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FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK

Greetings! We are proud and pleased to present to you the latest edition of Pravah.

Given the current scenario, it is no surprise that the theme of Pravah this year is “One
Pandemic, Many Tales”. We are today in the midst of a strange global crisis where a
virus has challenged our life itself as well as its structures. In its wake, the pandemic
has disrupted normal life as we know it at all levels. Outward restrictions on
movement etc. have led to isolation and lent an urgency to the need to look within -
both in terms of our physical spaces and our sense of ourselves. Concomitantly, we
have a greater sense and appreciation of community and the huge impact it has on us.
Within months, we have had to reassess our priorities and even our values.

Where on the one hand we have battled fear and alienation, on the other we have also
risen against prejudice and divisiveness. Whether digitally or otherwise, we have
reached out to, and received, help and support from others. We have found strength
in our relationships with our near and dear ones, and adopted strangers, solely on the
basis of humanity. Closer home, teachers and students first connected digitally, then
bonded and became a group and a community. Apart from traditional pedagogic
concerns, we - teachers and students - learnt to speak out and voice our anxieties as
well as provide comfort. More importantly, we learnt to listen, not just to the words
and the message of what was being said, but also to that which was left unsaid.
Empathy, much-needed in these uncertain times, grew and expanded our hearts.

This edition of Pravah is offered to you in the same vein. Written in different moods
and exploring different spaces, these “tales” reflect the myriad insights of the heart
and mind that students have felt and lived. Our students have given expression to
experiences they negotiated without a blueprint.

Pravah is the work of many hands and hearts. Though they are too many to name in
the limited space available here, | thank each one of them for their contribution to
this edition, especially in these unprecedented times. We are grateful to our Principal,
Prof. Naina Hasija for her support. Heartfelt thanks to all the teacher members of the
Pravah Magazine Committee for their labour and dedication. We also appreciate the
hard work put in by the entire team of student editors: Mansi Sabharwal from Ill BA
(H) English and Sheha Babu from Il BA (H) English (English Section); Savita (editor) and
Neeru (co-editor), both from Il BA (H) Hindi (Hindi Section); and Aparna Kumari from Il
BA (H) Sanskrit (Sanskrit Section).

We hope you enjoy this edition. Happy reading!

Ms. Monica Zutshi
Editor
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Students’ Editorial

Heraclitus once said, “There is nothing permanent in life except change.” Things change around us all the
time. While some people fear change and wish to remain in their comfort zone constantly, others see it as
the spice of life. But the humongous 'change' 2020 brought upon humanity was not the kind which freshens
up the monotony of existence; it was a cataclysmic moment in our collective history that plunged us into the
unknown. The COVID-19 pandemic, they say, would redefine our very experience as the human race. The
past twelve months are a testimony to just that. This issue of Pravah, themed One Pandemic: Many Tales,
brings you glimpses —in prose, verse, and paint — of lives pulling through the global turmoil and change.

As the epidemic grew into a pandemic, we found ourselves locked up in our homes with little inkling of what
awaits. Our schools and colleges got locked up into screens in the palm of our hands and the top our tables,
we were the lucky ones. As we knew not what to do with ourselves and with the inmates of our own homes,
we watched millions walk the long and — for many — the final walk home. The busiest roads retired into
silence, the leaders of the world rummaged for answers, and the Gods felt burdened with prayers.

The eerie streets, the vacant schools, the deserted marts were all in tune with the creeping storm of the
pandemic that swept away millions, separated loved ones, and left many hopeless and vulnerable. The
deafening silences, the sombre requiems play on. Some mournful numbers you will find here. Lest we forget.

“Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought,” said Shelley. And here we are, the ones who
lived to fight another day and sing our tales. In words we remember those gone too far, and those waiting
on the next turn of the street, all whom we could not meet. A few notes of longing and love await you here.

We lost a lot, but we found some too. Facing the unknown, with nowhere to go, we had to light the torch in
hidden, obscure corners to find our ways. We discovered parts of our selves which may have remained lost
forever. We had time to introspect, time to heal, and time to notice the everyday unfolding like it always did
when we were all too busy to stop and look. We found courage in us and hope in another, we found each
other in the same home. Don’t be surprised to find a few such gems in this trove too.

Times change, stories stay. We hope that you would feel richer after finding the snapshots of eternity in
times of change captured by our contributors. Even as the pandemic forces us to keep physical distance,
here we bring you a chance to connect with strangers and friends speaking of what every heart felt. The
responses to this crisis in the magazine are filled with embers of memories — remembrance of losses in the
suffocating smoke, dust of ashes, sparks of promise, irradiance of hope, courageous compassion, and healing
love.

We would like to thank the spirited and skilful students of our college for their lovely contributions. Thank
you for the beautiful artworks that fill our pages with life. This has been an enriching and positive learning
experience for us, to be able to work with so many talented people. Heartfelt thanks to our teachers. To Ms.
Monica Zutshi, thank you ma’am for giving us this wonderful opportunity to work for the magazine. Your
faith in us gave us strength to work amidst such times of struggle. We would like to thank Ms. Sneha Sawai
and Mr. Sushrut Bhatia for their constant support, guidance and understanding, without all of which, this
magazine would not have taken form.

Happy reading! We hope you find yourselves in some of these pages!

Sheha Babu, B.A. (Hons.) English, Il Year
Mansi Sabharwal, B.A. (Hons.) English, Ill Year




Smirti Panchal

B.A. (Hons). Journalism, | Year




Soul Silhouette

A mere silhouette striding up and down
From kitchen to the bathroom floor.

With the head hurling thunderstorms

And the feet yearning for the tender shore.

The mere presence of self and tingling pain,
Eyes dreaming of void at wide awake nights.
With fall in heart and muzzling eyes,

In the glowering abyss, the silhouette dives.

With Spring comes the gusty winds,

Bright ablaze days, gently blowing evenings.
With hours of magic touch and heart-to-heart,
The windswept silhouette spots new beginnings.

The lips that smile, the head that thinks,

The eyes that dream of the empyreal skies.

With the hands that give and a heart so loveable,
Upon rebirth, the silhouette lives a new life.

A definite shape and size that fits

A world where nothing's wrong nor right,
With the clear skies whispering softly above
And the tender shore beneath my feet, | write.

Saumya Mishra

B. Com (Hons.), Il Year




Abode Afar

My home and heart are across the sea,
And here | am in a land so alien,
Gazing at the warmth | saw,

When the sky met the sea, his home.

| found repose once every year

Like a soldier returning from war;

To scents so familiar,

Awakening memories from days by gone;
To paths so familiar,

Without eyes | could discern;

To smiles so dear,

That would make heaven feel so near.

Now, the sky is bare,

The wind is dusty,

The setting sun is hiding

Behind the skyscrapers and desert,
And all | hear

Is laughter of my children

And the cheer of my wife,

And all | see

Are faces hiding behind masks
And demands that cautious we be.

The virus in the air

Has now a world of its own,

But it thwarted me this year

From reaching my world

For it made the path | longed

But dare not tread,

For the moon back home to shine,
The sun ought to set,

And | have no eclipse this year.

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




A Potential Poem

What life has put us through

This one year!

Taught us things that will bring succor
To us at times, | swear.

This poem below wasn’t meant how it reads;
It could’ve been something else, | feel.

Well maybe it is the lockdown which has
The long-lost kid in me unveiled.

The kid is a 12" pass out who, more like an 8" grader, is confined to her home and the garden in front of her
house’s porch. It has been all-at-home for about 2 months now and she is metamorphosing into a stone, and
along with it is losing her ability to write stuff that acted as an ointment to soothe her ego.

Life lets us be brave.

Life made us simply naive.

Life gave us many a ‘second chance’.
Life at times made us lose our stance.
But every time we fell apart,

It tightened its grip on us.

Saved us from several mishappenings,
Sometimes, like a blessing cloaked in a curse.
The tough times we face now

Will soon be surely gone.

Until then remember:

Life is a show,

It must go on.

Pragya Semwal

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

A Room Called Body

| ask you: what are you afraid of?

You tell me about all the seventeen things that
You’ve been breeding inside your chest

For almost twenty years now.

But then I look at your room,

With more windows than walls

And no mirrors at all.

You tell me that you’ve always shuddered captivity
But look me in the eye and tell me,

What is captivity if not freedom

Witnessed within a 5 feet 7inch room called body.




You’'ve been taught how to preserve a Tupperware flask
Like it was a heritage for future generations to come.
But the love you’ve learnt to give yourself,

Makes you from your own self run

Even in an empty room.

And | don’t know what nightmares look like

If not this.

You allow yourself to merely exist

As a blurred silhouette of a human form.
Even the man in the supermarket knows
That every time you deliberately leave
The soap bar on the counter,

He knows that you run

For you think

That running away

Reassures life

Than breathing ever did.

In every idle hour you’ve ever had

You’d sit with all the entangled wires in the house
Hiding yourself behind the heaps of knots
Struggling to learn to untangle them

Making sure that you neither cause nor become
A collateral damage.

As a kid you’ve been always taught
That to be full was the only way of life
So you take more food on your plate
Than your appetite will ever be,
Because you don’t want to know
What hunger pangs sound like.

When the cries of grief become too shrill

To be mistaken for a squeaking door or a rattling fan
You abandon, you lay it in the cradle of the child
Who cries too much to be paid much heed.

You've always believed

That to make something vanish

All you need is to shut your eyes,

So you brush your emotions

Under your mattress,

As every morning you rush for work,
After they’ve been clinging all night
By the hemlines of your pillow
Yearning to be noticed by you.

But today with nowhere to go

You pull them out, half flung and discarded,
From beneath the mattress,
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And now you know that these

Were the pages that went missing
From the book called “you”,

But no one ever looked closely enough.

The grief that you left behind,

Sobbing in the cradle,

Is now a well-built man who doesn’t know

If crying was a place or a bird.

But today with all doors shut when you revisit him
He lets you sob with all your body

In the ambit of his arms.

Today you know that on some days
Even as you sit with the plate full,
You have learn to let yourself hear
The pangs of hunger.

For it has its music too.

That sometimes a halt between

The supermarket and the home

Is all you need to realize

You are not something that

Resembles a faded caricature of someone else,
But everything that looks like only you.

Now you know that even freedom

Is nothing but captivity with boundaries
Set too far apart to be seen all at once.
Now you know that on most days

The room called body

Is your best abode

And the person called self

Is your best companion.

Kavya Agarwal

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

Are you just a step away from slitting your wrist?

Or a step away from eating those pills clasped in your fist?

Or does it look like the bottle full of poison has your freedom in it?

If you think so, then wait, take a deep breath and take out some minutes.
We need to talk, what happened, give me solid reasons, around five —
Break up? Resignation? Fired? Divorced? Handicapped?

But wait, aren’t you alive?

You are alive.

Isn’t that just the best thing, leaving all the rest?

It’s not easy to die

But living it happily, that’s the real test.

Didn’t hear back from the interviewer?

So what if the problems were hard to clear?
Had an exceptionally foul fight?

Or nothing anymore ever feels right?

This lockdown hasn’t made anything easier: We’ve all been low.
Nothing seems to be working, where are we supposed to go?
You need to stop overthinking.

Let the feeling of hard work sink in.
And who am | to tell you to stop overthinking? What have | seen?
Well, let’s just say, if overthinking was a trade, I'd be the queen.

You feel you’re toxic; you'll lead yourself down to destruction,
Take a deep breath mate; you’re just a monument under construction.

You believed in Santa Claus for 9-10 years,

Now take out just 5 precious minutes to believe in yourself dear.
It's just a bad day, it’s not a bad life, so don’t drown in sorrow.
You’re getting second chance every day, it’s called tomorrow.

Make mistakes at each step, don’t worry about getting a roasting,
Even a broken clock is right twice a day, it too has a reason for boasting.
Just stop thinking about the worst, about adversity.

Just relax, sit back, and sip that positivi-tea.

Do not get inspired by anyone,

No celeb, no great historic ruler whose picture is lying on your shelf,

But get inspired by only your future self.

All you have to say is, it’s such a short life, so much to explore.

Well, turn that statement around, honey, and you will have so much more.
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Think of me as your harbinger, love.

And I'm just here to tell you that

You’'re like the effervescence, you’re meant to rise above.

Now come on then mystique, be strong, be indomitable, be invincible,
Because glass is never half or full, it’s actually refillable.

Because you can’t change how your life started, it’s the truth my friends,
But you can always change
How your life ends.

Supriya Lariwal

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

Smirti Panchal

B.A. (Hons). Journalism, | Year
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Silent Melancholy

A smile hides her tears
A joke masks her sadness

She banished her pain, locked it away in her soul dungeon

She has thrown away the keys
So that no one could ever see her cry.

Each day as evening starts to set
The ache builds up in her chest
She knows that she must go to bed
And try to get some rest.

She tucked her melancholy

Beneath a rough mask decorated
With pretended jokes, blurry smiles,
Phony laughter and happy lies.

Others see her in the day
And think she’s doing well
But every day as evening sets
She enters her own hell.

At night she hugs her tear-strained pillow

When no one is around

And cries for the one she lost
And screams without a sound
Time hasn’t healed her pain at all
So every night, alone in her bed
She sheds those silent tears.

Maria Thubru

B.A. (Hons.) English, Ill Year
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Smirti Panchal

B.A. (Hons.) Journalism, | Year

It’s Time for Class!

In the blink of an eye
Where did it go?

Click the link to join

In the chats now they flow.

Oh, wake up! It’s your name

These classes got my energy drained
Dark circles they gifted me

And headaches persisted in me

A wish arouses in my mind

To refrain from it all

To press leave after all

End the call and

Sleep with peace after all.

But my unflinching quest to learn
Didn’t let me leave

Holding the laptop

Eyes wide open

15




| didn’t sleep

Hit the press button

Calculated in speed

The class was of finance after all.

In the blink of an eye, things change
To evaluate the profit,

Super,

Normal

Or a loss...

Huh! Laptop battery died

| missed my attendance again!
What a real loss!

Getting online attendance

Is like a puzzle after all!

Ayushi Srivastava

B.Com. (Programme), lll Year

A Tipsy Night

On drunken nights,

Under the plain sky,

He texts random strangers,

“I’'m checking on you,

You matter to me.”

His concern that reeks

Of alcohol and tipsiness,

Passed off as a lunatic’s gesture,
An intoxicated one.

The tippler concludes the speechless night
In fabricated satisfaction

Of lives saved

And poetries penned.

As and when brain cells

Poke on his conscience,

He mutters to himself,

“You matter to me.”

Arja Dileep. K

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

| believed it was inside me,

It was the very reason why | could never be free.

It was contracting my muscles, my brain,

Each effort of being calm was in vain.

I’d wake up in the middle of the night,

| thought I'd just follow the light.

| don’t quite remember when the light turned into dullness,
But | did see it taking the form of some sort of darkness.

| kept blaming this virus, it is what’s keeping me up,

| was not able to see the other side of the cup.

Disasters, flu, Covid, murders, was all | heard all day,

It was as if | couldn’t escape from this, there was no way.

| kept running into vast nothingness, parched and panting,

All my congeniality was now fainting.

Fear crept through my positive veins when | came to know what it was,
Truth was even murkier than it seemed.

It wasn’t the darkness outside me, but the hollowness within,
Which was slowly climbing its way onto my skin?

This isolation, this lockdown made it clear to me,

| never had anyone beside me and all around me just pretended to be.
| felt like drowning, nothing new left to be seen,

My voice was muffling in this quietude,

Can anyone hear me?

Supriya Lariwal

B.A. (Hons.) English, Il Year
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Love in Quarantine

It is funny how we sink so deep into a routine that even if we miss it one day, we feel that something is
strange. Stepping out of the house and waiting for the metro in the morning became an everyday thing, until
in the second week of lockdown | imagined what a regular Monday would have gone like. The world outside
was busy before it shut down. It was messy. There were strangers all around and along with that a latent
strange feeling in me of maybe meeting the ‘someone’. You know, a kind of meet-cute would not have hurt.
But now, sitting at home, staring at the four pink walls for most hours of the day or at the phone screen to
watch a romantic comedy, where would | get my dream meet-cute?

Four weeks into the lockdown and the world did not seem like reopening anytime soon. The collective
loathing about every day to friends on WhatsApp or sending ‘relatable’ stuck-at-home memes on Instagram
became extremely frequent. | had never done it on a regular basis. So, | opened my eyes to look around the
house. | had never admired the artificial flowers in my room and thought of the process behind its making.
The almirah in the corner of my room had never triggered nostalgia in me until | realized it was older than
me. Why do my parents still need it? And what was the problem with the uncle living downstairs? He just
never stops talking on his phone. Every day | hear him solving a new problem that echoes in my room
through the strangely located window.

And how can we forget the people | have always lived with? Before the shutdown, | rarely saw my father
leave in the morning for his work. And now | was seeing him every day at 7 in the morning, just sitting in
front of the television for the news updates. Each morning, | saw my brother lazily getting out of the bed,
pouring himself a glass of water, and then sitting down to watch the news with my father. Like father, like
son.

And then my mother. She never has the time to sit. She starts the day with a little discussion on the
pandemic situation with my father, then grumbling about the maid not being able to come in for work and
then picking up the broomstick to do it herself. For her, the work did not stop. The only difference for her
was that, instead, the load increased. On days before the pandemic, she sometimes had the privilege of
skipping making a full meal lunch. But now it was proper breakfast, lunch, and finally dinner. For me, the first
day of watching her do all the work was enough. From the next morning, | took half of her workload. Soon |
was waking up early in the morning to make sure that she did not have the broomstick in her hand. For her,
the work involved little choosing. She has to wake up early. She has to make breakfast, lunch, and dinner.
She has to clean the house every day. She was still doing everything that she was doing before the
pandemic, but now she had no time to rest. While the father and the son and | sat through the entire day
wondering what to do because the exams were cancelled and so was the pressure of studying or doing office
work, my mom was preparing to cook dinner. Apart from all her work, she was trying to keep the house
calm. It is true when someone said that the mother’s mood decides the mood of the house. She is a funny
woman. And her laughter, very infectious. | found opportunities to crack ‘filmy’ jokes just to see her smile.
Her hard work of cooking something new to break the monotony of dal- rice or her enthusiasm to watch the
telecast of the Ramayana was something | could have never noticed. She never sat down to rest. It was
always something or the other. So, | also took the responsibility of cooking dinner every night. It was a selfish
decision because for me it gave me those sixty minutes of spending time with her alone and talking about
the most random topics. On some days she gave me valuable lessons. And on other days, we argued over
who will wash the dishes later. My days were now not about scrolling through all the existing social media
apps but choosing amongst my mother’s many chores to make her days easier.

18




My mother and | had a meet-cute too. When she saw me for the first time she had fallen in love, but | had
no memory of that moment when | fell for her. It took me more than twenty years and a global pandemic to
experience falling head over heels for her. | still can’t find the right moment and words to tell her / Love You’
because it feels a little strange to say these words as they are. | prefer gestures, meet-cute-gestures.

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

Smirti Panchal

B.A. (Hons). Journalism, | Year
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All | Know

In lockdown

What | see

What others see

What | am

What others are

It doesn't matter anymore
To me

All that | know is

| love my cosy Pls.

Some are happy

Others sad

Some are busy

Others stressed

All that | know is

We are healing

Me and my Mother Earth

Banging bartan at 5:00 P.M

Or chanting go corona go corona
Was it political?

Or nonsensical?

It doesn't matter anymore.

All that | know is

| was mesmerised.

Oh, | can never forget
The brutish boards,

Every time the dates were announced

My heart was error404 not found
Books under spider web
Added to the horror.

Spent time on Ramayan
And searching for Binod
On 2-day Netflix streaming
Singing

Rasode main kon tha?

20




But | know

It isn’t so easy

For everyone

Mother earth lost its gems

As | spent time with my family.
But we all know

We will miss this time

When we tell about this lockdown
To our grandchildren...

If we survive
This dreaded Lockdown.
Mehak Aggarwal

B.A. Programme, | Year

Misplaced Reality

Trying to store sunlight in a jar, and

Speaking the silence that's been muffled,
Chasing the moon in the middle of a day

And escaping the truth when reverie is juggled;

Lost in a world | never imagined could exist,
| try to make sense out of odds and sods
Only Katzenjammer is in this locale,
Fatuousness is the way to the lords.

Pooja Aggarwal

B.A. Programme, Ill Year

21




Kavya Agarwal

B.A. (Hons.) English, | Year
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Diary Entry

16 July, 2020 11:12 pm
Hi Sky,

Lately, my mind has been all over the place. | have a lot of free time on my hands because of the pandemic,
and free time means procrastination. | have been wondering about my career. Now that | don’t have any
exams my brain is getting all worked up thinking about my future. | am having second thoughts about
following my dreams. Many questions are popping up in my brain, “What if | don’t do well?” “What if | end
up disappointing my parents?” “What if | end up ruining my future?” | just can’t seem to get out of this
endless loop of “what ifs”. | am sinking into self-doubt. “Am | really good enough?” This question is not
leaving my mind even for a second.

| feel like | have turned into an adult overnight. | want to follow my dreams but if that doesn’t work out then
what would | do? And even if | pursue them and excel in it, what is the guarantee that | would earn enough?
When | was young, | had never once thought about earning money. It was always about my happiness and
my passion, but now reality has hit me and it hit me really hard. Now | can’t just make rash decisions without
thinking how they would impact me in the future.

Does growing old mean to give up on one’s dreams? If that’s the case, then | don’t want to grow old. | am
scared to fail, but | am even more scared to not giving a try at all. | don’t want to live in regret all my life,
constantly thinking about how things would have been ‘if’ | would have just done what my heart told me to.
My passion towards my dreams is what makes me ‘me’. Without my passion, | am hollow. So why not just do
it? Maybe | would fall hard, but at least | won’t regret not trying.

| am going to give it some more thought before | go to bed.
Talk to you tomorrow.

Good night cupcake.

Shrizzle Shukla

B.A (Hons) English, | Year
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Another Layer of Wool

It's hard to tell you that I'm trying to weave a sweater of words, a sweater | won't like to wear but keep
forever in the top right corner of my almirah like thoughts in my head, hidden from this ever so cumbersome
world. | am telling you, | won't show you this sweater for it fits me perfectly, unwoven at the corners, wool
curling up from the right end, complexities in wools of different colors intertwined, a simplicity that it
doesn't leak or display. Anyone who sees me with this sweater won't see me again. If anyone does, he would
never see me the same way as before, and that's not the intimacy | want with anyone.

| tell you, “Zindagi Ek Safar Hai Suhana” seems like the ultimate truth when | find myself sitting in this
pandemic, late at night, pondering over the reunion of two souls, a reunion causing trauma to amplify
exponentially.

She was a product of old Bollywood, dance in the rain, long corridors, and kisses on the forehead; he was a
product of silences, distant noises, romance in "inexplicit" ways and endless books. Often, | thought, an
overthinker needed an excellent communicator. The tragedy is, he wasn't good at expressing himself, and
she was a lover of words. The happy part, they still stay and take care of each other's world. But they don’t
realize it further adds to their agony. There ever deepening chasms. Never did they convulse with laughter
together. A truckload of emotions arose in a whirlwind which would be too much for them. They are always
at wavelengths which never quite met, and with this sank the little love they shared into an abyss.

“Unfocus your eyes, little one,” | tell myself. The truth shan't peep through the veils of your entirety; this
world isn't kind. | wish | could bring myself to comprehend the idea that two souls have to stay together just
for the sake of responsibilities without respecting their individualities. Getting hurt each day, trying to find
happiness in mundane things, and | see them failing at it. They respect each other's world and still take care
of each other.

| asked her the other day, “Why don't you dance to old Bollywood music anymore?” She laughed. The
silence prevailed and my sweater gained another layer of wool, new wool. And | couldn't ask him any
guestions; maybe he won't answer, or if he would, I'd have an oversized sweater by the end of our
conversation. Every time | see myself in this sweater, | see myself in her soft laughter dripping with pain; |
see myself in his silence as his eyes stay glued to the ceiling where he isn't at peace.

So, whenever | think of showing this sweater to someone, | know they’d ask me of the different wools it's
made of, and I'm afraid | would stay silent like him or speak too much like her ... or smile like | do for | know
not how to react, for | know that they won't understand.

Aditi Singh

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

The room is mine,

Looked at after a long time.

The sun is on the window

With fragrance of fire,

The beautiful chandelier

And a wall full of frames.

With a little engraved name

Here is my teddy,

He was given by my daddy.
Everything in my cupboard,

Nothing was lost, not even my memory,
But something was,

It was me.

Lockdown found me somewhere,
Maybe, in my life’s clutter cupboard.
Now | am with me and a bling.

Oh, are you asking about this?

This is my beautiful earning.

Vishakha Kumari

B.A. (Hons.) Hindi, | Year

To My Father

When you smile, | live a thousand lives:
Under the shelter of your implicit love

| thrive.

You let me fall so | can learn to stand

On my own.

| understand, for your care thus is

Rarely shown.

You give me roof for when it drops and
Rains,

Your jokes and puns are healers for my
Pains.

Now that we are all locked at home and have
All the time,

Forgetting all the troubles, with you around,
| thank the divine.

How can | express in words what | think of you?
Only does my heart know how much | love you.

Neha Kumari Yadav

B.A. Programme, | Year




Savitri

| saw her today a little while ago; she was lighting diyas in her balcony like the rest of us. Draped in a white
saree with a thick golden border, holding a diya in her bare hands; her beautiful, large, and round fingers
cupped around the diya. She stood there for a moment and went away in the blink of an eye. Just when my
gaze had travelled from her arms towards her face, she was gone. | was disappointed. Gladly none of my
family members could sense that except my niece. She read the expression on my face, and now | know she
knew the reason too because both | and my niece share our fascination with Savitri.

Savitri is our next-door neighbour. She came here almost a year ago with her little son and husband. In my
45 years of life, I've never seen a woman like her. She is not extraordinarily good-looking, yet there’s
something in the air around her; some sweet and almost suspicious quality is embedded in her face, which
mesmerises my eyes when she’s within my reach. And when she is not around, she remains stuck in my
head, and | again find myself staring at her beautiful face, immersed in her dark and intoxicating eyes,
landing in the realm of eternal beauty to feel the ecstatic bliss a mortal human can’t even imagine.

However, Savitri has her fair share of faults too. Take this evening: she is dressed in white, wearing not even
a single bangle on the arms. Now, as much as | want her useless husband to die, she still shouldn’t have
worn that saree. A married woman should never be dressed in all white. But she is Savitri, and this is just one
blunder out of many others committed by her.

“Here, Uncle, have this ladoo. It will really cheer you up,” said my niece. “I don’t need this. | am already
cheered up. Look, we are all dressed up, lighting diyas, sharing sweets and namkeen with our neighbours.
It’s like we’re celebrating Diwali in July. | told you, He can do wonders.”

“You and your ‘Almighty’! You can’t see beyond ‘Him’, can you uncle?”

“Beta, don’t speak ill of Him. He is ...”

“Yeah, | know, who he is ... all is his will ... his will be done! — By the way, Uncle, we oughtn’t to celebrate
Diwali in July in the midst of a global pandemic. Didn’t our Prime Minister ask people to just light a diya? We
should be practicing social distancing norms instead of sharing sweets, and here we have some genius minds
bursting firecrackers!”

“When united in solidarity, we’ll win our battle against this deadly virus, and nothing unites us better than
sweets,” | said this with feelings brimming to the top of my head.

“Sure. | wish someone could have offered a little solidarity to the millions walking home,” replied my niece
with annoyance in her tone.

“We are all at the mercy of His will, you know. The best is being done for all. But | know who is filling your
head with all this garbage.”

“Yes! The same person who is filling your heart with despair, but it's my duty to mind you uncle that she
doesn’t feel the same way about you at all.”

“Janki! All you need to mind is your tongue and your wandering head. Stop visiting that abominable woman.
If | see you anywhere near her again, I'll break your legs off.” | shouted at Janki and she went away without
another word.

Unable to sleep, I'm thinking about what that foolish girl has said. She says that I’'m attracted to her, which is
not at all true . . . it can’t be true. Savitri is a married woman, and a fallen one too. I've never thought about
her, even in my wildest dreams. | know she herself is stuffing up Janki’s head with all this dirt. It’s a trait
often found in women like her. Actually, it's her impotent husband’s fault who couldn’t even clip her filthy
wings and allows her to fly around freely, from morning to night, in her run-down beauty parlour.

Such a disgrace that man is and Savitri doesn’t respect him one bit, she dresses up as if he is no longer alive.
It's a scheme she has invented to entice other men, shameless wretched woman!
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| always knew that this woman’s influence on Janki would be disastrous. What happened today is a
testimony to that fear of mine, and I'll have to make amends before anything unprecedented happens — I'll
have to tie the knot before the strings let loose and the situation gets out of hand. For what feels like an
eternity, | lie still, my mind wandering, my imagination peeping in the neighbour’s window, trying to catch a
glimpse of her...

“Uncle! Uncle, please open the door,” yelled Janki, her voice full of fear and exasperation.

“Don’t scream, girl! It’s half-past two, go to your bed and doze off.” | retorted.

“Uncle, please open the door,” she cried.

| got off my bed, sluggishly. | didn’t want Janki to read the look on my face once more.

“Uncle, please open the door for god’s sake,” Janki yelled again.

“What are you doing here so late at night, Janki?” | asked her.

“Uncle, can’t you hear anything?”

Well, now | can. Who the devil is screaming?

“Savitri’s husband is beating her. No one is helping her out. People are standing in their balconies listening,
and they’re standing like dead bodies not ready to help. That man has gone mad. Savitri is screaming like a
mad dog. He'll kill her uncle!” | rang their doorbell; the pig is not opening the door.

“Uncle, please call the cops, please.... Please break their door and let us barge in. Please uncle, please, let’s
save that poor woman, please no one is helping her, that bastard will kill her, please... uncle please listen to
me, please call the police...”

As Janki is speaking, the noise from Savitri’s house is growing more intense. It’s for the first time I've heard
her voice, agonized with pain, begging for help, cursing. Her face is in my head again, in its wholesomeness.
It’s the face that remains stuck with me all the time, that face which reminds me of places unvisited, things
unseen.

Janki is now at my feet, pleading with me to take some action, her voice choking with tears.

A very weird sensation is produced in my gut, my limbs are numb, my tongue tastes like iron, my throat is
dry and a saddening satisfaction is running down my spine.

“We’ll not call the police Janki. We should not indulge with the police,” | said this with insurmountable
firmness in my voice, but Janki didn’t give up. She kept pleading.

| gestured towards Janki’s mother to take her away from my feet and said, “Everyone, go to your beds. It's

already very late; we have to get up early tomorrow to make preparations for worshipping Shakti. Tomorrow
is the first Navratri.”

Kashish Narwal

B.A. (Hons.) English, Ill Year
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Ceiling Fan

| was locked in a house

| had my room

My world looked small

In the glass of ceiling fan.
| knew this,

As | did nothing but lie,
Lie with my own warmth.

Solitude existed

Between the fan and me.

To hide, | chased darkness.

| used to go upstairs at night.

| saw stars and a blurred moon

| saw them, but with my own eyes.

| had no one to think about
Just a fan
And a newspaper full of domestic violence.

Under the glass of the fan
| read that news
Which made me sick.

That glass and newspaper
Made me realize

That it was a blessing

To use fan for a looking-glass

Rather than using it to hang during lockdown.

Jaishree Rathore

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

In an eclipse when the sun slowly slips behind the dark shadow, all the birds fly away to their nests thinking
it's the end of the day. In their nests, the streets eerily empty. The shoe rack beside the front door has
acquired a colourful array of masks and a big spray-bottle of a chemical blue liquid. The blue of it has bled
into their days.

Swar-na and Prer-na, like most middle-class siblings had names that rhymed as though being forced into a
synchrony. They never did produce a harmony—Swarna was dark and tall and Prerna was fair, the much
approved kind of fair. But with sharing a flat for almost a year they had learned to systematically tip-toe
around each other’s quirks. Whenever they fought, one of them just abandoned the conversation and went
out. Easy.

“It’s your turn to get milk,” said Prerna, smoothing away the creases on the bed sheet for the umpteenth
time. She was five years younger than Swarna and had first lived at home, then at this flat. She was ill-
equipped in the art of ‘adjust karlo’. Swarna had encountered one too many a hostel. Prerna didn’t like
sharing her towel, preferred to have her own comb and bar, hated to lend clothes to anyone—you know, all
the invisible privileges that get thrown out of the window when you have to live in a small room with two
extremely intrusive strangers at a barely functioning hostel.

“Yeah, yeah, | am going. But | need a shirt, can’t be bothered with a bra. Yours is out, so | am going to take
that,” said Swarna.

“Fine. Just don’t topple my stack of clothes, you always do that!”
“God. Chill, I won’t,” said Swarna letting out a frustrated sigh.

Her walk to the Mother Dairy usually had a cacophony of noises: people haggling with the rickshawala for 10
bucks, the loud street-vendors and the louder car horns. But now, it was as though someone had turned
down the volume with their remote. Everything was muted. She came back with the milk and to be safe
changed her clothes, hanging the ones she wore outside on the bathroom pegs. You can’t be careful enough.

She and Prerna had the same parents and the same home, but they had very different childhoods. Swarna as
the first child was the one who had to have the most beautiful handwriting, had to have a co-curricular
activity she excels in, had to have a sport she played well. She was dragged screaming and crying to have
things she never wanted. Things that could, things that should allow her to escape that struggle, the struggle
she knew — even as a child she did — her parents went through at the end of the month. Prerna came later.
By then, the dragging had reduced, and so had the frowns looking at prize tags.

“Where did you put my shirt?” asked Prerna as soon as Swarna entered their room.
“Calm down, yaar. On the bathroom peg.”
Prerna clenched her teeth. “Okay,” she said.

Home for them had meant knowing that there was a pattern to everything, and if something moved even an
inch Ma would notice. She used to say — “Put it exactly where you took it from.” The bottles of ketchup and
vinegar had to be kept on either side of the condiment shaker. They had to be. There can be no creases on
the sofa cover. Clothes had to be folded in neat stacks and in a particular way. This search for pattern, for
tidiness in everything and that last bit of dust bothering you to no end had slowly, unknowingly crept into
their life so that the stacks of clothes were still neat, the bottles still arranged by their height, and every
Saturday was still spent dusting all the surfaces.
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Swarna used to toss and turn all night long in her hostel room. The floor next to her bed covered in heaps of
unsorted, unmatched, and sometimes, even unidentifiable objects. She had to make her peace with friends
eating on her bed and leaving behind red-yellow stains. The falling apart of the pattern made her realise her
dependence upon it. Prerna still hadn’t. She got up to take a bath telling herself that that is why she was
going to the bathroom and not to look for her shirt. She went in and saw it.

Lying on the floor. The wet, mould-blackened floor.

It had been Swarna’s turn to clean the bathroom floor. It was Swarna’s responsibility to carefully put away
the shirt she borrowed. That Swarna who was better, more considerate, more responsible. That Swarna
whose example had plagued her throughout childhood. Baba used to say, “Whatever Prerna touches is
found in crutches.” But Swarna, the older, the mature Swarna had kept all her toys intact, all her clothes
without tear and was always responsible. Swarna was so many things she was not. Today as the shirt sat
soaked and slimy on the bathroom floor, she knew that Swarna had broken the pattern; she had disturbed
the balance of tidiness. She was at fault.

Lately, Prerna had noticed the disarray on Swarna’s desk, the messy piles of clothes in her cupboard, her
shoes sitting in the middle of the floor instead of its place on the rack. She had seen and remembered
“whatever Prerna touches is found in crutches”. Who deserved that now?

“What is this Swarna?” She heard herself sound just like Ma.
“What?”
“Come here. See for yourself.”

Swarna walked over to the bathroom and took a look at the shirt lying on the dirty floor. “Oops. I'll clean it
today, for sure.”

“So you said ... three days ago.”
“Yeah. So I'll do it na. Chill.”

“Stop asking me to chill all the time like | am acting crazy. | am not! This was your share of the work. You
didn’t do it! You are at fault! So don’t tell me to chill.”

“Fine, then! Let’s argue about a shirt, that doesn’t sound crazy. At all.”

“Wow. You didn’t clean the bathroom floor. You took my shirt and now because of you I’ll have to wash it.
And still you get to be annoyed. Just wow.”

“Oh come on, I'll wash your damn shirt. It’s no big deal.”
“It is a big deal.”

Prerna wanted to get away. Get away from this argument. Get away from Swarna. But there was no getting
away. There was no exit. They were hemmed-in within the walls of their apartment. It had been this way for
far too long. It was hard to wake up with the taste of resentment in your mouth and hard to have the same
argument in parts because there was no exit.
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Swarna stood there thinking how much Prerna was just like Ma, for one thing she was fair like her. But she
also scrunched her face and raised a disapproving eyebrow, like her. Swarna had barely escaped that
stranglehold, and she wouldn’t let Prerna drag her back to it. She will not go back.

They have been grating and scraping against each other. The scratches growing longer each day. The spats
and the taunts, the grinding of teeth. But in an eclipse when the sun slowly slips behind the dark shadow, all
the birds have to stay in their nests because it might be the end of day.

Antara Dutt

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

Summer’s Here!

Leave me under the shade
And I'd still play

Gaze the nature till sun sets its shade
Dwindling across

Picked periwinkle along
Oh, please let me feel

The touch of sunbeam
Peeping through green
Meeting my eye

| feel so serene!

The wind blows by

And bees buzz free

No thunder’s near

The Summer’s here!

Ayushi Srivastava

B.Com Programme, Ill Year
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Kalpana Roy

B.A. (Hons.) Economics, Il Year
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Lockup

Adjusting her veil to stop the smoke from entering her red eyes, she kept on blowing air in the hearth, so
that the wood that she picked up from the forest nearby will bless her by burning its existence in the form of
fire. It felt as if she was begging, “Oh Agni Goddess, come and burn this nasty wood.” But her prayers went
in vain and the whole rasoi was filled with black fumes in no time. Her throat choked. She was so absorbed
in cooking that she forgot that the baby in the crib had started crying again and that her elder child too had
been crying for something to fill her stomach. Then a loud cry proclaimed, “Ramchandar’s wife, have you
lost your senses? What will you take to feed your baby so that she gives us some peace of mind? This is the
least you can give us if your barren womb can’t bear us a kuldeepak!”

She left the cooking and went to feed her baby at once because if she did not obey her mother-in-law’s
orders, she will have to receive a good number of abuses and then some hard slaps too if there was any
further delay. While fetching water from the well she heard other women talking about the nation-wide
lockdown but she was clueless of what that meant. Someone told her that no one is allowed to go out of
their house until there is an emergency. “How does that make any difference to us?” she asked the woman.
“We are made to stay at homes only, aren’t we? It has always been a lockdown for us, isn’t it?” she added,
chuckling. The other woman nodded. Both of them giggled and followed their way home. Her husband,
Ramchandar along with his elder brothers, worked at a factory in Surat. Their jobs became prey to the
pandemic yet she was fortunate enough to get a basic phone from her loving husband that same month.

That day, she got a call saying they would be returning home and her happiness knew no bounds. She was
the third youngest daughter in law of late Ghanshyam, a petty farmer who had left only unpaid debts as
property and their duty to repay their father’s debt sent his three good sons to Surat. Don’t misunderstand,
Ghanshyam had two daughters as well but good daughters neither inherit father’s property nor are they
obliged to repay loans.

Ramchandar’s wife had to cook meal for the whole family as she was a good daughter-in-law who didn’t let
her in-laws work. She would do the cleaning, washing, cooking, parenting all by herself as taught by her
mother and she did it wholeheartedly because it was the sole objective of a woman's life i.e. to keep her
family happy. The men finally reached a month later covering a walking journey of thousands of kilometres.
They could bring nothing this year except sore feet and a heap of responsibilities. Still, she was very happy.
She had plastered the floor with cow dung, dreaming of her husband, whom she hadn’t seen for years now.

They came and within a few days both their savings and happiness got exhausted. There was no money to
make their ends meet. The male members were stressed as there was no source of income. One day,
Ramchandar’s wife was not able to pacify her younger daughter who was crying out of hunger and so
Ramchandar beat her heavily. Next day he heard that there were some people in the village who managed
to bring a carton full of the most miraculous liquid that wipes away every sorrow; it was liquor. From then
on, he regularly punched and assaulted his wife for money. Running out of money he snatched her gold
bangles which she had received as a present from her deceased mother.

“God bless the kind soul!” Ramchandar had thanked not his wife but God, as he was finally going to taste the
amrit of life after a painfully long time since the lockdown was imposed. This had become a daily routine for
Ramchandar: every day, he would beat his wife finding an outlet to his anger and financial stress. His wife
had accepted his behavior in the name of destiny as nobody spoke for her. Her bruises and wounds were
enough to speak of her unheard screams in the lockdown.
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Eight months into the lockdown she felt the atmosphere cooling down. Winter was coming. However, she
still felt suffocated in her sweltering kitchen. The lockdown had been relaxed in the town. Ramchandar told
his wife to prepare a good meal for the afternoon. He had found a match for his older daughter and the
family would visit them anytime. He had even invited his relatives to partake in the decision.

Ramchandar’s wife took her tired body to the kitchen and prepared the whole meal. Her daughter served it
to the guests. As she was sitting in the smoke-filled kitchen; she felt the sweat sliding inside her blouse on
her back. It created a sizzling sensation and she shuddered.

As Ramchandar sat with his most respected uncle, who was bargaining with the groom about the dowry, he
heard a loud scream. Every one stopped speaking but no one moved. Another moment passed and
Ramchandar’s wife came out, stripped to the waist. Looking at her the mother-in-law shrieked in disgust
“Haaye Ram!” Ramchandar’s red eyes were flaring with disbelief.

“My back burnt for a long time so | looked at my back in the mirror for the first time and | must show you all
what | saw.” She turned over and everyone gasped as her dark back gleamed with the blistering wounds and
bruises. They stared at the horror yet nobody made a sound.

Diksha Singh

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

Smirti Panchal

B.A. (Hons.) Journalism, | Year
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The Calamitous Night

If you have to choose between being safe in a pandemic and taking shelter from a cyclone, what would you
choose? This was the situation that day. It was nearly two months into lockdown. Everyone was already
disturbed by it, and on top of that the news of a strong cyclone arriving was spine-chilling. This cyclone was
named ‘Amphan’.

| was in my hometown in Kolkata, in a small village called Naigachi. Though most of the houses are well-built
and strong, there are some houses which are tin-roofed and weak. The news of the strong cyclone forming
in the Bay of Bengal started coming in from 18th May. This was the first time | was about to experience a
cyclone, and | was really worried.

When | asked my father, “Papa, do you think this cyclone will affect our area too?” “Cyclones generally
create most destruction in coastal areas, our area won't get much affected since we are far from the coast,”
he replied.

His words were a relief for me but this belief turned out to be a big mistake for many others. Government
shifted people from their weakly built houses to school and college buildings. Many people cooperated but a
few didn't leave their homes.

On 20th May, it started raining in the morning. It wasn't raining much in our area, so | thought my father was
right. In the afternoon, the electric supply was cut and there were no signs of it being restored anytime
soon. By the evening, the velocity of rain and storm increased steadily, and with the same velocity increased
our fears.

Maintaining physical distance with the fear of a cyclone hovering overhead was difficult. When a reporter
asked a woman staying in one of those buildings used for shelter about their current situation she replied,
“We were asked to keep a distance because of corona. Now this Amphan has come and we are all in one
place as we huddle together to seek shelter. Now, do we save ourselves from Amphan or take precautions to
be safe from corona?”

Late in the evening, | was sitting in the hall. Most of my family members were also there. Suddenly, the
storm became very strong and, in a few seconds, our main door fell off the hinges. My father, brother, and
uncle were trying to fix it temporarily to stop the rain from coming inside when we heard a woman shouting.
It was the lady from our neighborhood running towards our house with her two little daughters. She was
one amongst the people who didn't leave their homes even after the warning. She told us how the tin roof
of her house has been blown away by the storm and requested us to give her shelter. Without a second
thought, we took them in.

We were all sitting there and watching the storm become more furious when suddenly three trees fell at
once in our yard. That was the moment when | realized that my father was wrong. It was around 9 when we
all decided to sleep for some time, but the continuous noise of the storm and the trees falling was so scary
that we couldn't. After some time, | could hear people crying along with the sound of the storm. At first, |
thought | was imagining it, but then | tried listening with more attention - | was very sure that something bad
had happened to someone. Since my room was the nearest to the road, it was just me who could hear that
sound, and | got out of my room and woke everybody up. My father and uncle went to see what had
happened. It wasn't raining then, but the storm was still on. This was the scariest moment for us who were
waiting for some news to come.

All of us imagined all the possible bad things that could have happened. After a few minutes, my father
returned and informed us that a big tree has fallen on the cattle-shed of our neighbors, so he told them to
shift their cows to our cattle-shed. My uncle was still there helping them bring in their cows, who were
bleeding and badly hurt. One of the cows had lost its horns. Fortunately, the calves were fine. They tried
providing them as much first aid as possible in that situation. Meanwhile, the storm had also quietened a bit.
After the cows got settled, we all went to sleep again.
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The next morning was very silent. No rain, no storm. But when we went outside, the scene was disastrous.
The roads were filled with broken branches of trees. Most of the trees in our area had been taken apart, had
fallen. Electric poles were on the ground and wires were entangled. Thankfully, we faced little damage, but
sadly we witnessed the damage caused to others. Thousands of people who were already struggling
financially because of the lockdown were now in a much worse situation. Then for fifteen days the powercut
continued, roads were blocked due to fallen trees and the repair work was going very slow because of covid.

This was the first time | witnessed a natural calamity so closely and realized what the fear of death felt like.
The cries of people who lost their loved ones, their houses, their livelihoods were so painful that | can still
hear them on quiet nights, on calamitous nights.

Payal Ghosh
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Her

Seal my sunburn, find my phantoms,
Close my courthouse, here are my hoaxes.
Zeal to feel at acme now,

Then it’s gone in deeper grounds

Singing stolen elegies to get you out.

Build a new tank to home a fish till she drowns, drowns,
Resurrects once,

Just to pin her neck down, down

In my fortress swims a lone whale,

Sings till midnight, but you won’t hear.

“Watch the step that leads you home,
| think it’s time to turn around.”
I’'m halfway there so you can keep your whereabouts.

Just a figment of your belief,

She’s too delicate for defeat.

Grab her throat even if it’s yours,

She won’t stand a chance to grieve or to breathe.

Build a new tank

To home a fish till she drowns, drowns,
Resurrects once.

Just to pin her neck down, down

She’s all of you now,

All your rut, muse and crown, crown

In magical pools, see her cheering you loud, loud.

What if she forgets how to breathe?
If it stops to reverse and to heal?

I’'m all of my heroes and

Means tied together

With golden strings through our feet.

Simran Bhatia

B.A. (Hons.) English, Il Year
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The Poison Pure

Her innocent eyes watched

Two bodies joined to one soul,

Impeccably.

She turns to her mother,

"Maa, who are they? What are they doing?"

Maa simplifies how they're tying up

For the rest of their lives and points to the groom.

"Maa, who's my groom?"

Bewildered, Maa hands over a beautiful idol of Krishna —
"Here, heis."

And that's how a 4-year-old lost her heart forever to Lord Krishna.

As is often said: Love ain't easy.

Her ardour and fondness for Krishna
Did put her in knotty times.

For her, it was her sheer admiration,
But to the world it was a fatal deal.

She was gobbling that poison of love

That meant more than any elixir to her.
People called her affection gullibility,

and her delusional.

But her heart was well pleased

With imbibing that bane;

It might be toxic to the world,

But it was the only thing she had ever had.

Slowly and steadily, drop by drop,
She swallowed that venomous amour
Till a day came when she had to gulp it down her throat.

The world was sure

She could do it not,

But she took the bowl
And the poison devoured;
Mira won, the world lost.
For it had thought,

That Mira’s love,

For Krishna it was,

Had never been pure.

Pooja Aggarwal

B.A Programme, Ill Year
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Quiet Heavy Steps
The Grandmother

It’s been two months since the new family arrived and they are already driving me insane. They really don’t
know how to behave. The kids would stomp up the staircase with their muddy sandals even though they are
tenants on the upper ground floor and have no business whatsoever going on the terrace. Again, | hear the
tramps and murmurs. My grandson is sleeping, so quietly leaving my room | rush out to catch them. But
again, they have already reached the upper floor. I've decided these slugs, sloshing up and down, should be
taught a lesson this time.

You see, the family is really getting on my nerves. Last night the parents and now the kids; even now
recalling the mother’s savage screams turns my stomach. | could’ve barged in and taught them a lesson, but
the main gate was shut from outside - my son and his wife had gone to buy groceries. | could already
imagine the neighbors sniggering at my helplessness, so | didn’t go to the balcony either. But now that |
think of it, the neighbors wouldn’t have come even if | did call. This apartment building houses a bunch of
footslogging automatons who never wander off from the circular route of stairs to their apartment. Sitting
with my grandson, | had to listen to their violent bickering for almost an hour, so much so that | got a
migraine this morning.

Now | hear the kids burbling somewhere.

“So, how do you feel?” | hear Aarush saying on the stairs above as | approached the front door.
“Just like any other day,” Neeva replied.

“Well, | just feel a bit sad.”

“As if it’s the first time we’re moving out. It will be ok.”

“True,” says Aarush somewhere up on the tall staircase.

So that’s the deal: They want to be a step ahead. All they needed was a good scolding and guidance.
Anyway, it's probably for the better. But at the same time, | sensed something drop inside my gut, the same
feeling as when you have prepared an elaborate dinner for your distant relatives and they fail to come; a
strange mix of relief and regret. Now | must know the whole story. Despite my terrible migraine, | walked
over to their apartment to talk to their mother.

The Mother

The children had gone upstairs and the room had a frightening silence. The kind that dares you, questions
you, reminds you of the things you should be doing. | looked around the room, the scattered wounds of
peeling paint all around the walls seemed as if they were telling stories that | couldn’t be read. | peered at
the top and saw a little spider in her dainty yet elaborate web shining in one of the crannies of the room. It
reminded me of the day | had spent cleaning the whole house. It had been just a week since we arrived and |
was trying to get rid of any trails of all kinds of insects. It wasn’t as hard because it is a small house and the
ceiling was low so | could reach the ceiling if | leaned. | realized that | had failed. She hadn’t changed her
place. She was sitting there at the same spot then as she is now retreating further into the darkness as | was
shoving my new broom to kill her. | saw her glaring at me.
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Almost stumbling | moved to the other room. What a mess! | started taking off all the posters and photos
from the walls and found the ugly wounds there too, neatly hidden right behind them. There was a photo of
Neeva showing her teeth and chipmunk cheeks. It was before she became so temperamental and moody all
the time.

Finally, stripping the house, | peeped through the window. The street was silent too but the leafy tendrils in
the neighbor’s balcony were fresh as ever. It soothed my mind a little. | filled myself up with the silent
breeze coming from outside and released it back to my room. Another moment passed by and the bell rang
and then a shout,

“Sunita, are you home?”

It’s Mihir’s grandmother, the only one in this building who visits our home and prefers to give a shout than
ringing the bell.

| opened the door, “Namaste Aunty,” | said, inviting her in.

At first, she grimly looked into my puffy eyes, as if searching for something, but then manages to construct a
tight-lipped smile on her rigid face and walked in. And | quickly went over to the kitchen to wash a glass and
brim it with cool sharbat. As | entered the room with the glass, | saw her surveying the dirt on the fans and
sores on the walls. Just then, | notice that our home had a distinct smell that was not comforting at all. |
could see the grandmother being repulsed by it.

“We're leaving this house.” | blurted out.

“Really, why?” she inquired.

“It is because we aren’t able to afford the rent anymore. My work has reduced, you know.”

“That is so sad, Sunita!” she said as | nodded to tell her to take the glass. Then as she took a sip, | blurted out
“The truth is that I’'m glad we’re leaving this home because this was never my home.”

“That is not true Sunita,” she replied putting her hand over my knee, “See, | know you. You were a good
respectable woman when you came here and now you are letting the world change you. In fact, | think it
might have to do with your daughter.” | tried to speak up but she goes on, “Don’t get me wrong, Sunita, she
is a young girl, all right, but something about her face, her vacant eyes, and the curvature of her lips reminds
me of all the sadness in the world. Let alone her shabby shorts and hair. And | believe you are all to blame.
Sunita, you let your girl stray alone while you took up your career.”

How do | explain to her what Neeva told me? That it's not my absence but everybody’s presence that still
haunts her. | decided to keep quiet, and she went on.

“Home is what you make it, Sunita. | know it gets hard when you are young but trust me, you should make
up with your husband and everything will fall in place for you. Look at me; | remember all the phases of the
trips and vacations, the visits to my mother’s place and my children growing. Now | have a son I’'m proud of,
and | know that my family is proud of me, too - for the house that | have maintained...” she abruptly stops,
smiling sadly and falls silent.

| was speechless. | felt like a mere child in the face of an older, more tormented self. | see the grief-packed
wrinkles at the corner of her eyes. “How old are you?” | wanted to ask: “How long have you been in pain?”
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And yet she says, “Sunita, | must go now. Mihir must be awake,” and walked towards the front door with her

heavy head drooping down like a rooted banyan tree, giving me a final advice to plan and to look out for the
future.

| shut the door and looked around the wretched house. | wondered what the kids are doing over there. |
wondered where the father was.

Mansi Sabharwal

B.A. (Hons.) English, Ill Year
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Unwelcomed Visitor

Waking up to a dusky winter noon, sleepy, caffeinated, and exhausted, life was wilfully slothful. Happy or
sad | do not know, for that debate had been prohibited by me a long time ago, for never could | convince
myself the worth to deserve the both. Yes, not even sadness. Tranquillity found me only when | stopped
paying visits down the memory lane. Guilt was my enemy. There is no need to describe how strong he is- he
is strong and | couldn’t stand against him, for he made me feel that my very existence was a sin. The only
way | could stop him was by not giving him a chance to show up in my lousy head. Enter Covid-19. | packed
my bags and flew back home, a place from where | loathed to get out of, turned out to be my happy place
and life couldn’t get any lively.

The things | got to do because of the unwelcomed visitor were countless. Evenings with my mom and my
sister, laughing our heart out for silly nonsense, to the point where our cheeks hurt. | made memories |
never thought | would. My cruel heart even went to the extent of thanking Covid for the happiness |
secured. A year passed away unknown and unknown he caught me. Maybe, it was the fatigue from laughter
that made everything idle. We still laughed but it was to cure the fatigue of the mind. Everything turned
mundane. Time travel hasn’t been invented yet. Maybe, in a parallel world but not in ours.

Yet, sitting by the window in my dark room, looking out at a day so wet and cool, drops so familiar falling
down home from metal-coloured skies, breathing an earthly scent so fragile yet subtle, he comes to take me
back in time. Going back to that dead day, | saw the present. The cloud of the dead day was also metal; the
smell of the dead day was also subtle and fresh. One moment | was in my home near the window and in
another | was in a bus.

| know the day was dead because | had been there before but everything around was alive and similar. He
makes me relive it, he torments me with visions | couldn’t alter- and then, tears of fault soak my lashes with
salt. The uninvited visitor doesn't go away without leaving me in despair. | don’t ignore him like | used to.
Now, at night when my bones shiver with a mind stuck in the past, | sit down and scribble poems to express
the inexpressible. One would find incomplete, scribbled and hasty verses, comprehendible to anyone but me
in torn sheets in between my paradise lost. Incomprehensible as they are, the writing shuts him up. The
confrontation makes him run away far. Maybe, the guilt feels guilty for rending my heartstrings. Yes, the
pandemic was hard, but it showed me the antidote to my guilt. For me, it was poetry.

Sheha Babu
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She Exists

Dark, Dark, Dark,

Hark, Hark, Hark,

Her heart wished to speak,

Her being twitched, her soul ditched;
Who is she pondering about?

Her skin inauspicious too contains a heart
Pure as a flaming red diamond,
Un-sensed of her own self.

Her eyes shuttered,

A crimson glint

Penetrated the darkness

Dissolving into the mind,

Sublime tinted with the red hue of sunrise.
The flaring ruby light submerging

In the ocean of transcendence,
Diving deep infinite into her life
The day she was born —

"Kaali" the birth chamber echoed.
Where life sprung from heavens,
Her birth stamped "Kaali" —
Identity dammed to her attire dark.
Eclipsed as she was born,

What place does she hold?

With her every breath, she inhales
The pity of society.

She grew up a moron by social norms,

Who tried to delve deep into her psyche.
Her mercury retrograde,

Said her mind is slow;

Why not usher in

A new way of understanding?

Her embellishing eyes had hopes and fires,
But were curtained with murky dejection
And extinguished desires.

Why was it so? Her life a curse,
Legdmeno Eudaimonia’s constructs,
Consuming her incessantly;

Her relish, candidness,

A blemish on beautopian society.

46




What about her ugly charms?

What about her voice unarmed?

Who saw the longingness she wears?

In which sphere did she exist?

O sorry!! Which self am | talking about?

Her self had been persistently muted

To let others dictate

What to think and who she is.

She was sent away from her domicile,

Just like an exile, unaware

What was she supposed to do in some other town.
There she treads unaware, unwanted, unanswered.
What was she supposed to do with pondering?

Days passed, weeks elapsed, years went by,

She delved deep in inertia indeed.

One night reversed the tide of her introspection,
Contemplating on herself from other eyes she ceased,
A new upsurge emerged,

The moonlight came with news of a sudden invasion —
Of a microbe that thrived on lives.

Virus anglicized SARS-COV-2,

A pandemic to life, a life to her demise.

They were all consumed by the great humanity.
One heroized universal love,

Consumed them ruthlessly.

Assimilating all, utility they offered,

And then excreting them out as unwanted slums,
She, they, the bountiful nature, serving migrants,
And the disabled, and — to put it plainly — all muted vulnerables.
She felt the insensibility of the world,

It pierced her heart to see the apathy

Of them on whose pity

Life in her throbbed.

A beacon of life shone,

Her coming back was a sign —

A ray of hope.

She took a step, an independent step,
Her responsible step to her fireside.
Her lockdown story,

A story of rising

From death like a phoenix

She rose.

Her journey to home ignited life within.
What she learnt from it

Was what she saw,

Only one thing —
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Living for oneself, fighting for oneself,
Thriving for oneself, responsible for oneself
No one came either for her

Or for the rescue of the jobless migrants;
She and they stood for themselves.

No one came;

Neither for her,

Nor for nature's redemption,

She and Her both rescued themselves.
As mutation were occurring

In the virus and her mind,

The sudden invasion

A subtle form unfolded;

In her psyche she found

Gestures of her divinity,

Eyes open, consciousness gained,

Light dawned, delusion vanished,

She knew who she was.

Yes, she apprehends, she exists,

Better than they could ever think.

Neha Singh

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

Tomorrow I've got to meet the world, so | lie in the dark

In my cold bed, straining my eyes shut

From the sights of ghastly streetlights that the evenings deliver to my nights.
Ink dripping from the sky, trickling on my eyelids

Makes clamouring waves of blue, brown and red

And the faces that | miss make frantic gasps in the flow.

Drifting my feet like a tired acrobat

| strangle the shadows while they whisper things to me.

Seize the day! The advice shown on TV
Crosses my mind, as | watched it
Drown in dim despondency.

| hear the murmurs of sparrows and crows, squeaking in perfect symphony
| chime in (as | always do)

Stop! The tone is too blue.

The ink has been washed away by the movement of the sun.

My tired, frozen feet are pretending to be warm.

And my head, a wilted wildflower,

Tries to leave my bed — that isn’t foreign, but feels so —
Tilts to seep the lazy light of the hazy winter gloom.
Isn’t it the day | was supposed to bloom?

Another day ruined my hopes of tomorrow lost.
Yesterday is gone and the painted sky
Has fiery colours tossed.

But then | reach the balcony, the whispers are no longer there
Whistles and shouts and paws of fog are all | feel and hear.

| realise that the sky isn’t perfect, nor this day destined to be

But the darkness has finally led me to a sky with brighter blues to see.

Mansi Sabharwal

B.A. (Hons.) English, Ill Year
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Of Monsters and Men

| couldn’t find her on the windows of the train,

| looked on the puddle beyond, but all in vain.

The mirrors right above had lost her sight,

Her shadows? They simply blended in light.

| couldn’t find myself in that ride from home,

Or maybe | was always lost, somebody | had never known.

Self-reflection and solitude go hand in hand. The outbreak of Covid-19 and the consequent lockdown was
perhaps the most transforming episode of my life. A few weeks into isolation and | could feel the monsters
within me feeding on the hopeless desolation outside. The thing is, | believe in the concept of monstrosity as
an aspect of our human brains, a coping mechanism created by our own disarrayed selves. Monstrosity,
then, is our mind's device of survival, and it took me an entire pandemic to acknowledge, reflect upon and
accept its inevitable presence.

As claimed by Montaigne everything is according to nature. Just because something exists and is unique
doesn’t mean it’s abnormal- it's our normal (to be precise, it's your normal). We cannot get rid of this
deformity, the unusual and the unwanted, unless we confront it. Label them what you may- problems, follies
or madness, the inevitable presence of monsters is just another part of the deal. Everyone has their own set
of insecurities and self-doubts, and the mundanity of quarantine made mine more prominent than ever. This
unexpected break from the normal life then somehow served as a long awaited and much needed
suspension; it made me question, challenge and improve for the better.

Having said that, coronavirus was, and is, by all means an unrivalled dystopian horror. A change of
circumstances would have been more than welcome for this current shift in my thinking and mindset! Living
amidst the agonizing pandemic with this relentless battle with the self, 'normalcy' finally seems to be
reiterating itself with me attempting to nurse my share of bruises and scars. | hope it does the same for you;

“There is no sweeter innocence than our gentle sin
in the madness and soil of that earthly scene

only then | am human,

only then | am clean.” ~ Hozier

Sakshi Tewari

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

51




Enemy

Collateral of dreaming up

Is warranted for holding hope,
Sporadic bunce from stepping up
While laying out to be stepped on.

They had you

When they baited you with the top ten fame.
Switched colours,

And they showed you world's twisted ways,
Wealth earned as one decks up their grief
For what's gone and who they'd have been.

And our enemy's one,

Cursed from the start.

Classified black and white,
Polarised,

And then it laughed

And gave us 'what's good' -
Losing is the way forward,

'Get your dream then pay for it'.

This morphine knows it all,

Chooses what | like and what | won't;

The retail cures it all,

Never failed to burden you with bills you didn't need.
| bet our wars must be fun

To watch from your golden gates.

And our enemy's one,
Cursed from the start.
Classified black and white,
Polarised,

And then it laughed

And gave us 'what's good' -
Losing is the way forward,

'Get your dream then pay for it'.

And our enemy's loved,

Cash reploughed,

Planning for civility

It set us up for tyranny

And made us pick you.

Less worse is the better choice,

With insidious moves and stolen lies.
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Sedated clones best believe in sacrifices for the throne;
Pandora knew, yet she caved into temptation like we do.

And | know that | can't point the gun at you

For we both share the blame

Of settling our course with the ways of the world

And never calling out the deranged.

Just blind your sight and dare to be at peace
With what you hate, to be at places forging wars,

While they pretend they don't see.

And our enemy's one,

Cursed from the start.

Classified black and white,
Polarised,

And then it laughed

And gave us ‘what's good’ —
Losing is the way forward,

'Get your dream then pay for it'.

And our enemy's loved,

Cash reploughed,

Planning for civility

It set us up for tyranny

and made us pick you.

Less worse is the better choice,

With insidious moves and stolen lies.

Simran Bhatia

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

| think it was a couple of months after | came back home that it really hit me. Even though people around me
kept telling me about this rapidly spreading disease, it all seemed too distant. It was happening around me,
and yet it was too surreal for me to truly understand. It’s like when you hear about some natural disaster in
some random place. You are customarily concerned but there is no way to actually grasp the terrifying
realness of the situation.

Dad had been going to office as usual and mom would yell at me for my unhealthy schedule and my
constantly dark room. There was, of course, the news and the lockdown, and yet everything in my
immediate surrounding was so normal that the havoc outside seemed too bizarre to dwell upon. There were
some immediate changes, some things | had to adapt to but nothing much that bothered me. | was used to
being by myself in my room filling my head with pleasant music through my headphones. That was all that |
had planned on doing when | decided to visit.

We all had our own spaces in the house. Mine was my room where | would be holed up all day. Dad’s was
the drawing room where he would sit and relax and watch television after coming from office. He made the
evenings quite noisy (something that | didn’t particularly like since the noise would travel all the way to my
room). For mom and my sister, it wasn’t anything so specific. They would usually be together and would
often try to force dad and me into chatting with them. That’s how things usually were when one day Dad
came down with a fever and suddenly his and my chosen reclusiveness became mandatory.

Dad could no longer leave the drawing room. He would stay there all by himself day and night. We were in
the same house but | didn’t see him for a whole week. It wasn’t him being stuck in a room that bothered me
so much. It was the fact that everybody was as scared to go over to him as they were of staying away.
Secluding him even as a mere precaution meant believing that he was, in fact, a risk. The conclusion of that
belief was something that no one wanted to admit.

That’s how abruptly all that bizarreness became real. None of us talked much that week. We didn’t even eat
together. Everybody would just stay in their own rooms by themselves. We would come out occasionally to
go to the kitchen and if we had to talk to each other, we would make a call to each other even when staying
right next door.

The couple of times | passed by Dad’s room that week, | never saw him watch the television or look at his
phone. Both times he was just lying on the bed looking at the window. The only other thing he did was read
a book | had given him. Usually, he would read books with the news playing in the background but that week
it was quiet. The whole house was much quieter that week. After a week, his fever came down and the
results came back to be negative. After that, other than my mom forcing everyone to drink hot water and
Kaada, everything else went back to being normal. The drawing room was again noisy in the evening and |
was back to forcing my sister out of my room. Although every now and then I'd let her stick around to watch
a movie, it got frustrating soon enough and | banned her completely. Even though the noisy drawing room
still bothered me, | didn’t feel like complaining anymore. | guess the noise wasn’t as bothersome (as the
silence) anymore.

Rama Singh

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

54




Aryanshi Naglaksh

B.Sc. (Hons.) Computer Science

55




A Lockdown Call

| kept chanting I'm vulnerable,

Unsure if the frozen words and
Feeble voice, split by winter breeze,
Reached the other side.

| kept chanting I'm vulnerable.

"It's okay", | heard from the other side
Muffled in a tone of suspended feelings,
If they ever were to be acknowledged.

A warmth that doesn't belong to me
Borrowed for a lonesome night,
Surpassing miles and network towers

Through my cell phone; a peck of affection.

With every breath of uneasiness
| heard words of assurance, very unlike.
One found strength in her vulnerability.
The other, comfort in that voice.

Arja Dileep. K

B.A. (Hons.) English, Ill Year
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Lockdown Losses

There is no denying that the pandemic hit all of us hard financially, socially, mentally and emotionally. But
something that hit me the hardest in this unprecedented time is hard to describe in words because the pain
of losing our loved ones can only be felt and not described; yet, this essay is my attempt to speak about it.

When the nation-wide lockdown was first imposed, everyone believed that would be a matter of 21 days.
Who could have guessed that it would extend to half a year? Among other things, the educational
institutions were shut down to control the spread of the virus but we hardly noticed the trauma of the
students. Especially, the problems that the students between the tender age of 10-16 were facing during the
lockdown. During these sensitive years of physical and emotional growth, students become shy, and hesitate
to share their feelings with anyone except their friends.

Because the movement was restricted and they couldn’t meet their friends in person, their emotions and
feelings, too, were locked inside their hearts, and they found no way to set their thoughts free. | realized
that my beloved sister was also a victim of this loneliness. Even though surrounded by a lot of people and
family members, she was unable to find her solace. One day all her worries did come out in the form of a
horrible, devastating act. My family was broken and our million dreams got shattered when we found her
hanging. The rope that held her neck tightly screamed of the depression she was going through.

She fell prey to the loneliness and despair the lockdown offered. Before that, | wasn’t quite aware as to how
much a lockdown could affect my personal world. The number of suicides that increased during this
pandemic, especially in the age group of 12 — 16, is surely indicative of the enormity of the situation. It might
be that the anxiety and fear of not going out and meeting their friends again made them succumb to death.
In addition, the schools were shut down, and there were no guidelines or even some words of hope from the
principal or any higher authority which could ensure them that everything was going to be fine. Those whom
we look up to for guidance were clueless themselves.

The Lockdown worsened the condition of rural India. However, caught up in their own struggle, the families
from rural backgrounds failed to understand, or rather, didn’t even bother to know what’s going on in their
children’s minds.

During this Covid — 19 pandemic, suicidal tendency among school children rose significantly. According to a
government committee report, during the six months of lockdown, 173 children aged 10 — 18 died by suicide
in Kerala alone. Similar reports from other parts of the world have confirmed a significant increase in the
death toll of children who died by suicide during the lockdown period. These studies also claim that there
was a 9.3% - 33% rise in the number of children reporting with self-harm injuries. Additionally, the lockdown
has aggravated underlying issues such as parental pressure, scolding, family discord, and even domestic
violence. These circumstances drove several children to take extreme steps.

The pandemic caused a havoc in everyone’s life, but for me, it has been a Shakespearean Tragedy. | not only
lost my sweet innocent sister with a pure soul but the nation lost a brilliant, talented mind whose dream was
to become a doctor and serve the country. | choose to write on this because it is not only my story. It is the
story of many parents and families who lost their loved ones due to depression during the lockdown period.

Naina Kumari

B.A. (Hons.) History, Il Year
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Mother’s Daughter

Born in a man’s home,

She was raised in toxicity.

Dreams in her eyes

Crushed and suppressed by the authorities alike,
Realized how rare and unique she was,

Different from the males in her family

Who never set their examples right.

Saw things she shouldn’t have,

Those males treating her mother bad,

“Inhuman . .. monstrous!” she wanted to scream.
She couldn’t keep it inside,

She thought, “I’'m ready to fight.”

She started feeling the rush,

A crimson headache and an aching blush.

She was trying something hidden to find.
Oh yes, she was rare,
Powerful and unique.

There must have been something in the water,
Or that she was her mother’s daughter.

She sat on the concrete in the basement,

With no time for conversation, nor negotiation,
Confronted the patriarchs for her freedom.

They did not see their own reflection,
Committed countless sins for a single confession.

It was only her mother who told her to make it;
So, she shook the prison until she would break it.

She chose the road to a free reign,

Refusing to get any more detained.

Oh yes, she was rare,

Powerful and unique.

There must have been something in the water,
Or that she was her mother’s daughter.

Taniya Roshan

B.A. (Hons.) English, Il Year
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ANNUAL SPORTS DAY & ALUMNI MEET

KALINDI COLLEGE
UNIVERSITY OF DELHI
NAAC Accredited With Grade 'A'

Departwment of Physical €ducaflon ’

DRGANISES A WEBINAR

Mkn important as food for |'
/(\\m\ < the body in contemporary times y

SRS,

. DR. GAURI CHAKRABORTY
Associate Professor in Indira

Gandhi Institute of Physmak 2
Education and Sports Soente <)
N
DATE: 4 MARCH 2021

TIME: 3:00 PM

VENUE: GOOGLE MEET

2 PRINCIPAL COORDINATOR OF DEPT. OF - DEPT, OF PHYSICAL EDUCATION
PHYSICAL EDUCATION

) Ia Bansal Ms. Neelam Bareja Dr. Sunita Sharma
Ms.Sudha Pandey




SPORTS ACHIEVERS (2020-21)

MANSI GOEL

Delhi State Yogasana (Third
Position; State level) &
National Yogasana championship
(Participation; National Level)
B.A. Programme, III year

HARSHITA SHARMA

National Yogaasana competition
(Second Position)
BSc (Prog) Life Science IInd Year

LAKSHYA RAKHRANIA

National Taekwondo
Silver Medal
Speed Kicking Black-Belt Senior
Female U-49 KG
BSc (Physical Sciences) I year




__ujoﬁo credit: Aditi




-

Photo credit: Kalpana

i College

Kalind

)

NAAC Accredited Grade 'A’
East Patel Nagar, New Delhi 110008

Tel: O11

Email: kalindisampar

i

(University of Delh

ite: https://www.kalindicollege.in

o

Webs

i

25787604, Fax: 011-25782505

k@du.ac.

e

| 2 s

L4} L)

i%?

s s
LAV

e

L4 s
T VA

i

s 2
T VA

i

s s
N

e

s’ A4
LA} L)

e

s’ A4
LAV

e

s s
LA} [}

L4 AN 4
LA} [

s s
T VA

e

s s
T VA

s’ s
LA} L)

i

s s
T VA

i

s’ A4
LA} L)

e

s s
L) (6]

s s
N

5






