
 
 

 



 
 

ii 

 

 

Patronôs Message: From the Desk of the Honôble Vice Chancellor  

 

I heartily congratulate the Department of English and Modern European and Other 

Foreign Languages, School of Languages for the launch of its digital magazine, Unheard 

Melodies. This marks the beginning of a new literary enterprise that will expand the 

horizon of creativity. Iôm sure this initiative by the faculty members and the students of 

the Department is just one step in the world of new opportunities. Conceived under the 

aegis of the School of Languages, this e-magazine, I am certain, will prove to be a 

constructive and innovative platform, promoting the sprouting talents and young minds 

of the students.  

I hope this new magazine also kindles a spark amongst the students and helps them 

acknowledge their strengths. It will aid many budding writers to create an impact upon a 

larger reading audience. The magazine launch is a moment of celebration of our studentsô potential and creative streak. I 

appreciate the earnest and sincere endeavours of the entire team of the School of Languages for successfully compiling 

their inaugural issue of Unheard Melodies. Their work is laudable. I extend to them my warm and best wishes for their 

forthcoming issues as well. 

 

With Best Wishes & Blessings  

 

Prof. Vinay Kumar Pathak 

Vice Chancellor  

CSJM University, Kanpur  
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From the Desk of the Director  

 

I am glad to introduce the first issue of Unheard Melodies, an online literary magazine of the 

students of the Department of English and Modern European and Other Foreign Languages, 

School of Languages, Chhatrapati Shahu Ji Maharaj University, Kanpur. It is admirable that the 

students of the Department have come together on one platform through this literary initiative. 

First and foremost, I would like to thank our Honôble Vice Chancellor, Prof. Vinay Kumar 

Pathak, and former Director and Head of our Department Prof. Sanjay Kumar Swarnkar for being 

our mentors in this creative journey. Also, we dedicate this issue to Prof. M.P. Sinha, the founding member of the 

Department of English, under whose vision this department was established in 1981. 

Literature has always played a significant role in society. It becomes our strength and solace. It also becomes our inspiration 

and guiding light. We derive our morals and meanings, our ideas and thoughts, and even our aspirations from Literature.  

Unheard Melodies is a platform for the students to express their creativity. These students are the backbone of the 

Department. They are also our hope for the future. As the Head and the Advisory Board member, my task is to inspire and 

encourage them to work as a team. I am excited to see the variety of thoughts and engagement with life. I appreciate all 

the contributors for sending in their work. A large number of students from the Department responded to our call with great 

enthusiasm. The Board of Editors and their co-members must be applauded for their amazing editorial skills, a mix of 

imaginative energy and hard work in putting together the entire issue.  

I hope these bright and animated young minds with their power of visualizing, the ability to imagine, and their amazing 

sensitivity will not only bring a smile on our face and captivate our heart, but also give us an opportunity to ponder on 

pertinent contemporary issues.  

I can promise you that this is just the first step towards a glorious journey, and that Unheard Melodies will set a precedent 

for others to follow.  

Have a Joyful Reading. 

Stay Safe and Stay Blessed. 

 

 

 
 

Dr. Ankit Trivedi 

Director-in-charge,  

School of Languages, CSJM University, Kanpur. 
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 Rejuvenating Life 
 

When itôs the time to be the change 

When you are all stressed and deranged 

When you need to get rid of demarcations  

When you are all filled with dejection 

Know it that itôs the time to revolutionize  

To kick out strain and worries, and be wise. 

Forget the deadlines and dayôs tyranny.  

Head towards adventure, on a great journey.  

Set off on a road trip, encounter the impossible. 

You can be the miracle because you are capable.  

Under shooting stars and beneath dew-covered  

Praise that eternity, created by the supreme power.  

This is the magic you see my friend.  

Your all aches will subside and come to an end.  

Beauty of nature is like a caring mother,  

Whose covering will not let your pain go further. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ANADI KATHURIA  

 BA (H) ENGLISH 1st Year 
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The Story of Red 
Eloquently decorated by the universe, here she stands, 

Every inch of her soul radiating with the magic oh so grand! 

Skipping and jumping, she boasted and blushed, 

Until that day when her legs were stained with red blood. 

ñHush little girl for you need to keep quiet! 

Itôs not something that the world will admireò. 

Confused and scared, she used to dread, 

For the wings she held were suddenly painted Red. 

ñWas it really an embarrassment, the blood I shed and gave, 

For itôs just for the new life that will one day live.ò 

ñDevi,ò they call her year after year in their deeds, 

Then why is she an outcast on ñthat dayò she bleeds? 

 Holding a pad high is not what youôre supposed to do. 

A packet of black. 

Hide it! Just like the concealed scars so blue. 

Her body is a shrine and thereôs no need to ówhisperô to 

óstay freeô, 

Sheôs just another girl, just another human existing in this 

world. 

Why donôt we let her be? 

She grows wildflowers in her hair, 

Lilies at her feet. 

Dreams planted in her heart, 

Constellations of infinities at her heels. 

Sheôs the tomorrow and the today, 

Sheôs the reason why life exists this day. 

Sheôs the fire, sheôs the rain, 

Sheôs the hurricane that glides boldly on her way. 

Sheôs the night, sheôs the day, 
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Sheôs the light that guides you home every day. 

Sheôs you, sheôs me, 

Sheôs every one of us, waiting to be set free. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

MI SHI SETH 

MA ENGLISH 1st Year 
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If I were a river 

 

If I were a river 

I would never make people quiver 

 

I would never let the Earth cry 

I would water it and never let it dry 

 

I would give the way to boats and ships 

Whether itôs for voyage or short trips 

 

I would help farmers to grow their crops  

Even in scarcity of rain drops 

 

I would quench the people of their thirst 

And set an example of faith and trust 

 

If I were a river 

I would never make people quiver 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PARTH KHARE 

BA (H) ENGLISH 1st Year 
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Dear D iary. 

 

They asked me what I want, 

just my soul that I can flaunt. 

My personality, my thoughts, 

my hopes, my choices, 

for once I want to get rid of all those voices. 

Donôt ask me why I am looking dull or fresh, 

I can offer a lot more than this flesh. 

For once I want to love myself as ñmeò, 

for once I want my flaws to be free. 

I am not perfect, but perfectly fine, 

for once can I let myself shine? 

My worth is not something that they will define, 

I can take care of things that are mine. 

Life is too short to let others decide, 

Itôs just me, myself, and nothing to hide. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

RUQAYYA JAMEEL 

BA (H) ENGLISH 2nd Year 
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Miracle Night 
 

It was a night of thunder 

That the clouds exploded 

The lightning flashed 

The storms whirled 

The darkness roared 

I was in the sea 

Soaring with the waves 

Ahead was the unknown 

But it was thrilling 

To be with the sea  

It was thrilling 

It felt light  

To just leave yourself 

On the splashing waters 

As if you are child of the God 

Nothing can hinder you 

Even the sea now,  

Has to take care of you.  

 

                          

 

 

KARAN CHHABRA 

                          BA (H) ENGLISH 1st Year 
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ñToxic Palò 
As much as I wish what we had was real, 

For you thatôs a mask behind which you conceal. 

 

How many times has this happened already? 

Blindfolded on the cliff I am left unsteady. 

 

Have so many scars been backstabbed repeatedly, 

Behind a pretty smile you got, detest so ugly. 

 

Shaming me in front of people was what you found funny, 

Even when I heard those gossips never once you were sorry. 

 

In a room filled with people thereôs no one on my side, 

Was friendly to them in the end I was cast aside. 

 

Manipulated, blamed myself for things Iôve 

not done, 

Got my good will gave back misery for you it 

was so fun. 

 

Covering up your mistakes by telling me I 

canôt understand, 

Was too naive to get a whiff of deceit you pre-

planned. 

 

You imprinted these trust issues plus anxiety 

on my heart, 

Traumatized I canôt help but see others as your 

counterpart. 

 

 

 

 ANANYA SINGH 

BA (H) ENGLISH 1st Year 
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Tech Takes Us Back 
 

In ancient times, our ancestors roamed, 

With sticks and stones as tools they owned, 

They hunted, gathered, built and played, 

A simple life, with nature they stayed. 

 

But then came technology, oh so grand, 

A world of wonders, at our command, 

We built machines and travelled far, 

The world was ours, we reached for the stars. 

 

But as we progressed, we lost our way, 

In our pursuit for a better day, 

Our gadgets and devices became our creed, 

As we chased progress with ever-increasing speed. 

 

We forgot the beauty of the natural world, 

The simplicity of life, our hearts unfurled, 

Our screens and machines, they consumed us whole, 

And we lost touch with our very soul. 

 

Now as we stare at screens all day, 

Our eyes grow tired, our minds fray, 

We long for the days of old, 

Where the simple life was pure gold. 

 

Technology, though it may seem grand, 

Has taken us far from where we stand, 
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Let us remember the lessons of the past, 

And cherish the beauty that will forever last. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PREETI BHARTI 

MA ENGLISH 2nd Year 
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The Gizmo 
Born a selfless Giant 

at the times of Famine queen. 

She was known as the Empress of óIndosô 

Whose shape she never seen. 

 

The giant desires for eating the dearth 

By serving man with ease. 

Instead, he captured the poorôs mirth 

By swapping their needs. 

 

Marching on, the giant destroyed the whole existing façade 

And build his novel Empire. 

In his rule his progeny 

Learned the use of wire. 

 

The immortal creature changed the Globe 

And made humans, slave of his offspring 

Earthlings fail to recall their versatility 

And began flying with their wings. 

 

 

 

 

 

SNEHA SAXENA 

MA ENGLISH 1st Year 
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ᵇᵯᶀ t ᵾᵰ ᵮ  βt ᶁ βᵮᵾ tᵻᶈ 

 

ᵯᵾᵲᵦ t ᶋ ᵯ  ᵮᵪᵾᵪᶇ ᵰ b ᵯᶀ t ᵾᵰ ᵮ  βt ᶁ βᵮᵾ tᵻᶈ, 

ᵙᶌᵲᵷ ᴝ ᵾᵧᵾ ᵿᵷ ᵬᵡᵴ ᵬᵲ b ᵅ ᵗᵦ t ᵲᵪᵾ ᵮᵾ tᵻᶈᶟ 

ᵦᵿᵰᵴ, βᶇᵴᶁᵙᶁ, ᵰᵴᵱᵾᵴᵰ н  ρt ᶇ ᵰᶋᵦᶀ ᵿᵬᵲᶋ ᵿᵴ,ŋ 

ᵺᶁᵅᵨᵲ н ᶈᵴᶀ b ᵿᵷᵲᵴ ᵷᵾᵻ, ᵗᵦᵪᶀ ᵮᶋᵴᶀ γ ᶀᵷᵅᵦ ᵗᵱᶇ ᵻᵲ ᵬᶁ ᵬ ᵿᵘᵴᶇ e ᵺ ᴝ ᶁᵴᵸᵪ ᵰ b ᵬᵪᶀ d ᵄ uᵰ 

ᵷᵿᵴᵱᶇ, ᵬᵲ н ᶋ φᵺᶃᵞᵪ ᵿᵷ ᵾᵪ t ᵾᵱ ᵿᵻ ᵨᶀ ᵰ ᵻᶋᵪᵾ ᵮᵾ tᵻᶈ, ᵿᵻ ᵨᶀ ᵭᶈᵴᶀ ᴝ ᵴᶀ-ᴝ ᵴᶀ, ᵻᵲ ᵨᵱ ᵰ 

ᵈᵪᵾ ᵮᵾ tᵻᶈᶟ 

ᵯᵾᵲᵦ t ᶋ ᵯ  ᵮᵪᵾᵪᶇ ᵰ b ᵯᶀ t ᵾᵰ ᵮ  βt ᶁ βᵮᵾ tᵻᶈ, 

ᵙᶌᵲᵷ ᴝ ᵾᵧᵾ ᵿᵷ ᵬᵡᵴ ᵬᵲ b ᵅ ᵗᵦ t ᵲᵪᵾ ᵮᵾ tᵻᶈᶟ 

ᵿᵷᵗᵲᵾᵴ ᵮᵾᶘ t ᶇ ρ ᶁᵆᵘ b ᵬᵾᵲ ᵿᵷ ᵴᵷ ᵻᵲ ᵷᵹ ᵱᶇ d ᵱᶇ, ᵿᵦᵪᵗᵾ ᵿᵦᵪᵗᵾ γ ᶁᶗᶇ ᵞᵅᵨᵙᶀ ᵿᵦᵪᵗᶇ ᵺᶀ ᵮᵻ γ ᵾᵱᶇ 

ᵞᵴ ᵰ γ ᵴ ᵱᵾ γ ᵴ ᵰ γ ᵴ t ᶌ χᵺᵰ δᵱᶇ ᵬᵾᵱᶇ, eᵺ γ ᵴ ᵗᶋᵬ ᵺᶇ ᵮᵜᵪᶇ t ᶋ χ ᵨᵱ t ᵾ γ ᶁᶗᵪᵾ ᵮᵾ t

ᵻᶈ| 

ᵯᵾᵲᵦ t ᶋ ᵯ  ᵮᵪᵾᵪᶇ ᵰ b ᵯᶀ t ᵾᵰ ᵮ  βt ᶁ βᵮᵾ tᵻᶈ, 

ᵙᶌᵲᵷ ᴝ ᵾᵧᵾ ᵿᵷ ᵬᵡᵴ ᵬᵲ b ᵅ ᵗᵦ t ᵲᵪᵾ ᵮᵾ tᵻᶈᶟ 

ᵱᶂᵄ γ ᵴᵷᵾᵱᶁ ρ ᶂᵿᵹᵦ ᵻᶈ, ᵱ ᵻᶈ ᵰᵾᵄ t ᵾ d ᵄᵴᴥ ᵰᶈᵴᵾ, ᵰᵾᵪᵷᵦᵾ b ᵬᵾᵱᶁ ᵻᶋ ᴝ ᵱᶀ ᵺᵾᵄᵺ ᵰ ᵻᶈ γ ᵻᵲ ᵿᵷᵹᶈᵴᵾ, 

ᵷ  βᵮᵪᶇ, γᵴ ᵲ  uᵺᵾᵭ, ᵿᵪᵰ ᵴᵦᵾ d ᵨ βᵰ ᵴᵾᵱ φ ᵲᵦᶀ t ᶋ  ρᵮᵪᵾᵪᶇ ᵰ b ᵯᶀ p ᵲ ᵺᵭᵾ əᵮᵾ t

ᵻᶈ| 

ᵯᵾᵲᵦ t ᶋ ᵯ  ᵮᵪᵾᵪᶇ ᵰ b ᵯᶀ t ᵾᵰ ᵮ  βt ᶁ βᵮᵾ tᵻᶈ, 

ᵙᶌᵲᵷ ᴝ ᵾᵧᵾ ᵿᵷ ᵬᵡᵴ ᵬᵲ b ᵅ ᵗᵦ t ᵲᵪᵾ ᵮᵾ tᵻᶈᶟ 

ᵗᵴ-t ᵴ χ ᵾ ρ ᵷᵾᵿᵻ βt ᵲᵦᶀ ᴝ ᵅᵙᵾ-ᵱᵰᶁᵪᵾ ᵿᵪᵰ ᵴ ᵻᶋ, ᵻᵲᶇ ᵯᵲᶇ ᵷᶃ ᵺᶇ ᵴᵧᵬ γᵻ ᵲᵱᵾᵴᶀ t  ᴥ ᵾᵨᵲ ᵻᶋ 

ᵿᵪᵰ ᵴ ᵷᵾᵱᶁ ᵺᶇ ᵬᶋᵿᵹᵦ ᵻᶋ, ᵱᵻ g ᵿᵹ ᵰᶁᵿᵪᵱ t  ᵰᵾᵡᶀ ᵻᶈ, ᵰᶇᵲᶇ ᵺᵬ  χt ᶇ ᵯᵾᵲᵦ t ᵾ ᵿᵪᵰᵾ ᵥ b ᵯᶀ β ᶋ 

ᵮᵾ tᵻᶈ| 

ᵯᵾᵲᵦ t ᶋ ᵯ  ᵮᵪᵾᵪᶇ ᵰ b ᵯᶀ t ᵾᵰ ᵮ  βt ᶁ βᵮᵾ tᵻᶈ, 

ᵙᶌᵲᵷ ᴝ ᵾᵧᵾ ᵿᵷ ᵬᵡᵴ ᵬᵲ b ᵅ ᵗᵦ t ᵲᵪᵾ ᵮᵾt ᵻᶈᶟ 

 

 

 

TANYA SHUKLA 

BA (H)ENGLISH 1st Year 
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 ᵬᶃ ᵷᶀ ᵻᵰᵾᵲᶀ ᵪᵻ ᵻᵰ ᵬᶃ ᵷᶀ ᵗᶇ ᵻ 

 

ᵻᵰᵾᵲᶀ ᴝ ᵴᵦᵭᵻᵿᵰᵱᵾᵅ ᵻ  tᵬᶃ ᵷᶀ ᵻᵰᵾᵲᶀ ᵻᶈ! 

ᵇᵺᵴ ᵰ β ᶋ ᵻᵰ ᵬᶃ ᵷᶀ ᵬᶇ ᵲᵻᵪᶇ ᵷᵾᵴᶇ ᵻᵞᵾᵲ γ ᶀᵷ ᵰ ᵺᶇ ŋ  tᵻ! 

ᵮᵺ ɛ ᵪᵰ p ᵲ ᵻᵰ ᵰ b ᵅᵦᵲ e ᵦᵪᵾ ᵻᶈ  tᵻᵰ e ᵅᵺᵾᵪ ᵻ,p ᵲ 

ᵉᵅᵺᵾᵪ ᵰᵦᵴᵮᶀ ᵻᶋᵦᶇ ᵻ,  

ᵉᵺᵿᵴᵑ ᵻᵰ b ᵬᵪᶇ ᵰᵦᵴᵮ t ᶇ ᵿᵻᵺᵾᵮ ᵺᶇ ᵬᶃ ᵷᶀ ᵬᶇ b ᵬᵪᶀ ᵰᵪᵰᵾᵪᶀ t ᵲᵦᶇ ᵻ! 

 

ᵴᶇ ᵗᵪ b ᵬᵪᶇ t ᵰ t ᵾ ᵭᵴ β ᶋ ᵻᵲ ᵗᵺᶀ t ᶋ ᵿᵰᵴᵦᵾ ᵻᶈ! 

ᵇᵯᶀ β  tᵿᵞᵦᵪᶀ ᵱᵾᵦᵪᵾᵑᵅ ᵻᵰᵪᶇ ᵬᶃ ᵷᶀ ᵬᵲ t  ᵻ,b ᵮ ᵷᵻᶀ β ᵗᵴᶀᶙᶇ φ ᶀᵲᶇ φ ᶀᵲᶇ ᵻᵰ ᵿᵰᵴᵪᵾ н ᶁ ᵻᶋ ᴝ  ə

ᵻ! 

ᵇᵯᶀ ᵯᶀ ᵷ  ᵻᶈ, ᵻᵰ ᵬᶃ ᵷᶀ ᵬᵲ t  γ ᵾᵪᶇ ᵷᵾᵴᶀ ᵱᵾᵦᵪᵾ t ᶋ 

ᵲᶋ tt ᵲ ŋ  tχ  əн ᶁ ᵈᵦ t ᵲᵪᶀ ᴥ ᵾᵿᵻᵑ, ᵱ ᵗ ᵯᶂᵴᶋ χ ᵻ, 

ᵬᶃ ᵷᶀ ᵻᵰᵾᵲᶀ χ ᵻ ᵻᵰ ᵬᶃ ᵷᶀ t ᶇ ᵻ! 

 

 

ANAMIKA SRIVASTAVA 

MA ENGLISH 1st Year 
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ᵞᵅᵨᵙᶀ p ᵲ ᵬᵦᵅᵙ 

 

ᵈᵺᵾ χχ ᵻ ᵻᶈ ᵱᶇ ᵞᵅᵨᵙᶀ t ᵾ ᵺᵭᵲ, 

ᵱᵻ ᵿᵺᵘᵾᵦᶀ ᵻᶈ γ ᶀᵪᶇ t ᶇ b ᵯᶁᵦ u ᵅᵙ, 

ᵈᵺᵰᵾᵪ ᵰ ɛ ᶗᵪᶇ ᵷᵾᵴᵾ ᵰᵻ γŋ ,t 

ᵗᵾᵙ γt ᵾ χ ᶁᵗᶗᵾ β ᶋ χ ᵻ ᵻᶈ ᵬᵦᵅᵙᶟ 

 

ᵝᶂᵪᵾ ᴥ ᵾᵻᵦᶇ ᵻᶋ ᵮᶁᵴᵅ ᵨᵱᵾᵅ d ᵗᵾ нt , 

ᵦᶋ γ ᵙᵾ ᴗ ᵨᵴ ᵰ ŋ  tb ᵯᶁᵦ ɛ ᵰᵅᵙ, 

ᵨᶃᶘ ᵿᵪ ᵱ t ᵲ ɛ ᶗᶋ ɛ ᵰᶁ ᴝ ᵙ χᵰ, 

ᵺᵾᵲᵾ d ᵗᵾ нβ ᶁ ᵻᵾᵲᵾ ᵮᵦᵴᵾᵦᶀ ᵬᵦᵅᵙ| 

 

ᵇᵬᵪᶀ r ᶋᵲ t ᶋ β ᶂ ᵮᵅᵩᵪ χ ᵾ ᵰᵾᵪᵪᵾ ᵱᵾᵲᶇ, 

ᵿᵪᵱᵅᵿ ᵦ ᵲᵻᶇᵙᵾ γ ᵮ β  tᵱᵻ ᵻᶈ β ᶇᵲᶇ ᵺᵅ,ᴝ 

ᵦᶂ ᴥ ᵾᵻᶇ d ᵞᵾᵨᶀ ᵬᵲ, ᵰᶁᵟᶇ χ ᵾ t ᵡᵪᶇ ρ ᶇᵪᵾ, 

ᵇᵬᵪᶀ r ᶋᵲ ᵺᶇ ᴝ ᶁᵞᵾ ᵲᵸ t ᵲᵦᶀ ᵻᶈ ᵬᵦᵅᵙᶟ 

 

 

ᵿᵞᵺ β ᵲᵻ γ ᶀᵷ χᵰ ᵮᵾᵩᵾᵑᵅ t ᵰ χ ᵻ ᵻ, 

ᵈᵗᵾ нᵰ ᵯᶀ ᵻᶋᵙᵾ ᵬᵦᵅᵙ t ᵾ ɯ ᶇᵲᵾ β ᵅ,ᴝ 

ᵲᵻᵪᵾ β ᶂ ᵰ ᵦᶀ ᵰ ᵰᵙᵲ γ ᵲᵾ ᵺᵅᵯᵴ t ᵲ, 

ᵪᵾ ᵻᶋᵪᵾ ᵿᵷᵜᵿᵴᵦ t ᵯᶀ ᵺᵰᵟᵾᵦᶀ ᵬᵦᵅᵙ | 

 

ᵬ ᵅᵜᶇᵙᵾ ɜ ᵅᵜᵾᵉᵱ ᵬᵲ β ᶋ ᵴᶋ ᴝr ᵲᵾᵑᵅᵙᶇ β ᶁᵟᶇ, 

ᵿᵷᵲᶋᵩ, ɯᶃᵥᵾ ᵺᶇ ᵺᵰ δɛ ᵪᵗᶇ b ᵺᵴ ᵲᵅᵙ, 

ᵰᵙᵲ β ᶂ ᵭ χ  t ᵲᵪᵾ, ᵮᵺ ɛ ᶗᵦᶇ ᵲᵻᵪᵾ, 

ᵋ ᵺᵾᵻ ᵺᶇ ᵰ  χt ᵾ ᵿᵷ ᵾᵺ ᵮᶘᵾᵦᶀ ᵬᵦᵅᵙᶟ 
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ᵦᶁᵟᶇ δ ᶁᵗᵾᵪᶇ ᵷ ᵿᵙᵲᵾᵪᶇ t ᶇ ᵱᵾᵺ ᵮ  βᵻ ᵙᶇ, 

ᵰᵙᵲ χ  r ᵲᵪᵾ, ᵻᶌᵺᵴᵾ ᵺᵨᶈᵷ ᵲᵘᵪᵾ ᵮᶁᵴᵅᵨ, 

ᵮᵻᵦᶀ ᵻᵷᵾᵑᵅ ᵻᵲ t ᵨᵰ β ᶇᵲᵾ ᵷᵾᵙᵦ t ᵲ ᵙᶀ, 

ᵪᵺ-χ ᵺ ᵰ b ᵧᵾᵻ γ ᶁᵪᶂᵪ γ ᵙᵾᵦᶀ ᵻᶈ ᵬᵦᵅᵙᶟ 

 

ᵙᵲ ᵿᵙᵲ γ ᵾŋ t ᵯᶀ, βᶋ ɛ  iρ ᶁᵙᵪᶇ ɛ ᵺᵾᵻ ᵺᶇ, 

ᵮᶁᵴᵾᵑ d ᵺᵰᵾᵅ ᵬᶁᵪᵆ ɛ ᶗ χ  ŋ ᵱᵾᵺ ᵺᵅ,ᴝ 

ᵜᵴ ᵱᵾᵲᶇ ᵮᶁᵴᵅ ᵨᵱ t ᶋ u ᶁ ρᵻᶈ β ᶇᵲᵾ e ᵅᵦᵞᵾᵲ, 

óg ᵿᵦôt ᵿᵻ ᵰᵦ t ᵯᶀ χ ᵻᵾᵲᵪᵾ ᵿᵺᵘᵾᵦᶀ ᵬᵦᵅᵙ| 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

RITIK  SHUKLA 

                       BA (H) ENGLISH 1st Year 
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ŏūſ ǎźƁ ĶŰ ļ ĶŜŅů ŉŜůƁ 

 

(ĮĶ ōŶŀŶ Ķū Ƭ  ˰ (ĥŐŰ : ŋƁƩŜ ŗŚƈ )  

 

ᵰᵾᵄ β ᶁᵰ b ᵮ ᵰᶇᵲᶇ t ᵬᶗᶇ φ ᶋᵦᶀ χ ᵻ 

ᵱᵾ  d ᵱ ᵲᵾ βᵲᵾ βᵯᵲ ᵺᶋᵦᶀ χ ᵻ 

ᵱ β ᶁᵰ ᵱᶂᵅ e ᵺ β ᵲᵻ d ᵺᵰᵾᵪ t ᶋ ᵿᵪᵻᵾᵲᵾ t ᵲᵦᶀ ᵻᶋ 

ᵱᵾ t ᶁ βu ᶋ ᴝ ᵱᵾ ᵻᶈ γ ᶋ u ᶂᵅᶘᵾ t ᵲᵦᶀ ᵻᶋ 

ᵰ ᵪᶇ b ᵺᵲ ρ ᶇᵘᵾ ᵻᶈ β ᶁᵟᶇ t ᶁ ββ ᵷᶀᵲ t ᶋ ᵺᵻᵴᵾᵦᶇ d ᵄ uᵰ ᵯᵲᵦᶇ 

ᵖᵲ ρ ᶇuᵾ ᵻᶈ t  əᵮᵾᵲ ᵻᵾ γᵺᶇ ρ ᵮᶇ ɛ  χᵻᶋ it ᶋ ᵲᶋᵦᶇ  

ᵰᵾᵄ ᵱᵾ  dᵻᶈ ᵱ t ᶁ βt ᵻᵦᶀ χ ᵻ 

ᵱ ᵲᵾ βᵲᵾ βᵯᵲ ᵺᶋᵦᶀ χ ᵻ  

 

ᵰ ᵪᶇ ρ ᶇᵘᵾ γ ᵾ β ᶁᵟᶇ e ᵅᵦᶖᵾᵲ ᵰ ᵺᵷᵲᵦᶇ  ŋ

ᵰ ᵪᶇ ρ ᶇᵘᵾ ᵻᶈ d  γβ ᶁᵟᶇ d ᵉᵪᶇ o  χ ᵭᵲ βt ᵲᵦᶇ  ŋ

ᵱᵾ  dᵰᵾᵄ...ᵱᵾ t ᶁ ββ ᶂ χᴝ ᵱᵾ ᵻᶈ...? 

ᵜᵴ χ ᵱᵾ d ᵊᵪᵾ ᵴᶇ d ᵦᵾ .ɑ..βᶂ ᵮᵦᵾ β ᶋᵗᵻᵾᵅ χ ᶂᵡ ᴝ ᵱᵾ ᵻᶈ  

 

ᵦᶂ γ ᵮ ᵯᶀ γ ᵾᵦᶀ ᵺᶋᵪᶇ, βᶋ ᵱ  tᵺᶀ γ ᵾᵦᶀ ᵻᶈ ? 

ᵰᵾᵄ ᵱ β ᶂ ŋ ᵗᵨᵰ ᴥ ᶁᵬ ᵺᶀ ᵻᶋ γ ᵾᵦᶀ ᵻᶈ ? 

ᵨᶇᵘᵾ β ᶁᵟᶇ ᵮᵨᵴᵦᶇ t ᵲᵷᵡᶇ, dᵲᵾᵰ t ᶋ u ᶂᵅᶘᵦᶇ... 

ᵨᶇᵘᵾ ᵰ ᵪᶇ β ᶁᵟᶇ ᴥ ᵾᵨᵲ β ᵗᵱᶇ t ᶋ ᵺᵻᵴᵾᵦᶇ,  

 

ᵰᵾᵄ.... 

ᵮᶋᵴ χ ᵾ ? ᵱᵾ  dᵻᶈ ? ᵱ ᵮᵦᵾᵦᶀ χ ᵻ 

ᵱ ᵲᵾᵦ-ᵲᵾ βᵯᵲ ᵺᶋᵦᶀ χ ᵻ ?  

*ᵰᵾᵄ t ᵾ γ ᵷᵾᵮ*  
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ᵗᶁ βχ ᵻ ᵮᶇᵡᵾ, γᵾ ᵺᶋ γ ᵾᵗᶇ  

ᵘᵾᵪᵾ u ᵾ ᵴᶇ, pᵲ ᵲᶋᵪᶇ ρ ᶇ ᵰᶁᵟᶇ ᵱᵻᵾᵅ ᵬᶇ 

ᵦᶇᵲᶇ ᵺᵰ δᵰ χ ᵾ d ᵑᵙᵾ 

ᵰᶇᵲᵾ ρ  ρb ᵮ t ᵯᶀ χ ᵾ γ ᵾᵑᵙᵾ 

ᵰᵾᵄ t ᵻᵦᵾ ᵻᶈ χ ᵾ, ᵰᵾᵄ t  ᵮᵾ βᵰᵾ χᵱᵻᵾᵅ ᵬᶇ 

ᵘᵾᵪᵾ u ᵾ ᵴᶇ, pᵲ ᵺᶋ γ ᵾᵗᶇ ɜ  

ᵰ β ᶇᵲᶇ t ᵬᶗᶇ χ ᵻ φ ᶋ ᵬᵾᵦᶀ, 

ᵷᶋ н ,χ ᵷᶋ ᵬ ᵡ, ᵱᵾρ ᵰᶁᵟᶇ ᵻᶈ ᵨᵴᵾᵦᶀ 

ᵉᵺᶀ β ᵲᵻ u ᶗᶀ ᵻᶋ γ ᵾᵦᶀ  ɑᵱᵻᵾᵅ ᵬᶇ 

ᵗᵾ нt ᶋ əᵲᵮᵨᵾ ᴥ ᵰ ᵗᵾᵲ ᵻᶋ ᵷᵻᵾᵅ ᵬᶇ 

ᵋ ᵰᶀᵨ ᵲᶋ γu ᶁ ρt  u ᶁ ρβ ᶋᶗᵦᶀ ᵅ 

ᵦ ᵷᶀᵲ ᵺᶇ ᵿᵴᵬᵡᵗᵲ, ɛᵪᵺᶇ ᵿᵰᵴᵦᶀ ᵅ 

ᵨᶇᵘᵦᶇ ρ ᶇᵘᵦᶇ d ᵅ uβ ᵴ tγ ᵾᵦᶀ ᵻᶈ 

ᵿᵮ χᵮᵦᵾᵑ ᵻᶋ iᵺᶇ ᵺᵾᵅᵺ ᵯᵪ tγ ᵾᵦᶀ ᵻᶈ 

ᵰᵾᵄ t ᵻᵦᵾ ᵻᶈ χ ᵾ, ᵰᵾᵄ t  ᵮᵾ βᵰᵾ χᵱᵻᵾᵅ ᵬᶇ 

ᵘᵾᵪᵾ u ᵾ ᵴᶇ, pᵲ ᵺᶋ γ ᵾᵗᶇ ɜ  

ᵱᵾ ᵺᶋᵴᵻ ᶃᵅᵙᵾᵲ t , 

ᵗᵺᵗᶇ ᵿᵴ ŋᵰᵾᵧᵾ ᵴᵾᵴ t , 

ᵇᵮ ᵱᶇ ᶖᵅᵨᵙᶀ ŋ  tu ᶂᵮᵺᶂᵲᵦ ᵮᵅᵞᵲ ᵻᶈ 

ᵘᶁ ρt  d ᵰᵾ ᵻᶀ u ᶁ ρt ᵾ u ᵅᵞᵲ ᵻᶈ 

ᵈᵲᵾᵰ ŋ  t ᵰ t ᵾ t ᵾᵴᵾ ᵺᵾᵱᵾ ᵻᶈ 

ᵉᵺ t ᵰᵲᶇ ᵰ ᵱᵾ ρt  ᵰᵾᵱᵾ ᵻᶈ 

ᵦᶁᵟᶇ t ᶁ βᵺᵰᵟᵾ χ ᵻ ᵺᵗᵦᶀ 

ᵘᶁ ρt ᶋ ᵬ ᶀ ᵨᵘᵾ χ ᵻ ᵺᵗᵦᶀ 

ᵱᶇ d ᵻ ! ŋ  tᴥ ᶀᵘᵦᶀ ᵲᵾ ᴝᵻᶈ 

ᵞᶋ ᵮᶁ δᵲᵻᶀ ᵷᶋ ᵷᵜ  χt  d  ᴝᵻᶈ 

ᵮᵺ e ᵅᵦᵞᵾᵲ p ᵲ φ ᵰ t ᵾ t ᵰ ᵱᵻᵾᵅ ᵬᶇ 
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ᵰᵾᵄ t ᵻᵦᵾ ᵻᶈ χ ᵾ, ᵰᵾᵄ t  ᵮᵾ βᵰᵾ χᵱᵻᵾᵅ ᵬᶇ 

ᵘᵾᵪᵾ u ᵾ ᵴᶇ, pᵲ ᵺᶋ γ ᵾᵗᶇ ɜ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

KANCHAN 

MA ENGLISH 1stYear 
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ŬōķőŶ ŋʂŶ 

 

ĮĶ ķűōśűőŅ śŋŉŶ śů Ļœ őŜů ņů ŬĽƁŇĸůȟ 

ĶŜūſ śźĻū ņū Ķů ŐűƁĤĻūŉĶ śŶ ōŇœ ĽūĮĸůȟ 

Ľź ņŶ ŏŶőŶ ĤŋŉŶ ōź ĮĶ ŋœ ŏƎ ļźš ĽūŐƎĸŶ, 

ŬĶśů ŉŶ ŐŜ ŅĶ ŉū śźĻū Ķů ŬĶśĶŶ ĶūſňŶ ŋŶ Ŝŏ ĥſśű ōŜūŐƎĸŶί  

 

ōƞŅ őźĦȟ Ļůķůȟ ŬĻ˝ūŐů ŏƑȟ 

ŋűļū ĤŋŉŶ ķŰŇū śŶ ǎū Ɵ ĦŅŉů ŋőūħŏƑ, 

ŬŌő őźŅŶȤőźŅŶ Łūŉ ŬœŐūȟ Ŝŷ ĥƁśŰĲƁĶź ŋůŉūȟ 

Ŝő ōūŅ ŐŜūſ ĮĶ śūŬĽŘ Ŝŷȟ ŐŜ śźĻ Ķő Ŝŷ Ľůŉū| 

 

ŉ ƚĶűƁ ĸůŏƑ, ŉņŏűƁĸů, ŏƑ ŬŌő ĥĸŶ ōšŅů ĽūĩƁ ĸů, 

ņū ŬĽʌźƁŉŶ śūņ ļźšūȟ ŏƑ ŬŌő ĨʌŶ ŬŇķœūĩſ ĸů, 

œšĶů ŉŜůƁŜŷ Ķźħ Ĥōœūȟ ŉū Ŝů ŗź œūĻūő Ŝŷȟ 

Ħś ĽŜūſ ŏƎ ŋƁķ Ōŷ œūŉŶ Ķū ĨśŶ ŋűőū ĤŬňĶūő ŜŷȢȢȢί|  

                     

 

 

 

 MUSKAN VERMA  

                                       MA ENGLISH 1st Year 
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ōūŭőŘ Ķů ǤūŬŜŘ 

 

ĸőĽŶ Ľź ōūŇœ ŉħ ĨˁůŇ Ŝŷ Ľūĸůȟ 

ŋŭőƁŇŶ Ķů ŉʌů-śů ƛŜ Ŝŷ ĶūƁŋůȿ 

Ŝŗū śŶ ŋɃŶ ŐŶ ľűŏ śŶ ĨŁŶȟ 

łūœů ŋŶ ĥŬŘŐūŉŶ Ķů ƛŜ Ŝŷ ĶūƁŋůȿ 

ĶšĶů Ľź ŬōĽœůȟ ŉŠő ōŰľ śů ĸħȟ 

ŎŀĶŶ ƞĮ ŉŶ ŉħ őūŜ ŅœūŘůȿ 

ōőśŶ Ľź ĲœŶȟ œĸŶ ŏźŅů Ŝŷ ŉūĻŶȟ 

Ōśœź ŉŶ őō śŶ ŋŉūŜ Ŝŷ ŏūƁĸůȿ 

ōőśů Ľź ōűƁŇŶȟ ŘŜő ňŰœ śŶ ĸĮȟ 

Ŭŏȣů Ķů ō̏ů ŏūƁĸŶ ōűƁŇźƁśŶ ŏūţů| 

ŬĶśů Ķů ǤūŬŜŘ ĶŜůƁ ŉūśűő ōŉ ĸħȟ 

ĶŜů ŋŶ ĶūƁŀŶȟ Ņź ĶŜů Ōű œ ōŉ ĸħȿ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

REEBA FAIZ 

MA ENGLISH 1st Year 
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ŏƑ Ɵſ ņźšů ĤĽůō śů 

 

ŏƑ ōūŇœźƁ śŶ łőŅů Ɵſȟ ōőśūŅ ŋő ŏƑ ŏőŅů Ɵſί  

Ľō ŜŗūĲƁ ĶŶ śƁĸ ĨšŅů Ɵſȟ Ņō Ŏů ĽŏůƁ śŶ ĽŰš ĶŶ ĻœŅů Ɵſί  

Ŝūſȟ ŏƑ Ɵſ ņźšů ĤŠůō śůȟ ŏĸő ʕūő ŅŰŏśŶ ĶőŅů Ɵſί  

ĶŎů śūĸő Ķů Ļȣūŉ Ɵſȟ ĶŎů őŶŅ ōŉ ŬĶŉūőźƁ śŶ Ľū ŬŏœŅů Ɵſί  

ŏƑ ĦƁƩňŉŰŚ Ķů ōŶœū Ɵſȟ ŏƑ Ŝő Ĺšů őƁĸ ōŇœŅů Ɵſ ί  

Ŝūſȟ ŏƑ Ɵſ ņźšů ĤŠůōśůȟ ŏĸő ʕūő ŅŰŏśŶ ĶőŅů Ɵſί  

Ľź ōūŅ ŏŰľŶ śŅūĮȟ ŏƑ ŅƁĸ Ĩśů Ķź ĶőŅů Ɵſ| 

Ķœ ƛŁ ĸŐů ņů ŬĽś ōūŅ ŋőȟ ĥĽ ŋśƁŇ Ĩśů Ķź ĶőŅů Ɵſί  

Ŝūſȟ ŏƑ Ɵſ ņźšů ĤŠůō śůȟ ŏĸő ʕūő ŅŰŏśŶ ĶőŅů Ɵſ ί  

Ŭōŉ ĶŜŶ ĶŰ ļ ĶŜŅů Ɵſȟ Ŭōŉ śŰŉŶ śō śŏľŅů Ɵſȟ  

ōūŅ Ŝŷ ōś ĦŅŉů śůȟ Ľź Ŝő ōūő ŅŰŏśŶ ĶŜŅů Ɵſί  

Ŝūſȟ ŏƑ Ɵſ ņźšů ĤŠůō śůȟ ŏĸő ʕūő ŅŰŏśŶ ĶőŅů Ɵſ ί  

 

 

 

SAUMYA YADAV  

MA ENGLISH 2nd Year 
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Carpe Diem! 
Seize the day! 
 

 

ñYesterday is gone. Tomorrow has not yet come. We have 

only today. Let us begin.ò - is well quoted by Mother 

Teresa. 

 

The purpose of life is to live it, to taste it, and to 

experience it to the utmost, to reach out eagerly without 

fear for newer and richer experiences around us. Life is 

either a daring adventure or nothing at all. 

 

One of the problems today is that we are always living by 

the clock and the calendar. This causes us to forget the 

present moment, as we focus on what is to come and how 

quickly it is coming. Obviously, we canôt get rid of our 

clocks and calendars, but living this lifestyle can 

definitely help us look at time differently. 

 

A lot of us live like an oyster, trapped in a shell, unable to 

get out and enjoy the world. 

 

But, we are not meant to live that way! We are meant to 

explore and experience the world around us. The shell 

limits our beliefs that keep us stuck from really making 

the most out of each day. Let me tell you, if you are stuck 

in those limiting beliefs, you need to crack open the shell 

in some way so that you can start living life. 

 

The Bible aptly quotes ï ñLook at the birds of the air. 

They neither sow nor reap nor gather into barns, and yet 

your Heavenly Father feeds them. Are you not of more 

value than they?ò (Matthew 6:26) And which of us by 

being anxious can add a single hour to our span of life? 

Worry does not empty tomorrow of its sorrow. It empties 

today of its strength. 

 

Rethink! The good news is that you can teach yourself to 

embrace the Carpe Diem attitude. Convince yourself that 

living for today is the best thing you can do for yourself, 

and then practice seizing the moment. If you do that, you 

will be giving yourself the education you should have 

received since you were a child - the education that makes 

life worth living.  

 

Carpe Diem, my friends, let it be! Seize the world today 

and fly free! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SALONI YADAV 

BA (Hon.) ENGLISH 1st Year 
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An  

Insignificant 
Body 

 
 

Description- 

 

 

Fear and pain, humans always associate these 

feelings with them, thinking they are the only 

ones who can feel anything as if we óAnimalsô are 

not capable of feeling fear and pain. As if to them 

we are just soulless shells who breathe and eat 

and work. But I certainly donôt think that we are 

soulless shells, especially when I am feeling 

immense pain and am barely able to move my 

body. Nor when I can see the fear in his pathetic 

eyes. I think itôs my fate to discard this body, 

because of which, I had to suffer some awful 

things. I wasnôt even aware that it was my body, 

my flesh which was causing me such pain, not 

until I met him, my evil enemy, my best friend, 

my brother.  

 

Food, thatôs all I can see, smell, and want. The 

diabolic bugs in my stomach are having 

celebration, feasting on my pancreas without any 

remorse. I am forced to eat whatever I see in my 

path, even if itôs not really edible. You get like 

this when you havenôt got your hands-paws on 

food for four days.  

 

For the last four days we have been running, 

running and running, we only consumed tiny 

pieces of bread and biscuits which some humans 

threw at us. But, when we tried to follow them, 

they started throwing pebbles at us.  

 

I concluded that humans are impossible to 

predict.  

 

ñLittle one come to me and see here is a water 

pot, and you might find some food too,ò my 

brother said. He was a little far from me, so I 

pushed my paws harder against the ground in 

hopes of getting my paws on some food and 

water.  

 

As soon as I reached where my brother was, I saw 

water in a pot made of mud. I stuck my tongue 

into the water and started gulping up as fast as I 

could.  

 

I canôt remember when the last time I had clean 

water! Though itôs not as clean as what I had been 

drinking for the past few days, itôs very nice.  

 

When I filled myself to the brim with water, I 

looked up at my brother, ñWhy arenôt you 

drinking?ò I asked.  

 

ñI drank before calling you,ò he said smiling. He 

hasnôt consumed anything since we ran from 

there.  

 

But itôs good to see him smile even after he had 

experienced hell. But I know this smile isnôt real. 

I didnôt force him to eat because heôs been 

denying eating anything dirty. I donôt know why 

he even thinks that weôll ever have some clean 

and fresh food in this lifetime.  

 

ñLetôs call it night, and sleep here,ò my brother 

uttered, as he dropped his body on the ground. I 

followed right after, and stretched my body 

feeling every muscle throbbing in pain.  
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As soon as I closed my eyes, my stomach 

growled, reminding me of its empty state and 

fighting against my brain to not let me sleep but 

losing it miserably, again.  

 

 

...  

 

He just came out of that shady room running and 

gasping, looking all around as if there was a 

human with a stick waiting for him to beat him 

plump. When I asked whyôs he panicking he said 

ñLittle one you have to go, you have to save your 

life, never trust humans again,ò his tail tucked 

between his legs.  

 

 

ñNo, I am not going anywhere without you,ò I 

protested. He looked me in the eyes and jerked 

his head towards the direction of the door we had 

come from and ran, as I followed right away.  

 

 

 

...  

 

 

I woke up panting and sweating profusely, this is 

the only nightmare I have been getting since we 

ran away. When the ñDog Catching 

Organizationò lured us with the food, we thought 

we would finally go to bed with our stomachs 

full. But we havenôt had the feeling of having our 

stomachs filled with food since they were gone.  

 

One day, when my whole family, not just my 

brother but my whole family - maa, paa, my 

oldest sister, Simba, and me, were sleeping, when 

a car crushed them. Only Simba and I somehow 

survived the accident.  

 

We saw their lifeless bodies lying on the ground 

for days until they came to take their bodies. They 

even gave us food and water, and took us with 

them. My brother and I thought they were nice, 

but it was far from reality. They were going to 

inject venom into us, and I told them before it was 

too late.  

 

 

When we ran from that building of torture, we 

had to fight many humans and till that day I was 

thinking I was helpless, that I never can defend 

myself from those sick creatures.  

 

But when we were out of that gate, one man came 

running to catch us and prevent us from leaving 

that place. I accidentally bit him on his wrist 

which caused his flesh to separate from his body, 

and when he howled in pain then only I was 

aware that I too can defend myself.  

 

The things we saw happening to our kind there 

were awful.   

 

 

ñOh good youôre up, now letôs get going and we 

shall find food for you today or you wonôt be able 

to walk properly, youôre already walking very 

slowly,ò he said and urged me to start that dayôs 

journey. 

 

 

.....  

 

 

I craned my head towards the sky and sniffed the 

air, food, there was something so delicious to eat 

somewhere near us. When I looked at Simba, he 

was already looking at me knowingly.  

 

 

We started running towards the direction where 

the smell was coming from, we came to a stop 

when I saw a lady giving food to many of my kind 

from a big car.  

 

When she saw me and my brother, she started 

calling me towards her. At first I was scared to go 

near her but she was looking kind and the smell 

of food was so delicious that it was hard to ignore.  

 

You get like that when you havenôt eaten 

anything for ages.  

 

 

ñLetôs go, brother, look there is so much food 

there,ò I said, wagging my tail furiously.  

 

 

ñGo on little one I am right behind you,ò he 

urged.  

 

Well, thatôs the only encouragement I needed.  

 

 

I ran so fast that I didnôt see it coming, and it was 

when I hit the ground that I realized I was hit by 

a car.  
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My lower body was bleeding profusely, and I 

couldnôt even move my body, a pained howl 

escaped from my mouth. I looked around me to 

call for help and saw him, my brother.  

 

 

But he wasnôt alone, my whole family was there 

with him, all of them looking at me with pain in 

their eyes.  

 

 

I blinked multiple times to ensure I wasnôt 

hallucinating, I searched for my brother again and 

then the whole reality hit me that he wasnôt there 

with me all this time, not alive actually.  

 

 

When they took him with them behind that door, 

they killed him too, he left his body in that bloody 

room and came out of it only with his soul. 

 

 

I smiled at them, getting my cue to leave this 

cursed body of an animal and to leave this hell to 

live with my family forever.  

 

 

Perhaps, reincarnate as a human in another life 

and torment those who will be in my place like 

they tormented us.  

 

 

Maybe then, they will understand that we do have 

feelings and we are not merely an insignificant 

body they can neglect and throw aside. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PAWANI SAGAR 

BA (H) ENGLISH 1st Year
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The Palette of Natureôs Grace 
 

 

 

 

PRATYASHA SARKAR 

BA (H) ENGLISH 1st Year 
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One Chance to S peak 
 

 

 

 

 

 

HARSH GOND 

BA (H) ENGLISH 1st Year 
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Like Clouds in Azure 
 

 

 

 

 

 

MRADULA SINGH 

B.A. (H) ENGLISH 1st Year 
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Engrossed 
 

 

 

 

 

MANASVI TRIPATH I 

BA (H) ENGLISH 1st Year 
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P hoenix 

 

 

 

 

CHINMMAYA 

BA (H) ENGLISH 2nd Year 
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Sunset Vibes 
 

 

 

 

 

MANSI NIGAM 

BA (H) ENGLISH 1ST Year 
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Timeless Words 

 

ñDo not lose hold of your dreams or aspirations. For if you do, you may still exist but you 

have ceased to live.ò 

ï Henry David Thoreau 

 

ñWe delight in the beauty of the butterfly, but rarely admit the changes it has gone through 

to achieve that beauty.ò 

ï Maya Angelou 

 ñAll good books have one thing in common ï they are truer than if they had really 

happened.ò 

ï Ernest Hemingway 

ñSuccess is the sum of small efforts, repeated day in and day out.ò 

ï Robert Collier 

 

ñFocus more on your desire than on your doubt, and the dream will take care of itself.ò 

-Mark Twain 

ñOut of the mountain of despair, a stone of hope.ò 

-Martin Luther king Jr. 

ñThe worst enemy to creativity is self-doubt.ò  

ï Sylvia Plath, 

 ñThe brain is deeper than the sea.ò 

-Emily Dickenson 
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ñBelieve you can and youôre halfway there.ò 

-Theodore Roosevelt 

 

ñTell me and I forget. Teach me and I remember. Involve me and I learn.ò 

-Benjamin Franklin 

 

ñGenius is the ability to put into effect what is on your mind.ò  

 

  -F. Scott Fitzgerald 

ñLove the life you live, 

Live the life you love.ò 

-Bob Marley 

ñThe ocean stirs the heart, inspires the imagination and brings eternal joy to soul.ò 

-Robert Wyland 

 

ñA man who pays respect to the great paves the way for his own greatness.ò 

-Chinua Achebe 

 

 ñWhat you want to ignite in others must first burn inside yourself.ò  

~ Charlotte Bronte 

 

ñDonôt blow off anotherôs candle for it wonôt make yours shine brighter.ò 

-Jaachynma N.E. Agu 
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Shashwat S habd 

 

 

ᵰᶇᵻᵪ βt ᵲᵪᶇ ᵺᶇ ρ ᵲ ᵦᵾ χ ᵻ ᵲᵻᵦᶀ, φᵰ t ᵲᵪᶇ ᵺᶇ ᵬᵾᵬ χ ᵻ ᵲᵻᵦᵾ, ᵰᶌ χᵲᵻᵪᶇ ᵺᶇ t ᵴᵻ χ ᵻ ᵻᶋᵦᵾ | 

-ᵜᵾᵥ ᵱ 

 

ᵦᵬ ᵱᵾ φ ᵰ t ᵾ ᵬᵻᵴᵾ p ᵲ d ᵿᵘᵲᶀ t ᵨᵰ ᵻᶈ | 

-ᵰᵻᵾ ᵰᵾ ᴝ ᵾᵅᵩᶀ 

 

ᵋᵢᶋ γ ᵾᵙᶋ p ᵲ ᵴ ᵱ β  tᵰ  β ᵗᶋ| 

- ᵷᵾᵰᶀ ᵿᵷᵷᶇᵗᵾᵪᵅᵨ  

 

ᵻᶖᵾᵲ ᵱᶋ ᵾ ᵬᵲ ᵿᵷᵞᵱ ᵬᵾᵪᵾ d ᵺᵾ χᵻᶈ, ᵴᶇ ᵗᵪ γ ᶋ b ᵬᵪᶇ ɜ ᵬᵲ ᵿᵷᵞᵱ ᵬᵾᵦᵾ ᵻᶈ ᵷᵻᶀ ᵺ ᵾ ᵿᵷᵞᵱᶀ 

ᵻᶈ| 

-ᵙᶌᵦᵰ ᵮᶁ 

 

ᵇᵬᵪᶇ t ᶋ ᵺᵅᵗᵡ ᵰ r ᵾᵴ t ᵲ t ᵾᵱ ᵺᵅᵬ t ᵲᵪᶇ ᵷᵾᵴ t  ᵿᵷᵞᵱ ᵻᶋᵦᶀ ᵻᶈ, tᵾᵱᵲ t  χ ᵻ| 

 -ᵞᵷᵾᵻᵲᵴᵾᵴ χ ᶇᵻ 

 

ᶋ φᵰ ᵰᵪᶁ ᵱ b ᵬᵪᶇ ᵰ  χt  ᵮᵾ βt ᵻᵪᶇ t ᶇ ᵮᵞᵾᵱ ρ ᶂᵺᵲ t ᶇ ᵨᵱ t ᶋ ᵱᵾᵨᵾ ρ ᶁᵘᵾᵦᵾ ᵻᶈ ɜ 

-ᵰᶁᵅᵸᶀ ᶇᵰᵜᵅ ρ

ᵞᶈᵺᶇ ᵺᶂᵱ d ᵗᵾ нᵰ βᶁᵬ t ᵲ χ ᵻ ᵿᵷᵜᵲ ᵺᵗᵦᵾ, 
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ᵋᵺᶀ ᵗᵾᵲ ᵰᵻᵾᵬᶁ ᵹ ᵯᶀ ᵺᵅᵺᵾᵲ ᵰ ᴝ ᶁ χ ᵻ ᵲᵻ ᵺᵗᵦᶇ | 

-˧ūś 

 

ᵮᶁᵿ t ᶇ ᵿᵺᵷᵾᵱ ᵿᵷᵜᵾᵲ ᵜᵾᵲ t ᵾ t ᶋ əρ ᶂᵺᵲᵾ н  χ ᵻ ᵻᶈ, ᵱ ᵗ ᵾ χᵻᶀ b ᵱᵾᵱ t ᶋ ᵿᵰᵡᵾ ᵺᵗᵦᵾ 

ᵻᶈᶟ  

 

-ᵸᵅᵗᵲᵾᵜᵾᵱ 

 

 uᶁ ρt ᶇ ᵿᵴᵱᶇ γ ᶀᵪᶇᵷᵾᵴᶇ t  ᴗ ᵲ t ᶋ ə ᵱᵾᵪ χ ᵻ ρ ᶇᵦᵾ ᵬᵲ γ ᵮ d ᵬ ρ ᶂᵺᵲ t ᶇ ᵿᵴᵱᶇ γ ᶀᵪᵾ ᵺᶀ uᵴᶇᵦᶇ ᵻ 

ᵦᶋ ᵷᶇ d ᵬᵗᶇ ᵿᵴᵱᶇ γ ᶀᵦᶇ ᵻ ᶟ 

 

- ᶀ ᵬᵲᵰᵻᵅᵺ ᵱᶋᵙᵾᵪᵅᵨ 

 

ᵞᵮ ᵷᵯᵾᵷ t ᶋ φ ᵰ t ᶇ ᵿᵺ ᵾᵅᵦ t ᶇ b ᵪᶁᵺᵾᵲ ᵮᵨᵴᵾ γ ᵾᵦᵾ ᵻᶈ, βᵮ ᵻᵰ ᵺᵅ ᵗᶃᵿᵦ p ᵲ ᵺ ᵱᵦᵾ ᵾ ᵻᶋᵦᶀ 

ᵻᶈ |   

                             -ᵬᵅᵿᵣᵦ ᵨᶀᵪ ᵨᵱᵾᵴ ᵋᵬᵾ ᵱᵾᵱ  

 

ᵸᵾᵅᵿᵦ t  н ᶁ ᵈᵦ ᵰᶁ ᵗᶁᵲᵾᵪᶇ ᵺᶇ ᵻᶋᵦᶀ ᵻᶈᶟ 

 

-ŏŇőŀŶőŶśū 

 

ᵻᵰᶇᵸᵾ d ᵲᵾᵰ t  ᴥ ᵾᵻᵦ ᵰ, βᶁᵰ d ᵴᵺᶀ ᵻᶋ γ ᵾᵦᶇ ᵻᶋ ɜᵻᵰᶇᵸᵾ ᵬᶂᵥ ᵦᵾ t  ᴥ ᵾᵻᵦ ᵰ, βᶁᵰ ᶋᵿᵩᵦ ᵻᶋ 

ᵞᵾᵦᶇ ᵻᶋ ɜᵻᵰᶇᵸᵾ b ᵰᶀᵲ ᵮᵪᵪᶇ t  ᴥ ᵾᵻᵦ ᵰ, βᶁᵰ ᵴᵾᵴᵜᶀ ᵻᶋ γ ᵾᵦᶇ ᵻᶋ |   

-Ƴů őŬŗŘƁĶő  
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For Feedback and Suggestions:  

Please write to us at:  

sumanbiswas@csjmu.ac.in 

drpoojaagarwal@csjmu.ac.in  
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