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Editors’ notE
  as an attempt to create a platform to express ideas and showcase talents at wadiyar centre for architecture, the newsletter came into being. 
it is a stage for reporting and spreading knowledge, shared by students and teachers alike. 
Starting off as an assignment, the process was intriguing and the result fruitful. To give the newsletter a certain direction and guideline, a theme that 
was neither too open-ended nor too restrictive was necessary; something relatable yet informative. After due confusion and discussion, we arrived at 
‘Transition’. It seemed to fit the requirement well as everyone would’ve undergone change in some part of their lives, college related or not. 
A nascent student enters college from a school-like atmosphere, a senior student begins moving from a confused state from a sane one (or not), a new 
faculty starts getting used to the new environment, a senior faculty adjusts to the new additions in the college, a trustee transcends further into ‘guru state’ 
from a practitioner. Like this, each person has their own views on the subject, college, the profession and life.
‘courtyard’ should be used as a space to express and share them.
 With all of you, we too experienced transition first hand. From being contributors to now becoming curators was a big step. The entire process was 
tedious and unforgiving towards the editorial team, yet it feels incredible to have put out this collection of ideas and our sincere hope is that the following 
batches take it forward with equal or more enthusiasm. 

- soUJanYa sHiVram, aliPtHa GoVindU

thE rat racE

our world is a mess,
what was once Black and white,
Is just confusing hues of Grey,
what was once straight,
Is now completely veered.

Our world is indeed a mess 
and we are tangled in it. We are 
running completely ignorant toward 
this new world we are creating. 
But if we just stop we would realise 
that we are actually just running in 
circles, struggling to the balance 
the voice of the old and vision of the 
new.

-VaisHnaVi KasiBHatla

now and thEn
[On the passage of time, influencing me and my brother]

Someone wise once said and I quote,
“The first impression is the most false impression.”
experience makes people wise,
such insights on life say enough,
Yet just this does not suffice...

let’s dig a little deep..

..I say I have known someone for a long time,
Someone I loved yet hated, because that is no crime.
from long before i came to a stable frame of mind,
I did find this person weirdly intriguing, yet kind.

so as this person grew, i grew with him.
He was innocent and sweet natured,
Listening and heeding to my every whim.
Never did he complain as he stayed by me.

always thinking about what i would like,
For no consequence or fee..
the years rushed by, and so did his ways,
as he grew to be something alien, which was not okay...

my dear caring brother, all grown up,
and my days of pampering, all gone, gone was my luck.
as i see him reach for great heights in life,
with no time for each other, something i would constantly deny.

His meek and shy, yet tender and agreeable demeanour,
now turned into an amicable, bold and strong exterior.
Gone are those days of acceptable silly pet names,
and all those times we fooled around or made up silly games!

all that he was, still within him, it stays,
Lingering on, even with these strong winds of change.
as he inspired me through these days,
I still wonder; What happened? Where is my playmate?...

time changes people so drastically,
With no time to think about everything practically,
from what we thought to stark reality,
changed come no matter what.

welcome or not so much, from what we saw to what really is,
So finally, impressions don’t matter.
as we dwell on the later, people change,
And onlookers should move on, into this new age...

..just like how I stand by and look at my brother,
The one who I loved to bother,
all grown up and serious,
Buckled up to take down the world,
no matter how tedious...

-madHaVi s nair

transition of thought

Pioneering the era of the 
revolutionary architecture in France, 
Etienne Louis Boullée (1728 - 1799) 
brought the transition in the thought 
of building. From the inconsiderate 
rococo mansions, he moved his ideas and 
designs towards a very modern notion 
of construction mixed with a tinge of 
romanticism.

He believed buildings to be 
poetry in some sense, following is a poem 
dedicated to the ‘Cenotaph for Newton’.

an expanded thought, 
Pure and unbounded within a circumference 
exuberant yet logical
exaggerated maybe
But inconsiderate, not
monumentally scaled
to get you lost in light
and found in the dark
an ode to the human mind
Finally, reverence to one’s own kind
if this is the magic
of a walk under a moonlit sky
i’ll sleep all day and wander all night.

-saYema sYed

dEw

illuminating the edge of the leaf, 
the drop of dew glides down,
Glissading through the air,
Until it falls. 
falls onto the sea of pebbles below.
the grains of dust surround it, 
identical to a serene orbit. 
then it stays. 
where the eye strains to see, 
where only the foot abuts, 
where the roots break through, 
that is where it stays. 
Until the sky reverberates,
and the downpour echoes. 
with that the drop transitions 
Into a silvery puddle. 
with the touch of a leaf, 
the edge of the puddle, 
trickles down through the green.,
Through the vast openness, 
through the silent shrieks of the wind, 
through the peace of the land of wood. 
Until it descends into the colossal ocean.
that is when it realises that it is more. 
more than it knows. 
more than the sum of its parts. 
more than the grief faced,
through the sublime eons of transition. 

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

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

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

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

LENDING A HAND
- Anamika Mathew

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

10 things 
I learnt 

from CHING
Pg2

Drops of 
Water
Pg 04

MIND
BOGGLERS
Pg 7 & 14

ONCE UPON A 
TIME Pg9

Perceptions
Pg 3
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Editor’s Note
 - Varun Pais

Wadiyar Centre for Architecture, the place we 
like to call home, realistically is a new and small 
institute in a small little ‘comfort’ city, Mysore. 
Nonetheless, we have been making a name for 
ourselves, not just in India but world-wide. Not 
many small institutes can achieve this but have 
you ever taken a moment to think of what your 
role is in all of this, how you are probably making 
an impact? 

No matter how small or big, everything you do 
makes a difference, just like our newsletter. When 
we sat down to discuss this issue, we tried to figure 
out what it is that might attract our readers, how 
we could get people to contribute to the issue 
and so on. It took us a while but we realized that 
getting people to contribute in bulk was not our 
aim - what we could do with the small amount of 
curated content that we had seemed like a more 
suitable track to run down. I am happy, because 
I feel that we have finally achieved something 
that can make a difference. Only showing us how 
much more there is for us to explore with respect 
to the capabilities of this platform.

One of our objectives was to generate discussion 
and debate amongst the crowds through small 
and easy reads, expressing different viewpoints on 
a variety of different topics, all in some way related 
to us, which is why we did not have a theme this 
time. This issue is about the power of perspective.

Agree to Disagree, is a new column that we have 
introduced, where a selected member of faculty 
has to pick a topic that they would like to discuss 
along with two others. Ideally, three stands would 
be taken – yes, no and neutral. 

On the other hand, it’s good to see college back in 
full action (except the first years, who are hopefully 
recharging, because they’ll need it). People bring 
life to a space and I’m sure our beloved faculty 
were missing us noisy students. Design week is 
soon and I’m sure everyone is excited about that! 
Hope you all enjoy the issue and we at Courtyard 
are looking forward to hearing from you. 

Photo Credits: Anivratha Baggunji

Illustrated by: Aritra Guin
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“I accept Chaos, I’m not sure whether it accepts me.” 
            - Bob Dylan

The March edition opens with the theme of ‘Chaos’. 
Chaos is a state of being wherein your presence is 
brought to a still, as you watch everything around you 
revolve in infinite patterns. It demands your attention to 
decode and find its inner order.

Chaos is always associated with a negative, the article 
by Keerthana Venkatesh questions the “negative”. 
“Finding Order in Disorder: Organised Chaos” by Indu 
Panicker takes us on a winding journey through the 
bustling streets of Shahjahanabad and talks about how 
even a busy Indian market has it has own sense of order 
and harmony. While we are all hunting for the meaning 
of chaos, Shreyas Baindur’s #brainfarts explores the 
constant amidst the chaos.

The Photography Club brings us glimpses of Mysuru city 
through their PhotoWalk. The collaborative studio gives 
us their understanding on “Connectivity and Care”. 
“Eulogy” written by Vaishnavi Kasibhatla empathises with 
the perils faced by modern heritage. The issue concludes 
with “What to do to Begin Doing Nothing” , which talks 
about exactly what the title suggests. 

Courtyard strives to hold content that makes the reader 
think and question.

P.S. Don’t forget to catch Acorn in action!

Editor’s Note

Illustration by Spoorthi P. Jain

You think that you don’t belong here, 
And maybe you’ve never felt more alone.
You feel their leer, contemptuous 
Just holding high that scorn. 
.
But you know, we’re not all just for ourselves, 
We’re simply deciding which side we’re on ;
So we’re a little flawed, yes.
A little slow...
But we’ll get there before the light’s all but gone.
And if we miss our window, it’s just as well 
For we’ll wait until the crack of dawn ;
Till the rays of starlight vanquish the darkness 
And by virtue’s worth be reborn.

No such thing     
- Scarlet Letter

- Anamika Mathew

Photo Credits: Rahul Kustagi

#brainfarts PhotoWalk Agree to Disagree Architecture of 
Resilience

Begin Doing 
Nothing
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Have you ever questioned what you are doing? 
Why you are here or how you are contributing? 
Does your contribution have to make a 
difference? Why are you even contributing and 
what are you contributing to?  

This in some way is an important time for us in 
India, yet, John George hysterically compares 
the elections to this seasons IPL, and more 
particularly one party to namma RCB. And with 
all the violence that is happening during this 
time with Naxalites going bonkers with their 
shenanigans. But how we assess our individual 
roles in this fiasco may just prove worthy. 

‘The Work’, Soujanya Shivram’s article on her 
experience of applying for an internship, puts in 
a nutshell what several of the fourth years are 
going through right now, something that all of 
us have either gone through or will go through 
soon. ‘The Story of a Minion’, well, pretty much 
puts in perspective what the role of the intern, 
that is us, could actually be. 

What is more important – the built or the people 
living within? Do we really need architects? How 
influential is architecture? In this issue’s Agree 
to Disagree, our guest columnist and his two 
collaborators argue about the same. ‘Does the 
Architect have a Role in the Identity of a Place’, 
is something that we should all be thinking of 
and reading what they have to say is intriguing. 

Everyone has been making the most of our 
beloved Scholar-in-Residence, Aveek Sen. Of 
course, those of us at Courtyard couldn’t miss 
out and we had an interesting conversation 
with him.  We asked him about his thoughts on 
different mediums of art and how they can be 
used as a means of communication. We’ve also 
tried to corner him and ask him some questions 
that we knew would be difficult for him to answer!

Everything in this issue, like everything else, in 
some sense questions what our role is or could 
be. It definitely is worth your while, and like I’ve 
been saying, it makes a difference!

Editor’s Note
Varun Pais

The Fine Line The Gap Agree to Disagree Reviews Interview with
Aveek Sen
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The theme chosen for the May edition is “Power 
Play”, simply because this is one of those topics 
we normally ignore. Say, who’s the candidate 
from your ward? Or do you have the freedom 
to tell your parents that you would rather hang 
out with your friends instead of attending some 
distant cousin’s wedding? Or as faculty, do you 
try not to have a favourite student? The first thing 
that makes its way into our minds is politics- how 
the parties fight relentlessly- all for attaining that 
supreme power. However, apart from this, the 
hierarchy in our society is something that we tend 
to ignore- how we always strive for perfection, 
how we always need to keep running, keep 
racing to be on top- to be number one. How 
we’re all made to believe that we need to be in 
power to make our lives worth living.

Thanos snapped his fingers and half of the entire 
population faded away. The Avengers may (or 
may not) have just saved the world but our 
reviewers have got a whole other take on the 
matter.

Does one have to build to identify as an 
architect? The hot debate is on, with Kavana 
Kumar, Vidyashankar R and KP on this issue’s 
panel for Agree to Disagree. 

The 2nd semester exhibition Indriya questions 
the need for an architectural ‘lens’ to view the 
world; five unique perspectives and two faculty 
speak about their experience on pg.5 

We are introducing a new recurring feature: 
“Brainfarts “, a column by Shreyas Baindur! In 
this issue, he talks about how repetitive actions 
may be mind-numbing or mind-ful, depending 
on the point of view. Find it on pg.6

The three-day workshops were a major learning 
curve for all the participants. Since you all could 
only attend one workshop at a time, we’ve 
collated sneak peeks of the learnings from all the 
workshops so you don’t miss out. Thank us later!

We wish you all the best for your juries and 
exams. 

May the odds be ever in your favour! 

Editor’s Note
Anamika Mathew

Power Play IndriyaAgree to DisagreeKimbell Art Museum The WCFA 
Workshop Week
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The little circles floating around campus told 
you that Courtyard was listening. We always 
do and this issue we are introducing ‘Letters to 
the Editor’. Anything you’ve got to say that you 
want people to hear? This is where you say it! In 
his letter, John emphasises on how important it 
is for students and teachers to be on the same 
page, while Varsha writes about the journey 
Courtyard has been through.

Ever questioned how well you know your college 
mates? Now you won’t have to wonder anymore 
because we have a new poll for you with some 
interesting results. While you’re there, Shreyas 
Baindur’s #brainfarts is back as promised and 
with an explanation this time! 

Being from the batch with only twenty-three 
students we didn’t always get to choose our 
elective. One such elective was Vernacular 
Architecture- which happens to be the topic that 
is being debated upon in ‘Agree to Disagree’ 
this issue. Is learning from the vernacular in 
today’s context still relevant? Nelson Pais, Kukke 
Subramanya, and Anand Krishnamurthy will 
speak their minds.

The holidays are approaching, and we’ve got 
something to-do for every one of you. One of the 
biggest shows in the world ended last month. 
We couldn’t let that go by without a review 
from die-hard Game of Thrones fan Madhavi. 
On the brighter side, Varun Bapu shares his 
passion for cooking in our new recurring feature 
‘Foodzoodle’. Just make sure you don’t drool 
everywhere when you see it.

Finally, we’ve got some news for you. Us fourth 
years are going away for a little bit so we are 
passing the torch on to our deserving juniors 
who will form the new team. It is bittersweet to 
move on from this newsletter that has been such 
a big part of us. But you won’t get rid of us that 
easy. I guarantee that you’ll see our names in 
future issues.

Editor’s Note
Aliptha Reddy Govindu

Polls Agree to Disagree Meet the New 
Team CY!

To-Do List Reviews
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Honest RSP 
Reactions

Agree to Disagree#brainfarts WCFA Clubs What Matters

03 0402 08 11

Every one of us has ‘take a break’ on top of our 
to-do lists: a break from deadlines, our mundane 
routines, our nagging parents, a break from 
reality. As fun as it is to go ‘off-grid’ and ‘explore’, 
these breaks are also times when we pull our 
brains in tow and think about what matters to us. 
During our month-long hiatus, we had enough 
time to think about that question. While getting 
ourselves more coordinated, searching for weird 
ideas, hunting for response and making sure 
#brainfarts doesn’t exceed its page limit, all 
occupy top spots on our list, but what matters 
the most to us, is you- the reader. So we decided 
to ask you what you wanted us to address in this 
issue and you tossed it right back at us. We hope 
this issue is able to answer some, if not all the 
dilemmas that come bundled with this package 
of ‘What matters?

If architecture is on top of the things that matter 
to you, this Issue’s agree to disagree will be a 
treat where Kavana Kumar, John George and 
Rohan Dayanidhi talk about where architecture 
fits, is it just a noble pursuit, or is it like the art 
and poetry that we live for? 

As a welcome gesture to the noobs in college, 
we have decided to make your lives easier by 
giving you your very own- albeit a downgraded 
version- Marauder’s map of our college which 
can be found as a pullout (it has all the college 
secrets so don’t lose it!). Maybe it’s because we 
don’t know you well enough yet, that we felt 
extra generous and decided to also introduce 
you to the clubs on campus hoping you’ll make 
better use of your limited free time.

If the thought of taking that break is still on 
your mind, Rakshith Vasanth can give you some 
pointers on how to clear your head, as he tells 
you about his year long break all the way up in 
the Himalayas. If nothing else seems to matter 
to you, then I dare you to say no to our star chef, 
Varun Bapu with his deliciously aesthetic food in 
his now recurring feature, Foodzoodle.

As a final gift, to our new juniors and whoever 
else too oblivious to notice, we have WCFA’s 
unspoken rules: Part 01 to help you out. If you’re 
still lost and unsure of what matters to you at the 
end of this issue, maybe you should wait for it 
to find you, as ‘someone’ always says, ‘What you 
seek is seeking you.”

Editor’s Note
Adithi Srinivas

Imaging of images.
Sivakumar, Batch 2018

*CAPTION IT WITH  #courtyard_instashots* 

What do you think of the image...?

Photo Credits: _ravi.nandan_ 
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Not all Chaiwallahs
are Hindus (gasp!)

Agree to DisagreeBlack I won’t Acorn on break.

04 0602 08 10

The new decade is upon us with what we hope and 
believe are greener pastures. With over a week of 
it lost, I think it’s safe to assume that the resolution 
makers have tried and failed yet again in their yearly 
rituals and are searching for the next ‘it’ thing to 
obsess over. With a year’s worth of Issues behind 
us, what do we look forward to in the coming year? 
Where do we stand in the big picture: are we really a 
common platform for all or an alienated cult? 

The number one question that has been a constant 
through all our discussions is, ‘Will people contribute 
without us running behind them to do it?’. So, we 
decided that the 13th issue would be the one where 
we finally put that question to its test and evaluate 
ourselves and in the process you, the “contributor”. 
Our first clue should’ve been the countless stories 
of unluckiness that surround the number 13. But the 
rationalists in us decided to ignore that and go ahead 
with it anyway. I believe this is what people call hope 
or in this case, false-hope. When we decided that 
we would not approach people for content in this 
issue and instead let them ‘Speak Up’ themselves, 
we were expecting the worst and decided to name 
it the ‘Blank issue’ as an inside joke. Trust me when 
I say this, you did not disappoint our assumption at 
all. Good job!

There are hundreds of slogans like, “Voice out your 
opinions!”, “Azadi!”, “Save the planet!”, and more 
about issues that hardly make it to the top of our list 
of “Things that require an Asprin (or maybe two) to 
figure out”. Right now, I will not urge you to speak 
up, for your chance to do so has gone by already 
and you either did not bother to notice it or you 
decided that you were too busy for it. So the one 
thing that you can do at this point is to listen.

Listen, to Lamiya Huda (you’ve been doing it for 
so long, once more shouldn’t hurt) as she speaks 
of ‘Chaiwallahs’(you-know-who) and her right to 
belong. Listen to Anamika Matthew, as she talks 
about the magic of the streets as they unify the 
masses, resonating their voices to the multitudes.

Shreyas Baindur is back with another history lesson 
about the “WCFA clubs” (Yes, they did exist back 
in days of yore). His rating system might jog your 
memory of the good old days. If you’re still in doubt 
I’d suggest you authenticate the existence of said 
club from nearby hermits. 

If you’re one of the lucky few who make it through to 
the end, you would have noticed the ghosts lurking 
in the grey areas muttering Latinized incantations 
that would confuse the smartest of the Popes. 
They’re here, standing guard, for those of us still 
brave enough to open our minds and clear out the 
gibberish. So, what are you waiting for?

Editor’s Note
Adithi Srinivas

Outcry.
Tony, Batch 2017

*CAPTION IT WITH  #courtyard_instashots* 

What do you think of the image...?
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Change of Times Home Study Tours Going Cold Turkey
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  #courtyard_instashots
Editor’s Note
Aryaman Paul
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Welcome back to the grinding hours and grueling moods of 
our teasingly low compound wall, which essentially tell you 
“You can leave anytime but…”. As the students return to the 
honeymoon phase of the semester, lamenting not only times 
bygone but also excited about new friendships formed, old 
ones reignite, while others are torn by separation of classes. 
But before all this, came a time of togetherness for most of 
the people of WCFA during the Tours!

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

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

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

travels theirs is based more around 
surviving their previous 

semester’s design task 
which still continues to 

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

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

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

Photo Credits: Vismaya N
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I bet there’s never been a day where we all haven’t 
wished of a day between every other working day 
of the week to do absolutely nothing. Well, looks 
like the genie granted our wish. The phrase ‘Be 
careful what you wish for, lest it come true!’ cannot 
find a better situation to be in. The two weeks of 
nothingness came at quite a cost. I’m sure all that 
information out there, with quite a few absurd 
myths going around can get into our heads easily 
and 15 days of isolation isn’t going to help the 
case. As you try to navigate all that, its always nice 
to once in a while take your mind off it for a bit. To 
help you out with this, here’s what Courtyard has in 
store for you.

For all the poetry enthusiasts out there, look out 
for Aliptha’s book review, where she talks about 
Yesterday I was the Moon by Noor Unnahar. 
Whatever may be your taste, “There is a poem 
in this book for everyone” in her words. Every 
ethnicity is unique, even the ‘clueless’ ones. But 
trying to explain that uniqueness to someone is 
what frustrates Abhimanyu Rajshekar who talks 
about it in his poem  ‘Don’t ask me where I’m from’.

If you were planning on joining a cult to pass time, 
look no further, we have a letter waiting inside 
for the only active club on campus, the book 
club, where a member, who wishes to remain 
anonymous, gives us non-members a small insight 
of how this club still manages to remain afloat.
 
Is it break time yet? Check out Aiyappa’s illustration 
on the go-to hotspot near college. While you’re 
there, maybe grab a cup of coffee and chat with 
Kavan and Eshaanth as they review Bohemian 
Rhapsody. If you missed Varun Bapu’s art exhibition 
in Bangalore, worry not as he’s back with another 
delicious sight.

Sports has been a buzz in college in the past few 
weeks thanks to all the events the council has been 
putting together for us. Check out the four houses 
battling it out on the last page according to the 
latest scores. 

We hope this issue of Courtyard can help take 
your mind off the possible doomsday and Chinese 
bioweapon theories and maybe remind you of 
college in the fifteen-day hiatus. In the meantime, 
try not to listen to bizarre stuff like ‘Gaumutra’ and 
‘Gobar’ for the cure. Jokes and theories aside, 
we hope all of you stay safe and protected in the 
present conditions. Happy ‘holidays’, hope we see 
you all on the flipside.

Editor’s Note
Adithi Srinivas

Monopoly.
Lamiya, Batch 2017

 #courtyard_instashots

What do you think of the image...?
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From googling ‘How to manage time?’ to ‘How to 
waste it?’, this last month has brought quite a few 
drastic turns in all our lives. Or has it? Non-stop couch 
potato abilities with none of those endless to-do lists 
in sight? Sign me up! That is, until your mom eyes 
you and hands you the infamous jhaadu poocha, 
followed by every possible chore at home. Now you’re 
wondering why you got out of bed in the first place. 

We all know devastating world events have been a 
never-ending topic of fantasy for the multitude. From 
zombie apocalypses to yogurt taking over the world, 
supernatural floods to off-path meteors, World War III 
to alien invasions, is there a weird futuristic scenario 
that we haven’t already figured out how to survive? 
Weapons? Check. Places to hide? Check. Unnecessary 
amount of products? Check. People freaking out over 
toilet paper? Check. With all these resources at hand, 
who would’ve expected that ‘Quarantine and chill’ was 
going to be the ultimate solution? Albeit being locked 
down is not the most ideal scenario for our mental 
states, with the constant rain of COVID news from 
every outlet out there, I’m sure all of us are looking for 
a breather from the constant buzz.

Now that you’re a part of this “major historical event” 
the keyword to remember is ‘survival’. Don’t worry; 
we’ve got your back on this, as we’ve put together 
Quarantine Survival 101, to keep a piece or more of 
your sanity to show on the D-Day. If fantasy is what 
you’re after, Francis Kurian is here to give you a 
glimpse of what magic can do. 

From suggesting prescription drugs to teaching the 
public alphabets, politicians are turning out to be 
stand-up comics during these times. While most of us 
are sitting at home and questioning our governments, 
why not check out Lamiya Huda’s review on the 
famous Netflix series Money Heist, where some brave 
souls decided to say “We’re coming for you!”

All the way on the planet of disconnected WCFA, 
some of us still zoom around its hazy clouds of virtual-
ness, getting our daily dose of reality checks. From 
these clouds comes the next checkpoint where the 
seniors tell us about their thesis projects that are 
keeping them occupied. Keep a lookout for the next 
issue for more.

I’m sure by the end of the Great Lockdown we’ll all 
come out as masters of cooking, at least one foreign 
language, and of course, own the world of Netflix. 
While being frozen in time with all of humanity is quite 
a surreal experience, it doesn’t mean you have to do 
nothing until you reach the end of the tunnel. So, keep 
yourself occupied, stay home, stay safe and try to stay 
sane.

Editor’s Note
Adithi Srinivas

Major spot for discussing if writing is necessary in 
architecture.

Kavan, Batch 2018

 #courtyard_covers

What do you think of the image...?
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Viva la Revolución
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Its day #whoevenknows in lockdown where it feels 
like time is moving at the speed of light and standing 
still at the same time, so why bother defining it with 
a number? The talk of the town still remains to be 
the C-word as its victims increase day by day. The 
country is operating on colour codes which determine 
the extent of our freedom to exist as a human 
society. People that you never knew existed in your 
neighbourhood are now visible on terraces, balconies 
and openings of any sort in buildings- heck, even the 
ghosts in haunted houses are out. We stare at screens 
day in and day out for survival and sanity, while others 
are attempting to do the same by standing in long 
queues outside liquor shops. We all know who’s really 
going to survive here. 

In times like this people are advised to pick up a 
hobby, think of the things that ail your being, don’t 
just while away your precious time, and always keep 
yourself occupied. Does thinking of how to keep one-
self occupied count as being occupied? Maybe you 
ended up finding something to do; maybe you didn’t, 
but if inspiration is what you’re looking for maybe you 
can find some here.

You know that feeling when you really want to do 
something that you’re not supposed to be doing 
but you do it anyway? Check out Sahana Doravari’s 
account of stepping into the outside world in ‘A new 
normal’. 

Who doesn’t hate zoom classes? The teachers, you 
thought? Wrong! Here’s what the ones screaming at 
you to unmute yourself actually think, in ‘An internal 
monologue’ where KP tells us her trials and tribulations 
of being a teacher on zoom.

Honestly, who even has the time to think of the world’s 
problems as institutions still push you to the finish line 
that they’ve step up for “normal” circumstances? 
That’s the debate in this month’s Agree to Disagree 
where Gourav Mahesh, Kavana Kumar and Rujul 
Gowda debate about whether the decision to push 
the academic year through this lockdown is the right 
one.

In the midst of all this madness, who knows what 
scheduling even means? So, why not make up a 
schedule of your own? Here’s what we’ve gathered 
of all your crazy schedules you told us about on 
Instagram in ‘Lockdown Loiter’. 

At the end of the day, wherever you are and whatever 
you decide to do or think during this time, know that 
what really matters is your sanity and that’s what you 
come out with at the end of this lockdown, a sane, 
sensible and healthy human being, hopefully. 

Editor’s Note
Adithi Srinivas
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As some of us unlock our doors and shake off 
the moss, our friends in other parts of the world 
are going back into hiding. Some others are 
replacing their kitchen aprons with cardboard 
placards and marching the streets. I’m sure our 
parents wish we were protesting outside too, at 
least it would get us out of their hair. Closer to 
home, the first unlock phase hasn’t even ended 
yet and masks are dropping and confirmed 
cases are rising.

As we uncomfortably settle into this ‘new 
normal’, a semester has gone by at WCFA, and 
there’s no doubt that we all want to get back 
on campus faster that you can say COVID-19. 
If you’ve been a bit out of the loop with the 
happenings in studios across the semester- not 
to worry. Catch a glimpse of what went on in 
them in our design spread. 

In remembrance of the good ol’days when 
getting an education was about pass or fail and 
you didn’t have to take your boria bistar onto the 
terrace for better connectivity, Shreyas Baindur 
and Sayema Syed write about backlogs and the 
dilemmas attached, in their pieces, The Burden 
of Backlogs and Below 50%. 

While for some, this lockdown may have been 
productive, there are many of us who are 
struggling with mental health issues and find 
it hard to cope. Take a look at Blue Feelings, 
where Aliptha Govindu Reddy illustrates what it 
means to ‘get the blues’ and how to deal with 
one’s feelings.

Learning on zoom is strange, isn’t it? But does 
learning only have to happen in a class? Samyukta 
Nagaraj explores the different facets of learning 
and how it forms communities in Learning as a 
window to connectedness. If you haven’t gotten 
screen fatigue yet, head to our reviews section 
to see what’s the latest in movies.

We also asked you what you thought about this 
‘zoom semester’. Was it good? Bad? Forget-
and-bury-it-in-a-black-hole ugly? Check out 
all the responses on our polls page. Courtyard 
is here to connect us, especially in this time of 
disconnection; to give us our voices and our 
space. We may not be able to sit together in our 
courtyard on campus, but this Courtyard is here. 
It listens, it retains and it transmits- just like it’s 
physical counterpart.

Editor’s Note
Lamiya Huda
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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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Editor’s Note
Aryaman Paul

I’ve been thinking a lot about where the last 6 
months have really gone and for some reason I 
started relating to the Phineas and Ferb theme 
song so much, mainly the line “Finding a good 
way to spend it”. We weren’t loaded with work or 
passing time doing the “Normal” things in life, we 
were quarantined for the whole part of it and now 
as we enter this post quarantine state of limbo, 
just a few questions circulate in our heads. “Where 
have the last 6 months gone?” “How did I spend 
them?” “Was it worthwhile?” but the last two 
questions are easily the most important “Does this 
still feel like a pandemic?” and an internal question 
of “How would I feel if college reopened?”
 
As you read that last question, I’m sure a few 
images flashed through your mind. Your friends 
talking to you not through a screen but through a 
mask, you are sitting in your studios, drafting a BC 
sheet, late night talks and travels and well many 
more. But if you are still unsure as to how you 
feel about it go over to our Lucid Conversations 
and ease your mind as I am sure you are not the 
only one having these thoughts. If that is not 
confirmation enough to you then continue to our 
Agree to Disagree section where Ann Lia Matthew, 
Anish Bhargav and Melita Patricia break down how 
we all could be feeling, unknowingly knowing that 
college might start sooner rather than later.
 
After which we welcome the new teams for 
Courtyard and On the Pod, and wish them an 
exciting year ahead. Finally we have a short yet 
effective compilation of potential movies and 
series that you can still pursue before the prodigal 
son (Architecture) returns into our lives and makes 
sure that we are as busy as ever. This issue of 
Courtyard aims to reach out to a larger and more 
diverse reader base, while also doing a little bit 
of cheeky self-promotion, I mean they do say self-
praise is the best praise. Either way, we hope you 
enjoy this issue, happy reading.
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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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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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Editors’ Note
Aryaman Paul

I know that the turn of the year might have been the 
strangest one yet for all of us. With college reopening to 
offline exams, the invigorating stress that all of us conceived 
was quickly and painlessly killed with the excitement of 
seeing all of our batchmates again. Feeling that eerie 
sense of re-entering the same gate after 10 long months, 
the tension of knowing that we are only doing it to sit for 
3 hours at a stretch and stare at a sheet of paper as the 
veins in our hands popped, yet there was this excitement, 
this excitement of familiarity, to hear the people in the 
courtyard, cross by one another in the corridor, although 
with masks on and just know that you are back upon a 
ground, your stomping ground, which you should never 
have been forced to flee in the first place.
  
But no matter, as people came back to college, jolting it 
to life again, there were too many untold stories of the 
semester that had to be told. Therefore, in this issue of  
Courtyard, we hope to bring to you topics that you might 
have missed or are just not talked about enough. The 
issue by itself starts off with a very opinionated column 
BREAKING it down, an interactive platform which we 
hope will become a mainstay of the newsletter. A space 
where the queries of WCFA are answered by some of the 
best minds, so remember send in your questions for the 
next issue and we will get them answered as well. Moving 
onto a more personal endeavour, Rujul M. Gowda recently 
partook in a workshop and subsequently an internship with 
one of WCFA’s former faculty Ar. Varun Thautam, relive his 
experience in Denkanikottai Workshop.
 
Moving on we have something called as The Notion Board 
which for all intents and purposes you should not miss out 
on. See examples of every semesters work but this time 
they are not just being showcased as work but are being 
critiqued by the very students of WCFA, giving insightful 
and sarcastic while setting a serious yet playful mood 
throughout the entire section. While last but not least we 
have a playful graphic of the truths of what it is like to be 
in an architecture studio and with that we, the Courtyard 
Team, would like to officially wish the first years a warm 
and happy time at WCFA, you all are in for an absolute 
rollercoaster of a journey. And with that being said, here’s 
to hoping for only offline classes from now on and happy 
reading!
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E D I T O R ’ S  N O T E
Newsletters have been synonymous with colleges and universities all over the world. It is quite 
often a primary student initiative as it is that fundamental platform for student expression and 
reflection of campus culture.

It is this phenomenon that led to the birth of our very own college newsletter- ‘Courtyard’ by 
students of the Class of 2020. Between the 8 years of Courtyard then and Courtyard now, and 
the handing over to new editors in chief and their teams, this newsletter has been through a 
lot. 

Changes in style, character and content curation are among the obvious and necessary 
transformations in its journey, but like the way every heroic character in every movie has 
that one traumatic yet life changing moment that sets a new tangent to their character arc, 
Courtyard had a close call with death. Quoting Asst. Prof. Shreyas Baindur, “ …The newsletter 
is meant to be a student-run body. It belongs to the students. Though many of the clubs on 
campus were, to some extent, initiated by faculty, the institution has grown old enough to 
have the mantle taken forward by the students. If students aren’t interested in a club begun 
by faculty, let that club die in peace. The clubs are meant to be a place for students to be free 
from their overburdening faculties who do not know when to…” And as much as that stung, 
it was a fact.

Due to a few hitches in functioning, a major setback in campus life after covid, and the general 
tendency of aversion to reading which is a symptom of a variety of factors and influences 
that we are subjected to today, Courtyard has struggled. Though not in the throes of death 
anymore, it is still struggling to find relevance. We, as part of the current editorial team at 
Courtyard, believe that it still remains that powerful platform. The only change is that it is now 
in the journey of finding its new meaning and relevance through the current students of WCFA. 
Active participation through a desire to communicate, share, express and receive, is what is 
going to shape this new tangent of its character arc.

This issue is a commemoration of the journey of Courtyard- how it started, what it was meant 
for, and where it is heading. With no specific theme, this issue is a collage of student work. 
Ranging from articles, poems, illustrations and photographs, there is something here for 
everyone. 

-Disha Dilip 
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Art has always been a big part of my life. Drawing cartoons as a 
kid, doodling in the margins of my textbooks, making pieces that 
sometimes take hours on end, discussing my favorite artists and 
bands with my friends—art has always been a companion of mine, 
even if it has sometimes taken the backseat. But to say I knew 
what to expect from the Kochi Biennale is a fallacy. Despite having 
such a personal connection with art, it has always been something 
just a little out of reach, like my fingertips can feel the air around 
it but never really grasp ahold of it. But here, they finally grazed 
the surface.

The Kochi-Muziris Biennale, as the name suggests, is an art 
exhibition held in Fort Kochi once every two years to celebrate, 
showcase, debate and deliberate on art, experiences and culture 
from all over the world. It brings artists from all over the world 
to one place and attempts to connect people with the common 
thread of art and create a dialogue among artists, curators and 
the public. I was extremely grateful to be here experiencing this 
event, even though it often felt out of my depth. But as they say, 
when the company is good, the journey doesn’t seem as daunting. 
My friends and I were all novices to the world of art, what with 
our measly knowledge and limited online exposure. Even though 
art week at class leading up to this visit and our many (many) 
discussions on the train ride to Kochi had made sure we were 
somewhat prepared, it still felt like we were pushed into freezing 
water. It was like a collective moment where all our blindfolds 
were ripped off and we came to see something we’d never seen 
before. We discovered all kinds of mediums and artstyles, varied 
storytelling and statements across the spectrum. We were in a 
whole new world (without the magic carpet this time).

Another thing I quickly came to realize is that the biennale could 
only be held in Kochi. I cannot even fathom the idea of it being 
elsewhere because art is so woven into the veins of Kochi. Each 
street, house and lamppost even, seemed to be crafted by artistic 
souls and delicate hands. With its rich history and amalgamation of 
different cultures and architecture, Fort Kochi is like something an 
author conjured up to set a quaint quiet story in —The trees grew 

in such harmony with the surroundings, in ways that you might 
think god herself designed the place. The waves crashed against 
the walls of Fort Kochi in tandem with the bustling activity of the 
people on the streets, the sunlight peeked through just enough 
for you to see the most alluring colours. The graffiti on the walls 
juxtaposed perfectly with the posh little cafes. The seagulls flew 
around the busy fish markets. Cats and dogs ran around playfully 
and street musicians belted out the most beautiful songs I’ve ever 
heard. It was unlike any city I’ve ever seen. And it was fitting that 
the biennale be held here in many venues across the city, there 
is no part of the city you do not wish to go to. The synagogues, 
the palaces, the galleries, the beaches, the antique shops, I 
experienced Kochi alongside the biennale. It was impossible 
to separate the city from the art, similar to how it is difficult to 
separate the art from the artist. The question I kept coming back 
to was if Kochi was a paradise in itself because the biennale was 
held here, or if the biennale was held here because Kochi was its 
own pocket dimension. In the end it is a paradox that shall remain 
unanswered. I believe it was just meant to be.

I wasn’t just exposed different forms of art, but varied methods 
of storytelling. Some artworks were making a bold statement like 
protesters holding up signs in front of the parliament, while some 
were telling a story like how my grandma regales with tales of her 
childhood. Some were whispering transparent truths that people 
pretend they can’t see. Some were just placing me in an exact 
place in that moment of time. Some screamed at me from all sides; 
I felt like an unmoored ship at sea. Some I could run my eyes over 
and feel a semblance of peace and understanding like standing in 
front of the serene sea.

It’s astounding how our eyes look at the same things but see things 
completely differently. Oftentimes I saw the artwork before reading 
the wall text, the artists’ intentions differed completely from my 
interpretation. My friends and I discussed various artworks and 
discovered just how diverse our perspectives are. That’s what I 
love about art, I can see something and you can see something 
else and both us can still be right ( or wrong)

Kochi had in store a lot of firsts for me. I often see my friends so 
far from home, having all kinds of new experiences and feel..left 
out. Like the tide swept all of them to a place I can’t reach, while 
I stay on the shore. But here in Kochi, it was like the waves came 
rushing at me from all sides, I lost my footing a few times, but I 
found I could still stand.
Art swirled all around me, transporting me to different worlds and 
different times, some which  didn’t even exist an some so real I 
felt like was never here but always there. I hope my experience in 
Kochi has changed how I view the world, I find myself appreciating 
the rough strokes I make in paper, or how the flowers bloom just 
right in the trees, or how the sunlight hits just right on a friend’s 
face. I feel like once where I could just see myself as a thread in 
the infinite tapestry of the universe, I can now see a blurry image 
of how I tie into everyone else’s lives and how they tie into mine. In 
the end, I think Kochi was exactly that. Eye-opening.

-Aparna 
Batch 2022

Graphic Credits: M. Raahil

“..The question I kept coming back to 
was if kochi was a paradise in itself 

because the biennale was held here, or 
if the biennale was held here because 
Kochi was its own pocket dimension.”
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It all started because of my sister. Her constant effort of begging 
and pleading for almost a year was something everyone at the 
house had noticed and pitied. My dad and I were on her side but 
the one with the power, the only one who mattered in these kinds 
of decisions, with unlimited freedom to veto anything, my mom, 
was strictly against it. Well, we all wanted a dog. 

After Dasher, our previous dog, there was this looming absence 
that we couldn’t brush past. I can’t speak for the rest of them, but I 
certainly missed him. I had him when I was two. So even my oldest 
memory has him in it. Well, I guess you really do get to know the 
value of something once it’s gone. Anyway, his going away hit us 
really hard. It took us all quite a bit of time to fully recover. All of this 
happened almost two years back so let’s now get to the point. 

About a year and a half ago, living in a house inhabited by no non-
human creatures, my sister was the one who had the courage to be 
the first to ask my mom for another dog. None of us had spoken 
about this topic since Dasher, but we all, especially Mom, knew 
this was coming. She was prepared. I mean mentally prepared and 
fixed on the idea that “in this house will either live a dog or me”. 
Every time my sister brought up the “dog topic” my mom’s ears 
would just default into tuning it out. She refused to budge from her 
stand. Mom never liked the idea of keeping a dog at home, letting 
it inside the house, cleaning behind it and most importantly, she 
did not want the family to go through the pain of losing a member 
again. 

Every one of these “dog topic” discussions or rather arguments, 
began gently, gained a little momentum, escalated too high too 
quickly and ended with a long shedding of tears. My sister used 
to come prepared to change my mom’s mind; Mom always had 
her “dog shields” up and let nothing pass through them; my sister 
read out her long mental list of the benefits of having a dog, while 
Mom, so conveniently, always played her “I would have to end up 
taking care of it” card. So in the end, Mom would successfully end 
the conversation with “We’ll think about it later, just not now”. This 
happened every once in a while, about twice a month and was 
eventually considered a pretty normal and accepted regular event 
in the house. 

As if things weren’t already ‘not’ going her way, life always finds 
newer and more creative ways to kick you in the guts, doesn’t it? 
My sister experienced one of the most distressing times of her life 
losing a very close friend. It was a difficult time for her and for all 
of us who were there to support her. It worried us all, especially 
my mom. And this is when she comes swooping in like the cliché 
”villain turned hero” of this story she was always meant to be!

She kept all her personal discomforts and feelings away and 
decided to do the one thing no one expected her to do. She 
agreed to get a dog. Everyone celebrated. My sister was on top of 
the world. She had a new reason to be happy, a new future to look 
forward to along with a tiny little companion. I, arguably the most 
expressive of the lot, was jumping around bursting with happiness. 
We never expected this to happen, 
but miracles do happen. People change for the people they love.

Then came a cute little twenty-five-day-old Labrador puppy into our 
house as well as our hearts. Out of the top two names to beat
 - Rheo and Polo, it was decided to name him Rheo.

-Disha Dilip
Batch 2020

THE  ARRIVAL OF RHEOTHE  ARRIVAL OF RHEO
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To become an architect, one has to put in 5 years of hard work, 
comparable to a medical student. Yet, it seems that the general 
public is oblivious to the profession, often lumping it into the 
“engineer bracket” or, even worse, considering architects as 
mere individuals who can sketch and provide plans. This is a 
mentality that needs to change.

When one observes residential construction sites in and around 
cities, towns, or villages in India, regardless of site conditions, 
topography, soil, or other constraints, it is common to find 
a contractor or, at times, a mistri taking the lead in erecting 
columns wherever they see fit. This leads to unnecessary 
columns, projections, inefficient floor plans, unappealing 
spaces, poor consideration for light and ventilation, and so 
on. Architects can identify these faults and shortcuts that 
contractors and mistris often take. Unfortunately, this approach 
ends up costing the client more than expected in both the 
short and long term, primarily due to the reluctance to pay for 
architectural and engineering services. Building a new home is 
an aspiration for many, so investing in an architect’s expertise 
makes financial sense to maximize the value of your money.
People marvel at the architectural wonders left by our 
forefathers- magnificent temples, forts, and palaces that serve 
as tourist destinations. However, we rarely learn about the 
individuals behind these creations, often only hearing about 
the sponsors.

There’s a valid point to be made that this is India’s decade 
in the geopolitical realm. This implies that opportunities for 
architects will increase in the coming years and decades. 
So, how do we seize these opportunities? It will require 
a multifaceted approach to raise awareness about the 
architectural profession. This could involve outreach efforts by 
the profession, utilizing both traditional and modern media 
outlets, as well as the government actively encouraging people 
involved in construction to engage architects and engineers. 
Schools also play a crucial role; an educational system should 
provide insight into various professions that contribute to 
our economy, rather than heavily emphasizing engineering 
(including computer science) and medicine. The country’s 
progress will necessitate a balance between all professions.
The government itself can take a more serious approach to 
hiring architects with proven skills to execute its building 
projects. As more parties become involved, the architectural 
profession will grow, ultimately leading to higher-quality 
spaces that we interact with daily, whether in our homes, public 
buildings, institutions, or public squares. As the architectural 
profession flourishes, as a nation, we should strive to rediscover 
our unique architectural identity, which appears to have 
been lost in modern times. Perhaps the key lies in drawing 
inspiration from the principles and teachings laid down by our 
master architects. Their work serves as an ongoing experiment 
in the pursuit of this identity, a pursuit worth undertaking.

-Ar. Anivratha Baggunji
Class of 2022

REVIVING INDIA’S 
ARCHITECTURAL 

IDENTITY:  
A CALL FOR RECOGNITION 

AND INVESTMENT IN THE 
PROFESSION
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NEVERLANDNEVERLAND

The silence of the night, so beautiful
I sit on my balcony letting it all in 

The voices in my head grow louder 
I focus on the leaves rustling 

The bats ogling
The humming of the mosquitoes

My ears start to tingle

Still, the voices in my head only grow 
louder

More impatient
More terrifying 

I sit here in silence negotiating with 
myself 

Slowly the night sets in 
I’m trying to get the spark I had back 

As the night grows older and softer 
The voices dim and I let the night 

soak in 
The silence gets louder and I can 

finally hear myself think 

With a handful of hope and a 
teardrop down my cheek

I say I got this 
I got it in me 

I get up only to give up and sleep 
And I softly whisper to myself

“It’s alright you rest today. 
You need it. 

You’ll do it tomorrow if needed.”

-Isra Murali 
Batch 2021

SILENCE SILENCE 
OF THE OF THE 
NIGHTNIGHT

Everybody’s heard the story of Peterpan 
right? To be a kid forever, never grow old, 
and not be under society’s watchful eyes. 

Neverland is a place where you would 
have no expectations, no responsibilities, 
no bills, no mortgage, no college 
applications, and no stress. Being a kid is 
the best part of one’s life and Neverland is 
that place where you can be a kid. 

I want to never actually land but instead, 
keep flying however high it takes me 
(maybe high enough to go to the second 
star to the right and straight on till 
morning). 

And I know I won’t ever be a kid again, 
but I’m hoping my life ahead will be just as 
happy and stress-free as that in Neverland, 
hoping I’ll forever get to dream. 

And I guess that in the end, Neverland 
“doesn’t” have to be an actual place. It 
can be a thing, an emotion, a relationship, 
comfort. And I want to find my Neverland.

-Akshaya 
Batch 2021

Dear Love,

I first met you in 2016. Not knowing 
what our relationship would lead to. 
Not knowing how important you would 
become to me, and not knowing the 
trajectory of my future after that moment. 

You passed by almost Like a dream, never 
to be seen again. The first time we met 
was for a few seconds, but my love for you 
was instantaneous, well not love maybe 
the feeling you get before that. We may 
have started on the wrong foot, with 
maybe not the best of impressions, but 
the moments after that will last a lifetime. 

And you know what the sad part of all of 
this is? 

You’re not even real, You’re fictional, 

I met you in Books, 

Books; It introduced me to this ‘feeling’ 
called love.

Love is such a scary feeling. I think even 
the word feeling is so bland to describe 
it. Love is like spring, the first smell of 
when all of the flowers bloom. Love is like 
the moon, always there in the night to 
light the way when the shadows seem to 
overpower you. Love is like the sun, it’s 
raw glow so powerful that it leaves ashes 
behind. 

Yes, we look at other and we want a 
boyfriend, we see couples and their 
beautiful relationships desperately 
wanting to find what they have. But it’s not 
for the name or for the sake of it. 

It’s for the ‘feeling’ The feeling of being 
loved at the end of the day. Not being 
loved as a daughter, or a sister or a friend, 
but as a companion, as a soulmate. That’s 
what I want. Because at the end of the day 
I don’t want to feel empty, I don’t want to 
feel lonely, I want to come back home and 
realize that I finally have someone who 
loves me the way I want to be loved. 

This letter is to the feeling of ‘Love’ and all 
those love sick idiots reading books for a 
temporary experience of this feeling. 

Love Always.

-Akshaya  
Batch 2021

AA
LETTER LETTER 

TO TO 
LOVELOVE
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There’s a valid point to be made 
that this is India’s decade in the 
geopolitical realm. This implies 
that opportunities for architects 
will increase in the coming years 
and decades. So, how do we 

seize these opportunities?

“

“
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I don’t know if it’s a blessing or a curse
My ability to see beauty in everything 
I don’t know if I’m just making it worse
By not seeing the reality of people and their minds
Their actions and their sins

Am I protecting myself by hiding all that’s unpleasant?
Or am I just setting myself up for greater misery?

Is it a blessing or a curse?
To believe that people are better than their bad 
moments
Justifying to myself how they can’t take onus,
Of all the hurt they have caused
How they can only see flaws
In the world
In me
In everything and everyone that only deserves to be 
loved

But the question is can I trust?
Can I trust that my love can fix their views?
Can I trust that my kindness is just enough to help them 
clear their dues?
Their dues to the higher power that lives above us,
Their dues to the force that lives within them

I hope their pain doesn’t pollute my heart
I hope my tenderness fills the void in theirs
I hope my sunshine crawls between their scars and heals 
every part

Every part of them that should never have been scarred 
in the first place
Every part that drives them to scar parts of me

I don’t know if it’s a blessing or a curse
My ability to see beauty in everything
In everything but myself.

-Muskan Ahmed
Batch 2022

A series of three illustrations by Lina Tom (Batch 2019) inspired by the prompt “Cats in the garden” that 
was released at the beginning of the year by the Instagram page- theydrawandgarden 
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B L E S S I N G O R
A C U R S EC U R S E

lines, lines and lines
subject, pronoun, adjective and a noun.
lines, more lines and some more.
do not forget to use anaphora,
don’t let it go waste
like a Marie biscuit in a tea party.
talk about something, describe it to me and suffocate me with 
strong metaphors and similes
and then add another line, 
that need not really rhyme. 
because, what is poetry?
What is poetry if not mere words,
that’ll make sense to you,
only if you have poetry inside of you. 
So believe there is poetry, inside of you. 
believe there is poetry all around you. 
There is poetry in the way water flows,
there’s poetry in your mother’s kitchen,
cooker whistles and tinkling bangles.
there’s poetry in the way he talks and there’s definitely poetry in 
the way she tucks her hair in. 
Isn’t there something
in the idea believing in something
so endearing? 
it makes your life 
almost magical 
and extremely poetic.
There is poetry inside everyone. 
To see the poetry inside of you, 
I’ll ask you to believe in magic,
believe in fairytales and evil stepmothers.
Believe in true love’s kiss,
believe that it can heal you.
believe in the stories you hear,
believe there’s hundred plants growing inside you from all the 
seeds you’ve swallowed. 
believe that babies are dropped by storks. 
believe in tooth fairies, Santa Claus and creatures that live under 
your bed. 
believe in hundred other things,
feel deeply about hundred things. 
that’s exactly how poetry comes out of you.

-Hemamshu
Batch 2020

O N 
P O E T R Y
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W H A T ’ S  G O I N G  O N ?

We’re happy to unveil the new 
logo for Courtyard’s exclusive 
podcast, On The Pod, designed 
by Arnesh Ghosh from Batch 
2019. 
On The Pod returns with a new 
episode this April. Stay tuned!
(P.S. if any of you are interested 
in joining the team, please 
contact the Editorial Heads.)

Graphic Credits: Arnesh G

The updated scoreboard for the ongoing annual interhouse 
sports competitions conducted by the Student Council on 
weekends across the last two months.

WORD SEARCH
Words can be found in any direction (including diagonals) and can overlap each other. Use the word bank
below.

F W O R K S H O P D Q V B W V
W S U S T A I N A B I L I T Y
B F B U D R A Y T R U O C L W
Z X R G I E W L Z X L L I G W
O U I Q Z D L C L Y T K U V K
L K G B E Y Y I P Z Q R A K A
N Q P E G O S J B X Y W X S B
X D C L D R V H Q R Q G V P N
S H M X E A L Q Z B A M P E T
G X V Z L U U C H K E R H D X
A I X M A R G A H G J X Y N Z
H B V O G L U F Q U U D S F Z
A D A P T I V E R E U S E R V
B U R J S X G Q D R O L K W I
F U D D G A Y E D I G F L P Y

Word Bank
1. ghagra 2. ledge 3. library 4. courtyard
5. sustainability 6. uddgaye 7. adaptivereuse 8. workshop

Dictionary.com

GHAGHRA
LEDGE

SUSTAINABILITY

UDD GAYE
ADAPTIVE REUSE

COURTYARD

LIBRARY
WORKSHOP

EVENTS CENTAUR GRIFFIN MANTICORE TORR

TT SINGLES 
BOYS 30 40 20 10

TT SINGLES 
GIRLS 10 30 20 40

TT MIXED 
DOUBLES 20 30 10 40

CHESS 20 10 30 40

CARROM 10 40 20 30

TOTAL 90 150 100 160

Graphic Credits: Ayushi Madan

C Y C L I N G  H E R I T A G E  W A L K

O N  T H E  P O D

A C C E L E R A T O R  L A B S

Pedal & Prestige : 
Cycle through Boulevards of flowering 
trees,  experience palaces and bungalows 
with words that paint the past. Join us on 
this journey of unraveling our complex truth 
with architecture and a plethora of stories. 

On Sundays- 
Duration of the cycle tour: 1.5 Hrs 
Distance covered: 5 kms 
Meeting point and time:  
Decathlon Garuda Mall. 6:15 AM

SCAN THE 
QR CODE TO 

REGISTER! 

W O R D  S E A R C H

CERAMICS METAL SCULPTURE ORIGAMI

PRINT MAKING WALL MURAL ILLUSTRATIONS

THEATRE COMIC ART
The intensive 3-day workshops hosted by the WCFA Accelerator 
Labs for students to engage in diverse creative fields and work 
with expert practitioners.
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