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Words have the power to inspire,
heal, and transform. Keep reading,

keep growing, and let curiosity lead
the way!



FOREWORD
Congratulations on completing 4 insightful years of Syaahi!!

Over the past four years, Syaahi has been a space to celebrate transformative
journey of Future Leaders. The stories inked here are about the building
connection, demonstrating resilience and cultivating self-awareness through
various fellowship processes. 

Community immersion enables fellow to develop strong bonds with people
they once saw as strangers, forging lifelong relationships. They connect with
culture, with nature, and with themselves.

Continuous engagement with Public System is the key to develop resilience and
build trust with officials to drive impact down to the last mile.

Looking inside through Vipassana strengthens connection with the self.
Each story is unique, yet all remind us of the fundamental - Humanity thrives
on connection. 
As you turn these pages, I hope you rediscover the joy of connection and its
profound impact on the society. 

Warm Regards

Anshu Dubey
Core Team Member

Piramal School Of Leadership
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Coming from different corners of India, individuals have stepped into Fellowship journey, each
carrying unique experiences, aspirations, and dreams and every fellow finds themselves on a path of
self-discovery, resilience, and transformation.

Community Immersion (CI) is one of the major milestones of the Gandhi Fellowship journey, where
reality becomes the best teacher—challenging assumptions, revealing strengths, and exposing areas of
growth. Some fellows learn the power of listening, understanding the silent struggles of communities.
Others recognize their own limitations and push past them, discovering new strengths along the way. In
the quiet depth of Vipassana, some fellows discover an inner world they never knew they had, learning
patience, self-awareness, and emotional strength. The Private Dream Project (PDP) provides a space to
dream, ideate, and take steps toward turning aspirations into impactful projects.

For the first time, Karuna Fellows have joined this transformative experience, standing alongside
Gandhi Fellows in the pursuit of change. They carried out a community project (CP) that helped them
understand the need of their communities and design intervention accordingly. Together, they create a
dynamic environment of collaborative learning, shared struggles, and collective growth.

At its heart, Syaahi 4.0, with its theme "Ink of Expression," captures these personal and collective
journeys through four distinct sections. Darpan (दप�ण) serves as a mirror for self-reflection, where
fellows confront their growth, challenges, and evolving identities. Manthan (मंथन) stirs thoughts and
ideas, encouraging critical discussions and fresh perspectives. Parivartan (प�रवत�न) embodies personal
and social transformation, highlighting the shifts within individuals and the communities they serve.
Finally, Anubhuti (अनुभू�त) embraces empathy, bringing forth stories that resonate deeply and connect us
all. 

As we turn these pages, we invite you to pause, to reflect, and to see a piece of yourself in these words.
This magazine is a celebration of how far we have come, and a reminder of how much more lies ahead.
Let ink flow, let voices rise, and let us continue to create together.

From the editors



 Moments of 
self-discovery

दप� णदप� णदप� ण    
एक अनदेखा स�य या एक नई ���कोण?
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आईना और तलाश 
म� खुद को ढंूढने िनकली, पर रा�े ही खो गए,  

हर सवाल के जवाब, कही ंधुं ध म� सो गए ।  
कभी लगा िकताबो ंम� �ँ, कभी िकसी चेहरे म�,  

कभी लगा भीड़ म� �ँ, कभी सूने अंधेरे म� ।  

जब खुद को देखती �ँ, आईना सवाल करता ह-ै  
"�ा आज भी वही �ँ, जो कल थी?"  

म� ठहरती �ँ, सोचती �ँ, िफर मु�ुराकर कहती �ँ-  
"नही,ं आज म� कल से बेहतर �ँ ।"  

आईना डराता नही,ं बस सच िदखाता ह,ै  
जो म� खुद से छुपाती थी, वो साफ बताता है ।  
मेरी आँखो ंके नीचे ठहर चुके कुछ सवाल,  

कुछ बुझते �ए, कुछ िफर से जलने को तैयार ।  

वो बीते िदन, जो धुं ध म� खो गए थे,  
आज िफर मेरी परछाई म� लौट आए ह� ।  

कभी लगा, म� ही अपना अतीत �ँ,  
कभी लगा, म� अपनी ही बेिड़यो ंम� कैद �ँ ।  

पर जब आईने म� देखा, तो जवाब �मला—  
म� न अतीत �ँ, न कोई अधूरी त�ीर,  

म� हर उस ल� ेका अ� �ँ,  
जो िगरकर उठने का हौसला रखता है ।  

अब खोज नही,ं अब भटकना नही,ं  
जो भीतर था, वही मेरा सच ह ैसही ।  

अब आईना �सफ�  चेहरा नही ंिदखाता,  
अब वो मेरी �ह क� गहराइयाँ बताता है ।  

आईना झूठ नही ंबोलता, न म� खुद से छुप सकती �ँ,  
इस�लए हर िदन, म� खुद को थोड़ा और संवारती �ँ ।  

Muskan Jaiswal 
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand
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I stepped in quiet, unsure, unseen,
A mind full of questions, a world in between.

Not one to lead, nor one to speak,
Yet deep inside, I felt the need.

 
The halls of change, the fields so vast,
Challenge whispered, grow, hold fast.

I stood before faces eager to learn,
And in their eyes, I saw my turn.

 
From words unspoken to voices raised,

From silent thoughts to plans well-phrased.
Each idea shaped, each effort made,
Unraveled knots once in my head.

 
Through every effort, Dreams told,
I found my courage, my spirit bold.

Simdega's soil, Jharkhand's skies,
Held my failures, let me rise.

 
I learned to listen, to shape, to guide,

To hold my fears, yet stand with pride.
No longer hidden, no longer small,
I am the change; I’ve heard the call.

 
With every lesson, step, and stand,
I shape my fate with steady hands.

Not just for me, but for those behind,
A journey of growth, of heart, of mind.

 

Becoming me!

Anshuman
Gandhi Fellow, B– 16

Jharkhand
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WHO  AM  I  ?

A lover - so reckless, so foolish, so true,   
Lost in the magic, the madness, the blue.   

So why all the contrast� The chaos, the art�   
Who am I truly, if not every part�   

Perhaps just a woman - imperfect, unchained,   
With scars that are stories, with flaws that remain.   

No less, no more, no puzzle, no plan,   
Just human - like others, yet all that I am.

A question that lingers, a whisper, a cry,   
It haunts me, taunts me - no answer in sight. 

  
Am I the daughter, the wonder, the pride,   

Yet longing to wander, to run, to hide�   
Or the strong one, the steady, the one who stands tall,   

Yet craving a moment to let herself fall� 
A friend who bears burdens, in silence, alone,   

Fearing the weight of a love overthrown.   
Or the fighter, the fearless, the bold and the free,   

Who won’t hide her fire - who dares to be me� 

Kaberi Nag
Gandhi Fellow, B-16

Jharkhand
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Aditya Singh,
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand

 
सबसे अनोखा अनभुव तब �आ जब म�न ेगावँ के पास के एक ढाब ेपर 15 िदन तक वटेर का काम िकया और लगभग 2000 �पय ेकमाए ।
यह मरेी �ज़ंदगी का पहला ऐसा अनभुव था, जहा ँम�न ेमहसूस िकया िक प�र�म स ेअ�ज�त हर एक �पया अपनी एक अलग ही अह�मयत

रखता है ।  

लिेकन इस या�ा का सबसे क�मती िह�ा वह �र� ेथ,े जो म�ने इस दौरान बनाए । गावँ के लोगो ंने मुझ े�सफ�  एक महेमान क� तरह नही,ं
ब�� अपन ेप�रवार के सद� क� तरह अपनाया । वहा ँके ब�ो ंक� मासूम हँसी, बजुगु� क� सीख, और उस �म�ी क� खुशब ूइन सबसे

म�न ेसीखा िक �ज़ंदगी सादगी म� भी खबूसरूत हो सकती है । 
 

Community Immersion क� यह या�ा मझु ेजीवनभर याद रहगेी । यह अनभुव न केवल मेरी सोच को बदलन ेवाला था, ब�� इसने
मझेु यह भी �सखाया िक असली भारत उसके गावंो ंऔर लोगो ंक� आ�ीयता म� बसता है । म� हमशेा गाधंी फेलो�शप का आभारी र�ँगा िक
उसन ेमझेु इस अनभुव का िह�ा बनन ेका अवसर िदया । िन�ंदेह, यह मेरे जीवन के सबसे अ�ुत अनुभवो ंम� स ेएक था, जो हमशेा मरेे

साथ रहगेा । 

गाधंी फेलो�शप म� शा�मल होन ेके बाद सबसे अ�धक चचा� �जस चीज़ क� होती थी, वह था इसका Community Immersion
काय��म । पता चला िक इसम� िकसी गावँ म� जाकर रहना होता ह,ै वहा ँके लोगो ंक� सं�ृित और जीवनशैली को करीब से समझन ेका
�यास करना होता है । बनारस म� पल-ेबढ़े "राजा बाब"ू के �लए, �जसन ेकभी अपने ही गावँ म� एक रात नही ंिबताई थी, यह सोचना भी

चनुौतीपणू� था िक वह िकसी दूसरे रा� के अनजान गावँ म� जाकर कैस ेरहगेा । 
 

हालािंक, सौभा� से मझु ेCommunity Immersion के �लए घर खोजने म� �ादा किठनाई नही ं�ई, लिेकन पहला स�ाह मरेे �लए
बहेद किठन रहा । िदसंबर क� सद� रात� और �म�ी के घरो ंके झरोखो ंस ेआती ठंडी हवाएँ शरीर को स�ु कर देती थी ं । गावँ का वातावरण
परूी तरह नया था, न पया�� िबजली, और न ही शहरी जीवन क� कोई सिुवधा । हर रात यह सवाल मन म� आता था िक "आ�खर इस

अनभुव का मकसद �ा ह?ै" लिेकन जसेै-जसै ेसमय बीता, इन सवालो ंके जवाब मुझ ेखदु-ब-खदु �मलत ेगए । 
 

धीरे-धीरे गावँ वालो ंक� आ�ीयता और उनके अपनपेन ने मेरी सभी मु��लो ंको ह�ा कर िदया । मरेे अपने प�रवार के बाद यह पहला
ऐसा प�रवार था, �जसन ेमझेु इतनी गम�जोशी स ेअपनाया । वहा ँरहते �ए म�ने धान क� कटाई क�, गायो ंको जंगल म� चराया, आल ूके खेत
तैयार िकए, और कई ऐस ेकाम िकए, जो इससे पहल ेम�ने कभी नही ंिकए थे । हर शाम ब�ो ंके साथ ि�केट खलेना और रात म� अलाव

जलाकर आग तापना मरेी िदनचया� का सबस ेखूबसरूत िह�ा बन गया था । 
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यादगार�मह�ना
फेलो�शप �ाइन करन े से पहल ेमझु े इसक� सबस ेमजेदार चीज क�िुनटी इमश�न ही लग रही थी और तभी से म� इसके �लए ब�त
उ�ािहत था । जब मझेु पता चला िक हमारे बचै से यह 21 िदन क� बजाय 30 िदन का होने वाला ह ैतो मेरा उ�ाह दोगनुा हो चुका था ।
क�ुिनटी इमश�न म� घर �मलन ेके बाद म� ब�त खशु था । पहल ेिदन घर प�चंने पर जोरदार �ागत �आ । घर म� जान ेसे पहले मन म� कई
खयाल थे िक म� जो सोच कर जा रहा � ंवसैा होगा या नही ंपर जसै ेजसै ेिदन बीत ेम�ने जो सोच था उससे बहेतर ही होता चला गया । घर के
सद�ो ंसिहत गावं वालो ंस ेब�त स�ान और �मे �मला । कभी कभी अपन ेऊपर भी संदेह �आ िक म� इसके लायक � ंभी या नही ं ।
क�ुिनटी इमश�न हाउस क� सबस ेअ�� बात यह थी िक उसम� 11 ब�े थे । इन ब�ो ंक� वजह से मरेा 1 महीना काफ� अ�ा गजुरा था ।
उनक� मदद से ही म� िव�भ� काम करता था । क�िुनटी म� कही ंभी जाना हो उनम� स ेकुछ हमशेा मेरे साथ ही जात ेथे । 
िकसी अनजान दूसरे रा� स ेआए िकसी ��� को इतना �ार और सहयोग �मलगेा भला कौन हो सोचता है । वहा ंरहत े�ए जंगल, बाधं,
पहाड़ क� तरफ जाना सबसे पसंदीदा काम बन गए थे । म� मैदानी भाग स ेआता � ंतो मुझ ेपहाड़ और जंगल ब�त आकिष�त करत ेह� । म�
जंगल जाकर वहा ंबठैकर चारो ंतरफ पड़ेो ंको देखता रहता था । पहाड़ के ऊपर चढ़ना मरेे �लए एकदम नया अनभुव था और तभी पता
चला िक ऊपर चढ़ना िकतना किठन है । जंगल म� जाकर बरे, अम�द, जंगली करौदें खाना मरेे �लए नया और सुखद अनभुव था । शहर क�
भीड़ और शोर से दूर जंगल मन को शािंत देता था । "शारी�रक सा�रता" काय��म स ेजड़ेु होने के कारण म� ब�ो ंको खेल और अ�
शारी�रक गितिव�धयो ंके �लए भी ��ेरत कर रहा था, �जसके मा�म स ेव ेजीवन कौशल से संबं�धत चीज� सीखन ेम� सफल रह�गे । व ेउन
गितिव�धयो ंके मा�म से �ा सीख रह� थे उ�� यह समझ नही ंआ रहा था पर व ेपरेू उ�ाह और ऊजा� के साथ उसम� �ितभाग करत ेथे ।
घर के अलावा आस पड़ोस के ब� ेभी इसम� शा�मल होन े�लए आते थे । इससे मझु ेउनके साथ गहरे संबंध बनान ेम� देर नही ंलगी ।

गावं म� िव�भ� काय� के �लए जाना पड़ता था, �जसम� घर के काम स ेलकेर कुछ सामदुाियक काय� रहते थे । हम� गावं म� रहत े�ए छा�व�ृ�
और ड�ॉपआउट क� सम�ा पर काम करना था । इसके �लए मीिटंग आयो�जत करना एक बड़ा काम था, खरै गावं वाले इसके �लए सहयोग
करते थे । इसी कारण काफ� लोग मझु ेजानन ेभी लग ेथे । ब�ो ंको शाम के समय पढ़ाना और उनस ेगावं के बारे म� पछूना मरेा पसंदीदा
काम बन गया था । उनके अनोखे और नए जवाब मरेी सोच को और िव�ार देत ेथे । शीतकालीन अवकाश के समय तो ब�त सारे ब�े
पढ़न ेके �लए आन ेलगे थे । उ�� देखकर मरेा मन लगा रहता था । घर के कामो-ं धान को उबालना और सखुवाना, आल ूखोदना म� मना
िकए जान ेके बाद भी हाथ बंटाना सकूुन के पल थे । घर के लोगो ंको �ारा महेमान क� तरह रखे जाना, जबरद�ी कपड़े धलु िदए जाना
तथा ऐसे ही अनके �कार से खयाल रखना मरेे जीवन म� हमशेा अिव�रणीय पलो ंके �प म� बस गए ह� �ज�� म� चाहकर भी कभी नही ंभलू
पाऊंगा । 
श�ुआत म� लग रहा था िक 1 महीना कैस ेवहा ंर�गंा, पर घर और गावं वालो ंके �ार और सहयोग स ेयह एक महीना पता नही ंकब बीत
गया था । इस एक महीन ेम� ब�त सारी याद� बन गई थी ं । अब वहा ंसे वापस आन ेक� बारी थी । मझु ेिब�ुल भी अदंाजा नही ंथा िक मरेे
वापस आन ेक� खबर से व ेइतन ेभावकु हो जाएंगे । वहा ंसे वापस आत ेव� सबक� आँख� नम थी ं । व ेमझु ेवही ं�कन ेके �लए बोल रह ेथे,
�जस पर म�न ेउ�� बताया िक मझेु वहा ंस ेआना होगा । म�ने उ�� भरोसा िदलाया िक म� बीच बीच म� उनस े�मलन ेआता र�गंा । उस िदन
लगभग 20 �मनट तक म� घर के बाहर ऑटो वाल ेभैया को रोके खड़ा सबस ेबात करता रहा । उनके उतरे चहेरे देखकर मरेा भी वहा ंसे आने
का मन नही ंहो रहा था, खैर मझेु आना ही था तो म�न ेअपना �दय मजबतू िकया और वहा ंसे िनकल आया । अभी म� बीच बीच म� उनसे
�मलन ेजाता रहता �ं । व ेमझेु घर के सद� क� तरह मानत ेह� �जसके कारण व ेघर क� बात� मुझस ेसाझा करते ह� । यह एक महीना मरेे �लए
हमशेा यादगार रहगेा । 

Adarsh Kumar
Gandhi Fellow, B- 17

Jharkhand
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Rich in heart, kind in deeds
Humble in nature, selfless in spirit 
No matter how the situation will be,
try not to isolate yourself but be free
This world has so many opportunities,
you never know you can be the inspiration for your community 
You can do it tell this to yourself,
dream big and make it happen for yourself 
Never regret what you love,
see yourself always rising above .
Study hard learn something new every day,
Stay healthy and never forget to play
Always remember be rich in heart and kind in deeds, 
Be humble in nature and selfless in spirit 
No matter how the situation will be,
try not to isolate yourself but be free.

Kummari Mounika
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand

INSPIRE AND RISE
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This is the tale of a wandering man, 
Who built a home in a distant land. 
Far from his own, yet not alone, 
A family grew where no one was known.
 
His room was small, a dusty space, 
No light to shine, a hidden place. 
Yet in the dark, he learned to see,
 Life through the lens of simplicity.
 
The tea was thin, yet felt so right, 
A taste of home every day. 
The food was less, but hearts were wide, 
And never slept with hunger’s bite.
 
Though winter's chill would bite the air, 
With them, the nights felt warm and fair. 
In little things, in love’s embrace, 
He found his home in a stranger’s place.

The Journey Of Adaptation

Finding H  me 
in the Unknown

Sagar Karmakar
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand
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When I first approached my 30-day Community Immersion (CI) as part of my fellowship, I initially saw it
merely as a process-finding a comfortable home and settling in. But as I stepped into the village, I
discovered not just a new environment but a stark social divide. Upper-class families lived relatively well,
with their children attending private schools, while lower-class families struggled with the most basic
needs—lacking toilets, bathrooms for girls, transportation, and even normal cooking utensils. Many had to
travel long distances for water and relied on collecting wood from the forest just to prepare meals.

Education was not a priority for the lower-class community. Without financial security or even a proper
place to study, children rarely graduated. Witnessing these disparities, I realized that if I stayed in my
comfort zone, living in a big house, I would never truly understand their struggles. I needed to de-
condition myself, to step into their world and experience life as they did.

Finding a home in a lower-class neighborhood was not easy, but eventually, I found a place. I immersed
myself completely—helping with farming activities like harvesting potatoes, planting onions, and drying
paddy. Slowly, I became part of their daily lives, and the community began accepting me as one of their
own. However, another harsh reality struck me: the lack of emphasis on education.

Journey of Transformation:
 Understanding the Community by Living Their Reality
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Determined to change this, I took an initiative. Along with two class 11 students, I started evening tuition
classes, and soon, more students began attending. I mentored the two boys, ensuring that even after I left,
they would continue teaching. Their dedication moved me—when given a choice between spending
money on a New Year picnic or investing in education, they chose to buy whiteboards to teach.

Beyond tuition, I saw that many families were unaware of scholarships, leading to high dropout rates. To
address this, we organized a street play to spread awareness about education. The impact was immediate
—some children re-enrolled in school, and the mindset toward learning began to shift.

But my journey wasn’t just about teaching; it was about understanding. I spent time fishing with the locals,
visiting homes, and discussing their lives. Every day, I talked to families about education, sharing its
importance. Slowly, people started aligning themselves with my thoughts. It was no longer just me trying
to understand them—I had become a part of their world.

As my 30 days came to an end, the community embraced me, inviting me into their homes to share meals.
Those weeks became the most meaningful experience of my life. I learned the power of resilience, hard
work, and collective support. More importantly, I realized that real understanding comes only when we
step into another’s world—not as observers, but by living their reality.

This experience transformed me. It taught me that we often shy away from difficult challenges, believing
we won’t succeed. But when we truly immerse ourselves, face the struggle, and persist, we grow beyond
our limitations. My Community Immersion was not just an assignment; it was a transformation that
reshaped my perspective on society, privilege, and the true meaning of connection.

Sunil Harijan
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand
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Gitanjali Kashyap
Karuna Fellow, B-6

Jharkhand

मरेा दूसरा गाँव
 

 म�न ेकभी नही ंसोचा था िक रामगढ़ �जल ेके �चतरपरु �ॉक के एक छोटे से गावँ म� मझु ेप�रवार जसैा संबंध �मलगेा । क�णा फेलो�शप
या�ा न ेसामदुाियक �वास (Community Project) का अवसर �दान िकया, जो मरेी फेलो�शप या�ा का एक मह�पणू� िह�ा है । इस
दौरान मझेु सीपी (CP) के दो सद� �मल,े जो 18 िदनो ंतक मुझ ेसमदुाय के लोगो ंस े�मलन ेऔर उनके साथ काम करन ेम� मदद करन ेके
�लए तैयार �ए । उ�ोनं ेन केवल गावँ के मदैान और �ूल म� आव�क सामि�यो ंका खच� खदु उठाया, ब�� मरेे खान-ेपीन ेका भी परूा
�ान रखा ।

दूसरा गावँ, जहा ँमझेु रहना था, उसके �लए मरेे पास श� ही नही ंह� । आंव बोरोिवन, �जला रामगढ़, लगभग साढ़े तीन सौ प�रवारो ंवाला
एक सम�ृ गावँ है । यह दामोदर नदी के िकनारे बसा एक छोटा सा गावँ ह,ै �जसके पास स ेनदी बहती है । इटक� के �चनारी से प�ुरयो (राचंी
�जल ेके एक गावँ) क� िनवासी होन ेके नात ेमरेे �लए गावँ म� काम करना असामा� नही ंथा, �ोिंक म� गावँ म� ही पली-बढ़ी �ँ । लेिकन
समदुाय म� रहकर उनके साथ काय� करना मरेे �लए एक नया और चनुौतीपणू� अनभुव था ।

श�ुआत म� मझेु रीित-�रवाजो,ं सं�ृित और भाषा को लकेर थोड़ी असहजता महसूस �ई । यहा ँनागपरुी और खोरठा भाषा बोली जाती ह,ै
जो मरेी मातृभाषा से थोड़ी �भ� थी । इसके अलावा, एक अजनबी के �प म� सरु�ा को लकेर भी �चंता थी । सौ सवालो ंके बोझ के साथ
म�न ेइस या�ा क� श�ुआत क� । हमारी सं�ा न ेहम� मान�सक �प से तयैार करन ेऔर समाज को नज़दीक स ेसमझन ेके �लए सामदुाियक
�वास (CP) श�ु करवाया था ।

गावँ म� 18 िदन िबतान ेके बाद, अिंतम िदन म�न ेमिहलाओ ंके साथ कई पारंप�रक खेल खेल,े �जनम� कब�ी, खो-खो और घड़ा फोड़ शा�मल
थे । खेल के बाद, मिहलाओ ंन ेमझुस ेकहा, "आज तमुन ेहम� ब�त खशुी दी । हम� डर लगता था िक समाज �ा सोचेगा, गावँ के लोग �ा
बोल�गे । लिेकन आज कुछ हद तक हमारे अदंर क� बिेड़या ँटूट गई ह� ।" िफर उ�ोनें पछूा, "तमु िफर कब आओगी? हमारे साथ खले कौन
खेलगेा?" उनके य ेश� मरेे िदल को छू गए ।

इसके अलावा, म�न े�ूल म� PL कॉन�र बनान ेके �लए हडेमा�र (HM) स ेबात क�, �ज�ोनें इस पहल म� मेरा साथ िदया । हालािंक, इस
दौरान कई चनुौितया ँसामन ेआ� । मझेु लगा था िक आसानी स ेरंग और अ� आव�क साम�ी �मल जाएगी, लेिकन ऐसा नही ं�आ । हम�
ब�त धयै� रखना पड़ा, �ोिंक हमारे हडेमा�र जी के पा�रवा�रक कारणो ंस ेकुछ िद�त� थी ं । बावजदू इसके, उ�ोनं ेहमशेा सकारा�क
सोच के साथ मरेा हौसला बढ़ाया और कहा, "आपका काम ज�र परूा होगा ।" उनके सहयोग से परूा �ूल साथ आया, और अतंतः  मदैान
तैयार �आ । ब�ो ंके साथ �मलकर हमन ेखो-खो के �लए पोल भी बनाए ।

आज जब म� पीछे मड़ुकर देखती �ँ, तो महससू होता ह ैिक म�ने �सफ�  एक अजनबी गावँ म� काम नही ंिकया, ब�� उसे अपना बना �लया ।
शायद यह मरेे �लए एक बड़ी सफलता है ।
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सूरज डूब चकुा था, और धीरे-धीरे गावँ म� अधंरेा फैल रहा था । म� ब�त थक� �ई थी, लिेकन
ठहरन ेक� कोई जगह नही ं�मल रही थी । म�न ेकई घरो ंके दरवाज ेखटखटाए, लिेकन या तो जगह
नही ंथी या लोग िकसी बाहरी को घर म� नही ंरखना चाहते थे । 
आ�खरकार, म� अकेल े ही एक सुनसान रा� े पर चलन े लगी । चलते-चलत े मुझ े एक गौशाला
िदखी, जहा ँ ह�� रोशनी जल रही थी । म� धीरे-धीरे वहा ँ प�ँची । अंदर एक छोटा कमरा था,
�जसका दरवाजा थोड़ा खुला �आ था । म�न ेअदंर झाकँा कमरा ब�त साधारण था । एक चारपाई
थी, कोन ेम� कुछ पुरान ेबत�न रख ेथे, और दीवारो ंपर गायो ंक� त�ीर� थी ं । भगवान कृ� क� एक
छोटी मिूत� भी रखी थी । वहा ँ�म�ी और घास क� ह�� खुशब ूथी, जो मन को शातं कर रही थी ।
म� धीरे से अंदर गई और चारपाई पर लटे गई । बाहर गौशाला म� गाय� शािंत स ेखड़ी थी ं । उनक�
सासँो ंक� ह�� आवाज़ माहौल को और भी शातं बना रही थी । लिेकन मेरे मन म� डर था-�ा यह
जगह सुर��त ह?ै �ा मझु ेयहा ँकोई परेशानी होगी? पर मेरे पास कोई और चारा नही ंथा । म�ने
आँख� बंद कर ली ंऔर सोन ेक� को�शश करन ेलगी । रात गहरी हो गई । अचानक बाहर से कुछ
अजीब आवाज� आन ेलगी ं । म� डर गई । मरेी अपनी सासँ� भी तज़े सनुाई देन ेलगी ं । डर के मारे मेरी
आँखो ंम� आँसू आ गए । म�न ेसोचा- "म� यहा ँ�ो ंआई?" लगा िक अब एक पल भी यहा ँनही ं
र�ँगी । लिेकन न जान े�ो,ं कुछ था जो मझेु रोक रहा था । धीरे-धीरे म� कब सो गई, पता ही नही ं
चला । 
सुबह जब आँख खुली, तो सूरज क� ह�� िकरण� कमरे म� आ रही थी ं । म� ज�ी से उठी और
नहान ेचली गई �ोिंक मझेु मंिदर जाना था । मंिदर प�ँचकर म�ने एक बजुगु� को देखा । व ेकल
गावँ म� भी िदखे थे । उ�ोनं ेमझुस ेपछूा, "बटेा, तू इतनी दूर से �ा करने आई ह?ै" म�ने िबना
सोचे-समझे उ�� सब कुछ बता िदया । व ेथोड़ी देर चपु रह,े िफर बोल,े "बटेा, चल, आज स ेतू मेरे
घर पर रहगेी ।" म�न े�ादा नही ंसोचा और तरंुत अपना सामान बाधँ �लया । िफर म� उनके साथ
उनके घर चली गई । 
इस तरह, िहमाचल म� मझेु एक नया प�रवार �मल गया

Krishna
Gandhi Fellow, B-17
Himachal Pradesh

अनजाने रा�ो ंस ेनए प�रवार तक
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A Journey to

Belongingness
With hesitant steps, I journeyed far,

To a village where new faces are.
A heart weighed down with fear unknown,

Yet longing for a place to call my own.

The road was long, the doubts ran deep,
Would they accept me? Could I keep

Myself in a world so far, so new?
Or would I fade like morning dew?

But warmth awaited at the door,
Aaji’s smile, rich and pure.

Her wrinkled hands, her stories old,
Spoke of wisdom, quiet yet bold.

With gentle steps, I learned their ways,
In fields of green, through golden days.

Planting, harvesting, hands in soil,
Finding joy in simple toil.

The children ran, their laughter bright,
Chasing dreams in fading light.

I taught, I played, I held their hands,
And walked with them through learning’s lands.

In quiet corners, I saw the thread,
Of life well-lived, of words unsaid.

In Anganwadis, in daily strife,
Lay the rhythms of their life

I came as a stranger, unsure, alone,
Yet found a place I now call home.
For in their stories, in their grace,

I found my heart, I found my place.

Anima Sinha
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand
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िहमाचल �देश के कागंड़ा �जल ेका एक छोटा सा गावं, जहा ंक� सं�ृित और इितहास ब�त ही सम�ृ ह,ै मुझ ेहमशेा आकिष�त करता था ।
यह गावं ग�ी जनजाित से जड़ुा �आ था, जो अपनी परंपराओ ंऔर सा�ृंितक धरोहरो ंके �लए ��स� है । एक िदन, म�न ेिनण�य �लया िक
म� एक महीन ेके �लए इस गावं म� अपनी समदुाियक या�ा पर जाऊँगा, तािक यहा ंके जीवन और सं�ृित को समझ सकँू । 
गावं म� प�चंते ही म�न ेएक प�रवार के साथ रहन ेका िनण�य �लया, �जसका म�ुखया ट�क ड�ाइवर था । यह मरेे गावं म� रहन ेका दूसरा या
तीसरा िदन था । तीसरे पहर कुछ लोग अपनी बक�रयो ंऔर भड़ेो ंको जंगल म� चराने के �लए ल ेजा रह ेथे । मरेी उ�कुता मझुसे रोक� नही ं
गई, और म�न ेउनसे अनरुोध िकया िक �ा म� उनके साथ चल सकता �ँ । व ेहसंत े�ए सहमत हो गए और म� उनके साथ जंगल क� ओर
चल पड़ा । 
रा�े बहेद किठन थे, और म� पहल ेकभी ऐस ेरा�ो ंपर नही ंचला था, इस�लए मुझ ेब�त �ान स ेकदम बढ़ाना पड़ रहा था । म� बार-बार
िपछे रह जाता, जबिक लोग अपन ेहाथ म� धारदार ह�थयार पकड़े चल रह ेथे । म�न ेउनसे पछूा िक इन ह�थयारो ंका �ा उपयोग ह,ै तो
उ�ोनं ेबताया िक इनका इ�ेमाल पड़ेो ंस ेप� ेकाटन ेऔर जंगली जानवरो ंस ेबचने के �लए िकया जाता है । य ेउ�र मरेे �लए नए थ,े
लिेकन म�न ेइसे समझा और आग ेबढ़त ेरहे । हम जंगल के अंदर गहरे जा रह ेथे । मरेे मन म� जंगली जानवरो ंको लेकर थोड़ी घबराहट थी,
लिेकन वहा ंके लोग अपनी आदतो ंम� �� थे । जसेै-जसै ेहम और गहरे जात ेगए, म�न ेप� ेकाटन ेक� को�शश क� और िफर उसे पीठ के
ऊपर रखकर घर क� तरफ चलन ेलगा । मरेे साथ लोग भी उ�कुता स ेकाय� म� लग े�ए थ,े और धीरे-धीरे सरूज अपनी ला�लमा के साथ
अ�ाचंल क� ओर बढ़न ेलगा । प�ो ंस ेबना ग�र लकेर आत ेसमय म�न ेकही ंजगह पर �ककर आराम िकया, �ोिंक रा� ेकाफ� किठन
थे । इस दौरान एक भड़ेो ंका झुं ड मरेे पास आकर बठै गया और प�ो ंको खाने लगा । यह �� मुझ ेब�त शािंतपूण� लगा, लिेकन इस दौरान
एक बात न ेमझेु ब�त परेशान िकया- वह थी जानवरो ंस ेआ रही ती� गंध और इतना बड़ा ग�र लकेर चढ़ना । यह एक नया अनभुव था,
�जसे म�न ेकभी महससू नही ंिकया था । इस या�ा न ेमझु ेब�त कुछ �सखाया । सबसे पहल,े म�न ेयह महसूस िकया िक िकसी भी काय� को
करन ेके �लए समप�ण और धयै� क� ज�रत होती है । जंगल म� चलते �ए, म�ने देखा िक लोग ब�त धयै� से अपन ेकाम म� लग े�ए थे, चाहे
रा�े िकतन ेभी किठन �ो ंन हो ं । यही समप�ण मझेु अपने जीवन म� भी अपनाना चािहए । इसके अलावा, सामिूहक काय� और सहयोग का
मह� भी मझेु समझ म� आया । जब हम सब �मलकर काम करते ह�, तो िकसी भी किठन प�र��ित का सामना करना आसान हो जाता है ।
यह या�ा मरेे �लए इस बात का �� उदाहरण थी िक एकजटुता म� िकतनी श�� होती है । यह अनुभव यह भी �सखाता ह ैिक संघष� और
किठनाइयो ंका सामना करते समय हम� कभी हार नही ंमाननी चािहए । चाह ेरा� ेकिठन हो,ं या समय किठन लग,े हम� आग ेबढ़त ेरहना
चािहए । जसेै-जसेै म�न ेइन किठन रा�ो ंको पार िकया, म�ने सीखा िक हर सम�ा के पीछे एक समाधान �छपा होता ह,ै और हर संघष� हम�
कुछ नया �सखाता है । �ाकृितक संसाधनो ंऔर उनका स�ान करना भी इस या�ा का एक अहम िह�ा था । जंगल म� रहत े�ए, म�न ेदेखा
िक लोग िकतनी सतक� ता से �ाकृितक संसाधनो ंका इ�ेमाल करते ह� और उनका स�ान करत ेह� । यह हम� यह �सखाता ह ैिक हम� अपने
�ाकृितक संसाधनो ंका भी उ�चत तरीके स ेउपयोग करना चािहए । यह या�ा मरेे �लए एक अम�ू पाठ सािबत �ई, जो न केवल मरेे
���गत िवकास के �लए था, ब�� मझेु यह भी �सखाया िक कैस ेहम अपन ेसामिूहक काय�, संघष� और �ाकृितक संसाधनो ंके �ित
स�ान से जीवन म� सफलता और संतुलन पा सकत ेह� ।

Abhishek
Gandhi Fellow, B-17
Himachal Pradesh

 राहो ं पर 
                    एक 

किठन 
  या�ा 
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हल चला जब पहली बार, 
धरती बोली, �ागत यार, 
हाथो ंम� था �ढ़ िव�ास, 

�म�ी संग जड़ुन ेका एहसास । 
 

कभी बीज बोया, कभी हल चलाया, 
कभी धपू म� खुद को तपाया । 

पसीन ेक� बूं द� िगरी जो जमी ंपर, 
महेनत न े�लखा वहा ंएक नया सफर । 

 
स�ी को काटा, हरा रंग छूटा, 
खते क� खशुब ून ेमन को लटूा | 

कदमो ंतल ेजो �म�ी महकती रही, 
उसी क� गोद म� ह�रयाली चहकती रही । 

 
ट�ै�र क� गूं ज म� लय थी नई, 
जसेै खतेो ंन ेराग कोई गई । 
पिहए जो घमू,े धलू जो उड़ी, 

धरती क� छाती प ेरेखाएँ पड़ी । 
 

चलो, आज िफर उस �म�ी को छू ल�, 
धरती क� बाहो ंम� खदु को खो ल� । 

�म स ेजो �र�ा बनाया यहा,ँ 
वो �ार अमर ह,ै �मटेगा कहा?ँ  

�म�ी क�
महक  

Yash Thakur
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand
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या�ाएँ केवल �ानो ंका बदलाव नही ंहोती,ं व ेमन, िवचार और आ�ा के बदलाव क� कहानी भी
होती ह� । मरेी यह या�ा भी कुछ ऐसी ही थी—एक ऐसी दिुनया म� कदम रखन ेक�, जहा ँसब कुछ नया
था, अप�र�चत था, और कई बार असहज भी । लिेकन इसी अनजानेपन म� म�न ेखदु को पहचाना,
अपनी कमजो�रयो ंसे सामना िकया और अपन ेभीतर छुप ेनए पहलओु ंको जाना ।

जब म�न ेइस या�ा क� श�ुआत क�, तो मन म� उ�ाह था, पर उतनी ही उलझन� भी थी ं । म� एक ऐसे
�ान पर थी, जहा ँके लोग, सं�ृित और जीवनशलैी सब मरेे �लए अलग थे । म� श�ु शाकाहारी थी
और मझेु एक मासंाहारी प�रवार के बीच रहना था । यह मरेे �लए �सफ�  एक शारी�रक बदलाव नही ंथा,
ब�� मान�सक परी�ा भी थी । मरेे मन म� ढेरो ंसवाल थे—�ा म� यहा ँिटक पाऊँगी? �ा म� खदु को
इस नए माहौल म� ढाल पाऊँगी? लिेकन मरेे अदंर एक उ�ीद भी थी, �जसन े मझु े आगे बढ़न े क�
िह�त दी ।

"मं�ज़ल� �मल� या न �मल�, य ेतो मकु�र क� बात ह,ै
लिेकन हम को�शश ही न कर�, य ेगलत बात है ।"

इसी सोच न ेमझेु ��ेरत िकया, और म�न ेतय िकया िक चाह े�जतनी भी किठनाइया ँआएँ, म� इस ेएक
अवसर क� तरह लूँ गी । यहा ँके लोगो ंके जीवन का िह�ा बनने के �लए म�ने व ेसारे काम िकए, �ज��
म� पहल े कभी नही ं कर पाई थी । गावँ म� बकरी पालना, खेतो ं म� धान काटना, जंगल स े लकिड़याँ
बीनना—य ेसब मरेे �लए नया था । पहली बार जब म�न ेअपन ेहाथो ंस ेधान काटा, खेतो ंम� उसक�
खुशब ूको महसूस िकया, तब मझु ेएहसास �आ िक असली जीवन �ा होता है ।

इस गावँ म� एक स�ाई से सामना �आ, �जसन ेमझेु भीतर तक िहला िदया—नशे का गहरा �भाव ।
म�न ेसुना था िक झारखंड म� हिड़या नाम क� एक चीज़ ब�त �च�लत ह,ै लिेकन जब म�न ेदेखा िक यह
हर घर म� बनाई जाती ह ैऔर 7 साल के छोटे-छोटे ब� ेभी इसस े�भािवत हो रह ेह�, तो म� स� रह
गई । यह �सफ�  एक पये नही ंथा, यह ब�ो ंके सपनो ंको धुं धला कर रहा था, माता-िपता और ब�ो ंके
�र�ो ंम� दरार डाल रहा था, और उनके मान�सक िवकास पर गहरा असर डाल रहा था ।
म�न ेइसे �सफ�  देखा नही,ं ब�� समझन ेक� को�शश क�—इसका कारण �ा ह?ै इसका असर िकतना
गहरा ह?ै म�न ेअलग-अलग तरीको ंस ेइस पर बातचीत क�, लोगो ंको समझान ेका �यास िकया । धीरे-
धीरे, कुछ बदलाव िदखाई देन ेलगे । यह बदलाव भल ेही छोटा था, लिेकन यह मरेे �लए ब�त मायने
रखता था ।

इस या�ा न ेमुझे खुद को भी समझन ेका अवसर िदया । मझु ेचाय क� लत थी, और म�ने सोचा था िक
म� इस ेछोड़ नही ंसकती । लिेकन जब म�न ेदेखा िक 7 साल के ब� ेतक नश ेके आदी हो रह ेह�, तो म�ने
खुद को चनुौती दी—अगर व ेअपन ेजीवन के इस जाल म� फँसे �ए ह�, तो �ा म� खदु पर इतना भी
िनयं�ण नही ंरख सकती? म�न ेपरेू एक महीन ेचाय नही ंपी, और यह मेरे �लए आसान नही ंथा । शरीर
न ेअलग-अलग �िति�याएँ दी,ं पर मन न ेमजबतूी िदखाई । यही वह पल था जब मझु ेएहसास �आ
िक हम अपनी कमजो�रयो ंपर जीत पा सकत ेह�, बस ज�रत ह ैखदु पर िव�ास और धयै� रखन ेक� ।
अगर म� चाय छोड़ सकती थी, तो व ेब� ेभी अपन ेनश ेक� आदतो ंस ेबाहर आ सकते थ—ेज�रत थी
सही िदशा देन ेक� । 

यह या�ा मरेे �लए �सफ�  30 िदनो ंका अनभुव नही ंथा, ब�� यह एक नया �ि�कोण था । म�ने यहाँ
�सफ�  गावँ के जीवन को नही ंदेखा, ब�� जीवन क� असली स�ाई को करीब से महसूस िकया । म�ने
जाना िक बदलाव �सफ�  बड़े �र पर नही ंहोत,े ब�� छोटी-छोटी को�शशो ंस ेभी ब�त कुछ बदला
जा सकता है । यह कहानी ह ैउस "म�" क�, �जसन ेअपनी सीमाओ ंको पहचाना, उ�� तोड़ा और खुद
को एक नए �प म� देखा । CI क� यह या�ा मरेे जीवन का एक ऐसा अनमोल अ�ाय बन गई, जो
हमशेा मरेे साथ रहगेा—मझेु ��ेरत करेगा, मझु े सीख देगा और हर मु��ल व� म� मझु े यह याद
िदलाएगा िक बदलाव संभव ह,ै बस हम� पहला कदम बढ़ाने क� ज�रत होती है । 

CI: एक अनजानी राह पर मरेी खबूसरूत या�ा 

Sakshi Tiwari
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand
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Prateek
Gandhi Fellow , B-17

Jharkhand

भुभुई के गाँव म�, एक नई राह �मली
�परामल फाउंडेशन से, जीवन क� सीख �मली

�ट बनाने का �नर सीखा,
मछली पकड़ने का जा� भी
जानवर� को चराया खेत� म�,
स��ज़याँ बेच� हाट म� भी

ब�� के साथ खेले खूब खेल,
पढ़ाई म� भी द� मदद अपार
छा�वृ�� क� जानकारी द�,
खेल-कूद का बनाया आधार

�योहार� म� �मली �मठास गाँव क�,
ज�म�दन क� खु�शयाँ भी मनाई
�पक�नक पर गए, खाना खाया,
गाँव वाल� से दो�ती बनाई

घरवाल� और दो�त� का साथ �मला,
हर कदम पर �मली �ह�मत नई
भुभुई के इस सफर ने मुझको,
जीवन क� नई राह �दखाई

गाँव क� �म�� क� खुशबू म�,
अपनापन ऐसा �मल गया
शहर क� चकाच�ध भूल कर,
�दल यहाँ का हो गया
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मा�या  जीवनातील  एक 
आ�प�रवत�नाचा अनभुव

झारखंड रा�ातील राचंी �ज�ातील अनगडा �ॉकमधील
राजाडेरा या गावात घालवलेले तीस िदवस ह ेकेवळ सं�रणीय

न�ते, तर मा�ा आ�प�रवत�नाचा एक �वास ठरले. या गावात
१५ टो�ाचंा समावशे आह.े यथेील िनसग�संप�ता घनदाट

जंगल, उंच डोगंर, तसेच यथेील लोकाचंी साधी आ�ण िन�हृ
जीवनशैली या सा�ानंी मला �तः ब�ल नव े�शकवले.

येथील लोक अितशय �मेळ, आ�ीयतने ेभरलेले आ�ण ‘अितथी
देवो भव’ हा सं�ार जपणारे होते. �ा�ंा सरळसा�ा जग�ाने

मला जीवनाकडे पाह�ाचा एक नवा �ि�कोन िदला. �ानंी
कधीही मला परका अस�ाचा भास होऊ िदला नाही; उलट,
मीही �ा�ंा जग�ाचा एक भाग अस�ासारख ेवाटू लागले.
�ा�ंा सहवासात रा�न सो�ा गो�ीमं�ेही आनंद शोध�ाची

कला �शकता आली.
या सामदुाियक िवसज�न (COMMUNITY

IMMERSION) �ा ३० िदवसातं मी केवळ समाजाचा भाग
�णनूच न�,े तर �तः �ा ���गत आ�ण �ावसाियक

िवकासासाठीही खूप काही �शकले. मी गावातील यवुकानंा नवीन
उमदे आ�ण �ेरणा दे�ाचा �य� केला, पण �ाच वळे� �ानंीही
मला �शकवले क� �� पाह�ासाठी प�र��ती कधीही अडथळा
ठरत नाही. ग�रबी ही अडचण असली तरीही, क�, �य� आ�ण

आ�िव�ासा�ा जोरावर �� साकार करता यतेात.

मा�ा मते, ��केान ेआय�ुात एकदा तरी असा अनभुव
�ावा. हा केवळ इतराचं ेजीवन समजनू घ�ेाचा माग� नाही, तर

�तः �ा अ���ाचा, जबाबदा�ाचंा आ�ण समाजातील
भू�मकेचा सखोल बोध क�न घ�ेाचा �वास आह.े

या �वासान ेमा�ातील सहनशीलता, समजतूदारपणा आ�ण
आ��चंतन अ�धक वाढवले. मी पवू�प�ेा अ�धक संवदेनशील,

समाजा�भमखु आ�ण प�रप� झालो आह,े आ�ण हचे या
अनभुवाच ेखरे यश आह.े

Sunil Nama Ghute
Gandhi Fellow, B- 17

Jharkhand
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(Rap Style - तेज़ बीट के साथ)
"गाँव क� माट�, धान के खेत,

22 लोग, एक ही छत के नीचे रहते,
ठंडी हवाए,ँ कंुए का पानी,

पर सीखनी थी सबक� कहानी!"

"पहली सुबह, पहला खेत,
आलू, �मच�, गोभी के पेड़,
खेत� म� मेहनत, हाथ� म� �म��,

सपन� क� द�वार पे नाम क� �लखी इबारत!"

(Hook - मधुर धुन, DJ Remix Touch)
"CI का सफर था अनोखा,

हर �दन था नया, हर काम था रोचक,
�कूल म� सपने, खेल और पढ़ाई,

ब�� को �दखाया ‘I Am Kalam’ क� परछाई!"

(बीट थोड़ा तेज़—उ�सा�हत करने वाला मूड!)
"गाँव के मेले, �यौहार रंगीन,

मकर सं�ां�त से छठ तक थी रीत� हसीन,
रसोई म� सीखी चू�हे क� आग,

म�हला� क� बैठक, सपन� क� बात!"

"नद� �कनारे कपड़े धोने,
जंगल म� लक�ड़याँ लाने,

ब�� संग Science Exhibition,
Winter Vacation म� Library Mission!"

(Hook - DJ Drop के साथ, तेज़ बीट!)
"CI के सफर क� है ये बात,
गाँव ने �सखाए नए ज�बात,
आँख� म� सपने, �दल म� जुनून,

हर पल सीखा, हर �दन लगा अनमोल!"

 (धीमी धुन, इमोशनल टच)
"बाथ�म नह� था, म�हला� क� थी परेशानी,
बात क�, समझाया, अब बनने लगी कहानी,

संघष� �कया, पर हौसला बढ़ाया,
CI के इन �दन� ने जीवन �सखाया!"

"गाँव क� ग�लयाँ, खेत� क� छाँव,
याद� रह�गी, ये �यारा सा गाँव,
सपन� को लेकर, लौट चले हम,
पर �दल रहेगा, उसी गाँव संग!"

Shraddha Kombe
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand

"गाँव के र�े, गाँव क� ग�लयाँ... सीखने को था कुछ नया,
 कुछ अनोखा…!"
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मंथनमंथन  

Thought provoking essays, opinion pieces,
philosophical reflections, and analysis of societal issues

बदलाव के �लए मंथन ज�री है?
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As I arrived, the family members eagerly waited to meet me and warmly welcomed me. Thoughts like
"How will I adjust here for 30 days?" kept running through my mind. As I arrived, the family members
eagerly waited to meet me, welcoming me warmly.
The first three days were extremely challenging. I had to sleep in an unfamiliar place with unknown
people, including a male member. Many times, I woke up in the middle of the night, questioning, "What
am I doing here?" and wondering what the coming days would be like. In those moments of doubt, I
would look at my phone, read messages from others, and find the strength to believe, "I can do this."
Going to school and telling students that I would be coming daily for a month filled them with happiness.
Their faces lit up, knowing that for one month, Didi would take them to the ground to play. But this time,
they were unaware that Didi would also ask them questions about their future. When I asked them what
they wanted to become, there was only silence. Then, one student finally spoke up—not with an
aspiration, but with a question:
"Why do we need to study?"
I answered, "For knowledge, and don’t you want to roam the world?"
But he replied, "We already learn things normally, so why do we need to study? Why can't we just do
business and settle down?"
I paused. I had no immediate answer. Most of the students agreed with him.
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During my गाँव दश�न, I met a little girl who had dropped out of school and was soon going to marry one of
my Class 9 students. Her parents were mentally and physically unwell, and because of her property, her
in-laws had agreed to marry their son to her. But she wasn’t alone.
As part of a winter task, I asked students to survey their village. What we found was heartbreaking—the
average age of marriage in the village was just 15.5 years. Dreams were being surrendered at the altar of
duty, while the world celebrated women breaking barriers. Here, young girls silenced their aspirations,
trading books for burdens, futures for compliance.
After 15 days, I raised this issue in front of teachers and parents during an SMC meeting. I shared my idea
of organizing two community events—one to create awareness about child marriage, dropouts, and
scholarships, and another to highlight sports opportunities. The community understood and even
suggested fundraising for the required resources.
With Team Darha—a group of 12 members (six girls and six boys) from different schools—we collected
₹870 from the villagers. As we continued discussing this issue, I started receiving different perspectives.
Some students wanted to study in Hazaribagh, while others didn't want to leave their village at all.
Meanwhile, I grew closer to that little girl. One day, I asked her, "Don’t you want to study? Have you never
dreamed of becoming something?"
She replied, "Yes, I do. But what about my parents?"
Her father had been missing for two years, and her mother was dependent on her in-laws. At that
moment, I realized something-we often complain to our parents about the smallest things, while this little
bird had the power to fly as high as she could, yet was being held back. But her sacrifice wasn’t due to a
lack of ambition-it was for love, honor, and the unyielding grip of tradition.
The last week of my CI journey was the most important. I was preparing to put forth something crucial in
front of the entire village at Panchayat Bhawan. Team Darha decided to name the event "सपन� क� ओर".
Mukhiya Ji, SMC members, teachers, and parents joined us to discuss child marriage and other pressing
issues.
Teachers and parents shared their emotions, openly putting their opinions in front of everyone. Students
performed a poem and a song, expressing their emotions on this issue. The number of participants wasn’t
large, but 30-40 members joined us and truly understood. Here, I felt I had succeeded.
During a sports event in Darha, I observed a little girl explaining the meaning of the 'Tree of Hope' to
another girl who was going to be married next month. That moment touched me deeply; a little bird, who
was once silent, had now become capable of making others understand.
Then, the final day came. The bag that was once full of hope was now a bag full of memories;memories of
doing labor jobs with aunty and uncle in the field, laughing and discussing, trying to catch a fish in the
river with students, and many more. It made me a different person,not completely, but it taught me how
we have to live in the moment and more than I could have ever imagined.
These 30 days were a rollercoaster, an unforgettable journey. I wanted to thank the villagers, my CI family,
the teachers, students, and the local governance body for supporting me throughout this journey.
At last, I chose birds to represent these girls because birds symbolize both freedom and captivity. Born to
soar, they are often caged, just like these girls, whose dreams are clipped by tradition. Yet, even a caged
bird remembers the sky.
Their silence is not surrender - it is a whisper of the freedom they deserve.
True change begins when we recognize their silent struggles, not as distant realities, but as a call to act, to
see, to listen, and to fight for a better future.

Madhavi Singh
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand
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The Gandhi Fellowship is not just another leadership development program—it’s a
profound journey of self-discovery. Fellows undergo several deeply reflective and
immersive processes, such as Community Immersion, Vipassana, and the Private Dream
Project. Each of these experiences is designed to push them beyond their comfort zones,
challenge their perspectives, enhance self-awareness and trigger reflections that might
not be immediate but leave a life-long impact.

Every year, when I introduce Community Immersion to a fresh batch of fellows, I see the
same puzzled expressions and hear the same question: "Why is CI part of this fellowship?
What is the need to stay with unknown people?" And every year, I give them the same
response: "Tell me when we meet at the consolidation. If you dont find the answer by
then, I will share" . That moment—when they return, with a familiar smile and stories of
joyful experiences - is one I deeply cherish.

Then there’s Vipassana, a ten-day silent meditation retreat. The idea of complete silence
—no talking, no mobile phones, no distractions—terrifies them. Some even ask if they
can skip it. But when they return, their reflections are nothing short of profound. They
speak of an awareness they never knew they could cultivate, of insights that changed
how they perceive themselves. Every time I listen to their experiences, I find myself
wishing I had gone through this process too during my fellowship.

The Private Dream Project is yet another challenge—an invitation for fellows to explore
their true calling, their Ikigai. Initially, many struggle. I don’t know what my private
dream is! I’m good at many things—how do I choose just one? But as they navigate
through the journey, clarity begins to emerge. Not everyone finds their ultimate purpose,
but each fellow takes significant steps towards understanding themselves better. And
that, in itself, is invaluable.

Through these reflective processes, the fellows gradually dig deeper into their inner
selves along with understanding the society/community/system. It makes them aware of
why they do what they do; while this doesn’t always lead to immediate change, it serves
as a powerful starting point for personal growth. Witnessing these young minds evolve,
question, and discover themselves through these experiences is a privilege I feel truly
grateful for.

The Journey of Reflection and Self-Discovery 
in Gandhi Fellowship

Smita Routh
PM,Jharkhand
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कब तक बंद रह�गी ये राह�� 
कब तक थम�गी उड़ती बाह�� 

�ा तोड़नी ज़�र� नह� ये बे�ड़य�� 
ऐसे कैसे बन पाएंगी बे�टय�  �ेर�णय��! 

 

सबुह-सबुह कान� म� एक अजीब-सी आवाज पड़�— कुड़-कुड़, कुकड़ू-कू! 
म� घबराकर उठ�, आखं� मलते हुए चार� ओर देखा और एक पल के �लए तो स�स ह� अटक गई— मेर� िब�र म� ह� एक मगु� बैठा था! 
"ये �ा! यह� मगु� कह� से आ गया�" म� हड़बड़ा कर उठ खड़� हुई। यह जगह अजनबी थी। कमर� से बाहर आई, तो देखा �क चार� ओर लोग
अपने-अपने काम म� लगे हुए थे। अजीब भाषा, अनजान लोग, नया माहौल। यह सब देखकर मेरा मन और भी िवच�लत हो गया। अचानक,
एक बढ़ू� दाद� क� आवाज आई— "बेटा, �श कर लो, �फर खाना खा लो!" म� च�क�। इतनी सबुह खाना� हम तो पहले ना�ा करते ह�! पर
यह�... यह� का हर �नयम अलग था। म� जैसे-तैसे �श कर खाने बैठ�, ले�कन थाली म� जो कुछ था, उसे देखकर ह� मेरा मन घबरा गया। "ये
लोग इसे कैसे खाते ह��" मन म� हजार� सवाल उठने लगे यह� रहना इतना क�ठन होगा, यह म�ने कभी सोचा भी नह� था। म� समाज को बदलने,
कुछ �सखाने, कुछ सीखने आई थी। ले�कन यह� तो खदु को संभालना ह� सबसे बड़ा टा� लग रहा था। ग�व क� स�ाई और मेरा पहला डर
समय बीतने लगा। अब म� ग�व म� घूमने लगी, �ूल जाने लगी, लोग� से िमलने लगी। ले�कन एक �दन दाद� ने कहा— "बेटा, �ूल जाओ,
ले�कन ग�व म� �ादा मत घूमो। तमु हमार� �ज�ेदार� हो।" "���" म�ने सवाल �कया दाद� का जवाब था— "���क तमु लड़क� हो। और
हमार� �ज�ेदार� हो हम� डर ह ैतमु बाहर गई तो मेर� मन म� उथल-पथुल मच गई। "पर लड़क� �� नह� घूम सकती�"  यह एक कड़वी स�ाई
ह ै-:  "हमार� असरु�ा क� वजह कोई जंगली जानवर नह�, ब�� इंसान ह�। वो इंसान, जो कब हवैान बन जाए, कोई नह� जानता।"   यह
सोचकर मेरा मन भार� हो गया। �ा लड़�कय� के �लए हमेशा डर का माहौल ह� रहेगा� ले�कन म�ने हार नह� मानी। धीर�-धीर� ग�व के ब�े
मझुसे घलुने लगे। म� उ�� पढ़ाने लगी, और अब ग�व के लोग भी मझेु पहचानने लगे। दाद� अब मझेु रोकती नह� थ�। म� इस बदलाव से खशु
थी, ले�कन ग�व क� लड़�कय� के मन म� बसी "�ज�ेदार�, असरु�ा और डर" क� बे�ड़य� अभी भी वैसी क� वैसी थ�। नाज परवीन और
�ॉलर�शप क� असली कहानी इसी बीच मेर� मलुाकात नाज परवीन नाम क� एक लड़क� से हुई। उसके घर गई, तो उसक� म� से पता चला
�क उसे सािव�ीबाई फुले �ॉलर�शप क� आ�खर� �क� अभी तक नह� िमली थी।  म�ने कहा—  "आप डॉ�मू�ट दो, म� को�शश
क�ँगी।" ले�कन उनका जवाब सनुकर म� स� रह गई— "बेटा, अगर �ॉलर�शप िमल जाती, तो जेवर आ जाते। शाद� म� मदद हो जाती
हमार�।"म�ने कभी सोचा भी नह� था �क �ॉलर�शप, जो आगे क� पढ़ाई के �लए होती है, यह� शाद� के �लए ली जा रह� है! उनक� सोच मझेु
अंदर तक झकझोर गई। म�ने उनसे कुछ नह� कहा, बस नाज परवीन के डॉ�मू�ट्स जमा करवाए और उसक� �ॉलर�शप क� ���या परू�
करवाई। ले�कन इस परू� घटना ने मेर� अंदर सवाल� का तफूान खड़ा कर �दया। 

"�ा लड़�कय� को पढ़ाई �सफ�  शाद� के �लए करवाई जाती है�" 
"�ा उनक� पढ़ाई का कोई दसूरा मकसद नह� हो सकता�" 

"कब तक �ज�ेदार�, असरु�ा और डर क� बे�ड़य� म� जकड़� रह�गी लड़�कय��" 
 

�ज�ेदारी, असुर�ा, डर
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असली सम�ा—तीन श� जो लड़�कय� क� �ज़�दगी रोक देते ह�, यह सम�ा �सफ�  नाज परवीन क� नह� थी। यह हर लड़क� क� सम�ा थी
—मेर�, आपक�, हम सबक�। हर बार जब कोई लड़क� अपने सपने परू� करना चाहती है, तो ये तीन श�—�ज�ेदार�, असरु�ा और डर—
उसके रा�े क� सबसे बड़� द�वार बन जाते ह�। अगर ये बे�ड़य� न होत�, तो आज न जाने �कतनी लड़�कय� आसमान छू रह� होत�। ले�कन इन
बे�ड़य� ने उ�� घर क� चारद�वार� तक सीिमत कर �दया। 

�ा अब भी हम चपु रह�गे�  
यह कहानी �सफ�  मेर� अनभुव क� नह�, ब�� उन लाख� लड़�कय� क� है, जो हर �दन इन श�� से लड़ रह� ह�। अब हम� सोचने क� ज�रत ह—ै 
"�ा हम इन बे�ड़य� को हमेशा के �लए तोड़ सकते ह��" 
"�ा लड़�कय� िबना डर के सपने देख सकती ह��" 
शायद जवाब इतना आसान नह� है, ले�कन बदलाव क� श�ुआत तो हम� ह� करनी होगी। अगर एक लड़क� आगे बढ़ेगी, तो उसके पीछे कई
और भी चल पड़�गी। अब यह हम पर ह ै�क हम डर के साए म� रह� या उस डर को हमेशा के �लए ख� कर द�! 

"�ज�ेदार�, असरु�ा और डर" क� बे�ड़य� अभी भी वैसी क� वैसी थ�। नाज परवीन और �ॉलर�शप क� असली कहानी इसी बीच मेर�
मलुाकात नाज परवीन नाम क� एक लड़क� से हुई। उसके घर गई, तो उसक� म� से पता चला �क उसे सािव�ीबाई फुले �ॉलर�शप क�
आ�खर� �क� अभी तक नह� िमली थी। म�ने कहा— "आप डॉ�मू�ट दो, म� को�शश क�ँगी।" ले�कन उनका जवाब सनुकर म� स� रह गई—
"बेटा, अगर �ॉलर�शप िमल जाती, तो जेवर आ जाते। शाद� म� मदद हो जाती हमार�।"म�ने कभी सोचा भी नह� था �क �ॉलर�शप, जो आगे
क� पढ़ाई के �लए होती है, यह� शाद� के �लए ली जा रह� है! उनक� सोच मझेु अदंर तक झकझोर गई। म�ने उनसे कुछ नह� कहा, बस नाज
परवीन के डॉ�ूम�ट्स जमा करवाए और उसक� �ॉलर�शप क� ���या परू� करवाई। ले�कन इस परू� घटना ने मेर� अंदर सवाल� का तूफान
खड़ा कर �दया। 
"�ा लड़�कय� को पढ़ाई �सफ�  शाद� के �लए करवाई जाती है�" 
"�ा उनक� पढ़ाई का कोई दसूरा मकसद नह� हो सकता�" 
"कब तक �ज�ेदार�, असरु�ा और डर क� बे�ड़य� म� जकड़� रह�गी लड़�कय��" 
असली सम�ा—तीन श� जो लड़�कय� क� �ज़�दगी रोक देते ह�, यह सम�ा �सफ�  नाज परवीन क� नह� थी। यह हर लड़क� क� सम�ा थी
—मेर�, आपक�, हम सबक�। हर बार जब कोई लड़क� अपने सपने परू� करना चाहती है, तो ये तीन श�—�ज�ेदार�, असरु�ा और डर—
उसके रा�े क� सबसे बड़� द�वार बन जाते ह�। अगर ये बे�ड़य� न होत�, तो आज न जाने �कतनी लड़�कय� आसमान छू रह� होत�। ले�कन इन
बे�ड़य� ने उ�� घर क� चारद�वार� तक सीिमत कर �दया। 
�ा अब भी हम चपु रह�गे� 
यह कहानी �सफ�  मेर� अनभुव क� नह�, ब�� उन लाख� लड़�कय� क� है, जो हर �दन इन श�� से लड़ रह� ह�। अब हम� सोचने क� ज�रत ह—ै 
"�ा हम इन बे�ड़य� को हमेशा के �लए तोड़ सकते ह��" 
"�ा लड़�कय� िबना डर के सपने देख सकती ह��" 
शायद जवाब इतना आसान नह� है, ले�कन बदलाव क� श�ुआत तो हम� ह� करनी होगी। अगर एक लड़क� आगे बढ़ेगी, तो उसके पीछे कई
और भी चल पड़�गी। अब यह हम पर ह ै�क हम डर के साए म� रह� या उस डर को हमेशा के �लए ख� कर द�! 

Sakshi Shukla
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand
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If someone asks you, “What is learning?”, what would be your first thought? Is it
what you learned in school, college, or while working? Or is it a combination of all
these and beyond?
"What is learning?" is a topic of discussion that varies depending on one's
perspective. By definition, “learning is a continuous process of meaning-making,
self-discovery, and transformation.” It is a process, not a product, and it occurs both
consciously and unconsciously.
Many theorists have shared their perspectives on learning. Jean Piaget described it
as "a process where individuals construct knowledge through experiences and
interactions with the world." John Dewey, on the other hand, believed that “Learning
occurs through hands-on experiences and reflection."
Conscious learning occurs when you are actively engaged in acquiring a skill,
knowledge, or concept. Unconscious learning happens when you may not even
realize you are learning—through your surroundings, interactions, and
conversations. However, when you encounter a similar situation, you may recall
how your manager, parents, or friends handled it, and that is when you apply that
learning.
The people you live with, work with, the books you read, and the conversations you
engage in all shape your understanding of the world. However, true learning
happens when you consciously reflect on these experiences.
Today, learning is often limited to formal settings such as school, college, and
professional training—things that are taught with the help of a teacher or supervisor.
But learning extends far beyond structured environments. Several factors
contribute to learning, such as one’s background knowledge and skills, which help
build new knowledge, and cognitive ability, social environment, and mental well-
being, which play a crucial role in shaping how we learn.
As mentioned earlier, learning is a lifelong process, not just a means to an outcome.
It enhances the quality of our lives, helps us achieve personal goals, and contributes
to holistic self-development. However, beyond learning itself, we must also focus
on learning how to learn—developing the ability to recognize, absorb, and apply
knowledge effectively—and reflecting on learning to understand and utilize
knowledge in meaningful ways.
Just as you learn from the people around you, they also learn from you. So, be both
a good learner and a valuable source of learning.
But what do we do with this learning? Does it only help in passing exams? Does it
help in getting a career? Is it still learning if you cannot apply it anywhere?
Let this be a question to reflect on. 

Learning About Learning

Nidhi Kumari
SPL, Jharkhand
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एक या�ा क� श�ुआत �ई, 
समदुाय के �लए कुछ करन ेक� इ�ा स,े 
पीटीएम के बारे म� जाग�कता फैलान ेका िनण�य �लया, 
माता-िपता को इसके मह� के बारे म� बतान ेका फैसला िकया । 
 
म�ने समदुाय के लोगो ंसे बातचीत क�, 
उनक� ज�रतो ंऔर सम�ाओ ंको समझन ेक� को�शश क�, 
माता-िपता को पीटीएम के बारे म� जानकारी दी, 
उ�� इसके फायदो ंऔर मह� के बारे म� बताया । 
 
म�ने काय�शालाएं और जाग�कता अ�भयान आयो�जत िकए, 
माता-िपता को पीटीएम म� भाग लने ेके �लए �े�रत िकया, 
उ�� अपन े ब�ो ं क� �श�ा म� सि�य भ�ूमका िनभान े के �लए
�ो�ािहत िकया । 
 
मरेी या�ा के दौरान म�ने देखा, 
माता-िपता क� सोच म� बदलाव आया, 
व ेपीटीएम के मह� को समझन ेलग,े 
और अपन ेब�ो ंक� �श�ा म� सि�य भ�ूमका िनभान ेलगे । 
 
मरेी या�ा का अनभुव मझु े�सखाता ह,ै 
िक समदुाय के लोगो ंको जाग�क करना िकतना मह�पणू� ह,ै 
पीटीएम के बारे म� जाग�कता फैलान ेसे, 
हम अपने समदुाय को बहेतर बना सकत ेह� । 

�श�ा म� साथी बन�

Sharon Rani Tigga
Karuna Fellow, B-5

Jharkhand
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 जी ह�, यह एक  ग�व है.. जह� सबुह क� श�ुआत सरूज क� �करण� से, 
प��य� क� मीठ� चहचहाहट से, सरस� के फूल� के खते� से, �कसान के गीत से भर� �दल से होती है.... 

यह है एक ग�व...
यह� के लोग िप�ा,

 बग�र नह� खाते..
चावल से खशु होते ह�। 

श�ु, खलेु �दल वाले लोग... �कतन ेमधरु ह� नागपरु� गान ेऔर नागपरु� न�ृ...
थोड़े हं�डया  पानी के िबना �ौहार और ख�ुशय� अधरू�... 

अनाज के हर� खते� के साथ सनुहर� नद� क� आवाज़... 
िम�� के साथ खलेु आसमान क� हवा... 

द�वार क� महक... 
ह� ये ग�व है... 

खेत� के साथ पहाड़ भी हर�... ग�व क� ब�ुढ़या के साथ धूनी जलान ेका अनभुव ह� अलग है...
ह� ये ग�व है..

नह� बहुत कुछ िमलन ेक� उ�ीद है, 
नह� करोड़ पित से होना का सपना है...

 बस यह� चा�हए थोड़ा खशु होकर बड़ा होना....
सचमचु यह एक ग�व है...

मेर� जीवन म� कुछ श�ित है इस िम�� के घर म� िमलती है ख�ुशय�..
 ह� ये ग�व है.... 

सच म� ग�व क� �ज�दगी बहुत अलग है समझ नह� आता हंसने का मजा ह� अलग है...
 ह� ये ग�व है..
ह� ये ग�व......

 खूबसरूत गावं 

Sarmishtha Priyadarshani
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand
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FROM FEAR TO FASCINATION: MY TIME IN JHARKHAND

Jitraj Changmai
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand

I still remember the day I received the email confirming my selection for the Gandhi Fellowship. I
was thrilled, but when I saw that I was assigned to Jharkhand—a state I had never been to before—I
felt a wave of mixed emotions. Excitement, nervousness, and curiosity swirled together. Growing
up in the Northeast, I had never truly stepped out of my comfort zone, and the thought of living in

an unfamiliar place for two years was daunting.
As I boarded the train to Jharkhand after completing the Central Induction at PSL, Jhunjhunu,
Rajasthan, I felt a quiet apprehension. Everything seemed different—the air, the language, the

people. It was as if I had entered a world completely unknown to me. But as I started meeting new
people, that initial hesitation slowly faded.

One of my first introductions to Jharkhand’s culture was through its food. The flavors were
nothing like what I was used to, yet I was determined to embrace them. Before long, I found myself

savoring local delicacies like mutton chusta, litti chokha, and many others. Each bite felt like a
lesson in history and tradition, a taste of the land’s rich heritage.

As part of my fellowship, I visited schools, interacted with students, and engaged with local youth.
These moments became the heart of my experience—listening to their stories, understanding their
challenges, and witnessing their eagerness to learn filled me with purpose. Beyond the schools, I
immersed myself in the community, attending village gatherings, watching mesmerizing tribal

dances, and experiencing the beauty of local art forms. The folk songs I heard weren’t just
melodies; they carried the joys, struggles, and spirit of the land.

What started as fear and uncertainty slowly transformed into a deep sense of belonging. Jharkhand
became more than just a place of work—it became a second home. The journey taught me

resilience, adaptability, and the true meaning of stepping outside my comfort zone. I discovered
new strengths within myself, confronted my weaknesses, and, most importantly, embraced the

unknown.
Looking back, I realize this experience wasn’t just about adjusting to a new culture. It was about
self-discovery—finding clarity in uncertainty, learning to appreciate differences, and forming
bonds that transcended backgrounds. It was about opening my heart to new experiences and

letting them shape me in ways I never imagined.
Jharkhand didn’t just change the way I saw the world—it changed the way I saw myself.
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WALKING LESSONS
 AND 

THE BOY WHO ASKED 
WHY?

When I was about to pen down my Private Dream Project —a campaign to promote active living—I
hesitated. How do I turn spreadsheets of community engagements, playground conversations, and the
sweat of convincing teachers, students, and families to move more into a story? The data was clear:
sedentary lifestyles were rising, screens were winning, and my team had rallied hundreds to dance, run,
and play. But stories need souls, not statistics. Then I remembered Aditya.   
     He was 14, sharp-eyed and restless, part of a classroom I’d visited to advocate for daily sports. After my
talk, he lingered. “Sir, why do we even go to school?” he asked. “People act like it’s the only way to ‘become
something.’ But everything’s online now. We just memorize, repeat, forget. What’s the point?” 
The question hung in the air like a challenge. It mirrored one I’d buried long ago—one that resurfaced as I
campaigned for active living. Why do we accept so many systems as gospel? 
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The Maverick’s Dilemma 

I’ve always been a questioner. When my PDP began, I assumed the problem was simple: people just
needed to move. But the deeper I dug, the more I saw how societal structures—like schooling—
shaped inertia. Schools confined kids to desks for hours; communities prioritized jobs that tethered
adults to chairs. We’d normalized a life of stillness. 
Aditya’s question sent me down a rabbit hole. I read policy papers, interviewed educators, and
debated philosophers’ quotes on “the purpose of education.” Most answers felt rehearsed: discipline,
employability, socialization. But none explained why we equate learning with confinement. Then I
stumbled on a parable: 
“If children started school at six months old and their teachers gave them walking lessons, within a
single generation people would believe humans couldn’t learn to walk without school.” 
It hit me like a monsoon rain. We’d built a world where curiosity is graded, play is scheduled, and
growth is measured in report cards. Schools weren’t just buildings—they were metaphors. And my
PDP wasn’t just about exercise; it was about unlearning the idea that vitality requires permission. 

The Soul’s Rebellion 

I won’t lie—this reflection terrifies me. Who am I to question centuries of schooling? Critics will
(rightly) argue: schools feed hungry minds, nurture creativity in some, and offer refuge for others.
But Aditya’s question gnaws at me: Why do we fixate on the system rather than the spirit of learning? 
Active living taught me this: bodies rebel against cages. So do minds. When I convinced elderly
members to participate in our sports day or kids to trade tablets for tag, it wasn’t just about health. It
was a quiet revolution against the notion that life happens in boxes—classrooms, offices, apps. 

Gratitude for the Unanswerable 

To Aditya, that boy with the inconvenient question: thank you. You reminded me that inquiry is
activism. That “why” can be a battering ram against complacency. I still don’t have neat answers.
Education matters—but must it demand fluorescent lights and rigid bells? Can’t learning be a dance, a
sprint, a game where the rules evolve? My PDP journey, it seems, was never just about getting people
to move. It was about asking them to rethink movement—of bodies, of ideas, of systems. 
So here’s to the kids who wonder why. To the mavericks who risk offending. And to the hope that
one day, we’ll teach walking not through lessons, but by letting feet roam free.

Manish Bharti
Gandhi Fellow, B-16

Jharkhand
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हम उस धरती के वासी ह�,
जहा ंगावंो ंम� जीवन बसता है ।

स�र �ितशत क� आबादी,
गावं क� धड़कन म� हसंता है ।

गावं से उठती प�रवत�न क� लहर,
यही ंसे वीरता का गान �आ ।

�ाय क� बात�, किवताएं मधरु,
इसी माटी म� स�ान �आ ।

गावं स ेजुड़ी हर सम�ृ� हमारी,
�कृित क� धरोहर, सं�ृित �ारी ।
िफर �ो ंशहरो ंक� ओर पलायन,
�ो ंभलू� गावं क� मिहमा सारी?

शहर म� रहत ेजो भी इंसान,
गावं स ेउसका नाता है ।

उसके जीवन क� हर श�ुआत,
गावं से ही चलकर आता है ।

तो �ो ंकह� िक गावं नही?ं
�ो ंछोड़� अपनी जड़ क� जमीन?
�ो ंगावं अपना अ��� �मटाएं,
�ो ंखामोश हो ंउसके िदन-रात?

    आ�ख़र गावं
�ो ंनही?ं

हम जो रोटी खाते िदन-रात,
उसक� खशुब ूगावं स ेआती है ।

िकसान क� महेनत, गावं क� माटी,
हमारे जीवन को रचती है ।

गावं न ेहम� �ा नही ंिदया,
बचपन के सपन,े जीवन का गहना ।

शहरो ंका अ��� जब था नही,ं
गावं ही था हर सखु का गहना ।

तो �ो ंशहर बसान ेक� होड़ म�,
गावं को न� िकए जाते ह�?

�ो ंउसक� खशुब ूको भूलकर,
कं��ट के जंगल बोते जाते ह�?

सोचो, समझो, ग़ौर करो,
गावं ही जीवन का सार है ।
शहरो ंके होन ेस ेपहल ेभी,

गावं ही दिुनया का आधार है ।

तो आओ �मलकर यह ठान ल�,
गावं के �र को पहचान ल� ।

सहजे� उसक� �म�ी, उसक� पहचान,
गावं को िफर से जीवनदान द� ।

Taushif Raza
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand

32



Shreya Singh
Karuna Fellow, B-6

Jharkhand

�ज�दगी है छोट�, हर पल म� खुश �ँ काम म� खुश �ँ,
आराम म� खुश �ँ।

आज पनीर नह�, दाल से ही खुश �ँ, आज गाड़ी नह�,
पैदल ही खुश �ँ।

आज कोई नाराज है, उसके इस अंदाज से ही खुश �ँ।

�जस को देख नह� सकती, उसक� आवाज से ही खुश
�ँ

�जसको पा नह� सकती, उसको सोच कर ही खुश �ँ।

बीता �आ कल आ चुका है, उसक� मीठ� याद म� ही
खुश �ँ,

जब आने वाले कल का पाता नह�, इंतजार म� ही खुश
�ँ।

हंसता �आ बीत रहा है पल, आज म� ही खुश �ँ
�ज�दगी है छोट�, हर पल म� खुश म� �ं ..

खुश �ँ
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Just got off the train,
And here she was again,

In the city known for rains,
Looking for a life free of chains.

She is witty and smart,
With dreams in her heart,
Wishing for a fresh start,

Hoping for destiny to play its part.

Far away from the deafening screams,
Wandering around the city of dreams,

So damn unreal everything seems,
Wondering if it's all just day-dreams.

She is ready for the fight,
Like a bird during its first flight,

Her every goal in her sight,
No wonder her future will be bright.

After many tiring days and nights,
In her personal diary, she writes,

"All of this seems like godsend.
My every dream is a reality in the end."

Sayli Tichkule
Gandhi Fellow, B- 17

Jharkhand

Through   the   Storm
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चलो एक बार �फर से खुदकुशी कर लेते ह�,
गाँव से थोड़ा इ�क़ कर लेते ह�।

सुना है म�ने, बड़े इ�मीनान से रहने लगे ह� यहाँ के लोग,
चलो म�यम सा उनको �फर से बेचैन कर लेते ह�।

अब चाला�कयाँ भी करना सीख चुका है मेरा �दल,
चलो वैसा ही �दल को थोड़ा मासूम कर लेते ह�।

�बछड़ने के बाद गाँव से,
बे�ख़ी और नीरसता म� �घर गया �ँ,

चलो इस प�र �दल को �फर से मोम कर लेते ह�।

�आ था कौन बेवफ़ा और �कसने क� थी वफ़ा गाँव से,
चलो इस बात का �फर से फैसला कर लेते ह�।

हर सवाल का �हसाब-�कताब लगाने के �लए,
चलो उससे �मलकर जवाब ले आते ह�।

 चलो एक बार �फर से खुदकुशी कर लेते ह�।

(�ट�पणी: यहाँ "खुदकुशी" का अथ� �वयं को भूलकर �कसी और म� रम जाना है—जैसे गाँव म� जाकर अपनी परेशा�नय� को भूलकर
वहाँ के लोग� का �ह�सा बन जाना, उनक� तकलीफ़� को अपना लेना, और खुद को नया �प देना। मानो जैसे आप, आप खुद रहे

ही नह�।)

िफर स ेखदुखशुी 

Pavan Manvatkar
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand
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गाधंी फेलो�शप के दौरान मझु ेएक पहाड़ी गावँ म� रहन ेका अवसर �मला । वहा ँएक �ानीय प�रवार के साथ रहकर उनक�
जीवनशलैी , खान-पान और सोच को समझना मरेे �लए एक अनोखा अनभुव था । यह सब मेरे अब तक के जीवन से ब�त
अलग था —साधारण, सादा , लिेकन बहेद गहरा । एक िदन, िदनभर क� थकान के बाद जब म� खाने के �लए बठैी , तो मरेी थाली
म� गरमा गरम चावल रखे गए । लिेकन यह चावल िकसी सामा� थाली क� तरह नही ंथ—ेउनके साथ केवल उबल े�ए चावल का
पानी था , �जस पर ह�ा तड़का लगाया गया था ।
म� थोड़ा चौकं गई । इससे पहल ेम�न ेकभी ऐसा भोजन नही ंखाया था । मेरे मन म� कई सवाल उठने लगे —�ा यह पया�� होगा ?
�ा यही उनका रोज़मरा� का भोजन ह?ै लिेकन प�रवार क� सादगी और �मे देखकर म�न ेिबना िक सी �झझक के पहला िनवाला
मुँ ह म� डाल �लया  पहला िनवाला खाते ही मझेु एक अनोखी संतिु� महससू �ई । �ाद भल ेही साधारण था , लिेकन उसम� एक
अजीब-सी गहराई थी । उसी �ण, मझु ेअपन ेघर क� थाली याद आ गई—जहा ँतरह-तरह क� सि�ज़या ँ, दाल� और �ंजन होते
थे । हम म�मवग� य लोग इन चीज़ो ंको "ज़�रत" समझते ह�, लिेकन यहा ँ, इस पहाड़ी गावँ म�, लोगो ंक� ज़�रत� सी�मत थी ं,
िफर भी वे पूरी तरह संत�ु और खशु थे । उस रात, म�न ेपहली बार यह महसूस िकया िक हम �जन चीज़ो ंको अपनी आव�कता
मानते ह�, व ेवा�व म� �सफ�  िवला�सता ह� । असली ज़�रत तो संतोष और �ीकृित म� �छपी होती है ।
गावँ के इस प�रवार के साथ रहते �ए मझेु यह अहसास �आ िक कम म� भी ख़शुी ढँूढी जा सकती है । यहा ँलोग सादा भोजन
करते थे, किठन महेनत करत े थे, लिेकन उनके चहेरे पर हर समय एक शािंत और संतुि� झलकती थी । उ�ो ं न े कभी यह
�शकायत नही ंक� िक उनके पास कम ह,ै ब�� व ेजो भी था , उसी म� आनंद लतेे थे । इस अनभुव न ेमुझ े�सखा या िक स�ी
खुशी भौितक संप�� म� नही ं, ब�� आ�-संतोष और आभार म� है । यह पहाड़ी गावँ मरेे �लए �सफ�  एक जगह नही ंरहा , ब��
यह जीवन के �ित मरेे �ि�कोण को बदलन ेवाला अनभुव बन गया । मझु ेएहसास �आ िक खशुी उन चीज़ो ंम� नही ंजो हमारे
पास ह�, ब�� इस बात म� ह ैिक हम जीवन को िकस नज़�रए से देखत ेह� और उसक� िकतनी क� करत ेह� । यह या�ा मरेे �लए
केवल एक अनभुव नही ंथा , ब�� "ज़�रत" और "िवला�सता " क� स�ी प�रभाषा को समझन ेका अवसर था —एक ऐसा
अवसर, �जसन ेमरेी सोच और जीवन क� िदशा को परूी तरह बदल िदया 

ज़�रत और �वला�सता
 क� प�रभाषा

Aparna Pathak
Gandhi Fellow, B-17
Himachal Pradesh

36



In winter’s chill, so deep, so vast,
December winds and January’s blast.
A stranger’s step on village ground,

New faces met, no warmth was found.
Their eyes held doubts, their doors half-closed,

Shelter and food? None yet proposed.
But words I wove with patient grace,
To share my heart, to find my place.
I spoke of schools, of dreams anew,
Of change that starts with just a few.

With each new dawn, their hearts grew wide,
And faith in love was revived inside.

Through silent nights so cold and bare,
I felt the weight of frozen air.

Yet kindness bloomed—a dadi’s care,
With blankets warm and hands to spare.

At first, the days were rough, unkind,
The unknown pressed upon my mind.
But slowly, gently, change took flight,
Darkness gave way to morning light.

For they saw me, and I saw them,
Not as guests, nor mere mayhem.

But souls who met in time and space,
To share, to heal, to leave a trace.
Now Narga lives within my chest,
A tale of trials, a love expressed.
In simple acts, in bonds so true,

I found my home, I grew, I knew

WHISPER OF NARGA!

Aishwarya Yadav
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand
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झारखंड के अ�धकतर गाँव अभी भी �ाचीन स�यता के अनुसार जी रहे ह�। हम जब गांव म� �मण के �लए गए तो वहां
क� म�हला� को घर से �नकलने का मौका नह� �दया जाता है। पु�ष और म�हला को सामान भाव से नह� देखा जाता ह�।
�जसके वजह से अभी भी म�हला� को ब�त सारी जानकारी का अभाव है

 जब म� गांव क� म�हला� से बातचीत क� तो पता चला �क उ�ह� खेल म� ��च है ले�कन यहां क� बुजुग� तरह तरह क� बाते
करते है अगर म�हलाए ंखेलने म� �यान देने लगी तो घर के काम काज कोन करेगा। पड़ोसी �या बोल�गे इस बात को लेकर
भी ब�त सारी म�हला� को खेल का अवसर नह� �मल पाता है।

 जब म� गांव म� घूम घूम कर ब�त सारी म�हला� से बातचीत क� तो पता चला �क गांव क� जवान म�हला खेल के ��त
�जतना इ�ुक ह� उतना ही इ�ुक बुजुग� म�हला� म� भी देखने को �मला। इससे यह पता चलता है अभी भी गांव के
लोग जाग�क नह� उ�ह� गांव के सभी म�हला� को भी खेल ��त जाग�क करके खेल का अवसर देना चा�हए।

Mamta Devi
Karuna Fellow, B-6

Jharkhand

म�हलाए ंऔर खेल ?
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अनुभूितअनुभूित  

empathy, connection,
and shared emotions

अनुभू�त हम� �सर� से जोड़ती है या खुद से?
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During my Community Immersion (CI), I discovered the beauty of Sohrai painting, and
it was a truly enriching experience. This journey introduced me to a traditional art form
that speaks through colors and patterns, telling stories of culture and life. For me, art is
more than just drawing, it is a way to express emotions and connect with the world
around me. Creating this painting brought me immense joy, as it allowed me to embrace
my creativity while honoring the rich heritage it represents. Moreover, engaging with
this traditional art form helped me build deeper connections with my CI house
members and the children of the village. As I painted, curious eyes gathered around,
eager to learn and participate. What started as a personal exploration soon turned into a
shared experience, where stories, laughter, and creativity flowed freely.The children,
with their innocent excitement, picked up brushes and experimented with colors, while
my CI house members appreciated the process, joining in conversations about the
significance of Sohrai painting in local culture. Through these moments, I realized that
art has the power to bridge gaps, foster understanding, and create a sense of belonging.
It was more than just painting—it was about forming bonds, exchanging knowledge,
and celebrating the beauty of tradition together.

Amisha Babulkar
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand
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Community immersion is more than an experience—it is a journey of
cultivating compassion. As Gandhi Fellows, a young person steps into
unfamiliar spaces, they are welcomed by strangers with open hearts. A simple
meal shared with warmth becomes a reminder that belonging is not about
place, but about connection.
The very first smile and a “Yes”, that “you can stay here, this is your house”,
creates feeling of being cared, loved and sense of safety.
The immersion inspires fellows to step out of comfort zone, and deal with
uncertainties, cultivate empathic listening and foster’s human connection.
Every fellow faces the moment when they wish to return to the familiar, yet
they choose to stay. This choice is an act of self-compassion, a commitment to
learn, unlearn, and grow.
Living within a community is a journey to move beyond observation and
become a part of social fabric, which is new to you. This shared experience that
fellows gain, makes a shift from being empathetic leaders to truly
compassionate ones. This journey is not just about service, but about
partnership—walking alongside communities in a shared pursuit of
empowerment.
May it inspire you to see the immersion not just as an experience, but as a way
of life—a path to develop deeper connection, and sense of interdependence.
Warm wishes.

- Gateway to Compassionate Leadership

COMMUNITY IMMERSION

Eishan Sharma
Talent Lead -PSL
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In the Gandhi Fellowship program, Community Immersion is not just an
experience—it is a profound journey of understanding, connection, and
compassionate action. This process enables fellows to step beyond
observation and truly live the realities of the communities they serve.
By residing with local families, engaging in daily activities, and witnessing
challenges firsthand, fellows cultivate a deep sense of empathy. They move
beyond theoretical understanding to direct engagement, where they
experience the pulse of grassroots life. This immersive approach allows them
to identify problems not as outsiders but as part of the community, leading to
insights that are both authentic and deeply human.
Compassion plays a central role in this journey. As fellows live through the
struggles and aspirations of the people, they develop solutions that are not just
effective but also rooted in care and respect. They recognize that sustainable
change comes not from imposing ideas but from co-creating solutions with
the very individuals who face these challenges.
More than a learning exercise, Community Immersion is a transformative
process—it nurtures resilience, humility, and a lifelong commitment to social
change. By fostering compassionate leadership, it equips fellows to design
interventions that honour the dignity and strength of the communities they
serve.
This experience shapes the fellows not only as changemakers but as
individuals who see the world through the lens of interconnectedness,
ensuring that every step toward development is taken with both strategy and
heart.

RAJENDRA SINGH RAJPUT  
PROGRAM MANAGER

SEE LEARNING DDI-JJN -SOESC.

COMMUNITY IMMERSION: A JOURNEY OF
EMPATHY, LEARNING, AND TRANSFORMATION
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During Gandhi Fellow in Batch 14 during Dec 2021, the community immersion process stood out as
one of the most unusual and inspiring experiences of my entire journey. At the start, during
orientation, I had many questions—why would anyone agree to host a fellow for a month? How
would fellow even find a host family in an entire district, given the one fellow per district working
model? And how would he manage without any financial support? I was particularly concerned about
the safety and security of female fellows, as they often face additional challenges.
Despite these uncertainties, team decided to go with the flow, and eventually, everyone managed to
find a place or family to stay with the help of district and block-level officials. When fellows sought
assistance, officials either invited them into their own homes or connected them with their relatives.
However, the fellows remained determined and specifically requested to be placed in rural and
remotely located village areas for a more authentic community immersion experience.
Cumulatively Fellows shared their experience that low school attendance, many students between the
ages of 14 and 16 are forced to work as labourers alongside their parents to help support their
households. Additionally, early child marriage remains a pressing issue, with children as young as 12
or 13 being married off, abruptly ending their schooling. The poor state of school infrastructure
further discourages learning, as libraries lack proper resources, toilets are either broken or
unsanitary, and there are no designated spaces or playgrounds for students to engage in recreational
activities. These combined factors create a harsh environment where education is often neglected,
limiting opportunities for young learners to build a better future.
Fellows actively conducted various awareness campaigns aimed at educating parents and engaging
with key village stakeholders, including the Sarpanch, to advocate for the repair and improvement of
infrastructure and essential facilities. Through their dedicated efforts, they successfully established
functional libraries by systematically organizing and categorizing books while also mobilizing
volunteers to sustain these initiatives.
During my field visit to the fellows’ community houses, the most profound realization was witnessing
the immense love and affection they received from families—a testament to the deep-rooted pride
within our communities. This experience reinforced the belief that community immersion serves as a
powerful tool for understanding the essence of Bharat, providing invaluable insights into its social
fabric and challenges.

Anshul
Program Manager
Madhya Pradesh

MY EXPERIENCE WITH COMMUNITY
IMMERSION
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सपनो ंक� धूप म� िनखरती उ�ीद�, जहाँ हर ब�ा अपने भीतर एक नया संसार संजोए बैठा है । �श�ा �सफ�
िकताबी �ान नही,ं ब�� मन, भावना और समाज के साथ जुड़ने क� एक या�ा ह ैजहाँ हर ब�ा अपनी
कहािनयो ंके रंग से समाज के कैनवास को सजाने क� अनोखी �मता रखता है ।
"वो इ� ही �ा जो इंसािनयत ना �सखाए, वो तालीम ही �ा जो िदल को ना छू जाए ।"
Piramal School of Leadership के बैनर तले, गाँधी फेलोज़ क� यह या�ा, एक बेहतर समाज क� ओर
बढ़ते कदमो ंक� कहानी है । हमने देखा ह ैिक कैसे दूर� गाँवो ंके �ूलो ंम�, ब�ो ंक� मासूम आँखो ंम� सपने
जगमगाते ह� । हर छोटी को�शश, हर सुलझाई गई उलझन, एक नई उ�ीद क� रोशनी बनकर उभरती है । जहाँ
िव�ास होता ह,ै वहाँ संभावनाओ ंके फूल �खलते ह� । यह या�ा ना �सफ�  ब�ो ं के भिव� को सँवारती ह,ै
ब�� समाज के हर कोने म� आ�िव�ास और जाग�कता क� लौ जलाती है ।
गाँधी फेलोज़ एक �ेरक उ�ेरक के �प म� काय� करते ह�, जो सामा�जक भावना�क �श�ण / हष� जोहार
पा�चया� के मा�म से ब�ो ं के भीतर छुपी संभावनाओ ंको उभारते ह� । कभी भावनाओ ंको नाम देने म�
मदद कर, तो कभी ब�ो ं को अपनी आवाज़ सुनने के �लए �े�रत कर । यह �ि�या न केवल ब�ो ं को
भावना�क �प से सश� करती ह,ै ब�� उ�� जीवन क� चुनौितयो ंका सामना करने के �लए तैयार भी
करती है । जब कोई ब�ा पहली बार अपनी भावनाओ ं को खुलकर �� करता ह,ै तो यह एक नए
आ�िव�ास के उदय का संकेत होता है ।
सामा�जक भावना�क �श�ण / हष� जोहार पा�चया� जैसे �यासो ंके मा�म से, गाँधी फेलोज़ ने ब�ो ंको
�सफ�  पढ़ने ही नही,ं ब�� महसूस करने और �� करने क� कला �सखाने म� अहम् भू�मका िनभाई है । जब
कोई ब�ा कहता ह,ै "आज म�ने अपने दो� को गले लगाया �ोिंक वो उदास था..." तो यह छोटे कदम, एक
सश� समाज क� बुिनयाद रखते ह� ।
गाँधी फेलोज़ क� यह या�ा, केवल आँकड़ो ंतक सी�मत नही ंह,ै ब�� हर ब�े के भीतर छुपे संभावनाओ ंके
बीज को पहचानने क� कहानी है । हर एक गाँधी फेलोज़  अपने आप म� एक �काश �ंभ ह,ै जो समाज म�
समानुभूित, क�णा और बदलाव क� नई लहर को ज� देता है । उनका यह सफर न केवल �ूली ब�ो ंक�
�जंदगी बदलता ह,ै ब�� �यं से �यं को जानने क� या�ा म� हम� भी इंसािनयत का असली मतलब �सखा
जाता है ।
"�श�ा वही जो आ�ा को रोशन करे, �ान वही जो जीवन को सँवारे ।"
सादर, प�रवत�न क� इस या�ा के हमसफ़र...!

�ान से क�णा तक

Nikhil Kumar, 
PSL - Jharkhand
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यह कहानी एक ऐसे �श�क क� है, �जसने अपनी लगन, समप�ण और अटूट �व�ास से �श�ा क� रोशनी वहां तक प�ंचाई, जहां इसक�
कोई उ�मीद तक नह� थी। यह कहानी �वनोद राम क� है, जो झारखंड के लोहरदगा �जले के �ाम बसर टोली के �नवासी ह�। आ�थ�क
�प से कमजोर प�रवार से आने वाले �वनोद राम के माता-�पता �कसान थे, और प�रवार क� ���त इतनी खराब थी �क उनक� बहन�
�श�ा से वं�चत रह ग�। ले�कन �वनोदराम ने हार नह� मानी और न केवल खुद �श�क बने ब��क अपने छोटे भाई को भी �श�ा के �े�
म� लेकर आए।

�श�क बनने क� या�ा और चुनौ�तयाँ
27 जुलाई 2000 को उनक� �नयु�� राजक�य �ाथ�मक �व�ालय, डूमर पाठ, �कसको �खंड, लोहरदगा म� �ई। यह �नयु�� �कसी
साधारण �कूल म� नह�, ब��क एक ऐसे �ान पर �ई थी जहाँ कोई भी �श�क �यादा �दन� तक �टक नह� पाता था। इससे पहले कई
�श�क यहां �नयु� �ए ले�कन वे ज�द ही �ानांतरण करवा लेते थे।
जब �वनोद राम पहली बार �कूल प�ँचे, तो उ�ह�ने देखा �क यहाँ केवल आ�दम जनजा�त (असुर) के लोग रहते ह�। उनका जीवन बेहद
क�ठन था—रहन-सहन, खान-पान और सोच-�वचार, सब कुछ �ब�कुल अलग। सबसे बड़ी चुनौती यह थी �क ब�े �कूल आते ही नह�
थे। वे उ�ह� देखकर भाग जाते थे। �कूल तो �र, गांव म� भी �श�ा का कोई माहौल नह� था।

संघष� और संक�प
यह इलाका पहाड़ी था, जहां प�ंचने का कोई सु�व��त रा�ता नह� था, न �बजली थी, न पानी, और न ही प�रवहन क� सु�वधा। �कसी
तरह �क� से आना-जाना शु� �कया, ले�कन जब �क बंद हो जाते तो 10 �कलोमीटर पैदल जंगल और पहाड़ पार कर �व�ालय
प�ंचना पड़ता। कई बार �कूल प�ंचने के बाद यह पता चलता �क कोई भी ब�ा नह� आया—सब अपने पशु चराने चले गए।
कई महीने तक यह �सल�सला चलता रहा, ले�कन �वनोद राम ने हार नह� मानी। वे गांव-गांव जाकर अ�भभावक� को समझाने लगे �क
�श�ा �य� ज़�री है। धीरे-धीरे ब�� और अ�भभावक� का भरोसा जीतने म� सफल �ए।

2006 से 2018: एक �श�क, एक �कूल
2006 म� उनके सहयोगी �श�क का �ांसफर हो गया। अब पूरी �ज़�मेदारी अकेले �वनोद राम के कंध� पर थी। क�ा 1 से 8 तक
अकेले पढ़ाना �कसी चुनौती से कम नह� था। ले�कन उ�ह�ने इसे भी �वीकार �कया।
उ�ह�ने ब�� को इतनी अनुशासन और �ज़�मेदारी �सखाई �क उनके �कूल प�ंचने से पहले ही बड़े ब�े छोटे ब�� को पढ़ाने लगते,
�ाथ�ना करा लेते और क�ा� क� सफाई कर लेते। यह सब उ�ह�ने अपने �ढ़ �न�य और समझदारी से संभव �कया।

प�रणाम: �श�ा क� रोशनी
जब �वनोद राम वहां प�ँचे थे, तब इस �े� म� एक भी ब�ा मै��क पास नह� कर पाता था। ले�कन आज, उनक� मेहनत से 40-50
छा� मै��क, इंटर और �नातक पास कर चुके ह� और कई सरकारी व �नजी नौक�रय� म� काय�रत ह�।
आज इस �कूल म� 130 ब�े नामां�कत ह�, और कई ब�े 5-7 �कलोमीटर पैदल पहाड़ चढ़कर �कूल आते ह�। �श�ा के ��त यह
जाग�कता �वनोद राम के क�ठन प�र�म का ही प�रणाम है।

�सफ�  �श�क नह�, समाज सुधारक भी
उ�ह�ने �श�ा तक सी�मत न रहते �ए समाज सुधार का भी बीड़ा उठाया। हर र�ववार को ब�� के �लए ��वज ��तयो�गता आयो�जत
क�, �जसम� ��तभा�गय� को पुर�कृत �कया जाता। उ�ह�ने गांव के लोग� को अंध�व�ास, नशापान, गरीबी और अ�श�ा से लड़ने के �लए
जाग�क �कया।
आज भी, 25 वष� के बाद, सड़क�  बदहाल ह�, �बजली क� ���त जस क� तस है, ले�कन �वनोद राम का �यास जारी है। वे अपने छा��
और गांव के लोग� के �लए पुराने कपड़े और सा�ड़यां लेकर आते ह� ता�क उनका जीवन थोड़ा बेहतर हो सके।

अंत म�.....यह �सफ�  एक �श�क क� कहानी नह� है, ब��क यह संघष�, समप�ण और बदलाव क� कहानी है। यह �दखाती है �क अगर एक
�श�क ठान ले, तो वह पूरे समाज को बदल सकता है। �वनोद राम ने न �सफ�  ब�� को �श�ा द�, ब��क एक पूरे समुदाय को अ�ानता
के अंधकार से �ान क� रोशनी तक प�ंचाया।
यह कहानी उन सभी �श�क� के �लए �ेरणा है, जो �वपरीत प�र���तय� म� भी �श�ा का द�प जलाने का साहस रखते ह�।

Puja Nikam
Gandhi Fellow, B- 17

Jharkhand

पहाड़� के बीच �श�ा का द�प
                          जलाने वाले एक  �श�क
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भारत को बनाना ह,ै तो भारत को जानो तो सही...
Community immersion या कहे सामुदा�यक अ�भसरण is an integral part of Gandhi fellowship at Piramal
Foundation wherein incoming batch of Gandhi Fellows spend 1 month living in a community in
rural India. Post this, they begin their Live Action Projects.

What makes it challenging is the following- they have to find a home/host on their own who will
provide them with space and food in their homes, they have to live with minimum cash during this
period and they must pitch in all labour jobs the host family engages in.

Along with this, they must do a community mapping to understand what social problems that
milieu have, what mindsets they operate with, what is their life like, what are their aspirations, how
are the children, etc.

Why is Cl important? For one, it builds their understanding of rural India. More importantly, it
builds their "self". As one of the fellows put it succinctly in her poem on CI, Anu Priya, "CI का म�सद
पूछो तो खुद को तराशना बताते है "

How does that happen! Read on to know...

I recently came back from Dharamshala, Himachal Pradesh where I led a 2 days Cl consolidation
process for our HP fellows. Large part of Day 1 was listening, probing, asking questions, helping
fellows unpack their learnings. Here are some of the experiences they shared: a fellow, Krishna
shared how she had to stay in a "गौशाळा" for two days, another abhishek shared how he built his
physical resilience through taking heaps of grass up the hilly area, how he learned to be
comfortable with the "gandh" of sheep, yet another fellow aparna talked about how eating rice and
maand (rice ka chaunka hua paani) felt fulfilling after a days work, yet another Jagan shared how
his mental resilience got build up through taking a series of 'no's" before he got a host home.

These experiences were deeply transformative for all them- they deconditioned them, they
experienced compassion from strangers, they built their humility, their appreciation for "भौ�तक
संसाधन" and natural resources, their confidence of adapting to any circumstances and most
importantly these experiences helped them discover their inner strengths.

CI in a Gandhi fellows journey is an inflection point-there is GF before Cl and GF after CI. Their
stories of communities were equally insightful- one of the fellows discovered how children of the
village were glued to Pubji on the phones, other fellow discovered how women did not have azaadi
to dry their underclothes on the terrace, a few of them realised how difficult it is to navigate
conversations with गांव �धान and get them to change behaviours, they got present to the addiction
problems of youth of the village and many more nuggets like these..

My personal take is Cl process serves as MIRRORS and WINDOWS for fellows.

Maulshree Kalothia
Program Director 
Himachal Pradesh
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लोगों  
को लोगों 

 कमी 
की

मरेी खशुी का िठकाना नही ंथा, �ोिंक आ�खरकार मझु ेसीआई के �लए घर �मल गया । म�ु�ल� तो ब�त आ�, पर अतं भला तो सब
भला । एक महीन ेका सामान लकेर म� आंटी के पीछे उनके घर क� तरफ चल पड़ी । मन म� ब�त सारे सवाल उमड़ रह ेथे घर कैसा
होगा, म� कैसे र�गंी? पर एक चीज जो म�न ेअपन ेमन को समझा ली थी िक म� उस घर म� बटेी क� तरह र�गंी । 
घर म� बस दो लोग रहत ेथ ेआंटी और उनक� ब� । बटेा केरल म� नौकरी करता था और साल म� बस एक बार आता था । यह वा�
दूसरी रात का ह,ै रात का खाना खान ेके बाद आंटी न ेमुझ ेकहा, "चल, तझु ेभयैा क� शादी क� वीिडयो िदखाती �ं ।" िहमाचली शादी
देखन ेका यह मौका म� भी गंवाना नही ंचाहती थी, तो म� भी खशुी स ेउनके पीछे चल पड़ी । 
एक जगह पर म�न ेदेखा िक आंटी रो रही थी ं । म�न ेहसकर पछूा, "आंटी, आप तो ब� ला रही ह�, िफर आप �ो ंरो रही ह�?" आंटी क�
आंख� डबडबा ग�, मायसूी भरी आवाज म� उ�ोनं ेकहा, "तरेे अंकल नही ंह� ना, बटेे । मझु ेउनक� याद आ रही थी ।" 
म� खामोश हो गई, �ोिंक इस दद� से तो म� वािकफ थी मा ंक� आंखो ंम� जो देखा है । इस बात का मझु ेएहसास था िक कुछ दद� कभी
कम नही ंहोते, बस उन पर समय एक चादर डाल देता है । आप उस दद� को कम या ख� कभी नही ंकर सकत,े बस उस पर �ार से
हाथ फेर सकते ह� । आराम बस उसी से �मलता है । 
वीिडयो ख� होन ेके बाद म�न ेआंटी का हाथ अपन ेहाथ म� �लया और उनक� नम आखँो ंम� देखकर पछूा, "आंटी, आपको आज भी
अंकल क� कमी उतनी ही गहरी महसूस होती ह?ै" आंटी ने �ससकती आवाज म� कहा, "बीते बीस सालो ंम� ऐसा कोई िदन नही ंह ैजब
उ�� अकंल क� याद न आई हो ।" म�न ेउनके हाथ को थाम ेरखा, तािक उ�� यह एहसास हो िक मरेे पास उ�� सुनन ेके �लए भरपरू
समय है । 

उस रात आंटी न ेमझुसे अपन ेअदंर दबी िकतनी भावनाओ ंको साझा िकया, बीत ेबीस सालो ंम� िकतनी म�ु�लो ंऔर परेशािनयो ंके
बाद भी उ�ोनें हार नही ंमानी और अपन ेदम पर अपन ेब�ो ंको पाल-पोसकर बड़ा िकया । एक पल को मझु ेऐसा लगा जसेै म� अपनी
मा ंको सुन रही �ं । आंटी क� आंखो ंम� बहती भावनाओ ंका मुझ ेसमुं दर िदख रहा था, �जसम� खशुी, गम, ताकत सब थे । 
इस परेू समय म�न ेआंटी का हाथ नही ंछोड़ा । अतं म� उ�ोनं ेमझु ेकहा, "काफ� देर हो गई, बटेे, अब तू सो जा ।" म�न ेउ�� िबना कुछ
बोल ेगल ेसे लगा �लया । वो मरेी पीठ सहलान ेलगी ंजसै ेिक मरेा शिु�या अदा करना चाह रही हो ं । 
उस पल मझेु यह एहसास �आ िक आज के जमान ेम� पसैो ंऔर खान ेस े�ादा लोगो ंको लोगो ंक� कमी है । उस रात म� काफ� देर तक
सोच रही थी, िबहार से आई म� िहमाचल के िकसी कोन ेम� िकसी अनजान स ेघर म� जाकर िकसी के दद� का मरहम बन जाऊंगी, ये
कब म�ने सोचा था । म� मन ही मन गाधंी फेलो�शप का ध�वाद कर रही थी िक मुझ ेन �सफ�  यह मौका �मला िक म� आंटी के दद� को
अपना पाऊं, ब�� यह समझ पाऊं िक पसैो ंसे �ादा क�मती ह ैिकसी को अपना समय देना । आज क�णा क� इतनी कमी हो रही है
िक न ही इंसान के पास समय ह ैिकसी और के दद� को सनुने का न अपने साझा करने का । भावनाओ ंको लोगो ंन ेइस कदर जकड़
रखा ह ैिक वो खुलकर सासं भी नही ंल ेपा रहे । 
मझेु उस पल यक�न �आ िक शायद मरेा उस समय उस पल म� रहना िनयित थी, पर एक ऐस ेइंसान ज़�रत सभी को है । उस रात के
बाद म� आंटी के �लए बटेी बन गई, अब उनक� आंखो ंम� म� अपने �लए वो �ार देख पाती � ंजो �सफ�  अपनी मा ंक� आंखो ंम� देखा है । 
आज के ज़मान ेको जब म� खामोश रहकर देखती �,ं जहा ंहर कोई सर झकुाकर अपने फोन म� �मलो दूर बठेै िकसी स ेबात कर रहा, पर
कोई भी नज़र उठाकर य े�ो ंनही ंदेखता िक िकतन ेलोग चपुचाप उनके बगल म� बठैकर इंतज़ार कर रह ेउनके नज़र उठान ेका और
कुछ उनके िदल क� सनु जान ेका । 
इस पल म� मझेु एहसास �आ िक �ज़ंदगी म� हम� एक दूसरे के साथ जड़ुने क� ज़�रत ह,ै एक दूसरे क� बात सनुन ेक�, एक दूसरे के
दखु-दद� को समझन ेक� । अगर हम ऐसा कर�गे, तो हमारे आसपास क� दिुनया भी बदल जाएगी ।

Anu Priya
Gandhi Fellow, B-17
Himachal Pradesh 47



 
During my Community Immersion (CI), I witnessed the widespread practice of polygamy
in the community, a reality that deeply shaped the lives of many women. Among them,
second wives bore the heaviest burdens, often living in the shadows of their husbands'
first families, their struggles unseen and unspoken. 
  
                                       One woman’s story stood out. She had entered a home where she                    
.                                            was always second—never the priority, never truly belonging.             
.                                        Emotional neglect and financial insecurity defined her existence,        
.                                       leaving her to navigate a life of quiet endurance.
  
                                      The first wife had four sons and a daughter, two of whom were                  
.                                                           already married. Meanwhile, the second wife’s daughter        
.                                                           a bright, eager girl was often overlooked. Education was         
.                                                            not a priority for her, and societal constraints further          
.                                                                                  dimmed her chances of a different future.        
.                                                                                     Despite her potential, opportunities                             
.                                                                                      remained scarce. 
  
                                                                                        With a quiet determination, the mother                    
.                                                                                          shared her deepest hope: that her                            
.                                                                                           daughter would not suffer the same          
.                                                                                             fate. She longed for dignity, for                
.                                                                                               recognition—not just for herself, but           
.                                                                                                for her child. 
  
                                                                                                    Her story was not unique. Many                     
.                                                                                                    women in the community found  
                                                                                                      themselves trapped in similar            
.                                                                                                       circumstances; bound by                               
.                                                                                                        traditions they had limited power         
.                                                                                                          to challenge. Yet, even in their                   
.                                                                                                           silent struggles, there was                     
.                                                                                                             resilience—a flicker of hope         
.                                                                                                              that , one day, their daughter                
.                                                                                                                might break free from the             
.                                                                                                                 cycle they had endured.

The S lent Struggles  

Shahreen Fatima
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand 48



Jagan 
himachal pradesh

gandhi fellow

क�यु�नट� इमश�न के दौरान म� एक महीने के �लए कोहला गाँव म� रह रहा था । यह अनुभव मेरे
�लए न केवल एक सामा�जक सीख थी , ब��क एक ऐसा भा वना�मक जुड़ाव भी बना , �जसे म�
ता उ� याद रखँूगा । गाँव म� जहाँ म� ठहरा था , वहाँ एक आंट� रहती थ� । पहली बार जब उनसे
मुलाकात �ई, तो म�ने उ�ह� अपने क�यु�नट� इमश�न �ोसेस के बारे म� बताया और अपनी कुछ
���गत परेशा�नयाँ भी साझा क� ।
बात� -बात� म� म�ने �हच�कचाते �ए उनसे पूछा , "�या एक समय के खा ने क� �व�ा हो
सकती है?" यह सुनकर उ�ह�ने �बना �कसी संकोच के �दल से सहम�त दे द� । अगले दो �दन म�
उनके घर भोजन करने गया । हर बार वे �नेह और अपनापन से मुझे खाना परोसत� , ठ�क वैसे
ही जैसे माँ अपने बेटे के �लए करती है।
ले�कन तीसरे �दन, �कसीका रणवश म� उनके घर भो जन के �लए नह� जा सका । मुझे लगा �क
शायद उ�ह� ने इस बात पर �यान नह� �दया होगा । मगर म� गलत था । वे �च�ता करने लग� �क
यह लड़का कह� भूखा तो नह� सो गया …? दो -तीन �दन तक जब म� उनके घर नह� गया , तो
वे खुद मेरे कमरे म� मुझे देखने आ ग�। उनक� आँख� म� एक माँ क� �च�ता और ममता थी ।
उनका यह अपना पन देखकर म� भा वुक हो गया । यह �सफ�  एक मदद नह� थी , यह एक
अनकहा �र�ता था , जो खून के �र�त� से परे था । जब गाँव छोड़ने का समय आया , तो म�
उनके पास गया और कृत�ता �� क� । मेरी आँख� म� भा वना � का समंदर था , ले�कन वे
मु�कुराते �ए बोल� —
"तू मेरा बेटा जैसा है, इसके �ल ए अलग से ध�यवा द कैसा …?"
उनके ये श�द सीधे मेरे �दल म� उतर गए। म�ने उस �दन सीखा �क इंसा�न यत और ममता �कसी
भी खून के �र�ते से बड़ी होती है। उनका यह �नेह और अपनापन म� कभी नह� भूलँूगा ।

मा ँ जसैी  ममता

Jagan
Gandhi Fellow, B-17
Himachal Pradesh
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मरेी एक और मा ं

मेरी एक और मां,
जो मुझे �यार से बेटा बुलाती है।
ताकती रहती राह मेरी सुबह-शाम,
जब तक म� न खाऊं, तो न खाती है।

मेरी एक और मां,
जो मुझे �यार से बेटा बुलाती है।
खाने बनाती मेरी पसंद क�,
जो मुझको लुभाती है,
मीठ�-मीठ� बात� करके,
सबका �दल बहलाती है,
खु�शय� को दामन म� भरके,
वो प�रवार चलाती है।

मेरी एक और मां,
जो मुझे �यार से बेटा बुलाती है।
कहती, "सोना ज�द�,"

न�द न आने पर लो�रयां सुनाती है,
माथे पर जब रखती हाथ,
पल भर म� न�द आ जाती है।

मेरी एक और मां,
जो मुझे �यार से बेटा बुलाती है।
�आए ंदेती भर के मुझको,
जो खाली ना जाती है।
म� रहता आभारी �ं,

जो मुझपर �ेम और ममता बरसाती है।

मेरी एक और मां,
जो मुझे �यार से बेटा बुलाती है।
भर जाती आंख� मेरी, जब �र उससे

जाता �ं,
म� भी �यार से उसे मां बुलाता �ं।

मेरी एक और मां,
जो मुझे �यार से बेटा बुलाती है।।

Anis Kumar Gupta
Gandhi Fellow, B-17
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पिरवत� नपिरवत� न

Stories of transformation

कुछ खुद क� और कुछ समाज क�
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In a quiet village of Bihar, where the rustling of leaves and the
occasional hum of passing bicycles filled the air, an old
library stood—its doors locked, its shelves coated in dust, and
its purpose nearly forgotten. Once a thriving center of
learning, it had been reduced to a relic of lost potential. The
villagers barely noticed its presence anymore, as if they had
accepted that books no longer held a place in their daily lives.
When I first arrived in the village for my Community
Immersion, I was searching for something meaningful to
contribute—a project that could leave a lasting impact. That’s
when I discovered the library. The moment I saw the locked
doors and the cobwebbed windows, a thought struck me:
What if this place could be brought back to life?

A Dream Meets Reality

Determined, I began asking questions. The elders shared
nostalgic stories of how the library was once a pride of the
village, where children gathered after school, and elders read
newspapers together. But over time, due to neglect and lack
of funds, the doors were shut, and no one tried to reopen
them.

The more I listened, the more I realized that this wasn’t just
about books—it was about reviving a culture of learning. But
as I started discussing the idea of reopening the library, I was
met with resistance.

"Nobody will come even if you open it," some said.

"Who reads books anymore? Everyone is on their phones
now," others argued.

The biggest challenge, however, was sustainability. Even if I
managed to reopen the library, how could I ensure that it
wouldn’t shut down again after I left?

A LIBRARY THAT
BREATHED AGAIN-

A STORY OF CHANGE
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From Resistance to Hope

I knew I needed more than just enthusiasm—I needed
partnerships. After multiple conversations, I connected with a
local NGO working in education. They had books and resources
but lacked a dedicated space in the village. A potential solution
had emerged. If the village provided the space, the NGO could
supply the materials.

But convincing the village authorities was another battle. The
panchayat mukhya was initially hesitant. "Who will be
responsible for it?" he asked. That’s when I proposed a long-
term commitment: an agreement between the NGO and the
village’s Library Committee members, ensuring that for at least
seven years, the library would remain open.

After weeks of discussions, negotiations, and persistent efforts,
the bond was finally signed. The library was no longer just my
initiative—it was a shared responsibility.

The Transformation Begins

With the agreement in place, we began the real work. The first
step was clearing out years of dust and decay. I, along with
some villagers, swept the floors, cleaned the shelves, and fixed
the broken furniture. The carpenter from the village came
forward to restore the doors of library. A local shopkeeper
donated a fresh can of paint. The once-dead space was slowly
coming back to life.

Looking Ahead

The repairs are still ongoing, but the vision is clear. Soon, the
library won’t just house books—it will have computers, allowing
children to explore digital learning. Volunteers will visit
regularly to guide students, helping them with their studies and
career aspirations. This place will no longer be forgotten. It will
be a living, breathing center of knowledge.

As I stand in front of the library today, watching the repairs
progress, I realize that this project was never just about opening
doors. It was about changing mindsets, about proving that
forgotten spaces can be revived, and about ensuring that
opportunities don’t disappear with time.

The journey isn’t over, but the foundation has been laid. And
this time, the doors will not close again.

Shruti Kannaujiya
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Bihar
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सुनो सनुो भाई बात सनुो, 

पालू ग�व का राज सनुो।        
जह� के लोग ह ैस�े  
और �दल के अ�े । 

   
नई ग�लय� जब देखी पहली, 
मन म� ह�� हलचल चली। 

पर ब�� ने जब हाथ बढ़ाया, 
�दल को थोड़ा सकूुन आया। 

  
FGD के �लए लोग जटुाने, 

था मु��ल पर हार न माने। 
ब�� संग हमने ठाना, 
ग�व मे FGD कराना । 

  
बात�-बात� म� जाना हमने, 
�ा था लोग� का सोचना। 

लोग थ ेकुछ सीखने को तैयार, 
पर वो थ े3R से अनजान। 

  
  

पहले लोग थ ेदरू भागते, 
समय दनेे म� �हच�कचाते। 
�फर आया वो सहुाना पल, 

सवाल� क� बरसी थी 
 

  
हमने ठानी नई राह बनाएंग,े 
ईको ि�क हम सब बनाय�ग।े 
ब�� संग जब हाथ िमलाया, 

अपने डर को दरू भगाया। 
  

�यं सहायता समूह भी आग ेआई 
खबू बढ़ चढ़कर भाग �लया । 

कचर� को जब भरत ेगए, 
नया एक �नम�ण कर गए। 

 
ब�� ने मुझे ग�व घमुाया 

बड़ ेबुजगु� ने ग�व समझाया। 
हाथ म� कलम लेकर मैप बनाया 

पाल ूग�व का मैप समझाया। 
  

क�ट� जोन से बाहर आकर, 
सीखा जीवन का नया आधार। 

पाल ूग�व क� ये जो कहानी, 
�सखा गई हम� नई पहचान। 

एक कदम                                  
प�रवत�न  

क� ओर

Anupama Lakra 
Karuna Fellow, B-6

Jharkhand
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शांत धरा, �नःश�द �नशा,  
हर �ास म� बसी �दशा।  
पहला कदम, भय का भार,  
पर भीतर जागा एक अपार।  

एक transgender संग, नई रोशनी आई,  
भेद �मटे, समरसता छाई।  

पहले �दन संशय, �सरे �दन सवाल,  
तीसरे �दन भीतर उठा एक कमाल।
मौन का दप�ण, स�य का �प,  
हर �दय म� क�णा क� धूप।  
संशय के साये धीरे �मटे,  
�ेम-संवेदना सजीव �खले।  
एक �श�, �बना �कसी नाम,  
मानवता का था वह पैगाम।  
भेद �मटे, समरसता आई,  
�दय ने नई धारा पाई।  

धैय� ने पकड़ी चेतन क� डोर,  
हर �ंदन म� �� का जोर।  
शरीर म� हलचल, मन म� शां�त,  
हर अनुभव था नई �ां�त।  

दस �दन� क� यह मौन साधना,  
बन गई जीवन क� स�ी साधना।  
अब सारी आवाज� क� शू�यता है,  
पर जीवन म� गहरी पूण�ता है।

साधू! साधू! साधू!

Roshni Tiwari
Gandhi Fellow, B-16

Jharkhand

श�ूता म� पणू�ता 
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Before I embarked on my Community Immersion journey, a lingering question hovered in my mind: Will
the people accept me for who I am? Would my identity—my roots as an Adivasi, my background, and my
cultural heritage—be a barrier or a bridge? These uncertainties accompanied me as I stepped into
Mohiuddinpur, ready to begin an experience that would challenge my perspectives and shape my
understanding of social acceptance.
The moment I arrived, the first question I heard was not about my name, purpose, or aspirations. Instead,
it was, “Aap kis caste se belong karte hain?” As if my worth was inherently tied to my caste. As if my
identity needed validation through a social structure that I had never used to define myself. At that
moment, I realized that my journey was not just about learning and contributing to the community but
also about confronting an ingrained mindset that dictated social interactions.
My first day in the village was overwhelming. When I stepped out of my CI house, I felt like I had entered a
different world—one where everyone seemed to carry an invisible scale, weighing people’s worth based
on their caste identity. As I ventured into the community, attending SHGs meeting with Jeevika (CM) and
interacting with the local women, I noticed an intriguing pattern. Initially, they welcomed me warmly,
fascinated by the fact that I had traveled from a different state to be among them. Their eyes held curiosity,
and their voices carried respect. But the moment I answered their inevitable question—Aap kaun jat se ho?
—the atmosphere would shift.

Beyond Caste: A Story of
Persistence and Change
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Parbati Munda
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Bihar

“I am from a Tribal community,” I would say, only to be met with silence, awkward glances, and a
subtle but noticeable change in their demeanour. The warmth would fade, the admiration would dim,
and a strange hesitancy would replace their initial enthusiasm. I saw it in their eyes—the stereotypes,
the prejudices, and the unspoken judgments that years of social conditioning had ingrained in them.
It was disheartening, yet I was determined not to let these barriers define my experience. I decided to
confront this bias, not with anger or resistance, but with patience and persistence. I made a conscious
effort to engage with the community, not just as an outsider seeking acceptance, but as one of them—
someone who genuinely cared about their struggles, their aspirations, and their progress.
I continued attending meetings, participating in discussions, and offering my insights wherever
possible. Slowly, I became more than just an identity defined by caste. I became a person with a
purpose, a contributor, a friend. The women who once
hesitated to interact with me began to seek my advice. They started acknowledging my efforts rather
than my background.
Over time, the walls of hesitation crumbled. The same women who once gave me weird looks now
invited me into their homes for tea, shared their stories with me, and even sought my opinion on their
Jeevika projects. They started seeing me not as a Tribal outsider but as a fellow human being with
shared emotions, dreams, and struggles.
This transformation didn’t happen overnight. It took consistent effort, resilience, and a belief in the
power of change. It made me realize that prejudice is not permanent—it is learned, and therefore, it
can be unlearned.
My journey in Mohiuddinpur was more than just a community immersion experience. It was a lesson
in perseverance, in breaking social barriers, and in proving that acceptance is not demanded—it is
earned through understanding, empathy, and genuine human connection.
As I reflect on this journey, I no longer carry the question of whether people will accept me. Instead, I
hold a deeper realization: Change begins when we choose to stand firm in our identity while opening
our hearts to others. I stepped into Mohiuddinpur as an Adivasi outsider, but I left as someone who
had sown the seeds of acceptance—one interaction at a time.
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Jharkhand has long been a land of sporting legends, producing icons like Jaipal Singh Munda, Deepika
Kumari, M.S. Dhoni are a few from the list. But beneath this rich history lies a question that often goes
unanswered—do all children, especially girls, have the right to play?When I first arrived in Bongahara for
my community immersion, I had so many questions in my mind. But as soon as I stepped into my new
home,all my worries slowly faded away. From the very first day, I became part of their daily life— helping
in the fields, carrying water from a well 1.5 km away, and feeding the cattle. Carrying those heavy pots of
water made me realize how strong these women were. They never complained, never hesitated. Their life
was tough, yet they moved forward every single day. At the school, I started adding small activities to the
morning assembly—fun exercises and games to keep the children active. I also helped them understand
scholarships and how they could apply. 
Slowly, I saw a change. The children became more interested, more confident. With the teachers, we  
worked on making Parent-Teacher Meetings (PTMs) more engaging. We organized activities for parents  
so they would participate, and soon, more parents started attending.
Every evening, I explored the village, meeting people, listening to their stories. I heard how they lived,
how things had changed over time. I started Zumba classes, where children and even a few women joined.
This gave me an idea—I needed to do something for the women here. I went to the Self-Help Group (SHG)
meetings, where more than 40 women gathered. I listened to their struggles. Most of them had no source
of income apart from farming. They wanted to do something for themselves, but society had set invisible
boundaries for them. Many were not allowed to step outside their homes for anything other than
household work. That’s when I suggested a community event. We spoke about gender equality, the
importance of education for girls, and women's empowerment. But the most special part, we played
Kabaddi. At first, the women hesitated. "We haven’t played since childhood," they said. But as the game
began, something changed. They laughed, they cheered, they ran across the ground without fear. "I
haven't laughed like this in 20 years," one woman told me.
That day, Kabaddi was not just a game—it was freedom. It was a reminder that they are more than just
wives or mothers. They are individuals who deserve joy, confidence, and space to be themselves. The
impact didn’t stop there. The women decided to make Kabaddi a regular activity. Rani, who was once shy,
now dreams of becoming a police officer. Even her mother wants to start working with other women to
earn a living. In those 30 days, the village may or may not have changed—but I did. I became more patient
when things didn’t go as planned, more confident in my ability to connect with people, and more aware of
what real change looks like. I learned that solutions don’t come from me but from the people themselves—
I just need to listen, guide, and stand with them. The biggest shift? I no longer see problems. I see
possibilities.

JOURNEY OF CHANGE

Shijal Sahu
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Jharkhand
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झारखंड के गाँव क� पगडंडी चली,
एक लड़क� थी, सपन� से भरी।
ढ़� गुरा के घर-घर द�तक द�,

पी.ट�.एम. क� अह�मयत समझाने लगी।

कभी आंगनबाड़ी, कभी �कूल के �ार,
कभी संग बैठ�, सुनी हर बात।
माँ-बाप �य� ना आते यहाँ?

�या ब�� का भ�व�य ना है वहाँ?

कभी गाड़ी न �मली, कभी लोग नह�,
पर �ह�मत मेरी थी थमी नह�।
कभी संग हंसी, कभी संग खेली,

कभी उनक� सुनी, कभी अपनी कही।

धीरे-धीरे �व�ास बना,
सपन� का एक उजास बना।
�फर संग एच एम सर के बढ़�,
पी.ट�.एम. क� रोशनी फैली।

जहाँ पहले थे बस चार,
अब बारह ने �कया �वीकार।
मेहनत मेरी रंग जो लाई,

खु�शय� क� बौछार जो छाई।

ये बस एक शु�आत बनी,
अब �श�ा क� �योत जलेगी यह�!

नोट- _ढ़� गुरा, हजारीबाग (झारखंड का एक गांव)
पी.ट�.एम : अ�भभावक �श�क मी�ट�ग ._

 

मरेी महेनत, मरेी जीत

Ashiya Parween
Karuna Fellow, B-6

Jharkhand
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Have you ever asked yourself these questions: Where are
you going? Why are you here? Have you truly been sincere
when seeking the answers? And have you ever wondered —
Who will remember you? Will anyone sing about you when
you’re gone? Are you worth it? Did you put in enough work?
These questions have often echoed in my mind, especially
because I am someone who goes full throttle on a task if I
genuinely believe in it. Today, I want to share a story that left
a lasting impact on me.
It was mid-July when I met the protagonist of this story, a
young boy named Chandan. At first glance, Chandan
appeared meticulous, but once you got to know him, he was
wayward and mischievous — the kind of person we all seem
to have encountered at some point.
At the time, I was working on the Ruaar Project (Back to
School campaign), and I met Chandan through his younger
brother, who was still in school. Chandan, however, had
dropped out during the COVID-19 pandemic and showed no
interest in returning. There was no particular reason behind
his absence no financial issues just a lack of motivation and
some bad influences. He was on the verge of slipping away
from the education system, and I decided to make it my
personal mission to bring him back to school. 

Determined, I started by building trust. I connected with his
younger brother, hoping it would pave the way to Chandan.
Eventually, I visited Chandan's home, spoke with his family
— who were surprisingly supportive — but Chandan
remained distant, indifferent.
Realizing that pushing him wouldn’t work, I chose a different
approach: I decided to be his friend first. Over the next four
days, we built a bond. Beneath the rough exterior, Chandan
was a kind and bright student. Slowly, I convinced him to
give school another chance.
On the fifth day, I arrived at Chandan’s home with a Block
Resource Person (BRP) to formally take him back to school.
To my shock, his parents told me he had run away the night
before. They blamed me, believing my efforts had driven
him away.
Disheartened but not defeated, I spoke to his younger
brother and learned that Chandan often fled when
confronted about school. For the next two days, we searched
for him — speaking to his friends, villagers, and even
checking nearby areas he was known to visit. Finally, we
found him.

एक खामोश जीत
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Shivam Kumar
Gandhi Fellow, B-16

Jharkhand

Chandan refused to speak to me. But I wasn’t ready to
give up. My goal was not just to enroll him but to make
sure he stayed in school, at least until he completed
12th grade. Yet, a painful dilemma weighed on me:
What if I get him back into school, and he drops out
again? What if he faces bullying or has another bad
experience? These questions haunted me.
During my fellowship journey, two incredible women
inspired me — one taught me how to control my
emotions, and the other showed me how to get things
done, no matter the obstacles.
This inspiration fueled my resolve during my (PDP).
Initially, I struggled to choose a topic, but I finally
settled on 'Say No to Drugs,' focusing on whitener and
cheap intoxicants — substances youth in the
community were increasingly drawn to. It was a tough
choice, especially given Chandan’s circle of friends,
who were involved in these habits. I knew if his friends
continued using, Chandan would likely follow.
I chose to conduct my PDP in Chandan’s panchayat for
two reasons: I was already familiar with the
community, and I wanted to tackle the drug issue
head-on. Convincing the youth to quit was tough, but
two of Chandan’s friends eventually agreed to leave
their habits behind. Though Chandan saw me visiting
the panchayat multiple times, we didn’t speak — I
didn’t want to push him further away.
A bigger challenge arose when the boys said they didn’t
want to return to school; they wanted to work. To
make my PDP sustainable, I explored skill development
programs. I discovered a foundation offering training
in engine operations, mobile assembly, and
manufacturing for those who completed 10th grade,
and plumbing and electrical work for those who
dropped out before then.
Two of Chandan’s friends enrolled in courses in
Giridih. To my surprise, Chandan later reached out —
not to me directly, but through the mobilizer of the
partner organization — expressing interest in the
electrician course.
Today, as I write this on March 1, 2025, Chandan is
leaving Bokaro to pursue his training. I regret not
speaking to him before he left, but sometimes,
emotions overwhelm me, and my mind goes blank.
Reflecting on my fellowship journey, I remember what
my Project Manager once told me:
"Before spreading smiles to millions, try to bring a
smile to one child."
I don’t know if I made Chandan smile, but I believe I’ve
helped make his life a little better. And maybe that’s a
start.
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I started my CI journey with a new experience. I looked for a Cl house, but got
rejected many times. I didn't give up and finally found a house. It belonged to a
family I didn't know well.

At first, I had trust issues. I slept in the balcony, where I dealt with mosquitoes and
fear. I felt alone at night, but I kept going. I used my confidence and trust-building
skills to make things work.

Slowly, I built a strong bond with the family. They started to accept me as one of
their own. We talked, shared meals, and spent time together. I helped them when
they needed it.

I learnt that if you give up, you can't achieve your goals. But if you believe in
yourself, you can do anything. I realized that trust and faith are key to strong
relationships. When you connect with people based on trust and faith, you can
build deep and meaningful bonds.

My Cl journey was a unique and enriching experience. I learned that life has
challenges but with confidence and faith, you can overcome them. I learned that
trust and faith are essential for strong relationships and lasting connections.
This journey taught me valuable lessons about being strong, trusting others, and
the importance of human connections. I'll always treasure this experience, which
has made me a stronger and more compassionate person.

A Journey of Trust and Self-Discovery
 through Community Immersion

Shilpi Chaurasia
Gandhi Fellow, B-17

Bihar
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Muskanuskan
The ‘Pro editor’

bhikbhikA
the ‘Messenger’

the ‘Explorer’

adhaviadhaviM
the  ‘Invisible Hand’

dityadityaA

mishamisha
 the ‘Creative Soul’

A

OUR TEAM

From the Syaahi Team

As we turn the final page of this edition, we want to express our heartfelt gratitude to you, our readers, writers, and
supporters who make Syaahi more than just a magazine. It’s a space where voices find expression, ideas take shape, and

creativity thrives.
Every story, every poem, and every thought shared here is more than just ink on paper, it’s a reflection of perspectives,
emotions, and experiences that deserve to be heard. Syaahi is not just a publication; it’s a movement, a celebration of

storytelling, and a journey of learning together.
With each edition, we strive to bring you narratives that inspire, challenge, and ignite creativity. And none of this would be

possible without you. So keep reading, keep writing, and keep sharing because every story matters.
With gratitude,

Muskan, Amisha, Madhavi, Abhik, and Aditya
The Syaahi Magazine Team

Mentored by : Smita Routh
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This QR code contains videos of the  journey
created by fellows. Scan to watch!
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