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Welcome back to the grinding hours and grueling moods of 
our teasingly low compound wall, which essentially tell you 
“You can leave anytime but…”. As the students return to the 
honeymoon phase of the semester, lamenting not only times 
bygone but also excited about new friendships formed, old 
ones reignite, while others are torn by separation of classes. 
But before all this, came a time of togetherness for most of 
the people of WCFA during the Tours!

Fortunately or unfortunately known as the “Fun Trip”, this 
trip is the highlight of the year for us students. We diligently 
keep track of all the architectural places that we visit, all the 
restaurants and cafes we eat at, all the streets and “street art” 
we see, and most importantly we share some of our most 
memorable laughs and best experiences during this time. 
All in all, study trips are quite simply fun and you get to see 
another dimension and range to your batch that a college set 
up doesn’t generally evoke. The out of studio time provides 
ample opportunity for not only the peer group to informally 
mingle with each other but also provides us a chance to get to 
know our faculty as well. You find out simple things like who’s 
good at card games, who’s really passionate about dancing 
and the surprisingly proactive adventurers and inquirers. But 
at the end of the day study tours are just worth it.

Coming to the youngsters in our college, who have battled 
and fought their way through the first 10% of architecture. 
They weigh in their opinions and heavy insights on how their 
parents have given up on fixing their sleeping schedules, how 
sketching a great section for their design has become their 
primary dream and of course of how they’re all enjoying their 
new found freedom in the quiet yet exciting city of Mysore.

The fourth years embarked on a journey to Goa, as they’re 
well matured adults who are now capable of conducting 
their own private study tours. But unlike our intellectual 

travels theirs is based more around 
surviving their previous 

semester’s design task 
which still continues to 

haunt them. Granted 
that they aren’t the 2019 
Mumbai Indians, they’re 
still heavy hitters and we 
get an insight on how the 
year is going for them.

And last but definitely not least, we have some exciting news 
for you from team Courtyard. The team has been hard at 
work at preparing something exciting and fresh for everyone. 
Please flip to the last page for a quick peek at our new and 
latest addition to the Courtyard. 

Hope to hear from you guys soon, keep up the spirits and let’s keep 
this energy going for the rest of semester. Good luck to each and 
every one of you people out there, and we’ll be back with our next 
issue soon enough, until then, Ciao!

Photo Credits: Vismaya N
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“You sound low”, they said ,
“I’m tired “, I replied 
Maybe true 
But I know it’s a lie.
Tonight you ask me 
how college feels like?
I would take a pause there
And turn back time
It was the first day,
everything was new
I repeat, everything,
even my panties.
I was so excited 
Everything was so fine 
As the days passed by 
I felt an ache in my chest 
I was gasping for air 
Every breath was a struggle 
Cause it felt like a raging, surging ocean 
I didn’t know how to swim 
The waves were harsh 
And some fishes too
They called me heartless, selfish bitch.
I wonder if they realise 
how difficult it is to function
When you’re not sure if you even exist.
I had to dodge your polite,
forceful, concerned gaze.
I cried, a lot.
But you failed to see it,
as it all disappeared in the ocean waves
But deep down,
I really want to swim,
swim with you. 
Before I reach the shore 
with the waves.
I swear,
I am not heartless.
Peel me,
And your assumptions will drown.
I’ll heal me 
Cause I want to swim.

Neha Changappa
I Hold a Hope

Photo Credits: Keerthana Venkatesh
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The first semester has been an incredible 
roller coaster ride. Before classes had 
started, I had been quite miserable.  I 
wasn’t a social butterfly and I was 
apprehensive if I would be able to adjust 
out of home. But, somehow, when college 
started everything just fell into place, and 
I have to admit that I already feel at home 
here. I can proudly call my batch a family 
and the college our home. All throughout 

these six months I have learnt so much 
about my self, people, the world and of 
course, about architecture; but at the same 
time it would be wrong to say that the first 
semester wasn’t tough, because there were 
a lot of things that we were doing for the 
first time and we didn’t know what was 
expected of us, mostly because of being 
continually reminded that there is nothing 
right or wrong in architecture, which at 

times put me at ease and then freaked me 
out. I have to admit that I might not have 
done great in the first semester but there 
has been so much learning, that it makes 
me happy and proud regardless. The first 
semester has given me a brief idea of how 
5 years and beyond are going to be and I 
can’t wait to experience it all.

Kashish Singh

Roller Coaster

Our society as a collective, is one that has 
gotten too used to viewing an issue from 
the sidelines. Our emotions rise, and our 
fury rages within us, but how much of this is 
enough when we need to invoke change? 
Everyone wants to believe whatever 
they do has no immediate effect on the 
surroundings. As architects, we want to 
believe that the spaces and the buildings 
that we design have no negative effect 
whatsoever on the people we reside with, 
and on the environment. 

However, we, as a collective, hold within 
us a passion to worship unlivable works of 
architecture, that have no positive effect 
whatsoever on the society, other than 
serving the purpose of existing as marks 
of wealth of an individual, or groups of 
individuals. 

India holds within its boundaries a fair 
number of high-rise buildings, that serve 
as shelters for a very limited number of 
people. 

The architects of these projects, of course, 
would deny their contribution to indirectly 
encouraging individuals to carry on with this 
toxic journey of investing a large portions 
of their assets and resources in ego boosts, 
but we are responsible, too. 

Every building that we design has an impact 
on society, be it negative or positive. Some 
of them serve as a constant reminder as 
to how  the resources utilized for that one 
project could have been used to make 
thousands of lives better, rather than serve 
just one or two economically well to do 
families. 

Why must it remain like this? And why 
should we, architects, remain mute 
observers to this inequity? 

Our identity as a human being is greater, 
and will always be greater than our identity 
as an architect. And this identity comes 
with a responsibility to address issues that 
our world, this spiraling orb upon which all 
of us happen to be living, is facing.

Bindu Maringanti

The Greater Identity

My people are dying. My people are 
angry and they want an answer. This isn’t 
Congress vs BJP, people vs Congress, 
people vs BJP, and most importantly this 
isn’t Muslim vs Hindu. This is the People vs 
the Institutional Government that we have 
and had. The protests now aren’t just about 
CAB or NRC, it is our pent-up frustration 
from all the governments our nation has  
had. The corruption, the  hate-mongering, 
the power, the murders, it’s all been built 
up by our political parties. It doesn’t matter 
if it’s the Congress or BJP, they both play us 
hard and we fall for it, every single f**king 
time. 

Our religions promote peace but our 
politicians pit religions against each other. 
Who profits but them? From the emergency 
to the Gujarat riots, to this, which politician 
has ever been held accountable? To be a 
politician, to be the prime minister, is to be 
the people’s servant, no more. Yet these 
men and women in power can have killed 
and disembodied in minutes and hours. 
This whole fight between them is just a 
facade to hide the fact that they will profit 
from this regardless of if they are the ruling 
party or the opposition. To rise now, is to 
rise against the systemic oppression that 
our country has had for centuries now. 
From the British Raj to the Congress to the 
BJP, what’s changed? We all suffer in some 
way or the other. Where is our progression 
for a country of 1.3 billion STRONG? We 
can do so much more but we don’t and the 
only people we can blame are ourselves. 
Because we the good citizens of India 
choose to pursue engineering and MBAs 
instead of taking a political degree. While 

the idea of anyone can be Pradhan Mantri 
of this country sounds great, it seems to 
be misinterpreted. To lead this country, its 
people and serve them to the best of your 
ability, you need to first have the ability and 
for some reason we don’t seem to have 
those leaders at the helm. 

I implore you, the people of my country, 
make yourselves visible. You are architects, 
doctors, lawyers, you owe your land your 
service. Clash horns against the dirty 
bastards that hold our country’s future by 
a single thread and snatch it from them. 
We are a nation of one point three billion 
STRONG, able-bodied and fine, with minds 
to go with. Are you saying we are weak and 
manipulated so easy? It took us hundreds 
of years to get out of a puny British Raj but 
have we even learnt from history? We are 
still under an illusion of thinking that we 
can just live our lives as is. Find a spouse, 
make some children and buy a house. For 
how long? How long before the climate 
change kills our Earth forever? How long 
before your loved ones are told to be quiet 
and not question the authority? How long 
before we are killed for having an opinion? 
My friend, it’s already happening and we 
are late to the party but it’s better now than 
better never. 

So rise, and open your damned mouths, 
with fear not for the retaliation you may 
face, but fear for what we will live in, us and 
everyone after.  We owe this, and interest 
is at an all time high, everything we own is 
no longer ours and it’s about f**king time, 
we pay our debts.

Zaid Patel
Change of Times

When Parasite won the Oscars it basically 
blew everyone’s mind. If you have not 
yet watched the movie please go and 
experience this tragic-comedy in never-
before style.

Parasite revolves around two families living 
under two extreme conditions of Korean 
society. Instead of following the usual 
three-part structure, the film is split into 
two major parts. The first 50 minutes of the 
movie shows us the tale of two families, the 
Kims and the Parks, as the class difference 
between the two families unfold. The Kims, 
living in a semi-basement house, struggling 
to survive, are portrayed so by director 
Bong Joon-ho through visuals of dark 
and dull spaces, small and tight spaces. 
This idea is further strengthened using 
the camera shots which always start from 
a higher level and then pan down to their 
level. The first visual of the sun 13 minutes 
into the movie is our first clue of their better 
and wealthier future.

When the Park family is slowly revealed to 
the Kims, their desire for their high status 
is very evident and by the hour mark of the 
movie, the Parks soon become dependent 
upon the Kims who take over certain jobs 
that help the parks keep their life going 
smoothly. What follows is a very literal mid-
point where the mood, tempo, camera 
and even the genre of the movie change. 

We hear a doorbell that seems to signify 
the ominous fate waiting for them. Here 
is where we are introduced to the most 
crucial character, the old housekeeper. 
What waits at the end of this second tunnel 
is a completely different movie. The tempo 
of the movie increases with surprising 
twists and revelations. Director Bong Joon-
ho rightly uses light, movement of the 
characters through the city to reach Park’s 
house and music to further enhance the 
story.

The narrative of the movie remains on 
a few keywords like the class difference 
between the rich and poor, desires, hopes, 
despairs, and families; which raises a few 
questions. But one question eats out your 
brain even after watching the movie, that 
one constantly analyses, ‘Why did the old 
housekeeper have so many bruises on her 
face when she turned up to the Kims that 
night?’. This question can be answered only 
by the director. The movie becomes more 
relatable as the plot is set in such a way 
that it can happen anywhere in the world 
where a class difference of this kind exists. 
The greatest potential of this masterpiece, 
in my opinion, is its unpredictability. The 
twists and turns in the movie keep you 
on the edge of your seat. In the end, as 
Director Bong Joon-ho rightly said on the 
Jimmy Fallon show, ‘The movie is funny 
and scary at the same time’.

Bhoomika Prakash

And the Oscar goes to...

*Spoilers Ahead*
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Whenever I hear the word home, not only 
my home or my room comes to my mind 
but the entire city of Madurai itself. While 
being in Mysore I usually experience cold 
nights but in Madurai, at home, the nights 
are moderate. I usually experience the 
feeling of home when I travel from Mysore. 
The journeys to home are usually at night.
The time I cross the Karnataka border, 
the cold air eventually subsides and the 
heat air strikes you and gives you a sense 
of homecoming. As soon as I get out of 
the bus there’s noise everywhere, people 
yelling at each other, vendors trying hard 
to convince customers, the group invitation 
of the autos and so on.

Finally I reach home after this long journey 
and as soon as I enter my home I could feel 
the fragrance of the incense sticks. That 
first hug from mom is priceless! During 
breakfast at home I could reminisce that 
first bite of the idly which runs through my 
throat giving me the sense of satisfaction, 
fulfilling my desire for home food.

The only place where I feel at peace, 
without thinking about the submissions, my 
changing design problems, blah! bla! bla!

At the end of the day, it’s my home which 
stands close to my heart and nothing else!

Being at a place where you let go is 
ravishing, more so the thought of it but 
this beauty if left unchecked, leaves you 
comfortably numb. The bubble that 
protects you can also be the place where 
you can suffocate if you do not step out. 
A parent’s love is unparalleled and home 
is the one place where love grows in 
abundance. When I think of home, I think 
of only my ‘home’, Gangtok, as a city does 
not come into picture because growing 
up, my home was my world. But whenever 
the semester draws to an end and home is 
only a few hours away, the want to go is as 
much as the want not to go because this 
means letting go and being naked again 
and soon after undertaking the tedious task 
of restructuring oneself. This sudden self-
enforced transitional phase which occurs at 
the end of every holiday is cyclic and has 
almost become like an involuntary ritual.

Eshaant Gurung

When I think about home the first picture 
that comes to my mind is family. So to 
me, home is more about the people I’m 
around. The only place where you don’t 
have to worry about anything and the fact 
that we know it more than anyone helps us 
be ourselves.

Another thing that comes to my mind is 
the food made by my mom. Food that I 
will never be tired of having. Home is the 
only place where you can happily be sick, 
knowing that there are people around to 
take care of you. The place where you can 
be lazy all day and still don’t have to care.

Home doesn’t necessarily have to be 
the house you stay in, anywhere you are 
comforted and at the same time you’re 
not considered as a guest is a place where 
you can consider as home. It could be 
your grandma’s place or even your friend’s 
place where you are treated as equal as 
them. The feeling of home is also very 
strong when we are around the people of 
the same linguistic group or people who 
resemble the ones you’ve known for a very 
long time.

Joseph Benny

The first thing I  remember when I hear 
“home” is the beach.

The sound of the waves and the cool breeze 
continuously blowing is the thing I can hear 
when I go back to my balcony at midnight.
This place is not only calming but so 
relaxing that I could stay there for hours as 
it is, personally, the best place in my house.
Then comes the living space where I spent 
most of my summer evenings watching IPL.
I had this corner where I sit and watch all 
the matches, I feel that place is lucky but 
my luck never helped the team though.

When my friends come over, the place I 
take them is obviously the terrace.

The view towards the beach and the 
significant mark made by the Navy victory 
at 1971 framed between two  buildings is 
the view that I never let them miss.

Well for me home is not only the place I 
stay in it is the  locality I live in, because 
I have memories of playing cricket on the 
street from first grade.

I’ve learnt everything on those streets from 
playing my first cricket shot till learning 
how to drive a car in the last vacation.
In short home is home.

Santhosh Kumar

To begin to understand housing, one must know what a home is but home is something different for 
everyone. Take a look at what the students of the fourth semester think home means to them.

A home boils down to the experiences 
one has had, experiences that cannot be 
replicated anywhere else and is distinct to 
each singularity. 
 
A motherly figure can be talked about, 
seen and experienced but not a 
“mamma”. Everywhere one goes there 
are certain experiences that are vaguely 
reminiscent of home. When memory 
sets to work we subconsciously relate to 
these new situations. Drawing parallels 
to that which is familiar is human nature. 
However when one goes home it’s no 
longer drawing parallels or connecting the 
dots but rather living these memories.
 
I return after a day, a week, a month, I 
just pick up where I left off, irrespective 
of the fact that the couch has been 
moved, there is a new pet in the house 
or mum has been ornamenting my 
room with the eternal childhood photos. 
 
This throws light on what a home actually 
means - the people and the whole lot of 
intangibles accompanying them. 
 

Home is not just the place I was born into. 
For all I know my home is green and has 
two posts on either side. 22 boys and a 
man going through a mid-life crisis  chasing 
a ball for 90 minutes with mothers and 
girlfriends cheering along the sidelines 
surprised by each others appearance, is 
home.
 
However at the domestic scale it’s very 
personal. Mum and her scented towels, 
dad and his bad coffee-making skills , uncle 
and his broken spectacles constitute this 
personal feeling that cannot be replicated.
 
A house  however, being inhabited 
by my ancestors for long allows me 
to live without time consciously. 
People say a monument is timeless, I say 
my football poster-laden bedroom with 
80’s music buzzing is timeless. At the 
crux , I believe this is what home means 
to a singularity. To live without a dilemna 
,timelessly in your memory. The house 
isnt timeless neither the people . But the 
memories of people making places do not 
subside.

Kavan LoboHOME

Yashwanth Kumar
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‘The feeling of home is also 
very strong when we are 
around the people of the 
same linguistic group or 
people who resemble the 
ones you’ve known for a 
very long time.’
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Kolkata, West Bengal
January, 2020

The sight of the yellow ambassador taxis 
perfectly blends the city’s roadscape with 
the colonial buildings, giving an artistic 
pleasure to the eyes. This city, Kolkata, 
a combination of beauty and aesthetic, 
catches your attention right when you step 
into it.

Sitting in one of these taxis, with an 
overwhelming cityscape and a welcoming 
tour by the driver is one of the finest things 
to do here.

Although, I never understood the deafening 
honking of the vehicles on empty roads. It 
almost seemed like they did it for attention 
of the onlookers.

The city has unique trams that share the  
roads with the vehicles. It worried me that  
with all the chaotic driving someone might 
just get mowed down by one of the trams 
on a busy day.

Along the streets of Kolkata, you tend to 
spot a chaiwala pouring hot chai in a matka 
and serving a dozen people from his stall.  
Some dipping biscuits into it, while others 
savoring the simple taste it holds.

The city’s deep love for sweets was 
flaunted in every corner, from soul-melting 
roshogullas to its ever famous sandesh and 
misti doi is a never miss paradise.

The street food here, dares you to feast 
upon the kathi rolls and the puchkas. The 
morning craving of the bread omlettes and 
mouth-watering chicken momos to end 
your evening. 

An escape to Peter Cat and its sophisticated 
meal with its mouthwatering chocolate 
brownies and a perfect cup of hot chocolate 
taken away from a tiny cafe, Marbella’s, 
heals your soul from the mashup of traffic 
that’s been playing all day.

Never forgetting, the misty mornings 
and walks along the magnificent Howrah 
bridge, Kolkata has been beautiful.

Inchara G M

Ami Pouchegeichi:

ODISHA & KOLKATA
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I’ve Arrived
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I am not a reader, that much I must 
admit. I am a hoarder and I hoard books; 
tsundoku it’s called (thank you Kiran for 
enlightening me about the existence of 
the wonderful term). For the benefit of 
non-book-club members, tsundoku is 
a Japanese word that refers to the act 
of buying books, not reading them and 
letting them pile up at home. 

Walking into any bookstore (like Blossoms 
on Church Street, Bangalore) is a divine 
feeling if you actually like to read. But to 
a hoarder, it is heaven. Rows and rows of 
books to just ogle at, like a kid in a candy 
store. The kid knows for a fact that he/
she cannot eat ALL the candy, but for sure 
looking at the candy is more satisfying 
than actually consuming them all. A 
similar situation is a book hoarder in a 
book store.

Below are 5 things to keep in mind when 
buying a book to add to your ever-growing 
collection of mostly unread manuscripts.

1. Always judge a book by its cover: 
The more garish the colours on the cover, 
buy it. The cover is usually the first thing 
you see on a book and whoever asked us 
to not judge a book by its cover lived in 
an era with very few graphic designers 
around. The colours, the fonts, the 
graphics on the cover are all meant to 
attract the eye and the more attractive the 
cover is, the higher are the chances of the 
book actually being not half bad, good 
even. Most of my purchases are based on 
the graphics of the cover and a few that I 
have read weren’t all that bad. 

2. Never buy a fat-a** book: This is 
something hardcore readers do, not 
simple book buyers. People who actually 
READ a book are not afraid of buying 
fat-a** books. For non-readers, carrying 

them around does help to make you 
appear all intellectual and such, but who 
the hell is going to ACTUALLY read a 
book that has more than 50 pages? Real 
readers of books, that’s who. If half the 
story within the book can fit on the spine, 
it means half the story is on the spine and 
it must cost a lot of money. 

2a. A possible sub-clause could be: 
sometimes buy fat books, they look good 
in your bookshelf and make you look like 
an intellectual.

3. Buy books with short stories: Books 
that have titles like ’50 Greatest short 
stories’ or ‘Greatest Bengali stories ever 
told’ are a good bet that you can actually 
hope to somehow maybe try and finish a 
book in your lifetime. They also give you 
a sense of accomplishment that there 
are books out there that you can actually 
hope to finish before your grandchildren 
learn to drive themselves to a book store. 

4. At least read the title and the 
author’s name: If you pick up a book and 
you know the author, keep it back, it’s not 
worth buying. Someone or the other in 
your friends’ circle has the same book and 
you can borrow it till they forget you have 
taken the book, so the book becomes de-
facto yours. See, everyone wins here. 

5. Read the first sentence in the book: 
If by some miracle, you do intend to 
read the book that you are intending 
to buy, reading the first sentence of the 
book is a good start. It gives you a lot 
of information about the book itself, but 
more importantly, it gives the tone of 
the book and the author’s skill with the 
language. It also gives an impression as 
to what the book is about and what it says 
for the most part. Something to talk about 
when you have friends over that are ogling 
at your vast collection of unread books.   

5 things to keep in mind for ‘Tsundoku’
Shreyas Baindur

#brainfartsDELHI, AGRA AND CHANDIGARH
Always wanted to type down something 
that comes directly from a restless mind 
and heart, giving it a try.

A lot of times we do not need validation 
from anybody for what we should be 
doing. 
A lot of times we don’t want anybody near 
us,
A lot of times we don’t want to wake up, 
A lot of times we want to sit alone for 
hours and hours,
At times we just don’t want to work,
At times we don’t want to eat ,
At times we just want to cry,
And at times we just want to be left alone. 

It is okay to give yourself all that time
It is okay to stay quiet
It’s alright to cry and stay inside your room
They judge you? Let them
It is okay if you want to be dirty today
It is okay if you don’t want to clean 
yourself today 
It’s okay if you want to eat a lot today 
And it’s also okay if you don’t want to at all
We are all fighting battles with something 
or the other,
just that our struggles are different from 
one another. 
We are all either tired mentally, physically 
or emotionally 
And at times we just don’t know what 
we’re tired of 
At times we can’t explain what’s going on 
Because we are unaware ourselves!

Take a break, 
Take a freaking break from everything and 
everybody if you want;
To give yourself all that time, love and 
attention
Lie down,
Sleep, don’t sleep, 
Eat, don’t eat,
Talk, don’t talk,
Do whatever
It’s alright, it’s okay to not be okay

It’s okay to not be okay
Saanya Rai

Illustration Credits: Tony Sam
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It was the sixth day of my internship, and 
by now it felt home, the office now was my 
happy place, A home 4500km away from 
home. I wasn’t sure if I was an intern or 
the boss couple were my foster parents.  
 
It was summer, burning 40°C and I have no 
idea why there were no fans or AC’s in entire 
Ankara, luckily my office had a fan as tall as me 
and there was nothing more I could ask for.  
 
The only thing I was missing was my sher 
- Simba. I could always video call him but 
would crave to hold and feel my fur boy.   
 
After 20 minutes of intense walk up 
the hill, I reached my office. Tamara my 
boss came running, and said there was 
a surprise for me, I wonder what could it 
be, maybe a dessert? Because we both 
love desserts and we would try a new one 
everyday and that day she was gonna 
bake German cake. So a possibility, yeah?  
 
As I kept wondering she gave me a hint. She 
said I had a new colleague and there you 
go,  It was Abidin (a grey Turkish cat) they 
handed it over to me saying that whenever 
I missed Simba, I could play with Abidin.  
Since then every day would start with 
Abidin, and a traditional Turkish breakfast 
among them was my favorite Açma ( type 
of bread) with some olives and cheese.  

We started working on a competition 
project in China - I was in the library team 
led by my other boss Ziya for which we won 
the best design award. We would work 
until  2  (while Abidin would jump from one 
table to the other as a stress buster )and 
then get on to the best part of the day - 
Lunch!! deciding what to eat would be the 
toughest task. My choice would always 
be a priority and I would take advantage 
of it and call for authentic Turkish food. 
And I made sure that by the end of my 
term, I would have tried all of it. We 
would continue working until food arrived.  
 
During lunch, we were 8 of us and we would 
dine together,  Cola was a mandate everyday.  
Initially, it would be a very awkward situation 
for me  as they would communicate in 
Turkish, and I was clueless, I just knew 
few words like Tamam - meaning okay 
yok - no, evet - yes and other basic ones. 
I would stare blankly at them for the first 
few days but now I had a partner Abidin 
- he couldn’t understand anything either. 
 
Getting back to work after the meal was 
a tough job, but still gotta do it. while 
Abidin would go to sleep, the work would 
get intense. These intense hours were 
later dealt with via baklava (my first love in 
Turkey) and if I finished the task assigned 
to me, I was allowed to take back a box 

of Baklava - all for myself (now you know 
who would reach the deadlines first). 
 
As the days passed, I learnt to form 
sentences in Turkish, and Abidin 
started becoming lazy. He wouldn’t 
disturb me while working anymore.  
It was by the third month I realized what 
all this fancy Turkish food had cost me - I 
put on 6.2kilos. I was a plum. My jaw line 
disappeared, all I could see was baklava on 
my face.  I was now a couch that Abidin 
could sleep on.  But guess what, I didn’t 
stop eating. I continued until the day I 
came to India, by which time I had put on 
2 more kilos and trust me it was worth it all.

Anonymous

Going Cold Turkey

10 11

A thundering typhoon ready for combat, 
A silent cat wanting to coil up tight

A bold deadly speaker
A coward hiding behind the talker

A stubborn ass who will make her path
A confused soul not knowing which is her 
path

A great friend loved by all along
A lonely girl who doesn’t belong

An extrovert amidst the crowd
An introvert under the blanket’s fold

A great love for colours in her abode
A wardrobe full of dark shades

A lost girl searching in the depths 
For who she is...

Anamika Mathew
Who Am I?

Illustration Credits: Priyamvada Kasturi

Illustration Credits: Namita Nayak

Illustration Credits: Vaishnavi Kasibhatla
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Ever wondered what people thought about 
certain topics but didn’t know how to ask? 
Well we have a solution coming soon. 


