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From The
Desk of Vice
Chancellor

I'm delighted and proud to place before you the second issue of the e-
magazine Chashm-e-nau In your hands. The issue represents the
creativity of the students represented in the symbolic printed form-
interactive narrative, poetry, short story, artwork, photography- from
students of all the Departments of the university. The various
contributions fill you with a sense of meaningful participation of the
students in this seat of learning and enthuse the spirit of all, young and
old. I wish to thank the team for having brought out the issue, that’s
such an enjoyable read. We can’t wait for the next issue. Warm wishes
to the editorial team and the contributors!



Message From The Chiet Editorial
Committee
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An 1nstitution rests primarily on two axes.

First axis, is that of present, the current or the ‘now’. Second axis, is
various versions of older forms of that institution that existed through
various segments of time. The institution’s history thus, then becomes
a piercing third axis which cuts across the first two, intersecting at
several junctions which one deems as watershed or monumental feats.
We would like to bring the attention of our readers, to the few of such
injunctions that have been remembered by Deccan College ( here, we
use the term Deccan College to denote the ‘people’, flesh and blood of
what makes a set of buildings a seat of learning) in its collective
memory.

The year 2021 marked 200 years of Deccan College, a feat that is
shared only by a select institutions in the country.
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Over the course of time, Deccan College has changed with its time. It
has stood the test of time, despite facing challenges and roadblocks.
The strength to endure these, mainly came from the people who make
this space alive and breathing- students, scholars, professors, non-
teaching staff as well as the alumni.

The magazine is an assortment of ideas, expressed through various
mediums such as photographs, poetry, conversations and artworks. It
showcases the diverse milieu of Deccan College and one such
manifestation of the same is the vibrant linguistic range in which we
have received submissions.

The second edition of chasm-e-nau, is an attempt to bring to light the
people and the very spirit of Deccan College to its readers. As the
name suggests, we have made an effort to bring to our readers a fresh
and ‘new’ perspectives and we hope the ‘newness’ is multiplied with
every reading of the magazine.

On behalf of the Chief Editorial Team, we, Srushti Avinash Sharma
and Rajat Hussendra Sethiya, present to you, the second edition of

The Deccan College Magazine, a student-led initiative, chasm-e-nau
(2022-23).




Happy Reading!

ham musafir yunhi masruf-e-safar ja.enge
be-nishan ho ga.e jab shahr to ghar
ja.enge

Faiz Ahmed Faiz
Qe Qb ST

With Warm Regards,
Chief Editorial Team
e Dr. Abhijit Dandekar (Department of AIHC & Archeology)
e Nilesh Jadhav (Gents Hostel Rector)
e Noorjahan Pathan (Ladies Hostel Warden)
e Dr. Pankaj Goyel (Gents Hostel Rector)
e Dr. Shubhangi Kardile (Department of Linguistics)
e Dr. Vrushali Bhosale (Department of Sanskrit and Lexicography)
e Srushti Avinash Sharma (Student Representative)
* Rajat Hussendra Sethiya (Student Representative)
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In conversation
with 3
Dr. Abhijit Dandekar

Tell us, in brief, about your journey as a student.

Dr. Abhijit Dandekar: So I did my graduation in Life Sciences from
Ramnarain Ruia College, Mumbai. To tell the truth, though I did my
graduation, I was never a studious student. We had one of the topics
of Human Evolution in our curriculum, and that made me interested
in Anthropology, and I wanted to study Human Evolution. So one of
my friends told me that there was a course in Anthropology at Pune
University. However the admissions were closed by then. T was
unaware of the provisional admission procedure.

One of my friends told me about Deccan College and that there was

something similar to Anthropology- it was archaeology. And you



could study archaeology, you could take admission there as well. Even
at Pune University they recommended Deccan College. So I came
here in and around August 1992, still unaware of how to spell
‘archaeology’. That was the first thing I learnt here— the spelling of
archaeology. When I came here, the session had already started; so I
came somewhere in the middle. So the basics were already being told
to the students. I came from a science background and the first class
we had was that of Prof. Gauri Lad who was talking about socio-
economic history or political history... I don’t quite remember now.
And everything was Greek-Latin to me! I was scared that I had fought
with my parents and come here, and I don’t understand anything.
Now it was too late for me to cancel my admission, go back, and
accept the defeat; being a boy of 19-20 years. So I stuck on somehow.
Prehistory was out of bounds. We had a teacher like K. Paddayya,
whom you don’t understand if you have no idea of archaeology. To
understand K. Paddayya you need to understand archaeology, only
then can you understand Dr. Paddayya. Other teachers also— I
remember one teacher telling me when I was showing her— when
they took us to the museum, there was a tray and some stone tools
were kept and I showed it to her and she told me she was not sure if it
could be called a stone tool. It was difficult to tell. That was the end of
prehistory for me. I was scared. Somehow I used to give my term-end
exams. There was a different pattern back then.

After the exams I was taken to the excavations. My first excavation
was at Padri where professor Shinde excavated. And that is when I
realized that this is what I liked- the field work, the archaeology
excavations. And then I got really interested in archaeology. Luckily I
got good seniors who cleared my doubts and I got interested in studies
again. That is how it started. I completed my post graduation in 1994.



Being from a science background, we had two groups— one was
prehistory, the other was general archaeology. For prehistory you
could choose world prehistory, evolution, bio-archaeology etc; and
the other group had architecture, iconography, epigraphy,
numismatics.... so it was pre-decided.

It was a tradition that all science people would go to prehistory.
Though I didn't understand any prehistory, it was a kind of peer
pressure. So you know the curator of Maratha History Museum,
Doctor Girish Mandke, he happened to be a senior there. Okay, so
doing his PhD, he took my class and guided me to do general
archaeology. So I did general archaeology. And thanks to him, I did
my Epigraphy and Numismatics. And thanks to that, I got my job
here. So anyway, I completed my MA and immediately after that I
went to Dr. Mishra— he was the Director— and then he sent me to
Aligarh. There was going to be a World Archaeology Congress in
Delhi in 1994 and Doctor Makhanlal was the secretary of that
conference. And so he sent me to Dr. Makhanal. Dr. Makhanal used to
work in Aligarh University and stayed in Aligarh. So I stayed with
him, worked there. From there I went to Balakal Excavations and
there my topic was decided, that I would work on early historic
pottery. So I worked on early historic pottery. So that was my PhD
topic. So from 1995 till 2002 I got my degree. In and around 2000-
2001, I submitted it, and that is in brief my journey as a student.

In 2003, I joined here as a research associate in epigraphy,
palacography, and numismatics.

So what has sustained your interest here from 1992 to present?



AD: Many reasons. The culture was essentially Marathi upper caste per
class— Marathi culture. I didn't know anybody who was not
Maharashtrian. There were Gujaratis. Some North Indians. It was very
limited and I had a very romantic idea of the Northeast, okay. I
wanted to go and work there, but I had never encountered the
Northeastern. When I came here, for the first time in my life, I was
exposed to real people from all over the country. You know, people
coming from Meghalaya, Nagaland. Then you had students coming
from Kerala, Tamil Nadu, from everywhere. They were all rooted in
their own cultures. So initially it was difficult for me to get along with
them. Then slowly after I went to excavations, spent more and more
time in the hostel, they became real buddies for life. One thing I
learned here was that we didn't have anyone else. So all my romantic
ideas, they got a kind of closure here. I met the real people.

That's what sustained me here for so many years, the people and then
of course the subjects here. Then we got interested in excavations, we
would wait somehow till Diwali. After Diwali, when exams were
over, we immediately would pack our bags and we would be setting
up camps in Balathal, and we would come back in March. So 4-5
months every year in the field, excavating day in and day out and
staying in the intense weather without any electricity, just using
lanterns or Petromax at the most. It was a different life. But it was a
very endearing life. And the villagers over there— unsolicited, pure
love— you would get from them. The entire village would come
together to see a swath. The villagers would be crying, we would be
crying, and we still have that work. I mean, every time I go to
Balathal- it has been 20 years— now I meet them, I have food with
them. They still remember us. Anything. So you get a human to



human bond- that's what fascinated me. That's what kept me going
till today, and the entire approach of this institute. Everyone needs to
think. You need to understand about this institute is that the USP is
informality. The atmosphere is informal. There are teachers who go
by the book, but during our times we would not. Hardly anybody
went by the book. We would play with our teacher— like there was
Dr. P.K. Thomas, who established this Department of Archaeo-
zoology, was an excellent volleyball player. And every evening we
would play volleyball here. Not only the students but teachers, the
Registrar. Everybody would play. Everybody would come together,
right from the Director to the peon to the sweeper, everybody. So this
was though we had difterences, and people have always fought and
things like that, it was very thick. And that is how, you know, this
institute worked. So my teachers never treated me as a student. I could
argue with my teachers. I could disagree with my teachers. I could
complain to my teachers. I mean, I was one of the kind of leaders over
here.

So anytime any problem happened either in the hostel or in the mess, I
would go to the Director immediately with a morcha and all. The
Director was my guide, Professor Mishra. But he treated me as a
student and he knew that I was not fighting with Mishra. But I was
not arguing with him. I was arguing with the chair, the Director’s
chair. So he didn't take it personally.

There was kind of a Gurukul system over here. Students studying
here, being appointed as teachers, professors, HoDs, etc. So my efforts
are to continue with that tradition. Now things have changed. But I
try to be as informal as possible, you know, and impart whatever
knowledge, information, that I have... you know in whichever
domain, whether you have a formal class, don't have a formal, doesn't



make any difference. Initially when we stayed in the camp for 24
hours, you know, for months together, it was the best way to learn
archaeology from your teachers. They would talk about their own
experiences. Then you could be together already in the field, so you
could correlate everything together. So yeah, this is a different
college— spending time, and not only with teachers, actually with
other staft also. For example, I remember a very fond friend, a senior
person who was a retired army ofticer, Mr. Bhatavdekar. He would
read a lot. And not only him, Gawade, Chandrakant Shendge, Waman
Kawde, they had really worked in the field, but not only merely staft.
So you could tell Bhatavdekar to excavate; he would excavate
beautifully. These people have really worked in the field so they knew
how to excavate a skeleton, how to maintain a trench, everything.
They may not know how to maintain a logbook. They may not know
the details of antiquities, but excavation they knew. We actually
learned from them. So the environment was like that only, it was not
hierarchical.

And actually, you fall in love in this place. So it's a golden trap,
actually. You know, every year we say that the admission time is
monsoon time, so Deccan College kind of sets the trap— beautiful
buildings, all greenery, lush green, nice atmosphere, good cooling
environment. Students get stuck. And this, I mean, this can sound very
superstitious— but this place has a mind of its own. If it wants you to
be here, you will be here. Go wherever you want. You cannot leave
this place if it doesn't want you to. You can try as hard as you want.
You won't be able to stay away.

What was an impressionable event that made you stay here?



AD: It was meeting the people here. I mean one of my best friends is
from Mumbai. Another best friend is a professor of linguistics in a
Central University. I can say with pride and with affection that in
every state of this country I have a home. And literally from Kashmir
to Kanyakumari, from Nagaland, Mizoram to Gujarat, MH-
anywhere I can go, at least one house is there. So that's the thing. I
mean you really understand the ethos of this culture. I won't say one
country, culture. You really understand this. Boundaries are fake and
artificial. There are man-made boundaries and across... you know,
not only the region but religion also. When we were here, we didn't
need money. I could live here with 50 paise in my pocket for months.
If you didn't have money to give in the canteen, it was okay because
there was Mama, he would give chai free of cost to us. Every day we
would have only one thing, either wada, or bhaji, or idli, missal or
something. He understood. But we did all sorts of things here, there
was an enjoyable life. This might sound very loaded, but most of us
had siblings, so there was already a training of sharing. And you
would barge into anybody's room at any time. Somebody had an iron,
so it would go all around the hostel; sharing things— this we don't see
now. We made friends for life. Made life partners over here. So
whatever I am today, is because of this institute. Good, bad. It has both
sides. You stay in some kind of cocoon over here and you don't know
what's happening outside. I mean it's like that, and growing up- it's
such a relative term that we had no contact with the outside world. It
is kind of a time warp. Everybody stayed here for seven years, eight
years, ten years... so the relative growth could be the same. One day I
realized that I've grown up and I've spent so much time because you
know, the Chandrama that you see, the tapri that you see... so this
Chandra, the tapri that you see, used to be huge. Every day we would



be at Chandrama, okay, and the tree which you see near to it, that tree
was Bodhi tree. We would be sitting there for hours together. So there
they had kids working, and they did work (till they were) young boys,
and that's when I realized I have spent so many years in this place. So
that happens. I mean you don't realize how many years you have spent
in this place. So it's like that, if you remember in the movie Rang De
Basanti, Aamir Khan tells that inside the college you feel very
confident, outside there is no identity. Same thing, same thing
happens to any university and maybe JNU, DU- the students are
spending a lot of time, not many years as students. Then that's what
happens. That's the flip side. You start your life late.

So as you mentioned so many people, but I want you to be specific for this
one. Who has played a very pivotal role in your journey as a scholar and a
professor here?

AD: Teachers. Prof. Mishra— I won't say he taught me actively, but I
kind of invited subconsciously. I realized that now, many times— the
things how he would have reacted— or how he would have taken any
action. And then I see his example. There was Professor VK
Bhattacharya. Earlier he was a professor of anthropology at Delhi
University. If he had wandered, I wouldn't have finished my PhD.
And then there was Professor MS Mate. So these three teachers, I
would say. Of course others are there. Professor Rajguru for example.
He was not directly involved, as some subjects differed. Actually I met
Professor Mate not as a student but when I became a faculty here. I
met Professor Mate because Martin retired before I joined as a student.
But somehow I got in touch with Dr. Mate and so have learned so
many things. [ mean, if you see my research papers, you see an



accurate part of it. You tell the reader what you want to tell in the first
two paragraphs, he doesn't have to search for it. Then you make your
argument afterwards, but you tell the reader what the paper is about.
So that's what I learned from him. I follow that. Professor Mishra was
very humane. He enjoyed life and his approach towards people was
absolutely humane. They followed hierarchy wherever it was
necessary, but not always.

What are the commonalities from the time you were a student here, and

when you became a teacher?

AD: Not going by the hierarchy, being friendly with the students,
fighting with students alike. So that's a tradition that you know has
not changed, at least

for me. It must have changed for others. So that value I've kept.
Another thing that was difficult to maintain especially after I became
the Registrar, was the relationship dynamics I had with people here.
Though I am a teacher here, I would still like to think that I'm a senior
student. That's the ethos of this college. When we did our first alumni
meet in the college, sometime in 2006-07, we felicitated only one
teacher because Professor Dhavalikar had received Padma Shri. So we
felicitated him; we felicitated all the non teaching staff, the peons, the
sweepers, the drivers, because they have played an equally important
part in our lives here. They still maintain those relationships. That's
what I like to have.

So what are your non-academic interests?

AD: Music, classical music. Indian classical music, Indian folk music,



Indian film music. But mostly till 70s-80s max, not after that. If it is
AR Rahman, Vishal Bhardwaj— I would still listen to them. This Neha
Khanvilkar. They are very good now. Also mostly old film songs.
Indian classical, of course, instrumental as well as vocal. That is one of
my interests. Literature— Marathi literature, Hindi literature, Urdu
Literature, Urdu poetry. So those are my interests.

Films, the ones that are for entertainment, not pretentious, do not
claim to be classical movies. For example movies of Govinda. They're
absolute entertainment. Gulal was my favorite. Gangs of Wasseypur,
of course. I appreciated the Girl with Yellow Boots. That was one of
his good movies, Black Friday. Some Japanese movies, some Chinese
movies as well. There was an excellent movie, Godfather. I enjoy
literature like Katka, Camus. I like Katka more than English literature.
And then Agatha Christie, of course. For Marathi, Nanda Khare was
one of my favorites. Nemade always has an influence on young kids,
young boys of 20-25 age, so at that age Nemade was favourite. J.
Kulkarni was a favorite in Marathi. Kusumagraj as a poet was
favourite. Slowly you outgrow them. Pu. La. Deshpande of course,
but you outgrow Pu. La. Deshpande after some time and then you
enjoy people like Dilip Chitre, enjoy people like Arun Kulatkar,
Shyam Manohar, Milasa Rani.

Are you trained in Indian Classical Music?

AD: I am, kind of, yeah. I learnt tabla for a very long time. Used to
play tabla for a living.

How do you do? How do you make a living from Arts?



AD: There was another student, Vikramjit Singh, who was a
Manipuri, he played flute. And he used to play flute in five star hotels
in Pune. So I would go and accompany him. I used to play at the
Pride hotel and Arora Towers. They had restaurants and there we
would play. It was also practice— for three hours, it was good practice.
You're getting money for practice. What more can you ask for?

Something specific that changed the way you looked at things?

AD: Yeah, I enjoy absurdity. George Orwell- 1984, Animal Farm. I
just finished 1984 again— sometime again. It makes sense in current
times.

The plays that I enjoyed the most were the plays of Mahesh
Elkunchwar. His plays, not only this, Wada Chirebandi, Magna
Talyakathi— this trilogy of his dramas, with the third part being
Yugant. It's a story of a zamindar in that range, and he kind of creates
the values in the first part and breaks them in the last part. So it's a
beautiful play experience I'd watched many years back... for 9 hours
continuously, and three parts together. So that was an experience. His
other plays— Garbo, Sonata— those were very good plays. Those I have
enjoyed. In commercial theater, I've not seen for a very long time, like
Prashant Damle plays— I've not seen the latest ones. Old ones have
seen them, enjoyed them. Then you kind of again outgrow them.

Do you also act?

AD: No, I never got an opportunity. Though I do act when I teach
you. That's a role, right? I mean that is one way of looking at it. I



mean a very cheerful person, talking continuously, laughing. No, I'm a
very boring person. That's all I do, you put up a face and yeah, you put
up a person. But again, rather, I would call it a performance because it
all depends upon the response feedback. I don't know what to see in the
acting role, but I see that you people are involved in enjoying it, there
are questions and answers and dialogue, then I enjoy it. That's a
performance, we're as good as you. Otherwise I'm kind of an introvert.
Keep to myself, shy. If I am in my own territory, then I am the king.

What is your major take away from your life at Deccan College, that you
would like to tell the readers?

AD: This is one of the great places to be in life. Enjoy it with all its flip
sides, whatever. Hit the library, make friends, and chill. I won't tell
them to study hard and whatever, that they will do anyway. Make your
own mistakes. That is one thing I'll tell students. Okay, don't go by
others’ mistakes. Make your own mistakes. Learn from them. Even if
you are excavating— if you have been given a trench, make your own
mistakes, you will learn from that. And you will have seniors who will
take care of your mistakes. Don't worry. Ask questions and don't
believe anybody. Make your own judgment. They could be right, they
could be wrong. Verify whatever your teachers tell you. Verify. Hit the
library, don't google it at that moment. I mean, I've seen students doing
that. Also checking facts on Wikipedia, Google. That's not the way to
do it. And there are no shortcuts in life. Even if you take one, you
realize that there is a roadblock.
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Srushti Sharma
AIHC & Archeology
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chahargana/ rubai/ quatrain

Srushti Sharma
AIHC & Archeology

On a winter morning, we walked, hum-nafas
Two tombs; one for each of us

A cat crossed our paths, holy, divine, futile
You held my hand and heart, left me be-bas

II.

On a summer afternoon, the heat was sweltering

Down under the shade of amaltas, we sat- unquestioning
How was I to know this was love

As you keep making your way to me, earthshattering

[I.

The monsoon arrived with gentle drops of rain
As our hearts fused, so did the intrinsic pain

We tore through the walls of convention, custom,
Your lips never touched wine, but left a stain



IV.

Spring arrives with Semal, Amaltas, Palash; Bahaar

Love blossoms, ripe, fresh, soon'to vanish; guzaar

The world is ending, we need to go our separate ways

They say dreams and wish-making charms are sold everywhere;

bazaar




One Day at A Time

Akanksha Malik Parashar

One day at a time

I’'m yet to reach my prime
Looking at the sky

As the birds fly by

Beneath the illusion of these windows
I burden my brain a little more
[ imagine the past

Which never seems to last

[ envision the future

Which envelops like a delusion
So what am I left with?

Only this day,

Only this time!

So, I try

To live one day at a time.



Just Let Them Be

Akanksha Malik Parashar

Childhood leads to adulthood

With infancy and adolescence somewhere in between
Trying to carve a niche for themselves

With whatever they’ve seen.

So, let them be...

Let them carve out their future’s sculpture

It may not be a masterpiece

But,

It will surely lead them to peace
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Fish Curry

Raj Adhikary

Linguistics
(Translated by Joydip Chatterjee)

Finally, Polu has passed his higher secondary exams. When we entered
middle school, Polu was in high school. When we were appearing for
our 10th boards for the first time, it was Polu’s third time. When we
entered college, Polu was appearing for his 12th boards for the second
time. Now, we are in our third year of college. Polu has passed his
12th boards. It’s a different kind of joy. The guard uncle at school
with whom Polu used to share his bidis is crying inconsolably.

Polu is leaving school after so many years. Everyone there is sad. The
Physics teacher who has joined recently is the same age as Polu. The
school has given Polu a carton of bidis and ten packets of chanachur as
a parting gift. The headmaster himself, through tearful eyes, saw off
Polu to the main gate.

We are quite happy today. Peno-da is his unbound joy in treating all
of us to expired, creamless cream rolls at his shop.

“Polu has passed after so many years, let us celebrate this occasion!” I
propose.

“I am not giving anything on credit”, says Peno-da, clutching the left

side of his chest.



“You don’t have to give us anything. We’ll have a picnic”, Nola states.
“Where exactly will we have this picnic?”, asks Bijoy.

“In the jungle of course, where else!”

“And will we find this jungle in the Jungle Book?”

I

“Why, we’ll go to the Baikunthapur forest

“But people go there to do their stuff in the morning”, Abinash says
without hesitation.

“There’s no one in our house. We could do it on the roof”-- just-
passed Polu puts forth a brilliant idea.

“Right, then let’s make a list. We need to go shopping”, I say with
urgency.

“I'm not having chicken”, Nola states clearly.
“Why? Have you turned vegan?”, Abinash queries.

“No no, why would I become a vegan? It’s just that consuming
chicken causes corona.”

“Stupid conspiracy theories! Okay then, we’ll have mutton.”
p piracy %

“When God sent you on this earth, he made you a mutton-eating



moron. Who eats goat meat? Dirty animal. I think I'm eating its liver,
but it turns out I'm chewing on a different organ altogether.”

“So do you propose we eat horse-egg omelets then?”
“No, not eggs. Fish.”

“Whoever eats fish on a picnic!?!”

“Think about it, it’ll be very cost-effective.”

We think about it. None of us ever enters the kitchen, except to steal
condensed milk, and thus have no idea about the cost of such things.
So when Nola says that it is going to be cost-effective, all of us do find
the idea appealing. In the end, we decide that we will have a curry of
small fish, seasoned with cumin. Not only will we be able to eat a lot
of fish, but it'll save us money as well.

There is no question of going to the market. We decide that we will
each get stuft from our homes. I contribute some rice, some salt in a
tiny vial of homeopathic medicine, and two potatoes.

Abinash gives some rice, turmeric powder, potatoes, and onions. Bijoy
brings only rice and fish— since he has brought the fish, he is not
bringing anything else. Nola is to bring the necessary spices and
mustard oil. Polu has contributed the roof of their house, and a gas
oven for cooking. Naturally, he is not going to contribute anything
else.



Everyone has brought rice according to himself, but the thing is, each
rice is of a different kind. So many people are going to eat, so I alone
have brought Red Label Basmati rice. Abinash has brought coarse,
thick rice. His father is a jailor, so what else can we expect from him!
Rich kid Bijoy has brought fine Biryani rice. But all that is still
acceptable. That stupid Nola has brought Govindbhog rice. Is the plan
to make payesh with the small fish? But what can we do— we’ll have to
make do with whatever has been brought.

Polu has been given the cooking responsibilities. We don’t know
whether he even knows how to cook. But we know that in all these
years, he has learned a lot of things. Surely cooking is also one of
them.With a bidi in his mouth, Polu is cooking. He was having
chanachur as well, but after a lot of effort, we made him keep that
aside. Still, there are probably a few peanuts in the rice. Nola is the
sous chef. He is handing things to the head chef.

The fish curry is being cooked. Water has been added to it. Leftist
Polu tells Nola, “Pass me the red chili powder.”

“Why? Didn’t you just add chopped chilies?”
“Don’t argue. The curry will look fancier if it’s red in color.”

“What’s the point of looks? It’ll feel as if we are eating raw fish.
Tomorrow’s output will be red as well.”

Fed up, Polu gets up himself to get the powder. Giving the container a
thorough shake, Polu attempts to pour some red chili powder into the



curry. But the poor guy does Where’s my red

not know that the container k.- 2
chlll Imwde!’_
is already open. Quite a lot

of powder gets poured into

the curry. Luckily, no one

sees him. Quickly, Polu

covers the curry. Maybe he

doesn’t want to see it

himself.

We sit down to eat. A
mixture of four kinds of rice

is served to everyone. The

moment the lid is removed from the fish curry, we get Vietham War
flashbacks. Even the great Ashoka would have cried seeing this shade
of red. But what can one do, we have to eat what we have. We get
teary-eyed thinking about the scene in the bathroom the next day. A
teardrop falls down Bijoy’s face into his plate. He doesn’t add any
more salt.

But a strange thing happens. We all eat red curry mixed with Red
Label rice, but strangely, it’s not spicy at all. How is this possible?
Praising the Lord, we keep chewing happily. That’s when terror
strikes. Foam starts forming in all of our mouths.

Nola jumps up. “What have you done Polu? You’ve poisoned our
food and murdered us!”

All of us get really scared. Forget about the picnic. As we rinse our



mouths, even more, foam starts forming. None of us have any desire
to consume that curry anymore. Who knows what Polu has mixed?
But we are still hungry. Out of options, we head back to Peno-da’s

shop.

Peno-da’s cream rolls taste heavenly now. Peno-da himself is the Stan
Lee of our Marvel movie. Hit in just a cameo appearance. We are
devouring the rolls, when suddenly Nola’s father comes running
towards us.

“Dad! Why are you here? What happened?” Nola sounds worried.

“Arre you’ve mistakenly taken red toothpaste powder instead of chili
powder. Here, take the chili powder.”
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MURDER AT THE
MANSION

Akanksha Malik Parashar
(Inspired by novels of Jeffery Archer)

Rose, the newly appointed house keeper, with her observant glare,
was now accustomed to the daily routine of Clarke house located at
Posh Enclave, Britain. She stood there in the kitchen, looking into
oblivion through the window, going over whatever she was supposed
to do that day. Accompanied with her was the butler and the old cook,
the latter not fancying her.

Rose chose her time well. The bell rang, as it was supposed to, its
voice resounding through the mansion. The butler quickened to
answer the door, but Rose pitched in eagerly, “I'll answer it, I'm
expecting someone”. The cook raised an eyebrow and so the butler
both surprised by Rose’s keenness to do something that hitherto she
never volunteered for. Before they could react or say a thing, Rose
slipped out with her knife safely tucked in her stocking. She didn’t
head for the front door though as she knew that her accomplice had
rung the bell. He had been instructed to do so at 16:00 hours. She
instead, like a cat, sneaked up the mahogany staircase. Emma Clarke,
her mistress, would be in the reading room now, going over her
letters and replying to them.

Rose rechecked the second floor, glancing around to see if anyone was



there. No, there was none. She carefully removed the 9- inch razor
sharp knife she brought along with herself and hid it behind her back.
She knocked on the door, “Come in” a sweet melodious voice replied.
Rose had failed to understand, even after spending two weeks in the
mansion, how such a humble soul, who was pleasant and amiable to
even the most impolite, could have enemies that’d want her dead; but
now wasn’t the time for empathy. In fifteen minutes, Emma’s evening
tea would be brought up and her daughter would arrive with her
friends.

She walked in calmly, her face expressionless, her hand tightly
wrapped around the knife. Emma paused on her letters and looked up,
“Oh Rose, it’s you; I thought my tea had arrived.” Rose was now
standing beside Emma’s desk, a little fidgety. “Everything alright?”
questioned Emma, wondering what would bring the newly appointed
housekeeper to her room at this hour. It wasn’t usual for Rose to feel
nervous, she was now so good at her trade that it only took her a
matter of seconds to finish oft her assigned target and leave. However,
today, something didn’t seem right.

“I'm sorry Ma’am”

Without moving an inch, Emma looked closely at her, getting more
suspicious of Rose’s demeanor and the untimely appearance.

“Sorry for what?”

Emma’s expression changed so suddenly that Rose felt that she had
seen her somewhere before and wondered if Emma was her, but no
that couldn’t be possible at all. She came back to her senses.

“Sorry for this”

She pulled back Emma’s hair back with her left hand and swiftly
slashed with her right hand.



Her job was done. She went to the restroom, changed and vanished
through the door. She didn’t bother to see who Emma was writing to,
why that even mattered, she had been assigned a task and that was
done. Now she has to vanish from the scene. Had she looked at the
letter, she would have realized everything, all her doubts, as to why
someone like Emma was wanted dead, the sharp resemblance she felt
earlier, all of that would have made sense.

The letter read

Dear Emma,

No one has realized that we have switched places. I hope you are
having no trouble. I know living as me isn’t easy...

The remaining part of the letter was now covered in blood, and no
one would know what the person impersonating Emma was writing
to the real Emma.

After she had cleaned herself, Rose went straight to the kitchen. It was
now 16:15 hours. The bell rang again as the butler asked her, “Didn’t
you answer the door? And why aren’t you in your housekeeper’s
dress?” “I did answer the door, it was my boyfriend and he had come
to pick me up. I'm leaving early today, Madame already knows, I had
told her yesterday. My boyfriend would be at the back door now.”
Rose calmly walked towards the back door, with the elegance of a
model, and as she opened the door, there stood her boyfriend cum
accomplice. She left with him and no one suspected that this was the
last time they would see her.

The butler went to answer the door. It was Emma’s daughter Grace,
with her friends. In the kitchen, Emma’s tea was ready. Mary Ann, the
old cook’s daughter, was going to take it to her when she bumped
into Grace running up the stairs to speak to her mother. The tea cup
wobbled causing the tea to spill on the tray.



“Sorry Mary Ann”, shouted Grace, too excited about asking her
mother permission for the trip she had planned with her friends.
“Never mind dear” replied Mary Ann and returned to get more tea
from the kitchen. Grace, as she ran up the stairs, didn’t know what
awaited her.

To be continued....
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Koshur Kandur and the
Kashmiri breakfast

Faizan Rashid Lone

“It's 6 o'clock in the morning v

in Pune. Yawar and I haven’t
slept yet. The reason is partly
my dissertation submission
next week, partly songs of
Mehdi Hasan sahib which
echoes in room no—33 of
H2, and partly our insomnia.
We decide to head towards
the college back gate to grab
breakfast -tea and Poha
(something I am never going
to get used to)”.

The breakfast made me realize like any other cultural aspect, the food
culture is also an important representative of a region and its people. If
I was back home, instead of chai and Poha I would be having the Nun
chai (Kashmiri pink tea) and Lavasa.

Kashmir is known for its rich culinary legacy and Kashmiri breads
make the case for it as well. Whenever we talk about Kashmiri food it
usually resonates with the images of Wazwaan dishes like Rista, Rogan

Josh, and yakhni. However, the bread prepared mostly by the bakers



of the streets, locally known as Kandur, also holds an important place
in Kashmiri cuisine.

One person in the family has to get in line in the morning at Kandur
shops to procure these breads. These breads are typically prepared by
kandur in a tandoor. Most of these breads are relished with the
morning Nun chai but some taste better with the saffron kehwa.
Kashmiri breakfast is incomplete without the Kashmiri bread. Some of
these include:

Lavasa: Lavasa is a large, thin unleavened flat bread. Its preparation is
somewhat similar to Turkish bread but is thinner and crispier
compared to it. It pairs really well with Nun chai. For most Kashmiris,
breakfast without Lavasa and Nun Chai is incomplete.

Girda: Girda is one more conventional Kashmiri bread. It's a bit little
and round, and its outer layer is denser than naan or chapati. Girda is
usually consumed with Kashmiri dishes like Rogan Josh or Harissa.
Sheermal: Sheermal is a sweet saffron-seasoned bread. It's somewhat
sweet, frequently embellished with saffron strands on top, and is a
well-known decision for breakfast or with some Kashmiri Kehwa.
Bagerkhani: Baqerkhani is a flaky, layered bread popular as a break-
time nibble. It's like a baked puft and is made with regular flour and
ghee. It is usually paired with some eatly afternoon chai and tastes
amazing with kehwa as well.

Tsot: Tsot is a conventional Kashmiri bread produced using entire
wheat flour. It's dainty, unleavened, and normally cooked on an iron
frying pan (tava). Contrary to other breads, it is prepared at home and
not by kandur.

Kulche: It is a biscuit prepared by kandur. Its shelf life is very high thus
is usually stored in a big quantity for the family in winter. So on
snowy days, when one doesn’t want to go to the Kandur shop, one
can pair this with Nun chai or Kehwa for breakfast.



Every Kashmiri who lives outside Kashmir misses bread in the
morning, like my friends who would probably miss kanda poha
outside Maharashtra (I could never). The Kashmiri breakfast, like any
other cuisine in India, is slowly getting replaced by Westernised
versions of breakfasts like toasts and omelettes, yet the Kandur and his
magic breads are still the household favorite in Kashmir.




Artworks

Shiva has a name called
Tripurantaka. "Tri"
means Three, "pura"
means cities and
"antaka" means
destroyer. Tripurantaka
means "the one who
destroyed the three
cities." This painting I
used in watercolor. This
is a replica of Tanjore
Brihadeeswara temple

shrine painting.

Replica of Thiripura Hagar wall painting (one form of shiva)
Tamilaruvi pari



My college and my memories

Gargee Raut

Getting admission in Deccan college was more like a dream come true
moment of my life so I developed a kind of very close bond with my college.
Thus I have tried to illustrate that on the paper as a way to say thank you to
my most beloved college for enriching me with knowledge, experiences as
well as the memories that I am going to keep revisiting till the last breath of

my life.



The innocence of the beauty
Gargee Raut

We are the part and parcel of nature which ﬂourishes us. The real beauty
can be seen in nature. Nature always captivates me and becomes the real
motivation for my artwork.



Untitled
Supriya Pawar



Untitled

Supriya Pawar



Untitled
Supriya Pawar
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Photography

To the possibilities To the never ending pathways Where

are you going to take me?
Akanksha Malik Parashar
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Chashm-E-Nau
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Behind The Scenes

“hazarof saal nargis apni be-niiri pe roti hai
baDi mushkil se hota hai chaman mei dida-

var paida”

Srushti Sharma
AIHC & Archeology
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Rajat Husendra Sethiya
Linguistics




“I'm a positive person with an intuitive
mindset who takes pride in the quality
of my work.”

Sneha Kushwaha
AIHC & Archeology

“From crunching data to crafting tales,
my journey is one of transforming
numbers into stories, and stories into
insights.”

Tejali Shahasanee

Linguistics

“To be an artist is to believe in life.”

Supriya Nitin Pawar
AIHC & Archeology



"Minimal attachment, late closure”

Joydip Chatterjee

Linguistics

“Essentially urban!”

Raj Adhikary
Linguistics
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Riddhi Wagle
Linguistics






