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A Legacy of Excellence – An Overview of 

the PMS Community 

 

 

                                             Located in the picturesque state of Kerala, PMS 

College of Dental Science and Research has emerged as a beacon of 

excellence in dental education. Since its inception in 2002, the college has 

been at the forefront of shaping the future of dentistry, nurturing talented 

individuals into skilled professionals. 

Founded under the visionary guidance of Dentashreshta Dr. P.S. 

Thaha, the college is a unit of the NRI Service and Educational Trust. 

Recognized by the Dental Council of India (DCI) and affiliated to the Kerala 

University of Health Sciences (KUHS), PMS College of Dental Science and 

Research has consistently raised the bar for dental education in India. 

As the first self-financing dental education institution in Kerala, the college 

has pioneered a new era in dental education. Today, it stands tall as one of 

the top dental colleges in Kerala, with an impressive array of international 

and national collaborations, and more than two decades of wisdom and 

experience to its name. 

The college's commitment to excellence has earned it the coveted NAAC 

Accreditation for Health Education, with an "A" grade. This distinction 

places PMS College of Dental Science and Research among the top 40 

dental institutions in India, as recognized by India Today Magazine. 



Over the past 22 years, the college has dedicated itself to creating dental 

graduates equipped with the knowledge, skill, and confidence to excel in 

the global dental community. With a robust curriculum offering BDS and 

MDS courses in 8 specialties, the college also offers Ph.D. programs in 6 

dental specialties as well as diplomas for Para Dental courses, making it a 

hub for advanced research and learning. 

Beyond academics, the college's emphasis on holistic growth is reflected in 

its state-of-the-art infrastructure, comprising dedicated departments, 

innovative clinics, and excellent facilities for students and patients alike. 

Our institution has well-trained, experienced teaching faculty and is home 

to excellent infrastructure facilities spanning over a plush green campus 

area of more than 3 lakh square feet. With a well-equipped library, hostel, 

gym, yoga centre, swimming pool, turf and a buggy service for patients and 

students, PMS College of Dental Science and Research provides a golden 

opportunity for holistic growth to the students and is committed to scale 

new heights. 

As we delve deeper into the story of PMS College of Dental Science and 

Research, we will explore its remarkable journey to be an outstanding 

Dental & Research Institute of International repute for producing dental 

professionals with skills, knowledge and values. 

 

 

 

 



My Journey Through the 2nd ISPRP 

National UG 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                When I first heard about the 
2nd ISPRP National UG Convention 
being hosted at our college, I never 
imagined I’d be part of the core 
team driving it. It began with a 
simple meeting invite — I walked in 
as a curious member and walked 
out with responsibilities that were, 
quite frankly, daunting at first. But 
little did I know, this journey would 
turn into one of the most 
transformative and fulfilling 
experiences of my academic life. 

From the moment I was inducted 
into the organizing team, it was a 
whirlwind of meetings, planning, 
brainstorming, and endless to-do 
lists. Each department — 
Conservative Dentistry & 

Endodontics, Prosthodontics, and 
Periodontics — came together in 
perfect sync, united by one goal: to 
host a national-level event that 
would Engage, Elevate, and Excel 
— not just as a theme but as a lived 
experience. 

Being a part of this core team was 
no small feat. Coordinating 
hundreds of moving parts — 
speakers, students, sponsors, 
scientific events, creative programs 
— came with its fair share of 
pressure. There were days we 
stayed back late on campus, 
reworking schedules, redesigning 
posters, reassigning duties... and 
rechecking everything again. But 
each challenge only brought us 



closer, more bonded as a team, 
more determined to pull off 
something. 

December 12th arrived like a 
celebration. PMS College of Dental 
Science and Research had never 
looked more vibrant. Nearly 600 
delegates from colleges across the 
country flooded in — some excited, 
some nervous, all curious. The air 
was charged with anticipation. 

Having Honourable Minister Shri G. 
R. Anil inaugurate the event felt like 
the universe acknowledging our 
efforts. I remember watching the 
inaugural session from backstage, 
my heart pounding — partly from 
pride, partly from panic — hoping 
everything went as planned. 

The academic sessions weren’t just 
lectures; they were sparks. 
Listening to seven powerhouse 
speakers redefine interdisciplinary 
dentistry was like watching the 
future unfold. As someone who’s 
always been academically 
inclined, seeing young minds 
present over 150 posters and 
papers was nothing short of 
inspiring. Their clarity, passion, and 
ideas made me proud — not just as 
an organizer but as a fellow dental 
student. 

I still remember the panel 
discussion on Interdisciplinary 
Case Management. What was 
meant to be a 60-minute session 
stretched beyond schedule, not 
because of delay — but because 



the energy in that 
room was electric. 

The beauty of this 
convention lay not 
just in the lectures 
or presentations. It 
was in the Table 
Clinics that turned 
into storytelling 
sessions of clinical 
hacks. It was in the 
Dental Arts corner, 
where creativity exploded in 
colours, carvings, and clay models. 
It was in the Quiz Competition that 
had the entire auditorium cheering 
like it was a cricket final. 

And oh, the Trade Fair! Watching 
student’s geek out over the latest in 
dental tech — scanners, tools, 
materials — was pure joy. 

If there was one evening where all 
our exhaustion melted into 
celebration, it was the banquet 
night. Themed, twinkling, musical 
— we danced not just to tunes but 
to the rhythm of a job well done. 

And for our delegates — what’s a 
trip to Kerala without some soulful 
travel? Carefully curated tour 
packages gave them a glimpse of 
our backwaters, beaches, and 
traditions. The thank-you messages 
we received after were proof that 

we touched hearts beyond the 
lecture halls. 

What This Journey Gave Me???? 

This convention wasn’t just an 
event I helped organize. It was a 
classroom without walls. It taught 
me leadership, patience, 
collaboration, crisis management 
— and most importantly, the power 
of belief. 

There were moments of doubt — 
days when plans fell through, 
speakers dropped out last-minute, 
or logistics went haywire. But every 
time, someone from the team 
stepped up. We held each other up, 
filled in gaps, and kept going. That’s 
what made it work. That’s what 
made it ours. 

Signing Off… Grateful & Hopeful 

As I reflect on those two days — 
and the months that led to them — 



I realize we didn’t just organize a 
convention. We built something 
larger: a platform, a memory, a 
legacy. 

To every volunteer who ran around 
with checklists, every student who 
dared to present their work, every 
faculty who guided, and every 
delegate who clapped — thank 

you. You were the heartbeat of this 
convention. 

And to anyone wondering if it’s 
worth taking on extra responsibility 
or stepping into uncharted roles — 
do it. Trust the process. The growth 
is real. And sometimes, the most 
unexpected journeys leave the 
deepest impact.  

 

 

                                                                                                                      Dr Arunima P R 

                                                                                                              Director of UG Studies 

 

 



Everything that is truly right for you will 

make you feel at peace 

 

 

  

 

 

  

Everything that is meant for you will feel 
like a deep exhale, as though you are 
returning home to a place you forgot 
existed. We so often yearn and want for 
the things that help us escape who we 
are, but the things that are actually 
meant for us - the ones that arrive and 
stay – they make us feel a sense of 
steady calm. We do not need to be 
swept off our feet but grounded through 
them. In the moment is where love really 
exists. In the moment is the only place 
we can come alive. Everything that is 
truly right for you will make you feel at 
ease. Everything that is truly right for you 
will seem so simple, so obvious, so 
comfortable. Everything that is truly right 
for you will choose you as quickly as you 
choose it. Everything that is truly right for 
you will happen serendipitously and 
spontaneously. It will come to you when 
you expect it and when you don't, as 
both a surprise and a certainty. It will 
seem like such an obvious fact of your 
life and yet entirely new, all at once. The 

truth is that we often come to believe 
that the things that are most right for us 
are the ones that give us the biggest 
emotions, and that is a mistake. The 
things that are truly right for us give us 
the deepest emotions. Love is a 
pervasive, steady presence, not a heart 
pumping dash of lust. Destiny is a subtle 
coincidence, it makes you stop and say, 
well, isn't it funny how that worked out. 
The truth is that the things that are most 
right for us are also the easiest to miss, 
because they are often subtle at first. 
Little things become big things over 
time, we just have to give them a 
chance. We just have to stay the course. 
We just have to realize that life will 
magnetize to us what is meant to be 
ours. Our only job is to step out of the 
way. And if it’s meant for you, it will be 
yours. Even if you are betrayed, it 
doesn’t necessarily mean they are evil or 
unjust. It will not make any difference; in 
the end the world was what it was 

                                                                                                                         Rohit Prakash 
                                                                                                                              III yr BDS 



 

 

FOAM 

 

 Sinking into my foam mattress 

Sinking into bodily comfort 

I feel my head merging with the fabric 

My neurons weaving with the foamy threads, 

My fingers drowning 

My body floating on a giant cloud that feels like a hug. 

One might think this is an ad for peps? 

No 

This is an ad for sleep 

Foamy beautiful drowning sleep 

If u miss your bed now……….. 

Go fix a coffee and get on with life 

(If you are the annoying kind who doesn't drink coffee, go and fix yourself a 
hot cup of green tea) 

The world needs u. 

Foamy mattress can wait 

                                                                                                                                           Abhirami 

                                                                                                                                           III yr BDS 

 

 



 

 

Her Bookshelf 

 
Her soul echoes with the boundless chapters of a timeless library 

She’ll write you in to her story 
Her bookshelf now a tapestry of crowded tales 

Of the people who flicked through her pages 
But closed the book before the end 
No one tried to push it to very back 

That’s sits collecting dust 
There is books she’s scared to open 

And books she never wanted to close 
The stories of every person she met 

Unfold like a boundless narrative ,each unique 
Some people held in every pages 

But some others were barely a footnote in her grand epic 
You might wonder , will she ever find someone willing to read her to the very 

end? 
But all she wanted was someday she’ll mean enough 

For someone to write about her too 
Such was her hope, buried under layers of untold stories and faded 

chapters, waiting to be discovered by someone who could see the entire tale 
she yearn 

                                                                                                                                          Nadhuba Nazim 

                                                                                                                                           IV yr BDS 

 

 

 

 



 

 

cm{Xn-ag 

 

ag-h¶ cm{Xn-bnÂ hmXnÂ]-Sn-bnÂ Rm³ 

I®n-a- Nn-½msX t\m¡n-\n¶p 

Ccp-fmIpw ImÀta-L-¡q-«-§-sfm-¶mbn 

]mcn-S-amsI adn-¨n-Sp-t¼mÄ 

Ae-k-ambv hoip¶ Imänsâ IpgÂ\mZw 

Ipfn-cmbv h¶p s]mXn-ªn-Sp-¶p. 

CSn-an-¶Â IÀ®-]-S-§-fnÂ I¬I-fnÂ 

\mZ-ambv Zo]-ambv hn§n-\nÂt¡, 

s]¿p¶p t]amcn XpÅn-s¡m-cp-IpSw; 

hn®n-sâ-tbm-a\ tX³Ip-S-§Ä. 

]pXp-ag ]peÀag IpfnÀa-g-bn-§s\ 

F{X- a-g-IÄ \mw In-Sp¶p 

Ipfn-cnsâ ssII-fnÂ Btem-e-amSn Rm³ 

ag-bpsS `wKn \pIÀ¶p \nÂ¡pw 

ag-sh-fve-¸m-¨n-enÂ Ihn-bp¶ ]pg-bpsS 

If-\mZw tI«v ckn-¨n-cn¡pw 

F{X ]d-ªmepw aXn-h-cnÃ 

ag-X³ hnti-jhpw hmÀ¡-X-fpw. 

                                                                     അഭിജ കെ ഉണ്ണി     

                                                                                              IV yr BDS                                                                                                                                                                                 

 

 

 

 



 

 

                                                                                                                      

                       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



From Surprise to Spotlight: My Journey as 
Organizing Secretary – Twice! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                           When I first heard 

the words, “You are the Organizing 

Secretary for the PMS 20th 

Anniversary Conclave”, I was 

genuinely shocked — and perhaps a 

little terrified. Organizing an event of 

such scale had never been on my to-

do list, and here I was, suddenly 

entrusted with the responsibility of 

steering a milestone celebration for 

our institution. 

That first experience was a 

whirlwind. I stumbled, learned, 

adapted, and eventually found joy in 

seeing it all come together. The 

success of that event, however, 

wasn’t my achievement alone. It was 

built on the shoulders of seasoned 

mentors and colleagues like Dr. 

Sangeeth Cheriyan and Dr. Rajesh 

Pillai, and an organizing team whose 

experience and calm guidance kept 

the ship steady even in stormy 

moments. By the end, I was 

exhausted but deeply grateful — and 

I thought that chapter was closed. 

Little did I know, a year later, the 

curtain would rise on an encore. 

This time, the challenge was bigger 

— a Global Academic Conclave. 

But unlike last year’s surprise, this 

time I was ready. The apprehension 

was gone, replaced with a quiet 

confidence and a team I knew I could 

count on. And what a team it was! 

What began as a modest idea quickly 

snowballed into something far 

grander than we’d imagined. We 

envisioned a simple academic 



gathering; what unfolded was a 

power-packed event featuring 23 

renowned speakers, 5 hands-on 

clinical courses, and the 

presentation of 7 prestigious 

awards in 3 categories to legends of 

dentistry in India. 

The driving force behind this 

transformation? Our dynamic and 

visionary Chairman, Dr. P. S. Thaha. 

His enthusiasm was infectious — the 

kind of energy that makes you push 

your limits and aim higher.  

The Highlights 

The conclave 

brought together 

experts from 

across the 

globe, each 

contributing 

unique insights 

into the 

evolving 

landscape of 

dentistry. The 

sessions ranged 

from cutting-

edge paediatric 

techniques to 

advances in 

digital 

workflows, 

ensuring that 

every attendee 

— whether a 

student, 

clinician, or 

academic — 

walked away 

enriched. 

The clinical courses were a major 

attraction, offering practical exposure 

that participants could directly 

translate into their professional 

practice. Seeing delegates from 

varied backgrounds exchange ideas 

and techniques in real time was a 

reminder of why academic gatherings 

like these are so important. 

And then came the awards segment, 

a heartfelt celebration of some of the 

stalwarts of Indian dentistry. 

Watching these legends like Dr Paul 

Salins, Dr Anil Kohli, Dr Sandesh 

Mayekar receive recognition was a 



humbling reminder of the paths 

they’ve paved for the rest of us. Our 

students were extremely lucky to 

have such an opportunity to meet 

such legends and listen to their 

stories.  

Behind the Scenes 

Of course, what the audience sees is 

only the tip of the iceberg. Behind the 

glamour of the stage was an intricate 

web of planning, coordination, and 

troubleshooting and unwavering 

support of the entire organizing team. 

Budgets had to be balanced, 

schedules juggled, speakers hosted, 

travel managed, and last-minute 

hiccups smoothed over. It was an 

exercise in patience, teamwork, and 

problem-solving.  

On a lighter note, people often ask 

me what the most difficult part of the 

entire process was. Some might 

expect me to say logistics or dealing 

with last-minute cancellations. But 

honestly? The toughest task was 

deciding the colour of the brochure. 

If you know, you know (#IYKYK). 

Hours of debate over shades of blue 

and green can test even the strongest 

friendships. 

What I Took Away 

If the first conclave was about 

discovering my ability to lead, the 

second was about refining it. I 

learned that preparation is key, but so 

is flexibility. Plans will change, 

surprises will pop up, and sometimes 

the best moments are the unplanned 

ones. 

Most importantly, I learned that the 

real magic of such events lies not in 

the decorations, the programs, or 

even the lectures — but in the 

connections they foster. The 

conversations over coffee, the sharing 

of experiences, and the mutual 

respect among professionals from 

different corners of the world are 

what make it all worthwhile. 

As the final session concluded, we 

felt the same mix of relief, pride, and 

gratitude as I had a year ago. 

Organizing such a conclave is not 

easy, but it is immensely rewarding 

— and if given the chance, we’d do it 

all over again, because we had a 

brilliant and energetic team behind.  

For now, I’m just thankful for the 

journey, the friendships, the laughter, 

and yes — even the brochure debates. 

 

                                                                                                    Dr Deepak Jose 

                                                                                Associate Dean of Student Affairs 

 

  



 

 

Masks! 
 

I was not so happy about u first 

I was mad at u for masking my soft wine-coloured lipstick 

But as time passed, 

I started liking u because now I can disappear 

I can now smile without smiling 

I can grunt without grunting 

I can use u to soak up my tears less embarrassingly 

I can also pretend to be mysterious around cute guys in a supermarket 

And on a much less relevant note, 

I can also protect Myself from a constantly mutating virus. 

Maybe I judged you too swiftly. 

You’re growing in me. 

                                                                                                                                           Abhirami 

                                                                                                                                           III yr BDS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

It’s up to you 

 
One song can spark a moment 

One flower can wake the dream 

One tree can start a forest 

One bird can herald a spring 

One smile can bring a friendship 

One handclasp can lift a soul 

One star can guide a ship at sea 

One word can start a tall goal 

One vote can change the nation 

One sunbeam can light a room 

One candle can wipe out darkness 

One laugh can conquer gloom 

One step can start a journey 

One hope can raise our spirit 

One touch can stir your care 

One voice can start wisdom 

One heart can feel the truth 

One life can make a difference & you see, it’s up to YOU 

                                                                                  Abhija K Unni 

                                                                        IV yr BDS 

 

 



 

 

 

  



 

 

Lost 

 
“Lost are the words you held in 

Your mouth 

Never to be spoken, forever 

Unspoken. 

Lost are the thoughts you kept 

In your heart, 

Never poured out, forever 

Locked apart. 

Lost are the feelings you never  

Expressed. 

Forever hidden, forever 

Repressed. 

And what is lost can never be  

Found, 

Like me, lost and forever 

Bound. 

                                                                                                                                        Mahima Stephen 

                                                                                  Intern 

 

 

 

 

 



ImgvN-bnse kwkvImcw 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                       Ime-N-{I-¯nsâ 

hnlmc]mX-bnÂ \nc-´cw amä-§Ä hnt[-b-am-

¡p¶ hkvXp-X-bmWv kwkvImcw kwkvIm-

cs¯ ]e coXn-bnÂ \ap¡v hymJym-\n¡mw. 

ka-{K-Po-hn-X-ssi-en-bmWv kwkvIm-cw F¶v 

sdbvav hnÃywkpw kwkvIm-c-sa-¶Xv ]cn-Øn-

Xn-bpsS a\pjy \nÀ½nXamb `mK-am-Wv F¶v 

slÀkvtIm-hnävkpw ]d-ªp-h-bv¡p-¶p. 

F¶mÂ, C¶s¯ kaq-l-¯nÂ \mw a\-kn-

em-¡p¶ kwkm-cs¯ C{]-Imcw \nÀh-

Nn¡mw: Hcp kaq-l-¯nsâ kz`mhcoXn-IÄ, 

PohnXcoXn-IÄ, Iem-Nm-Xp-cyw, hkv{X-[m-c-

Ww, `mj, BNm-c-§Ä, hnt\m-Z-§Ä, hnizm-k-

co-Xn-IÄ XpS-§nb FÃm-än-sâbpw 

BsIXpI-bmWv kwkvIm-cw. ImgvN-bnse 

kwkvImcw F¶ hnj-b-s¯-¡p-dn¨v kwkm-

cn-¡p-t¼mÄ {]Y-a-Zr-jvSn-bmÂ a\pjy Pohn-

¯nse ImgvN-¸m-Sp-Isf Ipdn-¨pÅ Ah-

t_m[w krjvSn-¡-Ww. Hmtcm-hy-ànbpw Hcp 

hkvXp-hns\ ]ecoXn-bnÂ ImWp-Ibpw a\-

kn-em-¡p-Ibpw \nÀh-Nn-¡p-Ibpw sN¿pw. 

A¯-c-¯nÂ kzb-à-am-Ip¶ Nn´-IÄ ]e-

cnepw hyXy-Ø-co-Xn-bn-epÅ kwkvIm-c-¯nsâ 

cq]w \ÂIn-tb-¡mw.  

 

 ImgvN-bnÂ Dcp-¯n-cn-bp¶ kwkvImcw 

Hcp hyàn-bpsS kz`m-h-s¯bpw PohnX 

ssien-tb-bpw, hkv{X-[m-c-W-s¯-bpw, 

`mjsb hsc kzm[o-\n-¡p-¶p. \nc-´cw Ip-

ap-«p¶ hyàn-I-fp-sSbpw IS-¶p-t]m-Ip¶ 

PohnX kml-N-cy-§-fp-sSbpw Hcp hyàn-

bpsS Pohn-X-¯nÂ ]e amä-§Ä kw`-hn-

¡mw. \ho-\hpw IuXp-I-hp-ambn Is-¯p-h-

tcmSv Is-¯p-¶-h-tcmSv kzm`m-hp-I-ambn A`n-

jvS-ap-m-Ip-¶Xv a\vjy kl-P-am-Wv.  F¶mÂ 

AXv hyàn Pohn-X-¯nÂ sNep-¯p¶ 

kzmZo\w hyàn lXy-¡p-hsc Imc-W-am-Ip-¶-

Xm-Wv. kaq-l-am-[y-a-§-fpsS [mcm-fn-¯hpw 

AXv ]I-cp¶ Adn-hp-Ifpw km[m-c-W-amb 

kml-N-cy-§-fneqsS IS-¶p-t]m-Ip¶ Hcp 

hyàn-¡p-m-Ip¶ amäw \·-¡p-X-Ip-¶-Xm-I-W-

sa-¶n-Ã. AXv ]c-kv]c Xmc-X-ay-§Ä¡pw 

PohnX {]iv\-§Ä¡pw Imc-W-am-tb-¡pw. 

AXv Hcp hyàn-bpsS kwkvIm-c-ambn cq]w 

sImÅpw. A¯-c-¯nÂ cq]-s¸« kwkvIm-

cs¯ ImgvN-bnse kwkvIm-c-ambn a\-kn-em-

¡mw. 

 

 IS-¶p-t]m-Ip¶ \mÄh-gn-I-fnÂ kzb-

¯-am-Ip¶ ImgvN-bnse kwkvImcw Ime-{I-



  

taW ]cn-]qÀ®-am-bn. hyàn-bnÂ \n¶v kaq-

l-¯n-te-¡vhym-]n-¡p-¶p. B ]cn-hÀ¯\w 

kaq-l-¯n-Â \ne\n¶pt]mIp¶ ]e 

kwkvIm-c-§-sfbpw amä-¯n\v hntZ-b-amIpw . 

kzbta Ah ]pXnb kwkvIm-c-¯n\v cq]w 

\ÂIp-Ibpw temI-¯n-sâ-Xmb ]pXp-a-I-fn-

te¡v AhÀ BIÀjn-¡-s¸-Sp-Ibpw sN¿p-

¶p. CXns\ kwkvIm-cm-[n-\n-thiw F¶v 

hnti-jn-¸n-¡mw. C¯cw amä-§Ä kml-N-cy-

ap-Å-t¸mÄ XnI¨pw D]-tbm-K-{]-Z-ambh 

ImWm\pw kzmb-¯-am-¡m\pw Hcp hyàn 

F¶ \ne-bnÂ \mw ]cn-{i-an-¡-Ww. A§s\ 

ImgvN-bnse kwkvImcw kaq-l-\-·¡v DX-

Ip-¶-Xmbn Xoc-s«.  

 

                                  Aeo\ Fkv. _n  

                                                                                                                                IV yr BDS                             

  



 

 

To the one who knew me the best 

 
You were always the one- 

The open door I never feared to knock. 

You heard my joy before I sang, 

Knew every shade of hurt and pang. 

From trembling tears to loud delight, 

You held my heart without a fight. 

But something shifted in the quiet, 

A silence where laughter used to live. 

I try to find the way back home 

I miss the me I was with you, 

So open, honest, clear and true. 

Now even in a crowded space, 

I long for that familiar face. 

I don’t know what turned the tide 

A change I never meant to feel. 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              
                                                                                                                                                  Lakshmi 

                                                                                                                                                 Intern 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

A Poem For Him 

 
I was prepared 

For the silence between us 

But it still hurts me so much…………. 

That my eyes won’t stop racing 

Maybe I was afraid 

Afraid of not being understood 

Afraid of being vulnerable. 

A part of me wanted to open my heart 

As it was just a box…………. 

Full of emotions and let you see the  

Storm inside, inside the storm 

My bleeding HEART. 

But then I took a long breath  

Calmed my racing heart 

So much, that it takes 

Every ounce of me to keep me  

From breaking down again 

                                                                                  Abhija K Unni 

                                                                        IV yr BDS 

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

I\hv  

 

\n{Z-bn-em-smcm t\c-¯n-\-¸pdw 

t\{X-sam-¶-§s\ kv]µn-¡-bmbv 

Dd-¡-¨-S-hp-am-b-t§m-f-an-t§mf 

tatXm \ngÂ¸mX tXSp-I-bmbv 

I\-hn-embv tI«p ad-s¶m-cm- ]m-«nsâ 

Xmf-¯n-embv Rm³ satÃ \S-¡-th, 

Bgn-bn-tem-f-am-bm-thmfw 

XpÅn-c-kn-¡m-\pÅw sImXn-¨p. 

N]-e-am-a-N-ehpw A\-´-am-a-_v[nbpw  

aosX ]d-¡m-\pÅw Xcn-¨p. 
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                                                                     I yr BDS 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

The velvet silence 

 
How long must I wear this silence? 

So long, it’s become a weight- 

Heavy, hollow, endless stillness, 

And in its depths, I lost my shape. 

I hate this hush I never chose, 

A quite not of peace, but chains. 

 My voice, once fire, now merely smoke- 

A ghost beneath the strain. 

I feel-I am- a bird in cage, 

Wings clipped by every swallowed scream. 

I sink so deep, I can’t emerge, 

Trapped inside this muted dream. 

I don’t want silence. I want sound. 

But silence hold me tight. 

So quite now, I’ve disappeared- 

A shadow lost to night. 

                                                                                                                                 Lakshmi 

                                                                                                                                  Intern 

 

 

 



 

 

 

  



The Backstabber 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                   The man on the chair 
wasn’t taking no for an answer. “No, no, I 
completely disagree, beheading may not 
be the best way to get the job done, but it 
really is the most exhilarating, and haven’t 
you heard?, times have changed, people 
want to enjoy their jobs now, getting paid 
isn’t a good enough reason to get to it 
anymore.” He said animatedly. “Henry, we 
weren’t talking about beheading at all. 
Please try to focus.” “Weren’t we, sir?”, he 
asked me smiling crookedly, “Because I 
honestly believe this makes for much 
better conversation.” I sighed deeply and 
loosened my tie. Henry Samwell has been 
one of the greatest enigmas the world had 
ever seen. Trained amongst the best 
psychologists, he dealt with the most 
gruesome cases that others declined 
without a second thought. Nothing got to 
him, no amount of murderous claims and 
allegations, not a single traumatising detail 
ever made him feel the need to send away 
a client. It was almost as if he sympathised 
with them, with their need to commit the 
most heinous of crimes to silence the 

screams inside their own head. It was his 
greatest attribute, one that helped revive 
many patients from the Wilbury Mental 
Asylum to normalcy. There once was a time 
when the asylum was considered a first 
choice for any kind of behaviour out of the 
ordinary. A simple chat with the doctor had 
the illness diagnosed and treatment 
underway. It was also, however, his 
greatest downfall, for he sympathised so 
much with his patients and word gets 
around easily, even amongst murderers 
apparently, that he managed to capture 
the attention of ‘The Backstabber’. You see, 
there’d been about twenty murders within 
the city in the past two months alone, with 
every victim found with a butchers knife 
sunken into the back of their necks. The 
name became popular after a local 
publisher decided to publish an article 
entitled “The Backstabber: 
psychoanalysed” and subsequently 
became the nineteenth victim. Henry’s 
wife was the twentieth. And there hadn’t 
been any victims since. Henry was a 
changed man after his wife’s death. He 



was found in his flat next to his wife’s 
corpse, contemplating strange writings in 
blood drawn haphazardly all over his walls. 
The man had been in a similar state of 
shock ever since. He hadn’t spoken a word 
to anyone, and now, here he was, sitting in 
front of me in this dimly lit room, and I’m 
tasked with helping him. “I was asking you 
what or who you saw last on fourth of may, 
when you entered your flat after work.” I 
remind him, shifting the clipboard in my 
hand. The clipboard seemed to make 
clinking noises every time I moved it which 
was concerning but I couldn’t bring myself 
to investigate, I was terrified to take my 
eyes off the man. “And I keep telling you, I 
saw a woman sleeping on the couch.” “You 
mean you saw a dead woman on the 
couch, isn’t that right Henry?” “No, she 
was snoring, so I’m pretty sure she wasn’t 
dead yet.” He said, smiling indulgently like 
one would to a child. “But that would imply 
that you reached home before your wife 
expired, Henry, and we both know that 
that’s impossible.” “Why would it be 
impossible?” He asks, still smiling 
unnervingly. I sit a little straighter in my 
chair, and stifle a tremor at the clinking 
noise of my clipboard again.  “It would be 
impossible because that would assume 
she died in your presence. It would mean 
that you were in the presence of the killer, 
that you could’ve even seen the man.” I 

could feel hair rising on my flesh, the 
resulting wave of goosebumps sweeping 
up till my toe ends. “Oh I saw the killer 
alright.” He says giggling. “He’s a mighty 
handsome fellow, my wife would’ve 
swooned if she wasn’t asleep.” He stood 
up straight, and I shrank back in my chair, 
the clinking louder than ever. “But nobody 
else could’ve entered the flat that night. 
The security cameras inside the building 
and around the flat ensure it.” I say faintly, 
clutching my chest. “And finally, he puts 
two and two together.” Henry says happily, 
shifting from one foot to the other vaguely, 
the picture of complete serenity when I feel 
nothing but horror. “You killed your own 
wife?” I whisper terrified. “And the other 
nineteen that you mentioned.” He says 
admonishingly, like he was offended that I 
thought him capable of only one. “And now 
that you know, what are we going to do 
about it?” “We?” I gasp, and gasp again, 
because the clinking sounded louder now, 
but it must not be my clipboard after all, for 
my hands are empty, i must have dropped 
it in shock. “‘We’ aren’t going to do anything 
Henry. ‘I’ am going to have to report this.” I 
stand up shakily, and turn towards a barred 
door. Strange, I don’t remember seeing that 
when i entered. In fact, I can’t even 
remember how I entered. “Don’t bother 
leaving sir, you already have.” He says 
disappointedly. “What’d 

you say?” I ask him. “You’ve already 
reported us Henry, hence we find ourselves 
in this cell waiting to meet our cell mate.” 
His voice seems very quiet suddenly. “Why 
are you calling me Henry? I don’t 
understand..” I tell him, straining to focus. 
My vision had started to blur, and he 
seemed hazy, like an image of smoke in an 

otherwise clear room. I could hear 
footsteps from a distance, and I limp over 
to the opposite wall and wait with my head 
in my hands, trying to make clarity of all the 
mess. I peep out through my fingers to see 
if he was still there. The last I see of him is 
his mocking smile. He disappears to 
nothing as soon as the barred door opens 



and a man in uniform enters. He pushes in 
an older man that eyes him 
apprehensively. “Alright you’ll be bunking 
with the doctor for the day, don’t worry, 
he’s been handcuffed so he can’t be up to 
anything. Keep to yourself and be ready for 
your transfer at six tomorrow, clear?” He 
says gruffly. The old man nods nervously 
and moves to sit on the metal slab 
attached to the opposite wall. The 
policeman looks over at me and sneers 
once before leaving slamming the door 
and locking it. I sit facing the man, my 
handcuffs clinking loudly with every 
movement. He eyes me warily and looks 

away, refusing to meet my eyes. I scan him 
from head to toe, but something shiny 
catches my eye. The metal bar he sat on 
seemed to have a rough corner, the metal 
having corroded in that area. It’s sharp 
crooked corners seemed to glisten 
unnaturally from the rest of its body. “What 
do you think of making him our twenty 
first?” Henry whispers to me inside my 
head. “I can’t think very well right now.” I 
whisper back, I could feel one of those 
headaches creeping in, clouding my vision 
again, along with my judgement. “Then let 
me in, let me take control.” He croons into 
my ear.  I let him and my vision clears. 

                                                                                                                                                                                                           

                                                                                                                                                       Naomi Jacob 

                                                                                                                                                           IV yr BDS                                                                                                                                         

 

 

 

 

 

  



The End 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                    I couldn’t quite open my eyes, 
crusted shut from tears I wept last night. 
As I came to, I could sense the deathly 
cold embrace of the sheets, I could hear 
the melancholic pitter patter outside, I 
could smell the sickly comforting half-
dried clothes begging to be brought back 
to life but I felt…Nothing. No disdain for 
the sheets. No despair for the rain. No 
disgust for the clothes. How oddly 
comforting it is, to feel nothing. I’m so 
used to feeling depressed—the kind of 
heaviness that could crush mountains 
and drown deserts. The kind of 
unfathomable, all consuming darkness 
that no one could handle, that no one 
would want to. Slowly stumbling out of 
bed, I thought to myself:  

“Maybe this is how you feel when you’ve 
decided to die.” 

It made sense—this decision to die. It was 
all too much. Living. Breathing. Existing. It 
was unfair to the others. My family—who 
couldn’t understand, my friends—who 
wanted to understand and my 
roommate—the only one who held space 

for me. When I thought of her, I did feel 
something—Guilt. I felt horrendously 
guilty for putting her through all my dark 
days. The tears, the rants, the screams—it 
felt selfish to pull her into my labyrinth of 
despair, to inflict this venom of 
despondence upon her. 

 All she ever did was listen. Rarely, she 
would mumble an earnest: 

 “Hmm… It’s Okay.” 

But it wasn’t in the words she said or lack 
thereof. It was in her perennial presence. 
She never left me alone. When she heard 
my cries at night, she would gently knock 
on the door, let herself in and lie down on 
the floor next to me. I would hold the 
broken pieces of me and sit next to her 
crying, wanting to stop but not knowing 
how. She would hold my hand sometimes; 
sometimes she would place a limp hand 
on my foot and mumble as she drifted off 
to sleep: 

“Hmm…It’s Okay.” 



She never complained, never chided me 
or belittled my tears. She never got tired of 
me. Her, I will miss. 

Brushing my teeth for the last time, I went 
over my plan. Call my parents-- short 
casual conversation. Talk to my roommate 
before she left for work—short casual 
conversation. Keep the front door 
unlocked. Head to my room. Write  a note 
apologising to everyone for the pain this 
will cause them. Lock my door and plunge 
into Freedom. It should take a couple of 
minutes give or take. Maybe I’ll struggle for 
a bit, that’s alright. I’ll lose consciousness 
soon enough. It’s all in the slip knot. I 
should put a bag over my head. I don’t 
want to scare her when she finds my body 
later. I looked at myself in the mirror. My 
face was calm. My eyes clear. No fear, no 
second thoughts, no questions. I’m ready. 

Making my way to the dining table, I sat 
down waiting for my roommate to say 
goodbye. She always left the same way. A 
brisk walk out of her room to the table, a 
quick sip of water, a hurried, 

 “I’ll see you in the evening. Call me if 
there’s anything.” 

A small smile, a warm touch on my 
shoulder and she’d be out the door. Most 
days I wouldn’t even look at her. Mornings 
were tough for me. But she knew that. I 
glanced at the clock. It was past 8 ‘o’ 
clock. She’s usually out by now. After 
waiting a little longer, I decided to go in 
and check on her. Was she sick? That 
would make things a little difficult for me. 
Maybe I should postpone… 

I gently knocked on the door. Seeing as the 
door was unlocked, I slowly opened it 

when my eyes landed on a pale, limp hand 
lying on the floor. I barged in and froze. 
There she was, lying on the floor, a pool of 
blood beneath her head, eyes open, 
beads of sweat on her ashen face, lips 
pale and lifeless. I tried to scream for help, 
but I couldn’t make a sound. Kneeling 
beside her, I tried to revive her. But 
touching her ice cold face I knew it was 
too late. I was too late. 

I sat there next to her, not knowing what to 
do next. Should I call someone? I didn’t 
know anything about her. Did she have 
family? Friends? I sat in disbelief for what 
seemed like forever, my mind volleying 
back and forth. What happened? Did she 
trip? Did she get scared? Was she on a 
call? Did she faint? Staring at her lifeless 
hands that once held mine, my eyes 
wandered in numbness searching for 
clues or answers. I lifted my gaze and I 
found them all at once. 

I stared in shock….at Myself. 

 

Hanging, lifeless from the fan in her room, 
a bag over my head, a perfect slip knot 
around my neck…was I dreaming? Is this 
some sick joke? I crawled over to the 
hanging body and gingerly touched the 
pale upturned toes. It WAS me! 
Wait…I’m… dead? What??? When 
did…But…So I’m….a ghost??? My head 
was spinning. Not really from the 
realisation that I’m dead, but more so for 
the realisation that the one person who 
meant something to me is dead because 
of me. I killed her. My recklessness. My 
selfishness. What was I thinking? 



    

I felt my body shivering and my head 
turning ice cold. I wanted to scream, I 
wanted to cry, but I couldn’t make a 
sound. I couldn’t shed a tear. I couldn’t 
cope. Why did I do this to her? Why did I 
do this to myself? Did we deserve to die?  

I crawled back and lay down beside her. 
Holding her hand, I closed my eyes: 

“My dear dear friend. I am so terribly 
sorry…” 

“…Hmm…Its Okay.” 

Eyes opened wide, I jumped up to look at 
her face. Her eyes were still open, her lips 
still pale, her mouth still lifeless. I looked 
across the room, and there she was, 
leaning against the doorframe. To say it 
felt surreal would be an understatement. I 
walked over to her and touched the back 
of her head: 

“Did it hurt?” 

Looking at my fingers, I saw no blood. 
There was no wound. She started to wince 
but then looked at me with surprise: 

“I don’t remember. I feel nothing now. I 
feel…empty.” 

We gazed at our bodies that now seemed 
so far away. Without looking at me, she 
asked: 

“Do you feel better? Has it finally 
stopped? Your pain?” 

I closed my eyes as I thought about her 
question. Did I feel better? Did my pain 
stop? That was the reason for all of this. 
Was it worth it? The pain was there. It was 
still very much there. But it no longer felt 
like a battle I was fighting and losing. It felt 
like the pain won. It engulfed me, I was 
now one with the pain.  A kind of dull, all 
consuming pain. What was the point of it 
all? I am stuck. I can’t go back. We can’t 
go back.  

“No.” 

She looked visibly disheartened. As she 
turned around to leave, she looked back at 
me with those same calm, clear eyes that 
always held space for me. She gave me a 
small smile and said: 

“Hmm…It’s Okay.” 

                                                                                               Dr Varsha Rajeev 

                                                                               Associate Professor,  Prosthodontics 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Vroom 

 
Vroom, vroom-  

You were my childhood flame, 

A dream that roared through every lane, 

I craved you like thunder craves the storm, 

And when my hands met your frame, 

I sparked electric-reborn. 

But oh, how fleeting was that light, 

A pulse that danced just out of sight. 

Years I chased you fought and bled, 

I earned the scars to call you mine, 

Yet my soul was left unfed. 

Why so cold, when I burned for you? 

Why so distant, when I drew close too? 

Even in silence, I hear your whine, 

Know this in the hush of night- 

No twist, no tie, no force 

Can keep me from making you mine. 

                                                                                                                                           Lakshmi 

                                                                                                                                           Intern                                                                                                                           
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THE NEW DAWN 

 
The art of kintsugi 

Aids in renovating a broken life to a beautiful one, 

Embracing the before laden cracks and patches, 

Embracing the scars filled with wisdom lined by gold, 

Some of which we gained through our past defeats 

Creating an unshakable core within, 

True happiness lies not in prized possessions, 

But in the joy that grows when shared  

Celebrate life, 

Let others celebrate too. 

In shared joy, find purpose anew. 

Look within, discover yourself, 

Wisdom, essence be life’s real wealth. 

It’s time now to live with gracious strength and might, 

To nurture one’s true self upright. 

To lift the needy, to share and care, 

To spread the abundance that life makes fair. 

Open your inner eye and feel the phoenix rise 

Spread those wings and conquer life’s new days. 

                                                                                                                                           Abhirami 

                                                                                                                                           III yr BDS 

 

 



 

 

  



NEWCOMERS FESTIVAL 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

    Newcomers’ festival. The Day of 
newcomers. The day in which a fresh 
bunch of students inducted into the 
course. One of the grand ceremonies in 
the college. A beautiful beginning of our 
career. It was conducted exuberantly 
every year. 

Years back, As a first-year student, while 
coming for the Induction ceremony, I 
didn't have any idea about it . But was 
really excited and quite anxious about 
my new beginning. How will it be? Will I 
able to manage? 

When I arrived excited it was slightly 
drenched in the morning shower as if 
nature has purified & beautified itself to 
welcome us. Accompanied by my 
family, entered college. It was beautifully 
decorated with flowers. A red carpet was 
laid in the entrance. And there was 
registration counter near it .I  

  

 

have registered there first. They gave a 
file with college profile 

Then went inside and was taken to 
lecture halls. It was not for lectures but 
for the distribution of white coats and ID 
cards. In between, interacted with few 
batchmates and got acquainted with 
them 

After wearing white coats and ID cards, 
we were taken to Auditorium where 
parents were already seated. While 
entering, we were presented with a 
bouquet and Dairy milk by seniors. Felt 
like the symbol of love and care towards 
us. Then were seated on green and white 
chairs. On each chair, a balloon hanged. 
While sitting on those chairs, felt very 
special. 

After that program began. The induction 
ceremony was inaugurated by the 
Deputy speaker of Kerala and there were 
many other guests on the Dias. A lamp 



was lighted and college profile video 
was played giving a glimpse of the 
college. 

Then we stood up for the Hippocratic 
oath and took the pledge without 
knowing its relevance. Now it forms the 
pillar of our ethical values and 
accountability towards the patient. Then 
we were asked to unhang the balloons 
unitedly by untangling the thread. The 
balloons flew high. Another beautiful 
moment of the event 

After that, program winded up and there 
was students’ guidance session .Then 
collected the textbooks and leaved the 
college happily. 

Ironically, I entered the college that day 
with a fresh mind and clear soul. Then 

white coat was as new as a white 
canvas. Now it's not only stained with 
spattered ink and molten wax but also 
with unforgettable experiences. My 
hands were as soft as a cotton. Now to 
my astonishment, it has become 
comparatively more heat resistant and 
rough with scars of lancet blades and 
ortho wires. 

Within these years, on many occasions, 
my hands bled to become more skilled, 
and my eyes shed tears to replace it with 
light of knowledge and confidence. 
There were many ups and downs. Also, 
had many beautiful memories and got a 
bunch of caring friends. Passed between 
few rude and many friendly and helpful 
seniors. At the end, one thing is definite. 
I will surely learn to survive. 

                                                                                                                                                 Fathima Suhana 

                                                                                                                                                          Alumns 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

New beginnings 

 
When winter's grasp at last begins to wane, 

And tender buds dare breach the barren earth, 
Then dost the heart, long shackled unto pain, 

Recall the secret of its hidden worth. 

What joy in sunrise after darkest night! 
What hope in fields where once no green did grow! 

The soul, reborn in morning’s gentle light, 
Doth cast aside its heavy cloak of woe. 

For all must change; so sings the rolling sphere, 
And Time, that ancient thief, renews his lease. 

What seemed an end proves but a start made clear, 
And sorrow’s storm gives way to quiet peace. 

Embrace, dear friend, the path thou canst not see: 
New worlds are born where brave hearts choose to be. 

                                                                                                                                                Saira Mariam P J 

                                                                                                                                                        IV yr BDS 

                                                                                                                           

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Grace of Adapting 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

To adapt is to dance with the ever-
turning rhythms of life, to meet 
change not with resistance, but 
with quiet understanding and 
grace. Just as rivers carve new 
paths through stone, and leaves 
turn their faces to follow the sun, 
we too are shaped by the worlds we 
inhabit. Adaptation is not 
surrender; it is the wisdom to bend 
without breaking, to shift without 
losing our roots. In every new 
place, in every unfamiliar moment, 
there lies a hidden invitation — to 
grow, to learn, to rediscover 

ourselves in ways we never 
imagined. It is through adaptation 
that we transform discomfort into 
strength, and uncertainty into 
wisdom. Those who master this art 
do not merely survive life’s 
tempests; they rise above them, 
like trees growing stronger with 
each passing storm. For in the end, 
to adapt is to trust in the unseen 
possibilities of tomorrow, knowing 
that change does not erase who we 
are, but refines us into who we are 
meant to become. 

                                                                                                                                      Rahul SJ  

                                                                                                                                         Intern   

 



The Weight of Gold, the Wings of Dreams 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In a village where tradition sat 
heavy upon every rooftop, and 
women’s worth was still weighed in 
sovereigns and silk, lived a girl 
named Meera — the daughter of a 
humble schoolteacher and a 
mother who stitched dreams into 
every fold of her daughter’s 
dupatta. Meera’s eyes, deep and 
defiant, had always looked beyond 
the narrow lanes of her village, past 
the horizon where the sun kissed 
cities filled with books, ideas, and 
freedom. 

As she grew, so did the whispers. 
“Who will marry her if she studies 
too much?” “Her father must be 

saving gold by the gram.” 
“Daughters cost more than they 
bring.” Meera heard it all, but she 
answered in silence, her fingers 
tracing poetry between the lines of 
her textbooks. 

Then came the day of proposals — 
families arriving not with questions 
of her heart but with demands 
measured in dowry: twenty 
sovereigns, a motorbike, and a plot 
of land. The boy’s family sat with 
pride in their posture; their words 
soaked in entitlement. Meera’s 
father, a man who had built his life 
on honesty and meagre earnings, 
bowed his head beneath the 



invisible weight of gold he could 
never afford. That night, Meera 
heard her mother weeping softly, 
saying, “We taught her to fly, but in 
the end, her wings are clipped by 
tradition.” 

But Meera was no delicate flower 
meant to wilt beneath the shadow 
of greed. The next morning, with a 
heart wrapped in courage, she 
stood before her parents, her voice 
steady like the morning sun: “If 
society measures my worth in 
coins and cars, let me measure my 
worth in dreams and dignity. I will 
not be sold like cattle to a family 
who sees only the ornaments on 
my neck, not the light in my mind.” 

With tearful blessings and 
trembling hands, her parents 
watched her leave — not towards 
marriage, but towards Mumbai, 
where she carried nothing but her 
books and a fierce belief that her 
destiny belonged to no dowry. 
Years passed. Letters came back, 
each one carrying news brighter 
than the last — a scholarship, a 

degree, a position in a company 
where men and women alike 
listened when she spoke. 

One day, Meera returned to her 
village — not draped in bridal silk 
but in confidence. She came not as 
a bride but as a builder of futures, 
opening schools for girls, creating 
jobs for women whose talents had 
long been buried beneath 
household chores. The same 
villagers who once counted her 
worth in sovereigns now counted 
the number of daughters she had 
saved from the same fate. 

When asked if she would ever 
marry, Meera only smiled, her 
answer soft but unshakeable: 
“I give no dowry. I give dignity. I give 
education. I give wings. That is the 
only gold I carry.” 

And so, Meera became not just a 
daughter of her house, but a 
mother to a generation of women 
who learned from her that no 
woman is born to be weighed or 
bought — she is born to rise. 

                                                                                                                          Aswini Anand 

                                                                                                                              IV yr BDS 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Rainy Reflections 

 
Dazzling drops fall on my Palms 

Through the window 

A gentle gesture of happiness 

The beauty of mundane 

They are life’s treasures. 

The rhythm of the raindrops on the window pane  

Awakes the little me  

Who loves the rain 

But somewhere along the way, 

I lost the happy me 

Who forgot to laugh, evenSmile. 

Yet life’s uncertain tide 

Rain brings tears instead of Smiles  

Beauty hides in the strom’s dark Shade 

And in the silence, I find my Voice. 

                                                                                                   Mahima Stephen 
                                                                                                             Intern  
 

 

  



 

  



War and Peace:  

Two Faces of the Same Human Story 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
                           Throughout history, 
humanity has lived between the 
shadows of war and the fragile light 
of peace. From the bloodstained 
battlefields of ancient empires to 
the silent negotiations of modern 
diplomats, the world has swayed 
between conflict and harmony as if 
bound to a cycle it cannot break. 
Yet, as we reflect upon the stories 
of our ancestors and the news of 
our present, we are forced to ask: 
Why does war continue to erupt 
where peace could have 
blossomed? And how does peace 
endure where hatred once burned? 

War, in all its forms, has been 
humanity’s darkest invention. It 
begins with pride, with greed, with 
the thirst for power disguised as 
justice. It turns brother against 
brother, neighbour against 
neighbour, reducing cities to ashes 
and futures to dust. War steals not 
only lives but innocence; it robs 
children of their laughter and 
mothers of their tears. Yet, in its 
cruelty, war also reveals the depths 
of human resilience. In the rubble 
of destruction, we find courage — 
the soldier who risks his life not for 
glory but to protect, the civilian 
who rebuilds her home stone by 



stone, refusing to surrender to 
despair. War forces humanity to 
confront its worst — but in doing 
so, it reminds us of the value of 
what we almost lose: peace. 

Peace, in contrast, is silent. It does 
not march. It does not roar. It 
breathes quietly through acts of 
kindness, through words of 
forgiveness, through hands 
extended not in violence but in 
trust. True peace is more than the 
absence of war; it is the presence 
of understanding. It requires effort, 
patience, and humility — qualities 
far harder to cultivate than 
weapons. Where war divides, 
peace connects. Where war 
wounds, peace heals. Yet, peace is 
fragile. It needs tending like a 
garden, watered with empathy and 
protected from the weeds of 
prejudice and hatred. 

The irony of history is that many of 
our most lasting periods of peace 
have risen from the ashes of our 

most terrible wars. From suffering, 
nations have learned the value of 
dialogue. From division, humanity 
has discovered the strength of 
unity. Perhaps this is why the 
pursuit of peace remains 
humanity’s noblest struggle — 
because it fights not against 
others, but against the worst within 
ourselves. 

Today, in a world still trembling with 
conflict, the message is clear: war 
may shape borders, but only peace 
shapes hearts. It is not found in 
treaties alone but in classrooms 
where children of all faiths learn 
together, in communities where 
differences are celebrated rather 
than feared, and in every human 
decision to choose compassion 
over cruelty. 

War shows us what we can destroy. 
Peace shows us what we can build. 
Between these two forces, we must 
ask ourselves which legacy we 
wish to leave behind. 

                                                                                                                            Shahna Sherin P 

                                                                                                                                   IV yr BDS 

 

 

 

 

   



 

 

 

Thy Time is Now 
 

Why dost thou linger, doubting thine own might? 
The stars were not more constant than thy will. 
Rise up, fair heart, and meet the breaking light, 
For Fortune waits on those who climb the hill. 

What fear can chain thee, when thy soul is free? 
What shadow halt thee, when thy flame doth burn? 

The world doth yield to those with eyes to see, 
And from each fall, the wise and strong return. 

Let not the tongues of cowards shape thy course, 
Nor let despair corrupt thy gentle mind. 

Within thy breast there lies a noble force, 
More vast than seas, more fleet than tempests' wind. 

Thy fate is thine, not written in the skies — 
But forged each day by hands that dare to rise. 

 

                                                                                                                                                 Sahalamol T B 

                                                                                                                                                       IV yr BDS 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Silent Ache of Distant Homes 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

          Homesickness is not a mere 
longing tied to geography; it is a 
slow ache stitched deep into the 
very fabric of the soul, a quiet grief 
that awakens not only in lonely 
nights but also in the brightest 
hours when laughter feels hollow 
and conversations lack warmth. It 
is the weight of unseen memories 
pressing upon the heart — the soft 
glow of familiar lamps at twilight, 
the worn scent of old wooden 
cupboards, the taste of simple 
meals crafted with a mother’s 
knowing hands, and the invisible 
embrace of a home that asked 
nothing of us but to simply exist 
within its shelter. To be homesick is 
to wander amidst a sea of 
strangers, carrying within oneself a 

world that no one else can see — a 
world of roads we no longer walk, 
of faces we no longer meet, of 
festivals that pass in distant 
echoes while our own hearts beat 
out of rhythm with the place we 
stand. It is the sound of one’s name 
pronounced in a voice that belongs 
to no one here, the absence of 
hands reaching out in effortless 
affection, the ache of solitude 
when surrounded by crowds who 
cannot comprehend the depth of 
this silent mourning. 
Homesickness is the quiet grief of 
missing the mundane — the crack 
of doors we recognize by sound 
alone, the lull of monsoon rains 
against the windowpanes we once 
pressed our faces to as children, 



the clatter of vessels from kitchens 
where love was cooked into every 
grain. 

And yet, homesickness is not 
entirely sorrow; it is, too, a 
profound testament to love — to 
the power of belonging, to the roots 
that hold us steady even when we 
drift afar. It reminds us that home is 
not built of bricks and beams alone 
but of voices, glances, traditions, 
and the small unnoticed rituals 
that shaped our days. It teaches us 
patience, humility, and gratitude, 
for what we once took for granted 
now glows in memory like a lantern 
against the darkness of absence. 
Even as distance stretches across 
oceans and mountains, the 
homesick heart carries within it the 
unbroken thread of connection. 
That longing shapes us, makes us 

softer, more human, reminding us 
that to feel such absence is 
evidence of having truly belonged 
somewhere, sometime, to 
someone. Homesickness endures 
not only in solitude but often in our 
successes too, when 
achievements feel dim because 
the ones who cheered for us from 
doorsteps far away cannot witness 
our joy. Yet, from this ache, 
strength is born — the strength to 
build bridges with new hearts, to 
craft spaces of warmth even where 
roots do not run deep, to honor the 
home we miss by carrying its 
lessons forward with quiet dignity. 
For even as we move through 
strange lands and unfamiliar 
streets, a part of us forever walks 
the paths of home, listening for the 
call of voices that once told us who 
we are. 

 

                                                                                                                                      Rena Milan  

                                                                                                                                          IV yr BDS 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Where You Are Not 
 

Where you are not, the hours grow slow, 
And time forgets the art of gentle flight. 
The days wear faces I no longer know, 
And even dawn feels paler in its light. 

The streets stretch on, but lead me not to you, 
Their stones hold whispers strangers cannot hear. 

Each evening sky turns lonely shades of blue, 
As distance carves your absence ever clear. 

I miss the laughter folded in your voice, 
The kindness resting soft within your eyes, 

The way your presence made the world rejoice, 
And stitched sweet solace beneath troubled skies. 

Yet though we stand with oceans in between, 
My heart still walks the places we have been. 

In dreams you come where silence dares not part, 
And dwell, unspoken, always in my heart. 

So let the world grow vast, the seasons stray, 
Love finds its home — it never drifts away. 

 

                                                                                                          Tawfeeqa Abdul Khader 

                                                                                                                          IV yr BDS 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

  



Lanterns in the Dark: The Unseen Strength of 
True Friendship 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
         There are moments in life when 
the world seems to turn its face 
away from us, when days stretch 
grey and heavy, and even the stars 
seem reluctant to shine. In such 
seasons of quiet suffering — 
through loss, despair, illness, 
failure, or the simple loneliness 
that comes from feeling 
misunderstood — it is not fame, 
fortune, or fleeting pleasures that 
carry us forward. It is friendship. 
Not the loud, boastful friendships 
of convenience, nor the smiling 
faces that scatter at the first sign of 
storm, but the steady, unwavering 
bonds that stand beside us like 
lanterns in the dark. 

True friendship reveals its worth 
not beneath the bright skies of 
happiness but beneath the clouds 
of sorrow. When the world falls 
silent, a true friend speaks — not 
always with grand words or perfect 
solutions, but often with simple 
presence. They become the one 
who listens when we have no 
words, who believes in us when we 
no longer believe in ourselves. They 
sit with us in our darkest hours, 
asking nothing, offering everything: 
patience, understanding, and the 
quiet assurance that we are not 
alone. 

Such friendships are rare, for they 
are built not on shared interests 
alone but on shared humanity. A 



friend who walks with you through 
hardship is one who has seen you 
at your most unguarded, your most 
uncertain, and loves you still. They 
understand the language of 
silences, the weight of sighs, the 
courage it takes just to face 
another day. They offer laughter like 
a balm, shoulders for tears, and 
sometimes simply their quiet, 
enduring company. In a world that 
prizes speed, achievement, and 
surface connection, these 
friendships are sanctuaries — 
slow-growing, deep-rooted, 
resilient as old trees weathering 
countless storms. 

History has shown us time and 
again that in the darkest chapters 
of human life, whether war, exile, 
illness, or personal despair, it is the 
steadfast friend who helps carry 
the burden. Letters exchanged in 
wartime trenches, hands held in 
hospital rooms, long phone calls 
across continents — these 
moments of human connection 
remind us of our worth when 
everything else seems uncertain. 
They remind us that no darkness 
lasts forever, and that light can be 

found in the simplest acts of 
kindness and loyalty. 

Friendship in dark times teaches us 
patience, forgiveness, and hope. It 
shows us that even when all seems 
lost, there is someone who sees 
our quiet victories, who celebrates 
our survival, who offers us not just 
their strength, but the gentle mirror 
of our own. Through their faith in 
us, we begin to find faith in 
ourselves once more. 

In the end, we remember not the 
brilliance of days when everything 
went well, but the tenderness of 
those who stood with us when 
nothing seemed right. These 
friends become our chosen family, 
the ones who turn strangers into 
home, and lonely nights into places 
of quiet courage. Their love does 
not demand repayment; it exists 
because to love in darkness is the 
purest form of light. 

So let us cherish these friendships 
— the lanterns in our dark. For 
though life’s seasons may turn cold 
and uncertain, the warmth of a true 
friend’s hand will forever guide us 
back towards hope, towards 
healing, and towards the light. 

 

                                                                                                                                       Fida Parvin 

                                                                                                                                         IV yr BDS 



 

 

 

  



 

 

 

Amma 

 
I love how your eyes sparkle when u smile, 

One day I kept staring at those beautiful 

Doorways to see if they let me into your soul 

And they did 

I saw you for who you are 

I saw the struggles 

I saw the pain  

And I saw love 

Tremendous load of love 

The only thing that scares me when I look into your eyes, 

Is how I will ever live up to you 

The strong beautiful person you are 

My eyes beam with pride to have you as my mother 

And one day I hope yours beam too for me……. 

                                                                                                                                           Abhirami 

                                                                                                                                           III yr BDS 

  



 

  



  



Rant on bullying 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                              

 Everyone around us has been bullied 
one way or another. Even the bullies 
have been bullied in some way or 
another. It is astonishing to see that 
some things never fade away, even 
though awareness of their dangerous 
effects is now common knowledge. With 
every era, the concept matures and 
evolves to involve a new aspect, 
discarding the old, but always existing. It 
has many facets; it could be subtle, or it 
could be loud and ugly. It could be the 
young and foolish spoiled child next 
door, or it could be a teacher, or even a 
parent. 

With the current world romanticizing the 
concept, it makes one wonder where we 
are going as a people, what we are 
evolving to be. Even our movies portray 
the ‘quiet, suffering, docile’ bullying-
egotistic duo to be heart-throbbing and 
desirable. If we are to think about it, 
bullying exists everywhere, be it the 
workplace, school, or home. 

Even if it is an inescapable concept in 
the world, the most abominable form 

has to be when it reverberates through 
the teaching force. It is a cruel thing 
indeed to dismiss a student’s possible 
capabilities simply because they don’t 
fit the mold according to the opinion of a 
few. Yet it is something we see every day. 

Some people need to understand that 
being in a position of authority, be it a 
CEO, coach, or teacher, does not mean 
that your subordinates suddenly turn 
into a sub-species. We are all still 
people, and every person is still entitled 
to respect and dignity. Some teachers 
simply take “Acharya Devo Bhava” to the 
next level. 

Let’s just simply put it this way: if there 
were a rating system that allowed your 
subordinates to rate you as a boss, or a 
teacher, or whatever it is that has put 
you in this place of power, and this rating 
should be displayed to your peers—to 
the “equals” in your eyes—and if that 
thought should worry you, then you 
know that you need some introspection. 



That being said, we could all use some 
introspection. It would do the world 
some good if everyone looked into 
themselves and wondered how they 
were perceived by the world that they 
live in. If one were to take their last 
breath today, what would they be known 
as tomorrow? 

If only the world really did have a rating 
system, one that could not be 
manipulated by anyone, people would 
think twice before they say things that 
cannot be taken back, before they do 
things that one can 
never come back from. 

                                                       Naomi Ann Jacob 

                                                                                                        IV yr BDS 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

 

The Joke 

 
I read somewhere that when you die 

, an average of 10 people cry. 

Not 100…… not 50……. Just 10, 

The number of bodies at my burial? Decided by the sky. 

If it rains, 90% will stay home, 

If it doesn’t, half will show up, 

 check their watches, And leave…. 

Two days later, they’ll be eating something hot, 

Something rich , Swallowing warm,  

greasy food, licking their fingers, 

Talking about spices and salt, about flavours and texture, 

While my body rots…… 

You mean to tell me- 

I spent my whole life bending, breaking, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Bleeding for them, 

Choking on apologies, forcing smiles, 

Biting my tongue until it turned black, 

Just for 10 people to cry? 

What a joke. 

What a small, miserable, pathetic joke. 

I was a dog chasing scrape. 

I begged for love, for approval, for a place at their table, 

And in the end, even the clouds will  

Matter more than me. 

And no,  

I don’t want them to weep forever. 

I don’t want them to tattoo my name on their body 

Or put a status of me 

But if I am so easily erased,  

If I am just a name to be forgotten, 

Then why did I live my life on my knees??????????? 

                                                                                                                                       Nadhuba Nazim 

                                                                                                                                       IV yr BDS 

 

  



Fire in Her 

 

Her heart was like a half- burned candle 

No flames left, 

Abandoned, unloved, fading in silence. 

One day, someone drew near, 

And he tried to sparked her fire 

Slowly, her flame reappeared, 

She glowed again. 

But love, unchecked, 

Turned into madness. 

He, feared the fire, 

He once beguiled. 

Gradually he started blowing out her flame! 

He lit her candle- 

But never helped it stay brighter. 

In that hush of darkness, 

She sat and saw the light 

Not in him, 

She realized- 

Her fire need not come from him. 

Now she rises, no waiting heart 

She lights her own candle 

And this time, 

She keeps it burning strong……! 

                                                                                                                                                         Reshma C 

                                                                                                                                                         III yr BDS 
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