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Editors’ Note
Bindu Maringanti, Madhurya Kharidehal

‘Another secret of the universe- sometimes, pain was like a 
storm that came out of nowhere. The clearest summer could 
end in a downpour. Could end in lightning and thunder.’

 -Benjamin Alire Saenz

We’re here - at the end of the year - a year that has brought 
out some of the worst in the world, leaving us bare. The year 
had started off with a hint of normalcy - or whatever normalcy 
had meant to a lot of us. A digression from that normalcy led 
to some of us feeling dazed and confused, all within confines 
of a room we might have grown up in and a world that we 
couldn’t seem to recognise anymore.

Wasn’t the world that we knew supposed to be a happy 
place? Weren’t things supposed to be predictable? Weren’t 
we supposed to have a say?

We’re living out history - every one of us, no matter how 
much we’d like to dismiss it as a bad dream. We’ve met 
different versions of ourselves throughout this year that 
have found and recognized strength, resilience and colossal 
amount of hope within us - a version, reminiscences of which, 
will live within the core of our beings. We’re living out a 
paradox, all of us - a period of time that’ll go down in the 
pages of history, that holds its resolution on unpredictability 
and you can find out more in the article December by Neha 
Changappa, talking about her experience and lessons learnt 
this crazy year.

Maybe this is the year chosen to yank us back into facing 
all that we had conveniently brushed aside. Maybe we’ll 
remember this year as a blur. Maybe we won’t have as hard 
a time promptly switching to writing 01.01.21 from 01.01.20 
starting next year.

We’ve all faced loss this year, no matter what the degree. 
Acknowledging the pain is one thing we’ve learnt, but we’ve 
also learned to hope. This year is finally ending and it’s the 
most beautiful time of the year. Although far apart, the hope 
that comes with a new year unifies us all. 2020 – a blessing in 
disguise written by Trisha Sudeep, could perhaps give a new 
perspective on the same. On a different note, head over to 
look at the work done by students of the journalism elective.
This issue attempts to serve as an ode to one of the most 
unforgettable years that has passed by us - to all the 
unpredictability, to the loss, the pain, the revolutions this 
year has brought to us, but also the small joys, the bonds 
formed and strengthened and to the people we’ve evolved 
into. On behalf of the entire team, we wish everyone reading 
(and those that aren’t) a very happy new year, and wish you 
find the strength to hold on to hope through the coming 
year. And no matter what, Courtyard will be here through it 
all. Happy reading!
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Where does one begin to explain what 
happened in 2020? What was the year all 
about? You wouldn’t understand even if 
you decide to step into his shoe, both his 
shoes. He called the year, “A blessing in 
disguise”, while most of us whined about 
the year and the very unfortunate event of 
staying at home. He smiles looking back 
and hides it all. 

This year for me was all about my best 
friend. I wouldn’t remember it for anything 
else. The year started out with a lot of hope 
for him – his mom was recovering well with 
the help of traditional medications; he was 
doing well in studies and things finally 
seemed to settle down. And then came a 
visitor (hopefully), who made history and 
still continues to do so – the coronavirus. 
The visit started off as a two week stay 
but alas, the uninvited guest seemed to 
have gotten a little too comfortable in 
our company. As far as my best friend was 
concerned, it was a normal lockdown so far, 
except for the fact that he had to adjust to 
the environment of a new house. As easy 
and exciting as it may seem to move to 
different cities and new homes, it’s not the 
same for a few people who have to shift in 
the same locality and get adjusted to the 
new house and call it a home. 

Online classes, assignments, zoom calls, 
hangout with friends and July had already 
begun in a blink of an eye. There was 
nothing much to do except for spending 
hours talking to his mom, his dad and his 
sister. But he fell sick one day, out of the 
blue. Thankfully not because of the virus. 
He was recovering well at the hospital while 
everyone took care of him, especially his 
father. In no time, he was all better. 

A month later, a normal day, his mom was 
walking down the stairs after doing the 

chores. It was then when it all began. She 
lost balance and fell. She couldn’t move. It 
didn’t seem like a serious issue once she 
seemed normal. The doctor said that she 
was fine. It happened again a week later. 
And again, and again. It happened till 
she could barely move at all by herself. It 
was frightening for everyone. The doctor 
assured him that it couldn’t possibly be 
cancer again. A rare type of cancer that 
she had before. It’s one thing to know and 
it’s another painful thing to be oblivious, 
oblivious of herself. No one was sure what 
was happening. No one knew what caused 
her health to deteriorate day by day; not 
even the doctors from the best of hospitals. 
Eventually, she started to zone out into her 
own world, away from what was real and 
what was in front of her. It was then the 
doctors realized that the cancer had kicked 
back in, directly into stage four. My friend 
broke down into tears every day- the pain 
he felt was indescribable. He felt his heart 
being shred down into pieces. He literally 
was losing a part of his soul. It can’t be 
understood. 

In less than a week, she was gone. She was 
strong and she was a fighter for a long time. 
He smiled and said, “Well, I am happy, at 
least she isn’t suffering anymore. She is in 
a peaceful place.” Oblivion. She wasn’t 
even aware what was happening. There 
wasn’t even a proper last goodbye. He just 
wanted a minute with her, as his mom, as 
herself. It was a “blessing in disguise” for 
him because he spent a lot more time with 
her than he ever could have during the 
lockdowns. 

That was 2020 for me. It was family, love, 
pain, heartbreaks, friendship and most 
importantly – strength. 

Inspired by and written for my best friend.

2020 – A Blessing in Disguise
December, it’s a month all about family. We 
decorate our houses, bake cookies and lift 
our glasses looking back at the year. That’s 
the tradition, right?

I think 2020 was the December of the 
decade. This year was all about nostalgia 
and being nostalgic. It made me pay 
attention to every detail of my life and 
further led to many realisations.

I (I choose to say “I” because I don’t want 
to generalise, though I know many of you 
would relate) was so lost in the making of 
a “me” without even knowing “The Me”. I 
just wanted to be part of this “cool” society 
we live in, make friends, party on Saturday 
nights and brunch on Sunday mornings, 
maintain my many friendships irrespective 
of their effect on my mental health. Amidst 
trying to fit in, the pressure to meet the 
deadlines with some quality work stayed 
alive. 

Was I happy living this way? Well, the answer 
was given by the year 2020. I was sent 
back home and was asked to stay prisoner 
between these four walls for days. Initially, 
I stayed on my phone and binge-watched 
TV shows in the comfort of my bed. When 
my screen time reached 12 hours a day 
with zero productivity, it hit me. I decided 

to step out of my room and talk to my 
parents but strangely those conversations 
never crossed 20 minutes, so I had to find 
ways to entertain myself and that’s when 
all the dead old habits came back to life, 
but that wasn’t the end. Many more new 
habits got added to the list. I entered the 
kitchen to cook for the first time because 

I missed eating momos (I swear I didn’t 
know it was such an elaborate process). I 
sewed a skirt from scratch and DIY-ed so 
many other things. Just like me, there were 
many others dancing, singing, baking and 
making Tiktoks. We went on Zoom and 
House Party to maintain those friendships. 
It was all nice to spend time this way but until 
when? Until this “alone time” turned into 
“loneliness”. Soon, we all started working 

from home and got in front of screens 
for 12 hrs again. House party went to the 
trash can and along with it, the friendships. 
Social media got toxic from being the 
source that kept us all together. I assumed 
these were all just fleeting thoughts and 
everything would be normal after the 
pandemic, until I got a message that broke 
the final strand that kept me moving. It was 
time for the great realisation, I don’t have 
to put in effort to be a part of this society, 
irrespective of my race, gender and culture. 
I don’t have to fight with my parents to 
attend a party with 10 toxic friends. I don’t 
have to do anything if I don’t want to do 
anything. This year was all about getting 
in touch with my innermost psychological 
being and understanding the motives that 
defined my unconscious drive. The current 
sensitivity opened up a new awareness. It’s 
all about family and people who care for 
you in the end. 2020 was not just another 
year. It was the year we paid attention to 
every detail, from BLM to Trump, drugs 
to vaccines, mainstream brands to local 
businesses or Tiktok to Reels. We had time 
to think about it all.

This is why I said 2020 is the December of 
the decade. Look back, reflect, feel and 
heal. (Replace the “I” with “we” if you feel 
the same).

Trisha Sudeep

December.
Neha Changappa
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I see design studios as both a place of 
experimentation and as a place of skill-
building; where you explore new ideas, 
as well as learn to efficiently solve real-
world problems. Therefore, I’d argue that 
pragmatism is important. It is necessary to 
balance whimsical concepts with practical 
concerns in order to design a successful 
built space, because the space is intended 
for use by real people. A building is not a 
sculpture, even if the form is sculptural. 

On one hand, it can be argued that 
pragmatism is only for the realm of practice 

and jobs and other real-world stuff, and 
that the academic design studio is a purely 
intellectual fantasy where one should 
design freely. However, this approach 
sometimes leads to total bewilderment 
(and even disillusionment) when you realize 
that the bulk of the time spent practicing 
architecture soon after graduation involves 
drafting public toilets or re-designing 
bedroom wardrobes according to vāastu.

On the other hand, there exists also the 
risk of not dreaming ‘big enough’ during 
a design studio – your design definitely 

Design studios are highly sophisticated 
breeding grounds for ‘BIG IDEAS’ rather 
than focusing on more practical matters, 
like for example, how a beam might sit on 
another element. It is all about freeing the 
imagination rather than drilling down into 
the rules and practicality to find inspiration.  

Creativity is one of the most important 
parts of architecture. It adds the depth 
of personalization, innovativeness and 
opens doors for wider possibilities. 
More importantly there is an excitement 
to stay engaged with the project for 
a particular time frame. If the layer of 

creativity is removed and one is taught all 
the basic principles of place making and 
anthropometry, the variables that one can 
generate are limited and over a period 
of time, the designs can turn out to be 
monotonous, even if they’re for varied 
purposes. The students in the studio also 
tend to lose interest at a faster pace as the 
design lacks the fun element which usually 
keeps them engaged. 

Once out in the profession, given they 
continue to work as architects, they are 
forced to be practical and consider factors 
such as economics, client’s interest and 

“Everything that exists in as far as it is 
known and knowable is in interaction with 
other things” – John Dewey

Design thinking is a phrase which is 
commonly used in the AD studios. The 
five years in college helps to evolve your 
design thinking - it is almost always used 
as a theoretical element. The process goes: 
idea, conceptualisation, design, design 
development. The primary stages always 
see a lot of theory and things in the air, 
never grounded. Pragmatism is always 

the last stage, also the most painful. The 
structure doesn’t work, services would be 
a headache and would be worked out in 
WD – how about we bring in geometry, 
now so it’s helpful here. Isn’t that going two 
steps back? Why not bring in pragmatism 
in the first stage? When enquired to a 
faculty, I was told it curbs the creativity. I 
failed to question it that day. Isn’t changing 
your design completely in order to allow it 
to be built in reality a total failure to your 
entire process of design thinking? Maybe 
that phrase needs an add-on: pragmatic

agree to disagree

Pragmatism is the most important aspect in design studios

works, but fails to spark dialogue or leave 
any lasting impression. It’s boring. The aim 
of a design studio is also to get comfortable 
with leaving behind the mundane and 
developing original concepts, so that 
one can create positive change upon 
entering the profession. So, in my opinion, 
you always need a big crazy idea in the 
beginning, and then very pragmatically 
translate the idea into a working design. 
Pragmatism is not a very exciting driver of 
a design process!

If pragmatism and the constraints that come 

along with it – context, climate, material, 
gravity, whatnot – are seen as opportunities 
and not as tedious requirements, then the 
overall design process can be of greater 
relevance to the world outside studio.

many other constraints, where their idea 
can never be fully implemented. These five 
years are a boon to a student to inculcate 
and learn to be creative in varied forms. 
One may use forms, words, context, etc. 
as the starting point to find their inspiration 
to design. The student must be left to 
decide which path is to be taken, even if 
the outcome may be subjectively looked at 
as right or wrong, or even judged. 

The process is more important than 
the outcome. It allows you to learn and 
understand a lot more than just following 
one straight path like a horse with blinds 

on either side. 

Mistakes are to be made- without them, we 
never learn. We should go back to being 
kids- they always take chances and are 
never frightened of being wrong. Now I 
don’t mean to say that being wrong is same 
as being creative. What I know is, if we are 
not prepared to be wrong, we’ll never 
come up with anything original. Awaken 
the kid inside you, ask that kid to pour out 
the basic ideas, and you mould them. Once 
done with these 5 years, you would know 
what your type is and the kid inside would 
still be alive as bright as ever.
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Anamika Mathew

Sahana Doravari

Tanusha Murthy

The primary 
stages always see 
a lot of theory and 
things in the air, 
never grounded. 
Pragmatism is 
always the last 
stage, also the 
most painful.”

It is necessary to 
balance whimsical 
concepts with 
practical concerns 
in order to design 
a successful built 
space, because 
the space is 
intended for use 
by real people.”

If the layer of 
creativity is 
removed and one 
is taught all the 
basic principles of 
place making and 
anthropometry, 
the variables that 
one can generate 
are limited” 

“

“

“

design thinking. Where in, pragmatism 
resonates with your concept(s) and helps 
in converging the parallels of theory and 
practicality. 
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Taking Up Space
Lamiya Huda

“You know, my mom’s been working on the dining table, even 
though she has a work desk. It’s so bizarre to see a laptop and 
stationery among the salt and pepper, and the pickle jars…”
                             ***
There’s just something about a carton box that a cat cannot 
resist. The smaller and more confining the box, the better it is 
to squish into.  All through the pandemic I’ve felt like a cat in a 
tiny, uncomfortable box. It wasn’t just that the ‘box’ was small, 
compared to the outside world I roamed before, but more that 
the box didn’t feel ‘mine’, even though it was. This familiar space, 
suddenly felt unfamiliar.

For those of us who spent pre-pandemic days at work or in 
schools and colleges, our home wasn’t really our space, was it? 
We slept and we ate, we cooked and cleaned, but there wasn’t 
much ‘living’ that happened. We lived outside of our homes, 
spending time with friends at restaurants and cafes more than at 
each other’s homes, and now that this pandemic has forced us 
all inside, I’ve come to realize that I never really took up space at 
home before. Suddenly, a bed and a desk isn’t enough. 

The more time we spend in our rooms, the more it becomes our 
own, or the more we come to realize, maybe it wasn’t ours at all 
to begin with. 

The world is this constantly shifting cluster of spaces, never 
belonging exclusively to individuals, always shifting. We 
temporarily took up spaces in places; my space in the morning 
is someone else’s space in the evening. It is no one’s to claim, 
and no one’s to give away. It’s never only one space- we occupy 
multitudes always, and never in solitude. People are with you 
at that moment, sharing your space, and sometimes there is 
a haunting of the people who came before or who are yet to 
come. The home is an antithesis to this. The space we take up 
rarely shifts, or changes dimensions. There’s always just you or 
your house mates, the people don’t change; they don’t come 
and go. I’ve forgotten the number of times I’ve re-arranged my 
small room in the last nine months, in a futile attempt to feel like 
I’ve taken up space, to unglue myself from the surroundings, to 
be an entity apart from the floor, walls and ceilings.

Then there is the unfathomable virtual world that we take up 
space in today. Have you ever imagined what a Zoom meeting 
in a tangible world would feel like…? the infiniteness of it and 
the immeasurability of such a space is absolutely terrifying to 
me. You can never gauge your space in relation to the whole. 
You cannot tell how big the room is, how much space it has, out 
of which how much you occupy. Your existence in this oblivion is 
boiled down to a series of LOL’s and k’s, digits and codes.

I’ve spent the last months neither at home nor in the world, but 
in this online purgatory of sorts. Jumping from one tab to the 
next, one meeting to the next. I haven’t taken up space. 

Top left;
Photographer: Madhavi S Nair
Subject: Uno the Cat
Place: Bengaluru
Date: November 19, 2020
Device: Vivo V20SE
Size: 2448 x 3264
Edits: Black and White filter

Bottom left;
Photographer: Madhavi S Nair
Subject: Deepa Sankar
Place: Bengaluru
Date: November 19, 2020
Device: Vivo V20SE
Size: 2448 x 3264
Edits: Black and White filter

Top right;
Photographer: Madhavi S Nair
Subject: Deepa Sankar
Place: Bengaluru
Date: November 19, 2020
Device: Vivo V20SE
Size: 3264 x 2448 
Edits: Black and White filter

Bottom right;
“Quarantine”
Sketched by: Madhavi S Nair
Place: Bengaluru
Date: December 11, 2020
Size: 3264 x 2448

You see a picture. It has a story to tell. You read a description of 
the picture, it has a slightly different story. What you see and what 
another sees in the same thing are sometimes completely different. 
We often hear the phrase ‘lost in translation’, but what if rather, there 
are new perspectives to be found in translation? Translation from one 
language to another; one medium of expression to another; from 
one’s thoughts to another’s words.
The following is an exercise done as a part of the Architectural 
Journalism and Writing elective guided by Krishnapriya Rajshekar.
Both the authors partnered with each other; each bringing a set of 
images and drawings to give to the other to ‘translate’ into words. 

Found in TranslationThe Home & The World

0706
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She is a part of the black and white era. Heavy black curtains 
drawn across the windows give the impression that the world is 
still at war. She pushes the curtains open, knowing fully well that 
she has every right to. She lets a stream of light in. Metaphorically, 
I could say that she is ‘boldly’ pushing back the societal blinds 
that smothered her back in the day. Maybe today is her ray of 
sunshine. I would then tell her that the years have been kind to 
her, truly.

Her skin is loose and wrinkled with age. Her feet are now a 
beautiful element to a monochrome frame. If I were to retrace 
her footprints, maybe it would take me back to her secret spots of 
rebellion. Maybe I would find myself unable to meander through 
life like she did. Maybe, I would have liked the simpler times. 
That’s a whole lot of maybes, so, my speculation ends there.

Here’s hoping that the future may see us embracing the old and 
new. Today she could go to a chai shop and light up a cigarette. 
She would probably be used to the clear demarcation of where the 
men stand and where she should stand to avoid the judgmental 
looks; or maybe she would see it as a scene in a king’s durbar; 
the roles reversed after years of struggle, the women shall speak 
and the men shall peek. She knows that smoking is bad. Staring is 
normal. Judging? That’s just what makes the society tick.

If I were to create an Instagram account for her, the bio would 
proudly read ‘preferred pronouns: she/her’, ‘queen in the house’, 
‘cat lady for life’; today, we are free to sit and ponder on our stand 
in society. I’ll be ‘bold’ and support her every step of the way 
(from behind a digital screen of course). 

That’s What She Really Said
Madhavi S Nair

I’d say, “What is so shameful in being a cat lady? I, for one, 
do not mind spending my good years looking after the fiercely 
handsome Istanbul of House Huda, with his delicate feline 
features that morph into utter annoyance when a camera is 
pointed at him.”

Being a woman from that generation, my grandmother doles 
out advice as swiftly as she would spoonfuls of payasam; one 
spoon of ‘Sit Properly’, another one of ‘Where’s Your Shawl’. 
My personal favorite for every time (Godforbid) I accomplish 
something career-related ( read with sarcasm) she’ll serve up a 
bowlful of ‘You Should Pray For A Good Husband’; why such 
expectations from a young girl? Must she be beauty? Must she 
be grace? Shouldn’t she try to conquer everything she must 
face? To all the fair maidens of yonder years, isn’t it high time 
we drew the heavy curtains further back and sent the darkness 
scurrying?

Standing on my own two feet today, all I want is a sutta break 
that would give me relief and time away from the dictates of 
men, family and society; and when the time comes, and God 
sends me the man I was forced to pray for, all I would say to 
him is, “If you want my hand in marriage, transport me to an 
alternate reality of equality.” 

Hey, how’s that for a ‘that’s what she said’?

Top left;
Photographer: Lamiya Huda
Subject: Fathima Bi 
Place: Mysuru
Date: November 19, 2020
Device: Samsung SM-M315F
Size: 4624 x 3468

Bottom right;
Photographer: Lamiya Huda
Subject: Fathima Bi
Place: Mysuru
Date: November 20, 2020
Device: Samsung SM-M315F
Size: 4096 x 3072
Edits: Black and white filter

Bottom left;
“Alternate Reality”
Sketched by: Lamiya Huda
Place: Mysuru
Date: December 10, 2020
Size: 1280 x 960

Top right;
Photographer: Lamiya Huda
Subject: Istanbul the Cat
Place: Mysuru
Date: November 19, 2020
Device: Samsung SM-M315F
Size: 2995 x 3995
Edits: Black and white filter
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Playlist Diaries

Jazz
It’s beginning to look a lot 

like Christmas 
Michael B

White Christmas  
Frank Sinatra

Winter Wonderland  
Tony Bennet

A Marshmallow World  
Dean Martin

Snow  
Rosemary Clooney 

Rock
Amazing Grace
Dropkick Murphys 

Run Rudolph Run
Chuck Berry

Thank God it’s Christmas
Queen

Christmas every year
Twenty One Pilots 

Santa Claus is Coming to 
Town Bracket (single version)

Bruce Springsteen 

Pop
Last Christmas I Gave You

My Heart
Peter Armstrong

What Christmas Means 
to me

Stevie Wonder
Feliz Navidad
Why Don’t We

Christmas Song
John Legend

Another Year 
Finneas

Acorn- Hey everyone, welcome to 
another show of Spill it Out! Today, 
we have with us a…figment of our 
imagination- Santa Claus!
Santa- You know what? This is 
absolutely absurd.
Acorn- What is?
Santa- What is? WHAT IS?! Well, 
I’ve been called to so many of these 
ridiculous interviews, and not one of 
you all have even had the courtesy 
to introduce me as a real, living, 
breathing being.
Acorn- Well, it all depends on what 
reality means to you, honestly- who’s 
to say that imagination isn’t real? 
And also, um, YOU’VE asked us to 
interview you…to bring to light the 
problems that you face-you’ve scared 
the life out of some of my colleagues, 
by parking your reindeers into our 
office walls.
Santa- Oh yes, I have, if that’s what 
you’d like me to say. But honestly, 
interviewing me is the least you all 
could do for all that I’ve done for you 
all, isn’t it?  No one ever asks “What 
does Santa want for Christmas?”
Acorn- Okay, so what do you want? 
Santa- Well, winter happens to be 
my favourite season, and right during 
that time, I’m expected to deliver 
gifts to all of you ungrateful beings, 
when I could have my reindeers fly me 
around the world, as I lay sprawled 
across the back of my sleigh, reading 
all of the books on my book list. And 
no one ever thinks about the pain I am 
put through as I attempt to squeeze 
through the atrocious monstrosities 
that your houses are through the 
CHIMNEY. 
Acorn- Well...I... sure, that’s a valid 
point. Anyways, getting back to it, 

isn’t Christmas the only time you’re 
required to work as hard? 
Santa- Ugh. You don’t realise the 
amount of work it takes to steal your 
wish lists, try to decipher your spider-
like handwriting, mass produce all of 
those ridiculous gifts you’ve asked 
for, and then assort them individually. 
I’ve been facing a stark employee 
crisis as well. My elves have all gone 
into quarantine, it’s just me with my 
reindeers. Do you realise how lonely 
that gets?
Acorn- Uh, well, yes...well, let’s just 
move on to the que-
Santa- And vacations are just so 
incredibly erratic. I had quit my 
financially stable job, and plummeted 
myself into entrepreneurship, thinking 
that I would be…respected enough 
to be called a living being, to say the 
least. Well, that’s too much to expect, 
I suppose now, huh?
Acorn- Entrepreneurship is definitely 
an ordeal.
Santa- It is! And the day after I deliver 
all of your gifts, I take my reindeers 
out for a ride, hoping that fresh air 
and solitude could cheer them up, 
but it’s just too much stress and work 
to stay hidden in the clouds, so we 
just end up going back to the filth our 
home would have become after all 
that packaging. Speaking of which, I 
must head off. I have to interview over 
a hundred elves. Also, I’m willing to 
pass on this irksome job to anyone 
who’s interested- you could drop by 
the North Pole. And please, bring 
along some French fries and an Advil 
when you come- I absolutely cannot, 
for the life of me, ingest anymore 
plum cake and wine. Alright, I’m off 
then. 

Scan this code using the Spotify App 
for more!

Aristotle and Dante Discover the Secrets 
of the Universe
A Book Review by Zaid Patel

OK Google!

Where does vanilla 
flavouring come from?

A chemical compound used in vanilla 
flavouring and scents comes from the 

anal glands of beavers. Castoreum 
is a substance that is produced by a 
beaver’s castor sac, which is found 
between the pelvis and the base of 

the tail.

Which was the first picture 
ever taken?

An inventor named Joseph 
Nicéphore Niépce took the first ever 

photo in 1826, which shows the 
view outside of “Le Gras,” Niépce’s 
estate in Saint-Loup-de-Varennes, 
France. He achieved this using a 
process called heliography, which 
uses Bitumen of Judea, a naturally 
occurring asphalt, as a coating on 

glass or metal.

Which is the strongest 
organism?

Pound-for-pound, it’s the strongest 
organism ever. This mighty beast 
is the gonorrhea bacterium – the 

strongest creature alive. These tiny 
creatures can pull with a force equal 
to 100,000 times their body weight 
– in relation - a human pulling 10 

million kilos.

Aristotle and Dante Discover the Secrets of 
the World is in all sense a grand name to 
name a story that is in essence a simple yet 
beautiful story of two boys whose names 
I envy. A tandem of two beautiful souls 
calls for an even more beautiful adventure. 
My adventure started in a bookstore in 
Bangalore while waiting for a friend. This 
friend however took 
quite a a while to 
arrive which fortunately 
turned out to be a 
blessing in disguise. 
As I took pictures of 
new fresh books so I 
could get them second 
hand, I stumbled upon 
this beautiful piece 
of literature which 
I ended by reading 
right there and then. 
 
Artistotle and Dante, 
two innocent boys 
take you on a journey 
of questions and 
self development. 
How the idea of love for oneself cannot 
come so easily. Each emotion was laid 
out for the reader to experience be it 
the sadness of the dreaded reality of 
life or those little joyous moments that 
felt too short and ended too soon. 
 
But what really got it going for me was how 
you move through the story. The author, 
almost invisible in their words, as each boy 
learns to love, to cry, to understand and 

to receive, each word like parts of a poem 
split into chapters. The comprehensive  
symphony of two boys who came from 
two different  truths of the real big bad 
world and not some twisted happy ending 
fantasy played a huge part in getting 
me excited. There was nothing to guess 
or make profound observations about 

it, instead the reader 
gets everything served 
right in front of them, 
ready to be consumed 
and understood. 
 
Saenz, the author, lets 
the story be a story, 
nothing is forced and 
the ending unravels 
in slow delight, to be 
felt and embraced by 
the reader completely. 
The transition of love, 
a friendship of purity 
to innocent lovers, of 
two people fated to be, 
all written through the 
inexperienced narration 

of Aristotle or Ari which just made the story 
read all the more like a diary of one's deepest 
thoughts, hidden for no one but themselves. 
 
The book is for everyone and no one. It is 
for those who want to be taken for a ride 
and for those who just want to be. The 
layers of complexity increase as  you go on, 
with an ineffable charm that only felt right. 
So let yourself cozy up and be warmed by a 
fire that crackles within the book itself.

Here's a segment that you can count on 
to bring to you your monthly dose of trivia
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