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Message 

It gives me great pleasure and a profound sense of satisfaction that the 

Alumni Affairs and Placement Cell of Jawaharlal Nehru University is 

holding its second Annual Alumni Get-Together from 9th to 13th 

November, 2009. Jawaharlal Nehru University has the reputation of 

being one of the best universities in the world and our alumni have contributed in no small 

measure to this. A university is measured by the impact of its alumni on the world at large and 

our scholars have distinguished themselves in all walks of life and secured and enhanced the 

high standing of the university over the years.

In my message last year I expressed the hope that the first Get-Together would be a 

memorable event. It was. I am told that it is already the stuff of nostalgia. I also wished that 

the event would become a regular feature. The Alumni Affairs and Placement Cell has ensured 

that it is by celebrating the Get-Together again this year. I wish all success to the event and 

hope all alumni enjoy AAJ-09 

B.B. Bhattacharya

T .: +91-(11)-26741500, 26704001, 26742676 Ext. 4001     Res.: 26741555, 26704733
Fax : +91-(11)-26742580 E-mail : vc@mail.jnu.ac.in, bbb@mail.jnu.ac.in     Website : http//www.jnu.ac.in 
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Why is JNU a Part of My Life?

What does JNU mean to you – a question most frequently asked by my colleagues and friends? Is it the Dhaba culture, or 

kurta & Hawai chappals or the unique elections (where the topical national & international issues are discussed instead of 

local problems) or ultra left ideology? Am I indebted to JNU because I found the love of my life here or has it helped me 

professionally (definitely not – I would have been a better Sales & Marketing manager without JNU)? Then, what is so 

unique about the place which is still close to us…what is that umbilical cord which still binds us to JNU…why do I feel most 

close to my friends from JNU?

Can we say that we are more sensitive to the milieu around us – be it politics, environment or society – we definitely sense 

and feel more than most! However how much of it is converted into actions is anybody's guess. But even the sensitivity is 

good enough when you witness that complete lack of guilt and shame around us.

The JNU credo of 'we agree to disagree' is another unique value imbibed by most JNUites. Intolerance in the recent times has 

become the biggest anathema to our plural culture. But you may not find many JNUites indulging in mindless bashing of 

religion and culture. We appreciate plurality because in the JNU village we were exposed to people coming from different 

backgrounds.

Why is that when I visit a foreign country for business I try to know about the political system, people, history, culture and 

customs of that particular place? Why do I empathize and connect more with them compared to my colleagues? Although its 

value in terms of getting more business may be debated, I definitely end up being a cultural ambassador for my own country. 

Our associates from neighboring countries do not perceive me as bully from India. The JNU culture comes in to play here and 

ironically I end up getting lesser business (I argue with my boss that I have built a long term relationship which doesn't cut 

much ice most of the time!)

However the most unique of all is our ability to collaborate with others. It is that little extra space that we give to our 

professional associates, friends and families that help us to build rapport, build bridges and achieve meaningful results. As a 

group we may not be the most successful but definitely more at ease with ourselves, others and society.

Amitabh Shrivastava, MA(SIS), 91-93, Business Head for South Asia Markets (outside India) for Volvo-Eicher Commercial 

Vehicles Ltd.

Fusion and Fission at JNU

Having done Political Science at JNU in the heady Nineties, my knowledge of nuclear physics is rather pathetic. It is bound to 

be. Natural sciences have always scared the heavens out of me. Moreover, journalism, the vocation I now practise, doesn't 

make one an expert, much less an intellectual, in any manner. The newspaper industry -- as also what now passes as 

television 'journalism' -- is an exercise in unbridled unlearning. It survives, mainly, by trivialising the profound.

But fusion and fission do make a lot of social sense to me. That is, when I apply the twin theories of atomic energy to my stint 

at one of India's finest campuses in a purely non-Einsteinian context.
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The subtext is simple. As a community of on-campus learners, JNUites 

undergo fusion. They exist as radioactive material bonding by an unknown 

social force. But once outside the well-kept confines of the almost 

otherworldly South Delhi sprawl, they experience uncontrolled fission, 

radiating in nine hundred and ninety nine directions to make a living. Some 

strive to unmake a living and, more often than not, attract much higher social 

acceptance than their more pragmatic counterparts.

There is, however, a third element to the existence of JNUites after they 'pass 

out'. And this one defies all scientific logic. It ranges on mysticism, even 

tantra, if you prefer. I quite often wonder what makes an ex-JNU IAS officer 

posted at North Block to plan an onslaught on leftwing rebels in, say, 

Jharkhand but, at the same time, enthuses another of his batch mates to 

provide ideological fodder to the struggle of landless peasants in, say, 

Nandigram.

The cumulative impact of this fusion-fission process unfolds itself in much 

more mysterious ways at the many unofficial and official JNU alumni meets 

organised regularly in Delhi and other parts of the country. How else does one 

explain why the IAS officer in question holds the radical comrade in a warm 

hug at the very first opportunity? Mark it, a compulsive argument on who's 

right and who isn't comes only after the embrace, never before it. Both sides 

always agree to disagree. We JNUites call it democracy!

This is the material difference that JNU inevitably makes to the lives of 

hundreds of women and men who, at some point in their life, had the privilege 

of crisscrossing its one-too-many undulating pathways -- through the forests, 

up the hills, down the valleys and, sometimes even inside its classrooms, 

canteens and hostels.

In the early Nineties, perhaps just as at all times in the past and future, many 

saw JNU merely as a factory churning out civil servants. My guess is that for 

every four officers that the university contributed to Indian bureaucracy, it 

sent six to fields far removed from public administration. But perceptions 

matter more in India. Naturally, therefore, when in 1990, the campus erupted 

in protest against the Mandal Commission's Report, students opposed to job 

quotas for the Other Backward Classes were seen as desperate civil service 

aspirants running for cover because their job prospects were being adversely 

hit.

This was never the whole truth. Many of the agitators genuinely believed that 

Mandalisation was a clever political ploy to win electoral support and it 

conveniently overlooked the disastrous consequences of dividing the society 12



on the basis of caste. At that time, however, tempers ran so high on the campus that the students union was forced to quit en 

masse because the general body of students did not accept its hazy stand on the issue. In retrospect, the agitation has 

unfolded itself with all its positives as well as many negatives too. OBC reservation is a fact of life now. While it is surely 

changing the composition of Indian bureaucracy at a steady pace, caste-based politics has come to be accepted much more 

naturally than the pre-Mandal days.

The JNU of early Nineties, however, underwent an even more substantial transformation. The reference here is not to the 

fall of the Communist bloc or the social impact of globalisation and economic liberalisation. On the contrary, the campus saw 

the strengthening of the 'Other Left' represented by the radical among communists at the direct cost of the official Left, 

comprising supporters of the governments in West Bengal, Tripura and, off and on, Kerala.

The change was big because it linked JNU directly with the happenings in the 'field'. Moreover, the new wave swept the 

campus at a time when the Indian establishment preferred to breathe easy only while facing the West. The successive 

student unions led by the radical leftists were routinely condemned because they cared little for 'campus issues'. But JNU, 

known for throwing up surprises in its own ways, sprang a totally new one when the president of its students' union was 

shot dead by the henchmen of a criminal-politician in Bihar. In his death, Chandra Shekhar did not only silence the critics of 

the students' union but also gave a totally new dimension to the meaning of being a student.

The third big change that the campus witnessed during the early Nineties, however, related to the new definition of 'good 

life' that a large section of students was adapting to. It began with the re-opening of a decrepit film theatre in the nearby 

Vasant Vihar market in its totally new avatar of the country's first Cineplex. JNUites would make a beeline to the cinema hall 

which ran the latest Hollywood blockbusters. Many of them had a taste of food joints which were pilot projects of 

multinational pizza and burger chains which have now mushroomed all over the country.

I revisited the campus soon after joining a newspaper to cover an incident involving JNUites who were denied tickets at the 

Cineplex. The students were angry at the 'discrimination' practised by the cinema hall management. It was the new face of 

campus radicalisation. I am not sure whether students still flock to the Cineplex for enjoying the Hollywood movies because 

many more multiplexes have come up in the vicinity. Times change, they sure do.

Ashish Sinha, MA, CPS (1990-92), Assistant Editor, Mail Today, New Delhi.

Zindagi Bula Rahi hai Aa Re Aa….

I hear a distinct sound of applause coming from the SL Lawns while coming out of my school 'Down Campus'. I was told this 

was a street play by some students; curious and unaware of what street play meant, I go close to the circle of students and 

I'm impressed! Suddenly I want to know more about the issues and subjects and be a part of all this… This was my 3rd week 

on the JNU campus. A completely new life was calling me…

Straight out of school I had joined the University – this was a complete change of environment from a disciplined and 

restricted one to an absolutely free one! I loved it!

Days were full of class room activities, Library and Madan's and Gopalan's canteen. Evenings had different engagements – 

theater practice, poster workshops, song practices and then the famous Ganga Dhaba – this Dhaba was not where it is 
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today… It used to be on the main road close to the Ganga bus shelter. We used 

to be literally sitting on the pavement and on the road and having discussions 

ranging from the studies to the social issues to the political issues along with 

cups of tea pouring in… We had seniors like Amit Sen Gupta, Sushil Chaudhary, 

Vagish K. Jha, Shakeel Khan, Mahendra Singh Sisodia, Khwaja Ekram, Arun 

Gopal Banerjee, Sudha, who were there to reply to my naive queries on these 

issues and this actually gave a direction to my thought process and also to 

shape my opinion.

During these days also came Kallol… I'm sure students enjoy it equally today 

also. CGS being the most studious center hardly ever participated; my group 

was a bit over enthusiastic and went ahead to participate and we won a few 

prizes – how great a feeling it was to be appreciated by the then center 

chairperson – Talgiri Sir.

There were elections in 2-3 months after I had joined the Univ and I actually 

had no clue what was going on… Arun-da introduced us to the concept, issues 

and candidates. There were other parties, candidates – it was so confusing. 

We went to the GBMs – since we had no clue as to what all this meant, the 

whole of my class decided to vote for the candidate who spoke the best. But in 

the coming years we learned and realized a lot of things. The best used to be 

the Presidential Debate – how we heard, through the night, all the candidates 

and booed the ones we did not like.

Gradually came JUGNU in my life and this was really the turning point – it was 

as if I had found a family on Campus – we were a lively group involved in 

cultural activities and not directly associated with any political students body, 

yet having a clear political understanding and consciousness. Group Songs, 

Street theater, Panel discussions and poster workshops on current issues is 

what we did. We regularly met in the evenings and practiced and had all kind of 

fun together – it was a big group of about 30-35 students – in fact more at 

times.

There are so many memories – it is difficult to express them in limited words 

and also very tough to systematize the expressions. One moment one thought 

comes and out comes another memory and then yet another…..

There were moments which brought the whole community on the campus 

together. Anyone who has been a student of JNU even for one year can never 

forget the night of counting the votes of the student's election – it used to be 

like having a picnic – songs, tea stalls, slogan shouting roaming around in the 

darkness from one group to the other. Shouting every time the tally was 

announced. And finally the victory procession… in the wee hours of the 114



morning the whole campus would reverberate with the sounds of victory slogans and whoever was not  a part would join 

gradually… this is an experience in itself. Whoever has been on campus would definitely remember this.

The festivals were another way of coming together and the best memory for me is the faculty members opening their homes 

for the students who could not be together with their families.

Also I can never forget Nov-Dec 1992. These were the days of hyper activity on the campus. We were enlightening and 

mobilizing the student body to protest against the proposed demolition of the Babri Masjid.  On the fateful day we were all 

sitting in the lawns of Jhelum and Ganga Hostel and protesting and by evening came the dreadful news. It was the breaking 

point – the entire campus was shaken up – there were protests, marches, torch light procession all over. I can never forget 

this experience in my life. It was as if someone had pulled the trigger and nothing was coming under control on the campus 

and also on the national level. We were roaming the roads of Delhi singing and performing the street plays trying to generate 

funds for the riot victims and at the same time protesting against the ghastly act of violence. This sensitivity comes, I think, 

only when you are in a place like JNU. It grooms you for life.

Another unforgettably sad moment came in our life when we lost our dear friend Chandu (Chandrashekhar) to the local 

violence against the sensitive hard working genuine people. Here once again the whole campus was volatile – students were 

out on the street of the Capital demanding punishment to the culprits.

Other than all this there is another face which I enjoyed always and which attracts me even today to this campus – the 

Natural Habitat! It is so beautiful that you can easily forget yourself for hours. Many times without any reason my friend 

Navneet and I used to be out on the road towards the rocky jungle around Parthsarthi Rock and near the Poorvanchal Hostel, 

exploring and enjoying – it was so relaxing. The rainy season just triggers the desire to walk in the vegetation through the 

rocks deeper into the jungle and be a part of the nature. The most wonderful thing is that we never had any fear of any kind. 

The Campus was so safe. It was like being at home. No constraint for time and the best was NO GROUP 4 on each and every 

corner to watch you. We could be ourselves.

Memories, there are so many of them; the ride on 666 from down campus through South Delhi and back to the campus is 

another memory. This was a life line between 'up campus and down campus' those days… Again how can one forget the late 

night studies in the library during the days of sessionals and then walking back to the Ganga Dhaba for a cup of tea at 12:30 

at night. Snacking at TEFLA. Dr. Walia's scoldings at the health center. Walking to Udipi at Munirka for dinner on festival 

days, because the mess was closed. Dressing up on the Hostel Nights.

The best part is that I found my love on this campus.

This was a life in JNU that keeps calling me back even today…

Chandrakanta Khan, Centre for German Studies, SLL&CS

JNU: Never Ending Love

This is a love story that never ends. What began as an infatuation, turned into deep love, and now it refuses to die down. How 

nice. Not very long ago, about two decades ago, in 1991 when I landed on this small utopian island I had no idea how would I 

shape up, as an individual and a professional. In retrospect I think, destiny and JNU, had amazing plans.
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Like a juvenile I also struggled to get my feet firmly grounded and once done, 

there was no looking back. I met variety of people, made variety of friends and 

today have variety of experiences to share in whichever social gathering I am 

in. I am on the border of obsession with JNU and I am happy about it.

I have had the unique privilege of acquiring a postgraduate in Sociology from 

yet another prestigious institution, Delhi School of Economics (DSE). DSE has 

its own culture and boasts of some of the finest academic traditions in the 

country. I am privileged I went there and I relish it. But coming to JNU I realized 

the institution had great advantages that I could not have lived without.

DSE and JNU have played a great role in shaping what I am today. DSE gave me 

a solid academic foundation on which later JNU helped me grow as a 

professional and master of my destiny. DSE is highly academic and prepares 

you, perhaps, only for academics. JNU on the other hand had unique 

advantages. It is a melting pot of culture besides being a great landmass of 

myriad of experiences. JNU exposed me to a national culture, diverse and rich, 

and offered unique insights into many career options.

Soon after my MPhil I had started exploring many options. I could not clear the 

much sought after UGC fellowship and had to earn to support my education. 

PhD was not too expensive to pursue but it did involve some expenses. 

Somehow I scraped through my PhD and then there was a crisis of existence. 

Thanks to the training of JNU, I managed to settle with a decent option. I 

began my own consulting firm and RDI or Research & Development Initiative is 

today a flourishing institution offering research and advocacy consulting to a 

variety of institutions across government, international agencies and political 

parties.

Having been in the company of Professor Anand Kumar, I could not dismiss 

politics and today my agency is one of the leading firms offering research back-

up to key political actors several political parties. We all have come a long way 

from where we started. When I look at my contemporaries, they are all well-

placed and thriving in their own little worlds and I take immense pleasure in 

this. What JNU gives us is amazing resilience, empathy and perseverance. 

What JNU gives is a life-long training; the values we acquire there turn into the 

beacon of our lives, our philosophies.

I hope and believe the same is true of JNU, even today, a decade after I formally 

quit the institution. As proud alumni, I boast of JNU as much as possible.  I 

have reasons to believe I am as proud of JNU as its present generation.

Devendra Kumar
116



Inspiration for Social Activism

I look back to my formative years in my Alma Mater with nostalgia and pride. It is indeed a unique academic establishment 

and enjoys the reputation of a prestigious university and it was a privilege to be a student in the portals of JNU. I feel that the 

liberal atmosphere and feeling of social belonging prevailing in the University gave me an insatiable impulse to do something 

for the society in which we live and survive. May be, the urge was there lying dormant and latent and the university 

atmosphere helped me to bring it to the surface of conscious action.

JNU aroused in me an acute awareness of the myriad problems and difficulties being faced by the under-privileged and not-

so-fortunate sections of the society. The liberal outlook prevalent in the university provided a triggering impulse for me to 

think about social and environmental issues and work for progress, improvement and reforms in the social milieu. Even in 

those days, we had started working in the areas of social development, sustainable environment and literacy drive in the 

slum areas. We organized Blood Donation Camps and planting of trees in the Campus, wherein many of our peers, faculty 

members and Vice-Chancellor joined to inspire and encourage us.

That spark of social activism I am still carrying forward in my life and career. It has taken the shape of a voluntary 

organization, which is working in the areas of environment protection, social progress and national development. We have 

been regularly organizing National Conferences/ Seminars/ Workshops on Environmental and Sustainability issues (like 

Green Buildings, Solar PV, EEOHS and Solid Waste Management). We have planned to garner the enthusiasm and zeal of 

youth with the experience and wisdom of senior experts to take forward the momentum already generated. We are now 

poised to set up Rain Water Harvesting (RWH) centres in various States Capitals, to start with.

We propose to the Alma Mater to start a literacy program amongst the children of under-privileged background in capital 

cities of different States, for 300 children in various states, in the initial stages. This project would be subsequently 

extended to other smaller cities, wherein we will co-opt conveners/ organizers from ex-students of JNU to run this program 

and replicate the model throughout the country. This will be a role model for other universities, whereby the youth power 

across the nation can be garnered usefully for national development and social progress.

It is further proposed to organize National Workshop Series on contemporary issues in Delhi and others capital cities of 

States to facilitate the formation of suitable strategies and regulations for policy interventions in the development process. 

Our basic aim is to channelize the indomitable spirit of the youth towards national development and progress with guidance 

from elderly stakeholders and like-minded people, with a positive belief that lot of things can be brought about through this 

process.

I hasten to record my gratitude to our Alma Mater for inspiring me for social and environment activism and to offer my 

humble contribution towards social development, in the best possible manner.

Dhiraj Kr. Singh

My Years at JNU

Those were simply the loveliest days of my life- sipping chai and gobbling andaparatha at Ganga Dhaba with friends. So 

much fun, life as it is today is somewhat full of complexities and encounters with the strange world. The admission day, as I 
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recall, welcomed me into a large family which I thought would take care of me 

in every small and big way. The 5 folios seemed like Hebrew to me but life was 

made simple by assisting seniors running all over the admin block with scores 

of new comers like me, escorting us to the School building, Ad- Block or the 

DSW office. THis kind of affection is somewhat unique to JNU where from the 

first day you feel just at home. You can ask what you want to and you have a 

lovely bunch of people to care for you. A warm, cozy and affectionate arena, 

which I crave for now sitting in the heart of Capitalism - in America.

JNU to me in a single word would be a family- giving me love, care and 

affection. I still remember the first day of class- Prof Anand Kumar the 

Chairperson welcomed us to the world which would be a world of brilliant 

academics, mind blowing research and a home away from home. I was 

completely charmed and felt the inspiration to study and make use of this 

brilliant opportunity that God had given me. One had to be extraordinary to be 

at JNU which is acknowledged at the length and breadth of the world. Social 

Sciences –  simply at its best with wonderful scholars too many to name. The 

study sessions in our centre would drag on and on and would move to the 

Godavari or the Ganga Dhaba whereby the conversation would end may be 

past mid night with aloo-paratha and anda-bhujias and uncountable cups of 

chai. I think we learnt from each other's mistakes, each others successes and 

the faculty's inspiration to move on.

The seminars – brains from all over the world would come and speak. That 

enriched our research and so did innumerable seminars. The seminars would 

mean team work, supporting each other and getting everything together and 

also managing food and cash- a training for being a useful individual. This was 

the best gift– to be able to do everything. This principle helps one to be happy 

even if you are far away from your home amidst the rough and turbulent world. 

The study at the Centre was something which was formal yet so informal. 

Faculty members were willing to help students in every single way, making 

every single effort to facilitate big things by students.

JNU is an experience, it is also a feeling. You tend to learn so many things about 

life, relationships, and academics which help you become a complete human 

being. It becomes essential to develop this skill and JNU would facilitate that 

in every single way. JNU would be life with hardships – like no electricity or 

water or semi-cooked meals – but it was lots of fun. That gave me tolerance 

and also to bear with whatever difficulty comes your way. The hostels were 

spacious and had a so many students living as a family. The new entrants to 

the university stayed months together all in a very small room yet coordinating 

so well and became the best of friends from hence. Two unknown faces from 
118



two different corners of the country became the best of friends for life. JNU has taught to be tolerant, benevolent and 

become great human beings. It brings with it a mix of cultures which boil all in a pot into a culture of its own- JNU is a 

Universe by itself. JNU has always been self sufficient in terms of providing students all needs required for basic living, and 

also good amount of appreciation for success. JNU has probably made efforts to imbibe an all-round knowledge because 

probably the top bureaucrats and the top leaders guiding us to progress all hail from JNU or have some connection with JNU. 

This institution is truly a hallmark of excellence and its all about integrity and solidarity.

JNU has produced a political environment which has taught one to demand welfare for others as well as demand the basic 

needs. Progress of the nation can be possible only if there is protest and demand for the better. The JNU elections would be a 

festival which would have celebration –  a Carnival which brings people together and binds all into one bond. I think the bond 

binds us all in one thread disregarding whichever part of the world you are from; whether you are successful or not seems 

immaterial. Life moves on but JNU leaves an indelible mark in one's life a life that is truly full of surprises and wonders and 

yet binds us all into one common bond -- I could realize this most today when after getting the mail about this Alumni Meet, 

my sleepy eyes and shaky hands started working on the key board thankful for the wonderful privilege of penning my 

thoughts down.

Esha Sanyal

My Life in JNU Campus

It is the dream of every student to study in Jawaharlal Nehru University. It is also known that if you studied in JNU then you 

are one of the fortunate. If not, than you have to pray for another birth to come over here. So it is the dream for all students to 

study in Jawaharlal Nehru University.

JNU represents the culture of whole India because students come from different parts of the country. It starts from Kashmir 

in North to Kanyakumari in South, from North-East region to western part of Rajasthan and Gujarat. So we can see that 

different ethnic groups, religious and cultural students staying with harmony in the campus.

When I joined, the Ganga Dhaba was the main central point for extra curricular activities. It seemed that students wanted to 

make every incident memorable and share their feelings at Ganga Dhaba. Whether it was a Birthday, hostel election 

celebration with slogans, Students' Union elections or any procession or cultural activity, students used to enjoy as if that 

time would not come once again in the campus. But now there are many Dhabas on the campus and 24x7 dhaba is open for 

whole day and whole night.

I was a happy man when I joined JNU for my M.Phil/PhD program. I joined JNU in July/August 2000 for my M.Phil/PhD 

program in Centre for the Study of Social Systems. I got to know that our centre is one of the best centres in India. I found 

that the teachers, even though renowned, looked very simple, and were kind and gentle to students. I was comfortable to 

express my queries in front of them. I came with a dream from University of Hyderabad where I completed my MA in 

Sociology which was to achieve a prestigious job in India and it was obviously Indian Administrative Service (IAS) in my mind 

at that time. I started the journey with a dream but some times dreams don't come true.

I submitted my M. Phil dissertation in 2002 under the supervision of Prof. Anand Kumar. While writing the dissertation my 

social consciousness was provoked. I started thinking about the welfare of the people who are really deprived, exploited and 
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live in pathetic condition in our society. There is no doubt that environment of 

campus itself raises the consciousness among students in the social as well as 

political sphere.

I was not very happy with students' politics because they more or less worked 

like puppets of their political Aaka (head). Sometimes due to that there was 

negligence of genuine problems in the campus. People may or may not agree 

with me in this matter.

I also thought that politicians are corrupt. The people are uneducated and they 

live hand to mouth and are unable to understand the politics of the country. 

Politicians change parties for money and power but not for the cause of 

welfare of people. Being a research scholar I observed not only some 

politicians but bureaucrats were also corrupt. Some time I got disturbed to 

read about events and tried to do some thing for the people. At that time I 

observed that professors have the credential to change the condition of the 

country through their writings and speeches. Some Professors in JNU were 

really concerned about the problems of people as well as whole country.

The campus itself provides such environment to students to understand the 

politics of the country. The Presidential debate is one of the important events 

of the university which specifically focuses on the national politics and role of 

different political parties in the country.  I never took the membership of any 

political party in the campus but I was sympathetic towards student politics 

and it is unfortunate that for the last two years there is no Student's Union 

Election on the campus.

Last but not the least; Jawaharlal Nehru University campus represents whole 

India. The uniqueness of the campus is that it is an amalgamation of the 

different cultures of our country. JNU campus is provides a good platform for 

all students to become politicians, bureaucrats, academicians, artists and 

social workers. Many of them got the privilege to fulfill their dreams and 

achieved their destiny.

Joy Prakash Chowdhuri, CSSS/SSS

The Distinct World of JNU: The Formative Years

It was quite by accident that I happened to join the Institute of Russian Studies 

(IRS) in July 1968 immediately after passing out of school. The choice was 

made at the instance of my schoolmate R.Chandramohan, who had decided to 

spend a year at IRS before pursuing BSc (Hon.) course at Delhi University. IRS, 

which was then temporarily situated on the campus of IIT-Delhi, was founded 
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in 1965 as the first institute of its kind in India that offered full time courses – one-year diploma course plus three-year 

degree course – in Russian language and literature. There were about sixty students in my batch and they included several 

government officials and a few army officers as well. The total strength of IRS at that time was around 150 students. The 

opportunity to interact with people of different age groups (ranging from 18 to 45 years) and diverse backgrounds (in terms 

of mother tongue, place of birth, cultural mooring, profession, etc.) in a cordial atmosphere was a novel and exhilarating 

experience. While most of the faculty members at that time were from Russia (many of whom were very highly qualified), 

there were a few Indians among them notably the then Director of IRS, C.N.Chakravarty.

1968 was a unique year in many respects. From January onward, the war in Vietnam had intensified and anti-war protests 

soon began to spread far and wide; on 04 April, the U.S. civil-rights leader and anti-war activist, Martin Luther King, Jr., was 

assassinated; on 05 June, Robert Kennedy (younger brother of Late President John Kennedy and a 1968 presidential 

hopeful) met a similar fate. The Palestinian struggle for justice had begun to reassert itself after the setback it had suffered 

as the result of the Six-Day War in 1967. 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 sudden invasion of Czechoslovakia on 21 August 1968 

by the USSR and three other member-states of the Warsaw Pact was the first occasion when I actually joined a political 

demonstration. Led by the senior students of IRS, we took out a protest march against the invasion – from the IIT campus to 

the Haus Khas market, near which an extension centre of IRS was then located. While I became slowly aware of the 

numerous momentous events taking place across the world, it took some time before I was able to fully grasp the 

significance or implications of those events.

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). By the 

beginning of the following academic session (1969-1970), IRS shifted to the new campus with its spacious classrooms, 

library, language labs, auditorium, hostel and playground. The new faculty members included R.S.Bagga, K.S.Dhingra, 

K.P.S.Unny, H.C.Pande, and Kalpana Sahni.

Soon after the new session began, we were informed that IRS would become one of the centres of the proposed School of 

Languages, one among the several proposed schools of the Jawaharlal Nehru University (JNU) that had just been 

established under the Jawaharlal Nehru University Act, 1966, which came into force on 22 April 1969. Prof. Moonis Raza, 

who was then an Officer on Special Duty and subsequently the first Rector of JNU, came down personally to IRS and held an 

interactive session with the students and faculty members to explain the plan in detail. All of us were thrilled by the fact that 

we were going to be part of a university – and that too a university that was founded in honour of India's first Prime Minister 

and one of the world's tallest statesmen.

Mr.G.Parthasarathi, a protégé of Nehru and a prominent foreign policy expert who had just completed his assignment as 

India's Permanent Representative to the United Nations, was appointed as JNU's first Vice-Chancellor. On 11 October 1969, 

IRS merged with JNU as the Centre of Russian Studies (CRS), the first centre of the School of Languages (SL). President 

V.V.Giri formally inaugurated JNU on 14 November 1969 at a function at Vigyan Bhavan followed by the first convocation of 

JNU when the first batch of graduates from CRS was awarded their B.A. degree. Among the awardees were Abhay Maurya, 

R.Kumar, and Varyam Singh.

The campus of JNU was temporarily established near CRS in the building complex that was originally built for the Lal 

Bahadur Shastri National Academy of Administration, which was to have shifted from Mussoorie to Delhi. In June 1970, 
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Indian School of International Studies, which was established in October 

1955 as one of the premier institutions in the country for the study of 

international relations and area studies with Dr.A.Appadorai as its first 

Director, was merged with JNU as the School of International Studies (SIS).

The visit of British Prime Minister Edward Heath to New Delhi in the second 

week of January 1971 provided an opportunity to protest against the 

Conservative Government's tacit support to the apartheid regime in South 

Africa. To oppose Britain's pro-apartheid policies, at the initiative of Prakash 

Karat (who had earlier participated in anti-apartheid protests while in Britain) 

and a few other concerned JNU students, a protest was organised at Sapru 

House, where Mr.Heath had come to address a function organised by the 

Indian Council of World Affairs. At that time SIS was still functioning from its 

old complex at Feroz Shah Road and the SIS hostel was still situated behind 

Sapru House. 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 personal bonds.

During 1971-1972, about 300 under-graduate students from SL had the 

opportunity to intermingle with about 300 M.Phil. and Ph.D. 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. On the contrary, students took keen interest in discussing and debating 

ways and means of tackling social problems afflicting society. This was 

primarily because many of the students who had joined SIS and SSS were not 

only sensitive to social issues but also some of them had taken active part in 

movements for social justice and as well as anti-war, anti-apartheid, and anti-

Zionist movements. An added advantage was that a substantial number of 

students were hostellers, which provided ample time for extra-curricular 

intellectual and social interaction. SFI and NSUI were among the first 

students' organisations to set up units at JNU. Various other students' 

organisations too began to organise students, including AISF and a forum that 

was solely JNU-based called 'Freethinkers'.

To link academics with social concerns, a platform called JNU Discussion 

Forum was set up in 1971, which met once a week. Several faculty members 

also took part in these informal discussions. 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. 1112



One of the challenges before the student community was to prevent JNU from becoming an elitist institution. To meet this 

challenge, a unique weightage system was proposed by the JNUSU to reduce the disadvantages faced by students from 

rural and backward regions, from less privileged institutions, from less fortunate social background, etc. It was an attempt 

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. One manner of 

protest to achieve that goal was to force the Administration to allow the then President of JNUSU, V.C.Koshy, to read out a 

statement at the Fourth Convocation of JNU, which was being held on the campus for the first time and where the 

Convocation Address was to be delivered by the well-known film personality, Mr.Balraj Sahni. All the student organisations 

then present on the campus had jointly drafted the statement, which focused on the need for democratising the admission 

policy.

While the founding members and the first faculty members conceived an enlightened and inter-disciplinary approach to the 

courses offered at JNU, the notable contribution of the first batches of students of JNU was in attempting to democratise 

the process of admission to JNU and to create a congenial atmosphere where socially relevant issues were discussed and 

debated passionately. Spirited discussion and debate late into the night on almost every subject without ill-will was the 

spectacular culture that was inculcated by the earliest batches of students at 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 a substantial section of JNU's alumni have tried to imbibe and spread 

that vision. JNU's distinct character was built not only by its founding members but also with ample contributions from 

faculty members and students, who had joined JNU in its formative years. However, especially 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, School of Languages, 1968-1974

JNU: Pens, placards and growing up

I was in JNU from 1999 to 2007. In that time I learnt to study economics, developed a greater respect for democracy and 

found true love.

"Let X be a subset of N-dimensional Euclidean space." That was the first sentence with which JNU had greeted me. It was 

the first day of the M.A. Economics programme. The first lecture, on microeconomics. The notice board had told us which 

classroom to report to. Right on time the professor had walked in, taken a sip from his cup of black coffee and had started on 

an exposition of the theory of consumer choice. No long introductions. No speeches. No words of general advice. It was 

electrifying for the 21-year old me, who had just arrived from an undergraduate existence where the teaching of economics 

was watered down, the challenging parts buried under stale remnants of old syllabi. I felt ready for the battle of ideas. 

If I have to pick one memory of JNU from among all others, it would be of that first micro lecture. Later, as I learnt more 

economics, I would realize how messy progress in social science is, how the battle of ideas often has no clear winners. But 

on that morning, sitting in the ground-floor classroom in SSS-I, all had seemed possible.
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The Centre for Economic Studies and Planning (CESP), where I did my M.A. 

and later my Ph.D, had among its faculty members practitioners of a great 

diversity of approaches to economics, from Marxists to strict neo-classicists. 

This kept us on our toes intellectually. Faced with sharply conflicting ideas I 

could not take the convenient option of just following what I was taught, I had 

to try and make up my own mind. Whenever I thought I had a clear idea, my 

friends down at the canteen who thought differently would be ready to tear 

down my logic. Textbooks were only of limited use in those debates, there were 

too many holes in them. Forced to read the some of the great masters 

themselves, I found out that the ideas of those masters were either more 

subtle or more obscure (and in some maddening cases I am still not sure which 

sure which) than the versions preached by their disciples. It was a wonderful 

education.

While the debates on economics at the Centre were fierce, there was an 

equally strong unity in upholding a commitment to scientific enquiry and a 

genuine concern for students. Once I had an injury near my eyes from a bike 

accident and a professor demonstrated the last two combined by advising me 

to go see a doctor since "in our profession eyesight is very important." As a 

teacher myself now, my first instinct on facing any difficult question of 

academic policy is to ask myself, "What would have happened in CESP?”

However, as every JNUite knows, only a fraction of a JNU education is 

acquired in the academic complex. The rest happens at the hostels and the 

dhabas. The year I joined we had an even more intense initiation into campus 

life. The university was  going through a hostel crunch, and many of us were 

accommodated in a  temporary dormitory set up in the student activity centre 

(Teflas). Halls were cramped full with folding beds and the only place for our 

belongings was under those beds. Looking back now the conditions seem bad, 

but at that time it felt like an extended camping trip. The friends I made at 

Teflas and later in my campus life were from different disciplines. They were 

people from history, literature, foreign languages and the sciences. While I may 

not have learnt anything much directly about their subjects, just being around 

them made sure that I did not forget that the economist's way of looking at the 

world was not the only one. Many of my classmates were planning careers 

outside academics. Being immersed in this diversity was a very big part of 

university education for me, something I would not have got at an economics-

only research institution.

I had well-formed political ideas before coming to JNU. But JNU taught me 

about the practice of politics. The good: the values of solidarity, of getting 

together to make your voice heard, of standing up against what you felt was 

wrong. The bad: how political partisanship can become opposed to the spirit of 1114



free discussion and the search for truth which are the guiding values of a university. The ugly: violence and the use of money 

power and patronage. In JNU though, the last was always kept in check, if never completely defeated, by the force of 

popular student opinion.

The Gender Sensitization Committee Against Sexual Harassment (GSCASH) was formed in JNU in the year I joined. Initially 

there was a great mistrust of the committee, particularly among male students. It was only slowly over the years that it 

gained their confidence. The cases investigated by the committee made many of us realize that even our community was not 

free from crimes like sexual harassment. But by doing justice in those cases, I believe GSCASH brought JNU closer to the 

ideal of a place where everyone was guaranteed freedom, equality and dignity.

Remembering JNU can never be complete for me without talking about the food. Teflas biriyani, Gopalan ji's dahi vada, 

Babu's appam-stew, cheese sandwich at the HPMC stall, the different ways in which each of the dhabas prepared Maggi. 

Though I have been away from JNU for a while now, I still sometimes find myself craving a cup of tea very late at night. I 

know it is Ganga Dhaba calling me.

Jyotirmoy Bhattacharya

My Years at JNU

A room to myself in Ganga Hostel with a balcony overlooking the Aravallis, the salubrious and fresh air, the rustling sound of 

leaves, the 9-storeyed library, those carefree days at the Ganga Dhaba with a decent fellowship from UGC, I could not have 

been happier. I really did think that the world was within my reach. But as the time went by, I learnt a lot more along the way.

I still remember the first day I joined JNU in M.Phil/Ph.D. programme in 1993 after taking graduate and post-graduate 

degrees from Delhi University. New faces, new environment and new challenge… I gained my most precious fortune: new 

friends. At the beginning we were not familiar with each other and we didn't know each other very much. Though we were 

from different places, we were family to each other. We soon became friendly acquaintances and later became lifelong 

friends with some of my hostel inmates. I was called 'Tripathy' which sounded big and formal but was certainly an 

improvement over my earlier nickname 'Trips' which was given to me by my friends in school.

After staying in Delhi University hostels for 5 years, the marked difference at JNU was an untrammelled freedom - no 

attendance in the hostel and no curfew to get back to the hostel. I spent much of my time in the library. I read lots of books. 

Besides Sociology books and journals, some of the books were about economics, laws, literature and history, which added to 

my thoughts of the world and my knowledge. And the others were about music, sports and arts, which entertained me and 

made my heart calm.

In addition, I also did various other things in those years. Besides being a researcher, I was a volunteer to propagandize the 

protecting of the mother earth, participating in torch-light processions, raising gender-sensitive issues and making of a just, 

equitable and democratic polity and society.…all these experiences made me more mature and prepared me to be a struggler 

in society with a hope that my life would be grand and fulfilling.

I would head out for a walk around the campus nearly everyday. My friends and I would always go to the dhaba for endless 

cups of tea in the evening. The main non-scholastic recreations within the campus were friendly chats and sometimes 
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heated discussions at the Ganga Dhaba which was abuzz at night with a 

gathering of other students from around the 'campus'. Discussions ranged 

from the bad food in the hostel to the term papers, to gossips of the 'campus' 

and what was happening around the globe. We actually didn't know what we 

were talking about, but it sounded good to the listeners. After we finished 

chatting and discussing, we would all head back to our mess for leftovers and 

what ever else we could find for dinner. When the food was unpalatable, we 

would go to Kicha's at KC and have noodles and chicken. Teflas was another 

joint where we would land up to have Thali.

During post-dinner walks, my mind would jump ahead to how my future was 

going to be. While my friends pondered about their career options, I believed in 

myself and my hard work. Little did I realize the harsh reality of making a career 

and leading a decent life. I gradually came to abrupt realization and it suddenly 

dawned on me that I did have a lot to learn and settle down.

My time at the university has been an immensely challenging and at the same 

time, humbling one. I've spent countless hours reading social theories and 

Marx, Durkheim and Weber and also reading fiction, Ayn Rand and the like and 

analyzing how people made a difference in the world around them.

If there's one lesson I've learned, it's that being a student prepares you for life, 

and that's definitely not an easy task. Being the eldest of my siblings, I've 

always put a lot of pressure on myself to excel. I understood what it meant to 

mark one's own path. It sounds clichéd but I have a better sense of who I am 

because I learned about what's out there.

The passion of reading has made me passionate about what I study. I found the 

different perspectives and schools of Sociology interesting and refreshing. My 

professors, who pushed me relentlessly, were also scholarly savants. At the 

end of my JNU days, I was opened up to new possibilities and opportunities. 

Although I got my Ph.D. degree with some of my best years behind me, my 

learning curve has always continued. Being at CSSS/SSS challenged me to 

desire more knowledge, to pursue truth and to think critically. My Ph.D. degree 

isn't just a piece of paper - it's an accomplishment for lessons learned. JNU did 

not only give me degrees and answers to many life's questions. I also got 

married and had my first child while being a research scholar at JNU.

Recently at an old friends re-union meet, I realized we have all become older, 

fatter with thinner hair, and grossly out of shape. Instead of talking about a 

just and egalitarian society, we discussed how one's child is doing in school 

and who had to go to a parent-teacher meeting. We had some food, shared 

some past memories about the old days and left.  The stamina of even chatting 1116



through the night has disappeared. When I recall those days when I used to dance the whole night during hostel festivals; so 

much so that I used to wake up in intense pain with my legs cramping, my back tight and I could barely move my arms. This 

penning down of thoughts of yesteryears is therapeutic for me as I hardly get time for myself in this hustle and bustle of 

everyday life with a teaching job at the university, rearing up two school-going children and managing my extended kinship ties.

Manisha Tripathy Pandey, Associate Professor, Department of Sociology, Jamia Millia Islamia

1983

Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive. But to be young was very heaven!

                                                                              William Wordsworth.

JNU was indeed a heaven for many of us who came here in the late 70s. Our generation soaked in its democratic spirit. I 

came to JNU from a college in Orissa where the student union leaders, barring some honourable exceptions, were hardened 

criminals. The democratic ethos of the JNU student politics opened up my mind to the immense possibilities of a student 

movement.

As a student in Orissa, I steadfastly kept away from student politics for obvious reasons; but the appeal of the JNU's 

democratic student movement was irresistible; I plunged headlong into it. I contested elections. I had my share of failures 

and successes. The high point of my life as a student union activist came in 1982 when I was elected as the students' union 

president with a massive mandate and our group got an absolute majority in the Students' Council.

Ours was a group which was campus-based and owed no allegiance to any political party or ideology that had any 

association with power politics outside. We were committed to wage democratic struggles and strengthen and deepen the 

democratic culture in the campus.

Our democratic resolve was tested in the early days of our tenure. A student from the School of Computer Sciences 

complained that he was abused by a teacher of the school. He belonged to the Scheduled Caste and the teacher had used 

abusive words about his social origins, he said. The teacher concerned counter-charged that the student had leveled 

baseless allegations as he had done badly in a paper taught by him a semester ago. On query, the student admitted that the 

teacher had abused him six months earlier, but he had not mustered up courage then to challenge him.

The General Body of the School of Computer Sciences demanded that the teacher's services should be terminated with 

immediate effect, failing which the students there would go on a strike. I was of the firm view, which was shared by the 

majority in the students' council, that it was not a democratic demand. We could not ask for the termination, or even 

suspension, of a professor until he was found guilty of the charges.

But our position was challenged by a section of students and a university general body meeting (UGBM) was called. We were 

dubbed as the 'agents of the administration' and were accused of betraying the students' interest to curry favour with the 

teachers' body, members of which held important positions in the university. Our position was defeated in the UGBM. A 

majority resolution was passed demanding the immediate dismissal of the professor, pending which the boycott of classes 

and mass dharna in front of the Vice Chancellor's residence was proposed. Despite my disagreement, as the head of the 

student body, I carried out the mandate of the UGBM.
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But, at the same time, our group carried on parleys with general students, not 

affiliated to any student organization, and convinced many of them as to why 

setting up a credible inquiry to determine if the professor was guilty was the 

democratic way to go about it. When we sensed that the opinion was 

changing, we convened a UGBM again to re-consider the matter. This time, the 

majority support was with us. A resolution was passed asking the Vice 

Chancellor to institute a high-level inquiry.

The Vice Chancellor set up an inquiry committee with such reputed scholars 

like (if I remember correctly) Prof S Gopal, Prof Romila Thapar, Prof Tapas 

Majumdar, and Prof Amit Bhaduri; and I was included as a student 

representative. No one could cast any doubt on the integrity of such giants in 

the academic arena. The committee was acceptable to the student 

community. But the irony was that the student, whose complaint kicked off 

the whole controversy, refused to appear before the committee and instead, 

lodged an FIR in the nearby Vasant Vihar police station. The greater irony was 

that the same student did not even appear before the court despite repeated 

summons and the case was dismissed after some five years, but this long time 

had taken its toll on the professor.

When we took a democratic stand that went against the demand of a section 

of students, the Vice Chancellor and the teacher's body appreciated our role in 

highlighting the democratic principle. But the situation took a different turn 

when another conflict between a teacher and a student cropped up in one of 

the hostels and we again invoked the democratic principle. This time, the 

teacher, a warden, was the complainant; he accused a hostel resident of 

misbehaving with him and on his representation, the Vice Chancellor decided 

to shift the student from the hostel, without giving him a chance to explain. 

The student concerned told the Students' council that the warden was angry 

with him as he raised the issues of hostel maladministration.

We requested the Vice Chancellor to set up an inquiry and take action against 

him if he was found guilty. But the VC told point blank that he took the warden 

on his word, and he did not need an inquiry to take action against the student. 

This stance of the VC indeed astounded us. We decided to resist the student's 

eviction till he was found guilty by a proper inquiry. The VC ordered the double-

locking of the student's room. The students' council passed a resolution to 

break the lock of the administration and restore the room to the student until 

he was proved guilty. Our general secretary, Sajal Mitra and I led a procession 

of students and acted as per the mandate of the Students' Council.

The next morning we were served notices asking why we should not be 

expelled for taking law into our hands. We replied that we had acted to defend 1118



the democratic principle. The administration acted swiftly. The president, the general secretary and the student concerned 

were expelled. The student's council passed a resolution to gherao the VC till the expulsion orders were revoked.

This gherao led to the police intervention. More than 1500 students, including 300 girls, courted arrest; 1200 of them were 

sent to jail.

For me and many of us, it was a glorious chapter in the history of the JNU student movement. Many said that it was a case of 

political adventurism. But I have no regrets. Yes, we paid a price, but only to uphold the democratic culture that distinguished 

JNU from other academic institutions.

N R Mohanty

My Days in JNU

I joined the Centre for Historical Studies at JNU for the Direct Ph.D. Programme in 1987. The story of my selection as Ph.D. 

student of JNU is quite interesting.

Born and brought up amidst Aravali Hills in a village, Raomadra, and with poor English I obtained M.A. from Udaipur 

University I started cultivating dreams of studying at JNU from 1985. In 1986 my candidature for Ph.D. Programme was 

rejected as my M.Phil. result was not declared. I got registered in Udaipur University as a Ph.D. student but I never reconciled 

with this situation. In 1987 I again applied for admission in the Ph.D. Programme at CHS/SSS. Though I got selected, the 

Admission Letter from JNU reached to me after the expiry of the last date i.e. August 14, 1987. When I reported at the 

Admission Branch on August 17, I was told that I could not be registered as I was late. I met Prof. M.S. Agwani, the then JNU 

Vice-Chancellor, Prof. K.L. Sharma and Prof. Mukhia, Chairperson of CHS. Prof. Sharma offered tea and snacks and 

consoled me. He talked to Prof. Mukhia on phone. He said that there was no need to worry as I could join the Ph.D. 

Programme in the next Semester and directed me to meet Prof. Mukhia. I proceeded to the office of Chairperson at CHS 

where I was treated with full sympathy and support. Prof. Mukhia gave me a letter in which he wrote that the offer of 

admission in Ph.D. shall be valid for the next semester and I returned back to my village with a mixture of hope as well as 

sorrow.

In the first week of January I received a letter from chairperson CHS and Dy. Registrar Mr. K. Kishore to report for 

Registration in Ph.D. Programme. I got thrilled and my parents got overjoyed with this news.

I packed my luggage and reported at JNU Admission Branch, completed the Registration formalities and since it took time 

for hostel allotment I reached Poorvanchal Hostel and thought of staying in Security Guard's room. But at 4.00 PM he told 

me to either book a seat in the Guest Room or quit his post. I was fortunate that caretaker of Poorvanchal gave me a room 

otherwise I was bound to face problems. After about one week I was allotted Sutlej Hostel where I shifted immediately.

In the first Semester I was told by Professor Mukhia to attend classes for purpose of enhancing my level of understanding. I 

thought that I will be required to appear in the tests/exams. Therefore, I started devoting 10-12 hours in the library, preparing 

huge and lengthy notes. But after few weeks of attending classes of Prof. Yogesh Sharma and Prof. Trivedi I was told that I 

don't need to write any exam. In the meanwhile I was placed under the supervision of Prof. Dilbagh Singh who guided me to 

prepare a synopsis. My method of preparing the synopsis was not in line with requirement of JNU and hence Prof. Singh 
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came to my rescue. He guided me by giving me extra time. He was available to 

me all the time even at his home. The synopsis on the topic “Rural Economy and 

Society of South Eastern Rajasthan During the 18th Century” was approved 

by the committee and I was very happy and motivated by getting opportunities 

to study and learn under the supervision of highly qualified faculty of CHS.

JNU provided me a platform to meet students from diverse backgrounds and 

socio-political orientations. Bunches of pamphlets distributed by student 

organizations along with dinner and breakfast, and public meetings in hostel 

organized regularly attracted me towards students politics. Having RSS 

background and experience of leading several students' agitations in M.L.S. 

University, Udaipur, I got attracted towards student politics. In 1988 when 

Srinivasan was not allowed to register in the next semester and JNU students 

union started agitation for his admission. I started actively participating in the 

processions and Marches. To understand the working of leftist organizations I 

joined SFI and when CITU called a massive strike in Noida, Ghaziabad and Delhi 

in support of workers, I moved out with Suraj Bhan Bhardwaj, Bhupinder 

Chaudhary, Subbho Bosu and others to contribute towards success of the 

CITU strike. Later I was a founder member of an organization called INSAF 

along with socialists such as Vidya Sagar Reddy. When there was a massive 

crack down on students in China at Tiananmen Square we disassociated 

ourselves from SFI. When we realized that INSAF would not be able to defeat 

SFI-AISF combine we joined SOLIDARITY controlled by the ultra left (DRSO) 

etc. and thus managed the defeat of SFI and the victory of Amit Sengupta. In 

1990 ABVP was established by me and other friends. We contested elections 

with a full panel and secured victory of 15 councilors and in the central panel 

substantial amount of votes were secured by ABVP candidates. This election 

paved the way for the rise of ABVP in the subsequent years.

In spite of my joining of ABVP I did not face any trouble. My Ph.D. Supervisor 

extended all support and encouraged me to concentrate on studies. He guided 

me to visit Rajasthan State Archives Kota, Bundi, Bikaner and all the record 

offices and libraries of Delhi. In view of my poor economic background he even 

helped me to secure ICHR JRF. My friends namely Suraj Bhan, Subbho Bosu, S. 

Sathpathi, Yogesh Pathak, Bhupinder Chaudhary, Jagpal Singh, Surjeet 

Majumdar etc. extended full cooperation though politically I subscribed to RSS 

ideology. On Ram Janambhoomi-Babri Masjid issue I arranged show of film 

produced by VHP and permission for the same was given by a Muslim 

Professor who was Senior Warden of Sutlej Hostel. This shows that JNU has 

got space and capacity to accommodate all kind of political ideas and thinking.

I enjoyed the company of some unique characters such as Anand Kushwaha 

who propagated the theory of hundred flowers, Vidrohi who used to always 1120



demand Ten Rupees for Tea & Breakfast, Rajnath Singh, Subir and K.L. Rathi. They had their own world of ideas. For the first 

time I saw girls smoking beedies and cigarettes when I came to JNU. This made me to learn that females too have got their 

personal liberty and freedom and we should respect the same. Of course women students at JNU were liberal and broad 

minded. Once by mistake I entered Ganga Hostel assuming that it was Sutlej. I straight headed towards II Floor and to my 

surprise I saw girls all around. I got stunned, terrified and shocked that how did I come here? I realized that University 

Administration may take stern action against me if the girl students complained, but senior girl students simply enquired 

how I had reached there. I replied that I was a new student and instead of Sutlej by mistake I had landed up there. The girl 

students did not make it an issue as they understood me and guided me towards Sutlej. This brought a huge relief for me. I 

realized that understanding between male and female students at JNU is highly cordial with full of respect for each other.

JNU provided me opportunities to meet top ranking academicians and political leaders. One day after dinner when I saw a 

man standing outside Sutlej Mess. I thought he might be a labourer or peon. But to my surprise he was George Fernandes 

who had come there to address a meeting. In normal course meeting people like George Fernandes is difficult. But JNU is a 

place where I got opportunities to meet Ministers, M.Ps., Social Activists and Trade Union leaders. JNU injected in me a very 

high level of confidence that today I have no hesitation in meeting and interacting with anyone. After submission of my Ph.D. 

thesis there was question of survival in the campus without any job. But fortunately my friend Shubendhu Satpathi allowed 

me to stay in his room. He also arranged a casual work assignment for me. Subsequently I was offered the position of 

Research Assistant at CSRD under the supervision of present UGC Chairman Prof. S.K. Thorat. In spite of my RSS 

background Prof. A. Ahmed recommended my name for the position of Research Associate under the supervision of Prof. 

Moonis Raza.

Because of my training in JNU I could work so far in 13 organizations as senior officer. I was awarded three fellowships, I 

could write three books, based on Original Research Work and contribute about fifty research papers and credit for all these 

achievements goes to my JNU and my respected teachers. Therefore I offer my profound and sincere thanks and gratitude to 

my Gurus and Fellow students who did everything to shape my personality in such a way that I can take up any task and 

challenge anywhere and everywhere.

Long Live JNU, Long Live JNU Fraternity & Spirit of Comradeship.

Narayan Singh Rao, (1987 to 1992) CHS, SSS; Director, IME PG College, Ghaziabad (UP)

The Temple of Irreverence

I should say I had a blast while I was in JNU. I had best of both the worlds. If there was one place I distilled what I learnt, it 

was here.  I remember the day I walked into the campus. The atmosphere was electric. The mood was captivating.  The 

chatter was intoxicating. The students were full of zest. My teachers were full of life.  Classes, seminars and workshops 

filled the day and candlelight marches, slogans and fiery debates punctuated the night.  There was never a dull moment 

during my stay.

It was a cultural change when I moved to JNU from Delhi School of Economics. JNU is everything that D'School is not. At 

D'School I studied sociology under Andre Beteille and Veena Das among my other teachers.  I liked their eccentricities much 

as I hated them. Andre Beteille would walk into the class, sniff the air and would ask, “Who is wearing Poison?” looking at 

the girls in the first row. Veena Das walked out of a class because none of us had read a line from Bronislaw Malinowski's 
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treatise, The Argonauts of the Western Pacific or Levi Strauss', The 

Elementary Structures of Kinship.  Rabindra Ray was as esoteric as his 

questions. In a class test, the one and the only question that read, Describe the 

view that anthropologists are novelists manqué. I don't think any of us 

understood the question or passed the test. D'School assessed us not on 

continuous assessment but by a single final exam at the end of the year. It 

sadly attached a high premium on bestowing low marks to students and 

thought it was chic to do so.  The reading list was mindlessly long and so were 

our hours at the Ratan Tata library. The Economics department along with 

other departments thought they were god's gift to mankind including Prof. 

Jagdish Bhagwati who years later would tell me in an interview how 

economics as a subject in JNU was always considered not so rigorous 

compared to D'School. Academically, D'School was moribund.

I felt like a new leaf washed afresh from a rainfall when I walked into the 

corridors of the School of Social Sciences. I clearly remember sitting in the last 

bench in Prof. Panini's class and having a whale of time along with my 

newfound friends. Not just that class, but all through my first year of 

coursework.  Prof. Ravindra K Jain became my PhD supervisor and his quarter 

became my second home while Prof. Avijit Pathak became my friend and 

mentor.  Our grades were awarded after a continuous and cumulative 

assessment.  I was even absent for a month when I had left the campus to 

work with filmmaker Dev Benegal on his Channel4 BBC documentary.  When I 

came back, I lied to Dr. Pathak saying I was unwell. Later, I quietly slipped into 

his room and sheepishly apologised.  Such was his grace and civility that even 

if you lied he made you feel that you were telling the truth.

To tell you the truth, JNU is a temple of irreverence. It taught me to question. I 

learnt the simple art of bowing before reason than anything else.  And it is this 

reason that kept me away from getting sucked into the campus politics yet 

instilled political maturity to separate the wheat from the chaff inside the 

classroom, elsewhere in the campus and outside.  JNU was a great leveller too.  

No one cared about your pedigree or where your parents went to study.  

Everyone who had walked in walked in on their own talent.  I wouldn't have 

understood the idea of unity in diversity the way I ought to have if I did not go 

to JNU. The hostels were a cultural potpourri. The morning tea was an 

addiction for those few of us who got up to see the morning sun and went for a 

morning run.  Courtesy the rationed breakfast, I remain a gourmet till now. And 

we did enjoy the routine cooking sessions in our balconies during winter nights 

watching the Qutub Minar glow in the distance. The moonlight treks by the 

mountaineering club through the thick forest were a delight.  And the high 

altitude treks and expeditions were something that will stay with me till I reach 
1122



my grave. I particularly remember two amazing and tough high altitude treks to Roopkund in Uttaranchal and Phitse La in the 

Zanskar Valley in Ladakh. The treks by the JNU mountaineering club were tough and momentous.  What camaraderie! It 

actually paved way for my future explorations in Himalayas. Every time I go back to the Himalayas, I can't but think about my 

JNU trekking days and some of the unforgettable moments we had.

Towards the end of my stay in JNU and while I was writing my acknowledgement for my doctoral thesis, I wrote how I would 

miss my football games in the stadium, my morning runs, the night walks and the wildlife. My supervisor quietly told me that 

I could reserve all such emotional outpouring to when I wrote a book. JNU is truly colossal in that sense that it shaped my 

world view, crystallized my thoughts and gave me a place in the sky. What most outside JNU always perceive it to be is not 

what JNU is. I for one believe that a university is not judged by its student politics but by the freedom it gives you to think and 

the contribution it makes to the society at large. By those standards, JNU is streets ahead. And I am proud I am an alumnus 

of what is undoubtedly one of the most prestigious institutions. There is no convocation ceremony, there are no black gowns 

and there are no glittering ceremonies to mark the passing out.

I quietly went to pick my PhD certificate after a long and gruelling thesis defence. I liked it that way.  There is no riff-raff and 

no fanfare.  You may say that is pretty odd, but that's how it is.  That's JNU, my alma mater.

Percy Fernandez

An Experience That Becomes Your DNA

It was last week of August 1990 (I don't remember the exact date), some of my friends packed my belongings in two-three 

cartons and one briefcase. Relocation from one place to another place in the same city was not something unusual. Most of 

the time people in Delhi, who live in rented accommodations, shift from one location to other, from North Delhi to South 

Delhi, from East Delhi to West Delhi. Apparently, it was the same, a shift from North Delhi to South Delhi, but there was 

something more. I was moving from one culture to another, soon to encounter a different ideology, a different value system. 

It was a transition from DU to JNU, something often described as a transition from market economy to command economy, 

from Herman Hess' Sidhartha to George Orwell's Nineteen Eight Four. This was our feeling at the time my DU friends packed 

my bags and I was awaiting for an autorickshaw that could transport me along with my luggage to a new destination, about 

25 kms away in South Delhi and about 3 kms inside JNU's main gate – Brahmaputra Hostel.

The same evening around 8 pm I reached Brahmaputra Hostel (BPH) as a guest of my first friend in Delhi, with whom I had 
done bridge course (equivalent to B.A. Hons.) from Hindu College. Though I had got admission in M.Phil in CSSS I had to wait 
for some more time to get a hostel in JNU. The same night I realized my friend's name was not Arvind Kumar, in the campus 
he was known as 20-jee. First time I realized that 'respect' is suffixed or prefixed even in joke. Unlike DU, where respectful 
words were used selectively and economically. In JNU, even animals and plants live with dignity and their individuality is 
respected.

I came to the campus with dreams in my eyes. A dream which was shared by almost half of the campus………to get a place in 
civil services was ultimate aim and at that time I did not know that I will spend 7 years in the campus.

My life was completely transformed. From borderless campus of DU, where colleges and institutes were scattered in around 
3 -4 kms radius without any commonality and camaraderie, to a campus insulated from(perceptively) all ills of society, 
specially evils of Capitalism.
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My experience gradually became my habit. JNU became part of my RBC and 

WBC and finally it is resting in my DNA. It was a complete life. Getting up in the 

morning with an empty steel glass and a newspaper, going downstairs to a 

drum kept in the mess to fill it with tea, sipping it while reading the newspaper 

outside the hostel under the Gulmohar tree, classes in the forenoon, banana 

shake in SSS canteen (for less than Rs 5/- a glass), theoretical and practical 

lessons from personalities larger than life in classrooms, seminars, debates, 

UGBM,value-based protests, late evening walks, booze sessions, endless cups 

of tea in Ganga dhaba till midnight and group studies for both academics and 

Civil Services…………….

JNU gave us opportunities to look beyond the self. For me earning and learning 

was a simultaneous process but whatever little I had, I used that in some 

meaningful activities. The cause of Tibet was dear to our teacher (whom we 

admired the most) so it was important for us. Finally, it became topic of my 

PhD thesis. The subject took me to the Tibetan settlement in Mandgaut 

(Karnataka) to have first hand experience of sacred rituals that enlightened my 

mind and soul. The cause helped me to get close to His Holiness Dalai Lama and 

even touch his hands. This was a blessing that saves me from modern world's 

crisis, at least so I believe.

JNU shaped my value system which was idealistic but at the same time 

practical. It gave me knowledge which explained mysteries but at the same 

time gave me tools to demystify them. JNU was yoga for me that is keeping my 

body and soul healthy.

'JNU can't be explained in words, it can only be experienced'.

Rajeev Jayaswal, PhD, CSSS / SSS, Senior Assistant Editor, The Economic 

Times, New Delhi.

My Days in JNU (1978-80)

In June 1978 I was appearing for entrance test of (CPS/SSS) - J.N.U.  in L-3 

Old J.N.U. Campus. I saw after a few minutes that the young invigilator was 

gazing towards me and my answer-sheet. I became a little nervous and saw 

whether some undesired paper might be with me and started searching 

around.

The invigilator told me don't be nervous and you are not using unfair means. 

Then I asked him why he was paying attention to me and my answer-sheet. He 

told me you are answering your question in Hindi and your copy will not be 

evaluated. You should write in English.
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I thanked him and started writing answer to the same question in English. I qualified in the written examination and was 

called for an interview. When I reached the CPS office the same invigilator was there. I thanked him for his suggestion and 

asked his name in Hindi and was told he was Mr. K. Francis. He further advised me to reply to the interview board in English. 

He also made me comfortable by telling me that he noticed that I wrote English with as much felicity and speed as I did Hindi. 

He said that this showed my good vocabulary in English and I should be confident to speak in English in the interview. His 

suggestion worked wonders and gave me confidence. I faced a number of renowned Political Scientists and answered their 

questions for nearly 15 minutes with confidence and got admitted. I am writing about Dr. K. Francis only to show how a 

technical staff (now in faculty) with positive suggestion changed my life. Now through out my academic career as teacher, I 

am trying to follow Dr. Francis in helping students with rightful suggestions.

I would like to mention that the interview conducted by faculty members of the JNU for admission was of better quality than 

that of UPSC civil services examination, which I have experienced as candidate and expert in the later years.

In 1978 new hostels were not ready in JNU. There was an accommodation problem. I met the JNUSU president of that 

period Sita Ram Yechury in his office in SIS building and told him about hostel accommodation. I was wearing white pyjama 

and kurta and he asked me whether I participated in JP movement and was jailed during agitation. I replied in the affirmative. 

He asked his colleague, a student councillor, to make arrangement for my stay in Ganga Hostel. After a few days a room was 

provided to me in the Ganga Hostel, which was the centre of intellectual political discourse among its students' activities 

and politicians.

Before depositing the admission fees in the JNU administrative block, the signature of the Centre Chairman was mandatory. 

Prof. C.P. Bhambri, the Centre Chairman left his office for lunch. I started following him. He was going towards the canteen. 

It was the last date for depositing fees. He asked me to wait and I stopped. Suddenly I told him, sir in Patna University your 

book in Public Administration is very popular among students. He stopped and asked me about my teachers Prof. V.P.Verma, 

K.L.Sharma and Jai Narayan Mishra and signed. The name of book worked wonders with Prof. Bhambri and he called me 

'Beta' (son) in his style and gave good advice as to how to became a good student researcher and effective teacher.

After a few days in August 1978 he left for Canada and returned in January 1980, while I was in IV semester. He was very 

healthy in 1978 and returned very thin from Canada. I failed to recognize him and did not show any respect towards him, 

even not 'hello'. But in his famous smile he told me Mr. Singh from Patna. I am Prof. Bhambri. I asked about his health and 

how be became weak. In my teaching life I am following his teaching method like coming to the classroom well prepared with 

new notes critical analysis and a friendly attitude towards students. He asked all of us to devote time in learning, writing and 

communicating.

Along with Prof. Bhambri, I enjoyed in depth teaching of Prof. K. Sheashadri, Rasheedudin Khan, S.N.Jha, Balvir Arora, 

Sudipta Kaviraj, A.K.Ray, Kiran Saxena, Imtiaz Ahmad and the youngest faculty member of my days Prof. Zoya Hassan. She 

was USA returned teacher with an American English accent and the sobriety of Aligarh. She was teaching a difficult paper 

'Modern Political Theory'. I was not familiar with the new concepts. In classroom I was gazing at her stylish Sari and 

appreciating how she turned herself from Burka culture of AMU to American culture and now to the traditional Indian Sari. 

Among old students we are still respectful to the dhoti clad Dr. Namwar Singh and to Zoya Hassan presenting traditional 

India in a new look. She was also kind enough providing tea to all students at the time of examination but miserly in 

evaluation.
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In 1980 I came in contact with the Dr. Anand Kumar, old JNUSU president of 

Emergency days 1976-77. His soft spoken habits, and connection with 

socialist and JP movement, made me respectful towards him and am still 

maintaining good relations with him. I still remember the political discourse of 

N. R. Mohanty, Digvijay Singh, Mahajan Sisters (Gurpreet and Harpreet), Nasir 

Ali, Naresh Dadhich, Shamim Akhtar. K. Eanjan, James, Dev Raj Pradhan, Beni 

Ekka, Ajay K. Mehra,  and Meenakshi, Udai Pratap Singh, Kameshwar 

Chowdary, Prakash Upadhya, Maurya, Mathur, Udit Raj and B. C. Tripathi.

I had contributed two of my academic years to the JP Movement in Bihar and 

after two years of academic gap again started my academic life. Therefore, I 

did not actively participate in any political activities during 1978-80, but 

enjoyed its election meetings, posters and pamphlet making, the student union 

elections and the nights of counting of election result.  The 'Nukkad natak' and 

political speeches were thought provoking and of very high standard.

One important aspect of JNU hostel life was allowing guests (fellow students) 
to stay in room without the permission of warden of the hostel. As student I 
have allowed my friends from Patna to stay with me at the time of various 
admission tests and interviews. It was difficult to protect myself from the 
heavy fine or penalty. Several nights I asked my next door friend to lock the 
room from outside. We used to stay in the room with utmost silence without 
light or fan when they were checking late in the night. Some fellow students 
would warn us about the sudden checking or arrival of the Provost  and 
Wardens and guards with the sounds of animals. I have also enjoyed the 
hospitality of the hostel in later years in last three decades in the rooms of 
Kameshwar Choudhary, Shailendra Thakur and Sudhir Singh.

JNU has inculcated secularism and socialist outlook of Pt. Jawahar Lal Nehru 
among its students and I still cherish it and I hope JNU will contribute in 
shaping the destiny of the students, alumni and country in the days to come.

S. N. Singh, Head, Department of Political Science, Director College 
Development Council, Maharshi Dayanand Saraswati University, Ajmer

The Romance of JNU

Coming from a small town, joining JNU was always a cherished dream. The 
dream took roots during my graduation days. Our immediate seniors in college 
came back to town telling of their tryst with the University life in a far-off land 
called Delhi, which was situated some 1850 kms away from Bhubaneswar by 
train. So with a million prayers on my lips and billion expectations in my heart, I 
filled up the form to appear for the entrance exam. The D-day came. I wrote the 
exam.
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The wait for the results was excruciatingly painful. At the end of it, I was one of the fortunate few, whom JNU decided to 

select. I set sail on a journey, which in retrospect was intellectually stimulating and personally enriching.

The classrooms were open, airy and spacious, reflecting the academic openness and vitality of teaching methodologies. For 

the first time, what I experienced was learning and a process of getting sensitized to the aspects of knowledge creation. It 

involved not an absolute surrender to the spoken wisdom of the professor. Rather, it entailed developing an ability to 

question the academic 'given-ness' of the subjects and evaluate them at the touchstone of one's own life- experiences. This 

process of self discovery was a marked departure from what I learnt in my first 20 years of life. And, this is the most defining 

character of any JNU-ite.

Life did not end in the class rooms. It continued to vibrate in the corridors of my hostel. Only, it took a different form. The 

'hostel – mess' was not just a place to eat and dine. It also provided a space for myriad view-points to jostle and articulate 

themselves, through guest – speakers and students. At times, such debates/ discussions on myriad topics generated enough 

heat and passion. But it is a tribute to the spirit of JNU, that the limit was never crossed. It never degenerated into an open 

slugfest, no matter how intense was the disagreement. There was always openness about accepting a rival's view point. 

Therefore, it is really saddening when I come across reports of political intolerance or ideological obduracy amongst the 

student community in JNU. Such intolerance or obduracy is definitely not part of JNU ethos.

Closely associated with the above, is the annual celebration of a democratic event – student-union elections. No other 

university in India can lay claim to such participative process. Here the electorate is influenced not by majesty of money or 

the threat of muscle power. What animate the students are the ideas, ideologies and issues which have a bearing on the 

world at large. This aspect has often been criticized as being far removed from the existential realities of life. However, it is 

these very political nuances of life in JNU that makes it different. It is a celebration of political differences and ideological 

divergences, having no parallel in students' politics in India. It provides space for articulating divergent opinions, without 

letting it get expressed through violent means. I hope, this anchorage of non-violent  democratic processes are strong 

enough, not to get swept away by the strong winds of intolerance, bigotry and violence seeping across other Indian 

Universities.

At a more personal level, JNU continues to remain a sweet memory as I got to forge one of the most precious of relationships. 

She was my friend, philosopher and guide in JNU. Vandana is still shouldering the same onerous responsibility as my wife.

Sambit Tripathy, IRS, CSSS, JNU, 1995-98

JNU: THE UNFORGETTABLE DAYS

The year was 1997 when I was admitted to JNU to the M.A. (International Relations) course to my pleasant surprise, as 

being from a Science background, and that too from one of the most undeveloped District of Orissa, it was quite an 

achievement. In fact my selection was the first step to understand that JNU is different from other places/institutions 

where one can personally experience the openness of ideas, where every one is embraced by the all engulfing JNU culture.

The more than half decade that I spent in JNU was, and still remains one of the most memorable periods that shaped my life 

in many ways. In this time span, I got the opportunity to be involved in each and every aspect of JNU life, which again, is 

fondly remembered each time I meet some one from JNU.
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The one aspect of JNU life of which no one remains untouched is its vibrant 

students' politics and I was also no exception. To be honest, when I entered 

JNU, I had no inkling that I would be an active participant in JNU student 

politics but as things turned out, for almost five years, I was in the thick of 

student politics. Those were eventful years when JNU witnessed a shift in 

students politics and my organization Akhil Bharatiya Vidyarthi Parishad 

(ABVP) made in roads in JNU.

For me it started as a candidate for the post of Councilor in the School of 

International studies (SIS) for the 1997-98, and I plunged into student, politics 

head long. I was one of the five students elected as Councilors and my victory 

margin was as single vote. That was when I realized that in electoral politics 

each and every vote counts. Next year I was again asked by my organization to 

contest the elections and this time also I got elected as a Councilor. In the third 

year at JNU I was selected by ABVP to contest for the post of Joint Secretary 

and my opponent was formidable. Every one in the campus had written me off 

as they thought that I had very little chance of getting elected. But yet again I 

got elected by a margin of 19 votes and this again reinforced in me the value of 

each vote. During the 2000-2001 Students Union Elections, I was nominated 

for the Post of President by my Organization to take on the incumbent 

President in JNUSU from Students Federation Of India (SFI) and what an 

election it was. Once again every one thought that ABVP taking a shot at the 

post of President was next to impossible. But the results were to every one's 

surprise and I won the election by a single vote. I must admit that it was in JNU 

that such an improbable thing could happen. It only reinforced my belief, that 

JNU is all encompassing and it has place for all irrespective of the ideology you 

follow.

The one year that I got to lead the JNUSU, I utilized for the betterment of the 

students and organized all kinds of protest, which included dharna and hunger 

strike, all for the cause of students. With our effort a railway reservation 

counter was opened, an ATM was opened, the foundations of many new 

hostels laid. All in all it was a fulfilling year and that was also the year when I 

had to submit my M.Phil dissertation. Thanks to my guide Prof. B.S. Chimni, 

who allowed me to pursue Students Politics and was patient with me while I 

wrote my chapters. There were days when through out the day one would be 

involved in the JNUSU activities and would be writing the dissertation at 

night.

JNU in fact gave me the confidence to venture into law practice in Delhi and 

the days spent in JNU debating on varied matters was and till date being put to 

good use before the various Courts of law in and outside Delhi.

1128



All in all, the days spent in JNU will always remain a special part of my life. The saying in JNU that once you have studied in 

JNU, you can not get out of JNU, in many ways holds good, as one always looks back to those days, even after leaving JNU 

and the mere thought of those days always brings back happy memories.

Sandeep Mahapatra, Advocate, Supreme Court of India

On the Back of Time…

In an age where efforts are measured against quick dividends and this applies to the sector of education too, talking to 

someone about JNU is forcibly baptizing the uninitiated. Or else who will believe that there exists a place which teaches you 

to experiment and to celebrate and never regret for having done so. And this applies to all who ever walked the roads on 

which the DTC bus of route 615 plies.

JNUites as we loved to be called, I have met several. Some successful and some not so. But just mention it to them that you 

too have tasted the same “cahlu-chai” at Ganga Dhabaa which tasted simple in the evening but went on to become so 

adventurously different at 2 am in the night, you are sure to get the response -  'we don't want JNU to change'.

But isn't this nostalgia too common for any student from any university?

Why the answer is NO is because any university may produce students but JNU produces students as well as individuals – 

someone who while taking on the world knows that it's just not studentship but the pride of studentship which is the 

motivator. The pride in the fact that for the rest of your life you have been conditioned to think and act as a community man, 

as a 'citizen' – as if the inner self has been broadened to encompass everybody , every issue, everyday.

With a distance of nine years between me and my last day at the campus, I have the luxury of slipping into nostalgia and yet 

feel the rustle of the JNU wind blowing by my ear. In time I am close and yet far and so my claims on JNU merit the comment 

very little away from the reality of popular perception that JNU is for those not so worldly-wise. 'You produce only educated 

people who are of little use in the fast-buck world' is the popular refrain. But let me tell you that this perception is of awe as 

well.  Awe, inspired by knowledge and by culture of selflessness which we learn in classrooms and perhaps more outside of 

it. Knowledge which is worldly and world class and selfless while the compulsive student-politics filled atmosphere of the 

place. You have to be a JNUite to feel it.

Today sometimes accidentally bumping into one of my co-students whom I might never have been pals with then, I feel the 

same respect, which I might feel for one of my teachers. I ask myself why and the answer is in the feeling of gratitude which 

my core expresses to anybody who has been connected to the campus . This because I learned to ask and to reason at JNU - 

something which is basic to your own survival and to understand the idea of empathy.

I studied International Politics and stayed at Sutlej, Sabarmati and Bramhaputra. But was this the only course I studied or 

the only place I lived? No. Because I studied alongside humankind and lived as if in several parts of India at the same time. It 

was enriching and it continues to be. The teachers being hard on you task-wise, the authorities decorum-wise and the 

atmosphere expectation-wise have all contributed to the process of learning which I now put to use everyday in my life.

But all along as I stay physically away from JNU now, I ponder if I can give something back to JNU apart from the immense 
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love that I have for my alma mater. My stray thoughts just then are nudged by 

the realization that I am but a small product of the multitudes that have passed 

out or will pass out from JNU and that remembering it fervently in itself will be 

the greatest service that I can do to JNU. Next moment I break into a little 

silent wish – may the scenes remain the same - may a student walking back 

with tired steps from the library be met with the same warmth around the 

Periyar Dhaba, may he get back to his room confident that if he is at JNU and if 

he is honest, thing won't ever go wrong.

Therefore each time I get an opportunity I close my eyes to remember the 

simple office clerk in Sutlej, the lady who used to call us for our phone calls in 

Sabarmati and the Guard at Bramhaputra who lapped up every opportunity to 

talk about politics of his home state whenever I strolled late nights while 

writing my Thesis. My teachers walking thoughtfully along the meandering 

terrains of the campus books clutched in hand and the students arguing with a 

cupful of tea & thoughts. All come alive as I somehow go back in time.

JNU belongs to everybody in this country. But it seems it belongs to me more 

than anybody. It lives in me – helps me every day!

Sanjeev Trivedi

Remembering JNU

JNU is a world in itself. I am saying this because JNU was a turning point in the 

lives of many of us. The dynamic environment of JNU with its ideological 

debates, intellectual strivings and an overwhelming social concern, totally 

changed my world view and life world.  I joined the university in the year 2003, 

in the MA programme, in Centre for the Study of Social Systems. When I had 

joined I had never even dreamt that one could study in Delhi with Rs.1500 per 

month, that too in a premier institute like JNU. I was surprised when I came to 

know that the registration fee is only Rs.283 and the hostel charges are only 

Rs. 260 per semester. JNU was completely a different experience for a person 

like me who had never ventured outside my home state, Orissa. The ideological 

orientation, intellectual discussions, in and outside the classroom, as well as 

the student politics and unique way of student union elections, inspired me a 

lot.

I am very fortunate that in the Centre I got an opportunity to learn from 

teachers whose names I had heard during my undergraduate days. The M.A 

days unfolded a very different learning process, with the assignments and 

presentations initially scaring me, because our teachers expected a lot from 

us, and I was indeed apprehensive as to whether I could live up to their 1130



expectations. The very creative way of doing assignments and the open book examinations and the questions in such 

examinations are really an eye opener for many of us, which compelled us to think everything in a different way. In 2005 I 

again joined the same Centre for the M.Phil programme and started my research work with Prof. Anand Kumar. The 

experience and feeling of organizing conferences and seminars in the Centre and outside the Centre is not explicable in 

words. In the conferences, working with a team of fellow students, and meeting different scholars around the globe through 

which I learnt how to work in a team and gained a wider knowledge about different parts of the world. I was also working for 

the Global Studies Programme as a student-coordinator in the Centre which was a great learning experience for me about 

different countries, their cultures and different socio-political systems and issues of those countries. I made many good 

friends in and outside my country in JNU, which remains a valuable element of my life.

From the beginning of my JNU career I was in Mandavi Hostel which was the then last hostel in Paschimabad. I was there till 

the year 2008, that is untill the time I joined the National University of Singapore for my PhD programme. I found some very 

good seniors there who guided me not only in studies but also in all kinds of personality development activities. From them I 

learnt how to stay in a hostel with friends outside your home state, because I was out of my home for the first time. We also 

used to have a small badminton team, which we named as the Malgudi Badminton Club. During winters, I really had a 

splendid time playing badminton with my fellow members, right at day break, whereas, usually, the day began literally in the 

afternoon for me, like any other JNUite! The hostel nights were indeed enjoyable moments, which I can never forget in my 

entire lifetime.

Though I like the political vibrancy of the campus and the ideological debates in and within political parties in JNU, I was 

never involved in an party activity. But I have participated in the political process as a JNUSU election committee member for 

a few years before signing out as the Election Committee Chairperson in 2008, the year in which the honorable Supreme 

Court had stayed the election process. Being a member and a chairperson of the Committee, I learnt and experienced the 

respect and the commitment of the JNU student community, towards the political process and democratic freedom, which I 

have not seen in any other place.

I cannot forget those moments of life which I spent in JNU, and I do not want to forget them as well. I miss the hostel food 

and Alu parathas and Anda Bujia in Ganga Dhaba and Nilgiri Dhaba. I still miss the JNU life and always endeavor to be a part 

of it whenever possible.

Sarada Prasanna Das, Ph.D candidate Department of Sociology National University of Singapore

My Learning Experience in JNU

I joined MA in Sociology at the Centre of the Study of Social Systems 1979 and continued to study there for five years (till 

1984). Since I had studied for my BA at Allahabad University in the Hindi medium and also because I had not studied 

Sociology earlier, I found it difficult in both arenas of cognition and medium (English) in the first Semester. But the solid 

academic environment and sharing student-teacher community there proved conducive for my improvement. I found JNU a 

special institution because of the following:

First, it is basically a research university and most of the courses start at MA/MSc level, hence it does not suffer from crowd 

syndrome. Less number also means personal acquaintance at a more intense level; students recognize each other by face, if 

not by name. During admission stage itself, I found the helping hands of students as members of student-faculty-committee 
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(that has almost disappeared now) as well as others, especially those who were active in student politics. The seniors had no 

arrogance at all; in fact there is no senior-junior hierarchy in JNU unlike many 

universities.

Second, though I had never stayed in a hostel at Allahabad University, yet the 

stories of ragging in hostels used to be hair-raising there. But in JNU there was 

nothing of the sort. We started talking to our seniors addressing them by first 

names. We were encouraged by them to participate in intellectual discussions 

(discourse is the new fad in post-modernism). Thus a dialogical environment 

helped to our progress in both range and depth.

Third, there used to be various formal and informal discussions outside the 

classrooms, including in the mess after dinner or at Ganga and Godavari dhabas 

in the campus with full rigour without any prejudices. My mental horizon 

broadened from regional and national to international sphere in range and from 

primordial considerations like family, caste, kinship etc. to progressive 

ideologies - class aspect became the dominant – and in depth too. We students 

developed a tendency to know more about what is happening internationally in 

Palestine, Israel, US, USSR, China, South America, UK, Germany, France both 

politically and academically - looking beyond the nose literally.

Fourth, we found a richer library than that in Allahabad and I started reading 

classics in both literature and Social Sciences. My one English teacher at 

Allahabad University (Dr. Bhattacharya) had encouraged us to read “Asian 

Drama” by Gunnar Myrdal but I read it only in JNU. It became our routine to go 

to library daily just after lunch and return before dinner. I got the company of 

Mr. Avijit Pathak whose brilliance I could share in informal discussion. However 

before meeting him, I had met Mr Devendra Mishra in front of the library (old 

campus) puffing a cigarette in style, probably to impress the girls (though it is a 

debatable point whether he impressed girls or vice-versa, 'in the ultimate 

analysis', so to speak in the popular jargon). We both came from rural 

background - he hailed from north Bihar (Madhubani painting was his real 

identity).

Fifth, there in JNU I found newness not only in contents and methods of 

teaching but also in the examination system (ranging from snap test to term 

paper assignment to tutorial to detailed written exam, and grading system 

instead of marks, all internally). Teachers were quite informal and usually 

without snobbery, I could meet many teachers even at their residences and 

could talk both seriously and casually. This increased my self-confidence. My 

friend (late) Surendra Sharma was of helpful nature but unfortunately he used 

to fall ill. Our company of Avijit Pathak, Devendra Mishara and Surendra 

Sharma was quite strong intellectually and emotionally. Later Mahipal Singh 
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joined us when we shifted from Ganga to Sutlej hostel. Surendra Sharma and his uncle Dr. K L Sharma helped me in several 

ways, especially during my mother's treatment at AIIMS as well as in academics. But there were some contradictions in our 

company. Mr Devendra Mishra had joned JNU with a firm determination to opt for civil services as a career. On the other 

hand, Avijit Pathak did not like bureaucracy and opted for academics as a career. I was in favour of academics. Hence I joined 

M Phil and finished it in 1983 and got registered for Ph.D. I was fortunate to get research fellowship otherwise it would have 

been next to impossible to carry out my studies. Surendra Sharma wanted civil services but did not disclose it to us for some 

reason. One day Mr. Devendra Mishra brought the application form for Civil Services Examination for me too and asked: 

'What do you want to be?” I replied, “I want to be a professor.” Then he immediately retorted. “If you become IAS, you may 

become Vice Chancellor, what to talk of a Professor?” Then I was quite impressed. But I had never paid heed to general 

studies. In Civil Services one has to take at last two optionals and a paper in general studies (of equal weightage). I thought 

of taking Sociology and Political Science (my one BA subject) but the latter consisted of International Relations too that I 

never studied. So Devendra Mishra promised me to help in both International Relations and General Studies. He proved 

absolutely true to his words-again a specific feature of JNU only; in Allahabad University even friends were competitors and 

were hardly truthful to each other. While pursuing Ph. D under the able guidance of Prof. Y. Singh, I collected data but before 

completion of my thesis I was selected for IAS. My teachers blessed me for success in the whole life. I completed my Ph. D 

research much later from Patna University.

What JNU taught us without much costs due to subsidized tuition fee as well as food is of immense significance. It proves 

that budding intellectuals get conducive and congenial atmosphere in JNU to progress rapidly. At JNU I wrote two articles 

that were published in “Mainstream” and “Kurekshetra” on agrarian and development issues on my own. But before that I 

used to write letters to editors of English newspapers. This habit was borrowed from Avijit Pathak who had written 

hundreds of letters to the editor of the Statesman (his favourite paper) but Times of India was my favourite paper. Once 

published those letters used to heighten our morale and confidence. This led to writing and publishing research articles in 

journals. This gave me an impetus for overall personality development, on the one hand, and enhanced my quest for 

knowledge, on the other.

If I compare the teaching-learning methodology in JNU and other Indian Universities like Allahabad and Patna, I find that JNU 

tradition focuses on the critical assessment of a perspective, thought, data or method whereas others focus more on 

'content', less on criticality. That is, in JNU, students go beyond 'what' to why, how, where, when etc. and thus develop a 

critical sense of things perceived or ideas floated. This helped me very much at Manchester University where, too, I had to do 

book reviews, paper assignments and written examinations for study in Development Administration and Management but, 

to be honest, teachers there were more rigorous and encouraged original ideas and views. Undoubtedly JNUSU elections are 

held regularly and without commercial publicity rather with full intellectual rigour and hence all the leaders are usually high 

quality students unlike other universities where mediocre students are front leaders in students unions. In JNU the leaders 

are masters of international affairs. Quality begets quality. That is why many student leaders of JNU have become excellent 

teachers either in JNU or elsewhere - Anand Kumar, D.P. Tripathi, Maitreyi Chaudhari, to name a few.

However, from the critical angle, I must say that Prof Y. Singh, Prof T. K. Oomen and Prof R. K. Jain were outstanding original 

thinkers, researchers and teachers in CSSS; Prof. Partha N. Mukherjee, Prof. K. L. Sharma, Dr J. S. Gandhi and Dr Nirmal 

Singh were excellent teachers. Others were good teachers in Sociology. But I gained from all of them for which I owe my debt 

to them in letter and spirit. However, to be honest I do remember Dr Arun Sahai who was an original thinker –sociologist 

(who had come after teaching in UK) but unfortunately due to some politics at the 'Centre' he could not continue in 
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CSSS/SSS for long. But I do recall his depth and range of knowledge; while 

teaching V. Pareto, he took us to the philosophical arena of 'The Critique of 

Pure Reason' (by Kant) - the toughest book I have read so far. Though I could 

understand very little, yet I developed a critical sense after reading Kantian 

philosophy. Actually only four students (in my entire class of 50 students) - 

namely Avijit Pathak, A. D., Surendra Sharma and I - used to attend his rigorous 

philosophical class. But he was proud of us and uttered somewhere that his 

students will shine in their life some day somewhere. His prophecy proved true 

- two of us, myself and Surendra Sharma, joined civil services and other two 

Avijit Pathak and AD joined academics. Avijit Pathak had a flair for writing and 

used to edit a wall journal 'The Rebel' at that time. Now he is a Professor at the 

centre.

There were some negative activities, both at the centre level and at the 

university level. There were two factions in the faculty; therefore, sometimes 

students were used or were victims of the 'system', so to say. Undoubtedly, as 

the Chinese saying goes, 'when two elephants fight, it is the grass that 

suffers'. Further, for the first time in 1983, JNU was closed sine die and 

hostels were vacated. This led to several hardships to students - we had to 

manage food and lodging somehow outside. Subsequently, the admission 

policy was changed, and poor students from backward regions suffered most. 

Earlier JNU was an esteemed institution to transform students with potential 

from ordinary backgrounds to highly talented, imaginative, humane and 

successful human beings in order to easily accept the challenges of the 

everyday life and conquer the outside world. Later it became an elitist 

institution but the system realised it later and the previous policy of giving 

weightage to regional deprivation was restored.

Undoubtedly, JNU is a fresher-friendly, student-centred, broad ideology-based 

institution of a special kind where there is dialogue (no monologue), mutual 

understanding and sharing ambience. There students of opposite sex meet and 

mix at different places (classrooms, hostels, library, dhabas and lawns) 

without any ill-feeling, prejudice and animosity. Even after passing out from 

JNU, I like the environment so much that I would prefer to join the faculty given 

an opportunity. Whenever ex-students of JNU meet in any corner of the world, 

they develop heartfelt solidarity with each other remembering their common 

JNU umbilical cord. The memorable moments spent by me in JNU are 

everlasting and whatever I am today as an administrator, sociologist and 

creative writer, it is mostly due to my golden years of learning and sharing of a 

community life at JNU.

So far I have published about one dozen books in sociology and creative writing 

(both in English and Hindi). Several research articles have also been published 1134



in Indian Journal of Public Administration, Journal of Rural Development, Yojana, Management in Government, etc. Needless 

to say that I got a vision in JNU and I am trying to share it with the younger generations to the best of my ability in some way 

or other.

Subhash Sharma

My JNU Days: Turning of a New Leaf

I had come to JNU after completing graduation and the Bachelor's law degree form Delhi University. Though I was at Delhi 

University, being a student activist as well as a participant in student union activities brought me to JNU campus on many 

occasions before my admission. My association with JNU culture was with the study circle which was run by Prof. Sawant 

from Maharashtra, who resided in the married quarters which were provided to married research scholars. Before coming to 

JNU, I was of the opinion that the world view that we were committed to was something which should be followed strictly 

and that would lead to the making of a New India.

However, the interaction at JNU convinced me that there was somthing which was incomplete in me and I needed to look 

beyond my idological conviction to make my understanding of India and the world a better one with a new approach and that 

I had to understand other ideological and epistemological streams before firming my own conviction and for which my 

admission at JNU was must.I was part of JP's student movement and was wanted by the police in Delhi Univesity   for my 

anti- emergency views. When I applied to the Center for Social Systems and School of International Studies, I got admission 

in both but I preferred to join CSSS because this was the descripline which would fulfill my quest for knowledge.

After getting a room in the Ganga hostel I started taking part in the student politics of JNU along with Ms. Ranjana, now my 

wife and then a student of CPS. I become part of the Free Thinkers student organization. This forum was very close to my 

own thinking as it provided an open ended approach to view society with freshness and energy.

Soon after my admission then was a general body meeting of students organized at Ganga Hostel to discuss problems of the 

university students and the academia. A resolution was brought forward by the student president condemning the Vice-

Chancellor and the various irregularities on the campus like admission policy, hostel facility, library inadequacy, etc.

However, at this occasion, I presented an alternative view and stated that whatever was happening in JNU should not be 

viewed in isolation but in the larger context of the emergency. Therefore, students were denied admission and the presence 

of the police on the campus was due to the emergency raj which needed to be condemned and opposed. This resolution was 

supported by Anil Singh who was living in Ganga Hostel too. It was accepted and the JNU campus was closed in opposition 

to the emergency. Probably JNU was the only campus in the country which was closed down in opposition of the 

emerrgency. I continueed my academic pursuits and struggle at JNU campus till I was finally arrested unde the 'Maintenance 

of the Internal Security Act' and put in Tihar jail. It was an outcome of our meeting with JP in Bombay who was the father 

figure of the the movement to usher in a new India though total revolution.  We had gone to participate in this meeting along 

with N. Raja Ram and Ranjana. It was courageous on the part of all those who went to Bombay to meet JP because we knew 

that it would lead to our arrest and being sent to prison on our return. I still have a memorable photograph with JP standing at 

his sofa side along with Ranjana and Anjana and Rajaram. This photograph was taken by an eminent Gandhian.

On our return from Bombay I was arrested form room to 148 in Ganga Hostel in the afternoon with the connivance of the 
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university authorites. From there, I was taken to three different jails namely, 

Tihar Delhi, Etawah District Jail and Benares Central Jail. I was there for 

almost a year and was out only when emergency was lifted and general 

elections were declared. The Congress was routed, and Smt. Indira Gandhi and 

her son Sanjay Gandhi lost. It was the most important day in India's 

democracy. My father Shri A.S. Bhadauria, my mother Smt Sarla Bhadauria 

and of course me who were all in prision during the emergency were out and it 

was a very happy reunion.

I joined JNU again. This learning experience bhought me in touch with Prof. 

Bipan Chandra, Prof. Moonis Raza, and of course Prof. Yogendra Singh who 

was my guru and from whom I learnt the art of looking at things with an open 

mind. In fact the most interseting chapter of my political life opened when I 

contested for the presidentship of JNUSU against Sita Ram Yechury.  Had I 

not gone to JNU, I would not have interacted with student leaders like Prakash 

Karat, Anand Kumar, Jairas Banaji, Sitaram Yechury, and DP Tripathi, Most 

importantly I married Ranjana, my life partner along with  whom I spent my  

JNU days and we today try to practice whatever good we could grasp there.

Sudhindra Bhadauria, South Asia Forum for Peoples

My Years in JNU

It was a friend of mine in college at Bangalore who first told me about JNU in 

glowing terms. An intense desire to become a student of JNU was kindled then 

and there. In fact, the better part of my final year in graduation went in 

preparing for the JNU entrance examination.

I still remember the day in 1995 when I woke up in the morning and opened the 

newspaper with trepidation to check the results of the JNU Sociology 

Entrance Examination. Seeing my roll number in the list of successful 

candidates was a moment I cherish to this day. Little did I know that my life 

had changed forever that very moment!

JNU is not just a university…it is an experience… an experience of a lifetime. It 

embodies a quest… not merely a quest for excellence, but more importantly, a 

quest for the development of the highest faculties of mind and spirit. My years 

in JNU roughly spanned the period from 1995 to 1998 when I did my Masters 

and M.Phil in the Centre for Study of Social Systems. I vividly recall the very 

first lecture of the M.A. course given by Prof. Anand Kumar where each of us 

was challenged (though gently!) to expostulate and then to defend our extant 

views on society and polity. The experience was unlike anything that any one 

of us freshers had ever known before. He provoked us to think critically and 1136



nudged us into taking hitherto unattempted stands on events and actions occurring around us. The short presentation that 

each one of us had to give before our classmates on a social movement of our region was our first introduction to critical and 

constructive analysis. But old habits die hard! Prof. Anand Kumar still continues to challenge his ex-students to contribute 

articles - like this one- for the JNU souvenir within a stiff deadline!

Again, Dr. Avijit Pathak's classes on Methodology in Social Sciences opened up a whole new perspective on social thought. 

Durkheim, Marx, Weber ceased to remain mere names. Instead, they became the eyes through which the mind observed and 

deconstructed varied social systems. It was a sea change from the manner in which one had studied Sociology till then. Prof. 

T.K. Oommen's insightful lectures and sharp humour within the classroom and outside were a sheer delight. The humour 

continues to ring through the telephone even when he calls up today!

JNU was a home away from home for me. There are many enduring images of those three years in my mind. The bonhomie of 

hostel life, the laughter and banter pervading the hostel mess during mealtimes, the sharing of good and bad times with 

roommates, the students union election fever, the Holi fervor, the festive Hostel nights with our special guests, free fitness 

exercise by way of long walks from Ganga Hostel to the Centre and back in rain and shine, the impatient wait at the 

telephone centre for calls from family in the pre-mobile phone era, the squabbles in the morning and evening hours with other 

hostelmates for taking one's bath before the taps went dry, post-dinner walks around the lush green campus, keenly 

observing the potential couples on campus and in turn getting observed even more keenly as one such… Those images have 

endured in the form of lasting memories as well as lasting friendships with many fellow JNUites till this day. Many of us have 

moved on in life and are busy in hectic schedules. But an invisible thread runs through our disparate lives, binding us into one 

community that we once were, wherever we may be.

For me, JNU was doubly special for another reason. I found my life partner in my classmate. In fact, to this day, whenever we 

get time off from our office schedules, JNU is always on our must-visit destinations. Of course, there are no known faces 

among the student community on campus as almost 11 years have passed since we left JNU. But our professors are always 

available, welcoming us into their homes with the same love and affection that they gave us 11 years earlier. For my spouse 

Sambit and me, JNU is and will always be the alma mater which has made us what we are today.

It is therefore with some dismay that I read sporadic reports of intolerance on campus these days. My years in JNU only 

reinforced my belief in non-doctrinaire humanism. This perhaps reflected in my choice of M.Phil dissertataion on Gandhian 

nationalism. JNU being a salad bowl of different and competing identities of religion, region, caste and creed, my years in the 

university were deeply enriching in terms of fostering social sensitivity and a spirit of inquiry. In my life and work, if I am able 

to reflect this social responsiveness and responsibility, I would have repaid my debt to JNU and to the larger society in a 

small measure.  May the JNU tribe thrive!

Vandana Ramachandran, IRS, CSSS:1995-1998

JNU: A University That Defies the Conventional

“This is not an ancient tomb where one goes about on tiptoe in order not to awaken ideas; this must be an orderly voyage 

over the earth, changeable and industrious”.

The words seem apt to describe a place like JNU. There is no tiptoe; all is loud and clear and the University represents the 
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best values; the students' spirit is not wrapped in the preoccupations and 

hatreds that are reminiscent of the world today; neither is there any sense of 

cynicism about politics or protests. The very first day in the University one is 

taken by surprise by the way in which the JNU Students' Union and different 

political groups go about the admission assistance. For any newcomer who has 

only heard of the degenerate accompaniments that go with student politics in 

many Universities, this comes as a whiff of fresh air and instills confidence. 

The interaction with the teachers, some of them the best in their fields also 

was a humbling experience, they kept their ideological orientations intact, but 

kept discrimination away while all through maintaining a demeanour filled with 

humility.

“When Politics Decides Your Future Decide What Your Politics Must Be” was 

one of the first posters that caught my eye, little wonder then that one was 

introduced to political protests also almost immediately. The first of the 

protests was against efforts to privatise the University and as the events 

unfolded the Vice Chancellor also carried out a sit-in protest that soon caught 

the media attention. Soon there were protests against the French 

Ambassador's visit to speak on 'Peace in the Nuclear Age' a few days after 

conducting Nuclear Test in the Pacific. Criticism of the protest action was met 

with a pamphlet 'Reflections on a Remonstration' that proclaimed loudly 

“protests are by nature disruptive, one cannot expect the calmness of an 

evening tea party”. This was followed by the Vice Chancellor's invitation to 

discuss modes of protests over a cup of coffee at the library canteen when 

threats of disciplinary action did not evoke any fear. Protests and negotiations, 

pamphlets and notices, debates and discussions continued and informed us as 

much as class room lectures if not more.

There were protests against incidents of caste oppression, communal 

violence, imperialist wars and terror; against price rise and anti-people 

policies, national and international issues while at the same time striking a 

balance and raising issues that affect the students like the hostel 

accommodation problem, fee-hike, scholarship etc. The JNUSU had come to 

gain a reputation as an instrument of struggle that even people outside looked 

up to. It is no wonder then that the JNUSU successfully led movements 

against fee-hike in FTII Pune, against the ban of student politics in Aligarh 

Muslim University and Jamia Millia Islamia. The Campus rose up in protest and 

successfully foiled the entry of Advani for an official programme against his 

direct role in the Babri Masjid demolition and the communal violence in the 

aftermath of the rath yathra. The Indian Express responded with an editorial 

“Time To Crack The Whip On JNU”. The JNU community responded with a 

strong rebuttal of the Indian Express and JNU continues as a premier centre of 
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research paying scant respect to the editorial's call for changing its character and the predominant political-ideological 

orientation of the campus.

Huge, unprecedented protests marked the killing of Com.Chandrashekhar, former President of JNUSU at Siwan, forcing the 

State to institute CBI enquiry; the united organised response cutting across political divides, including all sections of the 

JNU community is something etched deep in mind. The movement for the setting up of a democratic Gender Sensitisation 

Committee Against Sexual Harassment, the first of its kind anywhere in the Third World followed culminated successfully. 

The efforts by the JNUSU to implement a Progressive Admission Policy was unsuccessful and will personally remain one of 

the biggest regrets as it would have helped the students from the socially, economically and regionally deprived as well as 

girls to have greater access to education in JNU. It was ten years back on Gandhi Jayanti that the student movement saw a 

major crackdown by the administration and 63 students were arrested with 14 being sent to Tihar for a few days. The 

outside world responded against the move and the write-up in the Mainstream “Little Hitlers in the Academia” was a strong 

critique of the authoritarian nature of the administration. As always the administration had to bow down before the united 

students' struggle and accept each one of the demands raised by the JNUSU. Mobilisations against the Gujarat carnage, 

against imperialist wars in Iraq and Afghanistan, against Israeli atrocities in Palestine, against caste oppression and killings 

in different parts of India, against communalisation and commercialisation of education, against nuclear tests and 

everything that was against democratic ethos has been a hallmark of the University. The many new hostels that have come 

up, the institutions like the GSCASH, the Equal Opportunity Office and the scholarships are the testimonies of the successes 

of organised student movement.

JNU remains unique in many ways. Where else can one find instances of the student movement forcing the administration to 

accept the demand of providing residential facilities by hiring a hotel on rent or students fighting for the rights of slum 

dwellers who built JNU and succeeding in getting 64 families house sites, fighting successfully to ensure the right of 

contract workers and security guards? Where else can one find the unity between the students, teachers and workers that 

have seen coordinated struggles and solidarities being built? Where else can one find the firmness of the student union yet 

the best of personal relations with the members in the administration? Today the most important institution that helped in 

shaping the JNU character and its democratic culture is under siege. The elections to the JNUSU have not been held for the 

last two years. It is an assault against all that JNU stands for. I appeal to all the alumni to stand united and extend solidarity 

to the struggle to re-instate the JNUSU which has been an instrument that struggled for all the right causes.

I joined JNU in 1995 and continued for ten long years, was elected as the Councillor, Vice President and President of the 

JNUSU from the Students' Federation of India. Many memories come to mind and JNU just does not fail to attract even five 

years after I completed my PhD. It is here in this great institution that I came to sharpen my own ideas, which I hope to 

preserve with growing loyalty and fervour.  I would not be wrong when I say that in fact it is in this great institution that 

those who had learnt to read and write, came to a new awareness of selfhood and began to look critically at the social 

situation that they find themselves in, often taking the initiative in acting to transform the society that has denied them the 

opportunity of participation. Education at JNU in that sense has been a truly subversive force. Thanks for the seeds planted 

through the years, thanks to the ideas and consciousness developed during that time. Thanks for making us to think and feel 

for the oppressed. Let there be many more JNUs let there be a proliferation of the ideas that JNU and its progressive culture 

stands for.

Vijoo Krishnan, President, JNUSU (1998-99)
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My experiences

To be honest, I had never thought of getting into a prestigious institute like 

JawaharLal Nehru University for my higher studies. But when I heard the news 

from my friends that I've succeeded in making it through to the university I was 

literally cock-a-hoop!

A thousand dreams crossed my mind and wanted to do everything possible 

that I had ever imagined in life. However, after coming to JNU called as an 

“island” in the capital territory was nothing short than shock for me both in 

terms of culture and society.

Let me not delve into that but yes my days at JNU did give me every possible 

opportunity to do a complete introspection and self study more than anything 

else.

What I've witnessed in my seven years at JNU was not what I wished to be in 

my life but rather what I should be in my life to optimize my abilities. That's 

what I feel real education is all about.

Sharing my experiences while at JNU with all you readers is like reliving myself 

at JNU. My life at JNU was nothing short of walking through my education in 

reality. It gave me enough opportunity to harness my resource organizing 

ability and more than that to manage people and organizational structure.

I remember our professor Kanti Prasad Bajpai telling in our class, “I expect a 

student from JNU to be able to manage and inspire a group of people when 

they graduate out of the institute”. Yes, he was very much true in his words. 

And this is precisely, what my education at JNU has done to me personally.

I had always well at making friends and it was not very difficult for me strike 

long term association with many persons from varied background and social 

set up. I cherish my relationship with some of friends till today and wish I 

remain the same with them even today.

In fact while leading a hosteller's life at JNU also made me a better human 
being (at least that's what I feel, I do not know if I'm a better human being) 
because it was for the first time I shared my personal space with a stranger 
from some other background. This actually pushed me to keep my emotions in 
control and to learn to make required adjustments according to the situations.

Also when I came to JNU I was exposed to a new world of learning and being 
educated, where free interactions among students and faculty and the outside 
world was core part of the education structure, which I had not experienced 
earlier. 1140
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Close and one-to-one interaction with the outside world exposed me to a new process of learning that later on helped in 

assessing my own understanding about various events to which I until then remained as a mute spectator. For instance, our 

discussions with former diplomat J.N.Dixit after the Kargil war was like an eye-opener for me, when I was able to discuss 

with him for couple of hours about the event at length.

I feel such a method of imparting education goes a long way in expanding one's individual thinking and imaginative abilities.

Pinaki Routray, SIS,  M.A. (1997-99), Centre for West European Studies (1999-2004)

The Peacock Dance at JNU

Whata sight it was around 8.20 am on a cool, bright, April morning. Having dropped Ankoor for his last University paper, I 

was driving into the clean, green and absolutely eco-friendly JNU campus in a slow, steady but careful motion. I was 

pleasantly taken aback when I got a glimpse of a male peacock meticulously spreading its unique tail in near perfect unison. 

Though being barely fifteen feet away from the road, he was completely engrossed in what is universally prevalent, the 

practice of attracting and cajoling a person or animal from an opposite sex. While doing so, he was totally oblivious to the 

fact that there were onlookers if not the spectators in the close vicinity, taking full advantage of the serene and dust free 

atmosphere of the sprawling campus. Today being a Saturday, I was, perhaps, impelled to enjoy every bit of it.

I did not have enough of peacock gazing that somebody created a momentary disturbance by driving his automobile (with his 

sweet heart in toe) somewhat recklessly at a very close range. The peacock, on the contrary, being unmindful of what was 

going on, commenced his dance in an extremely attractive and rhythmic manner, so much so, that another car passed by, 

followed by a man on a bicycle but four of his female companions appeared stuck and totally glued to the dance 

performance. I wish I had a camera or a handy cam to shoot, record and preserve this unusual happening for posterity. After 

a while, a few females depart and others join the 'event'. Nonetheless, the solo performer appears firm and fearless. He 

keeps on spreading his gorgeous tail in an area of at least five to six feet, thus drawing also the attention of some lovely, 

colourful, rarely seen birds. A time comes when he is all alone but does not mind. Nor he seems in a hurry to wind up his 

charming activity. In no time, another she peacock comes from the side of Arawali Guest House and begins admiring the rare 

spectrum. A cyclist with his innocent looking wife seated in front passes by. He does not bother to even turn his head. 

Perhaps for them it may be a daily affair. It is not so for me. After all, I was privileged to witness it after a gap of good twenty 

six years.

Precisely after ten minutes or so, I get an indication as if everything is over. But the indomitable and determined male 

peacock does it again to enthrall not only me but also a fellow motorcyclist, a young curious couple and an elderly man 

walking towards the Parthasarthy Rocks. His blue, light blue, green, grey, peach, and black colours simply mesmerize all of 

us. This was something to be felt, that too, rather deeply and sincerely. A few routine words cannot possibly describe the 

soothing feelings some of us came across at this point of time.

A handicapped man passes by. A truck full of construction material comes and goes. An old couple comes, stares and 

departs but the peacock continues with his 'show'. Upon seeing a few eye catching birds from a different species, the 

peacock drops his fan-like tail all of a sudden, to resume his dance. By now, he looks quite professional. I watch the whole 

thing by presumably ignoring many key and crucial appointments for the day ahead. Latter, could, perhaps be postponed or 

cancelled but not this rare view, so to say.



The number of people and vehicles, however, register a rise with the rising Sun 

but the conglomeration of peacocks simply relishes indulging in and enjoying 

its favorite activity, normally witnessed during the thick of Monsoon. They 

simply appear unfamiliar with the expressions, such as, pause, intermission or 

abatement. Anything accomplished with profound devotion and noble 

intentions is always welcome, I utter to myself.

The Male peacock dances once again in full glory, possibly for the fifth time, 

thus providing me a free, unforgettable and fabulous bout of entertainment. I 

was not only on the seventh heaven. I was simply carried away. Perhaps, I felt 

privileged having received entry into a different world. While an attractive teen 

aged girl passes by, the male peacock speaks very fondly without realizing that 

he is being observed and watched without any break for more than half an 

hour. They say “all good things come to an end”. I suppose, this extraordinary 

happening was no exception.

While my watch shows 9 am, sweat appears on my forehead. Ultimately, it 

intrudes into my eye lids. The male peacock, in the meanwhile, performs its 

'disappearance' act. When it was in the process of following his 'girlfriends' 

deep into the lush green forest now surrounding the imposing JNU Central 

Library, probably to get more eternal bliss, I am left with no option but to ignite 

the engine of my car to rejoin my life partner to struggle past another day. I do 

not forget to wipe my specs to ensure a clearer vision. While I gradually 

accelerate and begin to zoom off on the empty campus road near the Kaveri 

Hostel, I am greeted with the familiar sound of another male peacock possibly 

attempting to attract a separate bunch of his opposite sex. But I succeed in 

resisting the temptation to look back. I wish and desire them to relax and 

indulge into merry making by drifting away from the maddening crowd of the 

selfish human beings. Don't the latter regularly succeed in encroaching upon 

the age-old and undisputed habitat of the former? I ask myself while gaining 

entry into my residence, located in the midst of a non-descript concrete jungle.

Alok K Shrivastava, Principal Secretary, Dept. of PIME-NEC, Govt. of 

Sikkim, New Sikkim House, 14 Panchsheel Marg, Chankyapuri, New Delhi-

110021

JNU taught me perseverance, compassion

Ashok Tanwar, 1997- (CHS, School of Social Sciences)

It?s akin to a fairy tale. What started as a part-time engagement, soon turned 

into a passion, and eventually, destiny. I was destined to be in politics and there 

I am. Having been in public life past 13 years, I have undergone moments of 142
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triumph and tribulations, ecstasy and agony and it has been like being in one big whirlpool all through. One thing which has 

remained constant though through the rough and tumble of life has been a quiet delight of belonging to a community which 

thrives on knowledge, compassion, curiosity, creativity and camaraderie. JNU has lived with me each day, and even today, I 

continue to learn from it, yearn for it.

When I had arrived in JNU in 1997 I was na?  and uninitiated. Hailing from a small place, Jhajjhar in Haryana, I had high 

aspirations and a desire to excel and JNU provided me an instant opportunity to do so. I can proudly say that it does not 

matter which social or economic background you come from, if you are willing to commit yourself to a cause and pursue your 

dreams with passion, there is no looking back. JNU gives us the strengths to face the vicissitudes of life. It treats us all 

equally and imbibes in us the values of self-respect, love, and mutual harmony.

One of the most exciting aspects of being at this campus is the exposure to diverse culture ? JNU is like a melting pot of 

culture ? and helped me a great deal in comprehending the socio-political realities of whole of India, the social milieu in which 

different groups co-exist. It also turned into a veritable training ground for me to be sensitive to the needs of the poor, 

common people and the deprived. There were moments of agony and anxiety but I held my nerve and worked towards my 

goals with zeal and honesty. I request youngsters not to get deterred by temporary setbacks in life.

I had nurtured a modest desire to be in politics and the idea got emboldened after I reached JNU. The liberal environment, 

high academic standards, generous support of teachers and a thriving political culture prompted me to mull over my ideas 

deeply. Soon I had made up my mind, and the rest is history. When you dream of something, you should not leave any stone 

unturned and the results will please you for the rest of your life.

Today as the President of the Indian Youth Congress and Member of Parliament I have little hesitation in acknowledging that 

much of my conduct possesses deep influences of JNU. I can empathise with people well, argue my case diligently and 

support it with empirical evidence, take a holistic view of problems, share dreams and delights and delusions of people, be 

compassionate. Politics is a tough vocation and requires perseverance and patience in abundance. I am glad due to my 

training at JNU I possess these virtues and they help me a great deal.

JNU also helped me set higher goals for myself. I still recall how the juvenile competition of producing a better term paper 

and class presentation than your friends at the Centre for Historical Studies soon became a compelling habit, and now is a 

perennial companion. I am always striving to put in my best in everything that I do, be it in politics or my personal life.

I am glad that as an MP now I am part of the Standing Committee of Parliament on Human Resource Development and one of 

the reasons for this has been my academic training. In days and months ahead I shall be happy to contribute my bit for 

education, for JNU, and for aam aadmi.

I take this opportunity to thank all at JNU ? my teachers, friends, non-teaching staff, mess staff, dhaba workers and 

political opponents -- who contributed immensely to my growth as a social human being, a thinking academic, a passionate 

companion. I take great pleasure in serving people and contributing to the cause of nation building by virtue of my 

association with politics. JNU lives with me, each day.

Member of Parliament, Sirsa; President, Indian Youth Congress
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My Wonder Years at JNU….

Sharda Vishwanathan,

GENDER INSTITUTE,

LONDON SCHOOL OF ECONOMICS AND POLITICAL SCIENCE

When I think of my landing in JNU the first thought that comes to my mind is 

gone with the Wind. It's absolutely amazing that two years have passed and I 

never realized it. This is rightly the JNU effect. I would aptly title it as the Land 

of Movers, Shakers and Dopers. Once in this land you don't need an earthquake 

to move it and shake it into pieces. The Vice-Chancellor and the JNU 

administration do the needful!

I still remember those months of discussion I had with my family, who were not 

ready to send me to JNU and how I refused to do my masters at Mumbai 

University and thus took a years break from academics .. The reputation JNU 

had for academics as well as the unique student politics played a central role in 

my decision to do my masters here. Finally after a year's break when my family 

agreed to my coming here I was on cloud 9. It was a feeling that I still cherish 

and I felt like I had conquered the whole world. And. I was right; my academic 

life and exposure is just a proof of the same. I was amazed and excited when I 

actually interacted with my professors, who are well-known academicians 

whose books I had read during my under graduation days. The amount of 

academic freedm one gets and the healthy environment which gives ample 

space for debate and dialogue is something I think which makes JNU different 

from other research universities. It is this academic freedom that has helped 

me question things, critically challenge norms and perspectives and thus be 

more pro-active rather than the passive individual with a carefree attitude I 

was before coming here. It truly is an island in itself; a bubble, different from 

the world. It is a battleground where grenades of words and intellect are 

constantly hurled at each other, where the slogans and revolutionary songs are 

music to ears. A place where one hears the voices in support of the workers, 

the women, the dalits and the other oppressed sections of the society, which 

doesn't even feature in the dictionary of the Netas, Babus and the Social 

Elites. What really struck me here was the hand crafted posters which 

adequately covered every single issue. The walls of the entire academic 

complex spoke about feminism, workers rights, the nuclear deal, imperialism 

and every concern of the society that most people feel are insignificant. Street 

Plays to public meetings and movie screenings are centred around these issues 

and help in making every individual politically aware before they crossed the 

JNU boundaries.
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JNU is incomplete without its Dhabhas. Ganga Dhabha to Chandrabagha, every dhabha has its own specialty. Ganga dhabha 

for the aloo bondas, godavari for its banta, tapti for its chai and bhajjiyas, mughal dhabha and Raju bhaiyya's maggi; and the 

list is endless. The dhabhas are surely a seat of intellectual debate where one analyses the entire nation over just a cup of 

Chai. It's here at the dhabhas where randomness is at its best. The Randomness is a unique feature of JNU wherein one 

meets people randomly and ends up doping and sharing lives with them. How can I forget 24/77 It holds a very significant 

place in the history of JNU as it marks the defeat of campus corporatization. However I remember while I was on campus it 

had become quite an action spot for everyday brawls which was never solved without the intervention of G4S. When my 

friends visited me in JNU they felt that the Group 4 Security Guards patrolled JNU like the NSG commandoes. They surely 

are the sine qua non of JNU.

JNU is very synonymous with Nature. Caves, JNU Lake, PSR, PSR OAT, Neel Gai are the true gems of the Aravalli range. 

There is a popular belief in JNU that one who sees the Neel Gai stays on campus for seven years. The caves and PSR are 

home to various birds and animals. I often thought that long quiet walks along the ring road would never end, but its sad that 

it did! These silent walks surely did help one introspect, to reflect and collect one's thoughts.

As they say a bubble finally breaks and what is left are just pieces that never can be put together. Here I am outside the 

bubble sitting in a land where I see people around me living in an illusion that the world has progressed, women are being 

treated as equals, slums no more exist and the oppressed classes are no more oppressed! JNU has taught me to look at 

things not from the perspective of a privileged class but to discard my blinders and view the society beyond the coloured lens. 

It's true that one can be out of JNU but, JNU cannot be out of one's system.

MONA DAS

I joined JNU in the year 2000; this year turned out to be significant for student politics on campus. This was the year when a 

right wing student group managed to win the Presidential post by just one vote. Therefore, for every new student aligning 

with one or the other left student organisation was a difficult choice to make. We were told if you do not reverse the mandate 

by joining SFI you are strengthening the hands of the ABVP. In those times, rejecting this logic of political arithmetic, for a 

radical students' movement, some of us decided to join AISA. We in AISA were' committed to establishment of an 

egalitarian, secular, democratic, gender sensitive society and campus. But we were told time and again, you are weak 

organisationally and you have no chance of playing any meaningful role in this direction.

However, by the year 2003 things changed, students saw through the double speak of the official left groups and there was 

an ever growing acceptance for AISA's radical politics. The legacy of Comrade Chandrashekhar and his supreme sacrifice 

for the cause of the marginalised was always a guiding light. We gradually registered impressive wins and once again 

managed to change the course of Students Union activism. Under the Student's Union banner, we fought struggles which 

were unthinkable in the era of corporatisation. We ensured Nestle was driven out and our very own dhabas survived on the 

campus. Students Union emerged as a voice of the most marginalised sections of Indian society be it tribals of Kalinganagar, 

dalits of Jhajjar and Gohana, war-ravaged society of North-East, industrial workers of Gurgaon. JNU students braved the 

SPG, showing black flags to the Prime-Minister himself, in protest against the neo-liberal agenda of the Congress-led UP A. 

But braving batons of police was not enough--we had to work through and against the boycott from within a left dominated 

students union for showing black flags to the PM.



One of the most vivid memories of my first few days in JNU is that of the 

JNUSU's vibrancy and robustness. As a student from LSR where we virtually 

lived in incubators protected from 'corrupt' politics, this 'new' institution was 

both exciting and inspiring. We realised how privileged we were to have a 

representative body which could ward off attacks on students' rights 

whenever we visited campuses like Aligarh Muslim University and Benaras 

Hindu University-veritable police campssto extend our solidarity to the cause 

of democratisation of these campuses. Generations of students have 

galvanised and enlivened this valuable institution by leading and participating 

in scores of struggle-ranging from militant resistance against privatisation and 

corporatisation, to those for gender justice, to protracted fight for the rights of 

contractual workers. Today, the assault on this very institution in the form of 

Lyngdoh Committee recommendations is an attack on the very character of 

JNU as we have known it.

My years in JNU are very special, for the encounters I had at the level of ideas 

and actions. I understood the real nature of Indian state, things that I had read 

in my Political Science books made sense only after I was exposed to real 

politics on campus and outside. But the question is- will this survive in the 

absence of JNUSU and elections? Even more importantly, will we not be 

enfeebling our Social Sciences and Humanities, by sealing off our research 

from movemental politics?
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JNU makes me feel worth what 'I am’

This JNU souvenir is really for understanding ourselves, and connecting with another's experience. For each of us alumni, 

there is really no equal to telling our life story at the JNU. The JNU story I can tell you is an experience in nostalgia, 

remembering more 'whys' than 'what' I learned and unlearned, the JNU things or JNU ways that motivated me. More 

important than historical reconstruction in telling this JNU story is how we see ourselves and want others to see us.

Although I had a great dream to join JNU earlier I could join here only in 1989 for my MPhil programme at CPS after a brief 

(two year) stint of work at the Department of Education (MHRD, New Delhi) and after that I left for SOAS, London for my 

PhD in Political Science under the Commonwealth (UK) Fellowship Plan. Had I known that JNU has an undergraduate course 

in many foreign languages, I would have definitely joined it then. After the graduation, the academic session at Allahabad 

University was late by more than a year, hence the missed opportunity.

The JNU admission offer came as a breather for me. Coming from a rural background from a very simple family in a remote 

village in Bhagalpur district of Bihar, the very first experiences were thrilling, exciting as well as empowering. Everybody 

respected everybody for his/her individuality, for what 's/he actually was' irrespective of caste, class, upbringing, linguistic 

and communicative competence and academic exposure. This typical JNU characteristic respect for and recognition of 

individual 'difference' really empowered me in every sense and made me prosper vigorously and rapidly to the second and 

third stages of my launch into real academics and really cherished friendships. My soul craved for romance in academics, to 

become an intellectual and have great friends, and to some extent now I have all these although I bit disillusioned with 

'genuine' academics and 'academic freedom' as it exists today in most Indian institutions.

I think most of us who joined JNU those days in 1980s or earlier have similar JNU stories to narrate albeit some deviations 

were caused by serious compulsions of choosing a career in the civil services. But largely, the contours and shades of this 

JNU dream narratives are more or less the same. All of us those days believed that people –  students, alumni, faculty, staff – 

who lived the JNU experience understood themselves as part of something culturally, socially and intellectually significant. 

Education, culture, peer learning and enjoyment were the main facets of inspirational JNU life. And JNU offered 

opportunities as vast as the landscape that surrounds it. JNU life offered us creative, analytical, investigative, and 

intellectual strength. Individual learning with mutual respect for each other's ways of seeing was the focus of campus life 

and education at JNU.

The JNU created aspiring individuals (on professional basis) and groups (mainly on ideological basis). Students from a full 

range of all core subjects – foreign languages, Indian languages, science, history, political science, sociology, etc. engaged 

themselves in national and international issues, ideas, information, and ways of thinking that helped them expand their mind 

and life. Except for a few civil services aspiring groups and some estranged philosophers (pun intended), JNU guys and girls 

had irresistible passion, love and romance for ideas and experiments in every sphere of life. There were some brilliant 

students who had somewhat extraordinary command of a subject to inform and persuade others. They weren't afraid to 

swap opinions. And majority of JNU students grew…in knowledge, in intellectual skills, and in confidence. Yes, there was 

also another side to this: Derrida, Foucault and Sex after a few pegs of rum/whisky or dope for the select few and 

fantasizing gossip, smokes, paans and tea for the majority.

Life at JNU after 1991-92
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Today, in 2009 JNU has a bustling environment, with around 7000 students, 

with the addition of many new hostels. I left JNU as a student in September 

1993 midway through my PhD work. I saw JNU campus life vitiated by three 

important but cumulative turn of events with the onset of 1990s. The first 

was the ushering in of liberalization, privatization and globalization policy, 

which marked a shift in individual attitudes and values with increasing market 

individualism, consumerism and careerism or professionalism. This also led to 

degradation of values in research, teaching and the collective campus life. The 

other two events were political in nature brought out by 'mandalisation' 

(backward class movements) and 'kamandalisation' (e.g. saffron upsurge) 

affecting every aspect of social and public life in India including universities 

and organizations. 

The 1990s and 2000s presented JNU qualitatively a very different 

environment than the previous decades as it was then known and experienced. 

During the 70s and 80s, the University had a relatively small student 

population, mostly from poorer and rural backgrounds except for girl students, 

who mainly came from urban educated middle classes. Whilst the earlier 

generation of students had classes and disputations every day over the dining 

table or dhabas, the present generation of students of this decade, seems to 

take interest mainly in classes or grades and the fast food life at the numerous 

dhabas and glittering malls. Chatting, internet surfing, and whiling away time 

are commonly seen. Lots of money and time is wasted on chatting, on jokes 

and cokes in the new 'malls' but they would resist any hostel fee hike. They 

hardly take any serious interest in national and international issues, ideas and 

opinions, which do not have immediate spin-off for them.

The wholesome (cumulative) impact of these three historical events also 

affected the campus life of JNU. I may be wrong, but after a gap of almost 16 

years when I again joined JNU as a member of the Faculty, things seems to 

have changed a lot whether for the 'good' or for the 'worse', only time and 

history will tell. Students no longer now seem to be interested in higher 

pursuits of life and learning but they see the university as an extension of 

school or workplace. Student unions are in place even today but they do not 

appear to have stood the test of time. Individual students as career oriented 

professionals might be the new success 'mantra' but in this decline in JNU life 

could be a great loss for the society, for the nation and for the 'values' it upheld 

sometime ago. 

Ajay Kumar, Associate Professor, GAE, SSS, MPhil/PhD batch 1989-93
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It Happens Only in JNU!

Experience comes from bad judgment. Good judgment comes from experience.

- unknown

Experience as a general concept comprises knowledge of or skill in or observation of something or some event gained 

through involvement in or exposure to that thing or event. There are several events in JNU that I would like to narrate but I am 

supposed to write my experience in 1500 words. Let me start with the most unforgettable and the first event of my JNU life.

28 July 1994. My uncle and I reached Nizamuddin Railway Station by Mangala Express at around 7 am. With our broken 

Hindi (my uncle thought he could speak better Hindi than me because he was a Railway employee and I thought I could speak 

much better than him because I lived in Hyderabad for quite sometime) we managed to reach upto Munirka by bus. At 

Munirka we decided to hire an auto rickshaw. In order to prove my proficiency in Hindi I asked the auto wala “JNU jayenga?” 

He said, “pachees rupya”. Then I said, “No, no. I will give only pachaas rupya”. He immediately agreed smilingly. I was so 

proud of myself that I bargained successfully and that too in Hindi. My uncle was very very happy for two reasons. (a) He 

didn't have to walk anymore as he has rickety legs and (b) He didn't have to carry my 20 kg luggage. When we reached JNU 

Administration Block I gave 25 rupees to the auto driver. Then I don't know and I still don't remember what he said in Hindi. 

He laughed and hit his forehead with his hand and accepted happily 25 rupees and left.

It was 9.30 am. I had all my testimonials in my red colour file. At the entrance of  Administration Block there were at least 5 

to 6 Assistance Desks displaying their own party banners. I fell prey to the ABVP desk. I am thankful and grateful to that 

organization. What is more interesting is that my understanding of this English acronym of AKHIL BHARTIYA VIDHYARTI 

PARISHAD. For quite some time I thought ABVP was the Hindi translation of ALL INDIA STUDENTS' ASSOCIATION (AISA). I 

felt terribly ashamed of myself when I learnt that these two parties are two extremes. The former is extreme right and the 

latter is extreme left (just not extreme left but ultra left as my classmate Kumar Dhananjay explained to me later).

I must narrate the most touching experience in JNU. Thanks to ABVP aka AISA. The person who helped me in admission 

mission (that turned out to be fait accompli in 2 days) took me to his room no. 105, Kaveri Hostel. He not only gave me a place 

to stay but he ordered me to sleep on his bed because he said a South Indian would not be able to tolerate this cold weather. 

This man quietly spread his mattress on the floor and slept. What a kind gesture! I am indebted to him forever. I stayed with 

him for a week. Fortunately I got my room in Narmada Hostel. I still go to Narmada Hostel whenever I feel lonely and 

depressed. Believe me the ambience of Narmada Hostel and Teflas Canteen gives me an immense pleasure even today. The 

parapets of Teflas and the trees which were just small saplings 14 years ago still talk to me. Just not these trees but every 

brick block in Ganga Dhaba, rock in Parthasarathy Rocks, every bus stop, benches in K.C., table tennis courts of all the 

hostels of JNU, last but not the least my mentor and god father Mr. Mallick talk to me regularly.

To be fair to the concept called experience, let me also recount a sad experience. It is so sad that I can't forget till I die. It is 

the assassination of my dear friend Chandrashekhar, ex-JNUSU president who, I am told, never lost any elections he 

contested.

Just the year before he died, JNUSU under his leadership went on a strike against privatization of the University. I 

participated in the indefinite hunger strike not representing any political party. After 3 days of the hunger strike, a senior 

student told Chandrashekhar that his party had decided to go on a partial bandh. That is whoever wanted to attend the class 
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they may attend. I got furious. I intervened and asked him, “What will happen 

to me and to the cause?” He simply replied, “You are not a member of the 

Union. So you just shut up and go sit on a hunger strike”. Fortunately the strike 

came to an end with a happy note as the then Vice Chancellor Prof. Y.K. Alagh 

agreed to withdraw the privatization bill. We must be happy and are privileged 

to be part of JNU public limited which was once ranked 183rd among top 200 

universities of the world.

Another incident in Narmada Hostel mess is what I think the funniest of all 

experiences in JNU. One fine day I was having my breakfast at the Narmada 

mess table. In front of me sat a fat chap from Bihar. He asked me, “Why people 

in Tamilnadu refuse to speak in Hindi? They all know Hindi and yet they pretend 

as if they can't speak Hindi”. I was extremely annoyed and said, “Why should I 

learn this (I used a four-letter word) language called Hindi when I can speak one 

of the oldest languages of the world?” He got provoked and threatened me 

that he would sue me in the Supreme Court. He said, “How dare you insult the 

matru bhasha and national language of India?” There was mounting tension in 

the mess. Then another guy from Maharashtra calmed me and that fellow 

down. He told me to keep my cool and said to him in Hindi that he should not 

force anyone to speak in a language that one doesn't know. I must say his 

timely intervention eased the tension. All of us are now good friends. The chap 

from Bihar is Shivlal Yadav who is working for JD(U) in Delhi, the Marathi guy's 

name is Suryawanshi who is an SP in Mumbai. This is the specialty of JNU and 

it happens only in JNU.

Ajith Kanna, Associate Professor, CFFS, SLL&CS

Parthasarathy Rocked

After nearly 37 years of association with JNU, I try to recollect the moments 

which seem to be of special significance to me. Our presence today on this 

famous PSR brings to my mind the shooting of a documentary film meant to 

create awareness about drug addiction and in which I happened to participate 

as an actor in the late seventies.  The documentary was being produced by 

Ashish Mukherjee for our government and the bulk of it was shot here on this 

very place where we have all gathered today for the alumni meet as also in my 

room in the Jhelum Hostel.  I had never taken or tasted drugs or hashish in my 

life, though some instances of drug addiction were common among JNU 

students of those days.   I remember having been told by the director of the 

documentary not to shave for a couple of days and to recreate a look of a drug 

addict, a task which I found a little difficult but completed successfully.  I 

remember the scene being shot with other student friends of mine, among 
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them Sonya Gupta, currently director, Centre for European & Latin American Studies, Jamia Milia Islamia, New Delhi and 

herself an accomplished actor and student activist.  However, none of those who  participated in the documentary as drug 

addicts had any addiction except for the famous Shanne Naqvi, who in spite of not being a student of JNU had become an 

integral part of JNU and its culture in those days.

The documentary was shot mostly in this very place where we the actors were asked to climb slowly from the open air 

theatre to the PSR and then sit in a circle and take a puff of the real stuff.  The experience was exhilarating.  Some other 

scenes were shot in my hostel room where I was supposed to be smoking while holding a cigarette in my trembling hands.  

The documentary was dubbed in 16 Indian languages and was shown in major cinema halls all over India.  The experience of 

acting in such a documentary was extraordinary especially when some people who knew me but had never interacted with 

me in JNU or outside, after watching the documentary, were heard commenting “Arre, Dhingra ne to apne aap ko barbaad kar 

liya”, a comment which made me feel great about my acting talents.

Things have changed a lot since then.  PSR is no longer a place for drug addicts.  Another positive thing about it is its 

greenery all around.  I wish the open air theatre could be maintained properly so that cultural activities are organized here on 

a regular basis.

Anil Dhingra, Professor, Centre of Spanish, Portuguese, Italian & Lain American Studies, SLL&CS

JNU Nostalgia

JNU in the good old days was an abode of genuine learning, imbibed not only in class-rooms but equally, if not more, through 

interaction, debates, study circles, and discussions over endless cups of tea at Nilgiris running into the wee hours of the 

morning. JNU was a place where the commonality of being a student made for bonding, regardless of one's ideological 

affliliations, and the common quest for knowledge made mentoring by the faculty a hallmark of this university. JNU was the 

gateway to discovering oneself and the other, recovering and unpeeling the multiple layers of the diversity and richness of 

India and Indian consciousness. For many of us it included being confronted and coming to terms for the first time with the 

stark reality of one's middle-class origins and maturing into responsible, accountable and caring young adults with a view to 

upholding principles, making an attempt, no matter how small, at making a difference. Everybody was an unforgettable 

character, a 'namuna' in the most positive sense of the word.

Getting to and out of the campus was an adventure in itself, since connectivity was poor to say the least. Many friendships 

and acquaintanceships with fellow students, whose names one often never knew, were struck while cursing the non-

appearance of the bus, our life-line to the wilderness that constituted the city. The sight of the 612 turning the corner was 

greeted with sighs of relief and a mad rush to get on to the bus, particularly at lunch-time during the hot sweltering summer 

months. Despite the crowd, everybody managed to squeeze in and if someone was sighted at a distance, sprinting to make it, 

others would request the driver or conductor to hold on, the anguish of missing the bus was not something one would wish 

even on one's worst enemy. Basic courtesies were always extended – someone with a heavy bag was always offered help, 

whether one knew them or not and there was never any eve-teasing, no matter how crowded the bus and the elderly were 

always offered a seat. The camaraderie and bonhomie with the bus staff was another characteristic feature – in fact Pappu 

gave us free-rides when he was transferred to another bus route and we happened to hop on to the bus he was driving.
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The 612 eventually made way for the 666, which like the 'mudrikas', ran in 
both directions, the route being circular, the first and the last stop being 
Poorvanchal and the A.I.I.M.S. being the mid-way point. Since the bus ran in 
both directions, JNU students could be seen precariously balanced on dividers 
waiting to make a dash across the road once the bus was sighted, 
gesticulating wildly in an effort to signal it to halt. The importance of the bus 
for students and residents of the campus became obvious when the bus had to 
be hi-jacked to Brahmaputra Hostel, when this first became operational, to 
ensure that the service was extended till that hostel. In addition to the DTC bus 
service, there was the JNU bus, which was a boon to scholars, facilitating 
access to libraries and archives in the city and making it very convenient to go 
on field trips. Certainly, JNU was privileged.

JNU spelt democracy. Hierarchies were sought to be deliberately eroded. 
Everybody was encouraged to speak their minds, to argue rationally, to 
overcome fear and intimidation, and to fight for their beliefs if required. All 
languages enjoyed the same status and were equally respected. Often one 
person used English because s/he was comfortable in that language and the 
response came in Hindi because the other person was more comfortable in that 
language. There was no value judgment attached. And people were well-read. 
The pluralism and multilingualism of India was reflected in the truly national 
character of the university. Being at JNU was an emancipative experience, 
breaking down prejudices, fostering independent thinking and tolerance, 
learning to respect others and otherness …

Staying on has shattered many illusions – JNU has changed beyond 
imagination. To begin with – it is difficult to reconcile to the rampant 
consumerism: from a campus where on principle people did not own cars, 
today there are so many vehicles that we are in danger of running out of 
parking place! Simple living is no longer the mantra of the campus.

The Old Campus, popularly known as Down Campus, that had witnessed many 
demonstrations and protests, including the picketing of Prime Minister Indira 
Gandhi, then Chancellor of the University, is today home to Government 
Offices, including that of some security forces – ironic? 

Finally, many of us, who have stayed on and benefited from the liberal and 
democratic culture of JNU have not really nurtured those values. Physically, 
this is reflected in the walling in of structures within the campus. There is, 
perhaps, much less community feeling and solidarity today than in the past.  
There is also a return to hierarchies. Openness and erosion of hierarchies does 
not mean, as we well know, lack of respect or the weakening of the 
institutional framework. Turning the clock back is neither possible nor 
desirable, but it would be worthwhile to contribute towards the on-going 
process of distilling the uniqueness of JNU.

Chitra Harshvardhan, Center for German Studies, SLL&CS 1152



What I Learnt Here : Two Plus Two is not Always Four

I joined M.Tech. programme in SC&SS in 1989. I completed my M.Tech and Ph.D. degree in 1991 and 1996 respectively. I 

joined as a member of the faculty in the School in 1997.

My initial experience at JNU was not good since I was made to rush to Lucknow University to bring my degree certificate by 

a Deputy Registrar and was asked to do so within three days. This in fact delayed my hostel allotment for more than a month 

whereas some of my friends in the same situation were allowed to submit their degree later. This in fact disappointed me 

since I had to manage with my relatives for my stay. I am writing this to say that I was not smart enough make use of the 

various political groups helping students during admission time. It was due to my simple background in the hills of 

Uttrakhand.

At the same time I found the atmosphere in the School as well as Hostels quite suitable for me since students were helpful. 

Specially, my classmates of M.Tech were quite supportive. One reason may be that in my batch, the students (about 20) 

were from almost all states of the country. After that I never saw such a culturally mixed lot coming to M.Tech in SC&SS. 

Coming after studying engineering for four years in Lucknow University, it was quite surprising for me to accept that the 

teachers can be so friendly with the students and there can be free interaction with teachers. It was surprising but pleasing 

too.

JNU was a great experience in my life as a student. Besides, learning academics in JNU, the important thing I started 

learning is about social issues through strongly contested discussion and debates. This I feel brought changes in my thinking 

process. I will explain it as that my thinking was linear, i.e. two plus two is always four, but JNU taught me it was not only the 

plus that mattered but that we must also take the context into account before making a final decision.

The most important thing I like about JNU (specially SC&SS) is freedom to choose your supervisor. I will share my 

experience here. After completion of M.Tech course work, all of my classmates were looking for their supervisors. I talked to 

one of my professors who asked me to come the next day. The moment I left his room I wondered why he had not signed my 

folio and asked me to come the next day. I could not meet him the next day. On the third day when I was about to meet him, 

my classmates, who were gathered in a room discussing about choosing supervisors, informed me that the Professor was 

looking for me the previous day. This made me afraid to meet him. In the mean time another Professor was passing by and 

one of my class mates said “Isee ko pakar lo” (catch hold of him). I started following him to his cabin. He talked to me for five 

minutes and signed my folios. I cannot imagine the happiness of that moment. It is not only the choice of supervisors, JNU 

also gives student freedom to work in the area of his/her interest. Better teacher and student relation in JNU provides helpful 

and encouraging environment for research and makes it a distinct university.

I remember, the GBMs in SC&SS where students participated in large numbers to debate on various issues. This was an 

experience quite amazing and opposite to my earlier conviction that science students are not politically motivated. This 

reminds me of the political arithmetic we used to have to elect councilors from our group (not a political group). This group 

included students from all three programmes - Ph.D., M.Tech and MCA of the School and fought against a particular political 

ideology which few individuals wanted to have in the School. It will be dishonesty, if I say all students in the group were 

apolitical. Few in the group, which I realized later on, also had strong political ideology.

My individual experience, initially after joining the university as a member of the faculty, is not very good. But assessing the 
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university based on mere individual experience may not be appropriate. 

However, the initial difficulties and challenges helped me to emerge as an 

independent individual. It is equally possible in JNU to face challenges without 

fear and to find support from other corners for your cause. If I go a little 

further, without exaggerating, you can fearlessly express your independent 

views on issues to the authorities and in other forums. This is what I feel is one 

of the wonderful gifts given to us by our founder colleagues. But at the end, I 

will also express my apprehensions about slow degradation in fearless and 

well-debated interactions at various forums. But, I am sure JNU has the 

atmosphere and people to defy this.

D.K. Lobiyal, Associate Professor, SC&SS, JNU 

'Muzhe JNU Ho Gaya Hai': From a Teacher's Diary Who 

Came as a Student.

For a JNUite it is never easy to talk or write about JNU, because speech or 

writing about a place or a person requires a space apart from it, a neutral space 

that makes thinking about it possible. JNU is so much part of me, it has so 

deeply impressed my sensibility that it is difficult to extricate myself out of it, 

and so write about it.  JNU grows on you as a student; you grow with it as a 

teacher.

I am to write about the transition or the lack of it from being a student to being 

a teacher. As a student, I had come from Arunachal Pradesh with naïve 

impressions about the university. From what I had gathered from my teachers 

in Arunachal who were JNU alumni, I created a JNU of my mind.  But the real 

JNU that I subsequently knew was even more glorious. In the beginning, the 

professors seemed intimidating as I keenly observed them in the classes, 

corridors and the canteens. I would visualize them balancing invisible shelves 

of books on their heads, as village women balance pots of water on theirs.  I 

was shy of talking to my classmates. I fumbled for the best words that were 

not to be. I felt let down.  But soon I began feeling the nerve of JNU. I met 

teachers who far from being intimidating presences, invited participation and 

encouraged points of view that were our own. The awareness that it was not 

only possible but essential to have diverse ideas and opinions on a single 

subject was what the class taught us. Outside the class, JNU opened itself up 

to our impressionable minds not as a cask full of wisdom but as a never-ending 

enigma. I remember telling my friends from Delhi that the moment you step in 

the campus from the north gate, you smell and feel the touch of JNU in the air. 

But what exactly is this smell or touch, you fail to describe. Out at Ganga 

Dhaba, among  groups of eager talkers separated by the subjects of their talk, 
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you could overhear- and here you are invited to not only to overhear but to even participate-  a Bush being demolished, a 

Saddam being resurrected; you would find a Palestine resisting an Israel; a little farther on Jhelum Lawns, you would witness 

in a street play a reincarnated Draupadi challenging patriarchy; further on in Sutlej hostel during the post-dinner talk on the 

nuclear test you would hear an argument fall and another rise;  almost in every part of the campus where students live, some 

activity might have either matured or started broiling.

Whether you are a student or a teacher, the university broadens your outlook; it makes you extremely tolerant for its sheer 

diversity, if not for anything else. Students and the teachers from different parts of the country and world, with different 

languages, cultures and regions all co-exist by not silencing the other, but by supplanting their particularity to it. You could 

never possess the idea of JNU as you would own the idea of your family, because its diverse ideas and ideologies that each 

grow as solidly as its rocky terrain oppose that. And yet JNU is a family- if you ask any former student- and that is the beauty 

of this university.

The moving on from being a student to becoming a teacher has been like changing the vantage points of looking at the same 

scene. The change of position entails loss and gain of sorts that do not affect the essence of the scene itself, but presents 

different angles to the viewer. As a teacher, for instance, I really miss being part of the UGMs on the various issues.  I grow 

nostalgic of them as of the dinner table discussions, or the JNU elections euphoria, which has unfortunately been put on 

hold.   As a teacher, I really miss being at Parasarthy Rocks in the middle of the night, standing on the tallest rock there and 

singing to the stars songs of a better world. I envy my students.

But there is a gain as well, and a precious gain indeed. I believe as a teacher one is paid to work entirely on oneself.  I realize 

this as I grow with some of the brightest minds of the country. There is, however, a curious aspect of a teacher's life in JNU, 

which I think is available more to those who have also been students on this campus. Interacting with students both inside 

and outside the class, you continue to connect with that essential half of JNU which lies outside the class. You continue to 

be rooted there. And this connection to that life outside the class is so important, because it has to a great extent made you 

what you are today.

Therefore, from being a student to being a teacher, there has not been any perceptible transition, a change of circumstances 

there has definitely been. Every change of circumstance brings with it newer realizations, but the old experiences are equally 

alive if you live at the same place, especially if the place is as dynamic as JNU. However, as a teacher, one would feel little 

more responsible to the heritage that one has received from great teachers like Professor Meenakshi Mukherjee, who passed 

away recently. One would only feel humbled to inherit such a rich heritage.

Dhananjay Singh, Assistant Professor, Centre for English Studies, SLL&CS

Journey from a Small Town to J N U-Some Personal Reflections

I joined JNU on 4th August 1971 and stayed on since then without finding a way out of this beautiful vibrant institution and 

campus. After completing M.A. (Geography) from Panjab University in 1971, I was looking for an opportunity to enrol myself 

for PhD in some good university and was keen to get scholarship/fellowship for my further studies. One of my teachers at 

Chandigarh mentioned about a new university coming up at Delhi which he knew as J.L.N.U. (Jawahar Lal Nehru University). 

I was told that this university was located at Vigyan Bhawan New Delhi. So I came for admission form and applied for PhD 

programme. Our interview for admission was held at the Annexe of Vigyan Bhawan. Interview was conducted by a large 

A
LU

M
N

I M
EM

O
R

IES
 

55



board with a very distinguished looking gentleman sitting at the centre of the 

interview board. This person asked a number of questions which I thought I 

answered correctly. Towards the end of my interview, he asked me if I would 

like to work for my research on Ladakh. Believe me I knew nothing about 

Ladakh but my quick reply was “Sir I would love to work on Ladakh”. This was 

because I was desperate to get admission in JNU. I also learnt that admission 

shall not be for PhD but for M.Phil./PhD Programme. M.Phil. was a new degree 

first time introduced by JNU. I received a telegram in the last week of July 

1971 confirming my admission in M.Phil./PhD Programme of JNU and was 

advised to join before 4th of August when the classes were supposed to begin. 

The address mentioned in the telegram was JNU Campus New Mehrauli Road 

which now we know as JNU old campus. However, in order to find the 

possibilities of getting a fellowship, I came to Vigyan Bhawan the next day. I 

reached the office during lunch time and was asked to wait for HOD as he had 

gone for lunch. I used this spare time to look at the notice board where the list 

of selected students had been put up. Many names sounded rather strange to 

me as having grown up in a small town and studied in a state university, I was 

basically familiar only with names of people of Punjab and Haryana. For 

example, names like Keya Deb, Avinash Wamanrao Rohankar, Syed Sahid 

Akhtar Jafri and Sauquat Sultana Siddiqi were quiet alien in my vocabulary. 

This was my first lesson in JNU showing my rather limited vision of people of 

this country. While I was engrossed looking at the notice board, somebody 

placed his hand on my shoulder and said “Hello Harjit when did you come to 

Delhi”. He was the same distinguished looking person of the interview board 

and I learnt that he was HOD and his name was Prof. Moonis Raza. What came 

as a pleasant surprise was that he remembered my name and face after so 

many days of my interview. He took me to his office and offered me a cup of 

tea. This was my second lesson that a senior professor can be so informal and 

can make you feel at ease even with his overwhelming personality, a fact 

unknown to me till then. I went back to my home town Kalka after some 

discussion with him. I came back with my luggage on 3rd August to join JNU.  

We were told to pay the admission fee which was being collected in a room 

situated in the complex called CRS (Centre of Russian Studies). It is the same 

building which was later on occupied by the School of Physical Sciences and 

now houses the office of South Asian University. While paying my fee, I met 

another student who was also wearing a turban like me and had done M.A. 

(Geography) from Kurukshetra University. His name was Paramjit Singh Kamla 

and both of us were to join same programme in the Centre for the Study of 

Regional Development. On enquiry about hostel accommodation, we were 

advised to contact the Dean of Students. Prof. Moonis Raza was the first Dean 

of Students of JNU. We went to his office. He contacted the Engineering 

Department and was told that hostel rooms were not ready for occupation. 
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But the Chief Engineer said that some rooms shall be made ready in the evening. So we were told to come back by 5.30 pm. 

By evening, four rooms located in one corner on fifth floor were ready. We were asked to carry our heavy baggage to the fifth 

floor and there was no lift in the building. Prof. Raza accompanied us. We were asked to select any two rooms out of the four. 

Since all rooms were double-seated, we requested that both us be allotted the same room. The Dean told us that two room-

mates should not be from the same region, same religion and from the same discipline otherwise how would they learn about 

other people. In our case all the three things were same, so we were allotted two different rooms. This was my third lesson in 

JNU to respect diversity and plurality and must be tolerant to others and learn from each other. Subsequently, Prof. Dipankar 

Gupta a well known sociologist of India became my room-mate. He is a very intelligent and interesting person and I take pride 

in my friendship with him which is continuing till date and I hope it shall remain this way. I learnt many things from Prof. 

Gupta most of these are good positive things but he has rightly claimed in one of his write-ups that he also taught me how to 

smoke. Academic and hostel life in JNU was very innovative and exciting. Most teachers were very effective and had strong 

social and academic commitment. Prof. Moonis Raza was my PhD supervisor. I enjoyed a great opportunity by being his 

student, his teaching assistant and also later on as his colleague. I owe a lot to him in life.

All activities of JNU were confined to the Old Campus in earlier years. Land for new campus had been acquired and 

construction had begun. The first sector to come up in 1973 was Dakshinapuram. We were told that the concept a sector in 

JNU was to have three hostels surrounded by about 70 faculty houses and one hostel must be for girls. The purpose was not 

have gender based segregation and to encourage student-faculty interaction. Originally the university planned to build 16 

such sectors but this idea was implemented only in the first two sectors namely Dakshinapuram and Uttrakahand. Some of 

us shifted to the new campus in 1973. However, we found the design of hostel buildings a bit odd as these tapered upward. It 

meant that ground floor rooms were biggest and the size of rooms on upper floors progressively decreased. We complained 

about this but I remember Prof. Raza telling us that it was a pyramidal design. Pyramids are places for taking rest and school 

buildings are inverted pyramids meant for work. His idea was that the school buildings, library and laboratories should be 

accessible to students and teachers 24 hours a day and students should go to hostels only for taking meals and to sleep.

A few other points which I would like to mention about JNU pertain to teachers, evaluation methods and students' 
participation which contributed immensely towards making JNU a great institution. Most teachers were highly committed 
to teaching and research with clear thinking that research in university had a basic purpose to strengthen teaching to equip 
students with latest knowledge. Most teachers also had strong social commitment towards weaker sections of the society 
and poor areas of the country. This concern was build up in the unique admission policy of the university whereby ensuring 
that JNU becomes a true national university with representation of students coming with poor background and from 
deprived regions.  Informal sessions of long discussions and debates with teachers have been the hallmark of learning in 
JNU. Innovative methods of evaluation were evolved by introducing term papers, seminar papers, book reviews and literature 
surveys. These sessionals ensured that students do adequate reading to secure good grades. Finally, I would like to mention 
very positive role of student community of JNU. Most students and teachers of JNU always held liberal views on all national 
and international issues. Institutions like JNUSU and SFCs (Student- Faculty Committees) were built with tremendous 
responsibility and social/academic commitment. Issues were discussed and debated with the purpose of arriving at 
consensus. It was clear that the university had no place for force and violence. Let us look back and see whether we are still 
adhering to some of these values.

Harjit Singh, CSRD, SSS
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Memories of JNU

JNU in large areas has become a myth. An activist friend of mine wearing an 

old kurta and carrying a jhola had to face a torrent of abuse from a judge as 

part of a scourge of JNU activists meddling in everything. But poor Xavier had 

never been to JNU!  The tradition of radicalism began very early. General Body 

meetings would start sharp at 2 PM go on till 2 AM and be adjourned till an 

equally long session the next day. Election debates were even more wide 

ranging. The February 1978 election for JNUSU centred around the debate of 

whether Trotsky or Stalin was right about the Russian revolution. These were 

not ad hoc debates. Speakers read for days, came with written points and the 

level of theoretical discourse was very high. Public meetings were well 

attended and would go on till beyond midnight.

There were always plenty of questions. That level of informed debate is no 

longer so common. Nor is the friendship that existed between students of 

sharply opposing viewpoints. There was plenty of humour too. A wall paper 

called 'Orgy' with cartoons and all, graced the campus for some months, 

lampooning almost everyone, including the organizations to which the editors 

belonged. Teachers also did their bit. After a fiery debate between Tariq Ali and 

Prof. C.P. Bhambri, about the September 1973 coup in Chile, Prof. Bhambri 

next day in class said that there were books about Political science being made 

easy, physics made easy etc. And that Tariq Ali had just read one on 'revolution 

made easy'.

One misses the intellectual quality of those debates, though the intensity is 

still very much still there. As for my transition from the Students Union to the 

JNU Teachers' Association there are some in the administration who feel it is 

incomplete.

JNU's good fortune has been that a large number of its alumni have come into 

the faculty. And their support for democratic causes, their helpfulness to their 

students, and their willingness to espouse progressive causes not only outside 

campus but outside India is very much a heritage of the old JNU.

The Teachers Association has also become more radical and pro-student then 

the TAs of old, when the JNUSU could count upon the support of a dozen or so 

teachers. In the faculty the percentage of radicals might have diminished but 

still they are disproportionately high compared to other campuses. In national 

teachers struggles JNU TA representatives consistently offer valuable 

suggestions which are appreciated.

Linkages are still strong. When I joined JNU as a faculty in 1990 I did not feel I 
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had been away because those fortunate to have been here as students have been shaped for life. So for me having been a 

student activist, it was a natural transition to being a teachers' activist, and that too one supporting the same causes or 

similar ones that one had done in one's youth. This shows in other ways. Those of us who wore jeans as students, wear them 

a s professors, even if the old brands are no longer there.

The strong links between students and teachers still manifest themselves with teachers till supporting progressive student 

causes. One only wishes that the widespread sense of humour had remained. In the old days in a presidential debate a 

candidate quoting Marx said 'doubt everything'. When he was asked his name his questioner said: 'I doubt'.

There has been major democratization in JNU. After years of struggle there are three elected representatives in the 

Executive Council, who also attend University Court meetings. Hopefully the modalities of elected student representation in 

the board of Studies and Academic Council will be worked out. It is commonplace that in India there has been a decline of 

institutions. But JNU has neither declined nor reclined. May this vision live on.

Kamal Mitra Chenoy, SIS

From Staff to Student to Staff

JNU is a unique institution in higher education with a commitment to nurture talent irrespective of the students' 

backgrounds and constraints.  Right from its inception, JNU is a torch bearer of “inclusiveness” in all its activities and 

functions and made it as an integral part of its growth. It provides the right environment and platform not only for the bright 

ones but also for those who are from the weaker sections and those too who are differently-abled. The founders of this 

wonderful university had a clear vision and imparted “sensitivity” “accountability” and excellence to staff, students and 

teachers. JNUites receive encouragement, freedom and positive support from the administration in most of the matters 

which also played a major role in shaping up this university and many institutions are now either following or emulating the 

JNU model.

I joined this university as a technical staff in the early nineties with a Masters degree in Physics (with a bit of experience in 

teaching physics to engineering students) and was exploring many options for my personal career.  Those days were the 

beginning of the “silicon era” in our country and all those who could distinguish computers and typewriters were making a 

beeline to US. Many of my friends left me and I was somewhat mentally reluctant even to consider that option. May be 

somewhat “genetically defective”.  I was one of the privileged one in JNU to use a Personal computer system with a big 

floppy drive to perform very simple analysis. As part of my duty, I used to search “databases” just for the references using 

the so called high speed modems (1200 bps) and noisy telephone lines to access systems in USA. Our ears were so trained 

that with the type of “hissing sound” from the modem, we could make out whether the systems were connected or not. It 

was really funny. Then we set up the “snail mail” facility in a small cabin for the faculty and they would stand outside quietly 

waiting for their turn.  Most of the time “Juniors” were ahead of “Seniors” and both were given hardly ten minutes to do 

their job, no problems. They understood the constraints and co-operated. My active involvement in such “IT technology 

missions” within JNU gave me ample opportunities to interact with teachers and research scholars. I got a reasonably good 

offer from IIT Delhi and resigned but Prof. Asis Datta (the then Rector) made sure that I was not leaving and he delivered 

whatever he   promised.  I did not know him personally and never   requested him for this but he did on his own perhaps in the 

interest of the “JNU system”.  Anyway we all know JNU is accommodative for both “hard working” as well as “hardly 

working” people and any decision/action is not going to affect JNU drastically.
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I was slowly attracted and motivated to make a career in academics and more 

or less closed my search for a job outside JNU.  Having made up my mind to 

attach myself with academics in some way, my next task was to join for a PhD 

program. I was  attached to the then Centre for Biotechnology  and all the 

faculty encouraged and helped me to register for the Ph.D program on a 

subject which I never studied seriously in my life “biology”.  I would like to 

make a special mention of my supervisors Prof. Karmeshu and Prof. Rakesh 

Bhatnagar in particular. Prof. Sudhir Sopory (presently at ICGEB) was my boss 

and he helped me in getting the necessary permission from the “mighty” 

admin.   I can't even pronounce the names of the bacterial species properly and 

everything was new to me. I knew, it was going to be tough but I had a strong 

conviction that biology is an “exciting” area. The point that I am making here is 

about the academically conducive atmosphere of JNU and strong faculty 

support for young staff to make a beginning in academic career which is 

generally not seen elsewhere. I find married scholars, differently-abled 

persons, employed persons pursuing vigorously research programme in an area 

of their choice and there is an avenue for all of them to come up in life.   

Nurturing and strengthening the system is the prime motive and every one in 

JNU contributes their share with a sense of responsibility.

Being somewhat part of the teaching community, my interactions with my 

colleagues and teachers were generally of a routine type devoid of 

“excitement”. Most of the courses offered were run-of-the-mill type and did 

not cater to the research trends, so self-study was the best option. We all had 

the habit of spending hours in library browsing journals manually. It happened 

with me most of the time that whenever I looked for a particular issue it was 

either missing or misplaced or gone for binding. I guess the same trademark 

reply continues even now. It also often happened that whenever  I managed to 

get an important  paper  and went to show it to my supervisor Prof. Karmeshu, 

he would wave  his  copy before  my face.  He spent more time in the library 

than all of us and we always tried to beat him in getting the latest references 

but most of the time we were on the losing side.  We were no match to his 

energy and his curiosity to learn new things and he managed his research in a 

cool manner amidst his busy teaching and other assignments. I have the 

highest regard for him as he published more than hundred research papers in 

reputed journals without taking any funding or project which is amazingly rare 

in science. I was fortunate to have such a high caliber person as my supervisor.

Some of my lab mates who were also employed elsewhere used to meet every 

Saturday and Sunday to discuss about matters happening in JNU while sipping 

coffee or tea in the library canteen and then go back to our lab.  When we 

would come again for the second round, most often we would see the same 
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people who were seated next to us in the first round, discussing some important points. Initially it looked bit strange, later 

we were told that the topic of their discussion may range from simple food to foreign policy. The message we got was, one 

can discuss academics seriously outside the four walls of the class room as well.   By reading the handwritten posters at the 

library canteen, we the novice, would get updated about the burning issues that faces the country and admired the neat 

crystal clear description of the core issue. Some of these points got etched in our memory permanently and often sensitized 

our minds and beliefs.  I saw a handful of students silently walking across the pandal to mark their protest during the silver 

jubilee function and which did not create any mess but delivered their message. It was an eye-opener for me to see students 

conduct themselves in a gentle way but at the same time giving a strong message to the “system”. Their act was noticed and 

respected.

During my PhD program, I could not enjoy or cherish the “life” that  a normal  JNUite gets  in the sprawling  beautiful campus 

as I was a resident of the staff quarters.  I missed my role in the high voltage but dignified electioneering process, gup-shup in 

Dhabas, cat and mouse game with the administration, silent torch light procession for the “rights”, relay or indefinite hunger 

strike etc. One festival which I never miss is the 'Holi” celebrations and I see the true loving spirit in full bloom at the Jhelum 

lawns.  Generally, I use this occasion to invite my school students for a lunch which includes idlis and vadas as a special item.  

Some of them however, can not take it as their stomach is already filled up with the “holy special juice”.

There was no compulsory course work prescribed for Direct Ph.d at that time, so no distinction between the so called “class 

hours” and my “duty hours”, as both coincided in my case. I belonged to a different “tribe or class” of research students in 

JNU and hence I am not in a position to describe the charms of a student's life especially in JNU.  Nevertheless, as a resident 

of the campus for almost two decades, I could see the evolution of “life” in JNU through my “lens”. The comforts in the 

campus have increased and I can see the typical JNU spirit slowly waning.  We generally walked across to Munirka or took 

the campus shuttle (which don't ply these days) for shopping and the campus had fewer cars and bikes. Our centre i.e BIC 

just had one small room, SPS and CBT shared few rooms but there was no grumblings about space and often we all went to 

the old library canteen together. Those things are not visible these days. The inaugural function of any event was generally 

very simple and less tense and I haven't seen any “shamiana” for such occasions outside the buildings.

I became a faculty of School of Information Technology and we do have a fairly strong group in “computational biology” led 

by Prof. Ramaswamy and Prof. Alok Bhattacharya. The work environment is marked by cordiality. We make it a point to 

celebrate with a small tea party with all students, teachers and staff whenever somebody publishes a paper in a journal. This 

small act motivates the students and the joy is shared. We also listen to the genuine grievances of the students and candidly 

admit our fault/ mistakes and repair action is set in motion. This has resulted in a healthy relationship with students. When 

one of my diploma students with only a four months effort published a paper in a journal, I felt my “worthiness” for the job 

and tried to work with more “rigour”. I get lots of emails from my past students (mostly from abroad) on “Teachers' day” and 

I feel humbled and feel some sort of satisfaction in my “karma”.

I enjoyed my short stint as a warden of the newly constructed Chandrabhaga hostel and had a glimpse of the “happenings” in 

a JNU hostel life. I always took student's side for genuine cause in official meetings. As a mess warden, I noticed girls were 

skipping the breakfast because of the “oily” items. As it was a new hostel and that too with contract staff, some workers 

were designated as helpers (i.e everyone was on the learning curve). I trained them how to make idlis and upma and told them 

to offer this as an alternative to “oily stuff”. After a week, when I took stock of the situation, the story remained the same. 

On enquiry I found that boys sniffed and came to the dining hall bit early and finished both the “oily food” and “idlis” leaving 

nothing for the girls. We increased the “quantity” and the problem got fixed. I am a pure vegetarian and used to laugh at 
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myself when I discussed the quantity , quality and the price of 

mutton/chicken/fish with the suppliers. But I could offer less help when 

student complained regarding improper cooking of these non-veg items.

JNU has to switch gears now to meet the challenging and competitive 

environment and accordingly we are witnessing increased activities in both 

academics and infrastructure. I am confident that JNUites will rise to the 

occasion and will seriously pursue academic and social issues with the same 

rigour and energy.

Krishnamachari, SIT

My Life and Times in JNU, my Alma Mater

I feel a little awkward to do write about JNU. I have always held JNU in high 

esteem because it is JNU that has given me the second birth to evolve myself 

to what I am today. Nevertheless, let me try to recollect some of the incidences 

that contributed to my growth. Frankly speaking, belonging to a humble family 

background and hailing from a neglected backward rural milieu of South 

Salmara, situated on the south bank of mighty river Brahmaputra, I never had 

any idea about the existence of JNU.

I hope it won't be out of place if as a prelude I mention here how my courageous 

voyage to an unknown Delhi metropolis began. It was possibly by accident that 

I landed in JNU in 1974. I reached Delhi at mid-night in the summer at the age 

of 19 years on receiving a positive response to my humble letter enquiring 

about DU from a long-lost student acquaintance and to get admission in Delhi 

University just after appearing in my final year graduation examination with 

Hons in Economics. So it was a 'mission admission' in Delhi University only.

I started my journey by Assam Mail on an auspicious day. When I reached 

Fakiragram station, about 60 kms away from my place I was told that the train 

was late by more than 24 hours due to the great All India Railway Strike. I 

spent the night at the station with anxiety. When I reached Delhi it was half 

past mid-night; the train was 36 hours late. I was very scared as I had never 

traveled this far alone. As advised, after encountering a lot of difficulties I 

hired an auto-rickshaw to reach DU Jubilee Hall alone at about 13.30 hours. 

Somehow I managed to stay with that student acquaintance that night. Next 

morning he told me that DU did not give provisional admission. My hopes 

dashed as I did not have the final result in my hand. I felt helpless since I came 

all the way taking all the trouble and difficulties to get admission in DU. At that 

point, when anxiety loomed large on my face, he told me that there was 

another university named JNU located in South Delhi where I could try my luck 1162



because it gave provisional admission. So he dropped me in the evening for shelter at Assam house, Chankyapuri to deal with 

my problem of 'mission admission' alone.

As said, I never dreamt of joining JNU. One day I came along with some student aspirants to JNU campus and reluctantly 

applied for admission in MA Sociology, sat for the written examination and viva-voce tests, and finally I got selected. When I 

look back I feel it was a sort of tryst with destiny that I became a part of JNU community in 1974. It seems destiny had 

charted everything for me without any awareness. Joining JNU was indeed a turning point in my life. In the beginning, it was 

a fish-out-of-water like situation for me since Sociology was a new subject. Indeed life was full of struggles; the intellectual 

and cultural environment of JNU was unique and different in many ways than what I learnt and experienced in backward 

neglected land of lower Assam.  In the first year I had to work hardest to cope with the academic demands of JNU with 

pressure of tutorials, term papers, monthly tests, field trips and other extra-curricular assignments and activities. Moreover, 

the campus was coloured with all shades of socio-cultural actions and ideological vibrations. No doubt it was the anxiety-

inducing difficult situation in the beginning that made me cocooned as I failed to orient easily and accept everything offered 

on the JNU platter but it was the warm student-teacher relationship that made me felt secure, come out of the shell, 

overcame all the teething problems and ultimately succeed to become part of community of JNUites.

I was thrilled and excited to be a part of this vibrant environment where healthy and intellectually-stimulating dialogical 

culture and tradition are the regular order of the day with dialectical discourses, debate, discussions and many other socio-

cultural activities. As said, JNU was a different world altogether where all shades of ideologies and ideologues were 

juxtaposed to interact, sharpen and grow. We cannot possibly think of JNU minus all these enriching interdisciplinary 

questioning processes. I learnt a lot from this type of format; the informal functioning style of JNU helped develop a sense of 

belonging and comradeship. I am happy to note that my days in JNU were quite fulfilling. It enriched me to face the growing 

challenges in life without fear. I am today what my Alma Mater JNU has made me, and with all humility I acknowledge it. I 

strongly feel what I learnt and experienced in JNU over the years had stood me in good stead. It would not have been possible 

had I been in any other university campus. In fact, the warm and informal teacher-student relationships and bond of 

friendships among students across Schools and Centres helped me overcome many of the initial anxieties and difficulties. 

My seniors, classmates, friends and comrades were always helpful and never made me insecure. The regular interactive 

sessions, dialogue and discourses in a friendly, informal atmosphere gave me tremendous courage to face life situations 

whether it was sweet or sour. 

My teachers were the best; they were very knowledgeable, humane, cooperative and friendly. Moreover, continuous 

intellectual deliberations and reflections in different fora, be it in the classroom, seminar rooms, tutorial classes, library 

corridors, in and around swimming pool and gyms, in different Club activities, or at the cafeterias or Dhabas, or at the 

Parthasarathy rocks - everywhere the intellectually-charged atmosphere waited with open arms; it needs to be seen to be 

believed how students are shaped into full-grown JNUites with unique characteristics; its vibration and reverberations are 

felt instantly when one treads into the portal of JNU campus. I strongly believe that all these opportunities and experiences 

knowingly and unknowingly contributed in shaping my personality without, of course, losing the core values - 'simple living 

and high thinking'- received from my parents and family. In addition, a few student leaders acted as my 'idols'; I still cherish 

their company and friendship, and I still long for it. I am indeed proud to be a JNUite.

I left JNU for a year or two just after my M.A. to join Indian Air Force as I was selected on a permanent commission. In fact, I 

was the first person in our MA Sociology batch to get a job. But my destiny, it seems, wanted it otherwise, and I came back to 

JNU in 1978 to enroll in M. Phil/Ph. D in Sociology. During my M.Phil student days I became the first President of 
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Brahmaputra Hostel and fought many a battle to have certain basic facilities 

like Mess, Bus service, shopping centres etc. which were absent those days in 

the Poorvanchal. I remember how Com. Sitaram Yechuri came to extend 

support. We all had to come to Periyar Hostel for food. Staying in Poorvanchal 

was like living in Kalapani; with no boundary wall, infested with snakes and 

other dangerous night crawlers, the place was unsafe for the few lonely souls 

like us. In this context, I would like to recall a cold December mid-night 

incident, our Hostel was invaded by a gang of dacoits and they broke the main 

entrance glass door to enter our Warden's house. We were alerted and I had to 

lead a battalion of student hostellers to challenge the outlaws. Some of us 

went out in shivering cold night half asleep to challenge the gang without 

knowing they were armed. The invaders retreated and took position behind the 

nearby bushes in darkness next to under-construction flats. One of the gang 

members fired blank shots from the country-made pistol to scare us. A hot 

splinter hit me and we had to run for our lives back into the hostel!! It was 

indeed a hard life for the hostellers but it was a memorable one. However, our 

persistent struggles woke up the administration and ultimately they had to 

provide us all the basic amenities required for a healthy living in the hostel. In 

between of course I worked in several projects based in Amsterdam University, 

Mc Gill University, NIEPA, etc.

I never ever thought in my wildest dreams that one day I would join my alma 

mater as a faculty member. Before I could finish my Ph.D I joined Birla Institute 

of Scientific Research as research fellow. Seeing an advertisement for a 

faculty post I applied and got through out of sheer luck. I joined the faculty of 

the Adult Education Unit in the School of Social Sciences. I have been sincerely 

contributing my mite both inside and outside JNU fora in generating, 

expanding and disseminating the knowledge I gained over the years through 

my perseverance and tenacity.  In brief, during this period over and above my 

academic work agenda and research activities, I periodically organized several 

local, regional, national and international Seminars.

As an NSS Coordinator, I conducted several capacity-building skill-based 

programmes for the youth and students of JNU and outside. Many extra-

curricular activities like Debate/essay writing and Painting Competitions, 

elocution, eye/blood donation camps, literacy and health camps for the 

construction labourers, women safai karmacharies, maidservants, slum 

dwellers in and around JNU etc. were organized successfully. For the first time 

a Yoga workshop/ programme for about a year was organized by me in 

cooperation with Vivekananda Kendra, Kanyakumari in 1988-89 for the 

benefit of students/teachers and Karmacharis in the Old Transit House 

corridor. One notable event among many others was that for the first time in 
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JNU's history a month-long series of programme against drug addiction was successfully organized involving JNU 

community- teachers, karmacharis and students. And on the penultimate day, a historic Anti-Drug/ De-addiction March was 

organized with our VC leading us with a placard on Gandhi Jayanti Day in 1988 to generate awareness among the 

constituents of JNU. I still believe JNU offers tremendous opportunities and autonomy to every constituent to contribute 

their mite and become a part of nation-building process. Thus, my stint in JNU both as a student and as a faculty member has 

been a memorable one. But I must admit that I often feel nostalgic and do miss the Golden era of JNU which many of us 

experienced in earlier decades. I wish it comes back once again and I am sure it will not be far if we all work together towards 

it. This is my humble submission.

M.C. Paul, SSS

How Brown Was My Campus….

When asked to write about staying on in the university from where I had passed out, I felt like I was back in the classroom 

submitting an assignment whose due date was long past. Sitting in front of the cathode tube's blank screen, I felt the years 

rolling back and decided that I would write à la George Perec and note down all those stray and random memories that made 

JNU what it was so long ago and stood for all the good times we had spent in the dusty, hot and arid campus of those bygone 

days… for after all as Paul Valery said memory is the future of the past!

I remember…

When JNU 'new campus' was a vast expanse of brown, dry, packed earth and heat radiating rocks whose harshness was 

tempered by low and occasionally flowering natural shrubs next to newly planted trees that had still to take root.

Walking down campus through the short cut unrelieved by even the smallest sapling of a tree while the sun beat down on us 

unrelentingly.

When tea used to cost 25p a cup

When bus number 612 used to ferry us from down campus to Godavari and no further as nothing existed further than that 

hostel.

When Nilgiris was inaugurated and became the hub of our tea sessions and bun-omelette binges late at night.

When world economy, François Truffaut, women's rights were discussed against the background of the rich baritone of 

Naqvi singing into the night.

Where the TV set transmitted grainy, scratchy black and white images of a movie we couldn't decipher and sounds we 

couldn't catch but which we insisted on watching all the same

When Priya cinema was actually considered a blot on the JNU landscape and

When we had to walk precariously over wide water pipes to see a film there, sure of some JNU students to come back with 

over stinking, unlit and unchartered terrain

A
LU

M
N

I M
EM

O
R

IES
 

65



When there was actually a swimming pool that had water and in which we 

dipped our legs while consuming steaming cups of tea and flavoured milk!

There was actually a time when students used to look up at the planes that 

flew overhead and thought of far-off lands and unreachable destinations…

We were warned that we would lose our hearing and the buildings wouldn't 

last out the decade… with all that noise pollution.

When senior students used to point over the JNU boundary at a distant spot 

where the Indian Airlines plane had crashed and we could go and still pick up a 

few bits of the debris!

The Reading Room was located where the SBI counter is now located at down 

campus and where many fruitful and wasted hours were spent.

When the various centres actually had centrally-organised exam schedules and 

they used to take place in the L and S complex of rooms.

We used to take notes in long hand and, as we allotted each other portions of 

books to copy, we used several sheets of carbon paper to share those notes 

with our gang of friends, as photocopying had just about made its entry into 

the campus!

The only hostel to have a wall was Godavari and the other hostels flowed 

smoothly from one wing to another without any barriers.

There was a protest when Godavari started its own mess as it was felt that 

segregation was being imposed upon us!

When 'special dinners' were all about the dinners and not so much about 

dressing up special!

It was safe to walk anywhere on campus and PSR rocks used to be called the 

PSR plateau where most classes celebrated their official passing out of MA.

The chowkidars were JNU employees and knew all our friends and family who 

visited us.

When the horizon seemed to stretch into infinity and the Aravalli range was 

resplendent in all its wild brush and rock formations.

I remember…

When politics meant really only three main parties, SFI, AISF and the Free 1166



Thinkers and listening to the absolutely charismatic Trotskyite Bana

When Rajaram and Sitaram referred to political leaders and were not part of any shloka!

When the police surrounded the campus one fine morning and a student leader was dragged into an ambassador car that 

zipped away in front of our horrified eyes and the gates were shut and two truckloads of policemen prevented anyone from 

following them…

A busload of people going to see George Fernandes in chains at the Tihar jail…

When JNU was the only institution to go on a 3 day strike when there was a state of emergency declared in the entire 

country…

When policemen in mufti sat in on classes and showed due embarrassment for having to do so… especially when having to 

conjugate irregular French verbs…

Elections were held in true JNU style that had bitter enemies pitted against each other in rhetoric battles, but sharing a cup 

of tea while continuing to disagree.

The ubiquitous jhola and beard were de rigueur on campus for any potential political candidate.

I remember…

How the 80s changed passive protest into something that didn't somehow fit into JNU ethos and for the first time there 

were no admissions one year and all of us were asked to vacate the hostels and uneasy was the normal quiet of our much 

praised campus.

Students became professional and idealism took a beating …

I remember …

Crossing that invisible line from being a student to a faculty member and a warden where the flip side was not as picturesque 

as we had thought.

Now…

The tea obviously costs Rs. 2.50 a cup.

Three huge malls, a hotel and a sprawling residential colony surround JNU – a central university in more ways than one!

No one any longer looks up at the planes as we worry about carbon footprints. My hearing has certainly been impaired but 

the buildings have withstood the onslaught!

It is still safe to walk at night within the campus.
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The initial trickle of three hostels named after rivers has now turned into a 

flood.

There are hostel nights with dance parties and cultural programmes!

The all night long discussions continue. There is still hope and some idealism…

The photocopier, p.c., and the mobile phone are the mainstay of our academic 

life.

I look out of my office room and see the verdant top of the trees that form a 

canopy over the walking path. My campus is green, lush and luxuriant in its 

multi hued offering of amaltas, bougainvilleas, fig trees and mango trees.

And as students still struggle to conjugate verbs, I wonder whether 

essentially, really that much has changed over the years…

JNU reinvents itself with each generation.

N.Kamala, Centre for French and Francophone Studies, SLL&CS

Some Scattered Pages from My Memory-Lane at JNU

Just after my higher secondary graduation in 1981, I came to JNU with my 

father. We had travelled from West Bengal to Delhi just a few days before the 

entrance test. Those days the JNU entrance tests were held in the hexagonal 

hall in the JNU Old Campus. 

I got admission in the B.A. (Hons.) programme in Chinese. Then Chinese was 

taught in the Centre for Asian and African Languages. Both my hostel and the 

School of Languages were located in the Old Campus. The DTC bus no. 666 

used to ply between the two campuses—old and new. Prof. Sanjay Chandra 

(residing in 12, Dakshinapuram) of CSRD used to be my local guardian. He has 

been our family friend since his active days as a young geologist. He made me 

confident in taking my own decisions. His three kids were very fond of me.

In the Chinese Department, I initially got a lot of guidance and encouragement 

from Prof. Tan Chung, and his wife Mrs. Huang I-shu who used to teach in D.U. 

I learnt the techniques of writing compositions in Chinese from Mrs. S.K. Yap 

Rahman. 

I used to reside in a three-bedded room with an attached bath. This hostel 

named Narmada (not the present Narmada) had no mess facility. We had to 

brave rain, cold wind or summer heat and walk to the Club Building (presently 1168



housing the Old Campus post-office) for our food. Every week I took tremendous pain in bringing Chinese films in heavy tin 

cans by buses of two different routes—all the way from the Chinese Embassy and again to return those. The films were 

screened for the benefit of the students of Chinese. This effort of mine lasted till my graduation in 1984.While plying 

between the old and new campuses by bus no. 666, the most interesting thing which used to happen was that students of 

different foreign languages conversed with their own classmates in the language they were learning. The students of French 

talked in French, those of Spanish in Spanish, and I talked in Chinese to my classmates. Since most of the European 

languages had proximity to English, the students of Chinese or Japanese could comprehend the basic meaning of the words 

uttered in those languages. But the ones learning European languages, on the contrary, could not make head or tail out of 

what we used to speak in Chinese or Japanese. These East Asian languages, with no Graeco-Latin agglutinative, were far 

beyond the reach of the speakers of European languages.

Two of my roommates were Hemant Habbu and Uttam Bharthare, both students of M.A., French. Both of them had come 

from the Sri Aurobindo Ashram of Pondicherry and were therefore conversant in Bengali. From 1981 till 1983, I stayed in 

that shared room. Those were the days of students' unrest and political turmoil. I vividly remember how the student leaders 

had opposed Mrs. Indira Gandhi's visit to JNU in 1983, and how many of them were ruthlessly beaten up by the Delhi Police. 

The crisis of 1983 sine die was looming large over our head. Most of us were relieved after the crisis got resolved. Those 

were the days when the student leaders of the Left used to be quite brilliant in studies, very much different from what we see 

today.

In April 1983, my parents visited Delhi. This was not a happy occasion. At the AIIMS, my father was diagnosed with a blood 

clot in his brain. Later the doctors in Calcutta found it to be a case of brain cancer. I stopped taking money from my father. 

Instead, I started working as a translator with different companies, translating their manuals and scientific data into 

Chinese. I earned through my hard labour and sent the money to my parents. Those days cancer medicines used to be 

imported and were pretty costly. Modern science might not be able to explain telepathy. But on 21 September 1984, after I 

had appeared in my monthly exam, I felt terribly depressed. I sat in the lawns in front of the old SIS building. In fact, that was 

the time when I lost my father. The booking of train tickets was difficult. I reached home four days after my father's demise. 

I was only 22 then. But I never broke down, nor did I compromise with my studies in the hours of crisis.

In 1984, I started residing in the Ganga Hostel in the JNU New Campus. This was a boys' hostel. And the Jhelum Hostel, 

opposite ours, was half girls' and half boys'.  I got a single room accommodation on the top floor. Those days the students 

used to have Music Club, Film Club etc, where anyone of us could participate. I remember watching documentary films on 

people's movements across the world. I also recall learning various regional songs of India from each other. I used to sit with 

Manjushree Chauhan, Mahendra Sisodia, Vagish Jha and many others atop rocks spread across the campus, and sing songs 

in the evening. From my Manipuri friend Pradeep, I picked up two Manipuri songs; from Gopal, I learnt two Nepali songs. And 

at a cultural function at the Jhelum Lawns, we delighted the audience by singing these songs with guitar and dhol.

Sometime in early 1984, I met two Chinese research scholars, Wang Shuying and Qian Yongming. Both of them resided in 

Sutlej Hostel. I used to often practise my spoken Chinese with them. Wang was a scholar learning Hindi and was interested 

in Indian folk customs. Qian was doing a comparative study between the works of a famous Chinese writer Lu Xun and  

Premchand. I probably still have a few books and dictionaries in Chinese that they gave me.

In October-November 1984, the anti-Sikh riot broke out in Delhi after Mrs. Indira Gandhi's assassination. The JNU Campus 

was besieged from all sides. The JNU Students' Union organized the students and made arrangements for the security on 
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campus. Each one of us was given an iron rod. We stood guarding the different 

outlets across the campus throughout the night in shifts. Many people from 

the Sikh community who could manage escaping the savage attacks by 

Congress goons were given safe shelter in JNU.  We, in fact, saved several Sikh 

students and even teachers from the clutches of the NSUI activists on 

campus. Two days after the mayhem had begun, I and Abhijit Karkun trudged 

across the thorny stretch of bushes and mica quarries, and approached the 

Palam area on foot. We found roads guarded by military tanks. Everyday we 

saw shops belonging to Sikhs being gutted by the political goons. Despite our 

several phone calls, no fire brigade service came to the rescue of the hapless 

Sikhs. One can never forget the horrifying scenes by the roadside. In the hostel 

mess, for two weeks there was nothing else except some low quality of 

glutinous rice, substandard dal and potatoes for our consumption.

In February 1986, one evening I went with my friends to the Chanakya Cinema 

to watch a movie named “Sometimes the Runner Stumbles”. On our way back, 

we had to chase the night service DTC bus that was not halting at the stop. I 

didn't notice a roadside drain and the result was a fracture to my left foot. I 

became the unfortunate runner that night. My friends tried to get the JNU 

ambulance for me but in vain. So at 1:30 am Avijit Pathak and another friend of 

mine took me by an auto to the AIIMS. My leg was plastered only the next 

morning.  The plaster on my leg became a place for my friends for writing all 

sorts of funny things. I was bedridden for one month. My friends, mostly from 

CSRD, Sushmito Mukherjee, Arup Khan, Anuradha Banerjee, Sucharita Sen 

used to bring me food from the mess, or even bring dishes prepared by them. 

During my one-month 'confinement', I started translating the poems of Lu Xun 

from Chinese into Bengali. That was the beginning of my creative life. In 1986, 

I left JNU after completing my M.A. in Chinese. I went to China for higher 

studies in August 1986, and came back in July 1988.

My life in JNU began once again in June 1989 when I joined as a teacher. I 

renewed my life in the “Lungs of Delhi”. With great enthusiasm I started 

teaching my students not only Chinese but also Chinese songs and skits. 

Because of tremendous shortage of housing facilities, I was given a room in 

Old Mahanadi complex in Poorvanchal. There I spent five years. I had to stay 

with my wife and little daughter in that small room till 1994. Nevertheless our 

life near the vast stretch of jungle was not without delight. After the monsoon, 

scorpions used to climb up onto the roads. Catching glimpses of porcupines, 

hares, foxes, antelopes, nilgais, weasels, snakes etc was not difficult.  Due to 

the gradual denudation of the forest cover, mainly as a result of the expansion 

of our “material civilization”, these creatures are fast vanishing from our sight. 

So-called “animal lovers” have reduced themselves to petty “dog-lovers”.
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In August 1990, we finally left for the New Campus. Our schools shifted to the new buildings.

After completing twenty years of my teaching in JNU, and 28 years of my association with JNU, I can easily proclaim that I 

have not only been a JNU-ite, but have also become integrated with a global culture.

Priyadarsi Mukherji,  CCSEAS, SLLCS

Staying On ….Without any Regrets

Little did I know when I joined the JNU in 1973 as one of two M. A. students in the Centre of German Studies that I would 

spend the rest of my professional life here. Having done my B. A. from Elphinstone College, Bombay (SORRY! Mumbai) I was 

completely unprepared for my encounter with the JNU, both academically as well as politically. Suddenly, I was expected to 

work independently, spend time in the library, write term papers and, horror of horrors, expected to think for myself! The two 

years of M. A. opened my eyes to a system of teaching and learning that has remained with me since.

Student elections were another eye-opener with passionate ideological debates that made us aware of larger questions 

which, in turn, influenced our way of thinking. The productive turmoil of these two years is difficult to describe, but it meant 

that when I was given a chance to stay on, I took it!

Since I started teaching in what was, and perhaps even today is, the best department of German in the country there was no 

incentive to even think of moving away. So I have stayed on since 1975 without any regrets.

There may not be any regrets, but there is a sense of disappointment at the passing away of much that characterized JNU in 

the early days. The quantitative growth of the university has brought many changes with it, not always for the better, and 

the changing times have also changed the framework within which we teach. One of the biggest challenges that I face today 

is to accept the changes without compromising too many of my ideals regarding education. When one continues to regard 

education as a broad process involving an inner mental growth and a concomitant change in perceptions and values, it is 

sometimes difficult to deal with the more pragmatic concerns of students about job possibilities after their course of study. 

While these concerns are valid, the task is to ensure that university education does not become purely a vocational course. 

The onus is on the teachers here, for it is up to them to generate interest in the course. Passion for one's chosen field of 

teaching is all that is required, apart from the necessary skills, of course, for this passion will invariably communicate itself 

to the students.

The most wonderful aspect of the Centre of German Studies is that there is no fixed syllabus, just a framework for every 

course, which is then filled in by the teacher concerned. This gives us the possibility to experiment, to combine our teaching 

with our current research and to learn from discussions with the students. Because of this the job is never boring, each group 

and each new semester brings new discoveries and we can continue to grow. When people therefore ask me why, after 34 

years of teaching, I still need to prepare classes, I don't have a simple answer. I know of very few professions that allow for 

this kind of growth. Therefore, there are no regrets, on the contrary, I consider myself lucky that I have been able to stay on.

Rekha Vaidyarajan, Centre for German Studies, SLL&CS
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Home at Last

A stayer…. Is that what we are called? Well I don't really mind because I never 

got to stay anywhere too long as my father was in a transferrable job. When I 

first walked into JNU on that hot July day in 1976 to join 2nd year Russian I 

really felt like this was the one place where I would like to stay forever.

In 1976 JNU was a relatively small place. We were very few students and 

everyone knew everyone. JNU was buzzing at that time. It had just faced the 

horrors of the beginnings of the emergency and as new comers we were all told 

tales of that terrible time.  In 1977 the emergency was lifted and JNU was 

finally going to have elections again. It was absolutely tremendous. 

Campaigning, the elections, and then the counting. The elections were 

followed by a lock out. The University was closed sine die but as students we 

did not allow that to happen. In one clean swoop we took over the library, the 

messes, and the teaching. We made sure that all classes were held, that the 

library was open till midnight and that the messes provided all three meals. In 

that period not a single book was either stolen from the library or defaced.

In 1977 - 78 JNUSU saw three quick elections in succession.  The most 

exciting one was the February election, which was imperative because the 

Union lost its mandate in a UGBM and had to resign. The February elections 

saw meetings in hostel messes that went on till 4 in the morning. Marx, Engels, 

Lenin, Stalin were pulled off the shelves and brought into the messes. They 

were quoted from, refuted, argued with. It was fabulous.

But JNU was not only about elections. The whole campus was vibrant. JNU 

opened our minds to various possibilities - possibilities that some of us were 

not even aware of coming from the sheltered backgrounds that we came from. 

We learnt to respect each other, to respect the differences, to value the 

differences and to learn from the differences.  We gained knowledge from our 

classrooms but we also gained knowledge from just living on the campus. 

Everyday something new was learnt, sitting at Nilgiri, at Ganga, spending 

nights at Parthasarthy rocks, the hostel life, interacting with a multitude of 

people, students from varied disciplines, the mess workers, the safai 

karamcharis, attending talks in the messes, in the lecture rooms (L-3) down 

campus.

According to me JNU changed after the incidents of May 1983. It started out 

with the warden double locking a hostel room because a student had not paid 

his mess bill. We went on strike and things escalated from both sides and it 

finally ended up with the students putting the top University officials under 

house arrest. The officials were gheraoed for three days. The police was called 1172



in to lift the gherao and the students that were part of the gherao were arrested. It was rumoured that some of the faculty 

had called in the police. The students retaliated by going on a rampage. Mobs went around the campus, breaking windows of 

faculty housing, burning cars and trying to set some of the houses on fire. That May 1983 was truly a black spot in the fate 

of JNU. It had led to the students turning against the faculty and seeing the faculty as their enemies rather than their allies. 

That night hundreds of students courted arrest but were not let off, they were put into Tihar, not just for one day but for 

many. The University had policemen crawling all around, not just the regular patrol but mounted police. That night we were 

scared. We were also ashamed of the violence we had indulged in, not necessarily directly but by implication – we were all 

JNU students, it did not matter whether we were directly involved or not. We felt responsible for the violence. We had broken 

the JNU tradition of peaceful protest. The University was closed sine die once again but this time we could not keep things 

going. We could not defy the orders. Students were given, if I remember correctly, 3 days to vacate the hostels and this time 

it was enforced. Many had not finished giving their exams. Students of JNU spent nights at the railway station and various 

other places of Delhi. I think that was the time I truly felt homeless. My hostel room had been taken away from me. That 

summer I visited the campus many times. It was too quiet. There was not a soul around. It was like the life had been taken 

out of JNU. It was like a khandar.

When the University reopened in July, there were no new admissions and it was a very different JNU. New rules had been 

formulated. The boys' hostels had been walled in and the girls' hostel walls had been raised. We felt imprisoned. However, 

there was still no better place in the world than JNU. The spirit of JNU had taken a beating but it was not dead.

I think that the 80's perhaps were the worst years of JNU. It took JNU a long time to recover from 1983. Things slowly 

returned to normal. Not as normal as it used to be, it was a different normal. When I joined JNU as a permanent faculty 

member in 1990, JNU had recovered quite a bit from the aftermath of 1983. It was vibrant, it was active, it was alive again. 

Some of the student teacher camaraderie had returned. Today JNU has grown very large and many of the things that JNU 

was known for have disappeared.

JNU has changed quite radically over the 34 years that I have been here. Today's JNU is very different from the 90's JNU just 

as the 90's JNU was very different from the 80's and the 80's very different from the 70's. However, perhaps the one thing 

that unites all these different JNUs is the fact that despite all the changes, JNU is still different from the outside world. 

There is still something special about JNU that leaves its imprint on you and that unites all former JNU students. There is a 

certain something that each of us imbibe that becomes a part of your self and who you are. JNU gives you a chance to 

discover yourself and to be yourself no matter what and that is the one thing that has not changed about JNU. JNU in fact is 

a world in itself and for me JNU is home. When I leave JNU, it will be like leaving home. I have left home many times in my life 

but I think leaving this home is going to be almost next to impossible.

Ritoo M. Jerath, Centre for Russian Studies, SLL&CS

Studying and Serving in JNU: Some Experiences

During my thirty five years of association with JNU as a student and faculty member, I have had very rich and varied 

experiences. Of these long years, I spent only four years as a student of M.hil/ Ph.D programme, and 25 years as a staff 

member, and in between was on leave or lien to work at the Planning Commission as Joint Education Advisor; Senior Fellow 

at the erstwhile National Institute of Adult Education, besides researching and teaching for short periods at overseas 

universities viz; Syracuse, Warwick, Nottingham, Toronto and Aarhus. After having visited several universities in India and 
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abroad, I feel all those who are in JNU could count themselves extremely 

fortunate to be in a university which provides very conducive atmosphere for 

research, dialogue and dissent and is supportive of innovations. Not only have I  

had the good fortune of studying under two great scholars and model teachers 

at JNU viz - Professor Tapas Majumdar  and late Professor Sarvepalli Gopal – 

but also of serving the university as  the Director of  the UGC Programme of 

Adult Continuing Education and Extension for over fourteen long years.  

Studying and serving in JNU has been a unique experience of democratic 

citizenship, harmonious coexistence and broadening of cosmopolitan outlook.

Joining JNU as one of the six students of the first batch of the M.Phil/Ph.D 

programme of Zakir Husain Center for Educational Studies in 1974 and living 

at Periyar hostel, I witnessed excellent camaraderie between teachers and 

students. Some of our teachers were frequent visitors to our hostel rooms and   

had very friendly interactions with us. We were often invited to their homes 

and treated as family members. The informal era of 70s seems to have given 

way to formal pace during 1980s as JNU expanded and the distance between 

teachers and students widened.  I often wonder how to bring back the golden 

past!

During my student days in JNU, one of the important topics of discussions 

revolved around the relationship between research scholars and their 

supervisors. While some of my friends were very disturbed and felt helpless as 

their supervisors either did not give adequate time or proper guidance or slept 

over draft chapters for long on the pretext of being busy, I had a wonderful 

experience of working under the supervision of late Professor Gopal. Being a 

renowned scholar and frequent traveler, my friends feared that it may take 

very long for completion of thesis under his supervision and I may not be able to 

come upto his   high standards and expectations. Though this did unnerve me 

in the beginning, as my work progressed, I was impressed by his genuine 

concern for the students. In spite of being busy and involved with varied 

assignments, he was very particular to keep his appointments with me. He 

always gave time on Wednesdays at 1030 and was invariably on time. He 

talked to the point and gave precise guidance. Never did he ask any personal 

questions or had informal discussions. In spite of being genuinely busy, he 

always returned my chapters within a week and with   minimum corrections. 

He encouraged me to retain my style of writing and discouraged from getting 

the thesis copy edited. After  correcting  the first draft of all the seven 

chapters, I took two months to revise and submit the full draft and expected 

that he would take at least two or three months to go through  it. To my 

surprise, he read through the 300 pages of thesis within a week and cleared it 

for submission. It was because of his commitment to students that I could 
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complete Ph.D within two years of study leave. I wish all those supervisors who take long periods to examine the draft of 

students   emulate Professor Gopal.

After the award of Ph. D. when I wanted to publish the thesis, my friends suggested that I should seek the help of my 

supervisor as he was closely associated with reputed publishing houses.  However, when I approached him, he suggested 

that I should prepare a list of publishers and approach them of my own. He was of the view  that the book should get 

published of its own merit and not through recommendations. Though disheartened, I followed his advice and got the book 

published. As a mark of respect and appreciation, I dedicated the book to him and Professor Tapas Majumdar, the two role 

model teachers and supervisors of JNU with whom I had the privilege of getting associated. When I sent a copy of the book 

to Professor Gopal, he congratulated  and encouraged me to keep up research and publications. The influence of these two 

teachers greatly shaped my career. I hope JNU will have more teachers of their caliber and commitment. In fact, such 

teachers have played an important role in shaping the character of JNU and making it an institution of excellence.

Professor Tapas Majumdar who taught me Economics of Education at M.Phil was instrumental in developing my interest in 

Adult Education. He was not only a great teacher but also very humane in his dealings. He was easily accessible to students 

who could freely walk into his house without any inhibition and  he often helped them in whatever ways he could. As the 

Director of the Adult Education programme in JNU during early 1980s, not only did he encourage me to apply for a position in 

this area, but also facilitated my work as a  senior  colleague.  With his unstinted support and encouragement, I started my 

innings in JNU and strived to develop Adult Education as a field of practice and discipline of study. His view that University 

Adult Education should be qualitatively different from government programmes and should aim at strengthening Adult 

Education mainly through  high quality   researches and publications greatly  appealed to me and guided my work in JNU. In 

the  planning and implementation of field programmes , I  was influenced by his idea  that  the role of university should not be 

confined to setting up hundreds of literacy centers following official guidelines but to establish few centers on an 

experimental basis with a view to generating new knowledge. Since I had the background of History of Education, I decided 

to concentrate on History of Adult Education. Looking back, I feel the decision to focus on historical research in Adult 

Education, which is a relatively a neglected area, has been very fruitful and I brought out several publications which were 

well received.

Over the years, I observed that several senior academics of JNU were very supportive of new and innovative ideas. When I 

wanted to design a new course in Adult Education, the then Dean of the School of Social Sciences late Professor Ashok 

Mathur,  suggested that I start offering it as  a noncredit course to ascertain the interest of students . Accordingly, I started 

the course and offered it for three years and an average of 35 students attended the course. Subsequently, this course was 

offered for credit, the first to be offered by a programme not attached to any centre. Among the Deans, I would like to recall 

the special interest shown by Professor R. P. Sengupta in strengthening and expanding the Adult Education programmes and 

encouraging innovations. It was because of his interest that JNU could get liberal grants from the UGC during the Tenth Plan 

period which enabled me to design an innovative Professional Development programme for Adult Educators through Open 

and Distance Learning mode. The initiative of JNU in developing the much needed Professional Development Programme was 

greatly appreciated by National Literacy Mission of the Government of India and thousands of grassroots level functionaries. 

In recognition of my contributions to the field of Adult Education, I was conferred Nehru Literacy Award in 2009 by the 

former President of India, Dr. A. P.J. Abdul Kalam. I could categorically say that my accomplishments were primarily because 

of the excellent academic atmosphere and support of the university.

 I have observed that both the senior academics like the Deans, Rectors and the Vice Chancellor and administration have 
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been adopting a positive approach towards the progress of younger faculty 

members thereby creating a very conducive climate for research and 

innovation in JNU. I was immensely influenced by the scholarship, dignity and 

grace of   my teachers and senior colleagues and feel that such academics play 

an important role in shaping the character of JNU as an institution of 

excellence.

Working at JNU has been a great privilege for me as it always challenged me to 

excel and continue to learn. In fact I consider JNU to be an ideal place for 

Lifelong Learning.

S. Y.Shah, Group of Adult Education, School of Social Sciences.

Staying On

It was with a sense of disbelief that I looked at the telegram announcing my 

success in the JNU entrance exam! I did not then imagine that my association 

with the university would continue for so long and that I would write on 

Staying On as an alumna and faculty member.

Every year, when I sit on the interview panel to select candidates for the MA 

and M.Phil / Ph.D programmes, I cannot but recall the disastrous interview I 

had many years ago when I wanted to register for an MA programme. The 

entire faculty was present in full strength and questions were hurled at me 

from everywhere across the table that I had to duck for cover. Thirty minutes 

later, walking out of the room, I was all set to go back to Chennai to continue 

my studies. I even registered for an MA programme in Madras University, but 

destiny had other plans in store for me.

JNU opened a whole new world for me - classes, teachers, friends, hostel, 

academics, politics, dhabhas … Everything was new, be it student life, 

interaction with faculty or the  way in which the university fitted into the 

larger world in general. The semester opened with a strike. None of us actually 

knew the reasons for which we were striking. But we were striking. Strike 

only meant no classes and my very first classes in JNU started almost a month 

late! There was talk of zero semester, of us having to go back home. We were 

further told that many important politicians honed their skills as student 

leaders on the campus! New students like me learnt an entire new terminology 

on politics and campus life which made it easier to understand a course on 

Terminology and Specialised Translation which we studied later in the 

semester. Staying on, I understand student politics and strikes better. Not 

much has changed over the two decades. I see the same astonishment and 

confusion amongst new students and I also see them quickly getting used to 1176



life in JNU. Within months they even muster up courage to call teachers to say that there are no classes because they are 

striking!  We did not do that perhaps because the communication revolution started many years later. However, teachers 

then and now have always been patient sympathizers and have factored in all such uncertainties while planning the 

academic calendar.

Classes meant serious business. Once classes started, academic work kept us on our toes. Most students passed through a 

stage of metamorphosis, unlearning practices of rote learning and spoon feeding. We were made to discover new methods of 

learning and learnt to learn on our own. We were put through rigorous exercises for skill based courses like translation and 

interpretation so as to make us real professionals. Students have indeed changed over the years, and so have teachers I 

guess. Staying on, I realize that JNU is one of the rare institutions of higher learning where a faculty member is given 

complete independence in choosing, planning and executing courses with the interest of students in mind. Much as it 

empowers us, it entrusts us with lot more responsibilities. Student-teacher interaction remains a mutually beneficial 

experience. The internet has revolutionized the learning experience, but acquiring knowledge and skills “at the click of the 

mouse” still seems a distant dream.  Staying on has shown that both teachers and students have more useful and powerful 

tools at their disposal, better infrastructure and resources, improved access to scholars and material, yet academic rigour 

seems to have taken a backseat. We only seem to remember the academic questioning and intellectual analysis of the past!

JNU for me was freedom. I was on my own at last, away from family, friends and familiar environment. I was free to do 

whatever I wanted and whenever I wanted, with no one to breathe down my neck. JNU helped me mature as a human being – 

sensible, compassionate, helpful and strong. I made several friends, many of whom are today pioneers in their own fields. 

Staying on, I admire today's students, who unlike us are smarter and more confident, fearless to take on the world. They 

share a closer bond with teachers and do not hesitate to undertake difficult and challenging tasks.  They are practical and 

willing to learn from their mistakes. As teachers, we are no different, for every passing day bestows us with new lessons and 

experiences!

The beautiful green campus has also stayed on. The green cover may have shrunk, construction activity may have increased, 

the population may have multiplied three-fold, the demands on water and power may have become unsustainable, yet, the 

greenery and the rocky terrain of the campus hold a special place in the hearts of all JNUites. As a student, the campus was 

Delhi to me. This was the place where I lived, worked and walked for several years. There was nothing unusual about the 

place. But now, as I drive tens of kilometers across the city to reach the campus, I appreciate the serenity, the beauty and the 

purity of the campus and appreciate it like never before.

Shoba S., Centre for French and Francophone Studies, SLL&CS

World in an Island

Coming from a socio-geographical background quite distant to the trends of the times for a student of mathematics, JNU 

was not within the scope of the future. Graduation and post graduation from the University of Madras after completing 

school from Ranchi in itself was a daring step for me. The field of Computer Science was picking up in early 80's and a 

venture to yet a newer turf for a student with mathematics as first love, seemed a distant possibility with IITs and IISc in 

sight.

Determined to be a teacher from the age of 5, and to be a mathematics teacher since the age of 9-10, M.Phil. after M.Sc. 
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was the logical step. To face the situation head-on and accepting challenges 

had become part of me, a tribal girl. PUC, B.SC. and M.Sc. far away from home 

provided me multiple opportunities to explore and identify my areas of strength 

and potential. This was the basis of my stint in M.Phil. in Computer Science. 

School of Computer & Systems Sciences, JNU as an institution was a distant 

reality even after I submitted my application for admission. The rigor of the 

admission process on one hand was not encouraging yet to a successful 

candidate it was very satisfying to find oneself in the lot which was going to 

have a better future than the contemporaries back home.

The landscape, specially the vegetation and the rocky wilderness, was the 

most attractive element of the campus for me who was from the interiors of 

Jharkhand. When I arrived at the campus for my viva-voce for admissions I 

was determined to make it through. July 1986–1990 was my (short) stay on 

campus as a student acquiring my M.Phil. degree followed by satisfying the 

residential requirement for Ph.D. With the family nurturing of being rooted in 

and keeping abreast with matters and concerns relating to one's own socio-

cultural background, in JNU I was able to see how one could handle one's 

primary area of interest as well as the second area of interest. The former was 

related to one's passion and profession whereas the latter related to one's 

commitment towards the society one came from. May be typical of mid-80's 

my personal assessment of some of the post dinner mess discussions/lectures 

were more academic and politics-driven than some of the ground realities I had 

lived through. Therefore I needed a buffer besides what the campus could 

offer. Strongly rooted in the cultural background I found a Church of members 

from tribal areas of Bihar, MP, Orissa. Having strong Christian upbringing I got 

involved with the local Church organizing parallel sessions for kids on Sundays 

thus keeping away from regular programmes of the JNU Christian Fellowship. 

Having lived earlier in the hostels where gates were locked at a particular time 

in the night where there was no notion of privacy sharing all the joys and 

sorrows on a daily basis, the hostel life at JNU was totally different. Godavari 

seemed like a haven of Solemn Seniors (M.Phil. and Ph.D. types not to be 

referred as seniors although) with a loud and clear Do Not Disturb placard on 

their foreheads. Getting familiar with the neighbour was not possible since 

everyone left after breakfast and returned only around dinner time. One sure 

place to meet one's neighbours was the queue of buckets for bath. Of course 

the entire Godavari Hostel was not infected by the solemness virus, there did 

exist some frolicsome bunches injecting light moments to the monotony. 

Having obtained a room in the floor with no other new comer it was difficult to 

discern a batchmate who would share the same emotions. With a class full of 

boys and to be the only girl student in the class gave me little opportunity to gel 
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with contemporaries at the School. The mystery about my identity during my student days was the best part. Easily passing 

for a South Indian and eventually having befriended a Godavari resident from Centre for Social Medicine and Community 

Health very few people knew that I was conversant in Hindi and that I was not a student of CSMCH. Shortage of hostel 

rooms for girl students forced a situation that ground floor and first floor rooms in Godavari and Ganga were converted to 

double-seaters. As the semesters went by, more of the students from the same batch moved to the floor of my habitat. It got 

easier to make friends (even for ever). As a matter of fact three of us Godavari-friends met up with our families in 2006 in 

memory of 20 years of our friendship.

Setting out to explore the country taking up jobs at Barkatullah University, Bhopal for 11months, and Madurai Kamraj 

University, TN for 10 months since May 1990, I came back to JNU to realize a dream which I had never dreamt of. I found 

myself back at the School of Computer & Systems Sciences in January 1992 as assistant professor. Wardenship - teachers 

as wardens, in the hall of residence where one has been a student resident was the next experience at hand. Central to the 

core values of JNU is that which has kept me going to JNU till date. It is the spirit of freedom and transparency.  Academic 

freedom – to be countable to oneself setting benchmarks for oneself, freedom to cut across disciplines, freedom to explore 

new initiatives, freedom to experiment new methodologies, freedom to even be vulnerable, etc. It is nearly 18 years since my 

comeback, JNU provided me space to participate in life of JNU community through its structures – GSCASH, Equal 

Opportunity Office, Proctor Office and currently I have the privilege to serve my alma mater as the Dean of the School of 

Computer & Systems Science. I have continued to contribute in small ways through the fora which engage is taking up 

issues of tribals, development of the underprivileged and women. The path I have trodden so far may seem like one fairy tale 

story. The credit does not lie in the individual's ability but a whole lot of puzzle pieces lining up well in time. I salute those who 

envisaged that education is a basic tool for empowerment and those who paved the path for equality and social justices to 

all the citizens of India.

Sonajharia Minz, School of Computer & Systems Sciences

JNU A Memoir

Room 037 Godavari had a garden. The lawn was always clear of garbage, for students in the '70s were not in the habit of 

throwing plastic over the wall. Trees flowered. Reading a book was a pleasure with the birds sitting on frangipani trees. It 

was my first experience of being away from my family.

 The lights sometimes went off, and my room mate and I studied by candle light, waking each other up if one or the other 

nodded off. At night the stars always seemed as if they would descend on us. The stillness of night at 1 a.m. or 2 a.m. when 

we were writing our term papers was dense, heavy. I was always aware that others had lived in these Aravalli hills, not just 

JNU scholars who had been gifted the land by Indira Gandhi in memory of her father, but who had nevertheless sent police in 

during Emergency to round up politically inclined students.

The subtext of that dense heavy stillness of time which I mentioned was geological. The rocks were sedimentary, and clearly 

alongside the igneous, one could imagine that where now only asphalt roads circled the campus, there were once seas.

When I returned to JNU after getting my Ph.D from Delhi University, and teaching for 13 years at Hindu College, I began to 

search the campus jungle for relics from that ancient past. To tell the truth I was in between classes, looking for stone tools. 

Slowly I built up a collection of stone age tools, which my eldest daughter would borrow to show her friends at St Stephen's 
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College, where she studied history. Some years previously, Nayanjyoth Lahiri 

had published a paper in The Hindu, which was about the civilizations of people 

who lived thousands of years ago in the JNU-Mehrauli ridge area. I always 

hoped that I would find stones from that period on our campus.

My early days of searching (May 1997) in the grass, and scrub and side walks 

of JNU where routinely trenches were dug for pipes and buildings, turned up 

only bits of fantasy – a piece of ribbed ceramic which was actually part of 

some late 20th century drainage – for instance. But early in 1998, near the 

water tower, where James had in 1978 written his name for a student 

election, I found a real stone tool.

I did not show them to Nayanjyoth. We had been friends at Hindu College, 

where we both taught in 1983, when she was 24 and I was 27. I had shown 

her 2 fossils I had bought in Casablanca in 1989 at one of those frequent lunch 

meetings we had as a battalion of colleagues in 1989, and asked her if they 

were genuine. She had said,  “Manufactured in large quantities for tourists, 

I'm sure, but if it makes you feel happy to think it is a fossil, why not?”

Both those fossils were of sardines set in stone, smooth to the touch, the 

skeletons of those simple fish, delicate like filigree. My maid desultorily dusted 

them one hot afternoon, when my younger daughters were sleeping, and I was 

away at work, and dropped them from the top of the refrigerator where we 

parked everything, valuables as well as inconsequential objects. The stones 

from Casablanca must have been jostling next to paediatric doses of cold and 

cough medicines which one child or other was receiving. My children's 

physician would tell us comfortingly that 70 percent of Delhi's children 

suffered from these colds. Meanwhile by September all my casual leave would 

be over as I rushed here and there, attending to my routines at work and my 

research interests. Shifting to JNU was the most sensible decision I took in my 

life.

I now have many stone tools though instead of Nayanjyoth Lahiri,  it is my 

eldest daughter Meera who says of them, since she is a practicing researcher 

in History “Stone tools they are, but of Paleolithic  or NOW I cannot say.”

For me, they are stones I have around me all the time, as decoration, as 

conversation pieces, when the languor or post lunch conversations sets in, as 

gardening tools, as paper weights. My daughter Sandhya brought home a gift 

from a friend once which is a drawing on a stone, a painting really – an 

aboriginal stone from some town in Australia. Like the stones I have from JNU, 

some of them sturdy, some perfect, some encrusted with mica  I look at them, 

and it gives me a sense of our continuity with the past these tools of gardeners 1180



and foragers, of people who once lived in these hills and believed the land was theirs.

The Aravallis are extremely fertile, and all of us who have gardens here grow bougaenvillae, lemons, roses, jamuns, mangos, 

varietes of citrus, and ofcourse drumstick trees and currypatha. It would be a pity to destroy the new woods surrounding us, 

which came up in the last 25 years through aerial dissemination of seeds. As new woods grow, they are elegant and a 

success story for what is otherwise called Badarpur (a term for rubble). There are many insititutions which have benefited 

from JNU's underlying water resources. What is left to us of the original 1000 acres, we must valiantly protect as 

endangered ridge zone of Delhi

Susan Visvanathan, CSSS/SSS

JNU: Diversities and Differences

My mind and heart are often transported to the hostel life of JNU where I spent seven memorable years as MA/PhD student 

during 1978-1985. At the outset, as a student of Persian language and literature, that too of a traditional background, I had 

often wondered at the complexities inherent in JNU's polity and society. Slowly and gradually many hidden secrets were 

revealed to me and I found myself amidst left and right. As a result of that, my entire tone and tuning changed and worst was 

the situation when Banaras refused to accept me as its native speaker.  Old friends started forgetting me and the new ones 

put me on test. In other words, the conflict of tradition and modernity was enhanced to the greatest possible extent. I was 

like a ball, travelling through the court of Sita Ram Yechuri and Anand Kumar; but no free passage came to my rescue. The 

hostel mess, after the dinner, used to adopt new colour. The face-to-face with political activists, speakers, authors and 

poets constitute the most rewarding part of my JNU experience. Prof. Moonis Raza and Prof. Bipin Chandra happened to be 

the favourites though both of them appeared poles apart in terms of their masterly designed strokes. May God bless them, 

Aameen!

My prolonged time in the JNU really made me admire a lot of cultural practices of the campus. To me, in majority of the cases, 

students seemed to be genuine, honest, helpful, courteous and very kind. These values and qualities have always been a 

strong part of JNU community. However, in recent years, these values have disappeared to a great extent in the era of 

modernization and fast-track progress. One of the significant things that I went through during my student days was SFC 

election which I contested with body and soul and emerged as winner with a notable margin. It was indeed a wonderful 

experience which enabled me to gather strength and confidence as to move forward for further endeavour.

Elections in JNU, as such was worth enjoying. In spite of the fact that whole chunks of students were generally divided on 

political lines, they shared their tea and coffee with immense love and pleasure. For example, during the elections, I was 

keener to listen to Anand Bhai's eloquent fiery speeches though I never voted for his party or partners. The point to be noted 

is that my Banarasi fraternity could not impress upon me to lend my blind support to a Banarasi. On the other hand, the 

faculty of reason or inner guide always conveyed to my mind only one commandment pertaining to the jurisdiction and 

assessment that I needed at that very point of time.

Here I must confess that my close association with G. Balachandran, Jai Bhagwan, Qamar Agha, Ajay Patnaik and Durrani 

contributed a lot in my understanding of the world and the academic pursuit which can never vanish from my heart. The slow 

motion speeches of my dear Kamal Mitra Chenoy also remind me of my pleasant pursuits.
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The diversities and differences in the field of religion, code of conduct, 

ideology, morality, behavior and spiritual guidance—all of them did exist but 

the JNU community remained intact body and soul as a single entity.

In the modern set of human society, the aims and objectives of life change from 

person to person and group to group. In spite of many obligations and 

impositions, every now and then ideas are expressed according to the 

individual's own taste and choice; and accordingly, action and deeds based 

upon one's own choice, taste, temperament and ideals lead to diversities and 

differences. Such diversities and differences in our society of human beings 

are as old as the surface of earth. As the population increased and the number 

of the sons and daughters of Adam and Eve shot up, the differences between 

the human society also gradually enhanced in many ways and so many 

directions; such are religion, worldly gains, conducts, behaviours, ideologies 

and knowledge. To uncover the secrets of my achievements as a student of 

JNU, I think, the following poem shall meet the requirements:

“What is to be done, O my friends, for I do not know my own identity: I am 

neither a Christian, nor Jew, neither a Zoroastrian nor Muslim.

I hail neither from the East nor the West, neither from land nor from sea; 

neither from the mine of nature nor from the revolving spheres.

Neither from dust nor from water; neither from air nor from fire; neither from 

the throne of God nor the earth; neither from existence nor entity

Neither from India nor China; neither from Bulgaria nor Scythia; neither from 

the land of the two Iraqs. Nor from the province of Khurasan.

Neither from this world nor the next; neither from heaven nor hell; neither from 

Adam nor Eve; neither from paradise nor the Garden of Eden.

The placeless is my place; the traceless is my trace; I have neither body nor 

soul for I belong to the soul of beloved” (Jalaluddin Rumi).

Syed Ainul Hasan, Centre for Persian and Central Asian Studies, SLL&CS 

1182



d̂Slk yxrk gS ts,u;w esa vkuk !^

,d ckj tc dksbZ LFkku NwV tkrk gS rks og NwV gh tkrk gSA ?kwe fQj dj tc ml Hkwxksy esa vki okfil igq¡prs gks] 
rc rd ml LFkku dk ̂ bfrgkl^ cny pqdk gksrk gSA rc ogk¡ igq¡puk Hkh ,d u, LFkku ij igq¡pus tSlk gSA 11 
flrEcj 1975 dks eSa fof/kor :i ls ih,p-Mh- ds Nk= ds :i esa ts-,u-;w- igq¡pk] 27 tqykbZ 1978 rd blh ifjlj esa 
jgkA 1980 esa tc eSus ̂ izsepan vkSj Hkkjrh; fdlku^ fo"k; ij viuk 'kks/k dk;Z iwjk fd;k] rc ;g laca/k cnykA 
blds ckn egf"kZ n;kuan fo'ofo|ky;] jksgrd] t;ukjk;.k O;kl fo'ofo|ky;] tks/kiqj] bafnjk xka/kh jk"Vªh; eqDr 
fo'ofo|ky;] ubZ fnYyh ls gksrs gq, 30 flrEcj 2008 dks Hkkjrh; Hkk"kk dsUæ esa izksQslj ds :i esa dk;ZHkkj xzg.k 
fd;kA

tc eSa ;gk¡ nqckjk vk;k rks bl iz'u ls Vdjkuk iM+k ^dSlk yxrk gS vkidks ts-,u-;w- esa vkukA^ eq>s iz'u cM+k 
vViVk yxkA ijUrq lkeus okys dh eqLdqjkrh v'o vk¡[kksa dks ns[krs gq, eq>s yxk fd vc rks eSa bZ'oj vkSj HkkX; dks 
/kU;okn ns gh nw¡ fd eSa ;gk¡ igq¡pk A esjs 1 eq¡g ls 'kCn fudy ugha ik jgs FksA lks eqLdjkdj vkReh;rk izdV dh vkSj 
pyrk cukA ;fn eSa ;gka ysDpjj ds :i esa vkrk rks 'kk;n [kq'k gksrkA ijUrq esjs fy, rks ;g fdlh Hkh vU; 
fo'ofo|ky; dh rjg dk ,d vkSj fo'ofo|ky; gSA ,d ckr dk rks ,glkl gks jgk gS] ;g og fo'ofo|ky; rks 
ugha gh gS] tgk¡ eSa i<+us vk;k FkkA

D;k Fkk rc \ eSa ftl fnu ;gk¡ HkrhZ gqvk Fkk] mlh fnu eq>s jgus dk dejk 307] isfj;kj Nk=kokl fey x;k FkkA 
mlh fnu ! vkSj vc \  izksQslj ds :i esa dk;ZHkkj xzg.k djus ds ckn vkokl dh leL;k ij rks vHkh fopkj djus 
dk gh le; ugha vk;kA ;gk¡ rd fd X;kjg eghus ckn eq>s vius dsUæ esa cSBus dk dejk vkoafVr fd;k x;kA 
QuhZpj nsus dh Lohd`fr vHkh ckdh gSA daI;qVj yxk fn;k x;k gS ijUrq baVjusV dk rkj tksM+us ds fy;s vHkh Lohd`fr 
ysuh ckdh gSA ukSdjh dks fof|or 'kq# djus ds fy;s vHkh cgqr dqN ckdh gSA

tkfgj gS eq>s vius iqjkus fo'ofo|ky; ;kn vk jgs FksA bl ekeys esa bafnjk xka/kh jk"Vªh; eqDr fo'ofo|ky; loZJs"B 
gSA ftl fnu dk;ZHkkj xzg.k fd;k] mlh fnu QuhZpj lfgr dejk vkoafVr dj fn;k x;kA lkr fnu ds Hkhrj Qksu] 
daI;qVj] baVjusV ,oa jgus ds fy;s vkokl lfgr lc dqN rqjar vkoafVrA dkj.k pkgs tks gks] ;kn rks vkrk gh gSA 
ijUrq vkSj Hkh cgqr dqN lqfo/kk;sa bXuw ds f'k{kdska dks feyrh gaSA tks ts-,u-;w- ds f'k{kdksa dks ugha feyrhA ?kj ij 
VsfyQksu vkSj baVjusV dh lqfo/kk ds lkFk i<+us ds fy;s eq¶r v[kckjA

tks/kiqj esa ukSdjh djrs gq, yxrk Fkk fd tc rd osru ,d rkjh[k dks fey tkrk gS] rc rd fo'ofo|ky; vPNk 
gSA lks ts,u;w Hkh vPNk gSA bl vFkZ esa Hkh vPNk gS fd ;gk¡ dk iz'kklu f'k{kd dk lEeku djrk gSaA vki dHkh vius 
dke ls tkvks rks fo'ofo|ky; ds deZpkjh Hkjld vkidk lg;ksx djus yx tkrs gSaA vkeRkkSj ls Hkkjrh; 
fo'ofo|ky;ksa ds deZpkjh ekurs gSa fd fo'ofo|ky; rks ge gh pykrs gSaA f'k{kd rks fujFkZd vagdkj esa thrs gSa 
rkfd eq¶r dk osru ikrs gSaA vr% os /kkfeZd Hkko ls f'k{kdksa ds dke esa jksM+s vVdkrs jgrs gSaA ;gk¡ eq>s ;g Hkkl de 
ns[kus dks feykA gkykafd bldk irk /khjs&/khjs gh pysxkA vc rd egf"kZ n;kuan fo'ofo|ky;] jksgrd ds 
deZpkfj;ksa dk O;ogkj loZJs"B jgk gSA N% o"kksZ dh izkjafHkd ukSdjh esa eq>s vius fdlh dke ds fy;s iz'kklfud Hkou 
esa tkuk ugha iM+kA ;gk¡ rd fd ogk¡ ls R;kxi= nsus ds ckn esjh ns; jkf'k Hkh] fu;r frfFk dks eq>s tks/kiqj esa fey 
xbZA ckn esa Hkh tks tkudkjh pkgh] og Hkh rqjar feyhA laHko gS ts-,u-;w- Hkh jksgrd dh rjg dk O;ogkj dj ik,A eSa 
mEehn djrk gw¡A

tgk¡ rd dqyifr dk iz'u gSA gekjs fy, mudk O;ogkj egÙoiw.kZ gksrk gSA jksgrd esa eSaus N% lky dqyifr ds ncko 
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esa fcrk,A eq>s og fo'ofo|ky; de ilUn gS tgk¡ dqyifr dk ncko fn[kkbZ nsA bXuw esa Hkh dqyifr dk ncko jgk 
gSA tks/kiqj esa f'k{kd la?k dqyifr dks bruk ijs'kku djrk jgrk gS] fd mls lkekU; f'k{kd dh rjQ ns[kus dk 
vodk'k de gh feyrk gSA bl vFkZ esa vHkh rd ts-,u-;w- dh fLFkfr csgrj yxrh gS] D;ksafd ,d o"kZ esa eq>s muls 
feyus dh t:jr eglwl ugha gqbZA mudh mifLFkfr dk ncko vkxs Hkh eglwl u gqvk] rks fo'ofo|ky; csgrj gh 
ekuk tk,sxk] tgk¡ rd f'k{kd la?k dk iz'u gS] eksguLo:i egs'ojh dh v/;{krk esa pyus okyk tks/kiqj dk f'k{kd 
la?k esjk vkn'kZ jgk gSA vki ,d ckj mudks flaMhdsV esa pqu yhft,A fQj vkidks viuh ukSdjh dks ysdj fpark 
djus dh t:jr ugha gSA ;gk¡ ds f'k{kd la?k vkSj f'k{kd usrkvksa dh dk;Z iz.kkyh ls dksbZ ifjp; ugha gks ik;kA vr% 
mu ij fVIi.kh vHkh ugha dj ikÅ¡xkA eSa ,slk ekurk gw¡ fd pkgs ftl dkj.k ls gks] ;fn fdlh f'k{kd dh ukSdjh ij 
vk¡p vkrh gS rc mls f'k{kd la?k dh vko';drk eglwl gksrh gSA ;fn fdlh f'k{kd dks ;g fo'okl gks tk; rks og 
vkjke ls ̂ukSdjh^ dj ikrk gSA ;fn f'k{kd dks vius oS/kkfud ladV ds fnuksa esa dksVZ ;kn vk,] f'k{kd la?k ;kn u 
vk, rks ml fo'ofo|ky; dh laLd`fr ij fQj ls fopkj djuk pkfg,A bruk vo'; yxrk gS fd ;gk¡ f'k{kdksa dk 
lkeqnkf;d thou {kh.k gSA O;fDrxr nksfLr;k¡ gS tks eqf'dy ls curh gS rFkk le; ysrh gSA ;gk¡ tks igys vk x;k 
gS] og csgrj fLFkfr esa gSA

bafnjkxka/kh jk"Vªh; eqDr fo'ofo|ky; esa tc eSa vk;k rks ogk¡ ,d utkjk ns[kkA pkgs fdlh Hkh izdkj dh 
CkSBd gks] dksbZ ckr gks] dk;ZØe gks] dqN Hkh gks] lcls igys bXuw ds yksx de ls de vk/kk ?kaVk bXuw dh iz'kalk ds 
xhr dkrs vkSj rc fQj dksbZ ppkZ&ifjppkZ djrsA eq>s cM+k vthc yxkA ,slk Hkh vkius D;k LoXkZ cuk j[kk gSA ogk¡ 
ls tc eSa ts-,u-;w- esa vk;k] ;gk¡ rks viuh rkjhQ dk;kZy;h i=ksa rd esa fy[kh feyrhA tks Nk= ;gk¡ ls pys x, os Hkh 
gk ikuhir! gk ts-,u-;w- ! djrs jgrs gSaA vkSj cgqr vkRefo'okl ls djrs gSaA fcpkjs jksgrd vkSj tks/kiqj okys rks 
viuk nq%[kM+k jks&jksdj fdlh rjg le; dkV jgs gSaA ;gk¡ bXuw vkSj ts-,u-;w- dks viuh rkjhQ esa gh fdlh Hkh rjQ 
ns[kus dk vodk'k ugha gSA

,d ckr vo'; gSA ;gk¡ ds fo/kkFkhZ lcls vPNs gSaA i<+s&fy[ks gSaA le>nkj gSaA uSfrd&oSpkfjd n`f"V ls 
laIkUUk gSaA os vius v/;;u ds izfr cgqr xaHkhj jgrs gSaA bXuw esa rks fo|kkFkhZ lkeus gksrs gh ugha A tks/kiqj esa Hkh 
fo|kFkhZ dHkh&dHkh gh fn[kkbZ nsrs FksaA ;gk¡ gj jkst feyrs gSa lcds lc d{kk esa vk tkrs gSaA gkykafd i<+kus gSa] mlls 
T;knk rks ;gk¡ dh igkfM+;k¡ vkSj iksLVj Ik<+k&le>k nsrs gSaA ,sls fo|kFkhZ;ksa dks larq"V ns[kus dk lq[k NksVk ugha gksrk 
A ;g rks ;gk¡ fey jgk gSA vly esa ge lcls vPNs fo|kFkhZ;ksa dks izos'k nsrs gSaA os izos'k blfy, ysrs gSa] D;ksafd ;gk¡ 
izos'k dk vFkZ jkstxkj dh xkjaVh gSA ;gk¡ Nk=koklksa esa tks cglsa gksrh gSa] cSBds gksrh gSa] mlesa Hkkx ysus ls izfr;ksxh 
ifj{kkvksa dh lkEkkU; Kku dh dqath fey tkrh gSA lk{kkRdkj dh dy vk tkrh gSA vko';drk iM+us ij lkSnsckth 
djuh vk tkrh gS vkSj vius vkidks eg¡xs eksy ij cspuk vk tkrk gSA bl lc dqN ds ckctwn budk uSfrd xoZ cuk 
jgrk gSA

tks Hkh gks] eSa vc viuh ubZ Hkwfedk esa blh fo'ofo|ky; dk fgLlk gks x;k gw¡A

¼izks- jkec{k] Hkkjrh; Hkk"kk dsUæ] ts-,u-;w-½
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gS ckr dqN ,slh---

tokgjyky usg# dk uke ts+gu esa vkrs gh vk¡[kksa ds lkeus ,d nedrk psgjk Nk tkrk gS vkSj dkuksa eas xw¡tus yxrh 
gS ;g vkokt+ % ̂vk/kh jkr dh bl ?kM+h esa tc lkjh nqfu;k lks jgh gS] fgUnqLrku vktknh  ds u, losjs eas tkxus tk 
jgk gSA ;g ?kM+h ml ckth ds iwjs gksus dh ?kM+h gS] tks geus fdLer ls yxkbZ Fkh---

dHkh /;ku ls lqusa rks bl vkokt+ esa mRlkg rks gS gh &jk"Vª dh Lora=rk dh ?kks"k.kk djrh mRlkg iw.kZ vkokt+] ij 
,d cspSuh ,d vk'kadk dh Hkh /ofu mlds vUrZry esa lquh tk ldrh gSA ;g vkokt+ [kkfyl mRlkg izdV djrh 
vkokt+ ugha gS-- og ,d ̂,thVsVsM^ vkokt+ Hkh gS & viuh ukdke;kch dks mRlkg esa <adrh vkokt+---

14&15 vxLr 1947 dh e/;jkf= esa ,slk gksuk gh FkkA VwVus dh ihM+k >syrk ns'k vkSj dVrs&Hkjrs yksx---A lqu 
i<+dj ,d vU; n`';koyh vk¡[kksa ds lkeus dkSa/krh gS&lkEiznkf;d og'khiu dh f'kdkj HkhM+ ij viuk lksVk ysdj 
VwVrs usg:A ogf'k;ksa ij lksVk cjlkrs mUgsa frrj&fcrj djrs xqLls esa dk¡irs usg: !

usg: dh tks Nfo;k¡ fp=dkjksa] dykdkjkas ds chp yksdfiz; gSa& os gSa lQ+sn dcwrj mM+krs] vk”oLr &izlUu&fpÙk 
usg:] yksxksa dk vfHkoknu djrs] mudk vfHkoknu Lohdkjrs usg:] fpark o fparu esa Mwcs] gFksyh esa Bks<+h Fkkes usg: 
vkfnA ij gkFk esa viuh I;kjh lksVh fy, pqLrpky ls pyrs usg: & ;g Nfo tjk fojy gh gSA tokgj yky usg: 
fo”ofo|ky; ds iz”kklfud CYkkWd ds fudV cuh usg: dh ,slh ewfrZ eq>s ges”kk cM+h ekuh[k+st yxh gSA

;g Nfo >Yyk, ;k xqLlk, O;fDr dh Nfo ugha gSA cfYd ;g Nfo ,d vR;ar rstLoh vkSj fUkMj O;fDr dh Nfo gS] 
tks canwd] vkxtuh vkSj lcls c<+dj balku ¼\½ ds og”khiu ds lkeus HkhM+ esa dwn iM+rk gS& balkfu;r dh j{kk ds 
fy,!

Kku ds lk/kdksa ds fy, fuMjrk ,d vko”;d xq.k gSA “kks/k ds vkyksd esa tkus fdruh c)ewy /kkj.kk,a VwVrh gSa 
fdrus u, vuns[ks jkg [kqyrs gSa& bu lcdks [kqys eu efLr’d ls Lohdkj djrs vkSj lkoZHkkSfed fgr ds lanHkZ esa 
bUgas rkSyrs&ij[krs gq, viuh ckr dks Mads dh pksV dg ikus dk lkgl gh rks fdlh fo}ku~ dk y{; gksrk gS --------- 
gksuk pkfg, -------

;g ckr Hkyk tokgj yky usg: fo”ofo|ky; esa i<+us&i<+kus okyksa ls csgrj dkSu tku ldrk gS\ vHkh] blh lky 
^ts-,u-;w- esa ukeoj flag* dk laiknu djrs gq, ;g ckr dbZ&dbZ ys[kksa esa ckj&ckj lkeus vkbZA ts-,u-;w- lpeqp esa 
,d vuks[kh laLFkk gSA cdkSy fdnobZ lkgc ̂vuks[kkiu rks ts-,u-;w- dh tUedq.Myh esa gh fy[kk Fkk ----------A lpeqp 
gS ckr dqN ,slh gh----------------

ts-,u-;w- eas eSus 1977 esa fgUnh ,e-,- esa nkf[kyk fy;k FkkA igyh pht ftlus eq>s vkdf"kZr fd;k og Fkk lHkh 
fo"k;ksa] lHkh Ldwyksa ds yksxksa dk vkil esa lpeqp dk esytksyA foKku okys dqN de vkrs Fks] ij gk¡ muesa ls Hkh dqN 
ekuohfd ,oa lkfgR; okyksa ls ?kqyrs&feyrs FksA yksxksa dk vkil eas bruk esytksy Fkk fd cgqr ckn esa irk pyk fd 
iadt flag bfrgkl ds fo|kFkhZ Fks] xksj[kikaMs fQykWlQh i<+ jgs Fks vkSj f=us= tks'kh o iwue phuh Hkk"kk ds fo|kFkhZ 
FksA vkSipkfjd d{kkvksa esa Hkh fofHkUu fo"k;ksa ds yksxksa dh vkoktkgh jgrh FkhA dqN cdk;nk ØsfMV dkslZ Hkh djrs 
FksA xhrkatfy Jh us ̂lkfgR; dk lekt'kkL=^ uke iwjk dkslZ gekjs lkFk Ik<+k FkkA ;g ckr vc Hkh ns[kus esa vkrh gSA 
Lis'kykbts'ku ds tekus esa tc nkbZ vk¡[k dk MkWDVj ckbZa vk¡[k okys MkWDVj ls vyx gks ldrk gS rc 
vUrj&vuq'kklukRed i)fr dh i<+kbZ ij fVds jguk mls izksRlkfgr djuk lpeqp lkgl dh ckr rks gS gh Kku dks 
lexzrk esa ns[kus ij cy nsuk Hkh gSA
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;g ckr flQZ Dykl esa ugha gSA ts-,u-;w- dk iwjk ekgkSy gh xt+c dh lfØ;rk ls Hkjk jgrk gS & fofHkUUk fo}kuksa ds 
ysDplZ] fFk;sVj] fQYe 'kks] dkO;la/;k] vUrjkZ"Vªh; Hkkstu mRlo vkSj tkus D;k D;kA ,slh gh lfØ; ckSf)drk us 
vkBosa n'kd ds vkjaHk esa gesa ̂ ftKklk&xzqi^ xfBr djus ds fy, izsfjr fd;k FkkA 1983 eas Jh ih-,u- gDlj ,oa dqN 
vU; vxz.kh cqf)thfo;ksa us ̂ lkbafVfQ+d VsEij^ dh t:jr dks js[kkafdr djrs gq, ,d c;ku tkjh fd;k FkkA bls 
i<+dj geus viuk ,d lgefrijd oDrO; ^esuLVªhe^ dks Hkstk] tks rqjar Ni Hkh x;kA blds ckn vukSipkfjd 
xksf"B;ksa dk nkSj 'kq: vkSj fQj geus vius <ax dh ,d vuks[kh if=dk ^ftKklk^ 'kq: dhA blds laiknd Fks 
iq:"kksÙke vxzoky vkSj uhykatu eq[kksik/;k;A ;g ;kn djrs gq, vkt Hkh xoZ gksrk gS fd gekjh bl if=dk esa MkWŒ 
czãnso 'kekZ] ,- jgeku] d`".kdkar] ih-,u-gDlj] e`.kky lsu vkfn ds ys[k&baVjO;w NisA ̂ftKklk xzqi^ vkt Hkh tkjh 
gS dqN vyx <ax lsA v/;;u dh tks i)fr gesa ts-,u-;w- us fl[kkbZ] mlesa lcls t:jh ckr ;g Fkh fd Kku dks 
[kaM&[kaM ugha v[kaM :i eas ns[kk tk,A lekt ij fopkj ds nwjxkeh izHkkoksa dks ns[kuk Hkh blh v/;;u i)fr dk 
,d uewuk gSA

thou ds mu fnuksa ds iUus iyVrs gq, dqN ckrsa ;kn u vk, ;g eqefdu gh ughaA

fo”o bfrgkl eas Hkh chloha lnh dk NBk o lkrok¡ n”kd vR;ar egRoiw.kZ gSA tc nks fo”o ;q)ksa dh rckgh ls la=Lr 
ekuo mUufr ls ysdj cjkcjh rd vftZr djus ds fy, D;k&D;k lius latks jgk Fkk vkSj mik; dj jgk Fkk] rc  
ts-,u-;w- dSls ihNs jgrkA ekDlZoknh &ysfuuoknh fopkjksa ls vaVk ij lkFk gh ÝhfFkadlZ dks Hkh xqurk &lqurk ;g 
dSEil lnk gh x+tc ds pgy&igy ls Hkjk jgrkA lcdks fpark jgrh fd uokxarqdksa dks viuh HksM+ksa ds [ksM+ esa 
“kkfey dj fy;k tk,A blls ,d rks Ý+s”klZ dks ,Meh”ku &izfØ;k ls xqtjus esa cM+h lgwfy;r gks tkrh rks nwjh vksj 
mudh ̂easVkWfjax* Hkh gks tkrhA ;g ckr lgt gh ̂dE;wfudsV* gks tkrh fd ts-,u-;w- dk rkSj&rjhdk vkSj txgksa ls 
vyx gSA lhfu;lZ vkSj u, vkus okyksa dk laca/k Hkh cjkcjh dk FkkA ml le; ̂^lj** ̂^eSMe** dgus dk pyu u FkkA 
uke ds lkFk ̂th* yxkrs Fks] cM+ksa dks lEcksf/kr djus ds fy, Hkh vkSj NksVksa ds fy, HkhA vr% laca/kksa esa lekurk dk 
Hkko Lor% vk tkrk FkkA ij eqfDr ds fcuk lekurk dgk¡\

eq>s tks fdrkcsa igys&igy i<+us dks nh xbZ] os vR;ar egRoiw.kZ Fkha vkSj ,d rjg ls esjs Hkfo’; dks ifjHkkf’kr Hkh 
djus okyh Fkha & ̂dBksifu'kn * vkSj ysfuu dh ̂ukjh eqfDr*A ̂dBksifu'kn~* dh iz”ukdqyrk dks ik, fcuk eqfDr dh 
vo/kkj.kk vdYiuh; gS vkSj fcuk lkgl ds iz”ukdqyrk laHko ughaA [kM+s gksdj iz”u iwNuk fdruk dfBu gS] ;g ge 
lc vius vuqHkoksa ls tkurs gSaA iz”u lgh gS ;k ugha & dgha ;g iz”u iwNus okys ds de rj Kku ;k vKku dk lwpd 
rks ugha eku fy;k tk,xk\ dgha iz”u lqudj yksx galus rks u yxsxsa\ mlls Hkh vf/kd Mjkouk ;g Hk; fd dgha ;g 
iz”u] iwNus okys dks ̂dkfQj* dh dsVsxjh esa rks “kkfey ugha dj nsxk] mls fo|kFkhZ rks ugha cuk nsxk\

rks lkrosa & vkBosa n”kd dk dqN ,slk ekgkSy Fkk fd fn, x, izfrekuksa dks iz”ufpfUgr djks & ,d liuk ,slk ns[kks 
tks Hkw[ks ds eq¡g esa vUu Mkys] gkFkksa dks dke ns ----- vU;k; dks [kRe djs vkSj Kku dh jks”kuh QSYkk,A ts-,u-;w- ds NksVs 
ls lalkj esa ;g liuk laHko yxrk Fkk vkSj cgqr ?kcjkgV gksrh Fkh mu vuke psgjkghu] ij gj txg QSys 
^;FkkfLFkfrokfn;ksa* ls] tks bl lius dks pwj&pwj djus dks vkeknk jgrs Fks ---------------------

vkt nss[kus ij yxrk gS fd ̂;FkkfLFkfroknh* varr% thr  x, ij mEehn Fkh jks”kuh cph jgrh gS mu ukStokuksa dks 
ns[kdj ftuds [kwu dh thu esa gh iz”u ncs jgrs gSa ----- xqi ---pqi -------- dHkh Hkh ,fDVosV gks tkus dks rRij -------------

;gha ,d vkSj lquh ckr ;kn vkbZ -------------

fcgkj esa usg: th fdlh lHkk dks lacksf/kr djus x, FksA vikj HkhM+ tqVh Fkh vius pgsrs usrk dks lquus ds fy,A yksx 
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usrk dks ut+nhd ls ns[kuk Hkh pkgrs Fks &

fdlh dks /khjt ugha & vtc csrjrhch---
Lo% txthou jke us vkjaHk fd;k%
xkSre cq) ds fcgkj esa vkidk---

usg: th “kksj “kjkcs vkSj gqM+nax ls Åc pqds Fks cksys &
dgk¡ gS xkSrecq) dk fcgkj -------------- ;g rks tjkla/k dk ex/k gS ----------------
vkSj fQj mudk izopu “kq: gqvk ukxfjdrk ds loky ij
vkt fQj yxrk gS fd ge lqus mUgsa -----------

lqeu ds'kjh

’kakfriw.kZ fojks/k dh ijaijk

ts,u;w ls igys eSa thMh dkWyst] csxqljk; esa i<+rk FkkA mlds ckn eSaus lu~ 1965 esa baLVhP;wV vkWQ jf”k;u LVMht 
esa nkf[kyk fy;k] tks fd f”k{kk eU=ky; ds vUrxZr FkkA eSaus ,d lkYk bUVsflo dkslZ vkSj rhu lky dh ch, dk 
dkslZ 1969 eas iwjk fd;kA ts-,u-;w- dh tc ifjdYiuk dh x;h Fkh rc mlesa nks laLFkk,a] ,d bf.M;u baLVhP;wV 
vkWQ bUVjus”uy LVfMt vkSj baLVhP;wV vkWaQ jf”k;u LVMht dks ts- ,u- ;w- esa “kkfey fd;k FkkA ge yksx tc 
vkf[kjh o’kZ esa Fks] 1968 esa gh ts- ,u- ;w- ifjlj esa vk x;s FksA 1968 esa ge yksx igys Fks] tks ts-,u-;w- ifjlj esa vk;s 
FksA ts-,u-;w- dk vkSipkfjd mn~?kkVu ugha gqvk FkkA tc 14 uoEcj] 1969 eas ts-,u-;w dk mn~?kkVu gqvk mlds 
rqjUr ckn gh igyk nh{kkar lekjksg gqvkA ftlesa ge yksxksa dks Ckh- ,- ¼vkulZ½ jf”k;u dh mikf/k nh x;h] ;s igyk 
nh{kkar lekjksg FkkA mlds ckn 5 fnlEcj] 1969 dks blh laLFkku esa ysDpjj ds in ij fu;qDr gqvkA

1970 esa iksLV xzstq,V ds fy, ekWLdks LVsV ;wfuoflZVh x;kA esjs lkFk vkSj Hkh lkFkh FksA ml oDr ;gka iksLV xsztq,”ku 
dkslZ ugha FkkA ge yksxksa ds fy, nks o'kZ dk fo”ks’k Vsªfuax dk;ZØe cuk;k x;kA ftlds vUrxZr ge ekWLdks x,A oks 
iwjk djds 1972 esa okfil vk;k] rc vkdk”kok.kh esa :lh Hkk’kk esa izlkj.k dh O;oLFkk dh tk jgh FkhA ge yksxksa us 
mlesa ;ksxnku fn;k vkSj 1972&73 fnlEcj rd :lh ,dka”k] vkdk”kok.kh esa dke fd;kA fQj 1973 ls vkt rd 
ts-,u-;w- esa gw¡A ts-,u-;w- esa jgrs gq, f”k{k.k ds vykok vU; dk;ZHkkj Hkh laHkkysA

uoEcj 1965 esa fnYyh vk;kA ;g txg ohjku Fkh ge igys fuoklh Fks ftudks [kkl eqf”dyksa dk lkeuk djuk 
iM+kA U;w egjkSyh jksM dPph FkhA xkao ds dqN ;qod gesa rax djrs FksA ysfdu vius rjhds ls geus lc dqN laHkky 
fy;kA eqfujdk Hkh bruk fodflr ugha FkkA ysfdu 1972 ds vklikl ts-,u-;w- dk gh u;k dSEil] u;k dYpj “kq: 
gqvkA /khjs&/khjs vkcknh Hkh vkus yxh] lqfo/kk,a c<+us yxhaA

f”k{kd cuus ds ckn eq>s okMZu cuus dks dgk x;k FkkA ml le; dksbZ LokLF; dsUnz ugha FkA eSaus okMZsu cuus ls 
budkj fd;k D;ksafd dqN lqfo/kkvksa dk vHkko FkkA ckn esa okMZu] izkWDVj] izksoksLV] phQ izkWDVj dk in laHkkykA 
f”k{kd la?k esa eSaus lfØ; Hkkx fy;k] Vªstjj jgk] egklfpo jgk] v/;{k Hkh jgkA ts-,u-;w- esa ewyHkwr lqfo/kk,a ykus esa 
f”k{kdksa dk eq[; ;ksxnku jgkA dsUnzh; fo|ky; dSEil esa cukA ml oDr ds- vkj- ukjk;.ku okbZl pkalyj Fks vkSj 
eSa ts-,u-;w-Vh- dk egklfpo FkkA ukjk;.ku th cgqr gh lTtu iq:’k FksA lh-th-,p-,l- fMLisUljh ;gka [kksyh 
x;hA ;g 1978 dh ckr gSA ge lh-th-,p-,l MkjsDVj tsusjy ds ikl x, vkSj fMLisUljh ds fy, ckr dh x;hA 
rduhdh leL;k mBh dkMZ gksYMj rks cgqr de gksxsaA fQj ge yksxksa us lq>ko fn;k fd vkl&Ikkl ds yksxksa dks Hkh 
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“kkfey dj ysxsaA fMLisUljh dk uke Hkh lh-th-,p-,l- eqfujhdk fMLisUljh j[ksa] ysfdu dSEil esa gksuh pkfg,A fQj 
mlds ckn LokLF; dsUn Hkh vk x;k] tks Nk=ksa ds fy, FkkA ml le; flQZ nks MkDVj Fks] /khjs&/khjs mldk foLRkkj 
gqvkA igys LokLF; dsUnz dk foLrkj ,d vkSj eaftyk cukus ls fd;k tk jgk Fkk ijUrq geus dgk chekj Nk=ksa dks 
lh<+h p<+us esa fnDdr gksxhA tc gekjs ikl tehu gS] rks D;ksa nks eaftyk cuk,a\vfHk;Urk us vkukdkuh dh] fd isM+ 
dkVus iM+sxsa vkSj ,slh cgqr lkjh ijs”kkfu;ka crkbZaA ysfdu geus dgk fd ftrus isM+ dVsxsa ge mldk rhu xquk yxk 
nsxsa] ml oDr eSa izksoksLV FkkA dejs Hkh geus cM+s cuok,A eSa LokLF; dsUnz lfefr esa Hkh FkkA dsUnzh; fo|ky; cuus ds 
le; eSa vlksfl,V izksQslj gh Fkk ysfdu lkekftd {ks= esa lfØ; FkkA ml oDr izkbosV Ldwy esa f”k{kd vius cPpksa 
dks ugha Hkstrs FksA ts-,u-;w- esa Å¡p&uhap dh ckr rks ekuh gh ughaa tkrh Fkh blfy, dasfnz; fo|ky; t:jh FkkA 
dSEil ds dsafnz; fo|ky; esa cgqr lkjs f”k{kdksa  ds cPpksa us i<+kbZ dh gSA dasfnz; fo|ky; dk Lrj vPNk gSA

ts-,u-;w- dk tks turkfU=d ifjos”k gS mldks LFkkfir djus esa Hkh gekjs le; ds ;qod f”k{kdksa dk ;ksxnku jgk gSA 
geus ges”kk iz”kklu esa ikjnf”kZrk dh ekax dh ,oa iz”kklu ds lkFk ges”kk lkSgknZiw.kZ okrkoj.k jgk gSA f”k{kdksa dh 
ckr mu fnuksa] 70&80 ds n”kd esa vkSj vkt Hkh mudh ckr lquh tkrh gSA ts-,u-;w- ds iz”kklu esa f”k{kdksa dk 
Hkkxhnkjh rks gS gh] Hkys gh jktuSfrd dkj.kksa dh otg ls ;g dgk tk; fd iz”kklu iz”kklu gSA ijUrq iz”kklu vkSj 
f”k{kd vyx ugha gS f”k{kd gh iz”kklu esa gSA ts-,u-;w- dks cukus esa f”k{kdksa] Nk=ksa vkSj deZpkfj;ksa dk dkQh 
;ksxnku jgk gS D;ksafd ge ,d iapk;r ds :i esa dke djrs gSaA vHkh Hkh vxj dksbZ leL;k gksrh gS] rks ge lc yksx 
lkFk feydj lqy>k ysrs gSaA fopkj djrs gSa] jk; cukrs gSa vkSj vey fd;k tkrk gSA vke rkSj ij Nk= Hkh jkth jgrs 
gSA gkykafd Nk= jktuSfrd fopkj/kkjk dh otg ls rjg&rjg ds fojks/k izn”kZu djrs gSaA ysfdu gekjs fglkc ls oks 
Hkh lgh gS D;ksafd bl rjg fo|kFkhZ jktuSfrd {ks= esa vuqHko ikrs gSaA ;s Hkh ,d f”k{kk dk vfHkUu vax gSA fodkl“khy 
ns”k ds lekt esa tkx:drk t:jh gS ftlds fy, jktuhfr t:jh gSA ysfdu vius laLFkku dk ewY; ,oa y{; ds 
izfr lcdks lpsr jguk pkfg,A laLFkk dh laLd`fr ij dksbZ vlj ugha iM+uk pkfg,A laLFkk etcwr jgsxh rHkh lkjh 
lqfo/kk,a fey ik,axhA “kq: ls gh ge vPNh laLFkk jgs gSa ftldh otg ls ljdkj Hkh gekjh enn djrh gSA blh dk 
urhtk gS fd ge djhc&djhc fu%”kqYd f”k{kk ns jgs gSaA dksbZ ea”kk ugha gS fd Qhl o`f) dh tk;A bUDyqlho uhfr 
t:jh gS] tks fd ts-,u-;w- us fd;k gS vkSj djrk jgsxkA

ts-,u-;w- ds igys dkWyst ds fnuksa esa fdlh ikVhZ fo”ks’k ls lEcfU/kr ugha Fkk ysfdu 1965 esa tc fcgkj ljdkj us 
Qhl o`f) dh rks mldk geus fojks/k fd;k FkkA fojks/k dM+k Fkk] izLrko okfil fy;k x;kA ts-,u-;w- esa eSa fdlh ikVhZ 
ls tqM+k ugha ijUrq cgqr lkjs dk;ZØe esa Hkkx fy;kA

70 ds n”kd esa ts-,u-;w- dkQh okbczsaV Fkk] ldkjkRed jktuhfr FkhA ml le; ds Nk= “kks/k ij ltx FksA 
okn&fookn ,oa ppkZ ds fy, lsfeukj ds fy, tSlh rS;kjh gksrh gS] oSlh gh RkS;kjh gksrh FkhA v/;{kh; Hkk'k.k esa 
oSpkfjd okn&fookn gksrs Fks u fd flQZ jktuhfrd okn&fooknA  vHkh Hkh ijEijk tkjh gS ysfdu ml Lrj dk ugha] 
ml le; ckSf)drk dk lEeku Fkk] fgalk dh dksbZ txg ugha FkhA 80 ds n”kd esa ,d ckj fookn gks x;k Fkk ftlds 
fojks/k esa vksYM dSEil ls U;w dSEil rd ,dne “kkUr fojks/k izn”kZu fd;k x;k FkkA dHkh Hkh lhekvksa dk mYyaa?ku 
ugha fd;k x;k tks vkt Hkh dk;e gSA

dSEil dh cukoV gh ,slh gS fd Nk=kokl ds ikl gh f”k{kdksa dk ?kj gS f”k{kdksa ls feyus ds fy, Nk=ksa dks nwj u 
tkuk iM+sA f”k{kd Nk=ksa ls feyus ds fy, ges”kk rS;kj jgrs gSaA bu lHkh phtksa dh otg ls ts-,u-;w- oks gS tks vkt 
gSA fojys gh gksrk gS fd ,d lkFk tgka i<s+ gks ogha vki i<+kvks Hkh] ;gka oks gqvkA

ftl rjg ts-,u-;w- ds Nk=ks us fiNys nkSj esa vkSj vHkh rd lekt esa tkx:drk QSykus dk dke fd;k gS ,oa vius 
Kku ds cy ij vyx&vyx {ks=ksa esa viuk LFkku cuk;k gS mlh rjg og viuh ltxrk ,oa deZBrk cjdkj j[ksaA 
tks Hkh tgka Hkh ftl Hkh in ij gS ogka ts-,u-;w- dh laLd`fr dks cuk, j[ksaA

¼jkekf/kdkjh dqekj] jsDVj] ts-,u-;w-½
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lezkKh vk jgh gSa ¼1975½

vkBosa n”kd ds vkjfEHkd o’kksZa esa tc tokgj yky usg: fo”ofo|ky; dh “kq#vkr gqbZ rks ,d vlEHko la;ksx dh 
rjg geus [kqn dks ,d ,sls ekgkSy esa ik;k tgk¡ Hkkjr ds oafprksa & “kksf’krksa dh eqfDr ds egkLoIu ls izsfjr vkSj 
vkUnksfyr ;qokvksa us vkSipkfjd&vukSipkfjd f”k{kk dk ,slk okrkoj.k jpk ftldh vusdkusd fufeZr;k¡ vkt Hkh 
lfØ; gSa & ledkyhu thou esa vusd izdkj ls gLr{ksi dk iz;Ru djrh gqbZ] ̂ lezkKh vk jgh gSa* mUgha fnuksa dh 
jpuk gS tks vkikrdky ls igys fy[kh x;h vkSj bykgkckn ls nw/kukFk flag ds lEiknu esa ̂ i{k/kj* ds izos”kkad esa 
izdkf”kr gqbZA bl lUnHkZ esa lcls ukVdh; ckr ;g gqbZ fd tc if=dk Nidj izsl ls ckgj vk;h rks Bhd mlls 
igys vkikrdky dh ?kks’k.kk gks pqdh FkhA nw/kukFk ftruk Mjk;s x;s mlls T;knk Mjs D;ksafd ̂lezkKh vk jgh gSa* ls 
vad dh “kq#vkr gqbZ FkhA blds lkFk nwljh dfork Fkh ̂u’V gksrs tUe ysrs* ftlesa uDlyckM+h ds fdlku la/k’kZ dh 
fpuxkfj;ka Li’V FkhaA ̂lkezkKh vk jgh gSa] izdk”ku ls iwoZ gh fnYyh ds vykok vU; LFkkuksa ij Hkh xksf’B;ksa esa fd;s 
x;s ikBksa vkSj iksLVjksa dh “kDy esa pfpZr gks pqdh Fkh & dqN bl vk”k; ds lkFk fd dfork yksdra= ds <kaps esa ekStwn 
lkearh mRihM+u ds nq[k ij ftl rjg fVIi.kh djrh gS mlesa bfUnjk xk¡/kh dk fujadq”k rkuk”kkgh psgjk lkQ fn[krk 
gSA

tusfo ij iqfyl dk Nkik iM+ pqdk Fkk] eSa iqfyl }kjk okafNr HkxksM+k FkkA eSa ,d ,sls >wBs eqdnes dk vkjksih 
Fkk tks bfUnjk xk¡/kh dh gR;k ds ‘kM;a= dk eqdnek FkkA eqdnek ftu lkr yksxksa ij Fkk muesa orZeku ekdik 
egklfpo izdk”k dkjr Hkh FksA

nw/kukFk us viuh if=dk dh lkjh izfr;k¡ LFkkuh; vf/kdkfj;ksa dks lkSai nha ftUgksus] ̂d`ikiwoZd* mUgsa u’V dj 
Mkyk vkSj nw/kukFk dks “kkcklh nhA tusfo ,d ̂u’V uhM+* Fkk tgk¡ xqIrpj lsokvksa ds vf/kdkjh vkSj deZpkjh f”kdkjh 
dwrksa dh rjg gekjs lqjkx <w¡<rs jgrs FksA eSa Hkwfexr Fkk vkSj caxky ls iatkc rd dh ;k=k,¡ djrk gqvk fujUrj 
lfØ; Fkk & vkikrdky dh ml vekuoh; vkSj yksdra= fojks/kh fLFkfr ds izfrjks/k ds fy,] ;FkklEHko] yksxksa esa 
le> vkSj lkgl txkus dh dksf”k”k esa yLr&iLrA

cgjgky] vc dfork----------

AA lezkKh vk jgh gSaAA

ukxfjdks] mRlo ekukvks fd lezkKh ds n”kZu rqEgsa djus gSa
Hkhr Hkko ls iz.kke l¡Hkkyrs gq, vius nq[kksa ds dhpM+ esa
:¡/ks xys ls gh lgh Lokxr xhr xkrs gq, mRlo eukvks

lezkKh dk jFk rqEgkjh v¡rfM+;ksa ls xqt+jsxk
jFk xqt+jsxk rqEgkjs ekFks vkSj g`n; ls
jFk xqt+jsxk rqEgkjs vkRek dh djkg vkSj “kksd ls
rqEgkjs LoIuksa dh gfj;kfy;k¡ jkSanrk gqvk
jFk xqt+jsxk jaxhu >juksa vkSj irkdkvksa dh Åc&Mwc esa

l¡Hkkydj viuh eqnZuh vkSj vkØed eqnzk dks
ehBh jglhyh Lokxr Hkafxekvksa esa fNikrs gq,
Lora=rk dh bl nksxyh cgkj esa
>qd tkvks Hknz Hkkb;ks
lezkKh vk jgha gSa
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lezkKh rqEgkjh lkewfgd uhan ij >qdh gqbZ
vkoktksa ds iqy ls /khjs&/khjs uhps dh vksj mrjrh gqbZ
lezkKh
rqEgkjh vk¡[kksa dks
d`rKrk vkSj vkHkkj ds ty ls Hkjrh gqbZ
vkusokyh gSa

lM+dksa ds fdukjs cPps [kM+s gksus pkfg, v/kuaxs eqLdqjkrs
cpiu ds mnklhu [k.Mgjksa esa iM+s QVs gq, fp=ksa ls
gkFkksa esa Qwy fy;s cPps----

fL=;k¡ rqEgkjh f[kM+fd;ksa ls >k¡drh gkFk fgykrh
[kM+h gksuh pkfg,¡ _rqvksa ds dkeukghu lwusiu esa
[kqf”k;ksa dh vkgVsa vaxksjrh fL=;k¡----

isM+ gksus pkfg, rqEgkjh Bw¡B bPNkvksa dh rjg lUu) fofo/ko.khZ
vkSj gj rjQ lfn;ksa dh eqnZuh Hkjs Ålj vk¡[ksa
fcNh gksuh pkfg, vkrh tkrh gokvksa ds jxks&js”kksa esa-------

fd pkSdUus lHkkln gj dgha ekStwn gksaxs
fd pkSdUus lHkkln ok;nksa vkSj liuksa dh xquxqukgV esa
gj dgha ekStwn gksaxs rqEgkjs rsoj [k¡xkyrs
Hkfo’; vkSj mRlo ds Qwyksa ds vklikl

lezkKh vk jgh gSa

bl vkSa/ks uxj esa gqbZ gR;kvksa dh lwpuk,¡ lHkkln nsaxs mUgsa
fd [krjukd canh ekjs x;s dkjkxkj yk¡?krs gq,
fd dqN vlH; yksx ekjs x;s dqyhu ukxfjd vkoklksa ds vkl ikl
vius v¡/ksjksa ls
larq’V vkSj “kkyhu vekR;ksa dk fj”rk <w¡<+rs gq, 

vkSj yfTtr Hkko ls rqe lc flj fgykvksxs
fd rqeus O;FkZ dk lkgl [kpZ fd;k
O;FkZ dk ew[kZrkiw.kZ fojks/k
fd jktdh; fgalk dh lkjh /kVuk,¡ tUe tUekarjksa ds fu;e gSa
nqLlkgfld iztkvksa ds fy,

/kksM+ksa euq’;ksa vkSj “kL=kL=ksa dh Hkh’k.k pdkpkSa/k esa
rqEgkjh V¡kxksa dh yxkrkj FkjFkjkgV lezkKh dks fn[k u tk;s
/;ku j[kuk Luk;q;ksa dh flgju “kkUr j[kuk
lezkKh vkusokyh gSa rqEgkjs uxj dks vkxkeh o’kkaZs ds fy,
xeZ vkSj lq[kn Le`fr;ksa vkSj v”okluksa ls Hkjus 

blds igys fd jFk ds /kksM+ksa dh igyh Vki lquk;h nsa vkSj
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/kwy ds igys ckny lhekUr ij mBrs gq, uxj dh vksj vk;sa
rqe ,d igpkughu gypy gks tkvks
ftldk dksbZ Hkh mik;ksx lezkKh ds lSfud vkSj lHkkln djsa

rSjrs gSa tgjhys ckny rqEgkjh vkdka{kkvksa ds vkdk”k esa
lHkkxkjksa esa meM+rs vkrs gSa >wB ds gt+kjksa jax

lezkKh dh iztkoRlyrk ls xnxn
vius ta+xyxs psgjs ek¡t vkvks fiz; ukxjokfl;ks 
lezkKh vk jgh gSa

lezkKh vk jgh gSa

iadt flag
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JAWAHARLAL NEHRU UNIVERISTY

The University conducts Entrance Examination in the middle of May every year for admission to various full-time programmes of 
study at various Centres 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, Biotechnology, Computational Biology & 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, Korean, 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 all Schools/Centres (except Life Sciences). 
In addition direct admission to Ph.D. is also offered in Group of Political Theory and Comparative Politics (International Relations), 
Mathematical Sciences, Adult Education, Women's Studies and Study of Discrimination and Exclusion.

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 Schools of Life Sciences, Physical Sciences, Environmental Sciences, Computer & Systems 
Sciences, Information Technology and Biotechnology without appearing in the Entrance Examination.

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”

CATEGORY 'A' - ADMISSION THROUGH ENTRANCE EXAMINATION :

CATEGORY 'B' - DIRECT ADMISSION TO PH.D. PROGRAMME:

CATEGORY 'C' - JRF HOLDERS:

FOREIGN NATIONALS:



(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)

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 Section Officer (Admissions), Room No. 28, Admissions 
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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