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We ve arrived at the land of magic
(e defeat demons in the dungesns with spears of werds;
Where bnights are armed with pens.
Where spells are cast in the light of bepe,
And magic resides in the holy grimsire.




EDITOR NEFA®

t's finally happened! Vivaan'21 is finally here!
After i(oc:ing a lot of hurdles these past 2-3 years, it gives me im-
mense p|eosure in bringing out Vivaan, the |ong awaited mag-
azine of Literary Society. As you flip through the pages of the
magazine, you would notice that it is the cumulation of thoughts
and words of students, foctu and staff from three academic
years. The pgndemic twisted many of our origino| p|ons and left
us with uncertainties and despair. But taking inspiration from the name
of the magazine, Vivaan, which means full of life and nope, we worked
our way around all this chaos and despair, and held on to the hope that
we can fight this deadly virus together.

Due to the online semesters, putting this magazine ’roge’rner wdas no
cake walk for us. The team could not meet in a physical space to discuss
ideas and |o|ons, and this led to a huge communication gap. Like every-
one else during this pandemic, we too resorted to WhatsApp groups,
Google Meets and calls; currently there are 15+ WhatsApp groups just
for Vivaan and this can convey the diici(iCUHy of interacting online.

We felt very dejected when, even after all the efforts we put into the
previous edition of Vivaan, and designing more than half of it, we were
not able to finish it due to some inconvenient circumstances. We then
started from scratch again, sorted ’rnrougn a nuge number of entries,
edited the content, compiled and designed the magazine, and in the
end, it was worth all the arduous effort we put in. As the saying goes,
‘All's well that ends well”.

| would like to thank all the edi‘rors, designers, writers and our facul-

ty advisor, who have p|oyeo| an in’regrg| role in mgking this magazine
possible. | hope you take out some time from your busy schedule to read
what the magazine has to offer.

Within these pages, we compiled many creative works into which our
wonderful writers poured their hearts, and | hope their words resonate
with you too and you enjoy reoding the magazine as much as we en-
joyed compiling it!

SHIKHA CHAUDHARY
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The Rise of lIT Mandi

Timothy A. Gonsalves

A question that has engrossed many scholars is
why the West has dominated the East for the last
few centuries. Jared Diamond, Distinguished
Professor of Geography, Physiology and Public
Health at UCLA, has written several popular
books dealing with large-scale societal issues.
Several of his books are available in Book Nook.
He confidenﬂy and persuasive|y tackles questions
that sweep across the g|0be and over millennia of
history. He addresses the East vs. West topic in
Guns, Germs, and Steel: The Fates of Human
Societies, 1997. He first lists the major obvious
historical reasons for the dominance of the West.
These were military might (guns), European
diseases that decimated American populations
(germs) and efficient transportation (steel). He
then tries to exploin Why the West deve|oped these
c:dvan’rages.

The obvious question is why these differences? Was
it that Westerners were inherenﬂy superior in
inTe”ecT, in innovation, in orgonisa’rion? Though
such notions of racial superiority were prevalent for
long, Jared Diamond argues that they are not
supporfed b\; any evidence. He argues that the
differences were accidents of geography and
environment. Of course, it also required that the
people of the West were predisposed to grab the
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opportunities that presented themselves, that
theyworked diligently towards prosperity through
growth. Societies that exploit their geography rise,
those that ignore geography fall.

What has Guns, Germs and Steel got to do with
the rise of IIT Mandi? IITs are special-purpose
societies that work cooperatively and also
Compeﬂ’rive|y towards grow*rh in quality and

different

geographical zones, some in metros, some near

quantity. They are located in
other cities, with [IT Mandi uniquely placed in a
remote river vc]||ey in the Himo|ayos, The his*rory of
work cooperatively and also competitively towards
growth in quality and quantity. They are located in
different geographical zones, some in metros, some
near other cities, with [IT Mandi uniquely ploced in
a remote river valley in the Himalayas. The history
of how societies have progressed and regressed
has important lessons for [IT Mandi.

All lITs share a common brand image. Our
stakeholders inc|uding the pub|ic, sfudenfs,
Government and the g|obo| academic community
judge all lITs by common yardsticks. We cannot
ask for lower standards for IIT Mandi due to its
remote location. Especially in terms of pace of
growth of the campus, the student strength, etc. we
must be comparable to other IITs. Rapid growth is
of the despite some  attendant
inconveniences.

essence,

An important lesson from history is that our unique
geogrophica| location is key to our future. As in
West vs. East, we use our geography to our
odvon’rage. By exTending the even semester to
June, every year in May-June we have a migration

of excellent faculty from other lITs to Kamand.
They offer 1-credit electives for our students. With
our serene, mountain location, we host 10s of
academic conferences and workshops annually.
These measures that bring visitors from around
India and abroad are aimed to enrich the
academic environment. The result is internships,
PG admissions and pos’rdocs for students, and
research collaborations and lighter teaching load
for our focu|ty. We foster mountain activities
including hiking & trekking, scenic photography
and mountain biking. These serve to enrich the
experience of our students and to attract visitors.
As a small new institute, we took advantage of our
ogi|i’ry to be innovative in the curriculum and
organisation. We introduced project-based
learning through our unique 4-year Design &
Innovation Sequence - Reverse Engineering in 1st
year, Design Practicum in 2nd year, Interactive
Socio-Technical Practicum (ISTP) in 3rd year and
culminating in the final year Major Technical
Projec’r (MTP), Through f|'1'|s, our graducﬁes have
experienced most facets of work in a
product-oriented company. This enables them to
rapidly rise to technical leadership roles when they
join industry. We eschewed the traditional
disciphne—bosed Departments that serve to divide
faculty ond students. Instead, we opted for
broad-based Schools and Centres that encourage
innovation across discipline boundaries. Our
in’rerdisciphnary culture, unporc:1||e|ed among the
1T, is yielding rich academic benefits. It is starting
to result in useful technologies driven by the needs
of the peop|e of our Himo|c1yc1n region.
Are we sure that we are doing well? Let us see how
India rates us.
* In the Atal Innovation Ranking 2020, IIT
Mandi ranked 7th, after only the 5 old IITs +
IS¢, ahead of all other IITs and institutions in
India.  This is a reflection of our pervasive
emphosis on innovation.
« [IT Mandi is recognised as the leader among
ITs in promotion of gender equality, ranking 1st
in percentage of female facu|’ry and females in
Ist BTech among all 23 |ITs. This is reflected in
our consis’renﬂy high ronking in the measure
Outreach and Inclusivity: st among all 23 lITs

in NIRF-2018, 2nd in NIRF-2019.

+ Nishita, Mehak and Ruchika of 2nd BTech
won first place in the 4th National ACM-W
Hackathon. They credited their success to our
curriculum that teaches data science and
machine learning to all BTech students, and to
the emphasis on projec’r—based |ec1rning from
Day 1.

« Between 2017-2019, BTech student Nitesh
Kumar won 13 gold/silver/ bronze medals for ns.
India in International Para-Badminton. A
remarkable achievement for one so young.
« Dr. Manu Devadevan won the prestigious
Infosys Prize 2019 in Humanities. A young
Assistant Professor, he stood out among the 5
other recipients, all senior
academicians/researchers from well established
institutions.
These are just a somp|ing of the national laurels
that our students, faculty and alumni are winning.
In Himachal, this 10-year old institution is ranked
Ist in engineering and overall by NIRF. Catalyst is
the |ec1ding startup incubator in Himachal.
EWOK has helped Kamand women to meet their
aspirations and make history by starting the first
woman-owned business in 5(:1|g'| and the first
women-owned PWD labour contractors in Mandi.
Our alumni are making their mark throughout
India and also abroad.
In its first decade, by capitalising on its geography,
IIT Mandi has carved out a unique USP of R&D
for the Himalayan region in an inter-disciplinary
culture with projec’r—bused |ec:rn'|ng‘ This has
already earned us respectable laurels amongst our
peers. In the next decade [IT Mandi must continue
fo grow and innovate. By reinventing itself every
decade, IIT Mandi will stay at the forefront, rise to
the top of the IITs, and win global laurels!

Alumni Chapter, Banglore
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Life as I know it

Life is a complicated mystery. And it does not get better. You have to accept your losses and
move on. Keep moving forward. Time can never go back. So be strong and embrace your
failures. Do not get attached to things and do not expect anything from life. So, let us move
forward and see how to live |i1te, in the least hurtful manner.

Okay! Now that | have written what most ‘intellectuals’ say. | totally abide by it, but it's total
BS. Life is a ‘nirvana’ (for those who don't know what it means, ‘Kasaul’). And nothing can hit
you higher than life and four shots of vodka (just kidding, they hit higher). And the purpose of
life is an individual identity. We cll give ourselves our own purposes. For me it is to be happy
and enjoy it while it lasts. The most basic ingredient of life is love, an eternal power, which
cannot be explained (no it is not just chemicals, cocaine is just chemicals). Every life begins with
love (I know what is going on in your mind) and it ends with your memories. And memories are
created with love. You see what you leave behind on this planet is memories. So earn them, you
don't know when it ends. For clarity | am not talking about the bf-gf idiocy as love. You can love
anything and everything (off course | don't have a gf, single life happy life).

Well this writing style is a bit stupid but its my style and | am not a great writer. But | love it,
come on (pun intended) let us not take it too seriously. You see life was never meant to be seri-
ous. It was supposed to be fun. A journey because the destiny is death. And no matter what you
do that will be the case.

Supressing your emotions and your killing your heart to achieve a greater good, will never work.
You are never meant to supress emotions. Ask yourself if God wanted you to not use them why
would he give them to us? He gave them to enjoy them. Listen to your heart make mistakes and

learn.
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To draw an analogy emotions are like horses and our mind is supposed to ride them (you and your
dirty mind). So follow where your emotions point, go there with your mind. | did a huge mistake by
showing them and not giving a path to them. And let me iterate life is nothing if you don't have
the courage to follow your heart.

And about success about we are so obsessed about. | get it marks matter, job matters and most
of all size matters (my bad feminist, are you single?). So what does actually matters? It is happi-
ness. A beggar wants money and a rich person wants a person to share that richness with. Every-
one wants happiness they are running after it. Not realising you are always doing your best. We
get overly obsessed by jealousy. | feel it myself. Run after it, run wild. Go for it, work as hard as pos-

sible.

Expectations are always meant to be. Attachments always come in the way. The only thing | can
say here is (actually | can say a lot, but | am busy) attach yourself to the work not to the outcome.
Expect things from yourself not from others.

| know it hurts, | know you will fail and you will regret. | know that you will cry for someone who
will not even care about you. You will hope until it suffocates you. But you know what only the
greatest of men can bear the greatest of pains. You will probably questioning how does the author
, a 20 year old can conclude that. After all | don't even have a gf, an infern and enough experience.
The point is | don't the whole point is not to believe me but yourself.

When it hurts fight along your heart. | have friends who back stabbed me, people who insulted me
and a gir| who rejec‘red me. | fhough‘r of quifting my way of life and follow what others do. Go after
CSE, reject your own dream. | thought of revenge on a lot of people. | was completely devasted
from the rejection and | don't have an intern. You see there was a point where | was complere|y

drained. But | stood up. | am picking myself and | am
going to keep on working hard. Life is unfair and then it
ends (pun intended). You don't get what you want but
what you need. And all | learnt is that | am not going

to take revenge, forget her and leave my dream. | am
going to still go the mile. | am still going to love her. AVAVAVAVAVAYA
And | will follow my dream till the end of lifetime.

Yes, | am insane. Ask yourself you have got one life do
you want to live like others or be unique and live like

yourself? | am not going to tell you how lucky you are,
you know it. Realize it. Don't take
things seriously and love yourself to the full. What are
you waiting for get wild?

PS: No one is going to be like that. Hell | still want her
and | still want the intern. | still want many things. All
this is my goal. | am fighting to work. So if you are not
able to follow it. Do not worry | am right here with you.
| also have a stab in my heart and | am living with it.

~Fallen
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I am lazy. I never found running under the
blazing sun as interesting as eating a delicious
ice-cream in the summer. I have participated in
sports day parade only to stand beside my crush
and do funny impressions of PE teachers, Other-
wise, [ only worked hard in my life to make my
living easy. Yes, T am lazy. I loved Bournvita milk
but I never liked picking up a glass from the rack,
avoiding spilling milk, adding sugar to it and
most importantly, using a spoon to stir it. It
sounds like too much work, doesn't it? There was
my mother to always help me with the arduous
process but she never stirred milk for me. What
did I do about it? T used my ingenious ten-year-old
mind to break a car toy, take out a DC motor,
attach its end to the top end of two spoons
flipped, tie them with a copper wire and power it
to stir like an electric handheld mixer. Trust me,
it sounds tedious but I found it easier than using
my hand and a spoon. I think that this really
sparked my interest in engineering. Of course,

my mother threw it away because she was tired of
me breaking hundreds of expensive toys. |
suspect I made it up to her by buying a saree from
my first stipend but she never returns my call. I
hope that made everything okay.

Did you know that Hitler saved a Jew doctor from
the Holecaust who treated his mother for cancer?
Eduard Bloch charged reduced prices, sometimes
taking no fee at all. The 18-year-old Hitler granted
him his "everlasting gratitude" for this. Genuinely,
I did not know that until it was 3 AM on Tuesday
morning, the chips bag was empty and Youtube
video recommendations were getting out of hand.
If you say it out loud, staying up late at night
sounds appalling. But when you peek out of the
window and you see lights on in other rooms, you
feel less of a terrible person. Then vou go back to
staring at the laptop screen and continue scroll-
ing through an infinite wall. You look at your
mobile frequently but reading notifications from
fitness apps that you installed long ago feels like a
personal attack on your fragile will power, You
wish to change yourself but the whole year goes
by. This is dispiriting but seriously folks, I am
surprised you did not object me saying ‘saved’
rather than ‘spared’ for a man who is widely
credited for killing, Hitler. Who doesn't like to
read a cheery Hitler fact in a college magazine?
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What |f the Holocaust happened in every four years like the Olympics?

Itis hard for people to take you seriously when
you are infamous for offensive humour and
misogynistic jokes to be specific. I said "jokes” not
"beliefs”. | see humour as a powerful tool that can
diffuse tensions and provide a coping mechanism
for distress. But you have to be careful when
people may miss your intent and which may
backfire. I remember back in 2017, I prattled in a
Facebook post before my flight tock off- "1 told my
mother that soon, she'll not be bound to any kind
of moral responsibilities after I graduate so 2020
would be a great year to file for a divorce. My
father giggled nervously but she found the sugges-
tion neither funny nor helpful." It didn't end well.
My phone was bombarded with hate texts as soon
as I landed. People told me how the post 1s "plain
stupid and { if I may add) disgusting) ‘dark and
mean, ‘outrageous’ and ‘deplorable’, T agree that
was stupid and pointless but I feel divorce does
give more power to women and opens the gate to
escape from domestic violence. That post mostly
triggered men. Wasn't that obvious? Women
rather found it amusing and ves, some consid-
ered divorce that gives a way to find the right
partner. Even my ex whose parents are separated
appreciated the thought behind my message and
told me that ‘your ridiculous thirst for meaning-
less likes needs to go away, vou sadist prick.

When [ was writing this "piece of art, [ was in
both a good and a bad state, I had a job offer but
I lost a few friends. I was under the clear night
sky of Andaman island. As [ always say "even
today the most jaded city dweller can be unexpect-
edly moved upon encountering a clear night sky
studded with thousands of twinkling stars." Of
course, Carl Sagan is now claiming that he wrote
it in 1994 but that pantomath can talk to my
lawyer.

Getting back to the important gquestion. What if
the Holocaust happened in every four years like
Olympics? If you ask me, | would probably google
it, looking for answers before I tell you "I don't
know and [ don't care.” Instead ask a survivor,
goddamn it! Honestly, it was supposed to be a
working title but you've somehow reached the
conclusion. If you're reading this, either you are
the editor or one of the four readers of Vivaan
who decided not to use it to start a campfire.

Choeis!

-Swapnil Sharma
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‘Tl Y gISTH”

Y <Y 4 JATS3N §, T T 31MW¥e, olTet 37 3ifdsd fsa,
HEIITeT # UgTS! T, Toflat & e, M1l 1 fnfor fopa,
Ut HRIGH & faar , fage 3 &1, fAafe faar,
T &1 GTe-f=T 6, SR Ter gd s, gred fasa,
dgfdd T=-ATd P T8, STl STSH B, AT BT IXGH (T,
Jert & St el &, YR 319 W I, $ema-ferm o1 =a fbar,
Tt TIfd-fafer ®, 3 7 Aidicaet BU, 37d @ie fora,
B 2T fererR- femef &, S WegHa &Y, 777 & §w fear,
feier g9 famaes, 371 &1 Jriey Usetrd, forem o |Hi forar,
TRAT H BT H, g TRH-T STHSR, WivTdl-3aR 34 T,
39 U4 HIM Y Tool, Wi &, fdwga guiq fobar,
ferfast 4 a1 ¥, "ifcies- 1 YA W, dTd I 61 e,
I & 3ufRAfd #, S ACHIT-BUIRYT Bl AAT H de, BT,
Tl &1 59 Icl-fe= ®Y, URHe £ T8, $H T- 37138707 fasa,
Thi2l & BT hedl, TR TI b ST W, 34 3cipd T,
1T B I8 AL, ST 3raf~ihid U, TRI-31R gid T,
F Y B F, TRepfa 7 WG (a A, Fa-Fmfor B,

H Trfeca-fAfdsar, faamY & oRa-t &, 39T WiaH fear,
&rdr ot qofd: &l ¥, gEuIH &1, 3R 2w 3= féar,
IR 3TRROT 39T, fa-31em & o, 3idd: 31 MY &,
AT | IR0 BT, Sf&IUT-J-IR & 7, FBd-Td-0oad T 13T |

<. fedwr Sitwedt

The poem has been written specifically for Students Gymkhana of IIT Mandi. All the
used adjectives are the names of coordinators and secretaries(2019-2020) of the
respective societies and clubs. As a core theme, the IIT Mandi is scaling its height
through various technical, cultural, literary and sports activities. | would like to thank
all the coordinators and secretaries for their continuous help and support to run
extra-curricular activities amongst students. Keep it up with the same spirit :)
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gii-aheit & STt

gfearn ve g,
oI 37 3 S
7 39 3R VR gaT ol
3 gTT- et gt St |

Gat-gd! dgd-aed
TG g el
STt o o ST X& AT
T FE BT TG Pl
f&eT Y qgeet & S,
a7 379 37T UG’ gam af
3R M- Tt &l ST |

TSI 3TEE & A -7 T
fee STATIR g4,
S-S 7 37a & e
3 g TR g,
oRIT QORI H TS HaR &
7 379 3R WgR gor <t
3T g1t - et g1 S |

e} fARma @ e Ty,
TS oI 3 ST 3T
TS & 34 GR Al 71,

TTTSTe] <t UfdedT ©is-O18 &
379 3 doTe gl S,
37e o Sif 37X UgR gamm aff
3T gTT- et g1 S |

-Apoory Dashora
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I'm a product of fragments
I'm the fragment.

My verse is broken
My lyric cut,
My word is scattered
And_ my story unheard.

My reality is shaken
And life fractured.
I'm a product of fragments
| live in shreds.

| crumble at touch
That augurs trust;
Sometimes, mist

Othertimes, dust.

| shatter at smiles
With vow to walk miles.

| surrender at sighs
And unsaid goodbyes.

FRAGMENTS
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I'm a product of fragments
Sometimes, | live in lies.

| perish at 'whys'
The uncomfortable 'whys':
Sometimes, half burnt
Other times, alive.

| splinter in joy
With unreal hopes.
| split up in decoy
And yield to cry.

I'm a product of fragments
I'm the fragment.

My speech is fissured
And paper tattered.
I'm a product of fragments
But sometimes | deny.

~Arya Priya

— VIVAAN"2I
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-Abhigyan Khaund
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f:acing Me

| smiled glaring him,

e

7

but he smirked in variation

7. /fx/

| wryly smiled again to confirm his intentions

z

But his weird expressions made me realise
That now he is hard to be kept inside
Even the reflecting glass separating us,
declined to uphold me

| got scared, | got terrified

Because he is the one

knowing me deep inside
Because he is the one

knowing all the stories inside-out
Story of every scar on my heart and my mind
And now he is bursting out of my smile

| plead him to stay in a corner of my cognizance
| begged him to bury his emotions inside
But the storm in his eyes seemed
unable to hold this time

This dilemma to choose between me

Y NSNSSSNNNNNNNS IS S S

and my mirrored-me

Made me unsympathetic to that mlgh’r |
Thus | locked him in that mirror,
leaving him alone to survive
And | came out of the room
with a broad smile

_______
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This article is a follow-up to the previous year's
issue “Gangs of Kamandpur”, Like a greedy
movie studio churning out unnecessary sequels
to a mediocre movie, this article has been
written with little prior planning. Nevertheless,
expect bigger explosions, cheesier quotes and
darker revelations because this time it's person-
al. Enough hype, let's jump in.

The Devdas

Species: Cupidus Stupidus

Description: The ultimate goal of any biological
entity is to find a partner and settle down. Most
individuals come to college in hopes of finding
their “One". But alas, the laws of romantic attrac-
tion are not governed by simple Newtonian
Equations.

Pre-rejection phase may involve setting up a
crush as their phone’s wallpaper and LDAP's
password. Post-rejection phase may involve
intoxication, guitars, growing a beard (o1 trying)
and binge-listening to “Channa Mereya". Three
months after rejection, the individuals may start
sharing trite memes of Zakir Khan's “Sakth
Launda” and claim to have “moved on”. But still
secretly, just before sleeping at night, they

h A Vivaan'21 production
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revisit their last conversations, still trying to
figure out what went wrong. In order to cope up
with pain, many members of this species evolve
into the species Rejectus Fraternus.

Quote: “ Why didn't she like my post # " and “
Pyaar ek dokha hai !”

Gym-Gang

Species: Wannabis Studaria

Habitat: The Gym, duh

Description: While some males regress into
depression after rejection, a few dare to improve
themselves. So after a serious dose of YouTube
motivational videos, they embark on an arduous
pilgrimage to the gym. After months of pumping
iron, dozens of sweat-wrenched clothes, semi-na-
ked Instagram selfies, a protein-emptied wallet
and lengthy debates on the correct technigques
for squatting, the only admiration they earn is
that of their room-mates. Turns out love ain't that
easy. May fight with the mess vendor due to
sub-standard sprouts and milk during breakfast.
During the festive seasons of Holi, their habitat is
flooded with individuals of other species wishing
to develop six packs in three workouts.

Quote : “Bro, what do you do for shoulders bro #"
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An article by
Chirady Nashist
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(Kamandpur)

Spam-Post Juniory

Species : YoungusDumbus Brokus

Habitat : Facebook Feed

Description : Do not let the cute looks of this
species deceive you, for they are one of the most
vicious predators of this ecosystem. They lure
their prey with an innocent Friend Request, but
what follows is a systematic and brutal take-
down of mental health. What starts as simple
selfies in the mechanical lab (with those horri-
ble grey coats) soon escalate to Candy Crush
requests and invites to like the Facebook
profiles of college dogs. Individuals of this
species become particularly active during the
publicity period of Exodia, sharing and repost-
ing every poster that comes their way. To protect
yourself from this species, the “Unfollow”
maneuver is strictly advised. Issued in public
interest,

Quote : “Sir, X ki party dedo !!" where X =
{Intern, Placement, Passing a course, Conduct-
ing an event or pretty much anything}

Chacha 420
Species : Homo Cannabis
Habitat : The Haveli / The Tapri / The 9th Cloud

Description : Himachal Pradesh is famous for
two things- its mountains and a certain herb that
grows on these mountains. Since this article is
likely to be read by a lot of people, we need to
talk in a euphemistic manner to ensure secrecy.
This species, affectionately known as the Lovers
of Ms. Mary Juana, becomes particularly active
during the festive season of Holi and Exodia,
Habits may include listening to LoFi beats,
testing the fire extinguishers in the hostels,
perfecting the art of baking brownies, and appre-
ciating the beauty of the full moon on a new
moon night.

Quote : *Literally Anything®

Junior Girly

Species: Femmus Junioria

Description: Since, the seniors females were
strictly off-limits and the ones in their batch just
were just not right (every batch says this), most
males were left disappointed. But, with the
monsoon, comes a fresh flock of females. They
are cute, sensible and really-talented. They find
vour laid-back attitude and last minute exam
preparations bad-ass.

After years and years of rejection, this time you
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vow to be different. This time around you will be
sensitive, this time around you will buy a better
gift than a 10 rupee Lotte Chocopie (true story),
this time around you will check that the restau-
rant is opened before taking her out {again true
story), this time you won't make any fart jokes,
this will be different, this time you ....

While you were busy reading this article, some-
one wooed her away as well, Better luck next
time.

Hadery and Traidory

Species: Brutus BurnInHellus

Description: Ain't nobody got time for that.
Besides, the article has being going on for far
too long. Moving on.

The Reader

Species : You

I don't know how you would be when you pass
out of this college. Perhaps optimistic, perhaps
nostalgic. A little sad, a little happy, a little
relieved.

But one thing I know with absolute certainty:
The person who walks out would no longer be
the person who walked in. Just like the Ship of
Theseus, the valley changes you: piece by piece,
day by day, year by yvear, until your identity
without it becomes gquestionable. It changes you
in ways you could not have imagined.

In 10th grade, I read a poem about a king named
Ozymandias and how his legacy is eroded with
time. [ have always wondered what my legacy
would be, I have brewed up infinite hypothetical
scenarios of how people would remember me
when I am gone. I think it is our very need to be
remembered that drives us to do what we do.
Over the last few months, I have spent a lot of
time scrolling through old photos and reminisc-
ing about the good times : guitar jam sessions,
late-night G2 raids (and subsequent human
rights violations), early morning treks to moun-
tains I wasn't fit to climb, scantily-lit dhabas,
emotional lectures by Nigam, that diwali night
on the balcony swing.

The list can go on forever. But sadly, I recently
found out that Instagram has a 10 photo limit :
which means this is it. In the end, I cannot help
but marvel at how much I have learnt from
people around me. I hope that they too, inten-
tionally or not, picked up a few things from me.
And that is how [ make peace with my legacy.

I leave you with a few lines by John Lennon :
“Some kinds of happiness is measured out in
miles,

Some kind of innocence in wounds,

And some kind of solitude in you.”

Signing Off,
B el

Chiggy
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BIGBOYS DOCRY =
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A Beal Man will nat fail, will not |:|r-::n|::- down the dumbbells, will not lose, will ot vomit the pints
of beers, will net miss that By gu-:JL will not surrender in any race, will nat WEE IR puhht. wil |
not vent out his emotians, will nat cry and abave all he will not teel.

How much do we stereotype men? How much we bind them under the magical model of mas-
culinity. The model which clearly pictures men are meant to be strong, men are meant to be
mochas, men are meant to catcall and they are meant to keep their heads high with theat i-:}|lyr
emile even if their heart is crying inside. The tears may kill them inside but shouldn't roll deown
on their cheeks as it may [rove them weak. The toxic mﬂ::.r.uhni'r':.r demands a man not to be
vulnerable, not to be wrong and not to be emaotional.

Just because o [Ersomn 15 barn inta a chJrli-:'L|{:r ger'der suit, does this loot Y RIS basic roots?
Every child learns ta cry betare he walks then what makes thiz warld to declare crying a femi-
nine talk? Do the eyes knack every heart and declare 'it's just for the girls we are supposed to
toil?* Or is it the tear that thinks about the gender befare coming out?

It it is not so then what makes us to pre-sel o madel af rT|m-:.'L|inl1',r in us? Wy do we r-::rgel
there are boys and men who have suttered with mental health? Mental illnesz can strike at any
cige and to ciny g-ﬁndﬁ-r Therefore, every sect has a cent prereent ru]l'.' fo express lhere is no
proven research or theory which measures strength or bravery by ability to stand silent to
mishaps in lite. |t's we who have programmed o folk of our society just to protect, to sacritice,
b put aside their own fears for the sake of others. Be a heral Be a man! Stand up and [ighl!
And thiz is a shametul stain to our culture.

Apart fram every other teaching we give to boys, Parents should indulge in teaching them
"How to ary?, "How to share their emeotions? and “With whom these issues should be
discussed? We should preach that there exists no relation between silence and strength, You
can cry and be tough at the same time. It takes guts to show pain and it gets more difficult ta
keep them hidden in the secret chamber. So, it gets better if we emate out. It takes a real
human being to feel and takes balls ta cry. There is no shame in crving and crying isn't femi-
nine. It's just human. 5a let boys be emotional, let them cry, let them express because Big bays

do burst with tears, |'.|i:_.1 |'.1':.'I":."5 do £y

5 -Mikita Yadav

[ ]
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Mind-bending Books

Priscilla Gonsalves

love books and have always

read. | am quite omnivo-

rous and enjoy a wide va-
riety of genres. | do not be-
lieve that time is ever wasted
when reading. Even seeming-
ly quite trivial books can give
you g|impses of other societies,
different ways of thinking, new
ideas. Sometimes the knowl-
edge and insights gained from
books can lie dormant for
years, but then one day they
spring forward to guide you
or aid your understanding in a
new situation.

The Left Hand of Darkness by Ursula Le Guin profoundly affected
the way | view our society. In this book a man from earth is visiting
a new|y discovered p|gne’r. His task is to invite the inhabitants to
join the interstellar community. The book is a good read. There is
an amazing trek across the frozen wastes covering a |orge portion
of the planet, and the visitor learns the ins and outs of the two main
communities with quite different political and social setups.

But the thing that really made me take another look at our society is
that there is only a single gender. All people are the same. If two
decide to become a couple and have a child, one briefly becomes
female and the other male. After birfh, both can be mother and
father.

—VIVAAN-21
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The interstellar visitor has a really hard time with
this. He feels uncomfortable with everyone as he
is not able to see any as either male or female.
His discomfort made me realise how very deep—
ly issues of gender influence almost all our social
interactions. From birth, boby boys are freated
differently than baby girls.

In the e0r|y seventies after co||ege, | ‘rough’r for two
years in a small town in Afghonisfon. That was, of
course, a very conservative Muslim society. Houses
were designed so that no strange male eyes could
catch g|im|oses of the womenfolk. The society was
sTrong|y pg’rrigrcho| with females hoving little say
in their lives. But there was also a freedom on
the female side of the house that was greater fto
any | had found in Western society. You could
sit as groce|ess|y as you wished. The doncing was
wild and free, and the discussions delved freely
and deep|y into issues of sex and intercourse which
were never spoken out loud in Western mixed so-

ciety.

The above is a small exgmp|e of the freedom of liv-
ing in a single sex community. But think of the im-
p|ico’rions if we broke free from the gender based
restraints and controls which shadow us from cra-
dle to grave. Males could cry, show sympofhy,
mother. Females could show their sTreng’rhs, pur-
sue their passions for maths, physics, engineering.
These ideas are quite novel now, though many
societies are s|ow|y Freeing themselves from the
ancient rules which bound us to narrowly defined
roles based solely on our sex. When The Left
Hand of Darkness appeared in 1969, it was truly
mind—bending. At least in part thanks to this book
shining a light on our bonds, societies are slowly
moving to a more fluid interpretation of sex and
gender.
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chey CAN'G Se€e

They can't see

What | hold deep inside

At the centre of my heart

Resides the heart of the universe
Which beats hard inside me

With every beat growing wilder; but
They can't hear

As they can't see.

They can't see

What processes take place in me

Fierce eruption of volcanoes in my breath
Rise of innumerable C\_.-’C|C)r'|€5 in seas of my
blood

And formation of inscme|y brighf stars
Behind the shine in my eyes; Which

They can't feel

As ’rhey can't see.

They can't see

What | do all day long
Watching only the surface of me,
They declare my depth wicked
The skin is never true

And the soul is is never false
They don't know

As ’rhey can't see.

—VIVAAN'21

She tells you ‘No’
You kiss her again
She tells you ‘No'
You give her strain

She smells of thskey
Or even of bread

It's not a permit to
push her to bed

You give her bruises
All black and blue

Is this the way

Of saying | Love You?

Well
this is not enough!

Blaming is left
Shoming is left
Pressurizing the victim
And taming is left

You hit her hard
In the dark & in light

You torture her to death
And she can't even fight

She’s asked to be gquite

She’s asked to be shut

Or efse_ fhey‘” call her a whore,
theyll call her a slut

But
Shell ﬁghf foduy
Shell Fighf fomorrow
Just be her sfrengfh
Don't give her sorrow

Oh poor babies,

The monsters won't let you live

You need to be on your own

Because they are demons, eating all
Destroying from Flesh to Bone

SURVIDOR

On this side is a,
Grim Reality
On the other side of the road

is Revolution

Cross the road and take a step
For this time,

We need more than

just an Evolution!!

~Anonymous
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Deep in the Self,
Loo.‘cfng for Lighf‘_

| found a feeling,
Sinister than Nighf.

It wasn't Dark,
It wasn't Deep.
But it was Empty,

Like a Shallow creek.

It was the Void,
| tried to listen,

A Part of self

Yet it was hidden.

It wanted something,

Yet was alone,
Filling itself,

Yet the Grief goes
(o] '8

The Colours fade
The melody drowns,
And A pure blunt

Gbe Void and Light

But one day it happened,
The pain Stopped,

When | kept my head,
On your beating Hearting.

When I'm with you,
Time reaches still

Like there isn't anything,
Ever to Fill.

The Void_ it cecseo’,
It wasn't there,

Like a spe” ccrsfed,
For it to disappear.

And in that moment,
Perfection J’r’ed,
Like it was just made,

For us to hide.

The Gentle Sfrike_
Of blowing wind,
The Slowing time,
Every moment twinned.

The Sun’s Light,
On Horizon still,
The rustling leaves,
Of trees on the Hill.

[t was so much,

At a same time,

Yet | felt it all

Like it was just mine.

What it was?

| never get,

That when you are near,
It's all perfect.

What was this feeling?

What lies above?
Oh so | guess

~Sushant Manhas
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Let’s talk about identity

We are all wildly different and yet so eerily similar. All any of us strive for is the freedom to live our truth and be
ourselves. But who are we, who am 1, who are you, who is everyone? That is what identity is, a complex phenome-

non oversimplified into a single word.

To really understand identity you have to break
it down into tinier sub-identities. This will per-
haps allow you to reflect upon things you don't
usuo||y think about or mdybe even fo gno|yse
others. We can look at identity as a pie chart
of three sub-identities persong|, social and po-
litical. Depending on what stage of life we are
in and what we choose to do with our existence
each of our sub-identities may bear more or
less weight on our overall identity.

Personal identity plays a pivotal role in decid-
ing what we live For, what line of work do we
pursue, the nature of our |ove, it rules over the
most private and intimate moments of our ex-
istence. Personal identity is defined by our age,
our experiences, our gender and se><uo||i’ry, our
religious beliefs and our value system. Person-
al iden’riiy is the most important of them all
and is largely not something we can change or
control. We can just work to accept if, for our
own happiness.

Age is probably the most obvious part of our
persond| iden’riiy and the one of the most im-
poc’rfui As we age, we exist at different levels
of self-awareness and | think the older we

grow, the more we settle into ourselves, like
s|ipping on a well-worn pair of shoes. We have
a different sense of purpose at different stages
in our lives. Our aims and ambitions are large-
ly subject to age. To put it simply a 20 year
old wants different things in life as compared
to a 50 year old. When we are younger we are
willing to make sacrifices that we would not
at an older age, when we have found steadi-
er ground. With age comes more responsibility
and occoun’robi|i’ry, both to ourselves and to

the people around us.

Experiences are the crux of human existence,
who we are ’rodoy is because of what we have
been through each previous day. Experiences
can cause us to be introverted or extrovert-
ed. They affect how we love and how we trust.
What is important to remember ihougn is that
our experiences do not define us. If we have
been through traumatic experiences, we do not
have to carry their burden with us for the rest
of our lives. |den’riiy can learn from experience
but experience is not the crux of identity. Expe-
riences are not reo||y category but more of a

blanket over all parts of personal identity.

——VIVAAN-2I

Gender is one of the most sensitive parts of
our idenii’ry. We are gssigned a gender at birth
and are expecied tfo carry that label and all
that comes with it for the rest of our lives. Gen-
der comes with gender roles and expectations
that gbso|u‘re|y cannot be unpocked ina simp|e
porogropn. Without re0||ising, on the basis of
gender we infernalise innumerable quirks into
our identity. Our gender cndnges the experi-
ences we have in the world to such an extent
that it is impossible for a more privi|eged gen-
der to ever ’rru|y understand or comprenend
what other genders experience. Being proud of
and owning one’s gender can be empowering
as |ong as we do not bring other genders down
to do it.

Sexuq|i’ry is still not an open|y discussed tfopic
in more conservative societies like ours. It is
talked about in hushed voices full of contempt
or used as a medium of mockery in e|iciring
raucous |oughier. At this point of po|i‘ricg| exis-
tence peop|e like to ocknow|edge the existence
of LGBTQ+ people as a concept not as a re-
o|i’ry. Despite all of this it is undeniable truth
that among us are many unspoken voices and
unheard stories of love because ’rney are afraid
of being shamed for being different. Accepting
one's own sexuo|i’ry can be ex’rreme|y |iberoring
whether you are ideniify as being gay,

|esbion, bisexuo|, Tronsgender, gender non-bi-
nary, asexual or even s’rroighi and cisgendered.
Know yourse|f, be proud of it and fry not to
drog others down for accepting their truth.

Religion is not something we view as a choice,
we are born into it and we accept it. At most
our rebellion with re|igion lies in rejecting the
drama of it all, dismissing it as a string of silly
rituals and sing-song prayers in |gngucrges we
don't understand. Most of us tend make peace
with our re|igion ’rhougn, rnos’r|y because it ties
us to others in a way no’rning else can. The
ramifications of re|igion are endless and too
be comp|e>< to be unpocked and sometimes its
meaning gets lost in money- mongering god-
men or a political ogendo. Re|igion is tied to all
inings from more phi|osopnicg| parts of life to
the impact of the caste system on our society.
Despite all of that, whether or not we like it our
re|igious identity is ingroined deep within us
and someihing we carry with us, regord|ess of
our oc|<now|edgemen’r. Another part of re|igion
is our relationship God or lack thereof. This
re|o’rions|'ii|o is pernops our most We||—guorded
secret, hidden in our soddesi, most desperoie
moments and our greatest triumphs, existing
on|y in our most private fnougn’rs.
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Our value system is not something we ponder
upon as much. It is far more complicated than
simply being an empathetic person. It affects
how we treat the world and how we treat our-
selves. It affects our careers and our relation-
ships. Why do we choose the career paths we
choose? Why do we interact with different peo-
ple in unique ways? Doctors are not doctors just
because of their deep appreciation for biology.
Teachers are not immune to the drudgery of
repetition. We must ask ourselves Tougn ques-
tions to shed light on our value system. Do we
wake up each day and do good? Do we act for
ourselves or do we work for the betterment of
the lives of others? How many of the decisions
we make are for someone else’'s happiness? Do
we spread joy? | think it is always incredibly im-
portant to note that this, unlike other parts of
our identity can always experience positive evo-
lution and cngnge.

Social identity is the part of our identity that
is based on our interactions with other people.
It is the part of our identity that is perceived
by others and it is to an extent in our control.
Our social identity is in some ways an exten-
sion of our personal identity and also depends
on economig, re|igious and regiong| factors. It
can be divided into four categories based on
our interaction with our Fomi|y, our Friends, ours
peers and our romantic partner(if one exists).
Our interaction with fcmi|y forms the first and
most integral part of our social identity and has
a |gs’ring impact on all other re|g’rionsnips we
form. From how much trust we are able to |o|c1ce
in others and how much respect we have for
peop|e different from us to whether we are intro-
verted or ex’rrover’red, all of it stems from Fgmi|y
in one way or another. A person who grows up in
an oppressive household has a s’rgrk|y confrast-
ing personality in comparison to one who grew
up in a liberal home. We learn social behaviours
from our family and apply it into other facets of
our social identity. Families impact us in ways
we cannot even fully comprehend. Our friends
snope our TnoughTs and ideas. Tney are a repre-

sentation of individuals with a similar personal

identity in one or more respects. We make friends
based on common opinion and common feeling.
For example if | am a woman from city x and am
nineteen | would |ike|y find a close companion
ina woman who is similar to my age and from
a p|gce like city x. This is obvious|y not bind-
ing and we should not limit ourselves to making
friends on|y where we find fomihgri’ry. Our peers
view the most public part of our identity.Every-
one judges everyone and this often causes us
feel insecure and overthink how we present our-
selves. We just have to accept that not everyone
can like us. We should present ourselves in a way
that brings us satisfaction because in setting
out to please everyone we risk losing ourselves.
As for romantic partners | don't think | can pin
down how exactly they affect identity because of
lack of even presence whether by choice or by
circumstance.

Political identity is not inherent and is not im-
possib|e to live without. It has to be deve|oped
to exist meaningfully. What | mean by political
iden’ri‘ry is our reaction and opinion to any inci-
dence that affects a |orge number of peop|e. [+
is easy to have this identity when it is in relation
to issues that affect us directly. Where we falter
is developing an identity in relation to things
that do not impact us. It really is up to us if we
want to educate ourselves and form opinions or
just live oblivious to the world around us and
go about our daily life. Not everyone has that
privilege.

An important thing to remember is that | am 19
and not in any way educated in human sciences.
Thus naturally this is not a conclusive compi-
lation of all that makes us unique individuals.
Our identity is impacted by things like the state
of our mental and pnysico| health, our appear-
ance, whether we are under |ong term emotional
duress and such. To fully unpack identity we will
have to consider far more factors and determine
the Weighfgge of different sub-identities. This
essay can be likened to the rough first sketch of
a complicated painting.

~Aarushi Gajri

—VIVAAN-2] ———

eaving my familiar grounds, ready to traverse the unknown lands, my mind

diving deep into the ocean of new beginnings and possibilities, | never imag-

ined how different a life up in the mountains can be compared to the regular
city life. As | entered the campus, my mind still ree|ing with anger with my result
and my strenuous last two years, all my frustrations went away with every breath of
fresh air that | took. While Mandi, one of the biggest districts of HP was a blow in
my face, the campus took my breath away. The large expanses of lush green grass
were a sign’r for sore eyes which were accustomed to nofning but concrete. Our in-
duction was spent tending to sore limbs after hours of grueling exercise and trying
to sneak in a few extra hours of s|eep while the professor droned on some gibberisn
on human values and public speaking. That | believe brought us closer than any of
the activities that were orgonized. The s|eep|ess nign’rs spent Jroge’rner outside the
mess were the highlight of my days. Never knew one could enjoy the nightlife on
campus grounds. Tnougn a few pubs and clubs near the campus won't hurt. After

all, not everyone prefers Desi right.

Parties, tons of freedom, all-nighters with friends and the chance of doing whatever
it is that you like, that's what was my perception of co||ege life was. UmcorJrunnge|y,
that's true on|y for the first few dgys. | had to attend classes |i’rero||y equg| to the
number of trees on our campus. And believe me, that's not a small number. They
said, ‘study for two years and then your life will be chill”. That's the biggest lie so-
ciety tells you, never believe it. Life is never a bed of roses, especially not in IITs.

Putting aside the few Maggus that can't be eliminated, most of the students | found
were really cool who could manage a good grade even with a night's preparation.
One finds people of such colorful variety and mannerisms here that our college can
be a symbol of India’s diversity. The lack of conflict is truly astonishing.

The co||ege fests are magnanimous. | never knew it could such a feat to gnger peo-
ple. They were the only reprieve we got from our mundane lives. | was even provided
the opportunity of watching a movie in a 90’s theater. PVR's are so overrated. After
all, all one needs is a white screen and few friends to enjoy a movie, so there is no
need for one in Mandi right.

Don't get me wrong, | am not complaining. Truly, the feeling of fresh air on my face
and the starry nign’rs are worth every evening | have to spend at Vishal and Dom-
inos fo pass as a doy—ouT with my friends.

Leaving all this, | will never trade my life for anything else cause of all these won-
derful people | have the opportunity of calling friends. These people who give you
sTrengfn and are your knign’rs in shining armor but also tease you merci|ess|y, who
accept you despite your faults and mannerisms. The time | have spent playing Ma-
fia, Poker, or arguing about any random fopic will g|wgys stay in my heart. P|gnning
road trips, occasional vacations, and impulsive journeys whether treks or riverside
’rrips—g|| these Jrnings have left an indelible imprint in my memories.

-Mehak ]g/n
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PHASES OF

.l Remember when Corona was just some far-land scary tale? Remember all the conspir-
acy theories about how Corona came about? We packed our bags, asked our mothers

fo prepare homemade snacks (an extra box for your roommate) and set out to college

for another semester. What's the worst that could happen?

The Jai-Corona Phase:

Exams ki tension, vacation ki abhilaasha.....

Aur lockdown!

Corona was nothing short of a blessing - a blessing in disguise. Exams to cancel ho
gye the tab, aur kya hi chahie tha hme? We packed our bags and returned home for
15 days. But when did 15 days become 15 months?? And we still don’t know when

we'll go back :(

The Insta-Madness Phase:

Corona ke sath sath ek nayi bimari feil gyi thi. From women empowerment to world
hunger, we had come to believe that we could solve all the problems of the world
through Insta stories. And being tagged in someone's story was a nightmare.

No! I don't want to post a childhood pic of mine!

Special mentions: Ludo king and Dalgona Coffee

The Modiji-ke-Tasks Phase:

Roz corona tracker pe positive cases check karte hue, ‘Go Corona Go’ ke naare
sunte hue, Modi ji ke speeches Ka wait karte hue, balcony me taaliyan aur thaali- 4
yan bajate hue, candles aur diye jalate hue, hm ye sochte the do teen mahino ke
baad to college bula hi lenge.

Graduate hone se pehle do teen mahine to rahenge na campus me?

The Online Semester Phase:

Hr baar ki tarah iss baar bhi yahi soche the 'iss sem phodenge'. But soon we were
flooded with assignments and quizzes and after every deadline we just wished we
were dead. Pr assignment to submit karna hi h, chahe wo hmara bhoot hi kyu na

likhe!

The Saanp-ko-Dhundo Phase:

Online classes aur non-stop assignments ke beech ye game hmara favourite
pastime ban gya tha. Ever wondered why? Among us was a metaphor for life! It
taught us important life lessons! There always are imposters among us.

‘Tu ne wo assignment submit kardi jiska hm extension maang rhe the ??’

‘No... I was fixing wires in electrical.’

Definitely sus.

HE PANDEMIC

The Insta-Reels Phase:

If you thought the Insta-madness had ended with Ludo King and the constant spamming of
selfies on stories, you couldn’t have been more wrong! Corona ke second wave ke pehle,
we were hit by Insta-madness ki second wave. TikTok ko to ban kar diye pr Insta reels ka
kya?? And jiska bhi idea tha Insta ke app me search button ko reels se replace karne ka,

they deserve a special place in hell!

~Madhumita

The Maaro-Mujhe-Maaro Phase:

Kisi subject me plagiarism check to kisi me viva to kisi me surprise quiz. Ek taraf ye
assignments aur quizzes khatam nhi ho rhe the aur endsems aa gye. Didn't the semes-
ter just start? Lecture 4 se lecture 40 tak kab aagye? Kya matlab camera on karke exam

dena h?? Agla sem phode?

The False Hope Phase:

Kuch log college wapas jaa rhe the, kuch log dosto ke sath ghumne ja rhe the and kuch log
college wapas jane ke liye mails likhte hue apne dosto ke photos dekhke mann hi mann
unhe gaali de rhe the...jab ek din social media aur news me dekha ki we had flattened the
curve! Corona khatam ho gya! Ab fo college chale jayenge, dosto se milenge, chill

karenge!

But we celebrated too early coz that was just the calm before the storm, or should | say,
the second wave. And when the second wave hit us, even those who were in college were
sent back home, so at least now, everyone could be sad together.

Humans have always been adept at adapting to any dire situation. Online evaluation was
one such situation. From WhatsApp groups to Discord servers to Google Meets to brows-
er extensions, we were ready for our exams, come what may! Iss sem to phodenge! .[0
But professors giving F's on a spree was not something we expected. Whatsapp ke

status, Facebook pe confessions, mails ke screenshots, har jagah yahi dikh rha tha, aur

jab bhi dekhte the ek aur baar oas pe grades check kar lete the, just to be sure if we were
still safe....

The (K)isko-Vote-de-rhe-ho Phase:

Jab dost dost nhi rehte, jab logo ke true colours unke stories aur statuses se reveal hote
h, jab confessions aur memes me candidates ki (anti)campaigning chalti h, jab candidates
ke gangs ke beech cold war shuru ho jata h, tab jaan lijiyve ki election full swing me chal
rha h. The all-too-appealing manifestos that promised us a campus life with fests and facili-
ties, some of which we didn’t know we needed and some of which we didn’t know we
lacked, and the Open House which is always too short for anyone to make their choice,

somehow fall short in front of bonds of friendship and kinship.

The Thak-Gya-Hu-Vro Phase:

Ghar ke chaar diwaro me band, din bhar laptop ke saamne bethe bethe thak gya hu vro.
Online exams aur viva dete dete thak gya hu vro. Mummy Papa se results ki baat
chupate chupate thak gya Hu vro. Courses ke approval ke liye rote rote thak gya hu vro.
College khulne Ka wait karte karte thak gya hu vro.

Ye post likhte likhte thak gya hu vro.
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DEMENTIA AND YOU

Ever since | was a child, | was told by my grandma that time
flies. Some also said that it runs but flying has always been

more mysterious to me than any other verb. So every time | saw someone leave, it made me believe
that time actually does fly. Maybe Grandma always knew this better than me. | mean she obviously

dOE&

She isn't around now but | have kept a jar of her memories that reminds me that time flies. She used
to tell me to keep the doors and windows shut. At that age, | never thought that she was talking
about the heart and not the house.

So, ever since you left | couldn't fathom the courage to enter this room that | took along with you,
keeping granny's memory jar on the wooden table , so that | could recreate those stories with you.
Though | always knew that time flies, the first time it hit me, it had already flown by 6 months while |
was still stuck between the aroma of this room where the windows were always open and you sat
beside me, smiling and gazing.

It's hard to be here again without you but the fact that this house is the only place where | don't miss
your presence has made me love it even more. Every time it cajoles me somehow that you are here,
though not immediately next to me, but you are here . Maybe when | am eating a cake in the kitch-
en, you are on our bed waiting for me, if the room is empty I'd know you are in the shower waiting for
me, if the shower is dry then maybe you are outside, playing guitar for me on our favourite aesthetic
songs.

| just might be searching in the wrong places but | know you are here.

A week back when | opened the gate of this room, yes after 6 months, in search of you, but it refused
to open. And | again believed that it's just because you are inside trying to miff me like always. But

the dust on the door knob didn't let me wander for long or maybe it was trying to fulfill your absence
by refusing to open and push me into sadness.

The door opened somehow, and | was again shocked to find so much missing.
| c:|rec1dy knew you were in the gorclen co||ec‘ring flowers for me so | ran to my
wooden table, only to find Grandma's memory jar missing. | couldn't calm

myse” at such a loss. Now how would | recreate her stories with you.
| shrieked with fear.

Tried to call you inside but you didn't reply, maybe you are still busy with your office colleagues that
called you last night, or with the boss that keeps you awake more than | have been keeping you in the
past few days or maybe because you are busy picking flowers for me from the garden.

| ran towards the kitchen. | knew something bad had happened. All my dishes splattered across the
floor, a wine glass shattered into pieces with blood on its edges.

Has someone been killed ? Did you bring someone last night while | was working late in my office? Did
| do something wrong? Did someone barge in to harm you? Did someone try to kill someone here?

What's wrong with our house? | peeped out of the window but the trees were flowerless, maybe because
it's winter or maybe because just now you brought all the flowers home for me, but where were you?

| gazed around and everywhere, everything else
looked fine untouched, untarnished and pristine

as it always has been with a thin film of dust resting
over everything around. Maybe because the maid
didn't come yesterday.

So | hurriedly made a list of what's missing so
that | could tell yOou once we are both in our
bedroom, before dementia sweeps me in. | ran
towards my table, my diory. | looked at the table
clock and the time read 10:00 a.m. It's spring,
but isn't it cold and dark outside?

| knew this clock also died. Nevermind | would
add this in the list too. | opened the diary in a
jiff but it opened to manifest many versions of
you.

There were versions of all kinds, all the versions
that | have wi’rnessed, the one that loves me,
the one that knows me, the one that completes
me, the one that handled my dementia, the
one that picks flowers for me, the one that
likes me but there were also the ones that
don’t love me at all, that lays on the other

side of the bed even when we both are awake,
the one that leaves me abruptly in the

middle of the conversation due to and
incoming call from some co”eague and
also the ones that drag and smash my head

across the kitchen wall with a wine g|c|ss and

no innocence left to survive.
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"What? Who created these versions of you? Did I?
No no, | can't, these latter ones are so terrible. Who
created them in my diary?

| moved to close the windows as a cold breeze of air
was blowing inside. | closed it and came back to my
table. The strong breeze didn't let it stay close for
long and the windows refused to shut. Weird! So
there's a window in our room that refuses to close
and a door that refuses to open. Maybe the doors
are your heart and the windows are mine, always
open to hold you inside.

| lied down on one side of the bed with fear, sweat
dripping off my face, hands perspiring and a gaze
set at the door because | knew you would come
anytime soon.

But wait! These doors are hard to open. Would you

be able to open it all alone ? How would you? Trust
me | am not trying to rattle your cage. It's the door

that refuses to open.

But | am too tired to open that door again so |
switch off my imagination and retire to sleep. | know
you would come soon with a soft whisper of "l love
you" in my ears in the middle of night while I'd be
sleeping in peace. | know you will come. Will you?

Ridhi Ratan

—— Vivaan’21

Ramagana‘? Yes, why not
BOOK : Sita: An lllustrated Rctc“ing of the Ramagana

In Ramayana after winning the hand of Sita Ram was exiled to forest for 14 years, his wife and
brother also willingly joined him, where in forest Sita was abducted by Ravan & to rescue her Ram
gathered a whole army first to search her and then rescue from Ravan. At last Ram killed Ravan
after reaching his island and rescued Sita. Under some circumstances Sita had to prove her chasti-
ty and she did by entering fire, but fire couldn't burn her since fire can burn only impure things, and
then Ram ruled the Kingdom for some time and again Sita had to leave for the forest again. So, this
is the plain old story of Ramayana you heard.

But, did you ever think what Sita went through all this? what was she thinking when she decided to
go with ram, when she was in lanka. How she stayed strong through all this? What is the relation of
kitchen and Upanishad to Sita? Did you know about Ravan's brother with hundreds of heads which
was killed by Sita, did they really have so many heads? What does it mean by having so many
heads? if Sita could kill Ravan why didn't she? Who's the only person other than Ram that can lift
Shiva's bow...it's Sita. Why did Lakhshmana committed suicide? Why did Kaikayi send Ram to exile
only for 14 years and why not for lifetime if she
really wanted her son to be King for life? Why we
still don't know that once Laksham also had to go
through Agni Prikhsha. What really is kanya-daan?

This book creates a so vivid and rich telling you
will stay spellbound throughout it. You question
it...& you will get every answer. Knowing Ramayan
from its female protagonist’'s perspective is a whole
new experience. There's sc much left to tell in
Ramayana. This book is where you get to know that
Sita has the strongest personality of all characters in
Ramayana. It takes the mind of Sage, heart of whale,
persistence and patience more than anyone can
imagine to go through adversities Sita faced.

The book tells how all events unfolded in geographical
space over Indian subcontinent and what those places
are today. From where our traditions came that we follow
unknowingly this is where you get to know. One more
thing it reveals is how over time Ramayana evolved in
various parts of the world, numerous versions of Ramayana
were created over a period of thousands of years.

If | want to say in short... it is pure bliss... you will devour it in
one sitting...err... not so easy, 330 pages will take at least
five sittings.

~Deepak Kumar
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"T'he Social Construct

“Give a man a mask and he will show his true face”
- Oscar Wilde

s it true? Do we lie ourselves to the society?
Oscar Wilde forgot one thing. He forgot that there are different types of masks. There is a
mask of Facebook, there is a mask of Quora and there is a mask on Tinder.

“Different masks reveal different people”

We all wear masks today. We all project ourselves differently to the world than who we are.
Perhaps it's jealousy, ego, pride? This is a topic for another day. Today, we are just studying
these masks.

Warning: It's going to be blunt. And it even hurt me. Guilty as charged, | am a social media
simp.

| am an Indian college “kid" . Kid because before coming to college | never had a phone
and social media presence. Also people mistook me for having low self respect. They
thought | can't read situations and | can't understand what someone means by saying:
“hrmmm.""ok™ or other kinds of bullshit. Well guess what, it hurt. Seeing two completely

different people, hurt me. On the face you were something else, on personal level some-
thing else. | didn't knew being friendly was just on the face,

After feeling rejected from many people, | studied how to decipher people from their
social media activity. | did the study on myself. And all of the conclusions below, also imply
on me,

1. They post all their achievements
online. Bull 5hit. Whom did you get
that job offer for? You, your family
and closed ones? Or for showing
how much better you are than
others? This is a bad sign, let others
post for you. Also, it is bad for one-
self, If all your achievements are for
others, what did you do for yourself?

2. Have a lot of “self respect” "We
don't start conversations. We are
important. We deserve attention.
Mah, | like memes and | want to tag

VIVAANZI

VIVAAN2]

people but that's childish and no one does
that anymore What in the world are you
smoking people? Granted | am not socially
popular or a high achiever but even | know
that self respect is following your own
morals. It's not what public gives you, it is
what you give to yourselves. If the other
party doesn't respond, black list them. | did
the same stuff, it only made me feel more
lonely. | still get pissed off by no replies, but
| simply don’t care for them anymore. |
gave them a chance, they screwed it.

3. We are kind and we care for environ-

ment. “Save the earth, go green, donate

money, look!! A small puppy, let’s wipe his

ass and make a video with him” Look bull-
shitters. You aint doing fuck for the environment or planet earth. You are only promoting vourself
like you are one, because you are a fucking high achiever. You want to impress your other jackass-
es on what a high achiever you are and how you also give food to poor, never forgetting to
record it. People who actually do something for the environment, don't just post save earth, they
post how to save earth.

4. We are freaking beautiful and hot. "look use this filter, dim that light, take your stomach in,
take your chest out, have you tried an apple mirror selfie?”Who the fuck do you think you are? A
goddamn model? Do you seriously think all this "in frame" bullshit you do, is not noticeable?
Listen jackass, if you do bullshit, only bull shitters are going to like you. | am not saying don't
apply photography skills.l am saying do not fake yourself. Accept who you are.

People are so stuck up. They have forgotten to live. This narcissism in the name of common sense,
will only make you inferior. Making the world a better place should be our goal. We should con-
sistently and diligently work towards it. Have fun in life. Eat tasty food, sure keep your body in
check. Fitness doesn't mean you need to have six abs, or nerves coming out of your hand. It
means feeling healthy. It means getting up every morning with energy, smile and confidence.

| apologise for using offensive language. The thing is | am a nice person. That means | will beat
you up, when you cross my moral code. | do respect you. But this fake knowledge, brought a lot
of pain to my life.

-Arjun Sohdev
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Can money buy happiness? Maybe, maybe not

"Such a cheapstake. A money hungry tyrant, I tell you.”
" When the old geezer dies, does he intend to take all his damned money with him to the afterlife?”
* I will never understand these rich bastards, ”

Moris was used to these insulting whispers, spoken in hushed tones when they thought he wasnl listening. After
all, none of these low life imbeciles will dare to say the same to his face.

He couldn’t say they were entirely wrong. Was he cheap, wanting to save every bit of money he could? Yes.
Did he want more money, more than he already had? Absolutely yes. Who doesnt PUnless you are a monk, of
COUrse,

The difference between them and him was that he was willing to twist his ankles working for what he wanted,
while these gossiping rascals only knew how to run their infested mouths.

He wasnt the best person in the world , but then again, when has this world treated good people fairly?

His feed is often full of motivational posts
" money doesn't buy you hap piness, written in bold text dominating over an aesthetic picture. Motivation aside,
he does get a good laugh out of these posts.

Of course , he won't be surprised if the main people responsible for creating and forwarding these ‘inspirational
posts were lazy teenagers lounging in their beds while eating a packet of chips and scrolling through instagram
on their latest i-phones.

Snatch the expensive phones out of their hands, let's see how long their happiness’ lasts.

When his mother was in the hospital, her life hanging on a thin rope, should he have paid the hospital bills
through these instagram posts and whatsapp forwards? The doctor's reaction would have been funny, to say the
least.

As it was, his mother was alive and well and it was all due
to those dirty piles of notes he chased after day and

night.

He chased after money, because he had learnt it's worth
the hard way.

He still remembered the numerous times when his mother gave
her the last bites of food so he and his siblings did not have to
go hungry. And it still wasn't enough.

He remembered staring the window , looking over at rich
kids eating sweet treats he could only dream about.

He remembered going to school wearing shoes with holes in it.
Remembered how even books could be considered a luxury for him.
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Atleast , he made sure his children will never suffer through the same kind of childhood . They will never sleep
on hungry stomachs, will never worry about clothes that needed to be stitchedwill never live in a dilapidated
house, and will recieve the best education he could possibly provide,

Money may not buy happiness, but it did let her mother live a few more years, ensured the smiles on his
children’s faces.

He may not take his money to the afterife with him, but atleast his soul will rest easy knowing his family will
not suffer, even after he is gone.

Rowen considered money to be his greatest enemy. An irony considering his family never lacked for wealth.
Infact, they reveled in it.

His father was a strict man, and believed he must continue the family business. His passion was titled as a
‘worthless waste of time',

He spent the majority of his life conceding to his father's many wishes , hoping he could make his parents
proud, hoping he could be a worthy son.

Yet, when he finally makes one decision of his own accord, he is labelled as a spoiled brat and an unfilial son.
He doesn't think it's fair, but when has life been fair?

His father considers his choice of career embarassing. He asked him whether he will be happy living an uncer-
tain life, struggling for meagre amounts of money. And he answered 'if it meant he could continue chasing after
his passion, absolutely yes!

His father just scoffed and taunted him about his lack of experience in worldly matters,'go one night onan
empty stomach and then talk.”

He was aware how empty his words sounded to his materialistic parents.
But he didn't want to chase after money if it meant giving up on the one
thing that had kept him going all these years.

Money never brought him happiness, and now he was
certain he loathed it.

IHI' &
There are many people like Moris and Rowen in the
world, each with their own perspective moulded out of !.._,..-E *
their own experiences and different situations in —
which life often placed them. &l
Can we say for sure who is wrong and who is right?
For one , wealth is his salvation and for the other, wealth is fi

F i
_=‘\r_|

his prison.
Can we judge them? Do we have the right to?

And the most important question, can money buy happi- ¢
ness? :
~Thanwvi

DIVAAN’21




VIVAAN2I

“WHAT DOESN'T KILL YOU
WILL ONLY MAKE YOU STRONGER™

"How long, how long..O God..please..how long will | have to wait to see things getting back to
normal?’, | yelled. “This quarantine is so depressing, this is so distressing. People are locked down in
their homes, borders are getting sealed, the economy is falling, millions are getting unemployed,
peop|e all round the g|o|:>e are dying, there are not enough peop|e left to cremate the dead, health
systems are colla psing and the worst part is that it seems that worse is yet to come. No one knows how
long will this trial of God last. | am sure this is the beginning of the end or in fact this is the end.”

"Hey kid! Calm down..calm down. You are overreacting. | know this is tough but this is nothing. | have
been through this and more. ”

"Overreacting!ll Come on boomer” | retorted. “ And you say, you have been through morel?”

‘| mean, | remember the stories you have told me about the African jungle 6 million years ago and
how you survived the harsh weather and the wild animals. | remember you telling me on how you first
lit a fire by mistake and how a wheel turned your life upside-down. | clearly remember that you told
me why you drew the first animal painting in a cave some 42000 years ago in Indonesia. | also remem-
ber you telling me that your desire to form a family and live a settled life compelled you to tame the
wild farms into settled agriculture in Iran around 12000 years ago and | remember you boasting
about the Indus Valley civilisation. | remember all of that but it was a natural process of evolution of
you, the Human Race. This, what is happening, is not an evolution. It is a pandemic. Millions are losing
their lives and millions more will lose their lives. Never was your existence in question, but this time it's

different. Everyone is affected and everyone is suffering.”

The harshness of my voice had mellowed down and | was almost in tears when
| said, “This is the end, God has fino”y punishecl us for our sins.”

L2

‘O hey Kid, listen | have survived 6 million years on
my Mother Earth and you can't let me
down by crying. Your generation can't

let me down and | won't let it let me

down. This is just another pandemic to hit
Mother Earth, | have survived much worse
and will survive many worse. Now that you
remember the stories | have been ’re”ing you
about myself, let me tell you my darkest and
most dreadful story. Once, | ‘rhough‘r | was going
to go extinct.
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It was AD 1348, an unknown disease(it

also came from the HOLY land of China)

had hit me(the human race) hard. Humans
were dying, whosoever who came in contact
with the infected died. The mortality rate was
around 60%(much worse than now) and it
spread by air, it spread by touch and it spread
by everything. With no science and no health
facilities, | was staring at my death. People who
prayed died, atheists died, christians died,

jews died. The Black Death(as it was so called)
was devastating. Almost half of the world population
died during this time. The ordeal lasted for 4 long
years and | survived. Not only did | survive, | flourished.
| flourished so much so as to include you in me. These pandemics v

are poimcu| and dishearfening but remember these are just
temporary. The maximum they do is that they change
the course of history.”

“The renaissance which you so fondly read about in the history books was an indirect result of the black death.
Even the word quarantine which you have been using, originated during the Black Death.’

The story consoled me. After taking a deep breath, | asked “So how long will it last?”

"So, kid | can't tell you how long this pandemic will last. What | can tell you is that many more people will lose
jobs and many more people will lose their lives. Let me also tell you that you will outlast this and with you so
will . Remember one thing about human race :

“WHAT DOESN'T KILL YOU WILL ONLY MAKE YOU STRONGER™

- Param Kashyap
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WHEN YOU DO NOT KNOW WHAT TO DO -7 m‘m‘ 4 ‘ﬂ‘.‘y
| know a boy who was told to never cry, Not when he said he loves a woman,
Not when he broke his favourite toy, And she mistook it for desire and lust; :
Everybody encounters this situation many times in their lifetime. The feeling that you have no godl, The toy his grandpa gifted him before he passed; Not when he wanted to stay home, oy
that all you have till now is pointless. It is as if you are falling in a bottom less pit. | have experienced Not when his teacher slapped him Take care of his kids and manage the house; o—
it myself. Let it be due to rejection, failure and sometimes getting all your desires fulfilled , this predic- For not understanding the mumbo jumbo called science; | know a man who is tired of being a man.
ament is one of the worst feelings one can ever experience. So yeah if you ever faced the same Not when the doctor stitched the wound on his head

| know a man who has never felt pain,
Not when his wife left him with a divorce,
Filed a fake case of dowry against him;

Without anesthesia; the doctor called him a strong man;

despair in your life, you are reading the right article.
| know a boy who was told to be a man.

We are all humans, we dream, we set goals and then expect desirable results. All of humanities prob- | know a boy who has never cried, Not when he was put behind bars,

lems are because of the reason that we desire, we expect things. We think about the results of Not when he was bullied by his classmates Found guilty for a crime he didn't commit;
outcomes way too much that we do the task for achieving the result than for joy of doing the task. For cherishing his pink pencil box; Not when he put a cold blade to his wrist and slit it,
And when we do not get what we expected we feel that our actions were worthless. This is the point Not when he was mocked by his teachers His heart had turned as cold as the blade in his hand;

For liking home economics more than math; | know a man who died because he was a man.
Not when his friends made fun of him

Because he disliked fist fights and action movies;

| know a boy who wondered if he could ever be a man.

at which our subconsciousness triggers to defends ourselves. We try to explain ourselves why we lost
and that there is no point living in the past and all that stuff that we read over the internet. The prob-
lem here is that sometimes we are too attached to someone or something that we make it the sole Moulded to fit into the society's image of masculinity,
reason for our happiness. It can be anything like a bad rank in some exam, a crush who rejected you Crushed beneath layers of social conditioning,

or loss of your loved ones. | know a boy, who has never been scared, They adorn masks without ever reoiising 50,

Not when a horror movie spooked him out, Their true selves left in the dork, Forgotten.

He still put up a strong front for his sister;
Not when he almost met a road accident,
He played it off cool, said it didn't faze him;

We all know these men,

The result of all this fighting within yourself never actually draws out. Because even if we do get an We hold the key to these age-old shackles

outcome which is logically correct we ignore it. It is because we are so terribly attached to it that we Of gender roles and gender sterectypes.
t t to | it t to k ing it. ke it I . Well thi
do rTo want to loose it, we want to keep pursuing i ‘We ma le our only goal. Well somethings are N i b nos abor okt T at e ikes We hold the key to c_hange_e,
not just meant to be so when you dropped the ball, it feels as if you have dropped your sole reason S e We hold the key to liberation.
to be alive. You do not know what to do, you do not know where to go or what would be your next ATkl ' So let's reach out to the men behind those masks,
i Men who cry, men who feel pain,

goal. All this time forgetting that we ourselves are our only goal. And it is an everlasting fall. And it | know a boy who hid his fears so that he

hurts really bad. All you want to do then is stay in your bed sleep the whole day. Then depression could be g man. Men who are scared, men who express,
happens, you feel hopeless and sad almost all the time. And to remove this some do drugs, drink N bov. who h e Men who are themselves.
alcohol and worsen their own life. While others start to discover themselves and learn new skills and Bl et Rl sl - D Madlumis

Not when his parents put him in a school he didn't like
And the nonsensical equations in his book got
him depressed;

hobbies such as writing, music or dancing.

B The other problems with humans is also that we tend to forget our Not when he was sent away from home to study
\ mistakes. So even after coping from the worst emotional state anyone When all he wanted was to stay with his family;
b can experience, we fall for it again. And then again cope up and fall Not when his career was chosen for him,
p _ > again. It is tough to accept but we do it again and again. As we never forced upon him
)y learnt the lesson that until we desire things we will get hurt. And now he’s stuck at a job he hates;

his worth lies in his salary;
| know a boy who grew up into a man,
frying to keep everyone happy.

Now that we know the reason of our despair, we can find ways to cope up with it.
We have to follow the principle listed in Geeta as “Keep working, Do not desire for its

fruit” But our original problem was to know what to do when we do not know | know a man who has never expressed his emotions,
what to do. So what then? Not when he recalled his late father's smile
As he patted his head and held his hand;
There is no solution to it. You have to bear the pain for some while. Not when he saw his little daughter in the hospital,

Her veins swollen from all the Vs and injections;
Not when his son called him but was unable to speak,
Asthma crushing his son's lungs, and the man’s heart;

Find yourself the ways for it to let go and then let it go. It is the hard-
est thing to do in life to let it go. So let it go and learn from it. Do not
attach yourself to anything again.

| know a man who killed his emotions to be a man. /

f 7 | rjl
-Arjun Sahdev : | know a man who has never been understood, ' ﬁ ,l” | Il t 1 %
Not when he wanted to change his profession, *"" | l | {} =
Quit engineering and become an artist; . . Wl i JH : ftl il
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Mowvmotns Clewd

Blooming flowers, and floating Swans,
Are they revealing the lord's plan??

A lot is happened in the jungle's bloom,
A fairy of a jungle is not more in gloom,

The sky has clouds, shape in Mammatus,
It shows they have destroyed a twister just,

The celestial body is nearby earth,
Afraid us and shows the nature's worth,

Creatures are free and enjoying their lives,
Earlier they were, just a dinner of people five,

A child is glad to have parents' lap,
Mother's hand and father's clap,

Now who is unhappy and who is in wroth?

Of course not the Lord, and his angels though,
Because Earth is for all, not only for the human's law,

Neither animals are for diner, nor butterflies for the wall,
Do you think Birds are for cage,
Who pleases humans like a doll?

Is my earth set only for the humans ?
The god sighs with a great sorrow,
"I ain't like you, who destroy other creatures,
Now,I will made such minds who kill each- others"

The God at last, smile and sighed,
Why have I made all humans with the same die??

-Dr. Aarti Pandya

Glossary

Mammatus : A type of cloud, which has a round shape.
Twister: Type of cyclone

Die: Mould
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IT MANDI, SORTING HAT

Oh, you may not think I'm pretty, But don't judge on what you see,
I'll eat myselt if you can find, A smarter hat than me.

You can keep your grades back, Your certificates and marks high
For I'm the lIT Mandi Sorting Hat, And [ can catch your every lie.

There's nothing hidden in your head, The Sorting Hat can't see,
S0 try me on and [ will tell you, Where vou ought to be.

You might belong in Gryflindor, Where dwell the brave at heart,
Assignments, Viva and projects, they always wait until the date last.

Or yet in wise old Ravenclaw, where they've sharp mind,
If you spend your days in library, you'll find there your kind.

You might belong in Hufflepuft, If you are hardworking and patient,
those Hufflepufts are the real strength, behind every college fest.

Or perhaps in Slytherin, where they are all teacher's pets,
Those students will go to extreme length, To achieve their ends.

50 put me on! Don't be afraid! And don't getin a flap!
You're in safe hands {though | have none}, For I'm a Thinking Cap!

-Anjali

VIVAANT]
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| don't really have something that hasn't been said before
| don't have any talks that haven't been talked betore

| don't have any claims to make that haven't been claimed before N P s k
But | like to write and | want people to listen because I've never ] A
y been heard before. ™

| am neither a story teller nor o poet

| am not the person whose writings give people goose-bumps
The kind of people who can make you laugh at oddest hour
COr make you cry in broad du-,,r |igh1'

| am sorry my stories are not heroic YOU, be yOU!

nd

’ | am SOITY My poems don't rhyme o
W ? And | don't know how to use metaphers and similes so perfectly -
Ylte But still | write.
+ Becouse YES YOU may talk the rig|'|1' talk
And you may walk the right walk
’ But can you write?

—vﬂfﬂlk—ﬂ Tﬂtﬁl‘h" And | dnTlnLI write becouse | am a per{ed human being
who has touched mmefhing Spilifu{'ll | have a storm of ’rhough’rs hi’r’ring my mind
or has found the secret to life. Just trying to figure out "What is my kind?”
| write becouse

| am a deeply flowed human bein

and | have made mistakes. A lot of them.

| have chosen wrong people to love and care for;

Sitting here in the dark, | dream of light
Hoping for the best and doings which are righf

What is good in me is the question of the hour
What can | do and what are my powers

and | loved them foo much, too hard and too jealously. Am | of omy. special s.oi| or just a barren land

| begged unworthy people to stay What | see is only toil left for me'to stand

when ihe':,.' didn't deserve My presence.

| have chosen to stand for people At a stage of life when | can’t change the base

:1? Manday afternoon in the month of May Craving to be someone else just to win the race
ile

Trying hard to ch lit df ing it d
1hw Eﬂuldn"l‘ gl'und 'Fur e on o 5F-'ir|g mﬂming_ rymg ar O CNhoose a quo Ity an ormmg ITS See

| let the trauma do the talking for a long long time.
| tock o |ung road to survival.

Sowing it in this body of soil without reo|ising that
the difference is of breed

| took ages to recognize the path to healing. And then there comes a ray of light L ]

And along the way, | hurt people who loved me Piercing the storm of thoughts

which | still regret dEEpl",r That this race is not meant to be won, k "
| chose to put people before myself But to be embraced

and Finally | got all the answers from my heart

along the way | {ﬂrgni to love If. Y9 4

“You be you and no one else -

| kept hanging to relationships which gave me nothing
But

bruises fo my fingers_

| kept chasing false dreams

and ended up hurting myself. “By A &
| chased Wrong {riendships

and along the way Fﬂrgn’r to be my own friend.

So | write, i ,__--"
| write becouse it there are lessons for others in Y journey,

if there are emotions which have never been expressed before,
if there is healing for others in my wounds,

it there is meaning in the ink which | bleed on paper

then

| am deing what | set out to do

when | dreamed of words

on a lonely starry night.

| am doing what | thought of doing

when | stared at the em pty poges of my cliur':,r

and couldn't think of words.

| write to ensure that whoever reads these words never feels alone.

UVIDAAN’Z21

For that's the only way to get what you chase® :
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Tiny Charegas,
Eamaraatds Resuks
The palace of llusicn is a mythological fiction, the story of Mahabharat namrated by Draupadi. The
novel gives us a new viewpoint to read this ancient tale. Starting fram Rer birth in the fire, this
book portrays Draupadi as a strong-willed woman, following her time in Kampilya and her

marriage to five Pandavas, There is a depth to Panchali's character in this book that | never
witnessed before,

This baok guides vou an how fo use full potential of your being with the help of atomic habirs,

This book will reshape the way you think about progress and success, and give you the tools
and strategies you need to ransform your habsts,

James Clear

L THEE R \IER
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This is the stary of a woman named Mora Seed who got stuck between life and death in a library. q"'"‘?n"“ faig ' e e, The Japanese Secret to a Long and Happy Life Ikigai (ee-kev-guy) is a Japanese concept that
4 library where time doesn't move, it is fixed at 00:00, hence the Midnight Library, bookshelves go i R L WS combines the terms ki, n'ﬂaning'au e or *life,"and gai, meaning *benefit” or“worth Your [kigai is
an forever and each boaok provides a new chance to live another parallel life. She can choaose frem : ; the reason to jump out of bed each moming. This book will give vou the life-changing teols to
infinite numbers of lles that she can live by changing her past regrets. If you are lpoking for a ”‘J‘F&EL"E{HT IKIGAI uncover your persanal ikigal. It will show you how to leave urgency behind, find your purpose,
qgood Sci-h book with a deep philosophical meaning, go for it

The Bapanme Eerrny

= o timpuiipa A8 nurbure friendships and throw yourself into your passions

e s
e

This is the story of a black girl living in sputhside Chicago in a rented apartment with her family.
Who becomes the first African-American worman to became the First lady of the Linited States.
This book will inspire you, make you laugh, make you cry but most importantty it will teach you
that whatever yvour dreams are "You deserve them” Don't ket anyome tell vou that vou're not
made for this. Don't let anyone else tell your stary, tell it yourself. Because “If you don't get out

there and define yvourself, you'll be quickly and inaccurately defined by others” So define
waursell, tell your stary and own yaur stary.

This book is about a young privileged boy named Amir and his closest friend Hassan set in Kabul,
Afghanistan, This is the story of betrayal and redemption® This book shows a different Afghani-
stan. A peaceful Afghanistan before the war, where you could run after the kites and read the
books under the shadow of a tree. This book is the perfect example of how can something be so
bautiful but still car hold the power ta emationally destray vou.

Setin 1939 in Nazi Germany during the second world war and namated by Death itself. This book

is sel in wery difficult times, the entire country is holding its breath and Death has never been | . : : S D

busier. This story revakves around Liesel Meminger and her Nazi German foster family. There are et e TI‘.!f. ook J the greatest literary ac |‘"L‘“‘-'L“ITI“-"_T. ST b f‘-"'-’__k'"'fn':_”"'m_' Ll !‘””*“_' 15 Th':'
lots af staries about Jew people who suffered in that hard time, But we never got to know the  § j ' -:.-:,-|_Irf "‘_ﬁ“'l "951 read book after h? Holy FTIL':: ,'-'r : .Gu-,_.:1.-:|l|un:. r.m!r [ :'DTEE-II“ TU_
story of poor Nazi Germans and how their ife was changed. Were they innocent or were they akso . _ = e !it's a long series a!'ud it will take kot of your time. I'm not saying its going to be easy, I'm saying it's
responsible? Did they really have a choice? T ] ' ' going to be worth i

This story will answer lots of these types of questions
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