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Editor’s Note
Aryaman Paul

A hundred and fifty plus days since college has closed 
and I’m confident in saying most of us have transitioned 
from calling this a lockdown to summer holidays. No 
matter though, as the VTU’s indecisive spirit is back with 
a vengeance. After a month of what I’m sure were long 
hours of debate, we have online vivas in the middle of 
August. Yes, read that line again.

As the aprons are slowly are being hung up and our 
families are getting used to having us around, we are 
constantly scampering for new endeavours to busy our 
days with, be it playing sports with masks on, art or 
maybe even reliving experiences. But the one thing I’m 
certain everyone is thinking is, “The grass really was 
greener on the other side”, as they put on their VTU 
masks and become indecisive with their past selves. 

But these large amounts of time can lead to 
overthinking and be a large yet silent contributor to 
people’s mental health during these hard times. If you 
want to know more, read our very dear Shivani ma’am’s 
A Brief Affair, running down the effects of mental health 
issues and how to empower yourself through it. Catch 
Chris Veigas’s Mindspace, where he asks himself an 
insurmountable amount of questions that provoke his 
mind. Read these initial spreads which tackle different 
aspects of hardships, some of which are aggravated by 
this lockdown and some newly born.

While a lot of us want to be back in college and 
surrounded by our friends and faculty, it might not be 
possible just yet. Check out Agree to Disagree, where 
John George, Kavan Lobo and Anivratha Baggunji give 
us an insight and breakdown if, in the future employing 
a combination of online and offline classes might end 
up being more beneficial or detrimental to institutions 
and students.

After which we move on to lighter affairs to the reviews 
section of the newsletter with articles such as Dear Book 
Club. And if the lockdown hasn’t given you the chance 
to go to your favourite restaurant and gobble down 
some luscious cake, Akhita Subramanian provides us 
with an easy to make Chocolate Mug Cake recipe, that 
will make you slowly drool. 

Courtyard is back to provide you guys with a roundup 
of everything that is going on in this pandemic but how 
could we end a newsletter without providing a warm 
and hearty welcome to our new principal while also 
saying goodbye to our first and favourite seniors, check 
out the graphic on page 12 that bids them farewell. 
Although we are apart, Courtyard is here to bring us 
back together, so sit back, grab a glass of cocoa and 
happy reading to you all.
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*SPOILER ALERT for those who are yet to 
watch Gulabo Sitabo*

One of my favourite idioms in Malayalam 
goes kuzhilekke kaalu neeti irrukumbol 
aanu <<insert anything along the lines of 
an act or a wish here>>. This is an idiom 
usually used in connection with the elderly – 
quite literally translated it means, ‘here you 
sit, with your legs extended toward your 
grave’, << dreaming about owning a sports 
car and driving it! >> Of all the instances 
when I’ve come across this usage, I am 
partial to the particular form of disdain that 
my mother and her mother infuse in their 
remarks, which are more often than not 
directed towards themselves, for perhaps 
desiring a mango at the wrong time of 
the day, or if someone suggests that they 
should opt for a deeper shade of red on 
their lips. Apparently, there is an entire 
brigade out there waiting to judge the 
elderly on the respectability and rightness 
of their deeds and desires. The elderly are 
expected to be bulwarks of wisdom and 
dignity – we don’t expect them to have a 
crush on the new neighbour or want to eat 
ice cream after a certain age.

Shoojit Sircar’s Gulabo Sitabo (2020) takes 

the image of the “respectable” old man or 
woman and strips it bare of the cotton candy 
of what might be considered a socially 
acceptable image; like Lamiya pointed out 
in her review of the movie (Courtyard, Issue 
18), the beauty of the character sketches 
lies in letting these people just be. 95-
yr old Begum (played by Farrukh Jafar) is 
the undisputed owner of Fatima Manzil, 
the ancient haveli that was built by her 
grandfather over a century ago. She enjoys 
getting her hair dyed and braided by her 
handmaid (Dulahin, played by Tina Bhatia) 
or one of her defaulting tenants (Guddo, 
played by Srishti Shrivastava). She admires 
the result in the mirror while snubbing 
her pilfering, ghar-jamai of a husband, 
Mirza (played by Amitabh Bachchan), who 
furtively hobbles into her chamber every 
now and then for some petty change or 
more likely, to check if his aged wife has 
kicked the bucket yet, so that he may claim 
for himself the golden hen, i.e. the haveli . 
There are no two views about who wears 
the pants in this highly unequal marriage.

The narrative unfolds in a delightfully 
organic manner, like the loose-limbed 
dance of a puppet in the hands of a 
puppeteer who seeks only to entertain, at 

the expense of making his puppets look 
a little contorted and ridiculous at times. 
What also takes shape alongside is a tale of 
unabashed, uncensored, conflicted desire, 
which couldn’t care lesser about dignity or 
respectability. Mirza’s aching desire for the 
haveli which is what he claims, got him to 
marry the many-years older Begum in the 
first place. Begum’s desire for her youth 
bygone, which at the age of 95, leads her 
to elope with her suitor from eons ago. 
They want what they want, and they want 
it bad. As the rest of the troupe of tenants 
led by the incorrigible Baankey (played by 
Ayushmann Khurrana) wonder if ‘iss umr 
mein koi bhagta hai’, Begum carpe diems 
her way to a birthday bash thrown by her 
lover at the very same haveli that she 
effortlessly wrested away from the clutches 
of the many that claimed it.

I, for a fact know that I’m going to re-watch 
this movie with my grandmother, who will 
hopefully let me braid her hair after. As 
Begum & Mirza show us, there’s only one 
time to look good, feel good and want 
what we want the way we want it – the ever 
present, eternal now.
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Letter to the Editor
Krishnapriya Rajshekar

Fact and fiction are not absolute such as 
black and white, but a series of greys, 
painted with intent.

Writing of histories is a collaborative 
effort, undertaken to put out narratives 
one feels compelled to tell. The agencies 
involved in the act of writing and the 
commissioning of the act, both play 
important roles as the stakeholders 
of the story. Fiction may be used as a 
medium to tell stories of landscapes 
and events. If a hand compelled to write 
someone else’s story overlays a larger 
concern through a fictional layer, the 
curious eye of the reader lifts the layer to 
reveal versions of truth.

In Frank R Stockton’s The Lady Or The 
Tiger (1882), the narrative paints a 
picture of the Roman empire, its political 
ideology and judicial system. The story 
drops the curtain on the mindset of 
powerful people within a primeval 
passionate sphere while leaving the 
eventual outcome which lies behind the 
closed doors, to the reader.

Similarly, Christopher Nolan‘s Dunkirk, 
stitches a minute to minute, gruellingly 
detailed narrative of evacuation of the 

English troops stranded on the beach 
of Normandy during WW-II, as viewed 
from three distinct spheres - land, air 
and sea. The film does not paint one 
man’s truth but the truths of many men 
- trapped between the polarities of 
fighting to the death to defend the idea 
of an amorphous nationhood on the 
one hand, and responding to the basic 
human instinct of self-preservation and 
the desperate bid to make it out alive, 
one way or the other.

If truth and its distinction from fiction 
is imperative to read and understand 
the world of history then one needs to 
examine the various layers which build 
perceptions of truth and fiction. The 
etymology of words which make up the 
name of a landscape, its cultural setting 
and form and so on, comprise the many 
half truths of a place and its people. The 
authorship may attempt to collate the 
many layers to begin a story but as time 
passes, the story evolves, giving new 
lenses to readers as they engage with 
the foundations and frills of the narrative.

The story is always an incomplete one, 
but may find a sense of completion in 
another’s mind.

Thinking is not unifying or making 
the appearance familiar under the 
guise of a great principle. Thinking 
is learning all over again how to see, 
directing one’s consciousness, making 
of every image a privileged place. 
In other words, phenomenology 
declines to explain the world, wants 
to be merely a description of actual 
experience. It confirms absurd 
thought in its initial assertion that 
there in no truth, but merely truths. 
From the evening breeze to this hand 
on my shoulder, everything has its 
truth. Consciousness illuminates it by 
paying attention to it.
Albert Camus, “The Myth of Sisyphus 
and other essays”, translated from 
French by Justin O’Brien, 1955, pdf 
version

We do not merely enter into dialogue 
with each other; we are in constant 
dialogue with the world of objects, 
moulding it through descriptions 
so as to align it with our rational 
purposes. Our categories do not 
explain the world, so much as endow 
it with meaning.
Roger Scruton, “Philosophy: Principles 
and Problems”, Bloomsbury, 2016, 
first published by Duckworth as 
“An Intelligent person’s guide to 
Philosophy”, 1996

Under the framework of these two 
statements, if according to Camus, 
phenomenology is the description 
of actual experience or a particular 
truth and according to Scruton, we 
endow meaning to objects through 
our description of them, then 
isn’t all forms documented history 
phenomenological in nature since 
the documentation entails a person 
(singular or plural) describing (or 
endowing meaning) to an object 
(or an event) in time? Which further 
extends the question to ask if all 
history that is studied in schools 
and colleges anywhere in the world 
biased, meaning that there is no 
form of history that can be universally 
accepted as THE
truth and that all documented history 
is a version of the truth but not the 
whole truth? Does it then mean that 
all history is a work of fiction that is 
just based on real events?

Of the many systems that hold a culture 
together, history, has a direct influence 
on the structure of a society. It plays a 
major role in defining an identity; be it 
that of a person, group or a society. This 
process is rendered successful due to 
the “shared meaning” inherent in the 
community, and hence in this context 
it becomes relevant to argue about the 
symbolic nature of history.

Clifford Geertz defines culture as an 
organized collection of symbolic systems 
(The Interpretation of Cultures,1973). A 
symbol happens to be an action, icon, 
language or any other social element 
that conveys a similar meaning to all 
members of the society. Which makes 
the case that history plays a significant 
role in developing this shared identity 
of the community. As far as historical 
researches can be examined, position 
of the researcher, colours the idea of 
the symbolic nature of history as, what 
is involved in the process is the idea of 
interpreting the meaning of the historical 
subject. History qualifies as science as 

long as the fact/s in hand can argue for 
the question posed.

The Role of a Teacher: It should therefore 
be considered as the sacred duty 
of the teacher to not project history 
always as absolute truth, but as facts as 
understood by the researcher. This was 
the realization in the latter half of the 
twentieth century that accommodated 
the different school of thought within 
writing history. Subaltern history, Marxian 
History, Oral History documentation etc 
are some changes that helped academia 
to embrace the idea of existence of 
multiple histories. Paulo Freire argues for 
the wisdom with which a teacher needs 
to shoulder a teaching assignment-

“Within the theoretical context, we must 
distance ourselves from the concrete 
world in order to perceive how theory 
is built in the practice exercised in the 
concrete world, even if at times we do 
not doubt what we know.”
Paulo Freire, Teachers as Cultural 
Workers, 2019 (First Published in 2005)

Starting this issue, we bring to you our new feature section. Acorn for thought is a special space, where you, the readers, pose 
the questions that bug you, to other readers. Your questions can be anything- from whether everything is really cake,  to deep 

philosophical dilemmas. Send in your questions and responses to courtyard@wcfa.ac.in

The cold breeze drifts past me, as I spend 
yet another evening gazing out into the 
grey, illuminated by the city lights that lay 
ahead of me. Throughout the pandemic, 
I found myself spending every evening in 
the balcony because-

1. That’s the closest I can seem to get to 
all that I’d known, and gazing out into the 
evening to memorize the way the buildings 
of concrete disrupt the horizontality of the 
horizon, and waking up the next day to 
the same beautiful unevenness does offer 
some solace.

2. My neighbours have the best taste in 
music. And the best scented candles. 
Wistfully gazing out into what lays ahead 
always becomes better when there’s a 
Coldplay song blaring out of someone’s 
speakers. Even better when the breeze 
blesses you with the occasional waft of 
lemon scented glory.

The pandemic has left us all feeling the 
weight of what is happening around in 
some way. Every day has been bringing in 
so much pain to the world, and so much 
unpredictability.

For me, it’s been difficult to acknowledge 
the anxiety that the uncertainty of the 
pandemic has left me feeling, because I’m 
privileged- I’m privileged to have a house to 
live in and food to eat, to have my parents 
by my side, to have a balcony to look out 
of, and to have great neighbours who play 
Coldplay songs and light scented candles. 
There is so much uncertainty and suffering 
in the world, so many lives and jobs lost, 
and so many wars raging on- in the midst of 
it all, recognizing and acknowledging our 
own feelings may feel…difficult.

But something that we need to do for 
ourselves is realise that everything that 
we’d normalised is breaking apart in front 
of us, leaving all that we’ve known, all that 
we’ve believed laying bare somewhere 
in the realm of uncertainty. We’re being 
challenged every single day to reassess our
priorities, and come to terms with 
everything happening. And it is okay to 
acknowledge our privilege and feel grateful 
for all that we have. But it is also okay to 
acknowledge any personal pain that all of 
what’s happening has left us feeling. It is 
okay to grieve in our own way. It is okay 
to turn off that news channel on TV and 

watch FRIENDS instead. Our feelings are 
real- the fact that we’re feeling them makes 
them real enough. Mental health is not 
prejudiced, and whatever we are, whatever 
we’ve been feeling- all of those feelings, 
all of those beautifully raw emotions- they 
cannot be disposed, and neither can we.

Of Scented Candles and Evening Breeze
Bindu Maringanti

Acorn for thought

Shreyas Baindur

Akash Rai

Julie Ann Tharakan
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In what reality do I even exist? 
In which one am I accepted? 
Where can I freely speak?
Am I truly alone or am I blind?
These were the questions I genuinely asked 
myself when I was in a seriously dark place.

So I started off as any extrovert would in 
primary school where life was simple and 
fun and I loved every single bit of it. Until I 

was moved to another school for my higher 
studies, here I moved from a place where 
I had my own self worth and I had to build 
myself back up again. But I didn’t know that 
to build myself back up, I would have had 
to been subjected to demolishing every 
bit of self worth, self esteem and almost all 
of who I was. As I entered the 7th grade 
I started off really like any new kid not 
gelling well with the others but still present. 
 

I was kept right at the periphery of every 
conversation and as the years progressed 
I was pushed out of it completely with 
constant humiliation and bullying from my 
classmates. And pushed to an extent where 
I felt completely alone, rejected from 
school with no one to talk to. This is where 
I wondered whether I was the fault to all of 
that bullying and I drifted into a spiral of 
self hate and self blame. 

So in brief this illustration is about me 
drifting away in my own lonely universe 
wondering whether I deserved to never 
find happiness or not whether I was meant 
to be alone, or whether I was meant to 
spend the rest of my life being rejected 
and alone.

Until I almost killed myself, from there I kind 
of bounced back and said screw it. If that’s 
how it’ll be, then that’s how it’ll but I’m not 
going to say sorry for who I was anymore 
and if it is me in my universe I’m going to 
make it one hell of a rock show. And I’m 
going to enjoy the present. So I started 
searching for things that used to make me 
happy and things that gave me joy and I 
used them and made them a part of me 
once again. And if someone doesn’t like it, 
it truly does not matter because I like it and 
it gives me joy and these illustrations are 
exactly that. It is my way of being happy in 
the moment.

It’s been some time now since my pencil 
stationed itself against my book, afraid of 
what it might write. My sense of self was 
supposed to drop by an hour ago… it 
seems we’re out of luck. I guess it’s just you 
and me now.

My mother once told me that when I was a 
little more than six years old, my first-grade 
teacher found me standing in a corner, 
dramatically staring outside the window. 
Class wasn’t in session and all my friends 
were wreaking havoc while I continued to 
stare, transfixed. I stood there for a long 
time before she asked me what was wrong. 
I told her I was lonely. 

Dawn broke out some while ago. Yesterday 
is officially in the past.
It’s quarantine day one, except that it’s 
not. It might as well be, though, for all the 
impact it’s had on my body.
The outside remains the outside.
My house is the same as it’s always been.
The walls are still where I left them… 
strange, I know, since I keep bumping into 
them.

I sometimes wonder what’s stranger… the 
fact that I feel like a complete stranger in 
my own house or that I don’t think it very 
strange that I do.
It’s week three of quarantine, but I can’t be 
certain.
It’s 1:40 am.
Of this much though, I am certain. Kenny 
Rogers is playing softly in the background.
I told him I was trying to focus, but in vain- 
he seems unfazed.
All the words that escape my mouth these 
days seem to lack conviction, although 
through no fault of their own.
Sometimes when I close my eyes, it takes 
me a couple of minutes to find it in me 
to open them back up again. I wonder if 
anyone’s noticed. 
I’m awake for the first time in three weeks. 
Awake and unnerved, gnawing at my lips.
I’m afraid to close my eyes.
I gather myself into my arms and start to 
rock. First back, then forth. This manages 
to pacify me.
Outside, the grass is growing.
I’ve been sitting unusually still for sometime 
now, with my right heel tucked under my 

left thigh and my left heel tucked under my 
right shin. 
My shin has begun to slowly go numb.
I can hear the clock ticking. 
Sometime in between its minutes and its 
seconds, I ticked it off for trying to tick me 
off. 
But my apprehending is as defeated as my 
apprehensions are.
These days the world about me seems 
to move of its own accord, swerving only 
slightly to avoid me.
The lights are off. I don’t remember 
switching them off.
It’s dark inside but it’s darker outside. 
I turn to look outside my window and 
before I know it, I’m six years old again. 
I’ve been sitting like this for some time now. 
Body facing north, but my head turned 
west. 
My leg numb and my lips torn. Rested, still 
completely spent.
Staring, transfixed.
Looking outside the window, watching 
the outside world and wondering again 
if maybe the world outside might be 
watching me too.

Midnight Musings
Sanjana Suresh

Mindspace
Chris D Veigas

A Brief Affair
Shivani Satish

This story is about a mental breakdown 
I had a couple of years ago which I have 
been contemplating on sharing for some 
time now. Well, here I am today taking the 
first step towards fighting my inhibitions 
and sharing a small snippet of my life.

During the course of this breakdown, my 
memory of how my life used to be before 
was a blur and picturing a happy life in the 
wake of the breakdown was unimaginable. 
Everything felt insignificant – all the good 
memories, all the personal achievements 
– everything. It was hard for me 
and maybe harder for my dear 
ones (which I understand now) to 
have witnessed what I was going 
through.

I barely ate, I lost an unnatural 
amount of weight, I couldn’t 
even get myself to walk or talk 
and I distanced myself from everyone 
in my life. All I did was stare blankly with 
no thoughts for hours together or cry my 
heart out till it tired me enough to sleep. 
Sleeping wasn’t easy either. I would wake 
up crying, panicking and breathless in the 
middle of the night with a numbed pain in 
my chest, I would scream into my pillow, I 
would clench my nails into my palm to feel 
something…anything.

Nobody and nothing seemed to matter 
at that point – be it friends or family, or 
for that matter my life either. All I wanted 
is for this feeling inside me to stop – this 

emptiness, this pit, this numbed pain. Days 
turned into months, I was as dead inside as 
it could get.

I don’t remember when things flipped for 
the good, but it definitely did. I started 
observing things around me, which by 
itself was the genesis of my recovery. With 
observation, came awareness and with 
awareness came acceptance. It was a slow 
recovery. But I was getting there. A major 
part of the credit goes to my mom, who 
in spite of my stubbornness, unwillingness 

to recover and indifference to anything 
happily kept her patience and gave me the 
strength I needed to get through this. And 
of course my close friends, who so very 
well knew when I wanted to be left alone 
and when I wanted to be comforted whilst 
I cried.

Fast forwarding a couple of years, here 
I am now, ever happy and ever content. 
Yet I have my highs and lows, but I have 
learnt to get through them. Acceptance 
is a significant thing I learnt through this 
journey. I’m not much of an advisor, but 
I do believe (and understand now) that 

no problem or situation is big or worthy 
enough to put myself through that again. I 
live and swear by a very simple rule (more 
of faith) now– No matter what comes my 
way; I will be happy eventually and there is 
always good waiting for me.

Mental health awareness should not be just 
about a day, it should be something you 
are aware of each and every day. Please 
be aware of people around you, help and 
support them if they are going through a 
breakdown or if you see any preceding 

signs of a mental breakdown. 
There are various support groups 
where you can talk to people 
who have gone through similar 
situations in their life. There are 
various treatments which involve 
therapy, medication, and self-care 
or lifestyle changes.

I could help myself with substantial support 
from my family and friends, but not all of 
us are wired the same way. If you can’t get 
yourself to talk to your near and dear ones, 
please seek help outside. There is nothing 
wrong or embarrassing in doing so.

Remember, YOU matter – now and always.

More power to the universe! More magic 
to you!
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“All I wanted is for this feeling 
inside me to stop – this emptiness, 
this pit, this numbed pain”
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The most essential contribution of a student 
to the event of learning is their consent of 
being physically present. Our field is an 
epitome of a classroom extending beyond 
its four walls, where we occasionally remove 
the “room” as learning does not belong 
in one, nor belonging to a single person, 
medium or a schedule.

We got shoved into this pandemic with our 
existing “thinking caps” on. Hence, setting 
aside our remote learning capabilities it 
is clear that we can never unlearn what 
we have learnt in the last few months. 
Irrespective of the nature of the subjects, 

they were possibly pursued in the same 
rigour virtually and is here to stay. It is 
inevitable that our schools will subscribe to 
this model for the immediate foreseeable 
future and is the easiest remedy for this 
post-pandemic wave.

Adapt and improvise, check. Overcome?

If certain subjects were deemed to be 
straightforward enough to be referred 
upon whilst not being present in a school, 
the ship would have already sailed. The 
nature of being tutored not in a school is 
not reflective or referential like what an 

What has interested me the most in 
forming my arguments is that it had to 
take a pandemic to make us realise that 
something like this is actually possible and 
to think no architectural institution in their 
right mind would have done so otherwise.  
 
In this day and age I believe that everyone 
deserves access to the internet wherever 
they are in the world and it is as essential 
as all those snacks you keep stashed and 
hidden from the rest of the family. It’s not 
essential but yet essential. 

Although I would like to shift the argument 

ever so slightly to Internet buffering and 
how our ever so sweet internet providers 
love making their promises, what I hope 
one day is that the internet Gods can 
answer how the providers have exquisite 
timing in playing games with us in ways we 
find difficult to explain. 

I was often told by my teachers that 
architectural education cannot be taught 
but rather should be experienced. A lot 
of what I’ve learnt is by accident. I often 
find myself in accidental and yet healthy 
conversations, which is largely due to the 
physical environment and the people I am 

Some say we live in the fourth age of the 
Industrial revolution where; in the last 
20 years every aspect of our lives has 
dramatically changed and where everyday 
life is driven by technology. But think of the 
way education is delivered, it has been the 
same drill year after year, what changes are 
the teachers and the classroom in which we 
learn in.

The current crisis is a great opportunity 
to re-look and possibly re-make how 
our institutions function, the technology 
required has matured, become 
economically viable and the parties 

involved i.e. students and teachers, 
generally tend to have sufficient internet 
subscriptions. The Covid-19 pandemic has 
helped prove that the technology is viable 
as colleges and schools all around the 
globe have gone online.
  
In a post Covid-19 world, there is great 
opportunity for a hybrid model of 
education to emerge (offline + online), 
one where online education becomes an 
important part/integral part of school and 
college education. There is a plethora of 
advantages with online learning: classes 
can be recorded and can be accessed at 

agree to disagree
Would a combination of virtual and physical sessions in the post pandemic scene be 
of any help in giving students and teachers a lot more time to achieve the better?

any time, which means students get to 
learn at their own pace while repeating 
the recording as many times required to 
understand keywords or concepts, linking 
them and making effective notes, this 
can be coupled with topics which need 
discussion, debates and teamwork, which 
can happen effectively in an offline mode. 
Students can be more flexible in how they 
choose to utilize their time working on 
projects, assignments and their personal 
commitments as online classes are not tied 
down to a fixed time schedule.

This being said, there are certain 

drawbacks of the online mode which need 
to be solved for a hybrid system to be truly 
effective, how do we deal with students 
being outside a structured environment 
which promotes concentration? How do 
we ensure classes are not spammed by 
random/inappropriate messages? How 
do we ensure each student has access to 
online classes?

These are few thoughts which come to 
mind. I am sure that a lot of experimentation 
is required to understand the role, 
effectiveness and efficiency of online 
classes in a post pandemic world.

applicative assignment is but requires 
remote learning. This wouldn’t have the 
weight I’m giving it if it wasn’t a school of 
architecture.

We could always play to our strengths; we 
wake up every morning knowing certain 
subjects are more relevant than the rest 
and would not mind spending time on it 
by sabotaging the schedule allotted to the 
rest. But this isn’t an institutional goal, but 
a student’s.

So other than managing the syllabus 
constructively I don’t see a step ahead. 

Recorded classes will not serve its 
purpose because attending them will be a 
deliverable rather than a participation. On 
the other end wherever the sun sets, there 
still won’t be enough time set aside to 
spend on what we think are ideal subjects 
and will always seep out of the allotted 
schedule.

It’s an easy sell, (although it is too early 
to say) but the only way a school of 
architecture can achieve a virtual-physical 
model is to aim for a non-zero-sum game.

surrounded by. 

This can be very difficult to achieve by sitting
in front of a small screen and confining 
ourselves to four walls. Now don’t get me 
wrong, I watch a gazillion YouTube ‘’ how 
to ‘’ videos and find them very effective but 
it’s just not the same. Therefore, I would say 
that this is a farfetched yet viable possibility 
albeit under the viable guidelines.  

So while we continue to head there let’s 
learn to make the best of it and enjoy the 
trip.
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Anivratha Baggunji

Kavan Lobo

John George

The Covid-19 
pandemic has 
helped prove that 
the technology is 
viable as colleges 
and schools all 
around the globe 
have gone online”

Our field is 
an epitome of 
a classroom 
extending 
beyond its four 
walls, where we 
occasionally 
remove the room”

I was often told 
by my teachers 
that architectural 
education cannot 
be taught but 
rather should be 
experienced”

“

“

“
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When you dip your toes into the lives of 
various characters embellished in the Great 
Goddesses it teaches you a thing or two 
of the prominence of malevolence and the 
sparseness of righteousness. 

For someone who has grown up reading 
Aunt Charlotte’s stories of Greek History 
and Hèlène Adeline Guerber’s Story of 
the Greeks and Homer’s The Iliad; I’ve 
unexceptionally familiarised myself with The 
Grecian Legends and Lore. And yet, with 
the the Great Goddesses I had the pleasure 
of becoming a voyeur. Unbeknownst to 
me, it appealed to a dormant yet inherent 
sense of hope; beyond the phantasmic 
transitions of ephemerality.

I drank everything Nikita Gill had to offer 
me - satiation being the eventual turn out 
of the whole process. Presumptuous I know 
but trust the extravagantly yet effortlessly 
and effervescently depicted poetic verses 
of this 248 paged wonder and I think you’ll 
get the idea.

Each of these pages document the glossy, 
erratic and fervently disassociated lives of 
the fabled and celebrated power wringers 
and the underdogs alike of the Olden 
Greek Ages. The perpetually speculated 
and preponderantly approbated heroes 
with their bloodlust and hedonism and 
debauchery didn’t faze me. But what did, 
were the allegories of the lesser known 

luminaries; Gaia for her warmth, Rhea for 
her ferocity, Hera for her resilience, Metis’ 
rationale, Athena’s erudition, Aphrodite’s 
compassion, Artemis’ dynamism, 
Amphitrite’s political savvy, Hestia’s 
benignity, Persephone for her dauntless 
unapologetic ventures, Helen wasn’t just 
known for her lascivious transgressions but 
for her mighty sovereignty and my personal 
favourites Megara and Medusa; for being 
casualties of unjustifiable sacrilege and yet 
exhibiting ardour and vigour.

The Great Goddesses maybe a product of 
opulent phantasm but the divinity that lies 
within is a beautifully crafted paradox.

Great Godesses
A Book Review by Anna Cherian

I guess now is when we could all relate to 
the time when Joker had said, “Is it just me 
or is it getting crazier out there?” When 
something becomes relatable, it becomes 
acceptable as well. In my opinion, a few of 
the movies out there can do that job for 
you if you are finding it difficult to relate to 
the physical world around you. So here are 
my picks of a few movies that you might 
want to put under your ‘movies to watch’ 
list. 

Little Miss Sunshine
“If I wanna fly, I’ll find a way to fly”. For 
those who are fancying the idea of a long 
road trip with friends or family, this movie 
brings you exactly that experience along 
with a touch of absurdity and chaos. With 
dysfunctionality stretched across all the 
characters, this movie spins around happy-
unhappy relationships and an odd idea 
of positivity and negativity at the same 
time. However, towards the end, the tale 
becomes one about genuine faith and a 
remote idea of glory. An uncanny, yet feel-
good ride, this movie is definitely worth 
your while. 

Benny & Joon
“It seems to me that, aside from a little 

mentally ill, she’s pretty normal”. Although 
the movie begins with an elder brother 
taking care of his mentally ill sister, the plot 
transitions into a love story of a mentally ill 
girl and a goofy guy who wants to internalize 
the genius of Buster Keaton and Chaplin. 
The gradual unfolding of its subjects makes 
it seem like the writer-director is almost in 
doubt to put them up front. The movie is 
a good mix of love and madness, weaving 
into each other with a charm that would not 
be very easy to find in real life. 

A Beautiful Mind
“Nothing’s ever for sure is the only sure 
thing I know”. This is the biography of 
one of the greatest mathematicians who 
is a victim of schizophrenia- a man whose 
mind was of enormous service to humanity, 
which, in turn, betrayed him with terrifying 
delusions. However, he is brought back to 
the mainstream by his ever-so-patient wife. 
The movie is an emotional journey, but the 
resilience and the end glory makes it all so 
*deep sigh* worth it. 

Karthik Calling Karthik
“Yeah, of course you’re not an animal. Tum 
kisi bhi angle se loud ya crazy nahi lagte”. 
This is a psychological thriller in which 

the introverted lead develops a parallel 
universe to confront his reality and stand 
above it. The story revolves around the 
lead trying to trace and decipher the calls 
of an anonymous caller and this definitely 
keeps you engaged till the end. Deviating 
from the conventional Bollywood movies, 
this movie successfully brings you close to 
reality and is surely worth your time.

Inside Out
“Crying helps me slow down and obsess 
over the weight of life’s problems”. This 
film, I would say, is one of the most relatable 
ones out there. It remarkably manifests the 
working of a human being as a system in 
multiple layers. It’s funny how this movie 
doesn’t strictly fall under fantasy or science 
fiction genres, but still manages to portray 
real-life scenarios in a figurative manner. 
With comical characters and quirky visuals, 
this movie is undeniably a must-watch. 

A few other movies that couldn’t be 
spoken about in detail, but are definitely 
worth mentioning are Rain man, I am Sam, 
Spirited away, Dear Zindagi, Tare Zameen 
Par and Girl, Interrupted.

Tweaky Tales
Movie Reviews by Bhoomika Prakash

Dear Book Club,

Do I see the light at the end of the tunnel, where we wayward travellers 
who sat in the cold dim light of our rail compartment sharing many 
stories about how books helped us through tough times and how we
spent our introverted childhoods in grimy bookstores, part our 
ways going about our business as the train exits the tunnel into 
bright daylight?

Soon there will be few and Lamiya, the spring lamb, would be all alone 
with us, the three not-so-old goats; having to hear of us goats cribbing 
about why new lambs aren’t coming in voluntarily for the spring 
slaughter, having to defend the student body that lacks representation 
in this space that is filled with interpretations. The old tower guards 
(Sahana, Varun, Aliptha and Anamika) will move on to defend newer 
and shinier castles in faraway lands to have their own little adventures, 
and I won’t have many who will make me seem naive again. The people 
who make me feel uninformed and ignorant will become fewer. It’ll 
be just the four of us meeting every other week, saying we didn’t read 
much because of work and life and such and such. What a shame. 
I’m getting this same strange feeling when a near and dear one is 
bed-ridden and you have to helplessly watch them slowly wither away 
unable to do anything about the passing of time. My Amazon cart is 
going to look barren and I possibly might save up enough to go on that 
Istanbul trip I’ve been planning for the past 2 years, but at what cost?

My dearest Book Club, the time has come. No one new is joining you 
and many are leaving, but I will remember you fondly for the short 
time we had together, it was precious. Now you will transform into 
something new. Possibly better? I’m not sure but new indeed. What you 
will become, none of us can tell, but for sure, the impact you have in our 
brief sojourn will be missed. My only hope is that you are revived and 
I will be allowed still to remain a part of your proceedings, once again 
to get new people that will highlight my intellectual inadequacies and 
make me want to read with a vengeance. Whatever the future may hold, 
I will always have the fond memories of the past that are enshrined in 
the tone of our minutes of each meeting so far.

I know I missed many a meeting last semester, but what I learnt in 
the ones that were attended stepped in for the ones that were missed. 
Whatever you become in the near future and wherever I may be then, 
your full glory will be missed by all.

Lots of love and warm regards,
A sad member
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What do I write about? This question had 
found its home in my thoughts for the 
last couple of days. I did not know what I 
wanted to write about or how I wanted to 
write it. So as anyone would do, I went to 
the most credible source of how, what and 
why – the internet. The following searches 
were made – how to write an article, how 
to start writing, what do I write about, when 
is COVID going away, is the world ending 
(probably) and how to stop procrastinating 
(I am sure most of us have looked for 
answers to this question on the internet 
and must have ended up watching a video 
that says that you are procrastinating by 
watching the video, which manages to 
blow my mind every single time).

The internet search did not turn out to 
be fruitful. And this made me think about 
it more and more. As the deadline drew 
closer, my edginess grew. At this point, 
I realised that I could write about the 
situation I was in – at crossroads. That 
feeling when one feels lost and stuck at the 
same time. Being nervous for no apparent 
reason and feeling hopeless for all the 
reasons. I felt useless, confused, weird, 
drained and more. I felt like I needed a hug 
and someone to tell me it would be okay. 
Going to a family member or friend felt 

like it would be silly and that they wouldn’t 
understand. At such instances, I turn to 
the one thing I can depend on – food. I 
find myself whipping up a chocolate mug 
cake. It is the perfect comfort food, at least 
according to me – it has chocolate and is 
sweet without the heaviness. It feels like a 
warm hug. If you ever find yourself in the 
same situation, here is hoping that you find 
solace in this dessert too.

~The Recipe~
Ingredients:
1 tbsp Cocoa Powder 
1 ½ tbsp Sugar
1 tbsp Maida
½ tsp Baking Powder 
1 tbsp Butter
1 Egg

Directions:
Mix all the ingredients in a mug and pop 
it in the microwave for 1-2 minutes. Add 
small chunks of chocolate or choco chips 
as desired. Baking powder makes the cake 
super fluffy. For a fudgier cake, ditch the 
baking powder.

*If you don’t have cocoa powder substitute 
with Bournvita and accordingly adjust the 
sugar.

Chocolate Mug Cake
Akhita S

18 in 2020
Neha Changappa

I’m laying on my bed
Wondering if I am just eighteen or eighteen!
I had fantasised my eighteenth year of life, 
When I was just eight.
The young me would sit in the front seat, 
Next to papa,
Just to tell him that I’ll drive him when I turn eighteen. 
I put my best friend into trance,
Promising her that we would get a twin tattoo once we turn 
eighteen 
I wanted to go on my first solo trip to Pondi when I turn eighteen
But a horrific hallucination!
It’s exactly 2.00 am right now,
I am spending my eighteenth year of my life, 
Laying on bed,
The only trip I am taking is to the kitchen, 
The only friend I have is music
But It helps!
It fills the emptiness,
Distracts my mind from over thinking 
The silliest possible thought in my head.
I already spent 4 months of my eighteenth year of life in-between 
the four walls.
I really don’t know if I’ll get to live my fantasy,
But I am breathing....

1110



Wadiyar Centre for Architecture, Mysuru                                                                                                                                          Page 12

Editor-in-Chief: Aryaman Paul Editor: Zaid Patel Layout Editor: Atul Mugasimangalam Graphics Editor: Spoorthi P Jain 
Sound Editor: Rohan Dayanidhi Assistant Editors: Lamiya Huda, Bindu Maringanti, Madhurya Kharidehal  
Assistant Layout Editors: Rachana Kandakur Assistant Graphics Editors: Neha Mishra, Vaishnavi Olety 

Photo Correspondent: Anivratha Baggunji Critics-at-Large: Krishnapriya Rajshekar, John George

wcfacourtyard.in email id: courtyard@wcfa.ac.in


