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Editorial Comments

DU Vidha : Pooling Creativity at DU ...

This issue of DU Vidha brings to you your own imaginative journeys of fantasy
and freedom. From the students across departments, courses, colleges and
different centres the responses received have been enthralling. “What if?"is the
question that each creative piece asks and answers it by ushering the reader
into an imaginative world full of new possibilities.

The inventive potential of fantasy is laid bare in many a creative piece selected
for this issue. The first section includes works that offer expressions of
imaginative wonderlands that boldly re-characterize the epic heroes and
reclaim the fairytales of distant childhood days. The reader may face tense
moments as well as immense exhilaration in some pieces when one stands on
the threshold of the other world...a world which enables one to question,
compare, change and rewrite everything that is known and understood.
Reality is challenged, expectations are frustrated and stereotypes are
dislodged as the old woman in the woods offering fruits to young forlorn
children is anything but a witch. The mirror of fantasy is turned upon reality so
that the world of muggles is shaken up and begins to feel outlandish.
Imagination is given a freeway as stories and tales are read into otherwise
inarticulate bird songs. Coincidences lead to beautiful discoveries while the
imaginative drive lasts. This is what many of these pieces seem to suggest.

Fantasies serve as a haven for unfulfilled dreams and inspiring alternatives. The
second section of this issue brings together pieces that project fulfilment and
emphasise upon the importance of positive faith. Strung on the wings of fancy
these pieces celebrate freedom from pressing social expectations, from inner
turmoil, from greed and from outrage. These pieces look towards the fantasy
world for answers to questions that may be silenced and suppressed in the real
world. Things concealed, overlooked and sometimes intentionally ignored in
the mundane reality of day-to-day are brought to the forefront and allowed to
breathe and grow.



In these pieces, the inventiveness of fantasy makes it not just a refuge from
what is set and dictated but the birthplace of freedom, novelty and change.

Writing itself is a meditative and creative task. Nothing is more fantastic and
yet real than engendering into existence an imagined space through one's
writing. This innovative exercise that lets us create new characters and relate
new tales in words of our choice can be painstaking. Yet, a creative piece of
one's own making that gives one satisfaction is no less than a dream come true.
In the final section therefore we have collected all the pieces that meditate
upon the feeling of fulfillment that the creative exercise brings to an artist in
any and all modes, whether it be through songs, poems, or photographs.
Forever active, imagination has different ways of functioning, sometimes
stormy at others balmy, always helping us to broaden our perspectives. These
works demonstrate how one’s imagination has the potential to bring forth
wonder-worlds despite the darkest thoughts that may have captured one.

Imaginative and creative journeys cannot be dismissed as strategies to escape
reality; in fact they give us an opportunity to grapple with our inner self and
feelings, to engage with deeper reality and empower us to confront the
challenges of life with renewed confidence. It is with this faith and conviction
in creativity that we offer this rich selection of 84 original pieces (poems,
imaginative prose writings and visuals) by students from nearly 50 institutions
of the University of Delhi. Enjoy!

Sukrita Paul Kumar
Aruna Asaf Ali Chair
Cluster Innovation Centre
University of Delhi



Concept

Fantasy is not simply to be understood as a means of escape. It is in fact
something that is deeply rooted in real life experiences. Writings that succeed
in creating wonderlands too spring from reality. An imaginative writer uses the
mundane world in an inventive and quixotic manner. Disbelief is suspended
not to rashly lose track of reality but to bring it into a better perspective by
positing it against the unpredictable, wonderful worlds of our own

imagination.

The impossible becomes possible through a convincing depiction. In that, our
deepest fears and truest aspirations find expression. Indeed, it is difficult to tell
where fantasy ends and reality begins.
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Micro-tale (Harry)

Bedotroyee Bhattacharjee

Blimey Harry,

Hermione went to the muggle library today, and Mate you would not
believe what she came across. Someone has written books about us! There
are about 8 books, well Hermione insists on calling them 7 books and a
play. The last one talks about the future. | am not going to read them
without you of course, Hermione is however halfway through it. You
should come over as soon as you can. | know you want to flaunt your new
Speedgracer 1000 too. | heard it has a power function that could make
your nose bleed. Well enough of broomsticks, | would really like to see how
they portray us. | guess we are a thing in the muggles world too.
Apparently people are going nuts over the series. | could not understand
much but something called films are being made out of them. Blimey
Harry! | bet Rita Skeeter sold some of our journals we left at Hogwarts to
some muggles writer! She has become one of the richest people in her
country! I am hoping she is a better writer than Skeeter.

Still intrigued,
Ron

Bedotroyee Bhattacharjee is pursuing M.A: English

from Daulat Ram College.



Self Esteem

Jasnosor Kaur

Princess Layla lay on the floor of her room in front of the fireplace, silently
crying and sniffing. She was thinking of all that had happened earlier the
same day and about how she failed again.

“Layla, why are you sitting on the floor?” Her mother cried, standing at the
door, holding a tray of food. “You are wearing such a beautiful silver laced
blue gown, do you want it to get all grubby and wrinkled?”

“Mother, leave your good for nothing daughter alone.”

“Don’'t say that princess. | know you are upset because after days of
practice, today you were not able to ride a horse in front of your father. But
girl, you will learn it in due time.”

“No, | won't. | tried a thousand times; it's not going to happen.

“You are good at baking, writing poems and sketching. These are the
qualities a girl should possess. Your brother can ride you to any place you
wish.”

“Mother, you won't understand, | wanted to prove myself and be good at
something which needs courage. Forget it. | am not hungry!”

Layla ran out of the room.

“Layla, stop!”

But she didn't listen.

After running for half an hour in the woods, Layla stooped to catch her
breath. There she saw an old lady in her eighties, sitting on a rock and
weaving a robe of white colour which was so long that the whole city
could fit into it.

“For whom are you weaving such a long and huge robe?” asked the
princess.

“Anyone who wishes to wear it

Princess couldn’t understand what the old lady meant.

“Girl, what are you doing alone here? Where's your horse?”
f -
4 ol
AN



“Princess you have several men to teach you how to ride a horse."

“l am too afraid of everything. They have tried but were not able to teach
me. Wait how do you know that | am a princess?”

"Your attire, girl. | can help you learn horse riding.”

“How in the world can you teach me horse riding.”

“I have a magical fruit, if you will eat it, you will ride any horse perfectly.
The princess was amazed. "Are you a witch?”

“You can call me that, princess.

The old lady handed her the fruit and cried, “Just remember that this fruit
won't work if you have fear inside you. For the fruit to work, you have to
believe in yourself."

“Okay, Thanks lady.”

The next day, princess ate the magical fruit and sat on the back of the
horse, full of confidence and zeal.

She rode the horse just fine.

“My dear daughter, that was quite an improvement. Practice more and
you will be perfect”exclaimed her father.

The princess was elated; she rode to the woods to thank the old lady.

She found her weaving a new white robe from scratch. Layla didn't bother
to ask why.

“Your magical fruit has worked very well. Thanks old lady.”

“Why are you thanking me, | have not done anything princess and that
fruit was not magical”

"What are you saying?”

“I plucked the fruits from those trees,” she said pointing in the north
direction.

The princess couldn’t understand a word she said.

“Then aren't you a witch?”

“No”

"What is your full name, old lady?”

“Princess, you can call me Self Esteem.”

basaaad

Jasnoor Kaur is a student of B.A. (Hons) Economics, Second Year at
Guru Gobind Singh College of Commerce.



The Night Before

Kritika Chawla

| try to estimate how much time it is before the Sun rises and we go to war.
Everyone is prepared, Bhishma Pitamah will be the commander in chief
and the brothers will go to war against one another. | have never con-
fessed it to anyone, but | secretly wonder if I'm responsible for the impend-
ing disaster. | have already lost my kavach and kundal, it's just a matter of a
few days before my other curses come to play. | can hear the echo of all the
curses in my ears. All my knowledge and years of practice will be
invalidated when | need them the most. The words of Mother Kunti, | can't
seem to get rid of them. | still want to fight Arjuna, that urge to defeat him
will never go away, but all else, all the destruction, all the hatred, is it worth
it? | have never encouraged Duryodhana to fight with his brothers, but
could | have tried harder to stop him? Should | have? | heave a deep sigh. |
seem to only have questions tonight, no answers. And | don't think I'll ever
have them now. | would have gone to Krishna for advice but | know he'll
say what he already tried to convince me to do. There is no way | want to
join the Pandavas. My mother is Radha, and that's what | will believe till |
die. Why this restlessness then? | have pledged to kill Arjuna and that will
be the end, either of his life or mine. | am not scared of fighting with him. |
have full faith in my abilities. I'm scared because- because | feel guilty that
my pledge will indirectly be the cause of loss of so many lives, from both
the sides. | haven't even told Duryodhana the truth of my birth that |
recently learnt. | don't know how he'll react to it.

| see movement outside my camp and step out. It’s Duryodhana pacing up
and down. | go to him and ask what’s wrong. He looks at me but doesn'’t
say anything for a long moment. | can see my tension reflected in his eyes.|
know that deep down, he realises the truth too.



The silence of the night blows away all anger and ego. It's bare truth
between my best friend and I. | stand there, not waiting for him to answer
but just standing by his side. | would always stand by him, like he did,
when | needed it the most.

“What are you thinking?”| finally ask. He takes a deep breath and looks far
away. We can hear the faint chattering of the night birds.

“It's not just me, you know. Or us” He finally looks at me and replies. |
beckon him with my eyes to continue. He looks away again. “There are
hundreds of lives. | am responsible for each one of them. They are my
people. All of you. And | am using everyone to fight my battle. |.." of course
he would think that way, he is a wonderful King, a thoughtful husband
and father, and the most loyal friend.

| should have told him that no, it's our battle too. It's our war. | should have
told him that whatever decision he makes, | will always be with him. |
should have told him then and there not to worry about anything but
instead I'm myself surprised at what comes out of my mouth.

“I am the eldest Pandava.

Duryodhana looks at me perplexed. His eyes asking a hundred questions
his lips can't form. | finally decide to tell him all. | tell him about my
meeting with Krishna and Mother Kunti. | tell them what they said to me,
word by word. | have no idea if he'll ever want to see my face again when |
finish. | don't know if he'll consider me an enemy too.

“So | told her that that way, whoever dies, Arjuna or |, she will still have five
sons.” | finish and Duryodhana stares at me. | cannot gauge what his
expression means.

“If  ask you for something, will you be kind enough to grant it?” he asks in
a neutral voice. | nod vigorously. “Anything brother, anything.”“We'll go to
the Pandavas as soon as the Sun rises. Only you and |, and you'll tell them
that if they give you all that you rightfully deserve as a Pandava, we don't
want to fight”



“What?" | am confused beyond belief. He doesn't want to fight? Of all the
things | expected from Duryodhana, this wasn't one of them. | take a
moment trying to calculate, trying to figure if there’s a hidden plan in his
advice. "“Don't think too hard brother. | know what | am saying. You think |
won't do anything that doesn't profit me?” “No, that's not it. I'm just
confused. Why would you not want to fight, Duryodhana? You mean there
will be no war? But why?"“That's exactly what | mean”he smiles calmly. His
smile only confuses me more. Is he really saying what I'm hearing? A faint
voice in my head tells me not to doubt his goodness. I've always believed
in his kindness, but in this moment | respect him a hundred times more.

“You think I'm fighting with Pandavas because | enjoy it? No, Karna, | was
going to war because they're unfair. Because | never got what | rightfully
deserved and | wanted to show to them that if they won't give me my
whole right, I'll snatch it. But you're the one who deserves it more than
anyone Karna. You're my best friend. You're the voice of reason in my times
of rage. And no, | am not doing this for you. | am doing this because after
what you told me, this war doesn’'t make sense. | know | was too blinded in
my ego and Shakuni’s plotting, but | have reason too my friend. And now's
the time to let the brain do the talking, not my anger. No one enjoys war,
Karna. If they agree to give you what you should have got long back, there
will be no war on this land of Kurukshetra. Let’s try to reach there as early
as we can and talk to Krishna and Yudhishtra. Does Yudhishtra know?”

“I-l don't know. | don't think so.’| seem to not comprehend my own words.
Duryodhana smiles and puts an arm round my shoulder as he starts
walking towards my camp. “Get some sleep. We'll wake up in some time
and go meet your brothers, okay?”

“Okay, good night, Brother."The sentence is almost a whisper because my
voice is clouded with emotions. There is so much to say, so much more to
think. | stand there, outside my camp, watching Duroyodhana go towards
his.



He looks up at the sky and takes a deep sigh before entering. | go inside
and close my eyes, trying to calm my racing heart and wondering if this
was all a dream or reality. | guess I'll find out when | wake up in a few hours.

AVNNNY

Kritika Chawla is a student of M.A English, First Year
at the Department of English.



Maths Nightmare

Shubham Gop

A boy, in his teenage, dreaded mathematics;
Maths was a nightmare, he loathed even the basics.
But, he was having a mere wish
That he could vanish maths by a magical wand's swish.

On a moonless night, he was strolling around,
Until a stick fell on his head,
That made him grin and yell, 'Look, what I've found!'
It was a wand, a magical wand
That bore the message - "Just one wish and I'm gone.”

The boy knew what his wish would be,
‘Avada Kedavara! Remove maths from my life please!
The moment the wish was fulfilled and the wand gone,
He sprinted to his room and realised that he's won.

No maths' textbooks and notebooks around,
He felt his heart with happiness and joy - abound.
He grabbed his phone to tell his friend this awesome news,
But to his surprise, there were no numbers on the phone to be
used.

Soon he realised, maths has vanished and so have numbers.
He hadn't thought his grim wish would create such blunders.
He ran to clutch his wallet and took out a coin
No number on it too and in disgust he thought -

What he had been doing....?

10



He cursed himself for what he had done.
Who on earth is going to spare him? ...None!
No maths meant - no speeding cars, aircrafts and stuff.
Without it, people's lives seemed tough.

He had maimed physics and chemistry, he thought,
What maniac problem, to the world, he has brought.
He wished he could reverse the time,

To undo the dangerous crime.

Suddenly he woke up in his bed and looked around,
To his relief, it was just a dream, he found.

ANV

Shubham Gop is a student of B. A. (Hons) Economics, Second Year
at Shaheed Bhagat Singh College.
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The Untold Tale of the Nightingale

Aishwarya Kumar

She couldn't wait to meet her,
The warmth of her love, was what she craved for,
All she wanted now was to rest on her breast,
And let her lullabies calm the unrest,
"Maa" she exclaimed as she appeared to her sight,
And hugged her so very tight.
She was sent out to live her life, But ‘midst her journey she
returned awhile,
One more time to feel the love, to feel alright,
To gain the strength for another flight.
At her return, she soon realized,
Things had changed, nothing was right,
She had never felt this broken,
She left, this time never to return.
Her heart was too heavy to fly,
She spread her wings and hit the sky,
Exhausted, she found an abandoned nest,
A twig hurt her, as she slept.
She awoke and her knees felt weak,
Cries of "Maa" “Maa" escaped her beak.
Her pained cries were mistaken for sweet melody at midnight
And the world enjoyed the Nightingale's song all night!

VY

Aishwarya Kumar is a student of B.Com. (Hons.), Third Year at
Shaheed Bhagat Singh College.
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Untitled

Shreya Chatterjee

She talked in her sleep for hours. This was a regular phenomenon with her.
She awoke suddenly, sweaty and hot. “Is it happening again?” asked her
Mom who had just entered unnoticed. “It never stopped as such” she re-
plied. “Well you should see someone regarding what's going on Sarah. It
isn‘t normal.” Sarah sat on her bed and said nothing for a while.“Well | kind
of like it. | know it isn't exactly in the normal category of dreams but |
somehow don't want it to stop.”“But why? Doesn't it bother you that you
dream about random people’s lives who don’t even know about your
existence, but you know everything about them? Every and each detail of
their lives. How they live, eat, spend their Christmas or the tiniest detail,
like where Maggie keeps her dolls."“Oh you remember the names in my
story?” grinned Sarah. Her mom ignored her comment and continued,
“Even if you happen to meet them, even in the slightest chance of that
happening, do you think they will even acknowledge your so called
“abilities” or even believe you for that matter? And if you don’t ever meet
them, what's the whole point of this?”"“That is the thing mom. Some things
just don't have a point. And of course | want to meet these people and find
out more about their lives because that’s literally like meeting the people
of my dreams” She smiled to herself on that little pun, and continued, “But
the fact of the matter is that this cant be stopped because its not even in
my control. When it initially started, it bothered me a lot but now its just
somehow a very important part of me, you know? Its like | know these
people and all about their life, the present one plus their past life.
Amusing, isn't it?” Her mother sighed and left the room. Her father, who
had been eavesdropping on this conversation, sighed too after her
mother exchanged a disappointed look with him. Meanwhile, Sarah
started her day with a smile. Nobody fully understood why she even
enjoyed having such dreams or how she could feel so close to people she
didn’t even know, but some things are always inexplicable right?

14



“When did it start?’, asked the psychologist. “About five years ago” replied
Sarah, angry with her mother who had tricked her into coming to the
“dentist” for a “perfectly normal daily check-up.”“Tell me what exactly did
you see. Is it the same dream every time, or fragments of the same? Is it
about some recurrent people or do you see different people? Plus, where
do you see all this happening? Tell me every detail” “Well, its pretty
descriptive, so it might take time and you might find it boring”“I'm a psy-
chologist, honey. Every detail please” she smiled. "Alright. So as | told you it
started about five years ago. There is this constant environment that | see.
It's a small little colony, embedded in a city with lakes and greenery. Its a
constant group of people that | see. A little happy family, though | see a
single father with his two kids. The dreams are nothing explicit, just that |
see them doing normal chores and going about their daily lives. However
| feel very connected to them in an unusual way. Like they affect me
somehow. | have a feeling they know me you know? Also, you should
know that | love to have these dreams. My mother thinks that's completely
absurd but | don’t even want them to stop. Its not even a problem for me.
Its now a part of me and who | am. Its completely normal for me. | don't
even think | need any help to "cure” this, as my mother likes to put it.
Whether that’s true or not is a question beyond my comprehension. Well
that’s just it. Guess that wasn't as explicit as | initially had imagined." The
psychologist didn’t say anything for a long time. She stared at the window
situated exactly behind where Sarah was sitting. “Was it that boring?’,
exclaimed Sarah with a surprised laugh. The psychologist finally seemed
to come back to her senses. She thought to herself, “Well being this lost
after hearing a client’s story does not exactly befit a psychologist’s profile.
"Mrs Mosby?” asked Sarah now completely puzzled with the
psychologist’s reaction. “I'm so sorry Sarah. I'll see you tomorrow then.
Same time!” She said with a blank, lost face. Before Sarah could say
anything, Mrs Mosby requested her assistant to call in the next client.
Sarah left the office, completely taken aback by her reaction.

“She didn't say anything. Nothing at all. Except that she'll see me
tomorrow again, same time” Sarah narrated back home.
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Her mother was now tensed. Was this beyond the repair of the
psychologist? Will this continue forever? What were they going to do?

Mrs Mosby couldn't see how all this had happened. How could someone
have the exact same dream for the exact same time that she had been
having it? How could this happen? Coincidence? No, she knew better than
that to happen. Her mind raced and recounted the events of the day. She
had become a psychologist to deal exactly with this problem. This
recurring dream that haunted her every night, yet she loved to have it, like
Sarah. The dream that had been haunting her for five whole years. Yet, she
didn't want it to stop. She wanted answers to the the unknown, of things
reality couldn't explain. Thus she chose psychology, to delve into people’s
lives and minds, to know what they think and believe, to delve into the
unknown. Well, she had found the exact unknown she had been looking
for. Except the answer to that was still a mystery. This was a clue right? To
discover what this was. To find answers to how this could happen. She had
to see Sarah. Tonight.

The drive to Sarah’s house was tense and brooding. It was raining,but that
didn’t bother Rachel. She drove on. This was a definite signal. A strong be-
liever in destiny and miracles, she didn't exactly ever befit a psychologist’s
profile anyway. But she had to be one. She chose this path for answers.
Was she going to find answers tonight? She really really hoped so.

“Who is it at 10 pm?” wondered Sarah’s mom. She opened the door and
was surprised to see Sarah’s psychologist. She immediately imagined the
worst. Before Rachel could say anything, she blurted out, “Its Sarah, isn't it?
Something is terribly wrong right? Can it never be cured?”“Please calm
down. I'm here for a completely different purpose. Sarah can | talk to you
for a minute please? Alone, if possible!

“I thought this was an imaginary place. The people definitely seemed real,

but | didn't think | would actually be travelling there.” Sarah spoke, half to
herself and half to Rachel. They were on the train.
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They were going to visit the family. What was the name of the place or the
station was completely unknown to them.” But why don't we remember
the part of the dream where the place might have been mentioned?’,
asked Sarah."Well you know, | don't exactly know the answer to that but
our brain remembers some events very very clearly, while completely
blurs out others. Isn't it odd that both of us fail to remember the name of
the place? Although | remember exactly how it looks. So we'll be able trace
it down.” "Yeah me too. | remember exactly how it looks. This is so
exciting!“exclaimed Sarah with excitement.

“This is it. This is the station, isn't it?”, asked Rachel." Yes, exactly as | imag-
ined” smiled Sarah. “What are we waiting for, then? Lets go!“said Rachel.
Rachel then asked the cab driver to take them to a red brick house at the
end of the lane on sector 4, Palm Springs drive.

They walked up the house, nervous yet excited. Everything seemed so
familiar, as if they lived there. Those flowers, that chimney, that brick
structure, everything. It was time. The answers lay beyond that door. They
rang the bell. With a click, the door opened. An old man opened the door.
He stared at them for what seemed like an eternity and started weeping.
Rachel and Sarah had expected surprises, but they were rather taken
aback by this.”This may sound really inappropriate, but do you know us?’,
Rachel asked. The man weeped a little more, and then pacified himself.
“Come in and see for yourself” was all he could manage to say. His
weeping had now been overpowered by awe and surprise. He couldn't
stop staring at them. “Are you ghosts?’, asked a small girl who seemed to
be about five and had just entered the room along with her older brother,
who gaped at the visitors with his mouth wide open.“Maggie!” exclaimed
Rachel and Sarah in unison. She was exactly like in their dream. Well,
everything was. Sarah wandered to the other room. It was the father's
room, she guessed. What she saw there left her dumbfounded. Over the
mantelpiece was picture. A picture of her and Rachel. Yes, it was a picture
of them. She called Rachel, who was as surprised as she was. "l don't
understand”Sarah finally exclaimed. “We don't either.
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How are you back?’, said the father who had entered the room with his
kids. “l am still at bay here. How do you have an exact photo of me and
Sarah?’, asked Rachel"Well this might sound absurd but Sarah was my
eldest daughter Ginny, who died in a car crash twenty years ago. You, my
wife were in the car with her. Both of you died that day” Rachel and Sarah
just stood there, unable to utter a word. No wonder they had dreamt of
this family for five years. No wonder Sarah came to Rachel of all the
psychologists in the city. No wonder they knew every tiny detail about this
family. No wonder they knew everything about the lives of strangers who
were now suddenly family. No wonder they had dreamt about their past
lives for the past five years. “No wonder” They both exclaimed.

Coincidence? No, they knew better.Some things had been answered and
some hadn’t. But Sarah and Rachel were satisfied and were finally at
peace. No wonder they both believed in miracles. No wonder.

Rassaad

Shreya Chatterjee is a student of B. A. (Hons) History , Second Year
at Miranda House
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Untitled

Prabhjot Kaur

Where the moon was shy
Where all the what ifs deny
Those trees covering the sky
There stands a woman veiling her chest
There stands a woman with a single breast.

Was it the magic of her sweat or the fragrance of the wood,
Or may be it was the strong essence of her womanhood.
The glamour of her nature covering her anxiety,
Thinking about the doomed society,

All the hustle going on in her mind
About taboo of scars, bald skull and weight,

All the memories of romance and motherhood she rewinds,
After all the pain she carried, she still stands straight.
The beauty of her bald scalp still prevails,

She has the power still to collect the stars in her veil.
After the great pain and disdain,

The power of womanhood still remains

Lasaand

Prabhjot Kaur is a student of B.A.Program, Second Year at
Vivekananda College.

19



arerdr g
HET BT 3R 3RG ar g

a1 el gRiET Sfige #
AT BT AT & g
AT B e &y aReTer
AT U T DI BT /T
& FeA or ardr gely a1 gar
T BT 3R ARG A1 g

Tl &7 3T a1 g
AT BT BIHdT HAR
& STd #A@E ad el &
a7 g Ut F 83 H
e 2o drelt & 7 adr
HET BT 3R 3R ar ardr

AT BT A" ér Aih
a1 gidr shaa yfdcats
a1 UH Hfadar war s
AT 3 Tl el &S
UH EE GHSE drell Ui ar gid
HET BT 3R ARG a1 g

20



a1 @l i aar
AT BT gfasar #ar &
AT BT TE T AT S
AT BIdT GERR g s
I Rl Fr gRET & arelt aget a1 el
haTr BT 3R 3T a1 g

g #
$O A {dT 3R ARG A1 @ |

Lasanad

fAfa= FAR fFREme Fea §
TSI o (FYH TS ) S BT g |

21



Somnolence

Amit Kumar

| live in a mystic delirium, | see circular dreams
Dreams whose beginnings and ends have melted
I live and relive the same spaces, same old times
Act and reenact the same roles, commit the same old crimes.

Restlessness and transience offer me wings
At once | fly to the sky for the weightless thrill
At once | drop to the bosom of earth for the joy it brings.

| am in a drunken stupor, my senses are lulled
Just to stay on my feet | have ominously struggled.

My ears half shut, strain to hear
sibilant whispers, familiar sounds
My eyes half open, laboriously widen to discern
hazy faces lost in smoke and clouds.

Let me live, lost deep in my delirious trance
Allow me my fantasies minus any pragmatic this-worldly sub-
stance

Spare me a cruel awakening, spare me the real
For all that | reject in this world, | still hold in the ethereal.

AN

Amit Kumar is currently studying at Law Centre-ll, Faculty of Law.
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A Journey of Discovering the Self

N K Vinutha

| walk on this path
that's yet undiscovered,
Less wandered and distinct,

The fog of unknown fear and relentless doubt obscure my way,
Yet the gurgling sounds from the river of hope give solace to my soul.
The ice capped mountains stare at me, invincible and undeterred,
As they spark in me the strength
to endure all odds, | continue on this journey.

In search of the passions of my heart, | enter into the dense forest.
The sun peeps now and then
from the top,

The leaves and branches form new shadows, just as | see myself seeking meaing.
The crickets and cicadas sound as if heralding great opportunities for the future.
Singing along, | move on.

Ah! The sun dawns upon me!

And the darkness of ignorance begins
to fade away,
| come across new possibilities just as
a rainbow forms beside the silvery waterfall.

All the failure and success up until then, felt like ups and downs
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of the valley.

And here | am...On the mountain top,

Enjoying the marvellous view of every dream
that was thought unreal by many,
Still unsure of the ways taken and risks involved,

| step back,

The cold winds blow all of a sudden,

And bring back the memories of the tireless efforts of the past.
| smile! For there is immense joy bursting from within,
Like pollen from the flowers of spring.

| arise at this dawn!
Apy e

N K Vinutha is a student of M.A. English, Final Year
at the Department of English.
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Queen of the Night!

Aishwarya Kumar

Her touch was luminous,
Her charisma was ferocious,

She shined bright in the darkest of night,
Everything she touched danced in the midnight,
Crescent or full, no matter what she has been,
She ruled the night sky like a queen,

Her beauty left the world spellbound,
Nothing as beautiful as her was ever found,
The world cared way too much about her marks,
Yet she was seated firm in innumerable hearts,
She is the epitome of beauty,

The universe has never witnessed something so pretty!

bassand
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Twinkling Bird

N K Vinutha

‘I saw a twinkling bird in the sky today, Maa’, said Baby Ostrich to Mama
Ostrich.

“In your dreams, baby! It's time to go to bed., said Mama Ostrich. However,
her baby was adamant but was put to sleep soon.

“Shyamal!’, a voice came and there was Shyamala, summoned by her
friends to play tic-tac-toe. Leaving the book aside halfheartedly, she went
downstairs. The courtyard, filled with the laughter and chirping of little
girls, a witness to the daily routine of the Nair houses, which allowed their
girls to gain an understanding of worldly affairs through books and social
interaction. Shyamala, a girl of nine, with long hair, brightest among girls
of her age, inquisitive about every new thing she came across.

Disturbed by the thought of the twinkling bird, her mind ran as fast as an
antelope in the green plains. Sitting at her window, trying to find the
twinkling bird, swimming through the sky.

A dark cloud with a sudden lightning appeared, shuddered the girl. A bird
she could find, in that cloud.

Happy as she was, on discovering the much awaited sight,
The next moment, noticed a small flickering light in the middle of the
ocedan.

It too seemed a bird to her with a long neck. A revolving head with
shimmering eyes. Tired, she then slept.

_—

-
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Morning came with its brightness. And the sun too was far above and
shiny.

The earthen lamps at the temple, headlights of the bicycles and buses,
fireflies in the backyard at dusk, all shone and dazzled in front of her.
Perturbed, the curious mind, finally, opened Adventures of Baby Ostrich,
Hurriedly turning the pages and reading the black, rounded script she
‘exclaimed, “"Oh! It was a constellation of stars, after all! Poor, Baby Ostrich!”
A sigh of relief she felt and a sense of pride

glistened through her spectacled face...

ANV

N K Vinutha is a student of M.A. English, Final Year
at the Department of English.
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Star in the Sky

Prerna Singh

Of the several stars in the sky,
| gazed at one, with my wide opened eyes.
It stared back at me and smiled,
| got confused yet was mesmerised.

It now pointed at me and laughed,
| got bewildered and petrified.
It held my hand and made me walk,

| followed like a baby by its mother’s side.

We came to the worlds of stars,
| lost myself into it and felt no harm,
For the star was yet not me,

But still held me in parts.

The star was just one of the several stars.
But the only one who made me the most calm.
| felt its touch as if holding thin air,

In possession yet free.

| saw me in it and it in me
It smiled and waived.
| realised, the star was just me

.a simple me...
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| myself was the star with my own light
But not that bright
Yet my personal and all mine.

Of the several stars in the sky,
| found the star within me,

at whom | gazed with my wide opened eyes.

bassnnd

Prerna Singh is studying in LC-ll, Third Year
at Faculty of Law.
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Fantasy and Reality

Abhinav Anand

Your reality is so dear to you
That you are afraid of something new
You impose, you dictate
You force me to accept
In the name of reality
In the name of fate
But | have these borrowed wings
That will take me beyond
Your' reality, your scorn.
| will create my own world
And will never call it real
| will call it fantasy
So that you can also
Come to that world with me
You call 'this' world real
| just ask really?

And you brand me as a fool
You call me silly
| just want to have a say

And see things in my own way
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"This' world can be a better place
If we can be so generous
As to look and see
How fantasy

Blends with what we call reality...

hassaad

Abhinav Anand is a student of B. A. (Hons) English ,
Second Year at Maharaja Agrasen College.
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A Girl Named Love

Shrey Ahuja

“Sir, sir,’ this man panting like he'd run a marathon poked me on the
shoulder. He spoke as though certain | knew the answer to whatever he
wanted to know.

"Yes," | said as | turned around. | looked at him and saw the man. He was
wearing a black jeans and a T shirt. He was bent down, his hands on his
knees and his back heaving up and down. He was catching his breath. |
was initially just going to shout at him the instant | turned, but something
about that man mellowed me,

“What, what is it my good man?”| asked him, concerned.

“Sir, |, just wanted, to know,” he said panting, his words punctuated by
deep breaths.

“Catch your breath first man. Take a second,” | told him, concerned very
much now for his well-being.

“No no, it's, it's fine,"he said as he placed his left hand on my right shoulder.
“I'm fine.”

He said that, but his voice made it seem as though he was about to fall
down if he didn’t take in a gulp of air fast. | took him by the hand he had
put on my shoulder and walked him to a chair close by and sat him down

"Deep breaths, deep breaths,” | said in my calmest voice possible. And he

did. | think he calmed down a bit and took in deep breaths. | didn't know |
had such a voice in me.
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“What happened? Why are you so tired and panting?”| asked him in a soft
but firm voice.

He had finally relaxed a bit. The deep breaths had done their trick.“I'm, I'm
looking for someone,” he said. He was calm but his voice was still fast, as
though he was still running.

“Is that why you were running?”| asked him.

He calmly looked down at his clothes and realised they were all sweaty
and dripping.

“Yeah, | guess that’s why | was running. | really wanted to catch her,’ he
said.

When he spoke, his voice sounded so good, so pure, so calm, yet so
hollow. Broken and barren. Full of emptiness. He was like a beach. A beach
where everything was perfectly calm. The sun wasn't too harsh, the ocean
was calm and not crashing into the beach loudly. The birds were chirping
in the background concordantly. And a light breeze covered the beach.
Yet despite all the calmness, the beach was empty. Bereft of people.
Despite its calmness and seeming stiliness, nobody set foot in it.

“Who were you seeking?” | asked him. My voice was rushed, fast and
discordant. But, not as hollow. | was like the beach where there was
everyone. It was full of people, where the sun was shining a bit too harshly
and the waves were crashing in loudly. The people too were loud and
chaotic and too self-engrossed with the beach’s imperfections. They
whined and complained, rather than appreciating what they had. And
all of them thinking how they will have to go back to their lives once this
holiday is over, rather than enjoy being at the beach.

“There's this girl | want to find," he said. He looked right ahead, obsessed
with the search. There was something about him | couldn’t yet pinpoint.
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“Who's this girl you so desperately want to find?” | asked.
“See, this girl. She's named Love,” he said.

“A girl, named love?”| asked him, a bit bewildered.
“Yes," he responded.

It was when he said this | figured out what seemed off. He wasn't looking
at me, he was looking above my shoulder. He was looking beyond me.
And he wasn't talking to me, he was talking to nobody in particular. He
was just talking. Out in the open, to all those who could hear him.

“What, what happened to her?”| asked him, bewildered and a bit worried.

“She’s lost. She's gone somewhere; |, | just can't seem to find her
anywhere,” he said.

"What does she look like?”| asked him.

He let out a huge sigh. “She, she’s beautiful. She looks as though an angel
came to Earth. She is as beautiful as Heer and Juliet and all of them. Her
face is pure and innocent. And her words are beautiful like a brownie that
melts in your mouth. Her scent is so pure, so clean and fresh like the fresh
mountain air, high into the sky!” As he spoke, | lay there mesmerised. His
words captured me. He spoke with so much passion about her.

There were no hidden agendas with him. He had no grand plan as to why
he wanted her or what he planned to do after he found her. He talked
about her and wanted to find her as though it was his sole purpose in life.

| thought about the last time | felt like this about something, about

anyone. | don't know how long it has been since | wanted something with
all my heart, no strings attached. Only because | love it.
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We trap ourselves in our little bubbles, doing what we love but for some
bigger reason. To make money, to become popular. To be someone. But
the things we love should be just that. The things we love. Not things we
will in time try to monetise or show them off. They should be just for us, for
ourselves, for our happiness. If something you love doesn't make you
happy, what's the use of it?

It didn't feel long thinking about all this. But it was long enough for that
man to go off again. Running somewhere probably, leaving me all alone
to think on the beach, where the people had gotten up and the sun was
setting and the moon was coming around. The day was ending on the
beach, and hopefully, the next day might bring some change in the beach.

bassaad
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Haunting Fantasies

Sanjeev

Recalling the dream of last night
Meadow in the moonlight
Breeze running through
A shadow came out of the woods
Sending a chill down my spine
| could barely move
Broken in cold sweat
| stood there helpless
Waiting for the worse to unfold
As the short round figure came near
My breath grew dear
| had dread this moment a thousand times in my child mind
A ghost from the unknown world coming to take me away
How in my growing up years
| believed this will never take place
For life was about practicality
Finding sense in morality
During the span of time
This fright was buried deep down in my mind
But now that | see the dreaded event
Unfolding before my eyes, | realised
Heart was always more sensible than mind
For it saw the future beyond conceivable notions
It saw the lightning which blinded the mind
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My mind was confused in the theory of rain
While the heart was mesmerised in the beauty of dew
Mind was hailed for intellect
Heart was suppressed
Now | see death in the eye
Smiling at me for | am naive
Time running out
Life flashing before my eyes.

hasanad
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That Girl

Ananya Baruah

Let there be no pain
Let there be no tears;
After everything that you braved
What do you really fear?

Shrewd were they who indented on your heart
Only to embezzle the seemliness and delight that was yours;
But look, oh look at you, you lionhearted damsel
How magnificently you spread your wings
And take flight with everything you repossessed;
How elegantly you fabricated and flaunt what you really are
Tearing the hearts of many
Who now wish you by their side;

Who not for once treasured your worth
Who thought you were a catastrophe, an evil eye;
So jubilant, so blissful, so elated, so content
And yet your eyes hold the truth
Of the strident life, that you once condemned;

Is it over? Is this the end?

Does this mean you'll no more be grief- stricken?
You know, and yet, how beautifully do you hide it
Hide your fears, behind that winsome smile of yours;
Like a drop of tear or a look of dismay
Might invite the worst of the woe;

And you want no more of the phoney solace
Or the dejected eyes following you;

But instead, an answer, a score to settle
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For all that had befallen you;
Until then and until the very end
Fly till it'’s unimaginable to pull you down
Where the monstrosities of life and humans prevail
Fly till you know, your intendment of life is complete.

Raaaaad
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Who Am I ?

Amit Kumar

In the book of my life
like footnotes in small print
lie traces of another me.

Shying away from the casual reader
but visible to those who know
they tell what | was
and what am | going to be.

Between my yesterday and my morrow
amidst the bygones and forthcoming
they stand in my today
beckoning all those who want to see.

Seek them out
and follow where they lead

to unravel the puzzle
of my being me.

Rassnad

Amit Kumar is currently a student
at Law Centre-ll, Faculty of Law.
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The Fallen Star

Arijit Roy

You see the veins in your hands
you laugh to keep the pain at bay
| never saw the mirror scream
but it reflected all it had to say.
The shadows dance in your eyes
as you whisper your secrets into the air
and let them travel to a new land
away from sins and all prayer.
Each day you live
each day you die
for you were born
in the hour of sky.

But you burned your wings
you broke the dome
and embraced a land

which was never your home.
Still you will rise
Still you will shine
the sky will see you fly again
for even the desert
after a thousand years
is blessed with the joy of rain.

haasaad

Arijit Roy is a student of B.A. (Hons) English, First Year

at Sri Venkateswara College.
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Untitled

Chhavi Goyal

For | am the first and the last
| am the venerated and the despised.
| am the prostitute and the saint.| am the wife and the
virgin.
| am the mother and the daughter.
| am barren and my children are many.
| am the married woman and the spinster.
| am the woman who gives birth and she who never
procreated.
| am the consolation for the pain of birth.
|am the wife and the husband. And it was my man who
created me.

| am the mother of my father.

| am the sister of my husband. And he is my rejected son.

Always respect me.

For | am the shameful and the magnificent one.

AYNVY

Chhavi Goyal is a student B.A. (Hons) Journalism
at Kalindi College.
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A Facade that Turned
into a Dream

Rashi Bareja

From whining about love to whining about my kids, the difference was just
small. The small difference being about the only emotion | felt in my soul
vaguely: reciprocation. Being an 85- year old man, | always used to think
whether | would be able to smile as bright as my name amidst the
darkness my child has put me in.

| still remember the day when | was tapping furiously on my phone, trying
to find out why my son’s display picture on whatsapp showed no picture
and why my messages didn't deliver. Being brought up in an era which
lacked technology, | craved for having understood it that day. | was in a
helpless state; | murmured my daily prayers to God, which usually centred
on my son. | then went and sat on my defunct chair, still contemplating
why my son hadn’t called me after reaching US. | could sense a little awk-
wardness in my son’s behaviour at the time he was leaving. | knew that he
wasn’'t happy while living with me, because children at this age want free-
dom and an old man like me; acceptance. | remember how my daughter
-in- law passed a forced smile at me and how my son didn't dare to look
into my eyes at the time they were leaving. A voice in my heart told me
that they are gone and | like every father, denied my inner voice and
compelled myself to think positively.

Days passed and every single day | would constantly stare at my phone to
check if he had called. But maybe, by then | should have realised that | was
blocked and not any call of mine would ever reach him. Let me tell you,
this blocking thing was the least that | had imagined. | thought that
maybe, he was sick; but who stays sick for months?
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| then called his only friend in a hope that he'd say that he was not sick.
And yes, he wasn't. He had reached US and was doing just fine. And then,
| did realise. | DID.

Tears were streaming down from my eyes, blurring every single object
that was placed in front of me. The reality was indeed harsh, but like every
other human | had to accept it. And when a year passed without having
any contact with him, | was left with no other choice than to accept it.
Those were days when | cried along with the sound of the rain because |
was tired of crying beside solitude. There was something about rains that
had always amazed me and made me smile along with the droplets. But
on those days, they were just reduced to a background when | cried my
heart out.

| remember how my lungs were filled from the smoke of the cigarettes
that | had lit while missing my only source of existence, which was now
lost to me. They say everything heals with time, but | just got more and
more ruined. The scars on my hand were exposed every time | walked past
people, and they would gaze at me with astonishment. | wish | could make
them understand that their penetrating gaze will only worsen my
situation. But | would not lie, when | would mention that these scars were
the only source because of which | am now smiling as bright as my name.

| never knew that the abyss in my soul could be filled with a paper and
pen. And that was marked as a turning point in my life. That was yet anoth-
er day when | was watching the moonless sky, faintly smiling over my life,
which was just like a night without a moon in its embrace. Suddenly, | felt
the need to write about the starless night with every single metaphor that
my mind could be capable of producing.

After | finished writing, | realized that instead of spilling my feelings about

the deficient position of the sky, | had written about how my life was
replete of the same bleakness that this night has.
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That was perhaps the day when | had smiled from my heart for the first
time after he had left. | was amazed as to how a pen and paper could ease
off the pain, that nothing else in the world could.

| then promised myself to keep practicing writing; for only it had the abili-
ty to wash away the pain of my devastated heart. Within months, | was
shocked to see, how that one page was converted into a pile of pages.

PRESENT-

I'm currently at a book launch and my phone is ringing. It's my turn to
speak next after the chief guest is done bestowing wonderful words
about me and the book. | am staring at my phone’s screen and my eyes are
widening with disbelief. | put the phone inside my pocket and drink some
water as my eyes are almost wet. Suddenly | hear the chief guest saying,
“Now let us welcome, Mr. Suraj Arya, the author of the boaok. | would also
like him to share his experience while he was writing his first book”

There are at least a thousand people in front of me as | speak:

“Good morning ladies and gentlemen!

It's been a pleasure to be surrounded by such beautiful faces on this auspi-
cious day. | would like to thank each and every one who has added beauty
to this book by their contributions. Most importantly, | want to thank my
readers for their love and support to a new author. | would like to tell you
all that | never thought that | would be standing in front of you people and
sharing my experience with you all, for | was never a writer, nor did | ever
aspire to become one

They say everything happens for a reason and eventually all the dots con-
nect. Most of the time, pain does not always lead you to the path of
destruction. Sometimes, it helps you to prosper in life and do something
which you never imagined.
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This book is about the story of an old man, who thought that his life was
over. It is also about those people who turn pain into their greatest
weapon, instead of living the rest of their lives in constant sadness. It deals
with the life of an old man who picked up a pen and paper and started
writing when sharing his solitude with a paper was the only choice left.
This book deals with my life.

So yes, you might face some situations in life which you may feel that you
cannot deal with. You may feel like giving up, but don't, because that’s
when something magical happens and success is not afar. Thank you.”

That's when | heard the whole crowd clapping in an endearing way for me.
That day, | found my purpose in life, to motivate people like me, to write
self help books and make them realize that life is not always supposed to
end up with despair . My phone is still ringing and | slip it back in my
pocket, this time after blocking my son from everywhere. | still love him
and | would never stop doing that. But maybe, now | don't want that
someone in my life who hated me whilst | was weak and start loving me
when | succeed.

bassaad

Rashi Bareja is currently a student of B.A. (Hons) English,
Second Year at Kalindi College.

57



ST a9 A d3HT
T T AT O & ax H
oo foraa & fow
ST & Ueh HETS 31T
AT
AT s & T 3T
X s B A
ST Tl AT ST H;
qe 3T 9
HAAY H TEr
g% |Ia-313 srafar
foied TSregl &1 T
319 Hrwr-Hrenr @1 §;
q Ui, ©-

S H X W) Bar 4r
ar % SEar A1 g
3efh Uedd el Tere o @l |
AT adrdr o §

g AT 37 Hr oA
dg it forgdr o wfaare
al-drer sy ar d wfaant fir €

58



gIelites 3ra sfaar e g gér ¢ !
oH A e § A
fos fopcer Tt A gelt gl 3t srad
fopa Erat @l | B 3 gl A
Sig T A ffaar fr el |
el gl gad Y@ e
HR & I3 & Wi & 491y |
sHH oig Al et & o T aem
awh &1 GAFAT THST B9 SHA
gAfordl @ e odial &1 9y g
g% Hd BT 39 GeaAl A
Sad g dia aeran g |
3 M ST A B e @ g,
ar Rwdr & #5384, i & Hewd
5o AT 33E, $o U=l & J8u |

basanad

femre == wm. S, 2. &t e Fest & nfo itad (i ad) Fem g |

59



She !

Mehak Garg

She made another feeble attempt to alter the outlook of the judgmental
eyes of the society who preposterously deem certain females promiscu-
ous. She was expected to behave in a predefined manner, wear clothes
sensibly because they apparently suggested her character. Be home
before the sunset even if her day had just witnessed the sunrise. But who
cares? Maybe it was merely the grass on the other side that seemed
greener or the fascination of the unknown. But how could she have known
if she had never dared to step into that world which was meant only for
‘'others’. All her brave childhood dreams of writing, dancing and becoming
Dora the explorer were ironically put into a burial vault. The casket
containing them kept sinking deeper, slowly and gradually, perfectly in
sync with her transition from teenage to adulthood. The societal conven-
tions, parental expectations, a cut throat competition with self, profound
introspection, and somewhere down in her heart also the fear of failure of
not being good enough; all these together had caused the casket to col-
lapse and the soil above it to cement. Sadly enough she didn't realise this
until...

One day the coffin emerged floating on a lake, surrounded by iridescent
bubbles and above it were gleaming golden sun rays refracted by water.
The successor of a series of previously futile attempts was an auspicious
flight breaking lose the chains that had tied her up. She eloped with her
love, her dreams. i

The cutouts of places she had been dying to see in her yellowed frayed
scrapbook converted into DSLR pictures with captions and photo essays
after a first hand experience of immersing her soul into the never -tasted
-before rejoice of unrestricted travel.
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blogs and articles she uploaded and with every kilometre she drove.

There came days when the 'albatross' wanted to spread her wings as far as
she could and fly ,and other lazy days when she wanted to just savour her
emancipation in dolce farniente, sweet idleness.

Now she resides in a makeshift beach shack, interiors of which are de-
signed by her own self. It seemed all very surreal during her old days but
now she indeed resided in a self painted home. The corners had empty
glass bottles filled with LED lighting strips, paper lantern balls (of all colors
that exist in a rainbow) all over the place, illuminating every corner of the
house and perfectly complementing the picturesque wallpapers, the
starry night sky engraved on the ceiling and the quiet memories -of
-people-i-miss section in the corner. Those gleaming lights have a
jene sais quoi that attracted her and put her into a trance for a second,
where she felt only one emotion which was plain euphoria and profound
internal peace.

Every morning she woke up smiling from ear to ear. Even though deep
down she was missing her loved ones, but her strong dreams outweighed
her weak emotions. And she regained her composure, and embarked on a
sprint, on the ramp of her lake house, not like an elegant show stopper but
like Mowgli towards the end. She plunged herself into the lake every
single morning .

The backdoor of her shack led into a beach with white sands on which she
engaged in her daily barefooted night walk under the moon which was
perennially full. The landscape and the night would in itself be so
mesmerising that it soothed every single cell of the human body, shoot-
ing up the serotonin secretion.

Another activity that lifted her spirits up was cooking and she put her

heart into the scrumptious food she prepared every Saturday in the open
kitchen under the sky.
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weekly rejoice in that night life she could never even witness before,en-
gaged in shoeless dancing till the sunrise amidst a crowd of people that:
does not judge and quite humorously permits you to embrace your re-
al-self by shedding all of your masquerades during the ball dance of what
we call lifel She doesn't need a prince charming dancing with her in that
ball. Nor does she require any saving from the knight in shinning armour.
All she needs to be is brave and courageous, love herself, love her flaws
and not wait for someone else to come and teach her how to appreciate
herself. The only person who could have helped her actually live her
dreams was SHE.

ANNWY

Mehak Garg is a student of B.A. (Hons) Economics Second Year,
at Shaheed Bhagat Singh College.
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When I Thought I Wasn't Strong

Dhara

When | thought | wasn't strong
| stiffened up my chest with silence washing away the anger
When | thought | wasn't strong
| cleared up my shattered pieces of trust that were in danger
When | thought | wasn't strong
| faced the crisis of Times destroying my own pot of Hunger
When | thought | wasn't strong
| rushed up my life that was caught and kept moving on like a stringer
When | thought | wasn't strong
| overcame all the forms of fear hidden in the heart
When | thought | wasn't strong
| carried up my joy to blow away the ashes of hopes that were unanimously hurt
When | thought | wasn't strong
| learned to survive truth among the stones of all ages
When | thought | wasn't strong
| met a man of revolution and revoked all the races
When | thought | wasn't strong
| stumbled up to push the clouds of terror
When | thought | wasn't strong | stride to build a castle of Tolerance cuddling
around Anger
When | thought | wasn't strong
| moulded up my Sensation that had lost its echo in the vicinity of Fear
When | thought | wasn't strong
| portrayed an art that no one could feel , trace or hear
When | thought | wasn't strong
| hailed among the hills of knowledge and grew up stronger!!!

basaaad

Dhara is a student of B.Sc. Biomedical Sciences
at Acharya Narendra Dev College.
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Hibernation

Manvi Singh

In the world of selfie,
where portrayal is more important than self. In the world of Tinder,
where dating is more important than maturity. In the world of Facebook,
where likes are more important than lives. In the world of WhatsApp,
where emoji is more important than words. | search for a solitary space,
To let my imagination grow
To let my mind think
To let my body relax

To let my eyes close!

Lassand

Manvi Singh is currently pursuing her M.A. from
the Department of English.
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City Lights

Nitisha Vatsa

| am getting blind

In these shiny lights,
Somewhere losing my vision
In all this glamour and dazzle,

The hunger is increasing
For power,
The lust is getting stronger

For fame and name.

My glossy lipstick is fading
My tears ruining the make-up,
The dress has lost the shimmer

The heel has broken away,

But still holding up the glass of wine
Carrying the weight of a fake smile,
Is this really who | am?

The question has torn me apart.
Still..

Without hesitating a bit 1 am,
Getting drowned in the spark of
City lights!

hassoad

Nitisha Vatsa is a student of B.A. (Hons) Philosophy, First Year
at Daulat Ram College.
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Outrage!

Rachit Gupta

As | browse through Twitter,
| wonder in dismay.
Neither memes nor tweets could fill me with any outrage.
My mind wanders away,
To the corruption tales;
To the justified celeb bails;
To the petrol price hike,
To the inflation that beats down bright .
And yet could not reclaim the outrage it deserves the calm state of mind,
perhaps keep it reserved.
| watched a comedy event, Only to be haunted
That the expletives
Don't open up my wounds. With a tranquil,
and a serene face,
The outrage remains untrue.
As | log out, | find
My outrage is only for few.
My social feed yearns for outrage But Saturn give it to the causes true.
Now, as | log into Twitter
This is the only question | find,
When did | become so tolerant
That the trending outrage is no longer mine?

hassaad

Rachit Gupta is currently pursuing B.A. (Hons) Economics
from Satyawati College.
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My Photographs Talk

Bedotroyee Bhattacharjee

My room was full of them
Photographs.
Colourful and black and white
Sepia and tinted.

| loved talking to them
about the time they were born.

Some wink at me, some complain
of the long moments they had to stiff themselves

Some subtly express their discomfort
about the people next to them,
they are no longer friends anymore.

A few thank me
to catch them off guard
in their beauty

Some ask me
how we look different
older than before

Some seek for a companion

from the same place
to be stranded next to them
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Some don't talk
perhaps they are old now
or maybe waiting for their replacement
anytime soon

Some can't get over laughing
the moment was memorable
They make me giggle
even when | am teary.

Some of them weep
out of nostalgia
and keep reminding me that time doesn't return
There are a few more,

some in albums, they are happy when | visit them
Some in phones, they are flipped often
Some in the hard disc, waiting to populate my room.

They talk, of the time they were born,

of the time | silently revisited them,
of what | miss from time to time.

Oh yes, they talk
out loud, but

only for me to hear.

Lasaaad

Bedotroyee Bhattacharjee is currently pursuing
M.A. English from Daulat Ram College.

79



— T RE ——

AR @ arg giar &
aiar &R & a1 Frerdr
I AGHY gaw Y g9
U F oS aedl |

PIS o el glaar &
I8 AT gdehr gt
AT g ol A @iy a8
# Sus AT 9T ardr |

e ¥ udaATeny
AT B TH TEF
&t O Sl i el
HAEHTT TR F A @ |

T% Fell ol & AP
grell OT el FaaTar &
I & feer A e
SR B IS FAT & |

g dlgell AT, R
1 3TfoaTel it &
W g gt 3nfeiorer
g fo=r, gfevar geir-gelt oorelt § |

Rassaad

g7l fdg Sw5ia Rigror ger
fgeett fasfaemera (99w o) & erar g |

80



Heaven?

Arushi Ahuja

She asked me about heaven;
Said how it's subjective and personal,
Puppies or rainbows or unicorns,
Or flowers,

Or thorns;

To each his own.

She asked me about heaven;
Pointed towards the cloudy skies,

With the sun peeking out from behind its fluffy veil,
llluminating the sky with its magnificent light,
And said that's where heaven would be,
Where you could just float,
finally free,

Detached from your body, your world, your reality.
She asked me about heaven;

Where was mine?

Without hesitation,

Without thinking twice,
| pointed to her,

Because if there is a heaven,

It must be in her ocean blue eyes.

ANVVY

Arushi Ahuja is a student of
B. A. (Hons) Psychology, Third Year at Kamala Nehru College.
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The Sepia Morning

Amit Kumar

The sepia morning nestles
between carbon darkness and golden light
When the early bird sings
and takes flight.

The dew still spread on grass,
the mist hung on trees
the mesmerising calm broken quietly
by leaves rustling in the gentle breeze.

As | open my somnolent eyes
and look at the eastern skies
The sun is still in the womb of the distant horizon
that has just begun to turn a faint crimson.

This is the hour
When the serene and the surreal converge
Into the realm of light
The demons of darkness merge.

As new hope surges
And despondency withers away
The sepia morning rises
And shows the day.

AN

Amit Kumar is a student of Law
at Faculty of Law.
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Lost and Found

Kashish Koma

“Think again Sara. Is this the right thing to do?”, said Nikhil, frowning. I've
thought about this already, Nikhil. | have to do this."“Rahul needs you, Sara.
How do you expect a 3 year old to survive in an orphanage without his
mother?”"How do you expect him to survive with me? I'm a shattered
damaged woman, Nikhil. I've got nothing to give him. Not care, not even
money. I'm doing this only for him. He will not suffer without me!"| can take
care of him, Sara. Of both of you. Don't do this to the poor child or to your-
self. Please let me. Sara, is this the future Sameer would have wanted for
his son?” Nikhil said quietly. Sara averted her eyes and dropped her head.
The tears she had been fighting came spilling over all at once.

Sameer Malhotra, her husband had died in a tragic car accident a month
ago. The very same accident that had claimed her eyesight. The accident
that had taken everything away from her. Even her ability to be a good
mother. With her husband and her eyesight, she had lost her job and was
now giving up her son. She loved him enough to let him go. She knew he
would never be able to lead a happy life with her. She would cripple him.
Be the thorn in his side that he would long to be rid of. How would she sus-
tain him? Or arrange for money to feed him, clothe him, educate him? The
decision had been excruciating but she had steeled herself. Her son would
never have to endure the shame of having a blind, helpless, jobless
mother. He would not live in the poverty she was sure was going to befall
her.

No.

Never.
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She could not save her husband. But she wasn't going to let her son die
too. She would not falter in her resolve. She sensed Nikhil waiting for an
answer and replied, “Sameer wanted Rahul to be happy. | won't let my self-
ishness deprive my son of his right to be happy. | have to protect him.”"A
son does not need to be protected from his own mother. You can't see
anything but not even this simple truth?” Sara did not say anything. Being
brought up in an orphanage herself, she knew what was awaiting Rahul,
but she knew she had no other choice. Nikhil sighed audibly. “If this is
what you really want” he said in a choked voice. Sara could imagine what
he would look like right now- his face contorted with pain, his striking
blue eyes glistening with unshed tears. How many times had she admired
those eyes? The colour of the sun-kissed sky on a clear winter morning.

Nikhil took a step forward to lift the sleeping Rahul from his mother’s lap.
Sara felt Rahul's fingers tighten around her instinctively. Fighting back
tears, she twisted her hand free of his grip and handed him over to Nikhil.
Without a word, Nikhil stepped out of the room and out of the house. He
heard the engine of the car roar and instantly found herself hoping that
the noise had not woken Rahul. She then set about groping for her things
to pack, in preparation for vacating the house. The government quarter
was no longer allotted to them after Sameer’s death.

Days passed.
Weeks passed.

Sara was now living alone in a tiny single bedroom apartment she had
managed to procure on rent by selling her remaining valuables. Not a day
passed when she did not think of Rahul. She wondered if he had been ad-
opted by someone yet. If that someone was able to give him the same
love she had given him.Did he miss her? Did he remember her? Did he still
sing his favourite teddy bear to sleep? Did he still cry at night? Was his hair
the same mess it used to be?

85



She yearned for an answer but was afraid that the answers might make
her go back on her word. Any knowledge of Rahul, any information about
him, any mention of him might break the walls of tolerance and self con-
trol she had so carefully built, with so much effort. She had forbidden
Nikhil from telling her anything about Rahul. So, she buried her son in a far
corner of her mind, along with her questions and his memories.

Nikhil came to visit her reqularly. He had offered to let her stay at his house
but she had refused. Already, she felt weighed down by the debt she
thought she owed him. Nikhil had been her best friend since childhood.
He had done a lot for her- providing them with financial aid, helping them
get married, being Rahul’s ‘ideal’ uncle and being a pillar of strength for
her after the accident. She could not let herself become a burden for him.

Three months after the accident, Nikhil entered her house excitedly one
day, saying, “Sara! I've found you an eye donor. You will be able to see
again. You can bring Rahul back. You can be happy”“Are you serious?’, she
asked not daring to believe her ears. All her problems could be solved if
she could be cured. She could bring Rahul back home! Back to where he
belonged. Back to his mother. She would give him a wonderful life. She
would fulfil all the dreams they had ever had for him.

The next day, Sara was at the hospital, escorted by Nikhil. He wheeled her
to the ward, squeezed her hand lightly and said, “All the best Sara. Have a
good life”” Before she could respond to this, he was gone. She wondered
about his abrupt departure but her excitement drowned any apprehen-
sion. She could hear doctors and nurses buzzing anxiously. Her last
thought was about Rahul before the darkness succeeded by the prick in
her arm pulled her under.

WO

Sara Malhotra opened her eyes to the world. She could see a doctor bent
over her anxiously.
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She had her sight back! She let the moisture flow from her eyes while lis-
tening to the doctor explain about the surgery. Suddenly she asked,
“Where is Nikhil? | want to see him.”“Oh yes, Maam. Sir has left you a letter
of sorts. Here it is., the doctor said handing her a sheet of paper. Sara un-
folded it, puzzled. It read,

“Dearest Sara,

I'm sorry | had to leave suddenly. There is a confession | seek to make. | did
not take Rahul to any orphanage. He was, and still is, at my house. Please
retrieve him from there.

| will never be able to see you again. Believe me, it is for the best.

Yours sincerely,
Nikhil”

After the shock of discovering that Rahul had been with Nikhil all along
had worn off, bewilderment took its place. She was confused. She did not
know what to make of her best friend’s abrupt departure, seemingly from
her life. At that moment, the doctor brought her a mirror to glance into.
She took it in her shaking hands and distractedly looked at her reflection.
Her face seemed familiar, and yet not her won. It was a while before she re-
alised that the eyes which stared back at her were blue. Blue as the sun
kissed sky on a clear winter morning.

ANV

Kashish Komal is a student of B.A. (Hons) History, First Year at St Stephen’s College.
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The Nights

Ankita Biswas

There’s something about the night
Something Dark, something Silent
That brings out the dark deep secrets of the beings.
Not just of beings, but of things too
Things that matter and those that don't.
Is it because the Dark self finds solace in the Dark Night?
Or because not everyone comes to know of it?
Just a few, just the weird ones,

Who love to taste the storms of minds.

What happens at night, dies at night.
But the spirits of the dead, the silent dead
stay alive in the remote corners of the mind.

Changing the looking glass of the weird eyes.

There's something about the night
That spreads the stink of piled up feelings;
Pushes thoughts and emotions long dead
up the graves of hearts.
Feelings, thoughts and emotions taking birth;
Dying, changing, reviving, struggling
Struggling to live or struggling to die.
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The world is at peace,
the minds of the night hawkers
at war.
Silence hears it all.
Some random being hears it all.
Passes it on ahead, to some other being in distress.
Thoughts and beliefs and thoughts and feelings keep moving on.
Travel in silence.

All at night and only in the night.

Rassnad

Ankita Biswas is a student of B.A. (Hons) English,
Third Year at Shaheed Bhagat Singh College.
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Endlessness

Chirayu Goyal

It is all dark and watery. Water ensuing like a constant, thin layer of plaster
form the edge between where the wall and the ceiling meet gives the wall
a moaning and distressed face. A man is lying, half in water. He knows he
shouldn’t be lying like this and must get up, but the awareness that he
might lie here forever if only he thought of doing it, if he continued doing
it, that his limbs would become stone and so will his mind, doesn’t let him
get up. Instead, he chooses to dream about the dream he just had, or is he
still half in it? At least that is what seems to be true to him right now, but of
course it could be the shameful and embarrassing stupidity that dreams
induce on waking that makes him think this. He will dream of a pathetic,
lonely man, who will wriggle and squirm around like an illegitimate ser-
pent, deformity, dragging his kipple-ized feet, since they cannot be told
apart from the squelchy, nausea-inducing kipple, without end, without
destination, without reason through a horrific and haunted hell. He is
afraid of such a fate, of the pain and consternation of it, of never being able
to stop. Never a rest. He will stab this person through the heart, rip out his
entrails and throw them deep into the womb of the ancient water to end
the possibility of the grave, dreary fate the snake brings to life.

He had killed a man today. His corpse lays with him, as if his undead lover,
unforgiving, mocking eternal lover, lying with him in their eternal tomb.

A man walks, kissing, groping lustfully the watery curtain of the lacerated,
lesioned, drooping walls of the devouring house of the stalking night. He
will walk, endlessly without destination, through the water in the hallway
where every door is doom, and the floor pulls you down with its half
opened mouth, filled half with water, its teeth showing like mouldering,
distorted stone, only because he believes that he can indeed walk forever,
making love to the mould, the sick water, something which cannot be
done, only if he thought of doing it forever, and he will do it.
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His limbs would never stop, his mind would be fixated, his neck transfixed,
straining on its moving stump.

He finds a disgusting, grotesque human form half drunk, half sunk in
streaking, gleaning, shining water, even though the water’s heart is the
vilest black. He will kill this man, with utter and arrant hatred and disgust
and barbarity, because this man's presence meant that he was not alone.
He could end him for being a languishing anomaly, the undead manifesta-
tion of a possibility of never moving, never moving a limb. Being with this
someone, seeing him filled him with inhuman repulsion. He imagines this
hateful figure rising, water stretching, rising to pull him back into its stran-
gling embrace, and with dripping madness, reeking hate , kill him. He
raises his hands, already half water, half decaying, unfaithful mortal skin,
and pushes the head of the figure into the water, inside the twisting
mouth of the sentient, evil water. In the asphyxiating hide of the water, the
despicable man starts to dissolve, half mud, half water, and his remains are
indistinguishable from the rest- the night that seems to fall on your head,
enveloping you with its sightless skin; the nightmarish house that seems
to rise from its grave with every sigh of the living; the crying walls wailing
with the pain of being; and the water. He is same as the ubiquitous breath
of the water.

Water pulls him in. It runs its nails through his hair, fills his ears with its
distasteful gurgling confession, and fills in his mouth its slimy tongue.

He now lies with the man he killed, like his undying lover, and with every
passing moment knowing him more, learning the niches and crevices of
his mind. Never moving a limb, not blinking an eye, knowing that this
could remain forever if he continued, if he only came up with the thought,
he switches his paramour, from the indefinite trepidation of the feet, to
the timeless hypnagogic, soporific embrace of the water.

bassand

Chirayu Goyal is a student of B.A. (Hons) English,
Second Year at Deshbandhu College
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Holocaust Journal

Bhavya Srivastava

NOTICE

All the non-Germans are ordered to wear a Yellow Star of David, segregat-
ing themselves from the pure race. They are forbidden to use buses, trams,
cars or transport, public or personal, of any kind. They are forbidden to
form groups, to attend any kind of social or religious events. Furthermore,
they are ordered to restrict their actions, and fir the greater good of the
purer race, all their basic rights and amenities are curtails.

Any non-German found breaking any laws will be executed immediately.
All of them are ordered to register themselves and their families for further
measures and treatment.

Date: 01st Januar 1941
(signed: Herr Nicholas Tvalsky)
burgermeister

| sighed. Already getting the ration was difficult now. With the release of
these new prohibitions, it would be tougher obtaining anything to eat at
all. Already the air around was filled with hostility, reproaching eyes fol-
lowed everywhere | went. As if the First World War was our fault, as if we
ruined the country.......

Non-Germans, that's what they called us, now, | thought bitterly. After suf-
fering through the Great War, heaving the penance of the great Depres-
sion, we all, the Jewish, the Polish, the Hispanics, were anti-nationals,
traitors.
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We are now forced to lift the heavy cross, of segregation and guilt, just be-
cause "Fuhrer” had decided to lead us to progress and development, only
if “anti-nationals like us have been taken care of." Like we never suffered as
they did, like we never cried the same tears as they did, like we never lost
our loved ones to clutches of war as they did, like we never lost our every-
thing as they did.......

Reaching home, | carefully placed the loaf of bread and some minced
meat. It was a small house, just one room, the dining room in morning, the
study room in afternoon, the kitchen in evening and for bedroom at night.
Glancing upon from her dirty toils, my mother gave me a crinkly, weak
smile, and said, “sehone tochter, | knew you will get something for us, your
dad would be so happy, when he comes back. These are enough for all of
us, enough for feast, and to save for......! " Glazing over, she left that poi-
gnant note, hanging in the air. She knew what was coming, like everyone,
our inevitable doom. Maybe, the only saving grace was having an only
child, therefore, having to fill a small number of always-hungry stomaches.
After staring into space for few minutes, she resumes her work. | grab my
favorite book, which once costed our entire ration for the day, and began

reading it.

After the cold dinner, we join our hands, thanking our god in gratitude,
for another safe and gracious day, as safe and gracious it could be."It's not
we are suffering that we forget to thank Him, we thank Him for every
breath we take, every deed we commit, every bite we eat and every scrap
we wear." My dad is not very religious, but he deeply revered the Rabbi,
who lived next door, and believed that my birth signified a good omen; He
shall be there for me, His hand always over my head. Some things are
beyond my explanations and reasoning, but | never crossed beliefs with
my father for this.

Later that night, very late | think, | was jerked awake and forcefully pulled

out of my house. Chaos was everywhere, my dad was bleeding from his
one side of forehead, and my mum was closely clutching her saved items.
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They casted a long, forlorn look at each other, before giving me a weak
smile. Even though things were too messy for a twelve-year old, | perfectly
understood it all. | just watched my neighborhood being burned to ashes,
most with people inside them. Some of my friends didn't make out, nei-
ther did their families. Inevitable is here, Gestapo showed up, we were
being relocated.

We walked, in long lines, shuffling and groaning, but not stopping. My
mum clutched my hand, my dad kept his arm around my mum’s waist. We
were tired, from walking four, maybe five hours, but didn’t stop. The sun
had lit the horizon but did nothing to dispel the darkness. Those who
stopped were whipped, beaten. Few even died. My mum told me that
they just sleeping, a long, deep sleep, but | knew better. My childhood was
already lost, now innocence was slipping out of my grasp. Only five hun-
dred of us made it to the “RELOCATION AREA! | didn't know what it was
called, | was hungry and thirsty, but dare not ask anyone. | was afraid of
beating, afraid to get away from mom and dad. Herr Nicholas Tvalsky was
there, whip in one hand, cold expression-ed. Clutching my mother’s hand,
| shivered, from cold, fear or exhaustion, | don't know, maybe all of them.
She pulled me between herself and dad, but it didn't make me feel any
safer. Herr ordered us to remove our clothes and ordered to hand over ev-
erything we had. Being one of the last persons, mum made us eat some
meat and bread, before she had to surrender everything. | was still thirsty,
but scared to ask, more than ever. Few of us protested, but it didn't matter;
it was ripped away from them. Many of them were shot dead. Either way,
we were standing there helpless and naked. My mum was weeping silent-
ly, my dad kept gazing at the sky, as if asking Him that what we did wrong
to endure this fate. They say “Fuhrer” is going to reign in peace over here,
is this how will he do it, when half of his people are helpless, and other half
is the one inflicting helplessness? How will he do it, when half of us are
naked, and other half is the reason behind it? How will he do it, when half
of us are dying, and other half is murdering us? Is this how will he do it?

We stood there, hungry, thirsty, naked, helpless, under sweltering morn-
ing heat and biting nightly cold.
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We tried huddling, to keep us warm, but what could bunch of cold bodies
do? At the crack of dawn, we were pushed towards the train. Our feet were
numbed from standing all day, so we tripped. Those who fell were killed.
Many fell, many died. Freight Trains arrived, where we were pushed in to-
wards a journey, which promised nothing but long, torturous death. |
wanted to sleep, to forget all my troubles, but mom kept jolting me, kept
me awake. “Snowy sleep, welcoming death’, that's what she told me when
I was small, but right now, death was an old, welcomed friend.

After what felt like eternity, Freights stopped. We got down, at least those
who were alive. Auschwitz, the concentration camp. Someone tallied us,
we were only two hundred and forty-six now, six children and two infants
included. All of us felt naked and helpless; | could feel guard’s disgusted
eyes raking over us. | had never felt so lowly, | wanted the ground to rein
justice and swallow me whole. | couldn’t bear to look at the defeated and
slouched. | wanted all of this to end. We were queued for the medical
check-up. Except for me, all the children, infants, the old and sick were
deemed medically unfit, and made to go in the room. My mom grabbed
me, pressing me to her, blocking my view. Dad covered my ears. But noth-
ing could be done about my nose. | smelled it, something burning, burn-
ing human flesh..........

We were subjected intense physical labor, given some old uniforms, uni-
forms of those who had been killed, to wear, with two-time meals-soup
and bread. Working like animals, | saw humans turn into one. Someone,
once, spilled their soup. Everyone rushed, scooping up more dirt, less
soup, but nevertheless some extra soup. Wooden planks were our sleep-
ing pyres, in deathly night. It was nothing, but a never ending cycle of
weariness, exhaustion and helplessness. Brawls were common, but guards
did nothing, we were entertainment to them, dogs fighting over food. It
was hell; making me convinced god didn't exist, because if he did, | would
have been warm in my bed, asleep, my mum reading me stories, and dad
kissing me god-night, not slaving away here.

98



After some forever, a man, sick or desperate for freedom, maybe, tried to

tackle the guards, and tried scaling the walls, soon followed by others.
However, the electrified wire killed him and the others, stench of burned
flesh whizzing through the air. Electricity was shut-off to get the bodies
off. Suddenly, my dad pushed me through the wires, getting me grazed all
over my body.“Run,” he shouted, “run away from here, schone tochter. This
is your omen, our omen. Survive this, for all of us| ran as fast as | could.
Last thing | saw was my mum sobbing and desperation of my father.

| got on the first thing | saw, and hid myself, in what | saw later, was a train.
My world broke apart, as | just sat there, watching it crumble down. Tears
couldn't force into my eyes, not even when | ripped-off my Yellow Star, not
even when | discarded my religion, my identity, the cause of my suffering,
cause of my childhood’s death, the cause of my separation from my
parents. Desolation over-powered me, and | longed for my mommy. |
needed her, her warm hugs, daddy’s brilliant hugs, and safety of their em-
brace. Nobody came, as | wailed. Grief took over me, as | fell asleep; | knew
that my faith had abandoned me. | stayed like that, for many days hiding
in utility room, stealing food, crying myself to sleep, cursing my destiny,
lamenting my destiny. Then one day, train stopped, reaching its
destination. | stepped out, and looked around to see where | was. | was
safe, finally. | had survived it, gotten out of there. | fulfilled my promise, to
my mom and dad. | had no faith left in me, | had no trust in me, nothing to
love, nothing to live for. | didn’t trust Him, he was selfish enough to rip my
parents away from me. But, | wanted to hold on, because | knew that mom
and dad will never lose hope, they will fight this. They will come back to
me, because they love me. They are not like Him who abandoned all of us,
they will return for me. And if they don't, they will wait for me to come
back. We will be a family once again, when we meet, and that is the only
thing | look forward to. That's the only thing that kept me alive. Faith is
nothing, all | had is just them, and surely, god can't be so cruel, right?

ANNVY

Bhavya Srivastava is a student of B.A. (Hons) English,
First Year at Kalindi College.
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Dilwaalon Ki Delhi

Arijit Roy

“Hey Arijit! You are from Delhi right ? So what do you like in Delhi ? What is
Delhi 2”1 look at her and wonder, why the hell did | say | was from Delhi. |
look at her face again, | know she is determined, so | start searching for an-
swers. It's ok, it's ok, | got this, | tell myself as | go back to my class 3 G.K.
textbooks and recall some names like The Lotus Temple, Jantar Mantar,
Qutub Minar. | tell all these pompous names in all my pompous fashion,
saying to myself "Wow Arijit | You have a good memory"

She looks at me , still wondering and says "Oh that's great , but What is
Delhi 2" Now | am a proud Delhite , | accept the challenge. "So have you
been to Chandni Chowk , Jama Masjid , GK2 , | give her all my romantic
answers for Delhi. She listens carefully, she nods her head, but still isn't
quite satisfied. "But Arijit What is Delhi?” Now | go back to my class 8th
history lessons, | tell her that Delhi has been ruled by the Mughals, the
British, so it's a hybrid of culture “I hope you understand that right?" My
pride about my memory increases. Thankfully | had studied History, to
impress that girl in my class with whom 1 am no longer in touch today. She
says "Exactly, but then does Delhi even have a culture of it's own 7" Now
that hurt. | look at her again, she knows she has a point. | wonder does
Delhi really have a culture of it's own. | sigh. How can | explain a city that
works day and night to breathe life, but all it achieves is death? How can |
cover up for a city where thousands take to the streets, but the streets are
always unclean? How can | explain my city which makes the most Raksha
bandhan sales , but is the rape capital of the world? Yes we have scars, we
are flawed we have cried and those tears haven't dried yet. Nope, not yet.
Yes there's been rain, | know there's mud sticking on our shoes, but come
with me I'll show you the rainbow. It's time we realised that we are much
more than the sand, slipping away like time so she is right and she is
wrong. Yes Delhi is weak , but Delhi is strong.
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It's been a long time, we've embraced this city, it's pace, it's passion, but
it's time we fall in love again. There's this something special in getting a
selfie at the India Gate or travelling in the metro if it's not Rajiv Chowk or
shopping with your girlfriend at Sarojini or even having a quiet time with
yourself at the Lotus Temple and the list goes on and on. But "What is
Delhi?" Honestly, | don't know, yes it's been 19 years, 19 good years, but |
still don't know. It's a feeling maybe or passion, or a child who runs
unbound with great freedom on the map of the world, who stumbles,
who falls, who cries, who smiles, who picks himself/herself up and dares to
fly again. Delhi is a little happiness, tons of energy, some clouds, a little
rain but yes there's light at the end of the tunnel. | hope this answers it and
| know this will not. But yes, Delhi is contagious. She will come to you. Oh!
trust me she will and when she does, just embrace her. She is flawed but
trust me she is very beautiful.

AVNVY

Arijit Roy is a student of B.A. (Hons) English, Second Year
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The Hidden Truth

Shrutika Jha

Looks can be deceptive
What is visible might not be true
There may be hidden feelings
Some might not feel what we think they do.

Who are we to judge?
Who are we to comment?
It's better to keep our mouths shut.
Than to later lament.

We can't see all,
We don't know everything
There are hidden truths
There are links within links.

Human nature is to criticise,
Human nature is to blame
We love to prove ourselves right
We love to put others to shame.

A person might appear something
And be something else
We admire pearls
But who looks inside the shells?

Pearls are beautiful to look at,
But do you know how they are made?
They are formed out of irritation,
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They are formed when dust is overlaid.

We admire diamonds,
But who likes coal?
We worship snakes,
Who goes inside their hole?

Nobody is perfect,
No one is sans fault
No one is what they seem to be,
Everyone has a secret vault.

She might appear confident
And seem to consider herself above all.
Yet she might want to be loved
She might want affection after all.

She might appear to be haughty,
She might seem to be a brat.
But she might be soft on the inside
Did you ever consider that?

We are quick to judge
We think we are always right
This tampers with our judgment
This narrows our sight.

Just because she appears over confident
It doesn’t mean she is!
For all you know, inside she might be broken
But that's a fact we miss.

She could be the lowest on self esteem
And just be putting on a brave face
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She might appear focused
And actually be in a daze.

But do we ever bother to try?
Do we bother to really know her?
No, too busy making judgments
We have no time to understand her.

And by the time we realise our mistake,
She will have gone too far
We will lose the opportunity to know her
Coz she will have ventured afar.

Fed up of our uncaring attitude,
She will withdraw herself from us

Upset that we never bothered
She will up and leave without a fuss.

hasanad
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Peace

N K Vinutha

| was there,
But nobody noticed.
I had my presence
in every nook and cranny,
But, none bothered.
| whispered in the eerie silences,
Sung my sweet lullaby in the lives of many, but was hushed and kept
mum.
| didn't give up.
Eavesdropping now and then, | persevered. However, there were no ears
to listen.
Why?
You took me as a desire that's unending,
a thirst that's unquenchable,
a fantasy, a utopia...
| shrieked out loud when you became violent, shutting the door of your
conscience,
Shrivelling your heart which was forced to match the dumb logics of your
mind,
When you acted worse than the beasts...
| still breathed.
Why?
Because | believe in the good
that you possess,
| clasp you with unbound compassion,
With all my might, | gather myself
each time | am broke,
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| hold you tighter, embrace you with all that | have when you tear me
apart.
Only to make you realise that you are human enough. You do have a
heart that loves and cares
for many others like you,
| gasp with pain
each day with the hope that you'll think
beyond yourself.
Peace as | am called,
A nightmare for those who take pleasure in hatred, revenge and anger,
A willo'thewisp for those who just imagine,
But
A reality for those who bring me alive in their thoughts, words and
deeds!

AN

N K Vinutha is a student of M.A. English, Final Year
at the Department of English, North Campus.
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Chats: The Speeder and the Policeman

Shrey Ahuja

“Sir," the policeman said as he stopped the speeding car and reached its
window, “Where are you going?”

“Home,"the man replied.

“And where is that?” the policeman continued.

“Wherever it might be,"the man responded.

“Sir, I'm going to have to ask you get out of your car and give me your li-
cense and registration." The policeman said, irate at the man’s response.
The man, calm and nonchalant stepped out of the car and handed the
documents to the policeman and stepped aside and shut the car door.
The policeman let out a sigh, regretful at stopping this particular
over-speeding car at one in the morning. “Sir, your home address is about
two hundred kilometres from here," the policeman exclaimed in anger.

“l know,”the man went on, as though oblivious to the police man’s ire and
fatigue.

“Then what the hell are you doing here?"the policeman said, finally snap-
ping at the attitude of the man.

"Finding home,” the man replied in his usual casualness.

“You keep on with that attitude and I'll lock you up for the night.” the po-
liceman continued, frustrated and annoyed at the perceived casualness
and general waywardness of the man.

“Nothing will happen to the car right?” the man responded, turning a bit
more serious.

"Yeah, wait, what?” the policeman shocked at the man’'s query. “I'm this
close to locking you up with homicidal maniacs and psychopaths, and
that’s all you can think about? Whether your car will be okay or not?”
"Yeah. It's my father’s,” the man responded, his casualness fading away for
his serious demeanour.
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The policeman stopped checking the documents and stared at the man.
He was unpleasantly shocked at the man’s indifference in his voice and his
blank expression while saying it.

“Man, you're crazy,” the policeman stated. “I've locked up paedophiles,
guys who did hit and run, a few homicidal maniacs too, but they don't
hold anything when compared to you,” he continued filled with equal
parts of amazement and bafflement at this extremely bizarre incident in
his life.

“What, why?”the man responded in light humor, surprised at the acquisi-
tion.

“Seriously. | catch you speeding at one in the night, you're all damn chill
about it. Then | tell you I'll lock you up and you're concerned about your
car rather than yourself’ the policeman spoke in a fast but high pitched
voice. “What's up with that,” the policeman ended his tirade against the
man's attitude and the man, smiling, burst out laughing,

“What? What?" the policeman responded, his hands thrown in the air, curi-
ous at the man’s laughter, but also not very pleased at the same time.
“Well,” the man continued laughing, even more loudly than before, now
breaking the silence that shrouded the area.“Well, I've never seen a police
officer say words like chill or what’s up or even act like that,” the man con-
tinued, throwing his hands in the air like the police officer, and eventually
falling on his car’s hood.

“Man, | tell you. You're crazy,” the policeman said, tired at trying to figure
out the man’s unusual behaviour.

“No, no,"the man continued, controlling his laughter to give a more coher-
ent and audible response.”No,” finally ending his laughter, “how often do
you look at a police officer use words like chill and act like a normal person.
| mean, you all act so tough all the time that we forget you're just like us. |
mean, we get so muddled in the stereotypes, we forget to look at the
people underneath

The policeman stood surprised by what he had just heard. He understood
why the man laughed and realised that the man was as smart as he was
crazy.
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“Yeah, that's because not a lot of people over speed at one in the morning.”
“True,” the man nodded. “Or you know, cross paths with me,” the man
laughed.

“Yeah,” the policeman joined the man in his laughter.

The laughter soon subsided into the silence and both the men rested on
the hood of the car and the policeman closed the documents and handed
them over to the man.

“So, what brings you here, oh great wise wizard man of two hundred kilo-
metres away,’ the policeman asked, waving his arms in the air, trying to
make mystical hand signs.

The man chuckled a bit. “You never thought you'd see a police man do
that, did you?" the policeman continued and the man burst out laughing
again. The policeman joined him as well.

“You here to meet some extended family or something,” the policeman
asked.

“No, no. Just passing by. Just exploring,” the man replied.

“To where,” the policeman asked,

“I don't know, | just took the car out of the garage for a drive and next
thing you know, | get back home, pack a bag and head out”

“All of a sudden? Just like that?”the policeman enquired.

“Just like that,” the man responded. “The car had been in the garage ever
since it came back from servicing a couple weeks ago and | just took her
out for a spin. And while driving, | realised | needed to unburden myself;’
the man continues, “of all earthly and mundane affairs,’ he spoke, imitating
a wizard in speech and action.

Both of them chuckled a bit.

“Unburden yourself? You sound like you're carrying a lot of burden on
those weak arms,” the policeman said, patting the man’s bicep.

“I was, the man’s tone was now serious. "My family died when | was what,
seven. Ever since then, I've been living with my extended joint family. So,
all my other relatives looked after me,” the man continued. “But they
always had this feeling in their heart. They would feel bad for me and
somewhere, | felt they always treated me differently. And | always felt
grateful and so, in my head, | started to become what | think they would
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appreciate. And | started becoming this boy who restrained himself from
so much because of small things only he could see and burdened himself
with this particular way to live and behave that he forgot who he truly was.
Beneath all those self-imposed restrictions,” the man ended, taking a deep
breath.

“You know they would have loved it had you been yourself," the policeman
said.

"Yeah, | know. | always thought that | could be one way in front of them
but always know who | was in my head and it would be all right. But that
just doesn't work out”

“Yeah. You can't wear one face to the world and another to yourself with-
out eventually becoming confused as to which one is actually true” the
policeman added on.

“And that's the issue, isn't it? We all think that if we know who we are and
are secure about it, we can change ourselves according to people’s needs
without it affecting who we really are,” the man spoke with pain and pas-
sion in his voice regarding the human condition. “It just doesn't work.”

“It can't work,” the policeman added. “The human brain and heart, even
though used for deception are not made for it. They falter when they
know they're doing something wrong,” the policeman equally passionate
and irate about the human condition.

“That actually makes so much sense. You can't fool yourself into believing
what you don't believe in. | mean, that's why heroes and villains go so far.
Because in their heart of hearts, they are doing what they truly believe in.
Unhindered, unrestrained by anything,” the man continued.

“Because when you believe, you aren't scared by things that scare you. You
work hard to overcome adversities and succeed,” the policeman added
further.

“Because only a strong immovable belief forms the willpower to never
give up,’ the man said, even faster, stimulated by the conversation they
were having.

“I've never talked like that without having two beers in me," the policeman
exclaimed even faster and both men chuckled a bit.
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“Seems like a scene out of a Woody Allen movie,"the man said once he fin-
ished his laughter. “Two strangers meet and out of nowhere start talking
about life and the human condition and the problems we all face.”

The policeman checked. “Yeah. Rightly said. Had it been longer, we could
have called it a scene from My Dinner With Andre.”

“Yeah, but in My Dinner With Andre, the two know each other. We're more
Allen characters. Strangers who are mysteriously empathise with each
other even though they've known each other only a short time.”

“You sure can talk for about one thirty in the night,” the policeman said.
“It's a gift,” the man said with a slight hint of narcissism.”
“Aaaaahhhh,"the policeman yawned, tired after this brief but enlightening
experience. “lI'd love to continue, but I'm tired and no matter how much |
don’t want to, | need to finish with my duty here."The policeman said as he
got of the hood of the man’s car and raised his arm for a handshake.
“Yeah,” the man responded, jumping off the hood with his documents in
hand and grabbed the policeman’s hand.

The policeman walked away and the man looked at his documents."Wait,
aren't you going to give me a ticket?” the man screamed.”

“Nah. | have a feeling you'll be back here.”

The man nodded his head as the policeman entered his car and started it
and drive away, his hand out to wave good bye and he soon drove to-
wards the moon. The man too then entered his car and revved his engine
and took off as well, a smile on his face, driving towards the moon as well,
but taking a different path.

Lasanad
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Reviewers of DU Vidha Vol. IV
for Submissions in Hindi and English

Amitesh Kumar has been teaching Hindi literature. He has done his research
on Habib Tanvir. He is actively involved in writing on theatre and is a Life Long
researcher.

Amrita Bhalla is an Associate Professor of English at Jesus and Mary College,
University of Delhi. Her research interests are in the representation of
minorities and women during the colonial struggle for independence and in
the shaping of Indian womanhood during colonial times.

Asani Bhaduri works as an Assistant Professor at Cluster innovation Centre,
University of Delhi. He is a keen photographer and environmentalist and
particularly interested in crafts of India.

Devapriya Roy has degrees in English Literature and Performance Studies
from Presidency College, Calcutta, and Jawaharlal Nehru University. She is the
author of two popular novels - The Vague Woman’s Handbook and The Weight
Loss Club.

Kedar Prasad Meena teaches Hindi Literature at Shaheed Bhagat Singh
College, University of Delhi. He has published many collections of short stories
and poems.

Meenakshi Faith Paul is a Professor of English at Himachal Pradesh Universi-
ty. She translates, writes poetry, and engages with gender issues. She conducts
workshops on storytelling, translation, and creative writing.

Nirmalaya Samanta teaches English Literature at Deshbandhu College,
University of Delhi.

Prabhat Ranjan is a fiction writer, translator and editor. He teaches Hindi at

Zakir Husain Evening College, University of Delhi. He is also a journalist with a
number of years of experience.
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Pratishtha has been teaching Italian in the University of Delhi. She is currently
doing research on Italian political fiction. She is a writer, translator and reads
and writes poetry.

Rekha Sethi teaches Hindi Literature at I.P. College for Women, University of
Delhi. She is a prolific translator and critic of Hindi literature.
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at a Glance
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RECEIVED
NUMBER OF INSTITUTIONS 50
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GIRLS 60
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