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Editor’s Note
 - Varun Pais

Wadiyar Centre for Architecture, the place we 
like to call home, realistically is a new and small 
institute in a small little ‘comfort’ city, Mysore. 
Nonetheless, we have been making a name for 
ourselves, not just in India but world-wide. Not 
many small institutes can achieve this but have 
you ever taken a moment to think of what your 
role is in all of this, how you are probably making 
an impact? 

No matter how small or big, everything you do 
makes a difference, just like our newsletter. When 
we sat down to discuss this issue, we tried to figure 
out what it is that might attract our readers, how 
we could get people to contribute to the issue 
and so on. It took us a while but we realized that 
getting people to contribute in bulk was not our 
aim - what we could do with the small amount of 
curated content that we had seemed like a more 
suitable track to run down. I am happy, because 
I feel that we have finally achieved something 
that can make a difference. Only showing us how 
much more there is for us to explore with respect 
to the capabilities of this platform.

One of our objectives was to generate discussion 
and debate amongst the crowds through small 
and easy reads, expressing different viewpoints on 
a variety of different topics, all in some way related 
to us, which is why we did not have a theme this 
time. This issue is about the power of perspective.

Agree to Disagree, is a new column that we have 
introduced, where a selected member of faculty 
has to pick a topic that they would like to discuss 
along with two others. Ideally, three stands would 
be taken – yes, no and neutral. 

On the other hand, it’s good to see college back in 
full action (except the first years, who are hopefully 
recharging, because they’ll need it). People bring 
life to a space and I’m sure our beloved faculty 
were missing us noisy students. Design week is 
soon and I’m sure everyone is excited about that! 
Hope you all enjoy the issue and we at Courtyard 
are looking forward to hearing from you. 
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 How do you make some-
one see a place, or a space, 
the way you see it; with 
joy and fondness? How do 
you make 50 people move 
through a space and experi-
ence it and fall in love with it 
the way you fell in love with 
it all those years ago? How 
do you make a group of very 
different people, from very 
different backgrounds, ap-
preciate the order in the ap-
parent chaos that a typical 
Indian (or in this case Guja-
rati) city is known for? 

So many things get lost 
when you travel in large 
groups. There were things 
that were familiar and things 
that were new to me when 
on the study trip to Gujarat 
with the 2nd year batch in 
January of 2019.

A few things I learnt while 
travelling in such a large 
group is that it becomes 
difficult to connect with ev-
eryone, anarchy ensues and 
there is a sense of helpless-
ness in yourself as the un-
willingly appointed leader of 
the group. Yet, also within 
this apparent chaos, simi-
lar to the bhel puri analogy 
as used by Riyaz Tayyibji at 

the DoA exhibition guided 
tour at ATMA on 29th of Jan-
uary 2019 (ask the 2nd year 
students, hopefully, they 
remember), there is an un-
derlying order. Old groups’ 
affiliations are strength-
ened, new unseen alliances 
formed, and that is where 
the fun of travelling in large 
groups comes from. The 
apparent restructuring of 
the already established or-
der. This preexisting order 
is not something the unwill-
ing  leader  is aware of. It is 
something that needs to be 
silently observed so as not to 
disturb the delicate balance 
of things that are well estab-
lished before.

With a lifetime of steps 
climbed and people left be-
hind, this study trip turned 
out to be an interesting one, 
to say the least, something 
not so expected. Whether 
it be to far off exotic lands, 
such as the alcohol-de-
prived state of Gujarat, or 
somewhere close by, a trip 
with people you know, with 
people you don’t know or 
just people that are indiffer-
ent to your existence, some-
times turns out to be fun. 
 

How she got there isn’t important, all 
that matters is that she had arrived. 
There was nothing special about 
this place. No grand palaces, no 
great temple, just a small pavilion, 
and a masjid at a distance; nothing 
extraordinary, but what struck her the 
most was the sense of calm; a lingering 
hint of solitude, so very different from 
the rest of the surrounding city.

 She walked towards the lone standing 
pavilion hoping to find something or 
someone. Standing under the dome 

she looked beyond at the seemingly 
flat stretch of land and... Almighty in 
heaven! At first glance, it looked like 
the mouth of a giant monster, ready 
to swallow anything tumbling into it. 
The more she kept looking, the more 
it seemed to be the eerie descent to 
her doom; the more it beckoned.

If one could hear light singing, this was 
what it would sound like. A cascade 
of pillars cutting through the rays 
filtering in from above. The enormous 
labyrinth hummed of myths and 

mystics, of lives long forgotten and 
songs unsung. The walls were calling; 
the dancing figures, swirling curls and 
hypnotic patterns. Don’t rush, they 
said. Breathe. 

Come rest on the ledge for a while.
 
Come touch, they said. She almost 
stopped, but the end was almost 
here and so, she kept going. The 
lower she got, the cooler it became, 
almost as though the earth’s core 
wasn’t a melting ball of fire, but rather 
a dewdrop. She kept descending 
through darkness and then into light, 
to darkness again. And finally, she saw 
the light she was chasing; the source. 
She walked to the well, and slowly, but 
surely, walked into it.

This is the journey to the world of the 
submerged. 

How she got there isn’t important 
anymore, all that matters is that she 
was finally home.
 

1. As you move through a manicured lawn, 
your eyes reach out to the horizon, only 
to be blocked by trees and shallow vales. 
You navigate through the landscape only 
to reach the head of a deep and wide 
staircase.

2. The bus stops, we all jump out. Excited. 
We rush into the gates and are met by 
a small series of steps that descend to a 
platform. From the near subterranean 
platform that the sun shone upon, a 
beautiful staircase lowers into the earth.

3. We rise a few steps, to pavilion covered 
by a small dome. To one side of it, dark and 
mysterious, a staircase reaching into the 
bowels of the earth, with no end in sight.

Three we visited and all three, though 
served the same purpose, were vastly 
different from each other. And at the 
end of all sets of steps was  WATER. 
Three we visited and all three reaching 
out to that same water, subterranean, 
with a series of steps. 

Water in an arid land is more valuable 
than gold and places that house 

water are celebrated with great pomp 
and splendor. They become places 
of congregation, of socialization and 
gossip exchange, places of rest and 
places of pride. In arid parts of the 
world, water is sacred; or at least used 
to be. Water was never plentifully 
available on the surface unless it fell 
in plenty from the heavens. Thus, 
the people of this arid region built 
elaborate structures that gave access 
to water that was deep below the 
earth’s surface and made it available 
in all seasons. Level upon level, people 
carved out spaces underground. Level 
upon level people inhabited, lived and 
rested. 

As we descended into the depths 
of the earth, the air cooled. The 
oppressive heat of the surface, 
mediated, left as a distant memory.
This is the story of stepwells, great 
underground structures that gave to 
people the gift of water.
 

THOUGHTS ON STUDY TRIPS
- Shreyas Baindur

STEPWELLS

In The Mouth of The Monster
- Lamiya Huda
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Based on an anology made by Riyaz Tayyabji
Text by: Shreyas Baindur
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VARANASI
When a holy river decides to cut through a piece of land, it inevitably begins three new fates of: the 

Ghats on one side, the cursed barren land on the other and the innocent river dividing them. The follow-
ing describes the three lenses through which the Ghats of Varanasi have been perceived.

SEE YOU THROUGH MY EYES
-Vaishnavi Kasibhatla

I see you, as the dawn approaches and the 
sun gently wakes you up. I see a part of you 
burning in eternal flame, of the departed 
and I see a part of you preparing to welcome 
a new dawn. I see an end but I also see a 
beginning. You give me hope that there will 
be a new day. You help me realise the cycle 
of life and also show me how death is not 
that sad and fearful end. I can’t even explain 
what I see in your everyday. Do I call it chaos 
or celebration? 
I see them playing happily in your Ghats - 
Innocence 
I see them taking their first dip in the river 
Ganga - Belief  
I see them snoring away in some random 
corner - Peace 
I see them wandering aimlessly trying to 
understand you - Amusement 
I see them working hard to create a better life 
for themselves - Hope 
I see them all, making a place in your heart. 
I often hear their silence while they gaze 
towards me asking the same questions I 
have, wondered the same things. How do 
you bar that entire load: of people, of spaces, 
of buildings, of hopes and of expectations? I 
wish you could share them with me. As I lay 
here barren, untouched, unexplored, waiting 
for a purpose, I see you ready for another day.

To some it is a piece of land flanked by the rivers Assi and 
Varuna; for a few others it is known for its beautiful Benarasi 
sarees and to some a holy city, celebrating life and death. 
On the other hand, there are a few people to whom 
Varanasi is just another ordinary city, much like a familiar 
yet new chapter with a million possibilities.

As human beings we try to find meaning in something 
that would lend a direction to our lives, making it more 
worthwhile. Similarly, the city clings on to the river Ganga, 
justifying its every movement, every breath, bestowing a 
strong sense of belief in the river and finding meaning in 
its existence while accommodating thousands, each with 
their own purpose.

Vulnerable, it continues accepting their ways, unfolding a 
series of activities along its Ghats, each making it their own. 
Sculpted by the hands of many, it moulds itself, thriving on 
those who come with their hearts filled with faith and hope 
and those driven by sheer curiosity.  Much like a child, who 
grows adapting to the ways of the world and accepting it 
as a way of life.

It’s funny how we as living beings give life to everything we 
see, painting pictures with colours that please us.

THE LIFE OF VARANASI
- Disha Amin

A LETTER FROM THE LOST RIVER
-Adithi Srinivas

Dear people, who come to my holy city, who do you come 
to see?
Did you come to see the battle I wage with the cascading 
stairs? Or did you come to conquer those stairs to reach the 
lord and discuss your next negotiation? Did you come here 
to wed the one you love? Did you come here to meet death 
or to push him away?
In all the centuries that I have come here, there have been 
countless of you coming to meet me, asking me to cleanse 
you of your sins. Some ask me to take them along; others 
want to fulfil that one wish the lord wouldn’t agree to. But 
why do I flow through this city? Was it to witness your 
world of belief in all your flowers and lights? Or was it to 
meet the two estranged brothers sitting on either side of 
me, both jealous of the other’s circumstance. I recognize 
myself in some of you, finding this place strange at first, 
only to realise its ordinary ways intertwined among the 
glorified. Then I wonder, when will my journey find its end?
Dear people, who come to my holy city, did you find the 
one you were looking for?

Photo Credits: Kiran Bhat Photo Credits: Kiran Bhat 

Illustrated by: Indu S Panicker 
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Across
3)  horiontal element
seprating panels in a window
7) windows,basically
8) lecture   v

Down
1)  not what is left in 
one’s heart after he/she 
gets dumped.
2) vertical elements 
eprating 
panels in a window.
4) does not gain super 
human strenght after 
eating ladoos.
5) recessed strip.
coveredwalkway lined by 
6) columns.

1) Extension   of the workshop on the Ground 
floor of the Amenities block to accommodate 
a Pottery workshop.

2) A Climatology and Survey and Levelling Lab 
on the first floor of the Amenities block which 
will also double as discussion space for the 
Thesis studio.

3) The present first floor combined studio to be 
refitted as a Thesis studio.

4) A covered platform as an extension to the 
canteen to seat about 40 people.

5) A stepped seating area overlooking the 
play field which can accommodate additional 
seating for the canteen.

6) A small amphitheatre to seat about 100 
people behind the new studio block facing the 
field.

- Prashanth G Pole

Additional construction at the 
rear of the campus.

I‛M HERE, I‛M THERE, I‛M EVERYWHERE. YOU 
SEE ME CLIMBING UP THE TREE, SNEAKING A 
PEEK INTO YOUR PILES OF SHEETS.
I WONDER WHICH NEW CORNERS I‛LL FIND IN 
THE NEW BUILDING.
BRIBEBRIBE ME INTO YOUR CLASS WITH A COUPLE 
OF NUTTY TREATS DROPPED HERE AND THERE, 
AND WATCH ME BE THE NUTTY ONE.
UGH! THESE THEORY CLASSES PUT ME RIGHT 
TO SLEEP.
WAIT! STOP RIGHT THERE! DONT COME NEAR 
ME, I‛M SENSITIVE.

Introducing the College Mascot

Photo Credits: Emad Ahamed, AVANI Institute of Design, Calicut

Photo Credits: Emad Ahamed, AVANI Institute of Design, Calicut

We congratulate Spoorthi Jain, the creator of the college mascot!
Our companions here at WCFA deserve recognition - evidently shown by the voting that took place 

for the selection of Acorn - the Squirrel Chief and our Mascot!

The Student Council Promises (in the coming weeks...)
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Is There an Indian Way of Thinking?

Our guest columnist, R Kiran Kumar, questions 
whether there is an ‘Indian’ Way of Thinking by 

comparing it to the position of Indian writers 
of fiction who express themselves through the 
liberating medium in a “non-indian” tongue.

I am taking the middle position (which might 
sound like the easy way out, as it does not 
commit to either). But this means that I can 
look at both the other conditions from a 
vantage point and take advantage of it. 

To elaborate my point of view, I am going to 
compare this condition with the position of 
the Indian writer of fiction in English. I feel he/
she has sort of liberated themselves from the 

compulsion of saying yes/no to the question of 
writing in ‘only’ an Indian way because of the 
medium. A writer from this school, can probe 
into the vast domain of literature without the 
pressure to subscribe to any identity (local or 
global). He/she can write in English (already 
a borrowed medium because of colonial 
history, which gives a linguistic distance) and 
mold it to make sense of his/her immediate 
surroundings or vice versa. 

The next factor is the idea of ‘fiction’ or the 
’novel’ which can be read both as a 19th 
century western construct or as the basis of 
Indian mythology. The platform of fiction

allows the blurring of multiple boundaries: 
universal/particular, reality/imagination, local/
global, Indian/non-Indian.

Then why not embrace a position, which 
allows multiple manifestations? The Tao of 
Physics by Fritjof Capra is one such wonderful 
example of finding parallels between the 
two systems of thinking: modern physics and 
eastern mysticism.

Why not inhabit both the conditions? Why 
not dwell in the oppositional energy between 
them? Why not be ‘cyclic’? (Oh! is that not the 
Indian perception of time?)

I am longing for the residue of an idea which 
forms out of engaging rigorously with these 
positions, simultaneously.

The indian way of thinking emerged as a result of 
being content in favourable conditions of living. 
This makes our thinking distinct from the rest of 

the world.

There is a possibility that there are as many 
viewpoints as there are Indians, about how 
they think, but the question here is about the 
collective: if is there a common way of thinking 
that applies to all and if so, is it possible to 
loosely identify the traits and the reasons? The 
search for the former has to be exhaustive and 
should cover all fields of study and it should 
be possible to say something helpful, even 
though it is not likely to be decisive. Even 
the most basic and preliminary questions 

about Indianness remain, after all, not only 
unanswered but unasked. 

As far as the world-view and thinking goes, 
there are reasons why we are distinct from our 
distant cousins in other parts of the globe, after 
they ‘settled’ in civilizations having overcome 
challenges of survival, food and shelter. The 
advantage of a thinking brain that the species 
was endowed with and the paradigm shift 
that led, when the circumstances permitted, 
to gaze at the skies and stars and other natural 
phenomena resulted in each one of these races 
evolving a world view of their own. Ours was a 
land of abundance - roti, kapda and makaan 
were probably the least of one’s worry; the 
Gangetic plain and other settlements blessed 

monsoon, the climate requiring only a basic 
attire. It also helped that the oceans and the 
Himalayas kept us safe from the raids that 
plagued the rest of the world, till the near past.

Hence in this sanctuary, there was plenty of 
time to evolve a language, dance, music and 
the arts and here perhaps the cyclic nature of 
the monsoons influenced the belief systems 
and the ethos that, as many commentators 
claim, resulted in an Indian way of thinking 
which is unique and its socio-cultural impact 
perhaps had a lot to do with being content. 
Hence there are words and concepts unique 
to our culture - ahimsa, yoga, shunya, and 
others - there was something going on that 
was different and along the way there evolved 

an ‘Indian way of Thinking.’

By the time these barriers that protected the 
sanctuary were breached, the ethos driven 
deep into the psyche of the masses, we 
embraced, accepted, tolerated and further, 
assimilated whatever that was thrown at us 
and Indian-ised it.

Exploring the relationship between the way 
we think and the place we give to women in 

our society and finding out if it has a particular 
‘Indianness’ to it. 

1:
Any time I have to step out and walk someplace 
once it gets dark, I stick to a strained path 
right along the edge of the road and the dirt 
pavement that adjoins it – close enough to 
leap onto the dirt if someone riding a bike 
decides to swerve in and whack my bottom, 
close enough to  leap off the dirt and onto the 
road if some man apparently urinating along 

a wall just decides to turn around and flash his 
junk at me.

2:
These past weeks, I’ve been observing myself. 
I, for instance, elect to walk on certain streets, 
not others. Sometimes, I’ll read a novel written 
by a man in which a woman walks home 
alone, late at night, in America, without having 
a single thought about her physical safety, and 
it’s so implausible that I’ll put the book down.

3:
Among the wondrous gifts that the Greeks 
made to humanity, besides olive oil and 
sculptures of well-proportioned males, is our 
favorite form of governance. The founding 
fathers (of course, imagine how strange it 

would be to hear the phrase “founding 
mothers”) of democracy ensured that there 
were various scales of city councils, assemblies 
and judicial bodies that addressed issues 
of varying magnitudes. The heliaia or the 
supreme court, for instance, was comprised 
of members all over the age of 30, all men. 
The ecclesia was open to male citizens from 
all strata of society. The bouleuterion was 
comprised of 500 male representatives 
from the  10 tribes of ancient Greece. A 
commendable investment in ensuring that 
as many citizens as possible had their voices 
heard.

***
Snippet 1 describes an average post-sunset 

walk through an upscale residential locality 
in Mysore, the edginess brought on by this 
author’s experiences past while walking 
through the same neighbourhood. Snippet 2 
is excerpted from an article titled On Being 
a Woman in America While Trying to Avoid 
Being Assaulted by R.O. Kwon (published Jan 
7, 2019, The Paris Review). Snippet 3 is from 
research done by this author for a History of 
Architecture class.

India, you aren’t alone in the way you think. 
Irrespective of time, place and space, the 
whole world agrees that assault and negation 
are phenomena that all women should be 
accustomed to by now. That’s what he said. 

agree to disagree:

“Even the 
most basic and 

preliminary 
questions about 

Indianness 
remain, after 
all, not only 

unanswered but 
unasked.

“Why not 
embrace a 
position, which 
allows multiple 
manifestations?

“ imagine 
how strange 

it would be to 
hear the phrase 

‘founding 
mothers’ ”

”

”

NEUTRAL

YES

NO

R Kiran Kumar

Nelson Pais

Krishnapriya Rajshekar

with a 
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N Satish  Kumar 
It would not be a good fit for Mysore. The tourists will ruin the 

area. Moreover agriculture will be affected and a lot of cultivable 
land will be affected.
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As we continue to age, 
With every second, 

With every tick of the clock, 
That adrenaline rush, 

Racing relentlesvsly through our veins, 
At every mention of the word ‘Disneyland’ 

Never cease to exist. 

The place where ecstasy, 
Becomes a limitless mass of syllables, 

The land where our childhood dreams, 
Had dared to wander to, 
Anchoring themselves  

To the beam of a ferris wheel 

But what is it that lies beyond, 
Beyond this boundless veil shrouding this 

 magical place? 
What goes into this journey, 

Of creating a human-made heaven? 
Mass destruction. 

Does this ephemeral presence of ours, 
That we’ve carved, 

Into the volumes of this orb, 
Entitle us to annihilate? 

Annihilate whatever attempts to tread, 
Down our ceaseless path, 

Of gaining that familiar rush? 

That terrible gash, 
Of every second that ticks past us 

Only feels itself bleed more, 
As that human-crafted dagger, 

Stabs into its very existence. 

And then, it would just be us, 
Screaming as we feel that familiar rush, 

As the roller coaster underneath us, 
Plunges through the inexistence, 

Through the phantoms of that banyan, 
Stilts reaching out to the ground, 

That tiny sapling, 
Its leaves opening up to the sun, 

Or that sparrow, 
Sitting atop a branch, 

Whistling its tunes into the wind. 
It would just be us.  

What do you think about disney-
land at KRS?

Rujul Gowda

Unbelievable. Although it might help Mysore’s economic status.

Soujanya Shivaram

We have not stopped aping the West even though it's been 
almost 200 years. It's high time we  give importance to the 
context and cultural heritage that India and Mysore has in 
abundance. 

Anand Prakash

As long as the heritage is not hurt or modif ied and it is
completely isolated from the Brindavan Gardens it'll be a 

good addition to the city.

Varsha Gowda

Atleast it would be better than Wonderla and it would be good 
and enjoyable.

Sayema Syed

As KRS is a good hub for people and tourists in general a place 
like Disneyland could work but the user group that the suppliers 
are looking for will not be found here. On top of that there will 
be differences in class. Not all sectors of society will be able to 
enjoy the place at the same time. It'll be an Either/or situation 
which will limit the user groups further.

Varun Bapu

Coming to a place which is essentially a farmland, cultivable 
land will be lost. Another location would have made sense as 
when you see other Disneylands they are in the outskirts of the 
city but here if you travel 11 kilometers or so you get to it so it’ll af-
fect life in the city as well.

‘IT WOULD JUST BE US’
-Bindu Maringanti

“The worst form 
of injustice 
is pretended justice.”  

- Plato

Ever wondered how we have just
enough to survive? 

Indians aren’t called  ‘Juggads’ 
for nothing! 

It’s time to say ‘STOP’ and demand 
what’s rightfully ours! 

-Anamika Mathew

VOTE FOR..
-Zaid Patel

Maybe this chaos that let go
Reigning terror upon the masses

Whispering sweet soft words 
Into the ears of the innocent

True lies
Decietful guises

Maybe, it would be this way
For all and ever after

And we, the dust of this country 
Would remain silent

Let the concrete play supreme
A game of a cards

You know who the tokens are

Or we could creates swirls and melodies
Sing ballads about the humankind

The men and women
Who fought for this land

Chased out Simon
With a stick in hand

But for a second,
Forget them

Look at us
We all have a Simon within us

So take a step back
Look the abyss in the eye

And shout with all your might
Simon Go Back

.avna
-Sri Kishan

Why do I have so much devotion and love for Lord Srinivasa?    Many question me so 
even to this day. 

I honestly don’t remember when it started. It didn’t just start all of a sudden and isn’t a 
consequence of any hard times.

Firstly, I’m thankful for this human life and for having been born in India, a land of great 
heritage, culture and rituals, and as a Hindu in a orthodox family. I had the privilege of 
growing up in a place surrounded by temples, and this made me realize the importance 
and the celebration behind every Hindu festival. 

I still believe that God is one, a supreme power, for whom I have developed unconditional 
love. But it is not a fearful Bhakti that I feel towards Lord Srinivasa, but an unconditional 
devotion which has been growing along with me.

After having seen and heard the epics of Sri Maha Vishnu, the characters have inspired 
me immensely. I developed a conscious love towards the Lord in my early childhood. I 
remember my family telling me that this devotion and love towards the Lord may have 
been borrowed from my grandparents. 

I’ve always loved visiting and traveling to temples of Lord Vishnu. And after traveling to 
these Divyadesams , I’ve realised that no other place can give me the same pleasure 
that His abode Tirumala can.

I may not have been born with the talents that His great devotees have, who praise Him with their poems and songs, 
but I can serve His feet with small sevas in my heart and home until my last breath. 

I am the kind of person who has worshipped my parents, teachers and studies . All this has made me a better person 
and someone who I believe knows how to lead better life. Hare Srinivasa.



          

Instagram came into the world merely a 
decade ago. It didn’t muscle in nor were we 
forced to use it but we eventually realised 

that it was taking over. In an age where 
the Instagram challenges are probably 
the only challenges a kid faces and your 
popularity? Well, that can be easily earned. 
All you need is an ass and a dream that can 
colour your memories with its filters and 
make everything seem all right after all. 
But by viewing this world on a screen are 
we missing out on the bigger picture? 

Chris Godfrey woke up one morning and 
thought he could create something big. 
Something that millions of people could 
respond to and connect with. It took a 
picture of an egg to achieve this. The egg 
had no gender, nor did it have any race and 
nor did it have any religion. It still managed 
to break the world record for the most liked 
picture on the internet, beating a post by 
Kylie Jenner of her daughter and herself. 
The egg was universal. That’s why!

I can almost imagine all those teenage 
kids talking about it in school and making 
the Egg what it is today. Before one knew, 
millions of gullible minds across the world 
shared the post and it was big, but what 
does one do with so much attention? 
Branding companies kept flowing in, 

since every viral moment like this is an 
opportunity that has to be grabbed. The 
brand that cracked it open was worth the 
10 million. Though, I’m sure we all would 
have preferred good old Donald popping 
straight off that thing, doing the chicken 
dance. That would have probably made the 
perfect Instagram meme and the perfect 
end to yet another Instagram saga.

The Egg of Instagram was featured during 
this year’s Superbowl spreading awareness 
on social media pressure. Godfrey said in 
an interview that this whole thing was a 
big fluke that caught the world’s attention 
and it’s what you do with that attention 
that really counts. Sure, this is the most 
popular egg on the internet right now and 
it’s not even Easter yet. Something that 
first started out to achieve the most liked 
picture on the internet now promotes 
mental health awareness. That’s what 
amuses me. The next time some old uncle 
in your family tries to mock our generation. 
You narrate to them just this because 
if  there’s one thing our generation are 
experts in, it is that we sure as hell can find 
solutions to the problems we create.

THIS ARTICLE REQUIRES YOUR IMMEDIATE ATTENTION
-Aliptha Govindu
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IT’S ALL NEW TO ME, I SWEAR
-John George

Genderism in literature is real and it is 
a problem. Let me break it down for 
you. Have you ever read something 
that assumed you were male/female? 
‘Every man for himself.’
‘One man’s trash is another man’s 
treasure.’
‘A bad workman always blames his 
tools.’
‘You may lead a horse to water, but 
you cannot make him drink.’
We all grew up listening to these 
common English proverbs. The 
thing is that they’re all flawed. 
Because I’m a girl and I deserve to be 
acknowledged too. This is an example 
of genderism. Using male pronouns 
has been a practice in literature and 

speech for a long time. What’s worse 
is that most of us are accustomed to 
it. 
At school in one of my French classes, 
we were learning pronouns. While 
referring to more than one 
male we use ils (they) and while 
referring to more than one female we 
use elles (they). However, 
while referring to a mixed group 
we still use ils (they). I didn’t fully 
understand this. I asked my teacher, 
“What if there were 99 girls and just 
one boy? Would we then call them 
elles?” My teacher responded, “Even 
if there was only one boy, we would 
have to call them ils.” This was my 
first experience with genderism that 

I can remember. Apparently, that one 
boy had enough testosterone to beat 
the 99 girls’ importance. It’s a very 
small thing isn’t it? Just a pronoun! 
But it means in whatever we are 
saying we are forcing a norm onto 
society. I mentioned my teacher just 
now. How many of you assumed she 
was female? That’s what genderism 
does. We think that a nurse must be 
female, a policeman must be male, 
a rape victim must be female, a 
receptionist must be female, a farmer 
must be male etc. This is not a matter 
that we can brush aside. It can be 
difficult to grow out of and it requires 
(sometimes painful) presence of 
mind. 

Instead of using these words      - Use these words
Mankind    Humankind
Man-made    Artificial
Salesman    Salesperson
Policeman    Police officer
he                            He/ she or they
fireman    Firefighter
postman    Postal worker
Stewardess/ air hostess                Flight attendant
chairman                                                    Chairpersont

Let’s not contribute to the practice 
of genderism. By using such 

presumptuous language, 
we exclude 

ourselves and others from history.”

“


