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It gives me immense pleasure to witness the culmination of
another academic year in the vibrant pages of our college
magazine. This annual publication serves not only as a creative
platform but also as a testament to the intellectual curiosity,
expressive depth, and collective spirit that define Yuvakshetra
Institute of Management Studies. I am delighted to present the
upcoming edition of our college magazine for the academic year
2024-2025, titled “Kumilakal” (£3918&). True to its name, this
edition is a gentle yet powerful surfacing of voices and visions-a
curated collection of 80 remarkable works unified under the
compelling theme, “Voices of Reflection” ((al@la02IM@DI6T (36760803).

I extend my sincere appreciation to the editorial board, our
student contributors, and our faculty members who have poured
their time, creativity, and effort into bringing “Kumilakal” to life.
Your dedication and passion are evident on every page. We believe
that this edition will serve as a proud representation of the talent
and thoughtfulness that flourish within our college. It is our
conviction that “Kumilakal” will become a valuable addition to
Yuvakshetra’s rich legacy-a cherished memento for some, and
an inspiration for many. As you turn these pages, I encourage
you to reflect, resonate, and rejoice in the voices and visions
shared here. May this magazine inspire you to continue your
journey of learning, expression, and meaningful engagement
with the world.

With warm regards,
4 Dr. Tomy Antony
Principal
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It is with immense pride and joy that I write a message for
“Kumilakal” (&32186:@), the college magazine for the academic year
2024-2025. This edition, titled “Voices of Reflection” is more than
just a compilation of literary and artistic works, it is a vibrant canvas
of expression that captures the silent stirrings of the human spirit.
From moments of uplifting positivity to the stark truths of painful
realities, from meditative reflections to challenging and thought-
provoking insights, each contribution resonates with honesty and
creativity. Whether it be through poetry, prose, essays, illustrations,
paintings, or cartoons, this magazine brings together the voices of
our students and contributors in their most authentic form.

I hope this magazine resonates with each reader, encouraging
them to pause, reflect, and engage with the voices that echo within
and around us. Let “Kumilakal” be a reminder that even the quietest
thoughts can rise and make a lasting impact. It gives me immense
pleasure to extend my heartfelt congratulations to the entire editorial
team, contributors, and faculty advisors on the successful release
of our college magazine, “Kumilakal”. This magazine is not just a
collection of articles and artwork, it is a reflection of the creativity,
dedication, and intellectual vibrancy that thrives within our campus.
May it continue to inspire and serve as a proud symbol of our college
community for years to come.

Rev. Fr. Shyju Pariyath

Vice Principal
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He crafts his verses with a poet's fire.
His words, like flames, ignite her soul's desire.
She cradles the pages, with eyes that gleam.

She turns each page, capturing a timeless scene.

He's the writer, she's the reader, a perfect blend
With each stanza their connection grows.

He writes in passion, emotions untamed,

She deciphers emotions in the words they share.

He weaves tales of love's sweet grace

While she, with each chapter, finds a secret place
Alove that's shared through ink and paper's touch
They fall deeper and deeper, in true love's clutch.

A boy that writes his heart aflame

Gives life to the lines with quill and ink.
A girl that reads his heart's true thoughts
Sparks a meaning for the life.

They say art is the key to the heart,

An artist's love is true romance.

The one who reads his words of passion,

He'll give you the world, for you are his world.
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2 Adharsh Pradeep

The sky once knew the songs of birds,

Soft winds that danced through golden fields,
But now it groans with smoke and fire,

A world where silence never heals.

The echoes of a soldier’s cry,

Lost between the shattered walls,

A mother’s hands now clutch the dust,
Where once she held her child so small.

The rivers run with tainted streams,
Not from rain, but bitter pain,

A father kneels beside the earth,
And whispers softly in the rain.

Oh, war, you thief of love and life,
What do you leave but hollow names?
A graveyard filled with unborn dreams,
A world set ablaze by ruthless flames.

Yet in the ruins, hands still reach,
Avoice still hums a hopeful tune,
For even where the darkness reigns,
A single star defies the gloom.

Let peace be more than fleeting words.
Not treaties signed with trembling hands,
But kindness shown in weary hearts

Like seeds that bloom in broken lands.

For war may tear, but peace must mend,

A future built on love, not steel.

And when at last the cannons fade,

Let wounds be kissed, let hearts be healed.
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As I wander through the labyrinth of life,
I question everything and cut through the strife.

What if everything I see is a lie, a veil to conceal?
Areality distorted, like a reflection in twisted steel.

I think about my life and the choices I've made.

Were they truly mine or predetermined, like a pawn in a game?
What if the world around me is just a dream, a fleeting thought?
A moment’s pause before the universe awakens and I'm caught.

In the silence of the night, I hear the whispers of my soul.

A gentle reminder that 'm not in control.

What if my memories are false, implanted to keep me in line?
A fabricated past to justify the present’s twisted design.

[ ponder the nature of time and the cycles of birth and decay.

A never-ending loop, where growth and life are just a fleeting sway.
What if my identity is just a mask, a persona I wear with pride?

A disguise to hide my true self and the fears I cannot hide.




As I gaze into the mirror, [ see a stranger’s face.

A reflection of my deepest fears and the emptiness of space.

What if the truth is hidden in plain sight, yet I'm too blind to see?
A reality concealed, like a secret, hidden in the fabric of humanity.

I wonder if I'm just a pawn in a game I don’t understand.

A complex web of lies and illusions that I cannot disentangle or command.
What if the universe is a thought, a moment’s pause, before the cosmic mind awakens?
A dream within a dream, where I'm lost and cannot find my way to awaken.

In the stillness of the night, I hear the whispers of the unknown.

A gentle reminder that I'm not alone.

What if the truth is that there is no truth?

A reality that’s fluid, like a river’s flow, ever-changing, yet forever true.

I question everything and search for answers in the night.

A journey through the labyrinth, where shadows dance and truths take flight.
What if my perceptions are flawed and reality is just a show?

A spectacle created to distract me from the truth I cannot know.

As I navigate the twists and turns of this winding road,

I realize that the truth is hidden in the depths of my own soul.

What if my heart is the compass that’s leading me to my truth?

An inner guidance that’s whispering secrets and revealing my youth.

I'll keep searching, keep questioning and keep seeking the light.

A journey through the darkness, where shadows dance and truths take flight.

For in the end, it’s not the answers that matter, but the questions we ask.
Ajourney of self-discovery, where the truth is hidden and the answers are tasked.
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THE

BEGINNING
OF

THE END

p“‘ Abhishek Anand
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For centuries, humanity has speculated about the
future. Visionaries from the past dreamt of a world
where machines could think, people could fly without
wings and knowledge could be accessed in the blink
of an eye. What was once considered fantasy is now
becoming reality at an astonishing pace. The world is
rapidly evolving and the boundaries of what we know
are being pushed further every day. We are witnessing
an era where the past, present and future seem to
collide, bringing us closer to something profound-
perhaps even the ultimate truth of existence.

We live in a time where innovation is no longer a
slow and gradual process. Every passing year brings
breakthroughs that were unimaginable just decades
ago. A Chennai-based startup has successfully
developed a “flying taxi”, proving that aerial
transportation in urban environments is no longer a
dream but a near-future reality. Indian students from
IIT are working on “hyperloop technology”, which could
soon enable us to travel at speeds of over 1,000 km per
hour, making long-distance travel nearly instantaneous.
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Meanwhile, Meta’s latest innovation, the
“Orion glasses”, is pushing augmented reality
to new heights, blurring the line between the
digital and physical worlds.

These are not isolated advancements; they
are part of a much larger wave of techno-
logical evolution. Quantum computing is
revolutionizing the way we process infor-
mation, Al is developing self-learning
capabilities beyond human comprehension
and bioengineering is altering the very fabric
of life itself. The people of the past had no way
of predicting the complexity of the world we
now inhabit. Their knowledge was limited by
the tools available to them. But today, we live
in a world where every concept can be
questioned, every mystery can be explored
and every boundary can be broken.

One of the most profound ideas in tech-
nological advancement is the “singularity”- a
point where artificial intelligence surpasses
human intelligence, leading to rapid and
irreversible changes in society. Many believe
we are on the brink of this moment. Al is
already capable of writing, painting, compo-
sing music, diagnosing diseases and even
creating its own algorithms. As Al continues
to improve, we may soon find ourselves at
crossroads where machines can outthink us,
forcing humanity to redefine its role in the
universe.

But singularity is not the only frontier we
are approaching. Scientists and physicists
have long sought a “Theory of Everything”-a
single and unified theory that explains all the
fundamental forces of nature. If humanity can
fully understand this theory and implement
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it into our daily existence, we will no longer
be limited by technological uncertainty. We
will gain complete mastery over the
fundamental laws of the universe, enabling
us to manipulate reality in ways that seem
godlike by today’s standards.

At that moment, Al will no longer be a
threat. Instead, it will be a tool-a means to
expand our consciousness and take control
of our destiny. This is not just about science
or technology; it is about the very essence of
human existence. Once we reach this stage,
we will no longer be mere observers of the
universe-we will be its architects.

With every technological leap, there is also
fear-fear that AI will surpass us, fear that
machines will replace us and fear that our
world may come to an end. Throughout
history, people have always feared change. The
industrial revolution was once seen as a threat
to jobs and society, just as Al and automation
are seen today. But humanity has an
extraordinary survival instinct-one that
activates when faced with existential threats.

Just as the human body releases
“adrenaline” in moments of extreme danger,
pushing us beyond our normal physical and
mental limits, humanity itself has a similar
mechanism. When we are on the verge of
destruction, our collective intelligence will
activate like an unstoppable force. It is in these
moments that humanity achieves its greatest
breakthroughs. The fear of extinction will push
us to unlock the secrets of the universe, to
understand the nature of reality and to break
free from the limitations that have bound us
for centuries.
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We have already seen this phenomenon
throughout history. Every major crisis has led
to a surge in innovation-world wars gave rise
to breakthroughs in medicine, aviation and
computing; economic collapses led to new
financial models and technological
advancements. In the face of catastrophe,
humanity does not collapse-it evolves.

The moment we fully grasp and implement
the “Theory of Everything”, it will mark the
“beginning of the end”-not of humanity, but
of limitations. It will be the moment when we
are no longer bound by uncertainty, fear or
ignorance. Al will no longer be a challenge to
overcome, but a force to guide us. Space travel
will no longer be an experiment, but a way of
life. The mysteries of the universe will no
longer be distant questions, but answers
within our grasp. And in that moment, life as
we know it will truly begin.

But this future will not come on its own.
[t requires a generation of thinkers, dreamers
and innovators who are willing to question
everything. Students today must not only
learn from the past but challenge the present.
Every great discovery in history began with a
single question: “Why?” or “What if?” The
minds of tomorrow must embrace this
curiosity, pushing the boundaries of science,
philosophy and technology.

The world is evolving faster than ever
before and those who dare to explore its
mysteries will shape the future. The beginning
of the end is here. The only question is - Are
we ready for what comes next?




I held a light, so warm, so bright.
She was my sun, my heart’s delight.
Laughter danced in golden days,

In her arms, I found my place.

We carved our names in fleeting time.
Her hand in mine, the world sublime.
She made me feel like I am the king.
The luckiest man - her everything.

But careless hands can break a heart.
Alove so pure, torn apart.

My own mistakes, a heavy weight.
Regret arrived but far too late.

And then he came, so kind, so true.

A love that bloomed in shades of new.
He gave her more; he made her shine,
Brighter than when she was mine.

So now I watch, I let her be,

Alove once ours, now just a memory.

She found her joy and thought it was gone.
I'love her then- I love her on.

QQ Navaneeth Krishna M.P
II-HM_CS







Equality, a promise whispered low

Of equal chances for all, a level field

Yet equity’s sharp gaze begins to show.

The tilted scales, a wound that won't be healed.

For women born beneath a weight of years,
Of silenced voices, dreams that lie
Suppressed.

Equality’s false dawn brings bitter tears.

A surface calm that hides a deep unrest.

The glass ceiling, a stark and chilling sight,
Reflects a world where power’s grasp is tight,
Held by the few, while many toil in shade.
True equity demands a different way.

To lift the fallen, help the lost to sway;,

And right the wrongs that history has made.

9~ Gayathri Krishna
Il B.S_cPsychoIogy

4 ® o
, ©,°2,0 %@ ° ® o L@

L]




The Medicine Seller from the Mononoke
franchise is one of anime’s most enigmatic
characters to ever stand the test of time. His

existence serves as an archetype of duty and
justice and the series, through its visual style
and context, delivers commentaries on the
social dynamics surrounding feudal Japan.
The prime synopsis of any arc of the anime
revolves around the Medicine Seller as he
travels and investigates Mononoke’s which
translates into vengeful spirits that linger in
the mortal plane by binding to an
overwhelmingly negative human emotion.
Once he finds one, he must enact justice

-——
9~ Rohan John
I11-B.Sc Psychology

through his Sacred Sword. To do that, three
conditions are to be satisfied to ensure total
comprehension and humanity in the act of
exorcism. Form, the physical manifestation
of the spirit; Truth, the human circumstances
that went into creating the spirit; and
Reason, the motive behind the paranormal
activities.

The Medicine Seller was first shown
donning an exotic kimono, rather exquisite
for someone of his apparent stature and an
intricacy of details embellishing his face. He
once pointed out that his exotic appearance
is to attract customers. He is usually seen




with a box-design shoulder bag that contains
his medicine and an assortment of mysterious
items, including paper charms or talismans that
keep demons and spirits away, scales that tip to
indicate the presence of a supernatural entity,
and much to the general public’s surprise, a
secret collection of feudal pornographic
magazines. In its bottom drawer though, lies a
smaller, rather personal box that contains the
mononoke-slaying sword.

A mononoke cannot be slain with any
ordinary sword or weapon. Hence the reason
why the Medicine Seller carries with him a
special kind of sword which he calls “Kon.” It's
also known as the Sacred Sword and is claimed
to be one of the eight swords of Yin and Yang. It
demands the wielder truly understand their
opponent before it can reveal its blade. His
definition of justice is not only to snuff out any
threat to humanity but also to maintain balance
while doing so, nodding to the origin of the
sword. It suggests that only through absolute
comprehension can true resolution be delivered.
When drawn, not only does the sword grow a
blade the size of a building, but the Medicine
Seller transforms into kind of an inverted version
of himself with golden linings running
throughout his entire physique. The
transformation adds to the flair of the cinematic
experience but if I had to guess, this alter ego of
his exists probably to equip himself with the
immense out-of-this-world power that the sword
grants its wielder, but the more likely explanation
would be unsheathing his sword teleports him
to what seems to be a battleground pocket
dimension, sometimes mirroring the exact
specifications of the mortal plane, for him to be
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able to apprehend the mononoke face-to-
face and in doing so, it brings out his
otherworldly form as well. This otherworldly
form might be his conduit to this plane of
existence. But as time goes on, even that
explanation seems to lose its validity.

There is little to no information regarding
how old the Medicine Seller is, or what keeps
him going, but it does shed some light on
it. The Medicine Seller is no ordinary man
since he seemingly shows up in more than
one Japanese era. But it does raise some
questions surrounding his origins. Was he
blessed with immortality? Is he cursed to
guard humans against mononokes for all
eternity? Or does he live only to exorcise
demons since it was mentioned he would
cease to exist if he failed at exorcising a
demon or there no longer existed any new
demon to exorcise? Unlike conventional
heroes, he never reveals his motivations or
backstory. One might begin to wonder
whether the minds behind the franchise
intend to keep him obscured.

Moving through feudal Japan as a liminal
figure — there but not entirely there. It
grants him a unique perspective. Neither a
spirit nor entirely a mortal, he is gifted with
absolute clarity. It is evident he enjoys his
job as a demon slayer but also respects the
opponents not only because he must
investigate the true nature of its body and
soul to be able to actually face it, but also
because we're shown him empathising with
the spirits before proceeding to free it. It
must be noted though that the Medicine
Seller has lost his express regard for the lives
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of the victims who die at the hands of the
mononoke. It can probably be attributed to
the horrors he had to endure during the
first-ever arc of the franchise, but we were
also given a ship cruise with one of its
witnesses in a later arc in mononoke and
she didn’t look as affected by what had
transpired compared to the Medicine Seller.
In addition, she was also taken aback by how
drastically his personality had changed. So,
taking that into account, it can be
extrapolated that some other factors might
underlie the sudden shift in his personality.
He had also seemingly replaced his snarky
personality with a rather stoic one, even
refusing to acknowledge the acquaintance’s
presence. He does seemingly let his guard
down around someone, no less, a
mononoke. She’s lived the entirety of her
life for the sake of anyone but herself,
locking out her heart for so long that it’s
gradually transformed her into a mononoke.
This does complicate things surrounding
the nature of mononokes and how one
traditionally comes into being.

Anyways, the series lets us see this other
side of the Medicine Seller who takes his
time personally dealing with one of the
mononokes to provide her peace before
proceeding to free her. He does, in spite of
his hair growing an additional ombré,
somewhat revert to his previous personality
in a later sequel after almost two decades
of hiatus from the franchise, implicating a
run for the roots to preserve the character
to keep him timeless in some regards. The
visuals in the franchise heavily rely on the

aesthetic of traditional Japanese Ukiyo-e
woodblock prints to deliver on its
psychological horror and sense of
surrealism. In layman’s terms, its visuals can
be described as flat 2D anime laid out over
the template of crumbled paper. The
psychedelic visuals set this franchise apart
from other anime.

The story goes through various arcs, each
touching on a different social issue in the
backdrop of feudal Japan, from class
discrimination to sexual deviance to
religious hypocrisy. Its hallucinogenic
atmosphere and the psychological criticism
of the social conditions of feudal Japanese
society add to our fascination with the
timeless endeavour of the Medicine Seller.
The Medicine Seller is forced to repeatedly
witness the worst of humanity and the
subsequent monstrosities they give birth to.
As mentioned before, he’s depicted as a
liminal figure who always seems to show up
where his expertise is required. This just
goes to show how perfect he is for making
the audience question their perspectives on
the nature of justice and the importance of
truth.

This franchise is termed experimental
by their production company, “Twin
Engine.” But I think, seeing how far it’s come
and how it’s achieved everything it'd set out
to do so far, this will go down as one of the
most underrated anime of all time. I know
some are reluctant to give anime a chance,
but, even though this is arguably a fresh
introduction to the medium, I think this is
a unique experience in and of itself.
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Wayanad Landslide:

A Story on Resilience and
Power Amidst Tragedy

Wayanad Landslide: The Essence of Hope and Unity.

The Wayanad landslide of 2024 in Kerala, a catastrophic
natural disaster that snuffed out over 300 lives and
displaced thousands, stood as testimony to the spirit and
resilience of the affected community and of the nation.
Following the disaster, heavy rains and landslides virtually
isolated large tracts of land, engendering the desperate
cry for aid. On the credit side, it proved once again the
strength of a united front against the odds.

Over 1,500 personnel from the Indian Army, Navy and
local forces coordinated search-and-rescue operations,
clearing the site, saving survivors and offering immediate
relief to the affected communities. Local volunteers, NGOs
and government agencies joined in alleviating the suffering
and offered food, shelter, companionship and emotional
support. In an inspiring gesture, almost immediately, the
Indian Army constructed a 190-foot Bailey bridge, allowing
for the resupply of essential commodities to the isolated
hamlets.

Despite the staggering loss, the will to survive prevailed.
Reconstruction commenced almost immediately, with the
community intent on rebuilding its homes and their very
lives. The landslide at Wayanad carries a strong reminder
that even in the darkest of times, hope, compassion and
persistence allow communities to rise, heal and rebuild.

“In the face of tragedy, it is hope that fuels resilience,
helping survivors find strength they never knew they had.”

6 Anakha UK
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A PEARL BENEATH
T

]

Enveloped in stillness, beneath the cold light,
She dreams in an age where seconds pass.
Machines whisper softly, shadows curve,

Yet her thoughts slip away—memories disperse.

She slips to warm summers of sunlight,
Laughter echoing, fresh and pure.
Children laughing, arms out wide and free,
Joy’s tears she once concealed.

Strides through the mist of the child’s maze,
Where cuddles and fights filled her days.
Brother voices, soft whispers call,

A ring of pain, where love might be lost.

A spark was ignited, pride’s warm embrace,
Children arose, discovered their place.
Success and glory, standing tall and strong,
But she remained behind a veiled wall.

Heart in suspenseful breath, the fateful day,
With hope and prayer to light the way.

Home at last, at long last, to love’s sweet ground,
But fate’s cold grip, a cruel turn on her glee.

Locked in silence, a room’s stale sphere,
No voice, no laughter, but fear’s icy sphere.

Wires and walls, a beeping lonely sound,
Where love’s warmth was not to be found.
A stranger’s call, stories start to unfold.
Sharing joy in the sterile room.

Tubes may confine, but not snuff out the soul.
A heart that yearns to restore itself whole.

For days of joy, where love will come back,

To drive all the secret, unseen fear.

Hearts beat in sync rhythm outside they earn.
Prayers are raised up in love’s steadfast pour.
Within, whirring machines, a low rhythm,
Outside, hope’s flame that in death’s shadow flows.

Silent now, but dreams are laid out bare,

A pearl, a mother, a warrior, famed alone.
Waiting for heaven, where lost laughter rings,
And the sweet music of joy, forever sounds.

pN Aloka Varsha A
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Love Beyored

In the rush of youth, we met by chance.
Underneath the shades of
Autumn trees,

It started with a simple glance.
A quiet smile
In college halls, where dreams would embark

Your eyes...
Whispers of the soul, beyond what lips could ever utter.
Through coded notes and stolen stares,
We wore a love that no one shares.

A secret world, just yours and mine
Between the classes, lost in time.

Beneath the moonlit campus skies,
Our love stayed calm, gentle and
Wise...

gNi Adithya ) Menon
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Oh how sweet their voices ring.

Before the evening rounds, as the clock ticks
To the people “We are your servant”

Your faith and your love are what we deserve

With folded hands and a ‘humble’ smile,
Pleading for votes in a cloak of sweet lies,

What a performance of their life.

“New York roads!” they professed,

As we struggle to live in their proud proclamation.

S Lakshmy

Oh! how humble they appear in the election’s light,
Shaking hands and faking care,

What a dramatic sight.

But watch the clock as it hits the six,

Seconds after, we are pawns in their vicious game

11-B.Com Finance (A)

The roads remain broken and the bridges burned,
The schools are rotting and there is no hospital for all.
But when the power visits, they sweep the streets

The roads get scrubbed and filth disappears

Yet power? It thrives on our despair.

It creates empires, yet not for you and me to enjoy.
The potholes turn into pits of despair,

While they bask in luxury without care.

“Of the people, by the people” they boastfully proclaim.
But it’s only for the riches and clout

Race, caste and gender—they weigh them all,

The common man? Only another face in the crowd.

“There are brighter times ahead” they love to claim
But their brighter times mean our decay

Once they taste power, the memories are blurred
The people who raised them now betrayed

They promised us light but left us in the dark.
We dwell in the shades as they bask in the bright
And their mansions grow, their wallets fill.

And here we remain in this living hell.

Oh, but look, they cut a ribbon today,

A road so fine for their grand parade.

It will shatter to pieces the day after today.
But who cares? It’s not their mistake.

The story repeats itself, election by election,

A sequence of lies, betrayal and rejection.

Once they savour the sting of the honeyed throne
They forget the hive they used to live in.




Echoes of

Eternal [ove

Yesterday I came and today I'm here again in the hope of meeting you.

We've shared lifetimes of love and laughter,
Yet you've forgotten me and left me alone.
Wherever you are, may you live a life that is free.

May your heart be filled with peace in serenity.
May the warmth of sunshine

And the beauty of nature’s colors

Bring joy and happiness to all that you do.
Wherever [ wander, my heart waits for you.

Oh rustling wind,

Please carry the message to my beloved when you see him.
Like the Ganges, our bond will forever flow.

In harmony, our hearts will forever glow.

Our love will forever shine!

9~ Mathangi M
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Time’s fleeting moments, precious and rare,

Live while you can, for life’s beyond comparison.
Wealth isn’t gold or possessions we hold,

But loved ones who make life richer, young and old.

If youth’s fountain of youth beckoned, I'd decline.
For wisdom’s gained and hearts refined.

Fewer friends remain, but quality shines.

Those who stand by me through life’s divine.

I've learned when to give and when to let go.
Prioritizing love as life’s essence grows.
Laughter lines and tears, my story.
Souvenirs of life, etched on my face so well.

With age, my prayers grow longer and deeper.

More to express, more heart to keep.

Gratitude overflows for life’s journey so far.
Thankful for each breath and love that’s who we are.

Time may take its toll, but [ won’t conceal
The beauty of age and life’s reveal.

For every line, a memory made,

A life well-lived, with love displayed.

9~ Merlin Melina B
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Astonishing are the warriors of the Indian Army.

Made for peace, yet forged in battle’s fiery sea.

They fight for tranquility, leaving loved ones behind.

With hearts that yearn for their safe return, intact and kind.

But at what cost, these wars, these endless fights?
Do we truly find peace or just fleeting nights?

We take lives in peace’s name, yet peace eludes us.
Leaving grief and longing, hearts that bruise.

I won't question their loyalty or doubt their might.

For they safeguard our nation through the darkest night.
Their training is relentless, the vigilance of their creed.
Adapting to chaos, their courage we need.

Transfers and postings, a nomadic life they lead.

Loneliness, their constant companion, a heavy heart to feed.
Yet still they stand, unwavering and true,

Guardians of our freedom, our gratitude anew.

To the brave hearts of the Indian Army, I salute you.
And to their families, who bear the weight, a heartfelt tribute.

9§ Merlin Melina B
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From Coreen
to Mind:

The Film
Effect

This is neither for nor against the current
situation, but this is just a short break in the
hectic readings for all to come. Just think
and once you're done, let the hectic schedule
begin once more. Films... they are known to
bring joy and excitement to all who see
them. True, some have their preferred taste,
but nevertheless, for the most part, it is an
all-rounder, for the genre has expanded far
and wide from the first few years of its
innovation.

But the question is, where did it become
so wrong? Was it when children began
spending more time on movies, leaving all
their other activities to the wind? Or was it
when movies began depicting so-called
‘violence’ in this paradise of a world where
no crime could even be fathomed and
somehow it finds its way into our
infotainment?

Possibly could it be that such an element
already existed in the world around us...?

.. ._. - = L i " - '3.

Couldn’t be, so could it be? But maybe
people saw and heard (of course) a bit too
much and began making those dark secrets
come to light to turn a profit, knowing such
topics would appeal to our baser instincts.

Perhaps their creativity sparked so much
interest that people thought to themselves
to bring such images to life so that everyone
could experience it no matter if they haven't
set foot in a theatre.... Possibly.

Maybe it could be that they found the
time out of the day to go on a search for the
most blood-boiling and adrenaline-
pumping activities they can get their hands
on, knowing that people will not be able to
differentiate between rational and irrational
activities.

Of course, the films themselves, let it be
known that such various acts mustn't be
committed and only professionals must
perform such dangerous acts and stunts....
Thankfully each and every single person
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who ever does such stuff is professionally
trained, right?

Nevertheless, of all that I have said
before, at the base of it all, what is right and
wrong is clear as day. It is said both on screen
and off screen what can and can’'t be done
and yet there are those that choose to defy
the law and in some cases, even the laws of
physics... (Possibly they confused the word
‘law’). Nevertheless, such rebels are the ones
to be taken and made into the centre of hate,
not the ones that are looking to make a few
bucks off of a few stories and actors that
come together and perform, but all in all,
once choices in choosing right and wrong
are their own, no matter how clear as day
the sign says “road closed,” there still are
some who believe the road will continue for
them alone. If you misspell something, make
grammar errors or misuse a punctuation
mark, Grammarly will suggest ways to fix it.
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As I sit down to pen this travelogue, I am filled
with nostalgia and a sense of wonder. Our college
trip to Kodaikanal, Ramakkalmedu and Idukki was
more than just a vacation - it was a journey of self-
discovery, bonding and breaking prejudices.

Our group of 20 students, hailing from diverse
backgrounds and cultures, set off from college with
a mix of excitement and apprehension. As we
traveled through the winding roads of Tamil Nadu
and Kerala, the scenic beauty of the Western Ghats
unfolded before us. The misty mountains, lush
forests and sparkling waterfalls created a
breathtaking backdrop for our adventure.

Our first stop was Kodaikanal, a picturesque

| hill station in Tamil Nadu. As we explored the town,
'l_;f. we were struck by its natural beauty and charm.

. b ke We visited the famous Kodai Lake, walked through
™ -\T\ Bryant Park and marveled at the Pillar Rocks. But

A \ what struck us most was the warmth and
hospitality of the locals. We were welcomed with

open arms and our interactions with the people

~
v L] ?
Bm W &q W q M of Kodaikanal broke down many of our
__ F # ) 4 ' preconceived notions about the town and its
: ® inhabitants.
J ouw ; : From Kodaikanal, we traveled to Ramakkal-

medu, a small village in Idukki, Kerala. This place
was a revelation — the rolling hills, the vast expanses

Our Cu“ege Tﬁp to of tea plantations and the majestic wind farms left

us awestruck. We spent our days trekking through

KOdaikanaL RamakkaIMEdu B.nd the hills, visiting the local tea factories and

I dukki interacting with the villagers. We learned about
é— - the rich culture and traditions of the people of
p Farzeen J Ramakkalmedu and were humbled by their
II-MA English . . .
— simplicity and warmth.




Our final destination was Idukki, a
district in Kerala known for its natural
beauty and biodiversity. We visited the
Idukki Dam, amazed by the engineering
marvels and the scenic beauty of the
surrounding areas. We also spent time
exploring the local markets, trying out the
local cuisine and interacting with the people
of Idukki.

As we traveled through these destina-
tions, we realized that travel has the power
to break down barriers and build connec-
tions. We saw firsthand how people from
different backgrounds and cultures could
come together, share experiences and form
lasting bonds. We learned to appreciate the
beauty of diversity and to respect the
uniqueness of each individual.

Travel, in many ways, is a metaphor for
life. It teaches us to be open-minded,
adaptable and resilient. It helps us to see
the world from different perspectives, to
challenge our assumptions and to grow as
individuals. As we traveled through
Kodaikanal, Ramakkalmedu and Idukki, we
realized that the journey was not just about
reaching our destinations but about the
experiences we had along the way, the
people we met and the lessons we learned.

Traveling together created unbreakable
bonds between us and we shared
experiences that will be etched in our
memories forever. We laughed together,
cared for each other and supported one
another through thick and thin. Our journey
was not just about sightseeing but also

about self-discovery and personal growth.
We stepped out of our comfort zones, tried
new experiences and built confidence in
ourselves. Moreover, we had the opportunity
to meet new people, form new connections
and expand our social circles. Our
interactions with locals and fellow travelers
facilitated cultural exchange, broadening
our perspectives and understanding. As we
look back on our journey, we realize that it
was not just a trip but a life-changing
experience that taught us the importance
of friendship, sharing, caring and exploring
new horizons.
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SILENT

SCREAMS

She is now left scattered, her voice torn apart,

No words to speak, yet screams fill her heart.
A shadow drifts where light once gleamed.
Now she’s lost in silence, where echoes screamed.

The night was dark and darker still,
He lurked like a ghost, bent to his will.
Cold hands gripped—a ruthless snare,
Stealing breath, trapping despair.

Her hands were torn, her soul left bare,
Her body stolen, her heart stripped bare.
No mercy lived on that cruel night.

No justice rose with morning light.

She cried, but the walls heard not a sound.
Her plea lay lifeless on the ground.

But silence breaks, though slow, though weak,
Avoice, once lost, begins to speak.

Through shattered breath, through wounds so deep,
She rises now—she will not weep.

No longer bound by fear and shame,

She reclaims her light; she speaks her name.
And though the past still haunts her soul,
She walks ahead—she takes control.

6 Sthuthy Narayan PV
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Emotions rise like silent tides,
Pulling hearts through endless seas,
A whisper soft, a roaring flood,

Yet no one truly sees.

A smile worn like fragile glass,
Cracks beneath the weight of pain,
Laughter echoes, thin and hollow,
Drowning tears that fall like rain.

Memories press like heavy stones,
Shadows clinging, never gone,
The past still lingers in the dark,
Even when the light moves on.

Some nights the silence holds too much,
Too many ghosts, too much regret,

A heart that beats but longs for rest,

A mind that won't forget.

Yet sadness sings in honest tones,

A song that scars but proves we feel,
For only those who've truly hurt,
Can know what it means to heal.

pN Adarsh P
II-HM_CA
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Break the silence, stop the violence

A scream in the night, a cry for help

A life forever changed, a soul that’s felt,

The brutal force of power, the cruel hand of fate,

A victim left shattered, a future uncertain, a life too late.

Rape, a crime so heinous, so vile, so cruel,
A violation of trust, a betrayal of rules,
An act that’s not just physical, but emotional too,

A wound that cuts so deeply, it’s hard to heal, it’s hard to renew.

But we must break the silence, we must speak out loud,
We must stand with the victim, we must be proud,

We must create a world, where women are safe,

Where girls can grow up, without fear, without shame.

We must teach our sons, to respect and to care,

To understand that no means no and that consent is fair,
We must create a culture, where violence is not tolerated,
Where perpetrators are punished and where victims are validated.

So, let’s break the silence, let’s stop the violence,
Let’s create a world, where rape is just a distant memory;,

-—
Let’s stand together, let’s speak out loud, p~ Bhavya C.S
I-HM CS

Let’s make a difference, let’s create a world that’s proud.
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She is the dream I can never hold,

A story left untold.

She smiles and my world stands still.
Yet I am just a passing chill.

I speak in silence, love in vain;
She never sees; she feels no pain.
A ghost beside her, never known,
Loving her, but all alone.

I find her in the songs I play,

In empty nights and words, I pray.
She’ll never know; she’ll never see,
Yet hope still lives inside of me.

I tell myself, “Maybe one day,”
Maybe she’ll look my way.

But deep inside, I know it’s true-
Some love is never meant for two.

pﬂ Ashwin S
II-BCA (A)




It feels heavy today and my heart feels cold.

And every step feels like it's been delayed.

Dreams feel distant and hope seems small.

But remember tomorrow will come.

Night will come but no dark lasts forever.

Every dawn is a chance to rise,

A brighter tomorrow will fill the sky.

You may feel the path ahead is unclear.

But tomorrow brings it free from fear.

Each small step you take will lead to a brighter tomorrow.
Hope lives in each moment we pass through,

And in that hope, a new dawn awaits.

So always hold on to hope; the morning light will come.
A brighter tomorrow will come to embrace you.

9~ Reshma Revi
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T wait....

Neeraj K Das
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Within Reach,
Beyond Grasp
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He spends his days looking for his other half.
A heart laid bare and a soul laid bare,
Every breath, every whisper, every plea,
Speaks stories untold she’ll never see.

He crafts his days around her name.
Each moment he lives, he seeks her light.
A fortress built from love’s own stone,

Yet she stands near, but all alone.

He tends the garden of her grace.
With every glance, a soft embrace,
Her laughter paints his skies in gold.
But her heart is a story yet untold.

She keeps him close, yet far away.
A distant star, a fleeting ray,

In every touch, a hint of frost,

In every sigh, the warmth is lost.

His love, like a river, deep and wide,
Flowing strongly, by her side,

But she crosses the waters with no heed.
In the twilight of a dream that’s never lost.

He waits with patience, gentle and true.
While shadows of her heart entwine,
For in his love, there lies a plea,

For her to see what he could be.

Yet still, he loves with all his might.
A spark that lights the darkest sky
In every heartbeat, hopes are sown,
For one day, he might not be alone.




THE
HOURGLASS

Every speck of sand that flows down the glass
Reminds me that the moment has passed.

No matter how much I want to stay

The river of time floats me away.

It leaves me stranded on a shifting shore.
Where the echoes of laughter are heard no more.
I reach for memories, like grasping air.

But they just keep slipping through my fingers.
The whispers of “yesterday,” a time that passed
Are lost to shadows, just a dim hue.

I clutch at shards of what has been.

A broken mirror reflecting a lost scene
Fragments of the past deep within my soul

A painted canvas, lost within a dream

The hourglass whispers, “Time will have its way.”
And steals the light from yesterday’s bright day.

9~i Neeraj K. Das
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TURNING BLACK

Everything seems easy, but life just moves on.

I am already reaching my mid-twenties; it just goes on.
I wonder what I have done? - rot in life?

Each step is heavy and dullness smears..

Everyone feels capable.

And T have reached nothing;

If my life were on screen,

I would hear snoozes and slurs.

Mock away, everyone; I will still rot.

Oh! How I wish to slip away in sleep;

A surprise trump card is all that’s left.

Curiosity watching will shapeshift to furious.

As a blank face is what awaits them when it all flips.

And the story ends...

Click away now that the screen has faded.
Black is all you will see.

Dark than dull is all that is left.

It is better this way anyway:.

p\ M.K. Sree Lakshmi
II-MEninsh
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There was ;)t of stuff. CONS‘MERIST.
Most of it wasn't anything for gray o))
maters. HUMANS

Sense has that special habit to ignore,

tease and betray them.

But those stuck, toasted and fried things were there.

They were nothing, but they were

‘Elements’ that had no stuff to share but one!

Stuffing doesn’t stop and it becomes a trend: exposure and identity.
Wish lists went out of boxes and discussed much about dissatisfaction.
They were forming like a huge hill.

Like soil holding hands to become rocks

Plastics created a hut.

They make families for mosquitoes. ™ _:'
They helped rats and cats, but -‘}rﬁ
They were nothing more than a wrap for Earth. iR
Useful and Useless were roaming around the rooms. ,_’ : _
Glasses giggled; plates were sleeping on other peers. ¢ .
Spoon singers danced, jumped and bargained for space. i S
All those staff were super happy to fight for leftover rooms. "

Hunger for a new model and junk left their eyes moving like a bouncing ball.
They become like horses to hunt the rooms.

Capture the branded waste supposed to be used one time...

An unhappy man sitting over his stuff was a view from the West.
Someone found an exact picture from the east.

All the special members from Earth become equal when it comes to
industrial wrapping traps.



In shadows deep, my heart does pine,
For love unspoken, never mine.
Silent yearning, like a gentle dove,
Flies alone in the skies above.

I watch you smile, my world aglow,
Yet you do not, my love, know.

A secret kept, a silent tear,

Longing for you, so dear.

In dreams at night, you're by my side,
But morning breaks and love must hide.
Unseen and unheard, my love remains,
A bittersweet ache, enduring pains.

For love unreturned, my heart does ache,
But still, I hope, for your sweet sake.
Though you may never feel the same,

In my heart, you'll always claim.

p5i Neeraj K. Das
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Life’s beauty is undeniable, yet death’s mystery beckons.
A realm unknown, where our fate is spoken.

We live with mortality’s awareness, a constant hum.
A future uncertain, beyond life’s fragile sum.

Do heavens await or is it mere myth?
Rebirth or eternal rest? Theories switl, no clear path.
We depart, leaving love and scorn behind,

e = YR e ¥ Y B Mourned by some, celebrated by others, fate entwined.

T 98 4T 98T T8t oy | In death’s wake, a spectrum of emotions unfold.
Grief’s heavy chains, acceptance’s gradual hold.
o 9 O QE?IT o 33[7 Theories abound, a maze to navigate.
e %3 B T 38 e e @ & I choose to believe in reincarnation’s promise.
tunnel’s darkness, illuminated by radiant light,
e oft o it | A I's dark illuminated by radiant ligh
Oblivion’s threshold, rebirth’s awakening sight.
ISl 3 Y T Gehd &, Newborn cries echo memories of lives past.
R 5% b 9 3 Forgotten with time, a new journey to amass.
FIF aE e o g The universe’s patterns, harmony and design,
’): ) Reincarnation’s cycle, soul’s eternal alignment.
ST ST ot %’ o E Energy transforms, never lost, only reborn.
TE T <3 &, T I S Fohell 2 | Infinite journeys, growth and lessons to learn.
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L\Dn_/\ 51 CONSIRAC U

~ Uncovering The Mystery

Area 51 located in the Nevada desert, ’ : -Over the years, _many, advanced planes, like
has long been a source of fascination and the U-2 spy plane and the stealth bomber,
conspiracy theories. Officially, it is a were developed there. These cutting- -
highly classified U.S. Air Force base ‘edge projects could explain sightings

- used for testing advanced aircraft of mysterious flying objects in the
and technology. However, many area.
believe it hides far more than the
government admits.

Movies, TV shows and books
have turned Area 51 into a cultural
icon. It is often portrayed as a
hub for alien activity and
government cover-ups. Events
like the 2019 “Storm Area 51”
campaign, where millions joked
about invading the base to “see
them aliens,” show how deeply
it has captured public
imagination.

Area 51 is shrouded in
secrecy. The U.S. government
didn't officially acknowledge its
existence until 2013. The base is
surrounded by high-security
measures, such as “No
Trespassing” signs, cameras
and armed guards. This secrecy
has fueled speculation about
what happens inside.

While the exact activities at
Area 51 remain classified, most
experts agree it is primarily a site

for military research and
“=—" development. Still, the lack of
transparency leaves room for
speculation and many questions
remain unanswered.

One of the most popular
conspiracy theories is that Area
51 is where the U.S. government
stores evidence of UFOs
(unidentified flying objects) and
aliens. Some claim that the
remains of a UFO that crashed in
Roswell, New Mexico, in 1947 were
brought to Area 51 for study. Others

In the end, Area 51 remains as a

believe the base is home to living W REsmi symbol of mystery, secrecy and human
extraterrestrials or advanced alien ﬂ ILBCA A) desire to uncover the unknown. Whether
technology. - — it's aliens or advanced technology, the truth

Skeptics argue that the base’s purpose is is likely hidden behind the desert’s tightly
simpler: testing top-secret military aircraft. guarded gates.
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When events do not go my way,

I do not say this with pride

Or when things are not the way they should be,
As they are in my mind.

When all around me,

All I see is shattered dreams and despair; v p
They ask me, “How do you have faith?” :E'#J
When everything seems so unfair. } .

I say faith to me is like the wee lamps,

Lit along the length of a long and dark cave
And guide trudging travellers towards the inevitable light at the end,
Giving enough hope to be brave.

-~ —
pN Omkar Kalyanaraman
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SHADOWS OF
THE PAST

I thought I'd finally found happiness,

A sense of peace that would forever last.
I thought I'd figured myself out,

But it was all just a fleeting doubt.

The joy I'd grasped was torn from my hands,
Leaving me with shattered plans.

It feels like fate is pushing me back,

Into the darkness I'd desperately tried to unpack.

My dreams, my talents, all taken away;,
As if I'm unworthy of love’s gentle sway.

Those dreaded days have returned once more,
Filling my heart with fear, my mind with a thousand worries galore.

Panic attacks, overthinking, the darkness closes in,

A never-ending cycle that threatens to consume me within.
Those days I thought were behind me, lost in the past,
Have come back to haunt me, to forever last.

I'm left with nothing but shattered remains,
A soul crushed by the weight of unrelenting pain.

QN Merlin Melina B
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They teach us to dream, yet hold us tight,

Demanding we soar, but fearing our flight,
With voices like thunder, they carve out our way,
Ignoring the storms we battle each day.

“Be strong” they insist, “Don't falter, don’t break”,
Yet pile on the burden they fear we'd make.

Their wishes, their fears our shoulders must bear,
Yet our own hopes vanish in thin air.

We long to be heard, to carve paths of our own,

Not to live in the shadows of lives they’'ve outgrown.
But still, we stand, though weary and torn,

For one day, we'll rise as free and reborn.

‘9‘ Athira M A
II-BEninsh
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Once upon a time, in the town of Mythaven, there lived a boy named
Nestor. In this universe, towns were divided based on power and ruled
by the most powerful person among them. Mythaven was mainly
inhabited by witches and sorcerers and was ruled by Achilles, the most
powerful sorcerer to ever live. Achilles had sat on the throne for the
past fifty years, as no one had been deemed worthy to take his place.

During the early days of his rule, Achilles passed a law stating that
any child born without powers would be executed at birth. Tronically,
Achilles himself had been born without any powers. He was bullied
by his peers and looked down upon for his lack of magical ability. One
day, desperate and angry, he decided to sell his soul to the gods of hell
in exchange for immortality and the power of life- one of the rarest
and most feared powers.

But his wish wasn't granted easily. To gain their trust, Achilles had
to serve the gods of hell for as long as they demanded. He worked
tirelessly for nearly a hundred years before the gods finally fulfilled his
wish. He became the greatest sorcerer to ever live. However, the gods
had placed a condition: Achilles could only be killed by a mortal without
any magical powers.

No mortal child had been born in the fifty years of his reign-until
Nestor. Nestor was the son of Achilles and Judith, but only Judith knew
he had no powers. Judith possessed the ability to control people’s minds
and she used this power to brainwash Achilles into believing that their
son had died at birth. She knew that if Achilles learned the truth, he
would have killed Nestor.

To protect him, Judith sent Nestor to live with her brother- Nestor’s
uncle- in the Dark Forest, a place feared by all because of the monstrous




hounds that lived there. But Nestor’s uncle had the power
to control beings, so Judith knew her son would be safe.
For seventeen years, Nestor lived in the forest, completely
unaware of the outside world. His mother visited him every
day, but never told him the truth.

Curious about life beyond the forest, Nestor decided
to sneak out on his eighteenth birthday without telling his
mother. When he reached Mythaven, he was mesmerized
by its beauty- but quickly noticed that everyone had powers
except him. As he wandered the town, a guard recognized
him as a mortal and captured him, bringing him before
Achilles.

Achilles, believing in the prophecy that a mortal would
end his life, ordered Nestor to be executed. But just in time,
Judith rushed in and saved her son. Nestor, furious at his
mother for hiding the truth- about the town, the prophecy
and his own existence-decided to follow in his father’s
footsteps. He vowed to work for the gods of hell and gain
the power of death, so he could become the perfect son
Achilles had always wanted and finally earn peace.

Nestor worked for the gods for two hundred years.
When he returned, he went straight to see his father.
Achilles looked miserable. After ruling Mythaven for five
hundred years, he was tired and joyless. He begged his son
to end his life and take the throne.

Nestor had endured two centuries of hardship to earn
the power that would allow him to stand beside his father.
But when he saw Achilles’s suffering, he chose to end his
father’s life and grant him peace.

Nestor took the throne, but he was unhappy. Now
immortal, he feared that he would become like his father.
Just three years into his reign, Nestor ended his own life.

No one has ruled Mythaven since.
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I have an intense desire to dream,

Dreams that do not come true...

Holding his hands,

Crossing the boundaries of this world,

Feeling the warmth of his body;,

Hearing the beat of his heart,

I want to lie down and sleep.

I want to give him a kiss on his cold lips,

Gently caress his hair as it flies in the wind and

Sit staring at his eyes that shine like stars for a long time.

I want to whisper to him that nothing else in this world

Is loved as much as I love him.

And then give him a kiss on his forehead.

I want to hold his hands as

If I have conquered everything else in this world.

The greatest gift I can give him in this world is his children.
And I want to present them as a token of the life he lived.

I want to give him little stars with eyes that shine like his.
Even though we couldn't live together for a hundred years,
I want to live with him for as long as I can.

QN Aleesha Thomas

|1-B.Com Taxation




I met you in a world of screens.

A name, a voice, just words unseen.
Never knew a stranger’s grace
Could light up my darkest space.

You stood beside me, strong and true,
When storms had blurred my every view.
Not once did I expect to find

A soul so rare, so deeply kind.

I was broken, lost in pain.
Drenched beneath a weeping rain.
But then you came, a quiet light,
Turning sorrow into flight.

Yes, I left; [ walked away.

Foolish steps led me astray.
Maybe to you, just another face,
But to me, a void, an empty place.

I'm not perfect, far from wise,
Flawed with fire behind my eyes.
But somehow, you saw through it all.
Caught me right before the fall.

I don’t know jokes, I don’t know grace,
Struggle to find the words to say.

Yet, here’s my heart, raw and true,

A whispered thank you just for you.

No matter where this road may bend,
You'll always be my truest friend.

And though our paths may drift apart,
You'll stay within my grateful heart.

il
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One day, I looked back and smiled-
The path was long, but so was the growth.
I left behind the girl who hesitated and

Stepped into the woman who won't.

It’s a strange feeling, Isn't it?

To grow, to change, to stand tall in your own space.
To no longer wait for a hand to guide you

But to trust the steps you take.

And somewhere along the way, I realized-
I was never walking this path alone
Through every fall, every storm, every silent night...

God shaped me with steady hands,
Not just to survive, but to rise.
Not just to heal, but to become.

What'’s luxury if not having the privilege
To walk at your own pace in this
Absurdly beautiful journey called life?

Oh, to not feel hurried, to be unbothered.
Let people talk, let them move at a stellar pace,
I'll take my time, water my own garden,

And stand tall in the roots I built.

Find me where the sky is endless,
Where the wind sings, wild and free.
Find me in the spaces left behind,
Where the unseen waits quietly.

Because within me, I have built a woman-

The seasons changed and so did 1.
& One who does not seek permission to bloom,

Na An usFa M ";"the sky tul;n;:(.i p}l)nlz, then biue, 'Elhen white. Who carries both fire and grace,
p II-B.Sc Psychology orms rofled in but never stayed, Who no longer waits to be seen.
— Sunflowers twirled back to the light. Because she finally sees herself.
With each season, I kept solving. And that is the beauty of it all-
Step by step, never stopping To stop searching for warmth in others,
Picking up pieces I thought I'd lost, To no longer chase the light,
Not broken, just misplaced, not gone, But to stand in your own glow and
Just waiting to be found. Realize you were the sun all along.




In darkness, a spark remains.

A light that flickers, yet sustains

A beacon in the blackest night
Guiding us forward, shining bright.

Hope’s flame, a fire that burns
Warming the heart, calming concerns
A gentle breeze that soothes the soul
Lifting spirits, making us whole.

In times of doubt, it stands tall.

A reassuring presence through it all.
A reminder that better days await.
A promise of dawn, after the darkest night's fate.

Hope’s flame, a light that shines

[Muminating paths through life’s twisted vines.
A source of strength in every test

A symbol of resilience, forever at its best.

May hope’s flame burn bright within.
Guiding us forward, through life’s joys and kin.
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The Eternal Struggle: ™ i

f—

War and the Pursuit of Peace gorr e

II-BCA (A)

War and peace are two opposing forces that have
shaped human history. War is often the result of conflicts
between nations, groups or individuals, leading to violence,
destruction and loss of life. It arises from disagreements
over resources, power or ideology and it leaves deep scars
on societies, economies and cultures. The horrors of war,
such as loss of life and displacement, have shown humanity
the devastating consequences of unresolved conflicts.

On the other hand, peace is the absence of war and
violence, where people live in harmony and cooperation.
It is essential for progress and prosperity. In a peaceful
environment, societies can focus on development,
education and the well-being of their citizens. Peace is not
just the absence of war but also the presence of justice,
equality and mutual respect among people.

While war might be seen as a temporary solution to
conflicts, peace offers a long-term foundation for growth
and stability. Achieving peace requires effort, understanding
and dialogue. The challenge lies in addressing the
underlying causes of conflict and working together to build
a world where war is no longer seen as an answer.

In conclusion, while war brings destruction and
suffering, peace creates opportunities for growth and well-
being. It is through peace that humanity can move forward,
ensuring a better future for all.
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We are oblivious...

The namings and predictions are going wrong.

The feelings are causing confusion.

The authorities trick and curious hearts break.
Education is short; food becomes a stress releaser...
The only pic of one way... Tied all air passes...

The rulers are eating the bread of a willful heart.
The confessions and the diverting

Stories are spoiling the roots...

Those fables are taken from the breath of controlling...
Where to jump, to smile with a hum...

The possessions are taken for granted.

The birds left, river muddied and went beneath

The core of mindless penny philes.

(3]
® @«3& @ ®9%° M&g’ , @ s

Whom to blame?

And where to hide?

All of us are sinners along with ignorant witnesses.
Those polluted rivers and crying seagulls,

Are the gifts of men who run for notes?

Those notes with purple, green and cream colors,
Define you, me, us and also the entire creature.
Once all those noted contents disappear,

And where will the destiny remain?

Just think about the way we utilize resources!
With full of pride using a blind sense, we are
building a poor world for our genes.

Why do we do it?
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Ayear ago, my family and I
embarked on a memorable
pilgrimage and among its most
profound moments was our
visit to Sringeri. Established by
Adi Shankaracharya, Sringeri is
the first of the four Advaita
monasteries, standing as a
beacon of philosophy and
spiritual wisdom. Nestled on
the serene banks of the Tunga
River, this temple is not just a
place of worship but also a
sanctuary for seekers of
knowledge and inner peace. Its
tranquil surroundings and
divine presence make it a
haven for pilgrims and
students alike.

Our journey extended beyond
Sringeri, taking us to other
revered sites— Murudeshwar,
Kudajadri, Dharmasthala,
Kukke Subramanya Temple and
Mookambika Temple. Each of
these sacred places enriched us
with its spiritual grandeur and
unique experiences.

SRINGER! OF
SHANKARACHARYA:

A Spiritual Journey

S Vishin
(o) Vishnu T

11-M.Com Finance

Murudeshwar is home to the
world’s second-largest Shiva
statue, an awe-inspiring
237-foot-tall structure that
towers over the landscape. The
temple’s magnificent 20-story
Rajagopuram is a testament to
architectural brilliance.

The journey to Kudajadri was
particularly enchanting. This
sacred hill, deeply associated
with Adi Shankaracharya’s
spiritual pursuits, is home to
significant sites such as
Chitradurga Cave and
Sarpavahini. Adding to the
adventure was an exhilarating
jeep trek through the rugged
terrain, making the experience
both spiritual and thrilling.

This pilgrimage was more than
just a journey; it was a soul-
stirring experience filled with
devotion, discovery and wonder.
The memories of these divine
moments remain etched in my
heart, compelling me to revisit
these sacred lands once again.
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Echoes of the Unheard:

BEING THE VOICE OF THE VOICELESS

In a world dominated by power and
privilege, the voices of many individuals
remain unheard. “The Voice of the
Voiceless” represents the words of the
people who were not able to speak for
themselves due to social injustice,
oppression or physical limitations. Itis a
call for justice, empathy and action to
uplift the marginalized and ensure that
every individual has the right to be heard.

Who are the voiceless? They are found in .|
every section of the society, often hidden in
plain sight and were neglected by the society.
The voiceless include the poor and homeless,
who struggle for basic needs and often lack ]
representation in decision-making. Children
and the elderly are often ignored; they require ©s § 4
someone to ensure their rights and well-being. = .~
Women are also marginalized and they still face @3 '\
discrimination, wage gaps, violence, dowry, and N
inequality, needing strong voices to push for equality.
Victims of oppression and war, such as refugees and political
prisoners, endure immense suffering with no platform to share
their stories.

o U

Not only humans but also animals and nature are included in
the category of voiceless. Animals and nature suffer due to human
exploitation, unable to defend themselves against deforestation,
pollution and cruelty. Unlike humans, they don’t have any chance
of standing against all these atrocities. Nature fights against this
in the form of natural calamities and disasters. It is a warning
against those who are exploiting nature.
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In a world where many remain unheard, it is the
responsibility of individuals, activists and organizations
to speak up and ensure justice, dignity and protection
4 for all.

. Theimportance of being the voice of the voiceless
\is about standing up for them and fighting for the
: ) rights of those who cannot speak for themselves. It
~_ requires empathy to understand their struggles of
~  facing such challenging injustice and courage to
create real change through activism, education or
community service. Even small efforts can make a
big difference in society.

Throughout history, individuals have fought for
the oppressed. Malala Yousafzai is one among them.
Despite facing threats, she spoke out for girls’
education in regions where it was denied. She was even
shot at the age of 15 in the head. But she never stopped
her fight against injustice. Even Death is ashamed of
her and her courage. She came back from the verge of
death. Her courage and activism brought global attention
to the issue, leading to policy changes and educational opportunities
for many. Through her efforts, she became a voice for millions of
girls who could not fight for their right to learn.

We can be the voice of the voiceless by raising awareness about
social issues, supporting organizations that help the marginalized
and speaking out against injustice. Through education, activism
and community service, we can amplify the concerns of those
who are unheard. Small actions, like advocating for equal rights,
protecting the environment or helping the needy, can bring positive
change.
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MUNIBA MAZAR| <

The Woman wWho painted
her own Sky

pN Farsana K K
II-BCA (B)

Imagine being a bird with broken wings-
grounded, fragile and unable to fly. It might
seem like the end of the story, the moment
everything falls apart. But Muniba Mazari?
She didn't just accept her fate. She didn't give
up. She didn't just repair her wings - she
painted new ones, creating her own sky
when everyone thought she couldn’t soar
anymore.

The Day That Changed Everything

In 2007, Muniba’s life took a dramatic turn.
Atjust 21, she was in a devastating car crash
that left her with multiple fractures, serious
internal injuries and a spinal cord injury,
which confined her to a wheelchair. Her
future, once full of possibilities, suddenly
seemed shattered.




But that wasn't the end. Her body might
have been broken, but her spirit stayed
unshaken. In the quiet of hospital rooms,
surrounded by doubts and words like “you
can't” and “you’ll never,” she found a voice
stronger than her fears - a voice that would
eventually change the world.

Art as a Path to Healing

During her long recovery, Muniba found
comfort not in words, but in colors and
brushes. Picking up a paintbrush wasn't just
a way to pass the time - it was her therapy.
It became her way of telling the stories she
couldn’t speak, of expressing the emotions
she couldn’t put into words.

Her art wasn't just about creating
beautiful pictures - it was about reclaiming
her life, her strength and her future. Through
each brushstroke, Muniba was telling her
own story of struggle, hope and triumph. It
was proof that even in the darkest times,
beauty can emerge from pain.

As Muniba herself put it, “I couldn't find
a hero in my life, so I became one.” And
that’s exactly what she did.

Breaking Barriers, Redefining Strength

Muniba’s journey didn’t stop with art. She
went on to break barriers in a way few could
imagine. She became Pakistan's first
wheelchair-using model for Toni & Guy, a
celebrated TV host and an internationally
renowned motivational speaker.

When she speaks, her words light a spark
of hope. She doesn’t dwell on what she’s lost;
she celebrates what she’s gained: courage,
clarity and a deep belief in herself.

As a UN Women Goodwill Ambassador,
Muniba became a powerful advocate for
gender equality and disability rights. Her life
challenges the world’s narrow ideas of
beauty, strength and success. She shows us
that true power comes from within and that
we all have the ability to defy the odds.

A Heart Full of Love, A Spirit Full of Fire

At the heart of Muniba’s life is her role as a
mother. She adopted her son, Neelam and
embraced parenthood with the same
fearlessness that has defined every part of
her journey. Through her son, she teaches
the lessons that can't be learned from
textbooks - lessons about resilience, love
and the strength to rise, even when you can't
physically stand.

Her motherhood isn't about what she
can or can't do - it'’s about the depth of her
love and the values she instills in her child.
It's another powerful reminder that life’s
greatest roles aren't limited by our physical
abilities - they’re shaped by our hearts.

Reflections: The Legacy of Muniba
Mazari

Muniba Mazari’s story isn't just one of
survival; it’s a story of transformation. Her
wheelchair is not a symbol of defeat - it’s a

throne of resilience. She teaches us that
setbacks aren’t dead ends; they're chances
to explore new paths.

Her message is clear: “Your scars aren’t
signs of weakness; they’re proof that you've
endured, survived and become stronger.”

In a world that often worships perfection,
Muniba stands as a beautiful reminder that
true beauty comes from our flaws, our
struggles and the strength we gain from
overcoming them. She didn't just survive her
accident - she rose above it, turning her pain
into purpose and her story into a song of
hope.

Muniba didn't just paint on canvases -
she painted on hearts. And through her
courage, creativity and compassion, she’s
given the world a masterpiece that will never
fade.

“Setting boundaries liberates you. When
you set boundaries, you're not bound
anymore!”- Muniba Mazari



Cinema:
The Eternal Reflection of
the Human Experience

¥4 Bhagath S
g I-B.SgPhysics

= g =

S

Cinema is not merely an art form; it is
an emotion, an escape and a reflection of
life itself. It serves as both the silent observer
of our dreams and the loudest expression
of our fears. It functions as the truest mirror
to the human soul, capturing the spectrum
of existence within the confines of a frame.
Every flicker of light on the screen enca-
psulates a story waiting to be felt, waiting
to be lived. Cinema is not something we
passively consume-it is something we expe-
rience. It breathes with us, weeps alongside
us and embraces us with love.

A Tribute to My Masters of Cinema:

The fabric of contemporary cinema is
woven with the creative brilliance of several
iconic directors whose works have left an
indelible impact on the art form. Quentin
Tarantino stands as a beacon of bold

filmmaking, forever changing the way
stories are told with his unconventional
narratives, sharp dialogues and seamless
blending of genres. Films like Pulp Fiction,
Kill Bill and Inglourious Basterds have made
him a master of non-linear storytelling,
transforming seemingly simple plots into
cultural phenomena. His ability to take
elements from different genres - Western,
noir, war films and more - while maintaining
a distinct voice has made him a symbol of
cinematic innovation. Christopher Nolan,
with his cerebral approach to filmmaking,
challenges audiences to not just watch but
think. His masterpieces, such as Inception,
The Dark Knight and Interstellar, are
testament to his unmatched ability to
merge complex concepts of time, memory
and identity with blockbuster entertainment.
Nolan’s films often feature intricate and
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layered narratives, where the boundaries of reality and illusion
blur, pushing both the technical and emotional boundaries
of cinema. His influence has transcended genres, setting a
new standard for modern filmmaking.

Sandeep Reddy Vanga’s works, particularly in Arjun Reddy
and Kabir Singh, explores the raw and unfiltered emotions of
his protagonists, creating a visceral connection with audiences.
His characters are often troubled, impulsive and unpredictable,
yet deeply human, reflecting the complexities of love,
addiction and self-destruction. Vanga'’s exploration of intense
emotions and turbulent relationships speaks to the inner
turmoil many face, making his work deeply resonant and
impactful, especially in the realm of contemporary Indian
cinema. Imtiaz Ali, renowned for his poetic exploration of
love and self-discovery, has built a cinematic legacy with films
like Jab We Met, Tamasha and Rockstar. His stories often focus
on the transformative journeys of his characters, searching
for meaning in love, life and self-identity. Rockstar stands out
as a visceral portrayal of a man’s quest for artistic expression
and emotional liberation, while Jab We Met remains a
quintessential romantic film that encapsulates the complexity
of relationships. Ali’s ability to weave delicate, emotionally
charged narratives with universal themes has made him one
of India’s most cherished filmmakers.

Lijo Jose Pellissery, a filmmaker whose distinctive style
blends realism with surrealism, has created works that
challenge traditional narrative structures and explore the
complexities of human existence. His films like Angamaly
Diaries, Ee.Ma.Yau, Churuli and Jallikattu have become
landmarks in Indian cinema for their bold storytelling,
intricate character portrayals, and powerful visuals. Pellissery’s
unique approach often fuses dark humor, philosophical depth
and social commentary, resulting in an immersive cinematic
experience that holds a mirror to the world in its rawest form.
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Kamal Haasan, Mammootty and
Mohanlal: Titans of Indian Cinema

Kamal Haasan, Mammootty, and
Mohanlal are not merely actors; they are
living legends, each an institution in their
own right, shaping and defining Indian
cinema. Kamal Haasan’s unparalleled
versatility spans decades, with iconic roles
in films such as Moondram Pirai (1982),
Nayakan (1987) and Dasavatharam (2008),
where he portrays ten distinct characters,
showcasing his mastery in both deep
emotional dramas and technical marvels.
His ability to blend philosophical themes
with mainstream narratives in films like
Indian (1996) and Anbe Sivam (2003)
continues to set him apart as a timeless
force in the industry. Even in contemporary
works like Vikram (2022), Haasan remains
an ever-evolving and ever-relevant force in
cinema.

Mammootty and Mohanlal, the pillars
of Malayalam cinema, are a study in
contrasting but equally compelling
performances. Mammootty’s commanding
presence and ability to transform into
characters ranging from a fearless journalist
in New Delhi (1987) to the underworld king
in Samrajyam (1990) and the introspective
human in Ponthan Mada (1994) and
Bhoothakannadi (1997) are unmatched. In
his later years, he continues to redefine
excellence with films like Bheeshma Parvam
(2022). Mohanlal, on the other hand, is the
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effortless chameleon, embodying roles with
both subtlety and grandeur. His portrayal
of Mangalassery Neelakandan in Devasuram
(1993) and the tragic hero in Kireedam
(1989) highlight his range, while films like
Manichitrathazhu (1993) and Drishyam
(2013) remain landmarks in cinematic
storytelling. Together, Mammootty and
Mohanlal have not only ruled Malayalam
cinema but have defined its very identity,
standing shoulder to shoulder with Haasan
as monumental figures in Indian cinema.

The Craft of Cinema: The Unsung
Heroes

Cinema is not merely the domain of
actors and directors. It is an intricate
symphony of countless elements. The
cinematographer captures the interplay of
light and shadow, the editor dictates the
rhythm of the narrative, the sound designer
crafts the silence before the storm and the
composer weaves emotions into melodies.
Every department contributes to the
alchemy of storytelling. Directors such as
Stanley Kubrick (2001: A Space Odyssey,
1968), Akira Kurosawa (Seven Samurai,
1954), Wong Kar-Wai (In the Mood for Love,
2000) and David Lynch (Mulholland Drive,
2001) have transcended the limits of
storytelling, transforming cinema into a
form of visual literature.

In India, filmmakers like Nag Ashwin
(Kalki 2898 AD, 2024) push cinematic
boundaries, daring to reimagine the art

form itself. S.S. Rajamouli has redefined
Indian storytelling with epics such as
Baahubali (2015,2017) and RRR (2022). His
ability to blend mythology, spectacle and
emotional gravitas has made his films global
phenomena, proving that storytelling, when
executed with precision, can transcend
linguistic and cultural boundaries.

Cinema as Rebellion, Reflection and
Immortality

Cinema is rebellion. It is a revolution. It
is the subversive rage of Fight Club (1999),
the indomitable hope of The Shawshank
Redemption (1994), the operatic grandeur
of The Godfather (1972) and the existential
madness of Apocalypse Now (1979). It is the
unfiltered reality of Schindler’s List (1993),
the breathtaking adventure of The Lord of
the Rings (2001-2003), the childhood
wonder of Harry Potter (2001-2011) and the
soul-crushing tragedy of Grave of the
Fireflies (1988). It is the nostalgia of Dil
Chahta Hai (2001), the grit of Gangs of
Wasseypur (2012), the surreal melancholy
of Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless Mind
(2004) and the poetic sorrow of Requiem for
a Dream (2000).

Cinema teaches, heals, destroys and
rebuilds. It is time travel; it is immortality;
it is the closest humanity has come to
capturing the essence of life itself.

Cinema is forever!




LET’S TALK
ABOUT
HUMAN

EMOTIONS

-——
9~ Anusha M
II-B.S_c Psychology

“I don’t want to be at the mercy of my
emotions. I want to use them, to enjoy
them and to dominate them.”

-Oscar Wilde

Emotions are strange and powerful
things. They influence how we think, how
we act and how we connect with the world
around us. Wilde’s words reflect something
we all feel at times, the desire to understand
our emotions, not be overwhelmed by
them.

Sometimes, emotions rise out of
nowhere. You could be having a perfectly
normal day and then suddenly a memory,
a song or a passing thought changes
everything. Your mood shifts. Something
inside you feels different. It’s like waves
in the sea, some feel calm and nice, others
hit you hard and you don't even see them
coming.




What's fascinating is that emotions
themselves are fleeting. Research shows
that a typical emotion only lasts for a few
seconds. But the story we tell ourselves
afterward, the thinking, the analyzing and
the reliving, keeps it alive. We replay what
happened, imagine what we should have
said and before we know it, that small
feeling has grown into something much
larger.

But emotions are not the enemy. They
are messages from within, telling us that
something matters, that something needs
attention. Think about how you feel before
making a big decision. That nervous
feeling is not a weakness. It’s your mind
signaling that this choice is important to
you.

The real challenge is not feeling the
emotion, but knowing what to do with it.

Expression is key. Yet many of us find
it hard to show how we truly feel,
especially when it comes to vulnerability,
sadness, or love. We've been taught to hold
back. From a young age, many children
hear things like “Don’t cry” or “Toughen
up.” Over time, we start believing that
showing emotions make us weak or too
sensitive.

Even as adults, expressing love or
gratitude, especially in public, can feel
uncomfortable. A heartfelt message on
social media often gets brushed off with
comments like “Why not say it in private?”
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But why should appreciation or affection
be hidden?

In a world where negativity spreads
so easily, why not let love be loud?

We often take people for granted...
their kindness, their support and their
patience. We assume they know how we
feel. But no one is ever obligated to care
for us and that’s exactly why it’s important
to acknowledge it. Saying thank you,
showing love or simply letting someone
know they matter can mean more than
we realize.

On the other hand, avoiding painful
emotions doesn’t mean they go away. We
smile through the pain, distract ourselves
with work or social media, laugh things
off when they actually hurt. It might seem
like a way to cope, but those feelings don’t
just disappear. They linger. They collect.

You might not notice it at first. But one
day, something small like a friend
canceling plans or a comment someone
makes triggers a much bigger reaction.
You feel more upset than the situation
deserves. That’s not just about what
happened in that moment. It’s everything
you've been holding in, finally spilling out.

And when emotions build up over
time, they don't just affect your mood.
They weigh on your body too. Tension in
your shoulders. A constant headache.
Restless nights where sleep doesn’'t come
easy. It’s like carrying an invisible weight
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you've gotten so used to that you forget
it's even there.

But what if, instead of burying our
emotions, we gave ourselves permission
to feel them?

Feeling something deeply doesn’t
mean you're falling apart. It means you're
human. It means you care. Whether it’s
by talking to someone who listens, writing
your thoughts down or simply taking a
quiet moment to breathe and reflect,
giving space to your feelings helps lighten
the load.

Sometimes all we need is someone
who won't judge. A friend, a sibling or a
parent. Someone who lets us be ourselves,
completely. When we express what we're
going through in a safe space, something
inside us softens. We feel more grounded.
More seen. More connected.

Understanding emotions and learning
how to express them in a healthy way is
not something we're born knowing. It’s
something we learn over time. And it
starts by letting go of the idea that
emotions are something to hide.

Because in the end,

we are not our emotions.
We are what we choose
to do with them...!
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In halls of learning, bright and wide,

Where dreams and knowledge should collide,
A system bends beneath the weight.

Of trends that shift and rules that stall.

Once, the mind was shaped by thought and skill.
By wonder’s spark and curious will.

Now tests decide if you will rise.

Their scores decide your worth, your prize.

The screens now glow where books once lay.
As Al whispers what to say.

Fast facts replace the time to think.

One click, one scroll and then they sink.

Degrees once paved a future bright,
Now debts cast shadows over light.
Yet skill and trade now rise once more.
As doors unlock without that score.

Teachers caught in tides so vast,
Adapting quickly or left in the past.
Standards shift and funds run dry,

Yet still, they teach, they hope, they try.

But through the noise, one truth remains:
That learning breaks through iron chains.
Beyond the trends, the hype, the pace,
True knowledge, finds it rightful.

9~ Aswin Dev P

I-B.Sc HM CS
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Shivadasan P
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{Bus Driver)




3 ¢ T IMIEI? EDE-IEP
2 2 Hecily Weloane f e iy

i I e Kot
S LS T Lariys e,

| f= 'I'.a" i & !
MEl e &8 '-
] ."‘ 'q.l. A




o
L}
L]
L
.-0
o
¢
',.r-}
a
5










-_-_Z one Winners

Parichamuttukali
Firsl Position

Anjana K C
Mappilapatio
Firel Posalion

Group Song-Indian
First Position

Chendamelam
zecand Position

Handana TK Parvathy Unnikrishnan
Kathakals Group Song - Western Mano Aot
First Posttion Second Position Firet Position

= ._- = 2 @ﬁ . | v F.._J

o




Mappilapattu-Group Nadanpatiu

Second Posilion Secand Position

Vaishnav S

Foem Writing (Matayalam)

First Possibon

Sal Narayan A
apeech (English)
Becond Posilion

1

Shyam Krishnan driya Ramesh
Clazsical Music (Male) Wesbern Music [Soko)
Second Pesition decond Posigon

¢ | A

Niranjan V Keerthana Srikumar

apol Bhotography Foem Recitabon (Malayalam)
Secand Position Second Positan

. @ b L
N, .

Sl

- CEE®




[nterzone Wmm

Parichamuttu Kali
First Posibion

Mappilapattu-Group

Thard Posilion

M4

.j.h”.l'ﬂn Gy AARAE, CTE;
‘M."a A &"4_1-11" ”J""H.-‘

-\.\_\_i

@

APOT PHOTOGEAFHY

MAFFILAPFATTE
IFERALE)

BECDOND POEITIIN

3% @ o9 @ .
N

ELECUTIOE - ENGLIFN
BELCEEAE PEFAETIGM

CLASSITAL MUSIC

FIRAT FPOdiT 0N THIHE FREITIDN

Oppana

Chendamelam
Third Fasition

HMA
piE i
"; wh BROy, ©

MAFPILAP PATTU
(FEMALE])

THIED PUS1TEON

FOTRI EEQITATION
WalaTalam
SECOND POSITECEN ]

. e 3 e |



DITHYAK M ARATHY P
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2 Siver Medalz & 1 Brorze Medal

(District Shooting Champienship) Sanmaya M §
2 Silver Medals and 1 Brorze Medad 1 BCALA)
Open Sight Rifle Events Tug of war Compefition Winnar
[All india Mationd Mavalankas GV {Againet Gujarat Team

Shoating Championship) in Khelo India Beach Game)



College Union 2024-25

Agnal Kuriakose (2" Year UG Representative), Megha R (Chief Student Editor), Anjala A (UUC), Bhoomika K.S (Joint Secretary), Krishnedu K.P
(Secretary), Sumedha C.P (Vice Chairman), Jothi Nivedya S (UUC), Megha Radhakrishnan (Fine Arts Secretary), Leo Paul (General Captain),
Angiras PS (PG Representative), Niranjan V (1% Year UG Representative), Nehal Pramod (3 Year UG Representative), Indiver Kaushik (Hindi
Secretary), Pavitra U (Geography Secretary), Sreelakshmi R (Computer Science Secretary), Varsha S (Psychology Secretary), Bonaa Biju
(Mathematics Secretary), Merlin Melina B (Management Secretary), Anaswara V (Malayalam Secretary), Amreen K.S (Physics Secretary),
Anjana K.C (Chemistry Secretary), Fasna Thasni (BCA Secretary), Vishnu A. Kutty (Commerce Secretary), Sreejit Unni (Hotel Management
Secretary), Rahul Dev R.K (English Secretary), Mr. Jibin Joy (Staff Advisor), Dr Tomy Antony (Union President and Principal), Neeraj K. Das
(Chairman), Rev. Dr. Mathew George Vazhayil (Director), Rev. Dr. Joseph Olikkalkoonal (Vice Principal ), Dr. Divya N.K (Staff Advisor)
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