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From the Principal’s Desk

faen 2 wd s

KNOWLEDGE IS ETERNAL LIGHT
——

incatlioving the past
locking ahead

Dear Friends,

There is aneed to speak out and to speak at length, not in the half baked meaningless apology
of a way that serves nothing but some basic needs of communication. Are we going to be
slaves to the abbreviated world of sms /wassap etc? Asitis, we have lost much of our ability to
communicate and we must blame ourselves for it; it is we who have chosen to stop writing
letters, to stop talking to each other, to even engage in a dialogue. We have found a shortcut
thatneither stirs us physically nor mentally. Really, we have gagged and deadened ourselves,
we think less and we express far less.

Janki hopes to break this sorry state of affairs. It hopes to encourage thinking. It strives to
make you express what you think, what you feel. In a world that prescribes the whats and the
hows ofthinking and expressing oneself, Janki is a breath of fresh air. It sets you free to write
what you wish and how you want to. I applaud the entire Editorial Team of Teachers and
students, as well as all who have written for this issue.

Iam sure this issue will make for compulsive reading.

Loveand Blessings,
Dr. Swati Pal
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The line it is drawn
The curse it is cast
The slow one now

Will later be fast
As the present now
Will later be past
The order is

Rapidly fadin'

And the first one now

Will later be last
For the times they are a-changin'

- Bob Dylan (The Times They Are A-Changing)



EDITORIAL

Janki 2016-17 is an exploration of this movement, this motion. We as an institution,
learn from the past, live in the present, and make the future. Our endeavour in this issue
of the magazine is to represent this journey as we stumble, laugh, create, achieve, sing,
ponder, dance, debate, dissent, protest, harmonise through life as individuals and as a
community.

The magazine attempts to reflect the fluidity of time in every aspect- from design to
colour scheme to content. Every section has been arranged to find various ways of
expression through poetic reveries, fictional sensibilities, compelling analyses,
contentious opinions and visual manifestations of the world we inhabit. This edition of
Janki represents the diversity of the time and space continuum in all its vividness and
intensity.

Editorial Board

Students:

Asmita BhattacharyaEnglish Hons. I Year,
Mani Dixit English Hons. II Year,

Mansi Arora English Hons. II Year

Faculty Editor:
Antara Datta (Dept. of English)

Faculty Editorial Assistance:
Bharti Arora, Ruchika Bhatia (Dept. of English)

Cover Photograph:
Aparna Mohindra History Hons. I1I Year

Photographs and Design:
Asmita Bhattacharya, Mani Dixit, Mansi Arora

Photo Section Faculty Editor:
Tarini Pandey (Dept. of English)
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We need not to be let alone.
We need to be really bothered once in a while.
How long is it since you were really bothered?
About something important, about something real?

-Ray Bradbury, Fahrenheit 451

POETRY
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Know

We've seen it.
In our minds, our imagined senses, if not in reality.
But we've seen it. All of us.
The sun rising from the frozen mountains on the days when the air shivers.
Oh yes, we have seen it.

Clear your mind of all your pale issues for a
moment and try to recall and paint.
Paint your favourite scenery.
Your first painting. Your infant art.
Five or six green hills decorated with snow.
That little wooden hut with a fancy door and detailed windows.
That long, narrow, stream-like lane and that waterfall
Emerging from somewhere between the third and the fourth hill.
Remember how you've always imagined an invisible wizard creating that magical waterfall?
That wizard who might be winking at you the very moment you painted your Sun?
So, you have seen it, haven't you?
The sun rising?

That sun, however, doesn't light up your tiny hut.
Does it warm the icy, thin skin of bare children?
Does it cook for those who starve?
Does it shield the weak?
Does it array with its rays the naked souls of the ruptured?
No.
It doesn't because it can't.
It only rises, shines and sets because that's what it knows.
The sun doesn't care about the wound on your arm or the hurt in your eyes.
But you do.
You protect yourself and take care of your wounds.
You help yourself walk on the path you choose.
You stay the same. And you change. And you realise.
Because that's what you know.
Knowledge. Transition. Realisation. Learning.
Realise how certain people change their faces every day and never themselves.
Learn how you are slowly learning to surrender,
How you fail to see the same dark mind inside those different outsides.
They are everywhere, making the same noises,
Walking the same road, living inside their boundaries, preaching their created God.
Realise your strength.
Learn that you can fight them.
Know that you want to accept the similarities and co-exist.
Co-exist, because that's what you know.

MANI DIXIT
B.A. (Hons) English, II Year
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Desires

Black and white

represent the view of my insight.
Sorrow and happiness

are all part of life premises

Some cry, some enjoy, some laugh,

some try harder every day to achieve their goals

But don't they know about human mind's loopholes?
You achieve, you desire

It's a never-ending cry for more and more.

Until the last breath of life

when there is nothing more to score.

Sometimes it's an [-phone, sometimes a dress,

other times loads of money to impress.

Lust, love and hunger all act as a bait,
In the end, you get what is written in your fate.

SHALINI PRIYA
B.A.(P), I1I Year

Challenging the
Dogmatism

I gaze into the mysterious depths of past,

wish for that beautiful life at long last.

Life blinked, shuttered itself, asked me, oh wait!

Are you foolish enough to turn knight-errant?

Are you strong enough to take the challenge of the current?

I sat on my ledge with that astriction, tautness, stiffness and strain,
asking myself again and again;

How to refrain?

I never knew I was brave enough...

I never knew I could mould the challenges into a dough.

so I decided to look ahead,

forgetting about the permanent dwellings of thought, and shook my head.

SANJANA JHA
B.A.(Hons) Philosophy, III Year

jdme 2016-17



A Candle of Hope

I'm burning, for I bring light

When darkness scares every child
I'm burning, for I bring hope

The night will pass, without any woe

This silent night, with gloom around
No path be seen, no sound be heard
This flavescent flame, a golden glow
Its guidance will always obliviate foes

The corybantic winds, will blow so hard
To flicker my blaze and wobble your heart
My sillage will always linger in the air
Will continue to usher in times of despair

SHREYA SOMANI
B.A. (Hons.) English, 11 Year
Q) On the shelves of my brain
sat the genres
C-I—i of balloons and smiles
o wmm{ in the beach days.
vy To the right, that reckless and
rebellious age
of looking for a cause.
Sinking down
to the mirage of happiness
with someone else.
That scandalous corner.
Those excuses.
That reason.
Only reason.
Who won?
Who's left?

Shelf-

You are cunning

Time, and unfailing

To settle dust every time
I try cleaning

[try... ['try...

To shuftle the shelves
Rearrange the order
Such routine.

And then they blame that malady- Memory.

INDIRA DASAN
B.A.(Hons.) English, I Year
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Djinns of Jamali- Kamali

I dare you! Go to Jamali Kamali on a full moon night
when jinns have cast their evil spell on this dark gloomy sight, some say.
Yet I gave in to my curiosity to get some light.

Along the boundary of Qutub Minar lay this beautiful architectural piece,
Where the tombs of Jamali and Kamali welcome you with a cool, soothing breeze

Contrary to the meanings of the beautiful names of these Sufi saints,
Instead of beauty, positivity and miracle, it houses the vicious djinns and ghosts, they say.

Tales of unexplainable phenomenon-
Eerie sounds, sudden white visions and a sense of someone standing there
But people getting slapped by an invisible force
is the one I found most bizarre.
No bigger djinns than humans reside in that unattended place,
Who have written their lover's names and littered all over the staircase.
I felt no paranormal activity nor apparitions,
only a cool breeze, sounds of birds, a few graves and a mosque left in a pathetic condition.

SHALINI PRIYA
B.A.(P) III Year
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Existence

A grain of sand,
A strand of thread,
Dissolved wrinkles on the bed,

Tiniest drop of ink on a handmade sheet,

Canopied diffidence in every heartbeat,
A nugatory dot that an art teacher made on

the board,
That leftover paint on the colour palette,
Quiet spot of imperfection on a cloth,
Like a fingerprint on a door knob,

I exist,
And like I, You do,
And like I and You, We do.

In this wreckage of a universe,
Where stars and comets and meteors move
violently,

Challenging every speck of gravity,
Gravity that gave up ages ago,
Gravity that now overpowers our land,
And restricts our flight,

Shackles our hands,

And limits our sights.

In such a universe,

I exist,

And like I, You do,

And surrendering to this force that binds us to
itself,

We grew,

Like dwarfs,

Constantly pressed and pushed and shoved,
Against each other.

Like lab plants in confined jars,
Tried on,

Experimented upon.

Like Time and Age in a photograph,
Like a seed murdered in halves,

Like wrinkles on an infant's face,
Like freshness on a long-forgotten case,
We grew.
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We grew,
Under gravity,
And over each other.
I killing You,
You killing 1,

Blood travelling like contagious hatred.
In this epidemic of futile growth,
We grew.

And We grew quickly,
Over each other.

Now competing with gravity,
In pressing,

Pushing,

Shoving,

Limiting,

Killing,

Another I, You and We.

In this endless series of slaughtering each
other and the flickering hope,
Distanced significantly but not enough,
From the senses of true breathing,
From promises and tears,

And from the imminence of healing,

I realised the Origin of Being.

Being a grain of sand,
Sticking strongly, constructing the land,

Breaking the proud waves of treacherous
water,

Mani Dixit




Resting still, alive,
Making boundaries around the ocean.
Being a strand of thread,
That pulls lives closer,
Being the dissolved wrinkles on the bed,
That never cease to be.
Being the tiniest drop of ink on a handmade
sheet,
That crawls to the edge,
Only to fall and die,
And fall again on the sheet
Being the canopied diffidence in every
heartbeat.
Being that dot on the board,
That appears too huge for the eyes that seek.
Being the paint stains,
That remain,
More beautiful than the art.

Being that imperfection crafted elaborately on
a cloth

Being a prominent fingerprint on a door knob.

I still exist,
Like You and We,
Strongly,
In a blessed memory.
Caged, may be,
But clutching liberated desires.

Differently coloured, sized, designed,
All but grains of sand.
Reflecting rainbow like holographic chrome,
Carrying the same home,
I will always exist,
You will always exist
We, I assure You, will always exist.

MANI DIXIT
B.A. (Hons.) English, II Year

In
Search

of the lost
Mirror

Me, I stand within 'me'
I stand among 'we'
I entangle within my culture
I flow through the river of my identity.
Identity contains an amalgamation of words.
But Words?
Yes words, the endless war of letters called
words

Words and words and words,
And there comes alive the river of language
The river of language reflects us, our culture,
tradition.

Language mirrors a rich culture
But, the mirror was temporary.
That day's storm shattered everything.
And the mirror breaks,

Words fall apart,

In our heart.

An unexplainable situation!

We are searching for definition.

I possess thousands of words with no
definition,

They are carrying thousands of definitions
with no words.
And we are travelling a long way in search of
definition.
This is our journey in search of the lost mirror.

TRISHITA SHANDILYA
B.A. (Hons.) Sociology, II Year
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Sneak A Peek

Dear stranger,
Sneak a peek,

In our cosy hotel bed,
While I am asleep,
Not at my breasts,

But my heart instead.
No fake definition!

Just real deep emotion.
Deep down it yearns for affection
Driven by silly hormones
Dwells more on wild satisfaction.
Dear stranger
Sneak a peek
Not at my face
But the mechanism underneath
Thoughts that pass by
Some heavy, some light.

Pay attention dear.

I reckon that
I don't need a man
Who wouldn't dive that depth.
Dear stranger
Sneak a peek
Not of my lips
But of the potent things they speak
That boiling aggression
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Rising on the inside
Yes, indeed a catastrophic progression.
Dear stranger
Sneak a peek
No, not at my photograph
Catch me candid
Capture my insane laughter
So real, so heartfelt
Is the pride of my existent flaws.
Dear stranger
Sneak a peek
In the bar or a couple drinks in the car
Neither at my dress, nor my size
Dear stranger
I plead you, bloody open your eyes
I reckon
For most perils in the world
A bold personality would solely suffice
Dear stranger
Sneak a peek
This time not at the outside
But for a change dig a little deeper inside.

SANGYA TYAGI
B.A. (Hons.) Political Science, I Year




Wonderland

There's a place you have never been,
built from the heavenly sins.
It's a unique wonderland,
crafted by mighty hands.

Where the blood flows in a rhythm,
stars are reborn every second.

It's a mysterious holy land,
jeopardizing the ugly commands.

Where clouds are the king,
leading into a hypnotizing entrance.

A mastered art of losing yourself,
in tangled paths of remembrance.

It's a stage of inhuman presence,
where a dark shadow descends

It's out of reach yet next to your skin,
a house of glass buried in sand.

Crashes down and rises up again,
from big blows to high ups again.
It gets stronger with every lamming,
becomes better with every stand.

Every hit makes it kneel again,
from stones to bows it bleeds again.
But it stands taller with every bang,

crosses skyscrapers with every chance.

The further you go, the deeper it gets,
The more you lose the way,
the more answers you get.

The further you go, the darker it gets,
The more you see through it,
the more welcoming it gets.

It's Bigger than the Universe yet smaller than

_an ant,
It's a unique wonderland,

Where the saint lives in lion's den,
most find this place within themselves.

ANCHAL KAINTH
B.Com (P) Section A, I1I year

A Bird's
Beauty with
Broken Wings

Her life was spiraled
Like a web,
To which she'd been bounded,
Hurting herself.
Her wings were flawed, still her beauty was
ceaseless.

Yet, to fly was her only wish.
Outside portrayed timid, but
Inside she had immense strength.
Enemies spoke.

People underestimated.

They did comment.

And problems arose.

Yet she was daring, carefree.
Turning inside out;
she just moved on,

Like she’d never stopped before.
Let people leave,

Let 'em judge.

Let the world involve,

Just to know —
she was unique in all.

A few envied, while others ignored.
A few cheered her up;

Love stuck to her forever,
as she caressed.

As she knew it was her life,
Meant to be lived her way.

And no cage to struggle with,
which could, in anyway, limit her.
She embraced,

Learnt and revealed her cravings, not to decide
but to taste freedom.

And fly, with the medium of eternal strength,
despite those sayings and imperfection.
She was noteworthy 'cause-

“All it was, was her
internal unbroken beauty...”

SIMRAN TAKKAR
B.A.(Hons.) Sociology, I Year
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A Strange Rain

Is it strange, that the cold breeze and icy
water have given me more warmth and comfort than any lantern?
Or the very tight embrace of my socks?
Is it strange, that the sound of downpour is suddenly more melodious
Than any of Mozart's symphonies or any of Beethoven's indeed?

Is it strange, that even after I have been sitting here all day,
Listening to the rain drops descend down to concrete and watching the pitter-patter;
My eyes and ears yearn for more;

A lot more of it, I await?

I think it is strange,

How all winter long I thought I was finally alive,
but this rain; this rain still managed to moisten my thoughts and bring my
impressions back to life.

It is strange, how people only see rain,

And I?

I feel my thoughts retrieving back to me.

With every wave of the cool breeze that is passing by me,

Merely touching,

Whispering sweet nothings,

Tingling the skin, my body's surface,

Giving wild goose bumps to me.

I feel the freshness hitting.

Good memories,

Hope, positivity is finally
embracing me.

So, when at midnight,

I finally dipped in.

The rain washed me.

As if it were snake skin,

The piercing water washed away my decaying skin; freed me of antecedent sins.

SANGYA TYAGI
B.A. (Hons.) Political Science, I Year
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Dreams, Lost

I just had the most beautiful dream and woke up
I saw a butterfly, and I was in fear
Small face with a smallish tremble, and smallness in heart at an age so tender
I ran back where sat my dearest, my father
He was surprised and asked, ““W hat's troubling you?” I with my eyes wide open
said- a butterfly
He smiled, Oh! I remember his amiable smile, and he spoke,
"Let's go and catch that butterfly of yours."
I anxiously said no without thinking.
But there was again his comforting smile that stole away all my adrenaline, I was
calm
We went out and the butterfly was still there, meandering, invisible
It was black and ugly and patchy and gross, but for my father it was adorable
He caught it with utmost care while I was carelessly looking here and there
Father, you should let it go now
No my child, hold it in your hands
And in no time he handed it over to me
I, with my small face and a smallish tremble, and smallness in heart, held it.
And in span of a second I felt that the butterfly was with me for eternity, not alien,
no stranger.
That was my first day of overcoming fear, but where is he who taught me?
He taught and then left, and I woke up and he was not there
For a fraction of time I thought he was along, but it's been long and long since he
has gone
With reminiscence, I lay awake looking straight at the fan moving faster than life!
And thought about days I had spent, and felt that they won't come back,
and memories that I've appended and kept close to my heart
They still steal my heart like his smile did.

DAKSHINA
B.A. (Hons.) English, I Year
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| have to believe in possibility.
How else can we bear the
enormous weight of life?

-Chitra Banerjee Divakaruni, Sister of My Heart

PROSE
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Blogging from Conflict Zones
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the Virtual Wall

27th September, 2016

here is a disturbance in the neighbouring field, a couple of gunshots,

a few screams. There is a distant sound of a shrill voice. It sounds
angry, but is also pleading for mercy. It is 3am. My family uses this time
of the day to do their daily chores. Meals are cooked that will last for an
entire day and packed into containers. We do not own much, but
whatever we do is never unpacked from the little baggage. This is also the
time I sit down with two of my prized possessions. My laptop (which, by
some miracle, still has an internet connection) and my life, prioritized in
the exact chronological order.

I scroll down my news feed. This is the only time I can interact with the
world outside this battlefield. I get messages from various people in
various parts of the world, some are sympathies, most of them are
inquisitive. I do not like to reply to those who sympathize for the simple
reason that I do not know how to respond to the loved ones who feel sorry
for me. I do not feel sorry for myself, for my family or for the distant
sound of shrill voice. I feel angry. We never did anything to deserve this,
we do not have ways to fight this. I come across posts online that talk
about how people do not want permanency in life. They want to keep
travelling, keep meeting new people and never want to settle down.
Looks like we are leading their dream lives. Our lives that lack the
essence of any form of permanency, be it the shelter right above our
heads, the food that we get, the new people we meet every day; most of
the people we met yesterday are dead today can be 'hashtagged' as
'#lifegoals'. We are the people who never settle down.

I respond to messages that are eager to know about what we face each
day. Some of them are responsible for sending aids to improve the
terrible the way of living that we are habituated to, some collect
experiences from people like me, sitting in cozy, comfortable rooms and
write articles about us. About the hardships that we face, the food
shortage that takes lives away, the gunshots and every third woman
getting raped. We are nomads of a different kind. We crave for the shelter
that we have today, to be there right above our heads tomorrow as well.
Some of us are really lucky, like my family. We have managed to stay
here for over a month now. However, we keep our bagpacks ready and
my laptop, close to my heart. The 'facebook wall' happens to be the only
window I have. I have no friends, and the ones I have are safe behind the
virtual wall.

Social media happens to be a platform to let people voice their opinions
freely, butall I see is bitterness about things they haven't faced and I hope
they never do. They misinterpret things, because they only know one
side of the story, the media gives them only one side of the story. I see
people share posts every time there is a mass killing and they urge other
people to pray for us. I am glad you do, but the prayers seem to have no
effect on the non-existent, sadistic 'Almighty'. I see people fighting, read



debates and strongly opposing viewpoints about what we face and other people face in similar zones,
who do not even have the luxury of an internet connection that I am so lucky to have.

People fight online and it's funny to see how they hurl hurtful words only to prove their point of view
as the most accurate one, how the ones who cannot bear, have the liberty of blocking people out. It is
a good representation of what actually happens in our state, but there are only bullets hurled at
people; only lives that are taken if things are not in accordance to the soulless beings that happen to
dominate our lives. They do not discriminate against gender or age. It is also funny how teenagers
from across the world have survival stories because they have strict parents. Looks like what
survival means to us and to them is different in inexplicable ways.

Itis almost4am. There is another sound of a gunshot this time, the scream sounds like that of a child.
Asmita Bhattacharya
B.A. (Hons.) English, II Year

Atul Krishna Binodini Creative Writing Competition 2016, I position
Topic: Online Battle vs Ground Battle

between the lines drawn

Date: 29.9.16

azing outside the grill, I see an orange

butterfly, my window could limit me
and not my sight. That was the second week
of the war. Unwillingly mommy allowed me
to open a window for the minute, the sight of
the butterfly- the minute became desirable. It
was not the flight of the little creature, nor
was it in the sweet wind, just the desire to be
in her world, to cross this line which did not
exist before a few weeks. I wonder, these
little lines are just little dimensions, their
reach tears a lot apart. Living on a country
border left me curious all these years, those
lines that I see, seemed artificial all my life,
the faces across the border so similar! Th past
two weeks have answered most questions,
clarified many assumptions. These lines
demarcate the world on both sides, they are
purposely drawn to divide- the lines know the
tragedy to step beyond. A few weeks back,
announcement of war seemed a happy
holiday picture, schooling at rest for a while. I
did not realise that I had been trivialising the
scenario, the lines that earlier seemed

artificial are now the reasons of revolt. But
with this, one forgets what remains between
these lines of terror. In between remains a
world, innocent and playful. A world
connected globally with internet, but
separated locally with lines. Between the
lines lie the same field ready for cultivation,
similar trees shedding leaves, similar faces
full of joy. I write this blog, not to depict the
jeopardy. Neither do I intend to give a count
of gun shots or bomb blasts. It's just that the
orange little creature this time did not
provoke me to catch her within my fist,
because being caught between lines seems
normal until you realise that beyond lines
what seems similar is a mirage. The joy of the
moment is that a butterfly of any colour can
cross the line of division where you catch it in
your fist. This time I decided never to catch
her again.
Pallavi Bais
B.A. (Hons) Sociology II Year
Atul Krishna Binodini Devi Creative
Writing Competition, II position
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Undersie ge

omething is wrong.

Something is terribly
wrong. My life isn't mine
anymore. My home isn't my
home anymore. My school isn't
mine anymore. My parents
aren't my parents anymore.

Even though no one tells me
anything, they say eleven is
such a young age to know such
horrible things, I know
something is going on. My
parents don't play with me
anymore. They don't laugh at
my jokes anymore. They don't
answer my questions anymore.
All they do is talk in hushed
voices after putting me to sleep.
But they don't even know that I
can't sleep anymore. They
wouldn't let me leave the lights
on when I sleep. The moving
shadows outside my window
scare me. They are shapeless
shadows with strange things in
their hands. These shadows are
different. They are not quite the
same shadows as my dad's
when he sits next to me on the
bed and sings me lullabies. Dad

jdme 2016-17

says that the shadows outside
are protecting us. From what, he
wouldn't say, but the shadows
outside are not reassuring. Nor
is my dad's response. They're all
frightening. The shadows and
my dad's silence.

My parents don't let me go
outside to play. They say I can
invite my friends next door to
come and play with me. Or I
can go over to their house.
Mom says she would take me
there. ButI am bored of playing
inside the house. I want to go
outand play.

I just want to get out of my
house. I would even happily go
to school. But our school is
giving us extra preparation
holidays so that we can
perform better in our exams. It
isn't quite like my school to
give a month-long preparation
leave. I ask dad to find out
when they are going to re-open
for our examinations, but dad
says that they will let us know
themselves. Again, that is not
quite like my school.

Some people regularly come to
meet my dad. No, they are not
his friends. They are big men in
uniforms. Quite like the Police's
uniforms. But the Policemen
never scared me. These men do.
Everything has changed.
Nothing is like it was before. At
first I liked this change. No
school. No homework. I could
stay home all day. And so, could
my parents. They said their
office had given them leave to
make a presentation. But now,
these changes are scaring me.
Something is wrong.
Something is terribly wrong. I
want it to change back to what it
was. [ want my life to be my life
again. [ want my home to be my
home again. I want my school
to be my school again. I want
my parents to be my parents
again.

Pooja Jain

B.A. (Hons.) English, II Year
Atul Krishna Binodini Devi
Creative Writing Competition,
III position
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Boo

An translation of Saadat Hasan Manto's Boo

It was around the same time in the rainy
season. The leaves of the peepal: tree outside
the window could be seen getting drenched just
like today. The teakwood bed, which has now
been shifted a little closer to the window, was
bearing the tangled limbs of Randheer with a
country’ woman.

The peepal leaves outside the window were
trembling like a chandelier in the heavy
darkness of the night. It was in the evening,
when after a thorough perusal of the English
newspaper Randheer had come out into the
balcony for some fresh air, that he had noticed
the native woman, who worked in the rope
plantation nearby and was standing under the
tamarind tree to escape the rain. He had then
used his consistent coughs to attract her
attention and had called her up by a gesture of his
hand.

The thing was, he had been enduring his
loneliness for some time now and was fed up of
it. All the young, beautiful Christian women and
girls, that used to be available before at quite
reasonable prices, had now been enlisted in the
British army due to the ongoing world war.
Many of them had opened dance schools in the
fort area, where only the white Europeans could
get an entry. Therefore, Randheer was
melancholic for two reasons: one was that it had
become hard to get access to a Christian tramp,
and the other was that even after being way more
educated, courtly and handsome than the white
soldiers, all the doors to the fort were closed for
Randheer because of the colour of his skin.

Before the war, Randheer had had sexual
relations with various Christian women of
Naagpada and The Taajmahal hotel. He was
more intimately acquainted with these Christian
women, than the foolish Christian men whom
they fashionably romanced and then married.

Randheer had called up that country woman,
who was full of the unabashed and blooming
sensuality of youth, merely to take revenge on

Hazel. Hazel lived in the flat under Randheer’s
and was a proud soldier, who when walked on
the street in her khakhi' uniform, seemed to
demand supplication of every passer-by through
her upheld stance. Randheer always pondered
on the reason behind his strange inclination
towards those Christian tramps. Yes, there was
no doubt about the fact that those women, with a
devil-may-care demeanor, were inclined to
make an easy display of their bodies as well as
their past affairs, but it was as possible for other
young women to have such qualities too.

Of course, when Randheer had called the
country woman to his apartment, he had no
intention whatsoever of sleeping with her. It was
because of his concern regarding the pneumonia
that the woman’s wet clothes could have caused
her that he had said: “Remove these clothes or
you’ll catchacold.”

She had understood what he meant, and her eyes
streaked with the red of blood that was rapidly
pumping in her veins due to bashfulness.
Although, when Randheer took off his dhoti and
offered to her, after pondering on it for a few
moments, she removed her skirt that now
appeared even more dirty because of being wet.
Keeping the skirt aside, she quickly covered her
thighs with the dhoti and tried to remove her
blouse with clenched legs. The knot on the
blouse though, which joined the two corners,
had gotten stuck in the tiny crevice between her
healthy bosom.

After having tried to untangle the rain drenched
knot in vain for some time, she sat down in
defeat and uttered something in Marathi, which
meant, “Whatdo I do? It’s too twisted.”

At this, Randheer sat down beside her and
started trying himself and when it refused to
budge, he grabbed the blouse from both sides
and pulled so hard that the knot slithered open
and caused the abrupt emergence of a pair of
rapidly beating breasts. For amoment, Randheer
imagined as if he himself had moulded a potter’s
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mud into shape on the woman’s chest. The
gentle circumference, the damp warmth, and the
sonorous pulsating of her breasts were similar to
a potter’s freshly made utensils. Her dusky
breasts had caused a strange illumination all
around, somewhere between light and dark, and
due to this luminescence, those protrusions on
her chest seemed to be two oil lanterns floating
on the grubby waters of a pond.

It was around the same time in the rainy season.
The peepal leaves outside the window were
trembling just as today. The rain drenched
clothes of that country woman could be seenin a
dirty heap on the floor as she lay clung to
Randheer’s own body. They lay knotted to each
other that way the whole day. They had barely
exchanged a word; all conversations were being
made through breaths and kisses and touches.
Randheer’s hands roved over her breasts the
whole night like gentle gusts of wind and caused
every part of her body to rustle in a way that
Randheer couldn’t help but mirror. There is no
doubt that his ample experience with women
had made Randheer well aware of such reactions
during sex. He had spent many a nights with his
head resting on the supple bosom of various
women. There had been women who were
carefree and readily talked about even their most
private family matters with him, those who were
bold and did all the work while he enjoyed and
then there had also been those who were
considered vile and perverted by the society
(although he found them quite virtuous). But
this woman, who he had seen standing under the
tamarind tree and whom he had called upstairs
with a gesture of his hand, was different. She
seemed to have a very distinctive, peculiar
odour which was strange to Randheer. He drank
this scent, which he found both pleasant and
unpleasant at the same time, all night through
her body as if he wanted it to become a part of his
own self.

Randheer had wondered all night about how far

away he would have felt from the woman in his
arms had it not been for this. This smell, which
was now flowing in every crease and crevice of
his senses, had found a place for itself in each
memory and experience that he had felt or was
yet to feel.
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They appeared to have coalesced into a single
entity through the smell, Randheer and the
woman. This union had sent them into the kind
of tranquillity that comes with utter satisfaction;
with a presence of wholeness. A satisfaction that
was eternal despite being momentary. A
satisfaction that was stable and strong despite
being subjected to a constant change. They had,
together, become a truth that would have been
visible even from the vacuum of the universe.

This smell, which was emanating from the
woman’s body so powerfully, was one that
Randheer understood well but could not define.
Something like the soft scent of freshly watered
mud but not exactly, something different.
Something he couldn’t put down with one point
of his finger. It was not adulterated with any
perfumes or lavender but was natural. Earthly
and pure like the redolence of lovemaking.

Randheer hated the odour of sweat. So much so,
that he made sure to use talcum even after taking
a bath to remove all traces of the stench from his
body. It was a matter of extreme surprise,
therefore, that he did not feel any such
reservations in kissing that woman’s bushy
armpits; not once but countless times. In fact, it
induced him with an inexorable peace which
made him feel as if he knew the smell. Made him
feel as if he recognized it, understood what it
meant but would not be able to ever explain to
someone else.

It was around the same time in the rainy season.
The leaves of the peepal tree were bathing in the
rain the same way as he gazed outside the
window. The air was rippled and the darkness
was laced with a passive, faded illumination in
the downpour. It had been the same time in the
rainy season when Randheer’s room had but one
single bed made of teakwood. It was now joined
with another such bed and there was even a new
dressing table in the corner. The suspended light
of'the stars was coming down with raindrops in a
similar manner, only this time the air was filled
with the strong odour of henna. The bed beside
him was empty as Randheer laid on his own, his
attention focused on the dancing leaves outside.

A fair skinned woman shifted closer to him with
a vain attempt at hiding her naked body under



the sheets. Her crimson silk salwar was laying
on the empty bed along with her other clothes-
her flower printed top, bodice, under-garment
and a cry of want that he had inhaled in the smell
of that country woman. A cry which no longer
occupied a space even in his dreams, but had
gone silent.

Randheer was gazing out the window. The
leaves were dancing very close to him as he tried
to locate something beyond their quivers and
into the strange, lighted hues of the clouds. It
reminded him of the repressed but clear
illumination which the bosom of that woman
radiated, as if the light and dark were having a
whispered conversation with each other.

A fair woman, who was as soft to touch as flour
kneaded in milk and whose breasts had the
delicate texture of butter, was lying next to
Randheer. That young woman’s young,naked
body was giving out a scent of henna that
seemed to have become stale and tired. This
dying, saturated smell was very unpleasant for
him. It seemed to have the sour and restless
quality of a constipated system.

As he looked at the woman lying beside him,
Randheer could see blemishes and marks
floating on her skin as in separated milk and...
that strong odour of henna. Actually, it was the
inherent smell that he had encountered in that
country woman, which had taken over his mind
and thoughts. That smell, which was far more
gentle and sweet than the scent of henna and did
not require the effort of smelling it but rather
found its way automatically to one’s senses.

There was a layer of silver dust on the woman’s
jet black hair. This layer, along with her
powdered and blushed cheeks was producing an
effect that was dull. A nameless, bland colour.
Her red bodice had left various blemishes on her
fair chest. Her breasts were milky white with a
little bit of blue in them.

Randheer had had the similar thought many
times now, as he gazed at her: why did it not
seem as if he had taken her out of a closed
wooden box, just now? Her naked, young body
had marks and scratches just as the ones that
generally appeared on books and utensils made
of china. Randheer had seen tender stretch

marks on her chest and back as he had taken off
her bodice and there were marks of the tight
elastic on all sides of her waist. Wearing the
heavy and pointed necklace for a long time had
leftlong scratches on her neck too.

It was the same time around rainy season. The
sound reverberating from the impact of the rain
on the tender peepal leaves was similar to the
one Randheer had listened to, that night. The
weather was beautiful. A cool breeze was
flowing outside and it was laden with the heavy
scent of henna today. Randheer’s hands roved
over that woman’s milky breasts for a long time
like gusts of wind. His fingers had witnessed
many a tremors running through her fair body.
He had also noticed the shivers embedded in
various places on her delicate form. When he
had brought their chests together, every raised
hair on Randheer’s body had heard the plucked
strings of hers. But where had that sound
disappeared?

Randheer’s hand traversed her milky body as a
last attempt, but felt no quivers. His brand new
wife, who was as delicate as a flower, who was
also the daughter to a first class magistrate and
the heartbeat of quite a few in her college, failed
to touch any part of Randheer’s conscious and
desires. In her scent of henna, he was searching
for that same smell which, around similar days
when the peepal leaves bathed in the rain outside
the window, had arisen from the filthy form of
that country woman.
Mansi Arora
B.A. (Hons.) English, II Year

EEN
(Footnotes)
' Smell, used for both pleasant and unpleasent
* Ficus

’ From arural setting
* Official uniform- of a soldier/policeman
* Akind of garment for the lower body in India, like a flowing pant
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Mulberry Trees

hushan Singh had just been on his way to the loo when he received the phone

call he was not waiting to receive. It had been the hottest day of that summer in
Delhi. He had drawn all the soft, thick curtains which his dearest son had scrounged
for hours in Kirti Nagar just to get the green-cream colour which soothed the space
above his wrinkled brow the most, and yet, the day outside was bright enough to
make it impossible to allow a dark room in the house. Outside, in the middle of the
day, the roads wore a deserted look. With the constant buzzing he had just started to
hear in his right ear a few days ago, coupled with the noise coming from the luxury
sedan commercial on the television (“aride as smooth as a sigh, wherever you go”),
the sad screeching of the ceiling fan, and the low humming of the air conditioner, he
could hardly make out the ringing of the cell phone. His granddaughter had gifted it
to him the previous month on the occasion of his seventy eighth birthday.

He dropped the rolled-up newspaper he had been planning to take with him on the
rather fashionable glass-and-steel coffee table in the sitting room, and sat down on
the couch. He couldn't find his glasses, but he did not need to see the number to
know where the call was coming from. He put the television on mute, and pressed
the faintly-visible green button on his phone. He knew, he had known for a while.

“He's gone”, said a woman's low-pitched, broken voice reluctantly. “It would be
greatif you could come and visit. There was no friend he valued more than you.” No
dramatic tears dropped from Bhushan Singh's eyes. He did not gasp and he did not
look down. Instead, he just let out a smooth sigh. This had been long
expected.“Take care of your mother, Adiba. She was his favourite child. I'll try to be
there as soon as I can”, he replied. He heard a sob from the other side and was just
about to cut the call when he heard,“He asked me to tell you something a few hours
before he went. He could barely speak so I'm not sure if this is what he said. He said
that he stole the watch and buried it.”

Bhushan Singh was at a sudden loss. The words made him feel a light, bubbling
feeling he hadn't felt in what seemed like his entire lifetime. His brain zapped back
to the earliest of memories he had had, stopping at an image in the long thread of his
remembrance that stood out perfectly clear amongst the rest of the muddled
narratives. He mumbled a small “thank you”, cut the call, and let his nimble body
bury itself in the cushioning of the couch as his mouth remained propped open. It
had been some of those particularly rainy days in October that end up making it to
newspaper records, and he was eleven years old. Farooq was obviously ten, and
obviously a little more stupid in Bhushan's eyes. As Farooq's thin, slightly longer
legs (“Slightly? I'm at least two inches taller than you, Bhushan!”) climbed up the



low bench to reach out to ripe, black mulberries,
Bhushan had other things going on in his mind.
His eyebrows formed two thin, heavy arch-
shapes, and he could not get rid of his smirk
despite the muddied slippers which were going to
land him into trouble with his mother later that
evening.

Farooq and Bhushan had grown up like the only
two brothers in the neighbouring homes amongst
an army of siblings they apparently seemed to
have. Farooq's father was one of the lucky ones to
still have a two generation-old bakery in Old
Delhi, thanks to the influence that Bhushan's
father had in the market, who had shifted to Delhi
to take up odd-jobs and slowly moved to trade
instead of bangle-making. He made a fortune
bigger than he had ever imagined out of it. The
fathers never failed to tell the sons that their bond
ran in their bloods. They grew up to believe it.
“What are you so happy about?”, Farooq asked
Bhushan as he handed him over a bunch of
mulberries. Farooq put his bunch in his mouth all
at once, having taken the little branch off
beforehand, feeling a burst of the sweet flavour
of’berries in his mouth. He had kept the more ripe
ones for himself. “Is it the gift you kept telling
me about? Did you finally get it?”

Bhushan flashed out all his mulberry-smeared
teeth. “Yes, and you won't believe what it is.” He
straightened his chest, and proudly pulled a
wristwatch from the pockets of his shorts. Ithad a
round and fairly big dial for an eleven-year-old's
thin wrist, with small lines instead of numbers
and arrow-shaped hands. The strap was made of
thin black leather.

“It's exactly like the one that father wears”,
Bhushan exclaimed. “Do you know what this
means, Farooq? It means I'm a grown up! See,
grown-ups are not given toys. They are given
these watches with round dials. Father knows I'm
smart enough to figure out the time without the
numbers. He knows I'm the smartest of them all.”

Farooq grinned back at him. “Of course, you're
the smartest. But hey, grown-ups don't pick
mulberries from trees and eat them right there,
either. They don't play in their backyards. Go
home and read the newspaper, why don't you?”
Farooq snickered teasingly through the speech,
and stuck his tongue out to Bhushan after that.

Bhushan's chest slumped a little, and the smirk
finally disappeared from his face. “You know
what? You're right. From now on, I'm going to act
like a grown up, too. Come and join me so that
you get your own watch,” he said, rushing angrily
through the words while trying to deepen his
voice. Then, he dropped the mulberries on the
ground, slowly crushed them with his foot, and
walked homewards. He did not realise that
Farooq wasn't following him. He kept the watch
on his wrist the entire day, and went to sleep,
content, after keeping it besides his pillow. Two
days had gone by and he had tried to bring Farooq
to his room to do important things that grown-ups
were supposed to do. Farooq would look at him
with his lip slightly turning to the left with
contempt and walk out in about five seconds.
Bhushan Singh watched him pick mulberries the
two afternoons, sitting by his window, with pen
in hand and an empty diary from his father in
front of him, and the big wristwatch on his hand.
He would never forget keeping it besides his
pillow before he went to sleep. One day, he woke
up and found the watch gone. Farooq was
obviously there handing him mulberries that
afternoon, after Bhushan had had the entire house
ripped apart by all of his siblings and had cried to
no end.

Farooq had lost his mother, a sister and two
brothers when he had travelled to Lahore a few
years after that, when they had started setting
houses everywhere on fire. Obviously, when the
hoard of about sixty refugees had left,
newcomers had found Farooq's perfectly
colonially designed mansion and had their family
live there for three generations.

Farooq had found Bhushan Singh's phone
number only ten years ago, and they had never
missed a day of their hourly phone calls, even
when Farooq got really sick. He was the younger
one, Bhushan Singh thought that afternoon in
Delhi. He was the stupider one. Bhushan Singh
ran his right index finger on his left wrist where
there was no watch, went to the loo and never
called his dearest son to ask him to arrange his
trip to Lahore.

ISHITA PASRICHA
B.A. (Hons.) English, I1I Year
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It was a

Cold winter Moming

It was a cold winter morning, the rain from last night bathed the valley, glistening as thousand
pieces of moon, descended to fair the wrinkled waters, traveling distances in reflections, like a
broken glass reflects an image; complete and yet in pieces. The fog subsumed the lake into an ocean
while the mountains guarded its ambitions. One wonders what is was about the scene that was so
unsettling, perhaps there was a sense of ending that the scene portrayed, the last page of a novel
where the character fades into the surroundings, or the surroundings faintly discern the emotions of
its characters, much like this narrative. The stroke of mystery added by the clouds resting over the
waters extended disbelief. Most magical incidents would have been at home here. It's queer how
places like these, where one can be alone, where nights are desolate, natural, one is at ease with the
marvellous. A smile revisited her face , it seemed awkward on her, peculiar, almost a disguise, how
many little wrinkles at the sides of the eyes , small curls on the cheek , could change the appearance.
Marvellous as I called it, she was strangely beautiful like a first draft with all its flaws and scribbles.
She pulled her jacket to hide the bruises, looking out of the window, her breath misted the glass, she
wiped it, not hastily but rather romantically. She stared into the vague reflection of her eyes, as if
assuring, they seemed at peace, and on the outside the moving landscape came to a halt.

Tearing herself from the view she looked at the bus conductor, the driver turned on the lights, she felt
uncomfortable, her eyes at ease with darkness struggled in the light, the passengers who were
sleeping through the journey cringed, she looked at her watch, it was broken, it froze at 4:52 am.
With quiet steps she got out of the bus, wrapping herself. “Ma'am is someone coming to receive
you?”, the conductor enquired, inspecting the desolated, dark and cold stop. “Huh?”, she eyed him in
a questioning manner. “It's dark still and I don't see any auto rickshaws. Will you be safe? Is someone
coming for you?” She narrowed her eyes again as the bus conductor's concern was rather surprising
to her. She kept staring at his face and the fear coming to her could now be traced on the lines of her
countenance, as if she had now realized where she was. He appeared unreal like a memory partly
forgotten. She kept her eyes on him as he whispered, “Madam”. “Madam”, he startled her again,
“This is my last stop.” She murmured to herself, “There are no choices now”, and wondered if it was
agood or abad thing.

“I will find my way, thank you”, she addressed him almost mechanically, as if it was all rehearsed.
She quivered, eyes brimmed with tears. One could read the helplessness carved on her face. Most of
her life tortured by anxiety, it was now the impending, approaching certainty that crumbled her; life
provided choices. How vulgar we deem them to be. If only we were aware that they are the only kind
of freedom or the illusion of freedom available to us. Recovering from her reverie she unpaused the
stillness, aware that she can't delay the crisis anymore. The conductor reluctantly whistled away the
bus and the lights of the fading locomotive melted into the spectrum of chandeliered mountains,
percolating the endless star-studded sky. It dawned upon her that this was the final vision, it's here
that she passed the judgement on the world; rejected it. This consciousness smeared inside her
emotions, she doubted she would ever feel again. The moment weighed on her, the darkness around
was entering her, eliminating her, she was vanishing, her substance was becoming thinner, she could
see through herself, yet the movement forward didn't cease. Every step traced the previous
impression, mocking her for she discovered that she had lost the ability to create new ones, she
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pressed her feet harder as if a little renewed pattern on the wet ground would assure her that she still
exists. It was cold, she remembered how she walked this track, irritated of getting her feet drowned
in the wet soil, hugging herself to beat the cold while all the time laughing at her gesture to keep
herself warm when she intended to bid the final farewell. She kept moving forward, giving out
repressed, agonized wails; a habit, still clinging, I deciphered. Not ceasing her steps, she placed her
fading hand in front of herself, the mark on her hand could still be seen. 12 years old, she was cycling
down a steep slope, feeling the wind on her face (that later would enliven a trail of experiences
turning into memories growing up; one of her favourite stops during the bus ride), closed her eyes
and crashed. She did linger on the good memories, the bad ones had flashed passed the window. If it
was otherwise, maybe she wouldn't have been so divided right now. She remembered how the
gesture of the conductor had made her reconsider, how the pause was difficult to overcome, but she
had swallowed her doubts with a last desperate rather pathetic attempt at a phone call, reassitring the
disappointing nature of communication. Labouring forward now half wanting to reach, a profound
sadness of a different nature engulfed her. It was connected to a song that was playing in her head,
another stop she had spent a good time at. That song would play every morning in a neighbour's
house as she would wait for her school bus. She shared a revulsion for school like many during her
primary years. With tears she would hope every day that the bus would take her to her mother posted
somewhere else. She would earnestly eye the road and it would break her as the bus would take the
other turn. The occasion today was different but she was overwhelmed, she was connected to the
child in helplessness, and yet another road had taken her away from her mother.

It was still sadness, that strong persistent state, that could in her ephemerality make her say “I am”.
The motion forward was unrestrained now. She looked around to photograph all the beauty, the more
she swallowed it, the more it erased what was hers. The wind on her face that she could barely feel,
did smuggle a smile. The certainty was near and she could see it. For long had she contained herself,
now she screamed, a released wail, which if had substance would have echoed, but it released her
matter, she was translucent now, smoothening the lines on her distressed forehead. Overcome by
acceptance and resolve, she addressed the residue of herself lying prostrate on the ground; she
mirrored those dead eyes. It was like a painting, still and artfully discoloured. Those eyes still
consumed the sky. Her vanishings touched the material and then annihilated into nonexistence. The
watch started again, 4:53 am, and moving, the stillness had now changed its host.

SHRIYA SHARMA
B.A. (Hons.) English, I1I year

Mani Dixit
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The Art of Letting Go

Life has never been a bed of roses for anyone, it is a gripping amalgamation of the
sweet and sour, of achievements and failures. Happy memories of past bring warm,
fuzzy feelings of comfort and contentment, but it is the failures, the heartbreaks, and
the pitfalls that trouble our mind the most. It is human nature to always keep dwelling
on the bad, to overthink about the past that we have been a part of. Sometimes so
much that as years pass us by, and we are still stuck in the past, unable to forget it and
move on. There is nothing wrong with remembering the past, however staying in
past, and the inability to look ahead for a better future call for our attention. But, to let
go of the troubled past, and to learn from our mistakes is almost an art. Just like a
painting requires a lot of work, and practice, to come out as beautiful. Similarly, to
move on and look ahead is so difficult a task, but satisfying when done, that it is
almost an art in itself, and it needs to be mastered.

We all have bad relationships, failures, stressful friendships, losing our loved ones,
and other painful things that hurt us every time we think of it. We all remember
everything that we went through in the past, but seldom think of the things that one
learns from it. Just like while painting, an artist sometimes uses the wrong colours,
which ruin his work of art, but that does not stop him for painting more. In fact, he
remembers from his past mistake, and looks ahead and continues to paint a better
painting without committing the same mistake again. What we need to understand is
that the good and bad are a part of the life, we should look back at our past and learn
from it and move ahead and be a better version of ourselves than we were in the past.
It is the past that is irreversible and changeless, but our future, however is like clay,
we can shape in the way we want. So, don't be unfair to yourself by depriving
yourself of a better life ahead just because of some low points, rather look ahead and
make your life full of happiness.
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SONALI SINGH
B.A. (Hons.) Philosophy, III Year

Darkness Compromised

An abandoned column, where darkness spread in enviable ease, dilated pupils chronicled shades of
her, recorded her nourishing shapes and forms otherwise enveloped in light. Eyes, a pair of them
claiming a dominant presence radiating with white light, the reflection of moon, trespassing the fold
of her skirts, oh, she is compromised. She fostered the movements, the creatures, denied society in
coloured visibility, engulfed them in her own being, the nameless became her landscape, became the
shadows that contributed to her name, nights were her dominion and she died every day in
agreement, rays of light arrowed her into dimmed existence, reaching annihilation. She returned at
nights, betrayed, changed with tattered clothing, as lamps flickered into existence she was bereaved
of hers. Now she senses intrusion, her waning reign, she has often conversed with the stars of their
end, and the end of all she housed, the cancer of society's day tactfully ignored, dressed in dirt. She
has creeped into corners, in crevices, crawled in cramped places, exploited abused; expanding and
contracting shadows dictated by time suggest she still breathes.
SHRIYA SHARMA
B.A.(Hons.) English, I1I Year
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Change

Looking through that glass

which I had thought

showed me my own self;

Isitthere staring at my face, deeming itugly
realising that this is not what  actually am

That dire feeling which often arises in me now but the one which was not there before. Before I got
that burnt scar on my face. The acid that had lent me this scar is gone, but the scar still burns and
reminds others of my perceived character and me of my sheer folly. The folly that [ had committed
long time back but which had left its impact, deep embedded into my consciousness. The impact
which was so severe that my self, my soul had lost all its power. And here I sit now, contemplating
these sombre thoughts and wondering where [ had gone wrong.

But I can't go on like this all day long, so I put on my earphones and try to groove to the tune of some
long forgotten song which, for some reason, had been extremely popular but for a very short time.
The pop song shuffles to a sad one and as its tune tinkles in my ears, my wandering mind slowly leads
me into a pull full of murky thoughts. These are the thoughts which I know would make me feel like
shooting regrets at a long lost goal; remind me of the past which will drip through those bruised
memories on which sympathy infused balms do not work. These are the wounds that never seem to
heal. But then, the tune changes And as this new one seems to engulf me, I try to paddle out of that
deep pit of dismal thoughts.

Tune after tune, I move from realm to realm of the same memory but with a different shade every time.

Consciously letting every feeling seep inside, I can't be anything but amazed at this wonderful
change; the subtle newness which we all gain with every passing moment but still don't actually
realize the acute pastness of this present passing moment, and tirelessly wait, or sometimes fear from
that 'present' which is still yet to come.

The pleasure and pain for my present moment remain the same until...the beat changes and triggers a
new thought-ripple in me.

I'again look at that glass,

as it stares at my scar and not so nicely bandaged wound,

Both at the same time.

I'try to smile. The scar wrinkles, but I see the glow of my healed present shining through it.

The past which had tried to become more present, and the not so beautiful but soothing present
lurking behind somewhere (not powerful enough to face that dire past), now come forth moment by
moment; bit by bit, asking me to come off as a hero and not just a victim of this shade of a life.

Istill sit there, but smiling now at the same 'self' which I had just been melancholic with, or rather as.
Maybe I should get up and take a'SELFIE', something which others think I can't be fond of.
But you know what, [ do loveiit.

And that too without FILTERS.
VARUNA
B.A. (Hons.) English, II Year
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The real MOt1Ve behind the
'Demonetization’' drive

On 9th November 2016, India lost 86% of its monetary base. The pre-
emptive intention given by PM Modi for the demonetization of Rs 500
and Rs 1000 note has been to eliminate black money accumulated from money
laundering and terrorist financing activities, and eradicate counterfeit money.
Letus understand why this move has purely different inherent goals.

1. Cashless Economy

India is a country where 90% of all the transactions are in cash. This is due to
the large informal sector, which employs 90% of the workforce. These workers
receive wages in cash and make all their expenditures in cash. Most of them
don't even have a bank account. These people are not the hoarders of black
money. Numerous people who are employing other people in the informal or
unorganized sector, micro- or small industries, cash lubricates their business. If
cash supply chain is broken, people will lose jobs. India cannot become a
cashless society unless its informal sector transforms to digital payments.
Demonetization is a 'radical reform' to transform India into a cashless society.
The government has been artful in quelling the resistance to such a forceful
move by creating a perception of this transition as a campaign against black
money and corruption. There is nothing in this move that controls the process
to generate black money. This step only checks the stock of black money and
not the flow which is the root cause. Besides, most of the black money is kept in
the form ofland, buildings or gold or kept abroad. Only a mere fraction of black
money (4 percent) is kept as cash.

Who are the beneficiaries of cashless economy?

1. State: The immediate outcome of cashless economy would be a sharp
rise in indirect tax compliance. People routinely use cash to avoid paying
service tax, VAT, sales tax etc. This mindset needs to be changed if the
GSTregimeis to actually work.

2. Finance Capital: At present, the low-income households mainly
access credit through informal route. The increase in loanable funds has
occurred in two phases. The first step was the mass opening of bank
accounts under the Pradhan Mantri Jan Dhan Yojana to promote financial
inclusion and in reverse, channel personal income (wages or cash
transfers) to financial markets via insurance and pension schemes such
as Pradhan Mantri Suraksha Bima Yojana and Atal Pension Yojana. The
second step is the forced deposit (after demonetization) through which
money in Jan Dhan accounts can serve as a fresh source of liquidity for
financial institutions.

3. Digital Sector: Digital payment apps and e-wallet companies have
seen record downloads and deposits post demonetization.



The ceiling on cash withdrawals despite long queues at ATMs suggest that the demonetization is not so
much about the destruction of black money or fake currency or even recapitalization of banks as it is for
combating cash.

2. Lower inflation and lower interest rate for economic growth

Demonetization of higher value currency notes has hit consumption expenditure. The downward trend
in CPl s likely to further accentuate due to this move. The major contributor to the slowdown in CPI in
November was food and beverages. Food inflation slowed to 2.56 percent in November. While food
inflation declined, core inflation remained stable indicating no immediate impact of demonetization.
While demand decreased with a shortage of cash in hands of consumers, the resulting lower inflation
will help to achieve the inflation target and provide space for interest rate cut in the coming months.
Moreover, the increased deposits of commercial banks imply that there will be a decrease in lending
rates (interest rate will decline as a result of higher money supply due to high deposits) plus fiscal
deficit. The lower borrowing cost will increase investment. Basically, the possible shift from
consumption to investment demand will enhance future growth prospects.

The important question is once the currencies come into the banking system, how is this money used for
health, education, waiving off farmers' loans, public welfare activities, and other social programmes.
The worst hit by demonetization are the small farmers, sellers, merchants, daily wage labourers who are
suffering because of lack of proper planning, intelligence and foresight such as recalibration of ATM
machines. Such a slower pace of “remonetization” as seen in a low limit on cash withdrawals and
therefore long queues in front of ATMs has made life miserable for people. Many have died in the
queues while waiting to claim their own earned income. The poor is the obvious victim. Another
important question is: Who is to be blamed for this collateral damage? Are we ready to accept it for the
proposed ex-ante benefits of sudden demonetization? Mr. Prime Minister claims that it is a war against
black money. But even a war has certain rules.
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EEN
Analysis of Rights of Persons with Disabilities
Bill, 2014: Ensuring Effective Justice to the
Disabled

ersons with disabilities are considered as 'inferior' in Indian society and even become a subject of

mockery by others. There is a need to change the mindset of people regarding PwDs and consider
them as equal. They are as ‘normal’ as any other human being and should be treated as such. They have
every right to go to the same schools, colleges, public places and offices as any other person, which is
necessary for their overall development. By sending a disabled child to special schools, we are
segregating them and snatching from them the opportunity to study, live, enjoy and grow in the real
sense. Besides moral and ethical values, their education and contribution at workplace is vital for the
economic growth of a country. As per the NSSO report 2002, the estimated number of PwD in India was
1.85 crores i.e 1.85% of the population. The contribution of this huge population in the development

process is essential for the economy.
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Firstly, we need to understand that why people consider PwD as a burden? Why 50% of Indians still
believe that they are the 'curse of God (according to a report prepared by World Bank in October 2007)?

Poverty and lack of awareness are the key words to answer this. 75% of the families with a disabled
member are poor with low consumption and fewer assets. The UN incorporated a convention on rights
to PwDs in 2007 to which India is a signatory. Its objective was to promote, protect and ensure the full
and equal enjoyment of all human beings & fundamental freedoms by all PwDs and promote respect for
their inherent dignity. The Rights of Persons with Disabilities (RPD) Bill, 2014 is a part of India's
obligation towards the United Nation convention on Rights of persons with disabilities (UNCRPD). It
repeals and replaces the PwD (Equal opportunities Protection of Rights full participation) Act, 1995.

Why RPD Bill, 2014 is better than PwD Act, 1995?

Narrow definition— Under PWD Act, PwDs were defined on medical grounds as persons having 40%or
more of any of the seven disabilities — blindness, low vision, leprosy, hearing impairment, locomotor
disability and mental illness.

PwD Act lays almost equal emphasis on special schools (for children with disabilities) and inclusive
schools whereas the RPD Bill strongly supports the integration of disabled children into an inclusive
education framework. All versions of educational institutions funded or recognized by the government
have a duty to provide inclusive education. At least 55% of the seats should be reserved for benchmark
disabilities in institutions of higher education. All existing public buildings shall be made accessible for
disabled persons within 5 years. Amar Jyoti School in Delhi is a good example which promotes
inclusive education by providing facilities like ramps (for children in wheelchair) and special trained
teachers for disabled students (deaf/ blind).

The Bill attempts to bring India in line with the 21st century understanding of PwDs as captured in the
UNCRPD.

The Bill also provides financial incentives to employers for employing PWDs. The new clause states
that any employer with 20 or more employees of whom more than 5% are disabled shall be eligible to
deduct from his taxable income, an amount equal to the salary of the disabled employees above 5%. On
the other hand, if less than 5% of PwDs are employed, the employer shall be required to add to his
taxable income an amount equivalent to the salary of employees to the extent of shortfall in the 5%.

The approach of providing inclusive education is desirable but risky since there is no transition plan to
move a set up with adequate numbers of trained teachers and proper infrastructure. Moreover, most
entitlements relating to education and employment under the Bill are only for persons with benchmark
disabilities. The restricted list of 19 disabilities would still not cover hundreds of other disabilities like
lack of colour perception (colour blindness).

The initiative of RPD Bill, is a welcome step by the government it must address these problems and
elaborate the long term strategy for inclusive education and welfare of Persons with Disabilities.
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The Travails of
Being a Dalit Woman

Returning to my memories of childhood trips to my village, I find a
perfect picture of something unusual yet so common. At some
distance from my ancestral house is a patch of land, where some kutcha
or half built houses are located. Women in their tattered sarees are busy
cleaning aluminum utensils. The girl children are either helping them or
catching fish along with boys at the drain: the filthy dark coloured water.
Once, some of them came to work on my grandpa's death anniversary.
The women were referred to as 'kamaini' by my aunt. I got confused
whether it was their name. My aunt laughed at me and told this how they
are addressed. I requested her to address them by their names. When my
aunt asked one of them about her name on my insistence, she just smiled
at me without replying. Who was she?

Another instance is that of a city, where a party was organised. A woman
came there with her child. Everybody was served in disposable plates.
But the inadequacy of disposable glasses led the daughter-in-law of that
Rajputana household to serve water in a steel glass. On learning this, the
head of the house, the mother-in-law, threw the glass away. What could
be the reason behind it? Women cleaning dry latrines in villages or maids
being removed once their identity is known, are other instances that have
raised questions in my mind.

Who are these women? They are the 'Dalits'. In fact, they carry the
burden of gross disadvantages because they are not just Dalits but also
'Dalit Women.' They are the most ignored, disempowered and unheard
voices of our country. The aforementioned instances explain the curse of
being a Dalit in this country. As women, they are victims of patriarchy
and also of instances like rapes, dowry, and physical assaults, which are
common experiences of their existence. Thus women, who are already
second-class citizens in India, lose their identity and dignity of a human
being once it is revealed that they are dalits. They are weighed down
under the burden of being dalits and women. Nivedita Menon in her book
Gender and Politics explains how upper caste women's privileges and
position are also acquired at the expense of dalit women's exploitation.
Women have been made ‘goddesses’.

But thisrank doesn't include dalit women. As they are born from the feet
of 'Brahma', they can't become goddesses or 'avatars' of goddesses. The
reign of Mughal rulers and Britishers witnessed no change in the status of
lower caste people. Though the Self-Respect movement launched by
Periyar, and other caste movements initiated by leaders like Narayana
Guru et cetera addressed the issues of lower caste people, they could not
alter the circumstances of these people to a great extent . Even after so
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many years of independence, most of them are
deprived of education. That is one of the reasons
why one rarely finds books on dalit women and
their Literature.

Sanskritization further aggravates the oppression
of these dalit women. M.N. Srinivas, the most
eminent Indian sociologist, points out how it led
to dalit men treating dalit women as subordinated
beings and not as their co-workers. Even dowry
cases have been common among them. One may
defend women's position in the Dalit community.
However, patriarchy exists here too.

One of the instances of patriarchy is when dalit
girls are seen as a curse in their families. Irene
Frain's book on Phoolan , a dalit woman who
was raped and who became a bandit to take
revenge from thakurs, and Shantabai Kamle,
another dalit woman in her essay “Manjya Jal
Macchi Chitrakatha” tell how their family saw
them no more than a burden. Another instance of
patriarchy can be seen in the bitter reality of
manual scavenging. Manual Scavenging is all
about women picking up human excreta with
their hands to clean the dry latrines.

Balmiki women are the ones to do it. Women
after their marriage are gifted a broom and a
basket by their mother-in-laws. Women have to
carry human waste with their hands unlike men
who go out to work. The extent of oppression
can be understood from the words of Balmiki
women I met. One of them said, "We're driven
like dogs.”

Other instances of patriarchy can be witnessed
in Viramma's story, which is written by Jean Luc
Racine. Viramma is a rural woman who sings
very well and lives in a village in southern India.
She tells how dalit women are threatened by
divorce if they raise their voice against their
husbands.

Another instance of subordination in their
communities is evident in the way they are
oppressed by their husband and mother- in-law'.
From Raj Kumar's “Dalit Narratives,” Sumitra
Bhave's “Pan on Fire” we learn that dalit women
face conflictual situations with their mother-in-
laws , especially if their husbands tend to
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support their wives. Even their health is at risk as
they often work during pregnancy in health
hazardous conditions.

However, the condition worsens when they
come out of their houses as dalit women. They
have to often work at faraway places to fill the
bellies of their families. They are often
subjected to sexual assaults at their workplace.
For instance, Viramma talks openly about it by
telling how upper caste men in work places,
doctors in hospitals think of dalit women as
women who would jump on bed once they
whistle. Even she vents out her anger by saying
how the so called upper caste men practise
untouchability in daytime, but are ready to
intercourse with dalit women during nights.

In rural areas these women are allowed to enter
the upper caste areas on the occasion of deaths
and marriages to work or to clean dry latrines.
Here upper caste men and women call them by
using derogatory terms like Balti Wali ,Kamai
Pakhana for manual scavengers and Kamaini for
other dalit women. Neither at homes nor at
workplace, they are addressed as human beings.

The maids are removed from employment if the
upper caste women come to know about them
being manual scavengers. Sometimes, these
dalit women are not offered medical assistance
when they are pregnant, just because they are
untouchables. These things have been pointed
out by Bhasa Singh in her book The Unseen.

A reading of such narratives reveals how the

world of dalit women is rife with problems., so

much so that find themselves disadvantaged
even within the world of women.

NIDHI

B.A. (Hons.) Sociology, I Year
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The Bindi,
Khadi and Literature

he kurta clad man with his 'jhola’ has often been associated with literature, mostly poetry,

irrespective of the geographical region and/ or the linguistic context he belongs to. Coming
from 'The City of Joy,' I assume (and I say this without any factual evidence) that this image of the
amateur poet/writer is still prevalent mostly in West Bengal. When a certain image gradually takes
over the headspace of the common population, it forms a niche for itself and then gradually turns into
a tradition. And that is how, very slowly, certain sartorial fashions have emerged alongside literary
festivals.

On a recent visit to the Jaipur Literature Festival 2017, I was awed by the lovely sarees that a lot of
women donned during the festival, their beautiful kurtas, Indo-western outfits, elaborate bindis,
accessories, jewelleries, shoes and so much more. It was a completely new experience for me.
Clearly, the JLF attracts not just bibliophiles, but also people, coming from affluent backgrounds,
who are either directly or indirectly associated with the festival and set certain fashion trends for the
lit fest.

jdme 2016-17



This is something that we, as students of Literature have subconsciously done in our college events too.
The whole idea of wearing a kurta and bindi to an event that has anything to do with literature, perhaps,
stems from this fashion trend. To be honest, this is not a problematic trend and is something that must
be in my opinion, gladly accepted.

This is just a sign of how Literature is gradually getting commercialised, which is important to keep it
alive, to keep it thriving amongst the diversified crowd. Khadi, a sign of Indian heritage is already
popular amongst the youth and one of the major reasons behind it is the association of Khadi with
Literature. In fact, it has almost become a fashion statement. An alternative business has cropped up in
the name of Literature. However, the problem arises when pretention takes over actual interest in writing.

The pretensions of sartorial interest should not overwhelm one to an extent that the essence of literary
interest disappears.

So, next time, you plan to visit a literary festival or a book fair, wear the kurta you've consciously
planned for the day, but also, make sure you learn something from the event, pick up that one book that
catches your eye and make sure you read it. It's important that you remember, the kurta clad man
carrying a jhola, was a struggling artist once, that he worked hard, trying to find a space for himself
within the literary world and academia. If you are keen to emulate this so-called fashion trend, you must

also respect the essence which it stands for or represents.

ASMITA BHATTACHARYA
B.A. (Hons.) English, II Year

In the Mood for Love -

an Analysis

ong Kar-Wai is one of those writer-

directors who become auteurs of their
creations. That is, they have an influence so
strong on the project they're working on, that
they end up gaining an authorial position over it.
Famous for his distinct, freshly ambiguous
approach towards filmmaking (that is whispered
to the viewer in nuances) the Hong Kong based
director is believed to have been a strong
influence on Barry Jenkins' directional
techniques in his recent, academy award
winning work, Moonlight.

Kar-Wai has a long list of critically acclaimed
movies in his repertoire. He regularly takes
chances that border on professional suicide,
whether that means following up the very
popular Chungking Express and its semi-sequel
Fallen Angels with an intense, erotic narration of
a gay relationship in 1997's Happy Together, or
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following up his rapturously received 2000 tale
of unrequited love (In The Mood For Love) with
2046, a famously troubled, informal sequel that
implemented science-fiction elements. I
discovered him about a year ago with his
Hollywood debut My Blueberry Nights and was
completely fascinated by its beautiful
picturization and the most subtle kind of
direction that Kar-Wai employs. As I explored
more of his work, I got more and more interested
in trying to deconstruct the ways in which he
manages to create an effect so powerful on the
audience that one can end up feeling the wind
that is blowing the protagonist's air in the night.

In the Mood for Love is a movie that completely
blew my mind; not only through its brilliant use
of silences to communicate the most crucial of
sentiments or situations, but also through its
representation of the smoke laden tensions of



the characters' individual toils, as well as those
of the busy streets of Hong Kong itself. It's the
story of two married couples who happen to rent
rooms in the adjacent homes of older couples in
1960s Hong Kong. The film focuses on the
husband of one couple Mr. Chow and the wife of
the other, Mrs. Chan, as they both gradually
discover that their spouses are cheating on them
with each other. They then try to deal with the
situation by evading confrontation and creating
a kind of a fantasy, where they try to understand
the situation by acting like their cheating
spouses; something that is bound to be doomed
and is in constant threat of discovery and gossip.

The first thing that one notices as the movie
begins is the use of frames within a frame for
almost every shot that includes the protagonists.
This is a technique where the scene is enclosed,
not only in the rectangular frame of the camera,
but also in other smaller frames such as a door or
in the reflection of a mirror. What's interesting is
the effect that it creates in the story, emphasising
not only a certain kind of entrapment and pain
experienced by the two characters due to their
partner's infidelity, but also the feeling that the
characters have of being observed, and more
importantly the feeling that the viewers have of
being the observers. We almost become some
version of Peeping Toms in this bubble of
fantasy that Mr. Chow and Mrs. Chan create for
themselves.

In the Mood for Love was a result of a fifteen
month long process, with the scenes being
written in situ by the actors and the director. This
is one of the reasons why the self contained
nature of the movie is so surprising. Kar-Wai
seems to be in complete control of the narrative,
with the scenes being shot only in a handful of
locations, and each of the scenes taken from the
same angle. There is a circular effect of returning
again and again to the same routine, a kind of
visual anaphora. But there is also a development
in the story by the time a repetition occurs; a
change in the way we see the story and the
characters feel, think and act. This causes a
subtle, and therefore, effective transformation in
the way we see the same situation. For example,
after the realization of their partners' cheating,
when (for the first time) Mr. Chow and Mrs.

Chan re-enact their spouses in their process of
seduction, the reaction it elicits is that of pity and
maybe discomfort at the masochistic approach
of evasion that the two characters have taken.
However, the second time they have an
enactment in the same location, it's after another
realization. The realization is that of the nature of
their feelings for each other, of the fact that
they're not really different from their spouses.
This is a pre-enactment of Mr. Chow's goodbye
to Mrs. Chan, and the feelings induced this time
around in both the situation and the viewer are
complicated, pregnant with paradoxes and
endeavouring to gain some kind of
understanding of the entire exercise. The fixed
background, in that sense, isolates and even
accentuates the things that are actually changing,
that is, the inner lives of the two characters.

The movie manages to remain unsentimental
with the subject matter. We don't get to know the
first names of Mr. Chow and Mrs. Chan and the
characters of spouses don't even appear clearly
on the screen and are only heard or seen as
silhouettes or reflections. Instead, the real action
of this movie is communicated wordlessly;
through postures, glances, touches, and silences.
By restricting the language, Kar-Wai echoes the
restriction of action that plagues the two
characters, whose self-created fantasy is
doomed because of its very nature; of being
borne out of an insecurity of no longer being
objects of desires for their partners.

Another effective technique that the director
gets perfectly right, is the use of music to
emphasise a certain emotion or theme in the
movie. Kar-Wai uses "Yumeji's Theme" in this
romantic masterpiece, which was composed by
Shigeru Umebayashi for Yumeji, a ghost opera
from the late Seijun Suzuki. The theme seems
appropriate, considering that the representation
of love in the movie is always through
phantoms, as in the spouses of Mr. Chow or Mrs.
Chan. In fact, through the missed connections of
the protagonists in the end, their love itself ends
up becoming a mere ghost; a remnant of a
fantasy, a puff of smoke or a secret told in the
hole of a tree trunk.
MANSI ARORA
B.A. (Hons.) English, II Year
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Is Politics Affecting Our
Country's Agenda?

India has been the world's largest democracy,
something that we, as Indians, take great pride
in. How has this democracy really defined what
we are as a culture? Over the past decade, we've
seen a shift in the ruling power of the country.
From the traditional liberal-centrist Congress, the
power has now shifted to a right-winged Bhartiya
Janata Party (BJP). It's been a gradual shift, but
Indian Politics has now become more of a
'dynastic' affair, with a few prominent parties
wielding all the power, and minorities being too
powerless to achieve anything. A few have tried
to change the direction of the stream, such as the
Aam Aadmi Party, but eventually even they have
succumbed to the 'tu-tadak’, blaming other parties
and becoming more involved in the political
scenario rather than helping the common masses.

India has been rapidly changing in the past
decade. With 'westernisation' sweeping over the
nation, there have been changes in the way
Indians think, how they have deviated from
traditional beliefs to more socially acceptable
ones. There are now more fastfood chains such as
McDonald's, Burger King and KFC, than ever
been before. Our idea of 'eating out' has changed
from local food to fast food. The government has
encouraged us to adopt these new ways of the
Western society by encouraging bi-lateral
treaties, Foreign Direct Investments and much
more. They have encouraged the growth of
Western chains that cater to Indian clients but still
send their profits abroad. It has become
inconsequential to them whether we still retain
the culture and tradition that we have been so
well-known for in the first place.

With the rise of the BJP has come the rise of
Hindu nationalists throughout our country. An
unpopular opinion can become an 'anti-national'
movement and a threat to our country. During the
last Lok Sabha elections, one of the main fears
that were voiced by the minority groups, mainly
Muslims, included that if Mr. Modi came into
power, all the hate crimes against them would be
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justified. Since May 2014, there has been a
marked shift in public discourse, especially in the
Lok Sabha and the Rajya Sabha. Mr. Modi has
failed to reprimand fellow BJP members for
ridiculing and threatening minorities. In some
cases, this has affected the people of India to a
great extent, particularly when the sentiment of
the BJP, particularly against Muslims, has
become the sentiment of the public.

Another case where the political party's
ideologies have become the public's opinion has
been LGBTQ rights. For years now, activists have
protested the archaic Article 377 which prohibits
the alleged 'obscene acts.' In fact, the government,
on many occasions, has refused to define what an
obscene act could be. Due to this, individuals get
arrested for various 'crimes' such as kissing in
public paces, indulging in homosexual activities
etc. Even holding hands might get you arrested in
some cases. This close-mindedness of the
government  has certainly reflected on the
general public, which too has come to believe that
these acts should be criminalized.

Culturally, we have now begun to gravitate
towards what our government thinks is
acceptable. However, it can also be stated that the
government may simply be going along with the
society's ideologies and doing what the society
deems as acceptable. The real question to ask is,
whether as a society, do we feel that it is
acceptable to be swept along with political
agendas? Or do we believe that politics should
have the power to control and transform all
aspects of our life? From religion, to food, even
the clothes we wear are all regulated by the
government. It's really important to question
whether our country, one of the world's largest
democracies, should really be all about politics
instead of other important aspects such as
poverty, wage gap, caste/ communal
discrimination and so on and so forth.

ADITI MUDGAL
B.A. (Hons.) Philosophy, II Year



Interview

Drug Addiction, alcoholism, substance abuse are the issues that tick the box of one of the topmost
concerns of society. With over 3 million drug addicts in India, not to forget that the number of alcoholics
exceeds the number of drug addicts; we know that the country is definitely heading towards a
psychological breakdown. The curiosity to venture into an unknown territory and experience thrill
leads to lifelong suffering. Sadly, what the abuser doesn't realize is that the transient nature of this so-
called relaxation can have dire permanent consequences. My research on addiction landed me with two
perspectives- one that of a doctor, Dr. Anukriti Varma, Consultant Psychiatrist, VIMHANS and Mr. O, a
patient of alcoholism from VIMHANS hospital.

Bhavya: How many cases of substance abuse have you come across over the years?

Dr. Anukriti: [ have been practicing since 2008. I have seen over hundred cases of drug and alcohol
addiction.

Bhavya: Whatis the starting point of addiction?

Dr. Anukriti: It stems from shortcut to feeling good. A puff gives temporary thrill but gradually the
patient is permanently hooked on to it. With every substance of abuse the brain's biology gets changed
in such a way that gradually after a couple of days or weeks or months the person is unable to stay
without it. Not only is there a psychological craving, but also a physiological dependence. The body
gets dependent.

Bhavya: Medically or clinically, what are the affects of addiction?

Dr. Anukriti: As I mentioned earlier, once, you become a part of this habit, it is very difficult to get rid of
it. Without the drug you will not be able to sleep, eat, you will constantly have body aches and pains,
anxiety and tremors, maybe even more severe things like seizure etc. For example, if [ was an alcoholic
and I decide one day to leave alcohol because it is taking a toll on my health, work and family, it will not
be easy. As right now, I will not able to suddenly leave the half bottle I have been taking every day. If 1
stop, I will not be able to sleep. It will also lead to tremors in the body, hallucinations, withdrawal
symptoms etc. The effect of drug abuse also depends on many factors. Most importantly, on the fact what
the drug of abuse is. For instance, if it is hashish or opioid, the patient gets very badly addicted and leads to
very poor functioning. There are other effects, general physical health deterioration-pancreatic failure,
liver failure, memory problems, reduction in vertility, also marital discord.

Bhavya: How do families of the drug abuser or alcoholic cope with the situation?

Dr. Anukriti: Different families cope in different ways. Some families say, “abhi peene do baad me
khud hi theek hojayega.” In such cases, families are enabling a substance abuser to continue and they
are patronizing them in a way that promotes substance dependence. There are also cases in which a
family member realizes that they need to put a stop to the turmoil and they finally manage to bring the
patient to a de-addiction center. In short, family members of an abuser take a strong stand. They
corporate with the treating team and help the patient get alleviated from the condition.

Mr. O, 46 years old, belonging to a lower socioeconomic status; was working as water purifier (R.O.)
mechanic but currently unemployed since six months. He came with his son to the hospital complaining
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(in his own words), “Drink karne lagta hu to koi control nahi rahta for the past 6 months.” He has been
drinking alcohol for the past twelve years. Interviewing Mr. O. was a moving experience as it gave me
an insight into the life and struggles of an alcoholic and his family. Even though he was extremely
courteous and cooperative, he was not entirely honest. A reading of his case history confirmed my
doubts. I thank the doctor for providing me his case history as it helped me solve the discrepancies in the
statements of Mr. O. I have also taken the liberty to insert various portions into the answers of the
interviewee in order to present a transparent picture.

Bhavya: When did you start drinking alcohol?

Mr. O:12 years ago I started. [ used to work in a water-filter company in Janakpuri, I used to do field
work and after coming back, I would sit with my friends and have 3-4 pegs before finally driving home.

Bhavya: How much alcohol did you consume?

Mr. O: It started with one of my friend bringing half a bottle of IMFL i.e. 350 ml which we shared among
ourselves. I initially resisted but I would not able to say no to them and therefore drank alcohol to experiment
its effects. After consuming alcohol, I liked the soothing and relaxing effect. Since then, I started drinking
alcohol in the same company of my mechanic friends occasionally once a week after the completion of my
work. We would all pool in money for procuring alcohol. This pattern continued for three years.

Bhavya: Did you live away from your family?

Mr. O: Yes. My family lived in South Delhi whereas I was in Janakpuri. Staying away from my family
left me to rely on my friends who encouraged me to drink.

Bhavya: When did you realize you had become an addict?

Mr. O: Six or seven years ago I realized that I became an addict. Mujhe lat lag gayi. There was a time
when areas were divided in our field work. While all my friends got near areas [ was sent very far- East
Delhi. Travelling from Janakpuri to East Delhi became very tedious so I started staying in East Delhi.
Earlier I would drink with friends but now I drank alone. It became a habit therefore. Gradually, I came
to a stage where [ wanted more and more. From 3-4 pegs it reached to one bottle. My intake increased
from 120 ml/day to 180 ml/day because I would not get the same soothing effect with 120 ml which I
would get earlier.

Bhavya: What was the effect on your family and job?

Mr. O: I have a wife and four children. One daughter and three sons. My daughter is married. The eldest
son works in a private firm, the middle son is in college and the youngest is in school. I would drink
every day before going off to sleep.

My family was very upset with my drinking habit. They would often wonder the reason behind my drinking
habit. What is so upsetting about life that he has taken to the bottle? Nobody would speak to me. They were
afraid of saying something to me. I had verbal fights with my wife under the influence of alcohol.

Due to excessive drinking, I turned up drunk to meet a client, who complained to the higher authority as
aresult of which [ was fired from the job.

Bhavya: What were the effects on your health?

Mr. O:My addiction had taken a toll on my health. I drank regularly. I would go to the office, come
back, keep my bag, wash my hands and would start drinking till I fell sleep. If I didn't go to work on a
particular day I would start from the morning itself. From morning till night I would drink. My appetite
had reduced from 3 major meals to 2 major meals and that too 2 chapattis only, while earlier I would
have 4-5 chapattis/ meal. My sleep increased from 8 hours to 10-12 hours per day. My personal hygiene
had also become poor. In 2010, grade 1 fatty liver was diagnosed along with peptic ulcer.Due to my
addiction, my hands would tremble, my neck also moved strangely. My hands do tremble even now but
ithas reduced substantially.

n jdme 2016-17



Bhavya: How would you feel after drinking so much day in day out?

Mr. O: Mera mind sun hojata tha e