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Imagine yourself back in school on a 
Republic day. The flag hoisting is about 
to take place and you feel severe trem-
ors under your feet. The school build-
ing is shaking violently, the trees bend 
all the way down and everyone around 
you trembling and completely disori-
ented. You stand your ground frozen in 
place with your eyes shut and praying 
for this to pass. The whole experience 
lasted for less than a minute. All the 
noise and movement replaced by eerie 
silence. After waiting for a minute or 
two, the teachers come around to take 
count and make sure everyone is al-
right. The principal announces that the 
assembly is dispersed and everyone is 
to return to their homes immediately. 
Arrangements were made to take all 
the students home safely. 
In my story, we could not contain our 
excitement on the ride back home. 

Each of us shouting on top of our lungs 
about the earthquake and how brave we 
were. Little did we know what lay in 
front of us? As we came closer to the 
community, we saw commotion every-
where we looked. The huts were col-
lapsed and families stranded outside 
calling out to the ones trapped under-
neath the debris.

The van stopped, and I got off as quick-
ly as possible. My mind racing to a 
hundred and twenty, I ran towards my 
hut and the only image in my mind was 
my mother nursing my baby sister. The 
neighbour’s hut has lost its roof but no 

one seems to be hurt and everyone is 
crying. I turn around the corner and one 
look at my hut told me that the life I 
knew will be changed forever. Where 
the hut had previously stood, there was 
debris on the ground. The hut had col-
lapsed completely placing our thatched 
roof on the high plinth. I started pulling 
away at the rubble. My fingers ached 
and blood trickled down onto my 
palms and arm. A foot or two below the 
rubble, I saw my father’s only pair of 
slippers. 
Disaster relief is not just about helping 
rebuild a few broken homes. It is about 
building back lives and their spirit to 
continue living, knowing that the life 
they knew no longer exists. It is an 
act of a community of random strang-
ers coming together to wipe away the 
sorrows of yesterday and give hope for 
tomorrow.

LENDING A HAND
- Anamika Mathew

 Editor’s Note
Welcome to issue number 3 of the Courtyard! Funnily enough, we are also the third editorial team of this young and un-
known platform. The previous issues, as well as this one, have been experiments in trying to find a system in which a publi-
cation like this could work. We are from a generation where reading has taken a back seat and most of our free time is spent 
on digital media, which brings up the question of the importance of a newsletter. And what is in it for those working on it. 
Yes, we as 4th year students are doing this as part of an assignment, but I doubt that for any of us, it seemed like a submission. 
This has been more of a challenge that we have happily accepted without knowing anything about what needs to be done. 
As a starting point, each issue decided on a theme, and hoped that it would help bring in articles, poems, art and so on such 
that it would be possible for us to have enough matter to publish something, it has not been easy but so far, we have managed. 
With this issue we have tried to go one step ahead of just a theme-based newsletter and hence I shall not be mentioning the 
theme at all. 
There are numerous opportunities that the Courtyard can offer us. It is a platform for us to share our views, express our take 
on matters that are college related as well as global, debate and discuss ideas and also share our work with each other. The 
identity of the Courtyard is thus definitive of what we as WCFA choose to make it. It is not constant. As the previous two 
issues suggest, ‘transition’ and ‘growth’ is what will make and break the identity of this platform. 
This has been a fortunate beginning and as the last editor of the Courtyard for this semester, I would like to thank all those 
who have been a part of this journey. As an assignment for the 4th years, this has come to an end, but as a college it is our 
duty to take this forward and continue what has only just begun. 

10 things 
I learnt 

from CHING
Pg2

Drops of 
Water
Pg 04

MIND
BOGGLERS
Pg 7 & 14

ONCE UPON A 
TIME Pg9

Perceptions
Pg 3
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1 0  T h i n g s
i  l earned  from

C H I N G                 
- R Kiran Kumar

[Drawing] is the silence of 
thought and the music of sight’                                                    

-Orhan Pamuk, My Name is Red

Professor Ching starts one of his online 
lectures with this quote. He replaces 
the word ‘writing’ from Pamuk’s writ-
ing with ‘drawing’ here. A delightful 
transfer of meanings. I had the privi-
lege to accompany him on few occa-
sions on his visit to our college, so I 
tried to jot down a few things to retain 
the experience.
1.Seeing. Thinking. Drawing.    
Cyclic nature of these words and their 
meanings seemed to be framework for 
his thinking. It is also name of his won-
derful blog. A great source to access his 
ideas and great clips of his process vid-
eos of sketching.
2. Draw small: Concentrate on the es-
sential. He said that five small drawings 
are better than one large drawing. By 
drawing small one has to pick what to 
focus and what to leave out. Both acts 
are equally important in the drawing. 
The sketch below is of the Jayalakshmi 
Vilas at Mysore. The actual size is not 
more than 2″ in height. 
3.Draw slow. Allows one to observe 
things better.
4.Fundamentals. Gauge the composi-
tion by hand measurement. Make sure 
to get the horizon line right. Transfer 
the proportion to paper. Discern the 
foreground, middle ground and back-
ground. Start filling the details in the 
same order. Never forget the funda-
mentals of drawing. 
5.Principle of Contrast.  In his own 
words, “I want to expand on the idea of 
contrast—the discernible distinctions 
in line weight, tonal values, textures, 
details, and even relative position on 
a page—that is essential to avoiding 
blandness and giving life to a drawing. 
…how the visual tension between the 

two contrasting elements or areas con-
tribute to the composition of a draw-
ing.”
6.Frugality. He spoke less and drew 
more. His shoulder bag can act as an 
analogy here. It had an umbrella (when 
it rained unexpectedly on that day, only 
he had an umbrella), a half-litre water 
bottle, 2 sketchbooks, an I-pad, a golf 
cap. a tissue paper (to wipe off the fall-
ing rain drops of the sketchbooks). The 
size of the bag was just enough, and did 
not disturb him while sketching, even 
though it was hanging on his shoulder.
7.Restraint. He was consciously aware 
of when to stop drawing and how much 
to draw (like how much details on the 
tree). I was surprised to see, for an ex-
pert (in drawing) like him, to be uncer-
tain during the drawing process.
8.Abstraction. All drawings are ab-
stractions, as they are all illusions of 
converting a three-dimensional view 
to 2D platform. And diagrams are the 
scaffolding to hang ideas.
9.Do it. He quoted the Nike ad ‘Just do 
it’.  He talked about how the ‘Archi-
tecture Graphics’ book happened. The 
collection of handouts which he gave 
the students of his class had an oppor-
tunity to get published. In 2 weeks, 
with the aid of .7 mm mechanical pen-
cil and eraser shield, he flushed out a 
full book. The beginning of his pub-
lishing career began on by just ‘doing’.
10.Act without striving. When asked, 
was he aware how many copies of 
‘Form Space and Order’ was sold. He 
recalled a Chinese quote, which talk-
ed about acting without striving. This 
phrase as well could summarise his 
personality.

Live, Don’t Just        
Survive

- Saathvika Sanath

“If you do what you need, you’re sur-
viving. If you do what you want, you’re 
living”-Anonymous 

The words “living” and “surviving” 
almost seem like they’re no different 
from each other, don’t they? Take a 
minute, and look around you. Do you 
see people hustle all through their lives 
in a monotonous cycle? Do you think 
you’re any different from them? Do 
you have your definition of happiness 
or do you believe in what society calls 
“happiness” or in other words “what is 
right”?
Do you take a minute in a day to stop 
and ask yourself if you’re happy? If 
you’re doing what it takes to say “I 
am happy”, and mean it? Are you do-
ing what makes you so happy, that you 
don’t have to convince yourself that 
this is it. That this is happiness? These 
are questions we have to ask ourselves, 
don’t you think?
When we meet an old friend, we ask 
him/ her, how they’ve been and they’d 
probably reply saying “I’m good “ , 
“I’m okay” or maybe even “ I’m fine” 
but do any  of these words mean “ I’m 
happy”? The reply they give you does 
not just have something to do with them 
but also with your question. Maybe if 
our question was “are you happy?” in-
stead of “how have you been?” How 
often do you say “I’m happy” Well, we 
need an opportunity to say it. So why 
not be the one to trigger the change? 
We are all so monotonous, so fixed with 
what we think we should do that we for-
get about what we want to do. Doing 
what we think we should do isn’t going 
to make us happy, is it?  Ironical how, 
we’re surviving through the choices 
we make as we think we should make 
them and living happens only when we 
make choices the way we want. Now, 
life is about living , not surviving, isn’t 
it? What’s fun about surviving anyway?
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ZONASA 2018
- Anivratha Baggunji

The ZONASA 2018 was held at SIT, Tumkur from the 18th to the 21st of October. 
The convention hosted numerous Formal, Informal, Casual events along with Seminars, 
Workshops conducted by respected architects from days 1 to 3, students were scattered 
across the campus attending them. The Students Arrived on Day 0 with a lot of en-
thusiasm and pride in the work, which they had spent many hours on. The day started 
with Registration and a parade right after, which included all the students attending the 
convention to line up behind their college flags to play music, beat drums and dance as 
they walked around the college. The host college received us with an inauguration and 
a performance by a band after. The convention had officially begun. Each night stu-
dents were working hard prepping for the next day. The morning of Day 1 saw various 
colleges put together respective college trophy models in the lawns of the host college. 
Later that day the jury for Reubens trophy was held, football matches between colleges 
had begun. Post-dinner shortlisted bands performed at the convention to entertain as 
well as to win the battle of the bands trophy. On Day 2, the jury for short listed design 
trophies took place, football matches progressed. The evening saw a fashion show put 
up by shortlisted colleges and in the night, a DJ was invited to perform. Day three, the 
final transformation of the college trophy model had to be done. Post lunch was nail 
biting as results of various trophies and events were announced; students were seen 
eagerly listening to the results and Celebrating as the results came out. With that, the 
convention was over, the students were seen packing up and heading home. The 61st 
ZONASA will be a treasured memory not to be forgotten.

Scanned by CamScanner

P e r c e p t i o n s
- Sanjana

All our lives we’re taught what to say 
and how to say it. How to think and 
whom to be. So when I found myself 
on the grounds of WCFA, I found my-
self letting out what felt like a breath 
I’d been holding in, my entire life.
The place made me feel like anything 
is possible. Out here, anything proba-
bly is. The building is an entity in itself. 
Every wall; every stair; every beam 
possess a sense of liberation that grips 
you and leaves you feeling strangely 
emancipated. 
Sometimes, if you listen close enough, 
you can almost hear the walls whisper-
ing its many secrets, drawing you in... 
Making it a private affair. Learning 
isn’t just a word, no; neither is it just a 
process. Not even close. learning- we 
are taught-is an experience. Here, we 
learn from every brick and every hinge. 
We learn from the air that we breathe 
and from the ground beneath our feet. 
We learn from the world around us and 
about the world within us. 
All our lives we’ve been conditioned to 
believing that the system couldn’t care 
less about us, about who we are. That 
‘they see us as they want to see us, in 
the simplest terms and the most conve-
nient definitions’. 
But the thing is, the system never made 
it to WCFA’s doorstep. The rules...? 
They don’t apply here. Facades are 
broken down and we’re left with bru-
tal, raw honesty. We’re left with all that 
we are and all that we think we could 
be. 
Whoever thought that people can be 
packaged into neat little boxes with 
neat little labels, thought wrong. We’re 
more than just one thing. We’re a hun-
dred thousand things all at once. Our 
personalities aren’t paragraphs that can 
be confined to the constraints of pages. 
And the labels they try to trap us with 

could never be the parenthesis.
This journey of self-discovery dates 
back to the first day of college. 
The first thing we were asked upon ar-
rival was a seemingly harmless ques-
tion that still keeps us up at night. 
This was our undoing. ‘what is archi-
tecture’? Excellent question, really. It 
screwed us over. 
Every week since, I’ve had a new take 
on this question. This week for exam-
ple, I believe architecture is deception. 
I mean come on...  A space designed 
by an architect that’s strategically en-
gineered to manipulate you into feeling 
what the architect wants you to feel?  
This story practically writes itself!! 
It’s crazy how an idea originated in 
your head can turn into something real; 
something tangible; something that can 
toy with the emotions of the people that 
experience it.
But that’s just it, isn’t it? ‘whenever 
you think or you believe or you know, 
you’re a lot of other people: But the 
moment you feel, you’re nobody but 
yourself ‘. 
And yet, here we are. In this warped 
universe that is architecture where there 
is no right or wrong. Where even feel-
ings being derivative isn’t uncommon. 
So here we are. And honestly? There’s 
no where else on earth I’d rather be. - Anusha Muthamma
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D r o p s  o f 
W a t e r                

- Tanvi Chaly

On 13th August 2018 , a gloomy evening I received a rou-
tine call from home, it was mother on the other side. Excit-
ed to tell her all day’s activities and my heroics but mom 
sounded sad and unusual.  Very unlikely of her,  very cheer-
ful and bubbly otherwise. On enquiry, she said, it has been 
raining very hard in Kerala and that they could not even go 
out for their daily chores. I could not realise why she was 
so worried about that, as it is usual to rain hard in Kerala 
during this season. Our conversation was only on the rains 
and she was really worried about her relatives and friends 
staying on the river banks and low lying areas. We spoke for 
a while and wished goodnight for each other. 
The next night my wait for her call went long, I have decid-
ed to call her that side. The calls were not getting connected. 
My repeated retries went futile and I started getting worried. 
This repeated for the next few days.
Then I came to know the situation was the same with my 
other friends from Kerala. None of us were able to contact 
our families in Kerala. Through the social network the news 
started spreading that the situation in Kerala is frightful and 
grim. The Television channels across the country started re-
porting that rains are really bad in  Kerala and low lying 
areas are getting submerged in water. By 16th August things 
were going out of control and a red alert was declared in all 
14 districts of Kerala. The rains continued its fury for the 
next few days and the situation went bad to worse. Finally 
army was called in for rescue operations. But the real heroes 
were the fishermen who were asked to help out in rescue 
operation. They were able to reach places and houses which 
were under water and difficult terrains where tides were se-
vere and rescued people who are stranded. Their experience 
in the sea and their familiarity with similar situations seems 
to have helped them. People starved for food and water for 
days together. The army and the fishermen were able to 
help out in this too.  This floods was  declared the worst in 
this century. Over 483 people were dead and as many were 
missing. At least a million people were evacuated, hundreds 
of villages and thousands of houses destroyed. The Govern-
ment of Kerala has cancelled all Onam celebrations and the 
funds were used for relief and rescue operations.
After a few days the dreadful news of Coorg facing similar 
situations started coming in. The general atmosphere in col-
lege was dull as most people who were from in and around 
these places were worried about their families. Everyone 
felt helpless and then we started thinking how we can make 
a difference by helping the needy  who are suffering.  We 
have decided to cancel the much awaited Onam celebrations 

and utilize the money to help the flood victims of Kerala and 
Coorg. 
They say charity begins at home. We the students of WCFA 
decided to collect necessary items that could of help these 
victims. Through different NGO’s we started spreading the 
news of our requirements. The response was overwhelming,  
we started collecting the supplies on Saturday the 18th Au-
gust 2018. We have collected different essentials like rice, 
pulses, salt, spices, toiletries, clothes etc. and this continued 
for the next 4 to 5 days. Few of us stayed back in college 
till late night, segregating and packing these items. It was 
good to see everyone working selflessly without any bar-
riers for this cause.  We had also distributed pamphlets to 
nearby shops on this and were surprised to see the positive 
response. WCFA was recognized as one of the collection 
centers for relief materials.
At the end of the 5th day, it was heartening to see the num-
ber of boxes that were packed and ready to be taken to Ker-
ala and Coorg. There were two full lorries carrying stuff 
collected from our college alone. That made us realise the 
meaning of ‘drops of water make the ocean’. This is only a 
small bunch of college students. The satisfaction of feeling 
that somebody would be benefited by our small deed made 
our day and helped us forget the hard days we went through.
We all together pray to the almighty to give peace and har-
mony to all from Kerala and Coorg and thank him for keep-
ing the losses and sufferings to the minimum. After all it is ‘ 
GOD’S OWN COUNTRY’
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A Disaster, 
of Having No Disasters.

- From the cow’s point of view

I am no cynic, but I truly believe that 
a few strategically timed disasters are 
good and even necessary especially for 
a creative mind. In the last ten years of 
my engagement with architecture I ha-
ven’t come across many revolutionary 
ideas or theories from my contempo-
raries, even the meaningful practices 
are just permutations and combinations 
of what we already know. Perhaps it is 
because we have been too comfortable 
and are oblivious to the true meaning 
of Passion, at least our generation - 
the ones I like to call the half-hearted 
millennials who are torn between the 
conveniences of a kindle versus the 
joy of holding a physical book. We are 
the ones who have climbed the neigh-
bour’s tree to pluck guavas but are 
overwhelmed by the fact that we can 
get mangoes delivered to the door in 
January. 
We as a generation seem to lack the all 
consuming passion, and even if there 
are sparks of it, we do not seem to have 
the discipline or rigour to sustain the 
same. I wonder why even with all the 
exposure we have today to information 
and technology there is no ownership 
of our own ideas. And no sense of re-
sponsibility as architects to engage peo-
ple in spaces with all their senses, but 
for that one Instagram-able image. Is 
it the problem of having too many op-
tions and too much information at easy 
access that we are not able to commit 
ourselves wholly into something or are 
we just a dispassionate generation? Or 
maybe, it is all the junk food we have 
been eating.
So lets look at it historically, an average 
Indian of the middle class background 
about a 100 years ago had slowly but 
steadily (since 1857) found meaning in 
their life by fighting for the country’s 
freedom. They fought within their ca-
pacities by starving, by establishing 
non-cooperation, by marching to the 
sea to make salt, by taking a bullet to 

the gut and later even to establish com-
munal land and territory. Of course 
there were personal agendas but that 
didn’t benefit our protagonist, the av-
erage Indian.
And so the long haul of passion contin-
ued onto the next few generations. For 
the new average being in a free country 
the aspirations were all about getting a 
job, to build a house, pay taxes to your 
own govt, get your sisters married off 
and maybe have your own family.
Now the next set of average Indians 
found a new passion in the Silicon 
Valley, although geographically mis-
placed, it was all well intended at least 
for personal growth. Families compro-
mised the education of the daughters or 
the second son, so the first one could 
study engineering and sustain the fam-
ily. And even the so called privileged 
son had to fight his own battle against 
the diaspora, and everyday struggles 
of adapting to cutlery and toilet paper 
(a tempting backdrop for stories bet-
ter narrated by Jhumpa Lahiri, than I). 
The strife of the country has slowly 
converged into the strife of a family 
and an individual, still a strife none-
theless. Now of course there were the 
Narayan Murthys of the country who 
could think global and yet be local and 
rooted. However as already established 
we are discussing the “average” Indian.
    At the turn of 90s the country saw 
the reign of Khans in Bollywood and 
half-heartedness in its youth. Most of 
us average lower/upper middle class 
folk got education, regular supplies of 
food and clothing, we even had the id-
iot box for entertainment, by our teen 
ages we had computers, the cell phones 
thankfully came later. And we have not 
had to struggle for most of these things. 
We have never as a generation had the 
need to fight for a common cause. Es-
pecially for someone like me, who is 
geographically well situated with no 
floods, famine or quakes. Perhaps a 
short lived drought or the kidnapping 
of a veteran actor, which was mostly 
good entertainment and required no 
blood sacrifice. However I wonder if 

the time comes, do we have it in us 
to walk towards death with a slogan 
on the lips and pride in the heart like 
Bhagat Singh and his friends. 
Yes, there recently have been noise 
about section 377 and the more nec-
essary me too movement. Nonethe-
less most of it is virtual and it is easy 
to lose focus. While I certainly do not 
wish any more disaster upon us, (the 
current state of affairs in politics more 
than compensates for the lack of any) 
However the key here is, if we are not 
doing extra-ordinary work, it is proba-
bly because we are not living extra-or-
dinary lives. Architecture after all is the 
engagement with life and not google 
sketch-up. While we may in our time 
not find a common cause that is worth 
dying for, nevertheless can we at least 
selfishly find the one thing that is truly 
worth living for?

Scanned by CamScanner

-Soujanya Shivram

Scribbles
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foundation day 2018                 
- Aliptha Govindu Reddy

The day after our first Architectural Graphics class by 
Manoj sir in August 2015, we celebrated Wadiyar Centre for 
Architecture’s first Foundation day. We barely knew each 
other and the teachers who had organised the whole show. 
Ar. Sanjay Mohe and Ar. Manoj Ladhad had presented their 
works to us and we were amazed. My classmate Sanjith and 
I were called on to the stage to light the lamp. Its difficult for 
us to go back to a time when were strangers; it feels like we 
have known each other forever.
The recent Foundation Day celebrations were at a much 
larger scale than we could have pictured in the beginning of 
our journey at WCFA. It was unbelievable to see involve-
ment from all four batches of students as well as the teach-
ers. Being the MC of the first half of the day allowed me 
to see how much work really had to be put in to organise a 
show.  
As always, the program began with the lighting of the lamp. 
Students brought life into program by singing the Mysore 
anthem and performing an invocation dance.  This was 
followed by an address by our director Ar. Anand Krish-
namurthy who spoke about the journey of our school. Our 
guest of honour Ar. Vijay Garg, the president of the Council 
of Architecture, New Delhi spoke some kind and inspiring 
words about our college. This was followed by an address 
by Ar. Jaisim who as always spread his energy to the entire 
audience. 
Finally, Ar. Uday Andhare from Indigo Architects presented 
to us the work of his firm. His approach to architecture was 
to go back to the basic elements of the earth. His view of 
sustainability does not define it as something independent 
from architecture but rather as a lifestyle that you develop 
over a period. His approaches took inspiration from Indian 
villages and use them to solve the problems in cities. 
WCFA was honoured to celebrate Ar. Vijay Garg’s birthday 
on campus. This was followed by a delicious lunch (and 
the cake of course). Post lunch our very own Ar. Nelson 
Pais presented the works of his firm- 2PKM. He began by 
talking about his introduction to the field of architecture and 
his experiences in Malnad College of engineering, Hassan 
and CEPT university, Ahmedabad. He also spoke about his 
urban planning work in Dubai. His talk was more casual 
and interactive. It was refreshing to see the other side of our 
professor as he talked us through his projects and the work 
environment in his firm.
Another exciting part of the day was the distribution of 
the certificate of merit to all the hard-working students in 
college who inspired us all with their consistent hard work 
through the years. Post this a fun quiz was conducted by 
quiz master Ar. Anand Krishnamurthy. The quiz promoted 

a healthy competition between the groups and the audience. 
The evening ended with an ethereal performance by Pt. 
Kailvalya Kumar Gurav and his team. This relaxed us so we 
could all participate in the Aroha events the following day.
 

AROHA 2k18 
- Lamiya Huda

The campus was buzzed with energy and excitement for 
their beloved student fest, “AROHA”. The day began with 
each of the houses huddling together trying to decode the 
games in order to send their best player to win maximum 
house points. Each member of the house had a ribbon on 
their wrist representing their house colour- Black, white, 
blue and red. The faculty were also given a ribbon each; 
more like whichever house approached them first. The first 
events for the day were “In grid” and “Photography”. Var-
ious on the spot events were conducted through the day to 
engage with the students and faculty both. The crowd pleas-
er was the wet brick challenge; we do have some people 
amidst us with very good grip. Houses could be seen enthu-
siastically cheering for their team members; both students 
and faculty. The scoreboard was updated regularly to keep 
the momentum going. Impromptu was the most popular 
event which took place in the courtyard. Everyone gathered 
around in the courtyard watching the competitors wit their 
way out. EDM send the teams running around hunting for 
clues to solve idioms. The sports events like “lagori” and 
“dog and the bone” took place in the ground behind. The 
houses were at each other’s throat through the course of the 
day. I’m pretty sure everyone is dying to know which house 
won the cup!
The day was closed by the performance of the college band. 
And as always they managed to rock our hearts and set our 
body into the rhythmic blues. The DJ played into the night 
and students were dancing till their hearts content. Shreyas 
sir was the showstopper with his crazy garbha moves. Post 
dinner. Everyone left knowing after today they would all be 
racing towards the end of semester submissions…

ANSWERS
1. THE LETTER E
2. TIME
3. DOOR
4. ALL OF THEM
5. CLOCK
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CROSSWORD 
 

 

ACROSS: 

1. WHAT IS THE STYLE OF THE ARCHITECTURE OF THE BUILDING? 

               

2. WHERE IS TRAJAN’S COLUMN? 
3. RED IS NOT A COLOR. SAID WHO? 
4. THIS WOODEN STRUCTURE IS CALLED METROPOL PARASOL. WHERE IS IT LOCATED? 

 

ACROSS:

1. WHAT IS THE STYLE OF THE ARCHITEC-
TURE OF THE BUILDING?
2. WHERE IS TRAJAN’S COLUMN LOCATED?
3. “RED IS NOT A COLOR” SAID BY WHICH 
ARCHITECT?

4. THIS WOODEN STRUCTURE IS CALLED 
METROPOL PARASOL. WHERE IS IT LOCAT-
ED? 
5. WHERE IS THIS WELL-KNOWN SPIRAL 
GALLERY LOCATED?

DOWN:
1. LESS IS BORE. SAID WHO?
2. TO WHOM WAS PARTHENON 
DEDICATED?
3. MEANING OF NOTRE DAME?
4. THIS CITY HAS CAPITAL AS 
DAMASCUS.
5. WHAT IS TAJMAHAL?
6. MONUMENTAL GATEWAY OF 
EGYPTIAN TEMPLE –

CROSSWORD 
 

 

ACROSS: 

1. WHAT IS THE STYLE OF THE ARCHITECTURE OF THE BUILDING? 

               

2. WHERE IS TRAJAN’S COLUMN? 
3. RED IS NOT A COLOR. SAID WHO? 
4. THIS WOODEN STRUCTURE IS CALLED METROPOL PARASOL. WHERE IS IT LOCATED? 

 

RIDDLES
1. I’m something, I’m the beginning of the 
end, I’m the end of time and space, I’m 
a central of creation and I surround every 
single place. What am I? 
2. What flies without wings?
3. I can swing but have no rope. What am 
I?
4. How many months in the year have 28 
days?
5. I have hands, but cannot hold anything. 
I make noise, but have no mouth. I have a 
face, but I don’t wash it. What am I?

4. + = 

5. +    = 
 

6. +  = 
 
ANSWERS: 

1. PANTHEON 
2. DANCING HOUSE 
3. LOTUS TEMPLE 

GUESS THE BUILDING 

1. + THE +    = 
 

 

2. + = 
 

3. +  = 

GUESS THE BUILDING

1. PANTHEON   2. DANCING HOUSE   3. LOTUSZTEMPLE   4. DOME OF ROCK   5. GLASS HOUSE   6. ANGKOR WAT

ANSWERS :

When Will We Be Free?
The World did not thank me for it. 
People were oppressed. 
Every person has their own splendid palaces but 
Sadly ashamed of owning it. 

Don’t you see a new form? 
We have won the time. 
Fulfillment awaits us. 
Streets of the town glisten like heaven. 
Then there are some who will not permit this. 
Humanity must be slavery. 

People progressed so far that they are sophisti-
cated to feel their cloths. 
End this all. 
Do what makes you feel yourself.

- Hiba Shireen
  - Supreeth Suresh

ANSWERS
1. THE LETTER E
2. TIME
3. DOOR
4. ALL OF THEM
5. CLOCK
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IN PRAISE OF THE UNDEFINED
- Krishnapriya Rajshekar

As students of architecture, one of the earliest ideas you come across is that of the solid and the void – you begin with 
simple (simple until you have to stay up two nights in a row working on it, i.e.) exercises of carving blocks of thermocol, 
of seemingly no consequence beyond being whimsical sculptures which will be fiercely defended during juries (with 
frequently encountered statements along the lines of, “the hole in the centre of this cube represents the endless quest for 
meaning in life while the steps around it represents growth…(or is it the other way round?)”), to be absently tossed onto 
a pile of rejected ideas in some corner of the studio by the end of the semester.
By the time you are in year 2 of the course, you attempt to stay awake and prop your heavy, drowsy heads on your elbows 
as yet another professor launches off on the rhythm of solids and voids created by the columns on the façade of the Par-
thenon (“THE PARTHENON AGAIN? Someone shoot me now!”), and you laugh at naïve little first years whose conver-
sations you overhear in the canteen, discussing yin and yang (like they were the first ones to ever think about it, bravo!) 
as a concept for the solid-void exercise.
A couple of RSPs down the line, you are suddenly in year 3, armed with the official status of “seniors” and now spend-
ing almost a week’s worth of sleepless nights making solid-void diagrams of the urban fabric and site context, suddenly 
sounding all smart with sentences like, “Dude, I told you to finish the Nolli map while I would do the building heights 
study, remember?” 
Year 4 is when someone utters the term “solid-void” in studio and you exchange eyerolls and eyebrow-raises with the 
other geniuses in class and wonder if the person who’s talking could possibly get any more basic than this. Meanwhile, 
you plan world domination with your NASA proposals and make to-do lists for internship semester (at this point, it’s im-
material that there’s every likelihood of you not getting through the current semester).
Year 5 is when you land in an office for internship and get a reality check mercilessly slapped across your face where no 
one cares a hoot about your power of articulation or the beautiful water-coloured conceptual drawing you made for the 
latest commission the office received. You spend your lunch breaks sharing tales of agony on the class Whatsapp group, 
everyone simultaneously receiving reality checks across various parts of the country or the world. Meanwhile, someone 
posts a photo of a night out at the boys’ hostel for a solid-void exercise during first year and just like that, you are filled 
with deep yearning and emptiness at once. It also doesn’t help that you suddenly feel ancient. You survive internship and 
hanging onto the only shreds of idealism that the office didn’t strip away, you swagger into thesis semester. First jury of 
the semester arrives with the newsflash that you can still get belted by the juror for not having a solid-void study of your 
site context (even though no one looks at it ultimately).  
You (hopefully) complete the course in 5 years and burst onto the scene of the big, beautiful world with all the enthusiasm 
of a mummified corpse crawling out of its crypt. You take a break, hibernate for 2 months straight, perhaps travel a little 
(or a lot, depending on parental generosity levels) and eventually land your first job – practicing, teaching, freelancing, 
whatever. Someone asks you (most likely the principal architect who’s trying to gauge how you think; or a first year stu-
dent who wants all the answers on day 1 of college) – what is architectural space? Your mind draws a blank, white noise 
buzzing in your head but you confidently (on the surface) attempt to string together a definition. In the process, sounds 
like “inside-outside” & “solid-void” escape your mouth. And you realize that you are still no closer to understanding the 
meaning of those terms. 
You spend the next 2-3 years keeping your head buried in your work, spending disproportionately large (compared to the 
modest size of your paycheck) sums of money on entry passes to annual architectural conferences, subscribing to heaven 
knows how many online architectural magazines and blogs, and trying to avoid running into the principal architect or 
over-eager first years who always ask the questions that you struggle to answer. You might even end up applying for a 
master’s course when you wake up one morning feeling exceptionally gutsy and ridiculously optimistic. Somehow, you 
just. Never. Seem. To learn.  
***
But somewhere along the course of getting systematically slapped across the face, punched in the gut and having the wind 
knocked out of your lungs by reality checks, you come to terms with the fact that true knowledge is not about having all 
the answers and knowing all the definitions. 
It’s about a healthy compromise… 
Between acknowledging that you will never have all the answers, 
That there is more than one right definition to something – as many definitions (to solid and void, for instance) as the 
voices in a room. That more often than not, rigidly defining something is equivalent to declining an endless range of 
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possibilities of what it could be. And most importantly, staying open to this endless range of possibilities.
As recent as a couple of years ago, if you’d asked me to define the courtyard space at WCFA, I would have most likely 
gone with a “definition” – an open space, a void in the campus which is defined by the solid/semi-solid forms around it. 
In all probability, that is the half-baked answer I might still throw at someone who asks me such a question if I’m on my 
way to the canteen post-studio. 
The sheer energy (for lack of a better word) silently abuzz within the courtyard, however, makes me reconsider what might 
have been my “definition” of a “void” – a void, as not being “empty” but a container that is simultaneously bounded and 
boundless; that you can perceive the limits of but also urges you to be limitless to stretch your limbs, move and grow. It 
allows you to find comfort in solitude; it also allows you to find comfort in society. It tells you that you are part of some-
thing bigger than itself, bigger than yourself; it also whispers, on the days when you think you can’t find the answers, come 
back here, withdraw within yourself, and just be. It’s a space that brings you alive, just as much as you bring it alive, like 
a womb. The courtyard is a gestational space, a womb, where COURTYARD was born. 
***
“Space is nothing, yet we have a kind of vague faith in it.”       
-Robert Smithson

 So you ask me now, what is Courtyard? Allow me to avoid the rookie mistake of defining it as “the college newsletter”. 
 It is a void, a platform, a space, a container, a womb, whatever you wish to call it – it can receive all of our impressions, 
yet it is much more and beyond the sum total of these impressions. Today, it listens, it retains, and it transmits. Today, we 
hold it in our hands. And tomorrow, it will be a void again, waiting to listen, to retain, to transmit - a space that brings you 
alive, just as much as you bring it alive.  
********

ONCE UPON A TIME
- Shreyas Baindur

Once upon a time, in a land very-very near, there lived a group of enthusiastic youngsters. They worked and worked and 
worked real hard, real hard on an assignment, a little newsletter. With the help of their talented mentor, they came up with 
two editions for their beloved newsletter, which they revealed to the world with great pomp and splendor. The youngsters 
even got the varied people of this land involved in their newsletter holding a very public naming ceremony for it, hoping 
to generate interest. With a third edition in the pipeline, they worked ever so hard to make sure it did not miss their self-im-
posed deadline for the release. The youngsters and their mentor kept the momentum going, with contributions coming 
from all across the land. Far and wide the youngsters searched to fill the pages of their beloved newsletter, and from far 
and wide the contributions came, the pages filled and everyone lived happily ever after.
Any and all references that can be made in the above tale (if it can be called that) are absolutely intentional and meant 
to be so. For this is the story, for those who have not yet guessed, of our still little college newsletter, WCFA’s own ‘The 
Courtyard’. But, is that the correct end of this story? For now, what the, so called, youngsters have been up to is no feat 
short of herculean. The success of a newsletter, especially for a young and budding institution like ours, cannot be mea-
sured with number of issues printed or the length, the breadth, the diameter, and the size of or even the amount of content 
published on the pages. Though the content that fills the pages is important, the success of a college newsletter can only 
be measured by how much the entire college, the students from all the years and faculty get involved in keeping it alive 
and sustaining it through it’s growing phase. 
The task the, so called, youngsters have done so far for their newsletter is phenomenal and this needs to be mentioned to 
them every time one of them is seen walking around the campus rather than being hunched over their drafting tables like 
Sméagol from Lord of the Rings (#LOTR reference) diligently working on their precious designs (no pun intended). Con-
stant encouragement in the form of a pat on the back needs to be given to the editorial teams, yes; though contradictory 
to the tone being taken earlier, the task of filling the pages with content is a daunting one and the editorial team cannot be 
the soul responsible entity for generating it. Their job is to curate and drive the newsletter in a certain unseen direction. 

The college has enough and more faculty and/or student initiated ‘clubs’, from the book club to the art club to the movie 
club to the poetry club and maybe, just a suggestion, an epicurean club? With so much in terms of interest from the stu-
dent body generated for these clubs seen all over the campus, then why not something like a newsletter? Achievements 
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from far and wide, by student and faculty, bring name and fame to the institution. Visitors and mentors from all across the 
globe grace us with their presence, we are an institution on the rise and we need to work towards a publication (no just a 
newsletter) that can match up to the aspirations of the institution that it is part of. Are we missing out anything else?
In the humble opinion of this opinionated self-proclaimed pseudo writer, it seems to be the right time that the faculty also 
to start using this newsletter as a platform to voice out their opinions and ideas, their thoughts and their words so that they 
can be heard beyond the studios or lecture rooms. The newsletter becomes a place that is more actively used to propagate 
ideas and themes that can be taken forward by whoever is interested, ideas and themes that provoke a few to do something 
about it and initiate a larger discussion that will galvanize the masses (Yes! The students, the beating heart of any institu-
tion). And on a more serious note, come on, who are we kidding when we think that the students are actually listening to 
us in the studios and lecture rooms about some random assignment or design task, they are either on their phones chatting 
with their (ahem cough cough!), or are simply listening to us through one ear and releasing the words to glorious freedom 
from the other one. 
It is hard to believe, after seeing how the previous and current editorial teams had to drum up the student body to get 
contributions for their own respective editions, that a young, dynamic and ever enthusiastic institution like ours with such 
an array of individuals from across a vast region with their own little and large stories to tell give such resistance to make 
their voices heard. It is harder to believe that this diverse bunch of “youth” has not much to say, with hidden talent in the 
form of budding poets, story-tellers, critics, painters and sculptors, graphic and comic artists, reviewers, photographers, 
puzzle makers, dramatists and most important and above everyone else, the whiners, who have a wonderful platform to 
complain, anonymously of course.
Enough of talking about the youth, the dynamism, the contributions, the hidden talent, the many stories and so on and so 
forth that has been repeated over and over again in the many earlier sentences; coming back to the point, as a young news-
letter it is always hard for any current editorial teams to find a voice or a direction or a language that the entire college can 
speak or relate to, a “concept” (again, no pun intended) that underlies the content that is generated for the pages, published 
or otherwise. But there lies the beauty of being a young newsletter, it does not need to have a voice or a language or a 
direction or a theme or a “concept”. All the editorial team needs to have is the resolve to have the newsletter published 
again, and again. A college newsletter is only as strong as its editorial team, and the editorial team is only as strong as the 
encouragement and contributions they get. 
The voice will be found, the language will be developed, the spirit will be discovered and the “concept” will be derived as 
the newsletter matures and grows, along with the institution it is part of. These are things that take time, and it all depends 
on a strong collective will that drives it forward.
Getting back to the story where it was left off, as the days passed and the newsletter as an assignment came to an end, the 
youngsters realized something. The realization that dawned on them was that that which they had started, that which they 
had nurtured and that which they had fed with their sweat and toil was never theirs to begin with. It belonged to everyone 
and everyone was responsible for that which a few had so carefully and so meticulously started. The task that had brought 
them together was at its end. 
The youngsters, with a renewed sense of hope, saw a new phase in the life of the newsletter begin, a phase where their 
combined responsibilities towards it ended and a collective sense of ownership was born. With their eyes firmly fixed on 
the end of their collective task, the youngsters moved on to newer and grander things. 
The newsletter was no long theirs, it became ours.

Scanned by CamScanner

WCFA finally got their CANTEEN
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(Written after the Manchester shooting)

She died with a bullet to the head
Sprayed down from above
It was like hell was on the top
I couldn’t take it anymore
I saw it again and again
Reliving every excruciating moment
As she jumped on me
To take the bullet that meant for me
I wanted to blame myself
For not taking the bullet any sooner
Yet it was what it was
She died with a bullet not meant for her
I wished no one else this fate;

To this man who thought himself Almighty
For he decided who lived and who died
I ask you, why could you not have shot me sooner
Taken mine, not hers
I know you tried
But you should have tried harder
Heck, you could have at least shot another
Aimed right at my heart
Instead you let me scream
As I begged her to wake up
As I hugged her and wept
Like a little baby
On this cold asphalt, her blood seeped onto;

I wanted to sleep and never wake up
But you,
You chose this to be my torture
To let me live in this nightmare
You granted me pain more than any bullet ever would
Why did you do this?
Give her back!
I beg you
I beg you
Please
Take mine, not hers

 
- Zaid Patel

Scanned by CamScanner- Arithra Guin

  - Supreeth Suresh

  - Niranjan P

UNFORSEEN CIRCUMSTANCES
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Ganapathi Agraharam
- Madhavi S Nair

Our related study program took us to Ganapathi Agraharam, 
a small village in Papanasam Taluk of Thanjavur, in the 
month of July. A colourful arch marked our entry. We were 
transported into a quaint setting of simple, curious people 
who welcomed us with friendly questions and smiles.
We assembled at the hub of the village, the Lord Maha Ga-
napathi temple, where our faculty encouraged us to observe 
and explore the nuances of the place. We were divided into 
groups and assigned a house from either of the two main 
streets. Glad to beat the heat, our efforts to understand the 
house and its residents began immediately. We used an 
amalgamation of Tamil, Kannada, Malayalam and English 
to communicate, as the residents stared at us in wonder and 
confusion! Always equipped with a measuring tape and 
sketchbook, we became accustomed to observing the micro 
and relating it to the macro. We went on to measuring the 
streets and connecting alley. Shades of mustard, red, brown, 
blue and Rama green decorates the agraharam. Most of the 
thinnais, the village’s main interaction zone, had stripes of 
white and red painted on it from the Pongal festival cele-
brations. Through all the hustle, we fondly remember our 
paneer soda breaks and the lunch house that acted as a bea-
con of light amidst the glare. 
Our second visit to the agraharam in September was to ex-
perience the place at its maximum activity level, on Ganesh 
Chaturthi. A ratha holding the idol of Lord Ganesha was 
pulled along the streets, with the chants and cries of the 
villagers accompanying this procession. All in all, this trip 
opened our eyes to different lifestyles and the change in 
design techniques based on the same. 

UDAILUR
- Syema Syed

It was a run down memory lane as we walked into this vil-
lage. For most of us it was a reminder of granny’s place. v 
vvvOld houses, big trees and of course old people.
Silence wouldn’t be the right word but the noices around 
weren’t like the ones we’d heard before. Cooing of birds, 
the hush hush of slow winds amongst the leaves, the rattling 
of a bicycle or the Sanskrit chants from one of the doors
The streets began to speak a language new to us. It did take 
us time to respond but we surely learnt. We learnt that the 
thinnai outside was a place for everyone. Less a part of the 
house and more of the street. We learnt how to eat regularly 
on a banana leaf and how to function at a temperature much 
higher than what we’re used to, and that knocking the doors 
in udayilur is a big no no (this one we learnt the hard way)
 After two days things were not just visual anymore. We’d 
seen the place enough and it had very little visual distinc-
tion in its typology. So then we began experiencing this 
place. Experience of the how the each house was meticu-
lously built with two purposes
 1) to comfort its user and
 2) to align with the community.
 Witness to the latter being the fact that most of them ren-
ovated their roofs with asbestos or GI sheet and topping it 
with pot tiles where the whole purpose of pot tile remains 
just to fit in within the street elevation.
Some of the primary observations in favour of the former 
is the placement of their courtyards to the south in response 
to the sunpath of the region making the summers less harsh.
 Materials spoke vibrantly of the place. Unlike chettinad 
houses these dwelling don’t boast of expensive import but 
rather optimum use of the available raw materials. The san-
dy loam clay for the bricks and tiles and abundant bamboo 
used in its roofing.
The houses represent significant hierarchy. In brahminical 
dwelling it was undoubtedly a priority. It was interesting to 
observe how the spaces held a distinct heirarchy as well.
I terms of such characteristics sharing is highlighted feature 
of udayilur. Each house shares its roof with one neighbour 
and the dripping raindrops down its roof with the courtyard 
of the other. Each house shares a thinnai with the street. 
Something we definitely should learn from. Especially in 
times of narcissism we could definitely pick few lessons  
from this village.
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DASARA IN THE EYES 
OF LITTLE  JAYA

-Bhoomika B R

Jaya eagerly waited till her teacher an-
nounced that its time to keep their pen-
cils down. Her midterm exams were 
coming to an end and the Navaratri or 
the Dasara vibes had already taken over 
the village. As she left the examination 
hall, she ran home calling out all her 
siblings whom she could find vvon the 
way. It was Dasara! The much-await-
ed festival. As soon as she enters the 
house, she could see her sisters busy 
dressing up the dolls, her aunt drying 
the shining white Panchey keeping 
it ready to spread on the benches ar-
ranged at different heights to form the 
steps for the display of dolls. A sepa-
rate area was assigned for Jaya and her 
brother to create a small scenario of a 
garden and Chamundi hill with the re-
maining dolls that were not displayed 
on the steps. The preparation went on 
for 2 days and finally the festival had 
arrived. 
Jaya was woken up by her closest sister 
early in the morning, warning her that 
the bathroom will be occupied by her 
brothers and she would have to wait in 
a long queue till the water goes cold.  
She rushed and got ready for the fes-
tival and was all set to see her father 
erect the sleeping Raja and Rani dolls 
and the pooja for the ‘Kalasa’ indicat-
ing that Dasara had officially begun! 
Excitement did not keep Jaya sitting 
in one place, she kept running around 
the house, from kitchen to the hall to 
the jagli outside her home and back in 
until she saw her paternal uncle getting 
ready to go out for some work. She was 
curious to know where her uncle was 
getting ready to leave. She ran to her 
uncle to find out where he was about 
to go. Her uncle seemed a little partic-
ular about his time but Jaya’s curious 
face and question stopped him from 
hurrying. He leaned down at Jaya and 
gave a vivid explanation about Dasara 
at Mysore.
It’s a 4-hour journey from here to My-

sore in bullock cart. It’s just one-and-a-
half-hour journey in the car. Have you 
ever seen a car? The Maharaja owns 
them. When I reach Mysore, I should 
immediately head to Sante Pete, I had 
told Ranganna to save a uniform of my 
size as it’s the season of Dasara and 
there are too many officials in demand 
of the uniform to attend the Darbar. The 
Darbar starts at 7 pm sharp. The Ma-
haraja’s maternal uncle will escort the 
Raja holding his hand to the Simhasa-
na (Throne). Raja is considered as god 
during the time of Dasara and hence 
nobody is allowed to touch him direct-
ly, not even his uncle. A velvet cloth is 
kept in between their palms. The ma-
haraja offers pooja to the Throne be-
fore he steps on it and as soon as he 
steps on it and salutes and the whole 
Palace is lit!. It’s a visual treat for the 
public. She asked her uncle if there are 

any animals around the palace and her 
uncle exclaimed saying , Oh yes! There 
are Pattada Aane (Elephant), Pattada 
Kudure  (Horse), Pattada Onte  (Cam-
el) etc. The Elephant bow and lifts up 
the flower basket to the first floor where 
the Darbar takes place as an offering 
to the Maharaja. A lot of events like 
Singing and dancing will happen at the 
Darbar. The Raja offers the Musicians 
and dancers gifts and fruits. Jaya was 
already sitting beside her uncle imag-
ining the whole scenario and eager to 
Visit Mysore. Her uncle promised Jaya 
to take her to Mysore on the Day of Vi-
jaya Dashami.
Though there are events every day of 
Dussera, Jaya was excited for the Vi-
jaya Dashami. She could not sleep the 
whole night excited about visiting My-
sore with her Uncle to witness the pro-
cession.  The sun rises and Jaya is all 
ready dressed up wearing her new long 

skirt with a new set of Bangles that she 
preserved for the day. She was visiting 
the city and she wanted to dress up at 
her best. Her mother packed her and 
her uncle lunch in the box and she left 
to Mysore on a bullock cart with her 
uncle. 
The streets were filled with people 
sitting on the footpath waiting for the 
procession to arrive. There were ar-
tisans dancing and some band group, 
followed by Pallaki and elephant carts 
with ministers. The most interesting 
part was the Ambari on the elephant. 
The golden Ambari was the centre of 
attraction and everyone sitting around 
her got up and bowed at the Mahara-
ja sitting in the Ambari. She jumped 
around the tall people covering her 
view to catch a glimpse of the Maha-
raja. She could see a man filling a bas-
ket with flowers and garland given by 
the people and handing it over to the 
Maharaja with a long stick. The Raja 
touched the flowers and returned back 
to the people. Jaya was busy witness-
ing the Ambari and his assistant giving 
the Maharaja the flowers and just then 
a garland landed in her hand. It was the 
garland the Maharaja offered to the au-
dience as a mark of blessing. It made 
her day!
As she went to bed that night, she kept 
the garland next to her and slept satis-
fied with the dasara celebrations, ex-
cited to tell everyone what she experi-
enced. Jaya is now 80 years old and has 
the same excitement telling her stories 
of Dasara to her grandchild. Dasara has 
always been more than a festival for the 
people of Mysore, the otherwise calm 
and quiet little city bursts of light and 
laughter for those 10 days, then subtly 
shifting back into its daily slumber.  
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The Boulevard 
on The 14Th

- John George

“Stage 2!” shouted a volunteer into his walkie-talkie and 
that’s when it hit me. I was amongst one of my first open 
street festivals and it so happened that I was going up on 
stage with the band “Project Mysuru” performing amongst 
one of my biggest crowds. The excitement causing butter-
flies in my stomach as I walk down the energetic street.
As part of the Dasara hangama, the tourist department along 
with various other entities had organised the famous Mysore 
open street festival in the city. This year it was held on our 
very own KR Boulevard. The whole Boulevard being tre-
mendously captivating with its iconic heritage buildings and 
its beautiful trees creating an amazing platform for food, fun 
and great music. 
Sky gliding, motor bike stunts, the Chitra Santhe and 
the street art is only an attempt to describe the vibe I got. 
Amongst all this, I could only see colour. Colour so vibrant 
in the form of clothes, paint on faces and banners high in the 
sky. This was all that stood out to my milky eyes. As I walked 
amongst the crowd getting lost in thought and pushed by al-
most everyone, something caught my fickle attention. The 
next thing I remember was munching on a burger from a so 
called Mexican food truck. The food was amazing and only 
wish there were more trucks like that in Mysore. 
After a long walk I had finally reached my stage and my 
legs couldn’t have felt more tired. I took one good look as I 
climbed up on that stage and realized that this is what it’s all 
about. A festival to spread the love.

Editor-in-Chief: Varun Michael Pais Editor: Anamika Mathew Creative Editors: Sameed Ahmed, K Vishal 
Graphic Artist: Athiq Ur Rahman Associate Editors: Namita Nayak, Sahana S, Varsha R

Faculty Adivsor: Krishnapriya Rajshekar Email id: wcfacourtyard@gmail.com

SUDOKU 

5 3   7     

6   1 9 5    

 9 8     6  

8    6    3 
4   8  3   1 
7    2    6 
 6     2 8  
   4 1 9   5 
    8   7 9 

 

 

ANSWERS: 

 

5 3 4 6 7 8 9 1 2 
6 7 2 1 9 5 3 4 8 
1 9 8 3 4 2 5 6 7 
8 5 9 7 6 1 4 2 3 
4 2 6 8 5 3 7 9 1 
7 1 3 9 2 4 8 5 6 
9 6 1 5 3 7 2 8 4 
2 8 7 4 1 9 6 3 5 
3 4 5 2 8 6 1 7 9 

 

Scanned by CamScanner
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HOUSE POSITIONS (as per today)

1. Centaur     -  459
2. Manticore -  452
3. Griffin       -  352
4. Torr           -  239


