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I t  is  not necessary to be a Schopenhauer to feel that the nation’s 
condition is, indeed, dismal. Anarchy is hovering over the country 
foreboding an even darker night. We stand today on the cross roads af 
inflation, nepotism, corruption and violence. Even the traffic light, which 
is wont to control the traffic, is (not actually out of order) showing a green 
signal at all ends To change the metaphor the sundry departments are 
manned by those very ‘responsible’ men who are ‘elected’ by the people. 
Have we become so insolvent that we cannot bring our country out of the 
social turmoil, economic recession and political chaos ? 

Each stream that flows into the sea is contaminated, One of the 
streams is the student community, which forms a large and dynamic part 
of the country. But the students of today have lost all sense of responsi- 
bility and, instead, channelize their dynamism to create a discord in the 
national harmony It appears that we are a flock of sheep driven towards 
a c l i f f  by a ‘bloody hound’. But if we turn to ourselves and speculate over 
our actions, we find that the vicious element is in ourselves, It is  only by 
weeding out the moral corruption and perversion of the will, which we have 
imbibed from the current atmosphere, thst we can look forward to a 
better tomorrow. 

The political factions of the country have a penchant for exploiting 
the superficial revolting sentiments of the young minds. Many of our 
student-leaders have simply come to be ‘Jacks of the Clock’ or automatons 
to  be worked upon by those ‘black sheep’ who are bereft of all feelings of 
patriotism. In this moment of grave crisis it is incumbent upon us to 
assert our individuality. discretion and free-thinking to choose the paths 
of action. 

The deteriorating standards of education only lay bare our incapacity 
to rectify the educational set up. The students alone are not responsible 
for this decline-the administrative machinery and the teachers play their 
parts too. Inefficient and inexperienced men are appointed to maintain 
composure and congruity among the students. Levity seems to characterize 
many of our teachers (they have their problems too) who, again, seem to be 
guided by self-seeking interests. But citing examples of others’ failure 
does not, in anyway, diminish our own inefficacy. So, ignoring all this let 
US play our own parts well for we have to be the Coryphaeus of tomorrow’s 
choir. Not a true agreement with the situation, but a truce with the 



prevailing conditions (not augmenting them in any way) can help to resolve 
the pitiful situation. 

Let i t  be known that burning of national property and going on 
strikes (thereby burning time) is no antidote for this sordid atmosphere. It 
is  a matter of pride that no instance of these unhealthy practices has been 
observed in  our college during the past year. But that is  not all. Only by 
abjuring violence, by keen awareness of our duties, by elevating our 
morality, and by sublimating our ego can we create the climate for 
national resurgence. 

It is said that “the world of tomorrow is  built out of the students of 
today”. The glorious example of the ‘Young Italy Movement’ is  not beyond 
our ken. But if we cannot be the vanguards of a national reformation, let 

,US,  at least, reform our soul and mind. Finally, i t  is  a request to the 
students not to leave the ‘Desh’ in one of the drawers of their reading 
table, but to read all the sections carefully and then come out with bold 
suggestions and interesting articles for the next issue of ‘Desh’, 

Ashok Lavasa 

Woman as Visualised by Sages 

Next to God we are indebted to woman, first for life itself, and then for making 
it worth living. Bovee 

Before you put your pens to paper, think of woman as your mother and I assure 
M. K .  Gandhi you the chastest literature will flow from your pen. 

Women is nothing if she is not self sacrifice and purity personified, 
M .  K. Gandhi 

A beautiful and chaste woman is the perfect workmanship of God, the true glory 
Herrnes of angels, the rare miracle of carth, and the sole wonder of the world. 

Men kiss us when they are happy €t we kiss them when they are unhappy, 
George Meredith 

Compiled by 

Savita Grover 
B.A. (Pass) 111 year 



H O N O U R  L I E S  I N  H O N E S T  T O I L  

R. K. Sudh 
M. A. 

[The 29th of March, 1974, was one of the happiest days in  my life. 
The Principal in Council had decided to ask me to be the Chief Guest on 
the Annual Day of the College. It was a unique honour that they were 
bestowing upon me out of regard and affection. I accepted it in a l l  humility 
as honour to the community of teachers to which I had>belonged for over 
35 years. Incidentally i t  gave me an opportunity of thanking them for their 
good wishes which had sustained me during my prolonged illness. I also 
availed myself of the occasion to speak to the prize-winners and share wi th 
them my experience as a student and teacher.] 

The prizeewinners of today deserve to be congratulated on their 
achievement. I am certain that these prizes are the result of hard labour 
and the fulfilment of long-cherished goals and not just wind-falls that have 
fallen to them in the absence of better contestants in  the field, “The virtue 
lies in  the struggle, not in  the prize.” 

Be it a jewel or toy, 

Not the prize gives the joy, 

But the striving for it. 

Be it so; winning a prize is  nevertheless a mark of recognition, a pat 
on the back to show that you have done well and wil l  go ahead and do 
better. It is  an announcement of our hoDe that you wil l  not belie our expec- 
tations. Life is  a vast arena wherein many prizes must be won with hard 
and continuous labour, singleness of purpose, patience and steadfastness. 
Fortune may be generous to a few sluggards but that is an exception and 
not the rule. Equally important to the hard worker is  that he adopts noble 
ends and keeps the larger interest of humanity in view. When I say this I 
do not say anything original or revolutionary. I t  is the age-old and time- 
hallowed gospel : “Act ion is  life, and life is action’’-the gospel that IS 

*Mr. Sud retired as Senior Lecturer in  English last year, after more than two decades of 
distinguished service to the Coilege-Ed. 



enshrined in our college motto; T&Jdk;r;TTF$ I This, if nothing else, should 
make you feel proud of Deshbandhu College, If you have imbibed its spirit 
and breathed its atmosphere freely. you should have by now revitalized your- 
selves and realized that your birth has a meaning; your life has a purpose 
and your labour has to complete a task and a goal to reach before Time 
gathers you in its fold. You have not to live for yourselves alone but for the 
society and the world. 

The motto of an institution of learning is the beacon which dissemi- 
nates its light far and wide and all around it. Its light naver fades or dies : 
i t  is perennial. Generations of students are attracted by it and they carry 
i ts message with them wherever they go. Like Matthew Arnold’s Scholar 
Gypsy the truly initiated return to it even in their spirits to resuscitate 
themselves when harsh realities of life give them too many jolts and rebuffs 
and their faith in their ideals and objectives and means to their attainment 
begins to waver or is threatened with extinction. Our character is shaped 
by various factors; say, by circumstances and conditions in whicn we are 
born and live; heredity and traditions of the family, the school and coliege 
where we receive our education and the students and teachers with whom 
we come into contact, and the society of which we are members. Our 
parents give us our bodies, forms and demeanours. Knowledge gives us 
an integrated persqnality, breadth of vision, broadmindedness, sense of dis- 
crimination between right and wrong in the widest connotation of the 
words, ability, zest and confidence to go into the world to give a good 
account of ourselves. In addition, i t  lays the basis of our characters by 
imparting the indispensable virtues of discipline; such as, humility, 
reverence, tolerance, devotion to duty, patience, faith and self-confidence 
etc. To society we owe ample opportunities, trials and challenges to know 
and test ourselves and discover our true worth. Nevertheless what we ulti- 
mately choose to do and become is left to us. Thus i f  we ignore these 
shaping agencies we do so at our own peril. We can become benefactors 
of society or, if we choose to be vicious, we can be a nuisance, a menace 
and even a scourge to society. 

The greatest dangers that the youth is  exposed today are frustration 
aggressiveness, violence, cynicism and faithlessness. Education alone can 
reconstruct him and restructure his vision. I have witnessed, and I must 
admit to my horror and dismay, the crashing and crumbling of the age-old, 
consecrated ideals and values which were highlighted by the mottos of the 
colleges where I studied as a student and later taught as a lecturer. I have 
been very forturate in this respect. The four colleges have for their mottos 
the following: “Gather ye the wisdom of the East and the West”, *‘Courage to 
serve”, “Satyameb Jayate nanritam” and Karamaneb adhikar aste”. Reading 
and teaching of literature of various types for over 40 years has convinced 
me that i t  is  the flagrant denial of these ideals and values which is playing 
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havoc with our youth today. In  their place they have espoused material 
wealth, power, rank and vainglory. Fun has taken the place of happiness 
that comes of doing one’s duty to the best of one’s ability and capacity. it 
is  no longer true that 

“Worth makes the man, and want of it, the fellow; 
The rest is  all leather or prunella.” (Pope : Essay on Man)  

I f  some one like me were to insist that i t  still held and should hold 
good, he wouid be denounced as a traditlonalist or laughed at out of court 
as a fool. Believe you that you will be in good company of the enlightened 
few if you repose your faith in values and truths that do not change : 
“Work is worship”, “Means must justify ends”, “Truth always triumphs”, 
.‘Live and let live”, “They never die who fall in a noble cause” and hun- 
dreds more besides these. Acquiring wealth is no sin and wielding power 
is no crime, provided wealth is flavoured with charity and is held in trust 
for your less fortunate and needy brethren and power is seasoned with 
justice and mercy. But the fact is that more often than not wealth leads to 
laziness, indulgence in luxuries and vices and power ends in cruelty, aggre- 
ssion, aggrandizement, corruption, nepotism and greed. 

I hope that you wil l spare a little time a t  your leisure to consider 
what I have commended to you To reinforce my appeal I quote three 
passages ; one by George Bernard Shaw and the other two by Jawaharlal 
Nehru. George Bernard Shaw wrote in his play : M a n  and Superman : 

“This is the true joy in life, the being used for a purpose recognized 
by yourself as a mighty one; the being thoroughly worn out before you 
are thrown on the scrap heap; the being a force of Nature instead 
of a feverish selflsh little clod of ailments and grievances complaining 
that the world wil l not devote itself to -making you happy.” 

Jawaharlal wrote in his book : Letters from a Father to his Daughter : 

“Fine buildings, fine pictures and books and everything that is 
beautiful are certainly signs of civilization. But an even higher sign 
is a fine man who is unselfish and works with others for the good 
of all. To work together is better than to work singly, and to work 
together for the common good is the best of all.” 
Again, in his Azad Memorial Lecture, delivered at the Vigyan 

Bhawan in February, 1959, he said : 

‘*India wil l progress industrially and otherwise; she will advance in 
science and technology;-our people’s standards wi l l  rise,-but 
what I am concerned with is not merely our material progress, but 
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the quality and depth of our people. Gaining power through in- 
dustrial processes, will they lose themselves in the quest of 
individual wealth and soft living ? That would be a tragedy for that 
would be a negation of what India has stood for in the past and, I 
think, in the present time also as exemplified by Gandhi. ” 

Now compare the above passages with two ancient texts. We read 
in the Bible : 

“What is a man profited, if he shall gain the whole world, and lose 
his own soul.” 

And in  the Gita we read : 

Translated into simple English, the verse means : “You have the 
right to work, but for the work’s sake only. You have no right to the fruits 
of work. Desire for the fruit of work must never be your motive in working. 
Never give way to laziness either.” (‘The Song of God; Bhagavad Gita’, 
Translated by Swami Prabhavananda and Christopher Isherwood). The 
opening words of this verse constitute the motto of our college. Every 
student of Oeshbandhu College, therefore, must aim at becoming a 
Karamyogi like Arjuna, Gandhi and Nehru. You, the Prize-Winners are 
expected to stand in  the forefront and give the lead to your less-gifted 
companions and ultimately restore the nation to its pristine glory and 
eminence. Your teachers hope that you will come up to their expectations 
and complete the task which they and their predecessors bad started long, 
long ago. This is the real reward or the prize that they alwavs seek and 
ask for their incessant labour; their salaries are just the monetary reward 
which even an ordinary wage-earner gets for his pains. 

No one is  indispensable; not even the mythological hero, Atlas, who 
is supposed to carry the burden of the earth on his shoulders. The ranks 
of life are too full to warrant any conceit on that account. Even institutions 
and orders undergo a change when corruption creeps in and they lose sight 
of the values on which their foundations had been laid, But the values 
survive and are picked up by later generations. I t  is  good that i t  is so : 
our moral, ethical and political values have stood the test of time and one 
of these is the gospel of work for the sake of it and for the gocd c f  others, 
besides yourselves. This is, as I said before, enshrined in our college 
motto. I am sure that even when we have a new and imposing building, a 
new administration, fully democratized in all i ts wings, and a system of 
education completely vocationalized, the Deshbandhuites will still fly their 
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old flag and flaunt their colours with the same old crest and the motto; 
Karamaneyeb Adhikar Aste. They will learn to know; they will earn to lead 
a decent, honest and full life and they will learn and earn enough and to 
spare for serving humanity and every good cause which tends to promote 
or promotes the well-being of man. As long as this ideal remains, the ideal 
of our college and its name will live. And as long as the name of our 
college survives, our names too are bound to survive. This, in  short, is 
the immortality that I wish for. I hope that many of you wish the same. 
If i t  is  asking for the moon, I personally shall be satisfied with the sweet 
memories of my stay in Deshbandhu College from 1952 to 1974 which 
peFiod was the happiest period of my life. These memories will be com- 
pensation enough for a l l  the ills that have befallen me or may be my lot in 
the coming years. 

Let us not forget the following words of Thomas Percy : 
“We’ll shine in more substantial honours, 

And to  be noble, we’ll be good.” 

_ . _  

# BLESSINGS 

J o a n  L i l l i a n  
B. A. Hons. (English) I I  year 

May the happiest days be yours, my friend 
The brightest luck, the sweetest smile 
And the warmest love shower on you 
Each year, each month, each hour, each while. 
May life be a song of joy and mirth 
A colourful tale of echoing laughter 
That you may reach your goal with success 
And a bed of roses feel all the more softer, 
With blessing of the lord, bestowed on you. 
I add a wish, with loving fervour 
That you may live for a thousand years 
And smile, dear friend, sweetly for ever. 
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THREE POEMS 
Shobitha R. lyengar 

B. A. Hons. (English) I year 

A Modern Deteotiue Story 

Detective stories do us delight, 
And are the easiest to  write- 
And if you don’t agree wirth me, 
Then, lets examine a modern story. 

Many a story’s theme runs thus : 
Mr X casually boarded the bus, 
A n d  paid the exact fare ! 
He was a man with black hair, 
( As if this is new ! ) 
A n d  wore a tweed suit, too ! 
Finally, he gets down at Murderville, 
Where he meets Jack, Jones & Willy- 
That’s the last we hear of him 
Till Miss Primrose finds him in the dust bin, 
The circumstances are such, 
That Primrose can’t do much, 
To prove herself guilt-less- 
A n d  whatever she dQes 
Creates such a mess 
That in the eyes of the press, 
She’s suspect number one ! 
Then the author has some fun- 
And proves it is right, 
For Primrose has poor sight, 
A n d  could not have dealt the blows I 
Then, thus ahead the story goes : 
“instantly police chase Jack, 
(who has decided to pack-) 
‘Fleeing is guilt’, says a cop 
And  Jack’s name comes to the top ! 
Then somebody remembers something, 
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And the cops can'f pin anything 
On the Jack who 'Fled' ! 
(so on release he goes home to bed $) 
'Jones saw him last', reasons a dick, 
50 he must  have used the ice-pick'. 
And  when police realize this wi th  a shock 
And poor Jones goes under lock ! 
But the author won't le t  this be- 
So Willy is discovered and Jones goes free I 
But sf i l l  the author is the chooser, 
And not in anyway the reader- 
So out he comes with a solution 
That baffles every one- 
So 'Y' is introduced to he hung 
And the story's swan song is sung ! 
So, buddie, tell me quick- 
Don't people get a kick 
t eadinq stories such as this 
A n d  AlNT to write this easy is ! 

em mm mm 18 mm ~ r n  P d a ~ m  DI mm HI mm ma 
Om 

a. L I M E R I C K  

a, 
8 m 

A young violinist named Shaw, 

Made a tough audience go, Haw ! Haw ! 

At the sight of his fiddle 

Being sliced down in the middle ! 

(when some clown switched his bow for a saw !) 

The first thing which the Indian mind requires to be accustomed to think is that 
fhe personality of a woman is as important, even if not more, as that of a man in the 
progressive evolution of mankind and the attainment of that state of emancipation 
which ieads to salvation. Lala Lajpat Rai 
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T H E  L E C T U R E R  

They pay their fees, they enter the class, 
They bend their knees, they rest their ass, 
They want to learn, they want to understand 
They want some fun, they make a band ! 

But once the teacher enters in, 
These ideas seek the dust bin ! 

He hollers & shouts, he lectures and talks, 
He cries 8 pouts, then out he walks, 
Nobody says 'No', none go after him, 
They let him go, they laugh at  him ! 

Minutes later, the lecturer is back, 
For he is afraid to take the sack I 

He takes his place, he turns around, 
Anger's on his face, there's a squeaking sound, 
He's off again, he moralises more, 
He shouts in vain, to them he's a bore ! 

They wait eagerly for the bell, 
They wait eagerly to raise hell I 

The bell rings true, he stops his talk, 
They are ready too, shouting, out they walk, 
The stunned man is sore; he watches them go, 
So he's insulted more ; for letting them go ! 

To him this surely is hell, 
Though only the end of a spell ! 

From hour to hour, from room to room, 
He looses his "power", his voice its "boom", 
He can't open his lips; without an answering roar, 
His helpless gesturing lips, is mimicked by a score ! 

And this from day to day, class to class, 
For his moderate pay, he must pass 1 
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Wodehouse-An Appreciation 

§ h a n k e r  N a r a y a n  
B. A. Hons. (Fnglish) 111 Year 

In the death of P.G. Wodehouse, the world lost a great humorist. He is one of 
the very few authors for whom writing seems to come naturally. He is very different 
from the novelists of this age for whom the most important thing is research, research 
and more research. This Arthur Hailey Syndrome is unfcrtunate for there is little of 
the art of creation left. A couple of years spent in collecting material and a couple of 
months spent in actually writing the book-that is a l l  the novelist is prepared to do 
these days. One sees little of the writer's personality. The author seems frightened 
to give the reader a clue to his way of thinking-perhaps because he has no way of 
thinking. 

I 

There is another class of writers which caters to a special audience. Thrillers 
with spicy dollops of sex, historical novels, mystery stories, novels with psycho- 
logical leanings, books of esoteric numbo-jumbo (Kahlil Gibran and Lbosam Rampa 
both qualify for this category), and lastly the perennial favourite for women-the 
romances; these books meet the requirements of certain bands of readers who are 
content to  stagnate in their 'literary' backwaters without caring t o  go and explore 
other writers. Seen in this backdrop, Wodehouse emerges as a phenomenon. In his 
writings one finds no pretensions of any sort unlike the best sellers of today. He is 
essentially meant for thageneral reader, and he does not claim for himself any con- 
temporary, psychological or social significance. 

Wodehouse has his own world, as large though not perhaps as comprehensive 
as that of Dickens. We are not permitted any questions, for once we start reading, he 
carries us on in his inimitable racy style through his inimitably intricate plots. He is a 
born story teller, and he tel ls his story with such gusto that the most exacting reader 
forgets about demanding anything and carries on till the end. The world of which 
he writes is of impoverished nobility, of hare-brained young bachelors, idiotically 
dedicated golfers whose handicap is more importent to them than their love-life, talen- 
ted parasites with their get-rich-quick schemes, of scheming butlers than and sporting 
ones, of valets who read Spinoza and Emerson-the list could go on and on for he is as 
various as life. The golden world of Blendings Castle is perhaps better known than the 
golden world of Arden. In the Wodehouse universe, there are inconsistencies and 
contradictions but they are not serious ones. His world and his creations have a 
life of their own as well as conventions : to  find fault with them would be pedantic, to 
sneer at them juvenile. 



His characters are caricatures more than anything else. The Earl of Emsworth 
IS distinguished by his extreme vagueness, his love of gardening and pigs, and his 
strong antipathy to his Scottish gardener Angus McAllister. His speech is punctuated 
with "Bless my soul" which is his favourite expression. Bertie Wooster is chacacte- 
rised by his singular inability to say "No" to women. He is thus particularly 
susceptible to strong minded girls who have set their caps at him. He is at his happiest 
and best when he is drifting through life or when he is busy pinching policemen's 
helmets on Boat Race nights. One sees the justice of his Aunt Dahlia's remark to the 
effect that Jeeves is his keeper, for it is almost impossible to visualise Bertie without 
Jeeves. Gussi Fink-Nettle with his predeliction for news, Freddi Threepwood the 
looniest of them all, Aunt Dahlia, the editor of Milady's Boudner and Anatole the 
French Cook at the Dahlia residence whose culinary talent makes every meal a dream 
-these are some of the people who make the Wodehouse World. 

Jeeves, valet and general factotum to Bertie Wooster is in the tradition of 
Sam Weller. An intelligent, well-read men, nothing is ever too much for him, be it 
placing Bertie's distorted quotations, or rescuing him from all but inextricable entangle- 
ments with the fair sex. Wooster and his circle attribute Jeeves's intelligence to his 
fondness for fish. Unlike his master who indulges in slangy, colloquial talk, Jeeves 
always speaks the King's English. However, he expects a certain price from Bertie for 
his services. He insists on Wooster's wearing the right clothes at the right time. 
Anything too flamboyant or gaudy which Bertie buys, be it a sports coat or a 
brilliantly hued shirt, causes tension and bad feeling between man and master. 
Wooster capitulates finally and agrees to dispose of his clothes, which meets with 
Jeeves's disapproval, only to  find out that Jeeves has already given it away to the 
gardener. In another story, Wooster grows a moustache, of which Jeeves manifestly 
disapproves. He then proceeds to get into a 
very sticky sltuation and it needs all of Jeeves's mental resources to get him out, In 
his gratitude, Bertie shaves off his moustache. 

For once Wooster sticks to his guns. 

The plots of Wodehouse are very contrived, artificial and labyrinthine. In many 
of his novels there are no less then ten to twelve young people in love, who, because 
of Some reason or the other are unable to  get married. The novel ends with all of 
then7 getting married with the help of some good Samaritan and because of the 
outlandish episodes in which they feature. Woodhouse's stories are instantly forget- 
table but his characters stay in the reader's mind. The narration is picturesque and 
effective-we get the feeling of rural England of the 193O's, the England of Blandings 
Castle, as well as the atmosphere of the busy metropolis, with i ts clubs, the most 
eccentric one being the Diones, The dialogues are snappy and interesting, Wade- 
house does not hesitate to  coin his own words-"trousers" for the verb pocket, "bags" 
for trousers, as well as his own proverbs-"A woman is a woman, but a good cigar is 
a smoke." 



The crowing irony is that the man who poked so much fun at the aristocracy 
and the titled gentry of England, should end up getting titled for his pains. In January 
this year, P.G. Wodehouse was made a Knight of the British Empire, Though he did 
not live to enjoy his title very long, one wonders if it would have changed anything 
of his attitude. Not really. For Wodehouse to write in a different manner would be 
equivalent to the sun rising from the opposite direction. This aristocrat of spoofery 
is now no more with us, yet in his creations he lives on. 

J o a n  L i l l i a n  
B. A. Hons. (English) It year 

The Agony and the Ecstasy 

I know not for what cause I Live, 

When love gets to be so painful 

It’s pain-but yet I do not leave it, 

Nor do 1 flee from it 

Crippled with pain I speak to be heard- 

But none hears, 
i dont know 

But may be my love attains the ecstasy 

ln my agony-I dont know. 

The Eloquence of love 

Do not weigh my love 

by rhetoric words, 

Do not compare it 

by the measures of the skies ; 

My love is silent 

And yet, it speaks 

Not in verses 

But 

In the silent songs of my ey es...... .I ! 

In the beginning, said a Persian Poet-Allah took a rose, a lily, a dove, a serpent 
a little honey, a dead sea apple and a handful of clay. When he looked at the 
emalgam-it was woman. William Sharp 
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What is wrong with our system of education 
Pradeep Oberoi 
B. A.  Hans. (Eng.) I I  year 

The problems and defects of the Indian system of education have been 
discussed endlessly in newspapers, journals, seminars, and at various forums. The 
inevitable outcome of all discussions on the subject has been a spate o f  criticism, and 
even a sense of despair among educationists. The general impression about the 
Indian system of education as it exists today is that it is an unwieldy Leviathan, 
capable of churning out graduates by the thousands every year, The views of a 
mere college student on a subject which has baffled even the most erudite of persons 
may be considered immature, and even cynical to some extent. Nevertheless, it 
must be conceded that having spent close on two years in an educational institution 
which is the constituent of one of the leading Universities in India, a t  least lends the 
legitimacy of experience to  the writer. 

It is an acknowledged fact that the system of education of a country is a direct 
product of, and also the touchstone of the overall socio-economic structure of that 
country. It is only natural therefore, that a country whose social, economic and 
political institutions have been utterly debased, should have an educational structure 
to match. That a system of education is what the student community and society 
at large can make of it is very well established, though rarely ever admitted-least 
of al l  by the students themselves. It is much easier to  criticise the system, than to 
analyse how many defects are inherent in it, and how many are contributed to it by the 
people who are supposed to  benefit by it. 

The Indian system of education is admittedly reminiscent of the colonial system 
foisted on us by the English. To use a common cliche, the ghost of Macaulay still 
haunts us. Nevertheless, we could st i l l  have made the best of a bad bargain, 
instead of allowing corruptions to creep into the system, thereby making an obsolete 
system of education hopelessly moribund. Just how much the attitude of the 
students can contributa to  the debasement of the academic atmosphere will be 
evident I f  one were to  observe the students in an average educational institution. 
In fact, our own Deshbandhu College is fairly representative of the malaise which 
afflicts Indian education today. Even a casual observer is quite awe-struck by the 
untramelled rowdyism, eve-teasing, and disrespect shown to teachers by the students, 
Talking of teachers, they seem to be only marginally better than students as far as a 
spirit of dedication t o  work goes. What can one say about teachers who gladly 
jump a t  any opportunity to escape taking classes. The magnetic attraction which the 
canteen has for students, Seems to have cast its influence Over the teachers too. The 
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head of the institution is rarely, if ever, available in us office. On the rare occasions 
when he is to  be found there, he does not seem in the least disposed to  listen to  
students who talk to him decently, let alone accept suggestions from them as to 
how to improve the administration and atmosphere of the college, Herein lies one of 
the major defects in our system of education, namely politicisation to a nauseating 
level. We seem to have resigned ourselves to  paying attention only to aggressive 
elements who have political backing and various ulterior motives up their sleeves. 
The student who genuinely wants to  see improvement in the system’ is uncer- 
emoniously relegated to  the background, whereas certain people who are very happy 
holding up buses, or organizing wasteful film shows, are listened to  with seemingly 
rapt attention. One wonders whether the powers of the head of an institution have 
been so eroded or curtailed, that he has to pretend ignorance while bands of rowdies 
roam about in the corridors, letting out inhuman yells and disturbing classes. 

This leads up to  another great drawback in our educational system-an over- 
liberalised admission policy. One often wonders why certain students are wasting 
their time and money in college when they very obviously have no intention of 
studying at all, or, to  put an even more basic question-why, and how were they 
admitted in the first place to  an institution of higher education ? The answer seems 
to be that it is our policy to furnish anyone who applies for higher education, 
provided he has a certain (abysmally low) percentage of marks with the opportunity 
to  avail of a college education. In this context, the slow drift of educational 
authorities towards vocationalisstion ef education, seems to be heartening. In 
addition, our admission policy should be made more rigorous, so as to admit only 
the upper echelons of students into institutions of higher learning. The rest should 
be given opportunities, and encouragement, to choose a vocation right after school, 

! 

The various disciplines of study offered by our universities in order to  secure 
a bachelor’s degree are totally divorced from the needs of our society. They fail to  
make our students complete individuals, or people who realize what the country 
needs; they are in fact, automatons who have been qualified only to  pass examina- 
tion by rote. They are completely out of harmony with the social structure, and 
therefore fail to identify themselves with it. To cite a few examples, the Pass 
courses and even some Honours courses like those in English Literature and Western 
Philosophy are totally escape-oriented, in that students who fail to  get admission 
in other, more useful courses, fall back on these convenient stand-bys. These Courses 
of study, while far from training individuals to  identify themselves with their social 
milieu, on the contrary fail to  hold their attention. The simplicity of some Courses 
on the one hand, and the obscurity of others a t  the other extreme, explain the Indian 
student’s disenchantment with his studies. Although the suggestion may Seem 
inordinately radical, the complete overhauling or even scrapping of certain courses 
should be seriously considered. The continuance of the teaching of foreign Iangu- 
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ages and literature and philosophy in a country which is replete with these in itself, 
and in which people versed in these disciplines fail to emerge, seems utterly 
incongruous. 

The drawbacks and suggestions stated above, may strike some as very 
mundane, and hardly touching what are considered to be the roots of the problem. 
The explanation to the charge would of course be that nearly every thinking 
individual is aware of the larger problems like the alarmingly low standard of living 
of a majority of our people ; the lack of adequate finances to streamline our system of 
education; the mushrooming growth of colleges and universites; and of course, the 
pressure of sheer numbers. These are problems which deserve to the highlighted 
by statistical and educational authorities. The object of this article was however, to 
present the problem as it directly affects the Indian student of today. It was the 
author's intention to explore as to how much of the problem of Indian education is 
man-made--or rather a creation of the student and teaching community-and how 
much could be legitimately attributed to defects inherent in the system. 

It would be appropriate to end by saying that our system of education remains 
what it is because we lack the dynamism to change it, and are content to criticise it 
in college magazines I However, we have to be grateful for one liberty-that of 
freedom of expression. 

8 

If you love, life, life will love you back. 

Be sure you are right, then go ahead. 

-Artur Rubinstein 

-David Croclcett 

If you get simple beauty and naught else, 
you get about the best things God invents. -R. Browning 

Compiled hy 

Onkar Narayan Katra 
B S c .  'A' group Finel year 
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? O  A D O C ;  
Gautam Sachdeva 

B. A. Hons. (English) II year 

Look at that dog, 
hook at the conspicuous inside of it- 
Those sharp, jutting ribs 
that contracted stomach 
those black pools of sorrow inside its eyes. 

See those flies 
accompanying i t  to i ts meal 

A h  ! the zeal 
it is  working with-using its 
thin legs, bony fleshless pointed snout 

going in and coming out. 
Disappointed here, its the next near 

Where, 
Here. 

Ah ! 
that could be, in that dead worthy one, but a fool. 
Eyes glittering, saliva dripping 
Its having its so called lunch, 

Forward again, 
young ones of its kind 
playing, what fun watching them 
at their game. 0 ! how i t  wishes 
i t  was one of them. 

its found a bone, the smallest, 

Munch, Munch, Munch. 

But- 

i t  cannot run as fast as those 

when i t  chose, 

a famous saying. 

for i t  is  crippled, never to run again 

for ‘beggars cannot be choosers’ 



Butcher’s shop 
Those lamb chops 
It will make friends with the almighty, 
Forward i t  limps 
Barks a friendly bark. 
Hush ! whose is  that shaggy 
dog, comes a rowdy voice but sharp, 

o u t  ! out I 
I t  wants to explain ............ 

Beggars cannot be choosers. 
There comes the milk van 
Well ! if not meat, then let i t  be milk. 
0 no ; i t  is the Dog-catcher’s van, 
the two legged one, holding a net, obviously not made of silk. 

It will beat them yet, 
......... It limps as fast as it can 
Alas ! its a crawling pace. 

It is  caught 
i t  yaps and barks, i t  will cause nobody 
no harm, why do they not listen ? 
Why do they not understand ? 
What has happened to this two legged, 

It wants to ask- 
It wants to live- 
Beggars cannot be choosers. 

animal known as Man 

X X X X 
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An Autobiography of God 

A s h o k  L a v a s a  
B. A. Hons. (English) , I  year 

I do not know exactly when I was born, but I existed before there was life in 
this world. It was I who made men lead a superior life than that of the fowl and the 
brute. It was my hand that inspired man to explore the mysteries of nature and use 
them for his better life. In fact, I was behind every action of man since his appea- 
rance on this earth. Without me he was nothing. He never bothered about me and 
did his job as I wanted him to do. All went well for some time and all were happy, 

The trouble started when man seriously thought about me. He began building 
places for me to reside. Many declared themselves to be my ambassadors and allowed 
no one to think of me except through them. Man wrote songs and plays in praise 
of me and made the residence he made for me (I never resided in them) to be centres 
of various activities some of which I am ashamed to mention here. Innocent animals 
were killed there to please me. Women danced there to welcome me, Men drew 
my pictures and made my statues giving them the shape that pleased their fancies. 
These differed from country to country, and even in the same country from place 
to place, The forms of worship too varied and my self-appointed ambassadors made 
rules for all in my name. Though these rules too varied from place to place, 
ambassador to ambassador, there was one common feature for all of them, and that 
was to beg in my name. A collection pot was kept in each of the places where I was 
worshipped. My bad days started and from the high position of man’s guide I became 
his aid-de-camp and had to act as his beggar-in-chief. I had to become the miracle- 
doer and the entertainer, by the means of magic and other ungodly activities. My help 
was sought to win him lotteries, to make him pass examinations without studying, to 
Save him from going to jail, to protect him from his own faults and to damage those 
whom he thought to be his adversaries. Wars were fought, people were remorselessly 
slaughtered, lands were denuded, and all was said to be done, to enhance my name. 
I remained a helpless spectator of a l l  these inhuman and ungodly activities of man. 

Yet I continued giving man the inspiration to progress, and though slowly, but 
steadily he progressed through centuries. My self-appointed ambassadors could not 
stand this progress because their business was running a t  a loss. When they knew 
I would not be bought by them, they began to condemn men’s milestones in the road 
to progress as ungodly and branded the benefactors of mankind as atheists or com- 
munists. These ambassadors wanted to imprison me. They wanted me to be a fortune- 
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selling bird kept in a cage. In courts, parliaments and other places, man could do 
and say any thing he wanted provided he took my name in the beginning. I became 
tired of all these. 

Now I feel helpless and worn out. I do not know what is in store for me. I 
learn that many people do not believe in me. But they are the people whom I really 
love and help, for they at  least believe in themselves. They have helped me come 
out of the dark, airless and suffocating abodes that my ambassadors made for me. 
Now I spend my days with the common man far away from the great temples, chur- 
ches and mosques. 

Please 
don’t refuse me, 
otherwise I ’ l l  hang 
myself right in 
front of your house 

No, No. Don’t do that 
because my father 
doesn‘t like your 
hanging around here 
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44D...C...S...U~.. 9 9  

Raj Kumar Yadav 
B. A .  Hons. (English) I I  year 

A boy with folded hands and a SuDrnissive look on the face trying to court 
admiration : Yes, that is a student leader before the election. Like foolish birds to 
painted grapes we fly, retracing our steps at the end of every year but, sad to say, 
renewing them the next year. The folly of one man is the fortune of another. But 
here, our folly and the candidate’s fortune go together in making a student union 
leader. ’Student’s Union’-a body not only of student leaders but also of student 
representatives, whose prime ordeal is to unveil the problems of the students, and raise 
their voice against the autocracy (if any) of the authorities. 

I don’t wish to abuse the office-bearers of our institution, but only essay to 
write on paper some of their glaring short-comings. Perhaps it will be foolish to 
call them ‘short-comings’; the proper cliche seems to be ‘sharp-connings.’ As 
soon as they are elected to office there is an oath taking ceremony, and they all 
promise (in their minds, of course) : 

“To do aught good never will our task, 

But ever to do ill our sole delight.” 

Right from their initial speeches the leaders start chiding the Principal without 
rhyme or reason. Even if the Principal is ready enough to do something for the 
benefit of the students, the leaders object to it. A major demand of every 
student-leader is a good college-building. No doubt our college has an unattrac- 
tive and unimpressive building; but that does not affect the educational system or 
discipline. lnspite of a national financial crisis the demand is iterated every year. 

Our college certainly occupies a back seat in the sports-arena. One basic 
thing needed by our college to produce better results at the sports field, is a good 
play-ground. But this demand is seldom raised by the leaders. Why should they ? 
None of them seems to be a sportsman. One of the popular demands of the student‘s 
union has been a joint Staff-Student committee to deal with matters of indiscipline. 
But when the Principal asks them to help in avoiding such cases, they look in 
the void. 

The other day there was an appeal by the leaders to the students to boycott 
classes, the reason being the suspension of a student who was found removing 
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some pages from a library book. Do the leaders want this to go on by giving the 
culprits protection-may be one or two pages were useful for some of the leaders. 

One evil ever on the increase is ’eve-teasing’. Girls have become an 
unguarded treasure in the modern set-up. Some of the vulgar elements of the 
college along with some outsiders physically molest girls, what to talk of passing 
slandering remarks. Surely, the leaders are not unaware of this fact. But, cowards 
as they are, they have no courage to isolate the culpirts. Instead, they sometimes 
help in augmenting this evil by coming to their rescue. Where shall the poor people 
go if the physician himself becomes a patient ? 

They care a fig for discipline in the college campus. How can any one study 
if filthy filmy-songs are being brayed in the vexandah ? They disturb and distract 
the attention of the students by making vulgar comments. Poor teachers; they only 
remain helpless spectators soliloquising against the administrative authorities. The 
most they can do is to request them not to make noise there; (somewhere else, at 
a distant place). What a degradation of the ‘time-honoured‘ gurus ? This error on 
the leader’s part is pardonable. How are they expected to know the problems of 
the students and the teachers when they seldom attend classes. The Principal seems 
to be unmoved because he has no class to teach. 

I hope the contenders in the forthcoming election will try to solve the student’s 
problems, rather than becoming a student-problem; that our future leaders will fight 
less against the authorities, and more against themselves. 

“The fault, dear leaders, is in ourselves, 

Not in our authorities.” 

A man must not swallow more beliefs than he can digest. --Navelock Ellis 

To love oneself is the beginning of a life-long romance. -Oscar. Wilde 

Give God thy broken heart, He whole will make it : 
Give woman thy whole heart, and she will break it, -E. Prestwich 



Imagery in ‘Othello’ 
R i t a  S h a r m a  

8. A. Hons. (English) 111 year 

Imagery suggests to us the fundamental problems lying beneath the complex 
construction of a play. 

Imagery is capable of adding a further meaning to the “immediate meaning; 
it may reveal and underline the symbolic import of what is happening on the stage, 

The imagery unobtrusively reflects coming events, it turns the imagination of the 
audience in a certain direction 8 helps to prepare the atmosphere, so that the state of 
expectation Et feeling necessary for the full realization of the dramatic effect is 
revealed. 

In drama the characters are portrayed and differentiated largely through language. 
By its nature and tone, The language gives detail, colours and completes the picture. 

the language shows the underlying purpose and meaning of the play. 

The imagery of a tragedy plays an important part, not only in creating a dramatic 
unity of the atmosphere, but also in binding the separate elements of the play together 
into a real organic structure. 

A study of the imagery in Shakespearean tragedies helps us to appreciate them 
as an organism in which all the parts are attuned. And through his poems and plays 
Shakespeare shows that he took intense delight in words as things to play with. 

The four tragedies have a certain imagery in common, notably that of physical 
illness, nausea or disgust. ‘Hamlet’ @s an emphasis on images of physical corruption, 
’Macbeth’ on images of general sickness, ‘King Lear’ on images of physical disruption 
and agony, and ’Othello’ on images of disgust. 

The play ’Othello’ represents the poisoning and disintegration of a world of 
*’sculptural and pulsing beauty”, of colours, shapes and poetic music. In ‘Othello‘ 
imagery becomes a means of characterizing the dramatis personae. The essence of this 
play is a conflict between the noble, passionate, exotic Othello and the cynical calcula- 
ting, worldly lago. 

Man and nature stand in a continuous relationship in the tragedies and the 
imagery serves to emphasize this kinship. It is by means of imagery that all the wealth 
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of nature enters into the plays. The world of animals, plants and the scenery are itself 
evoked by the imagery. 

In 'Othello', Cassio tells the story of Desdemona's miraculous escape after the 
stormy voyage. 

"Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds, ... ... ... ... The divine 
Desdemona (1 1 .I .68)" The sea imagery grows immediately out of the experience of 
the voyage. In the whole play the sea has an important role-as scene, background, 
and as Othello's own vital element. 

Othello's dominant tone is lofty and solemn. Exotic poetic comparisons and 
descriptions are thickly scattered through his speeches. His bloody thoughts move 
with violent pace like the icy and compulsive current of the Pontic Sea; the horror of 
Desdemona's death he compares to a "huge eclipse of Sun and Moon". 

lago's comparisons are almost invariably loathsome, vile and disgusting. He 
sees his fellow men most often as beasts and insects and the world as a vast 
menagerie. One man differs from another he suggests to  Desdemona, "as the cod's 
head from the salmon's tail". In Act II, scene I l l  he chooses a diabolic image to des- 
cribe his evil designs. 

"Divinity of hell ! When devils will their blackest sins put on, they do suggest 
at first with heavenly shows, as I do now." 

Othello and lago have entirely different attitudes towards their images. lago 
is consciously looking for those which best suit his purpose. With Othello, however, 
the images rise naturally out of his emotions. Othello is a character endowed with a 
rich imagination; it is part of his very nature to  use imagery. lago; on the contrary, 
is not a person with an imaginative mind. He speaks much in prose, as befits a cynic 
his attitude towards the world is rational and speculative. 

lago seeks to  achieve an effect upon the other characters with his smiles and 
images. His images are static because they are incapable of further inner growth 
and because the objects appear in a dry and lifelesss manner. 

The prosaic brevity of lago's images stands in contrast with the swilling opulence 
and poetic force of Othello's imagery. This is lago's way of speaking. "Comes 
from my pate as birdlime \does from frieze-It plucks out brain and all." "(I 1 .I .I 26); 
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'.Our bodies are gardens, to the which our will are gardeners;". And this is Othello's 
language :- 

"And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas, 

Olympus high, and duck again as low 

As hell's from heaven". 

Again, "If it were now to die, It were now to be most ........, succeeds in un- 
known fate." In Othello's imagery everything is in movement because everything 
springs from his own emotion. His images always appear at crucial points of his 
inner experience. Through the imagery Othello's emotional nature is revealed to us as 
highly sensuous, easily kindled and interpreting everything through the senses. He 
can think even of his retaliation in terms of extraordinary physical pain :- 

"From the possession of this heavenly sight, 

Blow me about in winds, roast me in 

Sulphur, wash me in steep down gulfs of liquid fire". 

Imagery expresses the mutual relationship of the forces at  work in human nature. 
Ideas such as honour, judgment, conscience, will, blood, reason etc. frequently appear 
in metaphorical guise. Shakespeare is always accompanied by pictorial conceptions 
and associations. 

lago's imagery teems with repulsive animals of a low order with references to 
eating and drinking and bodily functions and with technical and commercial terms, In 
Othello's language, however, the elements prevail-the heavens, the celestial bodies, 
the forms of nature, everything light and moving that corresponds best to his 
nature. 

The contrast between Othello and lago's imagery perhaps becomes more 
clear by comparing how differently the same theme is expressed in the language 
of each. The sea as a whole does not appear in lago's imagery. He looks at the sea 
only from a professional point of view. In Othello's image, on the other hand, the sea 
lives in its whole breath and adventurous power. 

We may compare too, the different ways in which Othello and lago speak of 
war and martial life. lago speaks of the "Pride, pomp and circumstance of glorious 
war". The life of a soldier is for lago not an ideal life but a sort of business, in which 
everything is weighed according to material advantage and recompense, Othello's 
conception of war is a world apart. He won Desdemona by simple telling of his 
adventures and brave deeds as a soldier. "Of moving accidents by blood and field; 
of hair breadth scapes in the imminent deadly breach;" (I. I l l .  135). 
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And when at the climax of the action he loses his inner balance, it is the l ife 
of a soldier, i t  is war, which appears in his mind. In moving words he takes leave 
of his beloved element. 

”Farewell the plumed troops, and the big wars, 

That makes ambition virtue”. ( I l l  111.359). 

lago drags all higher values down to his low level. Whereas Othello, charac- 
teristically, never discusses general human values! lago delights in defining them in a 
derogatory way. 

Love-according to him is a “sect” or “scion” of ‘our carnal stings, 
our unbitted lusts’,. “Virtue, a fig he cries shortly before Act I, Scene Ill. Honesty’s 
a fool & loses what it works for”. “Reputation is an idle & most false imposition”, 
we read in Act I I ,  Scene Ill. 

lago betrays to us his own cunning method towards his victims in two 
characteristic images. He views his action against Othello, Cassio and Desdemona 
as an ensnaring with the net and as a poisoning ..... 

“With as little a web as this will. I ensnare a f l y  as great as Cassio. 

And out of her own goodness make the net to enmesh them all”. 

This image is echoed in Othello’s desperate question at the end of his life. 
“Why he hath thus ensnared my soul & body ?” 

As long as Othello remains ‘constant, loving and noble’, his mind free from 
jealousy and suspicion, his style is consistently dignified and beautiful. But when in 
Act Ill-Ill lago’s insinuations have begun to take their effect undermining Othello’s 
faith in Desdemona and in himself, beauty and opulence give way to  foulness and 
profanity :- 

Excellent wretch, perdition catch my soul, 

But I do not love thee, and when I love thee not 

Chaos is come again”. 

From this point onwards he begins to see the world through lago’s eyes. He 
had rather be ”a toad and live upon the vapour of a dungeon” than be the victim 
of her infidelity. The thought of the faithlessness inspires a whole series of 
loathsome comparisons. The kerchief comes over his momory as a raven does over 
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aninfected house. Desdemona the fountain from which he drew his life has become 
'a cistern for foul toads to knot and gender in' she is no more 'honest' than summer 
flies are in the shambles that quicken even with blowing. After he hss killed her, 
he describes her to Emilie "as a liar gone to burning hell." 

Almost all the heroes of Shakespearean tragedy stand in close relationship 
to the cosmos, the celestial bodies and the elements. Not only do the cosmic forces 
accompany the action of the tragedies : the characters feel themselves to be closely 
related to them and to the elements. The characters apostrophize the sun and stars 
directly ............" stars hide your faces; Let not light see my black and deep 
desires". ('Macbeth') Even Othello, who after murdering Desdemona wants blank- 
ness every where says :- 

"Methinks it should now be a huge eclipse of sun and moon, and that the 
affrighted globe should yawn at  alteration. 

When their firmest beliefs have been shaken, when they stand alone and 
forsaken, they renounce the earth and call upon the cosmic power. Othello swears 
"by yond marble heaven "and exclaims : "Arise black vengeance from thy hollow 
cell ...... ... For'tis of aspics tongues" [Ill 4541. 

"Like to the Pontic sea ......... them up." This image appears at  the critical 
turning point of the play. The image is a marvel of language in this scene, at  the 
same time it is premonitory, casting light upon the following, often hardly com- 
prehensible, events. 

Through his images he reveals to us the fundamental law of his nature. '!But 
there where I have garnered up my heart ,.................. . I here look grim as hell." 
This blood sequence symbolizes the tremendous tension in Othello's soul and points 
to the abrupt change which is taking place within him. The imagery brings before 

> our minds the background to the chief characters. In Othello Shakespeare uses 
imagery as an effective means of depicting the progressive degeneration of the 
protagonist; 

The other three tragedies have themes of imagery which carry us beyond 
the particular agonies of Hamlet, Macbeth, Lear or Gloster, to a sense of the 
sufferings of al l  mankind, the place of evil in life as a whole. The force of imagery 
in Othello is intensified by a particular and concentrated application but lacks the 
universal, more "philosophic" importance that it has in the other tragedies. 

X X x 
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BRAIN PRACTICE 1 

rn 

Dinesh Kumar Gupta 
&A. Hons. (Pol, Science) 111 year 

(0 First of the first is first of you, 

Sacond and third are zero two, 

First of the last is last of you, 

Now please tell me who are you ? 

(ii) Which is that which comes, 

Once a year, twice a week 

But never in the month. 

(iii) Middle of the sky 

Add with 'i' 

Double the 's' 

Let me tryi 

(iv) Fifty before zero 

Five before 'e' 

What is the relation 

Between you and mei 

See Page 14 for Answers 

% 34 9f 
Across the gateway of my heart 
I wrote "No Thoroughfare," 
But love Came laughing by, and cried : 
"I ENTER EVERYWHERE." --Herbert Shipman 

Why is it that we rejoice at  a birth and grieve at a funeral ? 
Is it because we are no1 the person concerned ? -Mark Twain 
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On Writing for the College Magazine 
S. Mohan Subramaniam 

B . A .  Hons. (Eng.)  II year 

When an interested spectator looks at the rabble gaping everyday at the 
College Notice Boards, he is bound to notice one type of student : normally a thin, 
tall bespectacled person with his arm full of books, gazing avidly a t  the notices and 
muttering to  himself. Ah ! Suddenly, his back straightens, his hair bristles, his 
blinking myopic eyes behind those thick soda-glass spectacles gleam and his ears 
start twitching. For he has sighted an Important Notice. I t  is most probably the 
desperate missive of the Student, unfortunate enough to be appointed the Student 
Editor of the College Magazine, pleading for articles for the aforesaid Magazine. 
Our bespectacled friend immediately tollers away in search of the Student Editor and 
finding him, beleaguers him with questions, finally promising to  complete at least 
half a dozen articles in one day thereby succeeding in leaving the editor in a state 
of shock goggling after him wi th  his mouth open, as he [the spec. chap] tollers off, 
firmly convinced that the age of miracles is not yet over. 

The bespectacled one leaves for his home and on reaching it, immediately 
announces to  all and sundry that he has a very important job to  do and should not 
be disturbed. Having said this, he sits down to  write. But his face suddenly loses 
its habitual expression of Christian cheerfulness and takes on a somewhat vacuous 
and dazed one as he suddenly realises that he doesn’t know what he is to write 
about. Undaunted, our young hero runs about the room thrice trying to‘ gain 
inspiration but succeeding only in making himself hot, upsetting the goldfish bowl  
and awakening the baby. Deciding that matters aren’t going too well, he goes to  
his pop and recites to him all his tale of woe. His father, a rather fat edition of 
his son blandly suggests a topic like the problems of Higher Education, which is 
rejected by his beanpole son as one which’ only fuddy-duddies write about, The 
gentleman in question finally comes to the conclusion that he is better off by himself 
and returnsto his seat, twiddling his thumbs and scratching his poll. In a fit of 
inspiration, he recalls Somerset Maugham’s method of getting inspiration by writing 
his name repeatedly. Our young hero, follows this idea, scribbling his signature 
400 tinies and then taking stock of the situation. He comes to to  the sad conclusion, 
that he has got nothing but 400 signatures staring at him, the net result being no 
inspiration ! He finally decides to call i t  a day and forgets about this writing 
business. 

The College Editor meets him next day and asks him as to what happened, 
Our hero bravely replies that he has not forgotten his promise but since he had to  
study the previous day. But, he continues, he will definitely do the work, heh, heh, 
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as quickly as possible. The editor, who had felt that this guy w a s  the answer to 
all his trouble, his own personal manna from heaven, now suddenly feels as If 
would like to paste this slimy banana on to the wall behind. Our hero divines such 
an intention and sidles off with a sickly grin with the editor looking after him 
turning deep purple and making gulping noises. 

Our bespectacled friend, however, is not a man to give up so easily ! He sits 
down again, wondering whether he should not write something about Sir Wodehouse. 
But then he comes to the conclusion that he does not know anything about him and 
that there is no Jeeves to help him out of the mess. 

He suddenly realises that he may have to give up his idea of writing an article 
if he doesn't do something drastic. Finally, he gives in, braces his, shoulders, and 
starts off describing himself in the guise of another character, describing his diffi- 
culties as the other chap's and laughing uproariously about them. That's what our 
hero did about his hero, and incidentally, that's what I did about my.hero ! 
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Some Rejections on the Taj 
Rajiv Bhatnagar 

B. A. Hons. (Econ.) 111 year 

The Taj is not only on edifice of supreme artistic excellence but also forms a 
confluence where art and nature meet. Both have bestowed upon it with equal exu- 
berance their immortal gifts of grace and sublimity. Under the full splendour of the 
wintry moon in the grey dawn of the morning or twil ight of the fading evening; under 
the stars or in the garish light of the day, it reveals i ts manifold aspects of ethereal 
beauty. 

Like the tears of Shah Jahan, slowly flows the melancholy light of the 
lonely moon and slowly as if she is afraid of wounding the mortal-being-slowly she 
opens, to  the eyes of the Royal Man-this sigh crystallized in snow-white marble. 

In this dim and melancholy light it seems as if the Taj floats on air, and with 
every heave in the breast of the Emperor, when nature seems in sympathy, when the 
Jamuna beneath heaves in  waves with the dim lit shadow of the Taj above-it seems 
as if i t  heaves itself up and down. 

"A thing of beauty," in the words of Keats "Is a joy for ever"; but what strikes 
one in connection wi th  the Taj is the beauty which seems to  be instinct with life-a 
tear-drop seems to have been petrified preserving all its sheen and human interest. 
Rabindranath Tagore rightly called it "A tear-drop on the cheek of time resplendent 
in its beauty.', 

It is indeed the love dream of a Beautiful Soul realized in Chaste Marble. 
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OF FRIENDS & FRIENDSHIP 

Anjana Negi 
B. A. 111 year 

The other day while travelling in the bus, 1 made the acauaintance of the girl 
sitting next to me. We had been gossiping the whole way and the time passed with- 
out our knowledge. My brother had come to receive me a t  the bus-stand. I introdu- 
ced that girl to my father as a friend of mine. The moment after the world was spoken, 
something struck me. I started wondering at the word 'friend'. What is friendship ? 
IS it just the short association or a long association with someone that makes us 
friends? 'No' said my conscience, it is a sacred feeling which you develop gradually 
for the other person. You are attracted towards him; that attraction turns into affec- 
tion and the affection which you develop, in turn, strengthens the relationship. 

A friend is one who loves you for your weaknesses and not for your virtues, 
for the rest of the world is there to appreciate your merits. Every human being needs 
a friend. You may not be anxious for a friend, but friendship is inevitable. Friendship 
may not be a life long process. It may just come as a 'ray of hope' for a moment and 
then disappear forever, leaving behind the sweet memories to live with. Of al l  the 
Things that occur in this universe, which are so full of happy memories and happe- 
nings, there is nothing but love and friendship that can't be erased from the human 
mind. In friends we find joy of our heart, solace of our soul, the pleasure and sanc- 
tity of life. If we have good friends, we find life worth living. 

Friendship is love, a mutual faith and relationship, where there is understanding 
of each other's thoughts, feelings, shortcomings etc. But at  times friendship is not a 
mutual affair. You may be a friend to one who may not be inclined towards you, 
For ages you feel yourself being constantly drawn towards one, who at every step is 
anxious to remain aloof from you. Still we call it friendship as it brings out the best 
tune-though a sort of inharmonious melody. 

Friendship is the fellowship, built on faith and once you lose this faith, you 
not only lose faith but you disturb those tender and delicate strings of understanding 
which are the only bonds between any attachment. Friends give us help, strength 
and courage day by day. Friends are to be treasured as valuable objects. The lamp 
of friendship must always be left burning, as friendship though a fragile affair, is 
strong and subtle. "Life can hold nothing more beautiful, and fair than friendship's 
sweet memories lingering there." 

3% 9% % 
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ANNUAL PRIZE DlSTRtBUTlON 

Principal Mohinder Singh reading the Annual Report 



The Chief Guest, Prof. M.V. Mathur, 
giving his address 

Some members of the staff in animated conversation wi th  the chief guest, over a cup of tea  



ANNUAL PRIZE DISTRIBUTION FUNCTION I975 

Excerpts from the PRINCIPAL'S REPORT 

Dr. Mathur. 

Dear Colleagues, 

Members of the Non-teaching staff and students, 

Since last year we started the practice of having our Annual Function on an 
austerity basis. Encouraged by our success last year, the Staff Council decided 
to continue the experiment. We introduced austerity measures in view of financial 
difficulties. We did not want to sacrifice the academic prizes despite the steep rise 
in  cost of books. Therefore, the entire cut has been on other items, including the 
scale at which such functions used to be organised. 

W e  are indeed grateful to  Dr. Mathur for having accepted our request at such 
a short notice. Dr. Mathur is known to  this college and he has been on the Gover- 
ning Body of this college for quite some time. 

Dr. Mathur, is one of the foremost educationists of our country. He was the Vice- 
Chancellor of Rajasthan University. He was also a member of the Second Education 
Commission as well as a member of various other important commissions like 
Plantation Enquiry Committee (1 954-56), Third Finance Commission (1960-61), 
Evaluation Team for National Institute of Community Development (1969). He was 
also Chairman of Social Sciences Sub Commission of the Indian National Commis- 
sion for Cooperation with UNESCO Experts Committee for Evaluation of 
Intensive Agricultural Development Programme, Government of India (since 1971). 
He represented this country at various International Conferences and has to his credit 
a large number of publications. For a number of years, he has provided academic 
leadership to this country and i t  is, therefore, a matter of great privilege to our prize 
winners to have the fortune of receiving their prizes from such a unique personality. 

I am happy to say, that during this year the college has been able to  maintain 
its reputation in science subjects, particularly in  the biological group. We secured 
as many as 60 f irst divisions in our biological group, out of which more than two- 
third students were able to join medical colleges. I n  Mathematics Honours, both 

*Dr. M. V. Mathur presided and gave away the prizes-Ed. 
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science as we l l  as non-science, we secured as many as 11 first divisions in all the 
three Honours classes. In case of B. Sc. (General), our score in  terms of first 
divisions has been 35 and In the rest of the Honours courses (all the three classes), 
the number of first divisions to our credit is only 10. Thus, in all we secured 116 
first division in various subjects, combined. At the same time, our tal ly for Second 
Divisions in all the subjects is 217. I would like to confess that these results does 
not at all satisfy us. We the members of the Staff of this college are conscious 
that practically al l  the 217 students who obtained second division marks could very 
well secure first class if they had tried a little more with som9 additional help on 
our part. 

Our student Mr. D.L.N. Rao secured first position in B. Sc. (General) exami- 
nation held in 1973. We are also happy that Mr. Narender Kumar Mansukhani 
secured First Position in the University Examination held in April 1974. Miss Renu 
Kapoor secured first position in the University in B.A. (Hons.), Political Science; 
II Year Examination. Mr. Ashok U. Lavasa secured first position in the University 
in B.A. (Hons) English 1st Year examination. Mr. Dinesh Talwar was declared 
first class first in the University in the B. Sc. (Hons.) Zoology 1st Year Examination. 
Miss Bala Malik and Mr. Bhartendu Vatsya were awarded science merit scholarships 
by the University. They both belong to B. Sc. (Hons.) 1st Year. 

In the field of sports, two of our students were selected to  represent Delhi 
University in Volley Ball and Chess teams respectively. Two others were chosen as 
stand byes in the University Hockey Team. As you know, we maintain very high 
and rich tradition in the N.C.C. Our leading cadet Rajesh Kumar was selected to  
represent Delhi in the Sea Training Course in December 1974, at the I.N.S. Angre, 
Bombay. P. 0. Cadet Vishwa Mittar was selected in the Senior Division Naval 
Wing Contingent that took part in the Republic Day parade 1975. Leading 
Cadet Ram Bir Kadam was selected to represent Delhi Directorate in the Inter-Direc- 
torate Shooting competition. Sgt. Renu Batra was also selected to  represent Delhi 
State in the Republic Day Camp. One of our Army Wing Cadets, Under Officer 
Ali Akbar Khan was selected for a mountaineering course held at Uttar-Kashi, U.P. in 
December, 1974. 

Sir, I will not take much time in dwelling upon the various activities of our 
numerous societies. All I can say is that every society of the college has been very 
active and we had a variety of functions. We had a number of festival matches 
between the staff and students in Various games. Our Students' Union organized 
very good functions of Qawali and Poetical Symposium in Hindi : our Music Society 
gave delightful performance at the Lajpat Bhawan; while our Drama Society organized 
a very successful drama competition with very high standard one act plays. 



I would like to avail of this opportunity to express my deep sense of gratitude 
to the entire teaching and non-teaching staff for their active and warm cooperation 
and help in running this college. 

I am also indebted to the Chairman ot the Governing Body, Dr. V.P. Dutt and 
the Treasurer, Prof. R.S. Nigam, and other members of the Governing Body for their 
held, guidance and cooperation. Our thanks are also due to Dr. Amrik Singh, Director 
South Delhi Campus, who readily helped the college at every step. 

Sir, I realise that I have not been able to offer a long list of achievements but 
in the conditions in which we exist today, to be able to show that we have been able 
to survive the year almost intact is also to be able to say something. Though we may 
not have many achievements to offer, our one achievement is the spirit of amity and 
cooperation that exists in all the three sections of the college. It is this spirit and our 
desire to develop further as a leading academic institution in South Delhi that will 
continue to keep us active in the achievement of these goals. I thank you, Sir, once 
again, for having accepted our invitation. 

True leader should call- 

Unite, do not fight 

Be just and act right 

Under the divine light. 

Keep the goal within the sight. 

Manvendra Kumar 
B . L .  (Final) 
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FROM T I E  COLLEGE CAMPUS 
ENGLISH LITERARY SOCIETY 

1974-75 was an extremely eventful year for the English Literary Society. 

A welcome party to the freshers set the events rolling. The President, 
Satyan Mahapatra greeted the freshers with a short speech. 

Fresh elections were held and the following were elected as the new 
office bearers :- 

President - Shankar Narayan Illyr. Hons 

Secretary - Mohan Subramanian II yr. Hons. 
Asst. Secretary - M.G. Arvindan I yr. Hons. 

During the course of the year, a series of contests were held; a Decla- 
mation contest, a Recitation contest, and a Quiz contest. On the basis of 
over-all performance in  the three contests, Pradeep Oberoi and Ashok Lavasa 
tied-up for the first prize. 

On Friday the 13th of December, the English faculty and members of the 
society went on a very enjoyable picnic to Tughlakabad. 

The 1st and 2nd year students met the students of the 3rd year in a 
friendly cricket match. Satish Yadav captained the 3rd year team and led it to  
victory. Ashok Lavasa was the Captain of the other team. 

Unfortunately for us, Mr. Sud fel l  critically ill and had to be hospitalized. 
Although he retired while in hospital, on his recovery he continued to lecture 
to the 2nd year students making Shakespeare extremely interesting for them. We 
wish him all the best in life. 

Finally, a farewell party was hosted by the 1st and 2nd year students to 
the outgoing 3rd year. Mr. Sharma and Mr. Sud spoke briefly, but  delightfully. 
The President of the society also made a short farewell speech, 

PUNJABI LITERARY SOCIETY 

A Punjabi Kavi Sammelan was organised by the Punjabi Literary Society 
on 30th October, 1974 i n  the college hall. Sarvshri Pritam Singh Kasid; Munshi 
Ram ’Hasrat’, Harinam, Surjan Singh ’Faryadi’, Joga Singh ‘Jogiasu; Gurbachan, 
Than ’  Faridabadi and Gurcharan Singh Arshi recited their compositions on the 
occasion. Principal Mohindar Singh presided over the function. 
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A scene from the play ATTACHE CASE 

A scene from CHAKKAR PAR CHAKKAR-The play was adjudged  
the best in a s e r i e s  of f i ve  



Kaushal Kushwaha (Left) and Ashutosh 
(Right) with the trophy which they 

won from Lady Sri Ram College in an 
Inter College Poetry Competition 

(Hindi). Kaushal got the 
first prize also 

Km. Kshama Sharrna, the best Speaker (Hindi) 
for the year 1974-75,  receiving a prize 



'An Evening with two Punjabi Novelists' was organised by the Punjabi 
Literary Society on 28th February, 1975. Col. Narendrapal Singh, an eminent 
novelist and Shri. Gurmukh Singh Jeet, a promising novelist and short-story 
writer, were invited. Col. Narendrapal Singh spoke on 'How I Write Novels' in  a 
very frank and conversational style. Shri. Gurmukh Singh 'Jeet' gave an infor- 
mative talk on "Punjabi Short Story-the Contemporary Scene". To add colour, 
Kumari Nirmaljeet Kaur, Shri Bedi, Shri Rajinder Kumar presented a series of 
Punjabi Songs. Prof. Harcharan Kaur of Lakshmibai Coliege for women also 
recited a Punjabi folk song. 

Our Bhangra team participated in  the Inter College Folk Dance Competition 
sponsored by S.G.T.B. Khalsa College held in Sir Shankar La1 Auditorium and 
won the first prize, Our students Shri Amarjeet Shah Singh and Shri Jaspal 
Singh gave a sterling performance. 

HINDI PARISHAD 
1974-75 

Of f ice bearers :- 

(1) President - Mr. Om Prakash Dawar, Hindi Hons. I l l .  
(2) Secretary - Mr. Kaushal Kushvaha, BSc. I1 A. 

Func t ions  organised :.- 
Inauguration of the parishad by Mr. Krishna Chandra Khemka, Principal, Kosi 
Kalan on 16.12.74. Topic of discussion RAS SIDDHANT : A N  OTHER VIEW, 

Inter class debate-I 7.2.1 975 
Topic-Hindi films encourage obscenity. 
Prize winners-(a) Km. Kshama Sharma, B.A. Ill, First. 
(b) Mr. Sant Ram, Hindi Hons. Ill, Second. 
(c) Mr. Sukhbir Singh Bedi, Pol. Sc. Hons. Ill, Thira. 

Inter college debate-17.2.75 (On the same topic.) 
We invited three eminent correspondents namely Mr. Devendra Kumar, 
Mr. Ram Avatar Tyagi and Rang Nath Pande as judges. 
Prize winners-(a) Km. Vibha Vashishtha, (Gargi College) First, 
(b) Km. Kshama Sharma (Deshbandhu College) Second. 
(c) Mr. Sant Ram (Deshbandhu College) Third. 

Kavi Sammelan on 20.2.1 974. 

Par t i c ipa t ion  and achievements elsewhere :- 
(A) Poetry competifions-(I) Shield and 1st prize from Lady Shri Ram College 

(Delhi), Winners (a) Kaushal Kushwaha (First prize) €t (b) Ashutosh. 
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(2) Third prizes from Lakshmi Bai College and Metreyi College. Both won 
by Ashutosh. 

(B) Debates-(1) Bhagat Singh College-Third prize won by Km. Kshama 
Sharma. 

(C) Ram Charit Manas Path-Bhagat Singh College-Second prize won by 
Km. Nirmal, Hindi Hons. 111. year 

SlNDHl SOCIETY (1974-75) 

The following were elected office-bearers of the Society for the 
year 1974-75 : 

Adviser : Shri S.M. Jhangiani 
President : Satish Advani, B.A. I I  year 
Vice-president : Bhisham Mirani, B.A. Hons. I yr. 
Secretary : Dalip Bhatia, B.A. Hons. I yr. 
Jt. Secretary : Jaya Aswani, B.A. Hons. I yr. 
Members of the 
Executive Bhagwandas. 

: Vimla Punjabi, Basant Thakur, Nirmala Mansukhani and 

Shri Hari Daryani 'Dilgir' a renowned Sindhi poet and Principal, Government 
Polytechnic Gandhidham, gave an illuminating and lucid talk on 'Sindhi Literature' 
on 5th November, 1974. He exhorted the members to learn Sindhi in Sindhi Script. 
At the end, he recited some of his poems which were applauded, Principal 
Mohinder Singh who presided over the function thanked the guest, 

An educational cum picnic trip was organised on 15th, November 1974. 
Members visited Purana Qila, Birla Temple, Budha Park and Boat Club at India Gate, 
and also participated in community lunch, games and music. The Parcel game was 
enjoyed the most. 

The Society also organized an Essay Competition. The competitors were 
required to write an essay on any one of the following subjects which were 
announced on the spot : 

(1) Devnagri Script for Sindhi language. 

(2) Rising prices and the measures to curb them. 

(3) Modern youth-they push others but themselves fall. 

Miss Nirmala Mansukhani and Om Parkash were adjudged ,the first and second 

It is hoped that the society will work with greater vigour next year. 

prize winners respectively. 
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Prof. U.N. Singh Pro-vice-Chancellor Delhi University-Chief Guest at  College Annual Sports- 
inspecting the Gaurd of Honour 

Members of the Sindhi Society a t  Purana Qila A Scene from the Dance-Drama 
"Swadesh Mantra" (Ranjana 
and Santa) presented by the 

Bengali Literary Society 



College Union Office-Bearers 

Shri Chand Shandeya 
Vice-president 

Vijay Kumar Soni 
President 

Bhupindar Singh Gulaiya 
Secretary 



THE BENGALI LITERARY SOCIETY 

Adviser 

Vice-president 

Secretary 

Treasurer 

-- Tapati Chakravarty 

- Arnitava Mu k herjee 

- Surjya Ghosh 

- Ruma Majumdar 

The activities O F  the society started with a party to welcome the i’reshers. On 
this occasion there was a quiz contest hetween the senior students and those of 
the first year. 

For the first time Inter-college Recitation and Inter-college Music Competition 
were held. At the Inter-college Music Competion held at  LSR, Chanda Samajdar was 
awarded the Second prize. 

On 23rd January Annual Cultural function was held. ‘Swadesh Mantra‘ a 
dance drama and a Bengali one-act play were staged in the College Hall. 

SANSKRIT PARISHAD 

The following were the office-bearers of the Sanskrit Parishad for the academic 
year 1974-76. 

President - Miss Renu Goswami B.A. (Hons.) II year 

Vice-president - Miss Chabi Mukherjee B.A. (Hons.) II year 

Secretary - Sant Ram Rajbhar B.A. (Hindi Hons.) Ill year 

Assistant-Secretary - Gokul Dev Bhadola B.A. (Hindi Hons.) Ill year 

Class Representatives 

B.A. (Hons.) - Saraswati 
B.A. (Hindi Hons.) I year 
B.A. (Hindi Hons.) II year 
B.A. (Hindi Hons.) Ill year 
B.A. Hons. II year & Ill year 

Gokul Dev Bhadola 

Rakesh Chaudhry 

The Inaugural function of the Parishad was held on 14th August, 1974 with 
the invocation to the goddess Saraswati. The Parishad organised an inter-class 
Shloka-Recitation contest which was held on 21 February, 1975 and the following 
students were adjudged the winners of the first and second positions. 

Sant Ram Rajbhar B.A. (Hindi Hons.) Ill year 

Km. Nirnial B.A. (Hindi Hons.) Ill year II 

I 
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The Parishad also arranged an Inter-coNege Shloka Recitation contest on 
Different teams participated in the competition. Prizes 26.2.1 975 in the college hall. 

were awarded to the following : 

Km. Madhu Tyagi lndraprastha College I 
Km. Puspa Sharma lndraprastha College I l l  
Kni. Nirmal Deshbandhu College I I  
Sant Ram Rajbhar Deshbandhu College 11 

The Parishad further organised an Inter-class Essay Competition in Sanskrit. 
The students participated in  large numbers. The department assessed the perfor- 
mance of the students and decided to award the prize for the best essay to  
Sant Ram Rajbhar of B.A. (Hens.-in Hindi) I l l  year for his Pucid interpretation of the 
age-old concept- 

RFi fsr* g ’ q  

PHYSICO-CH EM ICAL SOCl ETY 

A trip to Mohan-Meakin Breweries, Mohan Nagar (U.P.), was organised on  
the 28th September, 1974. Students were shown round the various sections of 
the factory, Special attraction for the visitors was the plant making bottles of 
different colours, sizes and shapes out of the raw materials which go into the 
manufacture of glass. Our thanks to  the management of the Breweries for the 
generous hospitality extended to  us. 

A new feature introduced during the 1974-75 Academic session was a series 
of science lectures delivered by student speakers. That a keen interest was shown 
in the lectures by the audience was amply shown from the lively question-answer 
type of discussion that followed each lecture. The following lectures constituted 
the series :- 

S .  No.  Name of the speaker Topic Date 

1. Vinod Kumar 

2. Ish Kathpalia 

( I l l  yr. 6. Sc. General ’B’ group) The Genetic Code 

The Concept of Solubility 
Product 28.1 1.74 

21.1 1.74 

( I  yr. B.Sc. [Hons.] Zoology) 

3. Sanjeev Madan 
(I1 yr. BSc. General ’6’ group) The Structure of Atom 17.1.75 

Credit goes to Shri Sanjeev Chugh of the Ilyr. B.Sc. General ‘A’ group, and 
to  Shri Prem Singh Chauhan and Shri Sanjeev Madan of the Ilyr. BSc.  General ’6’ 
group, for the successful conduct of the activities mentioned above. 



UjO Miss Renu Batra Selected for 
All India NCC Republic Day Camp 

Lt. Cdt. Vishwamitra Selected for 
NCC Republic Day Contingent 

January 1975  

Baldev Raj Madan Selected in 
the University Hockey team 

for the year 1 9 7 3  74 

Cpl. Miss Neelam Bhandda 
Best Cadet of the year 

1974-75 



Rajinder Singh-Best Athlete of the Year 
(Men)  approaching the finishing line in 

10000 Metres Race. 

A Competitor in Action at the College 
Annual Sports 



A N N U A L  S P O R T S  
Prize Winners 

At the 23rd Annual Sports of the College Miss Gurpreet Kaur B.A. I I  year 
and Mr. Rajinder Singh, B.A. (Pass) Ill year were adjudged the 'BEST ATHLETES' 
among girls and boys respectively. 

Prof. U.N. Singh, Pro-Vice-Chancellor, Delhi University, distributed the Prizes. 
Results of the events are as follows :- 

5000 

Men 

Metres Race 

Rajinder Singh 
Mohinder Singh 
Virender Chauhan 

Discuss Throw 
Harbhajan Singh 
Jai Prakesh 

800 Metres Race 
Rajinder Singh Chaudhry 
Ashok Ghosh 

Hop-Step & Jump 
Pradeep Kochhar 
Sunil Mannon 

Pole Vault 
Pradeep Kochhar 
Jagdish Prasad 

Jai Prakash 
Mahipal Singh 

Javelin Throw 

10000 Metres Race 
Rajinder Singh Chaudhry 
Mohinder Singh Chaudhry 
Attar Singh 

1W Metres Race 
Amresh Chaudhary 
Ashok Ghosh 

Women 

First 
Second 
Third 

First 
Second 

First 
Second 

First 
Second 

First 
Second 

First 
Second 

Pratima 
Shobita 

Shobitha lyengar 
Jeetu 

First 
Second 
Third 

First Gurpreet Kaur 
Second Shweta Ghosh 
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Meii 

High Jump 

Sunil Mannon 
Anil  Kapoor 

Puting the Short 
Mahipal Singh 
R avi n d e r 

Hammer Throw 

Harbhajan Singh 
Mahipal Singh 

200 Metres Race 

Kuldeep Singh 
Ashok Ghosh 

IVomeii 

400 Metres Race 

Ashok Ghosh 
Virender Singh 

1500 Metres Race 

Rajinder Singh 
Mohinder Singh 

Broad Jump 
Om Singh 
Sunil Mannon 

200 Metres Race (Subordinate Staff) 
Jamuna Prashad 
Bhim Sen 

Relay Race (4x100) 

First 
Second 

First 
Second 

First 
Second 

First 
Second 

First 
Second 

First 
Second 

First 
Second 

First 
Second 

First 

Musical Chair Race (Admn. Staff) 

H.C. Sharma First 
Amar Nath Chhabra Second 

Musical Chair Race (Teaching Staff  and Guests) 

Dr. P.A. Shiromani First 
Mrs. Capt. Murada Second 

Neelam Batra 
Not Awarded 

Shobita 
Jeetu 

Gurpreet Kaur 
Shweta Ghosh 

Gurpreet Kaur 
Gurvinder Kaur 

B.Sc. Ill Yr. 
Shweta, Asha, 
Anuradha, Neelam 
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Tennis Tournament 
Men Singles : 
1. Rajiv Kochar 
2 Shri D.S. Mann 

Men Doubles ; 
1. Shri D.S. Mann & Shri D.C. Saxena 
2 Shri D.S. Chaudhry 8 Shri A. Roy 

Jhuky Doubles 
1. Rajiv Kochar 8 Dalip Vasudevan 
2 Shri A. Roy & Shri D.C. Saxena 
ClkJIenge Round Men Doubles ; 
1. Shri AS.  Saxena 8 Rajiv Kochar 

Carrom Tournament 
Men Singles ; 
1. Pardeep Pandey 
2. Vinod Pandey 
Men Doubles! 
1. Shri Shekhar Aggarwal 8 Vinod Pandey 
2. Pardeep Pandey 8 Kanwaljit 
Lucky Doubles : 
1. Surat Mukerji 8 Pardeep Pandey 
2. Kanwaljit Singh 8 Vinod Pandey 
Mixed- Doubles : 
1. Miss Veena 8 Pardeep Pandey 
2. Miss G. Marry 8 Kanwaljit Singh 
Women Singles ; 
1. Miss G. Marry 
2. Miss Veena 

Table Tennis Tournament 
Men Singles : 
1. Shri A.K. Dhar 
2. Ravinder 
Men Doubles ; 
1. Shri A.K. Dhar and Dr. Saxena 
2. Bidyut Dass and Vijay Oberoi 
Lucky Doubles ; 
1. Bidyut Dass and Dr. Saxena 
2. Shri A.K. Dhar 8 Ravinder 
Women Singles ; 
1. Anuradha 
2. Renu 
Mixed Doubles ; 
1. Vijay Oberoi 8 Sashi 
2. Bidyut Dass & Anuradha 

Winner 
Runner up 

Winners 
Runners up 

Winners 
Runners up 

Winners 

Winner 
Runner-up 

Winners 
Runner-up 

Winners 
Runners-up 

Winners 
Runners-up 

Winner 
Runner-up 

Winner 
Runner-up 

Win new 
Runners-up 

Winners 
Runners-up 

Winnner 
Runner-up 

Winners 
Runners-up 

40 
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