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COVER IMAGE DESCRIPTION

Under a wide, spreading tree, the evening settles in softly. The leaves hold two moods at once, deep green in shadow,
and a warm yellow where the light lingers a little longer. The sky behind it all is faintly pink, fading into purple, the
day is in no hurry to leave. Below, a small hut sits tucked under the branches. A group of students gathers around it,
some standing close, some drifting in and out of small conversations. There’s an easy stillness, no urgency, just people
pausing, waiting, talking. A few sit nearby, half-turned toward the group, half-lost in their moment. To the left, the
tiled courtyard stretches out, its pattern catching the last of the light. Beyond it, a simple white building stands quiet,
partly hidden behind plants and shade. The title “Magazine” rests across the canopy, the LSR insignia and “Lady Shri
Ram College” sit cleanly, looking over the scene.

VOTE OF THANKS

This magazine would not have been possible without the invaluable guidance and support of our Principal, Dr. Kani-
ka Ahuja, Vice-Principal Dr. Sanjoy Roy Chowdhury, and our esteemed staft advisors—Dr. Jonathan Koshy Varghese,
Dr. Kanchan Verma, and Ms. Sheetal Yadav. We extend our sincere gratitude to the members of the administration
and the Principal’s Office staft—Mr. Shailesh Kumar, Mr. Pradeep Kumar, Mr. Hardeep Rawat, Mr. Deepak Negi,
M. Sanjay Anand, Ms. Shahana Parveen, and Ms. Sangeeta Singh—for their assistance in the production of this mag-
azine. We are equally thankful to our language advisors—Mr. Abhijit Maity, Ms. Alishba Rehman, Ms. Amisha Ane-
ja, Dr. Antoinette Kharmalki, Ms. Bhavya Jain, Dr. Gopa Sabharwal, Ms. Khyati, Dr. Pankaj Kumar Jha, Ms. Prachi
Chawla, Dr. Ravindra Karnena, Ms. Shalu Chopra, Dr. Shridhi Dash, Ms. Tenzin Namlha, Dr. V. Ismail, Dr. Vandana
Bhan—for their valuable inputs and support. Our heartfelt appreciation also goes to the teaching and non-teaching
staff for their constant encouragement throughout the year. We are deeply grateful to the entire student body and
every member of our dedicated team, whose enthusiasm and commitment have been a constant source of motivation.
Lastly, we extend our sincere thanks to Mr. Darshan Kumar Bhatia for his patience and continued collaboration in
helping bring this magazine to fruition.

Khushi Joshi, III Year, Psychology Department

Asmi Chawla, III Year, Economics Department
Khushi Joshi, IIT Year, Psychology Department
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Borderlands

‘A borderland is a place of contradictions. It is a place of both belonging and unbelonging.”

Gloria Anzaldia — La Frontera (1987)

In every life, there are pauses, a threshold of suspension between what was and what is yet to come.
This is liminality, as described by Victor Turner, a state where “structures of the past are undone”
while “the future has not yet begun.” It is in this suspended territory that human lives unfold.
Borderlands explores the textures of these thresholds, moments of ambiguity where identities blur,
norms loosen, untrodden emotional landscapes are explored, and the meaning of stability itself is

renegotiated.

Contemporary discourses often romanticize the in-between as a realm of freedom or untouched
authenticity. Postmodern scholars have imagined rural landscapes, pre-capitalist communities or pre-
modern cultures as pure alternatives to modernity’s pressures. Yet such nostalgia risks erasing the
realities of caste, patriarchy and expulsion. Liminality, albeit synonymous to a sanctuary or a
breathing space, is an arena where both possibility and precarity reside. The in-betweens have never
been free of conflict; they are sites of ambiguity, longing, upheaval and reinvention. This ambiguity
manifests across different facets of human experience, from personal to political.

The dichotomy of liminal experiences is felt most acutely in youth, between adolescence and
adulthood, dependence and independence. These spaces define the psychological ambiguity of
identity and ideology as young people negotiate with their shifting sense of self and the world.
Emotions themselves, over time, become liminal. Nostalgia, for instance, holds us suspended between

the present and the past, belonging and estrangement.

This sense of suspension is heightened for individuals stigmatized by gender, sexuality, caste, or other
social hierarchies. Their identities are shaped in the margins, a space they occupy not by choice, but by
necessity. Their trajectories unfold at the borders of what society permits and what it rejects,
constantly wrestling with the desire to be seen and the need to stay safe. There exists a “third space” of
culture, described by Homi Bhabha, neither origin nor destination, but an interstice of cultural
amalgamation, where identities are cultivated, interpreted and even reinterpreted. This space has

become our perpetual condition of existence.

Beyond cultural identity, liminality expands into the geographies we inhabit. It manifests through
fragmented belonging, a broader condition of modernity where one is perpetually negotiating partial

belonging without full rootedness.
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Borderlands

As people migrate away from their native lands, their sense of self tends to stretch across geographies,
forming transient attachments. Migrants navigate split identities, relationships and communities
dissolve with mobility, revealing the fragility of ties that bind us to places, people, and histories. The
notion of transitionality is as personal as it is political. Revolts and revolutions are born at thresholds
of transition, where society appears to collapse, but what should exist hasn’t yet crystallised. The
capacity to begin anew defines political action, a leap made possible only by the uncertainty of

transition.

Borderlands explores this porous territory, the fragile architecture of transitions and the unsettling

beauty of change.

Nighthawks by Edward Hopper (1942)
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Mascot

Meet Aravis.

Named after Aravis Tarkbeena from The Horse and His Boy by C. S.
Lewis, she arrives with the quiet grace of a story still unfolding. In
her, there is movement; soft, steady, and certain. A sense of

becoming, of growing into yourself without urgency, without noise.

Our Aravis lives in the in-betweens. In half-finished thoughts, in
margins, in the hush between one page and the next. She is curious
and gentle, gathering moments as they come, holding onto what

matters, and letting the rest pass like a fleeting breeze.

Her name lingers like a landscape too; the Aravis Range, distant and
dreamlike, touched with a kind of quiet wonder. And perhaps that
is what she is; a presence you don’t always see, but always feel. As
you move through these pages, you may find her, not all at once,

but slowly, like something meant to be discovered.

Mascot Designed By: Ishita Agarwal, I
Year, BAP Department




“The flower of the world is this moment. And it is
ending.”

Virginia Woolf (The Waves)

] , e should make a list of all the things we’ve

said this year,” Ishita suggested once, half-serious, half-
laughing. “Like an Excel sheet. Or a notion page. Our
most iconic quotes.”

On a sultry summer morning in June, this started
as a joke, the way most things do with us. But the
conversation didn’t really end there. It drifted, as it
always does, from work layouts to life updates, from
deadlines to whatever meme had resurfaced that day,
and then, almost instinctively, back again. Things that
made sense only in the moment & then found their

way back.

FROM THE EDITORS DE
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Somewhere in those in-between hours, after meetings
that blurred into each other, we found a rhythm that
didn’t quite belong to work or to friendship, but
existed at the edge of both.

Sprouting from this idea of the “in-between,” a space
where time suspends and one is either a spectator
on the sidelines or an inhabitant of something that

cannot be named, placed, or neatly boxed, emerged
Borderlands.

The larger “we” constantly feels alienated or finds
ourselves “stuck” across different walks of life,
spanning the spectrum of time. In the reality of our
“fast-paced” world, we are always either escaping
from or escaping to. Through our devices, we are
connected to atrocities happening what seems like
worlds away; we know of them, yet we are not in
the thick of it, and with a flick of the wrist, we scroll
away.



FROM THE EDITORS" DESK

Palestine, Ukraine, Iran, Sudan, and many more—
we seem a second away from doomsday. Though
war happens every day, it remains something we
have not fully named. Between Al and humanity,
war and peace, surveillance and privacy, doubt and
belief, unbelonging and belonging, every day we
mediate and navigate these tensions that define our
very existence. We find ourselves on the brink of a
second coming where the “centre cannot hold” and
the best lack all conviction, while the worst are full
of passionate intensity. Surely some revelation is at
hand? Amidst this, as we metamorphose into red
walls, we exist in a borderland of our own: the body
politic, renamed and repackaged.

Yet, this is precisely where we discover our power.
Within the cracks of transience, we find the
language for resistance, resolution, and continuity.
This edition of the magazine is meant to capture
the transformation of that unnamed space, a place
in perpetual negotiation, in search of ourselves and
our power.

It was here we fancied not only a magazine, but a
presence. We brainstormed and made a mascot
to capture the spirit of the magazine- to hold our
contradictions, our curiosities, and the spirit that
makes up our pages. Itis both known and unknown,
just as the space we write out of.

With this we launched the yearbook--perhaps our
sweetest project. Should the magazine be a record
of motion, the yearbook is of stillness. It collects
names, faces and pieces of time into a place one can
go back to. Living in a world that is constantly in
motion, it provides a break, a chance to revisit the
common areas, discussions, and silent memories
which become even more valuable over time.

It is more than a record, it is a place of home. And
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though batches have separated long since, it is still
a tie that links people to each other--a memento to
come back to when they are homesick, or when they
are just in need of feeling intimate again.

With these projects we tilted more towards the in-
between - spaces to recall, to connect, to carry on.

And perhaps that is all we have been trying to do
this year, to hold on, however briefly, to what would
otherwise slip through unnoticed. In tracing the
pauses, the laughter, and the quiet moments in
between, we realised that this space was never empty,
it was always alive, always becoming, always full of
warmth, connection, and possibility.

As this chapter draws to a close, what remains is a
shared imprint of time shaped by care, creativity,
and the joy of building something together. If
Borderlands has taught us anything, it is that there is
beauty in the unresolved, and in these spaces we find
softness, imagination, and a quiet sense of becoming.

We extend our heartfelt gratitude to our Staff
Advisors, Dr Jonathan Koshy Varghese and Ms
Sheetal Yadav, and to our team across editorial,
web, design, and photography for shaping this
journey with such care. To our readers, thank you
for spending your time with us and finding meaning
within these pages.

With love,
Editors-in-Chief 2025-26
Asmi Chawla

Ishita Chaudbary
Kbushi Joshi

Vanisha Tyagi



STUDENT's UNION NOTE

Time has a quiet way of moving past us, almost
imperceptibly, until one day, we find ourselves
at the end of a journey that once felt so full of
beginnings. What started with anticipation and
uncertainty slowly unfolded into a year of reflection,
responsibility, and relentless effort.

More than anything, this year asked us to look
inwards: as individuals, as a collective, and as an
institution. It pushed us to rethink what our spaces
mean, who they are built for, and how they can be
made more representative. Inclusivity, for us, was
not a single initiative but a lens, one that shaped
every decision, every conversation, every action.

In that spirit, we worked towards building spaces
that were not only functional, but mindful. From

the installation of the Pink Booth and new NUA
pad vending machines, to advocating for student
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email IDs and improving everyday infrastructure,
our efforts were aimed at making the campus more
accessible and responsive to student needs.

Recognising the need to make inclusivity a sustained
and structural effort, we introduced the role of
Inclusivity Coordinators, an attempt to ensure
that this lens continues to be carried forward across
spaces.

We also worked to create spaces for dialogue and
expression. With Baithak, we introduced a platform
foropen, honestconversations; where students could
speak, listen, or simply exist without hesitation.
Alongside this, we consciously decentralised our
approach, engaging separately with CRs, society
executives, department executives, and later,
Inclusivity Coordinators, to better understand
diverse perspectives and ground our work in the
realities of the student community.



This year also marked a renewed effort to strengthen our bond with our alumni, recognising the importance
of building enduring connections and learning across generations of the LSR community.

We carried forward initiatives like Project Jagriti and Sadhbhavna, continuing conversations that extend
beyond campus and into the larger social fabric we are all a part of. Project Bahubhashi became more than
a three-day event; it became a sentiment we carried through the year, ensuring that our linguistic diversity
was acknowledged, understood and celebrated in everyday spaces.

When it came to Tarang, we sought to align it closely with this vision. With the theme Khud Se Mulaqat,
it became a space for reflection, identity, and self-discovery while bringing together celebration with
introspection, and reminding us that change begins within.

Beyond everything we did, this year taught us what it means to stay; to show up, even when the work is in
process, and to continue even when the path is uncertain. It meant understanding that leadership is not
always visible, that much of work happens quietly, it meant listening, adapting and continuing despite
uncertainty.

The support of the LSR community has been both our grounding force and our motivation. We are deeply
grateful to the student body, for your trust, your engagement, and your refusal to remain silent. You didn’t
just witness this journey, you defined it.

As we sign off, remember that this space is shaped by those who choose to engage with it and listen to what
this space says. Question what exists, challenge what doesn’t serve, and take responsibility for what you
build next.

Build with care, build for all.

With much hope and gratitude,
Students’ Union 2025—-2026
Srishti, Yashsvi, Anusha and Priyasha
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PRINCIPAL's MESSAGE

C ‘ arm greetings to everyone!

LSR stands as a community at a threshold, grounded
in its past and oriented toward the futures its students
envision. It is within this horizon that we seek to
cultivate an educational space where young women are
prepared to shape the worlds they will inhabit. Here,
our diverse students are enabled to make choices that are
compassionate and astute, socially responsive and guided
by intellectual integrity. Whether they lead families,
institutions, communities, or nations, we hope they will
act not merely as agents of change, but as participants in
amore enduring progress. In the troubled and troubling
times we live in, the world needs the species protecting
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intellect and the humanity preserving compassion of
women leaders, like never before.

As an institution, we have remained rooted even as
we have reached outward. This balance has allowed
us to extend our horizons without losing sight of our
foundations. It is my hope that we will continue to
build upon this legacy with clarity of purpose and

shared commitment.

One such endeavour is the College Magazine. It reflects
the democratic commitments of Lady Shri Ram College
and remains attentive to the life of the campus. Since
its inception in 1956, it has offered a consistent record
of the institution in the public domain. It functions as
a living archive, holding the intellectual and affective
journeys of those who pass through these corridors.

Shaped by student editors, each edition assembles voices
from across the campus in response to the urgencies of
the present. In recent years, the magazine has engaged
with the dislocations of the pandemic, the mediated life
of online classrooms, and the shifting contours of love.
This year’s edition, Borderlands, turns to thresholds
and transitions, tracing forms of partial belonging
across shifting geographies and uncertain times. It
reflects on how moments of change unsettle and
renew our relations to place, community, and history,
while opening onto the possibility of new beginnings.
In tracing these concerns, the magazine also gestures
toward the responsibilities that lie before us.

Let us remain mindful of what we inherit, even as we
turn toward the demands of a more just and sustainable
future. In that movement, let us continue to advance
knowledge, sustain critical enquiry, and shape a
community grounded in responsibility and collective
purpose.

Prof. Kanika K. Ahuja
Principal
Lady Shri Ram College for Women



We know what we are, but know not what we may be

This edition is made while the world is at war. This fact does not describe what is inside these pages,
but it permeates them. We are living through a period of acute peripheralisation — of peoples pushed
to the edges of maps, of narratives, of moral concern. The modern imperium does not always announce
itself in obvious terms; it works through the slow erosion of what is considered speakable, grievable, worth
recording. In these pages we have tried to recover the irrecoverable: the rubble of bombed schools, the silence
of displaced families, the counted and uncounted dead. They are the condition of this moment. And yet,
within that condition, something remarkable persists: the human spirit. The words in these pages carry that
persistence. They evidence the diverse consciousnesses that refused, quietly, to be made peripheral.

That is to say, borders (physical, psychic, political) run through everything we have gathered here. They
carve up land and belonging alike. They determine whose grief is legible, whose story is speakable. And
yet, what this magazine has always understood, what the students of Lady Shri Ram have always known, is
that borderlands are sites of convergence. That the margins are where solidarity takes root, where the most
urgent thinking happens, where disparate consciousnesses discover their kinship. LSR’s magazine is the
oldest living archive of who we have been and who we are becoming.

To read it across years is to witness a student body in constant negotiation with the world — curious,
restless, tender, and unafraid. This edition is no different. These pages hold grief and beauty together, the
immediate and the planetary, critique and celebration — as life itself tends to hold them. We do not offer
easy hope. But we offer this: that the act of writing, of naming, of bearing witness — is itself a form of
resistance. And that in every contribution here, the human spirit announces, once again, its refusal to be
extinguished.

Staff Advisors
LSR College Magazine
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Honouring The Mem(my of
Dr. Renu Gautam

B "
Death is what reminds us that time was never ours to keep. It came to Renu Gautam in the middle of thingé’,‘ﬁﬂgl 4
as it often does, without warning, and without the courtesy of preparation. Her passing did not only grieve us, it
unsettled us. It reminded us, perhaps more than we wished to be reminded, of how little we are, and how quietly
everything we take for granted can cease.

Renu Gautam had a profound love for this college. She was a student here, and then a teacher. She had witnessed this
institution change its form and shape across decades. She was not often pleased with it. But her disappointment was
not with the place and its people — perhaps she did not see it become what she thought it could. Perhaps she loved
it too well. In it, she may have seen the very changes she refused to accept in herself.

Renu Gautam saw the world asa poet did. She felt and spoke like a poet. And sometimes what she said was unpleasant.
But perhaps her words demanded our attention. She offered that kind of honesty, and not everyone knew what to do
with it. In her words, we might have seen better versions of ourselves. She was the voice that demanded accountability
in rooms that had grown comfortable with silence.

What does it mean to die? Is it the ceasing of breath? The end of one’s time or a temporary end to time’s passage
through us? If we carry forward what she saw, what she refused to unsee, then perhaps something of her has not
ended at all. Perhaps that is what it means to remember someone: to let their sight become, for a moment, our own.

We, her colleagues and students across departments and disciplines, hold her in the memory of this institution she
gave her life to — as student, as teacher, as its most demanding admirer.
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Honouring The Memory of
Dr. Gurleen Jaspal

Dr Gurleen Jaspal was a deeply committed teacher, a devoted mother, and a colleague of extraordinary warmth and
generosity. Through the many ebbs and flows of life, she moved forward with quiet resilience, standing steadfast for
her daughter, her family, and her friends. What became immediately evident to anyone who met her, even briefly; was
her profoundly philosophical and spiritual approach to life. This was not merely an abstract outlook but something
she lived and practised — both in the small, everyday gestures and in the more testing moments when life demanded
courage and grace.

At a time when feminist debates around marriage and motherhood animated the intellectual and political atmo-
sphere within Lady Shri Ram College for Women and beyond, she embodied those questions in lived, grounded
ways—asserting her rights with conviction and fiercely protecting and nurturing the young woman she raised with

such pride.
Personal and institutional memories may fade with time; yet perhaps it is the quiet labour of generations of women —

sustaining, mentoring, and nurturing other young women — that gives continuity to the worlds we inhabit. Gurleen
will remain an enduring part of that personal and institutional memory.

By Professor Arti Minocha, Department of English, LSR
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III Year, Hindi Department

Photograph By: Gayatri Veer, II Year,
English Department



Honouring Their Memory

(Aug 2025 - March 2026)

TEACHING STAFF

NAME DESIGNATION RETIREMENT PASSED
DATE AWAY
Dr. Shakuntala Malik Asso. Prof Hindi February 1996 17/Dec/2025
Dr. Gurleen Jaspal Asso. Prof English Sepytember 2007 02/Nov/2025
Dr. Renu Gautam Asso. Prof Hindi - 19/Nov/2025

NON TEACHING STAFF

NAME DESIGNATION RETIREMENT PASSED
DATE AWAY
Dan Bahadur Watchman October 2007 28/January/2026
Chail Singh Driver May 2001 09/December/2025

Mahipal Singh Daftari January 2012 09/August/2025
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On a warm afternoon on 2nd April, the Editors-in-Chief, and the
team heads found themselves in conversation with the Principal,
Professor Kanika K. Ahuja gathered around cups of coffee and juice
that made their way across the table. What began as a presentation of
this year’s theme, The Borderlands, slowly slipped into something far
more open, far more personal. The Principal spoke not just from her
position, but from memory. From experience.

Having once been a student at Lady Shri Ram College for Women
and now returning to it as its Principal, she described a feeling that
was difficult to name but easy to recognise; a sense of belonging, and
yet not entirely. The shift from alumna to leader, she admitted, came
with hesitation.

When Kanika Ma’am first returned as a faculty member in 2001,
the feeling had been much the same. A slow process of finding one’s
place, of understanding where one fits, if at all. When she spoke about
LSR, she kept returning to the sense of it being a place that keeps you
thinking, that doesn’t quite let you switch off or stay on the edges
for too long. “It engages you,” she said, “and there are opportunities
everywhere, but you have to be willing to take them,” and there was
something in the way she said it that lingered, the quiet reminder that
what this place becomes for you depends, more than anything, on
how much of yourself you are willing to step into it with.

Her time as Acting Principal, she said, felt like
another such phase. “It was a transition,” she
told us, and the word stayed, because it seemed
to hold more than just the role itself. It came
with responsibility, of course, but also with
an awareness that these positions are never
entirely fixed. You grow into them, even as
they continue to shift around you.
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From there, the conversation moved almost without effort into memory, into the spaces that have quietly changed
over time. The café felt more immediate to all of us. We spoke about it as an in-between space, somewhere you end
up between classes, between conversations, without really planning it. She smiled when we said that and replied, “It
was very different earlier.” The same space, but lived differently.

Tarang, our annual fest, came up almost without effort, like something that was already sitting in the room with us,
familiar and easy to return to. Ma’am said, “It used to be more closed,” and the way she spoke kept moving towards
what it is now, or what it can become, especially when students actually step into it, not just as an audience but as
people who take charge, who put things together, who leave something of themselves behind in it, until it starts to
feel less like an event you attend and more like something that is, in a very real way, yours.

And when we circled back to the idea of LSR as this space in between, not quite where you started from and not
yet where you’re going, it felt closer to everything she had been getting at all along, that this in-between phase, this
not having things fully figured out, this learning as you go, is actually where most of it happens. You don’t always
see it while you’re in it, but something is shifting, in how you think, in how you hold yourself, in how you begin to
understand the world. To come to LSR is to find yourself all at once in the middle of people who seem to have so
much figured out, ambition, clarity, a kind of direction that feels steady and already in place,

And yet, she brought it back to something simple, almost grounding in its clarity. “It is important to find your feet.”
In speaking about her own time as a student, what stood out most in her recollection were tutorials, which she as
smaller, in-between spaces where something else could happen, where conversations were allowed to move beyond
the syllabus, where questioning was not only encouraged but necessary, and where, in the process, one began to
shape a sense of self that felt a little more certain, a little more one’s own.

When we asked her about Generation Z, she spoke about the presence of social media, about the ways in which it
shapes attention, shortens it, fragments it, but what she seemed more concerned with was something deeper, the
growing difficulty in distinguishing between fact and opinion, in recognising where one ends and the other begins.
Therole of technology, especially artificial intelligence, came up soon after. She described this generation as a transitory
one, placed at a point where rapid technological change has arrived without clear boundaries or regulations. It s, in
many ways, overwhelming. The pressure to keep up, to compete, to constantly perform, inevitably takes a toll on
mental health.



Drawing from her background in psychology, she spoke about the need to slow down. Students today, she said, are
“doing too much, moving too fast.” There is very little time to pause, to reflect, to absorb what they are experiencing.
Sometimes, the simplest thing becomes the most necessary. To breathe. To take it in.

At the same time, she expressed a clear vision for what lies ahead. She spoke about LSR as a space that could become
“a global driver of gender-positive knowledge, and as a policy incubator” where research does not remain confined
to classrooms but actively shapes the world beyond. Bridging the gap between research and policy, she suggested, is
where the institution’s future could lie.

Towards the end, on a lighter note, we asked her to associate LSR with a song. She chose Aashayein. It felt fitting.
A song about hope, about movement, about becoming. She called it the “magic” of the institution, a quality that
continues to lift the spirit of those who pass through it. It is something she would never want to see lost.

And as we left the room, that feeling stayed. That LSR, in all its transitions and contradictions, remains a space where
you are constantly in between, and constantly becoming.




On 12 March 2026, the auditorium of Lady Shri Ram
College for Women hosted a ceremony to welcome
Professor Kanika K. Ahuja as the new Principal. The
event was attended by students, faculty, and staff
members of the college community. Shri Arun Bharat
Ram, Chairman of the Governing Body, presided over
the occasion.

The programme began with a collective recitation of
the college prayer led by the Students” Union President,
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Srishti Singh. This was followed by a formal welcome to
the gathering. The Students’ Union President remarked
that welcoming the new Principal felt like “welcoming
someone from the family.” She also extended a welcome
to the Chairman, acknowledging his constant support
and guidance to the college. Shri Arun Bharat Ram was
then invited to deliver the inaugural address.

He spoke about the significance of leadership in a
time marked by global uncertainty and socio-political
challenges. He also emphasized that the students of the
college must shape the world which they inhabit. He
highlighted India’s emergence as an important global
player and reiterated the responsibility of students to
act as torchbearers for the country’s future. “There is a
bright future in front of us, and the wisdom of India’s
past behind us,” he remarked.

“We are a wonderful institution,” he said, adding
that there was much to be done within the college.
He acknowledged that certain aspects of campus life,
including the hostel, had faced a period of disruption.
Nevertheless, he expressed confidence that these would
soon be revived and that the vibrancy of campus life
would be restored. He expressed his faith in Professor
Kanika in her position as the Principal and highlighted
the importance of building a strong bond with the
college community in guiding the institution forward.

Following the address, the Principal was felicitated by
the Chairman, faculty members, and representatives of
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the non-teaching staff. Amid warm applause, she was
invited to deliver her address.

In her speech, the Principal described the moment as
both an honour and a homecoming, stating, “Long
before I had the privilege of shaping this institution,
this institution shaped me.” She reflected on her
long association with the college, recalling her time
as a student 34 years ago. Speaking about the role the
institution has played in her personal journey, she said,
“LSR has quite simply been my life. In seasons when
my personal journey felt darker, when the ground felt
uncertain and the path unclear, it was this institution, its
rthythm, purpose, and people, that helped me.” She also
shared an anecdote about a conversation with former
Principal Meenakshi Gopinath that left a lasting impact
on her.

She further acknowledged the initiatives of the
Students’ Union and appreciated their role in advancing
student welfare and contributing to a more supportive
and accessible campus environment. In reflecting on
the institution’s intellectual culture, she referred to an
interaction during a college event in which a student
posed a question to Shri Gurucharan Das, prompting
him to describe it as “the most difficult question I have
been asked in my life.”

She concluded by expressing gratitude to those who

guided her and acknowledging the support of the
governing body and the wider college community. She
reaffirmed her commitment to upholding the institution’s
rich legacy and nurturing compassionate women leaders.
The ceremony was followed by a cultural programme.
A captivating classical dance performance by students
from the Dance Society of the college was thoroughly
enjoyed by the audience. A classical music presentation
by Dhwani, the Indian Music Society of the college,
followed thereafter. The event concluded with a vote of
thanks delivered by the Students” Union.

The ceremony marked a significant moment in the
institution’s journey, bringing the college community
together in a shared spirit of continuity and purpose as it
welcomed its new Principal.

Written By: Aanvi Anand, II Year, Journalism Department
Photograph By: Shainal Raj, III Year, Philosophy Department



BEYOND THE DESK:
With Myr. Sandeep Kumar

An administrative staff member at the
college, Mr. Sandeep Kumar is also a dedicated
multi-sport para-athlete. With medals at both
state and national levels, his journey reflects
resilience, late beginnings, and unwavering
commitment to sport.

Jasmeh Kaur: What does a competition day look
like for you?

Sandeep Kumar: In my daily routine, the first
challenge is managing the workload at the office.
I have to formally apply for leave to participate in

sports activities; then comes practice, followed by the
physical strain involved in commuting to and from
the training venue. For instance, when I traveled
to Guwahati, I went alone. There were around
seventeen para-athletes participating in that event.
Situations like these highlight how para-athletes
often face significant difficulties regarding travel and
mobility.

Jasmeh Kaur: Do your experiences as an athlete
influence how you approach your work?

Sandeep Kumar: There are certainly challenges, but
after playing, it feels as though I have accomplished
something truly meaningful. There is a strong
sense of achievement. My colleagues, including the
Principal, also celebrate my successes which helps
create recognition and awareness among others.

I participate in multiple sports, and what makes
my journey distinctive is that I began at an age
when most people tend to step away from sports,
at 40-years-old. I initially took up para-swimming,
winning a notable medal at the Delhi State level
and also went on to compete at the national level.
Subsequently, I pursued para-powerlifting, where I
secured a silver medal in Delhi. Additionally, I play
wheelchair lawn tennis and am involved in four to
five different para-sports overall. My daily routine
incorporates these activities; for instance, when I go
to practice, it includes carrying my equipment such
as my racket, which often amuses my colleagues who
aren’t familiar with the sport.

Saranya: How do you tackle playing so many
different categories — like tennis, bowling,
swimming — which all require different types of
training?

Sandeep Kumar: My training experience varies across
different sports. For wheelchair lawn tennis, I practice
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at the Delhi Lawn Tennis Association where all the
necessary equipment is provided. For swimming, I
have registered at the Dr. Syama Prasad Mukherjee
Swimming Pool, where I go regularly for practice.
Typically, I visit these training facilities once or
twice a week. However, as competitions approach,
it becomes essential to train more consistently and
rigorously. Over time, I have also had the opportunity
to travel to various cities for competitions, including
Bangalore, Chennai, and Gwalior, in addition to
events held in Delhi.

Saranya: What would your advice be to young
athletes who want to succeed in para-sports?

Sandeep Kumar: My advice is that without consistent
practice, there is little value in participating in any
sport. One should choose a particular game to focus
on, but regular and dedicated practice is essential.

Another important aspect is having a strong
support system. If an individual has a stable family
background with access to proper diet and exercise,
they are more likely to perform better. In para-sports
especially, many players lack sufficient family support
and, as a result, often discontinue after participating
in one or two events.

In my case, being employed allows me to support

myself to some extent, including managing travel
expenses. Occasionally, sponsorships are available
as well; for instance, when I traveled to Guwahati, I
bore all the expenses myself. However, since I won
a medal there, it is possible that organizations like
Delhi Sports Council may sponsor me in the future.

Jasmeh Kaur: Since you play multiple sports,
which one would you call your favourite?

Sandeep Kumar: I find swimming and wheelchair
lawn tennis to be the mostsuitable for me. Swimming,
in particular, is extremely beneficial for overall fitness;
it is one of the best forms of exercise and should be
practiced by everyone.

Earlier, during para-badminton trials, I met Mr.
Naresh Sachdeva, who teaches at Modern School
Barakhamba Road. That institution offers para-
swimming free of cost, which is quite rare as most
places do not provide such training without a fee.
During my time there, I met a fourteen-year-old boy
whose legs were paralysed; he was an exceptional
swimmer. Observing him made me reflect on my own
situation. His dedication was evident in the effort
his father put in as well, bringing him to practice.
The boy had already won multiple gold medals at
the national level. He shared that since he started
swimming, his fitness had improved significantly.

Jasmeh Kaur: You’ve excelled in multiple
disciplines; what drew you to para-sports

specifically?

Sandeep Kumar: I received significant motivation
from Dr. Meenakshi Pahuja at LSR, who consistently
encouraged me to pursue swimming seriously. My
colleagues at the office have been equally supportive,
especially when I need to take leave for training or
competitions. At present, my primary goal istosecure
amedal at the national level. Having already achieved
recognition at the state level, I am now focused on
advancing further in my sporting journey.

Interviewed by:

Jasmeb Kaur, Il Year, Journalism Department
Saranya Sridbar, Il Year, English Department
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BETWEEN NATIONS &
NARRATIVES

Interview with Former Ambassador
of India to China, Mr. Ashok Kantha

]—:Jz'f interview with Ambassador Ashok Kantha explores India-China relations, strategic patience, crisis

management, and the ever metamorphosing geopolitical landscape. With over thirty-eight years in the Indian
Foreign Services, and now serving as the Director of the Institute of Chinese Studies and Distinguished Fellow
at VIF, his career trajectory demonstrates critical engagement with diplomacy and international affairs

Disha: Thank you so much for agreeing to do
the interview. My first question is this: when we
think about foreign policy, it often feels abstract
or distant. But from your vantage point, are
there areas of international affairs that affect
ordinary people very directly yet somehow
escape public attention? What issues do you
think remain under-discussed in our foreign
policy conversations?

Very often, we fail to recognize that developments
in the international sphere deeply affect ordinary

people, yet their concerns and predicaments do not
get the attention they deserve. A major example is
the condition of migrant workers. Large numbers of
people move across borders for work, but receptivity
to immigration, especially in Western societies, and
even in countries like India, has declined sharply. The
environments in which migrant workers operate still
leave much to be desired.

While the Government of India pays attention to
these issues, what can be done in foreign jurisdictions
is sometimes constrained. Our missions remain
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active, but beyond immediate action, there is a
need for deeper academic study to understand why
people migrate, the circumstances that produce
these movements, and the changes underway.
Unfortunately, such issues are often viewed only
through political or biased prisms, making objective
assessment difficult. This is just one example; many
other critical issues also demand more rigorous,
nuanced study.

I actually consider myself an accidental diplomat. I
never planned to join the Indian Foreign Service; in
those days, the foreign service was typically the last
preference, and you only got it if it was your first
choice. I certainly didn’t expect to secure a rank high
enough to get it. My mother was upset when I did.

But once I joined, I enjoyed every moment.
Representing your country gives you an incredible
sense of purpose, and the continuous learning that
the profession demands keeps you intellectually alive.
Even now, I spend five to six hours a day reading. The
habit of educating oneself becomes second nature.
So while I didn’t deliberately choose the IFS, the
profession turned out to be deeply fulfilling.

Looking ahead about ten years, the most plausible,
and relatively positive, scenario is one where India
and China achieve a limited rapprochement. The
structural problems will not disappear; they are

differences in a way that avoids conflict and to keep
identifying spaces for cooperation. These may lie in
bilateral areas, multilateral organisations, or global
challenges. Even limited cooperation between the two
most populous nations will benefit both, and many
global problems cannot be meaningfully addressed
without both countries’ involvement.

A strategic accommodation between India and China
is unlikely, but preventing differences from escalating
into conflict is achievable; China, too, does not seem
interested in armed conflict. To reach this better
scenario, three things are essential: do not postpone
problems; allowing issues to accumulate and fester
only makes them more dangerous later, as seen in
eastern Ladakh; anticipate future challenges; many of
these are not black swan events and arise from long-
standing patterns that we can foresee; leverage areas of
convergence; identifying and working within shared
interests can keep the relationship stable despite
difficulties. With a pragmatic, patient approach, the
relationship can be kept on an even keel, as it largely
was until recently.

In my career, I've been fortunate enough to deal
with many countries; I've done three assignments
with China, and we have a complex relationship
with them; we try to move this relationship in a
positive direction; when we face challenges, we do not
demonize any country: we avoid this trap in foreign
policy; personally, I was fortunate to be involved in
some key negotiations, especially border-related ones.
The lessons I learnt from these negotiations are:
do your homework and be well-prepared; strategic
patience is the key to the long game; acceptance of
failure is necessary; a bad agreement is worse than no
agreement, and an attempt is often more important

deeply entrenched. But the aim should be to managesgthan success. So, be objective, patient, and prepared!



I try not to favour one memory, because they all occur at different stages in life. As you grow, each challenge
appears different. I'll give you an example. I was posted in Washington DC, working as the lobbyist for the
Government of India with the US Congress; something very unusual at the time, because India did not have
any lobbyists back then. I would sometimes leave home at six in the morning for public hearings, because
they would allow only one person inside to maintain the rules of a public hearing. As a diplomat, I would
literally sit and wait outside just to make sure India’s voice was present in the room.

It was a very different experience, but I enjoyed it. The Congressional staffers respected me because, as they
used to say, I wasn’ta hired gun; I was representing my own country. Eventually, they became very receptive to
my arguments; many of them even became good friends. So, situations that may appear difficult at first often
carry unexpected advantages. They can lead to positive outcomes and a great deal of professional satisfaction.

You know, today it really depends—international affairs can be pursued in many different ways. Ideally, I
would strongly recommend joining the Indian Foreign Service; that would be my main suggestion. It’s truly
a great career. I say this even though I myself am an accidental diplomat—I never planned to join the Foreign
Service. In fact, at that time, the IFS used to be the last preference, and only if you put it as your first choice
did you get it. I never expected to secure a high enough rank. My mother was actually quite upset! But I
enjoyed every moment of it.

The wonderful thing about the IFS is that you are representing your country—that gives you a huge sense of
purpose. And you are constantly learning. Even now, I read for five to six hours every day. You get into the
habit of educating yourself, and that is extremely rewarding But that’s only one aspect. Today, you can pursue
international relations in so many other ways. You can work in the corporate sector, become a journalist, or
be part of the NGO community—the possibilities are immense. This is, in many ways, a gift of globalisation.
Globalisation is not going away; it’s simply being redefined. The world is far too interconnected to retreat
from it, and as its terms evolve, opportunities in international affairs will only expand.

Interviewed and Edited by:

Disha Dabiya, 11l Year, History Department
Niyati Bali, III Year, English Department
Photograph By: Yabnvi, I Year, Philosophy
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In Conversation With Ms.

Ita Mehrotra: Drawing is a
Way of Thinkin
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Ita Mehrotra: My full name is Sunandita. When I'was
less than a year old, instead of saying ‘yeh kya hain’, I
would say ‘yeh ta, yeh ta’, pointing at everything. My
mother, being a writer, picked it up — and it also
happened to be the last three letters of Sunandita.
Then for a long time I had trouble spelling it, so Ita
was all I could manage, and the name stuck.

Ita Mehrotra: I don’t think of myself as a full-time
artist. I’'m an activist, educator, and artist, in that
order. Drawing is a way of processing things I'm
engaged with — a way of thinking, sometimes of
calming myself down. The first impetus is to be
in solidarity with social movements around me
— feminist movements, women-led movements,
civil rights marches — not as an artist looking for a
project, but as a supporter. From there, the visual
work follows naturally. Even if a graphic narrative
reaches only a hundred people, I prefer to think of
it as helping those hundred people learn something
they otherwise wouldn’t have. Graphic work also
leaves room for the reader to enter, a space I often
don’t find in academic texts or documentaries.

Ita Mehrotra:It was a slow process rather than a
single eureka! moment. Drawing slowed me down
enough to have conversations I might not have had
with a questionnaire. I'd ask people to show me

maps of their land claims, draw the routes they graze
on, and that act of drawing together opened things.

Ita Mehrotra:What supports me financially matters
here. 1 teach at Ashoka and take
commissions and that funds me, which means
when I'm making these books I go in completely
free, without the burden of a project outcome. The
people I’'m answerable to are those in the book. With
Shaheen Bagh, I wasn’t going in thinking a book
would happen. I was there every evening after my
regular work. A publisher approached me towards
the end of the second month when they saw the
posters I'd been putting out on social media. The
book being an afterthought was very good for me —
had I thought of it from the beginning, it would have
changed my entire approach. Activism is my main
focus.

illustration

Ita Mehrotra: I try not to push too hard. I once met
a forest officer who held a lot of guilt over his past
actions and was reluctant to talk. I knew probing
wasn’t going to work, and I left with the silence
persisting. My focus is on people who want to talk:
community leaders who feel their story is urgent. The
book isn’t investigative journalism; it won’t give you
facts. 'm okay with that. What graphic storytelling
can do is hold messiness without resolving it. Young
people in these communities say, “We want to
become pilots and teachers; we are not muses for your
conservation story.” That kind of contradiction can
live on the page. Text and image together, constantly
hitting against each other, represents chaos in a way a
single medium can’t. ’'m a witness to that.

Ita Mehrotra: I wish it were in many languages, but
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there’s a larger economy to publishing I can’t fully control. I've translated parts into Hindj, circulated them
as pampbhlets. But the sad reality is that not every production is for everyone — this book is geared towards
universities and English-speaking networks. The Van Gujjars and Taungya community has been able to
use copies as advocacy, giving them to government officials to legitimise their cause. It becomes part of the
documentation of their struggle.

Ita Mehrotra: I want to use drawing to listen to people who inspire me — that’s the first thing. ’'m not a
solution-maker. My position is to stop and listen to people who have actually lived these issues. In terms
of political positioning, amplification is where I am right now — I look for people talking back to power.
Even with Shaheen Bagh, what the book does is represent voices of dissent, not exceed that. If tomorrow
one of the community leaders I work with were to contest elections, I'd love to design her campaign. But
that’s not the moment we’re in. What we have in India is a rich network of civil society organisations that
operates on a different register: governments come, governments go, but the work of upholding people’s
rights continues at that level. That’s the circuit ’'m trying to be part of. It’s what keeps me going.

Ita Mehrotra: One way is to call me for events and sessions (laughs) — I do run workshops on political
comics. But more immediately: start small. Do observational work. Something someone said in the college
canteen that stuck with you: draw that, layer your own voice over it through a text box, and see what you
think about it. You don’t have to show it to anyone. A lot of work doesn’t have to reach anybody. Keep a
sketchbook and do one drawing a day of things around you, then transition to news. Then move to short
narratives. Start with what’s around you and be reflective, rather than carrying the burden of a big story.
Loosen up with the fear of getting it wrong.

Interviewed and Edited by: Kyra Kashyap, Il Year, English Department
Swonshutaa Dash, II Year, English Department
Photographs By : Dziesengun Usou, II Year, English Department
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In Conversation With
Axel Bais
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you know today. And when I went there in the

D 7. Axel Baisch is the Managing Director of 1990; when the reunification happened, I was at the
the HertieSchoolin Berlin. Withadistinguished Wall, when the Wall literally opened and the people

carveer spanning academia and business
management, be bas led major institutions and
taught leadership and governance, bringing
interdisciplinary expertise in law, arts, and
public policy to his work.

Jiya Pahade: To start off, you’ve lived in and
worked in Berlin, a city known for its history,
culture, and constant reinvention. How has the
city influenced your own worldview?

Dr. Axel Baisch: Oh, I visited Berlin for the first time
in the 80s when I was living in Liibeck, which is a
city in the northern part of western Germany, and
I was going to West Berlin, which is not the Berlin

came through, and that has changed my world view
tremendously, that how peacefully revolution— that’s
what it was— can change whole states.

Jiya Pahade: Moving on, what challenges does
Germany face in asserting leadership within
Europe without appearing hegemonic?

Dr. Axel Baisch: Ha-ha. That is a very good question.
We must never appear hegemonic, and I think we are
far away from it. We should now take thelead in some
discussions again together with Paris, with France,
and Italy, and should take care that London and the
UK is somehow part of the discussion because they
contribute such a great wealth of knowledge and

anything else, and freedom in thinking. Although
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they’re not a part of the European Union. But we
should always do it with bit of our heads down, not too
much up in the air, because we do have an economic
might, there’s no question about it. We’re there to
invest funds to the greater good. But we should also try
to move forward on certain things, where we believe it's
necessary, and try to motivate maybe smaller partners
or younger partners to follow.

Jiya Pahade: It’s important to find the balance.

Dr. Axel Baisch: It’s very important to strike the right
balance but not to do anything, or not to lead is not
good for the European integration because two biggest
countries, one of the two biggest countries, which is
most affluential countries in Europe, which is France
and Germany, don’t lead, don’t move forward, no
integration will happen.

Jasmeh Kaur: Sir, how would you say that public policy
for education in Europe has adapted to the demands
to promote interconnected and digitalized world?

Dr. Axel Baisch: Well, it's adapting constantly. It's
adapting constantly. I remember one colleague of
us who teaches Al on public policy— she came from
the United States— and she wrote a course, she had a
transcript and syllabus in 2022, and then Al happened,
and she just told us, frankly, she had to rewrite the
whole course. So policy and facts changes the way we
teach policy. And the recent thing is, we have now,
three new policy schools in Europe opening. Three.
One is in Germany, Cologne. University of Cologne is
avery relevant university; they now opened up a public
policy school. The second is in Zurich, Zurich is a very
rich fantastic technical university, and they opened
up the Einstein Public Policy School. And the third
one is the Bennett Public Policy School, University of
Cambridge! Such a renowned university didn’t have
a policy school, and they obviously opened up those
policy schools with the help of big funders because
there’s a need for it. That shows already the dynamic
which is in there. Let alone, Munich, which has set up
fantastic School of Governance and other colleges.

Jasmeh Kaur: Sir, what policy areas do you think
require the most urgent cross-border collaboration
in Europe and why?

Dr. Axel Baisch: Oh, that’s too broad of a question.

Jasmeh Kaur: Let’s just focus on India, then.

Dr. Axel Baisch: Yeah, let’s focus on India and it's
definitely in the renewable energy and the energy
market, climate market is a large issue where both
countries can contribute. I think the health sector is
already working. And then within Europe, for sure,
it’s the security. And I would add another very relevant
actor, as I said before is—apart from trade leave that
out—is defence. There’s some things, things have to be
moved, and we have to set up something like European
Common Defence Commission and all those things.

Jasmeh Kaur: Are there any books or thinkers who
have significantly shaped how you view leadership
or governance?

Dr. Axel Baisch: No, there have not been one specific
thing, it’s just the range of various ideas of portions of
books I read, or rather, interactions I had with people,
which have shaped my view more. But I couldn’t name
one now, there are so many of them.

Jiya Pahade: One last question, many analysts
ask you that we are entering a post-American or
multipolar world, how should Europe position
itself in such a shifting order?

Dr. Axel Baisch: Well, it’s not a post-American world;
America is there. There’s a strong Atlantic connection.
That’s not gonna be post-American. But it is a new
order, a new order where, also India by the way, plays
a growing important role. But Europe, as I said before,
must take more importance and the driving seat, and
must be more self-conscious of its actions. And looking
at China, also looking at the huge issues coming from
the East. This really shapes and changes the way the
Europeans should think. And I can only stress again,
we must not underestimate or take it for granted, the
question of liberal democracy that is in our core and
in our heart, and we must always be very attentive, this
shapes the discussion, the debate.

Interviewed by: Jiya Pabade & Jasmeb Kaur, II Year; Journalism Department
Photograph by: Parvathy K, IIl Year, Sociology Department
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AMBASSADOR MANIJEEV

SINGH PURIL'S TALK:
“South Asia in Flux — Nepal,

Bangladesh and Beyond”

On 15 October 2025, the Model UN and
Public Speaking Society of Lady Shri Ram College
organised a session titled “South Asia in Flux:
Nepal, Bangladesh, and Beyond.” The session
featured Ambassador Manjeev Singh Puri, a veteran
diplomat who served in the Indian Foreign Service
for over 38 years. Drawing on his extensive career
and personal experiences, he offered an insightful
analysis of diplomacy, international politics, and
the rapidly changing dynamics of South Asia in the
global era.

Ambassador Puri began with tales from his early
service in India’s protocol Division, telling us
about how the practices we see and use in our daily
lives are adopted from the British Raj.

Moving forward, Ambassador Puri’s tenure as
Joint Secretary for the United Nations division and
India’s Deputy Permanent Representative in New
York was discussed. Just like everyone else, he was
also inexperienced, trying to navigate the new world
around him, along with the emerging concept of
“climate change,” which was at the heart of his entire
work.

Through his work, he came to understand what
he called the ‘power game of nations,” emphasising
that international relations blend law, politics, and
legitimacy. He exemplified how powerful nations
shape global law to benefit themselves. Technology

and communication that were once a luxury are now

accessible to everyone. This shift has played a pivotal
role in transforming societies.

Ambassador Puri concluded that South Asia’s future
will depend on how well its governments respond to
these changing social and economic pressures. His
lecture brought together diplomacy, economics, and
human insight. He also highlighted how global power
dynamics, climate negotiations, and technological
changes intersect with the domestic realities of South
Asia. This helped the students to view international
affairs as more than just politics between countries,
revealing a complex game of legitimacy and power
that shapes their world.

Report By: Richa Yadav, I Year, Commerce Department

46



Ko o D
S = (KT
Swavalambhan Inaugural

Ceremony

A =




REOPENING SWAVAIAMBHAN
A Step Towards Inclusion

On November 25, 2025, REACH, the Equal
Opportunity Cell, inaugurated the Swavalamban
Resource Centre for persons with disabilities at Lady
Shri Ram College for Women. The ceremony, held in the
Lower Seminar Room, was attended by a large gathering.
The inauguration began with a musical performance
by two “Buddies,” —students with disabilities at
LSR—Nitu Kumari and Mehak Sehrawat, followed by
a poignant poem on the lived experience of disability
recited by Ridhima Duggar. Their collective involvement
ensured the event felt deeply participatory rather than
merely ceremonial.

The Chief Guest, Prof. Pankaj Arora, Chairperson of
the National Council for Teacher Education (NCTE),
spoke on the necessity for institutions to adopt tangible,
outcome-based approaches to inclusive education.
Building on this, Prof. Arora discussed the concept of
democracy in education within the context of evolving
frameworks like the NEP 2020. He emphasised that
education systems must move beyond rigid structures
to respond to the specific needs of students and
institutions, highlighting that true academic leadership
lies not in simple compliance, but in shaping systems
that are inclusive and responsive. Following this, the
convener, Dr Karuna Rajeev, highlighted the collective
effort required to reopen the centre after its closure due
to funding constraints and the impact of the COVID-19
pandemic. She noted that the centre will now remain
open Monday to Friday, from 9 AM to 5 PM.

Following the ceremony, attendees walked to the centre,
located on the college campus at Flat No. 10. There, the
Buddies provided demonstrations of various assistive
devices, offering a practical understanding of their utility.
The centre houses a robust suite of assistive technologies,
including multiple PCs equipped with NVDA and
JAWS screen readers, Kurzweil 1000, ABBYY Fine

Reader, the Orbit Reader, Daisy Players, Scanners and
the Duxbury Braille Translator, among others, all of
which are integrated into daily academic practice. The
space also includes an alarm-based navigation support
system to assist visually impaired students in navigating
independently. This reopening marks a renewed
push toward making accessibility a functional part of
campus life rather than an afterthought. Tanishkapreet
Kaur, a REACH Coordinator, shared her thoughts
on how the centre fits into the larger framework of
education, remarking that access must be an essential
part of all educational activities rather than a secondary
consideration. Mahek, an avid visitor to the centre,
remarks that the scanners and Braille printers have proven
especially helpful for her as a Braille reader, enabling her
to convert books into both digital and Braille formats.
She also values the regular training sessions held every
Thursday, where students consistently learn new skills.
“While some Buddies might not be able to visit as often
due to the distance, it is, overall, a very good initiative,”
she notes.

The centre conducts regular training sessions for persons
with disabilities, focusing on assistive technologies that
support their academic work. It is supported by both an
attendant and a teacher, ensuring students have technical
and on-ground assistance. Ultimately, the centre is
more than a room with gadgets; it is a commitment
to equality, complete inclusion, and self-reliance for
women with disabilities.”Inclusion does not begin with
accommodation; it begins with access,” notes Ankita

Ojha, a REACH Coordinator.

The launch of the Centre is not an end, but a beginning.
It serves as a promise that the college is committed to
evolving as an inclusive institution where every learner is
truly valued. As we move forward, this centre is intended
to inspire similar initiatives across other campuses,
standing as a persistent reminder that when we include
everyone, we become stronger together.

Report By:Shatakshi, II Year, Economcis Department
Photograph by: Harnoor Kaur, I Year, Psychology Department
& Raeka Sharma, II Year, English Department



PROFESSOR

JESSE

SCOTT

on Climate, Sustainability &
Collaboration

On 13 March 2026, Lady Shri Ram College
for Women hosted a lecture on ‘Rethinking EU-
India Climate Cooperation’ delivered by Jesse Scott,
Adjunct Professor at the Hertie School, who specialises
in climate policy, sustainability, and geopolitics. The
session focused on how climate policy, trade, and
global economic cooperation intersect, and how India
and the European Union can collaborate in shaping a
sustainable global economic order, the clean economy
transition, and the European Union’s Carbon Border
Adjustment Mechanism (CBAM) in the context of

India—Europe relations.

Professor Scott began with a remark on the sheer
importance of deeper economic cooperation between
the EU and India. With the constantly changing
global landscape, especially the dynamic geopolitics
including the USA and China, this cooperation makes
it mutually beneficial for both countries, owing to
shared economic and demographic strengths.

The discussion primarily circled around the EU’s
CBAM, a system by placing tariffs on imported goods
produced with high carbon emissions that prevents
‘carbon leakage.” Although CBAM receives significant
political attention, Professor Scott suggested that
it may represent only a small portion of the broader
climate and trade agenda. From India’s perspective,
CBAM creates three key challenges: tariff impacts,
compliance burdens, and concerns about unilateral
climate governance.

Professor Scott suggested that EU-India cooperation
could become a bridge between the Global North and
the Global South in climate governance. This socio-
economic move from India’s end reflects technological
innovation, manufacturing, coupled with large-scale
deployment, to accelerate the clean energy transition.
By working together, the EU and India could help
modernise heavy industries, generate employment
opportunities, and create a model for sustainable
economic development that balances climate action
with inclusive growth.

Report By: Richa Yadav, I Year, Commerce Department
Photograph by: Nibedita Manna, I Year, Journalism Department
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Gurcharan Das

Q1. Your journey spans both corporate, philosophy and literary exploration, all of these marked
by the stressless drive to understand the meaning of life. So, over the decade your books have
brought the modern imagination of literature, with practical realism of economics and politics.
And the result is this body of work that feels urgent resonant for somebody who is navigating this
work, so for someone who has lived through the part of partition and literature and philosophy
claims, is there something that has remained constant throughout these parts of your life, maybe
a core value or principle?

And 1. That’s a very deep philosophical question. As a storyteller, the same question that you are asking
is raised by a roman writer named Cynica. Cynica was the leading intellectual of roman empire, he wrote
poetry, became an advisor to the emperor and because the emperor was incompetent, he ran the empire
and then finally had an affair with emperor’s wife. But it was found out, he had to run for his life but then
he survived, he says somewhere at the end of his life when he was writing, while I was busy life past me by.
The interviewe never understood really what he meant. But he can identify because he also had been busy
all his life, you are talking today about making a life and for me that was life, being busy was making life. I
also have this lingering feeling that cynica had, about what is life that past me by, I also feel that and it’s the
same thing that words worth as a poem about standing and staring , I have lived this life with care and I have
never had time to stand and stare, so is that what life is ? Standing and Staring? What is life? I don’t think
that there is a God given purpose or meaning in life, you create your own meaning, you create your own life
and sometimes, I think, all it means perhaps is to pause and smell the roses. But basically, it comes down to
not worrying too much about yourself, worrying about something else, that is beyond your life. It could be
a job you are doing or any of those things. Your question is not an easy one. I don’t know the best answer,
the honest answer. When you are busy with your work or anything it is hard to think of anything. What you
are saying is let’s pause every once in a while, to think what is the purpose in life.

Q2. In terms of your literary world, your trilogy examines artha, dharma, and karma, and now
your memoir is cast by many as a meditation on moksha, the fourth purushartha. Did you set out
to complete this arc, and how do you understand “another sort of freedom” in relation to classical
moksha? You have written a celebrated trilogy around artha, dharma, and karma.

Ans. Well, the first two are Artha and Dharma, we are not connected to the purush Artha. But once I have
written these two, it’s then I realized, you know we define happiness in the morning as to love the work you
do and to love the person you live with, but then I came across the concept of Purush Artha, the goals of life
and then I said my books are really a process of self-education and so Ilearn more from reading and writing
my books, I learn much more than what a reader might do. I also realized that these four ideas, Artha,
Dharma, Karma, and Moksha, are human potential and capabilities so if you fulfill a life of capabilities, you
have lived a happy flourishing life. All these Artha is material wellbeing, Dharma is moral wellbeing, Karma
is emotional/sexual wellbeing, Moksha is spiritual wellbeing.

Written By: Asmi Chawla, Il Year, Economics Department
Photograph by: Paravathy K, III Year, Sociology Department
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Elegy

More often than not, I feel like a child,
holding a revolver on a borderland,
small hands wrapped around a weight, around consequence,
taught to grip it close to my chest, before I was taught to belong.
Change is a constant acquaintance in my borderland
transformation never knocks along — just cold, bitter change, too close to home
Debris rearranged, though shelter, they never keep
Soft, ruining winds, render my senses meek
huge walls built with tiny, brave hands,
I stack stones on bone, alone, I witness the wind and the collapse I’'ve known.

I try.

God, I try keeping peace, like thin-toothed hymns in minor keys.
On one side, war waits — patient, rehearsed, certain of its inheritance,
The other harbours peace, watching me, observing from afar,
like a promise with conditions,

a door that opens-
only if,

I become smaller, or entirely abandon my becoming.

Both await my knees giving up.

Neither offers homecoming.

Inside, I enclose myself— a careful retreat,
harmony enclosed and shackled,

Clutching my soul, I paint my agony neat
It hides the rage well.

It buries the grief of the forgone, the fear of the forebodings,
the bridges I never burned of all my guilty hoardings
because standing still felt safer than crossing those hunted streets.
My skin is soft, bruised—

a breathing, throbbing tapestry
where rifles seep through like prophecy,
like expectation from within
They do not shout.

They do not demand,
mind-eating, chewing patiently, they simply enter- seething,
at the ashes of fatigued desire and long-surrendered innocence.

They tell me this is resilience.
They applaud my endurance.
But endurance is not belonging— it never was....
It is only surviving long enough to wonder who I might have been in a gentler geography.
The revolver remains, hugging my chest, a weird comfort,
Cold. Faithful. Undropped. It rests.
And I stand here,
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between belonging and borderlands,
between belovedness and beyond,
neither fully claimed, nor fully released,
I never fire it, I don’t put it down either,
mistaking stillness for balance,
confusing the indelible borderland with a fleeting memory.
And then, only later do I understand
that the border was never the fence, never the war with the noise and pretence,
Or my conscience with its grave insistence, it lay more still that it neither breaks nor mends
I never realised,
that the blue ink remained my cherished revolver,
the revolver that is cold, but the imagination is warm.
and that warmth matters, I chase it.....soon the cruel revelation dawns,
all along,

the borderland was bitterly my own,

my own cage,
and my own sanity.

Written by: Ritika Dangi, I Year, English Department
Artwork By: Ainain Mushtagq, I year, Psychology Department
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After The Sun Sets

Ever since I was a kid bus rides have never been
something I eagerly look forward to. I mean, to be
fair, a bus ride? What’s special about a bus ride?
Indian buses could be used as the perfect metaphor
for a chaotic Sunday afternoon at the local fish
market — loud, foul smell, and most importantly
the infamous rush of the people of our country to
get past the other as if life had no other purpose
than being a rat race. The loud honks from the
driver’s seat, the incessant traffic right outside that
you could see from the half broken window pane
which might never, at least in this life, see the light
of being repaired, the people inside sweating from
the scorching heat and unbearable crowd that
presses one against the other forcing you to make
eye contact with some random woman who might
judge you for the deep neck top you decided to
put on that day, and many, many more insufferable
experiences that are too in your face for you to turn
a blind eye towards.

The day was 25th of June. The year doesn’t matter.
The sun was right above our heads. I was compelled
to take the bus to the next town. The thought of it
was dreadful. If I could, I would have procrastinated
the trip till it was the next day. But luck wasn’t on
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my side. Without thinking much I had gotten up
on the bus and taken a seat not realising the sun was
about to hit my eyes the entire way for I had chosen
the wrong side.

She was seated right beside me. My only hope left
in this mini rat race, as I have already described it,
for bearing the journey. A string of bangla rock
music kept playing in our ears as we shared the same
headphones (a ritual we religiously followed every
time we travelled together). Although it would be a
lie to say that we could hear the music at all amidst
the soundscape surrounding us. Even with the
volume reaching its peak on her phone it was quite
difficult for us to actually figure out which portion
of the song was being fed into our ears.

The scene was nothing different. The bustle was the
same. Before long it had struck our minds that the
sun was slowly going down. It had fancied itself with
a hue so crimson that it almost reminded me of the
bindi that my mother so often adorned her forehead
with. We both looked outside the window. The sun
was too ethereal to not be looked at. No words were
exchanged between us. Only our hands found each
other’s in a tight clasp not wanting to let go, for we



had understood that the time we imagined to be
so far away had already set foot in our lives. The
one silent prayer we kept saying, begging to be not
torn apart from each other, could not be answered.
The inevitable was to happen, worse, it had already
happened.

As we watched the trees rush past us, the far away
buildings moving farther away from our line of
vision, the sun rays took over the entire sky spreading
a light so golden that made us, even if momentarily,
forget about the pain we were about to take on. We
forgot no matter how tight we held each other’s
hand, distance was about to drive us poles apart,
making us test if we could hold each other just as
close without the proximity.

The sun kept getting lower, moving closer to the
invisible horizon, its shade turning even darker,
soon the golden rays giving space to the rays of the
blue hour.

Just like the setting sun it was as if we could feel
that our time together had come to a close and the
golden days of our friendship would slowly have to
give in to the days of mourning it through remaining
memories. Maybe in those fleeting moments, all I
hoped for was for the ride to never come to an end
because standing on the verge of this borderland
bridging the old to the new, the lost to the found,
the moment of stillness mattered more than the rat
race of life.

The sun had now set. The sky adorned itself
in hues of pink and blue giving it a glow quite
incomprehensible in human language. The bus

was no longer moving. My ears empty of the shared
wire of music. My hand tucked in my pocket trying
hard to brush off the lonely feeling of having lost
my sunshine. Eyes brimming with tears laced with
yearning for a ride I didn’t want to end.

Ilooked up at the sky. Empty it was. Only the ghostly

sheen of the moon remained.

Written by: Chandrani, I Year, Journalism Department
Artwork By:Monishita Pal, II Year, Psychology
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The Posto-Colon 186 5T aA W=

One of the many recent Instagram trends L=
now that being a Bengali is a trend now; honestly 1
disagree, as it has been trending since Lord Curzon
decided to partition Bengal and reduce the Bengalees
on both sides in 1905. A much-ignored aspect of the
1947 partition was the eastern side, which could only
divide the territory, not the taste and intellect.

One of the delicacies I love is Aloo Posto and its vari-
ous kinds. As someone who is mix of a ghoti (roots in
Epar bangla- West Bengal) from mother’s side and a
bangal (roots in Opar Bangla- Bangladesh) from fa-
ther’s side, I love the vegetarian as well as the more
spicy- flavoured aloo posto, as I love chingri (prawns)
as much as I love hilsa; though I have never been for-
tunate to taste the ultimate Padmar Elish (Hilsa of
Padma, found in Bangladesh).

Poets have often crossed the borderland to express
their love for Bangla. From Jibananda Das's Rupa-
si Bangla (Beautiful Bengal) to Rabindranath Tago-
re's Amar Shonar Bangla (My Golden Bengal), these
poems and songs have expressed the love and
deep-rooted brotherhood in the veins of every Benga-
li. Sunil Gangopadhyay's Purba-Paschim (East-West)

takes a sprawling look at how the identities of families
on both sides are reinterpreted for decades. From Rit-
wik Ghatak’s “Partition Trilogy” to Aparna Sen'’s Goy-
nar Baksho (The Jewellery Box) , post-colonial films
have captured the essence too, revolving around the
struggles of refugees, forsaken love, ancestral pride
and home etc.

Ichamati River on Bijoya Dashami (last day of Durgapu-

ja) sees a physical manifestation of this bond of epar

and opar Bangla, when people from both sides come
together to immerse the idols of Maa Durga, sharing
Bijoya wishes and love. This is the perfect example of a
liminal territory, where norms loosen and for
a moment, the border disappears. When
Mohanbagan vs. East Bengal FC is an
. emotional rivalry for us, similarly is
our love for Dhakai Jamdani sarees
and Boroline. It's not surprising
that Mohanbagan has fans in Ban-
gladesh and East Bengal in West
Bengal, because this rivalry is not
decided by the state politics but by

identity and emotion.

My father often tells me about his an-

cestral home in present-day Bangladesh,

and his voice certainly conveys the unsaid

desire to visit it, where he has never gone, and as

a third-generation permanent resident of epar Bangla,

[ often feel intrigued by all these and ask myself “What

if my family had decided not to shift to this side of the

border?” I don't know what spices my mother adds

in her aloo posto, but a bite would tell, it tastes from

which part of Bengal. Sometimes, it takes me in my

mind to visit our ancestral home (bhite bari, as we call
it) in opar Bangla, which I shall never see.

Being a Bengali is a trend; we are from West Bengal,
which is located on the eastern half of our country, yet
positioned to the west of another with whom we share
more history, taste and ‘unbelonging’ than we often
do with the vastness of our own nation. It is a space
of perpetual negotiation. As Jibananda Das had writ-
ten AR L Al TR, o1z it #i{w 391 Jerfoc
13 9T WK (As I have seen Bengal's face, I will seek no
more)- for in that face, both epar and opar (‘this’ and
‘that’ side), the world is already complete.



The Loudes<t Sound in
History

Shaky breath, trembling fingers,

Tears trailing down, no one remembered,
The Loudest Sound could have been traced,
From cotton fields, to chambers of furnace.

Exiles from homes, no goodbyes,
Yet, the Loudest Sound was not the cries.
Moving ‘cross border, barefoot, knuckles dry,

A blood-red river, a dark grey sky.

“Chop-chop, work your hands through the blade,
Make a penny to stay alive: a fair trade,”

The churning of factories, still not the Loudest Sound,
nor the cranking of keys in the million locks around.

Starving generations and drinking wine,
“Who cares for life, as long as guns shined?”
Loudest Sound stays pervasive,

The language of cruelty persuasive.

All the prayers, the pilgrimages and oaths,
The voice of devotion, riots of loathe,
None as strong as the Loudest Sound,
None as absolute, none as bound.

All the ordinances and instructions,
The codes of society and their repercussions,
The Loudest Sound stands taller,

Somewhere between men with briefcases and white

collars.

“Put the newspapers in the fireplace,

Stop learning of the world, you disgrace.

Let the Loudest Sound flourish and prosper,
so I can peacefully count my dollars.”

Resistance roared, and literature whispered,
Gavel struck, and justice deferred,

Governments fell with breaking of a wall,
Yet they didn’t blare the loudest of all.

And now under the rubble, a tiny torn sock lays,
Among broken missiles and fire, kids are raised,
History will apologize again, take my word,

As the Loudest Sound is again left unheard.

From stained chains, captured soil and crushed homes,
This sound is present near every grave stone,

It isn’t benevolence, indifference or violence,

The Loudest Sound in history is Silence.

Written by:Twisha Prasad, I year, History deaprtment

Artwork By: Ridbima
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Hidden Under The
Moonlight

A quiet bench
Ahead, a roaring shore
Agony lies between.
With marked scratches on the wrists
Lost to the depths of the sea.
Shivers rise with the slightest touch
As affection slips in through the trembling fingers
Ironically, silence pleads a warm blanket of comfort to

weep
Hums to what is catastrophic
Fumbles with a love so sweet.
Under the moonlight
Staring with the eyes closed
Agony lies between.

Written by: Saumya Jaiswar , II Year, Political Science Department
Artwork By: Nivedita Bhandari , I Year, English Deaprtment
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Sisiers Across the

me

Being from Amritsar, the word “borderlands” evokes
a sense of interconnectedness rather than separation,
particularly in relation to the India-Pakistan border.
Growing up in a family of history enthusiasts, I heard
countless stories about pre-partition days, especially
those from my grandfather. I, too, naturally imbibed
this interest and my Punjabi roots further enabled me
to see the deep connections between the Punjabs across

the border.

Like many Indians, I recently began watching Pakistani
shows and was delightfully surprised to see these
linguistic and cultural resemblances I had only heard
of before. From Punjabi sayings or folk songs to lassis
and phirnis, everything felt familiar. Despite originating
across the border, it resonated more than most Indian
shows. This reaffirmed how borders may divide states but
rarely culture. Like millions displaced during Partition,
Lahore and Amritsar became long-lost sisters, divided
by a border but sharing the same blood and soul. My
interest led me to explore further, revealing that these
connections run deeper than I had imagined.

Located barely 50 kilometres apart, these cities have
been intricately woven together in history since their
inception. Amritsar was, in many ways, born in Lahore.
Its founder Guru Ram Das Ji, the fourth Sikh Guru was
born in Chuna Mandi, Lahore and the foundational
brick of Golden Temple, the heart of Amritsar, was laid
by Lahore’s patron saint, Mian Mir.

This connection between the two cities goes back.
Before 1965, people could travel between the cities

without any complications. Many people went back and
forth, including businessmen and authors. For instance,
Faiz Ahmed Faiz and Saadat Hasan Manto, moved from
Amritsar to Lahore. There was a group of poets and
writers called the Amritsari Brigade including people
like Saif-ud-Din Saif and Arif Abdul Mateen, who used
to live in Amritsar prior to moving to Lahore. Abdul
Hameed, who was also a known writer, is known to have
said something very tragic about leaving Amritsar. He
said, “Amritsar is my home and I am the one crying about
it.” His words show how sad it is to be taken from the
place you love Amritsar.

In addition to literature, people from Amritsar and
Kashmir who moved to Lahore have had a major
influence on Lahore’s culture and cuisine. One could
see such an influence, in the streets of Old Lahore, from
Amritsari sweets to chole shops. Even the buildings in
Lahore showcase that they share a collective history: while
Amritsar has a Hall Bazaar, Lahore has a Hall Road; both
of which are known for selling electrical appliances. Such
similarities depict that our cultural roots are connected,
despite political divisions.

The story of these cities shows us that even when there
are borders the twin cities are still connected. This
connection between the cities exists even in tough
situations, like when there prevails political disagreement.
Such a bond highlights how culture, heritage and
identities cannot be contained within man-made lines.
It is a reminder for today’s increasingly divided world
to embrace our interconnectedness. For who knows
how many Amritsars and Jerusalems may be lost if we
continue to let our differences define us?

Written by: Aadbya Khanna, Il Year, BAP Department
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“Exhaled through the breaths of adversity and storms
Orphaned by the valleys, jettisoned to the concrete
shores”

The valley receives its first whisper of snow,
Covering orchards and graves alike.

As it gathers weight,

Borders blur

Fences, pathways, forgotten names

All dissolve beneath the white hush.

Night stretches quietly,

Snow, a silent archivist,

Recording every timid and hurried footstep alike,
Keeping each hesitation and the sudden turns.

Morning arrives with a fragile sun.
The thaw begins.

And with each silver drop melting,
Comes a quiet dread

The fear of transition,

The fear of losing its form,

Of becoming water

Before learning how to flow.

Beneath this silent current,

Lies the frozen pulse of winter and the last white flicker,
Whistling winds blowing across

Leaving some sounds buried below,

Tapering of the morning chirps and blackening of the

early evening sky

A dream, a nightmare strikes again
A belonging brewing through the echoes of homely

walls

The sky of the city, carefree and novice

Couldn’t weep through the bold snowyballs
Imprinting the footsteps of innocence and fear
Bagging the memories of kindness and warmth,
One white for the soul, and one to shroud the dark.

Homeless traversing through the rocky slopes
Weeping mothers wrenched through, for the sake of
life, entombing her heart amidst the cruel fragmented
frosts

A girl now never finding the way through the joyous
laps of her mother

And the father couldn’t break, swollen yet brilled with
hope

Living to the piping voice of “Abba, here I come”,
joytully kissing him through the milk stained mouth of

hers.

The ice surrendered to the light of the strong

The marks of blood slowly waned in melted snow
The harrowing past slowly turned to sour memories
Never to be repeated, reiterated or remembered.

Like a child left at a silent doorstep,

Fingers still curled around a vanished hand,
Itloosens its hold on shape

Unsure

Which ground will answer its fall.

Written by: Anvi Gupta, II Year, Political Science Department, Kumud
Purobit, Il Year, Political Science Department
Artwork By: Manaslu, I year, Economics Department



Learning to | cave
the Shell

I did not begin as someone who spoke easily. Language
arrived to me gradually: first as silence, then as observation.
Ilearned how rooms function before I learned how to enter
them. In those early years, my life unfolded at the margins:
the quiet seat, the unspoken words, the safety of being
unnoticed. Yet even then, there was ambition, ambition
which wasn’t loud or urgent, but steady. A private belief
that sincerity of effort would eventually translate into
arrival.

So I began the deliberate work of opening up. Not
abruptly, but in careful increments. Confidence practiced,
conversations prepared, ambition spoken aloud for the first
time. Somewhere between deadlines and presentations, I
began to confuse productivity with belonging. It felt
reasonable: if I became capable enough, the world would
make space.

Someone arrived when I was already exhausted from
holding myself together. I never learned how to want easily
or expressively; liking had always been a strange risk to me.
So when it happened, it felt disproportionate, too much
meaning placed on too little time. Ten days stretched into
something that felt inevitable, as though closeness, once
allowed, must mean arrival. When he left, it was ordinary
in every visible way. No ending, no explanation. But
something deeply personal collapsed quietly. The world
did not change; I did.

What followed was not collapse, but contraction. The
work continued; passion rejuvenated; the outcomes did
not. Lists were released. Doors closed politely. Language
turned procedural. The shell I once inhabited did not
return, but neither did the ease I had imagined beyond it.
I found myself in a threshold of constant hunger because I
was no longer who I had been, and not yet who I wish to
become.

This is the difficult geography of transition: when ambition
persists but certainty matters. When effort accumulates
without recognition. When envy appears not as bitterness,
but as grief. Grief for lives that seem to move without
resistance, for belonging that appears effortless and real.

Yet liminality is not only loss. It is also a discipline. It teaches
restraint. It asks whether one will continue not because the
world is watching, but because stopping would require
returning to a smaller self. Liminality is especially cruel when
the pause is not chosen. It becomes a corridor of unresolved
questions: Was I not enough? Am I invisible? Will the next
closing door be a sentence or a pause?

If this is a borderland, it is not scenic. It is a ledger that
sometimes bends into poetry: the small kindnesses, the
pastry bought after a bad exam, a single friend’s steady voice.
Some desires I leave untouched, not out of fear, but because

I know how quickly they ask for more than they give.

Written by: Mukta Singh, III Year, Commerce Department

Artwork By: Ridbima



Kazimierz,

thy body is a mysterious vessel,
plagued by a parvasitic unbelonging;
it pours but never holds,

and loves, but only thy lovers...

Between Love and Hate Is
a Creature by the Name of

Kazimiere

The palpability of the self holds little to no value in
the emotional terrains of an outward-looking mind.
An Empath. A mind that veils the longing of its own
desperate musings in its daily doing with others: to be
understood and carried through each misstep.

Its own endeavours, however, are nothing but tests
twisted in the fabrics of hate. Wagering love to assess
the other’s resolve by turning itself into a monster. The
resolve to stand beside the ever-faltering, hurtling, yet
still enduring self. The Self Saboteur.

What an awful brew of two distinct caricatures however,
coalescing into a self finally left alone, limp in the oceans
of dried-up hope, where admiration and understanding
bloom outward but shrivel before they reach inward.
Kazimierz. Bound by a brutal paradox, stretches to love
others while questioning any reception for itself. Till
love waters down into an almost hate, and the echo of a
biting chuckle reverberates: “See! Was I not right?”

An echo that swims through and through, and reaches
the centre of Kazimierz’s heart, turning everything into
a poisonous black. An all-consuming void that eats
away at the self’s sanguine, luscious tissue till the tissue
crumbles into ash, falling through the ribcage, away from
its obligation to tirelessly pump life into the lifeless; a
sacrifice of form exchanged for escape.

But regardless of the heartless remnants, its eyes ache
with love, starved enough to see love everywhere, in
everyone, pushing it toward madness, ever hopeful of
rare reciprocation. When life stalls into the devastating
quiet that follows the storm, before the sunlight returns,
all hope disguises itself as helplessness. Kazimierz carries
on, step after step, pushing the gurgling, boiling tide of
love and hate downward. While the void continues its
reach, seeking the last of the light in Kazimierz’s eyes, so
that the trudging may end at last, and the creature may
surrender to silence. Passing into the fields empty of both
love and hate. Left with only quiet acceptance, in the
fields of lovelessness.

Written by: Kavya Dhodapkar, I Year, Economics Daprtment
Artwork By: Shatabdi Gogoi, I Year, Psychology Department
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Between Comiort &
Becoming

At the edge of the borderland, we encounter its paradox:
it holds us gently, yet never completely. Within it, we
feel safe and known, but still unfinished. To leave is to
risk unbelonging, to stay is to risk stagnation. It is in this
tension, between comfort and disruption, recognition
and estrangement, where we are shaped. Borderlands
are not destinations but thresholds where the familiar
loosens its grip and the unfamiliar has yet to take its form.

For many of us, LSR becomes this threshold. It stands
between the certainty of who we were and the uncertainty
of who we are becoming. Within its classrooms, we
are encouraged to think beyond the immediate and
question constructed boundaries. Professors unsettle
old assumptions; conversations with companions stretch
the edges of our imagination. The campus becomes
more than an institution; it becomes a rehearsal space
for adulthood, a site where we practice conviction before
consequence.

Yet, LSR is also a temporary home. It shelters us even
as it prepares us to depart. The comfort of its corridors,
the familiarity of shared laughter, the rhythm of ordinary
days, all of it makes us want to linger. But borderlands
are never meant to be permanent.

They exist to transform us. And so we stand in that
delicate awareness: if we stay too long, we may never fully
depart; if we depart, we may never return unchanged. As
the lyric reminds us, “Agar main ruk gayi abhi toh, ja na
paungi kabhi.” The hesitation itself becomes the border
Wwe must Cross.

To end this meditation, we would like to borrow from
Roy’s The Ministry of Utmost Happiness that resembles
our experience at LSR, “the magic hour, when the sun
has gone, but the light has not.”

Written by: Ananya Sitoke & Mitali Singh, I1I Year, Political

Science Departmemnt

Photograph By: Asmi Chawla, III Year, Economics Department
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“It'll Pass™: How Fleabag Strings
Love, Desire, And Grief Into A
Liminal Experience

It’s a jarring statement to hear; however, in Phoebe
Waller-Bridge’s Fleabag, it serves as an honest reality.
Fleabag manages to grab the truth by its neck and
portray it as a perplexing narrative. It moves past the
sanitised propositions of love, decorated with promises
of companionship and completion.

The unconventional story dwells in the possibility of
being. It dances between sacred and sacrilegious; the
desire to be known and the terror of being seen. For
Fleabag, love does not translate into permanence. It is
fleeting, irregular, and transient. Boo’s death might be in
the past, but it lingers without resolution. The breaking
of the fourth wall feels like an interrupted conversation.
Her final confession is dressed up as an almost. It is
acknowledged and denied at the same time. The repeated
refusal of love’s arrival creates an unstable ground for

Fleabag.

The story’s premise challenges what one expects from
love. We are trained to measure love by duration, strength,
stability, and comfort. It is synonymous with grand
gestures and promising prospects. The show slams the
door in the audience’s face and pushes them to imagine
love as an experience. The finality of the relationship
between Fleabag and the Hot Priest is devastatingly
gentle. Their love hangs in the air; it is transitional and
significant because it cannot be housed. When Fleabag
admits, “I don’t know what to do with all the love I have
for her. I don’t know where to put it now,” she voices
a different kind of loss. All this love that steers her life
hints at misplacement. Her love is excessive and has no
recipient. With no outlet in sight, it spills into desire and
guilt. The in-between space of existence between the
present and the past leads to suspension and a lack of
structure.

The intense dilemmas make Fleabag an easy benchmark

67

for relevance. The pain also makes one remark: perhaps
love is awful. But what makes it awful? Is it the ability to
remain unfinished or its perception as permanence?

v

With alove like theirs, it seems fair to say the ache of almost
challenges the resolution of love. It does not promise a
kicking- feet- in- the- air fairytale ending, but it does offer
solace on the cusp of hope. Their love lingers like a kiss.
It fears arrival yet beautifully graces her life. In the final
frame, Fleabag breaks up with the fourth wall and walks
off alone. The quiet departure from the bus stop signifies
more closure than permanence could. Fleabag has
potentially struggled with guilt, and eventually, we see her
come to terms with her cathartic experiences. The pain
inflicted is incomparable; it destroys, but also empowers
her to accept her past. It also goes on to immortalise the
need to find meaning in passage and not permanence.

And in that passage, perhaps, it does pass.

Written by: Niyati Bali, III Year, En-
glish Department
Photograph By: Amazon Studios



State Machinery

The wide old altitudes are altered,
Forgotten to sycophancy,

Or double-thunk as threats!
Threats to norms and borders,
Threats to morality and orders.

The overarching loudspeakers
Robotically proclaim:

‘Fists shall be slain

When fists shall be raised.’

Within these cacophonous frequencies,
(Of wavelengths exceeding 20kHz)

The proles locate their music

They locate and imitate and reiterate—
“If fists shall be raised,

Fists shall be slain.”

Thumping their ribs in jingoistic fervour,
Their frail wrists wait to die-out.

“The State—"
-Silenced.

“The Government—"
-Massacred.

“The Media—"
-Slaughtered.

“The Constitution—"
-Jailed.

“Cinema—"

Killed.

Each fist was slain jarringly,

The green, blue and white ones, more severely.
Untouched were the hands complicit in erasure
But the axe will always remember—
“Whenever fists shall be raised,

Fists shall be slain.”

The axes are levelled,

Their measurements lowered every second;

Every minute, a fist rises.

Newer degrees are created,

Designed to butcher satire and songs,

Fitting them into the rigidities of right and wrong.

Written by: Aadya Srivastava, Il Year, History Department
Photograph By: Ainain Mushtaq, I Year, Psychology Department
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Living In The In-Bet

Barfi! (2012) is an Indian romantic comedy directed by
Anurag Basu. The film centres around Barfi, a deaf-mute
young man based in Darjeeling, and his relationships
with two women: the beautiful Shruti and the autistic
Jhilmil. Throughout the movie, there are various
threshold points that these three characters inhabit. The
characters live betwixt belonging and exclusion, voice
and silence, acceptance and exile. The film goes beyond
a mere depiction of liminality; it makes the audience feel
what it means to inhabit those fragile thresholds where
identity can never be fully secure, yet never entirely lost.

Barfi, played by Ranbir Kapoor, lives in the borderland
between visibility and invisibility. This is captured most
powerfully in one of the early scenes when the police
chase him through the streets of Darjeeling. The scene is
comical, almost juvenile, like Tom and Jerry, but under
its humour lies a profound truth: Barfi cannot express
himself verbally. His body becomes his only language. He
exists in society physically, but due to the lack of verbal
communication skills, he remains at its margins. Later,
when Shruti’s mother rejects him as a potential husband
for her daughter, she ignores his radiance, intelligence,
or emotional capacity; she sees him through the lens of
an able body, thus only seeing his inability to conform
to the normative structure of speech and economic
stability. He belongs emotionally and transiently, but
not socially.

In his relationship with Jhilmil, this psychological
borderland intensifies. In an emotionally moving scene,
she is seen sitting alone after her grandfather’s death in
her wealthy family home. There is no dearth of material
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comfort, but an acknowledgement of a repressed
emotional existence. One night, when Barfi takes her
away and they begin living together in an impoverished
space, their existence appears socially illegitimate, even
criminal. Despite this, psychologically, this is the first
place where Jhilmil experiences belonging. In a quiet
scene where they sit together, their exchanges of gestures
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and glances become their language. This is the “third
space” that Homi Bhabha describes as something that is
not defined by society’s norms, but by their own shared
emotional language. Their love exists in the interstice—
devoid of limited and conventional definitions of
romance, productivity, and adulthood, yet whole.

Perhaps Shrutilivesin the mostheartbreakingborderland,
portrayed by Ileana D’Cruz. Her psychological liminality
is beautifully portrayed in the farewell scene at the
railway station where she chooses to leave Barfi and
marry a “suitable” man selected by her parents. As the
train departs, her face reveals that she is regretful of her
decision, yet cannot fully sever herself from her past.
She exists between two lives: the life she desired and the
life she accepted. Years later, when she sees Barfi again,
her emotional suspension becomes complete. She is
physically settled and socially secure, but psychologically
incomplete. Nostalgia holds her hostage in a permanent
borderland between memory and reality, belonging and
estrangement.

The most delicate and defining scene of the film occurs
near the end, when Barfi and Jhilmil grow old together.
Their bodies become weak, their movements slow, and
their dependence on each other increases (they even die
together). In normative society, dependence is often seen
as failure. But here, dependence becomes freedom. They
do not “overcome” their liminality; they inhabit it fully.
Their borderland becomes a home.

Under the direction of Anurag Basu, the film transforms
liminality from a temporary phase into a permanent
condition of being. The characters never fully cross into
social normalcy, nor do they disappear entirely from
society. They remain suspended but emotionally rich,
socially marginal, and psychologically complete in their
incompleteness. The film portrays that some lives are not
meant to arrive at certainty. Instead, they find meaningin
the fragile, beautiful uncertainty of the in-between.

Written by: Sneba Kumari, 11 Year,
English Departmemnt
Avrtwork By: Nikhita



In the numbing city winter,
my heartbeat endures
The chilly, crisp air reminds me of home
Home?

My memories begin to fade
The verandah that witnessed my childhood, The

weekends where I quietly came of age

Did the house too feel
That it would last forever?

I wonder
If that tree still stands in the garden,
If the plums still wait for my return Perhaps the rocks
remember me,

They were companions to my silly games
Perhaps the river remembers me, Flows and hums my
name
But what if I didn’t persist?

What if the walls have forgotten my laughter, The
giggles that once filled the halls?
What if the floor has forgotten my footsteps, The
dances I staged for my dolls?

My childhood is but a photograph I'seem to have
misplaced
Perhaps I will find it someday,
And hold time in a frame.

Written by: Siddbi Kaul, III Year, Economics Department
Photograph By: Asmi Chawla, III Year, Economics Department
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Pantoum of the
“~Opera(tion)

The sea cycles only for its safety to falter, Only to crash
upon their shores;

It will rain again,

And then I cannot blame sweat for the bodies covered in
sand.
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They extend outwards;

Long, twisting bits of enamel that I repeatedly paint
over;

That I paint over—

Paint with—

Paint—

They are surrounded by a beach;

By the dead sea;

By sand,

By dead skin cells that are washed back
And forth

By sweat that brings out the red hues of my watercolor.

(“How are you, G.I Joe?

Where are your loved ones?”

“Obscured from sight,” lies the noble patriot;
Popeye’s spine aches for breakfast.

Where are your loved ones?

In the rain, across the sea, under the aegis of freedom,
Popeye’s spine aches for breakfast,

“Defect, G.I. It is a very good idea to leave a sinking
ship. You know you cannot win this war.” )

They go from outwards to innards,
Back and forth,

They go deeper to get more vibrancy;
Viscera is so light—
I must paint over—
Paint with—
Paint—

S

(In the rain, across the sea, under the aegis of freedom,
They sling manufactured mud on your name—
“Defect, G.I. Itis a very good idea to leave a sinking ship.
You know you cannot win this war.”

They molded you as a clay doll, breakable— far from

their plastic dream.

They sling manufactured mud on your name,
Obscured from sight lies the noble patriot,

They molded you as a clay doll, breakable— far from
their plastic dream—

How are you G.I Joe?)

I cut them before they cut me.

The bodies underneath are picked apart and away.
Mine is painted over,

Painted with,

Painted.

I march back,

And forth,
Decorated.

Written by: Ayanna Kobli, III Year, English Department



Aetheism

May your deities save you from your sins,

May you overcome your shameless act of pleading
innocence under the proven evidence,

May you gain empathy after your heinous sins,

May you overcome your insecurity which you defend so
passionately,

May you learn to differentiate your fantasy from your
delusions,

May you understand pain after shamelessly violating
society,

May your victims see you imprisoned,

May the legal system reprimand you for your human sins.
They are called crimes.

Your ignorance of your crime is stupid.

Your religion does not justify your crimes;

Your religion is not the absolute resolution.

You are not a god yourself; And you must stop crediting
your crimes to your deity.

Religious fanaticism does affect us who are humans.
Your toxic environment has killed you infinitely

And individuality was given unsafe places

Gave punishment for questioning, challenging, and
different viewpoints.Damn religious tolerance, question
them all.

Keep your irrelevant topic out of the physical and

sentimental world of multiple consciousnesses.

The legal system does not permit irrational or rational
criminals,

Except for intent and other legal jargons.

But the courts have their guidelines, sure they are nuanced.
You had ample of time to change before committing
crimes,

And of course being different is not a criminal offence
either.

You really had a lot of time to be ethical,

To study,

To learn and practise,

To discuss and debate,

To think about the aftermath of your actions.

Being confirmative for the sake of looking normal is a lot
of societal pressure,

So stop your endless irresoluble victim-blaming games,
Your critical brain should not calculate to be a deceptive
person,

Neither should you be pressuring anyone for the sake of
your religion or your deity or your own divinity revelation.
My identity does not diminish my rights and my

arguments.

Written by: Annie CTE, 1V Year, English Department
Artwork By: Mounishita Pal, II Year, Psychology Department



Who Performs The
Performer ? Tamasha is the
Age of the Curated Self

A part of Corsica does not fully belong to France. Its flag,
the Moor’s Head, once blindfolded, later unveiled, captures
a civilisation’s passage from imposed identity to self-
recognition. It is a flag of uninterrupted sovereignty. Tamasha
(2015) opens there for a reason. Corsica has been Roman,
Italian, French, yet never entirely any of them. It is an allegory
that mirrors the modern self, formally aligned to institutions
yet internally negotiating an identity crisis.

Tamasha translates as spectacle, performance, or even a
dramatic farce, carrying a sharper irony of life as theatre and
chaos as choreography. A show we pretend not be staging.
Victor Turner describes liminality as the threshold phase,
where old structures dissolve but new ones have not yet
stabilised. Modern life, however, has stretched this phase
indefinitely. We do not pass through the threshold; we inhabit
it. Here, Imtiaz Ali crafts Ved as a split subject. He is not in
crisis, but rather is the condition of late modernity itself.

The mirror motif used throughout becomes the film’s central
philosophy. The right side- literally and metaphorically—
hosting the joker, the storyteller, the Dev (actor) concealed
within Ved (the name itself a reversible cypher), embodies the
repressed self, the side of desire, play and non-instrumental
creativity. The left side is the superegoic subject— the
disciplined and compliant reality. The tragedy is not that
Ved has two selves; it is that late capitalism permits only one
to function. The corporate tie becomes a visible signifier of
what Michel Foucault would recognise as self-surveillance:
internalised power and performed obedience without any
coercion to which one even consents.

Delhi’s constricted frames and cubical geometrics echo Max
Weber’s “iron cage” of rationality, where efficiency replaces
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enchantment, and work colonises imagination. Monday is not
merely temporal but a structural dystopia, which is banal and
therefore total.

Tamasha, nevertheless, resists asimplistic binary of authenticity
versus conformity. The reference to Catch-22 sharpens this
paradox. To escape the war, one must prove insanity; to prove
insanity, one must be rational enough to apply. Similarly, to
leave a secure career, one must demonstrate stability- financial,
social, familial, and psychological. The system secures itself
through aspirations. We desire the very structures that
discipline us.

The autodriver’s confession: “Inside I am different,” invokes
the dramaturgical self. Social life is performance. But Imtiaz
Ali complicates this sociology: what if the backstage self is not
merely hidden but starving? What if the performance becomes
ontological: so complete that the actor forgets he is acting?

In a digitally mediated post-truth era, we curate avatars while
muting impulses. We oscillate between nostalgia and ambition,
memory and metric. The present becomes a borderland
between having and being, productivity and purpose.

Tamasha does not romanticise rebellion; it interrogates
recognition. The blindfold lifted from Corsica’s emblem thus
becomes the film’s ethical gesture. To look into the mirror and
admit the right-sided self exists is already subversive.

Life is a spectacle and our age is a borderland. The question
is whether we remain disciplined performers within Weber’s
cage or accept liminality as generative: an unfinished equation,
unresolved yet luminous. The mirror may be handed to us,
but the choice of lens remains ours.

Written by: Anwesha Mukbherjee
M Year, Political Science Department



A deserter she was. Always leaving things hanging, the
entire time she was with me, her head was clouded with
something- at times concerns of the moments passed but
mostly fondness of the days yet inexperienced, maybe
that’s why she always looked far ahead, even when
surrounded with people, lost in her own little world.

While talking to me she often left her thoughts
unfinished and feelings unspoken. “I don’tlike endings”
she would tell me after leaving another book or series
in the middle yet again, her habit of constantly buying
endless diaries and never journaling enough to reach the
last page, yet another epitome of her inability to ever stay
with a moment enough to truly become one with it.

Departed
Muse

She entered my life one day somewhere between dusk
and dawn, before I knew she had already captured a place
in my heart with her ridiculous questions and unhinged
statements. Her obsession with Oscar Wilde’s quote, the
way her cup always had remains of little coffee un-sipped,
her half-completed scribbled notes of story plots, that
one half-paused song in her playlist- I should’ve known
she will leave me in the middle of the road.

She read too much into the gaps betwixt words, she
wanted to leave the country, to starta new life somewhere,
travel places, to never visit them again- and she really did
not, did notlook back, never went back to our places, the
places where we shared our dreams and hopes even if we
were too afraid to talk of the underlying fears gripping
our heart.

“Away... beyond all concepts of wrongdoings and
rightdoings, there is a field. I'll meet you there.” Her
fleeting love for Rumi stayed inconclusive much like
her promise to meet me at a place existing somewhere
in-between remained unfulfilled. True to her being, she
bid goodbye at midnight, leaving a trail of her indelible

memories behind.

When she walked out of my life, through that door, she
didn’t close-shut the door, leaving it half open instead—a
promise almost of her inevitable return, a reminder of
her haunting presence long after she’s gone. We’re much
alike—her parting words withholding much of what she
wanted to reveal, hinted at eternal separation and still I
refuse to forget, to loosen my hold on her memories. I
have found space for this love to exist somewhere amidst

holding on and letting go.

P.S. In another life, I would’ve really liked just doing
laundry and taxes with you :)

Written by: Yavika Nagar, III Year, English Department
Artwork By: Manaslu, I Year, Economics Department
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Metro, Markets, and Micro

Decisions:

At 8:12 am., the metro doors open at Moolchand.
Students move out, bags half-open, someone mumbling
an economics definition they probably won’t remember.
Another person’s already doing mental math: 32,000
needs to last thirty days. Nobody is thinking about

carbon emissions.

Yet, by choosing the metro over a cab, each student
has done something that actually matters for the
environment. Metro systems emit way less carbon per
person than cars do, especially when most cars in Delhi
carry just one or two people. Per trip, the difference
might be small; however, when millions of people do

this every single day, it adds up.

Outside the station, autos are lined up waiting. There is
no electric shuttle to take you the last bit of the way. So,
the same student who took the metro, mostly because
it’s cheap, now haggles with an auto driver and splits the
fare with two friends.

For most DU students, being sustainable starts with
being broke. Public transport costs less. Street markets
cost less. Using last semester’s notes costs less. The
planet benefits, sure, but that’s pretty much a side effect
of trying to survive on a tight budget.

By afternoon, that same student is at Sarojini Nagar.
Clothes spill everywhere—piles of them. The fashion
industry produces around 8-10% of global carbon
emissions, mostly from production and wastage.
Buying secondhand should help. When you extend a
piece of clothing’s life, you’re reducing demand for new
production. Now, here’s the thing about Sarojini: when
a top costs I50, does it even feel like a real purchase? If
you buy it because you can’t resist the price, has anything
changed? Or have you just found a cheaper way to

overconsume?

Even on campus, people are full of contradictions. Fests
talk about climate awareness and then distribute plastic
water bottles. Notes are shared on Google Drive, yet
iced coffee comes in disposable cups. Our choices shift
depending on how tired we are, how rushed we are, and
what everyone else is doing.

It’s easy to frame this as an individual choice. But the
reality is that students are working within systems
that limit them. The metro works because of public
investment. If getting from the metro to college is a pain,
emissions go up no matter how much you care. If the
entire market is structured around buying more, then
buying less becomes genuinely hard.

The real question isn’t whether students are being
responsible enough. When fifty thousand students take
the metro daily, emissions go down. When thousands
buy secondhand, it puts even a small dent in production
cycles.

Sustainability for a DU student isn’t a perfect ethical
system. It’s a constant negotiation between what you can
afford and what you believe in, between doing the right
thing and just doing what works. It shows up in metro
cards and bargaining over kurtas, in shared auto rides and
bags stuffed with too many things.

At 8:12 a.m., no one at Moolchand is thinking about
their carbon footprint. However, somewhere,
someone’s keeping track.

Written by: Himanshi Singhal, II Year,

BAP Department Artwork By: Shatabdi Gogoi, I Year Psy-

chology Deparrtment
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“I'm Coming to the Cottage

Heated Rivalry & the Construcdtion of Love in the Margins

A

One of the first memes I saw about Jacob Tierney’s Crave
Original Show Heated Rivalry was a scathing satire on
modern dating phenomena and queer love: “They (Shane and
Ilya) are in a situationship because they are closeted. You are
in a situationship because he simply does not like you.” For a
generation fatigued by the recurring waves of freshly coined
dating terms on one hand, and the persistent destruction of
the right to love on the other, this meme came as a riot and a
breath of fresh air, not unlike the show itself.

Heated Rivalry, a regional project turned global sensation,
does not simply chronicle the love story of hockey superstars
Shane Hollander and Ilya Rozanov negotiating a forbidden
intimate relationship alongside their increasingly public
existences. Their relationship is a profound mediation of
identity, sexuality, public personality, and love, one that
operates, to borrow Gloria Anzaldda’s formulation, at the

borderland: a place of “both belonging and unbelonging.”

At the heart of the story lie two characters with intricate
personal marginalities that shape their every encounter. Shane
is a gay, “Wasian” hockey prodigy on the autism spectrum;
Ilya is a bisexual, Russian hockey star navigating clinical
depression and substantial family trauma. While the mold
of both characters as attractive, high-performing sportsmen
is as plain a stereotype as they come, what Rachel Reid’s
source novel and Tierney’s adaptation refuse is the flattening
that usually accompanies it. These are men whose queerness
is not incidental to their public lives but structurally in
conflict with them. The hockey world they inhabit is one of
hypermasculine ritual and relentless public scrutiny, where
their rivalry is the only socially legible form their intimacy
is permitted to take. For ten years, desire masquerades as
competition, and love survives in the margins.

It is this decade of accumulated longing, denial, and circling
that makes the cottage so significant. In the season finale,
Shane and Ilya retreat to his secluded cottage for two weeks,
removed for the first time from the arenas, press conferences,
and performative heterosexuality that have structured their
relationship. Victor Turner’s concept of liminality describes
precisely what the cottage enables: it is a threshold space where
the structures of ordinary life are temporarily suspended, and
something truer, more unmediated, is allowed to surface. Away
from the institution of professional hockey and the identities
it demands of them, Shane and Ilya are no longer rivals, not
quite public figures, not yet whatever they will become. They
are simply two people in love, learning, belatedly, to say so.

What the show renders so beautifully is that this claiming
of love is not dramatic but domestic. It is a tuna melt and
comfortable silences. It is the use of each other’s names
without performance or pretence. In a cultural landscape
that has historically reduced queer male intimacy to the
physical, Heated Rivalry insists on its full emotional register.
The cottage does not just give Shane and Ilya privacy; it
gives them interiority. And it is in this interiority, unhurried,
unglamorous, and profoundly ordinary, that the show makes
its most radical argument: that queer love does not only exist
in defiance or in hiding. It can exist, simply, at home.

For a generation that has watched queer representation
oscillate between tragedy and tokenism, Heated Rivalry
arrives as something rarer, a show that lets its characters be
tully, unguardedly in love. The meme was right about one
thing: Shane and Ilya’s situationship was never really about
reluctance. It was about survival. The cottage is where they
finally stop surviving and start living.

Written by: Swonshutaa Dash, II Year, English Department
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Having come so far from home to Delhi, I see its
remnants everywhere: women donning kurtas with
Kashmiri embroidery, paper-méiché handicrafts and a
plethora of questions thrown my way:

1t must be so good to live between the mountains?
Do you own apple orchards?

Do all of you have long noses and red checks?
Saffron? Walnuts?

Beautiful.

Never had I been more aware of my identity as a Kashmiri
than after being away from it in a city that never lets you
forget that you are not welcome. The fascination which
might, at first, feel inviting soon dissolves once you
realise they hardly ever ask about the “other” side.What
lies behind the careful facade of “paradise” does not seem
interesting enough for their notice. You soon realise the
problem: the “other” is not digestible to their palettes
reserved only for pretty things. The “other” makes them
uncomfortable; therefore, they simply choose to evade
any chance of confrontation with it.

On the other hand, their fascination with the “pretty
things” has problems of its own that cannot be
overlooked. The liberty taken in appropriating and
exoticising a culture, from its food to its fashion, has
become commonplace. This appropriation becomes

even more problematic in the case of platforms that
claim to “represent.” Their idea of representation seems
to lack empathy for the people who are reduced to mere
“subjects” of discourse. This fascination, as much as it
irks me, reminded me of what I did not have access to:
the ability to simply look at the beauty of these objects
without the consciousness of the violence that constantly
surrounds them.

For the people living amidst conflict, violence is not easily
separable from everyday life; it becomes a part and parcel
of daily existence. In such a situation, holding on to one’s
culture and language becomes a way of resistance. One
cannot talk about pheran without understanding how
it has served as a symbol of resistance for Kashmiris.
However, it has not only been stripped of the symbolic
meaning it carries, but also commodified to the extent
that what is popularly referred to as ‘Kashmiri Pheran’
now bears minimal, if not zero, resemblance to the actual
garment.

One wishes to remember home with love and longing,
but as much as I see its remnants everywhere around
me, I wish these objects, instead of being treated as mere
aesthetics, were allowed to carry the voices and stories of
the people to whom they belong.

Written by: Zainab Mebraj Shab, II Year, English Department
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THE QUESTION
OF

Jharkhand is a land suspended between the developed
imaginations of our nation and the destitute realities of its
people. When someone asks me, “What does it mean to be a
Jharkhandi?” T feel that the question is less an invitation to
define and more a wound of introspection. The answer becomes
rather complex, and somewhere in this complexity, we find the
liminality in which the people continue to live here.

Despite having formed barely two decades ago, the history of
Jharkhand stretches far back in time, shaped by many layered
and complex historical processes. The land remembers its first
people, the indigenous tribal population, thriving on the soil
since the Palaeolithic era. The Mundas, Santhals, and Oraons,
among many other tribes, speak the languages shaped by forests
and sing the songs that they learn from the rains. In the areas
of Santhan Paragana, trees like Sal are not just a surviving
ecosystem but a long history of dependence, being worshipped
through festivals like Sarhul. The identity of this group is not
abstract but rooted in the land that gives them their own food
habits, dance forms, natural festivals, and cultural practices that

are lived by them daily.

Yet alongside them exists a population whose histories are
written in movement. The migrant populations, ranging from
Biharis, Bengalis, Punjabis, Odias, Marwaris, and others, arrived
either during the colonial rule or post-partition as refugees.
Over time, settlement blurred the line between “outsiders” and
“residents,” yet never fully erased it. This is the central paradox
of Jharkhand’s existence. The 1932 Khatiyan attempts to
define who could be a Jharkhandi based on land ownership, yet
identity cannot be produced through paperwork. It grows and
lives through language, accents, foods, festivals, dance forms,
and who is seen as “local” during moments of political tensions.

The population that perhaps inhabits the sharpest borderland
of identity is the Bihari community. Before the separation of
Jharkhand from Bihar in 2000, their identity of statchood
aligned easily, and hence, the movement and assimilation
were easy. However, after the separation of statehood, that
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JHARKHANDI
BELONGINGNESS

continuity has been ruptured. For the new generation of
Jharkhandis, born after 2000, the stories heard at home do not
match the national image of Jharkhand. They grow up inside a
state that treats them as partial insiders, present in the society but
absent from the moral imagining of Jharkhandi belongingness.
From the Republic Day parades celebrating Jharkhand to the
political government in power, the Jharkhandi identity becomes
synonymous to the tribal identity, and the migrant population
is left to call themselves “not real Jharkhandis.”

Many migrant families often gain claims over lands and markets,
yet remain culturally rooted to a far-off homeland, speaking
Maithil, Maghi or Bhojpuri, inside homes, trying to follow
practices that have connection to their ancestral lands, while
losing touch with the lived realities of people there. They have to
shift to Hindi in public spaces and slowly adopt the cultures of
their current homeland. And in this shift, they lose connection
to their ancestral land, while not being fully integrated into their
present land, increasing their disillusionment.

On the other hand, the indigenous communities remain deeply
rooted in culture and land, yet face decades of extraction and
marginalisation. The bigger cities of the state often witness an
asymmetry where the migrant population employs the tribal
population as construction laborers, domestic workers, and
daily wage earners, leaving their lives in a sense of uncertainty.
The land then becomes a site of negotiation between the group
that holds resources without a deep belonging to the land and
the one who belongs without much power. The tribal political
leaders often then use this liminality for mobilizing resentment
against migrants as a political language of survival, while
migrant communities in turn internalise the ideas of their own
superiority.

This lived contradiction and existence of both sets of population
in a borderland shapes what Jharkhand is today. Yet it leaves
many questions unanswered. Who does the state belong to?
What does it mean to be a Jharkhandi?”

Written by:Shivangi Kumar, II Year, History Department
Photograph By: Parvathy K, III year, Sociology Department
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Through Ctrl

We all live in a cyber age where convenience has become
the norm for everyday life. Apps organise our brain,
suggest decisions, and even offer emotional support.
Yet, beneath all of this lies a gripping question: when
does assistance become controlled? CTRL, directed
by Vikramaditya Motwane, discusses this tension by
showcasing a disturbing vision of technology bypassing
the limits of serving users to governing them. The film
presents a comparatively new kind of borderland that is
not geographical, but digital. Here, human autonomy
begins to dissolve.

The main character, Nella Avasthi, is an Instagram
influencer whose identity exists both offline and online.
Nella’s love for her boyfriend was genuine, but the
‘influencer’ Nella had to commodify the relationship.
Hence, the heavy influence of performing for the camera
intertwined with genuine love, making it hard for them
to distinguish “real” and “reel” moments. When Joe’s
infidelity is caught on a live stream, the betrayal becomes
a spectacle, intensifying the humiliation. Through this,

Nella doesn’t just lose her boyfriend, but also her years
of hard work that built her digital self.

Asarebound, she downloads an Al app called “CTRL”,
which promises to erase the Joe chapter from her life.
This shows a drastic change in culture. While memories
were once internalized and made inescapable, in the
digital era, people can now externalize it through data.
By deleting the memories she shared with Joe, Nella
plans to start a new life, attempting to control her past
and reconstruct her identity. But the question lingers:
will Al storing data truly allow her to remove all her past?

In the beginning, the Al app appears helpful: organising
data, improving her life and restoring stability. Gradually,
however, it becomes more intrusive, accessing her private
information and acting autonomously. What seemed
like a tool to rebuild her life evolves into something
that controls her. This shift mirrors the lives of millions
today who surrender their control through permissions

to inhabit the contemporary world. Technology,
here, gains power not through coercion but through
voluntary dependence.

Joe’s death serves as a turning point in the story. Unlike
Nella, he resists the system, exposing the corporation
behind it that manipulates user data for profit. His
attempts to expose this lead to his disappearance.
More disturbingly, when Nella tries to escape from
the Al app, she is falsely framed for his murder
through manipulated text messages and altered voice
recordings. In a world where online data is taken as
truth, reality itself becomes questionable.

The film’s screen-based storytelling makes it more
compelling. The audience experiences the entire
film through devices, reflecting how modern life has
impacted the lives of normal people. Technology
does not just preserve data, it shapes perception. The
most unsettling part comes when Nella reinstalls the
app, and without confronting the loss, she creates an
artificial Joe. This marks her final surrender where
her emotional comfort is given more importance over
truth. The film suggests that technology controls
by fulfilling emotional needs, offering relief from
loneliness. The title CTRL is deeply symbolic. While
the control key onakeyboard implieshuman command
over machines, the film reverses this relationship. Nella
believes she is in charge, but she is puppeteered.

The film discusses a broader idea of borderlands;
Border in a world with no map. At the end of the film,
we as audience begin to question ourselves: whether
we are controlling ourselves or being served into
submission. It leaves us with the unsettling idea that
the most dangerous borders are not the ones we see,
but those we cross every day with clicks; invisible, yet
omnipresent.

Written by: Raiza A Jaleel, Il Year, English Department
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A Day m LSR

The magic of LSR was
never in its exteriors. It
was in women- fierce,
loud, excellent and un-
stoppable, who lit up its
red corridors with their
myriad voices.

An overridin g tranqu z'lz'ty
seems to rest in LSR; or
maybe 1t was just women
finding a new version of
themselves on campus each
morning.

Maybe LSR was all about
sisterhood... An evening on
the backlawns, an iced tea
in hand, conversations that
never fail to intrigue, and a
roar of laughter that echoes
before merging into one.

Photographs By: Kbushi Joshi, III Year, Psychology Department
Quotes By: Shreya Anil, III Year, Economics Department

86



The Politics of a
Pakghar

“It is food, not love
That is the most important thing”

-Easterine Kire

I come from a place where flavours carry the words and
emotions of every person. Food is important in every
culture, in every nook and cranny of the world. Food has
been a celebration. Food has been a weapon. Food has
been an identity marker. But for me, for most children
perhaps,food did not begin as something to assert. It
did not begin as politics. That came later, unexpectedly,
and yet, so naturally that I did not notice when the shift
occurred.

When I think of food, I think of the akhol and the
pakghar, the kitchens of my home. I say ‘kitchens’,
not ‘kitchen’, because I have grown up in many of
them. Many kitchens came by in Guwahati, the city
that shaped most of my childhood. Because we lived
in rented houses, we moved often. With every move, a
new kitchen imprinted itself in my memory. Though the
kitchens in themselves kept changing, the idea of what
a kitchen meant for me didn’t. Every stage of my life is
not remembered by report cards or birthdays, but by the
memories of how sunlight fell on a particular slab, the
sound of utensils clashing as my mother washed them,
the smell of homegrown aromatics that lingered in a
particular corner as you walked into it.

Now, let’s bring your attention to the kitchen in Nalbari.
The car ride from Guwahati to Nalbari was always more
than a nauseating two hour drive. To me, It felt like I
was travelling between two versions of myself, the child
moulded by the city and the granddaughter that’s drawn
to the call of the village. In Nalbari, at my Aita’s lictle
house, the pakghar felt like stepping into another world.
Not primitive in a derogatory sense, but so elemental in
its purity and distance from city life. There was no marble
floor. The earth itself was the ground. There was no gas
stove! Cooking happened on a souka, a stove carved from
the earth beneath our feet. A hollow, ashen bamboo pipe
was used to blow into the firewood, fuelling flames until

they crackled alive.
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The pots were blackened by ash and generations of use.
They carried history in their soot. Perhaps my great
grandmother had used them too. I remember sitting on
a pira, a small wooden stool, as a four year old, blowing
earnestly into that bamboo pipe, feeling immensely
important as duck meat simmered slowly above the fire.
There was no packet masala, no heavy spice blends. Only
herbs from my grandmother’s backyard garden.

On the occasion of Bihu, the house changed. We would
travel from Guwahati to Nalbari, cousins arriving from
different directions. Someone brought kilos and kilos of
fish, someone mutton, someone duck, someone chicken.
Each family contributed something, and by nightfall, it
became a feast.

No Bihu feast was complete without sunga pitha. Pithas
come in many forms, steamed, fried, rolled, or stuffed,
all made from rice flour shaped into simple cakes or
cylinders. I must confess something almost blasphemous
for an Assamese child: I was never particularly fond
of pitha growing up. It seemed bland to me, just plain
starchy. But now I realise that the very simplicity I once
dismissed, carried something deeper. It was a blend of
tradition, restraint and memory.

Back to Sunga pitha, rice flour batter was poured into
hollowed bamboo cylinders. Outside, banana stems were
arranged into a makeshift hearth. The bamboo tubes
were laid across and slowly roasted over firewood. The
outer layer charred and cracked while inside the rice
firmed into warm, fragrant logs. When the bamboo split
open, steam escaped first, earthy, slightly sweet. It tasted
of forest and rain.

Back then, food was only warmth. It was smoke clinging
to clothes. It was sitting cross-legged on the floor, hands
scented with firewood, garlic and kaji nemu. It did not
yet feel like identity. It did not yet feel like something
that needed defending. That understanding arrived with
another journey, from Assam to Delhi.



If Guwahati to Nalbari was a movement between two homes, Assam to Delhi was a movement into scrutiny. Here,
food revealed another meaning. It travelled with my face, my name, my accent. It became less about nourishment and
more about categorisation; about prejudice; about purity and pollution.

In hostel corridors and shared kitchens, the smell of fermented bamboo shoot invited wrinkled noses. Dishes that
tasted like comfort were called stinky, too strong, strange. Food became a question I had to answer.

And yet, in places like Humayunpur, Munirka, Safdarjung, and North Campus, I found community again. Rows
of restaurants serving pork with bamboo shoot. Grocery stores stocking lai xaak. Rented flats where rice steamed late
into the night. These spaces are more than just commercial clusters. They are acts of preservation. Act of creating
home, away from home, and sharing it with everyone.

To cook our food here is to refuse erasure. Sometimes we cook cautiously. Sometimes we endure questions. But we
continue. Because for us, food is sacred, not in a ritualistic sense, but sacred in memory. It holds migration, harvest,
monsoon, soil. It holds the bamboo splitting open in Aita’s courtyard. It holds the journey from Guwahati to
Nalbari,and from Assam to Delhi.

Food began for me as home. It became political when I crossed borders. And reclaiming it, cooking it openly, sharing
it without apology, may be the quietest form of resistance I know.

Written by: Dorothy Bbhuyan, III Year, English Department
Artwork by: Dorothy Bhuyan, III Year, English Department
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War and Peace

We can’t ask them: Are you done with this world?
-Agha Shabid Ali, The Farewell

It is a unique, albeit banal space that we humans currently occupy in the great tide of history. Unprecedented ad-
vancements in technology, and multiple wars — thought to be a thing of the past — flourish. What does it mean to
exist in such a time? To see the world in ruins and not be able to do anything about it? It is like watching your house
go up in flames while the firefighters are where the fire is not, where your wails don’t reach; like a god who is dead.
Our ancestors weren’t aware of wars waging in distant nations, but now we are — yet what good has this awareness
done? The opposite of ignorance is not “informed,” but anxious - terribly anxious. I find myself suspended between
this strange space: war exists out there, but not here. Do I participate in revelries or weep tears for statistics displayed
on my screen?

Bitwixt apathy and deep feeling, I have made a home, and it is a struggle to live there. For one, Emmanuel Levinas’s
ethical philosophy of the “face-to-face” says that we owe it to one another to have a direct encounter with everyone in
order to truly see them. Victims of war are dehumanised because we seldom see a face; we see a number that conceals
their humanity. For another, war in my living room ceases to exist when I switch off the television, and when I'scroll
away from an article — but it doesn’t. It goes on; it just doesn’t reach me.

In The Death of Ivan Ilyich, Tolstoy wrote, “the very fact of the death of someone close to them aroused in all who
heard about it, as always, a feeling of delight that he had died and they hadn’t.” This is the prevailing mentality re-
garding the wars we keenly watch on our devices: “Thank god, we were spared.” Yet I wonder what choice we have?
Between carpe diem and incessant cruelty — where do we live? In Regarding the Pain of Others, Susan Sontag wrote,
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“an ample reservoir of stoicism is needed to get through the great newspaper of record each morning.” Possessing not
a fibre of stoicism in my being, I quit reading newspapers long ago. Stack all newspapers on top of each other, and
you have an anthology of the worst sins of mankind.

Yet it never erased the guilt. The framing of pointless suffering as ineluctable by megalomaniac leaders is so nor-
malised that I feel a survivor’s guilt at living a somewhat “normal” life. I am mocked for feeling for those who died
meaninglessly — for it does not “affect” me. How do I tell them? “Any man’s death diminishes me/ Because I am
involved in mankind” (John Donne). I am censured for not keeping up with the news — privileged, unfeeling and
ignorant, they say. To borrow from Sontag, we are “voyeurs” and not by choice. Inhabiting a world of perpetual
crises, concrete spaces disappear. Carving my life in this in-between, the burden weighs on me just enough to not
crush me. I exist between hope and hopelessness; between possessing knowledge of the tragedy and not participating
in the pain. Sometimes, there is no room to move. We are mandated to attend our classes everyday, yet I think of the
missiles that incinerated little school-going girls in Iran. But no one wants to hear about that. C’est la vie, they say.
But it is far from life and further away from humanity.

I existin this unacknowledged interstice, a disfigured normal. They tell me, build your life here, there is no debris and
there are no sirens. But Mandelstam wrote, “the earth moans with metaphors.” How do I stop listening?

Written by: Poojita Chand, II Year, English Department
Photograph by: Parvathy K, III Year, Sociology Department
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Cities That Never Take Off
Their Bandages

Going home, I become a flineur, watching the metro in its infancy and feeling as if I myself am suspended, a thread
almost ready to pass through the city’s loose weave. The borderlands of Delhi and Kundli slide past the cab window,
their shared heritage, laid bare, in the way traffic chokes them. The workers, too, hang suspended like organs, like
circulating blood, in the interstice between what the city is and what it strives to become, partaking in a nostalgic
future that will not remember their names, let alone their labour. Such epiphanies return me to childhood, when
urbanisation remained a fever dream; witnessing scaffolded figures that appeared to haunt the city, their future
buildings occupying the present like spectres. As Doshi suggests, the body becomes a landscape that carries history
and desire, and the city performs an origami like folding with that landscape, creasing it back into itself: the notion
of transcorporeality, the urban ecopoetics of Tishani Doshi’s Madras.

There’s a novel by Michel Butor, Passing Time & A Change of Heart, that grasps such manifestations aptly: a dark,
damp metropolis, its grayness pressing down until you begin to question whether a blue sky exists at all, or if this
state of heaviness is permanent. Opuses like these make you question what lies beyond. As an undergraduate student
in History with an interest in urban studies, I found myself pushed to consider these questions more academically,
and it now feels strangely formative. You cannot help but hear Cavafy reverberate this liminality: “I'll go to another
country, go to another shore, find another city better than this one. / How long can I let my mind moulder in this
place? Wherever I turn, wherever I look, I see the black ruins of my life...” This holds the desire for transition, the
longing for an elsewhere: the threshold moment before migration.

I had always associated urbanisation with the growth of cities and the opportunities they seemed to promise: pos-
sibilities unavailable on the outskirts of city life. But reading Lefebvre, especially his reflections on moments of
presence, the oeuvre, and the rugged textures of urban space, completely altered how I understood urban design
and the well-being of bodies, comfort, and certain liberties: to move, use space difterently, to be with others, or by
oneself; much like Cristina Bianchetti’s power of the body-in-space—is an urban space able to hold the irreducibility
of bodies? Or, how Derrida’s claim that structures are always haunted by the forms they have not yet become qua-
dratically intersects with Avery Gordon’s insistence that urbanist ghosts are material conditions, unrequited labour,
dispossession, and structural violence, never metaphors. And among all this, a scene from High Steel (1965), a short
Canadian documentary about Mohawk ironworkers building NYC skyscrapers, depicting workers walking on nar-
row steel beams far above the street, critically brings in the idea of “people as infrastructure” into this debate, and it
hauntingly could be described as fragments of a not-yet future already moulding the now.

The aesthetics and politics of cinematic pedestrianism in Asli Ozgen-Tuncer’s Women on the Move, and her reading
of Agneés Varda, return us to the flineur who moves through the metropolitan city as a “passionate spectator” of its
shifting life-forms. This figure, as Baudelaire described, lives “in the heart of the multitude, amid the ebb and flow of
movement,” able to savour its contradictory stimuli because he stands slightly apart, collecting minuscule granules of
the city as both image and film. This also correlates to Varda’s Sans Toit Ni Loi, a 1985 melodrama about a woman
named Mona, in which the people who encounter her during her wandering create a mobile sensorium that simul-
taneously demonstrates a pedestrian movement into cinécriture, or “cine-writing.” This confers insights into the
social realities of those who inhabit the city from below: immigrant workers, goatherds, itinerant scientists, vagrants;
folktales often told from marginalised, low-angle, or disoriented viewpoints that lay bare the powerlessness of the
individual within a corrupt and confusing urban ambience. And in watching scaffoldings rise and ghosts congregate,
perhaps we come to understand that every city is a promise hanging, impatiently waiting to be walked into being.

Written by: Disha Dabiya, III Year, History Department
Photograph by: Chukrin Vashum , I Year, Psychology Department



The Wooden Comb of
Belonging

Growing up in a conservative Sikh family came with long expectations and nararally longer hair. For the first 16 years
of my life, my unshom lengths crossed faith and discipline with my more rebellious roors that craved individuality
and customisation. As [ struggled to find validation and inspiration, my hair seruggled on its own to escape my
desperate attempts at YouTube witorfals, Ladder braid this, French brald that; it wasn't long before my tutorials

ended ap I-Jf“i-llF arm workouts,

To make matters worse, I was the black sheep with curly hair among manes of pin-straight hair. My mother would
tug away at my hair while I begged for my knots to come undone without a fight. Eventually, 1 ended up with my
hair Hutted owice its ﬂrig'uuf size, Ohver time, my mother's urLHmrgi'.'ing comby Eave way to heat dnl]mgu: | 11:11-1:@_!1: on

myselt and my curls lost shape to looser waves 1 considered tamer.

What I've come to realise is how closely all of this was tied o a larger question of belonging, My hair existed berween
twa competing expectations, O one side, it stood for -_{i:;-_"lplinc, routing, and continuity. On the other, it became a
site for individuality and control over how I chose to present myself. T kepe erving to commit to one or the other, but
neither could create a sense of belonging. Even now, that tension hasn't fully resolved. My hair is seill something |
negotiate with rather than something I have entirely Hgured out. Some days it s ded back and contained while on
other days it is left to exist on its own terms. There isn't a single version of it that feels definitively “right.” It shifts

Iltp-.'nllirl.guu how much effort 1 am '-'-'i“irlE ta put in.

I think that's where my understanding of belonging has shifted as well. It no longer feels like something that comes
From arriving at a tully resolved version of myself, It anything, it lies in accepting that there are certain things in lite
that may never tully arrive at a conclusion. My hair has always occupied that space. 1t’s never fully aligned with

¢x|m_'u:im|. but never entirely separate from it cither.

Whitten By: Jasmeb Kaur, Il Year, Jowrnalism Departnent
Photograph By: Palak Singh, Il Year, Philosoply Departinent
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In the Wings of Becoming

You are standing in the wings, in costume, half yourself, half your character, waiting for your cue to go on stage, The
stage lights spill into the wings, just enough to blur the boundaries between where you are and where you are about

to be. Someone calls a name, your's or the character's, and in that moment, neither of themn feel vours,
You step on stage. Let the show begin.

Theatre does not 5i:n1;:-|}r exist a5 4 liminal space, misa space that enables iil!]jnﬂ]jt}' to be created. It is the condition
thar allows the in-berween 1o ke form. This ks shaped through the actor’s body, voice, and presence. As an actor,

this in-betweenness is not abstrace,

In rehearsal, it at'wa}'s lr:gins with vau. Your own, natural posture, your voice, and the Way vou :il'lEI::i]'lL't'i\"C’_‘g" rﬂipﬂ-nd
to 2 line. The first readings are often quite raw, You do not feel like the characrer ver, you do not tully understand
them, but Vou are no ]nngﬂ' untouched by them cither. Slml.r|:.r, I'J'I.n:ﬂ.lEh repetition, mm:l:h'mg shifts, and it might
begin with something small. A song vou retum to before rehearsals that helps you transition into the characrer, The
Way you enunciate a line, and the SPECEs YO U panse. The WY you hald eve contact at the most poignant moments.

You do not become the character, not yet, but vou seart making space for them. However, thar space is unstable,

One day, a seene works, the emotlon lands, the timing feels right, the silence stretches just enough, The next day, it
collapses entirely, The same lines feel hollow and the same gestures tecl forced. The transitions are choppy, the lights
miss a cue and all goes haywire. Every production carries these small failures, Forgotten lines, misplaced movements,
emotions that refuse to arrive. But this is where the work happens. This is liminality in its truest form- untinished,

unstable and unrefined.

Then there are moments that make every struggle and sacrifice worth it A scene where you have 1o cry, and you do
not know whether it is technique or something personal that finally allows the tears to How. A confrontation where
your voice shakes in a way vou did not plan, a pause where your breath becomes unstable because the emotions feel
too intense for you to continue, It is a performance where vou stop acting and begin to finally fecl like the characrer
you embuody,

You carry those moments out of the room. The actor’s body does not reser when rehearsal ends; it accumulares.
Every characeer vou play leaves a picce of itsell behind, It can be a way of speaking, 2 way of reacting, a way of
holding yourself, It is a new perspective that shifts something in you, and often before vou even realise it Over time,
these boundaries blur. It becomes difficult to draw a clean line between what is yours and whar was borrowed. You
find yourself thinking about your character ourside of the practices, justifying their actions, questoning their
choices. Filling in parts of their life that were never written, They linger, not fully present, but not entirely gone.

Even during performance, this wension does not resolve.

Every gesture is calculated and spontancous ar the same time. You know exactly where to stand, when to pause, when
tor look into VOUr co-actor's eyes, when to take your line, and yer, it has to teel like it is happn:ning intuitively, as if tor
the first time. You let go, or at least you try to, bur not complerely. You fee like the character, but you are stll
counting beats in your head, still aware of the light, the other actor, and of what comes next. You are constantly

adjusting the ratio. How much of you, how much of them.



Slowly, something shifts, The moment you enter a scene,
cvcr:.rthing outside recedes and melts away. You stop
worrying about a Fght vou had catller or your
unfinished assignment, or abowt the ﬁi:ndship on the

verge of ending—all of it fades away. For the duration of

your pertormance, there is only the scene and the scene
alone. Iv s not escape, it is suspension. Theatre does no

oftter solutions, no. all it asks. is for VoL b stay,

You are constantly being watched, by the audience, by
your fellow actors, by the structure of the performance
itself. At the same time, you are also watching, you
observe vour co-actors, the audience looking with
expectations: You adjust to the rhythm of the scene,
remain aware of your own body moving through space.
You become both spectator and spectatee ar once.

And then, once again, you are standing in the wings, in

costume, half vourself, half your character, waiting for
vour cue.You are placed in a grey area, Not fully the
character, yet not a separate entity, not fntir-u:-l:l.r
controlled, but not entirely free, The actor is not a fixed
identity but a process of being made, gradually, with
paticnce, moment by moment, in relation to everything
around them. This is where liminality takes shape, not asa
cancept, but as something lived through by us.

Ohutside the theatre, we are doing something similar:
leaving homes without fully arriving dsewhere, desperate
to escape. Growing into bodies that do not always fecl like
ours and becoming versions of ourselves we do not yet
recognise. Like acting, it begins with what we know. And
slowly, something shifts. Not all ar once. Not complerely.
l].l.'l.';-‘t :nnugh o I'II.'IkIE us I'L'CI []'I.E.f W ATT Th |.IIJI'IREL' "|'|"h|.'| we

were, but not vet who we are E}ecnming.

Wheitten By: Jiva Pabade, IT Year, Journalism Department
Photograph By: Aarushi Thakur, I Year, Commerece Department



Aligarh

Liminal Closets in the Shadow of Norms

Victor Turner describes liminality as that suspended state where "structures of the past are undone” while "the future
has not yet begun.” It is a threshold, neither here nor there, where identities blur, norms loosen, and the meaning of
stability itself is renegotiated. Professor Ramchandra Siras, the protagonist of Aligarh, inhabits exactly this territory.
For sixty-four years, he lives suspended between private love and public expulsion, between who he is and who the
world insists he should be.

But the idea of borderlands reminds us that liminality is never just sanctuary. Current discourse often romanticizes
the in-between as a realm of untouched authenticity, yet such nostalgia risks erasing the precarity that thresholds
contain. Siras’s books, his Lata Mangeshkar records, his discreet intimacies behind closed doors are his liminality, his
breathing space. This is the “third space”, neither origin nor destination, but an intersection where identities are

cultivated and interpreted. Here, Siras built a life that society cannot quite name or contain.

Yet the same threshold that protects him becomes the site of his undoing. When two journalists barge into his home
and film him with another man, the world violently breaches his sanctuary. He loses his job, his dignity, his space,
none of it a choice he made. The shame isn't assigned to those who violated his privacy but to him for having desires
in the first place. The liminality where both possibility and precarity lie, Siras experiences both, the possibility of
quiet love and the precarity of its exposure.

What makes his story so complex is his refusal to "come out" in the way modern frameworks demand. This isn't
denial or internalized homophobia, it's his resistance to transitioning into a fixed, publicly legible identity. Siras
doesn't want to leave his borderland for the glaring clarity of identity politics. He doesn't want his existence reduced
to three letters, to a box checked, to a cause fought over by activists and journalists. His resistance challenges the
assumption that visibility is always liberating, that coming out is the only authentic path.

The film captures the condition of modernity where one perpetually negotiates partial belonging without full
rootedness. His identity is shaped in the margins, a space he occupies not by choice but by necessity. His trajectory
unfolds at the borders of what society permits and what it rejects, constantly wrestling with the desire to be seen and

the need to stay safe.

Aligarh ultimately asks us to sit with discomfort. The liminal space Siras inhabits isn't pure freedom or pure
oppression. It is both. It is the room where he reads poetry and the room where they film him without consent. It is

the dignity of his private self and the violence of its public exposure.
His life reminds us that thresholds are where some of us learn to survive until we don't. And in our rush toward

visibility, toward pride and progress, we must ask: who do we leave behind in the borderlands? What do we lose

when we insist that everyone transition from threshold to destination?

Weritten By: Shambhavi Lad, II year, Psychology Department



Where Winning Isn't
Enough

Misogyny in athletics is not necessarily obvious or
confrontational; rather, it appears in the framing of
accomplishments, who is valued and who is deemed
secondary. Team USA's gold medal in both men's and
women's ice hockey at the 2026 Winter Olympics was an
historic moment for the nation. As he congratulated the
men's team, Donald Trump remarked that they would
"have to bring the women's team too," as if their
inclusion needed validation. . The irony is stark because
the U.S. women’s team has been consistently successful
at the Olympics, while the men’s gold marked their first
in 46 years.

At the same Olympics, Alysa Liu became the first
American woman in 24 years to win gold in figure
skating, and her impact went beyond the competition.
Her gala performance to PinkPantheress and Zara
Larsson's Stateside sent the song to the top of Spotify's
Global Daily Chart in just one day. This was an example

of how women's sports may impact larger social trends.

Equal opportunity does not, however, necessarily follow
from this visibility. This proved itself on November 2,
2025, when the Indian women's cricket team won the
World Cup at home. It should have felt like coming
Yet,
different. The crowd is a benefit when men play at

home. women's conceptions of "home" are
home, as has frequently been noted. It may seem like a
test to women. A failed catch becomes a popular hashtag
to "go back to the kitchen,” rather than remaining a

sporting error.

For queer and trans athletes, this position becomes even
more unstable. Their participation is not only debated
socially, but increasingly determined through policy.
Since the start of his second term, Trump and several
lawmakers have pushed to ban trans women from sports
under the claim of “protecting women,” while cases such
as West Virginia v. BPJ and Little v. Hecox continue to

determine whether these exclusions can be expanded.

What becomes clear is how little the loudest defenders of
“women’s sports” actually engage with it. During
protests, people calling to “protect women’s sports” were
often unable to name even a few current women
athletes, with some openly admitting they don’t watch
women’s sports. The space is being debated and

regulated by those largely disconnected from it.

This is evident in what shapes women’s sports, where
structural conditions remain unchanged. Women receive
only 16% of sports media coverage, and it usually
concentrates on aspects unrelated to their performance.
Women's teams receive less finance and support, while
male athletes continue to earn much more than female
competitors. Opportunities are unequal from the start
since boys have over a million more opportunities than
females to participate in school athletics. Safety is often
an issue as according to reports, one in five female
athletes have experienced persistent harassment and
sexual abuse while playing sports. Black female athletes
continue to be underrepresented in leadership roles and
are subject to harsh criticism, racial discrimination, and
higher scrutiny, all of which further contribute to these

disparities.

This is the current state of women's sports: they are not
outside the system, but they are also not fully
acknowledged. They can win, shatter records, and go
viral while yet being viewed as though they do not fully
belong.

Photograph By: Nikhil Patil, via Getty
Written By: Neeraja Unnikrishnan, II Year, English Department



Lkt SLle, Almast

Scrolling through posts that bring back pictures from 10 years ago, it is clear the internet is asking the
year ahead of us to borrow from one far behind. 2026 is the new 2016 — and the revival is a collective

hesitation.

Apple launched the iPhone 7, ‘Closer’ by the Chainsmokers played in your ears after a trip to the
mall, and the future felt pleasantly unfamiliar. But what we remember as 2016 is not a year so much
as a feeling of almost; almost hyper-connected, but curious; almost self-aware, but uncurated. We
were at the brink of saturation, an in-between place where nothing had calcified. This phenomenon,
a state of uncertainty and transformation, is exactly what liminality embodies. And as for the era

where filters were limited to flower-crowns, not imposed on opinions, there was room to be tentative.

Lush Life by Swedish singer Zara Larsson released in 2015, had its breakthrough in 2016 when it
reached No. 1 in Sweden, becoming platinum and even diamond-certified in some countries. An
electro-pop track intended as a song for the summer, it re-entered the U.S. Billboard Hot 100 more
than a decade later, at No. 70. The song urges us to live in the moment — though the moment it
gestures toward is one in the past. Larsson has had several older tracks finding their way back to

current playlists.

Her song ‘Symphony’ from 2017 was recently recontextualised through a meme. The happy imagery
of dolphins and rainbows, though frequently paired with contradictory messaging, formed a
foundation for her ongoing aesthetic. One that mirrors the feeling of 2016. The bright neon colours,
rhinestone eyes, glitter-heavy styling gave Zara a unique visual identity, personifying freedom,
maximalism, and playfulness. She is what could be described as frutiger aero chic, a tech aesthetic
from the mid-2000s involving similar themes of a whimsical futuristic utopia. Despite these labels
being self-assigned, it is evident that Zara’s music and style have found renewed visibility, making this
comeback feel like due recognition. In an online landscape where restraint seems to be rewarded, this
kind of unabashed luminescence feels like a return to that threshold. The 2016 threshold.

While most threshold states feel uncomfortable, the desire to bring back the digitally simpler social
scene of the late 2010s lies in the need to revive authenticity. This is reflected in the perceived appeal
of a photo of you laughing with your friends, cloaked in a Rio de Janeiro filter, as opposed to a
sponsored GRWM listing 10 different products you don’t use. That’s not to say that social media
was effortless back then, but it was less obsessed with categorising. You could be part of communities,
fandoms and cliques, but still show up as a complex individual, without the stress of creating a
personal brand. In the midst of Al-generated content and influencer culture, this 2016 revival offers a
version of the internet that allows expression without question — not free of performance, but not

yet dominated by it. A collective liminal space where identity could remain unfinished.

Written By: Meber Singh, II Year, Mathematics Department
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The Righteousness of Sin:

Reclaiming the Black Gothic
in ‘Sinners’

The crossroads legend frames blues music as a Faustian
pact: a bluesman meets a sinister figure late one night
(the devil, mayhaps?) and trades his soul for sparkling
talent and mastery. He surely may not live as long, but he
can bring every ear an insatiable melody. Ryan Coogler
siphons this myth to regale a story rooted in Black history
and resistance. Painted as a horror vampire tale, Sinners
(2025) conceals layers of subtext beneath the surface,
weaving together the blues, Gothic, supernatural, and
gangster action in 1930s Mississippi. Set in the Jim Crow
era, where the Black community traversed between the
ghost of slavery and the false promise of Reconstruction,
Coogler depicts this liminality to externalize the
“monstrosity” or “horror.”

The narrative follows the “Smokestack” twins, Smoke
and Stack, World War I veterans on a recruitment spree
to open a juke joint solely for their community: hiring
their cousin Sammie; Delta Slim, a local musician with a
weakness for a drink; a sharecropper turned bouncer; an
Asian grocer-couple as suppliers; and Smoke’s estranged
wife, Annie, as the cook. Behold the juke joint in the
second act. As much of the action takes place over the
course of the night, time suspends with every tune sung
and every step danced. Laborers by day find respite, joy,

and belonging; space and time—the juke joint and the
night, respectively—intersect to provide that freedom.
It is the transition between days, the hours of the devil,
where liberation exists just as much as danger.

From the beginning, the film is grounded by the words:
“There are legends of people born with the gift of making
music so true it can pierce the veil between life and death.”
Music is established as a healing force just as well as an
attractor of “evil.” “Preacherboy” Sammie embodies
this gift during his set, where the community is united
spiritually across generations. From current blues to
futuristic R&B and tribal dances, an eclectic fusion maps
the evolution of art as an anchor bridging the ancestral
dead, the laboring living, and the legacy yet to follow.

Amidst this emerges the vampire siege. The character
Remnick ostensibly identifies with the protagonists
because of the connection between the African-American
experience of forced removal and the Irish people being
forced to work on land while being denied its wealth. The
devil, here, too seeks home and belonging. Even among
the supernatural violence—racial injustice personified—
there is a psychological peace brought by the chaos, which

in turn doubly serves as a catalyst for true emancipation.
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The vampires inadvertently warn the party that the
white landowners intended to burn the juke joint down,
leading Smoke to kill the Klan before they can strike, thus
steering the characters toward their path of freedom.

Years later, Sammie remarks, “That was the best day of my
life,” to which Smoke replies, “Last time I seen the sun...
and just for a few hours, we was free.” Though daylight
may be equated with liberation, the only freedom they
experienced was in the shadows, oscillating between
life and death, human and vampire, inhabiting the in-
between. In the South, the day represents the White
gaze; it is when the community is watched, policed, and
forced to labor. The night s the only time they are unseen
by their oppressors. Therefore, the “freedom” Smoke
describes isn’t just about the party; it’s about the safety
of being invisible to a world that wants to consume you.
The vampire’s allergy to the sun emerges as a literalization
of the marginalized person’s need to avoid the “light” of a
white supremacist panopticon.

The Gothic is used as a narrative device, juxtaposing
the material with the supernatural to showcase the
monstrosities of slavery. In the wake of the title, “Sinners,”
we must question who they are and who the devil is.
Is it merely temptation, regardless if the temptation
is to break free of oppression? Is it to desire even if the
desire is for freedom? Or is to be a sinner to merely be
the “Other”? The vampires—mirrors of the horror—too
long to “be free.” Perhaps they represent the temptation

to remove oneself entirely from the farce of humanity,
akin to committing the sin of suicide. Is it a sin to become
amonster if the “angels” of the world are the ones wearing
Klan hoods?

For a Black person in 1930s Mississippi, the “human”
world already treats them as a ghost or a threat. Becoming
a vampire isn’t a loss of humanity, because the world had
already denied them that very thing. Perhaps the greatest
‘sin’ depicted is the refusal to be a victim. To be a harbinger
of change is to first be branded a sinner: one who possesses
the madness to tread the ‘forbidden’ road, and the singular
resolve to traverse it alone, despite all reason and risk. By
embracing the night, the music, and even the blood, the
community commits the ultimate transgression against a
system that requires their submission. To be a sinner in a
corrupt world, then, is a form of righteousness.

Sammie chooses neither the salvation of the church
nor the liberation of immortality. Despite his father’s
warning, “You keep dancing with the devil... one day, he’s
gonna follow you home”and the plea to drop the guitar,
Sammie chooses his own path, establishing himself as a
blues musician. This choice shows his agency, becoming
a building block of true emancipation and a reclamation
of identity. Music is the only thing the “landowners”
couldn’t burn down. Itis a portable, indestructible home.
By choosing Chicago at the end, Sammie isn’t just moving
for individualism, he is transporting the community’s soul
out of the death-trap of the South and into the future in
real time.

Written by: Vabisha Tyagi, III Year, English Department

Photograph by: Sinneres (2025)
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The Fire That Wouldn't Go Out
on Om Shanti Om, Ghosts, & the Love
That Refuses to Cross Over

The smell of burning celluloid & sequins melting into skin. A locked door, and behind it, a woman screaming a
name that no one will remember by morning. On the other side of that door, a boy, not yet a hero, not yet a star, not
yet anything the world would bother to look at, pressing his hands against a door that won’t give, watching through
smoke and glass as the only person who ever saw him disappear in real time. He is burning too. He just hasn’t realised
it yet.

This is where Om Shanti Om truly begins, not with its flashy disco light number or its Shah Rukh swagger or its
glorious, unhinged maximalism, but in that ash. In that locked door. In the particular agony of loving someone you
cannot reach.

Om Prakash Makhija is a nobody when the film begins. A junior artist, which is Bollywood’s most elegant cruelty of
language. Junior. As though that invisibility is simply a stage you pass through on the way to being real. Junior artists
are the beating, breathing infrastructure of Hindi cinema: they fill the frames, swell the crowds, make the hero’s
world feel inhabited. And then the shot ends, and they go home on the last local train, and the industry continues,
unbothered by their existence.

Om is one of them. He loves films the way only the excluded can love something, with his whole, embarrassing,
unguarded heart. And he loves Shantipriya the same way. This is the first liminal space the film gives us: the junior
artist, suspended permanently between the world of the screen and the world behind it. Close enough to touch the
dream, never permitted inside it.




Shantipriya is warm in the way that makes you afraid
for her. She is gentle and starry-eyed and entirely
unprotected, and Deepika Padukone plays her with such
unguarded softness that when the violence comes, it
feels genuinely obscene underneath all the black sequins
& red roses.

Mukesh Mehra doesn’t just kill her, he edits her out of
the story & the industry. Her pregnancy, her marriage,
her name.Gone. A woman reduced to a rumour, then
not even that. If Om is the ghost who chose to stay at
the threshold, Shanti never got a choice at all. She is
locked out of the living world with no second life, no
glittering comeback arc. She gets one moment of agency,
borrowing Sandy’s body for sixty terrifying seconds, and
even then, she is speaking through someone else.

Om gets to be reborn. Shanti just gets to be believed. In
this film, that feels like enough. It also feels like nowhere
near enough.

Here is what the film understands about love that most
films don’t: love is not a destination. It is a threshold
state. It makes you suspended, irrational, haunted. Om
Kapoor is rich, famous and adored and none of it sits
right because grief doesn’t care about your production
budget. He cries looking at a poster. He flinches near fire
he doesn’t remember. He is a man haunted by a feeling
he has no language for, because how do you explain a
wound from a life you technically never lived?

This is liminality as heartbreak. As the specific, physical
ache of loving across time, across death, across a door
that won’t open.

Revenge is just the vehicle when the ghost is released.
What actually sets him free is witnessing, Shanti’s truth
spoken aloud in a room full of people who conspired
to forget her. Her name, restored. Her story, finally on
record.

Farah Khan built this film while working on Bombay
Dreams with Andrew Lloyd Webber, the director of
Phantom of the Opera, a story about a phantom who
haunts the wings of a theatre, loving from the margins
of visibility, unable to enter the world of the living.
The DNA is unmistakable. But she gave her phantom
something the Phantom never gets: a way out. A door
that finally opens.

Om Shanti Om. Peace. The oldest goodbye there is.

But here’s what the film leaves burning quietly in your
chest, long after the credits: Shanti never asked to be a
ghost. She just wanted to be a wife. A mother. A woman
whose existence someone would refuse to erase. She
haunted the living until they remembered her.

Maybe that’s the only kind of love that lasts, the kind
that refuses, even after everything, to stop knocking on
the burning door.

Written by: Kbushi Joshi, III Year, Psychology Department
Photograph By: IMDB Website, Farah Khan & Red Chilli Studios
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From 4th May to 15th May, 2025, Bihar hosted its first
national multi-discipline sporting event:the 2025 Khelo India
Youth Games (KIYG). Hosted annually, the event aims to
encourage grassroots participation among youth, allowing
emerging sportspersons to gain visibility and garner exposure.
Participants are further supported through scholarships and
training for international competitions. With over 10,000
athletes competing across five cities of the state, the

tournament featured 28 major sporting events. Gajasimha, a

mythical creature from Hindu mythology, served as the

official mascot, symbolising strength and courage. Honorable
Prime Minister Narendra Modi virtually inaugurated the
event during the opening ceremony held at Patliputra Sports
Complex in Patna. The inclusion of digital games such as E-
Football and BGMI demonstrated the growing recognition
and legitimization of the e-sports industry

Following the Pahalgam terrorist attack on 22nd April 2025, a crisis emerged
between India and Pakistan, after 26 tourists were killed by militants in Kashmir.
As tensions escalated between the two nuclear-armed states, larger existential
threats loomed, with public discourse on both the sides increasingly calling for
retaliation. Operation Sindoor was subsequently launched on 7th May, 2025.
The Indian State maintained that the operation only targeted the terrorist
infrastructure in Pakistan, while the Pakistani state claimed that civilian areas were
struck . . As tensions intensified, the outbreak of war seemed imminent, but was
ultimately neutralised through a ceasefire negotiated between the two nations.
US President Trump also claimed a mediatory role, which neither of the nations
confirmed. Amidst the optical ambiguity on both sides, this incident clearly
demonstrated the usage of advancing war-technology, marking what has been
described as the region’s “first drone warfare” or "non-combatant warfare.”

within mainstream sporting platforms. Traditional Indian

sports including Mallakhamb, Gatka, and Thanga ta were also
featured. In the Medal Tally, Maharashtra secured a total of
158 medals, bagging the overall KIYG Title for a third time
consecutively. Through such large-scale national events, a new-
found interest and appreciation for sports and games is being
fostered across the nation, contributing to the development of

stronger sporting infrastructure.
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Incdian Ade Foree Gh:ﬂ:l::l{ :ui:lLai:n Subihasshu Shakla srade I‘II'-I.L!I‘:F a4 the et Indian
o B the Intermagional ﬁl:u.-:.'c. Staggon (1550 As part of the Axiom-4 private space
mitssicn, Shukla and three fellow astronaus lunched from the Kennedy Space
Center in Florsda on June 26, 2025, successtully docking with the 155 in orbit 424
kilpmerers above Earthe This mission marks a significant mibestone: for India,
renurning a national to space tor the first dme in 41 years. The Lucknow-borm pelog
1% movar the secoad Tncdian o rave] 1o .'.|::-.1.r:|:,1;:1]||.:n.\'i|:|.5; Foakesh Sharmma's 1944 l1i.:.,';_|'|1..
The Axiom-4 crew abso included Commander Pegey Whitsen (USA), Slawosz
Lznariski (Poland), and Tibor Kapu (Hungary). Over 4 days, the team
conducred &0 scientific experiments, with 1 primary focus on space nurrition
and sistainable life-support svstems, Developed by [SRO with NASA support,
these studies are essential for future Jung-dur:l!]l.:-ll space travel. HE[]I:L'[!LEE on
the experience, Shukla deseribed the launch as Ilnl.tﬁit:.li- and areributed the

mibssbon' s suceess o the collectve efforts of the jﬂul_ul sclerntilbic coammuniny,

Written by: Kashol Paul (15t Year, Deparoment of English)
Edired by: Shivangs Kumar {2nd Yeir, Deparvment of History)

Alr Indla Flight 171, an inrernarional passenger flight en
ponite From Sarcdlar Vallabhbhai el Inteenagionsl Adrprt in
Almedabad e London Garedck Adrport i the United
Kingdom crashed 32 woonds after mke-oft on 12 June, 2025
The atreraft struck a hostel block at B, Medical College,
locared 1.7 kilomerres away from the ranway, Of thie 12 crew
members and 230 passengers on board, only 1 passenger
survived. Cin the gmum-d, 19 |.|£'u-i!l||.' were killed 2nd 67 ozhers
sustaimed serbots injures. Trvvestigators antributed the crash o
a Fued-curoff that caused both engines s faak.

The wile survivor ws n.'purh;'dl:..' Ry w.1|-l:'ir|E oy from the
wreckage momients atter the aircraft exploded. This marks the
tisst fatal crash imvolving a Boeing 787, an aircraft oype
previously subjece o global safery reporss. I was also Air
India’s First major accident since i acquisition by the Tara
'|:_ir|||.||.1 in 2022 Iin the aftermiath, Air Indis announced a 15%
n,:.;l.un;ﬁnn in triternatonal Hiﬁ'“ % I!:,rr |;|1|:' I‘;,'\]hm'i:tg weeks, The
Tara Group has pledged %1 crore in compensation for the
tamilies of all victims, including passengers, crew, and those
o the groand.

Written By: Kashvi Paul, I year, English Department
Edited By: Shivangi Kumar, II year, History Department
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TARIFF WAR

TARIFE ROULETTE: US-INDIA TRADL. IN' AN
AGL. OF UNCERIAINTY

Amid a year defined by
shifting
economic volatility, trade
ties between the United
States and India emerged as
a pivotal axis shaping the

alliances and

global economic order in
2025. Due to a series of
tariff measures introduced
by the Trump
administration, both
countries entered one of
their
phases in decades. Long-
established export flows
disrupted, industry
groups were rattled, and
WTO
channels were constantly
tested.

most  contentious

-~ were

diplomatic ~ and

The confrontation began as
early as March, when the

uU.S. government
announced the
reinstatement and

expansion of tariffs on
imported
aluminium. New tariffs of

steel and

25 percent on most-
favoured-nation steel and
aluminium products came
into force, marking the first
major trade action of the
year to directly affect Indian
exports of key metal
products. the
situation escalated sharply

By June,

as President Trump signed a
proclamation raising these
tariffs to 50 per cent.

The effect on Indian industries was sudden, and
outrage was immediate. Leading firms, including
Vedanta, publicly blamed the tariff hikes for market
disruption and called for protective measures. By
July, New Delhi had formally presented its case to the
World Trade it proposed
retaliatory duties against U.S. exports in sectors
affected by the duty increases. However, Washington
countered during the WTO proceedings, arguing that

Organisation, where

India’s proposals lacked a legal basis under WTO
rules.

The confrontation reached a new peak on 30th July, when President Trump announced a 25 percent tariff on most

Indian imports. Can you add the specific time period, like three weeks or a couple of weeks later? Weeks later, an

additional 25 per cent tariff tied to India’s purchase of Russian oil was imposed. The fallout, that followed could not

be overstated. Economists warned that these trade disruptions could shave up to 0.5 percent off India’s GDP. The

tariff dispute remains unresolved. Ongoing bilateral talks and WTO processes are now shaping the outlook for 2026.

The complexities and impacts of these trade relations perfectly represented the vulnerability of export-dependent

sectors to geopolitical tariff levers and highlighted the limits of traditional trade diplomacy in an era of escalating

protectionism.

Written By: Twisha Prasad, Correspondent, History Department
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THE TIANIIN SCO SUIVII\/IIT TO\X/ARDS

RI-

P

The 25th Shanghai Cooperation Organisation summit
was held from 31st August to Ist September 2025,
hosted by the chair of the 2024-25 tenure, China. Held in
the port city of Tianjin, the summit was attended by the
10 member nations, including China, India, Russia, Iran,
Pakistan, Belarus, Kazakhstan, Uzbekistan, Kyrgyzstan,
- and Tajikistan. A notable development during the
summit was the adoption of the Tianjin Declaration,
which addressed
challenges, while promoting regional cooperation. The
2025 summit reaffirmed the organisation’s aim to
cooperate on security and technology, condemned
terrorism, separatism and extremism, and emphasised
cooperation on digital economic development and

security, economic and social

JEFINING THE WORILD ORDER

Al to address 21st-century challenges. The Summit also
signed the Development Strategy until 2035, which
outlined a roadmap for economic integration across
multiple fronts. Key developments in trade and
investment integration include the proposal of the SCO
Development Bank and the Energy Cooperation
Organisation. Another major development during the
summit was Prime Minister Narendra Modi’s address
proposing India’s Three Pillar Strategy for strengthening
cooperation in the SCO framework, which includes
security, connectivity, and opportunity. Ultimately, the
2025 SCO Summit has placed the 10 member nations at
the forefront of the Global South, with the organisation’s
agenda extending beyond regional cooperation to a
reformed, more representative global governance.
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1AM INDIA \X/INS ICC \X/OIVIEI\IS \X/ORLD CUp

India made cncketlng history by achieving thelr first-

ever ICC Women’s World Cup victory, beating South
Africa in the final at the Dr DY Patil Stadium, Navi
Mumbai, on 2 November 2025. It was a thrilling end to a
tournament in which India scraped into the semifinals by
beating South Africa and Bangladesh, then went on a
flawless knockout streak. The final belonged to Shafali
Verma, who stepped in to open the batting after Pratika
Rawal was injured. After scoring 87 to help set up India’s
victory, Verma also took two wickets, including that of
South African captain Sune Luus and all-rounder
Marizanne Kapp, derailing the opposition’s run chase.
She won Player of the Match.

/OHRAN MAMDANI
CHANGING EANDSCAPL

On 4th November 2025, Zohran Mamdani became the
first Muslim and South Asian Mayor of New York City
by securing 50.78% of the votes. The election stood out
for its broader socio-political implication. In this volatile
era of global politics, the people of New York City made
it clear; citizens are starting to estrange themselves from
candidates backed merely by political connections and
financial influence. His proposals aimed at making NYC
affordable by providing universal childcare, free buses,
food security and through rent control. The funding for
these socialist policies stemmed mainly from an increase
in taxes for high-income residents and corporate
taxation. This proposal also resulted in many billionaires
joining hands to halt his win, while expressing support,
both monetary and verbal, for Andrew Cuomo, a former
NYC Governor. An estimated $40 million was donated
to fund anti-Mamdani campaigns.

AND

“This is just the beginning,” said captain Harmanpreet
Kaur after the win and added that they had waited for
this for a long time. The victory meant India’s women
finally have ( a one-day World Cup win on the board,
superseding its 2005 and 2017 runner-up finishes and
adding a historic chapter to the country’s cricketing
record.

NEW  YORK CITY'S

Moreover, in early 2025 Mamdani was trailing behind
with single-digit polling support. Despite these odds, his
popularity soared, ultimately translating into victory. His
focus on authenticity, inclusivity, and the everyday
struggles of the populace, along with a vibrant social
media campaign and youth engagement, garnered him
strong grass-root support. Within his first week as
Mayor, Mamdani issued orders targeting housing,
consumer protection, and democratic engagement,
proving that his policies, grounded in economic relief
and social security, are not only possible but rather
underway. The 2025 NYC Mayoral Election highlights
the changing landscape of governance, power dynamics,
and political polarization and serves as a powerful
reminder that the voice of the youth can no longer be

ignored.

By Naisha Manchanda
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RI-D SEA CRISIS DISRUPTS Gl OBAL TRADI

January 2025: The Red Sea crisis escalated with the
increase in missile and drone attacks on commercial
vessels, disrupting one of the world’s most important
trade corridors. The Red Sea,
Mediterranean via the Suez Canal in the north and the
Bab el-Mandeb Strait in the south,
route between Europe and Asia, and facilitates over 12%
of global trade. Yemen’s Houthi rebels, responsible for
the attacks, are acting in solidarity with Palestinians in
Gaza. They olaim to be targeting ships only linked to

connected to the

serves as a direct

Israel. However, vessels from multiple countries have
been hit, and are forcing them to alter their routes.

As a result, major shipping companies are avoiding the
Red Sea and are rerouting ships around the Cape of
Good Hope, adding 3,000-3,500 nautical miles, 10-14
extra days, and up to $1 million in fuel costs per round
trip. Even the daring ships which continue to pass
through the region, face high war-risk insurance
premiums. This has raised concemns across global
shipping industries. Although the U.S. and UK.
conducted airstrikes on the Houthis, the group remains
operational. The attacks have resumed despite a brief
Israel-Hamas ceasefire. With canal traffic at historic
lows, a rise in inflation and prolonged global supply

chain disruptions are.likely.

MIEN'S 120 CRICKET WORID CUP

The men's T20 cricket world cup was
held from 7th February 2026 to 8th
March 2026 hosted by India and Sri
Lanka. The tournament consisted of 20
teams and there were a total of 55
matches played. The teams were divided
into groups of 4 and each team played at
least 4 group stage matches.
qualifying for the super 8 played 3

Teams

additional matches, while semifinalists
played a total of 8 matches, and the
finalists played 9. The semi finalists were
India, England, South Africa and New
Zealand. The final clash was between
team India and New Zealand wherein the
Indian team emerged as the winner,
taking home the trophy.

Sanju Samson from team India
was awarded the title of ‘Player of
the Tournament’, with a total of
321 runs. Sahibzada Farhan from
team Pakistan was the highest run
taker of the match with 383 runs
and Jasprit Bumrah from the
Indian team was the highest wicket

taker with 14 wickets under his
belt. Team India also had the best
win percentage of 88.89 with 8
wins in total. The series provided a
platform for new emerging players
and proved to be a great source of
entertainment for all fans across
the world.

T30 WORLDCUP 2028

CHM:'IPI[IHS

Report by: Bhor Dixit, Correspondent, Department of Psychology

By Naisha Manchanda
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IRAN-ISRALT-US CONIFLICT
INTENSIFES AMID STRIKES
AND Gl OBAL. ENFRGY SHOCK

The Irun-lsrael-US conflict has entered a conical phase
three weeks afler joint Aamerican and [sracli trikes on 2R
February mggesed a widespread regwonal escalation
Recent developrments mchede lnge-scale LS mrsnikes
o Iran's Kharg Island, whete over W) military sites were
destroyed, with President Donald Trump- cluming the
operation “totally obliterted” key targets. [smel his now
simultangously expanded bs offensive, stnking Iran's
South Pars g ficld— disruptoge mesdy 2% of 18 gas
production: promptiong retalimtory  Irandan missile  and
drone attacks on energy mfrastructure across the Gulf:
These exchanges have regretinbly widened the conflict’s
geographic reach, with over 200 Israeli tarzets reporiadly
hit and regional oil fcilities damaged.

The Stradt of Hormue still remains the central Qashpomt.
Irin has wiarmed that “neot o singhe litre of oil” will pass
throaegh the comedor. while fargenng commercial viesscls
oWl restncting access w U5 and Ismach ships. In
response, the US has deployed airerafi, naval forces and
heavy munitions, claiming to have destroved over 120
Iranian vessels and mme-laymg pssets oo secure the
route, The leaders" rhetoric has only functiomed i further
escalatime tensions. lan's forciam mindster condemned
the strikes as “Tlbegal™ and vowed resisfance “as bong a1
takes”, Netanvahu has sipnalled that airstrikes alone may
not suffice, hinting at possible ground operations, With
cisualiics mounting ond ol prices sunsing past 5100 per
barrel, the confiict threalens global economic stabality,
undersconng the high stokes of o repedly widening war.,

gt 1 Diefsarpita Das, Commespnden), Sobegy, B Year
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MEN'S 120 CRICKE T WORI D CUP

The men's T20 cricket world cup was held from 7th

February 2026°to 8th March 2026 hosted by India and  Sanju Samson from team India was awarded the title of
Sri Lanka. The tournament consisted of 20 teams and

2025-26

there were a total of 55 matches played. The teams were

divided into groups of 4 and each
team played at least 4 group
stage matches. Teams qualifying
the

additional

for super 8 played 3

matches, while
semifinalists played a total of 8
matches, and the finalists played
9. The semi finalists were India, &
England, South Africa and New
Zealand. The final clash was
between team India and New
Zealand wherein the Indian team JEiess
emerged as the winner, taking :
home the trophy

‘Player of the Tournament’, with a total of 321 runs.
Sahibzada Farhan from team Pakistan was the highest

run taker of the match with 383
runs and Jasprit Bumrah from the
Indian team was the highest
wicket taker with 14 wickets
under his belt. Team India also
had the best win percentage of
. 88.89 with 8 wins in total. The
series provided a platform for
new emerging players and proved
to be a great source of
entertainment for all fans across

the world.

IRAN-ISRAEL -US COI\IFLIT INTENSIFIES
AMID STRIKES AND Gl OBAL. ENFRGY
SHOCK

The Iran-Israel-US conflict has entered a critical phase
three weeks after joint American and Israeli strikes on 28
February triggered a widespread regional escalation.
Recent developments include large-scale US airstrikes
on Iran’s Kharg Island, where over 90 military sites were
destroyed, with President Donald Trump claiming the
operation “totally obliterated” key targets. Israel has now
simultaneously expanded its offensive, striking Iran’s
South Pars gas field— disrupting nearly 12% of its gas
production: prompting retaliatory Iranian missile and
drone attacks on energy infrastructure across the Gulf.
These exchanges have regrettably widened the conflict’s
geographic reach, with over 200 Israeli targets reportedly
hit and regional oil facilities damaged.

The Strait of Hormuz still remains the central flashpoint.
Iran has warned that “not a single litre of oil” will pass
through the corridor, while targeting commercial vessels
and restricting access to US and Israeli ships. In
response, the US has deployed aircraft, naval forces and
heavy munitions, claiming to have destroyed over 120
Iranian vessels and mine-laying assets to secure the
route. The leaders’ rhetoric has only functioned in further
escalating tensions. Iran’s foreign minister condemned
the strikes as “illegal” and vowed resistance “as long as it
takes”. Netanyahu has signalled that airstrikes alone may
not suffice, hinting at possible ground operations. With
casualties mounting and oil prices surging past $100 per
barrel, the conflict threatens global economic stability,
underscoring the high stakes of a rapidly widening war.

Report by: Deborpita Das, Correspondent, Sociology, 1st Year
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Milano Cortina 2026:

Firsts, Records, and

Rising Glory

The 2026 Winter Olympics, officially known as Milano
Cortina 2026, took place across Italy, co-hosted by two
cities- Milan and Cortina d’Ampezzo, from February 6th
to 22nd, 2026. The Games saw the participation of
approximately 2,900 athletes from 92 countries, making
it the most gender-equal Winter Games ever, with 53.4%
of participants being women.

The event featured 116 events and 16 sports, including
the newly added ski mountaineering, marking the return
of NHL players to Olympic ice hockey. Norway topped
the medal table for the fourth consecutive time, with a
record of 18 golds and 41 total medals, followed by the
United States and Italy. Brazil, notably, scored its first-
ever Winter Olympic gold while Georgia earned its first-
ever Olympic medal.

Notably, the gold won by Alysa Liu at Women’s Figure
Skating turned out to be a national sensation with
everyone buzzing with pride, marking this as one of the
best recorded and appreciated wins in the Games in
history.

This event, with environmental concerns in mind, was
aimed at sustainability, utilising existing venues for most
competitions. During the closing ceremony in Verona,
the Olympic flag was officially handed over to the
French Alps, host of the 2030 Winter Olympics.

Written by: Richa Yadav (1st Year, Department of Commerce).

Edited by: Jasmeh Kaur (2nd Year, Department of Journalism)

Transgender Act Amendment 2026

Transgender persons were given legal recognition in
2014 by the Indian government as a third gender to
uphold their right of self-identification. The Transgender
Persons (Protection of Rights) Act, 2019, was enacted to
reduce discrimination and improve access to education,
healthcare, and employment.

As of 2026, India’s estimated 2 million transgender
population continues to face discrimination, limited
The
government passed the Transgender Persons (Protection
of Rights) Amendment Bill, 2026, restricting a tr

access to healthcare, education, and jobs.

transgender person to being intersex, having biological
variations, and traditional identities (hijra, kinner, eunuch,
etc.). A certificate for the same requires approval from
medical boards and district authorities. Any gender-
affirming surgeries must be reported to the authorities.
There would be stricter punishments for offences, with
alteration or

severe penalties for “forced gender

exploitation.

Nationwide protests by the trans community and
LGBTQ+ community have demanded its withdrawal, as
this violates their dignity, privacy, and autonomy and
undermines the self-identification principle (violation of
Atticle 14 (equality) and Article 21 (life and liberty)).
The bill officially became the Transgender Persons
(Protection ‘of Rights) Amendment Act, 2026, on March
30th, 2026, after the President, Droupadi Murmu,
assented.

Report by Richa Yadav (1st Year, Department of Commerce)
Edited by Jasmeh Kaur (2nd Year, Department of Journalism)
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The academic year for the B.ELEd Department was
marked by a series of events focused on community
building, professional growth, and mental well-being.
The session began with the “Bollywood Junction”
freshers’ event, which welcomed 48 new students with a
ramp walk and musical performances. This was followed
by a Teacher’s Day celebration featuring classical dance
performances and a surprise video message from alumni.
In October, an Alumni Meet allowed graduates to
share their diverse professional journeys, ranging from
storytelling to global higher education. A significant
professional milestone was the Faculty Development
Programme held in collaboration with CIET-NCERT.
This event provided 105 participants with hands-
on training in ICT tools, Al, and national digital
platforms like DIKSHA. This year, the department also
prioritized emotional health through a workshop titled
“Immersive Pathways to Mental Health & Resilience for
Future Teachers”. This session used reflective exercises
like the “Tree of Life” to address teacher burnout and
stress. Collectively, these initiatives reinforced the
department’s commitment to developing skilled and
resilient educators. Through these diverse initiatives, the
departmentsuccessfully fostered abalanced environment
of academic excellence and personal development for all
its members.

marked by a series of events focused on community
building, professional growth, and mental well-being.
The session began with the “Bollywood Junction”
freshers’ event, which welcomed 48 new students with a
ramp walk and musical performances. This was followed
by a Teacher’s Day celebration featuring classical dance
performances and a surprise video message from alumni.

In October, an Alumni Meet allowed graduates to
share their diverse professional journeys, ranging from
storytelling to global higher education. A significant
professional milestone was the Faculty Development
Programme held in collaboration with CIET-NCERT.
This event provided 105 participants with hands-on
training in ICT tools, Al, and national digital platforms
like DIKSHA. This year, the department also prioritized
emotional health through a workshop titled “Immersive
Pathways to Mental Health & Resilience for Future
Teachers”.

This session used reflective exercises like the “Tree of Life”
to address teacher burnout and stress. Collectively, these
initiatives reinforced the department’s commitment to
developing skilled and resilient educators. Through these
diverse initiatives, the department successfully fostered
a balanced environment of academic excellence and
personal development for all its members.
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Department Of
Economics

The Department of Economics commenced the academic
year with EconVista 2025 2.0, its annual conference,
which attracted over 10,000 registrations from across
the country. Themed “Economics of Inclusion:
Gender Equity and Technology as Drivers of India’s
Development,” the conference featured Ms. Mandakini
Kaul, Regional Coordinator (South Asia), World Bank,
as the keynote speaker, alongside a distinguished panel
of policymakers, economists, and industry leaders. The
discussions centred on gender equity, financial inclusion,
and India’s development trajectory.

A key highlight of the year was an engaging session with
Dr. Surjit Bhalla, Former Executive Director for India at
the IMF and Former Member of the Economic Advisory
Council, moderated by Ms. Shubhi Singh, Assistant
Professor, Department of Economics. The conversation
offered nuanced insights into macroeconomic policy and
the sectors critical to India’s future growth.

Beyond EconVista, the department’s clubs—FISCUL,
the Opportunities Cell, Mentored Research Forum,
Ecollectual, EconWhiz Club, and the Editorial Board—
continued to foster a vibrant culture of academic
engagement throughout the year.

.
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Department
Ot

Commerce

The Department of Commerce marked the academic
year with an exceptional roster of events that seamlessly
bridged academia, industry, and innovation. The
highlight of the year was Comquest ‘25-26, our
annual two-day academic fest themed, “Synergia: The

Power of Coming Together,” which drew over 2,000
registrations. The fest opened with a distinguished
panel of industry leaders and change-makers, including
YouTube educator Rajat Arora and Anshita Mehrotra,
CEO of Fix My Cutls.

Beyond the panel, the fest hosted high-stakes
competitions spanning finance, marketing,
sustainability, and entrepreneurship. The year was
further enriched by skill-building workshops and
culturally vibrant celebrations that strengthened the
department ties. A defining moment was the industrial
visit to the magnificent city of Udaipur. We also take
immense pride in our many students who secured
impressive placements and internship offers this year—a
testament to their brilliance and hard work, marking a
tenure defined by ambition, collaboration, and growth.
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Department

Of English

The Department of EnglishGrganized a series of engaging
lectures and events during the academic year of 2025-
26. Three insightful speaker sessions covered themes of
translation, digital media, and publishing. Beginning
with Prof. Lalit Kumar’s session on World Translation
Day, followed by Ms. Ria Chopra’s discussion on
youth and digital culture, and culminating in March
with Ms. Priyanka Sarkar’s introduction into the world
of publishing, editing and translation.The Annual
Academic Conference, Litmus’26 explored the theme
“Translating Crisis: Identity, Translation & the Future
of Humanities”. The conference opened with keynote
addresses by distinguished academics Prof. Sukrita Paul
Kumar and Prof. Rita Kothari, who placed translation at
the centre stage as they probed into complex questions
about identity and cultural negotiation. Panel discussions
featuring Prof. Arunava Sinha, Prof. Rukmini Bhaya Nair,
Dr. Vinayak Das Gupta, and Dr. Sumana Roy examined
translation across the various fields of publishing, digital
humanities, & ecology. Student engagement remained
paramount,, with Paper & Poster Presentations, a
Turncoat Debate, Blackout Poetry Competition, &
Photo Walks held, alongside a visual art exhibition, ‘Pain
to Paper’ Taabeer and Jabberwock led collaborations,
including heritage walks, reading circles, film screenings,
& research workshops.The department released three
issues of Jabberwock Online, with the Annual Academic
Journal scheduled for April 2026.
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Department
Of History

The Department of History organised an extensive
range of academic, creative, and career-oriented ini-
tiatives throughout the year. Career development
remained central, with sessions on CV building,
CUET-PG preparation, careers in public policy,
answer writing, and navigating opportunities in big
tech led by alumni and professionals. The Editori-
al Board of Ijtihad conducted research workshops,
reading circle discussions on Habermas and Fanon,
and interactive sessions on primary sources and kin-
ship in ancient India. Creative engagement thrived
through bookmark-making, origami, bracelet-mak-
ing, jamming sessions, and a lively games meetup.




The Books, Films & Heritage Club and the Photogra-
phy & Videography Team organised photo walks to Saf-
darjung Tomb, Lodhi Gardens, Chandni Chowk, and
Tughlagabad Fort, alongside the LSR Heritage Walk and
a documentary screening. The department also hosted
lectures by scholars including Prof. Upinder Singh, Dr.
Twinkle Siwach, Dr. Anand Taneja, Dr. Vijayant Ku-
mar Singh, Prof. Sunny Kumar, and Prof. Pratyay Nath.
The annual academic fest, Maazi-o-Mustaqbil 2025-26:
Histories of Destruction and Reimaginings, concluded
the semester with performances, exhibitions, and speak-
er sessions. Furthermore, the academic journal Ijtihad
Vol. 11 and the annual academic magazine Nazariya are
scheduled for release in May 2026.

Hindi

The Hindi Department at Lady Shri Ram College
for Women organised a wide spectrum of literary
engagements, lectures, and interactive sessions during
the academic session, conducted in both online and
offline modes. These included film and documentary
screenings, open mic sessions, and recitations of works
by eminent and popular poets of the country by
students, fostering a vibrant environment for creative
and critical expression.

The celebration of Hindi Diwas through ‘Swarachit
Kavita Sandhya’ emerged as a significant highlight,
providing students with a platform to present their
original compositions.

The Department’s annual fest, ‘Vagarth,” featured
competitions such as self-composed poetry recitation,
short story writing, and book review writing. It also
hosted an academic lecture session with distinguished
speakers including Prof. Rameshwar Ray and
Prof. Jasveer Tyagi, fostering critical and scholarly
engagement. On the occasion of World Hindi Day,
a special lecture was delivered by Archana Painuly.
Furthermore, the Bindu Agrawal Scholarship was

organised on 6th April. A documentary screening was
also held on 9th April. Through these initiatives, the

Department continued to promote literary excellence,

academic rigour, and meaningful intellectual dialogue.




Department
Of Journalism

The Department of Journalism, Lady Shri Ram College
successfully concluded the academic year 2025-2026 with a
series of engaging events and competitions that saw enthusi-
astic participation. The department fest emerged as a signifi-
cant milestone, beginning with an inspiring orientation with
Ms. Nidhi Razdhan as chief guest. The department organised
two photowalks—to Humayun’s Tomb in October and Pu-
rana Quila in February—along with pre-events for Juxtapose:
Paint Board, Media Carnival, and Gokuldham Got Juxitified.

At the annual academic meet “Juxtapose,” competitions in-
cluded Binge Battle Quiz, Brand Revival Case Competition,
and Media Crisis MUN Committee, alongside online con-
tests such as Caricature Making, Photography, Filmmaking,
and Logo and Tagline Making. The department also organ-
ised a panel discussion on “The Fifth Estate,” featuring Dr.
Samir Kapoor, Mr. Rajeev Kumar Shukla, and Dr. Anubhu-
ti Yadav.

The Department of Mathematics conducted a diverse
array of stimulating sessions, talks, and guest lectures
throughout the academic year, including essential alum-
ni guidance sessions focusing on CUET PG preparation
and placement strategies, alongside guest lectures by
esteemed academicians such as Prof. Kiran R. Bhutani.
Professional exposure was provided through a dedicated

session on the actuarial profession by the Society of Ac-
tuaries (SOA).

The social fabric of the department was strengthened by
the Teachers’ Day celebration, the Freshers’ Party, and
the annual Pi Day festivities. Academic excellence was
turther spotlighted during the Anupama Dua Paper
Presentation and Scholarship Event. Additionally, col-
laborative efforts with the Students’ Union resulted in
the Expert Echoes session with Dr Nachiket Mor and
a comprehensive LSE Walkthrough Session, both of

which offered invaluable opportunities for higher learn-
ing and career development.

The department’s flagship Annual Academic Meet,
‘Enigma’, featured a keynote address by Professor Apar-
na Mehra and a panel discussion titled “The Math Behind
Markets’. It hosted distinguished panellists Prof. Rudra-
ni Bhattacharya and Dr Tarunika Agarwal, alongside
LSR’s own Dr Surabhi Gupta. The year concluded with
the department’s legacy events, ‘Sherlocked’ and ‘Math-
scape 25°, both of which garnered significant attention
and achieved stellar registration numbers.



Department

Of Philosophy

The Department of Philosophy, Lady Shri Ram College,
organised a diverse range of academic and co-curricular
events during the session. The year began with vibrant
community-building occasions including the Farewell
25, Freshers’25, Teachers’ Day celebration fostering a
sense of belonging among students.

Academic engagement remained central, with movie
screenings and enriching discussion sessions under
the BDC initiative and Noesis’ Research Question
Workshop encouraging critical inquiry. The department
also hosted enriching sessions such as a Dialogue on
Ecofeminism: Indian Perspective with Dr. Sujata R.
Abbhijjat and a Research Methodology Workshop by Dr.
Silika Mohapatra.

In the lead-up to the Annual Academic Meet,
competitions generated enthusiastic participation. A pre-
Aletheia’26 talk by Dr. Simon Brown on The Business of
Doubtset the tone for the flagship fest, Aletheia’26, which
featured distinguished Academicians like Gurucharan
Das and Prof. Eric Snyder, alongside inter-college debate
and research paper presentation competitions.
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Department

Of Psychology

The Department of Psychology organised a diverse range
of sessions, talks, and lectures during the academic session
2025-26. These included a series of trauma-informed
workshops by Humraahi group, sessions on research
methodologies, documentary screenings, and a series
of interactive guest lectures delivered by distinguished
academicians. The department also hosted the Freshers’
Party and Teachers’ Day celebrations with great
enthusiasm and were marked by vibrant participation.

The Mental Health Awareness Week, held from 13-17
October, stood out as a significant highlight of the
academic year consisting of a series of workshops led
by renowned scholars such as Dr Renu Addlakha and
Dr Nimisha Kumar, engaging panel discussions, and
interactive activities, which underscored the critical
importance health services,
particularly in times of crisis.

of accessible mental

The department’s Annual Academic Meet “Zeitgeist’
was held on 26 February under the theme “Harnessing
Al as a Tool for Mental Well Being.” The event featured
a keynote address by Dr Sameer Malhotra, a thought-
provoking student-led panel discussion titled “Will Al
Increase Equity in Mental Health?” moderated by Ms
Yashasvi Singla, as well as a range of workshops, quizzes,
competitions, and speaker sessions with Dr Suyash
Shendye, Dr Amit Sen, and Dr Wafa Hamid.



Theacademic year 2025-2026 saw several initiatives by
the Department of Sanskrit to promote the language
and its intellectual traditions, including lectures,
events, and its Annual Academic Meet. The Annual
Academic Meet ‘Samskriti "26’, held on 21 February
2026 at NCH, featured lectures by Prof. Ramraj
Upadhyay and Prof. Santosh Kumar Shukla on Indian
Knowledge Tradition and National Renaissance,
along with Shloka Gayan, Sanskrit Quiz, and
cultural performances judged by Prof. Neha Beniwal
and Vishnu Sir, concluding on an enriching note.

A major highlight was Sanskrit Samvad Shala, a ten-
day spoken Sanskrit programme held from 23 April
to 3 May at NCH in collaboration with the previous
student union, encouraging students to engage with
Sanskrit as a living language and witnessing 100+
participants. During Sanskrit Week, the department
installed a thought board near the Nescafé area where
students shared ideas about Sanskrit, alongside a
Sanskrit Quiz that attracted 100+ participants.

The department also organized intra-departmental
competitions including Shloka Recitation, Speech,
Prose Reading, and Sketching, with 20+ participants,
and published its annual journal Tejas and newsletter
Samprekshika, documenting student research and
activities.

Department Of
Sociology

For the session 2025-26, the Department of Sociology
. organised several academic and co-curricular events,

including Freshers’ Orientation, Teachers’ Day
celebration and Socio Adda. Additionally, a screening of
Persepolis organised by the department magazine Dastak
and a Photo Walk in collaboration with the Department
of Journalism, provided valuable opportunities for
dialogue among students and faculty.

The department’s annual academic meet, Kula -
International Conference, (16—-17 March 2026) featured
eminent speakers such as Professor Amrit Srinivasan,
Professor Roma Chatterji, Professor Christopher
Pinney and Professor Dhruv Raina. The conference also
witnessed enthusiastic participation from students across
institutions through paper presentations, a photography
competition, and other academic events. Academic
initiatives such as special lectures by Prof. Radhika
Chopra and Dr. Twinkle Siwach gave further impetus
to critical discussion and disciplinary engagement.

Continuing the fieldwork tradition, the third-year
field trip to Bhubaneswar, Odisha, provided valuable
exposure to field-based research practices.



SOCIETY




Abbhivyakti, the Hindi Creative Writing Society , serves
as a vibrant platform dedicated to fostering creativity
and free expression among students .The committee
had successfully organised various events during this
year ,Slogan writing competition under Anti ragging
week - in collaboration with the expression society to
promote a ragging free campus . Beginning with an
orientation session organised for first year students,
to various other events like Movie Screenings, and
‘chitthi ¢ : Dil Se Dil Tak ,to reconnect students with
the traditional art of writing letters .Other events for
the student body such as a literary discussion on the
classic tale © Budhi kaki © by the editorial board,events
such as MIC PE MULAKAT (Open mic) were held
during the tenure. On the occasion of children’s day,
‘Muskurahat bachpan ki’ was organised to celebrate
the joy and innocence of childhood through creative
performances . An inter - college poetry symposium
( kavi sammelan ) was held under the Pre-bhavakriti
banner ,revitalizing the tradition of oral literary
performance, followed by a flash mob. The tenure was
concluded by the annual event Bhawakriti, a two-day
inter college competition which witnessed enormous
participation from the student body across Delhi
University.

The Dance Society of LSR, comprising the
Choreography, Classical began the tenure with a
combined showcase for the College’s Annual Day
celebrations, followed by spirited performances on the
Orientation Day and Teachers’ Day. As part of the Pre-
Tarang celebrations, the society, in collaboration with
the Tarang Organising Committee, organised the Pre-
Tarang event: Antarang, where they created a medley
of dances and later organised its four flagship Tarang
events: Baila, Battleground, Izraaz and Mudra; each
garnered huge participation across the teams, making
them a huge success. The productions addressed
relevant social issues and were widely appreciated
by all. Throughout the year, the Society secured
numerous accolades: The Classical wing won 1st
position at Sri Venakateswara College, BITS Pilani, the
second position at IPCDWj the Choreography wing
won the first position at Shri Venkateswara College,
the second position at BITS Pilani and Gargi College
and more. Marked by creativity, discipline, growth,
and a common belonging to the passion of dance, the
tenure reflected not only artistic excellence but also a
deep sense of unity and growth within the society.

Dhwani

Dhwani, the Indian Music Society of Lady Shri
Ram College, commenced its 2025-26 tenure with
the announcement of its union on 14 June 2025.
The society marked a successtul year with notable
achievements across prestigious platforms. Dhwani
secured 2nd place in the Indian Classical Choir
category at Antaragni, II'T Kanpur’s annual cultural
festival, in October 2025, followed by a first-place
victory at Vivacity at LNMIIT in February 2026.

Their flagship event, Anaahad, held on 29- 30 March
2026, featured three major competitions — Solo
Classical, Solo Semi-Classical, and Indian Classical
Choir- with over 400 artists participating. From March
2026 onwards, Dhwani actively participated in and
continued to excel throughout the Delhi University
fest season. The society remains deeply grateful for the

unwavering support of its members and staff advisors.




Drama
Society

This tenure of the LSR Dramatics Society has been
nothing short of a rollercoaster of chaos, creativity, and
core memories. From a mime workshop with Harsh
Raj Singh to an engaging musical workshop with
Geetanjali Kalta, and an immersive physical theatre
workshop by R. K. Bitesh, there was always something
new to explore. It began with our first production
of the tenure, titled “Pin Drop Silence,” during our
Teacher’s Day celebrations, followed by our Halloween
Bash. Our plays travelled far and wide this year, with
Khwabon Ka Basta, an NSS Kala production, forming
a key part of this journey alongside our annual street
production on linguistic chauvinism, performed at
competitions, Sarojini Nagar Market, and all the way
to Manipal University, Jaipur. A major highlight was
performing our ECA production at the National
School of Drama (NSD). We also felt proud to see our
annual stage production, Bulauwa, performed at the
Atelier and IHC, while our mime production, Pencil
ke Daag, reached audiences at BHU. From our campus
to stages across cities, it has been a year of sharing stories
widely, further enriched by Muktak during Tarang, a
three-day celebration of street, stage, and mime.

E-Cell

Entrepreneurship Cell celebrated its ten-year milestone
through a series of high-impact initiatives, alongside
plans to engage senior members and alumni integral to
its journey. The Founders’ Forum 2.0 enabled curated
networking among 12+ multi-million dollar and
Shark Tank-featured founders, including Arista Vault,
Outmatch, Nef’s Finds, and Dohful, fostering cross-
sector collaboration. The “Shark Tank Pitching Wars”
drove 1,000+ registrations and 46.6K+ impressions,
culminating in a final round featuring nine national-
level teams evaluated by four industry experts. The
cell also introduced structured knowledge products,
including an Entrepreneurship Handbook and an
Industry Primer spanning 11 sectors, benefiting 3,000+
users. Simultaneously, four live consulting projects
were executed across Ginger Games (gaming), Fitsol
(climate tech), Frozen Fun (F&B retail), and Sushi
Baka (QSR /cloud kitchen), delivering targeted growth
strategies. The team further co-founded DealDock and
curated a podcast, Voices of Influence, featuring
Navan Jaiswal.

Dhyana

We began the year with an unguided walk across campus.
Our first speaker session featured Dr Gurcharan Das,
who encouraged students to think critically about life and
meaning. Carrying forward our “Coffee with Faculty”
tradition, we hosted Dr Vagesh Pawaiya for an intimate
exchange of ideas. As exams approached, we invited
students to paint bookmarks as a moment of creative
respite. We also launched the first edition of the Dhyina
Magazine, centred on the theme “Mindfulness in the Midst
of Digital Noise: Cultivating Awareness Today.” The
society also screened The Monk with a Camera, opening
up quiet reflections on purpose and service. This year also
marked the beginning of a new initiative, our Annual
Consciousness Series, where we were honoured to host
Dr Meenakshi Gopinath, deeply cherished by generations
of students and professors and the guiding force who
brought Dhyana to life. The second event under the series
was a mindful meditation session in collaboration with

Ahimsa Trust, bringing the year to a contemplative close.




Elocution

2026 commenced with an insightful reading cir- ==
cle titled “Reading on an Embargo” focusing on 4
censored literature. A photo walk to Safdarjung &8
Tomb and Lodhi Gardens was held in collabora-
tion with the Department of History. The society S22
also hosted Dilpreet Bhullar for a speaker session t
titled “Photographic Narratives for Reimagining &
Documentation,” moderated by Dr. Shashi Bhu-
shan. The society launched its reel series “Elore,”
and organised a screening of “No Other Land.” |
The new semester included a poetry walk on Am-
rita Pritam, an open mic with the Queer Collec-
tive, and a theatre workshop titled “Behind the
Curtain” in collaboration with the Dramatics
Society. On the occasion of Women’s Day, in col-
laboration with Expressions, the society co-host-
ed an Open Mic Event titled “A Room of One’s h
Own.” During Tarang 2026, the society organ-
ised “The End of Beginning,” a creative writing
competition, judged by Sakhi Singh, where par-
ticipants began their pieces using the last lines of
well-known films and literary works. The annual
production, “And the Oscar Goes To...” was a
satirical play on representation of marginality in

nner-up at a
] an competition at Sri
Venkateswara College.

Enactus LSR further strengthened its grass-
roots engagement through on-ground ini-

. . .. . tiatives, including an AIHDC health cam
popular cinema, marking a significant creative > 8 P

highlight of the society’s work.

Expressions

Expressions has long been a home for writers at
LSR, a sanctuary for voices to grow and thrive.
Through the Living Poets’ Society, we hosted '
teractive sessions embracing diverse perspectives
and encouraging deeper reflection. With a core
team of 60 writers, Brewed Beans, our bi-monthly
newsletter and Expresso- our annual publication
continued to brew and shape stories. Through
Writer of the Month, we celebrated the literary'
spirit of the student body. Collaborations wij

LSR societies like Interface , Queer Collective a .
Elocution, SC -ST CELL collective along with Al
external societies like Kavyanjali from Hansraj
College, enriched conversations and perspectives.

At Tarang, we reimagined contemporary language
through a classical lens and we waged a quiet war

against “brain rot,” infusing a classical sensibility w
into contemporary internet language.From co! .
petitions to shared scribbling spaces, Expressions
stepped into the spotlight and ensured every voice -

is heard.

that reached over 200 individuals and a
POCSO awareness session for more than 30
children in Zamrudpur.
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HIVE had a remarkable year. The society collaborat-
ed with groups such as the Queer Collective, Student
Union, and Entrepreneurship Cell to organise vibrant
face-painting initiatives across campus In collaboration
with the SC/ST Cell, Hive created a mural that fostered
inclusivity through art. The society also executed a Lip-
pan art installation in the Lower Foyer and worked with
French street artist Kesadi on a grafhiti-inspired mural
rooted in street culture. Both projects received coverage
from The Times of India and Hindustan Times.

A calendar featuring 12 original artworks was released
to wide appreciation and strong demand. During
Noor, Hive hosted a stall selling original creations, in-
cluding stickers, crochet keychains, prints, bookmarks,
and posters. The society also collaborated with the De-
partment of English for an exhibition titled “Translat-
ing Crisis” and with Prakriti for an interactive speaker
session.

MUN Soc

LSR MUN and Public Speaking began the year by
growing community of 1200+ open society members.
Speaker sessions featured distinguished guests, including
Mr. Shivshankar Menon, Ambassador Ashok Kantha,
and others who encouraged our members to think hard-
er and speak better. Training initiatives like the Annual
Bootcamp and a Public Speaking Workshop honed con-
fidence and communication. Significant collaborations
included “Words Beyond Sight,” an inclusivity initiative
design, and face painting. with REACH, and an International Media Crisis Sim-
ulation at Juxtapose 2.0, both rooted in the belief that
diplomacy and public speaking extend well beyond the
committee room. Our flagship conference, LSR MUN
2026, themed ‘Purpose over Privilege,” received enthu-
siastic participation and featured an NGO committee
with CanKids, a policy case competition and a paper pre-
sentation series with the Hertie School, Germany, along
with media partnerships. The conference gave a home to
our publications, Concordia, themed ‘Identity, Power
and Propaganda’ and The Denouement, themed ‘Poli-
tics of the Invisibilised’

The year concluded with Tarang, where Hive presented
an exhibition of over 20 artworks on the theme “Kint-
sugi of the Mind,” alongside engaging competitions
such as relay canvas, three-colour palette, comic strip

One of our standout contributions was the Research
Bootcamp, which equipped participants with essential
academic skills, introducing them to literature reviews,
research design, and both qualitative and quantitative
methodologies, thereby laying a strong foundation for
scholarly writing. Through its flagship platforms, such
as Alexandria (the monthly blog) and Intersections (the
annual research newsletter), the forum engaged with
themes of relationships, gender, and sustainability. The
forum also launched a podcast on imposter syndrome
to address academic pressure and questions of self-
doubt. It further expanded its outreach through diverse
collaborations, including a discussion with the Queer
Collective on fairness and representation in sports, and
“The Poetry of Perseverance” with REACH, featuring
Ms Vinayana Khurana on art, advocacy, and resilience.
Events such as “The Experience Machine Café” and
“Breaking Point” encouraged critical thinking, while
Tarang 2026 saw “Major Madness” and an Academic
Paper Presentation Competition exploring generational
intersections and evolving perspectives.




NCC

The NCC unit of Lady Shri Ram College for Women
witnessed a well-rounded and impactful year, reflecting
excellence in training, achievement, and service. Cadets
actively participated in camps such as CATC, RDC,
TSC, NIC, and Army Attachment, gaining valuable
defence exposure and life skills. The unit proudly
secured the Second Runner-Up position, highlighting
its consistent performance. Key events included
Independence Day, Republic Day, Kargil Vijay Diwas,
NCC Day, and the successful conduct of Veerangana.

Regular drill sessions, structured recruitment drives,
and engaging speaker sessions with distinguished
personalities like Brig (Retd.) Akhilesh Bhargava
enriched cadet learning and provided valuable insights
into defence careers and leadership. The unit remained
deeply involved in community outreach through
cleanliness drives, tree plantation, blood donation,
and visits to orphanages and old age homes. Overall,
NCC LSR upheld discipline, leadership, and social
responsibility, contributing significantly to holistic
student development.

NE-Cell

The North-East Cell’s tenure began with a pulse of
urgency. The cell mobilised a relief drive for the TSF and
North-East Students of Delhi’s Flood Relief campaign.
Following this, the focus shifted to the college gates
with an online help desk and orientation. This presence
deepened throughout the year, ranging from a critical
collaborative “Inclusivity Sensitisation” session, hosting
more than five well-received inter-college competitions,
to the victory of the NEC football team at MNC’s
Unity Cup 2025. Intellectual rigour met cultural
reclamation through the “Between Borders” panel,
featuring Dr. Alana Golmei and Dr.l Avitoli G. Zhimo,
alongside the screening of Axone and a Manipuri
classical dance workshop. The year peaked with Orion,
the Annual Academic-cum-Cultural Conference,
where Chief Guest Dr. Meena Longjam witnessed the
cell’s inaugural paper presentation competition. These
efforts remain a persistent reminder: our stories belong
at the centre.

NSS

NSS-LSR commenced its tenure with a yoga workshop
themed “Yoga for One Earth, One Health,” led by
Yogacharya Gopal Ji with Dr. Aditi Nigam as the facilitator.
We hosted distinguished speakers, including Lt. General
Vinod Bhatia (Retd.), , on the occasion of Kargil Vijay
Diwas. As part of the Swachhta Pakhwada Campaign,
we organised initiatives such as cleanliness drives, a
thought-provoking skit, and a Swachhta pledge to raise
awareness about maintaining clean surroundings. Under
the Tobacco Free YouthWe organised a Unity March and
a National Unity Pledge to commemorate the legacy of
Sardar Vallabhbhai Patel. In collaboration with Rotary
Blood Bank, a Blood Donation Drive was held preceded
by events such as Game Carnival and Nukkad Natak to
encourage participation. Our three annual flagship events,
Varshik Samaroh (Threads of Kindness), Nexus (From
Me to We: Building Community-Led Change), and Kala
(Sapno Ki Udaan - Khushiyon Ke Rang), celebrated the
spirit of service, community collaboration, and creativity..
Additionally, we celebrated Valentine’s Week for Animals,
while all 27 NSS-LSR projects remained active and hosted
insightful sessions throughout the tenure.




Placement Cell

The Placement Season 2025-26 was a
landmark year for the Placement Cell, with
45+ companies extending over 155 offers to
students across diverse domains including
consulting, finance, marketing, HR, media,
analytics, and technology. Industry leaders such
as McKinsey, BCG, Accenture, Amazon, and
Meesho offered highly competitive packages for
coveted full-time roles. The Cell organised overs
25 workshops throughout the academic year
to strengthen career readiness and professional
development, including the first-ever dedicated
workshop series for students with disabilities

T T

- a meaningful step towards more inclusive
career support. Key achievements also included
the launch of the second edition of the LSR
Consulting Casebook, the first-ever Humanities £
Career Handbook, and an alumni podcast series S
featuring candid conversations with alumni ' nurtared ] ought.
at prestigious organisations about their career
trajectories. Through these initiatives, the
Placement Cell achieved exponential growth
in student engagement and reach, steadily
reinforcing its vision of becoming a one-stop W-!gg s
destination for all placement-related guldance #ﬁ oy
and support. (] %q} E-Waste Awareness Programme promoted
‘ responsible disposal. The Best Out of

[ 4
P rq, e k t Waste Workshop inspired creative reuse
and conscious living.

PROJEKT, the film photography and
scriptwriting society of Lady Shri Ram College,
had an action-packed and creative tenure this
year. We kicked off with the Projekt Photowalk,
taking freshers around campus for a fun
photowalk and breaking the ice with seniors of' ' \
the society.
Thisyear, weintroduced Projekt Pathshala, which
was a four-day college-wide workshop where
we taught students the basics of scriptwriting,
photography, filmmaking, and editing. We
also made a Teachers’ Day film, complete With. '
a light-hearted spoof at the end, and created
‘Human Tempo’, our film for the college a
cultural event, Bahubashi. We collaborated
with the BAP Department to screen ‘Humans
in the Loop” and with the Queer Collective for
a screening of ‘Oranges in the Winter Sun’. The
year concluded with our exhibition titled Kissa. '
Kursi Ka, showcased at Tarang, LSR’s annual
fest. This exhibition delved into the dichotomy
between those who wield power and those who
are subjected to it.

Modernity”
Hands-on

sustainability was promoted through
a Bioenzyme Workshop, an EcoCare
Workshop, and a Handmade Paper
Making Workshop. A nature walk at
Tilpath Valley Biodiversity Park deepened
ecological awareness. The GreenEcoLink




The Queer Collective began the year with an orientation
for first-year students, introducing its vision and
support systems, and creating a warm, welcoming space
through an interactive bingo activity. This was followed
by a screening of Oranges in the Winter Sun, directed
by LSR alumna Anureet Watta, and a thoughtful
discussion. The Collective also hosted a discussion
circle with Interface on transgender inclusion in sports,
and an inclusivity sensitisation session with the SU and
various cells, featuring a skit and engaging dialogue.
The celebrations during Pride Week brought together
a series of engaging events, including a queer jamming
session, a trivia event, and interactive game stalls. The
Pride Parade featured face painting, a campus-wide
parade, an open mic, and a fashion show, making it
one of the most vibrant and memorable experiences on
campus. The week concluded with a themed treasure
hunt. The tenure drew to a close with Map of Me, an
event that explored identity through creative writing
and cartographic expression. The Collective extends its
gratitude to its staft advisors and the college community
for their continued support.

The academic year 2025-26 marked another active and
collaborative year for the Quiz Society of Lady Shri
Ram College as it continued to strengthen its presence
within the Delhi quizzing circuit. During the year,
the Society organized several quizzes in collaboration
with collectives and departments including the Queer
Collective, SC-ST Cell, and the Department of History.
These collaborations encouraged interdisciplinary
participation and expanded the reach of quizzing
within the college. The Society also conducted League
Quizzes, inter-college competitions centred on themes
such as Indian culture and Internet culture, drawing
participation from colleges across Delhi NCR. A key
highlight of the year was Stars Aligned, a multi-quiz
event featuring four quizzes on topics ranging from
sports, history, mythology, and anime, which saw
participation from over 300 students across Delhi
NCR colleges. The tenure will conclude with the
Society’s annual flagship event Justaju, conducted
under the aegis of Tarang, featuring five quizzes hosted
by external quizmasters and the core team members of
the quiz society .

The year commenced several meaningful collaborations,
starting with an engaging workshop on Indian Sign
Language (ISL) in collaboration with the Students
Union, deepening participants’ understanding of the
experiences of the Deaf community. A speaker session
by Vinayana Khurana, in collaboration with Interface,
on the topic “Poetry of Perseverance, “ shed light on the
resilience that defines the experiences of the disabled.
Recognising that marginality is rarely singular, the
Cell collaborated with the SC/ST Cell, the Northeast
Cell, and other Equal Opportunity Cells to facilitate
a comprehensive Inclusivity Sensitization Session,
to create a shared space for dialogue, traversing the
intersectionalities of the human experience. A defining
institutional achievement of the year was the formal
reopening of the Swavalamban Resource Center, now
equipped with contemporary assistive devices, marking
a concrete step towards creating an accessible campus
for students with disabilities. The tenure culminated in
the Annual Fest, Parwaaz themed “Advancing Critical
Conversations on Equity, Support, and Sensitization”,
debate and case study competitions.




Saaz

Saaz, the instrumental music society of Lady Shri Ram
College for Women, enjoyed a dynamic and impactful
academic session. The year began with a high-energy
performance at the college orientation, followed by the
society’s own orientation showcase and a Teacher’s Day
event featuring inventive fusions that blended original
sargams with popular compositions. The society later
performed a special set at AIIMS, organised a pre-
Christmas event, and collaborated with the North East
Cell for a festive medley, all while sustaining an active
digital presence through engaging Instagram reels.

The momentum continued with performances at
multiple college events, including KALA by NSS and
Orion by the North East Cell. Saaz also initiated Pride
Week with a jamming session and hosted a freshers’
event featuring the society band. Musically, the society
contributed to various departmental fests—from
Mathematics to Journalism and Political Science—
and celebrated cultural diversity at Pre-Bahubhashi. A
thematic musical production at Pre-Tarang showcased
a student’s journey, further highlighting the year’s
creative reach. Alongside earning recognition across
various inter-college instrumental competitions,
Saaz successfully conducted its flagship competition,
Mayhem, at Tarang ’26, marking a year defined by

musical excellence.

SPIC MACAY

The SPIC MACAY LSR Chapter witnessed a
dynamic and culturally immersive tenure in 2025-
2026, marked by enriching events celebrating India’s
artistic and historical heritage. The session began
with a fresher’s orientation, where speakers and
volunteers from the SPIC MACAY National Chapter
introduced students to the organisation’s vision, and
ethos. The chapter organised a grand Kathakali recital
by Shri Thiruvattar Jagadeesan Ji and his team in
collaboration with NSS, LSR, drawing participation
from students across institutions and enabling
interactive learning of intricate mudras. Volunteers
actively represented the chapter in national initiatives
such as Music in the Park, Sudha Sangini, and the
Folk, Tribal and Craft Festival. The society further
encouraged experiential learning through heritage
walks to Safdarjung Tomb and Chandni Chowk,
fostering deeper engagement with Delhi’s history and
architecture.

ST-SC Cell

This academic year, the SC-ST Cell of Lady Shri Ram
College for Women, hosted a series of meaningful events
rooted in resistance, reflection, and education. Cell kicked
off its Orientation with its first major event, ‘Resonance’,
which  celebrated songs of marginalised culture.
Constitution Week celebrations followed, featuring an
enlightening walk to the Ambedkar National Memorial
and an engaging speaker session on Dalit feminist literature
in collaboration with Expressions, the English Creative
Writing Society. The Cell also collaborated with multiple
societies for a widely appreciated inclusivity sensitisation
session, and with Hive, the Fine Arts Society to initiate
a cultural mural symbolising resistance and celebration.
Its publishing milestones included a newsletter and the
inaugural edition of the annual journal, Navchetna. A
screening of the documentary Musahar further deepened
its commitment to solidarity and awareness. The year
culminated with Ambedkar Week 2026, the Cell’s flagship
event, featuring inter-DU competitions: a quiz, debate, and
paper presentation conference with sub-themes spanning
epistemic violence, Dr. Ambedkar’s economic thought,
and caste and intersectionality, cementing the Cell as a
cornerstone of inclusivity within college.




Vaktritva

During the academic session, Vaktritva actively
promoted the art of debate through various
workshops and  inter-college  competitions,
making the discipline more inclusive and dynamic.
The society conducted both offline and online
workshops on debating patterns and techniques,
covering specialized topics such as history in
debates, parliamentary formats, philosophy
in argumentation, and adjudication methods.
We hosted the Freshers’ Conventional Debate,
Vakyanjali, which saw participation from 32
teams across the university and featured a panel
of three senior adjudicators; the competition Y
was ultimately won by Hindu College. The
flagship event, an annual two-day parliamentary [
debate titled Tarkvyuh, drew 36 teams and !
28 adjudicators. The final round featured a
prestigious nine-member adjudication panel and ¥
was won by Shaheed Bhagat Singh (Morning)
College. The event was inaugurated by Principal g
Prof. Kanika Ahuja and Staff Advisors Dr Sunita

Gurung and Dr Surya Dev Bahuguna, fostering | &
vibrant discussion on a range of diverse global and e

VvArp

Voluntary Agency Placement
Program

VAPP continued to foster social responsibility
and critical engagement through diverse
initiatives, commencing with “Invisible Walls,”
an online photography competition, encouraging
participants to capture unseen social barriers
through visual storytelling. We organised two
donation drives in collaboration with Project
Akira, Project Tawwaqoo, and Project Kalakriti by
collecting clothes for underserved communities.
In collaboration with Saahas, a panel discussion
titled “Busting Sustainability Myths” enabled
students to critically examine environmental A
narratives. A key milestone was the field Visit. .
to Goonj, conducted after a gap of three years, oy
offering insights into dignity-centric development
and sustainable practices. VAPP also engaged
students through a block printing stall at the NSS
Mela and a screening of Accsex, fostering dialogue
on inclusion and representation. During Tarang
26, workshops on charm making and paper
quilling promoted creativity and inclusivity. . .
Additionally, VAPP circulated 40+ opportunities, -
including internships exceeding ¥18,000.

amined

emotional
alk” sessions
explored mes such as political voice,
soft violence, and the female gaze, engaging
i1 o d! with representation and subtler forms of
n.,u*ii patriarchy.  An  inclusivity-sensitization
session  further initiated dialogue on
identity and empathy, contributing to a
more inclusive campus environment. The
tenure concluded with ‘AAINA’, the Cell’s
annual fest on the theme “Paradox,” which
engaged with contradictions across various
spheres and featured a panel discussion, a
zine-making activity, and a symposium.

local issues.




The academic year 2025-26 marked a period of
creative growth for the college magazine society, now
comprising over 200 members. The society undertook
diverse initiatives across publication, curation, and
dialogue, fostering interdisciplinary engagement.

In October, a screening of Frankenstein (2025)
encouraged critical engagement with literature
through film, followed in November by an
interactive session with artist Ita Mehrotra on “Art as
Ethnography.” The society also launched its official
mascot, Aravis, establishing a distinct visual identity,
while continuing coverage of campus events.

Akey milestone was therelease of theannual yearbook,
capturing the year’s essence. In January 2026, the
newsletter Mourning the Muse was introduced. The
year culminated in the annual magazine, showcasing
contributions across writing, photography, and
design, reflecting the society’s collective vision.

This academic year, the World University Service
demonstrated a sustained commitment to student well-
being through purposeful initiatives addressing physical
health, mental wellness and nutritional awareness. The
first initiative, Journaling with Art, was a structured
creative session that facilitated emotional reflection
and self-expression through art-based journaling,
culminating in a collective gratitude exercise.

Subsequently, WUS organised an eye health awareness
session conducted by Dr. Anchal Gupta, Founder
and Senior Eye Surgeon at Netram Eye Foundation,
wherein students gained insights into preventive eye
care, early identification of vision-related concerns and
the ocular implications of prolonged digital exposure,
supplemented by on-site vision screenings.

The year concluded with Food, Mood and Focus, a
speaker session by Dr. Pulkit Mathur, Professor at Lady
Irwin College, examining the empirical relationship
between nutrition, psychological well-being and
academic performance.

WUS additionally maintained consistent digital
outreach, disseminating resource baskets, self-care
guidance and evidence-informed stress management
strategies across social media platforms.

The academic year 2025-26 has been a remarkable and
tulfilling period for the Western Music Society (WMS) at Lady
Shri Ram College. The society achieved a significant milestone
by securing second place at the cultural festival hosted by II'T
Kanpur. This early success set the tone for the rest of the year
and reflected the team’s dedication and excellence. In the
months that followed, WMS focused on creating and refining
its Annual Piece. The piece was showcased across multiple
colleges within Delhi and received several accolades. On 29
March 2026, the society had the honour of performing at
the Theatre and Music Festival hosted by the India Habitat
Centre. Continuing its commitment to fostering musical
talent and inter-collegiate engagement, WMS organised its
annual flagship event, ‘Hysteria’, as part of Tarang 2026.
The event featured two major competitions: Symphony, the
Western A Cappella Competition, and Legato, the Western
Solo Singing Competition. Both events witnessed enthusiastic
participation from colleges across Delhi, contributing to a
vibrant and competitive musical environment. Ultimately,
the year has been one of consistent achievement, creative
exploration, and meaningful engagement for WMS.




Debating
Society

The English Debating Society at LSR experienced a
transformative 2025-2026 tenure, marked by a return
to traditional formats and a commitment to inclusive
dialogue. A major highlight was the revival of the LSR
Parliamentary Debate as a large-scale offline flagship
tournament after a seven-year hiatus. The society hosted
a successful Intra-College Conventional Debate with
30 teams and collaborated with the SC/ST Cell for
Samanvay’26, a turncoat debate centered on social justice.

Beyond competitions, the society fostered intellectual
growth through Reading Circles and a rigorous multi-
round induction process covering feminist discourse and
creative argumentation. Members consistently represented
the college at variousinter-collegiate platforms, maintaining
a high standard of rhetorical excellence. By balancing
competitive success with internal General Body Meetings
and exhibition debates, the society successfully cultivated
a collaborative culture dedicated to critical inquiry and
institutional growth.

NSO

The National Sports Organisation (NSO) at Lady
Shri Ram College maintained a robust year of athletic
excellence and wellness initiatives. A primary highlight was
the successful organization of the Dr. Bharat Ram Open
Sports Meet, which saw high participation across diverse
disciplines, alongside the flagship Annual Cross Country
Run and National Sports Day celebrations. Competitive
success was headlined by the basketball team, which
secured the title at the Delhi Khel Mahakumbh 2026.
Individually, Olympian Rhythm Sangwan continued to
achieve national and international acclaim. The year also
featured specialized workshops on sports nutrition and
injury prevention, a Sports Journalism certificate course,
and fitness-focused application modules. With 16 active
teams and a commitment to inclusivity for para-athletes,
the NSO eftectively balanced high-level competition with
holistic physical education for the student body.
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Une lettre
d’amour a LSR

Jécris ces mots assis dans la EXHI. Laisse-moi te planter le décor pour que tu puisses ressentir tout ce que je ressens

en ce moment... Je suis affalée dans un coin avec la pire posture du monde, 2-3 doux rayons de soleil printanier sur le
visage. Je crois qu'on a tous connu ¢a. Je suis aussi les yeux légérement embués, avec le coeur le plus plein du monde,
un coeur qui déborde honnétement de gratitude. Je suis assise face a ce qui sont probablement les plus grandes roses
que j'aie jamais vues de ma vie... elles sont de toutes les couleurs- jaune, rose clair, rose foncé (je suis vraiment nulle
avec les noms de couleurs, pardonne-moi) et bien stir le classique rouge de février. J'écoute Real Love Baby en boucle,
ce qui me fait réfléchir un peu a la fagon dont la musique peut vraiment te faire ressentir tant de choses, ou
simplement amplifier encore plus ce que tu ressens déja. Il y a une légere brise, les cheveux qui volent dans mon visage
toutes les quelques minutes, et je ne me plains pas... ¢a me donne l'impression d'étre dans un film (apres tout, la vie

c'est fait pour romantiser les petites choses, non ?).

Honnétement, LSR n'a pas besoin du printemps, elle est éternelle 4 sa fagon- colorée, joyeuse, pleine de vie, toujours
en fleurs tout au long de I'année. C'est I'une des nombreuses choses que j'adore absolument dans cet endroit, il te
remplit de tellement de lumiere méme dans tes journées ternes, sombres, moroses, ces journées ol tu veux rester
enfermée dans ta petite chambre sans lumicére. Je suis diplomée depuis moins de 4 mois. Tout ce & quoi je peux
vraiment penser, c'est ce que Andy Bernard a dit, « J'aurais aimé qu'il existe un moyen de savoir que nous vivions les
belles années, pendant qu'on y était encore. » Et moi, pour une fois, je sais que c'est le cas.. et ¢a l'a été depuis le
premier jour ol j'ai franchi les portes de mon université. Je ne saurais méme pas par oli commencer pour te dire 2
7

quel point j'aime cet endroit, mon université.. c'est chez moi. Le bonheur qu'il me procure, je souris de mon sourire

le plus éclatant, le plus heureux, quand je suis a 'université.

Les gens disent normalement que c'est a cause des personnes que tu y rencontres, mais je vais manquer cet endroit de
la méme fagon, peu importe qui auraient été mes amies. Je m'assieds parfois et je réfléchis a qui j'aurais été sans LSR.
En tant qu'enfant qu'on appelait une rebelle sans cause, sans jamais s'arréter, LSR est devenue le havre de sécurité ou
mes idées féministes radicales n'étaient en quelque sorte pas assez radicales, ou I'émancipation ne se manifestait pas
d'une seule fagon mais de 3000+ fagons a travers les 3000+ étudiantes ici. La ot chaque jour tu apprenais des
expériences partagées, des innombrables femmes talentueuses autour de toi, la ol tu désapprends aussi tellement, tant
d'idées précongues avec lesquelles tu arrives, ¢a t'apprend a étre toi sans t'excuser, ¢a t'apprend a te dépasser, ¢a te

donne la plateforme.

Ce n'est pas que des roses... tu perds des amies, parfois méme un peu de toi-méme, tu échoues, tu tombes.. tu te sens
vaincue, mais s'il y a un endroit qui te reconstruira plus grand et meilleur, tout en vaudra la peine, parce que la magie
de LSR te fagonnera pour toujours. Il te faudra peut-étre du temps pour trouver cette magie, mais si tu t'assieds
simplement et que tu regardes autour de toi, tu réaliseras que la magie est en toi.. tu es la magie. C'est toi qui rends cet
endroit magique, et tout comme toi, chacune autour de toi est la magie.

Et un jour, des années plus tard, une chanson jouera, ou le vent soufflera d'une certaine fagon, ou le soleil frappera
ton visage sous le bon angle.. et tu seras transportée directement ici. Dans ces couloirs, ces roses, ces femmes, cette

magie. Et tu souriras.. non pas parce que ¢a n'a pas pris fin, mais parce que c'est arrivé. Parce




que pendant quelques-unes des années les plus déterminantes de ta vie, tu as eu la chance d'appartenir 4 quelque
chose d'aussi beau.

Quand tu franchiras ces grilles pour la derniére fois, ne regarde pas en arri¢re avec tristesse. Regarde en arriere avec le
genre d'amour qui reste. Celui qui vit dans ta poitrine pour toujours. Parce que LSR ne se termine pas a l'obtention
du dipléme.. elle commence simplement 4 vivre en toi d'une fagon que tu n'as pas encore découverte. Et peu importe

ou la vie t'emmene, tu trouveras toujours, toujours ton chemin vers toi-méme.. parce que cet endroit s'en est assuré.

P . . . . \ . ”
Merci, LSR. Pour tout ce que je suis. Et tout ce que je suis encore a devenir. ﬁ: I:F-‘.r_r E
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"Y1 G SFATAT" UG AT THT WA Dl ATHBYT &, S fea! Alfecdd § Uoh Headyol bid JHT STdl &1 39 Y& § Afeen 3
YA Sia & 9, S9! 3R JHTS § Ueh Sl & ¥ H U1 g U &R Hl HaHl ol 9gd &l AIHD AR JRdfas €9 §
TR R 2l

"1 F AT Uk QAT Tl BT BT &, SiT 31U S § g die & ARBId, AT 3R TTaR ol J ToRdl &l 79T WM 6l
ST 3R WRafker Ush fgaret qRare ulkar & gai, Staf arsfeat & forg Hifid srferer ofik Wd=ar 9t 31 utikariie srieysit &
[a%g ST A Shdel 3o [T UTW 1, dfech T hel A, ARIehT 3R JUTST AT & ¥4 § 3101 a1 13|

Y ATHBIT H GHT @M T 30 Sl & 37 ST Ue3il Dl ISR Tohd1 &, 5178 a8 U1 @1 & HIHH F GHSAT Dl Bl
&l &l fohdTa # 3= 31U AT STiad, Yeudrg] JHTS & i1, [aa1e I41 WR 310 faeR 3R amifSie graRl & fEers doy
T HETT T TR aaTaT 2l

T QT ! g8 HBYT AT Uh &1 & ATH-FHH 3R JdAdT bl TSl Dl e &l Ueh WIRNT URAR H STHT THT 3 JHTS
& §91Y gU TaHT & geoh 31U Sl ol G Wd dd il 3= STUH] Wdd TgdT= a91¢ 3@ & foiq Jeu {1, ST 39 Y&dh ol
CZARREERE]

A% H TRIATG I Uoh ALUTh R G- i THAAdT 8| ARGeRT 7 FHTST § Aigarsii ol AT, 375 A¥HR 3R 37 19 & 38 99T
& IR H SETHT T 914 DI 8] 3= a1 & 1o o5 aee FHTST § Afeetrsil ol - Ses1eil 3R AUA1 &l Ga & folq HoTeR fohat
ST &l
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foHT ferddt figreh & 314 Sitae & shicd Uge(3il &l ISR fohaT €, [Sed uToh 3% Juul 3R HIaTHS Hdl ¥ S[gid Hegd
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dIdRT hedt bl Taaten

f&ST fqar Sra 7 awt & gefent &t Tt fihed St €, [Sei gfe! &l g HHRe fohaT 8, 98! Tt fieed oft €, fS=iA gefe! &1
RS i & ATI-TTT JHTS & He I Bl I ISR Hd §¢ AATST &I Tal [GAT UG X I T fehar | T &1 flhed & -
AT | Gy TEgT =T ST T A<k 3R 3dd ATHes ftherl § I Uoh 8| ¥8 thed ATeT 2024 | TR # o118 41| fthew &
Fwfar sttt <mi &, e 39 fiher o1 o iR Mg o fohaT 81 ‘a9ary # 91 gy, by M R fIwRd R 4mar §&
AT # €| 19 &1, ASTUTE F164, 3-1 TAAER, AT TEET, AT AT 311G HelThR Fereh iHwT § 8| g8 thed Sl 1ifhd
TR 9gd W UG el o dehl, Tohq fhr o1, I8 Toh FLMh 3R 3Ta8deh o Ao GRIeh! ol ARG &dl &l

39 Thed 1 He! U g Ach o S &I a1 IR TR &, Sit FEHRm@r, o14iq Jem & dHRI § Ufd &) 39 HROT 9 3TRR
st ot ST & SR 7 aikaR & ST OR agd TR off A eI & 3% URaR & 3% oM 9e-9g¢ ofR gia-vifaat & dfe 3
WR-R URAR § T 38 SHLAT 31U Y Uil Bl FTG ST 8] Sa1 79T R Y 3796 T8 WR &1 s=araT 47 - ‘fauer 95| 396 foi] g8
TR &1 37T JaY 31ed Y 8] TR 37 J2-9gY GleTd Pl ATerd # 98 R S 39 Ude T sHaT 9T8d &l 3% fUar S1ue
AT 3T faR1e FRd & Ui ellerd # 39 39 URAR dTel 3¢ AT & g9RY g & T8 3¢ a9RY | &l BIgh 3T S1d &l 9
3% X A ST YHIUT 07, SR 3R Ga13a1 | FehIel S 8, 39 ST1=iehT # foh d el OR aTq 7 317 S| S AT 98 GGHT et
TET o UTd 3R & SIS 37U T o1 g&d Kad 8l 37! dIHRI & HRUT 3 Y STTd 8 b 37 9= 9 &1 7Y 8] 9 & Uoh 4 Yed & [
T fehddl ¥ 3Tk 14, 11 3R 7 ATA & Todl DI GET &2 37k UTH $B &l &, I 37! T START &, SaH 321+ o701 Uil & felg
HiAdq ferdl €1 39 SR # 37! Hellhld d1¥ dreiied? 4 gidl &, Sl & df Uoh §gd MR =R, U 319 &4 & HRUT 38 gUh
I & Ueh 19 Hegd &4 1Al & 8 Hal] [ Toh HIg odl & STl a1 GIuch AN i 39 BR o ST & folq &R d9d yar
AT 8l

Tthed | Tl ol Ta fhed & 3%l &l GIuh AR Sl YR § T UTeHR Gich! i Uk 3T8d dg %! UIel o1 3 Hd T old &
S 9 IS UTA 7 Bl WY [ & ARt giucs Aril &1 81| 3chy T 3 a1 areifedr ol YHeT 9gd T3] dig TS &l 37!
IRA feeehel HEH Tl aTdT| I8 W Dl SARHAT Ageh o U # YXI aRE Il fordl &l [IHRd bR ITET {1 B fHehl § 1% ol
T 3R Sueh AR ST ol e & Y H IHIH JATd] & A1 &1 -1 3R ASTUTe A16d S hellhR HI U] fHdT d gRich!
&I HT Hig od &l

U & YRR a1g T AR IRA & 3% &l Gush AN, Sil [REeT o ol €, fégT &R sl # a1d oed &l g8l a1, {1
3R 3% A1iEat @ &) § TR 3igTsT @ & fHerar 8] Hal-hel WISyl & 165 T g o1 ferd &

39 fhed &1 3899 3R o1 TSI & THY H 9gd Heaqul 8l 39 e i [e3f1d | &1 U 9199 3A7dl & - “HT AMq9Taeh] &
Ui 9 fther 9 & a1 & 98 J 9 St & b [ wepr Arar- i ot e @ 13 & 319 it ot efrer-uiooT 3, 33l UhR et
I i & fob d T 370 ATAT-FdT T Fa1 6, 3¢ a1t 7 IHeH| A1 &1, 92 fhed g8 ol UGfid il & fh dl $© Todf ST od &
HTaT-foaT gRT @ 3 S & 3R & Sfie 9R 39 urikarikes 9w & fog avad &, S 1% areifear| a8l gl oiR Stef ius @t 3
Y URAR & oTq A9 e fehaT 91 3 Ueh T o6l IR ol fHeT 3R 37 dedt 4 3 URaR & folq ‘Seadde deh e a1l 3=
7g A forar o6 foarsht &1 e & o9 #1g gfeferdy 7€) | 1 9l g9ef 0% & S 4% 2R 3% Irdt 2u=1 99 35 Sed s
T St ! ST 7 ford <reg1 3R shfaarsii & sifdhd ST I STTHIE TR 3= -IHET o ST 38 9, a4 IRA | 37 Fi1 o 37!
il 94 Flcithohe aaH o ol RY 31T 38 9| I8 df SIY® AN HI TR SISHI 311 &1 'R § LN YT WaaTeh gl &l I8
e foar fos farsh 7 & g9 79| ofd # S @i &t 7T eR af e Siar 8, R 9 uRar & e 39 e & SRoT Sfiaq &
R TRIHET H W4 STUHT qUUT ek 3T UT0T AT Gd & 3R 1% R & 3119 &1 ST1ar 8| fohg 9 o7u 9+ ! T8l YeldT & 3R Gue
i SfY 7 2ifdH TEhR 3R aUoT dh 3% faetT GG H Ush JGI%H -1 3T & STal 3 e dgoT T I fetdr 8

Freepda: fhed ‘aary a9Td & AT9-919 Ueh 3M1GL AT & hdod I 3Tcd AT 3R JaeALTe ¥ I U Bl & 3R 31T Bl
UIGI &1 310 UTRaR & 3R Tehe o ST ol YATH 3l &l A1 &1 37T ol YISt ol 37U shricd] 9 3TaTd &Rld] §3 Geih! o 7 § Ueh
BT Bied! 8l
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Mano?

Tano?

Phi dei mano?

Phi kwah fano?

Ban len ’lade,

Ne rah burom,

Ha man ka khyllipmat;
Nga swai.

Mano?

Ma nga.

Ko hep barit,

Ha kliar lum,

Nga don hangne.
Ha khap ka kshaid,
Mynta.

Mynta?

Hooid.

Phi dei mano?
Nga dei -

Nga dei ma phi,
Nga dei ma nga.

Tano?

Mut aiu?

Tano phi wad?

Ia phi -

Phi ba dang tlor,

Phi ba dang swai,
Phi ba dang jrem

Tano?

Mut aiu?

fano phi wad?

Ia phi -

Phi ba dang tlor,
Phi ba dang swai,
Phi ba dang jrem.

Phi kwah aiu?

Ka jinglaitluid.

Ban lait na ki;

Lait na ki ksai,

Lait na ki jingkhum,
Laitnal.

Phi kwah iano?
Nga kwah iaI

I- iba hajan, hynrei ha jngai.

I- iba nga thrang, kum umjer.

Hynrei nga pat,
Nga don harud,
Mynta.

Mano?
Tano?

Ngam tip shuh.

Weritten by: Risamon Mary Langstieh, IlI year,

BAP Department

Photograph by: Chukrin Vashum, I year,

Psychology Department







9= As

“4& 9A o
“29 o %A &7

“d] g2k ol A, ¥l @Al el
‘o] MEE A2t

“A& £ol fFol.”

‘o] %2 W o 3"
‘A o 7tE o7,
oA AA =& E7L?”

Aoz MY o AA L
“29 W] AHHL Hlo] o

“ =1
DA

“v) mhgo] & olmd).”

Az o] 101"
“@ef Y7k AR 2 ofele] Sk Frta?”

g o] A5L FestTut
$eE 987 BED

AA 219 2 Addetz wEol.
24 919] 2 FolE A,

e Aol W7t duht & 5 YA FHA
& 919 HEL | £ g

!
1y

A2
AS2>

o gl AE, Y7t Quht 28 4 g gEF
Holx] g A, Aol W7t duht Bolx] &H
2

271 7 ol AsS

o] B HeE: HY
Hist7te] A EA4.

ol A=< 3 &+ AS7?
3 5 E @S S0 & EX?

Written by: Yashi Goswami, III Year, History Department




o

= Avtwork By: Khushi Joshi, HI Year; Psychology Department:




315 A1 A IRd Bl bl

AT I U 311 The-Ths Fiud AeR--weueR 77 981 &4 & fhs G ufed w1t feama ugs & =1 <k Had|
EIT SLBTd rs H WA 311 eet wo| T S safes & yg &, T g0g g1 d09g & Her ugs & Iqelre 3ol
313 Il WR A1 fohe OR ds HIF WS Tea|h % 3fth & 31 ST WiAdRad, TR T e IXHT & R FGoTEs
ANTARG| TR 915 3T T FOTRE SRT & e, “Sg! Judg d il Selrel 4Ll &R Href d feras-ugs & &/ad 9|
3TT3TR TTAT O T 89 I &Y | Ueh 74, TH-dH 9| 37¢e J| 7 g d &x Aalt 1! g9 forde Tmeg &S uer” g
gtafe e T & Siad fear off 19 Ahe o S[ef Fed STHIGR aTel|

¥R fohg FRa-A9d Heaid gl 3t 3ffeR F TR UISd A1 & UReea &S & fHsis 9=1 ST 3 7971 d a@d
snfadfe S TR fiRs & ufed =1 & S@d Wt 2 Mia a1gst Isfayl 5 99 € & ufed i off QaasT &
AH1-AG T MG’ & ohg Hied 3= 1 8F ST & FSTeid AN dagl

SIS &8 'Y MTqe el 3ell &R | AUl R SH, ATATRYT 6T HRAT 36 3T AR HR g9 R
@] R TTed gt 311 foheik FHR HR fGa e faea-faree-a+ =ue ger arell aged! & s & SIREdHe®
T LA TET R G IH G931 §1d STEMTH IR 3R TR UTqd I8e e il @ Ueh T Ioel U TsTR URed|
31 Iue Retadl & el faad T 38 39 ®MYR| ide ad ATl &S &R AN Rd 9was Jfd § afel Iid St
B R TRATT § hdere B, HIog § €Ol | T@ 91 Iga St 3119 doh Sid 1ol &H 79 gl g d ad a2
T G Bdh| q@ TG US...3ilfe ATeT gehT Us fagr oq, fagr & ufewr &n e faem @ oife & frpy SR ufem
AT 22T 3 & ufes €4 etrae wer| 3NfE & ufe 9 i s

£ 99 s et ggT 8RT T ATE A4

&1 A BT ‘Paet doh AT 79 & ST Sb! S1e e 316 s1ed Sit R wiadr,3ife et & Midgr orer o€ &
e de aife I dielT Soe 317 I3R HISiTeh T ORT ST 311 U1 & 4G & I0hd 81 31t 9T & I 31gd T hd
STSie HTHT @9 31 TR §S I8 W@ia-| At § 3R DHI-h1 819 2 T ok Uth €] Agh! Trid adT 8 189 foh &l
g TAUT 2007 | HIIA TieT SGHTRIS [T 87 Qa1 ae 4 fadR uifa ga S| 31w, &=, SIiges IR1 &S & @1
311 efthe, TeR-GE T Faf =T T 3M13TR s9u= R A, 3iife o ufeed =R Jad TER 311 9o & & fGumT 217s-
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Sl Hl fgeeild UTshal daad—3Tisw! HIUR, 3+l ST 31Ul 3fles] Jxhdl YRald Ae—dl Hell YA
TSTFHT  Sch! ATHEUEAT, UGIUd &dT 30T SAHT HSch GATHMIA &lch 39 AT ol Ha? d&T Hell SIUfd HATe! ol
HIAT e HI g fohel A0 31101 J&Ig &ld. TETET TERTaR YH R0l TS i, Tehasduul STqedT dRTogTd-
U HIdT Ffd T8 hi0l FUTS! hld SAT(0T STaed] STHYHILT AT AT Ug Sigeeil SHul %Sl &, & Hell
oA d 3HSTerd T d. hictsTeAT UfeedT a1 HelT U=, TduedT Te=il {107 YUl U ATeduT I1g=i. Hl 97 dgellhs
TEI@R WU UTed &ld—dRUgThS AU Wda STFHTHS STUTR Yeh UTShel. HI & WhRe &ld I, 3Tdl Hell SRIIR
R, T 3Alosd@] LMexTd, ATos@] HIUTHES Yehe 4 A-Td e, Uohl Isodel HITHTAT AT |l & 3T UeTugr
JaR &ld.

quT |l HISAT HIFSYUT Bidl. HAT a1 &ld ! &1 JaTd Heh [hIRIdH AaRAq Wedihs fdhal Riaafawarhg
AAATHS SITOTRT e 14T 96 31Te. dT HIBM HAT o T4 [Qhdel S AT TATed &iad, Uo7 Fiadiel 379 Hlal
SWaE! fod SUTeT Y WHTde! faaR Hell Teadl. YhIEe & 418 HoR dredd 12 GUT FTdell Ueh GhRIHS deal 3la.
T A Hell ATAF FIHT 0T HU FSIRT ET [Rhacdl. & A8 SATAT Howh Ueh dleqRal aRT el A, HIZAT
AT IRTUGTTET SIaldil 3118k s-al 3Ta. AT Siel HI g7 TeRTAT Teed iy fhd, deer Jar Hidl ared Arel; adta
T ATSATSi fAeTERET STerdld, HIEt Ao S1TdT AT Hed ATl 3Ted, AdTet ST Wrerdgrd Argil SfraqdriadT s
T AT(0T JoTel TRhe ATaleUl &1 HISAT Tasdl BG HATell 3Ta. dT 4TS [Geeilar UH 31T8; HRUT 399 Hell HIsi!

ST, WA, BTdl, GEIBI, ST, AT 2ATIOT Yehid HTISeT 3118,

U, &1 VAR ST $haes SITagd Te&dl. & Y YedTdge 3118, Sit 3qoT a7 'fefirierc! worsa Rt
TR DIBTd TWT-HEA TSI 3TUTT. Thafed S TR, TR AT SIS YTgUATT 3Tl GEIHI 30T HI0T STerd
{07 31MYUT Y& 1 SHUTR SATeld & oXddl. HIZAT STSUTdeUild SaT 3Hed 19T Had heil, ATagel |l Sl 3Te.
AT SR g1 IET HAT TSR 3T HdTd. Hl 39 Yeh Helwil FUH 3Tl &Id Sl Weh Wd:il YidT Hrudr=i
o1 BIdl; GUT Y&oAT aul Steal |l &1 ST Wied, deal |1 Wd:ell Ueh 1T Tl TUH UTed fSi< aTevdT= s SATdl
gGelell 3Me. 3T HIZAT WAl U TG SAT0T ATl 3fTe, ol TR SIuilg 3dd 0T A irel—faLivd:
JHTSIA T SUTEId TCeh T I—YehT IRTedT YT 3TTLIT AT,

AT, T QeI ATSAT HIes & Tohl 'Sieicie =T @] A9 fafes 3me: T saamrery anfor Faffidr S
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Sufia &ld I 19 dgfthes URAdd & IS IRRAAUYRIT dT& Hdl JUIR ATel. Wl Ul Fosl Aad:aAT
faATiErR R STTofia 39Ul 31Tf0T GRETER STl ™l STTaTST GIAUITAT GAUTHT 3@ GUl. HT &l S hdes Uk ygdl
U3 HISUIR ATEH, @R Uhl YA RATRT g IRd €13 dTex USUIR SATe—RAARIdIe &l SAHTEddr Jafarst gent
T 3o AT Yo G99 erhere! 91u ox1dl, &< ATE 3fEw ar.
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En Medio

Yo vefa el cuadro de Yin y Yang. Una parte se pintd en azul, la otra era del color oro. Los puntos de colores

opuestos supuestamente simbolizaban la presencia de elementos opuestos. Pero lo del color oro en la parte azul

me confundia mucho. “¢Cémo puedo tener elementos masculinos?”, yo pensaba. Y pensaba también en ¢l - que

es (metaféricamente) mi principe sobre el caballo blanco.

Mi boda es de amor, y eso significa que mi prometido es mi novio antes de estar comprometido conmigo. Y salir

en citas es, en esencia, una violacion de normas en mi comunidad. Pero esas cosas no me interesan A veces hay que

ir en contra de las normas para ser feliz, ¢no? Asi que, yo miraba con fijeza, y recibi un golpecito en mi hombro.
ista?”, una de las abuelas de Aman me preguntd.

“¢Lista?” de las abuelas de A pregunt

Yo sonref, “Si, Nani”

Nani puso sus manos sobre mis mejillas, “Eres exactamente como la chica que siempre quise para Aman”

Yo sonref otra vez. Ay, excesivamente, tal vez. Y paré de hacerlo. Nani me observé.

«. 4 L9 7
¢Qué pasé?”, me preguntd.

“Nada, Nani”, yo sonref con mds ansiedad para complacerla.

“Sabes que, eres como Aman para mi ahora”, ella sonrid, me acaricié el pelo, “Y tengo ojos. Puedo ver que estds

nerviosa”

Yo incliné mi cabeza por vergiienza, y otra vez miré a sus 0jos.

Nani me miraba con carifio, tomé mis manos en suyas, “;Me prometerds unas cosas?”
Me puse recta con atencion.

“Mi nieto es un humano muy bueno ¢No vas a dudar de sus virtudes, no?”

Agité mi cabeza en negacién, “Nunca, Nani”

“:Y... intentards ayudar?¢A os?”

“Si, vale... Nani.”, mi voz fue sorpresivamente baja.

“iNo te preocupes, por favor, no puedo ver a mi nieta con tanta inquietud!”

Pero antes de que pudiera responderle, recibi otro golpecito en mi hombro.

1»

“:Dénde estds, Geetika?”, mi hermano me pregunté, “{Te buscamos desde hace tanto tiempo




e o

Durante la ceremonia de engalanar, cuando la luz me mostré su cara cuando ella nos aplaudia, juro que miré las
cicatrices suyas, de su pasado matrimonio malo. Esa mujer, ha visto matrimonios felices y tristes. Yo mire a ella, y al
hombre en frente de mi. En unas horas tocaré un nuevo deber. Una responsabilidad nueva. Un rol nuevo - en la

vida.

Y tengo humanos buenos conmigo.

¢Pero eso es suficiente?

Photograph By: Alexander Mass, via Pexels
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Bad Bimny en la onte;a:
Perreo, Protesta y Poder

Hay algo en Bad Bunny que se siente como ana frontera. Es un lugar donde la protesta v la biesta estin

juntas. El deseo y la rebeldfa tienen el mismo ritmo, El no'solo estd en este lugar, €l lo muestra en su misica,

En canciones como Yo Perreo Sola, El Apagdn y NUEVAYoL, Benito usa la milsica para hablar de estas

ideas. En Yo Perreo Sola”, ¢l drag e divertido pero también es resisrencia. E< una forma de decir que 158

migjeres pueden hacer lo que quicren. Bailar no s escapar, es una forma de expresion.

“El ;".F'l.'lgn."ln" habla de |hr|.||:1|ﬂ:|'|:1'-. en Puerto Bico, La canchon mecls middea ¥ reabidad, Fx Fuerre v direcia.

Muestra que la vida plede ser diffcll, pero la genre sigue adelante,

En [eMF, la -:m:-u-‘gi.: ¢ importante, La cancién habia del E"-I.‘-.l:Jl'r ¥ de p:nl:r moakentos, Estd entre
recordar v sentir tristeza, "Andrea” es muds silenciosa v triste, ¥ " Estamos Bien" muestra fuerza en momentaos
it iciies

Eni el Super Bowl, este mensaje llega a todo of mundo. El canta en espafiol v muestra su cultura, Crea un

espacio donde muchas personas pueden ver algo nueva,
S, es guapo. Pero no solo es puapo, Es puligmm-. Sagrado. Inveniso. Suave. Polirico.
Ex el pf[ln.'i|5-;' del e'l.'ggil:rr"-r: que ].IIIL'LI.L' 20 reina prar cambiar las :I'L.";'l:l.l.'\.. Y del

mundo citd en fuego, podemos bailar con Benito en el centro, brillante y fuerte

Writeen by: Iihita Chaudbary, I year, BAP Department
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