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From the Editor's Desk

As anothe.r acade'mlc year comes to an end, we are once again ready with this edition of P h. O
theme t.hlS year is one that is very close to the heart of all our students: “Women i tr:av? : u;
Modern!ty". Eve.n though India is fast marching into the future with the intent-ion of bein nat tr?e ci‘icii:
edge of innovation and technologies in all fields, as a collective society, ou i y y
women lags behind. y, our perspective on the role of

In spite of the equality of sexes enshrined in the Constitution of India, we find rampant prejudice against
women. Even as the glass ceiling in many fields have been broken by pioneering young women, on a
daily basis women continue to be subjected to some of the worst discriminatory practices of orthodox
customs, which resist giving up the traditional patriarchal bastions of privilege and entitlement.

Given the rapid changes that are taking place around us globally, are we as a society ready to look at how
these transformations have affected women and their role in contemporary India? Through their
creative work, our students examine how these entrenched prejudices influence and inform their lives,
even as they find ways of negotiating with them to create spaces of freedom and self-expression for

themselves.

of the Hindi Department, who sadly passed away

In this edition, we also pay tribute to Dr. Anita Gupta
for many years steered the Committee efficiently.

last year. She was inti mately connected to Pravah and
We remember her and pray that her soul restin peace.

Our publicationis the result of collaborative work. We are grateful toour Principal, Dr. Anula Maurya for
her support and encouragement. | thank Ms. Rekha Meena, Co-Convener, Ms. Sneha Sawai and Ms. B.
Lakshmi Priya (English Section), Ms. Ritu, Dr. Brahmanand (Hindi Section), Dr. Deshraj, Mr. Vishvajeet
Vidyalankar, Dr. Richa and Dr. Divya Mishra (Sanskrit Section), and the photograph subcommittee of Dr.
Kalpana Kumari (Botany), Dr. Sanavar Soham (Botany), Dr. M. Arunjit Singh (Botany)and Mr. Pankaj
Sambhyal (Computer Science) for their valuable contribution. We thank the Teachers in Charge and
Conveners of Societies, and the Journalism Department for the photographs. Last but certainly not the
least, | am deeply appreciative of the hard work put in by the entire team of student editors: Khansa
Kubra and Mehak Khurshied, both from 11l B.A. (H) English (English Section), Jyoti and Vandana, both
from 111 B.A. (H) Hindi (Hindi Section), and Geetanjali Thakur 111 B.A. (H) Sanskrit (Sanskrit Section).

We hope you enjoy this edition. Happy reading!
Monica Zutshi

Editor and Convenor
Pravah Magazine Committee 2018
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STUDENTS' EDITORIAL

"Anon, who wrote so many poems without signing them was often a woman."

- Virginia Woolf
Wwith these words by one of the most celebrated female writers we, as the student editors of the
annual magazine 'Pravah’ introduce to you the theme, "Woman in the Face of Modernity". This
year'sissue of the magazine engages with many discourses centred on women. Through a creative
exposition, the articles show how many women have subverted the gender norms that have
subordinated them from centuries. We have kept in view the various women-oriented movements
that have been gathering momentum and have highlighted the creativity and passion of the female
experience. It is a "womanist” narrative, thus contributing its bit towards feminist discourse that is
increasingly visible, complex and dynamic.

The response that we have received has been quite overwhelming. Students have come forward to
share their own narratives which might be the stories of other women too. Their works not only
include the sufferings and struggles of women in our society but also the unflagging strength of
these women and the hope towards a better future where women are not let down by the social

construct.

For us, it has been opportunity of immense pleasure to work through these write ups and
submissions that were brimming with creativity and ideas. One can almost see something powerful

emerging from these revelations.
We would like to thank Ms. Monica Zutshi for providing us this opportunity. A special thanks to Ms.

Sneha Sawai and Ms. Lakshmi Priya Balakrishnan for their support.

We also thank all the students for contributing towards the issue and for designing the cover pages.

We hope you have a happy reading!

Khansa Kubra, B.A. (Hons.) English, Il Year
Mehak Khurshied, B.A. (Hons.) English, IIl Year
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Scar Stories -

rs? They always tell some interesting stories,” asks the m
t AN who pai
(11 €3 my

~why hide your sca
picture, as | cover the brown lines etched on my arms.

f |look at him and rollthe word across the tongue of my mind,

Scars, scars, scars.
Those deep cuts with spaces in them have often made me forget my safety with
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|
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| shrieks,

f ce was supposed to be silent.

And ! used to thinkspa

you're disgusting, disgusting, disgusting,
fits and starts as it finds out that I've made a poor job of h
) lding it |

My body compliments me in

| damage.

| smile.
The pattern of my lips tricks the casual observer.

Smile.
Like my scars are old news.

Smile.
Like mem

Smile.
it's the only choice.

Smile.

ories were jars of honey.

The girlin the portrait smiles back.

Coward, coward, coward.
She doesn't cry outat me, the mirror does every day,
ack my bones to their marrow.

As | chop, chop, chop my skinand h
She doesn't know how far in her memory I've buried her teenage years,
n, no faceless men, NO men in her rumpled

No faceless men in her rumpled sheets, no faceless me
atit starts to taste like poIsO

sheets to stick their fingers in her jar of honey so much th
oison.

nto her

Cin .
She mustn 't know when poison starts to taste like p

C .
See the girl has no scars.
The mirror has ai

wrror has no praises to offer, the world has no questions,

( .
very line on her face mesmerizes them.

FXY \
’ di, coward, disgusting, scar-faced
v’f" to !T)(]b ” o € 3 l
eyes are the only way to see and death the only way to die.

Khansa Kubra
) English, 11} Year
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en 2018.]
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Mad Woman

They said she looked gay and at times obscure,
That she was a lady; all affable and all demure.
Those lovely dove eyes and a dark tan.

gut all they knew was that she was

A mad woman.

She turned up mad revolts,

An anomaly of her cloned lot,
With steps like that of a panther,
Gait like that of a swan,

All they could remember:

She was a mad woman.

Her voice roared melodies,

Her passion mistaken for her malady.
Flailing with her eyes,

Her claws in the hearts of every man,
They dreaded saying that she was

A mad, mad woman.

Her loins had the jars of a fire ablaze,
Curtailed behind the long Simar's haze,
The wild fire grew and informed the clan,
That inside the tinselled robe,

Lived a mad woman.

History written all over her forehead,

Future curled up inside her womb,

Destruction in a single nod, she only was the tomb.

From a far away desert, then came a man,

Telling about a vociferation rising from the sand,

Beware! From a pit of fretters had emerged a mad woman.

She said she remembered visages,
Not a single name,

That she was repugnant of being called one heck of a dame.

How at the dread of her snaky hair,
The bawdy onlookers ran,
And all they could do was nothing but to name her

The Mad Woman.

Mehak Khurshied
B.A. (Hons.) English, 111 Year




Yellow Rose

Go on.

Crush that yellow rose between your fingers.

Let those cloud-petals land on my human feet.
That sticky, yellow syrup dripping down your arm,
Oh! The beauty of destruction.

Yellow to rust, rust to dust; the journey of a flower.

You buy me yellow roses.

You buy life to sell it to death.
Death is your sublime.

You see death in me.

Those frigid hands of my murderer smell so sweet.
Death must smell sweet.

You press me, squeeze me, crush me.
And yet, in my garden | grow a row of yellow roses.

I am shrivelled. | am dead. | have turned to earth.
I rot. I smell. | am mortal.

Pearly dewdrops drop from your eyes as you see me dead.

A rose-stick bearing a fully bloomed yellow rose twirls between your fingers.
You know | am a yellow rose.

Your yellow rose.
You give me one last crush with your large feet and are gone.

Shubhi Makholia
B.A. (Hons.) English, 111 Year
[This piece won the second prize in the Slam Poetry Competition, Lehren 2018]




The Conflict of Womanhood

19" century and feminist strikes,

But what about the norms of being lady-like?

They'll continue to talk about your career stride,

But will not let you sit with legs open wide.

Everyday I'm encouraged —*“say what your heart, 5o shall you do”
But being unmarried at 30 is something you'd not like to do.
Politics is something they want me to step in,

May | ask when you're planning to bring a reservation act in?
The whole corporate sector is welcoming, then why do they restrict me with a 'glass-ceiling'?
Why don't they take pride in letting me do something,
| do not need their permission for any undertaking.
Strict laws and candle marches against rape,
Oh! No No!
Post-marital sex is the best escape.
Virginity is the only proof of my purity,
Then why associate me with any deity?
A red crimson mark on my forehead is not an issue,
Then why a red mark on my pants becomes an “ewww”.
'Kanya daan' is a virtue in this country,
Why am | a subject of your 'philanthropy'?
Do not call me Kali, Durga or Saraswati;
All | ask is equality for the sake of humanity.
What is the need for all this pretence?
You consider my call for dignity—a sheer nonsense.
I don't want special attention and space,
All I want is to walk with confidence and grace.

Ayushi Sharma
B.A. Programme, | Year
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An Ode to Writers

Virginia Woolf left a suicide note to Leonard Woolf b?fore.she ki'IIed herself. The n|ote said, “If
anybody could have saved me, it would have been you.” But in reality, even he couldn't really save
her.

The last line of her letter read, “l don't think two people could have been happier than we have
been.” And maybe, that was the last time she felt happy. She fought sadness as much as she craved
forit. And in the last, she couldn't take it anymore and therefore, she drowned herself. She stuffed
stones in her pockets before drowning herself because maybe she didn't want to be found. Her
whole life was marked by a series of mental breakdowns, to which the doctors suggested 'rest
cure': something which made no sense to her.

In the 19th century, doctors didn't understand completely how dangerous mental illness could be,

and this problem still exists in the 21st century where if you confront anyone about suffering from
mentalillness, they'd roll their eyes and laugh atyou for thinking of having such a petty disease.
Butit's not. People have actually killed themselves because of mental illness.

Vincent Van Gogh shot himself. Sylvia Plath killed herself by putting her head in the oven. Things

should have been pretty clear to everyone when she wrote in her poem Lady Lazarus,

“I have done
itagain.Onevyearin everyten.Imanageit.”

Maybe she wanted to escape grief. But grief comes back
to you when you try to escape it. It comes back to you especially then. But at least we have
therapistsinthe 21st century who think of mentalillness as something serious

Unlike in the 19th century where 'rest cure' was one of the prevalent options available. In the 21st

century, your therapist pastes a smile on her face while listening to you, but she knows that you are

amisanthrope having existential crisis.
| think, we are millennials who are saved by words more than anything else. The other day | was
reading a book by Mitch Albom which said “Everything is impermanent and we must learn to
detach.” The only problem with human beingsis that we don't feel a particular emotion completely
foritto detachitself from our body completely.
So, we should allow ourselves to feel a particular emotion completely for making the process of
letting. Go easier. Maybe we won't be able to eradicate mental iliness completely. But we can try.
Murakami said that “Human beings in their final analysis have to survive on their own.” So maybe
we can start from ourselves because the only person who'd be with us until the very end is the
person who stares you back when you look in the mirror. .
So we can start with ourselves, taking small steps from today. We can try and not let our mind
control us every single time. That way, maybe we can save a Sylvia Plath. Maybe we can save a
Virginia Woolf from killing herself. .
Rashi Bareja

B.A. (Hons.) English, Il Year




Monday

The carnival of this lane is yet to begin.
Right now the curtains veil that concussion,
That would arise along with the Sun.

The ticking clock is all that can be heard.

First the fog will smear away.

Clocks would align to a formulated harmony.

Bitto's kettle would bubble the tea.

A tramp would ask for his share.

The temple bells would partake.

Nearby, Mr. Sinha's scooter shall blare its cacophony.

The whimpers of some stray dog would intrude Nimmi's sleep.
The orchestra would seek its crescendo,

The show will begin.

The cattle will drag their existence to their jobs.

Some will chatter, “Politics! Politics!”

A coin they would bequeath to the tramp.

The children will haul to their beleaguered schools.

Lola will scowl at men.

A man will be bereft of his possession by the
A cat would overtake Manish.

He will alter his exit from the lane.

A car will bump into another.

Their owners will resonate the rupture.
Honks from each vehicle will gain its voice,

The show will progress.

But right now the curtains are closed.
Gloom consumes the arena

Mice emerge from an ulterior fissure
The tramp dozes over the pavement along dogs.

The fog exists.

deceit of another man.

Samriddhi Raj
B.A. (Hons.) English, Il Year
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Delilah

It's been thirty years, added with two;

That's my age, if you want to know.

A woman with golden blonde hair and eyes bright blue,
Which have seen the neon lights flickering in the hearts,
And saw them dim into a black nothingness.
Ah! Life can be so untrue.

If he ever asks about me,

Tell him about the gentleman who wished to carry my soul,
Heavy as iron dough;

That melted infinite times,

Like the late winter's snow.

Pendulum women; swinging, swinging,

Ricocheting to the joy and back.

Smiles made her look older,

No one knew that | had marble white teeth,

Stuck in the mouth full of silences.

Tell him about the men,

The ones who loved me and who couldn't too.

Men of each color, of all age groups

Ready with their hammers to break my iron heart into two
Under the red ChapStick, waiting to moisten my lips,
That looked like bloody crescent moon.

Tell him | tasted like an old wine,

Stagnant in a jug for decades,

That | was intoxicating, but evil too.

And each man who promised to last,

Left a gaping hole inside my heart.

The sadness stuck in my bones like the stains of shoe polish on a white c

Rub, rub, rub, it just wouldn't do.
So | locked myself into the air tight jar of numbness,
Where senses couldn't sneak through.

My mother used to tell me that | was no less than poetry,
But was also full of asterisks,

arpet,
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It's been thirty years, added with two;

That's my age, if you want to know.

A woman with golden blonde hair and eyes bright blue,
Which have seen the neon lights flickering in the hearts,
And saw them dim into a black nothingness.

Ah! Life can be so untrue.

If he ever asks about me,
Tell him about the gentleman who wished to carry my soul,
Heavy as iron dough;

That melted infinite times,

Like the late winter's snow.

Pendulum women; swinging, swinging,

Ricocheting to the joy and back.

Smiles made her look older,

No one knew that | had marble white teeth,

Stuck in the mouth full of silences.

Tell him about the men,

The ones who loved me and who couldn't too.

Men of each color, of all age groups

Ready with their hammers to break my iron heart into two
Under the red ChapStick, waiting to moisten my lips,
That looked like bloody crescent moon.

Tell him | tasted like an old wine,

Stagnant in a jug for decades,

That | was intoxicating, but evil too.

And each man who promised to last,

Left a gaping hole inside my heart.

The sadness stuck in my bones like the stains of shoe polish on a white carpet,
Rub, rub, rub, it just wouldn't do.

So | locked myself into the air tight jar of numbness,

Where senses couldn't sneak through.

My mother used to tell me that | was no less than poetry,
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The First

| have thought about you a thousand times,
In my million dreams
And gazillion plight
What remains unsaid,
Has been a sad ride
To a journey of lies.

If the tendencies are forgivable sighs,
Then why is it me, who cries all night.
I blame some, | take some;

Call me prude, once, twice or thrice,
I'll accept the label as you like.

Why?

If the mask you've worn

Is the growth that is sworn,

Then | am better off,

Naked, numb and vegan.

This shall have no course, loops and hooks,

'‘Cause songs are inked down for lost ones and bad feuds.

I'll try one more time.
Oh no, it doesn't make sense anytime.
“Graces, | am so privileged to be your first,”
“Monsieur, it's always a privilege to be someone's first.”
Twists and turns,

Grips and kisses hurled,

Took a pause and sighed:

Her neck was his home for a while.

Deaf by warmth, she says,

“Oh! If that's fine,”

Chaos is the true inertia.

Now come, be the character of this prose.”

Anukriti Singh
B.A. (Hons.) English, | Year
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Hush! My Darling

Sithing under the tree, casting the shadows of her past,
Drowningin loathe in the waters of the society;

Roots of anger churn her loins,

She's contemplating the ways.

"Oh!Hush, my darling, what will the society say?”

Reminiscing the nights her body was known to be unknown,
Buthow fate, pride and hormones turn a so-called chaste,
She dare not know.

Ademure disobedience in every walk of life,

Flamed with her beloved man's chauvinism:

The covers of 'innocence' were peeled...

The shouts turned into silent whispers.

She ran and stood by the crying waters,

Flashbacks of her own tears strike the waves of her heart.
The markers of her pain were to be wiped.

Still her air bears the sound that said,

“Oh!Hush, mydarling, don‘tbe scared.”

Standing wouldn't take her anywhere,

The winds that surround her need a change,
Different routes to different souls

But she took the one back home.

Epiphany hits her wounds; the winds would bear a cross to wherever she ran to

She was going back Home.

Home was where she had to scar her mother's heart.
Reaching the doors that twisted the clock of her happy hours,
Brave-faced she encounters her mother,

And speaks.

Thedry, teary face of her mother takes her back to that night,
And she says in consolation the only thing she knows to say,
“Oh!Hush, mydarling, don't cry and be stronger.”

7

hi

Gunjan Tripat
B.A. (Hons.) History, | Ye2r




Toes
| am a soldier.
It's an unexceptionally wet September morning and I'm standing at a dead man's feet. The rain has
turned the surroundingsinto a river and the dead man's face is covered in wet brown leaves and his
lips show the traces of the mud that may have been filled in his mouth. His eyelids are dark and his
hair looks like that of a baby who has just been bathed. | cannot make out the look on his face. | look
at his body. | cannot figure out the difference between it and the rotting leaves that cover it. My
eyes rest upon his feet which stick out from the brick-colored water that he is lying in. He has a shoe
missing and there are only four toes on the foot that's missing the shoe. Also, his toenails are
missing. They seem to have been plucked out from his toes.
This dead man was our prisoner. He tried to run away. | shot him. And now he lies dead at my feet. |
had been watching this man for many days. He was afraid of closed spaces. We both knew | was
afraid of them too. Only he knew this about me. He also knew that the sound of ripping flesh scared
me. But he let them rip his flesh anyway. Only he knew what went on my mind. He knew where I had
kept the secrets of my imagination and his eyes would follow me every time a cobweb fell on his
face in that small space of his. He would eye my clean, ideal life and haunt it with his live, bloodshot
eyes. Sometimes we went into each other's mind and it worked in the same way as acid works when
it's poured on human flesh. | knew this man could keep my secrets so | tried to soothe his pain with
an occasional smile. And he would respond by rubbing his bloody face or arm with his finger and
then licking it as if it were honey, assuring me that he was swallowing the secrets that lay beneath
the warrior body.
| was brave. | let him run. But would he be safe? | thought as he turned to give me one last lick of
assurance. | felt my insides burn as he disappeared into the rain. The rain? It must have washed him
clean, I thought. There would be no blood left on his face and arms now. Will he still be able to keep
my secrets?
| picked up my weapon and followed him. And now I'm trying to look at his body through all the mud
and the leaves that cover him. There's a little blood near his right eyebrow. | squeeze it with my
fingersand begin to taste it. | can't make out the taste. | seem to have lost the sense altogether.
| shrug and turn to leave. | resume my clan, warrior position and start to walk. After I've walked
a mile or so, | feel something in my boot. | remove my shoe and look at my foot. There are only
four toes on my foot.
My heart begins to race but then | remember thatlam a soldier.
Khansa Kubra
B.A. (Hons.) English, 111 Year
[This piece won the first prize in Creative Writing competition in Lehren 2018]




My Bairns

| raised a daughter,

| raised my son,

| raised a fowl,

| raised a bird.

She covers her mouth even before her laughter is heard,
Her smile is slight,

Her dress long enough.

Her scars are hideous, unlike his markers of courage;
That acne doesn't let her go out to play.

He walks around, she carries herself.

He strolls on paths, she struggles to follow.

She's thirteen and her distress begot,
A man spanked her grace.

She wept that day.
The same day my lad learnt to dive.

That moment he leaned into his fears, the girl had come to recognise hers.

She's seventeen and abhors her body,
Paints her visage a pretty pink.

Yet her frown asks her existence,

“Is that enough to fit in?”

He now calls himself a Man; no question comes up.

One day he'll pursue achievement,
She shall be married too.

He will earn recognition,
She'll have a family too.
They are my kids. | raised them up.

| raised a daughter.
I raised my son.

| raised no daughter byt only my son.
| raised no daughter,
I raised no son,

| raised a coward.
I raised her terror,

samriddhi Raj
B.A. (Hons.) English, Il Year
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Opaque

upapu Bhaiya, please press my Kurta Pajama, the black macho jacket and ask Madhuri to prepare
my red vermillion tilak for pooja,” said Mr Khanna to his servant. Mr Khanna was the district
magistrate of a small village in Hyderabad. He was not just known for his unbiased judgment but
also for his macho looks. His triceps were overtly visible from his black coloured kurta that he used
to wear. His beard and looks made every man in the town envious of him. His eyes were sharp and

were firm as his judgment. The only thing that the villagers could not understand was Mr. Khanna's
decisionto not marry.

«Madhuri do not let anyone disturb me,” said Mr Khanna. His pooja time was the only time when
Mr.Khanna did not allow anyone to disturb him. Sometimes he used to sit for hours in the temple
and sometimes he would just pay a fleeting visitto it.

“papu Bhaiya,” said Madhuri “why is Sahib taking so long to come out of temple? Is everything
alright?”

“Madhuri, don't you know the new case of Babu Lal's son? | think that has perturbed our Sahib.
Babu Lal's son has started behaving like a woman. He has started walking and dressing up like a
woman. Babu Lal came to sahib to seek for advice regarding his son. He even asked him what kind of
punishment can make his son behave likea'MAN."”

“Prabhu, please guide me asto what | should do? Chotu's case has brought back my memories. lam
reminded of my time, when | started behaving like agirl,” Mr Khanna asked the question to idols in
front of him. He closed his eyes only to be flushed by his past memories. He could recall the clear
memories as to what happened whenhe told his father about the woman inside him.

“Father! | know what you want from me. But please listen to what | feel,” said the young Khanna to
his father. Mr Khanna remembered his father's response. He was shut in a room for three months
and was beaten every day. He remembered how his mother stopped giving him food until he

practiced walking likea'MAN".

Tears rolled down Mr. Khanna's cheeks. “1 do not want the same ordeal for Chotu,” said he with a
pause and continued, “l am also not a 'MAN', Prabhu, please tell what | should do?” He stared at
the void inside him for some time as every god refused to speak. At last he said, “I think | know
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exactly whatis to be done. | will never let Chotu suffer....never...never-.

That night Mr. Khanna did not sleep well. He stared at the fan with salty eyes. He then summgpeq

Chotu at five in the morning and took him for the walk.

No one knew what had happened to them until next morning. Babu Lal found the slit throat of his
son, Chotu, and a hanging body of Mr. Khanna. Their bodies were found near the marriage groyng

ofthevillage.

v

Mr. Khanna talked at length to Chotu during his walk. For the first time he told someone his story.
“Sahib, | know what will be my fate. But do you think | will have space to live on this huge earth?”,
said Chotu. Crying, Mr Khanna said “Oh! Chotu, you will get everything you want but only if you
follow this society . You know | have been hiding my real identity in my heart for years. Can you do
the same?” asked MrKhanna.

Chotureplied, “No”.
Mr. Khanna said, “Neither canlanymore.”

Shweta Kalra

B.A. (Hons.) English, 111 Year
[This piece won the second prize in the Creative Writing competition, Lehren 2018]
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Feminism in the Time of Modernity

"It took me quite a long time to develop a voice and now that | have it, |am not going to be silent” is
the motto of women today. It is high time that we stop talking about the backwardness of womenin
Indian society. Gone are those days when women used to be only a 'sex object' to satisfy male
desire. The need of the hour is to talk about the hurdles that women have faced and claim an equal
footing with men.

In order to bring positive changes in the society, we need to talk about the positive changes that
have happened since the 16th century. Today, women are progressing in every field—be itin army,
business, entrepreneurship, or any other for that matter. From just being the "slaves" to their
husband, they have successfully emerged as individuals who are the source of livelihood for their

families. There were times when women used to hesitate while talking about menstruation, but
today the call of the dayis 'l bleed, so what?'

I ask, why do we need to talk about women only as the 'help meat' of men? Why do men take it
upon their ego if their wives earn more than them? The root cause doesn't lie in the society butin
the minds that shape a society. Thus, women can only turn out to be completely independent when
the minds of people will change.

People talk about becoming modern but the factis thatin the process of becoming modern, Indian
society has 'westernized'. But becoming westernized merely in terms of appearance will not
suffice. People need to respect the fact that women are also born free just as men are and hence
men have no right to enslave themin chains.

To conclude, women are indeed in the face of modernity and all that is required to make them
reach the zenith of success is to accept them as being outspoken. This can happen only if the
mindset of the society changes and only when women are motivated to take a lead in all spheres.
This can be initiated by the parents who should inspire their daughters to become independent and

tolead the society.

"We need to come together—Activists, Artists and Feminists — and cooperate together, no matter

how hard it is. Everyday we have to fight for solidarity."

Shriya Bajpai
B.A. (Hons.) English, 11 Year







An Odd Beauty

| am the girl who has been told that she is beautiful, but made to feel that she is not.
For too long, I've been hiding my face on social media, wearing the face of insecurity.
You see, even Darcy couldn't find Elizabeth "handsome enough" to tempt him.

But was that the point of it all? To tempt someone? Is that even worth it?

people would always have a shining board of validation in their hands, telling you,
You could be a little broader from the hips,

A little wider from the bottom,

A little taller because that's the way he'd like it.

How about | ask you to be what you are because that's the way you have always been?

How about | ask you not to give up cigarettes because you think society would look you in the
eye and call you a whore?

How about you dance with the sky in your mouth, without hiding your teeth to allow people to
look at your beautiful, beautiful face?

How about | ask you to be yourself?

| was the girl who was caught in empty cafés, reading Shire without lifting her eyes up only to
look at the empty chair in front of her.

| saw tables for two, four, six, eight everywhere.

Were people scared of being the odd number?

But lately, | have become comfortable with the idea of tables for two.

Because | am not at all scared of being the odd number, of being called a lonely girl who is
more comfortable in her own skin.

You see, there was a long road | had to travel before | could reach to a point and say “TO HELL
WITH YOU” on the faces of people who had made me feel blotted from the universe.

So save yourself the pain and stop being with people who make you feel you are not enough,
Because ten years down the line you would not want your daughter to cry her eyes out because

Someone body shamed her.
Stop quoting Shahid's verses to someon

favourite line. . I
Stop painting your nails in their favourite colour and stop colouring your lips in darker shades.

e whose eyes never gleam when you speak your

Stop chasing love for a while and let it come to you.
Stop.

For

A




While.
; o
Because you will never have to try and make space for yourself in someone's life because yoy

my dear, are the universe that's complete in itself.

So next time when people would hold a validation board in their hands, have enough audacity

to
smile on your imperfections and walk away as if it doesn't matter to you.

rom ear to ear without hiding

| will post a picture of myself smiling wide f
y ears,

So maybe next time,
my teeth, my smile with Phil Kaye's voice echoinginm
“You are Beautiful”
“You are Beautiful.”

Rashi Bareja
B.A. (Hons.) English, 1l Year




The Hermitage

| remember the yellow house of mine

The bedrooms and the paint peeling from the sides

The wooden furniture and the kitchen, all mine.

My home, my heaven

Where | was smitten by each wall, brick and stone

It was the temple | entered first after my marriage

Gave birth to my children, saw them crawl and walk

And saw my toddlers grow up and apart.

My home that | remember being my summer,

My spring, my season of happiness

Now has become a squalid four walls, with no fragrance of egg curry
But wrapped in fetid putrid and dirt

The house has become a winter now

Where I long to live again with my husband,

Mow the lawn and make egg curry

My life is circumscribed by an irony

I cannot reside in my own house.

The crippling disease that god cursed my daughter and me with
Glued with perennial ageing

My curved knees ache and so does my heart

That longs to go back to my loving home

| wish to say again with a contented sigh

“Home, Sweet Home”.

Shweta Kalra
B.A. (Hons.) English 111 Year




The End

She pressed her head against the dark, cool wall, wishing silently for it to calm her. Every nerve of
her head was pulsating strongly as if to make their presence known. But her chest felt colg like the
stillness of the dead. She tried to feel her heartbeat but her numb hands refused to move eyep, n

inch.

She should cry, shouldn't she? But the tears, the wretched tears won't leave her eyes. The last time

she remembers them flowing down was when he...

No! There was no last time. She won't remember it at any cost. But despite her choice, she could
see it. [t was there right in front of her, as if it was real rather than imagination—her own self lying

down like a corpse.

“NO! NO! NO!”, she howled, but maybe not loud enough for the figure of the white dressed old
man, filling the girl with himself to wither away.

She hit her head against the wall, hard—hard enough to cause a black out in order to make the
memory vanish in its recesses of darkness and the sobs to dampen in its pain.

She tried getting up, but even her legs won't help. She knew she had to get up, they will be here any
minute. But this time she will not run or hide or even beg anymore. She tried to get up again
supporting herself with the temple stand. For the first time—and maybe for the last—it helped her.
Her face lifted in a dry laugh, though her eyes still remained cold like the stone idols. Her other hand
was clutched tightly to the sacred metal. Slowly she loosened her grip and set the knife onthe table.
She stared at it for the last time, memorizing the bend of its blade, its sharpness and its coldness. It
was the most cherished sight for her, a sight of her pined freedom to the everlasting doom. She

knew that her freedom will be taken away from her soon and all she would be left with will be its
haunting memory.

:::'ic?:s:nizrgn:::::a(?h pulled her. to the ki’fchen. She will cook something today, some‘thmg
) g mouth-watering to go with hot chapattis. She opened the flour jar but it W2
Z"T;F;tgvr-‘tM;thel;chere is some rice with which she can cook pulao. Her mouth watered at the
somethi'ng fofhe?:;l:ye: saw were beetle.s in the jar, dying of hunger. She sighed; she still had
contested with - st.—e;:d alf-eaten chal?ath and a soiled onion: her price for victory for which she
needed it, today of all th Oil He even bit her, but that didn't hinder her or her strength when sh€
find anything. He © days. But where did she keep it? Her eyes wandered around, unablé to

rmemory clicked, she had thrown it atthe doorin a shock and forgotten all about




; she will sit here, savoring her precious moments. But her
groaning stomach poked her again, maybe this is our last free meal, the last | could enjoy, but her

cowardly heart shivered at the very thought of it. Byt something in her spirit asked, if she was
strongenoughto doit, then why not strong enough toface it.

Crushed under her own weight, her body sank on the floor, but the wall was not there behind her
back anymore. Maybe that is why memories from the

Past started flooding her brain. The woman,
she does not remember her face well enough, but she

used to call her “Ma”. She remembered the
warmth of her eyes and the calm of her lap. But the woman was shrieking that day and her shrills

were piercing her ears. Stop it! She wanted to shout but the large figure of the man lounging upon
the woman made her tremble fiercely. Something was wrong, beyond her imagination. She had

often heard her muffled cries at nights, but this was different, something like the last shriek of the
dying.

Goosebumps covered her shivering body. She needs to stop these memories. The dark wall and its
cool heat will block them and embrace her like the woman used to. She tried to shift her body
towards the same corner where the woman often sat, but her body refused to oblige. Her ears

could listen to the growing rustle outside, the crying, the shrieking, and the lamenting. Any minute
now, she thought. But before that, she needs the wall and its cold warmth.

The door flew open and the light burst in. They were here, but she wanted the wall, to touch it for a
moment, to remember its texture, its cracks, and its coldness. They grabbed her hair, but her eyes
remained still on the wall, tracing her own scribbling on the black white patches. Her head flew on
one side. Her cheeks burned. Blood. She could taste the salty iron taste of blood in her moutbh, just
like the one on the blade of the knife. Maybe her tooth was broken, but she could not find it. She
twisted her tongue in her mouth. Maybe in this corner. This time her head fell in the other direction.
More blood filled up her mouth, but the pain made her lips curl—neitherin a cry, nor in a whimper,
butinasmile. Her pain was outside, lying dead.

They grabbed her hair from the back. It should have helped. It should have helped to rein back the
surge of memories overpowering her. But they came like the unstoppable curses from the men
around her. The woman, her 'Ma', was struggling, shrieking, trying to keep the shadow of the large
Man away from her. “No, not her, she is just a child, a small child. She won't be a devdasi. Please, |
begyouinthe name of the god you serve,” she said as she embraced her tightly.

“Devdasi? Why was she fighting for a Devdasi,” the girl thought. She shou!d give this man dressed in
White whatever he wanted and stop this. The woman was still shoutmg, louder now, and her
embrace growing suffocatingly tight, when the man gra_bbed her by her ha.|r and threw her. At least
she will stop shouting now, the girl thought, but despite the blood gushing out of her head, she
won't stop. But now it was not the shriek and the cries anymore that mattered, rather her own self.
She was flying; the old man was pulling her like one of her rag doIIs.‘She should tell the woman that
something is wrong. She must shout, but the woman was not shouting anymore. Blood had_fOfm.Ed
apoolaround her. She was still staring at the girl. Helplessness, love, pain, fear—all swimming with
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r,sheisyour daughter, Pandit."

the tearsin her closing eyes whenshe whispered, “Da ughte

tooth. Her stomach was hurting. “Well, it wop
"You piece of dirt, you prostitute, you killeq the
her. Her smile grew wider now, red teeth glistening behindit,

o cry, to lament, to beg, to shout like she did on the othey
maybe mad, for she was smiling shamelessly after sych ,

fgod, the head priest.

her mouth, along with the

Blood splashed out from
d. Her head flew again.

be hungry now”, she chuckle
head priest,” two eyes boreinto
They dragged her, they wanted her t
nights, but today she was different—
heinous crime, she killed the messenger o

wd, here there were many hands, many mouths, and many eyes,
ly through the crowd. They fell on the corpse, soaked in blood just

ging her, but her eyes were still wandering, searching, hoping
her own little girl, in the corner of the wall, but she

was crying, alone there, no she should not cry, not now, she should not be scared. Nobody was
going to fill her with his darkness now, nobody would auction her, nobody would rape her, beat her,
she was safe now and she was free. Maybe | should tell her, her mother had killed the darkness. But
the hold of the crowd was far stronger than her. They were still dragging her, she resisted, one last
time with all the might she had. “Let me tell her once that she need not fear the dark. Can't they
see? She is crying, my daughter is crying. She is still afraid of the white dresses and darkness.” She
pushed her body towards her daughter, but in the next moment she was lying face down in the
mud. Sunlight startled her eyes. They were abusing her, hitting her, as they dragged her throughthe
village, away from her daughter, but her daughter was safe in the corner of the wall. She turnedone
last time to see her house. Tears welled up in her eyes. There in the broad daylight, her house stood,

still engulfed deep in the darkness.

They dragged her out in the cro
But her eyes wandered searching
like the woman. They were drag
craving. Tears welled up inthem. There she was,

Bharti Yadav
B.A. (Hons.) English, I Year




The Epitaph
They ask, what do you want them to say?
To call you after you are gone long away.

should we call you as the most beautiful woman that ever was?
No. She said, as there is no beauty that cannot be surpassed.

Should we call you as the woman with the most accomplishments?
No. She said, as for excellence, there is no end.

Should we call you a woman who brew the best wine?
No. She said, as the flavor resides in the mouth of the one who tastes the wine.

S0, should we call you the woman who knew her weapons well?
No. She said, as weapons are the means of death, gore and hell.

i Then you tell us fair lady! they exclaimed,
f With what name, what praise,
Your heart desires to be claimed?

Thus, rose the lady, bowed and smiled,
To be known as a woman of words.

A woman whose flavor will never be gone,
Of the accomplishments that will never be forgone.

She who stabbed the hearts below
And moved the heavens above:
AWOMAN OF WORDS!
AWOMAN OF WORDS!
Bhart Yadav
B.A (Hons ) English, 11 Year
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Women in Modern Times

nted, skilful, and extraordinary;
cooking and doing laundry.

d charm;

| always felt myself to be tale
But | couldn't show it: For | was busy cleaning,
| have always amazed everyone with my beauty an
| am Noor Jehan, | am Isabella and | am Kareena.
An acid puddle on my face will definitely not define my identity.

| have always known physics; after all | have drawn water from the w

Maybe it's time for you to ponder?
Pay attention! Now | know it all: from
Gone are the days when you look at my beautiful face and find fear.

It's all about a good change, reconsidering and breaking stereotypes.
Trust me; doing wonders together would be a sheer delight.
Because having 'egalitarian’, 'leeway', and 'liberty" in our constitution is not at all about

ell, remember?

the sensex to 1SS to my tiny car’s gears,

democracy.
The day | would be able to roam freely on the roads: Oh! It'll be a total ecstasy.

Diya Bundela
B.A. Programme, | Year







Bitter Smile

People ask me to smile a bit more.

| say | smile only this much.

| don't like my teeth to be visible to people.

But the smile on this face has been stolen away.

This face used to smile,

Laugh rather.

My mother used to say extreme laughter ends up inacry.
But | ignored her advice,

And started to laugh and laugh and laugh even more.
| loved to laugh.

'Haters of innocence,’

Yes they exist.

They exist, they are beasts.

One of those beasts used to watch me.

| thought the beast was harmless...

He used to look at me like he wanted something.

But | ignored him and | laughed,

Because | used to love it.

| used to laugh showing my bright white teeth.

But Maa was right.

Hater of my smile!

'‘Bad thoughts, bad intentions'.

That beast, his eyes were turning red,

And my smile? Ohh leave...

Alas!

| respected that beast sometimes,

Because he was aged and wrinkled,

With face like a raisin.

He came close to me,

Asked me to smile.

I did.

And | laughed because | used to love it.

But that beast, throttled me down,
And my laughter? It was fading away,
I looked into the beast's eyes,
‘Bad thoughts, bad intentions',

slowly.

_




His 'thing' on my face.

My laughter? It was fading away, dying with its final shrieks.
" augh now!" the beast said.

My smile turned into tears!

"Laugh now!” | want to see your teeth, stick your mouth open. Take this." He ordered.
| was petrified and angry too,

5o | pushed him back and ran away,

| cried a lot that day.

But the beast laughed, he laughed at me.

| was shattered.

My laughter was stolen away from me that day.
My laughter: now long gone.

It is his fault.

The beast's fault.

Now, | only smile,

| A pretentious smile.

Because my laughter is gone, robbed.

It is lost,

Because of that beast.

| used to laugh, | used to love it.

But now it has gone and now | smile

But only a little.

Only this much.

Kanika Attri
B.A. (Hons.) English, 111 Year




The Portrait of a Woman

The enigmatic smile of Mona Lisa,
Was she really smiling?

A broken vase, 1’
Mended, cannot hold the beauty

Of the flowers.

The fragrance is decayed.

She drapes herself with fear and disgrace.
Her dry skin—unseasonable,

Scars on her moon skin,

Were the jewels she learnt to adorn.

Pity for the self?

Warnings to be hushed, are now subverted.
There she stands with the smile that really is.
Unadulterated.

Now, she is the bird you told stories about.
Now, she is fierce and bold,

Graced with the beauty she was sold.

Like the Sun, which emblazes the moon,

She too, has the fire

To rebel her ruin.

Smriti Dadhich
B.A. (Hons.) English, | Year




The Mirror

The knocking on the door disrupted the music of her sewing machine. "Madam, there is a new
admission”. Her fingers stopped dead on the machine, a low sigh escaped her lips. She had always felt
the word 'admission’ a misfit. It should better have been one more death of humanity, one more
shameful act of violence. The knocking grew urgent. "Coming!" she shouted. The footsteps slowly
receded away, leaving her alone in the calm of the soft sunshine peeping in through the wire mesh of
the window. She was glad for the solid wooden material of the windows and the doors. They gave her
privacy which the glass could not afford. After all, you can see everything through the glass, even the
onesyou don't want to see, especially your own self.

she gathered her shawl and wrapped it tightly around herself and hurried downstairs. The clamour of
the sewing machine, the tearing of the clothes, the snapping of the scissors and the excited chattering
of the girls brought a faint smile on her face. But like the other smiles of her life, it soon got repressed
under the sight of a small girl sitting in a corner, scared as a bird under a cat's paw. She made her way
towards the girl amongst the staff and smiled as warmly as she could. The large eyes of the bird just
stared wide at her as the staff members introduced them. She went forward to embrace the girl, but
the girl sprang back as if she was scared or maybe was disgusted by her sight. It was nothing new for her
and she did not blame the supposedly natural reaction of the girl towards her, after all she was the one

whowas unnatural here.

Emotions were brimming out of her mouth which, if repressed, compelled to be expressed through her
eyes. "Show her the room, and make sure she is comfortable", she ordered in a restrained voice and
hurried back. She wanted to run back to her wooden box room, shut off all the windows, the doors, the
world, too—all her emotions, her pain, her cries, her pastand, if possible, even her life.

lust one more floor—she thought, when a voice called her from the back. She again pulled her shawl
and her emotions tightly against herself and looked back. A girl of twelve stood before her at a distance,
nervously, "Madam ji, | got a scholarship ", she beamed and the contagious hope in her eyes made her
emotions melt inside. "I am proud of you ", she smiled, still maintaining the distance.” | made
Something for you", the nervousness returned on the girl's face as she handed out a drawing page. She

tookit with her left hand, still holding the shawl tight over her face with therightone.

The pencil sketch on the sheet made the paper seem alive. But as soon as she saw the drawing, her
heart froze. It was her own portrait, but something was missing. The shawl was not there in the picture.
It was her whole face along the side which was scathed inan acid attack. She wanted to tear it apart

and run away. But somehow she kept staring at her own image. It had been a long time since she had
last seen herself with her own eyes. The dam broke, tears rushed down her cheeks—which she felt

them only on one side. But she knew that the other side was crying too. However, the image in front of

herwas smiling with a sense of self sufficiencyand her eyes gleaming with hope.
Bharti Yadav

B.A. (Hons.) English, 11 Year
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Story of My Foot

| have no value in a crowd.
| want to move across four directions all around.

Tell me humans, where can success be found.
Everyone is busy in the chaos around,
But | am looking to search the real ground.

" Took a single step forward and then a step back,

My journey has begun on the right track.

Words and Battlefields

Fighting with mouth wide open,

Gasping for air,

Gasping for life.

Fighting with mouth wide open,

Welcoming the insects, the irritants with a 'genuine' smile.
Fighting with mouth wide open,
Words never make sense.

| speak.

| falter.

Fighting with a mouth wide open
Unarmed and unhappy.

’

Aishwarya Vijay
B.A. Programme, | Year

Nitya Chandran
B.A. (Hons.) English, 1l Ye&"




Medusa's Locks

Ava hated it. Restrained ideas and constrained structures—t

. , _ his is how she would define a “column
writer”. The higher you're paid, the more "razor-

_ tongues' you have to cater to. Throwing away the
millionth piece, she raked her hands through her hair.

These curly mass of brown strands refused to submit to the constraining hair-

grasp of sharp-edged clips didn't do any good; half of them escaped anyway.
them. However, the locks were gracefully wild, almost brea

Carefully, Ava smoothed her hair through her fingers, givi

resumed combing. This time, the comb only served to ma
combed together.

ties. The forceful
Ava tried combing
king the comb speeding through them.
ng them an unhinged look, before she
ke her hair better and it was uniformly

Running her hand through her hair, she noticed few escaped strands. “

These strands... Just give
them some time,”

she mused, “and once again, they will get out of hand ” Pausing briefly, she said,
“Notout of hand, but out of head”, and gave ashort, hearty laugh.

With no writer's block, Ava picked up her pen again and with her hair behind her ears, she wrote,
“fierce women are everywhere—your mother, friend, sister or even your colleague. Unique as
different colours in a rainbow, they all stand together, kept in line by their dreams, hopes and
aspirations. Anything else, to keep them in line, is poor enough of a job. Because some beauty will
always step out of line and break the rules. You know why? Amazing women do not listen to
anyone, except their own. Good luck dealing with a strong woman who knows what she wants.”

Bhavya Srivastava
B.A. (Hons.) English, 11 Year




No Insurances

l.
Every morning at nine Maya paddled a cycle rickshaV\{ to .her work from her 5 BHK aPartme
Narayana which was a mile away. Her belongings which |nclu<.jed he.r pu‘rse and lunch bag we,
ed to her vehicle. Tassels decorated the rickshaw with their bright colourfy format ]
at played '80s pop music. Maya was an accountan; atOn
pany. Hers was a rather dignified and significant job. From tep, iy ﬁva
tions of clients, earned some dough from obscure SOUrce:
nts, deceived with taxes and deficits and Participateq ir;

nt in

safely chain
and a small speaker fixed at the se
government assurance com
every day, she delayed heavy transac
signed account books maintained by assista

office politics.
“Nathji, crime branch called, claiming that their car has been stolen.” “The insurance money g
been transferred toan employee's account instead of the department”, she said.

“I know, the moron claims that he won't redirect the transaction”, Nathji said. “If the money won't

the department, the DM and Regional Officers will get suspended and we two would lose oyr
too much tasks to these assistants. Don't worry so much. Crime

tment. That phony coward won't make any dough. Taxes and a

reach
job. 1 warned about allocating

branch is a government depar
entjob label are inevitable to himas well. The matter is under consideration. Calm down.’

governm
s? The guys who play Sherlock

“Yes. Since when did the crime branch begin to lose their resource

Holmes all day for the rest of the world have lost their car now.”

“Haan... it's strategic. Anyway Maya you and your rickshaw shouldn't feel so threatened. If you look
up for some insurance policy for your pretty little ride, feel free to contact my office.” To this remark,

Maya turned deaf and didn't bother any further.

Later in the evening, Maya drove to the nearby market, bought some groceries, accessories and
then rode to her home. There was a spot reserved for her rickshaw in the parking lot. It stood there
amongst fancy cars of her neighbours and that of her husband. Maya started to show Naman the
new bell she bought. “This one sounds so piercingly loud. It will serve its purpose right and, besides:
it looks pretty.” Naman took the bell from her and gave it a long gaze. He placed it on the tablean
:ook Maya's hand instead. “Yes very pretty indeed”, he said. He then noticed the back of her pal™
tE;:emi::n’lt)ir:litlzzl;e?htij:kat her. Maya.caught the sign and curled her fingerstoa fist. ”LOOI:;:;
business?” he said. Maya sei:(e);J Ij::’ :sz :00 ha‘rd > yofurself with all the riCI(‘Shavlv ::vea
rickshaw.” “Of course it is rickshaw pullinn N rt())m hls'hOId. ‘llt's S pu!“ng. just 9
the car? Do you know what all -~ O.dy drives a ickshaw. Why wouldn'Yo% n 1yoU
. people say every time you take that dolled up trash to work’
paid for that dolled up trash Naman You don' e et i o
: n't get to complain.” “l asked you to buy @ giftfor

birthday.” “Well th
' en, thank you so alt
Planteda softkiss and left the room much for the wonderful gift.” Naman held her palm

/
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eager to go home and share her excitement about her huge pla

n to Naman. She walked out of the
cafe. It was barely four steps when she stopped. Maya stared ahead. Some men stood in front of

her. On moving further, Maya noticed how a crowd stoog before the shop where she had parked
hervehicle. The shop was on fire. The car was on fire.

Thecar's assurance ffmds couldn't be claimed because the company couldn't find enough evidence
to exempt it from being a case of moral hazard. The car was beyond repair. The car was a sham. “Is
there no scheme against such a case? Can't you talk about it in your office?”, Naman asked. “It
wasn't insured by my company. They don't deal with it. Someone burnt it and there is no way to
prove that it wasn't either of us. The agents see it as a means for us to gain insurance claims.” “But
why would we burn the shop then?” “The shop caught the fire. We might have to pay
compensation for that as well.” “No, we won't. We won't make any such payments.” “You don't get
to decide.” “Fine. Get your fixed deposits and make the payments. We won't pay, but you will. If
someone has to take the responsibility then it's you.” “But | told you about the project and the
client. | need to invest that money. | may quit soon. | planned to switch my job remember.” “You
don't get to decide”, he said. A couple of months later, on Maya's birthday Naman made a transfer
of sixteen thousand to her account. He was aware that Maya had slacked down her expenses.
Maya's indifference didn't bother him. What bothered him was that she never complained. She
made no arguments, taunts or anything. She didn't regard him. But what pestered him most was
how she never asked for any financial support or for any help.

On a lazy Sunday Maya washed her rickshaw. She then wiped it with some shiny ointments and
painted it with flower patterns. Every now and then she donated some more colour to her joy ride.
Later, she allowed the taint to dry and went back home. When she came home Naman suggested to
take her out to some place nice. On their way, Naman stopped by a warehouse and then later
resumed to walk along. It was a wonderful day. They talked for hours. Maya bought plenty of
clothes and beautiful things. When they came back home Maya noticed in the parking lot that her
rickshaw was gone.

Samriddhi Raj
B.A. (Hons.) English, Il Year
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I Will Never Do It Again!

'This is perfect!' exclaimed Sophie with much excitement and enthusiasmin her eyes, ¢ she

in front of a row of water lily plants in the garden, holding on her camera inone hand ang a ;too
bottle in the other. The weight of her bag, which at first seemed to her unbearable, Wasater.
nowhere, as was clearly evident in her countenance which had suddenly changed the mOmentno
got her ideal shot after a series of vain attempts. She had always been interested in phOtOgraS:e
d an opportunity to click and capture nature's most inﬁmr;tz

since she was twelve and never misse
some greenery around her and she alw
ays

moments. Her hazel green eyes always searched for

rejoiced at the prospect of finding the same.

n working on a collection of her own, in which she recorgs |
flowers etc. She always tilts her head covered i,
henever she gets the 'perfect-pictyre \

Since the age of twelve, she has bee
her encounters with a variety of trees, plants,
light brown hair, on either side, in a very unusual manner, W
she has intended toand smiles ardently for sometime looking at it. \

sked a voice suddenly, loud enough to break Sophie's long ||

meditation as she stood in amazement looking at the 'perfect-picture’ she had just clicked. Sophie, |

upon hearing this, turned around to see the one who disrupted her peaceful reverie, thoughshe ||
ly said by that person. She looked around the corner where |

wasn't yet conscious of what was exact
she was standing in the garden, but only found that all the people around her were at a significant |
|

distance from her and that the voice she had just heard, seemed to have come from somewhere |

'Why are you doing this to us?', a

very close to her.

"This is wrong!', came the voice again, before Sophie could decide who was the one who was

speaking. |

She thought it to be an imaginary voice because she couldn't make out from where the voicewas |

coming.

She felt tired and thought that voice just to be a matter of sleeplessness and so decide
to her home. Just as she was proceeding to turn away from the Water Lily plant which st
front of her camera, she was startled and stopped by a voice which came fromit.

d to go baCk
ood right "

'Don'tyou dare to doitagain!'exclaimed the little Water Lily.

re |ike?d
that
tef

Sophie was so shocked and surprised with what had just happened to her thatshe stood the
statue. She cc?uldn tbelieve her eyes and ears. It was not because of sleeplessness or tiredne®
she was hearing such voices, but it was really someone who was trying to talk to her, a little W
Lily plant!

@ 4



- : ost a
enraged Water Lily started again—'"l have seen, you PPeared to be out of her senses, when the

. many t :

me and my fellow beings. Don't you know that what Ny times coming here and taking pictures of
O o -

JpTel me?' youare doing is wrong and we don't ke it at

\Ah-oh!’ replied Sophie stillin a shock.

. ! 1 1
Now don't scare me like that, it really makes me uncomfortable. Answer my question!"

'|_,,um....| didn't know', replied Sophie with a look of embarrassment mixed with shock and
confusion.

she cleared her throat to say something but was interrupted by the Water Lily again.

'Youdon'trespectour privacy!'
'What?' replied Sophie with a great deal of confusion.

'Yes, our privacy, how would you feel if a stranger just comes around every day and starts clicking
your pictures without your permission? Tell me?"

'Ah...Yes, | will, | will feel bad.' replied Sophie.

'So why are you doing this to us? When you don't want such thing to happen to you? Have you ever
seen us taking random pictures of you?'

. 1
'I.l..lam sorry, | was not aware of it, lam already very confused...

'Just remember to delete all of our pictures before you go from here, we will never accept any
intrusion into our private space, intrusion of any kind.

Just before Sophie could reply to the Water Lily, she was suddenly distracted by the voice of her
alarm clock which indicated 7 a.m. Her mother shouted from the drawingroom of her house.

. |I
‘Sophie, get up child, otherwise you'll miss your bus again, come on hurry up!

Sophie tried opening her eyes slowly while still on her bed and kept murmuring in a low voice—'l

willnever doitagain!'

Priyanka Yadav
B.A. (Hons.) English, |1 Year
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Morality Gone Wrong

I don't care what it's like

To shove aside the world for the sole Me
This is what it exactly teaches:

To trample over others and rise in degree.

Our future is in our hands,

If we make our present best.

Focus on today; tomorrow lies in oblivion,
Should have your own bread-winning tactics.

Glorified are those who sit in brick and mortar;
The feeding farmers are pushed to the edge.

I have to chap it down: | need a home,

But | park my car in its shade.

It's a residence in the outskirts,
Oh my gosh! Tigers do come there.
Clash is everlasting—Nature vs. Us;

It's the only thing, maybe, we're scared.

But basically, | don't care.

My pot belly is so comfy in this A.C. room.

The rising temperature is a matter to be solved.
So as a compensation, there's a flower-bed.

Family comes first, before anything else;
And when his head aches, | get tense.

From animals so rare to a gene endangered,
I bring him medicines rich in ingredients.

Yes, | do love and care for them,

Wish for their safety more than mine.

It is the way of the world and I am a part of it,

I'am a breathing human, for me ‘humanity' is important,

Shaguna Ganguly
B.A. (Hons.) English, 11 Year




There was atime when | was in fear;
|wish | had a beer and someone to cheer.
Sothat|can smile without anyfear,

And here and there, no one tofear.

You might not want to hear,

But|want to make it clear.

|will laugh aloud right now, right here;
Sohere goes the fear,and |am here.

Soalive, shining so bright.

Ready to fly, not even scared from the heights.
It's our chance to make it right,

Evenwhenit's dim light.

Butwhat is right? Am | right?
This world with its beautiful sunlight;
Orthe stars which are shining so bright.

Justremember it's alright, even when it's notright.

Shubhangi Ojha
B.A. (Hons.) English, | Year
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The Way Forward

“Feminism isn't about making women strong. Women are already strong. It's about changing the

way the world perceives that strength.”
__ G.D. Anderson

Modernity in its literal sense means rejecting the old and connecting to what is new and
contemporary. Modernity has introduced a distinctive idea about women in the Indian society. In
the Indian context, modernity for women means the enhancement of skills, opportunities and
abilities of women, thereby making them independent and competent.

Modern times are frequently referred to as 'Info-age’, where information is considered to be
important. With change in time, technology has also become an essential component of our daily
lives. Social networking sites have rapidly grown thereby increasing new challenges for humankind.
Whereas in earlier days, the purpose of women in a family or society was to look after the
household, take care of the family and perform domestic work, today modern women are
confident, independent, empowered and are tech-savvy as men. Women are not just restricted to
household arena but also go out, work and achieve incomparable success with their amazing

professional competencies.

Women empowerment plays a significant role in the development of the society and the economic
growth of the nation. Participation of women in all areas and sectors helps a country to build a
stronger economy and also improves the quality of life and bring gender equality in the society.

Though women have achieved great success and independence in the modern times, the safety of
women is still questionable. Rape, molestation, sexual harassment, eve teasing still continue to be
prevalentin India, which prides itselfin mythological female figures like Radha and Sita.

Women, in the face of modernity, are like a wide canvas that exhibhits which has many strong and
diverse personalities like Malala, Serena Williams, Hillary Clinton, Angela Merkel, Kalpana Chawla,
etc. Hence, itisimportant for today's women to emulate such powerful personalities and become

empowered.

Himangini Rathore
B. A. (Hons.) Political Science, | Year
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Not a Poet

Today, | am no poet.

No paper can endeavour the turbulence of my words today,

No amount of ink enough to color the barrenness of my toxic ruminations.

Shambles look like shambles today,
| can barely see any metaphors scattered in them.

Those visibly puffed veins of his hands don't allure me today,

A deep paper cut on his thumb ; the sole thing that my eyes today can behold.

| can mark the darkness encircling her drowsy eyes.

Today, | cannot compose the verses admiring her rebellious eyes
or intricate nuances of her sharp kohl.

| can see no poetry today, | can see no love.

My words stubbornly put together,
Today, they can faintly reflect my soul.

All poets are fools they say,
But how can | believe it to be true?
For | feel like a fool today but not a poet anymore.

Mehak Khurshied
B.A. (Hons.) English, 11l Year
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Pooja Singh

1 y ! § : .
o . Deepika Singh Deepika Gupta
- ‘ BJMC - llird Year B.Com. (P
i B.A. (P) - llird Year ) - (P) - lind Year
. ' Gold Medal in Inter College Gold Med.a! in Int'er College Gold Medal in Inter College
A and Gold in Delhi State Gold in Delhi State and Gold in Delhi State

Shivakanti
Pol. Sc. (H) - lind Year
Bronze In Delhi State

Football

Anjali
~Hindi (H) - llird Year
Participation in All India Inter University

Shivangi
B.A (P) - Ist Year
Silver in Delhi State

Tennis

Lisa Jha
B. Voc (Printing) Teaching - I

st
Participation in All India Unive

B
R e

s

Year
rsity



Sports Achievers 2017-18

Boxing

e l?gaulgt:” Arti Rawal
.Sc¢. LS - llird Year Zoology (H) - Ist Year
Gold Medal in Inter College, Gold Medal in Inter College
Participation in All India and Participation in All India
Inter University Inter University

Vandana Janvi

B.Sc. LS - lind Year B.Com. (P) - liird Year
Silver Medal in Inter College Bronze Medal in Inter College

Varsha Sah Sapna
History (H) - llird Year B.Sc. LS - llird Year

Bronze Medal in Inter College Bronze Medal in Inter College

i TS il
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B.Com. (P) - llird Year
-3rd Place in Inter College

Kanchan Simran
B.A. (P) - liird Year B.A. (P) - lind Year
Bronze Medal in National Gold Medal in Inter National and
Participation in National

Tang Soodo

Harshita el
B.A. (P) - llird Year Wi
Gold Medal in National and Delhi Stat

Taekwondo \‘5—15‘-.;?’_;1;.';;.*:' 4

,/F T

Varsha Anjali Year
Pol. Sc. (H) - Ist Year B. Com. (P) - lind gouege
3rd Place in Inter College Bronze Medal in Inter
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