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All minds are abuzz with wonderful ideas and all hearts bubbly with unique 

emotions. A free and frank expression of these thoughts and feelings is the 

prerogative of every individual. More so, of young students since they are the 

voice of tomorrow which needs to be heard. A dream of holistic development, 

too, demands a platform which provides a barrier free expression to the colourful 

imagination. Besides, in a world of scientific precision and insolent logic such 

artistic and literary liberty satisfies the natural human urge for creativity and 

soothes the soul within like those sparse oases in vast hot and sandy deserts.

These budding poets and writers have been quite enthusiastic in their ventures. 

An honest feedback from the discerning readers will definitely go a long way to 

encourage and improve their skills; a feedback that will leave space for them to 

make errors and learn from them, and at the same time hold them as they fall, 

giving them strengths to stand up and march again.

Before I conclude, I express my deep gratitude to The Hon'ble Director whose 

patronage provided the issue with the basic support and Assistant Registrar who 

has constantly been a source of friendly guidance. I would like to extend special 

thanks to the faculty members, PhD scholars , BTech students for their dedicated 

efforts who have made this possible. Lastly, the Almighty, who continues to 

shower His love and blessings despite our flaws and leads us to success. May he 

love and bless us always.

Thank You
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A Diaster in
Bermuda

There was a ship

Flooded with oil and gold

Sailing with the wind

Through the wave folds

The weather was calm

The sun shone bright

Fish jumping out of water

To get a glimpse of the sight

Suddenly the ship was trapped

In fog and mist

And from the depths

Came a pirate ship

Brown body with a red dragon

A pirate flag and torn black sails

It followed the merchant ship

And reached its tail

The pirate helmsman gave a wicked smile

And asked the captain for oil and gold

But the captain did not agree

As he was brave and bold

The war began on the Ocean of Fire

Cannons and bullets in the air

Blasting the merchant ship

Giving its crew a death-scare

At last the pirates

Captured the merchant ship

And took away oil and treasure

To their helmsman in pleasure

The ghostly ship turned around

And disappeared into the mist

Leaving nothing but mystery behind

And a broken ship…

Amogh Agrawal
B.Tech. 2012 Batch (EE)
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In April, 2012, going to India was as exciting and distressing as 

coming to America in 1978. Prof. M. K, Surappa, Director, IIT Ropar, 

a visionary, acquired my services to lead on the preparation of the 

Master Plan of new IIT Ropar campus.  I was asked the question many 

times over, “why do you want to do this assignment?” “People do not 

come to India from America. Rather, it is other way round.” I was 

living in America with a management level professional job and 

teaching in an American University, with my family living in a beautiful house in a nice 

neighborhood and a Lexus brand car and Royal Enfield motorcycle (yes). 

The project was to prepare a master plan and design of a new campus on 500 acres 

green field in Ropar, Punjab, India.  Designing and planning a university campus- a rare 

project, a life time opportunity in my profession.  It was like NASA inviting you to go 

to Moon. Well, my answer was consistently same – “I want an opportunity to contribute 

to my country.” I am thankful to Prof. Surappa, and members of the Governing Body of 

IIT Ropar for providing me with the opportunity to contribute to and serve my country.  

It was three'o clock in the morning in the United States when the Governing Body 

members interviewed me on skype.  It would not have happened without the support of 

Prof. M. K. Surappa.

On my first day at at IIT Ropar I was greeted by Mr. A. Palatial, Registrar and Mr. T. 

Anand, Executive Engineer. The very next day I was invited by Mr. and Mrs. Palanival 

to join them for a dinner at their residence. Malkit Singh, the milkman, delivered pure 

Punjabi milk everyday irrespective of the weather conditions.  He made sure I lived a 

healthy Punjabi lifestyle while at IIT. 

Sukhdev Singh at the hostel made sure, 

in every possible way, that my stay 

was comfortable and easy.

Well, it did not take long to meet 

wonderful, friendly, courteous, 

hospitable and understanding, neighbors at the boys hostel.  I am grateful to all the 

Ph.D. students of IIT Ropar for making my stay what it was. If I needed company they 

were only a phone call away.  After dinner walks with them, jokes, and entertaining 

comments and songs are just few great moments with them worth mentioning. 

The most exciting project was initiating preparation of the grounds for building outdoor 

sitting areas for the students in front of the boys hostel. I cannot express the thrill I felt 

when I saw so many students roll up their sleeves and get ready to get their hands dirty. 

Every one, Thank you so much.

Designing and planning a university campus- a rare 

project, a life time opportunity in my profession. Well, my 

answer was consistently same – “I want an opportunity to 

contribute to my country.” It did not take long to meet my 

wonderful, friendly, courteous, hospital and 

understanding, neighbors at the boy’s hostel.

My Gratitude

Harmit Bedi
Former Consultant to Director/Project Manager for 

the New Campus of IIT Ropar

When Snow White delves into her apple

With Prince Frog's babble,

Beauty transforms Beast

And I realize my fairy tale just had a twist!

I was a princess locked away

Shattered by those that betray,

Chained up in the highest tower

With nothing to do but cower...

Knights came for my rescue

Thousands in a queue,

But the monster that held me here

Was not eager to spare.

I forgot what it was like to smile

Even trying hard was futile,

Lying in the tower crying

I was tired of fighting..

Then once upon a time

There came a brave prince covered with grime,

He rescued me from the tower

And handed me a lovely flower.

He showered me with love and care

That I would never with anyone like to share!

He made me smile again

And I was no longer in disdain...

So my dear prince charming

It would be really thrilling

To be in love with you thereafter

And live happily ever after!!

A Fairy Tale

Bonani Hazarika
B.Tech. 2010 Batch ( CSE )



In April, 2012, going to India was as exciting and distressing as 

coming to America in 1978. Prof. M. K, Surappa, Director, IIT Ropar, 

a visionary, acquired my services to lead on the preparation of the 

Master Plan of new IIT Ropar campus.  I was asked the question many 

times over, “why do you want to do this assignment?” “People do not 

come to India from America. Rather, it is other way round.” I was 

living in America with a management level professional job and 

teaching in an American University, with my family living in a beautiful house in a nice 

neighborhood and a Lexus brand car and Royal Enfield motorcycle (yes). 

The project was to prepare a master plan and design of a new campus on 500 acres 

green field in Ropar, Punjab, India.  Designing and planning a university campus- a rare 

project, a life time opportunity in my profession.  It was like NASA inviting you to go 

to Moon. Well, my answer was consistently same – “I want an opportunity to contribute 

to my country.” I am thankful to Prof. Surappa, and members of the Governing Body of 

IIT Ropar for providing me with the opportunity to contribute to and serve my country.  

It was three'o clock in the morning in the United States when the Governing Body 

members interviewed me on skype.  It would not have happened without the support of 

Prof. M. K. Surappa.

On my first day at at IIT Ropar I was greeted by Mr. A. Palatial, Registrar and Mr. T. 

Anand, Executive Engineer. The very next day I was invited by Mr. and Mrs. Palanival 

to join them for a dinner at their residence. Malkit Singh, the milkman, delivered pure 

Punjabi milk everyday irrespective of the weather conditions.  He made sure I lived a 

healthy Punjabi lifestyle while at IIT. 

Sukhdev Singh at the hostel made sure, 

in every possible way, that my stay 

was comfortable and easy.

Well, it did not take long to meet 

wonderful, friendly, courteous, 

hospitable and understanding, neighbors at the boys hostel.  I am grateful to all the 

Ph.D. students of IIT Ropar for making my stay what it was. If I needed company they 

were only a phone call away.  After dinner walks with them, jokes, and entertaining 

comments and songs are just few great moments with them worth mentioning. 

The most exciting project was initiating preparation of the grounds for building outdoor 

sitting areas for the students in front of the boys hostel. I cannot express the thrill I felt 

when I saw so many students roll up their sleeves and get ready to get their hands dirty. 

Every one, Thank you so much.

Designing and planning a university campus- a rare 

project, a life time opportunity in my profession. Well, my 

answer was consistently same – “I want an opportunity to 

contribute to my country.” It did not take long to meet my 

wonderful, friendly, courteous, hospital and 

understanding, neighbors at the boy’s hostel.

My Gratitude

Harmit Bedi
Former Consultant to Director/Project Manager for 

the New Campus of IIT Ropar

When Snow White delves into her apple

With Prince Frog's babble,

Beauty transforms Beast

And I realize my fairy tale just had a twist!

I was a princess locked away

Shattered by those that betray,

Chained up in the highest tower

With nothing to do but cower...

Knights came for my rescue

Thousands in a queue,

But the monster that held me here

Was not eager to spare.

I forgot what it was like to smile

Even trying hard was futile,

Lying in the tower crying

I was tired of fighting..

Then once upon a time

There came a brave prince covered with grime,

He rescued me from the tower

And handed me a lovely flower.

He showered me with love and care

That I would never with anyone like to share!

He made me smile again

And I was no longer in disdain...

So my dear prince charming

It would be really thrilling

To be in love with you thereafter

And live happily ever after!!

A Fairy Tale

Bonani Hazarika
B.Tech. 2010 Batch ( CSE )



I wanna travel,
today, tomorrow and forever!
"I would like to spend the whole of my life travelling, If I 

could anyhow borrow another life to spend at home."- 

William Hazlitt

Travel..!! Something I wanna do all the time. 

Travel..!! A word, that more or less, always sends a chill 

down my spine. 

Travel..!! The adrenaline rush coming, just by the thought 

of it.

Travel..!! Makes me say what Tennessee Williams once 

said, "Make voyages! Attempt them..there's nothing else. "

If you want to travel, just do it..!! You wait for people for 

company,and that’s where you go wrong. I've seen people 

lookingfor company, and those comprising the "company" 

do it anyway. And, as a matter of fact, they're much better 

off. They didn't give a hoot about anything and did what 

they wanted to. Oh how i envy the birds..!! Alone or in 

herds, there theyare... Travelling all the time..!! 

Travel..!! For this is where your heart is..!!

Travel..!! For this is something you do for your own..!! 

Travel..!! For life is short, and as they say, "Life is what you 

make it".

Dream! Set out! Explore! Experience! Live! Cherish! Even 

if you don't have travelling pals, go for it..!! For there 

willbe regrets otherwise. Every time you think not to travel, 

make the words of Walt Whitman reverberate in your ears 

"NOT I,NOT ANYONE else can travel the road for you. 

You must travel it for yourself."

Once you travel, there is no end to it..!! It's like a mission 

you have taken up, and there's no looking back. In fact, you 

won't ever want to. It’s a never ending quest you set 

yourself on; because as it’s said, "Once you have travelled, 

the voyage never ends. The mind can never break off from 

the journey..!! "

BON VOYAGE...!!!

t; fiz;s”k t; fizos”k nsokA
ekrk tkdh jktuhrh] firk “kkgh lsokA
t; Hkz’Vs”k t; Hkz’Vs”k t; Hkz’Vs”k nsokAA
ekrk tkdh jktuhrh] firk “kkgh lsokA
dqlhZ is fojkteku]
iSlk ds iqtkjhA
ekFks x:j “kksgs]
yky cRrh ds lokjhAA
iku p<+s
vkSj p<+s esoka
uksVu ds Hkksx yxs
Hkz’V djs lsokA
t; Hkz’Vs”k t; Hkz’Vs”k t; Hkz’Vs”k nsokAA
ekrk tkdh jktuhrh] firk “kkgh lsokA
ckgqcyh dks lRrk nsr
fu/kZu dks BsaxkAA
Hkz’Vjke “kj.k vk,
lQy dhtS lsokA
t; Hkz’Vs”k t; Hkz’Vs”k t; Hkz’Vs”k nsokAA
ekrk tkdh jktuhrh] firk “kkgh lsokA
cksyks ckck Hk’Vkpk;Z nso dh t;A

Hkz’Vkpkfj;ksa dh vkjrh

vk”kh”k flag
ch- Vsd- 2012 cSp ¼bysfDVªhdy½ Sumanyu Maingi

B.Tech 2011 batch (ME)
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The Indian politics has plunged new depths. Presently the country’s politics is going 

through a period of abyss. With the general elections being barely months away the two 

leading political parties of the country viz. Congress and BJP are aggressively 

campaigning .But one of the world’s largest democracy has been merely reduced as a 

battle between dynastic democracy and Narcissist democracy. The protagonists of this 

show are the gandhi scion Rahul Gandhi and Gujarat CM and BJPs prime ministerial 

candidate Narendra Modi respectively. The former’s elevation as Congress’s 

Vicepresident and as their election campaign head has strengthened the roots of dynasty 

in Indian politics. Whereas on the opposing end we have a self-obsessed Hindu 

nationalist who has eclipsed the entire party including its veteran leaders. These two 

forms of politics have destroyed the very foundation upon which the parliamentary 

democracy was established in India. The true ideology was that elections be contested 

amongst political parties based on different ideologies. Rather individual ambitions, 

alienated ideologies and personal brand value have arrested politics. Dynastic democracy 

lays preference on inheritance rather than merit .As a result ideologies takes a back seat 

and a dynasty hijacks the entire party. On the other hand narcissism leads to propaganda 

and in-fact I believe they are the seeds of dictatorship when self-obsession develops into 

authoritarianism. We need to disinfect our politics from both of these equally lethal 

diseases. For a healthy and prosperous democracy we need leaders to be selected on the 

basis of merit and political wars to be fought on the basis of ideologies .Surnames or

individual personages have no separate place in it.

Dynastic Democracy v/s 
Narcissist Democracy

Sanyam Jain
B.Tech 2012 Batch (ME)

,d gkj ds ckn
oks dgrh gS---
rsjh gkj gh thr gS] thr dk ;g izrhd gS]
izrhd dh ;g uhr gS] uhr dh ;g jhr gSA
gS eqlkfQj rw] pyuk rsjk dke gS]
gS eaft+y dk lQj cM+k] D;k lqcg D;k ”kke 
gS]
xe dh jkrsa chr jgh] ,d ubZ lqcg dk iSxke 
gS]
vc py rw lax ge lQ+j esjs] gkFkksa esa D;ksa 
tke gS]
eSa dgrk gw¡
gkFkkssa esa ;g tke gS] tke us iwNk uke gS]
;g uke D;ksa cnuke gS] bl cnuke dk D;k 
dke gSA
ekSle cny tkrs gS] fQj Hkh ckjj”k esa Hkh 
cjlkr ugh gksrh]
dkSu dgrk fd bl lqcg ds ckn jkr ugha 
gksrhA
;s rks gS cl fdLer viuh] vkSj fdLer dh gh 
ckr gS]
feyrs gS fdlh dks xeds vklw¡] rks dgha 
[kqf”k;ksa dh lkSxkkr gS
oks dgrh gS fQj ,d ckr eq>s] >>d>ksj eq>s 

nsrh gS]
oks gelQj esjh] esjs lQ+jks dks] fQj eafty 
dh vksj dj nsrh gSA
oks dgrh gS---
,d fnu eSa Hkh gkjh Fkh] v¡k[ks esjh Hkkjh Fkh]
ij dksbZ vk;k vkSj vkleka mlus fn[kyk;k]
gkj thr dk dkbZ Hksn ugha] ,d jkt eq>s 
cryk;kA
Þgkj thr xe vkSj [kq”kh] lc dk viuk 
utfj;k gS]
ftUnkfny gks vxj fny rqEgkjk] rks eqf”dy 
esa tfj;k gSA
[kq”kuqeka dj nks ftUnxh bruh] eafty [kqnb 
vkdj xys yxk,]
dakVks dks Hkh ;kj djks bl dnj] lst Qwyksa 
dh cu tk,A
;g Fks ”kCn rsjs eq>is] rq> dks gh fQj ykSVkrh 
gw¡]
HkVdk gS vxj [kqnk viuh jkgksa ls] vkt jkg 
mlh esa fn[kkrk gw¡
 
 

vk’kk fujk’kk

r:u ;kno
ch-Vsd- 2008 cSp
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He was sitting there, on the porch outside his house. He was seventy two but still 

smoked for a long time every day. His skin had started to sag and his face had 

become wizened but there was still a charisma about him. He had married four times 

but none of them lasted for more than three years. The first three wives did not make 

him happy after sometime and the fourth one died at a mature age of forty two. Yes, 

in Bismailbad forty two was a mature age. That’s why at seventy two, Karim Chand 

was easily the oldest 

resident of the village. 

He had seen seventy 

two and had no 

children. Every time 

each of his wives had 

taken him to the 

Panchayat for a 

settlement he had 

sorely lost; heavy 

alimony (which he 

duly paid by 

continually selling 

parts of his line) and 

no guardianship of the 

children. They had 

said the children are too young to stay away from their mothers. The fourth one just 

did not stay long enough. She was going to her maternal home to deliver her child 

and a twist of fate saw her lose her life.

Karim Chand’s life had been a series of sad moments and unfortunately (or 

fortunately) he had no one to remind him of them: no children, no wives and no 

school friends. Winston Churchill had once said that history would remember him 

fondly because he was writing it. Karim had written his own history as well but he 

had not been well known enough to make people know about his life and there was 

no one remaining to suggest he was right about his life. It is funny no one ever 

realizes that once you get old there are less people to corroborate your memories, to 

say you were great on that occasion, to go back into time with you and to just sit 

down and think about what lies ahead. Karim Chand sometimes wished he had not 

Somyanshu Arora
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lived so long and that he would have walked the green mile with his fourth 

wife but it had not been so. His mother had always told him that God 

decrees a man to the world to achieve something and to serve a purpose. It 

had been seventy two years and he had not achieved his purpose, in fact not 

known his purpose. Soon it was about to change.

As Karim was sitting on the porch he saw a man in a ‘khadikurta’ walking 

towards him. Since, Karim was the oldest in the village every politician 

that belonged to the area came to him as the elections arrived. The MLA 

genuflected in front of Karim and asked for Karim’s blessings and Karim 

duly gave his. Later in the evening when the sun had gone down and 

Karim’s helper had left for her home a man entered Karim’s home and 

did his job. Karim was no more. On the other side of the village a body 

was to be found hanging on the tree, near the river. With the corpse a 

death note would be found, saying how Karim would harass her 

when she was alive and that she was too ashamed to tell it to 

anyone. The death note would then say that Karim went too far 

that day. He tried to touch her breasts and in self-defense she 

struck him with an iron rod that was kept near the door. That 

rod had killed the old man and to since she had no dignity left, 

she had decided to give it up. The injury on Karim’s head (and 

an iron rod with blood on it) would suffice to ensure an 

enraged mob that this was all reality. An orator will tell the 

young men that all this needs to stop and blood demands blood. 

Riots would break out soon and the peaceful communities shall 

never remain the same. Votes shall be spilt like never before and the 

MLA would win comfortably. Karim’s life finally found a purpose, his death helped 

someone achieve something and the cost was the blood of some other vagabonds like 

Karim and loss of some ephemeral peace. Nothing lost and much gained, that’s 

economics at its best and the MLA its architect.

Karim 

Chand’s life had been a 

series of sad moments and 

unfortunately (or fortunately) 

he had no one to remind him of 

them: no children, no wives and 

no school friends. It is funny no 

one ever realizes that once you 

get old there are less people to 

corroborate your memories, to say 

you were great on that occasion, 

to go back into time with you and 

to just sit down and think about 

what lies ahead.Nothing lost and 
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I am in the crowd

And I am loved for not being proud

People remember me in their plight

But I am outshone when the sun is bright

Life goes on and the stages differ

But the people around are the ones who prefer

For there will be people no matter if few

But they will be like the pearl from dew 

The journey is still on

And I hope to head towards the dawn

Towards the dawn

Aarti Tiwari
PhD Scholar

Department of Chemistry

ek¡ dh D;k dksbZ ifjHkk’kk vjs!
“kk;n “kCn gh uk cps fdlh Hkk’kk esa
ek¡ gh gS J)k dh lkdj ewfrZ
f+Qj D;ksa djsa ge ewfrZ;ksa ds le{k bPNk iwfrZ
ek¡ dk eu gh gS esjk lPpk lEeku
ogha esjh nqxkZ ekrk] esjk Hkxoku
ek¡ ds vk¡py] muds pj.kksa es TkUur
fQj D;ksa djs ge eafnjksa efLtnksa es eUur
dksbZ dgs fd bZ”oj rks gS fuxqZ.k
eSa dgw¡ fd tc ek¡ esa gh gSa lc xq.k
rks czgekrks gksxk gh fuxqZ.k
dksbZ dgs fd lU;klh cu] 
rksM+ ns lHkh lkalkfjd ca/ku
eSa dgw¡ fd rksMw¡xk lkjs ca/ku
fdarq NksMw¡ u ek¡ dk vk¡py

ek¡
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tqnk gq, jkLrs rks fQj dksbZ eqykdkr ugha]
lQj esa gw¡;kjksa] ge lQj dh dksbZ ckr ughaA
lkFk pyus dk bdjkj rks Fkk fnycj ls]
pyrs jgs ij eafty dh dksbZ ckr ughaaA
?kuh /kwi esa ty rk jgk Nk;k dh vkl es]
Hkhxrk jgk eSa vkSj cjlkr dh dkbZ ckr ughaA
vjeku esjs lc [kkd gq, oQknkjh dh rfi”k ls]
Bxrs jgs fny dks vkSj nxkckt+h dh dksbZ ckr ughaA
nfj;k&,&b”d esa Quk gks x;h ;s gLrh]
ejrk jgk eSa iy&iy vkSj thus dh dksbZ ckr ughaA
;dhu u oks eqgCcr dk tquwu Fkk esjs lj ij]
yqVk fn;k lc dqN ij eqQfylh dh dksbz ckr ughaA
“kk;n gh rsjk vatke&,&eqgCcr gS fnO;sUnq]
thuk gS nkst[k esa] vc tUur dh dks ckr ughaA

eqQfylh&xjhch
nkst[k& tgUuqe 

tqnk gq, jkLrs

fnO;sUnq flag
ih-,p-Mh- LdkWyj ¼jlk;u “kkL=½
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One of the best thought that made us sail against the toughest time during our 
earlier days was a misunderstood fact that the road ahead is fun and of course 
without or at least with less tension and work load. Each and every task that did not 
come from our heart and was directed upon us came with a false and luring promise 
that it would definitely pave a rose laden path for our future journey. All that was 
thrown to us had in a way or another taken larger bit of ourslife  forcefully and had 
brought to us many Laurels and the same is happening now, the only difference that 
has crept in , is that we have become much more accountable for our efforts or 
probably we have of lots of stuffs which by some mystical ways seems to soothe 
our anxieties and tensions. But now being here amidst India’s greatest minds, we 
would be realizing this fact that it’s not all about ease and simplicity, it’s all about 
persistence and striving.
The underlying fact among all our shattered dream of being in a state of triumph 
and fun was to provide us a simple mental note. "Get up man!!! And get to the 
ground level once again by just humbly scrolling over your success". For all those 
(which includes me leading from the front) who had envisaged a life of ease after 
JEE, it's a sad bitter note.  It should always be well understood that never we have  
nor we are going to  get, what in our terms is pure pleasure and joy, All these 
contradicting aspects will go hand in hand no matter where we are and what we are 
doing .
Each and every moment that will come or that has  passed had brought with it piles 
of troubles, work and of course ample fun , it had only been our mindset our own 

perspective  that we overlooked the fun part and delivered our best as far as 
serious work is considered. We were too busy with all those directed tasks 

keeping in mind that all this hard work and sincerity is going to pay …and 
it really paid, but that luring sack full with only fun is something that  we 

didn’t receive because there is no such bag at all . And, seriously my 
friends this gonna be our situation even long past from now... what 

we would  be trying to achieve by every passing milestone would 
never be ours.
        It’s all about our mindset, how we perceive the situation and 
how we set our priorities. How simple for us it was to place into 
our mind the target of getting into IIT's and with the same ease 
we should direct our mind that life here is fun but not only fun. 
We should have a clear mental picture of where we see 
ourselves after a certain  time . So guys get up and deliver 
your best in all the fields like we all have  been delivering .

Will it ever change... ??

ns[k fd”ku] rsjk ;s izse

eksgCcr ds uke is] uhyke gksrk tk,A

ns[k fd”ku] rsjk ;s izse] cnuke gksrk tk,AA

vkt rsjh ut+jks dh Hkk’kk] yqIr gks pqdhA

izse ykSV vkus dh vk”kk] xqIr gks pqdhA

vkt cspkjh jk/kk] jkst+ /kks[kk [kk,A

ns[k fd”ku] rsjk ;s izse] cnuke gksrk tk,AA

;s dgrs gS liuksa esa] cl oks gh oks vkrh gSA

irk ughsa fQj Hkh D;aw utjsa] nwtksis tkrh gSaA

eksgCcr ds uke is] uhyke gksrk tk,A

ns[k fd”ku] rsjk ;s izse] cnuke gksrk tk,AA

ns[k fd”ku] 
   rsjk ;s izse

bZ”kku tktw
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Affection the sunshine of a cold winter day,

The medicine to make every pain go away,

The effortless smile, bringing warmth in the eyes,

The feeling of a small loss in all the Good byes.

The heartbeat of the best of the days,

The only carpeting on the toughest ways,

It is the breath that makes the mouth run dry,

In the strength of the shoulder on which I cry.

In the warmth radiating from the hands that hold 

mine,

I wonder,with you gone will the sun ever shine.

Affection

ml ikou iy dks ,sls u tkus nks]

ml iy dks ifo=rk ls ft;k]s

lkspks vc vk;k gS rqEgkjh ftUnxh dk var]

ugh jgksxs rqe vc fQj bl /kjrh ij]

;s ckjh gS rqEgkjh]

rqe gks nqfu;k ds jktk]

;kn djsxh nqfu;k rqEgs vkt ds ckn]

feyrk gS ;g ekSdk flQZ mu fdLer okyksa dks]

ftu ds fny dh xgjkbZ esa ,d lPpkbZ gks]

bl le; dh bT+t+r djks rks ;s rqe dks fn[kyk,xk]

fd rqEgs tks ,glkl feyk oks gj fdlh dks ugha fey ik,xk]

vkt ds bl vuqoHk ds ckn rqEgs gksxk ;dhu]

fd u feyh eq>s [kq”kh u feyk xe]

bles u thr dk mRlkg gS]

u gh gkj dh ijs”kkuh]

bl dks thus okyk O;fDr gh le> ldrk gS]

dye ls fy[kk ugh tk ldrk---

rc---

esjk eu [kks x;k Fkk ,adkr esa dgha]

iwNrk g¡w [kqn ls] fny pkgrk gS D;k fQj ls ;gh---

;gk¡ rd ig¡qpus dks fd, cM+s tru]

yxk tSls fey x;k gks dksb dherh jRu]

[kq”k gqvk ;g lkspdj eSa]

iwjk gqvk /kjrh ij vkus dk mís”; ;g—

Rehmat Aulakh
B.Tech. 2013 Batch (CSE )

oks iy

f{kfrt vxzoky
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I can not see you, but I know you are there,

Your aroma and presence lightens me up.

Every distant thing seems so near,

And even darkness disappears.

But to my astonishment you are never visible,

You are body- less, homeless and without any destination.

All you know is to make me realize that this is it!

In good and bad times you have always known me.

Who are you? Where are you? Who has sent you, and why 

for me?

Sometimes you are the dearest friend and sometimes evil . 

The more I refuse you,

The more you stick to my body and soul.

Is it only me who feels you, or is this a normal thing,

That was till now unknown to me.

You are my heart and my  soul ,

You know what is best for me, for you are in me.

But in times when I need you, why can't 

I find you?

Do I lose your track or do you lose mine?

Or else, maybe God wills to make me feel lonely and 

empty,

Perhaps to  make me stronger .

Why do I feel that  I am so different from everything and 

everyone around me?

Why do you make me realize and forget all my mistakes?

Why do these thoughts come in my mind?

Who are you?

Where are you?

Maybe, it is all an illusion, but I know that Someone’s  

OutThere..

Someone's out there...
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I have a hobby of observing people performing different tasks. Sometime I watch 

them struggling with there physical health as most of my relatives are suffering 

with some disease and it is not case with just relatives, almost 80 percent are 

suffering with some disease. Sometimes they cannot decide what is good or bad 

for them and sometimes do not perform their duties well. Diseases like diabetes, 

hypertension, high blood pressure and heart problems are ubiquitous in India but 

the good part is that we become habitual to this problem because we do not want 

to deal with it. It is predicted that by 2020 India will have more than 4.77 million 

deaths a year due to cardiovascular disease and 2.58 million deaths due to 

coronary heart diseases. It is a data for just the death scenario but there will be a 

lot more suffering from it. Almost one out of 3 people is in the grip of tobacco 

consumption.

 I would like to quote one of the statements from our Vedas that "This body is ours 

and it's our utmost responsibility to keep it fit".  Most of us make a hue and cry 

about the pessimistic situation of our society that they are not performing their 

duties very well. Let me tell you my friends, society is not bad because of the bad 

people, it is bad because good people are doing nothing about it. 

 This was about the physical health and if we go one step beyond then there comes 

mental health. Mental health means desire to learn and apply them. It's a known 

and proven fact that healthy mind lies in a healthy body. Mental health means 

seeing a glass half full (optimistic attitude) not half empty (pessimistic attitude) 

Overall development 

and always seek to what we can add in it through our effort. This failure can be 

seen through our indulgence in carnal desires and alcoholism as most of our youth 

is going in that direction without knowing the harmful effects of it. Its failure can 

also be seen as communal hatred, insensitivity towards poor section our society, 

lack of reverence towards our father of nation and developers, and lack of respect 

for our Indian culture and falling towards westernization.

Moving one more step further,there comes spiritual health. Some of my friends 

argue it is totally crap. Crap word is so frequent in our tongue that without 

knowing the matter carefully we use this word. I do not want to go deep in it. The 

lack of spiritual health can be seen as the falling level of brotherhood, lack of 

respect for our elders, and finest example is the apathy towards Delhi rape victim. 

As she was lying on the road in such inhumane conditions and no one was there to 

help her. I have heard that people passed by her without noticing her. Corruption 

can also be seen as a consequence of this. Spiritual health means performing your 

duty well just like Gandhi, Bose and many more did. It gives you strength to fight 

any odds and always believe in yourself and go through the pain and misery for 

the gain of something big. One of the fact can be mentioned here to see the utter 

need of it as one of the prime daemon to engulf the life of our youth is suicide.  

These were some of the hard pills to swallow but on the positive side there are lots 

of things that are being done in order to rectify the situation. Through this blog, I 

want to highlight the need of all three -- physical, mental and spiritual health to 

make a man perfect and live his lifewith dignity, positive attitude, and contribute 

to society with his capabilities.

Lalit Aggarwal
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Yesterday I read a news article about the 
condition in Uttarakhand and Himachal 
Pradesh after the torrential rains in the 
past week. The news article recounted 
the horrors of a family on pilgrimage, 
how they nearly starved to death, how 
the kid in their family resorted to eating 
from a bin, how they were asked to pay 
Rs.15,000 for a 200 km ride for the four 
of them when they barely had anything 
and what not. 
This sprung out my biggest fear. How 
will I act in such a moment when I have 
the opportunity to help someone? Have I 
also grown to be such a materialist and 
opportunist that I show total disregard to 
what the moral obligation dictates me to 
do in such a situation? I am not sure of 
the answer. I see the reasoning behind 
such actions, but am unable to bring 
myself to be able to acknowledge such 
acts.
 My grandmother used to narrate me 
stories when I was a kid. I remember the 
moral of one of the stories that a person 
who genuinely helps other people is 
regarded higher by God than someone 
who sincerely worships him all day. And 
is it not the purpose of all the religious 
pilgrimages, to see oneself as a good 
human being, to attain some peace 
of mind? I have come to believe 
that the purpose of every religion is 
to impart a sense of righteousness. 
Worshiping God is useless if one 
is not considerate towards other 
individuals.

 I would like to mention one other thing 
here that my Dad once said. Every 
individual has his own definition of 
worship. Everyone tries to justify 
themselves in their actions by their own 
interpretation of their religious 
proceedings. Some like to go to a temple 
every day to show their dedication 
whereas others might be contented with 
a visit a month, but the important thing 
is that you aspire to be someone who is 
good in nature and true to yourself about 
your beliefs.
 The stranded family mentioned earlier 
made it back safely, but many are still 
trapped. The army has been deployed to 
tackle the worsening situation. 
Whenever the situation seems to be 
going awry, the army is called in, to risk 
their own lives and save others. Why do 
they do this? The ideal belief would be 
that it is their duty; they have taken an 
oath to serve the country and will go to 
extreme extents to keep it. I cannot help 

but wonder whether they get any 
pleasure in helping others. That 

feeling you get when you 
know that you have done 

what you can to assist 
someone without any 

ulterior motive. I mean I 
would do it, for the pleasure, 
for myself; for my peace of 
mind.

–

My biggest fear

Harshpreet Singh Bhatia
B.Tech 2013 Batch (CSE)

eksgCcr es [kqn dks “kek cukdkj j[kk gSA

vkSj fny dks mldks ml dh vkfr”k ij tyk dj j[kk gSAA

;w¡ rks ughsa fMxrs ge cM+s&cM+s rwQkuksa esaAA

ij eksgCcr us gesa Hkh lkft+”kksa dk f”kdkj cuk j[kk gSAA

eSaus tc Hkh pkgk] mls g¡lkuk pkgkA

ml dh eqLdqjkgVksa ij lc dqN yqVkuk pkgkAA

ij dqN rks [kkfl;r esjs vk¡lqvksa esa HkhAA

fd mlus tc Hkh pkkgk] eq>s :ykuk pkgkAA

rsjh csoQkbZrsjh csoQkbZ
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ch-Vsd- 2012 cSp ¼bysfDVªdy½



Yesterday I read a news article about the 
condition in Uttarakhand and Himachal 
Pradesh after the torrential rains in the 
past week. The news article recounted 
the horrors of a family on pilgrimage, 
how they nearly starved to death, how 
the kid in their family resorted to eating 
from a bin, how they were asked to pay 
Rs.15,000 for a 200 km ride for the four 
of them when they barely had anything 
and what not. 
This sprung out my biggest fear. How 
will I act in such a moment when I have 
the opportunity to help someone? Have I 
also grown to be such a materialist and 
opportunist that I show total disregard to 
what the moral obligation dictates me to 
do in such a situation? I am not sure of 
the answer. I see the reasoning behind 
such actions, but am unable to bring 
myself to be able to acknowledge such 
acts.
 My grandmother used to narrate me 
stories when I was a kid. I remember the 
moral of one of the stories that a person 
who genuinely helps other people is 
regarded higher by God than someone 
who sincerely worships him all day. And 
is it not the purpose of all the religious 
pilgrimages, to see oneself as a good 
human being, to attain some peace 
of mind? I have come to believe 
that the purpose of every religion is 
to impart a sense of righteousness. 
Worshiping God is useless if one 
is not considerate towards other 
individuals.

 I would like to mention one other thing 
here that my Dad once said. Every 
individual has his own definition of 
worship. Everyone tries to justify 
themselves in their actions by their own 
interpretation of their religious 
proceedings. Some like to go to a temple 
every day to show their dedication 
whereas others might be contented with 
a visit a month, but the important thing 
is that you aspire to be someone who is 
good in nature and true to yourself about 
your beliefs.
 The stranded family mentioned earlier 
made it back safely, but many are still 
trapped. The army has been deployed to 
tackle the worsening situation. 
Whenever the situation seems to be 
going awry, the army is called in, to risk 
their own lives and save others. Why do 
they do this? The ideal belief would be 
that it is their duty; they have taken an 
oath to serve the country and will go to 
extreme extents to keep it. I cannot help 

but wonder whether they get any 
pleasure in helping others. That 

feeling you get when you 
know that you have done 

what you can to assist 
someone without any 

ulterior motive. I mean I 
would do it, for the pleasure, 
for myself; for my peace of 
mind.

–

My biggest fear

Harshpreet Singh Bhatia
B.Tech 2013 Batch (CSE)

eksgCcr es [kqn dks “kek cukdkj j[kk gSA

vkSj fny dks mldks ml dh vkfr”k ij tyk dj j[kk gSAA

;w¡ rks ughsa fMxrs ge cM+s&cM+s rwQkuksa esaAA

ij eksgCcr us gesa Hkh lkft+”kksa dk f”kdkj cuk j[kk gSAA

eSaus tc Hkh pkgk] mls g¡lkuk pkgkA

ml dh eqLdqjkgVksa ij lc dqN yqVkuk pkgkAA

ij dqN rks [kkfl;r esjs vk¡lqvksa esa HkhAA

fd mlus tc Hkh pkkgk] eq>s :ykuk pkgkAA

rsjh csoQkbZrsjh csoQkbZ

fo”kky rksej
ch-Vsd- 2012 cSp ¼bysfDVªdy½



Dev_Gurera_Paint04

lQj
;s ft+anxh ,d vUtkuk lQj gS]
uk jkgksa dh [kcj gS] u eaft+y dk irk gS]
cl bl lQj esa vkxs c<+rs tkuk gS]
eu gS] ,d O;kdqy ifFkd]
dHkh&dHkh v/khj gks mBrk gS] bl vUtku iFk ls]
le>krh gw¡ eSa ,s ikxy eu rq>s
fcu lksps c<+uk gh gekjk dke gS]
eafty vk x;h rks le>ks lc [kRe gS]
bl ftanxh esa eafty dh [kcj fdlh dks ugha]
cl ,d lqulku jkLrk gS]
ftl es ,s eu rqEgsa vucjr pyuk gS]
Fkduk euk gS] ek;w;h euk gS]
cl ,d mRlkg ls jkg dj dfBukbvksa dks lgrs]
vkxs c<+rs pys tkuk gS]
;s ftanxh ,d vUtkuk lQj gS]
u jkgksa dh [kcj gS] uk eafty dk irk gS
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