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	Principal's Foreword
	woman police officer from Assam Yamin Hazarika, from the dynamic Ambika Soni (who was also the Students’ Union President) to the first woman instrumentalist and sarod player Sharan Rani Backliwal, IP has instilled perseverance and responsibility in the very soul and spirit of its students.
	I am grateful that our distinguished Alumna and the first woman speaker of the Lok Sabha, Smt. Meira Kumar has so graciously consented to be a part of this Centenary sojourn. We are also delighted that Dr. Vasudha Gupta, former Director General, Akashvani, is in our midst today as another versatile member of the IP family.
	I thank all our alumnae who took time out to be a part of this humble archive and joined us for the College Foundation Day and Centenary Alumnae Meet on 27th May 2025. Students breathe life into the bricks and mortar that sustains an institution. May all of us enrich and embrace the values of Truth, Love, Knowledge, Service, to see Indraprastha College for Women become a finer version of what it has always been.
	Time flies, but the memories stay anchored in the heart. Moments fade, yet their echoes shape who we become.
	I was doing my bachelors of arts in 4 subjects, Hindi, English, political science and economics. I got admission in 1963 and I passed out in 1966 long ago, and now when I'm giving this interview, I feel that I have been transported by time machine to my youth and those were beautiful days. We were allowed all kinds of activities, every aspect of the personalities was allowed to bloom and blossom. That was a very, very exceptional quality of this college and of course, you know when you're in school there are a lot of disciplines that you are under, but when you come to college then you, in a way, feel that yes, you're no longer under those disciplines, you're on your own.  But that freedom has to be used in developing your personality. As long as you're in school you have to be guided by your guardians, teachers, principals but once you're in college again you're guided but you have extended freedom. Freedom doesn't mean that your time should be wasted in doing things which are of no value. All the time, every second must be used in doing something which is valuable to yourself and to the society. Most of all it should be valuable to the most depressed section of the society, if you're not caring for them your education is of no use, education is going to waste. When I was in college I was very fond of debating so we had a number of clubs, I don't know whether you have those clubs now. So, I was there in this club and often, I think almost everyday we were going to different colleges and taking part in debates and getting trophies for our college. They were displayed in our principal's room. We had NCC and I was very fond of rifle shooting, when I was in school I used to do a lot of rifle shooting and also horse riding but here in IP College, I think they were limited to parade and once we had a camp and we took part in the republic day parade, so I remember that. And yes, the most favourite place was the canteen.
	For ₹1 we got a plateful of pulao and in that one plate they would give us 6 spoons. So 6 of us ate from the same plate and everything that we did or if we had a hamburger, all friends would have it together, one bite each and at the gate of the IP college, I don't know whether you still have it, we had Ice cream wala and when the time was over he would suddenly appear from somewhere, this coffee ice cream sandwich, he used to put coffee ice cream within two wafers and give it to us, it was for a pittance, most of the time we wore these chappals.
	Nowadays, you have very good shoes which don't break, but at that time we used to wear Chappals and most of the time the straps broke. So, nearby there was someone who would, we would go running there, holding our chappal in one hand and limping would go to the cobbler and say "Please हमारी चप्पल बना दो", he was an institution by himself. So, these things we enjoyed. Nowadays, I don't know whether you have coffee sandwich ice cream but I'm sure your Chappals don't break down now that you have better shoes, but we enjoyed it. And once there was so much rain that the whole place got flooded and we didn't know how to go and we waited through that rain, in that water, it was up till our knees. We used to wear sarees, I used to wear a saree and I don't think anybody nowadays goes to college in a saree. Most of the girls wore sarees or salwar kameez. So, that was the dress, now it has changed.
	Through a garden, in the center with varieties of roses. On the left side again, there was a sprawling lawn, lush green like velvet and again there were flowers.
	It was known for its famous flowers. I'm very fond of flowers and I'm very fond of butterflies and birds. So, all these used to be there. Apart from my friends, I had the company of these also and the building is fantastic, building is so good because it's so airy and there's so much of ventilation and the first thing was, we used to go into the office once a month and that was to pay the fee, that's all. Then there is the principal's room and personally I was really scared to go anywhere near the principal's room. I don't know how you're now. The trophies that I got through debate competitions were decorated there, there was glass and mirrors on the shelves and there were other trophies which the other girls got.
	Do you know how much pocket money I got for the month? so in ₹ 10 we managed, including the pulao and the hamburger and the coffee ice cream, everything, we managed. I told you that some kind of time machine which is taking me back and I'm enjoying the company of you all and remembering my youth. And I was very fond of chewing gum. I don't know whether you're fond of chewing gum, most of the time I was chewing on it but not in class we were not permitted in the class any kind of eatables. No nonsense but I don't think we were all that obedient and sometimes did take liberties. But when we studied, we studied hard. Of course since our days, the bar has really gone up where in everything you have to get 90%, 95%, 99%, 100% or maybe 200% but earlier the bar was not as high however we did study hard. Let me tell you one thing, what you study in your school and what you study for graduation is the foundation of your knowledge.
	कविता नारी पंख भी हैं, खुला आकाश भी है पंख भी हैं, खुला आकाश भी है तेरे न उड़ पाने की मजबूरी कैसी है ख भी हैं, खुला आकाश भी है तेरे न उड़ पाने की मजबूरी कैसी है लगता है आत्मा पर जंग लगी संस्कारों की कील ठोक दी गई है की पंख बस यू ही फड़फड़ाए और रह जाए तो दूर गगन की नील हवा में ऊपर, बहुत ऊपर जाकर परों को बस यूं ही फैलाकर फिरते रहने की उमंग एक मनकहीं अबूझ पीड़ा से छटपटा-छटपटा कर मर गई है और एक और झूल गई, उसके निष्प्राण करते ही समाज ने फूलों के हार पहना दिए ताकि एक तरफा-एक तरफा बेईमानी कर्तव्य बोझ के नीचे पिस गई, नारी का सेहरा देने वाला करुण रूप गुलाब की सजावट और जूही की खुशबू तले थक जाए, अंतर विथा से छलक आया आँसू सीता की कहानी सुन थम जाए कि कैसे अपनी अपार गरिमा, ईमान, निष्ठा से दैवीय पैमान सीता का अमूल्य तेज, सत्य रूप कपटी को भी श्रद्धा देने की कल्पनातीत ही गई।  तो आओ आज समय की चटिलता पर प्रहार करें कि टूट कर निकला अमृत का कोई स्रोत  लिपिबद्ध सी सीताओं में प्राणों का संचार करे।  आलोचना पर कोई बौखल न हो और मुखों  तर्जनी के ठप्पे से श्रम पर कलुषता सा कम पड़े।  मानव, तत्त्त्व पकड़ा, अस्तित्व अनुभूत हो शुरू, उठ जाए  और अपनी ही मंद्रता के उपभोग से।  और ऊपर बहुत ऊपर, गगन की जो पलटी पवित्रता  में लिपटते मासूम बादलों के बीच, जो झरके  बिछड़े।
	painting by Meira Kumar
	I am Lakshmisree Bandopadhyay I was a student of Mathematics in the college from 1966 to 1971. Just after entering the Alumni group I saw Kokila Zutshi's post. She was our heart throb and we were proud to have her as our College President. I wish Kakum Roy also shows up, she was one of the smart, stylish, union member . I remember the various Programmes held by the union in the College . Various State days were Celebrated with the display of state food and cultural shows. Girls of particular state had to come in their traditional dress. It was from attending the functions and the extension lectures by eminent personalities of the world,
	Surinder Kaur Class of  1967 - 1972
	असैंबली में उपस्थित होकर बहुत खुशी भी होती थी क्योकि समय पर कालेज पहुंच जाते थे पर जिस दिन क्लास देर से हो उस दिन घूमने में समय बर्बाद होता था। असेंबली में सभी कोर्स और सारे कालेज की छात्राओं को इकठ्ठी सूचना मिल जाती थी। ऐसी असेंबली अन्य किसी महाविद्यालय में नही होती थी। एक बार कालेज में प्रवेश के बाद दो बजे तक कालेज से बाहर भी नहीं जा सकते थे।  लाइब्रेरी में भी अटैंडेस से इनाम प्राप्त होता था ।दूसरा कालेज के पीछे एक बहुत बडा ग्राउंड था जिसके तीन चार चक्कर लगाने जरूरी होते थे।  मिस प्रतिपाल कौर सलारिया और मिस भगत बहुत स्ट्रिक्ट टीचर थी सुबह सुबह व्यायाम करवाती थी।
	आजकल की तरह छात्राएं कक्षाएं छोड़ने के लिए स्वतंत्र नहीं थीं। छाता लेकर रांउड लेते हुए प्राचार्या/प्रिंसीपल मिस बीनादासगुप्ता किसी छात्रा को देख ले तो खतरे से खाली नहीं होता था।  इसके अलावा कालेज के फ्रंट लानस के पेड पौधों फूलों की बहुत सख्ती से देखभाल की जाती थी। पूरे महीने की कालेज की फीस थी 15 रुपये और एक फूल तोडने की सजा 5/10 रुपये थी और वह भी छात्रा के नाम का नोटिस निकलता थाऔर असैंबली में जाकर क्षमा याचना।  ये तो थे सामान्य नियम। पूरे दिल्ली विश्वविद्यालय में इंद्रप्रस्थ कालेज की छात्राओं को मेरिट के लिए सम्मानित किया जाता था। कालेज संस्कृत अंग्रेजी,मेथीमैटिक्स , हिन्दी, हिस्ट्री इकॉनोमिक्स लगभग सभी विषयों मे सर्वोच्च और अधिक लोकप्रिय था।
	जैसे जैसे छात्राओं की संख्या बढने लगी तो जो अपने कालेज के टोपर होतीं थीं वे अग्रिम वर्षों में टीचर बन कर आतीं थी। संस्कृत विभाग की अध्यक्षा मिस प्रभासेन गुप्ता थीजो बहुत वर्षों तक अध्यक्षा थी। दिल्ली विश्वविद्यालय के बहुत महाविद्यालयों में इसी कालेज की संस्कृत छात्राओं की टीचर के रूप में नियुक्ति होती थी। हमारे विभाग की डाक्टर श्रीमती सीताकृष्ण नाम्बियार(बाद में दौलत राम कालेज की प्रिंसीपल बन गई) जब उनकी दौलत राम कालेज में नियुक्ति हुई तो उनको विदाई के समय दिया गया अभिनन्दनपत्र स्वयं हाथों से लिखा था। डाक्टर श्रीमती टीएस रुक्मिणी (मिरांडा हाउस की प्रिंसीपल बनी थी), श्रीमती सुशीला अंबिके, डाक्टर श्रीमती ऊषा आर्या, डाक्टर श्रीमती सुन्दरी सिद्धार्थ , श्री मती मेधा झा , श्रीमती सतनाम दुग्गल (तलवार ) , श्रीमती वंदिता मधुहासिनी योगी, श्रीमती सुमन महेंद्रु और श्रीमती डाक्टर राजचौहान अनेक टीचर्स ने विभाग को अपना अतुलनीय योगदान दिया। मैं उनकी कृतज्ञा हूं। सन्1967 से 1970 तक संस्कृत आनर्स और 1970से 1972 तक एम ऐ संस्कृत करने के पश्चात मैनें दिल्ली विश्वविद्यालय संस्कृत विभाग से पीएच डी के पश्चात अगस्त 1977 में विवेकानंद कालेज के संस्कृत विभाग मे लैक्चरर की नियुक्ति हुई। और 2015 नवम्बर मास मे कार्यकारी प्राचार्या के पद से सेवा निवृत्त हुई। मुझे आज भी गर्व है कि मै इन्द्रप्रस्थ कालेज की छात्रा रही हूं
	Vandana Kumari Jena  Class of  1972 - 1977
	And along the way, I would fulfil my urge to write and pen over 200 middles in The Times of India, Hindustan Times, Indian Express and The Statesman, and publish two novels and four collections of short stories, with more on the way.  I felt at home in Indraprastha College, because three of my school friends, Renu Sharma, Kiran Sharma and Rekha Dayal also joined Political Science Honours, along with me. I was just settling into the college when I received a bolt from the blue. I had stood first in the All-India Entrance Scholarship Examination conducted by the Delhi University and had received a princely sum of Rs. 100 a month as residential scholarship, provided I took admission in the College Hostel. The hostel admissions were over, but the Matron kindly converted a triple-seater room into a four-seater room to accommodate me. My roommates were very nice girls studying Pass course. Unfortunately, their priorities did not match mine. All they wanted was a good time. Every other day, they went gallivanting all over Delhi while I had my nose stuck in my books. One day, however, they returned to the hostel in tears. Seeing them completely shaken, I asked them what had gone wrong. They then narrated their ordeal. They had gone to watch a movie in Odeon cinema in Connaught Place. On their return, they flagged down a car, asked for a lift and requested the driver to drop them at Indraprastha College. The ride was going smoothly until the driver suddenly diverted the car towards the Ridge and in that dark and desolate area, he stopped the car. Then he said, “Girls who take lifts from strangers should be prepared to face the consequences,” My roommates were paralyzed with fear. Then the man relented, opened the car door and let them off with the warning, “Never take a lift from a stranger.” They ran without looking back and finally reached Indraprastha College. But they did not learn their lesson. After a week or so they were back, gallivanting all over town.   It was clear to me that if I continued to stay in the hostel, I would probably find it difficult to pass the first-year examination, so I decided to give up my scholarship and take the non-residential scholarship of Rs. 25 per month instead.  I passed my first year with a lacklustre academic performance. The next year I worked harder, secured a first division and was ranked fourth in the University. In the final year I topped college and stood second in the University and received a prize for standing first in college.
	Much of the credit for my academic performance must go to my lecturers Mrs. Sushil Bhardwaj, Mrs. Kirti Kumar and Mrs. Rama Patnaik among others, who ignited in me the quest for learning. It was because of them that in my BA Final Examination, I won the All-India Political Science Essay Prize for obtaining the highest marks in the Essay paper (a whopping 70%.) The prize had been instituted for the first time, and I learnt about it accidentally from a senior. I rushed to the college office, where a clerk handed me a letter, which asked me to be present at the Convocation that was being held on the same day. I rushed home and asked my mother to accompany me to the Convocation. En route to the Convocation, we met the Vice Chancellor, Professor RC Mehrotra, who promised to clap for me when I went on stage to pick up my award. Alas that was not to be! The guard at the gate asked me for my identity card which I had not carried with me, so he refused to let me enter. My mother, a firebrand student leader in her student days, almost quailed before the security guard! Days later, the Vice Chancellor told my mother that he was waiting to clap for me, but I never came. She told him what had happened, and he had said “Well. I could have vouched for your daughter.” Though I missed the opportunity of receiving my award from Shri B D Jatti, then Vice President of India, I did receive books worth ₹447 (a handsome sum in 1975-76.) all carrying a certificate that I was recipient of the All-India Political Science Essay Prize.  I also received the National Scholarship, (a sum of Rs 100 per month) during two years of my post-graduation, along with two books, An Autobiography and Letters from a Father to His Daughter by Shri Jawahar Lal Nehru, from the Teen Murti library.
	My three years of graduation were fun-filled years. We gorged on food in the canteen, bunked classes to watch movies at Ritz in Kashmir’s Gate, and even got booted out of a class once for creating a ruckus inside it! Twice, when there was a transport strike in Delhi, my friends and I walked from Indraprastha College to Darya Gunj where we lived. I attended an NSS camp where we met a young boy from SRCC who accompanied us throughout the trip. During our cultural festival we clapped crazily when we learnt that he had won the first prize in acting. That shy young man was none other than Gulshan Grover! I donated blood twice during my three years in college. I could not donate it one year because the doctor from Red Cross insisted that I was underweight. I would have been disappointed if I had not been dizzy with happiness at the thought of being considered underweight! I always thought I was plump!
	I did my MA Political Science from Indraprastha College. I stood second in the University in MA. My MA results were declared on 15 July 1977. I appeared for the Lecturer’s interview in Lady Shri Ram College on 12th August 1977 and to my astonishment, got selected, being the first in my batch to do so. I remember the Principal of Lady Shri Ram College, Ms. Sundar Mohini Luthra, telling me, “No wonder we did not have a single first division in BA Honours in our College that year. All the best girls had joined other colleges!” I always felt that Indraprastha College was a second home. I had followed the footsteps of my aunt Kamla, who studied BA Pass course in Indraprastha College and passed out in 1954. She is 92, lives in the US, and must be one of the oldest students of Indraprastha College. She has beautiful memories of the college. She remembers that on the very first day, when she walked into her class as Kamla Kumari, she found that there were two more Kamla Kumaris in class! So, my grandfather added `Srivastava’ to her surname and she became Kamla Kumari Srivastava, just as I was Vandana Kumari Srivastava when I joined college. She also remembers that when the students were invited for the Convocation in 1954, they found that the teachers had cooked a meal for them which they served lovingly. My cousin Alpana Srivastava followed my footsteps and studied BA Honours and MA Political Science in Indraprastha College. She passed away at the young age of 24, while she was doing  M Phil and her father instituted a prize in her memory. Years later, my niece, Ashima Saran, who studies in Indraprastha college, passed BA Honours English with First Division and stood Second in the University. For my extended family, Indraprastha College is our college!
	After teaching Political Science at Lady Shri Ram College for two years, I joined the Indian Administrative Service in 1979 and spent the next 36 years in insurgency prone areas in Manipur and Naxal affected areas in Odisha; as well as in the Government of India in various capacities, till I retired in July 2015, as Secretary, Department of Land Resources, Ministry of Rural Development, Government of India. Indraprastha College played a defining role in shaping me into the person I am and the officer I turned out to be. Thank you so much, Indraprastha College for nurturing me and moulding me.
	Kamla Srivastava, aunt of Vandana Jena. Joined IP in 1951.
	Alpana Chaturvedi Class of 1973 - 1978
	Ajourney down memory lane will always start with the first few days as a fresher and a hosteller. A whole lot of us thrown with each other and dealing with staying away from the cocoons of our homes and sheltered lives provided by our parents. Bonds were formed- my room mates, Taran Bhasin (From Iran), Rashmi Srivastava and next-door neighbours, Jayshree, Reena and Abhilasha- and then there was Romi, Mridula and so many more-some immediately and few took time since each one was skeptical of the other. Then there were the seniors- ragging was the name of the game. Each evening, we would be ragged by some very ‘scary’ seniors- Rajni Sharma, Priya Sinha, Pamela Gadhiok, Suzie and many others. We showed off our legs in the ‘Miss Hairy Legs’ contest, performed the ‘Rain Dance’ on the open terrace imploring the Rain Gods to make it pour, covered our heads with dupattas to speak to seniors, enacted the song, Roop tera Mastana- where one fresher would shimmy and shake simulating the fire in the background, one was coy SharmilaTagore and one was king of romance, Rajesh Khanna. Very soon these seniors became good friends and the terror-ridden ragging days were left behind.
	In the college as an English honors student, we gaped at ‘Barti’- Ms Bartholomew, her deep sonorous voice, big red bindi and cotton sarees with Kolhapuri chappals and immediately became fans! Then there was the young & friendly Priti Singh, Ms Menezies, Anuradha Dingwani- ‘Dingo’- who would casually perch on the edge of the table during their sessions. We  loved their teaching style and approachability. The Principal, Ms Uttam Singh, fondly referred to as ‘Utti’ (behind her back of course!) was always an epitome of dignity and grace. As hostellers, one of the most looked forward to-events was the Hostel Night- where boys could be invited to the rooms. So,everyone got busy funkying up their rooms with posters and whatever was at hand, so the boyfriends / visitors would ooh and aah at our coolness 😊 Unlike these days, all special events, we would dress up in sarees. Borrowing clothes was a given and one didn’t hesitate asking anyone – it was one big family! An important part of life in IP college and hostel were the frequent visits to the Tibetan monastery for chowmein and thukpa and the Re 1 cold coffee at Depauls Janpath. All trips were hitch hiked- one didn’t spend any money on transport, but we made sure we were in a group and the person giving a lift appeared decent. Times were surely safe and very different
	Closer to exams, outings to university events like college festivals, jam sessions, evening walks on the Ridge, inter college events- the Hindu and St Stephens swimming competition (a literal mini war) lessened and more time spent studying late into the night and drinking endless cups of coffee. My college years in some ways did shape me for a career in Aviation. English Literature and my reading habits helped immensely in my understanding of the world beyond, and aroused a curiosity to see and experience the places where great literature was born. Since my father was in MEA, I had already travelled to different places and together with studying literature the travel bug, the wanderer in me and a deep desire to connect with people with different backgrounds, countries and communities, pushed me towards writing an exam for a job in Air India- in the year 1978! And voila, I got selected too! I had to assure my parents that I would finish my MA (since I was in previous year) and thanks to the copious notes taken by myfriends Jayshree and Reena, I managed to complete my Masters.
	My Aviation career has now diversified into academics -training students for a career in aviation and I have also got into a very specialized industry-logistics, which was initially considered a male domain but now needs to be branded amongst females as another preferred career option. I head MyLogistics Gurukul and train freshers for a career in Logistics. When my daughter, Devika, was exploring college options, she looked at studying Journalism and Mass communication due toher passion for writing and creativity. She successfully completed all admission rounds and enrolled in BMMMC, IP being the only college to be offering this course at an undergraduate level. Therefore, the great IP tradition continued, from my cousins, to myself and then Devika, all studied there.
	I am extremely excited to contribute my memoirs to my alma mater and be part of these celebrations. Thank you for this opportunity as it has brought back so many beautiful and treasured memories and a continuous smile to my face as I pen down my thoughts!
	Her garden was a riot of colours, with beautiful flowers planted in neat flower beds. The college campus was open and inviting, with flower beds along the walkways. Our Hostel soon became a home away from home. Behanji was the kitchen incharge. She hid a kind heart within a stern facade. Our Warden was Mrs. Ira Dutta, who, I remember, had a small son. She lived in the Warden's Quarters, in the Hostel. Our Room was on the first floor and the next year we shifted to the third floor, just above it. I grew to love Indraprastha College and the days passed in a haze of studies, fun and the companionship of my friends. We attended College Fests, Swimming meets, and plays. I remember participating in a debating competition, the title of which was, " It is better to have loved and lost, than never to have loved at all"! With the beautiful and somtimes sad poetry of the poets of the Romantic era still fresh in my brain, I chose to debate in favour of loving and losing, and I won! I remember the time when the then Prime Minister of India, Smt. Indira Gandhi, visited our college. There was a big function and lots of important people. Mrs. Gandhi wore a rust-coloured silk sari and had a Rudraksha maala around her neck. I still remember her powerful personality, charm and sheer elegance. She spoke to everyone with ease and had no airs at all! That made a deep impression on me. I never got to speak to her but observed her from afar.
	I made friends with contemporaries from other colleges too and life was pleasant. I was at the threshold of adult life but somehow, felt sheltered and cared for. Those were the days when life flowed quietly and uneventfully, uninterrupted by the storms of ambition. It was a much gentler world. How three years went by, I can hardly recall. Soon, it was time to leave, after I completed my graduation. I wanted to join the Law Faculty in my hometown. One would think the reverse these days but l wanted to be with my mother, who was not in good health. So, l went back home and got a law degree from Himachal Pradesh University. This unexpectedly opened the doors for the career I later embarked upon. Literature never, ever took a back seat, in my life. It has imparted sensitivity and depth to my legal work, which became a distinctive quality. Looking back, I have a great deal to thank IP College for. My years there became the foundation of my life. I will always cherish the golden memories of my days in Indraprastha College, as it was there that I learned to stand on my own feet, live according to my values and spread my wings. It was there that I gained the confidence to face the world and carve out my own path in life. I wish Indraprastha College, it's Faculty and all the students, all the very best.
	I was half-way through a mandatory exam in English when a lecturer, I think it was Miss Claire Menezes, entered and read out a few names who were admitted and were to proceed to the office. There I met Abhilasha Kumari and our fathers were soon talking to each other as we walked towards the hostel. Half a century later, my eyes fill with tears in remembrance of my late father, who could not help his tears flow as we bid goodbye- I his eldest child, away from home for the very first time. Entering the Hostel room I was allotted, to my utmost delight I saw Abhilasha Kumari and met Reena Ittyerah! We were soon unpacking and chatting away, a bit apprehensive of the ragging we were sure would ensue. We soon met our neighbours, including Alpana Chaturvedi. For the record, we are blessed with friendship, even after all these years. Friends from Indraprastha College for Women, who met in 1973.
	Let me regale one ragging incident (this is an excerpt from a short story in my book, *What Not Words).
	“So. Fresher. Where the heck are you from?” A sea of dark brown-to-white faces giggled from the steps of the podium, where about fifty first-year students kneeled in obeisance. “Orissa.” “Oh, so you speak Orissi?” … should have known that was a trick question or perhaps not. “I speak Oriya. Orissi is the dance form.” “Think we’re stupid, Fresher? Dumb, eh? Behenji.”   … the girls around her – most were teary-eyed. “Look at ME, you dumbo”. Another senior piped in. “Where’s the accent from, Fresher? Cut it out.” Accent? “Perhaps because I used to live overseas?” …muttered to a crescendo of hysterical giggles. “You were abroad?” asked a slightly dour-faced senior, dissecting the word into two syllables, dumb charades, indeed – emphasizing the last syllable. “Yes,” I nodded, “During my childhood.” More hysterical laughter.!
	I laugh in the present at such memories! As Life decrees…. we did become friends with some of our seniors, who greeted us with smiles at our very first Welcome Hostel Dinner!
	वहाँ से लौटने के बाद मैंने एक राइट-अप लिखा और उसे दैनिक नवभारत टाइम्स में छपने के लिए भेजा था और उन्होंने न केवल उसे छापा बल्कि कुछ और भी असाइनमेंट दिए थे उसमें से एक का विषय आज भी याद है “मन पसंद कॉलेज में दाख़िले की चिंता “ यह एक ऐसा विषय है जिसपर हर वर्ष लिखा जाता है.कहना न होगा कि पत्र पत्रिकाओं में छपने की यहीं से शुरुआत हुई थी.उस जमाने में 60 रूपए का चेक मिलने पर ही बैंक खाता खोला था. कॉलेज यूनियन में उस वर्ष विजयलक्षमी काननगू प्रेसिडेंट थीं,मनस्वीनी योगी सेक्रेटरी थीं.यूनियन में अनुभूति,किरण,हिमांशु चरणजीत (चन्नी),जेसमीन सूरी के नाम याद हैं.उस समय मेरी कविताएँ भी मैगजीन व अख़बारों में प्रकाशित हो रही थी और अनुभूति के पिताजी किसी साहित्यिक संस्था के संयोजक थे ,ने दिल्ली के प्यारेलाल भवन में आयोजित एक कवि सम्मेलन में मुझे कविता वाचन का मौक़ा दिया था.पारिश्रमिक के रूप मे मिले सौ रुपये की धनराशि का मूल्य अनमोल था.कॉलेज यूनियन में हिन्दी डिबेटिंग सोसायटी में जाने का प्रोत्साहन चंद्रकांता किनरा मैडम से मिला था. मेरे उस समय के लेखन की सबसे रोचक बात यह थी कि मुझे कॉलेज स्टूडेंट्स के विभिन्न मुद्दों जिनमें फैशन,लिफ्ट लेती युवतियों,सिगरेट पीती लड़कियां,पॉकेट मनी के लिए काम करते युवा लोगों पर विचारों का संयोजन कर राइटअप लिखने होते थे.मेरी क्लासमेट्स और अन्य परिचितों के विचार मुझे आसानी से मिल जाते थे.मुझे याद है कि मनस्विनी योगी ने विनोद दुआ के किसी विषय पर विचार लेने में हेल्प की थी और अपने ऑडिटोरियम के बाहर बैठकर मैंने बातचीत की थी.यूनियन की ड्रामा सोसाइटी की हेल्प से आलोक नाथ जो उस स हिंदू कॉलेज के स्टूडेंट थे और टीवी नाटकों में सक्रिय थे ,का इंटरव्यू भी किया था. .वहाँ से लौटने के बाद मैंने एक राइट-अप लिखा और उसे दैनिक नवभारत टाइम्स में छपने के लिए भेजा था और उन्होंने न केवल उसे छापा बल्कि कुछ और भी असाइनमेंट दिए थे उसमें से एक का विषय आज भी याद है “मन पसंद कॉलेज में दाख़िले की चिंता “ यह एक ऐसा विषय है जिसपर हर वर्ष लिखा जाता है.कहना न होगा कि पत्र पत्रिकाओं में छपने की यहीं से शुरुआत हुई थी.उस जमाने में 60 रूपए का चेक मिलने पर ही बैंक खाता खोला था. कॉलेज यूनियन में उस वर्ष विजयलक्षमी काननगू प्रेसिडेंट थीं,मनस्वीनी योगी सेक्रेटरी थीं.यूनियन में अनुभूति,किरण,हिमांशु चरणजीत (चन्नी),जेसमीन सूरी के नाम याद हैं.उस समय मेरी कविताएँ भी मैगजीन व अख़बारों में प्रकाशित हो रही थी और अनुभूति के पिताजी किसी साहित्यिक संस्था के संयोजक थे ,ने दिल्ली के प्यारेलाल भवन में आयोजित एक कवि सम्मेलन में मुझे कविता वाचन का मौक़ा दिया था.पारिश्रमिक के रूप मे मिले सौ रुपये की धनराशि का मूल्य अनमोल था.कॉलेज यूनियन में हिन्दी डिबेटिंग सोसायटी में जाने का प्रोत्साहन चंद्रकांता किनरा मैडम से मिला था. मेरे उस समय के लेखन की सबसे रोचक बात यह थी कि मुझे कॉलेज स्टूडेंट्स के विभिन्न मुद्दों जिनमें फैशन,लिफ्ट लेती युवतियों,सिगरेट पीती लड़कियां,पॉकेट मनी के लिए काम करते युवा लोगों पर विचारों का संयोजन कर राइटअप लिखने होते थे.मेरी क्लासमेट्स और अन्य परिचितों के विचार मुझे आसानी से मिल जाते थे.मुझे याद है कि मनस्विनी योगी ने विनोद दुआ के किसी विषय पर विचार लेने में हेल्प की थी और अपने ऑडिटोरियम के बाहर बैठकर मैंने बातचीत की थी.यूनियन की ड्रामा सोसाइटी की हेल्प से आलोक नाथ जो उस स हिंदू कॉलेज के स्टूडेंट थे और टीवी नाटकों में सक्रिय थे ,का इंटरव्यू भी किया था.
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