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JNU: OUR HISTORY 

The year was 1966. Indian parliamentarians took a decision that changed the landscape of higher education forever in 
young India. They established a university that would brook no barriers to knowledge. They chose to name it 
Jawaharlal Nehru University (JNU) after the first Prime Minister whose image was that of an avid intellectual, and 
whose creed was national integration, social justice, secularism, the democratic way of life, international 
understanding and scientific approach to the problems of society, soon to be embedded in the academic life at JNU. 

Coming into being in 1969, JNU was at once exciting and different. The institutional structures and the lives of the JNU 
community were intertwined from early on. There was an imaginative blend of the philosophy of education and its 
application that resulted in the establishment of somewhat unorthodox academic structures called schools. The 
schools (of thought basically), beginning with the School of International Studies, School of Social Sciences, School of 
Languages, and then the School of Life Sciences, are now ten in number covering various subjects from History to 
Economics, Languages, Cultures, Arts, and International Affairs and Governance, and from Life Sciences to 
Environmental to Computer and Physical Sciences. There are also three Special Centres now. Manifest in the running 
of all these programmes was and is the belief that unified scholars, both students and faculty, as seekers of truth and 
knowledge and the main task of the university was to provide them boundless (boundary less) opportunities by making 
interdisciplinary approach the framework to study. In practice this meant that one could wade into courses by choosing 
an optional outside one's own school that may be germane to one's research. It also made exciting the otherwise tame 
process of selecting one's own future for with a medley of courses available there was extensive interaction and 
argumentation about the course structures, faculty opinions and the magic word…Grades! The teaching and 
evaluation process focused on raising the ability of students to learn, absorb and relate coherently the knowledge 
gained through primary research. 

JNU also breathed into life a mysterious, yet tangible force called “ethos”. This word meant many things to many 
people. But to almost all it meant something unique, only to be found at the university, e.g. Students Elections. To most 
JNUites, the first brush with the JNUSU elections has almost a heady feeling to it. As the university attracts people 
from all over the country, the elections held during October/November, brings several communities together to exercise 
their democratic rights.  The process of choosing someone to lead gives a unique perspective on democracy itself. To 
most, such understanding is somewhat abstract, but once inside JNU, there is a perceptible and definitive change that 
makes itself felt in other academic activities of scholarly life. 

Wandering late into the night, without being gender conscious is another plus in the campus. To many, the after dinner 
brisk walk to the Dhabhas, meeting friends and foes alike, with hardly a few rupees in ones pocket was (and probably 
still is) the preferred way to make serious and non serious decisions. 
 
JNU has not only an interdisciplinary approach to academics, but also a multilingual and intergenerational one. The 
undergraduate and the graduate scholars mingle freely in the campus and often one would come across a vibrant 
discussion with several linguistic tones on the topic of the day. There was and has always been room at JNU for the 
passionate, tormented and upright souls who would wish to change the world. 

At JNU, the teaching process has always been based on the active research of the faculty; in fact, it is probably only at 
JNU that active researchers simultaneously provide new inputs to teaching that then gets disseminated and discussed 
amongst the research fraternity. The early years of JNU was a golden period for those who wished to do something 
different in a staid and circumspect India. Besides the share of inter caste and regional marriages, there was 
tremendous effort to bring together opinions and actions on international and national issues with political actors of 
India. In particular, the national emergency declared by Mrs. Indira Gandhi evoked passionate responses from both 
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faculty and students. There were torchlight processions, angry 
expostulations and determined actions to confront the government in order 
to hasten the revocation of emergency. Professors and scholars alike 
provided the intellectual animation and indeed the ammunition to the battle 
for restoration of Democracy. International issues were not neglected 
either in the 1970s either. JNU worried about the fate of Kampuchea and 
grappled with the question of Koreas. India's foreign policy was scrutinized 
minutely and it became the hub of progressive and liberal views that shaped 
many future leaders thinking. Unknowingly, the JNU had set standards for 
public opinion on critical issues facing the country. 

Several quiet revolutions in other fields have also taken place at JNU. We 
have seen a tremendous growth of biological and physical sciences with 
major contributions from students and faculty in the form of internationally 
acclaimed publications. Others from the Schools of International, Social 
Sciences and Languages and Culture have also contributed widely in their 
own and other journals that pushed the horizons of global knowledge. 
Detailed information on the activities and growth of the various schools is 
available from the University, but by eighties, JNU became synonymous 
with specialized knowledge training and dissemination. Research facilities 
were arguably some of the finest in India. The Library, the center of 
interaction amongst scholars, was and is the seat of major resource 
materials for researchers. On the funny side, it is also the place to meet and 
exchange views (popularly called gossip!) that has led to the undoing of 
many theses and term papers. Life at JNU has the library at the helm, 
classes in the center and Dhabhas to wind up.

The continuing fascination of JNU is well illuminated in the return of former 
students as faculty in many schools. In a sense, then, the Alumni of the 
university are also part of the current fabric of JNU, contributing to the 
ongoing search for understanding the global environment and relating it our 
cultural and academic traditions. In a complex world, with its new and 
bewildering set of fresh challenges, the JNU remains a special space 
devoted to advancing and examining critical theories and fostering 
contemporary understanding. 

Part of the history of JNU is the history of its students' union. Almost 
mythic lore is the first and only convocation that JNU has had, with the 
famous actor Balraj Sahni delivering the convocation address. The history 
of JNU will always be the history of its students, and then only of others. 
And part of their history is the growing campus itself, its hostels, its 
dhabas, its open air theatres, as well as its academic spaces and their 
interactions with each other and their professors. JNU's history is in the 
memories of its alumni. All this you will get in the following pages.
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CONVOCATION ADDRESS OF BALRAJ SAHNI 1972

Balraj Sahni's Convocation Address at Jawaharlal Nehru University

About twenty years ago, the Calcutta Film Journalists' Association decided to honour the late Bimal Roy, the maker of 
DO Bigha Zameen and us, his colleagues. It was a simple but tasteful ceremony. Many good speeches were made, but 
the listeners were waiting anxiously to hear Bimal Roy. We were all sitting on the floor, and I was next to Bimal Da. I 
could see that as his turn approached he became increasingly nervous and restless. And when his turn came he got up, 
folded his hands and said, “Whatever I have to my I say if in my films. I have nothing more to say,” and sat down. 

There is a lot in what Bimal Da did, and at this moment my greatest temptation is to follow his example. The fact that I 
am not doing so is due solely to the profound regard I have for the name which this august institution bears; and the 
regard I have for yet another person, Shri P.C. Joshi, who is associated with your university. I owe to him some of the 
greatest moments of my life, a debt which I can never repay. That is why when I received an invitation to speak on this 
occasion, I found it impossible to refuse. If you had invited me to sweep your doorstep I would have felt equally happy 
and honoured. Perhaps that service would have been more equal to my merit. 

Please do not misunderstand me. I am not trying to be modest. Whatever I said was from my heart and whatever I shall 
say further on will also be from my heart, whether you find it agreeable and in accordance with the tradition and spirit 
of such occasions or otherwise. As you may know, I have been out of touch with the academic world for more than a 
quarter of a century. I have never addressed a University Convocation before. 

It would not be out of place to mention that the severance of my contact with your world has not been voluntary. It has 
been due to the special conditions of film making in our country. Our little film world either offers the actor too little 
work, forcing him to eat his heart out in idleness; or gives him too much --so much that he gets cut off from all other 
currents of life. Not only does he sacrifice the pleasures of normal family life, but he also has to ignore his intellectual 
and spiritual needs. In the last twenty-five years have worked in more than one hundred and twenty five films. In the 
same period a contemporary European or American actor would have done thirty or thirty-five. From this you can 
imagine what a large part of my life lies buried in strips of celluloid. A vast number of books which I should have read I 
have not been able to read. So many events I should have taken part in have passed me by. Sometimes I feel terribly left 
behind. And the frustration increases when I ask myself how many of these one hundred and twenty-five films had 
anything significant in them? How many have any claim to be remembered? Perhaps a few. They could be counted on 
the fingers of one hand. And even they have either been forgotten already or will be, quite soon. 

That is why I said I was not being modest. I was only giving a warning, so that in the event of my disappointing you, you 
should be able to forgive me. Bimal Roy was right. The artist's domain is his work. So, since I must speak, I must 
confine myself to my own experience to what I have observed and felt, and wish to communicate. To go outside that 
would be pompous and foolish. 

I'd like to tell you about an incident which took place in my college days and which I have never been able to forget. It 
has left a permanent impression on my mind. 

I was going by bus from Rawalpindi to Kashmir with my family to enjoy the summer vacation. Half-way through we 
were halted because a big chunk of the road had been swept away by a landslide caused by rain the previous night. We 
joined the long queues of buses and cars on either side of the landside. Impatiently we waited for the road to clear. It 
was a difficulty job for the P.W.D. and it took some days before they could cut a passage through. During all this time 
the passengers and the drivers of vehicles made a difficult situation even more difficult by their impatience and 
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constant demonstration. Even the villagers nearby got fed up with the high-
handed behaviour of the city-walas. 

One morning the overseer declared the road open. The green- flag was 
waved to the drivers. But we saw a strange sight. No driver was willing to 
be the first to cross. They just. stood and stared at each other from either 
side. No doubt the road was a make-shift one and even dangerous. A 
mountain on one side, and a deep gorge and the river below. Both were 
forbidding. The overseer had made a careful inspection and had opened the 
road with a full sense of responsibility. But nobody was prepared to trust 
his judgment, although these very people had, till yesterday, I accused him 
and his department of laziness and incompetence. Half an hour passed by in 
dumb silence. Nobody moved. Suddenly we saw a small green sports car 
approaching. An Englishman was driving it; sitting all by himself. He was a 
bit surprised to see so many parked vehicles and the crowd there. I was 
rather conspicuous, wearing my smart jacket and trousers. "What's 
happened?" he asked me. 

I told him the whole story. He laughed loudly, blew the horn and went 
straight ahead, crossing the dangerous portion without the least hesitation. 
And now the pendulum swung the other way. Every body was so eager to 
cross that they got into each other's way and created a new-confusion for 
some time. The noise of hundreds of engines and hundreds of horns was 
unbearable.

That day I saw with my own eyes the difference in attitudes between a man 
brought up in a free country and a man brought up in an enslaved one. A free 
man has the power to think, decide, and act for himself. But the slave loses 
that power. He always borrows his thinking from others, wavers in his 
decisions, and more often than not only takes the trodden path.

I learnt a lesson from this incident, which has been valuable to me. I made it 
a test for my own life. In the course of my life, whenever I have been able to 
make my own crucial decisions, I have been happy. I have felt the breath 'of 
freedom on my face. I have called myself a free man. My spirit has soared 
high and I have enjoyed life because I have felt there is meaning to life.

But, to be frank, such occasions have been too few. More often, than not I 
had lost courage at the crucial moment, and taken shelter under the wisdom 
of other people. I had taken the safer path. I made decisions which were 
expected of me by my family, by the bourgeois class to which I belonged, 
and the set of values upheld by them. I thought one way but acted in 
another. For this reason, afterwards I have felt rotten. Some decisions have 
proved ruinous in terms of human happiness. Whenever I lost courage, my 
life became a meaningless burden.

I told you about an Englishman. 1 think that in itself is symptomatic of the 
sense of inferiority that I felt at that time. I could have given you the 4



example of Sardar Bhagat Singh who went to the gallows the same year. I could have given you the example of 
Mahatma Gandhi who always had the courage to decide for himself. I remember how my college professors and the 
wise respectable people of my home town shook their heads over the folly of Mahatma Gandhi, who thought he could 
defeat the most powerful empire on earth with his utopian principles of truth and non-violence. I think less than one per 
cent of the people of my city dreamt that they would see India free in their lifetime. But Mahatma Gandhi had faith in 
himself, in his country, and his people. Some of you may have seen a painting of Gandhiji done by Nandlal Bose. It is the 
picture of a man who has the courage to think and act for himself. 

During my college days I was not influenced by Bhagat Singh or Mahatma Gandhi. I was doing my M.A. in English 
literature from the most magnificent educational institution in the Punjab-the Government College in Lahore. Only the 
very best students were admitted to that college. After independence my fellow students have achieved the highest 
positions in India and Pakistan, both in the government and society. But, to gain admission to this college we had to 
give a written undertaking that we would take no interest in any political movement-which at that time meant the 
freedom movement. This year we are celebrating the twenty-fifth anniversary of our independence. But can we 
honestly say that we have got rid of our slavish mentality--our inferiority complex?

Can we claim that at the personal, social, or institutional level, our thinking, our decisions, or even our actions are our 
own and not borrowed? Are we really free in the spiritual sense? Can we dare to think and act for ourselves, or do we 
merely pretend to do so-merely make a superficial show of independence.

I should like to draw your attention to the film industry to which I belong. I know a great many of our films are such that 
the very mention of them would raise a laugh among you. In the eyes of educated intelligent people, Hindi films are 
nothing but a tamasha. Their stories are childish, unreal, and illogical. But their worst fault, you will agree with me, is 
that their plots, their technique, their songs and dances, betray blind, unimaginative, and unabashed copying of films 
from the west. There have been Hindi films which have been copied in every detail from some foreign film. No wonder 
that you young people laugh at us, even though some of you may dream of becoming stars yourselves. It is not easy for 
me to laugh at Hindi films. I earn my bread from them. They have brought me plenty of fame and wealth. To some extent 
at least, I owe to Hindi films the high honour which you have given me today.

When I was a student like you, our teachers, both English and Non-English, tried to convince us in diverse ways that the 
fine arts were a prerogative of white people. Great films, great drama, great acting, great painting, etc., were only 
possible in Europe and America. The Indian people, their language and culture, were as yet too crude and backward for 
real artistic expression. We used to feel bitter about this and we resented it outwardly: but inwardly we could not help 
accepting this judgment.

The picture has changed vastly since then. After independence India has made a tremendous recovery in every branch 
of the arts. In the field of film making, names like Satyajit Ray and Bimal Roy stand out as international personalities. 
Many of our artistes, cameramen and technicians compare with the best anywhere in the world. Before independence 
we hardly made ten or fifteen films worth the name. Today we are the biggest film producing country in the world. Not 
only are our films immensely popular with the masses in our own country, but also in Pakistan, Afghanistan, Iran, the 
Eastern Republics of the Soviet Union; Egypt, and other Arab countries in the Far East and many African countries. We 
have broken the monopoly of Hollywood in this field.

Even from the aspect of social responsibility, our Indian films have not yet degenerated to the low level to which some 
of the western countries have descended. The film producer in India has not yet exploited sex and crime for the sake of 
profit to the extent that his American counterpart has been doing for years and years-thus creating a serious social 
problem for that country. But all these assets are negated by our one overwhelming fault-that we are imitators and 
copyists. This one fault makes us the laughing stock of intelligent people everywhere. We make films according to 5
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borrowed, outdated formulas. We do not have the courage to strike out on 
our own, to get to grips with the reality of our own country, to present it 
convincingly and according to our own genius.

I say this not only in relation to the usual Hindi or Tamil box office films. I 
make this complaint against our so-called progressive and experimental 
films also, whether they be in Bengali, Hindi, or Malayalam. I do not lag 
behind anyone else in admiring the work of Satyajit Ray, Mrinal Sen, 
Sukhdev, Basu Bhattacharjee, or Rajinder Singh Bedi. I know they are highly 
and deservingly respected;

but even then I cannot help saying that the winds of fashion in Italy, France, 
Sweden, Poland, or Czechoslovakia have an immediate effect on their work. 
They do break new ground, but only after someone else has broken it.
In the literary world, in which I have considerable interest, I see the same 
picture. Our novelists, story writers, and poets are carried away with the 
greatest of ease by the currents of fashion in Europe, although Europe, with 
the exception of the Soviet Union perhaps, is not yet even aware of Indian 
writing. For example, in my own province of the Punjab there is a wave of 
protest among young poets against the existing social order. Their poetry 
exhorts the people to rebel against it, to shatter it and build a better world 
free from corruption, injustice, and exploitation. One cannot but endorse 
that spirit wholeheartedly, because, without question, the present social 
order needs changing.

The content of this poetry is most admirable, but the form is not indigenous. 
It is borrowed from the west. The west has discarded meter and rhyme, so 
our Punjabi poet must also discard it. He must also use involved and ultra-
radical imagery. The result is that the sound and fury remains only on paper, 
confined to small, mutually admiring literary circles. The people, the 
workers and the peasants who are being exhorted to revolution, cannot 
make head or tail of this kind of poetry. It just leaves them cold and per The 
content of this poetry is most admirable, but the form is not indigenous. It is 
borrowed from the west. The west has discarded meter and rhyme, so our 
Punjabi poet must also discard it. He must also use involved and ultra-radical 
imagery. The result is that the sound and fury remains only on paper, 
confined to small, mutually admiring literary circles. The people, the 
workers and the peasants who are being exhorted to revolution, cannot 
make head or tail of this kind of poetry. It just leaves them cold and 
perplexed. I don't think I am wrong if I say that other Indian languages too 
are in the grip of "new wave" poetry.

I know next to nothing about painting. I can't judge a  good one from a bad 
one. But I have noticed that in this sphere also our painters conform to 
current fashions abroad. Very few have the courage to swim against the 
tide. 

And what about the academic world? I invite you to I look into the mirror. If 6



you laugh at Hindi films, maybe you are tempted to laugh at yourselves.

This year my own province honoured me by nominating me to the senate of Guru Nanak university. When the invitation 
to attend the first meeting came, I happened to be in the Punjab, wandering around in some villages near Preet Nagar-
the cultural centre founded by our great writer S. Gurbakhsh Singh. During the evening's gossip I told my villager 
friends that I was to go to Amritsar to attend this meeting and if anyone wanted a lift in my car he was welcome. At this 
one of the company said, "Here among us you go about dressed in tehmat-kurta, peasant fashion; but tomorrow you 
will put on your suit and become Sahib Bahadur again." "Why," I said laughingly, "if you want I will go dressed just like 
this." "You will never dare," another one said. "Our sarpanch Sahib here removes his tehmat and puts on a pyjama 
whenever he has to go to the city on official work. He has to do it, otherwise, he says, he is not respected. How can yon 
go peasant-fashion to such a big university?" A jawan who had come home on leave for the rice sowing added, "Our 
sarpanch is a coward. In cities even girls go about wearing lungis these days. Why should he not be respected?"

The gossip went on, and, as if to accept their challenge, I did make my appearance in the Senate meeting in tehmat-
kurta. The sensation I created was beyond my expectation. The officer-perhaps, professor-who was handing out the 
gowns in the vestibule could not recognize me at first.  When he did he could not hide his amusement, "Mr Sahni, with 
the tehmat you should have worn khosas-not shoes," he said, while putting the gown over my shoulders. "I shall be 
careful next time," I said apologetically and moved on. But a moment later I asked myself, was it not bad manners for 
the professor to notice or comment on my dress? Why did I not point this out to him? T felt peeved' over my slow-
wittedness.

After the meeting we went over to meet the students. Their amusement was even greater and more eloquent. Many of 
them could not help laughing at the fact that I was wearing shoes with a tehmat. That they were wearing chappals 
with trousers seemed nothing extraordinary to them.

You must wonder why I am wasting your time narrating such trivial incidents. But look at it from the point of view of 
the Punjabi peasant. We are all full of admiration for his contribution to the green revolution. He is the backbone of our 
armed forces. How must he feel when his dress or his way of life is treated as a matter of amusement?

It is well-known in the Punjab that as soon as a village lad receives college education J1e becomes indifferent to the 
village. He begins to consider himself superior and different, as if belonging to a separate world altogether. His one 
ambition is to somehow leave the village and run to a city. Is this not a slur on the academic world?

I agree that all places are not alike. I know perfectly well that no complex against the native dress exists in Tamil Nadu 
or Bengal. Anyone from a peasant to a professor can go about in a dhoti on any occasion. But I submit that the habit of 
borrowed and idealized thinking is present over there too. It is present everywhere, in some form or degree. Even 
twenty-five years after independence we are blissfully carrying on with the same system of education which was 
designed by Macaulay and Co. to breed clerks and mental slaves. Slaves who would be incapable of thinking 
independently of their British masters; slaves who would admire everything about the masters, even while hating 
them; slaves who would consider it an honour to be standing by the side, of the masters, to speak the language of the 
masters, to dress like the masters, to sing and dance like the masters; slaves, who would hate their own people and 
would be available .to preach the gospel of hatred among their own people. Can we then be surprised if the large 
majority of students in ,universities are losing faith in this system of education?

Let me go back to trivialities again. Ten years ago, if you asked a fashionable student in Delhi to wear a kurta with 
trousers he would have laughed at you. Today, by the grace of the hippies and the Hare Rama Hare Krishna cult, not 
only has the kurta-trousers combination become legitimate, but even the word kurta has changed to guru-shirt. The 
sitar became a star instrument with us only after the Americans gave a big welcome to Ravi Shankar, just as fifty years 
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ago Tagore became Gurudev all over India only after he received the Nobel 
Prize from Sweden.

Can you dare to ask a college student to shave his head, moustache, and 
beard when the fashion is to put the barbers out of business? But if 
tomorrow under the influence of Yoga the students of Europe begin to 
shave their heads arid faces, I can assure you that you will begin to see a 
crop of shaven skulls all over Connaught Circus the next day. Yoga has to 
get a certificate from Europe before it can influence the home of its birth.

Let me give another example-a less trivial one.'

I work in Hindi films, but it is an open secret that the songs and dialogues of 
these Hindi films are mostly written in Urdu. Eminent Urdu writers and 
poets-Krishan Chandar, Rajinder Singh Bedi, K. A. Abbas, Gulshan Nanda 
Sahir Ludhianwi, Majrooh Sultanpuri, and Kaifi Azmi are associated with 
this work.

Now, if a film written in Urdu can be called a Hindi film, it is logical to 
conclude that Hindi and Urdu are one and, the same language. But no, our 
British masters declared them two separate languages in their time. 
Therefore, even twenty-five years after independence, our government,: 
our universities, and our intellectuals insist on treating them as two 
separate and independent languages. Pakistan radio goes on ruining the 
beauty of this language by thrusting into it as many Persian and Arabic 
words as possible; and All India Radio knocks it out of all shape by pouring 
the entire Sanskrit dictionary into it. In this way they carry out the wish of 
the Master, to separate the inseparable. Can anything be more absurd than 
that? If the British told us that white was black, would we go on calling 
white black for ever and ever? My film colleague Johnny Walker remarked 
the other day, "They should not announce 'Ab Hindi mein samachar suniye'  
they should say, 'Ab Samachar mein Hindi suniye.'

I have discussed this funny situation with many Hindi and Urdu writers-the 
so-called progressive as well as non progressive; I have tried to convince 
them of the urgency to do some fresh thinking on the subject. But so far it 
has been like striking one's head against a stone wall. We film people call it 
the "ignorance of the learned." Are we wrong?
Lastly, I would like to tell you about a hunch I have, even at the risk of boring 
you. A hunch is something you can't help having. It just comes. Ultimately it 
may prove right or wrong. May be mine is wrong. But there it is. It may even 
prove right-who knows?

Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru has admitted in his autobiography that our 
freedom movement, led by the Indian National Congress, was always 
dominated by the propertied classes-the capitalists and landlords. It was 
logical, therefore, that these very classes should hold the reigns of power 
even after independence. Today it is obvious to everyone that in the last 8



twenty-five years the rich have been growing 'richer' and the poor have been growing poorer. Pandit Nehru wanted to 
change this state of affairs, but he couldn't. I don't blame him, because he had to face very heavy odds all along. Today 
our Prime Minister, Indira Gandhi, pledges herself to take the country towards the goal of socialism. How far she will be 
successful, I can't say. Politics is not my line. For our present purposes it is enough if you agree with me that in today's 
India the propertied classes dominate the government as well as society. 

I think you will also agree that the British used the English language with remarkable success for strengthening their 
imperial hold on our country.

Now, which language in your opinion would their successors, the present rulers of India, choose to strengthen their 
own domination? Rashtrabhasha Hindi? By heavens, no. My hunch is that their interests too are served by English and 
English alone. But since they have to keep up a show of patriotism they make a lot of noise about Rashtrabhasha Hindi 
so that the mind of the public remains diverted.

Men of property may believe in a thousand different gods, but they worship only one-the God of profit. From the point 
of view of profit the advantages of retaining English to the capitalist class in this period of rapid industrialization and 
technological revolution are obvious. But the social advantages are even greater. From that point of view English is a 
God sent gift to our ruling classes.

Why? For the simple reason that the English language is beyond the reach of the toiling millions of our country. In olden 
times Sanskrit and Persian were beyond the reach of the toiling masses. That is why the rulers of those times had given 
them the status of state language. Through Sanskrit and Persian the masses were made to feel ignorant, inferior, 
uncivilized, and unfit to rule themselves. Sanskrit and Persian helped to enslave their minds, and when the mind is 
enslaved bondage is eternal.

It suits our present ruling classes to preserve and maintain the social order that they have inherited from the British. 
They have a privileged position; but they cannot admit it openly. That is why a lot of hoo-haw is made about Hindi as the 
Rashtrabhasha. They know very well that this Sanskrit-laden, artificial language, deprived of all modern scientific and 
technical terms, is too weak and insipid to challenge the supremacy of English. It will always remain a show piece, and 
what is more, a convenient tool to keep the masses fighting among themselves. We film people get a regular flow of fan 
mail from young people studying in schools and colleges. I get my share of it and these letters reveal quite clearly what 
a storehouse of torture the English language is to the vast majority of Indian students. How abysmally low the levels of 
teaching and learning have reached! That is why, I am told preferential treatment is being given to boys and girls who 
come from public schools i.e. schools to which only the children of privileged classes can go.

It is not necessary for me to comment on the efforts being made to strengthen English in every sphere of life, despite 
assurances to the contrary. They are all too obvious. It is admitted that English is too alien and hence too difficult to 
learn for the average Indian. And yet, it helps the capitalists and industrialists to consolidate their position on an all-
India scale. That one consideration is more important than any other. According to them whatever serves their interest 
automatically serves national interest too. They are hopeful that in the not too distant future the people themselves 
will endorse their stand-that English should retain its present status for ever. 
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This was my hunch and I confided it one day to a friend of mine who is a 
labour leader. I told him that if we are serious about doing away with 
capitalism and bringing in socialism, we have to help the working class to 
consolidate itself on an all-India scale with the same energy as the capitalist 
class is doing. We have to help the working class achieve a leading role in 
society. And that can only be done by breaking the domination of English 
and replacing it with a people's language.

My friend listened to me carefully and largely agreed with me.
"You have analyzed the situation very well," he said, "but what is the 
remedy?"

"The remedy is to retain the English script and kick out the English 
language," I replied. 

"But how?"

"A rough and ready type of Hindustani is used by the working masses all 
over India. They make practical use of it by discarding all academic and 
grammatical flourishes. In this type of Hindustani, "Larka bhi jata hei" and 
"Larki bhi jata hei." There is an atmosphere of rare freedom in this patois 
and even the intellectuals indulge in it when they want to relax. And 
actually this is in the best tradition of Hindustani. This is how it was born, 
made progress, and acquired currency all over India. In the old days it was 
contemptuously called Urdu-or the language of the camps or bazaars.

Today in this bazaari Hindustani the word university becomes univrasti-a 
much better word than vishwa vidyalaya, lantern becomes laltain, the 
chasis of a car becomes chesi, spanner becomes pana, i.e. anything and 
everything is possible. The string with which the soldier cleans his rifle is 
called "pullthrough" in English. In Roman Hindustani it becomes fultrooa 
beautiful word. "Barn-door" is the term the Hollywood lights man uses for a 
particular type of two blade' cover. The Bombay film worker has changed it 
to bandar, an excellent transformation. This Hindustani has untold and 
unlimited possibilities. It can absorb the international scientific and 
technological vocabulary with the greatest of ease. It can take words from 
every source and enrich itself. One has no need to run only to the Sanskrit 
dictionary."

"But why the Roman script?" my friend asked.

"Because no one has any prejudice against it," I said. "It is the only script 
which has already gained all-India currency. In north, south, east and west, 
you can see shop signs and film poster in this script. We use this script for 
writing addresses on envelopes and post cards. The army has been using it 
for the last thirty years at least."

My friend, the labour leader, kept silent for some time. Then he smiled 10
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indulgently and said, "Comrade, Europe also experimented with Esperanto. A great intellectual like Bernard Shaw tried 
his best to popularize the Basic English. But all these schemes failed miserably, for the simple reason that languages 
cannot be evolved mechanically; they grow spontaneously."

I was deeply shocked. I said, "Comrade, Esperanto is just that Rashtrabhasha which the Hindi Pandits are 
manufacturing in their studies, from the pages of some Sanskrit dictionary. I am talking of the language which is 
growing all round you, through the action of the people."
But I couldn't convince him. I gave more arguments, including the one that Netaji Subhash Bose and Jawaharlal Nehru 
were both strong advocates of Roman Hindustani, but that too failed to convince him. The question is not whether the 
comrade or I was right. Perhaps, I was wrong. Perhaps, my thinking was utopian, or "mechanical"-as he called it. As I 
said before, you can never say whether a hunch is going to be right or wrong. But the fun lies in having it, because to 
have a hunch is a sign of independent thinking. The comrade should have been able to appreciate that, but he couldn't, 
because it was difficult for him to get out of the grooves of orthodox thinking.

No country can progress unless it becomes conscious of its being-its mind and body. It has to learn to exercise its own 
muscles. It has to learn to find out and solve its own problems in its own way. But whichever way I turn I find that even 
after twenty-five years of independence, we are like a bird which has been let out of its cage after a prolonged 
imprisonment-unable to know what to do with its freedom. It has wings, but is afraid to fly into the open air. It longs to 
remain within defined limits, as in the cage.

Individually and collectively, we resemble Walter Mitty. Our inner lives are different from our outer lives. Our thoughts 
and actions are poles apart. We want to change this state of affairs, but we lack the courage to do anything different 
from what we have been doing all along-or different from what others expect us to do.

I am sure there must be some police officers in this country who in their hearts want to be regarded as friends rather 
than enemies of the public. They must be aware that in England the behaviour of the police towards the public is polite 
and helpful. But the tradition in which they have been trained is not the one which the British set for their own country 
but the one which they set for their colonies. So, the policeman is helpless. According to this colonial tradition, it is his 
duty to strike terror into anyone who enters his office, to be as obstructive and unhelpful as possible. This is the 
tradition which pervades every government office, from the chaparasi to the minister.

One of our young and enterprising producers made an experimental film and approached the Government for tax 
exemption. The minister concerned was being sworn into office the next day. He invited the producer to attend the 
ceremony, after which he would meet him and discuss the matter. The producer went, impressed by the informality 
with which the minister had treated him. As the minister was being sworn in, promising to serve the people truly, 
faithfully, and honestly, his secretary started explaining to the young producer how much he would have to pay in black 
money to the minister and how much to the others if he wanted the tax exemption.

The producer got so shocked and angry that he wanted to put this scene in his next film. But his financiers had already 
suffered a loss with the first one. They told him categorically not to make an ass of himself. In any case, if he had 
insisted in making an ass of himself the censors would never have passed the film, because it is an unwritten law that 
no policeman or minister is corrupt in our country.

But there is something which strikes me as being even funnier. Those same people who scream against ministers every 



day cannot themselves hold a single function without some minister 
inaugurating it, or presiding over it, or being the chief guest. Sometimes the 
minister is the chief guest and a film star is the president, or else the film 
star is the chief guest and the minister is the president. Some big 
personality has to be there, because it is the age old colonial tradition.

During the last war, I spent four years in England as a Hindustani announcer 
at the B.B.C. During those four years of extreme crisis I never even once set 
my eyes on a member of the British cabinet, including Prime Minister 
Churchill. But since independence I have seen nothing else but ministers in 
India, all over the place.

When Gandhiji went to the Round Table Conference in 1930, he remarked 
to British journalists that the Indian people regarded the guns and bullets of 
their empire in the same way as their children regarded the crackers and 
phatakas on Diwali day. He could make that claim because he had driven 
the fear of the British out of Indian minds. He had taught them to ignore and 
boycott the British officers instead of kowtowing to them. Similarly, if we 
want socialism in our country we have firstly to drive out the fear of money, 
position, and power from the minds of our people. Are we doing anything in 
that direction? In our society today who is respected most -the man with 
talent or the man with money? Who is admired most-the man with talent or 
the man with power? Can we ever hope to usher in socialism under such 
conditions? Before socialism can come we have to create an atmosphere in 
which possession of wealth and riches should invite disrespect rather than 
respect. We have to create an atmosphere in which the highest respect is 
given to labour whether it be physical or mental; to talent, to skill, to art, 
and to inventiveness. This requires, new thinking; and the courage to 
discard old ways of thinking. Are we anywhere near this revolution of the 
mind?

Perhaps, today we need a messiah to give us the courage to abandon our 
slavishness and to create values befitting the human beings of a free and 
independent country so that we may have the courage to link our destinies 
to the ones being ruled, and not the rulers-to the exploited and not to the 
exploiters.

A great saint of the Punjab, Guru Arjun Dev, said, 
Jan ki tehl sanbhaionhah jan 
Uthan bithan jan kaisanga 
Jan char raj mukh mathai laagi 
Aasa pooran anant taranga

It is my earnest hope and prayer that you, graduates of Jawaharlal Nehru 
University may succeed where I and so many others of my generation have 
failed.

12



,b ts-,u-;w-
¼ckaXyk½

uoy&uofydk nsj
fuckZ/k fyyk izkax.k
,b ts-,u-;w-

vklys cyrs xsys] cysb Qsfy
tk;xkfV Hkkjh peRdkj
nk#.k Hkkyks
vkj ts dh cycks -----

HkkofN vkfevks uk fd <wds iksfM+
fVosfV;ku fuys dsm fd

vkifÙk dskjcs \
MkWDVj fceyk izlkn
MkWDVj ukeoj
MkWDVj eqthc -----
,sjk fjdesaM dksjcsub
rk gys urwu Hkkos
miu;u laLdkj gcs vkekj
Nk=kokls dqBfj is;s tkcks
o`frj O;oLFkk rks gcb gcs
'kkCck'k ! csVk vtqZu ukxk

HkkofN vkj HkkofN
,Rsfd vkNs vkckj

vlys tk;xkfV ,b Hkkjh peRdkj
ts-,u-;w- ts-,u-;w- ts-,u-;w-

& ukxktqZu

;g ts-,u-;w-
¼fgUnh½

uoy&uosfy;ksa dk
mUeqDr yhyk izkax.k
;g ts-,u-;w-

vly esa dgk tk; rks dg gh Mkyw¡
cM+h vPNh gS ;g txg
cgqr gh vPNh
vkSj D;k dg¡w -----

lksprk gw¡ eSa Hkh ys yw¡ nkf[kyk
^fVCcsfV;u* ysus ij D;ksa dksbZ

,srjkt djsxk
MkWDVj fceyk izlkn
MkWDVj ukeoj
MkWDVj eqthc
;s lc rks fjdkesaM djsaxs gh
rc u;s fljs ls
miu;u laLdkj gksxk esjk 
Nk=kokl esa dejk fey gh tk;sxk
o`fr dh O;oLFkk rks gksxh gh
'kkCck'k ! csVk vtqZu ukxk

lksprk gh tk jgk gw¡
vkf[kj D;k j[kk gS blesa

njvly ;g txg gS cM+h 'kkunkj
ts-,u-;w- ts-,u-;w- ts-,u-;w-

& ukxktqZu

JNU: OUR CAMPUS STORY

jke lthou dh çse dFkk
tgk¡ dbZ o"kZ igys xk¡o Fkk vkSj tgk¡ cSyksa ds rsy&pqiM+s Hkksys&dkys lhax Fks] nksigj taxy esa iÙkksa dh xgjh gjh xa/k Fkh 
vkSj dPps vke ds rktk dVs Qk¡d ds lkFk ued&fepZ dk Lokn Fkk] /kku ds egdrs gjs [ksr Fks] tgk¡ va/kh cqf<+;k 
egjkftu Fkh ftldh ckjh ls yM+ds [khjk vkSj Hkqêk pqjk ykrs Fks & jke lthou dk cpiu ogha ihNs dgha NwV x;k FkkA 
iaæg lky ihNsA

mudk cpiu lusbZ ds mu [ksrksa esa dgha jg x;k Fkk] tgk¡ os Ldwy u tkdj fNi tkrs Fks vkSj nwljs yM+dksa ds lkFk ̂xnk 
Nki* chM+h ds lqV~Vs [khaprs FksA 

czkã.k ifjokj FkkA e¡>yk fdlku oxZ] ,d ,slk fdlku oxZ] ftldh xk¡o esa ukd uhph ugha jgrh] tks xkgs c xkgs cM+s 
fdlku ;k tehankj dks Hkh NksVk&eksVk dtZ ns ldrk gS ;k is'kh dpgjh esa gtkj&nks gtkj [kpZ dj ldrk gSa gyokgksa 
vkSj Hkwfeghuksa dks rks xYyk&vukt og cht&fctgjk ;k [kckbZ&ukrokuh ds fy, loS;k&M~;ks<+k ck<+h dh nj ij ns gh 
ldrk gSA

,d ,slk fdlku&ifjokj] tgk¡ xk¡o ds tehankj ds ?kj vk;k gqvk iVokjh ykSVrs gq, ,d ckj >k¡ddj pk;&iku ys 
tkrk gS] FkksM+h&cgqr g¡lh&fBBksyh Hkh dj tkrk gSA

13

JN
U

: O
U

R
 C

A
M

P
U

S
 S

TO
R

Y



jke lthou ikl ds dLcs ds gkbZ Ldwy vkSj ikl ds 'kgj ds 'kkldh; 
egkfo|ky; dks izFke Js.kh ls yk¡?krs gq, vc fnYyh ds ml fo'ofo|ky; 
rd vk igq¡ps Fks] tks ns'k dk ekuk gqvk gh ugha] dgk tkrk Fkk fd vÝhdk] 
nf{k.kh ,f'k;k rks D;k iwjh rhljh nqfu;k dk lcls HkO; fo'ofo|ky; FkkA 
bl fo'ofo|ky; esa iz/kkuea=h dh cgw] j{kkea=h dh ukfru] fdyksZLdjth dh 
csVh] ckVkth dk csVk vkSj ns'k ds lcls cM+s lkfgR;dkj dk lcls NksVk 
lkyk i<+rk FkkA

;gk¡ T;knkrj yM+ds&yM+fd;ksa dh lH;rk vkSj fetkt dk viuk gh <ax 
FkkA os cM+s dksey] ikjn'khZ vkSj [kkl yxrsA g¡lrs rks bruk mtkyk QSyrk 
fd xk¡o dh g¡lh rackdw vkSj dRFks esa fyFkM+h fdlh ohHkRl #nu dh rjg 
fn[kkbZ nsrhA

vkSj yM+fd;ksa dk rks dguk gh D;k \mudk vyx gh rkieku vkSj vyx gh 
jks'kuh FkhA os t;knkrj thUl vkSj [kqyh ck¡gksaokyh gksrhaA mUgsa cgqr 
lkQ&lQsn vkVs dks xw¡Fkdj] mlesa FkksM+k egkoj feykdj cuk;k x;k FkkA 
[kqyh ck¡gksa] ckjhd vkoktksa] ?kafV;ksa tSlh g¡lh dk ,slk fojkV mRlo jke 
lthou dks vius thou ds izfr ,d ckj u;s fljs ls nk'kZfud gks tkus dh 
iszj.kk nsrk FkkA os pkgs cl esa gksa ;k vius vdsys dejs esa] lk¡l Hkh ysrs rks 
mlds lkFk ow Mw ;k bafVesV dh egd muds jDr rd igq¡prhA bl [kq'kcw esa 
dkUosaV ds ilhus dh cgqr vifjfpr ysfdu mÙksftr xa/k ?kqyh gksrhA

ysfdu jke lthou ds Hkhrj ,d xgjh fp<+ vkSj xqLls us Hkh txg cukuk 
'kq: dj fn;kA bl fojkV ydnd 'kgj esa] tgk¡ bruh cM+h nqdkuksa] dksfB;ksa] 
dkjksa dh pekpe /kwi Fkh] mUgsa vius xk¡o dk cM+s ls cM+k fdlku Hkh 
dqyh&dckM+h fn[kk;h nsrkA vius VsfjdkV ds diM+s mUgsa lLrs] eSys vkSj 
fiNM+s gq, yxrsA vius psgjs esa xky dh gfì;ksa dk uqdhyk mHkkj] eksVs gksaB] 
/kwi vkSj /kwy dks >sydj ftank vkSj pkSdUuh cu x;h vk¡[ksa] fry vkSj ljlksa 
ds rsy dks ihdj eksVs vkSj dkys gks x;s cky & lc mUgsa x¡ok: yxrsA os 
dkys rks ugha Fks fQj Hkh mUgsa yxrk Fkk fd muds xsgq¡, jax ls xk¡o dk 
eVeSykiu dHkh NwV ugha ldrkA

fnYyh ,d ,slk egkuxj Fkk] ftlesa #i;ksa dh unh dgkor ds ckgj cgrh 
FkhA nwljk dksbZ bruk cM+k 'kgj jke lthou us ns[kk Hkh ugha FkkA ,d ckj] 
tc os fcYdqy u;s Fks] ,d yM+ds ls mUgksaus mlds twrs dh dher iwNhA nks 
lkS vM+lB #i;s lqudj og twrk mUgsa ,d fDaoVy xsg¡w ds cksjs esa cnyrk 
fn[kus yxkA fQj rks muds ns[kus dk ;g xksiuh; rjhdk gh gks x;kA 
vFkZ'kkL= ds eky&eqæk&eky okys fu;e ds vuqlkj os phtksa dks fdlh Hkh 
vukt ds leku ewY; dh ek=k esa cny nsrsA mUgsa cgqr etk vkrkA bl 
vkneh us dqy feykdj rhu fDoaVy /kku igu j[kk gsA bl yM+dh us ipkl 
fdyksxzke vylh viuh dykbZ esa yisV jgh gSA edku dk fdjk;k lk<+s rhu 
fDaoVy xsg¡w gj eghus] fctyh&ikuh vyx vkSj oks ns[kks] oks lkyk ghjks chl 
,dM+ dh dqy iSnkokj ij p<+k gqvk] gkWuZ ctkrk Hkxk tk jgk gSA

ysfdu ;g lc&dqN ,d jkspd euksjatd [ksy gh ugha FkkA ;g cgqr xEHkhj 
vkSj ihM+knk;d FkkA xk¡o dk e¡>yk fdlku oxZ 'kgj ds fupys e¡>ys oxZ ls 
Hkh uhph dksfV dk lkfcr gks jgk FkkA fdlh n¶rj dk NksVk&eksVk ckcw Hkh 
thou Lrj vkSj lH;rk ds fygkt lss T+;knk dqyhu vkSj pednkj fn[kk;h 
nsrk FkkA

jke lthou ds fnekx esa lkekftd lekurk ds fy, ,d mRdV vkdka{kk 
tkxus yxhA ;g lc dqN vU;k;iw.kZ gS] xyr gSA bl ns'k dh lÙkj izfr'kr 
turk dks ftank jgus ds fy, ftrus dSyksjh 'kfDr dh t+:jr gS] mruk Hkh 14



vUu ugha fey ikrk] vkSj nwljk lk<+s rhu fDaoVy xsgw¡ dh 'kjkc ,d cSBd esa ih tkrk gS ! jke lthou dks iqjkuh fnYyh 
ds tkekefLtn okys bykds ds QqVikFkksa ij] iqfy;k ds uhps] vius xk¡o ds yksx fn[kkbZ nsrs & mrus gh xjhc] mrus gh 
eSys] mrus gh Hkw[ksA ̂Økafr dh t:jr gS* & ckcw jke lthou us lkspkA

;g mUgha fnuksa dh ckr gS tc caxky ds mÙkjh&iwohZ bykds] nf{k.k esa vka/kzizns'k vkSj fcgkj&mÙkj izns'k ds Hkkstiqj 
bykdksa esa Hkwfeghu vkSj NksVs fdlku feydj vkUnksyu NsM+ pqds FksA mUgsa eqBHksaM+ksa esa ekjk tk jgk Fkk] tsyksa esa Hkjk tk jgk 
FkkA ljsvke mudh vk¡[ksa QksM+h tk jgh Fkha vkSj v[kckjksa ds iUuksa esa ,slh [kcjsa Hkjh jgrh FkhaA

jke lthou dks yxk fd muds eu esa cpiu ls gh xjhcksa vkSj vlgk;ksa ds fy, xgjh d#.kk jgh gSA mUgsa dbZ ?kVuk,¡ 
,slh ;kn vk;ha tc os vius ?kj ls eDdk vkSj pkoy pqjkdj dksyksa ds ?kj esa ns vkrs Fks] tgk¡ dbZ fnuksa ls pwYgk ugha tyk 
gksrk FkkA vius iqjkus diM+s rks os xk¡o ds yM+dksa dks ns gh nsrs FksA

es/kk vkSj izfrHkk jke lthou esa rst FkhA mUgksaus lekt dks tkuus&le>us ds fy, rjg&rjg dh fdrkcsa i<+uh 'kq: dha 
^iw¡th* i<+ Mkyh] ̂,aVh M~;wgfjax*] ̂,êhaFk cwzesj vkQ yqbZ cksukikVZ*] ̂gksyh Qsfeyh* ls ysdj ysfuu vkSj ekvks ds fopkjksa dk 
v/;;u fd;kA vkSj /khjs&/khjs lekt ,d ,d [kwc lkQ uD'kk muds fnekx esa cuus yxkA

ysfdu xk¡o NksM+s nl lky gks jgs FksA Qsyksf'ki feyrh Fkh] blfy, ogk¡ tkus dh t:jr dHkh gqbZ ugha vkSj /khjs&/khjs 
xk¡o ds yksxksa ds eVSys vkSj Bksl psgjs muds fnekx esa /kq¡/kys vkSj vewrZ gksus yxsA [ksr xk;c gq,] pht+ksa dks xYys esa 
cnydj ns[kus dk iqjkuk fdlkuh <jkZ fclj x;kA gyokgksa ds ilhus dh tkuh&igpkuh xa/k] cdfj;ksa dh cw ds lkFk irk 
ugha dgk¡ mM+ x;hA vc muds fnekx esa lekt dh oxhZ; cukoV rks lkQ Fkh] ysfdu yksxksa ds psgjs xk;c gks pqds FksA

fo'ofo|ky; dk gkWLVy Fkk] ftlesa lthou jgrs FksA thUl igurs Fks] mlds Åij dqrkZ vkSj nk<+hA p'ek yxkus yxs 
FksA laxBu esa lfØ; Fks vkSj laxBu ds dk;ZdrkZ mUgsa cgqr cM+k fpard vkSj ys[kd ekurs FksA jke lthou rhljh nqfu;k 
ds lcls vk/kqfud fo'ofo|ky; esa jgrs gq, vo/k ds fdlku vkUnksyu ij Mh-fyV- dj jgs FksA

jke lthou dk dejk Hkh ns[kuss yk;d FkkA mlesa dHkh >kM+w ugha yxrh FkhA xnZ vkSj edM+h ds tkyksa ds chp dqN 
fdrkcsa vkSj v[kckj fc[kjs jgrsA jtkbZ iqjkuh Fkh vkSj tc os lksrs rks mldh :bZ budh nk<+h vkSj ckyksa esa my> tkrhA 
os ckjg cts lksdj mBrs] dejs esa gh T;knkrj jgrs vkSj lekt ds ckjs esa ys[k vkfn fy[kk djrsA QSyksf'ki bl chp 
fe;kn iwjh gks tkus ds dkj.k cUn gks x;h Fkh blfy, vkfFkZd vM+axk iSnk gks jgk FkkA ftruh gh vkfFkZd fnDdr vkrh] 
jke lthou [kqn dks turk ds vkSj fudV ikrsA muds ys[kksa esa vlekurk ds f[kykQ vkx vkSj rst gks mBrhA mUgksaus 
gkWLVy ds dejs esa jgrs gq, turk ls tqM+us] vuqHkoksa vkSj fo'on`f"V ds Lrj ij loZgkjk oxZ esa Lo;a dks foyhu djus ds 
fy, oxZP;qr ¼MhDykl½ gksus dh t:jr ds ckjs esa fy[kkA

ysfdu os ifjJe ugha djrs Fks] ifjJe djusokyksa ds ckjs esa fy[krs t:j FksA eghuksa rd diM+s ugha /kksrs FksA ugkus ugha 
FksA nk<+h esa rks [kSj loZgkjk dk vf/kuk;dokn ykxw gks gh pqdk FkkA vius dejs dh lkQ&lQkbZ ij mudk /;ku ugha 
tkrk FkkA mUgsa ns[kdj ;g t:j yxrk fd os oxZP;qr gks pqds gSaA

vkSj rHkh rhljh nqfu;k ds ml lcls cM+s fo'ofo|ky; ds vf/kdkfj;ksa us Nk=ksa dh ek¡x dks /;ku esa j[krs gq,] nwljs 
fo'ofo|ky;ksa ds lkeus ,d vkn'kZ mnkgj.k izLrqr fd;kA ^lgf'k{kk* ds lkFk&lkFk ^lgokl* ;k ^lgvkokl* dk 
mnkgj.kA

ftl Nk=kokl esa jke lthou jgrs Fks ml Nk=kokl dk vk/kk mÙkjh fgLlk Nk=kvksa ds jgus ds fy, dj fn;k x;k A 
Nk=kokl vaxszth ds ̂ ,p* ds vkdkj dk cuk FkkA nf{k.k rjQ dh MaMh esa yM+dksa dh freaftyh bekjr Fkh ftldh gj 
eafty ij lkS dejs Fks] mÙkj okyh MaMh ds dejksa esa yM+fd;k¡ jgrh Fkha vkSj nksuksa dks tksM+us okys chp ds MaMs esa esl Fkk] 
tgk¡ yM+ds&yM+fd;k¡ cszdQkLV] yap vkSj fMuj ysrs FksA bl rjg cSyxkfM+;ksa vkSj vLlh izfr'kr HkqD[kM+ksa ds ns'k esa og 
fo'ofo|ky; llsDl dh fdlh f'k{kk laLFkk dh rjg lgf'k{kk] lgokl vkSj lgHkkst ds gokbZ ekxZ ij mM+ iM+kA 

fo'ofo|ky; ds T;knkrj yM+ds&yM+fd;k¡ ^gsyks gk; laiznk;* ls vkrs Fks] ;kuh ,sls mPp oxks± ls] tgk¡ dkUosaV dh 
i`"BHkwfe ds vykok ukp&xkuk vkSj g¡luk&jksuk Hkh mlh rjg dk gksrk gSA jke lthou us cM+h esgur] lk/kuk vkSj yxu 
ls vaxszth dk Kku vftZr fd;k Fkk] ysfdu os le>rs rks [kwc Fks] cksyus esa mudk [kkl&fcgkjh ygtk vkM+s vk tkrk FkkA 
^, Hksjh xqM bZHkfuax* tSls okD; rks os cpk ys tkrs] ysfdu cpiu ls ^oh* dh txg ^Hkh* dh jVkbZ mudh ftºok ds 
laLdkjksa ds vUrjre rd iSB pqdh FkhA mUgsa dHkh&dHkh yxrk fd laLdkj dqN fof'k"V lanHkks± esa psruk ls T;knk 'kjhj 
dks idM+rs gSaA mudh psruk Lykbl dh gksrh ysfdu thHk d<+h dh ek¡x djrhA

,p dh nf{k.kh MaMh dh lcls Åijh eafty ds dejk uEcj rhu lkS vkB dh ckyduh esa jke lthou [kM+s FksA ,p dh 
mÙkjh MaMh dh lcls Åijh eafty ds dejk uEcj rhu lks lksyg dh ckyduh esa og yM+dh fudy vk;h Fkh] tks m/kj 15
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jgrh FkhA nksuksa ckydfu;k¡ vkeus&lkeus FkhaA jke lthou us vkf[kj m/kj 
ns[kkA og yM+dh mUghsa dh vksj ns[k jgh FkhA vk¡[ksa cM+s ,safæd <ax ls yxHkx 
,d&nwljs dk 'kjhj lgykrs gq, feyha vkSj bl bafæ; cks/k ls fudyrh Å"ek 
ls jke lthou dks lkfRod dai gks x;kA yykV vkSj ukfldkxz ij Losn d.k 
f>yfeyk mBsA ;g jhfrdkyhu dkO; 'kkL=h; Ük`axkj y{k.k FksA vc ewPNkZ 
dh ckjh Fkh] ftlls jke lthou cpsA mUgksaus vius vkidks mnklhu] xEHkhj 
vkSj dqN&dqN ykijokg tSlk cuk;kA yM+dh FkksM+h nsj rd ckyduh esa 
jgus ds ckn vUnj pyh x;hA bl chp jke lthou viuh ckyduh ls gVs 
rks ugha] ysfdu mUgksaus fQj ml yM+dh dh fn'kk esa ns[kk ughaaA gk¡] mldh 
ekStwnxh dks os dHkh viuh ihB ij vkSj dHkh viuh duiVh ij eglwl djrs 
jgsA og yM+dh mUgsa ,d mtyh gjh ijNkb± dh rjg yx jgh Fkh] tks 
vpkud cgqr vkReh;] ?kjsyw vkSj ?kfu"B gks mBh FkhA 

nksigj esl esa [kkuk [kkrs le; mUgksaus pkjksa vksj lrdZ vkSj mRlqd vk¡[ksa 
nkSM+k;ha] ysfdu dgha dqN ughaA cgqr&lh yM+fd;k¡ [kk jgh Fkha ysfdu] 
ekeyk tknqbZ cu x;k FkkA ,d ut+j esa lkjh yM+fd;k¡ mUgsa ckyduh dh 
yM+dh yxus yxrha vkSj nwljs gh iy gj yM+dh dksbZ vkSj lkfcr gks tkrhA 
[kkuk [kkrs gq, os ;g [ksy foHkksj gksdj [ksyrs jgsA 

jke lthou dejs esa gh Fks] tc muds eu esa ,d laxhriw.kZ ehBs lansg us 
vk¡[ksa [kksyhaA og yM+dh viuh ckyduh ij Fkh vkSj fuf'pr gh jke lthou 
dh ckyduh dh vksj ns[k jgh FkhA os vius dejs esa v¡/ksjk djds f[kM+dh ls 
mls lewph jkxkRedrk ds lkFk ns[k jgs FksA jax [kwc xksjkA vkVs vkSj 
egkojokyk Hkh ugha] eD[ku vkSj xqykcokykA cgqr gydk lQsn cfu;ku 
tSlk ^vki*A [kqyh ck¡gsaA uhps rd [kqyk gqvk xyk vkSj tk¡?kksa ij QsM gqbZ 
thUl dh fons'kh uhyh iSaVA mez chl ds b/kj ;k m/kja mUgsa yxk tsls vtark 
dh fdlh ;f{k.kh dks vk/kqfud diM+s iguk fn;s x;s gksaA bl yM+dh ds xys 
esa vkokt dSlh gksxh & vkSj fganh fdruh cnydj owMw esa Mwc dj fudysxhA

os ckyduh esa fudysA yM+dh xtc fgEer vkSj csfQØh ls mudh vksj rkd 
jgh FkhaA laLdkjksa dk QdZ gSA eqgYys&xk¡o dh gksrh rks vk¡[k u mBkrh ;k 
uhps okyk ikdZ ns[kus yxrhA vpkud vk¡[ksa feyhaA vkg ! ;g ,d yM+dh 
dh vk¡[k Fkha cgqr dqN le>k fn;k ml n`f"V usA fdrus&fdrus vFkZ mlesa 
FksA ;g ifjp; Fkk & igykA ckcw jke lthou dks cpiu esa ns[kh x;h 
jkeyhyk dk tudokfVdk izlax ;kn gks vk;k] fQj t;'kadj izlkn] 
eSfFkyh'kj.k xqIr ls gksrs gq, os 'ke'ksj rd igq¡ps %

^gk¡ rqe eq>ls I;kj djks

tSls gok,¡ esjs lhus ls djrh gSa]

ftudks og xgjkbZ rd nck ugha ikrhaA 

tSls eNfy;k¡ ygjksa ls djrh gSa ---]

rqe eq>ls I;kj djks

tSls eSa rqels djrk gw¡A

vkbZuks jks'kukbZ esa ?kqy tkvks

vkSj vkleku esa eq>s fy[kks vkSj eq>s i<+ksA

vkbZuks eqLdjkvks vkSj eq>s ekj Mkyks

vkbZuks eSa rqEgkjh ftanxh gw¡*

yM+dh tk pqdh Fkh vkSj vc os us:nk esa [kks;s gq, Fks & ^VqMs vkbZ 
dsu jkgV lsMsLV ykbUl ---A*16



lqcg mUgksaus gksLVy ds mÙkjh xsV ds pkSdhnkj dqekÅ¡uh /khjt flag usxh ls iwNk fd D;k og dejk uacj rhu lkS lksyg 
esa jgus okyh yM+dh ds ckjs esa tkurk gS] rks mlus dgk % ßmldks dkSu ugha tkurkA oks rks yanu ls vk;h gqbZ Bgjh ;gk¡A 
firk dsU;k esa cgqr cM+h QSDVªh pykusokys gq,] dgkA ;gk¡ vkus ds igys csch yanu esa lkr lky i<+ ds vkusokyh gqbZ] cM+k 
ehBk LoHkko ik;k mlus dgkA lh-ih-,l- esa fjlpZ djus okyh gqbZAÞ

;g rks ̂dli* uke ds miU;kl ls fudyk vkneh ekywe gksrk gS] jke lthou us lkspkA ßuke D;k gS mldk \Þ mUgksaus 
Mjrs&Mjrs iwNkA 

ßiafMr th] rqEgkjk bjknk rks usd gh nh[ks eq>sA uke mldk gqvk vfurk pk¡nhokykA xqtjkr dh gqbZ] ij xqtjkrh u 
tkuusokyh BgjhA fganh cksyus esa Hkh txg&txg #dusokyh gqbZAÞ

fQj pkSdhnkj /khjt us mudh vksj ns[kk] chM+h dk xgjk lqêk [khapdj /kqvk¡ fudkyrs gq, g¡lus yxkA [kk¡lh vkSj g¡lh ds 
chp mlus ck;ha vk¡[k nckbZ vkSj dgk & ßeky ysfdu vlyh QVkdk gqvk BgjkAÞ

yqaisu gS ;gA jke lthou us lkspkA dkexkj oxks± ds ,sls yksxksa esa oxZ psruk iSnk djus ds fy, vHkh cgqr xgjh f'k{kk dh 
t:jr gSA Hkkjr dh dE;qfuLV ikfVZ;k¡ ;gh dke ugha dj jgh gSa blhfy, rks etnwjksa] fdlkuksa vkSj NksVs deZpkfj;ksa ds 
chp mudk tuk/kkj ugha gSA vc bl prqFkZ Js.kh ds deZpkjh pkSdhnkj dks gh ns[kks & mldk ;g ?kksj L=hfojks/kh :[k 
lkearh vkSj iw¡thoknh lekt dh ifrr ewY; O;oLFkk dh nsu gSA

jke lthou xqLls esa ogk¡ ls pys x;sA bl isphnk eqís ij lksprs gq, fd ,sls yksxksa dks muds vkfFkZd&lkekftd oxks± ds 
vk/kkj ij ifjHkkf"kr fd;k tk;s] ;k mudh ewY; psruk] laLdkj] fopkj vkSj O;ogkj ds vk/kkj ijA

vuhrk pk¡nhokykA bl iwjs uke esa ,d laxhr gSA vuhrk & vUuh&vUuw] vuq&blds dbZ :i gks ldrs gSaA ̂pk¡nhokyk* 
ljuse bl LoIu tSls uke dks ykSfddrk vkSj HkkSfrdrk iznku djrk gSA vc jke lthou ds fnu dk T;knkrj le; 
lkeus dh ckyduh dks ns[kus vkSj bl uke dks vdsys esa cksydj mls vius Hkhrj rd eglwl djus esa xqtjrkA os dejs 
esa] jtkbZ vks<+dj] ysVs&ysVs /khjs ls cksyrs] tSls lkeus cSBs fdlh dks lacksf/kr dj jgs gksa & ̂vUuh] rks mfyfll dSlh 
yxh \* fQj os ekSu gksdj tsEl tks;l ds ckjs esa mldk tokc lqursA tokc fganh esa Hkh gksrk vkSj eqf'dy ls cuk;h x;h 
vaxszth esa HkhA

,d fnu mUgksaus dejs esa] jtkbZ ds Hkhrj gh mlls ̂ghV ,aM MLV* vkSj ̂Tosy bu n Økmu* fQYeksa ds ckjs esa iwNkA vuhrk 
pk¡nhokyk us vaxsztksa ds ̂fczfV'k jkt ukLVsfYt;k*] ds ckjs esa foLrkj ls crk;kA mlus crk;k fd fdl rjg baXySM ds yksx 
vius lkezkT;oknh vrhr ls csrgk'kk I;kj djrs gSa] v¡xwBs ds cjkcj fldqM+ tkus ds ckotwn vius ns'k dks ̂ xszV* fczVsu 
cksyrs gSa vkSj Hkkjr ds bfrgkl dks dSls vius eu&ekfQd cnyrs rksM+rs gSaA fQj mlus dgk & ^Qkj ,dtkaiy] fn 
ysVsLV fQYe] bu izklsl vkQ izksMD'ku & ̂VªkalQj vkWQ ikoj* iqV~l] nSV fn osjh dkalsIV vkQ Mksfefudu LVsVl Qkj 
bafM;u fjifCyd okt ukV fMekaMsM ck; us'kufyLV~l & usg:t] iVsYl] ,VlsVjk --- ,VlsVjk] cV bV okt v 
lstlpu ck; fn ykLV ok;ljk; ekmaVcSVu ---*

bl yM+dh ds fopkjksa esa tkx:drk Hkh gS vkSj vius bfrgkl dks ns[kus dk ,d lgh n`f"Vdks.k HkhA cl vxj mls lekt 
ds ekStwnk gkykr ds ckjs esa oSKkfud rjhds ls le>k fn;k tk; vkSj turk ls tksM+ fn;k tk; rks og laxBu esa cgqr 
egÙoiw.kZ Hkwfedk fuHkk ldrh gSSA jke lthou vius iyax ij jtkbZ NksM+dj cSB x, vkSj dgk & ̂vClkY;wVyh djsDV --
- HokV ns gSo bu] ;w lh] ns gSo VuZM voj usrkth lqHkk"k cksl] bu Vq , QUuh iksfyfVdy tksdj ---*

ºokV dks ̂HokV* cksy tkus ij mUgsa xgjh Xykfu gqbZA mUgksaus iDdk bjknk fd;k fd viuh vaxszth ij VkV&iêh Ldwy dh 
ijNkb± rd ugha iM+us nsaxs vkbankA

vuhrk pk¡nhokyk vc Hkh viuh ckyduh esa fudyrhA dHkh&dHkh ugkdj vius cky lq[kkus og ogha [kqyh gok esa [kM+h 
gks tkrhA [kqyh ck¡gsaA csfQØh esa mBh gqbZ Hkqtk,¡] 'kSaiw fd;s gq, lw[krs vkSj vyx&vyx mM+rs cky --- jke lthou vius 
dejs esa v¡/ksjk djds pqipki ns[krs vkSj mudh vR;ar vkReh; QqlQql okrkZ 'kq: gks tkrhA

,d fnu] cM+h fgEer vkSj yach izrh{kk ds ckn] vfUre fu.kZ; ysdj mUgksaus dgk & ̂vuq] vkbZ yo ;w* iwjk dejk nsj rd 
bl okD; ds laxhr esa ctrk jgkA ekMsafu;k vkSj baVhesV dh [kq'kcw dejs esa rSjrh jghA cpiu dh cM+h l?ku vkSj rst 
fdydkjh us jke lthou ds ân; esa tUe fy;k vkSj og xys ls fudyrh&fudyrh #dh vkSj mlus muds iwjs 'kjhj dks 
fdlh detksj isM+ dh rjg >d>ksj fn;kA os dk¡i jgs FksA 'kjhj dk rkiØe c<+ x;k Fkk vkSj bl NksVs ls okD; dks cksyus 
esa gh mUgsa vius 'kjhj dh cgqr lkjh ÅtkZ] lk¡l vkSj ygw nk¡o ij yxkuk iM+k FkkA ysfdu ,d ckj bls cksy tkus ds ckn 
os dkQh eqDr vkSj gydk eglwl dj jgs FksA os csrgk'kk [kq'k Fks vkSj gsear dqekj dk xhr xkus yxsA

[kq'kh mUgsa nqgjh FkhA blfy, fd mUgksaus bl fu.kkZ;d fpj izrhf{kr okD; esa ̂ yHk* dks ̂ yo* cksy Mkyk FkkA vuk;kl 17



fcuk fdlh dksf'k'k ds vkSj ;g ,d deky FkkA nsgkrh] fuEu e/;oxhZ;] 
fiNM+h] ghu Hkkouk dks mUgksaus ,d tksjnkj iV[kuh ns nh Fkh vkSj og dejs 
ds Q'kZ ij pkjksa [kkus fpr iM+h djkg jgh FkhA 

,d ckj jke lthou us ;g vuqHko fd;k fd og yM+dh nsj ls viuh 
ckyduh esa [kM+h gS vkSj og mudh izrh{kk esa gSA og ogk¡ ls gV gh ugha jgh 
Fkha mnkl Fkh vkSj 'kke dh <yrh /kwi dks ns[k jgh FkhA jke lthou dejs ls 
fudydj viuh ckyduh esa vk x;sA og yM+dh ogha [kM+h jgh tSls mlus 
iwjh vkReh;rk vkSj ekSu d`rKrk ds lkFk mudh mifLFkfr dks Lohdkj dj 
fy;k gksA viuh ckyduh ds yksgs dh xquxquh jsfyax ij mUgksaus dqgfu;k¡ 
Vsdha vkSj >qd dj fVd x;sA yM+dh fQj Hkh ogha jghA laca/k izxk<+ gksrk 
pyk x;kA gok esa ,d cgqr le>nkj vkReh;rk vkSj LohÑfr FkhA dgus dh 
dksbZ vkSj t:jr ugha jg x;h FkhA ;g ogh {k.k Fkk tgk¡ Hkk"kk O;FkZ gksrh gSA 
^ekSu e/kq gks tk, ---* ;g okD; muds fnekx esa rSjkA fQj lfPpnkuan ghjkuan 
okRL;k;u vKs; dh iafDr mHkjus yxh & ̂ekSu gh Hkk"kk gSA*

jke lthou us [kqn dks dkslk fd dSls&dSls izfrfØ;koknh dfo;ksa dh 
jpuk,¡ muds fnekx esa vk jgh gSaA ysfdu cM+h dksf'k'kksa ds ckn Hkh ckck 
ukxktqZu vkSj vkyksd/kUok dh dksbZ dfork ;kn ugha vk jgh FkhA mUgsa 
Økafrdkjh isze dforkvksa ds fy, ;k rks fons'kh Økafrdkjh dfo;ksa ;k ns'kh 
izfrfØ;koknh dfo;ksa dk eksgrkt gksuk iM+ jgk FkkA mUgksaus ;kn fd;k fd 
^Lyhfiax fizalsl* ds ckjs esa ysfuu dk dguk D;k FkkA isze vkSj LoIu dks ysfuu 
us Hkh Økafrdkfj;ksa ds fy, t:jh ekuk Fkk vkSj blh oDr jke lthou us 
fu.kZ; fy;k fd os Økafrdkjh isze dfork,¡ fy[ksaxsA fgUnh esa bldh deh iwjh 
gksuh gh pkfg,A vkf[kj us:nk] ukfte] yksdkZ] ek;dksOLdh oxSjg Hkh rks 
Økafrdkjh Fks] ftUgksaus bruh vPNh isze dfork,¡ fy[khaA gekjh fgUnh esa ;g 
dke /keZohj Hkkjfr;ksa] uoxhrdkjksa vkSj uhjtksa vkfn ds [kkrs esa Mky fn;k 
x;k gSA caxyk ds thoukuan nkl tSls dfo rks nqyZHk gh gSa fgUnh esaA

flQZ laxBu gh ugha] laxBu ds ckgj ds ifjfpr yM+ds Hkh tku pqds Fks fd 
jke lthou dks vktdy isze gks x;k gSA mUgksaus Lo;a ;g ckr lcdks crk;h 
FkhA os cgqr ljy] lh/ks vkSj Hkkoqd FksA tks muds [kkl fe= Fks] muds ikl] os 
vDlj jkr esa igq¡p tkrs vkSj bl isze dh fofHkUu fodkl voLFkkvksa ds ckjs esa 
crykrsA mUgksaus vius fe=] uohu <kSaf<+;ky dks cryk;k Fkk fd ßog yM+dh 
pkgrh gS fd eSa dqN cksyw¡A mlls dqN dgw¡A dy 'kke ge yksx vk/ks ?kaVs rd 
vkeus&lkeus dh ckyduh esa pqipki [kM+s jgsA rqe yksx bls le> ugha 
ldrs] ;g ,d vuks[ks fdLe dk isze gSA ns[kks] vHkh rd geus ,d okD; ugha 
cksyk gS] ,d&nwljs ls ckr ugha dh gS] ysfdu ge yksx ml ̂LVst rd igq¡p 
pqds gSa] tgk¡ rd veweu lk/kkj.k vkSj pkyw laosnu'khyrk ds yksx eghuksa 
lkFk&lkFk jgdj] ?kwe&fQjdj igq¡prs gSaA og ogk¡ [kM+h jgrh gSa pqipki] eSa 
;gk¡ [kM+k jgrk gw¡ [kkeks'kA ge nksuksa ,d&nwljs dh ekStwnxh dks ̂Qhy* djrs 
gSaAÞ

,d 'kke mUgksaus vius nwljs nksLr f'kjh'k feJ dks cryk;k & ßvktdy eSa 
fo'ks"k ifjorZu eglwl djrk gw¡A yxrk gS vuhrk bl laoknghurk ls Åc 
jgh gSA fQj mldh mez Hkh rks esjs eqdkcys de&ls&de ik¡p&Ng lky de 
gSA bruh ifjiDork dgk¡ ls vk ldrh gS bruh tYnh \cgqr fnu gks Hkh x;s 
gSa bl rjgA ,d rjg dh ̂ekWuksVWuh* ,d rjg dk nksgjko vkSj ,djlrk iSnk 
gks x;h gS] gekjs laca/kksa ds chpA vkf[kj gS rks og yM+dh ghA bl ^lsdsaM 
lsDl* dk iwjk euksfoKku fcYdqy vyx gksrk gSA igy rks og flQZ cacb;k 
fQYeksa esa gh djrh gSA blhfy, bu dkef'kZ;y fQYeksa dks eSa ;FkkFkZ fojks/kh 
ekurk gw¡A mUgksaus n'kZdksa ds fnekx esa flQZ vokLrfod ;FkkFkZ dh best gh 18



ugha fcBk;h gS] cfYd mUgksaus brus cM+s lapkj ek/;e dh ekQZr ,d vokLrfod L=h dh /kkj.kk dks Hkh [kwc QSyk;k gSA 
urhtk ns[kks] gj 'kgj vkSj dLcs dk e/;oxhZ; Nksdjk [kwc da?kh&oa?kh djds] lt/kt ds fdlh ghjks dks MqIyhdsV djrk 
gS vkSj lksprk gS fd mls ns[kdj dksbZ Hkh yM+dh ml ij ej&feVsxh vkSj xkuk xkus yxsxhAÞ

jke lthou us uohu <kSaf<+;ky ls dgk & ßvc lkjk ekeyk cM+s ̂fØfVdy taDpj* rd igq¡p x;k gSA eSaus ̂ekdZ* fd;k gS 
fd eSl esa [kkuk [kkrs oDr dHkh&dHkh og esjh vksj tkucw>dj ns[krh gSA vkt nksigj yap esa mlus viuk pEep tksjksa 
ls Q'kZ ij fxjk fn;k Fkk] ftlls eSa mldh vksj ns[kus yxw¡A njvly ml oDr eSa dgha vkSj ns[k jgk FkkAÞ

,d ckj os jkr nl cts igq¡ps vkSj mUgksaus fdlh xgjs jgL; dks I;kt dh rjg irZ nj irZ [kksy ds dgk & ßrqeus vuhrk 
dh ,d pht fiNys ik¡p&Ng fnuksa esa uksV dh gS \og vktdy bruk t;knk ̂Lyhoysl* igurh gS fd flQZ ck¡gsa gh ugha 
cxyksa ds uhps dk dkQh fgLlk [kqyk gqvk jgrk gSA vkSj vkt mlus tks ̂ Vki* gjs jax dk igu j[kk Fkk] mldk xyk 
bruk [kqyk gqvk Fkk & bruk [kqyk gqvk Fkk] fd le> yks ekWM yM+fd;k¡ Hkh ,slk nqLlkgl ugha dj ldrhaa rqe bls 
vuhrk dh cs'kehZ dgksxs \ysfdu ca/kq I;kjs] ,slk gS ughaA ;g mldk ,d ladsr gSA ;g mldh cspSuh vkSj [kh> dh 
vfHkO;fDr gSA bruk mÙkstd diM+k igudj vius 'kjhj dks bruk [kksydj og eq>ls dguk pkgrh gS fd eSa viuh 
ekStwnk fu.kZ;ghurk dks rksM+¡wA eSa mlls lkQ&lkQ ckr d:¡A vkf[kj yM+dh vius 'kjhj ds ek/;e ls gh rks ekSu dks 
Hkk"kk esa cnyrh gSAÞ

dY;k.k dqekj nkl us dgk & ß;kj] rqe yM+dh ls lh/ks ckr D;ksa ugha dj ysrs \tkdj mlls dg nks fd eSa vkils dqN 
t:jh ckr djuk pkgrk gw¡A rqe [kke[okg cSBs&cSBs edM+tky cqurs jgrs gksAÞ jke lthou vkgr gq,A ;gh ckr vuhrk 
us fdrus vuks[ks rjhds ls] vius lqUnj ;qok 'kjhj ls ekSu dks Hkk"kk esa cnyrs gq,] fdrus xksiu <ax ls dgh Fkh] vkSj ogh 
ckr dY;k.k dqekj nkl fdrus HkkSaMs vkSj QwgM+ rjhds ls dg jgk gSA vkf[kj bl iw¡thoknh lekt O;oLFkk us ftl 
miHkksDrkoknh ekuo&lewg dks iSnk fd;k gS og gj pht dks ,d ̂ftal* ,d ̂deksfMVh* gh rks le>rk gSA tSls yM+dh 
fcdus ds fy, rS;kj cSBh gks vkSj eSa ,Dlpsat dh cktk: Hkk"kk cksydj mldk eksy&Hkko dj Mkyw¡ vkSj mls iVk yw¡A

ysfdu Åij ls jke lthou pqi gh jgsA mUgksaus pyrs gq, dgk & ßgk¡] cl ,d lgh le; ds bartkj esa gw¡ ;kj ! oSls ck; 
n os] gekjs bl isze dks rqe le>rs gks] og oSlk gS ughaA xq#] ;g ,d vyx vkSj vtc rjg dk [ksy gSA bldk eeZ igys 
?kukuUn Hkh tkurs Fks & ̂vfr lw/kh lusg dks ekjx gS ---* ;gk¡ dksbZ diV ughaa dksbZ fNiko ugha] ge nksuksa ,d nwljs ds 
fy, fcYdqy fu'kad ijn'khZ gSaA ,d&nwljs ls gekjk dqN Hkh fNik ugha] jgh ckr vkeus&lkeus cSBdj] ;k [kM+s gksdj] ;k 
ysVdj] ;k pyrs&pyrs ckr djus dh] rks og dksbZ ,slh cM+h rksi pht ughaa ca/kq I;kjs] osV djksA ns[krs pyksA oks Hkh gks 
tk;sxkA tks&tks rqe lksprs gks] lc gks tk;sxkAÞ

chp esa yM+dh nl fnuksa ds fy, dgha ckgj pyh x;h FkhA mlds dejs dh fiNyh f[kM+dh [kqyh jg x;h FkhA jke 
lthou pqipki vius dejs esa ysVs&ysVs ;k ckyduh esa [kM+s gksdj ml vksj ns[krs jgrsA yM+dh dh ;g vuqifLFkfr vkSj 
mldh fiNyh f[kM+dh dk [kqyk jg tkuk Hkh mUgsa dbZ&dbZ vFkks± ls Hkjk gqvk yxkA vkf[kj vius isze ds fy, tSlk 
^QkseZ* mUgksaus pqu j[kk Fkk] mlesa Hkk"kk ds vykok ckdh lkjh phtsa Hkk"kk Fkha] ladsr Fkha] muesa dbZ&dbZ vFkZ FksA

mUgksaus 'kke dks vuhrk dh f[kM+dh [kqyh jg tkus ds ckcr f'kjh'k feJ dks cryk;k rks mlus dgk & ßjke lthou th] 
gedks rks bZ yxus yxk gS fd vc vki ixyk ik;saxsA vki dqN djsaxs&/kjsaxs ugha] dksBjh esa fnu&jkr ?kqls bgs lc lkspsaxsA 
jmvk gedk crkbZ] Hkyk Å yM+dh vkidks tkurh&cw>rh Hkh gS \tkds iwNs yh vksls fd dk vkidks gekj ukeks ekywe gS 
fd ugha] tkbZAÞ

jke lthou fQj vkgr gq,] eek±rd pksV yxhA bruh lh/kh vkSj fu"dop ckrsa mUgsa ^oYxj* yxrh FkhaaA mUgsa bl 
vk/;kfRed lR; ij fiNys fnuksa vPNh rjg ;dhu gks x;k Fkk fd isze dHkh Hkh bruk l?ku vkSj rhoz gks gh ugha ldrk] 
tc rd og nksuksa rjQ cjkcj u gksA mUgsa iwjk Hkjkslk Fkk fd ftl rjg mUgksaus pkSdhnkj /khjt flag usxh ls vuhrk ds 
ckjs esa iwNk Fkk oSls gh vuhrk us t:j mlls muds ckjs esa iwNk gksxkA ;g fo'okl bruk n`<+ vkSj bruk lR; yxrk Fkk 
fd mls fdlh Hkh rjg ls ̂osfjQkbZ* djus dh t:jr gh ugha FkhA fQj mUgsa ,slk djrs gq, ,d vthc&lk Mj Hkh yxrk 
FkkA dgha ,slk u gqvk rks \

iw¡thokn ekuoh; dykvksa dk lcls cM+k vkSj fueZe 'k=q gksrk gSA mUgksaus pkyw nqfu;knkj <jsZ dk isze u djds ,d lqUnj 
jpuk dks x<+us dh dksf'k'k dh FkhA ;gk¡ isze dk fj'rk ugha] ,d dyk Fkk] ,d mRÑ"V ekuoh; dykÑfr] ysfdu 
iw¡thoknh O;oLFkk dk gh ;g nqnk±r izdksi Fkk fd vius fudV ls fudV ds nksLrksa ls Hkh os laokn ugha cuk ik jgs FksA 
^,fy;us'ku* laca/kksa ds chp vifjp; ds foa/;kpy [kM+k dj jgk FkkA mUgsa ps[ko dh ̂ xzhQ* dgkuh ;kn vk;h] ftlesa 
vius Hkhrj dh ihM+k dks dgus ds fy, uk;d dks dksbZ ugha feyrk vkSj vkf[kj esa vius ?kksM+s ds xys ls fyiVdj og jksrk 
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jke lthou dks dksbZ ?kksM+k rks ugha feyk] ysfdu mUgksaus jkr esa ,d dfork 
fy[kh & ̂[kqyh f[kM+dh dk vFkZ* ftldh 'kq: dh iafDr;k¡ Fkha % 

^ --- f'kjh'k feJ

rqe ugha tkurs fd

bfrgkl esa [kqyh jg x;h ,d vdsyh

f[kM+dh dk D;k vFkZ gksrk gS

ysfdu eSa tkurk gw¡

[kqyh f[kM+dh dk ,d Hkfo"; gksrk gS

ftlesa ls izfrKkvksa vkSj ladYiksa dh jks'kuh QwVrh gSA

oxSjg&oxSjg ---*

,d fnu nksigj jke lthou nkSM+rs&nkSM+rs dy;k.k dqekj nkl ds dejs esa 
igq¡psA uohu <kSaf<;ky Hkh ogk¡ cSBk gqvk FkkA

jke lthou ds psgjs ls [kq'kh ds etcwr vkSj xnjk;s isM+ dh gjh Qqufx;k¡ 
ckgj fudydj fgy jgh FkhaA QsQM+ksa esa <sj lkjs xqM+gy vkSj dusj ds Qwy 
Hkjs gq, yx jgs FksA yxrk Fkk tSls os [kq'kh ds fdlh xSl ds xqCckjs ds lkFk 
ck¡/k fn;s x;s gksa vkSj muds iSj tehu ij iM+rs gq, tSls dksbZ Hkkj u Mkyrs 
gksa] cl gyds ls /kjrh dks Nwrs Hkj gksa] Åij&Åij lsA

jke lthou us ,d gh lk¡l esa dgk] ßvkt xtc gks x;kA vc lc dqN cny 
pqdk gSA ;g ,d ,slk eksM+ gS] tgk¡ lkjh phtsa u;s fljs ls 'kq: gksrh gSaAÞ

ßgqvk D;k \D;k ckrphr gks x;h \Þ <kSaf<;ky us iwNkA 

ßckrphr dks rqe yksx bruk egÙo D;ksa nsrs gks \;g le> yks fd esjh vc 
rd dh jhfMax fcYdqy lgh fudyhA vkt eSa cl LVkQ ij [kM+k FkkA mlus 
iwNk & ̂,DlD;wt eh IyhtA ºosnj cl uEcj fVªiy flDl bt xku \* eSaus 
dgk & ̂bV bt ;sV Vq de* og eqLdqjkbZ] FkSad ;w dgk vkSj fQj LVkQ ij gh 
[kM+h gks x;hAÞ

dY;k.k dqekj nkl us jke lthou dks iwjh lgkuqHkwfr ls ns[kk vkSj iwNk & 
ßrks egksn;] blesa vkidk fparu dkSu&lk ladsr <w¡<+rk gS \Þ

jke lthou fQj eekZgr gq,A mudk psgjk rerek vk;kA ßoSls rks ;s lkjh 
ckrsa gh rqe yksxksa ds fy, fQtwy gSa] ysfdu vxj rqe lc vius gh rdks± ds 
tfj;s lkjh ckrksa dks le>uk pkgrs gks rks ;g crkvks fd ml oDr cl LVkQ 
esa de&ls&de chl vkSj yM+ds [kM+s FksA vuhrk us ;g loky eq>ls flQZ 
eq>ls gh D;ksa iwNk \Þ

bl iz'u dk mÙkj u dY;k.k dqekj nkl ds ikl Fkk vkSj u gh uohu 
<kSaf<;ky ds iklA

,d fnu 'kke Ng cts ds yxHkx jke lthou us ns[kk fd vuhrk us viuh 
ckyduh ls ,d dkxt dk VqdM+k uhps fxjk;k] mudh vksj ns[kk] tjk&lh 
Bgjh vkSj fQj vUnj pyh x;hA

lc le> x;s jke lthouA os lhf<+;k¡ mrjdj uhps igq¡psA gok py jgh 
FkhA vkSj ogk¡ gjh ?kkl ij <sjksa dkxt ds VqdM+s FksA ;gk¡ ogk¡ gj rjQA 
/khjs&/khjs dk¡irs&fgyrsA dqN ,dne pqi vkSj fLFkj tSls feêh esa viuh tM+sa 
Qsad pqds gksaA 
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cts rd yksxksa us ns[kk] ckcw jke lthou vius dqrZs dh vksyh cukdj ogk¡ ds lkjs dkxtksa dks chu jgs gSaA os pyus dks 
rS;kj gksrs rHkh dgha dksbZ vkSj NksVh&lh fpanh] ?kkl ds uhps fgyrh fn[kkbZ iM+ tkrha os mÙkstuk esa dk¡irs gq, mls 
mBkrsA

ml jkr nks ct x;sA mUgksaus vius dejs dh cÙkh tyk;s j[kdj lkjs VqdM+ksa dks [kksy&[kksydj] vPNh rjg ls 
myV&iyVdj ns[kkA ,d ckj lcdks ns[k pqdus ds ckn muds eu esa 'kadk tkxh vkSj mUgksaus nqckjk mUgsa ns[kkA chp esa 
lksus dh dksf'k'k dh ysfdu fQj ,d rst mÙkstuk] xgjh mRlqdrk vkSj lk¡l jksd nsus okyh O;kdqyrk us mudh uhan 
mM+k nh vkSj os yxkrkj dbZ&dbZ ckj mUgsa ,d&,d dj ns[krs jgsA muds dejs ds Q'kZ ij] iy¡x ij pkjksa vksj dkxt 
dh uUgha&uUgha reke jaxksa dh fpafn;k¡ fc[kjh gqbZ Fkha vkSj jke lthou muds chp cSBs FksA

jke lthou us iwNk & ^vuq] rqEgsa irk gS] xk¡oksa esa yksx fdl rjg ls jgrs gSa \catj tehu vkSj lw[ks vkleku ls 
yM+rs&twMrs mu yksxksa dh gfM~M;k¡ dSls fudy vkrh gSa \lkearh neu vkSj egktuh 'kks"k.k dk ,d dHkh u [kRe gksus 
okyk flyflyk dSls muds thou dks dhM+s&edksM+ksa ls cnrj cuk Mkyrk gS ---*

vuhrk dh vk¡[ksa Hkhx x;h FkhaA jke lthou us jtkbZ ls viuk flj <k¡i fy;k vkSj QwV&QwV dj jksrs jgsA yxHkx rhu 
?kaVsA

jke lthou dh vk¡[ksa QVh&QVh vkSj yky jgrhaA yxrk fd mudk ygw xkfyc ds eqrkfcd flQZ jxksa esa nkSM+us&fQjus 
dk gh dk;y ugha jg x;k gS] cfYd vk¡[kksa esa vkdj Bgj x;k gSA eq¡g [kqyk jgrk rks [kqyk gh jg tkrkA nk<+h] fdlh 
vÝhdh taxy dh rjg csrjrhc vkSj vjktd gks pqdh FkhA irywu ds ika;pksa esa feêh vkSj /kwy yxh gksrhA

tc dksbZ muls dqN dgrk rks dqN le>us esa mUgsa dkQh oDr yxrk vkSj vDlj os dqN vkSj le> tkrsA fQj os cM+h 
vkReh;rk] csfQØh vkSj fu"Nyrk ls mls vius isze ds ckjs esa crkus yxrsA

ml fnu ckyduh esa vuhrk ds lkFk ,d cw<+h efgyk [kM+h FkhA dRFkbZ ckMZj dh lQsn lkM+h igusA fcydqy cxqys ds ij 
tSls ckyA iryh lqugjh dekuh dk p'eka os nksuksa ckyduh dh vksj ns[k jgh FkhaA

jke lthou us g¶rksa ckn viuk psgjk /kks;kA ikuh dh BaMd ls mudk eu f[ky mBkA mUgksaus nwljk dqrkZ igukA 
ckyduh esa fudys vkSj vkdk'k dh vksj ns[kdj eqLdqjk;s fQj mUgksaus us:nk ;k vkSj fdlh Hkh dfo dh dksbZ dfork ;kn 
djuh pkgh ysfdu irk ugha D;ksa ckj&ckj muds fnekx esa cafde paæ dh ;gh iafDr;k¡ ?kweus yxrh Fkha &

^'kL; ';keyke~] lqtyke~ lqQyke~ ekrje~ cans ekrje~ !*

jke lthou us bUgha fnuksa ,d ys[k fy[kk & ̂lekt dh orZeku vkfFkZd&jktuSfrd fLFkfr vkSj oxhZ; varfoZjks/kksa dh 
fodkl voLFkkA*

;g ys[k muds laxBu esa] jkr esa fo'ks"k :i ls cqyk;h x;h cSBd esa i<+k x;kA jke lthou dh oLrqijd n`f"V vkSj 
lkekftd ifjfLFkfr;ksa dh oSKkfud le> dh iz'kalk dh x;hA ml fnu jke lthou fo'ofo|ky; ds dSQsVsfj;k esa nsj 
rd cSBs jgsA lkeus dqN estksa dks NksM+dj vuhrk cSBh FkhA og viuh uksVcqd esa dqN fy[k jgh FkhA

jke lthou vPNh rjg tkurs Fks fd og uksVcqd esa dqN fy[k ugha jgh gSA fy[kus dk flQZ vfHku; dj jgh gS vkSj 
vxj og ogk¡ cSBh gS rks flQZ blfy, fd os ogk¡ cSBs gSaA

bu fnuksa lcls cM+k ladV Fkk fd dksbZ muls muds isze ds ckjs esa dqN lquuk ugha pkgrk Fkk vkSj muds ikl blds 
vykok dksbZ nwljk fo"k; ugha FkkA 

laca/kksa dk yksi gks pqdk FkkA

,d dkj.k ;g Hkh Fkk fd jke lthou vius isze ds ckjs esa tks dqN crykrs] mldh Hkk"kk bruh vyx gksrh Fkh fd mls 
le>uk vkSj fdlh ds fy, laHko u FkkA muds fudV ds nksLr Hkh muls drjkrsA uohu <kSaf<;ky us ,d fnu cryk;k 
fd jkr esa djhc nks cts jke lthou mlds dejs esa vk;sA mudh vk¡[ksa pkSM+h vkSj yky FkhaA dqrkZ QVk Fkk vkSj eSyk FkkA 
yxHkx vk/ks ?kaVs rd Ýsap tSlh fdlh Hkk"kk esa cksyrs jgsA chp&chp esa gdykrs Fks] eq¡g ls ykj cgus yxrh FkhA fQj os 
nsj rd g¡lrs jgsA

uohu <kSaf<;ky] vlye v[rj] f'kjh'k feJ] dY;k.k dqekj nkl lHkh yksx feydj jke lthou ds dejs esa igq¡psA 
fu.kZ; fy;k x;k Fkk fd jke lthou us vius pkjksa vksj tks lalkj jp fy;k gS mls rksM+dj] mls u"V djds gh mUgsa 
cpk;k tk ldrk gSA f'kjh'k us dgk] mUgsa ̂ baVsal LØhtks Ýsfu;k* gSA muds Hkze dks vlfy;r ls Vdjkdj mls rksM+uk 
iM+sxkA
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ßge dksbZ n;k ugha djsaxsA chos;j vkWQ fiVhÞ] vlye us ukjk fn;kA

jke lthou vius dejs esa gh FksA jtkbZ esa ?kqls gq,A f'kjh'k feJ us ckr 'kq: 
dh & ßnsf[k, lthou ckcw] lPpkbZ rks bZ gS fd Å yM+dh vHkh vkidk ukeks 
ugha tkurh vkSj u gh mls irk gS fd vki Å ls I;kj dj jgs gSa] eatuw dh 
ukb±AÞ

ßvkSj ;g Hkh lp gS fd vki fcuk dqN fd;s] lksprs gh lksprs ikxy gq, tk 
jgs gSaA pfy, gekjs lkFk] ge vkidks vuhrk pk¡nhokyk ls feyok nsrsAÞ

ßysfdu lthou ckcw] bZ ckr vki vPNh rjg ls tku ysa fd tmu oxZ dh Å 
yM+dh gS Å oxZ esa jmvk dh gkyr piM+klhÅ ls x;h xqtjh gS jmvk dk 
irk gS fd ugha fd Å yM+dh dk cki dsfu;k esa QSDVjh pyk jgk gS vkSj 
vuhrk pk¡nhokyk dSafczt esa i<+ds bgk¡ vk;h gSAÞ

ßvki gkFk eq¡g /kksb,A vPNs diM+s yÙks igfu;s] nk<+h&nw<+h cukb, vkSj dk;ns 
ls jfg;s] tc ,slh yM+dh ls I;kj fd;k gS rks tjk mlds ekfQd cfu;sAÞ

ßvkSj ugha cu ldrs rks QkSju viuh nqfu;k esa ykSV vkb,A vk¡[ksa [kksfy,] /kwi 
dks nsf[k,A og yM+dh fdlh vkSj lalkj dh gSA vki fdlh vkSj nqfu;k ds 
oklh gSa xq#nso ! tks vki oxZ&oxZ djrs gSa og [k;kyh iqyko ugha] ,d Bksl 
lPpkbZ gSA bls tkfu;sA oxhZ; varfoZjks/k esa flQZ la?k"kZ gh ugha gksrk] 
dfork,¡ gh ugha fy[kh tkrha] tywl vkSj ukjs gh ugha yxrsA I;kj&O;kj 
tSlh dbZ phtsa Hkh mlds gkFkksa ekjh tkrh gSaAÞ

ßjke lthou gks'k esa vkb;sAÞ

ßvki gks'k esa ugha vk;saxs rks ikxy gks tk;saxsAÞ

os lc ckjh&ckjh ls cksyrs jgsA ;g lc dqN igys ls rS;kj dj fy;k x;k 
FkkA ;g ,d Øwj&fueZe ukVd FkkA

jke lthou fuLian iM+s jgsA fQj mUgksaus tksj&tksj ls xkuk 'kq: fd;kA 
mudh vk¡[k ls vk¡lw cg jgs FksA

yksxksa us ckn esa tkuk fd ;g xhrk dk nwljk v/;k; FkkA vk'p;Z ;g Fkk fd 
og ckcw jke lthou dks ;kn Fkk & iwjk dk iwjkA 

,d fnu gkWLVy ds okMZu us uohu <kSaf<;ky vkSj dY;k.k dqekj nkl dks 
vius vkfQl esa cqyk;kA okMZu lnxksiky us muds lkeus ,d varnsZ'kh; i= 
j[kk] ßbls if<+;s vki yksx vkSj crkb;s fd D;k fd;k tk;s \Þ

og issze i= Fkk ftls ckcw jke lthou us vuhrk pk¡nhokyk dks fy[kk Fkk vkSj 
mls dejk uEcj 316 ds irs ij iksLV dj fn;k FkkA i= nks Hkk"kkvksa esa Fkk] 
vaxszth esa Hkh vkSj fganh esa HkhA mlesa thoukuan nkl] yksdkZ] us:nk vkSj VSxksj 
dh iafDr;k¡ FkhaA vius ân; ds xgjs isze dk eek±rd vkSj fonkjd o.kZu FkkA 
dY;k.k dqekj nkl dks og i= fdlh mRÑ"V DySfld dk ,d va'k yxkA

okMZu lnxksiky us dgk & ßog yM+dh cgqr Mj xbZ gSA mlus flD;ksfjVh 
izksVsD'ku dh ek¡x dh gSA vkt lqcg gh mls i= feykA igys rks mls irk gh 
ugha yxk fd fdlus fy[kk gS] fQj mlus pkSdhnkj /khjt flag usxh ls iwNkA 
jke lthou us viuk uke&irk lkQ fy[k j[kk gSAÞ

ßml yM+dh us D;k dgk gS \Þ <kSaf<;ky us iwNkA 

ßog cgqr Mj x;h gSAÞ okMZu us cryk;k & ßdg jgh Fkh fd fiNys fnuksa ls 
mls ,slk t:j yxus yxk Fkk fd ,d ikxy&lk vkneh yxkrkj mls ?kwjrk 
jgrk gS] ysfdu mlus igys bls xaHkhjrk ls ugha fy;k FkkA vc ckr nwljh gSA 
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vki yksx dqN dhft;sA oSls eSaus mls fQygky le>k fn;k gSA ysfdu vPNk gksxk vki yksx jke lthou dks dqN fnuksa 
ds fy, muds xk¡o Hkst nsaA ;gk¡ ls ckgj jgsaxs] gok cny tk;sxh rks 'kk;n os Bhd gks tk;saAÞ

jkr dh xkM+h ls jke lthou dks tcju muds xk¡o Hkst fn;k x;kA lHkh yksx muds lkFk LVs'ku x;sA vlye v[rj 
dks rks lkFk&lkFk xk¡o rd Hkstk x;kA og rhljs fnu mUgsa igq¡pkdj ykSVkA ckcw jke lthou dk dejk ml gkWLVy ls 
cnydj ,d ,sls gkWLVy esa fd;k x;k] ftlesa flQZ yM+ds jgrs FksA mudh xSj ekStwnxh esa mudk lkjk lkeku igys 
okys dejs ls fudkydj u;s okys dejs esa fd;k x;kA

dqN fnuksa ckn okMZu us fQj dY;k.k dqekj nkl vkSj uohu <kSaf<;ky dks cqyk;k vkSj muds lkeus varnsZ'kh; i=ksa dk 
,d iqfyank j[k fn;kA lHkh i= jke lthou us xk¡o ls vuhrk pk¡nhokyk dks Hksts FksA vuhrk pk¡nhokyk us mu i=ksa dks 
[kksyk Hkh ugha Fkk vkSj pkSdhnkj /khjt usxh ds gkFkksa okMZu ds ikl Hkst fn;k FkkA

os i= est ij j[ks FksA gok esa /khjs&/khjs dk¡irs( fcYdqy can] mUgsa fdlh us Hkh ugha i<+k FkkA dY;k.k dqekj nkl us mUgsa 
mBkdj vius >ksys esa Mky fy;k] ftlds Hkhrj xgjk v¡/ksjk FkkA

jke lthou vc fQj ykSV vk;s gSa] ,d lky rd xk¡o esa jgus ds cknA vuhrk pk¡nhokyk fjlpZ [kRe djds dsfu;k tk 
pqdh gSaA dY;k.k dqekj nkl ,d v[kckj esa milaiknd gks x;k gSA uohu <kSaf<;ky dks xksgkVh ds fdlh pk;ckxku esa 
vPNh ukSdjh fey x;h gSA

jke lthou dks iwjk ;dhu gS fd vuhrk pk¡nhokyk vHkh Hkh ;gha fo'ofo|ky; esa gSA og mUgsa ns[k jgh gSA os fdlh 
vn`'; bErgku esa ls xqtj jgs gSaA

jke lthou vHkh Hkh lekt dh oLrqxr ifjfLFkfr;ksa] n'kZu dh HkkSfrdoknh ijEijkvksa] oxhZ; varfoZjks/kksa ij dHkh&dHkh 
ys[k vkfn fy[krs jgrs gSaA

& mn; izdk'k

uoy&uosfy;ksa dk

mUeqDr yhyk&izkax.k

;g ts,u;w

vly esa dgk tk, rks dg gh Mkywa

cM+h vPNh gS ;g txg

cgqr gh vPNh

vkSj D;k dgw¡A

ckck ukxktqZu us ;g ckr ctfj, dfork lu 1978 esa dgh FkhA ̂;g ts,u;w* 'kh"kZd ls fy[kh bl dfork esa vkxs os bl 
fo'ofo|ky; esa nkf[kyk ysus dh viuh bPNk tkfgj djrs gSaA ukxktqZu dh ;g reUuk vly esa ns'k ds mu ;qokvksa dh 
gljr O;Dr djrh gSa tks ekulwu ds vkrs gh gj lky bl fo'ofo|ky; ds njokts ij nLrd nsus vk tkrs gSaA 

oSlk gh eatj vktdy ts,u;w esaA vius thou dk lcls iqjmEehn nkSj xqtkjus ds fy, Nk=&Nk=k,a ifjlj dks xqytkj 
djus esa yxs gSaA ,d [kqyh nqfu;k easa dne j[kus dk vglkl muds lkFk gSA bl l= esa ukekadu 'kq: gks pqdk gSA 
vdknfed LFkyksa] fofHkUu Ldwyksa] dSaVhu dh nhokjksa ij fpids iksLVjksa] bckjrksa esa u, jax dh [kq'kcw eglwl dh tk 
ldrh gSA iqjkus Nk=] dkejsM u, Nk=&Nk=kvksa dh ukekadu izfØ;k esa c<+&p<+dj lg;ksx ns jgs gSaA gk¡A ts,u;w esa 
jSfxax ds fy, dksbZ txg ughaA vki crkSj esgeku ;gk¡ Lohdkj fd, tkrs gSaA ts,u;w dk ;g [kkl fjokt 
ih<+h&nj&ih<+h dk;e gSA 'kk;n ;gha ls bl laLFkku dh fof'k"Vrk 'kq: gks tkrh gSA

vjkoyh dh igkfM+;ksa ij iqjkus cjxn] uhe vkSj ihiy ds isM+ksa ds chp cksxucsfy;k] veyrkl vkSj xqyeksgj ls lts 
tokgjyky usg: fo'ofo|ky; esa vxj vki igyh ckj i/kkjs gSa rks bl ckr ls 'kk;n gh badkj djsa fd ;gk¡ dh fQtk 
fnYyh esa gks dj Hkh ̂ fnYyh esa ugha* dk vglkl djkrh gSA vly es ts,u;w dh ,d vyx gh rgthc gS tks bls vU; 
fo'ofo|ky;ksa ls vyx cukrh gSA yxrk gS] ;g iafMr usg: [okc dh og rkchj gS ftlls tqM+us dk liuk ns'k ds gj 

;s D;k txg gS nksLrksa
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dksus dk ;qok djrk gSA

Hkys gh ;g laLFkku ,d [kkl [k;ky dk iks"kd dgyk, vkSj bl ij 
ekLdks&chftax dh ?kqV~Vh fiykus dk rksger yxs] exj ,d turkaf=d 
ekgkSy lHkh dks izHkkfor djrk gSA iwjh rjg vkoklh; bl fo'ofo|ky; esa 
Nk=&Nk=kvksa vkSj f'k{kdksa ds fj'rs Hkh ,d [kqysiu dks n'kkZrs gSaA buds 
vkokl dks ,d&nwljs ds djhc cuk;k x;k gS rkfd ,d LoLFk] lkeqnkf;d 
ukrk fodflr gksA ;gka dk turkaf=d ekgkSy cukus esa okn&fookn vkSj 
cgl&eqckfglksa dk cM+k ;ksxnku gSA iz'u djus dh izo`fr vkSj okn&fookn 
dh laLÑfr ;gk¡ egt d{kk rd gh lhfer ugha gS] cfYd nsj rd gksus okyh 
ifCyd ehfVxksa vkSj <kck rd QSyh gqbZ gSA NksVs 'kgjksa&xk¡oksa ls vkus okys 
;qokvksa ds fy, fo'ofo|ky; ds 'kq:vkrh fnu rjg&rjg ds vuqHko okys 
gksrs gSaA fdlh dks vaxzsthnka] fcankl yM+fd;ksa dh ek;k Hkjekrh gS rks fdlh 
dks ;gk¡ dk badykch ekgkSyA dgrs gSa ;g og txg gS tgk¡ gj lky dbZ 
jkelthou curs gSaA vkt ;gk¡ ftl ̂vQykrwuh eksgCcr* dh ckr gksus yxh 
gS mudk fodkl ;ksa gh pan fnuksa esa ugha gks x;kA dbZ iqjkus crkrs gSa % ge rks 
galh rks Qalh ds QyQls okys lekt ls vk, FksA cM+k oDr tk;k gksus ds ckn 
tkuk fd og galh rks vkSj gh dqN dgrh FkhA vDlj gh ;g galh nksLrh dk 
vkea=.k FkhA ysfdu vkt oDr cny pqdk gSA nwj ls vkus okys ;qok Hkh bruh 
mEehn dk Hkkj ysdj ugha vkrs fd HkjHkjk dj fxjus dh ukScr vk tk,A

ckr etkd esa dgh xbZ ghS] ysfdu lp gS fd ts,u;w caxky] f=iqjk vkSj dsjy 
ds ckn Hkkjr dk ,d ,slk fo'ofo|ky; gS tgk¡ ij ekDlZoknh O;oLFkk vkSj 
fopkj gkoh jgs gSaA 'kq:vkrh fnuksa ls ysdj vc rd dSail ds vkSlr 
Nk=&Nk=kvksa vkSj v/;kidksa dk :>ku okeiaFkh fopkj/kkjk dh rjQ fn[krk 
gSA ;gk¡ dh nkf[kyk uhfr gh ,slh gS fd ftlesa xjhc] fiNM+s bykdksa ls vkus 
okys Nk=ksa dk izos'k vklku gks ldsA blds fy, mUgsa vfrfjDr ^Msfizos'ku 
ikbaV~l* fn, tkrs gSaA gkykafd 1984 esa bl uhfr dks jn~n dj fn;k x;kA 
nl lky ckn 1994 esa Nk=ksa ds vkanksyu ds ckn ;g nkf[kyk uhfr fQj ykxw 
dh xbZA 2003&2004 ds vdknfed l= esa 1318 Nk=ksa dk ukekadu gqvk 
ftlesa ls 594 Nk= fuEu rFkk e/; vk; oxZ ls FksA 724 Nk= mPp vk; oxZ 
ls FksA lkFk gh 354 Nk= ,sls Fks ftudh f'k{kk ifCyd Ldwyksa esa gqbZ Fkh tcfd 
964 Nk= ,sls Fks ftudh f'k{kk E;wfufliy ,oa xSj&ifCyd Ldwyksa esa gqbZ FkhA

ts,u;w esa Hkys gh [kkl fopkj/kkjk dk Qjgjk ygjkrk jgk] ij cnyko dh 
gok ;gk¡ Hkh iqjvlj jghA nks n'kd igys ;gk¡ fgUnh ,d lgeh gqbZ Hkk"kk FkhA 
vkt og ,d rkdr gSA dSail esa O;ogkj dh Hkk"kk ds :i esa fgUnh dh 
Lohdk;Zrk vaxzsth ls de ugha gSA fgUnh Hkkf"k;ksa ds ncncs ds vykok Vhoh 
pSuyksa us fgUnqLrkuh dks ;gk¡ dh lgt Hkk"kk cuk fn;k gSA ,d iqjkus dkejsM 
galdj dgrs gSa fd gekjs oDr esa izse djus ds fy, vaxzsth ds 'kCndks'k pkVs 
tkrs FksA vc yxrk gS fgUnh esa Hkh I;kj fd;k tk ldrk gSA ;g ckr Hkys gh 
gYdsiu esa dgh xbZ gS] ij vferkHk cPpu ls ysdj Vhoh ds ukeh izLrksrkvksa] 
fQYeh flrkjksa dh fgUnh us viuh Hkk"kk ds gd esa ekgkSy rks cuk gh fn;k gSA 
ts,u;w esa fgUnh dks ysdj ghuHkkouk ds fnu yn x, yxrs gSaA

igjkos ds ftØ ds fcuk ;gk¡ dh ckr v/kwjh gh jgsxhA ftl thal&dqrsZ vkSj 
>ksys dh 'kksgjr iwjs ns'k ds jks'ku[;kr ifjlj esa jgh] mldk tud ts,u;w 
gh gSA dHkh ;gk¡ iSaV&dksV igu dj pyus okyk vlgt gks tkrk Fkk] D;ksafd 
ts,u;w dh QDdM+h dk Ük`axkj thal&dqrsZ ls gh laHko FkkA vc cktkjoknh 
:>ku us ekgkSy cnyk gSA igjkos pky&pyu esa jaxhuh ;gk¡ Hkh vkbZ gSA yach 
dkjsa] eksckby ,d u;k lekt lkQ fn[kkus yxs gSaA BkB dk etkd mM+kus 
okys Hkh xkfM+;ksa ds ekWMy vkSj ekbyst ij eqckfglk djrs fn[k tk,saxsA 24



mnkjhdj.k dh thr dk ,d uewuk ;gk¡ Hkh ns[kk tk ldrk gSA gkykafd vfHkuo dkjesM lQkbZ esa dgrs gSa fd 
miHkksDrkoknh nkSj esa ge fMCckcan ugha jg ldrsA

cgjgky ts,u;w ds Nk=&Nk=kvksa dh oxZ psruk fdlh Hkh laLFkku dks ikB i<+k ldrh gSA ;s psruk mUgsa tkfr] /keZ] 
vk;&Hksn ls Åij ckSf)d Lrj ij ,d&nwljs ls tqM+us dks izsfjr djrh gSaA lekt'kkL= esa ,e-,- dj jgs jktLFkku ds 
ckcwyky Hkhy crkrs gSa( esjs eu esa viuh vkfFkZd&lkekftd i`"BHkwfe dk [;ky gj oDr jgrk gS] ij lgikBh fe=ksa vkSj 
f'k{kdksa us fdlh Hkh rjg dh ghueU;rk dks esjs vanj ?kj ugha djus fn;kA

futh vktknh dh Hkh cM+h uthj vkidks ;gha feysxhA bldk mnkgj.k ySafxd tkx:drk dks ysdj cuk;k x;k Qksje 
^vatqeu* gSA blds lnL; ekfj;ks dgrs gSa % eqacbZ ds ftl dkWyst ls eSaus Lukrd fd;k Fkk ogk¡ ,slh fdlh laLFkk ds ckjs 
esa lkspk Hkh ugha tk ldrkA ;gk¡ gj fdlh dks viuk Lisl feyk gSA eSa vxj leySafxd gw¡] blls nwljksa dks D;k ijs'kkuh 
gS \ß

ysfdu ,slk ugha gS fd ;g Lisl eq¡gekaxs fey x;k gksA blds fy, Nk=ksa us dkQh la?k"kZ fd;k gSA dSail ds vanj 
;kSu&mRihM+u dks jksdus ds fy, cuk laxBu th,ldS'k ftldk mnkgj.k gSA bldk xBu vkB ekpZ 1999 dks fd;k 
x;kA

fo'ofo+|ky; lgh ek;uksa esa vf[ky Hkkjrh; Lo:i dk izfrfuf/kRo djrk gSA dsjy ls ysdj d'ehj rd vkSj mÙkj iwoZ 
jkT;ksa ls ysdj e/; Hkkjr ds dksus&dksus ls ;gk¡ Nk= 'kq:vkrh fnuksa ls vkrs jgs gSaA ;g vkoklh; ifjlj Nk=&Nk=kvksa 
dks ,d&nwljs dks utnhd ls tkuus dk volj nsrk gSA tks dqN Hkh Hkzkafr;k¡ ;k iwoZxzg vU; tkfr ;k /keZ ds izfr jgrs gSa] 
/khjs&/khjs [kRe gksus yxrs gSaA vjch Hkk"kk vkSj lkfgR; esa 'kks/kjr vrkmj jgeku dgrs gSa % ^enjlk ls i<+us ds ckn 
tkfe;k fefy;k bLykfe;k esa tc eSaus nkf[kyk fy;k] ogk¡ viuksa ds chp gh fleVk jgkA ;gk¡ vkdj igyh ckj nqfu;k 
dks nwljksa dh utj ls ns[kkA*

blds ckotwn fons'kh Nk=ksa dks viuh vksj vkdf"kZr djus esa fo'ofo|ky; vHkh rd lQy ugha gks ik;k gSA ,d l= esa 
ceqf'dy 50&60 fons'kh Nk= ukekadu ysrs gSaA nks lky igys lekt'kkL= foHkkx us Xykscy LVMht izksxzke 'kq: fd;k 
Fkk ftlls fons'kh Nk=ksa dk vkuk c<+k gSA dguk gksxk fd fons'kh Nk=ksa dks dSail dh vkcks&gok esa <yrs nsj ugha yxrh 
gSA fgUnh esa ,e-,- dj jgs vesfjdk ds fofy;e Vk;yj us fiNys lky ̂vkbZlk* dh vksj ls Hkkjrh; Hkk"kk lkfgR; ,oa 
laLÑfr v/;;u laLFkku esa ^dkamflyj* ds in ds fy, pquko yM+dj lcdks pkSadk fn;k FkkA varjjk"Vªh; v/;;u 
laLFkku esa ,e-,- dj jgs fo;ruke ds Qkax flQZ fganh xkus lqurs gSa cfYd VwVh&QwVh fganh cksyus Hkh yxs gSaA

ts,u;w esa i<+kuk fdlds fy, Q[kz dh ckr ugha gSA dqNsd vioknksa dks NksM+ dj f'k{kdksa dh ubZ ih<+h us ns'k&fons'k ds 
vdknfed {ks= esa viuh n{krk lkfcr dh gSA 

dSail ds Nk= Hkys gh badkj djsa] ij dbZ v/;kid bl ckr dks Lohdkjrs gSa fd 70 ds n'kd ds eqdkcys orZeku esa 'kks/k 
dk Lrj bl laLFkku esa Hkh fxjk gSA izks- jksfeyk Fkkij dgrh gSa igys Nk=&Nk=kvksa esa 'kks/k dks ysdj tks mRlkg Fkk og 
de gqvk gSA bl mnklhurk ds fy, izks- vkuan dqekj lkekftd O;oLFkk dks T;knk ftEesnkj ekurs gSaA os dgrs gSa fd 
vkt bldh dksbZ xkjaVh ugha fd ;fn vkius ,d vPNh Fkhfll fy[k nh rks lEekutud ukSdjh fdlh dkWyst ;k 
fo'ofo|ky; esa ik gh tk,axsA

lÙkj ds n'kd esa ts,u;w Nk= la?k ds v/;{k jg pqds nsohizlkn f=ikBh crkrs gSa fd muds le; esa vkbZ,,l tSlh ijh{kk 
dh rS;kjh nks;e ntsZ dk dke ekuk tkrk FkkA Nk= bls Lohdkj djus esa 'kjekrs FksA ts,u;w ds Nk= jg pqds orZeku esa 
izkscs'kujh ¼izf'k{kq½ vkbZ,,l iz.ko T;ksfrukFk dgrs gSa] ̂ts,u;w ds f'kf{kr] tkx:d Nk= vxj vkbZ,,l Tok;u djrs gSa 
rks fuLlansg ukSdj'kkgh ds fy, vPNh ckr gSA ;kstuk cukus] muds fØ;kUo;u esa Nk=ksa dk vuqHko ykHknk;d gh gksxkA*

mnkjhdj.k ds ckn mPp f'k{kk ds {ks= esa jkT; dh ?kVrh Hkwfedk rFkk cs:[kh Nk=&Nk=kvksa ds chp fujk'kk dk okrkoj.k 
rS;kj dj jgh gSA Hkkjrh; Hkk"kk dsanz esa blh eghus viuh Fkhfll tek dj jgs QStku vgen dgrs gSa ̂ esjs lkeus cM+k 
loky gS fd blds ckn D;k \* ;gh fpark vFkZ'kkL= esa ih&,p-Mh- dj jgs jkekuan jke dh Hkh gSA os iwNrs gSa fd vxj 
volj cgqjk"Vªh; daifu;ksa ;k iz'kklfud lsokvksa esa gks rks dksbZ D;ksa ugha m/kj tk, \vkf[kjdkj ukSdjh rks lcdks djuh 
gSA

;g ekuuk gksxk fd oke ds bl x<+ esa cgqjk"Vªh; daifu;ksa dk n[ky c<+k gSA Ldwy vkQ vkV~Zl ,saM ,LFksfVDl vkSj ykW 
,saM xousZal tSls Ldwyksa esa QksMZ QkmaMs'ku dk iSlk yxk;k tk jgk gSA vFkZ'kkL=] fons'kh Hkk"kk ds Nk=ksa dks cgqjk"Vªh; 
daifu;k¡ Å¡ph ru[okg nsdj ys tk jgh gSA Nk= 'kks/k dks v/kchp NksM+dj ukSdjh djus dk yksHk laoj.k ugha dj ik jgs 
gSaA iz'u mBrk gS fd ,sls esa bl mPp v/;;u laLFkku esa 'kks/k dk Hkfo"; D;k gksxk \
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Ljksdkj vkSj lfØ;rk

fo'ofo|ky; esa ;g fdLlk vke gS fd iwoZ iz/kkuea=h bafnjk xk¡/kh dh ljdkj 
us okeiaFkh fopkj/kkjk okys cqf)thfo;ksa dks ,d Vkiw ij fcBk, j[kus ds fy, 
1969 esa ts,u;w dh LFkkiuk dh rkfd os ,d gh txg fleVs jgsA ysfdu 
fo'ofo|ky; dh Nk= jktuhfr dqN vyx gh fdLlk c;ka djrh gSA ;g 
ckr vkikrdky ds nkSjku gh lkQ gks xbZ Fkh fd ;gk¡ ds Nk=ksa ds lkekftd 
ljksdkj vkSj iz[kj jktuSfrd psruk egt dSail rd gh lhfer ugha gSA 
jk"Vªoknh dkaxzsl ikVhZ ds egklfpo nsohizlkn f=ikBh ¼MhihVh½ vkikrdky 
ds nkSjku Nk= la?k ds v/;{k FksA rRdkyhu iz/kkuea=h bafnjk xk¡/kh] tks 
fo'ofo|ky; dh dqykf/kifr Fkha] dks Nk=ksa ds Hkkjh fojks/k dk lkeuk djuk 
iM+k FkkA mu fnuksa dks ;kn djrs gq, MhihVh Hkkoqd gks mBrs gSaA os dgrs gSa % 
^Hkqykus ij tks vkSj Hkh ;kn vk,] Hkyk dksbZ ,sls dks dSls Hkqyk,A* ts,u;w ml 
nkSj esa rkuk'kkgh] vf/kuk;doknh 'kklu ds izfrjks/k dk dsUn FkkA ljdkj dh 
T;knfr;ksa dks >syrs gq, Nk=&Nk=kvksa us la?k"kZ tkjh j[kkA f=ikBh ehlk ds 
rgr fxj¶rkj dj fy, x,A fQj Hkh Nk= Hkwfexr jgdj yksdrkaf=d 
vf/kdkjksa dh iquizZfr"Bk ds fy, dke djrk jgkA 

ts,u;w Nk= la?k dh LFkkiuk flracj 1971 esa gqbZA Nk= la?k dk lafo/kku 
Nk=&Nk=kvksa us feydj rS;kj fd;kA bls cukus esa ekDlZoknh dE;wfuLV 
ikVhZds orZeku egklfpo izdk'k dkjr dh izeq[k Hkwfedk FkhA os 1973&74 esa 
Nk= la?k ds v/;{k FksA Nk= la?k ,d Lora= bdkbZ gS ftlesa iz'kklu dk 
dksbZ n[ky ugha gksrkA lafo/kku dh blh fof'k"Vrk ds dkj.k gh vkikrdky 
ds nkSjku Hkh Nk= la?k dks izfrcaf/kr ugha fd;k tk ldkA

1983 esa fo'ofo|ky; ds rRdkyhu dqyifr izks- ih,u JhokLro ds dk;Zdky 
ds nkSjku Nk=ksa ds ,d oxZ us ifjlj esa rksM+QksM+ vkSj fgalk dhA dqN Nk=ksa 
dks fu"dkflr Hkh fd;k x;k FkkA lkFk gh iz'kklu us Nk=ksa ds yksdrkaf=d 
fgr vkSj Msfizos'ku ikabV~l tSls izko/kkuksa ij vadq'k yxk;kA bl ,d ?kVuk 
dks NksM+dj dSail esa vkerkSj ij Nk=ksa dh jktuSfrd xfrfof/k;ka 'kkafriw.kZ 
jghaA gky ds dqN o"kksZa esa t:j fQj ls Nk=ksa ds dqN laxBuksa }kjk fgalk dh 
fNViqV ?kVuk,a lkeus vkbZ gSaA tgka ns'k ds vU; fo'ofo|ky;ksa ds Nk= la?k 
xSj&jktuhfrd xfrfof/k;ksa dk vM~Mk cu pqds gSaA ts,u;w Nk= la?k ,d 
ekWMy ds :i esa mHkjk gSA ;gka ij Nk= la?k pquko [kkl eqn~nksa dks ysdj 
fofHkUu Nk= laxBuksa esa okn&fookn ds tfj, lknxh vkSj 'kkafriw.kZ <ax ls 
laiUu gksrk gSA pquko ,d R;ksgkj dh rjg gS ftlesa dSail ds lHkh 
Nk=&Nk=kvksa dh Hkkxhnkjh gksrh gSA veweu ;gka dk gj Nk= fdlh u fdlh 
Nk= laxBu dk lnL; gksrk gSA ,d vkadM+s ds eqrkfcd igyh flrEcj 
2003 rd fo'ofo|ky; esa Nk=&Nk=kvksa dh dqy la[;k 4857 FkhA Nk= la?k 
pquko ds ,d fnu igys gksus okyk v/;{kh; okn&fookn bl pquko dk 
fnypLi igyw gSA uCcs ds n'kd ls igys ;gka dh Nk= jktuhfr ,l,QvkbZ 
¼LVwMsaV QsMjs'ku vkQ bafM;k½ fo:) ,QVh ¼Ýh FkhadlZ½ ds f}/kqzoh; dksus 
rd gh fleVh FkhA uCcs ds ckn jk"Vªh; Lrj ij ns'k esa tks jktuhfrd 
ifjn`'; Fkk og ;gka Hkh [kqy dj mHkjkA eaMy vkSj eafnj dh jktuhfr dh 
vuqxqat ;gka Hkh lqukbZ nhA bUgha o"kksZa esa vf[ky Hkkjrh; fo|kFkhZ ifj"kn] 
us'kuy LVwMsaV ;wfu;u vkQ bafM;k vkSj vky bafM;k LVwMsaV ,lksfl,'ku 
mHkjkA

mu fnuksa dks ;kn djrs gq, 1993&94 esa Nk= la?k ds v/;{k jg pqds iz.k; 
Ñ".k dgrs gSa % ,l,QvkbZ dh oke jktuhfr ls csgrj fodYi vkSj 
nf{k.kiaFkh Nk= jkthufr ls vkbZ pqukSrh dks vkbZlk us c[kwch Lohdkj fd;kA 
fnoaxr Nk= usrk panz'ks[kj] ftudh 31 ekpZ 1997 dks fcgkj ds floku esa 26



gR;k dj nh xbZ] ds tq>k: O;fDrRo dks ml nkSj ds Nk= vkt Hkh ;kn djrs gSaA panz'ks[kj vkbZlk ls nks ckj Nk= la?k ds 
v/;{k pqus x, FksA oke ds bl x<+ esa ,chohih ds lanhi egkik=k 2000&2001 esa v/;{k pqus x, FksA ;gka Nk=&Nk=kvksa 
dk ,d cM+k oxZ gS tks jktuhfr dks vkin/keZ ds :i esa ysrk gSA gkykafd gky ds lkyksa esa jktuhfr ds izfr ,d fdLe dh 
mnklhurk vkSj dfjvj ds izfr fo'ks"k lfØ;rk fn[kkbZ nsrh gSA ij orZeku Nk= la?k dh v/;{k eksuk nkl blls badkj 
djrh gSaA os Nk=ksa dh jktuhfrd tkx:drk ds :i esa ,d cgqjk"Vªh; daiuh ds dkWQh dkuZj ds fo:) blh lky rS;kj 
tuer dk mnkgj.k nsrh gSaA ij tSlk fd Nk= la?k ds v/;{k jg pqds ¼1974&1975½ izks- vkuan dqekj dgrs gSa % 
^jktuhfr ds izfr fujk'kk vkSj mnklhurk iwjs ns'k esa gS---- fQj Hkh ts,u;w ds Nk=ksa us vius ifjlj dh t:jrksa vkSj ns'k] 
nqfu;k ds izfr ,d U;wure ljksdkj vkSj lfØ;rk dh ijaijk dks cuk, j[kk gSA*

& vjfoan nkl
¼tulÙkk] jfookj 31 tqykbZ 2005 ls lkHkkj½

f'k{kk ds {ks= esa tokgjyky usg: fo'ofo|ky; dks vUrjjk"Vªh; [;kfr izkIr gSA ;g Hkkjr dk 'kh"kZ ckSf)d dsUnz cu 
pqdk gSA ;gka ds moZj efLr"d okys Nk= uoksfnr Hkkjr dks fn'kk nsus esa l{ke gSa vkSj vklsrq fgeky; ds foLr`r HkwHkkx esa 
os ,slk vy[k txk Hkh jgs gSaA Hkkjrh; lafo/kku ds ifjizs{; esa jk"Vªh; ,drk ,oa v[kaMrk] /keZfujis{krk vkSj ekuoh; 
laosnuk ljh[ks eqn~nksa dh odkyr djus rFkk varjjk"Vªh; fopkj/kkjkvksa dk Hkkjrh; ifjizs{; esa ewY;kadu djds lEc)Zu 
vkSj laj{k.k djus esa ;gka ds ekStwn vkSj ;gka ls eqDr gks pqds f'k{kkfonksa vkSj Nk=ksa dk ;ksxnku vge ekuk tkrk gSA ;gka 
ds ckSf)d ifjos'k dk eSa dk;y gw¡ vkSj esjs thou dks thoarrk iznku djus esa bldk vge ;ksxnku gSA

eSa mu yegksa dks ugha Hkwy ikrk gwa tc eq>s ;gka izos'k ikus dk ekSdk feyk ,d ekufodh fo"k; ds Lukrd Nk= ds :i esaA 
rc eSa ftu xzkeh.k i`"BHkwfe okys 'kgj Hkkxyiqj ¼fcgkj½ tks ,d foyst Vkmu gS] ls ;gka vk;k FkkA gekjs jksy ekWMy dqN 
vkSj Fks vkSj lksp Hkh dqN ,slh oSlh ghA fdUrq ;gka ds Xykscy bUok;jesaV us esjs fnyksfnekx dks bruk izHkkfor vkSj izsfjr 
fd;k fd u dsoy esjk jksy ekWMy cny x;k cfYd lkspus le>us dk rjhdk HkhA eq>s ;g crkus esa dksbZ ladksp ugha gS 
fd vkt Hkh xzkeh.k i`"BHkwfe okys yksxksa dk jksy ekWMy dksbZ ncax O;fDr gksrk gS vkSj fof/kd 'kfDr;ksa ls ySl ukSdj'kkgA 
/kuh ekuh O;fDr Hkh bu tSlksa ls lca/k LFkkfir djus dks ykykf;r jgrs gSaA ;s fo}kuksa ds dnznku gSa ;k oSls gh tSlk gksuk 
pkfg,A ;g esjk lkSHkkX; gh jgk fd eSa ml Hkkxyiqj ds ,d vfr izfrf"Br Vh,uch dkWyst dk Nk= FkkA ;g ogh Hkw[kaM gS 
tgka ds iqjkru foØef'kyk fo'ofo|ky; esa dHkh Kku vkSj ckSf)d txr dh varjjk"Vªh; ygjsa@rjaxsa fgyksjk fy;k 
djrh Fkh vkSj nwj&nwj ds fo}ku ;gka i<+us vkrs FksA fygktk Kku dh izkfIr ds izfr eq>esa yyd Fkh ij oSlk okrkoj.k 
ogka ugha FkkA ckSf)d lEink dks gkfly djus vkSj lEof)Zr djus dh ftKklk eq>esa FkhA vkSj gekjs izkjafHkd xq#tu 
blds fy, gj oDr izksRlkfgr Hkh djrs Fks esjs VSysUV dks ns[krs gq, ysfdu ml okrkoj.k us eq>s ,d gn rd izHkkfor 
fd;kA fQj Hkh nqfu;k dks le>us ds fy, esjk Kku fiiklq eu mrkoyk Fkk vkSj blh mrkoysiu us eq>s esVªksikfyVu 
dYpj vkSj Xykscy ifjos'k ds lfEeJ.k ls le`) ts,u;w dSEil dh vksj lgt gh vkdf"kZr dj MkykA Nk= thou esa eSa 
vius lhfu;lZ ls ;gka ds ckjs esa lquk djrk Fkk] ysfdu ;gka ds Nk= ds :i esa eSaus tks eglwl fd;k og vke ugha [kkl 
FkkA [kkl bl ek;us esa fd ;gka ls vyx gksdj d'ehj ls dU;kdqekjh vkSj dPN ls flypj rd ds fdlh Hkh HkwHkkx esa 
dk;Zjr ;k mn;ekuA ts,u;w dk dksbZ Hkh fo|kFkhZ ml ekgkSy dks iqu% ikus ds fy, ykykf;r jgrk gS tSlk og vjkoyh 
dh okfn;ksa esa fLFkr ts,u;w dSEil esa xqtkj ¼chrk½ pqdk gksrk gS ij feyrk gS mls dkLesfVd O;fDrRoA 

eSa Hkkjrh; lH;rk vkSj laLÑfr ds mnkÙk fopkjksa ls vuqizkf.kr jgk gw¡A 'kq: esa ;gka dk if'peh lH;rk vkSj laLÑfr 
ljh[kk [kqykiu dqN vViVk yxk ysfdu og furkar osLVuZ ugha fn[kkA Hkkjrh; ifjos'k esa og [kqykiu ,d gn rd 
lkFkZd yxk vkSj gekjh laLÑfr Hkh blls le`) gqbZA

esjs vanj esa dqN dj xqtjus dh ftKklk dh tks ykS izTofyr gksrh jgrh Fkh] mls ;gka ds ifjos'k ls ,d izsj.kk feyhA 
njvly esjh ftKklk dh ykS ds fy, ts,u;w dSEil ,d iz;ksx'kkyk dh rjg fn[kk ftlesa eSa vius fopkjksa dk iz;ksx 
djrk jgk vkSj blh ls eq>s fn'kk Hkh feyhA ;gka ds Nk= xqV ls dHkh izHkkfor ugha jgk vkSj ;gka ds xqtjrs fnuksa ds gj 
iy ls lh[k ysus dks iz;kljr jgkA ;gka ds esl] <kck] dSaVhu] yk;czsjh vkfn txgksa ij tks ckSf)d vknku&iznku dk 
volj feyrk gS] og Dykl :e ds vykok vius vkidks tkuus vkSj rjklus dk vPNk ekSdk iznku djrk gS vkSj eSaus 
bldk ykHk mBk;kA ftl fnu eSa oafpr jgrk ml fnu ml iy ls foLFkkfir jgus dh Vhl lkyrh jgrh FkhA eSa vius 
thou dks ,d ubZ fn'kk nsus ds fy, lnSo rRij jgk vkSj ukSdj'kkgh ,oa O;kolkf;d izca/ku ljh[ks LFkkfir {ks= ls brj 

ts,u;w dk ckSf)d ifjos'k vkSj esjk vuqHko
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lektlsok ds ek/;e ls ekuoh;rk vkSj jk"Vªh;rk ds ewY;ksa dks lEcf)Zr 
djus gsrq eSaus vius vkidks lefiZr dj fn;k vkSj mlh jkg dk eSa ,d jkgh gw¡ 
vkSj vius lgikfB;ksa rFkk lhfu;lZ] twfu;lZ ls bl fn'kk esa lfØ; lksp 
fodflr djus dh vis{kk Hkh j[krk gw¡A dSEil ds ioZ&R;ksgkj vkSj Nk= 
pquko ls ge lHkh ftankfny cus vkSj iztkra= dk vFkZ le>sA

vycÙkk tc ckgj dh nqfu;k gekjs ekufld Lrj ls eSp ugha djrh rks eq>s 
,d nwljs ls fcNqM+dj fQj ls tqM+us dh reUuk fgykSjs ekjus yxha vkSj vius 
gh rjg ds ,d lekt tks fd ts,u;w ds vykok fdlh vkSj ifjos'k ds yksxksa 
ls eSp ugha [kkrk ftlds QyLo:i eSaus 1998 ls ts,u;w ds vksYM Cok;t dks 
,d txg bDdV~Bk djds feyus dk iz;kl fd;k vkSj tc ge ,slk djus esa 
lQy jgs rc eSaus ik;k fd ,d&nwljs ls feyus okys yksxksa esa izkS<+koLFkk esa Hkh 
fd'kksjkoLFkk dk mRlkg fn[kkA eSa ;g mEehn djrk gwa fd o"kZ nj o"kZ ge 
lHkh ,d nwljs ls :c: gksrs jgsaxs vkSj vius rjg dk lekt cukus esa lQy 
jgsaxsA

& T;ksfr dqekj flag
¼lnL;] ,vkbZlhlh] 1991&96½
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ALUMNI MEMORIES 

DREAM DESTINATION 
When the rest of the Delhi is struggling for an inch of space to survive, 1100 acres of lush greenery comforts just 
10,000 members of the JNU community. The per capita area occupied by a JNUite is the highest in the capital. With the 
increasing attention of the government towards building knowledge capital, JNU is going to have a financial ball also in 
the future. Even in the days when scholarship and financial crunch was strangulating the students, Rs. 1500/- in hand 
gave a royal life. With Rs. 8 a movie ticket in Priya, Rs.700 monthly mess bill, Rs.3 chai and pakoda in Ganga dhaba, life 
was royally led on campus. Outside the main gate it was frying with exorbitant costs and difficulty. These comforts 
have bred laziness in some of us and prevented from venturing out often. 

Any denial of movie tickets or other services promptly attracted slogan shouting and dharnas. Fearing such unwanted 
scenes, JNUites were given special treatment in the capital. Even a shoe shop owner in Saroji Nagar market melts his 
heart and gives a heavy concession of 25% when he hears the usual bargain plea of a JNUite. “Bhaiya hum student hai. 
Hamare pass itne paise kahan hai?”  Without any class distinction JNUites adopt the same technique. It is where 
students from upper class families were forced to abandon their class arrogance and became enlightened citizens. 
Some of them have become national heroes fighting for the “proletariat”. In chasing this dream destination a few could 
not find an exit.  

I remember the popular joke. A fresher in the month of September was struggling to find a way to the North Gate to 
walk down to Basant Lok. He asked his senior for the way out and got a philosophical reply. “I am in the campus for ten 
years and not finding a way out and you came last month to find an exit?” This statement summarizes the difficulty of a 
firmly rooted campus member. 

Another gentleman came to the campus for B.A in 1990 and reached the final stage of Ph.D in 2002. Despite five years 
of Ph.D, he could not write a single chapter. Citing the impact of communal violence in Gujarat on his psyche he got one 
year extension beyond the IX B clause. Still he could not move forward in his thesis work. Next year he applied for a 
fresh Ph.D in a newly formed centre. This was to avail of the cool campus life for five more years! Complaints poured 
against such mockery cases to the dean. Not knowing what to do with this emotionally attached senior most student 
member, the Dean pulled the main plug and said “you can do ten more Ph.Ds but we cannot provide you the hostel”. 
Next week the disappointed JNUite joined a college to teach.

A JNUite who is working in a topmost MNC is often seen in the campus even after his exit five years earlier. He had a 
readymade reply to those who asked him for the reason for frequent trips to campus. “I come for a haircut here which is 
cheapest in the city (Rs.15)”. From Kamla Nagar he drives down every week for haircut! The petrol cost for his travel is 
Rs.250 and the haircut cost is Rs.15. One can hear such stories often from the deeply rooted former JNU students.

If one thinks that this is the case of a few abnormal students, it is wrong. A reputed professor, after all the possible 
extensions, kept postponing the surrender of his official house. When I went to his house on the final day, he was sitting 
in the centre of his empty house with two hands on cheek. “Look at my status. I don't feel like going away from this 
place” he said. Despite having a palatial residence 30 kms away from the campus, his emotional attachment with JNU 
refused him to be detached. One can see more evidence for this from the large-scale presence of retired JNU staff in and 
around Munirka.

In a short period of four decades, the university has carved a niche for itself in the entire South Asia. It has become the 
popular Indian stop over for every visiting foreign dignitary. Today no government policy making body, news channel, 
print media, academic institution, embassy is complete without the presence of a JNUite. Civil service is another area 
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where JNU students make a distinct mark in large numbers every year. 
Some of the latest scientific achievements have come from the campus. 
Americans are hunting for JNU brains to fix anthrax problems.  

From my personal observations of 8 years, I can firmly say that students 
from extremely backward regions have reached top positions. They started 
with no basics including knowledge and money. Now they are shining with 
all glory. If today Kalahandi, Koraput, Keonjar, Gaya, Nalanda, Bhagalpur, 
Chitrakoot is brimming with hope, it is because of some of the proud 
JNUites.  

The universal image of a JNUite is “jholawala” who talks passionately 
about social inequalities. When some one in the world starts with “there is a 
gap between rich and poor” then rest of the crowd can sense the speaker is 
from JNU. 

Study, struggle, simplicity and survival are the four mantras. In scholarship 
the university has established a special name. In the struggle to achieve 
student rights no university has played such a powerful role in the world in 
recent times. Simplicity is the lifeline of JNU. A stranger can never believe 
the global popularity of some of the eminent scholars of the campus from 
their appearance. Profs. Bipin Chandra and Yogendra Singh still reflect that 
trademark simplicity despite conquering intellectual Everest peaks. I often 
abandon the desire for consumer durables because of my teachers, Profs. 
Anand Kumar and Avijit Pathak. They carry the aura of simplicity and 
continue to have an impact on me. Prof. Varyam Singh and Saxena are 
walking geniuses keeping alive the rich tradition of the prestigious 
university.   

Any visitor can decode the unique culture of JNU. With the presence of 
students from all states of the country and fifty nationalities, it showcases 
itself as an ethno museum. A fine mix of radicals and liberals keep the 
arguments interesting. Agreeing to disagree is the fine line adopted here.  
Marx, Manu and Mahatma were given life in everyday debates. No wonder 
the presidential debates during student election attract the largest media 
contingent for any such university event in the world. Our election is our 
main festival.

There is a vast change in the outlook and lifestyles of the campus members, 
in these days of globalization and consumer culture. From kurta pajama to 
Pepe jeans and T-shirts, from scribbling pads to laptops, from walking to 
driving, from roti sabzi to pizzas, doubtlessly the unchangeable world of 
JNU has changed finally. Call centres and cool centres have taken them 
away to give money for work to spend to enjoy. But, despite all physical 
changes the typical JNUite will remain a JNUite at heart and soul.  
A. Prabaharan, Director, Public Action
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AFTER ME THE DELUGE!
It was the most distinguished group of historians closeted in one single room that I had encountered yet. I walked in to 
face the interview for admission to M.Phil/Ph.D at the Centre of Historical Studies (CHS) on a rather sultry forenoon. 
That I could not put names to the faces helped to mitigate the intimidating feeling. I was soon put at ease though 
questions flew from various directions. I had proposed to work on the Tamil 'Renaissance' and was therefore on a 
strong wicket. Was it my delusion that my enthusiastic responses had dazzled the committee! The interview had gone 
on for a reasonable time when what turned out to be the last question was thrown at me: 'Who taught you the history 
of Tamilnadu?' I had studied through distance education, I said somewhat sheepishly. A hushed silence fell on the 
room.

Fancying a bank job would give me the financial security to pursue a literary career I had studied B.Com. In my first year 
in college I stepped into the Archives tracking the inspiring figure of V.O. Chidambaram Pillai. In the musty corridors of 
the Tamilnadu Archives Clio, the muse seduced me. By the end of college I was sure that I wanted to be a historian. 
Dissatisfied with the state of social science in Tamilnadu I chose to acquire a post-graduate degree in History through 
correspondence course while working at the amazing library called Maraimalai Adigal Library. By the time I came to 
JNU I had published works of history and had contributed to journals such as EPW.
To the lasting credit of CHS not only was I selected but also topped the lista fact resented by my batch mates! I was 
agog with excitement. Even as I waited for the results to be announced I explored the campus, its bookshops and 
library. Looking forward to being in JNU. Of meeting and learning from scholars whom I had only read. 

I took a week's break to say goodbye to my family in Chennai. But when I returned the campus had changed 
unrecognisably. After me it was the deluge, quite literally! I had left a left-radical campus. But returned to find students 
under the banner of anti-reservation. 

They were heady days. The experience of living away from home. On one's own. With nothing to do but read, talk, 
argue…. Drafting pamphlets. Criticizing others'. Add to it classroom lectures. Seminars. Dinner-time meetings. Given 
the social stigma attached to studying history in Tamilnadu ('Going all the way to Delhi, to study history!'my 
neighbour's comment) the pride of place that history commands in JNU was exhilarating. 

Student politics in Tamilnadu had been killed by MGR. Strikes by studentsfor the Tamils killed in Sri Lankaan annual 
ritual had meant only holidays. So the experience of JNUSU was novel. The system of JNUSU elections conducted by 
the students themselves is something we can all be proud of. The galaxy of big politicians who came to campaign was 
spectacular. As is the tradition of having to field questions after the talk.

With no idea of the demands of tutorial writinga particularly rigorous CHS regimen that I am eternally grateful forI 
hopped from class to class auditing courses and attending lectures. It was the last year of teaching for Romila Thapar 
and Bipan Chandra. Romila's surgical precision of lecturing and Bipan's evangelical zeal to prevent the misguided sheep 
from following the Satanic Subalterns were impressive.  Neeladri Bhattacharya's engagement with the latest in 
scholarship and an insatiable enthusiasm for every new idea were inspirational. 

Ganga Dhaba was an institution. E.P. Thompson was said to have drunk tea there. But I stuck to Nilgiri Dhaba. I ate the 
first stuffed parathas of my life. The combination of aloo paratha and double-egg bujjiya (actually made of only one and 
a half eggs) is unbeatable. Meals at Gopalan's (the only canteen in the world to provide library facilities) was an apology 
for a south Indian but appreciated all the same. 

Lest it be thought I am digressing too much on matters culinary let me say that it determined my JNU life. The daily 
staple of dry rotis, aloo and dhal is enough to make any Tamil contemplate murder, mayhem or renunciation. The smell 
of Poorvanchal Hostel mess, my first introduction to hostel food, still haunts my nightmares (like the toilets!). In a 
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semester's time I had caught gastritis, its effects unshakeable after almost 
two decades, prompting me to opt for a direct PhD. With a particularly 
understanding supervisor in K.N. Panikkar I finished 'a very un-JNU-like 
dissertation' (in the words, a compliment presumably, of a historian I 
respect,) which I am told is the quickest at CHS. Such is the power of food!

JNU, I have found over the years, has opened doors for me across the world 
even if one has had to be at the receiving end of petty-minded prejudice in 
provincial universities where I taught for many years. I have little patience 
for the question whether one is a Marxist, communist, Leftistall used 
synonymously. 

The greatest education was the community. The student profile was truly 
national. My Tamil 'chauvinism' notwithstanding, I made more friends 
among other linguistic communities. The awareness of difference enriched 
me. The political culture of Kerala. The protest songs of the left. My earlier 
mainstream indifference to the North-East. The ignorance of Hindi zealots. I 
knew more about Premchand and Vidyapati than the Hindi advocates (who 
are of two kinds: the first insist that all Indians learn Hindi compulsorily 
while the second assert that it be voluntary).

I loved JNU. But detested Delhi. The rudeness and the rush of the city 
sickened me. Civility was sadly missing. Rudeness was the armour. 
Aggression the primary form of engagement with the fellow citizen. So I 
stayed cocooned in JNU which, compared to the big bad Delhi outside, was 
'the heart of a heartless world, the sigh of the oppressed', until it became 
the opium of intellectuals. 
A.R. Venkatachalapathy, Professor, Madras Institute of Development 
Studies, Chennai. He studied at CHS during 1990-94.

Actually I was a student of the Institute of Russian Studies which was 
founded in 1965.  JNU was inaugurated on the 14 November, 1969 
through its very first Convocation.  Since I.R.S. was merged into JNU, our 
batch was the first official batch of students passing out of JNU.  We 
received our degrees in the inaugural convocation.  Since my roll number 
was 01, I received degree no. 01 from JNU.  That is how I am associated 
with JNU.  I remember that the function was held at Vigyan Bhawan and 
Khan Abdul Gaffar Khan was present on the occasion. So, in a sense, we 
were the first students of the University.

A university must groom pioneers in all fields of social life.  Idealism must be 
encouraged and social ailments such as casteism must be eradicated.  This 
has unfortunately not happened in most of the Indian Universities.  
According to Nehru, a university is a place where all kinds of knowledge 
blossom.  It should be a place where the young generation comes into full 
bloom.  Etymologically, it is a place of universal values.  It is therefore a 
place where universal values (and not globalization) must thrive.  

DEGREE NO 01
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Universities should not produce robots.  Universities must not be used for vested interests.  Universities must not 
create committees for inequality.  Inequality in terms of caste has been perpetuated for centuries.  But universities in 
India must strive to discontinue this and show a way to the nation.
Abhay Maurya, Vice-Chancellor, EFLU

JNU is a world in itself. It has a beautiful campus isolated from the rest of the city. The campus is located on a hilly 
terrain in the south of Delhi. The terrain being an extension of the Aravali hills is home to many species of plants and 
animals. The campus is extremely beautiful and looks as if this place was just created for this University. It has some 
kind of magical influence on the new entrants who suddenly turn to a new dress codemainly kurta-pajama and 
chappals, and take an ideological leaning to the left. JNU is known as the bastion of the left and to an extent this image 
has stayed on the campus since the day it was founded. Since that time in the annual student presidential elections the 
left parties have been dominating. A sub-culture has evolved within the campus over the years. It enriches the lives of 
the new-comers and in turn the gets enriched by the experiences brought by the students from the different regions, 
cultures, religions and societies who join the mainstream of JNU. It has many residential hostels where students from 
the different parts of the country live and study. The campus has many Dhabas that serve tea, snacks and other 
necessities of the students at subsidized rates. One of the Dhabas named after the river Ganges 'Ganga dhaba' is very 
popular among the students inside as well as outside the JNU campus. It is a symbol of the JNU sub-culture as is the 
bus number 615 which links the main city from the campus. Thus from the ideological leaning to the dress code and the 
means of transport and places to eat, JNU stands apart from the rest of the Universities in India. In the terms of gender 
equality and liberty the campus is the most liberal in the country. It has the hostels where the boys and the girls live and 
dine together. There is no restriction on the movement of the students anywhere and anytime in the campus except 
that boys can't enter the girls' hostels while girls can come to boys' hostels.

In these settings I joined JNU in the late August of the year 2000, the School of Social Sciences in the Center for the 
Study of Regional Development (CSRD) for a Master of Arts degree in Geography. I had joined this course with the hope 
that it will allow me enough time to study for my Civil Services exam but on the contrary it hardly gave me time to 
recreate. I decided to leave the course and straight away prepare for the competitive exam. I knew that I would face the 
problem of accommodation if I left JNU. Now I was in a dilemma. I had to think something fast as time was running out. 
I looked for some options to live outside the campus but it created new problems- the problem of heavy monthly rent 
and food. JNU hostels at least ensured that I could manage in just Rupees 1000 per month and food was taken care of 
by the hostel mess. I decided to stay in the campus, do the course and prepare for the Civil Services exam at the same 
time. How could I do that in the limited time I had? I made myself very focused. I did not need a MA degree but I needed 
the hostel so I continued in the course but just on the fringes while I found the right kind of people to prepare for the 
exam. 

Today I am in the Indian Foreign Service posted in Moscow. I owe a big debt to JNU for shaping my goals constructively 
and taking me to the peak of my career. 
Abhay.K, IFS

To say that JNU was a turning point in the lives of many of us who joined JNU during the 70s would be an 
understatement. However, the experience of most institutions of higher learning would contribute to change for those 
who pass through its corridors; so what was so distinct about JNU? 
The environment in JNU during those years was dynamic  full of ideological debates, intellectual striving and an 
overwhelming social concern. This was no ivory tower of academic learning but one with inspiring teachers, a vibrant 
student community and a certain kind of political milieu that forced you to connect with the wider socio-economic, 
political as well as the cultural reality both nationally and internationally. This did not imply a mere academic 

MY YEARS AT JNU

MY EXPERIENCE OF JNU OF THE 70S

A
LU

M
N

I M
EM

O
R

IES

33



engagement but demanded a commitment to processes of change both 
individually and socially. One was forced to think beyond oneself. Even for 
the most determined it was difficult to be untouched by the idealism that 
prevailed. 

The campus politics was dominated by left student organizations, so even 
those who argued against it were forced to respond on the agenda of the 
left. The seriousness of approach, intellectual engagement backed by 
rigorous academic learning was an important aspect of this tradition and 
set the tone of the campus life and its concerns. As a result JNU despite 
being an extremely politically charged university was able to maintain high 
academic standards and discipline even during extensive political action or 
protest.

But the irreverence for authority, tradition and all that passed as 'normal' 
due to persistent questioning shook many of us to the core and challenged 
many of our fundamental beliefs. The challenge was even greater because 
the issue was not just to reproduce the right arguments in term papers and 
exams but of assimilation into one's basic value system. Such 
contradictions were personally difficult to resolve and put many students 
under great stress. However, participation at different levels in student 
bodies, in academic debates, or just arguing at Chacha's dhaba helped us 
understand not only issues but also ourselves.

JNU was relatively small in those days and the student population, both 
girls and boys, interacted rather closely. Thanks to the admission policy at 
that time there could not be a more socially, culturally and economically 
diverse group than the student body of JNU. Many of us were confronted 
with the 'other' who we had never interacted with, understood, or 
appreciated, I think this was another important characteristic of JNU 
which contributed not only to a better social understanding but to our 
questioning many latent prejudices which we carried as a result of being 
products of an extremely hierarchical society. Many myths of class/urban 
monopoly of knowledge and wisdom were shattered. This is not to say that 
JNU created an ideal democratic and egalitarian society within the campus; 
it had all the contradictions of its time  after all, it remained a part of a 
wider society but each prejudice was questioned, each act of unfairness 
was condemned. I feel extremely proud and grateful for having been part of 
JNU of the 70s.
Abhilasha Kumari, 1974-76 Batch 

It has almost been twenty years since I left JNU. (I was there from 1982 to 
1988) Looking back at those days I have a pleasant sense of nostalgia. 
Amidst a rigorous academic schedule we found time to make friends, to 
make our choices regarding what we were doing and what path we would 
eventually take. We also invested considerable amount of time in actually 
working on our choices. These choices could revolve around an academic 
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project or a political one. Of course in those days for many of us the two were interlinked.

Why was the question of choice important to us? I believe it stemmed from a deep rooted belief that we could actually 
work our way through any situation. This optimism was important in the global context of cold war rivalries and a 
society frozen from the fears of a possible nuclear winter. Here in JNU was a niche where we could debate, deliberate 
and come up with options. That the real world outside imposed constraints on exercising these options we were well 
aware, but the important thing was that we could dream and also see some of us carrying our dreams forward.

In retrospect what were our limitations? I think we erred too much on the side of the 'political'. We let the' political' 
encroach on the possibilities which the civil society held out for us. Don't get me wrong. I am not jettisoning the political 
choices we or I made. But in the process I think we could not overcome the very frozen state the political institutions of 
that time were caught up in. Thus perhaps we scripted our way back in to the labyrinths we were trying to get out of.
Ajay Mahurkar, CHS/SSS, 1982-88

I joined JNU in 1990 after my graduation from Utkal University, Orissa. The reason for coming to JNU was to build my 
career.  Before 1990, all the while I was in a town which had only one college and was away form the hub of learning in 
Cuttack and Bhubaneswar.  I was convinced that I can not do anything except farming unless I left the village.  I found 
a friend who was studying in JNU and he inspired me to come to JNU, where I could get not only the best of education 
but also an affordable environment.  To be precise, I had never even dreamt that one could study in Delhi with Rs. 400 
per month, that too in a premier institute like JNU.  The admission test was an excellent and fair way of getting into the 
university and pursuing education.

I'll put it in the simplest words, (and believe me, I'm not exaggerating) my JNU experience is that piece of my life around 
which all my success, achievements and accomplishments have evolved.  Learning, no doubt, was incredible but the 
most important thing was that despite lacking in good communication skills and control over English language I could 
learn and complete my M.A. and I also made it to M.Phil which I could never complete.

One lovely aspect of my life in JNU was my relationship with GJV Prasad, my my teacher in English who taught me in 
Hinglish and encouraged me to speak and get command over the English language.  I just can't forget till the end of my 
life that whatever I have achieved today comes from only those three years of inspiring association with my teachers in 
JNU.  I would also like to thank all those who taught me  Prof. Kapil Kapoor, Prof. Harish Narang, Porf. Vaishna Narang. 
Prof. Sareen, Prof. Gill, Prof. Gupta, and Prof. Meenakshi Mukherjee.  They might have forgotten me as I was the 
lowest scoring student but I can not forget them and I think that together they formed a great pool of knowledge. 

My colleagues in JNU were arguably the best. In their association I learnt a lot.  Most importantly, being a guy who 
could not afford even the monthly fee of Rs. 400, I was supported by my colleagues financially too.  What else can I ask 
for from the University?

JNU culture is not only about classroom studies but also about the library, Ganga Dhaba discussions over tea, post-
dinner meetings with guests in the dining hall who come from different streams to discuss various aspects of the socio-
economic scenario of the county.  It gives you knowledge and confidence to face any given situation and an ability to 
make correct decisions.
Well, JNU was never relaxed for me.  I was the captain of the Cricket and Football team of the university.  I promoted 
sports which the university guys never got involved in.  Hence, I was always busy after classes.

The fundamentals, on which this university was built to bring forth the most deprived students from the remotest 
places in the country and to provide education at the most affordable rates, still continue to mesmerize me.  Being a 
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rustic and having no means to afford even the bare minimum, I am proud to 
say that the university gave me the education and ability to become what 
the university gave me education and ability to become what I am today 
despite all odds.  Hence the message is that JNU is one of the best places 
for all those who want to learn and who have a vision.  It has given me life.  
What else can one ask for from a university?  However much the path 
ahead looks difficult, just don't give up.  I would like to convey my best 
wishes to all the JNUites.  If I can ever be of any help to any of you, I would 
be more than happy to do it you are all my family members of JNU…. I owe a 
lot to this place.
Akshaya Sethi, Future Generali

I joined JNU for an MA in English literature in 1997 after completing 
graduation from Miranda House, Delhi University and was a student of the 
university till 2005. As a new student, many things immediately struck me 
as remarkable  sharing courses and classroom space with seniors without 
any sense of hierarchy, having classmates from very diverse socio-
economic and regional backgrounds, the friendly and democratic approach 
of teachers towards students especially manifested in my Centre through 
teaching methods wherein students were allowed to take the lead in 
classroom discussions with the faculty merely moderating our views, and a 
spontaneous strike and mass demonstration of students and teachers 
against an incident of rape of a minor girl in JNU who was being trafficked 
into sex trade. 

Being a student who had been active in sports, drama and other activities 
during college days, I initially missed most of the action in JNU as a day-
scholar. So, three months into the university, when one of my seniors 
broached the topic of contesting elections from the SFI, noticing my 
somewhat leftwing views, I enthusiastically jumped at the opportunity of 
participating in 'extra-curricular' activities. Soon, however, I was drawn 
deeply into the student movement of JNU, holding the posts of SL 
Councillor, Joint Secretary, Vice-President (twice) and President (2001-
02) of the JNUSU from the combined left platform of the SFI-AISF. 

During those years, the battle lines within JNU student politics were 
clearly drawn  on the one hand was the ABVP which was motivated by the 
growth of the RSS-BJP at the Centre, and on the other were the left, 
democratic and secular forces represented by the SFI-AISF combine which 
was motivated to defend the liberal, secular and peaceful ethos of JNU and 
the country. JNU faced several challenges and attacks during those years 
aimed at changing the character of our university, including attempts to 
start self-financing courses or impose user charges…, 

It was the strength of the student-teacher-karmachari unity in JNU that 
often salvaged us from difficult situations  be it the arrest of 63 students in 
1999 for an agitation demanding more hostels and ratification of the Rules 
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and Procedures of GSCASH coupled with the imposition and immediate withdrawal of sine die in our university; the 
institution of a Judicial Bahri Commission of Enquiry after an incident of violence instigated by two revolver wielding 
outsiders during an Indo-Pak Mushaira held in 2000 (who later turned out to be Kargil returned army officers and the 
RSS-BJP started accusing JNU of harboring ISI agents); attempt to impose a Code of Conduct upon JNU students 
seeking to ban all forms of democratic protests in the university on the basis of a High Court injunction in 2000; or the 

th
attempt to change the entire future of our university through the 10  Plan Proposals. Not only did the JNU community 
resist all these moves, but significant advances were also made in various areas affecting students' day-to-day life 
including construction of 6 new hostels in JNU in the era of fund cuts, computers and free internet access for students, 
formation of the Dalit Advisory Committee (later renamed as the Equal Opportunity Office), etc.

However, one of the most significant developments of all was the pioneering formation of the Gender Sensitization 
thCommittee against Sexual Harassment (GSCASH) on 8  March 1999 following a protracted struggle of over two years 

in the backdrop of incidents of rape and molestation in JNU. Just as during the early years of our university, when the 
students of JNU painstakingly drafted the constitution of the JNUSU and compelled the Administration to accept the 
democratic institution of the JNUSU that was governed entirely by students, the late nineties witnessed continuous 
struggles for the formation and recognition of the GSCASH comprising of students, teachers, karmacharis and 
officers. After a decade of struggle, the body finally earned full statutory status in April 2007. It was the debates for 
ensuring greater gender justice that led to the formation of the GSCASH and the formulation of its democratic rules and 
procedures in the backdrop of the Supreme Court verdict on sexual harassment in the Vishaka vs State of Rajasthan 
case of 1997. However, continuous vigilance for the democratic and accountable functioning of the GSCASH is 
essential for ensuring that the body remains true to its purpose and delivers on a sustained basis on the promise of 
providing justice to victims of sexual harassment in JNU.

The one vote victory of the ABVP on the President's post in 2000 saw students of JNU vote with a vengeance for the 
SFI-AISF combine in 2001, in the backdrop of the hysteria created by the US for its 'war on terror'. A decisive struggle 

th
that year was the struggle against the 10  Plan Proposals which were prepared undemocratically during the extended 

th
tenure of the outgoing VC. Massive struggles within JNU against the outrageous 10  Plan Proposals, which was 
rejected in toto by both the JNUSU and JNUTA, were yielding no results against an unaccountable administration. The 
JNUSU decided that the situation called for some drastic action and finally laid siege at the VC's Office, demanding 
immediate appointment of a new VC to JNU. The President of India heard this desperate plea, called the JNUSU and 

th
made the impossible possible by appointing a new VC to JNU within one week. The 10  Plan Proposals were rejected 
lock, stock and barrel under the term of the new VC. 

During those years, the spontaneous reaction of the JNU community against the Gujarat carnage in 2002 and 
continuous participation in protest programmes for over two months was the most decisive assertion of the secular, 

thdemocratic values by our university. After the gruesome incident in Godhra on 27  February 2002, the JNUSU gave a 
call for a silent march. The JNU community organized on an unprecedented scale a huge Human Chain in defence of our 
secular tradition in order to send this unequivocal message out of JNU that peace and harmony must prevail in the 
entire country in the face of VHP's impending shila daan programme. Subsequently, students and teachers of JNU 
went on fact-finding missions, collected relief fund and material, went in teams to extend legal aid to victims in relief 
camps etc. So emphatic was the response from our university against the Gujarat pogrom that the like of Ashok 
Singhal and Praveen Togadia could not refrain themselves from demanding the closure of JNU.

In the context of JNU, it is often said by both our adversaries as well as friends that JNU is an 'island'.  However, ever 
since its inception, every member of this university has been a part of a larger battle of ideas  a battle entailing the 
assertion of the principles of equality, secularism, democracy, social justice and scientific thinking for the prosperity of 
our nation and its people. It is the same spirit that comprises the foundation of the impeccable academic standards of 
JNU, wherein, we are imparted courage in our classrooms to test every argument and theory with reason, instead of 
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giving our consent to just prevalent or dominant ideas. It is the same value 
system that provides a liberal and free space to students coming from 
diverse backgrounds to spend their life in JNU with responsibility. Being 
part of JNU during the eventful years of 1997 to 2005 has taught me, like 
many others, the vital importance of defending the values that this 'island' 
stands for. I wish all the JNU alumni the very best on this occasion, for it is 
the same set of just values that we all carry from our university to many 
parts of our country and the world. 
Albeena Shakil, Former President, JNUSU 

For me, 1974-79, the years that I spent in JNU remain a period which I 
recall only with great happiness, not simply because of the wonderful 
friends I made in JNU but also because of the academic and scholastic 
ambience of the place and the fact that it nourished thinking and creativity. 
The uniqueness of the JNU-experience of those days is that even today, for 
most of us, the only visiting card one needs to open doors is the credential 
that we were once JNU-ites; I have known colleagues to respond with 
alacrity once they learn that the person on the other end is a former JNU 
student. How many institutions can boast of such a strong affiliation and 
allegiance? 
But then, 1974 was a long time ago and the JNU we grew up in was quite 
different from the one we occasionally visit nowadays. My first hostel was 
in Block A, in what was known as 'the old campus' and then, I migrated 
'upwards' to the new hostels: first Periyar and then, finally to Sutlej. The 
total number of students was also small and everyone very much knew 
everyone. 

We were all young at that time and passionate about everything. At one 
level, it had to do with Franz Fanon's Wretched of the Earth and Paolo 
Freire's Pedagogy of the Oppressed. We wanted to change the world and 
lived in the world created by the writings of Gunder Frank and Samir Amin, 
Marcuse and Marx, Camus and Sartre, Ivan Illich and Maurice Godelier. Our 
vocabulary was replete with words like 'emancipation' and 
'empowerment', 'imperialism' and 'oppression', 'freedom' and 'revolution'. 
I believe it made us better persons as we learnt to look beyond the narrow 
confines that we lived in or the comfortable lives that we came from. There 
was another world 'out there' and it was JNU that opened our eyes to it. 
For that, I will always remain beholden. 

JNU was always hugely 'political' but in a uniquely different way than the 
word is commonly understood these days. The themes and ideas that 
interested JNU-ites were 'political'; their thinking focused on social and 
economic issues and to that extent, was political; their support for causes 
was politically driven. But uniquely, in the years that I was in JNU, it was an 
institution that encouraged independent and free thinking, and it is to the 
credit of JNU that groupings existed such as the Free Thinkers that had 
absolutely no affiliation to any political party. It was this spirit of 'free 
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thinking' or radical doubt that epitomized the thinking that was encouraged in JNU in those 'good old years'. A view or a 
position could be taken on national and international issues that was entirely driven by our own thought process rather 
than one that was decided outside and 'delivered' to us for consumption. The ability to think  and to think independently 
and freely  was JNU's special gift to us all. 

And who can forget the lectures by professors like Sarvapelli Gopal and Romilla Thapar, Sudipto Kaviraj and Yogendra 
Singh, M L Sondhi and T K Oommen, Tapas Mazumdar and Moonis Raza, G P Deshmukh and Sudhir Kakar? One can go 
on and on. They shaped thinking by opening the mind to entirely alternative ways of seeing. These were teachers one 
can only owe an eternal debt of gratitude. 

But JNU is not about all work and no play. Who can forget that mother of all table tennis matches where Sid Mukherjee 
came from two down to take it to three-two in a marathon three hour fight in the Sutjej games room? It stands tribute 
to the lion heartedness of both players that the game still holds a dear place in the hearts of the JNU-ites who were 
privileged to watch the match. 

Who can forget the hostel food of those days? I doubt if anyone has ever heard of rogan josh nutri-nugget! But we found 
solace in Mataji's dhaba and later on, in the kabab corner that opened up. But, desperation took us out of JNU as well, 
and we discovered Kamalika's and in the early days of the month, when the scholarship money came in, Golden Dragon 
for dinner and a film at Priya's thereafter. 

And then, of course, there were all these lovely ladies who, strangely, invariably came from the rival political grouping! 
Many loved and lost, but everyone learnt to love again. This was the beauty of JNU.

As time passed, some colleagues sadly passed away. Many moved on, including some who went off to far away places 
and distant lands. Some kept in touch, others drifted away. People moved on and yet, in a way, they never left JNU. 
A phone call and the JNU in us is awakened!
Amit Dasgupta 

When I remember my days at JNU and I recall the students days in early eighties.  Those were the brightest years of the 
student politics in JNU.  Then I recall the protests and the students' mobilization after the murder of Chandrashekhar.  
Entire Delhi was blocked for about ten days, more than 10,000 students form all over the country gathered in Delhi.  
Though it did not have any immediate success, it created waves across the nation, it transcended all divided-region, 
caste, religion, political affiliations and even ideological.

I would say that students of JNU have always been argumentative.  Socialization at JNU is very fast and in few 
months, new students learn and inculcate JNU culture.  Politicization in very fast, students start feeling concerned 
about every issue around them and a giant all kinds of injustice and inequalities.  And the majority of students are like 
that.  Their values are very strong; they are independent and progressive thinking.  Every year new students inherit a 
long tradition of adventure of ideas, great intellectual insight, committed progressive politics and values of equality of 
gender, class and social status.
Amit Sengupta, Ex-President, JNUSU 

When I first came to JNU, it was supposed to be for one year  like all the apocryphal stories about not finding your way 
out of the campus, I stayed on for many more. I did try to find my way out briefly in my very first year  - about one week 
after joining the MA programme I rushed back home to Bombay. Then I left the campus almost in tears the first time a 
fly fell into my cup of tea at the Nilgiri Dhabha outside Godavari. This time I only went as far as my local guardian's, so 
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things were already better, I guess.

Entering the JNU gates for the very first time however, did feel in a very 
strange way, like I was coming home. It was so different from every other 
place I had ever seen or been to, yet so oddly familiar and comforting. I felt 
the same sense of security and comfort returning in an auto every time I 
was off campus  outside in the city streets I was tense, especially as it 
became dark, but as the North Gate loomed large and the noise from Ganga 
Dhabha floated over, one felt safe and at home.

JNU was as different from every other institution I had ever been to as any 
place could possibly be  in fact it was almost a binary opposition. Where all 
the other schools I had studied in privileged English speakers, here my Hindi 
was laughed at, where I had always blended into the crowd with my jeans 
and shirts, here I stood out as (heaven forbid!) a preppie! Where my friends 
had always come from roughly similar backgrounds and shared similar 
tastes in music, reading, food, here I was with people who were not 
necessarily comfortable in my first language of choice, who came from 
vastly different socio-cultural contexts and who I would have never dreamt 
of having anything in common with. Except the JNU sense  this can be 
defined in a loose way as being comfortable with you are rather than who 
you want to be. The JNU sense means being considerate to all other ideas, 
classes, habits, and ideologies except those of hatred, violence or injustice. 
Whether you want to or not, JNU has a way of sucking the meekest person 
into standing up, not only for themselves, but for others. This must be the 
most unusual characteristic of any educational institution, and it is the one, 
which must, above all things, be preserved.

My years in JNU were eventful  it was during my time that AISA won the 
JNUSU Presidential post for the first time, that ABVP grew in strength (off 
campus as well as on campus) that the Babri Masjid was destroyed. Faculty 
members and students sat and marched together on protest marches  
protesting against communalism, fighting for GSCASH and even going and 
'stealing' a water cooler from the Vice Chancellor's office to protest the 
non-functional one in the hostel.

Those years were magical  the most magical thing about them was the 
quiet sense of strength that our university imparted to each one of us, from 
all our different pasts and facing all our different futures. JNU gave us a 
sense of empowerment, a conviction that we could change our lives, that 
we could lead lives of our own choosing, change circumstances that didn't 
suit us. One of the reasons why my intended one year became 7  was that I 
realised that I didn't have to leave India to shape or change my own future  
JNU taught me that by staying on I could shape not only my own, but also 
help shape a better future for others.
Angelie Multani, Joined CLE, SL in 1991 for an MA, Currently teaching 
Literature at the Department of Humanities & Social Sciences, Indian 
Institute of Technology Delhi40



REMEMBERING JNU

JNU DAYS

Thinking of JNU brings back fond memories of down campus, Francis dhaba and late nights in the library. I was familiar 
with JNU even before I joined it to do my M.A. in 1989 and I'd always liked the campus, especially the Poorvanchal side. 
The rocky, green terrain made you feel you were somewhere outside Delhi. It is still a lovely place, though some things, 
of course, have changed: there are more buildings today and my favourite drive entering from the gate at the VC's house 
to Poorvanchal is now out of bounds.

I still clearly remember the entrance exam at the Central School. The first day at the language lab down campus, 
meeting the other members of what would grow into a very and perhaps unusually close-knit class and shuttling 
between up campus, down campus and the language lab in the 666 and 615.

Coming from Delhi University it required a huge initial effort to address teachers by name. A rude awakening was the 
first class with Chitra when she asked us all to translate a simple sentence. I was pretty smug about my sentence and 
quite sure it would be praised. Until she trashed everyone's translations including mine  the reasons for that would be 
too long to go into here  but it set the tone for my two years of German Studies in JNU and my future work. 

There are individual and collective memories. I don't think anyone in my class will forget how we felt like worms when 
we were caught having photocopied one of Vijay Chhabra's dictionaries or our heated arguments with BGC.

Amidst all the dahi vadas and mango shakes at Francis' and cold winter night bike rides through the campus, one other 
memory that really stands out is the basketball tournament in my final year, which the JNU women's team  the 
absolute underdogs  won!  While the two years, of course, came to an end, I am glad that eighteen years down the line, 
my association with JNU hasn't.
Anya Malhotra, Translator-Interpreter 

I was in JNU between 1972 and 1976, initially as a student in the inaugural MA class in Sociology and later as an 
M.Phil student, at the Centre for the Study of Social Systems. Originary times are often the
most open and flexible times when an institution is amenable to innovation. At the time of its formation, JNU was itself 
an innovation as a national university.

As a largely research university, the total number of students enrolled was small but its student body was diverse, 
coming from different corners of the nation. In fact one of my lasting impressions of JNU has been its all-India student 
body and the exposure to variant cultural habits and practices.

In terms of academics, the semester system was novel to us coming from traditional universities (in my case Jadavpur 
University). The furious pace and intensity of academic instruction left us bewildered at
times, more so because we came from non-social science backgrounds. But we soon had to get used to the customised 
jargon and language of social science research. It was in JNU that we realised that more than the classroom it was the 
library which was the locus of knowledge. Of course the classroom mediated our use of the Library, but strenuous 
efforts were made by our teachers to transform us into independent scholars rather than rote learning students. The 
freedom given to us to form our independent opinion also made us recognise the responsibility of scholarship. The 
Library was crucial also because our curricula included more references to journal articles and monographs rather than 
textbooks. Hence the papers that we wrote as assignments were largely dependent on our Library resources.

Another aspect of JNU student life was the democratic nature of student politics. The debates and discussions which 
preceded major student union decisions was time consuming but public. The intense all night debate before the first 
students' strike in 1974 set very high standards of democratic norms. Moreover, during the National Emergency when 
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the students occupied the campus to protest the arrest of student leaders, 
academic activities were sought to be continued outside the classroom by 
keeping the Library open and having teach-ins by senior students and 
research scholars. In other words student politics was academically 
informed and with a national perspective and hardly involved a negative or 
sectarian outlook.

The highly positive impression that I carry of JNU is perhaps because of my 
association with it in its formative stage when rigidities had not crept in. So 
I would like to retain that impression of the 'bliss' that the rigours of 
advanced academics imparted to me.
Anjan Ghosh, Centre for Studies in Social Sciences, Calcutta

Continents away from the red brick JNU, in the green glass-fronted United 
Nations building in New York, the classrooms of the School of International 
Studies came alive for me when I was covering the world body for The 
Hindustan Times in the 1980s.

Trying to make sense of the UN acronyms that looked like a jumble of a 
nursery school kid's alphabet flash cards, brought me back to Dr K. P. 
Saksena's International Organization class during my MA. 

Waiting outside the cold war cauldron of the Security Council during the 
long sessions of the 1982 Falklands War, flashbacks to the International 
Law classes of Dr R. P. Anand and Dr V. S. Mani helped make sense of the 
clauses of the UN Charter and concepts of the laws of war that flew around 
as unguided verbal missiles.

Several times, the Diplomatic Studies classes of Dean Pushpesh Pant and 
Dr Satish Kumar set off a medley of bells during press conferences and 
briefings by diplomats.

Who says liberal arts courses have little relevance to the real world below 
the ivory towers of academe? The MA Politics-International Studies 
program at SIS was the best training a journalist could have wanted, but for 
the lack of reporting and writing courses. 

And it is no wonder that of the 20 in the first MA class that graduated from 
SIS in 1975, at least seven of us are  or have been  journalists. Among them 
are Harpal Singh Bedi, sports editor of United News of India who constantly 
jets off to international assignments; Ela Dutt, who is a senior editor 
overseeing US political coverage for the New York-based weekly, News-
India Times; Jayashree Joshi Eashwar, a columnist for Prevention 
magazine, and Sujit Dutta, formerly of the Press Trust of India and the UNI. 
(Vishwa Deepak Tripathi, formerly of the VOA and the BBC, left before 
graduation when VOA transferred him to Washington.)

SIS FLASHBACKS FOR A JOURNALIST CONTINENTS AWAY
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The intellectual formation at SIS was so broad and yet rigorous that for a journalist it went beyond the international 
affairs. Many times I fell back on Dr Urmila Phadnis's South Asia elective while covering Indian politics for India Today 
in another era. You could say that I could have done these courses at any university (although at that time there hardly 
that offered an International Studies MA). But it wouldn't have been the same. 

The SIS MA wasn't a rote learning, textbook program. The teaching was Socratic and classes were free-ranging 
excursions of intellectual curiosity fueled by vigorous classroom discussions. The ideological straitjackets didn't 
constrict  and we often thought then that we knew more than the faculty! (The teachers never told us we were stupid, 
even when we were, because they wanted us to debate, question and hone our intellect.) Everything from newspaper 
clips and academic journal articles to books by academics and non-academics powered this intellectual adventure. It's 
these that made the school stay with us as we pounded our journalistic beats or worked our desks. 

Causus belli, sure enough, rang a bell during the debates on the justification for war during the run up to Afghanistan 
and Iraq. The classes  I wouldn't call them lectures, because they weren't droning monologues but lively discussions 
and debates  Dr Mani and Dr Anand were still relevant to making sense of international law on wars and weapons of 
mass destruction. That was almost 30 years since we were introduced to those ideas when the SIS MA program was 
started at the school which was still at Ferozeshah Road. It was close to Sapru House, our second home where 
discussions continued on its lawns over cups of tea from its canteen.

Dr A. Appadorai, the founder of the Indian School of International Studies that became the nucleus of JNU, launched 
the MA program by teaching the core course in Political Thought that he leavened with his insights into Indian 
philosophy. It was almost like being in a gurukul as the austere savant in spotless white khadi brought alive the ideas 
that have shaped our polity.

Leading authorities of the day like Dr M.S. Rajan, a former dean of the school, Dr Ashok Guha, Dr K.P. Misra, Dr 
Anirudha Gupta and Dr R. Narayanan taught us under the leadership of Dean M.S. Venkataramani, who conceived the 
MA as an innovative, multi-disciplinary program combining area studies and subject disciplines.

In the third semester  the second year  the school moved to a dorm abandoned by the National Academy of 
Administration in what became the JNU academic campus then. Though it lacked the coziness of the Ferozeshah Road 
campus, the new location brought us into the thick of university life, interacting inside and outside classrooms with 
students of other schools and participating in co-curricular activities. Some of the JNU hostels built of the signature red 
bricks in today's campus had already been open 1973 and the orange-striped university buses ran shuttles from there 
to the Sapru House, via the other libraries. 

The first MA class, selected carefully after a national exam and interview, reflected India with an enrolment from 
Kashmir to Kanyakumari, and Nagaland to Gujarat. (There were also international students from Egypt, the Philippines 
and Tibet.) Yet ours became a cohesive group of friends bound by fraternal ties that endure 35 years later. Our core 
group, scattered from New Zealand down-under to Canada at the northern end of globe, stays in touch through a Yahoo 
group and get-togethers in New Delhi and New York.

The great memories of the school and JNU are tinged by the fascist shadow that passed over us in the last days of our 
MA program. One of our classmates was plucked from Kaveri Hostel during a night raid and spent days in Tihar jail. Yet 
in quiet defiance, the school's faculty rallied behind him, ensuring that he was admitted to the M.Phil. program. That's 
when the SIS intellectual beacon cut through the darkness of fascism that sought to negate all that the school stood 
for. And the best of it has endured in our memories.
Arul Louis, Knight International Journalism Fellow at The Energy and Resources Institute, Delhi. 
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REMEMBERING NAVEEN BABU 
Yalavarthi Naveen Babu, better known as Naveen, was born in a 
progressive peasant family in rural Andhra Pradesh. After his B.Sc. from 
Hyderabad, he joined Meerut University for MA, but moved to JNU in 1985 
to rejoin MA Sociology in CSSS, SSS. After MA, he qualified for UGC-JRF 
and researched under the guidance of Prof. Yogendra Singh in CSSS for his 
M.Phil dissertation (1989) titled From Varna to Jati: Transformation from 
Pastoral to Agrarian Social Formation, which was recently published as a 
commemorative book. He discontinued his Ph.D. in the 1990s and grew 
from student activist to a committed revolutionary of the CPI-ML (People's 
war), now known as CPI (Maoist), before being killed in 2000.

In his M.Phil dissertation, Naveen Babu traced the history of Indian caste 
system in the social, cultural and economic aspects of the transformation 

th
of varna into jati from the Rig-Vedic to the 20  century. In the process, he 
critically reexamined all the major scholars and also synthesized a bold new 
framework to explain the evolution of the Indian caste system. He 
particularly challenged Louis Dumont's notion of Homo hierarchicus and the 
four varna theory. He also countered the dominant Western notion that the 
caste system reflects the static nature of the Indian society, as compared 
to the more 'evolved' West. From the two Varnas (or colours) that existed 
originally - the white Aryans and the black Dasas or Dasyus, Naveen 
analytically located their evolution into contemporary Indian jatis in their 
transition from the then pastoral society into an agrarian society, with 
accompanying changes in the mode of production, relations of production 
and the method of surplus extraction. Naveen's work is a modest but 
significant interdisciplinary contribution to Indian Marxist historiography, 
sociology and political economy and continues to be valid and relevant till 
date. His dissertation was a sheer scholarly adventure, as it is extremely 
rare for an M.Phil student to challenge the best-known scholars and 
attempt a bold new synthesis. 

In his early MA days, Naveen was associated with the SFI, but soon left it. 
He spent some time reviving "Pragati Sahiti,” an organization that 
popularized progressive Telugu poetry, literature, theatre and culture in 
Delhi. Later in 1986, he co-founded the 'Students Forum” (along with 
Samuel Asir Raj and Chelli Hari Kumar), as a watchdog of campus politics in 
JNU. In 1988, Naveen joined the Delhi Radical Students Organisation 
(DRSO), founded in 1986 with a Marxist-Leninist ideology.

Naveen's involvement with DRSO throughout the period of its existence 
had a profound influence on him as well as on the organization. He argued 
for ideological consistency, uncompromising leadership and organizational 
discipline and strictly followed it himself. His most memorable moment as a 
student leader was his hour-long speech standing in hot sun after 
participating in a 14-day hunger strike in 1989. With his help, DRSO also 
took up the cause of contractual workers, scavengers and construction 
workers in the campus to settle their wage disputes and improve their 44



conditions. Naveen helped us in organising ration cards for construction workers and literacy and healthcare for their 
children. He was instrumental in affiliating DRSO with the All-India Revolutionary Students Federation (AIRSF), which 
represented the non-electoral, revolutionary ML movements. Later in the early 1990s, when he discontinued his Ph.D. 
from JNU to join Delhi University as a law student, he worked with the Democratic Students” Union (DSU), another 
organization affiliated to the AIRSF. He was later instrumental in the merger of DRSO and DSU into a single entity 
(DSU) that represents AIRSF throughout Delhi till date. He was also the editor of the AIRSF magazine, “Kalam" for 
sometime. 

He was an active campaigner for civil liberties and also worked for People's Union for Democratic Rights (PUDR) for 
sometime. He often confronted the thorniest issues head on, such as state violence vs. revolutionary violence. His 
experimental civil liberties newspaper "Democratic Voice” received wide applause but was discontinued due to lack of 
resources. Naveen networked DRSO with other students' organizations, trade unions, democratic rights and ethnic 
movements and campaigned on common issues. Many international scholars remember him fondly for his outstanding 
contributions during the International Seminar in Delhi on the Nationality Question in Feb 1996 under the All India 
Peoples Resistance Forum. It brought together William Hinton, Noam Chomsky, Ngugi wa Thiongo and many other 
international luminaries. 

Though he was apparently involved with CPI-ML (Peoples' War) since early 1990s, he withdrew from public life only in 
the late 1990s. He was apparently working for the magazine “Jung” and participated in a raid on a police camp to 
report from the spot (Darakonda, near Visakhapatnam, AP) on 18th February 2000 and lost his life in the process. 
Contrary to the dominant portrayals of revolutionaries as inherently violent, deprived, trigger-happy, intimidating, 
irresponsible or irreparable, Naveen was the exact opposite. No one ever heard him even raise his voice in an argument, 
let alone quarrel, beat or kill any one or threaten to do so. In fact, some people fondly called him “Gandhi”, despite his 
revolutionary Marxist orientation, because of his personality and lifestyle. He was not trapped or tricked into 
revolutionary politics. He consciously chose the revolutionary path and willingly gave his life for it.
B. Ramesh Babu, Ph.D. (JNU), Managing Director, Targeted Cancer Therapeutics Inc., Little Rock, AR 72201, USA

I joined JNU in 1973 as an MPhil student in Centre for South Asian Studies, SIS.  I had done my MA from Kirori Mal 
College, where I am the principal now. I went to JNU after that and I was allotted room no. 127 in Kaveri Hostel. The 
same year I became the President of the hostel. 

One revolutionary step taken in my time in JNU was the setting up of co-ed hostels. Boys and girls staying in the same 
building together was not acceptable to many at that time. People had many apprehensions about it. But when the 
Ganga experiment (of co-ed hostel) succeeded in 1970's, JNU set a unique example in India. The fears of people related 
to this experiment were proved baseless. The relationship between students and teachers was very friendly. 
Everybody used to stay on campus. We were all together for 24 hours and the affection we received from our parents 
unparalleled. 

I remember, as the President of a Hostel, my primary concern was to keep the hostel culture tension-free. The 
atmosphere should be academic and calm. Initially, we needed subsidies and did not have them, later we were able to 
persuade the Delhi government to grant us subsidies. Also, students agitated for a hostel for married students. Prof. 
Mahale was the Pro-VC at that time. We gave all sorts of arguments for such a hostel. Finally, we did manage to get it 
done. One floor in one of the blocks in old campus was converted into a married couples' hostel. This again was a new 
concept. Only Godavari, Kaveri and Periyar and the library were functional in the new campus. On Sundays we would 
have breakfast and then go for day-long strolls in the hilly region around JNU where today you have Vasant Kunj. JUN 
granted you a full life to be lived on your own terms, whichever way you wanted.

THOSE WERE THE DAYS
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Those were very beautiful days. The environment of the campus used to be 
charged  academically, culturally and even politically. Political differences 
were very sharp between the left and the rest combined (the Free Thinkers) 
but apart from political ideology, the relationship shared by all the students 
was that of friendship and mutual tolerance. Despite the political divide, 
when we all sat down at the dinner table together the barriers vanished. 

The cultural foundations of JNU are very strong. The vision of JNU was 
global from the very beginning. It is all the more relevant today when we are 
talking more and more in global terms. The culture of JNU is above caste, 
religion, region and political affiliation and it is worth preserving.
Bhim Sen Singh, Principal, Kirori Mal College

When I reminisce about my days in JNU, both as an alumnus and also as a 
member of the faculty, a span of over 40 years of the best part of my life, I 
am overwhelmed by a feeling that my Alma Mater gave me whatever I 
aspired for. 

My entry into JNU was through the Indian School of International Studies 
(ISIS), which was invited to merge with JNU, in 1971, by its first Vice 
Chancellor Mr. G. Parthasarathi. ISIS was already a Deemed University of 
international repute, famous for studies in international relations and area 
studies in Asia, patterned after the famous Fletcher School of Diplomacy in 
Boston. I joined the ISIS in 1966 initially as Research Assistant, and, a year 
later, joined as a Ph.D student, Then, ISIS had only a Ph.D programme, and 
the annual intake was about 22. Those 22 students were selected by a 
Selection Committee, composed of the Director and other Heads of 
Departments, through a six weeks long process of interviews.

Every new student of ISIS was expected to maintain the dignity and image 
of the School. We were made to realise early that in order to excel in the 
field we would have to compete with the best brains of the world. ISIS 
regularly invited world class intellectuals like Hans J. Morgenthau, P.N.S. 
Mansergh, Morris Jones, Quincey Wright, J.D.B. Miller, and so on, as 
Visiting Professors, interactions with whom had tremendous impact on 
students. The ISIS then was like a well-knit family, where everybody knew 
one another closely. The Sapru House Library provided us with a scholarly 
environment to pursue our research. 

The picturesque environment of JNU always gave me a good feeling.  Being 
the last leg of the Aravali Range, the nature has blessed the JNU campus 
bountifully. Added to it was a campaign for further greening of the Campus 
in 1970s by planting bougainvillaea and jamun trees all over the campus,  
which has also changed the face of the JNU campus spectacularly Prof. 
Monis Raza and Prof. K.J. Mahale gave special attention to this face lifting 
of JNU.  The resultant greenery, and the boulevard surrounding the 
academic complex of JNU, is comparable to the one which I have seen 

MY DAYS IN JNU

46



around the Academy in Acropolis. 

Politically, JNU is a vibrant community. Equally striking is the deep rooted culture of civility in the exchange of views, 
and contest of ideas. In this context, there are a lot of things to admire, in the student politics of JNU. Barring a few 
aberrations, their methodology has been totally peaceful. During Students Union elections in JNU no one ventures even 
to mutilate an election poster of a rival group. I remember the fierce contest between Prakash Karat and Anand Kumar 
in early 1970s for JNUSU Presidentship but there was no rancour. In 1970s and 1980s public meetings and lectures 
organised by a particular political group, were attended by all other political groups as well, and transformed such 
meetings into an arena of peaceful competition between ideas. That is the magnetism of the JNU campus.

JNU has evolved a distinct methodology for resolving contentious issues. I remember the first gherao in JNU in the 
early 1970s when the then VC, Mr G. Parthsarathi, was gheraoed in his office by students. The VC's chamber was not 
provided with an attached toilet, which was located at the other end of the corridor. I drew the Union President V.C. 
Koshy's attention to this ticklish scenario and he saw to it that the Vice Chancellor was not inconvenienced nor 
embarrassed in any way personally, and also that food and refreshments for him were allowed in when needed. 
Although GP, being a close confidante of PM Indira Gandhi, who was also the Chancellor of JNU, had all the state 
power at his command, he refused to call the police into the campus. Instead, he allowed senior faculty members to 
discuss the issues with the Students Union leadership. The issues raised by students were resolved satisfactorily and 
the gherao was lifted at 1.50 a.m. That night, the JNU community was laying the foundation of a new ethos for 
peacefully resolving contentious issues in JNU through negotiations. 

The distinct culture of the JNU student community gets manifest when they do protest against public authorities. JNU 
students are averse to the destruction of public properties when they register their protest. I remember several 
occasions in which JNU students had disrupted the DTC bus services through Ber Sarai, near the JNU Old Campus, in 
protest, and detained a large number of DTC buses inside the old campus for hours together, without causing even a 
scratch on them. It is important that as a community, we preserve our high standard of behaviour, so that, the very 
mention of the term 'JNU alumni' evokes instant respect everywhere in the country.

I also remember how the JNU community rose like one person for sending succour to the victims of tornado in Andhra 
Pradesh in early 1980s and went round the whole of Delhi, with bowls in hand for collecting donations and clothes 
from major market places. Indeed, through such innumerable spontaneous humanitarian activities the JNU has 
produced, and still produces, a cream of socially conscious educated young men who occupy high positions in different 
walks of life-academic, administrative, scientific, socio-political and media in India and abroad.

JNU played an important role in the JP movement for total revolution in the early 1970s. During the movement 
Jayaprakash Narayan visited JNU and addressed a mammoth rally in the (old) campus. When JP passed away in 1979, 
as a mark of respect to him and to perpectuate his memory, the JNU community established the Jayaprakash 
Foundation. I had the privilege of remaining its President for 24 years. Innumerable eminent personalities from India 
and abroad have delivered JP Memorial lectures in JNU, since 1980.

I received my Ph.D Degree from JNU in 1972 at the first convocation held for JNU students, in which Mr Balraj Sahni, 
the famous film personality was the chief guest. The annual convocation was discontinued after that on an argument 
that the money spent for could be utilised for providing assistance to needy students. Whatever the validity of the 
argument put forth in 1973 against holding annual convocations in JNU, today there is a strong and widespread feeling 
among the students and teachers in JNU that the degrees should be formally handed over to students annually at a 
convocation held for that purpose. Students should receive their Degrees with due honour in a ceremony. 

I can go on reminiscing my days in JNU. I left JNU with a sense of satisfaction and pride. In academic terms, I have left 
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my imprints in JNU. In physical terms too, I have left my footprints on the 
JNU campus. The tall peepal tree in front of the Cafeteria of the Students 
Activities Centre, planted and nurtured jointly by me and my daughter 
Jayashree, a JNU alumnus herself, many years ago, is a standing 
monument of my days in the JNU.
B. Vivekanandan

It was some time in May 1979 that I came first to JNU. I was then passing 
out from School of Planning & Architecture (SPA), New Delhi with a post-
graduate degree in Urban & Regional Planning. I was also the President of 
All India Nepalese Students Association (AINSA). I was looking for a 
suitable place where I could pursue both my passions for knowledge and 
revolutionary activism. It was just then that a strange coincidence of 
necessity and chance took place in my life. I was introduced to Prof. Moonis 
Raza of JNU by my Principal Prof. Bijit Ghosh (both of whom are 
unfortunately dead now!) as a 'brilliant student and a revolutionary 
activist' at a public function in SPA. Prof. Raza instantly invited me to join 
JNU and offered me a scholarship from Indian Council for Social Science 
Research (ICSSR). I did not fail to grab the opportunity and thus joined JNU 
as an M.Phil./Ph.D. student in August 1979. I remained in JNU till the end of 
1985.

I have no words to describe the contribution of JNU in my life. I passed the 
best years of my life in JNU. This reputed University provided the best 
environment for both academic pursuit and revolutionary activism, which I 
was earnestly looking for. The real foundation of my academic and political 
life was laid on the rocks of the JNU campus. I owe much to JNU for what I 
am today.

I have many fond memories of JNU days. I specially remember the frequent 
political debates and revolutionary slogan-shouting in the campus. The late 
hour political talks sitting around Ganga Dhaba used to be quite popular 
among the students. Also my long hours within the excellent newly 
constructed library can never fade away from my memory. I also fondly 
remember the affection I used to get from my teachers in the Centre for the 
Study of Regional Development (CSRD), specially my supervisor Dr. (Mrs.) 
Atiya Habib Kidwai.

JNU is one of the best universities in the world. Everybody feels proud to be 
associated with this Centre of excellence. Let JNU maintain its world class 
standard. I specially admire its progressive culture and political tolerance. 
The fusion of academic soundness and political/social activism is perhaps 
the unique hallmark of JNU. I wish the JNU community will maintain this 
excellent tradition.
Baburam Bhattarai, Finance Minister, Nepal
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MY DAYS IN JNU

JNU is a culture and we boast of belonging to this culture. Here are some glimpses of this culture:

JNU AT PRESENT

MY YEARS AT JNU

I joined the Centre of German Studies, School of Languages, in 1976 and left JNU in 1982. I was so much fascinated by 
JNU that even after 1982 I would find some excuse and visit Delhi and stay awhile in JNU. JNU of our times was like a 
family. Almost everyone knew every other person by name, discipline etc. All divisions were done away with. There 
was real living together on equal terms. The seniors, the juniors, the students, the teachers, the karamcharis were one 
and cared for one another. Such a constructive and healthy atmosphere one can not come across any where in the 
world. 

1.  JNU would come to life after 9.PM in various halls. Lectures, election meetings etc would be organized only at 
this time.            

2.  Guests coming to visit or stay would be entertained as guests ofthe fraternity. I have at times known about my 
visitors at the time of their departure, after they had stayed a couple of days with a friend on campus.

3.  JNU Culture lives everywhere in all parts of the world. The moment you come across a JNUite a very strong 
bond is aroused in you and you feel very close to the person.

4.  JNU is a place which taught you to give away your worries, live in the present and thus shape your future.
5.  JNU taught us the real philosophy of life, to live not only for yourself, but for others, to care for the poor, 

deprived, have-nots and the weak and give them a helping hand.

JNU of our times was not apolitical, but everyone respected the opinion of the other. There was a space and respect for 
varied opinions and shades and that is what made JNU most beautiful. I hear JNU is now coloured in a different shade 
and the space which was available to us is no more available there.
Bashir Ahmad, Director, Institute of Foreign Languages, University of Kashmir

When I entered into JNU campus as PG student in 1986, it was the second revolutionary change in my life. After 
completing 11+2 from my village school and district college (Giridih, Jharkhand), I joined Delhi University as a student 
of BA Eco (Hons.). It was my first exposure to a metropolitan city and cosmopolitan culture. The journey from native 
culture to cosmopolitan culture has changed my life perspective. Due to poor English, shyness and lack of articulation, I 
was often referred to as 'Bhaiyaji' by my fellow students. This type of ostracization and typical elite approach of my 
Delhiite friends gave me enough strength to 'study and struggle.' 

In the year 1986, I joined the Centre for the Study of Social System, JNU. It brought the second revolutionary change in 
my life, which has a lingering effect even today. Here, I realized the perfect blending of local and cosmopolitan culture, 
where each culture has a sense of pride and respect for the other. Coming to JNU was like 'coming to my dream land.' 
This campus has not only free thinking, free perspectives and ideas, but also has enough space for interaction and 
debate, where people are allowed to 'agree to disagree' to start with. Each idea is not only honored, but here is good 
blending of individualism and collectivity as well. It is here I could realize the value of human dignity, which has helped 
me to develop a relativistic approach in life. Although, I had been introduced to Marxism at BA-III year level by my 
teacher Prof. Y.P.Chibbar (a legend in the field of Human Rights and General Secretary of PUCL), I could realize theory 
with praxis in JNU only. Students of JNU are not only concerned with ideas and their career, but they are equally 
engaged with activism and are sensitive towards National and International issues. I had occasions to witness and 
participate in mass movements and mass activism. It was 1989 when 'Mandal Commission' was in the process of 
implementation. The entire country was in turmoil, so was JNU campus. As President of Jhelum Hostel, it was my 
collective and individual privilege to participate in the struggle. Here for the first time I could witness and realize the 
'People's Power'. There were many mass agitations and struggles during my student daysagitations against the 
Tiananmen Square Massacre, against the demolition of Babri Mosque, in support of Tibet Liberation Struggle, etc, 
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were some of the significant ones. All these struggles taught me the lesson 
that ideas without activism is a hollow concept. 

After M.A., I joined M. Phil. and completed Ph.D. as well in the same 
department. When I look back, I find those 9 years in JNU campus as 'the 
golden period' of my life. My teachers not only introduced me to the inter-
disciplinary approach of research, but also very meticulously laid the 
foundation of my academic career. I owe a lot to my teachers and pay my 
heartfelt sincere regards to all of them. I am also indebted to JNU campus 
(Jhelum Lawn, Ganga Dhaba, Library, after Dinner Talks, etc, for healthy 
group discussions), fellow students and friends who socialized me to 
inculcate humanitarianism, relativism and holism in my life. It is JNU which 
has transformed me from 'Biological unit to Social Being' in true sense. 

Long Live JNU, Long Live JNU Culture and Tradition
B.N. Prasad, Senior Fellow, Giri Institute of Development Studies, 
Lucknow 

I am very proud of JNU; wherever I have been over the world, most of the 
people welcome me with respect.  I am sure that without JNU degree and 
FSA activities, it should not be easy for me to have a good chance to travel 
around the world.

FSA activities served as a cultural bridge between the National and 
International groups of students, which helped Indian and foreign students 
with different viewpoints to understand each other, and make adjustments 
wherever possible. We worked together, helped each other, travelled, and 
arranged International Cultural festivals celebrating the planetary diversity 
in food, dances, and songs.

I very much enjoyed and appreciated them all: teachers, officers, 
shopkeepers and students in JNU campus are very close to each other as a 
big and warm family. I do remember that in case of any problem, Prof. 
Sushama Jain, Foreign Students' Advisor or Dean of Students or Vice-
Chancellor would come immediately for helping us even during night time.  

On behalf of ex-students, I like to give many thanks, warm regards and best 
wishes to all of JNU teachers, officers, students and ICCR for helping and 
supporting us during our stay at JNU. 

We have very good memories and will help as much as we can. Just let us 
know.
'WE WILL COME TOGETHER FOR EVER'. 

I wish JNU and FSA go ahead and have a successful future.
Chaveewan Charoensap (Mekaroonkamol), ex-president of the Foreign 
Students' Association, 2001-2002

JNU OUR SWEET HOME
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FROM SAPRU HOUSE TO GODAVARI

THE JNU SPIRIT

On a cold winter day when I arrived in New Delhi in 1967, Jawaharlal Nehru University was still an idea and not a 
reality. I had come from Chennai where I was working as an English tutor in a boys' college, after taking leave of my 
parents in Bangalore, to join the Indian School of International Studies. Professor M S Venkataramani, the head of the 
Department of American Studies, had chosen me to be his student. I was 22 and my local guardian was my maternal 
uncle. He was an engineer by profession but also thought of himself as an expert tailor. He proceeded to stitch me a 
coat for winter which he stitched slightly bigger thinking it will fit me fine even if I grew taller or bigger. At 22 I had no 
hopes of growing taller and so, armed with a coat which was one size bigger and a sweater dyed in black because my 
mother had knitted it in two different kinds of green (the same green colour went out of market just when my mother 
reached the top part of the sweater) I came to Sapru House hostel ready to weather any kind of storm in terms of 
weather or research. 

In 1971, I went to the U S and came back after six months of field work. I will not go into that story here for that has to 
be written as a serial. Suffice it to say that I took the same coat with me and the lining in one of the sleeves had given 
way and that that led to some interesting incidents. When I had gone for the field trip Indian School of International 
Studies was already a part of the Jawaharlal Nehru University but those of us in Sapru House did not quite feel a part of 
it for we had not shifted to what was called the new campus then. This happened later when all of us went to Godavari 
hostel with large rooms with   balconies overlooking a vast expanse of rocks. Being in a large campus was an 
exhilarating experience and also heady. We missed Connaught Circus and the Nair mess where we went to eat during 
Onam and other festivals. But we did not mind it for there was the vast campus to walk around and there was a tiny 
Madras Hotel in Munirka when we longed for idlis. The “new campus” gave us an anonymity which Sapru House had 
lacked. And all of a sudden we were all drawn into forming the SFI with Prakash Karat as a moving force. Prakash was 
in the School of International Studies and he was in the South Asian Studies Department but we never saw him in the 
library ever. He spent all his time raising what he called “our political consciousness”. I must say he succeeded to a 
great extent. It felt good to be part of a great fervour of activity although we had several differences among ourselves. 
Appan Menon was in my department and a group of us spent a great deal of time together discussing various things 
when Appan was not charming his way through the hearts of many girls. 

In the Godavari Hostel itself a group of us (Gulshan, Geeta Gowri, Lalima Verma, Vasanthi Damle, Jayashree Deshpande 
and a few others) were good friends and we were quite thorough about who was having a relationship with whom and 
which would work and which wouldn't. Of course we had relationships of our own but thought the others did not know 
about it. We also spoke of our research at times and shared many stories about legends like Professor Ashok Guha and 
Professor M S Venkataramani. Although I left the hostel later I continued to be a part of JNU for I did a diploma in 
Spanish and Portuguese. And during the chilling years of Emergency I was very much in the campus. That was the first 
time the campus canteen went silent and even I who found it difficult to speak softly (there is a herb called gorojanai 
which Tamil children are fed to make their voice strong and the rumour is that my mother gave me an overdose) became 
silent those days. And the silence in the campus itself was eerie to say the least. 

It was not in good taste those days to ask anyone how her or his thesis was going. Some continued to be in their first 
chapter after several years. I did complete my dissertation and get my degree but what I did afterwards had a lot to do 
with JNU but not American Studies.  
C S Lakshmi (Ambai), Tamil writer and activist research scholar

I came to JNU in 1977 for M Phil in East Asian Studies at the School of International Studies. A lot of teachers and 
students were known to us earlier. JNU was inspiring and gave orientation to my thoughts and ideas. 

I established Student's for Democratic Socialism (SDS) and defeated the communists on the campus in students' 
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elections. One incident is etched in my memory. I don't remember the year 
exactly at the moment but K R Narayanan was our Vice Chancellor at that 
time. There was some issue on which students gheraoed Mr. Narayanan. I, 
with many others was inside his room when a telephone call came for him. 
It was Mrs. Indira Gandhi, the Prime Minister at that time. She told him that 
I warned you earlier also that JNU students are difficult and now that they 
have gheraoed you, I have instructed Jagmohan to send police force to 
rescue you. Mr. Jagmohan was Lt. Governor of Delhi at that time. Mr. 
Narayanan told Mrs. Gandhi that its fine that she cares for him but it is his 
family matter. JNU is his family and he will sort it out. When she insisted he 
told her that please don't send the police force and even if the force arrives, 
it will enter the campus over his dead body. It was something really moving 
for everyone. Later the issue was resolved within a few hours.

Another lasting memory I have is of one of the Academic Council meetings. 
Those days' students used to be part of Academic Council. I spoke for about 
45 minutes. At the end Prof. Moonis Raza stood up and told, “Ama yaar, 
tum yahan kya kar tahe ho? Tumhari jagah to Parliament mein hai.” When I 
first became Member of Parliament and Minister, I remembered his words 
and he went with me to my public felicitation.

I also cherish the impact of friends and other people who have been always 
helpful in providing all kind of support to others. I was quite active in politics 
in JNU and there is a large number of people who have supported me. I want 
to mention that I am in politics because of two persons, Anand Kumar and 
Ramesh Dikshit. They both have had a great contribution in my being here in 
politics.

I give JNU credit for everything I have achieved today. Had I not been to 
JNU I have not been where I am today. I may have been doing something 
else, don't know what, but certainly not what I am doing today. The 
idealism, the attitude for life and the thought process to change, which JNU 
gives, is something no other place could give.

I am not much in touch with JNU politics now but I believe JNU and its 
politics are still the best as always. It's the only place where student take 
care of the whole process of elections by themselves. That's appreciable. 
JNU is the only where a girl can walk alone from one end to the other at 
3.00 in the morning all by herself. That's not possible anywhere and it is 
possible in JNU because of its politics.

JNU still thinks; students get restless here on issues ranging from local to 
global shows that it has retained its basic nature. This is irrespective of 
party or ideological affiliations of the students. The value system is still 
intact here in the students, I believe.

Universities are the places of political socialization all over but JNU has 
never been a nursery in sense of the term. It has not produced leaders or 52



politicians except a few. But yes, JNU has been the place which has instilled political awareness and sensitivity in the 
students. It socializes you better than anything.

I believe people see us with a difference because JNU makes you behave differently, with a difference than others. I 
wish that the ideas, the battle of thoughts should continue here. I wish wherever our people are, they should keep their 
commitment to what JNU teaches us  the values, the ideals and the JNU spirit. 
Digvijay Singh, Former Minister of State for Foreign Affairs (JD-S)

fiNys chl&iPphl o"kksZa ls tokgjyky usg: fo'ofo|ky; dks yksx cqf)thfo;ksa ds ,d ,sls Áeq[k dsUæ :i esa tkurs 

gSa] tgk¡ tuoknh vkSj yksdrkaf=d fdLe dk ekgkSy gSA vkSj ;g lp Hkh gS fd ns'k ds vU; fo’ofo|ky;ksa ls vusd ckrksa 

esa tss-,u-;w- dh laLÑfr vksj ijEijk,¡ dqN fHkUu fn[kkbZ nsrh gSA Lok/khu Hkkjr ds ÁFke Á/kkuea=h tokgjyky usg: us 

ns’k dh cnyrh gqbZ lkekftd&jktuhfrd t:jrksa ds eqrkfcd ,d vk/kqfud fdLe ds ,sls fo’ofo|ky; dh dYiuk dh 

Fkh tks fparu dh iqjkuh ifjikfV;ksa ls gVdj ns’k vksj lekt ds fy, u;s n`f"Vdks.k iSnk dj ldsA bl Ádkj 

fo’ofo|ky; dh ewy dYiuk vkSj <kaps esa gh dqN mnkj fdLe ds yksdrkaf=d ewY; fufgr Fks] ftudk vlj 

fo’ofo|ky; dh lkaLÑfrd ijEijkvksa esa ns[kk tk ldrk gSA ifjlj esa fo’ks"k Ádkj dh LorU=rk gS] ysfdu og dHkh 

vjktdrk dh lhek dks ugha Nwrh gSA bl LorU=rk ds lkFk dqN ftEesnkfj;ksa dk vkHkkl Hkh yxk jgrk gS vkSj dqN 

lkaLÑfrd ewY;ksa dk ncko cuk jgrk gSA ifjlj ds bl LoLFk [kqysiu vksj yksdrkaf=d ekgkSy ds ihNs bl 

fo’ofo|ky; dh dqN fof’k"V lkaLÑfrd&jktuhfrd ijeijk,¡ gSaA fo’ofo|ky; dh ÁR;sd xfrfof/k;ksa esa Nk=sa dh 

lgHkkfxrk vkSj Nk=ksa dh jktuhfrd laosnu”khyrk ;s nks ckrsa rks fo”fo|ky; dh leiw.kZ laLfr dk tSls ewyea= cu 

xbZ gSA Nk=ksa dh vgfe;r dks le>uk] mudh Lo;a dh Hkkxhnkjh ds ek/;e ls mUgsa ftEesnkfj;ksa dk vglkl djkuk] 

foosd&lEer fu.kZ ysus esa lg;ksx djuk vkfn ,slh ckrsa gSa] tks ;gk¡ dhlaLfr ds yksdrkaf=d ds yksdrkaf=d fetkt dk 

ifjp; nsrh gSA fo’fo|ky; dh LFkkiuk ds ckn ls gh Nk=ksa dh lgHkfxrk dks xEHkhjrk ls fy;k x;kA fo’ofo|ky; dh 

mPp Lrjh; bdkbZ fo}r ifj kn~ ¼,sdsMfed dkSfUly½ rd esa ,d le; rd Nk= leqnk; dk mfpr Áfrfuf/kRo j[kk 

x;k FkkA vkikrdky ds ckn rd ,slh O;oLFkk FkhA bl flyflys esa LVwMsUV QsdYVh desVh dks ;kn djuk t:jh gS] tks 

,l-,Q-lh- ds uke ls tkuh tkrh Fkh] Nk= leqnk; ds fgr ds fy, ;g desVh ÁR;sd xfrfof/k;ksa ds lapkyu esa viuh 

egRoiw.kZ Hkwfedk j[krh FkhA fo’ofo|ky; esa Áos’k lEcU/kh Nk=ksa dh leL;k gks ;k mudh ijh{kk ds ewY;kadu lecU/kh 

dksbZ vM+pu ,l-,Q-lh- ds Nk= Áfrfuf/k viuh lw>cw> vkSj yxu dk rRdky ifjp; nsrs FksA ;g desvh lu~ 1983 ds 

ckn lekIr dj nh xbZA

fo’ofo|ky; esa Nk=&leqnk; dh lgHkkfxrk dk loksZRre mnkgj.k ;gk¡ dh Nk=&jktuhfr gS] ftldh ’kSyh gh dSEil 

dh jktuhfrd laLÑfr cu xbZ gSA Nk=&jktuhfr dh felky vius vki esa iw.kZ vkSj mRrjnkf;Roksa ls Hkjh gqbZ gSA ;kuh 

Nk=ksa dh jktuhfr esa Nk=ksa ds flok fdlh dk n[ky ughaA ;gk¡ ds Nk=la?k dk lafo/kku Hkh ;gha ds Nk=&laxBuksa dk 

cuk;k gqvk gSA jktuhfrd ’kfDr;ksa ds c¡Vokjs esa yksdrkaf=d joS;s dk iwjk /;ku j[krs gq, Nk=ksa ds lEiw.kZ Áfrfuf/kRo ij 

;g lafo/kku fo’ks  tksj nsrk gSA Nk=la?k ds lkykuk pquko lEiUu djokus dh ftEesnkjh rks vkjEHk ls gh Nk=ksa ds gkFk esa 

gh jgh gSA blds fy, pquko vk;ksx dk xBu Hkh Lo;a Nk= gh djrs gSaA pquko lEcU/kh vkpkj&lafgrk ls tqM+s lkjs 

oS/kkfud vkSj Á’kklfud vf/kdkj bl vk;ksx ds ikl lqjf{kr jgrs gSa] ftudk mi;ksx og Nk= jktuhfr ds fgr esa 

le;&le; ij djrk gSA fo’ofo|ky; esa vHkh lu~ 1994 ds Nk=la?k ds pquko es vius Hkk k.k ds nkSjku lkoZtfud lHkk 

fo'ofo|ky; dh jktuhfrd laLÑfr
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esa vkifRrtud ’kCnksa dk Á;ksx djus ds dkj.k pquko vk;ksx us viuh 

’kfDr;ksa dk Á;ksx djrs gq, v/;{k in ds nks mEehnokjksa rFkk ik kZn in ds 

vU; mEehnokjksa dks pquko eSnku ls gh ckgj dj fn;k FkkA ;g vf/kdkj vkSj 

uSfrd cy mlh jktuhfrd laLÑfr ls vftZr fd;k x;k gS] ftls lEiw.kZ ts-

,u-;w- leqnk; us fufeZr fd;k FkkA

;g ,d vkn’kZ felky ls de ugha gS fd ftl lekt esa euh ikWoj ds fcuk 

xzke&iapk;rksa rd ds pquko Bhd ls lEiUu ugha gksrs] ogha jkt/kkuh esa fLFkr 

bl fo’ofo|ky; esa Nk=la?k ds pquko esa iSls dh Hkwfedk vHkh rd ux.; 

cuh gqbZ gSA pquko ds nkSjku lnk ls gh ,d vuks[kh fdLe dh lknxh dSEil 

esa fn[kkbZ nsrh gsA pquko Ápkj ds fy, thi ;k vU; eksVjxkfM+;k¡] diM+s ds 

jaxhu cSuj] Ásl ls Nis gq, iksLVj] ykÅMLihdj dk Á;ksx vkfn ,slh phtsa 

gSa] tks vU; fo’ofo|ky;ksa esa pquko ds Álax esa vke gks xbZ gS] ysfdu ts-,u-

;w- dSEil ds fy, ;s vHkh vlEHko&lh cuh gqbZ gSA fQtwy[kpZ ls cpus dh 

;g felky vU; fdlh Hkh pquko Á.kkyh ds fy, vkn’kZ ugha rks Ásj.kkn;h 

vo’; cu ldrh gSA dSEil dh jktuhfr ds fy, jk Vªh; Lrj ds 

jktuhfrd nyksa dk gLr{ksi Hkh ;gk¡ ds Nk=ksa dks ekU; ugha gSA pquko [kpZ 

ds fy, Nk= laxBuksa ds yksx Nk=&leqnk; esa gh pUnk bdV~Bk djrs gSaA 

;g dsoy ferO;f;rk dh ckr ugha gS] cfYd ;g ;gk¡ dh Nk= jktuhfr us 

vius vuqHkoksa ls viuh vko’;drkvksa vkSj lhekvksa dks Bhd ls igpku fy;k 

gS bl xkSjo’kkyh ijEijk dk Js; eq[; :i ls mu Áxfr’khy&tuoknh 

Nk=&laxBuksa dks tkrk gS] ftUgksaus fo’ofo|ky; ds vkjfEHkd dky esa bl 

rjg dk jkthfrd okrkoj.k iSnk fd;kA

fo’ofo|ky; dh Nk=&jktuhfr esa iksLVj dh laLÑfr bl dSEil dh 

fof’k V ckrksa esa ,d gSA pquko Ápkj gks vFkok vU; elyk] fdlh fopkj dk 

fojks/k djuk gks ;k leFkZu] gkWLVy dh leL;k gks ;k vUrjkZ Vªh; Lrj dh 

isphnk leL;k&gkFk ls cuk;k gqvk iksLVj ;gk¡ tu&lapkj dk eq[; ek/;e 

cu tkrk gSA Ásl ls Nis gq, iksLVj dh txg fofo/k jaxksa okys gkFk dh lqUnj 

fy[kkoV ls ;qDr rjg&rjg ds iksLVj esl] lkoZtfud dSUVhu vFkok 

cl&LVkWi ij cjcl vkidk /;ku [khap ysaxsA ,sls esa ferO;f;rk rks cuh gh 

jgrh gS] cfYd Ásl dh ,djlrk Hkh VwVrh gSA bu iksLVlZ dk vU; vkd kZ.k 

gS mudh lkexzh dh fofo/krkA oksV ds fy, veqd mEehnokj dks fot;h 

cukosa tSlh HkkSaM+h vihy u rks bl Ádkj ds iksLVjksa esa gh gksrh gS vkSj u gh 

;gk¡ ds Nk= mlls ÁHkkfor gksrs gSaA ;s iksLVj vR;Ur ckSf)d] dykRed 

vksj dHkh&dHkh dkO;kRed vkSj n’kZuh; lkexzh ds lkFk fn[kkbZ nsrs gSaA 

ghxy dh dksbZ nk’kZfud mfDr ls ysdj fdlh BsB Hkkstiqjh tudfo dh 

iafDr;k¡ rd bu iksLVjksa dh lkexzh gqvk djrh gSA lqUnj vkSj dykRed 
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iksLVj cukus okys Nk=ksa dh gj Nk= laxBu esa ,d vyx igpku gqvk djrh Fkh vkSj bl dk;Z ds fy, mudk O;fDrxr 

;ksxnku vR;Ur egRoiw.kZ le>k tkrk FkkA ;g rks fuf’pr gS fd igys ftrus dykRed vkSj fofo/krkiw.kZ iksLVj 

vktdy de fn[kkbZ nsrs gSA] ysfdu iksLVj lEcU/kh vfyf[kr vkpkj&lafgrk vHkh Hkh dSEil esa dk;e gSA ;kuh fd 

iksLVj dks QkM+uk] vFkok ,d iksLVj ij nwljk iksLVj fpidk nsuk---- vkfn dks vuSfrd vkSj ’keZukd ekuk x;k gS vkSj 

bl Ádkj dh e;kZnk vHkh rd dk;e gSA oSpkfjd erHksn ds ckotwn viuh ckr dks rdZ ds lkFk dguk] lfg .kqrk ds 

lkFk nwljksa dh ckrsa lquuk] vU; rkSj&rjhdksa ds ctk; oSpkfjd vkSj ckSf)d ’kfDr;ksa dks dke esa ykuk&vkfn ckrsa vHkh 

Hkh dSEil dh jktuhfrd laLÑfr dk ewY; cuh gqbZ gSaA Nk=la?k ds pquko esa /ku’kfDr dh rjg fgalk ;k xqMkxnhZ Hkh ;gk¡ 

dke ugha djrhA ÁR;sd mEehnokj dks pquko ls igys fo’ofo|ky; dh lkoZtfud lHkk esa oSpkfjd vkSj ckSf)d dlkSVh 

ij [kjk mrjuk iM+rk gSA bl dok;n esa mls viuh jktuhfrd ifjiDork dk rks ifjp; nsuk gh iM+rk gS] lkFk gh lkFk 

mls LFkkuh; ifjlj ls ysdj jk Vªh;&vUrjkZ Vªh; Lrj dh leL;kvksa ij iwNs x, lokyksa dk tokc Hkh nsuk iM+rk gSA 

jkt/kkuh esa gh fLFkr fnYyh fo’ofo|ky; ds Nk=la?k ds pqukoksa esa fiNys o kZ gh ,d Nk= laxBu ¼vf[ky Hkkjrh; 

fo|kFkhZ ifj kn~½ dh thi esa fdlh R;kxh uked dq[;kr vijk/kh dk iqfyl eqBHksM+ esa ekjk tkuk ,d ,slh ?kVuk gS] 

ftldk ts-,u-;w- esa ?kV tkuk dYiukrhr gSA ;g ,d fjdkMZ dh ckr gS fd fo’ofo|ky; ds Nk=la?k ds pquko ds 

nkSjku vkt rd fgalk ;k xq>MkxnhZ dh ckr rks nwj&fdlh Hkh Ádkj dh vfÁ; ?kVuk vkt rd ns[kus esa ugha vkbZA ;gh 

dkj.k gS fd pquko esa vHkh rd iqfyl O;oLFkk dh vko’;drk eglwl gh ugha dh xbZA

Nk=ksa dh jktuhfrd laLfr dk vlj fo’ofo|ky; esa Áos’k ysus okys u;s Nk=ksa ds ekeyksa esa Hkh ns[kk tk ldrk gSA l= 

ds ’kq: esa vU; fo’ofo|ky;ksa vkSj f’k{kk laLFkkuksa esa u;s Nk=ksa dh jSafxax ls tqM+h dqN vViVh [kcjsa lquus dks feyrh gSaA 

bl ekeys esa ts-,u-;w- dSil ,d rjg dk viokn gh gS] tgk¡ Okfj B Nk= }kjk u;s Nk=ksa dk Lokxr djus vkSj muesa 

vkRefo’okl Hkjus dh lqnh?kZ ijEijk gSA ;g dk;ZØe ÝsllZ oSyde ds uke ls tkuk tkrk jgk gSA fo’ofo|ky; ds 

iqjkus fnuksa esa uokxUrqd Nk=ksa esa ,l-,Q-vkbZ- vkSj ,-vkbZ-,l-,Q- tSls Nk=&laxBu xgjh fnypLih ds lkFk 

jktuhfrd lEHkkouk,a [kkstrs FksA u;s Nk=ksa dh O;fDrxr ;ksX;rk dks js[kkafdr djus dh ;g ijEijk vktdy dqN 

f’kfFky iM+rh tk jgh gsA ,slk ugha Fkk fd u;s Nk= dks dsoy *oksVj* dh fuxkg ls ns[kdj mldk jktuhfrdj.k fd;k 

tkrk Fkk] cfYd Nk= dh lkekftd i` BHkwfe ds Áfr ;s laxBu vR;Ur laosnu’khy Fks] vkSj O;fDrxr leL;k dks le>us 

esa ekuoh; n`f Vdks.k dks Hkh /;ku esa j[krs FksA u;s Nk=ksa dh ckr dks vkSj loky dks /;ku ls lquk tkrk Fkk mls rdZ 

djus] Á’u iwNus] fo’ys'k.k djus vkSj foosd&lEer fu.kZ; ysus esa mnkj fdLe dh ekSfyd NwV nh tkrh FkhA 

fo’ofo|ky; esa bl Ádkj *dh Hkkxhnkjh dk vglkl djkuk] oSpkfjd vkSj ckSf)d {kerk ds fodkl ds jkLrs [kksyuk] 

vius bfrgkl vkSj lekt dh xfr dks Bhd ls le>us ds vkStkj Ánku djuk vkSj fdlh jktuhfrd n’kZu ;k fopkj/kkjk 

dks vkRelkr djus dh ÁfØ;k iSnk djuk vkfn ckrsa u;s Nk=ksa ds O;fDRo ds :ikUrj.k ds fy, dkQh gksrh FkhA bl 

çdkj ds O;fDrxr Lrj ij lka>snkjh vkSj mifLFkfr dh Hkkouk orZeku le; esa de vo’; fn[kkbZ nsrh gS ysfdu vU; 

fo’ofo|ky;ksa dh rqyuk esa u;s Nk= Lo;a dks ts-,u-;w- dSil esa eqDr vkSj rukojfgr vc Hkh eglwl djrs gSaA

}kfjdk izlkn oekZ

In year 2000, I joined SLS, JNU for M. Phil/Ph.D program.  JNU has contributed immensely to my academic pursuits.  
When I came here, I found it absolutely different from the educational institutions I had attended earlier. As far as the 
campus culture and academic environment are concerned, Delhi University and JNU are poles apart despite being in the 
same city.  I love the JNU Campus.  Besides the campus, the student-faculty interaction is of a different nature here.  
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One can learn so much more in an open environment.  The students-teacher 
ratio also contributes to the openness.  Another remarkable thing about 
JNU is that it gives ample opportunity to its students to grow as individuals, 
to develop their own opinions, intellectual space and also bright careers.  
While doing my Ph.D, I was a member of the student-faculty committee and 
also was the SLS convenor, JNUSU, for three consecutive years.  I believe 
these extra-curricular activities are excellent opportunities to learn and 
grow as a responsible student and a citizen.

Also, JNU ensures that high quality higher education is, within every one's 
reach.  If you compare the fees that we pay in JNU to that of other 
university, you would find that we are getting a Ph.D degree almost free of 
cost! In all these ways, I can say that it was a boon for me to join JNU.  I 
would like to say that whatever I have achieved, I own it all to JNU any my 
mentor Prof. B. N. Mallik.

JNU provides amazing infrastructure and academic ambience.  This 
University spends lakhs of rupees on its students without asking them to 
pay as much.  This University is a boon for the students.  But it brings with 
it a lot of responsibility too because it is ultimately the tax payers money on 
which we get to study.  Hence, we've got to pay back to the society in our 
own respective way.  JNU teaches us all this and that is why, it is a great 
institution.  Also, when you go abroad you find that the basic foundation of 
your knowledge laid by JNU is very strong.  So in that sense also, we are 
doing a great job.
Dinesh Pal

I live with JNU daily, particularly with the School of International Studies  
in my personal life and in my professional life - even after some 3 decades. 
We were the first Masters class at the School of International Studies, 
when the building was not even inside the JNU campus!

My experiences there shaped me. If it was not for the high quality teaching   
International Relations, International Law and Organization, the ethics of 
good research, verification of facts, the lack of dogmatic ideologies, 
openness to ideas, skepticism toward authority combined with respect for 
ideas and individuals   that was pervasive in SIS, I would not be striving to 
be a good journalist to this day. That openness to differing points of view 
and recognizing the right to hold different points of view  that is what SIS 
brought to JNU.

So even when some of us in SIS had political affiliations, we were open to 
other ideas. I believe that is a plus and forms the underpinnings of a great 
democracy. 

I loved the political energy of JNU, the engagement of students with the 
issues of their country. It influenced me profoundly so that no matter where 
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I am I remain engaged and moved by the issues of the day not just in the country I am in, but also in the wider world. 
Ela Dutt, Journalist, Canada

It was one of those finer coincidences of life that catapulted me to the 'Down Campus' on a hot summer afternoon in 
1979. The memory of the campus and more so of that written examination, being invigilated by Ms. Shirin Rutnagar on 
a sultry sun-baked afternoon, is that of awe and to some extent even surreal. I had decided to shift over from DU on 
account of difficulty in finding hostel accommodation  my admission in K.M. College had no guarantee for hostel and 
the wait was getting unbearable for me. Having heard that hostel accommodation is available in JNU for a song it was 
but a natural attempt on my part to try my luck there. Further in the quest of a single room I opted to go to Poorvanchal, 
which was then considered far away from 'civilisation'. Later I returned to 'civilisation' by shifting to Sutlej hostel and 
became part of the 'main stream'. Though it is to Poorvanchal that I owe some of by best friends acquired during JNU 
days, including two who are no more in this world, Amitabh Bhattacharya and Mohun Kudesia but whose endearing 
and fond memories will always be fresh in my heart and mind.

My association in JNU can be flagged in three major groups  hostel folks, department guys, and the campus community 
at large. Typically interactions at all these levels had their own distinct charm.

My department of history was then headed by Prof. S. Bhattacharya, an erudite scholar. The other luminaries included 
Prof. Bipin Chandra, Prof. Satish Chandra, later my guide for M.Phil, Prof. S. Gopal, Prof. Romilla Thapar, Prof. 
Harbans Muhkiya, Prof. Muzaffar Alam, Prof. Dilbagh Singh, Dr. K.K.Trivedi, just to name a few. This galaxy was awe-
inspiring. Of course we had occasions to hear and meet renowned teachers from other disciplines as well who were 
also gems of their expert areas. This was a great exposure for all of us. Their teachings expanded our horizon and gave 
us a newer world view hitherto unexplored. I can say with confidence that JNU those days provided us with the most 
healthy and lively academic atmosphere in the country.

Hostel life was indeed an endless fun. Morning brawls in the toilet to the affairs of the Mess, common room, the 
posters that appeared from no where in the morning, all threw up innumerable possibilities for tomfoolery and 
merriment. We enjoyed gossip, even malicious at times and without any qualms. They added spice to the hostel life. I 
also did a stint as Mess Secretary and my efforts to give better non-veg brought from Essex Farm or INA market was 
appreciated. We were able to tide over crisis time also when the workers resorted to strikes  it was lot of fun cooking 
the food at such times, though we resented washing the utensils. Music sessions, group studies for the civil services 
and booze parties were always happening. There were not many rooms in the campus without regular 'guests'  one of 
the reasons for high mess bills. You could hardly find a more enjoyable hostel life anywhere in this world. There could be 
no loners those days.

The community life in JNU was the best thing to happen to any youth. Who can forget Jhelum lawns, Ganga dhaba and 
Godavari dhaba? The all night affairs belonged to these locations that gave the campus many glamorous tags and also 
generated lot of envy in DU colleges. It is also correct that many a romance took shape here and fructified into life-long 
relationships. They were at the same time places for great intellectual debates where Marx, Engel and Hegel were 
discussed as much as Gandhism or Nehruvian model of socialistic society. It is not surprising that many senior 
politicians, academics, journalists, bureaucrats and activists are to be found today at the national level who rubbed 
shoulders with us on the campus during the roaring 80s.

Young people are radical everywhere and so were we those days. It was politically more correct to be either left or at 
least left of centre. We generally aligned with depressed groups, with socially progressive issues and shouted slogans 
against imperialism. These gave a purpose to our life and vend to our youthful energies. Participation by girl students in 
movements and rallies in large numbers under the banner of JNUSU, unlike at many other universities, was another 
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important feature that added colour to our activities. Late night public 
meetings, visits by stalwarts like Karat, Yechury, Anand, Tripathy and 
others and Presidential debates are all etched in our memories. Not many 
educational institutions can boast of such colourful election process.

· Death of a most dear friend Razmi in an accident on 1.1.1982; the JNU 
bus carrying more than 50 students went to his home town Aligarh for 
his cremation, I have the photographs 

· SUTFEST 83, I being one of the leading organisers of that event, I have 
the group photograph

· Formation of a stormy DSF, a break-up group of SFI students who got 
disillusioned with the doctrinaire policies of mainstream politics

· Arrival of noisy Rajan G James on the political firmament of JNU
· Students' agitation leading to the gherao of VC Shrivastava
· Police action in May 1983 leading to our landing up in Tihar and then 

the great escape 
… and many others.
Some of my best friends and who have sustained as such are from the 
campus. 
Long live JNU!
Long live JNUSU!

Faizi O. Hashmi, CHS/SSS (1979-84)

When I think of my six years as a student at Jawaharlal Nehru University 
(1974-80), the most striking thing which comes to my mind is: how a 
dynamic community of young scholars could weave an academic, social 
and political life that not just changed our world view, but in some way the 
course of history itself. In 1974, I entered not just another University but a 
new world of academic excellence. JNU acquired a halo within a short span 
of time through a combination of two factors.

First, the University had great academic talent from the Vice-Chancellor to 
the students. The University could attract eminent academics on its faculty 
from all over India and abroad. In the discipline of Sociology (Centre for the 
Study of Social Systems), where I joined MA in 1974, the veteran 
sociologist Professor Yogendra Singh was the head and other faculty 
members included Dr. T. K. Oommen, Dr. Partha Nath Mukherji, Dr. K. L. 
Sharma, Dr. C. N. Venugopal, Dr. M. N. Panini, and within a year or two Dr. 
Ravindra K. Jain joined the department. All of them were extraordinary in 
their own way as teachers and thinkers. Now they are no more on the 
faculty of JNU but they have left a lasting imprint not only in the discipline 
but also outside. In other departments on the old campus in those days we 
had intellectual giants like Prof. Sarvepally Gopal, Prof. Romila Thapar, 
Prof. Bipan Chandra, Prof. Rasheedduddin Khan, Prof. Bimal Prasad, to 
name a few. This community of scholars lifted the academic and 
intellectual discourse of the time to the highest level possible.

Some poignant memories:
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The second factor was that the students, who got admission to the post-graduate and M.Phil. courses, came from all 
parts of the country and Nepal. Because of the selection process those who came to JNU were the best group of young 
minds (I think it continues even today.) They came from varied social backgrounds and their life together in the 
University, to my mind, created the best academic atmosphere. As students, apart from the routine academic work, our 
task was to raise questions, fight with ourselves and teachers on national and international issues, and continue the 
fiery debates till late night. When I read the Times of India editorial on “How Dare You: Our education system frowns on 
students asking questions” (28 October 2008), I was thinking of our JNU days  what a difference! I hope the old 
tradition continues even today. JNU contributed the finest minds to political parties, social institutions, academic and 
scientific centres, and administrative machinery of India as well as to international bodies.

Was JNU a hotbed of politics? Yes, it was. But with a difference. JNU was the only intellectual centre in those six years 
I was there, which responded to the emerging socio-political situations in the most positive way possible. 1974-80 was 
the period when Indian democracy passed through the most trying time. With Jayaprakash Narayan leading the mass 
movement against the one-party rule, autocracy, tyranny and the party which crushed people's freedom, the JNU 
campus witnessed the Socialists and Marxists holding hands to fight for democracy. Our student leaders were 
imprisoned during the political emergency and they came out victorious holding the flag of Indian democracy aloft.
 
For me personally, the JNU campus was a social-political laboratory. It provided opportunities for testing one's ideas 
and theories with like-mined friends as well as ideological foes. In a sense, JNU's exceptional intellectual ferment was 
grounded on reality which showed us how we should spend the rest of our life. The fraternity and camaraderie one 
developed in JNU stands in good stead everywhere; inside the country and all over the world; inside one's area of work 
and elsewhere. Everywhere one meets a JNUite  the political divisions, ideological differences evaporate and a 
solidarity emerges.
The political, healthy and intellectually sound environment at JNU gave us enormous confidence to face the world and 
its many challenges better. Looking back, I could say: gracias, JNU.
George Mathew, Director, Institute of Social Sciences, New Delhi

I came to India for the first time as a tourist; later, I was a student of JNU for six years.  Post that, I have been working 
in India.  My impression of India has changed over the years from a curious tourist to someone who calls India home.  
During my stay in JNU (i.e. 1999 -2005) I met most amazing people, some of whom will always remain as my friends, I 
took part in events which I will always remember and I lived in a place that was second home to me.  I was one of 
fortunate foreigners who could have most wonderful experiences in “incredible India”.

Before joining the University I was really apprehensive about what was in store for me since I knew that India would be 
very different from my hometown in Japan.  However, JNU provided me a good and secure opportunity to learn and 
understand about India.  I really enjoyed staying in Sabarmati and Tapti hostels.  I still miss my days hanging out with 
friends at the dhabas, FSA office, SIS & library canteens, and the Center.  

My understanding about India, which I owe to mainly JNU, has helped me a lot in my career and personal life.  My 
decision to stay and work in India is, to a great extent, influenced by my life in JNU.  

Finally, I must also thank all my friends, classmates and faculty members for their warm support and help whether 
related to the studies or otherwise, throughout the course.  Since I was always helped by others during my student 
days, I would be glad to share my experience with new foreign students and help them understand this wonderful 
country. 
Hiroko Arakawa, Japanese Embassy, New Delhi

AN INTRODUCTION TO INCREDIBLE INDIA
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LOOKING BACK

OUT OF JNU

Looking back these past 30 plus years, I think JNU was /is a great learning 
experience and for me, after a break from studies  I had been working after 
completing my BA from LSR  it was quite an eye opener. JNU was a big leap 
from Delhi University, for me at least.

I learned a lot about foreign affairs. International Law was my favourite. It 
was a treat: to be taught by such famous people…the visitors who used to 
come for guest lectures…the election scenes, demonstrations and protests 
from time to time. The term papers and the research work in the libraries 
helped me in my school teaching here (in the US), as I had learned to be 
confident by then. Even though I do not like to talk much, the exposure at 
JNU helped me in my school interviews and in my classes here. It  would not 
have been possible for me to work in the school system with all the 
Americans, given their aggressiveness, independence and their habit of 
convincing others even when they are wrong...I guess I got lot of 
'Americanism" JUST BY BEING IN JNU THOSE YEARS.!!! Always being in 
a girls' school and then a girls' college, it was very taxing to be with boys!!!! 
So I did not much care for the social activities...the after hours events etc.

MOST IMPORTANT, the bunch of friends I ended up making has become the 
most rewarding and positive experience of my life. Although I did not pursue 
a career, I am happy I have pursued my friendships. We all have our choices 
to make and I am glad I chose to enroll at JNU in 1973 for my Masters. The 
small size of our class has enabled us to rekindle those memories of the early 
seventies today. I am so proud of all my classmates who have gone on to 
become journalists, lawyers, teachers, professors and independent 
consultants....I think we did JNU proud!
Jaishri Mamtani (nee Gurnani), batch of '75, MA, SIS

JNU. Whenever I hear any mention of it, it tugs at my heart. My being there 
has left an indelible impression on my being. Before I came to JNU, I had 
been at MSU, Baroda, which had been an absolutely wonderful experience, 
but JNU was something else. But, at first JNU felt like another planet! It 
had such a serious air about it and there was so much cerebral discussion 
over everything. I was nineteen and suddenly felt the need to grow up in a 
hurry. 

I was in the first batch of MA students of SIS. It was then located at Feroz 
Shah Road (first two semesters) and the orange striped JNU bus took us 
there everyday and brought us back to what was later referred to as “down 
campus” or Old Campus later on. That daily trip introduced us to two 
impressive institutions: Sapru House and Tiwari the bus driver! 

Before I came here, the world was more or less black or white. I now learnt 
that there were many, many shades of grey. What left quite a mark on me 
was the fact that brilliant arguments could be made for and against any 60



topic! A subject would be chosen and top politicians/entities of all persuasions would be invited to speak to jam-packed 
hexagonal halls where all such debates took place. And with each speaker, you heard some compelling arguments. You 
could be impressed as well as confused. But, most importantly, it taught me to listen to every side of an argument  
which I consider one of the greatest lessons I have ever learnt. 

These august occasions could also drown you in paroxysms of laughter sometimes. Like the time when Piloo Mody 
arrived to speak (please google if you're wondering who he is) and it was suddenly realized that we didn't have a chair 
that could accommodate his ample girth!! 

And, so our psyches were nourished and honed…many a dharna and many a strike  against the mess contractor, the VC 
and even the Prime Minister Indira Gandhi. She was not allowed to enter through the hallowed gates of JNU   named 
after her father  on the occasion of a convocation. We were threatened with “no convocation from now onward!” and 
we said “fine” to everyone's surprise. And, so, unlike other universities, there have been none since then, if I'm not 
mistaken.

We were surrounded by faculty who were the cream and envy of any educational institution. Imagine going in droves to 
listen to profs from other departments! Who can forget Bipan Chandra, Prabhat Patnaik, Sabyasachi Mukherjee, 
Kaviraj… We were surrounded by 'stars'. And, they were so human and had 'the touch'. One other such person was Dr 
Moonis Raza. On a personal level, I shall always remember how helpful and supportive Dr Bimal Prasad, Dr M S Agwani, 
Dr Urmila Phadnis and Dr K P Misra, were. 

When we began classes, Dr Appadorai  whose book I'd read for my BA  came and taught us! Krishna Menon came and 
spoke to us…we were majorly in awe and couldn't believe our luck. Other 'stars' who taught us were M S Rajan, 
Venkataramani, the gentle K P Saxena, and acerbic R P Anand ... There was younger blood that also had us running 
enthusiastically to class. Imagine, we never ever 'bunked'! G P Deshpande and Pushpesh Pant were like search engines 
(could put google to shame) and raconteurs par excellence, with great dry humour to boot. Mohd Ayub, Ashok Guha, 
Narayanan and Jayashekhar were also wonderful, inspired us and kept us totally involved in our subject and hungry for 
more. What more can you ask of your teacher?

Election time at JNU was unbelievable. The Free Thinkers (FTs), the SFI, and the Trotskites (“Trots” headed by Banaji 
and spoken for by Sri Prakash), the last didn't run for office but were very active. Anand Kumar and Prakash Karat 
stood on a chair or table in the mess after dinner and addressed the packed room. They were literally interrogated about 
their views on every debatable topic…. For our part, we stayed up nights doing election posters that ran in a series  
both sides matching wit for wit  on the wall of the large canteen in the Club Building.  

There were also long hours in the library, open till midnight before exams and manned by volunteer students for the 
extra hours. The curriculum, the inter-disciplinary approach, the brilliant profs, seminar papers, auditing subjects from 
other Schools in the Social Sciences, department seminars…This was an amazing training ground for cogent thinking 
and confidence building. We learnt to ask questions bravely and answer to the best of our ability in turn. The sheer 
breadth and depth of experience as a student in class as well as on campus was amazing. Everything was way ahead of 
its time. (Including hostels that had no timings!) 

On the lighter side, there was a great time had on campus and in the hostel. Dinnertime dilemnas of choosing between 
mutton curry and kheer if you were a non-vegetarian and wanting to cry out for your mother when you had to forego 
one of the two! Running to catch the bus or sprinting up the short cut to “up campus” at lunchtime on Wednesdays, so 
as not to miss out on the pakoris in the kadhi! (If you didn't get there in the first half hour, all the pakoris would have 
been fished out and finished.) Evening walks after dinner and chai in dog-licked cups at the dhaaba…magical moonlit 
trips to Parthasarthy Rocks, ahem…Standing in a queue at some enterprising soul's ground floor verandah for bhaang 
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on Holi … A chance to see the best of theatre thanks to Alkazi and Tanvir. 
Going for Hindustani classical concerts with your gang and sitting on the 
stage with a two buck ticket, inches away from all time greats at Kamani. 
Then walking to Super Bazaar and waiting for the hourly “night specials” 
(buses!) to IIT, and walking up and back to a stone-cold mess dinner left in 
its steel compartmentalized thaali on your desk by a helpful pal… Going 
around with stale bread at 2am, asking for, pickle, daal-mooth, anything to 
put on it and eat while writing term papers… burning scrap paper in the wire 
dustbin to warm your hands in winter while writing to meet deadlines as the 
wind howled outside…The radiating and soaring heat in summer on a new 
campus where there wasn't a blade of grass (who would believe that 
today?!)  Om Prakash the dhobi in his potbelly-hugging bright Benlon T-
shirts, his demeanour begging to be caricatured… Oh, I could go on and on.

Many from our batch of 1975 have got together in cyberspace and formed a 
groupsite on Yahoo. It feels like just the other day when we talked and one 
can hear the din and laughter in the classroom. Lasting bonds, a storehouse 
of experiences and shared interests keep us talking. There are jokes from 
Bedi as usual (occasional dinners at his place on campus too)…discussions 
on the US elections, the world economy, politics in India, the curse of 
communalism, Prakash Karat and Sitaram Yechury…doesn't feel like we've 
left JNU!!

This memoir is also being written at 2am in keeping with the best of 
traditions. I'd say, 'you can take a student out of JNU but you cannot take 
JNU out of a student'!!!
JNU ko salaam!                                                                                               
Jayashree Joshi Eashwar

It is more than 16 years since I left JNU but I can feel its impact even now 
every day. A conscious decision to abjure the path of material success, or 
even the pursuit of name or fame, was probably an outcome of dialogue 
with self during my days at JNU. In a society that is largely accused of 
subjecting individuals, especially youth to all round intellectual and moral 
subjugation, JNU would probably be one of the most unique institutions 
that consciously seek to impart the requisite training and courage to its 
students to stand for his or her convictions - and that too without being 
intimidated by the strength of the opponent or even being revengeful 
towards any one in the process. 

I did oppose some of my best friends but I continue to admire their positive 
qualities even now. I also remember my university days for taking several 
“wrong” decisions and making inappropriate choices, defying the dominant 
sub-culture of the place. But I still had lot of space for my self and at the 
same time I had so many friends across all political or ideological divides on 
whom I could always depend. I also wonder how poorer I would have been 
today in terms of knowledge and experience had the liberal ambience of 
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JNU not allowed me to commit those mistakes. I admit that no institution can drastically alter your values and entirely 
re-shape your character, but it can always introduce a marginal shift in your perceptions or inject a little extra push in 
your momentum that could drastically change the very course of your life. JNU offered an ambience full of 
opportunities to discover the moral courage and strength of character to stand by whatever one perceived right and 
correct. However, it would be too naïve (or dishonest) to attempt description of everything in JNU in absolute or 
superlative terms as reality can never be absolute or positive in all its aspects. JNU had a fair mix of academic brilliance 
and intellectual inadequacies, strength of character and lack of moral courage. But in relative terms the positives far 
outweigh the negatives. 

I vividly remember the day I joined JNU. I had come from Kolkata to pursue MA at the Centre for Political Studies (CPS). 
There was a senior from Kolkata who initially looked after me but within no time I had so many friends from virtually all 
parts of the country. It was difficult to keep track of all of them even though I valued my friendship with each one of my 
friends. Some of my best friends were from places far away from my own. They spoke a language at home or ate such 
food which would have remained alien fro me had I not met them in JNU. All these friends were such wonderful human 
beings that I struggle to find their replicas outside. Some of their gestures were so moving that I feel privileged to have 
even known them.

During my days at JNU, several of the activities outside the class room were probably too exciting and teachers had to 
try something extra to sustain the interest of students in the classrooms. The freedom we enjoyed in the classroom to 
raise questions or even air our own views was enormous. I distinctly remember telling one of my favourite teachers, in a 
class on political philosophy, that his entire hypothesis was wrong. He was initially shocked and I felt a little guilty as 
well. But in the next class he gave me full opportunity to prove my point and encouraged me to do so. I also remember 
the same teacher not taking any offence to my observation that no criteria or examination had still been evolved which 
could accurately assess knowledge of an examinee or a student of humanities. I had gone to the extent of stating that 
marks given by the teacher concerned in the last examination were merely an expression of opinion that I had to accept 
due to the inadequacy of the system. The teacher took no offence and quoted this statement on quite a few occasions. 

There were many friends in JNU who opposed ideologies claiming a righteous position and envisaging destruction and 
annihilation of all adherents of opposing schools of thought. But such ideological aggressions and rivalries were 
confined to passionate speeches only. I also remember many instances when friends across all political and ideological 
divides came together to prevent a debate or discussion from turning ugly. They were all committed to preserve the 
unique legacy of JNU, which has been handed down from the very first few batches and refined regularly by the 
subsequent ones. The instances of tolerance, civility and grace to accept a divergent perception were far too many 
compared to few acts of intolerance and even crudity. 

However, during my last few months in the University, some of the new students did make us realise our collective 
failure to help the newcomers adequately handle the enormous intellectual and social freedom that JNU had conferred 
upon them. This was especially when they virtually passed judgements on views of some of the most reputed teachers 
of JNU itself or even scholars from outside. Physical prevention of some visiting speakers from addressing a gathering 
inside JNU was also painful to those who valued the culture of open debate and discussion. I remember many occasions 
when JNU students had read extensively on a subject to confront a visiting speaker and it was done in such a subtle 
manner that none could take offence. 

I cherish my days at JNU for the unbridled freedom of thoughts and ideas it gave me. I experienced an ambience in JNU 
during my days where all agreed on their right to disagree - but in a fairly civil manner. 
Jitendra Kumar, MA from SSS and M. Phil from SIS in late 1980s and early 1990s, and is presently a mid-level civil 
servant in the Government of India
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CHANDRASHEKHAR'S CAMPUS 

I dreamed I saw Joe Hill last night,
Alive as you and me.
Says I "But Joe, you're ten years dead"
"I never died" said he,
"I never died" said he.
"The Copper Bosses killed you Joe,
they shot you Joe" says I.
"Takes more than guns to kill a man"
Says Joe "I didn't die"
Says Joe "I didn't die"
And standing there as big as life
and smiling with his eyes.
Says Joe "What they can never kill
went on to organize,
where working-men defend their rights,
it's there you find Joe Hill,
it's there you find Joe Hill!

Comrade Chandrashekhar, twice elected JNUSU President, was once 
asked during a  Presidential Debate whether he was contesting because he 
was 'ambitious.' He said yes, he was ambitious, but the scope of his 
ambitions went far beyond being elected JNUSU President: he aimed to live 
like Bhagat Singh and die like Che. It wasn't a piece of rhetoric  he did 
actually keep his word, when he became a whole-time activist of the 
CPI(ML) and was shot dead in Siwan at the behest of a criminal MP. 

When asked to write for a souvenir to mark a JNU alumni meet, I thought to 
write about Chandrashekhar (I was privileged to be Joint-Secretary in the 
Union during his second tenure as President)  whom many JNU alumni 
would remember and who, along with Naveen Babu, another student of 
that generation who became a revolutionary and was killed in an encounter 
in Andhra Pradesh, continues to startle us by appearing in our dreams  not 
of the past, but of the future! 

Today JNU students are being told they are in contempt of the Hon'ble 
Supreme Court for fielding a candidate more than once. One can't help 
feeling, at such times, that contempt is being expressed for the best 
democratic traditions of JNU, and for activists like Chandrashekhar, who 
did not contest JNUSU polls out of puny personal ambition  but who dared 
to have ambitions to challenge and change the society they live in. 

Chandu's spirit was one of bold intervention in all the key political questions 
of his time: the communal Mandir phenomenon; the casteist frenzy against 
Mandal; the policies of privatization; a range of people's movements on the 
issues of caste, gender, and class. Energetic architect of All India Students' 64



Association (AISA), then a new students' organisation, he caught the imagination of many of us who had just joined 
JNU, with campaigns that changed the face of JNU dramatically. In 1993, the year I joined JNU, the Union led by AISA 
campaigned successfully to restore Deprivation Points for students from backward castes, regions and gender. The 
JNUSU reached out in solidarity with a wide range of people's movements all over the country. And in 1995, the Union 
led by Chandrashekhar achieved a landmark victory when it stalled a move to privatise JNU.   

The movement that followed Chandrashekhar's death was one of the most remarkable outpourings of mass student 
activism on the streets of Delhi. That struggle, braving police lathis and water-cannons, was a great tribute to 
Chandrashekhar's own spirit and politics. 

In later years, when students of JNU boldly kicked out an MNC and defended the campus from corporatisation; joined 
the cry to scrap AFSPA, both on the streets of Delhi and Manipur; held a hunger strike for over a month to defend OBC 
quotas from the elitist anti-reservationists; waged and won battles to democratise JNU through increased MCM 
fellowships and recognition for Madarsa certificates; looked the Prime Minister in the eye to show him black flags; 
rallied with the protesting peasants of Singur and Nandigram, Kalinganagar and Khammam, and refused to be seduced 
by equation of development with SEZs and corporate land grab; risked rustication to protest when workers are denied 
minimum wages on campus; spoke out in solidarity with those being witch-hunted in the name of being Muslim or 
Naxalite... their political impulses have kept alive Chandrashekhar's spirit and his politics.       

In most of the media coverage of the Supreme Court stay on JNUSU elections, the impression being given is that JNU 
students are stubbornly hell-bent on 'violating' the Supreme Court orders on Lyngdoh recommendations. The entire 
debate is being reduced to “age barrier” and “repeat of candidates” and “attendance” but for all those who have been 
shaped by JNU's unique political and academic culture, it is quite apparent that all that JNU stands for is under attack.  

The Lyngdoh Committee recommendations have, unfortunately, been unable as yet to sow the sapling of democracy in 
campuses where democracy has been denied or distorted for decades. However, to many of us who are witness to the 
hours of painstaking debate and careful deliberation that has gone into framing, implementing and amending each 
clause in the JNUSU Constitution, it seems that the attempt to impose Lyngdoh recommendations in place of the 
JNUSU Constitution is like chopping down a live, flourishing, sturdy tree in order to replace it with a tiny, well-pruned 
bonsai. Democracy in student politics has grown organically in JNU: it simply does not need to be transplanted from 
outside. 

The JNUSU Constitution has been voluntarily framed and implemented by students themselves; and JNU Student 
Unions are held accountable by students, and play a conscious and constructive role on the campus and in society. 
Surely other campuses should be encouraged to emulate such self-imposed responsibility, political maturity and 
democracy, which, incidentally, has been more successful in keeping campuses free money and muscle power than the 
Lyngdoh Committee's own experience till date. Instead, this is the only campus which is being singled out for 'stay' on 
the election process!   
  
  
JNU is one of the places where student activism has been marked, not by anti-social violence and corruption but by 
social conscience, public spirit and the best expression of the youthful urge to tackle social injustices. The fact that 
such a model is being branded a disruption of 'discipline' and 'law and order' instead of being applauded and nurtured 
suggests that the establishment feels far more threatened by the social commitment and spirit of the student 
movement than by lumpen violence on campuses.   

JNU, for me, was about learning to frame an academic argument in the classroom, where no one took “attendance,” 
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and classes would regularly stretch far beyond the mandated two hours as 
students argued out positions fiercely over cups of tea provided by the 
hapless professor. For an introverted and intensely private person, it was 
exhilarating to discover a world of warm solidarity, collectivity and 
comradeship  created in the course of late-night debates at the dhabas, 
marching in torch-light processions, writing leaflets and organising 
movements. To me, it seems urgent to fight to defend the ground where 
thousands of other students will continue to discover such worlds.     
Kavita Krishnan, JNUSU Joint Secretary in 1995, now a Central 
Committee member of the CPI(ML) 

It was a long, long time ago. I still remember that I was so thrilled to learn 
that I was awarded a scholarship to study in India for three years in early 
1982. We had just emerged from the dark period under the tyrannic rule of 
the Khmer Rouge (Communist Khmer). I was doubtful of my ability to 
communicate in English f even though I had learned a bit of English in the 
prewar years of early 1970s. We were unfortunate to be thrown into the 
abyss of darkness for 3 years and 8 months by the KR and forgot all about 
our education.

When I alighted from the plane from Moscow at the Palam International 
Airport, I was puzzled by the people around trying to hustle us into their 
taxis or buses. Then someone approached us and introduced himself as a 
coordinating officer from the ICCR. We, 15 of us all together, hesitated 
until Mr. Singh produced our name list and showed it to us. Mr. Singh put us 
all in three taxis and took us to a guest house near the ICCR. He then left us 
there with the assurance that we would be contacted by the Jawahalal 
University in due course.

After three days that we spent roaming around the place, Prof H.C. Narang 
and Prof. S K Sareen contacted us at the Guest House. They then sent a 
mini bus to pick us up the next morning and brought us to JNU. We were 
introduced to the teaching team at the Centre of Linguistics and English, 
School of Languages, in the Old Campus of JNU. I guess, most of them were 
struggling to understand us with our broken English and heavy use of 
gestures. Some of us did not even know what is shoulder and what is 
tongue. Most of the teachers were young students doing their post 
graduate education in the University.

Our day to day classes was conducted in the Old Campus and we all later 
moved to stay at the New Campus Hostels. The girls were at Godavary 
whereas the boys were lodged in I think a hostel called Periyar. 

Apart from learning in classes, we made contact with the student 
community at the hostels. At first we found that most of the students were 
looking down at us as most of them were post graduates. Nevertheless, we 
found the members of the communist group were very friendly and helpful. 

JNU, AFTER POL POT

66



We later made friends with hostel mates and learned quite a great deal from them. It was very hard for us for the first 
year. We ran into trouble when we were on holiday in Kashmir in 1982, but it was a good lesson for us as well. We 
moved from place to place, played sports and got along with the student community. Our classes were truly wonderful 
thanks to our hard working young teachers. We regarded them as our Gurus, who, in our tradition, despite their age 
difference, are regarded as second parents.

The JNU Campus was a breeding place of all kind of politics in India. There were Iranian right wing groups, Afghan 
student movements, Palestinian groups, and all Indian political wings. They usually fought with each other or went on 
demonstrations and strikes. Despite all this, we made friends with most of them and tried to avoid becoming involved in 
their political movements. The hardest time for us there was during the time of unrest after the assassination of PM 
Ms. Indira Gandhi. The Campus was cut off from the rest of the city and we ran out of food and other social activities.

Our study yielded us good result. We graduated in April 1985 which was a very happy and exciting moment for us. We 
were given a mere certificate, but that did not matter to us at all. We were very keen on coming back home and serving 
our country as we promised. JNU is also a place of everlasting memory for me as I met my wife there though we got 
married later. Both of us have served in the same Ministry later on and found it very hard as the Ministry policy does not 
allow couples to be posted together in one place. A few years later, I was sent back as First Secretary to our Embassy 
in New Delhi which gave me a good chance to revisit the old place of memory and my former teachers. I often called on 
GJV Prasad and his wife, Kamala, “Sir Pramesh” and “Lady Sonya”, Prof. Sareen and Prof. Narang.

I also had a chance to visit Ms. Pappu and Ms. Shubhashri in Madras (now Chennai) when I made an official visit there 
later. They were very happy to see me and we chatted for half the morning about the old days when we were students 
and teachers. Those were wonderful days, the stuff of sweet memories, our time at JNU, in both the two campuses.
Keo Chhea, was at JNU from April 1982  April 1985 and is now Coordinator, Specialized Programme Unit, ASEAN

I first joined JNU in 1976 for a very brief period and again regularly in 1977 in what was then known as CLE/SL.  The 
main campus was primarily in a building opposite Ber Sarai, where now you have a Police staff college and where till 
recently you also had the campus of IDSA.  It was a sleepy, little university.  In a sense it was also the only university in 
India at that time with a distinctly pan-Indian profile.  We had students form all over the Indian sub-continent. 

At that time, Delhi seemed to come to a topographic end with the new campus still in a state of nascent under-
development.  Beyond the campus the roads which now lead to Vasant Kunj from both the Vasant Vihar and IIMC side 
did not exist.  It was all pristine wild in some sort of communion with a primeval, originary feel.  Peculiar, isn't it?  A 
modern unicersity in the midst of resonance that seemed to extend itself beyond time….

I must confess to being completely overwhelmed by this tumultuous coming together of so many people from such 
diverse backgrounds and cultures.  It was sort of a mini-renaissance, very lively and thought-provoking. At that 
time…I'm talking of a time much before half the JNU students started sitting for UPSC exams, JNU was a very fertile 
breeding ground for all sorts of intellectual and political activity.  Ours was a modest department and was not as elitist 
as the rest of the departments such as the Centre of Historical Studies and Centre of Economic Studies, etc.  We had an 
exceptional teacher, Prof. Daswani, who taught us General Linguistics and brilliant Kapil Kapoor Sir who taught us 
Indian Linguistics theory.  Kapoor Sir was an amazing teacher.  I will place him next to Umberto Eco whom I consider to 
be the best teacher I have had.  We had some truly outstanding students in the Centre who subsequently made it big  I 
can especially name Prof. Gautam Sengupta among them.

The campus was at that time divided into two camps: the Left and the Free Thinkers.  Elections were times of infinite 
intellectual excitement.  We pored over books through the night in the library and prepared ourselves for the debate the 
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next day.  It was great to witness the likes of Prakah Karat, Sitaram 
Yechury, Jairus Banaji, Anand Kumar (now Professor in the same 
University) debate over philosophical, political and economic issues.

I was with the Left. In fact, the girl I eventually married (she is South-Indian) 
was initially a Free Thinker and subsequently a firebrand SFI leader who 
become the first women President of the Students' Union and I became the 
First Man of the Campus in the Campus in the bargain.  Such inter-caste 
and inter-religious marriages were happening all around us and we were no 
exception.

I wish JNU was a little less crowded than it is now.  I would like to see JNU 
a little better connected with the world outside.  Mind you, this is not a 
critique! I want the students at JNU to have courses in the History of Ideas 
and Cultural Studies.  I want them to pursue a lot more vigorously and 
proactively studies in ecology and new technologies.

I do not want to see JNU as a university without an independent course in 
media studies and even film Studies.  Some of these studies must also be 
geared towards production.  At the same time I wouldn't want JNU to 
become a polytechnic in the service of media-houses and TV channels.  
These are the things we did not have in our days but I hope students in 
future will have them and benefit form them.
Madan Gopal Singh, Academic, Sufi Singer 

After I did my BA in Economics Hons from St Joseph's College, Darjeeling I 
joined Centre for Economic Studies in Planning, School of Social Sciences 
for my Masters degree in 1980. Since I wanted to work on issues of 
economic cooperation and integration, I shifted to Centre for South, 
Central and South East Asian Studies, School of International Studies for 
my MPhil and PhD degrees. I joined the same Centre directly as an 
Associate Professor in 1992 and was made a Professor in 2000 at the age 
of 39. I remained Chairperson of the Centre till 2007 when I was appointed 
as the founding Vice Chancellor of the Central University of Sikkim. I also 
worked as the warden and provost of various hostels on campus and served 
various university committees.
 
We had a very enjoyable time as students, of which the most memorable 
part were the class room lectures by our teachers like Amit Bhaduri, 
Sunanda Sen, Anjan Mukherji, Krishna Bhardwaj, Prabhat Panaik, Utsa 
Patnaik, DN Rao, Sheila Bhalla, Amal Sanyal, CP Chandrasekhar, SK Jain, I 
N Mukherji, SD Muni, Urmila Phadnis, LS Baral, Kalim Bahadur and Bimal 
Prasad. These were all illustrious figures and gave us their best. I would 
never forget the way we used to line up in front of the central library much 
before it used to open at nine in the morning. All to ensure we got a good 
seat! Those days library used to be very crowded as there were no internet 
facilities and other means of accessing information. The library staff was 
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very friendly, and we used to know each one of them by name.

A similar thing used to happen in the long beautiful orange colour JNU bus that used to leave every morning for both 
Sapru House (Indian Council of World Affairs Library) and Teen Murti Library. There were 666+ buses that used to 
start at Poorvanchal and make a round of Munirka and AIIMS and come back to the campus. Its plying-frequency used 
to be the only 'everyday' issue in the otherwise 'high-sounding' manifestoes of the student leaders during elections. To 
have a bicycle and motor cycle was a luxury and a privilege then. Cars were far fetched articles even among the faculty 
members. 
 
Since many of us were never in any political bodies and the students union activities, much of our extra time was 
devoted to sports and writing. Besides academic writings, I did write a large number of pieces in Mainstream, 
Hindustan Times, Patriot, Economic Times during my student days. We had a very good football team and I captained 
the JNU team possibly for the first time in the Inter-University Football tournament. In those days, organizers used to 
pick up students from JNU to work during most international events in the city. This is how I got the opportunity to 

nd th
work in the 2  World Book Fair in 1981, IXth Asian Games in 1982 and the 7  Non-aligned Summit in 1983 and several 
other such major events. I met sportspersons like Lydia de Vega, the fastest woman of Asia from Philippines, Han Jian 
world Badminton Champion from China, and world leaders like Fidel Castro, Yasser Arafat, Col Godaffi, Zia-ul-Haque 
and Indira Gandhi at these events.
 
An indelible imprint in my journey here was the time when we were all forced to leave the campus after the university 
had declared a sine die closure and many of my friends were court arrested and sent to Tihar Jail in 1983. The liberal 
values JNU provided in terms of intellectual space, cultural freedom and social appreciation are the post unforgettable 
part of my experience here. It was remarkable to see people differ seriously and yet eat together. Human dignity and 
rights always remained on top of the agenda in any discussion on campus here. 
Mahendra Lama, Vice Chancellor, Sikkim University

 

It was quite by accident that I happened to join the Institute of Russian Studies (IRS) in July 1968 immediately after I 
had passed out of school. IRS was then temporarily based in the campus of IIT-Delhi. There were about sixty students 
in my batch and they included several government officials and a few army officers as well. Most of the faculty 
members at that time were from Russia. The interaction with people from diverse background and of different age 
groups, mother tongues, regions, cultures, faiths, castes, gender, etc., in a pleasant atmosphere was a novel and 
exhilarating experience. 

As we know, 1968 was also a unique year in many respects. Among other major events, 1968 was also the heyday of 
student activism across the world not only against social ills of all kind but also for educational reforms in general. The 
first occasion when I actually joined a political demonstration was also in 1968, when, led by the senior students of 
IRS, we took out a protest march against the sudden invasion of Czechoslovakia by the Soviet Union and three other 
member-states of the Warsaw Pact  from IIT campus to Haus Khas market, where an extension centre of IRS was then 
located. 

Well before our batch had joined IRS, steps were afoot to build a permanent campus for the institute on a plot of land 
that lay to the west of IIT (and it turned out to be part of the 1000-acre plot of land that was eventually allotted to 
JNU). The following academic session (1969-1970), IRS shifted to the new campus. 

Soon after the session began, we were informed that IRS would become one of the centres of the proposed School of 
Languages, Jawaharlal Nehru University (JNU). Prof. Moonis Raza, then an Officer on Special Duty and subsequently 
the first Rector of JNU, came to IRS and held an interactive session with the students and faculty members to explain 
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the plan. All of us were thrilled by the fact that we were going to be part of a 
university founded in honour of India's first Prime Minister and one of the 
world's tallest statesmen. 

JNU was temporarily housed in the building complex that was initially built 
for the Lal Bahadur Shastri National Academy of Administration. The Indian 
School of International Studies was merged with JNU as the School of 
International Studies (SIS). There were about 200 students at SIS at that 
time. Many of those who were at SIS were sensitive to social issues. Some 
of them had already taken active part in movements for social justice 
including anti-war, anti-apartheid, and pro-Palestinian movements.

The visit of Prime Minister Edward Heath to New Delhi in the second week 
of January 1971 provided an opportunity to protest against the British 
Government's tacit support to the apartheid regime of South Africa. When 
Mr. Heath came to address a function at Sapru House, JNU students 
protested inside the auditorium and outside it and about fifty of us were 
arrested and detained at the Tilak Marg Police Station. Late in the evening, 
the Vice-Chancellor, Mr. Parthasarthi, personally came to the police station 
to get us released on bail. 

During 1971-1973, intake of students to SIS, SSS and SLS was confined 
to M.Phil and Ph.D. programmes while SL had undergraduate and diploma 
courses. Thus, about 300 under-graduate students from SL had the 
opportunity of intermingling with about 300 research students from SIS, 
SSS and SLS. This interaction proved extremely beneficial; unlike most 
other campuses across the country, the problem of ragging never crept into 
JNU. 

To link academics with social concerns, a platform called JNU Discussion 
Forum was set up in 1971, which met once a week. Concurrently, the need 
for a students' union also arose. Soon a draft constitution of the students' 
union was circulated and approved through broad consensus among the 
students. A unique feature of the Constitution was that the entire election 
process was to be conducted by the students themselves without the 
direct involvement of the University administration at any level. The 
University did provide infrastructural support in the form of office space for 
the students' union, two office assistants, and the list of bonafide students 
of the University, which formed the electoral roll. In the words of Mr. 
N.V.K.Murthy, who took over as Registrar of JNU in January 1972: "…the 
Vice-Chancellor [Mr. G. Parthasarathi] was of the view that the University 
administration had no business to interfere with the right of the students to 
choose their representatives." The first election to JNUSU was held in 
October 1971. The Election Commission, which only consisted of 
unanimously selected student members from CRS and SIS, conducted the 
elections smoothly. 

The unique contribution of the first batches of students of JNU was 70



democratising the process of admission to JNU and creating a congenial atmosphere for discussions and debates, 
which went on late into the night on almost every subject under the sun without animosity, acrimony or ill will. To 
prevent JNU from becoming an elitist institution, a unique weightage system was introduced to reduce the 
disadvantages faced by students from rural and backward regions, less privileged institutions, less privileged social 
background, etc, to provide an opportunity as equal as possible to all students to get admitted to JNU. Students had to 
wage a determined struggle during 1972-1973 to achieve this laudable goal, which is one of the enduring legacies of 
JNU. 

It was Nehru's considered view that: "A University stands for humanism, for tolerance, for reason, for the adventure of 
ideas and for the search of truth." One can proudly claim that the vast majority of JNU's alumni have tried to imbibe and 
spread that vision. However, since 1992, there has been a determined attempt by the powers that be to erase the 
Nehruvian legacy; JNU has not been completely immune from that process. Under the circumstances, past and present 
students of JNU should try their utmost to ensure that pursuit of 'humanism', 'tolerance', 'reason' and 'truth' are not 
expended in the name of expediency and change. 
N.D. Jayaprakash, Centre of Russian Studies, SL, 1968-1974

When I was asked to write my memories of the days I spent in JNU, I wondered what to write about the seventies 
which was exciting which still catches my imagination now?

It was in 1973  when I joined MA program in CSSS/SSS. That was the second batch of MA in CSSS. I came from Delhi 
University being persuaded by my late cousin, Natrajan (or Nattoo). Natrajan studied at CSRD/SSS and belonged to the 
first batch. This was a period when there was the excitement of a new university coming up and trying to give shape 
and show a 'new' direction to India. The structure of the university and the nature of pedagogy and evaluation were 
new in higher education circles. Semester, grades and term papers/assignments were equally new. Unlike traditional 
universities, JNU encouraged students from various regions of India to join; and this made the campus unique and a 
cauldron in which various cultures of India co-mingled and co-existed.

The faculty in JNU in Sociology at that time was small. I recall Yogendra Singh, TK Oommen, Partho Mukherji, Ravindra 
Jain, Panini and Venugopal. All these teachers were not only helpful and considerate to students, but encouraged them 
to raise questions and discuss any issue and express even dissent. As I discovered later this feature was what was 
common to JNU and perhaps gave it that unique identity in the country. 

 Dipankar Gupta and Anand Kumar, now senior faculty members at CSSS/SSS, were then students enrolled for 
research. Then there were visiting professors, like Sudhir Kakkar and Roy-Burman.  Joginder Gandhi and Nandu Ram 
joined later. As for my class, it was not large. I recollect Bikram Nanda (now no more), Aravind Pinto (who joined IRS), 
Andreis Rukobo from Zimbabwe, Renuka (now in CSSS/SSS), Uma Kant Awasthi (now in Rohtak) amongst them. 
Classes were held in the 'old' campus. 

Those who stayed in hostels were given single rooms in the newly constructed hostel in 'new' campus, called Kaveri. I 
was the first occupant of my room in the west wing.  Periyar - the other boy's hostel  was still being given final touches 
when I shifted to Kaveri. Students from the old campus later shifted to Periyar, while Godavari became the hostel for 
women. The other hostels of like Sutlej, Ganga and Jhelum came up later. 

At the time I took admission there were only four schools functioning  International Studies, Languages, Social 
Sciences, and Life Sciences. All the other schools that exist today have come up much later. The campus was small in 
size, so nearly everyone knew each other. Scholars of international repute would come to the campus and that gave an 
opportunity for one and all to hear them. 

JNU IN THE SEVENTIES 
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Although small in size, the campus student politics was active. In the year I 
joined, Prakash Karat (now the secretary of CPM) contested for the post of 
President of JNUSU and won; and his opponent was Anand Kumar. In the 
following year, Anand won and Prakash lost. But what stood out were the 
campaign and the high degree of involvement in elections by students. The 
other feature was that the elections were conducted by a body called the 
election commission - comprising of students! The entire exercise in 
student elections, in retrospect, appears to have been a political carnival of 
sorts.  

I recollect that the first wall newspaper called 'Spotlight' which focused on 
major campus news and cartoons of events to do with JNU, was brought 
out by a few of us.  Our cartoonists were Sampad Mohapatra (now with 
NDTV), Nagesh Hegde (who later joined Deccan Herald group in Bangalore) 
and Rajendra Ray. 

The seventies was an era in which major changes were taking place in 
India; and JNU was being shaped by them as much as helping to shape 
these events. I still recollect the meeting in which Jayprakash Narayan 
addressed students on the lawns of the old campus. Of the numerous 
visitors, the visits by Mother Teresa and Kaifi Azmi and Bhupen Hazarika, 
the question and answer session with Kuldip Nayar are all etched in my 
memory.
 
The emergency was a watershed; and the campus was affected in various 
ways. Perhaps what stands out were students being hauled up on an early 
July morning in 1975, with the campus being surrounded by police 
vehicles. Some of the students were detained under MISA. Subsequently 
other students got arrested; and amongst them were Sudhindra, Jasvir, DP 
Tripathi, and others. Jasvir's incarceration stands out because of the third 
degree treatment that was meted out to him. During that period, Shashi 
Shekar Singh, Hari Rama Murthy, Yogesh Sharma, Ranjana Kumari, 
Anjana, Digvijay Singh, Chengal Reddy, Ramesh Dixit, Bandana Misra and 
others, including me, contributed  in various ways to see that the 
emergency was lifted, political prisoners freed and democracy restored in 
India. In this effort the contribution of various teachers was no less 
important and significant. This aspect unfortunately has not got the 
necessary recognition in the subsequent literature that has been written 
about that period of JNU. 

After the emergency, in the elections to JNUSU, I lost to Sitaram Yechury; 
and thereafter JNU student politics took another turn. But I moved on to 
academics and left JNU in 1979. But my sister joined JNU soon thereafter 
as a faculty member in French; and that has enabled me to keep in touch 
with JNU and the developments taking place there. Her presence there has 
also helped in renewing ties with old friends and associates belonging to my 
era.
N.Rajaram, Professor, the Maharaja Sayajirao University of Baroda72



HOSTEL LIFE, ELECTIONS, JNU
th

I was fortunate to become part of this great institution when I took admission in M.A. CPS on 14  August 1992 barely a 
few minutes before the admission process was to expire. For a person like me, who had never been outside my home 
state, Orissa, it was completely a different experience. On the first day of my JNU life I was a stranger to everyone 
around me. Elsewhere, probably it would have been difficult to survive, but not in JNU. Ironically when I completed my 
PhD from South Asia studies, SIS, in 2001 August, it was completely opposite to my first experience in JNU. That's the 
strength of a university like JNU. It was my good fortune to work with Prof. Kalim Bahadur for my research in South 
Asian Studies. 

The nine years I have spent in JNU will remain the best part of my life forever. Each and every day of my JNU life, I had 
something to learn from others.  It's a miniature India where people from every nook and corner of the country, besides 
students from abroad including our neighbouring countries, are an integral part of the system. Mutual respect and 
learning from each other cutting across region, religion, caste, economic status, language, gender, ideology etc, is a 
part of campus culture that treats everyone equally whether  from Kalahandi or from  Dibrugarh.

Within a few days of 'not-knowing anyone' on the campus I found a place to stay when a senior offered to make me his 
guest in Sabarmati Hostel, as I was not allotted a room. Eventually when allotted a room I opted from Narmada as many 
of classmates were staying there. Narmada was a unique hostel as it was meant for M.A. and B.A. students only. For 
other non-Narmada residents it was a 'kids' hostel' as female students were not allowed inside the hostel. But it was a 
lively hostel anytime of the semester. I felt extremely happy to be part of Narmada as people were friendly and helpful 
in nature. Table Tennis (TT) was our favourite option in the evenings, as TV was not preferred like these days as initially 
it was the pre-multi channel cable TV era. It was a routine for me and my friends to visit Ganga Dhaba in the wee hours 
for a cup of milk-tea which was another way of meeting friends from other hostels. Burning topics of the day used to 
dominate the discussion over countless cups of tea.

The main mode of communicating with parents was writing letters regularly and calling home once in ten days. The 
campus had only one phone booth in the first year of my JNU life, which was at Teflas. There was a coupon system for 
making a call during off-peak hours. Collecting a coupon and calling home was a herculean task not only because it was 
costly but also because of long hours of waiting. After the class we used to rush back to hostel to wait for the postman 
as getting a letter from home was such a joy that no words can express. During my Narmada days, I was also part of the 
Mess Committee as many of my friends insisted me to contest the election.

During this period, Prof. Y. K. Alagh, our Vice Chancellor visited our hostel more than anyone would expect him to. He 
was a student-friendly and accessible. Coincidentally, Prof. Alagh visited us during one of our hostel GBMs when we 
demanded that the administration should treat us equally with other hostels by allowing the entry of girl students inside 
the hostel as well as having a gym in Narmada.  Prof Alagh had an uncanny knack of winning the hearts of the students 
which was in full display that night when he said he was fortunate not to belong to our age group and in not living in 
Narmada. Narmada was made accessible to girls within one year.  

My Sabarmati days too were special. A co-ed hostel, Sabarmati was an experiment which was not only successful but 
has helped in the institution of more co-ed hostels in JNU. There were a few attempts to scrap the experience both in 
1997 and in 1999 by the administration on some pretext or the other. I was part of the campaign and struggle against 
the move by administration to abandon Sabarmati experiment. A determined attempt to convert Sabarmati was made 
in 1999 by the administration which compelled all the residents to meet all our senior professors and the Deans of all 
the schools to retain the character of the hostel. Ultimately the administration had to realize the mistake. 

Another incident during my years in the campus was the JNU community's response to the devastating cyclone in 
Orissa in 1999. An unbelievable overwhelming response by every section of the JNU community helped us collect funds 
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and materials not only from within the campus but from outside also for the 
people in Orissa. A team of 40 members consisting of senior professors and 
students visited Orissa and distributed the relief materials directly to the 
affected people in Jagatsinghpur district. 

Last but not the least, while I was fortunate in many respects, whether my 
teachers or friends, room-mates, being part of the JNUSU Election 
committee was special. I was a member for a few years before signing out 
as the Election Committee Chairperson in 2000. The election process in 
JNU not only provides democratic freedom but issues discussed and 
debated are of high quality. There is absolutely no money power influencing 
the voting patterns.  Keeping away from printed posters, banners or 
stickers, money or muscle power, the spirit of community participation 
makes it truly an exercise one would wish to be part of. This has been 
evolved over the years and the credit must go to our seniors those who have 
been part of this system either as elected representatives, teachers, or 
election committee members and moreover to all those have studied in JNU 
since its inception. The strength of this system was proved once again in 
2000 during my tenure as the Chairperson of EC when the margin of 
victory/loss was just one vote. This would have created a different 
situation in another university. 
Nihar Ranjan Das, M.A., CPS  1992-94, and M.Phil 1994-96 and Ph.D. 
2001, South Asian Studies, SIS

A beautiful continuing association started nearly three decades ago. JNU 
nurtures you fondly when on campus. After that, it lives and strangely 
grows in you. The nostalgia of one's alma mater lives in each one of us - 
that's natural, you would say. But grows in you? Yes, the spirit of JNU 
certainly grows in you. That is the catalyst in you which mellows you as 
you experience the world, but also keeps the flame of social consciousness 
alive in you. That is the nutrient imbued in one's early youth which 
continues to keep you a healthy citizen. 

My early days in the campus were spent with a sense of awe. The academic 
routine with teachers eminent was the sheet rock providing stability. The 
campus was the brown dry earth, with saplings (waiting to mature into the 
great trees in the campus today) providing the semblance of green cover, 
here and there. The flush of yellow, pink, magenta and white bougainvillea 
brought great colour and cheer. The abundant amaltas hanging like yellow 
lanterns in cool March and April, taught us what basant was. In the heat of 
June, trudging along the dusty mud walk to that distant library, post lunch 
was then a toil -now fondly remembered. The not so occasional class in our 
Professor's home in the evenings, could have been more frequent. The food 
that she cooked and served, the simultaneous teaching and learning, 
blended beautifully with the soft Hindustani classical music which flowed 
in the backdrop. Idyllic, is it? Yes, it was. But that was JNU. 

MY ASSOCIATION WITH JNU 

74



Tumult was not late to come. The agitation of '83. The arrests of students, several kept in Tihar, the closure of the 
hostels and so on. For those of us who remained for a while in the hostels, the mess would not work. As a protest, we 
decided to cook food in the hostel. My CV could probably say- culinary skill to cater for a minimum of 100 adults. 
Bengali, Tamil, Bihari and Telugu dishes were served with great ease. Washing the dishes was no issue.But this was not 
for long, we were asked to vacate and leave the campus. 

The next few years were spent living 'up campus' with classes 'down campus'. The great seminars with brilliant 
academics from all over the world and the free dialogues on the rapidly changing dynamics of the bi-polar world were an 
invigorating blend. Instantly, the campus provided the world view so required for building sound perspectives. A central 
university located in Delhi has double advantage which the JNU capitalised in favour of its students. The introduction it 
provides to people who matter in public policy or to premier institutions across the globe is unrivalled.  The debates post 
supper in the hostel common rooms were stimulating- The Soviets in Afghanistan, the rise of the Ayatollahs, the 
churning in Eastern Europe, the rise of the right wing in Britain, Falklands, The LTTE, the assassination of Smt Gandhi, 
Cuban migrants to the USA and many more. Thread bare discussions sometimes leading to unsavoury physical 
exchange made the nights pass only too quickly. 

IN the biography of any JNU alumnus, elections to the Students Union each year can make a chapter on its own. The 
bitter sweet contests among the political rivals were held with all the severity and rancour seen in the political world 
outside. The seed of political consciousness gets nurtured here, in the campus. I felt so then and now I derive the 
strength from that nurturing. 

This association also brought me closer to the Himalayas. We went trekking to the Valley of Flowers, Ladakh and the 
Rohtang Pass - the exotic few I recall here. We visited the Andaman too; The Cellular Jail gave me a chill down my spine. 
I wish I was good with water colours and the brush to recapture from my mind picture the sight of MV Harshavardhan 
being piloted from the Bay of Bengal into the Ganges to reach Hughli Port. We undertook travel by road vertically up 
Bihar to go to Nepal - all the way enjoying the great warm hospitality of known and unknown Biharis alike. 

I remember that I was a member of the quiz team which attended the first televised quiz competition (inter university?). 
Notwithstanding the debates, discussions and the awareness JNU was providing us, we failed miserably in this 
contest. 

JNU effortlessly builds a global citizen. It softens the rough edges, refines one's academic skills through its inter-
disciplinary approach and above all opens up the true wide world for you. Can every young man and woman of India be 
as fortunate as I am for benefiting from this association? 
Nirmala Sitaraman, Member, National Executive, BJP, and Former member National Commission for Women

It was in July 2003 that I joined JNU as an M. Phil. student in the Centre for the Study of Social Systems, SSS. After my 
MA in Sociology from Jamia Millia Islamia, I developed a strong interest in this discipline. I was determined that I should 
go for higher studies and expand my knowledge on various perspectives of society and contribute something to the 
society. I had heard about JNU from some of my seniors and friends. I was resolute that if I had to do research then it 
should be from JNU and nowhere else. I had a gut feeling that I should be part of this esteemed institution where 
eminent Indian sociologists like Prof. Yogendra Singh, Prof. T.K. Oommen, and many others taught. As if it was 
destined, I was selected for the M. Phil. programme and began my academic expedition in JNU. 

Initially I could not get hostel accommodation. It was due to one of my best friends, Surjitkumar Nameirakpam's 
hospitality that I stayed in his room in Periyar Hostel as a guest. I would also like to extend my gratitude to his 
roommate, Karthik for his generosity. Later, I got accommodation in Kaveri Hostel. 

JNU: A TRYST WITH DESTINY 
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There were 35 students in our batch belonging to different parts of the 
country and also from Nepal and Japan. An interesting feature of our class 
was that there was this student from Japan who looked very similar to me. 
My other classmates and even the profs joked that we were brothers lost in 
the Kumbh Mela.

I am fortunate to be trained by teachers like Prof. M.N. Panini, Prof. 
Dipankar Gupta, Prof. Anand Kumar and others in the Centre. The 
opportunities that I got to interact with them and also some prominent 
sociologists including Prof. Yogendra Singh and Prof. T.K. Oommen have 
sharpened my sociological imagination. It was indeed a privilege and a 
learning experience for me to work under Prof. Dipankar Gupta for my 
dissertation.

Later, I shifted to Brahmaputra Hostel, which is notoriously known as 'Old 
Age Home'. I enthusiastically enjoyed my JNU days, especially its scenic 
campus, Ganga Dhaba, Hostel Nights, Khiecha Restaurant at KC, JNUSU 
elections, Hostel elections, pamphlet culture, 'Moonlight Dance' at KV 
ground, North East Cultural Night, and 'warden checking' at the wee hours 
of the morning. During my days at JNU, the most unforgettable thing that I 
will ever cherish through out my life is the number 615 (Bus route number). I 
would be the first one among my friends in JNU to make a bus pass every 
semester. The reason was obvious  I needed it to go to Delhi University to 
meet my 'friend', which was a weekly schedule.  It was actually the only 
lifeline connecting 'two hearts', JNU more precisely Brahmaputra Hostel 
and DU. Whenever and wherever I see 615, it makes me nostalgic. 
Otojit Kshetrimayum, Assistant Professor, School of Social Sciences, 
Sikkim University

I remember my years at JNU as an intense idyll. I arrived there in 1989 after 
three years in Allahabad and a few months in Benares, with an intense 
hunger for books that had never been appeased in the decayed provincial 
capitals of learning. After this deprivation, the JNU library with its 
immaculate collections of Indian, European and American literatures struck 
me as a treasure-trove, and it was a rare day when, hunting from book to 
book, I did not lose myself in its stacks.

I should quickly add that my reading did not make me a diligent student at 
the Centre for Linguistics and English where I had formally enrolled for a 
degree. Early in my life, I had ceased to have any thoughts of a professional 
career. I wanted to write. But, more urgently, I wanted to read and 
daydream about books I could write. I was not much inspired by the 
academic study of canonical texts, most of which struck me as dull and 
inimical to the free play of the imagination. 

I could play the game  examine the formal properties of a text, join the 
search for social-historical implication, or, in the best post-modernist style, 
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kill the author  only in so far as it allowed me to carry on my dream-life with books. As a reader  and aspiring writer  I 
sought to explore a very different kind of mystery: why certain sentences sent shivers down my spine, why a horse 
standing in the rain in Flaubert's Sentimental Education brought on a great melancholy. 

JNU seemed a very agreeable setting for these preoccupations. The hilly roads and cool forests made the walled 
campus seem a world unto itself, insulated from the harshness of Delhi; I was always relieved when, after meandering 
through an alienated urban landscape, bus no. 615 bus ascended a short sharp incline and turned into the main gate. 

The food at the two hostels I stayed in was cheap and good; dinner was often followed by talks by distinguished 
visitors. I think I considerably advanced my political education through the sharp and bracing exchanges between the 
Free Thinkers, the SFI and the AISF (a far cry from the later atmosphere of anti-intellectualism enforced by young 
saffronites). I was also fortunate to have two wonderfully indulgent teachers  Meenakshi Mukherjee and GJV Prasad  
who took a genuinely literary  as opposed to the narrowly academic  approach to the idiosyncratic and the truant. 

I am aware that I don't quite fit the profile of the model student that universities expect their alumni to showcase. But if 
I feel any debt and gratitude to JNU today it is because the campus allowed me a respite from the anxiety-infested 
world of work. Postponing the responsibilities of adulthood, it allowed me to read randomly and fantasize about writing 
for a few years. Day-dreamers are no less essential to civilization than bridge-builders, administrators and business 
mangers, but the place for them shrinks daily in our highly professionalized existence, which has abolished even the 
age-old convention of childhood; and I can only hope that a student arriving today, or ten years from now, at JNU will 
find it as congenial a place as I once did to follow his own muse.   
Pankaj Mishra, writer

When I recall my days in JNU, I feel extremely nostalgic. When I first came to the campus in 1978, I was mesmerized. 
We would jokingly say it was like Paris, not part of India. The beautiful campus and the English speaking crowd made a 
good combination. I belong to that phase of JNU history when the JNUSU election meetings were addressed by star 
speakers like the legendry DPT and Anand Kumar. And also heard those meetings were interventions by Kunwar Vijay 
Singh and the internationally known Jairus Banaji whom we read subsequently. Activities in JNU in those days also 
included lots of academic talks, discussions and cultural activities. I have been privileged to see Baba Nagarjun, Kaifi 
Azmi, Kishori Amonkar and Tariq Ali and many other distinguished guests who visited JNU campus. The overall 
experience of JNU develops tremendous amount of confidence within.

The other distinguished characteristic of this great institution lies in its community living. JNU is something like a 
village. That is probably why even now  after 20 years of leaving the campus  when one hears that someone from JNU 
background is around, one feels like meeting the person immediately. This is called JNU solidarity; others lampoon it as 
JNU brotherhood.

Perhaps the greatest contribution of this campus lies in injecting a leftist outlook in its pupils. During JNU days as an 
activist of anti-SFI organization like FT then and ABVP now, one may have been a critic of the leftist ideology but once 
out of the campus one has a tendency to defend Marxism and on this count one is as emphatic as any other comrade.

I was a student at the time of the 83 movement and therefore possess great many reminiscence about it. JNU has 
contributed substantially in shaping my life and out look. I will remain indebted to my alma mater through out my life. I 
feel proud of being an alumnus of this university. 
P.C. Singh, Editor Research, Newsline

JNU DAYS
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JNU’S ATTRACTIONS

THE HEADY DAYS…

I was in India for 7 years as a student during 1998-2004. The last three 
years of my time I spent in JNU as a Ph.D. student at the Centre of 
Linguistics. It is considered “the most valuable and impressive years of my 
life.” JNU taught me how to equip myself to be a good student, how to get 
ready to be a good activist, how to become a good social worker and how to 
get ready to be a good leader. In 2005, I came to US, which is considered 
“Melting Pot of Cultures.” As of now, it is already four years of staying in 
US but I feel like I was in JNU, for JNU's ethos is similar to that of US.
Phramaha Ranavi Papol, Ph.D. (Linguistics), Thailand

A three and a half decade rewind transports me back to JNU. The wondrous 
lanes and bylanes of memories take me to the days of breathing the air of 
freedom and sharing a multitude of thoughts and ideas. Of going up a 
learning curve that I didn't know existed. For me, the great leap from 
Miranda House was like arriving at a new longitude and latitude  politically, 
culturally and intellectually.

Looking back, I know why I am indebted to JNU. The way I think, the way I 
relate to events, the values I live by, my perspectives and concepts have all 
been shaped by my four years there. There is still a crowd of memories  of 
great fun and of evolving and growing.

Indeed, the JNU of the 70s was surcharged with fervour and energy. It 
made all of us believe that we would change the world. Whatever one's 
political inclinationLeft, Right or unsure centrist  each one of us carried an 
aura and conviction that India would scale new heights now that we were 
in JNU!

The campus was always alive. We were passionate about debates and 
discussions. We heard with rapt attention the galaxy of speakers who 
congregated frequently at JNU. We weighed one idea against another 
before drawing our conclusions.The Masters and MPhil programmes were 
a revelation  a far cry from the humdrum curricula and text books that we 
associated with university education. In JNU it was an exploration of 
knowledge and new ideas. So, no class could be missed. Each one was vital. 
We soon learnt that bunking lectures was looked down upon. Attending 
them was more exciting.

There were many inspiring teachers. A special memory for me is my 
association with Professor Moonis Raza. He taught me many things but his 
most important lesson, as far as I am concerned, was that he taught me to 
love India.

One of the courses he designed left a deep impact on me. As students of 
Geography we were asked to follow the course of the Sind River from its 
source in the Amarnath Glacier to when it joined the Jhelum in Srinagar. Our 78



class spent a month trekking and in the process learnt more social history than any text book could have taught us. 
When the Class of '72 meets we still relive that experience. For many of us it stands out as one of the most creative and 
enduring exercises in our lives. As we all say, it could have only happened in JNU.

My most precious memories are also of the friends I made in JNU. I have leaned heavily on these friendships during 
every crisis. I also met my husband and best friend in JNU. We shared our life journey and together tried to create a 
world of our own, which in my view reflects the passion and spirit of our alma mater.

Following my university years I started working in the disability sector  perhaps not linked to the Geography I studied. 
But I drew a lot from my JNU experience. In 1985 we set up a facility for people with developmental disabilities in 
Chennai. Today Vidya Sagar  as the centre was later christened  stands tall and proud. It is well known for its eclectic 
approach, passion, energy and a groundswell of ideas and practices. All these have brought about changes in the way 
people think and deal with disability. Vidya Sagar (VS) always reminds me of the spirit of enquiry and daring I imbibed 
during my JNU days. Why, at times I refer to VS as JNU by mistake.

In fact, when I was bestowed the Hellen Keller Award in 2002 my citation read:
“Things standing shall fall,
 But the moving shall ever live.”

It said I had taken the words to heart. This has been the underlying philosophy of JNU as well. The writer captured how 
I carry the spirit of JNU which I cherish and draw strength from.     

A Salute and a big Thank You to my alma mater. Ah, those heady days of the 70s…       
Poonam Natarajan, Chairperson, National Trust for the Welfare of Persons with Autism, Autism, Cerebral Palsy, 
Mental Retardation & Multiple Disabilities 

The uniqueness of the JNU in late seventies was recognized most eloquently in the comments it often received those 
days- “an island” or “a white elephant.” After all, Hindu mythology knows the existence of only one white elephant! 
JNU was also one and one only. Different in its ethos, its debate culture-which sometimes manifested itself in 
incredible incidents like the one in which an intruder instead of receiving a thrashing,  had to witness the theoretical 
debate on the issue of 'what is to be done', with him! Was it right to invite the police of the bourgeois/ bourgeois-
landlord/ semi-feudal Indian state to the campus- that was the larger strategic question thrown up by the presence of 
this character, who was now both in the center and on the periphery of the impromptu mini UGBM around Kamal 
Shopping complex. His face was a study in perplexed incredulousness. But the JNUites had their own way of doing 
things. On another occasion, the fact of the health center opening a bit later than usual prompted a theoretician of 
fourth international to conclude that, the crisis of the ruling classes in India was finally reaching its zenith. After all, he, 
like most of us was “trained” by 'JNU culture' to put real life experiences in the larger theoretical framework.

One recalls such “amusing” incidents with a sad longing. We the JNUites of the seventies and the early eighties were 
proud of, and were ridiculed for contesting the JNUSU elections not on the “real” issues of the  caste and community 
of the candidates but on the esoteric questions of this or that interpretation of Marx or Gandhi being more authentic. 
The 'remote' issues of some part of Asia or Africa were more immediate than the 'really immediate' issues like the 
variety in mess-food.  The press and the politicians duly chided the utopians of “the island” for such transgressions 
from the norms of the 'mainstream' student politics. Later, even as a faculty member, I continued to enjoy listening to 
the Presidential debate ( which was and is  now held in the Jhelum lawns),  and it was during one such debate in the 
early nineties that the 'great difference' between JNU in seventies and JNU now was brought home to me. A question 
was put to the presidential candidate of the left combine regarding China, and he replied, 'I am an Indian, do not bother 
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about China, and just talk about India.' His comrades greeted him with 
thunderous applaud, and I realized JNU had indeed changed. Instead of 
daring to determine the flow, it, as a community was learning to flow with 
the tide. It was no more an 'island', but was eager to join the 'mainstream'. 
In this learning, it was perforce unlearning its own legacy of   imagination 
and innovations. Instead of remaining the unique 'white elephant', it is now 
very eager to turn into one of numerous black ones. It willingly gave up its 
uniquely inclusive and at the same time merit sensitive admission policy for 
the sake of joining the 'mainstream'; and now its equally unique student's 
election system is being taken away. Such is the logic of events. 

We in the seventies and early eighties were proud of and were ridiculed for 
having a campus where the freshers were pampered instead of being 
ragged. We were proud of and were ridiculed for having an election system 
wherein the bullies were not admired as heroes, but proved to be a liability. 
The leading student organization of those days had to suffer a massive 
blow to its hegemony when one of its leading members slapped the activist 
of another organization - there was an impromptu GBM at Nilgiri, and the 
condemnation was universal. We did not have anything like GS-CASH, but 
any rare incident of even slightest indecency was bound to invite 
unmitigated condemnation and rejection. We did not hesitate to express 
love and hence earned the opprobrium of being a 'free campus '. After all, 
expression of anger and hatred is normal; the expression of love is not! The 
relationship between teachers, students and karamcharis was of mutual 
respect, and the care was taken to nurture and institutionalize this 
mutuality of respect and recognition of space for the 'other' and the 
'different'. 
 
It was this JNU which, in 1977, used to haunt the dreams of a young man of 
22 in Gwalior. He had to come here. He had got into the habit of reading a lot 
and reflecting even more. He was proving an “irritant” to most of his 
teachers, friends and also to his elder brothers, who wanted him to play his 
role in the ancestral calling. But, this boy had other ideas, and also the 
'daring' to take risk. He had to join JNU. This university was peculiar in as 
much as it inspired awe, and yet invited him. He was looking forward to the 
place which inexplicably brought to his mind Tagore's utopia- “where the 
mind is without fear.”

 I reached JNU, one afternoon in the summer of 1977, and spent the night in 
room no.137 of the Ganga hostel (Please don't get any funny ideas, it used 
to be a boys hostel then, and Ali Jawed was my generous host.) 

I was visiting the University of Western Australia (UWA), Perth, in May, 
2001. Suman, a JNU alumna and my wife, was pursuing the MBA program 
there. During one of our touristy walks around the campus we entered the 
'Winthrop Hall' an impressive building with beautiful Venetian glass 
windows which carried the paintings of beautiful women representing 
consul, courage, wisdom, understanding and knowledge. 80



According to biblical belief these are five gifts of the Holy Spirit. I could immediately see that allusion. But actually, 
according to the Bible (Isaiah, XI; 2), these gifts are seven. So, where were the remaining two? The omission was 
intentional- that was clear, but why? 

Winthrop Hall was built by Napier Walter in 1931. For some years, nobody bothered to ask him about the deliberate 
omission of two of the seven gifts of the Holy Spirit. The artist was finally called upon to explain himself in 1959, and 
he wrote back to the V.C., “I deliberately excluded two gifts of the Holy spirit, as they had nothing to do with the idea of 
a university-'piety' and 'fear of God”. 

The profound simplicity of the explanation moved me, and I felt the pangs of nostalgia ever more painfully. The 
nostalgia for the university who lived by that 'omission' even without making a loud statement… the nostalgia for the 
'white elephant' - that  JNU was…and was generous enough to make me one of its limbs forever….
Purushottam Agrawal, Member, UPSC.

I came to JNU in October, 1970 for Ph D in School of International Studies. We were the first batch of JNU though there 
was a batch earlier but then it was Indian School of International Studies (ISIS). 

There are quite a few landmark events I remember from my stint in JNU. There existed a student's association at the 
ISIS and we thought that a students union should exist at JNU also. Hence we started the process to form a Students 
Union at JNU, JNUSU in October 1971. We conceptualized and started the process of General Body Meetings (GBMs). 
Then there were only four schools, School of International Studies, School of Life Sciences, School of Social Sciences 
and School of Languages. It was an effort and a process to build a democratic student's movement and JNU was its 
beginning.

Another was the New Admission Policy of JNU. From 1971 to 1973, we struggled for the new admission policy which 
ultimately took into consideration socio-economic disadvantage points, regional deprivation points, etc. The structure 
of the admission process was also changed to facilitate students from all regions of the country and strata of the 
society to come to JNU to make it a National University in true sense.

The first few years were very productive at JNU. They were productive for all of us. Students were involved in new 
ethoses which were being set at that time in the University which was conceptually very new at that time. Students 
were part of the JNUSU  in the sense  that they built it. The concept of a University which should be accessible for 
everyone was coming true. 

There are abiding memories. Election campaigns have been such moments. A lot of debate and discussion use to happen 
and every one enjoyed them. JNU use to be known for lively debates and discussion since it beginning. One such 
moment was when we first organised a political protest at Sapru House against the visiting British Prime Minister 
against apartheid. I remember that was first such protest by JNU students and many senior scholars from Delhi 
University told, “You have woken up the dead”. That was a moment which I still remember.

JNU has a tradition of political activism and JNUSU has been a focus of that activism. JNU politics has always been 
driven by certain degree of idealism. It has been socially sensitive and centred around issues which have social 
significance. It has never been in the isolation or kind of ivory tower politics. JNU supported the railway strike; it 
struggled very hard against emergency. So it's always been with some idealism and social cause.

If we feel that student politics is different elsewhere in India, we should remember that the kind of student's politics in 
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different parts of the country is not something which has come from 
oblivion. These unhealthy trends started showing up from the early 70s in 
different parts in the university system of the country. The nature of 
capitalist development and higher education has been such which has lead 
to these trends.

I believe that universities are the places of political socialization. Being 
politically aware never means that you are not good in studies. Being 
politically aware, taking up politics and being good at studies all could go 
together because if you are serious as a student then only you become 
serious at politics. 

JNU is a university which has reputation of good academic centre, which 
has democratic environment; every one can work in activism and study 
together without any loss to any part. I believe this reputation and 
confidence should be built upon.
Prakash Karat, General Secretary, CPI (M)

I was at JNU between 1990 and 1995, first as an MA and then an M.Phil 
student at the CSSS.  Those were years that have been long-forgotten, yet 
evergreen in memory, when I lost my dear father and gained a friend, who 
was later to become my husband, when I embarked on a journey of 
discovery and found myself completely transformed, when learning meant 
more than what the classroom offered, when the true spirit of inquiry 
overcame the most timid of us all.  

There were the typical JNU experiences.  The chats and games that one 
played in classes, the long hours of discussions on anything under the sun 
over cups of 'chai' at Gopalan's or Francis' or any other canteen, the open-
book examination shock that Prof. Pathak offered us, the JNUSU elections 
mania that overtook everything else, the protests that I, a day scholar, 
always made that the night life of JNU was biased against the day 
scholars, the hostel nights which were such fun filled moments, the library 
which saw more of action at its attached canteen and Dholpur House than 
inside, the endless concerns with the world and its problems and the 
supreme confidence of youth that revolution was just around the corner, 
the stress of getting one's dissertation submitted on time  each of them and 
many more flicker through my mind as I think of JNU. And yet, in this piece I 
would like to dwell on only a few experiences that were, to me, a turning 
point in my thinking and life. 

My first memory of JNU is of walking in for my registration in July, 1990.  I 
sought directions to the counter from a young man, who was most helpful.  
He turned out to be my classmate, who had just registered for MA at CSSS.  
Little was I to know that he would be the person with whom I would have 
my deepest differences, longest arguments and closest friendship.  Later, I 
was to find in him the husband who is now my friend, philosopher and guide, 
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not to mention a critic, who unhesitatingly pulls me to the ground when I seem to be losing balance in life.  JNU today 
knows him as Vivek Kumar, Associate Professor at CSSS.

1990 was the year when the Government had accepted the Mandal Commission's recommendations.  It saw a frenzy 
of protests by anti-reservationists throughout Delhi, with the complete support of the media.  The voices of the pro-
reservationists had been drowned in this cacophony of protests.  I remember addressing a gathering of students, 
where I fervently made an appeal against reservations on the grounds of 'merit'.  Born and brought up in a middle class, 
upper caste family, having lived only in cities, I had no idea of the ugly side of caste or the disadvantages it entails to 
those who bore its brunt everyday.  I was arrogant enough to believe that 'merit' was the outcome of individual abilities 
and hard work and had nothing to do with the cultural capital that one was born with.  Today, thinking of this incident, I 
am amused at my own ignorance and relieved that I have at least not continued in that same vein.  Such are the foibles 
of youth!

During this period, Mr. Sharad Yadav, then Union Minister for Textiles and Food Processing Industries, was invited to 
speak on the Government's position at the SSS Auditorium.  Mr. Yadav was not allowed to speak and was constantly 
out-shouted by the pro-reservationists.  For the first time perhaps, JNU was split along caste lines  with the divisions 
between pro- and anti-reservationists being along caste lines.  Everybody was required to choose his or her side.  

For the first time, I found myself questioning my own beliefs, identity, prejudices that I had no idea existed in me, 
meaning of privilege, and where I stood on such issues.  It was a dialogue that tore me apart and yet strangely shaped 
me.  It was a dialogue made possible by the subsequent arguments with my Professors and friends and the various 
views that I was subjected to.  I am glad that   I chose well in supporting the pro-reservationist side, during those days.  
My own subsequent career as a bureaucrat, during which I have had the opportunity to meet almost all sections of 
society, has only reinforced that choice.  

It is this meeting of minds and cultures, leading to an internal dialogue with oneself, that JNU promotes that really 
stand out for me as a unique experience of JNU.  This has often led to a union of hearts also, resulting in conventionally 
unlikely marriages that have defied traditions and necessities of convenience.  I am sure that more such unions have 
taken place since we ceased to be students at JNU.  To that extent, there is much that can be learnt in these days of 
divisions in India.  JNU captured the diversities of India, wove them into a tapestry of Unity which was in a style of its 
own and promoted a truly secular, forward-looking India, unburdened by the past, seeking to promote the 
Constitutional vision of a truly democratic India, assuring to all her citizens Equality, Liberty and Fraternity.  That is 
truly the JNU experience  a unique gift to all those who come into its fold and a beacon light, as it were, for the nation.  
Three Cheers to JNU for this unique experience!  
R. Jaya, IAS, Director of Handlooms and Textiles, Tamil Nadu

I joined JNU in 1971 as an M. Phil student at the School of International Studies (SIS). And after a two-year hiatus in 
Paris for fieldwork, again came back here to work on my PhD thesis. JNU opened a whole new India to me as I saw it 
through the different intellectual, political and cultural activities on campus, and met students from all across the 
country. National and international seminars, debates among students and the friendships forged, all helped me grow 
as a person and made the days spent in JNU lively and memorable. The continual conversations between students were 
both intellectually and emotionally rewarding. As students we used to write for newspapers and academic journals and 
some of us were writing books too! 

Our teachers were extremely dedicated to the institution and students. This was the time when the University was still 
in its infancy and the facilities were scarce. But, there was a sense of mission to build a very good university and it was 
our dream to eventually bring about radical social transformation in India towards an egalitarian and just society. Most 
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of us, like all typical young men and women, also dreamt of bringing about a 
revolution in India and the world. That is why, there would be continued 
debates related to intricacies of revolution among Left-leaning students in 
hostels and class rooms. In 1972, I was once elected as Student Councillor 
from SIS. Though the electoral contest I enjoyed the most was the one 
between Anand Kumar and Prakash Karat for the post of the President of 
the Student Union in 1973. 

Ideas fostered during one's student days are always tinged with a shade of 
romance and the real world inevitably jars against that. As I add on years, I 
have only matured with each of my experiences, whatever their flavour. I 
haven't grown cynical and continue to be an idealist. I am working 
tirelessly to build sound educational institutions in India. I would suggest to 
the students of JNU that they take their work seriously and attempt to 
contribute to the larger social good. Life is only meaningful when we 
choose to do something higher, nobler and bigger! Let them try and better 
their preceding generation in each and every walk of life so that JNU 
attains an enviable reputation among all universities in the world. 
Rajen Harshe, Vice Chancellor, University of Allahabad

18 July, 1985: I joined my M.A. Programme in Geography at CSRD. I was 
allotted Ganga Hostel, room  no. 201. 

June first week to July frist week, 1986:  I visited Jammu and 
Kashmir: Ladakh, Kashmir Valley, Srinagar, Dal Lake, Shalimar and Nishat 
Gardens, Zozila Pass and Rangdum Glacier. 

It was a new beginning in my life; we were 26 students and three teachers 
from JNU. This was one of the compulsory programmes, a part of course 
work, a physiographic survey of Jammu and Kashmir. At that time this area 
was very peaceful and there was no disturbance or terrorism at all.

December, 1986: All of us M.A. students and 3 teachers visited an 
Eastern Uttar Pradesh village, Bhirari. We stayed there 20 days; this was 
also part of my course work, a socio-economic survey of that particular 
village.

August 1987: I completed my M.A. I was selected in the M. Phil 
Programme in Political Geography, Centre for International Politics, 
Organization and Diplomacy, SIS. I was allotted Periyar Hostel, room no. 
306.  

627, August, 1987: I worked as research assistant for 21 days in a joint 
project of JNU and Hiroshima University, Japan, at Abhaneri village near 
Bandi Kudi, Jaipur District. The theme of that project was the socio-
economic rural transformation in Rajasthan, a case study of Abhaneri 
village. Meanwhile, I was selected by the Central Police Organization as 
Deputy Superintendent in the Central Reserve Police but I did not join.

1989: I completed my M. Phil. I was admitted into the Ph.D programme at 
same centre/ SIS. 
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1990-92: I appeared for civil service examination, did not qualify. 

June, 1992: I was one of the relief team members from JNU; we visited Kumbher, Bharatpur (Rajasthan), area 
affected by atrocities on dalits. 

Oct, 1992: I was one of the relief team members from JNU who visited Uttarkashi region and provided relief package 
for earthquake victims. 

1993: I contested for JNUSU President from Chhatra Janta Dal. 

I was appointed by the  then Janta Dal President S.R. Bommai as National General Secretary Incharge of Jammu & 
Kashmir, Uttar Pradesh, Bihar and Karnataka.

st21  July, 1994: I submitted my Ph.D. thesis.

For almost one year I worked in Jharkhand for tribal education. I am a founding member of a college, Chetna Maha 
Vidhayala, which is dedicated to the rural students of that area, at Sahraj village, Govindpur Block, District Dhanbad, 
Jharkhand. This institute was inspired by the renowned social reformer Archarya Ram Murti and other social workers 
of that area.      

th6  September, 1995: I was awarded my PhD degree and I left JNU Campus after 10 years one month, and 19 days at 
this premier institute of higher education of the Asian continent.  
Dr. Rajendra Parihar, Assistant Professor, JNVU, Jodhpur (Rajasthan)

As G. Parthasarthy said once, the business of a University is not merely to teach.  The job of a University is to mould the 
overall personality of the student.  Classroom teaching is only one part of the process.  JNU is a different kind of a 
dream.  We must think beyond the classroom.  His words have come true today.  JNU is presently the premier 
University of India because it has followed the method of dialogue, of equality between students and teachers and of 
academic excellence. An average JNU student reads more than even the teachers of others universities for her/his term 
papers and assignments.

Another thing worth noting is that all our Professors were the best experts of their fields they were all well renowned 
for their work in their respective fields.  I feel that while I was in JNU, it was an entirely different era.  It was an era of 
great tumult in the world and JNU participated in all its capacity in that buzz.  People would stand against oppression in 
any part of the world and voice their dissent.
Ramesh Dixit

I came to JNU in 1973 for M Phil in Political Science after completing my MA from Banaras Hindu University. Coming 
from a small town to Delhi and adjusting to its life and environment was not very easy task. You lose your friends; you 
lose people you knew for long lime. The feeling of security, coziness and warmth which one feels in a small town was 
totally absent in Delhi. Delhi always tries to push you out in the beginning; it's a sea where waves of competition, 
arrogance, insecurity push you back all the times. But JNU has its own character and nature. We had very supportive 
group of girls and boys who took good care of new students. Teachers were very supportive and we never felt 
neglected. Language was my biggest drawback. I came from a Hindi speaking background and my English was not good 
at all. This demanded a lot of hard work. I remember Prof. Bhambhri laughing aloud in the interview when I asked the 
board to permit me to reply in Hindi and saying, “Yes, you can. Hindi is our national language.” I was confident that 
whatever they were asking me, I knew, but language was the barrier. I replied all questions in Hindi and got through.

The support of our senior students was the biggest of our asset at JNU. I remember Usha Menon, a Science Policy 
student, who took me around the library. In BHU, the library was something which did not have a space in our campus 
lives, but JNU library was fascinating! I saw people spending a good share of their time in the library which was 
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something new for me. I started spending a good amount of time there, 
which was even my necessity. There were people like Nagesh Hegde, 
Jayaram Panda, Yogesh Sharma, Chaya, all of them were very supportive. 
Our teachers like Prof. Sheshadri, Prof. Bhambhri, Prof. Imtiaz Ahmed, Prof. 
Kaviraj always promoted questions and doubts. Even if someone was 
asking a very stupid question, they never stopped him/her.

This whole conducive environment leads to political culture of the campus, 
which also develops your personality. I was already a counsellor at BHU but 
I never attended a meeting there except for once when there was some 
voting. My brother was already active in JNU politics, so it was natural for 
me to get involved in the political life of the campus. It gives you ideological 
rooting. You have to get into it to find your answers, to discover your 
moorings. That is the best way of political socialisation. JNU gave us an 
opportunity to share platforms with everyone, to work together for our 
campaigns and there was no distinction at all between girls and boys. This 
all was unique and fascinating for me. These were also the times when this 
political culture was being built at JNU, which till persists.  Making posters, 
pasting them all by ourselves was all a creative process.

It was intense and has become part of our lives.  You get emotional about 
politics in the sense of commitments and realisation. JNU is not just 
academically, socially and politically significant in my life but personally 
too. I met Sudhindra here. He was part of a study circle where we first knew 
each other. Later we became part of many political activities and this 
commitment to our values and activism became the basis of our 
relationship. The emergency made it stronger. Just after emergency we got 
married in a GBM like gathering at Rajnarayanji's house. It was exciting as 
all our friends were present.

During the emergency JNU was an integral part of protests against it. We 
started interacting with the outside world politically. The police came to the 
campus and most of the politically active students were arrested. After a 
few days, I was there in Ganga hostel with Sudhindra. The UP police came 
and took both of us to a police station. We were not told anything, why and 
where we where. After a few hours I was sent back to the hostel. I later 
came to know that our Provost Prof. Moonis Raza called the police 
authorities that they can do whatever they want to Sudhindra but should 
leave the girl. Our administration and Professors used to care for us those 
days. I was sent back and Sudhindra was transferred to UP jail later and he 
was in jail for the whole period of the emergency. I admit that I was involved 
with George Fernandes' anti-emergency activities. We brought out posters, 
pamphlets and were also involved in some violent activities. Now I realise 
and condemn all kind of violence because the ultimate sufferers of any kind 
of violence are women.

My life of activism started here in JNU through student politics and later 
with activities centred on women. We used to think that politics and 86



activism is the only option for us. I was already a member of Mahila Dakshta Samiti of Pramila Dandwate. I remember 
Pramila Dandwate calling our hostel one morning and asking us to immediately reach at some place in Karol Bagh, 
where she took us inside a house. And all of us were shocked. There was a dead body of a woman on a bed, which was 
charred. She was burnt alive for dowry. Most of us had never seen a dead body before and seeing such a scene was 
dreadful for us. Pramilaji asked us to sit around the bed in dharna. Later, the police came and a case was registered. 
That was the time when dowry deaths started in Delhi and at other places. That incident changed the track of life. I left 
my Ph D to study these cases and actively work against dowry deaths. I joined Ph D again after few years to complete 
it. We registered a total of 54 cases against such dowry deaths. I studied nine of them which made the basis for my 
book, Brides are not for Burning.

JNU has made us what we are. I feel that the time to give back has come for the JNU alumni. We all should give back 
according to our competence.
Ranjana Kumari, Director, Centre for Social Research and President, Women Power Connect

iVuk dkWyst] iVuk esa i<kbZ ds vius ’kq:vkrh fnuksa ¼1984&89½ ls gh eSa tokgjyky usg: fo’ofo|ky; dks cM+s gh 

gljr Hkjh utjksa ls ns[kk djrk FkkA ysfdu viuh ’kkjhfjd ,oa vkfFkZd fodykaxrk dh otg ls eu esa ,d la{k; cjcl 

cuk jgrk Fkk fd eSa fnYyh vkdj i<kbZ dj ldw¡xk fd ugha\ fQj fnYyh ds [kpsZ dSls iwjs gksaxs\ [kSj t0 us0 fo0 dh 

Áos’k ijh{kk ikl dh ,oa fnYyh vk x;kA dSEil esa Áos’k djrs gh yxk fd eSa ’kk;n fdlh fons’kh /kjrh ij vk x;k gw¡A 

;gk¡ dk mU;qDr okrkoj.k] ’kSf{kd ekgkSy] Nk=koklks esa vk;ksftr lHkk,¡ eq>s ,d u;k vuqHko Ánku dj jgs FksA Nk=ksa ds 

eu esa lkekftd lgHkkfxrk ,oa lkekftd U;k; ij vk/kkfjr ,d u;s jk Vª fd ladYiuk esjs vUnj Hkh ,d ubZ ’kfDr dk 

lapkj dj jgs FksA eq>s ;gk¡ tks ckr lcls T;knk ijs’kku dj jgh Fkh fd ns’k ds bl vxz.kh fo’ofo|ky; esa fodykaxks ds 

fy, dqN fo’ks k lqfo/kk ugha FkhA fo’ofo|ky; leqnk; fodykaxks ds vf/kdkjksa ds Áfr iwjh rjg mnklhu FkkA ge yksxks 

us /khjs&/khjs iksLVj ,oa ipksZ ds ek/;e ls t0 us0 fo0 leqnk; dk /;ku fodykaxks dh leL;kvks dh vksj vkÑ V djuk 

’kq: fd;kA Nk=ksa] deZpkfj;ksa ,oa f’k{kdksa ds la;qDr Á;kl ls ts0 ,u0 ;w0 fMl,cqYV ilZUl ,lksfl;s’ku uked laLFkk 

dk xBu 1993&94 esa fd;k x;k ftlus u dsoy fo’ofo|ky; ds vUnj cfYd jk Vªh; Lrj ij fodykaxks dh n’kk esa 

lq/kkj gsrw uhfr fu/kkZj.k esa ,d egRoiw.kZ Hkwfedk vnk dh bl vkUnksyu dks [kM+k djus esa ÁkjfEHkd Lrj ij ,y0 

dfuv/;u] gksf’k;kj flag] fnyhi ljdkj] efgiky flag ’kSysUæ Bkdqj] ,l0 ,l0 eSxk vk’kqrks k Bkdqj tSls Nk=ksa] 

deZpkfj;ksa ,oa f’k{kdksa us cgqr gh mYys[kuh; ;ksxnku fn;kA mUgha fnuksa eS Áks0 vkuUn dqekj ds lEidZ esa vk;k ftuls 

eSus u dsoy lekt’kkL= gh i<k cfYd lekt ds xw<+ jgL;ksa ,oa vkUnksyuksa dks Hkh le>us dk Á;kl fd;kA t0 us0 fo0 

esa pyus okys fodykax vkUnksyu dks ,d fn’kk nsus esa ges’kk mUgksus ge yksxks dk ekxZn’kZu fd;kA 1999 esa eSaus viuk 

ih0 ,p0 Mh0 dk ’kks/k dk;Z Hkh muds gh ekxZn’kZu esa iwjk fd;kA vxj vkt eS vius ftanxh eas FkksMk lk dqN dj Ikk;k gw¡ 

rks mles muds vk’khokZn ,oa ekxZ n’kZu dk ;ksxnku vÁfr; jgk gSA 

/khjs&/khjs fo’ofo|ky; esaa fodykax vkUnksyu viuh j¶rkj idMus yxkA blh vkUnksyu dh ekWx ij Á’kklu us 9 

fodykax ih0 lh0 vks0 vkWijsVjks dh fu;qfDr nSfud osruHkksxh deZpkfj;ksa ds :Ik esa dhA dbZ lky Ik’pkr~ tc mudh 

ukSdjh iDdh ugha gqbZ rks ge yksxksa us dqyifr dk;kZy; ds le{k ,d jhys gaxj LVªkbd dk vk;kstu ekpZ 1999 esa fd;k 

tks rdjhcu 19 fnuksa rd pyhA t0 us0 fo0 dksVZ ds lnL; ,oa lka0 Jh ef.k’kadj v¸;j us gLr{ksi fd;k ftlds 

QyLo:Ik dqyifr Áks0 vk’kh k nRrk dks mudh ukSdjh iDdh djus dk vk’oklu nsuk iMkA bl gaxj LVkbd dk ÁHkko 

t0 us0 fo0 leqnk; ij tcjnLr iM+ ,oa dSail esa fodykaxks dh leL;kvks dks le>us dk ,d lkFkZd Á;kl ’kq: gqvkA 

fo’ofo|ky; ifjlj dks fMl,cqYM QzsaMyh cukus ds Øe esa lajpukRed ,oa ekufld vojks/kksa dks gVkus dk dke Hkh 

Tkokgjyky usg: fo’ofo|ky; ,oa fodykax vkUnksyu 
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viuh j¶rkj idM+ jgk Fkk vkt t0 us0 fo0 leqnk; ds lHkh lnL; xoZ ls 

nkok dj ldrs gS fd ogk dh lHkh bekjr fMl,cqYM QzsaMyh cu pqdh gSaA 

Ldwyksa] iqLrdky;] Nk=koklksa ,oa lsehukj gkWy vkfn esa jSail cu pqds gS 

ftlls gekjs ,sls HkkbZ&cgu tks Oghyps;j ls pyrs gSa] lqxerkiwoZd vUnj 

Áos’k dj ldras gSaA iqLrdky; esa Hkh gsyu fdyj ;wfuV dh LFkkiuk dh xbZ 

gS ftlesa gekjs us=ghu fe= dEI;wVj dh lqfo/kk ys jgs gSaA t0 us0 fo0 esa 

fodykax O;fDr;ksa dh fu;qfDr QSdYVh ds :Ik esa Hkh gqbZ gSaA ukekdau esa Hkh 

3% vkj{k.k dks iwjk fd;k tk jgk gSA blds vykok Á’kklfud Lrj ij dh 

tk jgh fu;qfDr;ksa esa Hkh fodykaxks ds vkj{k.k dk /;ku j[kk tk jgk gSA 

vkt tc eSa t0 us0 fo0 esa O;rhr mu fiNys ukS o kksZa ¼1989&98½ dks ;kn 

djrk gw¡ rks vkRelarks k gksrk gS fd geus fodykax vkUnksyu dk tks ,d 

NksVk lk ikS/kk yxk;k Fkk og vkus okys o kksZa esa gekjs fodykax HkkbZ&cguksa 

dks fujUrj Nk;k Ánku djrk jgsxkA 

blh vk’kk ,oa fo’okl ds lkFk bR;re  

Mk0 jkds’k jeu >k

I joined JNU in 1980 to pursue M.A. in modern Indian history in the Centre 
for Historical Studies. I was bewildered and overwhelmed by the expanse 
of the University. It was for the first time I had left my native place, Munger 
in Bihar, to study anywhere outside my province. I was very conscious and 
apprehensive as to how this new world would open up for me. I did not have 
any idea about JNU as there was hardly anyone from my place who would 
have known the University and told us stories about it. I say this in the 
context that there were many students from my place who had studied in 
Aligarh Muslim University and we frequently used to hear stories, 'AMU 
mein aisa hota haiwaisa hota hai' but not a word about JNU. It was perhaps 
on the basis of some vague idea and fluke that I applied for M.A. and 
fortunately got admission into one of the toughest centers. Thus began my 
journey in JNU.

Today, when I have already logged in twenty years of university teaching, I 
frequently look back my days in JNU with a sense of pride and think that 
had I not been to JNU, I would not have been what I am today. In this 
context I always recall a quotable quote of Abraham Lincoln, who once said 
about his mother, 'whatever I am and whatever I hope to be, I owe it to my 
angel mother', and paraphrase it, 'whatever I am and whatever I hope to be 
I owe it JNU.' I say it not because I loved my mother any less. I have always 
thought it to myself that I had the privilege of being nurtured by two 
mothersone, my biological mother who gave birth and sustained me in life 
and second, JNU, which gave me academic birth and nurtured me to 
whatever I am today. I consider myself twice-born.
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In JNU I learnt plenty of things in class rooms. Doyens among historians were teaching us to make sense of history as a 
discipline. The burden of completing tutorials in time and then worrying about grades filled my days and nights too. I 
had to put up with an additional struggle with English language in terms of day-to-day conversation as well as 
performing academic tasks such as writing tutorials and making presentations. My friends gave me great courage to 
sustain the rigour of CHS as did the English-Urdu dictionary, which I always carried in the cotton sling bag, which is 
pejoratively described as 'Jhola.' 

However, in JNU the learning process was not confined to class rooms alone as I learnt much more outside them. The 
post-dinner public meetings in mess halls, organized by various students' formations were great learning experience. A 
large number of issues of public concerns were discussed. The question-answer sessions used to be scintillating. With 
all this began a process of sensitization in regard to the relevance of life ideologically and politically. Increasingly I was 
drawn to a socialist formation of students, called Students for Democratic Socialism (SDS), which later on was re-
christened as Samata Yuvjan Sabha (SYS). With this I came close to the Gandhian world-view about life, which gave me 
conviction to stand for those who were deprived of dignity in life. The ideological underpinnings of Ram Manohar 
Lohiya and Jai Prakash Narayan too kept on opening several windows in order to understand the nature of iniquitous 
nature of Indian society and possibilities of putting up a struggle to seek justice for those who were on the margins. The 
conviction that I developed in JNU in regard to these issues still holds grounds for me as I draw a lot of courage from it, 
even today.

The hostel life was yet another realm to learn about India's proverbial diversity in myriad ways. For instance there were 
students from Tamil Nadu, Andhra Pradesh, Orissa, Bihar, Uttar Pradesh, Mahrashtra, Nagaland, Assam, Mizoram, 
Manipur and the Punjab. I became familiar with linguistic intonation of various languages, spoken by students from all 
these places. It was in JNU that I learnt the skills of social and cultural negotiations. I was able to realize that India was 
just not Bihar as all these places from where students had come represented the truly diverse picture of India. This 
cultural experience helped me develop a pan-Indian perspective in dealing with many relevant questions.

I will end with the same sentiment I started with life experience JNU was so overwhelming that it overshadowed the 
experiences of school and college days. After leaving the campus in 1991 there were innumerable occasions when I 
visited the campus to enjoy a trip down the memory lane. However there have been many occasions when I have been 
invited as a speaker in post-dinner meetings, I invoke the name JNU in following words, 'I cherish visiting only two 
places on the earthone is Munger, my natural janambhumi and another is JNU, my academic and political 
Janambhumi''. I sincerely mean it.    
Rizwan Qaiser, Department of History and Culture, Jamia Millia Islamia

       

What are the ways in which one remembers (and narrates) one's association with the world one lived in and lived by? Is 
it possible to describe a world one was so much a part of? The following paragraphs are an attempt to evaluate that 
association in as objective a manner as possible. It is story of bliss and gloom and the two cannot really be separated. 
The bliss first.

An important estimate of how JNU contributed to our lives can be made by drawing a spectrum with three crucial 
points of demarcation on it: the point at which people entered JNU and the baggage of expectations with which they 
did so; the totality of their stay in JNU and what it did to them; and life thereafter. The individual trajectories would of 
course vary. But on the scale of different types of trajectories, there is one that is quite representative. 

At the time of entering JNU many of us came with reasonably middle-class expectations. We had been initiated and 
socialized into believing that life was another name for career (or the other way round) and, having got the opportunity 
to make it to JNU, we had to excel either as successful bureaucrats or teachers or journalists (the three areas that have 
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consumed JNU products in a big way and are the richer for that!). JNU's job 
was to enable us to excel. But dramatic changes started happening once 
JNU took us into its fold. It was our stay in JNU (ranging from a minimum of 
five years to a maximum of possibly ten years or more) that transformed not 
just those aspirations but the very nature of those aspirations. Some 
continued to want to become bureaucrats, or teachers or journalists, but 
the adjective 'successful' was modified to include 'good, conscientious and 
responsible'. There was something in the air of JNU that told us that 
fulfilling a social obligation was a better way to excel than was earning 
individual brownie points. Didn't we have to prove that we were products of 
JNU? How else to justify and live up to the stamp that we all wore (and still 
do) on our sleeves?

Then the time came to leave JNU and get on with life outside. Leaving JNU, 
living in the 'real' world outside, and being sucked in by the large 
establishments (of bureaucracy, media and academia) often had the elastic 
effect on some of us. Our middle-class elastic bands had been stretched to 
the maximum in (and by) JNU. Once JNU released its hold, the normal 
trajectory of the elastic was to go back to its original shape and size. But did 
it? I would like to believe that it did not. Admittedly JNU-socialization did 
taper off a little once we stepped outside, but it still continued to assert 
itself in many ways in many of our actions and attitudes. I may call it the M-
R-M (middle class- radical - middle class) model of transformation. We 
entered JNU as middle class, got radicalized during our stay and then went 
back to our middle class ways of living life. Yet the M was not quite the 
same as M. It was (and is) destined to flourish under the shadow of JNU-
socialization. There were of course other trajectories available. Some 
carried the pre-JNU baggage all the way without shedding too much of it. 
Some shed it completely, acquired the JNU-baggage and lived in it (and not 
just with it) for the rest of their lives. These are all interesting (and also 
disturbing) stories and need to be told in detail from an anthropological 
perspective.

And now the gloom. What was it about the JNU-socialization that made us 
confront socially uncomfortable questions? In large parts it was the texture 
of student politics on campus. Life in JNU was not meant to be an innocent 
and neutral pursuit of knowledge. Knowledge gained had to play its role in 
the process of social transformation. 'Students in India have only tried to 
interpret the world; the point is to change it'  seemed to be our (not so) 
unstated motto. But nobody was clear about precisely what to do in order 
to contribute to transformation. The dominant political climate in our 
student life identified two major obstacles: tradition and inheritance on the 
one hand, and State on the other. Inheritance also meant family. A painful 
reality was that for survival almost all of us were dependent on either of 
these two major institutions, identified as obstacles. We lived either on 
money supplied by the family or scholarship provided by the State. How to 
fight these obstacles with conviction, genuineness and honesty while 
continuing to proceed ahead in life? Above all how to handle these dilemmas 90



and predicaments? These were uncomfortable questions and they turned us into deeply disturbed and tormented souls.

How did we cope with these unresolved and irresolvable dilemmas? The range of individual responses varied 
enormously. But I do seriously believe that some of the superficial trivialisms, retreat into alcoholism, eccentricities of 
various kinds and at various levels and the neurosis that we witnessed and experienced were not isolated and 
independent phenomena. They were all rooted in our inability to handle these disconcerting questions. In extreme cases 
there were suicides. It is perhaps needless to mention that these things happened to some of the brightest of minds, and 
warmest of hearts.

The actual crisis would have been deeper were it not for the fact that, at the same time, there were our teachers, fellow 
students, karamcharies, library, hostels, canteens, dhabas, mess, student politics, love and romance, and above all 
JNU, all combining together to provide joy, meaning, happiness and most importantly, that rare gift that has really 
eluded the modern, rational, atomized man  'Pastoral Care'. In other words, we may have been tormented, but we were 
also loved, cared for, pampered and had our fare share of 'pastoral care'. That was enough to sustain us. We were a 
community and lived like one. Any short supply from one source was immediately compensated for from another.

There used to be semi-serious joke circulating in my times (1979-88): We at JNU possessed all the characteristics of a 
nation: will, memory, consciousness and also a selective amnesia. So many of us forgot where we had come from and 
only remembered where we were. That made us into a nation. I believe the nation is still there. But with so many 
JNUites spread all over, we have now become a diasporic nation.
Salil Misra, Indira Gandhi National Open University, New Delhi

Masala chai from Dhruv's dhaba, momos from Kichau's, potato-rich food in the mess, exhilarating arguments in class, 
where the professor was often just a spectator, presidential speeches (where issues in Bosnia got precedence over the 
lack of hostel rooms for students), the strange lapses into religiosity in the bastion of Marxism during Navratri (“pujo” 
to the predominantly Bengali community that formed my batch), welcome parties for juniors where the main liquid 
refreshment was rum punch  JNU was all this and more. Much more. 

I came to JNU from Trivandrum in 1993, and left it some time in 1997 (and yes, clichéd as it is, gaining my Masters 
degree, and losing my bachelorhood status), but it seems JNU has never left me. I am a product of JNU. No questions 
asked. I might be in the corporate world now (after some futile attempts at teaching in a few Delhi University colleges), 
but the biggest kick I still get is after a training session (yes, on “Computer Systems Validation”  oh, what a fall from 
grace!) when someone comes and remarks, “Sir, heard you were at JNU? Well, it shows.”

In the beginning, it was a culture shock. Boys and girls could sit on the same bench (wonder what my undergraduate 
teacher from Trivandrum would have said about that); courses where you prescribed your own texts; decided whether 
you wanted to write two term papers and an end semester exam, or one term paper, a mid semester exam and an end 
semester exam, or more amazing still, sit for a couple of lectures and then decide whether you wanted to do that course 
or not! Slowly, but surely I learnt that I had to shed my conventional approach to learning. In time, JNU taught me to 
shed my conventional approach to life and living as well.

So here is a poem as part of this prose piece:
JNU was poetry
Gutter-rhymes, half formed, refined
Of professors, words and alphabets
Floating, deepening, enriching, confusing
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Neurotic and self obsessed
Words that I am spending a lifetime unraveling
Ordering, and structuring in experiences 
That refuse to conform.

JNU was poetry
Endless cups of tea
Swimming in nostalgia
Rich, strong, sweet
Of deep woods and night skies
And libraries of non-cyber reality
Back-bending rows of books
Of faded words gone insane

JNU was poetry
Politics and posters
Of comedy and tragedy
Of questions that confused 
Of answers that resonated 
In unrest and fervour
In a sentiment, in a passion
In an alternate universe called JNU
Sankar Kalyan, CLE, now in TCS

May is the cruellest month (and not because it's when the Indian summer 
peaks) - entrance-exam-time for most undergraduates seeking admission to 
postgraduate courses  I presume that hasn't changed much over the last 
decade or so. I took one such after completing my undergraduate course in 
English from Calcutta University in the late nineties  the JNU entrance 
examination. It was a big thing in those days to take this examination in 
Kolkata (and possibly all over India) and every candidate hoped that s/he 
would get through to the preferred course (and I hope things haven't 
changed much here either!). I was no exception, though not quite hopeful! 
But a telegram (yes, those were pre-sms/e-mail days!) - sent by the 
registrar of Jawaharlal Nehru University, kind of changed my life. I packed 
my bags, put an end to the confusion at home about my 'future' (all parents 
suffer from this ailment!) and set out for Delhi to join the MA course in 
English Literature at the Centre of Linguistics and English, JNU. I have to 
confess here that I didn't become very popular amongst my extended 
family by my choice of English over Medicine. But that's a separate story.

It so turned out that the stay extended beyond just a two year MA to 
another two years of an M Phil. The four years I spent at the university 
changed me in many ways  not just in my readings of literature but the very 
way I looked at life. The academic environment gave a young student a lot 
of freedom to experiment and try out different things and learn and talk 
about various subjects with varying points of views. What I liked about 
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JNU in my very first few days was that it was a place where one could just be  with differing ideologies and sets of 
beliefs  political or otherwise. Student life in JNU was never limited to discussions in the classroom but I'd say the 
debates necessarily transported themselves to the cafeterias and the ubiquitous dhabas in the campus. And while I had 
joined my MA class with an assumption that probably I'd be doing more of the Elizabethans and the Victorians with a 
dash of the Modernists, in the very first semester my bookshelf had strange books for a literature student  from Fanon 
to Popper to Durkheim to Barthes from Kancha Ilaiah to Partha Chatterjee. Some of it though was unbridled 
enthusiasm of an energetic scholar/academic in the making but quite a bit of it was because JNU encouraged its 
students to go that extra yard and look beyond the obvious  it certainly was the only university that encouraged 
interdisciplinary work.

The university also allowed me to get to know my India a little better than I had known from my Kolkata upbringing. 
JNU has had a truly national character (somewhat international as well, I had classmates from Oman, Iran, Sri Lanka, 
Bangladesh and that too in a rather small class of 16) bright young scholars and students flocked to this premier 
institute of learning in India thereby making the campus varied and colourful. JNU was a true melting pot  where 
languages and traditions met and helped the different Indias come together to become one nation. 
It's been years now since I left the university  but wherever my profession has taken me, I have carried a bit of JNU 
with me. As a publishing professional I have to admit that the years I spent in JNU, discussing books and ideas with my 
friends and teachers, have come a long way in creating a strong list of titles for my company. The university and 
especially my peers during my four year stay in JNU in many ways led me to many books and writers. Some long lost, 
some forgotten. Choosing publishing as a career was as accidental as me joining JNU  and am really grateful that such 
accidents happened to me not once but twice over! As an alumnus of JNU I feel proud and hope that the university goes 
from strength to strength. 
Saugata Mukherjee, Senior Commissioning Editor & Rights Manager, HarperCollins Publishers India

The prime years of one's life, the early days of youth and new learning are the most significant. I realize it now after 
two decades when I look over my shoulder and see myself in a campus of pink, yellow and white bougainvillea, rocks 
that strangely emitted more warmth than heat, and buses that defied all religious logic and were fondly called 666. 
JNU was a fantastic world that opened up from the inside as well as from the outside. It cocooned me from the outside 
world, of 'oh god Delhi', and opened up new vistas of learning's that happened a lot more just sipping endless cups of 
over-boiled tea at the hostel and library dhabas. I am tempted to voice eloquent about how politically illusioned I 
became…but no, there is a lot more to my life on campus than just that. I learnt that politics was a pot boiler par 
excellence! You just never needed any other distraction (apart from the occasional classroom attendance) to feel a 
oneness with this world of humans. As it is famously said  isme drama tha, suspense tha, romance tha aur politics bhi! I 
learnt that politics was all about being human and that anything else was over and above it. I learnt to live by 'Myths' in 
JNU. My first foray into 'applied semiotics' actually and a lifelong lesson too. JNU was a melody that I am yet to hear 
outside despite paying hundreds of rupees and standing in long queues to get into auditoriums. I did not realize then that 
what I heard on the lawns was exquisite voices singing the most delightful folk songs in a dialect that sounds sweeter 
than anything I have tasted so far. And I had it all for free, the value of which hits me now  I cannot bring those days 
back anymore. Today I realize the value of my teachers, those seminars, those 'free discourses' that I yearn to listen to 
today and I cannot anymore. The freedom and the cross-disciplinary flirtations are my precious memories of the 
education. 

I am a teacher myself today, and every time I enter a classroom; I try and apply the rules of a teacher-student dynamics 
that JNU taught me. I carry every bit of the campus into my classroom and feel very proud when I am told that my 
classes are very interactive. The most important lesson I learnt in JNU was that as a young Indian I must engage with 
the political process in some way to be able to identify with my country. It taught me humility, (having to carry buckets 
of water up three floors) and hard work. I saw a mini-nation in JNU and it was a tremendous world of the real and the 
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make believe. It took me almost five years to get over the campus life and to 
digest the fact that I was an ordinary citizen, struggling to make my mark in 
this world. JNU spoilt me into believing that I was special. But today, I 
believe that JNU was special, very special. Long live my memories and the 
campus in my mind!
Seema Khanwalkar, Faculty (Semiotics), CEPT University, Ahmedabad

My aspirations when I joined JNU were definitely not career-oriented. The 
campus attracted me. In activity, curriculum and ethos, JNU was 
absolutely inter-disciplinary in nature.  It was a University in its true sense.  
That place changed our personalities.  The environment of JNU inspires 
towards all kinds of goals and aspirations, no matter what you choose to 
excel in …

Everyone knew how committed JNUites were to the cause of 
egalitarianism.  Yet, it was completely different feeling that overwhelmed 
me when I actually entered this campus.  As a student of Gorakhpur 
University, I used to move around in a small group of socially aware and 
politically active friends.  Such students were very few in number.  In JNU, 
however, the whole campus was conscious of what was happening in the 
world! With different shades of ideology, it was a politically charged and 
liberal campus.  Students' politics was also very different here.  There was 
no space for hooliganism and indecency.  I felt that the role of students' 
politics was to declass all the students.  Democracy was actually practiced 
here… it was all so liberating.

JNU is always in my work.  I share the analytical capability that I developed 
in JNU, with my students and colleagues.  I always carry with me what 
JNU has taught me and it is very helpful.

I don't want to go back.  It is good to go down the memory lane once in 
while but to do so literally, in reality, may damage the emotional image of 
the place that I have formed over the years.  I'm satisfied with my JNU 
experience.  Nothing needs to be added there.  You know, while I was in 
JNU, I hardly ever changed out of my bathroom slippers.  Where was the 
need?  Everything was available on campus.  Why go out?  I remember, to 
ward-off our boredom, we would board Bus no 666 every evening, after 
dinner.  That bus had a circular route.  So after one full round, it would drop 
you at your hostel.  This was our favourite pastime apart from roaming on 
the ring road all night.  JNU was indeed a wonderful place…But once I came 
out of JNU, I realized that there was a vast reality outside which could not 
be ignored.  As a documentary film-maker, I have traveled a lot, met a lot of 
suffering.  This field requires a strong fascination for life.  You grow 
humble and your ego diminishes as you meet so many people.  Once that 
happens, you become addicted to movement, change and progression.  
That is why I don't want to go back….
Shahid Jamal, Film Maker
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MY YEARS IN JNU
th

In the 59  year of my life when I look back to recollect memorable periods of my life, I can vouch that, except for minor 
aberrations, my years (which disappeared like days) at JNU were great; lively both academically and otherwise, 
debate-full, packed with intensity and bohemian life. These days at JNU determined much of what I would be as an 
individual, as a researcher and a student of social sciences. I have no qualms in saying that whatever I am today is the 
outcome of my association with this University for about 3 years and Professor Randhir Singh's classes which I 
attended 1966 onward.

How could I know that when I was selected to the first batch of JNU (1972, in Centre of North African & West Asian 
Studies at School of International Studies) I was becoming part of history making at JNU like many other batch-mates. 
We were part of many firsts at JNU. The first campus of JNU was inaugurated with our inhabiting the Old Campus and 
later it was our batch which was the first one to check into the New Campus which continues to be the final abode. If I 
am not much mistaken, it was in 1973 that we entered Periyar Hostel; the first hostel to be opened over there. 
Incidentally, in those days provision of bulbs and table lamp was the responsibility of the University. I am told that with 
India's becoming a 'giant economic power' (to use President Bush's words) this facility is no more provided. 

While reminiscing about those days, I can only say today, that those were unbelievable times. There were almost no 
nights. In those days JNU rarely slept. We would return from libraries in Delhi (Sapru House/NMML/National Archives) 
by 7 in the evening, riding the free shuttle provided by the University. Towering Tiwariji, our nakhuda (shuttle driver) 
was the most sought after person and it was mandatory to keep him in good humour, as on him depended unscheduled 
pick-ups of persons and goods. The two hours journey (both way) was an intellectual delight as the whole bus would 
always be involved in some kind of heated theoretical/philosophical debate. No shade of opinion went unrepresented. 
The journey would seem to be too short.

By 7 in the evening we would be ready for dinner and then would start our day on the campus. We had our own 
voluntary groups, of course, ideology based. It was not always a gentlemen's debate even in these, so to say, 
homogenous groups. If we had 10 shades among Socialists, the Maoists had 15, Trotskyites 20, Parliamentary 
Communists as many. There were innumerable Congressites and Jan Sanghis too. They were allergic to debates but 
remained awake as spectators lest they were deprived of the intellectual tag. The monotony of debates would be 
broken with many visits to dhabas for tea, omelettes and paranthas. Leaflets were an essential part of this life. We 
lived every moment as passionately. We would be getting ready by 6 in the morning to start another day for lectures 
and libraries.

 I will remember my JNU years for a few other reasons too. It was here that first street theatre of the Hindi belt, Mukti, 
was conceptualized and started performing under the guidance of Srilata Swaminathan, the indomitable theatre 
luminary who later chose to dedicate her life to work among tribals in Rajasthan. Our first audiences were construction 
workers (children/women/males) who were raising grand structures of JNU without having access to the very basic 
amenities of life. Here I learnt the basics of acting and about people's theatre. It continues to be my passion and 
commitment.

I feel proud that while at JNU I was host to two of the greatest icons of people culture. One was Baba Neaz Haider, 
great Urdu poet, choreographer, playwright and script-writer. He was homeless in Delhi and his fans would lodge him 
by turns. I was one of the lucky ones who got this opportunity more than once. Baba would sleep only at a place from 
where he could see the sky. During winter I had to arrange two quilts and a plastic sheet so that he would not suffer 
frost while sleeping in the balcony.  Now, Baba is no more to demand such a facility from his fans. Avtar Singh Pash, 
the renowned Punjabi poet was the other great personality whom I hosted in my JNU room. I do not think any person 
could surpass Pash in zeal, argumentativeness, love for poor people and Punjabiyat. He could remain awake the whole 
night discussing a poem, meanness of the ruling classes and imperialism. This could continue for many more nights with 
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absolutely no problem to his comrades.

Last but not the least; it was in JNU that I met Gorakh Pandey. I often 
differed with him but loved his Bhojpuri and Hindi songs against 
exploitation. He wrote songs at our street theatre group's demand which 
inspired hundreds of peoples' movements. He is dead but Gorakh continues 
to live in his songs which we sing for our audiences almost every day. 

So the JNU saga continues in my life. I adore it. JNU might have changed I 
have not.
Shamsul Islam (1972 batch)

I started at JNU in 1986, within the BA Japanese program, and after 
spending a few of years in Japan (1989-1992) I returned to JNU to do an 
MA in Linguistics. Then I went on to complete a PhD in linguistics an MS in 
Computer and Information Science at Ohio State University (Columbus, 
Ohio), in 2002, and am now professor and chair of Psycholinguistics and 
Neurolinguistics at the Center of Excellence for Cognitive Sciences, 
University of Potsdam, Germany.

My experiences at JNU have sustained me throughout my life. In particular, 
the education I received there has been superlative.  My years in Japan, the 
US, and now Germany have given me an opportunity to evaluate the 
abilities of many graduates of various Japanese-language programs from 
all over the world. It became pretty clear to me that the JNU Japanese 
program was (and probably is) one of the best in the world (another very 
impressive one is in Warsaw). What was special about JNU? My conclusion 
is that the program didn't hesitate to make students work really hard, with 
a lot of contact hours every day of the week (in OSU for example, students 
majoring in Japanese have language classes only for a few hours a week, 
and the results are dramatically different from JNU's). I remember working 
8-10 hours a day, almost every day for three years, on Japanese and other 
subjects. While it was a harsh period, with a very narrow focus, the payoff 
has been tremendous.  My experience in the Linguistics Master's degree 
was similar: a high quality education that gave me an edge in life.

My experiences in JNU taught me to focus my energies intensely on one 
thing, a skill that has proven useful in life (although it may just be that I am 
obsessive compulsive). Of course, I worked so hard only because I was (and 
still am) mesmerised by Japan and Japanese. The lesson I took away from 
that experience was: only ever do something you deeply care about, and 
ignore the rest. That principle has guided my decisions in life and led me 
take tremendous risks (for example, I quit a very safe and well-paying job as 
a patent translator in Japan back in 1992 and reinvented myself as a 
linguist and computer scientist, a process that consumed 10 years of my 
life).

JUST DO IT AT JNU
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Another wonderful thing about JNU was the physical environment. Delhi was (and no doubt still is) a messy, noisy, 
stressful city. JNU was a safe, green haven for me, a way to escape the dreariness. Now, living in Berlin, whenever I see 
bare autumn trees half-covered in mist, I think of cold autumn mornings in JNU, drinking tea, waiting for class to begin. 
It's hard not to get nostalgic when one looks back. I miss the library for example; it was full of strange and musty books I 
had never seen before. A singular discovery in that library was the astonishing poem, Gnome, by Beckett: "Spend the 
years of learning squandering / Courage for the years of wandering/Through a world politely turning/From the 
loutishness of learning." I think I haven't entered a physical library for about three years now; nowadays journals and 
books are electronically available, and most of what I read is smell- and dust-free pdf files.

Not everything was rosy, of course. It used to be pretty exhausting, to go through the whole ritual of signing up for, or 
dropping, a course: signatures from a large array of faculty members, and they have to be done in a particular order. A 
logistical nightmare. And the sudden student strikes always annoyed me. For me, JNU was somewhere I came to study, 
and it was always disappointing to be told I had to go back home because of a strike or - what was it called? - the GBM. I 
have no idea how legitimate the student parties' concerns were, but I was in my own world and never entered that 
world of politics.

But the JNU years were a formative period of my life. There is a saying that American universities like to throw about 
when students complain about the cost of education: if you think education is expensive, try ignorance. JNU wasn't 
expensive but it was (and probably still is) good; this showed me that intelligent syllabus design and can beat throwing 
money at improving quality. I make fundamental policy decisions in my university now, and I use this insight for making 
decisions about what is taught and how (Germany is a lot like India education is essentially free but, compared to the 
US, money for university and course-development is limited).

In closing, I'd like to repeat the fundamental lesson I learnt at JNU: do something you have a passion for, and something 
that is pure fun; the rest will follow. Never do something just because it has "scope"; it's hard to be good at something 
you don't care about deeply.
Shravan Vasishth, Professor, University of Potsdam, Germany

Twenty-one years ago, a bright eyed, vivacious young Bambaiyya (me!) stepped into the sylvan surrounds of JNU… and 
never quite managed to leave. For, like so many others, the course of my life has been inextricably intertwined with the 
University. This is the place that not just gave me a great education and degrees, it gave me emotional and psychological 
anchoring, it gave me a valuable part of my identity, it moulded my politics.

It gave me friends for a lifetime, it gave me love and marriage and, I detect in my children's rebellious spirits, the 
iconoclasm that probably mutated their parents' genes!

The word I most readily associate with JNU is “space”. Right from physical space-it was a great shock to see acres and 
acres of land given over to peacocks and squirrels and nilgais and cobras-all of which, I may add, I had earlier seen only in 
the Bombay Zoo. Then there was space in the sense of being “spaced out”. I remember staring in shock and awe at the 
celebrated “dopies” hanging out outside ganga dhaba, wreathed in a thick haze of smoke.  Levity apart, JNU accorded 
the space to be whatever it was one wanted to, whether an-all-work-no-play UPSC aspirant, or a jhola-toting Comrade, 
or a sleek fashionista hanging outside the School of Languages. It gave me the space to dream, to be crazy, to make 
friends from all over the world, to hang out all night on Parthasarathy Rocks with my boyfriend, to do the things I would 
never have been allowed to do back at home. Of course, it also gave me space to make the choices that could make or 
break my future. At any event, it gave me that most precious gift, freedom. How I used it, was my call.

In a world that is becoming increasingly intolerant, I look back at my JNU days with a certain wonderment. I think of its 
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astonishingly inclusive character, the relationships it fostered, the 
possibilities it opened. A few days ago, watching the carnage in Bombay ( 
when I write in English, it is Bombay, when in Marathi its Mumbai)  over the 
North Indian migrants issue, my son remarked, ”Mummy, its dangerous to 
be half Bihari and half Marathi like us!  We wont be welcome anywhere!” I 
told him that he and his brother were in fact the bridges that would 
ultimately bring communities closer together; they were living proof of the 
pluralism and inclusiveness that we talk about so much, and that I believe 
will ultimately triumph over divisiveness and hatred.

Let us celebrate an institution that values plurality, polyvocality and 
multiple perspectives above all else. Like I said earlier, I haven't quite 
managed to leave it yet.
Shubhangi Vaidya, joined the CSSS/SSS in 1987 as an M.A.student and 
went on to complete her MPhil. She submitted her PhD in 2008 at the same 
Centre and is Assistant Director, Regional Services Division, Indira Gandhi 
National Open University, New Delhi

It is difficult not to be nostalgic about the good old days that one spent at 
JNU between 1972 and 1980.

These were the formative years of JNU. These were also the years of a 
rising surge for freedom and democracy in large parts of the third world. 
Vietnam, Laos, Cambodia, South Africa, Zimbabwe, Nicaragua, Palestine 
were not mere names; the daily struggles of the people in those faraway 
lands inspired heated and intense debates among the students in the 
campus and each aggressive move of colonial and apartheid regimes 
brought them out on the streets of Delhi.

JNU students did not engage only in solidarity with struggles being waged 
in far away places, they involved themselves with the suffering and daily 
struggles of the Indian people as well. They raised funds and organised 
relief and medical camps for the cyclone hit in Andhra and the flood 
affected in Delhi. It was the students of JNU who compelled the 
contractors who were building JNU to pay the minimum wage to the 
construction labour, to provide them medical care and to start a crèche for 
the children of the labourers. It was the students of JNU again who ran an 
underground students Union through out the internal emergency of 1975-
76 when all unions and democratic protests were outlawed in the country.

There were a whole range of other issues that engaged the students for 
example the demand for the monthly mess bill not exceeding rupees 100 per 
month led to the formation of mess committees and the elected members 
not only monitored the expenses but took the trouble of going to the Mandis 
for buying vegetables, grains and spices to keep the monthly bill as low as 
possible.

LOOKING BACK FONDLY
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The demand for implementing an inclusive admission policy led to the formation of student faculty committees, a first 
in any university in India. The students formed their own union, framed their own constitution and in another first set up 
their own election commission and initiated the tradition of elections fought on a manifesto that each candidate from 
the school council to the office bearers of the JNUSU had to defend before their respective general bodies. The only 
students Union Elections in the entire country that are even today free of use of muscle and money power.  

These were seminal contributions to electing and running a representative body in a democratic manner through debate 
and discussion and not through brute force. Barring a few exceptions, where students lost sight of the significance of 
defending the institutions that they had themselves built, the traditions have endured.

Despite differences of perception, on many issues, between the students, the faculty and the administration one 
recalls with a certain degree of pride that eventually we were all able to sit across a table and agree on how to run our 
lives in the University.

Despite political differences, and they were serious differences, among the various political formations, the times 
when the participatory and democratic traditions of the university were challenged were few and far between. 

Despite arguments, at times rather heated and, rare was the case when the Karamcharis and the students or the 
faculty and the Karamchari were ranged against each other. Rarer are the cases when any one has been uncivil to any 
Karamachari. The fact needs to be remembered because one does not generally witness such cordiality at many places 
outside JNU.  

For the JNU community, especially the students, all this is routine and given, but for many of us who joined JNU after 
passing out of, or teaching and working in different universities, the 'much maligned' JNU Ethos took some effort to 
create and we look back on those heady days with justifiable pride. 

JNU was not only political correctness, though we were politically correct much before the term became fashionable, it 
was also a lot of fun, groups of 40, 60 or even a 100 or more walking down to Priya, Chanakya, Archana or Kamal or a 
film show and walking back at 1.30 or 2.00 in the morning. The entire university playing holi together, hundreds sitting 
together around a fire and listening to Batuk Da and Anil Biswas singing old IPTA songs, exploring the ravines, or 
spending lazy winter afternoons on the Parthasarthy Plateau or marching down Aurobindo Marg - Students, 
Karmacharis and Faculty - all together to celebrate the victory of Vietnam over the US.

It is not only Nostalgia that gives an amber glow to the years, and in some cases decades, that we spent at JNU, it is 
also a sense of achievement at what JNU, with a total strength not in excess of a few hundred - students, faculty, 
karmcharis and administrative staff put together-   was able to achieve.   

The traditions that were built in those days included abhorrence of eve teasing, an almost total absence of muscle 
flexing, and strong opposition to communal profiling and caste discrimination. It is these traditions that are a product of 
the JNU Ethos and the active involvement of its students in questions that bedevil our society, It is these values that 
have drawn the best of young minds to JNU, it is these that have provided a sense of security to women, dalits and 
minorities and also to students from all parts of the country.

It is not for nothing that despite their small numbers, JNUites have made a mark in whichever discipline or field of 
endeavour they have chosen for themselves. This is a legacy that we of the first generation in JNU are proud of and 
fondly hope that the inheritors of this legacy will guard it and build upon it.
SOHAIL HASHMI, CSRD, SSS. First allottee of Room 108 in Kaveri. Founding trustee of Sahmat, the Gondwana 
Foundation and the ORB Foundation
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MY YEARS AT JNU
Everything seemed strange to me when I entered JNU in 2000 for M.A 
sociology. The campus was huge and it was difficult for me to locate places 
easily. The distance between my hostel and school building was nearly 2 
kms. I was not used to walking more than a hundred meters. Slowly I got 
used to walking and now I like it. Proudly I can say that JNU gave me fitness 
without making me spend time in the gym. Yoga classes were highly 
refreshing and infused new energy. 

Different kinds of people from different places added the needed colour. In 
short JNU looked like a mini world. Although I had interacted with friends 
from different ethnicities earlier, the spread was far wider in JNU. Almost 
all states of the country were represented in the campus. Students from 
nearly 35 countries lived with us to exchange cultural traits. My 
classmates from Greece, Japan and Korea quickly learnt a few Hindi 
sentences and created a lot of interesting conversations. Unfortunately we 
couldn't learn their language and only tasted a few food items during the 
festivals.
 
Academics and politics mixed generously to give a rich cocktail culture. 
From dining halls to lecture rooms, issues of world importance dominated. 
In fact campus issues were least debated and global matters loudly 
discussed. With UPSC as goal for most of the students, naturally finer 
points were flowing meticulously. Some one was saying that 
parliamentarians keenly watch JNU debates to take points and relevant 
statistical data. Such was the relevance of micro tuning of academic 
matters.
Ganga Hostel where I stayed for eight years has both advantages and 
disadvantages. It is the first hostel in sight when one enters the campus. As 
far as the connectivity is concerned it is the best. The shopping complex, 
health centre and all important areas are nearby. The major disadvantage is 
during elections. It coincides with the UPSC mains. It is difficult to study 
with the non-stop sloganeering and interesting political debates. Slowly I 
got used to it and finally I managed to overcome this difficulty. The lawn in 
front of Ganga is also a hotbed of cultural activities. Food festivals and 
music programmes keep happening.

The hostel nite is an event which all of us eagerly waited for. Girls put in 
enormous efforts to give a good look to the hostel. All of us engaged in 
rangoli and cultural events. The mess committee managed authentic dishes 
very well. All the complaints about mess food were forgotten and 
collectively we worked for the success of the hostel nite. Suddenly the 
spirit of oneness comes into the scene. I see this as a good sign of 
camaraderie and the inculcation of team work for future.

Centre for the Study of Social Systems was my destination in JNU. It has 
stalwarts of sociology in the country. Regular seminars and symposiums 
kept us academically active throughout the year. In fact people used to joke 100



about it as centre for seminars and symposiums. More than the academics, the care and concern of the faculty 
members towards students made us to feel like one family. 

The library which stocks a huge pile of books but where it is difficult to trace the significant ones tested our patience. 
Despite the online catalogue and computerized searches we have few helping hands to trace the misplaced books. 
Most of the times books keeping missing from the appropriate shelf. One can see the tension in the faces of 
dissertation, thesis and term paper submitting students in the library at the final moments. It is also a place where we 
enter into unending debates.

Life in JNU without mentioning dhabas will be incomplete .In fact dhabas inculcated the sense of simplicity in each one 
of us. Pakodas and chai were best during winter months. We made it point to go to dhaba atleast twice a day. 
Whenever I miss dhaba visits there is a vacuum created automatically. Wherever I go, JNU nostalgia will linger long in 
my memory. 
S. Chandra

iVuk fo’ofo|ky; ls Lukrd djus rFkk ogk¡ ds ifjos’k ls ckgj fudydj ts-,u-;w tSls ekgkSy esa vius vkidks <kyus 

esa dkQh&oDr ugha yxk FkkA fQj Hkh dbZ ,sls nkSj vk;s ftls eSa >wy ugha ikrkA ;gk¡ eSa ,d okD;k dk mYys[k djuk 

pkgrk gw¡A ckr ’kq:vkrh fnuksa dh gS tc eSa u;s&u;s cus Nk=kokl ueZnk esa jg jgk FkkA geyksx ml le; 666 ua- dh 

Mh-Vh-lh- cl ls vksYM dSaIl esa Dykl djus tk;k djrk FkkA gksLVy ds lkeus gh ,d fofYMax cu jgh Fkh tks vkt Nk= 

xfrfof/k;ksa dk dsUæ&VSQyk ds :i esa tkuk tkrk gSA mlh&fcfYfMax esa dke djusokyk ,d etnwj jgrk Fkk ftldh 

,d fnu dkaVªsDVj ls fdlhckr ij >xM+k gqvk vksj mls ekjk ihVk x;kA ygqyqgky etnwj] mldh [kwclwjr 

jksrh&fcy[krh iRuh vkSj cPpksa dh ,d yach&pkSM+h QkSt dks dksbZ iwNusokyk ugha FkkA Hkw[k yxus ds ckctwn eSus viuk 

yap NksM+ ml fcfYMax dkaVªsDVj ls tc bl ckcr ckr djuk pkgk rks dbZ esjs lkfFk;ksa us eq>s bl ekeys ls vyx gksus 

dh&lykg nsus ’kq: fd;kA vkSj eq>s gSjkuh rks rc gq;h&tc etnwjksa ds fgrksa dh ckrsa djus okys Nk= usrkvksa us ml 

dkaVªsDV dh rjQnkjh&djrs gq, eq> ij ncko c<+uk ’kq: fd;kA ysfdu blls esjs bjkns etcwr gks x;s FksA eSus etnwj 

ds lkFk rqjar gh clar fcgkj iqfyl LVs’ku tkdj f’kdk;r ntZ djk nh rFkk etnwj dks fpfdRldh; lgk;rk Hkh 

miyC/k djk;hA ’kke vkrs&vkrs dbZ cM+h&cM+h gLrh ftuls eSa dHkh feyk ugha Fkk] cl uke gha lqu j[kk Fkk&feyus 

vk;sA esjh&Á’kalk rks djus Fks ysfdu fNis vFkksZ esa Mjkus dh Hkh vlQy dksf’k’k djrsA etnwj t:j lgek lk yxrk 

FkkA fdUrq mldh iRuh dks ’kk;n eq> ij ;dhu gks pyk FkkA og dksbZ Hkh le>kSrk tSlh&pht fcuk eq>ls iwNs djuk 

gh ugha pkgrh FkhA gk¡ muyksxksa dks vius [kkus&ihus dh&fpUrk dqN T;knk FkhA

fMuj ysus ds ckn eSa vius nksLr Jh Ñ .kk ds lkFk ?kweus fudykA >sye ykWu esa ,d uqDdj ukVd dk eapu gks jgk FkkA 

;gk¡ Hkh ml fnu eu ugha yxkA esjk eu ckj&ckj ml etnwj dh csjkstxkjh] Hkw[ks&I;kls cPpksa dh gh rjQ FkkA eSa vius 

nksLr ds lkFk ykSV pykA jkLrs Hkj ge nksuks pqipki vk;sA tc eSa dejs esa vk;k rks nksLr us eq>ls esjh ijs’kkuh dk 

dkj.k iwNkA oSls rks mls lcdqN irk gh FkkA mlus eq>s le>kSrk Lo:Ik ml dkaVªsDVj ls dqN :Ik;s ysdj vkSj viuh 

rjQ ls dqN iSls m/kkj nsdj ml etnwj dks Bhd VSQyk ds lkeus pk;&fcLdqV dh nqdku [kqyok nsusa dk lq>ko fn;kA 

eSa ckr eku x;kA lqcg tc iqu% iqfyl dh nfcl ml dk¡VsDVj ij c<h rks og dk¡VsDVj Lo;a eq>ls feyus vk;kA vc 

rd mls Hkh ’kk;n viuh xyrh vkSj mlds dkj.k iqfyl dk ?kj ij vkus vkfn ls le> vkus yxh FkhA pk; dh 

pqfLd;ksa ds chp dbZ nksLrks ds lkeus ,d gtkj :Ik;s mlus ml etnwj dks fn;s vkSj okil iqu% ogk¡ ukSdjh djuk ugh 

pkgrk FkkA eSaus rHkh ogk¡ pk; ih jgs lHkh nksLrks dks lkS&lkS :Ik;s ml etnwj dks dqN fnuks ds fy, nsus dk vkxzg 

fd;kA nksLrks us esjh ckr j[khA ml etnwj us esjs dgs vuqlkj pk; fcLdqV czsM vkeysV dk nqdku [kksyus ds fy, 

Tks-,u-;w- ,d vuqHkwfr
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mi;ksx es vkus okyh lkjh phts ’kke rd [kjhn yk;k vkSj mlh jkr fMuj 

ds ckn ml nqdku dk mn~?kkVu Hkh vius gksLVy ds pkSdhnkj ds gkFkksa djok 

fn;kA dqN fnuks esa og txg pk; ds fy;s bruk etnqj gks x;k fd jkr rhu 

pkj cts rd HkhM+ yxh jgrh FkhA b/kj rc rd ml etnwj ds vkBosa ;k 

’kk;n ukSosa cPps Hkh vk x;s FksA lky Hkj esa gh mlus yxHkx vLlh gtkj 

:Ik;s dek fy;s FksA ;g eSa blfy;s crk jgk gw¡ fd eSa gh mldk 

fglkc&fdrkc dj fn;k djrk FkkA cl eq>s ,d di pk; vPNh lh jkr ds 

ckjg cts fey tk;k djrk FkkA eSa mldh le`f} ls cgqr gh [kq’k Hkh FkkA 

[kSj mlds dkj.k xaxk <kck ij ?kVrh vkenuh ls pfpZr nqdkunkjksa dh 

f’kdk;r ij ts ,u ;w ds lqj{kk vf/kdkjh us vUrr% NqfV~V;ksa ds fnuks esa tc 

yM+ds ?kj tkrs gSaA jkrksa&jkr gVk fn;kA tc eSa ?kj ls okil vk;k rks og 

yMdksa ls cdk;k olwyh djus vk;k FkkA crk jgk Fkk fd og okil fcgkj tk 

jgk gS] ogha ,d nqdku [kksy ysxk D;kasfd vc mls bruk iSlk gks x;k fd og 

viuh ekr`&Hkqfe vius jkT;] vius xk¡o ykSVsxkA vius cw<s ek¡ cki ds iklA 

D;ksafd iSls dekus ds vykos Hkh vkSj dqN thus ds ek;us gSaA ml le; eq>s ;s 

lc le> esa ugh vk;k vkSj eSa mls dqN ugha dg ik;k FkkA vc /khjs&/khjs ;s 

ek;us le> jgk gw¡A 

Mk0 ’kSysUnz eksgu Bkdqj

There's not much today that makes one lyrical. Look around and all one can 
see is, as Neruda put it, the blood on the streets  not much to get lyrical 
about really. Looking back at those years spent at JNU, charged by the 
atmosphere of intellectual exploration and heady idealism, is the only way, I 
feel, I can confront the reality I face everyday. A reality that seems bereft 
of ideals, of passion, of commitment  all that I once saw and felt and 
believed in, during my days at JNU.

It was the late eighties  the autumn of a counter-culture movement that 
marked the world; and our world was JNU… In fact, it amazes me now the 
way we seemed to be inside this bubble called JNU, a bubble that floated on 
its own, was sufficient unto itself and was well, literally afloat, elevated… 
Those were daunting  days when the anti- Mandal  movement in JNU 
meant  street protests and long candle-light marches; sloganeering, jeering 
and  relay hunger strikes (hey, those were difficult to keep); performing 
street plays, courting arrest  and merrily  going to jail!!! My 1st sem in 
JNU! An awakening… a baptism in standing up for what I believed in. 
Frantic phone calls from home with ma in Calcutta (yes, half of us were 
bongs and the remaining were from Bihar and Orissa even then) advising me 
to stay away from the streets and not to 'get into politics'; now how can 
you call yourself a JNUite and not 'be' in politics?!

Those were the days when SAK was not a star… when a stray remark from 
him (don't ask me what…we never came to know even then) near   Ganga 
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Dhaba, the launch pad of any agitation, late at night or was it the wee hours of the morning, saw him bashed up, his car 
battered and his protesting self taken to Vasant Vihar police station, till he was rescued by an irate MAK, his father  
what a diversion right in the middle of the end sem exams!!

You never knew what the campus had in store for you or whom you might meet post-dinner…Shabhana Azmi? Sitaram 
Yechury? An ex-Prime Minister? The President? And you never knew whether the guest would live to see another 
morning for exchanges within the dining messes would often get charged and though not physically violent, verbally 
aggressive and at times the shocked speaker would be literally held hostage by an equally captive audience! And what 
endless discussions with chai either at G.dhabs or at Periyar or at TEFLAS… I often wonder whether the owners are 
millionaires really, the kind of mud we drank by the gallons and, from what I hear, students still do? And the Ganga 
Hostel lawns were veritable battlegrounds given the number of Debates held all the time  the JNUSU Presidential 
debates where we heard fiery speeches from Amit Sengupta, Tanveer, Shakeel; where the Maha Chaat contest during 
Holi had the tamest JNUite rebelling at the assault upon the ears at the non stop drivel being mouthed…….

Those were the days when literary theory was storming the citadels of a canonical Eng Lit syllabus …there were those 
agonizing nights spent figuring out Sinfield and Dollimore and throwing tantrums when one didn't understand… the 
Term Paper, the class presentation, those absolutely devastating quizzes we answered for KK, those terrifying 
confrontations with 'She Who Will Not Be Named', the marathon classes with GJV, the nights spent at the library 
before exams...there was a certain revelry in studying…if that makes any sense at all. It was almost as if we were 
swamped by work…and loving it!!!

PVR Priya was just plain Priya and was as enticing and welcoming as it is now.  We saw everything…from badly hacked 
up films like An Officer and a Gentleman to Bollywood masalas… all for a noble price of six rupees. The beginning of the 
month would see our pockets well lined and so, visits to Nirulas (we survived on the Big Boy Burger and the ice creams 
those days…no other choice) were frequent, and then mid-month when destitution lurked, the indomitable bun 
omelette at ganga dhaba was sheer food for the gods…. Sometimes you could tell the menu of a hostel simply by seeing 
the crowd at the dhaba, the entire lot of residents  would descend upon Ganga Dhaba if there was karela for dinner….. 
JRFs and SRFs were more modest those days, not the princely sums they are now and served well for the thukpa and 
momos at kaichas but not for the Five stars I believe JNUites visit these days. Of course it was also a mind set with us; 
it was just so pathetically middle class to want to go to Five stars…

The amaltas  lined avenues, the kulfi point close to Poorvanchal, the Parthasarthy Rock of which every JNUite worth 
her salt is fiercely proud of….JNU was the stuff of which romance is made !  From drunken revelry to romantic couples 
kissing unconcerned of passersby to adda  sessions about practically every issue in space and outer space  that Ring 
road of JNU has witnessed it all! This was also the same road that sparks off another memory.  One hot summer, 
vacation time,  when  Sabarmati hostel went without water for days together, nothing seemed to move the admin to 
rid us of our woes and we were constantly told 'Kal Tak….' And then en masse the residents went and lay down on the 
road making vehicular movement impossible  it worked like magic, this road capturing. Within the hour the Vice 
Chancellor had the problem sorted out and normalcy was restored in the hostel.

Few people had vehicles those days, and I mean both students and faculty. Rare was the roar of the mobike and waiting 
for Godot  was the common term for the long hours spent craning our necks for that delightful sight of  615, as it came 
trundling along, the bus driver and his helpers smirking at our barely controlled impatience. We had a shuttle bus that 
went all around via AIIMS and back to JNU and many were the times we hopped on, just for a lark, especially on rainy 
days when there wasn't much to do on campus  what gloriously leisure filled times they were! Of course for the 
multitudes who sat for the UPSC, none of this mattered  you could see them, every season poring over Rau's study 
material in those cages (we thought them so) on the ground floor of the library (right next to the phone booth). For us 
non UPSC types, they were a blot on the landscape  we would boast that we had a canteen with  a library facility but 
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the UPSC wallas destroyed our claim!  
 
If JNU gave us one thing more, then it was diversity  that invisible yet 
palpable force challenging our stereotypes. It made us relate to others, 
made us tolerant in an age of intolerance. It touched our core values and 
made us humane. Such brave thoughts, we felt, would help bring a brave 
new world. Those were the days in the sun…
Swati Pal, Reader, JDM College, DU

 
I joined JNU as a student in the M.Phil/Ph.D programme in July, 1975. One 
thing that I cherish till date about that time is that I topped the entrance 
exam in my subject that year. My research work was on dry land 
agriculture in Maharashtra. After four years of study here, I went back to 
Maharashtra to teach in the college where I studied before coming to JNU. 
But soon I was called back by Prof. Moonis Raza to appear for an interview 
for the post of Associate Professor in CSRD. I was selected and joined JNU 
as a faculty member in 1980. I am presently on a five-year long deputation 
from my Professorship. So I have been associated with JNU for the last 33 
years, 5 years as a student and the rest as a teacher. 

One of the most outstanding aspects of JNU is its vibrant student 
community. There are two aspects related to student life in JNU. The first 
one is the scope for students in JNU to engage academically with issues 
related to various spheres of life. Then there is the JNU Students' Union.  
Such academic as well as political freedom is hardly provided anywhere 
else in India. The unique feature of Students' Union is that they never lose 
sight of academics. In fact, even during JNUSU elections, the engagement 
with domestic and international issues is academically grounded. The level 
at which students engage in elections here is academically very rich. You 
get exposed to several ideological issues and streams. This atmosphere 
provides a platform to develop one's career. We all know that JNU culture 
has produced many stalwarts of Indian politics. JNU has given the nation 
some of its best leaders. It is a training ground for a very enlightened 
leadership. I benefitted a lot out of this. I developed my own perspective on 
various social issues in JNU. We brought to the forefront of academic 
discourse certain important issues like caste and poverty being forces of 
marginalization and discrimination. Though JNU had always been 
conducive to leftist discourse which concentrated on the issue of class 
divide, I, along with some others, decided to focus on caste as  the most 
deep-rooted source of marginalization in our society. We started the 
Ambedkar Study Circle. It was a purely academic body with an intention to 
look into the dynamics of caste in Indian society.  We interacted with the 
left on this issue and it all helped me immensely to develop my own 
perspective and also to change the perspective of those who were around 
me. I think this is my most cherished memory of JNU. 

Another remarkable aspect of JNU is the relationship that exists between 
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students and teachers. One of the good things about JNU is that students feel a lot more comfortable and at ease to 
develop a relationship with teachers. They can thus engage with the teachers in a much more meaningful way. 
Teachers treat the students on equal footing and there is a degree of informality in their interaction. 

The other important aspect is JNU's examination system. More emphasis is laid on essays, papers and reviews and less 
on written examination. This non-written component brings out the best in the student. As a student, I benefitted a lot 
out of this system. I developed my skills of writing and speaking, data collection, interpretation and my confidence 
because of the unique system of assessment and evaluation in JNU. This is and will remain a characteristic feature of 
JNU. In terms of infrastructure too, the atmosphere provided to the student (90% residential facility, single rooms in 
my days, cheap food and good library facility) are conducive to research and academic excellence.

I clearly recognize that JNU students make a distinct mark wherever they go. It is only because of their upbringing as 
students in JNU. But I also want to make an appeal to the alumni to contribute in some way or the other to JNU. They 
should give back to JNU in their own ways. I urge upon JNU alumni to contribute to JNU both through finances and 
through other means. This could be a way of paying back to a university which has enriched their lives so much. I also 
hope that JNU succeeds in carrying forward the culture it has built in all these years. I hope we are able to strengthen it 
and build up further on it.  
Sukhadeo Thorat, Chairperson, UGC.

My association with the JNU goes back to 1975. It was immediately after the emergency that I joined the M.Sc. 
Programme in Life Sciences. This was the first programme of its kind in India and many of us who enrolled for this 
programme had serious questions about our future. We were continuously reassured by our teachers including the then 
Dean, Professor P.N. Srivastava that we would have no problem in finding a placement for us once we completed the 
programme. Quite often we will exploit our status as experimental "guinea pigs" to ensure that not only our voices 
were heard but also our whims and fancies were "respected" and "accommodated" by the faculty. It was a wonderful 
experience with just about a dozen of us running around between the new campus and the old campus, and not only 
having fun but also getting exposed to the political proactivity at the JNU. As a Master's student the first six months 
were terribly difficult for a number of reasons, academic as well as cultural but we could quickly adapt to the same. 
After that there was no looking back. 

Perhaps one of the good things I learnt while being at the JNU was the ability to articulate and convince a person. This 
was made possible because of my brief stint as an active member of the JNU Students' Union. I remember the days 
very fondly when I was elected as a Counsellor of the School of Life Sciences and was also elected as the Convenor to 
represent the School in the Students' Union Council under the leadership of Mr. Sitaram Yechury. Emergency was just 
lifted and the JNU Students' Union started this campaign for removal of the "guilty four". This campaign led to the 
Union mobilizing the students in taking out marches, walking all the way up to the residence of Professor B.D. 
Nagchaudhuri, (near Tughlak Road Police Station) the then Vice-Chancellor. And of course, the hunger strikes (of the 
relay kind, not the real fasting kind) was fun. All of this honed in me the art of getting to put across our views in a 
positive way and at the same time without losing our respect for our teachers. JNU taught us to be independent, 
fierceful and simultaneously not to forget the guru shishya parampara which is perhaps fading in our Indian value 
system. After a year of active life as a Students' Union leader I took a complete 'U' turn and went back to my studies, 
completed my Ph.D. thesis in a record time of about two years, securing the highest CGPA in the pre-Ph.D. Course 
work,

Life in the hostel particularly during election time was equally stimulating with debates going on till early hours of the 
day mostly on issues totally unrelated to day-to-day activities but more concerned with what Stalin had to say or Karl 
Marx wrote in the Das Kapital without any relevance whatsoever to JNU problems. It was a real-real fun taking tea 
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breaks to have tea at Kashi Ram dhaba and also take a puff of then famous 
Charminar Gold Cigarette. Life in the Laboratory was perhaps more 
exciting, working late hours quite often, knocking at the doors of Mr. Avais 
Ahmed or Mr. Alexander or Mr. Khan requesting them to fix our centrifuge, 
or some other equipment which had temporarily ceased to function. 
Sleeping on the Lab bench for the night after doing late night experiments 
was a usual feature. Getting up early morning to go to the hostel to be 
woken up only in the afternoon was also not very unusual. My experience in 
the laboratory additionally inculcated in me the abilities to do things 
independently, to analyse data and to publish the same. In a nutshell I am 
very proud of my JNU connection and all that I have today, I owe much of it 
to my six long years I spent at JNU.
Seyed E. Hasnain, Vice-Chancellor, University of Hyderabad

I joined the M.Phil/Ph.d programme in SIS, in the Centre for International 
Politics and Organisation, in the eighties. My contemporaries were 
Prof.Avijit Pathak, Prof.Ajay Patnaik, Dr.Aswini Mahapatra, 
Dr.Chintamani Mahapatra, Dr.Sahadevan, Prof.Malakar, Dr.Vijaya Laxmi 
etc. And Dr. Saumen Chatterji is our junior.

Life in JNU during our times were very exciting, there was kind of 
brotherhood and a kind of belonging among the JNUites. Of course, there 
was a kind of Left thinking and behaviour among the students.  JNU 
students also had the same handicap as other students  at the most, they 
could visualize and dream about revolution and an utopian world, but their 
relevance in the outside campus was minimal.

In those times the student community never liked to identify with right 
wing forces. The student commitment for left ideology may have been 
superficial, but the students during our days never liked to identify 
themselves with the NSUI and ABVP. My days at JNU were exciting; I felt 
that a place like JNU is an Intellectual Centre. Of course, it gave many 
things. To those who wanted to become IAS and IPS officers, it offered the 
best coaching and to those who wanted to become serious academicians it 
offered good training and knowledge. 

JNU is like a place for experiments, it's a mix of many things. The campus 
life did not escape from the caste culture of society, despite the left 
thinking and ideology. This was an unfortunate thing that is being repeated 
and inculcated every where in India. After all ours is a casteist society. 
Unfortunately, whatever ideology we believe and profess, sometimes I 
think it stops at some point  caste, colour, race and perhaps region. We are 
intellectuals, I suppose, and need to be honest and courageous to speak the 
truth.

When I joined JNU, Prof. Sukhdeo Thorat was an Asst.Professor and Prof. 
Kale was working for his Ph.d as a research scholar. 1983-84 was a 
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tumultuous period in JNU. The past is always wonderful and always very joyful and the present always enigmatic and 
painful. The student struggle in JNU, which took place in 1983, was compared to the 1968 student unrest in Paris and 
USA. And it was a spontaneous movement. The student life in JNU cannot be compared to any campus in India, for 
various reasons. It sent its students to various states as IAS and IPS officers and for various services. I feel it was a 
pity not many students emerged as political leaders on the national scene or in their own states.

I believe now JNU has changed so much, and the quality of students also has deteriorated. Of course, this deterioration 
is an all India phenomenon. I was told by many of my seniors and some persons of eminence that the establishment of 
JNU was with a vision, and it was supposed to be an elite institution and in India it could be treated as a centre of 
excellence on par with Yale, Harvard, and Stanford. Did we live up to that level of expectations? That it did is a fact and 
it continues to be so, sending many scholars to United States and Europe.         

As old alumni of JNU, we should strive to improve the quality of teaching and higher learning. And since it is a premier 
institution, it should shoulder the responsibility of being more creative and being a trend setter in India. JNU should able 
to beat premiere Chinese institutions.

As JNU cannot escape the ills of the Indian society, it should be in the forefront in implementing the policy of 
reservations for OBCs, SC & STs. It is a social policy and JNU should be in the forefront in offering the social justice. 
With these few observations and comments I am sharing my thoughts about my JNU - a dream institution in India. And I 
always feel for JNU as it offered me something to boast of, and something to survive as a very good human being and 
scholar.
T. Krishna Kanth, Professor

I joined Jawaharlal Nehru University in the first year of its establishment in October 1970 as a PhD student in School of 
International Studies. It was thirty eight years ago and therefore before almost any of the present day students would 
have been born! SIS was one of the first constituent institutions of JNU and we were the first student batch to join 
JNU as the first batch of students in the School of Social Sciences joined in June 1971. We were only 30 in number and 
every one of us got scholarships from either the State from where one hailed or from the UGC.

Those were wonderful days. Staying in the political capital of the country with scholarship made me think the sky was 
the limit for my activities. SIS was at 35 Ferozeshah Road and the hostel for both boys and girls was at the back of 
Sapru House. This was the most central location one could have in Delhi with Bengali market and CP at arm's length. I 
did not realize how time flew and one year of my stay ended without my recognizing that it had gone.

There were however some land mark events which influenced my activities. The first batch at SSS and the second 
batch of students at SIS joined in June 1971. SIS increased its enrollment manifold. There was another institution 
called School of Russian language which was merged with School of Languages when the latter was established. The 
institution of the university saw the immediate politicisation of the campus, with the entry of leftist ideologues. This 
had a profound impact on SIS students who were politically neutral. 

The formation of JNU Students Union divided SIS students and the first year batch which sent Mr. Prakash Karat to 
the School's union in December 1970 asked for his resignation. The only crime committed by their representative was 
that he did not take his batch mates, whom he represented at SIS level, into confidence before mooting the formation 
of centralised JNU student's union in place of SIS students Union.
 
The features of present JNU Students Union having representation of different schools in the Union and the President 
directly elected owes a great deal to the fight that my October 1970 batch put up for, and with, Prakash Karat and his 
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political associates at the School and JNU level. It was my political baptism 
by fire. Most of us forgot our studies, with Prakash forgetting to write the 
thesis under Professor Bimal Prasad! Once JNU Students union was 
established it was captured by the Student Federation of India. One of the 
first acts of JNU students union was to demonstrate against visit of British 
PM Edward Heath's visit at Sapru House auditorium. It was a class act and 
the professionalism of the organisers even took Delhi police by total 
surprise.

Having hit the international headlines the Students Union under Mr. O.N. 
Shukla began demanding democratization of decision making bodies of JNU 
and its Schools. My friends and I were active participants in these fights. 
Seeing what was happening at JNU other political parties began to 
penetrate JNU students' body. What a fight there was in student elections. 
I gained as much as I lost in devoting my self to Student activities. Political 
penetration among students and faculty members and their coordinated 
activities to promote leftist ideology and help maintain SFI control led to a 
sizeable number of students from SSS declaring themselves apolitical by 
forming FREE THINKERS. Success came the way of Free Thinkers when 
Anand Kumar defeated Prakash Karat in his attempt to get reelected as 
JNUSU President. I will stop here as others are still there in JNU faculty to 
continue with the story. 

My activities at JNU gave me lot of self confidence and also a close view of 
how political penetration of academic institutions is achieved. I was 
advised to a follow political career as precious years were lost for research 
but then I had different ideas. I came back to Bombay where I continued my 
academic career. Some of my contemporaries are still on the faculty of 
different schools and I relish visiting JNU whenever an opportunity 
presents itself.
Dr. V. S. Sheth, Bombay

On a sultry summer afternoon, in 1971, I sojourned along the Rajpath, to 
take the highway towards the attainment of specialized knowledge in the 
field of International Relations. After my MA from Madras, I was foraging 
for a job in Delhi, the capital of India, or alternatively, proceeding to pursue 
higher education. Since I hail from a family of teachers and advocates, it 
was but natural for me to opt for one of these familiar options. To this end, I 
was goaded to reach the Vigyan Bhavan Annexe, where I was to meet an 
Officer on Special Duty of a University yet to be established. 

Ater an exhaustive exploration of the dark corridors of the Vigyan Bhavan 
Annexe, I ended up in the office of the OSD. I found a frail South Indian, with 
all his Gandhian simplicity, sitting quietly reading the Law Lexicon. My few 
taps on the door did not distract him from his avowed attention. I raised my 
voice to greet him; the gentleman, in his early sixties, looked up to survey 
the intruder, hardly in his early twenties and in search of his destiny. He 
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perhaps wondered why I was there to disturb his well earned solitude. I introduced myself and placed my desire to 
undertake research work in the upcoming University in the field of International Relations. He directed me to meet 
Professor M. S. Venkatramani, the then Dean of the Indian School of International Studies, which was then a part of 
the Indian Council for World Affairs. 

Being unfamiliar with Delhi, I found it very difficult to trace Ferozeshah Road where the ISIS was then situated. Coming 
from the land of the Dravidians, Hindi was almost an alien language to me and I could only shout to the bus conductors a 
name which was familiar to me as a historian, “Ferozeshah.”  I later sympathized with my North Indian friends who 
undertook voyages to the Southern part of India and had to face innumerable problems owing to the sub-regional 
linguistic hegemony. 

I reached ISIS on a Friday morning. After a few minutes of great expectations, I was ushered in to the spacious office of 
the Dean. I found a handsome man in his early fifties, dressed in an elegant green suit, with a red spotted bow reminding 
me of the picture of the President Franklin D. Roosevelt.  I was 'chilled' in his presence - not because his authoritative 
demeanor, but because I had rarely been exposed to an air-conditioned atmosphere!  He looked at me with a gleaming 
smile reminiscent of President Truman. After going through my curriculum vitae, he asked me to meet him at a later 
date with my proposed research project.

With redoubled enthusiasm to undertake work in US Foreign Policy, I spent long hours in the Sapru House Library 
reviewing the primary and secondary source material. On the D Day, I arrived in seemingly 'decent' attire to present 
myself before the Dean. He was kind enough to go through my proposal and having realized that I was keen on doing 
research in US foreign policy, he accepted me as a Research Scholar and put me under the tutorship of one of his 
trusted colleagues, Dr. R. Narayanan. Professor Ramani, throughout my research work and thereafter, kept a constant 
tab on my progress. At this juncture, I must record my sincere gratitude to teachers who moulded my perceptions of US 
foreign policy and gave me lessons on human behavior. Other professors of eminence, Professor Jose L Ferriera Jr. and 
Professor Segrierra Jr., helped me gain insights into Latin American affairs.  

Whatever I seem to have accomplished over the span of my career, I owe to these great personalities. I recount the time 
when I was to head to the US for the first time on my field trip, I was given long hours of briefing by Professor Ramani 
and Professor Narayanan on how to conduct myself during my stay in the US.  Prof. Narayanan, I recall, used to sit 
with me till late hours at night to draft letters to Senators and Congressmen, whom I knew I would never meet, but 
nevertheless it was an exercise laced with good intentions.  

On my return from the US, I took up an appointment with Sri Venkateshwara College, Delhi University, and continued to 
do my research work at SIS, JNU. The ISIS from which I earned my M. Phil. Degree, had now become a nucleus around 
which the new JNU evolved. 

My long years of stay at SIS, JNU, instilled in me the spirit of the intellectual fraternity. By the fragrance of the flowers 
that blossomed in campus, one could predict that the winter was just round the corner. The cold Himalayan winds 
blowing across the campus of JNU would force people to huddle together and enjoy several cups of hot tea, provided by 
the Dhaba owner, who was more a socialist than a capitalist. 

From various corners of India, we migrated to JNU to gather and feed on the seeds of knowledge. I now find members 
from the third generation in my own family making their mark as erudite scholars in their own areas of specialization. 
For us, JNU has become a second home.

I recall a poem my father, Professor K Vaidyanathan, wrote in one of his anthologies entitled Don't Laugh at the East, 
where he had this to say:
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We love our scholars who are not vain,
They write works immortal day by day
To win the hearts of the World by giving away

JNU scholars can be credited for such an endeavor. Most of us not only 
cherish the memories but also carry on the intellectual traditions of our 
Alma Mater.
V. Shivkumar, Founder-Director and Senior Professor of the UGC Centre 
for Latin American and International Studies, Goa University. 

I joined JNU in 1982 as a M.A. Student in C.H.S. Later, as an M.Phil 
student I worked on the Karnatas of East India under the guidance of Prof. 
Romila Thapar.  Then I registered for Ph.D but could never manage to 
complete it due to my extra-curricular interests.  Those were the times of 
all round students agitations.  JNU witnessed it in 1983 under the Vice-
Chancellorship of Prof. P.N. Srivastava.  We even went to jail!  I was in 
Tihar Jail for 14 days.  Later the Bipin Chandra Committee was set up and 
changes were brought about in the deprivation points system.  So that was 
how my JNU sojourn began.

I can not think of my existence without JNU.  If I had not got admission in 
JNU, I would not have been anywhere.  Despite being a very good student, I 
got only 52% marks in B.A. in Patna University.  I would never have made it 
to any place where marks decided one's fate.  So JNU was a boon for me.

The high level of cultural and ideological awareness in JNU attracts me the 
most.  This is not seen anywhere else in India.  To think of oneself as a 
citizen of the world and to be able to ask questions are the most important 
thing one is taught in JNU.  This is the strength of JNU.
Vagish Jha

I was a regular student of SC&SS, JNU from 1989 to 1993 while pursuing 
my M.Tech and Ph.D in Computer Science. I was subsequently awarded the 
Ph.D degree in 1995.

Hailing from a sleepy small town, the aura of Delhi in general and the 
environment of JNU in particular awed me. To top it, I was the only girl 
student in the entire class of M.Tech (1989  1991). Not that it made me 
frightened and lonely, on the contrary, I have had the privilege of making 
some very good friends whose companionship and help I shall always 
cherish. 

The hostel rooms with individual and private cosy balconies made me 
instantly fall in love with the place. The odd-hour food at the dhaba, the 
endless cups of tea from Robin, and the night shows of Priya, the cawing of 
peacocks, the colourful trees, the sonic boom of the low flying international 
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flights, the rocks stretching out far up to the horizon as seen from my balcony in Godavari Hostel …all are etched 
distinctly in my memory.  What I find particularly interesting about JNU is the freedom and loose discipline which I now 
understand as the bedrock for a strong character building. The catchy dresses of smart big-city girls and the khadi 
kurtas of bearded Gandhian guys all merged smoothly with the wild yet home-like atmosphere of JNU…as if it had the 
might and depth to engulf all differences of caste, thought, family background, economic level and make everybody be a 
JNUite only! 

Viewed from the academic point, the liberal syllabi framed by esteemed Professors provided a lot of scope for 
investigation into the subjects during class room lectures as well as during projects/sessionals. The friendly attitude of 
faculty members provided the motivation for research and their own high academic achievements boosted us to follow 
their footsteps. So far as I can recollect, six of my M.Tech batch mates, if not more, completed their Ph.D from JNU! 
And at least three of us are pursuing careers as academicians. I recall the words of one of our Professors, “Research is 
an attitude…”, and I realize how true he was as I guide my research scholars or while cooking or teaching my children, in 
fact almost in everything I do.
    
I have regained touch with JNU for the past two years with the annual NCM2C conference and look forward to each 
visit as a homecoming.
Vandana (Saroch) Bhattacherjee, Associate Professor, Deptt. of Computer Science & Engg.Birla Institute of 
Technology, Ranchi

Ai jazba-e-dil gar tu chahe har cheez mukabil aa jaye.
Manzil ke liye do paon chale aur saamne manzil aa jaye.

I joined JNU way back in the mid-70's. Those were the best years of my life, even as I wasn't very sure of my future 
academic plans then. I knew nothing about research at the School of Social Sciences. I still remember my interview. 
One of the interviewers was Prof Rashiduddin Khan, a member of the Rajya Sabha and a stalwart in academics. I was 
very nervous but I must have performed well because I was selected. JNU was a new world then.

There were very few students. I was a day scholar and my friends used to stay in the hostel. I would get home-made 
food for them and we would all sit together in hostel rooms or lawns and enjoy that food with cups of hot tea. The 
atmosphere taught us so much about living in and as a community. We got acquainted with various cultures and never 
felt any wall divide us. We were all students of JNU and that's all we knew about ourselves. 

The teacher-taught relation was exemplary in JNU. There was something remarkable about our teachers. They never 
asked us to buy books. They would always lend their own books to us. And, from them we got all those books which 
were not available in the library. . They valued and respected us a lot and the usual hierarchy that exists between 
teachers and students was not practiced at all. I especially remember one incident in relation to this incident. Prof. P.C. 
Joshi and Balraj Sahni were great friends. Once when Balraj Sahni came to the campus, Prof. Joshi introduced all of us 
to him and we had tea together.   

Our teachers were concerned about our careers as if we were their own children. They are the ones who inspire me to 
take up any research opportunity that presents itself. I still read and understand things from an academic point of view, 
be it The Ramayana or Kabir. The good thing about JNU was that one never faced hurdles in publishing your thesis. 
Mine on the elitist theory of democracy, titled Rajnaitik Abhijan: Bhartiya Sandarbha, was published by Macmillan. The 
Hindi Sansthan (UP Govt.) even conferred an award on it. My grandfather was a freedom fighter. And while he did not 
go into politics after independence, all his contemporaries became political bigwigs. This compelled me to think why 
some people do not join politics despite having fair chances of success and why others join politics. Such a project was 
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possible only in JNU where we were encouraged to bring the personal to the 
classroom and think about it.
 
The examination system was extraordinary in our days. Prof. Imtiaz Khan 
who used to teach Political Sociology told us that he would give us an exam. 
So, understandably, we slogged all night, read everything, bought new 
inkpots and prepared ourselves the way we were used to at other 
institutions before JNU. However, when we reached class, we found that 
he had written the questions on the blackboard. There was no proper 
question paper! And when we had all copied the questions and were 
wondering how to write so much in such little time, he said that it was a 
carry-home exam. We were stunned. But that was the day I learnt that if 
you have not understood the subject well, you cannot do well in the exam. 
And, if you've studied and understood, you'll never be tempted to cheat. 
Even though we wrote our exams sitting at home, we earned our grades 
with honesty.

Then there was Francis ka Dhabha in old campus. That dhabha sold the 
cheapest tea in the world. Just 25 paise per cup! We all paid for the whole 
class on a rotational basis. I would say that all the students of that time, 
including the political leaders who have attained very high status now, 
would still have some debt to pay at Francis. We would all get tea on credit 
once in a while! And we discussed the world over those sips of tea. 

In those days there used to be many couples who later got married. Even I 
met my husband in JNU. He was in SIS. We became friends in JNU and much 
later, after leaving JNU, we got married. We hardly ever have arguments. 
And if we have one, it gets resolved within minutes. I think that is 
something special about JNU couples.  

JNU has taught me how to speak in public without inhibitions. JNU has 
taught me fearlessness and boldness. I have worked on the redlight areas of 
Delhi as part of my doctoral dissertation. We conducted a study called We 
Too Are Children for the Social Welfare Board, and later started a centre 
called 'Srijan' to support children of the sex workers there. I am not afraid 
of expressing my opinion. In Rajdhani College (which is co-ed) there are 103 
teachers (more men than women). I am the first woman to become principal 
of this college. They were not used to working under a woman. It took them 
some time to accept me as their boss. Not that I think of myself as boss. I 
have kept my JNU culture intact with me, as far as that goes. I do not 
discriminate between superiors and subordinates even in my workplace. I 
am completely approachable for all my students and staff alike. I still take 
one class early in the morning because to stay away from academics and 
become an administrator is impossible for me. I am first a teacher and then 
an administrator. It's like continually living the ideas I learnt at JNU. 
Vijay Lakshmi Pandit, Principal, Rajdhani College
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FROM THE OTHER SIDE

MY LIFE AT JNU
It was a very remarkable experience for a young man like me when I joined JNU in '77, as an Associate Professor in 
CSRD. I became the VC in 2001. The most outstanding achievement in my time was the idea of student representation 
on the Executive and Academic Council. I look back with great satisfaction as teacher representation through election 
was also approved then. There was a tremendous amount of restructuring of schools in my time and the most notable 
was SIS. We strove to establish academic entities which are more in tune with the developments taking place today. 
So we dissociated Korean Studies from South Asian Studies and made it a separate centre. And, it was the first time in 
my tenure that we invited the President of India to JNU. The community was simply enthralled. The stadium was 
packed  this was an overwhelming response. We also invited some other international personalities like the Venezuelan 
President Hugo Chavez.
 
UGC had a scheme for organizing bridge classes for weaker sections (especially the SC/ST). When I took over as the 
VC, we appointed people at the centre and the school level squarely responsible for the operations of this scheme. And 
in a year's time, the number of people who came forward to avail of the facility swelled tremendously. Likewise, the 
year before I joined as the VC, UGC chose five universities in India including JNU as sites with potential for excellence. 
The selection was made after considering their research output and a sum of 30 crore rupees was set aside to develop 
these. I decided that every centre should get a part of this grant. Thanks to the JNU vision and to the Academic Council, 
we decided that excellence is not and should not be confined to only some centres and disciplines. We distributed the 
grant to all schools and centres. This made a tremendous impact. Ours is the only university where the output of the 
Social Sciences and Humanities is, if not better, definitely as good as that of the Physical and Life sciences. In fact, 
JNU can take more pride in its contribution to the Social Sciences.
 
Towards the close of my tenure as VC, I thought that Indian education was at a stage when we should take our 
neighbouring countries along with us in our forward march. Under that kind of vision, I initiated a proposal to organize a 
seminar of VCs of universities in SAARC countries. It was held in March'05 and was appreciated by one and all. I have 
always been a champion of academic brotherhood and get-together, they can work wonders and I have been prompted 
in this by the vibrant student community of JNU. In my time, 247 students from other countries came to JNU (in my 
final year as VC). It was a learning experience not only for me but for all the JNUites. In my time, our university also 
opened up to numerous other universities in the world in a bigger and more aggressive way, stepping up the pace of 
international academic collaboration.
 
One encounters different types of problems at different stages. But JNU has always been on the move  it has never 
been a standstill entity or a stagnant place. The 1980's were very trying times for JNU. Some people call those years 
'bad years' but I call them very disappointing years. What is undeniable about JNU is that, left to ourselves, we can 
resolve any issue amicably. There can be strong opinions, disagreements, strikes, agitations but there is invariably a 
solution at the end. The agitations are rarely for a personal cause but for common good  for instance, the extension of 
library hours, an increase in the number of textbooks. This is what stands out about JNU. As the VC, at times, I had very 
heated arguments with the students. But in the heart of my heart, I loved them and I can also say the same for the 
students. You will not find such a relationship between the teacher and the taught anywhere else.
 
Anybody who becomes a student at JNU is a very lucky person. It is not at all easy to get a seat at JNU and so, it puts 
you in a position of great social responsibility. I am extremely proud of my students at JNU. They have taken up issues 
which are highly relevant to the society, to the downtrodden, to the underprivileged, issues which will usher in good for 
the society at large. And, they should continue to do so. 
Professor GK Chaddha, Former Vice Chancellor
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JNU: A GRAND EXPERIMENT

The foundational philosophical goals of JNU were clearly defined by 
Parliament in 1969 and this pioneering institution of higher education has 
always been intellectually and politically engaged in safeguarding the best 
social philosophy enshrined in the Indian Constitution and which is reflected 
in Parliament's Act.  It was a bold decision by the JNU to launch M. Phil 
programme in 1971 and M.A. programme in 1972 especially beginning with 
the Centres of the School of Social Sciences.  It was for the first time in the 
history of university system that contents of courses and the method of 
teaching and evaluation of M.A. and M. Phil. students was discussed, 
debated and decided by the Faculty Members and the Indian society had 
reposed its full faith and confidence in the intellectual commitment of the 
teaching faculty as had the students of JNU who had voluntarily decided to 
join an institution which was absolutely different from the mainstream 
university system of India.  The 1970s, the first decade of the JNU, cannot 
be called just a foundational and  formative period, because every 
innovation of participatory system of teaching and research and the 
democratic management of university affairs was launched from the very 
beginning and from the semester system of education and evaluation to the 
'self-governance' system of participatory democracy by the students was 
started from the very launch of the “grand experiment” of JNU.  A few 
extremely salient features of the beginning years of the JNU deserve to be 
stated here with a view to substantiate the argument that JNU created an 
atmosphere of intellectual excitement and teachers and students were 
actively engaged in quest for answers to fundamental challenges facing 
human societies both at the global and national levels.  First, the 
seriousness of students who were involved in search for difficult answers 
to difficult questions would become clear by referring to the slogan of 
“Study and Struggle” which was the guiding philosophy of student 
democracy.  The philosophy of “Study and Struggle” was concretized by 
bringing Theory and Practice on the same level of intellectual activity.  This 
marriage of Theory and Practice was reflected in interdisciplinary seminars 
on the Mode of Production, Semi- Feudalism, the social content of Indian 
Bourgeoisie, and the nature of anti  colonial struggles and the relationship 
between India and the Cold War Bipolar World. These seminars outside the 
class rooms were pioneering enterprise because they were participatory 
and transcended disciplinary boundaries.  
      
Second, from the very beginning, JNU was non-sectarian headquarters of 
intellectualism and student organizations like SFI, the AISF, and the 
Troteskeyites, not only contested on the platform of the “real meaning of 
Marxism and Leninism and Troteskyism”, the organization known as the 
Free Thinkers was actively involved in contesting the ideology of Marxism.  
The contest of ideas was a hallmark of teachers and students of the JNU.  
Third, the greatest value practiced by teachers and students was reflected 
in the practice of respect for intellectual dissent and this provided spaces to 
the clash of multiple ways of thinking on social issues.  The only ideology 114



which became an integral fact of JNU's academic culture was reflected in the freedom of speech, expression and 
asking 'questions' without any hesitation or constraint.   This academic culture of inquisitiveness has impacted 
everyone who has joined JNU in a common effort to search for answers.  JNU can claim that it has created a body of 
students and teachers who can think for themselves and this is no mean achievement of a university in the Indian social 
authoritarian context. Intellectual dissent, debate and discussion have been the hallmark of JNU academic ethos.

Can JNU survive and thrive as an autonomous academic institution of higher learning?  Eric Hobsbawm has observed 
that “the spectre of globalization haunts us” and western economic hegemony in the age of globalization cannot be 
sustained without “Cooptation” of the university academics of the third world developing capitalist countries and the 
impact of 'ideological' hegemony of the Western centres of capitalist power is felt when 'academics' stand in queue 
sfor foreign funds and grants for their researches.  The 'foreign funding' is linked with the priorities of research which 
are defined and decided by the foreign donors.  The richness of JNU is found in the clash of ideas and ideologies and 
intellectual struggles that have been undertaken by the JNU because of social concerns of the JNU intellectuals.  JNU 
has never closed its doors and windows to any contradictory and confrontational struggle of ideas.  JNU has been a 
headquarters of an open debate and dialogue but the themes and topics of intellectual contest were solely decided by 
the JNUites themselves.  Academic autonomy has been a pillar of the value system of JNU and this legacy of JNU is 
under 'siege' by the recipients of foreign money for research on topics decided by the foreign donors.

The grand experiment of JNU can be defended only by those who are committed to philosophical values like 
democracy, pluralism, secularism, unity in diversity and socialism because the JNU was established with a view to 
protect and promote the 'basic structure' of secular democracy.  JNU value system can be defended not only by 
pursuing the goals of intellectual excellence but also by linking intellectual pursuits of the highest order with moral 
philosophy which is sensitive to the concerns and needs of “The Wretched of the Earth”.  JNUites may be involved in 
lonely struggles but it is worth while to link “knowledge with the concerns of the under classes” and keep the JNU flag 
flying. This is the only university in India which had invited Balraj Sahani to deliver a convocation address and this is the 
only university in India which tried to create a national consciousness by bringing into sharp focus the “Politics of 
History” during the contentious years of Temple-Mosque Controversy or opposition to India asking for mega IMF loan in 
the 1980.

As anyone who has been to JNU knows, social commitment based on extremely high level of professionalism is the 
hallmark of the university.
Professor C. P. Bhambri,

In the formative days of JNU, it was not possible to implement the process of selection of faculty according to 
provisions of the JNU act. The selection of the faculty started with invitation by the Executive Committee of the 
university. I was among the early members of the faculty who joined JNU, School of Social Sciences, by invitation. 
Once I joined I was appointed as HOD (Chairperson), Centre for the Study of Social Systems, in early 1970s. JNU had a 
small office in the Vigyan Bhavan Annexe where the office of the Vice-Chancellor Prof. G. Parthasarathy, Planning 
Officer Prof. Moonis Raza, and a few invited professors were located. 

Luckily the building premises opposite Ber Sarai village, the lower (old) campus was available for us and then we moved 
to that campus. This campus had several blocks some of which were converted into schools -- the School of Languages, 
the School of Social Sciences, and the School of International Studies and other blocks were converted into residence 
provided to members of the faculty.  

My earliest memories of JNU are academic adventures and anticipation because of the challenges that we encountered 
in setting up the university system in consonance with the objectives of the JNU. We started with a very small faculty 
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and very close association and sustained interaction with one another. We 
were under pressure all the time from the press and parliament to deliver 
results. To some extent their pressure also gave us impetus and self 
awareness in regard to the challenges that were ahead and this was needed 
for innovative thinking and planning.   
 
My memory of my time as the president of JNUTA brings back to me events 
from the recesses of my consciousness, of the pragmatic idealism which 
has imbued the thinking in the setting up of every single institution in JNU. 
The first meeting held for the formation of JNUTA was a brain storming 
session. There was a long discussion. It was realized, however, since every 
union/association promoted interest of the members, there may be a clash 
of interests among segments of the university population. Therefore 
separate associations should be formed for different segments of JNU 
community. In this meeting my name was proposed for the president and 
Prof. P. Das was secretary. Later on, during the regular election, I was 
elected as president and Prof. P. Das as secretary. I have very good 
memories of working in JNUTA, which contributed to the planning and 
conceptualization of the university structure, particularly faculty buildings 
and hostels etc. 

The academic goal of JNU was to conduct research and teaching at a very 
advanced level of excellence, comparable to the best universities of the 
world, without missing the relevance and historicity of knowledge system 
of our own country. The JNU curricular structure, the admission policy (all 
India entrance test), the residential culture, the involvement of the students 
in academic processes of the centres, the reinforcement of the teaching 
with tutorials and co-curricular activities in hostels were major designs that 
realized the above objectives. Most of the objectives have been realized 
including emphasis on inter-disciplinary teaching as well. Primarily it was 
an available option for all the students to take courses from other 
centres/schools/disciplines, but in totality this area has not achieved the 
expected breakthrough. This issue sill remains alive because some forward 
movement has been made by establishment of some schools which cut 
across disciplines in respect of teaching but at the faculty level, in research 
and interaction further movement is still to be expected.

My only message to the alumni association is my best wishes to all of them 
that they may succeed in the task they have undertaken with their high 
credibility and that this work has to be sustained. 
Yogendra Singh, Professor Emeritus, Centre for the Study of Social 
Systems
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THE NEAR FUTURE: JNU'S VISION

JNU is a leading national centre of excellence in higher education which is trying to rank among the top universities of 
the world. We, at JNU, believe in excellence with social responsibility and commitment, and wish to become a bench 
mark for Indian universities. 

JNU has evolved mainly as a research oriented university with emphasis on post graduate teaching. Out of a total of 
5506 on our rolls, 4631 are post graduate students. With hostels and residences of teachers built close together, the 
university's instructional and research programmes go beyond the classroom and normal office hours.  JNU is now well 
recognized among world class institutions, the only Indian university to find a place in the global ranking of Institutes of 
Higher Education. A recent survey by Pergmann Press has placed JNU publications in the Sciences as the 4th most 
cited papers in the country. The University Grants Commission has also identified JNU amongst the few “University 
with Potential for Excellence”. JNU has always been the leading Indian university, and perhaps among the best 
worldwide, in Social Sciences, International Relations, and Languages. The Admission policy and practice of JNU: for 
equity, access and quality has been rated as the “Best Practices” by National Institute of Educational Planning and 
Administration which has published it under its series of publication of Best Practices in Higher Education. 

Marching ahead on this solid foundation, the University is concentrating upon some major, carefully identified teaching 
and research programmes which are also of relevance to national progress and development; programmes that will 
take JNU to new heights of excellence in the years to come. Recognising the emerging trends in social and economic 
systems (often simply referred to as globalisation and knowledge society) and the strengthening of   interdisciplinary 
approach to knowledge creation and dissemination, new Research areas and activities are being launched.  

The emerging deeper and stronger interdisciplinary character of research and teaching in forms the  new programmes 
in sciences, These include : 

Launching of Nano-Science and Technology as a new major research and teaching programme integrating several 
aspects now being pursued   separately by groups in School of Physical Sciences, Centre for Biotechnology, School of 
Environmental Sciences and School of Life Science. Another such integrating programme is the application of common 
computational approaches and tools to study a range of diverse systems encountered in real life situations ranging 
from   traffic flows, stock market fluctuations to analysis of gene protein regulatory networks. This programme on 
Study of Complex Systems will bring in inputs from social sciences as well. A  new frame work of biological research 
with confluence of various disciplines of biology and physical sciences and mathematics, faculty members from the 
School of Life Sciences (SLS), School of Environmental Sciences (SES), School of Physical Sciences (SPS), and Special 
Centre for Molecular Medicine (SCMM) have come together to form an interdisciplinary group of 
researchers/educationists to pursue biological problems from the perspective of basic principles of physical sciences, 
especially of chemistry

Emergence of Knowledge Society and widening connectivity between diverse nations and social  and economic 
systems informs the following new initiatives:

Research and Studies on emerging issues of Higher Education in Knowledge Society will find an important place in 
JNU; issues such as access and inclusion, diversity and excellence, gender, institutional and organizational 
transformation, financing and privatization, migration of knowledge workers will be taken up. Simultaneously the 
issue of changing structures and content of School Education and its linkages with higher education require will receive 
attention.

The changing role and nature of international economic institutions in the management of world economy in the 
dimensions of trade, environment, technology, knowledge and investments within the framework institutional 
economics, evolutionary economics along with conventional trade and development theories constitutes a key thrust 
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area of research and teaching. The hitherto neglected dimension of social 
sector is now acquiring an increasing recognition in International 
Economics (reflected for example in WTO and UN deliberations). New 
programmes will receive special attention to equip students to undertake 
holistic research in international economics incorporating this key social 
sector perspective. With increasing marketization of many services (and 
goods) traditionally provided by the state, it has become imperative to 
develop regulatory structures so that social objectives are still met and 
therefore economic regulation is being taken up as a key area of research 
and teaching in the context of a more liberalized international economic 
framework

Another new initiative to develop a programme on Holistic Epidemiology for 
Public Health at the university that could feed into the existing curricula in 
medical colleges and public health institutions in the country apart from 
contributing to the policy process and the quality of governance.

The increasing diffusion of  Electronic Media resulting in wide spread 
connectivity has lead to a research programme focussing  on the study of 
issues of the relationship between media on one hand and social behaviour, 
political functioning, mobilization of public opinion etc. on the other. It 
would study the media as a source of critical examination of the 
Government policies and Society in all related aspects.

Necessity of Indian studies in humanities in a wider diverse national and 
international perspective has been recognised. This informs the following 
programmes.

In addition to contemporary Indian History, new initiatives would pay 
particular attention to situating the Indian experience in a comparative 
perspective other developing countries of Asia, Africa and Latin America as 
also of various advanced countries at a comparable stage of their 
development and by establishing new posts for non-Indian history 
(Contemporary, Global histories and East European, Asian, Modern 
Chinese, Latin American and African histories.  

The study and research programmes in textual tradition will be expanded to 
develop expertise on Pali and Prakrit textual sources and   other classical 
language & literary traditions such as in Tamil, Kannada and Telugu. The 
approach would be not to construct merely the historical meta-narrative 
but to also look at the historical record in terms of regional and local 
processes. The degree programmes in Hindi and Urdu and diploma in Mass 
Media will be expanded to cover other major Indian languages. International 
coverage would be by creation of a Group of Foreign Languages like Greek, 
Swahili, Hebrew Polish, Czech, Bulgarian, Hungarian, Ukrainian, Kazak, 
and Uzbek etc for a programme in culture studies as an interdisciplinary 
research at M.Phil/Ph.D level. Collaborative studies in Museum Studies and 
Comparative aesthetics is another new initiative.   

Special mention should be made of an important Programme for the Study 
of Discrimination and Exclusion. 118
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As invaluable inputs to research and education, the University proposes to set up archaeological and history museum, 
and other specialised resource units such as for Science & Technology Archival Record System, for Health 
Systems/Services Resource and Research.  

The University is enhancing and modernising e its educational and research facilities. The Science Instrumentation 
Centre is being strengthened and state-of-art audio visual and other teaching aids are being introduced. Wide spread 
adoption of e-governance and internet connectivity has become a must for JNU.  A seminar hall with main auditorium 
with a capacity to seat 1200 people, with associated guest house of international standards will enable JNU to host 
many more seminars, conferences and workshops. 

A full-fledged International Relations office is envisaged to take full advantage of Memorandum of Understanding and 
Academic Collaboration agreements signed with 90 universities.

Our building plans include annexes to most of our major Schools, as well as a hundred rooms residence for visiting 
faculty.

With best compliments fromWith best compliments from

Centre for Applied Sociology
(CASOC)

Casoc is a group of social scientists and development experts
with vast experience in social research, community work,

constructive intervention, networking, advocacy,
project evaluation and communication

having strong national and
international networks.

For queries, projects, contact

Dr Manjula Rathaur: manjularathaur@hotmail.com
Dr Navneet Anand: anandnavneet@gmail.com

www.casoc.in
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CENTRE FOR SOCIAL RESEARCH
An Institution for the Women of India

Vision: A humane and equitable society where gender justice is realized.

Mission: To restructure gender relations through research, development, counseling, capacity building, networking & 
advocacy.

A leading women's institute working in the field of social action since 1983, CSR is dedicated towards empowering and 
sensitising women and men to restructure gender relations. We work at the grassroots, national, regional, and global levels to 
generate awareness of rights; eliminate violence against women and enable women to participate in decision-making processes 
at all levels.

CSR has ECOSOC Status and is a member of CONGO. CSR is a founding member and partner in South Asia Network against 
Trafficking, Joint Action Front for Women, Women Power Connect, Centre for Asia Pacific Women in Politics, and South Asian Network of 
Women in Politics.

Areas of Work:
• Action Research
• Development 
• Gender Training Institute
• Networking and Advocacy
• Combating Violence against Women: Crisis Intervention and Counseling Centres

CSR has worked with support from and in partnership with diverse groups: United Nation Agencies, International funding organizations, 
Ministries and Government departments, Corporates, NGO's and INGO's.

Contact us: 
Website: www.csrindia.org
Email: info@csrindia.org
Address: Centre for Social Research, 2 Nelson Mandela Marg, Vasant Kunj, New Delhi - 110070
Phone Nos: +91-11-26899998/ 26125583  Fax No: +91-11-26137823

Office : 62/4D, Ber Sarai, Opp. J.N.U. Old Campus, New Delhi - 110 016  INDIA.
Tel: 91-11-26966878 Mob.: 9818225720, 9810729307 Fax: +91-11-26562314

E-mail : shivshaktient@gmail.com
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JAWAHARLAL NEHRU UNIVERSITY
ADMISSION  INFO AT A GLANCE  

The University will hold Entrance Examination in the middle of May 2009 for admission to various full-time programmes of study at various 
Centre spread all over India and in Kathmandu [Nepal].

M.Phil/Ph.D. in International Politics, International Organisation, Diplomacy and Disarmament, Political Geography; International Legal 
Studies; International Trade & Development; South Asian, Central Asian, Southeast Asian & Southwest Pacific Studies; Chinese, Japanese 
and Korean Studies; West Asian, North African and Sub-Saharan 
African Studies; Canadian, United States & Latin American Studies; 
European Studies; and Russian & Central Asian Studies, French, 
German, Arabic, Russian, Chinese, Persian, Hindi, Urdu, Hindi 
Translation, English, Linguistics, Spanish and Japanese,  Economic 
Studies and Planning; Historical Studies; Political Studies; Regional 
Development (Geography, Economics, Population Studies); Social 
Systems (Sociology); Educational Studies (Psychology, Sociology, 
Economics and History of Education); Social Medicine and Community 
Health; Studies in Science Policy and Philosophy, Life Sciences, 
Environmental Sciences, Arts & Aesthetics, Sanskrit Studies, and  Law 
and Governance. M.Phil/Ph.D. and M.Tech/Ph.D. in Computer and 
Systems Sciences.  Pre-Ph.D./Ph.D. in Physical Sciences, Chemical 
Sciences, Mathematical Sciences, Biotechnology, Computational 
Biology and Bioinformatics and Molecular Medicine. MPH/Ph.D. 
Master of Public Health. M.Phil in Portuguese. M.Tech. in 
Computational and Systems Biology. Master of Computer Applications 
(MCA). M.A. in Politics (with specialisation in International Relations). 
Economics (with specialisation in the World Economy), Geography, 
History, Economics, Political Science, Sociology, English, Linguistics, 
Sanskrit, Hindi, Urdu, Persian, Arabic, Chinese, Japanese, French, 
German, Russian, Spanish and Arts & Aesthetics.  M.Sc. in Life 
Sciences, Environmental Sciences and Physics. B.A. (Hons) in Persian, 
Arabic, Chinese, Japanese, Korean, French, German, Russian and 
Spanish (with entry points to both 1st and 2nd year).

The University admits a limited number of candidates directly to Ph.D. programme on the basis of their performance in viva voce examination 
(without Entrance Examination) both in Monsoon and Winter Semesters in most of the Schools/Centres of study.

The University also admits a limited number of candidates to M.Phil./Ph.D. and Pre-Ph.D./Ph.D programmes who have qualified a National Test 
entitling them to a JRF in Science disciplines [without appearing in the Entrance Examination] on the basis of performance of the candidates  in 
viva-voce.

 Every year foreign nationals are admitted to various programmes of study under the following categories

(a) Self-financing Students

I) Through Entrance Examination

ii) through 'In Absentia” 

(b) Under the Cultural Exchange Fellowship Programme of Govt. of India.

(C) As Casual Students to audit the courses (not leading to award of any degree)

CATEGORY 'A' - ADMISSION THROUGH ENTRANCE EXAMINATION:

CATEGORY 'B' - DIRECT ADMISSION TO PH.D. PROGRAMME:

CATEGORY 'C' - JRF HOLDERS:

FOREIGN NATIONALS:



Foreign nationals seeking admission in any of the categories under (a) and (b) above will have to satisfy the minimum 
eligibility criteria for admission to the various programmes of study as prescribed by the University. 

Only those Foreign Nationals will be eligible for admission who fulfil the minimum eligibility requirements as prescribed for Indian 
students subject to equivalence of their degrees 
and production of Student Visa/Research Visa, as 
the case may be.

Foreign Nationals who are applying from their 
respective countries will be considered 'In 
Absentia' and there is a separate Application 
Form for them.  They are required to mail 
Application Form (alongwith the copies of the 
certificates etc. on the basis of which admission 
is sought by them). Application Form can be had 
from the Deputy Registrar (Admissions), Room 
No. 28, Admission Branch, Administrative Block, 
Jawaharlal Nehru University, New Delhi - 
110067 by sending a Bank Draft of US $25.00 
drawn in favour of JAWAHARLAL NEHRU 
UNIVERFSITY payable at NEW DELHI or can be 
downloaded from our website www.jnu.ac.in.    A Bank Draft of US $25.00 drawn in favour of JAWAHARLAL NEHRU UNIVERSITY 
payable at NEW DELHI is to be enclosed with the filled in downloaded Application Form towards the cost of application form.   

The students seeking admission under the Cultural Exchange Fellowship Programme of Government of India are required to approach 
the Indian Council for Cultural Relations, Azad Bhavan, I.P State, New Delhi-110001, India. In the event of their selection, the Council 
will be informed about their selection.

Foreign Nationals may join the University for a semester or two to audit course(s) of any of the Centre of Study/Schools of Study.  They 
will however, be not awarded any Certificate/Diploma or Degree.

In the event of their selection, candidates will be informed about their selection and their admission will be subject to the following 
conditions:-

1. Equivalence of their qualifications as prescribed by the University for Various Programmes of study.

2. Production of Student-Visa/Research Visa (as the case may be) in accordance with the revised visa policy of Government of India 
as also a xerox copy of their Passport together with the original documents for verification.  

University provides reservation to candidates belonging to SC, ST, OBC and PH categories as per norms 
prescribed for the purpose. All candidates who have passed qualifying examination prescribed for admission to the concerned 
programme of study from the identified backward districts, will be eligible for deprivation points. All Kashmiri migrants and 
wards/widows of certain categories of Defence Personnel will be eligible for deprivation points subject to their submitting a 
documentary evidence of their status. Only those candidates will be eligible for deprivation points as stated above who seek admission 
through Entrance Examination. 

For details regarding availability of Application Form for admission to various programmes of study and other detailed 
information, the candidates may refer to JNU website: http://www.jnu.ac.in

(A) SELF FINANCING STUDENTS

(B) UNDER CULTURAL EXCHANGE PROGRAMME OF GOVERNMENT OF INDIA:

(C) CASUAL STUDENTS TO AUDIT COURSE (S): 

RESERVATION OF SEATS: 

HOW TO APPLY: 

(I)  THROUGH ENTRANCE EXAMINATION:

(II)  THROUGH 'IN ABSENTIA' CATEGORY:
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