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Editor’s Note
Aryaman Paul

We’re now in November and I’m sure all of us 
are starting to feel that on January 1st, 2021, the 
world is going to be reborn. There’s a common 
sense of relief and an abstract understanding that 
as soon as 2020 is over, we’re about to go back to 
how things were in January or February. But let’s 
look at all the good things this year has provided 
us. The pets have probably had the best year of 
their lives, college students living abroad, got the 
unexpected chance of living at home with their 
parents again, nature really thrived, and people 
who were dancing to the rain gods of yester 
years have definitely reversed their psychologies. 
Trump has been trumped by Biden and things are 
moving back into normalcy. But somethings just 
never change like the dark side of the Earth.
 
Humans are constantly evolving although we fear 
change, a change of routine, throwing a spanner 
in the works is something that is seen as rescinding 
development whereas the biggest breakthroughs 
have been from the reverse. We should apply 
this especially to the human psychology as even 
though this year has been filled with staying at 
home, rape is still as rampant as it ever was. In 
the initial stages of this newsletter we look at this 
malpractice. Head over to Only 19 by Kashish 
Singh and how rape is closer than what we all think 
it is. After which Point A to Point B by Bhamini 
Mehra highlights an emotional outburst all of us 
have been experiencing. Cached Elucidations 
then provides an overview of the general publics’ 
opinion regarding Rape and what it constitutes.
 
Agree to Disagree is something that hits home 
more to the students this time as it addresses 
confusion. Students and teachers alike are shown 
the differing opinions of whether the workload, 
expectations and the screen time of the semester 
is justified. They all raise fair points that should 
be considered the next time someone decides to 
voice their opinion on this topic. After which we 
move into the recreational ideas of the newsletter, 
a space where people can come to for a movie 
recommendation while food melts in their 
mouths. In all, we have an issue for you this time 
that will take you on an emotional rollercoaster, so 
get ready, good luck and happy reading.
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When I decided to write about the Hathras 
rape case, I didn’t think it would be so 
difficult to articulate my thoughts. I have 
been unable to condense my feelings into 
words and I am pretty sure most of us feel 
the same sense of inability. The day the 
news arrived about the incident, I simply 
refused to read about it because, well, I just 
couldn’t. The fact that she was only 19 (as 
old as I am this year) is something that I still 
can’t come to terms with. 19- an age during 
which most of us would have just started 
exploring the world whilst getting exposed 
to some bits of reality. This little girl was 
brutally gang-raped, her tongue sliced 
and spine smashed. She later succumbed 

to the fatal assault. All this just made me 
wonder- was this meant to be the fate of an 
innocent, young girl who had probably just 
started dreaming of a beautiful future, who, 
at the tender age of 19, had just started to 
look at the world in a new light? Shame on 
us- we managed to show her the darkest 
side of this otherwise beautiful world, just 
hours before she lost her life. Many people 
have gone on to compare this crime to the 
2012 Nirbhaya case and many politicians 
have used this as an opportunity to grab 
the public eye. People have argued in the 
news over this and countless people have 
tweeted, written articles, and have flooded 
Whatsapp with innumerable messages 

about the same. But do we, like always, 
stop at that and wait for another incident to 
wake us all up to another hundred articles 
and messages and to news channels 
continuously covering politicians grabbing 
the opportunity to be the public’s hero? This 
incident has raised many such questions 
and I do sincerely hope that these are 
answered with as much truth and as little 
time as possible, so that never again will 
a soul lose her life and 
never again will 
others lose 
hope in this 
beautiful 
world. 

The sun has set and it’s chilly. I zip my 
jacket halfway through as I take a turn into 
the lane where my friend lives. I glance 
at my phone and it’s 8:36 p.m. on this 
Wednesday evening. “Ma would’ve killed 
me for walking the streets so late at night”, 
I think. I look up to see a dark, desolate 
lane with the glimmer of a faint street light 
terminating the stretch. I have walked 
down this lane a couple times before, but 
never alone or past sunset. The lack of light 
concerns me slightly. “Doesn’t seem like a 
long stretch”, I pacify myself.

I commence my walk down the lane, 
dangling my car keys in my hand, moving 
away from the hubbub of the main road. I 
am to take a left turn from the oddly placed 
street light in the corner of the narrow lane. 
I walk carefully due to the darkness and 
the sense of seclusion gets progressively 
apparent as I walk through the lane, with no 
soul around. Insecurity starts to build up as 
I advance.“I should listen to Ma”, I mumble 
to myself with regret. I feel my shoulders 
tighten as my pace quickens.

Everything around me seems bizarrely still 
and unwanted thoughts start to creep up in 
my head- “What if my chain gets snatched, 
what if I get mugged, or assaulted?”. I 
dismiss those thoughts, concluding that 
it’s a habit of mine to overthink, yet still 
clinging on to the silver chain Nani had 
gifted to me- one that I always wore on my 
neck. 

With the sound of the busy road fading 
out, the rustling of the leaves beneath me 
appear more evident with every footstep. 
My senses get a little sharper, as I attempt to 
be more attentive. Just as I adjust the heavy 
bag on my back, I hear the faint laughter 
of a couple of people at a distance. I hear 

it coming from ahead of me, somewhere 
beyond the turn I was supposed to take. 
The sound pierces my ears in the quiet 
and my eyes widen, looking around for the 
source.

I see two men under the street light, 
laughing and poking fun at each other. I 
feel my chest tighten and my heart race 
faster. Those unwanted thoughts somehow 
seep through again, this time louder and 
somehow suggesting more probability- 
“What if I get kidnapped, or physically 
assaulted, or what if I was murdered merely 
for the articles in my heavy bag?”, I try my 
best to block them out but they seem to 
find their way back. 

I subconsciously start to think of my safety. I 
hastily zip my jacket all the way up, jam the 
car keys in between my fingers to use as 
some kind of self defense in the worst case 
scenario, and clench my phone tightly in 
my hand, ready to call someone if needed. 
My prudence overpowers the angst that I 
feel.

I see the two men walk in my direction, 
although on the other side of this tight 
lane, taking notice of me. I reluctantly keep 
my pace, trying to keep my mind from 
racing. The closer they get, the louder my 
thoughts are. My mind is blatantly throwing 
scenarios at me at this point- “Acid attack? 
Rape? Sexual assault? What if, what if, what 
if?”. It’s not a coincidence that details of the 
spine chilling Hathras case start to flash my 
mind. Despite the panic, I try to think of as 
many self defense techniques I had learnt 
from all of those articles. One cannot afford 
to compromise their consciousness in such 
a predicament. “What if he runs towards 
me? What if he grabs my bag?”. My eyes 
dart in all directions, envisioning every 

possible 
e s c a p e 
route in my 
head. I feel my 
heart race faster and 
my palms, although sweating, grip on to 
my phone and car keys. 

The men at some point walk past me. I 
hear them behind me, checking for the zip 
of my jacket covering up any sight of my 
skin, and further quicken my pace. I feel 
their presence behind me, but my eyes 
are fixated on the street light ahead of me. 
With a shallow heartbeat, tense muscles 
and with the now relentless rustling of 
the leaves beneath my hasty footsteps, I 
desperately yearn to take that left turn and 
knock on my friend’s door. 

What has been depicted above is a 
simple task- commuting from one place 
to another. But what is perceived is a 
whirlwind of panic-stricken thoughts and 
overwhelming insecurity. It seems like 
overthinking, but is it really overthinking if 
most women experience variations of the 
same situation? Is it all in our heads, or do 
cases like Hathras and Nirbhaya compel 
us to view these simple tasks as potential 
threats? Is it easy to avoid these thoughts 
if a woman can leave her house, get raped, 
her tongue sliced off, brutally strangled 
and return dead?  Should it really be so 
hard to get from Point A to Point B?

Sometimes I wonder if the mess in our 
own government and its idea of forcibly 
demanding respect stems from an average 
Indian household. Nothing makes more 
sense today than Gandhi asking us to be the 
change we wish to see in the world. If my 
household functioned truly democratically, 
maybe my country’s democracy wouldn’t 
be at the verge of collapse. 

While Instagram has become a platform 
for individual activism, this activism doesn’t 
reflect in our real life. Moreover, with the 
frequency and varying opinions of events it’s 
difficult to see our focus lasting on one for 
more than 24 hours. So, while we are ready 
to have opinions on every “significant” 
event that the social media comes up 
with, we rarely act and react upon it. The 
reflection of this very attitude is present in 
each family of this country. Although, over 
time parents have opened up because of 
open dialogue, resolution and compromise 
from both sides of the debate. 

The structure in my house was particularly 
matriarchal. My mother being the 
fundamental earning member and the 
one who is always with us while my 
father travelled frequently. Most of the 
progressive changes happened because of 
her adaptive nature of keeping up with the 
times instead of resenting the youth. But 
something happened over this Lockdown. 
With dad being at home 24/7 and mom 
not having a source of income. There was 
a shift in power. While initially it seemed 

manageable, the growing discomfort was 
hard to ignore. 

The pattern was very recognizable, as soon 
as dad received power, he preferred a clear 
control over everything. He expected full 
time assistance of everyone for everything 
at home including aspects he had chosen 
to never be a part of before. Except for 
a few episodes of cooking, where again 
the rest of the house had to help him with 
chopping and washing while he YouTubed 
an authentic Kerala recipe and destroyed 
the kitchen. 

Finally, I was tired of the help-and-get-no-
credit cooking, I gave up. But this slavery 
wasn’t easy to break from as the concept 
of consent was missing. Being a citizen, I 
had to prove my patriotism to my house 
by slogging for naught. And being the 
woke person I think I was, I raised my 
voice and refused to work. Result, he has 
been torturing my mother for the terrible 
upbringing and asking us to go earn for 
ourselves if we want to have a choice in life 
and has decided to stay in a forever bad 
mood affecting the whole family’s mental 
health. How familiar does this story seem 
once you put it in the national context?

While I feel an open conversation could 
make things better, mom feels his toxicity 
will make things worse. 

So yeah, gotta go chop the onions. 
Bye.

Hushed

The F**ked-up Hierarchy of an Indian 
Household

Trisha Sudeep

Sayema Sayed

The blue ink in my pen dithers as I try to 
write, to understand, to find reasons, to 
comprehend- Why? How? What? When? 
Wait, should there be any reason to 
understand at all? Another sister, another 
wife, another niece, another daughter, 
another mother! My hand trembles as I 
write this - no girl, no woman, ever feels 
completely safe; not even in the place we 
happily call ‘home’. It’s unfortunate that 
sometimes we run out of words when we 
need the strongest of voices. It’s unfortunate 
that voices are silenced, if not by another 
voice, by force. Voices are silenced by 
strangling voice boxes and cutting tongues 
off. Strong stances are made by breaking 
spinal cords, by creating fear everywhere. 
Turning innocent dreams into haunting 
nightmares. No one to protect you until 
after death. What’s the point then? The 
ones we are told to trust and believe, the 
ones who are meant to keep us safe, the 
ones who are supposed to follow law and 
order and treat us all the same, are the 
ones who betray us. My forehead frowns as 
I think of it all. Not one, not two, not three 
– a thousand and more – everyday- my lips 
dry as I breathe heavily just by the thought. 
No. No one has the right to control anyone. 
No one has the right over anybody’s body. 
No one has the right over anybody’s mind. 
It’s a simple clear ‘no’, and yet, is somehow 
this complex. It’s supposed to be simpler 
than this. I see no debate; I see no trail. It’s 
a crime. It’s an unforgivable CRIME to rape. 
I see no begging for forgiveness. I accept 
no reasons. I see no appeal for a bail. I 
see absolutely no mercy. ‘I’ is every sister, 
daughter, niece, wife, mother.

Only 19.
Kashish Singh

Point A to Point B
Bhamini Mehra
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I was wondering when the last time I felt 
everything was ‘normal’ was. You can take 
a minute to question yourself the same, 
and I am guessing your answer would 
be “back in March”. What if I say that I 
feel everything is ‘deviating’ from what is 
normal during this post-lockdown phase? 
Many months ago, we all got locked in 
with the comfort of our couch and home 
cooked food. We were confused, yet it 
was a lazy vacation at home. Did I just say 
lazy? No, we actually got creative and got 
to do all the things we wanted to do and 
had no time for. Some of us cooked and 

gave it a hashtag while some of 
them made tiktoks and started 

small businesses through 
their Instagram. When it 

came to maintaining 
friendships, we found 
a way to do that as 
well. We gossiped 
and laughed on 
houseparty for 
hours, we played 
LudoKing and also 
found a way to 

celebrate birthdays 
online without a cake. 

I would still categorize 
all these activities as 

‘normal’ because we had 
the energy to try something new 

and maintain relationships with people. 
We somehow felt like we were all in this 
together, and that feeling kept me alive. 

What happened now? Why do I think we 
are ‘deviating’ from what is normal?

It’s November, the city is functioning the 
way it used to, but am I functioning the 
way I used to? No, I am not. We had online 
classes for the semester that we started 
offline and we somehow found ways to 
finish that successfully, but the semester 
that we started online is just not the same 
as the previous one because the city is 
functioning normally unlike before and 
you’d expect the person who is functioning 
through a screen to function the way the 
city is functioning- with normalcy. It’s 
just not possible and I’ll tell you why. We 
initially maintained friendships through 
different ways online and it’s not the same 
anymore- contacting your classmates is like 
texting a friend who you met in a summer 
camp that you attended in a different city 
years ago. You don’t even know if your so 
called ‘best friends’ are still your friends 
and that totally kills my belief that all of 
us are in this together- this further leads 
to self-doubt, no matter how much I try 
not to indulge in it. This in fact makes me 
feel that we are lost in the limbo of finding 
ourselves again after all that we have done 
through the course of six months and we 
spend most of our time in finding answers 
for the same than getting some academic 
work done. Now, my question is, are we are 
‘deviating’ from the normal you or ‘chasing’ 
the normal you? What is this phase?

At the end of it we are all humans, right?  
We pick up some traits consciously or 
unconsciously which is inevitable. We find 
ourselves being ‘SOMETHING’ only ‘AT 
TIMES’ but also low key deny it. 

Like,
EVERYONE is ‘slightly’ judgmental. 
EVERYONE gossips.
EVERYONE snitches.
EVERYONE says, ‘looks don’t matter‘ 
but secretly wishes their partner to be 
‘conventionally good looking’
EVERYONE endorses ‘all bodies are 
beautiful’ but still constantly tries to get 
into ‘shape’
EVERYONE is still conservative about few 
realms of life even if we may seem to be 
okay with it on 
the surface. 

Be it anyone, all of us fall under these in 
one or the other way and sometimes we 

can’t control it even if we wish to, but what 
helps us to overcome these tiny instinctive 
thoughts which run across our minds is, 
whether we decide that those thoughts 
are CIRCUMSTANTIAL i.e not letting those 
thoughts overtake our time and hinder 
our decision making and not give these 
thoughts any character.

And the second case is where we make 
those thoughts an ESSENTIAL i.e allowing 
them to overtake us and letting them grow 
to becoming something more than just an 
instinctive thought and letting them shape 
our character.  

 So with all the monotonous shades that 
we as humans share, the strength that 
one chooses to give for their thoughts can 
be the only distinctive factor which may 
slightly make them differ, otherwise we are 
pretty much the same at the end right?

I’m some seven minutes late 
for my online class 
and maa calls me out 
to help her in the kitchen, 
while oceans away, 
a woman is abducted from the streets in 
broad daylight 
and sexually abused in a dingy garage.

I mute the microphone,
send my friends a couple of memes
and walk towards the kitchen,
while another 7 year old 
is asked to shut up 
by another 45 year old 
as he tries playing with her.

I chop some tomatoes,
around two carrots.
Maa is waiting for the cooker’s third 
whistle
while the neighbourhood aunty 
with hollow eyes
is made to strip clothes for 
her beloved’s pleasure. 

It takes around thirty five minutes 
for the food to get ready,
which is two thousand and one hundred 
seconds and 
a woman is groped
a 3yr old is crying from a pain she knows 
nothing about 
a girl is asked what she was wearing
another commits suicide out of
shame and fear.
Thirty five minutes, thirty five different 
ways, thirty five different countries 
and here we are,
still counting. 

By the time food is served 
and my brother complains of excess salt, 
a policeman writes down 
some 16th case for the day
knowing tomorrow will be 
the same
or even worse,
knowing that this 
is only half the 
people and that 
the other half is 
contemplating 
whether to file a 
report or not.

And you don’t 
even realise the 
frequency of it 
until I tell you 
that by the time you 
reach here, 
unmute yourself on 
the zoom call 
and refresh your feed, 
we’ve had one more.

One more
Riddhi A

Aren’t we all the same?
Nidhi Nagaraj

Normal
Neha Changappa

04 05

HAVE YOU EVER BEEN
SEXUALLY HARASSED?

YES (46.7%)

NO
(53.3%)

WHAT ACCORDING TO YOU CONSTITUTES
AS SEXUAL HARASSMENT?

Physical contact and advances
A demand or request for

 sexual favours

Sexually coloured remarks

Showing pornography
Any other unwelcome

physical, verbal or...

50.7% (38)

44% (33)

36% (27)

37.3% (28)

86.3% (65)

WHAT ACCORDING   
TO YOU CAN BE   

DONE TO REDUCE   
THESE INCIDENTS?   

“As long as we have the 
same mindsets, regardless 
of what changes are made

 in the judicial system, 
nothing would matter.”

“Sex education should be 
taught in schools. Talking 

about sexuality and 
adolescence can educate 

people, and would definitely 
help shape a world that is 

safer. Also, consent safer. Also, consent 
should be taught in schools. 
People should know that one 

must ask for permission before 
touching the other person.”

“The judicial system, police 
system and the medical 

system should work 
together in this could play an 
important role in making the 
world a safer place to live in. 
Also, self defence should be Also, self defence should be 

taught in educational 
institutions- young children 

could benefit from this.” 

“In a lot of movies, several 
dangerous and constantly 

occurring tropes like stalking 
a person in the name of love 

and objectifying marginalized 
characters have run under the 
guise of love. This has led to guise of love. This has led to 
many women being stalked 
and in some cases, attacked. 
Movies running under such 

outdated tropes must be 
abolished. ”

“Victim blaming is still prevalent in our society.
 I think the punishments given to harassers and
 rapists should be severe, in the form of public 

humiliation- this may seem harsh, but considering 
the apathy that still exists in our society with 
regards to such crimes, a brutal approach is 

necessary for these crimes to be taken seriously necessary for these crimes to be taken seriously 
and to stop blaming the victim.”

ON A SCALE OF 1-5 HOW MUCH 
IS A PERSON RESPONSIBLE FOR
THEIR OWN HARASSMENT?

52% (39)
12% (9)

28% (21)

4% (3)

4% (3)

1
2
3
4

5
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This year without a question has been one 
of the hardest to face and cope with for each 
one of us. And the complexity of dealing 
with it has only been increasing. Amid all 
this stress and bombarding information is 
each of our searches for normalcy. So when 
asked the question whether the demands 
for more work, increasing expectations and 
screen time placed in front of us is justified, 
I would say both yes and no. 

No, for the most obvious reasons. The 
situation we all are in is not of the textbook 
definition kind. It’s new and scary and all of 
us are still trying to find our ways through 

it. Added to this is the mental stress some 
of us face that comes with isolation from 
the world. And now they want us to stare 
at screens of randomly positioned people’s 
faces and respond to them? Not a chance. 
Then what’s the most sensible thing to do? 
Reduce all your workload and get rid of all 
things stressful. Or maybe not do anything 
at all?

The word “justified” is meant for something 
that is marked by a good and legitimate 
reason. So when I said yes, it is justified, 
I mean yes, there is a legitimate reason 
for those demands and that reason is to

Let’s face it - the pandemic is changing 
everything and education has been 
affected significantly. While other fields 
are somewhat coming back to normal, our 
schools and colleges remain shut. For any 
professional course and its fixed duration, 
albeit with some concessions here and there, 
the delivery of content and the exposure 
required to master it hasn’t really changed 
- the syllabus remains the same. What has 
changed is the mode of communication 
and delivery. This new phenomenon that 
has risen from the pandemic, be it online 
classes or studios, need not necessarily be 
evaluated for its correctness. The solutions 
have been reactionary, mostly ad-hoc, and 

in some rare cases, innovative, and that is 
okay! 

Time invested by students and faculty alike 
is more now than before for a variety of 
reasons. This is not just because of the (not 
so new) online environment, but everything 
that comes with it. Since the informality of 
being physically present isn’t there, there 
is emphasis on formalising deliverables and 
responses, be it assignments, test and the 
like. For us, in an architectural education 
environment, everything takes that much 
extra time: capturing a photograph 
correctly, scanning a drawing so its quality 
stays intact and compiling submissions 

When will this oppression stop? When can 
we go back to the way things were before 
this damned pandemic hit and when 
can I get some peace of mind from this 
constant nagging from the students that 
they don’t have material to work with, or 
about network issues, or about too much 
screen time? Hadn’t they been sitting in 
theory classes when I’m braying my lungs 
out about Palladio, Paxton, Sant’Elia and 
Mathesius on their phones which had 
screens when I was there right in front 
of them? Now when screen time is not a 
willingly accepted option but a mainstream 
method of learning, where has all that 
affinity to be glued to those tiny pieces of 

glass connected to the internet and that 
enthusiasm to watch Netflix, Amazon Prime 
and Hotstar on their phones and computers 
gone off to?  When we poor, deluded 
faculty put on our screens in the hopes of 
having a bare minimum amount of human 
interaction in this epistemological shift in 
modes of education and in the hopes that 
our voices and efforts are not falling on deaf 
ears, where is all that facetime, Whatsapp 
video call and selfie crazed clinging to the 
camera ability?
 
Why has it become so difficult, the same 
things that had been done since time 
immemorial, to be done from home, from

agree to disagree

Are the workloads, expectations and screen times imposed on a student of 
architecture justified?

a place of comfort, a place where we are 
taken care of, a place that is warm and 
familiar, and how is this so different from 
when unrelenting faculty shouted their 
larynxes off at groups of disinterested 
faces? When students so effortlessly shifted 
to social interactions over internet-based 
social media platforms, why are classes so 
difficult to cope with?

Isn’t this the course where lack of sleep and 
monstrous demands from unreasonable 
faculty adding to ungodly workloads due 
to pushing submissions all to the end of 
the semester supposed to be a badge of 
honour? Why then has this paradigm shift 

in our lifestyles affecting what is meant 
to come to us as architects, students and 
faculty, naturally become so hard to adjust 
to?

This pandemic has given the students an 
excuse to not perform the way they used to. 
We faculty also had to adjust to a new era 
of blank screens, delayed submissions and 
muted participants whose whereabouts are 
harder to find out than getting into Area 
51. Just like the rest of the world has been 
lurched into this new normal and forced to 
adjust, the student needs to adjust to this 
new method of working as well. 

simply move ahead. The quarantine has 
this feeling of all-numbing stillness but it 
doesn’t stop us from moving ahead. So the 
question we should be asking isn’t if the 
demands are justified but rather, “Are they 
really working?”. 

That leads to the idea of experimentation. 
We all know of the rigid wall that is the VTU 
syllabus but when has that stopped us from 
trying out new ideas and methods? Why are 
we still looking for a final outcome and not 
the exploration of the in-between? What 
new skills should we be learning to adapt 
to this new world? And this is not a one-

way street because it involves both faculty 
and students working together rather than 
blaming each other. 

With all that is being taken away from us 
during these difficult times, it’s our job to 
make sure the strive to gain knowledge and 
move on doesn’t become one of them.

into easily accessible form/formats. Apart 
from being required to be present for 
everyone else’s design discussion (the 
primary objective of any studio), having to 
listen to pre-recorded lectures or reading 
handouts, aspects like inequities, poor 
internet connection, technological failures 
and even disturbances from being in a 
home environment add to time invested. 
And, unfortunately, any form of concession 
in time leads to a dip in quantity/quality, 
ultimately diluting the curriculum and its 
possible outcomes. 

As a teacher I have come to enjoy all the 
aids that are out there, some of which 

I wasn’t even aware of - Zoom and other 
meetings platforms, Google classrooms-
docs-forms / Jamboard / Morpholio-
Trace (discovering the latter two was 
serendipitous!) – this has turned this whole 
constraint into an opportunity and I really 
hope it is the same for you as well. While 
tearing up atrociously done (or not done) 
sheets is being sorely missed, I am sure 
that in the future, this experience and the 
newly discovered tools will go a long way 
in optimizing and re-purposing the world of 
education.
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Shreyas Baindur

Adithi Srinivas

Nelson Pais

Where has all 
that affinity to be 
glued to those 
tiny pieces of 
glass connected to 
the internet and 
that enthusiasm 
to watch Netflix, 
Amazon Prime 
and Hotstar on 
their phones and 
computers gone 
off to?”

Why are we still 
looking for a final 
outcome and not 
the exploration of 
the in-between? 
What new skills 
should we be 
learning to 
adapt to this new 
world?”

Time invested 
by students and 
faculty alike 
is more now 
than before 
for a variety of 
reasons. This is 
not just because 
of the (not so 
new) online 
environment, but 
everything that 
comes with it.”

“

“

“
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Watch This  

Shits and Giggles Look it up.
Read it first, 

Watch it next.

V for Vendetta
1982; Alan Moore; Netflix

“A revolution 
without dancing, 

is a revolution not 
worth having.”  
You would be 

tapping your foot 
the entire time.

Legendary. Will 
inspire generations. 

Literally. Has 3328 
episodes and still 

going strong.

The Spy 
2019; Gideon Raff; Netflix

The ugly parts of 
being a spy.

Scary Movie
2000; Keenen Ivory Wayans; Google Play Movies

Terrifyingly funny.

sTilL a BetTer MoVie 
tHan TwiLigHt.  

Epic tale, epic 
characters, epic 
dialogues, we could 
go on and on. In 
short- EPIC.

You wish you were 
them.

An adventure in 
which once he 
traveled to the USA. 
Next, he’s selling his 
daughter. GREAT 
SUCCESS in making 
you laugh.

Pitchers
2015; Amit Golani; TVF

All about start-ups 
and downs.

Permanent Roomates
2014- present; Deepak Kumar Mishra; TVF

You’ll be left 
wishing this has 
3328 episodes. 

The Boys
2019- present; Erik Kripke; Prime Video

Creative. 
Unexpected. 

New. 
Thrilling.

Sex Education
2019- present; Gillian Anderson Ben Taylor 

Jamie Campbell; Netflix

Get Educated. 
Period.

Mirzapur 
2018- present; Karan Anshuman, Gurmeet 
Singh; Prime Video

Shuru majboori 
mein kiye the ab 
maza aa raha hai. 

5 Feet Apart
2018; Mikki Daughtry, Rachael Lippincott, 
Tobias Iaconis; Netflix

“Everyone in this 
world is breathing 
borrowed air.” 
Will leave you 
breathless. 

“Jack, there are 
two sides to 
everything.”  “Not 
on an octagon.”  
The only side to 
this is- Amazing.

*terrifying pet 
noises*  

After this movie, you 
will never forget to 

lock your pet in a 
cage.

 “A lot of people 
lacked that gift: 
knowing when to 
piss off.” 
Life lessons 101.

Mean Girls
2002; Rosalind Wiseman; Prime Video, Netflix

 “Get in loser, we’re 
going shopping.” 

Whoever’s reading 
this- don’t be a 

plastic.

Letter to the Editor
Dear Editor,
I’m sure everyone has had enough of the 
‘complaints’ and frustrations of the last 
few months. I know I am. Students are 
‘whining’, teachers are frustrated, and 
people are dying. It’s no secret that the 
online mode of learning is pissing off 
quite a few of us. I’m not going to repeat 
the same arguments and statements, but 
I am going to bring forth some things that 
I’ve been pondering over for the last few 
months.

Work from Home. I have not heard a 
more paradoxical statement in my life. 
Ever wonder why ‘work’ and ‘home’ was 
separate in the first place? Some of us 
may or may not agree that this mode of 
learning has done any good, but I am glad 
that it has made most of us question our 
work culture and the education system, 
and bring forward questionable ideas 
peddled subconsciously to students over 
the years.

Let’s be honest, crazy working hours have 
been a part of any architect’s /architecture 
student’s life. There are all-nighters, 
endless coffees and suttas, days where 
you don’t get to do your laundry...you all 
know what I’m talking about. But does 
this work culture work for an online mode 
of learning from home? We all talk about 
how architecture is about people, ‘well-
being’ and life, but what does an architect 
who spends 8 hrs on a laptop and have 
no time for life beyond work whatsoever, 
know anything about life?  And just for a 
second, think about whether it is healthy 
or even, human- to work continuously for 

16, 18 hrs a day? The Notorious RBG*, in 
her Advice for Living says ”…My success 
in law school, I have no doubt, was in 
large measure because of baby Jane. I 
attended classes and studied diligently 
until 4 in the afternoon; the next hours 
were Jane’s time, spent at the park, 
playing silly games or singing funny 
songs, reading picture books and A. A. 
Milne poems, and bathing and feeding 
her. After Jane’s bedtime, I returned to 
the law books with renewed will. Each part 
of my life provided respite from the other 
and gave me a sense of proportion that 
classmates trained only on law studies 
lacked.” 

*(Ruth Bader Ginsburg, a.k.a. RBG, was an associate 
justice of the Supreme Court of the United States for 
27 years. Throughout her career she was an advocate 
for gender equality and women’s rights. She remains 
an icon for dissent, through her many passionate 
dissenting arguments in the US Supreme Court. 
She passed away on September 18th 2020. If the 
reader is interested to know more, I recommend the 
documentary, RBG on Netflix.)

So that’s what I’m getting at. We need 
to get away, to come back with fresh 
perspective. That’s all we ask of you, our 
professors. RBG didn’t say she stopped 
working after 4pm. She would work 
well into the wee hours of the morning, 
but she did get way from 4pm till after 
dinner. If I may be so radical as to say, life 
doesn’t have to be caught in the catch 
22 of miserable capitalism. Are we living 
to work, or working to live? For those 
of us studying for more than 4 years, it 
may be hard to remember that there is a 
life beyond this course, but let’s remind 
ourselves that there are people who don’t 
give a rat’s ass about architecture and 

architects, and that they are alive and 
thriving.

I believe that the work culture in our 
fraternity has to drastically change, if 
we are to save our souls. It’s all in your 
head, you have to mentally prepare 
yourself, architecture is a hard course, 
you have to learn to deal with it etc. etc. 
this a sampling of the different things I’ve 
heard in the last many many weeks. Not 
everyone in the classroom is on the same 
page, and somehow this presumption 
that all students must meet this identical 
‘invisible’ goal is detrimental in so many 
ways. 

We bring up our issues, and we ‘complain’ 
because we care about our learning, 
not because we don’t. We care and we 
want to learn in a healthy and effective 
environment. You leave us no choice but 
to direct our ‘passion’ and the little time 
we get for ourselves, towards making you 
understand why it is important, better 
even, for us and for you to do non-work 
things regularly.

Those of you who actually read till the 
end, are probably thinking, this student is 
definitely not cut out for architecture and 
this field. Maybe I’m not, but I’m here to 
learn and so, it is my right to question and 
ask for a better learning environment. 

Also, ask yourselves, teachers and 
students- are commitment and ‘passion’ 
directly proportional to how many hours 
you spend on zoom every day?

-Lamiya Huda
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Room
2010; Emma Donoghue; Netflix

Pet Sematary
1983; Stephen King; Prime Video

Gone Girl
2012; Gillian Flynn; Netflix

Yeh Rishta Kya Kehlata Hai? 
2009- present; Roomesh Kalra;  Disney +, Hotstar

EPIC Movie
2007; Jason Friedberg; Prime Video

Vampires Suck
2010; Jason Friedberg, Aaron Seltzer; Prime Video

Borat
2006; Larry Charles; Prime

Impractical Jokers
2011- present; Chris Henchy; Netflix
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