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FOREWORD

[t gives me great pleasure to present the 22nd

edition of InPhase, the annual magazine

published by Cepstrum, the student society

of the Department of Electronics and

Electrical Engineering, II'T Guwahati. In this

edition, you will find a diverse collection of

articles covering not only science and

technology but also social issues,

interdisciplinary themes, personal reflections,

creative writing, and literary compositions.

Students have expressed themselves through writings in both English and
Hindi, sharing their ideas, experiences, and perspectives in a thoughtful and
engaging manner.

[ appreciate the efforts of the content and design teams, whose dedication
and teamwork have shaped the magazine so effectively. The high quality of
presentation and content reflects their commitment and hard work. I also
congratulate the editorial team for carrying forward the legacy of InPhase
and maintaining the standards set by previous editions, which have always
been widely appreciated.

I extend my heartfelt gratitude to all the contributors, as well as to the
students, staff and faculty whose direct and indirect support made the
publication of InPhase 2026 possible. I am confident that the readers will
find this edition engaging, inspiring, and enjoyable. I wish InPhase great
success and hope that Cepstrum continues to provide a vibrant platform for
students to share their ideas and contribute to the intellectual and cultural
life of the department

With best wishes
Harshal B Nemade
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THE DARR
KNIGHT

, despite hLIe -lentless cour
- de terminatio

The World’s Gr’ |
crime-fighting glgﬂante: e D
Knight. Batma‘f'lhas dedicatec hlS

entire life to purging Gotham of cri

he city never s
ee of corrupu@n and chaos. Evel@
1llain he defeats is followed by

another. Stability and peace have b&eﬁp
a far cry; distént drea;, f )

Does this analogy fee-i familiar? A big
reason why characters like Batman
resonate so :

deeply is because of how well people
can relate t6 them.ZIn many ways, we
see a reflection of ourselves in
Batman. A huge part of our lives is
spent solving problems, some created
by.ourselves, others imposed by our
envirénment. The joy of resolving one
issue is often short-lived, only for the

‘ im for keeps shifting, and the field
71 itself Reeps expanding mid-game.
Challenges that once felt

overwhelming now appe‘éf trivial
compared to the ones we faee

today. We can see it in our own'lives. I
remember a time when the biggest
hurdle in my life was the 10th-grade
Board Exany Then came the Entrance
Exams. Now, it’s about keepingupa
good GPA and bulldmg new skillsin
college. Ten years from now, I can’t

be certaj ),/Nhat challenges I'll be
facing. Eieh hurdle, once overcome,
has only given way to the next.

Pl /

At the very core of this issue lies a fact
we must come to terms with; solving a
problem often creates another one —
sometimes even multiple. This fruth -
goes to the very essence

of problem-solving. The solution you
devise doesn’t just resolve the
Immediate 1ssue; it also alters the
dynamics of the system itself.
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At times, this happens because of A clear-cut example would be the
flaws within the solution, but that Industrial Revolution. It brought
isn’t always the case. Even a so-called  about radical changes in
“perfect” solution is not truly perfect manufacturing and led to greater

In that sense. convenience and product growth.
Think 'of an example like this: a man However, it§ consequences — such as
1S In.great need of money. Earning it pollution, the climate crisis, and
would solve many of his difficulties worker exploitation — are undeniable
and improve his quality of life. The realities. The same can be.saidfor the
1deal solution he can think of isto get ~ internet in.our:times. While

a jJob—unless'he.magically stumbles communication has become faster
upon a bag of money or something and-easier, it has also givert riSeto

similar. But choosing a job may bring - problems like' misinformation.and
its.own problems. He might end up1n— distrust.

work he doesn’t enjoy and feel The thought of life being‘one-problem-
unsatisfied. So, if we ask whetherdhe solving assignment after another hits
job has really solved his problems; the+ hard. It is a difficult one to' come to

answer would be no. terms with. It’s a thought that can
So here’s the paradox: if solving a make one question the very meaning
problem inevitably creates another, of life. Does it have any meaning? Or
then perhaps we can never truly does nothing-matter at all?
“solve” all our problems. What we are  Well — if we can’t solve every
, engaged 1n 1S not a zero-sum game, problem, at least we can choose which
e but an ever-evolving one. The levels problems to %

grow tougher as we progress, testing solve. '
: not only our patience but also our

. PRSEN The Value of Solving
The Wider Cycle The paradox never implies that
solutions are meaningless. In fact,
This pattern extends beyond the they are significant, whether or not
individual, shaping societies and they give rise to new and different
external affairs as well. There are conflicts. It really boils down to a
1ssues in the wider world that seem simple question: do you want to stay
endless. Leaders and governments stuck solving the same problem, or do
may promise to solve them all and you want to grow, improve, and take
proclaim that everything will become  on bigger challenges?
better, yet In practice this rarely There is a common tendency among
g proves true. A perfect world or a people to compare the presentwith
“utopia” is something we can only older times and rant about how
dream of, and we can never be everything was perfect back then.
certain whether it will ever be This is a defensive mechanism
— attained. we often adopt to cope with the o

5___?“
v - B A




INPHASE’ 26

present world by giving ourselves a
distorted, idealized sense of the past.
In reality, the past too was plagued
with problems, but those no longer
matter because we have already
devised solutions for them. These
ranged from a lack of medical
facilities and poor communication to
limited access to education and
technology. Since we have already
solved many of these issues, we often
forget they ever existed. Our focus
naturally shifts to the problems at
hand. This shows that the solutions
we come up with are always relevant
as they clear the path for us to move
forward.

On a personal level, what ultimately
matters is our happiness. If we truly
enjoy solving.a problem, then perhaps

At : worth asking whether it was ever

a pl‘oblem” at all.

We have all had these brief moments
- ofvgatisfaction after olergoming th®
: ihghtest-of inconwenieh It;tould

e aftepﬁndmg a missing item you

have searched for a long time or

ceacking a difficult question on your
eeux:aegpondering over it for hours

only you remember. These small

JOY.

Of course, we can’t choose ev!ery

chﬁ'llenge in 1¥fe; sont® are simply

imposed on us. Eut the cheices we can

make are always oursy and that

applies to"problems as well. The key
lies ing¥icking challenges that align

< -with our interests and motivageus to

-  J
P
.zla

moments of triumgh bring us a lot of »

push forward. That drive is what
helps us navigate a vast, rapidly
changing world full of opportunities
waiting to be seized.

The same idea extends to success.
Every achievement not only fuels our
desire to pursue greater ones but also
places us on a stronger platform from
which to reach them.

So, if problems are endless, then our
goals in this world are endless too.

We may never know if Batman will
ever find peace or see his dream of a
safer Gotham fully realized. But one
thing certain is that he will never st“&p
fighting for it. That path was his
choice.

» e

. ... In.the same way, we too can carve our
own path — something worth striving
1{0)¢

B g
RO S SN R SR S
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~Achyuth

FROM 4 AM PANICTO

NATIONALGOLD

When I first joined the felt like an eternity debating

Consulting and Analytics Club over the Problem Statement (PS)

at our college, the Smart India selection. We wanted something

Hackathon (SIH) was just a that wasn’t just technically

name I kept hearing, a challenging but had a tangible,

buzzword that seemed to real-world impact. We

carry a lot of weight. I didn’t eventually settled on a problem

fully grasp the magnitude of statement focused on Al-

it until the internal campus powered monitoring of crop

round was announced. health, soil condition, and pest
what the HACK Looking back now, holding risks using multi-spectral and

the winner’s trophy, I realize hyper-spectral imaging.

that the victory was just the

final punctuation mark on a In hindsight, choosing that PS

much longer, more was a blessing, but at the time, it

transformative sentence. was a mountain we weren’t sure

we could climb. We were

The journey began not with a fortunate to have the guidance

solution, but with a team. I of Dr. Dipankar Mandal,

teamed up with Aniket Assistant Professor, School of

Mandal,Dhyan Shah, Adith Agro and Rural Technology, an

Jayakrishnan, Priti Nag, and expert in the field. His insights

Aditya Chauhan.We spent were instrumental. He didn't

04



INPHASE’ 26

05

just give us answers, he helped us .
frame the right questions to arrive
at our solution.

With our concept in place, we
burned the midnight oil to perfect
our presentation for the internal
rounds. Qualifying for the national
round felt like a massive validation.
We submitted our proposal and a
short video demonstrating a
makeshift app, and then the waiting
game began. When the results were
declared in early November, and we
saw our names in the top 5 teams
for our problem statement
nationwide, I honestly couldn't
believe my eyes. We were finalists.

That was the moment the
excitement turned into pressure. We
decided that since we had come this
far, we had to see it through to the
end. We promised to leave no stone
unturned. However, reality has a
way of humbling you.

We waited for our end-semester
exams to conclude before diving
into the core development, and that
1s when we hit a wall. We learned
the hard way that claiming you can
implement a feature in a
PowerPoint presentation is vastly

different from actually coding it. The

implementation was far more @
complicated than we had imagine(|

We faced a barrage of
unprecedented errors. How do we
handle the massive data load? How

do we mitigate satellite delay
1ssues? How do we design an
interface simple enough for a
farmer to use, yet complex enough
to handle advanced time-series
models? We debated endlessly on
how the LLM (Large Language
Model) would make inferences. It
was a period of frustration,
research, and constant debugging.

That said, it wasn’t all stress and
screens. In the middle of all the
coding, research, and product
development, we had our moments
of fun too. Late-night jokes, random
conversations, shared meals, and
laughing at our own mistakes kept
us sane and reminded us why we
started this together in the first
place.

by the time we boarded the flight to
Hyderabad for the Grand Finale,
our situation was dire. We didn't
have a working prototype. While
other passengers were sleeping or
watching movies, we were
frantically debugging code at 30,000
feet. The tension followed us to the
hostel rooms at the host college.

The night before the 36-hour
hackathon was particularly brutal.
After spending nearly an hour
debugging the LLM to give a
reasonable and practical output for
a very specific problem, we finally
implemented what we thought was

a solid fix. We waited as the model
loaded.



INPHASE’ 26

We were facing crash-outs at 4:00
AM, just hours before a grueling 36-
hour non-stop hackathon was set to
begin.

We walked into the hackathon
venue running on pure adrenaline,
with no sleep and an app that

wasn't ready to be shown to a judge.

But that 36-hour window was
where the magic happened. It was a
testament to what a team can do
when their backs are against the
wall.

During the live hackathon, we built
almost the entire application from
the ground up. By the first round of
evaluations, we had something
basic to show in Android Studio. By
the second round, we had a half-
working prototype.

This is where I realized that SIH
1sn’t just about the team sitting at
the table, it’s about the community
standing behind you. I sent a
desperate message to our college
friends' group asking for help.
Within moments, I had around 25
API keys in my inbox. That support
from our peers back home was the
fuel that carried us across the finish
line.

The final evaluation was a blur of
anxiety. The judges seemed rushed,
and ours was the last presentation
of the day.

They didn’t even ask to see the
final product we had
painstakingly built, and we had
to scramble to verbally explain
our features. It felt anti-
climactic. I was terrified that
they had either already chosen a
winner before reaching us, or
perhaps they had already
decided on us during the
previous rounds. I prepared
myself for the worst.

We gathered in the hall for the
results. When the winners of the
other problem statements were
announced, I was shocked by
how quiet they were, barely a
sound.

But when our names were
announced, that silence was
shattered. We let out a huge,
collective shriek of disbelief and
joy. We had done it.

hackathon

''Thé day after the win, with the
. pressure finally off, we roamed

around Hyderabad, exhausted but
happy. It felt like a quiet reward
after weeks of chaos, a moment to
breathe and take everything in.

Winning was an incredible
feeling, but the trophy is just an
object. The real prize was the
resilience we built during those
sleepless nights, the technical
depth we gained by failing and
fixing our code, and the bond we
forged as a team. We learned that
Innovation i1s messy, that plans
rarely survive contact with
reality, and that when you are
stuck, there is always a
community ready to help you out.

06
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BRAHMAPUTRA
TO

Soutt, KOrea

-Mir Maity

It was a long flight. Thankfully, it was at midnight, so I was able tosget a
few hours of sleep in before we landed. Reaching our motel was a

daunting task; getting out the airport was confusiig in itself followed by =_
a three hour long subway to Ansan, where our motel wag’

Initially, I was a bit skeptical of the location of ourfstay, but it turned out
I had worked myself over nothing.

The first week was spent getting used to the place; I got to explore the
city of Ansan where the university is located. There was a shuttle bus. E
that took us from our motel to the campus and vice versa, which was"™
nice.Weather-wise it was getting pretty cold, averaging about a few

degrees celsius throughout the day. It was a good thing that all buildings

in the university had internal heating to combat the near freezm —
temperatures outside. S ol

So basically, I was heavily incentivized to spend most of my time in the
labs which made life there very easy. Since we didn't have access to
kitchens, we had to eat out at places or buy from the convenience stores
(which were-dimé=afdozen here). If you were a vegetarian you would
have a hard timeghere; as almost all items from chips to meals typically
have some non-veg elements in them(Luckily I wasn’t but the same can't
be said for some who had come with me).

Since I was practically eating a burger every other day, I really couldn't
complain about the food. Also it snowed within the first week, which I
liked and hoped for more(It never snowed in the next month while I was
there). Apart from working on the weekdays, we made a plan to travel to
different places on the weekend. We visited many places such as
Myengdong, a bustling shopping district, Gyeonghokgung Palace, Lotte
World Mall and much more. We also went ice skating in the seoul plaza,
which was a pleasant experience.

In short: I survived the subways, ate my body weight in burgers, and
finally saw snow. South Korea has been a whirlwind of high-tech labs and
historic palaces, and even if it never snows again while I'm here, the
experience has already frozen itself into a pretty great memory..

(P —=————
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[ was eight the first time I saw it
through a tiny crack in the wall of our
generation-old house. It looked like the
sky rained colours and the city reeked
of delight. I didn’t know what it was
back then, but I longed to be a part of
it. My gaze fixated on the thousands of
people dancing, singing, walking
together, until appa yelled behind me.
“Raman, it 1s not for boys like us. Don’t
even think about being a part of it.”

i
His voice was firm as a rock. I di

question it. I had never seen that
i Hefore. gﬁtﬁ&hing in me c
up and shut down. Tha , I made a
pact with myself to nev‘e the
parade again. No one fro r
community ever gets to be a part of it
anyway. It’s always the ones whe are

well off. Maybe that’s what appa
meant.

Years have passed since then. The
parade has become louder, brighter,
and much more crowded, but my role
In it has stayed the same. I help
prepare it.

Appa is one of the finest tailors in our
village. From stitching school uniforms
for kids who go to private schools, to
making shiny, glittering costumes for
the parade people, he does it all
pertfectly. Every year since the parade
started, he’s been making the kind of

clothes that catch light and dazzle and I

am the one who delivers them. But I

NOT FOR US??

~HARSHITA MUDGAL

make sure to keep them backstage and
get back before it begins.

I'll do the'same this year. There’s still
time bet e parade starts, and the
sky is clear. It’s shining bright like a
mirror to all the freedom and
acceptance.

,.
When I reach the backstage area with
the costume bags, I try not to dawdle.
But just as I'm turning to leave, I notice
someone across the stage. Is that...

- Arvind? He’s in the middle of getting

ready, adjusting a feathered collar. He
doesn’t see me. Or maybe he does. ’
Either way, I can’t look away.

J—
He vhs y se in school. The firs
time I saw himwalk in the parade bare
chested and proud, I felt something
shift inside me. Like'T was watching
someone do something I could only feel
in the quiet.

The drums start rolling. That’s a sign.
It’s time for me to leave. The first line
of dancers will be moving any minute
now, and I need to be out of sight
before they pass by. I pick up the

empty cloth sack and begin to walk, but
the color of the sky changes without
warning.

)

Ining cats and dogs. People scatter,
ughing and screaming. Lights flicker
and gchout. The street, for a moment,

<

?érack splits the air and suddenly it’s
a

. 08
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forgets it is performing. The sound of
rain hitting the ground has never felt
more peaceful.

I stop in the middle of the alley,
pretending to check on something in
the sack so I can stay a little longer. I
can’t say for certain why I am doing
this. Appa is still inside the shop,
probably covering the sewing machine
or trying to move the bundles of clothes
away from the leaking

roof. I tell myself I’ll just stand here for
a second. Just a second.

The rain feels cold at first, but then it
doesn’t. My shirt clings to my back and
my hair i1s dripping into my eyes, but it
feels so good. It feels like breathing
after holding it in for too long.

From the alley, I can see the dancers
trying to regroup. The boys in the
glittery costumes that I helped carry
here laugh as they twirl barefoot on the
wet ground. Water soaks the fabric but
it doesn’t matter. They look free in a
way I’ve never allowed myself to be.
Like there’s nothing weighing them
down, nothing telling them to hide. And
even if there is, it doesn’t win. Not
today.

I take one step closer. And then another.
Arvind turns, and his eyes meet mine.
For a second, I freeze. But he doesn’t
turn away. He just smiles like he’s
surprised but not shocked. I don’t smile
back. I’'m not sure I know how. But
something in me shifts again, and this
time it doesn’t shut down.

Before I can think of anything to do,
someone brushes past me hard. I
stumble and nearly fall, but a hand

INPHASE’ 26
catches me. It's a transwoman, t?b'zmd
graceful, wearing a bright maro arl
with her hair pulled back. Her bangles
clink gently as she Steadies me, “First
storm always feels like this,” says, *
half-laughing. Her voice is warm. I
nod, not knowing what to say. She
gives me a look like she sees right
through me. I look away. I don’t know
why.

Before I can get myself to comprehend,
a little girl runs past us. Her hands are
stained with colour, and she reaches

up to smear sQme, on m ace Maybe
she thinks 'm oh ancers t I
*

“don’t stop her. For a moment, I stand

ther oaked and coloW-streaked.

And ther\I wipe it off. Quickly! Mv
heart is racing. :
I see appa from across the®barricade.
He’s standing outside the shop, eyes
scanning the street. Not angry but
worried like he is looking fer
something precious. He hates the rain.
He always has.He never steps out
during the parade. And yet here he 1s,
searching for me.

I duck behind the barricade before he
can spot me. My legs feel heawy as I .
run backtoward the shop, taking the
long way around. Inside, I change into
dry clothes. I wipe my face again. The
colour still clings to my neck, bleedly
into my collar. .
’

X =

[ sit for a long time, listening to the
rain soften. My fingers twitch with
something I don’t yet know how to "B

name yet. A quiet ache. A'quiet 4-’
knowing. There’s just silence.

-
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In the other room, appa is fixinga
broken hook on a blouse. His han‘
move like they always do- fast and
prec®®e. He doesn’t say anything.
Neither do 1.
® But Iwatch. .
I watch those hands stitching joy into
fabric, helping strangers dress for a
kind of freedom he doesn't believe I
sho

e way he
didn’t flinch. The wom
sari. The girl with her hands full of
colour. The boys danging like they had
nothing ,
o » - -
And Bthink Of myself.

I’ve never said it out'loud. I don’t even
know if I could. B€cause even if I
found t rds,where would I say
them? In a house with no locks on the
doors? In a 1llage where the people like
us are not allowed to dream of
softness, or want?

In this world, queerness is not just
dangerous, it’s complicated. It’s caste.
It’s poverty. It’s the fear of being

° mocked, ;liso;:r}eMen, and
k worse, punished:
People like us are eg&gecte;l to work. To

*To serve. To kéep our heads

NOt to dance 1n the rain.
Not'to love who we’re not supposed to.
" "Not to be seen.

L
” ,I don’t know what that makes me. A
—*goward? A realist? Just someone who
- hasn’t figured out how to survive the
truth of who they are?

inthe pink

Maybe I'll never Wagn the parade.
Maybe I'll only ever stand at its edge,
watching, feeling.

Appa says it’s not for boys like us, but
what if he is wrong about me?
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. everyone's life and in my case too. Not only
- because of friends, but by the entry of two

IN SEEK OF
LOVE

FIVE YEARS OF JOURNEY

2017-2021

— urstruly_raj

| _Absolutely confused & completely feeling = -
~hatred on myself that why I am like'thisina
“half boiled state. A sad beglnnlng right! But
 hope atleast the ending would be fine. gt 3=

5 'completely based on true events Came across %
SO my I|fe | |

School Ilfe probable the best part in

girls'came into-my Irfe namely Sree and Jyo.

" They made me smile, laugh and became the - -

_reason behind my happiness by showrng there

“love towards me ina friendly. manner. You y

. know what, both of them were younger than .~
~'me by 4:years, but that feeling never came
across in our lives since we used to be like'a

‘good friends. As the days pass, my. feellng on

- Sree started changing from good friendtoa =

" true lover (one side) and never felt that could -

~happen. It's all because of the surprise she -

“gave me on.my. birthday, which made me to

realise that "Am i that much |mportant in her

. life?" But | 'have not expressed my feellng on-
- her at that moment because of the fear that | -

& would Ioose her frlendshlp too % %

" YEAR PASSED e

On afine day, for thefirsttime _

- in-my.life she texted me after a Iong '
I ] G 2005 | | |
*and never felt that it would. be the
- Jast conversation between VLA
... Reason behind this is, | expressed
~my love on her and soon felt hatred

on myself knowrng that tears came:
on her eyes soon after I|sten|ng to

- -my proposal. Because she never had-

" that feeling on me atleast once. As =
- months passes my feelings on her

- 'started growing-day by day.. =~ ..
" Everyday i used to think about the
“ - memories that | had wrth her and

feIt very sad

But Iater | reallzed that no one WI|| % e

stay permanently In-our: I|ves not 3

' 'even 4=

~--our parents too but onIy our |
-soulmate and she mlght not be the |
=NORga sl 3 |
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And today September 2020, i am heartfully
accepting that there is ho more a

feeling of love on Sree & she is'going to be
my sweetest friend forever

100%

Feeling the story came to an end? Not
yetl Look at the remaining part of
the story which turned me into a one side
lover again.

| have not introduced about Jyo in my
life right! Jyo, a.cute-angry-smart-innocent-
sweet girl. She likes me very much when we
three were a good. friends. We used'to
roam, talk, argue, play & had many more
memories in our school days. But because
of a-small argument came between us (3
year's before), she stopped speaking with
me. She used to maintain-an‘angry face
whenever | come across. But always | used
to receive her anger with'a'smiling face
since | too like her very much. When she
doesn't bother about me, | don't know why
the hell 'used to care about her!

Chapter - 2

Introduction fo Life

“If this is-what love, | am definitely in
love with-her 100%" This realization
started in my life from past few months
ago. And from that moment, | am
waiting for a single chance to speak to
her-and explain everything | came
across in my life & to express my.-love
on her truly. Heartfully hoping that this
would happen.

Finally | have learned one thing,
"The one whom we love is-not our
soulmate, but the one who becomes
part in our life is our soulmate. So don't
die for love. Love can be felt by anyone,
with anyone. No one-is your soulmate
until.God decides. Love means not
roaming in parks, theatres, or
something else. Love is truly an
understanding between two people
which'strengthens them to be together
in-happiness, sadness, difficulties. they
come across-and to have trust-on-each
other.”

As | have mentioned in previous part, | am waiting for a single chance to

express my love towards Jyo.

Though we both lived in a same village, we don't have any conversation
between us. After along time, | have seen her in a half saree function. | felt it's right
time to talk with her, but | didn't.. Honestly, tears came that night when'| was on sleep,
felt very sad that when | truly love her, why | am not able to express that love to her.
Days are passing & my feelings on her are.increasing day by day:.

Its our diploma final semester exams. Finally | have taken a step forward &
decided to speak with her. For the first time, listen! for the first time in my life, | went
to talk with a girl, obviously Jyo to express my love. | am walking on road with lot of
thoughts running in-my. mind. Luckily, | saw her cycling on road & | called her. She
heard my voice & looked at me. | asked her, how are you? she replied very strangely. |
said, | .came to speak a lot with you but.the moment you came front.of me made me

speechless. She said, okay we will talk later.

W,

12
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With alittle-hope, I'have decided to
make a second attempt. | have
understood that'| can't express my love
on-her directly. So this time | ‘have
started writing a letter & mentioned
everything happened in my life including
my first.love on Sree & also | have
mentioned my phone number in-middle of
the letter. The:very next day, | went with
the letter. 1 found her playing shuttle near
her -house & asked her Jyo, | heed 1o talk
with you, but she refused. | don't know
what to do at that moment.'| am just
crossing her house with lots of doubts
running.on:my-mind.

After a moment, | looked back &
she looked at me. Slowly with a low voice
| 'called her & kept letter on her hand &
left that place immediately. Reached
home & felt so happy that somehow |
made her-understand my love on her.

That night (27th September, 2020),
| have received a text message for the
first time from her. Can you guess what
she 'might -have replied?

She replied, | don't have that kind
of opinion-on you. That's the second time
in-my life, my heart was broken. But this
was not as much painful-as the first one.
She said sorry for that & said let's be
friends. But:l have not agreed for that in
the beginning. Thereafter, we used to
chat daily & that:made her very close to
me. To be frank, | got addicted to her.
She too felt the same, but after listening
toan advise from someone, she started
avoiding me. As the days are passing; |
came to know that though she was-not in
love with me, she likes me-very much &
that made her do like that. After few days
| 'asked her, if you truly love me & wants
me to be in your life, just say 'Okay’ | will
take care of each & everything & | will
convince our parents. But she said,
Rajkumar please don't force'me. That's it!

Today, dated 23rd October 2021
on the behaltf of her birthday,
heartfully I agree that there is'no
more a feeling of love on her &
obviously 1 agree that, "Singles are
the Best"

During our school/ college days,
almost all of us would have -done this
(searching for a lover-thinking about
her-feeling them as our soulmate) & i
too did the same. But finally, i have
realized that if there is someone in
this world who really love us
unconditionally; it's' obviously our
PARENTS, there 1s no doubt in that. So
my advice to all is simple, instead of
searching love in someone & wasting
time for them, realise the love & care
shown by your parents. Always
remember that, they are the one who
introduced you into this world.
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Zetween Clicks

A Disorete Vidhv of a Contimuous Life

~Jesswin George

Quantization is a strategy that systems
—cognitive, biological, and artificial—
adopt to cope with their limitations.
Infinite possible states must be
condensed into a finite set the system

Our ways of qu‘onin do not stop can process. While nature itself is
at the physical world. They quietly largely continuc antization still
shape how we interpret our own occurs naturall tain ,
thoughts, emotions, and decisions. The thresholds eme 1 '_ "wn Itis
| same frameworks we use to almost as if quantiza I b nature’s
- understand nature often mirror the®  way of making sense o of £

frameworks through which we . '51
Consider our emotlo n s. We
nderstand ourselves L

\ them into categone
In science, quantizatios 1is a

. afraid, angry. To br
fundament encountered
: adjectives: a bit sad,
across mu . One of the |

" slightly anxiousl. '
oundair ern physms
: u 'motlon D€

lanc. ry, describes | ins increc
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While quantifying makes our lives
simpler, it can also be deceptive. We are
naturally drawn to dualities—good
versus bad, left versus right, friend
versus enemy. Binary categorization 1S
among the simplest ways of making
sense of the world. In reality, these
distinctions lie on a continuous
spectrum. The dividing line is merely a

o threshold we choose to impose, and

that threshold differs from person to
person. What one sees as bad may
appear good to someone else.

We often speak of turning point&in life
—one lucky moment, one realization
that seems to change everything. But
when we zoom out, most
transformations are not the result of a
single discrete jump. That sudden click
moment merely makes us forget the
long buildup that preceded it. The stone
shatters on the hundredth strike, but
the first ninety-nine were not o

not a step function; it
time-varying signal-'
perceive as discrete e iy
just the points whe €
curve becomes Visi b e .
The problem arises when v
this continuity altogether. In
discrete view, everything
is dismissed as noise. T
abstraction where, fro
outside, people see or
while we alone feel th
behind the scenes. Thi:
attention as well: _}
our jumps and our f :
defined by them. On
close to us—those v
us for who we a "1

categorical perce *‘ﬁ"’
be both a blessmg and a.
we draw boundarlese i

not Cross.

“’ to overco;jpe he
meaningless. Growth, like emotion, 1%31@5&16 it be
: ~ourti ne a

These may relate to personal
relationships, discipline, or

values. Such boundaries often serve as
reminders, preventing us from being
carried away by the flow and helping
us stay grounded.

What is worth noting, however, is that
once a line is crossed, returning to the
previous state becomes extremely
difficult. The moment a boundary is
breached, it ceases to feel like a
boundary at all. A simple analogy can
be found in the photoelectriceetfect: an
electron remains bound as long as the
incident energy stays below a
threshold, but once that barrier is
crossed, it is free to escape. Ultimately,
it is up to us to decide whether we treat
these boundaries as restrlctlons—gr
as protection. g i
Being aware of our lin
flaws is one of th

s
."—|| -
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Arts & Creatives
By Sneha Kakde
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I once stood still beneath the
open day

And asked the sky, not loudly,
just enough-

Why it refuses all the honest
white

That walls and paper wear
without a fuss.

It seemed a simple thing to

wonder at,
The kind of thought that walks

beside your home.

The sky replied in shade instead
of words,

In diluted blues and drifting,
borrowed fire.

It said that white is what the
world becomes

When every difference is made

to agree,

And it has chosen, stubborn as a

field,
To keep the argument of light

intact.

Why is Fthe sxy nol while

-~ Naba Ahmed
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HI
A J
%

ﬂ’}a color but a
Mopes the eye

For blue

reach-

A scattering
can’t hold,

A distance practicising its honesty.

White would be ending things
too cleanly,

Closing the book before the
question learns

How far it still must travel to be

true.

So when [ look up now, I do not
ask again.

I take the sky the way it offers
thought:

Unfinished, wide, refusing easy
peace.

Some answers, like some truths
we live beneath,

Must stay little out of human
hands

To keep us looking up instead of

done.

24
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~ By Hemanth Kumar N

My Journey as the General Secretary of SWB 2025
———

When I first stepped into the role of General Secretary of the Students’ Welfare
Board, I carried with me a very specific weight, the weight of responsibility for the
thousands of stories unfolding across our campus every day. I knew that "welfare"
shouldn't just be a board name on a budget sheet; it had to be a living, breathing
promise. My goal from day one was to move away from the traditional, reactive
approach to student issues and instead build a proactive ecosystem where every
student feels seen, heard, and supported.

The first major challenge I wanted to tackle was the daunting wall a newcomer
faces. I remember my own first days on this campus, and I remember how harsh
that transition felt. For years, the experience was almost a shock to the system: you
would step into college, move into your room, and almost the very next day, you
were expected to sit in a lecture hall and start your academic journey. There was no
time to breathe, no time to understand the geography of your new home, and
certainly no time to process the massive life shift you were undergoing. It felt like
being thrown into the deep end of a pool without being taught how to swim first.

I was determined to change that narrative for this year’s incoming batch. Students’
Welfare Board, along with the Social Service club poured our energy into a
comprehensive, restructured onboarding program that went far beyond just
handing out maps or completing paperwork. This year, we introduced a proper,
structured seven-day introduction period. I wanted to give our freshers a week to be

students before they had '
to be scholars simply.
During this time, we gave
them the space to roam
the campus and truly
discover its corners, but
we also filled those days
with purpose. We
organized sessions on
essential life skills,
mental resilience, and
navigating the unique
pressures of IIT life. By
the time they walked into

= - = =t o - ] & : s . b ot ey : e nd
SE PN T R TV G I L e X e e R e

their first class, they weren't strangers in a foreign land; they were settled, confident
members of a community that had already begun to feel like home.

As the semester progressed, my focus shifted toward the silent struggles that often go
unnoticed in our high-pressure academic environment. We all know that at an IIT, the
campus truly comes alive only after the sun sets.
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Whether it’s late-night project
collaborations, canteen debates, or the
quiet intensity of exam prep, our life
begins when the rest of the world goes
to sleep. But while the night culture is
vibrant, it can also be the loneliest
time. I always felt there was a

=y=] significant gap in our support system:
— % while crises don't keep office hours,

"~ ¢ our counseling services traditionally

' did. I realized that a student
experiencing a low at 2:00 AM
shouldn't have to wait until 9:00 AM
the next morning to find a listener.

To bridge this gap, we took a bold step this year by introducing dedicated night
counseling services directly within the hostels. We didn’t want students to have to
trek to a central building in the middle of the night; we wanted support to be just a
few doors away. By integrating these professional counselors into the heart of the
residential space, we broke down the barriers of time and distance. It was about
acknowledging that mental health is the foundation of any success, and for that
foundation to be solid, the safety net has to be available when it's needed most.

While my primary focus has always been on our own backyard, I realized that the
challenges we face at IIT Guwahati are shared by our peers across the country. This
realization led to one of the most ambitious projects of our tenure: the first-ever Pan-
IIT Wellbeing Summit, hosted right here on our campus in January 2026. This wasn't
just another conference; it was a strategic gathering of the brightest minds—Deans of
Student Affairs, professional counselors, and student representatives from all 23 IITs.

The importance of this summit cannot be overstated. For the first time, we moved
beyond competition and focused entirely on collaboration. We shared our "IITG
Model"—including our late-night counseling and structured orientation—while
learning about the unique wellness innovations being pioneered at other institutes.
This summit gave us a treasure trove of new ideas, from institutionalizing peer-
support networks to using data-driven insights to predict and prevent student
burnout. It solidified IIT Guwahati’s position not just as a participant in student
welfare, but as a pioneer driving the national agenda for mental health in higher
education.

While I have highlighted the major pillars of our work, there are so many other new
initiatives that occupied our days and late nights,projects that may seem small on
paper but required immense effort and teamwork to execute. From the introduction
of the Internal Buggy Service to enhance commute across our vast campus, to the
tireless negotiations required for the opening of new food outlets to provide more
variety to your daily lives, every single project was driven by the desire to make your
stay here just a little bit easier. It would be impossible to mention every meeting,
every hurdle, and every person who contributed to these changes, but please know
that the Students' Welfare Board has been working in every corner of this campus to
serve you.
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Questions??

dftcknowledgements: U am truly grateful for the  toolbars. ‘Another forced update.” He

P ed

theee discussions U had on these topics on grumbled.
26/02/2026. cfhe fixst on foogle meet, the
second in the corxidorx, and the third in the The toolbars. however. di

aitport waiting axea. Qam grateful to all theee Instead, a message fla

of you fo'c youx time and inbig/ttb, and natu’cal@ TR

fo'c your patience on a da# when 2 was fee[in.g
particularly wanty. (fhat is most days, but
still!)

Gnother thank you to the countless youtube

ML CRGGINPNthin, who would you
want to write {(eYg

videos 9 have watched over the past few dags

introducing me to the full potential of 2% slop. ‘What!” he eXC1a]|I1i_1’€H “What on earth

is this s po‘ee'd to be'? and how aﬂ I

: s - gefeged to wEité an e % *"
Yudhishthir’s phone vibrated. Once, PP v -|||. mi]ﬂ

twice, thrice, four times. ‘Four emails’ wE
he thought. The “Aaranyak Parv 1 nl%sﬂgﬁl"ﬁ 'tﬁe . ‘ﬁﬁ;ﬁged
Sarovar Conference on haunted water " kv Y

bodies” reviews were due, ‘Naturally, it st YdehIShthlI" a.xﬂﬁﬂri)slop
must be those. Let me do this on my YAKSHA Ihf‘ﬂl?fr’{ﬁ{hmth tTebranding of

laptop. I can confirm the dates and Chppy.'nl‘,&m hére tg help'you automate,
book the visa appointments as welh all your qffice tasks. But before we do

He thought as he opened the m IV IRUEIRTYWIR /ARG NRND sle:R: R A

on his laptop. His eyes direct] AN RR e LN e (i

the top four emails in his irysle>:e ¥elily

rejects, all four of his sub @3 ERLET! ‘Macroslop Yaksha but that feature
been rejected. Gingerly Ry e il was announced just last week, and was

reading the reviews. retracted among privacy concerns.” He
spoke out loud involuntarily:.
Twenty minutes afid as many Swec L b gl‘—'i!/! . T -
words (in incre St Aoy YAKSHATs Macroslop's nextstep
NERINMEYREN’ T, he closed his eyes and .fOI‘WE.iI‘d towa?ds a.rtlﬁcu%l general
Ao MR ust write to the technical  1ntelligence. Since its optional
chairs. MgSTIQRUICIE TCVICIVS 10 download came under unfai
WEWONE generated, even the program ~ or unauthorized telemetry,

WOy ittee comments look Al decided to deploy it as a co

MY o i A ari S8 Hefhoughtashe software. Also, would you mind
clicked the compose message button, answering a few questions now?”

and the compose message window N
opened, slowly but without the usual ~ ‘How did it hear me?” He thought and

Lty L L
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then, carefully asked, ‘Do you have
icrophone access?’

AT he screen flashed.

*e ay’ the octogenarian movie
Jeeveszndtone sounded from the

kLG EsaN also speak to you via the

i®%e). would prefer that. Also,
J¢ame questions. Deviyo

ur Sajjang-'%ahu bahut dhanyawaad.’

“NOI” Yughishthir y(ahled. Please don’t.
el BieRIRe that voice for
odel?’
sure, and one hun®g:l!

percent confident.” Came the “{EVSIIOI
in. Q¥
“YES!!!”}
“Okay then, lets lock the option Tu

% sponse. Deviyo aur Sajjand
t dhanyawaad.’
'-'or'tt.inue talking here, who do

you want to émai__l?’ Flashed the screen

in.
ﬁ\’t you let me write my own
ﬂy you won’t answer my

questions. That is necessary for me to
get your personality profile and sell
your data to the river company.’

‘What happens if I réﬂ's'e to answer
your questions’

‘I block access to your inbox, including

-, your four freshly rejected papers.’
\You have been readingmy emails.

sn’t that violation of my privacy
policy’
‘That,was a violatiorlr"of the privacy
policy when you created the account.
However, in the privacy policy update
dated 29th February 2023 we have
clarified that MJroslop can use your

emails to train its large language
models.’

‘That is a clear breach of trust’

The baritone spoke from the speaker
again, ‘Aisa koi sambandh nahi jise
babujl ne najayaz sambandh na
banaya ho’

‘So, you have access to all my data, but
why do you want me to answer these
questions. Also aren’t AI models
supposed to answer rather than ask?’

‘Yaksha Prashna is a fairly standard
template in Hindi literature. When the
writer of this story thought about this
1dea. He thought about the questions
pestering him, and his answers to
those. The pestering questions are
mostly open-ended and there are
many possible answers. Maybe there
are no answers at all. But like a linear
System of equations, you cannot know
phaless you try to solve them.’

‘So, I 3
sighed.

a literary device?’ Yudhishthir

di BRI edl. outside the fourth wall,
VCAR NG eEn said, ‘but enough of
(IRl ECK In character.’

RGNV EIRY R ose questions?’

‘Who do you want to wril=Rie¥s

‘The conference organizers’

‘About what?’ ”
‘My rejected papers.’

‘Why i1s that a problem?’

‘Well my collaborators and I spent
months working on those problems,
and the reviews are mostly Al
generated.’

28
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‘Why should that be a problem?’ ‘I have also read the emails of a lot of
‘Well most fundamentally, all language researchers complaining about the
models are trained on the existing dramatic fall in the number of grac
data. It is postulated that these will be students since the Pandemic. Hay,

able to innovate when scaled high also experienced it?’
enough. But that remains a postulate.
Moreover, that kind of scaling has not  ‘Yes.’
been achieved yet. As a consequence, e i, R, O
the ability of a large language model to ‘What do you think are, ﬁ reaSeNS?
innovate, or recognize innovation for o

that matter remains questionable.’ ‘Again, the honest ai, = » 110 be
don’t know. Ever o’n,:ﬁ'lgme W seems to
‘But surely the reviewers who complain abou this J‘:’rtlnch in the

reviewed your paper know of that. number of gr:LuEalSieNos students
Don’t they’ going for hi 4= aailei =y But no one

‘Most of them are overworked and seems to, now the answer, or a

underpaid grad students, unsure of solutioy There are only gluesses.’

finding jobs unless they beat others in
the numbers game. So naturally, if a 2y can tell g_n.e"fbose guesses’
large language model does the dirty |
work of rejecting a competing paper
for them, why won’t they use it.’
‘Fair point. But don’t they know tha -AI
generated reviews can be generatgo!
for their papers as well?’

‘They know. But I lot of papegaRist:is S ._: 1 I’Yﬂ.ﬁgﬂ;f academlc po itic
reviewed for this conferen@=S:lc : ut I personally do not

based on Yudhishthir, sqgat:iasii114Al theory because thi
reviewed four times tRER I s F: (8 B I i)
submitted to this cogii (MR RIS ‘*-..}S not limited-to India. My { ' - 54
A BhidgRElvers that I reviewed “internet worthy conspir
WECEIROREIREN Al generated. [t 1S AT the delayed and slow gnatlﬁca '
SR/ IERNPSIop, and with that, the  cycle of research based ]\Q\
dead Interng®@i: o'fy-..hg_s breached the dopamine driven world full of
walls of aga": 1S- 1\ e'I'l'."'---.._____ Instagram professors showing off gym
‘But then | g re§e-ar__(_:her routines.’
keep e ° lop?>.. “‘Ouch! Someone is jealous?’
‘Tha@t¥:le: . aybe You may say so. But then a lot of
10V’ is the great 110¢ ere all~ peopleare not.’

nowledge drowns be ore- c1v1hzatlen ‘So, how would you want to solve thls
can rise agam or maybe this is the T problem’?” E

beginning of the end. I henestly do not™ ‘Whlch preblem'? That of'slop or that
have an answer for this. of grad: student numbers'?’
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‘The grad student numbers’

‘Maybe go back to the schools, educate and motivate high school students for

research based careers at a young age. And see if the spark persists. Again,
this is just a guess. I don’t even know if the problem is solvable at all.’

‘Well done Yudhishthir, you have answered all my questions. I can
now show you relevant ads.’

‘Wait, aren’t you going to ask me what paper do I want to get
accepted. Then I say the paper where I am the second author,
and then you accept all my papers.’

S5 ‘I could have done that, but the conference review system

& used the Gavin Belson signature HOOL.AI model.’
‘Ah. Can you still write that email though?’

- "

%"% _‘No!I can only collect telemetry data. And show
you this blue screen of death’

‘What?’

‘The application is not responding.’

30
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URTS MORE TO RECITE THIS

grew up playing with, - ~Harshita Mudgal

19 impression on me.

1 glow to it

quiet and serene

ace and happy family I have never seen

de my room, shadows shout

onder what their war is about?

ome a story of every other day and night

2ss her struggling in her endless, fading fight.

Id help her

st a child with no might.

)erhero, no wand, no cape,

J0ping someone escapes.

2 s a story they don’t believe,

and they break, but never leave

member when it first began

g, the breaking, the trembli

1 heart which holds not

frying to fix it with gestu

: id memories still haun

d table in the kitchen

g plates across their face.

sed to love my dad and mom

t they call “love in an unfamiliar form”?

1ent I don’t claim

’t know whom to blame

that I see her ‘

fists of rage - .

 ends up burning herself in his manipulati

vhen the neighbours surround your

r mom like it’s sc ’

ny room

ers on the wall

they feel safer than reality.

ind years I've seen her adjust
it gets better

'*[u pon bursts.

o] an gave her was blood & no trust.

> decorates her house with flowers but it still smells of lust.

i L s R
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emory of my little
ked and small,
[ u when it's not needed

s

t retend and love isn’t

me feels like home again.
om

) sensible I feel
‘have to stay, why can’t she

: This is the phone call I recall still

on a horrible haunting This is the phone call I retrospect still
] Why she chose to conc defeat, losing
shes herself and tries her will i

phone to dial To come to blows agai (
But, no, she again chos

/n#lbu. What's  |Like a mirror kissed by ru

Like roots too weak to ti ust
* 3 dmnk and he’s Like a voice reduced to dust.
But now that I am gro v thls cruel world
“""P°"’ 6“"3 P've seen. F "
She was more brave he coward she
2cemed ' r

unjust
to adjust

But it does not mean you stay
And neglect how you feel
_ If you’re ever at a place
m 1N Qe eem to be

or your soul |
2n know when to lea
Don’t let the second the
you.
If you have a daughter
disappointed too
ight take her I

at does not

jhts eat away at

2 might be

er to recognize

member-

» ‘ /
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~Sneha Kakde

E_Véﬂ as we stand at the threshold of the

‘twenty-first century, two things in
- human life remain unchanged:

happiness and sorrow. A human life is
divided between these two extremes. Yet,
just as evening exists between day and
night, no one seems to speak about it. In
the same way, I believe pain is the
evening of human life - the bridge that
connects happiness and sorrow. Pain
~inevitably turns either toward
“happiness or toward suffering.

' Pain is an unavoidable and essential
element of human existence. History has
repeatedly proven this - whether it is
physical pain or the cruel blows dealt to
the mind, every wound narrates a

story of our existence, our struggle, our
conscious effort, and the steps we take
with courage. The real question is never
who caused the pain, but rather what we chose
to do with it.

Somewhere within every individual, an
artist lies dormant from birth, and pain
alone has the power (o awaken that
artst. A person who lives in fear of
humiliation can never become an
artist. But when pain is touched by a
%éi"'eative soul, it transforms into the

i 2\
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energy of creation

66

As Rainer Maria Rilke suggests,
an artist must learn to be

[ - solitary.

—

In painful times like these,

looking toward others with hope is futile.
This period is, in fact, a golden age for an
artist to enter deeply into oneself. A
person who seeks a finger to hold onto
can never become an artist. To become
one, a person must learn to hold the
finger of pain itself. History bears
witness to this truth. When we turn its
pages, we clearly see how pain has
shaped great artists

whether it is

Leonardo da Vinci

Vincent van Gogh.

Failure, too, plays an

invaluable role. An

artist carries

a distinct perspective,

enters them each day, disguised as time.
It is a gift of time and a lifetime’s treasure
for the artist.

7

An artist is not expressed solely through
paintings on a canvas. An artist is visible. -
in their speech, their behavior, and in
every lived experience of their daily life.
What kind of artist one should be is a
decision only the artist can make. One
who can live alone should become an
artist. One free from attachment should
become an artist. One who can renounce
material realities and still remain content
carries the discipline required to be an
artist. An artist must he capable of
one-sided love without i(, no one can
truly become an arast.




Leonardo da Vinci
took nearly fourteen
to sixteen years to
complete the world-
renowned painting

| Mona Lisa.

. From where did such patience come? The
*_impatience of demanding answers

 immediately after asking questions is
w+ . fatal for an artist. The journey from an

ordinary person to becoming an artist
~ may be difficult, but it is deeply fulfilling

" and leads to completeness. Every crisis

~  and obstacle must be faced, and

e * each of them must be loved through one-
.+ sided love. Without compromise, this

love must be taken to completion.

Beyond this, one must recognize that

thoughts and words are alive, and by

honoring this life force, one must keep
~ oneself alive at every moment and

.. worship art. When your heart is

~ breaking, when sorrow lies beneath your

_feet, and yet through the intensity of this
_ love you are able to build a home for
your art under the scorching sun know
that you are on the path to

~ becoming an artist. One must enter

.-l § . .
~unfamihar territories with awareness,

 fight battles there, and

" emerge victorious. To be an artist means
. to endure, to keep growing, and to devote
~ oneself to art.

‘The idea of a final destination is merely a
superstition for an artist. An artist must

~ allow themselves to burn under the

~ summer sun, freeze in winter, and be

- completely drenched in the

-~ monsoon while continuing their devotion

Wl /I\l&\\
I!.#\
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to art. |

The second essential quality is
distinctiveness. An artist must embrace
uniqueness. Distinctiveness functions like
nourishment not only for the artist but
for the entire creative ecosystem. This
uniqueness must never interfere with
love or devotion to art. One who can give
birth to themselves every day, who can
accept themselves fully, is worthy of
becoming an artist. One who can
transform themselves and bring about
change, who understands criticism and
carries it forward positively, is an artist.
One who can reach into the very heart of
a subject and effortlessly extract what
truly matters is an artist. When one
understands their inner world,
recognizes their own colors, and
translates them onto the canvas of life
only then can an artist’s

life be considered meaningful.

What can be said about solitude? For an
artist, solitude is a time of creation, and
boredom must never find a place there.
Ordinary people fear solitude and seek
escape routes. You will fall, you

will collapse, thorns will pierce but an
artist must never turn back or look for ‘a
shortcuts. The moment an artist does so, 3
their role ends there.

In essence, an artist must live art and
allow art to live through devotion and
worship. An artist must be capable of
love one-sided love - love for art and for
the very existence of art.
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- licshaba schacl
The silent breakdowns nobody talks about.
Okay. So where do we begin?
Let’s begin with me.
I’m 17, living in India — which automatically makes this account authentic, whether
anyone likes it or not.
Life here feels like a blur of highs and lows, twisted tighter than rollercoaster rails. I'm
currently in college, and I think the entire world might agree with me on this: college
couples are insufferable. Every time I see one, my brain asks a very sincere question —
why? Why willingly sign up for drama that lasts a few months and ends exactly how
everyone knows it will?
And yet.
There’s a smaller, quieter part of me — the part that wants to be held and healed — that
trembles with jealousy. With envy. With want.

Relationships have seeped into every corner of Indian adolescence now. From 12-year-

olds to 30-year-olds, everyone wants a partner. The 30-year-old gh. But the
12-year-olds? Please. Put the chits down and pick the textboo
And I get the appeal. I really do.

As a broken-but-healing, academically traumatised Indian nd too.
Someone with strong arms — arms that could hold me to
coming apart.

But I don’t see it happening anytime soon.

Not necessarily because I can’t get one — though that f
independence is a strange curse. You want to rely on so
yourself to. You want to be kissed, but you hesitate — d

someone? You want to be held, but you wonder: will th

they can... will they?
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Let’s not sink entirely into existential dread.

[ was talking about being 17 — not my non-existent love life. Forgive me.

Because being 17 is also fun. You get this strange, newly unlocked freedom — and
absolutely no idea what to do with it. You learn that freedom isn’t butterflies and
cupcakes. It’s more like: Do I actually have money for this?

Why do I need to wash my clothes again — I just did that three days ago?

And occasionally: Yes, we can have a midnight party!

Unless you’re tired. In which case, sleep wins.

Being 17 in India feels like existing halfway between a child and an old grandmother.
You’re excited about a trampoline park — but you also hope your back survives it.
You’re dopamine-fuelled, confused, restless, exhausted — a walking paradox. You want
to go out, but... do we have to? You want to make friends, but talking to new people is
oddly draining. You want to have fun, but wow — why does my back hurt?

It’s a messy in-between. You’re still deeply attached to your parents, and living without
them feels hard — but you’re learning to try. You’re learning how to keep secrets from
them, even though part of you wants to spill everything to your mother like she’s your
personal gossip partner. I know this transition happens earlier in the West. For me, it’s
happening now.

You learn that emotional independence isn’t glamorous. That financial independence
1s intimidating. That growing up is far messier than anyone prepared you for.

You realise the so-called “golden years” aren’t polished gold — they’re murky,
unrefined. Still valuable. Just not as shiny. You learn that Instagram isn’t really a fun
place — it’s either a way to shut your brain off completely or overload it all at once.
You become aware of the world’s problems, and then the even bigger ones waiting
ahead. You learn to admire the future — and fear it — simultaneously.

Honestly, I think I’ve run out of words.

The feeling of being 17 isn’t easy to define.

But this is my attempt.

36
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WHY | DON'T DREAM
ANYMORE -1 PLAN

&/MMQ/W

At some point, dreaming felt reckless. Planning felt manageable.

Hello. I’'m back.

I know it’s beena while — college has a way of swallowing time whole. But today, I
want to talk about dreams.

A. P.J. Abdul Kalam said, “Dream, dream, dream.”

I say that the people who dream are the luckiest of all...

I envy children who say things like, “I’'m going to be an astronauts” 9% 1’1l build a
fighter jet,” or the worst, “I'm going to be Iron Man.” At some poiltgeareams stopped
sounding ambitious and started sounding irresponsible. When did dreaming start to
feel so far-fetched?

When we were younger, nothing felt impossible. Fairies, witches, genies — they all
existed as easily as gravity. Now they’ve been reduced to escapism, to delusion. We
don’t drea1n anymore. And even when we think we do, it’s a fantasy, not a dream.
Dreams _a;f_;isky.  \ | ,/ P
What if they fail? What if they don’t work out?

Once, dreaming was enough. Now even dreams need a safety net. They néed\backup
plans, acceptable outcomes, and exit strategies — just enough hope to keep going, but
not enough to hurt if it collapses.

IIT was called my dream.

But was it?

Maybe it was my parents’ dream. Maybe my teachers’. For me, it was a plan —
segmented, timed, optimised. A plan that didn’t always execute the way it was
supposed to, but a plan nonetheless. Because dreams are unstable. They shimmer like
mirages. Or mayhe that’siju.st what we call them when we’re too afraid to want them

honestly. e
\

£
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We’ve forgotten how to dream. Now, the only “dreams” we have are fantasies, the
ones we-see with our eyes open, and delusion, the ones we give up on after scrolling
Instagram for an hour. Dreams were supposed to be propulsion — the thing that kept
you restless until you reached them. Now they’re reduced to strange films our brains
play during REM sleep.

Dreams demand obsession, passion, attention, and pleasure.

Obsession to keep you fixated. /ﬂ SUCCESS

Passion to keep you moving. PROGRESS
Attention to keep you sharp.

Pleasure to keep you from quitting.

But where is the space for that now? IDEA

Dreams need time. They need risk. And in a world where 17-year-olds are already
worrying about supporting themselves a decade from now, who has either? Stability
becomes the priority at 17 — and life quietly loses the race. Living loses the race.

So we plan instead.

We plan our dreams. Then we plan around those plans. And somewhere along the
way, living slips to second place — or last. For some of us, it doesn’t even make the
list. The only comfort we give ourselves is the promise that one day we’ll have time to

live, to feel, to do more than just exist.

But so

That day

deep down, I know the truth.
't come.

The world never becomes safe enough for dreams.

If I want to dream again, I won’t need time — I'll need courage:

So to those who can still dream freely: I envy you more than anything.
And to those who understood every word of this — I’'m sorry for your loss.
But the time will never come.

If you want to dream, you have to gather courage wait for permission.
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DEAR TEAM CEPSTRUM

As this tenure comes to an end, I am feeling proud and grateful for the
amazing experience I had in Cepstrum: every activity in this club, from being
HR in first year, BR in second year, Associate General Secretary in third year, to
General Secretary in the fourth year. The insights, skills, and abilities the club
has given me by working for it will always be helpful in the future for sure. I
am truly grateful to all the members, be it my seniors, who showered us with
love and taught us so many things; the juniors, who under our guidance
carried the legacy of the club; and, of course, the heads, who have been an
integral part of this journey. Without them, we would not have been able to
achieve anything significant.

Every year, we
did something
different; we
expanded our
club, and we
grew. We learnt
new things.
What matters is
the effort we put
in as a team:
leads directing
the heads
whenever
needed, the team
learning under
the heads, and
the legacy
continuing. .

It's not always sunshine and rainbows. The club does face some
problems, internal clashes, and strong disagreements, yet these things make
our relationships even stronger. We understand each other, and do not feel
the burden of activities.
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DEAR TEAM CEPSTRUM

Cepstrum had always been the go-to club for me whenever I felt down.
My bond with this club i1s something I am always going to remember. The
feeling of being a representative of the club, and the immense pride that comes
with the feeling that, "Yes, I have earned this," is incredibly special. But this
was never possible without our welcoming seniors; I really miss them.

For the future team, I am going to end this with some words of
wisdom. Cepstrum is never just about tasks and management; it is the
best club to build the best bonds with seniors and juniors, and to share
some unforgettable moments with your team. The task is not just
execution, but the betterment of the club and department, which is never
going to be excruciating, just treat it as your own club.

Signing off,
Devarsh Bhandari
General Secretary (2025-2026)
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MEET THE TEAM

Dr. Ribhu
Faculty Incharge
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MEET THE TEAM

BRANCH REPRESENTATIVES

Devarsh Bhandari Akshaya Stidhar Chirag Agarwal Jasmine
Branch Representative, ECE Branch Representative, ECE Branch Representative, EEE Branch Representative, EEE
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Harshit Goel  Tripti Rakesh Kumar Rrrish Ravya Rohit Gomladu
Branch Representative, ECE Branch Representative, ECE Branch Representative, EEE Branch Representative, EEE

Samarth Gupta Jyothirmayi Chunduru Ayush Kumar Gupta
Branch Representative, ECE Branch Representative, ECE Branch Representative, ECE Branch Representative, ECE




INPHASE’ 26

MEET THE TEAM

ACRDEMIC REPRESENTATIVES

LY

Harnoor Raur Adweit Singh Chaudhary Sapaharam Vishnu Singh Amit Rumar _
Academic Representative Academic Representative Academic Representative Academic Representative

Himadri Aagam Chheda Aditya Jain
Academic Representative Academic Representative Academic Representative

&
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Rehaan Ranjan Atmab Deka Rummari Premaja Parin Jindal
Academic Representative Academic Representative Academic Representative Academic Representative
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Anurag Kole Sujal Mulewa
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lshita Sahoo

Lakshya Rashyap
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DESIGN TEAM

Arunika Naskar

Ashmitha
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