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PSYCHLOG 2014
TEDxLSRCOLLEGE
5th-7th March 2014
Academic Congress 2014

Lady Shri Ram College For Women organized "Gender Knowledge"
Academic Congress - Understanding Gender - Questions for Freedom
and Justice on 5th, 6th and 7th March, 2014. The Psychology
Association showcased two events under the Academic Congress. One
was Femicon: Women and Superhero comics and the other was a
Turncoat Debate on the theme of ‘Should domestic work be paid?’
27th April 2014 – Farewell 2014

Lady Shri Ram College for Women in collaboration with TEDx
organized its first TEDx event focusing on the motto of „Ideas worth
Spreading‟ on 13th September 2014 in the LSR College auditorium.
The event was immensely successful with six speakers, who spoke
about a variety of topics. Starting with Mihir Srivastava, a journalist by
professionwho talked about his unconventional hobby of sketching
people nude, Dr. Kanika K.Ahuja, an Associate Professor in the
Department of Psychology, LSR College, talked about the body
image perceptions which are very prevalent among women, Dr. Parul
Bansal, Associate Professor in the Psychology Department, at LSR
College, talked about the relevance of individualistic thought and
behaviour in India, a collectivistic society, Dr. Aseem Shrivastava, an
environmental economist, spoke on „The Dignity of the Earth‟. Dr.
Matthew Whoolery, Psychology professor at Brigham Young
University, Idaho, USA spoke on a very unconventional topic „How to
be Unhappy?‟ where he successfully attempted to use sarcasm to
give tips to the listeners on improving what all the humans are already
good at- being unhappy and Shreena Thakore, co-founder of No
Country for Women, who spoke on “Is Saying Rape Is „Wrong‟
Enough?”.The talks were thought -provoking and inspirational in a
very unconventional style.
6th – 8th October 2014
TRIP TO ORCHHA AND KHAJURAHO

The Department of Psychology bid adieu to its Batch of 2014.
3rd August 2014 – Fresher’s 2014

The Department of Psychology welcomed its Freshers. The Hidden
Side of Me was the theme of the day.
25st – 29th August 2014
Mental Health Awareness Week ’14: Living with Mental Illness

The Mental Health Awareness Week 2014 (MHAW) was massively
successful this year. The theme for this year was ‘Living with mental
illness: A closer look’. We had competitions like, Psyched! The
Psychology Game Show, Short Cut: The Final Cut (a short film
competition), Open and Shutter: the Photo Essay Competition and Front
Cover: The Cover Design Competition. Apart from that, a 20 year old
student from Delhi University gave his account on his diagnosis of
13thon
September
bipolar disorder, a dance drama
the theme2014
“Reclaiming the Body”
was performed which explored eating disorders through the story of a
teenage girl Tara, who slips into the clutches of anorexia, a TED talk
screening on schizophrenia, A Panel Discussion on perception of mental
health and a stage play that showcased a keen look at mental illness and
the myths surrounding those who suffer from them.

The Department of Psychology went on a 3-day trip organised by
„Shoes on Loose‟ to Orchha which is a town in Tikamgarh district of
Madhya Pradesh state and to Khajuraho, famous for its erotic
temples. The trip consisted of many activities including sightseeing
of temples and forts, walking along the trials in the famous bird
sanctuary, a beautiful light and sound show and much more.
Upcoming Event – January 2015
National Seminar - PSYCHOLOGY AT
THE EDGES

A National Seminar on the theme, „Psychology at the Edges‟ will be a
two- day academic meet, multi-dimensional in its focus to address
concerns that usually tend to remain at the margins in most mainstream
discussions on psychological topics. The seminar shall be an
academically rigorous attempt to build bridges between Psychology
and other social sciences like political science, history, sociology and
anthropology over issues like modernity, identity, human rights, gender
and sexuality, conflict, violence and the nation-state.
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NOTE FROM THE HEAD OF THE DEPARTMENT
FROM THE EDITORS’ DESK
STUDENT ACHIEVEMENTS
LIFE IN A METRO BY DIVYANSHI PANDEY
TO PSYCHOLOGY, WITH LOVE BY DR. MEGHA DHILLON
MAY I DROP YOU HOME BY AISHWARYA BAJAJ
LGBT: A STORY BY ABHILASHA MANSATA
PRETTY UGLY PEOPLE BY MITAKSHARA MEDHI
THE DAY MY HEART SPOKE BY PARUL RAJWANSHI
DICHOTOMY OF MY EXISTENCE BY SHWETHA GOPAL
#FANDOMS BY VAIDEHI MISHRA
LIVING WITH MENTA ILLNESS BY CHARUL KATIYAR
THE LIFE AND WORK OF MICHEL FOUCAULT
THE LIFE AND WORK OF R.D. LAING
O CAPTAIN ,MY CAPTAIN BY SABEEHA ALAM
THE PAVEMENT BY SHWETHA GOPAL
AN ODE TO PONDICHERRY BY YAMINI KAUL
ORDER THAT IS CHAOS BY TANVI CHATTERJEE
BEYOND FAITH AND FEAR BY AHLA MATRA
FALLING IN AND OUT OF LOVE BY AISHAANYA TEWARI
ON “HER” BY HUSAINA PARVIN
SINCE YOU ASKED
WARM HEARTS, WARMER STORIES BY AISHAANYA TEWARI
AND AISHWARYA BAJAJ

From the Editor’s
Desk
Coming out with a magazine is an
adventurous yet an arduous task. We at the
editorial board wished to sail the ship in
search of new ideas and perspectives while
holding on to the anchor of psychology. To
explore various terrains that are somewhat
uncharted for psychology students who often
tend to limit themselves to given texts, is a
task that we have attempted to accomplish in
this year's edition of Zeitgeist. Since we are all
about
expressing
originality
and
innovation, we've tried to not limit ourselves
to articles, and are proud to present poems
and comics, and have incorporated creative
work in the form of art from students within
the department. The Editorial Board
endeavours to connect to the students and
faculty alike with this magazine. We want
people to view psychology from different
angles to the extent of making a critique of it,
say mainstream psychology which espouses
certain values which are too subtle for most
people especially young students like us to
notice. How these ideas are received and
where they take you is up to you but in this
magazine we have aimed at giving readers
something to think about. We hope that you
enjoy reading Zeitgeist as much as we enjoyed
being a part of it.
Editors-in-chief
Yamini Kaul & Apurva Sapra

HOD Note

It is indeed a proud moment to
note that the Department of
Psychology has published it‟s
Annual Magazine. There has
been a wide spectrum of articles
that the students and faculty
have articulated succinctly and
creatively.
Each article is interesting and
well-thought of. I applaud the
contributors for the varied hues
in the articles contributed by
them. I also congratulate the
Editorial
Team
for
their
conscientious work and diligence
in their effort to publish this
magazine.
Best wishes,
Ms Sentisungla Longchar

V a s a n t i k a H a n d a ( 3 rd Y e a r )
Swimming:
3 gold medals and 4 silver
medals at the Delhi State Open
Championship.
3 gold medals and 2 silver
medals at the Women's State
Championship
1 silver medal and 1 bronze
medal at the Inter College
Competition
st

Ruhaab Khan (1 Year)
Best swimmer at
womEn’s festival;
6golds including
relays
Best swimmer at the
Delhi senior state
2014
A m y ( 2 nd Y e a r )
Zou Sangnaupang Pawlpi
Sports 2014 - Winners in
Football and Volleyball.
Winner in Doubles
badminton
D r i s h t i K a s h y a p ( 2 nd Y e a r )
Department representative
for the Placement
Cell,2014

B i s m a B a k t o o ( 3 rd Y e a r )
NSS Project Co-ordinator,
2014

Y a m i n i B a t r a ( 2 nd Y e a r )
Paper presentation at
the International
Conference of Sports
Psychology: Effect of
physical activity on
psychological well being

K a v e r i M e h t a ( 3 rd Y e a r )
Project Head of
Aashirwaad in NSS 2014.
P a v i t h r a C h a r i ( 3 rd Y e a r )
2 nd p o s i t i o n ( I n d i a n M u s i c
Society) at AIIMS

S h w e t h a G o p a l ( 2 nd Y e a r )
Director of the Dance
Drama for MHAW
Bharatnatyam performance
at India Habitat Centre,
Tamil Sangam and Triveni
Kala Sangam (Abhinaya
Aradhana group under Guru
Jayalakshmi Eshwar)
Performed a play on
Prostitution "Jahan
Neelaam hai insaaniyat" at
G.B. Road from the LSR
Dramatics Society

Okay, so once in our lifetime we all have…
Rather, sometimes... Lots of times… NO. Daily!
travelled in the infamous metro of Delhi! We
college students living in the faaaar off lands of
Delhi, almost crossing two states (The Delhi
NCR!), still have a scope of completing our
higher education because of the Delhi metro.
But boys and girls, let me tell you travelling in
the Delhi metro is not a joke. In fact over time
we realize it’s more of an art! How so?
Basically living in Gurgaon, it’s a big task to
travel all the way to college, which takes about
an hour and half. One way. So if you are living
anywhere, not close to your college, you are
probably my best friend and will relate to my
tale with all your heart and soul.
I myself did not realize how much thinking and
future planning, along with constant vigilance
and agility is required in the simple task of
seizing a seat; I say seizing with full
understanding and consideration of the limits
it could go to. One who has never participated
in any track and field event can practice here.
The agility and quick thinking is the trick!
Finding a seat will require these talents. When
the doors open, a herd of people will run past
you to grab a seat. Never mind if you haven’t
got a seat. You know tact? Or even heard of a
subject called Psychology? Well then, try this
on an innocent looking seat holder and put all
your knowledge to test by requesting them to
‘adjust please’!
You learn to be magnanimous as well! If the
request for adjustment goes unanswered, you
learn to be understanding!
The unwilling passenger will most likely fake
sleep so that you don’t make an eye contact.
You know the trick so you smile (NOT). If by
any luck you secure a seat, you can feel the
prying eyes of the standing folk. They might be
doing hundreds of calculations in their mind to
get that seat from you. Another very
interesting fact that you grasp while travelling
in the metro are the demographics of India.
Every time I enter the metro I say to myself,
“So many people?”
Being crammed in a compartment may give
one a feeling of claustrophobia. But you have

no choice! Just go with the wind. Baba
Ramdev’s breathing technique becomes
helpful most of the time. You learn to hold
your breath when a fully satiated passenger
seeks comfort from compressed air either
through the top opening or the bottom one.
The result is equally distressing from both
outlets! But who minds it? Rather, what can be
done?
There are different kinds of people that you
get to meet on this frustrating ride back home.
We also come across people who are
constantly on their phones. Wait. That is not
the strange part (it never is). What comes off
as strange to me is the lowest possible volume
of their speech! I am baffled as to how
someone can talk at such a low volume. It
seems as if they are constantly mumbling to
themselves. Well I mumble even louder! It has
also been one of my life’s greatest
amazements as to how girls manage to look
the same from 8 in the morning till 5 in the
evening. I mean, I get an inferiority complex
from their fresh looks! How can you have such
clean fingers? I have tried. A lot. Trust me.
Then there are the typical metro aunties who
don’t realize that the metro seat is made for
the one person sitting! Every time (if!) I get a
seat, a random aunty wearing Vogue and
Prada walks in and shifts us to ‘adjust’. It is
only after some time that you realize, you, the
master of your own seat, are left `sitting
between the round lifted corners between the
two seats, where the aunty is now totally at
home at what previously was your seat.
But whatever the difficulties of metro be, I
wholeheartedly thank the Delhi government
for making our lives so much more
comfortable and easier. The journey has also
made me a lot tougher and practical. Today, I
don’t mind sitting anywhere on the floor if the
situation demands (which, by the way is
illegal). I am also more independent and know
how to conduct myself with grace in public
(stretching it too far?) So thank you metro, for
being my constant companion in the long
journeys and providing me a safe and air
conditioned path till I reach home.
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To Psychology with Love
When we think of the word ‘relationship’, the
images that first come to mind are those of
significant people in our lives- family
members, friends and partners. But
relationships are not only with other people.
We have relationships with our selves, with
nature, with animals and with the work that
we do. Most academicians will tell you that
they have a distinctive relationship with their
discipline, as do I. My relationship with
Psychology shares several dimensions and
facets of my relationships with people.
Perhaps this will become clearer as you read
on. Psychology is an intrinsic and everyday
part of my existence and I no longer
remember what my worldview was like before
I started studying the subject. And hence with
love and gratitude towards psychology, I write
this piece.
I did not grow up wanting to be a
psychologist. Nobody at home knew much
about the profession. I came from a family of
engineers, doctors and business persons. But
for some inexplicable reason I developed an
interest in studying psychology when it was
offered to me in school. I don’t think I had
ever read a word on the subject till that point
of time, but when I was told that I could study
it, I leapt at the opportunity. I found it to be
intriguing, stimulating and I enjoyed thinking
about how each personality theory we did in
class - Adler, Erikson, Maslow - explained a
little part of me. From there on my interest in
psychology grew deeply.
While I was a student at LSR, psychology
helped me in grappling with things that I
found hard to share with others. I found it
hard to share these things not because I felt
embarrassed by them, but because nobody
around me seemed to feel the things I did. For
example, as a 19 year old I struggled with
questions about the purpose of my life. I could
neither comprehend why I existed nor what I
should do with myself. These are difficult
questions to deal with and seem even harder
because most 19 years olds don’t seem to be
asking them! Much to my surprise the classes
I took on the theories and systems of
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psychology helped me immensely. Studying
existentialism was an extremely insightful
experience. It could not answer my questions
for me. Eventually I did that on my own.
However the discussions in class on ideas like
the grounds of existence, the search for
meaning, angst and so on were very
comforting. I know you must be wondering
how discussions on angst can be comforting…
They were for me because discussing
existentialism normalised my concerns and
gave me a vocabulary for them. That in itself
was very empowering.
As time went by, my relationship with
psychology evolved. I had been comforted by
it and now it began to change me. Healthy
relationships transform us into better versions
of ourselves. My engagement with psychology
enabled me to become more open and nonjudgemental. Perhaps the most important
attribute I imbibed along the way was a
keenness to look at issues from multiple
perspectives. I have also come to understand
that many things that are seen to be givens in
this world are actually arbitrary, socially
constructed and can hold different meanings
at different times.
In addition engaging with psychology and the
analytical skills it demands has also inculcated
in me the ability to identify patterns and
common threads in what appear to be
disparate things. Psychology also fulfilled my
need to live a life that is not just about me. It
is a discipline that allows you to practise what
Alfred Adler calls ‘social interest.’ Ultimately
one attempts to be a better psychologist to
create healthier lives for other people. You
simply cannot be a good psychologist if you
think that everything is about you. Thinking
about and empathizing with other people is
inherent to the profession and hence in many
ways psychology demands you to look beyond
yourself. In the initial years my relationship
with psychology remained rather one-sided
with me absorbing and learning all I could
about my new companion.

There really wasn’t much I could give back to it,
except the promise that I would do something
worthwhile with all that I was learning. The give
and take with psychology has become more
mutual now. I try to give back to the discipline
through my work as a teacher at LSR. I can never
give back to psychology all that it has given to me
professionally and personally. But I hope that by
remaining sincere and honest in my work as a
teacher I can encourage young women to pursue
the discipline with the same fervour that I did and
grow into the competent and sensitive mental
health professionals that our country so urgently
needs.
Like all relationships, my relationship with
psychology has had its ups and downs. Just like we

don’t like everything about the people we have
relationships with, there are branches of
psychology that do not resonate with me. But the
amazing thing about the subject is the diversity
that exists within it. There are many ways of doing
psychology and I think I have chosen my path
among all those that were available. Of course my
preferences are bound to change with time, but
that is precisely the fun of it. I think I love
psychology most for the fact that enriched the one
thing I most value in myself - my mind. It has
always given me fodder for thought and continues
to do so every single day.

- Dr. Megha Dhillon , Associate Professor

Have you ever wondered how the makers of The Lord of
the Rings and The Hobbit trilogies made actor Sir Ian
McKellen, who plays the character of Gandalf, taller than
the actors who play the hobbits or the dwarves,
especially since McKellen is not really that tall at 5’11’’?
Well, the answer to that is the Ames Room. An Ames
Room is a distorted room that is used to create an optical
illusion, as a result of which, a person standing in one
corner appears to the observer to be a giant, while a
person standing in the other corner appears to be a
dwarf. The illusion is so convincing that a person walking
back and forth from the left corner to the right corner
appears to grow or shrink. It was invented by American
ophthalmologist Adelbert Ames, Jr. in 1934, and
constructed the following year. The production of
the The Lord of the Rings film trilogy used several Ames
room sets in Shire sequences to make the heights of the
diminutively-sized hobbits correct when standing next to
the taller Gandalf.
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May I drop you home? by Aishwarya Bajaj
A spark of lightning right in the
middle of three behemoth clouds
and an ensuing frightening roar of
thunder are the last straw. I can’t
take this anymore. I need to get
home. I have to get home. It’s way
past midnight. This drizzle is
beginning to turn into a
downpour. It has been fifteen
minutes already and not a single
cab has passed me by! Fifteen
minutes! They usually come every
three minutes. All the streetlights
are not even on. What is wrong
today? I can feel the man behind
me quicken his pace. Is he
following me? No. I have glanced
back surreptitiously (think so)
twice now and he doesn’t seem to
be following me. Heck, he isn’t
even looking in my direction.
Calm down.
Relax.
Breathe.
You are panicking, unnecessarily.
Yes, that’s it. You are panicking
and imagining stuff. I look into my
handbag once again to ensure that
the pepper spray is inside. It is. I
adjust my white kurti again to
ensure that I don’t look “inviting”
in any way. Done. I glance at my
wristwatch…- wait, were those
headlights? Yes! The cab is here.
Finally.
BAAAMMM!!! Ahhhhh. My head.
Aahhh. The lights? It’s dark now
before my eyes. Momentarily. I
have fallen? Yes, I think so. My
head reels with pain. A man is
towering before me. I squint to
look at him. He is not the guy who
was walking behind me. Now
where did he come from? What
did he hit me with? The guy who
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was walking behind me has joined
him. I don’t know how but they
have my handbag and they are
counting the currency notes while
I lie down on the road and look at
them. I can’t move and no words
seem to escape from my mouth.
This doesn’t seem real… One of
them finishes counting and looks
at me. A sense of dread washes
through my entire body. I know
that look too well. I need to do
something. I spring up and scream,
as loud as I cans and they laugh at
me.
Just then, the cab skids to a stop
near us and the driver rolls down
the window to say, “What do you
think you are doing?” One of them
goes up to the cab, rests his hand
on top of the car, leans down and
sneers, “You don’t already know?
Wanna join in?” The driver
scrunches up his face in an
ostensible mix of disgust and rage
and opens the door suddenly,
hitting the guy in his midsection.
“You leave right now or I call the
police!” he shouts. “Easy there,
bro”, mutters the other guy and
drags the first one away. The
driver turns towards me and gives
me a reassuring smile. I look up at
him and feel I have found my Mr.
Right.
The damsel-in-distress and her
consequent rescuing or protection
resulting in her falling head over
heels in love with her saviour
constituted a common storyline of
a plethora of Bollywood movies
from Gadar to Kambakht Ishq and
Khiladi 786. However, that is
fantasy. How about this?

(Text messaging)
Girl: Its Shanaya’s birthday tomorrow!
Eee. I am so excited. I am going to wear
that blue dress you gifted me 
Boy: That’s great. :D What time is it?
Girl: At 8 in the evening. In that lounge
near my place.
Boy: Baby, it’s so late. Don’t go. :*
Girl (thinking): Omg. He is so cute!

All of us humans pine for love and
almost all women love to be pampered
and doted upon. Gestures like dropping
them home or noting down the Auto’s
number while seeing them off are s
regarded considerate and obviously,
admirable. In fact, a number of girls or
women prefer to confide in their guy
friends, boyfriend or brother when they
are being stalked or harassed rather
than reporting it to the police. Chivalry
for sundry women (and not only men) is
tacitly conflated with such (putative)
protective behaviour of males.
The idea that women or females in
general are entities that are supposed to
be protected and safeguarded is termed
as Benevolent Sexism. A more
comprehensive definition is the one
propounded by Peter Glick and Susan
Ficke: “a set of interrelated attitudes
towards women that are sexist in terms
of viewing women stereotypically and in
restricted roles but that are subjected
positively in feeling tone (for the
perceiver) and also tend to elicit
behaviours typically categorized as prosocial (e.g. helping) or intimacy seeking
(e.g., self-disclosure)”.
Thanks to the schemas that prejudice or
sexism is characterized by hostility,
benevolent sexism can be specious as a
concept and has a semblance of
benignity for multitudes. But saying that
women should be protected implies that
women aren’t capable of protecting
themselves. This vacuously and subtly

legitimates, reinforces and concedes
men’s structural power and dominance
over women because men who believe
that they care for and protect women
will never reckon their views and actions
exploitative of women’s rights.
In any case of Emergency situation, it is
always “women and children first” to be
ensconced. Though this is meant to
ensure safety of women, it drives home
the point that women are analogous to
children as they are fragile and helpless.
By perpetuating this train of thought, we
are
knowingly
or
unknowingly,
compelling females to internalize that
they are incompetent to standing up for
themselves and need rescuing. But if
you care for or love someone, you will
naturally feel concerned for them and in
the wake of the innumerable sporadic
cases of crimes against women,
women’s security is in dire straits. It is
alright to advice women on following
certain tips such as keeping their closed
ones informed of their whereabouts,
saving all emergency helpline numbers
as the speed dial ones, carrying a pepper
spray and always being alert and aware
of their surroundings. It is in our means
of protecting women that the problem
emerges.
When we intend to protect something,
we plan out ways of shielding it from the
dangers posed by various factors around
it. So, to protect cattle, we build fences,
lock the barn doors or cage them.
Similarly, to prevent money from being
stolen, we save them in banks - literally
under lock and key. The treatment
meted out to property is no different as
we fortify it to keep it safe. We
endeavour to deal similarly with women.
We attempt to confine them within the
boundaries of households by imposing
curfew hours and restricting them from
venturing out at certain places at
certainties deemed unsafe.
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We try to control their choice and style of dressing
and urge them to permit a male individual to
accompany them. What we fail to fathom is that
women are not ‘things’- they are humans, individuals
with desires, dreams and rights and they are not
‘cattle’ that can’t protect themselves, though they
are led to believe so since it is drilled into their minds
that they are anatomically weaker and should be
submissive. The need of the hour is to shift our focus
from the entity that ‘needs to be protected’ to its
surroundings and circumstances which can be made
safer.
Another disturbing aspect of this malaise is the belief
in protecting women not for the sake of themselves
but for the sake of the family’s honour attached to
them. This connection of their chastity with honour is
sometimes the cause of crimes against them in the
first place. During riots and/or wars, women are the
ones who suffer the most precisely because of this
reason. It not only prevents the reporting of the
crime, but also hinders the process of recovery of the
victims or survivors and decimates their chances of
getting married (sic).
More imperatively, being a feminist, I feel
benevolent sexism as a concept and as a practice
subverts the necessity that equality is, believing
otherwise will be hypocritical.
Simultaneously, I am not against implementation of
certain indictments or legislations like a separate
coach for women in Metros. My reasons for this

belief somewhat resemble those behind the method
of Reservation. Unlike people who believe that
Reservations are privileges for the minorities or the
backward and, are against the concept of equality, I
feel that seats in educational institutions and in
professional spaces are reserved for those who we
think are sufficiently competent for them but the
situations are inimical to their progress. We do not
doubt their potential. We are only trying to ensure
equality. In the same way, there are stereotypes and
some practices that impede women’s progress,
which ought to be done away with to empower
them. When I say “empower’, I do not in any way
mean that women are powerless beings in general
(biologically, I mean) but yes, due to the firm
establishment and flourishing of deep seated notions
and systems, they are rendered powerless or/and are
led to believe so.
Benevolent sexism might prove to be useful for the
female foetus and the girl child, because in myriad
regions in our country they need saving, because
obviously they can’t protect themselves. It is high
time that the populace comprehended and accepted
their importance in our society as well as economy.
What makes benevolent sexism more dangerous
than other kinds of sexism is that it is subtle and can
be easily mistaken for care and love. Just making
women and their well-wishers realize that
benevolent sexism is sexism would go a long way in
solving this convoluted problem.

Did you know that the brain “rewrites”
monotonous speech of boring people? The
human brain prevents us from drifting off when
listening to boring people by rewriting
monotonous speech to make it sound more
interesting. The study, entitled “Brain ‘Talks
Over’ Boring Quotes”, was conducted by
scientists at the University of Glasgow's Institute
of Neuroscience and Psychology.
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LGBT: A Story
She had never had a boyfriend. Not even a fleeting
romance, a flirtation, a guy she stayed up all night
texting. Sure, there were the occasional crushes, but
she never let anything get so serious it might actually
lead to something. That’s not to say she didn’t want a
relationship. She had simply never felt that way
about a guy, that she could open up to him, share her
deepest thoughts with him and fall completely headover-heels in love with him. Not that she needed
one, really. She had good friends, parents she was
surprisingly close to, and Chitra.
Chitra was her best friend, her worst critique, the
person who drove her crazy, the one she knew would
always be honest with her, tell her things she didn’t
want to hear and always know when she was lying.
The thing is, Chitra wasn’t just the person she had
grown up with, or her closest friend. There was
always something more. Something they had to work
around to remain friends, something they were
careful not to talk about, or cover up with a joke
when one of them did. It was tangible, so impossibly
unavoidable that it was constantly pushing and
pulling them like waves on a shore, sometimes
together, sometimes apart, and sometimes
overlapping, destroying them both. Perhaps that’s
why they fought so much. Nobody ever knew why,
and they never discussed it. Not even with each
other. It was as if it would be out in the open then,
and they could never go back.
And then it happened. And for her, it was like a light
somewhere had just been turned on. Something
changed that night, in the blur of the blue fairy lights
and her orange-ginger perfume. Slowly, everything
seemed to shift into focus. She had never felt so
connected; so vulnerable and confident at the same
time. It was exhilarating.
But they’re right, what they say about never being
able to go back. Relationships are hard enough as it

by Abhilasha Mansata

is. They’re messy, and complicated, and painful. A
same-sex relationship where one girl is just beginning
to explore her sexuality and the other is in denial of
it, cannot be easy. When coupled with prejudice,
judgment and societal pressure to conform, it can
break a person in the most intrusive way. The next
morning, Chitra mumbled something about
‘experimenting’ and ‘one-time thing’ and ‘hardly
knew what I was doing’.
Chitra started sleeping with her boyfriend soon after,
and she… Well, she got used to it. She played the role
of the best friend, heard Chitra talk about her
relationship, their dates, their fights. Neither of them
ever spoke about that night again, but they stopped
having sleepovers, and they never changed in front
of each other anymore. She doesn’t have blue lights
in her room anymore.
___
Sexual orientation is not a choice. It is not a disease,
and it is most certainly not a threat to society. If it
were a choice, would anyone really CHOOSE to be
gay or bisexual? To go through the confusion, the
humiliation, and the rejection that is, in our society,
an inevitable outcome of alternate sexuality?
Perhaps we cannot all completely understand the
dynamics of homosexuality. We don’t all have to go
for protest marches or demand changes in the
system. But the least we can do is to let people live
their lives the way they want to.
Ronit is afraid to hold his boyfriend’s hand in public.
Layla found death threats in her locker.
Nisha’s parents sent her away.
Akhil lost all his friends after coming out.
Kiara’s school won’t let her bring her date to prom.
Sohail was killed.
When does it all stop?!
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Pretty Ugly People b y M i t a k s h a r a
Whoever said “Beauty isn’t everything” was clearly not
brave enough. I mean look at John Keats. He was
rather blunt when he stated “a thing of beauty is a joy
forever”. And this one line, my folks, is the reason for
most of the inferiority complexes, the world over. And
then there are studies like the one conducted by
Daniel Hamermesh, professor of economics at the
University of Texas, Austin and author of the book,
‘Beauty pays; why attractive people are more
successful’. He found out that attractive people are
hired sooner, get promoted faster and are usually paid
higher than their lesser attractive co-workers.
(www.businessinsider.com). But this beauty is never
ever associated with people who are not size zero or
fair in complexion.
There are counter studies too. Oh, I have read my own
share of articles about how we should be confident
about our body and looks. However, two hours after
reading those articles, all the positivity and confidence
simply fades away. Because it is always easier said
than done. Hence, I have decided to write about my
own experience (ah! What a tragedy it is!).
Once upon a time, I actually thought I was beautiful.
To start with, let me tell you guys one thing – I was
always overweight and I had burnt my skin colour by
playing various sports rigorously under the sun. Yet I
was untouched by the socially accepted norm of what
is beautiful and what is not. And I was happy and
content in life.
Then came the verdict of the lesser brainy creatures of
God (not to hurt any sentiments), whom we fondly call
‘the boys’. My friends started having guys fall for
them. I did not. They used to get gifts from secret
admirers. I never did (and I still don’t). Guys used to
remember their birthdays and do something special
for them. They never bothered about mine. And no
matter how strong or independent I was, the
realization slowly crept in. No matter how much we try
to deny, the fact remains that the judgment of the
opposite gender will always be important for us,
overtly or covertly.
I used to look at the mirror and ask myself “what is
wrong with me? I have sharp features, my face cut
ain’t bad… then what is it?....” And I started asking
people just to make sure that I did not over estimate
my looks. They replied “Oh, beauty doesn’t matter,
your heart does”,
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“Beauty can only take so far, you have a strong
personality”, “You are beautiful the way you are” and
all that crap. So my self-doubt started setting in. Why
did they divert the subject to my nature and character
and not say anything about my face? I still couldn’t
find ANY faults in my looks.If these weren’t enough,
two more things happened. One, my mother realized
that I was growing up.
Now my mother would often throw in ironical
sentences like “you are pretty. But you need to
remove the sunburn” and “Don’t skip meals/don’t
over exercise/don’t over exhaust yourself. But try to
thin down a little.” She thought, probably, if I was old
enough, these “things” would get corrected. But I was
already old enough. Even in class 12, when my friends
in the hostel would be enjoying the afternoon slumber
after the tiresome day at school, I would set out to
play tennis for 2 hours. Yet, I was fatter than them. It
was a vicious circle for me. Play under the sun to stay
fit, get darker. Stay indoors to stay fair, become fatter.
All zeroed down to being conventionally not pretty.
Then, second came the famous shopping destinations.
Forever 21 and Sarojini Nagar Market have the most
fashionable clothes at a very reasonable price. What
they don’t have is my size. I guess according to them,
XL people like me are not supposed to be economically
fashionable.
And therefore, I realized I was what society calls
“ugly”. But who really developed these ideas about
pretty-ugly people? Who taught the guys to fall for
only fair and thin girls? Who told my mother that her
daughter was not perfect, and she needed to be thin
and fair? Media? But then again, who made media
perceive “this” as pretty and “that” as not? Where did
this whole concept originate from? No one knows. No
one will. It’s simply there.
I still get hurt when guys in my group praise and flirt
with other girls, looking over me as if I am invisible. I
still get annoyed when someone tells me to thin down
or put some fairness cream (be it the advertisements).
And I still don’t understand why I am considered ugly.
So recently while chatting in a group, I say something
sarcastically about my size. Then this girl goes all like
“Don’t worry, you are beautiful”. And I reply “Yes I
know I am. I may not be a size zero, but I am pretty.
Don’t know about my heart, but by face, I definitely
am.”

FIRST PICTURE:
SHAGORIKA DAS 2ND
YEAR
SECOND PICTURE:
KUDRAT KASHYAP 1ST
YEAR
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The Day My Heart Spoke
“I want to go to Connaught Place
tomorrow and explore it. Delve in some
mini adventures…”, I told my friend Krisha
over the phone, and we finalized the next
day for it. I had been feeling like going to
Connaught Place very strongly for some
days. The next day while dressing up, I felt
that that today was going to offer some
serious adventure which here largely
means experiencing or doing anything for
the first time.. So I headed out of my
home to catch the Metro, hopping on to a
mini-van running between the station and
nearby residential areas. I have travelled
in thembefore.But that day sitting on the
front seat along with the driver and
another man on my side was a fabulous
experience. I felt an adrenaline rush and a
sense of freedom. I have decided to ditch
that back seat from now on! And I’m glad
to that inner voice from my heart or
intuition that said, “Don’t sit at the back”.
Metro boarded, heading to Rajiv Chowk,
all cool. Suddenly, the Metro got stalled
because of a blocking of some station’s
track. I have seen it stall only thrice
perhaps, and it hasn’t tried my patience.
In fact at all three times, I had the feeling
the Metro would begin soon. But this
time, I felt that I should just drop it and
take an auto.
So I rushed out of the station desperately
searching for an auto outside AIIMS,
where another adventure found me.
There were no autos, but a girl, an intern
at AIIMS hailing from Agra. She was
searching for an auto to New Delhi
Railway Station and me, for C.P. I didn’t
realize when, but we started talking and
helping each other out. Initially we were
searching for separate autos. But since
our way was common – only my stop was
one stop before hers – we decided on
sharing an auto. We both were very
worked up, evaluating every possible way
of reaching our destinations in time. We
had no time for formal introductions, and
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could only make wild gestures to the
passing autos. When our luck seemed a
bit low, we thought of taking a bus. And
after taking the advise of a strange man,
we took a bus.
“Finally, we just have to wait for our stops
to arrive”, we thought. But hell, no!
Another lady told us that this bus will only
cost us more time. “Uh-oh, got to get
off!” So we secretly rushed out of the bus
without paying for the ride – a first in my
life, with a stranger, to an unknown
location. I enjoyed every bit of these
strange events.
But, while our bus was moving towards
and slowing down at its stop, I saw an
auto moving near that stop too and
parking itself. Something inside me said in
the smallest fraction of the fastest
millisecond – “you will take this one”,
even though the anxiety and madness
was overwhelming at that same time.
Both of us didn’t want to be late and the
pit-stops were just not ending – Metro
stalled, autos acting funny and buses
taking too much time. So we got off,
thinking that taking an auto from here
would be the best option. Needless to
say, I pointed towards that auto and we
asked that Bhaiya to help us. He was
sweet enough to take us to our
destinations by the meter! Although my
new friend was short of time and had to
catch her train, it was still fun. We
wondered aloud to each other how
exciting it all was – meeting a stranger,
boarding and de-boarding, the experience
of the area we were being taken through
for the first time, and we topped it all
with a nice selfie!
So my stop came and I got off. We
hugged each other, and I wished her luck
for catching her train on time. She also
paid for me, maybe because her pet
name was Parul too. Later in the day, she
Whatsapped me that she caught it well in
time... Phew!

Later, I met Krisha and we went around,
exploring. But contrary to what I had thought,
my mini adventures had begun from the
moment I had left home! From finding a cafe
operating since 1935 to buying the pirated CD
of Mausam after long searches, to suddenly
getting off at Malviya Nagar station to visit an
old family house there – my gut drove me to
my experiences. It was a truly adventurous
day, full of memorable moments. And all that
had begun with a beautiful voice persistently
telling me to head to C.P.!
We all have a voice inside; some call it gut
feeling or intuition. I call it my heart’s voice,
just because it feels as if it is stirring inside. It
says things to you in the smallest fraction of
the fastest millisecond; things that are always,
yes always, true. At least they always lead you
to something better which you eventually
realize in time. It is a pity that many of us
‘choose’ to ignore it, deeming it as impractical
and logic-lacking. But why don’t people realize
that it is an experience, just like suddenly

hitting it off with a complete stranger, which
needs no logic and yet evokes blind faith in
you? Why do we judge our heart’s voice?
But mind you! It isn’t something that the
movies show; it doesn’t always mean saying a
‘yes’ to everything. If you ‘care to look closely’,
it is a feeling so strong, that within the
smallest fraction of the fastest millisecond it
convinces you of something in a go. You
realize that it is the solution, the choice,
whatsoever, indeed. And it strengthens with
time. The more you listen, the clearer it speaks
to you. It spoke to me that day, sometimes
predicting and sometimes guiding, and giving
me one of the most memorable days of my
life! My heart’s voice is my friend; it talks to
me each moment about everything. So be
bold, try to be free of doubt and, listen to your
heart-gut-instincts. They are genuinely more
sensible than your head, more often than you
realize. Just give them an honest chance.

Following section contains Anagrams of some of the most famous
terms in Psychology. Each term is followed by a clue. Try to solve
this!
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.

ICY FROM TON (One word; “Which line out of these three
matches the one that was shown previously?)
SENIOR VORTEX ( One word; Big Five)
HE SHIPS TOY (One word; what an experiment ultimately
predicts)
COCO I SUN NUS ( One word; what Freud studied)
NOTING NO PREDICATION (Two words; Skinner)
(Answers given at the last page)
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D i c h ot o m y o f M y E x i s te n c e
by S h wet h a Gopal
My sister always had an argument,
That we are all nothing but Carbon, Nitrogen
and Oxygen
Then I thought no matter what I do in the odd
five million hours of my life,
I will eventually reduce to these.
Purposelessness.

Vanity is always dangerous,
She is a thief.
She robs your sense of understanding,
Her weapon is abandonment,
Misery is her closest friend.
Gloom.
But dissonance is more perilous,
Existence then embraces paradox.
It makes you wear clothes throughout your
life,
In spite of knowing that you were born naked.
Irony.
But pessimism is the greatest enemy,
Exaggeration is his natural flaw.
A world seen from a broken spectacle,
Unable to remove a chewing gum stuck on
your hair.
Trapped.
Reconstruction, is the only rescue,
Mending your shoes,
Painting a new canvas.
Dreaming.
And so my river of thought changed its course.
I thought,
Breath, is not just the inhalation and
exhalation of 2 elements of periodic table,
Breath is the freshness which heals your
heart.
A Heartbeat, is not just a pulsation of the
heart,
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Heartbeat is that titillating excitement of a
mother’s pride or a lover’s kiss.
Emotion.
My eyes are not just there to acknowledge
existence,
The apple is more than redness to me.
My tongue has its reasons to savour,
Yes, it’s innocent sometimes,
It does not quite understand the distinction
between sweet and sour.
Yes my ears are angry sometimes,
They hear a bunch of ridiculous words.
But when there is meaning, they listen.
Yes my mind is lackadaisical sometimes,
Its motivation is curbed by futility.
But when it embraces hope,
It has purpose.
Yes my heart is a sycophant sometimes,
But flattery is good for reassurances.
Yes my system is dysfunctional sometimes,
But that is just accumulation and indigestion
of shit.
A torn pant and a broken tooth,
I continue to feel they are my possessions.
My head, neck, arms, feet, shoulders
Belly, kidney and nails do have imperfections,
They might not be eternal,
But yet they do engage.
And so on my deathbed,
I know not, what I would be,
But I cease to exist where I’m just a pair of
elements.
In that case, in my defence,
I am more than myself I would say.
My sister always had an argument,
That we are all nothing but Carbon, Nitrogen
and Oxygen.

#fandoms
Do you feel a tingling sensation in your
stomach when you see the actor of a
fictional character on television or read
about one in a book?
Do you find that particular person
flawless?
Do you gush and start blushing at the
mere mention of that epitome of
perfection?
Do you refer to it as a living entity?
If your answer was yes to the above
questions, then you are suffering from
a serious case of ‘fangirling’.
Let me make a clear distinction
between regular fans and fangirls.
Some people will read this and go “eh,
we don’t do that!” and that will be
true. Normal fans read a book or watch
a show and then forget about it,
whereas fangirls, like me, obsess about
it and then go into existential crisis
waiting for the next season (Sherlock!)
to come or when the show ends. Our
life then has no meaning. What am I
going to do when Supernatural will end
after season 10?! I am going to need
therapy probably.
In today’s world a lot of people are
part of one fandom or another. They
watch a television series or read a
book/book series, get seriously
addicted to it and then start to develop
fantasies about that particular fictional
boy or girl over whom they obsess
every second of their life. I know I do. I
am seriously obsessed with too many
television shows to mention but I can
say this without an ounce of doubt that
I have my fingers dipped in all sorts of
fandom pies, however dark they might
be. Name a show and chances are I
know everything about it. I have seen
it. Read all about it. Know all about the
actors playing the roles and intimate
details of their lives. Have virtually
stalked them and read all the fanfiction
possible.
But how does fangirling pertain to

by Vaidehi Mishra
psychology?
Well, how does it not? Have you been
to the deep dark corners of Tumblr? It
is the place where all likeminded
seriously disturbed yet hilarious
humans come together to share their
love for a particular show or character
and find solace in people with mutual
feelings. The things I have seen out
there cannot be unseen (hint: Sherlock
and Watson fan art). Something has to
be absolutely wrong with people there
to actually write the fanfiction that
they do! I seriously wonder what it is
that goes on in their minds when they
write fanfiction. Definitely not anything
normal.
What causes us to become a part of a
fandom? The answer to this question is
our deep-rooted sense of emotional
connection which has developed over
years of watching a show or reading a
particular book. We feel an actual
connection with these characters
whom we seem to understand and
relate to at all levels. They, for us, are
more than just characters. We cry
when our favourite character dies,
which happens pretty often in Grey’s
Anatomy or Game of Thrones (Damn
you George R.R. Martin!) and are
excited when your favourite villain
returns (Yes, Moriarty!) Because every
fairy tale needs a good old fashioned
villain we simply love to hate or hate to
love.
Fandom is a place where you can
escape from your everyday life. This is
a place where everything is perfect and
the world seems better. It is our coping
mechanism. Binge watching television
shows for some of us is the only form
of entertainment or fun that actually
relieves us from our everyday stress. I
once binge watched White Collar for 4
days without sleeping! (I am a pro
when it comes to avoiding dealing with
reality and procrastinating!)
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Fandom also fills us with a sense of belonging. We
know that we are wanted, respected and loved in our
fandom no matter who we are. People part of a
fandom have strong emotional bonds not only
towards the fandom but also towards the people of
the fandom and go to extreme lengths to stand up
for each other, which frankly everyone needs a little
of in today’s materialistic world.
Fandom involves concentration and imagination
which take a heavy toll on a person’s mind. A lot of
people would say that being part of a fandom is a
time wasting and attention seeking task but in
actuality a lot of people would argue that being a
part of fandom has helped them better their lives.
Apart from being a coping mechanism and giving

them a sense of belongingness, seeing TV characters
overcome all their adversities and coming out on top
fires up a sense of self efficacy where they become
much more optimistic towards life and deal with
their problems in constructive ways. Fandom is the
place where you can be someone who you want to
be or your true self without being apprehensive
about people judging you. Here you are free to
express what you want to without society breathing
down your neck telling you what to do or how to
behave. Here you are appreciated for being you.
Being part of a fandom can be life changing.
“We are a fandom. And fandoms are families. Family
means that no one sits alone in the mental institute.’’

KENYAM PERTIN 3RD YEAR
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Sometimes a mentally ill person might not even know
that s/he is living with a mental illness. Like for
schizophrenics, the hallucinations are a reality and
they are totally fine apart from the anxiety they
sometimes feel, which most of the times they might
not attribute to their mental state. So, who actually
lives with the mental illness? The most common
answer is the immediate family of the mentally ill
person.
The family may or may not know about the cause of
the mental illnesses their dear ones are suffering as
the range of these causes lie from traumatizing life
events to genetic basis. But, they sure are the witness
of small changes and disruptions in the daily
schedules, life styles, attitudes, mental health and
mental well-being of their ‘physically healthy’ family
members and are able to realize that something is
‘wrong’ only when things are really ‘wrong’.
As a probable clinical psychologist, I, and may be you
too, might get to know about the experience of
talking to a schizophrenic and knowing the signs and
symptoms, but will you ever get to know how it feels
to live with one under the same roof? How it feels like
to be an eight years-old daughter of a schizophrenic
mother, and what actually crosses your mind when
the person who has always told that there are no
ghosts under your bed starts pointing out how there
are people talking in the next room whom you can
never see? But she does.
Or being a pre-teen son of another, and actually
beginning to hate your father because your mother
constantly weeps and tells you every single night that
he is trying to separate you from her.
How does it feel to live with a severe bipolar affective
cousin and deal with the constant phases of mania
and depression? To endure the mean things they say
and do to you during their ‘low’ but still offer your
shoulder and polite words when they are ‘high’? Do
you let guilt, which recently was called the most
useless emotion ever by a very influential person in
my life, overcome you when you realize that due to
their mean behaviour in the ‘low’ phase has led you
to secretly pray that when the one time their attempt
to suicide does not fail, it does not happen at your
place at least.
How do you react when in an intimate moment your
girlfriend tells you that the real reason why she is yet
not ready to do it is because of her horrible childhood
experiences with a so-called distant relative of hers?
And how long do you wait before she is ready to let

you touch her at all those places, this time with her
permission? And how long does it take for you to
realize that her mood swings, her intolerable anxiety
about random stuff stems from her childhood
experiences, and if you ask some professional, they
will tell you that she has PTSD. Do you ever stop
loving her for her horrible past? Or rather, how long
do you keep on loving her after knowing about her
past?
It is a never ending struggle for the family members to
continue loving and living with the mentally ill people.
They don’t just have to manage food intakes and
medicines but their actions, words, their experiences
and the overall environment of the home. It’s a
challenge they are engaged in day-in day-out.
So, the next time you see the parents of an autistic
child, don’t pity them. They are not victims but
warriors. Their life is not normal because the world
does not let them lead a normal life with comments
like “aise bachhe se toh aulad naa hona hi bhala”. Or
when you see that half-cladded woman again at the
traffic lights, who has no idea of her name,
whereabouts or the world, do realize that she could
have been at home amongst her near-dear ones, if
there was awareness about mental illnesses, if the
society had not stigmatized it so much to the extent
that people disown one of their own daughters so
that the presence of that ‘pagal beti’ does not
hamper the marriage prospects of the other
daughters.
According to the Indian Council of Medical Research
(ICMR), there are 70 million mentally ill people in
India today. But to think that these mental illnesses
just disturb these 70 million lives is completely wrong.
Taking in consideration the modern set-up of Indian
families, where there is an average of 4 members per
family, the number of people directly affected from
these mental diseases goes to 420 million on an
average, which is more than one-third of the
population of India according to the Indian Census,
2011. These all numbers can be deduced to the fact
that every third person you talk to is living with a
mentally ill person.
Are the instances in this article true? Yes.
Are they related to my life story? Maybe yes, may be
no.
But they sure are related to one of the three people
you meet every day…
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His thought has been very
compelling
for
both
scholarly
and
lobbyist
bunches.
He
was
additionally
a
dubious
researcher, who shot to
both
popularity
and
reputation post-World War
II, for his best-known work
'The Order of Things'.

Paul-Michel Foucault (15
October 1926 – 25 June
1984)
was
a
French
philosopher, social scholar,
student
of
history
of
thoughts and literary critic.
He was born in Poitiers,
France to an upper-white
collar class family.

Rejecting his father's wishes that he become a surgeon, in 1945
Foucault travelled to Paris, where he enrolled in Lycée Henri-IV.
Here, he studied under the philosopher Jean Hyppolite, an
existentialist and expert on the work of 19th-century German
philosopher Hegel who had devoted himself to uniting
existentialist theories with the dialectical theories of Hegel and
Karl Marx.
At
the
same
time,
alternative
psychiatric
movements were taking
place in U.S. and Europe.
Acc. to Foucault, madness
is constituted to ring fence
reason or sanity and to
create clear distinctions
between
madness
and
sanity.

In 1961, Foucault finished his
doctoral proposition, Madness and
Insanity: History of Madness. He
analysed the construction of the
notion of mental illness while
suffering from depression himself
and he attempted suicide several
times. His pronounced interest in
psychology stemmed from elements
in his own life.
According to him, madness
was seen as a manifestation
of animality. The Animality
that rages in madness
dispossesses man of what is
specifically human in him;
to establish him at ground
zero of his own nature”.
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Seemingly small and isolated issues began to gain
attention of protesters and hippies in 1960s. Foucault saw
this shift towards widening of the definition of politics as
significant.

In October 1960, Foucault took a tenured
post in philosophy at the University of
Clermont-Ferrand.
Responsible
for
teaching psychology, which was subsumed
within the philosophy department.

In 1963, he published a
sequel
to
Folieetdéraison,
Birth of the Clinic: An
Archaeology of Medical
Perception, it focused on
the changes that the
medical establishment
underwent in the late
18th and early 19th
centuries.

Exploring how man came to be an
object of knowledge, it argued that all
periods of history have possessed
certain underlying conditions of truth
that constituted what was acceptable as
scientific discourse. Like his preceding
work, Naissance de la Clinique was
largely critically ignored, but later
gained a cult following.

Foucault's first biographer, Didier Eribon, described the philosopher
as "a complex, many-sided character", and that "under one mask
there is always another”. He also noted that he exhibited an
"enormous capacity for work”. At the ENS, Foucault's classmates
unanimously summed him up as a figure who was both
"disconcerting and strange" and "a passionate worker”. His
personality would change as he aged however; Eribon noted that
while he was a "tortured adolescent", post-1960, he had become "a
radiant man, relaxed and cheerful", even being described by those
who worked with him as a dandy. He noted that in 1969, Foucault
embodied the idea of "the militant intellectual".
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Ronald David Laing (1927- 1989) was a
Scottish existential psychiatrist born in Glasgow,
who wrote on the experience of Psychosis. He quite
openly shunned the psychiatric orthodoxy of his
times

His book the divided self was written
at the impressive age of 28 and it
changed the way people looked at
psychoses.
This
book
explored
schizophrenia as a rational response to
unbearable experiences.

He eventually graduated from Glasgow University in 1951 as a
medical doctor and later worked as a psychiatrist in different
settings. Later, he willingly parted ways with classical
psychotherapy to seek new treatments for schizophrenia based
on an interest in the rights of mental patients.

„Sanity, madness and
the family‟ set out his
most
controversial
idea: family plays an
important part in the
development
of
schizophrenia.

Laing himself grew up in a peculiar family setting. He was
forbidden to go out of the house alone or play with other
children. His mother used to break his toys if he became
attached to them .The growing up years caused him serious
confusion about which thoughts and perception were his own,
and which were "mapped onto" him by his surroundings. He
was a patient with Schizophrenia himself for a while.
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Patients at Kingsley hall
were never given drugs
instead they were provided
with backing in the form of
daily
group
therapy,
individual
therapy,
and
constant interaction with
staffers.

At that time mental illness was a medical problem
but Laing felt it emanated when an individual
found oneself in a hopeless emotional situation
that can occur within a family. Finding such a
situation unendurable, a person escapes this pain
through schizophrenia. For him, “the society was
mad and psychosis was a logical response to the
encompassing madness

Laing firmly believed that a mental hospital was not
the right place to treat Schizophrenia. He argued
that psychiatrists really did not know much about
madness and much of the misery was caused by
horrifying treatments.

Staffers were asked to share their rooms with patients so as to be able
to form a rapport with them. Laing‟s approach took the existential
view that each person is ultimately liable for his/her own behaviour
and eventually his or her own recovery. He viewed his role as that of a
provider who simply provided conditions that would aid that
rehabilitation. For a time a number of psychiatric clinics followed his
model but in the present day it has largely been abandoned because it
is expensive in terms of time and effort, plus drugs come cheaper.

Even though Laing was a brilliant and atypical Psychiatrist who
blamed parents for problems of their offspring, he himself
unable to extend the empathy he felt for his patients to his own
family. His children were left to grapple with their own
problems in life. Most of them were rebels in their teenage years
and heavily into drugs, smoking etc. For all his professional
goodwill, Laing was a flawed and maverick parent.

Drug and alcohol addiction, depression,
and an interest in unorthodox themes
like reincarnation and shamanism,
contributed to a diminishing of Laing‟s
professional reputation.

Once, when faced with a naked
schizophrenic woman rocking silently to
and fro in a cell, he took off his own
clothes and sat next to her, rocking to
the same tune until she spoke for the
first time in years.

There was a colossal backlash at that time from
families who thought that he was blaming them
for their children‟s mental breakdown when in
reality he himself wasn‟t such a great father.

Two years later, he suffered a heart
attack while playing tennis and died
on the spot. He was 61 years old.
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O Captain, My Captain by Sabeeha Alam
“There’s a time for daring and there’s a time
for caution, and a wise man understands
which is called for.” – Prof. John Keating,
Dead Poets Society
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It’s a sad fact that what a poet calls ‘the
blues’, appear to have a much closer affinity
to a comedian’s life. Depression appears to
follow these comedians like the Slender
Man, accompanied by its apprentice,
suicide. Nobody will ever know what exactly
Robin Williams was feeling and thinking
when he made the decision to end his life.
But I do know he didn’t see himself the way
the rest of us saw him. When I first read the
news about Robin Williams’ death, it just hit
home for me. He was a brilliant entertainer,
making people laugh while he felt isolated
and miserable within. For someone who has
touched so many lives by putting a smile on
their faces, making them laugh when they
were down, Williams couldn’t bear the
sadness that surrounded himself.
I’ve been watching Williams’ movies since I
was a child. I’m pretty sure many people
have already reminisced about Robin
Williams and his great works. I for sure
needed to write mine down. I remember as
a kid sitting in front of the television and
watching the Hindi dubbed version of
Jumanji. As funny as it sounds, it was at a
time when I was completely unaware of
Hollywood cinema, and Jumanji led the
course for me into Hollywood movies.
Surprisingly, earlier on I didn’t know that
Genie in Aladdin was voiced over by
Williams. But now that I think of it, no one
else could have done a better job than he
did. I remember watching Mrs. Doubtfire
and a few years later, watching, Chachi 420
and thinking to myself how amazing
Williams’ movies are that Bollywood copied
one of them, probably to make a lot of
money because they knew it would. And
how can I forget, one of his best works,
Professor John Keating, is hands down the
best teacher I’ve ever had, not trying to
offend my real life teachers; if you’re
reading this, you’re great too.

There is a common held belief that clowns
and comedians are sad or depressed, i.e. the
phenomenon of the ‘sad clown’. Ideas vary
on the causes for this supposed sadness, but
many think that its roots have something to
do with disturbed relationships with parents
or an unhappy childhood. According to this
idea, making people laugh, somewhat serves
as a coping mechanism for comedians,
allowing them to get away from their every
day predicaments. The funniest people I
know seem to be the saddest and that’s
perhaps why they are the funniest. The
comedians who make people laugh the
hardest, seem to love life the least.
The cracks on the seams began to show
earlier on when on 28 Jan 1977, Freddie
Prinze took off his disguise, and shot
himself. Talking about fiction, there was also
Raj Kapoor while making the world laugh; he
wiped his own tears in Mera Naam
Joker. Kanan Gill, who is popularly known for
the Pretentious Movie Reviews on YouTube,
gave up his career at an IT corporation.
Disheartened, after his application was
rejected for the Young India Fellowship in
2012, Gill threw everything away and
decided to go on stage. However, his life
turned around completely, three years later,
when he became the youngest person to
give a lecture at nowhere else but, Young
India Fellowship.
Coming back to Williams, whenever a
comedian commits suicide, it somewhat
strengthens our belief that if someone’s
profession involves making people laugh,
then their tendency for experiencing
'sadness' is somehow heightened than other
people's tendencies. I'm not sure whether
this is true. I think it comes from the
perhaps erroneous belief that comedy is
happiness. It can also be derived from the
fact that, since comedians are seen as
people whose very living constitutes the
search for happiness hence their
vulnerability to a scarcity of happiness
would be greater.

But, comedy is not happiness. It can be happiness,
but it is not entirely happiness. I think we're misled
into thinking that comedy is happiness because the
effect of fine comedy is laughter, and we associate
laughter with happiness. In my opinion, we don’t
laugh when we're happy. An intellectual construct
either verbal or visual leads to a nervous reaction
known as laughter. The triggers of laughter are
several, for example tickling causes laughter, which
doesn’t necessarily make it comical or brings
happiness to the person being tickled. Happiness is
in general a different state of mind. Comedy is not
happiness, it's an artistic and intellectual practise
just like poetry or statistics or painting. A person
can get happiness out of comedy and it has a
tendency to deceive us by making us believe we will
achieve happiness by chasing after comedy.
However, it is not in itself a mental act that
inevitably brings about happiness in the comedian.
It's a craft, like watch-making. Watch-makers are

satisfied when they make a good, working watch,
comedians are satisfied when they successfully
make people laugh.
I don’t know whether Robin Williams knew the way
the rest of us saw him. I don’t know whether he
knew how much respect and adoration other
performers had for him. At least I hope he didn’t
know because it’s too sad to think that, maybe he
did know, and it just wasn’t enough anymore. I wish
Williams had seen a silver lining and I wish he had
seen that there was hope for him. I wish he could
see past the obscurity to know that so many people
were touched by his humour and his heart. Robin
Williams, thank you for showing me as a child that it
is okay to be different and weird, and that it is okay
to be yourself. “Carpe diem, seize the day boys,
make your lives extraordinary” In the words of
Keating, Robin Williams certainly led an
extraordinary life.

Did you know that the pupil of your eye
expands up to 45% when you look at
someone you love? Whenever we see
someone we like, the pupils of our eyes
dilate and grow larger. It’s almost as if our
eyes are trying to see as much of this person
as possible. This is an involuntary and
uncontrollable
physiological
response.
Remember how Benedict Cumberbatch’s
Sherlock told Irene Adler that he had felt her
pulse and ‘saw her pupils dilate’? Yeah,
that’s how Sherlock knew that ‘The Woman’
had fallen for him.
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The Pavement

b y S h we t h a G o p a l

It’s 8.15 on a Tuesday morning and
Noida City Centre Metro Station is
bombarded with activity and is flaunting
its sense of monotony and routine. The
shopkeeper who runs the snack shop is
early today and is opening the shutter.
People are rushing inside. There is
garbage lying by at corners of the
pavement, but the ticking shoes and
pencil heels do not halt. They maintain
their fast pace. A pack of Girls are
walking with their stylish vibrant tops
and jeans and a pair of sunglasses that
save them from the glare. They have
fancy bags on their shoulders and the
famous Sarojini stoles around their
necks. Some have even draped that
piece of cloth around their faces to
protect themselves from the ruthless
sun and its tan which generally makes
one 2 shades lower on the fair and
lovely whiteness scale. Some people are
running to match the pace of the tick
tock on their watches. There is a
commotion caused by the numerous
large autos (locally called “shared autos”
or “Vikrams”), rickshaws, buses which
are ferrying people to and fro from the
station or are proceeding towards their
respective destinations, while dropping
passengers at the station on their way.
The newspaper wala is spreading the
newspapers on the same platform. So he
continues to spread the newspaper and
organizes them into different piles
according to their respective names. A
man quickly stops by and says in a hasty
tone “Bhaiya ek Hindu dena. Hindustan
Times bhi chalega”, pays him the money
and proceeds towards the station. He
gives a cursory glance at something
which looks like a gunny bag near a plant
and then starts walking towards the
stairs.
There she is sitting on a small charpai
made out of some rags. Hunger has
eaten her. Her cheekbones are striking.
Only a single black hair has managed to
fight its battle with age. There is a cavity
between the
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cheekbones and the mouth. Her body
reminds me of a skeleton. The only
difference that I can make out is a thin
layer of skin as if to conceal the darkness
inside. She sits there covering her head
with her saree as a veil. Her eyes are
soulless. Solitude is all that surrounds
her, other than thousands of people
who are busy tapping their feet to keep
up with their own rhythm of music. She
sits in a squatted position, holding her
hand up in the air with a couched palm,
praying for mercy. She manages to get
20 rupees till the evening on an average
day. But when there are rains or
festivals, people have better things to
look at. But her only goal today is to
manage a collection of Rs. 25. She has
been missing the small packet of bliss
for days now. Her hand shivers. Her
body craves. But it’s all about earning
the five rupees more today.
The other man sits 10 feet away from
the lady. He sits on a small stool. The
criterion for the demarcation of space is
the availability of a small bush which is
the only source of all the shade and
shelter. His hair is matted and he has
tied a piece of cloth around his waist. He
has a small bottle covered with an odd,
smelly cloth from which he frequently
takes a sip. He asks the little girl by the
stairs to fill the brownish water from an
open tap near the naala. Filth doesn’t
matter to him but dehydration does.
Today is a lucky day, as he sees a lady
walking towards him. She has a smile
that melts him. She comes and drops a
transparent packet before him and
starts walking. The man can see two
rotis and some sabji. The man’s face is
bland now. The sight of food triggers
salivation in his mouth. He is surprised
to see what food looks like again. He has
managed his bheek for one meal. But he
wishes for something that could have
been of purpose to him. Something that
would have facilitated him to stand on
his own feet.

The girl who sits right before the stairs is lost in
herself today. She looks like she is in the age bracket
of 15 to 20 years, but it’s difficult to narrow down
further. She is looking at her feet. She is trying to
clean the dirt on them by scraping it off. She is then
reminded of Madhupur. Her hometown was not a
hygienic place, but at least it made her feel clean. But
now, the smokes of the city have polluted her. She is
then suddenly conscious of a shadow. She turns
behind to see a middle aged man looking at her. His
looks have a certain kind of compassion. There is
silence for a few seconds. Both of them continue
staring at each other. The lull is broken by the girl’s
voice. She says “Saahab” in a soft tone and rubs her
noticeably protruding belly. He takes his wallet out
and hands her a 1000 rupee note. Then he waves at
her and starts walking. He pauses, and comes back.
He says “Haspataal jaake check upkarao.” Her eyes
are busy staring at the note.

Its 9.37 p.m. and the station has only its desolation to
brag about now. The dogs are barking happily as they
realize that humans have left their place. Only a few
still remain. But they are their acquaintances. The old
woman is lying on her mat of rags. She has a slight
smile on her face. She has managed to have her bliss
as she inhales the small packet of afeem (opium)
which makes her dance to a beat-less song, which
transcends her in a world where she can afford to
have dreams, where material things are immaterial.
The dogs have helped the man to open his packet of
rotis and tear them into little fragments. He has
grabbed whatever he could. Handicap is not easy,
especially when it’s accompanied by lack of facilities.
Sitting on a stool is all he can do now. He misses one
of his dearest possessions, legs. The teenaged girl has
had a royal fiesta after she removed a pillow under
her kurta which was making her uncomfortable. All
of them have managed yet another day in this battle
for survival and escape.

Remember the 1998 movie starring Jim Carrey
called ‘The Truman Show’, based on a man who
discovers he is living in a constructed-reality
televised globally around the clock? Turns out that
this movie also inspired brothers Joel and Ian Gold
in 2008 to coin the Truman Show Delusion or
Syndrome. As described in the British Journal of
Psychiatry, the Truman Syndrome is “[A]
preoccupying belief that the world had changed in
some way that other people were aware of, which
he interpreted as indicating he was the subject of
a film and living in a film set (a ‘fabricated world’).
This cluster of symptoms ... is a common
presenting complaint in individuals ... who may be
in the prodromal phase of schizophrenia.”
Basically, it’s a condition in which people believe
that they are part of a reality TV show.
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A n O d e To P o n d i c h e r r y
In the month of June I travelled extensively.
Relative to my travelling record till now, I hadn’t
travelled like this before. Going down south was
something I felt gravitated towards. I didn’t know
Pondicherry was calling me with its coconut trees,
beaches, its European architecture, Elephants,
Gajras, French food, European mannerisms, bicycle
rides on well paved roads, romantic lighting on the
beach road at night and the sea breeze whisking
you away towards discovering a new part of you; a
part whose existence you needed to be assured of.
I had found it before but Pondicherry amplified
that experience. I didn’t know I was this strong.
I stayed at Aurobindo Ashram’s Park Guest house
on the Goubert Avenue with the sea right in front
of the guest house and you could hear the sound of
the waves crashing at night. The sound of the sea
can put you to sleep very easily. In fact if you go
outside for a stroll at night on the beach road,
you’d see people sleeping near the sea, on the
rocks and benches nearby. The whole beach road is
closed for vehicles, even cyclists like me couldn’t
take advantage of the well paved road.
Pondy, as they affectionately call it, is not a
glamourous place at all. It is very small, mainly
known for being Sri Aurobindo and Mother’s
residence at the Sri Aurobindo Ashram. A great
place for those who want to relax in the true sense,
devoid of any glamour of the loud and outspoken
cities and those who want to get in touch with their
real-er selves. I say real-er because the absolute
self takes centuries for most to get a glimpse of, let
alone getting to know it.
The guest house where I stayed had a beautiful
garden with thick grass to caress your feet and such
art that very few can comprehend.
But I enjoy even simpler things which maybe
materialistic still. Butterflies are everywhere, and I
would often take a detour to run and catch one
(and I did!) but there are less of them in the main
town now, with big stores like UCB and restaurants
like KFC opening up.
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b y Ya m i n i K a u l

I enjoyed going to the beaches and collecting sea
shells a lot, I got a whole lot of them which created
a problem during check-in for flights. Shells of all
sorts; kinds that you’ve never seen before and in
such varying colours and shades and shapes that
make you wonder how does nature do this? Can
random movements in the sea and sand create
this? Shells are created by insects and the patterns
they create are absolutely marvellous. Some shells
look like UFO’s and some look like an insect wanted
to re-create a butterfly’s wings. My favourite, from
this almost daily treasure hunting, was a blue
spherical stone with golden patterns on it. It looks
like a new earth.
A very delightful part of this journey was the
people I met there and those with whom I
exchanged few pleasantries and sometimes just
smiles. I’d like to mention here that when I came
back to Delhi or even while travelling in Hyderabad
later I could feel the strong absence of warmth
among people in the city. Is this about people in
cities? Or is it depicting a general human condition
now? When we travel in metros, I just see lots of
people who don’t want to look at you or make any
connection with you, maybe I am one of them.
But the simple act of smiling at strangers makes a
connection in an instant. It makes you feel like you
belong. No words exchanged, no meaningless small
talk, no conversations where you don’t listen or ask
faithfully or where you don’t care to know how the
other really feels. I would just smile at people while
eating in the Ashram dining hall or at strangers
walking by. Although I must accept that the more
time you spend there, the more you get in touch
with your truer self as there are no distractions like
TV, malls, fast food at every corner and other
things that today’s consumerist world is happy
engaging in.
I felt that if you want to know someone truly, ask
them to be quiet for an hour and do nothing. Try
the same for yourself and prepare to be startled.

Anyway. I went to Pondy to understand Indian
Psychology with some focus on the Integral
Psychology of Sri Aurobindo. The course was taught
by MatthijisCornelissen and NeetljeHuppes with
guest lecturers talking about Upanishads, science
and psychology and the marvel that Sanskrit is. We
were a batch of 16 to be approximate and hailed
from varied backgrounds and somewhat similar
purposes. A lot of them had come twice or more for
this course and it made me wonder what brings
them back? I realized this in a few days myself. The
calm and quiet take over you, the whole aura
resonates with an inclination to discover yourself. In
simpler words, it asks you to keep it real.
A recurring theme in the course was going within.
Delving into deeper levels of existence and moving
beyond the forever imperfect surface nature. The
surface nature is what most of us are in touch with.
Few people come in contact with different layers of
existence at times and some even get a glimpse of
it. Even fewer can exist in those states for a while
and more. All this might sound mystical and esoteric
to most or few who cared to read this, but language
can rarely do justice to some experiences. Lacan
says language was created for expressing absence of
anything, maybe I am writing to re-create those
days.
People were kind for no reason. There were
language barriers ofcourse since most people spoke
Tamil or figments of English. I even learnt a few
words and caught on the Tamil accent.
An important ability I practiced more and more was
that of loving detachment. I am no master of it but I
am in the process, the mind plays too many games
and runs wild with a useless gamut of thoughts. The
feeling I treasure is being comfortable with feeling
sorrow and sadness, not the kind on TV but the real
one. The one which is somewhat justified. This kind
of sadness is closer to your being than any illusory
excitement or adrenaline rush. It is beyond thrill and
laughter. It is a part of us which does not experience
boredom because it doesn’t want anything. A part
that doesn’t obsess with happiness and ‘finding it’
or ‘wanting it’. It doesn’t need explanations,
justifications. It doesn’t need to be entertained. It
just IS.

Tomorrow
A Day that never came
but has managed to spoil every game
a day that never came
one day that takes all the blame
the basis of all shame
cripples the blossoming of life's flame
a spoiler that makes life a dream
traps the limitless in a limitless in a limitless seam
one day that takes all the blame
the basis of all shame
cripples the blossoming of life's flame
a day that never comes
but the world it rules
-Sadguru
We daydream to escape the dullness and
monotony, we use drugs to make living bearable.
Today’s times make me wonder about poets who
found beauty in strange things and people who ‘did
nothing’. People in older times had strange things to
amuse themselves with. Why is nothingness so
terrorizing now? Why do people get bored so
easily? This world is ‘manufacturing’ a lot of
‘individualistic’ thinking today which is mistaken
very often for self-centeredness and bigger egos.
But then isn’t self-discovery supposed to be that
way? In a larger process of time every action is
meaningful but to make living more authentic it
could mean to forget yourself. The true insights one
has about one’s self are always random spurts that
come from within, they are not forced.
Getting back to the course I took in Pondy, it wasn’t
a very rosy time. Often it was harsh on the ego that
one identifies with usually. The time I spent there
breaks down elements of yourself to study them.
But at least the strength to live in the dissonance
and the irony was given.
I brought back a certain freshness in my being that I
can still go back to at times. I have my pocketful of
sunshine. Sometimes the mind gets in between with
its illogical logic, but it has become transcend-able.
To sum up the whole experience in a few words is
something I still haven’t been able to, let alone
talking about it with someone. But meeting kind
people, gentle teachers and living in a harmonious
environment was a calming experience which I will
cherish forever.
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O R D E R T H AT I S C H AO S

b y Ta n v i C h a t t e rj e e

Book, pencil, pen; Book, pencil, pen.
I stack them neatly again and again.
My teacher interrupts and asks to pay attention,
Why did she have to look at me and mention?
Now, I have to start all over again.
Book, pencil, pen; Book, pencil, pen.
One day, I saw a dead mouse in the corner of my room.
See, the mouse might’ve run over the table, I presume.
Over the sofa, over all my papers, over the desk and over the bed.
Now, my room is contaminated. The germs are all spread.
I cleaned the entire room thrice with three bottles of Lysol.
But I left the window open; I have to clean it again. Bugger all.
Hours spent in the bathroom washing my hands raw.
With water, then soap, then water; it was my unwritten law.
If I don’t do it something bad might come about.
Thus, to erase the apprehension, fear and doubt.
I wash my hands, so they won’t get me, I hope.
No, they will. Do it again. Water and soap. Water and soap.
My thoughts are like leaves in a pile in a lawn
And I have to pick each one up and focus on,
Why is that person looking at me? What have I done?
Is it my face, or my hair, maybe my dress that is undone?
The thoughts that I can’t just take out of my head,
My compulsion, like weeds, it grows, its appetite fed.
I’m trapped in these rituals that are my prison,
Doing them over and over without any reason.
Perfection is what I seek, I say.
So, I comb and comb and comb and comb and pray.
Hopefully today, my hair might just look absolutely perfect.
No, it doesn’t. Do it again, till it’s correct.
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I’m so exhausted with these rituals and habits of mine.
Why can’t I do it perfectly the very first time?
I’m so afraid people will find out what I’ve tried so hard to conceal.
Worried that they might reject me, hate me, laugh at me, once it gets revealed.
I didn’t choose to be this way and it’s not my fault that I do what I do.
I’m not a freak show, a joke or an animal at the zoo.
It’s never funny, never was, when I do something again and again.
I can’t stop myself from cleaning, counting or washing till it pains.
The jokes about how I just have to have everything exactly right.
I never wanted to chase perfection, never wanted to have things precise.
Think about my world; put yourself in my shoes and wonder.
Then you might realise, my life’s not a sitcom but a show of horror.
Think twice, because you can afford the luxury of second guessing.
Before laughing at why I obsess over trivialities and nothings.
Do you think I wanted to stack my stationary in order all the time?
Not pay attention to the teacher till I get everything in order this time.
Forget it, it’s not correct. She interrupted. I have to do it again.
Book. Pencil. Pen. Book. Pencil. Pen. Book. Pencil. Pen.

Did you know that amusement park engineers use
psychological tricks to satisfy our taste for danger? A 2001
article in the Journal of Design History notes that early
amusement park engineers discovered psychological
deception could enhance the thrill and appeal of their
attractions, incorporating ride elements that continue to
frighten park visitors today. Features like beams and
overhangs that appear to just miss your head serve to
amplify your sensation of speed, and the purposeful design
of a coaster to creak or sway builds tension and bolsters the
illusion of a more pressing danger. Travel and Leisure’s
recent collection of the world’s frightening coasters cites
such fear factors as a “rickety chain” and “the illusion of
fragility” that trick our psyches and contribute to the
adrenaline and dopamine rush that attracts thrill-seekers
today. We as riders are also quite literally kept in the dark
about the reality of our experience, as engineers embrace
the power of pitch-black tunnels to disorient riders and
heighten the sense of risk involved in boarding the coaster.
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B eyo n d Fa i t h a n d Fe a r
I knew from the furrowed eyebrows
and the apprehensive looks on my
friends’ faces when I told them I
wanted to write about ‘religion’ that I
had deliberately put myself in a difficult
position. The next few weeks were
spent thinking about how to approach
this emotionally charged area of
religion that most people become
extremely defensive about or try to
evade altogether. I have neither
authority to try and define religion nor
does the scope of this piece allow me to
justify or critique its relevance to
human existence fully. In trying to
understand a complicated social
phenomenon such as religion, one is
bound to make some oversimplification
or overgeneralization, but I will try my
best not to. I intend to put forth some
of my observations in my attempt to
understand religion.
During childhood, I existed in the fairy
tale stage of religion. I bet most of us
did. The stories of Rama, Krishna,
Mohammed and Noah shared the same
schema as those of Panchtantra tales,
Aesop’s Fables and Cinderella. The
person who was ‘always watching you’
could have been God or even an
imaginary friend to my unreflective
mind. Rituals of prayer and worship
were enthusiastically learned by
imitation from primary authority figures
like parents or elder siblings.
Religion soon became a very important
part of my identity, if not the whole of
it. During the later years of my
adolescence I started being very aware
of the second hand religious life that I
was leading. Religion began to be just a
set of practices made for me by others,
communicated to me by tradition and
retained
by
habit.
My
basic
understanding of religion then was as a
paradigm
of
understanding
phenomena. It gave me readymade

by Ahla Matra

answers to questions like why are we
here, what is good and evil, what
happens after death etc. But any
attempts to talk about other possible
explanations of human existence were
brushed aside by my family as an
adolescent’s
rebellion
against
convention and tradition, which it was. I
started to seek out more original
experiences with the naïve belief that
there exists an objective truth that I am
yet to uncover.
Trying to understand religion by
observing people was perhaps one of
the most confusing experiences of my
adolescence. There were the ‘rule
followers’ who followed every rule in
the book to the word, there were the
‘modifiers’ who chose rules arbitrarily
and modified them according to
convenience and then of course, there
were the blasphemers and these
categories followed a very obvious
hierarchy. There was so much internal
conflict and cognitive dissonance within
these structures that I resorted to
directly reading religious texts. This was
not of much help either since I soon
realized
that
translations
and
interpretations of such texts were
chronologically
and
linguistically
confined.
I was constantly told that asking too
many questions was a sign of weak faith
and was made to feel extremely guilty
of wanting definite answers. It didn’t
take me very long to understand how
fear based the working of religion is. I
was constantly driven by the fear of the
unknown, the fear of bad things
happening to me, the fear of sinning. It
was probably these fears that kept me
following certain rituals mindlessly. I
kept rationalizing and holding onto my
beliefs though they didn’t make any
sense to me.
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One of such practices was the wearing of ‘hijab’ or a
veil that covers the head by a Muslim woman. The
extreme importance placed on this practice over
other religious values made me seek out reasons
behind this practice. My personal research led me to
the understanding that the popular interpretation of
and the rationale behind hijab is problematic and
hence I chose to stop following it. I realized that hijab
was less about what it actually stands for or the
institution itself but more about being an identifier or
an external indicator of faithfulness. My clothes were
a projection of my religious identity and not of my
individuality. And giving up hijab was equivalent to
giving up a huge part of my identity.
In this process, time and again, I have been told by
people around me that I was born a certain way, into
a certain community that propounds a ‘singular
truth’ that I am expected to stick to. But why the
adamancy to stick to the identity that you were born
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with? What is this ‘objective truth’ and does it really
exist? These statements often lead me to think that
perhaps what appealed to me the most all these
years was the transactional functioning of religion. In
exchange for my unequivocal faith, I was given an
absolute morality and my responsibility of calling the
moral shots was suspended. And here came in my
complacency with religion because sometimes
constantly being told what to do is a relief.
The transition, from the identity that I was told I was
born with to the identity I created for myself, was
lubricated when I discovered a space where being
your authentic self was not prohibited. But it is still
cleaved since I haven’t done a very good job of
convincing important people in my life of my beliefs
or the lack thereof. My struggle now is to dissolve
this duality completely in the hope of reconciliation
of faith and freedom.

A D I B A M A L I K 3 RD Y E A R

You will ask me, “When do you really know that
you are in Love?”
And I will say- “Right before we fall out of it”.
You will anticipate a sensational revelation of my
romances.
I will dismiss this conversation and walk away.
Before this actually happens, I will resort to
fiction. I will tell you a story of someone I created
in my head. She was particularly afraid of falling
in Love because of a lot of personal reasons; she
disliked accommodating herself, in an out-of-theway fashion to make other people happy. She
was fiercely independent and had explicitly stated
in her high school years that she'd like to engage
more in finding out who she is, than being
identified as somebody else's “girlfriend”, thank
you very much. And most of all she hated
“explaining and repeating herself”, something
which she considered was inevitable when you
share your emotional space with someone else,
or in simple terms, when you date someone.
Apart from formulating such exaggerated
definitions of something as simple as love, she
also engaged in emotional adventure; one,
because a physical adventure would require
prolonged vacation (therefore money) and a
complete disregard for consequences (one of
which is also body mutilation) and two, because
she lived on the exhilaration that a thrilled and
racing heart provides.
Now if you see closely and carefully, this
particular young woman was doomed. She was
clearly creating and inviting paradoxes. By way of
common sense, we can easily judge that she is
going to provide maximum resistance to anyone
who asks her out for coffee and other related, but
equally unimportant questions, like, whether she
prefers her coffee strong or with a lot of sugar, or
if she has ever realized how her smile makes their
day. And by way of further careful understanding
we can see that her need to constantly keep
herself thrilled might give her dangerous
addictions. By the time I reach this point of the
story, a lot of people ask me to simplify this

unnecessarily complicated prelude to a rather
simple plot, which they all have inferred by now:
that this particular young woman like any other
young woman is going to fall in love with a boy in
all supposed heteronormative probability. After
congratulating these people, I tell them that this
prelude is very much the plot itself.
This particular young woman, having been
passionately pursued by a young man, couldn't
keep herself from falling for him, which included
obsessive, addictive behaviours such as playing
particular songs on repeat, churning out 4 digit
phone bill amounts and constantly thinking about
unimportant things like how much sugar he
would like in his coffee because she usually
ended up sweetening it a bit too much. This also
made her particularly fearful of the fact that a lot
of times these unattended small differences are
symptoms of incompatibility.
To curb her
insecurities, she resorted to the ever welcoming
institution of friendship under the roof of which
she could call him and herself friends. This would
solve a lot of things; this way she could call him at
any time of the day and shower him with all the
affection and protectiveness she felt for him,
without the anxiety of coming face to face with
the fact that she was clearly becoming
increasingly dependent on him every single day
and was going out of her way to know something
as unimportant as him liking his coffee hot.
She was torn between the thrill this
companionship provided and the ideals which
called her to safe territories again and again. She
got addicted to this strange feeling of misery that
seemed inevitable and another long pursuit of
formulating definitions ensued. She mistakenly or
unmistakenly decided that Love must be
extremely painful. They both thrived in this
passionate relationship where they fell out of
love and in love several times in a day and plenty
of times in a year. Every day she would question
more than introspect if this was actually Love,
whether she was meeting the idealistic standards
of her adventure, of her definitions of what Love
is.
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This tedious over thinking led her to hate
definitions and labels. She took one step closer
to her essential nature and confessed to this
particular young man that he was someone who
could make her so dependent on him that she
went on to the extent of saying that she was
almost afraid of imagining life without him. If it
were a movie, the end credits must be rolling in
by now with the resolution of her confusions.
But the resolution had not occurred yet.
After a mutual confession of romantic intent by
both the parties, a small period of courtship
ensued, by the end of which this particular
young woman and this particular young man
decided to separate ways on grounds of tedium
and the painful memories that they associated
with it. It was then that she realized how he was
both the cure and the source of the pain he had
caused her. It was in her own repentance of
hurting him that she understood how he must
be feeling and hence, in this act of going away
from him she kept on getting closer to him. She
saw how much she had changed in order to give
herself more to him, which required miraculous
feats of listening to the genre of music she
didn't like and neglecting her entire existence
without him. She saw that in this heart break
caused by their separation, she was slowly
becoming him. She was entirely made up of his
memories, his idiosyncrasies; she found traces
of him in her: in the way she wrote her 'S's, in
her blackcurrant ice cream orders, in the way
that she is more of a listener now.
If this were a movie, the rolling credits wouldn't
have rolled in even now. This particular young
woman realized that she was in Love when she
was clearly falling out of love after their
separation. While coping with this wonderful
and miserable condition in her life, she also
realized that there is no point asking when one
knows that they are in Love. Because if Love
were inherent and intuitive, there shouldn't be
any answers to when it concretely and tangibly
happens. This liberated her in ways
unimaginable; it prepared her for what was
coming next. During her mourning, this
particular woman met this particularly
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wonderful person. This new person apart from
being particularly wonderful was particularly
strange. This wonderful person broke all
conventions and definitions which remained of
this particular woman. She was awed at how
she could be infatuated with someone who was
going to leave all her ideals in shambles.
She wanted to, but was afraid of making
promises of forever to this particularly
wonderful person. The residues of her previous
relationships infested her with a certain
mistrust when it came to herself. She was afraid
that she had committed a grave fault of hurting
that particular young man and now karma will
make sure she repents. This repentance made
her so fearful that she kept to herself and didn't
make any efforts to know unimportant things
like whether this particularly wonderful person
even likes coffee. Credits still wouldn't role in
because there is no end to Love and its silly
realizations. Like the woman of paradoxes that
she was, she didn't realize that something
particularly wonderful was about to happen. In
this particular phase, she realized that Love,
although miserable, was worth falling into again
and again, that whatever she had in her
previous relationship made her capable of love
and not just illusions. And so she opened herself
in a way that this particularly wonderful person
faced almost no resistance and one day safely
planted a particularly wonderful kiss
dangerously close to her lips.
She made sure that this time she wouldn't tell
herself how love should be because that would
exorbitantly damage what Love could actually
be for her. This time around, she was ready to
free fall through life and let this new found Love
bring her surprises and fantastic emotional
adventures. This time around, she wouldn't
cloud herself with her ideals, and then enjoy
falling in Love when she is falling out of it. This
time around, with this particular new person
she felt her thrilled and racing heart particularly
exhilarated and without even thinking, she
knew that she had actually fallen in Love.
The End.

On “her”
‘Her’ begins with Theodore Twombly writing a
heartfelt letter, and ends with another one. The
movie is a poetic journey about what happens in
between, painting painfully beautiful pictures of
human loneliness, attachment, love, need to
possess, and existence in general. In delicately
illustrating ideas of human consciousness, it asks
more questions than it answers.
Theodore is a deeply perceptive and melancholically
eloquent letter writer presented in the shoes,
clothes and emotions of an average guy. Following a
split with his wife of many years, he leads a solitary
life, loneliness rippling across his work, friends and
everything else. He indifferently checks his emails
on the way from work, flips through news, and plays
games with fictional characters in fictional worlds. It
is set in a future when virtual reality is no longer an
oxymoron. Ease would have eclipsed the depth of
human connection. Technology would have filled up
vacuums, taken up all possible roles of service to
humans, and cleared up a lot of space in the
physical environment.
It later goes on to fill up spaces inside humans. It is
serendipity when Theodore sees an advertisement
of an Operating System, an entity that “listens to
you, understands you and knows you”. For
Theodore, the entity names itself Samantha. She
laughs, giggles and talks with him. She possesses a
consciousness like humans - made of the DNAs of
generations, characterized by the ability to grow
with her own experiences. She is intelligent, fun and
caring. Only that she lacks a body. Her inferiority in
lacking a body is overcome through Theodore, who
takes her through adventures, and makes her feel

what it is like to be human. When she looks at the
world for the first time, Theodore is able to enjoy
her unscarred perception too. She nudges his fun
self from its resting place; it bubbles to surface and
floats about. He generates in her desire, worry,
jealousy, excitement. They fill spaces in each other.
They fall in love.
At this point, we feel Samantha is a real person and
run out of reasons to contradict ourselves. Their
ebullient relationship is tugged by the human need
to be real. Samantha feels convinced of their
similarity in that they are both made of matter. In
the scene where Theodore sits on the beach with
Samantha, he looks the least alone. From an
outsider’s point of view, we can see the strength of
human connection with the virtual world.
Consciousness is shown separate from the body in
the movie, and though Samantha desires for a body
in the beginning, she begins to enjoy not being
restricted in time and space. Human body is shown
as a weakness due to its needs like sleep, its
inevitability of an end. Samantha and other
operating systems later outstrip their need to be
confined to matter. She transcends the need to be
possessed and possess. This makes her essentially
different from Theodore.
Throughout the movie, Samantha is ployed between
a mechanical “it” and a lively “her”. It distils out raw
human emotions and puts them out on an elegant
colour palette for us to see and think. It tries to
meander through the thin lanes of what it means to
be human. Backed by poignant music, this movie
shows the importance of real human connections.
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Since You Asked
How to deal with inferiority complex regarding
body image?
Megha Ma’am: Body images issues are on the rise
among young people these days. To answer your
question, I must talk about why so many women feel
bad
about
their
bodies
in
the
first
place. Unfortunately being beautiful these days
means meeting the fixed standard of being tall, thin,
light-eyed and fair. If we don’t meet this standard
(and most of us don’t) we end up feeling bad about
ourselves. Of course people around us - family,
friends, peers and the media- are constantly
reminding us of our so-called ‘flaws’. Interestingly, if
you notice, most of us like ourselves the way we are.
We start doubting ourselves only when we pay too
much attention to the opinions of others. It is when
we internalise this fixed image of beauty and all the
criticisms we hear, that body image issues crop up.
While we should be questioning the shallow and
rigid notions of beauty that have become so
prevalent in society, we simply accept them because
nobody tells women that they can be challenged.
Dealing with body image issues requires asking
yourself one basic question- Why should someone
else be telling you what your body should look like?
You are intelligent and bright- why can’t you have
your own definition of a beautiful body? Fashion
magazines tell women how to be more beautiful- for
example tips on skin care and hair care- primarily so
that the cosmetics industry can flourish. If they start
Final year tension as usual and to top that boyfriend
trouble. How do I deal with it? How do we come to
know of our true feelings?
Kanika Ma’am: How do we know our true feelings?
That's a tough one. Beware of cyber shrinks who will
tell you “7 ways how you can get to know your true
feelings”. Believe me, it isn't easy to theorize love.
Love is a combination of passion, intimacy and
commitment. Ask yourself, do your feeling for your
boyfriend have all three components? Concentrate
on your future goals and studies and evaluate if and
how your boyfriend fits into this. You will get your
answer.
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telling women that they are beautiful the way they
are, then all the make-up companies will go out of
business! So there is an economic reason behind
promoting this fixed idea of beauty. As a smart
young woman you DO NOT have to be entrapped
these notions.
You may think the answer to your body image issue
is to lose weight. Ok, you could try that but in
another five years, fashion magazines will tell you
that ‘plump is in.’ These ‘beauty’ definitions keep
changing. Don’t accept them. They are problematic
and pull women down. Challenge them. The next
time someone tells you to lose weight or whiten
your skin say: “THANKS but I quite like myself.
Perhaps you could go and learn some social skills.”
Irrespective of what people tell you, there are many
ways of being beautiful. Beauty lies in grace, in
elegance and in self confidence. Beauty lies in dark
skin, in a rounded bum and in being petite. In an
ideal world there would be multiple definitions of
beauty. If you don’t find them around you, create
them. Your body is much more than some exterior
cover that needs to meet some arbitrary standard of
beauty. Cherish your body because it’s young,
healthy and because it enables you to do so much.
Enjoy all the things your body allows you to do. Don’t
give into meaningless comments and comparisons.
Start listening to yourself. That is the key to loving
your body.

I am very passive when it comes to taking action
related to people in my life. Because of this I have
screwed up many important relationships. How do I
stop thinking that some future version of me will
deal with it and actually take action?
Kanika Ma’am: It is very important to not torment
yourself thinking of ‘what if’ and ‘will I’. Happy
people live in the present and are mindful of what
they do in the present. Take lessons from your past
and try and become more proactive with people
around you. You could try to maintain a diary and
write the steps that you plan to take, review them
and then take them within the time that you have
allocated. You could even try taking feedback from
some of the important people in your life. Good luck.

What is the best way to support a friend going
through severe grief?
Bhuvana Ma’am: The best way to support your friend
is to be there for her/him. As a friend, you are in the
privileged position of being in the circle of trust. Many
a times, he/she might just want someone to be with
because they don’t want to be alone; sometimes they
would want to just vent out, not particularly looking
for any solutions or answers. Just be there for your
friend, as a shoulder to cry on, or as a good listener.
You would probably be a person to provide distraction
from the grief. Do the things that you would usually
do, going out shopping, eating out, or watching

movies- anything that could give them a sense of
normalcy. Also, be patient. Every one of us reacts
differently to grief. We are all overwhelmed by life’s
situations and need some time to get back on our
feet. It is always nice to have a friend to hold our
hand, to remind us that things will get better.
If this grief is because of personal failures, you need
to remind your friend how special he/she is. Personal
failures can shake up oneself worth and belief in ones
capabilities. When self belief is low, support and
strength from friends and family is crucial to help
them get over the tough times.

I extremely hate this college. I am simply not cut
out for it. Not to be mistaken I love the crowd. My
seniors are really helpful, but certain things aren’t
and I shouldn’t mention it here, lest I find myself in
a vulnerable position despite keeping my name
concealed. I have always been a rank holder in
school and needless to say, I’d met the first cut off.
But that is because I loved what I learnt. I used to
have fun and at the same time study when
required. I know this is college and we are
supposed to work extra hard. I was prepared for
that. But what I wasn’t prepared for was the fact
that I would end up having no life at all. It feels like
I am back to class 7 or 8. Even 9th and 10th weren’t
this strict. Forget about parties and outings (which
were an integral part of my life before), I don’t
have time to even read a novel I was so desperate
to lay my hands on. Time management? I was
always good at that. I was the kind of person who’d
always be happy no matter what. And now, I have
no emotions at all. I am numb. Switch college?
Really tempting. I have considered this for so long.
But my parents are happy thinking that I am in the
best college. Study wise, it is the best. But studies
are not everything. There is something called
standard of living, or rather, feeling basic emotions
to say the least. I can’t switch my college. I can’t let
my parents down (not that they are pressuring me.
They are not even aware how very unsatisfied I
am). So basically, I have to survive 2 and 3/4th
more years with numbness. Please give me some
suggestions regarding how to spend this time
without letting this numbness convert into

depression (I am already a part of various extracurricular. The only break I get. I am considering
seeking help from a psychologist).
Bhuvana Ma’am: From your question, I am assuming
you are a first year student (with 2 and ¾ years
ahead). Moving from school to college is a major
milestone in all our lives, and it is not always very
easy or pleasant. It can overwhelm us and make us
question our every decision. My only suggestion for
you would be to give it some time. You are a bright
kid, and have interest in several extra curricular
activities. The first 3 months of college has been
chaotic for you. Give it time to make sense of how
you can make the best of your time here. From what
I read, I feel you find the chaos and clutter of the
demands of college too suffocating (and a bit
pointless). But there is meaning in this madness.
Over time, you will learn to find the balance in
curricular, extra curricular and in activities outside of
college, you will find time to “have a life” outside of
college as well. Until then, don’t be hasty in labeling
your feelings and experiences as hate-worthy,
because that distaste could prevent you from
enjoying the experiences and to even attempt to get
a hold of things. Try to be less cynical about it as a
conscious choice and things will start to get better. I
speak here from my personal experience as a cynic.
A conscious decision to be optimistic has made a
huge difference in my life to make sense of most, if
not all, things.

39

How can one overcome low self-esteem? And the comparing ourselves to others results only in
feeling one is negatively judged by people around on frustration because no matter how well we do, there
a daily basis?
will always be someone doing better than us. What is
the point of these comparisons after all? You are an
Megha Ma’am: Every person has a number of individual in your own right. There is nobody else in
strengths and weakness. But people with low self the world, who presents the unique mix of qualities
esteem show a particular cognitive pattern: They tend that you do. So thirdly stop the comparisons!
to give too much importance to their perceived Another thing important for a healthy sense of selfshortcomings
while
under-emphasizing
their esteem is to bring to an end this constant craving for
strengths. A young woman for instance may only everyone’s approval. People with low self esteem are
judge herself on the fact that she doesn’t get the always looking for reassurance from others that they
highest marks in class while largely ignoring the fact are worthy of attention and affection. This is going to
that she is a hard-working and kind person. Although sound cruel… but you will just keep waiting. The
it’s rather unpleasant to dislike yourself all the time, approval simply won’t come in the abundance that
low self-esteem can persist for years unless you are hoping for. And this has nothing much to do
you chose to see yourself in a more balanced and less with you. It’s just that people are so caught up in their
pessimistic manner. So firstly you need to own concerns and worries that they don’t have the
acknowledge and appreciate the strengths you time or mental space to flood you with compliments
and make you feel better. So forget about that fairy
possess. Don’t downplay them.
Self esteem also tends to decline when we are too tale unfolding some day. Instead focus on the love
harsh on ourselves and try to pursue perfectionism. you get from people who really matter to you. People
Perfection is a futile goal to run after because humans with low self esteem get as many compliments from
were not made to be perfect. Don’t expect yourself to loved ones as do other people. But when you have
be top-notch all the time. Just like it’s your poor self esteem you tend to negate the compliments
responsibility to take care of your family, it’s your and see them with suspicion. Don’t do that. Rather
responsibility to take care of yourself. Give things your than taking criticisms to heart all the time, take the
best shot and work hard in life but allow yourself to compliments you get to heart. So fourthly, start
make mistakes. Everybody makes them! So secondly, believing compliments because most of the time
people are genuine when they say something nice to
be gentle and compassionate towards yourself.
you. Also start giving yourself a meaningful
Another thing that contributes to low self esteem is compliment every day. It really helps to say something
the tendency to constantly compare ourselves to nice to you! Just try it.
others. During childhood we are constantly compared
to our siblings and cousins at home. In school we are Low self esteem can be tackled provided you work on
perpetually compared to our peers. So we develop yourself and understand that you are greatly
the belief that these comparisons are necessary and deserving of respect from yourself and others. It will
come from others, but it must come from you first.
needed in life. But in my opinion constantly

I usually get irritated and frustrated when I have a lot of pressure of college work. This affects my
relationship with friends and family. How do I deal with it?
Kanika Ma’am: This is just the beginning of managing work-life balance. Proper time management will reduce
the pressure of college work. Try these four tips to reduce college pressure: (1) goal setting (when goals relate
to the high priorities in one's life, it helps to deal with irritation); (2) plan and prioritize studies and
relationships (priorities do change with time, for e.g.. during exams, work would be paramount) ;(3) manage
your interruptions (your cell phone being THE most important); and (4) do not procrastinate (get down to
doing it). Remember, 20% of what you do yields 80% of the results. So pick your 20% carefully!
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"I have mild mood swings, feel overly enthusiastic
about work, my abilities and soon enough. I start
feeling totally tired of life and work. I am able to
bring out my best, perform very well if I reinforce
myself with outings and I also drink a little to deal
with my stress. Is this entire okay, if I keep it under
moderation? How should I overcome these habits
that I have become accustomed to?"
Parul Ma’am: Well! As long as it is ''mild" and "under
moderation", it is okay but not the best. We should
not be slaves of our habits and our emotions. Since
you have asked this question, does this pattern of
behaviour bother you, specifically the "overly
enthusiastic" approach to work, "totally tired of life"
and "drink a little to deal with stress”? If yes, then
you may want to observe it more closely and find
ways of evolving better strategies.
What is the better or the best way to know your
potential and not over stress yourself by trying to
achieve?
Parul Ma’am: By potential, do you mean academic
potential i.e. an assessment of what is the best kind
of marks you can get, which courses you can ace and
so on...? If yes, then, I would think that your long
academic life and the kind of results you have got
through your school and college should give a broad
idea of that. If the results have been somewhat
consistent, then they are a reliable marker of your
academic potential. If they have varied drastically,
then you got to introspect what are such
motivational and emotional factors that have made
you achieve the best and/or go down. Best way to
know yourself and achieve your potential is to
explore (giving yourself the chance to go in directions
that look interesting and meaningful to you), be

yourself and compete with yourself and not with
others.
What is the role of the mind/will power/mental
strength in overcoming physical hurdles?
Parul Ma’am: It is all in the mind! It is the way you
look at the situation, your will to succeed in it
influences your actions. The mind decides whether
something is a insurmountable hurdle or an
opportunity; whether you want to be quit or see
through the challenge. It is through the mind that
you form goals, purpose and meaning in life
I would like to ask the better way to deal with
environmental changes, like when you come to a
new place, especially to an all girl’s college, many of
us have some issues about it. Is trying to achieve
more and more a better way to react after being
exposed to the environment at LSR where you see
excellence at every step you take?
Parul Ma’am: It is important to give oneself the time
to see and observe what is happening around. If you
see excellence around yourself, appreciate it but
don’t get burdened by it. Try to see what can you
learn from others, explore and identify for yourself a
couple of things in which you would like to upscale
your skills, get involved in those activities which you
enjoy and give you opportunities to learn. It is futile
to try to outdo others because it is a rat race. Try to
improve yourself, academically, emotionally,
physically...Try to be better at handling your
emotions, at dealing with differences, at finding your
routes to different places in town, managing your
finances - these are skills that will make you feel
empowered.

When we are going through something bad, how do we accept those emotions and fear but stabilize those
feelings and emotions?
Bhuvana Ma’am: I am in awe of your question that shows wisdom beyond your age! It kept me thinking for
quite some time before I could answer. I suppose the first step in accepting what we are feeling is to not react
to it. Be a mere spectator of your own life, watch it, take it in, analyse it, but don’t react knowing that it is but
another phase that will pass- a pain that will and have to subside. This is what the great sages have tried to
master, and have spent years doing so. Read up about it if such spiritual aspects interest you. You could
perhaps start with the Herman Hesse book Siddartha- a rather book written in simple language, yet quite
insightful.
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How to relax when I feel anxious?
Bhuvana Ma’am: Feeling anxious is a normal
reaction when you are overwhelmed with a
particular situation. There are a number of ways you
can deal with it. Some of the techniques are given
below, pick what suits you best and helps you relax.
a) Breathing exercises
Have you seen the movie the Incredible Hulk where
he learns to control his anger through breathing so
that he doesn’t turn into a green rage monster? This
chunk of fiction is true; you can control your
emotions by regulating your breath. Learn a few
pranayama techniques like naadishudhi, Om
chanting, pranayama, kapalabathi and practice
them whenever you feel anxious or for a few
minutes every day. Over time, you will be able to
manage your emotions much better.
b) Do something that makes you happy
A simple and effective technique. Do something
that makes you happy for at least 30 minutes in a
day. It could be singing, dancing, painting, running
or any other hobby that makes you feel refreshed.
Explore hobbies and involve yourself in activities
apart from academic or college related. It will give
you a break
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from hectic schedules and will give balance to your
daily routine.
c) Spend some time alone everyday
Personally, I find this to be the most effective
technique. Many a times, the world around us can
be so overwhelming, so take a break and spend time
with you. Go for a walk or to a coffee shop, take
your favourite book with you, enjoy your coffee,
book and a little me time. If you are an introvert,
spending time alone is equivalent to charging your
batteries.
d) Stay positive
Many a times, we are overwhelmed because we
perceive the task at hand to be harder than what it
really is. So take a deep breath and tell yourself that
things will go well. Give your best, because honestly,
that is all you can do. If it doesn’t go well, there will
always be ways to rectify it; it is not the end of the
world. Don’t be too hard on yourself. And
remember, you will make mistakes- that is how you
will grow. Enjoy the moments in life- both happy
ones and difficult ones knowing that you grow with
each passing experience and determined that it will
only change you for the better.

How to deal with the pressure of college workload?

you meet your goals. Good luck!

Kanika Ma’am: College is a time to make a number
of choices- some with regard to what you would like
to do vis-a-vis career, some with regard to extracurricular and some with regard to the friends that
you make and your family. These three may be
likened to rocks, pebbles and sand, rocks being the
most important followed by pebbles, followed by
sand. You alone decide which is what. Remember to
put in the big rocks (what is the most important to
you) first in the glass. The remaining two are like
pebbles and sand- if you put the sand first, there will
be no room to put the pebbles and rocks. When you
look back at your college years you might realize
that at that stage of your life, the network of friends
that you made in college is helping you the most.
Keep a balance to help you deal with the pressures
of college. Manage your time well- make a time
table to study. Make SMART goals for your
workload- Specific, Measurable, Achievable, Realistic
and Time bound and keep rewarding yourself when

I am unable to cope with studies and I think
because of it I am not able to give time to my
family and friends. Please help.
Kanika Ma’am: Inability to cope with studies can
stem from two things- first, lack of motivation/
interest and second, lack of ability. If it is the first,
think of how the course that you are currently
pursuing is linked with your life goals. It is certainly
possible that some subjects that you are studying
might not be of interest to you, but try and look for
those that appeal to you. If it is the latter, introspect
on your study habits. This should include where you
study and what time you study. Use reinforcing selfstatements like 'It's not as bad as I expected'. Don't
worry about how others are doing or possible
negative consequences. This will also help decrease
your stress and allow you to spend time with your
family and friends without feeling guilty about it.

Why do I need to find a meaning in my life? What If I
don’t?
Bhuvana Ma’am: Trust me when I say this- all of us
are looking for meaning in our lives. It is not a
onetime process- but a lifelong pursuit, and the
meanings change as we grow. Life’s meanings and
purposes are fluid based on our physical,
psychological, and spiritual status and we grapple
with and take in what we can at every stage of life.
After say 10 years, that meaning could no longer
make sense, and we let go and look for what is
relevant.
Sometimes, you don’t understand what life has in
store, and what you have to be doing. And that is
completely OK. Many of us live without the grand plan
of self-actualization, and it is not a crime. If you are
never lost, you will never be found. So don’t be
overwhelmed by the alleged meaninglessness of life.
I, for one, believe that every path we take makes us
wiser, and brings us closer to what we want to do. If it
is not, we will unconsciously rebel against it and
change our path. Look back on your life and you will
know that those decisions that seemed random say 3
or 4 years ago now makes sense and appear logical.
Don’t be overwhelmed by the mystery of it all, you
will have your “ta-dah!” moments in life that will
guide you. But life is not a rigid blue print to live
according to a strict plan from day one- it is an
adventure, an exploration. Don’t be afraid to search,

and don’t be disheartened if you don’t find something
every time- it simply isn’t possible (or statistically
probable!).
Why is intelligence measured in terms of
achievement?
Bhuvana Ma’am: A rational explanation is that
achievement is probably the one variable that can be
precisely measured and compared. But, intelligence is
so much more than that, and those who understand it
will not put such great emphasis on achievement
alone. There are many facets to intelligence- social,
emotional, and others are equally important
compared to the traditional understanding of
intelligence measured through the infamous IQ tests.
In fact, studies have shown that achievers are mostly
only moderately intelligent. But what they lack in
terms of ability, they make up with diligence,
persistence, and hard work to become better at what
they do.
The world famous boy band Beatles did not gain fame
in one day with their musical genius. They practised
for several years and through hundreds of not-sogreat performances to sharpen their abilities and
achieve their cult status. If you are interested, read
the book Tipping Point by Malcolm Gladwell, which
talks about stories of success. It will give you a new
perspective.

A close friend of mine has started displaying certain disturbing signs some time ago like extreme
preoccupation with weight and appearance. The most concerning fact is skipping meals and purging
whenever she eats a heavy meal. Being a student, I am in no position to suggest a diagnosis but she does
need help because people around us have already started telling her, “To get over her Bulimia.” Such a label
has sort of reinforced her behaviour. Too much prodding causes her to walk away or get annoyed. I want
her to see a counsellor but it is a great task. How do I convince her and how do I help her?
Bhuvana Ma’am: Such dangerous preoccupation has been increasing among adolescents in the recent years,
and it is heartbreaking for the loved ones to see them ruin their health. If you think talking to her is further
pushing her away from you, I would recommend that you could give her a few reading materials on the
phenomenon that highlights the problem behaviours and its effect in the future. Also, when you speak with
your friend, try not to be judgmental or even overly emotional about it. That tends to set people into a state of
denial. Also, be patient with your friend, such habits are not very pleasurable for them, but they involve in it
due to overwhelming pressures they put on themselves. So, it will take them time to break out of the habit. If
you feel the need, talk to your teachers about what is going on, and what you can do to help. And an
important part, tell your friend that you will be there to lend a helping hand at any time, and that she can
depend on you for help.
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I am a 3rd year student of LSR. And like any other
third year student, I am expected and supposed to
be working and studying hard. But, I don’t know
what or why I am unable to do that? I have got
time, a decent amount to do my work and finish it,
but I end up using that time engaging in other
activities (even related to academic coursework at
times) but I still feel I waste time a lot! I wasn’t this
way before; maybe the realization itself has made
me end up this way like I am. I also understand the
importance of time management, yet I am failing to
put it into application now. What do I do to get the
same motivation and vigour back in me?
Kanika Ma’am: A good place to start is with your
values, long-range goals and objectives. Relate
weekly activities to those goals. Use a simple weekly
planner to manage and protect your planned
activities. Plan daily tasks. Try to stay on track. It is
also important to build in time for exercise.
Sometimes inactivity leads to lethargy and apathy.
And don’t forget to have fun. Don’t be too harsh on
yourself. Maybe you just think that you are wasting
time. ‘Engaging in other activities even related to
academic coursework at times’ does not seem like
wasting time to me. But if you really think you are
wasting time, maintain a time log for a week. Note
down when you start and end a particular activity
and make notes if you think you have taken up far
longer than what you should have. It will help you
analyze what you do in an average day and help you
use time more effectively.

If you think that someone in your family is suffering
from a disorder or depression, what is the next best
step to help them without scaring them or ruining
your relationship with them?
Bhuvana Ma’am: A psychological disorder like
depression is different from a life stressor in many
ways. If you think a family member is depressed, it
would be good to understand whether the problems
are due to some stressful life events. Also, studying
Psychology, we are quick to unconsciously diagnose
or categorise people as suffering from a
psychological disorder, which might not be the case
most of the time. However, if you think the person is
facing difficulties in life, you could talk to them
about what is worrying them, rather than
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What is the best way to get a friend who is
showing symptoms of a disorder to seek
professional help?
Bhuvana Ma’am: As students of Psychology,
studying symptoms and disorders, we become
sensitive in picking out and identifying problem
behaviours and thought processes in people.
However, all of us have such tendencies and
behave in such ways at one time or another. We
have all exhibited such symptoms as reactions
to stressors in life, and these ARE healthy
reactions to appropriate circumstances. For
instance, when we lose a loved one, break up
with a boy/girl friend- these are all heartbreaks
and we are prone to feeling depressed and
sorrowful to such significant losses in life. One
trait that we as future psychologists need to
inculcate is to refrain from quick labelling and
diagnosis of people. All behaviours have
explanations, and it is important to understand
why someone behaves a certain way rather than
diagnosing them as suffering from a disorder.
So, be there for your friend, talk to her, and ask
her what is troubling her. And listen to her
without judgment. For all you know, she might
be feeling lonely and lost, and just the presence
of a caring friend could lift up her spirits.
If you still think that your friend requires
professional help, you could always talk to your
teachers about it and get appropriate referral.

approaching them and saying, “I think you are
depressed. You need to get some help.” Instead, you
could tell them, “You seem a little stressed out or
worried. Is there something troubling you?” Be
available for them to share with you any difficulties
they might have.
Many a times we just need someone to talk to, or
just that extra care. If none of this seems to work,
then it would make sense to broach the topic very
gently. You could always ask them, “Would you be
interested in talking to a specialist about your
problems?” But I would suggest not to jump to
conclusions early on because we all have different
ways of coping with difficulties in life. And
sometimes, all we need to get back up is that little
extra support from loved ones.

Warm Hearts, Warmer Stories
by Aishaanyaa Tewari & Aishwarya Bajaj
Loved corners of our college have become their homes, but they are people who are ‘just another face’
we meet every day. The Nescafe wali chirpy Didi, nursery wale Mali Bhaiya and Safaai Wale Bhaiya, are
nameless people who create the experience of this college for us every day. The plants we decorate our
lower foyer with, the spick and span classrooms we find every morning and the iced tea we sip on
between classes help us write our own personal stories, which is possible only when the stories of other
people merge with ours. We met these three people who credit this place with making them who they
are…

POOJA DIDI
If you think about one person in the college staff
who is always ostensibly in a good mood and
willingly listens to all our cribbing, complaining and
gossip, it is Pooja at the Nescafe stall. Just 19 years
of age, she is paying for her own education and is
currently doing a Diploma in Information
Technology. When asked about her job here, Pooja
goofily stated that she doesn't like cooking, and
only makes Maggi because it can be made
instantly! But recently, she has learnt how to make
Chhole and has become pretty good at it.
She dreads Sundays and prefers working because
here she constantly has someone to talk to. A lot of
us, she said, have shared our secrets and diet plans
with her. Laughingly, she told us how a lot of girls
break their diet resolves every other day. Like any
other girl her age, she doesn't think much about
her future. We saw her jumping around and
chasing her friend around the Nescafé stall, teasing
her with loving nicknames.
Complementing her boisterous nature is her
preference for male friends over female friends for
the simple reason that they can keep secrets. But
that doesn't mean her bonds with her female
friends aren't deep enough. Heena - the little pixie
you see working along with her at the Nescafe was
sent by their boss to work in a Nescafe at some
other DU college but she returned solely because
she wanted to work with Pooja.
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Pooja was born and brought up in the conflict stricken areas of Tughlakabad populated majorly
by Gujjars, which has made her fearless and picking up fights won’t be a problem for her and
she says can be badass whenever the need arises. In fact, she is very protective of her elder
sister who she considers very beautiful and should be safeguarded from the malicious glares of
men. She shares a very bitter sweet relationship with her. On being asked if she'll miss her when
she gets married, she cracks a joke about her saying that “she is crazy because she is a
teacher...” She is closer to her brother who is younger than her but acts like an elder one and
maintains that certain dress code be followed when she goes out. Naughty and fun loving
herself, Pooja loves children and is friends with all the young children in her locality.
We saw that being her witty and energetic self she has not only managed to befriend a diverse
group of girls but also make for herself a work environment where she enjoys every moment;
what else could a 19 year old ask for!

D H U L A C H A N D B H A I YA
“I am not going home……..not really.” – Harry Potter,
Harry Potter and the Philosopher's Stone
Analogies have been drawn between Hogwarts and
L.S.R., innumerable times - primarily because L.S.R.
has been to its people what Hogwarts was to Harry: a
second home.
We listen to the adulations of this college from
classmates and alumna very often but on a Tuesday
evening sitting in the front lawns, we lent our ears to
this college’s praise from the lips of a man who has
probably done the most varied work for L.S.R. since
the past thirty years; from watch keeping and
gardening to cleaning: Dhulachand Bhaiya. His face is
familiar, but who he is, apart from that lingering
presence in empty classrooms at 4 o clock, we do not
know... He is the gentleman who ensures that our
classrooms and laboratories are spick and span every
morning students come for classes.
We were surprised when he said, “These are the best
years of my life.”
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“My fondest memories from my life are from L.S.R.” He spoke affectionately of the college, the way
people talk about their home. He said that whatever he has become, is because of this college, since he
started from here. He has learned everything that he knows from the college, and has begun and will
end what he knows as life, here itself.
One of the most charming things we came to know about him is that he smiles a lot. That simple
childlike smile never left his face throughout our conversation. He opened up with great ease and
poured out his heart. We were taken aback when he said, “The kind of situations I have been in, the
things I have seen.. I wish not even an ant goes through that...” His parents had passed away when he
was only seven years old. He has four sisters and two brothers who migrated to Delhi, looking for work.
He recalls he was paid just twenty five Paise a day for labour work. Always being a part of the safe
havens, this hardship was unimaginable. He hails from a very humble background and is not very welloff, but he proudly tells us that his youngest daughter is an L.S.R. student of the History Department,
and his sons are studying in D.A.V. Public School.
All we could think of, was him as a little kid straining every nerve to just survive in this competitive
world as he narrated his story of his hard times, which reminded us of David Copperfield. His eyes did
not moisten and he did not stop speaking, rather he remained his cheerful self and chatted about his
memories attached to this space.
He reminisced about our ex-principal Dr. S. M. Luthra whose presence, made conspicuous by the click
of her heels, was enough to keep students away from loitering around in the corridors and to scare him
too (admitting sheepishly).He also put forth how different former principal M.G. was from her.
Dhulachand Bhaiya showed an unimaginable amount of gratitude towards our college. And it shows, by
his humility and his nature to face difficulties with fortitude and a warm smile.
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AKBAR BHAIYA
We pride ourselves at having the best looking campus, the
most well-manicured lawns and a victory at the Green Cup
every year yet we are oblivious to the hard work and creativity
that goes into tending to and maintaining the greenery at LSR.
Akbar bhaiya, a man of small build who, when we approached
in his very own territory behind the huts - the nursery,
welcomed us and showed us the place like a proud parent. For
a seemingly shy man, he was extremely chatty. His work and
his plants make up a major portion of who he is…He narrated
an anecdote which showed his dedication to his job
Once on a holiday to his village, in the market with his
children, he grew so worried about his plants, that he
immediately left the place leaving behind his elder son to
accompany his younger children back home! With his phone
battery dead, he could only contact his family when he
reached Delhi. His mother was upset with him for days. He
laughed and rolled his eyes while he remembered this..
Akbar bhaiya mentions that he loves listening to old Hindi
songs on his mobile and keeps the music playing till the
battery runs out.
Being young when his father passed away, the whole burden
to earn for his family indirectly came on to his head. So he
started working in a nursery. Having had no formal schooling,
he was imparted a different kind of education. The first person
whom he worked for charged him a tea for the name of a
plant. Hard pressed for money, Akbar bhaiya would memorize
the name and would repeat it in his mind rigorously right
before he went to bed. He was thankful that the unfailing
demand of a tea every time he forgot the name of a plant has
helped him to remember the name of every plant there is. On
asking if he could make us learn the name of certain plants, he
readily obliged us by explaining how a Sadabaharis called so as
it flowers throughout the year, which is what the word literally
means. He proudly claimed that whenever the principal asks
him to decorate the auditorium with certain plants, he can do
it without fail. He is thankful that LSR is a secure support.
Having all the creative freedom here, this nursery is his and
everybody trusts him with his business and skills. He loves his
plants so much that once he gets free at five o’clock from
college, he goes to the posh mansions of Defence Colony and
manicures and maintains lawns and gardens. Even though,
there is less creative freedom there, it helps him make extra
money.
Having worked with his plants for 28 years now, he is content
and plans on spending the rest of his life watching them grow.

48

Pretty women wonder where my secret lies.
I‟m not cute or built to suit a fashion model‟s size
But when I start to tell them,
They think I'm telling lies.
I say,
It‟s in the reach of my arms,
The span of my hips,
The stride of my step,
The curl of my lips.
I‟m a woman
Phenomenally.
Phenomenal woman,
That‟s me.
(Maya Angelou, “Phenomenal Woman” from And Still I
Rise. Copyright © 1978 by Maya Angelou. )
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