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Not all Chaiwallahs
are Hindus (gasp!)

Agree to DisagreeBlack I won’t Acorn on break.

04 0602 08 10

The new decade is upon us with what we hope and 
believe are greener pastures. With over a week of 
it lost, I think it’s safe to assume that the resolution 
makers have tried and failed yet again in their yearly 
rituals and are searching for the next ‘it’ thing to 
obsess over. With a year’s worth of Issues behind 
us, what do we look forward to in the coming year? 
Where do we stand in the big picture: are we really a 
common platform for all or an alienated cult? 

The number one question that has been a constant 
through all our discussions is, ‘Will people contribute 
without us running behind them to do it?’. So, we 
decided that the 13th issue would be the one where 
we finally put that question to its test and evaluate 
ourselves and in the process you, the “contributor”. 
Our first clue should’ve been the countless stories 
of unluckiness that surround the number 13. But the 
rationalists in us decided to ignore that and go ahead 
with it anyway. I believe this is what people call hope 
or in this case, false-hope. When we decided that 
we would not approach people for content in this 
issue and instead let them ‘Speak Up’ themselves, 
we were expecting the worst and decided to name 
it the ‘Blank issue’ as an inside joke. Trust me when 
I say this, you did not disappoint our assumption at 
all. Good job!

There are hundreds of slogans like, “Voice out your 
opinions!”, “Azadi!”, “Save the planet!”, and more 
about issues that hardly make it to the top of our list 
of “Things that require an Asprin (or maybe two) to 
figure out”. Right now, I will not urge you to speak 
up, for your chance to do so has gone by already 
and you either did not bother to notice it or you 
decided that you were too busy for it. So the one 
thing that you can do at this point is to listen.

Listen, to Lamiya Huda (you’ve been doing it for 
so long, once more shouldn’t hurt) as she speaks 
of ‘Chaiwallahs’(you-know-who) and her right to 
belong. Listen to Anamika Matthew, as she talks 
about the magic of the streets as they unify the 
masses, resonating their voices to the multitudes.

Shreyas Baindur is back with another history lesson 
about the “WCFA clubs” (Yes, they did exist back 
in days of yore). His rating system might jog your 
memory of the good old days. If you’re still in doubt 
I’d suggest you authenticate the existence of said 
club from nearby hermits. 

If you’re one of the lucky few who make it through to 
the end, you would have noticed the ghosts lurking 
in the grey areas muttering Latinized incantations 
that would confuse the smartest of the Popes. 
They’re here, standing guard, for those of us still 
brave enough to open our minds and clear out the 
gibberish. So, what are you waiting for?

Editor’s Note
Adithi Srinivas

Outcry.
Tony, Batch 2017

*CAPTION IT WITH  #courtyard_instashots* 

What do you think of the image...?
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Melita Fariara

Madhurya Kharidehal

I love black,
Black and red, black and white,
The Absence of colour combined with ANY 
colour, 
Black stands out, dauntless, courageous,
Enigmatic 
So lovable yet sharp-edged, 
so chaotic yet calm.
And I, 
I wish, 
to be black. 

When I close my eyes, I feel black 
A Pitch black canvas, 
Surrounding me, Encompassing me, 
A sparkling dot, and another, and another 
A million stars, 
Dotting my inner eye, 
An entire sky, blanketing me, 
All under my eyelids, an imagination of my 
mind 
Et Je pense que c’est magnifique 
The things my mind comes up with, 
To fill that empty space behind my closed 
eyelids 
Yet, tisn’t the stars that catch my mind’s eye,
Tis that empty space, that impressionable 
black empty space, 
Et je....Je voudrais être noir.

Black 

I’LL SEND YOU THE ARTICLE 
TONIGHT, I PROMISE. 

THE COURTYARD SHOULD 
STOP COMPLAINING ALREADY

Friendship

I walk into the room
Of awkward silence
And settle down
In a seat in the corner.

I fiddle with my fingers,
I swing my feet about
I look around the room
When I hear a muffled scream

A while after
You can hear the creak of the door
“Why don’t you have some candy”,
Says the man in white
To the girl in tears

Fear building up inside
I think to myself
‘Oh how could you do such an evil thing,
To give her sweets after having removed 
her cavity.’

As if hearing my thoughts,
The person beside me says,
“Oh don’t worry, it’s only to calm her down.
You don’t have to make such a scary face”, 
she reassures,
A smile creeping up her face

“Well, you don’t know that” I retort,
In a fit of heart-thumping fear and irritation.
“Miss ~” calls out the petite lady behind 
the desk, 
Urging the next patent into the room.

“That’s you!” exclaims the girl beside me, 
pushing me out of my seat.

I resist at first but slowly give in.
My anxiety and apprehension running 
away from me,
By the soothing touch of my friend’s hand.

I walk up to the room, my friend by my 
side.
Clutching her hand, gathering up courage, 
ready to go in,
When I take a last look at her,
To see her mischievous smile, claw at the 
door of my fears.

‘I’ve changed my mind’
But before I’ve had the chance to say it 
aloud,
The red checked girl, shoves me into the 
room, closing the door behind me. 

Her last words, 
Underlying with sarcasm and glee, 
“Don’t you worry, it’s just the dentist!” 
A mile-wide smile on the tip of her teeth. 

Knowing that I hate the dentist, 
Knowing I fear the white walls, 
She abandons me with the man, holding 
the strange gizmos. 
‘This is friendship, I think?’, floats into my 
mind
Before everything turns white. 

Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur 
adipiscing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor 
incididunt ut labore et dolore magna 
aliqua. Varius morbi enim nunc faucibus 
a pellentesque. In hac habitasse platea 
dictumst. Leo urna molestie at elementum 
eu facilisis sed odio. Vestibulum morbi 
blandit cursus risus at ultrices mi tempus. 
Ipsum dolor sit amet consectetur 
adipiscing elit. Cursus risus at ultrices mi 
tempus imperdiet nulla malesuada. Nunc 
scelerisque viverra mauris in aliquam. Orci 
dapibus ultrices in iaculis nunc sed. Urna 
cursus eget nunc scelerisque. Sed felis eget 
velit aliquet. Justo nec ultrices dui sapien 
eget mi proin. Consectetur adipiscing 
elit duis tristique sollicitudin nibh sit. 
Malesuada proin libero nunc consequat. 
Dolor morbi non arcu risus quis.

Convallis posuere morbi leo urna molestie. 
Quis ipsum suspendisse ultrices gravida 
dictum fusce ut placerat. Aliquet enim 
tortor at auctor. Blandit cursus risus 
at ultrices mi tempus imperdiet nulla 
malesuada. Dignissim sodales ut eu sem 
integer vitae justo eget. Nam aliquam sem 
et tortor consequat id porta nibh venenatis. 
Nullam ac tortor vitae purus faucibus ornare 
suspendisse. Tortor vitae purus faucibus 
ornare suspendisse sed nisi lacus. Venenatis 
cras sed felis eget velit aliquet sagittis id. 

Ultricies lacus sed turpis tincidunt id. Diam 
ut venenatis tellus in metus vulputate eu 
scelerisque. Et malesuada fames ac turpis 
egestas integer eget aliquet. Dolor morbi 
non arcu risus quis varius quam quisque id. 
Quam pellentesque nec nam aliquam sem 
et. Non odio euismod lacinia at quis risus 
sed. Scelerisque varius morbi enim nunc. 
Pulvinar mattis nunc sed blandit libero 
volutpat. Cras ornare arcu dui vivamus arcu 
felis.

Id cursus metus aliquam eleifend mi in nulla 
posuere. Ac ut consequat semper viverra 
nam libero. Congue nisi vitae suscipit tellus 
mauris a diam. In hac habitasse platea 
dictumst quisque sagittis. Fermentum leo 
vel orci porta non pulvinar neque laoreet 
suspendisse. Felis bibendum ut tristique et. 
Faucibus et molestie ac feugiat sed lectus. 
Amet est placerat in egestas erat imperdiet 
sed euismod. Ultricies integer quis auctor 
elit sed vulputate mi sit amet. Pretium 
lectus quam id leo in vitae turpis massa. 
Egestas purus viverra accumsan in nisl. Sed 
euismod nisi porta lorem mollis aliquam ut 
porttitor. Purus semper eget duis at tellus 
at. Cras adipiscing enim eu turpis egestas 
pretium aenean pharetra magna.

In metus vulputate eu scelerisque felis 
imperdiet. Pulvinar sapien et ligula 

Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur 
adipiscing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor 
incididunt ut labore et dolore magna 
aliqua. Varius morbi enim nunc faucibus 
a pellentesque. In hac habitasse platea 
dictumst. Leo urna molestie at elementum 
eu facilisis sed odio. Vestibulum morbi 
blandit cursus risus at ultrices mi tempus. 
Ipsum dolor sit amet consectetur 
adipiscing elit. Cursus risus at ultrices mi 
tempus imperdiet nulla malesuada. Nunc 
scelerisque viverra mauris in aliquam. Orci 
dapibus ultrices in iaculis nunc sed. Urna 
cursus eget nunc scelerisque. Sed felis eget 
velit aliquet. Justo nec ultrices dui sapien 
eget mi proin. Consectetur adipiscing 
elit duis tristique sollicitudin nibh sit. 
Malesuada proin libero nunc consequat. 
Dolor morbi non arcu risus quis.

Convallis posuere morbi leo urna molestie. 
Quis ipsum suspendisse ultrices gravida 
dictum fusce ut placerat. Aliquet enim 
tortor at auctor. Blandit cursus risus 
at ultrices mi tempus imperdiet nulla 
malesuada. Dignissim sodales ut eu sem 
integer vitae justo eget. Nam aliquam sem 

et tortor consequat id porta nibh venenatis. 
Nullam ac tortor vitae purus faucibus ornare 
suspendisse. Tortor vitae purus faucibus 
ornare suspendisse sed nisi lacus. Venenatis 
cras sed felis eget velit aliquet sagittis id. 
Ultricies lacus sed turpis tincidunt id. Diam 
ut venenatis tellus in metus vulputate eu 
scelerisque. Et malesuada fames ac turpis 
egestas integer eget aliquet. Dolor morbi 
non arcu risus quis varius quam quisque id. 
Quam pellentesque nec nam aliquam sem 
et. Non odio euismod lacinia at quis risus 
sed. Scelerisque varius morbi enim nunc. 
Pulvinar mattis nunc sed blandit libero 
volutpat. Cras ornare arcu dui vivamus arcu 
felis.

Id cursus metus aliquam eleifend mi in nulla 
posuere. Ac ut consequat semper viverra 
nam libero. Congue nisi vitae suscipit tellus 
mauris a diam. In hac habitasse platea 
dictumst quisque sagittis. Fermentum leo 
vel orci porta non pulvinar neque laoreet 
suspendisse. Felis bibendum ut tristique et. 
Faucibus et molestie ac feugiat sed lectus. 
Amet est placerat in egestas erat imperdiet 
sed euismod. Ultricies integer quis auctor 

Said every writer ever

#getalife
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Disclaimer: the following article might be 
political. It also contains instances where 
words such as ‘Muslim’, ‘religion’ and 
‘terrorists’ occur multiple times. If these 
words trigger your inner Hindu patriot, or 
in any way increase your animosity against 
Muslims or students, then please refrain 
from reading any further. Namaste.

Let’s just address the elephant on this page 
(No pun intended) right from the get-go, 
shall we? A Muslim woman writing about 
‘Muslims’, ‘religion’ and ‘terrorists’?! Some 
of you must be scandalized (How dare she!), 
but the more ‘woke’ ones reading this are 
already apathetical about opinion pieces 
on the CAA. And frankly, so am I. So this is 
not about whether I’m pro-CAA or against, 
but I shall say this - going by the colourful 
truckloads of anti-minority and anti- Muslim 
comments, communal riots, the bloodshed 
and student abuse which has taken place 
under our current ruling party’s watch, the 
reader can guess where I stand.

If there is one thing that the recent political 
situation has made me think about, it is 
the dilemma of the identity of an Indian 
Muslim. What does it mean to be an Indian 
Muslim? Are they the ‘Pakistanis’ who 
never made it past the border during the 
partition? Wait, aren’t they all terrorists?! 
Are the women oppressed? Are they all 
the descendants of Turkish invaders and 
marauders? So many questions and rarely 
does the universe throwback any answers 
at us. Unfortunately, my word limit does not 

allow me to answer all your questions, so 
that’s a conversation for another day. 

Who are we? We are your colleagues and 
bosses, your rickshaw drivers and bakers, 
we make your biryanis and kebabs, we 
are your corner-of-the-road chaiwallahs. 
We are also your ministers and presidents 
and your policewomen and men. But, no 
matter where one is walking down a street 
- from Delhi to Trivandrum, every Muslim is 
asking one question to themselves, more 
so in recent times - Do we belong here?

As a minority, we are very apologetic about 
our existence, and we tend to step back, to 
not draw attention to ourselves. This feeling 
of not belonging is what makes us take off 
our hijabs and shave off our beards, think 
twice about applying for that job or moving 
to a locality which is predominantly Hindu 
or pray in public places…the list goes 
on. This feeling is also one of the most 
important things we don’t express because 
we don’t want to seem unpatriotic. The 
last few weeks of seeing people standing 
in solidarity gave me hope though. And 
courage - to speak up, to wear my identity 
proudly, and to finally have a seat at the 
table. The country has come a long way 
from the partition-painted 1947 era, but 
I’m still waiting for the day the burkha-clad 
woman on the street no longer makes you 
stare at her, or makes you angry. Perhaps 
one day you’ll smile at her (in a non-creepy 
way of course), and she’ll smile right back.

Lamiya Huda

Not all Chaiwallahs are Hindus 
(gasp!)

IS THE COURTYARD TEAM 
JOBLESS?

Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur 
adipiscing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor 
incididunt ut labore et dolore magna 
aliqua. Varius morbi enim nunc faucibus 
a pellentesque. In hac habitasse platea 
dictumst. Leo urna molestie at elementum 
eu facilisis sed odio. Vestibulum morbi 

blandit cursus risus at ultrices mi tempus. 
Ipsum dolor sit amet consectetur 
adipiscing elit. Cursus risus at ultrices mi 
tempus imperdiet nulla malesuada. Nunc 
scelerisque viverra mauris in aliquam. Orci 
dapibus ultrices in iaculis nunc sed. Urna 
cursus eget nunc scelerisque. Sed felis eget 
velit aliquet. Justo nec ultrices dui sapien 
eget mi proin. Consectetur adipiscing 
elit duis tristique sotllicitudin nibh sit. 
Malesuada proin libero nunc consequat. 
Dolor morbi non arcu risus quis.

Convallis posuere morbi leo urna molestie. 
Quis ipsum suspendisse ultrices gravida 
dictum fusce ut placerat. Aliquet enim 
tortor at auctor. Blandit cursus risus 
at ultrices mi tempus imperdiet nulla 
malesuada. Dignissim sodales ut eu sem 
integer vitae justo eget. Nam aliquam 
sem et tortor consequat id porta nibh 
venenatis. Nullam ac tortor vitae purus 

faucibus ornare suspendisse. Tortor vitae 
purus faucibus ornare suspendisse sed nisi 
lacus. Venenatis cras sed felis eget velit 
aliquet sagittis id. 

Ultricies lacus sed turpis tincidunt id. Diam 
ut venenatis tellus in metus vulputate eu 
scelerisque. Et malesuada fames ac turpis 
egestas integer eget aliquet. Dolor morbi 
non arcu risus quis varius quam quisque id. 
Quam pellentesque nec nam aliquam sem 
et. Non odio euismod lacinia at quis risus 
sed. Scelerisque varius morbi enim nunc. 
Pulvinar mattis nunc sed blandit libero 
volutpat. Cras ornare arcu dui vivamus 
arcu felis.Id cursus metus aliquam eleifend 
mi in nulla posuere. Ac ut consequat 
semper viverra nam libero. Congue nisi 
vitae suscipit tellus mauris a diam. In hac 
habitasse platea dictumst quisque sagittis. 
Fermentum leo vel orci porta non pulvinar 
neque laoreet suspendisse. 

No, but aren’t you?
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agree to disagree:

Anamika Mathew

Writer 1

Writer 2

The temperature had dropped down to 6°C, the 
cold howling easterly winds brought in the chills. It 
was a few minutes past midnight and the silent night 
was broken by the rhythm of our National anthem 
being  sung by thousands of women protesting out 
on the streets. They were armed with warm quilts, 
strong cups of chai and songs of resistance. This is 
how they rang in the New Year.

The power of UNITY: The sense of belonging to a 
community is what brings the people out together. 
The power of these protestors is not their words 
but their united voice. It’s the convergence of a 
few hundred against millions. The streets are where 

people meet and acknowledge one another, where 
strangers sympathise in each other’s pain. It is simply 
the whole idea of connecting with one another in the 
physical realm, which is not the same as a viral post 
or IG story. The viewers may be many but the post 
lasts only for a few seconds. Whereas the stories of 
the streets live in your mind forever, for you have 
experienced them first hand - the goosebumps that 
were shared while chanting “Jai Hind”, or the dark 
street suddenly lit from many torchlights resembling 
a thousand fireflies or walking along unknown paths 
with a new purpose in place or a wholehearted smile 
from the kid next to you, who has absolutely no 
idea why they are standing with this crowd but they 

Aah! Gone are the days of Shakespeare’s ‘to be or 
not to be’ dilemmas. Back then, there was an equal 
chance for the boat to tip either way, but the 21st 

century has decided its safer to not ‘be’. And not do. 
And not write. And not show up. But the Universe 
will wait for you. Patiently. Just like we did, for this 
‘maybe’ dissent-er. Way past their deadline. And 
still, we wait.

Our newest Agree to Disagree feature begins with 
a classic case of irony. Our writer who argues that 
dissent is best expressed elsewhere and not on 
the streets is MIA, while our banner-wielding, lathi-
escaping protester is here on paper. So there’s 
nothing to see here, other than silence. As of now, 
the only place you’ll find dissent is on the streets, or 
in the column below.

share-in with your excitement regardless.

“Azaadi” is not just a word, it is an emotion. It is 
an emotion deep-rooted within each and every one 
of us. The cry for freedom from patriarchal shackles, 
gender discrimination, sexual assaults, or poverty 
is an individual responsibility. An extract from the 
poem ‘Little things’ by Julia Carney; “Little drops 
of water, Little grains of sand, Make the mighty 
ocean, And the pleasant land”. The protestors have 
formed a sea of humanity, none afraid to express 
themselves. Regardless of their location, the world 
comes together to bring justice to a remote location 
or a capital city. They take courage in each other’s 

presence, and strength in their numbers. The blood 
running through their veins pumped with rigour 
and each breathe carrying the truth across seas and 
mountains.

We must stand fearless for honesty, we must stand 
out in the open for justice and we must sing the 
songs of truth.

No

Yes

Maybe

The stories 
of the streets 
live in your 
mind forever, 
for you have 
experienced 
them first hand.

Topic : The art of dissent lies in the streets.



Wadiyar Centre for Architecture, Mysuru                                                                                                                                          Page Wadiyar Centre for Architecture, Mysuru                                                                                                                                          Page 08

#brainfarts

Pineapple on pizza;
Yes, you read it correctly.
Pineapple on pizza!

Shreyas Baindur

6-7-6? Nott the 5-7-5 syllable combination 
for typical haiku poetry I was hoping 
for. A syllable too many, yet a powerful 
conundrum to ponder. 
There are only two reactions to the 
statement above. Either it is met with 
shocked and vehement dismay, or 
with fondness and affection; or maybe 
an indifferent callousness? Pineapple 
on pizza is a world dividing topic of 
discussion. The pineapple isn’t native 
to Italy and not many are sure when the 
first pizza arrived in Brazil or Paraguay to 
when the pineapple is native to. But the 
question remains a contentious one as 
to what made Sam Panopoulos, a Greek 
immigrant to Canada in the 1950’s, put 
canned pineapple slices onto his ham 
pizza with cheese in 1962? Did he think 
that decision through carefully? Could 
he have known the connotations of his 
decision that is currently, in our zeitgeist, 
dividing the internet-using social media 
savvy youth? 

Just like the tomato, the pineapple is also 

a fruit. Does that mean putting a type of 
berry on pizza is fine, but adding a tropical 
fruit is a sin? Both the fruits in question 
were never endemic to the place where 
the pizza was first made, somewhere in 
a boot-shaped peninsula after Columbus 
of some conquistador brought and 
introduced tomatoes from the new world 
to the old; but now one fruit has become 

synonymous with the food item adding 
an umami to the dish, whereas the other 
generates heated debate and even fights 
among family and the best of friends. 

In my humble opinion, muddying the pure 
flavours of the pineapple, the enzymes of 

which are, as you savour your bite of it, 
are trying to dissolve the skin and muscle 
tissues in your mouth and tongue is a 
sin. But not unto death. Combining such 
pure flavours with the already pure and 
carefully tested flavours of a finely made 
margarita pizza, in my world is an absolute 
no-no; or at least they used to be so, until 
Kayees Rahmathulla Cafe in Fort Kochi 
happened to me. The taste of the biriyani 
there was great to undersell it, and to my 
dismay, the biriyani had small pieces of 
pineapple. The pieces of acidic fruit did 
not take away from the experience but 
helped cut through the rich and pungent 
flavours of the biriyani masala just enough 
to help appreciate them better, rather 
than spicy spice all over, the pineapple 
gave small bursts of sweet freshness to 
every other morsel. Mind you, the spice 
was not heat-spice, it was a spice that 
was a combination of many spices, what 
Guy Fiery would call ‘Flavour Town’. Yet 
the presence of something unwanted in 
the fray there actually made the food that 
much better and memorable. So, the next 
time you are in a place where you are put 
in such a conundrum, accept that there is 
going to be some pineapple in your pizza 
and move on; you never know, you might 
be better for it. 

Mind Screams
I won’t 

Speak Up, said the Audio Clip
Speak Up, said the Poster 
Speak Up, said my Gov.t (ironically)
Speak Up, said my friends (provocatively)
And all at once, I got on the stage and 
grabbed a microphone and right when I 
was about to, I couldn’t anymore.

It’s noisy, painful, a million mics, a million 
stages, a million people, speaking. I look 
around trying to find a spot, where my 
voice might be heard. But who’s listening? 
Anyone? There’s voice, there’s chaos, 
voices are running over each other, but I 
can’t hear a thing? A million mouths yet no 
ears. Who am I trying to reach? Or is that 
even my intention anymore, cause all I’m 
about now is, to grab that microphone. 

Well, I decided not to speak, not because 
I’m apolitical or trying to take the privileged 

way out. I’d rather listen, de-clutter the 
noise, and listen. “Oh,” I think, “that point 
does make a lot of sense and my ego 
hadn’t let me consider that perspective 
yet.” I’m surprised, I’m scared but more 
than anything, I’m more confused. My 

opinion matters I know, and it should, but 
can I go around with an unclear opinion? 

I understand that many aren’t speaking 
up for other reasons. People who don’t 
feel the need to. But is it not our fault for 
not making them listen? For once let’s just 
lower our voices and take turns. Maybe 
someone would then emerge, enlightened 
and SPEAK UP. 

Till then I’ll lie, hidden under the veil of 
anonymous not because I’m scared you 
don’t approve of my opinion, but because 
its unbiased, and frankly something 
bothering many minds like mine.
  
So I ask again, 
Is what we want to say even relevant? Is 
it true? How do we know, since we don’t 
even want to listen to the other side?
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Lorem ipsum dolor sit amet, consectetur 
adipiscing elit, sed do eiusmod tempor 
incididunt ut labore et dolore magna 
aliqua. Varius morbi enim nunc faucibus 
a pellentesque. In hac habitasse platea 
dictumst. Leo urna molestie at elementum 
eu facilisis sed odio. Vestibulum morbi 
blandit cursus risus at ultrices mi tempus. 
Ipsum dolor sit amet consectetur 
adipiscing elit. Cursus risus at ultrices mi 
tempus imperdiet nulla malesuada. Nunc 
scelerisque viverra mauris in aliquam. Orci 
dapibus ultrices in iaculis nunc sed. Urna 
cursus eget nunc scelerisque. Sed felis eget 
velit aliquet. Justo nec ultrices dui sapien 
eget mi proin. Consectetur adipiscing 
elit duis tristique sotllicitudin nibh sit. 
Malesuada proin libero nunc consequat. 
Dolor morbi non arcu risus quis.

Convallis posuere morbi leo urna molestie. 
Quis ipsum suspendisse ultrices gravida 
dictum fusce ut placerat. Aliquet enim 
tortor at auctor. Blandit cursus risus 
at ultrices mi tempus imperdiet nulla 
malesuada. Dignissim sodales ut eu sem 
integer vitae justo eget. Nam aliquam sem 
et tortor consequat id porta nibh venenatis. 
Nullam ac tortor vitae purus faucibus 
ornare suspendisse. Tortor vitae purus 
faucibus ornare suspendisse sed nisi lacus. 
Venenatis cras sed felis eget velit aliquet 
sagittis id. 

Ds sed. Scelerisque varius morbi enim 
nunc. Pulvinar mattis nunc sed blandit 
libero volutpat. Cras ornare arcu dui 
vivamus arcu felis.Id cursus metus 
aliquam eleifend mi in nulla posuere. Ac 
ut consequat semper viverra nam libero. 

Is the Australian bush fire real?
Because Modiji didn’t talk about it
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WHEN IT'S FINALLY THE HOLIDAYS...!

Ill
us

tr
at

io
n 

C
re

di
ts

 : 
Va

is
hn

av
i O

le
ty

 a
nd

 S
po

or
th

i J
ai

n


