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From the Editor’s Desk

With immense pleasure and pride, we bring forth the first edition of
Departmental magazine Cadence of Composition. It is a bi-annual magazine which
bears testimony to the creative instincts of the students of the Department of
English ,FMeH. It is the platform to highlight the literary and artistic talents of
the student community. It has always been the philosophy of the Department to
not only impart quality education but also create independent and creative
thinkers who are nurtured to ignite many more minds. One of the interesting
facets of this magazine is the contributions of students on diverse themes under
the sections Reflections, Perceptions and Imaginations. We, at the Department
of English believe that each student has a unique capability for an intuitive
creative voice. The team has put its best efforts to respect and understand the
subjective expressions of the students. We would like to thank our Dean FMeH
and faculty members for all the help and support. Lastly, we would like to
profusely thank all the students for their brilliant contributions. Reading through
the contributions of the students was an enthralling experience. It is their
creativity that has made this magazine possible. 

Happy reading!



From the Dean’s Desk

Dear Readers,

It is my pleasure to announce the publication of “Cadence of Composition” a bi-
annual E-Magazine published by the students of the Department of English,
FMeH, under the guidance of the Head of the Department. 

Representing the philosophy of ‘Learning by Doing’ the magazine offers a
platform to the students to think, plan and express their ideas, display skills and
use imagination in presenting essays in prose and poetry form, on a
contemporary issue that binds society and literature in present times. Students
of English Literature in DoE, FMeH learn to carry out a dual mandate – of
excelling in skills and other nuances of the language that connects the globe, and
of becoming effective communicators of Indian culture, practices, values and
traditions to the world. 

I am looking forward to sharing this rich collection, presentations and creation of
new knowledge in this endeavor that will enrich and increase the reader base for
the magazine.  

I congratulate the students, scholars and the entire team of the Department of
English, FMeH, and wish them luck in this initiative. 

Prof. (Dr.) Maithili Ganjoo
Dean, Faculty of Media Studies and Humanities
MRIIRS
 



Dear Readers,
It gives me immense pleasure to write a message for the readers and dear
students. This has been an unusual year of ‘online’ where each one of us missed
out a normal life yet we at the Department of English tried to built loving
memories that will be cherished forever . This unusual year had not prepared us
for anything that has unfolded and yet all of us have adapted and made the best
of whatever we had.  

Socrates said,” The secret of change is to focus all your energy not on fighting the
old but on building the new”. With grit, enthusiasm and determination the
students have lived upto the expectations and finally brought out Cadence of
Composition, an English literary magazine which was much awaited. I am sure the
creative outpourings will be liked by the readers. The magazine is a small
endeavor to provide a platform for the expression of creative writings by the
students. I am sure that besides honing their creative writing skills the
contributors will also gain confidence and continue to express themselves freely.

So dear students, go forth, conquer the world with the strength and sensitivity
that you all have. My wishes and blessings are always with you in your
endeavours.
 
Keep smiling and keep accomplishing!

God Bless.

From the Head of the Department’s Desk



Migration and Exploration
"Explore, experiment and experience"

REFLECTIONS



 
 
 

Kashmir valley was initially uninhabitable for humans as most of
the parts were submerged underwater. It was then ruled by the king
Neel. A demon named Jalodbhav created destruction in the whole
valley. He was immortal in the waters due to the boon from Lord
Brahma. Ultimately, Jalodbhav was killed by Lord Vishnu after
drying up the lake with the help of Lord Balram. It then came to be
known as Kashmir after the name of Kashyap Rishi who brought the
Gods to earth. The whole point of talking about this story is to
reiterate the fact that Kashmir was also a Hindu state. Kashmir
valley remained a safe home for the Hindus until the end of 14th
century. January 1 and January 19, 1990, witnessed a total of 319
violent acts - 21 armed attacks, 114 bomb blasts, 112 arsons, and 72
incidents of mob violence. The Hindus have been forced to flee
their homes in Kashmir. This piece reads aloud their misery.
 
It was the cold, bitter and terrifying night of 19 January, 1990 when
the life of Kashmiri Pandits spiralled into one of the worst
nightmares in the Valley. Amid political rivalries, radical
Islamisation and militant insurgency, the Kashmiri Pandits — the
Hindu minority community in the Valley — were driven out in one
of the most unprecedented exoduses in India’s history. In 1990,
Kashmiri Pandits were presented with three choices — convert to
Islam, leave Kashmir, or get killed. Around 9 PM, Islamic and pro-
Pakistan slogans were raised collectively by a plenitude of
humanity and relayed through powerful loudspeakers that almost
pierced through the eardrums. 

 

LOST IDENTITY: THE EXODUS OF KASHMIRI PANDITS 

- Sanya Sahani& Manisha Maski 
B.A(H) English, Semester V 



These slogans were not new to Pandits in the Valley of Kashmir as
they were familiar with such outbursts. However the odd hour, the
violent bang, and the intriguing impulse besides the pressing
loudspeakers into service, all spoke threateningly that a storm was
brewing in the Kashmir Valley. Thousands of anti-Hindu people
came out in the streets. The loudspeakers from the mosques
broadcasted threatening messages. One such message was: “Assi
gacchi panu’nuy Pakistan, baatav rostuy, batenein saan.” 
Meaning: We will turn Kashmir into Pakistan, without the Pandit
men, but with their women.” Their plight is an intricate and
difficult one to tell. Like terrified pigeons, the Pandits nestled up in
their nests and remained awake all night. Not a single soul came
out of his house to go to the temple for prayers or to Hari Parbat
heights to pay usual obeisance to the deity. The night-long dispute
against non-Muslims on the one hand and lionizing of a few
warlords on the other snatched whatever scrap of peace of mind
they were left with. The question that caused them grave distress
was how they could live in the Valley of Kashmir without the
goodwill of the majority community with which they have had
centuries of good and brotherly relations. To Kashmiri Pandits,
their Muslim neighbour was neither an enemy nor a rival just
because of their very insignificant rather negligible numbers. For
the first time in the history of Jammu and Kashmir, this open and
unabashed dispute was let loose against them on such a massive
scale. The administration collapsed and law and order were thrown
to the winds. The police deserted their posts and the Pandits were
left to themselves with their survival hanging in balance. Some
40,000 refugees from Indian-administered Kashmir, also known as
Jammu and Kashmir, who had to abandon their villages due to
fighting, has been living in the camps in the city and elsewhere over
the past 30 years since an armed resistance erupted in the region. 



Ironically, while India has a rehabilitation policy for Kashmiri
Pandit (Hindu) migrants, who also had to leave their homes in the
early 90s, successive governments in New Delhi and Srinagar have
ignored the plight of the people, who were driven across the LoC.
Another irony is that the governments have been offering
rehabilitation to those, who joined militant ranks and crossed over
to another side of Kashmir but have no program for the return or
rehabilitation of civilians, who had to abandon homes, fearing an
outbreak of war. As inhuman as the exodus was, being a refugee is
a complicated matter, with separate townships or colonies for the
Pandits remaining a contentious issue. Thousands of Kashmiri
Pandit refugees settled into small rooms and abject conditions in
refugee camps in Jammu and Delhi provided to them by the state
government. Many of them hoped to return to their ancestral land
but failed to do so. After their departure, the houses of the
Kashmiri Pandits remained abandoned in the Kashmir Valley.
Rogues looted household goods, furniture, kitchenware,
accessories, electronic gadgets, small libraries, papers, files, and
documents. Electricity and sanitary fittings were pulled out, taken
away and sold. In most cases, even the doors and windows of these
houses were removed and stolen. The bare structures were set on
fire if these did not happen to be in densely populated areas. A
large number of houses and properties went on distress sale. Shops
were grabbed by the locals, though a handful of them fetched the
owner some money. In villages, the ruins of torched Pandit’s
houses were grabbed and shown as the Endowment (Awqaf)
property in revenue records. 30 years later, the events from the
1980s-90s are still debated, with their experience being brought up
now and then to fight political battles. The film industry is
venturing into depicting their exodus on-screen with Shikara in
2020.
 



The Kashmir Valley has become a theocratic place within the
secular Indian Union. The Kashmir Valley does not have a viable
economy and it depends on huge financial doles from New Delhi
under one or the other pretext. However, the State Government is
usually unwilling to render any account for these receipts which
results in no accountability and leads to corruption. Many
members of the political leadership of the Kashmir Valley,
including the Kashmiri separatists, are mostly ambivalent and their
pro-Indian or pro-Pakistani credentials are subject to the quantum
of funds provided. The leadership of the Kashmir Valley should
understand how important it is to live in harmony with people of
other faiths.



 
 

When the COVID-19 pandemic hit the world during the ending days
of 2019, it took the whole world by storm. It caused unimaginable
number of deaths around the world along with other severe
problems like drastic decrease in the economy of many countries in
the world, increase in the number of unemployed, lockdowns and
huge restrictions on travelling. The most effected group of
population were the migrant people. They were forced to migrate
as they became unemployed. They had to cover large distances
either on just their feet or on cycles. This also caused increase in
chaos as large number of people were migrating from one place to
another. This caused much suffering to the migrants . A large group
of migrants were the labours from mainly Bihar and UP state. One
very disheartening incident occurred when the labours from Bihar
were travelling to their hometown. As they were exhausted so they
decided to spend the night sleeping on the train tracks . But as the
fate said, they were run over by a train and were killed. The
livelihood of the migrants were completely halted due to the
lockdown. This was because their work was based on a daily basis.
Due to the lockdown many people lost their jobs and some of them
even lost their homes. The COVID 19 has caused sufferings to every
section of society whether it be the poor, the middle, or even the
rich class people. Although the development of vaccine has
reduced the number of cases but the fight is nowhere near over.
We must all come together to battle the global pandemic COVID
19.

OUTBREAK OF COVID-19

- Ashish Kumar
B.A(H) English, Semester III  



 
 

 
 
 

“Everyday is a new beginning, a new chance, a new choice.” A bird,
throughout it’s life goes through many hardships. Be it being shot
by a hunter, or wandering from place to place in search of twigs,
just so they can make a home for their family to live in; they go
through a lot of problems in the little life they have. Maybe in a
small family of birds, there is a daddy bird who goes in search of
food daily in order to fill the baby birds' stomachs. There might be
a mommy bird who would take care of the baby birds as well as
repair or rebuild their nest. After all, birds too have a family life.
Let’s imagine the whole family has to move somewhere else
because the tree on which their nest is built is being cut due to
some construction activities by humans. So the whole clan has to
migrate to somewhere else. They start their journey sadly, the baby
birds might complain, “why do we have to leave our nest,
momma?” And she’ll look towards the daddy bird and they’ll have
no reason to give to their kids. So they’ll fly half-heartedly towards
a certain direction and try to find a good place. If they never find a
good enough place, they’ll have to take rest on a tree, maybe spend
the night there. Then maybe they’ll have to fly across the oceans as
one place didn’t suit them. Many factors like pollution,
construction work, etc. might have affected them. The baby birds
would be tired and might have asked and pleaded for some rest
and the mommy and daddy birds will carry them on their backs and
then fly.  A few days later, they’ll find a tree in a grassland where
there are no humans to disturb, no harsh weather conditions. 

NEW BEGINNING IN A NEW PLACE 

-Anshika Vashistha
B.A(H) English, Semester I 



The badly damaged branches by the monkeys will be avoided and
Mommy and Daddy birds will fly away again in search of twigs for
their new nest. They’ll bring back twigs as well as worms to feed
their kids. They’ll settle in their new home after a few days. New
changes required time to be adjusted to. We have to go with the
flow and accept the changes and challenges of our lives. As it is
famously said, “Change is the law if nature”, we should try and
adapt to our surroundings. Migration is always taken negatively,
but it can also be taken positively. There’s a lot we can learn from
nature. Thus accept what comes into our life gladly and live life to
the fullest.



 
 

Here in this new world 
Everything seems dull and gloomy 
No hands to support 
Worthless is every effort   
Scarcity plagued my nation 
Hungry eyes of little children haunting me 
Loved ones lost during this famine 
Upside-down turned the world of mine 
 
Mommy and daddy brought me here 
Still no roof over our heads 
Unknown people all around 
Tears flowing without a sound 
 
I loved to read and write 
And sing and dance happily 
But now we are no more free 
Now we are termed as refugee 
 
We are just like you 
Let this place become our home too 
Share our countries, share our food 
Lets bring humanity together for good. 

 
 

 

THROUGH THE EYES OF A REFUGEE GIRL 

-Anshika Vashistha
B.A(H)English, Semester I 

 
 



 
An event of history,
When India celebrated its first victory,
It was time of 1947,
When India felt like in heaven
Humans migrated country to country,
For their family's security,
Hoping for a future so bright,
Migration felt so right
This independence had its own fates,
For India, a country of 28 states
Independence costed so high, 
People lost their land and loved ones making them cry

 
 

 
 

Chirp! Chirp! the bird sighed on another winter morning;
For the sun shone so soft that showed smile to none. 
 
It craved to stretch it’s wings, have a good flight like it had in the
summers; But on a chilled day like this, the joy had a tough time to
survive. 

The stomach growls in hunger, ‘winters- our immortal enemy’; 
Let us not hunt on our preys but let them hide away in the bug
hotels. 

 
 

MASS MIGRATION IN INDIA’S HISTORY 

THE BIRD THAT CHIRPED AWAY

 
-Sriya Das

B.A(H) English, Semester I 



 
Saw a flock flying away with the luggage – a matter to peep in;
It  jaw-dropped to learn about the migrating birds. 
 
Just when it striked its mind, to tour around the world – somewhere
sunny and joyous. 
Somewhere, to sing new sounds, somewhere, to gulp down the
branded foods,
 
To enjoy the sceneries - or to be a model to the photo shooters; 
It wanted to fly far far away until the sun comes back home and
twitter. 

 
 
 

 

Let the bygones be bygones,
Let tomorrow offer you a new dawn;
Longing for peace, safety and normal life;
Away from the bomb, bullets and tribes.

I haven't been to your hell , 
Of treachery, terrorizing and stealing of young boys and girls.
I haven't felt the pain that you suffer,
Of the screams of children’s and cries of hearts.

I can't believe how terrible, cruel and inhuman can be someone;
God will not forgive them for the sin they have done,
No one wants to live in a place where humanity vanishes and rape
abides,

TO THE TALIBAN

- Taiba Shariq
B.A(H) English, Semester I



For them the stain, the bloodshed and to kill has become the way
of life.

Now, you gotta run, as you have to reach on another safe land.
The peace you have lost will never revive,
But you will breath with ease and survive.
Be grateful to God and start your new life. 

 
 

 
 

 
 

The judgement day of my life has finally arrived,
Which, the Holy faith and destiny mutually connived.
Judgements of past eighteen years were glaring in my eyes,
And the next move will declare me a sottish or a wise.

With a numb body and cold feet, I took a step out,
Realizing those few steps took my entire clout.
Did the pain of leaving house left me teary?
Or was it the absence of my loved ones which eventually turned the
situation scary ?

Then I found I was standing in new boundaries inhaling a deep
breath.
Somewhere I secretly knew, a whole new world of mine is about to
meth.
Tirelessly ran round the clock in a desire to chase me and leave
myself behind.
Struggle and hard work are the keys, I have to tell my mind.

 
 

A CHILD TURNED ADULT  

- Anjali Pathak
B.A(H) English, Semester V 



Migrated in aspiration to explore a divergent self,
For life won't just offer me pleasures served in a Delph.
Via brawling with hardships, suddenly discovered a variant victory
exult,
And that was the day when an innocent child turned into a
Maverick adult.

 
 

 

  
 

Not just a tale but the truth, 
From the day of the obsolete ruth. 
I came here, from the other side of nowhere, 
So, I can’t forget, I can’t forgive, I only fear. 
 
I fear the day when our world was divided into two, 
The air was the same, the mother was the same, but different we
brew. 
A sigil of red dragon, with unicorn by its side, 
Tore us to the pieces as our people didn’t abide. 
 
A partition? Or a distort of our tamed unity? 
Divided by the language? No divided by the community. 
 
I have my eyes, eyes to testify the doomed,
People that we lost, ever since our people presumed. 
The violence, the riots, demarcated by the tyrants,
Turning natives away from their home to become vagrants. 
 

THE TALE OF GRIM 

-Riya Kaushik
B.A(H) English, Semester III 



Let me walk you through the journey of my incessant misery, 
That was befolded on me by my own brothers caught in witchery.
“OH! I’m awake and alive”. 
Shattered by the thunder, in a bee hive. 
Surrounded by the stings and the ashes,
A fleeing rat, avoiding the crashes. 
And that’s all I remember saying as we left, 
Hundreds hanging on to the train’s engine, towards a destination
bereft. 
 
All this after I saw them burning my world down, 
Looking from the distance, I just peaked as my heart frowned. 
All in anger, all in rage. All filled with unsung aguish,
They looked at me as if I was the one to be banished. 
 
We walked the same, we talked the same,
We ate and wore the same. 
My eyes are stiff, my heart is curtailed, 
Curtailed by the sight of all the miseries nailed. 
 
Who were they and why did they take us a pow? 
Didn’t matter that time, nor matters now. 
All I could see was devastated time to come,
Few crying and shuttering around and lifeless were some. 
 
March 1947, the month indelible. When our people were carved,
Put on the swords, savages afront and to death people starved. 
 
 Purple my bruised heart was, 
Purple the spokes of those rim. 
This my people is The Tale Of My Grim.
                                      
             

 

- Kamran Pandith
B.A(H) English, Semester III 



Left your land for a job,
The same southern job,
The always job of surviving.
White folks working hard 
Ain’t never impressed them. 
 
Why? A farmer like you Go north. 
The land is hitched to steal 
Tight-lipped mornings. 
Lost your gap teeth joy on the way. 
Sun never left centered on your back again. 
 
Had a porch, a pool pit, and open air
To preach your mountains and mosquitos 
Story sprouted from dirt and spirit then. 
Here ain’t by the riverside. 
Don’t flow back to ancient gospels. 
 
God is a check here 
Blue collar a few days Remember those clockless days
The soil caught you to work. 
I reck on it was worth. 
Leaving the land if heaven Is up away from cotton away
From the wrong white people. 
Hopping to find the right
Ones may be up there clan fires 
Fade in rear view. 

 
 
 
 
 

FOR ME GRANDPA LEFT OUR NATIVE LAND



Trees! Dangle the weight of snow How do you learn to live?
In cold and rude and disrespect Don’t sit nothing. 
Sweet up here such the dignity. 
 
Out of your name lynch flow assembled 
Into an American motor dream. 
Stop the speed in your laughter. 
I help for your polite anger and 
Yes sirs that bent your shoulders for survival. 
 
I weep for all the times the navy called you boy. 
All the middle fingers you should have raised 
From the colored section. 
All the labour have a paycheck 
All the white flight that left big city. 
Rats eating the floorboards 
Nailed from your knees your blood and wood. 
The blood and wood of yours 
Have been look at us now. 
Still dancing the same. 
 
Two step blues of our kinfock 
Made in the Delta. 
Integrated with white children whose parents 
Were the white people. 
That miggered you where is north star. 
 
How many miles did you think & travel
To be more than fractions of a dream grandpa. 
Did you ever cross Dixie again in your dreams. 
Did you ever bring America home. 
                                             
                  
 
 

- Mansi Goel
B.A(H) English, Semester I



 
           

I am writing about my own life experience which is the explanation
related to the migration and it talks about my new journey of
entering to a big house from a small one . We had a small house
with a nuclear family. The mornings started with the chirping of
beautiful sparrows and different kinds of small birds. Our neighbors
used to be  the antagonist of this plot who had no other work
because their main concern was  to spread water outside their
homes. So cat fights between aunties used to take place in the 
 morning. I was  happy in my  small house because markets,
hospitals and  each and every essential facilities was  available near
to  our house. My father's dream was  to provide his children each
and every good facilities and a peaceful environment so he decided
to build a big house. When we shifted we saw a big difference
between not only area wise  but were  able to see the social,
economical and political issues. We also saw beautiful homes of
different structure and fabulous interiors having high rates. 
We had bought a plot and then we structured a big house and at the
very same  time I was able to analyse a drastic economical change
that each good quality material of our house was   very expensive be
it  a tap or the main gate of our  house. The one who spends the
money knows the value, so my father calculated and noted the value
of each brick. The social change which I observed is that the living
standard of a people is very high but the definition of having high
standard for me is having a positive thinking, peaceful nature,
education and manners we instill in ourselves. 

A NEW HOME

- Jyoti Tawar
B.A(H) English, Semester I



 Here my conclusion does not say  that high standard people don’t
do crime rather  what I observed is that  they also do practice
which are illegal example discrimination. Yes, they have innocent
faces but smart minds. The main difference which I personally
don’t like is the difference of social bonds. I personally don’t like
discrimination on the basis of society. People having wealth don’t
celebrate festivals. They don’t even enjoy happy moments or sad
moments with unity and devotion. Here I don’t want to make a
sense in such a way that these people do not have feelings. Of
course, they have feelings but they don’t express. On the other
side people having small house extraordinary participate from
each and every perspective. This is something that the people
having big house usually don’t like about the small house people
and  if I have to say the truth then it’s like that they don’t like extra
interference in their personal and social life. Yes, the bad quality
about the big house people is that they even don’t like the
interference of their own family members. Their rooms are
separated but there hearts are attached. The political change
according to me is that  the high standard or big house people
have the strong political background. There is no doubt small
house or middle class people are engaged in many political
activities example in elections, movements and they are the active
participants of the  nation. This is my observation which I noted
economically, socially and politically. According to me Migration
means movement from one place to another is not a easy part of
life. Yes, it’s really hard to settle and manage to be active and
having dignity of  a good citizen. For me it is type of a challenge of
my life but on the other side I believe that  challenges are the
difficulties which can be overcome with a will of fighting them.
 



PERCEPTIONS 
Artsy Lens

"Art is a tool by which society extends its perception"



Mandala Art by Srishti Rai
B.A(H)English, Semester III



Paintings by Vani Jaiswal
B.A(H)English, Semester III



Paintings by Namrata Maity
B.A(H)English, Semester V



 By Abhinav Mangla
B.A(H)English, Semester V



IMAGINATIONS 
Creative Corner

"Imagination is the beginning of creativity"



 
Light Sun light takes only 8 minutes and 20 seconds to travel 148.6
million kilometer. And, falls on our book leaves, on which we have
only written 'Haiku'. 

-Sriya Das
 B.A (H) English, Semester 

 
 

A sword is difficult to carry. But sometimes, we forget that we
always carry a mightiest weapon that is not even heavy, a pen.

-Sriya Das
  B.A (H) English, Semester I

 
 

The flower blooms while sparkling your heart, leaving all the
disgrace behind. 

-Khushi
B.A (H) English, Semester I

 
 

Clinging over quilts
 warm born fire nights 

about to sleep 
but I need to pee.

- Lavanaya Suman
B.A (H) English, Semester I

HAIKU
SUN

A PEN

BLOOMING FLOWER 

WINTER DIARIES 



 
 

Don't doubt yourself as we don't dig up everyday the sapling we've
planted. 

-Anshika Vashistha
B.A (H) English, Semester I

 
 
 

The spring brings the sweet fragrance, Bright days pleasant
evening, Sitting on your pavement, feeling your avoidance. 

- Sanskriti Mehta
B.A (H) English, Semester I

 
 

Falling Leaf Falling to the ground, I watch a leaf settle down in a
bed of brown.

-Surbhi
B.A (H) English, Semester I

DOUBT 

SPRING 

FALLING LEAF



 

Maybe your present is not offering the things you desire from your
heart,
Its somewhere because of you and your less efforts.
But the only person who can help you out with the betterment is
you.
All you have to do is something out of the blue.
Its never too late to step into the real grounds of hard work.
Choose your field of life, be  the greatest artist and then present
your best artwork.
No one can take you to the path of success. 
Its about your sense of development and the focus your access.
Promise your inner self and come out as the best version of
oneself.
Life is not a sort of some offering, you have to keep exploring
yourself.
Maybe its because of your own mistakes that you are finding
yourself in the era of darkness.
But its okay to commit mistakes and still you can find a door to
happiness.
Learn from the past and try to live a happening present which can
make you live a great future. 
Now its high time for you to be more mature.
All the best.
                                                                    -Riya Kaushik

 BA(H) English, Semester III

POEMS

ITS YOU AND WILL ALWAYS BE YOU 



 
 

 The sun rose slowly over the horizon,
 Bringing with it a bustle of early-morning activities
 The dawn chorus of melodic birdsong began to drift in
 I strolled through the park
 So blissful, so serene
 At daybreak, it's cool and invigorating,
 Full of walkers and joggers
 In the crowd I saw a familiar face
 As soon as I caught the site,
 I spiraled back to past
 When we were just two young kids
 Making promises of staying together
 Drowned in the delusion of forever
 However, trust was betrayed,
 And the most basic of ties had been shattered
 The bare bones of a relationship had crumbled,
 And the foundation of the relationship had fallen
 In my arms, I manifested you
 I was reaching out for you,
 But suddenly my heart no longer desired you
 Somewhere in my heart I was looking for you,
 But I discovered myself out of the blue
 For the first time, in a very long time
 I was happy
 For I was finally in love with myself
 And we smiled at each other
 Saying - "It's nice seeing you again".

-Tanisha Kapoor 
B.A(H)English, Semester III

OUT OF THE BLUE



 
 

Puffy eyes, sleepless nights, 
several are trying to steal my rights.
Do I require to notify what's in my mind?
You would snatch it and pretend to give rise to it yours, who is
the property of mine!
I am the trendsetter of my sphere,
That green-eyed replica styles and go with it for years and years.
I know that there's nothing and nobody perfect in this world,
But I anyway aim to bring in things perfect for my little world.
Your assumptions are not my concern,
Cause of this your heartburn.
I make my present best from my past and this is my competition, 
And this is my only mission.

-Sanya Sahani
B.A(H)English, Semester V

 

 
 

 Self-love is not a fullstop at the end of a statement,
 Neither it's a final destination down the pavement, 
 Rather it's an expedition,
 Where after each comma a beautiful journey of self-exploration
commences.
 There is no need of going to doctors asking prescription for
medicines,
 Just have a pill of self-confidence,
 Along with glass full of patience.
 

MY MISSION, MY CONCERN  

SELF LOVE: THE GREATEST ECSTASY 



 And do not forget the capsules of happiness day and night,
 Regardless of whatever may be the plight.
 There will be days when it will be more difficult than others to find
aspects of yourself,
 But do not allow anyone to question your perception of yourself.
 Love yourself for who you are,
 For right now, that is the need of hour.
 Know what your soul and heart desires,
 And set everything else bringing you down on fire.
 You can be your own source of happiness,
 And the one responsible for your redemption from darkness.
 Just make the necessary adjustments,
 And love yourself without any criticism and judgments.
 Arrive at the point where you are most at ease with yourself,
 For you are solely responsible for improvement of your own self.
 Take advantage of every opportunity to boost your self-
confidence,
 Because it is what will stick with you regardless the circumstance.
 Go get a happening life,
 Because I believe,
 Finding happiness for yourself is the ultimate goal and meaning of
life.

-Aryan Anand
B.A(H) English, Semester III



 

Sleepless nights daunted by darkness,
Inaudible cries reverberating in room
Endless tears marking their territory all over my face.
Puffy eyes longing for comfort,
Shattered soul seeking lost sensation
Defeated spirit hoping to be revived again.
Delusional mind searching for reality,
Aching heart tired of holding all the pain.
Suppressed voice waiting to be heard,
Abandoned self searching for identity.
Bleeding soul numb with the bare wounds,
I have grown accustomed to this never-ending phase of darkness.
Staying up all night,
Tears rolling down my cheeks.
Fighting myself to sleep,
All now seems so normal to me
The night has a certain allure of its own
The way it unveils all the secrets.
One has been trying to hide,
I didn't sleep last night, as I always do
But this time it wasn't the tears that did not let my eyes rest.
But rather a strange discomfort,
This time it wasn't the exhausting numbness
But a sudden adrenaline rush of emotions.
Last night it was you,
Between waking and sleeping
I saw you
I have encountered my darkest demons whenever I have closed my
eyes.

ILLUSION OF MIND



I am not sure if this is the start of a fairytale
Or beginning of a destruction.
What if you were just another demon disguised as beauty spilling
honey sweet words?
What if you were just an illusion witnessing my destruction?
As I succumbed to your ordinance against my innate instinct.
What if you were just an illusion witnessing my separation from
myself?

                                              -Srishti Rai
                    BA(H)English, Semester III

 

With a heart full of torment and mind grappling to believe that
you won’t be there pleasing my sight every day.
I wish I could countermand this feeling in any way.
I was your baby always looking at you with sparkle in my eyes.
And today I am crying my heart out at your demise.
It was the last night you were cracking jokes with me.
And today I am helpless watching your soul getting free.
I wish I could turned up to God asking him to not to take you
away.
You were not supposed to leave me alone in the midway.
How could you perpetrate this to the baby you used to adore the
most? 
You were the one with whom I shared everything the foremost.

-Pankaj 
B.A(H)English, Semester III

 

DEAR DEPARTED SOUL



 
 

They told me I haven't found my "right one" yet
But tell me who is this "right one"?
Is he someone who is admissible in the eyes of society,
or is he someone for whom my heart has fallen for?
Is he someone whose surname matches the caste expectations of
society,
or is he someone whose surname I desire to add to my name?
Is he someone whose earning is considered a benchmark of upper-
class family by society,
or is he someone whose earning is enough to raise his family?
Is he someone whose shade is considered fair enough by society,
or is he someone who has seen me in all shades and still decided
to stay by my side?
Is he someone whose height is considered average by society, 
or is he someone who have achieved the heights of respect in my
heart?
Is he someone who stands by the norms of society, 
or is he someone who has got the key to my heart?
Whom I should go for?
For someone who society feels proud in calling a well-settled and
successful man,
or for someone whom I take pride in calling my husband?
For someone who fits in the boundation of unsaid attributes laid
down by society,
or the one who loves me with whole of his heart?
For the one who respects what society expects,
or the one who respect my wants and needs?
In the world full of guys
He was my man.

THE RIGHT ONE



So tell me, by choosing the man of my choice,
Amidst the war of society and me,
Have I found my "right one" yet?

-Parnika Tariyal 
BA(H) English, Semester III

 
 

The way he left me, it was his fault
or my flaws?
Why he left me?
Still I wonder over it!
I m ready to trust my self 
I am  beautiful, I am graceful. 
I am confident even with my flaws,
 My flaws motivate me to move further
To shine and fly higher,
I embrace my flaws,
weakness and failure.
I want to fly high with my flaws,
To acquire my desire.
Sometimes they try to scare me
Maybe my flaws embarrassed me.
sometimes I feel low 
and wanted to scream aloud;
but 
No one is perfect,
even I don't want to be perfect
Flaws are part of my journey
and it's my identity to be a human being.
It is a way towards my fate.

FLAWS



imperfections are the clues 
for blazing sun shine.
Society always focuses over your flaws and
point it out to let you down 
but 
you are writer of your own book,
keep aside the demotivating comments
and move further to fly with your flaws.

-Priya Vashisht
BA(H) English, Semester III

 

Trees can name the season
Nor flowers tell the time
But when the sun shines
They take a day long breath

When we call 'night'
Is their soft exhalation 
And when joints crack yet again
And the dead skin of leaves falls 

Trees don't explain
Nor mourn the passing of hours
When we call ‘winter'
Is simply hibernation
And as continuation comes to them as no surprise

 

SEASONS CAN BE JUDGED BY TREES



They feel no need
To divide
Nature has never needed reasons
For flowers to tell the time or trees to put a name to seasons.

-Mansi Goel
BA(H) English, Semester I

 
 

Trapped in the net of my own thoughts 
I overthink a lot, It's the matter to be solved.
The more I try to clear my way 
Deeply I'm falling into the bay.

My brain is now stuck in it 
I feel lonely on the crowded street.
Sleeping on the pillow of bad tides 
I'm covered with the blanket of bad vibes.

But I know, I'm going to figure it out 
Soon or little late without any doubt.
It'll work as per my plan 
And the negative thoughts will be banned.

Everything will settle down soon 
All vibes will sing my tune.
Every moment will become peaceful one day 
For this let the storm pass away.

                                -Anjali Pathak
             BA(H)English, Semester V

LATE NIGHT THOUGHTS



 
Empty mansion, deserted by your dreams,
You are the answer to all my screams.

My pen, My sadness, My misfortune,
All hail to your soul, 
All hail to your tune

"Complete consciousness?", Wait I'm over this now,
To this world of imagination, I've taken a bow.

You are my downfall,
You are my rise;
Ask yourself; Did my pen ever wrote lies?

Fictitious faults, slumped at my face,
Once I used to court them with ease and grace.

Slabbed lies all among this spoken outrage,
Proud was your consciousness,
Pride on your face.

"Writing Fiction", I won't do this in days or ages,
This instant, This minute;
I'm down in it to pages.

You were my downfall, 
You were my rise.
Ask yourself, Did my pen ever wrote lies?
                                 
                                   -Kamran Pandith
                  BA(H) English, Semester III

M i G l

WRITING LIES



 
 

 Setting sun casting long shadows
 Slanting rays tinting the sky a warm orange
 I stepped out and went down the alley
 And sat by the very black bench
 In the park that was the haven of my soul
 Into the still calmness of evening
 I found myself searching for you
 I closed my eyes and went down the memory lane
 Russet leaves road, two impetuous souls
 Stealing glimpses, palpitating heartbeat
 Our hands stroked against each other
 Sending chills down my spine
 Our eyes, our hearts wandered for love amid broad open spaces
 Unveiling to each other the ocean of love hidden deep within us
 But change was the only constant thing in our journey
 The love which once blossomed under the trees
 Soon faded like leaves withering in late winter
 The place where we once made unforgettable memories
 The strolls through the park
 Dancing merrily round the tree bark
 Watching sunset for endless hours
 Discussing our silly obsessions
 Sitting on our favorite black bench
 Warmed by the sun's constant rays
 When ice-cream vendor knew all our favorites
 And barista of the nearby coffee shop awaits us
 Keeping our Sunday special ready
 Where every tiny object was the spectator of our love
 Where every corner beheld our embrace
 

 

DOWN THE MEMORY LANE



Now came to be in the same location with the place that witnessed
our separation
The barking of faraway dogs
Broke the silence of sereneness of evening
I opened my eyes and saw the night sky
In its full aglow with bright city lights
The pale crescent moon
Shines like a silvery claw in the night sky
Into the caliginosity of night
I still wait for you
I am grateful for every moment spent together 
At least, we are in the same ocean
If not in the same boat

-Leeharika Jindal
BA(H) English, Semester III

  

From the heartache of grudge, 
Or in the eyes of unrequited love.
From the fear of being easily replaceable, Or your presence in dear
one's life dwindle. 
What are tears?
Are these just human emotions coming out in pain or sufferings?
Or sometimes is the feeling of happiness for someone's
Achievement. 
What are tears?
Are these just some chemical reactions?
Or perhaps the silent showcase of human expression, 
Which...shouldn't be left unread without giving proper attention.
Still, introspecting to find the replies. 

FALLING OF DRIBLETS 



But, Tears are words 
The heart cannot describe 
Rolled down from an eye to the cheeks
It is the truth to all web of lies
It's ray of belief in a difficult times 
It's a rage of emotions to an unjustness 
It's an inner voice to an unknown puzzles 
Can you realise this beautiful creation of emotions?
Don't ever shed these pretty pearls on a ridiculous fights 
Just store them for a precious time...

-Vani Jaiswal
B.A(H)English, Semester III

 

 

The cloud stood upright
The birds found their way back
Sun started to descend for the day
And everybody started to plan their Saturday night
But I was walking alone through the Crowd

Feeling the wind on my face
Looking to my cell again and again 
Hoping a text that would help overcome my despair
But not even a single could help my frown upside down
Still walking head on through the crowd

Gleaming up through the starry sky
Finding the moon in solitary & still in full glory
Kept me wondering it wouldn’t be so hard to be all alone

THROUGH THE CROWD



But it wouldn’t be so bad to have someone to hold on
Couldn’t gather the courage to trust someone again through the
crowd

 -Abhinav Mangla
B.A(H)English, Semester V

 
  

Amidst the world dwelling in silence,
Entered the deadly Covid-19 virus.
That perpetual glare of all the sins committed,
Ready for damnation, no one has ever predicted.

Breath of fresh air became a task,
Trapped under the face masks.
Year 2020 marked the ravaging pandemic,
Imposition of new directives to control the forces of demonic.

New words and phrases came into being,
Masses enforced under the quarantine.
The hurricane of the virus desolated the world,
To explain the dreadful situation, heart is falling short of words.

Social distancing turned out to be a guard,
Every single thing was nothing but hard.
Announcement of lockdown to handle the emergence,
An important step to steer and cover the rising 
disturbance.

Locked up inside the house for a long time,
Moving out of the abode was a serious crime.

 

SUBMERGED UNDER GLOOMY ISOLATION 



This lockdown proved to be a benefactor,
 Learning and improving set of skills was a new factor.

Waking up behind schedule in the morning,
To get back to the past was my yearning.
A past full of hopes and a life filled with enthusiasm,
A present unabridged of so many thoughts and skepticism.

Attending the classes of college online,
Violating the every single deadline.
Lying on the bed eating and watching the netflix,
Enjoying and crying were both on top notch as remix. 

Lockdown enticed me with the words,
A new vision for my eyes to see the world.
Poems were written with my thoughts inscribed,
The whole new me longing to be thoroughly revived.

Learning the excel and word side by side,
 I have started to enjoy the roller coaster ride.
The death dealing outbreak of Covid cost me my dearest,
Have seen people suffering through this to the severest.

Lockdown! Lockdown!Lockdown!
Moral is down! Moral is down! Moral is down!
No ravens and no constellations warned us against this impending
danger.
Dear God, condone the human race and be our saviour.

Lockdown has successfully found a new me.
Sometimes bounded, sometimes free.

 
 



Covid, if you please depart from the sphere setting us free of mini
lockdowns.
You have successfully created a havoc knocking us all down.

- Srishti Rai
B.A(H)English, Semester III

 
 

My heart is paining like my soul is going to come out of my body
at any second.
My brain cells has stopped working taking me much closer to my
dead end.
I am lying on the bed crying like hell but is no longer screaming
for help .
I am craving to get on the floor and run away from all of the pain I
have lately felt.
My legs are shivering out of all the hopes which have left them all
alone to fight .
I wish I could stand infront of the mirror to confront my recent
sight.
But the girl who was born to embrace all of her self like she owns
the supreme power,
Has completely abandoned the optimism and is just lost.
I wish I could sympathisemyself but I chose to be the worst .
My eyes are burning with the tears in and I am no longer taking
this.
I wish ...
To wake up in no time turning all of this into a bad dream.
Wait for me to scream.

                                -Pratham Bhati
             B.A(H)English, Semester III

ABANDONED HEART



 

Well infliction of pain is damn easy .
But what about making someone free?
Don’t you want to look out for a better way to help the needy?
Can’t you save them from the eyes of the greedy? 
What about putting efforts to make them chin up? 
Could you please try to prioritise and keep them at the very top?
Don’t you want to become a crystal of clarity?
Would you really mind in helping them to face the reality?
World needs to you to be divine.
So, think about it in a given time.

Make a life attempting the best of the deeds.
It’s wanted, could be also called as a need.

-Khushal Mehlawat
B.A(H)English, Semester III

 

 
 

I fall apart,
Through my shattered heart.

By my diction,
I never showed my affliction.

Through my eyes,
Many successfully realised.

Talking about me, 
Still I don’t feel free.

NEW CHANGE 

MOLTEN PEARLS



 
Trying to scream what,
Things trapped in my heart.

Let’s get into the depth,
With me not showing you the map.

My rhymes are loosing the plot,
Maybe I should again use the lock.

Locking up my emotions once again,
I am again failing to explain.

Here I am being shy,
Trust me I want to badly cry.

Now you know I am trying,
Deep down dying.

Will meet you one more time, 
Surely with the best rhymes.

-Inzia Khan
B.A(H)English, Semester III

 
I was sitting on a pyramid looking out for the love.
It got broken with no well guarded interior but with you being so
rough.
My hopes got shattered and my idea of inclination came to an
end.

PHASE OF HARSH REALITY



You could have proven me right but you chose to go with the
words uttered by my friends.
They used to warn me to come down as they could foresee the
future .
I was so sure to not to get broken that today I can’t even get help
with any of the sutures .
No wounds could be seen to anyone out there physically .
But what about the unseen torture I have been fighting with
mentally? 
You could have been so outspoken when I just started to a get a
hold of you.
You were having multiples of chances to show me that it’s not all
true.
I wonder how you could be so heartless despite of the fact that I
handed over my heart to you .
How you could be so blind to not to see my value?
But since this is a fact that I have loved you with all the purity.
Then there must be someone waiting for the same love with all
the more surety.
One heartbreak is not going to decide my 
destiny.
I will keep on searching for my forever love even if there is no
guarantee.
Love is still a beautiful essence for me .
And this time my heart is in no hurry .
I will probably get the love I have always desired for.
From today onwards I have all the time to explore.
                                       

 -Akhil Goswami
                      B.A(H)English, Semester V



She had a brightness ablaze,
A calming beauty and solace.
Her grace intensifies through her eyes,
Akin to velvety starry skies.

But still...She cried.

She cried as they wrote her down the past
With their twisted and bitter forecast.
They strided her in the very filth,
She bloomed like a rose in water distilled.

But still...she collapsed.

She collapsed as they want to see her die,
With arched head and dropped eyes.
Her soul crumbled with soulful weep,
Those heavy eyes bestowed deep.

But still...she chortled.

She chortled like those budding vines,
And cut them with her eyes.
She dance like she has got diamonds,
And thousands of gold mines.

But still...she wedged.

BUT STILL..



She wedged that it’s okay to be skilled,
Not always to be thrilled.
Stay lowered to the base,
Women is not always a dim case.

 -Anjali Aggarwal
                      B.A(H)English, Semester V

 



 -Chinar Khatri
M.AEnglish, Semester III

The phone rang and I rushed to pick it up. I have been waiting for
this call for so long. I was half asleep and I dozed out of my bed. It
has been more than ten years since I was waiting for this call. It
was a call of dream and when I heard my heart almost skipped out
of its place. My sister called me and said that I’ll be finally
awarded with my PHD degree tomorrow. At once my mind got
struck and I was both shocked and surprise. The news seemed to
be very small to many but for me it was my everything.
Ten years back when I was in my college, life was very happy back
then. Everything was going easy. Family, friends I had everything
and I couldn’t have asked for more. But nothing remains same and
happiness forever is just an allusion. Life is not a bed of roses and
will serve you with lots of difficulties and problems. One day when
I was returning from college a usual day as any other day, but
didn’t remain like that. I was hit by a truck and I lay unconscious
on the road. People gathered around me and when I woke up I was
in the hospital. I saw my family running here and there and I
sensed tension and restlessness. My mom came to me when I
regain consciousness and I asked her but she didn’t utter a word.
When doctors came to me I got disheartened and dismayed to
hear that because of accident I lost my one leg.
I was completely shattered, being a futuristic girl from childhood I
had dreams. Dreams for myself and my family. But fate played it’s
role and planned something else for me. Who would have thought
that a girl like me will be forced to be in bed without one leg. It
was the most difficult phase of my life. A feeling that my life has
come to an end. 

UNSTOPPABLE



Nothing was left with me but a thought that my dream will forever
be a dream and I won’t be able to fulfill it. That inner will was lost
I lost myself completely. A golden day arrived when I decide that I
will not run from my problems anymore. I decided to have a new
start, a new start of my old dreams and a new start to my life. The
cloudy dreams became visible again. Life is full of ups and downs
but one must fight and achieve goals. Forgetting all my problems
and the limitations I was bound with I started studying again with
the old will power but having a fresh energy.
The big day paid off everything. I’ll be having my dream in my
hand, having my degree after so much of problems and limitations.
Achieving this goal is more than anything for me and much more
than I could have asked for. Life will throw an iron ball on you but
it’s up to you, how will you handle that iron ball. Nothing can stop
you if you are determined. One should be unstoppable for life.
Refraining yourself from anything is like dying before your actual
death.

 



ALUMNI CONNECT



Sikha Arya
(B.A English, 2015-2018 batch)
I have always felt that I was so lucky to be a
student at Manav Rachna and not at any other
private college. The thing I admire the most
here is the support I received from everyone at
the college. I wouldn’t have been able to
achieve what I have achieved without that
loving and caring environment.

Anjali Singh
(B.A English, 2017-2020 batch)
College is the only place where the student is
fostered to deal with the world. What kind of
person he/she will be is decided in the college.
I really feel overwhelmed while sharing my
experience with all of you. My college is
different from all other colleges because it not
only focuses on the academics but also focuses
on the overall development of a student. Here
teachers are like our friend, philosopher and
guide. They help the students at each and
every step. I sincerely appreciate the efforts of
the faculty of the English Department who
worked so hard on our overall development
and also organize Clan Activities to build our
confidence and personality. All the activities in
which I participated helped me a lot in
developing confidence over my abilities .The
academics here are excellent and outstanding.
All the faculty members are very supportive
and cooperative. 



Ishika Bindal
(M.A English, 2018-2020 batch)
Journey at Manav Rachna University is ever
memorable for it has nurtured and groomed me
for the world. It was helpful in achieving my
career goal and converts my endeavors into real
time world. Excellent facilities at Manav Rachna
inspired me to give my best. I am very thankful
to the faculty that gave me the knowledge and
confidence and brought a new dimension into
my life to achieve a successful career. I would
strongly recommend Manav Rachna University
as it is the best university in NCR. 

The environment here is very comforting and
encouraging. The campus life is very exciting
and vibrant. I am very glad to be a part of
Manav Rachna International Institute of
Research and studies. 

Mercy Masih
(M.A English, 2019-2021 batch)
My educational journey shared with Manav
Rachna International Institute of Research and
Studies was remarkable. I became so enamored
with the faculty members and everything else at
MRIIRS that I decided to pursue my doctorate
here as well. Our teachers continued to give us
their best even though the entire world was
shut down owing to the Corona. I've always felt
at ease at MRIIRS, and I'm glad I made the
decision to continue my journey here.
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