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Editor's Note
Anuraag Das SarmaAs winter sets in and the sun bids early

goodbyes, Monograph turns 15. Months, not
years, but I grow hopeful each passing day
that the latter will not be an impossible
statistic to achieve. This month, with end-
sems looming and part-time jobs taking up
entire chunks of our day, we have become
what the kids might call “cogs in the
corporate machine.” But Monograph remains,
as it always has, a love letter to the arts and
we’ll forever have time for it. However, not
one but two interviews for this month fell
through due to time constraints and we hope
you can forgive us for that. Monograph
however marches on, strongly and proudly
through the map of time. For our readers there
is nothing but love and warmth from our side.
I leave you now with a poem I wrote not very
long ago, on hearing a bluethroat (or what I
believe was a bluethroat) sing at my window:

And it is with the burden of,
The breathing, heavy heart-
That the winter sun comes to rest,
On the nesting meadow lark.



Company of the Dead

Grainne O'brien

 Dr. Derek Red forced his eyelids apart and
checked his watch. Seventy-eight minutes. The
most he’d slept in four days.
 Moving slowly, he eased himself up, the
wheels of the chair slipping slightly. Steadying
his legs, he stood and stretched. In the silence
of that corridor, Derek listened. Inhale. Exhale.
Still clear.

 The heat, stifling, choking, was eased by the
air that came in now, through broken windows.
 As he made his way down the abandoned
corridor, he shoved debris out of his way with
his feet. Forgotten water bottles and IV bags
crackled under his step. Glass crunched and
splintered. Reaching the end, he pushed open
the double doors and stepped through.
 There was a dying person on every surface.
He negotiated his way around them, trying not
to step on a limp hand, or a stray foot. Was he
the only doctor left? Derek couldn’t remember
the last time he saw one.



 Reaching for a random wrist, trying to palpate her pulse, this woman was
vaguely familiar amount the sea of random bodies. He knew her once.
Janet? Jane? Before, he would have put his face to her nose to assess if he
could hear her, but until it was determined how this thing was spread,
Derek would not be putting his face near anyone. Compassion had left the
building. They all looked the same.

 He heard the familiar rattle coming from her chest, brushed his hand
against her forehead and pulled it back again as quickly as possible. Sweat
made her face slippery. They kept trying to speak; Derek noticed, even with
burning throats and swollen tongues. Three more days, give or take a few
hours. Derek could ease that suffering sooner, he’d got used to doing that.
 Footsteps behind him made Derek turn. A young nurse was coming
towards him, splashed with blood, blond hair hanging loose around her
face, filthy. 

 In her arms, lay a baby. Five months old, maybe six. He couldn’t be sure.
Derek raised a questioning eyebrow. She slowly shook her head.
 “That’s the mother.” She gestured to another young woman in front of
Derek. This one was still conscious.

 



 “They came in last night, just before the barricade.”
Her face was bloated. Her skin was covered in sores.
Blood and pus stained her dirty clothes. Derek knew
she understood everything that was going on. Every
word that they were saying. She knew what the
nurse held in her arms. A guttural noise rose from
her as foam began to leak from the sides of her
mouth. If she could have, Derek knew she would
have been screaming. If he could muster any more
energy, Derek would have been screaming too.

 “Morphine and midazolam,” Derek said to the
nurse, who was still clinging to that limp baby.

 “It won’t take much, both of them look like they
haven’t been able to eat in days. Day ten. I reckon.
Seventy should do it.” She nodded.
 “Don’t worry. This is why she is here. It’s the only
reason she came here.” The nurse nodded again,
tears in her eyes. He couldn’t tell if she knew he was
lying.

 “I can take that. It. The baby. I can take it if you
like.” He reached out his arms.
 “Her,” she said, moving to give him the small body.
“Will you take her to the church with the others?”
she asked.
 He hesitated. He didn’t want to go down there, into
the silence of the reception area. Up here, the people
weren’t all dead yet. There was nothing alive below.
The silence was sickening.



 “Of course.”

  She placed the bundle in his arms. It was lighter than he expected. Derek adjusted,
trying to hold it the way he would’ve had it had been alert. He turned his back to
them as the nurse pulled a syringe out of her pocket and he made his way down the
corridor. He heard the nurse coughing and faltered. He kept walking. Day three, he
thought.

 There were so many sick people. The fortunate ones lay on dirty, sweat-drenched
cots. The rest leaned against walls, propped against potted plants, or unconscious on
the floor. Derek worked through the maze of them all, his footsteps as careful as he
could make them. The noises they made were inhuman. Derek tried not to look at
their eyes, catching an occasional glimpse of a pallid hand or whips of hair sneaking
out from under unwashed blankets.

 The baby weighed barely anything. He wished it felt heavier. It didn’t make a
sound. He didn’t look at it. He just kept walking.

 Exhaustion bore down on him. Most people had stopped bothering coming to the
hospital, long before the barricade had gone up. At first, Derek thought those who
still arrived were the hopeful ones, the ones who told themselves the doctors and
nurses that were still working in that building would be able to cure them. Now he
knew better. They were not coming to be saved; they were coming to be released.



This baby didn’t come to be released. Despite what Derek told the nurse,
nor had her mother. As Derek turned his back on her, that bundle of
stillness in his arms, her wild eyes told him that. The mother still believed
in salvation. After all, what was a hospital if not a place to hope for
healing? 

 “That’s the problem,” he said as he pushed open the door to the hospital
stairwell, “everyone in the world thinks they are the special ones and that
they know better. Look where it’s got them.” He did not have a
stethoscope to check the baby's breathing. It has been at least three days
since he’d last seen it. Would anyone notice, or even know if he just left it
on the steps of this stairwell? 

 He took a moment to look at her face, soft, with a slight blue tinge. Her
fingers were still chubby and he could imagine the tender grip of them
wrapping around his dirt-covered finger. He made his way carefully down
the stairs, unable to steady himself on the railing. Though he knew no
more harm could come to her, Derek didn’t want to loosen his grip. The
reception area was empty and silent.

 



 The small chapel on the ground floor was to his
left, - the place for the desperate to come and plead
their case, seek comfort, or ask for forgiveness. As
the death toll rose, it was the hospital chaplain who
first suggested they lay the dead in there,
determined to keep the reception area clear for any
newcomers. To hide the horrors that lay within. It
was only a few days later when they placed him
among them. When was that? Derek couldn’t
remember. He wasn’t sure why the nurse wanted
him to bring her down to this place, full of decay
and rot. It was more for the nurse than the baby.
Surely she wouldn’t know the difference. Derek
stopped bringing the dead down here days ago.
Instead, he left just leave them where they died.
 

“You’re the exception. Aren’t you lucky?” he asked
the baby as he entered the space backwards, gently
pushing the stained glass door with his backside.
Trying to not jostle her, he wretched as the stench
hit him. 

Derek smelled death before, and in the last few
weeks, it seemed to have seeped its way into his
clothing, hair and if possible, his skin. He thought
he was used to it, but this place, the stench
overpowered him. He tried to breathe through his
mouth, creeping down the aisle. He moved as
quietly as possible. 



The bodies lay on either side on either side, filling the pews. Jesus hung from the
cross on the wall in front of him, surveying his damned congregation. Under his
watchful eye, Derek’s arms squeezed his precious cargo, watering eyes hunting
for a place to lay her. The dim lights flickered but held steady.

 “We have arrived. This is your final resting place. Don’t worry. There are plenty
of other people in here.”

 His leg snagged on a body and a fresh wave of rot hit his face. He couldn’t
breathe, he couldn’t think. The dead were everywhere, cocooned in sheets. He
had to let go of her, to add one tinier figure to their ever-growing pile. Derek bent
and shoved a heavy leg out of the way and left her, snug between a limb and the
hard wood of a pew. 

 “It’s not that bad my little one. At least here, you won’t be alone. I know it
seems full of despair and decay, but so is the rest of the world. At least here it’s
peaceful and quiet.”

He wanted to kiss her cheek, to feel her soft skin on his chapped lips. Panic grew
in his chest at the thought and he ran, slipping on the slick marble floor.  He burst
through the chapel’s double doors, into the reception area. He moved to close the
door and hesitated. 



 He knew she was gone, but he couldn’t lock
her in there. Not yet. Leaving the doors open,
he backed away and turned.

 Something moved beyond the glass doors of
the reception area. Derek edged his way into
the reception hall, towards the glimmer of
moonlight breaking the night through the
glass door. No one new had arrived since the
barricade went up. Derek had been told the
Army desperate to enforce some stability on
the havoc, by someone who had died a few
hours later. They had begun loading the
suffering masses onto buses. They pushed
back the sound of humanity and left him in
silence.

 The thick door would not open. They had not
slid apart in welcome since the generators had
begun to fail. Out of the bushes, a woman
limped her way towards him. Her body
hunched over, he could not see her clearly.
She stopped to lean against the stone sign,
breathing heavily. Moving closer to the door,
Derek could see her clearer through the
moonlit cut darkness. Something was rammed
into the woman’s chest. Wooden, like the
broken leg of a chair or table. Seeing him, she
rose and moved towards him. Her hand went
to grasp the makeshift stake.



 “No.” he screamed into the empty reception. The echo of his own voice echoed
in his ears. “Don’t pull it out.” She couldn’t hear him through the thick glass, but
she understood and dropped her hand back to her side. On trembling legs, she
took a few more steps towards the door, before they gave in, and she braced
herself against it.

 “Please. I can help you. I know how.” He could get it out, cover the wound. He
could stop the bleeding. There might even be some blood left here somewhere, he
would be able to transfuse. The door. The fucking door.

 He tore at it but his fingers, already tattered, slipped in and out of the groove
between where the doors should have separated, blood from his hands staining
the white plastic.

 Her balled, bloodied fists hit on the panes. He could feel their weak thudding but
he couldn’t hear what she was saying. Mute, her lips moved. The pleading in her
eyes matched the pleading of his own, his reflection preventing them from
connecting completely.

Defeated, Derek placed his hand against the glass, and after a few moments, she
pushed her own bloody hand against the glass on her side. His fingers were
slightly longer than hers, his pale, her’s dark. Their eyes locked, and she slumped
against the glass. 



She was going to die, in the welcome garden
of the lobby at the hospital where Derek so
proudly took his first steps as a doctor just a
few months ago. All he could do was watch.
 “I can fix you.” He whispered. He knelt on
the floor and leaned his forehead against the
cold glass. She did the same, and Derek
watched, as the condensation that dotted her
side of the glass seemed weaker.

 He stayed there, with his hands and head
pressed against the glass singing lullabies he
remembered as a child, until long after the
reassuring fog on the glass was gone. There
was nothing left, but a puddle of blood, and
another body. When would they come for
him? How long would it take before the
hysteria spread and Derek found himself with
a wooden stake through his heart or a crudely
fashioned bullet in his head? They were
dying, and she was not. Was that why
someone did this to her? Did they drive the
stake into her heart? Did they think it would
kill her? Were they hoping it would save
them? Or did they just believe if they couldn’t
live, no one could?

He couldn’t take it anymore. He couldn’t go
back up there. He couldn’t listen to the sounds
of their deaths.



 He couldn’t bear what was happening to them, and the guilt of why it wasn’t
happening to him. With only the company of the dead, finally free of the sounds
of death in his ears, Derek could do something then that he hadn’t done since he
was a child himself. He embraced the silence and began to pray.

 He prayed to a God he never believed in, not just for him, but for every person
who lay dead and dying in that hospital. For the countless sins, unspeakable acts
of violence and hatred, he begged for forgiveness. He prayed for the baby, tucked
and swaddled in that horrible makeshift graveyard. Derek let his tears fall. He
cried from his chest, choking on his own spit.
 He didn’t want to be the only one left in the world. The silence he had been
craving was now too much to bear. He wanted peace, not silence. It felt like all he
had ever wanted, was peace, and blackness.

 With the tears shed, and salvation begged for, his path was clear. There was
enough in his pocket, he knew. Enough to kill a man twice his size in full
strength. He would go back to the baby, he decided; He would hold her in his
arms, and that would be enough. He knew that too. There would be enough time,
once the toxic mixture hit his bloodstream, for him to wrap his arms around her.
He didn’t know why, but he wanted to leave this world with something to hold
onto. With her to told onto. He pulled himself back onto his feet and prepared to
enter the crypt again.



 Knowing exactly where to go, he moved
fast down the aisle. There were all the
bodies, shrouded in white, exactly where he
had left them. As he made his way back
down he thought he caught a flicker of
movement. He froze. They were going to
rise. The bodies he pushed, pulled and
dragged down here. Another flicker of
movement. They were going to rise and
claim him as their own.

 A sound. What was it? He took a step
forward and froze again. Was it a cry? A
whimper? Was it real, or his mind tricking
him? He had wondered when the ghosts
would start appearing, to mock him. He took
another step. Silence. And then, a tiny gasp.
 Could there have been a chance? Derek had
barely looked at her and kept walking. She
had been dead. He was certain she had been
dead. The nurse had told him so. Had he
checked? Had he checked her vitals, her
breathing, her temperature? He must have
checked. What kind of doctor would he be if
he hadn’t checked? He took one step forward,
and then another.



What would happen, he thought, if he didn’t move another muscle,
if he stayed here, with God’s crucified son staring over him? Would
the world keep turning with only him to occupy it? What did the
world look like, outside of this horrific place? Would it be worth
living in? Worth fighting for? Derek’s whole life was spent fighting
for survival. For others and for his own. To live as well as he could
for as long as he could, that was the goal. That was the mission.
What would be the point of living in a world where he was the only
one left to fight. The only one left to survive? He didn’t think he
could live any longer in that sickening silence.
 If he stayed there, frozen in that moment, never sure if the baby was
dead or alive, he would always have the hope, that he was not the
last one left. Keep walking, he thought, keep walking, keep walking. 

 A sharp cry rang out, filling the chapel. He stayed where he was,
warmth flowing through him. He wanted to bask in the noise.
Surrounded by the dead, the scream was small and loud. It cut
through the silence and made Derek forget for a moment, that the
world was on fire.

 
 



The Antique Vault In
A Bangali’s Mind

Soumini Banerjee

The double-powered glass rims are golden. The dhoti is silk- laid. His Cartier
limited edition wristwatch shines as his hand holds on the last edition of Indian
Ode To The West Wind By Sisir Kumar Das. He is from North Bengal’s finest
feudal lineage. He lives in Shobhajar’s Rajbari. This picture that I painted for
you takes us back to the quintessence of Kolkata, as imagined when someone
utters “Bangali From The Golden Era”. It takes me back to one of my walks in
the alleys of North Bengal. The traffic horns and the iPhone advertisement
hoarding doesn’t impede your imagination of being transported in the 18th
century as you look around the architecture over the cracked golden window
panes. You look at the faded iron balustrades that demand your praise with its
archaic beauty.



While the Romantics swell over such,
realists look toward the other side of the
Bangali societal coin. It was the arena of
the slum, a symbol of poverty that was
stricken with brown enmeshed with the
prying hope and work. The coexistence
of the two in the by-lanes of Kolkata has
shaken the creative lore out of writers
from our Bengal Canon, who saw the
essence of a Bangali Bari( Bengali
House) in its many masks. It’s a
masquerade, but underneath, its home.
It’s called a home when it’s a century old
dilapidated historic landmark, and it’s
also a home when you sight a heap of
thrown Bisleri bottles and potato chip
packets and street dirt beside it. The
essence of home comes alive when you
see a man taking abode in it. The soul to
the body, as we traditional romantics
would like to call it.

But a certain legendary canonical writer,
if I may be so crude, has carved a niche
for the nostalgia of a grand house in the
heart of Kolkata; The Jorasagor
Thakurbari. This architectural ensemble
generates the fables of a golden Kolkata,
while the Nobel Laureate sits in it,
writing his own versions of houses that
entranced his imagination.



Now my sudden engagement in Rajbaris and Kolkata out of nowhere on a
gloomy November end isn’t a “hey that’s interesting!” abrupt spark. It started
when I longed the streets of Durga Pandals in the five days of October, while I
was out of the city, touring in Ladakh. That remembrance of how Kolkata looks
in the five days of October, however much overused and over spoken, never gets
old. Returning from my tour, I sat down in wary thoughts, while my father one
morning narrates to me a brief excerpt he saved as a pdf on his phone, as he
sipped his dudh cha that morning. Inevitably, it sparked my feelings for this city
even more. It was one of the brief prose pieces, called Lipika, that Tagore had
written, which was published as a collection in 1992. As literature preceded the
elite readership with convoluted metaphors and historical allusions, Tagore took
the simpleton path to deliver a prosodic collection on simple objects. It was
everyday life in everyday words, touched by his mastery. Be it clouds, rivers, a
madman on the streets, or, as my father narrated to me, a broken house, he
penned on everything and anything imagination dropped by at his doorstep.

This compelled me to translate the 6th piece from his collection, aptly named
Purono Bari, gorging the Bangla candid into English, and revisit the rhythm of
this prose once again. Its about a broken house. That’s all I can say as an
introduction. As first efforts to translations can go, here is my English take, on
the beautiful Lipika, By Rabindranath Tagore.



Broken House

1
Once a rich lineage, now tethered to shreds of poverty, yet their family name
still holds that house.

And it sure is getting old.

Its wrinkles fell in the form of faded scratches on walls. 
Walls, now belched in eroded sand connect to the floor, which too has its
scratch marks. But it wasn't old age, it was the curious morning sparrow
digging through the concrete, exploring the freckles with its wings. The
concreteness stretched to that faraway chondimondop, once a hub of the
juiciest village gossips and mahalaya chantings, now solely in the territory of
stray pigeons. 



The widowed window pane, the pigeons,
all take abode in this three storeyed
mansion. But the people living there now
treat it like a five bedroom cottage. The
rest lies unexplored, unkempt, like a
memory of an 85 year old man, riddled
with amnesia, in a pained ignorance. Only
a flicker keeps him alive, the flicker of
five distinct, lively rooms.

The old man is still alive, but barely in a
state of “civility” as we privileged folks
like to call it. He gets lost in his own
eccentric thoughts. People see him
standing at the roadside, covered in a
shawl patched and stitched and thrown
apart probably 8 times a row. “Look at
the mad beggar, lost in his thoughts”.
They whisper. He hears it, but doesnt
respond.

2
The dawn, that day, was not awoken by
the chirping of birds, but an agonizing
scream. The scream of a woman, in
wailed despair, filled the empty
“unvisited” rooms. That scream called out
to God, taking away their very last son of
this dilapidated house. He was only just
living his jatra dreams being the town’s
theatrical Radhika



Those screams, crying out to God’s
selfishness, one day meeted away to
dust, just like that.
A lock on the door knob sealed their
disappearance.

And yet, the door on the north never
breaks apart. “Thud-thud” she goes, like
an orphan with her disabled spine,
banging against the wind, injured,
abandoned, but never closing, never
breaking apart.

3

One evening, a commotion of young
boys broke into the silence of that
house. 

 The crimson red lining to the white
saree looks bright, hanging over the
balcony.

A new tenant came by to give the house
its much deserved company, living in
one of its countless rooms. With the low
income, he still has plenty to live by,
looking at his two children at play. Play,
with little bouts of punishment from
their ever-so tired mother, that leaves
them sobbing on the floor.



The mother’s soreness doesn't end with her children’s ruckus. Petty quarrels with
the middle aged maid, and her ultimatum of “I quit”  tires her even more. Yet,
there the maid was, for work,  the very next day, right at the doorsteps.

4

The room, which once was an injured limb of the house, now heals slowly to
become a home for the family of four. A white wallpaper patches the cracks on
its skin like a bandage, while the splintered bedroom window rejuvenates with a
new layer of bricks and mortar. But still, all the off-white paint in the world
couldn't hide the dark aged blemishes on the wall.

The dead of the house so long couldn't stop the green children above its fenceless
terrace to carry on with their play. The young potted Coleus still shies away as
she looks towards the sky. Why wouldn't she, when she hears the mocking
whispers of another tree’s leaves just beside, seeing her skinny self-trying to
stand tall ? Why wouldn't she, when their majestic mother stands so much
stronger, so much taller! She heard them giggle out, “You will never be like our
banyan tree.”



Sure, the banyan tree stands with all the royalty she can subsume. But the
cracks on the walls still showed underneath her rich cloak of branches.

Even as their room grew out to be a home, there was still another one among
the rest, on the north side, that no one cared enough to heal. No, she wasn't
hidden, and yet she stays unnoticed. There was no one to guard the poor one,
as her orphaned friend, that door on the north, always seemed too engrossed in
her own grief. After all, her wails continue to echo in the wind till now:

 “thud-thud”.



In the hearts of the people, it was Sultana Galli. But it was called King’s Lane
initially. When the king became queen in Britan, it became Queen’s Lane.
But to the middleclass people in the sunlit avenue, it was always Sultana
Galli. But none knew which Sultana it was named after. Delhi never had any
prominent Sultana. But the reason did not hinder an outsider from asking to
the emaciated boy, drinking chai under the Peepal tree, “Sultana Galli is this
way, no?”. The houses on the lane were largely similar, mostly one-storeyed
with two bedrooms and French windows draped almost always with a thin,
skin-coloured curtain with little, dull brown leaf patterns. 

Chai and Parle-G 

Celin Sohet



When guests arrived, its inhabitants always served tea, not coffee, with a large
plate filled with Parle-G biscuits arranged like railway compartments, one behind
the other. The guests never ate the entire packet that was laid down before them on
the ceramic floral plate brought out of the shelves only for such occasions. So, the
biscuits usually went stale as they were stacked away later in air-filled tins that
was impossible for kids to open on their own. Since everyone’s life on the Galli
was largely monotonously similar, the sense of feeling to be better than the
Shameela aunty next door or Ramu uncle across the road was very high. But the
neighbours took intense care to not bring this animosity out in the open. They
either helped each other too much to the point of exhaustion or they accompanied
their boasts of a new air cooler or a new fridge magnet with the trouble it takes to
refill the cooler constantly or about magnet falling down – “Jannu, thank your God
that you don’t have an air cooler. It is too much work”. Such dialogues, followed
by pitiful laughs were exchanged across the brick walls that separated each house. 

 



Jannu’s house did not yet have an air cooler. But she had a small yet beautiful
garden that she tended to herself. She never let her maid, Amina anywhere near
her white rose bushes or red hibiscuses. Jannu was excessively proud of it. After
the fresh showers of July, the garden was a visual aesthetic experience and
everyone who passed by on their way to work eyed it with envy. The usual
sunlight added to it as a crowning glory. Amina was relegated to house work that
Jannu could not manage due to her asthma condition. At about five in the
afternoon, as was usual, chai came and established its place in the centre of the
small wooden dining table through Amina’s hands. The table was slightly big for
the room it stood in which made it difficult to move the chairs too freely. It had to
be held back in a carefully discreet position to put one’s legs inside to sit down in
it. The travel of hot chai from kitchen to steel glasses to the table happened at five
since Jannu’s 7-year-old son Ranjit came home from school around this time. 

It was only after Ranjit had gone out to play cricket that Kapur Singh came home.
With his arrival, the Parle-G biscuits also joined the chai on steel plates. The steel
plates signified that the person was a regular inhabitant of the house; Kapur Singh
was the head of this household, Jannu’s husband. The dim light was switched on
for him to read the day’s news. But today Amina sensed that he was not in the
mood for reading. His head weighed down as he swirled the glass in his hands.
Retrieving herself from the garden, Jannu joined her husband in their tiny dining
room.

“Is something wrong?”, Kapur’s restlessness travelled across the table to
Jasminder. 
“No, it’s just something in the office Jannu. Nothing to worry about”, he replied
without looking her in the eye. 

But they both knew it was a lie. 



Even Amina felt. She had heard something from Shameela aunty. But she said
nothing. 
Putting the sleeping Ranjit in the middle of the bed, Jannu lay down to his right.
Switching off the table lamp, Kapur lay down on his left. But neither of them
slept. Kapur had to say something. And Jannu was ready to listen. 

“Jannu, are you sleeping?”, he enquired staring at the ceiling. 

“No. What is it? Money problems?”. “No, well yes. It might become financial if I
don’t …if I don’t produce a sterilization certificate.” 
“Sterilization? I don’t understand”, she turned to look at him over Ranju’s head,
concerned. 
“The government is trying to reduce population. So, they are asking, no, they are
demanding that men become sterile. All government employees have to submit to
the operation or they have to get someone else to do it.” The graveness of the
situation was evident in his slowly pacing out his words. 

“But they can’t do that. How can they ask people to do that? Who will even think
of doing that?”, Jannu’s worldview was limited to the ends of Sultana Galli. 

“They won’t give me the salary unless I have the certificate.” 

Silence followed this moment of truth. Two pairs of eyes kept staring at the
ceiling as if the answers came from there. A little later into the night, Jannu
dreamed of holding a baby girl in her arms. Deep in the dream, she did not realise
that Kapur had sneaked out of the room. 



 

Days passed in anticipation and the bills accumulated on a small, thin metal rod
hung from a window rail in the living room. Hanging their unpaid debt in the
living room meant that they were not entertaining guests until those get paid.
Among those bills were some fancy ones. These were the bills from the hospital
that rarely gets perforated and hung. Jannu’s condition had worsened last week.
Since Kapur knew the doctor well, they were given some time to pay it. “Don’t try
and do it. You shouldn’t do it”, Dr. Malik had reminded the couple. And they both
recalled the length of the dry spell in their relationship. Jannu regretted her dream
on the hopelessness that she might never get a baby girl. Ranju no longer went to
school. They said that it wasn’t safe. And the Emergency meant the same. 

“Everyone in the office is getting sterilised”, Kapur whispered without
disappointment, “and today they made another offer. Anyone who gets anyone else
to do it will get promoted to the post Trivedi Sahib had. He has been in jail for too
long with no chances of being released any time soon.” 

Jannu remained silent. She turned the other way and stared at the green wall which
looked black in the night.



 

“That Shankar, he’d been married only a year and is without a child. Even he did it. He
got an increment in his salary”, Kapur continued, “The electric bill, they put a fine on it
for the delay.”
A drop welled up in her eyes. 
“And besides, we can’t do it anymore or have a child, no? So, I don’t see wh…” “Do
what you see fit”, she broke in and declared her verdict. 

Was it a smile on his face? She couldn’t tell in the dark. Maybe he was thinking of the
money he’ll save from buying protection for every time he snuck out of the room at
night. 

He waited an appropriate amount of time for her to fall asleep and did what he did at
night. 
But Jannu hadn’t slept, like numerous times before when he did it. But she never
complained or even acted like she knew. At one level, she was even satisfied that he
was getting what he wanted even though it was from someone else, something she could
no longer give him according to Dr. Malik. She only worried about how Amina felt,
how she had no longer looked Jannu in the eye. Jannu knew Amina was not in a
position to protest. Her whole family, including her mentally challenged brother
depended on her. And now she hadn’t been paid for a month. 
Ranju slept peacefully through the night, happy that he scored a sixer in today’s game. 



 

The wet Parle-G, being held in the tea for too long melted and fell into the steel glass.
Amina hated cleaning that flop, just that. Kapur took another biscuit from the plate.
Jannu was sitting across from him, examining the certificate. The bill rod would soon be
empty. That was a relief. 

“What is that Baba?”, Ranju came running in, enquiring about the odd certificate. “That
is a certificate Ranju”, Kapur smiled at him after a long, long time. Ranju’s eyes lit up,
proud that he made his Baba smile when everyone he knew was sad because they had
no money, or so he thought. 

“What is it for? Did you win a competition?”, Ranju kept up his winning streak. 

“No. Our country is rewarding me for helping them.” 

“I know, I know. Even Ramu uncle got rewarded for helping the country. My Baba is a
hero”, his joy found no bounds as he raced out of the house on to the street. 

The two women in the house said nothing. Amina took the empty glass and plate in to
the kitchen. She repealed in disgust as her fingers tried to get the floppy mess of biscuit
out of the glass. Jannu kept the certificate locked away in her drawer while Ranju’s
certificates paraded the front shelf in the living room.

When she was finally paid, Amina went to give the money to her mother. Her brother
was decorating their father’s photo with flowers. This was the only thing he did on his
own. It was only once in two months that Amina visited them. This was why protection
was inevitable. If at all her stomach inflated, Kapur knew all eyes would turn on him.
Her silver anklets jingled as she lay on her Ammi’s lap, crying. She felt his every touch
everywhere on her. She cried harder with disgust at her own self. But her mother said
nothing, did not have red eyes or tears. She bit her lip and held her daughter tighter. 



 

“Suffer and accept. That’s what we were born to do”, her mother gave her the very
real advice, uncoated with sorrow or guilt or regret, “We have no choice.” 

When she had cried out her repugnance, she went back, with hopelessness tied on
her back looking on at the road, that to her led nowhere but a prison. Amina never
knew that Kapur had been to her house the very next day. 
“Are you sure you didn’t just hit your head on a post?”, Jannu cried in disbelief,
not knowing how to laugh when happy. “It’s true. They gave me the promotion
letter today. 
Here, take a look if you want”, Kapur said, handing her the folded promotion
letter. 
Her eyes glistened, not at what she read in the letter. She did not really read it. She
was just in awe that she held her husband’s promotion letter in her hand which she
was now convinced was an extremely huge deal by Kapur’s behaviour. Through
those words that did not really make any sense to her, she saw her husband’s worn-
out street-bought check-shirt into a brand new one, freshly starched. She saw
Ranju going to a better school to speak better English. She saw herself clad in the
latest trends in sari and salwar. She saw herself buying more ceramic plates for
daily-use to or at least that’s how she heard the rich did it. 



 

“But how? Why?”, she returned to pragmatic aspects. 
“What do you mean why? Maybe they understood my loyalty and hard work.”
Those were words big enough to fool an uneducated woman of Sultana Galli, he
knew. 

Jasminder ordered Amina to fill the plates with all the left-overs and of course with
Parle-Gs. “Make chai without milk, Amina. And put some lemon in it.” She had
learned the lemon trick from Shameela aunty. 

“But we don’t have any lemons left”, Amina said looking down at her fiddling
hands. 
“Go out and get some. Oh, get some milk too”, Jannu was too happy to notice that
she was being arrogant. 

A strand of Amina’s hair played around her eyes as it slipped out of her hijab. It
was unusually cold for a February evening. She tried to cover her hands with the
little plastic bag she carried with her. As Bahadur Singh left with a smile and some
eggs, she said to Ali, “Milk and four lemons bhai.” 



“Fancy seeing you here”, remarked Ali with a soft smile as he went to grab the
lemons, “they don’t usually let you out of the house.” 
“There was an urgent lemon-situation”, she said, smiling guiltily, trying to avoid
his eyes. 
He smiled heartily, peeking an occasional glance at the hair playing before her
bold eyes, her restless hands. “Oh! There was a letter for you. Out post-man Santa
brought it today morning. I was going to bring it by, but then now you are here”,
he said handing out the letter to her from underneath the money-box. 
“Lucky you! Saved yourself a walk”, she said gladly. 
“Yes”, he whispered slowly gazing at her curious eyes which were fixated on the
letter, “Lucky me.” She did not hear him to understand the feeling behind those
slowly paced out words. 
“Ali bhai! Not in this world? Some girl must have stolen your heart”, she giggled,
forgetting her sorrow, “How much is it?” 
He laughed abashedly, “That I will ask from Kapur Singhji.” 
As there were no waiting customers, he watched her walk away. It’s funny how
things end before they even begin. 



Sultana Galli looked unusually bleak and dark. The sky looked as if it was about to
send down showers. The first drop perhaps came down and caressed Amina’s
hand. Wiping it off, she tried opening her mother’s letter. The unopened letter still
smelled of Ali’s shop. Well, it wasn’t his. It was rented out to him by a Maan
Singh whom she knew nothing about. Her mother wrote, “Amina… 

When she opened the door to him, he had been looking the other way. When he
turned around, he introduced himself as Amina’s employer. 

“Hello. I am Kapur Singh”, he said looking down on her with utmost dignity. 

“Yes ji, aajao. Please have a seat. I know it’s not the best. But we manage”, she
said, clearly ashamed of her humble ramshackle of a hut. 

He talked a lot, a lot of big words. He said the government had plans to raze down
several colonies and illegal settlements. He heard that they had their eyes on our
colony too. Somewhere between all his big talk, he said if something happens,
then we can come to his house, that there’s a tiny basement where he can put me
and your brother. But I could not know why he was willing to do all this for us.
Then he asked your brother out for a walk. I couldn’t say anything. They came
back after a few hours. After he left, I kept asking your brother where he had taken
him. All he said was that they went inside a van with a bed to sleep. I did not
understand anything from that. Can you ask Kapurji where they went, Amina?
Your brother sometimes screams in the night with pain. I don’t know what to do

Amina was not like Jannu. She knew exactly what went on in vans with beds. She
could not control her anger and sadness. She threw the lemons into the kitchen
sink, locked the kitchen door and broke down crying. Now it made sense, his
promotion. But how could he? She had to make sure that the sound of her cries
and wails did not travel far. Amina’s sufferings were silent, it had to be. 



Ranju was now in the tenth grade. Jannu had secluded herself to the bedroom for
more than two years now. Kapur had risen to the position of Branch Manager.
They now had a small television in their house now. Amina was still there, a silent
presence. Her salary increased too. With that, she built a new house in Welcome.

“Ranjit baba, here’s your lunch”, she called out to Ranjit as he stepped out of the
house. Little did they know, he wouldn’t need lunch today.

“Classes have been cancelled for the rest of the day”, announced Mrs. Braganza as
she came to class at 11 in the morning. 
“Aah, now that’s great news”, exclaimed Ranjit after the teacher left. 
“But why? Can something be wrong?”, asked Montu gravely, packing his bag.
“Arey Montu, can’t just be happy that we get a holiday?” 
Their school bus was stopped twice on the way back by angry mobs armed with
stones and sticks. Throughout the ride back, Montu hid Ranjit under his seat. He
was the only Sikh in their bus that day. 



Amina this time had went out to get flour and milk from Ali. 

“Amina, do you want some lemons?”, he asked with his usual smile, only now it
was surrounded by a few grey hairs on his beard. 
“But you don’t have any lemons”, she said, looking around all the vegetables. 

“I kept aside some for you. I’ll get it”, he said, going behind the separating wall to
get her lemons. 
Amina stood there wondering about his greying hairs and her slowly wrinkling
face. Everything happened so fast that by the time Amina came to know that the
mob was burning down everything and killing every Sikh on the road, she ran with
the bag of flour and milk, one of them shouted, “That’s Maan Singh’s shop”. 

“No!”, she fell face down as she shouted to her core. 

The whole shop started burning. Flames went aghast. She screamed as she lay
there on the road, chaos surrounding her, people running, some to live, some to
kill. She looked on at the raging flames with brimming eyes and screaming eyes.
She looked on knowing well that no one was coming out of it. And she was not
going to wait around to watch a burned corpse. No, she could not. She ran, not
knowing where to. Ranjit and Kapur had already been back. 

“This is Kapur Singh’s house, no?”, one of them asked her. 

She stood there on the steps, unmoving, her head held high up, her eyes burning. 

Kapur held on to Jannu and Ranjit, enclosing themselves in their basement. Would
Amina betray them? He knew she could; he knew she wanted to; he knew she had
every reason to. Would she? “No, it’s rented to them”, she lied, “and they’re not
here.” 



When the trouble subsided after about a week, on one afternoon, he sat there
drinking chai. Jannu was in her room. Amina brought him some Parle-G. 

 
He couldn’t drink nor eat. He sat there fiddling with the glass. 

“Why?”, he asked her with regretful eyes. She could say he was sorry, genuinely. 

She stood there proud; her eyes unmoving. Queen’s Lane and King’s Lane were
tar-laid roads with concrete brick houses on either side. Sultana Galli was an
emotion with numerous stories to be unveiled. 

 
 
 



Beyond Bateman
Ayush Chakraborty

American Psycho is a parody of the consumerist culture of America and
people’s lives revolving solely around materialistic desires. In such a society,
who you are is given no importance. It is what you seem to be through the
brands you shop from and the products you use. In the morning routine scene,
our character in focus Patrick Bateman states “There is an idea of Patrick
Bateman, some kind of abstraction, but there is no real me, only an entity,
something illusory” (American Psycho). His personality does not matter here;
as far as anyone is concerned, Patrick Bateman buys suits from Valentino
Couture and wears Oliver People’s glasses. Everything about Bateman’s
appearance represents the materialistic society he lives in. His skin and body
seem perfect on the outside, but it is devoid of any real emotions. Any
feelings, if at all, slides off of his “so smooth” skin. Bateman spends a lot of
time on his morning routine using dozens of skin-care products, essentially
preparing himself to be consumed by the consumerist society he lives in. His
life revolves around brands and status symbols. In the book American Psycho
by Bret Easton Ellis, there are pages of Bateman just listing down all the
products and apparel he owns from expensive, status brands.



America went through a decade of socio-political unrest and a series of protests
and reforms during the 60s. These years were one of the most important ones
in the country's history as the Civil Rights Movement unfolded in the form of
the Greensboro Sit-ins and the Selma to Montgomery Marches in 1965 and as
the young generations were protesting against America's involvement in the
Vietnam War. It was also one of the most crucial decades for women's rights
and second-wave feminism. 
As the 70s settled in, the U.S. ceased its military involvement in Vietnam. By
the time things were looking well, America fell into an economic recession.
Tired of the social struggle and constantly losing money, Americans decided
that they would now live only for themselves. They would go on to spend more
time on themselves and their own personal interests. 

 Inside doesn’t matter, which is the case till date, as people view this film and
idolise Bateman. To talk about this dire state of society, one would have to
look at the social changes America went through from the 60s straight to the
80s which is the decade reflected throughout the film.  

. . . 



At the same time, Ronald Reagan would become president of the US and
would stay in office for eight years, the entirety of which has been denoted as
the Reagan Years. Many would put their faith in him for he seemed to restore
the faith of the American Dream – social mobility is possible for everyone
regardless of what class they belonged to, through sacrifices and hard work.
All promises of the new age of growth that Reagan had promised would
remain unanswered as his actions in Office made the divide between the rich
and the poor wider than it already was; the American Dream was possible –
only if one bought their way into it. 

The Americans of the 60s and the 70s were concerned with protests and socio-
political reform while the Americans of the 80s were concerned solely about
money. They wanted the good life and the money that came with it. They were
described as the 'me' generation and brought about the culture of the yuppies -
young, urban, and professional. This is the society that has been reflected in
American Psycho. The yuppies are only concerned with materialistic
achievements, status, and money. This is a world that is ruled by signs and
objects, rather than “traditional morals” and values. This is a world where your
address is more important than your name; the brands from which you shop
are held in higher regard than your personality.



 In the world of Patrick Bateman, there is no such thing as individual identity.
Only the symbols, objects and signs that governs a person's existence. For
example, in the business card scene, we see everyone engrossed in each other's
business cards and its designs. One would imagine that such a group of people
would be equally as interested in each other. However, that is far from the truth.
None of them are actually able to distinguish one from the other. They are
barely able to remember each other's names. A lot of people mistakenly referred
to Bateman as Halberstram. They seem to be totally different people, but as
Bateman explains they both have the same passion for Valentino suits, similar
taste in glasses and they go to the same barber so it is reasonable that people
might think that they are the same person. 

 Your business cards mean more than the amount and quality of work you’ve
put in. God forbid you are without a dinner reservation after 8:30pm. All
members of this world have somewhat coagulated into one collective identity,
much like humans coming together to form an ocean of LCL covering the entire
face of the Earth in Neon Genesis Evangelion. There is no concept of
individualism and the “inside doesn’t matter”. 



But the thing is, all employees of the firm look the same. They all wear suits of
the same style, go to the same barber, and wear similar glasses. The only
noticeable difference is their business cards. They are not individuals in any
sense as all of them share the collective identity of young, urban professionals -
yuppies. 

In an environment of American psychos, Patrick Bateman tries to stand out.
When Evelyn asks him why he didn’t just leave his job, he claims it is because
he wanted to fit in. Which is true – to an extent. He feels the human need to fit
in with everyone else. One could point out that his passion for Valentino
Couture suits and Oliver People's glasses have risen out of his need to fit into
the collective identity of all the young urban professionals he sees around him.
He wants to mesh in with everyone and become a part of the yuppie culture. He
wants to seem like a "normal" human being. At the same time, Bateman
contradicts his own desires. He wants to form a unique identity for himself and
partly separate himself from the yuppie culture he so desires to be a part of. He
engages in violent and sadistic actions to form his own identity through
something which does not revolve around objects and signs.



In a world where the personality of a person doesn't matter and is trumped by
their business cards, penthouses and 8:30 dinner reservations at Dorsia, Patrick
Bateman tried to stand out. Nonetheless, he points it out himself – his
"confession" was meaningless, and he has received no catharsis. His crimes may
as well be fantasy – as is shown masterfully in the film by enforcing on
Bateman himself that his crimes did not actually occur, for people refuse to
recognise them.  

He feels trapped in a system of objects and signs. He is trapped in his own
personal hell as the only way he can form his own identity is through the
recognition of his actions by the people around him.  Bateman's existence is
reinforced by what he thinks other people think of him. During the morning
routine scene, he states his apartment before he states his name. When Detective
Kimbell arrives, he immediately gets on a fake call to make himself appear as if
he was busy even at 10:30 in the morning. During the questioning, Bateman
constantly asks Kimbell if there is anything beverage he could send for and
eventually gets a bottle of sparkling water even when Kimbell refused. He felt
gratified when Kimbell congratulated him on his apartment. 



He fails to escape the gaze of other people. I find
Jean-Paul Sartre's quote in his play No Exit -
"Hell is Other People" to be very relevant here.
Essentially, this quote talks about the difficulty in
co-existence amongst humans. To Sartre, one's act
of peeping through a keyhole brings a sort of thrill
because of the constant thought of being found
out by the Other being looked at. The one peeping
sees themselves as the other would see them as -
simply an object. This is the realisation that under
the gaze of others, one is not much more than the
physical manifestation of their body. The
existence and gaze of the Other makes one into
something that they’re not, depriving them of
their freedom. Patrick Bateman goes through such
a realisation. He prioritises the gaze of the
yuppies around him and sees himself as they
would see him. As a mere object - nothing more
than the manifestation of his physical self. By
seeking recognition through the eyes of the
Others, he places importance in their opinion of
him and as a result, his individuality amounts to
nothing. He becomes something that he is
not/doesn’t want to be and he is deprived of being
a free individual – free from the gaze of others. In
a world where objects govern one's existence and
individual identity means nothing, Bateman
becomes an object himself and remains trapped in
his own hell with no exit surrounded by other
American Psychos. 



Finding a Friend in
Loneliness with Covet

Solitude can be nagging, bringing along with it the painful anxiety of
unproductivity, crippling self-doubt, and loss of control over one’s trail of
thoughts that pave the way for the degradation of the self. When loneliness hits
me like a deer in the headlights, I find myself tumbling down the rabbit hole of
incoherent thoughts, desperately trying to cling onto reality, only to lose my
grip further. Realizing there is nothing there, my silent screams start to fade
away the deeper I get sucked into this cold, dark place that has no name. 

In times like this, when there is no one to call out to and nothing to support me,
I turn to music as a last cry for help. And every time, it’s as if a pair of
imperceptible hands emerge out of the void to catch me off-guard, and push
me up, up, up -- until I can make sense of my surroundings and my body feels
real again, indicating that I am finally out of this mess, finally out of that scary
dark place. Music has always been a knight in shining armour, a coping
mechanism, something that has grounded me in times of crisis.

Soumili Hira



During one such particularly
despairing moment, I stumbled upon a
rock band called Covet, while
shuffling frantically through my
Spotify suggestions to find something
to listen to. I remember clicking on the
band’s name and browsing through
their library before settling on a song
titled “Sea Dragon”. I went in without
giving much thought to what was
coming for me since all I really wanted
was to soothe the desolation brewing
inside my head. 

The moment the twang of the first note
rang out, continuing itself in a slow
arpeggic progression, I noticed a slight
tug at my heartstrings and my stomach
suddenly felt heavy. By the beginning
of the first verse, something just
snapped within and I could no longer
keep it in me. The suppressed
emotions gushed out as if they had
been dying to do so for a very long
time and were only waiting for that
one final push. I have never been
someone who cried easily, then how
could a single song hold so much
power to evoke all these sentiments
enough to make me? Back then, I
simply could not comprehend it.



Although I do remember an overwhelming realization taking over me, almost
like an epiphany --- this band would go on to be one of my favourites of all time
and play a monumental role in my healing process. I eventually found a home
in them, a safe refuge that I had been so desperately searching for all these
years. 

Covet is a three-piece rock band from San Jose, California, and the brainchild
of front-woman and guitarist Yvette Young. They have been active since 2014,
making this their 8th running year in the contemporary American rock music
scene. The band originally consisted of Young (who had already released an
acoustic EP as a part of her solo project by then), bassist David Adamiak and
drummer Ben Wallace-Ailsworth. After touring continuously around San Jose
for almost a year and establishing themselves in the scene, Wallace-Ailsworth
decided to go his separate ways and was replaced by Keith Grimshaw who
filled in his position. 



Covet’s music has been described as “math rock” time and again. For those who
are not familiar with this term, math-rock has its roots in progressive and indie
rock and is characterized by complex rhythmic structures, irregular and odd time
signatures, open and alternate tunings, dissonant chords, and guitar and bass-
playing techniques like finger-picking and two-handed tapping. But as someone
who doesn’t believe in categorizing music into genres, my only opinion on
Covet’s music can be phrased as “ambient with instrumental euphony”. 

Covet’s signature sound is represented by intricate guitar lines occurring in
continuous repetition, creating a polyphonic canvas with splashes of vibrant
colours added in the most unexpected places. The bass skillfully accompanies the
guitar whilst maintaining its individuality, and the drums build up a proper
foundation for the string instruments, sometimes diverging out of its way and
creating its own rhythmic sonic-scape that only adds a flavour of authenticity to
the songs.

The band went on to release several EPs and two full-length albums (with
Grimshaw on the drums) and getting their first debut EP “Currents” to come out
in December 2015. According to Young herself, “Currents” is a homage to the
sea, and the fluidity and wave-like movements in each of the tracks in the EP
attest to that. 



Songs like “Hydra”, “Charybdis”, “Sea Dragon”, “Nautilus” and “Pelagic”
captivate the audience with their complex and well-thought-out guitar riffs that
occur in repetitive motions, reminiscent of waves crashing at your feet while
standing on the beach by the edge of the sea. The flowy rhythmic texture of the
songs sends the audience into a meditative trance, creating an ambiance of pure
serenity, symbolic of the vastness and endlessness of the ocean. 

Yvette Young’s pianistic approach to guitar-playing complemented by full-
toned, carefully-crafted bass-motifs and intricate yet ebullient drumming, create
a polyrhythmic, post-rock-ish soundscape that assigns the band its sui generis
sound. Needless to say, this sort of technically driven sound also accomplishes
the purpose of upholding the ethos of contemporary virtuosic guitar-playing,
noticeable in other eminent guitarists and musicians like Guthrie Govan, John
Petrucci, Steve Vai, Buckethead, Plini, Tosin Abasi, Ichika Nito, and many
others.

Eventually, drummer Keith Grimshaw parted his way with the band, and Forrest
Rice occupied his place as the new drummer. In 2018, the band reached another
important milestone in their fresh career of four years. They went on to release
their debut six-song album, “Effloresce”, which also marked the first time they
put out an album, this time with Rice on the drums. 



In “Effloresce” the band decided to
introduce a drastic shift in their sound,
experimenting with more dancey and upbeat
textures and twinkly, sparkly, delay and
chorus inspired guitar tones. Songs like
“Shibuya” (featuring San Holo) and
“Falkor” were a direct result of this, with
“Glimmer”, “Howl” and “Gleam” exhibiting
more fluent, ethereal, and dreamlike tonal
patterns. The only element that was kept
intact was the touch of complexity, which
had been a constant in all of their previous
releases. A few of the said “complexities”
included, classical piano-inspired two-
handed simultaneous tapping, dramatic
changes in time signatures and tempo
throughout the duration of a song, and the
repetitive nature of particular sections in a
given song.

If “Shibuya” and “Falkor” make you want to
dance with brio, the others urge you to lie
down on a grassy field on a late-winter
afternoon with the soft sunlight illuminating
your face, making it seem as if nothing in
the world matters in that very moment; only
to capture and eternally lock it away in the
ripples of time. This is the exact imagery
that I had in my head the very first time I
listened to these tracks. 



In 2019, Covet came out with their first acoustic EP titled, “Acoustics” which
featured a brand-new song titled “Predawn” and the acoustic renditions of their
songs, “Glimmer” and “Shibuya”. Eventually, in June 2020, they released their
first full-length album “Technicolor” which featured ten songs including one of
their pre-released heavier tracks, “Ares”. 

“Technicolor” turned out to be a more rock-oriented record, with a cheery and
gleeful overall sentiment. This album successfully established Covet as a band
that did not rely just on technical prowess to bring out the canorous essence in
their music, contradicting many critics’ opinions. The band decided to
emphasize more on rock-influenced rhythmic ornamentations in the songs,
along with zestful drumming, and groovy basslines. 



This album also witnessed a new turning point that none of Covet’s other
records had seen previously. The song “Parachute” incorporated vocals, which
was a newfangled addition to their compositions, a noteworthy element not
present in any of their other tracks. This broke the band free from its reputation
of being “too technical” and “strictly instrumental”, once and for all. Only their
track “Ares” had a more metal-influenced sound, with a beefy overdrive and
distortion-boosted guitar tone, powerful drums and bass, and dynamic shifts in
tempo and time signatures throughout the song. Young also experimented a lot
with lo-fi effects for her distinguishable guitar tone for this album, which only
added a haunting, nostalgic streak to it.

technicolor took me back to the times I spent travelling in the mountains, as if I
was back there once again, staring down at the world from a bird’s eye view
from a mountain cliff. When I closed my eyes and concentrated hard, I could
almost feel the soft fluffy grass on my back, catch a whiff of the fragrance of the
pine trees, and indulge in the feeling of being only a tiny, minuscule being
surrounded by the grandiose Himalayas. 



Technicolor took me back to the times I
spent travelling in the mountains, as if I
was back there once again, staring down at
the world from a bird’s eye view from a
mountain cliff. When I closed my eyes and
concentrated hard, I could almost feel the
soft fluffy grass on my back, catch a whiff
of the fragrance of the pine trees, and
indulge in the feeling of being only a tiny,
minuscule being surrounded by the
grandiose Himalayas. 

This particular album resurfaced a lot of
emotions that I thought I couldn’t feel
anymore. I was instantly filled with a sense
of longing and hope– something I thought I
had lost along the way. I felt Love, in all its
hues and shades, and a warm fuzzy feeling
took over me, making me believe that even
without other people by my side in this life,
I will always be a complete whole, an
entirety in a small fraction of the ginormous
universe. 

. 



In the course of this past year, I seem to have developed a very personal
relationship with this band and their music. I had never expected this of course,
but the more I dug deeper into their discography, the more I felt myself being
drawn into their multi-chromatic world, where nothing exists but the sheer joy of
being alive. It is weird to say this, but this uncanny emotion is analogous to
having made a new friend, wherein exists this sense of unconditionality between
us, a pure friendship without terms and agreements, a reminiscence of childhood. 

I have never felt as close to a band’s music before, as I did with Covet and it has
truly been a privilege to experience it. Their music has spoken to me in a way
nothing and no one ever has, and sometimes I’m really taken aback by the fact
that I have grown so emotionally intimate with them in the span of only a year,
even though I’ve never met these three musicians in real life. The only
connection that exists between us is their music. These artists have put their heart
and soul into their art and probably hoped that it will reach out to people like me
and it is truly inspiring to see that all their efforts and hard work have paid off.



What is really special about Covet’s music is that each song sends out a
message without really saying too many words, and brings about a palpable
sense of tranquility and wholeness that is hard to find in a world plagued by
destruction and chaos. It is almost equivalent to someone reassuring you that
everything will turn out to be okay in the end.

“These days are far and few between, and I don’t want to waste them” sings
Yvette Young in “Parachute”. Indeed, this life is short and there is so much to
do and often we overlook the things that truly matter and focus on the painful
parts instead. Covet’s music offered me a shoulder to lean on when I was
flailing my arms in a desperate attempt to hold on to something tangible. And
even though I had not expected it, it ended up teaching me a very important
lesson – to let go of the things that don’t matter. 



We are all seeking something that fills this gap within us -- an empty gaping
hole that is bleeding out, that we do everything in our power to feel complete,
no matter how anguishing they might be. But sometimes none of it really
matters, and all we can do is pause for a single moment and take a breath, and
then let go of it all -- let go of everything that holds us back, and everything that
is not meant for us. 

Covet and their music has played an instrumental role in my journey towards
self-acceptance, helping me befriend the lonely, angsty child who resides within
me and giving her a hand to hold. I will be eternally grateful to them for that and
more.



The Strange Co.

The Strange Co. brings
emotions to everyday objects
that reflect the spirit of
Individuality and are not easy to
forget. The studio constantly
seeks inspiration from the
lighter side of urban life,
combining bold unconventional
ideas with form & functionality.

With a missionary zeal for
sustainable future, Strange Co.
objects are made from local
clay & natural dyes, designed
for efficient home use and
around the idea of owning less
but owning something that you
strongly love.



The Reluctant Modernist
THE MODERNIST

"Functionalism, functionalism, functionalism. It's not enough.
Design should be sensual and exciting."

Inspired by two opposing philosophies in design and architecture. Le
Corbusier's Modernism which led to the rise of form and function and
Ettore Sottsass post modernist outlook led to the Memphis movement. 

At the Strange Co, we decided to merge these two opposing
ideologies to create something more unique on a rather everyday
object like a Mug.

The main three colours Ivory, Grey and Sap green became primary
base, in tune with Corbusier style of Architecture.  Blue, Pink and
Yellow were symbolic to the Memphis Movement



The team over at Strange Co.
were gracious enough to send us
a mug from their modernist
collection. What stood out the
most to us were: 

a) The triangles symbolizing fire
and water, two common elements
in architecture and ceramic, were
hand painted with 24 carat Gold.

b) The lines symbolizing window
panes, one of the key features in
Corbusier's style of architecture

c) The Half moon handle is
inspired from the Memphis
movement. A slight finger
indentation really helps for a
better and comfortable grip



A barn in the south of France.

Aastha Vandana

Bricked walls, adhered angrily
on grey carpets.
Shattered roof, holding onto its 
rusted spine.
Looking over, a full moon under 
the pear tree,
through silhouettes of a window,
arched like a frown.
Musing over, gatherings & dreams,
now locked in
the hands of a renovator.
Stands alone,
at the foot of rolling hills,
laced by order less flowers,
relic of a beautiful world.
And an occasional mist 
under the cypress tree,
gauges on it' s doors,
like sweat on forehead,
awaiting to be a part of 
what it once was. 



Grasslands

Ajay Sawant(First Published in The Rattle)

Over the end of fall 
the children were singing — 
of earth frozen to ice 
with albino rages, rhapsodic storms,
and the scent of the last tomatoes 
from the harvest 
The children's throat parched 
On the day of the circus 
all the caged birds were lying dead 
The pasture which once served 
daisies to the heifers 
was low with seed heads buried under a 
blanket of warm dirt 
While this will wed the trees 
another ring, some 
will stay asleep overlong 
The birdly pennons will place a burial 
into cotton ball and the air will turn white 
Tomorrow when they learn about 
the stolen sugar 
they will come hunting us, 
So we bury ourselves in blankets 
with our people 
Tonight in this freezing barn with neighing horses 
I find more warmth than 
any other day 



rehabilitation
Rayan Ghosh

the electricity has gone off this morning 
wading through an open sea
you go and check the meter box, 
dull tomb 
with a green flickering light
showing a host of paycheque numbers
diwali has arrived early you say
while I check the envelopes
for bills surely due, 
and this cycle continues 
one by one we find things we do not need 
and ponder over their worth 

like the gas oven,
 and the microwave, 
or the shower head which drips

 even the 1000 sq ft
apartment we live in 

seems distant 
 since all we do is 

live in the air 
floating in space 
we have no land 

to colonise
no land to call 

our own
 

we go to bed,
 thinking

perhaps when the sun comes
if the sun comes

we can pay 
all our dues with skin and 

the earth
gathered in our warm, stillborn hands 



Friends Can Break Your
Heart Too

Poulomi ChandraWhen I think of you,
and I do it more often than I'd like,
I think of rose bushes and vibrant colors,
I think of sunsets so beautiful, it'd be a
crime not to watch them.
I think of unplanned evenings
that end up with stomachs full
and hearts empty
of all the burden from endless chatter.

When I think of you, it feels a little bit
like home, like most homes I've known,
unwavering when there's a storm outside;
the kind that will make you
feel belonged,
the kind that will teach you to love
yourself,
sometimes, at the cost of being indifferent
to others,
the kind that will protect you with hope,
even if with incessant denial,
even if for a little while,
even if only till the storm is over.



When I think of you, it feels a little bit
like home, like most homes I've known,
incorrigible and intrinsically chaotic;
the kind that never teaches you the line
between self preservation and self love
because it didn't learn to tell
walls from doors,
the kind that is distant,
even when I'm right there,
I know you will be far gone when life takes over,
two moments later, or two months,
and may be I will visit you once again,
once in a while,
trying to hold on to the illusion of you,
while you're slipping away,
or already did ages ago.

When I think of you, I swear
it feels a lot like heartbreak,

not the kind when lovers part
with an announcement of understood pain,
but more like witnessing the slow death of

a plant you've watered for years,
carefully everyday,

but now you cannot anymore,
simply because it hurts to do so;

simply because
you have chosen to tie

your hands to dignity, rather than hope.
 



Today, your name felt foreign to
my tongue
as I tried to say it,
as if only if it lingered long
enough,
I could find my way back
to feeling the same way about you.
And may be,
may be, this is how I'll remember
you:
a friend who is there, somewhere,
happy,
even if with a calculated delusion,
even if indifferent,
happy,
even if for a while;
A friend who I've tucked quietly in
my memory,
the only place safe enough to keep
you near me,
without it hurting. 



If I Were To Love You

Smita Singh
i.

if i were to love you,
i'd love you like my city is dying—

skies collapsing with her third eye reeking
of apathy and the earth gnawing 

on innocence barefoot
i'd love you like my city is dead 

and you are the only suburban town
the abandoned in me can seek shelter in

i'd love you like wars love 
the idea of victory in loss

like melancholy loves poets and poets 
love everything but their poems

like 90s kids love parle-gs submerged in
chai

and Lucky Ali songs on their buzzing radio
i'd love you like a black Indian kitten 

loves the humor in stereotypes
and women love drowning silence

until a language like yours
arrive to dive inside her throat

 



ii.
my love for you

will be as ordinary as
a dog paw in the palms

of a restless baby
as a blind piano key-tapping

the braille script and as
a deaf hearing its music

as a mother feeding
honey-flavoured cerelac
to her newborn and as

a daughter feeding porridge
to her Alzheimeric father
my love for you would
thrive to be ordinary

in extraordinary ways
i'd love you till my bones
turn to dust and vice-versa
on days when light would

betray us, i'd borrow
the netted sunrays
from our balcony

and place it in your laps
my thumbnails would

iceskate on your collarbones
and end up landing

in your waterfall ribcage
i'd giggle and call it a magic trick

i'd wrap your cold insecurities
into the warm quilt-



of my home heart
roll my lovey-dovey poems

into blushful metaphors
and glide it across your body

along with marshmallow pecks
and not laugh when you
name Vrindavan, lovers'

official honeymoon sweet
i'd map your scars like

a travel blogger mapping
patches of treacherous islands

i'd pinpoint seashores
on your tongue and be
the only baby dolphin

allowed to enter it
 

iii.
i'd cut-paste your napkin wounds

on the edges of my spine
in the morning and wait
for them to sprout into

silk sunflowers in the night
i'd hop inside your mouth

during the game of hidenseek
and untangle every grieving

metaphor
from the gaps in your gums
i'd keep hiding even if it's

three hours since the game began



even if you've stopped searching
for me just to let you know

that you're my only safe space
that my existence stands futile

until you let me in
until the mortal in me makes love 

to the godliness in you
until you call out my name

like an apocalypse calls
for paralysis before the ruin
i'd staple faithful promises

behind the crook of your neck
and kiss you forgiveness in 

the most recklessly gentle way :
with our teeths tap-dancing in

between,
our tongues battling to curl up

into peachy yin and yang
and our eyes lullabying 
their way to a tender nap

 
iv.

we'd stand beside your favourite 
downtown café at midnight –
our fingers grooving to caress

each other's faces
holy prayer shells buried

beneath the sand of our palms
our heartbeats twerking relentlessly



like a pub dancer longing to
feel the notes in her hands

the ground would shapeshift
into my dream wedding gown
while the night sky would be

an amalgamated palette
of henna and haldi

the banyans tweezing to
form the palace gates
the bushes, its decor

the wild berries setting up
food plaza counters

and the nightingales crooning
mantras like a pro priest
the aliens would do my

kanyadaan
and we would marry like
sundays marry churches
every weekend without 

repeating the wedding vows
we'd marry like Krishna's flute
married the melody in Radha

in order to survive



v.
Rebecca Solnit once wrote,
"when you love someone a

lot,
they just look like love"

so i will love you
like it is the only thing

i was born to do
i will love you like 
it is the only thing

i will die doing



Coronation Of A Face

Bodhisattwa DasTaut lines, an invitation to the prom;
Dance macabre echoes in the kelp
forest,
Hiding under the flooded deltas;
And muggle-face tiptoes henceforth,
With hidden fracture lines; around,
The yellow caution for wet floor,
And still, you light a cigarette
At 6 am in the morning like,
You're about to sing hallelujah;
Side-burns throw a lasso,
Around the ash hanging out of it,
Like a thunderstruck pine tree;
Burning from the inside,
To the outside, to the leaves,
Curling with ember squeal;
Abracadabra! Alakazam!
As you shrug off the heap;
To make some new.



Those faces, they bloom sometimes;
When there is no one to touch,
To remind you of the blisters;
And so, you blow it out of
proportion;
Do or die! Adhere! Lose touch!
A make-believe Mona Lisa;
Now, here's the problem,
With a failed masterpiece;
It doesn't taste dirt really,
It becomes a baton-pass;
Beyond the cast and the mold,
Ready for the requiem mass;
One on one, the river bends,
With the curvature of our ribs,
Watching over the wastelands;
Then one day, smeared in afternoon
sloth,
Someone you knew, greets you,
From the other side of the mirror.
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