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THE SUN DIDN'T BURN HIS $-=c TODAY

Childhood rhymes had taught him that people rose to the call of the rooster. Instead, he woke up with
a throbbing headache. Barely able to crack open his eyes, he checked his phone— 9:00 a.m. “Heavens!
I'm late,” he cursed under his breath, jumped down his bed and sneezed. He looked at the closed
windows of his bedroom; the dust had no way to escape. Stumbling on his feet, he checked the date on
the calendar on his table.

29th August. Of course. The loud music blared from the speakers and filtered in through the airtight
space early in the morning. What excuse had he given to the manager? Right, a trip to Karnataka.
“Chandra, it’s good to see you take my advice seriously,” his manager had said, grinning appreciatively
with his crooked teeth that seemed to increase the length of his moustache just right. “Such a diligent
employee you are, that your manager needs to pester you about taking a vacation, huh?” He had
joked, shaking his head while he approved his request for a leave. All he did was stand with his hands
behind his back— a habit since his schoolboy days— and smile politely and nod. “Doesn’t even pay me
enough for a trip to my mother’s grave, let alone a week in Karnataka,” he grumbled under his breath
as he flopped back on his bed, aimlessly checking his phone for any texts. He glared at the direction of
the loud music; or rather, at the closed window. “Don’t get the point of all this nonsense just for a
wedding. At least play something worth listening! Terrible music taste.” He scrolled aimlessly for
another while and then he finally sat up. His back hurt from the awkward position he was laying in.
He sneezed again.

The sunlight blinded him. He got a call. “Chandra, coming tonight? I've heard that the menu they’ve
set is amazing,” gushed Tarok babu. He felt the familiar butterflies attack his stomach. He had
completely forgotten he was invited to the new neighbour’s wedding as well. After a bit of a silence,
he laughed nervously. “Oh, yes, of course! How could I2” He pretended that someone else was calling
him. “Yes— yes, I'll come. No, no, cannot think of it. Haha, yes. Yes.” He abruptly disconnected and
heaved a sigh of relief. He never intended on attending the wedding. “I don’t even know them
personally, why should I?” he had justified in the three-members’ group chat to which he faced a
barrage of “Free food, that’s why,” counter reasonings in different variations. His shoulders ached. His
knees did, too. Only thirty, but the way he walked might make someone hazard his age up to forty or
forty-five.

He made the bed. The sheets felt dusty. It had been almost three days, after all. Online quizzes long
ago had told him that he had a high chance of being down with depression, but his mother had scared
him enough about therapists as a child. “You’re being too much, babu, should I take you to a
therapist?” was what she would threaten him with whenever he pulled a tantrum about going to music
classes. The cost of each session would drill through his meagre salary, anyway. He brushed his teeth
and broomed his small, one-bedroom flat. He did the laundry; he couldn’t procrastinate that anymore.
He barely had any wearable clothes left. He tried listening to music while going about his neglected
duties of adulting,  but even that didn’t ebb the perennial demotivation dragging him further inside
the grey of his mind too effectively. He made a list of groceries, took a bath, and went out to do some
shopping. The anxiety of having to talk to the food delivery men and clarifying directions made him
bite through
telt too tired

the skin of his fingertips. It was so hard going about daily activities when you

L to exist.




He scowled at the children playing outside as he struggled to balance his shopping bag on one hand and
open his old, rickety umbrella. The sun was too bright. In very sly steps he managed to bypass the eager
relatives and invitees of the wedding clamouring and enjoying without a care, even as the car behind
the large group honked to let it pass. He couldn’t face confrontations; that wouldn’t do. He only hoped
he was an individual insignificant enough for anybody to notice his absence.

He skipped lunch; felt too tired to cook. He scrolled his phone and texted his friends in the group chat
out of boredom. He always felt too tired to do anything. It was only the prospect of money and the
inevitability of work that pushed him out of the suffocating spiral that his mind was, and focus on
something else. He lit a cigarette and breathed in the smoke, flipping through the pages of his
childhood journal. He snickered at the old entries where his younger self had longed for freedom.
Freedom, right, he thought. It’s a never- ending cycle of entrapment, discontentment and slavery,
alright. He slept again. His mind was too burdened with unpleasant thoughts he could never keep
away. He didn’t realise when the sun had set, he didn’t care enough to do so. He only ever really
appreciated the beauty of the sky when he flipped through the posts of his mutuals, where they never
failed to post a picture of the sky at least once a day.

The bell rung. “Who’s it now?” He groaned, dragging his feet to check. His mind nagged that someone
had probably figured he was skipping the wedding and had come to confront him about it. They would
know how pathetic he really was. How terrible, how selfish, how rude. They would humiliate and
argue with him and others would hear their loud voices and the hosts would be so disappointed and—
“O1, Chandra. What about your Karnataka trip, man? Didn’t tell us anything about it. That’s hurtful,
you know.” He blinked. No, it wasn’t someone berating him. No, Anu and Vikesh were here. He had
to take a step back; his head hurt from the overstimulation. He almost missed out on what Anu was
saying. “Karnataka... what?” he asked, seemingly dazed. Unbothered, they stepped into his flat with the
familiarity and authority of landowners over their property, keeping a few bags on the table. Chandra
felt embarrassed. His place was in no condition to host even his closest people. It was barely liveable.
_“What're you doing here?” he asked as he shut the door, with the same confusion with which he had
gathered the information of his scores in tenth class. “Figured you weren’t in Karnataka and would do
~ some good with company instead of letting yourself rot,” Vikesh said, pouring himself a glass of water.
“We've got so much gOssip you’ve missed out on.” And despite himself, Chandra found himself
grinning a lictle. His cheeks hutt from the effort, but it was real. They had brought over food as well.
His stomach growled at the aroma. He pulled a chair and sat down beside them as they dished out the
. meal; He was laughmg t00, “after so many days. Their booming drowned out the annoying music
" blarmg from the- speakers outside. “Want to watch something?” he offered as
‘he did the dishes and they washed their hands. The house finally felt like a
“home. “Yeah sure. I'm turning on Netflix on the TV. Anu, come here
e what should we watch?” Vikesh yelled from the other room as he
= Wofked out the telev151on

Chandra had deemed himself 1mpenetrable and yet, their very
presence had thawed his ice, even if only temporarily. He had
forgotten what it felt like to be with them. In the back of his
‘mind he dreaded the s1lence when they would eventually leave,
'-but for now thelr talks could force his self sabotaglng thoughts
’ that ate away at hlS mlnd to the corner By

: \ ’ The sun may have been brlght todayz but 1t couldn t manage a burn at
X : _""hls heart this t1rne o




ALL WITH A SMILE ON HER FACE

The smell of October diftused into the steam rising from the cup of tea that rested on the table in the
balcony. Beyond the vacant armchair and the swaying of the floral curtains came a rustling sound.
Inside the only bedroom in the apartment, particles of dust and debris were dancing around. A
withered and worn-out cardboard box lay on the floor, its contents scattered in and around it. There
were notebooks, pages with torn edges, and threadbare clothbound diaries. Dhriti was peering over
these remnants of her literary past.

There was a frown enclosed between her eyebrows that reeked of self-doubt and the cascading mass of
hair kept posing as a barrier between her and the sight of her decade-old cursive. At that very moment,
she was supposed to be writing an article. It was her yearly Durga Puja column that was centred
around women. This year, her procrastination had landed her at the precipice of the deadline as Durga
Puja was already underway.

She had made herself a cup of tea — and decided to pen her article that

very day. However, she had succumbed to the voices in

her mind saying that she would not find her muse this year.
So, she pulled out the cardboard box from underneath her bed.
She had sat down on the cold marble floor and picked up

the first notebook from it.

It was her notebook from third ~ grade. There was a paragraph
written in it, entitled ‘My Grandmother’. Dhriti
recalled the first time her English &4 teacher had told her mother
that she had “a flair for writing” g J> ‘that year. Then she took out
one notebook after another as '\ \. her formative school vyears

[ §

' surrounded by paragraphs,
; - il | e

letters, magazine articles and "?ﬁ descriptions she had penned
about her mother and grandmother ‘ ‘ over the years. As she started
reading them, she stumbled upon the realisation that she had always used
the word ‘superwoman’ in each of her write-ups. She had described her mother as a sacrificial figure,
engrossed in tending to everyone with an effortless smile on her face all day. She had depicted her

had progressed. Soon she was

grandmother’s daily routine through rose-coloured glasses even though her grandmother never had the
luxury of replacing her own cracked glasses.

As a little girl, Dhriti thought it was perfectly natural to wake up to a table set with breakfast and a
perfectly ironed school uniform every day. Though, nothing seemed to iron out the crinkles between
her mother’s eyes. Her mother was a teacher. When she returned from school each day, it never crossed
her mind that her mother was also returning from school. When she left the empty lunch plate on the
table to take a nap, she was unaware that her mother also wished to do so some days. When she was in
college, she had tried to braid her hair several times and failed. But stashed away in a corner of her
dressing table, still lay the crimson red ribbons her mother would tie at the ends of her braids each day.

Dhriti gathered a few of her notebooks and went to sit on the armchair in the balcony. She extended a
hand to pick up the cup of warm tea that lay on the table, but she retracted it to turn the page to the
time when she was stuck on a mathematics problem. She had rushed to the kitchen where her mother’s
forehead had been flooded with sweat and salty rivulets descended down her temples.







THEY KAN IN THE RAIN

The city was a constant buzz in their ears: the honking of automobiles; the shouts of vendors; the
rhythmic clatter of a roadside dhobi beating clothes against a stone. Five boys, barely into their teens,
wound through the convoluted alleys of the Kolkata slum, their laughter bouncing oft corrugated
metal walls. They were a jumble of unmatched garments — ripped at knees and elbows, yet their souls
were merry, their spirits free. Each evening commenced with two rickety bicycles, two of the lads
perched on each of them and the fifth running beside them, roaring with uncontained delight. They
darted about the streets of the metropolis, swerving in and out of traffic like old hands dodging
pedestrians. They often didn't know where they were headed; curiosity impelled them on an insatiable
longing for new experiences. As the sun sank beneath the horizon, turning the heavens various shades
of reds, they set off beyond immediate environs. On these forays two shaky cycles that only faith and
invention held upright bore them aloft; but where were they going? The big city was like a huge
monster that couldn't and perhaps wouldn't ever understand these boys.

They used to find themselves at the border of a sparkling mall, an imposing structure of glass and steel
that laughed at them. A hushed talk could be heard as they looked through the transparent barrier at a
world of air-conditioned luxury, at dummies dressed in clothes they could only imagine and at shelves
overflowing with strange fruits they had never seen before. “What would you get if you went in
there?” one would ask another. “We should sneak in,” one would suggest, but the harsh reality of their
clothes, the telltale signs of poverty, would silence him.

Every evening they would go on a journey; it was as if they searched for something that the big city
refused to provide, yet if questioned, what did they seek? They wouldn't have an answer. They always
denied it being any particular item or a place, just an atmosphere. This feeling was vague and elusive,
hanging on the outskirts of their consciousness. They longed for a world where bright kites flew in
the sky above them instead of old laundry hung out to dry like tattered dreams strung between electric
poles; where houses built from mud did not lean against each other so precariously but stood alone,
proudly vibrant with laughter promising better days ahead. The reality they lived in was taunted by
gigantic skyscrapers. Giant life sighed far away through bustling distances; a sigh only caught
occasionally by these slum-dwellers who could never be a part of it.

In this journey, there was no plan for how they would approach their destination, and there was
virtually no destination to look forward to. They were adventurers in their rights. They were found
roaming and wandering around various corners of the city. Some days, they would sit down and
engage some stranger in a conversation.




Sometimes with a fruit seller who sold mangoes that shimmered even in the light of the low-power
bulb. He'd tell them stories of the faraway orchards where the juiciest mangoes would grow, and his
eyes would gleam with satisfaction that they wished hard to possess. Another day, they would find
themselves talking to the watchman of a public toilet, a man perpetually shrouded with discontent. As
evenings would come to a close, they would often casually play carrom with a group of elderly men
by the side of a vast banyan tree. They would tell them stories about the good old days when the city
was not as fast-paced as it is today. Some other day, they would come across a street artist, whose thin
hands would paint an artwork on a canvas spread right on the pavement. They would sit, spellbound,
seeing a world of bright colors and creatures beyond one’s imagination unfolded before their eyes.

Every meeting, every discussion however was a stroke on the canvas of the imagination of these boys.
Each one of them, in some way, would plead with them, beg them, inform them, instruct them,
explain it to them, and perhaps scream at them and ask them to dream. The boys were storytellers
themselves; they dreamt of lands where flying kites would kiss the clouds, they sang songs that made
the birds fall silent, and they walked until their legs gave out, but their spirits remained as high as the
sun at noon. With each passing day, they desired more often than ever to walk and keep walking, to
talk and keep talking, to cry only to break into laughter, to dream and not stop dreaming, and to run
in the rain.

Their parents were, however, tired people, who had to face the facts of life. They spoke of the city as a
heartless beast, where only the sons of the kings would soar high. They narrated the story of Ekalavya,
the excellent archer who was ostracized by his teacher Drona, as a cautionary tale. They would warn
them that the world was filled with such Dronas, ready to clip the wings of Ekalavyas, who'd longed to
dream. "Don't dream, boys," they'd say, their voices laced with a lifetime of disappointment. "Find a
job, earn two rupees; that's all life has to offer."

One evening, the heavens were rent asunder. The first drops were fat and shy, they splashed on the
soil like the first kisses of the earth. It was a warm welcome, a relief from the scorching heat that the
city of Kolkata offered them all year round. However, it was not long before the sky
opened up and poured out its wrath. - i _

city and the dust turned into
which filled the streets. Car

vendors were suddenly

. Heavy rain poured down on the
streams of water and mud
horns and loud voices of
shut off. The city

closed its mouth, a collective scream

suffocated by the attack.




This was not mere rain; it was a downpour, which was a reflection of the boys’ stormy emotions. They
yelled at their parents, their voices piercing the sound of rain that continued to fall on their roofs.
Finally, in a moment of desperate rebellion, they grabbed whatever paper they could find and made
them into paper boats. With infinite joy, they burst out of their dwelling, the rain soaking them to the
bone. Their paper boats, fragile, stood defiantly in the rain against the downpour; they floated in the
puddles and they swam, jumping over waves. The boys ran, splashing through the water, their
laughter a challenge to the storm.

This was their protest, that small flame against the backdrop of the urban landscape of the expanswe' 2
city. Maybe it was hopeless, akin to puttlng out the fire Wlth a tear, a mere tear of a blograph But the

powerful. These children of the city, their dreams given a soapy rinse
_1nst1nct to run W11d And then alrnost as though the heavens themsel




The Crimson Veil

In the heart of a small village, the air hums with the vibrant energy of Durga Puja. The streets
are alive with the sounds of conch shells, rhythmic drumming, and the melodic chants of
priests invoking the goddess’s blessings. The smell of incense and freshly bloomed flowers
drift through the air, mingling with the sweet scent of traditional sweets being prepared in
every household. Colours swirl everywhere—brilliant reds, golds, and greens— and laughter
rings out as the residents, dressed in new garments enjoy the festivities.

Yet, amidst this spectrum of colour, this joyful chaos, a quieter scene unfolds on the edges of
the village. In a narrow lane, where the sounds of celebration fade into an eerie quiet, stay the
widows. Their white saris clashing with the colours around them. They watch as silent
observers, their lives stripped of the gaiety that once filled their hearts. The death of their
husbands rang the death knell of all their festivities and the right to live life. This is how it had
always been in this orthodox, tradition bound conservative village. Rules were set in stone-
traditions unwavering.

The youngest among the widows, watches from the shadows, her heart aching. For
her, the sights, sounds, and smells of Durga Puja bring not joy, but a stinging reminder of
what she has lost—not bt just her husband, but her place in this celebration of life. Merely
in her twenties, being recently widowed, has thrust her into a stark and lonely life. As she
joins the others, she feels out of place. Adorned in their pale white sarees, bereft of jewellery,
they don’t speak much, quietly resigning to their cruel fate. But she was young and spirited.
As the drums beat louder and the smell of incense wafts towards her, she feels a different kind
of stirring within her- whisper of defiance, a voice of rebellion against the heavy weight of
tradition. Her heart sings, softly.

She starts, by convincing the other widows of the village. Years of imprisonment within the
bars of tradition had in turn made them just as traditional. Initial efforts were met with failure.
They had resigned to their cruel fate without putting up a fight against oppressive practices.
She was initially & crestfallen at their hesitancy and displeasure. It was difficule to
convince them that they deserved a place gy~ in the festivities, though they were
widows. She fights, and pleads her case, . 5 i -i?v_en then they are still reluctant.




Eventually,
she slowly chips away at their caged hearts.

The youngest sufferer presented a radical proposal as
heir first act of defiance. They were going to use the red vermillion
that once filled the parting of their hair, the vermillion associated with Maa
" Durga herself and the very vermillion which they had been stripped off from
the moment of their husband’s passing. It was decided that they were going to

organise their very own secret ‘Sindoor Khela’ on the last day of the pujas-
Bijoya Dashami.

On the night before Bijoya Dashami, when the pandals are quiet and the village is asleep, the
widows gather in a small group, hidden clearly under the stars. Anxious, jittery, they look to
one another, searching for reassurance. Soon, the first-ever rebel will lift the box of
vermillion, anxious footsteps echo in the distance. The women freeze, hearts pounding,
wondering if their rebellion is about to be discovered. But after a long pause, the footsteps
fade. Finally, with shaky hands she opened the box and taking a pinch of vermillion and
applied it on the forehead of the eldest widow. As tears swelled at the corners of the elder’s
eyes, the other widows joined them.

One by one the widows take turns applying sindoor to one another. Their laughter is hushed
but joyous, finally reclaiming what was unjustly snatched from them. As the night progressed,
the women’s faces and white sarees were streaked crimson red. They were finally visible to
each other, not as widows to be pitied, but as women who had endured loss and emerged
stronger.

The widows’ hearts swells with liberation. This is the true spirit of Maa Durga. The next

morning, as the village celebrates the immersion of Durga’s idol into the river, these women
walk through the crowd, their heads held high, traces of sindoor still on their faces. The
village whispered, unsure of what to make of this quiet rebellion. ;

Some outraged, others merely confused, but for the first time, the women do not
care. They had lifted the veil society forced on them, revealing -
their true selves.

The Durgas, standing hand-in-hand, watch
Goddess Durga’s idol gradually sink to
the bottom of the river.

Qleana Do, X1 - Z
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EDITOR-IN-CHIEF
Priyangshu Challerjee. X-F

“Come, my friends,

'T is not too late to seek a newer world.
Push off, and sitting well in order smite
The sounding furrows;

for my purpose holds

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths

Of all the western stars, until I die.
It may be that the gulfs will wash us down: It
may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.
Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho'
We are not now that strength
which in old days

Moved earth and heaven,

that which we are, we are;

One equal temper of heroic hearts,

Made weak by time and fate,
but strong in will
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.”

Ulysses by Lord Tennyson

As I sit down to write the editorial, I ask
myself a question, a question that seemingly
has a very mundane answer. This question
can be perhaps answered by anyone, an
answer that doesn’t require much intelligence
or thought, to be given out loud and clear.

The question is

“What is Independence?”

As for the answer, I'd rather expend some
thoughts. For I sincerely believe that the
simplest explanation, that one might consider
is perhaps one of the many ways to look at it,
and hence take into account the fact that -
Great minds do think alike but fools seldom

differ.

After seventy - seven long years of poverty,
partition, struggle, resilience and finally rising
from the ashes - a discordant note still hangs
heavy in the air, the unfulfilled promise of

true independence.
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Independence of the mind paves the way to true
national independence, in a society that cherishes
truly liberated and illuminated citizens, forming a
self-sufficient system is the rock of a self-reliant
nation. Society gets benefitted when one is not
an imposer to others' ideas and is free to
introduce them until they do not have to worry
about them. Only such a cultural milieu can
sustain the free exchange of ideas, where
everyone must feel confident about their
unconventional ideas and be fearless of rejection.
Unique, varied, and original ideas result from this
freedom that idealists talk about. By nurturing
independent minds, a nation not only fortifies its
democratic foundations but also ensures that its
people are equipped to navigate the complexities
of an ever-evolving global landscape, thereby
achieving genuine and sustainable independence.
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In an era illuminated by science and : Conflicts like malignant growths prevent the
interconnected by technology, it sounds manifestation of real independence which is
rather unfathomable that the spectre of the stage of being when the human spirit-
religious conflict still looms over a ‘ flutters free from the chains of fear,
considerable proportion of the human race. oppression, and ineqﬁality. Nevertheless, the
These fault lines standing as insurmountable c . cure of this malaise may be found in not the
barriers across towns, cities, and countries political realm or the locus of power, but in
have led to and continue to spiral out of ’ the otherworldly space of art
control and endless conflicts that make little . :
or no sense and only serve to erase every The art of expressior is the origin of
reasonable definition of life. revolutions, the transformation of societies,
. : and the future of a better world. To think is
The wars (fought, won and lost) that to question, to challenge, to imagine. And it

exsanguinate Mother Earth’s pious lands, is through this critical lens that art

must stop. For a gun against a gun, it emerges as a potent force

never stops the war and only the dead for change.
see the end of it. A true religion
bréeds tolerance, fosters love for all Oitpen i petharehel s
beings, and echoes the language o e
dream of, the India that

resides somewhere only we

of peace, that aligns with the
deepest aspirations of humanity.
It is a faith that keeps hope

: ; know. For a pen against a
alive, a beacon in the darkest of
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gun is what can stop a war,

mghts. Until we redl.scover BosBl She i
this essence, and until we i
8 about revolutions, and
dare to challenge those who

. . words are what can cut
pervert it for their ends, the Tt e
spectre of religious conflict P

will continue to haunt us.
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Echoes of the patriotic songs reverberate throughout the school premises and
the streets all around. The crease between everyone’s eyebrows reflects
their impatience. You sit in one secluded corner, beneath the shade of the
tri-coloured tents, shielded by your classmates and their tired shadows. The
faint 1ight of the screen that persists even after you drag down the
brightness, sparkles in your eyes. Every minute you press the volume down
button again, lower the brightness once more. They are already at the
minimal level, but you do it again and again, a reassurance that you will
get away with this, and a reaffirmation that you don’t need to feel guilty.
The cadence of your feet tapping the carpet-clad ground synchronises with
the thumping of your heart, but your hand has its own pace. A slower rhythm
flows through your thumb as you slide it across the screen every fifteen
seconds. The device is the final addition to the orchestra that plays the
symphony of your 1life.

Plays and marches begin. They display our freedom struggle and the lives
lost in its wake. This thought is a banal fact to you. It holds no
gravity in your heart because it rarely crosses your mind. You spent
hours contemplating the perfect scheme. On the eve of your motherland’s
Independence Day, you stayed up late pondering how you would sneak in,
the device that shackles you with its invisible chains. At the stroke of
the midnight hour, when | the world slept, India awoke to its
seventy-seventh year {;of life and freedom, and you awoke to
the pit in your f;stomach, the dwindling voice of your

conscience, telling you that perhaps you are not on the right

path. The starry -~ im
blocked by the roof

drawn over your

e

night sky is just above you,
ffover your head and the curtaing
}| imagination.




As a child, you used to walk on the tiled path to the bus, your head hung
low with concentration. You declared the yellow tiles molten lava and
stepped on the pink ones with grace. Now you pace down the path, your head
still hangs low, but not as low as your self-esteem. You are disconcerted
without the device, it haunts you when it's in your hands and plagues you
when it isn't. On the bus, you pick the seat farthest from your teacher and
right beside the window. On your right, the world passes by you through
transparent window panes with a million tiny scratches, but you are
unaware, you believe the world to be at your fingertips. After a while, you
take the device out and slip it into your pocket. Periodically your hands
trace your pockets, assuring yourself of its presence. It is your closest
companion. The brevity of its lifespan does not bother you because you know
the device has infinite clones, you could simply buy another. It is your
closest paid companion.

Saffron, white, and green flash before your eyes on the device. You do not
care to look up at the same colours in front of you. You have developed a
fear of blinking, a fear that in that fraction of a second, something on
the screen could go unnoticed by you. But you are fearless in reality. You
_ g not noticing what unfolds in
your surroundings. In > ", . your bubble of oblivion,

have never been afraid of
you are carefree. . At any given moment, you
solely wonder “ about what is on your
screen, you do ;m not need to worry
about the next .\ reel you see or the
next app you open. These

become purely

Pé the yellow tiles

after years of

actions have
automated. When

bl

became concrete
being molten

stopped
drains and ff

broken dreams,

lava, when you
jumping over broken
skipping through
when the clouds

E
your favourite

ceased resembling
- the clear blue
thing to photograph,

prisoner. A chained

cotton candy and
sky became only a
you became a

prisoner in a ) free land, watching

the Independence Day celebrations.



When the flag is hoisted, you are forced to rise. With great effort and
willpower, you rise for the occasion. It is a rare occasion for a
barrier to exist between you and the device. You put the device back
into your pocket and place your hand carefully to cover it. The song
you have heard since your finger-painting days starts to echo all
around you. You cannot bring yourself to enunciate the words. The only
thought you are aware of is what your pocket holds, what you hold so
dearly. Years after people have stopped being friends and started being
followers, you look around at the familiar faces of the spectators.
Years after the sky had become just an aesthetic scene that helps you
hound likes, you look up at the bird flying in it. Its wings flap past
the white, fluffy clouds, you feel brave enough to close your eyes and
be present.

When your eyelids are granted respite, they cover your eyes with
exhaust. And, when they rise again, your eyes form droplets of water
threatening to descend your cheeks. You can wipe away the half-formed
tears from the precipice of your eyes. You can choose to look up, or
you can adorn yourself with the invisible chains again because you are
independent to do so.

With love,
Calcutta

Sutwija Sarkar, X-11
Editor



WORD SCARCr:

Words can be found in any direction (including diagonals) and can
overlap each other. Use the word bank given below:
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WORD RAME:
Sovereign Martyr Liberation Swardj
Secular Equality Justice Socialist
Democratic ~ Charkha Republic Autonomy

PHOSPHENES

the sheen of light that you see when
vou elose vour eyes and press vour
hands on them.




[ANGUAGE MEETS [AUGHTER

ENJILISH
VINGLI?T

Source: @the.language.nerds

To err is human,

to forgive is divine,
to refuse is decline,
too salt is saline,

to moo is bovine,
to bleat is ovine,

to oink is porcine,
to howl is lupine,

to bark is canine,
to purr is feline.

When the English tongue we speak, Why is
"Break” not rhymed with "Freak™ Will you tell
me why it's true we say "Sew” but likewise
"Cew”; And the maker of a verse cannot
rhyme his "Horse” with "Worse™? "Beard”
sounds not the same as "Heard"; "Cord™ is
different from "Word"; cow is "Cow”, but low
is "Cow”; "Shoe” is never rhymed with "Foe”.
Think of "Hose™ and "Dose” and "Cose”; And
think of "Goose™ and yet of "Choose”. Think of
"Comb” and "Tomb” and "Bomb”; "Doll” and
"Roll” and "Home™ and "Some”, And since
"Pay” is rhymed with "Say”, Why not "Paid”
with "Said”, | pray? * We have "Blood” and
"Food” and "Good"; Mould™ is not pronounced
like "Could”. Wherefore "Done” but "Gone™ and
“lone™? Is there any reason known? And, in
short, it seems to me -

sounds and letters disagree.



The ungry Tide, Swades, and Devi

REVIEWED

by Anushka Chakraborti, Ritwija Sarkar




ey and Bonbibi with startling clarity.
into the resettlement at Morichjhapi

ory of Lusibari and its surrounding isla
Gho at touches every part of

Tearing up, he is adamant
to mend the electricity
crisis. He boards the
departing flight but is
plagued by flashbacks of
India back at NASA. So, he
falls back into his
motherland’s arms forever.
The film is more than
another patriotic preacher.
It gives us an awakening jolt
to not rely on our cultural

The man behind her smile is,
Mohan, portrayed by Shah Rukh
Khan who works at NASA. On
his parents’ death anniversary,
he longs to meet his childhood
caregiver, Kaveriamma. When

Yeh jo des hai tera, swades
hai tera, tujhe hai pukara”

“Electricity!” exclaims he reaches the remote village of a
. . heritage as an excuse to
"4 ¢ s the woman, her face Charanpur, his attention is

retard development.
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Editor
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The opening shot of Devi (Satyajit Ray) is pitch-perfect in its execution, as it starts with a pair of
kohl-lined eyes that pierce through the screen, gradually replacing the blank visage of a clay idol of
Goddess Durga with bold, painted features. It sets the tone for a gripping narrative which displays
the gradual deification of the 17 year old scared girl into a sacred goddess expected to perform
impossible miracles. This film is believed to be Ray’s first work that directly challenges orthodox
ideology and is overtly political in its message. The camera directs us inward — portraying the closed
worldview of Doyamoyee’s cruel world while turning the focus on the human gaze itself. It is a clear
portrait of a society’s power to deify and dehumanize, create and destroy. The two ways of
perception clash in the film in an accurate reflection of modern society, where a young girl is placed
on a literal pedestal and swarmed by incense-wielding priests and supplicants. The terror of this
revered figure, her frightened, tear-streaked face deters no one. After all, it is only her symbol who is
truly worshipped, not the human being who resides within it.

The ideological division between the devotee Kalikinkar and coldly logical Umaprasad is indicative
of a renaissant transition of Indian history. Devi holds up a palimpsest that scatters the ideas of new
and old, of progress and failure. Through the fearful eyes of Doyamoyee, the warring ideologies of
divine certainties and empirical fact meet, but Ray offers a third option, the freedom that lies in
recognising the truth of art. The crux of the film’s message lies in the unsure denial of self-
knowledge, a gaping void that neither religion nor rationalism can fill. Devi builds on all these
cemented facades of the cult of the Goddess. The last shot of the film ends with the simplicity of
tragedy - a bejeweled Doya, her eyes crazed with grief, runs out from her room and is swallowed up
by the void of the mist. Satyajit Ray ends this masterpiece of brutal truth and vicious cynicism with
the stark truth of a woman’s anguished hope.

Anushka Chakraborti, X - I
Editor
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Flipping through the channels, I paused as a familiar face flashed on screen. It was my neighbor Mukti Kapoor a
lady whom T had admired for the better part of my life; one of the most educated, respected, and enlightened
women | had ever met. A well-known personality, acknowledged for her fiery, passionate speeches and her work

that ignited the flames of freedom and fairness, irrespective of every societal division. We lived on the same floor
and I have been a witness of her rise to her current status and her numerous achievements over the years. It was
therefore, nothing but expected to see her giving one of her enriching talks on some of the pertinent issues that
still engulfed our nation on the eve of the seventy-seventh Independence Day.

As I remained glued to the screen watching her speech gradually unfold, a muffled, stifled sob distracted me.
Another suppressed sob roused me from the couch. As I opened my front door and peeked outside, I noticed a
girl sitting on the common stairway with her head buried in her hands, sobbing convulsively. When she raised
her head to wipe her tears, I realized she was one of the house helps who worked on our floor. I couldn’t help but
feel a sense of pity pass over me. I walked over to her, softly tapping her shoulder and she jerked back, surprised,
unsuspecting of anyone else’s presence, her eyes red and swollen from all the crying. I asked her what was
wrong, careful not to scare her any more than she already was. Initially taken aback, she gradually composed
herself and recounted a tale I can only describe as dumbfounding.

Lakshmi; her soft voice quivering with fear of the horrific brutality she faced at the hands of her employer for
merely one request; a human right— a day off on Independence Day. And as she spoke, I slowly came to notice
those dark bruises, almost invisible on her brown skin. She narrated of the numerous other cruelties she faced; the
emotionally scarring verbal abuse she was subjected to. Here was a girl, and as I came to realize, not much older
than I was, who had been shackled by the very chains we had sworn to destroy the day we got our
independence.

Lakshmi suddenly looked at the window by the stairs and realizing that the sun had almost set, she exclaimed
that she must rush back to prepare dinner. Even though I tried to reassure her that she would get her
independence and justice, havingfalready made up my mind to speak to Ms. Mukti Kapoor that very night, she
couldn’t be completely convinced. Yet, thanking me she headed back to her cage. As I watched her walk back,
my heart sank. She entered the apartment which displayed the nameplate- M. Kapoor. I could not wrap my head
around what I just saw. I had always been an avid admirer and supporter of her and often found myself boasting
to my friends about the privilege of being her neighbor. Someone who was the epitome of confidence, grace and
respect. Yet as | remembered Lakshmi’s tear-streaked face; all my respect and admiration crumbled to dust. Her
eyes didn’t lie and neither did those bruises. I realized that I had left my television switched on. Mukti Kapoor
was just concluding her speech. As her words rang in my ears, they felt hollow, empty, bereft of any real feeling.

My famous and respectable neighbor’s passionate, ardent and fervent speeches

now seemed nothing short of a well-rehearsed play before an audience.

That’s all it was. There was no truth in her words. I could no longer
ignore the stark disparity between i

the revered pubhc portrayal of her

character and her actions behind closed doors. I realized how blind

I had been, how blind we had all been to the superficiality of it all.

The Hypocrisy of Independence
stared me in the face.

AhanaDe, XI- 2 4

Editor



My life was laid our for
me—

Daughter, student, sister,

wife, mother.

It was the circle of life; it

was all planned out for
my ease

I merely had to walk the
charted territory.

But I'm not a puppet
anymore.

I learnt and formed my
own worldviews,
Learnt to work free the
strings | was bound to.
Knowledge is only
acceptable till it matches

their initial purpose, but,

I'm not a puppet
anymore.

Dancing to the setlist I
didn’t have a glance
over,

Steps were the souls of
traditions, none of them
were mine;

I could not understand
the music, I had formed
my own language
And alchough I was
expected to, I never did
Because I'm not a
puppet anymore.

-

But they broke me down and
tore me apart;

Infantilized and belittled the
achievements of my life
They tried to snap my wings
and shorten the span of time |
spent outside—

3 But I'm not a puppet anymore.

N

My spine is strong, and over
the years it has grown

And I am not afraid of being
called a reckless fool by the
rulebook fools.

My life is my own, and
nobody can own it

I am not afraid to speak out, I
am not afraid to go down
Because I can be whoever |

want to
The future seemed so close, be—

just a few more moments of
dancing to the beat,

Till I run free to the
crowds and cry in
newfound glee.

I can finally voice my
thnughts, like my mother
always wanted me to
Because I'm not made of

Because [ am not carved out to
tulfil someone else's fantasy;
Because I broke out and lived

my life freely.

After all, 'm a human being,
I cannot be a puppet anymore;
I wasn't meant to be.

wood and strings, I'm flesh
and bones.
I'm a human,

Shridatri Giri, XI - ¥

I'm not a puppet anymore. Editor



o1 USIT o I o Aol H 3t AT bl
olah? ST & el 571ehY TS gablall o after
T 3T €A1T TTHE F3T & - [Id T
St AT 7T T IS ITATEIROT FAT-FHfaAT
7 & o) o8 S IRy AT getar % 9,
=TT, T SATSTH EIGHT 37| Hel T T
- gapTall UT 3T AT o
TRTATT It 8 I T3t 1 3R I W T
&1 )

H 7F §FHT &I U7 & a8 orsH
garer ot wv ad AH TeAv 3T g FHt
AR TE, AT T FAT ol IAH Y
I g7 I fAfDy aaH? ust ot

ar drer 3HT IF 9 =T gerar T A,
ag T Aot & W I HT BT g7
ST HE I8 o, "fFaar saras e
& @ ¥ sarara)’ v 57 ot g=ft
g qb PIS A& ITATI

F cTogarddt # IHDI AT AHT
TAT| HIHTI ST AT, Tl oI gt
oTdl, "SI o= FT ETH TATAT FFA
Ffewor &1 g7 &3 g HIfrer HIar
AT AT T def do a1gv!" e

& 3l I §E HT §€ Fobl AT| WX,
o ot air siaeT AT, T §H TSI Bl
fRifercar @3el @ A T I IET A,
TF FHUTIST ITAT, ITT HaT, "FIHT
&1 DFgEE FHIaT ST

udh m T
Eldlr-—Ob

TAT &I AT AT Heber gt et
T S[ac3 &I goiT I&T gl" SIae3 &
STt & I FIfaredr gd aifd o g5
STTYerT TATT @ % B arg, vo
q1gT # orer a<ft g &, TH Ugd-
o et

FT Rl 9% dg aTsH dgrer W 3
Tg & ot & 7 A7 Ty off) v 7S
TR, THEH IF st yR off) Far 2
IFHT AH? §H IF H AE HIH F41
FIdt off? a7 HeT & IWHT? FAfAAT
Farer | # JeT THIR IFIITT AT
IR 3FFH IAT & I¥ F Y@ars
I

o O fea1, aramads, 32 grer vl
# e o T e A7) I fAerer
TAT) TE FY oA ggT TTeA F aTE

g i BIferer &7 &t ot

gATSH?" # ITF A0, dhAd g bt
3T T




HILR, ARSI, = & g R e 38 1,

S dadh< ZT U1, G dad= 38 3141|"

g e & & arg o, # Jer
FIITT AT, ITH a1 HIdT U7 Ht
3T TIH & udr &t T vH 7
yw forar| "arerflsr) AR ATH AT
& FraT & Fgaras..."

3T T §eol-IF IS 0| TH
SHTATT 'ATATIA S, ATTTHTT @ 3TaTeT
Y AT & Ao 33t emAg AT,
FAIH IFHT A1 'ATAAT IT, Ul

CF |

&, uar & A §F HR & a1
IHHT ATH ATAAT &

IR IFHT A1 IMar, Har a1 gart
T, 99 T A TE [§5H adt? v

A AE AT JATS gr?

FAT Y ATSIAT FF AgE T& HIA
Grfee A? FaTST FHEar & & Far
TF STHTH, S8R #AHeT & AT FE
Hat, srfaver ara=fa g3 ot <At
GIfee? ord-urd Haar & & Far
TS U B g & o & Iy 78
faearsi, FgR, fashoisdr Ay FATC
A ART? TIHHAIT aH HET &,
na.g?.‘/n

WG FAT Y TF AT &1 TATY fFsmar
Tev? FaTATad FEd &, "aTer!”

77 O aradia #t Faret T4,
39 USIT #H I ATt JFHETH,
WHeT H i a9 g7 dor areft
aTfeer, I<f & ofra arel fF3Ese,
are q & o [Aabez, ¥ar
&t o, ured, a1 sud oG
% SATH AT gHATG & FT ol
@ ot waret 2

T 7T oral? oAE DA FHF
ATeTfteT aer St I geaTe UL
0o godd & SR H & 7T
39 g8 FATHT g9 &l §TF

gvarel U At TP g S P,
AT Ft IIT T JAH?, HS A&

AToar?

AT YT FAT §H T H U<l I
Th 287

Ay &, 319, 90-3
dqulcd







SR

ATACHIR A $048, SIS ST WHNSF i, ST I T BBII| (72 FHIT (2, (SI=A
Te Qe Siafbee iR 5T @y e TIE B0 Bl @ﬁ%ww CIEREARIES
Kﬂﬁ, I3 JeIewd o fice T:PQ\L;] T8 RS, IS GIRINIG CB%EHTI, T 37 foreafee - ﬁsg

(RIBCEAI SR (ST QTR FIo 20 TR SR S, OIFois FAS!| Frafe, el

et Wi (deTes, oife 243 (79 27, 9B 9F3 S o
AT | ST (TSI S50 - S - Frow 2

R IR Yo e [ifers, ool it
mim%@ﬁi %%ﬁﬁm FerwIta ar=mf-arel oe o, serwl-eifes
(I A=A, SAAH MG Srger=ir =74 (I 2! GERI=I 32 et s

HACRA, (I (FI TR (SR AT I, [T
(el I TGS |

QIR ARG, O [Hefts @M &K G 7R
2R 2TS, (37 SIST I AR, (T ACHHS, SIS

AT (FANE AL FeT0ol - "ThRIe!"| Q&I

firey qetest 1, B4, 1%, R WS - T : I R |
CWGHWEUI ngﬁmww’ ﬁmﬁ.waﬂ,wwm...
TR (AR 919, T §-G9 20, Q191 11

GO Al - (FIH GF ORI AR

0 - AR TG, 94 JRIG M 0T T a5 35 Tore T

SIfeT SEBNS FACT| i

A T4 ot DeFIa Fare!, wiwa Fewe! fﬂfmm‘f’ﬁm*

(R (T, g 51072 J6 A (@ A (=, S LRI

NS B! Sl st 71! H1R et - o ;

"2f SR Qi@ s Iers! T . 1 LATNS

SIS G #7T]
B meTa! AIfS St ¥ (qate fee! 1, O

eifeam Face frcet 1, Ot oeFia Face e
11 AR wiNGE @Y, U FI9RS @, I
PR (13 9, (72 191 W, (72 TS - 5@ 1
T T N AF M A=A FCFHF (0 O, 55
- AR 0O FICAT NIFICH, ([ SIFCAl, (1S
foeaa T, i &7 (T ST e,
B #A (7 N WS I RACOF AT LIS
ol b G o Rb @RE ol q1f% @es,
A A 38T (= S w1y forer w1 (o7 RO,
frare e meres M, ¢7 R06 (oiteTl! Fored
et Fifac, eI et 387 el @i
fReqca =




&




