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‘Dhwani’ is a word meaning sound, echo or voice. Delving a little deeper into the language and its tra-
ditions, we find that ‘Dhwani’ is also the name for a poetic style that lays emphasis on the underlying
meaning, rather than on the literal translation or expression. Aptly named, this magazine carries within it
representations of the students’ voices - poetry, prose, drawings, photographs, reports - with notes left by
people, places and events that resonate deeply with us.

The magazine, to us, is an expression of art.
And what is art?

It is the ability to live vicariously through another’s medium of expression.

It is having the ability to create the medium - another pair of shoes to walk a mile, another set of tinted
shades to view the world, another note in the background score to set the mood, another groan-worthy
pun to bring dialogue to life.

It is the ability to think not just outside the proverbial box, but also to think about it.

It is the ability to make, break, build, erase and curve the lines while connecting the dots.

It is the ability to see that putting two and two together can give you four, but it can also give you
twenty-two.

And it was a great pleasure for the Editorial Team to capture the art in our students and create this gor-
geous assemblage of shoes, shades, fours and twenty-twos.

We thank the Director, the Dean, the members of the faculty, the administrative staff, and the student body
for their unending support, without which this magazine could not have made its way out of our heads and

into your hands.

And on that note, we present to you the reverberation of all of our voices, our magazine - Dhwani, 2018.



Director’s Note

I am delighted to pen down this message for “Dhwani” - the sound
of the students’ talent and cultural manifestation. The timbre and
melody of expressed sound continues to be enhanced year by year,
beyond the varieties of language, format and intellect. It is very
stimulating to see the flairs of students outside the classroom and
the playground. Thoughts can be expressed in various forms to
convey their significances in different connotations. “Dhwani” of
IISER Tirupati embodies both thought and form, and I am glad to
see the imaginations of students flowing freely, unabated. I am sure
this edition of “Dhwani” will receive new acclaims from the readers
and will lay grounds for triggering a newer dimension for future
ones.

Long live the harmony of “Dhwani” 2018.

-KN Ganesh
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Soul Blossomed
- Gowthaman S | Sony Xperia XAT




The Physics club at ISER Tirupati is a student-run club that organises discus-
sions on myriad topics in physics. Anyone can volunteer to head the discussion with a topic
of their choice. We meet twice a week and have thought-provoking, informal discussions
through which we learn more about the world!

-Vikas Jadhav Y

A campus must not always be about studies and academics. There must also be
room for fun, celebrations and entertainment. The Arts club is up & running to co-ordinate
and execute activities in this area. The club tries to organize events which are sure fo create
a jovial atmosphere for the students and to reduce academic stress. Be it Ethnic day, Holi
or Diwali - the Arts club will always be there to bring out the best.

~Pranav Unnikrishnan

Through debates, just-a-minute sessions and fun games alongside a plethora of reading and writ-
ing activities, The Lit Club provides a platform for students to share and develop their literary
interests. We also provide a student-run library (The Stud Library) on campus. You can find the
work of our members at : www.itsalmostl2.wordpress.com

- Nandita V. Nair

The aim of the Math club is to enhance the knowledge of its members with regard to
various topics in mathematics. Each of the math club members takes a topic or a paper and
reads up on it. A meeting is held thrice 2 week. In each meeting, one of the members pre-
sents whatever they have read so far. Also, on Science Day, the club puts up an exhibition
which has a lot of math games and puzzles, and explains the logic behind them.

-VC. Thamarai Valli
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Bio-Wissen is a platform for bio enthusiasts to participate in active discussions and presenta-
tions on different topics in biology-related areas. Here we encourage students to come up with their
own ideas and concepts and thus help them to explore and strengthen their interests. We aim to work
to find students interests, guide and channelize them to shape their research career in those fields of
biology. We consider it as a chance for students to build up their presentation skills as well as com-
municate effectively. This way we expect to promote lively scientific interactions among students as a
practice.

-Jalaja Madhusudhanan

The Astronomy Club started in 2016. We regularly have sky watching sessions with our 6
inch telescope on almost every clear night. Interesting astronomical events like the Lunar eclipse, Su-
permoon and Meteor Showers were also observed. In continuation of the telescope mak.ing workshop
held last year, a six inch telescope is being constructed with students undertaking the grinding of the
telescope mirror. Some of our club members have attended camps and given talks on astronomy. On
Science Day, short talks were organised for a general audience on the topic ‘Reading the Sky'.

-Abiya R, & NS Chiranjeevi

The Movie Club at IISER-T has been functioning since the first semester. Every weekend,
the Movie Club holds a movie screening, with special screenings for days like Independence Day,
Republic Day, Halloween etc. The movies are decided by the student coordinators after discussing
with the students and checking movie availability. The movie genres vary from week to week, and
regional as well as international movies have been screened. Future plans being discussed are inviting
filmmakers to interact with students, and inviting speakers related to the movie of the week.

~Kaushal J. Pillay
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The main role of this club is to educate and provide knowledge about many topics in an
exciting way by conducting weekly quizzes. Some of the topics, for example, were about World
Wars, technological innovations and history behind them. We've also had topics not related to
science such as quizzes on some excellent literary works, history of the 20th century etc. So,
overall we try to make the students at ISER Tirupati, for 2 moment, forget all the things that they
are worried about and just have a wonderful time and also learn something new.

-Nihar &

Unnati, the outreach arm of lISER conducts tutoring sessions in Mathematics, Science
and English every Sunday for underprivileged students living nearby, making them self-sufficient
and proficient, and thereby uplifting them. We've organized quizzes, essay competitions and in-
teractive demonstrations every year on Science Day and will continue to do so. The students go
home with a big smile and lots of “green” goodies like seed balls and saplings. We plan to visit the
local colleges and spread awareness about the importance of science and research. This will also
motivate them to take science and research as a career opportunity.

~Aditya Kulkarni

Life at ISER Tirupati is not just about academics and the lISER Tirupati Sports Club
makes sure of that. The club is responsible for maintaining the sports facilities and conducts var-
ious sports tournaments and events that are filled with intense competition and spirit. A Sports
Week is held every semester which gives a platform for the students to showcase their sporting
skills. We also conduct friendly matches with premier institutes like IIT Tirupati. The club is also
responsible for the selection of teams that participate in the annual Inter-lISER Sports Meet
(IIEM) held in the month of December by one of the ISERs. The club would like to thank the
students for their great response and participation and hopes to keep the enthusiasm high.

-Anubhav Dhar & Adithya R,
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The Birding Club of IISER Tirupati has been actively documenting wildlife around

Tirupati for past one year . We have organised short trips on many weekends to various locations in
and around Tirupati. We organized trips to locations like the Pulicat Lake to observe Migratory Wet-
land birds such as Flamingos and Pelicans. The amazing performance of our birders at the Campus
Bird Count of 2018 where we were placed at the fifth most diverse campus in India in terms of the
number of species is a testament to the overwhelming enthusiasm showed by the students and faculty
here. The club will continue to organize more exciting trips and events in the future and is thankful for
the amazing response and participation from the ISER Tirupati community.

-PS Vishnuprasad

Started in the monsoon semester of 2017, members of the club meet on Thursdays and dis-
cuss various aspects of classical arts. We have been involved in organising various classical perfor-
mances throughout the semester, and have rendered small demonstrations involving the flute, tabla,
harmonium, vocals and Bharatnatyam. Dr. Venkatasubramanian C G, our faculty co-ordinator, has
given an exciting lecture on the infricacies of the Carnatic Melakarta System of Raagas during one of
the club presentations. We intend to invite eminent artists to our institute and develop a harmonious
and joyous atmosphere involving classical music at ISER Tirupati.

-Deevitha B. & Swapnil Joshi

The Creative Filming Club (CFC) is actively involved in making creative short films on various
issues including, but not limited to, social issues, student-related issues, and educational reforms.
The members of the club have been grouped into different teams based on their interests - direction,
script-writing, screenplay, acting, editing, etc. The club was started a few months back, and is on the
right track. in terms of attracting ignited minds to express their thoughts. The club also promotes team-
work.

-Shubham Sinha
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Januawy 12th was not just ancther day in TISER Towpati this year. Being v the land known forv
dts cultwnal divensity and united by the word TISER', & is impodant that each one wealize and vespect the
cuttwne the othens follow.. Thus, facully membens and students joined hands to celebrate and showcase
the cuttune off diffevent negions of the county by celebrnating Ethnic Day.

Tt stordted in the evening with Adithya R giving a summany of the tup to Bathinda as a padt of TF
Bhavwith Strestha Bhawith Abhigan. This was followed by a whythmic and melodious pevfounance by
the Classical Ats Club, and a solo dance pevfounance by Naga Pramodh who alse showcased Kava
Samu, o madial wit of Andfa Pradesh. Faculty members and students enjoyed the High tea together.
basketball cowdt. Ghaghanas, Uehengas, Sanees, Half-sarees, lungis, dhotis, twibans and what-not -
boys and gods wded the wunp in paivs and groups. The fact that the proguam was being telecasted vio
Doordanshan channel also added to the enthusiasm. The day came to an end with a borfie and dance
pady aftev the wmp. Though the diesses and languages were different, the zeal and enevgqy of the stu-
dents in pavdicipating made the Toust Ethnic day of TISER-TPT a success.

-Aisha Shigna

- "I’l L] | !
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OUer the weekend of 7th-9th April
2077, NISER Tirupati witnessed the first
edition of its cultural fest Vivante. And it
was beautiful.

For days before the fest, the general
atmosphere of the institute was buzzing
with excitement. Rather silent nights at
the hostel were replaced by a potpourri of
music and dance rehearsals, and the end
of each class acted as a countdown to the
main show.

The fest started with a students’
showcase, held on the 7th of April, and
was inaugurated by Dr Vasudharani and
a few students. The crowds gathered and
cheered as the stage saw many energetic
musical and dance performances by
undergraduates, including a show by the
institute’s first rock band, Nameless. In
addition, a mime performance by Ashish
Joy and team about socially important
topics received heavy applause, and there
was not a single dry eye in the house post
Shijisha and team’s dramatic portrayal of
female foeticide. The night ended with an
impromptu D] performance by D) C).
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The next day was when most of the competitive
events were held. Starting with a painting competi-
tion, many events like a quiz by reputed quizmaster
Urmila Lakshmanan, a solo singing competition, /Mi-
ni-Militia competitions for the gamers, and JAM ses-
sion for literary buffs happened on Saturday. One of
the highlights of the day was The Hunger Games com-
petition, sponsored by The Hangouts Cafe, in which
participants were to eat 8 bananas in the prelimi-
nary round and the finalists had to eat a huge (read:
huuuuge) burger to win an alluring prize. The crowds
went crazy cheering for their friends, but also secret-
ly wished to have some part of the jumbo burgers for
themselves.

The Drama competition lit up the main stage
in the evening with some great and hilarious perfor-
mances. Later in the night, an awesome performance
by the D] duo Boon and Bayn set the temperatures
soaring amongst students and faculty alike. The cool
breeze and the huge crowd dancing to the beat, all

inhibitions dropped, bore testimony to the magic that
the D) duo had forged.

The next morning, the fest continued with a sci-
ence fiction writing competition, a craft event and
ended with a workshop on computer-interfaced sci-
ence experiments that was organised by faculty mem-
ber Dr Dileep Mampallil. Students, tired from the D]
night and everything else that had happened over the
previous days, spent the later part of the day resting.

Monday morning brought back the routine of
the week, and students went back to their classes,
still basking in the unforgettable events and memories
that made that weekend incomparable to any other.

-Nandita V Nair
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Our outreach program, aptly named Unnati, formally began on Science Day in 2017. It was a
humble beginning, wherein we invited schoolchildren from Government school, Karkambadi to visit
us. The students of [ISER explained scientific principles using innovative models and captivating
chemical reactions. The schoolchildren wrote an extempore essay on what science meant for them.
Since then, we have grown by leaps and bounds. The number of volunteers of Unnati has been
increasing steadlily over the past year. We planned on starting tutoring sessions for the students of
nearby localities. In October we kick-started this activity by going to these localities and distrib-
uting pamphlets. We talked to the residents about Unnati and the activities associated with it. The
volunteers explained our motive which is: helping the children to become independent, developing
scientific temper, improving their communication skills, familiarizing them with technology and aid-
ing in their overall development to become good and responsible citizens.

Currently, we teach English, Science and Mathematics in these tutoring sessions. We also con-
duct fun sessions once a month, which include, but are not limited to, screening of movies, puzzle

and riddle solving, birding and playing different sports.
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Four schools participated in the quiz compe- | . == 4 W Vokis
tition that we had organized as a part of Sci- : Tk |
ence Day celebrations this year. The winning
and runner-up teams received books as priz-
es while others received participation cer-
tificates. |n addition to the quiz, around 100
students of classes nine and ten visited the
institute and were given a tour of our laboratories. They were also taught a
few basic principles of mathematics by playing fun math games. The high-
light was a working model of an amphibious vehicle made by a student who
attends our tutoring sessions.

At the end of the day, the visitors were given seed balls as goodies, hand-
made by our volunteers, to encourage them to go green.

Given the current situation, our country needs more researchers and scien-
tists. Itis our duty to promote science and scientific thinking. To accomplish
this, we are reaching out to the local colleges and schools where we are
organizing lecture series (by faculty and students) and hands-on experi-
mental sessions.

We hope that our efforts will bring some positive changes in the lives of
these students. We will continue to carry out such activities and would like
to thank the institute for its unconditional support.

vt e frn v e wem frewd

Indian Institute of Science Education & Research Tirupati




December 2017

Hi all! Namaste.

o E s BATHINDA k
EK BHARAT SHRESHTH BHARAT
wseglyzgz 4 I

494
o -

I was fortunate to be included in the del-
egation to the Central University of Punjab,
Bathinda for the “Ek Bharath Shresth Bhar-
ath” initiative and would like to share my
experience gained in my short stay in Punjab.
We received a very warm welcome on the 23rd of
December,2017 by the students of CUPB.

We visited the Gurudwar at Talwandi
Sabo, Qila Mubarak, and a few other places
early in the morning on the first day of our
three day stay.

We later enjoyed the bonfire night, danc-
ing to the unmatched Punjabi songs. We played
a friendly cricket match against the hosts the
next day.

We later had a cultural exchange pro-
gramme in the evening which included mes-
merizing dance performances with very ap-
pealing vocal and instrumental music, ethnic
display, etc. to name a few.

We were blessed for having received the
wonderful opportunity to visit the beautiful
city of Amritsar and the places there such as
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The Golden Temple and The Jallianwala Bagh. We also visited
The Hussainiwala Border and the Wagah Border and witnessed
the emotions and the patriotism showed towards their coun-
tries by the people on either sides.

This initiative by the Govt. of India is to bring togeth-
er all the states of our country and create a sense of oneness
and unity across linguistic, cultural, political, religious,
economic and social backdrops. The most important quality I
learnt from this visit was the “Athithi devo Bhava” attitude,
self-less service and the sacrifices done by our people for the
society. From my visits to gurudwaras there in Punjab, I learnt
the most heavenly quality of “Satkar” extended wholeheartedly
to a person irrespective of one’s economic, religious or social
status . The rich cultural heritage and ethnicity of this state
and the manner in which its people are inclined towards pre-
serving it is really impressive.

I still relish those moments of eating delicious aaloo
paranthas, and greeting each other with ‘Sat Shri Akal’.

Overall, it was a wonderful experience from tasting the
most delicious sweets to meeting the sweetest people I've ever
come across.

Thank You.
Adithya. S
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The calm after the storm
- Kaushal J. Pillay | Microsoft Lumia 640XL




LINGO

i
I speak Bengali,

a language native to the land I grew up in,
(learnt from the people I grew up with-
A (T ACRT?
and I have grown and flown and flowed with it-
with the currents of its syllables,
soft, rounded, like my paintbrushes,
and the points and arcs of it’s
alphabet, pure, elegant geometry;
and the mellowed voice it speaks in-
scratchy and soft and warm,
like my best memories of my grandma.

il
I speak English,
a tongue foreign to my land,
(learnt from teachers and strangers in books-

excuse me, ma’am)
and I read and write and learn in it,
for it is this very foreignness
that draws me to it- the sounds
slipping, smooth; the letters,
curving gracefully with lines and
loops that slide down the page,
leaving pictures that are vastly
different from those in my head.
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iil.
I speak Hindi,

a language native to my nation,
(learnt from the didis and bhaiyas at school-
a1, Band-Aid & &)
and I've struggled to know it,
for it is this very nativity, this belonging,
that somehow alienates me- the strong
resonant sounds, firm and gentle,
that bind ink to form, and I
wrestled with those bonds,
till I finally accepted that yes, she
belonged amongst everyone I knew,
while I did not.

1v.
I speak in Malayalam,
my native tongue,
(learnt from my family-
ag)8409I6YY) ASEROM@? )
and I have tried long and hard to understand it-
the loops and curves of its script curlier
than my hair, the squiggles unlike anything
I'd ever seen before, but the tangled curls
hold sounds that roll over my tongue and under it,
and speak in tones that undulate in distinctive ways;
rooted as they are, they do not bind me -
maybe that’s why they feel natural,
like home, like my own.

-Revathy Menon
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Some people struggle
to tell apart their friends and
use-and-throw litter.

* Sometimes a series
¢ can make you happier than
Q 4@ any of your ‘friends’.

It takes a lot of
growing up to just want to
be a kid again.

Love, you'll see, lies in
the little things they do to
keep you safe and sound

Success does not lie
in the heights of branches but
in the depths of roots.

A step forward needs
a foot behind supporting
the other, mid-air.

- A Rhapsody

This article first appeared on lISER tpt Lit club blog site:itsalmosti2wordpress.com/
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DANCING WITH THE MUSTARDS

A queer scent in the air drew me closer,
Closer and closer yet,

ﬁ%& Before me were mustards as far as the eye could see.
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Small brown birds prodding in the foliage,
Looked for worms amongst other things,
Enduring the heat of the ground.
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As I made my way up to a tamarind,
The air had caught a wind.
So did the mustards.

~

\
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Yellow was in motion.
Swaying from left to right,
Staying still in between.

The thin long stalks looking snap,
Held on.
The clouds moved over the patch.

My mind slipped,
Eyesight faded,

The sweet smell of cloves was in the air.
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@WM AB it A6?

-Anonymous

Why does one feel so hollow inside one’s heart
Why does one become touchy to words.. :
Why is it that one cannot feel happy or sad withou
O, why is it that one cares so much about the other,
Why is it so...

Knowing the depths of life. ..

Knowing the depths of people’s hearts,

Knowing perfectly well that no one can ever understandy
Why is it that, one still cares to love!

Why is it so,

Life, the way it is..

Why, is it so,

World, the way it is..

Why

Is

It

So

For else, there won't be any pattern to spot..
For else, there won't be any hope to try..
For else, there won't be any meaning to life..
Life’s strangest puzzle..
Open to be resolved..
Blinded to a wise-man’s eye..
Easy to a child’s heart.




The Little
opace Travellep

“Ssshhhhoo0000.”
Jagguopened his eyes hearing this soundz!

“It sounds like my mamma’s pressure
cooker!” He thought in his mind while his
hands were fetching for goggles. Suddenly
he realised that he is no longer in his bed!

“How come I am out of my bed? I remember
quite well that I was in my bed last night
with my science textbook, reading for the
next day’s class test. Did I fall down?” He
tried to feel the ground.

“Something is wrong! I can't feel the
ground either! Where am I then?”. A lot of
questions were bombarding Jaggu’s mind
simultaneously. It was dark everywhere
in the beginning. It was scary. “Feeling like
somebody has hanged me in the air! And
that too, in a dark room! But why? What
did I do?"- He thought to himself.

He looked around carefully. Now he could
see so many shining things at a distance in
the dark background. Some of them were
bright as well but coloured differently.
Some were bluish, and some were reddish,
rest of them were dim white in colour. They
were not uniform, but clustered, shat-
tered like the stars in a clear night sky.
But to his surprise, none of them seems to
twinkle!

It reminded him of his grandma, who
used to tell stories about twinkling stars
and the bright moon when he was a small

child. “Miss you, nanny.”- He whispered.
His nanny’s face flashed in his mind for a
while, which brought out the brave and ad-
venturous Jaggu in him.

“I am in space! Yes. Yes! In space!” Jaggu
yelled with mixed expressions of excite-
ment and fear. He pushed his body down
so that his feet could touch the ground. It
was a safe landing. He was nervous and
felt dizzy. It was similar to the landing af-
ter a scary ride (the first and last one for
him!) on the giant wheel in the exhibition,
he thought. “Ohooo. That was terrific!”. He
shook his head vigorously.

Now what came to his mind was that pho-
to of an ‘astronaut’ in his science textbook.
The one in those weird costumes that they
wear in space. “Ohhoo. Yaa. I can never for-
get that day Daisy Miss and her huge spec-
tacles as well! She almost killed me with her
sharplooks through thosebig spectacles. All
of a sudden she asked me to spell the word
‘astronaut’ loudly in the class. The biggest
embarrassment of my life! Everybody was
laughing at me. Moreover, as punishment,
she gave me 100 times imposition also! Cru-
el lady Hitler!”

After a few minutes of silence, he sudden-
ly started checking his costume. “Alas! I
am wearing my pyjama only! Not a space
suit!?” That was surprising to him. A cute
smile came on his face.
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“Time to explore!” He told himself. Now hehad no fear. The place where
he haslanded looked like a volcano valley! It was very rocky and slip-
pery. He was careful about each.and every step. First, he wanted to

<& ’x’flow where the sound came from. He found out that those were small
“blasts from a volcano. It lef out high pressure and hot vapours and
smoke from underground. Now he was more careful with his steps,
feeling like a soldier in a battlefield with hidden mines.

Tkieg he was in a funny, playful’'mood. He was hopping and swinging in
the air like a gymnast! It was'like jumping with a spring attached to your
shoes. Up in the air, flying'and landing and then hopping again! '

He was feeling a strange pleasure for being able to conquer his own little :

kingdom! B iy
“I am,the prince of this unknown deserted valley. Sounds good!”. He wds,.

overwhelmed with delight. Suddenly he saw something amazing and wdas

speechless for a moment.

“Earth! My planet. My home!” he screamed. It was big, round and bright

blue in colour, same as what we see in pictures!

“It is beautiful!”, Jaggu’'s voice was hardly coming out! ,‘
The very next moment some thoughts struck his mind. He started feeling==

lonely. “I'don’t even know where I am now! How far am I from my home?”
“Home!”. The thought of home, family and friends made him emotional. He just wanted
to go home now. He was baffled, and his mind was blank. He felt like somebody is calling
him now.

“Jaggu...Jaggu!”

He looked in the direction of the earth. “Sound came from this direction. I am sure!” Now
the only thing coming to his mind was that somehow he should reach back home!

Jaggu felt like the hero of a movie, who runs for his last chance in the climax!

“My earth, my home. I am coming.” Jaggu started running towards the earth, shouting

like crazy. The rocky and slippery path didn't matter to him any-

more.
“Thuddddd..”
7a&) [ TTr-Ha Jaggu fell down from his bed with a loud noise.
\\}/J;{/ \“ 1 L\//\ “Ahhhh.” He cried with his eyes closed and still stuck in his ‘little
(| ) <&/y/’spacetravel.
“C /\/ “USIt took some time for poor Jaggu to come out of that shock and
- L\ B realisation from his space journey and the pain afterwards!!! But
/v\‘f‘*\g’% ] \ . ’ o . . .
(€ 4 s still, don't know why, but a cute smile came on his face seeing his
\i v of science textbook on the bed!

-Jalaja Madhusudhanan
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History
-missharleyquinn

This article first appeared on IISER tpt Lit club blog site:itsalmosti2.wordpress.com/

Pick up the dagger, and lightly trﬂa\_ce
its point along your edges, where you

end and I begin; carefully, lest you take
some of me in the process; I know, I
thought, too, that we were one, but it
turns out we’re not- we’re separated by

a wide gulf of things and i1deas we

do not have in common, and I am too
busy in proving myself right to see the
wounds from my dagger, and you are too
keen on protecting yourself from me

to see evidences of you ripping me in two.
Find me when you are done, pick up my
pieces, pick up the chunks

of all that you left me with, and put me
back with love, bit by bit, and see if
I’'m still the same, still as whole,
after all the wars we fought

for what’s ours.
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The Not-so-sane ’(/fﬂmyen/

As usual, the date had slipped his mind. The fifteenth of January said the bottom right of his desk-
top screen. No researcher worth his or her salt should ever forget to enter the date of the experi-
ment in the log book. And so, Dr. Ugrasen meticulously entered the date 15/01/2054 in his record.

In the past three and a half decades, India's power and might had grown almost exponentially. It
was now the sixth member of the UN security council and had a GDP rivalled only by the likes of
the USA and China. Indians were basically everywhere. They were the second people to reach and
colonize Europa, beaten only by the USA by a matter of 2 months and ten days. They would win
the race for Titan, Indians assured themselves. -

At the forefront of such progress were men like Dr. Ugrasen, a man‘who had wriggled out of India's
infamously harrowing educational system with relative ease. A member of the advisory council to w%t

the Prime minister, a member of the Lok Sabha, as well as a respected doctor of medical sciences -
and academician, he had achieved more in his life than most people can only dream of. Even wmh
all his fame and wealth, he still put in gruelling 15 hour work days in his effice in the Goverminent's
Department of Health and Welfare. It was in this office that he had developed the first fully WO;k :
ing leukaemia vaccine and also where he became the first person to fully understand how placebos %

work. More on his achievements minute later. s b 3

Having finished filling his journal, Dr. Ugrasen started thinking about the only thing he prized
more than his career, his hair. During his college days, the good doctor had magnificent shoul-
der-long, flowing hair. And oh was he proud of it. Though an affable-looking man in his late thir-
ties, his rigorous routine was already taking a toll on him. His hair had started to whiten and ?:
hairline was receding. Maybe it was time to go bald after all. Dr. Ugrasen was fond of his hair, and -
it pained him so to watch them disappear. He slowly shifted his longing gaze towards the exhibition
case on the wall, which contained, among other things, a framed photo of ﬁ1s ‘much younger self;

with the gorgeous flowing locks. nght behind the photo were his two:g Nobel pﬂzeg, one m Phy51-

prize he really prized was the Bharat Ratna, the highest civilian award fo the republic. :
The good doctor had earned the prize recently. It was for his newly established experimental tech- ;
nique that can bump a person’s natural life by up to 40 years. "Have yet to think of a name for 3
that"- Dr.Ugrasen made a mental note. It would, of course, be extremefy costly ahd available only '
to the top 1%. And obviously, the government saw it as a revenue stream and qu1cl€ly madeit out
of-bounds for the private sector. But the Earth already had a huge popukatlon crisis, with almost
14 billion people to sustain. With almost 3 billion of those in India itself; it became increasingly =
difficult to deal with the extra burden of the ultra-rich who just did not walgt to die wh_en their time '
was up. You see, this is where the doctor's political genius kicked in. He proposed the Life Extent
sion Programme, a bill which passed with a yes from all lawmakers except {f@r one. For every rich
douche wanting to enhance their lifespan, the government would randomly select a person to be
executed.

T R

A loud knock on the door caused the doctor to shift his attention from his yesteryear to the present

time. M‘“

E‘%‘f’ N

\;:? a?

Page 23 | Dhwani2k18



“Come in” sgid"?the doctor, a tad angry for having his concentration broken.

sﬁmethmg you should hear,” said the aide, while handing the doctor his
mail for the day ‘ ‘

"It can wait for a minute, let me wrep up,” said the dorftor rather sternly. The aide was slightly taken
aback but had the good sense to keep guiet, =

»E 3 s

Dr Harivansh Ugrasen quietly labelled the four remaining blood'samples as 1st, 2nd, 3rd, and 4th,
and tucked them away in the final case of blood samples. After sending these samples off to testing,
it would take little time to ascertain what it was that gave that girl those powers. He did not even
remember her name. For a few weeks the doctor had been mmmn .some tests on a girl that was
: | 7 ﬁ%éct of the bone structure, Dr

i autopsy He un;ierstqgg [ that the p
i tlooking at fi:ge

/s, you wanted to“ﬂrsa

Dr. Ugrasen let out a long sigh. These worries were nonsense. Under the life extension programme,
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for every rich douche wanting to e
person to be executed. It was
bad graces. The doctor knew that
understate the number of people exten
whose deaths could be explained as natural a
the elderly, and the sick.
few and far in betwe licly executed was
the son of the not how the
programme wo oldiers, or his
aide for that matter.

"Look, the government does not know I am doing this. Neither does the military", said the doctor,
picking up a stack of files and tapping them on the wooden desk to straighten them out. He faced
the aide again. "Anyway, my goal here is to complete my research work without the government
discovering anything about it. I could not care less about what a few of my soldiers feel uneasy
about. You are dismissed”

"Please Sir, at least listen-", the aide tried to protes

"Out, now," said the doctor. He w
lute comfort in life, they sho

The aide looked at the doctor for a mo d voiceless
lady with an expression o or looking ste : again. He gave the
doctor a b ae aide could do was cross his fingers and
hope had provided them some days ago.

.
OW. 1€ 1O C(C

day's work well done. The results
of the'e assuming that the lady derived her
strong anti-p ere were several other powers yet to be
accounted for. For example, her bong pr was convinced
the answer lied in the DNA. One he had lots
of. He was conducting thes e out
a way to make soldiers d rickly
come to his side. All he needed

He exhaled again. Putti
electricity bill. Bori
Finally, a le
had bee

asen flipped through his mail. An
edit cards. Already had one.
pper corner. The doctor

He opened the enve e left-hand corner, was his ad-
dress, his name, Adhaar nu ed in red: An odd choice of colour. His
eyes then scanned the first sentence printed on the letter. The only sentence printed on the letter.

UCI dll(ll (dalC Ol U WCIC P

The letter slipped from the doctor's hands.
He had been sentenced to death. -Abhinaba Mazumder
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Random Rhymes

lxcgou get scared bg maths, it’sjust finel

Numbers can be cruc:l, remember 7 8 9.

— IkLElementarg matrices can reduce you to ],

: E’Limits and (alculus will make you cry! 1% |

A convergent sequence is never out of bounds,_ g5

E”ipses and Circles are shapcs that are rounc!};rl y ‘
( Ise the Sancjwich T heorem to get your results,

Matlﬁs is not for kids, leave it to us, the adulfs: 2 " = -

~Anpn9mous o
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- Mrugank Dake

The story

begins with a group e

of hunter-gatherers

around 70,000 years
ago when they set out from

Africa to explore and set-

tle themselves all over the world.
Somehow their time of landing ap-
pears to be highly correlated with
wiping owut of many species from
these lands. In this period (between
70000 - 30000 years ago), a large
number of changes happened in
their societies and

culture.

Of the many changes that
that
change them entirely was the de-

happened, the one would
velopment of language: a means to
communicate. But wait! All animals,
plants and even bacteria commu-
nicate. In fact, higher animals like
some insects, birds, and mammals
have also evolved to use sound as
a means of communication. Then
what makes the human language
unique? The answer is structure.
Human language has a well-de-
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fined structure. A limited num-

ber of sounds can be' connect-
ed to create many words which
then be

different ways to form complex sen-

can joined in many

tences.

Humans could now express
their experiences with words. They
could tell their group members what
food is good, who is cheating whom
and what do the neighboring tribe
members do. Social learning was
taken altogether to a new level.

The power of language, how-
ever, is not in this expression of
memories but in passing down
knowledge about things that don’t
exist at all. The food that can’t be
eaten could then be said of being

evil. The natural phenomenon could




be given divine powers. Myths, gods, demons, prophecies started to appear.
What good could this be? After all, people who are going to spend hours
with gods and demons or go out in search of mythological objects are going
to get a small hunt.They and their families will strive and thus have a lesser
chance of passing down their genes.

However, imagination also allowed something more: to dream in
groups. The tales began to spread across tribes, and people who believed
in similar things started uniting in groups. A typical human can maintain
healthy contacts with about 150 other humans (Dunbar’s number 5, it is
based on the data from primates and extrapolating it to average human
brain size). However, when it comes to same ideology, people can unite
under one flag without needing to know each other. The flag of divine pow-
er, of being in the same tribe, of being in the same country and of being a
human. The cognitive 11m1t exceeded the blolochaln constraints. Today we

,humamty.

d all be ed for this
nations 113%1“1u an‘right

]Qp)cEQn 0 ﬁg\ﬁnnds *&Itfgélv S

he) eve «the@{sel}&es
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1 am a little candle
Born in a factory BONANZA CANDLES’
Stepped on this Earth on a Christmas Eve

With many spark[ing and scinﬁ“aﬁng sib[ings.

1 am draped in pure white

Wearing the crown yellow bright.

You can see me in the nigh’c when its dark

And as the wind blows 1 sway and dance.

Am a little candle buming brigh’c

To keep you safe all tlmfough the night.

Oh! What a pity?

My crown is thrashed in the battle with the wind.
1 give my heart to spread the [igh’t of love..

To the hearts of many

To live ’dmrough Ufe in lucent light

- K. Swetha



o be foiv is o woud,
But o woud to be fain is vme

“They wome themselves lumaus
Bul, iw theiv actiows they e ihumou

How cosv we Tuwst someone,
Uho is wot fain to his name:

- Bkshay Dhaw-
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You are like the river
/ And I don't know where you came from (into my life),
and where will you go...

Butjust as the river cleans the banks of the river,

you came into my life to make it better.

[tsjust that seeing a river gives me a sense of calmness

and order in mylife...

[just want to be with it (you),

so that1 dontfall behind...

- Nabadip Choudhury
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ainland, | didn’t really need an alarm to wake up as Benjamin, a stout-fancy-colourful rooster who
other chickens you would see around, was very punctual with his routine.

ved, open the window and see the sun shining quite high for eight in the morning. Strangely, my
on opposite walls and large windows on the rest of the sides. It is most probably a Karen-style

ead to the kitchen which, apart from being a regular kitchen, serves as a good TT and hula-hoop-
d occasional dance-floor. Post-breakfast, I'd go to the library which is apparently the only place
oor, and is locked every night as well. The library used to be my regular workspace here through-
st part about it is that, due to the wooden floor, you can hear people coming in and going out. If

can tell precisely who the person is no matter where you are sitting. In addition to the reference

5 this place has a shared bookshelf which has collections ranging from nationalist (or rather an-
i Roy to Clive Cussler and Dirk Pitt.

ary is 2 small ground where we'd play volleyball in the evening, generally starting around five and
nger visible. To be honest, that was the best pastime during my stay.

occasionally followed by quick workout sessions next to the kitchen that | never really joined.
d go back to the library, and stay there till dinner time. Post-dinner we'd go to the mangroves,
p a device that records the sounds the fish made, which is otherwise inaudible to humans. After
ect the device and that would be the end of a regular day.

‘ardhan Patankar. Also, the article first appeared on his blog site:psychedelicnostalgia.wordpress.com/

a




(00 SEARCH@F MAUSICAL “TFRANEENSTEIN

Music, sounds, emotions, intelligence, mood
swinging are deeply and tightly related to our hu-
man life. Music, in addition to providing a means
for self-expression, affects people in various ways,
from our moods to cognitive development. Musi-
cal training has been shown to enhance intellectual
development and ability. One’s personality can have
an effect on musical preferences. Different styles or
types of musi€¢ are the results of a mixture of vari-
ous types of elements like pitch, melody, harmony,
rhythm, dynamics and sonic qualities of timbre and
texture.

In the modern era of computers and artifi-
cial intelligences, all these have important roles in
production of modern music. Electronic music is an
application of technology in musical composition to
help human composers to create new music, to de-
sign new sounds, and to synthesize sound etc. Few
important reasons I found to study this field were
the following questions:

A) All these human beings who do not have
the capabilities to express the musical minds inside
them, how should they convey their musical feelings
and their own real time compositions?

B) Is anthropogenic music always the best
ones? Or can individuals take the help of machines
to make their musical compositions better?

All these questions will be answered, if peo-
ple start'to believe in machines and if they start to
believe in the mixture of human intelligence and
technology. Then the birth of a giant ‘Frankenstein’
musical system will take place which will entertain
us through the internet'and compose music for us,
as well as compose background scores for one’s own
lyrical and musical compositions.

On my 15th birthday I made an instrument
like ‘Ektara” because I liked the simplicity of it. The
body was a tin box, the horn-shaped part made of a
composite bow and an iron thin wire, and the bow
made a rubber outer cover of an electric wire.

Fig 1: An
instrument
< in like ektara
~ v
'U’Ig /7 )Y \
i e %u%”: §
a a / *' Rm‘*
M}“’fﬁ(_ In box wWire
Iy

Later I fell in love with the.sound of the flute and
decided to make it. While doing my MSc., in the
winter holidays, I made one flute of ‘g#” scale from
a curtain rod and a rubber stopper, using ‘flutomat’
(an online platform that measure hole distance from
stopper for specific tones and thicknesses of the wall
of the pipe). After that, I was thinking of making an
instrument which will be controlled by a computer
program. At that, I saw a video about the ‘sea or-
gan’ which was'designed by ‘Nikola Basi¢’ in Zadar,
Croatia 2005. I was astonished-as’to how that device
made sound using sea waves and air pressure. The
natural energy driven patterns of air columns make
music in that device.

| ==F i - .
-%n Fiag
T

Sl | N
Fig 2: Stairs of the Zadar sea organ

I decided, at that time, tomake a computer-con-
trolled instrument in which the sound will be the
sound of wind. I chose the sound of a beer bottle to
make that instrument, it sounded like a pan flute.
I was designing that instrument, but due to lack of
resources I was unable to complete it. The concept

7 S )

Fig 3: Tube-pipe tandem, architect’s sketch (Nikola
Basi¢)

was the following- there will be-8 tuned beer bot-
tles*(tuned using water columns) which would be
blown by a central electric blower, and from that
blower 8 different air pipes will deliver the par-
ticular air pressure to the bottle mouth in order to

make a sound.
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And those 8 air pipes will be controlled by 8 difter-
ent air valves controlled by an Ardino chip, which
will engage the signaling system from the comput-
er software to the air valve. One can plot the notes
and playing time of the notes in a graph-like plat-
form in the software. People can program their own
compositions on that platform and the instrument
will play accordingly. The main difficulty I faced
in the project was to make that air valve. Though
[ 'was not successful at that time, I was pretty sure
that one day there will be a virtual brain which will
give instrictions to the software to play the music
according to its own composition.

Fig 4: Sketch of the computer controlled instrument

At that time, I was'simultaneously involved
in researching about programming languages for
designing an electronic synthesizer software. This
software will play digital music accordingly if input
is given as MIDI files. One can make their own pre-
ferred sounds using programming languages and
can design their own ‘softsynth’ One such musical
programming language is “Puredata” which was de-
veloped in the 90’s for creating interactive computer
music and multimedia works.

Under a ‘softsynth’ one can have different sounds as
per the need. I composed few (trance music) tracks
using one such software. One of those tracks can be
found in the following link:
“https://www.reverbnation.com/open_graph/
song/27177040”.

There are several digital audio workstations which
allows computer softwares to record human voice
samples, and helps edit and adjust real instru-
ment-sounds and mix them with several other.com-
ponents. This is actually a job of a sound engineer or
a record producer, as well as a human composer.

What if all of those jobs are to:be controlled by an
artificial brain; a series of algorithms which will teach
itself through several learning techniques; which can
embed those techniques into their own architectural
structure via reconstructing their own algorithm and
makesitself a strong decision maker? It could modi-
fy themselves, and develops itself accordingly. Theyd
have the ability to learn, ability to discover patterns
and generate insights from data. ‘Deep learning’ is
one such sub-part of machine learning which is the
most advanced (AI) Artificial Intelligence field, one
that brings AI closest to the goal of creating machines
to learn and think as much like humans as possible.
Deep learning requires complex architecture™that
mimics a human brain’s neural network in order to
make sense of patterns, even with noise, missing de-
tails, and other sources of confusion.
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Fig 5: A platform “Ableton Live 9”7 Digital Audio
workstation
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Fig 6: Deep Learning

Such a'software agent can be taught deep neural net-
working to understand the art, of musical composi-
tions by feeding to it a large database of classical par-
titions, written by famous composers such as Bach,
Beethoven and Mozart. Then it'can become capable
of capturing concepts of music theory just by acqui-
sitioning existing musical works.

‘AIVA Technologies’ has created one such A{ called
AIVA (Artificial Intelligence Visual Artist) and
taught it how to compose classical music. AIVA has



learned its own models of music theory through
‘Deep Learning’ techniques and composed its own
sheets of music. It has already released its first album
called “Genesis” in June 2016. AIVA recently became
the first Al ever to officially acquire the worldwide
status of composer. One can listen to the tracks of
the album “Genesis” online through the link “https://
www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ebnd03x137A” .

Genesis

vol. | for Piane and Symphonic Orchestra

Fig 7: Album cover of “Genesis” composed by AIVA

Answer for the question A) is under research though
people made few instruments like “mi.mu gloves”.
The mi.mu gloves represent a transformation in
the way electronic music is performed - taking the
musician away from their laptop screen and mak-
ing computer music as visual, gestural, dynamic and
engaging as acoustic music performed with “real”
instruments.

Fig 8: Ariana Grande performs with mi.mu gloves

But a day will come when people will express their
compositions through the signals from their brain.
They’ll just think about the sounds they prefer for
their compositions and instantly the Als will be
making the softsynths with those sounds. People
are studying brain mapping technology which can

help us. The fastest computers are taking part in
real-time digital audio signal processing and var-
ious Al-making companies are taking part in this
research.

An important technology which will have a part in
changing the world, will allow you to record your
dreams, will allow telekinesis, and would upload
you into the internet. Oh! Its amazing, what if Elon
Musk allows you to get into his thoughts, for one
day through the internet? People’s mind can be
connected via internet. It will be the new telepathy.
That is BCI (Brain Computer Interface) technology.
Rajesh Rao, a neuro-engineer, and lead research-
er from University of Washington talks about how
this could work. The brain controls bodily func-
tions through neurons. Neurons send chemical and
electric signals to the muscles and other parts of
body to function. BCI technology works in a simi-
lar way. It measures the electrical signals generated
from the brain, processes the underlying pattern
and uses the data to control a machine. It uses an
EEG (Electroencephalogram) cap to send the signal
data from the brain into the computer. Some BClIs
use ECoG(Electrocorticography) which is a series
of chips directly placed on the surface of the brain.
Researchers are working in this area to make such
a safe, non-invasive device. And in the future one’s
brain data (individual thoughts, dreams etc.) will
be uploaded onto the internet. People with physical
disabilities will be able to play instruments by their
musical mind with this technology.

The mixture of technology and human intelligence
will make this world a better place. In the near fu-
ture, a body will not be needed at all to live for long
time. One’s brain will be enough to live and oth-
er body parts will be replaced by prosthetic ones.
It will make man immortal. The disadvantages of
these upcoming technologies cannot be foretold,
but philosophically, the acceptance of such a device
will depend on its audience.

In short, mankind will have more access to new un-
seen horizons.

Sources:
www.croatia.org/crown/articles/9359/1/nikola-bai-
ae-author-of-the-zadar-sea-organ.html
www.guthman.gatech.edu/mimugloves
www.aiva.ai

-Subhojit Mandal
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I ask ‘Myself - Why?

Apart from the existential question of why we exist, there are
so many instances every day, rather every hour. when the
question why passes through my mind.

Yes, yes, being*a budding 5‘céemé§‘t you're supposed to ask
‘why’ and try to find out the answer for it, but | mean asking
why | need to do Sg)nethmg even when ['know it's wrong, Why
do I.need te procrastinate? | kmow it’s bad, from all the times
in school when completing my Practical Record File used to
take place 2 minutes before the teacher crossed my desk. |
know | could have done“it"the night bgefore when | chose to
scroll through my Instagram account looking for funny me-
mes, but was too lazy to laugh when | found one. #*

Why do | bother to take the ‘vadas™in the mess during break-
fast, when1knéw that it's going to taste bitter?

Why do | consciously, but impulsivel{ say mean things? (and
regret it later, of course) Why do | feel like wearing shorts in
cold weather? Why get wet in the rain, when | know I'lL fall ill?
Why do | want to eat ice- cream when the temperatureis 50
degree Celsius?

| know it's bad to read in the dark; that my eyesight will be

affected - but for me, comfort at that second is greater than
long term problems. ‘Deal with it when time comes’, | say to
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myself. Everyone who has read ‘Inferno’by Dan Brown knows about
denial. The natural psychological defence mechanism of overcoming
problems that are beyond us. In these cases, one person can’'t make
a change and honestly, a common human being does not have the
motivation to mobilize a crowd. The world knows that the popula-
tion is increasing steadily, at rates faster than ever before, but all we
do about it is write an essay on it in a competition, win the prize and
forget about it.

Another thing that we human beings deny is the consequences of our
actions. Not just denying it to others, but ourselves. It's simply be-
yond our coping mechanism to think of the harmful effects of our
behaviour on others. “He's crying because of me? There must've
been something else that happened. People’s world does not revolve
around me. | need to stop relating everything to myself.”

Human beings, gifted with the ability to process complex information
ignore facts directly in front of their eyes. We can build the Large Had-
ron Collider in CERN, humans (at least some) can somehow accept the
fact that quantum entanglement takes place, and that spontaneous
mutation of DNA occurs by quantum tunnellingbut can’t process that
we need to stop using plastic. Why can’t we?

One explanation for doing things we know are wrongis ‘Old habits die
hard.’ But based on experience, | know | will try something inexplica-
ble.

And despite all thereasons, I'm still hopeful. I'm still hopeful that our
Physics Quiz will be postponed, but there’s no reason for it to be. I'm
still hopeful that my alarm will ring in the morning when | know my
phone is dead. Stupid, yet that's who we are.

-Anonymous
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UNTROUBLE,

There are 7 billion humans in this world
and humans have addictions. People crave,
they crave for their needs, their requirements
and desires, which could be anything from
money to possibly cocaine.

But no matter who we are, we all have
this one desperation, the desperation to be
happy. What makes us all similar is this emo-
tion that we hopelessly cling on to and which
drives us towards anything we plan for our
life. For all the decisions we make, major or
minor, consciously or subconsciously our one
aim is that sense of self satisfaction.

What is grief? Grief and sadness is ba-
sically just an absence, it has no individuality.
It is the absence of joy, of hope and of light.
Depression on the other hand is the complete
non existence of emotion and expression. The
point where numbness becomes a part of who
you are. It resembles hiraeth, a homesickness
for a home that never was.

But happy is complicated. How do we
define joy? The feeling of great pleasure and
happiness? (hello Google)

Joy isn’'t something that we can simply bestow upon ourselves. No, there is never always a reason
to be happy. There will always be dark phases, times when you’ll feel the lowest you've ever felt and days
when you will not wish to see the next days sun.

The funny thing however is, we console each other by claiming that it’s temporary, it passes and
that time heals everything but then get absolutely blithe about the fact that content doesn’t last either.
Maybe we should just hold on to the little things in life. Maybe we should appreciate the presents of
the present or the memories of the past. Or maybe we should just rub our closed eyes and enjoy a few
minutes of the phosphenes of muffled lights and a blurred mind.

-Nikita Balodhi.
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SOOTHING DARKNE

Here I sit at the edge of the ground in the middle of a night...
I could hear some soul laughing at a distance but no sight...
I could hear some dog barking at a distance...

As if a spirit wants to scream for instance...

Cold breeze touching my face creating a murmur sound...
As if it wants to tell some tale to spellbound...

Low siren from far away can be heard too...

And I don’t know why but all this is pleasing too...

-Sarfaraj




Assam express Wthh left from Katihar at 10:30 am:
. reaching Katihar at 9 am, I found that my train was dela \c\
5 &'\} * by 4 hours. So I went to the waiting room to get some res
; %37‘; 45 ¢/ 'because I did not sleep the previous night. I was bus
L packing, and everyone knows how good boys are in

packing. Even if you give us two months to pack, the packing will be
done only in the last two hours. After waiting for few hours I went to check
the train status at 2pm and realised that the train was delayed again by 3 more
hours. My limit of patience had crossed and I was really frustrated but left with no
optlon S0 agaln Twent back to the waiting hall. These three hours were going to be very difficult for me.
I was thinking that I should have started late from home instead of so early in the morning. I talked to my
parents, but still, there was too much time left. None of my friends enquired about where I was and when I
would reach Mohali, not even the close ones. It was just me who was calling everyone during the holidays
and asking about when they were reaching Mohali. After realising that people only remember you when
they need you (and left with no option), I sat on the same steel chair that was hurting my back for the last
6 hours. At 4:50 pm, I heard the announcement that the ‘Awadh Assam’ express is coming on platform
number 6 but due to noise I could not hear the train number properly. I hurriedly ran towards platform
6. While going towards platform 6 I saw on the notice board that The Awadh Assam (15909) will come
on platform number 5 at 5:10 pm. But still, I could clearly hear the announcement that Awadh Assam is
standing on platform number 6. I was confused about what is happening; how could announcement and
the status on the notice board differ? But I thought as this is India mistakes are pretty common here. So
I reached the platform 6, bought a water bottle and asked the shopkeeper ‘Is it Awadh Assam Express?”.
After his positive reply, I quickly went to my coach S2. I went near my berth and found a person sitting on
it. Knowing that the berth did not belong to him I proudly asked him “Is this berth yours?” I was eagerly
waiting for his answer and as he said no I quickly told him to leave it. I had booked my ticket in sleeper class
and it was really smelling bad due to overcrowding in the waiting list. Finally I was on my train and I had
nothing to do except wait for 40 hours till I reach Bhatinda. The only thing running in my head was that I
would never travel in this dirty train again. I cleaned my berth, spread my bed sheet, put on my earphones
and slept with a sweet smile thinking that I would wake up next morning. I was completely exhausted. But
still, I could not sleep because people around me were making too much noise. After 1 hour (at 6:30 pm) I
saw the TC in my coach. Even after having the ticket I got afraid on seeing him and I don’t know why. He
came near me asked “Is this your berth?”. I told him yes. But he said that the berth was cancelled and no
one was travelling in it. Then I proudly showed him my ticket. After looking at the ticket, he said something
that made a nuclear explosion in my head. He said that the train I was on was not the train which was go-
ing towards Bhatinda, it is 15910 which was going towards Assam. Then I flashed back and realised that it
is not because of India that mistakes happen but people like me who do it. The TC told me to get down at
the next coming station Barsoi which was about to come in 2 minutes and get the train “Capital Express”
which was about to arrive Barsoi. He told if I would be lucky I might get my real train. I hurriedly packed
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my luggage and got down at Barsoi station and ran towards the ticket counter to get a general ticket. I had
lost my hope of getting my train since it had crossed Barsoi half an hour ago and would be about to reach
Katihar junction. I took the ticket and then I called my parents. I was really panicked and tensed and was
not even able to think properly. I had around 15 days of travel planned after reaching Bhatinda including
Sri Ganganagar, Bhatinda, Mohali, Chandigarh; Central University’of Punjabs-Amritsar, Wagah Border,
Delhi etc. I talked to my parents and-thiank god, they did not scold me. They told'me to~come back home
and then we can decide togetherWhat to do\Itwasalready 6:45 pm and there-was no hope forsatching my
train since it would leave from Katiharat7:10 pm. I was really terrified, my hands weretrembling.¥.called
some of my friends andfio one picked up and then, again, I realised that I never had anyon

At 7:00 pm the Capital 3" arrived and I hurriedly got into the general coach. I asked people howtong
it would take to réac /’ atihar and they said it would take 1 hour. I was really hopeless and decided ﬁn \
to travel back & my/home, for which I had to reach Katihar. I was also worried about what I would answer
to people néar my home, who will just laugh at my stupid mistake. After half an hour, my brother called

me and Aold m€ that my train had still not reached Katihar and it’s departure time from Katihar was now
estimated.at8:10 pm. Now this was amazing, I got some hope that I might catch my train. After 5 minutes,

the Capjtal Express stopped somewhere and remained there for around 20 minutes. My hopes again went

to hell. It was already 7:50 pm and I knew catching that train was not my cup of tea. Again my brother
d me and said that the train had still not reached the station and since it’s stoppage at Katihar was for

20 minutes, I might catch the train. The Capital started and it was running really fast. It was 8:20 pm and

my brother asked me if I reached and said that the train had arrived at the station 10 minutes ago. Within

5 minutes Capital reached Katihar junction and I quickly got out of the train at platform number 1.

I heard that Awadh Assam was on platform number 6. I had too much luggage, two bags in both of my
hands, one over my neck and one at the back. So I thought to get a coolie. I asked the coolie to quickly
get my luggage and drop at platform 6. He said he would take 60 rupees and I said yes and asked him to
hurry up. Now something happened which I never expected. I was in a great hurry and that guy was slowly
tying his towel over his head as if he was going to his father’s marriage. I quickly took my luggage and ran
towards Platform 6 without even wasting a single second. I was having difficulty to walk fast as the luggage
was more and also my pair of jeans was pulling down. Managing my luggage and jeans and running on the
overbridge, I was hoping that the train does not leave before I reach the platform. I just landed on platform
6 and managing my jeans I ran like a mad bull towards coach S2. I safely reached my berth. Ohh, luckily I
got my train. I called my parents and they were surprised after hearing it.

I was still thinking about what I did and how it all happened. So, I could not stop laughing at myself. One
of the things running through my head was the name ‘Bhatinda; and the movie Jab We Met, indicating
the reason for missing my train. But finally I was on my train and there is a saying-in I—%di that goéﬁ ‘Ant
Bhala To Sab Bhala’ So lastly, my cool winter trip went safely. \

\ -Shubham Sinha

Page 42 | Dhwani2k18



{ ( y

-
A 4
PHHL 6TRNRLD SHOH) ...
- ﬁ/-biyR ! .‘/\ J

P @S 06T LDMEeLIGILITQY. &gjcﬂs SISO % & 621%5766)66[ ghSP) w@wf

LOTEVGCHTS CISQTDOSTHM; LsHerer CHer CHlo L0 L LOM(BLO ataﬁawr
QUGDOTE00T QUEDITEO0TS &) LisF 1B 61T; @evfS ML LIMBLO LIMEmaiselT; $1& Sleb@L0 LoMALILLD @@T@Q]?
FOAUSSUTEN GamemL unrrggu«ﬁaﬂgg;& SITERTIY(/H S 160 / SBWw. @CHm, oMo

QUHSIQNLITTHET. HQW HOL0T UTL L2 &L 0edlFHS @6y LT BTE 19 m@ CIFO B MmeoT
CamemL all(BLpenm 6T6eTMTE6V CIBTEOTLITLL LD &ITGE60T. HISHIYLO Lﬂ@@@@aﬂm 21 b S
QLD CUTENET LLEESFEISTD CHL b grrggrr—um_&asm SBIMTHSIb €1 MeTOMQBLILITITES GoTT
LOTOMQYLD SHBUWLD BSFSSBT AMTHETSSH6D LML LTTHET. SieT D& CHT LILGOOTS SDIL0
SIPUSS CaSmS UMTSHA CHaTalner CHLSaD CHIL CUTSTS. LGOS

Be1n @S M6 6Tl SIS SNBSS ,FMIaI6T HBWDHS, .

Freeouller @BLDALD HINSIETD HIYEDS B LIS T EIGEBL LIS lRIGL
CIFIRBHEHLO H6DOT(H HEoOT( LO6OTLD HETI(BL). HTMHAIED SHEEVWEDEWTIL HLEOTLOMBLD LI DL

UGBS SIW uueClaeTIE6T alemeLowiler FIeTeonoml BN, O, LGV, GITEDL) 6T6T (Nhbeot)
S(BLO LOFRISEHL HTeooriaiflesr mrailed 6TFSF60 mMFCIFWIW ,6TEOTETCIQIT( HEOOTCIHMETETTS
SIS !

LS ST LIMTHB60TN L0 RSB EHBESHL0 Q&LQ&@{B@LD SIZW F60T GIBTEHIHLO L0LQeD6VLIIeY
gSmaig CUWL® meﬂggéurrafr HMSHISH0ELITEY L LG ‘GuULITLILE, Ljerlwlemey GLimeD @66)6’0
@@&@m L6V 6DLLI “ LOFRIH6TT, (1 60TemmenT LOTL0GLITED 66y @@5@&) GcSSITcBSéSlj)l_ 6OLLI “
ORI, FHTIETHS) GLIT6D HBai6 allend &)(hHGHL0 06T HETI60T L0 T EIB6IT, Al SWUMFLOMeT
B6m6D UIQAUHIBET ClHBTEOOTL LOFRIBET 6T60T CILWTIL(BD CIHMTGL CIFe6v, GHIL CIFLACH
CIS fwailevene SBWHS.

Ba SD6TSmS WL FTOULIWETSSNG IS CFTEHGHL Qarn 2 60mp
SIASTET  L0em6verT.  ClaaiGam CHTHMREGBTD, UalSmar UFF Hkidberfle
O TRIGEHSHIOLUNED HBFBMTHRES LTIDEHET GG, LiEhd CUTE (hHevaiemr CISTL®
SOLTOMLU BHHESL L0D60SETGT HPHMS FELSID S6D6v.

OIEGSCETT BLIQLEIGGEATT WONHENS @LAFD, CHTLLSSHING B LbHHL0
CsMag GuTed CSMWD CUIGSEISTLIFS] M. LEDDSEDET ST DB
SMOTLG), HBWES S0 LgbSL0. SO AL Siemal Gl CISMemeailed 2 61T6ITeoT, 6T60T()
LOMLOM GFTEOTEOT GFUIS) LOGEVLILY QW) “IOMLOT, DS CHTeHMHL L6 & meonig GLITETZILO
SIHS WO UbSSSOD QLCUTSTGET ? * 6TaTml GHLL SIBUILL, “@66LLT, SiHS
C&HTHSML Lifeiv Fmevoriell GLImeDTT Qo Hlopw e HSSL.SHDS5S Sy
DYWL CSTLLHEET SFMDVEET 6T06VMD QHSGL. D TOOMUNDIPUL STl
GUITETTEDS MEDT 066D QUIHLD” 6TETMMT. ', MO &l wefFHCS @HS AWM ML
Jal Gal QUHGS IFeTeNl cpeyld S COSMNG SHES6060Mn CIITIOL Q6L 66V
B(HHDMSETTEVED) HIOLOT CIFTET60TTHIG. @FR0 S TSIWT?” 61601 CHeTailbermed
TR HEMETSFHD CIBTEOTEL QIHSTET. TOMDAIS HEMETSIHD CIBTEDTEL QB IT6DT.

Page 43 | Dhwani2k18



QA6 ¢ SHLOSBTEOT LOENEWIQEITT HITMG S0 FbGHEHHMU GHlebbF CIFT6OT6OTTITHEIT.
BUCIUTIS SIBWHS MM CIFTeTerdy MBS BB BB UTTSFELMS, L0DEOWIAITIT
LOFTRE6T LBCL HBWSHS CISMhSer. werenm LTHILLLET UTTSS 0660 SHHSTGeT
67607 HLOLIPIWATIEOEEV. GHTILS FIHST(BLO ELILIGS ST 6T 6T60T 1 6760016001 HGW QMBS
CIBMEOTIQHIHS MEDT. & medT aUm(QL0 LYAGL SIS TEDT 6T6TLIG HHeeb& (ISMWMTES |

Lwerd CSTLT,.@CsHT Sigwwler sGuamiL @@L abfal L. &n6EHSmer
FTOOGWTTLO ¢(h CLMW HEVWTIAL 6TSHITLMID STLOEDT LO6VTHET HIEDMEHS e(h S6ToLD
BB BGOTMEVT. HM6OT LIS F BEIGETI60 LTSS SToemyLL, 2 corenlouiled FAMSGne QbHSH
SIQWHS JUTHIL SHeNS S

SHEVLTS S160T QPSS 6T FTEEUIIGOT QUTEHET CLITSGAUTS STeD S6oTedTS MBIl L 6or.
UTHETS S0 CIFORID QAT PP SHBW S6T b HEET HLie Sianen OSmL
PWEOAIS) QIS SBL0. STRTDMTAUS GBHIET 2 WTLOMNSE QETTHE SHePeD C(STLEAIL GaeorBL
6T6OT(Y) 6T600TGO0N1H GIBITITAUMGOT. 6T60TE0T GIFIIAISY? SQUNDNS CISTL 66T GL(hHNS 6L
2 Wrmsk alery GaleorhGLw !

SIFFFCEFT | L0 HIH6DETGNLEDEVITLO WITT cﬂnuggg( ? @ovemevifleveme Q) wnab)ggmgm
@QJ WS 6&MHG wIomuinén. SammleT LhGET % a0 FaTS G(HBGL0. %60‘”’[673
Lpriigemar UG SULINeT WImEGbear Gl pallBam 6Teor MM CISFTeTeTeoTT. HBWHS
I EIGeT Clal_(Beig) Lgdbbndy. GaUL L LLLL 0FHIGET LITTSSMD Sale)dbeh SH(Qend
aHSANBLO. ‘LT ,@HS LTHHB6T LITEILAE0EOWT ?” 6T60T M6 .

FL &S CLB DS Gaihd S 6oL T GLoev 71 @ik LW hHaeorebeaflalBhs
LYGOOT(R GUIHS M6 L. (PEOTL] LOMIOTeL 65T GSBMemL B0 Sl &S S 6lS 66D
SeTR)CLTE B\HSH NS, HEile QIHLHSEhSGL alladTedli LT 10 2mfhbS QHSQUDISS
Q&S] _Hwedledr UTSILLSE6T Gl aumifl CUTLLS). Seser GCEMHS CSMeLmL
HINSL0 OFESBEHL, gazmrmf'n CSHHBISMeD QUTIOW LILNTHETHLO HMTeD)enduiled ElFehH
GCILIT 11 5 AIIEDEDEV DD S .

“THSHETEE SMETHITL STES6M6T OAMAHL QULEDBETHLI, SITTEDETL. &b 1)@ SHTSH
CLOTL L . oS SULPL VS EH), Sannde  WSHWIIBHES . CIETEhSFHEhF
BUHmSOWLLL DUHESCW Fnwie ol L ECs | @afl @amaneliween - G BHS
6THSE0I60T Q(THLIBIH6TT S GCLOM?” 6760T1) LI60T60T6D G(HAUIT LieOLOLIIS ClBMeBoTQ(hBSITIT.

“CILMYLIETEETESEITHLO S6DLF| SMT0S 5602 S AUTaN 26010, HL L 6l 6oTeotioLileTTemer el
BTSHGHL0 6TOTMEVEVEUT CIFTEORMTHET? T oFEGearwwr .Gueofl Guewofl ST
SCSHETUWIT. @Hdbl eTeotad GCUIL QB FHDWe CFaTmell LenSWw’, 6Ter
&S M) ClH MR (RH S MT 61 QWS TEOT GIIILET .

21 @[T LOWITEDT SHED0 ) (1B DT (B H S G- LI S GLI LG0T L0 &) 6TEOTLIS SIS TG 6oTTT ?
GLITBHSIHS ClauerGLU LWEVMED LTS &LILIL L L0 15 6IT. 2-6TT 6T, (e[ Gl MIHeuT b mis 0
CIFMeveVS Fol F&SNIGOT CSTSLML HSSLO LTSI 6. SHMEROTL GILIT 1 SIS QevTTLL,
SHEO0TEO06) QUQUYLD SHETEVIIS Fald SDLSSH WETADTH HOTHSHHSTEOT HBW.”
SQUDOULLTCS SHBW. allaiFmu] WISl SeraillEasul 2 NSILD HESSL0 QT
BeaIGWwedevLd 60T(B QI Jo Lol SHledTLIRISGaTT. SieoTT6ed, ghEh ([ Fl6v mmﬂ@gyggﬁév
NS S5, HSNBHS WTUSISTET S HiaTiond QussL CUTSINS “ GTETHITI.

Page 44 | Dhwani2k18



JOLURS I CFSSMSAIL WHFH6T LD QRLEIGETL QUNDHSG TNUPESSIW
CFSmILET WIHEGBAT6T WHBSHAD SHPHSHHS AW, SWDNSD QILOMBIHE6TS
BTHDHG &FEOTEOTTED GIWEDTN CIFIWEHEENS CIFWW (P El6U(RS HmeoT.

SILCLITSY (PETLIG B0 SHOTHS BHHS LITEIF FmialesT ¢(haledr, (0% mIevled\hid)
IGeoT 6T60TNLD HANEHIT 6T(IASHW SHaTlENS 60T UTHIS SITeoT.

@b b 6TEOTENILD SO ...
&L Goon(p LwenllS S Sie@hsS
SeQrer Mg HTse

6TLLQ 60T CIEMEHFLO LIMTS S THS SFT6iT;
DSSSLI9 YD SHDWSSILI UTTS 56D;
LTS & QU@hS CHIT SIS & 6T HF FIlWL |
Bupena e TS S CIFTHS %L H6voT(R
SANEH0SG SMev | glgeoter Il yigeormev Il

B 6OOTL L0 [T 156061 GILGDEVITLO &L IQULIEDETOTS FT6IT |
EVBLSH6D FiThb) BEOTEOTLO (LS LA LmerT I

f%asrj;gés STHenn Casml lFsFCQF LS T6T. .
S&He1led @emevbemer QUG & STENGOTTED ..

eTanin CIEmErFL ULl 6 Gum

67607 LOGDLQWIL L0 (emUiLL el !

LOTEDEAIDT 96l (B, LoWhib) FIflESal6TT ;
CUNGCHTHE GOV HHBTH CIFTLEIBI6OTT6 ;
BHIFFWIO, HremeT @HEHIL HSH6rfl Smm GmHLLmer I”

Feormilyo, @SB QeoTed  6TSH ST GLIT BUWDHENDFF S MHMIHIHETHLO
SHEOT(BLY OmEhFl6d FeoNGaur(B “alloGauedT 6160T MHlEM6OTS STRWT?” 6TE0T (SSHL 6D For(BLD
BLSHe Wam® MIGL Gufl U STaoasuled CmEhled GSmearmiLd
6T600T600TTEIH 61T (&) T 600T(B. 69607 1), FIEOTLIBIHEIT H600T(B Shieu6dor(h aflLTLO6V, (60T GEOTHNS S
GCrma B memL CUTEL SHalerfler GleooflFFeneol LTTMTLLS CSHmermid. S Tenrmalsmd
L06OTHeEOTEWMh CUISFFI LUDMS GCIBTeT@H ST QWMeDS 6U6TTHES 6L
SITLLITHMILD &L 6MLO [HLOBS LD 2_600T(R 6T60TLIHLO, SHAIN6M) 2_600T[T TLO6D SFUHEVEUTSHIBEITTIL

[FL Sl ; 1S Sl b EaIoon(BGLO 6T60TQILD LOGBTSH 6D 61 BT 6V
QST 0.




Oh we yearn for good food,
But, we are filled with freedom to the brir
Watching movies fill midnight

And waking up as lafe as we can,
Late—night raids to get some food,
Biscuits, noodles,

It doesn 't matter what we found. =

&
G0

Skipping mess food as much as we'ca
A futile attempt o stay alive. = | =
Gelting sick is the worst fo undetgo
In case you don t speakthei
It’s not that we need care,

We care for one other.
And exam nights are unlike others,

—Akshay Dha
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Every child born in this world has the right to live and to be who he/she wants to be” This is a stand-
ard line seen and heard all throughout these years of our life, but is every human born in this world
allowed to be who they want to be? I doubt it. The things that are very different from what we have seen
and heard, and the things that we could not explain are always seen with fear and disgust. The inner fear
of something dangerous can be understood, but how can humans hate another human just because they
are different? As a child (below 10) when I went to know about such people I thought that they were just
a mix of men and women and I just felt normal about them although I have never seen such people in
my life. It was one of the many childhood stories that I blindly believed. As years went by and when I
knew more of human biology it became confusing as to what they are. Through the years, the question
changed from who they are to what their problem is, or to say it more affirmatively, the world made it
so. There was never amention of them in any of the textbooks or in any of the storybooks I read, which
made it spookiers Vague knowledge of evolution made me think that maybe they are recent creations of
god still unknown to the “old” Homo sapiens. Within a few years, connecting bits and pieces of infor-
mation from news, films, and editorials it was clear that the world tries to forget that such people exist,
not that they do not exist.

It is not a disease but a mental condition when one feels that the person.is trapped in the body of
wrong gender, the condition which is medically termed Gender.dysphoria or Gender Identity Disorder.
As an outsider I know the conventional definition as the world tries to talk of them, nothing more, but
if we connect the facts and the feeling that they too are humans, we have a heart-wrenching reality in
front of us. It is not OKAY to be different. The stories of contempt were brought out while the Rights of
Transgender Persons bill was proposed and passed in the Rajya Sabha. “If you are born a transgender it
is better to hide else you should have the courage to fight the evils that await; is the social law unwritten.
The experience is unimaginable to a normal human (Male/Female), one cannot study- if luckily one
studies, they will not be able to get a jobsIt is traumatizing to be disowned by one’s own. Even when it
exists as a reality, there is never a shower of sympathy or offer of help for them. The hindrance we have is
unexplained. Even after writing-this I am net 100% sure of how I will behave when I see such a person.
It-is a long battle for such people to live a respectable life in this world, particularly in India, as all the
proposed bills have not yet been passed into law. Such stories of atrocities may open our eyes for some
time, but the fear of being criticized and the urge to lead a normal life never allow us to express ourselves
much. But there have been commendable contributions from people who wanted to lead extraordinary
lives. People are trying to open their eyes towards the problems slowly now, as more and more films,
stories and documentaries about such people are released. The reality is that no one knews who they
are and how they are different, there is a need to make people understand that itis OKAY to be different
from their early ages and it is OKAY to be who we are. It is strange that we all hail from a country where
the religion of 80% civilians worship a God who is essentially the kind of different” person they all try
to forget exists, the Ardhanareeshwara (a form of Shiva-Parvathy where one half of human is Shiva and
the other half is Parvathy).

-Akhila Ajith
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Amongst all the things that we feel, the greatest and most profound,
by far, is our need to belong. We cling desperately- to our religion, to our
history, to our caste or to our culture to remind ourselves that we have
roots, and that no matter how far we wander, there will always be places
we can call home. While most of us find solace in whatever form of God
we find, a few of us find a home in expression. We find a home in art.

Art and love essentially are the same thing- it is the process of seeing
yourself in things you are not. Both feel like going home after a long day,
both feel like places where you could, safely, come undone and fall apart-
only to find beauty in the pieces. Van Gogh didn’t plan on becoming an
artist, but one day, while writing a letter to his brother, he looked at the
night sky and said, “it is so beautiful I must show you how it looks.” He
then made a tiny little drawing of it and fell in love with the night sky.

The deepest desire in each one of us is to somehow break free from our
routines, from all the ways our minds and our fears control us, from
everything that were supposed to, or not supposed to do. While the
world keeps on shouting solutions, keeps on placing deadlines and
schedules on how and when were supposed to heal, blaring them into
our ears until we’re numb, it’s in the moments when one finds courage
to step away from all the noise, into the quietness of the sound of our
heartbeat, that art whispers- “hey, I feel it too”; and these whispers hold
more comfort than anything ever could. From Van Gogh’s yellow paint
to Sylvia Plath’s brutally honest writings, art touches more lives than an-
ything solely by making us realise that what we feel is normal, and has
been felt before — and that we’re not alone in all the ways we suffer, and
in all the ways we choose to heal.
-Ishita Amar.
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It is not the whole song
The cedar is the syllable Vande mataram
It is the origin fire to the fire for the freedom struggle
It lured the lusty hearts towards unity
unity against the British
It is, Vande Mataram! Vande Mataram! Vande Mataram!

It is the spirit of those crores of hearts
It is the spirit of those virgin thoughts
It is the spirit of those starving stomachs
Who raised their clenched fists against the British
It is, Vande Mataram! Vande Mataram! Vande Matara

It is the sound of shirk from the conch™

It is the ethnic sound stood as the Mighty*Himala

It is the shield to the Indian souls who stoed a
It'is, Vande Mataram! Vande Mataram!Vand

-R Yashwanth

Pic courtesy: Shubrika Jain
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SUNDAY 1

JANUARY
2017

Like every night that has passed fou the past one yean today too, T end up stoung at hev

lUfeless eyes, hoping it would open to see me waiting...T Fnow. yow are used to- heading this

every day and T know i bores yow a lot but whom do T tell these when the only person i

my Ufe lie iv this bed paalyzed forv lfe, not even being able to feel the sense of touch?

Tell me...? AUT could do is this, the most dveadful process of ‘waiting.

1 neven Frew. that would be the last day T could see hen on hen feet... Even if T bnew. there

was nothing 1 could do...cwe & to Almighty they said. Yes, T do owe Him, for being the

only peson to give me the stiength to fight. To fight against all those sympathetic ges-

tures and commisenate thoughts that T nevev wanted to hear from angyone. Now 1 krnow

that T cam not that old bashful me. T¢ is tuwe that God gives yow veasons to change, but

1 never wanted this to happen to own lfe...T wish T could have been a bit more respon -

sible, a bit move caneful so that she had tine to west. My ‘Big sisten,” T used to call that

work. Now when 1 see fiew i this bed, my conscience stukes more than & had evev. AUT

wanted ewdiev was to see hev the way she had aliways been, but now as the day's flow

and fope coze out, T krnow- all T want és to see hen open hen eyes agein. To show- hen that

hen ‘little sisten és no moxe litle... but nesponsible and bold as she wants hev to be...that

the wodd had been that cwel to hev ,and she fought lke a wavion to protect heself

From all those demons in the society. T know she would be proud...but all T am left with

és that fowr letten word "HOPE .. yes, 1 hope she would wetwu.

- Anongmous
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es or sentences which are hard to speak fast, usually because
r sounds. They help develop speech skills and help in speech

ilation - Try some of these

' :
nes!), | hope you will 1 DARE U 2 TRY

and have fun!
m N SAY THESE 3
TIMES REALLY F:}S"I'

hat could out saw

ought.
| thought wasn’t the thought | thought | thought.
thought | thought had been the thought | thought, |
hought so much.

the wish you wish to wish, but if

ish the witch wishes, | won’t wish the wish you

| ever felt,

ece of felt which felt
elt felt,

that felt hat’s felt.
aginary

ager managing
enagerie. ,
eik’s sixth sheep’s sick (According to The Guinness Book <./
rds this is the

e twister so far!!)

d curd pulled cod (MIT researchers claimed

he toughest tongue twister ever with this one. They had given
nge of saying

ickly and winning a prize!!!)

- Veena Shankar Avadhani

y-http://bryten.net/tongue_twisters/
resting ones are available here: http://pun.me/pages/

.php
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Corlvelli

An electron while travelling in space
Met a proton face to face.
The electron smiled at the sight
Of his girl

nd excited
ital shells.
m that you are my reflection.
see you, my heart beat gets accelerated
At the rate of 9.8 beats per second.”
The time sped and years rolled by
“It’s time for you to change your direction
From me.”
Now the electron is left alone with the blue fluid
Rolling down his eyes with a viscous force 6mryv.

-KSWETHA
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66 To infinity & beyond

- Mrigaraj Goswami | Lenovo Z2 Plus



