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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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From the editors™ ~~—

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 (3UuT) serves as a mirror for self-reflection, where
fellows confront their growth, challenges, and evolving identities. Manthan (H¥) stirs thoughts and
ideas, encouraging critical discussions and fresh perspectives. Parivartan (aRRad-) embodies personal
and social transformation, highlighting the shifts within individuals and the communities they serve.
Finally, Anubhuti (3/7%fd) 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.
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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,
Ajourney of growth, of heart, of mind.

Anshuman
Gandhi Fellow, B— 16
Jharkhand
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A guestion that lingers, a whisper, a cry,
It haunts me, taunts me - no answer in sight.

Am | 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?

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 | 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 | am.

Kaberi Nag
/Jhaskhand<. . O
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Gandhi Fellow, B-17
Jharkhand
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Gandhi Fellow, B- 17
Jharkhand




INSPIRE AND RISE

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




The Journey Of Adaptation
Finding Home

in the Unknown

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.

Sagar Karmakar
Gandhi Fellow, B-17
Jharkhand



]ourne y of Transforma tion:
Understanding the Community by Living Their Reali ty

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.



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
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WEWL  Gandhi Fellow, B-17
i Himachal Pradesh




they accept me? Could I keep H'“-».,ﬁ__
ina w&ﬁo far,m .
Or would I fade like morni ew?

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-l'l ed, of words unsaid.
In Anganwadis, in daily strife,

Lay the rﬂythms of their life

I came as a stranger, ungufé
Yet found a place I now call

For in their stories, in.the
I found my heart, I found'm
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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.



During my 7iq &, 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. [ was preparing to put forth something crucial in
front of the entire village at Panchayat Bhawan. Team Darha decided to name the event "Hu=i &t 37R".
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



“The Gandhi Fellowship is not just another leadership development program—its a
profound journey of self-discovery.. Fellows undergo several deeply reflective and
immersive processes, such as Cammumty Imrmersion, 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.

,,.l’
What is the need to stay with unknown people?” And every year, I give them theasame
reSpesic: "Tell me when we meet at the conso]1dat10n If you dont fmd the anSWer‘ Ey'

]oyful expenences is one I deeply chensh

Then there’s Vipassana, a ten-day silent meditation retreat. The idea of Completﬁ%nce
—no talking, no mobile phones, no distractions—terrifies them. Some. even a they
can skip it. But when they return, their reflections are nothing short of profouﬁ'd. 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 m yself
wishing I had gone through th1s process too during my fellowship.

The Private Dream Project is yet anotbér challenge—an invitation for fellows to eXplofé--
~  their true calling, their Ik1ga; Imtzally, .many struggle. I don’t know what my pnvate
] ~ dream is! 'm good at man, -J:hmgs_—haw do I choose just one? But as they nawgat

through the journey, clarity _ns_i‘d@ 'rge Not everyone fmds their ultimate purpose,
; but each feIIOW takes,sr' ] ' S Igetter. And

o

hy tk '.do what they do Whﬂe‘thm doesn’t always lead to 1mmed1ate change, it serves
¢ ,{D’gxerful starting point. for personal growth. Witnessing these young minds evolve,
estion and discover themselves through these experiences is a privilege I feel truly
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Gandhi Fellow, B-17
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Lear ‘Learning

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.

Nidhi Kumari
“ ~ SPL, Jharkhand
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I still remember the da yI ecezved the email confirming my se]ectzon for the Gandhi FeIIo'stnp I
was thri but when I saw that I was assigned to Jharkhand—a state L had never been to béfb
felt. a wave of mixed emot10ns Excitement, nervousness, and curiosity swirled togei‘ier Grc g
up mﬂreﬁo;:theast I had never trul 'y stepped out of my comfort zone, and the-tlgought of li
A an unfamiliar place for two years was daunting. gy g
As I boarded the train to Jharkhand after completing the Central Induction at PgL .
Rajasthan, I felt a quiet apprehension. Everything seemed different—the air, the language,
“people. It was as | 1f I'had entered a world completely unknown to me. But asl started meeting
. people, that initial hesitation slowly faded.
Qna éf z yf‘rst introductions to Jharkhand’s culture was through its food. The flavors were
nothin was used to, yet I was determined to embrace them. Before long, I found myself
d savonng]oealdebcaaes 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. E
As paz't 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 tI;e' schools, I Q
immersed myself in the community, attending village gatherings, watching mesmerizing tribal ~ §
- dances, and experiencing the beauty of Iocal art forms. The folk songs I heard weren't just \
: melodies; they carried the joys, struggles, and spirit of the land. A
=2 \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 b
letting them shape me in ways I never imagined. %
Jharkhand didn’t just change the way I saw the world—it changed the wa vy I saw myself. \
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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?




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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Just got off the train,
And here she was again,
In the city known for rains,
Looking for a life free of chains.
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e e s
~_Sheis 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 i is a reality in the end g
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Sayli Tichkule
Gandhi Fellow, B- 17
Jharkhand
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Gandhi Fellow, B-17
Jharkhand
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WHISPER OF NARGA!

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

Aishwarya Yadav
Gandhi Fellow, B-17
Jharkhand
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@ During my Community Immersion (CI), I discovered the beauty of Sohrai painting, and
o it was a truly enriching experience. This journey introduced me to a_“ﬁ"aditional artform = °
that speaks through colors and patterns, telling stories of culttre and life. For me, art is
more than )ust drawing, it is a way to express emotions ¢
( g this painting brought me immense joy
ile honoring the rich herltage it represe
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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.

Eishan Sharma
Talent Lead -PSL
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COMMUNITY IMMERSION: A JOURNEY OF
EMPATHY, LEARNING, AND TRANSFORMATION

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.

ore than a learning exercise, Community Immersion is a transformative
process—it nurtures resilience, humility, and a lifelong commitment to social
hange. By fostering compassionate leadership, it equips fellows to design
y 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.
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MY EXPERIENCE WITH COMMUNITY
IMMERSION

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. il

Anshul
Program Manager
Madhya Pradesh
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WA &l ST g, Al WRA okl ST df 9el...

Community immersion IT &g ARG SAFER 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 &1 #a8¢

Ut dl GG ohl aRIFT I 8 "
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 "MsM&I" 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 "+ifds
garee" 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 g 989 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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THE SILENT STRUGGLES

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. \

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

Shahreen Fatima
Gandhi Fellow, B-17
Jharkhand
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A LIBRARY THAT
BREATHED AGAIN-
A STORY OF CHANGE

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?




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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Beyond Caste: A Story of
Persistence and Change

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.

A
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“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.

Parbati Munda

Gandhi Fellow, B-17
Bihar




JOURNEY OF CHANGE

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.

 Shijglsahu
 GandhiFellow, B-17_
Jharkhand | -
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Uch GTHIRT Sild

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 a
School campaign), and I met Chandan through his younger W
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 # =58
days, we built a bond. Beneath the rough exterior, Chandan - g
was a kind and bright student. Slowly, I convinced him to '
give school another chance. i
On the fifth day, I arrived at Chandan’s home with a Block
Resource Person (BRP) to formally take him back to school. i
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.



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.

Shivam Kumar
Gandhi Fellow, B-16
Jharkhand
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AJourney of Trust and Self-Discovery
through Community Immersion

| started my CI journey with a new experience. | looked for a Cl house, but got
rejected many times. | didn't give up and finally found a house. It belonged to a
family | didn't know well.

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

Slowly, | 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. | helped them when
they needed it.

| learnt that if you give up, you can't achieve your goals. But if you believe in
yourself, you can do anything. | 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. | learned that life has
challenges but with confidence and faith, you can overcome them. | 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.

Shilpi Chaurasia
Gandhi Fellow, B-17




OUR TEAM
S5 Gece

From the Syaahi Team

As we turn the final page of this edlition, we want to express our heartfelt gratitude to you, our readers, writers, and
supporters who malke Syaahi more than just a magazine. It’s a space where voices find expression, ideas talce 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, lceep writing, and keep sharing because every story matters.

With gratitude,

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

THE CREAWVE souL'

THE 'EXPLORER

THE 'MESSENGER

Mentored by : Smita Routh



This QR code contains videos of the journey
created by fellows. Scan to watch!
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ACKNOWLEDGEMENT >

SYAAHI IS MORE THAN JUST A MAGAZINE; IT IS A REFLECTION OF VOICES, EXPERIENCES, AND THE PASSION OF THOSE
WHO BELIEVE IN THE POWER OF STORYTELLING. THIS EDITION WOULD NOT HAVE BEEN POSSIBLE WITHOUT THE
UNWAVERING SUPPORT AND CONTRIBUTIONS OF MANY INDIVIDUALS.

TO THE SENIORS OF BATCH 16, YOUR WISDOM, WARMTH, AND LEADERSHIP HAVE SHAPED OUR JOURNEY IN MORE WAYS
THAN WE CAN EXPRESS. YOU HAVE NGT ONLY SHOWN US THE WAY BUT ALSG WALKED BESIDE US WHEN WE NEEDED
IT THE MOST. THIS MAGAZINE CARRIES A PART OF YOUR LEGACY.

A HEARTFELT THANK YOU TO THE PREVIOUS TEAMS FROM GFl4, GF15, AND GF1é FOR LAYING THE FOUNDATION OF
SYAAHI THROUGH THEIR DEDICATION AND CREATIVITY. YOUR EFFORTS IN PREVIOUS EDITIONS HAVE PAVED THE WAY
FOR US TO CONTINUE THIS JOURNEY, AND WE TRULY APPRECIATE THE MARK YOU HAVE LEFT.

TO EVERY WRITER, ARTIST, EDITOR, AND CONTRIBUTOR WHG POURED THEIR HEART INTO THIS ISSUE  THANK YOU.
YOUR WORDS, CREATIVITY, AND HARD WORK HAVE BROUGHT SYAAHI TO LIFE.

A SPECIAL SHOUTOUT TO THE PIRAMAL SCHOOL. OF LEADERSHIP FAMILY. WHETHER THROUGH DIRECT CONTRIBUTIONS,
FEEDBACK, OR SILENT SUPPORT, YOU HAVE PLAYED A CRUCIAL ROLE IN MAKING THIS EDITION WHAT IT IS. YOUR
PASSION FOR CHANGE AND LEARNING INSPIRES US EVERY DAY.

AND TO EVERYONE WHO BELIEVED IN SYAAHI, WHO SHARED A THOUGHT, A SUGGESTION, OR SIMPLY CHEERED US ON
THIS IS FOR YOU.

THANK YOU FOR BEING PART OF THIS JOURNEY. KEEP WRITING, KEEP DREAMING, KEEP CREATING.
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