altogether.

Literary club's soul is literature,
And the students are free to express all their adventures.

Here they debate, jam, write and recite,
They orate, discuss and reflect their calibers to which we try to ignite.

Book club is full of books but no readers,

I invite you all to issue and read them in your leisure.

And if you complete reading the book,

Would you dare to talk about it and present its outline and overlook?

Science and book club are newly introduced,

Let's try some experiments putting all our ideas in use.
Let’s talk of Darwin, Einstein and Newton,

Studying their models and coming to a certain conclusion.

In Fine Arts we portray our thoughts and experiences on canvas,
Though art is abstract but never without any purpose.

Painting, sketches and collage we create,

Though we use references, but only as inspiration not to imitate

Drama club is all about acting and theatre,

The students get refined in their skills and get a good exposure.
We are champions at national drama festivals every now and then,
We also go for Nukkad and street plays very often.

SPArC's melody is our Music club,

And the artists devote themselves to music, their only beloved.
Here we express, feel, sing and create harmony.

People are calling music a barrier to peace, what an irony!

SPArC produces champions and leaders,

“We can and we will” was and is the aim of us believers.

And we acknowledge our journey in our Sparkling Span.

Nostalgic on how it all began.

Our magazine reflects our Society for Promotion of Art & Culture,
Where young talents get exposure and nurture.

SPArC is not only an organisation,

But a feeling, emotion and a whole artistic perception.
We never cut our roots and drift away,

We are linked in a circle and bonded in every way




SPArC Chief Organising

Secretaries so Far

Shabina Khatoon

Shreesti Kumari

Manish Mukhi
2021-2022



SPArC Secretaries So Far....

Chief Organising secretary: Harwinder
Kaur

Cultural secretary: Hena Tabassum
Literary secratary: Hena Jafri
Logistics secretary: Saket Kumar

Chief Editor Sparkling Span: Harwinder

hief Organising secretary: Shreesti
Kumari

Cultural secretary: Jashama Afroz
Literary secretary: Shreya Charoborty
Logistics secretary: Ajay Tripathi
Chief Editor Sparkling Span: Rifsha

Chief Organising secretary: S Jayalaxmi
Rao

Cultural secretary: Anamika Kumari
Literary secretary: Hena Jafri
Logistics secretary: Aman Kumar Singh

Chief Editor Sparkling Span: Hena
Jafri

hief Organising secretary: Ritam Nandi
Cultural secretary: Nafis Mustafa

Literary secretary: Ekta Dogra
Logistics secretary: Kushal Ganeriwal
HR secretary: Mehndi Raza

Chief Editor Sparkling Span: Ekta

Chief Organising secretary: Abhik Deb
Cultural secretary: Ajay Roy

Literary secretary: Lubna Nasheet
Logistics secretary: Kumar Yashwant

Chief Editor Sparkling Span: Abhik Deb

Chief Organising secretary:Manish Mukhi

Assistant Organising secretary: A,
Ujjwala Malavika

Cultural secretary: Alisha Ali

Literary secretary: Kahkashan Khanam

HR secretary: Saloni Kumari

Chief Editor Sparkling Span; Bhairi Sai

Vallika




Executive Committee

Dr.Safiullah Ansari Mr Saket Kumar Dr. Rashmi Akhtar
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The Pillars Of SPArC

Society for Promotion and Art and Culture i.e SPArC provides a platform for students to
channelize their talent, energy, ventilate their creative force and inculcate love for culture

and a passion for art.

*Pillars of SPArC' comprises 6 clubs, they are: Literary Club, Fine Arts Club, Music Club,

Drama club, Science Club and Book Club. There are 2 forums alse, namely, Discussion Forum

and HR Forum.

These Pillors of SPArC look ofter the activities and also organize numerous events under the
guidance of the Patron, Convenor, Executive Committee and co-operative efforts of the
members of the Student Organising Committee, wherein the students are trained by the

instructars.

Literary Club: It aims to help students in expressing their thoughts through writing and speaking.
Literary classes are held every Sunday under the supervision of senior students. It also publishes

an annual literary magazine,Sparkling Span.

Fine Arts Club: Wassily Kandisky said, ‘There is no must in art because art is free.” Regular fine

arts classes are organized on every sunday under the instruction of Apurb Dey Sir.

Music Club: A painter paints pictures on canvas.but musicians paint their pictures in silence. The
music club trains students in classical,semi-classical,folk,ghazal and western singing. Music
classes are held every Sunday evening under the supervision of Mr.Chandan Brahma and Mr.

Jitesh Sahay.

Drama Club: Acting is one of the best way to express one's emotion, hence drama classes are held on
every sunday under the instruction of Mr. Shivlal Sagar. The drama club organizes curricular theatre
workshops and Adakari, a skit, and mime competition under SATRANG. It also hosts a drama festival

named Curtain Raiser.

Science Club: The newly formed Science Club aims to inculcate a scientific temper among the young

students. It also conduct guest lectures, student seminars and exhibitions.

Book Club : JK Rowling once said 'l do believe something very magical can happen when you read a good
book' . SPArC has come up with a book club to promote the culture of reading bocks. The book club aims te
bring about an intellectual and discerning change by creating an atmosphere of literary and cultural growth
among all, Its main objective is to encourage young readers and to develop the habit of reading among

students.

Discussion and HR Forum: Apart from the clubs, the Discussion Forum and HR Forum play an important role in

ensuring students participation in co-curricular activities.
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EVYENTS SO FAR...

T

SPArC JOINT REPORT

FOR TWO CONSECUTIVE YEARS
(2020-2021 & 2021-2022)




BATTLE SYMPHONY

An annual cultural event of SPArC , it is a musical

competition organized for the students to showcase their
musical skills. While last time it was organized on October
19, 2020, this time it came to life on March 12, 2022 afier
complete two years.

INDUCTION

To make the newly admitted students aware of the
functioning, structure, pillars, events and clubs of SPArC, the
Induction is organized every year, While the induction for the
session 2020-2023 was organized on December12, 2020, the
same for the session 2021-2024 was held on November 21,
2021

JASHN-E-URDU

Paying homage to our late founder Syed Tafazzul Karim, on
January 21, 2021, and to celebrate the music of Urdu poetry,
Jashn- E —Urdu' was organized by SPArC. Principal, Dr.
Mohammad Reyaz, Honourable Secretary of Karim's Trust
Dr. Mohammad Zakaria, eminent Urdu Poet Prof Anwar
Adeeb, Prof. Gauhar Aziz , Dr. Anwar Shahab and many

others also joined making it memorable. \X







We...the Poets

An annual event of SPArC, it is a competition of self composed poetry
recitation- A poetic shower of magic and blossoming tulips spreading
their aura. While last year it took place on February 22 ,2021 in the
auditorium, this yearit was held online on February 13, 2022

QALAMRAR

SPArC organizes its annual creative writing competition to bring out the
creative and literary best out of students. This competition comprises of
4 categories, English, Hindi, Bangla and Urdu. Students can participate
in any category they wish for and can choose to write in any form. Last
year organized on March 17, 2021, the topic given on spot was, ‘Lessons
From the Lockdown'. Held online this year on January 9,2022, the topic

was ‘Boundaries’.

ART BEAT

The annual art exhibition 'Artbeat' was organized by SPArC on March 22
and 23, 2021 and June 22,2022 respectively. The main objective of this
event was to encourage students in the field of art. The exhibition was
open to the public of Jamshedpur and showcased artifacts, paintings,

crafts etc. made by the college students.

WORLD THEATRE DAY

Every year, to celebrate and keep the students connected with the genre
of performing arts, World Theatre Day — March 21, is celebrated in the
college campus. Last year two plays namely, ‘Gharaunda’ and ‘Last Wish’

were staged while this time ‘Dakghar’ and ‘Samodhan’ were enacted on

SRC

stage.









SCIENCE FESTEMBER

The newly formed Science Club of the Society for Promotion of Art and

Culture (SPArC), Karim City College organized a week long SCIENCE
FESTEMBER from November 10, 2021 to November in 15, 2021
Organized virtually, the objective was to celebrate World Science Day for
Peace and Development and also to promote scientific temperament
among students. Starting the event, the Chief Guest for the first day Prof.
M. M. Sufiyan Beg, Principal, Zakir Hussain College, AMU, Aligarh,
declared the SCIENCE FESTEMBER open while Dr. Md. Reyaz,

Principal, Karim City College addressed and welcomed the gathering.
Putting forth his thoughts on the topic 'Science and Peace' Prof. Beg
mentioned that science is just a tool and it depends on we humans

whether to use it for peace or for destruction .On 11th, the mentor of
Science Club, SPArC and the HOD of Mathematics Department, KCC Dr.
Md. Moiz Ashraf talked about 'Science and Pandemic. He not only
explained that how science helped in fighting the pandemic but also that
how the pandemic itself has forced to reinvent science and research. On
12th Shreesti Kumari, an alumnus of KCC as well as an ex COS of SPArC
gave an interesting book talk on the two science fiction books namely
‘The Brave New World' and 'The Martian. On 13th , Dr. Faiza Abbasi,
Director, HRDC, AMU, Aligarh conducted a session on the topic 'Science
and our Lives. Traveling through the scientific timeline she established
that how science helps in leading a balanced life. Nafis Mustafa an

alumnus of KCC and ex Cultural Secretary of SPArC, shared his views

passionately on the sci-fi movie 'Inception’ on 14th November. The

speaker for the last day that is 15th was Jamshed Khan who is a junior

researcher at ISRO, apart from being a KCC alumnus. Sharing his

experiences and journey he spoke about how students should keep

themselves focused and concentrate more on clarity of concepts and
practical knowledge. Culminating the event, the mentor of Science Club,
SPArC and the HOD of Mathematics Department, KCC Dr. Md. Moiz
Ashraf thanked all the guest speakers, Dr. S M Yahiya Ibrahim, Convener,
SPArC, the organizing team, and the audience with a promise to organize
more such events in future. This event was conducted through Google
meet and more than 100 people participated across all 6

days.
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SLOGAN-CUM-POSTER MAKING

COMPETITION .
i WINNERS OF SLOGAN
WRITING COMPETITION

Celebrating Pan India Awareness and Outreach Programme, of
the Gol, a slogan-cum-poster writing competition was held online
on November 13-14, 2021. The topic was "What role does Indian
Judiciary play in establishing peace and equality in the country’

" NN

INTERNATIONAL MOTHER LANGUAGE
DAY

To observe this day, an online session was jointly organized by
SPArC and the Dept. of English on February 21, 2022. We had
Tabassum Tahmina Shagufta Hussein Ma'am, a Bangladeshi

writer and cultural activist speaking on ‘Language: Evolution,

Progression and Challenges ina Technology Driven World'

8 eton@

BAIT BAZI & EURYTHMY

Celebrating World Poetry Day, on March 21, 2022, SPArC
organized its annual Urdu Shayari competition ‘Bait Baazi. A
total of six teams participated with loads of enthusiasm, keeping
the spirit of Urdu Poetry alive. Acknowleding Rap as a rapidly
growing form of poetry, a rap performance was followed. After
this an all new event ‘Eurythmy’ was staged. A novel experiment
of drama and poetry where Faiz, Nirala, Nagarjun, Eliot, Sarojini
Naidu, Frost, Dinkar, Parween Shakir, Jaun Elia and Tagore met a

young poet who has recently entered heaven at a coffee

shop.
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[WE"TFI_E' POETS 2021
English 2nd

YOU ARE FREE TO BE FREE ! _

On your favourite music, you are free to tap your feet; your mind is
free to listen to your heart beat.

Your eyes are free to dream; your mouth is free to scream.

Your lips are free to smile; your legs are free to walk thousands of
miles.

Your tongue is free to be honest; your nature is free to be modest.
Your conscience is free to raise voice against violence; Your
calmness is free to stop an argument by choosing silence.

Your fingers are free to count the stars; Your dedication is free to set
the new bars.

Your ambitions are free to be high; your visions are free to look
above the Sky.

Your thoughts are free to be on cloud nine; Your hand is free to
hold the sunshine.

Your passion is free to blossom like a flower; Your palm is free to
enjoy every drop of rain shower.

Your self respect is free to be a priority; Your self defence is free to
give you security.

Your wish list is free to belong; Your determination is free to be
strong.

Your hard work is free to be nourished; Your success is free to be
cherished.

Your commitment is free to be loyal; Your attitude is free to be
royal.

You are free to live on this earth; You are free to celebrate your
birth.

SUMAIYA HODA
B.Sc Maths Honours
Sem 5
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SUCCESS !!

Success- Everyone wants; Success- Everyone flaunts!

But do we really know - what defines “success”; Not our comparison but our
progress.

Everyone wants to run in it's race; But it's not something that you have to
chase.

We all need to find it’s trace; And then accept it with full grace.

It's not only about having lots of money; For honeybees it’s just to collect
honey.

It's not about being in power; For the small buds, it's when it blossoms into a
beautiful flower.

For the Sun, it’s not only to shine bright; It's when it replaces the darkness
with its own light.

For the Moon, it’s not the appreciation of its beauty among the stars; But it's
the acceptance of its own scars.

For Food, it’s not when it is served as dishes in numbers; But it's when it
feeds the hungers.

For Water, it's not when it flows near the hirst; But it's when it quenches
someone’s thirst.

Success is not when we begin to increase our greed;

It's when we have everything to fulfill our needs.

It's not about having the big recognition; It's when we become someone’s
inspiration.

It doesn't let us forget our humanity; Instead it gives us a more humble
personality.

It’s the gift of our hard work and dedication; It's not decided on the basis of
an occupation,

It presents us with the Royal crown; But it doesn’t give us the right to let
others down.

Success should be our pride; But it should not be the asset to demand dowry
from any bride.

Success is not the parameter to measure how much we are qualified; But it

depends on how much we are self satisfied.

SUMAIYA HODA
MSc Maths
Sem 1




THE ACTUAL BLISS OF
LIFE - PEOPLE

What if the apocalypse hit the world!?

You search for your loved ones leaving no stone
unturned!

You run, here and there, leaving no ends to be
searched,

Have you ever thought of “What if the apocalypse hit
the world?”

There’s a place in your heart that starts crying-
“What if I have lost them?”

“What if the terrorists have bombed them?”
Yes that feel rips your heart inside,

You pray your heart out to keep them alive.

This was just an imagination and see how it makes you
feel,

To lose your loved ones how scary it seems,

So, why not start showing your love now?

‘Why not make it a vow 1?

‘Why wait for an emotional apocalypse?

‘Why not start to value the real bliss I?

SUJAIN JAISWAL
BA MCVP
Sem 5
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Qalamkaar
English 1st

BOUNDARIES

Our perception of boundaries varies according to the circumstances we are in. Boundaries mean
different things to different people. Our perception, understanding and interpretation of boundaries
are closely linked to our core values of life. Interestingly, the topic has coalesced our understanding of
geography, history, philosophy and our value system. In geography, boundaries literally implies the
demarcating lines on land to ascertain the ownership of the demarcated areas as physical entities.
History also lays a lot of emphasis on the boundaries- real or imaginary to historically interpret the
extent of kingdoms or empires in different civilizations. Blurring of boundaries brings all the
civilizations of yore and will obliterate all specific features that actually characterize a particular
civilization. In fact, boundaries are closely linked with temporal as well as special features of both
history and geography. If we cast a cursory glance, on the map of the world, we observe an innate
tendency of nature to create boundaries. So, this leads us to a conclusion, that in spite of our cynical
views on boundaries, we cannot refute their necessity. Philosophically speaking, boundaries refer to
the entities created by divisive forces. There is an instinctive human tendency to divide and create
boundaries for safety and security. Boundaries are also created for identity, assertion of authority and
for prevention of conflict. In art and literature, boundaries don't allow us to explore and expand.
They are the limiting constraints and we are prompted to do away with these constraints. It is true that
boundaries at times make us myopic and stop us from delving deep into the limitless range of art or
literature. Even though boundaries are degenerated, their existence, visible or invisible, cannot be
denied. Literature has been divided into ages or eras which have nothing but boundaries, consciously
drawn by the convenience of understanding. Without boundaries, literature as a whole will be a

melting pot without any distinct identity. So, boundaries are definitely important for convenience.

Boundaries breed animosity and mistrust which is also a fact which we cannot ignore, in spite of our
preconceived notions. They are invisible lines that differentiate people from each other. Almost all
nations of the world look upon each other with mistrust and remain vigilant upon the possible breach
and possible encroachment upon the boundaries. There is no denying the fact that the peace and
harmony of the world is largely due to our respect for people’s boundaries. In a way, the existence of
boundaries has subsided numerous conflicts which might have otherwise flared up into disastrous
battles. Boundaries not only reflect a need for physical space, but also of our core values, self-respect
and our need for safety and protection. Boundaries are invisible lines that differentiate people from
each other, which might include physical, emotional, spiritual and financial limitations . Though, as
said earlier, that boundaries ensure peace, the boundaries which differentiate man from man are a
dent in our civilization and numerous times have sparked controversy or a war on ideological basis

which is a shame for mankind as a whole.

We may love boundaries, we may hate boundaries, but we cannot obliterate their existence.
Boundaries were there in the past, boundaries are everywhere in the present and our future is not
likely to be withouboundaries. The force that tends to divide is stalked by the forces that unify, so

boundaries in a way strengthens the unifying forces in the domain of creativity.

SHIKHAR SANDIL
BA English Honours
SEM1
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BOUNDARIES

When we hear the word Boundaries , a political map of a country may come to our minds but in reality
this word has much more significance than that and just by understanding the diverse role of this word
we can make this world a better place to live in. Boundaries are man made creations, it can be physical,
emotional, financial and social. But not every boundary should be perceived in the negative light. We
have set some boundaries for every human in this world so that their existence should not become a
threat to others existence, these boundaries are called laws and rules. These laws and rules bounds us to
civil and protects us from exploring the barbaric nature of oneself without these boundaries itwill
be very difficult to differentiate a man from an animal. Another role of boundaries are in personal
life, when we create boundaries for ourselves with a vision of sacrificing the pleasure for the spiritual,
mental or physical gain it can be called as discipline. Discipline makes a boy with a dream to a man of
success. Boundaries bounds us to play our different respective roles in the society too. Like a student, his
boundaries are to avoid profanity, don't disrespect the teachers,donot hurt other classmates etc.
Marriage also acts as a emotional boundary which a couple maintains as a sign of good character in the
society. Some boundaries like financial ones bounds us to have limited buying capacity, whichis good
for the world because of the limited resources. Luckily there is no earning boundaries one can earn as
much as he can with his ability and skill in his lifetime. This whole ecosystem of money demands one to
be innovative and hardworking which again pushes mankindtowards a better future.
Once a great philosopher Rousseau have said ‘man is born free but everywhere isin chains. The best
example of this can be found in ourselves, aswe grow older we loose the joy of our childhood because
as an adult we have a boundary to maintain marked by society. We can'tbe ourselves cause there are
many stereotypes in the society which we unwillingly had to follow like boys should not cry, boys should
not grow their hair long, girls are supposed to maintain a modesty, they should not be hypedall the
time, shyness is the best jewellery for a woman. As a student your marks should be outstanding, these
whole lot of boundaries has made suicidal rates higher than ever. The issue of mental health is mostly
created due to the frustration caused maintaining an unwanted boundary or living your daily facade
life.Now, the financial boundaries is good for someone who is on the track of earning and is progressing
but in a place where there is no opportunity and scope for employmentitisa mass killer. It is
the boundaries that enables a part of the world to waste a huge amount of food everyday, whereas
forces another part of the world to starve to death. Yes, these are political boundaries have givenan
identity to every person and created a mental boundaries in them which had led mankind to many wars
in the history. Political and mental boundaries enables a person to embrace only one race eventually
making them racist, which again results in bringing out the barbaric nature of a man. People become
orthodox and call themselves religious, people follow apartheid and call themselves superior people
insult other nations and call themselves nationalist which is corrupted use of the term boundaries.
Boundaries stops us to fight among ourselves at the same time people who have hearts filled with malice
use the term boundaries to fight. In the world of separatism our country India knew the actual meaning

of boundaries they taught us to be disciplined but at the same time gave the message of ‘vasudhaiva

kutumbakam’ which basically means the world is one family. Like I said boundaries are man made and
these boundaries should only serve the purpose of obliterating our inner demons and living our lives at
full potential with brotherhood.

ATUL KUMAR SINGH
BA Geography Honours
SEM 1




Qalamkaar
Urdu 2nd

S

S wist S)gpd

US o7 51958 Ul wigd S
Tl wigd Siet puiles

o~ Sy prinyles 92
154) ude ya> Wi

18l = o 59T 9T :
-5~ pse ygiler 51 _

900y 58S qu>

Siligy gSiy e uSJL“’*“T‘

o ol 595 cuns
e =y Si) e usleg

WS W S 3o = wigd
oS ygilawl o Wit
IS

wigd glS ure LP,J oS ggld
o wisd leS el e o
=i p

oS Cuze oS 5 92
uS a3 )b a2

o Djla] il 03

NAZIA AMIN



\_\ ..t.f F.J.f/
e




KAHANI

ZUBANI
AND
STORY
LANE
2021-2022




Death of a Politician

(*This is a simple story of a man, nothing controversial or political about it)

2019 was avery eventful vyear, the fate of our entire nation was about to be decided, and it was
specifically more eventful for our local gym trainer Rakesh Da, a middle aged man, always in high
spirits and his body was a testament to the fact that toiled hard in his life. The nearby football ground was
the venue for the entire election campaigns and political rallies. It w as very obvious that Rakesh Da would
be in the list of candidates who were being selected as bouncers by the organizers. During that one

entire month he did his job with honesty and dedication.

Now that the elections were over, Rakesh Da made good money and his dream of holding a gun in his hand was
fulfilled as well, but the thing that he cherished the most was the opportunity to observe political stalwarts of our
country, so up close. These politicians impressed Rakesh Da with their charisma and charm, and now the only
thing that he was concerned about was how to be a politician. He started to figure out ways, and in his pursuit of
learning based on his observation, he came up with certain rules. The first rule was not to go out in public alone;
Rakesh Da would always ensure that he had a minimum of five people around him before going out. The second
rule was that whenever or wherever he gets an opportunity to address a crowd, he would keep speaking until and

unless someone in the crowd falls unconscious. The third rule was to ensure that he gets credit for everything that
goes right around him, and blame others for everything that goes wrong. The fourth rule was to turn every
discussion into debate and then into a heated argument. The fifth and the last rule was to never drive a vehicle,
whether it was a cycle, bike, car or any other transport, he would always prefer the back seat. Thus a politician was

born. Rakesh Da followed these rules religiously, he made no exemptions at any cost. Using his grotesque figure he
started to establish his authority on people around him. He started to join the local political group sessions, and

very soon people started to notice him.

Few months went by and Rakesh Da became so popular that he started to entertain the idea of competing in the
local municipal elections. Everything was picture perfect, but one fine day the renovation of the gym was going on
under the supervision of Rakesh Da and by the time he finished his job it was too late. Rakesh Da had to reach his
home and at 11 O'clock on that cold winter night there was no one around to drop him to his house. In the same
street, the last house was the home of generous Ghansu, and he was a very unique character, he used to wake up
with a bottle of whisky in his hand, at times Rakesh Da used to give him his company as well. Unfortunately he was
the only one who agreed to help him. This was a test of will, but Rakesh Da was a determined man, though he
didn't trust the driving skill of Ghansu, but still the politician in him convinced him that driving a bike was against
his pride, and for sure his pride was bigger than his body. Rakesh Da immediately hopped onto the backseat
without thinking twice.On the way they had to pass by the same football ground in which those elections were held,
and like typical Indian Ghansu decided to drive through the ground instead of driving around it. And right in the
middle of the ground there was a well, around 15 feet deep. And even before Rakesh Da could react he went right into
the well with the motorcycle, meanwhile Ghansu flew 10 feet high in the air, falling unconscious on the other side of
the well. Rakesh Da shouted for help at top of his lungs but there was no one around. He had to spend the entire
night in that freezing cold water sticking his head out like a from. From that day onwards he gave up all his
aspirations of becoming a politician, one can still find him training in the local gyms. “Politics is a risky job”, he says

this to his trainees quite often these days

VINAY ANAND
EX SPARCIAN(2020-2021)
BA ENGLISH HONOURS(2018-2021)




Tears of Repentance
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Rachael and Riya were the twin sistars. They were ten years old. They were carbon copies of each other.
It was hard to tell them apart. Blessed with abundant good looks and bunches of curls on their heads,
they had wonderful hearts which any parent would feel proud of. They were soft spoken and never said
anything bad for anyone. They were known for their kind words and good deeds. They carried million
dollar smiles on their innocent and beautiful faces. They were in fourth class.

Also known to everyone in the school was Jack - the school bully, Rudeness, disrespect, tormenting and
teasing other students were his quality traits. He had a little band of supporters to boot. He was in class
eight. Shy by nature, he always carried out his mischief behind the teacher's backs. Rachael and Riya
were his perpetual target. They were subjected to all kinds of comments and ridicule. They bored it all
patiently. Not even once did they retort in anger to all his jibes. Jack could not comprehend and endure
their behaviour.

As Christmas was around the corner, the teacher asked all the students to indulge themselves in different
tasks in order to spread the message of Christmas to others. While some wrote poems on love and
peace, some made handmade cards and others packed gifts for their dear ones. Rachael and Riya got
busy decorating the little tree in front of their class. They started putting up little colored pieces of paper
on the tree. From a distance, Jack was enjoying the twins with malicious intent. He and his supporters
were all chuckles, while the duos were at work. The twins went about their task assiduously, smiling and
humming carols. From their teacher to the headmaster, everyone applauded their effort.

lack, like a hawk, was waiting to swoop down and seize the opportunity to destroy the twin’s labour of
love. He could not see everyone praising them. His moment came soon when Rachael and Riya left the
Christmas tree on its own. Jack and his gang crawled, unnoticed towards the tree, When they reached
close to the tree, Jack thought that it was a pretty ordinary effort on their part.

Seemingly, plain bits of paper, strung up on the boughs. They began to pull off the rolled pieces of paper.
However, before tearing them up, Jack thought about opening the rolled paper and seeing what was
written? On one of those many bits of paper was written - "Happy Christmas Jack. We love you. lesus
loves you too. God bless, Rachael and Riya."

Jack's heart melted. Tears of repentance began to flow down his cheeks. He quickly rushed off to the
twins and apologized to them for all his mischief.

RUMPA DEY
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(FILM REVIEW)
SYNECDOCHE, NEW YORK

VINAY ANAND
BA ENGLISH HONOURS
2018-2021

Synecdoche, New York is a film written and directed by Charlie Kaufman, which
also marked his directorial debut as well. The film revolves around Caden
Cotard, who is in his early 40s, at the end of his marriage, and while he seems to
be a very successful theatre director from outside, his personal life is the polar
opposite of his personal life. The subject of the film is life and its relationship
with death. The film shows various characters, their approach and their ways of

dealing with life and ultimately their death.

The film begins with Olive Cotard singing a song, and simultaneously we also
hear a radio podcast about “autumn”, the season of fall. This is our first

introduction with the catchphrase, “end is built into the beginning”. The film
very beautifully compares two characters Caden and Adele, one being worried
and obsessed by the constant dilemmas and health issues, and ends up losing
sanity in the end. On the other hand Adele Cotard is very carefree and

ignorant, she lives in the moment and enjoys her life. On one hand the play
designed by Caden gets complex and confusing day by day, his set is crowded
with doppelgangers and goes on for 17 years, whereas the painting of Adele
gets smaller and smaller as the movie progresses. The contrasting personalities
are quite visible in the scene when Caden explains plumbing to Olive and
makes it complex; whereas Adele calmly handles the situation allowing her to
believe what makes her happy. With help of other characters the director
continuously reminds us about how consciously and subconsciously we take
decisions that lead to our death, Hazel's burning house serves as a very

important symbol of fragility of life. Further in the movie Adele leaves Caden
and moves to Germany with Olive, meanwhile Caden is preoccupied with his
diverse range of ailments, visiting multiple doctors without finding any

solution. To deal with his misery he goes through numerous relationships and
each of them makes him more chaotic in the end. Finally when he enters a
relationship with Hazel, the only person who brings him joy, she dies the
night they make love. The tragedy of life is unrelenting and depressing, Caden
grieves idly, and seeks to find the ultimate meaning of life, his quest to seek
for truth results in a piece of art where he merges the fiction and

reality.

Charlie Kaufman invites his viewers to set for a ride into the deep and dark
realms of our own selves, the misanthropic despair and brute reality of life
scares and haunts us and immediately creates an urgency to retrospect our
ideas about life. The questions asked in the movie have a personal touchin
them as if through the life of Caden Cotard, the director exposes the inner
truth peeling the thick layers of pretensions with great care. In the end

“Synecdoche, New York " is afilm about a human experience of life.




BOOK REVIEW
LAL BAHADUR SHASTRI - POLITICS
AND BEYOND BY- SANDEEP SHASTRI

Lal Bahadur Shastri, a name which echoes in the midst of Indian stalwarts,

“Lal Bahadur Shastrl Ji epliomised sircagth and simplicity
Prime Minister Narendra Modi

was the second prime minister of India (9 June 1964- 11 January 1966) who
personified simplicity, honesty and decisiveness. This book by SANDEEP
SHASTRI covers the political career of SHASTRI Ji in a concise manner and
provides accounts of SHASTRI Ji's early life and the making of him as the
prime minister of India. He was a Gandhian ,a reformer and an ardent
nationalist. This book was first published in English in 2019. The author
SANDEEP SHASTRI is the pro-vice- chancellor of Jain University. Heis a

consultant to the forum of federations and is a senior advisor on

constitutional reforms and the transition to democracy in Myanmar, Sudan

and South Sudan.

- N

L AL B A H AD U R This book covers SHASTRI Ji's life in 6 chapters, from his teenage years to his
different portfolios in Uttar Pradesh government and lastly the portfolios held
s H ASTRI by him in the central government. In his brief term of 19 months (9 June 1964-

POLITICS AND BEYOND 11 January 1966) as prime minister, he left an edifice of what a true politician
~Sandee p Sha stri~ o should be like and stood as the pillar of duty boundness for bureaucrats and

politicians .He was a politician beyond politics. His physical stature might be

small but his deeds outwitted them by a great margin, for instance during the
1965 Indo-Pak war when he ordered his troops to enter the Pakistani soil which
was the first Indian ‘surgical strike’ so to say. It was in this war when he gave the
famous slogan “JAI JAWAN JAI KISAN" This intolerable attitude towards

Pakistani aggression captivated me a lot which was obviously ‘uncalled for’
among his compatriots. LAL bahadur shastri was born in Mughalsarai (Uttar
Pradesh) in 1904 on 2nd of October. His patriotic fervor started brewing at an
early age when he left his schooling in 10th gradefor the Mahatma'’s call for non
-cooperation movement. Given his financial constraints he still left the school

and joined the Congress in the national struggle.

In the book there are many instances showing his down to earth approach
and humility like the incident when he bought his first car from a loan even
while he was the prime minister. In another incident when he was dropped
from the cabinet, he was sitting in his home in the dark, without a light.
‘When asked about the reason, he said as he no longer is a minister, all
expenses will have to be paid by himself so he was cutting down on his
expenses. Lal Bahadur Shastri took the office of prime minister on 9 June
1964. It was he who escorted the white and green revolution in India. He was
preferred by everyone due to his conciliatory techniques and dispelling
disputes among the party members. He took into confidence even the
opposition party members when drafting policies and was also criticized for
. * this attitude which caused delayed decisions. But his antagonists took a back
seat when his leadership qualities were put in display during the 1965

war.
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Amidst the war both India and Pakistan signed an agreement in Tashkent on 10 January 1966 withdrawing their
troops to their prior position. Lal Bahadur Shastri and Pakistan’s President Ayub Khan signed the agreement and the
very next shastri ji suffered a heart attack and died. He departed from this mortal world before this country could

relinquish the fruits of her second prime minister. The bock also covers the various conspiracies regarding Shastri's

deathThis book is a fine and good read or rather quintessential for politicians and aspiring nation
builders.

On my part there is a little over the brink flattery of Lal Bahadur Shastri by the author. Otherwise, the book gives
useful insight into his life and times. There is so much to learn from shastri Ji’s life unlike other politicians like
honesty, simplicity, austerity, and his conciliatory politics. The truth is sycophants and politicians are brother alike

and to make matters worse they mix it with the potion of corruption. More shastris are needed in this country to

wipe out these miscreants and that is why shastri is needed to be read and inculcated in one’s life. It is people like
Shastri who set the wheel of democracy and freedom to get going. The idea of India is not a barren land or a mere

picce of cloth which we consider holy rather it is the people who reside in it. It is the people who make a nation.
Mortals die but their ideas remain and it is these very ideas that makes them immortal. One of which is Lal Bahadur

Shastri.

ANJAN KUMAR
B.COM HONOURS
SEM 4




BOOK REVIEW

Robinson Crusoe by Daniel Defoe

ARZOO NAZ
BA English Honours
Sem2

‘What would you do if you opened your eyes in the morning
only to realise that you have reached an isolated, uninhabited
island? The mid-seventeen century novel ‘Robinson Crusoe' by
Daniel Defoe is, in my opinion, a unique, descriptive, thrilling,
picaresque and gripping fictional autobiography. Written in
1719, the novel is based on the true experiences of a marooned

sailor Alexander Selkrik.

Robinson Crusce is an incredibly fun novel to read. It is a
fictional autobiography about the character Robinson Crusoe
and his adventures while shipwrecked on an island. While the
book does use some confusing language at times, the creative

results it produces are greatly entertaining.

The story starts with a slow-pace, however the pacing of the
story almost depicts the exact development of Crusoe through
his stagnant start and then a life of adventures later on. Around
chapter three of the book, Robinson simply states that he would
focus on only the important parts of his adventure due to his
lack of ink. It is at this point where the book starts to glimmer,
and Robinson’s survival from the island is seen to get mixed with
supernatural and unusual activities. The novel does not have any
deep themes and rather opts to just tell a straightforward story,
unlike many modern island survival novels that attempt to be
thought-provoking. Overall, the novel was a fantastic read. 1
would recommend this book to any person that enjoys

adventure and survival.



THE BOOK THIEF by MARKUS ZUSAK
BOOK REVIEW

Stories are gently carried upon the eternity's arms; urgent questions

posed as quiet events and subtle wonderings are sneakily slipped

NOWAMAIOR FILM FROM .
WEN QLNILIRY TOX throughout The Book Thief by Markus Zusak.

A povel of
breath-rakimg

e, migsteriulb " v . -
< i What strikes me the most about the book is not the nonpareil abstractness

of its narrator, nor as much the softly plaited blossoms of metaphors that
sinks within our depth without overwhelming us, but how he does nothing
more than narrating a tale of not quite as such revolutionary events — yet,
leaves us wordless as we find ourselves in the faces of the good lot who held
nothing more evil than their silence, or allowed themselves to be led by
and bow down to the thing that started it all — a story, shown through a

singular voice and fuelled into becoming the dreams of millions.

“When it came down to it, one of them called the shots.
The other did what he was told.

The question is, what if the other is a lot more than one?”

Set in the late 1980s and early 1940s within the tempestuous era of Nazi
regime in the fictional town of Molching, Germany, the snowy dawn of the
story acquaints us with the life of the soon to be book thief through our

narrator— the narrator who'll be later introduced to wus as Death.

Death is an entity, civil and invisible, among us — harrowed to the bones,
deeply misunderstood, finding distraction in colours, and being all but
helpless in saving himself from the mortal error of judgements that is one

of the canonical marks of human signatures.

Death knowingly errs as he takes an interest in the little girl of nine years who steals
her very first book from the grave of her younger brother. And he remembers her in a
blinding, global white!

After that, he sees her twice more; the moments branding his mind through
the two hues that stand them out the most. Once through the scribble
signature black smoke coughing out of the ill lungs of a crashed plane with
a twenty-four year young death in its belly. And lastly, beneath a'thick
soupy red sky, finding her kneeling amidst the cluttered rubble of

everything she'd ever known.

These colours formed the flag of one of the darkest, most pitiful chasms of
time — forming a hollow out of all the souls that our narrator had to gently

take in its arms.

And thus, Death tells us a story. A story of these colours. A story of Leslie

Meminger.




This story is about people like you and me, who were given a quiet refuge within our four walls, who, like Leslie,
had the privilege to struggle through speaking and learning as someone attended to them, to fuss over baths and
spitting at doors, to worry about the wrath of furious mothers, or to play accordion with a tender-hearted father;
like Hans Hubermann, who'd the opportunity to earn, to imagine the progress of their future with certainty; like
Rosa Hubermann, who'd the right to be furious and show it with terrible words; to feel happy, and furious and
humiliated and sad, to feel the safe and legal weight of hard work against their bones; like Rudy Steiner, to feel the
sweetness of mischief and passion and unhidden friendships, and knowing that if death did come, it won't be
because they've been sentenced by their birth to bow down to it. For whom, living was permissible, even if it was

miserable.

But then, within its womb, it's also a story of Max Vandenberg, the fist fighter who was starving for a fight
against life, carrying the guilt of simply existing, the weight of desperate remorse over those he left behind, the
debt of the cost of his life that woke him up at night with gasps, that had him disappear within himself, inding
himself undeserving of the freezing basement that kept him alive, and being sorry — helplessly sorry to the
Hubermann for taking him in, for risking their neck; waking up each day beneath the dingy floors of nightmares

since the time Jews were declared an illegal bane to exist.

This story was founded on the most mundane elements of life found in despair and misery, in restrained hopes,
and the warmth of unsure, hesitant, gifted hugs. It gathers and draws out, like the beats of accordion, the
nuances that exist twixt fair and unfair, and moments that glow against the coldest, cutting night as a hearth, full
of humour found in broken memories, earnest efforts of clumsy drawings and scrawling on basement walls
collapsing the loftiness of luxury of silver spoons, and promises of years ago that there were hearts brave and
kind enough to still keep. It touches on mental illnesses and the stories attached to it, giving us a sanctuary of

understanding in ranges of torment.

It isn't about the number of times our little book thief, Leslie, stole the books. It's about the cause behind each of
these acts of peccadillo that propelled her to commit them. The profound silences that she broke with just one
act of defiance. And how it impacted, if not the world around her, then her as she grew surrounded by the
world — a child of many secrets and understanding, of judgement and knowledge. It's abour struggles, and

surviving and a little hidden laugh here and a little bold bruise there. It always is.

Lucidly written with a touch of that exalted imagery which carvesa shimmering vision out of the most
commonplace actions, The Book Thief shall surely find the number of steps needed to squeeze itself a home in
your heart. If you also reserve a special fondness for provoking texts, for a peek at a life always at the edge of war,

for a story of uncommon friendships, of courage and faithin fearful and faithless times, of dreams broken,

hesitantly rebuilt but never lost, and of ardent passion of words which often become the sole saving grace

— then this story, is for you.

EKTA DOGRA
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Film Review : Mimi

BA ENGLISH HONOURS
SEM 2

Mimi is the official Hindi adaptation of the National Awarded Marathi film,
‘Mala Aai Vhaychay' directed by Samruddhi Porey. It depicts a vivid subject
of taboo of foreigners hiring Indian girls to be surrogate mothers and was

said to be based on a real- life case.

Mimi (Kriti Sanon), is a small-time dancer living in a town near Jaipur. She
works as a traditional dancer in five- star hotels and dreams of making it big
in Hollywood someday. One day a driver, Bhanu (Pankaj Tripathi) comes to
her with a proposal. An American couple john (Aidan Whytock) and
Summer (Evelyn Edwards) want to hire Mimi as a surrogate mother and are
willing to pay her twenty lakhs for it. Thinking that she’ll have the money to
settle in Mumbai and pursue her Bollywood dream, she agrees to the
proposal. Everything goes hunky dory for a while. She fools her parents into
thinking she got an acting job abroad a cruise ship and goes to stay with her
friend Shama (Sai Tamhankar). While Bhanu is appointed as her guardian.
One day however upon finding that she might not have a normal baby, John
and Summer run away, leaving her in lurch. Mimi’s parents too come to
know about her pregnancy. She made her decision to keep the baby and
everyone accepts it. However, four years later John and Summer returns
back to claim their baby and the further story, forms the most surreal part of
the film.

Director Laxman Utekar has made many changes away from the original
film, which was hard hitting and realistic in content. The film really comes
into its own when the child gets born and the bond between the mother and
child gets established. The film is buoyed by some rock-solid performances.
Evelyn Edwards and Aidan Whytock leave their mark as an American couple
in an exemplary way. Evelyn, in particular forms the very picture of a

distraught woman who desperately wants to experience motherhood. In

short but brilliantly, actors Supriya Pathak and Mangj Pahwa speak more
with their gestures, their body language than in actual dialogue and yet get
their point across. In lead roles, Pankaj Tripathi is in top form as a driver

with a conscience and Kriti Sanon perfectly fits into her character.

The plot is entertaining and heart-touching and has all the ingredients of a
family entertainer. Laxman Utekar and Roshan Shankar’s screenplay is
highly effective. The writers pepper the narrative with some very impressive
sequences that keep the interest going on. The dialogues by Roshan Shankar
are funny and well-knit and largely contribute to the humour of the film.
AR Rahman's music is average and could have been better. ‘Aane ko Hai
Mehmaan’, ‘Fuljhadi’ and ‘Choti Si Chiraiya’ are touching. The background
music gives a soothing feeling and perfectly fits the taste of the story. Aakash
Agarwal’s cinematography and Sheetal Sharma'’s costumes are appealing and
on-point. As a whole, Mimi is a heart-warming saga. It will keep you

thoroughly entertained and isamust-watch  for  everyone.




LOOKING THROUGH A
BINOCULAR

How you ever wondered how a change in perception can

change the way we see life?

Here's something amazing that I discovered as a child. Every
time I looked through a binocular I wondered how a tiny
piece of glass could draw things so close that I could almost
touch and feel them and at times push them so far that they
almost seemed to disappear beyond the horizon. As a child I

hardly understood the dynamics of a binocular but what I

gathered from it years later was life changing. Journeying
through the course of life, I realized that life is nothing short

of a binocular. All that matters is the way we look at it.

So every time the sorrow around you seems to devour
you and happiness seems far fetched, turn the binocular
and see the miracle happen. You will realise how close
you are to happiness. That's the difference a changed

perception can make.

JAGRITI BAHAL
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| STRANGELY DREAM SO OFTEN !!

I was rushing down the street in my old classic ambassador’s headlight that was flickering but was not

enough to bother my speed.

My ambassador was splashing upon all the water puddles on the road caused by the recent thunderstorm. I
could only see whatever my headlights could lighten wup, all else was dark, I could seldom see the

branches of trees and bushes sometimes. All my windows were up, in case anotherstorm came.

I was still away from my destination, approximately 50 miles, Sky was getting fairer, by now I had
come across the country side, my ambassador was still running strong at a good 50 miles/hr. Couple of
hours later all the trees running along with the lane started sparkling with the reflected sunlight, so did the
street, amidst all the terror and darkness I didn't realise when beauty of nature started glaring, [ was being
chased didn’t know by whom, didn't know why...

It was time to stop now perhaps, because something inevitable was going to happen - I had to urinate.
After driving the whole day I reached my destination, I checked into a hotel.

I entered theroom and Ismelled something, something really bad I couldn’t tell what it was, it
was not something very pleasant, I was already very tired so I tried not to bother and slept. Next morning

when I woke up the smell was gone, I was relieved, as I moved the curtains...

Iwas astonished, it wasstill dark just like midnight, full of sparkling stars in the sky. I checked my
phone and wristwatch and it all said 8.39AM. I thought of going down to the hotel lobby to check the clocks.
I opened the doorand Iended up in a very large room with high ceilings. The light was too dim to
see anything but it looked like a museum. I started walking. There were lots of ancient stones and skeletons.
Iwas still not sure about itbeing a dream,I kept walking and walking but it never seemed
to end. Suddenly 1 heard a screeching sound followed by footsteps. It started coming towards me, I
was frightened butl didn't make the mistake of making any noise.In front of me was a tall 7 foot
high showcase, I got into it, the sound of footsteps was still coming, [didn't move an inch inside. The
footsteps were coming nearer and it stopped rightin front of the showcase. I shivered with fear, but

after a minute I heard footsteps walking away. I stepped out of the showcase and started walking again.
Suddenly I ended up in front of a door, it was in between of two pillars, it had a golden door knob ,the door
was old, it was unusually high, and had two glass panes, on the right corner was written “smith’s doors:
closed and open, 1850”1 opened it and again very peculiarly | ended up in a church this time I couldn’t see
the ceilings, darkness prevailed everywhere, after a while I heard some people singing I heard someone
playing guitar, I followed the song and found out some young men sitting outside the church around a
bonfire and I asked them :-

“What place is this?”

None of them turned around, one of them replied-

"A Graveyard I guess.

"Really, I cannot see any grave here"

"Oh turn around you..."he laughed.




I turned around and was scared to see that there was no more church but graves and tombs and I glared back at
those men, [ found no one. I was alone ina graveyard; I couldn't get out of that peculiar maze. I started walking
around the graves, all of them were of British people with European styled tombs and most of them were all
very young, itwas a scary place but I wasn't feeling scared at all, Itried tocome backthe placewhere
I started, where I met those young men but I couldn't seem to find my way back. I was very tired of walking for
so long, I sat upon a grave. I closed my eyes thinking what was really happening?

A hand came over my shoulder, a female hand, I can always sense a feminine touch, I turned around and found

a lady dressed up in a gown, very beautiful.

"You shouldn’t be here at this time." She said.
Ireplied "Who are you and where am I#"

She said "Everyone I meet here asks these questions.”
I asked "Really?”

"Getup, I'll tell you."

I got up and asked her to get me out, she started to talk about how she got there, and how her husband has started

getting another woman in their house and how her husband beats her occasionally.

She said "Once my husband had beaten me up so hard that I died"

I said “What? I can’t get your accent, can you come again?"

She said it clearly "Once my husband had beaten me up so hard that I died"
I asked "Is that a joke?"

She said "No you were sitting upon my grave named Sarah Fitzgerald; you can read my tombstone made by my

husband Fredy Fitzgerald."

After completing herself she disappeared, I tried running backto the grave where Iwas sitting before,
but couldn't find out, I stopped panting, rested my arms on my knees and saw the grave left to me, written on the
tombstone "SARAH-1 didn't mean tokill you"I turned right and saw the same, and all the gravesIsaw
afterwards were saying the same.....

“Why do you think I get these types of dreams every time?” I asked my wife.

She said “dreams are about two things only, one the things you are afraid of, two the things you really desired

"

for

“Is it so?”

“Itis so.”

“How about I turn this into a story and start writing?”
“Would be a really bad story.” she said.

END.

NAFIS MUSTAFA
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RELIGION - A BRIDGE NOT A BOUNDARY

This is a story of two innocent boys for whom religion was never a parameter of their
friendship. Rahim and Shyam were childhood friends who played together, shared every ups
and downs of their lives with each other. They both can’t imagine a single day in absence of
any one of them. Rahim always took Shyam to the mosque and Shyam also took Rahim to

the temple. This went on for ten long years.

They grew up and entered their teenage years. It was one unfateful day when a Maulvi saw
Shyam and asked him his name. As expected Shyam answered with an innocent smile. The
maulvi scolded Shyam and asked him not to visit the Masjid again. The same incident took
place with Rahim who went to the Mandir to share his happiness with God as he got promoted
with distinction. The priest also scolded and asked not to visit the Mandir again. Life went on
and Rahim and Shyam were quite happy and cheerful, as they were never cursed by either
Allah or Bhagwan. They had many questions but had no one to answer them. They couldn’t
understand that when neither Allah nor Ishwar being omniscient had stopped them from
visiting His home, so why did these servants of these Gods do so ? Was this the wish of God of
Mandir and Masjid or the people living outside the Mandir and Masjid?

God never made these boundaries to separate us, we humans created this. Killing the innocence
of children for the sake of ‘our’religion, race, caste and creed is unforgivable. All religions teach

the same. To help ever and hurt never. To love all and serve all. And live as one.

ABHIJEET MANDAL
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VAGABOND

IS ONLY A SPECTACULARLY perilous journey being written about? We're still not acquainted with

the simple yet inestimable underlying pleasures traveling has to offer to us.

Those consumed by insane Wanderlust would know how some sights and places in particular they
dream. The serene, tranquil and unruffled mountains, the eccentric woods, the enigmatic forest paths
always seem to be calling out to them.

'Querencia’ is nowhere but a destination you reach after wandering, where you find solace and draw your
strength of character from. I believe traveling and exploring new places, avenues is an explicitly beautiful
process, I believe, for it entangles you in a love affair with solitude thereby helping you to discover
yourself.

A realisation dawns upon you that you are not here to lose yourself amidst all the chaos, but to find
yourself in your surroundings. You delve into a world of alternate reality, scale new heights of fantasy and

emerge victorious in all those feats that were otherwise, seemingly impossible! You look forward to each
day as an adventure .. And how can deadlines chase you when you're chasing the sunset? If we weren't
made to explore rove, wouldn't we remain rooted to the ground and not have feet? An explorer is always
inquisitive and always seeks to get into the depth of everything which enables him to have a beautiful
understanding of all that is around him. We come across exotic minds, foreign hearts and there is always a
vibrant hope for the unknown. Besides giving you a bucketload of unforgettable memories which last a
lifetime, traveling teaches you that everything is transient. You learn to let go. You leave a place only to

chance upon amore ecstatic adventure which lies in store for you.

I have always had a thing for the in between: the time when you're just about to reach or leave a place. You
know you're never coming back here again. Neither will you ever be the person you were, at that point of
time. I believe that we're composed of every experience we undergo more essentially, every place we visit.
Some things like music, travel, sunshine and poetry can never be placed on a similar footing with anything
else,

RUMAYSA MEHBOOB
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THE CYCLE OF LIFE

Life is a mystery! I don't know what it is. l wonder if it is an ocean in which we are sailing, or a race
that we keep on running. Sure, there are going to be storms in the ocean and hurdles in the race, but
as we live we have to go through them. I wonder what the ant thinks of the giant creature in front of it
or what the bird thinks when she soars high in the sky. But whatever happens or is going to happen,
happens according to our cycle of time. People want us to have a stable life like an atom whose outer
shell is complete. They want us tobe neutral like the inert gasses. They want to control our lives.
They say they know how we should live ourlives. They tell us that at the age of 18 we are going to

finish school.

After that in 3 years time we are going to finish our college, or we will go to study abroad. Then we

have to start our careers, get married and settle. In 15 years time our life will be set for us. But I know
people who graduated at 21 and didn't get a job till 27. I know about people who graduated at 25 and
found work immediately. I know people who never went to college and university but found what
they love at 18. I know people who got jobs straight out of college, but hate their jobs. I know people
who took gap years and found their purpose. I know people who knew what they wanted at 16 and

changed their mind at 26. I know people who have children but are single. I know people who are
married but had to wait 8 to 10 years to have children. I know people in relationships who love

someone else and I also know people who love each other but are not together.

So, my point is that whatever happens, it happens according to our time, our clock. You may look
at your friends and think they are ahead of youbut everything happens when itissupposed to
happen. J.K Rowling was 32 when Harry Potter was published after being rejected by 12 publishers.
Morgan Freeman got his big break at 52. Getting your degree at 25isstill an achievement. Not
being married at 30 but being happy is still beautiful. Starting a family at35 is still possible and
buying a house at 40 is still great.

Don't let anyone rush you with their timelines. But one thing that is inevitable is the sleep which
comes at the end of our voyage in the ocean of life, i.e Death. We might never know if we reached
our destination or if we won but we must never back out from the race because someone once said,
“to win the race, you have to be in the race”. I wonder what death will be like! A beautiful sleep with
dreams or is it going to be a nightmare with excruciating pain from which we can never awaken.

Whatever it will be, it will happen according to our time, our clock.
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BA ENGLISH HONOURS
SEM 2




IUeTH Hifsar

geee 3R IR Hifsar & o @ Ty # TARSH © WIYF SR SULT H orfifia
FGIR B3 8 AT B A1 UA B 3@ B IR ITDT IUTNT - WD 1Sl & gal aff
#9 - 71 T TEARA & foe & faan ST 81 ore & fefted g | T | @ 92
THR Ht T gEl B ISR SR SR T4t 7 g, 3 of Jya 78 a8 sRu g %
e D & qaY 93 FUIN - HARSH 3R T, S a1 8] Uh R § HIP! A -
@ faeR e 75 U uRig g3 8, AR & Aredr ok |reFl 3 € 99 U &
P e F R SERET Ed €, U8 I &1 UF fidd U 21 R 59 I E, F
TGl U] Yl BRI 31 & BIdl 81 e, Jexd &9 U] GHM1 AT TSI HARSH
ST BT ¢ 91 a3 3R B © S It Hiemw | 3 (36 GY B B 7w Igr-geen
TS, FEl- TTad) 8 OHeR! &1 BIhl 3R Geld AFH Wd & JH G0 ad

I |

g g b ol &1 Srfiar gar ew-fasx & gl WR U TR GHER, SRadR],
, fpamt a1 smaal § uTE 7 o U U 3H(f)-Fay i Wi S U $Ran |,
A Bgd T 3 D eI 3R TAERI R S HHD gedd 918 3R TR by
Wd € @ a9l gHR foIU SUe I 99 & U St et €2 iR R 39 # Head Ht
Tl T 3 vgd & s @ Iy eRie 31 82 &, 3R T R & fare 3!
it
u

j%i

2

gafl, THRIA fAaRt iR a@f © g8 &) O oRe Sra-99eH & Biad 999 fhas

2 TN A 99T T 99 9@ gHY UEd $IS SUW SiTT-9T ¢ie U1 Ud ‘o
i URe I dlgarel & WY-UIY TS SIS gal HifdeRl a4 &1 Hidl i ge
ST

A9ER Bl, FRe® g, o 8H fed ¥ Ude 3Tdl 81 3R U §R 8H §1d 59 g Ude o
¢ A1 87 39 ‘W' & IrU-91Y 39 1D & faaR a1 fgryry &) ot eqem § a1 &
Jeudl ¥ WeR B dd g IR U9 dd ¢, Hd & 791 I 81, 3R 7 g IHra: g9
I9Y UgHA Bl

HRR THGHR ® forw gw o Wi g did &1 SuaT #vd €, S9@ U adl &l ¥gl
AR TP REI WA Pl UF HER!, UH Saedel B 8; 99 d 399 @ g8l
IR @ IR UY IO FA 1 AR I B! dSI=Nd T ¥ @R et afaa
a7 GHE-faSy &1 T B 38 foar T B, a1 Ao U @ a8 9 B
ol BaM $I geA1 51, AR =af W §id &, 3TN ‘Bae 399’ Wi §idl §, ofR @ 8%
BRI e ff gt 81 WU g 'iekete Hifsar oe &S HEl W AR I e |
%$&I%ﬁ'%ﬁlﬁﬂ AU 8, 9 UPR & TUWRS fdeivor 3@l
wal gl




3{: G 91T Al foT [t arfr e U &, foH1 AR oF, §ARI 19 SGadx 81 Gedd o o
arell 3 yaferd faur Te-fae maisr-aifedl & fou amm difsar @ wat ifde wfdaend o
TT I €, INITTYHA IR M 18R TR & fF FFRSA 3R I & 99 7

gmmﬁ@ﬁm U difb s gfQ #1 'quf faRm' &3 1 gl 31gd 9gd SIFeRS 8l Ihdl
|

TS & Y § o9 garsit & &9 81, S 3R U 999 fSaH &1 99 981 71eqd §4 1Y
g, T A SISl 3R Uekede & A Rt R-FeRAI &xbd R WY I8 9, dl Th
IR H G B T 8, "5 Y S A5 3¢, S drd 3¢, IF 3R 3MUD! e el dl 3o
3G 3R & s HR aifod | 3R a1 [Sema Tat off 8, SRR FARSH dl 9 Uig-ATI=ig &1 8l
v 8; R $ad aufi 9% Sieae a8 Ay TR &), 3R Ad gmiivie iR Afaes fawaf
® SRR O q¥ 3R 9 81 Ialds a1 HdeAsia Tgl & | Hifd, 1 38, Sl SR TR
1 MR & ‘ATz 8, 7 6 T gf-ree # 71 9, 7 9, 1 3R; St iR &l
q8! el e U8 A 37 fAwei @ §8-ue &1 R 3@ 8l 31 & Sl @ S8R @ & faT
g1 ot Yifoal 3= g1, a1 HdeAmd 3gd 8|

TS P I U B T SR Rie ¥ THFA &1 IUsT H i 718 bt Tad a1d IR U 331
U AN Bl oS -Tae=ia (sharafyfed), Higsd ik g FeTwai 8l Swie-a e i T
g aIdl UIg: 981 81d & FOFe) Higad 39 Wi Yaesiic vy @ gy &y J gt &S =&l
B IR "gedh Tolid 1 THRal ¥ a1 dadhi 8" ("SId R Hie B ¢ o 2h WiRkawdh”),
TYT Feg- d1dl D G99 Ugd T 1e @1 A1 b fewofi (318 g/ 81 a1 difdbap) SR 7iHR
e W g1, dl 38 iRar & & foran Smem, oik 3ue afvoms oft iR € g iR fawg & am
IR I AARGP ¥U T B o ¥ IG! THRAT AT T8l sidl 910 Jgf Susr &) 1HRkar d
o1 P18 dfe TUR fawd! &1 Iuer & fau gwaaa 31 3l 8!

T FARSH  sUA A e alel Sfl @1 gfFar § 9 91d &I & H @1 oY &1 81 3R

ARG TP Hal &, B a1 & ST Wfdd 8, 3R g Wfaa 3o T U fondeR dee ol &;

SR FHERl & 91y, H1h! i eR] & 1Y, I4dT Tal IGANT a1 ST df IHdT gHE an

j?ﬁﬁ A av_ét-lmlild-lqv SEATd o B STR SR ITHT GEUUNT gl dl AR BT Hi [Gad
PR THai gl

SURYAM JYOTHIRMAY
BA MCVP
SEM 5

SHARE




BLACK & WHITE

AYUSHEAHL

V.BALAJI AYUSH SAHU
BA Psychology Honours
2018-21

JAGRITI BAHAL
BA Mcvp
Sem 6

M A

ANKANA BANERJEE
BA Psychology Honours
2018-21

MAAARAAAAAALLDAS NS MMM
ey




BLACK & WHITE

SURAJ SHIT
BSc Chemistry Honours

DEEPAK KUMAR SHARMA
B.com Honours
Sem 1

74




POEMS
BY
STUDENTS




THE POETIC JUSTICE

The busy world is at a halt, time is at rest,
Overpowered by an invisible invincible foe being the mightiest.
Be it metropolis, towns or village, silence is sworn by all,
‘Waiting for the News headline to say "The Count is towards falls".
But with great hope the trembling nerves are held tight,
Substitute of God, our promiscuous white knight,
Working hard are the warriors on streets, assuring laws,
Others shape young minds, erasing their flaws.

When everyone is locked at home, few are pushed out by their fate,
Ingesting the hot sun, moving to their native state.
Opposite to them , pushed with greed the superpowers of the sphere,
Well accomplished yet ready with armies at frontier.

When the world is struggling seeking to this an end,

Nature is flourishing, as if it's her dear friend,

The flowers dance with breeze, enthralled with greenary,
Birds are rejoicing, Animals admiring the scenery.
Glistering Ganga is witnessing the virus teaching humanity to all,
Insisting a father to focus more than work on his baby's call.

I hope in the New Dawn a " United spirit" would pertain,

Help will be regardless of name, life won't just revolve to obtain.

SHREYA GUHA
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PANDEMIC

In this pandemic, I learnt a lot
In this pandemic, I learnt a lot.
Hit by the waves, yet standing straight.
Some dead in grief, some dead by pain

Seems so natural, but there is just loss and zero gain.

In this pandemic, I learnt a lot.
Don't let a single penny go, every coin is valuable though.
We're breathing now, because we were feeding ourselves then.
Some showed true colours, some showed humanity’s existence.

Respect life, respect resistance.

In this pandemic, I learnt a lot.

save a life, add joy to your lives

WHATEVER

God blessed you with infinity, carry red heart and please feel pity. I T

TAKES

Feed someone, your soul becomes blissful and silent.

Richness of donation, equal to richness of money.

In this pandemic, I learnt a lot.
We're all born with similar attributes, be the voice to the needy mute.
You do charity, you're probably clearing the debts to the previous life.
People are starving, coz we just felt guilty,

We did nothing, instead being wealthy.

In this pandemic, I learnt a lot.

The story has not yet ended, maybe we're the victim next.
It's never too late, you reading this, now please don't hesitate.
Forget about breakups, help fixing the broken huts.

Let them die in peace, I repeat...

Let them die in peace.
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MY TIME

Feels like I am on the edge right now,

I wish I could say I'm proud.

This is my time to show

This is my time to glow

Healing my broken self and erasing the broken times,

1 gaze at the timer as it chimes.

Rubbing my palms, I shed my fears

Nurturing strength to shield misfortune,

1 took counsel from years.

Go placidly amid the noise and haste,

And remember don't let your inner peace go to waste.

I grabbed a cookie and shared the rest,

At times when I am in distress, [ still try to live my life to the fullest.
In the realm of sham, drudgery and broken dreams of mine,

I surpass all my loneliness and fatigue as it's my time.

ARZOO NAZ
BA ENGLISH HONOURS
SEM 1

DESTINATION

/ A word that may define our whole journey,

A journey that'll lead to an experience,
And an experience that may change our life!

Yet we avoid to think about it,

‘We care and fight for the journey to fit!
A journey where we survive,
Surpassing every obstacle,

Leaving pains and struggle aside!

A journey to remember it will be,

Yet it’s your destination that will make it real to believe!

Destination a word brimming with enthusiasm and expectations,
A word that may be your story’s whole narration...

SUJAIN JAISWAL
BA MCVP

Sem b

SPAC



CALL UPON YOUR NAME

Upon the silent thoughts of my woe,

I call upon your name, within dreams I construe.

1 spend time yearning and sketch broken petals on ravishing
columns;

Here comes Troilus with broken core and Thisbe found her love
with mortal stains.

Crumple are the tales of the sonnets on delight and intimacy,
Not marbles, nor guilds of forts shall outlive their legitimacy.
Let no bard mix the requited love with the virtue of avidity,
Against death, and all oblivious enmity.

Thou shall rest to find the sickness I repose,
Yet even the most poor, callous soul.
Who'd slaughter half the world with remorse,

Has needs and longings out of my control.
Nor do I sweet talk to you with deceitful lies,
Neither do I love you with just my eyes.

For you I persuade bliss, brook to the nearest,
Every fibre of your being, you're my dearest.
There are men to judge, to admire,

But you are the one I desire.

1 shall glorify thy beauty as divine as Dante,
For he expresses his wrath of spirit as inferno.

And concerns of Dido when Aeneas left Carthage,
Graciously the Prospero sway his magic for royal marriage.
Your tears have given me the little I deserve

Thus, | bestow your heart, upon the realm of my universe.
For I fill my space, with the crayons I pursue;

I call upon your name within dreams I construe.

ARZOO NAZ
BA English Honours
Sem 2




FIGHTING

I was called weak, fragile and dumb,
1 was the one who people thought to be numb.
‘Who would I be’- this for me was still unknown,

The road ahead was untrodden, this was for sure.

Fragmented yet pretending to be brave,

I fought by myself, for myself, all through my way.
‘Healing of my wounds’ you ask, let them shine, I say,
I shall not stop but fight until my own grave.

FIGHTING AND FIGHTING

I now have become tall and strong,

I left my old self behind much long.

My cheeks have now the marks of dried tears,
No part of mine is now fastened in fear.

Until the last Day,

Until the last Night.

I will continue to fight, fight with all my might.

SMRITIDEY

BA ENGLISH HONOURS
SEM 2

YES, | CAN FLY

Yes, I have wings

Yes, I can fly

Yes, I can fly higher than the thinking of
this patriarchal society

Yes, they will try to pull me down

Yes, they will try to cage me

But then

Yes, they won't be able to stop me

Yes, they won't be able to stop me from
spreading my wings

Yes, I have wings

Yes, I can fly

Yes, they humiliate me

Yes, they don't respect me

But then

Yes, I will go beyond their expectations
Yes, I will earn my respect

Yes, I have wings

Yes, I can fly higher than their thinking

KAHKASHAN KHANAM
BA MCVP
SEM 5




THE SILENCED BLUBBER

One more day of loneliness and despair
One more night of unanswered silence
One more tormenting reminiscence of heart's affair

One more effort of reviving life's faded fragrance.

One more path to be traversed all alone

One more appeal yet to be answered

One more glimpse of the relics of the desolate life being
blown

One more distinguished sonance of tottering backward.

One more drop of unnoticed of commiserable tear
One more fabricated smile

One more instance of enduring the agony too hard to
bear

One more exposure to the life's storm to vile.

One more combat of beholding thee for the last time
One more avidity of embellishing thy esteemed life
with whatever trifle I own

Cause [ know, I stand at the verge of my lifetime
Which won't furnish thee even with the unlimited

scope to mourn.

MAHVISH IMTIYAAZ
BA English Honours

Sem 1




PEACE

Peace, peace everywhere not a frown to see,

Helping hands here and there reaching out to thee.
Get along those helping hands and you will know the
worth;

How with each help, a new smile takes birth.

Peace along walking on the tranquil paths of sorrow,
Each soul in solitude seeking a sunny morrow.
Peace showering over, be it big rich or poor small;

Hearts filled with sombre, now know the powerful call.

Call that makes peace, gathers every piece,
Shattered into nowhere, shared a common pain.
Now that the helping hands know why to exist;
Peace, harmony, humanity, can how empower one

man's fist!

MONAZZA ALI
BA English honours

Sem- 1

THE WONDER AGE

The age to think and space to grow.
Widen the range, let ideas flow.

Clear your mind and think like a sage.
Let it be known as the wonder age.

Grind is needed to achieve your goal.
You have the power, you just need control.
To fulfill your dreams, pay hard work as a wage.

Let it be known as the wonder age.

Life might be hard now, not always will it be.
If sloth is your sin, your youth is guilty.

Life is a book, you are living just a page.

Let it be known as the wonder age.

In youth one learns, In age one understands.
Your mind is a weapon where no wonder stands.
You still have the power to break the cage.

Let it be known as the wonder age.

SAINIAAL MUSTAFA KHAN
BSC CHEMISTRY HONOURS
SEM 2



Oh it's raining!

The trees are dancing with the wind,
Just as I want to dance with you,
Immersed in your arms,

Looking into your eyes,

And lost in my hopes!

I saw two birds flying together;

Just as I want to fly with you,

Far away from the chaos,

Somewhere lost into a deep mountain,
Sitting beside a bonfire,

‘With just you and me,

Looking at the stars,

How they shine brightly,

And hoping that we too will shine together

Someday this brightly,

Up above in the blue sky,

And someone looking at us

Will just like us

Find their own happiness,

In that sparkling stars of the blue sky;

And in the rain with the dancing trees!

SHIULI PALIT
BA English Honours

Sem 1




PURPLE

In the unlimited blue sky,
Ifly.

I fly the flight of freedom,
The leap of immense faith
In what is to come.
Among the purple clouds of achievement, peace and
delight

Made of the delicate droplets of love, pure and
fulfilling

The clouds give you goosebumps and make you cry,
Among those clouds I fly.

Among those clouds whatever is deserved is achieved;
Whatever one can, one has.

Among those clouds there is no hatred, no struggle,
no need, no void.

The freedom from fragile limitations, where the blue
sky meets the violet dreams, and red love, passionate
as it can be,

There, there I see

I see myself and the world.

I see, I dream, before I realise that the sky is not
purple, nor is the world.

The burning heat

of the sunlight is not sweet,

The feet are on the dusty grounds where even a seed
struggles to sprout.

I discover the brown nature of reality and its sorrows;
The grey laments and limitations make up the world,
With wrong choices, failed efforts and regret;

The world is not purple, not yet.

SURYAM JYOTIRMAY
BA MCVP
Semester - 4




THAT PURPLE SHADE AND YOU

Under the evening sky all alone

Whenever I think of you with earphones on my
phone,

With birds chirping all around

Thousands of memories of us being together
surround.

My heart beats faster than ever,

That purple shade of sky reminds me of you and
that promise we made to live this way forever.
The last time we met was a moment special,
Something which both of us will never forget.
Under the shades of purple sky

Beautiful lavenders that fall in autumn lie.
Making the beautiful purple path

All along our evening walk.

I will also never forget that beautiful smile

Your hands in me and we covering miles.
Under the evening sky all alone

Whenever [ think of you with earphones on my
phone,

With birds chirping all around

Thousands of memories of us being together
surround.

Nidhi Kumari
M.Sc. Maths

Sem 1



I T Qd

BEA-BE aret w3,

# g R s o8 |,

4 91 o9 g31-g8) aral | oft

JU IEHR Gg 34 MU HiE TS|
e al A=t faar

TaT el A e a9t B TS

A w1 =i 5% OICT-at aTa gg 8 gt A,
s g} It geeT g ava 2t W o
A9 %9 999 B HIact A BIel-Biet

aral & off gt 7w g1y =eR @it

g a@ dt st 4t atl

9 9 ®a T ot 8 )

Fiit sif-oidt il & R
arar & forg st A

A 9H $d 981-g8) TEfe
o1 Rt 3 9 y@ )
saae Mas fTd

A9 Pg g BT TS|

Fft-waft s aSt-a<t Tfe ot
arar 33 g @ o 2,

A WM P AR PA q
BIA-BIE aral A w4 T

g amdaras 4 ar

99 $9 T 99 g Tl

F9 gO1-QaA ard ga R
Rt & aigr & aga T8,

F9 g5 A T Fge @

EacE Lok s Aol k) ]

3@ TP S &1 & W 3N,

A 9 ®d $ac o a9 Y 39 91|

PRIYANKA DAS
BA English Honours
SEM 1

foigh @ foiah
it goilerd @ ol et @ R,
U 2f gerar it orarh @ Righ
TTet Bt A A € g st i,
iR dte @ vgar A & oroht Rigft
fieaft A Rierht wR Rt &1 fan,
TR §¢ S | off g1 3t Righ
it & = foreft 9t Rieeft qafe o=,

R $¥3 A ga wadl 2 e ot
gt

Rigth a=h & Rl e a9 g
TEUH #1390 8 ggaE [ g gnft
et

figh & ymev Mt frfi dr v g,
Right a8 1 gvarga fer dgtti

RIYA KUMARI NEOGI
M.COM

Sem 1



T9 g 3= At Tt Bl

o ot ga eudt @

I arfem | @t 8

A SR | I

IS I,

0 R #t gr H @l @

4 wEd 8, 59 HEAtw ©

b Y, qw g2t aroeh A @i @

w19 Yt g arht verd SeT B
A arieft +ft et g

o a9 e et &Y et &

I YA B YR G L B

dn s €, B en gefie @
5z oft, g a9 et et B

qEEG H% wd Wt g TR Bt &
3T H 3 Y mafge W et 8
St TR e 3, A AR I By
¥ 9% gag Gt et @

@i wed 8, B e gefoe &
fisw oft, gm o2 st ot et 2.

I a7t g ol wawd g

| AIEt & Wt 8t
wdften & ghrar st

T ot wre ® oft st g

9 weat & ve archt aftresT

A P @D §

@ sea ¢, i ew gefne @
5 oft, g gt o=t <ft el B
fsx oft, g g2 oot oft @t Y

SAHEEFA ALAM
BSc

Sem 1

w

qH - TP U

U 99 99 & & YR THS BT
3aft I T U BT YN TR,
wT AR €Y TET e Sha= &1l |

waft g4ft, oft weft o waft @,
Ioadr € arEt | arg W,
Faife gt & ura &1y ||

T @ & g 39 S B SHfAm R
T A S AEd § A A,

TP WHdl ¢ HegH vl W AeH a
TdT TR AW SRl

g gW AUA-FH-F e 39 AICH
At 2 it Y T W @ TR,
39 A1C® 6 yfier 3111

BIPON MAHATO
BA Political Science Honours

Sem 1



DHATPIR

FAPRE |,

Y S 3R STeaTal B Hie TP,
FAAFER,

g sa®R § 1

i Y arar |,
TER M Es a= &,
g ...
TGHY AT | TF,
4 SR § A

o el Bt et & it wd

3R SN gTeiTall Y | ATET $TPR S T
R ofRma s veREd

i PaeR g H|

wrl | o=l 9% BT HBR & A 9B,
NPATaER !

St GOgTE TE1 gorgrd A @A g A,
dgER aE R fm

A SEE g A

F PR EH !

B A B € a1 7t A a ) oot A,

TE R A A S weEe g,

TR FIF AUl 3 TR W v
CHECIEI G

PABREH,

it g A 2!

&l parer § 1

SUJAIN JAISWAL
BA MCVP
Sem 5

<t e 7E A TS,
R oft e ofv @ )

qE U3 B rveTa TE |

) gt o g BTy R
LR AR e
T qEE TT AU T,

T3 TH 3 BT B

U =791 W1 3R 791 SH

@R 3 ITE 318 78 Y|
T &Y B 3R BT 3T AR,

& v R A 7 waw

AWR T o} giaT 8 R ua R
YRR @ TR

& ga Ha & @
R 3T 3T AT TS
TE SATHI-SIT I €,
EICICRFCIGIGRE

SHUBHAM RA]
BCA
Sem 2



dre ¢ dfe=i w A ol wel,
S & 91,9 | Hg Hs =T 3l w1

d 3R Bal @ 9Tl G UF g @ 7R,
3 igesd @ 39 4 Sie amai wel 11

3 98RI 4 38 U wardt & @gd,
g # 9o | e &1 A1 et Bl 11

2 gaeht Sferat &Y 3 v e
) el & @ R G B AdT ST Pl |

@ # 2 o ot a8 woTE |1 Iaw o
1% ot Sy,
W R I AE B Y@ AT DT

KUSHAL GANERIWAL
B.Com Honours
2018-2021

(@9 I DY, TETS)

a7 et ot W e

5 ara 9t gon fash ?

9 TR ¥ dier T,

it fasht A A8 rardh =t w2

TE} W1 A Bew? § 39,

e HAT SUH YwS! BT fewE|
T & TR S g 81,
T IHDT & TR UTH DS oraTa ?
AT aY Srefter €Y T uT R,

S e IR fra=m Faran ?
AE T ToR g1

®9 a® 4 HP g2 a1 doh ?

Tushar Gupta
BAMCVP
Sem - 2



qre| BT dlgd

arst WY 57 aTee B 3EHT S TR UTE AT &,
a1 Tt € B b ave gauik T oea & gw A,
g argal ® RRA &1
S a1 817 W gues e #11
3@ 1 I R aea AR &
IR TR Y 7R e S PR R B
G 1 3t A v 1 2 g R AR W IR B
Ao 78 § ugd #Y o 37 @it F e
TS UaT € 39 9% g9 el e
sz o §
- AR arer o T AT g /1

Nisha Sharma
BA MCVP

Sem 1









STUDENTS'
EXPERIENCE




THE STORY OF HOW SPArC CHARMED ME

ABHIK DEB
Ex SPArCian
Chief Organising Secretary,
Student Committee 2015-16

August 2013 wasn’t the best period of my life. I had just dropped out from the third
year of a software engineering course, and was staring at three more years during
which I had to pursue my graduation all over again. Yes, I had finally got my chance to
study Mass Communication, which was to be a gateway for a career in journalism,
which I had been dreaming about since the ninth standard. But to be brutally honest,
the prospect of spending my graduation years in a college in Jamshedpur, while
staying at home, did not seem glamorous, exciting or “cool” After all, the 22-year old
aspiring journalist in me wanted to express himself. Wasn't that a major reason why

the drudgery of a software engineer’s life never seemed attractive to me? Taking the
liberty to detonate another truth bomb, by the first look of it, Karim City College
hardly seemed like a place that could offer me a platform to brew my creative

Juices.Today, with the benefit of hindsight, I can safely say that Karim City College and
SPArC were only staying true to their characters when I had thought so. The college,
and a gem of its brainchild that SPArC is, believe in the pursuit of excellence, but with
the most unassuming demeanour. By doing so, the obvious teaching that they lend to
its alumni is to stay humble in success.It would be unfair, however, to sum up what
SPArC has given me in that single thought. In fact, I would probably fall short of
summing it all up even if T use up reams of pages to elaborate on it. Here, I am not
even talking about the posts that I held in the Student Committee, or the awards that |
received. The charm of the SPArC years lies in the seemingly mundane details of
deciding on the guest list of an event, or ringing up the refreshment packet delivery
guy. It lies in the joy of discovering a first-year student who penned something

magical in “Qalamkaar”, or that soulful voice that you happened to hear while going
past the E-Classroom during the Sunday music class. It lies in the friendships that were
made while sneaking out for a cigarette break during a busy day of Satrang, or in that

that evening when you fell in love with a girl while staying back late in college to make

sure that preparations for the closing ceremony were on point.

As I said, I could go on for reams of pages...And yet, fall miserably short. So, Iwould
rather take the safe option of reminiscing one evening from December 2013. It was
the first Satrang that Iwas partof and one of the more popular events, Jhanak, was
about to get underway. By virtue of having two left feet, Jhanak was probably the
most alien event formeandI was looking forward to being an armchair critic of the
participants. But, Badr Sir had other ideas. He had probably earmarked me already for
the next year’s student committee.] was a volunteer for that year's Satrang
nonetheless. So, he asked me to stand between the Staff Room, where the participants
were waiting for their turn and Room No 7, where the event took place. My job
was to ensure that while one participant performed, the next in line was ready.
Simple enough, I thought. Besides, I had a good view of the stage to be the armchair
critic I had planned to. But what I had not realised was that I would start belonging
to SPArC during the course of that evening. AsI queued up one participant after
the other, the armchair critic in me withered away, and a sense of responsibility set
in. [ had to do this right...Even if it was the simplest of jobs. At the end of the event,
Badr Sir looked at me and nodded. He was never a man of many words. But, I knew I
had done my partand more importantly, SPArC had charmed me for good. The

rest..Well, let's not waste reams of pages in that futile exercise.

SPfrC



REMINISCENCE...

SANCHARI CHATTERJEE
Ex SPArCian

Chief Organising Secretary,
Student Committee
2007-2008

As I'write, I feel nostalgic and honoured to have encountered my past at KCC. Really college life is one
of the most memorable and unforgettable periods of everyone's life providing a lesson on the tough
skills of life. Same is with me. I was admitted here in KCC in 2005. Being a Bio. Science student
primarily my college days were surrounded with practical and theory classes. I was not acquainted

with the cultural genre of this institution at that point of time. One day, I came to know about a music
competition of ghazhal. Since ghazhal had and still has a special place in my heart, I not only took
part in that but also won. In hindsight Ifeel I was destined to win because that was my first footstep
not only into the profound musical atmosphere of KCC but also towards SPArC. I got a warm greeting

from SPArC, Principal Sir and excitedly involved myself both psychologically and physically and
eventually was also elected as the secretary of SPArC . The best part is that, SParC as a platform is the

encouragement to extract the extraordinary within one’s self by providing several chances explore
without fear. Under the umbrella of SPArC , we competed at the National Youth Festival at Chaibasa
with maximum prizes won by our college students. I got the golden opportunity to represent my
college and became one of the winners of the three trophies. The spark of that magical pride shivers

me even now. I won different trophies after then in different fields of competitions with all of the
educators' inspiration. The Governor Sir Syed Siftey Razzi who is a patron of ghazhal was present in

the annual function and we got hearty appraisal after our performance. The remarkable influence of
this program is that from then on, I along with one of my friend got a chance to perform everytime

he used to visit. Such an opportunity opened up for me only because of SPArC.

‘We also enjoyed a lot during the excursion held in 2006 in Vizag. There the amiable teachers taught
us howto collect and preserve species hand in hand. We enjoyed the trip to the brim. The
respected teachers who are always worthy to be mentioned , under the mask of strictness, taught us
discipline and cooperation. Remembering their inspirational speeches makes me disciplined

spontaneously and today what I am is because of them.

Numerous experiences sit in my memory. Last but not least SPArC shaped my life hugely, modeled
me as a successful teacher cum learner and made me comprehensive with the ups and downs of
life. After completing my precious three years of graduation, luckily Igota chance to complete
B.ED. degree from there and my happiness knew no bounds as]wasableto continue with my

journey with KCC and SParC for another year.

These glorious years passed even before I realised with various lessons and experiences. The
last day of my college was and still is very emotional. It still is unbearable and wunthinkable to say

goodbyetomy alma mater , my preacher, KCC.




SRINIVAS BEESETTY (Vidushak)
Ex SPArCian

Jaint Secretary of SPArC :2006-07
Secretary of SPArC: 2007-08

SHUBHAM KUMAR PATI
Ex SPArCian
Logistics Secretary 2016-17

AN ODE TO SPArC

From someone who peed his pants on stage during school to
someone who now breathes Theatre each day, I've come a long way.

The metamorphosis happened in 2006.

It was in 2006, that I got an opportunity to perform in a Mime
competition organized by Ranchi University. My first feeling after
the performance, [ never belonged anywhere the way I belonged on
stage. Winning the prize was a bonus. But that’s not what changed.
My excitement was fired up by two professors. The ones who also
were the very reason for SPArC's inception. Badr Sir and Yahiya
Sir not just created a platform for Art & cultural activities, but
gave the wings to fly beyond the class walls and computer screens.
Iwas encouraged to build perspectives, have opinions yet, view

the world with a non-biased lens. From organising events, self
development as an artist, bringing in operational efficiency and
time management, SPArC matured me by heaps and bounds.

Iwas asked how SPArC shaped me up. I'd say I was born along with
SPArC, thanks to KCCand my godparents, Yahiya Sir and Badr

Sir. I am What I am because of them.
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— SURAJ SAHU
Ex SPArCian
Managing Editor
(2019-2020)

KUMAR YASHWANT
Ex SPArCian
Logistics secretary
2015-2016
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INTERVIEWS




From keeping basics clear

and practising to always

having a Plan B, Jamshed
Khan talks about his

journey.

Md. Jamshed Khan was a resident of Azadnagar who completed his schooling from Kerala Public School Mango
and completed his graduation from Karim City College. After this he completed B.Tech from Rajiv Gandhi
Technical University Bhopal and M.Tech from Jamia Millia Islamia New Delhi. Presently he is working as a Junior
Researcher with DRDO.

Speaking with Sujain Jaiswal, he opened up about his experiences, science as his life, advice to students and

much more.

Q: Sir, can you please tell us about yourself and your journey so far?

Ans: Good evening everyone. I am Mohammad Jamshed Khan.I completed my primary education from KPS,
Mango, and secondary education from Christian High School and I completed my +2 thatis Intermediate in
Science from Karim City College. During my primary and secondary education, Ididn't really think that I would
be a scientist. I was just feeling out the subject and was testing the subject as to how to easily absorb and recall it. I
only paid attention to the education. When I completed my +2 from Karim City College, I moved to Bhopal for
Mechanical Engineering and started thinking logically about my direction. I completed my Mechanical
Engineering with 3rd Rank throughout the department and even then, I had trouble finding jobs, so I implemented
Plan B, gave the exam and got selected for MTech in Thermal Engineering in Jamia Millia Islamia which has only 6
seats all over India. Later, I took the exam for the post of Junior Research at DRDO. It had only 4 seats and I was
selected. In 2019, when I was working as a GRF at DRDO, the central recruitment of ISRO was brought in, so [
filled up the form, started preparing for it as I only had 2 months and when the results were out, I saw that I held the

11th rank all over India. And currently I'm still here at ISRO.

Q: Sir now we know how much of an impact Science had in your professional life, has it somehow influenced your personal life
too? Can you share some instances?

Ans: Yes. I'll share how I used Science asalaw. WhenI started my preparation, it required a lot of potential and
energy, solwas concerned with conserving my energy anyhow. When you read the first law of
thermodynamics, it says that energyis conserved in the universe, it just transforms from one form to the
other. So, while doing my preparations, I understood that. Iknew that if T had let myself get distracted by listening
to people, I wouldn’t be where 1 wanted, where 1 am now. So, I used it this way to achieve success. Secondly, there is
a concept of equilibrium in science. If we talk about the pandemic and how so many people got destroyed,
what happens is, in the universe, the generation of entropy becomes greater, so the universe desires to be in
equilibrium and hence lessens the Degree of Freedom in the universe. It can increase the entropy only up to
a certain  limit and ifit becomes more than that, to achieve its equilibrium, it will lessen the number of

independent variables. So I speculated that this pandemic would hit every hundred or two hundred years.
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Q: Sir, qualifying for ISRO is a big thing, so, were there any restrictions that you impoesed on yourself to make yourself'
more focused?

Ans: The first thing which I wanted to do, for which 1 believed in myself that [ had to doit, so 1 kept pushing
myself. The first time, I didn't qualify, so the second time I learned from my mistakes, I figured out the problem,
sothat I could eradicate my limitations for my exams. One thing going in my mind was that I had to do
something big anyhow, so that was a big motivation for me. It kept me in this direction and didn't let me get

disturbed. I already mentioned how I didn't waste my energy on less important things.

Q: Sir, what was your family’s role behind it?

Ans: Family can’t be there for a long time with you, especially with preparations, your family can only support you
financially. Sometimes when your motivation gets down, your family more often than not, aren’t there with you,
50 you have to be the one to keep believing in yourself that you can do it. Like I had a plan B with me, knowing
that it would support me, so that if any problem occurs orifI get demotivated, at least in my mind, I will have
that assurance that at least [ have something to fall back on. If not Plan A, then at least I have Plan B.

Q: Iread in an article that you always dreami of following the path of A.P.J. Abdul Kalam, since childhood, so was he a role
model for you?

Ans: Yes absolutely. He said that history has proven that the person who dares to break the limit of impossibility,
he is the one who'll achieve success. A.PJ. Abdul Kalam Sir was first a director at ISRO, and he had a lot of projects
there. He failed as often as 2 times in his projects but in his 38rd try, he succeeded on his target for light to reach
the low orbit. Later , he became a Director at ISRO, then after that he joined DRDO, and there he implemented
what he learned from his failures to the missile work. He wouldn't have learned if he didn't have failures . Now,

because of him we have reached a high range of missiles, which can be compared with American missile range.

Q. Yes sir. Now coming to DRDO, we can say that protecting the country doesn't necessarily mean going to the borders. It can
also mean sitting in laboratories and inventing new technologies. Since you have been a part of DRDO, what are your views
regarding this?

Ans: Yes correct, but the thing is that the product design that we used to have in DRDO, was based on the practice
that the top workers would send them on the border to test it out in the military, to check out which ones would
fail or succeed, or how other countries attack. So, our seniors were in charge of that, and they would be the ones to
give us work based on it, to guide us in designing the product.

Q. Would you like to share your experiences there (DRDO)?

Ans. Actually, RND is the Defence Sector, so it's advisable to discuss as little as possible about it.




Q: Since you re more exposed to scientific learning and scientific knowledge and also studied in various institutes,

what suggestions would you give to improve the process of teaching and learning of Science?

Ans: First ofall, whatever I have achieved till now, is through the basic understanding of the subject.
Without that I wouldn't have achieved the things I have till now. Because in the interview, the renowned

professors wouldn't ask about the subject that you've studied, they would directly ask questions related to
the basic understanding of the subject. There is one limitation that comes along between the student and
the teacher, and that is how much in-depth understanding should be provided, because there needs to be

a level, or the students would get bored and would potentially give up studying science. For instance, I

understood how the formulas were derived, their limitations, which stays with you for a lifetime.If
teachers are teaching in a shallow way , the syllabus gets completed that way but it’s a loss for the students.
Therefore, teachers should focus more on giving abasic understanding of the subject, so that the
upcoming topics would make better sense to the students. Also, they should be provided with practical
understanding too, especially in Maths, Physics and Chemistry. Practical understanding is essential to

remember the concepts lifelong. They aren’t meant to be memorised.

Q. Sir;what advice would you like to give to our students?

Ans. My advice to students is that now is the time to give all your focus to the teachers. Talk to them about
your weaknesses and problems. The only one who's stopping you from taking the next step is you, no one

else. You can’t blame anyone else saying that you couldn'’t do it or you didn’t have enough finance, or your

father didnt supportyou, soit’snot like that, the only personyou can blame is yourself. Secondly,

revision and recall are very important because thisway you canretain the knowledge. Plan and
strategize. Thirdly, since memorising everything isn't possible, make short notes of important words and
key points. Reading the key points is enough to make preparation meaningful. It's important to minimize
the subject as much as possible.

*This interview was a part of SCIENCE FESTEMBER organised by the Science Club of SPArC.

(Sujain Jaiswal is a final year undergraduate student of Mass Communication with keen
interest in anchoring and interviewing.)




‘In this world where
people prefer everything
to be instant and at the
tap of a finger, it is poetry
which faces the
consequence of being
ignored’, Varsha Singh

says.

Varsha Singh is an Independent Researcher, Critic, Poet, Translator and Editor from Dhanbad, Jharkhand. She
currently teaches at the Department of English, Guru Nanak College, Dhanbad. She writes in English and Hindi.
Along with being the Managing Editor of Reviews, she edits for several national and international journals. She
has been widely featured in several journals, books and magazines.

Speaking with Manish Mukhi, Singh discussed her style and approach towards her writings, her felicity with

languages, her vision as a teacher and much more.

Q: Ma'am please tell us something about yourself: What was your motivation and how you started writing and how did you feel the

inclination towards literature to take it as an academic career.

Ans: Hello, Manish! First of all I would like to congratulate you and your team for pulling up such a lively magazine. I
have been following this through your College Website since it began. Secondly, I wish to thank you and your team

for connecting with me and giving me the honour of sharing this space with all of you.

Moving on to your question, I have been a student of literature which I would passionately continue to be all my life.
Professionally, 1 teach Under-Graduate students at the Department of English, Guru Nanak College, Dhanbad,
Jharkhand. Talso runa magazine named “Reviews” along with editing for a couple of journals. I write poems and

critical pieces in English and Hindi. I also find solace in translating creative pieces.

My interest for writing grew while I was pursuing my M.Phil from ISM-Dhanbad (now IIT-ISM Dhanbad ) with a
specialization in Translation. It was then that I realized that I can be fearless while writing. At times fear traps us in
such away thatwe start living with the misconception that we cannot express or communicate well in writing.
Translation definitely helped me out in coming out of this fear of being judged and this was the time when I began
writing for myself. More than anything, it became a kind of therapy. There were things which would impact me as a
human being, but Twould not voice it — being an introvert. It only happened through writing that T managed to

detangle all those knots.

When [ started writing, I must confess, I was terribly confessional in my poems. I would talk a lot about my emotions,
my imaginations, my perceptions, etc., which would often make my writings fall flat. Slowly and gradually I grew out
of myself and began writing in a tone which was beyond my personal periphery. It certainly took time, but I
definitely wrote about things beyond my comfort zone. I tried taking risks, failed most of the times, and succeeded a
few times. Though, the thing which never stopped me or demotivated me from continuing to express was the love

for literature and having a voice of one’s own.




My interest towards literature came from my childhood. More than anything, [ always loved stories. I still do! This
interest helped me in having clarity in picking up literature for my career; however, it was my Mentor who believed in
me and encouraged me to take up a career in Higher Academics. It was then that I decided to pursue M.Phil followed by
PhD.

Q: You write poetry both in Hindi and English and also translate extensively from one language to another. Could you talk about your

Jelicity with languages?

Ans: Sure! I'write in both languages because of my affinity with them. I equally enjoy reading literatures in Hindi and

English, along with reading literatures from any other language in translation.

Translation came to me at a time of crisis when I was pursuing my Graduation. During those years the internet was not
a thing and it was impossible to dig books in the English version. I had no other option and I finally bought books in
Hindi and translated them all into English to prepare for my exams. During this time I got intrigued with the power of
translation and understood its value to take it up as a career. [ have been into translation for more than seventeen years

now, and the love is still on!

Q: As a poet, what are the themes that draw you the most?

Ans: I am a person who is nowhere close to sermonizing; so my poems lack moral lessons. I mostly write about gender
issues, conflicts of identities, emotional dilemmas, human psyche, psycho- social issues, disparities, etc. to name a few.
Q: Poetry is often a neglected genre. As an academic how do you think that teaching poetry in the classroom can be made more
exciting?

Ans: Poetry gathers a lot of neglect due to its complex naturein comparison to any other form of literature. In this
world where people prefer everything to be instant and at the tap of a finger, it is poetry which faces the consequence

of being ignored and hence least sold.

As a teacher it becomes my responsibility to make the students more patient as learners. In such situations, poetry turns

of great help. While I teach poems, I do not prefer to lecture, but I like conducting my classes as workshops, where each

student participates in the procedure of meaning making, and hence becomes a part of the process. This enables the

learner to become an active participant rather than beinga passive receiver. I think that while we teach poetry, it is
important that students get to connect with any piece of poem in real time rather than simply getting the readymade
meanings and analysis fed by the internet and guidebooks.

Q: There is a strong element of feminism in your poetry. Please comment on that.

Ans: Yes. The strong feminist elements which can be seen inthe poems youare talking about are result to those
intentional ordeals which women go through in their lives. T have come around alot of such wome n who have faced
exploitation, of different kinds in their lives. As a woman, they impact me and a strong emotional response has to come
out. My attempt has been to become their mouthpiece and push their words out in the world so that their side of stories

doesn’'t remain unheard.




Q: You have been born, brought up and educated in Jharkhand. How has your state impacted your writing?

Ans: To a great extent. As a person of literature, your outer world impacts you asmuch as yourinner world. On
several occasions, my poet friends have also mentioned finding an undertone of “culture of vernacular” (Sathyanathan
C.) in my writing style. In fact, the impact is of such extent that my last book of poems “Parbati the traitor and other

poems” took its inspiration from a tribal woman of Jharkhand, about whom I got to know by chance.

Q: Who are the poets that inspire you the most?

Ans:Thavealong list,butl am greatly inspired by Mirabai, Amrita Pritam, Kamala Das, Raghuvir Sahay, K
Satchidanandan, Varvara Rao, Tishani Doshi, Sumana Roy and Nabina Das to name a few.

Q: Do you have a writing space or a writing schedule that you would like to share with us?

Ans: I do have a writing space, but I mostly end up writing critical pieces there. As far as writing creative pieces are

concerned, for me, it doesn’t wait for space or time. Writing poetry is like falling  in love again and again. You never

know when and where it would come from, it just hits you and you must acknowledge.

Q: What advice would you give to aspiring poets?

Ans: I would request them to be patient with themselves and not hurry up. Also, reading a lot of good poets ranging

from different languages helps in gathering rich reading experience.

Q:. Could you please share a couple of your poems with us?

Ans: Definitely ! I am sharing some of my new poems. Hope you like them.
"poetry”

it's not that

i am thoughtless,

voiceless

there's a stampede
of thoughts
restless

and

who wants to be lost ?

i want to remain

the parenthesis

enter the world

as an afterthought

not breathless
© Varsha Singh




“a short poem
dedicated to Nissim Ezekiel”

don't ask me

to sing my saddest songs
while i untangle

the knotted tresses

this world entwined
while i wrote

the songs of woe

for sadness mixed with

woe, with fingers

descending, like a bird
moving with careful claws
may afflict you with boredom

for you're neither a poet, lover nor birdwatcher.

© Varsha Singh

(Manish Mukhi is a final year undergraduate student of English Honors with keen interest in literature

and a poet himself.)







WHAT THEY HAD TO SAY..

RITAM NANDI

Ex Chief Organising Secretary

NAFIS MUSTAFA

Ex Cultural Secretary

EKTA DOGRA

Ex Literary Secretary

ee

ee

SPArC is not only a team, it's a family, it's
an emotion. My stint with SPArC started as
a volunteer in ART BEAT 2018, then as a
member & finally got an opportunity to
lead the team in 2020. The years l've
spent in college as a member of SPArC
everyday in every way has made me
better in every sense of responsibility, it
enhanced my leadership quality. It taught
me to believe in myself and always give

my best.

| first got to know about SPArC through
its annually published magazine

Sparkling Span. | was completely taken
aback with the quality of its content. It
appealed to me to the extent of my
desperation to join this wonderful

creative community. I've had the fortune
to serve this amazing organization both
as a member and as the Cultural

Secretary which gave me the gift of

immense confidence enough to last for a

29

lifetime. , ’

e e SPArC is more than a platform, more than
a stage where feet tap and voices clash.

It's a palm held out, wide open, to grip
your own tightly and tug you out of the
deep waters of the pressing weight of
academics, fear of probing eyes, of not
knowing where you stand. Here, you have
the opportunity to stretch your limbs wide
and explore every possible path you feel
inclined to. It's somewhere | was provided
the wide possibilities of what more | could
be, where, be it the mentors or the
members, were only ever the stepping
stones upward the promise of a moonlit

sky.

29



e e Every opportunity in life is a pathway

towards self growth and development.
It was the most remarkable journey for
me when | stepped into the SPArC
Committee as a member and then by the
end of my final year | was fortunate
enough to get elected as the Logistics
Secretary. It was a huge responsibility
and privilege to organise various events
and stand on the expectations of my
team. I'm extremely thankful to my

seniors, batchmates and mentors for

— making my journey a memorable

KUSHAL GANERIWAL

Ex Logistics Secretary

one.
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| first joined the Fine Arts Club when |
joined Karim City College in 2018, having
no idea what SPArC is. And there the
journey began, learning so many things
watching our teachers and our seniors.
SPArC is not a word. It is a heavenly
environment for the artists, a place
where they are free, free from all
obstacles, free to showcase their talents,
free to be themselves. SPArC changed
my life. It helped me in being a better

person than | was yesterday.
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Ex HR Secretary
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PERFECT
JUST ¥re way
You ARE.
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