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NIT Hamirpur has seen a lot of changes in the past four years. From
building bridges (literally and figuratively) and hostels that put 5
star hotels to shame to changed and arguably student friendly
grading system, the college has grown and improved. Still much
remains the same. The prime marker of NITH, the Administrative
Block area might give a different sky view but the leaves of the tree
in front of it fall in the same cinematic way when the wind blows.
Nescafe might have shifted to a more spacious location with room
for sun bathing in the winters, but the coffee and conversations,
smell and sound the same. There might be only one periodical now,
or mid-terms as they are called but the last night struggle? Not so
different. The floodlights have just brightened up the romance of
the place.
Same is for this magazine, the theme “changes” every year, but the
spirit remains the same. The theme of this year’s issue is ‘tat twam
asi’. This might be the first time when not just the theme, but the
language itself has so much meaning to it. So to the ever present
theme of the magazine, a change is added, a change of language,
a language that has been constant for ages that has seen it all and
survived it all to cross over cultures, religions and countries, and a
chance to interpret it the way you want.
‘You are what you are looking for’. So what you want is what you
are, it’s all within you. You just need to figure out yourself. And you
may find it anywhere, in a good book or a nice talk, in the lap of
the nature outside or deep inside (it’s an endless loop, really). Or
maybe between the winds of the turning page of a magazine, your
magazine. Who knows, it might be a beginning. So flip the pages,
feel the paper in your hands, stop at a random page that you like
and read it. Maybe some of you will know what you are looking for.
The theme has been divided into 5 sub sections as: ‘vayu’, ‘jal’,
‘prithvi’, ‘akasa’ and ‘agni’. It is believed these are the elements every living being is made of. Some element dominates over the others, giving a person his or her dominant trait - making them ‘fiery’
or ‘calm’ and so on. Often we make the mistake of perceiving them
as just elements, what they really are is not just a force of nature,
but an emotion. A means of expression.

“Vayu” or “Wind”, to express that ultimate sense of freedom. To
fly freely, and not just in the sky. It is a representation of breaking
boundaries and giving air to your wings.
“Jal” or “Water”, an expression of the calmness, the serenity. To
love and care, to flow and follow your own carved path. Rising and
falling, as life prevails.
“Prithvi” or “Earth”, to represent life itself, in literal terms. To grow
tall, yet be rooted, and find a way back home always. The quintessential of humility.
“Akasa” or “Void”, everything and nothing at all. The ability to live
in extreme, being zero and infinity at the same time. Or just unpredictable, a surprise.
“Agni” or “Fire”, a way to represent passion, so strong and so deep,
that it consumes everything. Having a goal, and working to achieve
it with all you have.

sakshi

praveen

satyam

And a combination of all these, you, me, us. Some a bit of fire, other
like water. No two the same, a perfection of their own.
I believe any person’s soul can be glimpsed through the work that
they put their heart and passion into. What you hold in your hands
is not just a stack of paper or a random magazine, it is a peek into
our souls, the souls of the writers, the designers, the artists who
are friends, acquaintances or complete strangers. And this edition,
it is literally a peek into ourselves, you and me alike. Hope you see
not only us, but yourselves too, mirrored, reflected and most importantly, discovered.

manpreet

mohit

‘Lumos’.

gnana

Sakshi Babar
Students’ Editor
Srijan 2013-2014

divya

The 8th edition of the annual techno-vaganza was spread over three days
in the month of April 2013. Nimbus ’13 was grander than ever, precisely
due the amazing work of the aspiring engineers at NITH. With an aim to
put forth an exuberant display of their Technical Skills, the tech-fiesta
also proved an excellent platform for the students to help excel in their
managerial Skills. An entire academic year of relentless hard work evidently showed, comprising of an enthusiastic participation, not only by
the students of our own Institute, but several others as well. This well
scheduled event was just a perfect amalgam of knowledge mixed with
fun and frolic, and literally, the entire hill was buzzing with science and
tech.
Surely, the six departments at NITH were all set to take NIMBUS to a
whole new level. The various departmental teams for NIMBUS burnt their
midnight lamps, working neck to neck, shaping all their technical intricacies into fun events, just to ensure the entire campus turned a techno
geek for three days.
NIMBUS ’13 was flooded with participation, owing to the exciting online
events, that commenced a few days prior to the main event, comprising
of events like ‘Delusion’ and others. This year the event was set on fire
by the most awaited bot-wars, whilst events like ‘Destrotix’ and ‘Magnetrons’ required the students to use the best of their Technical Skills to engage and win the game. Besides, various events presented by the teams
like Treasure Hunt, Turbo Drift, X-Construction, Dexterity, Wonder Walls
were a major attraction. The carefully designed events were meant to
boost the basic technical and scientific skills of the students. The closing
ceremony of the first day was marked by the eagerly anticipated flying
lantern ceremony that was thoroughly enjoyed by students.
The second day of NIMBUS 2013 had a late noon counseling session on
GRE and GMAT conducted by United States India Education Foundation
(USIEF) taken up by Anubhuti Arora from the US Embassy, Delhi. The
workshop highlighted the set procedure one should engage in order
to apply abroad (keenly focused on US universities). Points like the frequency of standardized tests throughout the year (GRE and GMAT), importance of sound academic record and research at undergraduate level

were the acme of interactive session. Fellowships given both by universities and from outside were also mentioned. Lecture hall buzzed with
the sound of a bullet in campus. Bike stripping attracted tech bugs of
mechanical department and bike enthusiasts. Evening made its way with
guest lecture on neuroscience by Dr. Alejandro from Barcelona. He stimulated everybody’s neurons by demonstrating the mind boggling techniques of impulse detection by electroencephalograph. He exhibited the
change of amplitude of alpha wave, by closing his eyes for a while, which
changes amplitude depending on person’s relaxation state of mind. He
also displayed how with this technology, he was able to control a stimulated ball in the software, encouraging video gamers to make more human interaction based environments.
Electrical and electronics people continued the indulgence of students
with Luz Quester and Mission Impossible. Former involved designing bots
that moved by tracking light rays based on LDR techniques and designs,
while latter involved passing a laser field arena without touching the laser
rays. End of day 2 showcased a LASER SHOW, making spectacular patters
of umpteen colors and amazing 3D light ray formations.
Final day of NIMBUS 2013 twitched with AQUARUSH from team Medextrous, Code-Plex and Dexterity’s final rounds by .EXE team. Final guest
lecture was given by Cyber security expert Himanshu Sharma. Being a second year B.Tech Student himself, it helped make the session more interactive. He began his presentation by telling how he came to know about
hacking, specifying different categories of hacking and hackers. Then he
divulged in providing the imperative keywords which one should search
while researching about hacking, emphasizing the prominence of correct
keywords. He was heard saying jocosely-“Hacking can’t be taught, it is
one of the several things that come from the heart”. He ended up taking
a question-answer session which turned out to be time consuming.
Workshop on the motion sensing was a success. Its cultural image ‘KAI PO
CHE’, the kite flying contest was enjoyed with great fervor. ‘ZERO GRAVITY’, the colossal dance performance by dance club, was awe inspiring.
Closing ceremony followed up next, which concluded up by felicitation
of all teams and their coordinators. Best departmental team memento
went to “DESIGNOCRATS’ and the best core team tied to ‘PIXONIODS’,
the graphics, photography and web designing team, and the team ‘FINANCE’. The fest ended up with PIXONOIDS’s Video festival ‘REWIND’
and awesome grooves provided by DJ Smile.
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Praveen Sharma:
The team’s,
Fernando Jose
Torres Sanz,
huge Chelsea
fan. Wishes to
go back in time
and watch Dhyan
Chand’s play. His
simplicity and
agility to work
can spellbind
anyone. When
not writing passionate prose, he
sweats football.

Sakshi Babar: Hermione, the true Gryffindor. The enchanted one, working magically is her flair. Alpha of our pack
of lycans, she is a Bibliophile, so much so that, her mini
library of books read overshadows the space for apparel
in her home going bag. Beware, she has infectious smile.
(http://experiences-de-la-vie.blogspot.in/)

Manpreet Dhananjal: The Naughty One. She’s the core of
energy of the team. She could bubble out the most silent
of environments and entice everybody to push there ‘Oh
get up and be cool’ mode. She heads the Design team.

Satyam Kumar:
The Golu of our
family. He could
easily be mistaken
as an 8thgrade
school boy. He
greets everyone
with a glorious
and reverential
namaste and a
splendid smile. His
love for Samskrit
and his eloquence
in Sahityik Hindi is
awe-inspiring. He
is often seen having siesta in the
restaurants.

Gnana Selam: Akira Toriyama of the Team.
Terrific artist, testaments of which are the
walls of NIT-H and cartoons in the magazine. A
humanitarian, compassion and forgiveness are
his strongest senses. Crunch Freak, he hoops
with Lebron’s fervor.

Mohit Sharma: Dexter of the team. His inception for the most
original and innovative of ideas is rendered fascinating when
put in practice. If there could be a combination of Dexter and
Sherlock Holmes, it would undoubtedly be him.

Divya Meena: Girl with Google eyes, vampire of our clan. If
anyone has ever wanted to be a vampire more than Bella,
it’s her. She even writes under the pen-name of “Isabella
Swan”. Hard staggering worker, she somehow manages
to find solution to every quandary.
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^^;Fkk n`f”V rFkk l`f”VA**

From art gallery

Satyam
med, final year

vFkkZr~ tSlh n`f”V gksrh gS l`f”V oSlh gh izrhr gksrh gSA ;fn n`f”V vk/;kfRed gksa rks l`f”V ,d ‘kfDr dk fofo/k :i utj vkrh gS
,oa ;fn n`f”V HkkSfrd gks rks txr fofo/k v.kqvksa dk tky utj vkrk gS vkSj ;s v.kq Hkh tc lw{erk ls ijhf{kr fd;s tkrs gSa rks
O;fDr ikrk gS fd ;g Hkh fofHkUu rjax nS?;Z dh ÅtkZ dk eSuhQSLVs’ku gSA vr% ge ikrs gSa fd ‘kk’orrk dh [kkst tc ‘kq# gksrh gS
rks iFk Hkys gh vusd gksa ij ge ,d gh ifj.kke ikrs gSaA HkkSfrd txr ds foospu ij ikrs gSa fd ;g iap rRoksa dk feJ.k gS pkgs #i
fofo/k D;ksa u gks ;g l`f”V ds LFkkf;Ro dh gh vko’;drk gSA HkkSfrd iapHkwr ‘kjhj fuekZ.k ds vfHkUu vax gS] fdlh ,d dk ghs
yksi vU; pkjksa dh mi;ksfxrk dks fuf’Ø; dj nsrh gSA iapHkwrksa esa vkdk’k dks NksM+dj ckdh pkjksa dh izd`fr ,d nwljs dh iwjd gSA
vfXu dk vfLrRo ty ds vkxeu ij lekIr gks tkrk gSA ogha fcuk vfXu] ty dk vfLrRo laHko ugha] og cQZ cudj jg tkrk
gSA ok;q vfXu dks cq>k nsrh gS ij ogh ok;q vfXu ds ngu esa lgk;d Hkh gksrh gSA i`Foh ds vfLrRo esa vfXu] ty] ok;q dk vfHkUu
LFkku gSA fQj Hkh ;g i`Foh ds {kj.k dk Hkh dkj.k curh gS vkSj var esa vkdk’k bu pkjksa dkjdksa dks Lo;a eas lekfgr dj ysrk gSA
Hkkjrh; bfrgkl esa *lR;* ;kfu ‘kk’or ,oa blds dkjdks dh [kkst vkfndky ls gh jgh gSA fHkUu&fHkUu iaFk] osnkar] U;k;
oS’ksf’kdh] lka[;] ;ksxeh ek’kk ds }kjk mlh lR; dks [kkstus ds fy, fofHkUu egkRekvksa us viuk HkkSxksfyd ,oa HkkSfrd thou
dh vkgqfr ns nhA lR; dks tkuus ds fy, tks ekuo eucqf) vgadkj ls ijs gSA Lo;a esa [kkst djrs jgs rc ,d egku vkfo”dkj
gqvkA **rr~ Roe~ vfl **bl okD; dh ljyrk eksfgr dj nsus okyh gSA rhu vfrlk/kkj.k ‘kCnksa esa ;qfDr iwoZd lR; dks crkuk ,d
egku iz;kl gSA ‘kkfCnd vFkZ Hkh vfr lk/kkj.k lk izrhr gksrk gSA **ftl lR; dks crkus dks rqe [kkst jgs gks og rqe gh gks**A ijarq
;fn bl okD; dk lek/kku fd;k tk, rks ;g O;k[;k ls ijs gSA flQZ vuqHko gh fd;k tk ldrk gSA bl okD; dk vFkZ le>us ls
igys ;g tku uk gksxk fd **eSa D;k gwa\** ;g iz’u vius vki esa fof’k”V gSA blh okD; ds lk/ku ls Kkfu;kas us thou&e`R;q dk
vFkZ tkuk vkSj bl ds ijs i{k dks vuqHko dj ik,A
osn dk iz/kku okD; gS **rr~ Roe~ vfl** ,oa rSRrjh; mifu”kn esa mn~jd us vius iq= dks bldk mins’k nsdj vFkZ vuqHko
djkdj tudY;k.k dk dk;Z fd;kA
Hkkjr Hkwfe ij foKku vkSj v/;kRe lnk lkFk&lkFk pysA dHkh bu nks jkgksa esa fookn u jgk A ,d Lo;a ds vanj lR; dks
[kkst us dk ekxZ gS rks nwljk HkkSfrd txr vFkkZr bfUnz; txr esa lR; dks [kkstus dk ekxZ dyg rc ‘kq: gqvk tc gesa Lo;a dk
Kku u jgk vKku vFkkZr v/kwjs Kku dh rg eksVh gksrh pyh xbZaA osn okD; ,d vuqHko u gksdj flQZ vkSj flQZ ‘kCn tky jg x,A

From art gallery

17

Adarsh Verma,
MED, Third year

I don’t know why people call life funny or skeptical or those
countless number of ugly adjectives. I guess life is stupid. There
isn’t any particular reason for this immaculate selection of this
adjective, just in case a small frown is creasing your forehead. I
tend to use the word ‘stupid’ a lot. I like the sound of this word
in true sense, not any other fancy reason. It’s like one day I was
repeating the word again and again in my mind or I was saying it
out loud, I don’t remember and I got hooked. I like the sound this
word makes when it ends, it’s like that small and addictive sound
your fore-finger makes when you hit that wooden chair or that
dusty and a bit ignored table in the corner of your room.
I called life stupid because there are a lot of things which don’t
make any sense. It’s like fooling around and you don’t have a clue
about what you have been doing all day long. Such is the life here.
We are studying, cultivating incurable dreams and half of us have
no idea what we want out of our acute actuality. At 3a.m. when
everything seems still and air is perfectly calm for breathing with
no disturbance to hurt your throat, a sudden restlessness knocks
you down. Silent and colorless winds bring back the growling of
the past and they strike your eardrums, refusing to yield. But you
cover your ears and refusing to listen to the voices, you start running away, just like the way you did earlier in daytime.
And then later at night, at stupid 4 a.m., everything turns upside
down.
At 4 a.m., when the rain has just stopped and a few drops are
still playing in thin air and are trying to hang in there for a longer
time but they are soon out of their breath. At 4 a.m., when darkness around starts to seem brighter than the stupid morning sun
which pretends to keep you warm and ultimately conspires with
night to hide behind its endless doors. At 4a.m. when you are
somehow able to sign a peace treaty with past and your sleepy
eyes start cooking amiable dreams. You didn’t feel like writing a
single line all day and at this stupid 4a.m. zillions of thoughts start
crossing your mind and you can write pages, hundreds of them
in one go if you aren’t short of accurate words. You can even
paint pages with your Prussian blue ink inside your blanket. At
4a.m. you don’t need a bulb or some exhausted table lamp, your
cellphone light works just fine. Again this cellphone light seems
brighter than the wicked morning sun who promised you to hold

Shiwani Gupta

Stupid 4 a.m.
your hands till the end of the time. The pen which made excuses
all day is now spitting verses just the way you can listen to your
talkative spouse all day long. And listening to her mysterious
voice, slowly and gradually we fall asleep.
This isn’t some tale of a particular writer or some crazy poet. This
is us. We all tell stories. We all drink rhymes. Just like atoms form
our body, the moments we live feed our soul. Each moment has
its own signature quote. Some are stupid in a funny way, and
some are stupid in a sad way. Life is a bundle of these moments.
Some laughs are like little children giggling together after their
school got over and some laughs are cynical and sarcastic.
And then we wake up. Very few people wake up each day smiling and in a happy state of mind. Some of them feel weird because they saw some stupid dream. And some would feel weird
because their perfect dream ended unexpectedly. I see a lot of
dreams and I don’t remember much of them. I think it’s good in
a way. But some days I sit and wonder, what was that dream all
about and I get nothing.
Someday I’m worried like crazy, I would keep on thinking about
them and will scratch my brains till I get a headache. Someday I
would be sad just because I won’t know if the dream was supposed to be a happy one or a sad one. Now starts the real part.
While brushing your teeth, while eating tasteless breakfast and
while heading towards the classes, your mind starts conjecturing. And this 4a.m. magic and a whole new layer of hidden world
starts unfolding.
How come nobody ever told you about this magic?
Why don’t they teach you this in classrooms?
Your parents didn’t give you a clue, you never caught your friends
talking about such a secret.
Is it so obvious that everybody knows?
Or
Is it just forbidden?
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Roop Singh,
EED, 2nd year

Vasudha Tuli

lPph
[kq’kh
fiNyh nhokyh dh Nqfê;ksa esa] eSa jsyxkM+h ls vius dqN fe=ksa ds lkFk ?kj x;k FkkA jsyxkM+h vius Bgjko fgUMkSu flVh ij :dh vkSj eSaus vius
fe=ksa dks vyfonk dgk vkSj cl LVSaM tk gh jgk Fkk fd ogka ij ,d 2&3 o”kZ dh yM+dh /kwi esa [kM+h jks jgh Fkh vkSj mldh vk¡[kksa ls vk¡lqvksas
dh /kkjk cg jgh FkhA og fdlh ls enn ekaxuk pkgrh Fkh ij ‘kk;n fdlh ls dgus esa f>>d jgh Fkh] mldh utjsa fdlh dks <wa< jgh FkhA eq>s
,slk izrhr gks jgk Fkk fd og vius Lotuksa ls fcNM+ xbZ gSA ogka ij cgqr ls vkWVks fjD’kk pkyd vkSj lkekU; yksx [kM+s FksA oks ml yM+dh dh
rjQ ns[k rks jgs Fks ij mlds ikl rd ugha vk;sA ;g ns[k eq>s cM+h gSjkuh gqbZA eq>ls jgk ugha x;k vkSj rqjUr ml NksVh lh yM+dh ds ikl
tkdj mlls iwNus yxk fd vki fdldks <wa< jgs gks] vki fdlds lkFk vkbZ gks] ;gka vkids ekrk&firk dgka gSa\
ijUrq eSaus ;g Hkh ugha lkspk Fkk fd oks uUgh lh cPph tks Bhd izdkj ls cksy Hkh ugha ikrh gksxh bu lcdk tokc dSls nsxhA ml
le; ml yM+dh dh gkyr ,slh Fkh ftl izdkj dksbZ O;fDr fcuk fdlh lcwr ds viuh funksZf”krk lkfcr djus ds fy, odhy ds iz’uksa dk
mÙkj nsus esa vleFkZ gksA
eq>s ml yM+dh ds ikl ns[k ,d O;fDr Hkh ogka vk x;k vkSj eSaus ml O;fDr dh enn ls ml yM+dh ds Lotuksa dks <wa<uk izkjEHk
fd;k] ij cgqr nsj rd gesa dksbZ ugha feyk rks ml yM+dh dks ysdj ikl esa fLFkr iqfyl pkSdh ys tkus yxs fd mlh le; 40&50 o”kZ dk
,d O;fDr nkSM+rk gqvk vk;k vkSj ml UkUgha lh cPph dks vius g`n; ls yxk fy;k vkSj ,slk yxk fd ekuksa mldh vka[kksa ls [kq’kh ds vkalw
fudy jgsaZ gksa vkSj psgjs ij izlUurk Nk xbZ gksA ml O;fDr us tkrs gq, gels dgk fd **Hkyks gks HkkbZ Fkkjksa** ¼jktLFkkuh Hkk”kk esa /kU;okn½
vkSj pyk x;kA eSa Hkh ?kj ds fy, jokuk gqvk vkSj jkLrs esa vius eu esa izlUurk dh vuqHkwfr djus yxkA ml UkUgha lh cPph dh enn djds
tks [kq’kh eq>s feyh og okLro esa lPph [kq’kh FkhA
Li”V ‘kCnksa esa dgwa rks gesa ekuoh; dÙkZO;ksa dk ikyu djuk pkfg,A ftlesa lHkh dk fgr lekfgr gksA gesa tc Hkh fdlh vlgk;
dh lgk;rk djus dk volj feys rks mlls foeq[k ugha gksuk pkfg,A ;fn vki fdlh dh enn djrs gks rks varZvkRek ls vkidks ,d larqf”V
feyrh gSA ftlls vkids eu dh izlUurk vuk;kl gh vkids psgjs ij >ydus yxrh gSA
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Sristi Sarika,
CED, 2nd year

Sushant Pathania

Manpreet Dhanjal

Akshit, sharma
CED, Third year

Drenched Pride
Sailing through the skies, he started to rise
To change the world, he took some lives
Cutting the forests, to make some room
Building some rockets to reach the moon

He stood above all like a God in the making
To make life easy was all for the taking
To the almighty human, all hail to him
Praise the new God, write some hymns
Destroying the nature he felt like a lord
Nobody to rise, no body to hold
Ruling the world like a tyrant
Now came the nature with its trident
Ferocious nature to show its powers
Started destroying everything that was ours
Howling of the wind made us fear
Destruction by the floods brought us tears
The humongous oceans came with the tides
The furious tornadoes took many lives
Quaking the earth making heavy rains
Here comes the nature that can’t be tamed
By the end of the day we came to know
Going against the nature was not good to go
Realizing this thing took some time
Price of which was paid by blood and lives
Kneeling to the nature finally broke our pride
Facing the power from which nobody can hide.

Lo;a bfrgkl fy[kuk gS
D;k HkVdk,xh lkxj dh ;s ygjsa rq>s
esjs eu] rq>s [kqn meM+rk Tokj cuuk gS]
Hkkoukvksa dh vkaf/k;ksa esa mM+rs gksaxs lw[ks iÙks
gj vkos’k dks tks >sy tk, [kqn esa ,slk Hkkj j[kuk gS]
lquk gS [kwc v’dksa esa ;gka Mwcrh gS ftanxh
n`<+rk ds lkxj esa mu v’dksa dk cgko j[kuk gS]
>wBs cgkjksa esa dgha u chr tk, ;s lQj
fQtkvksa esa viuh [kq’kcw dk Hkh vglkl j[kuk gS]
pqHks gks ‘kwy yk[kksa ij] gksa t[e xgjs ij
ycksa ij eqLdqjkgV dk gh fu’kku j[kuk gS]
yksyqirk ds cktkjksa esa rks cl f[kykSus fcdrs gSa
rq>s balkfu;r dk gj dyek ;kn j[kuk gS]
etcwfj;ksa ds feFk rys tgka chr tkrs vjls dbZ
ogh iy&iy rq>s lkgl csfglkc j[kuk gS]
lkfgyksa dh jsr ij {kf.kd infpUgksa dh uk rw ckr dj
oDr ds iUuksa ij vfeV ,d Nki j[kuk gS]
jaxuh ugha dksjs dkxt ij egt L;kgh dksbZ
oju~ Lo.kkZ{kjksa esa Lo;a bfrgkl fy[kuk gSA
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Deeksha Sharma,
eed, 2nd year

fT+kanxh dh lqanjrk
¼izs{kd dh vkW[kks ls½

ftanxh] bruh rqPN ugha gS rks ,slk gS tSls nksLRkks] fd mls tgj dh dqN gh cwanksa ls fo’kky dkys va/ksjs esa igqapkus dk bZuke ulhc gksA
bldh dher dk vanktk yxkuk rks ,slk gks tSls jsfxLrkuh dks eqëh esa cka/kus tSlk ;s fdlh fiatjs esa cka/kus ds fy, izkIr ugha gqbZ
gS] cfYd ,d [kqyh fdrkc dh Hkkafr gS ftlds gj iUus ls ,d ;knxkj vuqHkoh vkSj jkspd fdLlk tqM+k gS ftls i<+dj ea>nkj ds
chp grk’k ukfod Hkh vius lkfgy dks ik tk,A ,d lkekU; O;fDr ds fy, fdruk vklku gks ldrk gS] ;s dguk fd vkRegR;k
dk;j yksx gh djrs gSaA ijarq vHkh&vHkh tks vius daB ls tgj dh cwansa mrkj pqdk gS ;k ftlds flj ls nks xksfy;ka ikj gks pqdh gSa ¼nks
{k.k ds nnZ ds lkFk½A ;k ia[ks ij yxs QUns dks gh viuk ?kj cuk pqdk gS mlds ygw esa D;k [kyoyh eph Fkh\ dksbZ ugha tkurkA ,d
iy ds fy, mlds efLr”d us ;s Hkh ugha lkspk] fd mldh cstku nsg ls u tkusa fdruksa ds g`n; dk ukrk gS\ ijns ds ihNs mldh
ftanxh esa ,slk D;k py jgk Fkk] tks mldk eu bfUnz;ksa ij bruk gkoh gks x;k vkSj thou ls eksg gh lekIr gks x;kA
thou ;w¡ gh xokus ds fy, ugha cfYd gj {k.k dks [kkl cukus ds fy, gSA gj {k.k rks u`rd ds ?kqa?k:vksa tSlk gS tks gj rky ij
fo’ks”k >adkj nsrk gSA o”kkZ dh fueZe cwanksa ds Li’kZ ls BaMd eglwl djus ds fy, gSA rr~i’pkr
bUnz/kuq”k esa lkrksa jaxksa dks <qa<us ds fy, ;g thou] ‘khr _rq esa ‘osr igkM+ksa ls jkg <w+<
jgh lqugjh fdj.kkas dh Å”ek izkIr djus ds fy, gSA clar esa Qwyksa ls jax&fcjaxh
èkjk dks fugkjus dk vkUkan vrqyuh; gSA ftanxh dk etk rks dqYQh ds lkFk
xeZ tysch dks p[kus esa gSA thou nksLrksa ds lkFk ekSt eLrh] cpiu
esa pqycqyh ‘kjkjrsa vkSj ;qok voLFkk esa gekjk jDr tks’k] lkgl ls
ifjiw.kZ gSA blh thou esa eka esa vkapy esa flj <¡dus mldh eerk Hkjs
gkFkksa ls fuokyk [kkus dk volj lHkh dks ulhc ugha gksrk gSA
ftanxh rks gj eksM+ ij vyx gh gS] blfy, ‘kk;n gesa Hkh u;s
Lokn dks ekSdk nsuk pkfg, ftlls thus dk vkuan dbZ xquk c<+ tk,A
thou dks dHkh vdsyk er NksM+ks] ftlls mlls fujk’kk ulhc
gh u gksA D;ksafd lQyrk dh pje lhek ij jgh ftu egku gfLr;ksa us
fujk’kk ls thou dks cckZn dj fn;k] os Hkh ;gh alans’k ns x, ftUnxh NksVh
gks ij vPNh gksuh pkfg,A
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Dr. Vijay Shankar Dogra,
Associate Professor, CED

Rendezvous with
Student’s Creativity
teaching environment would be prevalent in the college and
above all the fact that all my colleagues would be those teachers, who taught me just three years back. Without diverting
from the topic let me bind up with tag line that I formally joined
as a “TEACHER” on the same day.
My first face-off was with the students of second year, “the
then 1994-99 batch” of Civil Engineering. Story began with
a high note in a way that I was able to recapture my student
life in the students, which seemed similar to those in my class
sitting about three years back in the same class room. Usual
group of front benchers, back benchers, curious ones and obviously just students. Interaction with the batch became more
intense, when I coordinated the Survey camp of this batch
(And of course recalled the mirthful days of our survey camp

Mohit Sharma

Though just like many, I too had numerous journeys with different goals and objectives, but most memorable one had
definitely been my journey on the morning of November 16th,
1996. On this fortunate morning I started from my home very
early at around 5:30 AM to join as a teacher in the Department
of Civil Engineering of REC Hamirpur (now NIT Hamirpur), a
place where I spent four golden years of my life as a B. Tech
student from 1989 to 1993. Just after a gap of three years going
back to my alma mater in a different role filled my heart with a
special kind of joy and mirth. A volley of thoughts engulfed my
mind in an entirely different way; my entire student life was in
front of my eyes, my friends, class hours, hostel life, hill’sfair,
sports meet and obviously undated celebrations in Hostel and
bunks. I was into plethora of imagination, as to what type of
students I would face in my new role as teacher, what kind of
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in 1990, which was conducted around same erstwhile second
Gate of REC/NIT). This Civil batch played a key role in making
the kind of teacher I am today, because of the positive energy they infused into me. I miss that batch a lot when I travel
through the memory lane. My interface with the students increased manifold when I started teaching interdepartmental
courses like Engineering Drawing and Fluid Mechanics, which
were common to entire batch irrespective of branch. That way
I used to be acquainted with entire batch running at a particular
time. The voyage continued with the same zeal, while more
and more batches came in and left the Institute for their flight
into the world arena, slowly and steadily creating a large pool
of my students adopting multidimensional carriers. Of all the
years during this journey, extracurricular activities used to be
the occasion where I used to witness the zeal, enthusiasm, glut
of energy and creativity.
I always used to make sure to be present in all students’ activities, be it literary, technical, sports and evidently the most
sought after one, “hill’sfair”. First chance to get a closer view
of students’ dedication, team work spirit and excellent execution skills, I got, when the assignment of faculty coordinator,
“Cultural Clubs” was rendered to me, in 2001. I could actually
see multilevel management of various clubs, right from dramatics club to organization club and music club to controls. Finance
club used to work with the tag line that “Money cannot buy
everything, but money can buy anything”. Important thing was
that each team consisted members from first year to final year
and everyone followed the hierarchy. This not only induced
discipline but also used to increase the efficiency of the team.
Coordination amongst the teams within and with other teams
was another major plank of the work culture. And it’s pertinent
to mention that all the preparation for this event continued
along with the classes and other activities. Obviously getting
the permissions for various things like places of practice, girls’
permissions to stay out for practices beyond the hostel timings
etc were some ticklish issues and used to take lot of time and
energy. Few things which I still recall are “action of stalls, listening to music club preparations, and most importantly the
refreshment money requested by various clubs”. Everybody
involved was capable of affording everything whatever they
wanted to eat anytime but still the “Pranthas” in refreshments
during practices were the most sought after entities. The four
days event, November 1st to 4th was the culmination of thorough hard work put in by all teams and combination of leadership, team work, and dedication indeed. It was a nice experience as coordinator. hill’sfair in 2002 was cancelled due to
some reason, I got relieved from this assignment in 2003 and
thereafter I went for Ph.D. to IIT Roorkee in 2004. I was back in
the campus in 2007.
My second face-off with students’ ingenuity started in 2008,
when I was assigned the post of President Student Activities

(PSA), wherein I was to coordinate not only cultural, but sports,
NSS, literary, SPIC-MACAY and bit of technical activities too.
Regular sports activities, IEDUSA tournaments, and athletic
meets were the events where I could see excellent team work,
devotion, discipline, coordination and definitely leadership by
captains of teams. hill’sfair 2008 and 2009, gave me the similar experiences as I had during 2001, with a change that the
volume of our cultural festival had increased manifolds now.
Number of students, events, participation and obviously the
finances involved, everything had grown in magnitude. And
hence efforts put in by the organizing teams for successfully
organization were also amplified. hill’sfair 2001 was the first to
be organized at OAT, and it never used to be full even during
primetime, whereas in 2008 to cater to the crowd the capacity
of the OAT was augmented. During this stint as PSA one lifetime opportunity was rendered by Institute as task of organization of 1st National Indian Student Form “NISF” at NIT Hamirpur. Four day programme included a panel discussion by 12
CEOs/lead academicians/ industrialists too, but the highlight of
the event was an expert lecture by His Holiness Dalai Lama on
“Ethics of a Meaningful Life”. Everybody on campus was mesmerized by the visit of this great personality to NITH campus,
and for me “I don’t have words”. And when I shared the stage
with HH Dalai Lama ji, I was on the seventh sky. On a whole it
was a memorable lifetime experience. All the teams, I worked
with, during organization of these events developed respect in
my heart, and obviously I had lifelong relations with them apart
from the fact that they are my fellow alumnus.
The last one in this series came in the form of the recently
organized 40th National Conference on Fluid Mechanics and
Fluid Power, (FMFP) December 12-14, 2013 at NIT Hamirpur,
where, I was one of the organizing Secretaries. Though my
previous experiences of students’ enthusiasm were with reference to student activities, this time for an academic event
again I relied on my students. To everyone’s surprise and my
strong belief, it was again proved that students can handle
any event in the best possible way. Of course faculty members got associated with various sections but right from registration to technical sessions, accommodation to transportation, and hospitality to food arrangement, everyone from
within the Institute and participants from outside noticed and
complimented that everything was handled so well. All the
great academic luminaries, IITians, researchers and scientists
took back overwhelming and impressive memories from the
college about the Institute and definitely about the students
due to the hard work put in by the students. I firmly believe
on the basis of my experiences that in any event the best creativity can be poured in by this elite class called “Students”. I
close this piece of writing with all my good wishes to them
and acknowledge my gratitude towards them for having me
have those tremendous experiences of their imagination. God
Bless.
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lqanj n`’; dh
dYiuk
;Ww gh Hkze.k djrs djrs]
igq¡pk u tkus dgk¡ pyrs pyrsA
,d ,slh vnHkqr euHkkou txg]
;w¡ gh fcuk otgA
izd`fr dh lqanjrk dk ,slk ,d mnkgj.k]
Mwc tkÅ¡ ftlesa eSa djds lc dqN viZ.kA
,sls [kwclwjr n`’; us ea=eqX/k eq>dks dj fn;k]
,dVd ns[k ikourk dks eSaus iw.kZr% eglwl fd;kA
pV~Vkuks dks phjrk dy&dy cgrk ikuh]
Fkk dYiuk ls ijs] tSls ifj;ksa dh dgkuhA
pkjksa vksj Fks gjs Hkjs o`{k] iRrs vkSj Qwy]
Fkk okrkoj.k ml txg dk ,dne vuqdwyA
yxk vpkud ,sls fd ?kqek nh fdlh ijh us NM+h]
tknw ls fnu <y x;k vkSj jkr vpkud&c<+hA
dkyh pknj esa flrkjks dh Hkkafr fudys uHk esa rkjs]
esjh rjg os Hkh] bl lqanj n`’; dks gh fugkjsa A
pkan cgrs ikuh esa ns[k viuh ijNkbZA
yxk ,sls tSls gks dksbZ nqYgu ‘kekZ;h A
pkanuh pkan dh QSyh pkjksa vksj]
Qwyksa dh [kq’kcw Hkh mM+k jgh Fkh gks’kA
p<+ x;k ,d pV~Vku ij ikourk dks eglwl fd;k]
iSj fQlyk vkSj eSa unh esa tkdj fxj x;kA
vka[k [kqyh rc tkdj ;s le> vk;k]
liuk Fkk tks dHkh u iwjk gks ik;kA

pawan bharti,
ECE mtech 1st year

rqeus Hkh xj
ns[kk gS
mM+us dks cspSu gS ,slh
fpfM+;k dk ij ns[kk gS]
cpiu dh xfy;ksa esa
eSaus feêh dk ?kj ns[kk gSA
viuh dksbZ fQØ ugha Fkh
eLrh esa lc jgrs Fks]
lwuk gS tks xkao gekjk
ukp ogk¡ ij ns[kk gSA
dksbZ dgkuh nknh ek¡ ls
lqurs Fks ge cpiu esa ]
esyk Fkk] esys esa >wyk
[kqf’k;ksa ls rj ns[kk gSA
[ksrksa esa nkSM+k djrs Fks
Qlyksa dh ijokg u Fkh]
Ckatj gS tks vkt bykdk
isM+ ogka ij ns[kk gSA
fxjus yxs v’d vka[kksa ls
eu mnkl tc gks tk, ]
;kn djks og nkSj lqgkuk
rqeus Hkh xj ns[kk gSA

Jaideep Negi

ayush kumar,
ECE, First year

Survey

Survey
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Mayank Jain,
ECE, Final year

esjh I;kjh nhnh

dgkuh gS l;kuh dh] gj oDr dqckZuh dh
dqN [kêh&ehBh ;knksa dh] dqN jksrh&galrh ckrksa dh A
muds eu dk rks irk ugha] ij gj oDr mUgsa eqLdqjkrs ns[kk gS
muds I;kj dks eSaus] mudh vka[kksa ls >ydrs ns[kk gSA

fj’rs ‘kk;n vej u jgsa] fdarq ;g I;kj ges’kk vej jgsxk
vkidh lkjh ;knksa dk esjs thou esa ?kj jgsxk A
thou rks vHkh ‘kq: gqvk gS] dqN ubZ ;knksa dks eSaus tqM+rs ns[kk gS
vkidh ;knsa rks ydhjsa gSa] ftUgsa eSaus vius ij mdjrs ns[kk gSA

cpiu dh lkjh ckrsa] dqN ?kqa/kyh] dqN rktk ;knsa
vkids fcuk dgha gks tkuk] gj oDr [kqn dks vsdyk ikuk A
vkidh nksLrh dks eSaus] cpiu ls iyrs ns[kk gS
vkidh rfi’k esa] eSaus [kqn dks <yrs ns[kk gSA

,d oDr ge lkFk Fks] t:j gksxk fd ge nksckjk gksa
vkidk _.kh jguk rks vkthou pkgwa] cl iy nks iy ckr gks A
pkgs vki ukjkt gS eq>ls] ij vkidks esjs fy, yM+rs ns[kk gS
vkidh gj ,d ‘okl dks eSaus] esjs fy, ysrs ns[kk gSA

vkidh lkjh ckrsa] tSls eq>s [kqn vkxs ys tkrh gSa
vkidh rc dh gj lykg] vkt gj jkst dke vkrh gS A
Nkao cgqr I;kjh gS eq>s] eSaus lwjt dks tyrs ns[kk gS
gj Nkao ds fy, [kM+s gks rqe] gj ckj eSaus rqedks rirs ns[kk gSA

‘kk;n ;gh gekjh dgkuh gS] tks bl I;kj dh fu’kkuh gS
vkidks esjh ijokg gS] dqN eq>s vkidh gS A
bl fj’rs dks ‘kk;n eSa de le> ikÅa] ij ;g I;kj eSu
a s nksuksa esa ns[kk gS
vkidh gh rks vka[ks gSa] ftuls eSaus ;g lalkj ns[kk gSA

From art gallery

Akshit Sharma
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New Brick on the Block
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Supreet Kaur,
CSED, Final year

Feminism:

A woman who identifies herself as a feminist is immediately labeled as a bra-burner, man-hater, lesbian, stupid
or a slut influenced by western culture who just wants to
walk around naked and a man who stand up for his girl is
termed “joru ka ghulam” and has to face vehement ridicule. A whopping 75% of the men think that feminism is
an evil movement, started in the west and has no place
in our society. This is mainly due to the misrepresentation of feminism by religious fanatics, babas and misinformed politicians and leaders who are the main source
of information and enlightenment for the common man.
I have heard many excuses over the years as to why feminism is unwelcome in our society, each more ridiculous
than the other.
Myth 1: Feminists are influenced by western culture and
just want to walk around naked.
The most common label put on female feminists is of
being a slut. In a discussion with one of my seniors on
Facebook, he said feminists just want to walk around
naked. I was astounded by the level of ignorance
and the offensive remarks. I tried explaining to him
that that is not what feminism is about. After being
called names and being verbally abused by him, I was
blocked. This misconception is mainly because of the
topless movement in Europe because a Tunisian woman was ordered to be stoned to death for posting a picture saying “my body, my rights” on her bare chest.
While this may offend some people, it certainly doesn’t
deserve a death by such brutal means. The movement
was solely for the freedom of the Tunisian woman and
for her safety. The organization that was protesting

From art gallery

The new F word

argued that a man posting a similar picture would not
have the same fate. Feminists just ask for the hypocrisy
to end and to give a woman freedom and control over
her own body, to not make her body a source of family
honour and just let her be.
Myth 2: Feminists are the main cause of rising rapes in
the society.
Another equally ridiculous myth is that feminists are the
main cause of rising rapes in India because they want to
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roam about at any time wearing anything they want. We
feminists believe that a woman’s dress has got nothing
to do with her being raped or sexually harassed. When I
say this, I am usually responded to by saying, “but that’s
like not locking the door of your house and then saying
you were robbed”, to which I promptly reply that “blaming the victim for rape, is like blaming an innocent man
for murder because he was not wearing bulletproof
vest”. We cannot generalize everything. It’s not always
“taali ek hath se nahi bajti”. Rapists are psychopaths just
like serial killers. In early September last year, 4 rape
cases were reported in 3 days of which 3 involved little
girls. Two of these girls were 9 years old and one was 13
years old, and each of these girls knew the rapist. These
little girls were not grown women who seduced their
perpetrator by their dress, nor were they roaming out
late with unknown men. Feminism entails the freedom
of making a choice and not being raped, killed, labeled
or ridiculed for it. If a woman chooses to wear skirts, she
shouldn’t have to through the trauma of sexual harassment and then be blamed for it.
Myth 3: Don’t hold the door open for them or you’ll get
smacked in the face.
Men also have the notion that feminists get offended
when offered a seat in buses and public transports, or
if doors are held open for them. Absolutely NOT. Feminism is a movement against chauvinism not chivalry.
While there may be some radicals who don’t like things
being done for them, that is individual choice and not
a feminist ideal. There are radicals in every movement
but they do not represent the majority. A woman would
appreciate it if you chose to pull her chair for her or
pay her bills, even if she’s a feminist. The only difference between would be that she doesn’t need you to
do that and would not mind even if you didn’t do those
things. Only a very bitter person would react negatively
to someone being nice to them and bitterness is not a
result of feminism but your outlook to life and perhaps
your past experiences.
Myth 4: Feminists think there is no difference between
men and women.
This is a common misconception even among novice

feminists. No we do not think both genders can do everything. Men are physically stronger than women and
that cannot be denied. On the other hand women are
better at multi-tasking. We acknowledge the differences
between both genders and believe in equality of making
choices despite those differences. A woman should not
be denied the right to make a certain choice by virtue of
her gender, and neither should a man. A woman should
not be ridiculed for wanting to become a cop or a truck
driver, just like a man should not be ridiculed for wanting to be a cook or a designer. In fact some of the best
cooks in the country are men.
Myth 5: Feminists are not feminine.
This is could not be more farther from the truth. I am a
feminist but I love getting dressed, having my hair done
and doing make up. Being a feminist doesn’t make you
less feminine, just like doing chores at home does not
make a man any less masculine.
Myth 6: Feminists hate men.
This too is a very common misconception. Feminists do
not hate men, with the exception of sexist ones. We
have fathers, brothers, partners and friends in our life
whom we adore and respect and we expect the same
from them. No feminist will say that she doesn’t want
a man, unless she is a homosexual and prefers women. We fall for men too. It’s called love. We are just
against “boys” (I say boys because real men appreciate a strong and independent woman and treat them
as an equal) who think they are superior by virtue of
their gender. We do not appreciate being told that our
place is at home and if we step out to live our lives we
deserved to be raped and harassed.
Myth 7: It’s against Indian culture.
This is a very lame argument, usually put forth by people
who have never bothered to know more about India’s
true culture. Ours is a society that worships goddesses.
One that calls upon Laxmi when it needs wealth and Saraswati when it needs knowledge. This is not a culture
that believes women are beneath men. It’s one of the
few ancient cultures of the world that shows women at
par with men in all walks of life.
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Abhimanyu Kumar,
CED, First year

^tokuh*

Tkokuh ‘kkS;Z dk J`axkj la;e dh ljy Hkk”kk]
meM+rh Hkkouk dk Tokj ri dh EkkSu ifjHkk”kkA
tokuh ds fy, bfrgkl ds iUus epyrs gSaA
tokuh dh /ked ls dky ds vkys[k Vyrs gSaA
izcU/kksa ds u;s v/;k; uwru xku cu tkrs A
tokuh us dHkh vojks/k dh lÙkk u ekuh gS]
izFkkvksa] o/kZukvksa dh b;Ùkk Hkh u ekuh gSA
tokuh us lnk ladYi dks lkFkh cuk;k gS]
e/kqj i; gh ugha] xjy Hkh vktek;k gSA
vjs vks ukStokuksa! mB iM+ks ij[kks tokuh dks ]
f’kok dk ‘kkS;Z] xq# dh rsx] cUnk dh jokuh dks A
egkjk.kk cuks ;qx ds gqadkj th Hkjds ]
xxu esa Hkj xqatkj t; Jh jke gj&gj dsA
Hkxs Hkz”Vkpj.k dk Hkwr tx O;ogkj ikou gksA
ijLij dk txs fo’okl] gj eatj lqgkou gksA
gekjs ns’k dk xkSjo f{kfrt esa Fkk mBs fQj ls]
irkdk fo’ofot;h O;kse esa ygjk mBs fQj lsA
tokuh og ugha tks tqeZ ds vkxs >qds jks;s]
/k/kdrh Økafr ds vaxkj flj ij cks/k ls <ks;sA
flld jks;s va/ksjs esa txs Hk;Hkhr vka[kkas ls]
flgj tk;s tekus ls xxu rkSys u ik[kksa ls A
tokuh ‘kwy jkSans jkg ij vaxkj lk nkSM+s]
vius ikn pki ls ely ns jkg ds jksM+sA
tokuh flf) dh xqfVdk ugha lk/kuk dk ri gS]
lq[kn ‘kS;k u thou dh ej.k ds ea= dk ti gSA
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Anand Mohan,
EED, Third year

ikUkh gS] ikuh\

ns’k esa vktdy pqukoh ekSle
gSA lHkh vksj fodkl dh ckrsa gks
jgha gSaA ij ;g lc ckrsa rks gesa
le> ugha vkrhaA v[kckj Hkh
ge Hkwys&HkVdsa gh gkFk esa ysrs
gSaA ij ,d ubZ pPkkZ us ges a
jks e ka f pr dj fn;k gS A lquk
gS fd LoxZ esa Hkh vktdy eanh
dk nkSj gSA nsorkvksa ds ikl dke
èak/kk ugha gSA blh dkj.k lezkV
banz us lkspk gS fd ,d fQYe
dk funsZ’ku fd;k tk,] ftlls
dykdkjksa dks dqN dke feyasA
;g ckr *[kkl rd* ds fLaVx
vkWijs’ku esa /kjrh okfl;ksa rd
igqap xbZA fQj D;k! flQkfj’kksa
dk flyflyk py iM+kA gj dksbZ
Gnana Selvam
bl nSoh; fQYe esa jksy pkgrk
FkkA baUnz /keZladV esa Qal x;sA QVkQV lHkk cqyk;h x;h A dqcsj us [ktkus dh nqgkbZ nhA vfXunso us dks;yk vkSj ,yihth dhA ckdh
nsorkvksa us viuk&viuk uke vkxs dj fn;kA var esa QSlyk gqvk fd fdlh /kjrh oklh dks eq[; jksy fn;k tk,A fu;e Li”V Fks]
tks O;fDr ,d lIrkg ds vanj lcls T;knk ikuh cgk,xk] ogh eq[; jksy dk gdnkj gksxkA
;g lqu gj vksj ikuh gh ikuh gks x;k A ‘kEkkZ th jkst ugkus yxsA oekZ th us rks dq,a [kqnok fn,A vc jkr&fnu ikuh fudkyrs
jgrs gSaA ljdkjh ckcw mlls Hkh gksf’k;kj] Hkyk ‘kgj ds ttZj ikbZi mUgha dh rks esgjckuh gSA ;g ikuh rks mUgha ds [kkrs esa tqM+sxk
A vkf[kj bUgha Vidrs ty L=ksarks ds dkj.k ‘kgj esa uy vkSj iai yxkus dk [kpkZ cp x;kA vkt mUgsa vius Åij xoZ gks jgk FkkA
eSa Hkh Hkyk D;kas ihNs jgrk] lkspk dgha ys[ku foHkkx esa dke fey tk,A cl eSausa Hkh dle [kk yh ] jkst lqcg mBdj nl ckYVh
ikuh cgkÅaxkA iwjh jkr uhan ugha yxhA iwjh dh iwjh fQYe dh fLØIV eu esa gh fy[k MkyhA vokMZ ysrs oDr D;k cksyuk gS] ;g
Hkh fuf’pr dj fy;kA lqcg pkj cts gh mBkA tks’k vkSj mRlkg ls uy [kksyk ij ;g D;k ikuh gh ugha vk jgkA dq,a esa >kadk] ij
lw[kk iM+k Fkk A
Lkkspk eqgYys esa ns[k vkÅa ij gj txg dksgjke epk gSA lc ,d ghs loky iwN jgs gSa **ikuh gS] ikuh\** v[kckj mBkbZ
rks ekFkk BudkA irk pyk ty nso dks dy ywV fy;k x;kA Lkkjk ikuh fLol cSad frtksjh esa tek gSA ij turk dk nq[k le>rs gq,
gekjs usrk us ikuh ij lfClMh ns nh gSA lkFk gh vke vkneh dh Hkkouk dks ns[krs gq, lHkh dks ,d&,d jksy ns fn;k x;k gSA
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Arun Muraleedharan,
EED, Second year

Icarus
Holding the world in his arms
Seemed to know what he was doing
Risks began to pay off
Finally knew where he was going
“I’m going to the top you see”
He told me on another such day
“I’m gonna rule this world,
Come what may.”
Icarus, son, don’t fly too high.
“Cut away, whatever stands in my way”
Proclaimed he to his men
“None is better none more important than me
I am the god, I am the one. Me. Me. Me.”
Not one opposed his ways, not one person cared
Survival of the fittest, they said, the others never even dared
Hacking cutting breaking burning. Killing.
Killing them all, he crowned himself master.
Icarus, son come down
Icarus, don’t fly too high.
Reached his pinnacle, reached the top
“No one can defeat me, none can come on top
I’m the master, the master of them all

I’ll even demolish everything, even natural walls.”
Little by little, he devoured all that stood in his way
Conquered. Destroyed. Demolished, come what may.
Little by little, all was lost
Nothing was left, all was lost.
Icarus why did you fly so high.
Hubris cracking his foundation,
What he’d done, there’ll be no salvation
The castles he built started to crumble
The ground beneath him started to rumble.
Far away he heard an unearthly cry
Afraid, he stopped, not ready to die.
“Save me, O save me” he pleaded
No one were left there, all defeated were they
Doom marched on with an army strong
Icarus blamed his luck, there was something wrong
“You can’t touch me! I’m your king,
On your knees, you slave, my praises you should sing!”
“Human, how can you be so deceived?
What lies have you believed?
I’m the one who devours whole worlds
I’m doom, I’m your Doom.”
“Icarus, you flew too high,
You went too far, I won’t lie.
You broke the line between need and greed,
You were not the one, not the one to lead.
Your wings caught fire, they withered away
This is the end, the end of your days
Icarus son, you flew too high,
Your wings burnt down, you were too close to the sky.”

Icarus was the son of the inventor Daedalus. King Minos of Crete imprisoned Daedalus and Icarus in the Labyrinth to punish
Daedalus for helping the hero Theseus to kill the monster called the Minotaur and to escape with Minos’ daughter, Ariadne.
Daedalus knew that Minos controlled any escape routes by land or sea, but Minos could not prevent an escape by flight. So
Daedalus used his skills to build wings for himself and Icarus. He used wax and string to fasten feathers to reeds of varying lengths
to imitate the curves of birds’ wings.
When their wings were ready, Daedalus warned Icarus to fly at medium altitude. If he flew too high, the sun could melt the wax
of his wings, and the sea could dampen the feathers if he flew too low.
Once they had escaped Crete, Icarus became exhilarated by flight. Ignoring his father’s warning, he flew higher and higher. The
sun melted the wax holding his wings together, and the boy fell into the water and drowned. Daedalus looked down to see
feathers floating in the waves, and realized what had happened. He buried his son on an island which would be called Icaria, and
the sea into which Icarus had fallen would ever after be called the Icarian Sea (between the Cyclades and Asia Minor).
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Shipra Chansoria,
eed, second year

walking in
their boots

Tired fingers trying to find solace in tradition, in the words
of a nameless cadet, and the knowledge they earned
when they sweated, cried, and triumphed the same way.
In many ways, these five words bring out the simple truth
of the “Indian Soldier”. Of the man who left the home as
a boy, with his fears and insecurities, holding the pain of
his lost love or pining for someone, holding everything
that a teenager holds dear. Wanting to win the world like
every adolescent! But unsure where to start. In the military
academics they teach you to start with yourself. It’s a painful
process to tear off one skin and wear another but in the end,
a soldier comes out a better human being. The uniform stays
with you for life, taking on all the grime, mud, blood and --sweat and pride—along the way.
Sadly, nowadays it’s the specks of mud that seem to make
all the news. A fake encounter in Kashmir, a woman raped
in North East, an officer arrested for spying, a frustrated
jawan shooting his officer. In a society hungry for titillation,
aberrations pass for the truth. Finally, some of us feel, the
great Indian soldier has been pulled down from his pedestal.
Finally, we see him as a common man, no better or stronger
or nobler than you and me! Is it so?
Nothing could be farther from the truth. The only truth
here is that yes, the soldier is an ordinary man. An ordinary
man who has made extraordinary sacrifices, shown courage
above and beyond the call of duty. How many of us can claim
to have done that in our plush air – conditioned offices?
A soldier’s courage is tested not just when he is in an
encounter or when called to rescue someone from flood
waters. He is put to test every single day. The prize for
passing this daily performance review? He simply retains
the honour of wearing his uniform for another day. It takes
extraordinary courage and pain to survive a single day of

training in the academies or even the “routine life” in the
regiment. A sacrifice that very few have the courage to
make. They bind themselves to a life of immense hardships,
silent sacrifices, incompatible pay, separation from families
– but the satisfaction makes their spine ramrod straight.
Ordinary boys like Manoj Pandey, Vijayant Thapar, and Anuj
Nayar etc. (Can’t recognize their names? I came to know by
the way of the serial “Mission Fateh” broadcasted on T.V.
long ago on Sahara channel). To give you an idea, one of them
ran across the country with a fractured leg – at the NDA just
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And like every segment of society, there are a few rotten
apples. There is no denying that. But just ask yourself how
many such cases have you heard of in the last decade? A
handful? Out of the millions who donned the uniform in this
time. The dirty ones are hauled up and thrown out faster
than you pick a fly out of your soup.
Justice in the forces is swift, certain & ruthless. Armchair
judgment, they don’t need!
“Today my dear fellowmen,
You will learn about some men,
Who are for their country?
More than just someone who brought them victory,
For when their nation was in danger,
Their blood boiled in anger,
Without caring for their personal life,
They left their parents, children and wife,
And off they went like real heroes,
To make the enemies feel like zeroes,
These men had muscles of iron,
And had the hearts of a lion,
When the enemy faced these men,
The enemy did not know where to go then,
For one of these men,
Was enough for the enemies then?
The enemy then ran away like rats,
Like rats run after seeing the cats,
Thus these men saved the country,
Giving it a proud victory,
The heroes of this story,
Work for the world’s best military,
These are the great and ever victorious,
Our proud Indian armed forces!”

lR; dh [kkst

/keZ&tkr ds tathjksa esa D;ksa tdM+k gS balkuA
eafnj efLtn esa lR; <wa<rk ekuo gS uknkuAA
eq>s rks yxrk ekuo ml e`x dh Hkkafr gS vutkuA
ftlds ukfHk esa dLrwjh clrh taxy <wa<&<wa<dj gS
ijs’kkuAA
D;ksa /keZ&tkr ds uke ij ;q) gks ?keklku A
dgka x;k oks HkkbZpkjk] dgka x;k oks [kqnk dk QjekuAA
/keZ&tkr ds tathjksa esa D;ksa tdM+k gS balkuA
eafnj&efLtn esa lR; <wwa<rk ekuo gS uknkuAA
,slk D;ksa yxrk gS lcds fnyksa esa cl x;k ‘kSrkuA
ifjyf{kr gksrk jktuhfr esa /keZ tkr dk cM+k ;ksxnkuAA
lkSgknZiw.kZ okrkoj.k dh djrs gSa ge vk’kkA
ojuk og fnu nwj ugha tc gks tk,xk loZuk’kAA
/keZtkr ds tathjksa esa D;ksa tdM+k gS balkuA
eafnj&efLtn esa lR; <wa<rk ekuo gS uknkuAA

Dhananjay Singh

so he wouldn’t let his squadron down! A Paramveer Chakra
winner, for instance, gone home to be medically treated
against half a dozen bullet wounds, told his mother, “ek
medal mila, maa” and forgot to mention that he had single
handedly captured a Pakistani position! Let us not make
generalizations out of aberrations. The Indian soldier comes
from a family like yours and mine. He is a part of society
and is subjected to the same pulls and pressures, inflation
pinches him too, and he has his own domestic problems, his
elderly to look after and is worried about the education of
his child. He has his own insecurities and worries.
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^^mM+ku**

vkt dPph vafc;k Hkh idus yxh gSa
iwN jgh Fkh rqEgkjh xqysy ls dSls gks rqe
gSjr esa Mky nsrk Fkk tks] oks viuk vpwd fu’kkuk
,d ckj fQj yxk dj rks fn[kk nks T+kjkA

vkt [kkeks’kh dh BaM gS cgqr
viuh vuar ckrksa dk vyko rks tyk nks t+jkA
vkt cksf>y lh gks xbZ gS pkS[kV ij iM+s fn;s dh jks’kuh Hkh
viuh eqLdqjkgV ls mldh ckrh dks fQj ls jks’ku rks dj vkt gqvk ugha gS lw;kZLr Hkh
nks T+kjkA
<wa< jgk Fkk og Hkh rqEgsa
le; ugha gksxk rqEgkjs ikl exj
vkt jaHkk ugha jgh [kawVs ls ca/kh xk; Hkh
galdj ,d ckj mls vyfonk rks dg nks T+kjkA
viuh I;kj Hkjh iqpdkj rks fHktok nks T+kjkA
vkt iwN jgh Fkh iM+ksl okyh ekSlh Hkh ^^dc vk,xk cNqvk vkt iydsa Hkh >qduk Hkwy xbZ gSa
gekj**
rqEgkjh jkg rdrs&rdrs
viuh uV[kV ‘kjkjrksa ls Hkjh ,d I;kjh lh fpëh rks fy[k ,d ckj fQj ihNs ls vkdj viuh dksey gFksfy;ksa ls
nks T+kjkA
bUgsa <d rks nks T+kjkA
vkt BaMk iM+k gS pwYgk Hkh
vleFkZ gS I;kj dh Hkw[k feVkus esa og Hkh
cukbZ Fkh tks xhyh feêh dh jksVh rqeus vius uUgsa gkFkksa ls
vkvks vkt feydj mUgsa lsads T+kjkA

vkt dg nks ifjanks ls u Hkjs mM+ku Qyd dh vksj vc
oDr gks x;k gS ykSVus dk
vius vkf’k;kus dh vksj ys tk, tks
,d ^mM+ku* rks ,slh Hkj nks T+kjkA

Shiwani Gupta
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Silver spoon

“Wow! Dude 4 years are over! Yep! What are you planning to
do next?” “I haven’t kind of given it a proper thought! Let’s
see where LIFE takes me.” (A question asked every now
and then). Really! Huh! Years have passed, asking myself,
recalling everything I can from the day I entered this college;
and I can’t inject my neurons with any more “perceptron,
and never ending learning rules”. Yeah guys, I was studying
for my Neural Networks’ Final exam. I got so frustrated
and annoyed that I couldn’t concentrate anymore. Finally,
I decided to jot down my ‘feelings’ on a sheet of paper.
SRIJAN has always been a fascination! Though I always
pondered what I should write, the search for a ‘topic’ was
always cumbersome, dispiriting, and elusive. But one thing
that I’ve learnt is start scratching your pen on a blank
page and eventually, you’ll get at least a ‘Memory’ worth
remembering.

The word College symbolized ‘freedom’ to me all my
childhood. A place to burnish your skills, every day being
special, all night heavenly parties, ‘gals n booze’, friendships
that would last an eternity and also a secure future with
a chill job (at least 10 lakh package). After school felt
like forever, finally, AIEEE 2010 result was declared; I got
Electrical & Electronics Engineering @ NIT Hamirpur (Hey!
It was a personal choice. I know, I know, people still give
me a stare when I say this). My self-conscience was patting
my back saying ‘You’ve got yourself something good’.
Every fellow student I met on the first day fell in love with
the infrastructural beauty and charismatic charm of the
campus, but my whole life revolved around this college;
the excitement of exploration had jaded long ago. Yet,
somehow, with new friends, the evening strolls in the midst
of haze and fog with dimly lit streets, the shivers one feels
when the flickering street light goes out instantaneously,
the howling of dogs, the gigantic mirrors of NBH, the
Shivalik back road, the hidden water tank, ruins in front of
4-H always generated a nostalgic and spooky feeling and the
campus still felt enigmatic.
The million-dollar-question almost everyone posed was,
“You took hostel?” The dreaded question has haunted me

exceedingly and my reply always was, “I like it. At least it
makes me feel that I am in College”. This was my first time
in hostel; not once did my Dad favour this decision. Well
guys, you tell me whose parents would tolerate the habits
of an engineering student (Sleeping at 4 am, waking at 2 pm,
never touching books, and of course, shutting down laptops
is considered a crime)? Everyone has had enough parentteen arguments up to 12th and having it again during college
time makes things worse. I loved hostels here in spite of my
fellow friends’ constant grumbling and resentment and as I
knew most of the chachus, I was always treated as royalty.
It also felt odd to me that the frequency of my roommates
visiting their homes was folds greater than me. Clothes
being ripped apart during Holi, bon fires during Lohri, and
‘why I was born on this day (Birthdays)’ which always left
one’s bum sore and a huge hole in the pocket, the ‘Hostel
Experiments’ dangerously crazy, these became the norm.
From Instant Maggie to hot water requirements everyone
came up with a unique hostel ‘jugad’. My first group hostel
experiment was burning up my roommate’s bed sheet and
pillow. Okay, that wasn’t the intention, but what could one
expect if an aluminum foil is directly connected to 220 volts
and the miniature circuit breaker (MCB) fails to trip? But I
learnt a key lesson that day! Do not construct an indigenous
capacitor and never connect it to the supply directly. Even
if the view is spectacular, DO NOT try it (Caution: Leads to
Hazards; as uninterrupted power supply is a specialty here,
after all we are in Himachal!).
It was Nimbus 2011, and I was ‘introducing’ myself to seniors.
After 4 lines, one sir utters “Namaskar Gurudev kaise ho!” I
was mortified and amused when I heard this. I was halted
many a times for ‘interaction’ with seniors but every time
one heard who I was, their voices transformed and a feeling
of gloom descended upon them. Putting myself in their
shoes, I suppose the same tingle might’ve flown through me.
These misconceptions mislead my so many dearest friends.
Time has flown by. In my memory lanes I have written and
re-written the lines of this article again and again countless
times; it’s so amazing until one starts to pour his thoughts
on paper, how they are lost in thin air.
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As it’s well said, “With power comes great responsibilities”.
The “repute of parents” is a major concept an engineer has
to deal in these 4 years, but what if your own parents are
the backbone of the entire architecture? Their reputation
becomes your responsibility; this shrinks and confines your
whole dimensions. Every eye surveils you and every ear
constantly monitors you; news of your (mis)deeds reach
home even before you do. Being the most popular among
teachers, yes, of course the silver spoon guys are always in
their spot light, whether it’s sneaking up your cell phone or
poking your side pal to wake him up. Each and every time
you shall be made an example. The worst of it all is you
cannot be invisible in class. I could never ask my mates to
mark my proxy. It was Machine’s periodical and the pages of
my answer sheet weren’t steady and the centre page came
out of place. I didn’t have a stapler, so I wrote my name and
roll number on that page so that it doesn’t get misplaced.
The teacher, to my horror, went straight to my father and
said sarcastically, “Sir, your son has written his name inside
the answer sheets! What does that mean?” I was questioned
at home why I did that. It was upsetting and shocking that he
misconstrued it entirely. Some things really shake your very
nerves and so, the saga of 24X7surveillance continues. Your
relations with teachers are molded in accordance with your
parents. Consider yourself fortunate enough that no one has
ever called you by your father’s first name during class. It’s
well said you should always have contacts wherever you are
working, but if everyone knows who you are, it suffocates
and complicates your very existence. Even if
you have earned or achieved something,
people tend to call it bluff and negate
your worth and qualities.
The occasional access to a vehicle
is the highest privilege a silver
spooned guy/girl can get here.
If your buddy wants to get a
new haircut, a market gedi,
or a drop to the bus-stand,
you are their transporter. I
always wondered if it’d be
inappropriate if I stopped
the car and asked a girl if she
needed a lift. Would I be
termed a flirt? (Courtesy:
Itna bhi bura ni hoon
main). Hostel food never
posed a problem; this is
why I never got to know
the real craze about

‘Ghar ka Khanna’. Surprise visits were always a source of
consternation to my friends and me. When one is watching
a movie or engrossed in TV shows, who likes the knock on a
door? And that knock always comes with a ‘helping verb’ to
express concern towards you. My roommate’s Uncle (He’s a
teacher here) was standing beside the door lecturing us on
how to behave and clean up rooms. All of a sudden, with a
bang, the door flung open and hit him; having a glimpse of
who was in the room, the boy who kicked open the door was
nowhere to be seen. Within a fraction of a second, the entire
floor was secluded, sympathizing with the boy (Badke, bolo
aap ki arthiya kahan se uthaen).
Another crazy incident took place when our exams were
postponed. Word spread like such a raging fire that no one
cross-checked (Perfect excuse for celebration). Someone
knocked on my buddy’s door early morning and God, was
he annoyed! “Kon hai ara, itni subah tang kar raha hai”.
He opened the door (Late night party ‘Stuff’ was still lying
alongside the bed). His dad said, “Son, you have an exam
this afternoon”. It was the OMG Moment.
Last but not the least, the entity I cherish most is having the
company of the best companions during college or even
in holidays. Every holiday it’s reunion time, time to savour
the most precious moments you acquire, and reminisce
about old shady past; the sight of school or kids with pretty
uniforms takes me to the flashback of what my
‘freedom’ was. Closing my eyes, I recollect
memories of folded shirt-cuffs, laughter,
whole day bunks for cricket/swimming,
mobile inspection and hopeless
smirks and smiles with crushes, and
the Dream COLLEGE starts to float
through my head, but opening them
thrusts me back into reality, leaving
me in a limbo of vagueness, belief
and love. Haven’t I have pointed few
‘ADVANTAGES’ one has for having his
college at home or college as home?
Ironic, isn’t it? There are people who
envy the ‘one born with the silver
spoon’ (extra privileges), but they
never look at the completely burnt
hands.
I wonder sometimes what if I took
‘THE ROAD NOT TAKEN’ during
the 1st semester. (Another time
perhaps).

Gnana Selvam
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Reminiscence
Remember the first day of college we came,
Knew nobody not even their name.
Greeting everyone with a nice smile,
Making our real soul rise from aisle.

All knew us as “The Legendary Late Comers”,
Making fun of professors and spreading couple rumors.
Tackled minors, majors, ppts & boring classes,
Preparing for exams at last night that never passes.

Coming to college expected many things,
A big new dept, some greenery, bunks & drinks.
Went to class rejoicing to gain knowledge,
But it became most boring part of the college.

Here comes a fear making it all dark,
Might everyone forget me without any mark?
But I would remember each one of those,
Be a good friend, a bitch or a rose.

As time passed made many friends,
Some very close and some of them gems.
In the path of life made many mistakes,
Got good advices and many heart breaks.

Now I think it was God’s game,
We played it all nobody to blame,
Gained new experiences all precious not lame,
Now out we go to make our own name.
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**ckr f’ko ls**
vkjrh dh xw¡t okyh] lqcg og Hkh ,d FkhA
*ce&ce* Hkksys djus okys HkDrksa dh ea’kk usd FkhAA
pV~Vku&ioZr ngkM+rs]fQj Hkh lkgl oks /kj jgsA
iaprRo ds <kaps dks] ysdj vkxs c<+ jgsAA
fQj D;k gqvk]D;ksa vpkud]us= rhljk [kqy x;kA
vfXu&ok;q dk dke ugha] ty gh Hk{kd D;ksa cu x;kAA
D;k [krk Fkh HkDrksa dh]fdl dkj.k f’ko ukjkt+ gq,A
D;k xyrh Fkh mu cPpksa dh] tks bl dkj.k vukFk gq,AA
vkLFkk ds jkLrs ij]’koksa dk <sj D;ksa yx x;k\
ikuh ds ml osx esa] yksxksa dk oa’k D;ksa cg x;k\
oks ikuh rks cg pyk] ij eyck gS fd gVrk ughaA
esjh vk¡[kksa esa Hkh ikuh gS] u tkus D;ksa :drk ughaAA
,d ,slh vkS”kf/k] eq>dks vki]f’ko lkSai nks A
fny ds t[eksa ls cgrs [kwu] vk¡[kksa ds vk¡lw jksd nksAA
tkurk gw¡ tks gqvk] vius deksZa dk gh [ksy FkkA
fouk’k #i gS fn[k jgk] uj ls ukjk;.k dk esy FkkA
vki ij fo’okl gS] tks dg jgk]*vPNk fd;k*A
ij ns[k eatj d”V dk ]eSa iwNrk gw¡ *D;ksa fd;k\*AA
gS ladh.kZ] dVhyk jkLrk] eq>s gkSlyk [kksuk ughaAA
tks rqe gks] ogha gw¡ eSa] eq>s blfy, jksuk ughaAA
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the nit of my dreams
I woke up in the middle of night and tried to look
around but the tired eyes didn’t want me to open
them. After much rubbing, I managed to peek
through them a bit and make out some figures in the
dark and realized I was in the bus. I didn’t remember
how I got there or where the bus was going. I couldn’t
ask anyone because I was alone there. The driver
seemed miles away and being lazy, I went back to
sleep. I had just closed my eyes when the shrill sound
of the conductor’s whistle tore through the silence
of the night and took away my sleep. I looked in his
direction and asked him to get myself down. I looked
for my luggage, I wasn’t sure if I was carrying any but
managed to find a duffle bag and got down.

I looked at the sky and then at my watch, it was 6 in
the evening and it was pitch dark maybe because of
the clouds that covered the sky or maybe because I
was drunk and passed out somewhere, but my head
wasn’t hurting so I decided to go with the former. I
looked here and there and on my left found an old
rusted satellite like dish that had something etched
on it and I could only make out “Meerpar” from it. I
guessed it was the name of the place. Just near to
the dish was a big gate and I walked in. There were
some uniform-clad men sitting there but they didn’t
bother me with anything. I walked straight to a
nearby shop. I went to the counter and looked for
something to eat. As I browsed through the shelves,
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a crooked old man with a shiny head came smiling to Next came the ‘Bijli Wale’. They had a good strength
me and asked me to sit. I took a chair and sat down of both zombies and witches. Some just kept
when something happened.
holding the live wire while some stuck their finger
into a socket trying to look for something there and
They were basically two creatures that I saw. I some just stood near a transformer. After that the
guessed male and female but could not make out signboard read, ‘Diode se Bolne Wale’. There were
who was what. I just wanted to get away from there. some who just kept lighting LEDs with a small cell.
One type of the creatures had ‘hearts’ dangling on Some held, what they said, was an ‘antenna’ on their
something she held in her hands and looked like a heads and some just kept signaling to the other one
‘witch’. The other creature had ‘half a head’ as if about something.
they had been sliced open and seemed lifeless, like
a ‘zombie’. They did what the witches asked them. The next building had ‘0 or 1’ on the signboard and
This was about the ‘witch-zombie’ couples that were the zombies just held keyboards in their hands
there.
and walked around. Some sat there painting the
computers ‘pink’ while some stared at a blank
There were some who sat in groups. They were screen and said that they were ‘coding’. The last
howling and laughing together and they kept praying two departments had witches almost of the same
to the one they called ‘senior’ for food and drinks, strength as the zombies. I thought the tour was
like for a party of sort. There were many like that and over but one last stop was made at the ‘Painter’s
it seemed that they were having fun but the look Dept’ where the zombies and witches went around
on the one who had to pay obviously was not good. dipped in colors and tried to paint the walls. Some
Just then I was asked to introduce myself. I did. I just kept poking each other with ‘roller scales’ and
tried asking questions and was slapped every time pencils.
I spoke out of turn. I was dragged to a dungeon by
two zombies who seemed to pity me. I was half dead Sometime later we went back to the room and
and was still dragged a long distance before I was this time when I woke up, I knew where I was
thrown into a room. As soon as I went in, I saw there and realized it was a dream but I felt like it was so
were more like me. We were locked for days and I true. It was the first dream I had had when I came
thought we’d die there but one day the sun came up. here at NITH and then I thought I hated the place
Someone walked in and took us for a tour.
but gradually as the time passed I loved it and I
cherish every moment I have spent here. Realizing
We reached a series of buildings and the first one it is almost three years I have spent, I get upset
was ‘Mistri Dept’. Zombies and a few witches were thinking about the time I have left here. It is a part
spotted there towing bricks, stones and cement of my life and no matter how an outsider sees us
sacks. Some were digging a hole while some just but I love being a ‘zombie/boy’ here and knowing
looked into a drain trying to study the flow. The next the ‘witches/girls’ here it seems my heart is ready
stop was ‘Spare Parts Dept’. Only zombies were to pop-out at one of them. This place is something
there and no witches but just as we walked away, we I really can’t put in words and so desperately tried
spotted two of them in a far corner. Some of them to describe as a dream. It is not a nightmare to be
were busy opening machines by banging their heads here but a ‘Dream’ come true. Those who are a
on them. Some made sounds like a running motor part of it know what I mean. I am a NITHian and
while some were just trying to do something.
forever will be.
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d’ed’k

gS d’ed’k dSlh fny esa tks esjs gS]
u utjksa ls gksrh c;ka]u ckrksa esa esjs gS]
ns[kk gS tc ls ml glhu psgjs dks eSus]
rjk’kk gS [kqnk us ftls] eq>ls feykusA
Fke xbZ fuxkgsa esjh vksj] yCt gksBksa ls fxj iM+s gSa
Fke x;k esjk tgka tSls] gks te x;k CkQZ ls
;wa mM+h Fkh tqYQs gok esa ygjkrh gqbZ mudh
ekuksa NV jgh gks ?kVk,a pkanuh fc[ksjus A
^^oks ‘osr o.kZ oks rh[ks uSu&uD’k
oks lwjt dh ykfyek lh ped**
>yd vkt Hkh fny esa esjs gSA
gS d’ed’k dSlh fny esa tks esjs gS ]
u utjksa ls gksrh c;ka] u ckrksa esa esjs gS A
mlds dneksa dh vkgV] oks ik;y dh [ku[kukgV
oks uSuksa dk dkty] oks fcafn;k dh ped
oks dks;y lh e/kqj ok.kh] oks f[kyf[kykus dh vkgV(
;w¡ rks <wa<rk gw¡ gj txg eS] mls ]
ij oks fny esa esjs vkt Hkh gSA
gS d’ed’k dSlh fny esa tks esjs gS ]
u utjksa ls gksrh c;ka] u ckrksa esa esjs gS A

Prabhat Kumar Pushkar,
EED, Final year

leiZ.k

ru gS vfiZr] eu gS vfiZr
gS pj.kksa esa rsjs] esjk thou Hkh vfiZrA
dSyk’k dh ÅapkbZ ls ysdj ]
vka/kz ds iBkj rd]
fd caaxky dh /kkjk ls ysdj ]
xqtjkr dh iqjokbZ rd]
gS rsjk gj ,d #i ‘kksfHkr ]
ru gS vfiZr] eu gS vfiZr
gS pj.kksa esa rsjs] esjk thou Hkh vfiZrA
gks eqlyeku]flD[k] bZlkbZ ;k fgaUnw
jk”Vª ,drk ds gSa ;s lHkh egRoiw.kZ fcanq
gks jetku ds jksts ;k gksyh dk gqM+nax
u iM+s vkilh HkkbZpkjk viax
gks xks/kjk dk eqlyeka ;k d’ehj dk if.Mr
jgs lnk esjh ekr`Hkwfe v[kafMr
gks ‘kkafr lq[k le`f) LFkkfir
ru gS vfiZr] eu gS vfiZr
gS pj.kksa esa rsjs]esjk thou Hkh vfiZr A
dj x, vktkn vkSj fcfLey
viuh&viuh vej dgkuh
lkSjHk dkfy;k] lnhi mUuhd`”.ku
[kwu esa Fkh oks jokuh]
vc esjh gS ckjh ]
;s ns’k gS vc esjh ftEEksnkjh ]
cfynkuksa is gh gksrh gS gj egku lH;rk vk/kkfjr
ru gS vfiZr eu gS vfiZr gS
pj.kksa esa rsjs] esjk thou Hkh vfiZrA
gS esjh ;gh ,d vfHkyk”kk fd ns[ks ;s lkjk t+ekuk rek’kk
ds tc mBwa tukts ij eSa
lkFk tk, esjk frjaxk vkSj eSa
gks esjk gj ,d jkse gf”kZr ]
ru gS vfiZr] eu gS vfiZr
gS pj.kksa esa rsjs esjk thou Hkh vfiZr AA

Jaideep Negi
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Vishnu Anand,
MED, Third year
The bridge, our very own bridge lying midway of what
we call the ‘Mall Road’. The darkness around which is a
facility that’s often put to use. Besides being used for
recreational activities, the bridge does act like a bridge
(of course when you have hostels on separate ends of
the world).

Br..........ing

I had an incident on that very bridge, important enough
for me to write about. On an afternoon, returning from
GATE 1 to Neelkanth Boys Hostel (Well, NIT’s got an area
which makes you forget why the hell you are burning
calories for). I was alone, that’s pretty normal for college,
sometimes it’s hard to see human figures in line of sight in
afternoons. You might encounter some monkeys though,
and after all we have got our own mini wildlife sanctuary.
As I managed my way from the green quiet lane to end of
the bridge, I saw one human figure walking downstairs
on the other side. Investing more thought, I realized it
was no ordinary human in NIT’s ecosystem. The human
wore pink, was fair, had dressing sense and hair done in
a way which was definitely above the standards I usually
came across. She was amongst the one we feel fortunate
to have in our college. I didn’t know her name but she
definitely topped the glamour chain of NIT.
I felt so fortunate about having a candid encounter with
her crossing the bridge. I am not saying it was love at
first sight or anything lame like that, it was one of those
instances in which we just get “over conscious”. I know
I had to be prepared – I straightened my back, tried to
put a better face, checked my chain (worst case! Of
course without getting her to notice, making it look like
I was lowering my sweater down). I adjusted my speed
so that we began our journey at the same time from our
respective ends (funny, how over excitement makes us
do extra math). I told myself “I have to look decent yet
adorable”. I am going to pull off decency. I will make
it look like it wasn’t much of a deal if someone like her
passed by (it was). She’s going to meet “new fish in
town”. I laid down some initial standards. There will be
just one momentary gaze (more than that is out of my
bounds of decency). While crossing, the gap between the
two of us would be at maximum, the proportion of width
of the bridge.

Priya Vashishth
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the gap

With these future executions bubbling in my head, nature
crashed on to me. Addressing to NIT as an ecosystem
wasn’t just a metaphor anymore. From one of many
trees sideways of the bridge, one big fat monkey jumped
midway. Had I been alone I would have screamed my way
out of this (this might fall below standards guys may rule
out for themselves, but when you have got a childhood
full of monkey attacks, it’s pretty legitimate). The scream
peddled itself at the epiglottis. She was keeping me sane,
after all my decent yet adorable image was at stake.
I took a moment to look at my fellow passerby. Visibly
more terrified, she had instinctively brought her hands
closer to face, eyes wide open, she stepped back a little.
She wasn’t doing any great either but who cares. She
was a girl and a cute one, it compliments them. But me,
a monkey fearing guy who sometimes forgets to do his
chain? Any other guy could have escorted the lady to
her end but considering my masculinity in this context,
I prayed for her to do the same for me (Boss! Safety first,
decency gayi bhaad mein).
From the moment I saw her, to this point, I made my first
good use of engineering skills. Although it wasn’t the best
thing to do but it could have been much worse, way too
much (imagine yourself screaming for help, that too in
front of the girl you look up to, God must have a sense of
humour). So I executed my fractured logic, picked up my
phone, faked as if I had received a call, said something like
“Haan Sir, achaa! Bas abhi aaya, vo mene…” turned back
as if it was a matter of national importance and escaped
the hell out of there. I convinced myself it was way better
than simply backing off, I didn’t have the guts to look back
at her. Forget about fish but there’s new “chicken” in
town, she must have thought. How I felt was somewhere
between “Oh Damn” and “Thank God”.
This incident definitely tops the most embarrassing
situations I have encountered. Later I came to know
that the girl was a senior, thank god she has graduated
by now. When sometimes I put some heed to it, I infer it
wasn’t the monkey that was problem, monkey was just
camouflaged over the hyped hindrance that guys like me
make for ourselves. There was a social gap I still had to
bridge.
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bhupendra singh,
MED, First year

nqfu;k eq>s

/kDdk d;ksa ekjrh gS\
vkf[kjdkj oks iy vk gh x;k tc eq>s viuh ftUnxh dks ubZ
fn’kk nsuh FkhA vHkh rd ftUnxh dh ftl xkM+h dks ekrk firk pyk
jgs Fks oks xkM+h vc mlds ekfyd eryc eq>s pykuh FkhA vc
eSaus Hkh viuk jkLrk r; dj fy;k ysfdu ‘kk;n ?kj esa esjs fy,
vyx jkLrk r; fd;k tk jgk Fkk] ;s iDdk gksus esa nsj ugha yxhA
,d lqcg ikik us esjh vksj b’kkjk djrs gq, dgk ^^ns[kks gekjs
bathfu;j lkgc lks dj mB pqds gSA** jkgh dh eafty r; gks pqdh
Fkh ij jkgh dks gh irk u FkkA nq[k bl ckr dk u Fkk fd QSlyk
eka&cki us fy;k gS] nq[k rks bl ckr dk Fkk fd blesa esjh jk; dh
t#jr gh ugha le>h x;hA

vis{kk gks jgh Fkh tks mldk ekfyd pkgrk gSA vc eq>s viuh xkM+h
rks pykuh Fkh ij vius eka&cki ds r; fd, x;s jkLrs ij A eSaus
mudh vkKk ls bathfu;fjax ys rks yh ysfdu gqvk ogh ftldk Mj
FkkA i<+kbZ ij /;ku fcYdqy ugha yxk] iwjk /;ku Mkaflx ij FkkA
tc cht cks;k gh ugha rks ikS/kk mxrk dSls\ eSa vius igys
bathfu;fjax ds ,Xtke esa vlQy gks x;k A ysfdu eq>s bldh
ijokg ugha Fkh D;ksfd esjh Mkaflx vPNh py jgh FkhA

ysfdu ?kj esa esjh vlQyrk dks ysdj ‘kksd dk ekgkSy FkkA tSlk
ykteh Fkk eq>s bl vlQyrk ds ihNs dk dkj.k tkuus ds fy,
cqyk;k x;kA ikik us dgk ^^csVk ;g lc D;k gS\ vkf[kj D;k
tc Qwy viuh lqxU/k nsus dks rS;kj gks x;k Fkk rCk ml ij b= ckr gks x;h fd rqEgkjs iwjs eqgYys esa lcls de uEcj vk, gS\**
fNM+dk tk jgk FkkA Qwy ls dqnjrh lqxa/k dh vis{kk oks [kq’kcw dh eSaus Hkh xqLls esa dg fn;k fd ^^D;k gqvk tks de uEcj vk, gaS]

Gnana Selvam
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dksbZ igkM+ rks ugha VwV iM+k gS] vHkh ,d vkSj lky ckdh gS mlesa
ns[ksxsa**A cl bruk dgus dh nsj Fkh fd esjs eq¡g ij rekpk jlhn
dj fn;k x;kA cl D;k Fkk esjk fnekx rjg&rjg ds fopkjksa ls Hkj
x;k ^^esjh ftanxh gS tSls eSa pkgwawxk oSls gh ftÅWxk] D;ksa ekuwa eSa
fdlh vkSj dk gqdqe tc thuk eq>s] gS [kqn pywwaxk] viuh eafty
rd pyw¡xkA vkf[kj ;s nqfu;k eq>s /kDds D;ksa ekj jgh gS\** ;s
lc lksprs gq, eSa lks x;kA vxys dqN fnuksa rd esjh ?kj es fdlh
ls ckr ugha gqbZA ,d fnu esa gh ifjokj vkSj eq>esa bruh cM+h [kkbZ
cu tk,xh ;s u lkspk Fkk] rks D;k cki&CksVs dk fj’rk dsoy csVs
dh lQyrkvksa rd gh lhfer jgrk gSA

eSa vkWfM’ku nsdj vk;k gw¡ ij lp eq> rd gh lhfer FkkA nqfu;k
dks lPPkkbZ dk irk ifj.kke ds vkus ds ckn gh yxuk FkkA ifj.kke
vkus ij jkt dk inkZQk’k gqvk A eq>s ,d vPNk dkWyst fey pqdk
FkkA eSa vius liuksa dh ‘kS¸;k ij vius eka&cki ds liuksa ds >aMs
dks ygjk pqdk FkkA ‘kk;n ftl ftanxh dks viuh le> jgk Fkk oks
esjh dHkh Hkh esjh Fkh gh ugha] oks rks mu nks vkRekvksa dh eksgrkt
Hkj gSA ifj.kke ds ckn tc eSa ?kj x;k rks lHkh dh vka[kksa esa vkalw
FksA ikik us eq>s xoZ ds lkFk xys ls yxk fy;kA ftu gkFkksa us eq>s
rekpk ekjk Fkk ogh esjs vkalw iksaN jgs FksA ‘kk;n eSaus oks xgjh [kkbZ
Hkj nh FkhA

,d jkr dks esjh uhan VwVh rks fdlh ds jksus dh vkoktsa vk jgh FkhA
^^jks jgk gw¡ flld dj] ;s D;k dj fn;k eSaus
ikl x;k rks ns[kk fd eEeh&ikik esjh cpiu dh rLohj xksn esa
lkspk Fkk fnu jkr tks liuk ogh rksM fn;k eSausA**
ysdj jks jgs Fks] dg jgs Fks ^^viuh maxyh idM+ dj pykrs Fks bls]
ij yxrk gS lgh fd;k gS] dtZ Fkk eq> ij]
lksprs Fks fd cq<+kis dh ykBh cusxk A ij yxrk gS fd bl ykBh esa
liuk rks D;k tku Hkh U;kSNkoj dj nsrk]
njkjsa vkuh yxha gSaA vc bls gekjh maxyh dh t#jr ugha jgh A
mu nksuksa dh ,d eqLdjkgV ij AA
gesa Mj gS fd gekjs chp dh [kkbZ bruh cM+h u gks tk, fd gesa ,d
nwljs dh vkokt Hkh lqukbZ u nsA** eSaus iwjh ckrsa lquh] yxrk gS fd esjs lius ds rks ij dV x;s FksA iwjs lky ckn esjs fy, ,d fpëh
ftl xqykc ds Qwy dks ekyh us lhap dj cM+k fd;k] Qwy ds dkVsa vkbZ tks eq>s Mkal fl[kkus okys lj us fy[kh FkhA mlesa fy[kk
vkt ml ekyh dks gh pqHk jgs gSaA
Fkk fd ftl ‘kks ds vkWfM’ku ds Qkbuy esa eSa igqapk Fkk] mlh ds
vkWfM’ku esjs ‘kgj esa ‘kq# gksus tk jgs gSaA bl lans’k ds lkFk mlesa
ikik us QSlyk fd;k fd EkSa fQj ls bathfu;fjax dk ,Xtke nawxkA dqN iSls Hkh j[ks gq, Fks rkfd eSa vkWfM’ku ns ldwWA ftl balku us
,d rjQ mudh ftn vkSj eq>s dsoy Mkaflx vkSj dsoy MkaflxA eq>s viuksa liuksa ds djho igqpk;k eSa mldh ckr Vky ugha ik;kA
vkSj bl lky eSa M+kflx esa vkSj th & tku yxkuk pkgrk Fkk] eSaus viuk /;ku Mkaflx ij yxk fn;k vkSj /khjs&/khjs vkWfM’ku
D;ksafd bl lky Mkaflx ds vkWfM’ku gksus Fks] ysfdu eu gh djhc vkrs x,A
eu eSaus r; fd;k fd bl ckj i<+kbZ Hkh djuh gSA dqN eghuksa esa
Mkaflx esa ijQsDV gksus ds ckn eSaus viuk /;ku i<+kbZ ij T;knk eu esa fopkj vkrs jgs fd vxj ikik dks irk yxk rks og D;k
dsfUnzr fd;k A
lkspsaxs fd eSa dkWyst Mkal lh[kus x;k gw¡ ;k i<+us\ ysfdu eSaus vc
vius thou dh uko vka/kh ds mu /kDdks ls nwj ‘kkar leqnz esa NksM+
Mkaflax ds vkWfM’ku ‘kq# gks pqds FksA eSa Hkh ,d ds ckn ,d lh<+h ikj nh Fkh tks vc ls ogha tk,xh tgka tkuk pkgsxhA eSusa iwjh yxu ds
djrk x;kA ns[krs gh ns[krs eSa vkWfM’ku ds vafre pj.k esa FkkA eq>s lkFk vkWfM’ku fn;s vkSj QkbZuy esa fot;h gks pqdk Fkk esjh vkW[ks
vkSj esjs lj dks thr dk iwjk Hkjkslk FkkAvxys fnu gh vafre pj.k fVefVekus yxh FkhaA tks liuk cpiu ls ns[kk Fkk oks vkt iwjk
dh rkjh[k vkus okyh FkhA rkjh[k irk yxrs gh tSls ijek.kq foLQksV gS A vkt ;s Qwy viuh dqnjrh lqxa/k ns jgk FkkA ftanxh dh ;s
lk gks x;kA vkWfM’ku vkSj ,Xtke nksuksa ,d gh fnu Fks A
xkM+h vc esjs r; fd;s x, jkLrs dh eafty ij [kM+h FkhA tc eSa
dkWyst x;k rks ns[kk fd ikik esjs dejs esa esjk bartkj dj jgs
vc vkxs dh ftanxh nks eq¡gs jkLrs ij [kM+h FkhA lius nks Fks] ,d esjk FksA oks Hkh vka[kksa esa vkWlw fy,A cl vxys gh iy eSa ml nsork
liuk] nwljk ek¡&cki dk ysfdu nksuks liuksa ds iwjs gksus dk liuk ds lkeus ?kqVuksa ds cy fxj x;kA vkt mUgksaus eq>s esjk liuk
tks eSaus latks;k Fkk mldk D;k\ vc eq>s ,d lius dh dqckZuh ykSVk fn;k FkkA mudh vka[ks esjh VªkWQh ls Hkh T;knk ped jgha
nsuh FkhA eSaus lksp le>dj QSlyk fd;k] viuh ftUnxh ds ml FkhaA ftanxh Hkj eSa mudh [kq’kh esa viuh [kq’kh vkSj oks esjh [kq’kh
dherh fnu ij eSaus ogh fd;k tks r; fd;k Fkk A ekrk&firk dks esa viuh [kq’kh ryk’krs jgsA vkt ,glkl gqvk fd cki&csVs dk
yx jgk Fkk fd eSaus ,Xtke fn;k gS vkSj lj dks yx jgk Fkk fd fj’rk ftUnxh ds ijns ij ugha eu es ijns ij fuHkk;k tkrk gSA
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uUgk cPpk

Kamal Raj Sharma,
MTech Second year

eSa rks uUgk cPpk gw¡ tks
feV~Vh ls gh [ksyk gw¡A
Ldwy esa dgka i<+k&c<+k eSa
Ldwy dHkh u ns[kk gw¡ A
ek¡ ds lax dHkh u tk ik;k
eSa ns[kus dksbZ esyk gw¡A
EkSa rks uUgk cPpk gw¡ tks
feêh ls gh [ksyk gw¡A
iRFkj iRrs gSa nksLr esjs
lM+d e[key lh lst lghA
bUgha ls eq>dks pksV feyh gS
bu ij gh iyHkj lks;k gw¡A
eq>ls feV~Vh dks gS yxko cM+k
tks isV esjk Hkj nsrh gSA
vPNk [kkuk [kkus dks rks bPNk Hkh vc flldrh gSA
ugha gS flj ij iDdh Nr esjs
lhadks dh ;g VkV HkyhA
blesa gh BaBd feyrh gS
blesa gh xehZ lgrk gw¡A
nh;s dh e)e ykS esa fQj
ek¡ jksVh eq>s f[kykrh gSA
vk/kk isV tks [kkyh gS
mls yksjh ls Hkj nsrh gSA
ek¡ ckiw dk rks jktk gw¡ eSa
fQj D;w¡ ,slk lalkj feykA
Å¡p&uhp dh bruh nwjh
gj dksbZ eq>ls nwj [kM+kA
eSys ls cl esjs diM+s gw¡
eu rks esjk lkQ [kjkA
vc rd bruk tkuk gS
bruk vc rd fy;k gS tkuA
‘kk;n esjh fdLer esa
fdLer ls T;knk I;kj feykA

Vrindaye Sharma
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Ashish Somvanshi,
MED, Third year

pkgrk gw¡
th pkgrk gS] le; ds bu ifg;ksa dks mYVk ?kqek nw¡A
viuh oks [kksbZ gqbZ ftUnxh] fQj ls okil ik yw¡AA
rqe Fkh] rks thou esa jax gh jax Fks
;s xfy;k¡];s lM+dsa];s cktkj
;s lc dqN ogh rks gS
ij u tkus D;ksa] vc ;s lc fny esa pqHkrh lh gSaA
vkt mu fc[kjs gq, iyksa dks
fQj ls lesV ysuk pkgrk gw¡
mu xfy;ksa] lM+dksa] cktkjksa esa
rsjk gkFk vius gkFk esa fy,
,d ckj fQj ?kweuk pkgrk gw¡A
,slk ugha gS fd vc eSa galrk ugha
ij ,d ckj fQj ls] fny ls galuk pkgrk gw¡A
vkt u tkus D;ksa ,d ckj fQj
mu iyksa dks nqckjk thuk pkgrk gw¡A
eq>s nwj ls vkrs ns[k] rsjs psgjs ij Nk tkus okyh oks ped
vkSj ikl vkus ij rsjk >wB&ewB dk ukjkt gksuk
ckn esa /khjs&/khjs eqLdqjkuk
esjs dU/ks ij rsjs flj dk fVdkuk
vkt mu lkjs [kwclwjr vglklksa dks
fQj ls thuk pkgrk gw¡
vkt u tkusa D;ksa ,d ckj fQj
mu iyksa dks nqckjk thuk pkgrk gw¡A
cgqr vueksy gks rqe esjs fy,
;s ckr eSa rqe ls dHkh trk ugha ik;k
‘kk;n rqe le>rh Fkh
cl ;gh lkspdj rqels cgqr dqN dg ugha ik;k
ij vkt rqels cgqr dqN dguk pkgrk gw¡
vkt viuh Hkkoukvksa dks ‘kCnksa dk #i nsuk pkgrk gw¡
rsjh mu vkW[kksa esa vius fy;s I;kj fQj ls ns[kuk pkgrk gw¡

Vrindaye Sharma

vkt u tkus D;ksa] ,d ckj fQj
mu iyksa dks nqckjk thuk pkgrk gw¡A

‘kk;n esjh vlQyrk;sa esjh Hkkoukvksa ij Hkkjh iM+h
rHkh rks bu vlQyrkvksa us ml I;kjs ls cU/ku dks rksM+ fn;k
vxj ckr flQZ vlQyrkvksa dh Fkh
rks eq>s cl ,d ckj bl ckr dk ,glkl fnykrh
bl nqfu;k dh gj ,d eqf’dy ls ikj ik ldrk gw¡ eSa
vxj ‘krZ rq>s ikus dh yxh gks
rks viuk lc dqN yqVk ldrk gw¡ eSaA
,slk ugha gS fd rsjs fcuk ftank ugha jgwWaxk eSa
;s ftUnxh rks dV gh tk;sxh
?kj vkSj lekt ds izfr viuh ftEesnkfj;ksa ls
eqag fNikdj eSa HkkxwWxk rks ugha
ij EkSa viuh ftUnxh] flQZ ftEesnkfj;ksa ds gokys ugha djuk
pkgrk
eSa bl ftUnxh dks thuk pkgrk gw¡
bl nqfu;k dh gj ,d [kwclwjr txg dks
rsjs lkFk] rsjh vk[kksa ls ns[kuk pkgrk gw¡
thou esa vkus okyh gj eqf’dyksa ls
rsjs lkFk feydj yM+uk pkgrk gw¡
gj ,d eqf’dy esa
rsjk vius ikl [kM+s gksus ds vglkl dks thuk pkgrk gw¡
vius thou ds lwusiu dks
vkt rq>ls Hkjuk pkgrk gw¡A
vkt u tkus D;ksa] ,d ckj fQj
mu iyksa dks nqckjk thuk pkgrk gw¡A

It was just the second day of college, but it seemed like I had
been attending college forever. I guess I was just fatigued
from shifting into a different hostel. But God! Was I tired after
a whole day of back to back classes and to top it all off I had a
submission the very next day. Great! Life of an architect in the
making – no sleep, tons of work, and , savoury, delicious food.
Without wasting any time after dinner, my room-mate Jyoti
and I started making the sheets.

“I don’t like this”, she exclaimed. “You think there is someone
outside.” I inquired. “Of course not!” Jyoti was dead serious.

As a precaution, lest I fall asleep, I played my favourite play-list
and plugged in my earphones. I glanced at the clock - 2:59 am.
Holy! It’s so late, got to add some speed. I looked at my sheet,
only the key was remaining so I was good to go. Then all of a
sudden Jyoti started tugging my shirt. I turned around. She
replied in a sullen tone “Someone is knocking on the door.”

After they left I tried to persuade Jyoti that there was nothing,
but she just would not listen. We both got back to work. Soon
my sheet finished and I lay down trying to sleep and thinking
about the recent events. I thought that it’s not possible for 7
people to hallucinate the same thing, and Jyoti was not even
with them.

“Well it’s open, why would anybody knock!” I replied
awestruck by her ingenuity. “NO!” she said pointing her
index finger at the balcony door, “That door.” I didn’t quite
know how to reply, I had known her as a no nonsense person
who rarely ever jokes around, but as I am a complete goof,
I couldn’t help but say, “Sure! And then you’re going to say,
that there is someone near the ceiling, right. Don’t get all
Constantine on me. I think you’re just inebriated Jyoti.” But
she just wouldn’t take it. I could not believe her reply, “NO I
heard it loud and clear, someone WAS knocking.”

Alarm! Morning! Rise and WORK!

“OK, well let’s open it and welcome the aliens to planet
Earth!”

We walked back to our room in an ominous silence. I just
wanted to make sure that we were both asleep around that
time so we could ignore any sounds. We had submissions
again; our only hope was to do them with utmost speed and
finish.

“NO!”
“It’s probably some tree pounding against the door. You
know because of this thing humans call WIND. And FYI wind
also blows at night! Bet you didn’t know that!”
“Not funny, not funny at all”, she looked like she could kill me.
I was trying to calm her down when Payal, our class-mate,
burst in. “Did you hear it?” she asked apprehensively. Jyoti
gave me her ‘I told you so’ look.
I could not believe it, but I asked her “What did you hear?”
“The sound of ghungru.” Sakshi (Payal’s roommate)
answered. “We first thought someone was playing a prank,
but then all the lights were out, all except our two flats.”
“Yeah! Wow! ghungru”, I was going to laugh again, but I
caught sight of Jyoti.
“But anyways Jyoti also heard someone knocking on the
balcony door. You both sure that’s what you heard right?”
“Positive, all of us heard it.” Sakshi said with all of them
nodding in agreement. I turned to look at Jyoti, she was pale!

“You know what guys, it’s a lost cause, no one is going to open
that door, and besides we really should get some sleep. Class
is at 8:30 am tomorrow and you still have the key to make.”
Sakshi said. Thank God someone said something! I so didn’t
want to be part of this paranormal discussion.

In class Payal was updating me with new information. Aashima
whose flat was below ours had heard the same sounds. And
not only her but two more flats. Now this was getting weird.
Planting it all at the back of my head I just hoped no one
informs Jyoti, she would really freak out. Dinnertime, Aashima
sits down next to me and tells me that she had asked the
seniors who lived in this hostel previously and YES, they have
heard it too.

As soon as we reached, Jyoti bolted both the doors firmly. We
started our work, no chatter in between, I was sure we could
complete it before 3. But I guess that it was just not meant
to be, we got stuck, both of us. So I called Payal to help us,
but even she finished explaining by 2 am. After that, in what
seemed like a flash Jyoti bolted the door while saying “Don’t
waste time, get to work”. I seemed to check the clock every 15
minutes and sure enough I could see Jyoti do the same. I was
kind of nervous, but I would never admit it. I was completely
immersed in my work, when, I hate to say it but yes I heard the
ghungru as well. I looked towards Jyoti; she had fallen asleep
trying to figure out the images from the book. I was debating
whether to wake her or not, when I heard it, the sound of
knocking and then a door thrashing. Yes it was there, the
knocking was there loud and clear.
I felt like shite, cold and dead. My cell started ringing. Damn
it, can’t find the phone now, and because of the commotion
even Jyoti was now awake! Great! OK finally found it.
“It’s Payal! Her sheet is already complete. What does she

want now?” I informed Jyoti.
“Yo?”
“Listen, I was just on the phone outside in my balcony, and I
saw your balcony. THERE IS SOME FREAKING THING THERE,
whatever it is, it’s alive and knocking”.
“SHUT UP! You can’t be serious!” I strained my ears, no more
knocking now. It was gone.
“CHECK IT”, serving it up as a challenge was she! I was so
sure that this part was a prank, but I still turned and faced the
balcony side, I had this mad rush to go and open the curtains
but I dreaded. Every bit of me felt paralyzed. Slowly regaining
my senses I said “OK, you know what you’ve seen it, right. So,
what is it?”
“I don’t know! Something, silver hair, long cloak sort of thing.
I saw it and I rushed back in.” I so wanted to say “It should
have come after you”, but instead I replied “Its fine, there is
no knocking now. I am not going to see what it is. And like I
said before, It has been here previously as well, I don’t think
anything will go wrong.” saying that I ended the call.
Jyoti looked as if a ghost had literally passed through her.
What was I supposed to do?
“You know like she said it’s only around 3. So, well its 3:05
now we can chill right?” I was trying at least! But she just
would not listen; she sat on her bed, pale with fear, “What if
something happens?”
“I don’t know Jyoti, I can’t say anything, and come on its all
over now, that time has gone.”
“It’s going to come again.” Man, was she exploding!
“YES it will tomorrow, but we can’t do anything about it. Do
you want to go out and check?” We were fighting in the same
pitch, literally screaming at each other.
“Are you barking mad!”
“Well if you don’t want to then let’s just continue right?”
“What is wrong with you?”
“What did I do?”
“This could be anything, like any freaking thing.”
“Yeah I get that, but we don’t know it for a fact, look I’m not
a ghost hunter, no one is going to come shoot Paranormal or

Conjuring here. OK. Chill! I can’t do anything about it. You can
be scared; just don’t let it overpower you. OK?”
“Just go.”
“You want me to open the door?”
“NO! Go, do your sheets.”
Both of us went back to work, working in an uncanny silence.
The next night, same old, same old. Whoever stayed awake
around 3 would hear it, others sound asleep, would not be
aware of it. This continued like forever every single night right
at 3 am. I guess we just got acclimatised to it. The thing would
knock, or dance or just do its thing in
whatever balcony it preferred. I
may have watched a lot of ghost
stories on NG or googled a lot
about it, but I still could not
find anything. No sequence
of when it appeared, Hell!
I even tried to make a
progression out of it, but
still, NOTHING! No one
ever came to know about
the source of the sound,
why it comes or any
information related
to it. Our seniors
had heard it. They
confirmed that
their
seniors
had heard it
as well. And
it goes on
like that.
That’s
the only
bit that
everyone
knows
about. We
became
accustomed
to
the
thingamajig, but
never dared to actually
go into the balcony at 3 am.
I am just happy, that we have a different hostel now. And yeah
Jyoti is still my room-mate but she does not get scared now or
maybe it’s because we have not heard those sounds for a long
time. Whatever it is, chuck it!

fyVjslh fe’ku&,d fo’okl
**ia[k NksVs gSa exj ] vkleka Nwus dh pkg j[krk gwa eSaA
FkksM+k lk lkFk ns nks esjk] rks nqfu;k cny ldrk gwa eSaAA

ekuksa ;gh dg
jgh Fkh oks nks
NksVh&NksVh
vka[ksa]
tks
vuk;kl gh
,d dkxt ds
VqdM+s ij fy[ks
dqN dkys ‘kCnksa esa dqN [kkstus dk iz;kl
dj jgh FkhaA ysfdu mudh pkg dks lgh
fn’kk dSls nh tk, bldk mÙkj ugha Fkk esjs
ikl A ‘kk;n eSa bl ckr ls vufHkK Fkk fd
esjs vius gh dkWyst
ds izkax.k esa dqN
n`<+izfrK yksx
mu nks uUgha
vka[kksa
dh pkg
dks ,d
okLrfod
#i nsus esa
yxs gq;s FksA eSa bls
viuk lkSHkkX; gh
dgwaxk fd TkYn
gh eq>s ml lewg
^^fyVjslh fe’ku**
ftldh uhao 2005

esa gekjs tSls gh Nk=ksa vk’kh”k dqekj] vfer ‘kekZ
o vlhe diwj us j[kh Fkh] dk fgLlk cu ikus dk
volj izkIr gqvkA
okLro esa tks dk;Z eq>s vlaaHko lk izrhr gksrk
Fkk ^^fyVjslh fe’ku** ls tqM+us ds i’pkr og lgt
lk yxus yxk A ;gka izfrfnu cPpksa dks lk;a 4%45 ls
6%15 rd i<+k;k tkrk gS vkSj ckn esa izfr jfookj dks
izkr% 7%00 cts dkWyst ds gh eSnku esa cPpksa ds lkFk
ge lHkh okyafV;lZ [ksyrs gSaA le;&le; ij cPpksa
ds lok±xkh.k fodkl ds fy;s ckSf)d ,oa [ksydwn
izfr;ksfxrk,a Hkh vk;ksftr djk;h tkrh gSaA
gksyh&nhokyh tSls R;kSgkj
Hkh ftu cPpksa ds fy;s
lk/kkj.k fnuksa tSls Fks]
vkt muds fy;s gj R;kSgkj
[kqf’k;ksa dh lkSxkr okyk gSA bruk
gh ugha bu cPpksa dks v/;;u lkexzh ,oa
LokLF; lqfo/kk,a Hkh fu%’kqYd iznku dh tkrh gSaA
cPpksa dh izfrHkk dks ,d eap iznku djus ds
fy;s rFkk iw.kZ o”kZ esa gkus okys fØ;k&dykiksa ij gksus
okys O;; ds fuoZgu
ds fy,] o”kZ ds var
esa ,d lkaLd`frd
dk;ZØe ^^iz;kl**
vk;ksftr djk;k
tkrk gS] ftlls
izkIr lg;ksx jkf’k

dks bu cPpksa ij gksus okys O;; ds
fuoZgu eas mi;ksx fd;k tkrk gSA
fdUrq ;g esgur dsoy dkWyst
ds Nk=ksa dh gh ugha cfYd v/;kidx.k
o deZpkfj;ksa dh Hkh gS ftUgksaus dfBu
le; esa Hkh lnSo vius izksRlkgu
vkSj lg;ksx ls ^^fyVjslh
fe’ku** dks ,d u;k
vk;ke fn;k gSA
^^fyVjslh fe’ku**
ds esèkkoh cPpksa
us ,vkbZbZbZbZ
tSlh dfBu
ijh{kk esa Hkh
lQyrk dk ijpe ygjk;kA
uoksn; vkSj ikWyhVsfDud dh ijh{kkvksa
esa Hkh okyafV;lZ vkSj cPpksa dh esgur
us ehy ds iRFkj LFkkfir fd;sA dbZ
cPpksa us dcìh] [kks&[kks vkSj QqVcky
tSls [ksyksa esa jk”Vªh; ,oa izknsf’kd Lrj
ij dbZ iqjLdkj vftZr dj lHkh dks
xkSjokfUor fd;k gSA
ifj.kkeLo#i Hkkjr
es lokZfèkd yksdfiz;
jk”Vªifr Mk- vCnqy
dyke
vktkn
Hkh ^^fyVjslh

fe’ku** dh Nfo ls izHkkfor gq, fcuk u jg ldsA
ekuuh; jk”Vªifr th us dgk **;fn ;g ^fyVjslh fe’ku*
lEiw.kZ Hkkjr ds lHkh dkWystkas eas ‘kq# gks rks Hkkjro”kZ
dk ‘kr&izfr’kr lk{kjrk dk liuk viw.kZ ugha jg
ldrkA** ‘kk;n ;gh liuk mu rhu Nk=ksa vkSj vkt
iwjs fyVjslh ifjokj
dh vka[kksa esa rSj jgk gS
ftls t#jr gS rks gj
O;fDr ds lkFk dhA bl
f’k{kk dh ped dks iwjs
ns’k igqWpkus ds fy;s]
cl t:jr gS rks ,d
NksVs ls *iz;kl* dh A
;g ped fdlh lwjt dh ugha ]
;g ped gS ,d fo’okl dhA
Mxj ;g bruh vxe ugha gS ]
cl dlj gS ,d ^iz;kl* dh A
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t:jr vkSj egRodka{kk,a
EkSa cgqr Åapk mBuk pkgrk Fkk] rkjksa lax f[kyuk pkgrk Fkk A
		
yksxksa us ftldh dYiuk u dh gks] eS ml cqyUnh ls feyuk pkgrk Fkk AA
eSa dgka dqN xyr djuk pkgrk Fkk]
		
eSa rks tekus ls vyx djuk pkgrk Fkk A
esjs [cko esjs lius cM+s gh U;kjs Fks]
		
esjs vius eq>s le>krs le>krs gkjs Fkss AA
eka us dgk csVk ,slk [okc er latksuk tks VwV tk;s]
		
gok bruh er Hkjks tks xqCckjk QwV tk;s A
oDr ds lkFk pyks mlls vkxs er Hkkxks]
		
dgha ,slk u gks ftUnxh gks exj thuk NwV tk;s AA
firkth us le>k;k&ykyp xys esa vkQr dk QUnk cuk nsrh gS]
		
vf/kd jks’kuh Hkh vk¡[kksa dks vU/kk cuk nsrh gS A
viuh t#jrksa dks larks”k ds nk;jksa esa cka/kksa rqe]
		
pyks [kwc exj viuh ifjf/k dks er yka?kh rqe AA
exj eSa mudh bl lksp ls okLrk gh ugha j[krk Fkk]
		
thr ds x:j esa gkj ds fy;s jkLrk gh ugha j[krk Fkk A
lc tkurs Fks bl lksp dk vUtke cqjk gksxk]
		
Mky ls VwVk iÙkk vkf[kj dSls gjk gksxk AA

Gnana Selvam
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esjs gj c<+rs dne ds lkFk esjs vius ihNs NwVrs pys x;s]
		
fj’rksa ds] izse ds /kkxs VwVrs pys x;s A
eSa lksprk Fkk esjs vius esjh dke;kch ls tyus yxs Fks]
		
D;ksafd eq>s vc viuh eafty ds irs feyus yxs Fks AA
vc eq>s fj’rksa ds vglklksa dh nqfu;k [kwclwjr ugha yxrh Fkh]
		
vius liuksa ds vEcj esa mM+us ds fy, ijksa dh t#jr ugha yxrh Fkh A
fodkl ds rst j¶rkj esa eSa cgus yxk Fkk]
		
eq>s [kqn ugha ekywe Fkk eSa fdl nqfu;k esa jgus yxk Fkk AA
thrus ds fy, lc dqN >ksad fn;k Fkk eSusa]
		
[kqndks ftanxh ds ml eksM+ ij NksM+ fn;k Fkk eSus AA
dgrs gSa fny ls fudyh gj vkokt vFkZ ykrh gS]
		
esgur dgk¡ O;FkZ tkrh gS] esgur dgk¡ O;FkZ tkrh gS A
esjh dksf’k’kksa dks Hkh vk;ke feys]
		
eq>s ftldh I;kl Fkh oks tke feys AA
cqyUnh ds cgqr Åaps eqdke is eSa [kM+k Fkk]
		
vkt viuh utjksa esa lcls cM+k Fkk A
eq>s ?ksjs pkjksa vksj uk;kc yksx Fks A
		
;k ;w¡ dgw¡ fd oks dke;kc yksx Fks AA
bl ÅapkbZ ij viusiu dh fpfM+;k pgd ugha ldrh Fkh]
		
fny dh dksbZ D;kjh vc egd ugha ldrh Fkh A
fodkl dhs Åaph nhokjksa dks QkM+dj ?kj esa jks’kuh ugha vkrh Fkh]
		
‘kk;n blfy, esjh ijNkbZ esjh utj esa ugha vkrh Fkh AA
lc erych Fks ;gka dksbZ viuk fn[krk ugha Fkk]
		
mldks <w<+uk eqf’dy Fkk tks fcdrk Ukgha Fkk A
cukoVh ftUnxh thrs&thrs Fkdus yxk Fkk]
		
,d ek;wlh Hkjk loky esjs tgu esa dldus yxk Fkk AA
bu iDdh bZekjrksa dh uhao esa [kqn dks Mqcks fn;k Fkk eSaus]
		
FkksM+k ikuh gkFk vk;k] leUnj [kks fn;k eSaus A
vkt yksaxks dh rkjhQ dk gdnkj Fkk eSa]
		
gdhdr esa viuksa dk xqugxkj Fkk eSa AA
ftUnxh xqtjh esjh rjg&rjg dh ijh{kk;sa iwjh djus esa]
		
t#jrsa ugha esjh egRokdka{kk;sa iwjh djus esa A
dk’k vius HkkbZ ls dgrk eka eq>s vf/kd pkgrh gS]
		
firk dh vk’kkoknh mEEkhn eq>h is vkrh gS AA
j{kk cU/ku dks esjh dykbZ lwuh ugha jgrh gS]
		
dqN Hkh gks exj ftUnxh esa I;kj dh deh ugha jgrh gS A
exj tks [kqn ls gkjk gks oks vkSjksa ls thrsxk dSls]
		
;s iwjh ,d mez dk vU/ksjk gS ,d jkr esa chrsxk dSls AA
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The special one
It was a chilly January morning. It was one of those
days when my oft-renewed personal vow of venturing
on early morning jogs had actually materialised,
instead of being strangled into indefinite nonexistence in the trance of my sleep. And mind you, it
was not an ordinary morning. It was a dawn in the lap
of Himalayas, in the lanes of Manali, cradled on the
banks of Beas in a valley of the intimidating, snow
covered, majestic mountains. The white, sheathed
hills looked down imposingly upon me as I stepped
out of my cottage, and onto the street, only to find
fresh snow piled into soft heaps on either side. Why
on earth would I choose to implement one of my
most troublesome and vain resolutions on such a
day? I had no idea, but it might have been the same
vanity that made me think I could easily jog a few
miles in the biting cold, considering myself quite the
sportsman, having played soccer back in school.
When I set out, the first rays had just broken through
the cracks between the hills, filling the morning with
a pleasant light. I set out along the Mall, stretching
and breaking into jogs every once in a while. It was
not long before I saw the man who shall henceforth
be the object of my tale. He would not have caught
my attention, had his appearance not been a
personification of suffering. A hunchback he was,
not quite the extreme case, but definitely walking
with a pronounced stoop. When I first saw him,
he was many paces ahead of me. Of course, I was
faster and it was not much longer that I was almost
alongside him. I slowed down and broke into a trot.

The poor man tried to walk at a frantic pace, huffing
and panting, tugging his threadbare shawl close
to his thin, crooked frame. Beneath it, I could only
make out a khaki shirt, paired with khaki trousers,
and the pair looked like they had been handed
down, not matching his rare frame in size, length or
fit. The trousers had been given many folds at the
feet, and bore deep smudge marks, testament of a
hard day’s labour. A mop of disheveled hair barely
covered a disfigured head. He kept shuffling his bent
legs as fast as they would allow, and I slowed down
to match him; this misfit of nature had caught my
attention. But immediately, I found myself guilty of
pity; for what does such a poor man have if not the
pride of independence? It does not do justice to him
that I study his crookedness, marvel at his laborious
persistence or try to explicitly visualize the extent
of his uniqueness. What choice does a man have? It
only befits that I move on and let him live his day, and
that’s what I did.
The rest of my journey seemed monotonous, and when
I returned, I was pumped by an amount of adrenaline
that is appropriate to having won a marathon, but
surely not having finished a long promised, short jog.
A quick shower and the hunger of a bear prodded
me on to a nearby restaurant for a big breakfast. It
was not long that, by the providence of fate, I met
my subject of interest yet again as I pulled a seat. No,
I did not meet him directly, nor did I talk to him, but
I did see him, for he appeared to be a janitor, and
a handyman at the kitchen; and apparently new at
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would shove a man’s heart into reproach; but what
protest could he make? All the feelings of sympathy
and wronging sprung anew in me. The hunchback
moved faster, hurrying to and from the kitchen to
the tables, carrying salt and sugar, mops and tissues,
prepping the tables for the first customers. When
he hurried, his crooked, stooped walk also became
a lopsided one. His strides were big, but he dragged
a leg in each step. It was thus that it took him a full
hour to finish his job, something that would have
taken a normal man half the time to complete. And
when it was done, our proud friend stood proudly in
the center of the room, hands on hips, glaring at the
tables with a lopsided smile. First day on the job, and
what a decent one!

From art gallery

the job. I was early that day and thus the only one
around when he started his daily chore of cleaning
the tables and such paraphernalia. I could not help
but observe, only with significant pity and a heavy
heart, his difficulty in carrying out tasks which are to
us, ordinary. It took him a couple of minutes to lift a
heavy wooden chair and place it elsewhere. It took
him fifteen minutes to mop the floor with a long mop
that protruded out of his crooked hands, longer than
his person. Every now and then, someone would
bark from the kitchen, and he would rush in. They
called him crooked, and a variety of names that

But that’s what I thought, and he thought, but
not the manager, because the very next moment,
his smile was cut short by a string of profanities.
In decent words, respecting the discretion of the
reader, I’d say these words in general meant to
tag him as useless, a weight on the earth, slow, a
sloth, twisted, and then again, useless. From his
evident anger, it looked like the devil of a manager
had lost a couple of customers because of the
slow job. He barked rudely for quite a while, and
then roughly shoved our friend into the kitchen to
peel a heap of potatoes, still dishing him guttural
verbal treatment. That was all I could see until the
kitchen door slammed shut, but between then
and the completion of my meal, I heard only loud
laments, negations and jibes aimed at the new
man at the job. My meal did not set well with me.
It was beyond my comprehension how one could
be mean to a differently-abled man; someone who
already seemed to have been punished for the
entirety of his life, between his multiple disabilities
and the pit of utter poverty. On the way back to
my room, I wondered if humanity was going in the
right direction if we couldn’t learn to sympathize
or accommodate our exceptions. With such grave
thoughts, I dozed into a siesta, and by the end of
the day, I did not worry further for the wretched
man, a crime most of us are wont to commit.
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I saw him every day in a similar fashion; from a distance,
pitying him, sympathizing, cursing his employers and
going on with my life. It was a week later, on the last
day of my trip, when I decided to take a walk in the
bazaar in the evening, before I caught my bus back
home. I strolled in the chilly evening on the broad,
paved boulevard, marveling at the hustle of the
tourist season. It must have been an hour, strolling
back and forth, buying a scarf here and a token there,
before I decided to head back. As I turned towards
my cottage, for a moment I found a hunched figure in
my field of vision. I paused to look around, and soon
enough, found him standing at a trolley-stall a few
paces from me. It was only a samosa-wallah, vending
hot, fresh samosas in the chilly evening. It’s not a
place where tourists congruent, oh no, they go to the
posh restaurants. It’s a place where the local people
and daily workers find a hot snack for a decent buck
after a hard day. Our crooked man was different
today and it intrigued me. All the while I saw him,
he was grinning his lopsided grin, baring his uneven
teeth, two of which were rotten. Out of curiosity I
went to the stall and asked for a couple of samosas
myself. As I waited, our hunched friend reached out
with his crooked hands and grabbed the samosa the
vender handed out to him in a paper bag, and then
stooped further sideways.
It was then that I noticed the little figure next to him.
A thin, bony, little boy, tugged at his father’s dirty
trousers and held his palm tightly. A rag was all he
wore, or maybe it had once been a proper cloth but
now qualified only as a rag. A boy that age should
have cried of chill, but a broad smile broke on his little
face when he sniffed the piping samosa in his father’s
hand. The crooked father stooped down, and sat on
his haunches to come level with his little son, too
little even for a hunchback. Together, father and son,
they broke bread. Gasping, exclaiming, panting they
gobbled the hot snack, turn by turn. The little kid
brimmed with excitement. He rubbed his snotty nose
on his rag of a shirt, and gestured vividly to his doting
father on the supreme quality and utter goodness of

the spicy meal they were sharing. His eyes betrayed
love, his peppy voice gave away his excitement, and
his words testified what a tremendous experience it
was for him; his father bought him a samosa from the
samosa-wallah! He would remember it, and he would
have told his friends all about it, even his mother,
but father wanted it to be their secret. Children love
secrets, and our little friend’s eyes gleamed with joy
with this new pact with his darling father. Oh what a
man he was!
He took him all the way to the mall and bought him this
delicious, smacking treat! He couldn’t wish for more,
what a lovely night it was. Together, having made
their pact, shared their excitement and smacked the
last crumbs, the father rose on his feet and clutched
the fingers of his little son. Our crooked hunchback,
suffering, abused and a sore sight by the day, each
day, was nothing less than a hero that night, for
someone who loved him with all his heart. For all his
shortcomings, how could he be anything less than
perfect for his loving son? The little lad would quarrel
long with you, should you dare mention anything of
such sort. It was the last I saw of the proud misfit,
walking in his lopsided, stooped, crooked gait, with
uneven strides, and shuffling his feet at a frantic pace
as he headed into the darkness. Beside him, the little
figure of an innocent lad, a loose rag on his limbs,
tried to keep pace with his father with hurried steps,
clutching tight his long bony fingers. Oh, father would
never understand. Why did he have to walk so fast?
The little kid always had to hop and skip and run in
bits to keep pace. But then, the sumptuous samosa
was worth it. They trotted into a dark alley, away
from the glamour and hustle of a hill station, back
into their idle existence, unnoticed by the world.
The boy clutched his father’s hand and appeared to
be enthusiastically narrating the tale of an old tire
and a rag doll his friends found in the trash, and the
pair walked away in their own odd symphony. Soon
the child’s voice and the father’s muttered approvals
disappearing into the darkness, out of earshot.
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,d v/kwjh dgkuh
^^xoZ** vkt vkWa[kksa ls Nyd iM+k]
dksey g`n; esa Tokj meM+ iM+kA
ij ykMys ds [kr us mls cka/k fn;k]
ekr`Hkwfe us mls ^^ohj&ekrk** ds f[krkc ls uokt fn;k AA
ek¡ rsjh xksn esa [ksyk eSa]
rsjh dgkfu;ksa us eq>s tkackt cuk;kA
rsjs vkapy us lqdwu fn;k eq>s]
ij ek¡ eSa rsjs cq<+kis dk lgkjk u cu ik;kA
esjh yk’k dks ns[k dj vkalw cgkuk ugha]
rq>s dle gS ek¡ jksuk ugha AA
eSaus dHkh rq>s viuk gky ugha crk;k]
ij ek¡ vkt crkrk gw¡ fdruh jkrksa ls eSa lks ugha ik;kA
jkr dk LkUukVk rhj lk pqHkrk Fkk]
gj vkgV esa nq’eu dk psgjk fn[krk FkkA
oks nl Fks fQj Hkh eSa ihNs gVk ugha ]
esjs t[eksa dks ns[k vkalw cgkuk ugha
rq>s dle gS ek¡ jksuk ugha AA
ek¡ gekjh dqckZuh ns’k dks txk nsrh gS]
ij ;s fl;klr lc fcxkM+ nsrh gSA
^^viuksa** dk ygw cgrk ns[k [kwu [kkSyrk Fkk ek¡]
^^Hkxr** jkst liuksa esa vkdj jksrk Fkk ek¡A
thus dh reUuk esjh Hkh Fkh] ij ek¡ rwus gh fl[kk;k gS]
ns’k ls cM+k dqN gksrk ugha]
rq>s dle gS ek¡ jksuk ugha AA
xqfM+;k ls dguk ekQ dj ns eq>s]
bl ckj dykbZ lwuh jg x;h A
og jks, rks MkaVuk] eukuk ugha ]
ek¡] rqe&ckck gkSalyk gks esjkA
mUgs VwVus nsuk ugha]
rq>s dle gS ek¡ jksuk ugha AA

From art gallery

v/kwjs okns iwjs djus eSa fQj vkÅ¡xk ]
vxyk tUe Hkh fQj rsjh dks[k ls ikÅ¡xkA
ckck dh vk¡[kksa dh jks’kuh fQj ykSV vk,xh ]
vius ?kj dh Nr Hkh fQj laoj tk,xh A
eq>s ;kn dj viuk fny nq[kkuk ugha A
rq>s dle gS ek¡ jksuk ugha A
rq>s dle gS ek¡ jksuk ugha AA
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,d
loky
fnlEcj eghus dk vkf[kjh fnu FkkA
;|fi ‘kke ds ceqf’dy 7 cts gksaxs]
ij gj rjQ lUukVk Fkk] rst lnZ
gok,a lka;&lka; dj jgh FkhA jk”Vªh;
jktekxZ is [kkeks’kh iljh gqbZ FkhA
;s jktekxZ bl [kkeks’kh ls fcYdqy
vufHkK Fkk D;ksafd ;s jk”Vªh; ekxZ
okguksa ds dksykgy esa [kks;k jgrk
FkkA lnZ gokvksa ds FkisM+ksa ls cs[kcj
eSa vius xarO; dh vksj rsth ls
c<+ jgk Fkk] eq> ij u, lky dh
[kqekjh iwjh rjg ls gkoh Fkh] ‘kk;n
blhfy, eSaus le; dh ijokg fd,
cxSj xkao ls ‘kgj dh vksj vxzlj
gksus dk nqLlkgl fd;k FkkA oks Hkh
iSny vkSj fcYdqy vdsysA ij ‘kh?kz
gh eq>s viuh xyrh ¼vdsys gksus½
dk vglkl gqvkA esjs Bhd ihNs ;k
dgwa rdjhcu esjk ihNk djrs gq,
dksbZ py jgk FkkA eSaus lkspk pyks
lQj esa lkFk nsus ds fy, dksbZ rks
FkkA eSaus ckr ‘kq: djus ds fy, fcuk
From art gallery
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ckr ds ckrphr ‘kq: dj nhA HkkbZ lkgc vki dgka tk jgs blls igys eSa dqN cksy ikrk] ?kj okyksa dh lokfy;k utjsa
gSa\
eq>s vkSj ml yM+dh dks ns[k jgh FkhaA ml yM+dh dk dn
djhc ikap QqV] pkj bap vkSj jax ‘;keyk FkkA lknxh]
jktekxZ ds tSlh [kkeks’kh m/kj ls tokc esa vkbZA eSaus nwljk vkRefo’okl vkSj eklwfe;r ml psgjs ds Ja`xkj dks c<+k
loky fd;k&^^HkkbZ lkgc] vkt lnhZ cgqr gS**A m/kj ls rks jgh FkhA
fQj dksbZ tokc ugha vk;kA eSaus dqN >q>aykrs gq, iwNk HkkbZ
lkgc vki esa fcYdqy Hkh O;ogkfjdrk vkSj f’k”Vkpkj ugha eSaus ?kjokyksa dk /;ku ckaVus ds fy, eka ls dgk eq>s cgqr
gS] eSa dc ls vkils ckrphr djus dh dksf’k’k dj jgk gwa] Hkw[k yxh gSA eka us ge nksuksa ds fy, [kkuk yxk fn;kA ?kj
ij vki cgqr rY[kh fn[kk jgs gSaA
ds lkjs yksx ml yM+dh dks vc Hkh ,fy;u dh rjg ?kwj jgs
FksA oks ldqpkrs gq, vk/ks v/kwjs eu ls [kkuk [kk jgh Fkh] eSaus
bl ckj esjh vis{kk ds vuq:i& vkf[kjdkj oks [kkeks’kh tYnh [kkuk [kRe dj] eka dks ,dkar esa ys tkdj iwjh ckr
ds ckny fi?kys vkSj mlus dgk&eq>s [kqn ugha ekywe fd crk nhA vc rd iM+ksfl;ksa dks bl ckr dh lwpuk fey pqdh
vkf[kj eq>s dgka tkuk gS\
Fkh fd Qyka HkkbZ lkgc dk yM+dk] l;kuh yM+dh dks vius
?kj yk;k gSA vFkkZr~ esjs ‘kqHkfparkdksa us ?kj esa vkuk ‘kq: dj
tokc lqudj eq>s vk’p;Z gqvk vkSj mlls Hkh vf/kd fn;k] ekeys dh rgdhdkr djus ds fy, dbZ rjg ds iz’u
mldh vkokt lqudj! dnkfpr bl le; fdlh yM+dh dk yM+dh ds pfj= vkSj esjs fdjnkj ij mBus yxsA
lwulku lM+d ij vdsyk gksuk] vius vki esa dbZ iz’uksa
dks tUe nsrk gSA
esjs ?kj okys ml yM+dh ds Hkfo”; dh fpark ds ctk,]
yksd&ykt dh fQØ dj jgs FksA vr% eq>s le>k;k x;k
eSaus vius ‘kCnksa dks n;k ds IysVQkeZ ij bl rjg ls mrkjk Fkk fd dy lqcg ml yM+dh dks dqN iSls nsdj ?kj ls fonk
fd vutkus esa Hkh ml yM+dh ds LokfHkeku dks Bsl u dj fn;k tk,xkA yM+dh dks nhnh dejs esa lqyk fn;k x;k]
igqapsA vkf[kjdkj eSaus vius HkkxhjFkh iz;klksa ls yM+dh dk nhnh vkt eka ds dejs esa lksbZA vxyh lqcg eSa nsj rd lksrk
fo’okl thrus esa lQyrk ik yhA
jgk&tc eSa tkxk rks ?kj ds lHkh yksxksa ds psgjs mrjs gq, FksA
eSaus lcls bldk dkj.k iwNk ij dksbZ Hkh eq>s dqN Hkh crkus
mlus eq>s crk;k fd oks viuk ?kj NksM+dj vkbZ gSA mldh dks rS;kj ugha FkkA eka us eq>s ml fnu dk v[kckj ykdj ns
lkSrsyh eka mlds lkFk cgqr cqjk crkZo djrh FkhA mlds fn;k & vjs ;s D;k! oks yM+dh ftls eSa dy ‘kke dks vius
firkth ‘kjkc esa Mwcs jgrs FksA jkst&jkst dh ?kqVu Hkjh ftanxh ?kj yk;k Fkk] mlus Vªsu ds vkxs dwndj vkRegR;k dj yh
ls oks iwjh rjg ls VwV pqdh Fkh vkSj vkt mlus lkgl dj FkhA
viuh lkjh csfM+;ka ¼etcwfj;ka Hkh vkSj e;kZnk Hkh½ rksM+ nh
FkhA eSaus mlls iwNk rks fQj vki vc tk,axh dgka\ mlus eSaus eka ls iwNk&fd vkf[kj mls ?kj ls fdlus fudkyk] eq>s
fo’okl Hkjs ygts esa dgk & eSaus ckjgoha rd foKku dh txkuk rd t:jh ugha le>k x;kA eka us crk;k fdlh
i<+kbZ dh gS] NksVs cPpksa dks i<+k ldrh gwaA dLcs esa tkdj us ml yM+dh ls dqN ugha dgkA tc lqcg lc yksx mBs rks
dqN dke ryk’k ywaxhA
yM+dh ?kj NksM+dj tk pqdh FkhA ‘kk;n mlus dy jkr dks
gekjh ckrsa lqu yh FkhaA u;k lky esjs fy, ,d u;k loky
bu ckrksa ds chp irk gh ugha pyk fd dc gekjk xarO; vk ysdj vk pqdk Fkk fd D;k e;kZnk,a] yksd ykt fdlh ds
x;kA ¼gekjk ugha dsoy esjk½A eSa mls vius ?kj ys x;kA thou ls vf/kd egRo dk fo”k; gS\
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differently social
For most of my childhood, I was told I wouldn’t amount to much
by my teachers, for the most part because I was considered to
be “lethargic” and “un-eager” to participate in class. They had
only one explanation that I was a dull child, without wit and
lacking flare that my classmates so obviously possessed. It was
abundantly clear that being quiet and introvert was not to my
advantage.
What is introversion you might ask? Well, introversion is often
confused with shyness, but is completely different. Introversion
and Extroversion has to do with the natural element in which
one finds himself/herself most in tune with. While extroverts
crave stimuli, introverts prefer the serenity and peace of a quiet
environment. True productivity of people lies in the region they
find themselves at home in.
In some of my classes here, I have been told that we need
extroverts for organizations, and I did contest this point to the
effect that introverts bring forth the ideas in others, whereas
extroverts squash others’ ideas for their own, but to no avail. It
has been seen that the modern world seems to favour a man of
action more than the man of contemplation. As society is today,
introverts are usually considered weirdos, problem cases and are
shunned for being themselves. They must try and pass themselves
off as bold and outgoing to be accepted, while the extroverts are
thought of as the center of creativity and productivity.
However, this is not usually the case. It is often seen that the
most remarkable individuals have had a streak of introversion
in them. Leaders- both political and religious, artists and social
personalities, all have a level of introversion to them, which has
contributed to their success.
It is important to understand that no-one is completely
introverted, as no-one is completely extroverted either. Carl
Young, the psychiatrist who first proposed the idea of introverts
and extroverts remarked that if a complete introvert or extrovert
were to exist, he would likely be in a lunatic asylum. It’s all on
where on the introvert extrovert line we lie. Creative personalities
like Van Gogh and Michelangelo did have an extroverted side to
them to project their ideas and emotion in the form of art, but
to have such strong emotion; they turned to their introverted
persona. Technology guru Steve Wozniak, cofounder of Apple,
has admitted that he never could have developed a keen
knowledge of electronics had he not cut himself off from the

Piyush

world for days on end. History is full of political personalities like
Gandhi and Eleanor Roosevelt, who have been described as soft
spoken and quiet, and yet they rose to the occasion, when what
they were called to fight for what they believed was right. They
took the spotlight against every fiber of their being for a heartfelt
belief that is what I believe caused their following to rise to such
measure.
So, it’s not that introverts don’t feel emotion; it’s that they feel
it too greatly, that they feel overwhelmed by it and cannot cope
with such levels of emotion in an external fashion. What I propose
is, we stop imposing the pressure of being an extrovert on people,
as it is now, most of the learning is in groups now- a-days, it seems
geared towards the extroverts and with as much as a third of
the population being introverted, it quashes the solitude loving
nature of such individuals. And solitude is important, it led to the
creation of not one but three of the most followed religions in
existence- Buddhism, Islam and Jainism. The founders of these
religions, in a quest for the Truth, went on a path of seclusion and
found an Explanation involving balance and righteousness. That
can’t be a coincidence. I could go on about other high achieving
introverts, but what they all have in common is the fact that all of
them had a spark of extrovert behaviour, which allowed them to
project themselves to the world. Therefore, we must encourage
an “ambivert” approach to life, i.e., a life of contemplation and
action as well. Extroverts need to spend time away from their
element, to unplug and to spend some time inside their head. And
though introverts first instinct is to hide away their baggage, they
should, on occasion, venture into the edge of their comfort zone
and let the world into their lives.
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Fond Disclosures-V
Tales from California, Colorado and Canada

“NITH has a lot to learn from other university towns”
If you ever have been to the Yosemite National
Park in California, you must have noticed the scenic
John Muir trail, named after the famous fin de siècle
American naturalist. Probably his experience of the
stunning beauty of Sierra Nevada Mountains inspired
this not-so-quotidian quote, “One day’s exposure
to mountains is better than cartloads of books.”
NITHians are however a tad more fortunate, for the
pur sang beauty of the Himalayas has been delivered
to their doorsteps for free.

Although it is not imperative to experience a frisson
of mountain travel to avoid the inanities of life, it
helps to study in a university that is the mise en scene
of some of nature’s best offerings. If NITH benefits
from its serene location, then it is not absurd to
expect a payback from NITH to Mother Nature. My
stay in Colorado, which is home to some of the most
beautiful mountain campuses in the world, helped
me learn various ways universities in US contribute
to the preservation and development of their local
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community and environment. The universities
there focus on green technologies and promote
environmental sustainability. There are various
departments and research centers devoted to
academic programs on environmental engineering.
It is not out-of-line to wonder why NITH does not
have an environmental engineering program despite
all the catalysts available locally to NITH to ensure
success of this kind of research.
Many universities in US that are located in the
vicinity of spectacular landscapes and national
parks also conduct research on archaeology,
paleontology, and prehistoric evolution. The
output of this research is often visible on the
information boards and museums co-located with
US national parks. For example, during my visit to
the Devil’s Tower in Wyoming – a pilgrimage site

for all science fiction fans (being the setting of the
climax of Close Encounters of Third Kind) - a few
years ago, I found an infographic which described
three scientific theories discussing the formation
of such a tower millions of years ago. It was not a
random graphic pulled from web. It was a result of
decades of authentic research by local universities.
Himachal Pradesh is the site of many engineering
landmarks and spectacular natural formations.
While visiting any of these sites, have the readers
of this column found an infographic based on
research conducted at NITH? If not, then why NITH
has shied away from research which contributes
to better understanding of its surroundings? True,
we are an engineering institution. Archaeology
and paleontology is not our forte. But science,
environmental engineering, and sustainability
research is not out of our realms.

A Parnassian Adventure
During my visit to Vancouver, Canada in 2011, I met
students from University of British Columbia (UBC)
– another academic institution that is blessed with
breathtaking locales. UBC also benefits from its
proximity to Vancouver, Whistler (a la 2010 winter
Olympics) and, to some extent, Calgary in the sense
that UBC campus is an inexpensive and decent
lodging site for visitors to conferences and symposia
to the aforementioned cities. While NITH often hosts
conferences where it is directly involved, it should
also frequently volunteer itself as a facilitator for
other regional meetings and gatherings. Let’s take
a cue from the mathematical prodigy Terence Tao of
University of California at Los Angeles (UCLA) once
said: “I learned a lot about my field through books
(not textbooks).” NITH community can also learn,
and experience a lot through by participating in many
non-engineering regional and national meetings.

As a gedanken experiment, consider the fact that
NITH invites Dalai Lama to campus and organizes
an international lecture series with His Holiness as
the first speaker. In fact, NITH should have done
this long before given that it is the closest premier
national institution to Dharamsala which witnesses
bewilderingly high number of visits by internationally
known personalities.
Secondly, a number of artists, and writers have
made Himachal as their home. But very rarely have
NITH taken a serious engagement with the local
intellectuals. There is no reason why it should box
itself as a solely engineering institution. MIT, CalTech,
and Georgia Tech started as exclusively technological
institutions but have since expanded very well into
almost every sphere of academic research including
humanities, social sciences, medicine and law.
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On The Qui Vive
For last two years, I have been visiting the State Capitol
in Des Moines, Iowa to meet state legislators as part
of the university representation to make lawmakers
aware of the progress and needs of our university.
It is a very fulfilling experience. Turns out this is not
some privileged dernier cri of universities in a western
country but a well-crafted tradition that allows
universities to make their presence felt in political
circles. The event known as “Legislative Breakfast”
sees participation of several academic groups where
the university representatives (students included)
present their cases for future financial funding with
utmost savoir-faire as legislators eat their breakfast
and sip a coffee. Compared to many other Indian
states, Himachal Pradesh is a smaller region. It is
possible for NITH to access lawmakers and lawmaking
process when the state legislature is in session. It is
not even a long shot or a bien-pensant suggestion, if
executed with correct strategy. Through increased
representation at such important forums, NITH can
not only increase its visibility for new opportunities but
also secure additional financing and participation in
state-level projects. Apart from state legislatures, NITH
should also plan several outreach programs for school

students in Himachal Pradesh to kindle their interest in
science and technology. By providing exposure to these
students early in their education, one can hope that
these students choose NITH as their future university.

An Unlikely Macedoine
The universities often resort to many unconventional
measures to reinvent themselves and stir interest of
local media in their work. It might sound like a voulu
means of staying in the competitive game but it
benefits students in many ways. A few years ago, Yale
allowed students to check out therapy dogs from
the university library as a stress-reducing measure
during the final exams. A new study published last
year ranked gymnasia and recreation centers of US
universities. The ones that took the top honors had

rock-climbing, Olympic size swimming pools, yoga
classes, personal fitness training programs, massage
and spa facilities, indoor hot tubs, and other modern
sports facilities on campus. Investment in recreation
centers contributes directly to the well being of
students and, therefore, increased productivity.
Being a hill campus, NITH should plan to have active
clubs for mountaineering, skiing, rock-climbing and
other sports for which the surrounding sangfroid
Dhauladhars can be direct facilitators.
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Some Departing Musings
One of the strangest memories of the NITH stay
involves a rather sketchy incident during the winter
of 2002. One evening as I returned from my classes to
Mani Mahesh Hostel, there was a complete chaos in
the hostel. The strange degringolade was a result of
(gasp!) stabbing of a final year student by one of his
acquaintances. The acquaintance was a visitor and not
a NITH student. Fellow final year students tackled the
attacker and the victim was dispatched to the hospital
toot sweet. We don’t live in a crime-free world. So, I
am not going to argue against the infeasibility of this
senseless crime in a froideur society humankind is
slowly turning into. The clou of this illustration is the
lack of sufficient security on campus. NITH has not
learned from that incident and still does not have
an emergency text messaging system that most US
universities have implemented after the unfortunate
shooting incidents such as the one in Virginia Tech. Also,
the tackling of the attacker was left to fellow students
rather than the campus security personnel. How the
attacker accessed inside halls of Mani Mahesh Hostel
is an entirely different security question since NITH
hostels don’t even have electronic swipe card-based
access at its gates. The situation could have been
worse if the attacker was armed with a fire-weapon.
Let’s just hope this never happens again on campus
and hope to implement better security measures.
In yet another incident, one of my batchmates went
to his home in Odisha during the 2001 holidays and did

not return by due registration date to NITH campus.
NITH community and his family had no clue where
he was. Like Akira Kurosawa’s movie Rashomon, we
were content with contradicting explanations until
Delhi Police contacted hostel warden that the student
was robbed of his cash and injected with poison on
his way to Hamirpur in Delhi. This is not straight from
Dostoevsky’s fantastic fiction, for reality is dangerous
than fiction. What is more disturbing is that NITH did
not have any system in place that could have helped in
tracking where the lost student is. The simplest thing
that NITH should do is maintain active telephone
directory of home contacts of all the students and
put measures in place where a unreported or missing
students could be identified during various times in a
week. Some students may understandably think of
such measures as a direct lèse majesté on their privacy.
However, depending on how it is implemented, it is
in their interest to not only consistently report their
travel plans to college but also keep track of their
friends.
All the suggestions I have highlighted in this billetdoux to my alma mater should be interpreted in
context. As an alumnus, I appreciate the fact that
NITH has implemented a number of reforms during
the last decade. But we must not forget that there is
a lot of room to improve and bring the college at par
with international standards. We shoot for the stars
and ultimately reach Mt Everest.

Bio: Kumar Vijay Mishra is pursuing a doctoral program in Electrical and Computer Engineering at The
University of Iowa. He obtained his M. S. in Mathematics from The University of Iowa, M. S. in Electrical and
Computer Engineering from Colorado State University and B. Tech. summa cum laude in Electronics and
Communication Engineering from NITH. During 2003-2007, he worked with LRDE, Bangalore - a DRDO radar
research lab where he was awarded Scientist of the Year award in 2006. When not thinking of radars, he
enjoys swimming, reading classical literature and comics, creative writing and programming while living in his
“cubicle-ville”. A nature-lover and travel enthusiast, he has set his foot on 13 Indian states, 32 US states, four
continents, three oceans and all six hemispheres of the earth.
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dead food

Wednesday dinner is chicken in the hostel mess. And all my
non-vegetarian friends act like they’ll be granted nirvana
with that piece of dead bird. I wonder why I sympathize so
much with an animal – whom I did not know – when it is
providing, even while dead, my friends – who are dearer to
me – with such immense pleasure?
Jonathan Safran Foer, in his book, Eating Animals, writes;
“I can’t count the times that upon telling someone I
am vegetarian, he or she responded by pointing out an
inconsistency in my lifestyle or trying to find a flaw in
an argument I never made. (I have often felt that my
vegetarianism matters more to such people than it does to
me.)”. Nothing could have better reflected my ideas on the
issue. Vegetarianism irritates non-veggies even more than
the other party’s inborn hate. More than once, I have been
told that I am missing more in life than I can imagine. Isn’t
that plain stupid? How can I be missing something I don’t
have the slightest clue about?
Of lately, arguing about vegetarianism has started to become
more and more futile. There is always the quip, ‘Aren’t plants
living beings, too?’ on the surface. I can answer nothing but
yes. Dead is anything that was living, breathing once. And,
since plants are living too, even my food is just as dead as
that of my non-vegetarian friends. Moreover, though I call
myself a pure vegetarian, I do consume milk.

One fine day, a few years ago, when I finally figured out that
the cow’s milk was for the cute little calf, I felt disgusted.
How could I have been stealing away something that wasn’t
meant for me? The argument that popped back was, the
cow has enough to feed its calf and humans, too. More than
one research has claimed that although milk does provide
us with calcium, we can happily survive without it, too. The
only difference is that I talk about survival in different terms.
I might give up on milk any day, but could I live without
yogurt and paneer? Would I eat pizza without cheese?
So, if I claim for the milk to be a vegetarian product, so is the

egg – which I do not eat. The eggs that are eaten are neither
killing the hen, nor are they going to spout future chickens
since they are infertile. The only reason I can still manage
for not eating them is that I have been taught not to. That
concludes any argument about eggs. And for the record, you
cannot order a one pound eggless cake in Hamirpur. Either
you get a huge two pound bonanza or you learn to consume
slight quantities of egg.
The only difference in between eating dead animals and
dead plants is that, while they are being slaughtered, plants
stay quiet as is their great nature. The animals shriek in fear
when they see the shiny blade coming toward them. And
that shriek can haunt a person for life. The ego that, we
are helping maintain the food web is unjustified, though.
There are whales and sharks to eat the smaller fish in sea,
and there are supposed to be lions and tigers who will eat
the smaller animals in their own right. The food cycle will
function all fine even without human intervention into the
world of killing animals.
Without any bias towards vegetarianism, because I am one,
I believe that non-vegetarianism instills violence of some
sort in us. When there seems to be no pity toward killing
an animal, pity slowly starts seeping away even toward
humans. Nothing feels more unnatural to me than killing
animals for eating them. After all, we reflect more closely
with animals – they are as much flesh and blood as we are. A
baby would rather eat an apple and play with a rabbit than
the other way round. It feels natural, correct.
Maybe it is because I have been taught vegetarianism
since birth. Upbringing plays the hugest role here. And yet,
habits change and so do people. We can still spare the poor
animal’s horror shriek as it faces its death. We usually live
in the hazy space between right and wrong in life. And yet,
it seems wrong that food can be something so cruel. With
George Bernard Shaw’s words, “While we ourselves are the
living graves of murdered beasts, how can we expect any
ideal conditions on earth?” I rest my case.

vH;qn; 2013
fdlh Hkh ns’k dh laLd`fr ds fuekZ.k esa lkfgR; dh Hkwfedk fdlh ls fNih ugha gS] vkSj tc ckrvius fgUnqLrku
dh gks rks fgUnh dk ;ksxnku rks bfrgkl ds iUuksa esa Lo.kkZ{kjksa esa ntZ gSA okLro esa bl Hkk”kk dh [kwclwjrh viuh
Hkkjrh; laLd`fr dh rjg blds leUo; dh {kerk esa fufgr gSA blh fgUnh Hkk”kk dh thoVrk] lEiw.kZrk vkSj
fo’kkyrk dks n’kkZrk dk;Zdze gS ^^vH;qn;** jk”Vzzªh; izkS|ksfxdh laLFkku gehjiqj esa izfro”kZ fgUnh fnol ij fgUnh
lfefr }kjk ,d fo’kky ,oa HkO; lekjksg *vH;qn; * dk vk;kstu fd;k tkrk gS ftlls fgUnh Hkk”kk dh fofo/krk
vkSj le`f) dks cM+s gh lqUnj <ax ls izLrqr fd;k tkrk gSA vH;qn; ,uvkbZVh ds cM+s mRloksa esa ls ,d gS tks iw.kZ :i
ls fgUnh Hkk”kk dks lefiZr gSA gj o”kZ dh Hkkafr bl o”kZ Hkh vH;qn;&2013 dk vk;kstu fgUnh fnol 14 flrEcj
ds volj ij laLFkku ds lHkkxkj esa fd;k x;kA vH;qn; dh lkaLd`frd la/;k dh ‘kq:vkr ek¡ ljLorh dh oUnuk
ls gqbZA blds i’pkr laLFkku ds funs’kd egksn; us laLFkku dh okf’kZd fgUnh if=dk *f=’kwy* dk foekspu fd;kA
bl HkO; lkaLd`frd dk;ZØe ess fgUnh Hkk”kk ds lkFk&lkFk Hkkjrh; laLd`fr ds fofo/k jaxks dks Hkh iznf’kZr
fd;k x;k] ftlesa ls HkjrukV~;e dh izLrqfr o Mkal Dyc }kjk ns’kHkfDr ls ycjst Uk`R; izLrqfr mYys[kuh; jghA
**eqLdqjkuk ftUnxh gS** o **catjaxh** tSlh dkO; izLrqfr;ksa us Hkh [kwc rkfy;ka cVksjh A
bl volj ij fgUnh lfefr }kjk vk;ksftr fofHkUu izfr;ksfxrkvksa tSls fucU/k ys[ku] dkO;&ikB]
Hkk”k.k izfr;ksfxrk] u`R; izfr;ksfxrk] laxhr la/;k] pyfp= fuekZ.k izfr;ksfxrk] ‘ksj&vks&’kk;jh izfr;ksfxrk esa
LFkku izkIr djus okys fo|kfFkZ;ksa dks iqjLd`r fd;k x;kA okLro esa vH;qn; fgUnh Hkk”kk] Hkkjrh; laLd`fr vkSj
,uvkbZVh dh izfrHkkvksa dh f=os.kh laxe gSA fgUnh lfefr }kjk vk;ksftr ;g dk;Zdze orZeku ifjn`’; esa fgUnh
ds izpkj izlkj dh fn’kk esa ,d lkFkZd dne gSA
vkt vius gh ns’k esa viuh ekr`Hkk”kk fgUnh dh n’kk ns[kdj eu cM+k O;fFkr gSA vkt geesa ls vf/kdrj
rFkkdfFkr f’kf{kr yksx viuh ekr`Hkk”kk fgUnh esa cM+s lekjksgksa esa cksyus ls fgpdrs gSaA ,slk ugha gS fd fgUnh mUgsa
le> esa ugha vkrh ;k fQj oks cksy ugha ikrs cfYd mUgsa yxrk gS fd dgha yksx ;g u le> ysa fd ;g rks fiNM+k
gqvk gSA vk/kqfud fn[kus dh gksM+ esa ge viuk vkRelEeku Hkwy tkrs gSA ckr cM+h lh/kh gS] fgUnh dks mldk
lEeku rc rd ugha fey ldrk] tc rd ge Hkkjrokfl;ksa ds eu esa mlds fy, lEEkku u gks A
HkkjrsUnq gfj’pUnz us Bhd gh dgk gS&
**fut Hkk”kk mUufr vgS] lc mUufr dks ewy
fcu fut Hkk”kk Kku ds] feVS u fg; dks ‘kwy**A

78

Garima Bajpai,
EED, First year

Traffic Signal
Going to my college one day
I was stopped by a red light,
Unintentionally, my head swayed,
Noticing the hidden horrid sight.

After few seconds, they disappeared!
Yes they disappeared! That’s all.
I reverted back to my life
Facing my problems and rise and falls.

There seemed rush all around
Not to forget the banging horns!
But I saw the other side
A beggar and a child selling corn.
Many like them were waiting there
For many like me to come and aid.
But busy lad! How could they eye the pain!
The suffering that the corner laid.

That’s the truth, harsh indeed,
I noticed, you didn’t, difference though small.
But still the traffic signal is pleading somewhere
But in our deaf ears, their pleads never fall.

Banging the horns as if, these
Sixty seconds would last forever.
Ignoring the expectations of fellow beings
Drowning them in agony forever!
The little boy eyed the merciless aristocrats,
Pleading them to buy a few grams.
But how could we? Don’t you know!
Roadside unhygienic corns would harm.
But what about the harm caused to them?
What about the forever dreams in those eyes?
What about the expectations and our duties?
Duties to serve our fellows and being nice.
Green signal thrashed all their dreams
Turning back, my eyes glued the helpless,
Now waiting for another bunch
Another bunch of ignorant and merciless!
Gnana Selvam
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Jagbir Katyal,
CED, MTech First

^^Hkkjrh; ukjh**
vkt lqcg tc eSa v[kckj i<+ jgk Fkk cM+s xkSj ls]
[kcjsa Nih Fkh vkt cM+s tksj ls A
lcls Åij fy[kk Fkk nfjanksa us fd;k ]
ik¡p lky dh cPph ls cykRdkj]
rks uhps fy[kk Fkk fd xHkZ esa iy jgha]
cPph dks MkWDVj us fn;k ekj A
uhps fy[kk Fkk fd Ldwyh cPph dks]
dqN ;qodksa us dj fy;k gS vxok]
cPph dks NksM+us ds cnys cki ls]
,d eksVh jde yh gS eaxok A
tc vxys ist ij eSaus ,d [kcj i<+h]
rks eSa ,dne ls >Yyk;k]
fy[kk Fkk csVs us eka&cki dks]
t+cjnLrh o`)kJe fHktok;kA
ij vc u jgsaxs ekSu]
vkSj u gh ;s ‘keka pysxk
iwtuh; ukjh dk thou
vc uk ;wa ujd cusxkA
‘kfDr&Lo:i ;s ukjh]
vc u ;s lgeh gksxh A
tks djs e;kZnk ikj]
u ml ij jgeh gksxhA
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Pallavi Dhingra,
Alumni 2009-2013

worth `10
Vasudha Tuli

back home. Days pass by, with each day engulfing me
more into the so-called NOIDA LIFE. But, out of the blue,
somewhere in the corner of this hustle-bustle smiles a
firefly which teaches me to add up the little good I have,
to enlighten, as the night charms. And so did the firefly I
met a few days back….

Life these days has become a conundrum; rummaging
to the answer takes it nowhere but drops it to the pivot
of the labyrinth from where it had started. The very
next day it rises after the sunshine does, gathers the
fragments of the courage it broke last night and marches
ahead with the hope in heart that perhaps “today” it’ll
treasure out the best before lying dead; deep onto the
night’s lap. Amidst all the rat race what keeps it going
is a little innocence in a child’s eyes seeing a chocolate,
a little love which persists when a son holds hand of his
old mother, helping her walk; and a little honesty in a
charming heart which despite of all troubles is as pure as
held away from the shadows of worldly vice.
And so is the incident which is shared forth as a story.
Things have been carved to do justification to the
subject of the story, but the honesty it narrates is true
and pious. There isn’t anything that can sway your soul. I
don’t know why it touched me to the depths; all I know
is that it just did….
Morning light & my life travel at the same pace; with all
glory in the morning as I start for office and dim as I return

Routinely,I was coming back from office at around
6:45pm. The day long exercise leaves you dried and
empty, and in the end you don’t need anything but a
small meal and a bed; no matter how poor those might
be. But that day was a bit different. My taste buds
needed variety and I paused to buy something hygienic
and seasonal. Out of the numerous options, I opted for a
“bhutta”. It had been a nice, mildly cool rainy day and the
bhuttewala had been sitting under the umbrella. “ Ekb
hutta dena bhaiya, kitne ka hai??” I said, “10 rupayka”,
he prompted meekly in his adolescent voice. From the
shade of his umbrella he passed me the bhutta and in the
same hand I placed a `10 note and retreated to my way,
treating the empty belly with the corn.
The very next day when I got off the bus, my hungry
instincts drew me to the bhuttewala. When it came to
collecting my bhutta, I bent a little lower ; don’t know
if it was my curiosity or my reflex action which got me
looking under the umbrella. To my astonishment, the
bhuttewala bhaiya was not an adolescent, but a child
or rather a kid(child would be an elderly word for him)
of 8-9 yrs. of age. It ain’t that I have seen life less or for
that matter child labour less; but he left me bewildered.
I offered a `100 note for the meager payment of Rs. 10.
He somehow managed to return back 8 crippled notes
of `10 from the pockets of his navy blue shirt. “10 rupay
baad me le lena didi”; his words brought me back to my
senses which were taken aback by my eyes pondering
over the little hands which bore cracks caused by heat
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of the burning coal over which he had been roasting
the corn. I left without pouring out anything. I felt
burdened.
Though the next morning I wasn’t completely out of it
but was a little less annoyed. On my way to bus stop,
I stared at the place where I had met him the last. The
place still held the scenes of that evening, the little kid
struggling his tiny hands into his even tiny pockets & me
looking at him, baffled.
Later, returning back from office that evening, I was not
hungry but hoped to see the kid and ask his name atleast.
But to my disappointment, he was not there. I stopped
at the place, looking at the seat he had made for himself,
walked past and went back home. Days passed with
just his reminiscence lying at his area. He didn’t come.
Though not badly, but I missed him and the bhutta too.
The wheel of life as it rotates makes the present, the
past. I got absorbed into my routinely monotony. His
imprints didn’t remain embedded but they had left a
watermark for ever. It had been a fortnight and I could
see everything at his place, but him.
It was Saturday, I remember. I had been staring out from
the bus window, at the rain drops which were falling
on the glass pane; resting there for a while and then
drifting slowly towards the ground, losing their identity.
I landed at my stop and opened the umbrella to escape
the rage. The poor umbrella couldn’t bear the thrashes
of the harsh wind. Suddenly I noticed an umbrella lying
at the place which fewdays back held the shadows of
the kid. “Don’t know what brought him back to work
in this unkind weather”, I uttered to myself. I went to
him and before I could ask him about his whereabouts
in the past days he said,”Didi! Aapke 10 rupay”, and
passed me a 10 Rs. note. I smiled and said “bhutta nahi
khilaoge?”. His eyes sparkled,smilingly he placed the 10
Rs. note under the mat over which his belongings were
kept and had started roasting the bhutta. “Kya naam hai
aapka, kaunsi class me padhte ho?”, I asked him. “Monu”,
he replied cheerfully. “Abhi teentakpadhahoon, abchaar
main padhungawapasgaanvjaakar”, he replied with
all his attention on the corn, roasting every kernel to
perfection. When he had finely checked if the corn was
completely roasted ; he cleaned the coal dust, applied

salt and lemon, packed it into the corn ears and offered
me my bhutta. “Itni baarish mein kyu aaye ho”, I came
to my question and asked. “ Thode din mein gaanvchala
jaaunga, phir nahi aaunga”, I knew he was answering
off the point and the reason was something else which
he didn’t wish to tell and so I didn’t mean to ask again.I
couldn’t spend the evening standing there talking to
him and so, had to leave. I offered him a 10Rs. note
which he accepted warmly and I started my way. “Didi
!pehlewale 10 rupay.”, he called from behind when
I have reached a bit ahead of his roadside shop. “10
rupay”, he said reaching the distance where I had been
standing,stunned.Moved by the intense honesty despite
his soul wrenching livelihood I couldn’t speak a word.
Insanity drew over me and I wasn’t able to understand
if I should take the money back, should reward him with
even more or do nothing and just standstill. All I wanted
was to escape the scene which life had casted me into.
“Kal bhutta khila dena”, I said abruptly. As jovial as
always, he smiled and nodded. We moved our ways. He
happy and I,guilty.
Usually he wasn’t there in mornings and came only
in the evenings. But the following evening he wasn’t
there. More days passed this time for him being absent.
I waited for the umbrella shade again over his place. A
month was going to get over, the season was changing
but he didn’t come back. “Might have missed home and
have gone early, and have started with his new class”, I
said composing myself. The inside of me was turbulent
willing to hear from him. “ Why would he inform?”
“Who are you to him?” I scolded myself at the childish
peculiarity.
I felt petty for not helping him in any way. “That could
have destroyed his self-respect”, I bailed out myself
from the torture of the inner self. “Don’t make excuses.
This is probably the best way of elite class escapism”
came the reply. I probably had done what people usually
do; blame government for everything.I couldn’t add up
anything to him who had taught me a lesson in life. All I
could pay to his priceless honesty was Rs. 10.
The wheel of life as it rotates, rotates the time &
thoughts as well.
Don’t know why his innocence touched me that deeply,
all I know is that it just did.

Gnana Selvan
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Arihant Verma,
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back to the roots

Have u ever been intrigued by the mysticism of our land, India,
the land of enigmas as I like to call her? If not let me have the
privilege to make you feel so. The work that historians, linguists,
anthropologists reveal in their research endeavors is only the tip
of the iceberg. The real ice in the water becomes palpable not
from the ‘wanting’ to learn but by the ‘longing’ to know about it.
The feats that ancient Indians were able to achieve are baffling,
because they defy logical reasoning and sense.
A twin star system that is still worshipped by newly married
couples in the south, was known, even before the advent of
astronomy. Eons old ‘Language of the Gods’ Sanskrit is another
pillar that has seen ages pass without a halt. It is conjectured that
its beginning, at most, started in 1500-1200BC, on the basis of
testaments provided by the oldest surviving forms in scriptures.
So what is so special about this language?

I’m abashed writing this in India, when foreigners don’t ever need
to know about it, they have already accepted its magnanimity
and started working. For example, Artificial Intelligence lab of
NASA is programming in Sanskrit! Today people of India take
pride in not knowing Sanskrit (‘Samskrit’). It’s time we went
back to our roots, for no culture can sustain if it is not connected
to its roots. This edition is our little attempt in reviving what is, a
little lost, and detoured to be hopeful.
Sanskrit is based on the concept of sound. Ancient seers and
sages believed that different types of sounds that its letters could
produce by all permutations, not only had transformational
but immense transcendental power too. There are two forms
of Sanskrit based on the differences in the usage, phonology,
vocabulary, grammar and syntax. Vedic or Paninic and PostVedic Sanskrit. Vedic Sanskrit is tracked to the ancient scriptures
such as the four Vedas and hundreds of Upanishads (about
200 of them). These Vedas and Upanishads (called Vedantas
(the concluding parts of the Vedas)) were passed down to
generations in a startling oral tradition. Carefully constructed,
they were made in a manner that aided maximum remembrance.
Research studies have shown that learning Sanskrit helps in
increasing one’s retention power.
Three schools in U.K. provide benefits to the students who opt
for Sanskrit as the optional language subject. For yet another
example of its razzle-dazzle, there is a Homa (chanting of

certain hymns) called Rudrabhishek Homa/Pooja. It is believed
that when some sages were done with their meditation, one
day, they started reciting some hymns together as if being
directed by one common source as to what to chant. Its birth
is traced back to about 5000 years. Experiments conducted
with this Homa as the cynosure of their studies, showed that
the environment blossomed more where it was done daily than
where it wasn’t. It is said that the mantras and the hymn chants
done in Sanskrit had the power to move celestial bodies. When
the sages, seers and saints felt it was vulnerable to ills of the
wills that could arise by the temptation it offered, they ‘locked’
such powers by changing the sounds and pronunciations and
syntax of the chants.
Like any great hacker would say, every system has a loophole.
Only this time loophole was provided by the makers of the
system. They concluded, that when an enlightened person
would instruct his student to accept a mantra, that would be the
key to the latch. A gracious secret that is kept secret (in this case
the mantra that a guru gives to his disciple) possesses immense
power, because of the property of it being a secret and that too
with a happy countenance.
This year we decided to know about the ultimate instruction a
teacher ever gave to a student. ‘Tat Tvam Asi’, one of the four
‘Mahavakyas’ (the ultimate pronouncements) Vedas, it is a part
of Chandogya Upanishad in Samveda (one of the four Vedic
scriptures). ‘Tat Tvam Asi’ is an instruction a teacher gives to his
student. Roughly translated to ‘Thou that art’ (that you are),
‘tat’ is the ultimate reality that is sought, ‘Tvam’ means you, ‘asi’
means are. The truth that one tries to find in the worldly objects,
one oneself is that already! A seeker and what he seeks is one.
How could that be? This simple adage has the answer.
The way in which this is depicted in the Upanishad is in the form
of a story. Very inquisitive story indeed. Uddalaka, a saint father
is concerned that after years of Vedic education, his son has
obsessed himself with knowing everything there is and worse
yet, keep boasting about it. So he asks his son, Svetaketu –
“Svetaketu, since you are proud and conceited, dear boy, and
consider yourself learned, did you ask for that instruction by
which that which is not heard, becomes heard, that which is
not thought, becomes a thought, and that which is not known
becomes known?” Svetaketu is startled by existence of such a
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thing and replies - “Father, if my teachers had had the savvy of
such a thing they surely would have told me. Could you yourself
would tell me please?” Uddalaka then gave him enumerations
from daily life that acted as corollaries, in explaining that which is
inexplicable of sorts. Now this activity of using analogy to assist
the process of understanding something that is beyond the
gamut of senses is marvelous. One of the feats of the evolution
of mind.
“By knowing the clay, you know what any earthenware is. By
knowing gold, you know what gold ornaments are. Similarly by
knowing what we are, we could decipher what we are made of.”
We are made of pure consciousness. Now what on earth, or in
universe, for that matter, does that mean? This concept seems
metaphysical while having first hands on it. But it is more subtle
than that. After all what is the point of classifying mysteries on
the basis of their nature, when their nature itself is oblivious to
us?
In the beginning of this universe, there was nothing but
‘Brahman’, pure consciousness. It isn’t some entity that is
conspicuous but a ‘tatva’, a principle. At some point in time, ‘it’
wanted itself to multiply out of itself. Sounds like an asexual
reproduction method. But why did it intend to do so? Who
knows? Some mysteries are meant to be lived rather than known.
It transcended its purest and only form it had ever existed in into
Earth, then Water with the help of Fire then evaporated in Air
and dissipated into Space (Void). Why this order?
One could brainstorm logistics and reasons, but ultimately
who knows? Reason is reeling in the known, faith is moving in
the unknown. We are talking about the mysteries that have so
ignited people’s curiousness. So having a little faith is all it takes
in ‘understanding’ this mysterious instruction and not actually
‘knowing’ something.
Uddalaka gave his son another exemplar- “Just as one can’t
discern which part of honey came from which flower, when
a person ‘becomes’ one with that pure consciousness, his
individual identity remains alive no more. Just like all rivers
merge into the ocean, so does everybody inevitably with that
pure consciousness, the ‘Brahman’.” On being asked what
consciousness really is, what it is made up of, Uddalaka asks him
to bring a fruit and start ripping it layer by layer and speak out
loud what he sees. First there were seeds, but he couldn’t rip
apart the seeds. He could only mash them into something that
was indistinguishable. Uddalaka proffered - “That from which
you are made, that which you are, is not an entity, it is a ‘tatva’,
a principle, that is infinitesimal.” He ordered Svetaketu to bring
a glass of water with salt dissolved in it. He then asked him to
taste the water from different sections of the glass. It was same
throughout! Salty obviously! He deciphered the meaning he
intended to make - “Just as salt is in there, but it is inconceivable
through visual experience, that ‘sat’, that ‘Brahman’, that
consciousness is like that.”

As a part of untold algorithm that runs in this world, there is
critique to almost every argument. Or else how would there
be improvement and furtherance? People like Roger Penrose,
trained as mathematicians, neuro-physicists, neurologists etc.
grown in a scientific community have speculated and researched
likewise. They partake most of the scientific community with the
fact that consciousness, is something that is computationally
achievable. Roger Penrose says it is non-arithmetic but is
possible to crack if we dive in the quantum realm.
But it is something different for Ashok Kumar, a former Indian
professor of Applied Physics and a former scientist at Harvard
University. He is the man who has given path-breaking theories
and postulations based on ancient Vedic Sciences that have
given powerful insights into the gray regions of the human
mind, and helped us understand consciousness. Even after
having tread for so long in the realms of science, he feels that
science fails to understand consciousness as an independent
entity. He says- “Science can’t integrate a non-physical entity,
like consciousness into its conceptual framework, and views
human personality as a non-conscious physical system”. He
adds “Nirajanam Nishkriam Shantam Nirvadyam Niranjanam”
that consciousness itself is non-differentiable, inactive, placid,
indescribable and non-associative)
Neuroscientist Professor Antonio Damasio shares the reference
with respect to which consciousness is, the mapping that brain
does of the internals of a body, since the internals are more or
less governed by same parameters in all humans. But Indian
scriptures go on saying, that body itself is temporary. It vanishes
in about 100 years or less. Then what is that field of reference
with respect to which we can associate a ‘self’ with ourselves,
an ‘I’ with ourselves. Scriptures surmise that it can be ‘realized’
but not expressed in terms of having known or having had a
savvy of it, through meditation. That which we are, is beyond
proof, at least according to very ancient knowledge to which we
owe our ancestry. In Patanjali Yoga Sutras it is written - “Truth
can’t be proven or disproven”. Logic is bounded by what we
perceive through our senses and what is physically or reasonably
understandable. According to me that’s why cosmology is
perplexed with the existence of something as eluding as what is
called dark matter and dark energy.
Consciousness moving on the surface of body is stimuli, which
causes pleasure. When it shrinks, then the sensations of pain
and suffering arise. It works opposite to that of the quantum
realms. More one turns the attention inwards, more one realizes
that there is ‘chetna’ in every possible partition of his being.
Consciousness has the tendency to expand just like water has,
to flow downwards and air has the tendency to not to be under
pressure. Just like people can feign love through actions even
though there is nothing igniting inside. People can be hoodwinked
into the unending circles of proving and disproving. Who knows?

Avinash Kaur
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Migrating SCADA
over Ip4 to ip6
Due IPv4 is history. Future belongs to IPv6. But
transition from this history to this future is not
devoid of its share of problems. In the business
world it is of course a challenge but in the process
domains it is all the more cumbersome. In the
domain of process control and instrumentation,
SCADA (Supervisory Control and Data Acquisition)
is deeply entrenched and fairly standardized. At
present it is generally IP agnostic. However, signs
of its definite convergence towards IP based
communication systems are increasingly becoming
evident. It is, therefore, apt to look at the issues,
challenges and possible solutions to transiting
SoIP (SCADA over IP) from IPv4 to IPv6. This article
presents a methodology for such transition. The
transition strategies of the Coke Oven Batteries
of Visakhapatnam Steel Plant of Rashtriya Ispat
Nigam Limited are also presented as a case study.
IPv4 has been a phenomenally successful
protocol in popularizing IP based transmission
and communication. Its immense popularity has
led to the exhaustion of the available address
space more quickly than expected. To meet the
increasing demands on the address space certain
technologies are in use like private addresses
and Network Address Translation (NAT), just to
name a few. Though the exhaustion of publically
available address space is the prime trigger for

another protocol for IP based communication
i.e. IPv6, there are other reasons too. Concerns
for better security and efficient routing are two
such reasons. The transition from IPv4 to IPv6
is absolutely certain. The point of discussion no
more is “Why and whether” but “When and how”.
At the same time such a gigantic global transition
cannot be expected to be undertaken instantly.
Obviously it has to be a gradual and continuous
process. Consequently coexistence of both the
protocols for quite some time is imperative.
Techniques and methodologies are needed for
smooth and seamless communications in such so
called bilingual Internet and Intranets.
Conventionally Ethernet LANs and WANs have
been used in the office communications very
effectively. Due to definite advantages of packet
switching technologies and due to the fact that
protocols deployed in such technologies having
matured over time, there is a definite trend towards
convergence of applications, be it data transport,
be it voice / video communications or even
real time applications like process automation,
instrumentation as well as control. Networks in the
process domains comprise of various components
and subsystems, such as Programmable Logic
Controllers (PLCs), Supervisory Control and Data
Acquisition (SCADA) systems and Distributed
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Control Systems (DCSc). Communication within
and amongst such systems have been done
primarily over various proprietary and prohibitive
protocols. Popularity of TCP/IP as the dominant
packet switched data communication protocol
coupled with mature QoS policies have prompted
its use in industrial control and data acquisition
networks also. At present both conventional and
TCP/IP based industrial process control networks
coexist. The author is, however, of the view that
increasingly such networks will move towards
TCP/IP based packet switching.
The data networks used for business can afford
to momentarily go down for a while for switching
to a newer version of IP protocol. This is not
affordable in case of real time process control,
instrumentation and automation i.e. SCADA
systems. In such systems, network, servers, storage
and applications all are designed for 24×7 running
conditions. Consequently, the methodologies for
transiting such systems from IPv4 to IPv6 have to be
intolerant to shut downs. This article describes one
such methodology. This proposed methodology is
being implemented in Visakhapatnam Steel Plant

of Rashtriya Ispat Nigam Limited. The case study of
the SCADA systems of this plant is also presented
along with a business case for transition from IPv4
to IPv6.
Strategies for transition from IPv4 to IPv6 can be
broadly classified into three categories namely dual
stack, tunneling and translation. They are further
sub classified. Each of these has its own unique
advantages and disadvantages. It would depend
on a particular scenario as to which mechanism
is best suited on case to case basis. In case of
SCADA over IP, significant difference lies in the
fact that data networks in the business domains
can afford to go down for maintenance while they
cannot do so in the process automation domains.
The designs of process networks such as SCADA
over IP always have inherent redundancies at all
levels, network devices, links and other resources
like servers, storage and applications instances in
order to afford continuous operations even in the
presence of breakdowns or shutdowns of a few
such components. In order to transit such systems
from IPv4 to IPv6, it is advisable to follow a server
to client and back approach. As is made clear
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above that such systems have inbuilt redundancy,
the following steps are involved in the transition:
•
Create dual stack mechanism on one instance
of all of the servers, and incrementally on all
the devices on one of the path to the clients.
•
Transit one instance of all the clients to IPv6
only and incrementally on all the devices on
the other path.
•
Transit the other instance of all the clients to
IPv6 only and incrementally on all the devices
on the first path.
•
Transit the Server 1. This may not only need
hardware and network interfaces to transit
but also need the application running on it.
The figure below gives a typical network setup for
SCADA systems over IP. Noteworthy feature of
such a setup is redundancy at all levels, network
devices, links and other resources like servers,
storage and applications instances. The strategy
proposed above is being applied in the process
LANs of Visakhapatnam Steel Plant of Rashtriya
Ispat Nigam Limited. There are number of process
LANs spread over the entire plant. Typically all of
them are similar to the one in figure above except
for the number of devices, servers and clients. The
applications running in this setup are all having
network layer properly abstracted out. They do
not have any embedded IP address. This has made
application transition grossly simplified. SCADA
deployed here is also totally IP agnostic thereby
making it further simplified. To do the transition of
such a system on the fly following steps are to be
undertaken strictly in that order:
•
Create dual stack mechanism on Server
1. This may not only need hardware and
network interfaces to migrate but also need
the application running on it.
•
Create dual stack mechanism on Switch 1 and
Load Balancer 1 with proper configurations in
place.
•
Create dual stack mechanism on Firewall 1.
•
Create dual stack mechanism on Core Switch

1 with proper configurations in place.
Create dual stack mechanism on Switch 3
with proper configurations in place.
•
Transit one instance of Level 1 SCADA from IPv4
to IPv6.
•
Transit Switch 4 to IPv6 only with proper
configurations in place.
•
Transit Core Switch 2 to IPv6 only with proper
configurations in place.
•
Create dual stack mechanism on Firewall 2.
•
Transit Switch 2 and Load Balancer 2 to IPv6
only with proper configurations in place.
•
Transit Server 2 to IPv6 only. This may not
only need hardware and network interfaces
to Transit but also need the application
running on it.
•
Transit Server 1 to IPv6 only. This may not
only need hardware and network interfaces
to migrate but also need the application
running on it.
•
Transit Switch 1 and Load Balancer 1 to IPv6
only with proper configurations in place.
•
Transit Core Switch 1to IPv6 only with proper
configurations in place.
•
Transit Switch 3 to IPv6 only with proper
configurations in place.
•
Transit the other instance of Level 1 SCADA
from IPv4 to IPv6.
•
Transit Firewall 1 to IPv6 only with proper
configurations in place.
•
Transit Firewall 2 to IPv6 only with proper
configurations in place.
These steps if followed meticulously will ensure
smooth transition to IPv6 without taking
shutdown even for a moment. It utilizes the inbuilt
redundancy in the design which is already ensured
in all such critical installations.
•

Transition from IPv4 to IPv6 cannot and should not
be looked at from the conventional perspective
of business case analysis. It would not be proper
to investigate the issue purely from cost benefit
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analysis viewpoint. In fact there are reasons beyond
just profitability that are propelling organizations
to take up projects for such transition. Some of the
reasons are listed below:
A. Getting Ready for the Inevitable Future: It is
beyond doubt an established fact that scaling up of
Internet can only be sustained if more IP addresses
are made available. The last pool of IPv4 addresses
has already been allotted. Apart from this stark
reality, there are emerging IT service models like
cloud computing, SaaS, mobile computing etc.
which can be more effectively pursued with IPv6.
In fact IPv6 is the future of Internet. Organizations
will, therefore, compulsorily move to IPv6. An
early movement will give them definite advantage.

tablets, smart phones and other such devices
are increasingly being used for connecting and
communication. As these devices will eventually
almost invariably use IPv6 addresses, organizations
will be under increasing pressure to serve
information on IPv6. It is more convenient for any
organization to serve information on IPv6 if it is
also the native protocol within the organization
also.

F. Security Considerations: Network security is very
dominant part of IPv6 discussions. IPv6 addresses
a number of security concerns that were not
natively possible in IPv4. The protocol has many
provisions for security features that make it more
robust. In the presence of increased number and
increased variety of cyber threats, it would make
B. Increased Dependence on IT: The inventors of much more sense to use IPv6 rather than investing
Internet did not realize that a time will come when time and money on more security related setup.
it would be impossible to imagine a world without
Internet. IPv6 will ensure dedicated IP address There is no choice. Every entity that is desirous
assigned to each and every device on the globe now as of connecting to Internet will have to be IPv6
well as for a reasonably foreseeable future. To be part compliant sooner than later. A reactive approach
of it organizations cannot afford to miss on this front. might be too expensive. Two distinct trends are
already visible. The first one is the fact that the
C. Regulatory Compliance: Almost all the Internet is gradually shifting towards IPv6 as the
Governments have either already brought up dominant protocol. The second one is the fact that
regulations and legislations or are soon bringing them there is a strong shift towards convergence of all
up for mandatorily making use of IPv6 in platforms sorts of data communication applications be it
and applications pertaining to e-Governance. In data, voice or video. Real time applications of data
order to partner in these business opportunities communication like instrumentation, control and
automation are no exception. The author is of the
organizations will have to be IPv6 ready.
opinion that in foreseeable future all organizations
D. Cost Effectiveness: Planned active transition will have unified backbones for all sorts of data
from IPv4 to IPv6 is expected to be less costly in communication needs and that too on IPv6. There
comparison to a forced and reactive one (whether is a heavy installed base of legacy SCADA systems.
for business or for regulatory reasons). It also These are partially using IPv4 as the protocol for
allows proper cool off time and a vital experience data communication needs. The transition of such
systems to IPv6 on the fly is a tricky issue and on
to the IT staff of any organization.
case to case basis different solutions are needed.
E. Variety of Clients: Internet is a very effective The key lies in the fact that such systems are already
medium for business. A variety of devices like having redundant architectures and deployments.
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Ayushi Kumari,
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sublime truth

ogh gw¡ eSa

What is thus, thus is nothing,
And the aspect more sublime
Cannot be seen.

Living through this strenuous journey,
With no throttle across the way,
Stretching the farthest of all
Yielding penance to the lonely gay,
Or rather would lose existence
On mere thought of stopping by,
But the manner more sublime
Cannot be seen.
Living up to the eccentricities of the turbulent times
Walking by the repugnance of the intellect mind
Let the way be reprobate or a virtuous one,
Let the goal ye find,
Walking till the last syllable of recorded time,
Yet the goal more sublime
Cannot be seen.

Gnana Selvam

dgha gS va/ksjk
vkSj eSa py jgh gwa
dgha gS mtkyk
vkSj eSa ‘kke lh <y jgha gwa
dqN gS tks cgrk tk jgk gS
eS pqi gwa vkSj eu /khjs&/khjs dqN dgrk tk jgk gS
tks lkFk Fkk
lc ihNs jg x;k
eSa vkSj ,d esjk otwn
esjs lkFk vk jgk gS
,d [kkyh ls jkLrs ij dqN&dqN c<+ rks jgha gwa eSa
dksbZ gS gh ugha tks crk ns
fdruh xyr vkSj fdruh lgh gwa eSa
tc pys Fks ogka ls
rc ns[kk gh ugha ihNs D;k NwV x;k
vkt tc eqM+dj ns[kk
rc fn[kk gh ugha ihNs D;k NwV x;k
vc dgha chp esa gS
eSa vkSj esjk otwn
vkSj dHkh vkxs dHkh ihNs
VdVdh yxk, ns[k jgha gwa
,d e`x ftl e`x r`”.kk esa gksrk gS
cl ogha gwa eSaA
cl ogh gwa eSa AA
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Abhishek Agarwal,
CSED, Third year

HkkbZ lkgc!

yM+dk bathfu;j cu x;k gS
dy rd tks yM+fd;ka eq>s QwVh vka[k Hkh
ugha ns[krh Fkh oks vkt eq>s th Hkj ds ns[k
jgha FkhA dy rd tks yksx eq>s efUnj
dk cpk gqvk izlkn rd nsuk mfpr ugha
le>rs Fks] ogh yksx vkt jkth [kq’kh
eq>s viuh csVh dk gkFk ns jgs FksA
;|fi esjs gkFk esa vyknhu dk
dksbZ tknqbZ fpjkx ugha yxk Fkk] vycRrk
eSus ceqf’dy lh Js.kh ds dkWyst ls Mh
xzsM ls bUthfu;fjax dh fMxzh izkIr dh
FkhA bl lh0 Mh0 us gekjh f’k{kk i)fr
dks iwjh rjg ls ,Dlikst dj fn;k FkkA
fcYdqy fLaVx vkWijs’ku dh rjgA esjh
bl vfoLej.kh; egku miYkfC/k us esjs
xkao ds cPpksa ds thou esa dzkfUrdkfjd
ifjoRkZu fd, tSls vkfndky esa ifg;s dh
[kkst us fd;k FkkA lHkh vfHkHkkodksa us
vius cPpksa dks lksus ds fgj.k dk f’kdkj
djus dh xjt ls fdrkcksa ds taxy esa
mrkj fn;k FkkA tgka cMs+&cM+s Hk;kud
fdLe ds tkuoj FksA tks vPNs Hkys vkneh
ds fnekx dks Ml ysrs FksA exj bu lcds
ckotwn mEehn dh dksbZ fdj.k Fkh rks cl
ySiVkWi okyh nsoh A
oDr ds gkFkksa [kqn fcd dj eSaus
ekdsZfVax dh ;g fo|k lh[k yh Fkh fd
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vxj iSafdx vPNh gks rks [kjkc izksMDV dks Hkh vPNs
nkeksa esa cspk tk ldrk gSA blh ls bUlik;MZ gksdj
eSus O;fDrRo fuekZ.k dh ikB’kkyk cUndj ilZusfyVh
fMosyiesaV dh nqdku [kksyhA eq>s lPpkbZ dk irk py
pqdk Fkk fd vPNk fcdus ds fy, nwljksa ls csgrj fn[kuk
T+k#jh gSA
vc lalkj dh txg lsalsDl dh ckrsa djrk Fkk]
viuk bEizs’ku tekus ds fy;s esjs firkth Hkh vaxzsth
U;wt i<+us yxs Fks] vkSj fon islSal fonvkmV lasl okyh

Gnana Selvam

fgafXy’k cksyus yxs Fks A
eka us rks lRlax tkuk fcYdqy cUn dj fn;k
Fkk] vc oks eqgYYks dhs ikap&lkr vkSjrksa dks izopu
nsus yxh Fkh fd cPpksa dh ijofj’k dSls dh tk;s A D;k
f[kykus&fiykus ls cPpksa dk fnekx rst gks tkrk gSA
ekuksa Hkkjr ljdkj us efgyk&cky fodkl ea=ky;
esjh eka dks gh ns fn;k FkkA esjs bUthfu;j cu tkus ds
bZuke Lo#i viuh ftUnxh dks Mk;ufed cukus ds
fy, eSaus U;wVu ds r`rh; fu;e dks vius thou esa
lekosf’kr fd;kA fdlh dk Hkyk djus ls igys vius
ykHk dh ckr lkspks] Hkxoku~ dks rHkh ;kn djks tc n;k
dh t#jr gksA
ckck j.kNksM+ nklths ds opu Fks ^vky bt
osy* esjs fl)kUrksa ds ewy opu Fks ^vkWy bt osYFk*A
ns’k&fons’k dh dbZ NksVh ls ysdj eksVh dEifu;ksa esa
gkFk ikao ekjus ds ckn Hkh 4&5 yk[k lykuk dk iSdst
nsus okyh ukSdjh ugha feyh ij chl yk[k :i, ds lkFk
¼Nksdjh½ nsus okys dh esjs ?kj ds ckgj ykbZu yxh FkhA
;gka esjk dksbZ Lo;aoj ugha Fkk vfirq esjh dher yxkbZ
tk jgh Fkh] lHkh O;kikfj;ksa esa eq>s [kjhnus dh gksM+
yxh FkhA
eSa futhZo oLrq ds leku vius fcdus dk rek’kk
ns[k jgk FkkA thou dh bl lPpkbZ dks esjs efLr”d us rks
Lohdkj dj fy;k Fkk exj esjk eu u tkus D;ksa bldk
fojks/k dj jgk FkkA vkSjkas ds fy;s ;s ‘kks/k dk fo”k; Fkk
exj esjs fy, Øks/k dk fd fj’rs dks iSls ds rjktw is
rkSyk tk jgk gS ;k eq>dks A
vUrr% esjh vUrvkZRek tkx`r gqbZ vkSj eSaus
fgEer fn[kkrs gq;s dgk&{kek djs egkiq#”kksa] vkius
esjs izfr tks fo’okl fn[kk;k gS eS dnkfpr mlds ;ksX;
ugha gw¡A d`i;k viuh nqdku dgha vkSj tek,aA O;kikfj;ksa
dks esjh fourh jkl ugha vkbZA ,d egk’k; us esjs firk
th ls dgk&HkkbZ lkgc vkidk yM+dk gkFk ls fudy
x;k gS vkf[kjdkj HkkbZ lkgc] yM+dk bUthfu;j cu
x;k gSA
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Aman Kumar,
MED, First year

The goal of a happy fate

The sun dazzled the delighted sky with iridescence. The birds
flew with poise, fear in the graveyards and happiness buoying
in their hearts. Down below the azure sky laid the green patch
called earth. In the ether of the universe, the hub of life was
palpable and moist eyes filled with tears full of tangible elation.

The rivers effused with the same babble as people walked to
the quarry where hope was being amassed by the sages who
had to renegade from void to take part to take the population
of depressed souls to the bank where love, satisfaction and
happiness dwelled. The labyrinth of entangled evils, the
shackles of bonds and deuce of hopelessness were on the verge
of vanishing. The goal of evil was very well constructed niche,
where not one was left for the doom to escape.

Destiny came into play and very sleekly did doom begin to
grace. The moment they sat in the gaol of happy fate, the
threshold where the sages sat, began to tremble. The tremors
shook the calm grass and cracks appeared both in grounds and
in hearts of those who thought of a new flair bubbling world
where peace realm would soon come. The sky turned copper
and the penitentiary started glistering with eye piercing light.
Thinking that demons of life would be vanquished by shutting
them in jail, was a thought that has no base but underlined
people’s desire of peace. The castle of bar blasted with a bang,
the guards dumbstruck as people trucked abuses blaming them
for the allowance to pass the hostages of sin and that too
unscathed.
In the time the sage under the tree wisely pondered what went
wrong, where the loophole was but the insight couldn’t make
out the flaw. That thing like avarice, dread, servile bands can’t
be eradicated just by flourishing a gaol. Evil is not something we
could not find hidden in a maze and wrapped in layers of craft
nor could we throw it away in the well of unknown universe,
neither is it living like us, it is something in between. It is a part

Jaideep Negi

Souls were all delighted. The grey clouds like a convoy marched
to allure, not the grim hostages back in usual practice. They like
the guards of Olympia, marched with foam held aloft and quiver
of ‘restraining’ magic drifting in air, savoured the essence of the
‘happy’ loss. The loss which in years to come would make the
world so happy and content that boredom might glimmer the
air of then.

of us; it is in us and is a thing that we crave for. Craving for
something is not evil but what makes it evil is so supple that it
varies with our actions taken for its achievements.
For killing evil we need to fight the monster within and keep
fighting against it as it’s a ravenous ghost, virus that infects us,
the society we live in and what we see around. These thoughts
on accumulating coagulate to precipitate the events we live to
witness and to brood about their ills.
“Fight and fight again, keep fighting for only then evil can be
kept at bay, although could never be eradicated”
–Albus Dumbeldore
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A piece of chalk
With its vanishing size,
Prevails the light of thoughts
To beautify the hollowness of a board’s face.
Words are read and told
But the martyr goes ignored
- a piece of chalk.
Brother of rocks, he’s timid and soft
In the hands of the cleverest fool.
The stage sets. Starts the play.
Eyes drenched in sleep, open and lost;
Audience whom the earth and fear keep still, seated
Wait for the time to leave the hall.
His wait is unending and pain untold.
- he’s a piece of chalk.
I’ve grown up watching their love story.
The chalk, the board- black or green
Their daily meetings and the duster’s cruelty
And their departure ending the tale.
Science and Earth and Universe, they speak of all
But his story is never the subject of talk.
-he’s a piece of chalk.

Google

Time’s old play of sweetness and rust
Has him too like us all.
Broken and swept to the holy crust
To be a part of the farmer’s friend.
Silent he lives, silent he dies
But his silence says it all.
- he’s a piece of chalk.

Piyush Sharma,
CSE, 2nd Year

SHADOW OF THE DARK
Creeping down that endless line
Random thoughts of a doped mind
Drenched in the solitude,the fading ghost
Endlessly gazing at the shadow of the Dark!
Unaware of this fake life
Completely lost in the deepest depths of the Dark
And that shadow casts an endless spell on him
The shadow of the Dark!
The craving of a dying heart
Surviving each day against the self-will
Unaffected by the smothering misery
Resurrected by the shadow of the Dark!
Fading away,each day
Through all the dejection,he makes his own way
Slowly withering away
To be lost forever in the shadow of the Dark!

Vrindaye Sharma

Narendra Joshi,
ECE, Third year
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MkWyj vs #i;k

eka dk vk¡py

dSlk fnu vk x;k gS HkkbZ]
MkWyj us #i;ksa dks tedj ukp&upkbZA
MkWyj p<+ x;k pkjikbZ pkWn ij]
#i;k lksrk jg x;k pVkbZ tehu ijA

LoxZ ls lqUnj] [kq’kcw ls egdk
I;kj dk Qwy gS
esjh eka dk vkapy A
pkanuh lk lQsn] izd`fr lk ‘kkar
egdk&egdk gS
esjh eka dk vkapy A
gj fj’rs ls lPpk lkxj ls xgjk]
ehBk&ehBk ,glkl gS
esjh eka dk vkapy A
u gS LokFkZ dk lk;k] fny gS lPpk
lqdwu dk leanj gS
esjh eka dk vkapy A

MkWyj fons’kksa dks galk jgk gS
#i;k Hkkjrh;ksa dks #yk jgk gSA
MkWyj Nkrh rkudj [kM+k gS]
#i;k I;kt vkSj VekVj ds ihNs iM+k gSA
MkWyj uki jgk gS vkleku dh ÅWpkbZ]
#i;k ukirk tk jgk gS leqnz dh xgjkbZA
MkWyj cu x;k gS igyoku]
#i;k cu cSBk gS xqyke]
MkWyj ds gkFkksa #i;k dk yxke]
#i;k dj jgk gS =kfgeke] =kfgekeA
MkWyj ds ?kj esa ckjkr vkbZ gS]
#i;k ds ?kj esa ekre NkbZ gSA
MkWyj xys esa VkbZ cka/kdj
Qwyrk tk jgk gSA
MkWyj dh dekbZ us fonsf’k;ksa dks dj fn;k gS ekykeky]
#i;ksa dh csoQkbZ us Hkkjrh;ksa dk dj fn;k gS thuk csgkyA
MkWyj xk jgk gS nnZ&,&fMLdks]igys dtZ nks ugha rks f[kldks
#i;k xk jgk gS rk&rkFkS;k] vc ugha cpksxs esjs HkS;kA

Gnana Selvam

d#.kk ls Hkjk] gj ckr ij [kjk
e[key ls Hkh dksey gS
esjh eka dkvkapy A
cguk dk I;kj] dHkh xq# lk Kku]
bZ’oj dk izse gS]
esjh eka dk vkapyA
ijksidkj gS blesa] Hkjkslk gS blesa
vkleka lk fo’kky gS
esjh eka dk vkapy A
D;wa nwj jgrk gS bUlku] fdlh vkSj dh pkgr esa
vueksy /ku gksrk gS
eka dk vkapy A
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Ajay Kumar,
Alumni 2007-2010

finding neverland

Men, great men, came before me. Men who made
current affairs into history, men who fought their guts
out at times for pride, at times for love, at times for their
country and at times for stealth walked the same lanes as
I do now. May be the lanes, and the villages were not tiled
then, and were not consecrated as Chandpur, or Gautam
Budh or some xyz. They ruled the kind of us till they had
the wish and the determination and when their bodies
started decaying someone else came upto their place.

I am not one of them. I don’t have a zeal for power that
makes men butcher thousands; I don’t have the pride
that gets mutilated at every abuse that is thrown on me.
I did not make any princess fall in love with me, and to be
frank I did not give princess a damn. They had too much
money and too much arrogance to even waste a try. For
love I can safely say life is too long not to fall in true love.

I am a wanderer. I wander from state to state, city to
city and from village to village. I wander on foot when I
have no money and I travel in government buses when
my pockets jingle with chillers. I work as a casual laborer
when I need food, or sit in langars with sadhus. Why I do
that is the nectar of my life. I make someone happy.

Sameer is my name. I was born to good, middle class
parents who gave focus on education. I was born a winter
prior to the Indian Financial Crisis in a small village of Kheda,
in Madhya Pradesh. My parents were good decent people.
They knew they had enough money to feed me, and to
educate me, and to make me a decent man and they made
it a point to teach me that they had no money for my wishes
and desires if they went unleashed. I did my graduation and
my post-graduation both from reputed institutes and did
everything that could make my parents proud.

Shipra Chansoriya
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In the summer of 2012, during my post-graduation I
fell in love with a smart, intelligent and beautiful girl.
I may add pragmatic as another adjective and behave
indifferently to being extravagantly praiseworthy. I was
lucky, and most of the people surrounding me know, in
the deepest of their hearts, that first love comes lucky
only one in a thousand. I was the one amongst the
thousands. We married in 2015 and had our first kid two
years hence.
Ramya on the birth of our son said, “I always had the dream
of seeing the whole of India. Cities, villages, the majestic
hills, the pristine beaches, the clandestine sloping sand
dunes, the haunted castles, the snow-capped Himalayas,
the turbulent Brahmaputra, the silent yet ferocious, the
tea garden of the North and the East and beyond doubt
divine Ganges. I want to see Kumb Mela, the sadhus who
travel from far and wild on one foot with knee long hair
and clad only in ashes. We will let our son live his life as
he wants. We won’t ask him join the IITs and NITs or the
IIMs. If he wishes to stay in the hills and write poetry we
won’t stop him.”
“We won’t”, is all I could come up with tears in my eyes.
Spring of 2020 was a sad year. Ramya, Gautam (our
son) and I were returning from Pune to Bandra via the
expressway. An oil tanker had spilled oil on the road,
and the brakes lost control when a cow suddenly came
in front of our car. The car skidded on the spilled oil and
veered off to collide with the mountain running parallel
us on the left side. A truck which was just behind us
braked and smashed our car from behind. Ramya, and my
three year old son and I were smashed in between the
mountain and the truck. Both of them never made it to
the hospital alive.
If anyone has ever experienced pain in his life and cried
over it, let me tell him he was crying for mean causes.
No pain is greater than the death of your loved one,
and every tear shed on other reasons is a waste. The
pain in my heart flayed each and every cell of my body.
Existence was a prolonged curse for me under that
moment. Images of Ramya running behind Gautam filled
every nook and corner of the house. I wished someone
might poison the bits of food, and the drops of water
which went up to my throat but never made it till my
food pipe. Death is a gift under that scenario and life an
abuse.

In 2021, I resigned from my job, sold all my property, my
house, my stocks, my shares and donated most of the sum
to a charitable organization for orphans. I had decided to
fulfill Ramya’s dream. If she could not see the whole of
India, if God was brutal enough to snatch her away from
me, she was going to see cities, villages, towns, sand dunes,
snow, Ganges, Brahmaputra, Tea Hills and hermits and
everything through my eyes. I had decided to search for
Ramya in the ashes of hermits, in the clanking of cymbals
at Assi Ghat, in the scantily used roads of Himachal, in the
sandalwood forests of Tamil Nadu, in the embankments of
Hirakud Dam, and in the realms of Uttarakhand.
In November, 2021 I started walking from Pune with
just a knapsack that contained two pair of clothes and a
blanket. I covered countless villages of Madhya Pradesh,
innumerable sites of Gujarat and by the time I reached
Rajasthan, I had stopped counting both days and villages
I had spent on the road. In the first year each step that I
took reminded me of Ramya’s smiling face, her eyes, her
dark jet black eye lashes, her ears whose pinna were not
detached at the bottom, her small tiny earrings and every
moment that I spent with her. Ramya owned just one pair
of earrings, and those were the ones I gifted her when I
proposed. She wore it since the propose day in 2012 till the
day in 2020 she died. I still carry them in my bag.
In 2025, I was in Allahabad during “Purna Kumb ka Mela”.
On one hand there are men in India who have conquered
the Everest, killed wild boar with bare hands, earned
billions and billions and on the other hand there are men
who have been to this holy place. It is a sight to behold.
The absolute power of faith can be seen at this place.
Multitudes upon multitudes of the old and weak and the
young and the frail enter the fray without hesitation and
complaint. Many come across countries enduring tireless
journeys, and miseries without repining. “It is done in
love, or it is done in fear” opined Mark Twain. He did not
know what it was that made people suffer, endure and
still come. I know what make people come this far. It was
the same reason for which I came, that others come too.
‘Peace.’
I gave the earrings of Ramya to the holy Ganges to
protect it within her waters, and absolve it when it joins
the mighty Bay of Bengal. I found my ‘Peace’, and Ramya
realized her dream through my eyes.
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Dixita Vashistha
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The Agony of
the Creator
Born she was to witness the world, to beautify it, to
give a glimpse of her purity and serenity, Blessed with
a soul and a heart so soft; touched by a single drop
of tear, given the gift of nurturing life within her by
He who rules the world, she was made no less than
him in any manner; rather he comes after her and
from her. Limitless is her ability to love and care; love
grows naturally within every part of her. Enormous
is her strength to endure; pain cannot break her;
struggles cannot refrain her. Despite this, she was
forced into a world of evil; surrounded by her male
chauvinist enemies, who slowly revealed their dual
personality of worshipping her as a Goddess on one
hand and demeaning her simultaneously by killing
her in the womb or as an innocent baby.
Did she who creates life deserve such cruelty to be
inflicted upon her?
The daughter of one, the sister of another, the
mother of a third, looked at by a fourth with evil eyes.
She had to run from door to door to save her dignity
and honour, yet no one seemed to hear her. No
earthly element had the power to mould the wrongs
done to her. Divine as she was, she needed divine
vengeance to work for her-Finally, poetic justice
played its part and all the wrongdoers vanished even
before appearing.
As the source of all human existence was terminated‘MOTHER’ Earth also was in anguish and her fury and
wrath destroyed all “mankind”; That was the time
when men realized the true value of ‘her’; that HE
comes from and is within SHE and that the cycle of
life is incomplete without the melodious combination
of him and her and that mankind cannot exist
without respecting the honour of God himself—
WOMANKIND.

Sushant Pathania

Allow me to humor you with reminiscence. This is no typical, lame, dull, cloying, regular story. This tale still gives me goose bumps as I try to regurgitate the
happenings over the course of those two days.
Okay! Enough of how I feel! Let me run you through the tale. January 14, 2012, 6 of us planned to go on trekking to one of the most serene places - Parashar
Lake. There was a lot of deliberation; one guy didn’t want to come since it was raining, while the other wanted to tag along only if we were going to the lake.
There’s this funny kick that guys get when we gamble; we decided we’d take the risk and go trekking. We came to this agreement round about 12:15 AM, January 15, 2012. One of the guys called up a cabbie and asked him to be present by 1. So, 6 guys took off on a trip that would definitely find a mention even on our
tombstones with the phrase -”Survived Parashar”.
The trip didn’t start off too well. The cab guy came on time, but the car was of the wrong make. To further delay our tryst with fate, the car thought it would be
an appropriate moment to get a flat tyre. And it did! Magic! After the driver fixed the tyre, we went and spoke to a few other cab drivers, and luckily enough,
we found another car to our liking. Looking back, this was probably the only reason we returned in one piece.
By 5-5:30, we had reached Mandi. It had just started raining then. The driver stopped for freshening up, while we packed in a few biscuit packs. Soon, he
took us up a narrow road that led to Prashar. The aerial view of Mandi, with stochastic glowing dots under the shimmering moonlight was a sight to behold. It
was extraordinary. A little distance later, we found that there was no tar road further. The path was a little mushy, with snow lumps at random places along the
road. The view the path offered of the hills was, well, indescribable! Such a narrow path with so many curves, with the glory of the Himalayas surrounding us!
We were awed.
By 7, we had reached a small shop that was the last one that sold anything useful. Beyond that, there was going to be no shop. So, any last minute shopping had
to be done there. We had to convince the guy to make us maggi and boil a few eggs at that time of the morning. Finally, he relented and while he was at it, with
shivering hands, we clicked photos of everyone with the majestic Himalayas providing the beguiling backdrop. After we ate what was our only proper meal over
the next 36 hours, we got back into the car, and the driver left us just where the road wasn’t tractable any further. We got off, and right then, that very moment,
I saw snow for the first time. And to my delight, it had started snowing. It had started snowing! We were buoyed! Forget snow, I was in a snowfall! We quickly
took our cameras, clicked a few pictures. Right across the road, we found a capstone with the inscription that loosely meant, “This is the way to Prashar”. About
8 AM, Jan 15, we started the trek.
We were dancing like a group of monkeys that found a fresh stock of bananas. We did. So many photos, so many one-liners, so many snow-balls, we were at
it! One of us led the group as he had already visited the lake the previous year, or so he claimed. He kept yelling at us to keep pace with him and that we’d find
many more scenic views. We trekked for an hour before we reached a deserted house (the word’s a little ironic).
We took a breather there. We lit paper and made a small fire. And to our surprise, forget snow, forget snowfall, we found icicles! I-C-I-C-L-E-S! Yes!
Hanging, tapering pieces of ice formed by the freezing of dripping water. They looked like those magic wands in Harry Potter. We broke a few, “ate” a
few, threw a few, and posed for a few pointless photos with them. After burying a guy in snow, we took off from there (of course,
he
came too). By then, it had started snowing heavily.
The guy who led told us that the lake was on the 4th hill from where we began. As we moved along, we came across
a hamlet. People warned us that the trek was dangerous since it was snowing heavily. We didn’t care. We knew for
certain what we wanted. We didn’t listen and turn back. We didn’t take their advise. Sissies take advice. We weren’t
sissies. We had the courage to face adversity. Or so we thought. There was no way we were going back and return to
the comfort of our silky quilts that were lying unused in our hostel. We couldn’t do that.

After a few slips-and-falls and a lot of exhaustion, we found ourselves half kilometer away from the lake. The view from there-well, I don’t quite think gorgeous,
magical, spectacular, splendid, awesome, stupendous or any such word would do justice to its pulchritude. There were 60 degree slopes lined with conifers. So
many of them! If our foot slipped, we would probably roll down 100 meters creating a snow-ball as we fell. Luckily, we didn’t have that privilege.
Before we knew it, we were staring at one of the most beautiful lakes in the world. It is. The lake had frozen, and we could see the crust that formed over the surface.
That snap, I still use it as my laptop’s wallpaper. Right beside the lake was a temple. We went closer and there, the residents made tea and lit a fire. While we
made ourselves comfortable, a few went barefoot inside the temple. The others weren’t that audacious. It was 3 PM.
After a few snacks, we took off to the rest house that was a quarter kilometer away. We went inside, gave the inn-keeper the packets of maggi that we carried
along with us. While eating a little and wasting a lot, one of us proposed that we leave the place right away. And to our astonishment, this guy wanted to leave
because he wanted to attend classes the following day! And this guy wasn’t even a 7-pointer. I’m sure you could imagine the horror on our faces. We tried to
reason with him, but he was petulant. He said he’d leave alone if nobody came along. We couldn’t do that. We were in it together. We asked the inn-keeper the
way back, and strangely, he suggested we take a shortcut that would lead us down the hill in 45 minutes. It was difficult to believe, since it took 6 hours to reach
the place. Nevertheless, the impetuous leader and his minions (no offence) took directions from the inn-keeper and we were off with the conviction that it would
take 2 hours at max! We left the rest house at 3:45 PM. We left with a smile. The smile didn’t last long.
A special detail of our route needs mention here. The guy told us that we’d find 2 houses after a short distance. I’m pretty sure either we lost our way in the beginning itself or the guy flunked primary school math. We found 5 houses. 5! We didn’t know what to do. But the place offered a magical view. While a few of us
took snaps, the others deliberated on which route to take. There were 2 routes. One towards the right, and one towards the left. The left route had a transmission
line which all of us conveniently ignored. This was supposed to be the route. We “analyzed” our options. We were treading through 6 feet of snow. A few wanted
to return to the comfort that the rest house offered, while the rest wanted to continue. After a lot of thought, we chose right. And boy, were we wrong!? What are
the odds of 6 people, all choosing the wrong option where there’s a 50:50 chance? Go figure! This was the decision that scripted the remaining story.
It was 4:45ish then. We threw away the only bottle of water we had, because our intuition told us that carrying an extra kilo of weight would be imbecile. Even
after taking long strides, we reached nowhere. It was 5:30 already, and there was no sign of dry land. The snowfall had picked up. It was now snowing heavily
than ever before. We scrambled. We had to reach the village before it was dark. Each of us took turns to lead the rest, and each of us found a unique path that led
us to one cliff after another. All of them were dead-ends. All of us remember this anecdote, the star of which is the same guy who wanted to attend classes the next
day. This was the same guy who led us to believe that he knew what he was doing all along. He was the same guy who told us he knew the path to Prashar. And
he was the guy who said he knew the way to return. He walked up to a point, and when all he found was a 200 foot cliff, he turned back and yelled, and I quote,
“yaar, mujhe yahan se raasta nahi pata”. The next 5 mins contained a million expletives all directed at him. No exaggeration here! We still pick on him for that.
Not knowing where to go, we continued to head down leaning to the left. Lucky for us, the snow was fresh, so, we weren’t slipping as much as we had expected to.
We leaped down and let gravity do the work. By tilting our shoes and sliding across, we used the grip for braking. Thus, in less than 1 hour, we covered plenty of
distance. But we still reached nowhere. The forest got denser while the snowfall turned harder. Before we realized, natural light gave in. We were now walking
in a limitless forest with zero visibility. 3 of the 6 phones we had had already died. The other 3 had little battery left.
One of us had a phone with a flashlight that would function only when the camera was on. To use it as a torch, we had to record the video. To top it all, the phone
had little memory. After every 5 mins, we had to delete the contents. And only 1 phone was being used by 6 guys to walk down the hill! This is how we did it: the
leading guy would hold the phone and take a couple of steps, then pass the phone to the next guy. This guy would take a couple of steps and pass the phone behind.
When all the 6 of us took a couple of steps, the trailing person would then pass the phone to the leading guy and this process would start all over again. (We have
two videos. Watching them still scares the living daylights out of us.)
It was only time before something dramatic happened. One person landed his foot into a cavity and was writhing in pain. None of us paid attention to him. We
simply ignored his cry. Not because we didn’t want to help. Because the mental state that we were in simply didn’t allow us to not be selfish and help the guy. A
few walked on ahead, a few took a breather, all while he was crying out in pain. We just stood by and watched him for a while before it dawned on us that we
needed to help. We helped him, made him stand up. Only his foot came out of the cavity. The shoe still remained. He had to stand on one foot as he couldn’t put

his bare foot on the icy surface. As one guy tried to get the shoe, the rest pondered over the course of our action for the rest of the night. We were stranded. The
battery was about to die. One of us was hurt. If this was any indication, it was only a matter of time before someone broke a limb. If that were to happen, the rest
can’t move with him, can’t move without him. That would have been tragic.
Suddenly, we found a huge opening that resembled a cave. A chilly realization ran through our tired bodies. We could feel the adrenaline pumping. We could
very well have found the abode of a huge monstrous animal. It could have been anything. One of us mustered enough courage to peek into it, and to our relief, he
yelled that it was empty. But, and this was a big but, the cave had footprints of an animal that resembled a bear all around it. The bear could have gone out for
a meal. The bear could return any time. What if we face it? What if it attacks us? What if it decapitates some of us?
One guy proposed that this was the only way we could survive. This was the only logical way that we could make it out alive. We had already trekked for over
10 hours that day. And we didn’t have it in our bodies to go on further. We were beaten by nature. Completely trumped by its brutality. This was a bet that we
were gonna make. There was a lot of commotion on this proposal. Few said that it was too dangerous to risk staying inside a cave. Few seconded the proposal
arguing that it was too dark, and we didn’t have a light source to keep us going. Besides, if we were stranded midway without light, without shelter, the cold wind
would have killed us. This was the first place that was suitable for shelter after we left the rest house. The rock could prove a barrier from the cold wind. The cave
could provide us the little warmth that could keep hypothermia from setting in. All our clothes were wet from all the snow. If we spent the night standing, we had
no chance. This was text-book Bear Grylls from the Man vs Wild show. This was the only reason we survived the cold winter night. We didn’t know the exact
temperature, but it certainly felt like -20 degrees C, with wind speeds around 40 kmph. It was cold hell.
By 6:45 PM, we settled in the cave. The cave wasn’t really comfortable, but no one complained. This was like an oasis in the desert. The cave was 8 feet long and
3 feet wide. It was sort of a like a king-sized bed, except that 6 of us had to fit in. We weren’t carping. We were grateful that we found it. We had packed in a couple of biscuit packets and few nuts before we started the trek. We decided we’d save one pack for the next day, and we’d have the nuts and one pack of biscuits that
night. One guy was in a terrible state. His hand was blue. He couldn’t feel his hands. He needed warmth. To put it euphemistically, one guy watered his hand.
There was no water to drink. To quench our thirst, we had to eat snow. The biscuit pack we opened was ironically called “Nice Time”. We all appreciate levity.
But at that moment, it was an overkill. We contemplated our predicament. There was little we could do then. We were betting big on the snow to stop. We were
hoping it would stop. We were praying it would stop. We let the ill person have most of the biscuits and the nuts. The rest just starved. That was an immense
sacrifice. It wasn’t easy, but no one grumbled.
The following 11 hours were the most arduous 11 hours of our lives. We can still recall every second of the time we spent in the cave. We couldn’t sleep, but were
tired. We were hungry, worn out, thirsty, and uncomfortable. We removed our shoes and socks and sat on sweaters that we spread under us. We sat barefoot
on a woolen spread that hardly provided an escape from the cold, dry stone. We couldn’t risk hypothermia. The matchsticks we had on us were wet and hence
were rendered useless. There was no fire. We were all freezing from mental and physical exhaustion. We felt the bruises of all of slips-and-falls through the day.
Time moved very slowly. Each passing minute seemed like an hour, and each hour seemed forever. Every 2 mins, someone would shout asking for the time. The
rest would yell, “sirf 2 min hue hain”. We had no tomorrow then. There was no tomorrow. Each of us took turns in saying things that meant a lot to us. And
when someone proposed a plan for the next day, the plan started with a “if we ‘re alive until tomorrow, ”. Our chances of survival slimmed dramatically. We were
now reliant on 2 factors-one, the bear shouldn’t turn up. If it did, it would find a few delicious humans. Two, the snow had to stop. It was as if we had no say in
our lives anymore. Only fate had had. We were regretting about things we didn’t do in our lives. We were discussing what things we would definitely do if we
stayed alive. At that point, it all boiled down to the most important things in our lives. Education didn’t
matter, a college degree didn’t matter, a fancy title didn’t matter, a good job didn’t matter. All that
was on our mind was our existence. All of us turned philosophical. Each came up with stunning
phrases that only sages could come up with. It made us realize that when we remove the extraneous, all of us are indeed spiritual. We don’t need to turn to god-men for philosophy. To
understand the true essence of life, imagine oneself in the most difficult situation. It’s only in
the face of adversity that we turn to God. Looking back, these things were funny. But at
that moment, they seemed heartfelt.
There was a tree at a short distance from us. Every 5 mins, the accumulated snow
on the tree would fall on the ground with a distinct sound. This sound frightened us.
We would turn on our phones’ screens aiming at the entrance of the cave to check if
it was any wild animal. Not that we could have done much if it were one, but that
was our primal instinct. We couldn’t sleep for 5 mins at a stretch. We just
couldn’t. The thought of being mauled by a wild bear was too frightening. We’d rather lose sleep than turn into a meal. During the
night, a lizard made its way among us. We didn’t move because of
2 reasons, one-we thought it were a snake, and if we moved, it would
definitely bite us. Two-we didn’t have the courage to move about.
Such was our abandon.

By 4, we were all awake. We couldn’t think of sleeping anymore. We knew we made it through the night. We knew we survived the cold, snowy night. This
realization suddenly brought in the needed enthusiasm. We now knew we could make it out. No, the word isn’t could, it is would. We definitely knew we would
make it. We prepared ourselves mentally to trek for the next 12 hours. Somehow, we had this self-belief that we’d get out of this mess. That was our resolution.
We told each other that we were in it together. Each of us took turns in encouraging the rest with a few positive words. If we could survive the night, we could very
well get out. This was the defining epiphany. Humans have a primal warrior instinct. Each of us are warriors. But it takes a battleground for us to realize it. We
had realized ours. We discussed our action plan for the day. Some of us wanted to get back to the rest house, because that certainly meant that we would live. But
we had drifted very far from the rest house, so it would take us the entire day to get back. But that was the only safe bet. The other plan was to keep heading down
while drifting to the left. This plan was risky, since every step we took down the hill would make it that much harder to return to the rest house. Besides, we had
seen streams flowing downhill, so there definitely was a waterfall. What if the waterfall was steep? What could we do then? That was the lingering question on
everyone’s mind. If it had paid off, we would reach in a short time. If the wager fell flat, we risked our lives. There was a lot riding on the decision.
We finally decided we’d risk it all and go down. It was 5 AM and was still snowing heavily. One guy stood up and went outside. He looked behind and told us an
incredible thing that made our hearts skip a few beats. He said he saw a light, a light that was being carried across by a human. We didn’t believe him. But he
insisted that was what he saw. Another person went out and echoed the same. We felt we were saved. These two started yelling, “hello bhaiya, koi hain? hello?”
there was no response. Two others jumped out of the cave and joined in their yelling. There was no response. Their tone grew deeper with every passing cry. In
desperation, they shouted, “please, koi hain? Bhaiya, please, koi hain?” there was no response. We sulked! Our confidence took a vicious hit.
By 6 AM, the snowfall had stopped, and there was 20-25 meters visibility. We knew our day started. We didn’t want to waste any more time. This could very
well be our last day. And we didn’t want to go down without a fight. We put on our shoes, did a few muscle-stretching exercises, and packed our stuff. We had
a long day ahead. Before we began, we opened our last pack of biscuits. And again, as it had been throughout our journey, levity was
the order of the day! The pack was aptly called “Good Day”! We took off with all of us taking turns in leading the group. At a
time, 2 people would lead the rest with each looking at different paths. The rest would take the best path.
Before long, we reached a point where we had to decide which direction to go. If we went uphill, we had a long trek ahead of
us, but we were guaranteed a tomorrow. If we went downhill, we didn’t know what tragedy was awaiting us. We decided to
risk it all. We decided to go downhill and challenge the Elements. Since the snowfall stopped, the cold temperature froze the
fresh snow. The snow had now compacted and was very slippery. It was very difficult to walk. The previous night, we leaped
and hence covered a great deal of distance. That morning, we couldn’t take 10 consecutive steps without falling. The bitter cold
also made the branches lifeless. The dead branches uprooted easily. We weren’t able to use them as support when we slipped.
We uprooted scores of dead plants.
The funny thing about that hill is that we imagined it to be in an inverted V shape. But in reality, it was in an inverted U-shape. The lower we went, the steeper
the hill became, and the steeper it became, the difficult it was to retract. All around us, we could only see brown trees and white snow. The reassuring sight of
brown, muddy ground eluded us. We longed to see it. We were fed up of snow. At every cliff we came across, it would only seem that 50 meters and we were safe!
That was never the case. Throughout this ordeal, one thing we didn’t forget to do was to keep checking for mobile network. Suddenly, our phone picked up a
signal, and immediately, we dialled 1-0-0. We just wanted to speak to a human. The voice of another human in such a distressing situation is always comforting.
The first time we called, some guy picked up and didn’t answer. We called again, and this time, we spoke in the local dialect. The telephone operator misunderstood our wordings and thought we were soldiers trapped. Boy, that was funny! He called up an Army office at Delhi. This was going all south. We were now
the object of disgrace to them. They called us and asked us where we were. They contacted the local police and told them to begin search and rescue operations.
Our rescue operation was now being directed by the army!
At about 9 AM, we found timber. Also, the snow was a little sludgy. This lit in us a spark of hope. This meant that there was human habitation somewhere close!
Our joy knew no bounds! We were safe! We could at least find someone, pay him all the cash we had on us and get out! After half hour of trekking, we found a
small establishment that sort of resembled a temple. Now we definitely knew we were safe. We just had to find a way to that place. But that seemed to be at least
3 hours away. We had no option but to move ahead. This sudden change of events gave us a lot of courage.
Finally, at 10:30 AM, we had reached the bottom of the cliff. But there was one big problem. The bottom was flooded with water . We had to move carefully
along the rivulet without tripping, because the water was freezing cold. We drank a little water to quench our thirst. We hadn’t tasted water after we threw away
our only bottle the previous evening to reduce weight. After a 10 min walk, we found ourselves facing a 10 foot waterfall. It was something we expected, so this
didn’t surprise us much. We were astonished that it was so small. We were so sure of our destiny that we were surprised we didn’t see a 50 meter waterfall. We
crossed it extra carefully, since the rocks were slippery. I had never crossed a stream before. This was something new to me. We had to cross the stream and go
on to the other side. There were 2 rocks we had to step on in the stream. All we had to do was place one foot on one of the rocks, place the second foot on the other,
and then leap to the other side. I put my stronger foot first, then put my weaker foot on the second rock. As I took off my stronger foot and pulled to closer to my
body, my shoe slipped and I fell face-first on the rock. My head just missed a pebble. That incident scared me. It suddenly drowned out all my confidence. It
made all of us come out of our complacency. We took things lightly over the past half hour. But we were wrong. There were umpteen things that could still go
wrong. We were focussed again. We wanted to make it out without many bruises.

At 11 AM, we found a narrow path leading upwards to a small mound. One guy pointed it out to us saying that it definitely led to a house. He argued that the
path could have only been made by humans. We wanted to check it out. We had nothing to lose, and everything to gain. These were the enervated steps of 6
people who had looked Disaster in the eye. Not finding habitation wouldn’t have disappointed them. They would have attributed it to their fate. But now, their
luck changed! They heard the bleating of sheep! And they found a house! Our first reaction was, “you must be kidding me! We made it! We made it!”
We hurried to the house and asked them the way to the nearest village. It’s funny how the caste system is still prevalent in a “modern” India. The house belonged
to a local priest, and he was asking us our caste to light a fire. We didn’t know how to respond. We were angry, but at the same time, we were relieved that we
had found human life. Right below the mound, there was a road that led to the nearest village. The village was about 20 mins away from that place. We walked
carefully now, realizing how stupid it would be for us to hurt ourselves after all we’ve been through. Just then, we found a villager. We asked him to click our
group photo. This photo epitomized our relentless valour.
20 mins later, as we strolled into the village, people looked at us in awe. They asked us where we were coming from. And when we told them of our adventure, they
all echoed in unison, “Not possible you guys are alive! You shouldn’t be alive!” Yes, we shouldn’t have made it alive. But we did. They asked us where we stayed
the previous night, and when we told them of our cozy abode, they were left speechless. They told us that there was a bear in the vicinity, and just in the previous
month, it had killed 3 people. That sentence left us wondering what we’d have done had the bear turned out to say hello. Or something similar. It wasn’t easy to
digest that piece of news. We just stayed at a man-eater’s residence without it’s permission. That is something we all will be proud of!
After we reached the village, the local convenience store told us that cops had called them asking if we reached. We called the police and they asked to meet them
at a specified location. In the next half hour, our cab driver arrived and we left the village. We went there, and after a lot of questioning, they made us sign a few
papers and took our addresses and phone numbers. The chief also took a photo of us all. I’m guessing he released the photo to the local media claiming he rescued
6 students. We left the place in the comfort of our air-conditioned cab.
7:30 PM, we reached our hostel much to the dismay of everyone. We were ecstatic when we entered the gates of the campus. We were relieved to find that our
world hadn’t changed much. We were exhilarated to see known faces. Our smile was uncontrollable. Our spoils consisted of many bruises, a lifetime of memories,
and an unmatched fortitude. We had developed this rational thinking that would remain a part of our lives. This adventure renewed our faith in raw human
abilities. Impossible is just a word. Unconquerable only has its place in the dictionary. We returned with the impression that everything can be tamed. We had
seen some of the most brutal conditions. No food, no water, no light, no shelter, no fire, -20 degrees C temperature, 40 kmph winds, we braved it all. This trip set
the benchmark for all of our future adventures. All our trips would be measured on the basis of this episode. Whenever we faced a challenge after that, we only
had to tell ourselves, “I survived Prashar. This challenge isn’t so much of a deal”, and the problem inadvertently paled.

Pratheek Adidela
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elemental
Looked beyond the mighty mountains
Wandered the deserts, but all in vain
Ran my eyes across the vast sea
But at last found myself in me.
The appearance of human life on earth has been
a subject of controversy since the beginning.
People from different backgrounds have come
forward to unravel this mystery. Stories run
all around the place about what we are made
of, scientists say cells, a lay man says soil
and the mythology says “mahapanchbhuta”.
Mahapanchbhuta also known as mahabhuta
are the “Classical Elements” i.e. Fire, Earth, Air,
Water, Space which make a being. Analyzing it
closely one can see that the panchtatva merges
the scientific as well as the mythological facts
of one’s existence and survival. ‘Tat Tvam Asi’
mentioned in the Chandogya Upanishad too says
that we ourselves can be found within us.
It is said that every object is a mixture of the
elements. Water is a representation of earth
(prithvi) is represented by water when it is solid
and heavy (ice, snow, hail). It is then melted due
to the exposure of light and heat – fire (agni)

and thus it returns to the form of water (jala),
further it evaporates and creates steam due to
contact with air (vayu) and finally disappears into
space (akasha). Fire (agni) initially requires wood
(earth/prithvi), paper or dry grass and wind (air/
vayu). Generated together they create friction
and heat, which combusts to create fire (agni).
As the wood or paper is burnt (prithvi engulfed
by agni) the heat gradually diminishes and only
ash (vayu and akasha) remains. So all in all each
element is generated or destroyed by one of the
other elements.
The “five element” theory explains the similarity
between humans and the natural world
surrounding them. In our body, space (akasha)
is present wherever there is a cavity like in
the nostrils, mouth, ears, throat, lungs, and
stomach; air (vayu) in movement of the lungs,
heart, stomach, intestines and joints; fire (agni)
in all metabolic activity, the eyes, intelligence
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Nature itself offers green to depict the earth
and last white as a void symbolizing the space.
Geometry too isn’t behind to be in the picture
here. Though confusing but the 3-D shapes
of a tetrahedron, cube, octahedron,
icosahedrons
A direct relation with the history states the origin dodecahedron,
of fire as one of the most important discoveries symbolize earth, water, air, fire
of the Paleolithic age which not only turned the and space respectively.
lifestyle of the wanderers but also protected
them from the predators. As time passed the Why leave the moral
wanderers settled at places near water and thus issues out? We take
started the formation of the biggest civilizations in fresh air and give
as the Indus valley civilization, Harappa out the CO2 rich
civilization and The Egyptian Empire etc. The soil air back which
gave them food in form of the crops that were conveys in a way
grown by them. The air no doubt was truly the to imbibe in good
‘prana’ (life) even back then. Everything left apart qualities and give
from the fire, water, soil and air constituted the up the bad ones.
space which was the medium of transmission of Fire, which burns
everything to ashes,
energy.
has a message to
Each of the five elements is related to the human convey to all that the
body in one way or the other. Ayurvedically fire of wisdom burns to
speaking fire or heat being related as it increases ashes all that is foul and
digestion and metabolism and facilitates evil. The Prana Shakti (vital
temperature and color, air being the one to energy) contained in water is
increase the coolness and the one facilitating the cause for source of life and
touch, water increasing the cohesion and vitality.
facilitating taste, space contributing in lightness
facilitating sound and earth contributing as a Man is born; he ages and then is lead to the
stability factor and facilitating resistance and ultimate truth of death after living a life which
encompasses in itself the life and its stages. The
density.
panchmahabhuta not only classify the objects
The colors in a rainbow merge to form a beautiful but also the various cycles predominant in the
painting in the sky. Some of the colors from this universe. The human lifecycle is divided into
very rainbow depict the five classical elements. childhood, where physical growth takes place,
Fire burns with an orange tinge though red being water and earth being the associated elements,
the one that symbolizes it. Water a clear blue as adulthood where activity and change occurs
pictured by the painters since times immemorial. showing the passionate fire during youth, and
Air finds its domain in the color yellow. Mother old age where mobility becomes impaired and
and body temperature; water (jala) in all plasma,
blood, mucus, and saliva; and earth (prithvi) in
any solid structure like fat, muscles, skin, nails
and hair.
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the body begins to weaken and the lightness
of space and air overtaking the earth. The cyclic
year is divided into four seasons – winter when it
is cold and rainy (water, earth); spring when
new growth occurs and it becomes
warmer (water, fire); summer
when it is hot and dry (fire,
air); and autumn when it is
windy and cool (air and
space).

Yug (Narayana: the preserver) in his quest
to find his wife Sita. Water (jala) was a way
through which the whole army crossed the sea
to reach Lanka during their operation. Her tears
and her despair could be only felt by the space
(vyom) in the Ashok Vatika. After her rescue
from the demon she underwent the famous
“agni pariksha” which proved her chastity
which makes fire (agni) as the fifth element of
importance in the epic.

As
mentioned
earlier the five
elements merge
science
and
mythology. While
science tells how
each
particle
of man is made
of the elements
mythology
gives
refuge to the fears
of unknown through
these
elements.
Mythology gives a very
good description of the
five elements which make a
human being. In Hindu mythology
Agni Dev (fire), Vayu Dev (air), Indra Dev
(water), Prithvi Mata (earth) and the Dyaus
Pita (space/sky) are the five deities who are
said to have control over the five elements
forming nature. The epic Ramayana gives a very
good description of the five elements helping
out Mata Sita in her rescue from the demon
Ravana. First and foremost fact was the birth
of Sita Maiyya. As the legends say that she was
the daughter of nature and was born from the
earth (Bhumi). Later air (Pavan) in the form of
Vayu Putra Hanuman helped Rama in the Treta

Western astrology (mentioning four elements
instead of five as against the classical elements)
too incorporates in itself the elements. Each of
the elements rules some of the zodiac signs and
is in a way chained to the planets. The Aries, Leo
and the Sagittarians are said to have the fiery
nature, the opposite being the scorpion, Pisces
and cancer which are governed basically by the
element water. The earth being the basic block
of heaviness in a body governs the Taurus, Virgo
and Capricorn and the opposite lightness being
governed by air in Gemini, Libra and Aquarius. The
rulers of the elements are the heavenly bodies
which are often worshipped and sometimes
feared too. Mars (the red planet) rules the
element earth, Jupiter rules air, the ring planet,
Saturn being the ruler of fire and the moon being
the ruler of water.
Who can forget the nineties superhero
“Shaktimaan”. We basically grew with that
show. The saint like man sitting in the erect
posture was shown with the rings depicting
the five elements on his back and he becoming
a superhero with fusion of all. All the elements
formed a superman which we so much believed
in the very elements of our own bodies. Just
one conclusion can be drawn that we are no
less than a superman.

112

113

114

115

116

117

118

Dr. Anoop Kumar
Training & Placement Officer
NIT Hamirpur
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I vividly remember the first thing I did, when I put my first step
on NITH’s campus three years ago. I asked someone for the
directions of sports complex. And this year, I was stuffed with
reminiscence when fresher asked for the same. This year’s onset of the sports fever was startling, in the number of fresher
that came wayfaring in the very first days, crediting strict ragging rules, or just genuine want of participation.
Starting with Inter Branch tournaments, August paved way for
the commencement of different matches all over the games’
arenas. Humongous participation was seen in basketball, volleyball, football, table tennis, cricket, badminton etc.
From over the past few years, it feels very clichéd to write this
again and again but, defending Champs, EEE (boys) was once
again! Winner of Basketball, and Civil yet again! Being the runner up. For the Girls’ Basketball, Architecture turned winner,
and ECE, runner up. The programmers’ world stuck the bat and
bowled hard to grab the cricket’s winner’s trophy, Civil finishing 2nd. Boys Volleyball had its stakes even for Meddies and
evenly odd for computer gurus. Civil grasped winner’s place in
football (with not much of surprise element), TT, and runner’s
in badminton. EEE could garner 2nd place in football, turned
winner in snooker and runners in TT.
ECE girls had a run on runners in volleyball, getting beaten in
finals by Computer girls. Chess’s winner was Tejaswi Randhi,
a rare final year meddie.CSE girls finished 2nd in badminton
and TT, getting trashed by Circuit and Communication Designers (ECE) in the finals.Inter year boys’ result statistics are as
follows. Despite the astounding participation from fresher
(which is worth praise), they could bag almost nothing in inter year tournaments. 2Nd year boys turned runners in TT and
winners in smashingly awesome volley. 1St year girls had their
way almost all along in badminton, where they finished 2nd.
Sophomore gals didn’t capture anything. 3Rd year boys had
their share of wins in snooker, cricket and finally! Lo and behold runners
in basketball (after an awful long period of
time).
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In the even semester Team Basketball, Volleyball, Badminton
stepped in the hopes to conquer the titles at Malviya Sports Tournament in MNIT Jaipur. Only Badminton (Boys) could turn their
hopes into reality. Rain was a peculiar judge for basketball games
as the court was oil painted and damnedest in slipperiness. Also
in the odd semester, Basketball Boys inned (I don’t know what
this means) 3rd place at IIT Mandi basketball championship.
NITH also organized IDUSA Badminton Championship which saw
participation of many colleges including Thapar University. Very
Proud to inform that Vedant Singh Shekhawat, Goutham Kumar
N,Saurabh Rana,R sunil Kumar,Nalin Gaur bagged it in the home
and abode of the mountains.
The annual athletic meet of NITH, Lalkar happened over two
days time on 28th and 29th March 2k14. It saw various evennts
like 100m, 200m, 400m, 800m, 1500m, 5000m, 4*100m relay,
4*400 m relay, Long Jump, High Jump, Triple Jump, Shot Put,
Discuss Throw and Javelin Throw for both boys and girls. Out of
the hitherto going graph of the winners, first year inned many.
It was one of the most participated event in the history of NITH.
Much to the delight of different team members, this year’s
Sports Secretary Devesh Sharma was successful in establishing a
new order for sportspersons, providing them world class sports
kits including jersies, blazers, uniforms etc, making up for the little abyss that sportspersons, erstwhile felt for themselves.
We, the NITHians, have always believed in persistence in practice
and practice of persistence. Sports was, is and invariably will be
an integral part of much of our lives, for there is no substitute for the life skills that sports and games offer us.
We have been very lucky, for some of our most old and
respected faculty members like Anoop Sir, Surender Soni Sir
etc have constantly boosted us to give out significant part of
our time to sports, and we as a community are very grateful to
each one of them, named and not named alike, for their constant support and guidance.
We hope, that this escalation of participation and the
zeal and commitment in practice in different sports will continue to exponentially increase in coming times. All hail
the
mighty courts and grounds! For they possess something which is unbounded.

Prof. Bhanu Marwaha

Architecture department at NIT Hamirpur was established
in 2000 and is the
youngest of all the
departments in this
instituition. This
department offers
a five-year B.Arch
which includes semester training and
a two year M.Arch

architecture department

(Sustainable Architecture) as per the
norms of the Council
of Architecture. The
department is well
equipped with modernized laboratories
upgraded to latest
softwares and latest
equipments from
time to time.

“A real building is one on which the eye can light and stay lit.”
True to the words the international airports studied under the project are a few architecturally sound pieces of work by the architechtures. The project studied included
Jaipur Internatioanal Airport, Lal Bahadur Shastri International Airport, Hongkong International Airport.
The focus of Buddhist circuit in Uttar Pradesh and that in Nepal is Kushinagar and it
acts as a natural hub to any Buddhist visting various places in Buddhist network. To improve the present connectivity to kushinagar an airport extension has been proposed
.The proposed site for international airport has an existing strip owned by the government of Uttar Pradesh and is located at Kasia 5 kms north of Kushinagar township. The
land all around the airport is agricultural and is almost level with a slight natural slope
for rainwater flow to a nearby drain.
Jaipur also known as the Pink City has a great potential for the tourism and owing to
the boost in the tourism in past few years a design which serves as a international gateway to Rajasthan was put forward, the annual capacity of the airport being 2 million.
The architectural features of the airport includes the use of permanent materials and
use of polished local Rajasthan granite for flooring. Other remarkable feature being
the indirect lighting in the interior.
Lal Bahadur Shastri International Airport commonly known as Babatpur Airport is located 18 km northwest of Varanasi . Airports Authority of India decided to streamline
the airport as the city attaracts a large number of peole to the place due to its religious
sentiments attached. The terminal is beautifully designed taking care of levels and
maximum walking distance for the passangers.
TheHongkong International Airport is the fifth busiest airport in the world , passenger
capacity being 58 million annually. The architectural features include the one single
continuous space rising to roofs vaults covered by 18 hectares of roof creating a sense
of openness. Also the light roof allows natural light to flood into the building.
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Dr. V.K. Sharda

One of the oldest
departments of
this college, civil
engineering department stands out
in many ways, the
latest reason being
the newly installed
lift . “Sygnet” the
techno cultural fest

civil engineering department

of the department
is held every year
with its field related

“Designing of road using Total Station surveying and liscad”
The changes in the construction technology over the past decade has remained unprecedented for the common use.
The project emphasized potential of liscad in designing a road using total surveying
data. The project was uptaken in Bilaspur for computing the cut and fill volume of the
area while designing the road. This use of extended data collected by the use of total
station in the liscad not only reduced the time in the computations but also made it
easy to use the data so collected.
The data so collected was downloaded into the computer which was then exported to
the liscad a DEM ( Digital Elevation Model) i.e. the digital representation of the ground
data was done and a contour map was then prepared. Alignment in the contour map
was then done using Liscad followed by creation of set of cross sections and vertical
road design. The design of road section is the final step after which the volume of cut
and fill was computed.
In the practical sense Liscad is mainly used for analysing and representing natural
slopes by the use of the digital information of the area.

“Performance evaluation of Evaporation estimation using climate based methods
and ANFIS and KNN Model “
by one and all. Play Irrigation system design and management, hydrological water balance, present and
future management of water resources have a direct relation with the evapotranspiraand study’ go hand
tion which is one of the major components of the hydrological cycle. In this project the
in hand during the
artificial intelligence (that relates to the problem in a more direct and neuronic way:
labs for the students KNN model and ANFIS ) was used for predicting the evapotranspiration values in the
Hisar region. Due to the absence of the lysimeter the values used as standard values of
which are generally
daily transpiration were obtained using FAO56-PM.
held outside the
The climate based methods were also put into use in finding the potential evapotranspiration values and the comparison of results showed the KNN model to be the best
four walls.
among all with a correlation factor of .99. The artificial intelligence methods could
model the data more accurately than any other method so used . The model development was the first step undertaken using the details of the data and the study of the
area using Matlab as the software. The comparison between the different models was
done based on the parameters like Root Mean Square, Correlation coefficient, Standard Deviation, plots etc.
events appreciated
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computer science & engineering department

Dr. T.P. Sharma
Computer Science
& Engineering
Department,
established in
1989,aims at
imparting quality
knowledge and
skills to the
budding engineers
in various fields of
computer science
and information
technology through
specialized courses
in academics,resea
rch,industry,social
commitments and
various open source
projects.
The Department
offers a 4 year
B.Tech program
and a 2 year M.Tech
program as well as
PhD in varied fields
of Computer Science
and Engineering
accredited by
National Board of
Accreditation(NBA).

“IPv4 to IPv6 Transition Plan: A Case Study of NIT Hamirpur Campus Network”
Undoubtedly one of the most ambitious projects of not only the Dept. of Computer Science and Engineering but also NIT Hamirpur, this project dealt with shortcomings in the
current IPv4 network spread across the campus and work upon some mechanisms that
have been implemented to ease the transition from IPv4 to IPv6 especially for IPv4 users
who still want to communicate with their old applications. The purpose of the project was
to study the existing transition techniques that are used for communication between two
networks having different internet protocols IPv4 and IPv6 and then create a test bench
having the best techniques implemented on the various network devices.
The test bench mentioned above consisted of three CISCO 2800 routers with one router
working on IPv4 and other two on dual stack, two CATALYST switches both on dual stack
and two end hosts. For transitioning, IPv4 to IPv6 tunnel was used for establishing the end
to end communications between the two end hosts.
The final analysis and case study results established a need for changes in hardware with
the CISCO routers being changed by upgraded versions and edge switches to be replaced
with Alcatel switches. The team of students also came up with various requirements and
methods to implement the same changes in NIT Hamirpur and since then the work is being
progressed in that direction.
“Virtual Hostel Allocation (VHA)”
Online Hostel Room Allotment is the automation of hostel room allotment system. Earlier
hostel room allotments were done manually. The students were called in different time
slots according to their ranks and allotted rooms. This process was time consuming and
caused great inconvenience to administrators as well as students as students had to part
their time from their regular schedule and wait for hours for their turn. Moreover students
used to personally visit hostels to decide which room to choose.
This project aims at online allotment of hostel rooms. It also provides a special facility
to students to have a virtual tour of hostels and make their choices for the rooms. The
students submit their choices and after a stipulated period of time, the room allocated to
them is displayed.
The project was well acclaimed for arguably being the best graphically displayed project
the department has ever seen. It made use of software like Google Sketch Up and Adobe
Photoshop to display hostels from different perspectives and angles to make the task not
only easier but also appealing.
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electrical & electronics engineering department

Prof. Yog Raj Sood

Electrical Engineering Department,
established in the
year 1986, is one of
the oldest departments of National
Institute of Technology, Hamirpur. The
department has been
imparting quality
education at undergraduate and post
graduate level. The
faculty members
have been active
in teaching and
research activities.
Various departmental laboratories have
been strengthened
and modernized by
procuring state of art
equipments. The department is equipped
with the latest
experimental and
computational facilities for taking up
R&D and consultancy
activities in different
areas of electrical
engineering.

“Smart Monitoring and Control of Electric Appliances for Community”:
Time is a commodity that needs to be managed effectively and efficiently in order to
maximize productivity with least risks and impressive outcomes. With this objective, this
project was based on smart monitoring and control of electric appliances for security and
welfare of community. Sensing smoke, earthquake, water level in tank, intensity of light
to control street lights were some of the major aspects of the project. Each sensor was
linked to a central control unit through a programmable logic controller (PLC) and the real
time status of each sensor could be monitored. The main idea of the project was that the
central control unit could be operated by either one or two officials. Immediate action can
be initiated to avoid any accidents.
The logic used to program PLC was ladder logic where sequential control of a process or
manufacturing operation is required. An online mode of operation could also be setup by
attaching the controller with the computer so that direct communication between them
takes place.
The developed system can be incorporated to a large society. As the number of input/
outputs is increased and effective use of reliable sensors, the project’s concept can revolutionize the security and safety for masses. The project can be linked over internet and an
online monitoring SCADA system can be developed which shall provide us with real time
status around the globe.
“Fuzzy logic based microcontroller operated automatic collision prevention system”:
All the systems employing moving mechanism may be subjected to collision with the
nearby obstacles. An automatic system is generally designed to prevent such kinds of collisions. This project focuses specifically on collision between vehicles. Forward collision
avoidance systems aim at avoiding, or at least mitigating, host vehicle frontal collisions,
of which rear-end collisions are one of the most common. This is done by either warning
the driver or braking or steering away, respectively, where each action requires its own
considerations and design.
This project focuses on forward collision by braking, and presents a general method for
calculating the risk for collision. A brake maneuvered is activated to mitigate the accident
when the probability of collision is one, taking all driver actions into considerations.
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electrical & communication engineering department

Prof. Rajeevan Chandel

Electronics & Communication Departm
ent,NITHamirpur,es
tablished in the year
1988 has attained
peaks of excellence in
various fields ranging
from microelectronics, mobile communication to VLSI Design
Automation.
The Department
recently got a new
building near the
lecture hall. It has
well equipped modern technology in
its laboratories and
offers both undergraduate as well as
postgraduate courses
to its students.
The faculty show
a dynamic involvement in the all-round
development of the
students in practical
knowledge, hands-on
research experience
with challenging and
interesting coursework.

“Comparative study of equalization techniques in MIMO”:
MIMO communication has been shown to be one of the most promising and emerging
wireless technologies that can effectively boost the data transmission rate and improve
system. The aim of the project was to study Multiple-Input Multiple Output communication system, implement it on MATLAB and to perform a comparative study of different
equalization techniques. It used two transmit and two receive antenna case assuming the
channel to be flat band Rayleigh multi-path channel and modulation technique as BPSK.
Different equalization approaches for receiving such as Zero Forcing(ZF) equalization, Minimum Mean Square Error(MMSE) equalization, Zero Forcing equalization with successive
interference cancellation (ZF-SIC), ZF_SIC with optimal ordering, MIMO and MMSE SIC and
optimal ordering were implemented and analyzed. Conclusions showed that MMSE with
SIC optimal ordering improved BER by about 5dB, cancelling the interference in mobilefading channel.
“Realization of Logic Gates Using Verticle Slit Field Effect Transistor”:
CMOS technology was revolutionary at its commencement. It is still used widely. But it had
some problems which had to be solved by next generation devices. Scaling of conventional planar MOS transistor is becoming increasingly challenging due to short channel effects
like Drain induced barrier lowering, Hot channel Effect, GIDL etc. This project was aimed to
tinker with different doping configurations of VeSFETs and implement the four gates using
AND, OR, NAND, NOR using them. VeSFETs have two independent gates unlike only one
in other MOS devices. It maintains energy domain and promotes highly repetitive layouts.
It increases functional density/unit silicon area and minimizes power. The threshold voltage
is adjustable because of the presence of two gates which are independently controlled.
Software used in the implementation of the gates and getting different configurations and
doping levels of VeSFETS were TCAD (Technology Computer Aided Design) and Sentaurus
Structure Editor. Project results extrapolated the possible reach and scope of this emerging technology, that it could be used to design the next generation RAM, processors and
other latch devices.
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mechanical engineering department

Dr. Rajesh Sharma

The Department of
Mechanical Engineering came into its existence right from the
inception of the then
Regional Engineering College Hamirpur
(now National Institute of Technology
Hamirpur) in the year
1986 and served as
catering department
to other disciplines.
The discipline of
Mechanical Engineering started offering
undergraduate programme leading to
four year Bachelor of
Technology (B.Tech)
degree in Mechanical
Engineering in the
year 1994. The first
batch was started
with an intake of 30
students which has
now been enhanced
to 60 students by
the Ministry of HRD,
Government of India
from the session
2006-2007.

“Design and Fabrication of an Eight Legged Walking Mechanism with the Purpose of Enhancing the Contact Factor”:
Walking robots are one of the most interesting innovations of today’s advanced technology. Highly mobile, small robotic platforms offer several advantages over larger mobile
robots. Their smaller size allows them to navigate into more confined environments that
larger robots would be unable to enter or transverse such as caves or debris.
One such successful attempt to design a walking machine was made by mechanical engineering students with the goal to create a linkage with a contact factor of close to 180
degrees. The problem that was proposed to be solved was to design a leg linkage that has
a typical walking stride and a flat period of contact with the ground. A motor system was
added to make the robot remote controlled. The Klann mechanism was the main inspiration for the linkage and was similar to the final design. The design process of the leg linkage was iterative and tested multiple designs for the best foot motion.
There are innumerous fields in which this project finds its usage. One example includes
field workers who need access to otherwise dangerous, inaccessible areas such as collapsed buildings or one damaged in earthquakes. Small, inexpensive robots are also a key
component for rapid installation of ad hoc networks.
“Automatic Rain Sensing Wiper”:
The era of automation is broadly defined as replacement of manual effort by mechanical
power in all degrees of automation. The operation remains an essential part of the system
although with changing demands on physical inputs as the degree of mechanization is increased. Based on these lines of thoughts MED students worked on successful design and
fabrication of automatic rain sensing wipers.
Conventional rain sensing system uses an optical sensor to detect the presence of water
and automatically turn on and adjust the wiper control data to the vehicle’s body control
module (BCM). But optical rain sensors suffer from a small sensing and are prone to false
positives and are too expensive to be included as standard equipment in most of the vehicles. Thus a system was proposed that detects droplets of rain on the windshield and automatically turns on and adjusts the wiper system in accordance to the level of precipitation.
This feature would allow the driver to drive safely, comfortably and with least driving fatigue. A four wheeler with this sort of facility is very useful in a country like India where
road accidents are frequent with a prominent reason that driver’s attention is more towards switching the other buttons. This rain sensing equipment would be fully automatic
and would start working as soon as it senses rain drops, so the driver need not to divert attention away from the road. This feature would make driving more convenient and safer.
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