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The fifth edition of Pratibha revolves around the topic “flight of imagination” . The 
Graphic Team takes an approach to the same with dramatic hues and very colorful 
color palette in the layout and well as the cover to connotate a sense of hope as this 
flight of imagination during an unprecedented time. The cover shows, connection 

and creativity even though that is happening via screens.
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Note from 
the Director

Sri Chaitanya Mahaprabhu’s Sikshyastakam, verse 4 reiterates the following:

न धनं न जनं न सुन्दरीं कवितां िा जगदीश कामये मम जन्मनन जन्मनीश्वर ेभिताद् भक्तिर् 
अहैतुकी त्वक्य | |

Meaning- “Oh Lord! I neither want to accumulate wealth nor any followers nor a beautiful 
consort but I am only asking to give me causeless unadulterated unmotivated and unin-
terrupted devotion at your lotus feet life after life.”
King Shri Kulasekhar’s “Mukunda malastrotram” recites:

नाहं िने्द ति चरणयोर्द्वन्द्वमर्न्द्वहेतोः
कुम्ीपाकं गुरुमवप हर ेनारकं नापनेतुम् ।
रम्ा रामा मृदतुनुलता नन्दने नावप रनुं
भािे भािे हृदयभिने भाियेऽहं भिनम्

नास्ा धममे न िसुननचये नैि कामोपभोगे
यद्ाव्ं तद्ितु भगिन्पूिद्वकमाद्वनुरूपम् ।
एतत्पार्थ्यं मम बहुमतं जन्मजन्मानरऽेवप
त्वत्ादाम्ोरुहयुगगता ननश्चला भक्तिरसु्

Meaning: Dear Lord, neither I pray to you to get relieved from happiness-sorrow dichoto-
my, nor from the pain of hellish condition, nor to satisfy the lusty enjoyment. I am ready to 
face any suffering caused due to my past deeds. The only thing I desire is the unshaken 
devotion at your lotus feet.
In fact, Prahlad did not complain to the Lord as to why he had to undergo reversals in life 
at such a tender age. (Just empathize with a child residing with a father who wants always 
to kill him by whatever demoniac heinous methods.)
Since the devotion is causeless, even peace is not aspired for, but is only a by-product 
of devotional service. Devotion is synonymous with ‘Seva’ or service. The relationship 
between two individuals becomes stronger with selfless service of one to the other. 
The characterization of Prahlad emphasises that unalloyed devotion to the Lord, come 
what may, without complaining about any untoward reversals in life, will lead to eternal 
bliss where peace is just an ancillary benefit. 
The grand design of the Almighty initially seems esoteric. A reversal in life is a jigsaw 
puzzle where the initial steps to dovetail one piece with the other are the challenges in 
which one feels scared or frustrated. But with unflinching faith in the Divinity, one should 
not leave the puzzle midway. Since Almighty can never be unkind, the grand design is 
revealed in a better form in due course. It is our perception drawn from limited knowledge 
which assesses one situation to be worse than the other and that is illusion. But the Om-
niscient knows which situation is best for us.
Wishing Luck.

Compared to Lock-down 2020, Lock-down 2021 has churned the peace of mind into more 
pieces. None of us can vouch that we have not lost any known. Amidst the sarcasm against 
the governments, people have been critical against the divinity itself as well. The reversals 
such as loss of livelihood, loss of near ones, economic downturn have been difficult to digest. 
Apropos to the present context, parallel can be drawn with the lessons from the character of 
Prahlad, son of Hiranyakashipu, the demoniac king.
After the death of Hiranykashipu, in order to pacify the anger of Lord Nrusinghadev, Prahlad 
made prayers which form part of Ninth chapter, Seventh Canto of SrimadBhagavatam. Being 
contented with the prayers of his dear devotee, the Lord insisted Prahlad to ask for benedic-
tions. With all politeness, Prahlad exhibited reluctance by telling the following:

“यस् आशशष आशासे् न स भृत्य: स िै िशणक्”
 (Srimadbhagavatam 07.10.4)

Meaning- One who desires some material return in reciprocity to the devotional service ren-
dered, cannot be a pure devotee. In reality he is no better than an unscrupulous business-
man who wants profit in exchange for service. The meaning of the word ‘vanik’ in the verse is 
‘merchant’. He further said, “Oh Lord! The basic instinct of a true servant is to render selfless 
services for the pleasure of his natural master and that is you and therefore where is the 
question of asking for benediction?” But Lord Nrusinghadev insisted while appreciating the 
unconditional devotion of Prahlad. Then Prahlad asked:

यदि िास्यसि मे कामान्वरांसं्त वरिर्षभ ।
कामानां हृद्यिंरोहं भवतस्तु वृणे वरम् ॥ ७ ॥

 (Srimadbhagavatam 07.10.07)

Meaning- “Oh Dear Lord, the best of boon-givers, if at all you want to bestow me a boon, then 
I wish that even the innermost chamber of my heart be devoid of any longing for any desire 
in future.”

IRS Mr. Shovan Krishna Sahu
Director NIFT Bhubaneswar
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Note from the 
SDAC

Note from the 
Club Advisor

These are trying and testing times. And to do something different really needs a lot 
of self motivation and enthusiasm. The whole year went past without any activities 
and students have been at home just studying. Every morning they hear a voice 
coming out from a familiar box. The voice seems unreal. But that’s the new thing - 
the virtual reality. Teachers have been scratching their heads while teaching through 
small gadgets not ever knowing what’s happening on the other side and the students 
listening in wilderness also do not know what is happening. There’s no pause to our 
virtual worlds. Life’s gone topsy turvy. Unsynchronised. Unwarranted.  
Well, we need to pause to look at ourselves, introspect and count our inactions, our 
dreams, desires and much more that are unfulfilled and far fetched. There are so 
many compulsions. Our need to fly freely have been curbed. Our wings clipped. But, 
there is always a different path to take - a path less strodden. So, some of our chil-
dren took to task to bring out their voices and many other unheard voices in different 
beautiful languages and formats and thus they planned to come up with Pratibha 
2021. It’s absolutely their initiative. But, yes without a leader nothing could be possi-
ble and Prof. Sonali Srivastav has been there to relentlessly support, and encourage 
and push them as well as us to  deliver the best.  
I hope their creative flairs get wings with more colours and power to fly higher and 
higher to achieve their best.  
Each one of you deverse kudos for your team work and efforts.  
 

 

Love, hopes and prayers 

Lipsa

This year brought many unbounding challenges for everyone. A major one for me was to 
connect to the students. While the physical classes have the advantage of observing the 
students closely, one gets to know who hasn’t slept well or who is preoccupied with an interest 
outside the classroom. But building this rapport during the virtual classes felt like a distance 
unfathomable. Oscar Wilde once said “Give a man a mask and he will tell you the truth”. My 
experience has been quite contrary. Give the benefit of technology and the students won’t want 
to tell you anything! All my classes were interspersed with - ‘Hi, how are you guys doing?”
Or “Talk guys!”, “What is up?” and “you guys are so dud(don’t ask me what that means)!”

It took time and multiple prodding efforts, but I realized that many stories were bubbling inside. 
It was just that no one was sure how to communicate anymore. But then, slowly with time, few 
reached out with their stories, of ailing family members, of dislocation and disorientation, of not 
being able to catch up with the studies, of their anxieties, confusions, hopes and achievements. 
I have been fortunate to connect with so many of you. 

Right now we are all reeling from the effects of the second wave, hoping this comes to an end 
soon. The situation at times seems like the end of the world, and at times a poorly written end-
of-the-world film. But my last year has been spent planning for the classes, replying to random 
whatsapp messages (at times to check on my health!), answering phone calls at all possible 
times of the day to alleviate doubts or even checking the assignments which made me feel 
connected to the students. 

And that is what helped me sail through. Thank you. 

This magazine here is an outlet of the angst, anxiety, hope, love and ambition, bottled up in the 
past year and now pouring on its (virtual) pages. Hope it does click with the reader, the way it 
has for me, my entire team and all the contributors.

Sonali Srivastav
Assistant Professor, 

Department of Fashion Communication

Ms.Lipsa Mohapatra
Assistant Professor (FMS Dept.)

Student Development Activity Co-or-
dinator (SDAC)
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Note from the 
President

I always believe that as strong individuals we have the power to redefine our generation, when 
we raise our voices together we resonate to a larger consciousness.

“Pratibha” is just not a magazine, but it is the tale of the time that gave us scars for a lifetime. 
Time taught us the power of hope, imagination, and patience. I am sure the pain that all of us 
went through had helped us to grow as humans and refilled us with the essence of humanity. 
Years later when one would read this beauty will be proud of the scars as they would no longer 
be the memories of dark past but would rather be the Badge of Pride.

The badge of pride which all of us will wear when we will come out of these testing times. As a 
team we wanted this fifth edition to become something more than a magazine and I hope we 
did it. This is  “A Magazine with Purpose”, the purpose is to tell people that when our days are 
numbered and our time is less we can combat the situation with our creative expressions and 
lifting others.

I am extremely delighted to present the readers with a living being -The Pratibha that has emo-
tions that breathes and cherish life. This year was the year of Gratitude and I would lift it up all 
to glorify and honor God for giving us the power to grow through this. I know that our dreams 
now might seem a bit difficult to fulfill but trust me on our path, we are never denied; and only 
redirected.

We are all together in this.

Akashdeep Mallick
Fashion and Lifestyle accesory 
Department
Semester 6

12

3

4

5

6
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2020 was just when the entire universe seemed to be conspiring against 
each other. Nevertheless, 2021 came up with something even bigger. In 
this rollercoaster of leap and bounds, members of the editorial board, could 
somehow plunge ourselves into a chaotic world of articles, poems, artworks, 
photographs, innumerable discussions, deadlines and such more.

And could finally bring to you Pratibha’21, the result of hard work and 
dedication. A reflection of the institute’s creativity and talent. Giving the proof of 
a challenging journey which led to another perfect product!

We deem it to be our pleasure to thank our Director Sir, SDAC and the council 
members for their valuable suggestions and timely help. A very special mention 
for our respected club advisor “Sonali Srivastav Ma’am”, the mover and shaker 
behind this successful literary venture.
Now we give over the issue of Pratibha’21 to all the blooming wordsmiths out 
there and also our well-wishes for the upcoming editions of Pratibha.

Happy reading!
-The Editorial Board
We appreciate your love and support we have received and we welcome your 
feedback or suggestions. Write us at magazine.bhubaneswar@nift.ac.in. 
Let the legacy continue.

Message from Editorial Board
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My first research presentation 
experience

By Khyati Shekhar (Fashion Communication, Semester 6)

I have always wanted to explore the research discipline along with my usual design academics. 
With Design Research subject in our semester 4, I found a way to bring together the best of both 
worlds.
As a part of the subject, I wrote a paper on “ Odisha Handlooms and Social Media Promotion: 
A Study of Digital Transformation of Marketing”. The overarching objective of the paper was to 
determine the effect of Instagram on the sellers and target market of Odisha Handlooms. The 
study in concern tried to ascertain the impact of Instagram on exposure of Odisha Handlooms on 
the youth.
I found out about the MAIMS International Conference (MIC 2020) only 2 weeks before the deadline, 
but I immediately sent my paper in, without thinking about the logistics. Very soon, I received an 
email that my manuscript was accepted for presentation in MIC 2020, and will be considered 
for publication in an edited book or in associated journals indexed in UGC / Scopus/ SCI/ SSCI. 
Imagine my intense elation, dread, and even confusion when the representatives of MAIMS 
International Conference accepted my abstract submission! Presenting a paper at an International 
academic conference may sound intimidating and it can be. But it can be very rewarding, too. 
For me, it was a chance to push myself a bit farther outside my comfort zone.Once my paper 
was accepted, the real work began. I only had 10 minutes and one chance to make a good first 
impression. So, my paper went through numerous drafts (I lost count how many) and I spent a lot 
of time selecting my PowerPoint slides. I had to think about my unique speech patterns, making 
sure to limit architectural jargon and avoid getting tongue-tied over superfluous words.
On 4th of December 2020, I presented my paper at an international academic conference. I was 
pretty overwhelmed looking at all the scholars who presented their paper and also glad about 
the fact that my manuscript was able to make a place for itself in a reputed platform like this.
After the presentation came the question period. That to me was more nerve-wracking than the 
presentation itself. What if someone asked me a question I didn’t know the answer to or wasn’t 
prepared for them to ask? I had spent the couple of days leading up to the presentations thinking 
up any question anyone could possibly ask me, going over how I would answer it and what I 
would say. When those 2 minutes finally came, it wasn’t nearly as bad as I had thought up in my 
head. Everyone was very nice and supportive when it came to asking questions. I answered every 
question as best I could, and that was that. I was done.
Those 10 minutes went by so quickly, it almost felt like it hadn’t even happened. And you know 
what; I would gladly do it all over again.I am thankful to Ms. Sonali Srivastav for letting me know 
about this wonderful opportunity, giving feedback on my paper and helping me with the overall 
presentation. The paper is going to be published in the edited book titled “Redesigning the Future 
– Recent Strategic Insights”.

Paridhi
By Ishan Aditya (Fashion Communication, Semester 6)

Paridhi is a short film directed by Ishan Aditya. The synopsis of the film goes like-Life, 
irrespective of where the person in question is located within it, is often marked by shackles. 
While they may differ in their kind and design, their function and nature remains the same. 
Using the example of food that is deprived to two characters on the opposing ends of the 
financial spectrum, the film echoes the same thought.If on the one hand poverty denies one 
food, making him a victim of hunger, the other is confined by his professional life that forces 
him to leave his meals unattended. The film engages with this premise and comes full circle, 
connecting two of these dots that land on its circumference, and in the process, offers the 
viewer a philosophical exposition on life and existence to mull over.The film was nominated in 
the short film category on Shorted.in which showcases the best short films, web series, film 
festivals from across India.

(owing to the COVID-19 pandemic the Conference took place online on 
zoom platform)
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Spectrum 2020
As rightly said, January is for dreamers, February is for doers and productivity is never an 
accident. So was Spectrum 2020, a result of the commitment to excellence, intelligent planning, 
and the focused efforts of the different people involved.

Shifting our thoughts away from short term gains towards long term investment, our theme for 
this year was “SATAT” i.e. Sustainability. Even the decoration plans were only good intentions 
until they were degenerated into hardships by the students themselves and all the decorative 
setup was solely done by materials collected from junk, pertaining to sustainability.

‘Satat’ was basically a platform to bind everyone together in a wholesome mood of celebration. 
Spectrum 2020 had put its steps forward with the pre-events like the Graffiti making, Installation, 
and poster making which enthralled in them the ultimate extravaganza that NIFT Bhubaneswar 
was going to witness as it had done never before. The release of the balloons embarked the 
event open for a three-day ride on a different board full of surprises and fun. The voice of the 
enthusiast was put into action through the countless number of volunteers in different lined 
events and not to forget the backbone of the entire fest was the innumerable sponsorships we 
received this year. The perfect amalgamation of the Indian pop from the media partner Red 
FM 93.5, to the adventure sponsors like Jungle Camp and Burma Sports, Spectrum 2020 had 
received sponsorships like never before including Camlin, Nestle, Biggie Burger, Google Mart, 
Dipsters, and also Indian Oil.

Spectators were so enthralled by the limitless talents showcased in different events from 
participants from all over Bhubaneswar. There were events from not only Literary club-like 
Bollywood quiz, creative writing to Cultural Events like dancing and singing but also from SAP 
club like table tennis, photography, and even ESSE events like Treasure Hunt and cooking 
without fire, this spectrum had looked upon even the slightest aspect of perfection.

A Compilation of the immense effort put forward by the SDAC Ms. Susmita Behera and the 
team of eager beavers i.e. the student Council and club Advisors Ms Shirin Verma -Literary 
Club, Mr. Sumit Kumar- SAP club, Ms. Prabha Swati -ESSE club and Mr. Satish Suman Behera 
-Cultural club, whose zeal and alacrity to just about anything was unparalleled. Under the 
leadership of the Student Council (Presidents - Shubham Pannu, Vidit Mishra, Ojasvi Mahajan 
and Bhaskar Raj ) Secretaries - ( Akashdeep Mallick, Khyati Shekhar,  Suparna Mukherjee, 
Rajnikant ) and special mention to the major helping hand (Prashant Kumar) whose combined 
efforts made this event a huge success.

Last but not the least, the overwhelming and enthusiastic response from the crowd for the last 
event of the 3-day fest had no doubt proven to be the best so far. “The star Night” witnessed 
one of the most popular DJs. Sunburn’s spectacular sensation i.e. SEEZI filled in a night full 
of fun, dance, and a lot of memories. The next page contains images of Seezi’s performance.

Star night, Spectrum 2020

Seezi’s Performance Spectrum 
2020

Crazy Crowd
Spectrum 2020
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Last Bonfire
Poem by Vaishistha Bal, Fashion Technology Semester 8

Counting down the days
On the amber and the flames
When the smoke mingles with the chilly air
And a wink made someone smile.
This a story of those naïve college days
The evening was young, and every heart had a song.
The air had a feeling.
To make hearts unite
When love was expressed
Over the guitar strings
And someone in the crowd
Stole glances a few.
Perhaps, a vibe of fluttering youth
When the dew began to settle
The fire burnt brighter.
Ambers flared the sky.
The night had just begun.
Cackles of laughter ringing the ears.
While roses were folded
Between some letters
Friends found a song.
And a joke to go along.
And made some memories.
For another day
To recollect far and away
Isolated and alone
This is a story.
Of the last bonfire
When I rested my head
On the shoulders of a friend
Some confessions are still unsaid.
Stories unfinished, songs unsung
Sometimes, memories are all we have.
Locked inside our hearts treasure.
With a key of flashbacks
Open the lock, find some colorful photographs.
And other, don’t even want to look at.
Realize, those fights were lame.
Heart craves a friend.
To dance around the fire
Hands up in the air
Look at the flames of friendship.
At the night that is a photograph
A song that is a heartbeat
A letter that is a memoir
And look at that rose between the pages.
Let it rekindle the spark in you.
For the next Bonfire.
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‘Why a detour?’ This must be the first thing that strikes your mind after 
reading the title. Well, we ask, Why Not? Why go from point A to point B, 
when you can see C to Z in between! Crazy, as it may (or must) sound, 
hold your patience as our story, of covering ten destinations in ten days, 
unfolds.
No, we haven’t spent all our money on this 3000 km trip. Yes, you heard 
it right, it was a Budget Trip!

People always called us - ‘Crazy’. And we have made it a habit to keep up 
to their expectations! Hence, here we are on a Google Meeting deciding 
our route on Google Map, to be honest, it was inspired by the route of Jab 
We Met. Both of us have always admired train journeys, as for flights we 
think it doesn’t tell you how far you have reached besides, train journeys 
are more sustainable. 

If there was one thing that we were always very sure of, it was that we 
wanted it to be a budget and green trip. When we say budget trip, it 
automatically turns out to be a green trip. Not sure about this? Here’s an 
example-  ‘You want to reduce your carbon footprint, so you hop on to a 
public bus instead of taking an Uber. Well, isn’t that easy on your pocket 
too?!’
We have packed our bag, with green travel essentials - A bamboo 
toothbrush, a metal bottle, a mug for tea and coffee, our own set of spoon 
and fork, and homemade snacks, with an aim to save that chips packets 
and bisleri bottles we would otherwise discard on our way, polluting the 
very own nature we were there for.

"A Detour to Bolly”
By Utkarsha Rai ( Fashion and Lifestyle accesory, Batch of 2020)
and Mrinal Shavanam (Fashion Communication, Batch of 2020)

Border Movie with NCC 

Cadets, Udaipur

Ratlam Railway Station

We have booked stays and 
travel tickets in advance, a 
safe and cheaper option. 
What else can be better than 
getting a night’s stay at just 
rupees 299 per person while 
you also share the room with 
like-minded globetrotters, 
that’s the beauty of back-
packers’ hostel! We have 
chosen trains and buses to 
travel from one city to the 
other. The bus journey from 
Ratlam, Madhya Pradesh to 
Udaipur, Rajasthan cost us 
250 bucks for 250 kilometers, 
i.e. one rupee per kilometer! 
If you haven’t seen the tran-
sition in your window views 
when you enter Rajasthan 
by road, you just missed one 
of the best experiences. But 
you have to be careful about 
your belongings. At a bus 
stop, we got down and or-
dered two ganne ka juice and 
the next thing we know, is, 
the bus left. All our luggage 
and camera and belongings 
were on their way to Udai-
pur as planned but us. ‘Help 
will always be given to those 
who ask for it’ as Dumble-
dore once said, our help ar-
rived, in a car, at 100 kmph 
chasing the bus, somehow, 
we managed to catch the 
bus in 15 minutes or so. That 
man’s kind help was proudly 
and loudly saying ‘Atithi Devo 
Bhava’. Finally, some Jab We 
Met feels!

Nowadays, we get cycles on rent in most of the cities and 
that’s the most sustainable way of traveling in a city! Cycling 
in Udaipur and the planned city of India - Chandigarh made 
us realize that we can cycle 10kms easily, umm okay, not so 
easy but yeah!

We miss a lot of fun if we don’t talk. At Udaipur, bored of our 
own company, we were confused but very tempted to go talk 
to this amazing NCC cadets’ group who were playing antak-
shari and dancing at the favorite hangout location of this city 
- the Fateh Sagar lake. We decided against our hesitation and 
went up to them, and guess what, this group of 14 guys was 
as welcoming as they were fun to be with. The evening was 
worth it, with Border movie feels, while jamming on Bollywood 
songs with NCC cadets! Later in the night, we crossed paths 
with two of them again, Nakul and Shree, who took us around 
to show the amazing night view of the city of lakes. We were 
sitting under the sky, sharing stories, while our feet were in 
the cold water of this amazing lake, and eyes on the shooting 
stars.

A person is full of stories, a person is the best representa-
tive of his culture and traditions. Who else can prove these 
words better than Deependra Bhaiya. He is as colorful as the 
Bandhani outfits of the Rajasthani ladies, as full of pride as 
the vibrant turbans! When you know a local person, you get 
to know the real city! Scooty ride to his home was like a small 
tour of the entire city. Vibrant, one word for the cute family. He 
took us to the best authentic Dhaba, where we have had the 
local food daal baati. Having local food is an important way to 
connect to the culture.
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That reminds us of our friend 
Mansi and her family in Jaipur. 
We took a plant, as we prefer 
green giftings, because you 
just do not go to your friends 
place like that. In return, we 
have got the home feeling, 
the much needed when on 
a long trip, and the best daal 
baati, by her mother, we have 
ever had. Ever heard of good 
food hitting you with nostal-
gia? That’s what the local 
food of India is all about.

Dreams come true and trust 
us, you need courage more 
than you need money to 
make your dream of travel-
ing come true. This young 
lady in a Dhaba in Chittorgarh 
welcomed us, while she told 
us how badly she wanted to 
travel the world. Little did she 
know that she already is trav-
eling to most of the world as 
many tourists have written a 
blog on this self-made wom-
an and have shared her sto-
ry! Search- Kiran, Jay Chittor-
garh Restaurant on Google if 
you don’t believe us.

After walking for an hour or 
so, we have reached the se-
cret Bollywood town - Manda-
wa, a village in the Jhunjhunu 
district of Rajasthan. Name 
10 bolly movies and 5 of them 
would have been shot at this 
location. PK, Jab We Met, Ba-
jrangi bhaijaan to name a few. 
This majestic village, with a 
dozen of forts, is not just Bol-
lywood’s favorite town but, so 
much more when it comes 
to the people who live here. 
The guide took 150 rupees to 
show us the whole town while 
we discovered that he speaks 
five languages including Ger-
man and Spanish! 

 ‘Chai pe charcha’ at Man-

dawa - the bolly town

 Kiran - the self made wom-

an, Chittorgarh

With Shivani di, Manali

It was raining and what is better than having a 
chai at a tapri. A chartered accountant left his 
job to open the chai tapri, he introduced us to 
his local friends, all of them in their 40s. We 
have had the best time discussing stories with 
them. Chai pe charcha as we call it was full of 
energy. We have never imagined a 45-year-old 
man standing after 10 p.m. in a village just to 
see off two strangers (us), as he believed they 
might not feel safe alone. This is the Incredible 
India we have been hearing about since we 
were born. 

Reminds us of Shimla, and the warm welcome 
by Akash Bhai Ji, yes, Bhai Ji is their version of 
Bro. Akash Bhai Ji is a young homestay owner 
in Shimla. He and his father run a homestay 
a little away from the hustle and bustle of this 
summer capital. Overlooking the pine forests, 
the window view is breath-taking. His father 
looked like Dev Anand, maybe it was his style, 
we loved his fashion sense and his pahadi cap! 
One cab driver, Gourav Bhai Ji talked to us for 
five minutes and offered us a free ride, see, 
that’s the beauty of meeting people.

Humanity is all around if one knows where to 
look for it. We had our bus at 6 p.m. but check 
out was at  12. We entered the common room 
that is the best place at any backpacker’s hostel, 
in Manali. At 3 degrees celsius, while scrolling 
on insta we slept and woke up to see that we 
were covered with comfy blankets. It was an act 
of kindness by Shivani, we call her Shivani Di! 
She made us believe that good souls still exist, 
in abundance!

During these ten days, we have been to Ratlam, 
Udaipur, Chittorgarh, Jaipur, Mandawa, Patiala, 
Chandigarh, Shimla & Manali! We are definitely 
inspired to travel more and inspire others to 
travel more! Green and budget travel, of course.

Travelling is not just a passion, it enhances your 
creativity, your communication skills, broadens 
your horizons, and boosts your confidence. 
Education at schools is one thing but, the things 
you learn while exploring people and places 
not only help you understand yourself but also 
inspires you to become the best version of 
yourself! The final destination, Manali

Don’t neglect the 3rd P - 

the Planet
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At the city of lake, 

Udaipur

And, what most of us ignore, while exploring the 2 Ps - ‘People’ & ‘Places’, 
is the 3rd P - the ‘Planet’.
Why are you still reading this?
GO, pack your bags!
Visit Places, Explore People & keep the Planet safe and green!
Happy backpacking!

P.S. - Btw, Akashdeep made a guest entry by playing the role of Anshuman 
in this version of Jab We Met.

Green Tip
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The lockdown has made us connect 
with ourselves better. It has also 
presented us with opportunities and 
this is one such incident I would like 
to share. From the comfort of my 
Home and my safety , I applied for an 
Online Internship program by Button 
Masala. The renowned designer Mr. 
Anuj Sharma has come up with this 
technique wherein you can construct 
clothes without a sewing machine or 
stitching. The method involves the 
use of buttons and rubber bands. It 
is a quick construction method and a 
sustainable one too. 
The technique was taught to us over 
a month’s duration and we made 
some very creative products ranging 
from clothes, bags, jewelry, curtains 
to much more. The creative process 
of draping using Button Masala 
also enhanced my draping skills. 
It enabled us to have a different 
perspective towards every fabric 
and thus very helpful in Fashion 
Designing.
It has been a truly interesting journey 
for me and I would encourage every 
individual to learn this simple and 
innovative technique. 

Devangi Bhamare
Fashion Design
Semester 4

Button Masala
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If there’s a characteristic I love about people, it’s the passion they have for something. 
Passion that keeps the mind sharp and eyes focused, passion that shakes off any 
distraction like a runner in the night for their own mind. Passion that keeps them 
working even after their eyes are tired and head is heavy. I got an amazing opportunity 
to witness this passion of the artisans of Asharikandi Terracotta toy cluster to keep 
their traditional artform alive while I visited the cluster. Project Asharikandi was a 
very prominent project in my student career. I was awarded the opportunity to visit 
the world famous terracotta toy cluster on behalf of the Export Promotion Council 
for Handicrafts due reference from college. Here, I was given the job of on field 
data collector of 15 selected artisans for the development of individual e-commerce 
sites and virtual exhibition booths for ‘The India Toy Fair 2021’ under PMO ‘Vocal 
for local’ scheme. I was also tasked to click profile photographs (Front, Back, Left 
& Right) of 20-25 products each artisan to list on the websites. I was tasked to click 
photographs of the work process, people, culture and the individual artisans’ profile 
photographs for verifying identity purposes. I was also tasked to create a video film 
for each of the artisans to promote their virtual stalls over social media.
All the raw data was collected, filmed and photographed in a three days span where 
I enjoyed the stay with the netizens. I drove a total of 1500 km up and down from my 
hometown to complete this awesome project!

By Anmol Kashyap, Fashion Communication Semester 6

Project Asharikandi

 

 

The corona virus pandemic has halted normal life and the people across the 
globe are fighting it. At such times of crisis, it is said caring has the gift of 
making the ordinary special and when it comes from someone close to us 
or from within the campus itself, it becomes a matter of pride to the Institute. 
 

Prashant Kumar, a final year student from the department of textiles, 
had worked out how to possibly provide some needed aid on handmade 
free masks, and hopefully help people around him, who were blessed to 
receive such generous efforts. He distributed thousands of locally produced 
cloth face coverings to people as part of a randomised controlled efforts. 
 

As doctors, nurses and police officers were working long hours to keep 
our community healthy, it was really rewarding to make an effort to 
supply those masks, essential enough in keeping them healthy and safe.  
 

With the college life being disrupted by the pandemic and the shuttering 
of the institute, he was looking forward to narrowing down his college 
experiences and knowledge into something so productive. These masks 
are totally made out of sustainable and reused fabrics and for making 
it antibacterial he treated those masks with turmeric, neem and tulsi. 
 

In this drastic condition where everyone is trying to defeat corona virus, he 
took a small step which was  beneficial for the people around him. These 
mask-making efforts during the COVID-19 crisis reveal who we really are 
and it’s these brave-hearts that we need to celebrate and remember when 
we look back.

“Hard times don’t create heroes. It is during the hard times when the ‘hero’ 
within us is revealed.” – Bob Riley

An Effort
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 A research paper by Ms. Khyati Shekhar 
(Student, batch of 2018-22), Mr. Ishan Aditya 
(Student, batch of 2018-22) and Ms. Sonali 
Srivastav, Assistant Professor titled “Odisha 
Handlooms and Social Media Promotion: A 
Study of Digital Transformation of Marketing” 
was presented at MIC 2020 ON 3rd 
December, 2020

Rashi Saxena - presented a research 
paper Title ‘Innovation in Smart Textiles 
during Covid-19’ at TEQIP III sponsored 
an E-International conference on Socio-
economic and Health challenges during covid 
19 and mitigation strategies. (SEHCM-2020) 
Conducted by NIT Jalandhar. October 22-23, 
2020

A research paper by Ms. Rhutuja Asekar 
(Student, batch of 2018-22), Ms. Swati Sonali 
Panda (Student, batch of 2018-22), Ms. 
Nikita Minz (Student, batch of 2018-22) and 
Ms. Sonali Srivastav, Assistant Professor 
titled “Tribal Art and Graffiti In Bhubaneswar: 
Exploring the Relationship between Traditional 
and Contemporary” was presented at NMC 
2020 on 22nd November, 2020

Sulagna Saha (CC, Department Of fashion 
technology.), Nand Kishore Barrick (Asst. Professor), 
Sumit  Kumar (Asst. Professor) presented a research 
paper title “Challenges in education in the time of the 
pandemic”at At TEQIP III sponsored an E-International 
conference on Socio-economic and Health 
challenges during covid 19 and mitigation strategies. 
(SEHCM-2020) 
Conducted by NIT Jalandhar. October 22-23, 2020

Sulagna Saha (CC, Department of 
Fashion Technology) published an article 
In Fibre2Fashion on Title ‘Transforming 
Waste into Exquisite Collections” along with 
a case study on Bangalore based start-up 
Urbannomad.

Mr. Mohit Khetrapal, FC batch 2018-22, 
was chosen as World’s Best Photographer 
(under 20 category) at Siena International 
Photo Awards 2019 (SIPA 2019), Italy. He 
was also a finalist at the London Street 
Photography festival 2020, Hamdan 
international Photography awards 2020 
Dubai, Creative Photo Awards 2020, 
Siena Italy. His pictures made it to the top 
35 photos in nomination in the category 
“Reportage Photography” in 35 awards 
2020 Moscow. He also made it to the 
top 200 Photographers in India and 
was featured in Indian Photo Festival 
2020, Hyderabad, Kolkata international 
Photography festival 2020 and Ras se 
Bana Banaras Exhibition in Indian Habitat 
Centre, New Delhi, 2020. Also won the 
Editor’s choice- People Photography 
awards by The independent photo and 
featured in National Geographic - Your 
Shot and Forbes as well.

 Ms. Khyati Shekhar, Mr. Mohit Khetrapal, 
Mr. Ishan Aditya and Mr. Anmol Kashyap 
(Students, FC batch 2018-22) successfully 
completed the India Virtual Toy Fair 2021 
project for the Government of India under the 
guidance of Ms. Supriya Munda, Assistant 
Professor. Indian government has organized 
the India Toy Fair 2021 to boost the toy 
manufacturing industry in India.

Insights 4140 Pratibha
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STYLING: Lalramzauva Hmar & Madhusmita Das
(Fashion Design Semester 8)

MODEL: Madhusmita Das
PHOTOGRAPHY: Khyati Shekhar & Akanksha Srivastava

(Fashion Communication Semester 6)
HAIR & MAKEUP: Riya Debnath

(Fashion Design Semester 8)

Photograph By
Elson Johnson

Fashion Communication
Semester 6

Featured on Vogue Italia
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Verse
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Remember Saturday
By Vaisistha Bal

Fashion Technology, Semester 8

DAY 0, 11:30 AM IST
It was sudden. We had rushed out of the classes and scattered off in all directions around the college 
and I was in the middle of the alley connecting the two departments, when the phones buzzed. We 
were to vacate the premises by Monday. That said, we had one day to pack our bags and leave. 
It was just yesterday, on a silly Friday night, that me and my friends were making travel plans and 
laughing off on the bizarre thought of a pandemic. Yes, it was a pandemic!
Newsflash: The govt has ordered to close all schools, colleges and public places with immediate 
effect.
The classes were suspended, until further notice. I went to my room and sat there, amidst piles of 
clothes, incessant buzzing of phones and wondered whether I should stay or leave. Did I really have 
a home to go to?
My friends asked me to stay at their place and I chose to stay at my friend’s place nearest to my 
college, meanwhile dodging phone calls from a distant place, called home. The world was at railway 
stations and airports, seeing off friends who were anxious to reach home and for me, it meant fewer 
tea breaks with my favourite people.

DAY 0, 6:30 PM IST
As I and my friend walked into the grocery store, that busy Saturday evening, we watched a lady in 
her late sixties, standing in the queue in her shabby old night gown, with eager yet clueless eyes. 
We went ahead to get our own stuff. We were in the staple food section, when we spotted that lady 
again, the commotion had taken a toll on her and it had left us with fewer options to purchase. She 
grabbed the last packet of flat-rice on the shelf when someone pushed past her. We were able to 
prevent a fall and offered to help her with the rest of the billing, when she said, “You kids keep this 
packet. It is the only one left.” We politely, declined.
We walked her to her place, two houses away from where we lived. Upon reaching her place, we 
stepped into an empty house and enquired about her family, “I think, we can’t stay with family when 
what we need the most is family. My children can’t come back to me because of this disease.”
She was going through an avalanche of emotions, where the severity of a pandemic seemed less 
catastrophic to her as compared to her lack of emotional support. I had no family to go home to and 
she had no family to come home to. So, we stayed.

DAY 1, 8:30 AM IST
Sunday Morning was lonelier and quieter. Granny had woken up early and made tea, but she told 
us, “It’s not the same without real and fresh milk.” No milkman. No maids. No newspaper delivery. 
No morning walks. We were all shut off from the world.

DAY 1, 2:45 PM IST
Granny brought us a plate of ripe mangoes that afternoon, after lunch and said, “back in my days, 
my mother used to rub oil in my head and tie a tight braid. You girls don’t do that anymore.” And she 
smirked while I said, “Well, Granny, in our days, we chop our hair off and colour it pink!” Granny broke 
into peals of laughter with a broken tooth. Later that afternoon, we bonded over head-massages and 
estranged families.

DAY 30, 11:11 AM IST
I and my friend took turns at living with Granny. On some days, she would peep into my online 
classes and touch the screen just to check whether the faces were real and ask, “Can I see my son 
on this?”

DAY 65, 6:15 PM IST
My younger brother had video-called me and looked distressed and numb, when he informed me 
that our uncle and aunt had caught the virus. Although, he and my cousins were negative but they 
had to go into isolation. For the first time, in months, the reality of the pandemic dawned upon me. 
While I was trying to distance myself from the patriarchal clutches of my relatives, I had also thrown 
my brother into the bet. Granny took me into her arms as I cried.
“I couldn’t stand up for myself. It is a good thing that you can. It is not easy. But, you know, what is 
not easier, is to stand up and protect others.” She said, as I realized I couldn’t protect my brother 
from the very family that I escaped from.

 DAY 80, 12:30 1:05 PM IST
Granny and my brother had connected over video calls while he was in isolation. It restored my faith 
in humanity and all it took was a pandemic, smart phones and a sixty-something-old stranger.

DAY 301, 9:45 AM IST
I was ready to leave. Granny had come with her walking stick to see me off at the airport along with 
my friend. Airports are, in my opinion, the second most emotional place in the world, where stories 
could begin or end.
“Granny, don’t worry that I’m leaving. You won’t be alone anymore.” I said. We turned her towards 
arrival and her face gleamed like a sunflower. She saw her son and his family walking towards her 
and the tears rolled down like waterfall. Granny turned to me and while holding my face in her frail 
hands, she said, between sobs, “It is time for you to go back to your family, your brother. Remember, 
people save people. Go!”
Her son shook my hands and embraced me in gratitude. “I can’t thank you enough. Just out of 
curiosity,” he asked, “when did you exactly start living with my mother?”
That’s when my friend looked at me from the corner of her eyes, smiled and whispered, “Remember, 
Saturday?”
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Illustration by:
Prabhat Verma
Fashion Design

Semester 6

SonnetSonnet
I blinked with memories flooding my eye,

The vile fear of losing you crossed my mind,
My gut lay ripped, sodden, tainted, untied,
The vile thought of losing you left me blind.

My mind ran searching for explanations,
I thought of our vacations down the beach,

Recalling you brought waves of conversations,
But loving you was more a task for each.

Wholly, hopefully, forever in love,
I did sit pondering the universe,

I thought we were epitomes of doves,
Woe, we’re Pandora, awaiting our curse.

Today I say with complete conviction,
Loving you was always a restriction. 

Veeha Bora
Foundation Programme

Batch C
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Are Women Safe Yet?
By Shreya Shivangi, Fashion Technology Semester 6

“Parents booked for killing an infant girl in Mehsana.” “Shocked to see women in 
ripped jeans, what message are they sending to society: Uttarakhand CM Tirath 
Singh Rawat.” 
The sordid humdrum of the hour is the hypocrisy of literate and powerful people 
who preach safe and educated environment for girls and women at the cost of their 
choices of clothing, level of education and dictate everything about their lives even 
before their birth. They are even dangerous than the orthodox people; at least their 
thoughts and beliefs were known and expected whereas it is hard to believe certain 
statements and actions from today’s generation. Women’s safety and freedom are 
of paramount importance for the growth of any community or a country at large.
The world is in 21st century so is our country. Today, there are campaigns every-
where about women empowerment, feminism and equality of men and women. But 
do these campaigns ever have any drastic impact? If yes, then on whom? If not, 
then why? The only reason I put this question to my readers is the facts and figures. 
The sex ratio of Maharashtra has declined from 933:1000 to 913:1000 and in states 
like Haryana and Rajasthan, the ratio never improved.  The birth rate of females has 
drastically declined which clearly shows it’s not at all natural. The smoke in the air 
hints that either the foetus is killed in the womb of mother, or the pregnant woman 
is killed in the crime of carrying  female foetus in her womb or the baby is killed as 
soon as it’s born. One who tries to reach the fire that created the smoke would find 
deep-rooted orthodox beliefs, the hunger for a male heir and most importantly the 
unauthorised medical practitioners who sell their ethics and conduct sex determina-
tion tests of the foetus and co-operate with unethical abortions. 
One in three women experience physical or sexual violence. It’s a quirk of the fate 
that India prays Durga, Saraswati and Laxmi as goddesses while the country’s cap-
ital earns the fame of being the rape capital of the world. Rape and sexual harass-
ment are diseases caused by the man kind which do not discriminate by age and 
any one from a three months old infant to an 80 years old senior lady can be its 
victim.  All the unsaid restrictions of the society are by fair means or foul applicable 
to a woman right from the birth in this patriarchal world. Enthusiastic and bright girl 
students drop their school or colleges early forcefully or in fear of being harassed. 
Then how is the slogan “beti bachao, beti padhao”, ever come into play in reality?
When a lady fights all odds in the society and establishes her independent identity 
through her job; the family still believes that it’s her job to cook and serve the family 
no matter what her post is and how is her health. In most of the India’s households, 
the job of a lady is considered of a lesser priority than that of a man’s job. I haven’t 
seen my mom’s Sunday since forever, yet expectations from her never end. Even 
after shouldering much more responsibilities than any male members in the family, 
decision of man becomes the finishing line.
Yes, I agree that the society has now widened the scopes of acceptance for women 
in different fields, but I won’t turn a blind eye towards the fact that the above societal 
stereotypes and perpetual fear of crimes against us, woman are pulled back multiple 
times by said and unsaid ways.
        

But it is high time and a woman of today stands tall with pride, honour and independence 
and has positioned herself equivalent and ahead of men in diversified fields. She has learnt 
to take a stand for her own and fight bravely to whatever obstacles are brought throughout 
her lifetime. As respected and successful women, they not just inspire the future generations 
but also make a huge difference in the upbringing of the future generation in order to build a 
better and safe society which would welcome everyone with equal opportunities and respect.

Illustration by: Prabhat Verma
Fashion Design

Semester 6
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Fashion Communication
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Bangs:  A coping mechanism
Bhaswati Bose 

Fashion Communication, Semester 8

We all needed to engage ourselves in activities to cope with the pandemic 
last year. Many people started new hobbies and startups or resumed their 
old hobbies to keep themselves occupied. Some of us baked cakes, made 
trendy dalgona coffee, started their own Youtube channels, cut bangs, went 
bald and what not! This might sound crazy but people were actually starting 
to lose their sanity so they resorted to finding coping mechanisms to survive 
the quarantine period. This is absolutely normal because in spite of all the 
life altering changes they were taking place, we still craved for something 

new. 

Last year I did a lot of new things, i.e. started selling my work, raised funds 
for Amphan cyclone using my art, did  a couple of internships and what 
not. But the main thing I’d like to specifically mention is that I cut my own 
bangs for the first time in my life! Yes, this deserves a special mention even 
though it’s a very trivial thing. I remember it was a very exhausting day 
when I overworked myself and at 2am I impulsively took a pair of scissors 
and grabbed my front hair and chopped it off with trembling hands! It just 
instantly made me happy because this is something I had never done before 
and I looked like a completely different person. For a few seconds, I forgot 
about everything that was happening around the world.  I genuinely felt so 

light, relaxed for a moment. 
The next morning, I woke up and saw myself in the mirror and couldn’t 
recognise myself. Part of me regretted taking up that impulsive decision but 
then I realized, life’s too short and if doing something crazy made me happy 

and forget my problems momentarily, then it’s worth it.
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रजनीश राजे
आधार कार्यक्रम- विभाग B
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प्रभात की 
कलम से 
मकरंद सुगन्धित मधिुर
 भ्रमर आकर ष्ित, प्रचुर
 पवन सपर्श कर
 दल पुषप, सहला रहा ।
 भ्रमर पवन का बल
 कक्तु सह न पा रहा । 

प्रभात वमा्श
फैरन डिजाइन
संज्ार्श ६

Illustration by:
Pranavakshari

Foundation programme
Batch A

प्रभात की 
कलम से 
जीवन वन सममृकत 
सममृकत से तेरी कमृ कत ।
 खो गया तुझमे ही
 मेरे मन की ओ छकव ।
 अब कर रहा कवचरण
 ददख न रही ककरण । 

प्रभात वमा्श
फैरन डिजाइन
संज्ार्श ६
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ब्रहाांड क्ा चाहता है ?
हमें प्रापतकता्शओं की आवशयकता नहीं है, हमें कवनम्र मनुषयों की आवशयकता है। 
हमें राजनीकत और लोकतंत्र की जरूरत नहीं, हमें पयार और दया की जरूरत है। 
हमें युद्ध और भक्ों की आवशयकता नहीं, हमें बललदान और कनसवार्शत् आवशयकता है। 
हमें और अडधिक कवकलसत होने के ललए कवज्ान की आवशयकता नहीं, 
हमें तो प्रकमृ कत की आवशयकता है। 
हमें इस दुकनया में महतवपूण्श होने की आवशयकता नहीं, हमें इस दुकनया को महतवपूण्श 
बनाने की आवशयकता है। 
हमें कनयमों और कवकनयमों की आवशयकता नहीं, 
हमें कवश्ास और ज्ान की आवशयकता है। 
हमें बदलने की जरूरत है 
यही ब्रहांि की आगरा, यही ब्रहांि का अनुरोधि।

 
 दुआएां
हर दुआ की अपनी एक अलग पहचान है, 
पल भर में घुल जाए कुछ ऐसा खास है! 
तमाम उम्र जो रहे याद हमें, 
बस एक दुआ की अपनी यह आगाज है! 
 
मन मचल कर मोर होना चाकहए, 
जब तक पूरी ना हो जाए, उन दुआओं में इतना रोर होना चाकहए! 
 
सपनों की िोर कभी ना टूटे, 
मेहनत से ये तन कभी ना रूठे, 
यूं तो बस एक ही दुआ है, 
कक वे खुलरयों के चंद पल हमसे कभी न छूटे!

अददकत श्ी
आधिार फैरन  काय्शक्रम

पे्ररणा चौधिरी 
फैरन  प्रौद्ोकगकी
संज्ार्श ४

Khyati

नीतत कहती है  
नीकत कहता है

हवा के सार चल,

खो नहीं!

जो डमल रहा मसती का कोई एक पल।

कब तलक, तू चल सकेगा

मा्यताओं के भरोसे

भूल जा

अममृत न हो पाएगा

माता  परोसे

पांच तारा की ललक

अब सबके मन में बस गई है

रैप, डिसको, पॉप की धिारा में दुकनयां फंस गई है

दादरा, ठुमरी या टपपा

अब कहां?

मालकौंर, मलहार, भैरव, भैरवी

और प्रभाती का

नहीं नामोकनरान 

गरम गरम चाय की

चुसकी संग

ठंिे ठंिे पानी में

मार के िुबकी

जमाने के सार

नई सदी में चल 

कयोंकक नीकत कहता है

हवा के सार चल । 

अमोला कत्रपाठी
फैरन  प्रौद्ोकगकी
संज्ार्श ४

कैरी ्ा नारी
खट्ी मीठी सी सवाद में है
झटपट जैसे चालू (लड़की)
रोड़ी सी मुसकुराई है 
देखो देखो कैसे कैरी ररमाई है

कचची है तो खट्ी है 
जो कगरी है तो उठाना नहीं 
ताजे है तो बाललक है 
और जो पकके, तो कोई काम नहीं

ककतने गुण का सवाद है इसमें 
जरा चल के ददखाना
लगता है ठीक से मसाले (संसकार) डमले नहीं

कैरी के खवाब बडे़ रंगीन लगते हैं
जो काटे नहीं..
तो जजद्ी और सखत हो जाएगंे
दुकनया के दसतूर को बदलने का साहस ले आएगंे

उसके रंग में जजतनी रौनक है 
उसे दफन कर दो
जलदी से इसके हार पीले करदो

तेल को अचछे से िालो कक उसका
रस और सवाद कनकल जाए 
कफर इन कैरी पर..
कोई और रंग ना चढ़ पाए

इनके काटे पंखों (कैरी) में 
नमक और डमच्श अचछे से लगाना 
ताकक कैरी (नारी) अचछे से गल जाए 
और रसा रस हो जाए

अंककता कुमारी आधिार काय्शक्रम
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सत्
सतय या सचचाई को परमातमा का अपना रूप कहा गया है उसके दर्शन सचचाई में ही होते हैं कयोंकक वह कनराकार 
होते हुए भी सतय सवरूप है।

बहुत से लोग कहते है कक आज की दुकनया में झूठ के कबना काम नहीं चलता कक्तु यदद हम कवचारपूव्शक देखें तो 
आज भी संसार का व्यवहार सतय के सहारे ही चल रहा है। सतय कवश्ास की नीकत है। झूठे का कोई कवश्ास नहीं 
करता। दुकान पर हम सौदा पहले लेते है. मूलय बाद में देते हैं। दुकानदार को हमारे इस व्यवहार पर कोई आपलति 
नहीं होती। बैंक में पैसे हम बाद में लेते हैं और रसीद पर हसताक्षर करके पहले दे देते है। ऐसा करने में हमें भी कोई 
एतराज नहीं होता। दुकानदार को हमारी और हमें बैंक कम्शचारी की सचचाई पर कवश्ास रहता है। यदद सचचाई 
न रहेगी तो कवश्ास भी न रहेगा। संसार का सारा व्यवहार सारी व्यवसरा, मया्शदा आदद सब कुछ डछ्न-भभ्न हो 
जाएगँे। कयोंकक

काठ की हाँिी चुलहे पर एक बार चढ़ती है, झूठ केवल एक ही कदम चल सकता है, झूठ की पोल कभी न कभी 
अवशय खुलती है, कवजय अ्त में सतय की ही होती है। रराबी के हार में दूधि रराब समझा जाता है। झूठे का सच 
भी झूठ ही माना जाता है।

एक बालक जंगल में भेड़ें चराया करता रा। एक ददन उसने सोचा कक मैं यहाँ अकेला रहता हँ। पता नहीं कब कौन-
सी कवपलति आ जाए? आज रोर मचाकर यह देखें कक कोई मुझे बचाने आता है या नहीं? ऐसा सोचकर वह डचललाने 
लगा। “भेडड़या आया, भेडिया आया, बचाओ, बचाओ।” उसकी आवाज सुनकर गांव के लोग लादठयाँ तरा दूसरे 
हलरयार लेकर उसे बचाने के ललए दौडे़। वहाँ पहँुचे तो देखा वहाँ कोई भेडड़या नहीं रा । पूछे जाने पर बालक ने 
बताया कक मैं तो यह देखने के ललए डचललाया रा कक मुझे बचाने के ललए गाँववाले आते हैं या नहीं। यह कहकर 
वह हँसने लगा। लोग लौट गए।बालक को लोगों का दौड़कर आना अचछा लगा रा। उसे बड़ा मजा आया रा। इस 
मजे को लेने के ललए वह हर दूसरे या तीसरे ददन “भेडड़या आया, बचाओ। भेडड़या आया, बचाओ।” पुकारने लगा। 
लोग आते उ्हें देखकर वह हँस देता और वे दुखी होकर वापस चले जाते वे न उसे धिमकाते, न झूठ बोलने से मना 
ही करते। वे उससे डचढ़ गए रे। पर बालक ने इस झूठ को न छोड़ा इसका फल यह हुआ कक लोगों का उस पर से 
कवश्ास उठ गया। वे उसे महा झूठा समझने लगे।एक ददन सचमुच ही वहाँ भेडड़या आ गया। उसे देखकर उस बालक 
ने बहुत रोर मचाया। ‘मुझे भेडड़ये से बचाओ ऐसा जोर-जोर से पुकारा पर कोई भी उसे बचाने के ललए नहीं आया।

वे सोचते रे कक यह यूँ ही झूठ-झूठ डचलला रहा है। भेडड़या उसे मार कर खा गया और इस प्रकार वह झूठ बोलने के 
कारण जान से हार धिो बैठा । हमें सदा सच बोलना चाकहए।

“सतयमेव जयते” को कभी न भूलना चाकहए।

अरपषिता पाठी

फैरन  प्रौद्ोकगकी

संज्ार्श ४

हहंदी और भारत 
भारत और हहषिदी

एक पुराने गीत के बोल के अनुसार

“हहषिदी देर के कनवासी सभी जन एक हैं

रंग रुप वेर भा्ा चाहे अनेक है।”

भूडमका :

भारत पूरी दुकनया में अपनी संसकमृ कत के ललए जाना जाता है। यह एकमात्र ऐसा देर है जहां उतिर से दभक्षण तरा पूव्श 
से पभचिम तक हमें अलग-अलग भा्ाए,ं अलग-अलग पहनावा, अलग खानपान, जीवन रैली, अलग-अलग तयोहार 
एवं कवभभ्न प्रकार की संसकमृ कत देखने को डमलती है। (    इन सब   ) मैं भी भारतव ््श में ‘कवभभ्न में एकता’ है कयोंकक 
हम देरवासी इस कवभभ्नता में भी एक ऐसा माधयम खोज लेते हैं जजससे हम अपने कवचार एक दूसरे को प्रकट 
कर सकें । और वह माधयम है “भा्ा” ।  एक ऐसी भा्ा जो सामने वाला व्यलक् आसानी से समझ सके। एक ऐसी 
भा्ा जो लोगों को आपस में जोड़ सकें । और वह भा्ा है हमारी राजभा्ा हहषिदी जन मानव की भा्ा - ‘हहषिदी’ ।

हहषिदी भा्ा देवनागरी ललकप से ली गई है। १४ लसतंबर १९४९ में हमें ‘राजभा्ा’ के सममान में नवाजा गया। और तब 
से सभी सरकारी काया्शलयों में इसके प्रयोग को बढ़ावा देने का प्रयास ककया जाने लगा। इसी ददन को पूरे भारतव ््श 
में ‘हहषिदी ददवस’ के रूप में मनाया जाता है। वत्शमान की सरकार इस पर कवरे् धयान दे रही है कक सभी सरकारी 
काया्शलयों में हहषिदी और अंग्ेजी दोनों भा्ाओं का प्रयोग हो। इसके ललए हहषिदी अडधिकाररयों की भी कनयुलक् की 
गई है जो कक सरकारी काया्शलयों में जाकर हहषिदी की प्रयोगराला आयोजजत करते हैं। अंग्ेजी में प्रकालरत सूचना 
मसौदा, टकन, प्रारूपण एम ‘ई-मेल’ इतयादद को हहषिदी मैं अनुवाद ककया जाता है। कवभभ्न प्रकार के नामों के द्ारा 
अडधिकाररयों को प्रोतसाहन देने का प्रयास है जैसे पूरे साल जजसने सबसे अडधिक हहषिदी रबदों का उपयोग ककया उसे 
नकद इनाम ददया जाए।

लरक्षा के के्षत्र में भी हहषिदी का अपना ही एक कवरे् महतव है। सभी सकूलों में हहषिदी पाठ्यक्रम में राडमल है एवं एक 
सतर तक हहषिदी पढ़ना आवशयक है। हहषिदी माधयम सकूलों में पढ़ाने का माधयम भी हहषिदी ही है। आजकल नौकरी के 
ललए आयोजजत प्रकतयोकगताओं में भी अंग्ेजी के सार सार हहषिदी में भी प्रश्न होते हैं।

आजकल की युवा पीढ़ी कफलमों से अडधिक प्रभाकवत होती है। भले ही हहषिदी उनकी मातमृभा्ा ना हो, पर ‘बॉलीवुि’ 
लसनेमा का आनंद हर व्यलक् उठाना चाहता है। अलग-अलग भा्ाओं में बनी कफलमों को भी कनमा्शता गण हहषिदी में 
अनुवाद करते हैं ताकक उसे अडधिक से अडधिक लोगों तक पहंुचाया जा सके। यद्कप दभक्षण भारत के बहुत से लोगों 
को हहषिदी के व्यापक प्रयोग से खुरी नहीं है लेककन धिीरे-धिीरे वह भी इस की महतवता को समझ जाएगंे।

उपसंहार : हहषिदी भारत की पहचान है। ‘भारत’ रबद भी अंग्ेजी के ‘India’  का हहषिदी अनुवाद है। अगर हम सभी 
इस को कवसतमृत रूप से प्रयोग करें तो बहुत जलदी ही इसे इसका उडचत सरान लोगों को समझ आ जाएगा।

‘हहषिदी से है हहषिदी की पहचान आओ दे इसे उडचत सममान ।

हहषिदुसतान की ना लसफ्श  यह जान है इसकी यह आन बान और रान ।’

ह्ा्श रानी

सहायक प्राधयाकपका,  
फैरन प्रबंधिन कवभाग
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तरककी तुम बहुत ्ाद आओगी 

तुम बहुत याद आओगी, तरककी
वो साठ के रामों में;चाय के पयालों में,
तुम ककससा बन जाओगी
तरककी तुम बहुत याद आओगी।।
जब सुबह उठकर तुमसे डमलने की जलदी न होगी
पर तुमहारे ककससों में में हर मुलाकात जवां होगी  
तरककी तुम बहुत याद आओगी 
जो तुमसे भी ऊंचा रा जो तुमसे कुछ छोटा रा 
उन सबकी बातें सबक बन जाएगी 
तरककी तुम बहुत याद आओगी
वो सुबह की भाग दौड़, ददन का अधिूरा सा खाना
रातों की वो सुकून वाली झपकी 
सब कहीं गुम हो जाएगी 
जब साठ की राम में बात तुमहारी आएगी।।
वो िायरी के ढेर कैलेंिर का पुललषिदा 
वो क्रीज वाले फडमल कपड़ों का अड्ा
सब मुंह ताकता रह जाएगा 
जब याद तुमहारी आएगी 
वो ऑकफस की गम्शजोरी से सुबह के ठहाको का ककससा, बदसूरत गुजर जाएगा वह साठ पार का रसता 
पर तरककी बात तुमहारी हर रोज जुबां पर आएगी 
आज की तरककी कल राहत कल राहत और सुकून रोड़ा दे जाएगी
जब ‘‘वाह’’ की बात कही जाएगी
आज की तरककी तू साठ के बाद बहुत याद आएगी। 

अपणा्श रसतोगी
सहायक प्राधयाकपका, 

फैरन समपे्र्ण कवभाग

हहंदी और हम
 भारत वह देर जजसे “सोने की डचडड़या” कहा जाता रा, भारत वह देर जजसे हहषिदुसतान के नाम से पहचाना जाता है। अपनी कवकवधि 
सांसकमृ कतक और प्राकमृ कतक कवकवधिताओं से सजे इस देर में हर जाकत- धिम्श ,सभयता और मा्यताओं के लोग रहते हैं। हमारे देर की 
इस अद्भुत अखंिता का लसरा जुड़ा है यहां 67% - 70% से अडधिक बोली, समझी और ललखे जाने वाली भा्ा हहषिदी से महातमा 
गांधिी जी ने कहा है कक “हहषिदी मातमृभा्ा का बोधि कराने वाली वो भा्ा है जो लररु के ज्म के सार ही मां रबद के बोधि से बचचे 
को   उललालसत करती है।”
 यूं तो हहषिदी आज भी अपने अनसततव की लड़ाई लड़ रही है परंतु आज के इस आधिुकनक पररवेर में भी हम हहषिदी के गौरव गारा को 
नहीं भूल सकते। हहषिदी ना लसफ्श  हम लाखों-करोड़ों लोगों की जन भा्ा यानी मातमृभा्ा है अकपतु  ममतव से सजी वो भा्ा है जो 
संसार के सार-सार ज्ान का प्रवाह करने में भी पररपूण्श है। संसकमृ त से ज्मी पाली से  सुसज्जत हहषिदी भा्ा भारत के कवकास की 
कहानी भी है यही कारण है कक आज भी भारत में प्रकतव ््श हहषिदी बोलने समझने वह पढ़ने वालों के प्रकतरत में वमृजद्ध होती जा रही है, 
यही कारण है कक प्रकतव ््श हहषिदी में प्रकालरत होने वाले समाचार पत्रों व संचार के साधिनों एवं अ्य माधयमों की संखया में औसतन 
5% से 7% की वमृजद्ध होती है।
 हहषिदी भा्ा आज भी हमारे देर को गौरवान्वत करती है चाहे बात हमारे पूव्श प्रधिानमंत्री सवगगीय श्ी अटल कबहारी वाजपेई की हो 
जजनके भा्ण मात्र को हहषिदी में सुनने के ललए लाखों की भीड़ उमड़ जाती री या आज के हमारे प्रधिानमंत्री श्ी नरेंद्र मोदी जी की 
जज्होंने अपने देर को कवदेर के समक्ष हहषिदी में प्रसतुत करके भारत और हहषिदी दोनों का मान बढ़ाया है।
हहषिदी भा्ा पे्रम, सौहाद्श की वो भा्ा है जो मन-मनसतषक को पे्रम व एकता के भाव में जोड़ती है।

“हर रंग में सौ रंग डछपे है,
 हर रंग यहां कनराला है।।
 मन को मन से जो जोड़ें,

 वह हहषिदी से सजा देर हहषिदुसतान हमारा है।।
भारत वह देर जजसे “सोने की डचडड़या” कहा जाता रा, भारत वह देर जजसे हहषिदुसतान के नाम से पहचाना जाता है। अपनी कवकवधि 
सांसकमृ कतक और प्राकमृ कतक कवकवधिताओं से सजे इस देर में हर जाकत- धिम्श ,सभयता और मा्यताओं के लोग रहते हैं। हमारे देर की 
इस अद्भुत अखंिता का लसरा जुड़ा है यहां 67% - 70% से अडधिक बोली, समझी और ललखे जाने वाली भा्ा हहषिदी से महातमा 
गांधिी जी ने कहा है कक “हहषिदी मातमृभा्ा का बोधि कराने वाली वो भा्ा है जो लररु के ज्म के सार ही मां रबद के बोधि से बचचे 
को   उललालसत करती है।”
 यूं तो हहषिदी आज भी अपने अनसततव की लड़ाई लड़ रही है परंतु आज के इस आधिुकनक पररवेर में भी हम हहषिदी के गौरव गारा को 
नहीं भूल सकते। हहषिदी ना लसफ्श  हम लाखों-करोड़ों लोगों की जन भा्ा यानी मातमृभा्ा है अकपतु  ममतव से सजी वो भा्ा है जो 
संसार के सार-सार ज्ान का प्रवाह करने में भी पररपूण्श है। संसकमृ त से ज्मी पाली से  सुसज्जत हहषिदी भा्ा भारत के कवकास की 
कहानी भी है यही कारण है कक आज भी भारत में प्रकतव ््श हहषिदी बोलने समझने वह पढ़ने वालों के प्रकतरत में वमृजद्ध होती जा रही है, 
यही कारण है कक प्रकतव ््श हहषिदी में प्रकालरत होने वाले समाचार पत्रों व संचार के साधिनों एवं अ्य माधयमों की संखया में औसतन 
5% से 7% की वमृजद्ध होती है।
 हहषिदी भा्ा आज भी हमारे देर को गौरवान्वत करती है चाहे बात हमारे पूव्श प्रधिानमंत्री सवगगीय श्ी अटल कबहारी वाजपेई की हो 
जजनके भा्ण मात्र को हहषिदी में सुनने के ललए लाखों की भीड़ उमड़ जाती री या आज के हमारे प्रधिानमंत्री श्ी नरेंद्र मोदी जी की 
जज्होंने अपने देर को कवदेर के समक्ष हहषिदी में प्रसतुत करके भारत और हहषिदी दोनों का मान बढ़ाया है।
हहषिदी भा्ा पे्रम, सौहाद्श की वो भा्ा है जो मन-मनसतषक को पे्रम व एकता के भाव में जोड़ती है।

“हर रंग में सौ रंग डछपे है,
 हर रंग यहां कनराला है।।
 मन को मन से जो जोड़ें,

 वह हहषिदी से सजा देर हहषिदुसतान हमारा है।।
 

 अपणा्श रसतोगी
सहायक प्राधयाकपका, 
फैरन समपे्र्ण कवभाग
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मेरी ज ष़िदगी हर रो़ एक नया रा़ है
जो जजतनी उलझी, उतनी ही खूबसूरत।
समझने की कोलरर तो कई खास हैं मगर अब ऐसे ही अचछी लगती है। सोचा संवार लँू, 
कुछ पहेललयाँ सुधिार लँू लेककन अब पहेललयाँ बुझाने का ददल नहीं करता।
तो सोचा, कुछ रज्जरें उतार लँू, मगर ये भी तो उ्हें गवारा नहीं ... मेरी ज ष़िदगी हर रोज एक नया रा़ है
जो जजतनी उलझी, उतनी ही खूबसूरत।
हाँ एक बार कोलरर जरूर की री
एक अधिूरी कहानी को कलम करने की आऱू जरूर की री
लेककन कफर याद आया, के मैं बस एक अधिूरी ़रूरत री
जो अधिूरी ही रह गयी। मेरी ज ष़िदगी हर रोज एक नया रा़ है
जो जजतनी उलझी, उतनी ही खूबसूरत।
उसके बाद कोलरर करना छोड़ ददया
जो कुछ बंधिता गया उसको मरोड़ ददया
और भर ललया अपनी जेब में कुछ इस तरह
जजससे अब मन भारी सा होने लगा है। जमा कर कर के तो अब ढेर बढ़ा ददया है
खुद की ख़मो में उलझी इस मैं को अचछे से पढ़ा ददया है
के अब चाहे ककतना भी व़न हो जाए,
मुसकुरा के चलना है।
के अब ककतना भी गम हो जाए,
इस ज ष़िदगी को गुल़ार करना है। मेरी ज ष़िदगी हर रोज एक नया रा़ है
जो जजतनी उलझी, उतनी ही खूबसूरत।
समझने की कोलरर तो कई खास हैं मगर अब ऐसे ही अचछी लगती है
-रांभवी यादव
भू्ाचार पररयोजना
१ ० १ ० का बैच
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Illustration by:
Sneha Nayak
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हर रात के अंधिेरे मे,
मन सुनसान सा मेहसूस हो!
सब नाम दे उसे खौफ का 
और बोलते िर के चलो 
मैं िर के चलती आयी ह
उस दौर से इस दौर को 
पर रात से यारी बढी 
जब जाना ददन के रोर को 
ऩरें तक ममलाना ना हो ककसी से 
इस काले घने अंधिेरे मे 
और ना ही क़िर बचना पिे 
उन नजरो से ददन के िेरे मे 
एक कोने मे सुकून लेकर 
बैठती हर रात मैं 
बस तब लगे ये वक़त मेरा 
हर पल  यूँ  मेरे सार है 

हर रात मैं खुद से ममलू
खुद मे जी यूँ , खुद की तरह 
जैसे जुगनुओं को रात मे 
ददखती चमकने की वजह 
हर रात उिती बुलबुलों मे 
लेकर सुख चैन अपने पास जो 
तब बस सोंचती हर ददन मेरा 
हर रात जैसा खास हो 

आकार राज 
फैरन एवं जीवनरैली उपकरण कवभाग
संज्ार्श ४

 

हर रात के अंधेरे मे

मन सुनसान सा मेहसूस हो

सब नाम दे उसे खौफ का

और डर के चलो

कफर एक बार बचपन को पाना चाहती हं मै, 
बालपन की उन गलकतयों को दोहराना चाहती हं मै, 
अपने डमट्ी के उस घरौंदे में, 
एक मंजजल और जोड़ना चाहती हं मै, 
कफर एक बार बचपन को पाना चाहती हं मै। 
 
चाहती री हर मंजजल को अलग रंगो से भरना 
पर चाहकर भी  एक सा रंग नही भर पाती हं मैं, 
कंचो से खेला नहीं मैंने कभी, 
पर आज उसमे एक बा़ी लगाना चाहती हं मैं, 
कफर एक बार बचपन को पाना चाहती हं मैं। 
 
तार के पतिो से दीवारें बनाती री मैं 
पर आज तो सारी दीवारें कगराना चाहती हं मैं 
खेल में पल-पल जीती और मरती री, 
आज पल-पल मरती जा रही हं मैं, 
एक बार कफर बचपन को पाना चाहती हं मैं, 
बालपन की उन गलकतयों को दोहराना चाहती हं मैं।

श्ेया बाजपाई

आधिार काय्शक्रम- कवभाग c

बचपन

रात
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I’m Arunima Sinha
I remember the days when
I was in extreme pain
I was robbed and thrown out of a train
I collided with another train which
chopped my leg
That whole night I was lying on the lane
I saw my leg which was in huge pain
With all the bloodstains and unbearable
state
I thought death was certain
The very next morning I was an amputee
With part gone, beneath the knee
Laying on the hospital bed
A thought came to my mind
Highest mountain I should climb
So that I can shut everyone’s mouth
politely
Who consider me weak and lonely
With prosthetic leg, it was a big deal
Took this as my life’s ordeal

I put my whole body and soul
Just to put little steps to reach the top
floor
There were many who discouraged me
Leaving my family and Bachendri pal
who encouraged me
With guidance and support I reached
the height
Can’t believe, I was feeling like a flying
kite
Lying in the hospital bed
Decided to live with
Dignity, self – respect to lead
A life ignoring myth
Its real life of first woman
Amputee, a brave heart human climbed
Everest forthwith
That first woman amputee who climbed
Everest was me
Arunima Sinha.

A poem onA poem on
ArunimaArunima

SinhaSinha
Arpita Selot

Fashion Technology
Semester 4

Your days in my dayYour days in my day
Subhajit Mishra (Fashion Design Semester 4) & Madhur Pateriya (Textile Design Semester 4)

You know what is the best place around you? Your toilet. Why? Because that’s 
where you truly are alone and thinking about yourself. You are away from worldly 
distractions, away from the things that control your life- your smartphone, away 
from all the burden or responsibility… and you’re there by yourself… no one to 
bother you… You lighten yourself both physically and mentally...and what’s better 
than spending some time with yourself?

You must be wondering...
Being a dog, How do I know so much about humans?
An afternoon of April… I was under a broken shed, as usual, thinking about the 
same question that I have been asked over and over again by my friends. But why 
do I lie? Because we believe in what we want to believe… Besides, they will laugh 
if I say I can read minds!

Well… that’s how I can catch a thief easily…

Yes, I can’t go deep into their complexity.
I am holding back something’s in my thoughts, for there are limits to what I can 
express…
but some things are better left unsaid.

As I saunter into the Parking area, vibing to Oh Very Young by Cat Stevens (one of 
the few cats I love to listen to…) I heard someone scream!
“They have surrounded me…
thirsty for my blood…
Their terrific chants are echoing through my ears...
They are charging me with their needles…”
I’ve never seen a human so frantic about mosquitoes.
Was it Saitama XD
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I was walking past the fountain & that’s when I heard a voice… sad & deject-
ed...
“Just got my first salary today. But there is no one to share my happiness 
with. It gets a little lonely, without your family around.. all these empty rooms. 
Just watching the hours tick by”.
I know you are tired, like me, but hey, you’re so adorable and brave. I believe 
in your courage. Never give up. I can only suggest one thing: Smile even if 
you don’t feel like it, you’ll see things much better.
“What do I love to do at home?” An old man sitting at the bus stop thinks while 
taking a quiz in the newspaper “While I am watching my cat sleep and I boop 
his nose…”
I remember those days when I had an owner…
“The difference between ordinary and extraordinary is that little extra”. In my 
case it was that little extra weight for which they called me Golu. The kids 
would throw the ball at me and I like to catch it; and after we finished play-
ing they would reward me with a boop on my nose and my favourite snack- 
Cheese cookies.

“Spring: A lovely reminder of how beautiful change can truly be.” - thinks a 
little girl looking at the Sakura Tree.
A few years later, they freed me before going overseas. I don’t blame them, 
neither do I regret it... because that’s when I met my soulmate. Julia, at least 
that’s what they called her.
She walks like a wind-up toy and I like teasing her for that. We share the 
same taste of food and belief of ‘cats are the most mysterious creature in the 
world’.

I decided to finish my afternoon walk and return to Julia and the kids. 
There is a lazy person in the Pink building ahead...whose thoughts 
sometimes I can’t understand. He speaks some alien language… 
“necesito dormir más” he said.
Maybe he was finally planning to do some exercise… who knows...
“Every time you think you are done washing dishes, there is always 
one more dish, always.” -thinks Syri, a girl in her mid-20s...who works 
in a restaurant. She complains about her work but she is kind, and she 
is the one who regularly leaves something for us to eat…
A million different faces, billions of thoughts, but our hearts beat the 
same… connecting all of us. Years have made a big difference in my 
life. I do this because I feel it is the right thing to do. When I pray for 
people I want them to know that someone cares for them and that they 
are not alone. It makes me happy, and all I want to be is happier.
Today, I am getting older… time flies so fast!
No! This old fella’s not going to miss a thing even if my age becomes 
a barrier. I’m watching  you from far away. My prayers hold you when 
my paws can’t.
If only you could understand me…
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Mystic emotionsMystic emotions
-Risita Nayak

foundation programme, Batch C

I’m dubious what this feeling is,
Is this filthy or is this virtuous                  
Really don’t know what this really is

My remiss thoughts getting diffused know where
It’s getting sublimated to whimsical verse
Filled with agony and freakish stuffs

My peevish emotions annoy my silence
My notable skills lost in the murkiness
Don’t know how to veil the blues
And reimburse the grandeur to the loop

It’s hampering my heart clamorous way
Pushing me hard to the taciturnity
I’m crippled in the verse of sluggishness

It’s plundering away my gregarious flaws
Leaving behind my erroneous nature
All of my harmony getting dormant
And deflowered by this mystic emotions

My mystic emotion blending with scarps
Bifurcating away my firm emotions
I need to wander my robust emotion from this 
grouchy world

I’m bewildered in the verse of cowardice
My soul dethroned from the pernicious body
I want to filter away this mystic emotions
And change it to divine feelings
Which will deviate me away from this horrid verse

My unsophisticated nature makes me fresh
I want to return to the flimsy phase of life
Where my verse was full of gay.                         

Have you seen a candle?
Burning day and night.
Dying, melting, leaving no memories. 
Just spreading light
She is humble and nice.
As she spread light for no price she melts 
gradually, drop by drop.
But they unite and never leave each other 
in hurdle
Despite wind’s soundless efforts
Her flame sustains without being hurt.
 Her wick burns and diminishes in size. 
Has she ever asked for any price?
She lessens in height,
Yet the home is more beautiful and bright 
by night
She ends in a way that is so gently fit. 
Endeavoring to again fasten and lit.
Her boundless effort inspires me a lot 
And leaves me with wonderful thoughts.
As she burns herself altruistically
Only to light everything around and so I 
wish
let me not be selfish
I must be gentle to gentle and gentle to 
tough. 
As revenge is only useless stuff I must 
learn from every fall
So, this must be my selfless and prime 
goal.

CandleCandle
Arpita Pathy

Fashion Technology
Semester 4

Photograph by
Prerna Choudhary
Fashion Technology
Semester 4
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Never  Give Up

No matter how many problems you tackle, 
Always get back and continue your struggle. 

Countess hurdles may come in your way 
But all you have to do is there to stay. 
Victory is far and problems are myriad, 

You give up and all your dreams are dead
 So just hold on and back yourself. 

You push harder and even the rocks can melt. 
There may be times when you are stuck, 

You may rest but Never Give up!!!

Arpita Pathy
Fashion Technology

Semester 4

Failure, struggle and success everyone comes through these in their lives some time or the 
other struggle is what brings success and of course success feels proud and good and who 
doesn’t want to achieve this. We all live to get success in one way or the other but what about 
failure, does it have any importance? The irony is that it is most important because the character 
of a man is not judged after he celebrates a victory but what he does when his back is against 
the wall. Success doesn’t come walking at your door step. You have to creep, crawl, walk run 
and sprint towards it, you may fall a hundred times as well but you don’t have to stop because 
the moment you stop you lose. There is a huge difference between failure and loss. And these 
two are separated by the huge wall of the three magical words- “NEVER GIVE UP”. You might 
fail but you don’t lose until you have given up. Sometimes you can try so hard, be so prepared 
at something and still fail and every time you fail it’s painful, causes sadness and above all it 
causes disappointment but as long as you don’t give up you are there in the race, you may be 
exhausted but you are there in the race, you may be down but most importantly you are there 
in the race! 

“Never give up”  it is not just three words, it is a feeling you need to live with if you want to achieve 
your goal. Life is to offer a million hurdles and you may sometimes jump sometimes stumble and 
fall but those doesn’t matter as long as you keep getting up. You look around you see nature, 
you see trees, you see stars but in the numbers game  more than those you see people such 
examples. Let’s take an example of my personal idol MS Dhoni. After the astounding success of 
his movie, we all know the circumstances he faced. It was more than 2 times that he missed the 
chance of playing at Higher level and also got out without scoring in his debut match followed by 
a string of low scores. If he would have given up at the time we would not have got the greatest 
captain, wicket keeper and finisher of the cricketing history. If the son of a poor tea seller had 
given up we would not have got such a great Prime Minister. If the poor old man would have giv-
en up we might not have got our country freed. The list of such men as countless but all of them

have a similar message-life is to offer many situations when you are down situations 
when you are the underdog situations When or against you situations when you have 
no support at all situations when no one back that you but to come out of such situa-
tions you got to back yourself you got to rise above the odds and you do so when you 
have passion and love for something. Some of us admire such people while some 
of us hate them. But for all those who even think of criticizing such people making it 
to the interest is not a cakewalk. You have to put yourself on the line very single day 
and you end up the day tired and exhausted and begin at the same place the next 
day for every single day until you achieve what you want because life of greatness 
starts where your comfort zone ends. If you want to get something you need to put 
strength, you need to put your will, unit to put your struggle and most importantly you 
need to put your heart on the line. It has been rightly said- “Success means nothing 
if you don’t put your heart and soul in it”.

All of us have seen boxing matches; life is quite similar to that, you get knocked down 
a hundred times but you don’t lose until you stayed down. Winning and losing are 
size of same coin, it can’t be said about winning but the other side is in your hands as 
you lose or stay that’s your decision because it is impossible to lose until you yourself 
give up. No matter how severe the failure is, no matter how big the setback is but you 
are there as long as you don’t give up and as long as you are there, there are chanc-
es that you can get past it. Achieving that you want is not just in accomplishment but 
a beautiful journey that it start with it- ‘I will do it’, progress with- ‘I can do it’, and end 
with- ‘yes, I did it!’. You are driving now goal ever book , a book  you have to sweat 
and bleed every day to complete and the moment you write down the last chapter 
and turn fold the last page of the book, does words of blood and swear shine in silver 
and golds giving your memories of struggle in the tough situations, as the harder 
the struggle is, the more glorious your triumph becomes. All the books have happy 
ending in real life as well but the condition is that you don’t give up. But once you 
have done this book you need to start another because the moment you think you 
have got everything and you are on the top is the beginning of the end. In the journey 
of your success, when the path seems very long and difficult and anytime you feel 
like giving up, just look back and think how far you have already come and why you 
started. There is a purpose behind every pain but you definitely get rewarded for your 
faithfulness if you don’t give up.  Who are the strongest men in the world? Are they 
those who can lift weights?- No. Are they those who know martial arts? No. Are they 
those who believe in gods? No. They are those who believe in themselves. Because 
men who believe in their abilities even when the whole world boos at them can do 
everything because such men never give up and get back every time life knocks 
them down, they get back up no matter how wounded they are. Life is someone who 
will always try to knock you down but what you have to do is to get back, get back 
even harder and better than before and hit back with that strength that life itself clear 
silane for you. 
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Cocooned Love
Darniya Roy

Assistant Professor
Department of Fashion Design

I am there
I am in the air 

I am in the power of the morning glory
I am in the peaceful setting of the evening beauty

I am everywhere
I am everywhere!!

But there’s a sound in this silent night
There’s a movement in this dark valley 

The hyenas calling in the woods
I hold you

I cling to you in fear 
I say “Hold me tight”

“Hold me tight”!
The hyenas are coming

Hold me

I crumble in thy arms
Like a toddler in mother’s arms
You kiss me on my forehead

You hold me in thy arms
Whisper

My child “I am there
Let the hyenas fight me before reaching you

I close my eyes
And rest in thy arms”

My heart is vast as sky
I accept every cloud that overcast my love

My arms are wide open to embrace you my Lord
My dreamy eyes are red for a while 
Sleep has lost my address of stay

My Lord
Waiting for thee
To embrace me 

To cocoon me in thy love
Forever and Forever. 

 Memories
A poem reminiscing about school days 

Well that’s  where irony lies .
 I wonder if we could go back to being whining little kids, smouldered  by winds and covered in 

dust.
As we rolled around in the playground of school yards, embanked by trees and walls of security .
Mischievous giggles resounded as the waves carried, a distant land as if one for me extending 

the solace felt so heartedly.
Shouts for comrades defending our territory, as if a war was waged in hopes of defending our 

boundaries.
Anxious were we for the bells to alarm our senses, retiring to study buzzed our mind constantly.

Time kept ticking, though conscious, oblivion to worries.
The silhouette faded and left a wisp of broken fragments.

Soon the dream broke and I remembered I can’t trace back my steps to my past frivolous self for 
the clothes won’t fit, the laugh would not be carefree, no teacher or intimate bonds created with 
caretaker could be seen when she soothed my mortal wounds as I heavily groaned to be free.

 Then my physical pain made me a captive of shrieks of despair cry, now my soul is tampered 
and tired.

Cold at heart with bodily heat emanate to declare my presence and shallow breath  count the 
days .

Then I realise a visit to the past was only a remembrance, conquered in memories, hazily traced.

-Debanshee Choudhury
Fashion Technology Semester 4 
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To all the men, always and forever.....
Ms.Lipsa Mohapatra

Asst. Professor
Dept. of Fashion Management Studies

What is feminism? The definition is a very blurred one that people have in 
their mind and the cause is simple that the term itself is gender biased.
People think feminism means empowerment for women but whereas it should 
mean equality to all gender. What is equality? Again this term is also so mis-
understood for. We advocate for women not getting equal pay as men but 
never even voice the fact that women get some exemptions while paying tax. 
Is this equality? Here I am not trying to be a proponent for men, rather trying 
to put a flashlight on the fact that how clandestinely we have misused the 
word feminism and equality.

Are men and women equal? The answer is an absolute no cause they are 
different, they are given different role. We completely ignore the fact that they 
are different but equally important. A man may love his child more than any-
thing in this whole world but can never replace a mother. We say that men get 
paid more than women, when the same comes to getting sentenced, on an 
average women get comparatively lenient sentences than men.

Women are always considered to be mature and are given responsibility, 
trained from very early age so that they do good when they build their own 
families. But what about a boy who is always fed with a silver spoon and is 
assumed that he will take responsibility when his time comes. But isn’t he 
just another human.. when he fails to do so then unnecessary conflict starts 
and is said “all the men are the same”. We don’t even know what they go 
through when they are bombarded with these responsibilities, and the icing 
to the cake is that they can’t even show their emotions. Men crying is actually 
considered as “unmanliness’ or is supposed to make them feel emasculated.

Recently only a lady RJ of a famous radio station entered into gents washroom 
to prank men and see what they do in a gents washroom. It was in social me-
dia for a few days but didn’t even grab everyone’s attention. But for a moment 
let’s think that what if the exact opposite had happened. Multiple cases would 
have been filed against the culprits, let alone the court, thousands of discern-
ment would have been passed in social media seeking justice for the victims. 
A whole another #Metoo wave would have started. Now let’s comeback to the 
original case. What justice was given to those men. Wasn’t it a clear violation 
of a man’s privacy. For a fact if at all it was scripted, then wasn’t it unethical.

Our laws are also very biased. When it is protecting women it’s not even 
recognizing men who have been wrongly accused. We live in a country 
where men are guilty until proven innocent and women are innocent un-
til proven guilty. I do respect the idea behind making these laws because 
since time immemorial women have been victims to various assaults 
and harassments both in domestic and outdoor environment and they 
have been never given their rightful place in the society, but this doesn’t 
mean that every single men is a predator.

Agons ago, we have been trying to segregate men and women as black 
and white, which is why also transgender people are often mocked 
and not given their rightful place and respect in the society. We fail to 
acknowledge the grey part, which is at the end of the day we are all 
humans. We got ourselves so busy trying to steer a single gender as 
superior that we forgot the fact that how a society was formed. While 
arguing for feminism we demeaned the fact of co-existence. Let’s take a 
moment and reevaluate ourselves with the question- are we advocating 
for equality or are we becoming fake feminists. Let’s take a moment to 
defeat the stereotypes by asking the right questions because no one is 
ever born a feminist or no one is ever a born predator and at the end 
of the day patriarchy is an ideology where men and women are equally 
victims we just fail to see it in multi-perspective.
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Trains
By Sonali Srivastav
Assistant Professor

Department of Fashion Communication

Trains.
Where are they going?
Where will they stop?

Tin roofed stations
and yellow walled halts.

Through round steel bars,
I look at the bottles lined at the taps

Tea in paper cups,
out of a stained steel container.

Smelling of sweat,
rust and dust,

mixed with the wind across the plains.
Poetry across the bars,

and people defecating on the tracks.
Bags, and baggages, and rolls of cloth.

Trains, harbingers of, something.
Uncertainty. Change.

Rolling down the window to shut out the world,
I am on my way, to somewhere.

I do not want to reach, but to reach out,
With the mechanical humdrum, infusing life.

Treading the concrete path, off to different sands.
I want to escape,

from my bed, the walls, the desk, the clock,
from being me, here, now.

but to what,
I don’t yet know.

but the trains,
they are sure.

And I, I just tag along.
Wanting to be back, as soon as I am there.

The Perfect Girl
By Amola Tripathy, Fashion Technology Semester 4

Everyone thought her to be the perfect girl,
Brown hair shining as she twirled and twirled.
Life went on happily until her 19th year,
Then suddenly, came fear.
Black were her clothes, her best, her room,
Everything else was in a gloom.
The habit of smoking filled her life,
Everywhere she went, she was in great strife.
Self-mutilation was soon a big issue,
‘Where is that little girl? Come back we miss you.’
The smell of blood, the sound of crying,
There was screaming, punching and even lying.
‘A form of depression’ is what doctors said,
She is kind of mixed up in her head.
‘We don’t know when she will get better.’
She expressed everything in her last letter.

Artwork by
Ishani Das
Fashion
Communication
Semester 4

सम्
जजस तरह हवा बहती है
कबना परवाह ककसी के,
जजस तरह मौसम बदलता है
ऐसी ही बात है समय की!

समय नहीं रोके ककसी को 
न रूके ककसी के ललए,
मगर पहचाने जो समय को
समय होता उसी के ललए!
                                             
साहाना आर. सी.

आधिार काय्शक्रम                  

Khyati
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My childhood memories are full of debates between two ideologically different hu-
man beings who happened to be a husband and a wife and their very happening 
living room. Sometimes, my parents’ debates led to their ‘Mounabratam’ and being a 
single child, I was their only Lingua-Franka. My mother was a Gurubhakt, scholarly 
Hindu woman and my father was an agnostic, non conformist trade union leader. 
Still, they fell in love. My father used to criticize religion Gurus and their fraudulent 
ways of making money in the name of religion, and my mother was an all-time critic 
of greedy communist/ trade union/political  leaders who never followed what they 
used to preach. Despite of their difference, my father was a very good host for my 
mother’s team of Kirtanias and my mother used to supply coffee and pakora tire-
lessly to my father’s endless meetings with his trade union friends. Our living rooms 
was a silent witness to those dynamic events and conversations.  In the morning, 
our neighbors used to listen to Gayatri Mantra and Kirtan in my mother’s voice. In 
the evenings of the weekends, our living room was filled with   slogans like  Inqilab 
Zindabad’, ‘We shall overcome’, etc.  My parents’  library had Ramakrishna Katha-
mritra, Chaitanya Charitamrita that happily mingled with Communist Manifesto and 
Essential Works of  Lenin. 

But debates were the soul of the living room. I still remember, my mother quoting  
Chaitanyadeva’s  “ Aponi Achori Dhormo, Parere Shukhao”, i.e. Before preaching, 
follow the principles in your life. And in counter reaction, my father used to state his 
doubts on God by proudly quoting from 3500 years old hymn of Rigveda.
“Who really knows? And who can say? 
Whence did it all come? And how did creation happen? 
The gods themselves are later than creation,
So who knows truly whence this great creation sprang? 
Who knows whence this creation had its origin? 
He whence he fashioned it or whether did not, 
He who surveys it all from the highest heaven, 
He knows or maybe even. He does not know.”

Despite of all these debates, they had respect for each other. They happily spent 
their married life together. When my mother left us, I was a Post Graduate Student. 
In her last few conversations with me, she advised me to accept my father’s ratio-
nalism and scientific spirit to see the world. And when my father died six years ago, 
he told me “Teach your kids your mother’s idea of self-discipline, the sacredness of 
body and soul and spreading love in the community.” 
Today, we live in the era of divisive forces, and aggressive political and religious 
thoughts. In these trouble times, I love to dream a world like my parents’ living room, 
where people with different beliefs and ideologies can live happily with great love, 
respect, and compassion toward one another

The story of my parents' living The story of my parents' living 
room  and  my  world  of  Dreamsroom  and  my  world  of  Dreams

By  Dr. Goutam Saha
Associate Professor

Department of Fashion Management

Winning article on the event ‘Creative writing’ held by National Institute of Fashion 
Technology, Bhubaneshwar on the occasion of Spectrum 2020. The time allotted 

was limited to 1 hour.

If I was Time
Abhishek Pradeep 

Fashion Management
Semester 4

27th August 2020
As I glide the graphite lead on this white canvas to sum-
mon words, a girl across the table looked comical as 
she held a pencil between her lips and nose, approxi-
mating a pig’s face. A pigeon perched on the window-
pane and flew to a nearby grey colored building pick-
ing up a bread crumb. Must be some thrown leftover of 
breakfast that Pappu Bhai-na provided for the students 
who had mess card. If not, his shallow eyes make you 
want to gag out the food and not seen anywhere near 
the mess until you pay. Not later. 
Alas! I wish I hadn’t kept my phone away to snap a photo 
of the grey building and the pigeon that looked aesthet-
ically pleasing. ‘thought to myself leaning my forehead 
against the pencil that I held firmly between my fingers’.

27th August 2012
A finely rolled joint was passed on by his peers and they 
smoked inside a grey building covered by beige painted 
walls. One, Two, Three, Four - joints, until he passes 
out.  The hope of his parents and the love that he had 
for his girl-friend woke him up to the cold reality only to 
realize that he needs to start from zero. 4 years! He is 
left behind.

 Life doesn’t wait.
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Artwork by Ishani Das,
Fashion Communication
Semester 4

27th August 2016
Cristiano Ronaldo and Marc Marquez won the Euro 2016 and MotoGP World 
Championship scoring a hat-trick against mighty Spain and winning 10 Races in a 
row. History has been re-written. They’re the best! Nobody can defeat them. 

Inspired!

27th August 2024
He wakes up next to his girlfriend. They’ve been together after his postgraduate 
degree and traveled ever since, country after country. They were last seen in Mo-
naco. He planted his one foot on the floor and finds it cold. Across the room, a 
woman in a television news channel announced that the temperature is 2 degrees 
in French. Shadow of ‘the Iron lady’ cast against sun falls on the main hall of their 
room. They’re in France. 

Living his dream!

27th August 2020
As I glide this graphite lead on this white canvas to summon words, the clock 
struck 3’o clock. Neither the girl nor the pigeon was seen then. The hall was empty. 
Room No: 308!!
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Iconic Recreations
The lockdown has given us time to im-
prove on our strengths and work on 
our weaknesses. Here, I have tried to 
do both by ‘Recreating iconic looks’ of 
Fashion icons. Makeup has been my 
strength but this year we were intro-
duced to Styling, which consisted of 
putting together an entire outfit. Styl-
ing remains quite a new subject for 
me and thus I seek inspiration from 
our true fashion icons from the past. 
I started off by Recreating the style 
of Frida Kahlo - an iconic artist and a 
fashion icon with a very unique style. 
Her style included flower crowns , vi-
brant lip and cheek tint and she also 
embraced her unibrow and her whis-
per- light mustache. 
The second recreation that I tried at-
tempting, was that of Coco Chanel 
- the French fashion designer who 
changed the fashion scenario with her 
revolutionary designs. She introduced 
the LBD - the little black dress and 
Costume jewelry which are truly iconic 
to her style. 
Carrying out these recreations not 
only helped me in Styling and Make-
up but also gave me huge inspiration 
to design and style various colours , 
patterns and accessories. 

Devangi Bhamare
Fashion Design
4th Semester

 To never end 
All through the day 

While riding with you, 
The wind had caressed my hair, 
The sun kissed my skin. And I basked 
in your scent, Holding you a little tighter 
Like a warm blanket. 
That evening after the sunset As we 
walked together 
Along the dark road, 
You held my hand A little tighter. 
And I wanted that road 

To never end.

Poem and Artworks by
Sulagna Saha
Assistant Professor
Fashion Technology Department
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Countless and endless this minute, 
Mortals have skipped the beat. 
The eyes have lost the spirit, 
In this war treat. 
 

Blossoms are blooming,  
Into a malformed world. 
Only to offer flowering, 
From the weeps of the loved. 
 

Humans screeching in vain, 
I am first is the aim. 
You belong next on the train, 
It’s my love who is in pain. 
 

Turn your head right to left, 
Peep into the grief and guilt in every eye. 
Close your mind with a blink of a theft, 
Silently clutch your thoughts and lie. 
 

Wonder what Eagles could have sung, 
“How long”, how long man you will weep? 

Every night we escape the blank flung, 
In this horrendous war treat. 
 

Sing a song to sleep but with no hymns, 
It’s those arduous utterances, we want to attend. 
Fate is ready to heal the Grimm, 
Close the door and escape the end. 
 

Poem and Paintings by Rashi Saxena, Fashion Technology, Semester 6

For the Rested Mortals during Pandemic.  

The land is left with some debris, 
It’s red and raven with no hatred. 
The hunger games are now at a Grand Prix, 
The world is shattered with guns and opportunists. 
 

You are arrested in the comfort of bricks, 
There is a painting on the wall you want to see. 
Tired and want to elude the shunned tricks, 
You and I have forgotten to enjoy a cup of tea. 
 

There was a man, who planned a voyage, 
For the next term, 
Left the soil with a message. 
Don’t turn around, it’s our pern. 
 

Yes, my love, 
It’s the home we had built. 
Yes, my love, 
It’s the trees we had planted. 
Yes, my love, 
It’s the joy we laughed at. 
Yes, my love, 
It’s the sorrow we cried alone about. 
Yes, my love, 
We are burning in the cold fire. 
And here we are distant apart, 
Away from our home, 
In another world of suffering, 
Only you and I can offer each other, 
Some healing words in exchange. 
 

 

 

Adam turns around 

Calling out Eve 

Pondering the ground 

With the wheat weave. 
Sweeping the toil  
For the future coil 
With the golden brown hush 

Gently wind moving in a rush. 
In the midst of furrowing 

The far sky showers the blessing 

Onto the holy part of Jericho 

Carving the culture 

With Canaanites and Amorites. 
Cherishing the foster 
Abandoning the desert 
Stopping by, 
Looking around 

And acquiring the truth 

Far it has an end 

Where the cross from Jordan river 
We are the armors 

Against the tribe of Yehoshua. 
 

Cultivation
Poem and Painting by Rashi Saxena, Fashion Technology, Semester 6
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Art Curio



91  Art Curio90      Pratibha

Wanda Vision : Lost in Marvel's La la Land
Ridhi Jain

2nd semester
Textile Design

Our story is just like this miniseries, at the starting of lockdown our life opens in black-and-
white with a 1950s sitcom-style theme song but then with the passage of time we made it 

colorful and learnt new things with some unique high jinks. Prabhat Verma
Fashion Design

Semester 6
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Pranav Akshari
foundation programme,

Batch A
Vaishnavi Reddi

foundation programme, 
Batch D
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Shefali kannojiya
foundation programme, 

Batch B

Pranav Akshari
foundation programme, 
Batch A
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Pranav Akshari
foundation programme,

Batch A

Vaishnavi Reddi
foundation programme, 
Batch D

Prabhat Verma, Fashion Design
Semester 6
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The "not so social bug"
A mini comic series on mental health and anxiety

Koya Sai Varsha
6th semester

Fashion & Lifestyle accessory 

DON’T  LET  

SOCIAL MEDIA  

AFFECT  YOUR 

MENTAL  HEALTH

Takeaway:
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Takeaway:

You are special 
in your own way

Takeaway:

Hold on to your 
loved ones who’ve 

been struggling
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Paintings by:
Arpita Selot

Fashion Technology
Semester 4

Paintings by:
Arpita Selot
Fashion Technology
Semester 4
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Ishani Das,
 Fashion Communication 

Semester 4

Ishani Das,
 Fashion Communication 
Semester 4
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Illustration by:
Ishani Das

Fashion Communication
Semester 4

Illustration by:
Ishani Das
Fashion Communication
Semester 4

Illustration by:
Mitashree 

Gain
Foundation
Programme
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Ritwika Banerjee
Fashion and Lifestyle Accesory 

Semester 4

Illustration by:
Mitashree Gain
Foundation Programme

Illustration by:
Prabhat Verma
Fashion Design
Semester 6
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Prabhat Verma
Fashion Design
Semester 6

Prabhat Verma
Fashion Design

Semester 6
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Prabhat Verma
Fashion Design

Semester 6

Prabhat Verma
Fashion Design
Semester 6

Ritwika Banerjee
Fashion and Lifestyle 

Accesory
Semester 4
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Ritwika Banerjee
Fashion and Lifestyle 

Accesory
Semester 4

Sandra
foundation programme, 
Batch B

Sandra
foundation programme, 
Batch B

Illustration on ceramics by:
Trisha Hazarika

Fashion and Lifestyle 
Accesory

Semester 6
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Ritwika Banerjee
Fashion and Lifestyle 

Accesory
Semester 4

Illustration on ceramics by:
Trisha Hazarika

Fashion and Lifestyle 
Accesory

Semester 6
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SCI-FI panel corridor for a space 
shuttle.

Designed by Bhavya Agrawal
Fashion Communication

Semester 4

Illustration by:
Disha Kukreja

foundation programme, 
Batch A

Illustration by:
Khyati Shekhar
Fashion
Communication
Semester 6
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Iris
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Photograph by:
Amisha Sing 
Foundation programme, Batch B

Photograph by:
Amisha Sing 

   Foundation programme, Batch B

Photograph by:
Amola Tripathy
Fashion Technology
Semester 4
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Photograph by:
Amisha Sing 

   Foundation programme, Batch B

Photograph by:
Amisha Sing 

   Foundation programme, Batch B
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Photograph by:
Ishani Das

Fashion 
Communication

Semester 4

Photograph by:
Manish Sethi
Fashion Communication
Semester 4

Photograph by:
Aniket Rout
Fashion Technology
Semester 4
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Ishika Gupta
Fashion Communication
Semester 4

Garvita Srivastav
Foundation Programme 
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Odelia Vaz
Fashion Communication
Semester 4

Photographs by:
Odelia Vaz 

Fashion Communication
Semester 4



133  Iris132      Pratibha

Photograph by:
Amrit Kaur (Fashion Communication Semester 4)

Photograph by:
Manish Sethi (Fashion Communication Semester 4)

Photograph by:
Manish Sethi
(Fashion Communication 
Semester 4)
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Photograph by:
Aniket Rout

(Fashion Technology
Semester 4)

Photograph by:
Amrit Kaur
(Fashion Communication 
Semester 4)
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Photograph by:
Ritwika Banerjee

Fashion and Lifestyle 
Accesory

Semester 4

Photograph by:
Aniket Rout
Fashion Technology
Semester 4
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Photograph by:
Odelia Va

(Fashion Communication 
Semester 4) z

Photograph by:
Saloni Ved

(Fashion Communication 
Semester 4)

Photograph by:
Soumya
(Fashion Communication 
Semester 4)
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I am Swagat Mohapatra a student of lifestyle and accessories design. 
During this lockdown, I have ventured into the second largest mangroves of 
India. Bhitarkanika National park (crocodile and migratory bird sanctuary) at 
Kendrapara, Odisha. The mangroves having the Saltwater Crocodile as its 
king and many species like Spotted deer, Indian python, Wild boars, Black 
Ibis, and different migratory birds. I picked my camera with me and explore in a 
new field. The mangroves help me a lot to understand about different animals, 
birds and reptiles and the environment too. During this thrilling adventure trip, 
not only I enjoyed but enhance my skills as a wildlife photographer too. And 

I’m glad to share some of those pictures I have captured during the trip.

Swagat Mohapatra
F&LA department 

BD/18/1038
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Sabhya Singhal, Fashion Communication Semester 4

Khyati Shekhar, Fashion Communication Semester 6
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"When we raise our voice together we resonate to a 
larger consciousness"

What is the cause that is close to your heart and if you had a superpower what would you do to help?
(continued in next pages)
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The world we live in has two types of people, the kind who are so well-off 

that they can afford any luxury they want, live in posh mansions, drive the 

meanest vehicles and consume their favourite eatables. The second kind 

is the ones who live in temporary roadside shelters with barely a piece of 

bread to eat. Behind my very own house, there used to be a slum where 

hundreds of poor, needy people lived in. I used to bear a heavy heart 

every time I saw the poor and the needy being exploited, beaten up and 

thrown away. They didn't even have a permanent place to live in. 

Sometimes some rich businessmen took over their place for constructions 

and sometimes the govt. itself threw them away. By God's grace, if I could 

possess a superpower, I would definitely change the biased and ruthless 

behaviour that people have against the poor. I fail to understand why there 

is such a big division among the inhabitants of our planet. The first thing I 

would do with my superpowers would be the demolition of poverty, racism 

and religious differences. I would make sure the poor get the same 

amount of love, respect, happiness and opportunities that the rich get. 

Imagine a world where every person is equal, not just in the eyes of law 

but also in the hearts of each other. Unity makes us move forward in the 

escapades of life. If people would forget hatred and spread love, there will 

be no barriers in the path to success.

-        Anshika Satpathy

Foundation Programme Technology

Crime against women have always been an issue that has gained partially less 

attention and adherence than what it actually deserves. Though, nowadays these 

matters are discussed more

Openly through technology and widespread education, yet India is not a safe place 

because a certain percentage of people committing such crimes belong to this very 

generation gaining the same Education. Well apart from big issues like Rape, Child 

molestation, eve-teasing etc. that affect the victims severely, at times an unwanted 

touch from an unknown person can traumatize one for days, weeks or even months 

mostly when one is old enough to differentiate between the right and wrong way. I 

wish I had a superpower to modify the mindset of people then maybe I’d help them 

to be more respectful and help them understand CONSENT is important.

Bratati Deb

 Foundation Programme Design

Battling depression is something that is associated with being sad 24/7. The topic 

is not talked about often. Living in an Indian household, we weren’t taught in our 

childhoods about mental health.

I lost my uncle to depression. He never discussed how he felt or expressed his 

emotions. It is something that has stayed with me for years now. I wish I had 

asked him how he felt or if something was bothering him.

If I had the power to do anything, it would be to talk about mental health enough. I 

guess we all can agree that it’s not talked about enough in India. I would shut 

people who shame other people for not being social enough or bullying them into 

doing things that cause them anxiety. I would educate parents on mental health 

because I believe everything starts in our homes. We all need someone to check 

on us and it’s our duty to check on everyone around us. Nobody is truly happy, 

with the pandemic on our heads, a lot of us had to spend time alone. My only 

coping mechanism was going out with my friends, and I haven’t been able to do 

that really. I would just want to be there for everyone, who's been there for me.

  Ritika Singh

Foundation Programme Design
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That's it for this edition, see you next time!
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Thank you for going through our labour of love! Please tell us what you 

think from the link below

Feedback

Click here


