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"But words are thtngs, and a small drop of ink, fallinglike dew, upon a
thought, produces that which makes thousands, perhaps mitlions, thrnk."

-Lord Byron
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TOLANI MARITIME INSTITUTE

It is extremely pleasrng to see the 74th edition of the "REFLECTIONS '1 S -
Emotions" andl am immensely delightedto see thehardwork andtalentbeing
nourishe d thr ough this medrum.

The magazine has done a commendable job over the years in bringing out the
talent and encouragtngthe cadets to arttculatetheir minds.

I convey my apprecratron and compliment to the edttortal team for therr
commrtted efforts and the faculty assoctated with the whole of TMI for their
deter mtnatton and de dtc ation i n exp I o r i ng th e n ew zone s o f exc e I 1 e n c e.
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I wish they touch new horrzon tn ther future ventures. And I wish the magazrne I, i
allthesuccessinthis endeavourof theirs. -...,.,

Dr. N. P. Tolani
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EFLECTICNS'I5

It is indeed gratifying to pen these words as amemorandumfor the l4thedition
u-rf the college magazine.
I lrave always comphmented the sfudent body on the immense talent that is
avarlable tn Tolani Marittme Insfitufe. This is the continuation of initiative of
pub li s h i ng a students' magazine in asignificant way to man ife st this talent.

It is indeedheartwarmingto see this kind of hardwork and dedicated effort put
ur by the cadets to bfing out every new issue. Their energyt and enthusiasm in
every walkof life is somethingthatgives me greatsatisfactronandassures methat
Tlllcadetsshallremainunmatchedintheirattitude,skillandknowledge.

Ilv compliments to the entire edltofialboard and allthe contributors. I wish the
issrre, "REFLECTIONS' 1 5 - Emotion s", a greatsuccess.

Dr. B.K. Saxena
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TCLANI MARITIME INSTITUTE

KamalYadav
(Chief Editor)
Reflections

,ryo|'lr intellect maybe confused, butyout emotions will never lie."

a

Such is the power of emotion which makes and

breaks us. The life here atTolaniMatrtimelnstitute is

inde e d an amalgam ation of variou s e motion s. I n th i s

issue we have triedtobrrng out all of those.

We have tried to give this year's edition a refteshed
look and I hope thatrcadets will have adifferentfeel
rcading it. This time the Reflections features
interviews from Capt S.G. Deshpande along with
experiences and incidents of Capt. Abhtjeet Avat-e.

The alumni section includes an intewrew with Cdt.

Jannat Bhuller, where she shares her journey and

experiences sofar.
We also managed to get you an interview from
renowned actor Rajeev Khandelwal who was really
hardto getin touch withl

The theme'Emotions' was vast and challenging topic
for the magazine, but I could not have imagined so

many inpuis from allthe enthusiasts. This definitely
gavi oui editors a teally hard time in choosing the

6nes to be printed I would like to thank all the
cadets,who in anyway contrlbutedto the magazine'

It would not have been possible without your
p afircip ation and suPP ott.
My team and I have ttied to cover as muich as we

could and we have teally amazing articles for you

readerc.Articles conveying emotions of love, hatted,
r egr et, f ear, joy and a lot more.
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I would like to express mY 8r 'atrtude to my PrinciPal,
Dr. B. K. Saxena, and Pr ov ost, Capt. Raj Razdanandfaculty advisors of TMI for their support and guidance

makingthe issue.

A special thanks goes to our Prevlous Chief Editor-RaunaqSachdev, for sharing his experiences and

us in the right drection throughout the crusade, and also to mY super t alente d and har dw orking te am,

combrned their days and nights to make this magazine h app en. Last butnotthe least;I wouldlike to thank

partner Cdt. Dhruv Dutta,for assisting me in every step of thisjourneY.

I hope allof our efforts pay off andthereaderclove the magazine as much as we do.

So gb nowl Start turning thepagesand tell us how you find it'

Happy reading, hope you enjoy this edition.
Until we meet next, Adieu'
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"In the end, it's the little emotions that arc the great captains of

our lives andwe obey them without reahsingit.r,

With such wonderful inputs from each one of you , this endearing
journeyhasmademerealisethatwhlledealingwithpeopleralways
remertber that we are not deahng wlth creatures of lqic, but
creataresof emotion.
So, in this edition) we have tried to broaden our horizons by
capfirying many emotions rungrng from sports, human feelings,
nostalgiarevenemotionsof inanimateobjects.
I hope our endeavourrto throw light on various aspects of emotions
and most impofiantly, for making a goodrcading experience for you
isachieved.
Untilnexttime,
CheersII

KaranSingh
Reflecfions

,, - :.e1e1 myself to the design fraternity throughoat' : -'iir:r1ey of Reflections'1 5, it was clear that a des$n
-.,... :::i'e three responses- a YES, a NO and a WOWI
--"- r;-u11 has put endless efforts tobfing out every
-, -,,' - r,e colour of emotions and to hit this WOW.
,'.' ; -: r' e ry up le arning that a bookis not to be judgedby

. 
-, 

-' --',-er. but it was ovr turn tobendthis rule through
"- - .: -,- -'.ied etTorts, day in and out. Fingers crossedl All

-. :-:.-rts so far have delivered us anticipal-ron that
. --'.- .r. : rorts bring flyngcolours".

to say, I would like to extend my warmthanks
.-- :ire wonderful artists and photqrapherc, who

r--ontribu ted towards designing magazine bythis
US wlrh their masterpieces. Lastly, would like

;\press my endless thanls fo my partner on this
vour, cdt. Himanshu Iyer for breahng loose all

-;3-1S and actualisirg them into pleasrng ocular

-- "-'.: v.-11 enjoy every bif of our efforts.
-.:.ke a rideof emotions.

next l'tme,
Voyagel
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Brides of lndia
-Cdr. Sukanta Dasgupta 1ru0.y

i -:: India is an occasion to showcase the rich crilturalheritage andlndiansare known to live it
' : r --l:. The brides' attire rcflects the values considered the most important. On th is day theb(de

, -':-r.--.ssandsheportrays'radiantbeaufy'.Forthebrideandthegroomitisanewbeginning,first
. .' --'trg -iourney and start point of new relafions. The bride decks up in a traditional attire

. . 
. : .::.1 Lry j ewellery and flowers . Each rqgion has its own traditio ns and intricacies. The bfidal

. :'-: :i-: L',idaLmakeup is very specific which include the type of dress, dress material,makeup,
:.;. \Vlrile portraying the charmingbrides from yarious states, carcful allention has been

:-,-,.ils andthe emotions, sentiments, and feelings of the newly wed. She is filled with multitade
6- joy, happiness, apprehension, sadness, expectatton. Somewhere hidden within the coy

-:. :lre s.rurrd of music, there's allttle feeling of loss. The eyes are filled with inquisitiveness and
-'r'.-r-.'i fr-'r the new world andthe charming face reflects afeelingof fulfillment and a smile of

- .,-ri I lteve tried to bringoutthebeauty, simplicity, soberness andthe mixed emotions of the
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$e wants eyes that will not stare at her but look deep into her soul ...eyes that will not frown behind that fake

. ---that will read her heafi when she's silent...

St rrents a llose that won't sme1l the fragrance of her perl'ume but sme11 the fragrance of her passion, aints and

Jcterrnination...

She rents a mouth that won't discourage or abuse her but utter words of strength, positivity and love.."

She wrnts teeth that won't bite her dreams but teeth that will bite down all the prejudices againsther,

Shc rents ears that won't play deaf to her talks...but ears that will listen to her heart and notjust the u'ords

---.uirg.-ut trom her mouth...

$e rents hands that wou't pull her dorvn...she n ants hands that u,ill pusir hel ahead each tiile she siou's dou'ir
hrnft that rvill hold her hand tightly forever..

She rrnts lqgs that worl't run away from her...but legs that will walk next to her alu,avs.

$c rrrrl tolerate now

Sr rilt re+roct you if you respect her

!b. ist$t

$c isstrrrrg

Se rill stand up tbarlessly

lg.irs therrrongl

fu rs trltiis Daughter
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.' My childhood flourish ed but dwindled away) somewhere between ,,the
'i bedtime fairy tale of a wicked step-mother's taiklng mirror.,, and,,,thc time

when mirror selfies hit the trend". Somewhere betwJen those times, I grew up
and stealthlly lost my childhood, so stealthiy thatl couldsee myself e iu1, auy,
butcouldn'tnotice atintof change.l know that myyouthful clays will leaie ie' the sameway)without atrace to notice the end.May-beit has something to do
with the peculiarity of time but it makes me wonder if the ririrro r had,been

. telling me lies. I always ended up entangled in an uneasy confusion, hard, to
extricate from, every time this hits my mind.

Today,It's a little different . . ...
The reflection that speaks to me every day is beautiful and will always be,
atleast to myown eyes. Call me aliar! But this is what I conceive about mvself
with my v_ ery own eyes: Someday, the mirror is goin; to;;;;;;-;;1;;-;;"W
in us and stray our mind with disappointmeit, may be in our 6os. B;t n;
mattet what, I shall see myself in amirror and compose myself for the oncs I

. owe my life to. This is becauseit has to be life when springs io.orr. to an end,.
. , , The mirror that has praised our youth wonders fondty, witt at a time show us

:i' the departing freshness and vitality, that no longer #ill lure the eyes, and, howeveritmayleaveusinpainof thearfivingendioo.

However, I find a contradictory side of it too -
Is it not true .that miruor speaks a thousand.words but we only listen to what

i' : we want to listen to andonly take whatpleases our ears? Does it not nail the
.',.: factthat "No one is too old tobebeautifur"?yes,indeed. we never took what'i:. the mirror spoke, we always took what we sought to please ourselves. our
. eyesl in thjs way do tell-us bigfat lies and the mind interprets it in the way it; wants andlets our eyes lie. Trust mel It's a good sig n and the most beautiful iie.

, i. lt plainly indicates how we enslave our *i-r.ds as irasters and, not the reverse.
,r Likewise, sometimes we forget whatthe mirror shows shall turn into nothing: but ash andugly sh1de9 of grey. It is meant to fade awaybut what's rrr..n, fr

the"Thebeautywithin"whichshallcreateanever-expandingripplewithno" lqgicalends.

ti So, does it stlllmatter if the mirror tells you the truth? Now, it is your part to
answer that, but there are few things and my allswer thai r w;uld, iove to
shate-

' A mirror accompanies your laughter and cries, like the most faithful
companionthat does not exist.
At the same time, it cannot judge if therc is abeautiful butterfly, which will
spread its colorful wings out of the ugly cocoon.
And lastly, mirror tells no lies.
We falsify the facts and conceive what is garbled. and fake, but it is just a
pursuit of happincss.

'l'o he ll with what thc mirror saysl
And appreciate the beholder's cye,
Whosc lies we shall chcrish until we dic.. .
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Tulsi plant. He 8ot immense
satisfaCtion in doing that ", she

said.
When she mentioned this to me, I

really got engrossed in mY

thoughtJ, and mY life flashed

beforemyeyes.
How beautiful and Peaceful can

little things like these be?
If there was a gadget to measure

the speed at which we live our lives

today,,I'm sure we would realtze
that we are crossing our limits'I

people w
the simplest, yet the most beautiful

of ha
thingtheydid inthetu dallY lives.

" I like tohave teaatthesmall shoP

could however, tell the price
their i-Phones, their wrist
the tickets to a music concert or
general expense of a date.

made me reahze that the simP

things are just priceless. It's j
that sometimes, we forget to val
them. There is immense JoY

doing things that You love,
everything you have is the ePi

Get wet in the rain, give
time

andbreathe. Sit with Your
talk to them. TheY ate
valuable than You'd Pro
think. Do what You have

rupees or dollars of whatever
loved to do, theY could not.

wa\tingto do since forever.
time with the one You love.

went to

and askedif she cottld rccall anY of
the little things she usedto do,

which have stoPPed haPPening
now. ''Dear, when I was Your ager l
was married and was the eldest

daughtevrn-law in the familY. We

lived in a joint familY of thirteen
members. No mattet what
happened, we ate together'
Though it was ahetculeantask for
us to cook for everYone, accordtng
to theirwhimsandfancies, itwas a

bliss to see everyone so involved
witheachother.
It was notbig,,btfi eatrng together

heldthe familytogether ",were her

words when I left for college'

after lcome from college".
" I can't sPend a daY without

readtngabook".
" I aiin love wlth anrmals. Half

anhourwith mY Pets make mY daY

" I call home before sleePing at

nrght,religiouslY ".

"Ilove sitting at the r ailw ay station,

sipping tea and watching trains
pass by".
ihese we.e some of the answers I

various vou haven't met in a long
I asked visit, and treat a beggar.
spec ific someone r andomly,, tr av el,

what you love, do what You
Maybe you have all your life
maybe just

.+, 7.:
have. Live itl

a moment is all

tf"'rl
tf

I

l' ir. Lrllr \ \
l

\
J ul

have
How then,

has changed to become
now.
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I

REGRET
-''': :'-:Ylrrrcomehercnow? [h{doyguwanttoprove? Orhaveyou comeherebecauseyou arcdrippingwith' -' -l:iiltl ]vhydoyou feelg;ilty? Youdidyhatyou wantedto,nght? Andyou werehappytlwashappyiiyour
- - -- --'s-r' I did not complain or prevent you from doing so- thenwhatmakeiyou walk dourir my patni cihpleaser.

- --:-i:wtlrat1'ouknowme.Youdon'thavetogiveanyexplanaltonforcominghere.It'sallformaiiiyandafeeiingof
' :'-r: i.a-' .1ra88ed you here. I may be wrong, you might have genainely c-ome hercbut sadly ylur actions iave

-- -r--'--':-:r.;;eechandevery-moveof yoursandallittetlsmeistiatgailtandnotrcalizationhas"broughtyouhere
.-:: r -' ":-ri.s .\bu have no!-hing to gainor lose andlhave nofhing to give you now. Coming here woi't iake any:-: ::.r ----. Ti.e sitnation will remain the same. Youmade achangewhiitrtopgeamy world.Just like the waves, my
-r- - - i - . r '-:"1-ihe d into my heart causing te ars that would never stop. What do ybu know about me? Didyou eyen care
_ -r -- ---,: -ri.:Lttntyexistence once?Justonce? Pleasetetlme thatyoudidthink aboutmewhensuddenlywhile
-f . '- :r.; 'i'-3nnelsyouhappened to come across my favorite movie or when you were driving backhoine and,.'- -- :.-1 :r'- ,ite tadio - the_ gong I loved rcachedyour earc and unknowirnglyyou u1tercd,^y nui". Didyou think' :: : :: -; t t trte You would accidentally reach out for a book written by myfavo nte author-or when silence would

-- -:: li:-,t.t end soul?Ithoughtatleastsilence wouldmakeyouthinkaboutme. Well,that,swhatyor"r sharedwith' :r.'-''-il"'lEachtimeyousippedcoffee,didyouthinkaboutmethen?Maybeatthelastsipof ityourmindmust- - ''r;-ifrortrthepre-occupiedthoughtstome?Pleasesayyes?Please?Eachtimeyoutiaveleitoanewplace,
' -: --:.1: -,l'.'ut tne.then? I _meanrdid you give athoughtthatyouwould suddenty bump into me, go speechlesi'--'t:'i'estlesslipswouldtalkforhours andmydryearswouldgetaliveonce-againbyyourvol"e.iachti^

: : '.---'.iLl get soiled in the ruin, did my hatred for rain make you think about me foi a second then? While
- -' :- r'.c s:r'eet or travelling or in any place the ringtone of someone's cellphone which is same as mine, must
'.::t'-,leYOurheartskipabeatandyouwouldhavetarnedaround,toseewhetherit'sme?I,msureyoumusf
-. -' :r'.'; iutntber but thenyut lhe phone away without pressing the callbvtton. Righf? Please tell me, Am I-- -'' -.:r 11L; :ragrance of freshly bakedbrownies would slowly linger in your nose, w6uld you think abostme- l\ "i-:'--. '-rsitingthe pTacewherewe wouldmeet? Youcannot denythe iactthateachtime-acricket rnatch our- '- . -'ti \\-r..ulcl_ definitely think about me. For hours. Maybe for the entire day andthen forget about itthe

. ---i-.r-truldthinkaboutme, right?YesIYouwouldl Amlright? Sayyes. Pleaie.Justwheny6uarcaboutto
-: -, :nillion things setfle in your ,mind, burst open slowly and you are ixamining each and every

-. -'::e;t-didthethoughtaboutmeburstopen?DiditburstopeninstantlyordiditopEninparts?Did,it
. -- - . :l .: rniddle of n$ht and leave you sleepless? Oh I'd never want you fo have sleepleis nights. Never. I'd

.-' .: I : . - -1r' \-ou because I larow what suffering is. Iefter by lettet You are sfrong aid,l'm not questioning
--'.',i.-islikelwouldbearyourshareof sufferingtoo-if thereweteany. Soingoodandbad,times-didnt
-' ' ,' .h.rriirg it allwithme?

- - --ltt-<;reawitnesstoallmythoughtsaboutyouandtheunsaidwordsdyingtofitinyoursoulrest
r. : -, t't. The sun is a witness to my undying hope and the air is a witness that each and, eiery breath of
t ri- \\-ritten on it. Ithoughtr.atleast yesterd ay,youwould answer my call.I don'f know but I strongly'- . -, I thoughtfinally the universe would sparkle some magic on me andyou'danswer the call.Eit

' .'-:.): h'l_.l someothetplan.Myfingrcrsgotltreddialingyournumber forthe hundredthtime, myears, - - - ,,- .:-r':ed up and my soul yearnedfor something which my mind knew was now impossible. llly body
" . .,:-; l had no strength leftinmyhandsbut somehowl managedtopendown mythoughts. theriotof- , . ' 

'.'-1. .rls'aYs reflect my love for you through outthe day andthe stais at night wiil do iemagic.

' 
' 
,' .: - ,',-r r :r'onr his eyes on the envelope thatrcad,,TOO LATE',.

-AADESH J SRIVASTAVA
(20l337TPl0l)

:" i"
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REGRET
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;

' - ; i -:r's \-ou come here yoY ,lt ut do y9q want to proye? Or have you come here because you arc dripprngvmth- - ' Guiltl Why do you fwl guilty? You did what you wanted to, right? And you were happyl I was hafpy in your
: -' j-ricSS. I did not complain or prevelt you from doingso- then wftat makes you walk dovtm my pathi O:npleasel

- ': :---t sa,vthatyou knowme. Youdon'thavetogive any explanaion forcominghere. It'sall formaiity and,afeelingof
. -.' rhat has dragged' you here. I may be wrong, you might have genuinely come herc but sadly your actions iave
--' : -\' ,r'-.re d each and every_move of yours and all if tells me is that gailt and not rcaTizationhasbrougltt you here:--:: 1ur vear"s .You have nothing to gain or lose andlhave nofhing tb give you now. Coming here woi't iake any
---rtnie . The sifuation will remain the same. You made a change v,rh{chtoppledmy worh.Just tike the waves, my
=.*..'-ritscrasl,edintomyheartcausingtearsthafwouldneverstop.Whatdoyouknowaboutme?Didyoueyencare--- --:'--:- 

'-trt aboutmyexistence once?Justonce? Pleasetellme thatyoudidthink aboutmewhensuddenlywhile'{-:'r--i :ire channelsyouhappened to come across my favorite movie or when you were driving backhoine and.-':-l:.J!'r1theradio'th"_lorgIlovedreachedyourearsandunknowinglyyouutteredmynurie.Didyouthink
-- ' . nr: the time you w-ould accidentally rcach out for abook wriften by iy favoite aathor br when silence would- '--ur lteart andsoul?lthoughtatleastsilencewouldmakeyouthinkaboutme. Weil,fhat'swhatyou sharedwith- :r-=r-- s-iJl.vl Each timeyou sippedcoffee, didyou thinkaboutmethen? Maybe at theiast sip of ityour mind must
- - i--:',-;reilt'romtheple-o_c:upiedthoughtstome?Pleasesayyes?Please?Eachttmeyoutiaveled,toanewplace,

- :r-- ,'.'ttrrestlesslipswouldtalkforhours andmydryearswouldgetaliveonce-again6yyourvolce.tacn*ne
- --':s \\'ould get soiled in the ruin, didmy hatredfor rain make you think aboutme foi a second then? While
- -'tr :he stteet ot fuaveli"S 9. in any place the ringtone of someone's cellphone which is same as mine, must
: : -''- :trade your heart skip abeat andyouwouldhave turned around to see whether it's me? I'm sure you must'- --'-,--;utYnumberbutthenptfithephoneawaywithoutpressingthecallbutton.Rlght?Pleasetellme,AmI

- - - ,\-: -=:t the fragrance of freshly bakedbrownies would slowly linger in your nose, w6uld you think about me-" - i1r rvi:le r"isiting the place where we would meet? You cannot denythe factthateachtime-acncket match our' -r-'' .','--1'-. y-ou woutd definitelythinkabout me. For hours. Maybe for the entire day andthen forget aboutltthe' ':.:--irYrlrrwouldthinkaboutme,r$ht?YesIYouwouldlAmIright?Sayyes.Please.Justwheny"ouarcaboutto
- -':-- -i:rJ a million lhings settle in your mind, burst open slowly and you are examining each and every" -' -:.' -'r'aspect- didthethoughtaboutmeburstopen?Diditburstopeninstantly ordiditopen inparts?Did,it

.; :' -: . tlle middle of n$ht andleaveyousleepless? Oh I'd never wantyoutohave sleeplels nighls. Never. I d- :'-1il: Ior you because I know what suffering is. ktterby letter. You are sfrong andl'mnot questioning

.-:' :ti:it'slikelwouldbearyourshareof sufferingtoo-if therewereany. Soingoodandbad,times-didnit
--- ,,: sharirLg it allwithme?

- - - -: : .-:lllts are a witness to all my thoughts about you and the unsaid words dying to fit in your soul rest. . ' heart. The sun is a witness to my undying hope andthe air is awitness that each andeverybreathof- - ..r. r'..1r11e wriften on it. Itho-ughtrat leastyesterday,youwould answer my call.Idon'tlatow but I strongly'- -. '.--'"i1.1. I thought finallythe universe would sparkle some magic on me andyou'danswer the call.Eit
: , r'.-',-l'Se hadsomeotherplan.Myfingersgotttreddialingyoarnumberforthehwdredthtimermyears

: -' :: ''---i:.1ried up and my soul yearned for something which my mind knew was now impossible. Mybody
-:--:--l 'in.1Ihadnostrengthleftinmyhandsbutsomehowlmanagedtopendownmythoughts.theriotof' : : :r'- *111 always reflect my love for you through outthe day artdthe stais atnight will do the magic.

-. r--l;frerrvllichhehadreadforthehundredthtimethatdaybacktntheenvelopeandlooked,athergrave.
- ,-:; l..rulfrom his eyes on the envelopethatread,,'Too LA[E".

-AADESH J SRIVASTAVA
(201337TPl0l)
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Let's Emote with

Raleev Khandelwal
On his :rrde to success...

Tell us something aboutyourself and y our b ac?ground. How dtd you end

upasanactot?
Niy father being in the army) I spent a1l my childhood _in 

the army

cintonments so-whateverl am,the creditgoes to the life I spent as an

At*y brat. Becoming an actor was my childhood dream, and it
c o ntinued t rll I r e ach{dc ollege. But then t e ality hlt me, h e alize d that I

do not have any qualifications as an actot and I don't know anyorte

i.t* ivrr*bai,"alio I didn't even know where to start, so I had to take

siock oi my life. Therefore, I took allthe entrance exams and as they

sent me tieir rcgret letters, I decidedthatl will make one gentine

effort in the field-of my interest andif I fail I'11come backandioin the

.KAMAL YADAV
(20t237TPte6)

I am aguy who likes to earn his bread, so for
me, my struggle has always been to be ableto
achteie everything andto feel righteous and
deserving of whateverlmay get. So my
struggling days were asbad or as good as

anyoie who has ever struggled.lnitial years

were very challengingaslhad no money in
my pocket. I was literally living from end to

endbut in relrospect it now seems very

tion for anlrthingand
came my way. This
perseYerance I showed

duringthose years without any support
is the reason that I can face anythrng in life,

so those !ftgting days arc also the
glorious years of mY life

Eyour versatility asanactor
Have you ever feltroIes.

I

I

tl

lr

boys earned more aPPlause
role, merely because theY

belong same Bollyvrood familY?

prove his/
acouple

-"41
they added

I may have played a lot of different
characters but I do not think of myself
as superior or inferior to anyone and
neither havc I struggled morethan
those who come from a filmY

r.".l
7

Iarmy.
You are a self-made actor and how would you

describe your early day struggles to establish
yourself in such ab$ industrY? ^a

\
LB

think everyone has to
rnet May getyou

I

of ffers tially but to
last long, yr Mve to have ir 1n

you. Someffi it seems that
1S served [hem on
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,-: lir'e. I want to do projects which are no.t-run My Journey is still on
- ::1111 stufi somethingthat is path breaking or . J r -

': .-= iir the other handrl believe thefunis to survive
'r.- j -i'.J':rstn, rvhich is pre-dominatedby thefarnlTy

.: liu: nrakes the victory even sweeter. I am
. --'.- ;.'rrltent and satisfied with whatever I have
- -:'.-ed so t'ar.

rr movies Aamir, Table no.2'1, Soundtrack and
;itanbecamehuge hits.. .so how did it changeyour

. -, .'.i;cess and fallures are imposters, where one
: .---ri r11ore courage andconfidence andthe other

., :eu' doors. I stick to the stuff at which I am
- ,;r. S.r Lroth success and failures atewelcomedas

g --:ind -br eaHng. Success

frj,:r me in a safe position for
s *rJe. but because the
Fo:i I h,ave chosen is not very
:r--table, so I guess I am

E:-ec with what lam doing.

u-: .---u alsc the victrm that
rr:S IuIIIgSTARDOM?
tri-m Cr--rflreS with its own
r--: ,nl cons. It makes you
rr: -.-r-e and hate the fact
i:r =.=none lorows about
cu- Ire momentyou decide
I i- :nt.-r this world, you

l . -',.Lstelld that you
:r.ii.e with your

. -; -in,.1 a few other
-:i that come as a
-:s;- Fut in the endltall

ONS,I5

Whatis the one thingthat will keep you interested in
doingthefilms?
The thing thatinterests me the most is the charmof
tlre sets andof beurg someone elsewhen I am playing
a particular role and doingjustice to that role. The
love of being on the sets, with the camera, the
technicians, in itself is ahuge high. Once I amdone
plawgvarious characterc or if I feell amrepeating
mysetf, my interest may comedown. Bfinllthattime
I will keep striving for it.

How would you sum up 'JOURNEY OF RAJEEV

KHANDELWAL'?

andit will continue because I
don't know the end. I still feel
like a newcomer, I still have
goose bumps while f.acingthe
camera for the first fime for a
new project, ability to pull it
off pops inmyhead. Till now it
has been very exciting and
satisfying. I did not have to
piggback on anyone to reach
wherever I have, I am very
proud that whatever I have
achieved has been completely
mine, it's completely been my
devotion and dedication. I
didn't have to depend on any
godfathery I am pretty happy
the way my careerhas shaped
up tilInow.I hope to continue
on my goal and continue to
strive with the same
conviction..-:-=s and you make

r:th it. I have never
i '.1-tir1l of stardom
i have been well

s:ri fir it. xl no regrets
:
:l -i.i-ires yOU 4S A

:-- ilf aCtOr?

,-..-r-._i :hat scares me: There are just new
'r'.--rr test your ability. Life would be no

-:'.:.1e and monotonous, there should be. .',-.i1'. hme everythingchanges andtherc
, ":..::-.i;S iit galore, butthenrwithout them
, --" r'a ineaningless.

. . : -\pr-rience doing such an intense
:'. :-r:ttti.i'?

What message would you like to send across the

:rtnrent. For me it was the best show, youth?
I will like to send across the youth is to-r'... its fact fullness, sensitivity and "The message

'.;:, : S,ripted so I hadtobe spontaneous. believe in god, believe in luck, but most importantly

=s:remeh challenging for me as I used to get believe in yourself. It's the self-belief that shows. It's

-,::,':i'-,',1 tr-'r it. I remember going home the little endurancethat awinner exhibits in himself

-- -.-k-rirg ivifh my vmfe,beingverycold in the endthat makes allthe difference in the world'
qiriet. My experience on that show SO believe and smile to make this world abetter place

tolivein."
.:, 12,-,

s e-sf're-ssed in wOrdS.
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: --:r the other hand,Ibelieve thefunis to survive- ., -r'.i'-r sirt, which ts pre- dominated by the family
, '-.,.r'. Tius rrrakes the victory evell sweeter. I am' --.-ii:ent and satisfied vith whatever I have
. , .-;-l s.. f;1r.

r '--'.'ris Aamir, Table no.21, Soundtrack and
,' -' :' - .i r11e huge hits. . . so how di d lt change your

. . ,..----ess and failures ate imposters, where one
: --'.. ri,are courage andconfidence andtheother

.' ::',,,- l.\-'rs. I stick to the staff at which I am
. ,i -' L--.tlr success and failures atewelcomed as

- --, -::;. I r.l,ant to do projects which arenot-run
- .:',-. s:uff, somethingthat is pathbreaking or

;=--:r-d-breaking. Success

JE:. n!'in a safe position for
r r-:l-- but because the
Fr I h-ave chosen is not very
cr-table, so I guess I am
Ia=-,-* with what lam doing.

;--:i i..t-\ the vicfim that
- i!-ng STARDOM?

a-tl Jr-ar[eS with its own

-d cJru. It makes you
-.-;e end hate the fact

=i=4Jne hrows about
lae rn.--rmen t you denide
:; :rto this world, you
; :rnderstandthat you

- trar"1e with your
.-ri Lr'e andafewother
_:i rhat come as a
:€=- Fut in the endit all
--:.ss and you make
: ;:th it. I have never

-:^ r:.;tim of stardom
, lrave been well

E=.1 f.-r it, so no regrets

[3res you as a
irr- actor?

. .r'.-r.rg that scares me: There are just new
.''::L;h test your abihty. Life would be no
.-rrrple and monotonous, there should be

-,- ',',-.th hme everythingchanges andthere
' , -,--;:'.qes in galore, butthen, without them

'- .--i L.e ureaningless.
'--.ir .xFrerience doing such an intense

- :..r S.tttrtra'?
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What is the one thirgthatwill keep you interestedin
doingthefilms?
The thing thatinterests me the most is the cltarmof
the sets and of being someone else wh en I am playfug
a partrcular role and dorngjustice to that role. The
love of being on the sets, with the camera, the
technicians, in itself is ahuge high. Once I amdone
playffisvarious characters or if I feell amrepeatttrg
myself, my interest may comedown. But till that time
I will keep striving for it.

How would you sum up 'JOURNEY OF RAJEEV
KHANDELWAL'?

MyJourney is still on and it will continue becausel
don't know the end.I still feel
like a newcome\ I still have
goose bumps while facingthe
camera for the first ttme for a
new project, ability to pull it
off pops inmyhead. Till now it
has been very exciting and
satisfying. I did not have to
piggrback on anyone to reach
wherever I have, I am very
proud that whatever I have
achieved has been completely
mine, it's completely been my
devotion and dedication. I
didn't have to depend on any
godfather, I am pretty happy
the way my career has shaped
up till now. I hope to continue
on my goal and continue to
strive with the same
conviction.

E

' : --ri;shorv['ll alwaysrememberwithgreat WhSt_message would you like to send across the
: .: ----l1i3nfment. For me it was the best fro*, youth'!

- --:'.::irt. its fact fullness, sensitivity un6 "The message I will like to send across the youth is to
. ; '.,.--rsn't scripted so I had to be spontar"orrs. believe in god, believe in luck, but most importantly

-., -'.nieIy challenging for me as i used to get believe in yourself. It's the self-belief that shows. It's
' , --',' .attach ed to it. iremember going home the little endurance that a winner exhibits in himself
- .-- :. 1..t talking with my vmferbeiigve"ry cold in the end that makes all the difference in the world.
-:l1ily quietlMy experience on"that"show SObelieve andsmiletomakethisworld abetterplace
-'; ::ipl'e SSed in words. to live in."
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About dedication, hard work, strength,
net)er dying hope and belief that is infus
prizedlori"sdions... qnd the utmost fee
on its achieuemertt.

ttExcuseme?" whatlhoped for... satisfaction. "And here you go.
alittlebundle of cloth

"Sorry the cafe is closed" I said "Uhmm anYthingmore?" My not - Placing

withoutlooking atthecustomer, so - strong voice broke the silence. thetable.

"Real1y?" afamiliat voice qackedin "No thank you, you can take the ((No, it's not needed" I

thehalf openedtinted window. plateawaY" sheepishly.

I lookedup andmYeYes twinkled at MY hands were cold and teeth "Take itl" The customer pulled

once"No...NotforYou" Isaid. clattercd vith each other. Was it hand and Placed the

"Thankyou"theheavY VOlCC echoed bad? Orwas itexceptionallY good? cloth. How much did YouI its way through mY month-old My mind was bursting with such today,bythewaY?"

cafe. questions for the customer was "Uhh 25pOO ruPees" I saidwith

"WhatwouldYou liketohave?" mum about the food. I tetutned faintsmile

"UhmmwhatisYour f.avorite?" back. "Wow... that is fortunel OkaY

"Cheese and mushroom "Where isthebill?" see you" the customet said

cannelloni
t'No, it's okay. Iwo-" walkedoutof mYcafe'It

"Okay I'11 have that and gel me Even before I could comPlete my I quickly opened thebundle

something to drink too. The voice sentence the customet cut me to find my rucing heart

had a sense of curiositY. short downslowly.

A$her 20 minutes laruived with the "Businessaise thodichaltahai?Brll The bundle had the

cannelloni and a strawberrY please" hardwork, sttengfh, never

mojito. The excitement on mY I was akeadY scared so I quicklY hoPe andbelief that was

face was magical. As walked towards the cash countet, to get this. It had the
customer's
tnnocent as a child Yet stern as some typedthe billout andhatdedover and smiles when this was

food critic. I was little nervous but thebilT' gripped

excited to h ear the "Hmmmm. ..Idon'thave fingers'

reviews. much right now, You can utmost feeling of pide when

"Yourorder" I said collect the rest from my wasachieved.

"Hmmm... if I house" thecustomer The tears made mY eyes

toeatwithmYeYes said and handedmea andl sliPPed down the

I'dgive rt70/ lO" note lane.

Thismademy
t(I-it's okay" lstarnmered. "Mujhe bhi woh chahiYe" the

powdrngheafibeat Idon'tknowwhY butl yearoldlwouldyell.

r est ablt. HighlY strung wanted thecustomer to "Milega... abhifimehai the

onceagain,myeyeswere 8o away. The voice thathadmade wouldsign apeacetreatYvttth

fixed onto mY customer's face who my eyes twinkle moments back heart.

atethe food like an obedtent child. was making my heart run with I haA forgotten abovt that

The customer looked satisfied. .well nervousness' with time. HonestlY, I

that's
a:,' 13.+,
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RESSION
-AMANDEEP SINGH SEHCAL

(20t437TP126)

I
@ffi

I

I

which
wallang
lill I laint
thoughts
to an eftryty
wondering what 1S lt Ihat I have

t

to

! I

I tttlV'
u,itlr iro one to love and 11o one to care, r '

mv ntitrcl is tr.rll ot' sadtress at'Ld utter despair,

a pcssimist's thinking in tirl'nltlld-takes over,

oiil.v rregative thc-rr-rglits u4rich t-uake tue sitrk lower,

dried up tears ou people's stotles,-

imagining my Srave sttrrortuded by errtptf ice creaur cones'

mf iiriirdlhinks of enterir,g the darkest cave,

ancl to dig uP 111Y own grave,

lic don niviih nothing to live tbr, r'to futrtre uo past,

aurl take a long breath' n'hich u'ou1d be tny last'

then I pick up7 pin aild pinch my behind,

ana t teatlre'clepression is just a state of tnitld,
puttiirg itr tT rincl the ulost rvoudertr-tl thiilgs,

i exit f"rom the cave rvith a tlew set of rviugs'

realizitrgnothing good has reall1' departed,

but tiraimy 1it'e has oirly just started,

lcave all the iregatives behind,
ancl mcet rTerv fcople rvho are tlice and kiud,

I gct up ttirlockiug the door,

tr'r ?rr'flt liciglils I ltal'c to soat'.

to lt-rtlrrc'rt iirto a snrile and delete the frowu,
to alrvays t1y high rvithortt looking down'

-l\

tr t

I

.:, 15.:,

D

1'LANI \IARITIME INSTITUTE

tr



REFLECTIONS 15

t

Vivek Kumar
(201237TP20e)
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-LAKSHDEEP SINHA
(20t33TtPt99)
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EFLECTICNS'I5

As t grow old er, the tyrawry that footbalLexerts over my life and therefore over
fhe lives of peopleaxowdme, is less reasonabke atdless atfractive. Durirgthe
rccently concluded world cup, such feelirgs of innocuous detachment could
be experienced. A world cup is the sort of common p$ect that otherwise
barely exists in modern societies. It seems to create those relationships: people
gathercd in pubs and living rooms, a whole country suddenly concerned
abr:lrat the same event. We all lolow about the demolition incurred by the
Brazrlians at the hands of the Germans. It was not just a gqrnei it was a
geopolitical struggle, There was agreatstoryline butio comilercials. As the
Brazihans conceded unrelentlessly, we could see their fans- their face, losing
all its vim, vfou r and gJoryr suddenly turning morbid.
Because goals come so irregularly, fans spend far too much time xtblimafing
their emotions, antrcipattrgbatnetter releasi4g. when these emotions swefI
andbecomeuncontrollable, the fans erupt into dark, Dionysian fits of ecstatic
violence. At that moment football isnt just a matter of life and death,l can
assure you it is much, much more than that,
Takizg it from aplayef s perspective - ifs the way you feel when you step into
the field that let's you knowyou couldn't live without this sporf. Often there
are people who have only football as a way of expressing themselves and when
theynolongerhavethatrtheynolongerhaveanyputposertheyceasetoexist.
The sport is an absolute delrgfit to watch. Whenever the rnidfielder sends a
longballf orward,rightoverthetryingdefenserthebalTlauglrsrrudrantlr-aff .

lhe sfriker brirgs her down gently, showers her with compliments, caressing
her, moves towards his heaven wppofielby the thunderous applaux, and
cheers of fhe crowd. As he strikes the ball with utmost r$ot andprecision but
honouring its elegance - theball swims in its riptides of emofions and as it
strikes the net thercby producing the sweet, melancholic sound wh:ich is the
epitome of musjc to any playe4 and thus makes its ubiquitous presence felt.
Tlre crowd in an almost monotonous manner rises, ecstatic butblown awayby
such a clima:c. Ihey prty their unborn grandchnldren who would never
witnessthis.
These suppofiers put their team s ahead of everything. Such kind of patriotism
is rarely seen. The fixtue lists has the last word in any affargement, family
and friends understand tlut events like weddings or holidays which would
take unqaestioned preeAenc,e, can onTy b plotted afrer consideruhon. So
football is rqarded. as a gqven disability which has to be worked arcund.If a
person was wheelchair bound,nobdy close to him would organae anythfuB
in atop floor flat. So why would they plan anything when Real Madrid is
playrng?
In his life aff@f,iruay change his wives, his political parhesreven kis refuion
buthejust cannot charge his favourite football club. This is the loyalty that
comes along with football.
Swami Ywekanatda rghtly said, '}lou would be closer to heaven througlt
football than through the study of The Gita". Hence we arrive to the
conclusion that The thing abutfootball, the importantthingabout football, is
that it is j ust not about footb all ;
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-SAHIL, NAKRA
(201't37TPl60)

Wlrilcgcttilgonanovercrowded train, youmusthavesqueezedinabitmorejusttoletmein,orlmusthaveshifteda
bit to lci you ,it ,t th" edge of the seat. . .who knowsl We must h avebeenpushed together while getting off, or must have

brushcd shouldcrs at the station...
whe n the auto-waala would have refused to take the 100 rupees...I- from the 15 odd souls hunting for a rick wou1cl

lrrrvc lrelpcrl you wiIh Ihe "Chutta-Change"-

Emotions of a stranger

ffiffi;:$r#ii

TCLANI MARITIME INSTITUTE

Wc cr-rulcl'vc bccn rutrning the marathOh tqgether and you must havc givcn tne

alnrost...
Wc must havc becn at some distatrt relatives wedding reception's food counter

I could've been the one
tlL) stonc unturned togef the

Wc could'vc been af the temPle
Very near but still out of reach
Uncler the same fqn, moon, stars andsky
trthirlittlewoi

You must have seen m
seenyouatthegma;rr
Wecould'vebeenhaw

My screams from thc roller cc'raster must ltave scared the hell out of you and prevented you from sitting on that ridc

andmay-be, I must havc over heardyourbadexperience at a food joint, thus. forever, leavingthatplace a tnystcrv

lllt-..
N/tay bc you erc lhe r)ne who helpecl me by sharing your umbrella dur\ngan unexpectedtain shower or yotr nlust har

rrvc r hc a rc1 uty a clvi c e a trcl got encoura5;ed ".

\brr arrcl I cortlcl'vc been at Crossword s eatching the same book"'
Wc ctrulcl,vc bccl cgrlpetitors in some school Jvent years back and could've been in the same situation but inter

e ve tt Is...

During concerts...we could'vc beendancingnextto eachother like there's notomorrow..I
you could,ve been the lost soul and me like amfuaculous fairy must have shown you the correct way to reach yot

order or crlbbt
had occupied the

pat on seeing me give

for bultet naan to arriv e..

reinbavtt

destination

May-beryou were the one who might haveindicatedrnerthatthedoor of my car is open andwemust have exchange'

smiles that must have lastedforthteeseconds before we both zoomed off our waYs'

May -be, I must have helpedyou select men,s perfums.gnd,youmust have helped me select the perfect flower at

llrrt'ist...

We could,ve been waiting at the doctor's or dentist's sharing awkward stares and silence...

Wc corrlcl,ve b.", ,".*fiingandcheering our lungs out for different teams atWanthede duringlPl or shared

dr-rring Sachin's last matchl

.-:, 19.+,
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REFLECTICNS 15

MUS'C
-AMANDEEP SINCH SEHGAL

(2Ot437TPt26)

Headphones on with the volume full,
feeling as sfrong as acharyTngbull,

forgetting all our worries and all our fears,
gettTrtgup fuomthe groundwiping all our tears,
the crazybeats, which make us move our body,
till we fall down or are stoppedby somebody,

pressing'shift +del'rpermanentlyerastngourfrown,
f*lingon top of the world with the ulfimate crown,

if we eyer feel sad orhave abadfeelng
music is the best medicine for this emotionalhealing,

like the expression of ahappy 2year old boy,
we feel, the most exhtlarutrng joy,
with every note people arcunlted,
andtogether we feel super excited,

siftirg comfortably on a reclining seat,
noddtng our heads with every beat,

humming the sound of our favorite song,
knowing that this feeling would definitely last long,

listening to the sorgs of MadorctaandMiley,
makes us end every text with a smiley,

doing long and tough mathemattcs sums,
won't be possible without Metallica's drums,

movirg andgroovngwith MJ's voice,
shouting out loud malanglots of noise,

promoting lov e and rcmovitg hate,
treatingeveryone as our ownmate,

pulTtngout aflower and throwing away the knife,
this, is the influence of musicinourhfe,

like the sun's rays andthe trees shade,
music, in our life, will NEVER fade.
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DISGOVERING
AG IME GAPSULE

t6te-6-t6te with Captain S.G. Deshpande)(A sneak-peek of
.KARAN SINCH

(20l337TPl9l)

fi
ond n

Inspired by various people and events,
chose our careers.,what aspttedyou to
mer chant navy as a c at eet?

we

I joined trainingship Duffetinback in 196
Merchant Navy was not a vetY
career atthattime. It was not like I dreamt
this profession. At his time, my fatherwan
1o join the merchant navy andhe couldn't.
partly comes fromthat. Also,I didnot
having a goYernment job or running
business for that matte4 hence chose this
my careeL And havingbeen thete, I am a
forceful follower of the
requfued.

you have apeculiar natureof being ve ry partrcular tn grarnmar andtheEnglish language. Why is that so ?

Being fr om a v er nacular b ackgt ound,I did not know much of the Pronunciations and spellings of the

of the English languaga When I joined this profession, I felt quiteinfetior, which mademe studythe

to the corc. Apafi from this, about thirty to forty years a1o, lndian mariners were preferredto the

Korean or the EastEuroPean as crew andoffrcers, as theY were known for their proficiency in English. I

only in the last few yearsthat English proficiency is on the downtrend, as far as the Indians are concetned.

feel sad that the medra and ev en television anchors havebeen the reason for this downfall. English is a

particular language. If there's alanguage which has its rules, its ownbeauty,we might as well follow it.

short everything which is worth doing, is worth doingwell. I care a lot about the Indian p artrcrp ation in

world merchantnavy.lf we do not improve our English, we may lose our hold in world shipPing with

W CVErything"

competitors.

At an emotional line, at your times, how difficult was it to
maintaitr comtnunication with your loved ones back home?
Did you f ace any major troubles? How would you col1lpare the

scenario nowandthen?

Initially, it was always diffictlt.I joined shipping when I was

eighteen. Wehadonly short waveradio to listen to news and

no other meansof communicationor news. At one timerthete
was an earthquake in Pune city andlbecame awate about it
nearly two weeks latet via BBC radio. There was nothing I

could do to contact home and know if things were alltight ot
not. It was exaspetating then, as there was much less

professionalism as compared to now. Ships were delayed,

needed mafiy repaits. The crew, the seniors, were
experience d no doubt, btfi tlne professionalism lacked. In the

yeirsthathavepassed,shipping industry has developed a lot in

,: 21 .:,
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- -', -:ii u-irile they are onboard,theyget to see the

-' , . :'., sl-l Is fhis justamisconcepfion?

. :r -:'. -( :'.ot nluch time to get poetic onboard. On aship,
- -' : -:.-',,.-3rt rvork. Ibecame acaptain around 7gZ4-1gZ-S'.

r-:r'. :i-.!-re rr,,as not much time to go ashore. Even while
. -:' :-i 1r. p.rr1, there aremany duties andthe number of

,-r'.:t.il'd today is small. Going ashore is almost
, ' -:-; :cr tankers rcat cartiersrcontainerc andpassenger

-,.;*zv security rules don't even allow goil4g ashore
- .;: -r i-rsa. So to see the worldr l would say ,,book an ait

. '- --l_rghs).

:'-:r facecl any mqor incidents as a pilot? Or any
. -:-: .'

'- --:. I neterhad,any collision- Butyes,I haye seen alotof
- :.-.. g.roundings. In one case, I helped aGreekship fight
. :--..-k a small ship and went alongside, helpea *te
:' : -i i i t ti r e. Ships g r ounded, I hav e help ed them r eflo at

- -,. -i s. These accidents do occur,as I like to teli the fourth
- .,,'..r-irs. there's a collision occutrirtg once every three
- . -- -. e ar e tremendous statistics.

ble that you're so energetic. We are eventold you I
netable and still follow ships routines. Why is it-so? !

.'.. I like to stick to a routine. There's a psycholq)cal
:,- r:. italso keeps me fit. I usuallygo trekking. ttgives

,,--= and peace of mind. That's one of the reasoni I'm- 
- .\, 1I - bec ause of thebeautifu I environment.

rt Navy like quicksand, with the money flowing in?
mg not the only reason, vnth what motive would
our present and futare cadets fo continue in this
...?

-*#,,,1*1"tr:tl;x*ri#;\Ly"Yt;';;:3:#
- 991. Luckily, things went accordrngto how I planned.
Tlenproperlyranddevoteyourenerrytoitritgenerully

.. ,1: -sea are not as you beteve. My advice is remain
:::J to the job and profession, the ship is your home.-r' is to keep it safe, secure. Enjoy dotng 1t in a

., . -' r:a1 manner. . .. that f ar away place rit requires you to
,.-_ 3gmendous patience, strength and matwity. So,
- ,"THEATTITUDEI
:,: nlore thing - never stop learning no matter how'.:::Jed you are, andneverbe contpLacent andthfuik (I
..:r.tthing.r,

EFLECTIONS'I5

r

t t

I
:. o ) : The initial days in cowrmand on a tank.er vessel,

1977-78.

'rth a crew membrur while sailirg as a cadet ottboard a
Eership,1966.

'-ing as athird officer, onboard a cargo ship en route
,-:a. 1968.

edng a J apanese port wi th a piLot, I gg 1,.
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Phillip Hughes
19BB -2014

Iir'

lTOT
OfIT

-VIVIDH SINHA
(201437rP333)T

One crowed hour of glorious fame is worth an age without a fiame, but the fact that hrs cateet was cut

shortinhisPrime isanincredible injustice tothepoorson.

Didheknowthat no one, no one would b e abletogethimou tinthatinnings?

Didhehavethesmallest
'of 

ideaeaflYmorning thatdayw1lrilehavtngpancakes inbreakfasl?

Did Phil have the slightest of inclinations that he'llbe not out forevet that falthful evening during his

mornilE breaklast? Theanswer but obvious is a'NO'II[I
know what life will make you facetbe very next

But that's how life is mY dearest of dear friends' You never

historyof thegame
he scored his first ODI century in his debutagainst SriLankain Melbourne

ThenagaintnJanuary 2013
forrunsPhil continuedto score runs

whichmadehim the first one to do so. With talett galote andhunger
Australia for the Sheffield Shiek

Butwho knewthattheboY from New South Wales, PlaYing againstSouth

14 would bePlaYtng his last match. The mishap so happened tbatPhilwa
cup ot 25th November, 20

SeanAbbott. The match was being PlaYed inthe SydneY Cricke
struckby a b ouncer on his headbowled bY

motherwas oneof the sPectators'
Ground. Andthe ironY of fate is such that the lad's

Later on the 27th o
When he qashed on the eround he was at 6

iotheheavenlY abode
J *and was taken to the hosPital'

November, 20 7 4he Passed
and r emained unb e aten on 6 3 ...

This sudde n and ananticiP ated news of the PlaYerc' dea thcreatedaroar in the cricketing fraternltY.Itnc

the Australian cricketers and their suPPorters tqgether but each and every one. Startiq
only brought

of the Australian side Michael Clarke, for whom lhil t\ughes 'was abest tna\e,ha
from the caPtain

to show to the world. l,egendary Australian cricketers from the Waagh Brothers
nothingbut wet eYes

to Brett lne andeach and every PlaYer of the current Australian tea
Shane Warne to Glenn Macgrath

sou1. Players of the New Zealand and Pakistan cricket tear
came to console the familY of the departed

to mourn for him. Even players representir
decidednot to PIaY for a daY of theirthenongoing test match

other teams wore black bands for mourning. KeePing all grudges and ptejudices behind, the entir

cricketing sororitY came tqgether tomournforPhil.
wrote on the sameball, "I am sorry, Phil"' The Chi

As an act of grattfitde or deep sorrow Sean Abbott
i. z,the same pitch on which Phil fell unconscior

Curator for Pitches inSCG has decidedto retire PITCH

afterbeirghitbythe vulnerablebouncer.
him on his f vrteruI which bt ougltt tears even

Phrl'scaptain or his elder brother Mic hael Clarke eulqized
Au stralia's World Cup trrumph to hrm, ant

the eyes of the Australian Prime Minister, and later dedic ated

quote
of the SCG on ThursdaY night, those sameblades of gr'assbeneat*t mY fe

"I walked out into the middle
havebuiltpartnerchtpsrtakenchances andlivedo

where he andl and so fiafiY of his mates herctodaY
stands where the crowds rose to their feet to che

the dreams wePainted in our headsasboYs. The same
ttme again. PhilliP's sPirit, whichisnowPartof o

him on, andthesame fence he sent the ballto time and
we must cherish it, r

game forever, will act as a custodian of the sPort we all love. We must listen to it,

mustlearnfrom rtrandwemustdigin diginrandget through to tea.And we must play on

u out in the middle."
So rest in peace my little brother. I'll see yo

,:)J,:,

rG

second.
phillipHughes,awell-knownb atsmanoftheAustralianteamrfromMacksvilleNewSouthwales'bornon
BOth Novemb er 191ssfi, b"ro*" u topic of great discussion everywhere' .

His cricket ing careeiiluri"awhen h; ;ii;i;^nt to pray,iut is it was destined, at the age of seven he

managedtoscore zo runs and from *r""iii" i*pr"r abiel;ricketingcarcerof plillip Hughes started'

He represe nted the iiliiial teamfor the first time in Test Crict?t agairst the mi8hry south Africans in

2OOg inDurban.In the second matchoi trr" ru*" series h. rho*ur"d ltit talents by scoring two hundreds

rn eachinnings of the test match, uruii-r"ii. flrr, madehim eustraria's youngest test cenfurion in the
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partying maybe rcading novel

I_.-,t,ingly,

. Husband

4 Le fter to
arfuturewife,
First of all,let me get this clear thatl amnot

curred rnake think aboutyou quite
in some corner
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IN THE MIDDLE OF A STREET, LOST IN FEBRILE CONFUSION.
A street seen through the lens

Bernish
(201337TP1s2)
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REFLECTIONS 15

Pe,RAtriL!DINEi
- CAPI ABHUEET AVATE

'alhat's not flying ,that'sfallittgwith style,': Toy Story the movie.
We get to the top of amountain, we open olurrbackpack, we
take out a wi4g made of fabncthiwrcr than abedsh*t andwe
wrap it in our bad<s andwefug on it to i nflate and thenwe walk
offthemountain.

t1rrat is paru$iding simplifi ed.

The most colnmon question I am asked is, ,.Do you not feel
afu ud rtp therc?' I am a bit we.ry d, I amnot insane. Of course I
am afrudr l should be. We don't have a death wish, ifs an
adventure sport andit eomes with its risks. As does driving on
Indian ro ads or e attng r oadside Chinese food.
Eea4lbelieve, is the most rmappreciatedlwmanemotion. I do
not mean fear of farlirryexams or fear of detention. In sports
such as this it is fear of the unknown. Unsure of what may
happnnextinthe arr asyou gltde 2000 meters from the closest
landrwhichis right below you. It keeps us alert and sharp and
innovative, rcady to change and adapt to conditions. It also
makesuspatient.
Couple of years ago a.s a group we were flyrng a 50 Km cross
country route in Himalayas. Dunng avalleycrossing I got very
low and could not fIy over the next mountain as dtd the other
pilots. There wrls no Landfug space as the valley was densely
wooded. The worst case would be atre,landrngin the valley
thenafrerpackingthewi4g if all wentwell itwouldtrxn into a
6-7 hour walkout of dense junglewithaZO$backpackto the
nearest viTTage through pdme Sloth Bear territory. Since that
did not appealto me in the least,lcoaxed my wing to rise and
scratched the tree tops searching for apuff of lift, looking out
for eagles who would mark risurg air, allthe while not gaining
height nor losing any. And then after 45 minutes of me circling
Iow in the valley, the sun finally got stronger an dwarm afu lifted
my glider out of there and over the mountain. lt was a
wonderful feelilrg, just pure satisfaction that I matwged to be
p atient andget out of there. lt did not matter that the rest of the
team was way ahead ot that the distance took me over 4 hours
tocover.
For every such story there are many more ending rn hard
landings, broken bones, torn gliders, lorg walk out andhurt
Ptidet
Bazzy Trent was a legendary surfer in tke 1960's, a pioneer of
big wave surfing and this is what he famously said, ('Waves are
not measured in feet and inches, they are measured in
incrementof feaf'
So,yes lget scared rbatthen|getbetterbecause of it.

.-:, 29.-.--=-,
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URST
-HARNESH ARORA

(20t237TPt8t)

"Whatisthematter?2'

My concer n w ent unhear d.
Hersobsmutedmyvoice.

"lamfine" she saidto herself.
I could see tears trickling down her cheeks.
AhI Those sunken, beady eyes couldcty ariver

"I will be fine" she kept on muttering.
"What is the cause of yout pain?" I asked on ce again.

This time Ipleadedto the breezeto carry my message to her. A message lhat containgdmy undyingcate.
Breeze, carry my unheard message and.-uniaid words with yoq_Asbreeze reached her she snappedthe

window an d^y'"ur" came smashing and qashing down into millions of pieces. Just like het heart my carc

wasshattered.

Then all of a sudden sh e turned around and scteamed- "WHY?IP

I thought she is questioning meback,but she was looking atthe sky. The brutally endless SleV skyleady to

"orrrr[r" 
her. ohl uow baZly I wished for it to rain andwash her pain away,but it was winter. Winter is

meanttobepleasantbutfor her it was harsh.

,,7 am not strong an)rmore. N,ot even a blt.These 'waves of misery ate creattnga storm 1n my heartand I can no

lorgerpretendto be a calmsea. not any more" she criedweakly.
ttYou strong. Okayl very strong. Wipe your tears and take a deep br )2 before I could completeate
sentence, she turneAtowards me-"Yottu You ate the culprifl"
Ithoughtsheisumingat
Those eyes were sfuckon

*Men IsaidblanHy.

the sky once agaln7 but I was wTon8.
me. ohI Those bloodshot eyes were exploding with anger.

t'Yes YOUI You liar.You were the one who told me break free,atm hry.h,fly andtouch the skyl You taaght

to soar hlry.h, h$her than the bird, bat how could yolr forget to te11 me the truth!? A mandatory truth.
statutory warning. Howdare you forgot togl e me the ttmust have" temembet notel? How couldyott!?"

She b anged her fist on me.
llerhaidwas bleedingbecauseof my tough exterior butthatvery moment my soft interior was split

sever aI pieces. . . j ust like her.
Every part of her sptit up into sever allayerc of. emotions th atbrealhedsorrow, anger andpain-

aW hat didl not te1l you ? " I questioned.

.:,29.+,

I
i
)
't

t
\

S

t
v
h

C
st

S1

St

fa
st
w

Yc

11e

\t
Ar
Ye
els

:ht

Iu

Ift
Shr

tik

lus
wit

-St
Thr

-w
Sile

ihe
:ter

-:ull

itw,



\ cate.
:d the
v cate

ady to
nter is

Jan no

...deefl
skvbul

"rit 
tnd

nepoo{

wasnumb.

f'elt as if my world h ad just toppled.
:te my She slapped those words on my face

ikegusfywindon adark stormynight.

irst then she got up to leave and
';ithajerk.

shtm{
rrth. A.r,) I

'Stop pullingme" she said sternly.
lhere was silence.

Willyouleave me!!?'2
tlenceagain.

,tit intil ihe furned andLooked at me ar$r^ly
.er eyes shifted to the ground.The
Lrlled her back and said,l wont
ext time...I will make sure you
lways remain grounded. . . I will be

fly

iie looked at me once again in

You are not a philosopher and you
neverbel
You ar e bor n metal and wilT die a

-{rustedpieceof suap!
Yes you are just a window and
:lseII...A silly train windowl2 She
:hefloor andcried.

tntbutlittle she knewl breathed
omentsago...

I

rt lI

vas just an old rusfy window n

REFLECTI'NS'I5
You did not infuse sfrength, instead you
injected weakness.
You crippledmyheart.
You melted strength even before it could
takebfuthinmymind.
You tagyourself as shield, right?

So where were you when I was lying
lifeless in a pool of my bloodiedtears?

Where wereyou when I almostburnedmy
lungs out of screaming and cryng for
help?

L)h, you were busy travelling and
storytelling.

Stop it okayl
Stop narrating those silly stories and
taking abouttheworld.
Stop hicling these truths by claiming the
rvorld to be charismatic.
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on the top of the listing of the social networking These unusual stunts rnclude excessive physical

sites, facebook wins the"crown , rulingout orkuf exposure, materralistic show-off and other acts of

Linkedln, Twitter, lnstagram. Myspace etceteta indiscretion.

etcetera. It has been remrnding us people's

b:irthdays und 
"oniicting 

the *oild srnci zoo+. Tobe popularisnoteveryone's cupof tea,aswesee

i-h;;d"" zuckerbergt even th" best guy in terms of academics in your

sPhere ends with a nerdY tag'

We can rmagtne how strongly this network has

affected the younger spherei ioday, to the extent Coming to another sub-prolotype .u'9 ry: kinds

that Facebook addiction was considered a kind of who u.i lik 'Awwwl He liked my pic,h.e likes me"

disorderbypr,"hoioimru"ro* theglobe. or "YesI She liked my pic, she's into me".'They are

the ones who are given the famous "despetado"

Youngsters today don't login or _logout, they arc tag. YesI It is quite obvious and true that all of us

cotnected throughout tifre. Well,"that's a huge wanttobegoodlooking atdpopular

technological achtevementl But when it comes to

emotional attachmeis, we need to make a big However, obsession is something else,like the teens

assessment. They exisi as small things that 96_ withsuper editedpicturesonFacebookateeither

unnoticed ,butrnlater stages result as aiemotioial the "winnabe popular" or "seatching for a good

'bigbang'. looking date" '

startingon with being dumb on Facebook- it goes well, who doesn't want abettetlookingdate?

frorn randomly addiig people. It sounds like-fun But, Seriously, there is a height of desperation'

but reflects an iii"tiSia,t iersonaliiy. In simple Reflections' i.5 has a message for them: "There is

words,itseemsmorose. fffiffi%r21;##;:f?'[1 H#n#r:;
Being popular: This is the motto of almost every betterfocusonyourSoalandttuemotives"'
yortf, 

^today 
which is sadly related to those with

i,iyrng for Eacebook likes,i. There is another kind Let's not forget to mark those people who are

who do unusual stunts on such networks to be sufferingfrom'emotionaldisordersyndrome',thev
popular. would make statuses on Facebook instead of facing
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llilftd l(aie hkes lram Ti
photo.

A"Wff, Chefidfi tikes I

photo.K
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Abhineet Hka lvas ta(
Varun Mathur's photo.

Abhineet Hisre was tag
Varun Methur's photo.

tutohc Mathers

Ishan Chawb

the r e ality of life. These p eople ar e in p o or he alth
expec ti ng_ emp athy and sy mp athy. Azioving onto
t he next FB - mania rlet's talk of time runnin{ out.

Don't you wish sometime to be one of those
,.reople with so much of extratime thatthey run
iake accounts and create a mess with peopie for
:un,rivalry andtonsof other stupid reasons.

\sk me for an advice onwhat is to be done with
.rrch people. Lock them in a box and, throw them
.rr outer space is all I cansay.
\nd lastly, there are two other prototypes who
leserve a moment of silence. First, 

-th" 
or",

vhose updates had provoked people to coin the
erm R.I.P in English.
,.:91d, 

11e 
tdlS of all the Facebook misery, the

elationship that begrns with Facebook. \i all
tarts with afriendre,quest, ahowdy and ahello,','w coffee talks, the hustle and, bustle oi
rormones. Well, you know the rest is 1ife, a few
rays of depression andthey don't cease to repeat
,te cycle.

'..r guysl I gnly hopethatyou don't see yourself as
:ire of such atrocious kind? I believelt's time to
ssessyourself.
Ye areyoung;it's the time we can giveour best in
verything for this lifetime. Sustain you r time and,
,lergy tohave the best in you andtherest falls in'Iace.I hope you like this.

Pawan Verna lkes Snra

Suganya's photo.

ry Atex Davd r'"

X Gaurav Gupta L'|

H Adrtya vdmm Chauhan !1

t
ffi Anran rlarub

ffi Rapsta zarar

hl Adrrr srnsh

HOfiE rnIfiaDs

These frends (an't see you I
chat. Edl[

d] (slrrh
I

-RITESH YADAV
(201337TP2s5)
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TOLANI MARITIME INSTITUTE

gatnerourt attention-

- ASHUTOSH PATEL
(2jt237rPt44)

There are drfferent type of intelrige ncethathumanbeings possess. Emotionar intelligence GI) being one of

them,hasbeen, *"iiJoaied sufrect i"-;i iitl ia*ifl;;;i"ue to be so until theie is a new scope in the

studies of Human Behaviour. rndeed, ,i'iin utio be sard tiat the study of emotional intelligence is as

rmportant,Lf not ress, than other inteflrgen;-ti3" scientists have even ciaimedthat emotionalintelhgence

iui"r" l*b ortantthanlntelligence Quotient (IQ) '

If one were to defineemotional interligenc; i, iiew words then it canbe stated that emotionalrntellrgence

(EI) is the ab\yty to perceive, contror 
-iii 

"iutuate 
emotrons. so*" researchers suggest that emotional

interligence canbe-rJarned andrt."rdi.";"i, *rril. others ciaim it is an inherent inborn charactetrstrc'

Historicaly emotional intelligence 111tiU"qdito 
O" stual "i i" ti yeat 7930 by Edwatd Thorndike' who

broughtthe conceiior;;ro"frt intenigenci,. F.o^ then onmany oih"r personalities like Davrd wechsler,

rtbrahamMasrow, iowardGardner uiiiuyn"paynehavecontribute dgreatlytothe subject'

Since lggo,petersalovey andlohno. rvr7v". hiuebeenleadingresearchers on Emotional IntellrBence'

Accordingto their proposed moder r*oti."iint"ttrg"n"" has maiiry four different factors in it :

1. perceiving nmotions: This is the first sJe,g ti iy$rstandemotions to accurately perceive them' rn rnany

cases, this might invoive underst unarng;oiv"iial signalssuch as body language andfacialexpressions'

2. Reasoning with Emotions: The second step involves using emotions to promote thinking and cognrt.e

activity. Emotions help priori tizewhati"ptv affention and-reactto; we respond emotionally to things that

S.tJnderstandingEmotions: The emotions that we perceivecancatry awide varietv of meanings' If someone

is expressing angryemotions, the observJ, *"rtiit" rpretthe cause of their angei andv,rhat it might mean'

For exampl e, rf your boss is angry, rt m6ht rne ui tt uti"is dissatisfied with your work; or it could b ebecause

he got aspeeding ticket on his *uy to *o.t ihui *o.^l^g, ot thathe's been fighting with his wife'

4.Manag\ngEmotions:Theabilitytomanage-emotionseffectivelyisakey.partofemotionalin
Regulating emotions, responding upproiiri"t.and responding to the emotib"s of others are all

asp ectof e motion al management'

telligence.
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criterion reporttniliii"en develop"i,"ni"n hivebeen abreto mea$tre emotional intelligence'

Bar-on,s EQ_i iS One such self report test. It measures competencies rrke awareness, stress tolerancery,

solving, urra f,rppir,"rr. iftere is anoth"r-t"J 
"uU"d 

Multifactor Emotional Intelligence Scale (MEIS) .'

an ablrlty_basea teJin *t i"t test-takers;;.f;;:+s designed to assess the.ir abllity to perceive, :

wderctand, atd utilize emotions. W" iiu!]" a wotldwher! almost everything is measurable anC

scientifically studied.lhi, ;;t;"ry nelfs usin underst andrngourselves better,but also acts as ann

through wh ich,we cailuage ra1ni1 agitrately where our shortcomings lie.

It is often considered that asingle i"tJni"i"" can take over otheiintelligences and reflect mor

attltude of an indivrdual. This can be conside ted ttue up to an.extent 6ut cannot be accepted,

heartedly.e .o*p."ir"rrriu" approachto "*otlot 
rl intelligence -will revealthat emotional intellige

other interigences are not separated t*i "u"t 
other by irear distinct lines. Rather, it is ablend c

'Sl?t:?"#ff3i"Tilil:if,'J,ffiili"^JJi u.with a single interisence ?:?::_b:*"se 
in all or us 

ry

present these nine il;li*"*"r,.1t9 ,yr,tii"sis of whicf, in varioirs amowt results in anuniq,e in

personality. In the *orar;f OaiiaCui,rro''ft is very importintto understandthatemotional intell

not the opposite of intellige nce,,ltir ";;1h";riu^pl,, 
oi heart overhead -- it is thewique interst

both."
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ALS IGE BUcKET GHALLENGE
-KARTIK PANT

(20t337TPtez)
\s I have allthetime in the world, I witl vid eotapemyself pouring abucket of ice water o nmy head,to spread,
awareness of some neurol%ical disease. Ihaven't-done anythingspecialfor any disease 1itl UfV, Hepatitis,
Polio, etc which are actually prevalent inlndia, but now it's ti-me for me td spr:ead, u*u."*", ,fo,rt em
Sy_ndrome. l'Llupload it onFacebook, InstagramrYine andl'Ilask my friends to do thesame., thentillmyself
"whatatriumphrhavedoneasubstantiallotf orthebenef itof thesociety.',
B-ut why just ALS, I should dump a crate of cigarettes to show how many years of life lhavesaved. Well
obviously I won't do thatbecausethere arebeftei ways.
My mind is now brainwashed into doing anything trending on social mediano matterhow boring ,lame and
plainitis.
Tobefaitr,this right here is theproblem.Likebaboons we arc apingthe west and,thinlangwe are actually
mah,tngadifference.
We should rather getout of our homes, help those inneed,by actaally doing someth ingratherthanmakjnga
Facebook status about it.
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Emotions in the Blues
TOLANI MARMME INSTITLIE

Waking up with the sunshine,

he realizes he is not sailing the seas,

he slides open his window,
and looks at his daughtet playng around the trees,

the giggles of joy spread a smile across lnrs face,

fre foof.i at his wife wishing he'd never have to leave this place,

wondering if the day could get any bettet,
his wife hands him his lettet,
aletter callinghim to the high seas,

andhe cannotbe stopped even after many pleas,

echoes of silence flood the room,

deep down he knows thathe'sgoing to be leaving pretty soon'

so he hugs his familY tight,
and looks atthe clock,
his soul makes him count,
each and every'tick - tock'.

It's almost another 6 months of a fullyear,
full of rough seas and the pirates they fear,

from awide ocean to a deePbaY,

with greater challenges everY daY,

buthe is not just a manfrom a crowd with no abrlity,

his shoulde t s bear a huge responsibility,

awhtte sutt and aPeakcaP,
his mind with the image of the whole world map,

he is not week andnot a..vrrmqy Pleader,
he rules g/ 4thof the Earth and is worthy of being called aleader,,

he has aname andhe is not just a marlet,

he is proud tobewhatthe world calls a "SAILOR"'

-AMRIT CHANDRA
(201437TN108)
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SHET FREM .THE FISHERMAN'5 DIARY'
-SuDHASTTAWA ApEKAL

(zEJ 3 37TP3 rJZ)
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:3 'Shillong is the city of the melodic
strings' tunes, rock culture-
breathtaktng waterf.alls, enchantirtg
hills and modest tribes. The cify houses
many oldbungatows and churches of
the impefial ttme, erected by the
colonial raj. Shillong peak crowns the
city grttmgaway its people andvisitors,
the panorarnic view of the city resting
on its lush green lap. The three sister
tribes Khasi, Jainha and Garo rnhablt
$e city and rcside inharmony with a
fr:hAtenaof culture, a culaie where,
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sQ no woman had to ever Wt forl
pminine rights:fl$ are instead

I r traditronally empowered with the
right of holding the newborn with the
maternal linkage unlike other culfures. I
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loNs'ts

(BeetelNut) toguests pnwtoany other
offeri4gs. So, folks
out of the house
red-

of meat delicacies, dumplings, art of.
meat pickles, fermented beans etc
lrngerfury all over. The festive s arc Laden

I 
with the pot- ric ebeer andlbetit works
better than a thick layer of. wool on a
cold festive day winds thatbite.It is our
customary fitual that we offer Kwai

r"
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may endupwalking
with mouth cherry

WelI, that's a gJimpse of my Shillong I
can ga on andendup with a book. Sq

me hold my Kublei

-r.

Il

\f

KrbleiSubunl

(Tlunk you)



TOLANI MARMME INSTITUTE

-PRASHANT KUMAR
(201337TP335)

Jogging used to be the only time I never carried any money in my pocket.
Blue track pants and grey T-shirt used to be my uniform almost every
evening to the nearby parkl went to keep fit, or maybe, just another attempt
to fill up the hollow evenings. One evening, while returningfrom the park,l
felt a shout of hunger from my stomach. Home was still a kilometre away.It
started drizzling as I walked ahead., and took shelter under the extended
roof of a known building. I noticed th at therc was a crowd gathered around
something in a corner. As a fat manleft the shop, I saw this lean guy selling
bhelpurr and doing good business. I checked my pockets, and from some
c or ner, a cr ippled twenty rupee note c ame out. I thanke d my star s, and w ent
to the shop. I was just about to place my ordeq when I heard a familiar
f emininevoice,andimmediatelyturnedmyf aceaway."Bhaiya,,dobhelpuri
dena", she said. The same sparkle in her voice, that smell of her perfume
still linger in my mind. Besides this, what hadreally not changed was her
strange love for bhelpuri.I remembered those good old days when we used
to bunk lectures and justgo for a stroll. The way she would become excited
atthename of bhelpuri, and how it used to beher alltime menu. Be it the
little cookery she knew, or the frequent picnics we used to go for, bhelpuri
invariably markedits presence. How I often used to tease her by saying, 'As
it is you have no interest in these books, why don't you open abhelpuri
shop?", and she would reply with a semi-irritated, "Yery funny". Those
days,lused to feelthatherhappiness was my responsibility. Imade surethat
even if it's just bhelpuri, she must haveit, if she liked it. I jumped into the
nostalgia,andrememberedeverything she did. The way she would dancein
the rain, and I would just smile watching her in that bliss. The way she
would spoil my hair whenever I would try anew hairstyle. Everything just
flashed in my mind, as if it was yesterday when we had confessed our
feelings for each other. The vendor almost yelled at me to know what I
wanted, since I was visibly lost in deep thought. This made her notice me,
and I looked into her eyes. This was awlurard.lthadbeenmore than ayear
since we hadtalked,, sharedor met. Let alonebe in a relationship. There was
nothing to say, and nothing to be heard. Akeady, a lot hadbeen said, and
unsaid, just like all breakupshappen."I'mfedup of this obsession of yours
Simran. How long does it take?", abig guy came and almost yelled ather.
She looked into my eyes for a second, and then went away picking her two
plates. That one moment hadit all,her eyes told me everythinglwantedto
know. There is a strange satisfaction when you know that the person you
loved never finds someone who loves them the way you did. Even if she
didn't look back, I knew that she wanted to. I finishe d and left for home, and
gaye my mind another dive into nostalgia. As I entered my little apartment
in semi-drenched state, mom asked whether lhadeaten something or not,
handlingme a towel."Yes mom" ,Isaid."Bhelptri" .
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fiLuMNl sPEAK
tanmr,gur-urrer (2009TP196), Gold Medallist of ME 2009 Batch-t* rAM pAL

f I eott37rP3t4)
,,Whatever your dreams and passions are,iust follow them, love them andcherish thembecause nothing feels

better than achieving somethingthat you've wanted'"

TOLANI MARITIME INSTITUTE

beautiful hymns and PtaYets, the
tunes still nng, at the back of mY

mind. Singing the choirs, mugging
up Shakespeare's Pieces and
gettrng super excited duting
iulturalevents. . .those were lovely
days. Now, I laugh rccalling the
wardens teachingmY five Yeat old
self, that to be a PtoPil ladY, a
dressing gown is a must over the
night suit. To alwaYs sit with the
dghtlegcrossed over left and how
rmportant it was toPraY. Etiquette,
trarning and Shakespeare were
fuamed in my life from those verY

youngdays.

Ihave ambiguous memories of the
first few months in college. Most
probably, for the reason that I was
intimidated bY everYthing. I
realized,what such alittle sex ratio
meant. lt meant You cannot walk
arowd unnoticed, it meant You
have to be on Your guard every

Yes, there are times when things get b ad and also times

thai make me feel that I should give up, I can't do

My earliest memories ate frlled with hostels, wardens,

rlsing bells and exercises, since my education stafied

fror aboardingschool at the age of five. My childhood

was lovely and well provided for. I remember growing
up rnbeiutiful misty mountains, | rccall girls wearing

birrettes and dressing up fot church on Sundays' Those

second in public,, it meant constant
speculations and rumours where one had to hat den up,

fight till one could, andthensome more. That is the only

rnLV to answer each of the comments, remarks and

doubts others have. There were times when lhadbroken
down, cded...butlguess that's apatt of life where we

fight with our share of problems. However, at the end of
itlsallingmademerealizecollegewassomucheasier"'

anytnore. During such times, I give myself apep talk. I

tell myself to stop cribbing,, to buck up and move on'

Shit happen s, so what? I tell myself things aren't that
bad and imagine the worst
situations possible. When it grows
rcally worse, I know there's no

other way than it rcceding off and
getting better. (Laughs). Over the
yearc) I have realized we never
really know where our limits can
take us to. We canalwaYs do more
even when we think "that's it,
that's the limit." I guess it's all in
our mind. We just need to
convince ourselves that we can do

more.

I simply don'thave anY Plans now,

other than comPleting mY next
sail. I try not to make manY Plans
aslhave afeelingthat I always jinx
my plans and never comPlete
them. So,NOPlansl

I don't think advice would be an

appropriate word. I would callit a

message indeed and it saYs that
these four yearc at TMI are verl'
special and each moment should
be enjoyed. Whatever Your

dreams and. passions are just follow them,love them

and cherish Jhe* because nothing feels better than

achieving something that you've wanted' Alsc

everyonelnust behave in the most respectablemanner
wherever you go in Your life.
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"T'F{E DXSTANCE tsETWEEN DREAh,{S AND SUCCESS NS AX-WAYS T'F{E DEDXCATED AND
FOCUSED ,ACTNON''

,: {1 .:,

It all starts from the mesmerising childhood days, the DefinitelY, there must have been times

bestpart of one's life... fetch us some of your beautiful likegiving up) as sailing gets difficult for

memorles. men. How did you overcome such hurdles? Also, give

us some throwback of such bad times.

The sailing fralernity is all about
physicaland mentalendutancertell
us about thejourneY, where hurdles
were not just overcome, but there
was a over, from being thetriumph
lone lady,, to crowntng away with 

I

academic excellence.

when you felt
the rockiest of

What arc the next goals You are

headrng to, bofh in Personal and
professional frontiers?

k Whatadvicewouldyou like togive
to the present andfutute cadets of
TMI?
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-ABHINAV AGASTYA

Arfter allthe muster s,Yt,practicals and. aft:\drygctasses; the evenings 
^t7otr#:rr?rtJ" ,r,u1 vtebr.,g a

muchry9d9d respite to us cadets. From 163A hrs fill night muster iiour time. While some play allkinds of
sports, h1t the 3Jun, fitn, slllrmt or simply go on an out pass (for passport venfrcationof coursei), others
change their uniforms and switch on Taptops and get transported to'any fantasy world of their ciroicel From
watchrngtheir favonte superhero save cities from destrucfion to la:urghir:g at comedies, TV series have
becomg a-ninte}ralpafi of our lives. Whether they are Immortal VampirZs,Dragons, Vikirrgr, asimple
struggle for life on aflislandorbreakingout abrother fromprison, we arehoo[-ed into *o:t"iingwhat will
happen next, This phenomenon is termed asBirrye-Watching.
s9 w!1t is Binge-wat*ir$z Btnge-watch@ also _ca!|ed bingi-viewimg, is the practtce of watching
telwision for longer time spans thanusual,usuaTTy of a single televisi6n show- In simpler terms, liou keep
watchingyour favorite show till you can'tkeep your eyes open anymorel
When if comes to today's top shows, it's abouf m ore than jist good lry. We are obsessed . B;gtt what makes
them so hatdto tutn off? Here ate three astonishing reasons of what is getting us hooked - andkeeping
asthatway.
Rapid-fire scenes can'tlookaway
We have noticedthat many shows jump quickly from one scene to anotheryor flit between charactersin the
same scene. According to research rrupidscene changes are especially engagingto watch, and.that canlead,
lo.}onyg,out (walt, it's four hours Later already?). The makerJof TV-series take advantage of abasic
biological functiort of .oar humaybody,It is called our orienting reflex, which involves iw abllity to rcact
to movements around ry,1+" afly avoidingthe swat of ahand. Our orienting reflex is triggered-when we
watch-these scenes, andwebecome more engaged with what's happeningto Ihe pointthaTitis physically
hardfor us to look away.
What happens next?! The cliffhanger
This one is the most obvious, andperhaps the most common tacttcthatTY andmovieproducersuse. But it
aLways works. In the final scene of the Sherlock, season 2 finale, Sherlock falls to his apparcnt death,only to
be spotted again,watching his pafiner Dr. Watson lamenttnghis deathat his own tonibitone. Wait, is he-
rcal7y alive? TV shows even use mini-clifflrangefibeforc each commercialbreakto make sure the yiewer

{.g"t-rt changg channels. Even r1 the 
-age 

of,recorditgTV shows or downloading torrents, there's nothing
like leaving viewers hangrngto keep them hooked.
Hypnosis
Sounds absurd doesm't it? Howeve", ,_t b frighteningly true. Research suggests that after watching Game of
Thrones for a mere 3o seconds, our brains begin to produce the "alphiivaves" typically associited with
hazy, rcceptle states of consciousness, which are also generated didngthe "hghihypiotic,, stage of
suggestion theryPY.{t the same,time, our neurological actiity switcheJ from tfe lefi hemispherE to the
tigfit-that_is, from t!9 sgat of logicalthought fo the seat of emotion. Whenever this shift iakes place, our
bodies are flooded wilh the naturalopiates known as Endorphins, which explains why viewerc hrr"
repeatedTy told scientists that_they fer,lrclaxedas soon asthey switch on the televisioi, and,also why this
same sense of relaxatron tends to dissolve immediately afrer the set is tumed off.
The bottom line is thatbrnse w?tghirr1is.more than lust a business story-more than just a story aboat new
technolqgies and new modes of distribution. It's rcaily a story aboatthe science of stoiyelling itself.
Bingreing, it furns out, is how our brains want to watchtelevision. And the best storyteliers on"TV are
beginning to hgare this out.
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I I$ WAI,IilNO ATT]R DANI(
- SHAILI SRIVASAVA

(20t437TP275)

She is walkirag after dark,
Her slim arms tightly across her-

Like the lostbaby of abeautitaldeer...
She is looking througlrher glass

her eyes in fear, terrot.
She is walking f.astrher scart falhrg

It's like atreat to those vulture eyes, crawling...
Adrip on her armfuomthe conrer of her eyes,

She sweats, she cries.....
Oh, donT tell me it's her short dress

Herbare arms or her legs.
fully cgvered fromhead,to toe, lhaveseen you stare-

As she flipg those eyes of lust, waifing for just one slip.
An object she is for you thick skinned,

Which you just disregafid...
'Andthatpainwhichit inflicts, it makes herfall apart...

Nor apolqgies, nor compassion
That's notwhat she needs-

She just wants love, she wants care,
Not violenthands to touch herhanr...
She wants to talk" she wants to share

Not have rumors aboather everlnrhere.
You may ba*ryoufl:.ary tease,

Do whatever you please,
But look ather strength- she bears it with ease

Yes, she struggles, but ffies hard not to fall.
She enduresthetrearheryrthethorny walk through it all.

lsdas the leaves turnfuomyellow to greei,
Slghtly she moves, with the newbarrenbrenzs..'.....

-Overlookingthescars, she tries to smile aggtn
Picking those pieces, she fries walking uprtght agtn

Though she may ltave abfirwhich yorrmay deiire-
Try a look at her heart & you will admfue-
How with tears in her eyes manages to say

4Yes, I'm gotlnabe ftne one day, ...r,

a o
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EVEN IF YOU DIE...
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WORDS EXIST TO SCREAM YOUR EMOTIONS
_ AVUIT SHARMA

(201237TP147)

"Youtcoffee"

"Thank you ", he s ud cle atinghis thr o at.

He took a sip and even beforE his taste buds cottldsavour tl:reflavottr
ofblack
coffee, he h ad mixed mtlk and sugar in it.

He flrpped afew pages ftom a diary he had with him.

"Fiveiups"hereadtohimself andshutthediary.

As he stirred the coffee,his eyes grew deeper inthe cup - as if every

part of him was gettitrgdissolved with 9very stir. The atolna of the

coffee did, act as ati^e travelling machine - as if the machine was

very well aware of his destination. once againhe was taken to the

timehedesiredtogo.

Samememory.
Sameperson.
Precious.
;;;rythi"gwasvivid. tf hehadachancerhe'djump_intohisthoughtsandnevetcomeback.
iiiAiaihewishedtore-dosomethings,buts adly,coulddt. Hewastoolaterormaybettmeranfast.

'$ir!? ..SirI?... Should I get something else for you?'
He didn't say aword,.still engrossed in his thoughts he statedatthe
coffee which was now cold.

He of course knew that the server was next to him ,infacthe could

evenhearthe soft laaghter of acouplebehindhim. The chatter of

the college students indthe amazementof agtoap of tourislsbut
he cho# to ignore all of it- purposely obviously -and 

jqsl

concentrat" oI hir thoughts-those heart-watming beavnful
memories which were once his sweet reality.

"Sir??" this time the server's voice got himbackto reality thathe
was trying to run awaY ftom-

"lftrhgetme apineapple souf[16", he said looki\Slaz9^il . .

rt 
" 

,o?rne wisptaceaon his table andhe took"the first bite. Quickly a second.one andhe closed his eyes' He

relished eachbrteof it as if he could taste every i ngredient sepaiately. once a,gainhe openedthellttle diary,bat ,

lookeddiscontentthistime. Hetuanttcallyflipiedlhepages-si"med-asif hedidnotgetthedesfuedpage-Afteta
few minutes of tiff *itt tt " diary heg6rtfi.i 

"or.""i 
Jne, "Best pineapple souffl6- do try 7tr.r." he smiled on

rcadingthatandsaid,"Yotarcalwaysright...always"'"

He sat onto the cane chair atthe cafe andwas in no mood to getup. He would slip down the memory lane' But

eachttmethe cure aoo" wo ildopen,th" fro"tir,g oi"u", *orfi pmt hi* b acktoiheuneasy teallty. I

He would frown for a secon d,bt*memories o:ver rcaltty he'd choose eachtime andopent\gdiuyrmove his

finger over thepages as if he could, actual$ feelthe essenie behind every word. oh,if he wouldve felt it before-
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hisf acemeltedwithPatn.

Afterspending three hours tn the c af €,he got uP to wakbackhome. On his waY he got a callfrom his boss.

"Ilonowyou had asked for aleavebut lt's important. I have marled some folders. Just gothroughthem."

"Yes...S...Si1' ,he sard c areles sly and hu ng the cal7.
'sweat 

he rcachedhome. He tossed th e diary onthebed andremoved the blazetAll of a suddenheDrenchedin
pickedup the diary andlooked atit as if he was apologlzrng for tossing it carelessly. He placed it next to his

laptopandbegan checking the folder.
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He must havemade, s,lvt a\rytthlllw five calls 
?!.his work praceregardingthefolders. Eachfirnehemadethecall'helookeaattheaidiy.r.r"r.mikingoneof th""rur,ir-"? ckedupthediary andopened,apage-

;i:i;#t*:r1li,tjftrhffis I think about vou. It's not whe nrm atone,bur when rm busy, occupied with work

His heart sank' He neededher to bnngitback He needed herbadry.,He missed her. 
_He 

haggedthe diary trght.openedanothetpageand'tead'itloud['fohims;If- ;i;;;;;d.myheartissinking.IdonTknowwhetherlwill
survivethisnightotnot"'battflsurvirierit'sjustbecaus;"fy"...tir"rt""rgrrylrr-g.'. 

me...gaveme...oh,Ijustwanfyou"'Imissyou." Hisvoicechokedwitii 
";w;;;;i,I',risorry,,h"u#".Jjttru ngatthediary.

"Sleep- ittookmetothe dreamland-our dreartlandr,, he read this and slept for some hours.of conrforf didlethimbreathefor a minute. Butthemoment he looked out of thesky andbcame restless. His eyes were searchfurg for her in the sky. May beyellow orarlgle hues of the sun... He couldn 'tfind her.setting
this timeblut left stunned itJ'Your eyes are the onlyrcading

,.irrrtatedrhe
deepest space

opened
where

be found.
front of the

andopenedthediary.
Hereadherpainand couldfoolltnow... thelastrtnewith bits of courage scribbred,readrrcr amfrne.D
The pillow was wet with his teaxs.

1 
He turned ar ound and saw the stars.

yThatmustbeher-hepointel.towardstheHgfutestof all.
He star ed atit for some minutes and, opByls6lt e drarv. 

-
"l will shine for vou always... you'll-fin d;i;!;['ruys o1 .the.sun thatkiss your face, the wind, thatbrushIthrough vout hair u"a t'tuii iiul"iiiril. . .l"st ror yori.. ui r" rhe smile ii youi-"y"s and, the contentrn yourheart"'r'Trbtow awavvourtearca"tt"*rrrpiiiiitJir?...iiii;1|i',"]ril#iii*n*rt. 

.r,rbethere,,
l:?i;ffi[.# 

st page" ot th" di^,y.- 
-' - - -"

HerTastbreath.
Herlips. Hername.
The last she alw ay s w anted.
He kept the d iary under his pilow an d opened a new one andbeganwfitntg_'Deatyou..,r,

.:,46.:,
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Hewoke up.Theair
window,hesawthe enormous

kfundthat cloud or behnd the
thediary. maybefor ahtnt

I'dget lost happrly mdnever

He stood infuont of themtrotbuthe
couldn't see her. Tears started, rottin
down his cheeks. Then sudde"t h:
yipen them off and remempered slr.
b3,heyed tn happrness. The *o*""it"
frid Tr.eyes he saw her smrhng and,
her smile j u st grew br oader.

He did nothave diwrcr that night. His
mother was worried and qtistronrdd,
himnowandthen-

(P.S: If I ever get lost.. go i1l
mirtot and see your eyes.

you'll see my r efleotton)"

*Betathodakhale"

"Nahimaaso ruhahuD
Hefelthearry.

'_'B"tu savere se gum sumtha... tu theek
haina?"
He wiped those fat te.ar dropletsoff his
Te2, gilped down that lump and,
flashedasmile.
*Haamaaekdvmftne..,"

He went to his room, crashed on thebe{
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(Hon Lt. Anand Salvi (Rtd.)

- HARSHIT KULSHRESTHA
(2Ot237TPt82)

A mentor, guardian, fatherly figure, caretaker, disciplinarian and above all the molder of the future

mariners of rMI. This can be taken as averybriefjob deicription of thewarden, Hon Lt. Anand Salvi (Rtd') '

A person who has great responsibility on his shoulders ,thatbeingof correctin.gthe erroneous , punishing

thLiepeatedd,efailters and looki nguit"rthe welfare of us ,the free spirited,wild cadets;whethet itbe in the

hostel or in the college as afaculty6f Marinesignaling for DNS and Nautical Technology cadets. He-has been

dedicatedto this job?rom Zoos,witnessing iniumeralble changes like the increase in the numbet of students

p"i but"1,,, rnaktigof the LRC and ship-ti-campus2 the monumentous achievement of recognitions from

CRISIL,ISOetc.

Inspite of all this he says his most cherished memories are of the PoP of eachbatchwhere theparents of the

caiets, and, the cadits themselves ) are emotionally overwhelmed and thank him for his immense

contribution in mould ing andinstilling in their children the quabtres required fot a martner. At that time

even the cadets realizetfre necessity oI his harch actions and-words and his hea'uy tepyrmands for minor

faults andtheparentsar:eguguou"riheroleof the wardeninthe transformationof thecadet'

However, his true talent and abllity lies in his working style. He has to coordinate between the management

and.the cadetsso as to enablethe smooth and discipl{nedfunctioning of the co}feg9. He says th.alin the tryst

between the management andthe students ,owing to minor disciplinary rules like haircut and footwea4he

oftenbears thebruntof the cadets.No maiter h6w much the warden tries he is always looked ][pon as a

disrupter of the fun-frolic and.freelifestyle of the cadets whichmaybehindercddue to the room inspections,

or the restricted 
"r,t.y 

t o,rrs in the hosti or by enfor cingthemost demonrchaircutrule onto the cadets;but

such is his dedicatioi towa.as making his cadets an outitandingmafiner thathehapplly takes all this in his

stride andaidsusinemergingasanolfi."..Heisalwaysimpafiial,patient,andconsiderate',nomatterhowa
cadetbehaves or acts. It is under his watchful eyes thai t he iemale cadets are also discipl tned and looked after

just as well as themalecadets.He strives to achieve abalancebetween forgiveness andrcpttmands;thelatter

is to prevent us from repeatingotr mistakes onboatd'

In short, Hon Lt. Anand,salvi (Rtd.) rs anintegralinstrument of our refinement from mere boys to cadets and

to officers of the mirchantnavy. Those are hi"s efforts with never waveringzealandgusto accompaniedby all

the other staff of tlr. coflesB. riley make the cadets of rMI an asset for eviry shipping- co mpany. Fo.r all their

affection,knowledge-iid'effortsih"y r,r.r", want a"thankyou" from us but just wish to see us sailing with

oiri"udlheldhigi and upholdi ngtiecolossal nameof the institute andtntutnthe country's.

Timeline of Hon Lt. Anand Salvi (Rtd.)

a

a

a

Joined the lndian Navy in the year 1967 '

served for 37 years in the lndian Navy and retired as Hon Lt.

20 years of sea time exPerience.
P articipated in the 797 7 Indo -P ak w ar.

was an activemember of the 1995 Somalian Rescue opetation-

Sailed on INS Yfuat,INS Vikranth, INS Mysore'
Currently teachingMarine Signaiing for DNS and Nautical Technology cadets at TMI
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HORSE RI DI NG 
VAIBHAVSAXENA
(20il37rP320)

Howoftenhaveyouseeninthemoviesof 19_80'srwhenndrnghorsewasoneof theassetsthehero usedtohave?Even for me, it was just in the movies when t would tn a ,r-'in rid:u{p,;W i;rse, u:ntil lhad, arr opprtunlty toride my own horse- I used to havethat adr.enahnerurr, *t 
"" lwoira i*ffi" *ys elf 1,dinga horse. Dreams

P^ryab teahty,ryhen 
J sat onmy first horse -Toofari .rle indeeadid justice to his name, since a storm could

f'teltgttheplacewhetehewasaboattaarnve.lhadashiryeraownmyipi"i*r.r*rri"stsawthiss rxand,aha1ffoottall ,ietblaskueature who would run with th" rp"ed-;-.ugh t i"rrsiii"iio tt 
" "ia"r,s 

eyes .we humanschanpe gdgrow witl-tiln 
9 t andsoon I conquer ea ila started"cont"olldg i;iii ,*n*twas arraidto eventouch' There'saspecialfeelingbehindidiniahorse,whiciiis much byrireiirrrganyvehicleteclmologrcan

cteate' How often have you had' the corunecaon with the vehigle you ia"i I i*'n*", forgetwhen the horsestood onlv on its tear limbs, whgt yoa cVll 2}rryr/ i" ii*"."F;rtu;;t"ty,l iia not fafl, and,then when rcontrolled him it was adifferenttevel or;oy lfelt,thit 
"i*r"tbe 

expressJ ii *o"ar .l 
"u^iofio"l"i-urrr* rr"would splash his hooves lnw?tetror mo* on vast tea gardans. He was different to any terraim. Adventure,fuee'dom, confidence, the lusf for speed, the sound of hooies th",^qq t1,r 

" qrouiirtt e fear of fallingdown, thewantof winningarucearethefeelings horw,idirrygavemertocherislforirr"r"sitr*ym".
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COMPILED BY ROSHAN NORONH A (201237rP240)

& GAURAV KUMAR (20t337TPt70)
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I prayed for the agility teqtljted,tlte strength

nieaia and the result expected. As I stepped into

the ring and nervousness galloped its way into my

mind,ilinching my fists I hoped to deliver more

thanl received. Felt the adtenaline rush in me as

soon as the sweet sound of the three strikes of the

bell fell onto my eats andl delivered the first blow
just to receive an anticipatedteply 9n^my 

ribs' The

fight went o nfor Srounds attheend of which I was

{eclared'winner by KO'. That's the moment I felt it,
a sen se of achiev ement and exc itement' Boxing was

madeforme. I
tl
tl
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We started working for a weekend Educationprogtam at

a Children's Horire, 6 months ago. To be honest, this has

beerr the tnost frustr ating and yet the most satisfying
journey ever; frustr atrng, because many times efforts

,1on't.give the desired relults. However, they do make us

feel more responsible and mature.
Wc bclieve, to. rt it is a way to give back to the society in
whatcver littlc way we can. This journey has made us 

-

complain less about life. The l11ore we are through it, the

wiscr atrd more Patient we feel'

Our climb shoots up slow... but we know we are

cli,rbing up, for thCre has to be a beginning first, before

we.go far.

,

.+, {$.:,

r- |I lumans

'tr{7-!

O-rEsvt SHa,Run
(201I37TP237)

L- f

Punting& Sketching are two of u1y incorrigible hobbies thesc days.

*t i"l', ihuu. simplylallen i, love witir' There is always souretlinl4 at thc

back of my mind wirich I want to ske tcl cl.wu or spill into colours'

I consider the saying " all ituagirratious cau be real" truest to its spirit'

Sometimes, they areiilly b,t it ii ,t.rc abortt which ollcs to kccp.

It,s simple yet blissful... like meclitatiou. 'l'his helps rre drift arvay froltt

distractions.

That is how much this passiot't has blessecl t'tle so far'
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I think it's cool that you can pick up the gdtar and,

::iry,:. :oT:thjp that didn t exist iive iinutes aso.
Ltstening to the likes of kdZeppelin, Guns N, R#es
andPink lloyd,' male picking^up the guitar uu"ry
easy decision. The history of music is iortalbut tte
legacy of the gaitar is eteinal.

I I

It's not the handsome drives or the dericatedrops that winy.outhe game- ir's the wil ro survive each one it tiii iii
thenattack.

:

I
attempt

before.

$Ame.

Squash for that matter is a garne of endur ance. T.1ne mental
andphysical endarance that squash puts on your body is
whatmakesltagreat

N that moment, when my opponent dances around the
eourtrfutile in his to get the b aII, I am hlledwith a
sense of exhtTaration and excitement like never
Andatthatmomentl know- Ican't live withoutthis sport.(20r

il

.:,50.:,
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VlsHesrtr

I do nothave an athleticbody nor do I possess any
raw power. Like the most of us, I too gei tired aner
the first SOOm and for me, it,s the, ,ilh.r, the ieat
race starts. | ^uy 

not win every time but I do make
sure that when the race is over, I will be fl,at oimy
l?:\, r:?^ drippins tuo1n my mouth, my tu4gl
beggrng tor every ounc e of air they can get.

True.endutanc.er l think, comes from inside. Thus,
pushing your limits and watching them back dowi
fills.me yO wtth an evangelical il,al that makes me
realizethatl was born for it.

-?

!

T
I

T

n

.n
a

:tI
5

t

t

I





rt '-
I

rrtEcil}*S'Et.e IE t 2
Fla )

I I
-l r

I
I

'l

-,

T
\t 3 ffiI I

I I I
t t r

/ a
f
- I &fr a

At 18 , she oozed out dreams. she wanted to chase h er dreams.All of it.

love. I have seen love in her eyes . Care.Undersfanding. A different kind of laughterthatmade
the rougfiest of days smooth, had given a meaning tJ ffe. I have read, her heartwhich she'd
pout inhet diaty ,heard the conversations that miantthe world to her . The tneanLngless and
funnytalksrcuriosity rwarmthandpassion.AtzO,sheoozedoutalifetime'slove.

Suddenly, o ne d'ay- I saw the liftle birdie lyit9deadon my body . As if her wings were cut off ,as if het heart was marinated into diffeien{layers of sorrow. The smile wis replaced,by i
frown. Tears trickled down her eyes andwethei cheeks just like the rainwould wet me - each
and evety patt of me - th_e same way - every bit of her wai drenched in painand sadness. I have
seen her bteakinto amillion of pieces. The tears behin dthe fake smile have been seen by me.
Hersilenttears,unsaidwords rfears- lhaveseenitall.Everypartof heryearnedforthatonce
upon atime happiness . Every bit of her screa med, apainful silence

I couldn't see herlike that.
So every,morning I'd make sure that the sun rays would kiss her face and,every night the stars
would give her the powe r to dream once again.
I saw her grow. I saw her believe, heardher prayers and, saw her f ailh.
I saw her gettingup once again and gathering the million pieces into one strong body. She did
stumblebut her belief would pickherbackag.ain.shc oozed out strengthl
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ffi
I "I'llbreakyou one day andfly" she said

Her eyes had that determination once again.

Iamnotjustawindow.
Iamawitness.
andr shall remaina silent unknown mysterious witness always.
Even when she breaks me andis allready to fly
['ll witness her flightbefore t die (happily).
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R/AINGOAT
RAUNAQSACHDEV

(2U37rP264)

It was ahot May morning;the sun had, taken chargetoo early. I was standing in the balcony of my father's

home, which was now mine. I was staring into nJthingness, absorbing the contentmentlhadmanagedto

achieve.The maidhad jtstbr ought tea whenthe postma n arrl ed.

I was expecting the prlrp..t I n:ad applied for,bit what c?rye out from the envelope took 
^?by 

surprise' It

startled me inthebJginiingbutthe iog"learedby thetime I finished reading.I looked out again, andplunged

intonostalgia.
It was some seven yearsback I was barely twenty-one. Life wasn't really going anywhete, and it was one of

the worst phases I Lad seen. I would ofteitakeort *y father'svisiting card andimagine it as my own, which

wasboth motivatingindrepressingatthe same time. Hauntedbyfhe recentpast,andclueless of the future,l

had.thepermanent state of amanwho hasn't slept for days'

In these situations, you need friends, or to be honest, solne people who.are as useless as you are so thatyou

can comfort yourself. The best of my friends had, afueady^chosen their paths for life, and I was walking,
Crenched on that road, mlles away from my
college.
I didi' t r e alize when the ait of the street change d

and I could see a strange atmosphere. Lots of
men going from here to there, most of themhad
ragged clothes and thin, unhealthy faces. I

moved further, and saw an aruay of women',
with almosthalf al<rlogtamof make-up ontheir
faces yet no real charm, soliciting drugged
customers. I knew not where I was. I decided to

move aheaduntrlthe street ended.
As I walked afew steps further,, afatlady called
me from the first story of anold,white building.
' What?' I said, gathering a lot of conf idence.

'We have girls of yout agq even younger. Come

up, I'11 showyou', she said.
I was never into these things, andlnever wanted
to. Still, lhad the instinct of climbingup the
stats and doing awtong thing though Ihad
already done too many. She welcomed me wlth a

smile. The drawrng room smelt of a strange

TOLANI MARITIME INSTITUTE

perfume.There were old fashioned curtainsthatpeoplehad.stoppedputtiwup.about adecadeago. The men

*6o* I saw coming out of theminiature rooms smelied of cheap liquor. Filthy lives b asically.

'ItwillbeRs 200',the ladY said-
rhad, atotal of two thousandbucks in my pocket. A note of Rs 500 came otfi. She was almost delighted to see it

andgrabbed it from my hand.
'For this, I will give you afine piece. A virgin', she said. I was indifferent. She took my handto atoom which

was a few steps down. I entered.
'your first customer is here', she said. All her sweetness changedto scorn..she left and I closedthethin

wooden door. It was clearlyh'erfirst time, she was shivering. As I touched her shoulder, she stattedcryingand

beggingme not to touch her. I was in afix.I couldn't see hJr as her entire body was covered with a thinblack

snfrrt.Inor allty orsympathy, oneof those pulledmeback'
'Howdidyoucome hete'? I said.
,It,s been two days. rury o*tt iuther sold me to some people andthen they took me on aboat, andl don't know

where I am.Theirlaiguageis different .Ihaverro *or"y,I don't want to do this', she somehow managedto

.o"*y, still sobbing. r& tfr'" next few minutes I was taken abackby what shehad said.

e"" ylii from the Zast?,I said. She didn't answer. wherever she was from,she was now homeless' It was

already rainingheavily. There was asmall window, with rusted verticaliron rods. I kicked it twice, ands\nce

there was nothlng strong in the entire brothel, it broke andfelloutside. I asked her to jump out.
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'NoI They will kill me if they find out'.
'You are afueady dying. Jumpl', I said, in a rage of
anget.
She came near the window, looked at me and in a
second, she was down in the puddle on the road.l
jumped as well, andhurt my knee. She was bruised,
but abruise then was so muchbetter.I took an auto-
rickshaw andheaded towards the railway station.
That was the first time I had a chance to look athet
She had pale yellow skin, little eyes and apointed
nose. Lips were like pink buds clasped together. My
heart was throbbing against my chest. We reached
the station and I bought her a ticket for B angalore.
'l don't know where to send you,butl can't keep you
with me. This could be aplace where youmightbe
saferthat's alll can do now', I said.
She folded her hands andbowed, with moistened
eyes. Those eyes had alotof despair andfear. I took :

out my wallet and emptied it. Rs 1500 was alllhad
andl gave it to her. The trainhad arrived andl asked "

her to board, andkeep the money safe.

She didn't have any clothes nor anything thick to
cover herself. What if it's cold there? What if it
rarned? What if she never finds shelter? Compelled
by these thoughts, I took off my raincoat and gave it
to her, alongwith my father's visiting card.lt could
havelanded me in trouble; Abigtroublebut my
mind wasn't working then. It was a hear,y moment.
She must have felt caredfor after quite some time. I
had shown such extreme emotions after a long time.
She said something in her language andthenthe
ftain crawled out from the platform.I did not even
ask her to explain and said goodbye. Soon she

vanished, andlwas again in oblivion.

That nrght was long forgotten. I would have never
remembered if she hadn't sent the letterlreadtt
again.

ttSir,

I went toBangalore, and somehow found work. I
washed utensils, didmany household chores at a
rich man' s mansion and had been fulfill ing my b asic
needs. One day,thatman showed his mother the
door, and she found shelter at an old agehome.I
decidedto accompany her andserve her, since I
knew how it feels like to be disownedby the people
youput allyour faith into. I met better,happier
people and really found apurpose in life. People
breakdown emotionally when loved ones hurt them,
andl find solace in giving them the support they ,/
need.There's a different joy inheahngthem. They
treat me like a daughter.I eat with them, go out, give-

them their medicines, laugh andlive each day.But
yes, when I look backon time, I rcmember that
moment when you sent me here. It never really sfl
h app ened, that i had to use your r ainco at, but itfl

?#';Y;[^:,:lTHi:1,iffi[t x;Yo " fl
Thank Vo[", the letter r ead
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Capt. S.G. DesPande
Capt. Abhijeet Avate

Cdr. SukantaDasguPta
Actor Raj eev \{handelwal

Cdt. Jannat Bhuller
Cdt. Sudhas ttaw a At ekal
Cdt.Pravar Bharudwai

Cdt. NaY Khatrt
Cdt. Saurya Shankat

Thank you allfot mal<rngthis ateally specral one for all of us'
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The saying stands true to itself...
lto
Saoooee re aioanrV rut a /eetnafi,or,

Tf" /o,fF ir ofto,r l,otoo rnTortut tl,arr tlp ootoomr "
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AVUIT SHARMA
201237TP147

Calm andconsistent. You give him a iob and it shall be

donebefore ttme and, aboie expectations each and

every time.

BERNISH TONGBRAM

Suprem ely talented andskilled ma:n. Completes eachtask

wiilr fineise, be rt graphics or his writing, \? always

delivers in style. This guq sacrrfrced many of his nights

sleep working for this magazrne to makeit the best.
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DHRUV DATTA
20I2TPl69

Our very own 'Mr. Pro'. Lardback and chtlled out ate

the wor ds that describ ehrm, but when it comes to

work. . . he is totally the opposite. His uni q1u.le and

implici t rdeas havi led to 7he making of this magazLne a

brg success.

HIMANSHU IYER
201337TP180

C
y(
ir

The techie guy of the team. His work doesn't speak, it
shows prorEsiionalism. He's the person whose work

makes yo, saY, "Petfect". His efforts prove what a
dedtcated person he is.
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KARAN SINGH
20t337TPt9t

The grammar polrce. concepts, language and, unltmited,
enthusi asm is what he is known forl Contrrbutrng rn all
the ways he could, with continuous dedicatro:n and.
perseverance. His commitment rndrcates a promising
futurein writing.

SHAILI SRIVASTAVA

!
1

) ,a 201437TP275

Dedicated and hardworking . Miss nightingale's
wrifings are very much like her voice; swe et and,
soulful.

SWAYAM PAL
201J37TP314

our own Mr. wikrpedra. you got a doubt about anythrng,
you go to this guy andhe shall defrnttely enlightenyou on
rt,be it anything.
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VIVIDH SINHA
201437TP333

Dedicated and innocent are the wor ds that descrrbe him
the best. one of the most polite members of the team. He
ts always set andrcady for anytask.
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Our next edition will be on

,%;d@""/ tttt

andwe look forward
to gettrngthe same kind of love and support from all of you'

Til1 then don,t hold backyour emotion s, andlet them soar in the blue
skies like a freebrcd'
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$omething that wears the spirit o{ .r.ryemotion is rare to [inc]-

Qr.,.I-.tion here touches he ights of r.uonr,-,.. "nd 
viviJrress. lt up..kt out about every

,hud. that makes the picture complete... lik. th. rh.J.r of emotior.s soaringin our liu"u *hith

complete us in everg uPhttt'

f t rp.rkt o[ hop. ,nd d.tp. ir,but that's just ho* | u.'

f-et everg ege e\oyitsr:reedom,{orbeautylies in the eyes of b"holdtt

$errrish fo'-,gb.",
Chi"{ Ldit"r-C.uphi.'
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