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“If we teach today's students as we taught
yesterday's, we rob them of tomorrow"
- John Dewey

Prof. Dr. Digambar N. Ganjewar
Principal
It is a matter of great pride to be the Principal of an institution that aims to
mold the character of each youngster into an “lcon of tomorrow”.
"Creativity is intelligence having fun’, said Albert Einstein, and indeed, 1
am pleased to witness creativity in aection through this Bulletin of the
English Department.

In a world shaped by change and advancing technologies, our institution
stands as a nurturing ground for young minds and dreaming spirits. We are
committed to ecreating a learning space where creativity is awakened and
intellect is set alight. Guided by passionate faculty, our youth are given
opportunities to explore, imagine, and transeend boundaries as their
horizons expand.

It is deeply gratifying to see students embracing this platform as a eanvas
for expression where thoughts take [{light through poems, emotions find
form in stories, and ideas flow freely in prose, reflecting the vibrant
imagination and promise of a generation ready to shape the future.

My best wishes to the entire team!



Foreword

“Be yourself; everyone else is already taken."
— Oscar Wilde

Dr. Emelia Noronha
HOD of English

It gives me immense pleasure to see this beautiful venture — The Literary Hive
becoming a reality. Thanks to NEP 2020 that the Business Communication
Department evolved into the Department of English.

We now have the opportunity to encourage the ereative urge of our students.
Thus, we have the English Department Club — *LitVerse” which endeavours to
give flight to all the creative ventures of our students, thereby its tagline:
Where Stories Come Alive. This bulletin is the result of the excitement and
enthusiasm that has been bubbling in the recesses of these young minds for
long.,

Ms. Anushka Kamble has been the catalyst that has triggered the energy levels
of our Commerce students who hitherto expressed themselves only in numbers
and statisties, dealing with Accounts and Economies. Her contagious literary
enthusiasm has been the cause for the excitement and passion for literature to
surge through these young creative minds.

I am glad to present the premier edition of the bulletin — The Literary Hive.
The tagline: Buzzing Ideas, Building Worlds, is apt for a venture that is a
platform to bring imaginative concepts to life.
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MEET THE LIT - TEAM

SANA SHAIKH " SAKSHI SINGH
"1 make plans and BT "Me us alarm clock a never
force others to join" ending battle"

KRISHNA SHARMA

“Tts okay to lose your way...
Justdon't lose sight of
‘hz}‘_'-‘_‘;_;‘xqfh = :
ABHISHEK SHELKE DISHA S-}HARMA
"] travel to find the parts "Every extrovert group has
ofnw'lhaum’tmetyet" one introvert &that's me”
EDITORS
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Jalfrew: A Duiel Hews

We frequently see touching remarks about mothers in every
book, .
and with good reason. L) wa
Few, however, write about our father, s -ﬂr.:‘-' .
the man who quietly supports our achievements. -

He is the real hero
that we frequently fail to recognize.
Even if he never purchases anything for himself,
a father is the one who will buy you anything you ask for.

He is the one who eats less so your plate is full,
who sleeps in the heat so you can sleep comfortably in the
AC.
He may not show his emotions or praise you in front of you,
but he proudly tells the world how hard you study
and how far you will go.

He has endured hardships
In order to ease your burdens, -
fulfilling obligations without grumbling.

Since not everyone is fortunate enough to have a father,
show him respect, treasure,
and say "thank you" and "l love you"
before it's too late.

-Krishna Sushil Sharma
FYBCom, E- 640
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Rememfres, me?

My absence, does it matter to you?
Do you revisit our memories too?

When someone whispers my name,
Do you pause... or feel the same?

Does my surname cross your mind
In the quiet moments
you try to rewind?

Are you struggling to walk the old path
too...
Or am | the only one missing you?

My absence, does it echo through?
Or was | just a phase
you outgrew.

-Abhishek Rakmaji Shelke
FYBCom, E-652
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the Celewe of a Rany Uy

Maya sat by the window, tracing the path of a raindrop. The day was a
dull, heavy grey. She felt a similar kind of weight in her chest — not
sadness, exactly, just a tired, slow loneliness. Her cat, Mochi, was
asleep, a warm, soft lump of indifference. She sighed, a small, puff of air.
"Another grey day," she whispered.

This feeling, the boredom mixed with a quiet yearning for something to
happen, was familiar. It was the feeling of being stuck.

Suddenly, a loud, cheerful clatter came from the kitchen. Her older
brother, Leo, who always moved too fast, had dropped a wooden spoon.
"Oops! My bad!" he called out, his voice full of casual amusement.

Leo then walked into the living room, holding a mug. He was giving a
broad smile. His joy was a bright, slightly clumsy thing, like a puppy
bouncing around. He pushed the mug into her hands. "Hot chocolate,” he
announced. "Extra marshmallows. The secret weapon against the grey."

Maya looked at the drink. It was steaming, dark, and sweet-smelling. The
simple kindness of the gesture — a mug of hot chocolate — suddenly
broke through the heavy weight she felt. A tiny, surprising spark of
gratitude bloomed in her stomach. Then, a quick, light feeling of relief.

She wasn't alone. She had a brother who made messy hot chocolate.

She took a sip. It was perfect. "Thanks, Leo," she said, and this time, her,.__'_';;f‘i? 7

small smile felt real, not just polite. P e

The grey outside hadn't changed, but the feeling inside had The heavy'_ff;"l_” |
loneliness was replaced by a warm, chocolatey comfort Tt 'was a small--_'_;-
thing, but it was enough. R o

; -saam Sana Shaﬁudd?rl
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When a lune Becemes

The tune of Aashiqui makes me feel
that there is someone in my life
whom | love deeply
someone | want to spend my entire life with,
someone with whom | wish to fulfil all my dreams...

The dreams | saw in my childhood,
and the ones | see now _
| want to live them all with him. “

But at the same time, . S L
this tune also makes me feel the fear ”
of losing him
as if I've already lost him... 5
in every way,
As if he's no longer a part of my life, =
and has no intention of coming back.

And the worst part?
s | can't seem to do anything to bring him back.
' No matter how hard | try,
none of my efforts seem enough
to bring him back into my life.

So here | am
sitting alone in an auto,
in the middle of the rain,
with the song playing in my ears...
remembering every moment,

> every memory both beautiful and painful
‘a8 that | shared with the one
- /h'_i S | loved the most.
\ /A N -Sakshi Akhilesh Singh

FYBCom, E- 676
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I'll dig my own grave,
just to see if you'll get me flowers.

Drop my weapons,
cause you like the thought of losing all
my powers.

I'll just drown myself purposely,
to see if you did our come to save me.

And 1 will let myself break in your arms,
just to see if you will get two part
named "you" and "me,"
or shutter parts of "we."

-Shaikh Sana Shabuddin
FYBCom, E-625




lfe Peet

The poet is a coward man,
Hides his heart in the quietness he ran.

People smile at him, asking him to write again,
" Unaware it's his pain that bleeds on paper with pen.

In the silence, he writes with grace,
His words embrace him, a tender space.

Every line he spills is a wound unspoken,
Every rhyme, a heart that’s quietly broken.

They call him wise, with verses divine,
But they don't see the scars between each line.

He paints his sorrow in metaphors deep,
While the world just reads and falls asleep.

The poet laughs, but it's only disguise,
A storm still rages behind his eyes.

o - For poetry is where his demons rest,
\ And tears find home within his chest.

-Rajan Rajukanojiya
FYBCom, B-248
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Jeve: elfre

"Not all heroes wear capes — some are
called Mother"

A mother's love is the purest form of
affection.
She asks for nothing, yet gives the world
in return.

Let me begin with a few lines that speak of
her
endless grace.

There's no desire as peaceful as heaven in
this world,
No path that leads to success without
stumbling.

The world rarely cares without a
reason,
Because this world is not a mother.

-Khan Asifa Mohsin
FYBCom, C-320
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Love is not always shown or loud,
It lives in hearts that feel so proud.
Not every story needs to rhyme,
Some hearts just meet — beyond tim

It lives in eyes that softly care,

In little things that lovers share.

A gentle touch, a smiling face,
Can fill the world with sweetest grace.

Love doesn’t ask, it just stays near,
It wipes your pain, it dries your tear.
Through every change, through night and day,
True love will never fade away.

It's not a dream, it feels so true,
/er — me and you.

-Farheen Khan
FYBCom, C-321
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= How does it feel to be loved? I've always thought of that until | met him

years ago.

The memories are clear as if it happened today — memories of him.
When | first saw him, a young man with skin the colour of almond, not
so skinny, not so bulky, a perfectly toned body, a smile that makes your
heart melt, an energetic and chill person — and when he talks,
everything feels easy, disappearing all your problems.

As a girl child in a typical Indian family, with a mindset based on old
stereotypes, they never thought their first child would be a girl. | never
got the kind of love that a child needs — the care, the freedom. Sixteen
years of life where | never sensed emotions like love or adoration. Even
after trying for almost my whole life, doing everything, hoping to make
them change their mind, nothing worked.

Until | met him.

Our state board exams were over, and it was a new path of li

‘ strangers, and learning how to live in the actual world. | got

.. admission into college, not being aware of how it was going to make m

life beautiful, far more than how much it felt like hell before that. It w

ﬁ not so fairytale-like. Within a few days of college, | was chosen as C
% ?(Class Representative), which made me talk to everyone and kng
4 ° almost everyone in a span of one week. Unlike me, he already knew
?f everybody. They all knew him; with his charm, he became close i
y yone.
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b ii always wondered why he was like that. WWhy does he always smile?

y does he never seem tense or scared of anything?

We somehow became friends. That was the first time in my life that |
".__'!"s not understanding something — how did this happen? How did we
become so close? In my whole life, | had never shared my personal
feelings or emotions with anyone, but somehow he was the one to
know everything about me, my family. | never felt that much reliance on
anyone, telling him everything. My only best friend, to my lover, and
now my husband.

He was all perfect — that's what everyone thinks about him: smart,
charming, loving. Despite all that, there was something that no one
knew about him, neither did |. But then you must be thinking why | was
his best friend? Because it was also his first time telling everything to
someone about his not-so-good school life. But that's a different story
(and | need to keep my promise). | can't tell you everything.

My world completely changed — from that gothic, dull life to being in a
fairytale — for me, the day when he kissed me. A sudden kiss that
stopped my yapping. The world froze, time stopped, | was out of all my
senses. It took me some minutes to come back to my senses, standing
at the door of our classroom. [‘

ﬁ Maybe it sounds stupid, but sometimes you should believe in your :

7, The day he and | became us —
¢ We Made Us.

/ 1 % L o
v ;,f« -Sejal Yadav
5 FYBCom, F-844
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Always for others but never mine,
I’'m the sun that forgets to shine.

My light is lost, my warmth divine, )\y
I'm just a gem, lost in the shadows of time.

I'm the sun that brings warmth to the sea,
But never feel the heat, it's all for me.

Awaited list full of token,
I'm the dream that is meant to be broken.

Beauty that is full of flaws,
My language of love and existence is out of laws.
The garden that is watered daily yet forgets to grow,
To watch as others bask in my glow.

: | spend my days tending to needs,

& 'S Listening, caring, planting seeds.
/7 "\ ]

\‘_ Backyard full of empty love,

A silent servant, lost and found.

Do they see the weariness in my eyes,
‘The burden that | carry, the silent cries?

A Smilingjface around the world,
The emptiness that no one shares.

-Mahek Mukesh Savla
FYBBI, B-1093
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e Walefr Uhal Slele lime

The morning sun spilled its golden glow across the college road, painting
everything in warmth as students hurried past in lazy clusters, laughter
mixing with the jingling of cycle bells and distant honks. Satyam, Sohan, and
Amruta walked side by side, stretching after first lecture, enjoying the rare
calm between assignments and college chaos.

Just as Sohan cracked a joke about needing more sleep than oxygen,
Amruta suddenly stopped, her eyes narrowing toward the roadside grass
where something glinted faintly like trapped sunlight. Curiously, she stepped
toward it and lifted a beautiful wristwatch from the dirt—its leather strap soft
but aged, its steel rim shining despite smudges of dust. The watch was
elegant, timeless, yet the hands were frozen in place. "Looks expensive but
dead,” she murmured, brushing it clean. “Maybe your luck just started,’
Satyam joked, while Sohan laughed that someone else’s luck might have
just ended. A metallic click sounded as Amruta slipped it into her pocket—
subtle, small, but strangely aware, like the watch had acknowledged her
touch.

Later that afternoon, under the shade of ancient trees in the college garden,
the trio scrolled phones, planned reels, and debated which food stall served
the best chai. Amruta, quieter than usual, rubbed her temples and
whispered, “l wish the assignment checking gets postponed...” The world felt
suddenly still. A soft vibration buzzed. The watch in her pocket ticked once.
All three phones Iit up at the same moment—Assignment checking
postponed. Their laughter froze. Sohan joked weakly, Satyam tried to
rationalize it, but a hum lingered in the air, an almost invisible tremor of
something unnatural. Yet Amruta smiled proudly, brushing it off as good luck.
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The pattern continued like a gentle domino of impossible chances. She
wished for a boring lecture to be canceled—it happened. She hoped
breakfast stalls would magically open at 8 a.m.—one stood there sizzling
when they arrived. Each wish was small, harmless, even comforting. Her
friends cheered at her fortune while teasingly calling her “the lucky charm.”
But the watch ticked subtly louder each time, like a heartbeat growing closer
to the surface. Sohan noticed—he felt a creeping unease, as though luck
was being borrowed, not gifted. He whispered to Satyam, “What if something
else is deciding this? What if she's not wishing... but something is listening?”

Night fell. In the quiet isolation of her hostel room, the watch rested on
Amruta's desk. lts ticking was no longer soft—it was steady, rhythmic,
hypnotic. The room felt still, yet suffocating. When she glanced at the
reflection in the windowpane, her breath froze. Behind her own reflection
stood another shadowy form—tall, blurred, smiling with patient hunger. A
whisper slid through the silence, cold and deep: “Return the time... you
stole.” She turned violently, but the room was empty. The lights flickered, the
curtains thrashed like invisible hands gripped them, and the ticking surged
into a frantic, metallic pulse. “Stop... please,” she gasped, backing into her
chair. The watch trembled, glowing faintly, burning cold rather than warm.
Then—clink. It hit the floor. Silence snapped into place like a lock clicking
shut.

Morning arrived peacefully, unaware of the night's theft. Satyam and Sohan
found the hostel room unlocked, the window half open, the chair slightly
turned, and the watch lying on the tiles—cracked, still, lifeless. No Amruta.
No trace. They asked everywhere, searched everywhere, questioned
everyone. But the world had already forgotten her edges, like ripples
swallowed by a still lake. Days stretched into weeks, yet some evenings
when the college road lies quiet and sunlight slants through the trees at just
the right angle, a faint glimmer appears near the grass—subtle, quiet, and
waiting, as though something patient is breathing beneath time itself, ready
to tick again for the next curious hand that reaches for it.

TIME NEVER STOPS

TO BE CONTINUED... -Soham Panchal
SYBCom, D-478
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When Heals Lequ T Neal

When love arrives, it whispers— S *

soft, like rain on tired wounds.
It doesn’t ask who broke you,
or why your heart hides in corners.

I&:.

It simply sits beside you,
patient as sunrise,
and teaches you that Q
even cracked souls glow &
when the right warmth finds them.

Love is not fireworks—
:ﬁl\t’s courage in quiet moments,

but a journey taken
side by si%

-Gayatri Rai
SYBCom, D-534
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e Silent Werld G of Sexes

A woman gets abused — "All men are same”,
A man gets abused — "All women are same”.

What a shame,
That we are so devoid of any empathy
For the ones who truly suffer,
And see every tragedy
As a mode to dehumanize an entire group of people
With a different set of biological attributes.

To quench our egos
And justify our fallacies.
Is it so difficult for us to understand
That every coin can have two sides?

We have hit a new low
By getting infuriated by each other's existence today
Because some monstrous men
And women exist.

God made Adam,
God made Eve.
He bestowed both of them with companionship.
Unfortunately, some people see it more
As a curse than a gift.

Now some ask, "Why did God make Adam?"
5 And some ask, "Why did God make Eve?"
The doomsday feels near —
It's now questionable
Whether World War |1l will be fought Ay
Between countries... -Aniket Yadav | .
Or between sexes. SYBCom, F-835 "3i§




Women of the house
,H They cook, clean, care, protect, provide
) Doing everything under the roof
G-Tﬁ” e stormy nights, they held the house together,
Sacrificing pieces of themselves
to patch up a broken foundation

They say—
men protect and provide,
women nurture and care
But all my life, I've only seen one of them doing both

The house stood tall, her hands bore the weight
Is her work not enough to deserve recognition till date?
The home holds strong on the back of her labour,
But will the ones living in it ever return her favour?

-Harshita Suvarna
SYBCom, F-782
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Jeve in a Peaceful Night

A girl alone in a peaceful night,
Hoping to get a future bright.
Haven't imagined anything out of sight,
But always being blamed for every fight.

Went to bed to avoid this night,
Felt an arm, in her pillow, tight.
What a wishful man, holding her side,
Forgot the world and smiled so wide.

He is calm and gentle, the one she needs,
Not a perfect 6'2, but got the love she pleads.
She forgot her pain, her worst sorrow,

He held her close, made her smile glow.

Just got a glimpse of her pain and his efforts,
How magical he feels while he cares with-his'word

She is so happy that led her '
He asked her forever to stdy. .
She was shocked fai e
' ;F;.i‘_', Ay | S ol ‘d_‘-’f "‘r:.ir‘
Didn’t know how/tolhanc ~ i
She's ready to say 'Yes' W s

Suddenly, she woke up



In halls that hum with morning’s lights,
\We chase our dreams through sleepless nights...

Laughter spills through crowded stairs,
We share our secrets, trade and cares....

Each test, each tear, a fleeting mile,
We learn to lose, and still to smile....

Friends we meet feel close and true,
They share our jokes, our warries too....

When gates swing wide and dreams depart,
We'll carry it, each class, each heart....

College life will one day end,
But every memory will stay, my friend...

When we look back, we'll smile and say,
“These were our best and brightest days.”

-Khan Sidra
- A— i i, TYBCom, D- 496




e ucatest Clevn

In this world, there are only two types of people: Winners and Losers, and

5]

in the grand stage before the world, | decidedtobea®__".

A boy in his teens sits in his chair in a darkened, chaotic room, surrounded
by heaps of books. He writes shakily in his diary as tears fall onto the page,
masking the voices screaming in the other room. "I am Rohan Tyagi. This
letter is my denouement to the college life | experienced, and the college
life | had expected." As the boy stepped into college, he hoped to find
connections, love, and memories. However, while searching for these, he
began to lose himself. Now, at the close of this chapter, only one question
remains:

"WHO AM 17"

| - A Fool’s Origin

To find the answer, the boy reminisces about the beginning. The Boy knew
he wasn't a great looker and lacked any particular talent, but he had hope. In
his first year, he started searching for things that might interest him and
found two. The first was acting, and the second was a girl. She was the first
girl the Boy ever had a truly meaningful conversation with outside of his
family. Soon, those initial talks turned into late-night calls. The Boy fell head
over heels, completely disregarding the goals he'd initially dreamed of
achieving. However, the Boy was soon to realize the role he was meant to
play on the grand stage of the world. His first love seemed to be in love with
other boys. The Boy's heart shattered. Like a child who'd lost his favorite toy,
the Boy threw a tantrum. And just like that, the first year was over.

29



Il - A Fool’s Pain

The Boy realized that the girl was merely an anaesthesia for the deeper
problems he had been hiding and neglecting. These problems were
overwhelming: the growing abuse from his parents, the uncertainty of his
future, the abandonment of his dreams, and the surrender of his only true
interest. His stepfather demanded that the Boy prepare for the NEET exam
—a path the Boy had absolutely no interest in. Yet, if he denied this demand,
the family's financial issues and the relentless abuse would never cease.
Thus, the Boy entered the rat race he despised: countless hours spent on
books that gave no meaning to his life. As his despair grew, the same
haunting questions began to eat away at him day by day: "What am |
doing?" "What is my purpose in life?"

Il - A Fool’s Resolve

As the Boy realized what he was doing wasn't for him, he strayed away from it
with a heavy heart. This was the first time Rohan had taken a decision of his
own, but it came at a price. The family disowned him in anger, as it was the
first time the Boy had openly opposed their interests. With no one to share his
pain with, he was once again isolated. However, this time, he felt a certain
pride for finally following his heart. With no income, the Boy was left starved,
so he started looking for jobs. After countless rejections, he realized the painful
truth: he had never achieved anything but failure; he never put an effort into
becoming the man he had hoped to be. After several tries, the Boy finally
landed a job in the field he once desired: Acting. The Boy was a clown in a
circus. He laughed hysterically behind the mask, thinking that even his fate
was laughing at him. He truly was the greatest clown.

30



IV - A Fool’s Denouement

| just finished my show. | managed to make some people laugh, while others
looked bored of my tricks. Fate, however, decided to play her own joke on
me—she made me see my first ever love standing with her current
boyfriend, both of them laughing at my pathetic antics. Once upon a time, |
imagined myself in his place. And now here | am, dressed like a clown on the
grand stage of the world, unsure whether people are laughing at my tricks or
at my life.

My glorified college life is about to end in two weeks, and the only thing I've
truly found this entire year is a single, heavy question: Who am |7 | don't
know. Am | just a promise made to others, or am | an unfinished dream? Are
we right, or are we wrong? We all wear different faces—sometimes to please
people, sometimes to reach our goals. We keep changing depending on the
person, the situation, the moment.

But who are we really? Does the person writing this know who they are?
Does the person reading this story wonder the same—who they are, and
what purpose they serve in this life? Am | good or bad? Am | rich or poor?
What defines me? Am | a winner or a loser?

Ask yourself these questions... because in the end, | am you.

KKK AKK

-Farhaan Khan
TYBCom, 84-A
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Late mornings with coffee and endless chatter,
Half-written notes, but the laughter mattered.
Dreams spilled across worn-out desks,
Between deadlines and plans that never quite made .
sense.

Corridors echoed with secrets and songs,
Inside jokes that still linger lifelong.
From mass bunks to chai in the rain,
All little pleasures were worth the pain.

We built worlds in moments so small,
Shared fears before every exam fall.
Failures were lighter with hands to hold,
Turning cares to tales re-told.

Now the gates fade behind our stride,
But those years remain — etched inside.
Because college wasn't just a place or time,

. < It wgs friends who made youth rhyme.

-Neha Manish Acharya.
TYBCom, C-361
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-Khushi Rajpat Nirmal
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Thank You for Reading!




‘A writer, 7 tunk, 15 sonieorne who pays allention (o e
wordd” says Susan Sontag. We, as a team, want to take
this quote a step further and say that a writer pays
attention to the entire universe. And here we are,
bringing these observations of the universe to you.

With the publishing of the very first volume of
LitVerse’, we aspire to motivate these observers and
offer them a platform to share their emotions. Thisis a
milestone that we as a team, have achieved, and one
we hope will become the foundation of a legacy; one
that will inspire future bright writers.

We are grateful to every soul who has contributed to
this edition, supported our vision, and believed in what
‘LitVerse' could be. Your involvement has made this
journey meaningful, and your words have given this
volume its heart.

And to you, dear reader, thank you for being here, for
turning these pages, and for giving these voices a
home. We hope you return, again and again, to discover
new stories waiting to bloom.
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