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From the Desk of the
Vice Chancellor

| am delighted to offer the readers Volume Il of DU Vidha, a journal of
creative writing, to which aspiring young writers from different colleges
and departments of the University of Delhi have contributed. It is a
matter of great joy to see this wonderful output in creativity, specially
in times when there is so much stress as well as time-constraint on a
student. Creative expression and art, we know, relieves one of stress. In
addition creativity becomes an avenue for self-realization.

DU Vidha, the title of this journal of creative writing, is not to be
confused with the Hindi word “duvidha” which in English means
dilemma. For any creative articulation though, one does inevitably slip
into dilemmas regarding the choices one has to make in terms of the
content, form or vocabulary. To start with, “DU” of this DU Vidha,
however, refers to our own Delhi University, and then Vidha means
“form” or “genre”. DU Vidha offers a platform for the sharing of creative
forms of expression of ideas and feelings for the students of the
University of Delhi.

| welcome all readers and writers, young and old, to the current issue
of DU Vidha for a happy feast of creativity.

Yogesh K. Tyagi
Vice Chancellor
University of Delhi
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Edirorial Comments

DU Vidha : Pooling Creativity at DU ...

The response to our call for submissions for the current issue of DU Vidha has
been overwhelming! A large number of poems and prose pieces, in both
English and Hindi, as well as photographs and paintings were received from a
wide range of students engaged in undergraduate studies in different colleges
to those writing their Ph.D. dissertations in various departments, in varied
disciplines in arts, sciences and commerce as well. Creativity knows no
disciplinary borders. This was indeed heartening. This is also why creative
writing tends to build bridges and understanding between diverse kinds of
human beings in space and over time.

It is generally believed that those who are pursuing literature or humanities
courses may be more inclined towards creative writing. Our experience at DU
Vidha tells us that this is not necessarily true. In fact some of our best pieces
here are by some science students! So many stereotypical notions collapse at
the experiential level on the ground, don’t they? For instance we thought there
will be a lot more girls writing poetry than boys but that again turned out to be
a false notion. Creative expression is sought by both, equally intensely. Gender
biases either way need to be questioned...

In pursuance of the mandate of Aruna Asaf Ali Chair held by me at the
University of Delhi, and the thematic appropriateness of the same, we decided
to invite creative pieces related to the value of freedom earned by the country
through a long and glorious struggle and the social responsibility there of. The
creative pieces needed to foreground the ideals of equality and fraternity
within the context of the rich cultural diversity of the nation. Needless to say,
the response to such a call has been generally adhered to. What is evidenced in
the creative pieces received is an aesthetic expression — sometimes subtle and
abstract and at times direct — of an anxiety on the part of the young to resist a
status quo as it were and move forward towards achieving the ideals of social
justice and freedom. Literature and art are indeed a form of activism.



Following the advice of the honourable Vice Chancellor, we appointed a set of
ten reviewers from different institutions to review the nearly three hundred
submissions received from about forty five colleges and departments of Delhi
University. It is they who then selected visuals, poems and prose pieces that
are included in the current issue of DU Vidha. All for you, the reader, to savour!

As we sought to organize and slot contents of this volume into different the-
matic categories, we realized that many of the good creative pieces actually
defied categorization. That is how it should be! The specified categories then
are just meant to serve as mere pointers towards making “meaning”. The reader
is free to overthrow or discard the categories as redundant for a direct recep-
tion of the poem, prose piece or the visual.

We solicit readers’ responses/reactions as well as suggestions for the planning
of the subsequent issues of DU Vidha.

Sukrita Paul Kumar
Aruna Asaf Ali Chair
Cluster Innovation Centre
University of Delhi



Concept

“Where the mind is without fear and the head is held high...
Into that heaven of freedom, my Father, let my country awake”

In his poem Tagore offers a beautiful expression of the ideal of freedom from
all colonial bondages for which the Indian nation fought a long and glorious
battle for independence:

The struggle for freedom from the British spanned over 90 years (from 1857 to
1947) and was indeed a vibrant period that foregrounded ideals such as
, equality and fraternity in its literature and aspired to take the country towards
emancipation through its collective socio-political movements. Through our
struggle for independence we hoped not only to achieve political freedom but
also freedom on a cultural, social and intellectual level. Literature in all its
forms, be it slogans or national songs, supplemented and reinforced these
objectives. In a country like ours, that showcases great cultural diversity and
linguistic plurality, the role of literature in creating bridges and furthering
understanding cannot be overstated. Through its constant engagement with
society, literature has always aimed at sensitizing people and broadening their
outlook. This issue of DU-Vidha aims to showcase creative writing that
emerges from meaningful ideals of freedom and social responsibility. The
expression may range from realistic portrayal to fantasy.
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What is Poetry ?

Sanjhee Gianchandani

As | put pen to paper in order to write a poem
A tiny voice asks me if | am poet enough.
What is it that one calls a poem?

The Wordsworthian spontaneous eloquence
Or the Yeatsian quarrel with oneself?
Keats calls it truth; Mill strives to define it still
The metered verse or the decrying emotion
Fail to reflect its essence
Its superiority to its novelistic counterpart
Lies in its very being
The way it strikes a chord, rings a bell
Words are few but have a lot to tell
Feelings familiar yet anew
The soul they seem to renew
The cosmic drive that is shared by all
Coupled by the solace in solitude
Reading a good poem elevates the spirit
And the process of writing it is as fulfilling
Yet | wonder at my own poetic-ness
With stories bubbling inside my head
To vomit them after embellishment defeats the purpose
Long rumination, meditation and cogitation
Aid the process of creating a poem about poems
For the writer-race to be able to relate.

<

Sanjhee Gianchandani is a student of M.A (English) final Year
IV Semester at Lady Shri Ram College For Women.



Broken Tongue

Neelkanth Pan

My tongue was broken
Long before | knew | had one.

Speaking Odia, listening Ho,
Playing with Adivasi lads,
Sitting with Urdu boys and girls,
Laughing in Hindi,

And reading English.

The semi-permeable membrane,
Melting with cosmopolitanism,
Reflecting the self-consciousness,
Coming towards the origin;
An individual, a political entity.

Ain't | speaking a new tongue,
A new voice of amalgamation, completely unheard?

Neelkanth Pan is a student of M.A. English at Atma Ram

Sanatan Dharma College
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The Demagogue’s Mouthpiece

Ninadini Sharma

Blessed are those whose songs are sung
Their joys may be few but their worries are none
The blanket doesn’t let their feet get cold
All altercations of the night by the morning are resolved
The sun greets them with a warm embrace
The kindred slumber ends in a glistening face
For the water in the bath is always perfectly drawnThe bread from the
toaster is gingerly brown
Dodging raindrops in the rain
Successfully in and then back out again
They’re crossing the seven seas, and
You think it’s all without a reason
It might be because, their songs are sung
F Blessed are those whose songs are sung.
Their words may be strewn, the melody torn
The harmony astray, the audience long gone
But they’re singing for you, and they’re not yet done
For blessed are those whose songs are sung

o3

Ninadini Sharma is pursuing B.Sc. (Hons.) from Miranda House

and is currently in her final year.
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A Deafening Silence

Muskan Dhandhi

(The word 'Silence' in its true sense signifies peace, which could be
derogatory as well as obnoxious and disturbing also. Somewhere, 'Silence'
puts an individual into an alien environment where one is left with the job
of introspecting one's own self. 'Silence' can create a fictitious identity of
the victim and can force him/her to break away from the chains of society.
Here, | will be analyzing a form of 'Silence' which tears one's soul apart
leaving the victim completely shattered.)

Silence which is loud enough to damage my ear,
Silence which is cruel enough to bring someone near,
Silence which baffles my soul,

Silence which is as dark as coal,

Silence which is enough to make me insane,
Silence which is incessant as rain.

a deafening silence.....

a deafening silence.....

Silence which forces me to ask 'who am i?’
Silence which allows me to cry and sigh.
Silence which buries my soul,

Silence which craves to play an important role,
Silence which possibly wants me to die,
Silence which stops me from touching the sky.
a deafening silence.....

a deafening silence.....



Silence which fails to fade away with the passing of time,
Silence which is sour as the juice-filled lime
Silence which kills the innocent child within,
Silence which explores my dark side hidden.
Silence which leaves a trail of my evil past,
Silence which puts me in an alien cast.

a deafening silence.....

a deafening silence.....

3

Sanjhee Gianchandani is a student of M.A (English) final Year
IV Semester at Lady Shri Ram College For Women.
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[ Want to Name Myself...

Lubhawani Yadav

| want to name myself...

A name that captures the essence of 'me"...

But then who knows the essence? Whoever has?

Yet | want to name myself... A gift of name from me, to me!

| want to be mononymous! Just a single name. No surname, no maiden
name. No burden of caste,class. No burden of worldy nomenclatures.

| refuse to be named like the animal kingdom... with a species name and a
type! | refuse to be labelled by ethnicity. | refuse to be categorized. | refuse
to be caste in an easy mould. | refuse to be put in the piles of social identi-
ties. | refuse to be identified by birth. | refuse to be identified by associa-
tion. | refuse to be identified by worldy categories. | refuse to be identified.
| command to be recognized instead.

For | belong less to the social world,and more to the elements. Name me
after the sun, name me after the wind. Name me after the moon, name me
after the mist that surrounds the mountains. Name me after the
waters, name me after the fires. For | was born out of these and not of your
social menageries. | want to be reclaimed by the elements that make me
and that you, oh so often, polish it with your pretensions. | want to belong
again to the land of wind and nature and want to disassociate from the
fields of norms, religions and the 'right' ways. | want to merge with the
ether, the skies and the oceans...where | come from and belong... no longer
do | wish to be contained in your shallow world.

KX

Lubhawani Yadav is a student of M.A. (Political Science) final year, Sem IV at
Hindu College.
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Crusade

Mishie Singhal

Each time | think | cannot fly,
| shift my gaze and find myself in sky.
Each time my fancies take a flight,

My feet race to make it faster to the rope tight.

The pleasure that bringeth the extra mile,

Makes each grueling step worth its while.

| dream my dreams and put them in the crystal ball,
Have learned that this is to make me see better, each time the tears fall.
Serendipity's child, | will not pass by in a trance,
Hold your breath hey life, partner me in the cosmic dance!!

X

Mishie Singhal is a student of Psychology Hons. Il year at
Indraprastha College for Women.
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An Encounter with Myself

Vernika Tanwani

Brimming on the edges of insecurities,
Overflowing with vulnerability.
With self doubt echoing in my heart,
| finally decided to part,
With the fabricated image of my own self,
And find my real self.
| took to shadows and mirrors,
Photographs and rivers,
But nothing seemed to appease me.
Where can my real self be?

In the traces of all those unspoken words,
In the tangles of the subdued laughter,
All those untold tales
Shouted out who | really was.
Silence screamed out aloud in my soul
Ripping out a diamond from the coal
And that was when | first met my real self!

¥

Vernika Tanwani studies B.A. Program, Il year
at Lakshmibai College.
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I’'ll Go On

Lubhawani Yadav

| do not want the sweet pastures
And lose my vast skies
| wish not to be lulled into a sleep so sweet
That I lose a sense of the sleepless restlessness that keeps me awake
| do not want to lose my sleepless sense of wonder
Neither can | afford to lose my sense of shock and surprise
Its too high a price to pay
Its too high a barter

| want not the lullabies that drown these haunting silences of insomnia
For these sleepless eyes are my windows
My windows to the world | inhabit
To the lands where | belong
| cannot at any cost give up these discomforting, uncomfortable questions
No matter how convincing the answers seem to be
| cannot at any cost lose this vulnerable me
And trade it for a confident, complacent version of me
For 'l' will be lost in the process
What will remain?
The soul will be robbed of its spark
How will the flame keep burning?
These winds of tempting solace
| cannot let them put out my flames of restless yearning
Yes the light is blinding
Butl do not wish to pull down the blinds
At least not yet
The eyes don't hurt much yet
The corneais still intact
The crevice in my soul is yet to fill
Of the light that reaches the darkest corner

19



| am collecting my sensations of life
As | walk down this uncertain road
| wish not to find a map
Or worse still, a shady refuge

For a wise man once said
'Miles to go before | sleep'

Let my path also be crooked, tilted
Let the meadows be deep

And if ever | happen to find
A sight or sound so lovely to behold

| may stop for a while, soak in the beauty
And absorb the essence in my soul
Yet move on | must
As | cannot stay
Forli'm the element of air
Of winds, wild and of hunger
The reins cannot be leashed
And like the sun's passing shadow
| must go on
For | cannot stay
For wilderness is my destiny
And moonlight my companion
| carry a lot to say on my lips
As | carry the loads of silences in my pockets
How can | then stop..

In the middle of this b'ful story?
How can | then not tread further
On this path of anonymity?
| am the cult of a flowing river
Of a songbird
Of a restless wind
| flow, | blow, | sing
From eternity to eternity....

K%

Lubhawani Yadav is a student of M.A. Political Science final year, Semester IV
at Hindu College, Department of Political Science.
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The Indian

oiichAa chAai
Grusna 'LI’ ,’W ai

“You're a lucky chap!” said my father,

Why he said so, my five-year-old brain couldn’t gather.
Further, he added, “l am glad that you were born after 1947;”
“The India you're born in, unlike mine, is a tree of heaven!
Dropping me to school used to be his moment of pride,
Travelling in the front seat of his bicycle, used to be my favorite ride.
When stuck with a mathematical problem, my father would apologize,
“Iam an uneducated man, with petty fields of wheat and rice.”

“You're a lucky chap!” said my granddad,
“People now won't mind shaking your hand.”
Now this fact was unbearable,
How could people label my family as untouchable!
That my family witnessed discrimination felt very wrong,
But their survival stories made me mentally strong.

“You're a lucky chap!”said my mother,
“You get to help my son in earning bread and butter.”
Unlike my wife, my mother always kept her head covered,
My elders let my wife follow her dreams, unfeterred.
But my wife has got other worries,
Let me bring back my sister before those greedy animals kill her, she hurries.

“You're a lucky chap!”said my best mate,

With my city life he wants to relate.
He is naturally envious,
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The difference between his lifestyle and mine is outrageous!
Leaders, oh leaders! Listen to my plea,
Don't let people like me disrespect their hometowns and flee!

“You're a lucky chap!”l say to my son,
“That | am!” he says with a tinge of pun.
Ohh these generation gaps!

Only they explain how times elapse!

Grusha Ghai is a student of B.Com Hons. VI Semester

at Deen Dayal Upadhyaya College.
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Freedom

— Gaurav Juyal ——

It's a twig to the drowning
A patient reservoir behind an obstinate dam
Scar to a skin
Cigarette in an autumn forest
Mob with torches and gasoline
Bullets and medals on chest
What makes terror and peace
Keeps steam from boiling
Winner takes the ribbon
The adrenaline
Touch to the breasts
Like lightning across the sky
And skies
Needles that hurt
Wars lost
Truth to an orphan
A conclusion to the observer
What pebble does to a pond
Silent and growing
Snuffed candle proud wax
When it is pulled
All things will push
Collide and collapse
Waves, flames, rise, fall
Orbits disfigured
And failing planets
Poetry shall walk as it happens
Words into the world come alive
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Watch
When it is pulled
The sleeping will shake
A chaos born, against the order
Cities of people and plants
Battle atom bombs
The stagnant
All it needs
A stir to the sediment
A push to the wagon
A trigger
A trigger

K%

Gaurav Juyal is a student of B.A. (Hons.) English | Year at
Shaheed Bhagat Singh College (M).
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Apology to the Soil of India

Vinati Vashishth

O Soil of India,
Daily we tread upon you
While going to college or the mall
Little do we know on whom our feet fall

Mixed in thou is the blood of Queen Lakshmibai
Who fought for the freedom of her beloved land
And that of Bhagat Singh
A loving son of this sand

Further down we go Mother we find
Cities and civilizations of most ancient kind
With whispers of artists and saints great
Who gave the 'Om shanti' mantra which nullified hate

Deeper we delve Mother there are animals dead
Who say we lived and what a life
People loved and worshipped us, sculpted us
They did not make us extinct by gun and knife

Further down O Mother we hear an exhalation vast
Which makes trees and oceans sway in symphony
God's own presence who chose this land
United every atom with peace and love's band

Yet instead of daily lifting you to our foreheads
O Mother! O Soil of India!
And mumbling an apology deep for standing on your bosom
You from whom we are made, Holkar or Scindia
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We stand on you divine Mother
And shout in favour of your enemies and that of mankind
We are so intelligent, four letters we have read
We don't care anymore for you, in whom we were reared and fed

When we were toddlers we fell on you, Mother
And in what gentle arms you embraced us all
Yet today grown up we hurt you and make you smart
We think other countries are great and you are small!

You taught us humanity and love for mankind O Mother!
And also to distinguish right from wrong, the humane dharma
Yet we jibber jabber in heat of ideas using tongues neither mind nor hearts

In whose lap in freedom we play; to save our self respect who always leans
To hurt her in the name of freedom, is this what freedom means?

o3

Vinati Vashishth is a Ph.D. student from the Department of English.
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Half and Half

Kamakshi Khosla

“Hello Mister!”

My eyes, groggy with sleep, flew open the same instant | heard the words,
only to realise that | wasn’t being talked to. | looked outside the small
window of my coach with half an eye. It was a cold winter morning with
little sun, typical of Delhi winters, | suppose. At the opposite platform, |
could see passengers waiting eagerly for the arrival of the train; some
were sitting on the benches, smoking or reading newspapers; while some
were pacing up and down the platform. The vendors were having a busy
start to their day already, and the coolies, dressed in their patent red uni-
forms could be seen working their fingers to the bone. Allin all, the railway
station seemed to be a hive of activity.

| could feel my eyelids become heavy, making it impossible for me to open
them any longer. | waited just long enough to watch the guard wave the
green flag as soon as the engine whistled, indicating that my
nine-hour-long journey was about to commence. As | sunk deeper into
unconsciousness, | had a feeling that | wasn't alone anymore, but of
course, | could be hallucinating for all | knew!

“You've been sleeping like a log”| heard a fruity, female voice speak to me
as soon as | woke up and rubbed my eyes. | let panic colour my face and
frantically began to gather my things. She looked at me as if | was mentally
handicapped but then she understood...“Don’t worry! We still have about
two hours of the journey left”

“I've not had a wink of sleep in the past two days, you see!” | croaked, my
voice sounding hoarse with sleep.

“Oh, | see, but...” she couldn’t finish for a catering boy entered our coach
the very same moment. “What would you like to have, ‘café au lait" or
‘masala chai’?” he asked us politely.

Well, considering this to be the Indian railways, we hadn’t expected either
of the drinks, so we just continued to look at him, blankly. He laughed and
said, “It's our 100th anniversary and we're giving away free beverages to
our customers as a part of our celebration!”
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Thus, our conversation with him ended with two steaming cafés au lait sit-
ting comfortably on our common train table.

“So what brings you on this journey to Agra?” asked the lady, as she sipped
her coffee, in an attempt to strike a conversation.

“My dad works at a construction site in Agra. He says it’s a big project and
that it’s high time | act sensibly and work with him.”l answered flatly.

“So you mean you weren't being sensible all this while?” she giggled.

“No, it’s not like that...”l smiled and then continued, “ever since | was a kid,
I'd wanted to be a painter. For me, painting is nothing less than magic! You
know, that moment you begin to paint, when the canvas comes to life and
you become both the governor and spectator to your own event, now
that is something which really gives me a high!”

“Then what stops you from becoming the next Abanindranath Tagore?”
she asked, feeling completely puzzled.

“It's rather complicated” | replied, sounding unsure.

“Try me’

“Okay then...ever heard of a‘faking dalit’? Well that’s what people call me
back there. | belong to a dalit family alright, but unlike them, | don’t have
an umber skin. Moreover, the fact that | would rather paint than join my
dad only adds fuel to the fire. My dad’s of the opinion that | should engage
in jobs that demand physical labour, being out in the sun etc. That way, he
feels, |1 could get that umber tone too and be ‘manly’ Unlike painting
which my father thinks to be a‘girly affair’ I've tried to convince him sever-
al times but he just doesn’t seem to budge an inch and I'm tired of his
taunts...”

“By the way, don't you think the coffee is insipid?” she asked, interrupting
my monologue. Listening to her question made me feel a little offended,
to be honest. Here | was sharing some very personal experiences of my
life, and she was bothered about the coffee! | sipped it all the same and re-
alized that she was right, the coffee indeed was tasteless.

After several seconds when | still didn't say anything, she prodded, “you
know what’s special about ‘café au lait’?” she paused, and then continued,
“It tastes great only when ‘milk’ and ‘coffee’are put in the correct ratio, that
is 1:1. You see, even a thing as simple as ‘coffee” has something to offer!
Everything in nature has its own essence, its own flavour that is obtained
by a careful balance of ‘ingredients, and because this balance is not the
same for all things, we experience ‘variability’ It’s the same for us humans
too! Our hair, eyes, skin tone etc. are the ‘ingredients’ that give us our
unique essence, forming the core of our identity of which we must never
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be ashamed. Nature doesn’t discriminate, it only accepts and accommo-
dates! We being humans have got quite a lot to learn from nature! Sorry
for this analogy, but that’s the best that my mind could conjure up this in-
stant” she added sheepishly.

| still couldn't answer...I just couldn’t find the right words to express how
strongly her words had impacted me!

“Thank you, but how...?”| had to leave my sentence hanging midair for |
couldn’t control the wave of emotion that swept over me.

She smiled, as she comprehended what | was about to say, and then an-
swered, “You know, | was brought up being told that my body was my pris-
on...that | wasn't marriage material, and such reminders gave me inferior-
ity complex”

| realized then that I'd never paid enough attention to how she looked! So
| studied her more attentively this time...her hair was a rich shade of
black, flowing in waves to adorn her glowing, bronzed skin...her eyes,
framed by long lashes, were a deep chocolate brown, complimenting her
straight nose and full lips. To me, sitting in a simple white dress, she
seemed the picture of perfection!

“My only source of inspiration was my father, who was hell-bent on get-
ting me educated so that | could find myself a decent job and prove to
others that success in life didn't depend upon the colour of my skin!” she
said, and for once | noticed the speed of the train, now slowing down at a
considerable rate...I wished for the train to never stop, but when it did,
she gathered her belongings, stood up and got to the door. Then just
before leaving, she turned and said, “you know, always treat your knowl-
edge, skills and talent like your weapons...for your success depends on
how well you use them! Besides, it’s only once you find what sparks a light
in you, that you, in your own way, can illuminate the world!”

As soon as | heard those words, my self-pity got replaced by a blazing de-
termination to prove my worth, and | knew that | was ready to set the
world on fire!

With understanding as a major emotion playing on her face, she smiled
her brilliant smile one last time and then left.

"

Kamakshi Khosla is a student of B.A. (Hons.) Applied Psychology Il Year at
Shyama Prasad Mukherjee College for Women.
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Wounded Victory

-~ — Purnima Singh

Fall of a dynasty, intrusion of capitalism
Vasco da Gama's ill-fated discovery landed us in the hands of colonialism.

1857 Mutiny, the sepoys and their cries
Soldiers salughtered in the battlefield, it was humanity's demise.

Our economy was in shatters, with no one to care
The artisans dwelt in the maladies of despair.

The sight of our caged humiliation incited many
so came those who coveted brutal retaliation.

Valour it was that ran through the veins of the martyrs.
But callous politics segregated the land in quarters.

Patriotic, we became to make a nation free
Nationalism it was that sparked fire and made some flee.

Independence Day, we called it a victory
15th August 1947 is etched in our history.

The white left us, with the Tricolour well stood
It was a triumph that scarred us, severed brotherhood.

0§0

Purnima Singh is a student of Psychology at Indraprastha College.
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Inside my Brain

Magdhi Diksha

Death stands in this room. It does not have a face or a body, but | can feel
it's presence in that corner. | believe it is watching me, weighing my good
versus my bad. | laugh when this thought crosses my mind, what is it
weighing? | have hardly done any good! Ilook in the corner, challenging
it to come towards me, but it doesn't move, just keeps weighing.
“You..you..YOU!”

| can hear them, those other humans, calling for my attention. But | do not
answer. They think | am a freak. Maybe | am, but at least | am not one of
them. | haven't sold my soul, you know. Death has begun to write some-
thing now, curiously | move towards it when suddenly a flash of light ap-
pears in the room. It blinds me and | stagger a few steps back. When | look
at the source of light, all the excitement in my veins for death disappears.
Peacefulness takes over me, charmed | start to glide towards it when |
catch death following my eyes.

Hazy, hazy, it’s all misty!

“What is happening?”| cry

“Stop crying, you're making it rain.” Somebody scolds me.

Death, which had no face a while back, suddenly seems to be giving a sly
grin. It speaks, almost hisses, “is she dead yet?”

“No, there is something wrong. My drug seems not to be affecting her," re-
plies the light.

They turn and look at me. “So you're one of those, aren’'t you? You think
you can greet pain with a smile?”

| start to laugh, uncontrollably. | stretch my right hand and call them for-
ward. When they are close enough, | take their hands and put them on my
chest. They take it back in disgust.

“Where is your mind?”They begin circling me.

“Lost it”

“Lost it? Lost it where?”

“Somewhere, in the ocean when | drowned there.”
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“And your heart?”

| do not say anything this time.

“SPEAK!”

“| offered it to moon for dinner”

“You fool! Who are you trying to save?”They chastise.

“Who can | save?”| say after a moment.

“Perhaps, no one. Who will remember you when you're gone? Infinity is
beyond your reach, you little bastard.”

“Is universe within my reach?”

“The universe will die. Nothing is yours, not even these eyes.”They scratch
out my eyes.

As I fall in my own pool of blood, | hear them leave.

Soon the blood dries and | get used to the pain. Darkness is my new frene-
my now. From stumbling, falling and crawling, | am running on my toes
now. Observing is more important than seeing, | have realized.

One night, | hear the moon wailing, “My painting!”

| step out and ask, “What about it, my heart?”

“Oh, don't look at it! | have been betrayed. It does not speak!”

| cradle its face and urge it to speak.

It stomps towards the ocean and brings out its painting.

“LOOK! Look at it. What have they done! They slaughtered it

“Who? Speak no more riddles for heaven’s sake!”

“Pride, greed, lust, envy, gluttony, wrath and sloth, they came in broad
daylight. Oh, how they butchered it!” It throws the painting in my direc-
tion.

Miracle! | can see. Or, a curse? True, the painting does not speak. | lose my
tongue at its sight. Somewhere far off, they laugh again monstrously.

The painting is of love. Enchanting beauty is in its each stroke. Nothing
could be purer or more serene. My hands begin to move on its own, form-
ing many words, some | did not even know of. Day and night, | write. In
one of such moments, | hear the painting whimper slightly.

Does love need words? Or something more? | give it what it wants and
send it on its journey with the waves.

Days, months, years pass. They come many times, each time breaking or
stealing something of mine.

Today | have received a letter. The painting has been chosen by some-
body. My friends play a tune and | dance with the stars. My reflection is
beauty. My lips part and my eyes shine. My blood is now stronger than
steel. That rebel, I laugh.
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They are here again, this time with a scythe. They thunder my name but
my eyes remain fixated on the mirror.

“Give us what is ours" They threaten.

“Nothing is yours,” utters my veins uninterestingly.

They step forward, break my mirror and hold me by my collar.“It is time to
go.”With that they slay me with the scythe. | laugh this time.

“You little bitch, where is your soul?” They say, throwing me against the
wall.

Blood gushes out of my head, screaming in joy.“GONE! Long gone in that
painting,”it mocks.

“You will not live forever. One day when your soul keeper dies, you will
too.They say in a snark tone.

“Look into my eyes, it does not have infinity. It has the universe. Eternity is
a curse on you, my friend. But universe, you see, is in my reach. My keeper
holds it for so long my soul remains obscure with it. It will kiss you before
you find it. Then will you understand why you cannot control death any-
more. A second or a millennium is equal for us. Life and death is same for
us. We are but one.”

“Love..LOVE! You think it can save you?”

“Death brings darkness, life brings light. How will either of you understand
love?”| say as the last of my breath leaves. When the moon comes, it takes
my lifeless body and builds a grave for me in the sea. Paradise, my home |
have returned. | get up and begin to decorate my house, waiting patiently
for my painting keeper. | smile as | look at her from above; she is working
on another piece. | twirl with the winds and kiss her on the cheek. What a
beauty, how did | get so lucky? | breathe.

o3
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She of the 21st

Meenakshi Shukla

She had wiped her face by then. It looked as if the salt from the tears had
left their trail behind on her still pale cheeks. She felt there, for a moment,
as if she was living in the pre-Industrial era of England, about which she
had familiarised herself through a dozen Victorian Novels and even more
vividly so by their movie adaptations.

The ten minutes, she stood staring at her hopeful mirror, seemed more
than dreary. The mirror that had been her closest ally, even more than her
closest human friends, today reflected no glint of hope, not even as much
as a sand grain of allowing her the feeling that things will eventually be
okay.

In those minutes, while she tried to register what had happened, she was
even more confused about why it had happened.

It wasn't the first time that her parents had declined permission regarding
something but the arguments substantiating their decline had shaken her
to the core. It cannot be said if her parents had any idea of the gravity of
their decision. All she had wanted was to become an entrepreneur. A suc-
cessful one at that!

And such a wish should not come as a surprise if one is living in the twenty
first century, at least two hundred years ahead of the Victorian era, if one
does want to calculate! She knew it had always been a little difficult to
make case with her parents. But she also knew that there were people out
there in the same society who had respected the idea of equality —of
having an equal chance of crafting one's own future. She was struggling in
coming to terms with the question that why had she devoted eighteen
years of her life in getting 'educated' at al. Why had her parents not tried
to get into her shoes for once and at the least make an attempt at weigh-
ing her dreams? She kept asking herself if she was even nearly right in as-
suming that her parents were there for her no matter what. But then she
also knew subconsciously that it was the feeling of dejection that was
making her demean her own parents in her mind.
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But it had all come to this significant number 23" The two digits had now
begun to seem to her as her gravest enemies. This number had suddenly
nullified all her talents, her potentials and her intellect that she had dili-
gently given nearly all her life, since birth till then, to acquire. Not just to
acquire but to ace it. The number had unexpectedly bestowed upon her
the aspect of her eligibility for marriage. One thing she wanted to be free
from, as long as her dearest passions had not taken the form of reality. She
wasn’t one of those idealists when it came to dreaming. Nor did she ever
take interest when she was told the bedtime fairy tales. All that, she felt
was too easy to believe in. And so she had not dreamt but envisioned.
Not just something for the 'self' but for the ' others' To do service for
others through her ideas.

But then all that now seemed to actually have been transformed into a
dream. She was beginning to reminisce those days when she had vigor-
ously fought her cases, well literally college debate competitions, assum-
ing herself to be the official representative of her sex. No wonder she had
won every case. But it didn’t matter now since she was losing the case that
decided her life. She suddenly felt that urge of hypocrisy at the end of her
parents, her relatives, all those people who seemed to have been the pro-
ponents of equality but were really the lawyers of society who had taken
the ropes of others' destiny in their hands. No questions asked.

She had always believed in the equality of sexes in terms of equality of op-
portunities in one's life. She had been allowed to educate herself and
there was no way she was going let it all go down the drain. Ten minutes
and one second later, she stepped out. Though she had gone in with a
rush of breaking down tears, weak in the legs; she had come back even
stronger than before. She was ever determined to fight her battle. She re-
membered all those Wollstonecrafts and Wool’s and regained her spirit,
the energy she was wavering in till then since it was not for these two
digits that she had studied about all those empowering and decisive revo-
lutions and movements. She once again felt as if she had been destined to
be the appointed leader by all those revolutionaries to take this battle into
her hands. And it seemed a little paradoxical that in the century where
technology has virtually taken over the humans and cultures have adopt-
ed new features but the one thing that people are still not ready to let
enter into themselves is equality in the mind. Well, if people hadn't till
now, she thought, there was no harm if she be the one to bring that one
revolution?
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And so..she wiped those cheeks clean, drank a glass of water setting
down all those grains of uncertainties that had risen up alarmingly, shut
the door of her room and began joining her broken words into expres-
sions for the upcoming battle...

3o

Meenakshi Shukla is a student of M.A English final year Sem IV at Kirori Mal
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Nationalism through the Eyes of
Rabindranath Tagore

Mahima Kapoor

A great poet once asked us to
Not let ourselves be deluded
By the naked passion of
Self-love of nations,
That shall invariably make
The nation burst in a violence of fury,
And instead to let humility
Be what crowns us,
And to let our freedom
Be the freedom of the soul,
But when | recall his words today
| am dejected to find that
Were he alive today
The self-appointed protectors
Of this nation would have
Coloured his love for his country
In a vicious red that spelled
The word that they throw around,
While pretending that love is objective,
That their vigilantism is indispensible,
And that the witch hunt they are on
Is not shameful in every way,
And were he alive today
He would have found that
The whirlwind of hatred that
The last century had set amidst
Has taken its roots in this century,
Pushed by the turbulent winds
That tremble at the slightest
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The word that they throw around,
While pretending that love is objective,
That their vigilantism is indispensible,
And that the witch hunt they are on
Is not shameful in every way,
And were he alive today
He would have found that
The whirlwind of hatred that
The last century had set amidst
Has taken its roots in this century,
Pushed by the turbulent winds
That tremble at the slightest

e
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She had no clue what
it meant !

Meenakshi Shukla

She didn't really know how to respond to that question. It seemed to her
that it was probably one of her late-night-lethargy-induced dreams. Since
she hadn't ever really felt the sentiments attached to words like ' India), '
National Anthem, ' patriotism’ Or rather she never took it as grave a
thought to contemplate upon as the others surrounding her did. And so
when the boy, literally a stranger, had thrust that question in her face, she
actually began to think...

"Are you not proud of your country? Our men fight and defend our coun-
try with such immense patriotism. I'm glad | took birth in this multicultural
country! " The words had found resonance in the tunnel of the brain.
More than two decades had passed since she came to breathe on this
planet, and she had never thought if she was really proud of this country
she was citizen of. The credit must largely be given to her lack of interest in
'social studies' since school took control over her thoughts. But she had a
fair amount of respect for all the war heroines and heroes, and the
common people who felt empowered enough by their leaders' motiva-
tion to participate in the battles of this country. But the word ' proud' just
hit her...hit her mind...made her nerves uneasy...and for the first time she
really began to reflect on this mysteriousness associated with 'freedom
and pride’.

She decided to study her life in an attempt to figure out the answers.

She remembered that in her journey to acquire education, throughout
school, almost every day she stood up while the national anthem was
sung. And it suddenly struck her that this had now turned into a habit as
much as the involuntary blinking of the eyes. That every time the anthem
was heard by her ears, it seemed as if the brain was sent a command to
make her body stand up. And hence, there was a two minutes involuntary
peace in life.

But there was this other aspect, rather aspects, that had deeply engraved
themselves upon her since birth.
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Even though India had got independence in '47, she still felt that it was
cuffed in chains. The chains of colonisation of the minds. The chains of per-
verted and stagnant views about society, its formation and its functioning.
But that’s just an erudite way to put it because in her ever-struggling
mind, she always felt an outsider , the ' other '..the partially existing. Bat-
tles might have been fought and won, but she felt the battle of the minds
was ever going on. But she felt awake now. Now more than ever...

In fact, a battle should last for a limited span of time but the things she had
been witnessing since her first breath suggested something else. For start-
ers she had always been nagged about 'how she should be dressed; how
she should walk and talk' to fit in the puzzling structure of society. So she
felt less human by the day and more like some piece of scientific research
as the societal scientists held their sleeves up their ever determining arms.
And so she never had been able to get past these confining borders to re-
flect on the bloodshed owing to revolutions and eventual freedom. Since,
she had never tasted a pinch of freedom that everyone talked about.
"What is this freedom? What is this aura of pride about? Why am | unable
to fit myself to understand it? If all my friends understand it, even revel in
it and celebrate it, why am | not able to do so? "She kept asking herself
these questions. Hoping to get a glimpse of the answers she tucked her-
self in bed and took to the diligent task of ' roof staring' Or as her best
friend used to call it - ' decrypting Chinese',

It had already struck midnight by the time but instead of the thud of the
thong, she felt a revelation—lets call it one since it was something really
defining and new for her— knocking at her door. .) She realised that the
walls she lived in, the friends and family that surrounded her, all made up
a microcosmic country for her. This country, much like the real country,
had its borders marked and spectrum of thoughts confined. And so in her
country, she had been always been told and told and told to do some-
thing, to behave like one thing and to act like another, to see the world
with closed eyes. And as for the task of thinking, she was always spared
the tedious task! This country hardly acknowledged that she too was
human with as much capability to cultivate her rationale, if allowed. -
And that didn't mean that one could not acquire education but what one
could make of all her education to bring about a seed-length difference in
the society. And it was this that defined her life for her.- But then the pro-
ponents of her country had always veiled it all under the garb of culture
and practice wherein one has to give respect only to the ' elders' thereby
suppressing the younger saplings entirely ;
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and commanded not only to respect them but really abide by their views.
And she had followed it as obediently as all those mythical disciples of the
evenmore mythical gurus. - With no disrespect to the wise minds, she had
the view that even the lesser minds, so to say, should at least be able to
speak their views, thoughts and opinions, and duly respected for it. But it
was a tough task to establish such an equality of minds in her country as
well as the country.

And it never entered her mind to unveil it, until now...

She figured that though the 'constitution’ of the now free country had ac-
knowledged several dozen rights and several scores of differences exist-
ing in the society , it failed to dismantle the constituting fundamentals
that had corrupted the human mind to such an extent, that it felt lousy
now to manufacture thoughts afresh. For instance, the vantage points of a
considerable few, of how to look at a girl and how to construct her in
accord with their vision had by now become an epidemic. And she was
and has been a patient of this contagious disease.

Although it took her nearly more than two decades of her life to come to
terms with her systematic constitution of her life and nearly 12 hours of
mental combat, she had got her answers straight in her head.“l never was
allowed to raise questions!" Yes! That was it! That was it!

And once again she had the realisation that she really had been after-all a
societal-robot all her life! But at the same moment, she realised something
else too, i.e., it was in this moment of the former realisation that she no
longer felt the same robot any more. Had she been one, she wouldn’t have
spent twelve hours just questioning.“So that’s what questioning feels like!
Aah! Why didn't | start it a little earlier!" she talked to herself amusedly.
She threaded together all those broken ideas and thoughts and memories
and reflections that had, by then, scattered themselves around her room,
invading all the corners , the floor...in fact there were a few hanging from
the ceiling fan.“Oh | think that’s my brain I'm looking at!" She exclaimed
with even more excitement and little confusion. Since she hadn't thought
she had the power to stir the stagnant by pointing a bold and aware finger
at it. Since all excellence starts with little steps, she swung forward her tiny
step as she took out her laptop, deciding to change the background to
match her revelations. It complemented her views quite a lot now as the
quote flashing in the background said:

"I have no clue what is 'freedom' and 'patriotism' since | haven't tasted it
yet. One thing | am sure of is that | have started to get an idea ..."
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She knew very well inside that she might have been different in her ideas
and approaches to those ideas, but she also knew even better that it was
time a revolution of the mind came about!

¥

Meenakshi Shukla is a student of M.A English (Final) Semester IV at Kirori Mal
College.
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Why the caged bird sings

Ruchi Nagpal

With dawn it wakes,
And cries for peace.
Melody of life,
Flows by with ease.

With subtle sorrow,

And doleful heart.

It chants a mantra,
For a life apart.

Till doom it sings,
For the hope to be free.
We look for blooms,
Our eyes filled with glee.

Do we hold on still,
To the shackles of life.
When azure calls us,
Hearts lurch to fly.

A life in the wind,
And stars and sky.

The caged bird sings,
For its destiny to fly.

3o

Ruchi Nagpal is a student of B.A. English (Hons.) Ill rd
year at Lakshmi Bai College.
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Back to the Start

——— Dimple Khurana

| was sitting on a swing,
Thinking, ‘l wish | had wings.
Suddenly | heard an unusual noise,
‘I am back] she said in a husky voice.
She came and sat next to me,
But Alas, | didn’t wake up.
What an ill-fated sleep!
Oh, Despondent Me!
The night was Cold,
She touched me, and held me in her hold.
When | tried to talk,
She nodded but didn't reply.

Hand in hand, we walked under the sparkling stars,
To me, they appeared as explosions in the sky!
In the other hand, she carried a violin,
Sonorous | became in my dreams,
With its beautiful refrain.
| was mesmerized,

With a Jovial pleasure.

Alas, why are dreams lost?
‘Unlucky me’ | would say.
| wish, in that dream | could dive,

To Bring those moments alive.
‘What a dream it was, says my heart,
Yes, | want to go ‘back to the start’

o

Dimple Khurana is pursuing B.Sc. (Homs.) Chemistry from
Rajdhani college and is currently in her Il nd year.
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Baby

—— Ahvana Paul ——

Baby,

You with the pretty smile and,
The contrasting ugly glaring world outside -
Beware ;

For life is the only thing
We have left today!

Baby,

The lovely curls on your glancing eyes!
And the beautiful innocence,
That gleams across your face!
And then that world,

Outside the window -

Where love, it seems has no say!
The skies of forced grey
With Vermillion splatters;
Coming together like a
Well versed painting!

And that cruel rich laugh,
Supplementing that canvas;

With shards of green!

Baby,
Your dimples -
Make your smile so fine -
So, I pray;
Don't loose it;
Amongst the sorrow and pain
Spread it if you will?

Baby,

Hate the war,
But not its sides,
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Be happy ;
Stay the beauty
But don't give into the storm;
Not the submissive;
Quietened soul
Can you be the one who speaks out;
When justice is wrong?
Be a beauty ;
But not the statue,
Easy to melt like wax;
Be you,
Strong, Complex and,
A fighter;
Be the unshakeable,
The unbreakable - but be kind!

Baby,
Be the one who stands for what they think,
Not the shadow;
Of frivolous men ;
Those who think that they rule the world!
Baby,
Be that beautiful fire,
Be wild,
And whatever the hell you like!
Be political,
And Happy
And pretty
And strong
Be a Gryffindor!
Be the irresistible,
The independent!
The Marxist;
A reader?
Be whatever...

3

Ahvana Paul is a student of History at Gargi College.
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Midas
(The Dream and the Downfall)

Samir Zaidi

Once upon a forgotten time, a garden of roses so sublime
Lived a certain king, the king of the rose
Blessed with a wish by a god, never he chose to use the sword
A deed did the heavens applaud, a certain wish he chose
Never was such a wish so summoned, the certain wish he chose
No creature who dareth oppose

Wished for a golden hand, things turned t gold from sand
Golden turned the things he laid his hand on, it froze
Envied him the gods and kings, but he possessed the golden rings
Infinitely counted golden things, his palace it. It glows
Countless statues of gold that glistens and glows
That is the wish that he chose

Saluted with his rays the sun, in respect of him were battles won
In awe of his gilded wealth the birds chirp and river flows
Flowing through his golden bleed, a wish so chosen out of greed
Never again could he feed, his Ambrosia, his food it froze
He dreamt of his downfall, in reckless greed, his future froze
From his dream, his descent arose

Drunk with gold, the king went mad, never had he been so sad
This wretched wish he summoned, the wish he chose
He couldn't reverse his curse, nor could he pen his verse
The touch that followed his hearse, his wealthy life to decompose
Running in circles this lunatic guided his life to decompose
Is this the wish that he chose?
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Saw his daughter walking bold, his beloved daughter Marigold
Ran for help to her the king, his downfall to expose
Begging her if she knew, curses men, so very few
Touched her hand, know did who? As her body glistens and glows..
Turned as good as gold, her own new necklace, wretched wish he chose
Ah! This wretched wish he chose

%

Samir Zaidi is a student of B.sc. Statistics Hons Il nd year at Sri Venkateswara
College.
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When She Met Her

Muskan Dhandi

A day before the previous day, she witnessed her emerging out of the big
sceptical yet shallow mirror which is a house to several self- proclaiming
agents who promise to correct her already distorted and fragmented
image. She looks at that non familiar yet strikingly recognizable idea
which appears to her like a painter’s grey colored muse. Approaching her,
the next moment she realizes that the non-familiar yet familiar grey col-
ored idea is reducing the distance between the two. Discombobulated
and filled with fear, she runs away without looking behind. She conscious-
ly and deliberately decides not to think about that incident again and
never to visit that moment so that she can yield strength to her already
feeble self.

Exactly 30 days after that incident, she saw that non familiar yet familiar
grey colored idea approaching her again. What was slightly frightening
was that this time the figure not only appeared more powerful with the in-
trinsic and exquisite details it was exhibiting but also it came closer to her
by residing in the rear view mirror of the car she was driving. The figure ap-
peared as if wearing a robe of different shades of grey and black. The
figure this time like earlier too, started approaching her and as expected
this ignited fear in her. She started driving her car at the speed of 140km
per hour and observed that the figure had left the rear view mirror with no
traces behind.

She was out on an evening stroll and as usual was observing nearby ob-
jects. Astounded with fear and surprise, she witnessed that figure again in
a dismantled mirror which was lying in the park. This time though, she de-
cided to confront it and would definitely not decamp or abscond. The
figure following its usual operational procedure started approaching her
whereas she stood there firmly. The figure gradually departed from its
abode and came closer to her.

The figure said, “Your present distinguishable strength and confidence
surprises me. You were always afraid of not only me but also other people
who belong to your species. How were you able to adapt this change
when you were struggling with your existence?”
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The girl replied, “Why are you always hampering my way and posing as a
roadblock? What do you want from me?”

“To be honest, | am here to help you realize your inner potential and
power. Do you even remember your name? Do you know who you are and
who you were earlier? I'm your subconscious and I'm here to help you, my
friend. You are not alone in this battle anymore. | know after whatever you
have faced in your life, after all those incidents; life has become a trauma
for you. | know it all but you have to live if not for your own self but then
for me. Your fragmented and distorted self-frightens me. | am afraid what
will happen to you.” the figure said.

“If you are my subconscious self then why do | always observe you only in
mirrors? Why do you appear grey in colour?”

“| reside in your dismantled mirror of thoughts which are grey. | am here to
awaken in you the desire to live. You are not alone, | am with you

The girl started weeping. She knew that her trauma had reached its satu-
ration point. She hugged the figure tightly. She experienced that some-
thing divine had taken place, something extraordinarily and she saw that
the figure entered her body; probably the figure reached its home.

ofo

Muskan Dhandi is a student of B.A. English (Hons.) Ill rd year at Lakshmibai
College.

66



All in Vain

Asmat Dadwal

Once upon a time in a realm heard for its wealth and culture
Came traders from seas across, they were flying vultures
Years went by and the realm lost its riches and shine
Sacrificed blood, martyred souls, all in vain
Or was it?

One upon a time in a realm known for its unity and diversity
Fighting enemies from the inside out
Years went by as the realm struggled to save its tricolour
Saffron streams, white shroud, green ivy
Was it all in vain?

Once upon a time in a realm known for its beauty and mystery
It took one small change, one person
Many days and midnights it took
Burning candles, screaming voices, spilling ink
Was it all really in vain?

oio

Asmat Dadwal is a student of Psychology at Indraprastha College.
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Untitled

Anushka Kapoor




Untitled

——— Courango Sarkar

Delhi College of Arts and Commerce










Rafique

——— Tamanna




City Up Close

Baksheesh
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Maize

—— Kumar Gandharv Mishra ——
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Waking Up to Gods Beauty

———  Srishti Bhatia
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— Umanima ———

Zakir Husain College




Untitled

—— Priyankesh Dixit ———

Cluster Innovation Centre




Untitled

Akash Kumar




Representing the Hard Conditions
of the Primary Sector’s Labour
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——— Sanskriti Mandora

Kirorimal College
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Untitled

——— Abir Lal Biswas

Deshbandhu College
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Deshbandhu College
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Reviewers of DU Vidha Vol. 111
for Submissions in Hindi and English

Aditi Maheshwari heads the Department of Copyrights and Translation at Vani
Prakashan and is the Managing Trustee at Vani Foundation.

Amitesh Kumar teaches Hindi literature. He has done his research on Habib
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Asani Bhaduri works as an Assistant Professor at Cluster innovation Centre,
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particularly interested in crafts of India.

Jitendra Srivastava presently teaches Hindi literature at School of Humanities,
Indira Gandhi National Open University. He is a prominent poet and critic with
19 books to his credit.

Kedar Prasad Meena teaches Hindi Literature at Shaheed Bhagat Singh
College, University of Delhi. He has published many collections of short stories
and poems.

Meenakshi Bharat teaches English Literature at Sri Venkateswara College,
University of Delhi. She has authored books on postcolonial fiction and
contemporary Indian women's fiction in English.

Meenakshi Faith Paul is a Professor of English at Himachal Pradesh University.
She translates, writes poetry, and engages with gender issues. She conducts
workshops on storytelling, translation, and creative writing.

Prabhat Ranjan is a fiction writer, translator and editor. He teaches Hindi at

Zakir Husain Evening College, University of Delhi. He is also a journalist with a
number of years of experience.
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Pratishtha Singh is a teacher of Italian language and literature . She is
currently doing research on Italian political fiction. She is a writer, translator
and reads and writes poetry.

Subhash Chandra taught English literature at Shaheed Bhagat Singh College,

University of Delhi. He writes short stories and has been published in many
national and international journals.
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Submissions for DU Vidha Vol IIl

at a Glance
TOTAL NUMBER OF ENTRIES 275
RECEIVED
NUMBER OF INSTITUTIONS 45
STUDENT PARTICIPATION BOYS 37 TOTAL 107
GIRLS 70
NUMBER OF ENTRIES IN PROSE 10 TOTAL 47
HINDI POEMS 37
NUMBER OF ENTRIES IN gggifs ‘6‘; TOTAL 114
ENGLISH
NUMBER OF ENTRIES FOR PHOTOS 101
TOTAL 116
ENGLISH 23
NUMBER OF ENTRIES
HINDI 18 TOTAL 65
SELECTED FOR PUBLICATION
VISUALS 24
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Look out for “Call for Submissions” for
the next volume of DU Vidha on our website
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