Kohoes of Lloquence . Sfinding Meaning in CMadern Ghaos
“Literature is the most agreeable way of ignoring life.” — Fernando Pessoa

In an age dominated by fleeting digital content and instant gratification, it is easy to
dismiss literature and the arts as relics of a bygone era. Yet, in their timeless wisdom and evocative
beauty, they offer us the very solace and insight we desperately seek in our chaotic lives. The magic
of words—whether stitched together in novels, poetry, or essays—continues to resonate, connecting
hearts, igniting minds, and bridging generations.

Why does literature matter today? It is not merely a collection of words strung together in creative
fashion. Literature is a mirror, reflecting society’s truths, complexities, and contradictions. When
Shakespeare dissected ambition through Macbeth or when Jane Austen explored class dynamics in
Pride and Prejudice, they weren’t just spinning tales; they were holding a mirror to human nature.
Even centuries later, their works teach us lessons about ambition, love, and morality. They remind
us of what it means to be human.

In the relentless rush of modern life, literature is an oasis—a place to pause, reflect, and breathe.
Consider the poetry of Rumi, whose verses about love and longing transcend cultural and temporal
boundaries. Or the works of Rabindranath, which are steeped in spiritual wisdom and lyrical beauty.
These are not mere words; they are lanterns guiding us through life’s uncertainties. They remind us
of the beauty in the mundane and the profound truths lurking in our everyday experiences.

Beyond reflection, literature also equips us with empathy—a quality the modern world sorely lacks.
In the pages of a book, we live a thousand lives, walk in the shoes of strangers, and glimpse the world
through perspectives wildly different from our own. It is through this act of reading that we learn to
understand the struggles of others and to appreciate; the diversity of human experience.

Dostoevsky’s Crime and Punishment or Chimamanda Ng021 ‘Adichie’s Half of a Yellow Sun are not
just narratives; they are windows into the human soul. & FSey 3

As students, thinkers, and dreamers contributing to ‘Echoes of Eloquence’, let us reclaim
literature as a living force in our lives. Let it be the wellspring of our creativity, the foundation of our
thought, and the voice of our collective conscience. Let us remind ourselves that while the world
outside may roar with distractions, there is a quiet power in a well-chosen word, a poignant line, or
a resonant story. ‘ :

As Pessoa suggests, literature might indeed be an agreeable way of ignoring life,
but it is also the most profound way of understanding it. May this wall magazine serve as a testament
to the enduring power of words and the eloquence they echo through time. Let us read, write, and
celebrate this extraordinary art that gives voice to the unspeakable and light to the unseen.

— Dy Hhatid,_Jeors | Editor ]
Batch of 2021-24 (UG)
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Modernistic Elements in the History of English Literature

Modernism was a revolutionary movement in English literature, which emerged during the late 19™ and early
20" centuries as a response to the dramatic changes in society, culture, and technology. It was a break from
traditional literary forms and conventions, emphasizing innovation, experimentation, and a re-examination of
established norms. The modernist period, generally dated between the 1890s and the 1940s, is characterized by
such influential writers as T.S. Eliot, James Joyce, Virginia Woolf, and Ezra Pound. Modernistic elements in
English literature are defined by a profound shift in themes, techniques, and perspectives that reflect the

uncertainties and complexities of the modern world.

One of the defining features of modernism is its emphasis on fragmentation. Modernist writers frequently
abandoned linear narratives and coherent plots, instead presenting fragmented storylines and multiple perspectives.
This technique mirrors the disjointed and fragmented nature of modern life. James Joyce’s “Ulysses” is a prime
example of this approach, with its stream-of-consciousness technique laying bare the inner thoughts of characters in
a fragmented, non-linear manner. Similarly, T.S. Eliot's “The Waste Land” weaves disparate voices, historical

allusions, and fragmented images together to tell a tale of cultural disintegration and spiritual barrenness.

Another characteristic of modernism is the rejection of traditional forms and structures. Modernist writers wanted
to free themselves from the strict conventions of Victorian literature. They tried to break away from the
conventional forms and styles and experiment with new forms and styles. Poets like Ezra Pound popularized the
phrase “Make it new,” calling for innovation in poetic language and form. Free verse, which abandoned traditional

rhyme and meter, became a feature of modernist poetry, as seen in the works of Pound and Eliot.

Modernist literature also shows a preoccupation with the individual and the inner self. Writers explore the
psychological depths of their characters in terms of alienation, existential angst, and the complexities of human
consciousness. Virginia Woolf’s “To the Lighthouse” is an example of such an introspective focus, with stream-of-
consciousness narration being used to show the inner lives of its characters. Further, modernism is not far from
sense of loss and disillusionment in which the turmoil of early 20™ century has come; specifically after World War
L. It has shaken off traditional beliefs and values as nothing is the same, resulting in the overwhelming despair and
uncertainty that people experienced at the time. Eliot’s “The Waste Land” is very telling in this respect as are works

by other war poets, like Wilfred Owen and Siegfried Sassoon.

Modernism reflects the influence of technological and scientific advancements on literature. The rapid
industrialization and urbanization of the modern era greatly affected the themes and imagery of modernist works,
often representing the alienating effects of modernity. Essentially, modernism in English literature stands for
radical innovation, self-introspection, and profound involvement with the intricacies of the modern world, and thus

remains a rich heritage that has a lasting influence on literary thought and practice.

— Soham Blswas,

1** Semester (UG)



from Early toMﬂdern
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In ‘early literature”, love was often idealized, divine, or chivalric. In “Greek mythology” and

eplc poetry such as Homer s “Iliad”, love was associated with gods or fate, representing a

~ powerful force beyond human comprehensmn. In medieval literature, especially in the

traditions of “courtly love”, love was often unattainable or symbolic, as in Chretien de
Troyes’ Arthurian romances and Shakespeare’s “Romeo and Juliet”, where love was often

juxtaposed with social or familial conflict and tragedy.

In the “early modern period”, the view of love started becoming more rational and social.
Love became an activity which involved compatibility, social alignment, and personal choice.
Thus, instead of an idealistic and simple romantic idea, society also brought considerations
Into marriage — marriage being the contract and, for the time being, an essential element for
both love and sex.More emotional complexities were brought in by Romanticism and
Realism during the 19™ century.Authors such as “Emily Bronté” and “Leo Tolstoy”
portrayed love as a force that takes its characters to both ecstasy and tragedy. Love was tied
to psychological conflict, social pressure, and moral crises, as found in the case of “Anna

| Karenina”.

In contemporary literature, love is depicted as fluid, diverse, and psychologically complex.
The writers explore a wide range of relationships, including LGBTQ+ love and self-love,
reflecting the changes in society. Works like Jeanette Winterson’s “Oranges Are not the
Only Fruit” and David Levithan’s “Every Day” depict love across different identities and
cultures, emphasizing the fluidity and complexity of modern relationships in a rapidly
-+ changing world.

—Sankhadeep Roy,
1 Semester (UG) = g
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SBayond the FCidden “Qoor

&S wasn 1 the first time for Cara to be in the library, in fact, she frequently went there, et she found
herself standing in front of @ unigue door that she had never seen before. @aﬂg a curtous gir, she opencd the door, and sofl
light came in with & beautiful fragrance.

Qbtepping into the light. she discovered an uneathly place with a beautiful lindscape where the sky was filled with pink and
purple clouds. ‘Chere, in front of her, was @ boy, standing with a warm smile on his fice. "O¥ bloome to our world. & am
Shhasn Nice lo meel wou," he said, offering her a unigue flower unlike anything she had ever encountered. Odhe said
with astonishment, " Y~our world? O hat exactly is this place?” @5 replied "5 a world no one on éarth knows
about.” Q&he asked "Qbo, is this plice a secret?” e said, “Obome things are meant lo sty hidden. Nt everyone

can come here. " G continued  'SBut vou were destined to be here.

"What do pou mean?” she queried. ICe answered, "N have thee magical flowers made of gilass that hold this world in
batance, but 20 years ago, a dlase friend of the king betrayed him and stole one. ‘Chough he was captured, the flower lost its
power due to s evil touch and intention. G lthout the power, some places started disappearing, hinting at the world s
destruction. ONow, only pou can save the world. "'/ can? ICow?’ she investigated Ve revealed " Chere was &
prophecy that in the fulure, a young girl, full of compassion and kindness towards evervone, would come here, and only by

hier touch would the flower get its power back.” € continued, “And you are here means you have those quadities.” Qdhe
asked, "W here is the flower now?"

(Wlking for § minutes, they reached a room in the palace. ‘e is the  flower, " he responded, pointing towards a flower
mede of gliass that looked like the one Sshaan offered her before. Qﬁlﬁppz'ng - Jorward, she louched i, and a golden light
emerged from the flower, engulfing the whole room

“Chanks 1o you, the flower got its power back,” he said leading her lowards the door. I murmued ‘SByfore you leare,
can & know your name?" “Cara, " she responded with a smile and stepped out

Cearar opened her epes and found herself in the library, resting her head on a table. SCer head shot up, fice full of
confusion. Odhe took a moment (o calm down as she gathered all the memories. "X hat was & aven thinking? S was

Just a dveam.” QOdhe laughed at herself Chen she started arranging her books, prgparing to leave when suddenly, she
noticed a flower on the table, the flower Sshaan gave her.

— Raftka QSultana
7" Qbemester ((14G)



Sexism— Insufferable Pain

Gender inequality is the most contemporary problem in the world. Gender inequality
means the suffering of women in male-dominated society ?01‘ unequal treatment. Gender
inequality has spread its net in all kinds of societies around the world. Gender inequality affects
the younger generation. Because it affects their judgement, study, attitude, thinking, and ambition.

According to Swami Vivekananda-
“Women will work out their own destinies — much better, too, than men can ever do for them. All
the mischief to women has come because men undertook to shape the destiny of women”.

Women should have their own identity but society treats them as someone’s daughter, someone’s
wife, someone’s mother. Women are not only not nurturing future generations but also take a vital
role in every work of life. The liberation Movement in the United States has focused on women’s
equal rights, their experience in society, and inspiring women through Historical events. Although
women are not given any property rights, they are used as property. In India Sarojini Naidu,
Lakshmi Sehgal, Matangini Hazra Kasturba Gandhi etc. are the freedom fighters who fought
shoulder to sﬁoulder with men to release from these foreign rules.

John Stuart Mill and Mary Wollstone Craft are the philosophers who played an important role in
spreading feminism throughout the world. In 1946 a French philosopher,Simone ge Beauvoir in
her thirties wrote a wonderful creation to present who is the woman, a creature who tolerates male
violence? In her book “Le Deuxiéme sexe ( The second sex) Simone -De-Beauvoir writes that “the
first time we see a woman Take up her pen in defence of her sex”.

Aphra Behn, is the first British playwright who has given the equal platform to women in her plays.
In her play, entitled The Rover published in 1677. Here we find that women are not independent
to make their own choices. Behn also depicts the courtesan in this play. So, it is not only The fault
of men but also women who are just for the sake of money allowing men to use them.

Sylvia Plath is not a mad lady who wrote confessional poetry but also her frustration that forced
her to create confessional poetry. “Daddy” By Sylvia Plath was published in 1965. Here , she mocks
the patriarchal society by the image of ‘Daddy’. In this patriarchal society a male’s job is to protect
his society, but they oppressed women and also they were not given equal rights to women because
they want to treat women as their servants.

The Feminine Mystique, by feminist Betty Friedan published in 1963, describes the domestic
violence faced by every woman in her life. In this book, Friedan presents that a woman sacrifices
her life to fulfil the expectations of society.

When a child is born in a society they are all innocent. After their birth, Gender discrimination
begins. A girl child grows up and becomes a woman based on their age. But the woman in the
family makes her feminine. Until the 20th century, women have been killed or have been forced to
kill for the sati-system in India. Society still blames that raped woman for her small clothes in
spite of blaming that rapist man. Illiteracy causes gender inequality. Women cannot find suitable
jobs due to their lack oflimowledge. Every woman has to face the word ‘no’ from family on behalf of
society in their life. She has to endure mental torture if she wants to be financially independent.
She has to answer society, even women members ask them why you want to study and get a job?
Your future husband will take care of your finances. Society thinks that a woman’s job is to take
care of her family members and do housework. Men work in offices and do outdoor work. Even
women cannot participate in some sports due to societal restrictions. Kamala Das presents these
restrictions through her creations. Hijab is compulsory for girls in Muslim society. But whether a
woman wears hijab or not is entirely up to her. But Muslim society forced her to wear hijab.

The government of India has taken various measures such as the Women Helpline Scheme,
Ujjwala Yojana National Mission for Empowerment of Women, etc., to generate awareness among
the people. They started a social campaign called “Beti Bachao, Beti Padhao Yojana”.The West
Bengal government has taken many schemes like Kanyashree, and Rupashree so that girls don’t
face financial problems in education. According to Kaﬁle Wolfe in 2015, women earned 83% of
what men worked the same hours. But still, women are tortured in their own families and society.
We should save and celebrate the birth of a woman. As citizens of society, can we not completely
stop this gender discrimination in the family, society, and the workplace?

— Shawpa Kundu
— 1st Semester (PG)
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' The Picture : A Dialogue
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YA boy, a girl sitting side by side, by the bank of Icchamati, enjoying the lightshow on the crystal clean

O

oS - “water done bj the o(isolloloeo\ring star colored in ochre.

$legs

“Hey! Let's Click a picture together” Khusi asked Roddur. Roddur looks at her turning his face from the

= leisurely flowing Icchamati, smiled elegantly and asked escaping the answer “well, what's the need?”.

B - Uh gh!!! Yeah..yeah..you and your problem with clicking pictures, how can someone be so bormg?'
l\’_ ; Lookmg at the petulant face of Khusi, Roddur sneered and asked her “Oh Really! I am boring right?, if

.1 am so then why dare you sitting here with me for past dnd our?” No answer from the other end.
= ‘

., "“God has given you natures camera, which seems ds dn ocedn to me, which possesses higher resolution
.( compared "to a camera”. Khusi smiled turning her face towards Icchamati and replied that it can't
{ capture and hold the moments though. From the other end a swift reply dppeared “it can, it really does,
s if the moment is important to you, it stays with you for rest of your life, the moment you are trying to

capture by your phone can get deleted from your mobile not from your memory lane”. “You are impossible

\
: Roddur”.
—\
“Yes | am loossilole."
A Year Later...
=/ Khusi, sitting dlone in same |ololce but now the sun has ollreolo(y been set, tears rollin9 down her eyes...
v
3 “Missing me?” - A very well known voice made khusi turn her face. “Ro-dd-ur!, is! Is! 1t you?, Why can't
' | see 3014?"
N\

L' am always with you, 3ouJust can't see me.”

=

‘You are not with me, you left me alone” Khusi cried out.

onl

“Ia sorrj - ;‘Co\n a sorry fix everything?, No it can't, what was the need to run while crossing the roads
y for bm{gmg a flower?”, Khusi told so. \

“'5699

sorry not because I regret that I ran to 9ef the flower without nbilcmg the car commg towards
\

o mesm

P obtle b&ﬁkg memories we make they never 9e'ts blur, even if we o(on‘t exist...! showld— circ < 50

- .
e Y“tF‘.iO“ ~olt leu\st ﬂqé’j won’c haunt you as the momen’cs we crea’ceo( does.” S S i
e e e T N S

-,"~-¢~f B - e . e
- - ' - .‘ { — - - AL J - ~_ -~
- g ~ .

-
-
- - »
- - -



The Oy Off

9t was xu/)ﬂoye/ to be a p/my off —a rare escape from the monotonous ﬂm’m[ No deadlines, no meetings, just the [promise of
solitude, For once, she could owe herself some time. But even as the sun streamed fﬁm&yﬁ the curtains, [painting the walls with warm ﬂoﬂl/en
hues, her heart folt ﬁmuy. Life had cﬁmf;ﬂe&[ (Fﬂm@ was far away. Friends were reduced to occasional texts, The silence in her apartment
echoed louder than any noise ever could, She woke /ﬂz@, groaning as she reached for the water hottle @ her bedside. ?/y/mﬁon first, she
fﬁacgﬁf with a smirk, She /J/Mﬁﬁé/ in her AirPods, ﬁaﬁinﬂ music would drown out her restless fﬁa&gﬁfs‘, but \S’pafi@ s dreaded smart J'ﬁuﬁ%
had other p/pzm', Ads and’ m;k'mﬁcﬁe/mryyﬂmfe/ on her nerves, ”W@ do 9 even hother?" she muttered, tossing the pﬁone aside, She drifted
to the mirror, her reflection staring hack at her. Dark civcles framed her eyes, and her ﬂ'/)y held a faint frown. She combed her hair aéxen@,
her ﬁ'@m’ snagging on fngﬂs,v, Then, from the corner of her eye, she noticed the little box on her dresser. She opene/ it to reveal a delicate
chain with a clover ﬁen/fmﬁ 9t had been years since she wore it Runm'nj her ﬁnﬂem over the charm, she wﬁijfaem[ "Good luck. .. if that even
exists, "

The streets were unm‘uﬁ@ qm’el‘ as she wandered aimlessly, Her feef carried her to the ﬁmﬂk—ﬂ p/ﬂce she hadn't visited in years. The lake

shimmered under the morning sun, J'wam'ﬂﬁ%'nﬂ jmcefu@ on its surface. And there it was: the old cﬁemy blossom tree, still J'fanﬁﬁnﬂ tall, its

pinﬁ /,vefﬂﬁ' swaying in the ﬂenf/fz breeze. She J'fo/,vpef/ ﬂémﬁ@ when she heard a voice behind her. "You still Keep dead roses in  your ﬂﬁﬂ@?"
Startled, she turned around, Her ﬁﬁaw had fallen from her éﬂﬂ, and a man stood ﬁo/fﬁnﬂ it. His voice was familiar—too familiar. "W@ do
You Keeﬁ dead voses?" he asked again, his gaze piercing hers, She hesitated but ﬁ'm@ Jﬁo@, her voice z/m‘ef yez‘ firm. "9 cherish dead roses

hecause fﬁey live between the [ages of my life. A fresh rose is loved for its éem@, but the dead oney—fﬁ@ re é@on&/ émo@, 'fﬁby carry

memories, pieces of my foast 9 refuse to let 9. Tﬁf:y remind me of truths 9'd vather not ﬁwyef. " His ﬁ'ﬁy curved into a sad smile, "But w@ hold
on to the ﬁm’f? Don't  you want fo move on?" She J'iﬂﬁea( crossing her arms, " What are you p/oiry here?"

Jgnoring her question, he J'fe/,'/ae/ closer, his voice freméﬁ@, 4, fﬁooyﬁf 9 could fo;yef you. .. but your eyes, fﬁf,y haunt me. The tears 9
cam’ea/——fﬁey never let me 5'/eeﬁ. 9 told myyeé[ itwas just a bet, but. .. 9 was wrong. " He knelt before her, his hands tremb ﬁnj as he jméée/
hers. "9 love  you. 9 ﬂ/u/@s have. And 9 know 9 ﬁwfyou, 9 ruined /you. Rut without you... there's no me. " Her breath hitched, She ﬁmfjfoenf
50 /onﬂ trying to fmyef this man, émyinj every memory of him beneath /ﬂyem of anger and| foin. Yet here he was, éﬂm‘nﬂ his soul before her.

She knelt, meeﬁry his tear-streaked ][ﬂCE. “You hroke me," she wﬁﬁpe;ﬂe&[ her voice J'feﬂ;{y yef vulnerable, "But... 9've learned that even

hroken fﬁinﬂj' can e beautiful. Like /one@ clouds in the 5'@, distorted but ﬂﬂwiom', " His eyes softened as she continued, "9 hated 1 [ you for what
you did, but my love for you. .. it never faded. So, if you're here to stay, then make me stronger. Don't break me again.” Tears fel ﬁﬂee@ down
his face as he nodded. "' never leave  you again. 9 promise.”

For a moment, the world felt still. No (r0st, no fooin—just the two of them, /eam'nﬂ into each other’s foresence. Time has a cruel’ way ofs’ﬁ'fﬁﬁinj
@ unnoliced, Seasons cﬁnge&[ and now she sat alone beneath the cﬁemy blossom tree. But this time, her head vested @ﬂim’f a jmueyfone, her
ﬁ’ryem’ fmci@ his name etched into the cold stone, " Will you domea /[m/or? " she wﬁijﬁe;ﬂeﬁ[ her voice é;ﬂméfry. "Come hack, /J@ﬂye. “Tears
fe/f 57’/6;/;@ as she closed her eyes, c/ufcﬁinj the ﬂmveyfgne ﬁﬁe it was him, ﬁﬁe he was ﬁo/aﬁry her @m'n. As 5'/eeﬁ claimed her, a J‘fi"m’lﬂﬂ ﬁmce

washed over her, and evetyfﬁi@ fﬁm@/ to black,
Was it a love story? %Mﬂ/ﬁ: But love, after all, is never J'imﬁﬂa,

- %ﬂaﬂyﬂ W;J ar
3 Semester (UG)



From “Chol Mini Assam Jabo” to “Faki Diya Cholaili Assam”: The
Hitherto Untold Tale of the Tea-tribes of Assam

— Marina Banerjee, Batch of 2018-2021 (UG)

“Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard
Are sweeter;”
— John Keats, “Ode on a Grecian Urn”

The song in question is a heard melody — a sweet one — but there is a story, an unheard melody — a sweeter
one — that deserves a stage as wide as the one that the song has received over the years.

Assam, one of the most magnificent states in North-East India, along the Brahmaputra and the Barak river
valleys, is home to an array of flora and fauna, mountains and rivers and of course, the tea gardens — home
to a community of workers who belong to far away lands in the central part of the subcontinent.

The lush tea gardens of Assam are synonymous with India’s rich tea heritage. For centuries, these estates
have served as a symbol of prosperity and global recognition. However, beyond the picturesque plantations
and aromatic brews lies a poignant story of the tea garden community—one of resilience, identity, and
survival. Karl Marx once said, “The history of all hitherto existing societies is the history of class struggles”.
So here is the story of the Tea-garden community of Assam, an age-old story that lost its way in the maze of
the modern civilization and now lies stranded in the lyrics of a folk song.

The Allure of Assam: “Chol Mini Assam Jabo” :

During the 19th century, the British colonial administration identified the fertile Brahmaputra Valley as an
ideal location for tea cultivation. To sustain this labour-intensive industry, they required a steady supply of
workers. The colonial recruiters, known as “arkatis,” ventured into impoverished regions of Bengal, Odisha,
Jharkhand, and Bihar, promising desperate villagers a land of opportunity.

“Chol Mini Assam Jabo” became a rallying cry for those seeking a better life. Enticed by the hope of higher
wages, stable work, and a chance to escape their hardship, countless families left their ancestral homes,
unaware of the trials awaiting them. The promise of Assam’s lush greenery and bountiful harvests painted an
alluring picture of prosperity. However, the reality proved starkly different.

The Harsh Reality: “Faki Diya Cholaili Assam”;

The journey to Assam was often grueling, marked by‘p'oor living conditions, disease, and exploitation. Upon
arrival, the workers found themselves trapped in a system resembling indentured servitude. Bound by
deceptive contracts and subjected to oppressive conditions, many realised they had been duped.

The phrase “Faki Diya Cholaili Assam” reflects their betrayal. The tea garden workers were isolated in remote
plantations, cut off from their cultural roots and original communities. Their wages were meagre, barely
enough to sustain their families. Harsh punishments, long working hours, and poor healthcare further
compounded their suffering. Over time, the tea tribes of Assam—comprising diverse ethnic groups—formed
a unique identity shaped by their shared hardships.

The phrases “Chol Mini Assam Jabo” and “Faki Diya Cholaili Assam” serve as a reminder of the dual
narrative of aspiration and exploitation that defines the tea garden community’s history. Their untold tale is
a call to acknowledge the human cost behind every cup of tea.

As Assam’s tea gardens continue to captivate the world, it is vital to celebrate the resilience of the workers
while advocating for a future where their contributions are met with dignity and respect. The journey from
hope to betrayal and, ultimately, to resilience is a testament to the indomitable spirit of the tea garden
community.



Hom-did pw[wﬂw of Lethe!
Vou shouldm't reeall
It Mmt;owméﬁa foqct
04, é«*r‘adty, 10 mertifud }&t:tuvlt@,
Voushonldn't bawe thonphtof
Such am existenee.
Tl bemediction ;M Upom you
Be grateful, it's time to et go,
Lethe is am option but mever the solution.
Ol past, g0 erued,
But what's yours, taim it
Protect it in every way posible.
Do mot let go of the pages,
Vou wmste yowr&éf,

The rtory /myr&méw you wanted.
Claim ommership, be responsible,
Wiy Lt g0 of such bemerolence!

Don't be a comard, b foolirh soud,

It is yours and gou've the omdy ome it has.

[ndeed it's intolerable, don't succumb to Lethe

Lethe seems @ solution but it's dart,
Eaty your past M«fyomwhwd[e‘
71&/@:&:‘: moﬁ%,yomtuuito Aw;[u,t,
Wmitﬁrthoﬁ%tomwuf
And see if it was worth &qiq it intart,
Wit is {ethe, you ask!

Wiat's lethe!

[t a &d relieves you of your patt,

me:'ar.; you vidmerable to you/rpﬂ:mm
future,
Diprupting the footing of mature,
Lethe itrelf arks, whether it's a blesting or a
failure!

Divinity is good, but wihy Lethe to remorseful!
Lethe erases your patt, with ity mEmONY
wa‘q wo trace of itredf
O Lethe, goutfool, youare prettyin the pases
O lethe, lost in tales, what's ewr address!
Ol Lethe, wait, wiat's Lethe'
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- o T Nt dgndrnle .:';_'_1,:: B v L e
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G 2 tho  Foats that B

Fon adll the fearts bl b,

Ehere is a spiing of o deatr water
(Smm%&%uﬁjw /7
_ wvtea%a/él@cé(/w@%e s
EBut a seeleor may, readh it if Yhey so wish
%wﬁf&é&aéwmfb%@dpwg
%MW@D@/W Ve walc
(S/)(?«% it arn Ueile G Zaﬂ
Dinké. to. thein fearl's cantend.

Lut in eider to readh iis spring
Ore must be to face Yie add
Ohe pust be readyy, to beat e cold
%m@aﬁmi/z@ﬁw@&@
O nuust alllew themselyes bo be sbipped
OStuipped of all attire: clothes and emclians alifee
. @/zép%mm guterch Geeite Uritest
Ol il the waten of the spiing biat exists

o all bhe feawrits bhat buwm.
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[ hreugh the Sterm [ See

lo the me that exists in the paralld wiverse,
Have you unraveled the mystery yet?
That hearthreak, the ne that (eft you in pieces
Was enly for you to find the steel
Embedded underneath the glass
Are you chasing the wreng enes like [ did
Or have you grounded your feet
In the magic of yeur own truth
So they neither run ner chase
But be and (et She right ones come
O their own
Are you still hurt by what wenb down
Losking at the cracks in your soul
Or bave you become an arf
Clamersus (roken, yet o humane
Does the judpements still shatter you
Or you have risen B the level of savageny
Where you tnow
Yeou are what you think"  rest is crap
Do you still feel fragmented
Witheut the love you always cherished
Or have you found the missing piece
- Of the puzele
hat & was you and always you
gorgents’

[ hr&uykl" storm el
Whichever path youtake 5

You are bound To come To you, Lo me — Sheya Framank
3rd Semester (Uér)
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 waNes!

Three weeks of this depressive phase,
where |'m Mﬁke a bee living inprff hive.
s hﬁ5_h become =0 normal to see your de}’ufgg,
every time in my sight or maybe in m ;
| accused 50:;’16 areriti miqu%s,
SR e g = bact Wabi o Frdives HRe brrieert
e couldn 't explain :
how the glue has its own expire date token.
| don't like how you're coming in my nighttmares,
waqourecmg'% in me like you do care.
5 | keow don'1/!
- But still wanting you is leading me to my MANIACS!

- | reqret how | used to embrace you,
RERT With two branches of love and empathy.
. But you always showed your love -
by covering the tree while raining to stop the greenary.
. You were well aware what your puppet needed,

. . . and you gave being brave.
- But you lion, you ﬂ’Wﬂ@Mﬁeﬂ;. yowr puppet as a bait
. and let it aave. ‘

You're an charming star, =till tell me, "I'll be back".
- But this Time just in my delusions
o and in wices of my head, makin' me shake.
| don't like how you're coming in my nightmares,
- how you're coming in me like you do care.
s | leviow don't! -
- But still wanting you is leading me to my MANIACS! =

| always tried to sing the 5even tunes, A
but it always came from my throat and choke.
e vt o o ek o DTy I
of1x as re a me g
I= 'hvenf;if 'theq;_;e ofﬁph'h with 5ucﬁjdi5arders?
| don.t wavit 1o be maniac :
5 “ﬂ;ﬂ ogkanﬂi w% av=s another ‘Whead
Oh j me how |'m suffering in m iy
Sémeﬁmeﬁ it tells me, "you can ﬂigide“.
- Sometimes it tells me “heyfighter! You should fight!"

e,

(g

—Sayon Biswes
3rd Semester (UG)
S I ¢ %
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The Veiled Beast

there s a Black Veil
That yather Shoper fas 1

Iﬁaveseennog “stg:e:o ﬁﬂ%ﬁ saui'

8 u t me less;
5 zli dr

- .- I %:fiste th 1; goody fgo v ea}rnﬁe st”}; reaf'
Smltcﬁm "%ie [Zzst ams qf jgc:rf frm’ﬁtmgq
: Childy rgn ceﬁaﬁmtmq_t ese hosting grand

i Feasts mui' fétes, I feel like s ttmg on tﬁem

2 As I sip my coffee u 100 A
§ Fie, fe on tﬁgse gameﬁrs 0 Eeastsyﬁrulﬁ hearts

, : mm%mea? mto weg‘ﬁrst

- A :Bu in myer t k .
ean 2 c:gm - e
A 0 go to the mmm', lest [dsee
A bedst's face under the veil of my own?

~ .Nb,ﬁno, ve not done any of thesé deeds,
?ﬁy

£
=t

T
i

I am dumb outside'my drawi room,
silence spares these vices, and fee

~ CSSudiile (Oftaan

jrd Semester (UGz2)




Unwise Chaos Amidst Jingle Bells

Again the Nativity arrives, bells jingle,
Streets laden with glittering, urbane joys.
Aura of Refined ribbons and stars ripple
Arounid the wooden delights and hearts
And [it up the corners, so vivid and violet

That before it no outcry or chaos pervades.

But wﬁy this 'chaos’, in the Merry White season?
Jerwin's tears twrned blood, , forwhat reason?
Ben the Chosen says it's an act of treason,

To cry for the Pigeons that must die in "Prison".

Pigeons' ‘chaos' shouldn't entertain motivation,
0 remind people of the forgotten Revelation.

So, forget all these 'rational’ or 'hwmane’ hesitations,
If thete's any, Ben's amusement park has all the solutions.

- 7#0/0.&« (HD. }a&mddm)
Batch of 2020-23 (W)

Blossom

Otddé[ossom mdwfﬂmﬂ’?

J/@m ovean, .__ ledged as (ife?
OW- - ‘W“’/ et

'-'d. :
I\ - t‘

3% memmmwmmﬁ ) G
.5 WWQ;WWWW
. -ri -6’ o) ;aa 2'5%' -€H.-
%mz whiils %gm @65 budts,
% m Wmm mém r% orangu
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 Thisisa weorld where we cure but not care,
here we show but not share,
there we live but not Love,
; - nngmtéﬁdl to the one above,
- Who has created all of us.

I live in & world Like this,
And a 9rmt sorrow it is.

As the one who 9&1:5 does not giﬁa,
 Amnd the one who gives does not get.
‘}@‘{ as there are feu? who Are ours,

o £ s
And more who are our stmnge.rs.

#mcs f pray
To cmnt& a world ﬁlia{ with
La'w., lﬂmgﬁte.r Aand lif&,

?zm:e, pleasure and ;:ru{e.
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	The Allure of Assam: “Chol Mini Assam Jabo” :
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