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ftanxh dk gjk fgLlk gS ts,u;w
vt; czãkRet

Hkkjrh; Hkk"kk dsUnz 1980&86

ge dgha Hkh tk jgs gksrs gSa vkSj jkLrs esa vk tkrk gS ts,u;w--- pkSchl lky igys ts,u;w
dSEil NksM+us ds ckn Hkh ;g fLFkfr cuh gqbZ gSA lky esa nks nQs rks ts,u;w vkuk&tkuk gks gh
tkrk gSA ckt+ nQk flQZ ogka dh fcfYMaxksa] gksLVy] dSaVhu] xaxk <kck] dey dkWEIysdl ;k
ykbczsjh dks gh irk py ikrk gS fd ge vk, Fks vkSj vxyh ;k=k rd ds fy, ogka dh gok
viuh lkalksa esa Hkj ys x,A ns[kk] fny esa mrkjk vkSj Hkkjh dneksa ls ykSV vk,A Bhd oSls gh
tSls fd dksbZ vius ?kj ls fudyrk gS ckj&ckj ykSVus ds fy,A esjs dne rks [kqn&c&[kqn eqM+
tkrs gSa ts,u;w dh rjQA vkSj dqN ugha rks ,d pDdj gh yxk yksA lqu yks viuh vkokt]
tks dSail ds dksuksa&varjksa esa vkt Hkh Qalh gqbZ gSA igqaprs gh xwatrh gS vkSj ;kn vk tkrs gSa
gok esa mNyrs gkFk vkSj rus psgjsA esl esa pyus okyh nsj jkr dh cglsaA ;wfu;u dh thch,e-
--tks'k esa pyrk tqywl---- og yM+kdw pkgr vkt Hkh fatank gSA rHkh rks xkgs&cxkgs >M+i gks tkrh
gS lHkh lsA

rhl lky igys twu ds eghus esa vferkHk cPpu ¼esjk nksLr] ftls fQYeh vferkHk cPpu
dh otg ls viuk uke cnydj flQZ vferkHk djuk iM+k½ vkSj panz izdk'k >k mQZ lqeu ds
lkFk xaxk gkWLVy ds dejs esa ?kqlrs gq, dgka ,glkl Fkk fd ;g dSail esjh lksp&le> vkSj
nqfu;k dks bl dnj jks'ku dj nsxkA mlds igys Hkh fdrkc vkSj Dykl ds ckjg laxr vkSj
vkokjxh esa ftanxh ds lcd feys Fks] ysfdu mls fn'kk vkSj lkjxfHkZr fn'kk feyh ts,u;w esaA
ekywe ugha] vc D;k gky gSA rc dksbZ vkidh vKkurk ij galrk ugha FkkA ok;k njHkaxk
lgjlk ftys ls vk, eq> vkSj ftKklq ds lokyksa ds tokc dksbZ Hkh ns nsrk FkkA gj 'k[l lksp
vkSj ftanxh dk vxyk iUuk i<+ dj lqukus ds fy, csrkc utj vkrk Fkk ;g [kqyh fdrkc FkhA
dqN iwNus ds fy, dHkh ,DlD;wt Hkh dg dj btktr ugha ysuh iM+rh FkhA vki csf>>d
lhfu;j ds da/ks ij gkFk j[kdj mls lykg ns ldrs Fks vkSj fdlh twfu;j ds loky ls lh[k
ldrs FksA lHkh lkFkh Fks vkSj dqN dkejsM---

LkM+d ij ck,a pyuk rks Hkkjr esa tUe ysrs gh vkneh lh[k ysrk gS] ysfdu ftanxh esa
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okeiaFk dh nh{kk ts,u;w esa feyh FkhA dksbZ Dykl ugha yxrk Fkk] izopu vkSj ysDpj ugha gksrk
Fkk vkSj u gh dksbZ Vªsfuax---- cl lksgcr] laxr vkSj pk; dh pqfLd;ksa ds chp oke fopkjksa us
fcgkj ds fiNM+s vkSj tM+ bykds ls vk, eq> tSls LoIuthfo;ksa ds ekufld /kjkry dks dqjsnk]
,sls cht cks, fd ekSleksa ds cnyus vkSj lky nj lky chrus ds ckn Hkh lksp dh Qly
ygygkrh jgrh gSA ts,u;w dh laxr] lkFk vkSj le> us bruk etcwr cuk fn;k fd gj
ifjfLFkfr gkjrh xbZA ge tgka Hkh jgs] flj mBk dj fot;h eqnzk esa eqLdjkrs jgsA og lacy]
og vkRecy vkSj gj leL;k dk fu'Ny gy ts,u;w ds nksLrksa us gh fl[kk;kA

mu nksLrksa esa dqN vkt Hkh lkFk gSaA dqN ls eqykdkr gksrh gS] rks dqN ls flQZ ckr gksrh
gSA lks'ky usVofd±x ds bl nkSj esa nwj&njkt ds nksLrksa ls pSV&desaV vkSj LVsV~l ds tfj,
gky&lekpkj feyrk jgrk gSA LkHkh ,d&nwljs ls vn~Hkqr tqM+ko eglwl djrs gSaA blesa
Ñf=erk vkSj cukoV ugaha gSA vn~Hkqr ikjn'khZ lkQxksbZ gS] tks eq>s vHkh rd fdlh vkSj
baLVhV~;wV ;k dSail ds LVwMSaV esa ugha fn[kkbZ iM+hA oSpkfjd vkSj jktuhfrd fHkUurk ds ckotwn
gekjk yxko fdlh Qsfodksy ls T;knk etcwr--- ts,u;w tksM+rk gS vkSj tksM+ ds fu'kku ugha
jgus nsrkA ftanxh ds leqnz esa rSjrs gq, vyx gksus ij Hkh ge lHkh tqM+s jgrs gSa vkSj dksbZ
vuk;kl ;k tcjnLrh dk f[kapko Hkh eglwl ugha gksrkA lHkh vktkn gSa] ysfdu od~&t:jr
iM+us ij ts,u;w ds fj'rs dh Mksj idM+ dj dgha Hkh igqap ldrs gSaA ;g fj'rk--- ;g nksLrh-
-- ;g gennhZ--- ;g lgHkkfxrk vVwV vkSj fujarj gSA

ts,u;w esa chrs lkyksa ij dqN Hkh dSls fy[kk tk ldrk gSA esjs fy, rks os lky chrs gha
ugha] D;ksafd ge lHkh vkt Hkh vius nSuafnu thou esa mu lkyksa dks thrs gSaA os iy gekjh
ftanxh dk gjk fgLlk gSaA vkDlhtu feyrk gS ogka ls --- ;g vthc lh ckr yx ldrh gS]
ysfdu ts,u;w ogka ds Nk=ksa dh ftank lPpkbZ gSA

dksbZ pkgs rks fjlpZ dj ldrk gSA ;g esjk nkok gS fd ;g ns'k&nqfu;k vkt tSlh gS]
oSlh ugha jgrh--- vxj ts,u;w u gksrkA ;g nqfu;k dqN vkSj cnrj vkSj cngky gksrhA ge us
bldh cnlwjrh de dh gS vkSj vkt Hkh ge lHkh ftanxh] lekt vkSj nqfu;k dks rjrhc nsus
eas yxs gSaA ;g flQZ vkSj flQZ ts,u;w dk gh ifj.kke gS fd mEehn vHkh rd ftank gS] D;ksafd
ge lHkh ds fny flQZ vius fy, vkt Hkh ugha /kM+d jgs gSaA
¼fQygky eqacbZ esa nSfud tkxj.k ds fQYe izHkkjh½
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The “Stone” in the Midst of all: Close Encounters of another Kind in JNU
Amit Baishya

Centre of Linguistics & English, SLL & CS

I will deploy a familiar representational device in this essay, self-conscious, to be
sure, of the irony inherent in its all-too-obvious fictionality. The “I” referred to in my “story”
is both my-self and the self that is no-longer. I prefer to look at the “I” that unfolds through
the deployment of this device in this narrative as sharing an elective affinity with a statement
made by the narrator of Nehru's Discovery of India it “represents rather some past self of
mine which has already joined that long succession of other selves that existed for a while
and faded away” (xiv). With that caveat in place, I venture to suggest that most of us are
familiar with this representational device having encountered it in numerous
autobiographies, biographies, bildungsromans and biopics. I am referring to the device of
the “turning point” in the act of telling of an individual tale. The “turning point” is one
among a multiplicity of representational devices that facilitate, to employ a sharp insight of
Hannah Arendt in a slightly different way, the disclosure of a “who” in contradistinction to
the “what” somebody is. This “who,” Arendt continues, appears “closely and unmistakably
to others, (but) remains hidden from the person himself, like the daimon in Greek religion
which accompanies each man throughout his life, always looking at his shoulder from behind
and thus visible to only those he encounters” (The Human Condition, 180). The (modern)
representational device of the “turning point” in an individual story is one way of rendering
the daimon visible: it transforms one's self into an other, thereby facilitating the process of
watching one's story the emergence of the “who” unfold before one's eyes, albeit from a
distance.

Why preface a short article on one's alma mater with a reference to an “obscure”
figure from an “archaic” and ostensibly unrelated era?  Two reasons. First, I take the theme
for this commemorative issue “JNU: a Way of Life” very seriously, without any sense of
irony. JNU has been a “way of life” for me in ways that I have never experienced in any
other educational institution that I have had the privilege to attend as a student or a teacher.
Second, JNU, for me, was a “turning point” in many different ways. As a “turning point”
JNU helps me concretize multiple manifestations of my daimon in the process of telling
my tale. Resonances of this turning point still reverberate in the current avatars of my self
on a day-to-day basis. I fashion my “story” as a neat division into two phases: a pre-JNU
period and post-JNU period(s). My stay at JNU (I was an M.A. candidate from 2001-03)
marks a fold and a break with almost everything that went before in my “story.” I can even
recall the precise “turning point.” I am a literary scholar by profession now, and thoroughly
enjoy the activities of teaching, writing and practicing critical thinking. When I joined JNU
with a bachelor's degree in English literature, I was totally caught in the discourse of literature
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and culture being a representation of the best that had been thought and said in the world.
My skills at critical thinking were negligible. A singular incident, which I still remember
distinctly, shook me out of this stupor. It was probably around my second week in JNU and
we were discussing Raja Rao's novel Kanthapura in a class.  I remember being repelled by
the overweening presence of politics in that text, reasoning like a “well-bred” elitist that
politics and culture were twains that could never meet. I recall dispensing a “prescription”
for postcolonial writers in the class why couldn't they write like Kafka (I just gave a random
example)? After all, Kafka's “universality” stemmed precisely from the fact that he avoided
“politics” altogether, I said. Immediately, I was challenged by my peers and the professor.
Example after example was provided by everyone about how Kafka's writings were intense
engagements with the culture and politics of his time. Assailed from all sides, I found my
shaky defenses crumbling. Needless to add perhaps, I was routed and my daimon was
ruthlessly exposed to the harsh light of the public. But such public exposure, while
temporarily humiliating, also became the spur for scrutinizing one's unexamined notions
of self from a different standpoint. I went back that evening to my room in Narmada hostel
and thought long and hard about what I had learnt (or rather, not learnt) till that point. I
experienced a shattering, but at the same time exciting, sensation: I had to unlearn everything
I thought I knew till that point. I subjected myself to what I initially thought was a form of
“torture”exposing myself and my views to the scrutiny of the public gaze in the classroom
and beyond (JNU is one of the few places where you can do that, in a healthy manner,
outside the bounds of the classroom as well). This taught me a crucial lesson that I treasure
to this day. I realized that “education” was not a process of learning per se, but of unlearning
what the self holds to be “normal” or “natural.” In my teaching, I apply this lesson and tell
my students that unlearning what we think we know often allows new objects to come into
the range of vision. In effect, the daimon that shadows our every move materializes before
our eyes once this process of unlearning is initiated. This dictum has become a “way of life”
for meone of the myriad ways in which JNU has woven its textures around my present.

One other aspect I really appreciated about my educational experience in JNU was that I
was able to strengthen my literary base with courses taken outside my department. This
interdisciplinary experience was another huge advantage of being a student at the M.A.
level at JNU, as opposed to other universities in India. I came in touch with other “publics”
and got to know how they approached epistemological questions that emerged from their
respective disciplinary locations. The fact that border-crossing scholarship was even
conceivable was an entirely new experience. When I arrived in the U.S. for my graduate
studies I saw that my interdisciplinary training was a huge advantage and set me apart
from my peers.

Finally, can one ever forget the camaraderie in the hostels, the festive atmosphere
during election times, the passionate political debates, the cosmopolitan nature of the
campus, and those late night trips to Ganga Dhaba or PSR rock? These interactions with
the diverse population in JNU made you realize that scholarship was not something to be
confined to classrooms and academic conferences. Your work belonged to the world; you
did it because you believed that it could impact the world here and now. Frankly, I haven't
felt that feeling with the same intensity after I left JNU. Whenever I revisit the campus, the
same old thrill courses through my veins when I see the posters with slogans pasted on the
walls, the large notices that announce that such and such a speaker would be addressing a
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contemporary issue in a hostel's dining room, and the long and passionate debates about
politics and theory over weak and excessively sweet cups of tea served in the numerous
dhabas across campus. This is a past self of mine that has now been sloughed off, but among
my numerous past selves this particular one shines with a peculiarly intense luminosity.
Nostalgia, Billy Collins writes, is akin to “letting my memory rush over them (the moments
of the past) like water/ rushing over the stones on the bottom of a stream.” Memory imbues
them with a rosy hue, while the moments themselves remain static, like frozen snapshots
of time. Nostalgia impels us to look back at these comforting images of the past while we
move inexorably forward in time. Sometimes though, these images from the past become
an activator for movement in the present. In my “story,” my memories and the lessons
gleaned from these memories of JNU perform such a functionthey do not fix my gaze on
the frozen past, but enables me to bracket my present course of action from those that
preceded it. And since I invoked “stones,” I think it would be apposite to close this “story”
with an invocation of another famous image from Yeats' “Easter 1916”:

The rider, the birds that range
From cloud to tumbling cloud,
Minute by minute they change;
A shadow of cloud on the stream
Changes minute by minute;
A horse-hoof slides on the brim,
And a horse plashes within it;
The long-legged moor-hens dive,
And hens to moor-cocks call;
Minute by minute they live:
The stone's in the midst of all.

Indeed, as I bracket and try to understand the numerous daimons that shadow me “minute
by minute,” the “turning point” that JNU was remains like the “stone in the midst of all.”
Step by Step:  The Memory Stick of JNU life
Birendra Suna

Step 1: The Brain Factory

“Which factory you are working in, and what is your salary?”
That was the first question asked by my senior friend when I returned to my home

town Umerkote and went to meet all friends at Pendrani Mandir, after completing Master
of Arts in Sociology at Centre for the Study of Social Systems. Probably the best place for
meeting young men and women is a temple, church or college. But for me, college has
already been in my memory.  And temple may be the only right choice for me, it was Sunday.
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The temple is known as Pendrani Mandir and it's quite famous in undivided Koraput
Bolangir Kalahandi (KBK).

I was about to answer his question, all of sudden I found a person spoke on my
behalf, he was non-other than my Langatia yaar (childhood friend Soraj), who started
answering briefly the story of JNU that I had narrated to him through post cards and phone
calls. (My senior posed the right question, was not his fault, as it was the assumption of my
home town people (in the 1990s) that if you left the town it meant either you were migrating
to Gujarat to work in a spinning factory or handloom factory, Delhi for any small scale
factory work or plumbing, or Bangalore as a construction worker. The total sense was you
were going to work in a factory).

“Bhaina (elder brother), his (Birendra) salary is hand-to-mouth but the “factory” is
big one called Jawaharlal Nehru University. It only produces brain for India”, answered Soraj.

I smiled and was truly satisfied with his answer, and took a long breath. “JNU, a
brain producing factory.”

Step 2: Welcome by JNU

For me the rhythm of JNU life started in mid-1999, when I cleared the entrance
examination for MA programme in Sociology. Ganesh (whom I knew when I arrived New
Delhi in the month of August and stayed in RK Puram), and I started walking from R.K.
Puram to JNU. My curiosity was increasing and time and again, I kept asking him,
 “Ganesh Bhai, how far do we need to go? Are we nearer?”
The curiosity aggravates when you are about to experience physically the things which you
have only experienced in  dreams,  and my inquisitiveness was obvious because I had seen
JNU in  the prospectus with only one picture on the cover page, and practically, I was going
to step into the “brain factory”.   And Ganesh smiled at my curiosity (though he was not
part of JNU, he knew much about JNU through Hindi newspapers). We reached JNU north
gate. What I saw was two cement pillars (about 4 meters height) attached to an iron fence,
I felt that it was the entry gate and also realized that they might have been standing since
early 1970s here to welcome new entrants every year (nature of law- every things grows
until certain height, weight and one day it has to expires, likewise, the cement gate has
became marble gate and it height has increased (about 12 meters) within 10 years of my
staying in JNU. We kept on walking from North gate to till Administrative Building. And
registration formalities have been completed. I took a lungful of breath, now I am member
of joint family of JNU. (Accommodate in JNU Student Union dormitory for 6 months and
with the status of Third Roommate in 236 Narmada Hostel, one of the notorious hostels
those days).

Step 4: the Brain makers

Staying in the JNU student union dormitory and coming to class sharp 9 AM was
too tough a job, because the two halls were packed with 60 students from different programs
and Centres. And just 2 bath rooms and 4 toilets (one was always kept closed). But there
was no other option, it was TK Oommen's class and he was the guru of punctuality in JNU.
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So I had to rush to Narmada Hostel, have a quick bath and hold the bread and omelet from
the Narmada mess, and started rushing towards CSSS.  If you are late for his lecture it
means you missed lots of things. If you want learn about foundation and founder of sociology
then you need to be on time with dedication.  And I was late for the first lecture of T.K.
Oommen. Just peeped through the door of room number 103 and found that he was already
inside.
“Do you think this is Priya Cinema hall?”
(No answer, I just bowed my head and waited for his next word)

“Come in and occupy your seat, like a bourgeoisie”. When his lecture was over for
that day and he left the class room, I asked Sudhir. “Please tell me what sir taught in the
first fifteen minutes?”

“Actually he is the teacher who deals with Karl Marx's 'Das Capital'. When you peeped
through the door, he was telling us about 'Das Capital and the terms proletariat and
bourgeoisie. So he used the term bourgeoisie, because you were late for his lecture”,  Sudhir
replied my query.
(We had good laugh on it including all classmates and they used to call me bourgeoisie
until the semester was over).

Step 5: Struggled with the Kadipakada

Since I am from Orissa, our food habit was different from North India. I started
managing with the Rajma Chawal, Roti and Daal, I had to struggle with “Kadipakada” as it
is not part of our diet, but gradually the relation was developed, and at the end of the first
semester, I was acquainted with the Kadipakada.  And with the help of Kadipakada, I became
the best athlete of JNU in 2000.

Step 6: Part of student organization

I was never been a part of  any student organisation in my college, for me these
student groups seemed pretty useless, always these groups think that they can do better
work for the society and my thoughts were different, that I could work more efficiently if
worked individually. One day I was having tea with Dr. Rama Nath Nayak at the Library
Canteen, and a young man came (now MP from INC, who has contested elections in JNU
but never occupied JNU Student Union Office) and greeted Rama Bhai and whispered  a
aapna admi hai kya? ( does he belong to our community?), Rama bhai introduced me to the
man and started explaining about student organizations, and what he was doing, and
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tempted me to join NSUI.  When he left, I asked Rama bhai, “What is Apna Admi?”  He
said “India lives in unity in diversity, in the same way JNU does as well”

JNU has been, still is and will be in hearts of everyone those who has passsed out
with excellent degree, (occupying seats in the Indian parliament to drop out or expelled
under GSCASH or un-natural, not-permissible JNU culture).  The boyfriend and girlfriend
who met after 12 years of separation with each other kids, miss PSR.  Or the room partner
who hung a curtain in the middle of the room in Naramada Hostel to maintain privacy or
the person who suffered a lot because of room partner's unnatural behavior. Or that IAS
girl friend who invited an unsuccessful boyfriend and said, “Let's forget the past events
and start a new life, you take care of yourself, my engagement with Harish (an IAS) is on
Monday blah blah.”

That's JNU: pleasure, gratification, agony, anguish, heartbreak, happiness, events,
arguments, thrashing each other sometimes ideologically and sometimes physically.

Step 9: JNU a role Model India

JNU has stayed alive through so many difficulties and tensions. It is unprecedented
luck that neither political changes, nor aggressive personal aspirations were able to destroy
our JNU culture which is one of the unique models in India. Its inspiration and cultural
values connect not only in South Asia but also world as whole.  The commitments what
JNUties adhere to in their heart become an important part for the world as whole.
JNU, I salute you from the bottom of my heart.

Post-Doctoral Fellow, Institute of Sociology,  Albert-Ludwigs University, Freiburg, Germany
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Hkwys HkVds vk igqapk ts,u;w
xaxk lgk; eh.kk

ts,u;w vkSj ;gka ds vuqHkoksa ds ckjs esa ikap lkS ;k gtkj 'kCnksa esa fy[kuk vlaHko gS
D;ksafd esjs lq[k&nq[k vkSj thou ds lcls cM+s ifjorZuksa dk ckgj vkuk ts,u;w eas ?kfVr gqvk
gSA ts,u;w vkus ds ckn rks fo|kfFkZ;ksa ds vuqHkoksa esa dkQh lekurk gksrh gS blfy, eSa ;gka flQZ
vius ts,u;w vkus dh izfØ;k ds ckjs esa fy[kwaxkA

eSa ts,u;w 2001 esa vk;kA ,sls gh pyrk&fQjrkA Mh;w x;k Fkk ,e-,- fgUnh dk QkWeZ
Hkjus] ysfdu nsj ls igqapk blfy, Hkj ugha ik;kA lkspk D;ksa u bl ts,u;w uke ds dkWyst dks
ns[k fy;k tk,A HkS;k ds dgus ij ts,u;w izos'k ijh{kk rks ns nh Fkh ysfdu vHkh rd esjk [k;ky
Fkk fd ;s dksbZ izkbosV ^dkyst* gS D;ksafd jktLFkku ¼tgka dk eSa jgus okyk gwa vkSj tgka ls eSaus
ch-,- rd dh i<+kbZ dh gS½ esa ljdkjh dkWystksa ds uke ds vkxs ^jktdh;* fy[kk gksrk gSA
iwNrkN dj ts,u;w vkus ds fy, eksjh xsV ls 621 uacj dh cl ¼mu fnuksa 615 ds vykok 621
Hkh iwok±py rd vkrh Fkh½ esa cSBkA daMDVj us iwNk] ̂ dgka tkuk gS\*] rks esjk tokc Fkk] ̂ ts,u;w
tkuk gS*A daMDVj us fQj iwNk] ̂  ts,u;w esa dgka mrjuk gS]* eSaus dgk] ̂ts,u;w mrjuk gSA*  rc
rd eSaus lkspk Hkh ugha Fkk fd ,d ;wfuoflZVh esa Hkh dbZ ¼lkr½ cl LVkWi gks ldrs gSaA varr%
eSaus dg fn;k dh ogka mrkj nhft,xk tgka vkWfQl gSA daMDVj us eq>s ,M&CykWd okys cl
LVSaM ij mrkj fn;kA og 10 tqykbZ ds vklikl dk fnu FkkA iz'kklfud Hkou esa ?kqlrs gh ns[kk
dh izos'k ijh{kk ds ifj.kkeksa dh lwfp;ka yxh gqbZ FkhA ,e-,- fgUnh dh lwph esa lcls Åij esjk
uke fy[kk gqvk FkkA eq>s vPNk yxk ysfdu dqN [kkl ;k ,sfrgkfld ughaA eq>s ugha irk Fkk
fd oks iy esjh ftanxh cnyus okyk iy lkfcr gksxkA

EkSaus vanj tkdj ¼tgka izos'k 'kk[kk fy[kk Fkk½ ,d lfØ; fn[k jgs O;fä ¼Jh Vsd
pankuh] mudk uke dkQh ckn esa irk pyk½ ls dgk] ^lj] ckgj fyLV esa esjk uke gSA* mUgksaus
[kq'kh vkSj Lokxr ds vankt esa dgk] ^cgqr c/kkbZ gks] 15 ls 22 rkjh[k ds chp 12 QksVks vkSj
vius nLrkost ysdj izos'k ds fy, vk tkukA* ^Bhd gS* dgdj eSa lgt Hkko ls okil vius
HkS;k ds dejs ij ¼cnjiqj ckMZj½ pyk x;kA ts,u;w dh izos'k lwph esa viuk uke ns[kuk ml
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oDr esjs fnekx esa dksbZ mRrstuk iSnk ugha dj ldk] bldh nks otgsa Fkha& igyk] ts,u;w dh
izos'k ijh{kk nsus vkSj ifj.kke vkus ds chp ¼7 twu] 2001 dks½  esjs firkth dk fu/ku gks x;k
FkkA mu fnuksa eSa ts,u;w ¼,e-,-½] fnYyh fo'ofo|ky; ¼ch-,M-½ vkfn dh izos'k ijh{kk, nsus
fnYyh vk;k gqvk Fkk] bl otg ls vkf[kjh le; esa firkth ds ikl ugha FkkA nwljh otg ;g
Fkh fd eSa rc rd ts,u;w ds ckjs esa dqN tkurk ugha FkkA ml oDr esjs fy, ts,u;w fdlh
lkekU; dkWyst ;k ;wfuoflZVh ls dqN T;knk ugha FkkA fyLV esa uke ns[kus ds ckn eSa xkao x;kA
tgka eq>s esjs xkao ds ,d O;fDr ¼tks ts,u;w esa i<+ pqds gSa½ vkSj muds HkkbZ ¼tks jktLFkku
iz'kklfud lsok esa gSa½ us dgk fd ts,u;w vPNh ;wfuoflZVh ugha gSA vxj ukSdjh yxuh gS rks
ts,u;w er tkvksA ogka rqEgsa dHkh ̂ ,* xzsM ugha feysxkA eSaus viuh ch-,- rd dh i<+kbZ xkao vkSj
lehiorhZ dLcs xaxkiqj flVh ls dhA ch-,- esa ogka d{kkvksa dk pyu u gksus dh otg ls mu
fnuksa eSa lkyHkj xko esa xk;&HkSal pjkrk FkkA flQZ QkWeZ Hkjus vkSj ijh{kk nsus dkWyst tkrk FkkA

bl rjg esjk ts,u;w vkuk fdlh tquwu ;k yach rS;kjh dk urhtk ugha FkkA cfYd lkjh
ifjfLFkfr;ka izfrdwy FkhA esjs p;u dk i= Hkh vkt rd esjs ?kj rd ugha igqpkA ml fnu
vuk;kl gh ts,u;w ugha vk;k gksrk vkSj fyLV esa viuk uke ugha ns[kk gksrk rks 'kk;n eq>s irk
Hkh ugha py ikrk fd esjk ;gka p;u Hkh gqvk gSA ts,u;w esa esjk dksbZ tkudkj Hkh ugha i<+rk
Fkk tks eq>s crkrk fd esjk p;u gqvk gSA ,slh fLFkfr;ksa esa Hkh irk ugha D;k lkspdj eSa ts,u;w
vk x;kA 'kk;n ;s esjs QwQkth dh izsj.kk ls gqvkA ,d esjs QwQkth gh Fks ¼mu fnuksa os dSalj
ls ihfM+r Fks vkSj dqN le; ckn xqtj x,½ ftUgksaus eq>s ts,u;w izos'k ijh{kk esa ikl gksus ij
c/kkbZ nhA 'kk;n rc esjs ifjokj vkSj leLr fj'rsnkjksa esa dsoy mUgha us ts,u;w dk uke lquk
FkkA eq>s esjs vui<+ fdlku eka&cki us [ksrh vkSj etnwjh djds i<+k;kA os vkxs dh i<+kbZ vkSj
ts,u;w ds ckjs esa rks ugha tkurs Fks ysfdu esjs firkth dh eq>s ysDpjj cukus dh gkfnZd bPNk
FkhA dk'k] mudks nks eghus dh ftanxh vkSj feyh gksrh rks eSa mUgsa ts,u;w ykrkA viuk liuk
iwjk gksus dh 'kq:vkr os viuh vka[kksa ls ns[k ikrsA

ts,u;w ,d }hi gSA nqfu;k ls dVs gksus ds dkj.k }hi dh viuh thou&'kSyh gSA ysfdu
eqf'dy ;g gS fd nqfu;k esa okil tkus ij og thou&'kSyh pyrh ugha vkSj vkneh foQy gks
tkrk gSA ts,u;w ds ckjs esa fy[krs oDr ;gka dh jktuhfr ij fVIi.kh djuk t:jh gSA ysfdu
rhu lky ls pquko ugha gks ik, gSaA vc ;gka Mh&ikWfyVkbts'ku dh izfØ;k py jgh gS tks
ts,u;w ds pfj= dks iwjh rjg cny ldrh gSA

mu lhekvksa ds ckotwn ts,u;w esjh lokZf/kd pgsrh txg gSA ts,u;w vkus ls igys eSa
viuh dYiuk esa vkn'kZ fo'ofo|ky; dh tSlh Nfo cukrk jgrk Fkk] ts,u;w yxHkx oSlk gh
gSA O;fäRo ds fodkl ds fy, brus volj nsus okyh 'kk;n gh dksbZ nwljh txg gksxhA /kkfeZd]
lkekftd] vkfFkZd vkSj ySafxd vk/kkj ij vf/kdre laHko lekurk ts,u;w esa ns[kh tk ldrh
gSA v/;kidksa vkSj fo|kfFkZ;ksa ds chp U;wure gkbjkjdh Hkh ts,u;w dh futh fo'ks"krk gSA ,e-
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,- ds vkjafHkd fnuksa esa ladksph LoHkko dh otg ls FkksM+h eqf'dy vkbZ] ysfdu /khjs&/khjs lc
lkekU; gks x;kA igyh ckj i<+kbZ dk eryc gh ts,u;w eas le> esa vk;kA ,e-,- esa vPNs xzsM
vkSj igys iz;kl esa gq, ts-vkj-,Q- ¼Dykl esa Hkh lcls igys] fnlacj 2002½ us eq>s vkRefo'okl
ls Hkj fn;kA mlds ckn fnYyh fo'ofo|ky; vkSj ikafMpsjh fo'ofo|ky; ds jkLrs v/;kiu ds
fy, ts,u;w igqapus rd eSaus eqM+dj ugha ns[kkA

laidZ& lgk;d izksQslj] Hkkjrh; Hkk"kk dsUnz] ts,u;w] ubZ fnYyh&67
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My Feelings About JNU Life
DK Panigrahi

I am a former student of JNU. I joined JNU in 1986 for the M.Phil/Ph.D. Programme
of Study in the Centre for the Study of Social Systems. I completed my M.Phil in 1988 and
was awarded Ph.D. in 2002. Before joining JNU as a student, I had interacted with many
Jnuites during the period from 1984 to 1986 as a frequent visitor to my bosom friend, Prof.
Bijaya Kumar Behera, Assam Central University, Silchar, who was then boarder of Sutlej
Hostel. He introduced me to Prof. Avijit Pathak who was then his senior friend. Gradually
and gradually Prof. Avijit Pathak became my Guru from whom I learnt a lot how to keep
patience and overcome emotional instability to make my weaknesses into strength. JNU
made me a professor and a freelance writer and made my life vibrant and so different from
that of a rural boy. I am indebted to JNU and grateful to my JNU friends, Professors, staff
and all the individuals who had directly and indirectly made me a man and helped me in
my crisis, adversary and tragedy. God creates men and circumstances mould them and
environment makes a man. JNU environment really makes a man. One who was in JNU or
is in JNU or will be in JNU, may be rich or poor, can live in any situation as a decent human
being. This is my feeling.
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An addiction called JNU
Deepika Sahu

In 2008 August, as I was standing on the steps of the International Guest house in
JNU, I could hear somebody strumming the guitar and singing John Lennon's 'Imagine'.
The song flowing gently from a distance on that muggy evening brought back a thousand
splendid memories of my own JNU years even as tears welled up in my eyes. JNU is not
just a university where you come for a degree. JNU is a world which can change your life
for ever if you are open to embrace it in the true spirit.

When a senior journalist friend of mine asked recently “When did you join JNU?” I
told him, “The year Tiananmen massacre happened”. He found my answer funny. But
that's how I see the beginning.

After spending soporific years in Orissa, getting into JNU was a liberating experience.
It was for the first time I was staying away from home. The bougainvillea laced red brick
structure at the first meeting looked enchanting, enticing and quite alluring too. There
was an intense desire within me to soak in the atmosphere that smelt of liberal outlook,
unbiased attitude and most importantly a heaven for women.

And for the first time, learning was not just limited to classrooms. The hostel mess
which gave us our staple meals thrice a day turned into a place for intellectual discourse on
varied subjects post dinner. Ordinary meals turned into gourmet meals thanks to the stack
of pamphlets on various national and international issues kept in the hostel dining hall.
And before I could even realise, within two months of joining JNU, there I was contesting
the elections for the post of councillor, School of International Studies (SIS). Well, I still
continue to be the only person from my family who has ever contested an election. More
than winning the election, the lessons learnt from the process have stayed with me even
after two decades. Fighting an election without a single penny was like biting a slice of
heaven. As a newcomer, I had my first taste of endless election debates on Cuba, China,
and Soviet Union which went on till the wee hours. It took me some time to understand it
all but nevertheless I soaked it all, revelled in it.

There's a classroom everywhere in JNU, the last range of the Aravallis. From the
Ganga dhaba, Jhelum lawns to the Social Sciences Auditorium, there was always something
new to learn, something to cherish for all years to come. From Dalai Lama, George
Fernandes to late comrade Vinod Mishra, I enjoyed their speeches and the question-answer
sessions. The doors were always open for an alternate view. Even without a murmur, JNU
always gently made ways for letting a thousand flowers bloom in their own ways.  I
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effortlessly moved away from polyester salwar kameez to cotton kurtas and the love for
cottons has only become more intense over the years. From a class obsessed society in
Orissa, I moved to a whole new world where I learnt to respect people for what they are
rather than where they come from. The bhaiyas in the hostel mess became guardian angels
who always gave me extra servings of potatoes from the sabzi and lovingly also called me
“aloowali madam.” Camaraderie became the new word in my dictionary. Subconsciously I
learnt to embrace values of love, dignity and compassion sans any caste, class and religion.

It's difficult not to fall in love when you are a part of this beautiful campus. So there
I was soaking in the beauty of love with a guy who (true to JNU's reputation of being left
bastion) believed in changing the lives of millions through an armed revolution. We belonged
to two different political worlds. Yet that never took away the elegance of the relationship.

I consider my JNU years more special than many others because in those years we
were witness to the disintegration of Soviet Union, the fall of the Berlin Wall, the Mandal
Commission report and most importantly the demolition of Babri Masjid in 1992. Those
historic events which happened outside the campus created ripples within JNU and needless
to say, all those absorbing discourses and debates I participated and listened to changed
the way I perceived India, identity and much more.

Today it's a different story. I have moved away from JNU where I discovered love,
tenderness, political understanding and a larger vision of the world outside. Today I have
found love and companionship in people I have met at work in different cities or through a
mutual friend or at an art workshop. And they all have opened their doors to let me be a
part of their world. Without seeing bougainvillea laced red brick structure on the last range
of Aravallis. Without having an inkling of how I looked in those days.

I am married to somebody who is an outsider to that intimate world called JNU. I
have also mellowed down a bit from my student days. And at the end of the day, I am still
very happy and content without owning that LCD television or that swanky car. I am happy
listening to the same old songs of John Lennon, Bob Dylan and Cat Stevens which filled up
my top floor room in Ganga hostel. And on days when I feel low, I still pick up a collection
of Pablo Neruda's poems from my bookshelf which brings back a smile on my face. My best
friend is the same guy whom I loved intensely and could not marry for different reasons.
And we still argue for hours on the phone on issues relating to gender and identity in
contemporary India. Well, could it have ever ended in this beautiful way had I not been a
part of that wonderful world called JNU? I think, it would not have been. Thank you, JNU.
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Janus-like
Franson Manjali

Centre of Linguistics & English

From the very beginning JNU has seemed to me to have something to do with Janus,
not only in how the name sounds, but also in its content. Janus is the Roman god of gates
and doors (ianua), beginnings and endings, and hence represented with a double-faced
head, each looking in opposite directions. He was worshipped, we are told, at the beginning
of the harvest time, planting, marriage, birth, and other types of beginnings, especially the
beginnings of important events in a person's life. Janus also represents the transition
between primitive life and civilization, between the countryside and the city, peace and
war, and the growing-up of young people. JNU, for me, was always like Janus, double
faced, a gate or a door, or threshold, looking in opposite directions, always with hope and
aspiration.

I joined an M.A. program in Linguistics at JNU, rather uncertainly, after a brief and
not quite happy stint in journalism. Though I had very little pre-awareness of the field of
linguistics, I knew that I was shutting the door behind me to the field of mass
communication, and opening out towards the study of the basis of communication, that is,
language. But then the vista of linguistics turned out to be much more than what I had
assumed. But that is another story. One of the things that I remember from my early
acquaintance with this rather yet-unknown field is the title of a series of publications from
a little-known Dutch publisher, Mouton. The series was called Janua Linguarum, suggesting
perhaps a double-faced god of language. Language, eventually, I learnt is double-faced in
multiple ways. Firstly, it has both sound (form) and meaning. Then, it has both a
psychological (currently, people prefer to say, 'cognitive') side and a social-cultural side,
though it can never be either the one or the other alone. From my first engagement with
the field of linguistics, I have always chosen to stand at the threshold of meaning, somewhat
double-faced, trying to understand the cognitive and cultural sides of this ubiquitous
phenomenon called 'meaning' or 'sense.' The Janus of sense, I have learnt, has no easy
stoppages, eager on its way to incorporate even wider concerns, such as the aesthetic and
the ethical, and so on.

JNU was for me a Janus in a yet different sense. Having come from a far distant
corner of the country, namely the city of Calicut, historic though it may have been, JNU
never failed to open my eyes to the wider world. Through the Janus (of JNU), one ceaselessly
gazed at two different and contrasting worlds. One, the world that one came from, and all
that surrounded it. The other, a distant world that one wanted to expose oneself to. In
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other words, at one end, the world of the teeming millions of Indians from different regions
who lived on one side of the threshold, towards which the Janus of JNU turned its perceptive
and benign eyes, and at the other end, the rest of the larger world, from which the Janus
refused to shift its focused eyes. Thus the Janus the JNU was (and perhaps still is) has
remained double-faced looking simultaneously at the millions of people that subsist on
the landmass of India, and at the rest of the world, in peace or conflict, perhaps in askance,
perhaps with curiosity, but certainly with undiminished perplexity. To me, this was JNU's
main contribution, and this is what has made up my existence in the last thirty years and
more. And I wonder if there is any other university in our world currently, which can
continue to play this Janus-like role. I sense that this is unlikely. At least from my experience
of having been in universities abroad, I have not come across any.

Of course, it is hard to remain double-faced, and it is hard for others to face a Janus,
and that perhaps is the challenge that confronts the present-day Janus that stands at the
new threshold of globalization. Even while beginning to gaze at the emerging global world,
this Janus remains riveted on the many local worlds that it refuses to leave behind, and
which refuse to let it go. But then Janus, we ought to tell ourselves, can only remain
transfixed and vigilant at his eternal task.

School of Language, Literature and Culture Studies
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Life in JNU
G Venkat Raman

Any university from a personal standpoint has to be judged by two parameters.
One, what is the awe and respect it commands from its alumni. Second, as universities and
other educational institutions are places which are not only meant to impart bookish
knowledge but educate its students and prepare them for future challenges in life, one
needs to judge universities from the kind of larger off-class learning environment it has to
offer to its students.

On both the above counts Jawaharlal Nehru University occupies a very special place
in the hearts of its alumni. In one way, one considers it a very uniquely democratic place
which spoils its students with a number of choices to pick from. If one wanted to do serious
research and wants to pursue his/her doctoral studies abroad it provided you an ideal
opportunity to do so. Similarly if one wanted to pursue civil services as a career, countess
seniors who have made it through previous batches provide the desired inspiration to crack
one of the toughest exams in India. If one wanted to opt for politics as a career then one got
adequate exposure to learn the tricks of the trade with the JNUSU elections, Hostel
Elections. If one wanted to do nothing after getting into JNU and preferred to relax and
always chat away to glory in Ganga Dhaba JNU provided the most conducive environment
to do that as well. It is because of this single most unique feature that it commands a
tremendous degree of allegiance from all its alumni. May be it is because of this reason
that the moment one enters campus premises one gets the feeling 'I belong to this place
and this place belongs to me'. It is also because of this reason that JNUites are alleged to be
obsessed with JNU. When two or three Alumni bump into each other all the other affiliations
are forgotten and a bond is struck- a JNU bond which makes them completely oblivious of
their surroundings. At such occasions the abhorrence JNUites attract towards themselves
from non JNUites gives a different kind of kick to the former. Here one can't help but
mention another unique thing. Whenever ex-JNU students after getting married meet
each other in parties and reunions non JNU wives tend to make similar complaints about
their JNU husbands. Most often complaints happen to be of similar nature. JNU has such
an influence on its students that they consciously or unconsciously tend to internalize the
'collective conscience' of JNU.

One of the most important functions of education is to make the students more
modern in their thinking. Being modern involves, among different things, the ability to
question things, to debate and discuss and then accept the final outcomes. In a way it
involves questioning the status quo for it's only through this that one arrives at the truth.
JNU's off class learning provides a very healthy environment of discussions and debates
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through which viewpoints are shared. The fact that it is a temple of learning for students
from all hues and colors in terms of language, region, caste and community one feels that
one is living the 'unity in diversity' phenomena.

At a personal level I owe my success in whatever I have done to JNU. Provided the
student is decently meritorious, the teachers here look after their students as if they are
part of their family and the teacher-student relationship gradually gets transformed to
relationship between colleagues and friends and one can say an extended family in the
long run. To such selfless teachers and encouraging teachers I bow in gratitude. Hardly
anywhere else can one come across such a dedicated group of teachers. JNU also has given
me wonderful friends with whom I continue to be in touch. In most of the cases these
friendships started on a note to which I was not familiar and I for one think JNU friendships
(at least among boys) seem to follow different rules. The more your immediate circle pulls
your legs the more you get irritated but it is these mutual leg pulling which toughens one
up and allows one to undergo a smooth transition from 'boys to men'.

Finally one can't help but say a few words about JNU as regards the opportunities it
provides and in a way it is a great leveler. As a student of Political Science I read before
coming to JNU in courses of Indian Government and Politics about how the Indian
democracy functions and how the Indian welfare state provides 'equality of opportunity' to
its citizens. But in JNU I have seen and felt the pulse of our welfare state. There were and
am sure even now are scores of students (including me) who come to JNU for higher
education from very modest backgrounds. I personally and am sure many others went to
JNU with high aspirations and JNU has not let down anyone. All its alumni owe their
professional success to a considerable extent to JNU. Let's bow in gratitude to our alma
mater.

Assistant Professor, General Management, IIM, Kozhikode
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My Days in JNU: 2003-2010
Gadadhara Mohapatra

Within the urban space of the National Capital of India, here is the centre for learning
and best practices, so called the Jawaharlal Nehru University in South Delhi. The campus
life of the JNUites, the academic community, researcher scholars and staff has evolved
over the years since the early seventies with a deep sense of academic commitment, shared
learning and understanding and the unending quest for knowledge. Unlike the city life in
Delhi which is highly characterized by relative absence of intimate personal acquaintanceship
and the segmentalization of human relations; the JNUites still feel a sense of belonging to
one family i.e., the JNU family. This is the right time for its members to get together to
celebrate the event by the warm welcome and call of Alumni Association of JNU.

JNU as an institution of higher learning not only provides a platform for the students
just to come here for their academic careers; it is a green field for evolving a true sense of
democratic and political ethos and culture which could be replicated in many parts of the
country. Many scholars, who came from the remotest parts of the country with modest
social backgrounds, having experienced the structural inequalities and mass poverty,
emerged as the true political leaders, social scientists, civil servants, social activists etc. in
the country over the last 35 years. In true sense, JNU represents a microcosm of the Indian
nation, where there is larger intersection of ideas and innovative approaches coming from
a wide range of scholars all over the country.

I got an opportunity to have upward mobility from a rural part of Orissa to the temple
of learning and modern education located in the city of Delhi and got admission in JNU as
a student in an M.A programme in 2003, with lots of hopes and aspirations to learn from
the vibrant university academic environment. The first semester was the phase of coping
with the new academic environment and a diverse group of classmates, teachers from all
over India and abroad as well. I tried to become familiar with the semester pattern of JNU
which was quite new for me and also the lectures of the encyclopedic minds and eminent
sociologists and social scientists, about whose intellectual contribution I had read a little
bit during my undergraduate studies in sociology honors.

It was for the first time that I learnt how class presentations could be made through
PowerPoint slide show, instructed by Prof. Anand Kumar for the course on Polity and Society
in India. This gave us a new perspective how technology plays a significant role in
transforming human thought into expression. It's the best means of communication and
certainly an empowering tool.
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In the classical Marxian tradition as under Communism where everyone would be
able “to hunt in the morning, fish in the afternoon, rear cattle in the evening and criticize
after dinner”, we used to go to attend Susan madam's class at nine o'clock, and the interesting
methodology class of Pathak Sir and other classes; go to the library in the afternoon and
attend public talks at Sutlej, Periyar and Tapti hostels after dinner. Here was the platform
to meet the leaders from extreme left to extreme right, intellectuals and social activists who
are in their respective field of specialization. This enriched my experience in understanding
the various issues and challenges before the nation. When two years of MA ended, we hardly
knew any location of the city except the 615 bus route from Poorvanchal hostel to Minto
Road, and New Delhi railway station. But these were the most important and formative
years of our student career.

The dhaba culture of JNU is the reflection of Habermasian notion of public sphere,
where a deliberate form of democracy is in practice in the form of open dialogues, discussions
which continues from morning to evening and till late night. It provides the platform to
have small group interaction with scholars across diverse linguistic and regional, disciplinary
background. I still remember, when my classmates and friends used to gather at Ganga
and Godavari dhaba for discussing the development challenges facing India. My friends
often asked me 'Are you part of the problem, or part of the solution?' All issues, economic,
social, cultural and regional aspects were part of the debate and finally we used to come up
to a certain level of consensus through innovative solutions.

Though a series of events happened within the seven years of my study in JNU, I
became more familiar with them when I started writing issue-based articles in defense of
democracy in Nepal, and my classmates used to argue with me: 'Do you think that Nepal
can really restore democracy and promote development for its marginalized sections? Look,
here is the case of India, there are several limits and fault lines of the democratic governance,
even after sixty years Indian democracy is still in its infancy.' I was encouraged by my
friend and classmate, Dines Parsain from Nepal who used to encourage me while I started
first writing for a small journal called Third Concept: an International Journal of Ideas.
Similarly, I was encouraged by a friend of mine while I was writing an issue based article in
2006 on Reservations: Practice and Rationale in the context of the implementation of OBC
reservation and the ongoing protest all over the country. My classmates always provided
fuel for thought.  When I wrote the article on reservation, some of my friends said whether
or not we favoured OBC reservation, we should think and write something on such a
controversial issue.

The final stage of my stay at JNU was a creative period of writing and exploration of
poverty dynamics and chronic poverty related issues, and this was the period of struggling
with my theoretical framework and data based analysis, but I guess that was part of a PhD
process. It was beyond my imagination, that I could give a final touch to the thesis work
and submit a well-written thesis before time and join the post-doctoral programme at
University of Freiburg. I am deeply grateful to Prof. Anand Kumar for his prolific guidance,
immense inspiration at every stage of my thesis. When I look back the campus life at JNU,
though it has passed, it's quite fresh in my memory.

Post Doctoral Fellow at Institute of Sociology,  University of Freiburg, Germany
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From Someone Who Just Left
Iman Ghosh

Centre for English Studies, SLL & CS

I have drawn up a list of things that you are rendered incapable of and of the things
that you have become specifically capable of (as in a super-capability that you cannot help
but acquire) because you have lived in and 'lived' JNU:

1. You do not will not take walks or at least, like to take walks, in sharp contrast to the
lovely, relaxed, aimless, frequent, drunk or sober walks that you willingly took along
the Ring Road or other shady (used in filled-with-shade sense) paths because the roads
elsewhere are too disgusting, covered with spit, with no saving grace of greenery or
yellow amaltas and the co-walkers, who are neither fresh young faces or old portly
professorly figures, will fail to add to the entire aesthetic/healthy/high experience that
walking once was. You will also not want to walk because of countless other etc etc etc
reasons, all attributable to your stint in JNU. Walks, alas, are just not possible anymore.

2. The most dominant super-capability that you acquire in JNU is the grand ability to
THEORISE, and how. For example, as soon as I wrote down the point 1, I thought what
could be the Freudian/ Lacanian/ Marxian/ etcetera-ian reason behind my deference
of taking a walk that does not occur in JNU.  Of course, I can write a paper on this
interesting phenomenon and insist emphatically that it is a very significant piece of
work and I would be totally supported by the people around. Bottom-line, we are ruined
for life we do not meet anything or anyone that we cannot or do not theorise.

3. Since point 2 was obvious, I will now try to make a point that is or should be very
startling. Once in JNU, you are rendered with the super-capability to understand or
sometimes even speak in Bengali, much like the ghostly Monjulika in Bhool Bhulaiyya.
This point is not applicable for those who can speak or understand the language because
they really are Bengalis. Why or how this happens is something I would rather not
elaborate. Let it remain one of those inscrutable mysteries of nature.

4. A very important super-capability that a JNUite discovers in him/her self, probably after
sitting for seven hours in Tapti Dhaba (that repository of all worldly and other-worldly
wisdom) is the ability to confer life (shattering), landscape (changing), and the importance
of terms like 'anda bhujia', 'maggi', 'special chai' (by which is meant that it belongs only to
another 'special' category of inedibility in the real 'other' world). For the number of years
that you stay here, these food items sustain you and see you through the finished-at-
eight-in-the-morning-term papers in short, they are like manna in the desert.
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5. The biggest super-capability that one acquires here is undoubtedly and unambiguously
the ability to take baths with one-fourth bucket of water in the dry months of March-
April. The ones who live in Hostels which come before T-Point and Tapti Dhaba stand
better chances with the acquirement of this super-capability, and the intricacies of this
ability do not require elaboration.

6. Now to come to the super-capability which gives any JNUite a definite edge in the job
market- the ability to TYPE and how. Whenever I am in a public place with my laptop
or in a cyber café, I definitely manage to make few heads turns, such is my typing speed
and gusto, all thanks to the papers that had to be typed with the fastest possible speed
in order to ensure that I was able to sit for the final exam the next morning. I feel I can
make a very good typist with a fat pay-cheque.

7. As it always happens in JNU, the super-capabilities far outnumber the incapabilities.
Anyway, to get back to the forgotten/ ignored business, once in JNU, you lose all ability
or will or need to 'prepare in advance.' Critics may laugh and detractors may snicker,
but the best work is the one that is produced on the last minute. This has been proven
in CES, JNU so many times that they will give us a patent any day now. If in doubt,
come to me, or to anyone who has written even a single paper in JNU. To write too
many lines on this is to dilute the importance of the subject in hand.

8. Lastly, once you have been in JNU, you lose all ability to even consider that any other
place can be better than JNU. At times, you may sit in some dhaba and give muft ka
gyaan on how you would much rather live in such and such place but in the heart of
your heart, you know what you know. The yard-stick, alas, is made!

I can keep writing on this subject endlessly because of the particular subject-matter and
also, as a JNUite, I can write on any subject endlessly and I am not kidding, but I guess I
should be sending off the paper now, because if I don't, I will have missed the deadline.
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Prejudice and Pride
Joie Chatterjee

Centre for English Studies, SLL & CS

It is a truth universally acknowledged that the day you want to wake up early, the
alarm clock must malfunction. However little known the feelings or views of such an alarm
clock owner may be, this truth is so well fixed in the minds of everything in the universe
that they all conspire to make the alarm defunct.

“I have borrowed a clock from Madhura! I have mine. I have already put an alarm
on both. My roommate had her ringing sharp at seven everyday. I have also put an alarm
on my phone. Don't worry Ma, I'll definitely wake up in time for the presentation,” I told
my mother over the phone.

“You sure I won't have to call you?” she asked me in a rather skeptical tone, “It is your first
ever presentation in JNU.”

“Yeah, I know! But I have grown up Ma! You don't have to worry. I have it all planned out,”
I assured her.

“So, let's hear your plan?”
“I wake up at seven, iron my silk salwar-kameez…”
“Why not do it today?”
“Because that's what everyone does! Then I take a bath, go for breakfast, go to Hill Top to
take a print out of the presentation…”
“You haven't yet taken a print of the paper you are going to read?”
“Ma, chill! It's on Pride and Prejudice. I have read it a thousand times. I have nearly finished
writing the paper…”
“You proudly say, nearly finished? You should have finished it ages ago…”
“But I'm doing this presentation with Jhinuk and Sujay, and they gave me this book just
an hour back…”

“What! You will read that now?”

“Ma, you don't have to freak out! I've grown up now, and I know exactly what I am doing!
I stay alone in Delhi, I can manage. Don't worry. This is the way things happen in JNU!”

“Such prejudice! JNU is the best in India, and you take it so casually? You must
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have got through by fluke. You don't deserve such…”
“Ma, I'll call you later, bye.”

I switched off my phone. I couldn't take her lecturing me anymore. She, wondering
about me on a silent Kolkata night, would never understand this life where people write
their exams in their hostel rooms, consulting books, or where people go out at twelve in
the night to celebrate a friend's birthday. I shook my head and turned to the white blazing
screen of my laptop, I did indeed have to finish the paper. I had all the points listed, all I
needed to do was write them out neatly. It was around ten o' clock in the night. I had ample
time.

Suddenly everything around me went black and the screen glowed eerily. It took
me a moment to realize that there had been a black out. But within half an hour, the lap
top gave me a low-battery signal. Scared that whatever I had written may be lost, I saved
the document and switched off the laptop. I switched on my phone, to find a host of messages
awaiting me. Before I could read them, the phone started buzzing. “Oy, you idiot! What are
you doing in the dark, come out to 24x7! We are having a party!” screamed someone into
the phone, who exactly I couldn't make out, though the call belonged to Ved, someone who
didn't have a presentation the next day. Lest I be left out of everything, I surrendered my
fate to the darkness and proceeded to the eternally open cafeteria, aptly named 24x7. After
all, what could an impromptu party in the dark, at midnight be of? Chai surely, I thought.
I'd be back before the lights returned anyways…

“Expect the unexpected”, a senior had said, “is the motto of life in JNU!” He was a
long haired guy who looked more like a local hoodlum than a PhD scholar  that was
unexpected enough! But I realized later on, during many occasions that I should have
taken him more seriously, like when I realized that the party at 24x7 was not a harmless
chai party but a booze party!

“I have a presentation tomorrow at 9 o'clock, I can't drink!” I protested. “I don't
have rum! Only wine please!” I said. No one listened and handed me a glass of rum and
coke. Since I had never had that potion before I felt tempted and took a sip and then a sip
too many. By the time I reached my hostel, I was quite dizzy. I couldn't keep my eyes open,
and had completely forgotten about the presentation. I blissfully slept off.

I was skating in the snow with a real live snowman. Life couldn't have been better,
when a horrible ring-tone disrupted my dream. I could see the paint peeling off the walls,
my room mate doing her puja while the snow disappeared.
“Got the print out?” said, a fresh crisp voice, on the phone.
“Ma?” I asked groggily.

“You aren't up yet? You have a presentation in twenty-five minutes!” she shouted
into the phone. That was enough to wake me up. Shocked, I sat up and said, “I'll talk to you
later, Ma. Thanks!” I had to do something but I didn't know what! Battling a bad headache,
I popped in a paracetamol, wondering why the alarm clocks didn't work. Then suddenly
my roommate sweetly revealed the mystery, “You up? You came in so late last night, I felt
sorry waking you up. So I was doing everything silently. I even switched off the alarms that
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were ringing.” I felt like murdering her right then, but I knew I had more important matters
to deal with right then- my unfinished paper and my attendance in class. It was then fifteen
minutes to nine, I had to rush.

It was only when I was out of the hostel that I realized that I had not taken any
reference material or even the unfinished paper. So I hurried back to collect the books and
my laptop- I would read out directly from there, I thought. Again, when I was getting down
the stairs did I realize that not only was I wearing clothes from the night before but I had
also forgotten to brush my teeth! But I had no time for hygiene, so I didn't slow my pace. It
was ten minutes to nine, and the distance from my hostel to class was at least twenty minutes
long! I started running.

Of the many students who were making their way to their respective classes, no one
stared at me. It was a rather normal sight in JNU, at ten minutes to nine. I looked at the
watch. I had covered a five-minute distance in three minutes, if I tried hard, I could make
it in time. Then I could worry about the presentation.

Suddenly, a car honked behind me. I didn't have the time to turn and see who it was,
so I shifted, making way for the car. The honking continued. Rather irritated at the driver,
I looked behind to see it was none other than Sir himself! He too was going for class and he
enquired if I would care for a lift. I looked up, and thanked god!

His calm aura contrasted mine. I felt ashamed. “I'm so sorry sir!” I said, not looking
at him directly. “What are you sorry for, Joie?” asked Sir. “I haven't finished writing the
paper, I just have the points. I think I messed it up. I am so sorry, sir, this is my first
presentation ever. But the lights went out and I… It was my prejudice that made me take
things lightly; it was my pride that made me feel that I could ride on that belief…” I choked
myself.

“Calm down!” he said “As long as you have the points, it is fine, for merely read-out
presentations are dry. If you had paid more attention you would know that after all three of
you have presented, I would like you to incorporate all the points discussed today in your
paper. Only then can you submit to me a written document.” From that day forth I renounced
atheism.

“Prejudice and Pride” I said, nervously, as many hostile eyes stared at me, “Are
umm… is our hubris, for which we would pay if Shakespeare wrote our destiny but would
still get a 'happily ever after' bestowed on us if Austen wrote ours!” Laughter broke out.
The atmosphere became friendlier. “I understand it even better now, as I have my own
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little story of my prejudice and my pride.” Sir understood what I was hinting at, and asked
me to narrate my story of before I began my presentation.

“So, what exactly was JNU like?” asked my cousin, a few years later. I wondered for
some time, then merely shook my head. I didn't have an exact word suitable enough to
explain it.
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My Days at JNU: 1990-1992
Madhuri Nair-Suresh

The second year under-grad class (1987-90) of Sociology Honours in Venky (Sri
Venkateshwara College) was in a tizzy. They were the first batch to graduate in a year and
elaborate plans to 'check out' JNU as the future post-grad campsite was underway. A friend
conveniently provided an elder sister staying at GANGA who was promptly hired as the
campus guide. The distance between Venky and JNU was eagerly covered in two ram
shackled DTC buses and we all had our first glimpse of the essence which to this day still
runs in our veins. What did we see?

Riotous and spectacularly blooming bougainvilleas, a long winding uphill
road, red brick hostels plastered with posters and too many seniors in
unkempt Khadi kurtas and jeans looking sufficiently intelligent and vague
plus a towering library. The decision was made for us. JNU it was and we
were all going to write our entrance exams.

That under- grad batch got divided between DSE, IIMC and JNU. The first semester
was overwhelming for the three girls that are Neelima Rao, Anamika Sharma and me.
Coping mechanisms were not fully in place and we did not come as smartly packaged as
today's Gen Next. Days were spent figuring out the Library (no we didn't have computers
then!). Cell phones were not even 'imagined'- may have drawn vitriolic comments on
hegemony and imperialism from seniors and a call for a boycott.

Theory classes on Durkheim and Pathak sir's Freudian psychoanalysis used to take
an Air India Flight above my head. Got only a B+ in the exam. Ah! Sir divine retribution-
today, my students sleep in my theory class! But I do know id from ego thanks to you sir!
We soon became one less from the original 3 when Anamika dropped out of the course.

The trip to Banaras with Dr Nandu Ram and Dr Anand Kumar is vivid. I still recount
the story of 'The Dom Raja of Manikarnika Ghat' to my students and it still ensures a spell
bound class in 2010 in IT city Bangalore. Who can ever forget Dr Patricia Uberoi's calendar
art displays in class! Dr Yogendra Singh, Dr T.K Oomen, Dr Panini, Dr Gandhi, Dr J.S
Uberoi and Dr Dipankar Gupta thank you sirs for a lot memorable classes. Whatever we
are is because of teachers like you.

Other memories-Aha what about romances? A lot of eyelids were batted in the
dhabas, the library, Dholpur house, in front of Ganga and Godavari hostels, the
Parthasarathy rocks. Holi and hostel nites and welcome and farewell parties bring on great
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memories. Candle light protests, spotting Nilgais and Peacocks, incessant intellectual
arguments at the kiosks, milk tea, Student Union election debates. Well, in those times
friends actually spoke to each other and not through cell phones sitting next to each other.

Friends always had a few tricks up their sleeves especially during Holi. We had
grandly announced that we were going to visit all our professors at home and asked them
to keep boxes of sweets ready to eat as and when we gate crashed with Gulaal. They happily
obliged. But we timed it wrongly! We visited the hostel rooms of a few very hospitable
friends first- Bhang, sweets and midday sunshine- The rest was blissful sleep for 2 whole
days and a group of very mystified Professors!!

What I learnt from JNU- Nobody took a class on the things I learnt here but learn
we did. We learnt to behave like responsible adults- there used to be no moral policing by
any wardens in the hostels. We learnt to spend a great part of our free hours in the library-
it is wholly a JNU culture. Everybody around did- we simply followed. I still do it in Christ
University. We used to invite dynamic speakers to the hostel mess and a young Mr.
Ramachandra Guha was among them.

The Mandal Commission backlash affected JNU and was eventful in the campus.
We saw visits by Mr. Sitaram Yechury and Mr. Ram Vilas Paswan. The campus went still
for a month or so. A lot of the former spirit died then. However, great institutions always
have a few historical vacillations. Their greatness and solidity lies in such upheavals.

I have not been to JNU in the past 14 yrs and may not recognize the changes wrought
by time. But like they say the more things change the more they may remain the same.

Assistant Professor, Department of Sociology, Christ University, Bangalore.
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My JNU Time
N K Ranjan

Centre of Linguistics & English (1994-2005)

I was in awe of its huge lush-green and wild campus. It had dense green areas, natural
water reservoirs, rivulets and caves, and ancient rocks. Besides, I found the whole
atmosphere quite fundamental, i.e. never putting a pressure on anybody to stay tight. It
made us feel generous with its enormity. It inspired us to rise to excellence, spread care
and warmth, and grow with society. It gave me, particularly, a power to empathize that
helped me understand everything around me.

The campus was quite active. Unknowingly and, at times, unwillingly too, I was
made to realize and understand the crises of my times. I was lucky. Various students'
associations used to invite the experienced to campus for post-dinner talks. There were
various ways within campus to connect to the reality of our existence  various independent
political, cultural and other associations co-existed respecting others' independence.

I realize that education is not what we learn in academic programmes, but it is much
more than and, probably, beyond those programmes. Somebody had said that education is
the residue we are left with after we forget everything learnt in school. JNU has been helping
its students in achieving education in that very sense. This education, in my case, has been
interfering with my learning, inspiring me to become a thinking being and enforcing a
vision in me, which considers service to society an achievement. This education has given
us, my friends admit, an ability and, moreover, a courage to explore our potential and
understand the responsibility towards our existence.

The Influence
I got friends to cherish throughout my life. Though, I am not in touch with many of

them, they will remain a part of my life. JNU gave me a life-time friend too  my wife. All my
professors, seniors and juniors have changed the way I used to think. There was a guard
who always offered me water whenever I visited the Dean's office in the afternoon to check
my name in the list of students who were allotted hostels. I still remember his kind face.
Later, I stopped by him many times to share my life. The regularity of Rawatji, office-in-
charge of my Centre, has always amazed me.

The Place and the Celebration
I used to walk on its ring road on moonlit nights (and also on some no-electricity

nights). I remember having gone to its caves on winter and sunny Sundays with packed
lunches from the hostel mess. Evenings at the PSR were a delight. JNUSU presidential
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debate getting conducted at Jhelum lawns till the wee hours of morning was our all-time
favorite and indicative of the seriousness of our awareness. Festivals like Holi, Deepavali,
Eid, Christmas, etc., were always campus celebrations. Generally, a morning cup of tea
from mess was a great sit-together time with friends. We used to sit in one of our rooms
and enjoy that. In winter, we used to share the responsibility of bringing tea from the
mess. In some mornings, I used to travel to other hostels too for having tea with my friends.
We always liked a post-dinner late night tea at Ganga Dhaba. Leisurely strolls to the Dhaba
in foggy nights were a pleasure trip. Tea was overall our staple drink irrespective of the
month or the time.

In summer afternoons, my roommate used to invite me for dahi-jalebi at a nearby
DDA market. Initially I enjoyed that feast thoroughly. Numerous community feasts and
food festivals gave me a taste of our regional and international delicacies. Very interestingly,
our school canteens on campus served us various specific regional dishes, e.g. Babu served
delicacies from Kerala in SIS on Saturdays. We used to quote in fun: 'our Library canteen
is the only canteen with a generous library facility. At a point of time, this canteen and the
library were in the same building.

***
Almost a decade-long journey in a university called JNU is enough to change a soul. I too
changed, I must profess.

Assistant Secretary, Editorial Board, Curator, Accountancy Museum of India, ICAI
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JNU  A Guide to Life
Nandini Saha

MA, Centre for Linguistics & English, 1991-93

Education's raison d' être would be the dispensation of knowledge not only for its
pedagogical intent. Also it would not be an overstatement to note that over the years JNU
has evolved its own code of education. An education akin to the principle, to quote from
Alfred North Whitehead's 1916 essay on “The Aims of Education”, that there should only
be “one subject-matter for Education and that is Life in all its manifestations”. That is
exactly what JNU does or, on a more personal note, did for me. When the girl from a small
town arrived alone in the free world of JNU, in the corridors of SL/CLE (as it used to be
known then), eyes brimming with a fear of the unknown, she was granted more freedom
than she could even dream of wanting. She was spoilt for choice. For the first time in her
life she did not want freedom, she wanted restraint. Desire for fetters was for the obvious
reason that it was extremely unnerving to be offered so much choice. What was one supposed
to do? She had been used to being told what had to be done and not left on her own to
decide for herself. It was when she was all of twenty one years old (that late in life!) that
she was doing everything alone and that too in a place and city she had never even set eyes
on before. The liberty was not only to choose what you wanted to study, a far call from
having been drilled in set syllabi throughout, but in all matters of regular life on campus
from covering the cupboard with fluorescent wall paper to brighten the hostel room to
buying veggies for a salad to spice up the dinner plate in the Ganga Hostel mess!

It might be odd to have started on such a personal note but I assume that there will
be some members of the JNU Alumni whose stories might echo the one am relating here.
What is unique about JNU and its ways is the training in life's ways that it offers along with
its academic grooming. It teaches its scholars to deal with the quotidian reality, to be able
to combat the materialistic world and still be able to follow one's goals, live for one's dreams
and respect the human values fast losing its worth in contemporary times. Having journeyed
a few years in life I realize what it is that makes JNU so special. It is a training that has kept
my spirit alive through the vicissitudes of life. It has taught me to strive on and never let
go. It taught me to love myself. The taste for unhindered growth that JNU instilled in me
left me craving for more knowledge and helped develop my unique identity. I have only
much later realized how I managed to pull through when I fell upon 'the thorns of life' and
bled. When I left JNU I did not realize that I had gained a family, a family with all my
teachers as members who were to stay with me through my years of strife. The edification
here inculcates in its students perseverance, duty and reverence, 'receptiveness to beauty
and humane feeling'.
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The academic instruction here brings out the best in every individual student who
enters the red-bricked walls of the Academic Complex. We were initiated into the
kaleidoscopic domain of literary study at CLE. For very many years in my teaching career,
now fifteen years old, most texts in the syllabi whether of drama (thanks to Prof GJV's
courses), fiction (MM's & HCN's courses), texts of literary criticism and theory (KK &
Loomba's courses) or the ubiquitous quest for the importance of the study and teaching of
English in India (thanks to SKS), I had read all at the Postgraduate level itself. When we
had burnt the midnight lamp in our rooms during our MA days in JNU, to read up on all
texts either in the course or for presentations, little did I realize its practical and scholastic
utility. With a jolt we had been dropped in the whirlpool of Osbornes, Tendulkars, Feildings,
Sternes, Macaulays, Ghoshs, Ezekiels, Aristotle & Plato to Belsey, Barthes and Lacan. While
the impact left us gasping for breath, the two year rigorous academic regimentation has
proved to be my oxygen ever since I left the campus. The initiation thus received has
rendered the strength to tread the untrodden paths of the maze of Indian academia.

I still wonder what my teachers did at JNU to make me fall in love with academics
and also instill in me all that gave me such a sound start in my career as a tutor of literature.
It is incredible how all students have been equally groomed in a fashion that has aided to
bring out the best in them. As a teacher myself I strive hard to achieve what I received at
JNU and think have managed fairly well. Of course it is my students alone who could
vouch for my training rather than my coworkers who continue to be caught unawares of
the capabilities of an unassuming presence. We the Jnu-ites have been taught to leave an
imprint on the shores of life, not to merely follow those of others. The indoctrination of the
disciples of this academic cult is conspicuous in the contemporaneous global scenario. I
cannot disavow my indebtedness to this protean training myself.

Associate Professor at the Department of English, Jadavpur University, Kolkata
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My life at JNU
Nasser JY  Sholi

After I have spent almost six years at JNU, my university life, it is high time to
speak about it. I still remember very well the first day I reached JNU. It was 14th August,
1999. It was a very hot summer and especially for me coming from Palestine, where the
temperature never exceeded 29ºC. I could arrange my accommodation for myself at
Brahmaputra hostel. It was 8 PM, and students started going to the mess for dinner. I
went there and took my food as everyone else did. Oh my God what was this? Why so
spicy? I realized later that this food would be served during my whole study period. The
next day, my second day at JNU, I did my registration and went to class. At that time I
could understand nothing of what was being said in the class. I did not know whether it
was my fault or teachers' fault. Since then I worked hard in my studies, and I think I got
along well with my Indian friends and my labmates. University life has changed me and
improved me a lot, so I haven't regretted coming to this university. The most important
thing I learnt here is that there are many other meaningful things besides studying. In fact,
taking part in them is just another kind of study, because I also learnt a lot from those
experiences. To begin with, I participated in the foreign students' union and many other
kinds of social work. I started celebrating festivals with my Indian friends especially the
colorful festival Holi. I realized how life is simple and there's nothing to worry about. The
smile on my friends' faces, going to drink tea (chai) at med campus, learning a lot about
diverse Indian culture and speaking about my own culture has added a strong feeling and
passion towards Indian culture and to the JNU community.

Every life has its roses and thorns. Though it is kind of hard and sad, I still enjoy
and feel grateful to my university life. Till this day, I feel I belong to this university and my
friends always say,  your English is Indian English and let me say, I m proud of  it.

National Agriculture Research Center, Palestine
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Navneet Sahai Bedar

tokgj yky usg: fo'ofo|ky; esa eSa yxHkx 9 o"kZ jgkA bl nkSjku cgqr ls [kV~Vs ehBs
vuqHko jgsA mu vuqHkoksa dh vla[; Nfo;ka ekStwn gSa tgu esa ysfdu txg ds vHkko esa eSa nks
dk gh ftØ d:axkA

igyk vuqHko dSEil dh ,d ,slh Nfo nsrk gS tks yxHkx vuwBh lh gS vkSj nwljs esa
jktuSfrd ljxehZ rks Fkh ysfdu vc iqjkus gksus ds ukrs mUgsa <adrs gq, mls ,d vke ysfdu
csgn [kkl fdLe dh laosnuk ds lkFk izLrqr djus dk iz;kl fd;k x;k gSA

,d
ckr lu~ 1995 ds vkl ikl dh gS] ,d fnu lkseokj dh lqcg ,l-ch-vkbZ- dh ,DlVsa'ku

czkap esa iSls fudkyus igqapk rks ns[kk yEch drkj yxh gqbZ gSA mu fnuksa lkseokjksa dks ;gh gky
gks tk;k djrk FkkA ,DlVsa'ku czkap esa nks dehZ gh cSBrs FksA lwVdsl esa iSls ysdj os yxHkx nl
cts ogka igqaprs Fks ysfdu drkj lqcg ukS cts ls gh yxuk 'kq: gks tkrh FkhA cSad dfeZ;kas ds
vkrs&vkrs rks ;s drkj dHkh dHkh dkosjh gkWLVy ds xsV rd igaqp tkrh FkhA lks dqN blh rjg
,d fnu tc eSa ogka igqapk rks drkj dkQh yEch Fkh vkSj uhyfxfj <kcs rd igqap pqdh FkhA eSa
Hkh buesa gks x;k vkSj tc cSad ds vanj igqapk rks ns[kk fd cSad dkmaVj ds ihNs ,d gh dehZ dke
dj jgk FkkA ;s dEI;wVjghu ;qx FkkA ml dehZ dks gh is&bu ;k fon~Mªky QkeZ pSd djus Fks iSls
ysus ;k nsus Fks vkSj jftLVj esa bUVjh Hkh djuh FkhA brus lkjs dkeksa dks og vdsys dj jgk FkkA
rHkh esjh utj ml dkmaVj ij iM+hA ns[kk cSad dehZ us lkS ds uksV dk ,d caMy [kksy dj
dkmaVj ij j[k fn;kA ysfdu D;ksa] ;s esjh le> esa rc vk;k tc vxys Nk= us Lo;a fon~Mªky
fLyi ij Hkjh jde ml xM~Mh esa ls fudky yhA ;s Øe vkxs Hkh pyrk jgkA tc esjk uEcj vk;k
rks eq>ls jgk ugha x;k vkSj eSaus iwN fy;k fd HkkbZ lkgc] vki bl rjg ls D;ksa dj jgs gSa] vxj
fdlh us ,d uksV Hkh xyrh ls fudky fy;k rks] lkgc us bRehuku ls tokc fn;k fiNys rhu
fnuksa ls eSa vdsyk gh dke dj jgk gwa vkSj ;s xyrh 2 ckj gks pqdh gS vkSj nksuksa us iSls okil
dj fn,A vkSj ts,u;w ds Nk=ksa dks eSa vkils T;knk tkurk gwWaA

vHkh dqN lky igys tc eSa ts,u;w x;k rks ns[kk fd cSad ds ckgj ,d xueSu [kM+k
gSA irk ugha fdldh lqj{kk ds fy, mls rSukr fd;k x;k Fkk---

nks
;S ?kVuk lu~ 1997 dh gSA eSa lryt Nk=kokl esa jgrk Fkk vkSj 7 ekpZ dks lryt

dk gkWLVy&Ms FkkA lHkh rS;kfj;ka Fkh vkSj yksxksa esa tcjnLr mRlkg FkkA 'kke gqbZ mRlo 'kq:
gqvkA nsj jkr rd >sye ykWUl esa vkWjdsLVªk Hkh cqyk;k x;k FkkA ml vkWjdsLVªk esa yM+fd;ksa
dks ukpus ds fy, Hkh cqyk;k x;k FkkA ;s ckr esjs lesr vusd yksxksa dks [kVdh] tc vfr gks
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xbZ tc dqN yksxksa us muds ukpus ij lhfV;ka ctkuk 'kq: dj fn;kA fojks/k fd;k x;kA vius
lkFk jgus okyksa ls >xM+k fd;kA FkksM+h gkFkkikbZ Hkh gqbZA coky c<+k vkSj lryt ds f[kykQ
,d vkanksyu lk fNM+ x;kA iSEQysVckth Hkh gqbZA lcds rdZ lkeus vk,A bl chp ,d csgn
Hkík csuke iSEQysV vk;k ftlus lryt Nk=kokl ds Nk=ksa dks cSdQV ij vkus ij etcwj dj
fn;kA iSEQysV esa Hknsl Hkk"kk esa Nk=kvksa ds fy, fVIif.k;ka dh xbZ FkhaA

8 ekpZ dks ;s iSEQysV vk;k Fkk vkSj blh fnu efgyk fnol Hkh euk;k tkrk gSA lewps
dSEil dh Nk=kvksa us blds fojks/k esa e'kky tywl fudkykA lrty ds Nk=ksa us Hkh bl
iSEQysV dk fojks/k djuk pkgk Fkk ysfdu os igys ls gh VkjxsVsM Fks lks r; fd;k x;k fd
gkWLVy ds xsV ds vUnj gh jgdj cSuj fojks/k trk fn;k tk,xkA bl mís'; ls lryt ds
lkjs Nk= ¼mudks NksM+dj tks igys ls gh gkWLVy Ms ds dk;ZØe ds fojks/k esa FksA½ gkLVy ds
xsV ij tqYkwl dh izrh{kk djus yxsA fojks/k tqywl dqN T;knk yEck gks x;kA Nk=kokfl;ksa dk
/kS;Z tokc ns x;k vkSj os eq[; ekxZ dh vksj eksM+ rd vk x,A mudks okil Hkstus dh uoksfnr
usrkvksa dh gj dksf'k'k ukdke gqbZA os ogha MV x;s vkSj m/kj ls tqywl vkxs c<+ vk;k vkSj
>sye gkWLVy tkus ds fy, jkLrk ekaxkA bl ij lryt okfl;ksa us ekax j[kh fd igys fiNys
fnu ,d yM+dh }kjk iz;qDr vHknz Hkk"kk ds fy, ekQh ekaxsA nksuksa i{k vM+ x,A /kjuk 'kq: gks
x;kA jkr 9 cts 'kq: gqvk /kjuk jkr 1 cts rd pyrk jgkA iz'kklu ds vf/kdkjh vkdj
le>kb'k djus dh dksf'k'k djds pys x,A /kjuk pyrk jgkA 3 ct x,A vf/kdka'k yksx
mBdj tkus yxs] dqN ftíh tho oSBs jgsA blh chp ,d Nk= us mBdj dg fn;k fd vxj
fdlh dks Bsl yxh gS rks mlds fy, ekQhA bl ij coky gks x;kA lryt ds Nk=ksa dks rks
okil tkus dk lqugjk ekSdk fey x;kA ysfdu etk rks rc vk;k tc mUgsa jksd fy;k vkSj
dgk fd dksbZ ekQh okQh ugha ekaxh xbZ gSA vki yksx viuk /kjuk tkjh j[ksa vkSj ge Hkh viuk
/kjuk tkjh j[ksaxsA

'kk;n ;s fLifjV ftlesa ;s ckr dgh xbZ gkL;kLin yxs ysfdu vxj ns[ksa rks ;s oks
Hkkouk Fkh ftlesa ge vf/kdkj ds fy, [kqn Hkh tksf[ke mBkus ds fy, rS;kj gSaA ,slk dgus okys
rks vkidks [kwc feysaxs ysfdu jkr ds rhu cts /kjus ij vius fojksf/k;ksa dks lkFk cSBkus dh ;s
dksf'k'k 'kk;n dgha vkSj u feysA

Trainer, Bharti Foundation, Majari Road, Neemrana, Alwar
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Through the heydays of globalization,
JNU metamorphosed and so did I

Navneet Anand, 1990-99

It seems like it was a fairytale that ended just yesterday. For it is hard to fathom that
one tiny bit of existence could expose me to such diverse facets of life. From agony to
ecstasy, anxiety to gusto, dullness, admiration, apathy, jealousy, perseverance, fortitude,
competitiveness, love, compassion, frustration, I have lived it all and much more. A rarity.
As I sit down reminiscing my days in JNU, my mind gets frozen, heart wheezes and fingers
turn stiff on the keyboards. Memories cast a thick smoke over them all.

By the time I was out of JNU in 1999, after a completing a decade, and carrying
coveted degrees of MA, MPhil and PhD in Sociology, I had been transformed into a modern
species ready to ride the rough and tumble of the world. The innocence of August 1990, my
first days at JNU, got bruised through the whirlpool of JNU's academic and social
experiences. The anxiety of fulfilling my father's desire of getting into the elite civil services
and subsequent failures through the years had given way to a steely resolve to chart my
own path in life. JNU matchless training was always going to be handy.

The waves of Mandalisation, Liberalisation and Globalisation  all interspersing with
my heydays in JNU  ensured that I got a chance to look beyond conventional career options.
My father, himself an English professor, was keen I too turn into an academic but I felt
little inclination. JNU had given little by way of a professional skill-set to enable me to get
out in the market and stand the job queues  services sector was booming through the
1990s and there were jobs aplenty in banks, airlines, call centres. My interests lay elsewhere.

Media sector too witnessed an unprecedented growth through the 1990s but the
seeds for this were sown in mid 1990s. A string of MNCs were trying to reach out to the
bulky Indian middle class consumers segment and they needed newer media platforms for
this  we lived with banta (lemonade) till good part of the 1990s. The government which
had zealously guarded the broadcasting sector since independence was freeing it from its
clutches of strict controls  from 2 channels in 1992 when I completed my MA the number
had grown to over 100 by the time I was giving finishing touches to my PhD thesis on
media in 1999. Media giants such as Rupert Murdoch had realized the huge potential of
media and his company News Corporation made a quiet entry by acquiring Star TV in
1993. The otherwise deserted hostels' common room began to buzz and cricket telecasts
were major hits in late 1990s. Hostel wardens who till yesterday lived amid quiet environs
suddenly woke up to raucous cheers from mess area. Along with the economy, 1990s was
ushering in many changes at JNU as well.

My entry into media too was designed. I did not have a professional degree to flaunt
but certainly had a splash of subdued arrogance coming as I was from one of Asia's best
institutions and it helped. I joined journalism in 1996  I was so ecstatic getting the first
offer letter that hot April Tuesday, also a friend's birthday  and over the years worked with
some of the best brands: The Indian Express, The Times of India, The Pioneer. I was
certainly not a roaring success but I did practice journalism of a different hue only a JNUiite
can boast of. A compulsive researcher, I spent hours finding facts for a story  I still do and
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my blogs bear a testimony to this  and churned out some good pieces.

After spending over a decade and being a witness to phenomenal transformation of
media sector I have decided to move on and now work with an Indian Fortune 500 company.
In my present assignment many think I hold an MBA degree and get a little puzzled when
I say I have a doctorate in Sociology. “What relevance it has,” is the common refrain. Earlier
in journalism many arm-chair condescending editors dismissed my job applications saying
“Doctor you are overqualified”. By now I have an air of my own and don't even reckon such
sardonic remarks but those who are willing to listen I tell them this.

JNU may have little to offer by way of a professional degree but the kind of training
it imparts turns us all into numero uno in every field we go. First, JNU's emphasis on
inter-disciplinary approach imbues enough confidence in us to chart even unknown terrains.
I was editing a hardcore technology magazine PC World once and skeptics would gaspingly
say a Sociology doctorate managing a tech publication. Fact is they could only talk. I could
do it.

JNU also gives us amazing endurance and ability to adapt to any situation. The
varied experiences that it offers  from spending the midnight oils to completing lengthy
research papers to strategizing in hostel elections, mulling means on proposing a classmate
turned heartthrob to confabulating with friends at Ganga Dhaba on how to get the best
scholarship or getting poetic at the sight and sound of peacocks at scenic Parthasarthy
turns JNU into distinct institution. It also nurtures a vibrant culture, resembling a melting
pot of diverse ethnic, political and cultural groups, giving a taste of a small India within
India.

I can go on, but thanks to the discipline that Professor Anand Kumar imparted in
me, I will have to stop at 1000 words. But not before I have acknowledged some of the
greatest influences at JNU. First was surely Prof Kumar's and one which has grown in
significance every day of last 18 years. It thrives. The second was a friend's, which after
blossoming for first 8, got trample by the trivial vicissitudes of life. It lingers on in memories.
JNU has this beauty  it leaves ever-lasting imprints in life.

Navneet can be contacted at anandnavneet@gmail.com.
His blogposts: navneet-anand.blogpost.com, indianpollitics.blogspot.com
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My JNU Life
Niladri Ranjan Dash

I came to JNU in 1978 after graduating from Ravenshaw College, Cuttack, Orissa,
and joined CSRD/SSS for my M.A in Geography.  I could successfully complete my M.A
(1980), M. Phil (1982) and continued my doctoral research under Late Prof. Aijazuddin
Ahmad. My Ph.D. thesis was, of course, submitted after I joined lectureship at the M. S.
University of Baroda, and the Degree was obtained in 1993. I was extremely fortunate to
have great teachers, like Prof. Moonis Raza, Prof. G. S. Bhalla. Prof. Chadda, Prof. M. H.
Qureshi,  Madam Atiya Habib (whom we affectionately called Atiyapa), Madam Nangia,
Dr. Amitab Kundu, Dr. Aslam Mehmood, Dr. Sivaswami and Dr. Harjit Singh. We were 28
students, who finally completed the Degree.  My class was a mini-India. Except for some of
the north eastern states and Gujarat (where I finally landed up and settled down), all the
states of India had representation in my class. There were many seniors and juniors (it is
of course, a fact that there was no feeling of senior or junior in JNU), who inspired me in
many different ways. I am in touch with many of them. My personality, both academic and
personal was greatly transformed during my stay and interaction with teachers and friends,
who were different  different from what I had experienced during my school and college
days. I could learn to sing songs in Punjabi, Haryanvi, Bhojpuri, Bangali, Assamese,
Chhattisgarhi, Telugu and Garhwali. We had a group called “Pratidwani”, in which we
learnt and sang folk and revolutionary songs. I also learnt to act in Mumbai-style one act
plays, like 'Itihas Chakra' and 'Ek tha gadha - urph aladdin khan', etc. which were performed
at the two open air theatres of JNU. My days at JNU were the golden days of my life and
what I am today is 50 % due to my parents and 50% due to JNU.
I salute my alma mater and my teachers.

Department of Geography, Faculty of Science, MS University of Baroda
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A Campus Tpugh to Leave
Paolienlal Haokip

I joined JNU in the summer of 1995, to pursue an MA in Politics with specialisation
in International Studies (PIS) at the School of International Studies, and left it in 2003.
One of my first impressions about the campus is the high egalitarian ethos which is a rarity
in India except for the Hills in Manipur where I come from and some tribal pockets in the
country. There were no visible class distinctions. The rich and poor are indistinguishably
enmeshed in jeans and kurta/kameez/t-shirts or salwar kameez or jeans and T-shirts for
the resilient gender.

Into my first semester, I was already impressed to note that this beautiful egalitarian
culture in the campus was to a large measure attributable to the vibrant political orientation
which, at that time, and for decades prior to that period, was dominated and sustained by
firmly rooted leftist students' units who set into motion the highest ideals of egalitarian
society inside the JNU campus. That made me sign up for membership of the All India
Students Association (AISA), a core leftist unit within which Laal Salaam (Red Salute-
signifying revolutionary salute) is the norm of greeting each other. I also contested the SIS
councillorship from the party, but was defeated by the Free Thinkers party, which ruled
the roost at SIS then. But it gave us, the panel from our party, great satisfaction that the
margin of their victory was the smallest in a long time. I miss the election season marches
where Laal Salaam used to echo from hostel walls and the rocks in the campus. Though
our panel lost, AISA won the JNUSU elections with the slain Chandrasekhar as president
for two continuous terms.

The Ganga Dabha, the favorite haunt of every JNUite is easily the most irreplacable
memory of any JNUite. The endless cups of tea, the endless chatter on topics ranging from
term paper datelines to American hegemony in world affairs and Salman Rushdie down to
tribal literature are un-erasable treasures of the mind.

The front section of Priya Cinema Hall every Friday used to be packed with JNUites.
Even the rich kids would prefer these rows, as it gave a warm feeling of being in the flock.
The walks around the administrative building, the jungle exploration to the caves, the
sightings of beautiful peacocks and Nilgai are fond memories to treasure.

The enriching to not-so-enriching lectures were a luxury for the knowledge hungry
mind which I realised is a scarce thing to come by at other points in one's life, unless one is
into core academic pursuits and profession. There were Shashi Tharoors, Arundhati Roys,
Mani Shankar Aiyars, JN Dixits and score more to choose to hear from within the campus.
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There were student couples in corners, deeply in love and oblivious of all the happenings
around for those precious moments. In short, JNU was a place where love, life and learning
do the Samba in perfect harmony.

On the flip-side, JNU is a trap of comfort where the temptation to stay on often
delays further progress in life for some. And it is never easy to venture on in life and leave
the campus after you have tasted the way of life in JNU. This is a cinch.

Under Secretary, Lok Sabha Secretariat, Parliament of India
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ts,u;w&Kku dk fueZy lksrk
i'kqifr 'kekZ

ts,u;w ls ,e, ¼fgUnh½ vkSj ,e fQy ¼fgUnh½] lky 2002 ls 2006

lky 2002 dh ckr gSA ts,u;w dh izos'k ijh{kk nsdj eSa nSfud HkkLdj] t;iqj esa ukSdjh
djus pyk x;k FkkA eq>s mEehn de gh Fkh fd ts,u;w tSls izfrf"Br laLFkku esa eSa fgUnh ,e,
dh izos'k ijh{kk mÙkh.k dj ldwaxkA eu esa bl Hk; dh viuh otgsa Hkh FkhaA eSaus blls igys
fgUnh dks crkSj fo"k; j[k dj i<+kbZ ugha dh FkhA Lukrd ¼izfr"Bk] HkkSfrdh½ dj j[kk Fkk vkSj
ek[kuyky prqosZnh i=dkfjrk fo'ofo|ky; ls lapkj ,oa tulEidZ esa ekLVlZ dj pqdk FkkA
fnYyh fo'ofo|ky; us ;s dgdj ,e, ¼fgUnh½ esa izos'k nsus ls badkj dj fn;k Fkk fd eSaus
fgUnh dks crkSj fo"k; j[kdj i<+kbZ ugha dhA cgjgky] ts,u;w esa ,slk dksbZ izfrca/k ugha Fkk
vkSj eSaus izos'k ijh{kk nsus dk QSlyk fd;kA

ts,u;w esa nkf[kys ls igys gh eq>s ;gka dh laLÑfr dh >yd fey xbZA lhfu;lZ dh
vksj ls nkf[kys dh rS;kjh ds fy, Dyklsl yh tk jgh FkhA fcuk fdlh 'kqYd ds ;s ekSdk gj
fdlh ds fy, miyC/k FkkA blds lkFk gh jgus dk eq¶r bartke FkkA fdlh Nk= dks blls
T;knk D;k pkfg,] eSaus Hkh ;gh jgdj rS;kfj;ka dhaA fgUnh ds lhfu;lZ us egt 10 ls 15 fnuksa
esa izos'k ijh{kk dh ,slh rS;kjh djokbZ fd esjh lkjh f>>d [kRe gks xbZA Hkjksls ds lkFk ijh{kk
nh vkSj fjtYV vk x;kA

eSa t;iqj esa Fkk] tc eq>s ;s [kcj feyh fd esjk p;u gks x;kA ;dhu ugha gks jgk Fkk
fd okdbZ eSa vius eupkgs fo'ofo|ky; esa nkf[kys dh gjh >aMh ik pqdk gwaA bl le; rd
i=dkfjrk esa eSaaus nks lky xqtkj fn, FksA dbZ ofj"B lkfFk;ksa us eq>s ukSdjh NksM+dj ts,u;w
tkus ls jksduk Hkh pkgk] ysfdu eSa dgka ekuus okyk FkkA ml le; dqN yksxksa us eq>s ;s lykg
Hkh nh fd vxj ts,u;w tk jgs gks rks ;wih,llh dks viuk y{; cukdj tkvks] ojuk i=dkfjrk
esa gh viuk dfj;j cukvksA eSa bl lcls csijokg ts,u;w esa izos'k dks ysdj jksekafpr FkkA
;wih,llh esjk rc Hkh liuk ugha Fkk vkSj dHkh esjs eu esa ml rjQ dksbZ >qdko gqvk Hkh ughaA
eSaus dHkh ;wih,llh dh ijh{kk ugha nhA
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,Mfe'ku ysus igqapk rks ,M CykWd ij enn ds fy, rS;kj tRFkkA ,l,QvkbZ ds ,d
lkFkh us esjk ,Mfe'ku vius ftEes ys fy;kA blds ckn rks eq>s dksbZ ijs'kkuh ugha gqbZA eSa
vdsyk gh ,Mfe'ku ysus vk;k Fkk] ikik iwf.kZ;k esa FksA le; ds lkFk Le`fr;ksa esa ml lkFkh dk
uke /kqa/kyk gks x;k ysfdu psgjk vc Hkh fny esa clk gSA mUgksaus Hkkx&nkSM+dj esjk iwjk dke
djok;kA esjs ikl ml oä ekbxzs'ku lfVZfQdsV ugha Fkk rks mldk gy Hkh lq>k;kA ,Mfe'ku
ds lkFk gh gkWLVy ds fy, Hkh vkosnu djok fn;kA

,Mfe'ku ysus ds ckn eSa ,d ckj fQj t;iqj ykSV x;kA eSa ,d vkn eghus dh ukSdjh
dj dqN iSls tek dj ysuk pkgrk Fkk rkfd vkxs eq>s dksbZ fnDdr ugha gksA blesa ti;qj
lsaVªy MsLd ds bapktZ nsofiz; voLFkh th dk iwjk lg;ksx feykA vkf[kj esa vxLr eghus ds
e/;e dh fdlh rkjh[k dks eSaus viuk Msjk&MaMk lesVk vkSj ts,u;w vk igqapkA

dSail igaqpk rks Dykl tkus ls igys Mj Fkk fd dgha jSfxax rks ugha gksxhA jSfxax dks
ysdj ,d vutkuk lk Mj eu esa cSBk FkkA eu esa Mj vkSj la'k; ds ?kkyesy ds lkFk Ldwy
vkWQ ySaXost] fyVjspj ,aM dYpjy LVMht esa nkf[ky gqvkA esjk lkeuk 'kk;n xaxk lgk;
eh.kk lj ls gh gqvkA mUgsa esjs ckjs esa rc rd FkksM+h tkudkjh fey pqdh FkhA mUgksaus eq>ls
,d nks loky fd, vkSj esjh Dykl dk jkLrk crk fn;kA eq>s yxk lLrs esa NwV x;k ysfdu
;s rks ts,u;w dh laLÑfr Fkh] twfu;lZ ds lkFk I;kj] lg;ksx vkSj HkkbZpkjs dhA eq>s ckn esa irk
pyk fd ;gka rks jSfxax uke dh fpfM+;k nwj&nwj rd ugha fpafp;krhA

Dyklsl 'kq: gks xbZA mnwZ esa dkQh fiNM+ pqdk Fkk] ftls eSa dHkh esdvi ugha dj ik;kA
Hkkjrh; Hkk"kk dsUnz esa ;s ,d csgn vPNh ijaijk gS fd ;gka mnwZ ds Nk=ksa dks fganh vkSj fganh
ds Nk=ksa dks mnwZ i<+kbZ tkrh gSA vkxs ds dqN fnuksa esa cM+h esgur dj eSaus ijh{kk mÙkh.kZ djus
yk;d mnwZ lh[khA f'k{kdksa esa ohj Hkkjr ryokj vkSj iq#"kksÙke vxzoky dk dkQh Hk; FkkA

ryokj th dh Dykl esa Nk= vkrs ;k dqN iwNrs Mjrs FksA ,slk gh dqN vkye iq#"kksÙke
vxzoky th dh Dykl esa Hkh FkkA igys dqN fnuksa rd mudh ckSf)drk vkrafdr djrh jghA
bu nksuksa f'k{kdksa dh Dykl 'kq: gksrs gh dejk can gksrk rks fQj fdlh dh vanj nkf[ky gksus
dh fgEer ugha gksrhA

gesa ryokj th] iq#"kksÙke vxzoky vkSj eSustj ikaMs; lj dh Dyklsl dk cslczh ls
bartkj jgrkA xkgs cxkgs vius ls lhfu;lZ ;k fQj twfu;lZ dh Dykl ¼bu f'k{kdksa dh½ esa
izos'k ds ekSds ryk'k gh ysrsA ts,u;w esa ,slh dksbZ jksd&Vksd gS Hkh ughaA lsesLVj esa oä dSls
chrrk irk gh ugha yxrkA Dykl VsLV] VeZ isij vkSj fQj lsfeukjA jgh lgh dlj ,aM
lsesLVj ,Xtke ls iwjh gks tkrhA 4 eghus esa vki [kqn gh lksfp, vkidks lkal ysus dh QqlZr
dgka fey ikrh gSA lcls etk vkrk lsfeukj esaA gj isij i<+us ds ckn lokyksa dh ckSNkj yx
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tkrhA ,sls&,sls loky fd isij izLrqr djus okys Nk= ds ilhus NwV tkrsA bu ekSdksa ij gekjs
f'k{kd ihB ij gksrs] vxj ekeyk gkFk ls fudyrk utj vkrk rks oks ftKklk,a 'kkar djrsA

eq>s 'kq:vkr esa dqN fnu Vs¶ykl esa xqtkjus iM+s FksA dejk ,ykWV gqvk ugha rks eSaaus
Vs¶ykl ds ,d csM ij Msjk Mky fy;k FkkA ugkus&/kksus dh dqN fnDdrs gksrha] yfdu lc dqN
u;k&u;k Fkk lks vPNk Hkh yxrkA cpiu ls gkWLVy esa jgus dh otg ls eq>s ;s ijs'kkfu;ak
cgqr ekewyh lh tku iM+rhA blh nkSjku gesa lhfu;lZ dk U;kSrk feyk& Ýs'kj osyde ikVhZ
esa vkuk gSA Nk=ksa ds chp gj dksbZ bl [kkl 'kke dks dqN izLrqfr nsdj ;knxkj cukuk pkgrk
FkkA bl flyflys esa ehfVax gqbZA eSaus izLrko j[kk fd D;ksa u ,d dfork dksykt izLrqr fd;k
tk,A ^vk/ks va/ksj le; esa* ds uke ls ,d fLØIV esjs ikl Fkh] ftldh izLrqfr eSa igys Hkh dj
pqdk FkkA Ýs'kj osyde ikVhZ ds fygkt ls ;s dkQh xaHkhj izLrqfr Fkh ysfdu lwjt dqekj us
bl ij gkeh Hkj nhA

eSa] lwjt] vfer] deys'k] vejthr ekS;Z] lq/kk vkSj lq"kek& 7 yksxksa dh Vhe bl izLrqfr
ds iwokZH;kl esa tqV xbZA ge lHkh esa vifjp; dh js[kk,a Fkha vkSj mlh chp lHkh dks ,d lw=
esa fijksdj izLrqfr nsuh FkhA eSa bl izLrqfr dks fMtkbu dj jgk Fkk vkSj 6 yksx eap ij FksA
blh nkSjku dbZ ckj xYlZ gkWLVy tkus dh ukScr vkbZ rks geesa ls T;knkrj dh f?kX?kh ca/k xbZA
ge lHkh ;wih vkSj fcgkj ds 'kgjksa ls vk, Fks vkSj xYlZ gkWLVy ds vklikl eaMjkus esa gesa 'keZ
lh vkrh FkhA lwjt geesa lcls T;knk cksYM Fks vkSj oks gh ;s ekspkZ laHkkyrsA fjglZy ds nkSjku
Hkh ;s f>>d vkM+s vkbZ ysfdu egt nks fnuksa esa gh lc Qklys iV x,A

lqcg ls jkr rd gekjs tsgu esa cl ;gh izLrqfr ?kwe jgh FkhA laokn ;kn djus esa lc
tqVs gq, FksA blds vykok daikft'ku Hkh ;kn djus dk VksVk FkkA T;knkrj lkfFk;ksa dks fFk;sVj
dk vuqHko ugha FkkA ukp&dwn ls lc Fkd tkrs ysfdu gkSlyk Fkk fd vPNs ls djuk gS] lks
yxs jgsA izLrqfr dh rkjh[k utnhd vkbZ Fkh /kM+dus c<+ xbZA geus nqiV~Vksa dk izkWiVhZ ds rkSj
ij vPNk [kklk bLrseky fd;k FkkA Ýs'klZ osyde ds eap ij blls igys gydh Qqydh
izLrqfr;ka gqbZ Fkha] ysfdu ge dfork dksykt izLrqr djus tk jgs Fks& fNrks&fNrks Mkax fNrksA
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mn~?kks"k.kk ds lkFk gh esjh /kM+dus rst gks xbZA geus tSls gh nqiV~Vs eap ij ltk,] ,d
nks ^dkWysft;k deasV* Hkh vk,A eq>s Mj yxk dgha izLrqfr ds nkSjku ,slk gqvk rks eqf'dy gks
tk,xhA ukVd 'kq: gqvk rks ekuks vkWfMVksfj;e esa lUukVk ilj x;kA gj dksbZ cM+s /;ku ls
dforkvksa dks eglwl djus esa tqVk FkkA lkfFk;ksa us ,d&vk/k txgksa ij laokn Hkwys Hkh ysfdu
mruh gh [kwclwjrh ls mUgsa ikV Hkh fn;kA ukVd [kRe gqvk rks rkfy;ksa dh xM+xM+kgV ls gkWy
xwat mBkA gekjh esgur lkFkZd gqbZA lhfu;j lkfFk;ksa us fny [kksydj iz'kalk dhA blh izLrqfr
ds ckn fu'kkar nk ¼;kno½ ls eqykdkr gqbZA mUgkasus Hkh gekjk gkSalyk c<+k;k vkSj dgk fd dkQh
lkyksa ckn lhvkbZ,y esa ,slh izLrqfr gqbZ gSA

blds ckn ukVdksa dkss ysdj lkfFk;ksa esa esjh lgt LohÑfr cu xbZA v#.k ds lkFk eSaus
,d izglu fd;k& ge fcgkj esa pquko yM+ jgs gSaA ;s izLrqfr Hkh nks lky ckn ,d Ýs'kj osyde
dk;ZØe eas gh dh xbZA ckn ds fnuksa esa tc eSa ,efQy dj jgk Fkk vkSj czãiq= esa f'k¶V gks
x;k Fkk& nks ukVd fd,A f'kjh"k ds lkFk eSaus ̂ eksphjke* dh dkO; izLrqfr dhA blds dqN fnuksa
ckn tuojh 2006 esa geus ^xqycdkoyh* dh izLrqfr dhA bl ukVd esa eSa] f'kjh"k vkSj lq/kk
fudsru jatuh vkWu LVst Fks tcfd cSd LVst esa ges'kk dh rjg lwjt] lq"kek vkSj ckdh
lkfFk;ksa dk lkFk feykA bl nkSjku lqHkk"k th vkSj e`R;qat; us Hkh gekjh enn dhA

ryokj lj ds lkFk ,efQy djuk Hkh [kV~Vh ehBh Le`fr;ksa ls Hkjk gqvk gSA ,e, ds ckn
,efQy esa yVdrk gqvk eSa esfjV fyLV ds vafre ik;nku ij jgkA tc xkbM lslsD'ku dh
ckjh vkbZ rks ryokj th ds vykok esjs tsgu esa dksbZ uke ugha vk;kA lkfFk;ksa us dgk Hkh fd
muds tSlk VQ xkbM ysdj vki eqlhcr esa iM+ ldrs gSaA dqN ekeyksa esa fdlh dh ckr ugha
ekurk vkSj ;s Hkh ,slk gh elyk FkkA muds lkFk dke 'kq: gqvkA blh nkSjku fcuk fdlh dks
crk, eSaus ukSdjh idM+ yhA ,d vk/k ckj mUgksaus eq>s cqyk;kA eSa le; ls ugha tk ldkA cl
fQj D;k Fkk&lans'kk fey x;k& i'kqifr ls dgk xkbM cny yksA

esjs rks gks'k mM+ x,A ryokj th ds lkeus lQkbZ nsuk Hkh vklku ugha FkkA esjs rks le>
esa ugha vk jgk Fkk fd eSaa dSls mUgsa eukÅaA [kSj lcls igys eSaus ukSdjh NksM+h vkSj fQj mUgas
,d i= fy[kkA mudk eu ilht x;k vkSj xkM+h vkxs py iM+hA vkt eSa bl ckr ls csgn
[kq'k gwa fd eq>s mudk dkQh Lusg feyk gkykafd ;s vkSj ckr gS fd vius fl)kUrksa dh otg
ls mUgksaus eq>s ,efQy ds ckn ih,pMh tkjh j[kus ls jksdkA mUgksaus eq>s lkQ&lkQ dgk fd
ukSdjh vkSj 'kks/k lkFk&lkFk ugha py ldrs] rqe ih,pMh NksM+ nksA ;gka ,d ckj fQj eSaus fcuk
fdlh lsdsaM FkkWV ds muds vkns'k dk ikyu fd;kA ojuk yksxksa ls ;s ckr fNih ugha gS fd
fnYyh esa ukSdjh djrs gq, Hkh 'kks/k dk dke gksrk gS vkSj dbZ lkFkh viuh yxu vkSj esgur
ls ;s eqefdu dj fn[kkrs gSaA

ts,u;w dSail esa jgrs gq, eSaus fcuk fdlh jktuhfrd laxBu] lkaLÑfrd laxBu dk
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lnL; cus ftrus vuqHko cVksjus Fks cVksjsA fdlh ,d /kkjk esa 'kkfey ugha gksus dh otg ls
eSa cgqr T;knk lfØ; ugha gks ik;k] ysfdu gka viuh futh lÙkk dks dk;e j[krs gq, bl
lcdk djhc ls lk{kh jgkA oYMZ lks'ky Qksje esa ts,u;w ds tRFks ds lkFk eSa Hkh 'kjhd gqvk
vkSj eqacbZ Hkh igqapkA ml nkSjku iSny ekpZ Hkh fd;k vkSj ukjs Hkh yxk,A blh rjg ds ,d&vk/
k izn'kZu esa eSa tarj earj rd ekpZ Hkh fd;k] ysfdu gka cgqr lksp&fopkj dj fdlh laxBu
dk fgLlk ugha cu ik;kA ,d i=dkj gksus ds ukrs eq>s dHkh bldh cgqr T;knk t:jr Hkh
eglwl ugha gqbZA ts,u;w esa jgrs gq, ,d vkSj okD;k eq>s ;kn vk jgk gs& oks gS fd ,d if=dk
izdk'ku dkA lhvkbZ ,y ds Nk=ksa us feydj ,d if=dk dh ;kstuk cukbZA lat;th dh
vxqvkbZ esa lky 2002 ds vkf[kj esa ;k fQj lky 2003 dh 'kq#vkr esa ,d vad fudykA
vQlksl fd ;s vad vkxs tkjh ugha jg ik;kA lkfFk;ksa us bldk Lokxr rks cM+h xeZtks'kh ls
fd;k ysfdu izfrc)rk dh deh dh otg ls bl if=dk dk lrr izdk'ku eqefdu ugha gks
ik;kA ts,u;w tSlh txg esa] tgka gj NksVh cM+h ?kVuk ij ipsZ fudy vkrs gSa ogka ,d fu"i{k
if=dk dh vgfe;r Hkh gS vkSj t:jr Hkh] ysfdu vHkh rd ;s Lis'k [kkyh gSA xkgs&cxkgs
izdk'ku gksrs gSa ysfdu vkarfjd ldqZys'ku ds fy, ,d if=dk gj i[kokM+s ;k ekfld vk, rks
vkSj Hkh vPNk gksA jktuhfrd lfØ;rk ds bl ekgkSy esa gkykafd bl if=dk dk laiknu dkQh
dq'kyrk ls djuk gksxk] ojuk ,drjQk gks tkus dk [krjk cuk jgsxkA ,d ,slh gh osclkbV
Hkh fMtkbu dh tk ldrh gS ftlesa ts,u;w ds Nk=ksa ds ys[k] ogka dh xfrfof/k;ksa dk
jkstukepk gksA vc eSa ts,u;w dk fgLlk gwa Hkh vkSj ugha HkhA ,efQy ds ckn ih,pMh dh i<+kbZ
tkjh ugha j[k ldk] ysfdu vHkh rd eSaus uke dVokdj vius lfVZfQdsV ugha fy, gSaA vc
lquk gS fd lsaVj vkWQ lks'ky lkbalst esa ehfM;k LVMht dk lsaVj [kqy jgk gSA gks ldrk gS
chrs dy ds ckn vkus okys dy esa eSa fQj ts,u;w ds thoar ekgkSy dk fgLlk cu tkÅA [kqnk
djs esjk lkspk lp gks vkSj ts,u;w esa ,d ubZ ikjh dk ekSdk feysA

laizfr& U;wt 24 esa ,lksfl,V lhfu;j izksM~;wlj ds in ij dk;ZjrA
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Six Poems
Ranu Uniyal

Time
(For those who have loved and lost in JNU)

It was a million moons
That had been with us
Whenever we made love
On the famous Jhelum lawns

It was a million suns
That stood by us
As we said goodbye
On a triple six stop

Now battered and stumped
I look away from dreams
That have no face
Age without adventure.

Gulping the clouds
Not knowing where to
Keep one moon
And perhaps one sun.

Onlooker
A story killed itself on the pavement
of a six fifteen bus stop.
Screaming and raving with the worn out contours
this went on for hours .
The story came out in the newspaper
in bold headlines of  the capital.
She read it and passed it on to her roommate
who quietly swallowed the tiny details.

He leaned his head on a tired window sill.
The birds were the only witness
to a clumsy affair with nothing left.
The tear kept coming back as his fabulous companion.

The story chose not to disperse.
Drawing smiles from strangers but no well wishers
it came back to its roots of origin.
Defeated but relentless it caught on me.
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If
If we were to write again
After a span of two decades
Would it still be the same
You shy yet so full of emotion
I all eyes hungry for that raw smile
It hurt and did not heal…

If ever we would write
Would there still be silences
Echoing our unfinished pauses
Or would we let it slip
Like hands adept at hiding
The tremors inside the coat…
Just imagine how often we wanted to write
How many times we did talk of
The weather, the books, the friends
The strikes and the GBMs
What was tacitly unwritten and put behind
Would we have the courage to write of now

Afterword
Love let us put behind us
All that we feel is best left aside
Let us make the most of what we never
Could put aside
Between you and I
Love alone survives…

Deception of a dream
Nothing to stop us
we are on our way.
The leaves red with sunset folded
in seams and we sat together. Hands apart.
Did you not wait to dissolve the distance?
One last chance,
and it will be gone. I asked myself.
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Though it was dark and you could not feel my tears
I swallowed them, smiled at you.
Said with a catch in my throat
which again you did not hear
I have loved none, but you
and will never do.
Let's go back. It's chilly up here.

They are showing ET at Chanakya
an hour to go or we'll be late for the show.
This is all you said
whilst I finding myself heavy with love
soft and blue inside,
impossible to hold, gazed at the moon.

His answer this will not do.
Embracing. Melting. Dissolving.
Did you not hear my scream, crashing the wind
wanting to reach you
somewhere in the muffled dark?
Or is it true they managed to lift you
to safety? Away from me.
Away from the deception of a dream.

The Library
I am off to down-campus
You bounced with a smirk
Loud enough for me to hear
And I restless and hungry
Snuggled my paws
To those books
Which I knew with a feline certainty
Would smell
Only of you.

Delhi is not for burning!
On the Jhelum Lawns
it was Shrawan humming his guitar
and Dileep raunchy with mischief
howled Caste no bar, Colour no bar,
Sex baar baar! In and out of moods
Shanne Mian hugged his words and we
climbed those haughty baritones
as if cliffs or no cliffs the mountains
would hear our slogans of despair
how the world was changing
and the lovers had no tryst
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with hopes or dreams
newspapers spoke of endless strikes,
of relentless killings, of muted lives
some of us joined the peace march to Janpath 10
while the rest busied themselves with the mains in June
in the midst of it all was our Rahul
who just disappeared without a trace
betrayed by the hushed silence of his
one and only slogan
Delhi is not for Burning!!



54

Way of Life
Ritoo M. Jerath

The JNU way of life is...
to study and struggle,
to be concerned,
to care,
to inquire,
to understand,
to be involved,
to argue,
to see everyone as equal,
to acknowledge how privileged you are,
to feel a sense of belonging,
to not fear to be different,
to accept difference,
to gossip over cups of tea and cigarettes.

JNU is
where day is night and night is day,
where classes mean discussion and debate,
where empty classrooms means it's pujo,
where rocks can only mean Parthasarthy,
where GD is Ganga dhaba and KC is the shopping centre,
where GBMs are slated for 9:00 am and begin at 9:00 pm.

JNU is
a place where the strangest people connect,
a home away from home,
a place you never want to leave and when you leave, you keep wanting to come back,
a place where you feel secure and protected,
an island,
heaven on earth,
calm,
peaceful,
green,
gorgeous.

The JNU way is my way,
your way,
our way.
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Shirish Shinde
Centre for German Studies, SLL & CS, 1987-89

I stepped out for the first time from the comforts of my home in 1987. Though I was
matured enough and had already done my graduation, I was a little nervous. I didn't know
what was kept in store for me in a metro like Delhi. As I boarded Jhelum Express from
Pune, I had a hope that I would find a new way in my life, which I did.

My stay in JNU taught me to be independent. It equipped me with ideas and a view
to not only change my life but that of others. I don't know how far I have achieved that, but
it certainly made me strong to survive without compromising on my principals. It gave me
enough intellectual strength to take on any challenge in my professional life.

It was also my first exposure to Marxists and campus politics. With due respect to
my then teachers and fellow students who shared that ideology, I must say they never
imposed their views on me. I had complete freedom to express my views. I learnt the
democratic values in my class and outside.

Initially, I was quite overwhelmed by the syllabus and term papers and presentations
and did not know whether I would survive. My classmates were a class apart. Being an
average student, I really had a tough time to match their brilliance. But fortunately, they
were all very supportive. I must thank my then teachers Pramod Talgeri, Anil Bhatti, Rakha
Kamat, Rajendra Dengale, Madhu Sahani, Srishail Sasalatti, Badal Sarkar, Pranjali Bandhu,
Rainer Lotz and Schreiner Mellis (I remember them all to date) for their constant efforts to
encourage me and appreciate my small achievements.

My batchmates Jayashree Joshi, Yamah, Rosy Singh, Meera Menenzes, Leena
Kasbekar and Jyoti Shukla, among others have gone in all directions. Though I am in touch
with a few of them, I am sure rest of them must be doing well wherever they are.

I also thank my other friends Murthy, Natrajan, Narendra Rana, Anant Kumar, Vishwamitra
Singh, Nilanjan Sengupta, Rajesh Kharat, Milind Brahme, Yogin Joshi, Mahesh Patil and
Mukund Lele for their support during my stay there.

The academic atmosphere in JNU was conducive for a person of my socio-economic
background. The education, hostel facilities were subsidised, which sounds alien in this
age where people have opened shops of education. I feel it even more so as I have experienced
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it while seeking admission for my daughter in primary school. Living in the capital of the
country in itself is a privilege. We got to know many towering personalities from politics,
academics and culture. We listened to them, learnt a lot from them. Even their presence
was so inspiring that an average person like me aspired to follow their ideals. A few renowned
names I distinctly remember are Bhisham Sahni, Zakir Hussain, VP Singh and Vasant Sathe.

My exposure to different regional cultures of India in JNU helped me prepare for
my future life. It taught me how to respect others' values and language. You can really
experience the unity in diversity of the great Indian culture on the campus. Debates and
discussions on various topics of national and international importance and related to the
campus made me aware of various issues.

I am a small journalist. My achievements are quite insignificant in comparison to
what my contemporaries have achieved. But I must say I am happy with what I am. And I
owe it to what I studied in JNU.

A last few words before I conclude this humble tribute to my alma mater. During
my stay in the hostel, I saw for the first time peacocks roaming around freely. Then I realised
that it is an abode of Devi Saraswati. She blesses you. If your efforts are sincere and if you
put to use whatever knowledge you gain for the common good of all, you will always be
successful in your life. That is JNU, a way of life!

Chief copy editor, DNA, Pune
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Those were the days my friend…
Squadron Leader Sushmita Sahay (Retd)

Special milk coffee from Ganga dhaba, a wave at that familiar face from SIS, a grin
here and a pat there, and thus we would weave our way to the roadside pavement to sip
from our mugs and embark on yet another round of  de-mystifying the Lacan-Foucault-
Freud(s) of this world. We talk of the profanities called money, fashion, and nationalism!!!
And our wayward eyes follow the suave fellow who just committed the cardinal sin of
driving his Honda City in, to drop his girlfriend/sister. Collective sly sigh and we pretend
to ignore his 'bourgeoisie' presence outside Ganga.

Ganga. My north eastern room-mate, Bengali best friend, Mallu neighbour whose
“endho?” still resonates in the cellars of my mind .The stubborn stray dog that has sniffed
a friend in me, to my utter dislike and has taken permanent residence outside my room.
No amount of insult gets him going and my stories have travelled far and wide. Animal
activists in the hostel have started showing the way to my door to all other cats, kittens,
monkeys, crows etc. I receive a call letter in my letter-box, only that it is addressed to some
hapless guy in IIT Roorkee, staying at Ganga Hostel, same room no. Hats off to the postal
department for achieving such feats! I turn the true Samaritan. I redirect it to the fellow
with a PS from me. Next fortnight I receive a deo-drenched hunk from Roorkee, wanting
me to celebrate his job and share his life!! No! I am not married to him. So much like the
movies.

Movies. Friday night and dinners are being gobbled in. It has to be the first day first
show at Priya. The great walk through the staff quarters, along the wall, across to Vasant
Vihar begins and  there you find another JNU comrade at the counter, flanking the glass
window with all his might as the chapatti-curry meals have not been able to redefine his
built much! We queue up behind him; don't let a single IITian sneak in, and the prized
front row tickets are all ours. Now, we brace up for the grand 100 mts sprint to the rear
seats of the front rows! The budget is Rupees 20/- each and we manage popcorn as well.
It's a midnight jaunt back to the hostel, as no. 615 plies on that route.

No.-615. The grand omnibus to and fro New Delhi Railway station-binding our destinies
to its stops! We shop, eat, live, see boyfriends and seek jobs on its serpentine route. Every
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ride is a carnival (edited memories, no doubt!) be it to Sarojini nagar market and I block
for railway reservation or Janpath, Teen Murti Bhawan, museum, or our favourite next
door haunt-Munirka!!! The bus was like a warm shawl on a cool Delhi night, a placebo for
the usually lost souls of JNU.A little less in SL.

SL-CLE; my Mecca. I, a Bihari from a puritan Carmelite college in Patna enter the
haloed façade to be greeted by revolutionary classes on Indian Writings in English! A
gentleman walks in, perches on one of our tables, has a paper cup of coffee in one hand and
half a cigarette in another (this was pre-ban days for that stylish appendage) and opens the
class  to discussions on how the Indian woman is coming out of the closet/corset to celebrate
her sexuality. My heart stops for a nano-second and I avoid meeting the professor's eyes  I
certainly don't want to be butchered first. Oh! But there are responses galore-why! The
men in my class are talking the most. Wow! Welcome to modern India. I tut-tut the poor
old nuns at my college. I am here to stay, come what may.

Phulan Devi came. It was a riot of political celebrities during JNUSU elections. I
was also water cannoned when we marched to the PM's residence in protest of the brutal
killing of our JNUSU president in Bihar. I saw Sushma Swaraj in action. We also bought
matinee tickets in black (three times the rate) for the movie 'Border' at Chanakya!! And
found them to be morning show ones only after the black-marketer had vanished. My friends
and I did whatever it took to be labelled the true JNU student. We browsed at Bookworm
at CP-as though our library couldn't slake our thirst!

I made several friends. Boys outnumbering girls. I got invited to almost every hostel
for their hostel night. My friends are now academicians, bureaucrats and corporate honchos.
But these friends came to the railway station to put me on the train during vacations, mailed
my letters for me from the JNU post-office, stood by for me at the health centre as I got
tested for malaria, queued up for me at Priya, got goodies and tucks from home for me and
rejoiced in my every success.(Oh! I nearly missed the long eating sessions at SSS canteen-
the appams, vadas and shakes and our perpetual adda out there.)We most certainly
remember sitting on Parthasarthy rock at night looking awestruck at the underbellies of
the international jet-liners and wondering which of them will finally carry us abroad.

Myriad anecdotes, wonderful days! Recounting them brings in more memories
rushing in and the lingering taste of lost pleasures. My Khadi Bhawan kurta, jeans, and
kolhapuri chappals and a gigantic attitude made me the zaniest person around and no
designer gloss touched my indomitable spirit. The Indian Air Force uniform beckoned and
JNU became an indelible chapter in my life.
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Living Life…JNU Size
Swati  Pal

Long nights. That's the first thing that comes to my mind when I think of JNU. Long
nights….I was a habitual early to bed and early to rise person and the first week at JNU
seemed terribly strange…I would wake up at 5 am and find the hostel eerily silent…a far cry
from what it was like when I would switch off the lights and cover my head with a sheet to
shut out the noise…of chatter, laughter, vehicles…airplanes……

Oh and the airplanes…I thought I would never get used to them…there were times  I
would actually duck even inside the room, they flew so low and seemed to almost sweep off
the hostel rooftop…the hostel here being Ganga…..

But what did I begin with? Yes…long nights (that's what talking about JNU does…you
just about catch your breath with one memory ….when the next surges to the fore….).So,
there I was with my fauji background where lights were switched off in the early hours of
the night and one woke to the cawing of crows…and I would be up and about, bathed and
ready ….and so very alone!!! It was just a matter of a few weeks before I had converted to
the new religion. And so I would go trotting off with my flask after dinner to fill it up with
tea from the dhaba and between cups of tea, friends dropping by for a quick and sometimes
not so quick chat and brief walks on Jhelum lawns or sitting around on the stone blocks at
Ganga dhaba…would work my way through the night…poring over class notes for KK,
reading plays endlessly for GJV, figuring out and crying over texts handed by the ghost-
who- walked and working on those term papers…..

Term papers.  Class presentations.  The first few.  Were simply. Nightmares.  I
remember being frightfully nervous. It was like being in love (or so some poet's tell!!!)…I
had no appetite…no sleep…and thought oh so constantly about 'the use of one room in
post World War II drama' among other such what appeared then to be radical, meaningful
and of course, 'original' subjects! My first presentation was on Arden, the playwright and
gosh! I broke out into guess what, chicken pox right after the presentation…yes, can I hear
the usual joke on being chicken about a class presentation?! Well, let me tell you I was so
valiant…it was like being in this fencing duel…handling those questions that the class was
expected to ask…I believe I did okay and of course I felt like I had won the Pulitzer!!!! That
was the first time. After about three such wrestling bouts,  I found I had become an expert!
I could come up with an idea almost by magic and then with some manipulation of texts,
find that it was QED….so easy after all!!! But one laboured nonetheless….the profs were
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consistently  merciless about shoddy thoughtless work….and well, let me confess after the
brave words I have just penned, that I never quite conquered the fluttering in my heart
before a class presentation…no, not even during my MPhil days after four semesters of
MA….

Waiting. That's the other thing one did at JNU. Waiting to sit in that tiny but delicious
eatery at Kamal Complex, Keechas…. Waiting for 615…. Waiting for someone to finish
using the bathroom…Waiting for the water ….Waiting for a letter / phone call from
home…..Waiting for someone to produce some tuck….Waiting for some money to fall
miraculously into one's hands….. Waiting for summer or winter or rain …..Waiting for
term to end ….waiting at the bank extension counter where it seemed as if the entire
population had conspired and decided to turn up at the time one went….Waiting at the
telephone booth for the guy ahead to terminate his simply irrelevant conversation (others
always had these useless chats)…oh what a lot of waiting it was!

Hunger. And so subsequently, food. It was like the HCF that bound all of us. We
were perpetually hungry. And food was never far from our thoughts. We ate everything.
Drank everything. And if I have my facts right, some even inhaled everything! Greasy puris
at the chai wallah at Kamal Complex…. Apple shake, for god's sake, APPLE shake? ...divine
bun anda… its kin, boiled anda…glucose biscuits dipped in chai…. Maggi in thermos
flasks…sometimes even raw…..we were such efficient scavengers, our eagle eyes and trained
noses would never miss parcels of food that would arrive from home for some poor fellow
hostel mate…there was this one time where we were wicked enough to eat up an entire box
of pastries sent by a pining young man from a neighbouring hostel to the Saira Banu of our
class and then loftily send the empty box  back saying that her Highness was obliged but
regretted her inability to reciprocate feelings!!! Yes, we were! EVIL. And hungry.

Elections. What a time it was! The presidential and other debates! The hooting and
cheering. The endless leaflets and fantastically artistic handmade posters. The canvassing
for votes . The heated arguments over and between candidates that sometimes got a tad
violent. The marches, the sloganeering, the welcome interruptions during class by would
be candidates. And then election day . Carnival time! What nail chewing , tense puffing of
cigarettes, the all night vigil to hear the results(our destiny seemed dependent on who
would form the union), the walk back to the hostel in the morning with jubilant or desultory
spirits depending on whether whom you supported had won….oh, it was a time indeed!
And I can hardly believe that it's not the same any more…JNU and without these elections?
I can't digest the fact.

I could go on. For after all, there was so much more to what constituted the JNU
way of life. For me and for all the countless others for whom the content of this bit of
writing would be so very familiar. Sometimes when I make my way to JNU and catch a
strain of '…we shall fight, we shall win... ho ho…' I find my lips curving into a smile for
memories rush in of a way of life that was and in my heart, still is….
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Tks,u;w dh ;kn esa rhu dfork,a
muhrk lfPpnkuUn

¼,d½
rc dk ts,u;w
,d dSUVhu Fkh ftlesa lHkh vkrs Fks
f'k{kd Nk= deZpkjh ckgj ds nksLr
Nk= dksbZ ,slk u Fkk ftls jktuhfr esa fnypLih u gks
lHkh fdlh u fdlh ny ds esEcj gksrs
,l-,Q-vkbZ-] Ýh fFkadj] ,-vkbZ- ,l-,Q-

lHkh ns'k fons'k dh [kcjsa dSUVhu esa fey tkrh
;gka dksbZ ,yhV ;k xjhc u Fkk
;gka lc cjkcj Fks
dksbZ fgUnh cksyrk rks dksbZ vaxzsth

QS'ku dqN u Fkk dksbZ dqN Hkh igu ysrk Fkk
cl diM+s dk FkSyk da/ks esa yVdrk jgs
flxjsV dk /kqvka vkSj pk; ds I;kys ds chp
tksjksa ls gksrh Fkh cglsa

dSUVhu esa lHkh cSBrs Fks bldk eryc ;g ugha fd
Dykl ugha tkrs Fks
Dykl esa lHkh vkrs Fks
ykbczsjh esa tkvks rks cSBus dks txg u gksrh

fQj ,d vyx gh ckr Fkh ts-,u-;w- ds pqukvksa esa
lkjs nyksa ds gj jkst Hkk"k.k gksrs
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vkt lryqt esa rks dy xksnkojh
vkt ,l- ,Q- vkbZ- rks dy Ýh fFkadj
Hkk"k.k LFky ij Hkh lHkh gksrs

Hkk"k.k lHkh mEehnokjksa dks nsus gksrs
mlds ckn iz'uksÙkjh
tks ,slh oSlh u Fkh
iwNus okyksa dks lc ;kn jgrk
fdl lky fdlus D;k dgk] D;k fd;k
mÙkj nsus okys Hkh de u Fks
gkftj tokch esa mudk tokc u gksrk
T;knkrj cglsa eSl esa pyrhaA
jkr ds rhu&rhu cts rd pyrha
fdarq dksbZ mB dj u tkrk
etcwjh u Fkh mudh ogka cSBus dh
ekgkSy ,slk ca/krk tks mudks cka/ks j[krk

cl dk fdjk;k u c<+us fn;k Nk=kas us
dhersa c<+rha rks lM+d ij vk tkrs ukjs
vU;k; lekt ij gksrk ns[k fryfeyk mBrs lHkh

esl LVªkbd gks ;k cl LVªkbd
[kqn gh pykus yxrs esl Hkh cl Hkh

lHkh dk;ZØeksa esa LkHkh dh Hkkxhnkjh
nwj Fkh muls nqfu;knkjh
mudh nqfu;k ;gha
lHkh ,d nwljs dks tkurs
bruk fd dHkh deh eglwl u gqbZ ?kj dh
?kj tkuk gksrk etcwju
vxj x, Hkh rks ykSVus dh gksrh csrkch
ts-,u-;w- esa vkdj lc Hkwy tkrs viuh ijs'kkuh

Ykk;czsjh ds ckgj pk; ihus fudyrs nksLr
dSaVhu esa cSBs nksLr
ukjs yxkrs nksLr
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oksV ekaxrs nksLr
iksLVj cukrs nksLr
vkt Hkh ;kn gS] ;kn vkrs gSa
vyx Fks muds fo"k;
vyx Hkh mudh jktuSfrd fopkj/kkjk
fdarq eDln ,d
lkekftd U;k; lkekftd cnyko

ukjs Hkk"k.k iksLVj cgl pk; us ,slh
uLy cukbZ dh lHkh txg ij oks
vkt Å¡pkb;ksa dh cqyafn;ksa ij gSaA

¼nks½
^muhrk eSa lat; pkSgku^

^muhrk eSa lat; pkSgku^
vjs rks rqe gks ogh pkSgku!
dSls gks\  eqn~nr gqbZ feys]
esjk Hkh rqEgsa lyke
gSjkuh gS fd rqEgsa ;kn gS
Viuk
rfd;k dyke ^muhrk eSa lat; pkSgku^
Ji vahi hoon’ mumbai mein hoon,
Filmon ki script likhane ka kaam hai.
Aur aapas mein ek doosare se milane ka tarika kaise bhool sakata hoon...
Aise hi to hum milate the.
Kahan ho, how is sachhidanand...
Vaise jnu walon se
Unki biwi ya husband ke baare mein poochane se dar lagta hai...
Shaadi usi se ki?/
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Ab bhi saath ho?

Vagerah Vagerah.... You know...

fcYdqy lgh dg jgs gks \
eSa rks dbZ ckj ,slh xyrh dj pqdh gwa iwN ds
vkSj vDlj mudh ifRu;k¡ og u gksrh] tks ge tkurs Fks
blfy, dbZ;kas us rks ikl vkuk gh can dj fn;kA
fd dgha iksy u [kqy tk,A

lph Bhd gSa
Tk-s ,u- ;w- esa i<+krk gS
rqe Qsc 2010 esa ^ts- ,u- ;w- ,Y;qfeuk, ehV^ esa D;ksa ugha vk,\
lc gekjs oDr ds yksx FksA
eSa bl ckj mu reke yksxksa ls feyh

tks ml oDr feyus dh cgqr dksf'k'k djrs FksA
fdlh tukc ls] dksbZ tks'kh Fkk] FkksM+k yaxMk ds pyrk Fkk
eSa le>h rqe gks vkSj mlls eSaus dgk]
D;k rqe oks rks ugha tks dgrk Fkk%
eSa---- gwa
vkSj jfookj esa dke djrk gwa
mlus dqN le>k ugha ysfdu lph vk;k vkSj dgk
^vjs ;g og ugha ftldks rqe <wa< jgh gkŝ
ysfdu fdruk vPNk gqvk fd rqeus [kqn eq>s <wa< fy;k
Nahin alumni mein aana nahin hua ...
Abhi shaayad phir November ka plan hai ...
Lekin freelance kaam mein time ka bada chakkar hota hai ...
Log aapka time tay karate hain ....
Jnu jaoonga to sachi se zaroor miloonga...
Tum kahaan ho?

Kya karti ho?

jgus dk fBdkuk ts-,u-;w- lph ds lkFk
dke fn-fo- esa tkikuh i<+kus dk
vktdy fdl fLØIV ij dke dj jgs gks \
fnYyh esa vktdy xsEl dh otg ls VªSfQd c<+ x;k gS
ysfdu fnYyh cgqr lqanj gks xbZ gS
rqe ts-,u-;w- dc ls ugha vk,\



65

ts-,u-;w- Hkh vc cgqr lqanj yxrk gS
dsoy izÑfr ds okrkoj.k ds [;ky ls
oSlk okrkoj.k vc dgka ts-,u-;w- esa!

My film “Pan Singh Tomar”
(Directed by Tigmanshu Dhulia, produced by UTV is going to be premiered at Abu Dhabi
film fest.

eq>s fo'okl FkkA
;s uLy gh vyx gS  ts,u;w dh
tks djrs dqN vuks[kk gSa vkSj igq¡prs gSa
ÅapkbZ dh cqyafn;kas ij
eqckjd gksA
¼lat; pkSgku ,oa muhrk lfPpnkuUn dk Qsl cqd okrkZyki flrEcj dfork cuh 1-10-2010½

¼rhu½
eSa cw<+h gks xbZ

vjs rqe ogh muhrk rks ugha] tks Fkh ts,u;w esa ,d muhrk /kLeku
gka gks ogh gwa vkSj rqe oks la/;k rks ugha] tks Fkh fganh foHkkx esa
vkSj esjh fiz; nksLr deyk ukSfV;ky ds lkFk jgrh Fkh gj oDr

gka gka] ogh gwa
ysfdu rqeus ;s D;k gqfy;k cuk j[kk gS
rqe cgqr cny xbZ gksA
'kDy ls rks eqf'dy Fkk igpkuukA
D;k gks x;k\
bruh Hkh mez ugha gqbZ HkbZ!
dkSu dgsxk ;g ogh muhrk gSA
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D;k ckr dj jgh gksA
Qsl cqd dh izksQkby fiDpj ns[k dj esjs dbZ fo|kfFkZ;ksa us fy[kk%
lsals] cM+h dwy yx jgh gSa vki\
'kk;n oDr dk rdktk gS
vkSj rqe feyh Hkh rks ugha rc ls
ts,u;w NksMk+ rqeus tcls!
[kSj] tUe fnu eqckjd~

lquks la/;k ;kj
rqeus dgk
eSa cw<+h gks xbZ
ysfdu gks ldrk gS rqe Hkh gks xbZ gksxh cw<+h
D;ksafd izksQkby ij rks fn[krk gS rqEgkjk vk/kk gh psgjk

'kqfØ;k muhrk
jkt u [kqy tk, blfy, gh rks eSaus fn[kk;k vk/kk psgjk
tc csVh 22 lky dh gks x;h gks
rks ge cw<+s gh dgs tk,xas uk!
[kSj vc crkvks fd rqe ts,u;w esa i<+ jgh gks
;k vHkh Hkh gks ek#fr esa\
ek#fr tkWbu dj fy;k Fkk rqeus rc
rqEgkjs ifr ¼vxj eq>s Bhd uke ;kn gS lfPpnkuan fFk;sVj eas #fp Fkh ftudh dkQh½
D;k ts,u;w esa i<+k jgs gSa\
cPps fdrus c<+s gks x,\
deyk dk dksbZ lEidZ uEcj feys rks nsuk
lquk gS vius le; ds cgqr yksx i<+k jgs gSa ogka
;kn vkrk gS ts,u;w
;kn vkrs gSa os fnu

la/;k vkSj muhrk dk Qsl cqd okrkZyki
,d vxLr ls rhl flrEcj] 2010

dfork cuh 1-10-2010
muhrk lfPpnkuUn
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Freedom: A Way of Life
Urmila Dasgupta

Freedom is what I learnt from JNU. Not much of literature. Which is all very well
and really feels wonderful while you are in JNU but doesn't go down so well with the rest of
the world outside of JNU! They just don't get it, the freedom of responsibility I mean.
When you are allowed to roam the streets at any time of the day and night, safely, quite
safely, then it is your responsibility to ensure that the roads remain safe. For you and others.
Right? Well yes in a way but also wrong. I mean when I was in JNU, in four years in a fully
residential campus, I faced an incident of sexual harassment only once and that from an
outsider. A fat middle aged businessman in a dirty battered Alto tried to pick me up on the
road a little way from my hostel. All I needed to do is look at the nearby paan shop where a
group of JNU boys were gathered as usual, and some of them started walking towards me.
Of course that's all it needed to get the fatso to stamp on the pedal and get out of there as
fast as he could. After all JNU has the dubious distinction of burning Saif Ali Khan's car for
some similar behavior. This is of course an extreme case and is not really anything to do
with the soul that I was mentioning. See when there is really no rule whatsoever to enforce
attendance in class and you are merely morally bound to attend them all. And really no one
forces you to attend but just expects you to, then somehow you just end up going anyway.
You don't think about bunking much. You just attend as that is the done thing, you know.
Besides the classes were always such fun! I mean here you could with all good will rip into
a fellow human being and not only sharpen your analytical skills while doing so but enhance
your articulateness massively and somehow make the best of friends with him or her. So
you became more intelligent, more critical, and sharper while all you were doing was only
reading literature like you always loved to do, and chatting with friends and once in a while
with your professor at the back of the class. So you see you never ratted on your class and
never cheated and always group studied. So all you did while supposedly studying was
make great friends. It wasn't till many years later when you were in an international
conference with people from all over the world in some ancient western university like
Oxford or Columbia that you realized that you had somehow imbibed a great education,
that you knew more about literature than many others in the know so to speak, and could
actually dance in circles around them all without much of an effort at all. And while most
people were shamming it anyway, you could sham it way better than them. After all they
said you could see the skyline of Manhattan from JNU hostels.

But I think we were probably the first batch who started bunking classes, in MPhil
that is. But not to sit in the canteen and indulge in more group studies if one is to understand
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by it the more nefarious version of the phrase, but to earn money! We were absolutely sure
that we had to move away from the left oriented lifestyle though not left intellectualism.
We weren't looking only for research grants to finish our PhDs. We were impatient to start
earning salaries. Whatever salaries came our way, so we became ad hoc lecturers, junior
copyeditors, PR executives and content writers for small web sites.  And joined in the
sudden consumerism of foreign brands in modish shops in the posh Vasant Vihar nearby.
But we still insisted on paying a measly Rs 7 to watch movies in the newly opened PVR
Priya as special student concessions for JNU. And when the reel of a movie proved to be
faulty we were the loudest in protesting and succeeded in getting our money back. Idealism
started taking a backseat though the abilities, the skills and the critical acumen that JNU
gave us, we used with great dexterity wherever we went.  Though one may of course argue
that the end does not always justify the means and our end was hardly upholding left
ideology in everyday life or taking communist ideology to the grassroots to help improve
the life of peasants. We were certainly not taking the torch forward that had been lit by
JNU alumni and burnt steadily through the seventies and eighties. And even maybe the
nineties but the new millennium had certainly seen a distinct tarnishing of the flame.

So the freedom of the soul has probably got a little denuded now and sadly the
process probably started while we were still at JNU. Actually we counted ourselves lucky,
that after spending our best years there and learning the best we were ever going to learn,
we got out before we got too used to the life in the hostels, to be able to start afresh and
enter new spheres.  Because it was imperative that we learn afresh. Remember the pay
cheque and the dollar beckoned. Whether we chose the path of foreign academia or India
inc to earn the big bucks, we were all more or less focused, though some less vocally so, to
try our level best to make it big. Or is it make it large now? We scattered to Columbia,
Oxford, IBM, Microsoft, Penguin and Harper Collins. And it wasn't till India started shining
that we looked back. Or are we a reason why it is shining in the first place. Let us hope that
we may somehow manage to get away with such a facetious argument. Given the grand
betrayal.

Love, JNU Alumni of the batch of 2003 M.Phil
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TksŒ,uŒ;wŒ% egt vuqHko  ugha yksdra= dk n'kZu
Mk- olhe v[+rj

ts,u;w ds vuqHko fy[kus dh dksf'k'k dj jgk gwaA le> ugha vkrk fd vuqHkoksa ds fc[kjs
lalkj dks fdl rjg ,d txg bdV~Bk d:¡A gkWLVy ds :e vkSj esl ls ysdj ,M CykWd vkSj
ykbczsjh gksrs gq, Ldwy fcfYMax rks dHkh <kck] ds-lh-] VsQyk vkSj ih,lvkj dh p<+kbZ dk fp=
vk¡[kkas ds lkeus fdlh pyfp= dh Hkkafr ?kwe jgk gSA ts,u;w esa igyk fnu] DyklesV~l ls
ifjp;] igyh Dykl] dkairs gkFkkas ls igyh ckj lsehukj isij i<+uk] FkjFkjkrs gksaBks ls iz'ukas
ds mÙkj nsuk] ,aMlse ds fy, fnu&fnu Hkj ykbczsjh esa cSBs jguk vkSj ykbczsjh ds ihNs pV~Vkukas
ij cSBdj gkFkksa eas pk; ds I;kys fy, nksLrkas ds lax ?kaVksa ns'k vkSj nqfu;k dh ppkZvkas vkSj
ifjppkZvksa eas fnekx [kikuk] dHkh [kkus dh xq.koÙkk ds fy, rks dHkh esl fcy vkSj gkWLVy esa
lSfuVs'ku ds fy, gks gaxkek djuk vkSj dHkh ,M CykWd ij /kjuk&izn'kZu eas 'kkfey gksuk oxSjg
fdlh Hkh Nk= ds vuqHko lalkj eas ,d u;k v/;k; tksMus ds fy, dkQh gksrk gSA 9-30 cts
ds le; dks rks 'kk;n gh dksbZ Nk= Hkwy ldrk gSA nqfu;k eas vyx&vyx fgLlkas eas bl le;
ij pkgs tks Hkh gksrk gksA ysfdu ts,u;w eas ;g le; fdlh ifCyd ehfVax ;k VkWpZ ykbV
izksls'ku dk gksrk gSA bl ckr dks le>uk ckgj okykas ds fy, dfBu gks ldrk gS fd bruh
lkjh ,DVhfoVht fdl rjg ls laHko gksrk gSA ysfdu eSa vius vuqHko ds vk/kkj ij bl ckr
dk Js; bl fo'ofo|ky; ds izksxzsflo vkSj MseksØsfVd okrkoj.k dks nsrk gw¡A ,d ,slk okrkoj.k
tks ;gka dh dE;wfuVh ykbQ dks Bksl vk/kkj iznku djrk gSA ;gka ds Nk=&Nk=kvkas dks ml
nqfu;k ds ckjs esa voxr djrk gS] tgk¡ ekuoh; ewY;ksa] Js"B ijEijkvkas vkSj fopkjkas dk lEeku
gksrk gS] tgk¡ gd vkSj balkQ ds fy, vkokt cqyan djus dk gkSlyk feyrk gSA lcls igys
>sye gkWLVy dh ckr d:axkA 1998 esa tc eSa ts,u;w vk;k rks ml le; ;gk¡ gkWLVy dh
leL;k py jgh FkhA bl leL;k ds lek/kku ds fy, LVwMsUVl ds fy, LVwMsUV~l vkxZukbts'kUl
,M CykWd ij yxkrkj /kjuk izn'kZu dj jgs FksA jkr eas esl Vscy ij iSEQysV~l vk tkrs FksA
crkuk pkgrk gwa fd iSEQysV~l dh ijEijk bl fo'ofo|ky; eas ,slh jgh gS tSls nky eas uedA
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ftl fnu fMuj ds le; iSEQysV~l ugha vkrs ml fnu Hkkstu esa deh lh eglwl gksrh gSA
njvly Nk=&Nk=kvkas ds ,d gkFk eas Hkkstu dk fuokyk gksrk gS rks nwljs gkFk esa iSEQysV~
gksrk gSA fdruk [kkuk gS ;k fdruk [kk;k ls T;knk egRoiw.kZ iSEQysV i<+uk gksrk gSA fQj esl
Vscy ij vxyh lqcg] nksigj vkSj 'kke cgl dk u [kRe gksus okyk flyflykA dguk pkgrk
gwa iSEQysV~l fuf'pr rkSj ij gesa okg~; txr ls tksM+us esa egRoiw.kZ Hkwfedk fuHkkrs gSaA fdlh
lekpkj i= dh rjgA ysfdu ;s egt lekpkj i= ugha gksrs Fks cfYd Nk=&Nk=kvksa dh
laosnuk dks txkus dk l'kDr ek/;e Hkh gksrs FksA

iSEQysV ds ek/;e ls Nk= leqnk; rd u flQZ ns'k nqfu;k dh v|ru lwpuk,a vklkuh
ls igqap tkrh gSa cfYd ts,u;w eas Nius okys iSEQysV~l ledkyhu jktuhfrd] lkekftd vkSj
vkfFkZd ?kVukØe ds izfr Nk=&Nk=kvkas dks lsUlVkbt djus eas Hkh egRoiw.kZ gksrs gSaA
iSEQysV~l dh ijEijk gesa dbZ ckj bfrgkl esa FkksM+k ihNs Hkh ys tkrh gSaA vktknh ls igys dh
ml ijaijk ls tksM+rh gSa ftldh cqfu;kn [kqnhjke cksl] Hkxr flag vkSj yktir tSlksa ds gkFkksa
iM+h FkhA 1947 eas Hkkjr ds vktkn gksus ds ckn vkt 21oha lnh ds nwljs n'kd rd dk lQj
<sj&lkjs jktuhfrd mrkj&p<+ko vkSj lkekftd] rduhdh vkSj lkaLÑfrd cnykoksa ls Hkjk
iM+k gSA Hkwe.Myhdj.k vkSj blls tfur ekuoh; thou dh pqukSfr;ka Hkh c<+h gSaA lapkj vkSj
rduhdh Økafr us gekjs fy, fur ubZ e'khusa vkSj ek/;e iSnk fd;s gSa] ftudk mi;ksx vkt
iwjk fo'o dj jgk gSA cnyrs&cnyrs ge vkt bruk cny pqds gSa fd gekjs gkFk ls dye
fQly lk x;k gSA dye dk flikgh vc ge vius cPpksa dks dye idM+uk ugha fl[kkrsA
gekjh maxfy;ka dEI;wVj ds dh cksMZ vkSj eksckby ds cVu ij fFkjdrh gSaA fuf'pr rkSj ij
fo|qrh; rkjksa vkSj ladsrksa }kjk v/;;u&v/;kiu ds {ks= eas Hkh vlkfu;ka iSnk gqbZ gSaA ysfdu
;g Hkh lR; gS fd blus ys[ku dh ijaijkxr fof/k;ksa ls f[kyokM+ Hkh fd;k gSA {k.k Hkj esa fdlh
lans'k dks ,d egk}hi ls nwljs egk}hi rd igqapkuk laHko gSA ysfdu laosnukvksa ds VwVrs&fc[kjrs
lalkj dks cpkuk eqf'dy gksrk tk jgk gSA bl lanHkZ eas ts,u;w ds iSEQysV~l egt Nk=
leqnk; ds jktuhfrd lksp dh vfHkO;fDr Hkj ugha gksrs cfYd ,d laosnuk;qDr vkSj laokn;qDr
lekt ds fuekZ.k vkSj fodkl ds l'kDr ek/;e gksrs gSaA ;fn ns[kk tk; rks rsth ls cnyrs
oSf'od ifjfLFkfr;kas esa ,d vge pqukSrh c<+rh gqbZ laoknghurk vkSj laosnughurk gSA

ts,u;w ds vlkbuesUV~l ;gka ds Nk=&Nk=kvkas dks gkWLVy ls Ldwy vkSj Ldwy  ls
ykbczsjh rd [kwc nkSM+krs gSaA ykbczsjh eas cSBdj vlkbuesUV~l dks iwjk djuk dfBu dk;Z gksrk
gSA ysfdu iSEQysV~l bl dfBu dk;Z dks vklku cukus esa ennxkj gksrs gSaA i<+us dh vknr
gks ;k fy[kus dh dyk nksuksa gh n`f"V ls iSEQysV~l gekjh lgk;rk djrs gSaA iSEQysV~l ls tqM+h
,d jkspd ckr tks bl oDr ;kn vk jgh gS] crkrk gwaA tc eSa 1998 bZ- esa igyh ckj ,d
vlkbuesUV ¼VeZ isij½ fy[k jgk Fkk rks esjs ,d lhfu;j us crk;k fd ^^oks rks iSEQysV~l ds
ihNs ds [kkyh fgLls ij gh viuk vlkbuesV~l fy[k fy;k djrs gSaA** eSaus gSjkuh ls muls iwNk
fd ^fQj Qs;j djrs gksaxsA* mUgksaus crk;k fd ^^ugha iSEQysV~l ij gh Qs;j djrs gSaA** dguk
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pkgrk gwa fd ts,u;w ls igys vkSj u gh ckr esa vc rd dksbZ ,slh txg ns[kh tgka bruh
vn~Hkqr ckrsa gksrh gksaA bls fo'ofo|ky; esa O;kIr vkfFkZd fofo/krk dk uke fn;k tkuk pkfg,A
ftldh otg ls xjhc ?kjksa ls vkus okys Nk=&Nk=kvksa }kjk iSEQysV~l ds mi;ksx ij VhplZ
ukjkt ugha cfYd [kq'k gksrs gSaA vkSj blls dgha vf/kd [kq'kh dh ckr bl rjg dh rjdhcksa
dh [kkst dj fofHkUu oLrqvkas dh mi;ksfxrk dks c<+kus ij gksrh gSA

gkWLVy vkSj dSUVhu ls ysdj ,M CykWd] ykbczsjh vkSj gj txg gkFkksa ls cuk, x,
iksLVj vuk;kl gh gekjk /;ku viuh vksj vkdf"kZr djrs gSaA ;s iksLVj vke iksLVj ugha gksrs
FksA iksLVjkas ds rhu i{kksa ij /;ku fnykuk pkgrk gwa] ftlds izHkko ls 'kk;n gh dksbZ vNwrk
jgrk gSA igyk ;g fd laokn djrs ;s iksLVj Nk=&Nk=kvksa eas ns'k&nqfu;k dh leL;kvkas ds
izfr ckSf)dle>nkjh fodflr djrs gSaA nwljk ;g fd bu iksLVjksa esa tks jpukRedrk gksrh gS
og fdlh izsl ls Nih iksLVj esa feyuk eqf'dy gSA rhljk ;g fd iksLVj odZ'kki mu
Nk=&Nk=kvkas dh jpukRed izfrHkk dks mHkkjus dk volj iznku djrk gS tks vcrd fdUgha
dkj.kksa ls oafr jg x, gksrs gSaA

odZ'kki flQZ iksLVjkas ds gh ugha gksrs gSa cfYd bl fo'ofo|ky; eas Mªkek Dyc] E;wftd
Dyc] fyVªsjh Dyc vkSj odZ'kki Hkh gqvk djrs gSaA ;s odZ'kki Hkh u;s&iqjkus fo|kfFkZ;kas esa ,d
gsYnh laokn LFkkfir djrs gSaA fnypLi ckr ;g gS fd bu Dycksa dk izfrfuf/kRo yksdrkaf=d
rjhds ls pqus x, izfrfuf/k gh djrs gSaA fdlh fo'ofo|ky; eas ,slh NksVh&NksVh yksdrkaf=d
laLFkkvksa dk vkfLrRo flQZ vkSipkfjdrk ugha gksrh cfYd bu laLFkkvkas ds rRok/kku eas
le;&le; ij vk;ksftr gksus okys dk;ZØeksa eas Nk=&Nk=kvksa vkSj VhplZ dh cM+h la[;k esa
mifLFkfr laokn dh Mksj dks vkSj etcwr djrh gSA

lp dgwa rks ts,u;w dh u dsoy HkkSxksfyd fLFkfr foy{k.k gS cfYd bl fo'ofo|ky;
dh <sjksa ijaijk,a vius vki eas vn~Hkqr gSa] tks ns'k vkSj nqfu;k dks vkbuk fn[kkrs gSaA bl
fo'ofo|ky; dh yksdrkaf=d ijaijk ns'k vkSj nqfu;k ds le{k vkn'kZ izLrqr djrs gSaA lafo/
kku dh izLrkouk esa mfYyf[kr lekurk] Lora=rk] U;k;] iaFkfujis{krk vkSj lektokn dh ewy
Hkkouk ;gk¡ ds 'kSf{kd vkSj lkeqnkf;d thou dk vfHkUu vax gSA bl fo'ofo|ky; esa lhfu;j



72

vkSj twfu;j LVwMsUVl esa dksbZ Hksn ughaA de ls de eSa ftrus le; rd ;gka Nk= jgk rc
rd fdlh dh jSfxax ugha ns[khA ch-,-] ,e-,-] ,e-fQy- vkSj ih,p-Mh- gj dkslZ esa i<+us okys
Nk=&Nk=k ,d lkFk Hkkstu djrs gq,] ckr djrs gq, vkSj ;kstuk,a cukrs gq, ns[ks tk ldrs
gSaA vkil esa bl rjg dk lkgp;Z lh[kus ds u, volj iznku djrk gS u fd lh[kus&fl[kkus
dh izfØ;k esa fdlh rjg dh ck/kk mRiUu djrk gSA xkSjryc gS fd bykgkckn] ch-,p-;w-] ,-
,e-;w- vkSj Mh-;w- bl ekeys eas fcYdqy vyx gSA cgjgky >sye esl dh ,d NksVh lh ?kVuk
dk ftØ d:axkA eSa vHkh uokUrqd Nk= FkkA Hkkstu djus ds i'pkr okVj dwyj esa gh gkFk
/kksus yxkA eq>s ;g irk ugha Fkk fd bl VSad dk iz;kstu ikuh ihuk Fkk u fd gkFk /kksukA
gkWLVy ds ,d lhfu;j us eq>s crk;k fd gkFk ok'k csflu esa /kksrs gSaA eq>s mudh ckrsa cqjh ugha
yxhaA eSaus lh[kk fd ikuh ihus dh txg dqYyh ugha djrsA blls dgha vf/kd ;g lh[kk fd
fdlh Hkh xyr ckr dks jksdu ds fy, gkSalys dh t:jr gksrh gSA

Tkkfr] /keZ vkSj leqnk; Hkkjrh; lekt ds fof'k"V y{k.k gSaA vjkoyh dh Jsf.k;ksa] ftls
fnYyh jht+ dgk tkrk gS] ij vofLFkr bl fo'ofo|ky; es HksnHkko ds LkaLFkkxr <kaps ugha gSa
ftl izdkj ls gekjh lkekftd O;oLFkk esa ik, tkrs gSaA lekurk egt Nk=ksa&Nk=ksa vkSj
Nk=kvksa&Nk=kvkas rd lhfer ugha cfYd jkf= ds nks cts ts,u;w dh dVhyh >kfM+;ksa ls gksdj
gkWLVy ls ykbczsjh vkSj Ldwy vkWQ ykbQ lkbalst rd yM+fd;ksa dk csjksd&Vksd] cs[kkSQ
vkuk&tkuk Lora=rk vkSj lekurk dk vkn'kZ izLrqr djrk gSA blh lanHkZ esa ***** Hkh izklafxd
gks tkrk gSA Kkr gks fd lqizhe dksVz ds funsZ'kkuqlkj **** tSlh laLFkk dh LFkkiuk ns'kO;kih Lrj
ij djuk ljdkj dk y{; gS ysfdu ts,u;w dks NksM+dj 'kk;n gh dksbZ LFkku ;k laLFkku ,slk
gS tgk¡ fyax vk/kkfjr HksnHkko vkSj 'kks"k.k dks jksdus ds fy, O;fDr dks lsalVkbt djus tSlh
dksbZ ;qfDr izHkkoh <ax ls ykxw gSA fdlh Hkh lekt ;k leqnk; esa gj rjg ds yksxksa dk gksuk
ykteh gSA lks ts,u;w Hkh bl fofo/krk dk xokg gSA ckr ml le; dh gS tc eSa >sye gkWLVy
dk izslhMsUV pquk x;k FkkA gkWLVy izslhMsUV dh reke ftEesnkfj;ksa esa ,d vge dke Annual

Hostel Day Celebration ¼gkWLVy ukbV½ dks lQyrkiwoZd lEiUu djkuk gksrk gSA ts,u;w
iz'kklu fiNys dbZ o"kks± ls bl iz;kl esa Fkk fd lHkh gkWLVYl dks feykdj ,d lesfdr
dk;ZØe gksA blds ihNs iz'kklu dh lcls cM+h nyhy yM+fd;ksa dks Tease djus ¼NsM+us½ dh
c<+rh gqbZ ?kVuk,a FkhaA bl fo"k; ij lHkh Nk=koklka ds v/;{k vkSj Nk= la?k rFkk Mhu ds chp
ehfVax gqbZ vkSj urhtk ;g fudyk fd lHkh izfrfuf/k feydj  Self Vigilance fd  Team cuk,axs
vkSj bl rjg dh ?kVukvksa dks gksus ls jksdus esa iz'kklu dh enn djsaxsA ge lHkh us gkWLVy
ukbV dk O;fDrxr lq[k R;kxdj bl ckr dks lkfcr fd;k fd lsDlqvy gjklesaV dks jksdus
ds fy, fdlh lkekftd lekxe dks lekIr ugha fd;k tkuk pkfg,A cfYd ,sls vk;kstuksa dks
vkSj mRlkg ls djds ;g lans'k nsuk pkfg, lkekftd lekxe yksxksa dks tksM+us ds fy, gksrk
gS u fd rksM+us ds fy,A oSls Hkh gesa i<+kbZ iwjh djus ds ckn ,d ckj fQj mlh lekt esa okil
tkuk gS tgk¡ lsDlqvy gjklesaV dh ?kVuk,a cM+s iSekus ij ?kfVr gksrh gSaA blfy, Nk=&Nk=kvksa
dks lsUlVkbt djuk gh ns'k vkSj lekt ds nh?kZdkfyd fgr eas gSA
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o"kZ 1991 Hkkjr esa vkfFkZd lq/kkjksa ds uke jgk rks 1992 ckcjh efLtn ds fo/oa'k ds
dkj.k bfrgkl esa ntZ gqvkA bu o"kks± esa eSa bykgkckn esa lh-,-oh- b.Vj dkWyst esa Nk= FkkA
blh nkSjku eSaus lquk Fkk fd ts,u;w ls i<+kbZ djus ds ckn 10000&15000 rd dh ukSdjh rqjar
fey tkrh gSA jkstxkj gj gky esa t:jh gSA 1986 dh ubZ f'k{kk uhfr esa Hkh O;olk;ijd f'k{kk
ds izlkj ij tksj fn;k x;k gS vkSj ubZ vkfFkZd uhfr;ksa ds pyrs f'k{kk esa futh {ks= dk gLr{ksi
c<+k gSA fiNys chl cjl esa O;olk; ds u, volj vo'; l`ftr gq, gSa ysfdu vkfFkZd lq/
kkjksa ls tfur f'k{kk ds cktkjhdj.k ds vuqHko geas ;s Hkh crkrs gSa fd fQLdy fMQhflV dks
laHkkyus esa f'k{kk dh ewy Hkkouk vkSj mn~ns';ksa dh vogsyuk Hkh gqbZ gSA csyxke Qhl o`f) vkSj
lsYQ QkbusaLM dkslZst ds dkj.k vke Nk= f'k{kk ds vusd voljksa ls oafpr gSaA

ekStwnk ifjfLFkfr;ksa esa ts,u;w tSls fo'ofo|ky; dk vkfLrRo mEehn dh fdj.k
fn[kkrk gSA bl fo'ofo|ky; dh ,Mfe'ku ikWfy'kh vkSj yksdrkaf=d ijaijk dqN ,slh gS fd
;gk¡ lekt ds gj rcds vkSj gj oxZ ds Nk=&Nk=k viuh ;ksX;rk ds vk/kkj ij izos'k ikrs gSaA
;gk¡ Nk=&Nk=k fo'ofo|ky; eas miyC/k lalk/kuksa rd fyax] tkfr] /keZ ;k {ks= ds vk/kkj ij
gksus okys HksnHkko ds fcuk gh viuh igqap j[krs gSaA futh rkSj ij eSa dg ldrk gwa fd eSaus
ts,u;w dks blds mPp f'k{kk dh xq.kkRed fo'ks"krkvksa ls gh ugha cfYd blls dgha vf/kd
bldh yksdrkaf=d ijaijkvksa ds dkj.k le> ikrk gwaaA njvly ;g fo'ofo|ky; f'k{kk dk
csgrj ekgkSy rks nsrk gh gS lkFk eas vkxkeh thou ds fy, ,slh yhMjf'ki ds cht rRo rS;kj
djrk gS tks vU; fo'ofo|ky; eas vizkI; gSaA ewykf/kdkjksa dh ckr gks ;k fQj ewy drZO;ksa dh
;k Hkkjr ds dY;k.kdkjh jkT; gksus dh] lafo/kku ds gj micU/k dks ;gk¡ O;ogkj :i esa ns[kk]
le>k vkSj eglwl fd;k tk ldrk gSA

dY;k.kdkjh jkT; ls ,d ckr ;kn vkbZA 1998&2000 ds le; esa ts,u;w dk Mhu
dk;kZy; ̂ ^Mhu vkWQ LVwMsUVl osyQs;j** dgykrk FkkA ysfdu ckn ds le; eas ̂ osyQs;j* 'kCn
frjkfgr dj fn;k x;kA vkSj Mhu dk;kZy; ̂ ^Mhu vkWQ LVwMsUVl** cu dj jg x;kA esjs dgus
dk vFkZ ;g gS fd 'kk;n ,slk u, vkfFkZd lq/kkjksa ds ncko esa gqvk gksA blh rjg fiNys
rhu&pkj cjlksa esa dSEil lqUnjhdj.k vkSj ejEer ds uke ij fofuek.kZ ds tks dke gq, vkSj
fd, tk jgs gSa] muesa Hkh osyQs;j de cfYd fodkl ds u, izfrekuksa dks Nwus dh dksf'k'k vf/
kd fn[krh gSA 'kk;n lknxh;qDr dqrkZ vkSj >ksys esa lqUnjrk ns[kus&ij[kus okys Nk=ksa dh
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igpku gh feVrh tk jgh gSA buQkeZs'ku&VsDuksykWth dh ?kwi&Nko¡ esa toku gksrh u;h ih<+h
ts,u;w dks u, vk;ke ns jgh gSA

Tkkfgj gS izxfr'khy vkSj cqf)thfo;ksa dk fo'ofo|ky; ts,u;w Hkh vkt Hkwe.Myhdj.k
tfur pqukSfr;ksa ls nks&pkj gSA ftu Nk= vkanksyuksa ds cy ij ns'k ds ;qok ukt djrs Fks] ÅtkZ
izkIr djrs Fks] vkt ogk¡ Hkh Nk= la?k ij izfrca/k gSA 2007 esa NDTV dh fjiksVZ dh fjiksVZj vèrk
iz/kku us tc eq>ls fyaxnksg deh'ku dh laLrqfr;ksa ds ts,u;w esa ykxw djus dh laHkkouk ds ckjs
esa esjs fopkj tkuus pkgs Fks rks ml le; eSaus dgk Fkk fd laHko gS] ns'k ds nwljs fo'ofo|ky;ksa
esa bl deh'ku dh laLrqfr;ksa ds vuq:i Nk= la?kksa ds pquko gksus yxsaA ysfdu ts,u;w ds Nk=
la?k ds dk;Ziz.kkyh vkSj dk;Z'kSyh dks ns[krs bls ykxw djuk laHko ugha gksxkA rhu&pkj cjl ckn
vc lksprk gwa fd eSa fdruk xyr FkkA fyaxnksg dh laLrqfr;ksa ds vuq:i pquko djkuk rks nwj dh
ckr ;gk¡ rks iwjk dk iwjk Nk= la?k gh izfrcaf/kr gSA bls eSa VªstMh dgwaxkA ,d ,slh VªstMh tks
flQZ ts,u;w dh ugha cfYd lewps ns'k ds fo'ofo|ky;ksa dh VªstMh gSA

ts,u;w dh ekStwnk fLFkfr fpUrktud vkSj fujk'kktud gS t:j ysfdu izksQlj vkuan
dqekj dh ckrksa ij ;dhu djsa rks tc lkjs jkLrs can gks ,d gksa rks ,sls esa bfrgkl esa FkksM+k ihNs
ns[kuk pkfg,A ogha ls u;h ÅtkZ vkSj LQwfrZ izkIr gksrh gSA bl lanHkZ esa lu~ 2005 dk usLys
vkmVysV ds f[kykQ Nk= vkanksyu gesa jkLrk fn[kkrk izrhr gksrk gS fd fdl rjg bl ns'k
esa rsth ls c<+rs dkWjiksjsV izHkko dks /kwy pVk;k tk,A ;kn vkrs gSa oks fnu tc dSEil ds Nk=
fcuk oSpkfjd vkSj jktuhfrd HksnHkko ds cM+h rknkn esa usLys vkmVysV ds fojks/k esa py jgs
vkanksyu dk fgLlk cus FksA vkSj dkjiksjsV oYMZ dks lans'k fn;k Fkk fd ge mRikn dk misHkkx
djsaxs u fd miHkksDrkoknh laLd`fr dk vuqdj.k djsaxsA usLys dks viuk vkmVysV gVkuk iM+k
FkkA ts,u;w lh[k nsrk gS fd fdl izdkj oSf'od lanHkks± esa dkWjiksjsV fo'o }kjk izk;ksftr
miHkksDrkoknh laLÑfr ls [kqn dks v{kq.; j[krs gq, fodkl dh ubZ eaftyksa rd igap tk,A

cgjgky ;s ?kVuk,a esjs fy, blfy, [kkl gSa D;ksafd jktuhfrd :i ls vyx&vyx
[kseksa esa caVs Nk= leqnk; dk dkWeu b''wt ds fy, dkWeu IysVQkeZ ij vkuk ts,u;w dh
foy{k.k fo'ks"krk jgh gSA bl ckr dk eSa nkos ds lkFk blfy, Hkh fy[k ik jgk gwa¡ D;ksafd eSaus
panw ij cuh fQYe esa ns[kk Fkk fd panw ds fy, vkanksyujÙk Nk=&Nk=kvka eas oks psgjs Hkh 'kkfey
Fks tks muls jktuhfrd lgefr ugha j[krs FksA

eSa le>rk gw¡ fd >sye Nk=kokl vkSj blds rRok/kku esa vk;ksftr gksus okys pkV
egklEesyu ds ftØ ds fcuk esjs vuqHko dk ;g fgLlk v/kwjk jgsxkA ts,u;w  fo'ks"kdj >sye
esl dh <sj lkjh ppkZvksa&ifjppkZvkas esa ,d izeq[k fo"k; pkV ijaijk dk gksrk gSA ftldk
vfHkizk; viuh fo}rkiw.kZ ckrksa dks iwjs foLrkj ls dgus ls gSA izos'k ds le; tc dksbZ Nk=
gkWLVy esa vkrk gS vkSj ;fn de le; esa gh Nk=kokfl;kas ds lkFk ?kqy&fey tkrk gS rks iqjkus
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Nk=koklh ;g dgrs ugha Fkdrs gSa fd Mhu vkWfQl eas cSBs Jh xqykVh budh pkV {kerkvksa dks
ns[krs gq, gh isfj;kj] dkosjh ;k vU; Nk=kokl ds vkxzg dks Bqdjkdj bUgsa >sye Hkstk gSA
>sye Nk=kokl dh dqN 'kCnkofy;ka tks ;kn jg x;ha gSaA fdlh uokxUrqd ds fy, vkil esa
Nk= dqN bl ygts esa ckr djrs gSa ^^vkt gh fxjs gSa** ¼;kfu vkt gh vk, gSa½] ^^dgk¡ foyqIr
gks x, Fks lj** ¼vFkkZr dgk¡ pys x, Fks½ oxSjgA >syeoklh bu 'kCnkofy;ksa dks pkV Hkk"kk dk
uke nsrs gSaA pkV Hkk"kk tkdj tqM+rh gS gksyh dh iwoZ la/;k ij vk;ksftr gksus okys pkV
egklEesyu lsA ofj"B Nk=ksa ls irk pyrk gS fd pkV egklEesyu dh ijaijk vkt ls djhc
,d n'kd iwoZ 'kq: gqbZ FkhA bl ijaijk dh LFkkiuk dk Js; Hkkjrh; Hkk"kk dsUnz ds 'kks/k Nk=
Mk- gfjvkse dk gS tks laizfr dkuiqj ds ftykf/kdkjh gSaA /kU; gks Mk- lkgc] chM+h&flxjsV vkSj
xaxk <kck dk u'kk D;k igys ls gh de Fkk!] tks ;gk¡ ds Nk= leqnk; dks pkV egklEesyu
dk okf"kZd u'kk idM+k fn;kA izR;sd o"kZ gksus okys bl vk;kstu esa eq>s 1999 esa ,d n'kZd Nk=
ds :i esa Hkkx ysus dk ekSdk feykA >sye esl n'kZdksa ls [kpk[kp Hkjk FkkA izksQslj iq#"kksÙke
vxzoky eq[; vfrfFk dh dqlhZ dks 'kq'kksfHkr dj jgs FksA x| vkSj dkO; esa #fp j[kus okys
viuh jpukRed {kerkvksa dk Hkjiwj izn'kZu dj jgs FksA ysfdu >sye ds fuoklh dfo ân;
Hkjr izlkn f=ikBh dks eap ls mrjuk iM+k FkkA ih-,p-Mh- iwjk djus ds ckn Hkjr th dks
mÙkjiwoZ esa ySDpjf'ki dk in feyk ysfdu 'kks/k Nk= jgrs oks dHkh eap ls viuh dforkvksa dk
okpu ugha dj ldsA 1999 ds pkV lEesyu dh ,d etsnkj ckr ;g Hkh gS fd lHkh Nk=&Nk=k
pkV egkuqHkkoksa dks lqu vkSj ns[kdj vkuafnr gks jgs FksA ysfdu lSdM+ksa dh HkhM+ ¼tks
c<+rs&c<+rs vc gtkjksa esa yxrh gS½ esa eq[; vfrfFk vxzoky lj dk psgjk Øks/k ls QVk tku
iM+rk FkkA lEesyu dh lekfIr ij mUgksaus Nk=ksa ds fy, nks 'kCn esa <sjksa mins'k fn, FksA
lryt Nk=kokl ds okMsZu vkSj Hkkjrh; Hkk"kk dsUnz esa ySDpjj gksus ds ckn Hkh mUgsa nsj rd
ns[kus dh reUuk ,u-Mh-Vh-oh- ij gh iwjh gksrh FkhA la?k yksd lsok vk;ksx ds lnL; euksfur
gksus ds ckn ;g volj Hkh tkrk jgk gSA

pkV lEesyu dk vkus okys fnuksa esa bruk foLrkj gqvk fd ;g vk;kstu pkV lEesyu
ls egklEesyu dgk tkus yxkA bldk vk;kstu >sye gkWLVy ds esl ls ckgj cSMfeUVu dksVZ
ij gksus yxkA 2004&05 esa tc eSa gkWLVy izslhMsUV Fkk] ml o"kZ bldk vk;kstu gkWLVy ds
vUnj vofLFkr ml xM~<s esa gqvk ftldh xM~<s ds :i esa dksbZ mi;ksfxrk ugha FkhA blh o"kZ
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bl xM~<s dks pkVyhyk eSnku dgk x;kA blh o"kZ igyh ckj >sye pkV lEesyu dk ehfM;k
okyksa us ykbo dojst Hkh fd;kA

cgjgky >sye esl vkSj cSMfeUVu dksVZ ls gksrk gqvk ;g egkLkEesyu >syu ykWu rd
igqap pqdk gSA ts,u;w esa bl rjg ds vk;kstu dh lQyrk ;gh gS fd ;g vk;kstu ns'k ds
fdlh Hkh fgLls esa gksus okyh gksyh dh gqM+nax ls vyx gksrk gSA fdlh ij O;fDrxr
NhaVkd'kh ls nwj ;g egklEesyu gkL; ds xqCckjks esa laosnuk ds bUnz/kuq"kh; jax fy, gksrk gSA

laizfr eSa ts,u;w ds fQYVj okVj vkSj >sye ds Lokfn"V Hkkstu ls nwj iwok±apy ds
xkthiqj ftyk ds xzkeh.k {ks= ds cky ân; dh xgjkb;ksa dks le>us dh dksf'k'k dj jgk gw¡A
ts,u;w ls HkkSxksfyd nwjh gS t:j ysfdu [kq'kh vkSj lUrqf"V bl ckr dh gS fd ts,u;w ds
vuqHko ix&ix ij dke vkrs gSaA Qslcqd ij tc xaxk ds ek/;e ls vuqHko fy[kus dh lwpuk
feyh rks ;knsa rktk gks mBhaA vc tcfd ;knksa dks 'kCnksa vkSj okD;ksa ds ek/;e ls fy[kus dh
dksf'k'k dj jgk gw¡ rks ,slk eglwl dj jgk gw¡ fd <sj lkjs pV~Vku] pV~Vkuksa ij fLFkr <kcs]
vksisu fFk,Vj] dVhyh >kfM+;ksa okys isM+&ikS/ks fo'ks"kdj veyrk'k ds Qwy] lryt ls dkosjh
ds chp ds vthc [kq'kcw okys o`{k] <sjkas ixMafM;ka vkSj yky jax dh bekjrsa vkSj bu ixMafM;ksa
rFkk bekjrksa esa ?kwers fQjrs izxfr'khy fopkjksa dh Jà[kyk] VhplZ dk nksLrkuk O;ogkj] 9-30
cts dh xaxk <kck ls rkIrh rd ds tqywl] Fksfll tek djus dk izslj vkSj fgyVkWi dh p<+kbZ]
615 ls eqfujdk] csj ljk;] olar fogkj vkSj ljkstuh ekdsZV dh ;k=k oxSjg fp= ;gha dgha
vkl&ikl gh fc[kjs gSaA ;s fp= eq>s ,d fo'ofo|ky; dh HkkSxksfyd vofLFkfr vkSj f'k{k.k
O;oLFkk dh rLohj ugha fn[kkrs cfYd yksdrkaf=d O;oLFkk dk n'kZu djkrs gSaA
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JAWAHARLAL NEHRU UNIVERISTY

The University conducts Entrance Examination in the middle of May every year for admission to various
full-time programmes of study at various Centres spread all over India and in Kathmandu (Nepal).

CATEGORY ‘A’ - ADMISSION THROUGH ENTRANCE EXAMINATION:
M.Phil/Ph.D. in International Politics, International Organisation, Diplomacy and Disarmament, Political
Geography; International Legal Studies; International Trade & Development; South Asian, Central Asian,
Southeast Asian & Southwest Pacific Studies; Chinese, Japanese and Korean Studies; West Asian, North
African and Sub-Saharan African Studies; Canadian, United States & Latin American Studies; European Studies;
and Russian & Central Asian Studies, French, German, Arabic, Russian, Chinese, Persian, Hindi, Urdu, Hindi
Translation, English, Linguistics, Spanish and Japanese,  Economic Studies and Planning; Historical Studies;
Political Studies; Regional Development (Geography, Economics, Population Studies); Social Systems
(Sociology); Educational Studies (Psychology, Sociology, Economics and History of Education); Social Medicine
and Community Health; Studies in Science Policy and Philosophy, Life Sciences, Environmental Sciences, Arts
& Aesthetics, Sanskrit Studies, and  Law and Governance. M.Phil/Ph.D. and M.Tech/Ph.D. in Computer and
Systems Sciences.  Pre-Ph.D./Ph.D. in Physical Sciences, Chemical Sciences, Mathematical Sciences,
Biotechnology, Computational Biology & Bioinformatics and Molecular Medicine. MPH/Ph.D. Master of Public
Health. M.Phil in Portuguese. M.Tech. in Computational and Systems Biology. Master of Computer Applications
(MCA). M.A. in Politics (with specialisation in International Relations). Economics (with specialisation in the
World Economy), Geography, History, Economics, Political Science, Sociology, English, Linguistics, Sanskrit,
Hindi, Urdu, Persian, Arabic, Chinese, Japanese, Korean, French, German, Russian, Spanish and Arts &
Aesthetics.  M.Sc. in Life Sciences, Environmental Sciences and Physics. B.A. (Hons) in Persian, Arabic,
Chinese, Japanese, Korean, French, German, Russian and Spanish (with entry points to both 1st and 2nd
year).

CATEGORY ‘B’ - DIRECT ADMISSION TO PH.D. PROGRAMME: The University admits a limited number of
candidates directly to Ph.D. programme on the basis of their performance in viva voce examination  (without
Entrance Examination) both in Monsoon and Winter Semesters in all Schools/Centres. In addition direct admission
to Ph.D. is also offered in Centre for comparative Politics and Political Theory,  Adult Education, Women’s
Studies and Study of Discrimination and Exclusion.

CATEGORY ‘C’ - JRF HOLDERS: The University also admits a limited number of candidates to M.Phil./Ph.D.
and Pre-Ph.D./Ph.D programmes who have qualified a National Test entitling them to a JRF in Schools of Life
Sciences, Physical Sciences, Environmental Sciences, Computer & Systems Sciences, Information Technology
and Biotechnology without appearing in the Entrance Examination.

FOREIGN NATIONALS:   Every year foreign nationals are admitted to various programmes of study under the
following categories (a) Self-financing Students {i) through Entrance Examination  {ii) through ‘In Absentia” (b)
Under the Cultural Exchange Fellowship Programme of Govt. of India. (c) As Casual Students to audit the
courses (not leading to award of any degree) Foreign nationals seeking admission in any of the categories
under (a) and (b) above will have to satisfy the minimum eligibility criteria for admission to the various
programmes of study as prescribed by the University.

RESERVATION OF SEATS:   University provides reservation to candidates belonging to SC, ST, OBC and PH
categories as per norms prescribed for the purpose.

HOW TO APPLY:  For details regarding availability of Application Form for admission to various programmes of
study and other detailed information, the candidates may refer to JNU website: http://www.jnu.ac.in
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Offset Printing, Screen Printing, Graphic Designing, Logo Designing
B/W & Colour Printout, B/W & Colour Photostat, Smart Card

Flex, All Binding, Gift Items & General Supplier
COMPLETE UNIT OF SCREEN AND OFFSET PRINTING
Office: 62/4D & 61-C, Ber Sarai, Opp. JNU Old Campus, New Delhi-110016 INDIA
Tel.: +91-11-26966878 Mob: 9818225720, 9717994747 Fax : +91-11-26562314

E-mail: shivshakti@gmail.com

With best compliment from :

Research & Development Initiative

Profoundly influnced by academic
research in JNU, a group of JNU alumni
established Research and Development
Initiative (RDI) in  1999 with an objective
of providing quality consultancy and
research inputs to organizations
involved in grassroots development &
welfare of poor.

RDI welcomes young professionals and
senior academicians to join hands with
US in our endeavor to professionalize
social development sector in India. We
will look forward to your cooperation and
support.

Research & Development Initiative
N-9-A, Lower Ground Floor, Kalkaji

New Delhi-110019
Ph.: 011-41668025 / 26 / 27

Email: research@rdidelhi.com
Website : www.rdiindia.org

With best compliment from :

JAWAHAR BOOK CENTRE
JAWAHAR BOOKS

JAWAHAR PUBLISHERS & DISTRIBUTORS
Forty Years of Service in the (JNU Campus)

- Making of Modern India
Near Central Library, J.N.U. Campus

Ashok Majumdar
Mobile: 09313785602 Phone: 011-65923351

With best compliment from :

MUGHAL DARBAR
RESTAURANT

JNU
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With best compliment from :

Nehru Memorial Museum and Library
Teen Murti House, New Delhi

Select NMML Publications

Selection Works of Motilal Nehru: Ravinder Kumar & Panigarhi, D.N., Vol. I-VII, 1919-1931, Vikas Publications, New
Delhi

Jayaprakash Narayan Selected Works: Bimal Prasad, Vol. I-X (1929-1979),  Manohar Publications, New Delhi

Jawaharlal Nehru: A Bibliography, Vikas Publications

Indian Foreign Policy: The Indira Gandhi Years: A. K. Damodaran and U.S. Bajpai, Radiant Publishers, New Delhi

Indian Foreign Policy: The Nehru Years: B. R. Nanda, Radiant Publishers, New Delhi

Jawaharlal Nehru Correspondence, 1903-47: A Catalogue, Vikas  Publications, New Delhi

Jawaharlal Nehru on Science and Society: Baldev Singh, Nehru Memorial Museum and Library, New Delhi

Between Two Fires: Towards an Understanding of Jawaharlal Nehru’s Foreign Policy, Vol. I-II, Nehru’s Foreign Policy,
Orient Longman, New Delhi

Jawaharlal Nehru: A Communicator and Democratic Leader: A. K. Damodaran and U.S. Bajpai, Radiant Publishers,
New Delhi

Indian National Congress: A Reconstruction: Iqbal Singh, Vol. I-II (1885-1923), Manohar Publications, New Delhi

Gender and Nation, Nehru Memorial Museum and Library, New Delhi

NMML Manuscript: An Introduction, Nehru Memorial Museum and Library, New Delhi

For complete list of NMML publications, cost and their availability
Please contact: 23015333; email: programmenmml@gmail.com

Latest Publications

Development State And The Dalit Question in Madhya Pradesh Congress Response: Sudha Pai, Nehru Memorial
Museum and Library & Routledge Taylor & Francis Group, First edition: 2010 Price: Rs. 995/-, Available at:
Routledge India Laison, 912, Tolstoy House, 15-17 Tolstoy Marg, New Delhi

The Birds at Teen Murti House: Ranjit Lal, Jaya Iyer & Ayushman Chowdhary, Text & Photographs by Ranjit Lal;
Designed by Anjora Noronha; Illustrations by Anita Mahato (Rs. 30/-, First edition 2010, PP. 84, Available at NMML,
Teen Murti House, New Delhi - 110 011, Phone: 23015333, email: programmenmml@gmail.com)

Forthcoming Publications

Interrogating States Recorganisation: Culture, Identity And Politics: Sudha Pai & Asha Sarangi, Nehru Memorial
Museum and Library & Routledge Taylor & Francis Group (First edition: 2010)

Selection of Books on Mahatama Gandhi, Jawaharlal Nehru and the Indian freedom struggle are available at the
Museum Souvenir Shop, Nehru Memorial Museum and Library,  Teen Murti House, New Delhi-110  011
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Vision: A humane and equitable society where gender justice is realized.

Mission: To restructure gender relations through research, development, counseling,
capacity building,
networking & advocacy.

CSR has nearly two and a half decades of experience in research issues concerning
underprivileged areas of society, restructuring gender relations and empowering
women.
We work broadly in four areas:

Direct intervention at the community level
Knowledge and capacity building for all sectors of society
Policy level interventions
Action-oriented research

Over the years, CSR has focused its attention on women: the task of protecting their
rights, empowering them,
and understanding issues from a gender perspective.

Contact Us:
Centre for Social Research

2, Nelson Mandela Marg, Vasant Kunj, New Delhi - 110070
Phone: 91-11-26899998, 91-11-26125583 Fax: 91-11-26137823

www.csrindia.org Email address: info@csrindia.org
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