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This broadsheet aims to provide a platform for the many musings of the 

students of Ramjas College, celebrating the aazaadi to express. Here, you will 

glimpse the afsāāne of Ramjas which was collected by the Literary Society 

but never published in the form of the College Magazine. It revels in the glory 

of words, colours, poetry and Ramjas- and brings to its readers an invitation to 

join the karwaan and let the minds wander! 

 تم نے جو کالے ساۓ میرے شیشوں پہ لٹکاۓ ہیں 

 میں نے ان کی پر چھا ٸ میں یہ پھول اُ گھاۓ ہیں

 

 اِن ہی پھولوں کا یہ رنگ 

 

 تمہارے سرداروں کو اندھا کرنے کے لۓ کافی ہے

 لال رنگ، جو تمہیں گل لگ رہا ہے،یہی 

 راستے پہ سوکھا خون ہے۔ 

 

 تم خون بہا رہے ہو،

 میں باغ سینچتی جا رہی ہوں

 

 

 

 

tum ne jo kāle sāye mere sheeshoñ pe latkāye haiñ 

meine un kī parchhāi me ye phool ugāye haiñ 

Inhi phooloñ kā ye rañg 

tumhāre sardāroñ ko andhā karne key liye kāfi hai 

Yahi rañg jo tumhe gul lag rahā hai 

Rāste pe sookhā khoon hai 

tum khoon bahā rahe ho 

meiñ bāgh señchti jā rahī hoon 

                                                                                                      - Malik Irtiza 

 

 

 

 

 

 

By Wordcraft, 

The Ramjas Literary Society 

 

“If only our eyes saw souls 

instead of bodies, 

how very different 

our ideals of beauty 

would be.” 

 

                            

 

                          - Niharika Payal 

 

                                                                                           (1)                                                                                  



 
 
 
   

           

      क      क                             क    क      ब   र        क       और             

        क   क    क क        र      और                आ           क          इ                       

क  आ     क           क       क          आ                    र     इ क  र -र          क र        क         र       और          क र          

      आ                  ब  र       क     क                र        र                क      र   कर आ             102            र  ब       , 

 क    ब           क  इ क          ब            क             कर      क          र    , आ     क    र       और           र    आ र           

ब                     क           आ क   ब        क            और           आ क   क       ब                    र क     क                     

क                   , क    क   आ      क               क    क             क   और   र ब         क        क       र             क    क       

   क   क क              और      इ       क  ब      र     क        र         और           क       र Maximum Learning           ब  र      

    क      क  ब      Amphitheatre और      ECA र     क                      र     र    -    र            क       आ क              कर     र 

आ       , क                          , क      -      कर     र आ    , क   क         कर     र आ            क         र  क          र आ     और 

  र आ     -         र    आ   कर               आ     क       क        र     क                          इ   और इ          आ      र       र    

इ  र  क ,    इ  र        र बर  र            और  र ब र         क          र  क           और       इ  र              र        क         ,आ     क       

   और                 क                       और      इ         र    इ  र      क     और      र       र आ      और   र ब   र     क     र         

        क        क                          र   र  क        र         ब  क  ब     ,         ,    ब     ,   क     ,       ब       इ           क     र  

                   क  ब      र       क               र इ      क              फ़                 र    आ   कर      इ      क    क      ब  क  ब   

क    क      ब   ब  क  क  क                          क         र          क           इ               इ  र   क           क           ब    क     

         क   ब  र  र     क     र                    और                र      र    इ  र   क                   क    र                          

                                                                                                                                                                                                            - अ                                                                                                                 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

           

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“They are so frustrated.” That’s the line 

students usually use for the non-teaching staff of Ramjas College. And then you see 

Neelu, a member of the maintenance staff, working in Ramjas college for the past six 

years and you wonder if what students say about them is true enough or not. She’s 

delighted to talk about Ramjas, even more than the students are. “I love Ramjas from 

the core of my heart. The students and  teachers are really polite and friendly.” The 

honesty reflects in her eyes. “Ramjas has provided me with the means of livelihood. It 

has made me independent. I can take care of my family in a way better than before.” 

Her gratitude reminds us of the stigma that prevails, the pre-conceived notions people 

have for financially independent women, in this country, that they are too headstrong 

and self-assured, things that women are not supposed to be. In the eight to nine hours 

she spends in Ramjas every day, she feels home. She laughs when she is asked about 

her first reaction on seeing Ramjas. “I had not seen such big a college.” But with right 

guidance, provided by her colleagues, she quickly adapted herself to this vibrant, 

colorful environment and quickly gained respect for her efforts. The students she works 

so hard for appreciate her hard work. The time spent with students is what she 

cherishes the most. With smile from both the ends, the conversation ceases. We go 

back to the Amphitheatre, and on our way, we see Neelu, walking hurriedly. We see 

each other and smile, and think, that ‘Humans of Ramjas’ is ‘Humans’ because of 

people like Neelu, working here.       – Aman Sinha / Photograph by Ananya Pandey 

 

Neelu Didi 
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By Ananya Pandey 

By Aryamaan Bose 

For the current second and third year students of Ramjas College, the 

auditorium has till recently been space that, though centrally located, was 

unknown and out-of-bounds, save for the two rubble-strewn corridors on 

either side – the perfect refuge on rainy days. Through the small crack 

between the doors, a broken stage overlooking piles of dust could be seen, 

with its strangely ephemeral atmosphere roofed by open sky. The dust of 

that state of simultaneous construction and destruction has settled now; 

however, the old auditorium was host to innumerable events and visitors 

and must, like a retired professor, be remembered for the part it has played 

in the vibrant cultural life of Ramjas. Bhisham Sahni visited Ramjas in the 

80s and spoke about Tamas in the auditorium. Renown historians such as 

Irfan Habib, Romila Thapar, Tapan Raychaudhuri, Sumit Sarkar, and 

Tanika Sarkar have visited it; it witnessed Bipin Chandra’s talk on 

remembering what it was like to teach in DU in the 50s and 60s. The first 

AK Ramanujan tribute lecture was delivered by Girish Karnad in the 

auditorium, followed by a Dastaan Ram Ji Ki by Danish Hussain and 

Mahmood Farooqi. On the hundredth birth anniversary of Majaz, a day-

long programme was held in which his niece, Zarina Bhatti, and other 

acquaintances spoke. In 1998, Naseeruddin Shah and Benjamin Gilani 

performed Samuel Beckett’s play, Waiting for Godot. Lec dems by the 

Society for the Promotion of Indian Classical Music And compered by 

Gautam Bhan, was held in the early 2000s. A public meeting to discuss the 

massacres in Gujarat took  place in the auditorium in 2002. In 2004, teams 

of delegates from India, Pakistan, Bangladesh, and Sri Lanka came together 

in the auditorium for the first South Asian Economics Students’ 

 

Culture have happened in the auditorium; film screenings have been held there as well. The first queer film festival, compered 

by Gautam Bhan, was held in the early 2000s. A public meeting to discuss the massacres in Gujarat took  place in the 

auditorium in 2002. In 2004, teams of delegates from India, Pakistan, Bangladesh, and Sri Lanka came together in the 

auditorium for the first South Asian Economics Students’ Meet. In 2007, a spontaneous student mobilization against sexual 

harassment took place after students went from class to class and gathered in the auditorium to demand justice. The ICC 

orientation for the prevention of sexual harassment was thus a fitting inauguration for the new auditorium this year, for which 

classes where cancelled so that students across courses could congregate there. For students to openly talk about 

homosexuality and emotional abuse within relationships on stage in the auditorium was nothing short of historic for Ramjas 

College.                                                                                                                                                                - Ananya Pandey 

 Election Day. 

my size 5 feet run across the Vishwavidyalaya 

metro station 

toddlers distribute pamphlets to strangers 

they throw them in the air and laugh 

a simple game 

i recall my metro muses, 

the woman with fake piercings, 

a poker-face playing with Snapchat filters, 

a fool writing poetry for her lover 

a Chandni-Chowk mistress dancing to the hum of the 

train. 

do they know? 

do they know about the militarized north campus? 

the men in khaki behind the yellow barricades, 

the screaming red sirens, 

the white roads, 

graffiti replaced by misspelled names. 

 

a St. Stephen’s boy stares at my shirt 

maroon, with a white feather near my left breast 

and the name of an anti-national society. 

i jog to Ramjas, 

ID-card aunty usually smiles at me,  

today, she inspects me through the barricades 

demands to see my ID 

and pats me on the back as I go in. 

strangers cross my path 

they whisper names and numbers in my ear. 

do they know that I have a bad memory? 

 
i get in line, 

do they know that I have a bad memory? 

 

i get in line, 

the people behind me whisper names. 

their voices lost in the September haze. 

a fight breaks out. 

men grabbing each other by the throat. 

warning each other that they'll fuc 

their mothers and sisters. 

the queue reforms. 

a military silence. 

we march in.  

a ping.  

a beep.  

we're finished. 

whispers follow me as I leave Ramjas. 

i find solace in between the barricades.     

- Jaishree Kumar 
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 Viva La Vida 

 110 years of Frida

                                       By Anagha 
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My mother knows a secret language. 

The women in her family spoke to each other 

in it 

Sometimes 

When a secret had to be passed, 

When a giggle had to be handed down in a 

room full of stern men with unlaughing eyes, 

When anger had to be revealed, but only to a 

few ears which were accustomed to the sound, 

When an injury had to be shared- 

It's wound wrapped around the cotton torn off 

the edges of their uncouth sarees. 

Sisters, Mothers, Daughters, 

rolling their tongues into shapes the men 

never could understand.  

My mother's mother knew that secret 

language. 

My mother has tried teaching me the 

language. 

She sat me down and let me in on the secret, 

The giggle, the anger, the wound. 

There's something about heirlooms, 

the rough edges 

the yellowing pages 

the hazy glaze of a past.  

It's like the seed my grandmother swallowed 

Grows into a tree in my belly. 

                                             - Dipanjali Singh 

                                             - Dipanjali Singh 

 

 
Middle Class Underwear 

I fluently call myself middle-class. It is a loaded admission, I have realized. 

My avarice and ambition are conveniently vindicated because I lack the 

monetary influence to be important, but I am not so poor as to be dismissed. 

A comfortable middle-position, satiated and indifferent; stability and security, 

convenient facilitators. 

I was never fed stories or ideas of love, I was only witness to togetherness. It 

was supposed to be obvious the world was always working against me, so I 

had to push back. I was never told to worry about the contradictions of what I 

do, only their productivity and benefit. I was schooled very poorly in 

kindness, but very well in its show-casing. The aim was to make it. These 

were the lessons but my reality is far more pleasing. My parents have never 

been intimate with me, but they have been infinitely humble. I am lulled into 

peace with love that transcends understanding. 

But the theatricality of the whim that the middle-class likes to ride on has 

never unleashed itself so forgivingly as to be bundled in humor. And so, the 

tale of the middle-class underwear goes. 

The act of cleaning must involve as little purchasing activity as possible. As a 

result, all our under-wears, t-shirts, pillow cases- any cloth, gender and 

purpose indiscriminate, with enough holes to surrender usability, ends up 

becoming a scrap cloth so that on Sunday mornings, I am usually round up 

for furniture cleaning by my father, and I find myself scrubbing furniture with 

my own underwear. 

My father will sort all the washed clothes into those that are to be sent to the 

dhobi and those that are to be folded and will also go to the length of sorting 

my brother and his underclothes but will leave my mother and mine. It is a 

deliberate act of what seems like dubbed respectfulness. That was until the 

full extent of its theatricality presented itself to me: he’s been soaking spilt 

water with female tattered underwears for as long as he’s assigned himself 

the task of filling water bottles with the purified-water tap. 

I often present a frugality driven chagrin to my mother when she asks me if I 

need any more underwears. The answer has always been no and I am proud 

of it. I always have enough. Then yesterday, when the maid had not shown up 

in three days and a single underwear remained in my almirah, I forgot to 

judge the holes. I considered lack of hygiene, boredom, just-one-of-those-

days as possible reasons for the distracting discomfort I was feeling in my 

crotch. It lasted the day. Now, the thing about endurance is that it is my 

mother’s favorite sermon: she doesn’t let me take pain-killers for my period 

cramps and when I was about thirteen, probably smaller, she forced us onto a 

dilapidated DC bus which was clearly trying to push its limits of age and 

volume, while my mother was pushing my patience. So, endure, I did. It was 

a scrapped underwear that I had been wearing, used in what ways, I didn’t 

want to imagine. My only solace was that it had been washed and had 

therefore, accidentally landed in my cupboard. Or so, I like to imagine. 

                                                                                                - Anahita Nanda 
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 Contact/Feedback: 

 Email: 

wordcraftramjas@gmail.com  

 Facebook: https://www.facebook.   

com/ramjaslitsoc/ 

 Instagram: wordcraft_ramjas 
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