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LOVE, LONGING AND LOSS 



 

 

                              

                                                                           

                           Dr. Kamal Kumar Raul  

                                  Assistant Professor 

                                             Department Of English                                    

 

On Love, Longing and Losses                                                

On thoughts of Antony and Cleopetra                                                                     

Somewhere Romeo and Juliet 

Being mentally Odysseus 

From the Land of Ithaca  

I long for Byzantium-bright 

On the land of love and romance 

I know that 

Is nothing but Sisyphus 

Of lifting rolling stone 

But finally nothing but 

Inheritance of loss 

Not loss of Inheritance.  

Drama,Byzantium: Old Constantinople, Myth of Sisyphus: Albert Camu) 

 

 

 

 

A LETTER TO LAL BHADUR SHASTRI ON HIS BIRTHDAY 

 



 

 

 

                                                                                                                                                                                              

                                                                                                                   Nomeeta Sharma  

                                                                                                                   Ba English Hons I 
Year 

 Respected Shastri Sir,  

I wish you a happy birthday on your birth anniversary. 

stalgic. I mean you always followed Gandhi bapu and were  

Sir, you left a great India behind, with us. But I feel so bad writing to you that our country is 
not on the path you visioned for it. I know it took me so long to have a word with you. But 

 

food production, you promoted Green Revolution in India, which led to an increase in food 
grain production which automatically enhanced the living conditions of the farmers. Nobody 
in this country can forget your contribution in Indo-Pakistan War of 1965 where you patronized 

296,438 farmer suicides since 1995. As you know, India is an agrarian country with around 
70% of its people depending upon agriculture. Farmer suicides account for 11.2% of all 
suicides in India. It feels so depressing that a country where leaders like you hailed farmers and 
prayed them, is now a cou
lives.  

And Shastri sir, you will be shocked when you will know the reasons for such great number of 
suicides. First and foremost reason is debtedness and inability of farmers to repay loans. You 
also know that our country has diversity in climate and weather as well. Heavy rainfall and 
floods in some areas and very scanty rainfall in some areas create problems of crop failure 
frequently, due to which farmers feel difficult to even find income for their daily expenditure. 
And fortunately, if their crop comes out well, they are not given proper price for their produce. 
Somehow, if they manage to self-motivate themselves for the next year, they find prices of 
crop inputs at their maximum. Corruption prevails! Yes Sir, Middlemen takes away all the 
profits and ignorant and innocent farmers are left behind in debt. Another big reason is that 
farmers in very small villages never go to the banks for loans. They find its paper work quite 
time consuming and burden-full. They go to moneylenders of their respective villages to avail 
loans. Moneylenders, taking advantage of their helplessness, ask them to either mortgage 
something or pay high interests and farmers agree to all conditions because they find it easy to 
take loans from them without any paper work. 

 



 

 

Sir, I know you are also feeling angry and want to do something for Indian farmers. Believe 
me Sir, I also feel the same. Our government has to do so much for them. I hope everything 
will be fine very soon. 

Yours truly, 

Nomeeta Sharma 

 

THE ONES I WANT TO BE 

 ANOUSHA MISHRA                                                  

                                                                                                   ZOOLOGY I YEAR 

Who do I envy? You ask 

I envy those who have the courage to be themselves, 

Those who fearlessly throw away the mask, 

Not money or fame but aim to become their higher selves. 

 

I envy the artists 

For they can bring their imagination to life, 

Manifest beauty onto paper in a gist 

Cook eye-candies out of their mental strife. 

 

I envy the poets 

Who weave magical strings of words like a mellifluous song of a bird, 

Capture emotions in oyster shells only to open it and find pearls 

en heard. 

 

I envy the novelists 

Who stain hundreds of pages with the stories they stitch, 

Create and bid the same to depart, a mysterious mist 

Save yet another thought from falling into their conflicted ditch. 

 

I envy the creators of music 

The ones who can sing their joys and their sorrows 

Magical healers who can cure me when I am sick 



 

 

Bless my ears and in my moonless night sky like stars glow. 

 

I envy the ones who can dance 

 

 

A delicate painting in the eyes they make. 

 

I envy the chefs and those who bake 

For their feelings you can taste, 

Savour their love in form of a chocolate cake 

The tongue would forever cherish the memory in which it was encased. 

 

I envy all those who gift my senses with a feast 

Adorn my face with a smile 

Make my heart go vile 

And wash the dust off my soul like a cool winter breeze. 

 

 

MY TRYST WITH THE PANDEMIC 

 

                                                                                               Kavya 
Uniyal 

 

It was March 2020 and much to my relief, my mid-semester break had finally begun and now 

forward to this day since a long time. Don't get me wrong, I love my college life. The 
magnificent DU campus, the aimless walks with my friends in the campus area and of course 
the street food is enough to drive anyone away from the monotony of assignments and 
lectures. But it had been pretty long since I had seen my family and it was Holi, my favourite 



 

 

festival. I just wanted to be within the comfort of my home during that time. 

Little did I know that the world I had known was going to change forever! I distinctly 
-

country. I immediately repented my decision of not going back home to Nagpur, where my 
parents resided. I love being at my B
a 21-day vacation period, I wanted to be at home during that time. In an attempt to lighten my 
mood, I started scrolling through my Instagram. Pro tip: Memes always help! 

 As I was scrolling through stories, I realized how privileged I was, there were people stuck 
in hostels, far away from their homes and utterly confused as to what to do now. On the other 
hand, I was here in the comfort of my home, I decided to accept the reality and got ready for 
this novel chapter of my life- 
down the names of the movies that we were going to binge-watch, all the food that we would 
make, and all the games we would play. In all honesty, I felt as if this was going to be the most 
exciting chapter of my life. 

The initial days of lockdown indeed turned out to be one of the best periods of my life. I 
would not trade those days for anything in the world. All I did was watched Netflix, ate yummy 
food, played board games and texted my friends all day long. Everything was going just so 

-
class households of our country made a seemingly less difficult transition to the pandemic life 
and were somewhat enjoying it, the poor strata of the society, as usual, bore the brunt. Pictures 
of migrant laborers walking by foot, many even bare feet, in a desperate attempt to reach home 
not only broke my heart but brought me to shame. Here I was enjoying the perks of doing 
nothing and there they were, on the verge of losing everything because of not doing something. 

As the lockdown kept progressing, it started dwelling on me, that this lifestyle is not as fun 
as it was seeming to be. I felt caged! All those things that once gave me pleasure were now 
seeming utterly monotonous. I no longer wanted to watch Netflix the whole day, I wanted to 
go  

back to my college campus. I started missing those monotonous lectures. I was done with 
trying my hands on 
the company of my friends again. Adding to my misery, a special friendship of mine 
broke during the lockdown. As dramatic as it might sound but now my heart was broken 
into a million pieces.  

I was already suffering from the feeling of loneliness during the lockdown, the heartbreak 
only made matters worse for me. I was unable to deal with the separation. I remember hiding 
my tears from everyone and then crying in the bathroom for hours together. I wanted to be 
with my friends and confide in them everything I was going through, which, unfortunately, 
was not at all possible. It is safe to say that the pandemic made me realize the importance of 
hugs and face-to-face conversations. My friends sitting miles away tried to comfort me in 
every way they could, texting me positive messages all day along, calling me, keeping a check 
on me, but for some reason, that was just not enough. I wanted someone to just sit next to me 



 

 

and watch me cry. Yes, I am dramatic!  

mode. I boarded my flight to Nagpur. I was finally at home, however, by this time, I was in 
a weird mental space, changing of places did not improve my situation. I was still 
surrounded by negative thoughts all day long. It seemed as if I was living the same day 

 

 else and now I was 
all but that. It was then that I decided to take things in my own hands. I talked to some of my 
friends about all the things that I was going through and I genuinely felt better after letting it 
all out. 

I discovered that writing gives me a lot of solace and peace and thus I did several content 

time gave me a lot of peace. I was slowly getting on the path of my recovery. It was as if 
somebody had broken me down to nothing and now, I was on the task of rebuilding myself 
piece by piece. It was a long and painful journey, but to look at it now, it was worth it!  

My pandemic life can thus be divided into two very distinct parts- The initial months filled 
with happiness and the other half, where I dealt with one of the lowest phases of my life. 
However, I am grateful for both experiences. I completely enjoyed the initial half of the 
pandemic and made some beautiful memories that I will cherish. While what happened later 
to me, broke me completely but it also allowed me to work on myself, to become a better and 
stronger person. What I am today is not the person I was before the pandemic, but I have no 

myself.  

As months rolled by and we were almost on the verge of bidding goodbye to the horrendous 
year that was 2020, I realized that almost every person during this time was united in grief. All 
of us dealt with the feeling of loneliness, isolation, loss, and separation. Some lost their loved 
ones forever, many relationships broke down, many contacts lost. We were asked to observe 

from our loved ones forever.  

However, this year also gave us the time to self- introspect, to rebuild ourselves in 
unimaginable ways, something we could not have done had it not been for a pandemic. To look 
at the brighter side, yes, this year was incredibly difficult for all of us, some lost jobs, some 

so many things. 

 This year made me strong and grateful. It made me realize there are so many things that I took 



 

 

for granted. It made me value the people and all things that I have in my life. The pandemic 
was indeed a rollercoaster ride for me, filled with ups and downs. But all is well if it ends well. 
Though sadly covid-19 is still with us, I am way past the days of anxiety. I have learned a lot 
during this period and I am proud of what I have become, maybe this was the most painful 
chapter but it was also the most important chapter of my life. So, no worries, only lessons 
learned. I hope that soon life gets back to normal again, but in any case, I am now better 
prepared for all the challenges ahead. 

 

 

 

INJUSTICE OF THE JUSTICE SYSTEM: 

NORMALISATION OF POLICE BRUTALITY 

AND EXTRA-JUDICIAL KILLINGS 

                

                                                                                                              Himanshu Khanna 

                                                                                                              (Pol Sc(Hons) Ii Year) 

 

The inevitable consequences of unbridled power exercised by Police and Bureaucracy in a country 

ridden with caste, class and gender inequalities, perpetuated by institutional power structures, once 

again came in the public gaze in the backdrop of the countrywide restrictions imposed on public 

movement due to Covid-19. The coronavirus pandemic induced global health crisis changed our lives 

in the crudest of the ways we could have ever imagined. There were too many unknown unknowns to 

talk the least about the known unknowns. The impacts of pandemic go well beyond the disease itself, 

causing economic, political and societal disruption. The global turmoil due to the pandemic gave 

governments across the world an opportunity to unleash state power in the name of mitigating these 

adverse impacts. Hitherto deemed draconian acts- border closures, surveillance and lockdowns- gained 

acceptance as legitimate forms of state action in the larger public discourse in no time. India was no 

exception. Prime Minister Narendra Modi announced the first 21-day national lockdown on 24th March, 

2020 to bid time and invest capacity in the public health system. Under the shadow of Covid-19 induced 

nation- wide lockdown, dubbed by a section of the media as the 'world's strictest', the most pernicious 



 

 

elements of state coercion were unleashed on citizens. The Indian state, it seemed, was stubborn on its 

refusal to deliver a modicum of justice and uphold the rights of all its citizens.  

P Jeyaraj (62) and his son J Bennix (32) died four days after being taken into the police custody for 

violating Covid-19 curfew hours on the evening of June 19, 2020 town near Thoothukudi in Tamil 

Nadu. The death of father-son duo due to alleged custodial torture sparked national outrage on social 

media. Within a fortnight of this incident, the news of the murder of eight policemen in a village near 

Pradesh on 9th July, after six days of hunting. As ominously predicted by many after he was 

arrested, Vikas Dubey was fired at on 10th July when he tried to flee after a police convoy taking him 

to Kanpur had overturned. As per the police, Dubey allegedly snatched the pistol from one of the four 

injured policemen and was himself injured in an  

Article 5 of the Universal Declaration of Human Rights and Article 7 of the International Covenant on 

Civil and Political Rights provides that no person shall be subjected to torture or to cruel, inhuman or 

degrading treatment or punishment. The United Nations Convention against Torture and Other Cruel, 

Inhuman or Degrading Treatment or Punishment (UNCAT), adopted by the United Nations General 

Assembly (UNGA) in 1984, defines torture as: 

 

inflicted on a person for such purposes as obtaining from him or a third person information 

or a confession, punishing him for an act he or a third person has committed or is suspected 

 

 

The convention places an obligation upon state parties to take all effective legislative, administrative, 

judicial, or other measures to prevent all acts of torture in any territory under its jurisdiction. 

For several decades now, the Indian police have earned reasonable criticism from various human rights 

activists and organizations for their high- handedness and the use of third-degree torture tactics to get 

confessions out of the accused. Still, these issues find next to negligible representation in the prime time 

shows of mainstream media. The normalization of police brutality and extrajudicial killings in popular 

public perception, it seems, has reached a point where we tend to be oblivious of the excesses committed 

by the men in khaki.  

Art, cinema, and literature can either serve as mirrors or windows for a community. Cinema, like 

elsewhere, has a major role in building the conscience of Indian society. The larger than life Bollywood 

actors playing the role of super cops- responsible not just for upholding the rule of law but also hunting 



 

 

down anti-social elements- 

e) of their own personal safety 

by these protagonists in pursuance of maintaining law and order not only justifies but also lends glamour 

to the violence which is exemplified by risky stunts performed using high- end technology. Movies 

ranging from Salman 

 all have sincerely contributed in further blurring the thin line 

separating the executive and adjudication branches of the state. The public jubilation at the alleged 

extra-judicial killing of rape and murder suspects in Hyderabad in 2019 did not come as a surprise in a 

country tired of long drawn judicial hearings. The sigh of relief heaved by several of our politicians and 

honorable legislators hailing  

faith in the criminal justice system and institutions responsible for delivering justice. 

The portrait of strong leadership demands demagoguery and an equally cold-blooded imagery of police 

as its framework. Since 

, quick disposal of cases, when they come under media scrutiny and have the potential to 

ers 

and the local godfathers with state agencies playing an instrumental role in accruing mutual benefits. 

Not nipped in the bud, these mafias go on to become the messiahs for local caste-based groups. Thriving 

on money and muscular power and wielding the clout to provide stable vote banks, these Bahubalis are 

- defined as the killing 

of a person by governmental authorities or individuals without the sanction of any judicial proceeding 

or legal process- may serve the ostensible purpose of quelling public outrage by delivering quick justice 

to the victim, the perpetrators themselves become the victim of the state as they are denied the right to 

free and fair trial. When high- profile gangsters like Vikas Dubey are apparently murdered for murder, 

many questions remain unanswered. Many secrets and an equal number of political and police 

connections serving as backbones for the culture of impunity get buried with the dead. When the due 

process of law is ignored, the risk of falsely implicating people to save the real masterminds also runs 

high. 

As manifested through Article 21 of the Indian Constitution, the right to life is supreme and basic. While 

overruling the controversial emergency era verdict of 1976 by which citizens were denied the right to 

approach a court to challenge detentions during the proclamation, Justice D.Y. Chandrachud, in 

2017, remarked: 

 



 

 

e Constitution 

and continued in force under Article 372 of the Constitution. Justice Khanna was clearly 

right in holding that the recognition of the right to life and personal liberty under the 

Constitution does not denude the existence of that right, apart from it nor can there be a 

fatuous assumption that in adopting the Constitution the people of India surrendered the 

most precious aspect of the human persona, namely, life, liberty and freedom to the state 

  

 

The Supreme Court has consistently held that custodial torture violates the right to life. The court, in 

Sunil Batra v. Delhi Administration (1979), remarked: 

 

shrinka  

 

perceived as extremely weak in the international forum. Though India signed the 

UNCAT on October 14, 1997, it has not ratified it to this day. The National Crime Records 

Bureau (NCRB) reported that between 2000 and 2016, there were 1,022 deaths in police custody 

of which FIRs were filed only in 428 cases. Even out of this, charge sheets were filed only in 234 

cases. A report  14th March 

2018 by the Union Ministry of Home Affairs revealed that 1, 674 custodial deaths took place 

between April 2017 and February 2018. This turns out to be an appalling figure of over five 

custodial deaths per day.  The ostracization of those propagating ideologies which the State 

perceives as opposed to its stature has further given a free hand to the police officers who have 

internalized authoritarianism by believing in no longer justifiable hierarchy based on class and 

colonial privilege. More often than not those at the receiving end of police ruthlessness belong to 

the socio- economically backward sections of the society. The grim intersectionality of 

patriarchy, caste and class and the havoc that it can wreak on the women in brown cultures 

through institutionalized means of violence is often best captured in the images of cops using 

their awfully dreaded batons to disperse crowd of women gathered to take rations from PDS 

shops. 

The National Human Rights Commission (NHRC) has urged the government time and again to 

recognize torture as a separate crime and codify the punishment in a separate penal law. The National 

Commission to Review the Working of the Constitution (2002) set up by the Law Ministry also 



 

 

brought up for discussion in the Lok Sabha. This lackadaisical attitude towards a private mem

in the existing legal framework. Hence, the requirement of a legislative intervention on pressing issues 

is often overlooked. The incidents of custodial torture and extrajudicial killings cause only momentary 

public uproar that is limited to an elite university club of social justice warriors on social media 

platforms. Once the incident fades away into time, everything is forgotten. 

The promise of constitutional safeguards in face of the prolonged process of normalization and 

fetishization of police brutality through various media- art, literature and cinema- is akin to English 

even when living under 

despotism, as long as the despot does not forcibly prevent that individual from doing as he or she desires, 

despotism and even to direct threats by the despot (Catriona McKinnon, 2012). 

Civil liberty must harmonize with natural liberty. Legal rights must help to clarify basic natural rights 

by declaring their concrete meaning within a particular community. The government is required to enact 

and enforce laws that distribute such legal rights, so as better to preserve and secure basic rights. 

Therefore, besides fixing loopholes in the criminal justice system and reforming the way policing is 

done in India, there is a dire need to bring about a change in public perception on police brutality. 

 Article 15 does serve as a window for the masses of this country to 

look beyond the glass- ceiling and realize that the essential role of the police is to serve the society 

faithfully and uphold the rule of law and secure all the citizens of India socio-economic and political 

justice and equality. 

 

 

 

THE PANDEMONIC LONELINESS OF HIS LIFE 

          



 

 

                                                                                                               Dhananjoy Mandal 

                                                                                                                B.Sc (H) Physics I 
Year 

He misses the old self   Dhananjoy Mandal 

A lot more than a lot; 

He changed somehow in a way 

That he had never thought. 

 

Years ago, he used to be a person 

Filled with good spirit and happiness. 

But, times and situations ravaged everything 

And now he is confined to live in loneliness. 

 

He was happy and sound earlier 

As he thought his wishes will be fulfilled in some date. 

But now, he thinks of himself as stupid 

To keep hoping for something which was never in his fate. 

 

He wonders and asks himself 

Will his dreams ever come true, then when? 

Cause now he is in deep need to have someone 

Who understands him like no one else can. 

 

All he wished since he was a kid 

Was to make some precious memories. 

But how is he supposed to do anything 

If he never had any companion to listen to his worries. 

 

He always kept searching for a shoulder 

To lean his head on. 

But the only thing he could find 



 

 

Was a pillow that soaks his tears. 

 

A left-out child with so much love to give 

But no one to take; 

Unlucky he got such a hand 

Which no one preferred to shake. 

 

So important for him 

Was this stage of life, 

Cause he wanted to have 

Some beautiful moments and make a memorable life. 

 

Now he realizes that 

Wishes were never meant to be fulfilled for him. 

Maybe the wishes desired to be fulfilled 

Only in his dream. 

 

Is he getting the consequences, 

Of cruelty of his previous incarnation? 

Or maybe a person like him 

Never deserved such adoration. 

 

 

And wants to ask the world 

 

If he wished too much? 

 

 

 

IDENTITY 



 

 

                                                             

                                                                                                                   Zahid Mohamed C 

                                                                                                                   B.Sc Life Science I 
Year 

     In life you are always working to inscribe your place in it, be a cameo in another person's story book, 
to be remembered for who you are, an ever-ending task to keep your identity alive! As age catches up 

protecting your kin and through this lifetime of a story you establish yourselves in communities that 
validate your identity, to become stories of Region and Religion. 

 

As soon as the melodious azan is sung to the end of one's ear on birth, one is etched into a community 
of likeminded God- fearing beings that tend to look after you as if you were family itself, the ceremonial 
yet comforting hugs on Eid, the communion every Friday, you may rarely know them yet there exists a 
strong sense of brotherhood in between which is unexplainable. Religion not only exists as a safety 
hatch from materialistic life, it also acts as a link that bonds individuals together. 

 

Yes, I am a Muslim and that is my identity. 

 

to the deeply rooted prejudice in the minds of the masses through stories of atrocities and actions 
of Muslim forefathers, and as that hate spills into modern times a battle to belong starts to brew, who 

 

 

When you have to prove your identity to secure a place to belong, a sense of disgrace sets in,  

dissent sets in, and ultimately revolt sets in!  

 

I recently visited the heart of my country to sow the seeds of my academic journey, I walked through 
the roads of Jamia Nagar and got to see this divide of identity first hand in the form of fruit sellers there. 
There were two, the bearded man with the long kurta and cut short pants gave out a unique universal 
identity gave me the hint, right across stood a short statured man tilk on his forehead, a torn shirt with 
a holy necklace, both stood a foot apart but the hate both had for each other widened it to worlds apart. 

 

They abused each other, confronted each other, stared at each other, the clashes of identity were so 
fierce that I felt queasily uncomfortable. I have never experienced such a clash in my region, truly God 

 

 



 

 

The dazzling backwaters, the evergreen landscapes and even the cosmopolitan cuisine isn't the highlight 
of Kerala but the love, care and respect people have for each other is what matters.  

  ? (from where you 
are back home?) That's all you need to do to establish a perpetual conversation that never brings 
boredom and conversations can be possible on any topic ranging from communism to Onam to actors.  
We seem all the same, yet we are so very different, the accent, the mannerisms and the food. Kerala 
always manages to surprise me! We might speak Malayalam but the task of understanding a Kasaragod 
or Kozhikode accent my god it's never easy! Divided by accents, cultures and religion yet united by a 
single homely identity.  

 

This is a perfect example of how an intercultural society can coexist in harmony and mutual respect.  

 

Region or religion the identity stays with you for a lifetime, there are some who are just ashamed to 
accept who they are. They are trying so hard and so far, as to forget the language they first heard, the 
motherland that nurtured them and the people who stood by them, but,my belief remains the same. 
Unless you are proud of who you are, you can never be happy by pretending to be something you are 
not.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

PANDEMIC PRISONERS 

                                                          

                                                                                                                               Zahid Mohamed C 

                                                                                                                     B.Sc Life Science I 
Year 

As generations passes by, history more or less starts to reappear themselves, in one form or the other. 
Once a collective experience comes when we finally remove the barriers and hold hands to fight the 
challenge, but the current scenario forces us not to hold hands, how ironic. 

The people before us had to endure the same sufferings and this generational crisis has come once again. 
A crisis that cuts through generations, one that affects the rich as it does the poor, affects the powerful 

to the brink of destruction and as we have come to a standstill it asks the question, what next? The 
country was under a lockdown and we had become prisoners lounging on sofas. We must comprehend 



 

 

the gravity of the situation at hand that begins with being on the same page with reality, that the world 
will never be the same again, the problems and protests that we had prior to the pandemic will never be 
the same again. While it is important to look at the ill effects the pandemic had on the normalcy of our 
society, there is no doubt there has been some silver linings, the earth heals as we halted its bruising. 
Only during a crisis, we see a nation in its bare, what decisions they take define them, as there is no 
time to deliberate, yet instead of being proactive, prepared and protective we see our governments 
blabbering school children over power and position, the cruelty of these so-called leaders comes into 
light as they throw the common man into the mouth of the pandemic through their huge rallies and road 
shows! Studies can stop, countries can shut down yet this tussle for power should continue, these public 

will.  

Apart from the spread of the disease perhaps the ache of separation is what pains us as well. The thought 
of isolation from normalcy, from family, from civilization scares us to the core. What was normal just 
a year ago now has become forbidden, a hug now a threat, a kiss now a risk contact that once sealed 
human bonds now cease to exist, even the beauty of a smile is masked by 3 layers of protection from 
this invisible enemy. How things have changed...  

In these troubling times however its almost criminal not to acknowledge the sacrifice and toil of the 
health care workers, medics and nurse who risk their lives for saving other souls, true saints they are 
that I have no doubts about. We are also indebted to the lost lives of the soldiers and police officials, 
but the sad truth is their sacrifice will be in vain as long as ignorance of the masses with the virus 
continues. Then their sacrifice becomes null and void, how unfortunate that there is no cure for human 
stupidity. Now with time let us plan for the future, take up the lessons from the pandemic, time has 
come to unite us as a species, for a world rid of borders, classes and races in these troubled times lets 

for the survivors.  

THE PRAYER FROM THE PANDEMIC PRISONERS 

 

 

 

FLAME 

                                                                                                                                     Sanjana 

                                                                                                                                     Chemistry (H) I 
Year 

Like a phoenix, 

I know how to rise and resurrect from my own ashes. 

To be put on flame, 

Shall not hamper me. 

For I am born of stardust, 

Born from interaction of supernova and qaesar. 

For the legend of fire, 



 

 

I am born of the holy flame 

How can I be damaged 

From my origin itself? 

Whatever you do, 

  

 

Even if I fall, I will stand back right up. 

No matter how I feel, I show up 

How hard you may be. 

I know I am breathing mosaic of battles  

I have won. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE ASIAN DREAM  SON HEUNG MIN 

         

                                                                                                                                         Raj Bhadur  
                                                                                                                              Physics (H) I 

Year 

Only a few Asians have proved themselves at the World stage of Football. From scoring against 
the Defending Champions (Germany) in World Cup (2018) and sealing their elimination from 
the tournament to leading South Korea to a Gold Medal with two assists in the final, Son has 
proved himself in his national duties at the world stage. Talking about the club carrier, Son is 
the first Asian in history to score 50 goals in a Premiere League. 

Today Son Heung-min is one of the best wingers in the world. Son started his football journey 
at the academy of FC Seoul. At the age of 15, he dropped out of Dongbuk High School and 
moved to Germany to join Hamburger SV. In 2013 Bundesliga Club Bayer Leverkusen paid 



 

 

10 million for him, which was the highest transfer fee at th
August 2015 Son joined Tottenham Hotspur for 30 million and became the most expensive 
Asian player in history. 

With Spurs, Son had reached to the Champions League Final in 2018-2019, he was awarded 
the Premier League Player of the Year award in London Football Awards in the same year, he 

the Premier League Goal of the Season in 2019-2020. 

Talking about National Duties he represented South Korea in the 2014 and 2018 World Cup. 
None of us can forget the moment when he scored against Germany in the 97th minute. That 
very moment he became a hope for not only his country but for the whole of Asia. The Gold 

service. He has won the Korean Footballer of the Year Award, Asian International Footballer 
of The Year Award, and Korean Goal of The Year Award several times. He won AIPS ASIA 
Best Asian Male Athlete Award in 2018. 

t have an idol to look up to when choosing 

a lot of hope. Now a 13-year old can think if Mbappe had Cristiano as his idol, he has Son. 

I personally think without disrespecting anyone that the best players in our country are not 
playing at any club. They are stuck between books and computers with the love for football 

mentioning his father, Son Woong-Jung , this article is incomplete. He supported him to 
achieve his dreams. He should be an example to our parents in how to support their beloved 
children in achieving their ambitions and aspirations. 

 

A LETTER TO MYSELF 

                                                                                                                                     Yukti Goel 

                                                                                                                          Ba Eng Hons I 
Year         

    Hold on a second and just wait,   

    No matter if you are in hurry or you are late.  

    Sometimes you also need a cup of tea,  

    With eyes closed nearby the sea.  

    Give a moment to yourself and go for a walk,  

    Just enjoy yourself, laugh and talk.  

    You have started to look dull and old,  

    But your story is bright and yet to unfold.  



 

 

    With all the love and care you hold,  

    Even God's heart can also mould.  

    Hold on a second, let's have some fun,  

    Let's bask under the winter sun.  

  

THE ERA OF SUPERHEROES 

 

                                                                                                                Manish Sharma 

                                                                                                                Phy Hons Ii 
Year 

superhero, we can say that we are all surrounded by super beings around us. It is rightly said 
that every person is hero in his or her own story. Some people say that heroes are born, some 
say that heroes are made, but according to me a hero is made by the choices he/she makes in 
his/her life. A superhero perceives society in ways a normal man cannot. They can be found 
everywhere in the society sitting next to you but we never know and the truth is we are so much 
obsessed with ourself in this digital world that we never want to know about the society and 
the greatness of the people around us. We consider ourselves to be the centre of the world and 
the council of small people around us whom we love. This is not the kind of inspiration we 
should draw from the superheroes. 

 Last decade we came across something that totally shook the world and gave a new kind of 

everything changed from that day. One after another superhero films came and people were 
blown away, not only the children but people from every age started getting affected. This films 
which some people thought were just only for the kids slowly became the rulers of box office 
around the globe. For me these films are not just for entertainment but the real essence lies in 
the message this film wants to convey. The character of Steve Rogers in captain America that 

. There are so many 
messages hidden in these films which some people hate because they are not true, but the thing 
is even if they are not true and a person cannot fly in real life but a person can get inspired and 

eed but for the collective good. Eventually this film 
started to gain so much love from the people and the conclusion finally came down to 

 

People now think that these are the only true superheroes in our world but according to me this 



 

 

superhero. Recently a film came out which starred bollywood actor 

played was in a true sense a superhero , now the questions arises is how? Well the answer to 
that is simple because what superhero does that he tries to make his/her society a better place, 

he tried his best to overcome this problem in his own creative way. That according to me is no 
less act than of a superhero. 

Year 2020 showed us many things which we never expect we would see one of them was the 
true faces of superheroes which live in our society. These superheroes include doctors, 
policeman, nurses, sweepers, cleaners and the list goes on. We finally came to realise this basic 
fact that not all superheroes wear a cape, not all of them fly but the one thing that is common 
between each and every superhero be it in comics, in movies or in the real world is that they 
all try their best to keep us safe and make this society a better place to live. 

According to me every person who stretches his/her hands for helping the needy is a superhero. 
Every person who with his/her eyes looks upon the lower section of the society and do 
something better for them is a superhero. Every person who comes forward when the country 
needs them is a superhero. This kindness is what makes someone a true superhero. So next 

from praising him or her and at 
the same time learn something from that person and apply that in society. I know you are hero 

 

 

 

 

CATALYST TO PUSH YOURSELF UP: MOTIVATION 

    

                                                                                                                        Nomeeta Sharma 

                                                                                                                        Ba Eng Hons I 
Year 

 Motivation!! The word might sound very simple and common. The topic might be very 
transparent. But when we start digging into it, we find that this word does not contain what it 
pretends to contain. It has many complicated and deep meanings. 

Motivation is a process to stimulate people into actions to achieve their goals. It is the 
willingness to do something. Now a layperson always thinks that motivation is only to achieve 
her/his desires or motives. In other words, it is an experience to achieve what we want. But 
Motivation is experience of both, desires and aversions. In other words, motivation can also 
come when we want something to go away.  



 

 

Desire to achieve something in life gives meaning to the existence of life. We have a desire to 
live a long life. The source to achieve that desire is motivation which is very important in 

Sometimes getting better requires that you first get a lot worse. People quickly give up when 
they face failures. They give up on their desires, their passions, their motivations and their life. 

- 
When people start thinking about their limits and about giving up, they start making excuses 
for their inaction. They develop a habit of procrastination. People like these need a source that 
would incite them to act upon their goals. They need motivation to never give up and never 
give excuses for not achieving something.  

When we say that we need a catalyst to push ourselves up, does it mean we need some material 
possessions? No. We need a mental cognition, which would drive us to act and to achieve. 
Motivation comes from within. It depends on us how we perceive things happening around, 
what we learn from them and how we get motivated with those learnings. So, only thing we 
need to get motivation is our optimistic perception towards the world. We should not perceive 
anything worthless or useless, even a piece of plastic in the garbage. We can even learn from 
that plastic that we should not GIVE UP. Whatever the situation, whatever the temperature, 
whether world thinks us to be worthless, never give up. We are useful in one way or the other.  

BE OPTIMISTIC. BE MOTIVATED. 

NEVER GIVE UP. 

 

MY MOTHER NATURE 

                                                                                                                                      Yukti Goel 

                                                                                                                           Ba Eng Hons I 
Year         

 

 

My heart aches and cries loud,  

But can I speak it all aloud?  

My eyes filled with tears and is hard to see,  

Is this the end of mountains and sea?  

My ears bear all the pain,  

Instead of loud music, hear music of rain,  

My hand shivers and scares to hold,  

What is this weather hot or cold?  

Mountain, sea, birds and tree,  



 

 

I want my environment pollution free.  

Together we can and we will win,  

Let's take out the negativity and that sin.  

                                                                         

STILL HALVES 

                                                                                                                                       Intaj Ali 

                                                                                                                                       English (H) I 
Year 

I lost in her green eyes 

As clear and deep as an ocean 

Where shadow of love lies 

Leaving me out of motion 

 

In a narrow street 

With the January mist 

We used to meet 

I was the one to insist 

 

The written words exposed our feelings 

Through her balcony 

We expressed our longings 

How we live in agony 

 

A little misunderstanding leads to a tragedy 

Terrible. 

Love and separation are part of life 

Inevitable, unbearable. 

Separation hurts more than a knife 

A grief incomparable, irreparable 

 

We parted with our broken hearts  



 

 

Faking smiles to the world 

Again, a new phase starts  

Leaving my life twirled 

 

I cherish those memories 

She creates new 

I escape the extremities 

She passes through 

 

Love can create  

With its powerful words 

As well as annihilate 

With its two-  

 

Though we parted, love still exists 

Leaving broken hearts with unbroken bonds 

But covered with mists  

 

 

With our parting paths 

 

 

 

 

YOU CANNOT CHANGE THE WORLD 

                                                                                                                                       Sanjana 

                                                                                                                                       Chemistry (H) I 
Year 

 

You cannot change the world, 

But you can present the world with 



 

 

One improved person- YOURSELF 

You can work on yourself  

To make yourself into the kind of person,  

You admire and respect. 

 

You can become a role model and  

Set a standard for others 

You can control and discipline yourself  

To resist acting or speaking in negative way 

Towards anyone for any reason. 

 

You can insist upon always doing things. 

The loving way, rather than hurtful way. 

By doing these things each day, 

You can continue your journey 

Towards becoming an exceptional human being. 

 

 

 

UNFAIR 

 

                                                                                                                    Harshita Joshi 

                                                                                                                    B.Sc (H) Zoology I 
Year 

 

Pamper her and pay her bills, come on show her all your skills 

 

All are equal, this they say but still feminism is to stay 



 

 

 

Go out there and do your job, oh its fine to be a snob 

If you are sad  

How dare you stare ladies here; she can send you jail have fear 

Be a father not a friend, being strict is the trend 

 

Listening to this a poor heart sobbed, he felt his last hope was robbed 

He came here to confess and tell his mom he was depressed  

 

 

 

- 

 

 

 

SAVE ENVIRONMENT, SAVE LIFE 

 

                                          DIPANSHU  
                                                                  B.SC PHY SC WITH CHEM II YEAR 

 
Don't feel, try to heal 
Why to kill, when everyone has feel. 
 
Something wants to share, it's a kind of dare 
Don't let me feel shy, give me a chance to try. 
 
Feeling is mine, words are not, 
Wasting rainwater, and suffering from draught. 
 
Same is happening in the world, 
But no one cares. 
To heal it,  
We should play a game of truth and dare. 
 
 



 

 

The other thing, which no one care 
It is nothing other than air. 
 
Pollution increasing, 
Air quality decreasing, 
We should pay heed, 

 
 
At the end 
We have to go bare hands, 
Finding new way to heal, 
It's already late, try to feel. 

 
 

FLEETING  HOLLOW 

                                                                                                                                             
                                                                                                                          Deep Chatterjee 

                                                                                                                Ba Eng (H) Ii Year  

 

 

When all the noise that distracts is calmed 

By the diffused white of the four dull walls 

That stare anew; a target set, a target met 

And now without a clue. The tireless hand 

On the wall now slowing down accuses me. 

My pupils dilated, I wonder, why? Why any of it? 

For the breath of this body has no meaning; 

It begins and ends a lifeless lump, a wave 

That rises from the ocean of death, 

Borrowing from the immanent waters below 

Only to return every ounce of it in due time. 

I think thereof  my father, my grandfather, his father; 

And then look at my children, innocent waxing moons, 



 

 

Transient lights borrowing from the dark surround. 

 

The troubled mind wanders without purpose; 

All happiness, all grief, the pain, the love 

And all the other things I feel in my veins, 

In my blood and in the beating of my heart, 

Meaningless, pointless. Then nothing remains. 

As the weary hand stops, unmoving and 

The sound of silence quietens all remaining thought, 

The burdened mind empties. 

 

Until the noise of 

Morning alarms return meaning. The blankness gone, 

Chaos loads the mind with thoughts again 

Wiping all memory of that ungrateful hour 

Before it returns again and then goes, unwanted; 

Until all that was borrowed is returned. 

 

 

HARD TIMES 

 
                                                                                                                                                                                                             

                                                                                                                       Deep Chatterjee  

                                                                                                                       Ba Eng (H) Ii Year  

 

Evening had set in. The dull yellow emanating from the frosted old light bulb barely restrained 
the darkness that was now beginning to engulf the small living cum dining room of the Mongia 
residence. The greasy fan overhead formed shadows on the decaying walls that danced to the 



 

 

creaking noise of the fan, as if reminiscing the life that the house once held but was now devoid 
of. 

Bipin sat still, his eyes fixed on the cold chapati that lay in front of him. Sumukhi had waited 
for him to start but had ultimately given in to her hunger. The third chair was empty. Varun 
had not come out of his room since he had stormed off to it after returning from the hospital. 

Bipin suddenly pushed his plate away. 

 

 

Bipin was trying very hard not to let his tears choke his voice. 

 

 

 

and now college, we have a roof over our head, and food in our  

 

and took his head in her lap. 

 

protect me from the harsh reality of the world. Today, on our way back from the hospital, our 

this month. The lockdown has exhausted all our savings and from what you told me, we are 
only left with an  

 

Bipin and Sumukhi stayed like that for a while that night, his head resting on her lap like a 
baby as she gently stroked his head like a mother. 

  

*         *         * 



 

 

 

Karan was standing in the middle of the room shirtless holding his IPhone 11 in one hand and 
a broom in the other. 

are not all  

 

Well the college finally decided to postpone our exams so I decided to take a 
 

 

 

 

 

gran  

 

 

 

Karan had just turned up the music and was about to entertain his girlfriend when he heard his 

 

  

*         *         * 

 Arjun had just ended the call. He was irritated. Vishakha entered the room. 

 

 

 



 

 

 
 

 

 

 
sat down beside her. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

udging me right now? Are you seriously telling me that if this would have 
 

 

 

 patients who he was treating. And by exercising our power we just 

 

 every day, Vishakha. Not even Dr. Sameer can save every one of these 

 

heard 
that our society has an oxygen reserve just in case one of the residents require it in case of 
emergency. But what about all those people who are not getting any oxygen right now? I just 
keep thinking what I would do if it was my son who was admitted under Dr. Sameer and if 
someone else borrowed him to treat their loved one claiming that their life was more important 

 

Neither Arjun nor Vishakha spoke again that night. Neither slept. It was a long, long night. 

*         *         * 



 

 

It was nearly 1 in the afternoon. Vishakha was watching television in her bedroom when she 
saw Sumukhi peeping through the gap in the doorway. Turning it off, she asked her to come 
in. Before the lockdown Vishakha and Sumukhi would sit together around this time, after all 

same anymore. Perhaps it was the masks that now stood between the faces. 

 

 

 

Before leaving for work that morning, Bipin had asked Sumukhi to request Vishakha for an 
advance on her salary. Before she could broach the subject, Vishakha had already taken out an 
envelope from her purse and handed it over to her. 

th your salary in it. Arjun and I thought in these hard 
 

Sumukhi was struggling to find words to articulate her gratitude but her tear filled eyes 
managed to make up for it. 

They spent the afternoon talking about their lives, sharing their problems with each other. Even 
though the veiled faces sat farther from each other than ever before, somehow they felt closer. 

       *         *         * 

 Dr. Sameer was driving back home after a 36 hour shift. He was weeping profusely under his 
spectacles. He ha

 

Before returning from Apollo he had gone back to check up on his patients in his own hospital 
when he found out that one of them, a 23 year old girl, had died. His intern had missed signs 
of a potential Cytokine storm that had shown in her report. 

What probably affected him even more was that she had spoken to him before he had left. She 
had told him how she had come from Patna to study Hindi literature in JNU and had recited 
two of his favourite Dohe by Kabir from memory. And then his boss had called him about an 
urgent matter. 

That morning he stood at his front door, unable to find the strength to open it. He stood there 
without hope, without purpose, without any sense of meaning to what he was doing. And then 
he opened it. 

His wife and two kids were standing there along with his father and mother waiting for him to 
 

He had forgotten what day it was. It had not mattered a moment ago, not when he had asked 

answer. But now he saw it.  

Five reasons, singing for him. Five reasons to continue. 



 

 

LETTER TO MY PRINCE CHARMING 

 

 

 
    Arshee Saba 

                                                                                                                             Phy (H) Ii Year 

 

someone whom you love passionately? 

 

overflowing fancy. 

Makes me crazy, hazy and lazy. 

 

 

What to say and what not to say, 

 

People fall into this charmer so proficiently. 

To be veracious, I never felt this way, 

Or ever tried to peep into this pathway. 

 

 

So whatever version it might be, 

I will surely welcome delightfully. 

Maybe I will never get to know where he is. 

 

But still, something clings in my heart 

The right time is yet to appear. 

And my mind is set to premier. 



 

 

 

Our mind, body and soul get devoted to this 

entice, 

That glaze and amaze occur in our eyes. 

Those raw flaws all seems so nice. 

At the end the two beloveds get magnetized. 

 

WHITE 

           

                                                                                                                Kashvi Sachdeva 

                                                                                                            B.A. (H) History I Year 

We embark on the journey of life, 

In the array of flashy white lights. 

Bringing joy on every face 

Remaining still in a state of daze. 

 

As we grow and as we groom, 

We learn to pick the fork and spoon. 

And on the paper white and bright, 

We pick our pen and learn to write. 

 

As we reach the age of teen, 

Things seem difficult as they'd never been. 

The black void seems to draw us in 

As soon as we begin to feel chagrin. 

And then a lamp, so vivid and white, 

Spreads everywhere, the educating light. 

 



 

 

When the dark phase culminates 

The peace perceived is absolute and ultimate. 

Now we rush in the rat race, 

Not learning, just earning is what we chase. 

Then the white, bright faces of our family, 

Singing joyful songs, smiling merrily 

Give us the exultation we try to seek 

Radiance and rapture reach their peak. 

 

At the next stage, we learn what is life. 

There's barely a dispute or any strife. 

And soon, it's time to embrace the white, 

As the serpent of death gets ready to strike. 

Gently our soul goes aloft, 

To the ultimate soul under its loft. 
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