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. INDIAN INSTITUTE OF SCIENCE EDUCATION AND RESEARCH (IISER), PUNE

Dr.Homi Bhabha Road Pune 411008
IISER PUNE

qBdrs /ENQUIRY

TATT UTcIagR e &l ATAd g aiiee 3R Agers
SIS THASIR. 07 & NP F TH Us 0 IR &

3aure fe@rer arfge /All Communications to be addressed to
The Director IISER PUNE for the attention of INCHARGE S & P

FOR DIRECTOR
N YBdS F.
Tender Enquiry No: IISER/PUR/1323/19
ICGIED
Date 25/02/2020

BT/ Dear Sirs,
fawa/Subject: g7 ' & T 3T /REQUEST FOR QUOTATION

DUE DATE: 05/03/2020

Fuar fAeAfaf@d aegsit & fav mudr 9@ &3 g faoRor 3afy Rue arer qof Rfadedt I wifecs & @y
Hrersie fAwrs 7 facRoT Hafer & A1y &7 fiedieh T a1 3HF I 57 FAerd H qgd Aev| HiSaArs Hr 3rawr

" uar &+ purchase@ iiserpune.ac.ind 9 A /Please send your Principal quotation in a sealed cover for the
following items with complete specifications and literature showing delivery period, on or before the due date to reach

this office. In case of difficulty please contact us at purchase@ iiserpune.ac.in

3T
N AT T fdaXoT/Description of Material
%h./S.No:

HEAT/Quantity

1 Printing of KALPA Magazine as per following specifications:

Job : Printing (4-color), perfect binding,

lamination, matte finish; Print-ready PDF

version will be provided by the institute

Number of Pages : 100 inside pages + Cover

Paper Size : A4

Type of Paper : Art Paper

Paper thickness : Inside pages 130 GSM and cover page 250 GSM

Note:-

Vendors registered office must be located in Pune.
quotation.

Print ready PDF version will be provided by the Institute

Sample copies of required quality can be seen at IISER Pune

All KALPA Copies must be delivered by 25/03/2020.

Vendor should submit sample print copy of the attached pdf along with the

700 copies

1. Quotation received after due date will not be considered at all

&F feAieh & UEId WIed &Y v 1 faur wg! fohan sieam|

2. %eq/ TFE @RI A I8 &T Rl I G AT ST |/Fax/Telex Quotation will not be

considered.

3. 3MMUh X G I FAMASS oA dTel hefeie fIhh o 3WIFd TR §ART OIS .
et 3R &I et 31fAccd &I TMET /Our Enquiry No, date and DUE date as above must be

subscribed on the sealed envelope containing your quotation.

4. §H IMIA I HT Al T SEAASI & Tichol doh & AEIH F AT THR ALl |

/We do not accept the advance payment terms or through bank against documents.

HaerT/Yours
Faithfully

sd/-

TIH AG

Tel.: 020 2590 8171/8180/8017 Fax: 020 2589 8022 Web: www.iiserpune.ac.in
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. INDIAN INSTITUTE OF SCIENCE EDUCATION AND RESEARCH (IISER), PUNE
Dr.Homi Bhabha Road Pune 411008
IISER PUNE

gt & faw e 31K ercf/ TERMS AND CONDITIONS FOR ENQUIRY.
Tdd &l Flf-n' Herde g omiee 3R 38 qSdis . et 3R 3T ReAld &1 3ea@ gl E!T%'Q’I/Each quotation should be
SEALED and mention the ENQUIRY NO:DATE and DUE DATE
2. & I F FIA A 500 dF B THER AT A0 T eAiw F 30 F-Gaw W A9 F 3.30 99 & FA FUA F
Ife EF\%’ gfafafer suféya g ar 39 aH T & Fljﬂ' I @rell S| /The quotations will be accepted only upto 5.00 p.m. The

quotations will be opened in the presence of the representatives, if any, of the quoting firm at 3.30 p.m. on the next working day of the due
date.

3. = Hﬁ/ﬁﬁa}]’f & gﬂﬁ Fr dRG T 60 G Fr 3@ de & T 39T ITard dY AT S| /Your offer should be valid for

a period of 60 days from the date of opening of the quotations/tenders
4. I TEIIN. QO F s, IS va Puae e & geaer A 3w g A qode # sfeaf@a w19 e
aEq AT &X- 1o HaaT FE F IHTER B o FIAT ST US T F &I, {IH Heel H ted N IR X dfder Hvogfer o

AT &1 /The Director, IISER Pune is Direct Demanding Officer of the Directorate General of Supplies and Disposals. In case any of the

=

items mentioned in the enquiry is on the current rate-running contract list, please quote the DGS&D rate, the contact reference and also
send the copy of the rate contract

5. a?-_c_[}ﬂ' & gferderal gfa a’;—gr&fr & ored F faeelvor yeie fRar Ser anfgul/Break up of individuals cost of items should be
provided.

6. He &l 3EIT ﬁlﬁl‘lﬂ?ﬂ Aféss forar S @ar £1/The price quoted may be indicated as below:
a) aTEY Mg dr HUfedl & fIT/For Outstations firms- 317$.31T$.0H.$.37. 90T & foIT/FOR IISER Pune/FOR destination basis
b) TIRNT HUfaat & fT/For Local firms: 37T$.378.TH.$.31R. YO # H*d fdcRUT/Free delivery at IISER Pune
7. 3mad &I A A IR IENOT Lok FOFHAY QAT AU UHINIR. TS H X A F A F A o A g3 g
AMET| YRIHA & SRIT O, g1 &ffcd a1 gear & @ 39k ual # &l & fAT g AT /Your rate should include

packaging and forwarding charges. In case of quotation F.0.R. destination Insurance should also be covered. The good should be insured
in your favor against theft, loss, damage or breakage during transit.

8. afk faeRor qd Terw F A HER F A AT T g A FF F U AR Iy A W F a6 [Aewor & v e aw
SR R SHHAT AN Sooi@ fhdT g1 A1RT| 3R 39 YEdTd & TTH WIS 3G IW@T 3137 af faaRor 3afy &1 a&d &9 §

qTelel &IT M| /Specific mention should be made whether delivery will be ex-stocks or stores will have to be imported or obtained

from the works and how much time will be required for delivery after receipt of the order. The Delivery time will have to be strictly
adhered to in case an order is placed against your offer

9. S o aReaaT ¥ gl Svad & & Tosewy ¥ fAfése a1 Smer =iffUl  /The RATE OF GST should be clearly indicated

wherever chargeable.

10. Penalty for delayed Services / LD
11.1. If the supplier fails to Supply, Install as per specifications mentioned in the order within the due date, the Supplier is liable to pay
liquidated damages of 1% of order value per every week of delay subject to a maximum of 10% beyond the due date. Such
money will be deducted from any amount due or which may become due to the supplier.
11.2. IISER, PUNE reserves the right to cancel the order in case the delay is more than 10 weeks. Penalties, if any, will be deducted
from the Security Deposit.

11. please provide a compliance table with your quotation in the following format:

Item Specification asked Specification Quoted for Departure and remarks

Please provide sufficient technical details with your quotation (in the form of brochures, spec sheets or tech notes) such that every point should
be independently verifiable. Marking the details on the accompanying material will be greatly appreciated.

12.3?%1?31‘??1%@33@?13@?1313 ot a1 ST Tl AT AN T TR ETale erdt & fdavor @ 3f@T. We do not accept
advance payment terms or payment against documents. See below details of accepted payment terms.

aderor/ferdteror 3R apoTaear, dear 3R fafadel & el # daveEs e & arg it & g 3k od qf g @ gae &

qIe, AT % Wt & o€, HETar & Wi & ST b @R 3MYfcihaiait wF A &0 § gerare B smean |
Payment will be made directly to the suppliers by NEFT/RTGS after receipt of the goods, tested /inspected and found satisfactory with regard to
quality, quantity, and specifications ordered for and after satisfying that the terms and conditions of supply have been fulfilled.

13. 31 E’{iﬂﬁ foRel o1t T UTeleT AAET fRaT I o &) H\?ﬁ 34?—‘&@ gl ST FHTGT B /The quotations are liable to be rejected

if any of the above condition are not complied with

14. =faemsi e H\ﬁ'ﬂ’f $r ﬁﬁﬁ' ot 89 W §UT FRSP gt gl /Printed condition of the tenders/quotations shall not be binding on

us.
15, o g & el e, dRT R Ra wd sepEae G o ) R g, St ged 9 o g @ T e &
fore Faar arew 7@ § 3R 3 R FRoT A qare e e o ar welt e R @ il ®9 ¥ TR e @ e sdieR
Wl & foIv 79T 3SR MBI @I &1 /The acceptance of the quotation will rest with the Director, Indian Institute of Science

Education and research (IISER) Pune who does not bind himself to accept the lowest quotation and reserves the right to himself to reject
or partially accept any or all the quotations received without assigning any reason.

Tel.: 020 2590 8171/8180/8017 Fax: 020 2589 8022 Web: www.iiserpune.ac.in


https://askhindi.com/question/gst-kya-hai-hindi/

Dr.Bejoy K
Thomas is an

Associate Professor
in Humanities and
Social Sciences at
IISER Pune. He is a
social scientist who
has worked more
with natural scientists
than his own kind for
the most part of his
professional career.
Contact: bejoy@
iiserpune.ac.in

Challenges in
problem-driven

research

Compared to a decade or two earlier,
we see more researchers working in
interdisciplinary teams thanks to the
increasing attention on issues such

as climate change, poverty and water
management. There has been an
improvement in donor and institutional
support for problem-driven research.
Liberal arts programs that focus on
developing cross-disciplinary skills are
not uncommon anymore in India. A
whole new set of graduate programs

in areas such as ‘climate change and
development’ and ‘water science and
policy, to name a couple, have emerged,
combining physical, biological and social
sciences. While these are encouraging
trends, some challenges remain.

There are strong disciplinary hierarchies
set between natural sciences, social
sciences and humanities. Among

the natural sciences, applied fields such

as engineering are given prominence over
fundamental branches of science namely
physics, chemistry, biology and mathematics.
Among the social sciences, economics and

its more applied form, business studies,

occupy a higher position because of the use of
quantitative techniques as compared to political
science, sociology or anthropology. Humanities
disciplines including philosophy;, literature and
linguistics are accorded a lower status.

Some level of interdisciplinary engagement

is crucial for problem-driven research, in the
form of cross-disciplinary insights drawn from
basic disciplines, or full-fledged integrative
frameworks. As Popper’s oft-cited quote from
Conjectures and Refutations goes, “We are not
students of some subject matter, but students of
problems. And problems may cut right across
the borders of any subject matter or discipline”.
Water resources research is a case in point.
Water scarcity presents itself as a climatic or
hydrological problem, but the underlying
drivers might include land use change, food
preferences, labour availability or even regional
politics, requiring inputs from economics,
sociology and politics in addition to hydrology
and climate science. However, basic disciplines
cutting across the social and natural sciences
tend to fiercely guard their territories. In social
sciences, cross-disciplines
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Curtain

Farhan S Amin

I was once a bird that never flew much
But managed to reach a decent height
The winds had been kind
And I had had (some) stamina
To many, it may’ve seemed
That I was poised for
A longer, nobler, skiey journey ahead
I, too, thought the sky was a nice place to be
And I was, perhaps, right

Over time, some indolence took over
Did I forget what my altitude was?

I gradually built a cage around myself
And ever so deftly trapped myself in it
I suspect strongly that its bars
Were invisible to all those around
Except, of course, to me
The cage soon became a home

This was no ordinary cage, mind you
It stank of unambition, of a lack of stamina
And of cigarettes, to be sure
I should be glad that, at least
I did not encourage any other birds around
To emulate the mess that was I
Didn't they all realize this? Was it known
That I was not in possession of even
A microdrop of Felix Felicis?

I might well leave the cage someday
When, perhaps, the weather is more favorable
But I had also gradually clipped my own wings

Which brings me to my question
Shall I fly - ever - again?



Painkiller

A helpless infant meekly cries,

people walk by, too busy to stop.

A crippled widower with sunken eyes,
waiting and wishing for his next meal.
The curse of polio, a permanent limp.
Should he beg, or should he steal?

With cracked lips and parched throat,

he carried the burden left by his wife.
She had it easy, a cold night,

a prolonged cough and she was gone.
Leaving him with this child.

How he wished he was the one.

He let out a cough, with specks of blood.
Not long now he thought with morbid curiosity,
what might take him first? His hunger?
His disease? Or would it be his thirst?
What of his child then? Would it die too?
Perhaps someone would finally open their eyes.
See this orphaned child,

Give it a new life, a safe home.
Something more than he could provide.
The shrieking child stopped his thoughts.

Varna Shenoy

He dragged himself to his little alley,

to his plastic tent “home sweet home”.

The little milk left, he fed his son.

Another cough, he wasn't a coward.

He would not wait for death like this,

he was just vermin in this cruel world.

Living each day, craving the sweet release of death.
As he looked at his son, the only reminder of his
loving wife,

his confusions vanished.

He knew what was to be done.

A glint of metal and eyes closed,

it was done so quickly.

He could not bear to see, preferring his happy memo-
ries of his only son.

All he could here were cries that faded with the wind.
Now it was his turn, with breath held

and racing heart and with all the courage he could
muster,

he plunged the knife.

An electrifying pain, but he plunged again
Repeatedly till his hands gave way.

His mind went numb, only picturing his lovely family
And everything was black and gone.



Tummy trouble

Megha Dinesh Bhat

Recently, I skipped a period. My belly began to swell
overnight. I fear that I will soon be the mother of

a gas giant fathered by aloo, chana and rajma. I have
become a balloon leaking at both ends. Flatulence has
gone from occasional visitor to way of life. All this
because of some fetish for foods that are the cycle pumps
of the human tummy. My digestive tract and what goes
through it controls every aspect of my waking hours,
and some of my sleeping ones too. This is an ode to that
divine mistress (mister? master?) that has my tongue
enslaved and my stomach growling, and that dictates my
physical, mental and emotional well-being. To say that

I am a foodie is to say almost nothing. I don't just live

to eat; I love, laugh, think, walk, talk, sing — even wake
up in the morning, all because I know I will be get to

eat. While food sustains my body, the thought of eating
sustains my very existence.

I plan my day around food. I select three points of time
that are uniformly distributed in my waking hours

and assign a meal to each. This is to ensure that I am
sufficiently hungry to enjoy all the food I consume,
without ever being ravenous enough to push anything

I deem non-poisonous down my throat. The finest
pleasure in my life is to approach a table of well-
prepared food, suitably famished, and rise from it with a
full stomach, and not a morsel too many. This is the ideal
I strive towards for all my meals. This the way I hope to
live my life. If T exercise, it is to build this ideal hunger.
If T immerse myself in any form of entertainment,

it is to pass the time till that golden moment
when my stomach is growling just the right
amount. If I want to earn a living, it is to
buy that amount of food that will just
satiate me, without stretching out my
stomach. This ideal influences every
decision I make in my life.

My mother taught me that love can
be expressed through food. I was
fortunate enough to grow up without
want, so [ have never known what it
is to starve. My mother always made
sure to make me feel the abundance

g

always made sure I was full and proceeded to scrape the
bottom of the vessel herself. She would never deny me
any quantity of food, even if it was food she planned to
eat herself. Of course she could eat it and make more
for me; but her selfless behaviour in the matter of food
was inspired purely by love for her child and not by any
pragmatism. Therefore I tend to trust anybody who gives
away their own food freely, for they can surely mean no
harm. My reaction to anyone who takes from my plate is
a big indicator of what I feel for them - if  am annoyed
it means that I hardly care for them, and if I am benign I
feel very warmly for them.
Cooking is my hobby. I do not enjoy making fried,
extremely spicy or junk food of any kind, because
heavy-handedness with a popular ingredient is cooking’s
version of capitalism - lazy cooking that aims to sell. It
needs no skill and rarely has much nutritional value. I
enjoy knowing that I can feed myself healthy food and
hence need no one to take care of me. It is the truest
form of independence. Cooking for others has an
altruistic feeling associated with it, and if they cannot
cook, it feels like charity. All this is not to say that I do
not enjoy cooking for the sake of it - I do. I love working
with flavours and finding that perfect balance of savoury,
sweet and tangy that defines every dish. I love getting
the texture just right, so that the mouth can feel the
goodness of the food as much as the tongue can taste it. I
enjoy the whole process, even if a lot of it is monotonous
labour. The thought of the finished product spurs me on.
Of course, what happens during and after digestion
is also very important to me, and I always pray
that everything go smoothly. But to return
to my gas issue: living off a mess has really
taken its toll. Alas, the sacrifices one has
to make for education’s sake. The mess
capitalizes on people’s masochistic love
for gassy ingredients and fiery masalas
in oils. The blatantly unsubtle food
upsets my gentle soul, and also my poor
stomach, and now I walk around leaving a
little bit of my gas wherever I go.
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After a host of orientations in the first two weeks at
IISER, the dates for the much-awaited Fresher’s party
were finally made known to us. Our seniors had
planned a wonderful program for us which would
keep us overwhelmed for three weekends in a row!
The first weekend was named ‘Soirbee’ but it was not
at all a“second-rate party” as the name suggests. We
were divided into 25 groups of 5-9 people each and a
Treasure Hunt was organized. We were given clues
that point to particular places in [ISER, where more
clues awaited being found by us. We were so enthusi-
astic and the teamwork among a bunch of people,
who hardly knew each other, was quite surprising!

=




The second weekend, ‘Zabava) was a beautiful evening of
food and dance. We swayed to the tunes of all kinds of
party songs ranging from “Senorita” to “Lungi Dance” and
whatnot.

We were then told to prepare some performances on the
basis of the groups formed at Soirbee. It was a busy week
— all of us put our heart and soul in organizing our group
events for the final day and nevertheless it was a grand
success. The performances ranged from mimicking the
professors to song and dance performances to “lISER’s got
talent”! All in all, it was a highly entertaining morning.
Those days have been the best days in IISER for me till
now, and | know deep inside that | will cherish these
memories forever.







SPride Pach:

2 . .

Pride has been in our collective consciousness since 1969. Ever since a group f butch lesbians and
transgender sex workers decided to brick the police back in the day, we've had the idea of "Pride."
Right now, in India, pride parades are regular, and more cities participate every day, and most
metropolitan cities have colleges holding their version too. Except for IISER Pune, here it is different.
Since Pride as a form of protest is such a huge sign, it's challenging to start a movement directly with
that. Traditional art colleges that teach queer theory have had a lot more experience with pushing
through the veil and having a concrete support system behind them before having an event of this
scale. Here, we had two months. In academic terms, this translates to joining a new lab and present-
ing a poster on your work in the third week of the assignment.

However, | think [ISER has always had a queer community. We are, after all, significant minorities in
this day and age, and even if we don't reveal ourselves at first, we exist. Plus, queer is not only about
who you are but, also about what you believe. You can't ride in the coattails of people who have
rejected citizenship offers from Hitler, who've coded to break the World War 2 code, who have given
their lives in service to people and refused monetary gain and not become a little queer itself.
1st anniversary of the scrapping of 377. The 1st year wherein whichever pride march | went to, | did
not chant the number in the streets, and that's where we started. The discussion was afoot, and all
the organizers came about discussing the nitty-gritty of the protest. You see, it was IISER, we were
talking of long term goals, about a Queer Club, about bringing together everyone, about uniting.
There were days of despair, of course, because you see the "Pride" experiment had a success rate
that was so very low. | remember days when these kids would call up agency after agency to look for
speakers, and no one would respond.Till the last hour, we debated about speakers. And | can't even
imagine the sheer stamina of the people who were managing Karavaan and this without missing a
beat.

The poster making activity was a joyous occasion, a few people just sitting there building their
narratives and expressing. And then there was the beautiful coming together of it all.

Look, we did Pride in IISER; we had trans women, asexuals, lesbians singing out slogans in Marathi,
Guijrati, Hindi, and everything else. We had kids who just joined for the heck of it, and kids who were
in it from the beginning. And no matter how many times | wondered if it was right, it was.

Our protest was by no means perfect, and several times I've been asked by people from my commu-
nity about the caveats we had, and it leaves me heartbroken. The truth is, often, Pride starts from the
corner of a specific five-star hotel and includes people who wish for a party. This started from a small
discussion room, and it was filled with kids. And | know that the flamboyant queens who wear their
hearts on the sleeves joined in, but, it was something made by the kids, and that's the proudest any
pride has made me.






