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“What is Art? It is the response of man's
creative soul to the call of the Real.”

- Rabindranath Tagore
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With the chirping of birds,

She woke up and drew the curtains
The beam of sun protruding it's way in
The rays settled on her face

She felt warmer than before

She closed her eyes therefore.
Everything came back running in flashes
Damped eyes and swollen gashes

The child in her was covered in ashes
The rapid pounding of her heart

Made each breath heavier

With each passing second

This world looked nastier

Soul dead, mind numb

And the pensive stare

Into the annihilated night

To which she succumbed

As the demons scathed her being
Every ounce of blood they preyed on
Every scream they belittled

As the gleam of her peace was gone
As her fallacy of hope crippled

The fiend shoved his fingers

Piercing past her flesh

As if it was the only thing they coveted
Oh how she wanted to free herself from

the clutches while her blood was still fresh
In the land of perception and in the woods

of thoughts,
She buried her tranquility

As it's her who has to bear the brunt of the

cuts on her Utopian life

Whereas the grotesque night is her
existing dystopia.

THE TOUCH

Walked through that path

But was not the same

Visited the same places

But was not the same

Felt something

But not the same

Cried for some reason

but not the same

Laughed

But not the same

Cause she had changed

Yes not the same

Cause she was stronger than before
Yet cried for missing her old self
Yes she does not want to be the same
She was hurting

Cause she was weak

After long she closed her eyes
Cause wind was warm and gentle

Cause this time hand that slid
down of her face was in a warm
and loving caress

And Not the Same.......

Vanika Chaudhary
BA Hons. (Eng.) Sem. llI



Amlorl Am

| think I'm pretty,
Guess I'm not
Do you look at the sky,
look at the clouds
Do they all look pretty
In a dubious shape,
Or not?
Look at those flowers,

In the fields of mount Daisen
They are all so pretty,
And the fields are vast,

It is just so, that | am not.
Would it be better,

If | were a cloud
Or an art or flower
Even so a flower pot?
Sometimes | wonder
Would it be better,

To be someone,
| am not?

Dear reader, don't you worry
Those clouds and those flowers,
are thou, you shall worry not.

Divyanshi Jhala
BA Hons. (Eng.) Sem. llI



Dear Self...

Sometimes you have to go through bad terms...you feel

like you lost everything...every hope...... every desire
Sometimes you feel like to quit everything

But you know what you have to be strong, not for others but for yourself
Sometimes you find yourself standing alone in

dark, feeling hopeless....needing someone to brighten

your life but you know what ...only you can do it for yourself
Be your own sun and burn the expectations from others.
Don't be strong for your friends ...for your loving one's

Just do it for yourself

Life is not an easy race ...every way has its own

challenge ...so fight your problems ...don't run

Be with yourself first than being with others.

Sometimes they will call you selfish

for this but uh don'thave to worry!!

Just follow you are path and focus on

what you want

Dear Self

Stay Strong






Life is Immortal

Life is a never-ending expedition,

Useless without elation and ambition
Whether it's unfathomable ocean or the yon rich sky,
It's always you who need to comply,

Life is as aesthetic as a plant,

It's like a Seedling that grows because of its instilled faith,
Your fundamentals decide your future,
Whether it's water for plants or your ethical behaviour
Be it the scorching sunlight or the musty soil
Never let anybody to trap you in turmoil.

Your passion may seem some to be an amplifier,
Your desire to be fire,

You must learn to move ahead,

Because at the time of heavy hailstorms, you'll be alone left
Learn to survive through the worst times, stand firm and support others,
In the unprecedented times too, let's shine,

As this is the essence of your whole life....

Saloni Vijay

BA (Pass Course) Sem. |



Nostalgia

A visitor that wriggles into my head
And provokes those buried memories

Some that | don't wish to relive
And some that | never knew could even light me up

All those mortifying ones
And also the ones that makes me go red

Some that | know would cast a gloom
And bring me down
But also compels me to perceive the truth

That unexpected visitor
Makes me go through a whole string of
emotions and memories

May it be unwanted
Or really yearned

Dhruvi Ramchandani
BA (Pass Course) Sem. |



October feels like a truce

Through seasons of tumult
And a year lasting ages

In a land of thousand suns
Where summer never ends
And ages, more than matures
The cool winds of October
Duly every year

Blow as catharsis

Wrapped in a cloth of truce

For the war was raging on
This breeze came uncalled for
Heralding a halt

Where saccharine aromas
Meld to earthy smoke
And glints of light

Dance with shadows
Where life and death

And joy and sorrow
Peacefully coexist

This sea of paradox

Is the festival of lights
And the festival of life

A warm embrace that says
Come, rest your weary arms
Let go of this strife

You've fought enough

For now

Give up this fight It's the prodigal son's return
To a dysfunctional clan

The union of brethren

That almost came apart

The season's warm glow
Will take over your void
The cackle of mirth
Silencing your noise
And the sights of mithai
Dissolving your spite

It's the delicate adornment
Of a body full of scars

And a rekindling of romance
Where remained only spars

The air feels strange

As if spiked with coke Is it simply chance

The festival of lights
Marks the darkest night
Or purshottam adipurush
Being a flawed man

Or was it a reminder of life
That light is born of darkness
And beauty birthed by
blemishes

That love can live

In shattered houses

And joy can come

By ruptured entrances

For every year
As you light that flame
The heavens too declare

No matter the beginning
Regardless the middle
The night always ends
Into a sky full of stars

Aadya Sharma
MA (Eco.) Sem. llI



Tides

I've been low
I've been high
| don't know where's my home
Nobody calls me on my phone
| think I'm out of my mind
| think I'm living a life that's not mine
There's no day without shredding tears in night
I've been holding on and trying see the light
It's been a tiring life
Pain don't hurt the same
| don't wanna play filthy games
I've been moving on
Feeling alone for so long
can see my tears melt in the snow
| don't know
It can be hard
It can be so hard
Who | was where I've gone
Nobody asks
Nobody knows
| wanna feel alive
Wanna feel alive
Don't wanna die anymore
Don't wanna cry anymore
Just wanna feel the vibe
And live the life that's mine

Ankita Munjal
MA (Eng.) Sem. Il







Life is Momentary...
Our life is momentary, then
Why are we full of pride
Why should we cling to
arrogance and greed,
while being so uncertain of life....

if we call ourselves human beings
So why should we live like animals?

While seeing someone’s sorrow
If our soul is not wet with tears,
Or after hurting someone
If remorse doesn't come to our hearts,
Then just think what kind of selfish life are we living,
What are we really taking pride in?

The night covers the sun,
The moonlight goes into
hiding breaking the dawn,
Life is like winter and spring
Where the seasons never remain the same,
Then in the illusion of attachment.....
Why do we entangle ourselves?
Life lasts no longer than the time
exhaling of one breath awaits
the drawing of another....
so, my dear!
Let's fill our hearts with compassion
Let's fill our veins with a sense of serving others...

Our life is momentary, so
Let's immortalize ourselves in the hearts of people...
Why are we full of pride while being so uncertain of life

Dr. Neeru Jain,
Associate Professor, Dept. of Jewellery Design



All About Yore

| always wonder why
| couldn't be smitten anymore
Your scent while
walking by my side
Has definitely left my head
| can't remember it when | want to
Though my heart still
collate and contrast
Every time | buy cologne.
You're all obscure in my brain
| don't remember the measurements
| even can't draw you now
But there's something strange
My mind eternally seeks countenance
In place | used to go ofter
| wonder if Bronte was right
If Cathy was heathcliff's
End and climax
Her end turned him to the hilt
Irony is in seeing my heart
Being compulsive
And going fervid
To find another end
For Heathcliff as if it is him.
Now | know what's peace
But every time | get arrestin it
My heart throbs
As if it'd die of choking
Perpetually it fights
And babble about living again
Heretofore.

Upasana
BA Hons. (Psy.) Sem.V
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Public Relations Officer
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Ph.D. Scholar, Dept. of English
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BA Hons. (Pol. Sc.) Sem. V
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Tanvi Agrawal
B.Com. Hons. (BSR) Sem. V
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