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Bharat Sarda

(207437TN761)
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'To fani %.aritime I nstitute

Dr. N. P. Tolani
Founder and Chair man Emeritu s
Tolani Mafitime Institute

'Reflections'is a platformbywhich the students of TMI showcase their talents,creatlrtyret<
I am dehghted to notethatihis is the 16'n edition of the 'Reflections' being broight outiy th
students of TMI. This helps in pursuingthe ultimate goal of TMI which is to focus on th
ov er alldevelopment of the students.

I offer my heafifelt greetings for their undying efforts to make this rdea ablazing succes
every year. The success is attributedto the students' tenacity and accomplishments whicl
help e d TM I to adv anc e its nam e in the m ar itime f ield.

FOLINDER.-'S
MESSACE
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PRINCIPAL'S AAESSACE

I amhappy thatthe next edition of the college magazine- Reflections' - will be published
soon.

Over the year Reflections' has mafined and now is a quality document manifesttngthe
creative side of our sfudents. The magazine provides arl averlue to the students to
showcase their work and ideas so that the same canbe shared with all and also remain
archived withthehistory of TMI.

I am a firrn believer that good creahve talent is present among our students body and
Re fl ections' is an ay enve where such talent c anb e demonstr ated.
I complim ent and congratulate the edltorial team and all contrbutors for this issue . I am
sure this initiative of theirs will lead to more endeavours, not only by these contributors
but this would also motivatetheothers.

I wish Reflections' "1.7 agreat success.

Dr. BrijendraK.Saxena
Hncipal
T olani Maritime Institute
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lfo fani *l aitime I nstitute

EDITOR'S

NOTE
Reflections'has beenvery close to my heart
from the day I became a pafi of it. The
reason was unknown but therc has always
been a desire to do more) to Present
something which the world has not seen
yet, to gle back to our very own TMI in
whatever way I can. lt was an honout and
proud privilege for me to be a pafi of the
team since year 7 andthenfinally leadthe
team.I strongly believe that thejourney is
more impofiant than the destin ation. And
cefi arn|y thi s one has b een the best.

2016-77 has seen it all. Stafirng fuom our
PM taking stern decisions like the Slurgical
Strike to Demonetisation to D onald Trump
taking charge in the US. Reflections' is
something which hasbeen a constant. This yeat we delig,htfully present "VIBES"as ou1

theme. Tfis years edition is ablend of both simplicity of the past and Slamout of the

present. The-alumni section takes the rcadersbackto the Tstbatchof TMI, ry4er9 Ye ger

i chance to rnteract with Anrcban Chakravorty Sir. Amongst the faculties Cdr. Sukantz
DasguptaSir has beengenerous enoaghto share his master pieces with us. As it is saic

thebeiuty of Reflections are Cadets, they have proved it yet again with thefu talent t
poems, articles,sketches and photogt aphs.

I would like to express myheartfelt gratrtttde to our Institute Management and1peciall1
to the staff of the Admin Office for providing us with all the resources and tn time.
couldn'thaveasked forbetter Formef Chiefs thanthe likes of KamalSir andBernish Sir

Each and every rnteraction with them was a learning experience. Special thanks tc

Rishab Malhotiafor always filling upfor me. Both me andReflections'owe alotto him.
would like to acknowledge the Efforts and guidance of our faculty members whicl
includeCaptatnLakdhawalarYandanaMa'amrPuJama'am,AndIngleSir.

Hope Reflections'77 brings to you the Vibes of freedom,.happrness, positivityrbiddin2
ad{eu, aff e ction, p er s ey er an c e, vigo r and ab ov e al 1 self - belie f .

Signing off one last time.

Vividh Sinha
Chief-Editor
Reflections'17
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CH IEF EDITCR

GRAPHICS
The making of Reflections'1 7 starte dfor me
and Yivrdh way back last year when we
started clicking together as a unit From
tlrere on we haven't looked backbecause I
firmly believe graphics can either make a
nragazine or break it. Reflections'77 is a
irrkebox when it comes to graphics. It is my
assrirance and self-belief that not only
Retlections'1 7 will be appreciatedbut it wiil
Sc't a benchmark for the years to come.
Retlections'17 is also a combination of our
srveat, tears and a lot of emofions. As we
irirbibe the qualities of teamwork, I would
li\S to appreciate and acknowledge the
eftt'rrts of Cdt. Keshav Saini for always
lr;rving a desire tolearnmore andmote as a
:arephic person. Making Reflections'was a
p., rivr.i ege a nd I take prrde inbeing associated
to it tr-rr the past Zyears.

"\'ibes" is something which we allemit and
cair feel ev_ery second. So go ahead and
encounter the inner you...

tuslrab Malhotra

CC-EDITOR
With the theme "Ylbes", we bring a
connection between our readerc and
writers to share equal perspective. The
bloo d and sw e at put in by each memb er of
our team and with steadfast guidance
from our mentors is the main reason to
bringthis editio n as awhole especially the
direct words from the founder of
ttReflections'". So, to our readers, weigh
your anchor fuomyour rmaginations and
buckle up to connect with us in our little
endeavot Cheersl

Divyansh Chaplot
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5 t"" fir e, akrndling one;
lnher soul as I look through.
To stand alone andftg;htitout,
To be the one, no one ever canbe.
Her gJeaming eyes are an abode of dreams;
To see thehodzon, towalkthe lights.
Stronger she is than any man at sea,
To sail her vessel of entity.
Transcenderfi ishervaloqtocontendtheworldalone;
Waitingeverydayattheharbourranttcipattngmyrcturn.
Never she deplores thehardships of hfe,
Calls herself ajubllant sailor's wife.

HE
TRL]E

WARRIOF
Poet

Jose Saju
(201437TP181)
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Shutterbug
Thunchan Kumar

(20,'s37TP320)
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5

lnt us- contemplate on the very famous
proverb which alsohappens to be tietopic of
this article. Every hvman is the result of the
five basic elementsl making mistakes is his
shortcoming but tory:ivi:r:rg that mistake is
God's modesty, his wisdom andhis kindness.
Certarnly eachperson is unique in his or her
own 

. 
way, some may drffer in physical

attributes whereas some may hav"
disfinguished habits, some may 

-be 
less

forfimatebut nevertheless, each onL possesses
the same heart and the same heart feels the
same pain. The question which arises is who
underctandsthat?

People offen condemn, convict and,blame God,
for every mi shap whichoccurs in the universe.
Are they too fragile to accept their own sins?
Or is it that they deliberutely coerce
themselves? These answers remain
unanswered. The smiling face is just an
illusion, intemally every hrtrnanshedsiears of
blood. Often people curse themselves for
havngtakenbirth,butwhy?

It's primitively becausetherhearts brim with
neganwty, impertinence and acrimony. They
ryaybe drowned into a pool of comforts, brit
that is funmate:rial when the heart longi for
love-gnd more impofiantly happiness. In a
wo1Id, so elaborately selfish, aliruism seems
ambigaous.

Every person solely wants to accede,
aggrandise and rule the worldl For this they
may even choose to take dishonest path, and"
thatis where humanity lac*s within humans.
P eople arc bhnd f olded, and hav e f allen into the
"Black Hole" of insolence.

Life doesn't provide us with arcdo or anundo
bulton, it doesnt efface every sin we commit.
It's high fume, the world shall reahse and,
underctand that the mountain of their sins
may break The clouds of forgiveness shall
bw st and that day is gong to be ihedoom's day
oJ mankind, eventhe alm$hty shall not spare
them.

Fortune however favours the brave and. god
favours those who favour themselves.
Sifuations may be baleful circumstances
might blrngout the worst inus and.shafter us
into pieces bul@Wthembackis the wayto
face them and blossom love in this world.

Lrfe mtghtlrre harsh and brutalbat standing up
again and hg:hting till we banish that-eil
monster stands in our way. Live and se ize every
moment until we have reached the summii.

I

81"{
t- I "$e&,uis Slurtnrr"9e

Writer
Snehadri Banik
(2016bi826e)
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liqlulinOtu
Light fades, darkness comes

Seeping into my soul, blindrngme
Encapsulating me, revivi rg me

Whispering into my ea\ coaxingme,
Holding me, changing me

Bewilder ing me, empowe ring me
Destroyingmq udingme

But when twilight approaches, daflr,aess smiles
It's job completed, it disappears,

But I cower, Ifear,
I writhe, and fade,

For the one that suppofied mehas gone,
I-eavingbehind nothir.rg but shards of the

formet me,
Seeking the euphonal once hdrlleave,

And to darlvress I rttn, and into darkness I go,
And into darkness ,l retvrn.

Poet
Noel Gonsalves

(20 r 537TN127)
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liqhtinOtu
Lrght fades, darkness comes

Seeping into my soul, blindrng me
Encapsulattng me, revivi ng me

Whisperinginto my ea\ coaxtngme)
Holding merchangingme

Bewilder ing me, empowe ring me
Destroyi ng me, aidrng me

But when twilight approaches, darh,rtess smiles
It's job completedr lt disappears,

But I cower, lfear,
I writhe, and fade,

For the one that supported mehas gone,
Leavrngbehind nothing but shards of the

formet me,
Seeking the euphonal once hdrlleavq

And to darkrress I run, andtnto darkness I go,
And into darkness, I return.

Poet
NoeI Gonsalves
(201537TN127)
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Good davs qone- better to come.
These mixdd Emotions, so dtffrcul( to

fathom.
With little we arnYed, now

gotng with so much
every fdb,;ii biiii i-da- 

God's touch.

Setting the sails for a windier tomorrow,
Toilav's strenqth we need to borrow.

"We werE wadrngthe seas,
drdn't even realise thalthe oceans have

r,rt ,ot"t3Tj3 e hope,
lest the soul becomes tfresome.

A new beqinninq-. abeautiful end.
the mtnd 17 puzzYed, who to defen6.
Bright are our,hopeS, our soul filled

with strerigth,
we will conquer the oceans of

immeasurable lengths.
Our memories will be tle-1ighling stary

oulling us out of desEair
whereve{darkness takeS us far.

The love of friends, the splendid
friendshio.

we were luckv enciuqh to see
the best of orir comrndeship.

Dedrcated to all my batchmates.

8

Poet
Saumya Suryavanshi

Batch of 2O7l

,r l Dl.?--L^t, - -,\&*.fP'.&'fu.ri ,.,% A.J-#'QfP*- - .L^t.-*,5J I *

A brain marredwithfear has no roomfor
freanns,

A fi"eart tretoi{ of warmth has no roomfor
comyassiott,

An existence yfaguedwitft hetrayaf has no room
for fove,

fo,
An{ a" souf fafen with feyression has no room

exuberance.

Yaibhav Shukla
2016ME288

l5
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%*u,throughmypteboatds,l1keabo1tof1ighfning,aw9wandtotallya|ien
thougltthit me. That,this isthe last time I arntakingexams in this school, lastttmel am
goir,fto askor tell myfriends, answers to quesfions, while sittingon thosebenches, the

Iast frme I was goingio see those faces as my invigilators. Nq I amnot Eotngto DieI On
thecontraryrlamgoingtofl y(metaphoricallyrof coursel).

How areyovsupposed to feel, when you arc aborrttoleave aplacethathasbeen,yoar
secondhomef irlast14years,permanently?JrtbrTant?Sad?Relievedthattheordealis
over, andyouhavesurvived? I-amhappy,andlamsad.lameagerlyeager-tobidadr_eu
to this lnsiitution, yet argrngtime to pause itself andletme absorb everything, while I
stillcan.

Nostalgia is an emotion thatnoone likes to fe,elryet it would notbewrong to assume

thatwe all will miss the schoo!, andeverything it stands for,someday. Maybe when
our board results come out, maybe when we get into the college of ottr
choice(Nothing wrol1g with dreaming, right?) maybe when we gtaduate, who
knows? But we will miss our schoolrthatl know.

A word that tsnites feari, *irSa-3;T;!t"y"* and borc-dom in the minds of
teenagerc(especially our senior classesl). But, these same teenagers, who can't even

beart-hir *onotonyof coming to school everyday (okay, 3 times a weekl),will someday

longto comebackio school,I know. Schoolis ac@oon)rnetaphoncalTy andhterully.

It envelopes us, binds us tqgeth er toget us to respect diversity, while atthesame ttme,
pre,panigus to facethevarious vagariesof life. It leaves its stamp on eriery rndividual,
who has-ever waked in its corridors, playe.d in its grounds, sat in these classes and

crackedjokes.

Goodbye School. It's been a joyfuljourney, that lasted for 14 years. From innocent
toddlers, to sharp rndividuats, it has been a wonderful experiencethatshall always act

asour muse.

Writer
Keshav Saini
(2016NSI33)
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Good days gone, better to come,
These mixeid dmotions, so difficult to

fathom.
With little we arrrYed,, now

going with so much,
everv fesson learnt had

" God's touch.

Setting the sails for a windier tomorrow,
Tod-ay's strength we need to borrow.

We werE wadrngthe seas,
drdn't even realise tha{the oceans have

r,rt ,,ottt3Tj3 e hope,
lest the soul becomes tiresome.

A new beqinnrnq-. abeautiful end^
the mind tK ouzzY6d. who to defend.
Bright are oir,hope3, our soul filled

with streriqth.
we will conquer t(e oceans of

immeasurable lengths.
Our memories will be tbe.).ig;hling staq

oulhnq- us out of desoatr
wh6reve idarkness takeS us far.

The love of friends, the splendid
friendshio.

we were lucky eniugh to see
the best of our com{adeship.

Dedrcated to all my batchmates.

B

Poet
Saumya Suryavanshi

Batch of 2011

A brainmarrefwitfrfeer has no roornfor
dreAms,

A heart devoif of warmth h"a"s no roomfor
comyassion,

An existence yfaguefwith hetrayaf fr.as no room
for fove,

An[ a souf faden with deyression has no room
for exuberavlce.

Valbhav Shukla
2016ME288
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But this time, to the surprise of the terrorists andthe
Indians, the government jammed through. they stood,
up for thevalaable lost lives of the nation fu declaring
a surEjcalstrike.
the soldiers no more felt as paruLyttc cripples with the

govenrment enadfurytheir backbone. The tweet by the

"We strortgly condemn the cowardly terror
attackin Uri. I assure thenattonthat those behind this
despicable attarkwill not go an1plunished."
Such was the fierceness of his words thatignited

paff.otism in almost every cittzen. And not only did he
claimit, he indeed caredthat his words spread vastly.
The surgical strike turndout to be one of the greatest

in the history. A four-hour act demonstrating how
provokingcancausefi ercerc"taliation.T-heparu
commando's, fuIly equipped, uawlfurythrough three
kilometers of mud, rocks and even landmines,
destroying all the six launch pads which were aboutto
becotne the platforms for the deaths of many such
soldiers. With choppers andM4 guns, the commandos
dominated the field with full authorrty andbtought out
trucks full of corpses of the enemies.

The whole strikc had now become the utmost
requirement to boost the plummeting trust of the
sr:ldiers. And so, iL did, cramming patriotisrn in the
hearts of every Indtan inducing chauvinism.
Thc sun lhat carlicr sccmcd to be escapinl4 thc

ncgativc ambiencc was rlow itsclf lighting it. No morc
were llrere vibes of negativity, instead a vrbe of strength
prc..verilcd amotlg,st all thc lndian hcrocs safcguatdrng
the circumf'erence of the na.tion.

Writer
Pra?,har Rakesh
(207537TP23e)
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to kni *laitime In*itute

A nibble here,
A bite there

The chewing
The gnawtng,

Deafening crunching
Myheafi

Being devoured
Biltbybit,

The slush of bloodrchoking
Residues of hope andlife

Maimedheaftbeats
Sfutter and svrrender
Beastly, bloody teeth

Break into
A cacophony of victory
Relishing the last piece
Of my flesh and muscle

To kill complete

Poet
Milind Bason

(201,537TP216)
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Writer
Angadbir Singh Kakkar
(2016NS107)

Winston Churchill once said, 'Success is not final,

fallure is not fatal;It is the courage to continuethat

counts.' A trivial failvre demotivates us to the

extent where we stop trying. When pushed to our

limits, we cower attheidea of fallure andrcmain

stagnant. Though failures are acceptedbut none

efforts made to overcome them.

People will notice the change in our attitude

towards them but won't notice their behavior

which madeus change it at first place.It is not easy

to introspect, moreover antagonizing to work on

those backdrops. But that's simply what life is

about. To fall down, to fail and to rnan up and to

show up. A loss doesn't mean an end; it is the

beginning of the course of struggle. The struggle 1(.

that we deserye and desire to achieve the

inewtable.

People shyrng away from trying is a perplexing

conundrum. A tussle between the heart and the

mind;thefear of failwe andthe lure of success. A

quagmfue so sophisticated that people end up

choosing the easy way out. It takes more efforts to

givesomethittgrtpthatwe'vestrivedf orandf ought

over and over again We just need to keep trying

and pushing and pushing again until we pass

through.Neverworryaboutf ailuresrworryabout

the chances we miss when we stop trying.

Tal?,rng about our problems is our greatest

addiction.Breakthehabfi .Wecaneithercomplain

that stem of the rose has thorns or we canrejoice

that a stem with thorns have roses. In the end, it is

not the years in our hfethat counts, it is the life in

ouryearsthat does.

ENDEAVOLIR
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o& smile is the preftiest thing which we
canwear andchangethe world .lt qeates
positive vibes andpositive abode around
irs. We can always find something to
smile aboutas it costs nothing.

Smile is an unpretentious thing that has
the power to do good for us and boosts
our-day, being th? only thing by which
any one c anb € pleased and gr attfied.

Smile engulfs a lot of benefits for our
overall prosperousness. If we turn smile
into aiablt then we can turnhappiness
p etmanently into out b ehaviot.

rn I'

Smile makes us atttactive and
begullingas it relaxe s the f acial muscles
arrA fuithermore adds a Pinch of
chafisma. Endotphins are released in
ourbrainwhen we smile ma?Jrngus feel
elevated and also lowers our stress
level.

Through smiling we share our
evJrllaruttonwithothers.

Smile makes us aPPeffi confident,
unperturbed and congenia! So if we
are dressing to impress, make sure to
wear abeautrful smile with us.
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Smile is a crazy mathematics, because it
multiplies when you divide it. Smile is an
allwing symphony which draws more
people to you rather than pushing them
away. It makes us more commrtnicaf:ve.
This can b e provedby a short story: -

' 
"Once amanboughtanew home vlitha
fruit or chid attached to it. Adj acent to his
house, therc was anold home tn which a
big family resided. One day he noticed

.s tliat his neighbors had thrown abucket
fl fuII of garbagein front of his doorrln the
I evening he took abasket fllledwith fresh' fruits and left it infront of their door,

rcfixning the favour. This happened for
many consecutive days and he did this
always with a smile glancing at
them.Few days passed his neighbors got
restless on seeing him and started
shouting that how can he not be
bothered and how canhe smile the same

way everyd ay butas they openedthe door,they got surprised to see the mannext door with
an altr active smile andb asket fu 1l of fresh fruits.

Themansaid r" oneshould always sharethethings tha!oyepossesses.-I.possess beautiful
thoughts and,imllewhich lwantio share wilh you people." Onseeing this the members of
the family felt ashamed andsorry on theirbehavior.

Hence throughthe story the message is clear that a smle canleadto peace and can
promote good relations.

Writer
ManiRatanK1rartna

(20153T1P21,O)
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ge.,utw@Qil,
Hudson Newsletter was adamarfi in his saylng2
"At the timberline where the storms strike \ rith the most fury, the sturdiest

trees are found."

We often find ourselves in situations where what seems legitimate is unattainable to
the inner as andwhat seems feasible hurts our tiny ego so much thatwe never
caruy it forth. We fry, we improvise, we seek, we fail andwe give up. We constantly
push ourselves until we rcachthatverge where we don't havemuch in our bent and
we withdraw. Is this what wehad in mind when we first commenced? Remind
yourselves of the time, frame that situation you hypothetic ally ueated to reach ovt
to something so precious that every tiny moment you fantasizedit, ablush covered
yout face.

Nothing comes in life for fre,e,neithe.r anythtngor everything comes for aprice.
Nature seems tobe the most effective government which does not let the imbalance
to persist. What comes must go andwhatgoes must punch the clockbackin some
way or other. This doesn't change the evident fact that nch shall always prosper
andpoor shall keep deteriorating physicallyrmentally andftnancially.Hvmanrrund
has aprimitive naturquit continues to waver". Thereforc, arrind that is disturbed
and excited at ttre same time for ruinimal spans affects his productivity, wellbeing,
thoughtprocessandhismotivattonalsubstance
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when amanzests up with desires andwrll,thatis when he is self-motivated'what

comes from withi; ir'*rrrt." apstheiarvest. The desire to achieve morqtoreach.your

aspfuattons, the constant determin ation and motivatton is what comes from within'

What keeps us persuasive is the consi ant reminder of beingtop notch at something'

whereearlierwe;i;Arif *ombottominmrnutehopeandeternalgleam'

The mass es are abasedrassaulted and commemoratedover their mistakes commrlted,

but never appreciated'for their 
""rtiint "s. 

Ultimately, this lies in our gr rn !y!:.y
how we wantto U" remembercd.What is stopping is us_is our own enemy, our lnner

serf which we ni" itiii, irxd"r"iwhenever lt t i"d to speak the truth. This is a

birter fact vthict *" ..rirt to face and try to decline of its own existence. our

perceyerartce, n'otiv atton andtnspttatton ui" out swords and shields' The arms, foot

andbody are siitrar to that of a'warnor who only-kn9ws that 
.he 

has to replete his

mission safe andsound. There ,rruii arways be wans that will try restrict yog from

reachingout to ;;;'i;g"t i"a at thesurr" time pushing you to overcome and move

3e{0ectior.c'17
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forward.

But to take astep confi dently, facirtgevery moment of truth with detetminatton until

vo,- reacltthe destin atton,is whatiuccess is all about. A,d that's how y'* can make

yom life more b eautifulto sustain'

Writer
Diyvansh ChaPlot
(201537TN124)
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It2s not everydaY we gradaate fuom

"rtWUi*L""t'"r 
we do, we rcflect

iiitt, who we were and what we

;;; b".o*". some things leave a

lastins rmpacton our lives while the
'.:st'i?i1^i'o-trrurtt off even 9 small

rtigmu. The four Years experlence ln

irT cartiaors of ihis institution has

G;- educattng in and out of the

;;;ffi s. Foiinst arLc% | rcc all 
.a 

few

*"rJt fV the pr ogr arn.chyr that have

imrrressed rPo"?" "gadha' Padhte
(donkeYsttdY)"'

For some this may be Hindi vul+at and

in-oarliamentary langaage but then

;;^{t;;iat the ilnatr teallY wants to

trnoattto us was the imPo\ance of
^t"I*rJg" 

and how coveted srrccess

must be earnedby learning"There is

no sho* cut to knowledge-other than

;;;;Gthe midnrght oil' Ituowledse

is anendless journeY'

With the Passage of time and the

a'ivancemint 6t mY 
- 
ste-ns as I

;;qs;.;*d, I wq9 guiddd.bYthis 13und
;i'fr"".The endleis study hours after

i;; had more rnearttng to them

;ffi1;J the tYrannrcal rclgn of the

;;^]":,we all owe due credtt to those

il;;; for making rt abovethe Passing

bar inthose tteachercus exams and

assessments.

In a tesidentral college, we are

ilt"l""d i" tnyiadactivities rcqutring

; coordinated and unanlmous
ilu^*ott at every iancture'The daily

;;;d involves 
"nLou'uging 

morales

:il;il;) t iacontemPoraries' I have

often expressed to juniols as we had

leatntfrom out t""iorc that one must

;;bt thefeat of strikingout, keeP

iir" 
-p".ton 

from playtng the,-9ame'

ii-ur'*ra Parn are 
-temPotar';y btfi the

;;;i;" ri havinsnot Performed Your

best lives forever'
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Ihavebeen fortunate to harl' from a well
to do ard protective famtly but I learnt
the importance of friends here. As we
wear the same navy whites we ate
rcminded of the fact that no malter
where our roots lie, we ate eq'aals within
these walls. It is a world without
prejudice andbias. Yariety is often said
to be the spice of life. Seeing vtbtant
sfudents from different walks of life
going through their own battles and yet
itandtqgether for one anothet is family
beyond the home fronfiers. A bond as

thickasthieves.

In conclusion, I would like to cite the
words of Achilles on the battlefield
of froy for his beloved Briseis
Should they ever tell my story, let it
be known I was in love with it
Should they ever tell my story, let it
be known it was in love with me
Should they ever tell mY story, Iet it
be known therc was a Pafiition in
thislovestory.
lndeed Tolani has been a magical
loveaffatr.
So long friends, so long Tolani.
Youwillbe missed.

21
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Signing off
Cdt. Rohan Suri
Batch of 2073
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Sketch Artist
SatyamYadav
(2016ME2s0)
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Below thebright midnight sky,
I stare at rose as it dies.

Its petals aretorn andbruised,
Such aprecious thing to losel

Yet, when I stare into the fuIl moon,
And see that it will be daytime soon.

Ihear the night echo a newborn's cries,
Signalling that a new rose hasbegan to rise.

Those petals are lush andrcd,
Dried and dead leaves rrow a distarfi memory

And once again hope fills my heatt,
I know thatlwill not fall aPart.

I lanow who I am,
Though I took some time Put,

Ihave foundmearltrlgin mY life.
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Sketch tulist
Satyam Yadav
(2016r{E2 50)
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She's still as clear inmy memories, as though she's

sitting just beside me, speaking to me in her clear
andmelancholic voice, quite an oddify ather age.

Itwas 21" of August, 2)76rthevery dayljoined
TMI. I boardedtheDeccanexpress from CST, and
although having allottedseat no. 27 ,l sat dovtn at
Zs,whichbeingawindowseat,,Iplannedtoenjoy
thebreathtakingviewof theWesternGhatsalong
the journey. As the train proceeded, I looked upon
the hustle and bustle aroand the streets of
Mumbai, people living in a never ending
whirlpool, rushirg through the day, and never
paying heed to the moment which, ironically is all
they have in this mortal world. tt suddenly
dawned upon me, that my life is about to change,
anunanttcipated,unseenanddrasticfransitionto
a different [i fe, as I ambeingborn again.

The train stopped atDadaryand I was quite lost in
my thoughts and imaginattons of what life is
going to be like, and where I amheading for...
As usual, passengers started boardrng and
ali.ghting from the train alongwith the hawkers,
who came atregularintervals, screaming in their
monotonous, piercing voice, and then a person
caught rny attention, a lady, with a pale face,
dotted with dark patches, hurtling through the
group that boarded the bogie, her hands were
shivering, for such was her age. She gazed
through the people towards me, in her eyes I
could see serenity and peace. In the lingering
mob, I lost her sight and started to look for her,
just like a chlld who looks for her mother when
sheisnotaround.

Just then she stood right beside me, staring atme,
conveying that she demandd me to get off her
seat. From then on, I kept on ge tfingnegative vibes
on her, for she hadruinedmyplan of viewingthe
lush green courrtryside through the journey.

I have beenachatterbox throughout my life,
and I can't keep from talking to a person even
though I don't know himatall. So I just started a
casual conversation with her, asking her about
the time it takes to rcachTalegaon andwhat sott
of a place it was. Coincidently, she was also
heading for Talegaon so got an opportuntfy to
knour about the placebefore I get there.

t@ore'l7

F, ORGET
Writer
Yll<;,arftTomar
(2016DNS 182)

Then on, I was put at easewith her, andlkept the
conversation going. I then asked her a question
that I usually ask people I meet, "What do you
think you have learnt in your life?", "That life's
not that long as we think it isl once we stop and
gazeback, then we get to know whatwehave
gained, what we have lost, and what we could
have guned. It's a piW, that we today, ruin our
time in quarreling over mererunimportant issues,

living with grudges and enmlty with others, when
life presents herbest opporfimity to enhance with
every other person we meet, perhapsthehuman
race is losing futh on the very fact that it is
hvman" was her reply. Ifurther asked he4"And
what do you think thehumanity needs today?"
"Consciousness, and Conscience", She added

"Beingconscious intoday, the world lives in the
past, andplans for the futare,the past is dead and
gon% andthefuture is unforetoldrbvt we forget,
that welive in today, in this moment, and lt all we
can altr.r for our good, and a desire to work not
only with intelligence and experience,, but also
conscience". I also learnt a lesson then, that the
first impression is not always the last impression,
a person cannotbe judged atthe first glance, for
we never know whattreasurethatperson maybe
hidinginside. The negative vibes I was getting on
her, now m olded into respect and appr eciatton.

She kept telling me about her experiences in life,
when she lost her husbanl, andwas let to fendfor
herself andher three childrer,, the attocities she

faced through her life. I was filled with rcgards
for he4that at such a fraglle age, she stood like a
herb in a stornt, finding her way through the
snrokes where there was no one to heat het
maydaycalls.

The trainhad akeady halted atTalegaonby the
time we endedthe conversation. We both ahgted
tqgether from the train, and after taking blessings
fu om he4 | pr o c eeded my way.

Thelady has left me with deep changes about my
perspecfive towards llfe, and to this date, I wish
that I could meet her again.

To this dayrldon'teven know hernamerbut she's

still as clear inmy memories,lest I forget.
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Sketch Artist
Bharat Sarda

(201437TN161)
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andpresently as a
him.

ALUMNI SPEAKS
- Viyidh Sinha

(201437TP333)

I couldn't have asked for abetter Alumni rnteractton. It was arthonour
and pfivtlege to interact with someone from the pioneer batch.
Anir6an Cniatravorty Sir hails from Kolkata andis settled there with
his family andhe was the one who came up.with anideato start a
magazinl for the Instifute. With oyer a decade of sailing expertence

Chief-Engineer in NYK, he has a lot to offer which we can imbibe from

How have you seen TMI grow from just an lnstitution to the name it has become in the
nation at presenfrl
lhaveseen the college from it's incepfionrbutthe growth wasn't just the shifting of asmall
cantpus in Pune to sprawling campus in Talqaon TMI is not just limited to shipping

anpore and so we can safely say thatTMI has done better
thanthe GDP of the nation in terms of growth. Moreover
TMI is no more a national entlty, it has now gained global

fame.It's not aboutthe grandeur of the carnpus or thelatge

29 intake of students, it's whatyour ex sfudentshave done for
the institute by not only establishing a name but also

upholding it in the international matket and this is v'rhat

growthis.

What exactly was the thought process behind starting
a college magazine? Why Reflections' as the title?

What were the initlal challenges you faced as a student when you wele being
transferred from Pune centre tothe new one in Talegaon?

We did not face any herculean challenges. Just a few teeming issues and afew heafibroken
friends leaing Kingston and sarlingio iabgaon. The campug was built to rcduce the
inconvenience-to aiareminimum. One of the problems wefacedwas commufing o4 adally
basis vralocaltrains since most of us were not uied t o itrbutthatwasnotthatbigadeal.
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What issailingtoYou?

Being a thalassophllg,sailingis a ,lot of love for me, it's ethereal' I still love sailing even

afterfifteen years of sailing The r*ri"g "r 
beiyz at'seais so overwhelming that no land

assignme nt can ever rcplace it. K";;);€;P*i tlrE to,r. for my son who will inevitably get

affectedby thefrequent absence"i"hi?;h er,saringis someihingrwant to do for the rest

of mylife.

How was the feeling being a part of the pioneer batch? was there any added

responsibilitY?

The feeling became alotmorepretentious recently. Back then it wasn't unless we passed

out till the feeling';ib;ilt1" ti," i"J"^rtrv r."p"a',i" and the encumbrance was actually

overlooki ngtryingto scrutin ir" tii.-[i:iau.tr 5r a1ew institute, that's when the felt like

the pione erbatci':lhe sole ."rp-orridility was to e.stablish aname arnongttendsetters like

DMET and AMET which was also-a-.G# .o*petrtor.The added responsibilitynow is to

uphordthe nami aiiionti""" a.Jii*Ji r" tirrt the name does noi get tarnished andl

think we havebeensuccessfu tu"iii?"I feel very augustwhen someone talks well of rMI'

ls merchant navy like quick sand, with qoney flowin$ in? Money being not the..only

reason, with wnitmotive wourd tb, want ouipresent and future cadets to continue

in this profession?

The profession has changed alotover these 15 years, its getting more andmore stringent

as faras the regisration {areconcerne d.The money is iideedsoodb't it's not the only

placeone will g.Jii. No doubts it't itt. futtest out of them all,butlwon't suggest anyone to

iJirffii; fi;il%; ;;".v :or" u.il v"" love it or else you will soon be 
-disgusted with

yourself. So money I won't say is the ex factor'

Your message to all aspiring sailors'

I would say thatit's the love andinterest for the profession.\at will be requrcedto

continue in flris rieta. if it', att auoilr"o"..y then I expect that the person w.ill soon get

unsettred andwllrstart stoop i"g iii"d. so its a g2gdpia.ce to earnmonev but it involves a

lot of your carrbreso just i^.rra"iJ,lr;t*;;fiaffi" 6 i tn"professio i andthat will do

thetrick.
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BEAU1TY TILES ItN BLEH(|IDER'S EYIE
Cdr. juk anta 0 asgupta
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&lwta O atalpta r has pur sued p ainting, photogr aphy and other form s of artistic
expressions for over three decades. He has experimentedwith papier colles for about
ten years andhas achrevedthe effects achievableby oilpaint simply by pasttngtorn
paperc. He is presently engrosse d rn frndtng the beauty in chaos and ...harmony of
disorderliness. It is his firmbelief thatthe onlookersplay amajor role in mal<tnga
simple art a master -piece.
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The morning was pleasant
The life was asual,

Then something happened quite unusual.
Four came in a rush,
Started an arcrbash.

Bullets all flyrng
then

they perceived what the ahen was trying.
Came a flyng greenball

Which had, afunous ca71.

"l am a gtenade
And now, no more parade"

Fourteen down as
Theballblew up.

God said "Oh boyl what's up"
The Ambush contin ued untrl

Those four border-tresspasser died,
When outbrave nineteen went up

The whole nation qied.

I
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Writer
SoubhagyaBasak
(2076ME271)

The voyage of life takes you from the p ast to
the fufilre, Ieavrng a shadow of what is
gone and lighting your way towards
eternity. The utmost thing that keeps us
leading in this journey are "Dreams", so
phenomenal that you get uncomfofiable
telling small mtndedpeople. Believe me or
not, A year fuom now you would probably
wish that you stafied today, every small
step through a harsh and crashed road
leading to a beautiful destinatton where
your heafi resides. Success demands
sacrifice of those things that are holding
1-ouback if you cartnotmakethat sacrrfice
then you real7y don't have that zeal for
success. Because I know yo:u-aretfuedryou
are physically and emolionally drained,
but no matter what when life gives you
lemons , Vov stand etect and don't say
*Whyme" say"Tryme').

The secrets are simple: work hardet than
everybody. Get up earlie4 stay lateqgive it
everything youhave. The majofity of the
world says 8 hours of sleep is necessary
exact reason why majority of the world is
broke.Th e f act that y ou ar e not where you
w ant to be should be enough motiv atton.

So wake vpt work until expensive
becomes cheap, hustle until your haterc
vtge you to hire them ) conquer your
mrnd and say yourself everyday ' I will
succeed andnothinginthis world is going
to stop me. Work unttlexpensivebecomes
cheap, hustle untrl your haterc urge you
to hire them, conquer your mind and say
yourself everyday ' I will succeel and
nothing in this world is going to stop me.

Never give up on something, that you
can't go a day wtthout thinki ng about.
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TT# REATIST

THM XDTATIST
As children we used to live in a worl d of fantasy where

everything happened accordtttgto our will. In fairy taLes,

the dead are resurrected, the truth always wins, illness is
curedmagically,blissandharmonyprevailsandpeoplelive
"happily ever aftet". As we grow up everyone atound us

thinks it is important to punctttre this childish world of
idealism and make youngsters come to terms with rcallty.
This is done throagh explanations, rewards and
punishment s. We ar e ofren advtsed to b e pt agmatic. De sp ite
ihis, some of us remainidealists or we experience alife-long
conflictbetweentherealistandtheidealistpartwithinus.

The REALIST is someone who upholdsfactualandscientific
truth,sees himself andthe world beinggovernedby these
laws. Realists wish to limit themselves with mainstteam
existence.
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The IDEALIST on the other handis more of a dreamerrhe chases pefiection,
unity and looks for ahidden agenda operative in everything. For idealists an

authentic and meaningful living that makes world abetter place is a guidtng
force.

Thebigquestion is: Which is better? T obe anidealist or to be arcahstr.

Modeiniciencerm,"cricineandpsychotherapywarnusaboutthetoxicityand
hazards of idealism. They concur thatbecaase an idealist lives and chases a
f antasy he is bound to f ail miser ably.
Butthepredominarrtmajoritysaysitreallyhelpstobeanidealist.
Perhapi the greatesthuman misery of our times is renouncing the childish
f antasiesandidealsthatallof usholdinf avourof harchrealism.
The desires of young arepotentialrealities of matvre ageprovtdedweparnt
and chasethose dreams with perseverance.
From this perspective realism andrdealism are not divorc edfromeachothet.
Idealism can giv e birth to a new egbetter realism.

Writer
Yuwaj Sinha

(201"437TP338)
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39 E POSITIVE
@.,mit rdys fua hnghten others

Life is amixtureof positive s andnegatives. In life, success is positive whereas failure is

negatLe.Although generul\y any rutttber above*o' is positive, below 402', is negatle,

1'gkrtof ccO, is positive andleftof 'aO" is negative ,inbatrkingc/:edrtis positive, debit is

negatyerbtfirnlife one thgfor sure has to be stableand positive atthe same time, as

too much of negativity imbalances a person. We havetoburldvp apersonallty thathas

the nght to put of all the positive traits-

These tralts are transmiftedthrough vibes or vtbrattons that seem to be sapernatural

which always keep hovering arcantdus to indtcate their presence. These vibes Yary

frompersontoPerson.
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Today, as I was loitering aroundwith
my'division' in our'pticeless break', I
noticed a few of our support staff
dorng their customary jobs in a most
effeminate and dedicated manneL
They were cleaningthe ralling, their
eyes seemedto sweat. They seemed to
be slogging for their chlldren so that
they could study in big prestigious
instifutions. My co-mates seemed to
be completely oblivious of this fact
and stoodlike'Nawabs' in their way. It
rcminded me of the fact which lhad
rcad somewherc, that eYery mofial
encounters a ghost daily but is unable
to recognae it. I felt if was the same
case with we hostellers, ow dally
routine s and pr actic es.

I arn also very much a paft of my
division/our hostelbutletus (this is a
suggestion) show positivify, respect to
allrall, - means even the support staff.
Let us be gold-like and not be'broke'
and a liability. Let us emit
encouraging thoughts that are
positive. They will fetch us
compliments of gling'positive vibes'

The simple logic behind such
thoughts is that we shouldbe devoid
of qnicalthoughts. We should try to
do actionsthat arc goodfor others- at
least help others do their jobs- we
could have easily moved from the
ruLLing. Not easy but we have to love
everything, everyone and this
abundance of love begets optimism -
this qeates opporfunities. Negative
thoughts on the other hand destroy
even the existi4g opportunities.

As we travelthroaghlife which is fulI
of ancertainties and surprises, we
accumulate both positive and
negatle ener5t.Whatdo we do with
these accumalattons? Irt us make
o:ot surroundings. I know our
surroundings are goinS to be vast -
widespread - yet - let us shed our
surplus negative energyt emit
positive energy so that the society
benefits from it. We, here, in this
prest{gious insfitufion will be in a
kr-lte'r position to do so with the
sound edacatton we receive, our
e/ruc ationthat is b ased on r eason and
experim entation with values
attachedtolt.

4C

Writer
Shivang Mishra
(2016ME262)

"Jhon 4ouun$ o{ all llu {eara,
Sarn uhal 4oa ca n'l; ioromp uhal qoil n).a.n'L,

Jale ciunLoa; lto {awnl,
Jon t{ tqoa ahen'l hi"lin4 il all-

1/ta atwt'I lbinq. "

0aiMlao Sh&fila
(2016%t€28E)
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Poet
Bernish Tongbram
(201337TP1s2)

1lrr n
'_

li a
-A;rt{

Beyond the depthof shallow skin,
Lies our heart, an eternlty

-With an archinghorrzonof silver lines,
lrrrd a vast dark lurking sky.

With oceans within us fathomless,
And a million ways to drown away
Such is how words had fallen short,

Even when they were felt a countless times,
With galore of anrbush in pain and ioy.

Yet, not awordto fit them by-
Arent we more of apoemthan aPoet?

\
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Burdened heavily by the weight of my
boolrs andvoices of my growling stomach
demands an immeAiate uaving for the
food as soon as lreachhome. My first step
instill me with satisfaction as I am
welcomed by the aroma of my mother's
homemade delicacies, just made nicely and
garnishedwith loads of love especially for
herhungry chlld.

lmmediately, I throw my bag, cross the
room, cleanmyself up and run to the table
where my fresh and tempttngfood waits
for me with open arms. Without waittttgrl
take the first bite of the still hot chapati
wrappingit in the mouth- wateringsabzi.
Nl my p arn, all my firedness would leav e in
a jrtry.All my senses enticed with a sudden
feehng of happiness. I finish it like that one
hangry dqthathad seen food for the first
time.

But now looking back at those memories,
sitting aLone in my room vmth an emp$
stomach fills my mtndwith nostalgia,I just
wish that when I open the door of my room,
I see mymother holding aplateinherhand
with food justpreparedfor me. I wish she
relaxes this hungerbothfor the taste of her
food andthe sattsf.acfion itbrought to me,
looking atmy mother's beauttfulface afret
alongtinngday.

I still remember how at times, mY
exhaustions used to overpower me and I
just used to push the plate away and avoid
conversation with my mother. When I look
backrl feel guilty for the moments I missed,
and mothefs eternal love which knew no
boundanes. As she caressed my forehead
enlightening mybelief thatthere's always a

person with eternallover l will find when
all the doors ar e shut rwhen there's nothtng
lcantrust, I will find her withme.
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RahulJain
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HE VALLIE OF INDIVIDLIAL*I*TY
€T",?#"fti1',;;l

Sometimes2 you justhave those days when you feel low. So low to the pointthat
you consider yourself worthless. You might even say that yoll arc nothing more
than a one rupee coin. By value, you may be absolutely worthless and almost
obsolete, andyoucontinue to wonder whyyou even exist in the system known as
thehuman world. Sure, there are other coins such as a 2r5 and 70 rupee coins,
and notes such as 500 and a 1000 rupees. Well my friend, let me chartge your
world. While others maybevalued at aratehigher thanyou, atthe endof the day,
who hasn'thad situafions where youVe hadto hght for that rusty one rupee coin?
Who hasn't hadsifuattons where your changewas either I ntpee short or I rupee
toohigh? Even if your value is low, you're still neededinthe system. It's not about
betng valuel highly, but rathery about putting yourself in the right situation,
despite the crrcumstances. And let's face'it, those beauttfulS00 rupees notes get
dirty andtear easily, whereas a l rupee coin is sturdy andisburTt to survive the
ages. And let's face it, you're furcplaceable from the face of history and the
working of the modern world. What do you think is popular anyways? Coin
collecting or note col7eofing?

So don't trash yourself around too much, and ask "Why me"? Insteadr look up,
smile andshout out'Try mel" There's alwaystheirueplaceableyouthat'sprecious
to someonel
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Sketch Artist
Aayush Sinha

(2014s7TP103)
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Come September end, the city of
Kolkata willbe deckedup like a new
bride. For five days, people will be
out on the streets donning their best
clothes, celebrating the festival of
dur ga puja. Nestl ed along the banls
of Hoqghly lies Kumartuli,it is here
that the tntric ately designed idols of
Goddcss Durga are cratted.
Kumartuli is best visited just before
the annaal Dw ga h4 a festival when
the artists are busy patntirg and
putlrlng the finishing touches to the
Durga idols. Butis Kolkata allabout
DwgaPuja?
Who doesn't love to eat? The love
aff arr between Calcuttans and therr
food is well known. From mouth-
wafering Chinese to fiery phuchkas
and scrumptious Nizami biryanis,
Kolkata is a foodie's paradise.
Kolkata is the Kingdom of
Gastronomy- there's food for every
badget and mood, and it is found
everyrvhere: on the sfreets, tnquatnt
cafdg as well as in fancy restaurants.

"Kolkata is not for
everyone,

You wanb your ciby
clean and green, sbick

to Delhi.
You wanb your ciby
rich and impersonal,

go to Bombay.
You wanb bhem hi-

tech and full of
draught beer,

Bangalore's your place-
But if you want a

city with a soul, come
to Kolkata."

THE CITY oFJOY
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Writer
Snehadri Banik
QO16ME269)

The historic College Street is lined with
makeshiftbookstalls on both sides and is home
to the largest second-hand book market in the
country, its indeed an inffiguirtg place for
bookworms'; lndian Coffee House is a
renoumed landmark on College Street. Ahub

intelligents ia, this coffee shop was
haunt of Kolkata's liter'Lry

th Tagorc,
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nobelter

and
pass by.
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Why visit Paris when you
Evenirgs rn Kolkata get a romar:d,tc

tr adtttonal nauka or bo attouch

andmarrymote.
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frinhal, fruItuna
(201437W244)

Wouldn't have been able to
make even a page without
him. Nothing rclated to
Graphics happens in TMI
without his efforts or
approval. A tremendously
hardworking person.
Someone who can sit and
sit and sit and work
religiously. He's our proud
possession.

I

lotnW
QOL437TPT87)

Working with him is not
that easy. But stilI I'11 say it
was a Tearning experience
and a pTeasure. Be it
anything, he is our got to
man.His poetic skills speak
volumes of his command
and hold of the langaage.
His work is sublime when
yourcadlt.

Wl*iSinha
(20t437TP335)

"Shashi-Tharoot" of
Relfecfions'I 7. It has been
wonderful working with
since school days. He
makes sure that we pick the
best amongst our pool of
freshers. And then takes
them further making them
betterthanbeforc.

51

Oh,qanah Cha#Iof
(201537TN 124)

We have seen him become a
person who not only does
what he thinla is r$ht but
sticks to it. A responsible lad
with a .very anttque writing
sfyle. Honours work put in
frontof him.

\

fnani Aafan J(hanna
(201537TP210)

He's the fun gwy in the team.
Keeps you awake with his
work. His ideas can make
Reflecfions only bigger and
better in the years to come.
You won't believe his work
until you meet him. An
amazingstoryteller.
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J{enhat Siani
(2016NS 133)

A zealous writer who
knows how to pen his
irrrrer self and give them
an app e aling app e ar ance
with his designing skills.
A clelightful depiction of
u,ords and colors is his
avocation.

phal&il, fral&nht

(20t537TP239)

Someone who never wanted
to be apafiof Reflections but
rrow has fallenin love with it.
His ocular pieces speak
words about his mature
thinking and outlook. He is
someone who takes care of
the things missed by
everyone.

Shioana TTlithna

(2016ME262)

A focused observer with
pote ntial ideas and
opinions. A humble writer
and drafter who is
punctual and obedient in
any task given to him. A
team player and always
open to any guidancegiven
tohim.

Sniladti Eanilt
(2016ME269)

The happv -go - lucky guy of
the team with a cheerfuI
disposition. This dedrcated
writer, with skil1s if
blending ideas and
emotions into graceful
wonders, works with
finesse. His writings are a
reflection of his politeness.

5,
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fralulW
(20r537TP255)

The silent killer of the team.
A person with few words.
Taking about his skills. Par
excellent. Be it his poetry or
his articles. He makes sure
that he's ta?,tng care of the
readerc interests still never
backs away from keeping
themguessing.

UiLnanf Jomatt
(2016DNS r82)

He has his unique way of
doing things. A dedicated
writer who loves penning
down experiences and
imag;tnatrons.
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The spring fuom the tmpressions of the soul and from twirling
desires that clone us, the outburst is the service we pay. Lettrng out

doesn't make you free, rt magnifies your power. Be on guard,
because next time we'll leave arl tmpression...

,,REFLEtrTItrN5, IE IMPREs5IENs.'

Dlyansh Chaplot
Co-Editor

Reflections'77
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