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

- Rabindranath Tagore

L-Ink or Language Ink is the bi-annual
creative magazine of IIS (deemed to be
University), Jaipur.

Initiated and managed by the Department
of English, the magazine aims to celebrate
the undiscovered creative talent of the
University. It includes self compositions in
the form of poems, memoirs, reflections,
sketches, paintings, etc. sent in by both
students and faculty members. As the
name suggests, L-Ink caters to all
languages including English, Hindi,
German and French.

For further queries/suggestions and
contributions, please send an email at
l-ink@iisuniv.ac.in.
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Unusual DREAMS...

"Where is she now? Her craziness has gone or not?"

"You can't stop a bird from flying! How long can you kept her from being what she is. She is not
inclined to anyone, she will be what she ought to be"

Unusual deep silence for a minute
A climbing stairs voice was echoed in the hall.
Her Father left in disgust.

“Here she is The New King of Zintactia or I should say first-ever women King of Zintactia. You are
worthy of everything that you had. Don't let others overrule your emotions. Come you have a long
way to go.”

An outburst of emotions with hooting came across when people saw their new King. Tears rolling
from their eyes as this was the first time when a blind woman was elected, purely out of her good
deeds and a big heart.

"We are going to have a great time together. Come let's make the best use of this very one life!"

Ekta Khatri
BBA Sem.-IV




N 1 h Life holds ups and downs,
EVEI 10SC NOPC... \cioschon
Look for the positive things,
Makes you able to cope.
Don't think about the past everytime,
Whatever happens is for good,
Focus on future to make it bright.
e \ ‘? Compare yourself who were you yesterday,
- | who are you today.
@ i = € Making little efforts each day,
% ” Helps in becoming the best version of yourself.
1

Those who work hard definitely find positive
difference in their way;,

Ifyou were better, try to be good

Ifyou were good , try to be the best.
Take everyday a little rise,
You will definitely raise in your own eyes.

Little steps taken everyday never makes you
tired in a whole journey.

Bring the change that makes you a best version
of yourself.

Focus on your qualities,
Work on your weaknesses,
Focus on your abilities.
Try to enhance your strengths.
Stay positive,
Ignore negativity.
- Letthe people say.
You just carry on.

Because knowing the art of ignorance helps
you in becoming the best version of yourself.

Aditi Agrawal

B.Sc. Hons. (Psychology) Sem-I1



A Truth of Human Life

ituation which is Started is meant to End,
like the way we are Born,
We are Born to Die Someday...
Believe it or not,
but there is no one to escape this Paradox...

Its Infinity Paradox.”

Himanshi Verma
B.A. Sem.-I1




A Green World

Look-Look at the Greenery,
Oh! Wow!! What a Beautiful Scenery
Feeling in it so, Deeper,

Come Let's get Sleeper.

ersonne comme vous, Beautiful Greenery
the work of Industrial Refinery,

you détruire.

el so, sad seeing you like this,
Arrétez-Arrétez, People Don't Do this. S
So, S'il vous plait...Greenery is belle,

Let's Be it Only like cette.




The Window...

Eyes. A smile. An unblinking glare. Staring down at
you.

The bathroom window had one glass missing. Since it
broke, nobody cared to replace it. Who would see
inside? Right?

"We'll put a cardboard. The geyser in the other
bathroom doesn't work anymore. You have to bathe
here."

You check the glass from all angles. You tape even the
smallest of creaks obsessively. Over and over again.

Even though there's an absolutely opaque obstruction,
you can see that pair of eyes glaring right through it.
Smiling at you. A smile that sends shivers down your
spine.
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You rush up to that floor and see your window from above. From where he was seeing you.
Unflinching, not ashamed. Just looking and smiling and you're feeling hazy. You rush back down.

You enter, lock and turn. The window is turning out to be your worst nightmare.
Unbutton, unbutton and stop. Look up. Check. No one. Unbutton, unbutton, slip, stop. Look up.

Check. No one.

Turn the water on. Step across. A leap. Or was it a jump? You stuff yourself in the corner, checking
how far you can go from the window. Not very. You crouch and sit in the corner. You take the water
and pour it down looking up constantly. Heart beating fast. Cursing under your breath that the
water doesn't heat fast enough. You're looking up. Craning your neck, but protecting your body.

And no, you can't see anything past the cardboard.

But what if he can? Your paranoia is taking over you. You stand up. Another jump. Grab the towel.
All the while, keeping your eyes on the window. You can't see anything. But you still can.

You can see the man's face looking down at you and smiling. Like he was touching you with his eyes.
You can feel the disgust, the fear, the embarrassment, the panic. You can feel the guilt.

He's not there anymore. Has never been since that day.
Butyou see him every second you are in that bathroom.

Eyes. A smile. An unblinking glare. Staring down at you.

Isha Saxena
B.Sc. Hons. (Psychology) Sem.-IV



Love...

What most people call today as unconditional love, it is little
more than a mutual benefit scheme - If they do not fulfill your
needs, you won't love them. If it is conditional, it is not love. In
every relationship, there are conditions. If we love someone,
we should let them do what they want to do. But we want them
to do what we like. (If theyre on wrong path, & we wish to
guide them, then we have to earn that space in their lives).

It is not that there is no experience of love at all or there is no
beauty in those relationships, but it is within certain
limitations. You become vulnerable & fearful of becoming a
doormat. Unconditional love isn't possible if we wish for a
normal & limited life that we aspire. Because it is
synonymous with devotion in which you don't care whether
someone will walk over you. There is no belittling of
relationships in this but no harm in accepting the limitations
so that they can be minimised for happy relationships of all
sorts.

Lust is a strong need. Love is not a need. Love is 'not' an act. It
is a quality. Love is the nature of our existence. We need
someone to 'love' us because we have failed to realise that it is
the quality of our existence. It takes awareness to keep it
alive.

Love refers to the Unconditional Sweetness of our Emotions.
If youre happy at any moment, you are naturally in love
mode. This is true with everyone. When things go wrong in
life, that's when it shows who you are. When things go well,
everyone can pretend to be fantastic.

For instance, planting a tree is an enormous expression of
Love. You never know if you will enjoy it's shade or fruits. But
you know, someone will.

We do not have a duty towards anyone or anything. If we have
love & care, we will do whatis needed.

The English expression, “Falling in love,” is significant
because no one rises in love or climbs in love. You fall in love,
because something of who you are has to go. If not the whole
of you, at least a part of you should collapse. Only then there

Kanika Bhardwaj

B.A. Sem.-II

is a love affair. You are willing to destroy a bit of yourself for
the sake of the other. It essentially means someone else has
become far more important than yourself.

Having expectation of others means we're trying fix their
lives. Fix your own life — That is freedom. (In every aspect ).
Generally, we have made relationships within frameworks
that are comfortable and profitable for us. People have
physical, psychological, emotional, financial or social needs.
One of the best ways to fulfill these needs is to tell people, “I
love you.” This so-called “love” has become like a mantra. If
we do not count how much we give and always remember
what we get, we will naturally be a pool of gratitude. When any
relationship is on the brink of ending, at that time if we can
just remember what it has given to us & not measure it, we
will live easy & this is important.

'Loving themselves', 'Be compassionate towards yourself'.
These concepts and philosophies are floating around all over
the world, particularly on the West Coast of America.

An individual means “not further divisible.” If you made
yourself in such a way that you have no friends, and are not
capable of being alone, you create two within yourself.

Love is not the goal; blissfulness is the goal. People are mad
about falling in love with someone, though they have been
wounded and bruised any number of times, because when
they thought they were in love, there was a little bit of
blissfulness in them. Love is just a currency for blissfulness.
Right now, that is the only way most people know how to be
blissful.

But there is a way to be blissful by your own nature. If you are
blissful, being loving is not a problem; you will anyway be
loving.







MY FALLING KINGDOM

of a Utopian Estate

A Utopian estate with ideal beings,
Ideal surroundings,

And ideal circumstances

Has now changed to dystopian
Maybe because of our myopic view.

Have you ever imagined Anyone
Notreplying to

Khamma Ghani with Ghani Khamma,
Probably the individual is insane

Or off his head.

We have shown A red rag to a bull;

Even for a player

A forehand downward smash is intractably
Demanding. Dealing with,

The consequences of your own act is the only choice.

I Feel that my idea of utopia was fallacious
From the beginning. My fruit loop has broken

Jaya Pinjani
B.A. Sem.-VI




The Incident...

Every time, I mount the steps of the bus,

I see all of the eyes scooping the confidence out
of my body

My strained ankles

My trembling lips

My shivering hands

Glance at history and refuse to enter

At the age of nine, the washerman was my best
friend

Every day, he would get me candy

And ask for my vulnerability

But, it was just a hug, wasn't it?

Imprisioned inside a world we secretly
condemn but never let out

For there is a napkin of fear stuffed in my
mouth

It's difficult to breathe in here,

My eyes are turning purple with veins
throbbing and bones crackling out o
frustration, - .
It's difficult to have an identity.

They're coming for me like's
chasing prey.
My face was covered in regre
Regret of how I had laughed
my mother trying to tell me
world is.

Now,
I'm stumbling over my own s
Trying to figure out, why me
Why am I bring penalized
truthfully asI can?

Sanya Badera

B.Sc. Hons. (Psychology) Sem.-

Why am I being handled like chewing gum -
used and thrown away?

Why am I being punished for the sins I never
committed?

As he silently entered the door; rubbing off my
consent at the doormat.

You wore feminism all over your chest,

Butno matter how many times I said NO!

It feltlike you did not want to hear it

And now,

Your hands are imprinted on my body
aScarring me forever and cannot be erased.

It‘s not that I have not tried to forget 'the

and don't even dare to look
shadow trying to come and grab

be thinking,
on abuse?
ause actions were not taken
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I'm still longing for you

I bribe a hundred lies to hide the grief of you,

I cry a thousand nights reminiscing memories of you,
I die a million times yearning for a glimpse of you,
For I can rest in peace only when

Once I will die to come to you

Or go back in time to settle the due.

Tanishka Rathore

B.A. Sem.-II



A Bond...

Just six years ago she came into this world

But for him this year was his sixty third

She was the one with the giggles

He was one with thick rimmed goggles

Her laugh made everyone play childish

His intellect was turning mildish

She was curious about everything in the universe

He couldn't memorize so he had his answers rehearsed
She was unrequited to every approach to her

It was his experience they wanted to mirror

She taught him to live when he had every reason to die
He taught her every value and moral he had which will never let her cry
Her chuckling jumps

His age old lungs

Both never supported their masters' orders

To the outside world they would seem like a happy disorder

For one was the granddaughter

One was the grandfather

May seem opposites like dawn and dark

But they both were roots and leaves of the same bark.

Bhavya Sharma

B.Sc. Hons. (Physics) Sem.-II
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Tanya Mudgal
B.Sc.-B.Ed. Sem.-I1

Sonal Goyal Nehal Jain
M.Sec. Sem.-II BBA Sem.-VI




Shaili Agarwal
BA Hons. (Economics) Sem.-VI

Kanika Bhardwaj
BA Sem.-I1




Nitika Arora
M.Sc. (Zoology) Sem.-II

Tanisha Sethi

Shrishti Charan

BA Sem.- IV

BA Hons. (Psychology) Sem.-II
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