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Have you ever questioned what you are doing? 
Why you are here or how you are contributing? 
Does your contribution have to make a 
difference? Why are you even contributing and 
what are you contributing to?  

This in some way is an important time for us in 
India, yet, John George hysterically compares 
the elections to this seasons IPL, and more 
particularly one party to namma RCB. And with 
all the violence that is happening during this 
time with Naxalites going bonkers with their 
shenanigans. But how we assess our individual 
roles in this fiasco may just prove worthy. 

‘The Work’, Soujanya Shivram’s article on her 
experience of applying for an internship, puts in 
a nutshell what several of the fourth years are 
going through right now, something that all of 
us have either gone through or will go through 
soon. ‘The Story of a Minion’, well, pretty much 
puts in perspective what the role of the intern, 
that is us, could actually be. 

What is more important – the built or the people 
living within? Do we really need architects? How 
influential is architecture? In this issue’s Agree 
to Disagree, our guest columnist and his two 
collaborators argue about the same. ‘Does the 
Architect have a Role in the Identity of a Place’, 
is something that we should all be thinking of 
and reading what they have to say is intriguing. 

Everyone has been making the most of our 
beloved Scholar-in-Residence, Aveek Sen. Of 
course, those of us at Courtyard couldn’t miss 
out and we had an interesting conversation 
with him.  We asked him about his thoughts on 
different mediums of art and how they can be 
used as a means of communication. We’ve also 
tried to corner him and ask him some questions 
that we knew would be difficult for him to answer!

Everything in this issue, like everything else, in 
some sense questions what our role is or could 
be. It definitely is worth your while, and like I’ve 
been saying, it makes a difference!

Editor’s Note
Varun Pais

The Fine Line The Gap Agree to Disagree Reviews Interview with
Aveek Sen
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One topic that has always been 
controversial is whether we are  
hypocritical when we say that we are 
being nationalists and in turn, ask for 
something that annihilates everything in 
the realm of familiarity- war. 
However, what this really depends upon is 
what we’re fighting against. 

Now, if what we’re facing is a dispute 
between nations, war is undoubtedly not 
an option. There are, obviously, much 
more effective ways to blow over bilateral 
issues.
But when we’re in a situation when all 
that we hear about is grenades launched, 
shots fired, innocents killed, in a nation 
that never initiates brutality, what then? 
The situation which the world is currently 
facing as a whole is an animosity, not 

against any country, but that one specific 
group, which preaches everything 
possible but peace; who put upon their 
facades a label that reads ‘terrorism’ loud 
and clear. 

If we are choosing to stay voiceless, then 
we might as well wave a flag of peace 
with it. Which can be a good thing in 
certain cases, but in this case, might be 
reinterpreted as a sign of weakness. 

This is a war, not against ourselves as a 
world, but against that one factor that 
threatens to destroy everything that we 
love about this world. Everything.
For how long can we hold back? For how 
long can we stand still, as hurricanes of 
ammunition are hurled our way?
For how long?

What does it mean to us, as a society, and 
what did it mean in the past?
Many centuries ago, King Ashoka had 
once waged a war against the kingdom 
of Kalinga to expand of his territory. 
However, during the course of the war 
he was grief-stricken as he looked around 
him, at the destruction and misery, for 
which he had only himself to blame. He 
couldn’t understand why he had decided 
to fight in the first place.
As the hours passed by, he realized that 
by fighting the war, one thing became 
certain- his enemy, whom he had always 
visualized to be an external factor, was 
never so in the first place. His enemy 
was always inside him. His ego and his 
ignorance were his enemies, not the 
empires surrounding his.
Now, when we look at the present scenario, 
nothing much has really changed. We still 
look at our neighbouring countries more 
like opponents, and less like fellow human 

beings. 
It is absolutely disheartening to see that 
certain countries are becoming hubs for 
terrorist organisations, whose leaders 
preach world destruction on and on, 
never to cease. Instead of offering a book 
and a pen to the leaders of the future, 
gunpowder and ammunition are given.
All of these problems, every single one of 
them, sprout from the roots of illiteracy.
When will we realize that traversing down 
this route is the bane of our society? 
When will we realize that fighting each 
other is like beginning something that can 
only end with the annihilation of all that 
we know, of all that we love?
When?

New Zealand is one of the most friendly and 
peaceful nations amongst all, and a pretty 
secular country with a diverse population 
which resides in peace and safety. This 
sovereign island country recently witnessed 
a shocking incident leaving its residents 
and government shook in fear; yes, it’s the 
Christchurch mosque shootings...

It was a rather normal Friday- the 15th of 
March- for all the Muslims in the vicinity of 
Riccarton and Linwood. All of them headed 
to their routinely prayer. At 1:40pm, in the 
Al Noor mosque- in the suburb of Riccarton- 
an Australian man named Brenton Harrison 
Tarrant entered
the prayer hall and opened fire. He then 
fled from Riccarton and drove
to Linwood where he attacked the Linwood 
Islamic Centre leading to 50 brutal deaths 
(42 at Al Noor mosque; 7 at Linwood and 
1 dead on the way to the hospital) and 50 

others being injured in this horrific incident 
of homicide.

Who would’ve thought practicing Islam 
would put your lives in jeopardy? Who 
knew that alt-right movements and white 
supremacy would go to an extent where 
a man would risk everything just to show 
his race is superior? It’s quite a shameful, 
shocking, and disturbing act. And adding 
to all of this, the attacker has the nerve to
live- stream his shooting on Facebook!

New Zealand had last witnessed a massacre 
more than two decades ago. But this 
massacre was on a large scale. The country 
has 1.2% of its population practicing Islam 
and no one could’ve seen this coming. 
There are people out there playing the 
blame-game and trying to make a set of 
people accountable for what’s happened. 
All I can see from this is that a lot of people 

still are awkward and feel insecure when it 
comes to Muslims. And not only in NZ, many 
other countries provide clear examples for 
discrimination, and many get away without 
serious consequences! This disease can 
only be cured by clearing our minds off the 
filthy thoughts about other religions and 
accepting everyone as equals. At the end 
of the day we’re all humans; we are born, 
we live, we die.

Unnecessary, immature and disgraceful 
acts of discriminations only
prove that we definitely are not, as we call 
ourselves, “civilised”.
What is the meaning of humanity, if we 
can’t accept other ‘humans’ as they are? If 
we can’t make peace among our own kind 
and live in
harmony, what good is anything else we do 
as humankind?

Tanmay Bharadwaj
What’s really wrong?

The War Within
Mantalinga Shetty

(Translated from Kannada to English by Bindu Maringanti)

For how long can we hold 
back? For how long can we 
stand still, as hurricanes of 
ammunition are hurled our 

way? For how long?”

A Perspective 

Doing This Right

Gourav Mahesh

John George

The Fine Line 
We know that there’s an issue. An unignorably gigantic issue that, not one country, but the world 
as a whole is currently facing. Something that makes us feel like all of us are hopelessly stuck in 

a vortex that has no end. Whenever we open the folds of that newspaper, we are reminded once 
again. Reminded about the bane of our society. 

When will we realize that this war that we’re fighting has no outcome? We don’t even know what 
we’re fighting for in the first place. When we say that we’re fighting to protect our religion or our 
nation, what are we implying? That whatever we identify with is better than anything else? Better 

than anyone else? 
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During the course of the next few weeks, 
we witness politics, betrayal, and even 
bloodshed. While we look forward to the 
future of our populace, we want the leader 
we support to win even though we know 
none of them can be trusted. 

More importantly, we look forward to being 
entertained. After all, it’s the last season of 
Game of Thrones. 

The Indian elections 2019 is much bigger 
than any Game of Thrones because, on 
the 23rd of May, we would find out if our 
current Prime Minister would retain his 
power. During his term, we have grown 
more hostile to local minority groups and 
there has been a resurgence in religious 
nationalism, specifically Hindu nationalism 
which goes completely against the 
secularism that the Indian Constitution 
strongly believes in. Hence making this 
election very crucial.

This article isn’t to tell you which party 
is better because let’s face it they’re all 
equally bad. Now the Congress is to the 
Indian elections as RCB is to this year’s IPL. 
That is to say, it is a mockery of the very 
concept that usually ends up with a fist 
fight. They both are finding it really difficult 
to win what they once upon a time used to 
be really good at. But this election is not 
a fight between Rahul Gandhi and present 

Prime Minister, Narendra Modi. That’s just 
how our ‘beloved’ media puts it. They don’t 
tell us why we need to vote for a party but 
rather tell us why we shouldn’t vote for 
the party that’s probably not paying them 
enough. My point being, I’m sure we all 
would prefer ‘Pappu’ yet again making a 
fool of himself in front of  another set of 
college students and then crying to his 
mommy. But we need to understand that 
there are so many more candidates that 
aren’t recognised enough who are doing 
good work and probably deserve the win.
 
It is we who are hiring our Prime Minister. 
We don’t want our Prime Minister to be 
corrupt, we don’t want them to have any 
criminal record and we don’t want someone 
who isn’t educated enough. I know it’s too 
much to ask for because most parties have 
proven to be as corrupt as all that porn 
on your Windows 98 hard disk and every 
third person in the Lok Sabha has a criminal 
charge against them.

I’m proud to be Indian but I think India 
can do much more for which we need a 
stronger more powerful government. 

So as most of us being first-time voters, 
let’s do it right by taking a little effort and 
vote for someone who you like and think 
can actually do good because at the end of 
the day we always deserve better.

0302

YOUR VOTES CAN MODIFY INDIA 
ENTIRELY INTO A HINDU RASHTRA 
BECAUSE SECULARISM IS A JOKE.

 IT’S TIME TO BID  GOOD-BYE TO 
ALL YOUR MINORITY FRIENDS. 

YOUR PROMISESYOUR PROMISES WILL NEVER BE 
FULFILLED, THE POTHOLES IN 
FRONT OF YOUR GATE ARE A 

REGULAR REMINDER OF THAT! 
WE WILL SILENCE THE LAW BY 

BUYING THEM OUT.  
URBAN NAXALITES WHO THINK, 
READ AND ARE AWARE SHALL BE 

SILENCED. 
YOUR NUDESYOUR NUDES ARE SAFE WITH OUR 

PRIVACY AND SUEVEILLANCE 
TEAM. 

VOTE FOR US AND WIN 25 LAKHS 
WEWE WILL ENSURE THAT ALL YOUR 

COWS ARE SAFE
YOUR WOMEN CAN SAVE 

THEMSELVES BECAUSE PRIORITY. 

VVOTE FOR US NOT BECAUSE 
WE’RE THE MAJORITY BUT 

BECAUSE WE’RE THE LOUDEST!

VOTERS WANTED
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The story that follows is based on events 
that were oh so real that the author 
remembers the story as a very difficult 
chapter of his/her life (identity crisis 
maybe?). Continue reading at your 
own peril. It may put certain things into 
perspective. 
As the obese, despotic tyrant sat at the 
head of his favorite 15-foot-long dark rose-
wood table demanding to see progress 
on his works, a helpless minion paced 
frantically in another room, just within 
earshot of the despot, hoping he could 
bring what the tyrant what he wanted. 

What the tyrant demanded was a printout, 
just like the one that he had received a few 
days ago. But little did the tyrant know that 
the printout had faded due to the fact that 
the print was taken on Epson matte paper, 
which over time absorbs the ink to make a 
black and white drawing look faded or in 
a strange tone of sepia. The tyrant wanted 
the drawing in exactly that tone of sepia, 
not a hue this way or that, and the minion 
had adjusted his black and white drawing 
exactly so. This elusive printout, that was 
so urgently needed, would have saved 
the minion’s life from 4-5 days of being in 
the bad books of the tyrant, if he did not 
deliver. 4-5 days of hearing the choicest of 
abuses in as many languages that the tyrant 
had at the tip of his tongue. The demand 
was urgent and the response was expected 
equally so. Slowly and oh so excruciatingly, 
the brand new machine churned like it 
belonged to the dark ages. First, it shot out 
a blank sheet as if mocking the minion. Next 

it whirred and buzzed and beeped. Finally 
it accepted the request from the minion. 
And with hope glistening in his eyes, the 
minion waited for the print so as to save his 
life from certain doom. Pace all he could, 
the printer churned on slowly. The minion 
could hear in the distance the slaughter 
that was taking place. His colleagues were 
being massacred at the tyrant’s hands. 
One by one the tyrant picked them up 
and threw at them abuses, and in that 
tone of voice the minion could hear the 
tyrant’s spittle being hurled at his helpless 
colleagues. With all this action going on 
in the distance, the helpless minion could 
do nothing but wait with bated breath 
for the printer to give him what the tyrant 

demanded. And yet the printer churned on 
slowly and excruciatingly as if defiant of the 
wishes of the tyrant. After what seemed an 
eternity, the printer finally gave the minion 
what was asked from it. But alas, there 
was a problem. The drawing was not the 
exact tone of sepia as the original drawing 
handed to him. Unable to go to the tyrant 
with a mistake, and unable to waste more 
time fixing the communication issue 
between the computer and the printer, the 
minion was caught between a rock and a 
hard place. From this terrifying experience, 
the minion learnt a valuable lesson. Never 
show your fear or sense of urgency to a 
printer. Printers can smell fear and are 
defiant to your urgency. Only calm minds 
can tame the beasts called printers.

The Work The Gap Ethnic Day 2019The story of a Minion

Here I am, sitting in front of my laptop, 
blankly staring into space – a huge sense 
of relief contradicted by deep anticipation.
Having just finished my portfolio, there are 
thousands of questions rushing through 
my mind. Have I done enough? Can I still 
improve on it? Should I? What will people 
say? Does it matter? (….and a lot of what 
ifs and buts…)

The list of firms I have chosen run through 
my mind. Are they really the ones I want to 
intern at? Have I missed out on any of the 
‘good firms’? What if I don’t get into any of 
the firms of my choice? What will become 
of me then? 

With a huge sigh, I close my laptop and 
decide to retire for the night. I definitely 
deserve that long sleep after days of 
continuous work.

The Hustle

Fast forward to the next week.
A couple of my classmates have landed 
internships at their dream firms and here 
I am, still battling uncertainity.  Now the 
anticipation is really kicking in and self-
doubt is increasing by the minute. The 
corrections required in my portfolio seem 
never-ending. When I think I can no longer 
bear this, there comes a message telling 
me I have been short-listed and asking me 
if I could attend an interview. Oh! The joy! 
The relief! I waste no time in accepting 
their offer. I attend the interview, tell them 
what an honour it is for me to have been 
selected and how I will eagerly wait for 
their confirmation.

The Wait….

Fast forward to this week. 
I am still waiting for the confirmation. 
By now, I have seen a number of my 
classmates move on to apply to other 
firms down their list. I am now prepared 
to face just about anything. I have come 
to realize that ‘everything happens for our 
own good’. 
I will definitely learn something irrespective 
of where I go. Everything will be just fine!

The foundation and ethics of the 
profession is imbibed by students during 
their time at college. Architectural 
education constantly trains learners to 
think, develop and conceptualize an idea. 
Successful communication and translation 
of ideas through different mediums is 
the real challenge for a beginner. Theory 
subjects in fact supplement the learning. 
The gap certainly exists between studies 
and practice but it is good that it is so.

In school, a project starts and ends over 
a semester, where one can afford the 
luxury of working on the design most of 
the time. The student is often given a brief 
and parameters by the faculty, with a fixed 
deadline before which he/she is required 
to submit the work after all deliberation 
and reviews. Let us keep all these elements 
variables and not constants anymore. To 
the above let us add some other variables 
like budget, builder, climatic conditions, 
unexpected delays etc. Now we are closer 
to practice.  

Practice is a progressive graph that you 
keep trying to improve and excel with 
each experience. Office management, 
client meeting, coordination with the 
consultants, interaction with people on 
site, listing out the deliverables and time 
frame, and actual execution on site are 
all learning experiences. In addition to 
this, a conscious effort should be made to 
keep yourself updated through reading, 
workshops, travel etc.

Finally, when you see your projects taking 
shape, memories of all the choices and 
even the smallest of decisions made, 
flash before you. You consciously and 
unconsciously prepare yourself to do 
better next time.

Soujanya Shivram Rishie John KurienShreyas Baindur
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Does an Architect have a role in the 
identity of a place? 

A Wall: A tribal woman of the Nagarhole Tiger 
Reserve (where the idea of a house is a temporary 
structure) makes bricks during the monsoon by 
collecting the top surface of the soil. She builds her 
own house by adding these bricks to the wall every 
day. A part of the wall won’t survive until the next 
monsoon…
 
A practice: In a recent exhubition, Bijoy Jain (Studio 
Mumbai) created a linear structure in wood, his 
translation of a chai shop from the context of 
Mumbai. It was shipped to Japan and reinstalled in 
the yard of MOMAT pavilion. He narrated that the 
exhibition symbolized the Indian way of working 
and demonstrated the idea of the local becoming 

global. As a piece of art, this recollection of a space, 
set out to become a global recognition of a local 
identity.

Considering both cases, the woman herself as an 
artist, works along the lines of “Bijoy Jain working 
with hands as the Indian way”. Her idea of a wall 
in a house has been acquired through an ancestral 
knowledge of building and she restricts herself 
within the “context of context”. She connects to her 
ancestors through the practice and derives joy no 
matter how hard the work might be. This could be 
one way of looking at how we do what we do in  
space.
 
Can a space by its very nature of existence be 
subject to having its own identity? Or is it just a host 
to a very real yet necessary illusion, that identity 
is brought in by its inhabitants from the past, the

agree to disagree:

NEUTRAL

AGAINST

FOR

Chinchu Kumar 

Shreyas Baindur

Namrata Toraskar

present and unquestionably the future? 

If identity were a question of dialogues, that space 
has with itself, and its role in a particular time, then 
when do its inhabitants add to its integral value? This 
question begs to elaborate on the notions of space 
as a host for identities or of space itself being the 
identity- giver. It almost resonates with the ‘chicken- 
egg’ paradox.
 
It is not often that identity succumbs to aesthetic 
concerns. A crude brick wall that provides shelter is 
as much an artwork as an installation that is a result 
of art practice. Both are recollections, a narrative 
of livelihood. Some of the greatest storytellers of 
identities are walls. And most often a dynamic social 
construct is based on this knowledge. The women 
of Nagarhole know that what holds their social fabric 
are the identities they choose to keep alive. So does 

an artist or an architect who is given the freedom to 
choose.    

Amidst all the pandemonium between space and 
its inhabitants, where do we as architects fit in? 
In narrations and recollections, or exhibitions of 
memories; or facilitating the people of a place to 
be able to participate in all that was previously 
mentioned? How do we draw a line while doing 
so? When do we let go of the reins and recognize 
space’s ability to speak for itself? For, the possibilities 
of a space are limitless and so are its identities. A 
place should be formed out of an organic layering 
of identities that is permeable. If the permeability 
is lost, then won’t a place be a stagnant remnant of 
civilization?
  

The identity of a space arises from the people using 
it and hence the role of an architect is infinitesimal 

in contributing to this resulting identity.

Revivalism brought back that which was old, Bauhaus 
questioned the relevance of history, Modernism 
challenged the long-held beliefs, Post-Modernism 
asked for meaning, the Deconstructivists shunned 
superficiality, and the contemporary, well we don’t 
know where we stand with all the market forces at 
work. All tried to create their own identity within 
the larger context prevalent at the time. Did they 
succeed? 

In a country as old/new as the one that we are 
fortunate enough to be part of, how does one 
begin to define the identity of a place? If you take a 

Mysorean out of Mysore, do they belong to the place 
that they are moved to, or are they still considered 
part of the Mysorean diaspora? Does eating mudde 
saaru allow you to become a Mysorean? What about 
Mylari dosa or chai-sutta on top of Chamundi betta? 

Once we start understanding what defines the 
identity of a place, we can then begin trying to 
understand if we architects can make a difference 
to it. The built environment, in general, forms a 
backdrop to a very complex web that begins to 
define identity, assessing the role of the architect, 
who is an infinitesimally smaller part of the built 
environment, within the web. The identity of a place
cannot be defined without a thorough understanding 
of its people. The people are the ones that make 
it a place. It is the people that inhabit the built 

environment and make it their own, who needs an 
architect for that?

We travel to so many places and what remains in 
our memory is not the spectacular UNESCO world 
heritage site ruins of an erstwhile capital of an 
ancient kingdom, but the beautiful chef who made 
a killer bowl of Tom Yum soup and jasmine rice, 
served with coca-cola and an all-you-could-fill-in-a-
glass ice on a hot afternoon, that fills your soul. 

Yes, we as architects contribute towards a small part 
of the identity of a place, but the real identity of 
that place is made when the people appropriate the 
buildings architects have designed, doesn’t matter if 
it is Mehrotra or Koolhaas.  

When Henry Irwin first built the ‘new’ Mysore palace, 
it was considered an eye-sore until the royal family 
and the people of Mysore began to accept it as part 
of their identity. But does the palace give the city its 
identity or the city give the palace its identity?

Dharavi in Mumbai, Torre David in Caracas, 
Maeklong railway market in Bangkok, the old city of 
Ahmedabad. Pray tell, do I go on?

The role of an architect is to look at the ‘cultural 
landscape’ in order to understand the identity. In 
doing this the architect can do much more than just 
create an enclosure. He/she make a difference in 

the context.

In the diaspora that today’s urban centers like 
Mumbai, Bangalore, Mysore, Ahmedabad cater to, 
the identity of these places and the character of 
the contexts that build these places is governed by 
deeply-rooted systems of power, economies, and 
signification. In this broader cultural domain, as an 
urban professional, as an architect, as someone who 
is a part of a fraternity who consider themselves 
to be ‘democratic’ negotiators, ‘neutral’ social 
scientists, ‘masterful shapers’ of spaces, how feeble 
or strong is our role in creating or manipulating the 
identity of a context?

Looking at the idea of identity in the larger domain 
of a context, theoretical establishment of the 
relationship between architecture and identity 
has primarily been supported by the backbone 
discourses on ‘symbol’ and ‘local’. Looking beyond 
these two discourses, to develop an understanding 
of the relationship between architecture and identity, 
perhaps there is a dire need to look at architecture 
and the role of architects through a broader 
perspective of a larger ‘cultural landscape’ and not 
just the ‘built landscape’. However, either in the 
creation or manipulation of the identity of a context 
through architecture, it is alarming to know the lack 
of understanding the perspective of the cultural 
landscape while designing spaces in a context.

Few illustrative examples in architecture that are 

worth mentioning in this scenario of post-
independence India are B. V. Doshi’s Centre for 
Planning and Architecture in Ahmedabad or Aranya 
housing in Indore. Doshi’s role in understanding 
the subtle play of semantic organization through 
feelings, perceptions, and experiences of the 
respective user- groups that aided in creating the 
identity of the context cannot be undermined. 
Likewise, in Sabarmati Ashram, Charles Correa 
adopts a design system and spatial organization 
that transfers semantic relationships of spaces 
honoring the historical, social and natural context of 
Sabarmati. 

Neelkanth Chhaya’s contribution in designing 
Khamir- a craft resource center post-2001-
earthquake-stricken Kutch was not just to create 

a common roof under which the craftspeople can 
practice but was an attempt to provide a democratic 
and empowering value to the context. Since its 
conception, the architecture of Khamir has aided 
in furnishing a platform for complementing Kutch’s 
identity in the realm of crafts, heritage, and cultural 
ecology.

Thus, through the perspective of designing 
architecture in a ‘cultural space’ and ‘not a site’, 
an architect’s role with a context’s identity perhaps 
lies in the understanding of identity - not as an 
accomplished aspect of the context, but as a 
malleable entity which is never complete, in process 
and always rooted within, not outside the context.

The 
possibilities 
of a space 
are limitless 
and so are its 
identities”

The identity of 
a place cannot 
be defined 
without a 
thorough 
understanding 
of its people.“

An architect’s 
role with a 
context’s 
identity 
perhaps 
lies in the 
understanding 
of identity.”

 

Whether a space hosts an identity or identity is given 
by space itself is a paradox that can be questioned 

in different ways. 
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‘Rear Window’, a 1954 thriller directed 
by Alfred Hitchcock, centres around the 
uncanny attention to detail an individual 
can pay while being confined to a constant 
singular space. The movie is set in a 
conventional area where the viewers are 
exposed to the ranging nature of people 
and a plethora of emotions. The point 
of view from Jeff’s (James Stewart) rear 
window, into the other windows resembles 
a series of seemingly unrelated comic 
strips whose sole purpose is to throw 
the audience off from piecing the climax 
together.

Hitchcock brilliantly achieves this through 
three main components: Light, Sound 
and Dialogue, or more specifically, the 
lack of it thereof. Hitchcock gives almost 
no dialogue to any of the supporting 
characters. Which constantly leaves the 
interpretation of what they are doing up 
to the audience. The contrasting sounds 
constantly confuse the audience, making 
them see one thing and feel something else 
entirely. Another thing that is most striking 
about the movie, is that, in modern times, 
the audience is used to watching the climax 
with loud, shuddering music that enhances 
the experience, but here Hitchcock leaves 
it up to superb acting, lack of lighting and 
minimal dialogue to resolve this feeling of 
tension and anxiety for the audience, which 
is communicated effectively.

But after the credits have rolled down, 
this movie leaves you with plenty to think 
about. Like how the audience unknowingly 
seem to enjoy and crave for such gruesome 
and cruel actions, unbothered by its 
circumstance or consequences. Jeff in this 
movie is called a ‘Peeping Tom’ and there 
is a question of whether his new pastime 
of voyeurism is correct or not. At the end 
of the day when we watch this movie we 
have to ask ourselves, why does he enjoy 
looking at strangers and their private lives 
all day? He is violating their rights albeit 
to save something else, but why is it, that 
we, the audience, enjoy watching him do 
this? The phrase ‘Guilty Pleasures’ is really 
worth pondering over after experiencing 
this movie.

I started watching stand-up comedy to fit 
in. Basically, it wasn’t fun to be the only 
person in the group not laughing whenever 
the “cool folks” would wag a finger in 
their neighbour’s face with a dramatically 
uttered summbuddy gonna get hurt rreal 
bad - if you didn’t get the reference, no 
one is judging you – hopefully we’ve 
moved well past the mark where Russell 
Peters was considered the gold standard 
for funny. I’m also relieved that it’s been 
a while since anyone forwarded me a 
Bill Cosby or Louis C.K. clip – that would 
certainly earn the sender judgment of the 
severe variety. Performers’ perversions 
aside, self-deprecation as the only lens 
through which to view the human race, with 
a generous side of legitimized-by-humour-
offensiveness, became a questionable form 
of entertainment in my book. For you see, 
as much as laughter can unite all the people 
within a space, laughter can be a potent 
mode of exclusion. I stopped watching 
stand-up comedy because there are some 
moulds that one doesn’t want to fit into.

Which is why Hannah Gadsby’s Nanette 
might just be the gold standard in what a 
stand-up comedy show can truly achieve 
– rupturing the neat little compartments 
that we try to arrange our lives within, 
because the greatest challenge of our 
time seems to be to accept that we are 
more united by our quirks, insecurities, 
and preferences, than divided by them. It 
can make you wonder why the colour blue 
has always been associated with baby boys 
when truly, it embodies contradictions and 
complexity – traits associated with the 
feminine. One might ask, what business 
does a crash-course in art history have in 

a show that’s supposed to be funny? Aren’t 
you, the performer, obligated to make us 
laugh instead of infusing tension (a term 
that Gadsby adds a whole other dimension 
to by associating it with laughter and the 
structure of the joke) in the room by ripping 
to shreds the genius of Picasso? Are you, 
the entertainer, meant to make us shift 
uneasily in our seats as we are forced to 
question the ease with which we laugh at 
jokes about homophobia, women mistaken 
for men and men expected to be manly 
enough? 

Without giving away too much, let me 
say that Gadsby’s show is a revelation in 
comedy’s power to evoke a necessary level 
of discomfort – which makes us confront our 
assumptions and befriend our humanity. 

Rear Window 

Aryaman Paul

Are you laughing yet?

Krishnapriya Rajshekar
A Review of Nanette (2018, Netflix) by Hannah Gadsby

(1954, Alfred Hitchcock)

Introducing from this issue 
onwards the Reviews 
section, where anything 
and everything in this 
universe can be discussed. 
All opinions and critiques 
are welcome here.

We walked around college asking people’s experiences with being 
labelled. A few of the questions we asked were:

Have ever been labelled?

What was your reaction to this?

Do you think  labels are in the for of words only?

India, a land of plenty, a land of diversity, 
a land with a different language every 
few miles. And amongst these million 
beautiful languages there lies one 
very peculiar language. Let’s call it 
the Language of Unity for now, since 
it literally binds us all together, way 
more than our self-proclaimed National 
Language. Our language of unity falls 
vaguely under tonal linguistics where 
just through the change in pitch and 
length of words one can generate 
different meanings. This strictly oral 
language has about a million users, but 
do not mistake this popularity for love, 
as it’s quite the opposite.

Haven’t you guessed it yet? Then you 
definitely haven’t experienced the 
legendary phenomenon called ‘Indian 
Traffic’. Now you hear it, don’t you?
 
A ‘peep peeep’ from a young 
competitive driver who is always in for 
a race, 
a ‘peeeep’ from a know-it-all, 
enlightening you that green means go,
a long, loud ‘peeeeep’ from an 
exhibitionist, 
a humble ‘pep pep’ from a nervous 
rider to the mighty six-wheeler,
a ‘peep pep’ in vain to the holy cow, 
and an angry ‘peeep’ with an additional 
glare to those chatty parallel riders.
 
Our language may have limited words 
but it never lacks in the number of 
things to say. So next time, try listening 
to this language because it’s always 
around you. 
Let’s make it official, with its own script. 
After all, it invokes our ‘Indian Identity’, 
doesn’t it? And it isn’t even that hard to 
learn, as J.K. Rowling once put it, 
 
“Anyone can speak peep 
all you need to do is point and glare”.

Yes. That one label that never left me so 
far in college is the tag ‘junior’.
It’s just that because of that label, you’re 
expected to do a lot of work. I feel that’s 
pretty unfair, to be honest.
Yes, it definitely occurs in forms other 
than words.”

Tall. Lambu. You know, just the usual.
Initially, I wasn’t okay with it, but later on, 
I accepted them.
The way people are treated, I feel, make 
them feel worse as compared to words.”

Yes I have. Happens all the time. 
These labels have prevented me from 
doing a lot of things. Now, I honestly 
don’t care about them.
They have been several other forms, all of 
which are extremely objectifying.”

I might be in the minority, but no, I have 
never been labelled. 
Haven’t ever experienced it, therefore, I 
cannot comment. 
I’m not too sure.”

I have been referred to as silent, or quiet. 
It didn’t affect me at all. 
I’m not too sure, maybe in the form of 
expressions?”

Yes, largely. Mostly in school, more than 
anything else.
It was a terrible point of time. I somehow 
felt like I wasn’t supposed to react to it, 
for some god forsaken reason. But now, 
I realize that these labels were simply 
objectifying me more than anything.
Of course they have other forms. Words 
are just one aspect of it.”

Yes, I have, in tenth grade. Never let it 
happen again after that, though.
At that point of time, I felt devastated 
and embarrassed . I felt like I was being 
tortured, to be honest. 
With reference to my context, yes. 
Actions also lead up to this.”

I don’t know if it’s a bad thing necessarily, 
but a lot of my friends always ask me why 
I don’t react to negativity. When they do, 
there’s nothing that I can possibly say, as 
a reaction. 
I guess it makes me feel awkward, more 
than anything.
No, I guess labels occur in the form of 
actions as well. But I feel labels can make 
a person feel good as well. Temporarily 
of course, but sometimes they may not 
necessarily be a bad thing. For example,  
I’ve always been told that I have a good 
smile. It makes me happy that I play a 
role in making someone’s day better.”

An undiscovered ocean of perplexities,

Lie behind that veil of simplified words,

Ever so indescribable.

Like a riddle that cannot be solved,

That cannot be unraveled. 

We wrap up every detail,

Every detail that makes us so unique.

Words wouldn’t suffice,

To describe our enthralling selves.

Every emotion,every thought,

Every ounce of that magic within us,

Form an incomparable constellation.

One that is unparalleled.

One that a million words cannot describe.

Beyond Labels
Bindu Maringanti

Labels Language of Unity
Vaishnavi Kasibhatla

Scanned by CamScanner

“

“

“

“

“

“

“

“

Convicted Acorn and not-so-Slim Shady



Wadiyar Centre for Architecture, Mysuru                                                                                                                                          Page Wadiyar Centre for Architecture, Mysuru                                                                                                                                          Page 1110

Courtyard: What have the past two 
weeks with the college been like? Is 
there anything specific that you liked or 
didn’t like? 

Aveek Sen: I do enjoy being in this college 
very much, and what I have been doing 
pretty much over the last three weeks, is 
to sit in various studios, and the format 
of our interactions have usually been that 
I sit and listen for a while to the usual 
classes going on and the different kinds 
of language and vocabularies that each 
studio brings up in relation to its specific 
kind of work, and then I catch these words 
and open them up in different directions. 
It’s more a kind of exploratory conversation 
then, with the students, the teachers, 
not always academic, most often to do 
with how we can connect different bits of 
observation and experience and reflection 
and expression, and then how we might 
put these observations and experiences 
in relation to different kinds of disciplinary 
practice - like literature, ethnography or 
anthropology. So, how do we read other 
lives, other spaces, other neighbourhoods, 
streets? How do people inhabit them, 
experience them, make use of them, or 
do not make use of them? And how do we 
make sense of this whole web of practices, 
perceptions, experiences, inhabitations? 

CY: In this age of scrolling through 
pictures, where people are obsessed 
with images rather than words, how do 
you see the two of them going together? 
What connection do you think exists 
between photography and writing? 

AS: I think there can be many extremely 

interesting relationships between visual 
expression or communication. One of 
them is rooted in our pleasure in both 
telling stories, and listening to stories. 
Photographs are records of certain moments 
and instances, but these moments and 
instances have other dimensions of time 
stored in them, no? So writing, or language, 
a narrative or storytelling, can then unpack 
these different temporalities that remain 
coiled up in images and photographs. And 
also, writing is about an interface between 
a mind, a history, and the world out there, 
and among the various things that make up 
the world out there. So I’m very interested 
in this relationship between these images 
and how we make sense of them, how we 
make them our own and then once we’ve 
made them our own, put them back into 
the world.

CY: In the books that you’ve made with 
various photographers, there are the 
photographs and then there is what 
you’ve written. The writing exists in 
parallel to the images, rather than being 
about them.  

AS: Yes. My writing and my collaborative 
work with artists have moved away from 
trying to explain or explicate their work, to 
actually working with them, to writing with 
them, or into them, or around them, or off 
them. You know, you can write either ‘off’ art 
or you can write ‘of’ art depending on how 
many F’s you put after that O. And I actually 
prefer to do that kind of ‘off’ writing, where 
you take the art as a kind of diving board 
from which you spring out into the world 
of words, and then bring your own kind 
of meaning-making, connection-making 
pleasures to cohere around somebody 
else’s work. So yes, it has been very much a 
way of writing in parallel or in tandem with 
the work of visual artists and not necessarily 
of photographers. I have collaborated with 
artists who work with different media, one 
of which happens to be photography. 

CY: Considering the major shift in the 
mode of communication in the present 
day, where there is a drastic decrease 
in the number of people writing and 
reading, should the ones creating 
information also have to change the 
way they represent/communicate 
information to the multitude?

AS: You know, I don’t think that people 
have stopped reading or writing, or that 
visual communication, or a saturation in 
visual communication, can necessarily 
make you mindless in terms of reading and 
writing. In fact, one can use the visual in 
order to stir up the resources of language 
that reside in our minds and bodies. So, 

I don’t see visual saturation as leading us 
away from conversation, reading, writing, 
and for me these three are inextricable from 
one another. Teaching is a convergence of 
these three. It is not a purely academic or 
bookish practice, but is rooted in human 
exchange, in learning as much to listen as 
to speak, learning as much to look as to 
unravel the whole process of looking. I’m 
not at all full of despair about Instagram. 
I myself use Instagram a lot, and use it not 
only visually but also textually. I often put 
what I’m reading onto Instagram, so that 
text becomes image. It’s a wonderful way 
of opening up the privacy of reading into a 
more collective practice.

CY: We’ve noticed that your Instagram 
page is very interesting/different. What 
is your way of capturing moments? 
What are you thinking about when you 
click a picture, especially the ones from 
the Ethnic Day, which may seem very 
random to a person at the scene or 
someone looking through your profile? 

AS: I find this college to be one of the 
most photogenic places I have worked in. 
I love photographing trees, the interaction 
between human beings, architecture and 
trees. And there’s so much room for that 
sort of drama here. Trees are like human 
beings and when you actually look at 
human beings in relation to trees a very 
different kind of ecology suggests itself 
to me, which is as fascinating as, say, 
psychology. This is inextricable from a 
more psychological, fictional or literary 
understanding of human life. I also love 
photographing human bodies in some 
kind of energetic motion. In college, I so 
often see people sitting quietly in class just 
looking at me, so it was wonderful to see 
the same people dancing, singing, moving 
around in this sort of vigorous, joyful way. 
I really do wish that some of that energy 
would travel back into the learning spaces, 
our studios, in our classrooms. I think that 
is what I was trying to document in a way. 
Document is a very cold-blooded word. 
Whatever I was doing was very enjoyable. I 
was trying to capture the happiness of that 
evening. 

CY: How do you navigate your thought 
process with all the diverse topics that 
you’re interested in, since you make 
them seem like one topic rather than 
multiple subjects?

AS: It’s always been like that for me. When 
I began studying literature, at Jadavpur 
University in Calcutta, our teachers always 
taught us literature in relation, not only 
to life and actual human experience 
but also in relation to the other arts and 

‘Off’ topic the social sciences. There was always 
cinema, music, the visual arts on the 
one hand, and anthropology, sociology, 
different kinds of philosophy and theory 
on the other. We were never encouraged 
to make watertight compartments out of 
the texts, subjects, periods or genres that 
we were studying. In fact, that happened, 
a little bit to my disappointment, when I 
went to England to study. 

With time, as you teach and get more 
and more interested in human beings, 
individually and collectively, everything 
begins to connect with everything else. I 
find it very difficult to stick to disciplinary 
boundaries. 

But, the flip side of that is that one could end 
up being a jack of all trades. So, you have 
to make these connections in a rigorous, 
precise, well-informed and nuanced way. 
So, you are not just jumping from one 
thing to another in a vague, random and 
impressionistic manner. Whatever you are 
saying is backed up by hard work, rigorous 
thinking and an alertness to the structures 
of human experience and feelings.

CY: So it’s human beings who are the tie 
bringing all these things together? 

AS: Absolutely. I am interested in art, 
literature and architecture because I’m 
interested in people, not the other way 
around. 

CY: If you could read only one author’s 
work for the rest of your life, whose 
would it be?

AS: Oh goodness! I don’t think I can answer 
this question. That would be a fate worse 
than monogamy! It would be the most 
horrid form of restriction to have to stick to 
one writer. I don’t think I can even imagine 
such a thing. They always come in twos and 
threes and more. One author always leads 
to another. To be forced to choose one 

favourite writer would be an unbearable 
predicament for me.

CY: So, you don’t have any favourite 
book that you keep reading?

AS: I have lots of favourite books! A lot 
of Tagore, fiction and nonfiction. A lot of 
that largely forgotten Australian writer, 
Patrick White; Henry James, and of course 
Shakespeare. Among the poets, Elizabeth 
Bishop, Wallace Stevens, Virginia Woolf, of 
course. Um…Rilke. But, that’s just the tip of 
the iceberg. No, it’s impossible to narrow 
oneself down from the vast republic of the 
arts to a little coterie of favourites. I can’t 
do that.

CY: Every time you’ve spoken to us 
about artists or when you took the 
music workshop for us last year, you 
always talk about every single person 
with the same amount of drive and 
energy. And your interest with every 
single person that you’re talking about 
is very interesting. But if we were to ask 
you who is someone that you probably 
admire the most or is an inspiration to 
you? 

AS: You mean dead people or living 
people? 

CY: Any. 

AS: Some of my teachers. For me writers 
are never dead when I read them. Writers 
and artists, actors, filmmakers are like 
real people. Actually, the answer to your 
question would be filmmakers. I would 
say that I wouldn’t have been who I am 
today without, say, someone like Ingmar 
Bergman, Federico Fellini or Michelangelo 
Antonioni. If I were to find myself on a 
desert island with only one aesthetic 
medium, I would choose cinema. I will 
not choose literature and I will not choose 
music. Cinema, for me, has all of life in it. 
So, I would say my inspirations have been 

largely drawn from the world of film-making. 
People like Tarkovsky, Michael Haneke, the 
early Satyajit Ray, Ingmar Bergman and 
all the other people that I mentioned just 
now. I would perhaps hazard to say, more 
than writers, these people have been more 
constitutive of who I am today.

CY: There’s so much communication that 
takes place through art but, if you had 
to look at that with architecture, what 
do you feel that Architecture should or 
what did you think architecture does in 
terms of communicating with people? 
And what it could probably do more 
than what it already has done? 

AS: I actually find it very difficult to think 
of architecture in the abstract. If at all I 
have to be cornered into thinking like that, 
I would think of architecture as almost the 
art of making theatres in which experience 
can happen. Insides, outsides, in-between 
spaces, in which people can come together 
or be alone; from which people can look 
out or into which people can look in, in 
which people can sit and talk and read 
and look and think. Architecture is a kind 
of embrace. To be held in the arms of the 
built and the unbuilt, so that you feel most 
keenly and complicatedly yourself. That is 
what place-making or space-making means 
to me. That is why I come and teach here 
and I never ask myself, why should I show 
all these films to architects? Or why should 
I read poems out to architects? ‘Building, 
dwelling, thinking’. That’s what Heidegger 
writes about. I would add to that Being, 
which happens in and through and around 
and ‘off’ architecture. We carry architecture 
inside our heads just as architecture holds 
us in it: the architecture that we hold in our 
heads, in our fantasies, our memory and in 
our imagination. 

During our conversation with Aveek Sen 
we wanted to pick his brain through a few 
questions we had. He gave us insight on 
literature’s place in today’s world, the tie 
between different trades and his personal 
views on architecture.
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