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What is it that is incomparable about NIT-H?

Its picturesque natural beauty, world class 
infrastructure, thriving placements, faculty, hostel 
life, sports facilities and what not.

Now, let us land inside this bounty of talent and 
wisdom and get a sneak peak,  let us see what is going 
on inside the little brains on which the status of this 
college stands, how are their four years of college life 
spent ?

Is it always the popping pulses of 'harmonic 
oscillation' for them? Or do they get overwhelming 
exposure of the dark side of life? Are there some 
'paradox' in their life which come out as shock and awe? 
Or have their thoughts got affected
by the gravity of situations? Do they
often visit back and forth in the '4th dimension', the 
realm of reveries and a completely different set of 
worlds?

Ever since its starting, SRIJAN has always provided a platform for students to gush into 
themselves, dive deep into the pool of their insides and pop out with eloquent ways to 
present their feelings, emotions and perceptions. Every new 'SRIJAN' represents the next 
generation of  engineers and automatically variations in their lifestyles and perceptions. 
This year we have attempted to get the fullest out of them. Out of the originality 
constraints are bound to be, albeit you may not find some articles to be of high literary 
standard but they, along with the ones challenging the best writers of today, embody the 
precious creativity and the mingled thinking of a student's mind.

With great pleasure we present before you our budding talents with their thought 
provoking articles, soul stirring compositions and inspiring poems.

Hence, presenting to you a 'Journey to the center of NITH'....
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Sometime back, the capital city, Delhi, saw one of the heinous crimes of the year happen in its boundaries. 

A girl was sexually assaulted by a group of men while her friend was almost beaten to death. Later they both were 

thrown out of the moving bus and left to die. The victim succumbed to that later in the hospital. I won't go into more 

details of the case and the happenings next as I am sure no educated Indian citizen would be unaware of what 

happened. Protests were held; people reacted like they were expected to – with rage and fury. The case shook the 

whole country, yet united it like never before. Stricter laws in favor of women, death penalty for criminals and what 

not were demanded. In short, people wanted justice, or to put it in more appropriate words, they wanted vengeance. 

So the government gave them that (or might still be in the process of giving, considering our legal history). End of 

story. What I am going to write about is a spinoff of the same story.  It's called What Next? 

According to an independent study, nearly 26.6 % of Indian women above the age 25 are literate and 

32.8% are employed. No doubt within the past few years, there has been development in the area of women 

empowerment. We have had more females not only heading families 

and MNCs but in many cases states and countries as well. A woman 

who takes care of an organization with thousands of employees is 

definitely capable of managing herself. She is, to put it shortly – 

educated, confident, and independent. I am just a student. I am not 

managing any family, company or country. Yet, till last December I 

thought myself to be all the above. I believed since I was fairly 

educated and had been brought up in a well to do family, nothing 

could stop me. Men were definitely one of the last things on my be-

scared-of-the-things list. I can assure you half the girls in our country 

feel this way. They are conscious of the danger that might linger 

around but are never aware unless it is shoved in their faces. Sadly, 

when that happens, it's already too late. Like them, I wasn't scared of 

any men, until reality hit me. Just like that. The victim this time, like 

every other time, was a girl. But the criminals, they were average 

people. They weren't sons of some minister, IPS or IAS officer. To 

put it crudely, they were nothing as far as a place in this country is 

concerned, just a part of the ever growing poor class population. No 

one would have stepped up to save them, fight for them. How did 

they become so proud to perform this act knowing that they won't be 

forgiven? Where did they get the courage to perform such an act? 

Wherever it might be, that is straight where I saw my bravery go. I am no longer the fearless girl I was months back. 

In fact I lost it two days after the case. The said evening, the moment I stepped out of my house, which is in one of 

the safest areas of the country (small town, and all), I was scared. I considered every male to be a suspect, and 

couldn't meet anyone's eyes like I was the one who had committed a crime. Even more I was concerned about my 

sister who's just 13. I was scared. I am scared. No longer do I feel protected, even around the place which I call 

home. Previously, if I ever said I feel unsafe, it was just for someone else, to raise my voice for someone in need. To 

put a show that women need protection though my ego always made me believe I wasn't one of them. Whether it 

was my surroundings that felt safe or my attitude that I was different, I wasn't a part of those weak women. But this 

time, I mean what I speak. This country is not safe. 

SAKSHI BABAR
CSE, 3RD YEAR

Yes, I Am Scared

I am no longer the fearless girl I was months back

No longer do I feel protected, even around the place which I call home

“ “

Adeeba
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All those under the illusion that the part where they live is haven should wake up and face reality. Just because you 

have stayed there all your life, just because you have your father or an elder brother to save you, just because it is a 

small town, just because some survey says it is doesn't mean it is safe. Wake up! The only areas where women are 

safe in this country are where there are no men. That cuts it down – it's nowhere. If men of that level can commit 

such crime, than anyone can. It doesn't matter what happens next. They are hanged? They themselves asked for it. 

How many of them actually felt remorse for what they did? And if they sincerely do, can it be reversed back? 

What's done is done. A life was humiliated and lost. And God knows how many have been before and since then. 

India – it is a nation where people kneel down in front of goddesses. From food to forgiveness, prosperity 

to paycheck, all which is needed for a life is prayed from her. Don't be deluded, this is also the country where many 

women are raped in their houses by their own relatives. What's more regretful is not the assault but the fact that each 

time she endures it and buries it and every time the skeletons are pulled out again. This is the nation where even a 

toddler can be treated as an object of sex. And the rapist is let out instead of being punished because the innocent 

victim cannot speak for herself. This is the nation that defines paradox. In the morning, a woman is worshipped, the 

very same evening; the same woman in a different form is abused and molested. There are two ways to awaken a 

sleeping person. Either you nudge them for a while, reciting all the cons of sleeping longer than necessary, the other 

not so often used is a simple one – douse them with cold water. This, right here is the cold water. Time and again, 

such incidents have happened and similar promises have been made. Whether it was these promises or your sense 

of self confidence and self assurance that made you do so, but you believed that you are safe. It's time to end the 

fantasy and face the reality that me, you, we, none of us are secure no matter what the leaders say or do. No man is 

afraid to beat the shit out of us from whichever class he might belong to. We are bearers of our own torches, our own 

security. No police, no politician can guarantee us the safety we deserve as citizens of a democracy. It is our life, our 

freedom and our body and we only can protect it. 
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HIMANSHU GUPTA
ECE, FINAL YEAR

Regression

An year passed right in front of my eyes 

All the innocence blew away with time 

The lights, all of them,  have turned so dark now 

And all I am left with is my voice drowned in the cries  

So, I now try to recall whichever voice is yours 

But it's all so hazy and fading away 

Maybe it is real or maybe I am faking 

But nothing you say can ever justify these wars 

 All of those times I sat alone 

Without some indistinct doubts and blurry fears 

I was walking and you stepped in 

Into my heart and into my soul 

I never said I loved you 

Though you said it a million times 

Your apathy and nonchalance never bothered me 

As there were the opposites in me who dragged me through

Time passed like it always does 

Stones withered and foundations weakened 

You know now that I love you 

But why do you take it not as a blessing, but a curse  

So why now when I look at you, you turn away 

Have I suddenly turned uncanny 

The very simulacrum of love is fading 

You are the only one who can make it stay   

So, as I sit alone in my room 

I write these verses

With a hope you will read and understand them some day 

And we will be one, one day, soon

K
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I was walking and you stepped in 

Into my heart and into my soul 

“ “ 
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egkHkkjr esa Hkh"e] nq;ksZ/ku vkSj ;qf/kf"Bj lesr lHkh dkSjo vkSj ikaMoksa dh mifLFkfr esa d.kZ nzkSinh ds 

Åij gal jgk Fkk vkSj mls nklh crk jgk FkkA nq%'kklu tc nzkSinh dk phj&gj.k dj jgk Fkk rc iwjh jktlHkk 
cscl Fkh ;k fQj gal jgh FkhA ;fn ml oDr d`".k dh lgk;rk ugha feyh gksrh rks] D;k gksrk\ ;gh loky esjs 
vkSj egkHkkjr ls voxr gj O;fDr dks gksxkA ij 16 fnlEcj 2012 dh dkyh jkr esa ns'k dh jkt/kkuh esa tks 
dqd`R; gqvk mlds ckn eq>s esjs lokyksa dk tokc fey x;kA =srk;qx esa tud nqykjh oSnsgh dh ihM+k dks ns[k 
/kjrh QV x;h FkhA  e;Zknk iq:"kksRre jke vkSj jkejkT; dh iztk dks ns[krs&ns[krs i`Foh ekrk us vius vkxks'k 
esa Nqik fy;k FkkA bl dfy;qx esa ,slk D;ksa ugha gqvk\ ;s /kjrh D;ksa ugha QVh\ dSls QVrh] /kjrh dk lhuk tks 
otz gks x;k gS] fnu&jkr iki gksrs jgrs gSaA 

jkt/kkuh dh lM+d ij nks yksx t[eh gkyr esa enn ekax jgs Fks] yksx :d rks jgs Fks] ij enn ds fy;s 
ugha] ns[k dj vkxs tkus ds fy;sA gekjs bl ns'k dh ;gh rks nqfo/kk gS fd jkr dks tc dksbZ ns[kus okyk ugha Fkk 
rks D;ksa :dsa \ D;ska en~n ds fy;s gkFk c<+k,a\tc dksbZ 'kkcklh nsus okyk ugha Fkk rks D;ksa oDr cckZn djrs\tc 
gaxkek gqvk] Vhoh dSejs lM+dksa ij vk;s rks ge tksj&tksj ls ukjs yxkus] eksecRrh tykus ckgj vk x;sA geus 
Vhoh pSuyksa ij tedj cgl dh] iz'kklu dks nks"kh Bgjk;k] cl ml oDr ugha :ds tc gekjh t:jr FkhA 
gekjs bl lekt dh foMEcuk gh gS fd dqN yksxksa us [kqn dks Hkkjrh; laLd`fr dk Bsdsnkj eku fy;k gS] tks 
nkok djrs gSa fd ,sl t?kU; vijk/k fdlh {ks= ;k /keZ fo'ks"k ds yksx djrs gSaA

dfiy dqekj
lh +bZ +Mh +] f}rh; o"kZ

gekjh foMEcuk+

“ bl dfy;qx esa ,slk D;ksa ugha gqvk\ ;s /kjrh D;ksa ugha QVh\

“ 
Vikrant
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SACHIN SHARMA 
ECE, FINAL YEAR

 The curtains were high. The wounds deep. 

Sunshine tried to tickle me as though 'I' was a baby. 

But this time no giggle came out. My breath was slow 

just like a silent river, just trying to follow the course. 

'I' just pointed out and the whole world around me 

changed. The curtains were put up, and the ticking 

ended.

It all started from Sivakasi, the fireworks 

factory, where 'I' was working. 'I', a word pointing out 

to each and every individual trying to do his job. 

Earning respect for his family, 

far away from the chit-chat of 

city life. It was daily routine for 

me. A protocol, you could say. 

Going to the factory, working 

there , making crackers. Some 

small, some big, some beautiful, 

some dull. 'I' was a part of each 

and every individual ... either 

small or big, either beautiful or 

dull. I was a 'fuljhadi' in an old 

man's hand, making him realize his time is in the 

hands of a child, the more the sound, the more the 

elation. I was the part of each and every individual's 

expectation. Young men touched the sky with 'rocket' 

and planned for their futures, which just like a rocket, 

wanted to touch new spheres. The day was 4th 

September. The work was going as usual, my tethered 

hands touching 'hope and elation' when a giant shock 

came. Our factory's license was cancelled. Everyone 

was touched by a silence for which even the 

democratic Indian government did not have the 

answer. Do you know how it feels when your 

'everything' is snatched from you? Do you feel your 

blob unable to walk down your gut, when your throat 

throttles, when your breathing becomes heavy. Have 

you lost anything, anything at all? Yes I 'm asking 

'you'....

The world if full of misery, everybody is in 

pain. Girlfriends cry for their boyfriends. Husbands 

cry for their wives. Mothers cry for their sons, Now 'I' 

want to know your reason, why are 'you' crying? Do 

'you' have a family like 'I' which depends on 'you'? 

Totally? Do 'you' take one meal a day to feed your 

family two meals a day? Does your reason to smile 

end at a healthy dinner? Yes 'you' have got to answer 

now.

On 5th September, morning at 12 30 a.m., the factory 

was set on fire. Do 'you' know we hit the front page? 

See 'I' became famous by being 'two legs', 'one arm' 

and 'one eye'.  Oh sorry... my fault. It was 'I ' who lost 

many body parts. This time 'I' 

became 'somebody'. Do you know 

that 'somebody' will be rich now? 

Rs. 25000 richer. See 'somebody' 

is rich now. 'I' also got the same 

amount. Oh again sorry, 'I' died in 

that fire. My family got Rs. 

200000. They are happy now, after 

my death. See I live in the part of 

the country where deaths are more 

celebrated than births. At least my 

family will start a small business. 

Do 'you' care for further details? See 'I' am richer than 

'you'. But 'you' still cry. 'You' cry for your failures. For 

your agony. For your pains. For your sorrows.

Whenever 'you' are in doubts see 'I'. 'You will 

get a new hope, a new life. 'I' will give you strength, 

and you will gain it. All because 'you' are in a far more 

better position than 'I'. 'You' are not poor like me. 'You' 

all are having better choices for future than 'I'.

'I' was in my bed when the minister came. The 

hospital was full with people just like 'I'. 'I' saw him 

approach towards me. 'I' think he had a business plan, 

or he just wanted to discuss his vote bank. Am 'I' 

capable of discussing about such topics? No, 'I' am 

not. 'I' just folded my hands. 'He gave me a bundle of 

fair 100 Rs. notes. 'I' just looked at his face. He was 

just smiling, and said- "There are many more like 

'you', just take care.”, and then he went away.

Then a thought came in my mind - “AM 'I' A PART OF 

'YOU'?”

Jitendra 

'I' vs. 'you'

Do 'you' have a family like 'I' which depends on 'you'? 

Totally? Do 'you' take one meal a day to feed your 

family  two meals a day?  Do your reason to smile

 ends at a healthy dinner?

“

“ 
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RICHA BANGA
ARCHI, SUPER FINAL YEAR

No more dreams and no more hope,
I was free, living in a land of what you call dreams, 
Love everywhere,
Everything filled with pride.
Lands of endless joys,
Harmony and peace.
Do you know how it feels when you fly?
The swift breeze flowing softly,
Touching you as if hugging you and saying “How are you? I missed 
you so much”.
Then something happens,
Something tragic.
You drop like a stone.
A great fall.
Like someone has shattered a dream,
You wake up.
Wake up in a state of shock,
Wake up to find that world has changed,
It's dark, with dense mist,
Nothing clear, everything and everyone is so blurred, 
And you wonder whether it's a dream,
Just another of those terrible dreams.
You're alone, with the moon,
Standing there, waiting for someone to take you home.
A hand that would hold your hand to say 'I care',
And you stay standing there,
Until you realize that you have been standing here for long enough,
And now your knees can't take it anymore.
You still try.
But fail.
You fall.
Your face kissing the ground,
You look up one last time before you faint,
Hoping to see a light,
But it's still damn dark.
As it's always been since after that.
And you have been searching for that happiness and that light, 
That something which you believe is out there,
And you have that never lasting hope of going back to dreams.

dk'k eSa jksd ikrk]
ml cgrh gqbZ ygj dks]

dHkh dg ikrk mlls
fd Fke tjk] :d ds py rw

ckgsa Fkke dj esjs
lkFk fudy rw

nkLrku dqN vkSj Hkh gSa
fny esa esjs] dgus dks rq> ls

dqN vkSj Hkh gS [kkeks'kh
tks gksuh Fkh c;ku

thuk dqN vkSj nQk
Fkk lax rsjs

dqN vkSj yEgs lax
Tkks gksrh esgjcku
dk'k Fkke ysrk eSa

gj iy dks cka/k dj
dHkh dg ikrk mlls

fd Fke tjk] :d ds py rw
ckgsa Fkke dj esjh
lkFk fudy rwAA

A
sh

n
a

 

The Final Fall Fke tjk

lanhi nsc
okLrqdyk foHkkx] vafre o"kZ

You look up one last time before you faint,
Hoping to see a light

“ “ :d ds py rw---“

“ 
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PRAVEEN DANGAS

CSE,  FINAL YEAR

Hope Time Will End !!!

The night went on to become more dark. Like any other night he preferred to be alone again but this 

time not in his room. He moved towards the forest which he used to stare at for hours from his window. Sounds of 

a buzzy city traffic, rush, crowd  came from a far end but didn't bothered him .  He sat against a fallen tree as if 

trying to hide from someone. The Darkness inside his heart cackled at the cold winter night's darkness. He folded 

his legs up and  dumped in his face .there was silence again. 

“ He smiled again and then again. He never knew why he felt so complete when she was around.   Her eyes deep 

like a sea, would sink all his sadness in them. They talked for hours every possible thing in the world, words 

would seem to be finished but their heart always had something to say. Together they seem to find the every 

happiness of this brutal world.  For him his world revolved around her  and she would lighten his life like a lamp 

in a dark lonely room. For them the purpose of life was a smile on each other's lips. He would fight the strongest 

problem for her and she always stood in 

between pain and him. Their life looked to be  

better than any fairytale . Together they moved 

through the hurdles of hard life holding their 

hands. But they had a fear, deep in their mind 

& hearts,  they could sense a storm coming 

towards them which would uproot their 

dreamland . They were helpless  .

Just like every  other wave has to vanish on 

reaching the shore , they headed towards their. 

And when they reached the end , there was a 

silence , as if the air around them vanished. 

Her lips didn't moved but her eyes had all to 

say .”

 She had gone. He preferred to be 

alone away from people. They scared him 

now. His eyes had a story waiting to be finished , waiting for someone , waiting for something to happen. The 

things of life which were  fun seemed to be non existing for him.  As if someone had pressed the PAUSE key.  

Slowly and slowly he went on, to be lost.  

This wasn't a different night for him, but there was something unusual. The night was more dark as if 

someone has sprayed black ink on canvas. Still, like silence before thunder. Breaking in through the darkness of 

the woods & his memories came a voice . The same which used to cherish him day and night .

“ Life is lived once and we had it to our fullest. No matter, the materialistic purposes of life gave a scar on your 

soul . But somewhere I ll always be  there trying to build our dreamland again . These hard times are the on way 

towards it . The only difference is that right now I m not with  you . We both are looking our way out. Someday or 

the other our path will again be the same. And even if then we don't come cross then we'll wait  for the time to end 

, because my love for you will always be there till the end and even after that.”  

He stood up and moved from where the voice came.  As if someone pulled the rope and he went dragged 

towards it. He couldn't see anyone.  The night has passed.  For miles he could see light now. Yellowish  light 

coming from the far away sun enlightend his face. He left away behind the darkness  walked impatiently towards 

the city on other end,  somewhere waiting for the time to end.

Vaibhav Sharma

Her lips didn't move but her eyes had all to say

“ 

“
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 ?kj esa cl rhu yksx Fks] cw<h eka] mldk csVk 
eqds'k vkSj csVh eerkA eqds'k 23 lky dk Fkk vkSj eerk 
mlls nks lky NksVhA eqds'k ds firk dk nsgkUr 2 lky 
igys gks pqdk Fkk] blfy, vkfFkZd gkyr vPNh ugha Fkh] ek¡ 
lCth cspdj dqN iSls dek ysrh Fkh vkSj cgu ?kj ds dke 
dkt ns[krh FkhA eqds'k fngkM+h etnwjh djrk Fkk] eqds'k 
i<+us ds lkFk viuh ftEesnkjh le>rk Fkk ij firk ds 
nsgkar ds ckn mlus i<+uk NksM+ fn;k FkkA

,d fnu eqds'k dks irk pyk fd iM+kslh xkao ds 
eqf[k;k iSlksa dks 'ks;j cktkj esa yxkrs gSa vkSj mls nqxuk 
dj nsrs gSaA jkst&jkst dh fngkM+h ls og vc rax vk pqdk 
Fkk( iwjs fnu esa eqf'dy ls 200 :i, dek ikrk Fkk] bl ckjs 
esa lqurs gh mls ykyp vk x;k vkSj mlus eqf[k;k ds ikl 
tkus dh Bku yhA dgrs gSa ykyp cqjh cyk gS blesa balku 
dh balkfu;r dc [kks tkrh gS fdlh dks irk ugha pyrkA 
iSlksa dks nqxuk djokus ds fy;s iSls rks pkfg;s Fks] vkSj oks rks 
Fks ugha] mlds ikl flQZ vukt Fkk tks lky Hkj py ik,s( 
oks djs rks D;k djs\ mldh xjhch ns[kdj rks mls dksbZ 
m/kkj Hkh uk ns] blfy, mlds ikl ,d gh rjhdk cpk FkkA 
mlus vius dqN nksLrksa ds lkFk feydj fctyh ds rkj 
pqjkus dh ;kstuk cukbZ] xk¡o esa fctyh rks Fkh ugha vkSj 
'kk;n dHkh gksxh Hkh ugha] blfy, fdlh dks Hkh blls 
uqdlku ugha gksus okyk FkkA ml jkr lcus fctyh ds rkj 
dkV fy;s vkSj yqgkj dks csPk fn;sA

cnys esa tks iSls feys og mls ysdj eqf[k;k ds 
ikl py fn;kA eqf[k;k us mls nqxus iSls ns fn;s( iSls feyrs 
gh mldh [kq'kh dk fBdkuk uk jgkA mldh vkokt esa [kq'kh 
lkQ >yd jgh FkhA mlus brus iSls iwjh ftUnxh esa ugha 
dek, Fks] vc mls yx jgk Fkk fd oks lkjs dtZ pqdk dj 
NksVh&eksVh nqdku [kksy dj vkjke ls ftUnxh xqtkjsxkA 
iSls ysdj og ?kj ykSV gh jgk Fkk] dnerky rst Fkh ij 
jkLrs esa dqN yksxksa us mls jksd fy;k vkSj lkjs iSls Nhu 
fy,A mls cqjh rjg ihVk vkSj ejk le> dj /kku ds [ksrksa 
esa Qsad fn;kA ;g rks mlh eqf[k;k dk /ka/kk Fkk igys [kqn 
iSls nsrk fQj vius gh vkneh Hkst dj mls ywV Hkh ysrk 
vkSj ekj Mkyrk rkfd fdlh dks 'kd uk gksA Hkksys&Hkkys 
vkSj vui<+ fdlkuksa dks Qlkus ds fy;s mlus [kqn iSls 
nqxqus djus okyh vQokg QSyk;h FkhA

lqcg tc fdlkuksa us mls [kwu ls yFkiFk ns[kk rks 
mls mlds ?kj igqapk fn;kA bl ?kVuk us mls fgyk dj 
j[k fn;kA mlds lkjs lius VwV pqds Fks vkSj vc oks ges'kk 
dgha u dgha [kks;k jgrk Fkk] mlds ân; esa ml eqf[k;k ls 
cnyk ysus dh vkx HkM+d jgh FkhA ij mls ekjuk rks nwj 

og dc dgka gksrk Fkk ;s fdlh dks irk ugha gksrk FkkA mlus 
dksf'k'k rks dh ij lQy ugha gks ldkA

nksLrksa us mls bl xe ls ckgj vkus dk vklku lk 
jkLrk crk;k 'kjkc-------mls 'kk;n ;g jkl vk x;k(  vc 
og nksLrksa ds lkFk fey dj NksVh&eksVh pksfj;ka djrk Fkk 
vkSj lwjt <yrs gh lkjs 'kjkc ds u'ks esa Mwc tkrsA le; 
vkSj 'kjkc ds lkFk ls mlus dqN gn rd vius xe dks Hkqyk 
fn;k] ij dgrs gSa uk 'kjkc] 'kckc vkSj dckc dh yr 
vPNh ugha gksRkhA dqN gh fnuksa esa mls 'kjkc dh ,slh yr 
iM+ xbZ fd tSls mldh vka[kksa ij iV~Vh gh ca/k xbZ Fkh vkSj 
mlus thus ds fy;s lgh jkLrk NksM+ dj xyr jkLrk pqu 
fy;k FkkA mldh 'kjkc dh otg ls mldh ?kj dh vkfFkZd 
gkyr cn ls cnrj gksus yxh FkhA ek¡ us tks xgus lanwd esa 
fNik j[ks Fks mlus mUgsa Hkh csp dj 'kjkc ih Mkyh] vc og 
jkst 'kjkc ih dj ?kj ykSVrk vkSj >xM+s djrk( mldh 
gjdrsa vc cnkZ'r ds ckgj gksus yxha] ij eka dj Hkh D;k 
ldrh Fkh\ cl lgrh Fkh vkSj jksrh jgrh A /khjs&/khjs fnu 
tSls&RkSLks dkV jgh FkhA 

,d fnu rks gn gks x;h] jkr ds nl ct jgs Fks] eka 
vkSj mldh cgu jlksbZ?kj esa jksVh idk jgh FkhA jkst dh 
rjg og vkt Hkh ihdj vk;k vkSj eka ls tehu ds dkxt 
ekaxus yxk( mldh cgu bl gjdr dks cnkZ'r ugha dj 
ldh vkSj mls ,d tksj dk FkIiM+ tM+ fn;kA bl FkIiM+ ls 
oks fryfeyk x;k vkSj mlus vkaxu esa j[kh dqYgkM+h mBkbZ 
vkSj viuh cgu ij pyk nh] dqYgkM+h mldh xnZu esa /kal 
xbZ Fkh] iwjk Q'kZ ygwyqgku gks x;k] dqN gh iyksa esa mldh 
lkalsa :d xbZA eerk us lius esa Hkh ugha lkspk gksxk fd 

vkuan dqekj
,e-bZ-Mh- f}rh; o"kZ

lgh QSlyk

Nisha kumari

eka dk ;g R;kx 'kk;n gh fdlh vkSj esa gks---“

“ 
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ftl gkFk esa oks jk[kh cka/krh Fkh] ogh gkFk mldh tku ys 
ysxk( mldk [kwu mUgha gkFkksa ls cgk ftls oks viuk j{kd 
ekurh FkhA og Hkwy x;k Fkk fd mldh cgu jkst mldk 
bartkj djrh jgrh Fkh] og njoktk [kksyrh vkSj mls 
[kkuk nsrh Fkh]mls I;kj djrh Fkh vkSj mldh gj eqf'dy eas 
f/kyklk fnykrh FkhA

ek¡ us tc ;s ns[kk rks oks vdM+ lh xbZ] 'kwU; lh 
VdVdh utj ls ns[ks tk jgh Fkh] mldk psgjk ewfrZ dh 
rjg [kkeks'k Fkk] lkalsa rst py jgh FkhA oks djrh Hkh rks 
D;k \ mldh vka[kksa ds lkeus mlds [kwu dk dRy gqvk 
FkkA ek¡ us ftUnxh esa cgqr cqjk oDr ns[kk Fkk ij oks blds 
lkeus dqN Hkh ugha FkkA

og vc jkst ds bl >a>V ls nq[kh gks pqdh Fkh] 
mlesa vc bruh fgEer ugha cph Fkh fd viuh csVh dh 
;knksa ds lkFk th lds] eka us viuh csVh dh ekSr dh ckr 
fdlh dks ugha crkbZ] mlus yk'k dks vius dejs esa j[k 
fn;k] vxyh lqcg tehu ds lkjs dkxt ysdj odhy ds 
ikl igqap xbZ vkSj iwjh tehu xkao ds efUnj ds uke dj 
nhA nksigj esa tc mldk csVk lks dj mBk rks mls [kkuk ns 
vkbZ vkSj njoktk ckgj ls can dj fn;k] ,d ?kaVs ckn 
mlus ns[kk fd [kkus esa Mkyk tgj viuk dke dj pqdk 
FkkA

vc cl mls vfk[kjh dke iwjk djuk Fkk] mlus 
vkaxu esa pVkbZ fcNkbZ vkSj vius csVs vkSj csVh dh yk'k 
xksn esa ysdj dSjkslhu Mkydj vkx yxk nh] dqN gh iy esa 
lkjk ifjokj [kRe gks x;kA eka dk ;g R;kx 'kk;n gh 
fdlh vkSj esa gks] og 'kk;n ;g tkurh Fkh fd mlds csVs us 
vkt viuh cgu dks ekjk gS dy fdlh vkSj dks ekj 
Mkysxk] mu lc dh tku cpkus ds fy;s mlus viuh tku 
ls Hkh T;knk I;kjs csVs dh ekSr dks [kq'kh&[kq'kh Lohdkj dj 
fy;kA
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dqN [okc Fks esjs] tks rsjh vka[kksa esa clk djrs Fks]
dqN tTckr Fks esjs] tks rsjs gksaBksa ls galk djrs FksA

rc ftanxh] ftanxh Fkh esjh] vc rks ,d vQlkuk gS]
eq>s rks cl pyrs tkuk gSA

rUgk bu jkgksa esa] eSa py u ldwaxk]
tks yM[kM+k, dne esjs] fQj laHky u ldwaxkA

lQj ;s esjk] eq>s rUgk gh fuHkkuk gS]
eq>s rks cl pyrs tkuk gSA

nks iy ds [okc esa] eSa ftanxh thus pyk Fkk]
tke cksryksa ls ugha] fuxkgksa ls ihus pyk FkkA

liuk tks VwVk esjk] rks vc eSaus tkuk gS]
eq>s rks cl pyrs tkuk gSA

,d yEgk tks :d tkrk rw] rks dqN ckr gks tkrh]
lc laHky tkrk 'kk;n] vxj ,d eqykdkr gks ikrhA

vUnj ls gh VwV x;k gwa eSa] ;s tekus ls Nqikuk gSa]
eq>s rks cl pyrs tkuk gSA

vc eSa gwa cl rUgk] [kqn ls Hkkxrk gwa eSa]
,d iy lksprk gwa rq> dks] fQj lius ls tkxrk gwa eSaA

;s gS esjh dgkuh] ,d eq> lk Hkh nhokuk gS]
eq>s rks cl pyrs tkuk gSA

Pkyrs gh tkuk gS

izoh.k 'kekZ
lh-,l-lh-] r`rh; o"kZ



fuf[ky [kqYyj
iwoZ Nk=] 2011

'kke ls vka[k esa ueh lh gS]
vkt fQj vkidh deh lh gS]
vkbZuk ns[k ds ;wa yxrk gS]
dqN rks ckdh ;s ftanxh lh gS]
lksprk gwa ;s ckj ckj vc Hkh]
esjs fdjnkj esa deh lh gS]
rjxh esa Hkh c<+rk tkrk gwa]
rsjh ;knksa dh jks'kuh lh gS]
fdrus fnu gks x, lqcg vk,]
pkg dh ijokt Hkh Fkeh lh gSa
eqLdqjkgV is viuh galrk gwa]
fny ls esjh ;s csjgeh lh gS]
nkx&,&fny pkan lk gh gS ^[kqYyj*]
mudh rLohj pkanuh lh gSA

Come to my arms

Just slide in

Lock me in embrace

Pour in some life to my grave

Hold me so hard

Pump up my heart

Curse of this solitude

My blood has been blocked in my veins

Hovering over 

The conscience, the dreams

Diluting my sanity

Retrieving the golden days

Your memories alone

Can rip me apart

And make me beg to lose you

Forget you again

As I'm trapped in the abyss

Facing the gale

Surrounded in bleakness

Bidding adieu to the carcass of happiness

Like cold and decembered

Night crawling moon

Struggling its way

Through the twinkling tears of the sky

Your memories alone

Compel me to surrender

To the hardest of pain

I'll drink all the poison

Like nectar

I taste from your lips

Longed for your essence

Craved for your kiss

I'll sail seven seas for

One touch of your face

It's my bliss

Just come to my arms

Come flying in

Make me your every thing

Pour me some drops of divine

As cold and decembered

Night crawling moon

Cruises the sky

It smiles down that someone is alive

ANUPAM VASHIST
MED, FINAL YEAR

xqytkj lkgc dh vueksy d`fr dk foLrkj! Decembered Moon

Shivam Gupta

“ “ 

To the hardest of pain

I'll drink all the poison

Like nectar

“ “ fdrus fnu gks x, lqcg vk,]
pkg dh ijokt Hkh Fkeh lh gSa
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thou ftldk vthc QylQk
ogh uk;kc gS] yM+dh
iq=eksg esa va/kh dks[kksa esa
vupkgs gh vk x;h
fcu ekaxh gqbZ yM+dh
ekSr dh lkft'kksa ls cs[kcj
,d yM+dh ds gh isV esa
lksbZ gqbZ yM+dh
vkSj fQj tUe ls igys
gh ekjh x;h yM+dhA
vk x;h xj pwd ls Hkh rks
dqyPNhuh vkSj vHkkxh gh gqbZ yM+dh]
ej&ej ds thrh gqbZ] R;kxh gqbZ yM+dh]
cjkcjh ds gd dks rjlh gqbZ yM+dh]
dqN cM+h gqbZ rks nqfu;k ls Nqirh gqbZ yM+dh]
ru dks flj ls ikao rd <drh gqbZ yM+dh]
thuk pkgk viuh ethZ ls rks]
csg;k gqbZ yM+dhA
uQjrksa dh tax dks yM+rh gqbZ yM+dh]
firk&HkkbZ dh lsok rys >qdrh gqbZ yM+dh]
ge dgrs fQj Hkh cksf>y gqbZ yM+dhA
;kSouk] rks utjksa ls gh rirh gqbZ yM+dh]
eqLdqjk nh vxj fdlh ckr ij
rc rks gS fcxM+h gqbZ yM+dhA
[kqys vkdk'k esa mM+us dks rM+ih gqbZ yM+dh]
fcu C;kgh gqbZ rks fuxkgksa esa pqHkrh gqbZ yM+dh]
cl ;gha vupkgs Mksj eas ca/krh gqbZ yM+dh]
tksM+k ftl ?kj dks ogha ls cfg"d`r gqbZ yM+dhA
C;kg ds] ifr dh Vksg esa gh ?kqVrh gqbZ yM+dhA
lsok dh rfi'k esa ekse lh ?kqyrh gqbZ yM+dh]
yM+ds dh vxj pkg u iwjh rks v/kwjh gqbZ yM+dh]
nsdj fQj tUe mUgha ds fy;s fQj ls thrh gqbZ yM+dh]
mdsj vkSjksa dks gS] [kqn feVrh gqbZ yM+dh]
I;kj dks rjlh ij eerk dh ewfrZ gqbZ yM+dh]
lesVrh gS fny vkSj ?kj dbZ]
tks gS [kqn fc[kjh gqbZ yM+dh]
fQj ftxj ds VqdM+s ls gh frj"d`r gqbZ yM+dh]
D;ksafd cki ls ^isa'ku* ugha nsrh gS yM+dh]
cw<+h gqbZ csdke] fQj rks gS pqHkrh gqbZ yM+dh]
dkV yh iwjh ftUnxh [kqn dVrh gqbZ yM+dh]]
fQj Hkh vk'khokZn yqVk vej gqbZ] ejrh gqbZ yM+dh]
[kqyk gj i`"B ftldk oDr ds rwQku eas]
fQj Hkh vui<h+ tks jg x;h]
oks ljy&lgt fdrkc gS yM+dhA

l`f"V lkfjdk
lh +bZ +Mh +]izFke o"kZ

yM+dh

Ashna

dkV yh iwjh ftUnxh [kqn dVrh gqbZ yM+dh]]
fQj Hkh vk'khokZn yqVk vej gqbZ] ejrh gqbZ yM+dh

“ “
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A Letter From Damini 

 She might had been thinking this before her 

death. A letter to everyone...

Hey everyone. Myself _________. I am not 

very much proud to spare my name. I am that stripped, 

raped girl. Never mind. No, no. This is not where my 

story begins. This is not everything about my life. 

Besides this rape, I have my very own good-time 

personal life. Actually, my story begins with that 

entire 'I-am-born-a-girl' thing. I know, so unlucky of 

me. Also, I love my parents, miss my siblings, go to 

movies with my friends, and have a lot other valuable 

things in my actual story. But this is not how this 

country will remember me. Unfortunately, this 

country is going to commemorate me for a couple of 

years only because I got gang-raped, and not for my 

real accomplishments. That sucks. Lying on the 

ventilator after I underwent rape, I was wondering the 

other evening, how people will recall  me, and got this 

mind numbing, weird thought. After a few months, 

people will talk, “You remember buddy, this is the 

same street where this girl was lying naked for hours, 

in the cold December, right after when she was 

raped.....oops, gang-raped by six men in a moving 

bus.”And this thought really hurt me. Anyways. It 

was just a thought. Phew! Oh, well, you know once it 

was me fighting against poverty, then just me who 

dared to dream of myself as a doctor despite being so 

poor, and then I made it to AIIMS. I still remember, 

my parents were so proud of me that evening. And 

yeah, my dad sold his ancestral land to fund my 

college fees, just FYI. But who cares. Come on! You 

are so not gonna remember me for all this good, 

struggling stuff, are you? It amuses me. Never mind. 

Ah, then after this weird thought, right there on the 

ventilator, I was thinking about my parents who, of 

course, are not going to remember me by this rape 

incident but by how brave, doughty their daughter 

was. How they've dreamt of my future, how I've 

pictured myself in future, but how everything's in 

vain now, and how I am counting upon my few left 

breaths. Never actually thought of this hell. I was then 

wondering what makes guys commit a rape. I mean, 

there are other ways for sexual gratification. Only if 

you are intelligent enough to understand what I mean 

to say. Why don't they simply learn that? Standard 

issues, I guess, maybe. Anyways, I heard you people 

are on some sort of protests against Govt. and Delhi-

police across the India Gate and Ram-Lila Maidan. 

Why? Because I was raped by six men. Oh please. you 

have got to be kidding. For heaven's sake, please stop. 

I am just another of those 20,000 girls who get raped 

on an yearly basis in India. No. I really urge you 

people to stop. You already know it's not going to 

make any difference. Well. I know what this fuss is all 

about. Now you will say that it's not just about me but 

those 20,000 girls per year, and so I've no right to stop 

you from protesting. You might wish to have rational 

reasons for you to stop. Just in case. Remember when 

you were a kid, and you were taught the difference 

between a girl and a boy. No, not just the sexual 

difference. You were actually taught to stay apart 

from the opposite sex, weren't you? Maybe indirectly. 

And if, in any case, your thinking has been improved, 

then definitely your parents' hasn't yet. Because in 

India, they teach and follow 'sex-discrimination' a lot. 

Be it Uttar Pradesh, be it Rajasthan, be it Bihar, or 

Madhya Pradesh, or Maharashtra, be it anywhere 

else. Everywhere. India is sexist and discriminatory, 

and we all know that. And don't lie, but right from that 

day, you've started feeling something different about 

VINAYAK KHARE
EEE, FINAL YEAR
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I urge you to think where the crux of this 

fault lies, government, Police force, or at

 our homes? 

“

“ 
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girls, isn't it? Like how they physically and sexually 

escape from you. We've been sexist in India since 

centuries. And, the discrimination between girl and 

boy was finally fed in your mind.  And so was fed in 

several minds. And out of those several minds, few 

learned to carry through the desire of sexual 

gratification by those other means. But not everyone. 

People who raped me must have had some standard-

issues. Complex world to understand, huh? I can 

apparently see this scenario. At one end, we keep 

preparing the rapists by promoting ‘sex-

discrimination’, right from our homes to societies to 

states to countries, and then we allege government. 

and police for not providing the security against them. 

Just out of curiosity, do you mind telling how has the 

government failed here? Because we are producing 

more numbers of rapists than they can stop. Ironic, 

isn't it? I see. Government hasn't failed. Actually we 

have won over it. We finally are able to defeat the 

number of cops, and per year, out of all the sexist 

minds, 20,000 successfully commit rape, at the least.

 Oh, few murder the girls. Never mind. Now, I 

have only a couple of hours left. But you are not on the 

ventilator, lucky you. So you might consider thinking 

timelessly about this -“Has our society ever agreed to 

the fact that girls are as equal as boys? Or ever treated 

them equally? Indifferently?”  Several of you will 

find that even at your homes, people don't agree to the 

girl-boy equality concept, even though they may be 

educated. Government or police is just to be blamed. 

Believe me. When a girl is being raped, she does not 

think about the lameness of government but the 

brutality of the rapists, not the pathetic coverage by 

media but the negligence of nearby public. The day 

this society will learn to admit that there is nothing 

worth discrimination between the two sexes, the 

country shall improve. I urge you to think where the 

crux of this fault lies, government, Police force, or at 

our homes? Do think at least once. And if you really 

think this is the wake-up moment for our country, then 

actually wake up because these protests are not going 

to work here.

And please, stop these protests. Better utilize 

your time to improve the thinking and beliefs of this 

society. Come on. Don't rape the democracy now.
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his medical check-up happens (ha-ha!) 2D doctor finds that this organs have fl
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O marvellous travellers! what glorious stories
We read in your eyes as deep as the seas.
Show us the caskets of your rich memories

Those wonderful jewels of stars and stratosphere.

We would travel without wind or sail!
And so, to gladden the cares of our jails,

Pass over our spirits, stretched out like canvas,
Your memories with their frames of horizons.

Tell us, what have you seen?

We have seen the stars
And the waves; and we have seen the sands also;
And, despite shocks and unforeshadowed disasters,

We have often, as here, grown weary.

The glory of sunlight on the violet sea,
The glory of cities in the setting sun,
Lit in our hearts an uneasy desire

To sink in a sky of enticing reflections.

Never did the richest cities, the grandest countryside,
Hold such mysterious charms

As those chance made amongst the clouds,
And ever passion made us anxious!"

-------The Journey
Charles Baudelaire
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