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And then we were isolated,And then we were isolated,

All under the same moon and stars and sun,All under the same moon and stars and sun,

Staring out to the world we so yearned to dive into once more,Staring out to the world we so yearned to dive into once more,  

To stand by the ocean and feel the breeze on our face,To stand by the ocean and feel the breeze on our face,  

To climb mountains and hills and breath in the wilderness,To climb mountains and hills and breath in the wilderness,  

To embrace your friends and laugh and cry and cherish those connections,To embrace your friends and laugh and cry and cherish those connections,

To lay next to the one you love and kiss and hold them tighter,To lay next to the one you love and kiss and hold them tighter,

And all those little things we took for granted suddenly seem so important,And all those little things we took for granted suddenly seem so important,

  And we wonder why we never clung to them,And we wonder why we never clung to them,

AAnd thanked the universe for such wonderful gifts.nd thanked the universe for such wonderful gifts.

  

-Unknown-Unknown
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From The Principal's Desk 

PROF. (DR.) PAYAL MAGO
Principal, SRCASW
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Educational institutes must impart an
environment that encourages holistic
development of the students, and as
educators, it is our responsibility to ensure a
proactive learning atmosphere. We at
Shaheed Rajguru College of Applied
Sciences for Women aim to provide our
students with opportunities to express
themselves to their fullest capacity. It is
even more important to help the children
shape themselves into empowered citizens
of the future. With the world in precarious
balance and the ever changing landscape of
uncertainty, the students must find
themselves capable of going through their
days with their heads held high. 

It gives me immense pleasure to bring to
you the fifth edition of ‘InkFlash’, the Annual
Newsletter of Inklings- the Literary Society
of SRCASW. This newsletter is an
amalgamation of unfettered artistic and
literary talents of the members of the
society. Each of the entries here holds
invaluable potential. Taking pride in one’s
talents and skills goes a long way in shaping
one’s perception of self. 

Our student body is a truly resilient force,
and has strived to produce a literary piece
that encompasses the beauty of hope.

With the world making for a rather bleak
picture this last year, the students were
bound to seek out some semblance of hope
and positivity. Thus, the theme for this year’s
newsletter is ‘Sanguine’, meaning optimistic
or positive, especially in the face of
adversity. It is rather needed in the world
we see around us. The situation today has
left many hopeless and disheartened. May
this small token of gratitude and optimism
reach as many troubled minds as possible.

I congratulate and appreciate the
contributors for their inputs to the
Newsletter. The editorial board has done a
commendable job in curating the
Newsletter with creative talent and
hardwork. A platform to express one’s ideas
so beautifully without having to compete
with anyone is empowering in itself.

My best wishes to the whole team for this
new edition.



FACULTY MEMBERS
Dr. Bhawana Sharma ( Teacher Convener)
(Department of Biochemistry)

Mr. Piyush B. Chaudhary (Teacher Co-Convener)
(Department of English)

Mr. Rituraj Anand  (Teacher Co-Convener)
(Department of English)

Ms. Saumya Chaturvedi
(Department of Food Tchnology)
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Ms. Tina Sachdeva
(Department of  Computer Science)

Ms. Surbhi Aggarwal
(Department of Electronics)

Dr. Kohinoor Kaur
(Department of Microbiology)

Dr. Shalini Choudhary
(Department of Psychology)

Mr. Ginminlen Touthang
(Department of Physics)

Mr. Rajdeep Singh
(Department of Management)

Dr. Deepa 
(Department of Statistics)

Ms. Tulika Kumari
(Department of  Computer Science)



Editorial Desk 
As we trudge along uncertainly under the
looming shadow of the pandemic, it is our
absolute pleasure to thank each one of you
for your continued support. The magazine
aims to expand its reach and achieve its
vision of being true to the  student
representation.

Each year, our extensive team of editors,
designers, collaborators, and contributors at
Inklings generate creative content and
work extensively to bring to you this
dynamic piece of individuality and
expression.

This final publication highlights the
diversity inherent to the Literary Society of
Shaheed Rajguru College of Applied
Sciences for Women. Going forward, we
look to scale new heights, and broaden our
horizons further by challenging our
boundaries. 

The student council would like to present to
you this year's issue, with the theme
"Sanguine". This issue particularly looks
forward to being a ray of positivity in trying
times like this. 

This magazine would not have been
possible without the constant guidance
and support of our teacher mentors at
Inklings, and we extend our heartfelt
gratitude to them. We also thank all the
contributors  for their invaluable inputs,
they have made this magazine a success.

Last, but not the least, we would like to
thank all the readers. We bring to you this
magazine with utmost pleasure. We hope
you love reading it as much as we loved
curating it!

Happy Reading!
Inklings- The Student Council
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10/10/20

Recap 2020-21

Hindi Diwas

Meraki

Inktober

08/09/20
-14/09/20

02/10/20
-31/10/20

The first major event of the year was a

week-long celebration of the Hindi Diwas

during the second week of September.

Under Hindi Diwas, competitions like quiz,

debate, story writing, and poetry writing, as

well as an insightful webinar by Dr. Vivek

Madhav Madgatpranah, were conducted.

The goal of the Hindi Diwas was to

encourage students to write in and

appreciate the Hindi language. 

To stimulate the brain cells of bored and idle

minds, the entire month of October was

devoted to creative writing. Prompts, in both

English and Hindi, were sent out for each

week of the month, and based on the prompts

and themes, several participants sent in their

creative works.  The winners were announced

on our social media handles.

On the occasion of World Mental

Health Day, an open mic event was

dedicated to the soulful expression of

the heart and mind. In collaboration

with Philyra, students came together

to voice their thoughts as they took

center stage to perform on 'Mental

Health'. The participants showed

commendable talent and extreme 

 enthusiasm as they expressed their

thoughts on mental health. 
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Logo Designing
Competition

A logo designing competition was

conducted on 5th September, 20. The

winner was given a shoutout on our

social media handle.

05/09/20
Made by 
Mansha Suthar



24/01/21

31/10/20
-05/11/20

Masked Affair

  Another exclusive competition for

Rajguru students was held in

collaboration with the Department of

English, at the beginning of the year

2021. The aim of Thought-a-Thon was

to have an open discussion about

certain topics via Paper Presentations.

The final presenters were selected on

the basis of abstract submissions.

On the occasion of Halloween, a face

painting competition was conducted

exclusively for SRCASW students.

Students showed off their spooky sides

with the incredible ability to transform

their skin into a canvas for their

creativity. The best entries are published

in the annual college magazine, Aakriti.

Thought-a-Thon

Quintessence'21

Jaadu-E-Alfaaz (an open-mic event)

Heads and Tales (a creative writing

competition)

Memetopia (meme making

competition)

Webinar by Dr. Anuradha

Bhattacharya, on the topic ‘Process

of Writing Books.’

The biggest attraction of Inklings, the

annual literary fest of the college,

Quintessence, was conducted online with

just as much splendour and pomp as it

has always been before. The fest

conducted -

05/02/21 
-06/02/21

Inkflash |   8
I S SUE : 2020 - 2 1



08/03/21

During the annual cultural fest, Karvaan,

Inklings organized a literary event. On

17th and 18th February, 21, Inklings

organized '221 Booker Street', a literary

quiz competition, quite akin to a treasure

hunt. The competition consisted of 3

rounds with each round giving a unique

twist to a traditional quiz game, from

trivia round on movie and literary

adaptations to guessing the badly

narrated plots and riddles involving

authors, writers, and poets, etc. 

Eloquentia'21

Masti Ki Pathshala

An initiative  by the Hindi Samaj to help

the students improve their vocabulary. It

was commenced during Hindi Diwas.

Certain common English words, used on

a regular basis by students, were

selected and their Hindi as well as Urdu

equivalents were posted on Instagram

stories on the Inklings’ official account,

regularly.

Women's Day

On the occasion of International

Women’s Day, the entries from the

members of Inklings LitSoc were invited.

Artworks, poems, and messages were

dedicated to the women, for the women,

and by the strong and beautiful women

of the society. The submissions were

posted on the official social media

handle of the society.

 

17/02/21
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This was another initiative started by the

Hindi Samaj. The aim of the programme

was to promote the talent of new and

undiscovered writers. 

Naye Lekhak Ki Khoj
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एक छोटे से घर म� ज�मी थी, एक छोट� सी
मु�कान अपने साथ लाई थी।
पर �कसको पता था �क यह मु�कान �सफ�
कुछ घंट� क� बात थी।
लोग कहते तो ह� जैसा करोगे वैसे ही
�मलेगा, पर उस न�ही-सी जान ने �या ही
�कया था, �जसे �बन बात के सूली पर चड़ा
�दया था।
�जसक� आँख� यह ��नया ना देख पाई ना
जान पाई।
�या यही �सला �दया तूने उसे एक लड़क�
होने का?
 
पर वही जान बच भी जाती तो �या हो
जाता?
बड़ी तो म� हो गई �ँ , सबक� �ज़�दगी पर
एक बोझ बन के।
आज इन चार द�वार� ने मुझे कैद कर रखा
है, इन धुह� से मेरा बदन तप रहा है।
इन हवा� को मै महसूस करना चाहती �ँ ,
अपनी �ज़�दगी जीना चाहती �ँ ।
पर �या यही �सला �दया तूने मुझे एक
लड़क� होने का?

और अगर वही जान बड़ी होकर, उन चार
द�वार� से �नकल भी जाती तो �या हो
जाता?
थाम के ब�ता इन आँख� म� ख़ु�शयाँ ले
�नकल तो पड़ी �ँ म� 
पर कौन जाने अगला समय मेरी �ज़�दगी म�
�या ले आए।
�य��क डर लगता है मुझे उन आँख� से, जो
मेरे बदन पर कपड़ा होने के बाद भी मुझे
नीलाम कर जाती ह�।
डर लगता है उन लोगो से जो अपनी आँख�
से मेरा बला�कार कर जाते ह� ।
�या यही �सला �दया तूने मुझे एक लड़क�
होने का?
 
पर एक बात इस ��नया को बताना चा�ँगी, 
चाहे तू मुझे पा ले, चाहे तू मेरे पर ही �य� न
काट दे, ना ही �कँूगी और न ही थमँूगी म�।
�सफ�  चलती र�ँगी आपके इस रा�ते, वही
जुनून ले कर, उन चार द�वार� से �नकलना
भी जानती �ँ , उन आँख� को नोचना भी
जानती �ँ।
एक नारी �ँ , एक औरत �ँ, एक लड़क� �ँ।
ना ही �कँूगी और न ही थमँूगी म�।
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�स�पल �स�ह 
सां��यक� �वभाग 
�थम वष�



ग
ण
तं
�

 

STUDENTS' CORNER 

�द
व
स

71 साल पहले �जातं� को अपनाया था, 

एकजुट हो कर हमने देश को गणतं� बनाया था।

इस �दन हवा के साथ कम�वीर� क� कुबा�नी का ब�सा भी

साथ आता है, 

उनके स�मान म� हर भारतीय गव� से झंडा लहराता है।

�तरंगे के तीन रंग �बना बोले ब�त कुछ �सखाते ह�, 

रा� गान क� धुन सुनते ही समंदर भी ठहर जाते ह�।

सौभा�य है �क हम भारतवासी ह�, 

�य��क देशभ�� यहाँ पलते हर खून क� �नवासी है।

डरते नह� ह� जान देने से पहले, 

हमेशा वतन को रखते ह� खुद के बेटे से पहले।

�ह��, मु��लम, �सख, ईसाई, 

चार� क� जान भारत माँ म� ही समाई।

एकता हमारे देश का �तीक है, 

हमारे पूव�ज� ने द� हम� यही एक मा� सीख है।

वादा है झंडा नीचे होने नह� द�गे, 

सेना�नय� क� कुबा��नय� को अपने ज़हन से खोने नह� द�गे।
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अिनशा अ
�बंध अ��ययन �ातक िवभाग

��थम वष�
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Lost she was,

 In the unknown magical world,

 The one created by those enticing words.

 Reading and dreaming alike, 

 Wishing for it to be real, 

To live as a part of it,

To stay forever within it. 

And with a heavy heart,

She tore herself out.

She had to shut the book down, 

And once again, was back in the real world,

 Searching for yet another world to escape to this time.

 

A Magical World 

If I could walk right up to the skies, 

I’d have carried all my favorite dyes.

The blue would then have been pink,

My dreams riding alongside pens full of ink,

And brushes would also follow their steps,

To paint the clouds a vibrant, colorful mess.

And then the sky will be brimmed with a lot of angels,

Blessing everyone with their appraisals.

My dream sky will portray my entire being,

An abundance of rainbows and dreams,

All my delights will be clear as day,

Everyone will look up, with visible praise.
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Manjari Pathak
B.Sc. (H) Mathematics

First Year

If I Could Paint the Skies

Anisha A
Bachelor of Business Administration
First Year 



STUDENTS' CORNER 

He lurks  in  the corner  ready to pounce,

In  the charcoal  midnight ,  and I  denounce,

Give into those hands,  or  f ight  my way through?

He shuts  my mouth,  my cr ies  subdued.

I  had run that  one t ime,  he came after  me.

He said “Good gi r l s  don’ t  run f rom thei r  daddies ,”

Afraid,  I  snuggled my Teddy c lose,

And shut  my eyes ,  pray ing to the cosmos.

He says i f  I  speak he’ l l  hurt  my mum,

And he bru ises my legs ,  t i l l  they go numb.

I  wish I  was a wolf  with a powerfu l  pack,

A pack that  could soothe the scars  on my back.

My f r iends say i t ’ s  a l l  in  my head

“ I t ’ s  a l l  the stor ies  that  you’ve read.”

But  what do I  do with the monster  under my bed?

The one who makes me scream,

And leaves my sk in  cr imson in  h is  stead.
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A Monster to Fear
 

Yuvanshi Sethi
B.A. (H) Psychology

First Year
 

An excerpt from a diary of just another young girl
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If only I could paint the skies, 

With the violets from my memories,

With the smell of shy flowers,

And a touch of that summer breeze.

If only I could paint the skies, 

With the indigos from my dreams,

With a taste of forgotten sweets,

And the warmth of morning sunbeams.

If only I could paint the skies,

With the blues from my sorrows,

With the glistening tears in my eyes,

And the sheer cruelty of my woes.

If only I could paint the skies,

With the green of my pain and my wounds,

With all the soreness in my bones,

And the strength of the chains that once bound.

If only I could paint the skies,

With all the yellows from my hopes,

With the light at the end of my tunnel,

And all little cuts on my ropes.
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The Colourful Sky
 

Rajasvi Raina
B.Sc. (H) Food Technology

First Year
 

If only I could paint the skies,

With the oranges from my prayers,

With the candles in my heart,

And the very end of my despair. 

 

If only I could paint the skies,

With the reds from my scars,

With the blood that has now stopped dripping,

And the nights that showed me the stars.

 

Then I would paint the skies,

And I would paint them all,

With the pain before my joy,

And the flight after my fall.

 

With the light that ended the dark,

And the warmth that thawed the ice,

That's what I would paint with,

If I could paint the skies.
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Terrified of what I have buried under,
A fading memory of unknown hands’ vice,
A crystal-clear image of my grandfather,

And a shame that I have forgotten his voice.
 

Thrilled at the sight of a photograph,
Reminding me of the time I’ve lost,

I keep staring at the hourglass,
To strangers’ hands and to strangers’ hearts;

Getting away with bloody murder,
But being punished for a crime I never did commit.

 
The distant sound of a phone ringing brought me back to you,

The swinging fan over my head cooled my iron hot ears,
Grains of sand and pieces of broken glass, 

Hidden in pockets of sticky skin, tripping on air,
and laying on my stomach I felt terribly in control,

Yet utterly, utterly powerless.
I left behind a part of me in each house,

Now I have nothing to build my home with.
 

Always wanting more, my shallow heart bleeding,
Please, please, I beg you,

Don’t leave your secrets with me,
They haunt me, terrify me.

The terrible things townsmen have done,
I want nothing, absolutely nothing, to do with this town.

Oh, they named a tree after me,
When I said they couldn’t drown me.

 
Always remember, I’ll return,

I’ll find my way back to this graveyard of wise men and knighted soldiers,
They’ll turn me into a folktale, a nightmare, a town legacy,

They’ll tell their children to stay away from the river of truth,
To look for me under their beds,

As if I’m the one rotting away for my tasteless sins,
When all this time has passed,

And I still haven’t gotten revenge on the monsters under my bed. 
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Monsters Under My Bed
 

Anshika Sharma
B.A. (H) Psychology
First Year
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I’ve ran through this tiny hall countless times,
Suppressed my urge to doodle on the walls,
Fallen asleep on the table buried in a good book,
Sang my heart out in the tiny room,
And danced my way through the night.

Seems pointless to tell a stranger about the things I enjoy,
But I can’t leave this place without telling you,
Throw it away if you find it boring, or maybe even,
Pass it on to the new tenant you plan to exploit.

You’ll never know what it’s like,
To stay awake at night and
Worry about having a roof over your head,
To watch your mother transform overnight,
To witness the death of a butterfly,
To chase after the moon, 
Begging for it to let the sun come alive.

The taps in your bathroom are unfed,
The drywall is chipping into flakes,
The wallpaper is stained, and
I broke the glass figurine you bought,
I threw the chalkboard away,
And the burly men tore down the front wall. 
Maybe you do know what it’s like.

Anshika Sharma
B.A. (H) Psychology

First Year
 

I didn’t wait for the August sun,
I didn’t stay awake till the early morning,

Gathering bits of my courage, 
Fearlessness and foolish hope,

I fed those thirsty taps,
I patched the torn tapestries,

Painted over the tea stains,
And glued the house back together.

 
I didn’t wait for the September moon,

I didn’t stay awake till dark,
Packed my meager belongings and, 

Ran away from this wicked place.
I put the pieces of the puzzle together,

Took away the dirty scraps to build my own roof,
And then watered all my seeds for a new beginning.

 
Now, I’m undefeatable and undeniably strong,

I have outgrown those nasty scars,
I’ve overlooked your condescending stare,

And I’ve become whole once again,
I stay up for the August sun now,

Drink the potion of immortality with the September moon,
Brush off the worries as they’re dust,

And I cherish singing to my butterflies again.
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The August Sun 
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T h e  s k y  d o n n e d  h e r  e v e n i n g  a t t i r e ,  

T h e  s u n  d i p p e d  o u t  o f  s i g h t ,  

P e r h a p s ,  a f r a i d  o f  t h e  s k y ' s  f i r e ,  

O r  t h e  t w i n k l i n g  s t a r s '  m i g h t .  

T h e  b l u e  w a t e r s  t u r n e d  d a r k ,  

T h e  w a v e s ,  a  g e n t l e  s l o s h ,  

T h e i r  t e n d e r  t w i n k l e  s t a r k ,  

A g a i n s t  t h e  s a n d s ,  t h e y  w a s h e d .  

T h e  o r a n g e  s k y  f a d e d  a w a y ,  

G i v i n g  w a y  t o  a l l  t h e  b l u e ,  

T h e  s i l h o u e t t e  o f  t h e  d i s t a n t  c a y ,  

D i s a p p e a r e d  w i t h o u t  a  c l u e .  

T h e  t i d e s  s o a r e d  h i g h ,  

T h e  m o o n  o n  t h e  r e i n ,  

H e r  s p a r k l i n g  w h i t e  s i g h ,  

H i d i n g  h e r  a n c i e n t  p a i n .  

T h e  s u n  w a s  g o n e  f o r  t h e  n i g h t ,  

T h e  c l o u d s  m o u r n e d  i n  g r e y ,  

L i t  b y  t h e  s u n ' s  l a s t  l i g h t ,  

B e n e a t h  t h e  s k y ,  t h e y  l a y .  

T h e  s u n  w i l l  b e  b a c k  a t  d a w n ,  

T h e  s k y ,  b l u e  o n c e  m o r e ,  

T h e  w e e p i n g  m o o n  i s  g o n e ,  

B l u e  t i d e s  a g a i n s t  t h e  s h o r e .
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Ocean
 

Rajasvi Raina
B.Sc. (H) Food Technology

First Year
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The moon knows her secrets,
And sun her responsibilities.

The night knows her weaknesses,
And the morning her strengths.

The stars have known her dreams,
And the sunrays her struggles.

She fights with the world in the morning,
And with its demons at night!

 
She is brave, mighty, and courageous,

Full of confidence, and oh so gorgeous.
Maybe not to your eyes,

But it's the heart where her beauty lies!
You could never see how pretty she is,

And never know how righteous she stays.
’Cause, it’s your heart that holds grudges,

And your mind is your heart's slave.
You won't hear the sound of her truths,
Neither the innocence of her laughter,

‘Cause, it’s the fault of your adulterated soul, 
And not hers, oh master!
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She, In a Man’s World!

Agrani Kulshreshtha
B.Sc. (H)  Food Technology
Second Year

A poem about the struggles she faces, yet how determined 
she remains for her growth in this male-dominated world!

Unweave 
Have you ever looked at the curved lines on your palm?
They all say, ‘These lines envisage your future'.
Unceasingly, intently entailing on how they curve, 
In and out, in and out of your palms.
What if you had the power to change them?
If only the lines diverged in a different direction?
If a small change could turn your life upside-down?
The dreams you chased away,
The art piece you left, unfinished, 
The music notes left suspended in the air,
Why let the fates decide the path of your life?
Instead, influence the fates of your life.
Don't let the currents dishevel your voyage,
Pull the mast and anchor your courage.
The waters are violent, and you’re afraid,
Yet you must take charge! Conquer your trepidations,
The sapphire blue sea is a treasured map,
Waiting to be unraveled by a wanderer!

Deepal Varshney
B.Sc. (H) Biomedical Science

Third Year
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I n t o  t h e  c o s m i c  m i r r o r ,  

U n a w a r e  o f  a n y o n e ,  

L o o k i n g  u p  t o  t h e  s k y ,  

W a i t i n g  f o r  s o m e o n e .

E v e r y  d a y ' s  a  l i t t l e  h a r d e r  a s  I  g r o w ,

B u t  t h e r e ' s  a  p a r t  o f  m e  t h a t  w i s h e s  t o  g o ,

G o  i n t o  m y  b e a u t i f u l  p a r a l l e l  w o r l d ,

W h e r e  I  m a i n t a i n  m y  i n n e r  p e a c e ,

A  p a r a l l e l  h o m e ,  a  p a r a l l e l  d r e a m .  

I  w i s h  i t  a l l ,  a l l  f o r  m e .  

S o ,  w h e n e v e r  I  s i t  i n  t h e  l a p  o f  t h e  s t a r ,

I  d o n ' t  d r o w n  i n  t h e  m a z e  o f  t h e  d a r k .  

I n t o  t h e  m u l t i v e r s e ,

R e a c h i n g  i n t o  t h e  h o r i z o n ,

A  w a r m ,  f u z z y  f e e l i n g ,

T h a t  t h i s  w o r l d  w i l l  n e v e r  k n o w .

T o  f i t  i n  h e r e ,  y o u  h a v e  t o  f a l l  o u t ,

T o  s p e a k  h e r e ,  y o u  h a v e  t o  s h u t  y o u r  m o u t h .

S o  d o n ’ t  l e t  m e  g r o w ,  d o n ’ t  l e t  m e  s h i n e ,  

’ C a u s e  s i l e n c e s  k n o w  t h a t  I  c r i e d ,

A n d  p a t i e n c e  k n o w s  t h a t  I  t r i e d .  

E v e n  i f  I  t e l l  t h e  t r u t h ,  i t  w i l l  a l l  r e t u r n  i n  s c a r s ,

W h y  d i d  I  c l i m b  a n d  f a l l  s o  f a r ?

I n s t e a d ,  I  w a n n a  e n t e r  m y  o w n  p a r a l l e l  w o r l d ,  

W h e r e  I  c a n  s p r e a d  m y  w i n g s ,  

A  p a r a l l e l  h o m e ,  a  p a r a l l e l  d r e a m .

I  w i s h  i t  a l l ,  a l l  f o r  m e ,

S o  w h e n e v e r  I ’ m  l o s t  e n d l e s s l y ,

I  w i l l  f i n d  y o u  r i g h t  b e s i d e  m e .
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Entangled

Deepansha Datla
B.Sc. (H) Physics

First Year
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I am the seashell you were implanted in, 
I am the fertile red soil that nurtured you, 

I am the tree that furnished you with the shade of green.
You sucked at my roots, 

And you also bore its fruits. 
Oh darling, I am your mother, 

You were born out of me. 
 

I am the rose, you fell in love with, 
The musky fragrance you were immersed in. 

I gave you unfathomable pleasure, 
The pleasure from opening coral red buds,

To find the deep salmon pink inside. 
 

I am the bitterly cold winds, 
Sending chills down your spine. 

I am the refreshing droplets of rain on your skin. 
Oh dearest, I am your wife, 

The rose that got thorns, mitigating the effect of thy crimes. 
 

I am the pure white petals of a Daffodil, 
Don’t mistake me for fragile, 

I bloom resiliently in the sun, and even in the shade 
Oh dearest, I am your daughter, 

I bring brightness, joy, and a new beginning to life.
 

I, well, I am all three, 
And so much more.

I am the beauty of the moon and I am the green of the forest, 
I am the hope in twinkling stars and I am the limit to the sky, 

I am the ultimate depth of the ocean. 
 

Oh darling, I am a woman! 
I am wild and fierce as nature,

When I thrive, you thrive,
When I waver, you waver too,

I don’t need you, but you do need me. 
 

Oh darling, I am nature, 
And I shall forever persist.  
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Untamed
 

Riya Kala
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Second Year
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Tr ipping past  the days ,  

L iv ing in  a b lur ry  haze.  

With our  thoughts  a giant  mess ,  

F loat ing through l i fe ,  cordless .  

T ry ,  t ry ,  fa i l ,  repeat ,  

We' re b l ind to the demons we were sent  to beat.  

Our feet  are painted red,  

With the shattered remains of  the dreams,  we have shed.  

Sadness haunts  our  d ismal  eyes ,  

We plod aimless ly ,  as  the t ime f l ies .  

Th is  could have been different ,  you see,  

I f  on ly  we had someone to accompany.

 

Our breaths come out  in  st rangled s ighs ,  

L ike the last  cry  of  a god as he dies.  

Shackled to the plane of  misery ,  

Eyes searching for  an ounce of  chival ry .  

How cruel  i s  the creator  who cursed us with dreams,  

Whi le the wor ld around echoes with innocent screams.  
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Heroes

Rajasvi Raina
B.Sc. (H) Food Technology 
First Year

How cruel  i s  the sky  that  tempts us  to f ly !  

How cruel  i s  the sea with i ts  t ides so h igh!  

How cruel  are the deep t renches of  the ocean,  

The void with in them that tempts men,  

The darkness of  the n ight 's  sky ,  that  darkens with in ,  

The hel l ’ s  serpent with the apple,  tempt ing us to s in .  

 

When al l  the l ight  of  the day couldn ' t  chase the darkness away,

When al l  the ears  in  the land couldn ' t  hear what we say,

Then what is  there to do but  lament upon the lost  souls ,

Cry and scream and crawl  back into our  dark  holes?

What is  there to te l l  but  the stor ies  of  our  pain ,

Of the monsters  and ghouls  and the heroes that  were s la in?

 



STUDENTS' CORNER 

I f  th is  wor ld was modeled on the l ikes of ‘Divergent ’ ,  the post-apocalypt ic

dystopian novel ,  I  would never have qual i f ied for 'Daunt less ' ,  the fear less

fact ion.  My fears are quite wide and var ied. For one,  I  would say that I  fear the

whole Arthropoda phylum. That 's  about a mi l l ion species I  would never real ly  l ike

to meet.  However,  i t ’s  funny how it  is  not the one mi l l ion tangible things,  but the

one intangible thing that tru ly  petr i f ies me- I  fear never being chosen. 

To be in a room ful l  of  people and to know that you are never someone's f i rst

choice- i t ' s  terr i fy ing. I  do not jump out of my sk in at the thought.  I t ' s  more

subt le,  a constant companion,  dogging my steps whether I  am frol ick ing with

fr iends,  or  even working with col leagues.  I  wonder when i t  started,  was i t  when

one of my fr iends always left  me behind whi le they were on the way to catch up

with another? Or was i t  because in a group of people,  my words were never

heard unt i l  the very end. Maybe i t  started when I  left  a room and real ized that

nobody real ly  quest ioned my absence. But no matter  is  what I  often f ind myself

thinking,  almost as i f  I  am consol ing myself .  No matter ,  i t ' s  almost a fr iend by

now ,  I  f ind myself  saying. I t  def ines me in the way I  carry myself ;  a kaleidoscope

of oxymorons.  Loud but quiet ,  determined but uncertain,  wishing to be known

but oh,  so damn scared of i t .  

I  l ive in a bubble to protect myself .  I t ' s  easier .  I t  does help too. Armed with the

knowledge that I  am not the one that people wi l l  choose,  I  can be k ind with no

str ings attached. I t  helps me l ive in the present.  Every meal exchanged, every

k iss exchanged and every smi le directed at me at the moment is  mine. Do not be

mistaken,  I  am st i l l  happy.  So what i f  I  l ive with a s i lence that is  not s i lent.  Who

cares?
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My Deepest Fear 
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"Ahem ahem", Steve heard, he turned to find Sir
William standing in the shadows of the alleyway.
Steve immediately straightened in attention. "Sir!"
he greeted, wagging his tail. 

"Shhh, keep your volume down. We don't want the
other gang to hear you," Sir William admonished
him. "It's time for the meeting. Follow me." 

The senior dog turned to walk further into the
alleyway, with the pup following excitedly. They
were headed to the abandoned parking lot that
the gang had chosen to be their base, to meet and
to discuss. Lately, it was being used more to
investigate and report. 

"What's the report?" Sir William asked the black
ragged bitch who greeted them at the entrance. 

"Nothing new. Chelsea and her girls spent the
whole day waiting in the park, nobody showed up.
Not even children." the black bitch, who didn't
quite have a name, replied. 

"Not even children?" Steve asked, "but it's almost
summer! It's time for them to be out and about!" 

Sir William growled in frustration. The trio reached
the meeting area and took their places, making
the total count of dogs present up to seventeen.
The topic of investigation, same as it had been for
days, where are the humans? 

"It's just like Tommy said!" Steve announced. 

"Tommy? Sounds like the kind of stupid name only
an owned dog would have." said a young brown
pup, Hailey. 
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The Case Of The Missing Humans
"He is an owned dog," Chelsea said. "He lives near
the river." Turning to address Tommy with a certain
disgust, she asked, "You're friends with an owned
dog?" 

"He's a nice dog! He's so strong and golden and I
wanna be like him when I grow up!" Steve said.
The other dogs groaned and grimaced in response. 

"We're strays, Steve. Far superior to those weak-
muscled dogs with their stupid childish names and
their disgusting collars," Sir William told him.
"However, they are the only ones who can tell us
why the streets and parks are abandoned. They
can help us understand what's wrong." 

"Tommy told me that his owners were feeding him
human food suddenly," Steve reported. 

"What other kind of food is there?" Chelsea asked. 

"He said they had run out of ‘cans’ but still weren't
leaving the house to get more." 

"Cans? Is that some kind of food?" the ragged
black bitch asked. 

"No, I don’t think so. It sounds like some sort of a
toy." Sir William said. 

"He also said that they were spending more time
with him and that they also kept watching
something called the 'news'," Steve added. 
"The what?" someone said. 

"Oh that's definitely food!" someone else chirped
up. 

"No, why would they watch food?" Chelsea said.
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"Hmm", Sir William said. "Interesting report, Steve.
Though I'm not sure if it answered our questions or
gave us more to think about."
 
"He said they're afraid," Steve said quietly. 

A hush fell over the gathering. The strays looked at
each other, unsure how to react. 

"Afraid?" Hailey asked. 

"No, Steve. Don’t be absurd. Why would they be
afraid?" Sir William said. "There's been no new
squirrel activity, and even the garbage trucks have
decreased their visits. There's nothing to be afraid
of, at least as far as I know. Theresa, did you find
any threats on your patrols?" 

"No, sir," Theresa answered. "Everything is as
normal and abandoned as it has been for days.
Found a human or two walking around and tried to
follow them but they hardly looked my way. And
their mouths were covered." 

"Their mouths were covered? Like, muzzled? So
that they can't speak?" the ragged black bitch
asked. 

"I don't know." 

"So they're afraid of something and their mouths
are covered?" Chelsea asked. 

Suddenly, Steve gasped, "I know what this is!" 

"Enlighten us then, kid." Sir William said. 

"Tommy told me about this a long time ago! I didn't
believe him then, but now I know this must be it. It's
the Vet!" 

"Who's wet?" someone asked. 

"No, the ‘Vet'. Tommy told me that once in a 

while his owners take him to this scary monster
with a long white cloak and plastic hands! And the
Vet has these painful stings and sometimes he
feeds Tommy food that doesn't taste good!" A
good chunk of the gathered canines gasped in
horror. 

"That's not even all of it!", Steve added,
encouraged by the reaction, "The monster even
muzzles his snout so he can't even bark!" A bigger
gasp was heard this time. 

"So you're saying that the Vet has covered the
humans' mouths so they can't speak and they're not
coming out of their houses because they're afraid
of this monster?" Chelsea asked. 

"Has the… has the Vet t..taken over the city?" a
small pup asked, terrified. 

The rustling of the leaves and the gentle silence of
the empty streets turned eerie to the scared dogs
as they let the terrible thought sink in. 

“We should run away and save ourselves," Hailey
said. Several dogs murmured in agreement. "We
should run away and find some other place. I'm
sick of the empty streets anyway." 

"We could go where Sir Thomas' gang lives. They're
always welcoming." someone said.

"I'm afraid of the vet's stings. We should leave as
soon as possible." someone else added. 

It was then that Sir William growled loudly,
silencing the discussion. "We're not leaving!" he
barked, "What are we? Some scared little pups
who run away at the first sight of danger? How
would we be any better than the owned dogs if we
showed such cowardice?"
  
The dogs whimpered back to their leader, lowering
their heads in shame. "We will stay! And 



STUDENTS' CORNER 

Inkflash |     26
I S SUE : 2020 - 2 1

 

we will fight!" Sir William said, "Because we are
not cowards!" The dogs looked at their leader. 

"I'm with you," Steve announced. 

"Me too," Chelsea joined. 

You know I'm in," said the black bitch. 

And soon a cheer went up from the gathering.
"We're with you, too," they said. "We'll fight!" they
said. "We're not afraid," they said. And so it was
decided. 

"You", Sir William said to the black bitch, "take
Theresa and the others and search the west side
of the river. Look everywhere, especially in the dark
places that look like they could be an evil lair for
the Vet.” 

“Aye, aye captain!” said the black bitch. 

“And Chelsea, you and Steve search the east side
and take others with you.” 

“Got it!” said Steve. 

“You and you,” Sir William said, pointing at the
smallest pups in the gang, “you're in charge of the
communication. Stay with your group and as soon
as you see anything run to me as fast as you can.
I'll be at the bridge.” The two pups yapped
excitedly in response. And the gang parted ways.

Steve and Chelsea gathered a team and their
assigned communication pupper and headed east,
a little apprehensive but determined. 

It only took about an hour or so to make Steve
wonder whether they were wasting their time,
because, as far as he could see, the streets were
just like they had been. They did spot a person or
two but they didn't have any white cloak or plastic
hands or even any stings, and they looked like they
were in a rush, probably because they wanted to 

get in their houses before the Vet caught them.
Maybe the Vet is too smart to be caught by a
bunch of dogs, Steve thought. 

“Oh my God, Steve!” Chelsea exclaimed. Steve
turned to find her looking at a building. 

“What is it?” he asked, but his words caught in his
throat. “Run,” he whispered to their communication
puppy because the creature that stood in the
building couldn't possibly be anyone other than the
Vet. 

“He has the white cloak and the plastic hands and
the sting. That's him,” Chelsea whispered. “We
should wait until Sir William arrives with the others.” 

But Steve wasn't listening. This is my chance to
save everyone, he thought. His ears twitched in
anticipation and he held his tail high. Running at
full speed he slammed himself at the monster,
determined to take him down. But much to his
surprise, some invisible force stopped him and he
fell down hard, hurting his back, while the monster
kept standing, unfazed. 

“Steve! What did you do?” Chelsea screamed. 

 “There's a force-field in front of him. I couldn't get
through!” Steve told her. The monster looked down
at them through the force-field, his eyes menacing
and his metallic sting shining. 

 “That's it, monster,” Chelsea screamed at him,
“You've had enough fun. Let the humans go!” 

Steve thought Chelsea sounded pretty impressive
but the Vet seemed uninterested in them. 

“Alright!” Chelsea screamed again, “That was the
last warning! Now face my wrath!” 

Chelsea lowered her head and ran full speed at
the force-field. Steve thought it'd do nothing but
her strength was enough to knock the Vet back. 



Elated, Steve cheered her on, but the Vet,
probably enraged, was coming back to hurt her
and Steve had to think fast. 

-------- 

20-year-old John, bored and with nothing else to
do, had been recording the dogs outside his
window who had been barking at the opposite
building for the last 5 minutes. 

“What are you doing?” his roommate asked. 

“These dogs are attacking the mannequin in that
clothing store and I'm recording them.” 

“What mannequin?” 

“The one wearing a white overcoat and a ski pole
in its hand. They keep hurling themselves at the
window it’s behind.” 

“I guess the dogs are as bored as us.” his
roommate said, turning on the TV. 

John looked on. The little female dog had just
hurled herself at the window, rocking the
mannequin back with the force. But the mannequin
rocked back at her and, to John's surprise, the
other dog threw himself in front of her perhaps
trying to protect her from the harmless mannequin. 

“Fascinating,” John murmured. 

The other dog threw himself at the window one
last time as several other dogs appeared on the
street, and succeeded in knocking the already
unstable mannequin down. John couldn't help but
cheer for the dog's efforts. 

“They knocked it down!” John told his roommate. 

“Oh thank the Gods! Finally!” his roommate said.
John turned to find the news reporting that the 
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nationwide lockdown had just been lifted as the
covid-19 cases went down. “It's as if they were
waiting for these random dogs to knock down a
mannequin.” he laughed. 
John looked back at the dogs, barking excitedly
at each other and licking the dog who knocked
the mannequin down, congratulating him he
guessed. Their excitement only
grew when they saw people starting to leave
their homes. Their tails a blur and their feet
dancing happily. 

“Fascinating” John murmured as he, too, started
to head out after days in isolation. 
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F r o m  f i g h t i n g  t h e  d e m o n s  i n s i d e ,
T o  t h e  m o n s t e r s  l u r k i n g  o u t s i d e .  
F r o m  g r a b b i n g  e v e r y  o p p o r t u n i t y  c o m i n g  o u r  w a y ,
T o  l e t t i n g  o u r  l i g h t s  s h i n e  e v e r y  d a y .
N o  m a t t e r  w h a t  t h e  w o r l d  s a y s ,
P o k i n g  t h e i r  n o s e s ,  s p e a k i n g  n o n s e n s e ,
A b o u t  w a i t i n g  f o r  t h e  p r i n c e ,  
A s  i f  w e  e v e r  w e r e  s o  f r a i l .
W e  d o  n o t  w a n t  t o  b e  p r i n c e s s e s ,
W a i t i n g  f o r  t h e  p r i n c e s ,
W e  a r e  t h e  q u e e n s ,
O u r  h e a d s  c a r r y i n g  i n v i s i b l e  c r o w n s .
W e  a r e  t h e  p o w e r ,
W e  a r e  t h e  s t r e n g t h ,  
W i t h  o r  w i t h o u t  s o m e o n e ’ s  h a n d  
W e  c a n  a n d  w i l l  t a k e  o u r  s t a n d s .
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We Are The Power, We Are The Strength 

Manjari Pathak
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First Year
 

SERENDIPITY
Just l ike Seven Wonders of the World,
The stars of the Saptrishi,
Wonderful are all the women.
Unbelievable, right?
But so is everything that is amazing.

The yin to the yang of the universe,
The queen to the king,
And the sword to the shields,
And smile to the faces,
They're all women.

In the souls of the universe,
In the language of the worlds,
In career, in those jobs,
In sports and in the gods,
In decisions, opinions, and the talks,
Lies the place of the women.

Apparently, the world needs to be taught,
To respect women.

Every woman’s real self is buried deep inside,
Makes the heads of entire humanity turn,

Just l ike the stars make us turn towards the sky.
 

The awe,
The amazement,

The growth, 
The talent,

This is what the presence of a woman is.
 
 

Deepansha Datla
B.Sc. (H) Physics

First Year
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Three ravens were perched on a garbage
can,  eat ing long-forgotten pieces of
trash.  The bust l ing s i lence of the highway
had lost  i ts  charm after  the f i rst  month or
so.  I  made my way into the abandoned
bodega hoping to f ind something edible.
Ignor ing the massive army of rats  that
scurr ied away from the door ,  I  went in
and stared at the counter .

Empty.

The bodega, the Starbucks behind i t ,  the
café which used to have the best  donuts ,
the l i t t le bar where I  had f i rst  met my
wife,  the park where I  loved to jog,  a l l  in
a different l i fe.  Empty.  Empty.  Empty.  Al l
of  i t .

That is  the word that pops into my mind
the most these days.  I  go out and
everything is  empty.  I  look ins ide me and
it ' s  empty st i l l .

I  had thought I  would be f ine.  I  thought I
could l ive alone,  what was there to lose?
I  had lost  everyone I  loved al ready,  what
did I  need the rest  of  humanity  for? 

Now the window panes of the stores and
the benches in the parks haunt me,  mock
me, laugh at my naïvety.  Empty.

Nature is  having the t ime of her l i fe ,  for
sure.  The ivy  that was kept in check by my
old neighbors has now crept ins ide their
window, having fun growing into places i t
had once been
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The Last of Humanity
 

forbidden from. I  can' t  walk across two
blocks without being stopped and fr isked
by a hoard of handsy raccoons.  I  s topped
leaving my apartment three months back,
except to get food,  which is  scarce now.

I  wish I  could regale you with excit ing
tales of  the days when th is  emptiness
had just  begun,  but I 'm afraid everything
feels  l ike i t  was f rom a different l i fe ,  a
different t ime. There 's  a mist  where my
memories res ided and I 'm left  with
nothing but th is  deafening s i lence and
these streets that refuse to let  anyone
pass through them. I t  feels  as i f  I  have
stared at i t  for  centur ies now.

I  wish I  could te l l  you that i t ' s  the power
cut and the scarcity  of  c lean water and
good food that 's  bother ing me,  but I  th ink
I 've forgotten where the switches are and
the food on my plate has been spoi l ing
for  days.  But the innocent st reet mocks
me. The evi l  chatter ing of bi rds ,  as they
f ly  by in groups,  sn ickers at  me,  talks
about my pain,  and laughs at my
lonel iness.  

That reminds me of Tucker ,  a c lassmate I
had back in 3rd grade,  who was once
asked what he would do i f  he was the
last  person on Earth and,  without miss ing
a beat,  repl ied that he would catch a
bird to eat i t  raw because he always
wondered what they tasted l ike.  I  never
talked to h im again because of how
disgusted I  was.

I 'd do anything to see Tucker again.
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I 'd  do anything to s i t  with st rangers in a
bus and look out at  the spr int ing t rees
whi le a baby cr ied in her mother 's  lap
and a man l is tened to music out loud
from his  phone with no regard for  others.
I 'd do anything to smi le at  the sweet gi r l
that l ived near the park whom I  never got
the t ime to talk  to.  I 'd  do anything to just
walk outs ide again and be away from this
emptiness ,  to walk into the road and hear
f i f teen cars honk at me whi le their
dr ivers  curse me out for  exist ing.  

But when I  walk into the road no one
screams at me and no one stops me to
pol i te ly  ask for  di rect ions and no one
knocks on my door to sel l  me something
and no one steals  f lowers f rom my plants
to shy ly  present them to their  lovers .

And when I  walk into my house empty

handed,  no one comes to ask me how my
day was.  No one cal ls  me to make plans
to meet up at the bar.  

And when I  laugh at the absurdity  of  i t
a l l ,  no one laughs with me.

The bi rds are chatter ing again,  " look at
that sad gir l , "  they say,  "what is  she
doing in an empty wor ld?" 

But the wor ld is  not empty,  no.  Not yet .
I 'm st i l l  here.  In  a never-ending expanse
of darkness ,  there is  st i l l  a f l icker ing
candle,  but the wax is  a l l  melted and the
winds are strong.  How long wi l l  the
candle stay l i t? The street under my
window looks so welcoming today and I
long to f ly  as the bi rds do.  Then the
wor ld would be,  at  last ,  empty.



STUDENTS' CORNER 

बचपन क� वो सद�

Inkflash |     31
I S SUE : 2020 - 2 1

मँूगफली तो हम एक ज़माने म� खाया करते थे, 
सद� का असली आनंद तो हम बचपन म� उठाया करते थे ।

 
उस गाजर के हलवे क� कुछ अलग ही बात थी, 
�य��क उसम� दाद� के हाथ क� �मठास थी।

 
अंगीठ� लगा कर घंट� बरामदे म� बैठना तो एक बहाना था, 
अस�लयत म� तो हमे �कताब� को खुद से �र भगाना था।

 
सरस� का साग पूरे मोह�ले को अपनी ओर ले आता था, 

म�के क� रोट� के साथ वो �फर एक-एक कर सबके घर प�ँच जाता था ।
 

नानी के घर छु��याँ मनाने जाया करते थे,
 �फर रात-रात भर खूब बात� बनाया करते थे ।

 
बस सुबह कोई ज�द� न उठाए, 

तब तो हमारी रात� ने भी खूब कोमल सपने सजाए।
 

उन बचपन क� स�द�य� क� बात ही �नराली थी, 
सभी के गाल� पर छायी एक खूबसूरत सी लाली थी।

 

अिनशा अ
�बंध अ��ययन �ातक िवभाग
��थम वष�



2020
हज़ार� को �ख देकर तूने �फर भी हमे ब�त कुछ

�सखाया है 

ऐ 2020 तूने �कृ�त के साथ खेलने वाल� को कस के

चमाट लगाया है।

शु�आत ही तेरी भाई-भाई म� लड़ाई से �ई थी, दंग� के

बाद �फर कोरोना ने भी अपनी ध�स जमाई थी।

ता�लयाँ बजा कर कमज़ोर बनाया था उसको, �फर भी

ना भागा वो तो द�य� से भी डराया था उसको।

लोग �फर भी बाज़ ना आए तो सरकार ने बाहर �नकलने

पर ताले लगाए|

मोबाइल तो जैसे ब�ो का जीवन सा बन गया, हार कर

पेपर� ने भी कहा �क भाई अब तो म� भी थक गया।

�वमान �घ�टना ने सबको �हला कर रख �दया, गभ�वती

ह�थनी क� मृ�यु ने भी आँख� को नम सा कर �दया।

�फर  खबर� अनहोनी क� आई, भूकंप ने भी

ब�त� क� ��नया �हलाई।

कह� आग तो कह� पानी ने तबाही मचाई,

अ�ान क� वजह से भी ब�त� ने अपनी साँस�

गवाई।

अंत तक भी 2020 ने शां�त को ना अपनाया,

जाते जाते भी उसने �कसानो को खून के आँसू 

 �लाया।

�योहार� को �फर भी हमने खूब उ�साह से

मनाया, खु�शय� को �योता देने का एक नया

तरीका अपनाया।

आशा है �क ऐसे �ख �फर से ना सहने पड़�,

2020 जैसे �दन �फर से ना देखने पड़�।
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INKLINGS RECOMMENDS

“Letters are just pieces of paper, Burn them, and what stays in your heart will stay;

keep them, and what vanishes will vanish.”

‘Norwegian Wood’ is a novel by Haruki Murakami, and covers some catching topics like the

process of becoming an adult, self-awareness, discovering who you really are, and has a

love story at the base. It has beautiful descriptions of nature, innocent, naive romance as

well as heart-wrenching tragedy, all intertwining beautifully throughout the novel.

It is a love story that deals with issues of adolescents growing up in a world and looking for

their identity. Norwegian Wood is set in the 1960s, and early 1970s, in Japan. The

protagonist of the novel is Toru Watanabe, a normal, strong, introverted college student

who is a prey to the society as well as himself. He is looking for a way to deal with his best

friend, Kizuki’s death. He moves to Tokyo to attend University, and it is there that he meets

Nakao. Later he goes on to meet Midori, his second romantic interest in the story. Though

this book showcases a love triangle, it also has its own nostalgic blights and miseries

hidden beneath the romantic sub-plots. Each character has lost something in their journey

through the chapters. In its purest form, it is a story of people who struggle at the

crossroads of life, and sometimes even have to choose between life and death.

The book carries a strong set of characters, the author’s narration, and a well-detailed

plot. The characters are portrayed as broken pieces of a puzzle, each having access to a

piece of it. The detailing of every character and each constituent of the plot has been so

beautifully described that the reader feels the emotions and ordeals of the characters.

Murakami has a way of writing such that the thin line between reality and fiction starts to

dissolve, leaving us in a state of deep analyses and introspection.

By Akriti Rani

B.Sc. (H) Statistics

First Year
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Norwegian Wood
A Novel by Haruki Murakami



‘Wings of Fire’ is a chronicle by Avul Pakir Jainulabdeen Abdul Kalam, better known to the masses as

Dr. A.P.J. Abdul Kalam, an autobiographical account of his journey, from his childhood to becoming

the ‘Missile Man of India’. The book shares his inspiring journey, and talks about the ups and downs

of life, with various lessons that are worth noting. 

One such anecdote was about Dr. Kalam meeting Swami Sivananda in Rishikesh after he had failed

to clear the exam for the Indian Air Force. He was disheartened, and that is when Sivananda’s

words anchored him, "Accept your destiny and go ahead with your life. You are not destined to

become an Air Force pilot. What you are destined to become is not revealed now but it is

predetermined. Forget this failure, as it was essential to lead you to your destined path". The book

covers his life before he became the President of India, his schooling and formative years, the

development of his interest in space and research as well as his biggest influences in life. 

The book is divided into four major sections. The first segment relates to the early life of Abdul

Kalam. The next segment is related to Kalam’s further education and work experience and his

involvement with projects of military defense and space, primarily the slv3. The third segment of the

book talks of the years 1980-’91, when Kalam was pulled from ISRO and was posted to the military

defense lab. The last segment is about the later years when Kalam was bestowed upon with a series

of awards, and also talks in detail about his thoughts and visions for a proud India. The book very

gracefully tells the story of Kalam's rise from a humble, lower-middle-class family and his narrative

of India’s efforts in space technology. The book not only gives us insight into the successes of Dr.

Kalam but also talks about his failures and how to deal with failure in general. 

By Angelika Bardhan

B.Sc. (H) Physics

First Year

INKLINGS RECOMMENDS

"We are all born with a divine fire in us. Our efforts should be to give

wings to this fire and fill the world with the glow of its goodness"
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Wings Of Fire  
An Autobiography by Dr. A.P.J. Abdul Kalam



‘The Vegetarian’ is a literary fiction novel by Han Kang and was the winner of the 2016 Man Booker

Prize. The book was originally written in Korean and was later translated into English by Deborah

Smith. The plot revolves around the story of a woman named Yeong-Hye whose decision to turn

vegetarian creates an intense drift in her personal life. The protagonist stops eating meat all of a

sudden after experiencing some disturbing dreams which spark several conflicts within her family

and later leads to a series of heartbreaking and bone-chilling events.

The novel is divided into three parts, written from the perspectives of the protagonist’s husband and

brother-in-law in first person narrative, while the last part is in third person, with a focus on her

sister. The narration from the perspective of the two men had very cold, controlling undertones,

whereas the narration from the sister’s perspective had a touch of warmth, compassion, and

courage. The plot also deals with the existence of a harsh patriarchal society and shows how many

women are objectified in the cruelest and gruesome ways. The content of the book is pretty intense

and a little disturbing which definitely takes a bit more time to digest at first. But slowly the

message behind the story becomes clear and does not fail to impart a rather lasting impression. 

**Many events, including incidents of violence, are very graphic and may be triggering to some

readers. TW for gore, violence, eating disorder, and body dysmorphia.

             

By Pankhi Mili 

B.Sc. (H)  Biomedical Science 

First Year 

INKLINGS RECOMMENDS

“Time was a wave, almost cruel in its relentlessness as it whisked her life downstream, a life

she had to constantly strain to keep from breaking apart.” 
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The Vegetarian
A Novel by Han Kang



‘A Man Called Ove’ traces the story of a 59-year-old Swedish man, who had recently lost his

beloved wife and walks us through the different stages of his grief and depression. He is the

quintessential grumpy old man living next door who refuses to even acknowledge the presence of

his new friendly neighbors. He religiously follows a set of normative beliefs about how one should

present themselves and isn’t afraid to impose his outdated opinions on others. His preference for

routine and structure in his daily life is evident when he declares that people who can’t park

properly or drive any other car besides a ‘Saab’ are idiots. 

Ove’s journey through one of the toughest and difficult phases of his life is expressed through a

casual mix of tragic notes and comedy. It is a rediscovery of love, loss, and unusual friendships. Ove

is unlike other protagonists in novels who like to take risks and are quite adventurous. He is a

passive, evaluative, and organized individual in a world full of people who march to the beat of

their own drums. This family of five is rather a comedic relief in Ove’s gloomy life. 

Fredrik Backman intelligently explores the crucial and sensitive themes of death, unconditional

admiration for someone, family, unexpected friendships, and depression. He is a master at story-

telling and portraying one of the sullenest men in history as a gentle, kind, and lonely old soul. The

novel is written in the third person, which naturally evokes a feeling of deep sympathy for the

protagonist, Ove, as he tries several different ways to end his life. Backman’s distinct way of writing

transforms this otherwise heart-wrenching story into a lively, heart-warming, and relentlessly funny

enigma. A Man Called Ove will leave you thinking about your perspective towards life and make you

question the amount of quality time one spends with their loved ones. This book will successfully put

a smile on your face but will also leave you sobbing for an imaginary character who will surely have

a lasting impact on your heart and mind. 

By Anshika Sharma

B.A. (H) Psychology

First Year

INKLINGS RECOMMENDS

“One of the most painful moments in a person’s life probably comes with the insight that an

age has been reached when there is more to look back on than ahead.”
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A Man Called Ove
A Novel by Fredrik Backman



‘Call Me By Your Name’ is, summed up in a single phrase, a ‘plethora of emotions’. I looked for gold

in a piece of coal, only to find a diamond. This masterpiece by André Aciman manages to grab our

attention without using the usual and famous heteronormative romance plot of an angst-ridden

teenage boy and the classic manic pixie dream girl. The book is poetic in how it made me feel the

winter storm during a hot summer day. It’s calm for one moment, like the embers of fire but then in

just another, you feel a burning hot passion pulse through you, just to feel the ache in your chest at

the next few words.

Call me by your Name takes you back to an era where being yourself was frowned upon, especially

if it involved two young men falling in love. As the book continues we can’t help but root for the

young love these two shares. Not all find that kind of passion. And the naked emotion of love and

heartbreak gets your heart to kneel. 

A book like this makes us look at life from a perspective so different and further from us that we

unknowingly start connecting with Elio, and with each sigh, every breath, and the regrets of “could

have, should have” that he goes through. We hope for an ending more fitting of our imagination,

only to be doused with the reality of the situation. And it hurts even to admit how much they end up

losing from what they’d found. It’s intimate, brutal, kind, loving, and cruel in the most beautiful of

ways possible.

You know a book hits hard when a seemingly random collection of words, one that barely makes

any sense when taken out of context, feels like heartache, “Call me by your name, and I’ll call you

by mine.’

By Gopika Gopinath

B.Sc. (H) Biomedical Science

Second Year

INKLINGS RECOMMENDS

“….but to make yourself feel nothing so as to not feel anything- what a waste.” 
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Call Me By Your Name
A Novel By André Aciman



The novel begins with the recurrent dreams of a shepherd boy Santiago in Spain and takes the

readers on a journey all the way to the Pyramids in Egypt. Through his journey, he meets new

people, goes through ups and downs, gets robbed, and finds the love of his life. In the end, after his

long travels and experiences, he ends up finding the treasure he was searching for in the same

place where he began. However, through this journey, he finds another treasure, his experience,

and also learns to listen to the voice of the world. 

The Alchemist is a book that inspires passion; whether one loves it or regards it with disdain. Coelho

has been liberal with the use of symbolism and mysticism with dreams, signs, and omens guiding the

characters throughout their journey. Like a fable, the book ultimately gives the message that one

should follow one’s dreams despite obstacles and fulfill one’s ‘Personal Legend’ to find contentment

in life. As we grow up, we become a little cynical, more realistic, needlessly so, and life seems drab

more often than not. The fantastical nature of the novel inspires one to look at life from a different

perspective, and move towards their dreams. However, it is not a self-help book, it does not guide

you on how to fulfill your dreams, but to those who are in dilemma or filled with hesitation, it may

help them take that leap of faith like Santiago. 

By Prashasti Rohtagi

B.A. (H) Psychology

Second Year

INKLINGS RECOMMENDS

“There is only one thing that makes a dream impossible to achieve: the fear of failure.”
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The Alchemist
A Novel by Paulo Coelho



INKLINGS RECOMMENDS

Jane Eyre is a classical novel written by Charlotte Brontë. This novel is hauntingly beautiful,

eloquently written, daringly progressive, and over that, it is a terrific love story to boot. The female

protagonist, Jane Eyre, commands recognition of female fortitude, wit and hope. Her thoughts have

been articulated in a way which was way ahead of the era she lived in. 

There is great focus on the character of Jane, and it is a rather complex, well-written character. For

one, she was orphaned as a child. She encounters many unexpected situations and eventually

becomes a teacher. After this, she finds a place as a governess for a young girl. It is here that she

met Mr. Rochester. The story's focus on Jane's inner self and her deepest thoughts, rather than her

appearance are quite appreciable. At first, Jane found Mr. Rochester to be impolite and cold-

hearted, but soon the two of them became kindred souls. The novel ends on a bittersweet note;

while Jane does marry Mr. Rochester, he had been disabled by the Thornfield fire. He lost a hand

and his eyesight in that tragedy. The narrative is rather heart-breaking, romantic, inspiring, and

even unexpected. The character of Jane is beautifully crafted. 

 By Aditi Khatter

 Bachelor of Management Studies

 First Year

“Prejudices, it is well known, are most difficult to eradicate from the heart whose

soil has never been loosened or fertilised by education: they grow there, firm as

weeds among stones.” 
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Jane Eyre
 A Novel by Charlotte Brontë



20
21

 The Batch Of

Shaheed Rajguru College of Applied Sciences for Women 

Inklings- The Literary  Society 
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Angelika

Bardhan

Shefali

Saren

Jahnavi

Yadav

Title: Avid Reader
"Today a Reader

tomorrow a Leader ."

(By- M. Fuller)

Title:  Miss. Main apni

favourite hoon
HEY!!!! Don't stare "Ab main

itni bhi sundar nhi hoon." 

Title:  Optimistic
"Keep moving and don't be

afraid of obstacles, they

refine you Embrace your

own vulnerabilities and

shine your brightest."

B.Sc. (H)  Physics, 
1st Year

B.Sc. (H) Food Technology,
1st Year

B.Sc. (H)  Computer
Science, 1st Year

Manjari

Pathak 

Anisha

 

Pallavi

Singh

Title: The Phoenix 
"You can't force your

feelings on someone but

you can definitely share 

them with someone."

Title: Optimistic 
"Eventually you'll land up

being a rainbow but first

experience the essence of

Rain within you... 'Be a

compassionate support to

your juniors and an

astonishing associate to your

seniors'."

Title:  Sober Socrates
"Success is the greatest

motivator for me."

B.Sc. (H) Mathematics, 
1st Year

BBA (FIA),
1st Year

B.Sc. (H) Instrumentation,
1st Year



INKLINGS' MEMBERS
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Rishbha Kanika Deepal

Title: Stories seeker
"Sometimes you have to

pitch in the dark to pull

someone into the light.

Remember strong people

not only stand up for

themselves but for others

too!"

 

Title: The Orphic 
"Words are, in my not-so-

humble opinion, our most
inexhaustible source of
magic. Capable of both
inflicting injury and
remedying it." 

- Albus Dumbledore.

Title: Enthusiast
"A storm with skin Magic in

the wind."

Arora 

DMFS
1st Year

Agarwal

DMFS
1st Year

Varshney

B.Sc. (H) Biomedical
Sciences, 3rd Year

Prashasti

Rohatgi

B.A. (H) Psychology,
2nd Year

 
Title: Crime Show Lover
"After this pandemic ends

open your scrapbook and do

everything you wanted to do

cause life is so short and we

don't know if another bat

goes mad again."

Title: Escapist with

Coffee
"Nothing ever ends

poetically.  It ends and we

turn it into poetry.  All that

blood was never once

beautiful. It was just red.”

 ― Kait Rokowski

Title:  The Alchemist
 "Thou art that : Tatvamasi "

Pratishtha

Shrivastava

BMS
1st Year

Aswathy

Ajayan 

B.Sc. (H) Microbiology,
2nd Year
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Akriti

Rani

Title: Assiduous

Reader
"Read a book, live your

fantasy."

Title:  Fiction 

Fanatic
"Trust yourself always, as

your value doesn't decrease

based on someone's inability

to see your worth!"

Title:  Hayat
 "We're all just stories in the

end and this will be but

another chapter from mine."

Pankhi

Mili

Riya

Kala

B.Sc (H) Statistics, 
1st Year

B.Sc. (H) Biomedical Science,
1st Year

B.A. (H) Psychology,
2nd Year

Isha

Srivastava

Anshika Deepansha

Datla

Title: Anything related 

to orator
"Here for the love of art."

Title: Self-aware Bunny 
"Everything is more beautiful

because we are doomed. You

will never be lovelier than you

are now. We will never be

here again." 

- Homer, The Iliad

Title:  -NA-
"I'm not great at advice. Can I

interest you in a sarcastic

comment?"

B.Sc. (H) Microbiology, 
1st Year

B.Sc. (H) Physics,
1st Year

Sharma

B.A. (H) Psychology,
1st Year

INKLINGS' MEMBERS
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Vijaya

Bharti

Pragya 

Raj

Title: Chaotic Order
"Wherever life plans you, 

bloom with grace." 

Title: The Walking

Paradox 
“We fail. We trip. We get lost. 

We make mistakes.

 And little by little, one step at

a time, we push forward. It’s

all we can do. 

On our own two feet.” 

—Natsuki Takaya

Title:  Sober Socrates
"A calm and sober girl, who

is exploring herself and the

world."

BMS
1st Year

B.A. (H) Psychology, 
1st Year

Juhi 

Swami

B.Sc. (H) Physics,
3rd Year

Title:  Fervid
"Don't ever believe the word

no. Be persistent, persevere.

Keep going and don't give

up."

Title: Debater, Orator 
"I’m an orator who wants

to express more. Growing

myself is my favourite

hobby. "

Title:

Braveboldbeautifulll 
"Unveiling the unseen

paths. "

Simple

Singh

B.Sc. (H) Statistics
1st Year

 

Shruti 

Aggarwal 

BMS
1st Year

 
 

Mahi

Chaurasia

B.A. (H) Psychology , 
1st Year
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Shivalika

Dixit

Rajasvi

Raina 

Title: Horror

Enthusiastic
"Sometimes you just have to

acknowledge a feeling. Let it

get under your skin, let it

appear and disappear and

then, Let it be as it always

was and accept the world

from beginning to end."

Title: Addled Soul -

Agrani
"When intoxicated with

emotions, I look for a pen and

paper!"

Title:  Local Cryptid
"The venn diagram of

things I find funny and

reasons I'm going to hell is

a circle."

B.A. (H) Psychology,
1st Year

B.Sc. (H) Food Technology, 
1st Year

Agrani

Kulshreshtha 

B.Sc. (H) Food Technology, 
2nd Year

Yuvanshi

Sethi

Himanshi Gopika

 Gopinath 

Title: Nekoma's

Manager
"HEY HEY HEY 

(if you can HEAR this, you
have my respect)."

Title: Hustle and Grind
"How sports life goes? Half

in gym and Half in field. It's

grinding season, homie.

That place in the picture is

not a boy's place. Its' a place

for hardwork , dedication

consistency which has no

gender."

Title:  Oxymoron 
"The Good Place, Season 3 ,

Episode 12, 17:41"

B.A. (H) Psychology,
1st Year

B.Sc. (H) Mathematics, 
1st Year

B.Sc. (H) Biomedical 
Science, 2nd Year

Virani
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Jigyasa

Verma

Aditi

Khattar 

Title:  Classic

Connoisseur
"Hello! With a fervent interest

in reading books, debating

and writing, I joined the

bandwagon of like-minded

literature enthusiasts at

Inklings in December 2020. I

participated and won in quite

a few debate and extempore

competitions this year. During

my short stint with Inklings, I

realized that it is a nurturing

ground for literature zealots. I

got ample opportunities to

enhance my oratory as well

as creative skills on this

platform. Looking forward to

create even more memories

here!"

BMS
1st Year

 

Title: Wannabe

Wanderer
"A bag of nachos, blanket

and Netflix, there ain't a

problem that these three

can't fix. "

B.Sc. (H) Statistics, 
1st Year

Maliha

Sen

Title: Bibliophile
"Stories be it short story,

blog articles, novels, or

even simply a caption

under a picture fascinate

me. I search for stories

everywhere and weave a

number of tales in my

head."

B.A. (H) Psychology, 
1st Year
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INKLINGS' COUNCIL

I started my journey with Inklings as soon as I
started college. This was the first society I
applied to, I wanted to get out of my comfort
zone, to step out from the background and into
the spotlight. It didn't happen overnight, but
with all the competitions I participated in,
anchored for, and the times I gave a voice to

all the pieces I wrote, with the constant
support and guidance from my teachers and
seniors, I've come a long way and Inklings has
been momentous in guiding the journey.

Being a part of the council was never my goal,
to begin with. I had just wanted to grow, learn
and find my own way. Yet when I was
presented with the opportunity, I knew I was
ready to finally take up the mantle. 

However, no matter how ready you may think
you are, there is always so much more to learn
and with it being the first online session, there
were, even more, hurdles to overcome. I am
glad to have had an amazing council.

Mehvish Iqbal
B. Sc. (H) Biomedical Science

3rd Year
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President: Mehvish Iqbal 

From working and learning together, making mistakes, and overcoming unrealistic deadlines,
technical glitches, and on-the-spot decisions to that first behind the scene panic that we
faced in our first week-long event, then moving on to smoothly conducting a month-long fest
and later, the Annual Literary Fest. Phew! It's been quite a journey. 

After 3 years here, Inklings is more like a family to me. This bunch of crazy literary heads is more
enthusiastic and hardworking than workaholics on a caffeine high! 

I am glad to have been a part of Inklings and I would always be grateful for my time here. I
would cherish these bucket loads of memories that we made offline and online.

Title: The Omnipresent Odist



Being a part of Inklings has been the best part of my college life, even during the pandemic. It
was an incredible journey that helped me step out of my comfort zone. I joined Inklings to
explore multiple literary-oriented works, but with time, it became a home for me. The guidance
I have received from the teacher members is unforgettable. Working with other council
members from different departments has taught me the real meaning of teamwork. Being a
part of this society and working on it during the lockdown period truly helped me keep myself
occupied and helped me cope with multiple things, instead of letting me fall into despair like
countless others in the world. I have always dreamed of being a part of the Inklings Council,
ever since my first year in college. With the support of the teacher members and my faith in
myself, I could become the Vice-President of Inklings. Working for Hindi Samaj has been the
best part of my journey. I have received so much love from my juniors. This journey has shaped
me into a better person and I am glad that I got this opportunity. I am thankful to every single
person who has helped me make this journey successful.

Srishty Thakur
B.Sc. (H) Electronics

2nd Year
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Vice President: Srishty Thakur 
Title: The Ethereal Elysian
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INKLINGS' COUNCIL

It was truly a delightful experience,
working as a part of Inklings. It feels
more like a family than a society.
Having worked closely with
everyone else in the council, it
would be safe to say that Inklings
certainly has a team of extremely
hard working individuals who are
highly reliable too. We have worked
tirelessly to successfully organize
various events throughout the year.
The entire experience of the same
has been nothing less than
enriching for me. Inklings now
brings forth two of its annual
publications, and the amount of
work that has gone into curating
these is inexplicable. Hence, we
really hope you enjoy reading it as
much as we did.

Sakshi Singh
Bachelor of Management Studies

2nd year
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Chief-Editor: Sakshi Singh
Title: The Afterglow



Being a part of this council and working for Inklings has been a delight for me, to put it lightly.
I've grown to love and cherish the entire Inklings family, having been a part of it for two years
now. Every person I've worked with, in the council and otherwise, has truly turned out to be a
reliable "colleague", for lack of a better word, and an even greater friend. From organizing
various events to harrowing meetings and unrealistic deadlines, we have been through it all
together. Being an editor at heart, the two annual publications by Inklings are not just
highlights of the year for the society, they are also extremely precious to me personally. The
hard work, sleepless nights, and bringing the society together to work on them, the whole
experience has been quite amazing. We have poured our heart into InkFlash, and into this
society as a whole, and we hope you'll love it as much as we do!

Arushi Choudhary 
B.Sc. (H) Biomedical Science

2nd Year

Inkflash |     53
I S SUE : 2020 - 2 1

Co-Chief Editor: Arushi Choudhary 
Title: The Sober Socrates

INKLINGS' COUNCIL



The past year wasn’t in anyone’s plan. The
future I had envisioned became blurry.
Baffled, I wasn’t sure what to expect next
and this uncertainty was all-consuming. As
the year progressed, I was able to pave the
way for this life in the pandemic. Amidst the
moments of utter loss, pain, and
hopelessness, I was able to mix myself a
cocktail of thrill and anticipation when I
joined Inklings.

Initially, I was drowning in skepticism, wary
of what we could achieve in these testing
times. I thought it was a big mistake to
conduct these interactions online. But after
the first event, I understood how crucial it
was to reach out to people, now more than
ever, to provide that beacon of hope. 

As gratifying as the final results were, the
behind the scene works were enthralling
alike. There was definitely a lot to learn from
my peers (a bunch of literary freaks!!). I was
grateful to be a part of Inklings. It was a
journey that has now been added to the
‘happy memories’ section in my diary of life.

Aayushi Deo
B.Sc. (H) Biochemistry

3rd Year
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Sub-Editor: Aayushi Deo 
Title: The Nonchalant Bibliophile

INKLINGS' COUNCIL



This was my first year with Inklings and I was deeply humbled to be trusted with the position
and responsibility of being a part of the society council. I was initially a bit overwhelmed and
wary of what to expect but the family I found in the form of Inklings will always be a crucial
part of me.

To have similar views and interests in a world of differences and to understand one another in
times of difficulty as well as joy, is a comfort like no other. Although the final result can be seen
by all, the demanding behind the scenes with hours of preparations and trials is personal to our
family. However, undoubtedly, the work you love brings you an immense sense of fulfillment and
doesn't seem like work at all.

I will definitely miss Inklings and the safe space that we all shared :)

Kishnoor Bhasin
B. Sc. (H) Biochemistry,

3rd Year
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Secretary: Kishnoor Bhasin
INKLINGS' COUNCIL

Title: Lucid Lectiophile



I have been a part of Inklings since
2019, a time that was normal and
feels like it was so long ago. I used to
do minor stuff for the society, like
helping with the decorations and
contacting participants. 

I became a part of the council for the
academic session of 2020-21.
Although I was nervous about my
responsibilities, I was never alone.
Whenever things got tough for me,
there were people, always, asking me
if I was doing okay. I'll always be
grateful for that. 

Even in these harsh times, we
successfully conducted numerous
events and I'm proud of ourselves for
the hard work we've done. Things
weren't always smooth but what's life
without a few hurdles, right? 

I take pride in the fact I've been a part
of this society. I'll always cherish the
memories (and the t-shirt!) that I've
acquired from my time here.

Megha Rai
B.Sc. (H) Physics,

2nd Year
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Treasurer: Megha Rai
Title: Horror Enthusiast

INKLINGS' COUNCIL



Being a part of inklings was a whole lot of experience. Despite conducting the session online,
we were able to learn a lot and hold many events that did not add to our literary skills but, also
our management skills. 

The council was fun and together we were able to do a lot of things. Despite having to
communicate online, last-minute technical glitches, uncertainty, and with everything going on
around, I would say that it was only possible to pull this off because of us working together. I
want to thank all the people who worked with me for being so understanding and for helping
me grow even more. I would also like to thank the teachers for their constant guidance and
support. Inklings has not only helped me grow but has also made this pandemic a lot less
stressful.

Gratitude!

Namra Javed
B. A. (H) Psychology,

3rd Year 
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P.R. Manager: Namra Javed
Title: Fantasy Frantic

INKLINGS' COUNCIL



I still remember wanting to join Inklings

on the very first day of my admission to

the college. Writing has always felt like

a calling for me and it was the best

way to keep the creative spirit alive as

I pursued my degree. It still amazes me

how nothing but consistent efforts and

enthusiasm towards the society made

me find a place in the council. I knew

little about designing when I first

joined. With every poster I made, I got

the opportunity to learn and enhance

my creativity in different ways. I have

never met the rest of the council or the

members in person due to the

pandemic and yet each event that we

worked on brought us closer together.

Being a member here has been

extremely rewarding because none of

the efforts you do go unnoticed. Be it

the teachers, seniors or my peers, all

have given me such a boost of self-

esteem and motivation and for that I

am forever thankful. 

Kannagi Goswami
B.A. (H) Psychology,

2nd Year
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Designer: Kannagi Goswami
INKLINGS' COUNCIL

Title: The Mirrorball



Inkflash |     59
I S SUE : 2020 - 2 1



Shaheed Rajguru College of Applied Sciences for Women
University of Delhi
Vasundhara Enclave, Delhi- 110096

www.rajgurucollege.com

Inklings- The Literary Society

Inklings.srcasw

@inklings.litsoc


