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It is my great pleasure to learn that students of Kalinga Institute of               
Industrial Technology (KIIT) Deemed to be University, Bhubaneswar are 
going to publish the 2021 Edition of their annual magazine  ‘Kritika’. KIIT is 
proud of its student community, who are known for their all round        
achievements. Our students have proved their mettle in every  field, be it 
academic achievement, entrepreneurship, culture or sports. Students’ 
magazine is an important medium that facilitates the expression of        
students’ literastudents’ literary talents, creativity and aspirations.

Over the years, the magazine ‘Kritika’ has proved to be an effective medium 
for such creative expressions of the students. It has been consistently  
featuring high- quality and thought-provoking literary and artworks. I am 
confident that the current edition will take this trend forward. 

I congratulate the editorial team, all the students, faculty team and  staff of 
the University and wish the magazine ‘Kritika 2021’ all  success. 



As challenging and uncertain as life may be during this pandemic, we  were 
swift and progressive in adapting to remote education and are still learning 
and growing ! KIIT and the World are facing an unprecedented  time, and I 
greatly appreciate the efforts put in by the student  community to keep 
every venture running in a planned and effective  manner.  

II am extremely pleased to learn that the Annual Student’s magazine      
“KRITIKA 2021” is about to be unfurled. The magazine indeed is a  platform 
to express the students’ voices and ideas. The sincerity of  thoughts and 
the diction of expression of the selected articles make it  clear that this 
issue will provide an interesting, stimulating and  delightful reading            
experience.  

II am sure that the magazine will become a must-read chronicle on          
happenings around us. I congratulate the editorial team for their  initiative 
and achieving greater success and scaling newer heights ahead.



I am delighted to learn that ‘Kalinga Institute of Industrial Technology, 
deemed to be university’ is bringing out its annual students magazine       
'KRITIKA' for the year 2021. 'KRITIKA' in Hindi means  creativity, which is so 
much required in every aspect of our lives. I am sure that the literary and         
artistic pieces contributed by our students will reflect their creativities and 
dreams, to achieve  greater heights.  

InIn the educational institutions, the annual magazines play a very pivotal role 
in igniting  the minds of young students and inculcate creativity in them. 
Many writers have started their  literary journey from college magazines. I 
would expect that all the students would try to  showcase their talents 
through their contributions.  

II congratulate the editorial board members for their tireless efforts in bringing 
out this  volume. I send my best wishes to all the staff, students and faculty 
members who have put  efforts for making 'KRITIKA-2021' a wholesome 
magazine.  



I am happy to note that our University students are going to publish the 
Annual  University Students' Magazine KRITIKA 2021. Kritika, the canvas  
containing a plethora  of a panorama of picturesque thoughts of intricate    
student minds, has always been one of-a-kind. This Magazine is a common 
platform for all the young, talented and energetic  students of the University to 
share and display their ideas and creative talents. The  University is                   
determined to be a diverse, student-centered, globally engaged University       
ofoffering a high-value and qualitative education and at the same time it has 
always  played a vital role in promoting and organizing various value-adding 
activities of  curricular and co-curricular programs for environment and         
holistic development of the  students with the latest trends and technology to 
provide a platform to students in  particular.  

I congratulate the team for their co-ordination and efforts to bring out this 
issue. I also  take this opportunity to congratulate the magazine team for their 
successful publication  of the magazine. 
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 Birthday Salutations to a Friend
Sayak Chatterjee, 4th Year, ETC

Ambar 
YYou require no salutation before your name, and this is concerning your nature which strives 
to come forth, despite subtle art of war to subjugate it by many hideous in  approach but clearly 
resentful to your straightforward choice of words. Should it be given such importance, when I 
write a note on the occasion of your birthday? Surely not. Sadly, I am not a football fan so I can't 
describe life in regards to the tug of war football clubs often engage in. I am inclined to              
emotions, a personal view, a cherisher of mystical life, presenting itself in the many idle and     
serious talks, the usual leg-pulling sessions, and emotional rejuvenation. This will essentially 
be something pleasantly plucbe something pleasantly plucked from this journey.
We met a couple of times before becoming friends. We discovered each other on FB long 
before there was nothing but an acquaintance kind of bond we shared. 
All changed when A15 changed to ETC-08 and I realized that the similarities between us is not 
limited to the interest in books we shared but it extended to mutual friends and seniors and 
then Wordsmith got us to know each other better.
There were good days when we unboxed amazon packages in each other’s room. There were 
bad days when something shook you up enough to ask me out from an undone jolly mood, to 
the corridors, grim. There were days when we went to Oxford Bookstore and hunted for a     
quality book which is cheaper than the others. And yet there were days when I silently felt               
resentment against poor jokes which were nothing more than insults hurled towards you. 
Always know this, that those days I resigned myself in the safe haven of silence nurtured deep 
within because the majoritarian pressure simply can't be put off.
II admire you as a person, happy, emotional, and yet brave to take a stand even while knowing 
that there shall be disagreement from the other end. But here's a cache- being this much finer 
creation of God comes with several issues. And you simply can't avoid those.
The sheer outspoken nature of yours is often spiteful for many. Those carefree words often 
hurt an ego, suddenly surfacing out of nowhere, and this hits hard. Know this that you need to 
understand a person or a situation carefully before voicing yourself out. You need to be        
cautious with ways because they can part easily but merging them ahead is quite difficult.
HHaving said this, and more of these in person, I really don't want to extend this as I believe it 
should be a more topical talisman alongside some refreshing walk in the past. The lockdown 
got us busy chasing dreams, and even with regular touch through a virtual medium, I am sure 
we will meet in better times; those when we will all celebrate this special day, and you shall 
dine and dance like a free soul. Till then, take care.
HapHappy birthday once again to the guy who has captured a captivating part of the world with his 
lens (glimpses are on Social media) those many like me still dream of. I am a proud friend and 
a brother from another mother, happily.
Truly 
Sayak
PS- Surnames barely matter when there are more important things to pen down.

PHOTO COURTESY: FILE PHOTO 13
.



Procrastinating Can Kill !
Oindrila Ghosh,  3rd Year, EEE

She woke up to the ticking sound of a clock. 
OrOr so did it initially seem to her. “ Maybe that’s my alarm clock ’’- she mused, but held 
on. She was in her dorm for the past 6 months. Last time she left home, she clearly         
remembered to miss out the most coveted alarm clock. The one which had saved her 
previously from missing her   assignment deadlines and not to mention that it was the 
only responsible thing that woke her dreary self up from deep loafing sleep so that she 
could kick herself to plunge into another dull day.
Gosh!Gosh! If there is no clock in her dorm room then from where on hell the ticking sound 
was coming from? Unlike the regular clocks, there was something unusual about the 
ticking sound. With every passing breath, the ticking appeared to be pacing faster. 
In no time there was a deafening siren buzzing all around the place. Notwithstanding the 
shrill noise, she couched herself on the floor covering her ears. “Attention! Evacuate the 
building”- the speakers in the hallway blared. “Hurry! Move out fast. There is a BOMB in 
the basement. Hurry!!”
BOMB? She fBOMB? She froze. Everyone brushed past her, running as fast as their limbs could carry 
them. During this crisis, no one bothered to see if the other person could make it to a 
safe exit or not. All they cared was to rush their selfish selves and dock themselves to 
safety. 
AmidstAmidst the chaos, she just stared blankly at every moving figure, as though in a trance. 
Call it a hallucination or some magical mist but while everyone was rushing to the exit, 
something just allured her to ‘the’ basement’. There was tight security in there. The        
entrance to the basement was sealed. There were explosive diffusers, high ranking       
officials from the intelligence  bureau - all were in a haste, trying to use their years of        
experience to get through it. The scene looked straight out of some Hollywood action 
movie, but this nightmare is real.
TTo her utter surprise, none of the officials were doing their job. The explosive diffuser 
was mindlessly flipping through the multiple wires. Instead of focussing on defusing the 
bomb, all they did was to stare at their wrist watches every second. 
“We have enough time …We should relax a bit I guess ..”- remarked one of the diffusers. 
“Ya, sure! We can diffuse it at the last minute. We still have five long minutes in hand”- 
agreed the other.
AREARE THEY INSANE? Five minutes left for a deadly explosive to explode with thousands 
of lives at stake and they have time to relax? Seriously?. Not just that, even the                  
intelligence officials, the RAW special agents, were merely squandering time. Instead of 
assisting everyone to make it to the exit or exploring the building further to find the         
potential criminal who planted the bomb, they were precariously discussing stuff that 
they should say to the media regarding the negligence of the security that leads to this. 14.



You gotta be kidding me. They were literally PROCRASTINATING. The highly qualified                  
dignitaries- the intelligence officials, the special agents were procrastinating! I mean,    
instead of doing something that is the urgent need of the hour, they were just                  
misspending time. How could they?
Helpless, she just stared at them. With the fast ticking noise and the siren deafening her, 
the adrenaline rushed in her and compelled her to run to the bomb diffuser and yell at the 
top of her lungs. 
Helpless,Helpless, she just stared at them. With the fast ticking noise and the siren deafening her, 
the adrenaline rushed in her and compelled her to run to the bomb diffuser and yell at the 
top of her lungs. “Hurry up!! Stop procrastinating-” -before she could utter the entire 
sentence, her eyes fell on the timer on the bomb. Five seconds remained.
FiFive.Four.Three.Two.One..And BOOM!!!Silence. A deafening silence followed. Was she 
dead? Strength dawned on her. Slowly, she opened her eyes.“Damn it!”-she yelled and 
jumped out of bed. She could not believe her eyes. She was in her dorm room healthy as 
a horse. She was dreaming a nightmare this whole time.
TTears rolled down her eyes. She knew what the dream meant. Day and night her mother 
kept reminding her the value of time. Yet she kept procrastinating. Last day when her 
mother screamed at her for missing her dorm fees payment deadline over the phone, she 
turned a deaf ear to it. A huge amount of fine was incurred for exceeding the deadline. 
Nothing bothered her until now. The nightmare now obliged her to think. She realized 
what an irresponsible life she had been living.
PPause for a second and wonder if the flag bearers of the country- the defence, the       
medical system, the  judiciary etc, started to procrastinate just like the carefree              
teenagers of our generation; then where would our country be lagging behind. Imagine 
if the imaginary bomb diffusers of her dream actually started to procrastinate in real life 
then how many numerous lives will be blown away.
NextNext time you mindlessly put up a carefree picture of yourself on social media with the 
hashtag  “procrastinating”, do give it a second thought. Maybe it's high time to face the 
reality and take charge of our lives as well as our country. 

PHOTO COURTESY: PIYANKI SANTRA, 1ST YEAR , KSBT
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  Candour
Anasua Ghosh, 3rd Year, BDS

In dark rooms, when the day is done
Secrets are hidden, woes are spun
On spindles of the tortured mind,
Taught day and night
That it is customary to shun
What is not inline
WWith the general paradigm.
That what is wild
Should never rise,
Should be rid of their wings
Before the flight has even begun.

Shattered glass and spoilt bandages
On the floor lie cold,
SSymbolic of all the caustic words
you were told,
The fibs you were fed,
To warrant you not being enough.
They said it was a necessity, didn't they?
To be denigrated for something beyond your 
control?
TThat it would prepare you for the hurt “out 
there”,
That it would make you tough?

Is that why you smashed the mirror, child?
Did you believe they were true,
When they spat abuses on sunny days
And declared the rules absolute?
IIs that why you've stopped eating,
Rendered yourself outdone?
Is that why I see blood on your fingers,
And pain in your eyes, little one?

At whose behest do you torture what
is not another's to rule?
They do not know you as I do,
Stop painting yourself the fool.
Let me tell you a secret once and for all,
They never taught you to rise,
OOnly to fall.
For they were afraid, my friend
And know this well,
Afraid your glory could be
A means to end their spiteful tale.
So stand up tall, chin held high
They will never know your worth and strife
DDon't let them coax you into their lies.
Be the right you can afford to be,
Be the light you've always sworn by.
Strike a match in that darkened room,
And set your angst on fire,
It is your life to live,
Your story to write
NNot to burn on a sinner's pyre.
Tape the pieces of glass together
Tell me what you see inside,
For I can see a beautiful warrior,
A breath of life against the tide.

PHOTO COURTESY:  PRABHAV SINHA , 3RD YEAR, MECHATRONICS 

16.



Celestial
Hiya Dey, 1st Year, MBBS

WhenWhen you look up at a star- filled sky , do you feel a sense of irrelevance? Like, nothing you do 
or say will ever make an impact in a universe so much larger than you. The thought that we are 
1,287,000 times smaller than the Sun, itself just an insignificant star among billions, can be 
frightening. Every atom in every living body has come from a single explosion of light and 
energy . Every trivial matter which we believe to be of the utmost importance, pales in                       
comparison to the vast expanse of the night sky which is too far to even touch. But at the same 
time, it is just close enough. She had always believed that stars embodied the spark within each 
ofof us, struggling against the dark . It was something her father taught her before he lost his own 
battle against darkness.

He was a quiet, unsociable man who wallowed in his insecurities behind the brittle walls he had 
built around himself . He had always been an eclipse in her life, struggling with depression for 
years , even to the extent of refusing medication or therapy . They rarely spoke. In those days, 
she felt herself like a pebble in his shoe. One night as they pulled into the driveway, he stopped 
midway and simply said that he wanted to show her something . For once , she wasn’t hurt by 
his reticence and thrilled that he wanted to spend time with her. Silently getting out of the car, 
they sat in the heavy , humid air of July twilight, slapping mosquitoes and  staring into the        
pristinepristine bright sky . It was like a black cloak had wrapped the earth with  pinholes, revealing the 
light of heaven . His hands traced the constellation of Pegasus - a flying horse who helped 
wounded soldiers . Next he pointed to Andromeda and then Leo, the lion .

A wall had come between them . His knowledge and fascination with the universe,  revealed to 
her a man with a brilliant mind . She realised that he was a scientist like everyone else , just 
trying to make sense of the stars inside him . He smiled and pointed at a constellation that        
resembled a spoon . “ See that there ?” That’s Ursa Major above and Ursa Minor below . The two 
bears - mother and son , had been turned into  constellations by Zeus . He said to her , “ It’s okay 
if they’re mother and son , we can make them father and daughter .” At that moment , she felt 
as if their names were carved into the sky . She didn’t feel like a pebble anymore , she felt         
blanblanketed by a haven of   comfort. 

After that night , she became obsessed. She wanted to know everything about the  universe. 
She checked book after book in the library, watched documentaries and got her hands on any 
information she could find .As she got older , the more she learnt about the stars , the less alone 
she felt in the noisy confusion of high school life . 

The night is not to be afraid of - it allows us to see moments of history in a sky full of stars 
thousands of light years away. She could feel the stars in her veins . Her father was right. The 
stars tell us stories - stories of wisdom and magic . They aren’t celestial bodies which have 
nursery rhymes written about, rather,  proof that tie us to everything in the universe . They are 
wishes, the moments lost in time, the prayers, and maybe the nocturnal forces that represent 
struggle against the darkness.

PHOTO COURTESY:  CIPUN MISHRA , E&I,  2012-2016 17
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Character
Aarushi Khare, 2nd Year, IT

ItIt was at 9 pm. I know I am amongst the characterless women of the  country who have 
to stay out even after sunset for their ambitions. Can't help. Just the other day, I was 
walking in the lane, and suddenly, I could clearly hear some footsteps coming near me. 
I gasped and began to walk faster. But before I could do anything, a pair of hands 
abruptly touched my body. I could sense that touch. That non consensual touch. The 
touch which made me realize, in microseconds, how helpless I am. That touch had no 
essence of humanity, touch which could ruin my soul in its entirety. That touch made me 
acceptaccept how weak I am. That touch was not of a man because, the men I have in my life 
support me, encourage me to grow and learn new things. That touch could never be of 
a man. It wasn't human. Well! Then and there, I had given up, lost all hopes to save 
myself. Everything flashed in front of my eyes, and suddenly they opened. Sheer terror 
coursed through my body like electricity. "Hushhh! It was a nightmare," I sighed, looking 
around, now with a sense of relief. But then I wondered, how far am I really from the 
nightmare, anyway.

This nightmare-yes indeed- is the fear of every woman in our society. The fear is the 
biggest hurdle in our road to success. The fear which makes us feel that the label of      
becoming characterless is just midair, lurking. The fear never leaves us and squeezes 
every drop of liveliness from our souls. The fear stops us from staying out after sunset. 
This same fear makes a woman a burden on her family. It has broken all of us. 

SoSo my dear society, the only way to stop rape is to teach them to stop doing it. And no 
matter how uncomfortable you get, I must say that none of our clothes, our education, 
our style, our makeup, or even our existence give rise to molestation.

It is you, dear society, instead.

PHOTO COURTESY: BIBHU PRASAD PRADHAN, 3RD YEAR,  AEROSPACE 
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Journey Through the Mind
Aarushi Khare, 2nd Year, IT

All my days, I travel in the labyrinth of my thoughts,
Putting what-ifs to all my odds.

Trekking the anxious mountains with utmost stress,
Despite peace, all I have is breathlessness.

HHoping waves to wash off all my pain, I stand still,
Instead, my heart gets flooded with tides and gloomy chills.

Wandering in the caves to explore the light within,
Guess what life turned out to be- the darkest place I have ever been.

Lakes are so soothing and calm, and I thought so am I,
But I am such a chaotic mess, I wonder why.

Assuming deserts would be best for some soul searching,
GGot lost in mirages, with the world, I could never sync.

Exploring every nook and corner of mine,
I gradually realise,

Putting questions to all my feelings won't let me shine.

So now, am embracing them unapologetically, by which I abide

PHOTO COURTESY: NEHA PANDEY, 3RD YEAR, MECHANICAL
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Fellow Traveller 
Sandalee Srivastava, 2nd Year, IT

Will you be my fellow traveller?
Hello!! I heard you're a melophile;

And I am a hodophile,
So, you sing all the melodies,

AAnd I'll drive you through the beautiful memories.

I am not damsel in distress,
But I hope to be rescued, 

I wonder if we are getting mislead
In the journey of being alive & dead

 Tell me what you think,
  What will our journey be like?
    Buzzing life like in New York
  Or will we be lost in Japan?
  Stories untold from Vegas

  Or famous from Paris
  So, are you ready to risk it all?

  To be my fellow traveller,
  To see whether this journey amazes us or fades us...

    Takes everything in vain or has it forever...

PHOTO COURTESY: PRABHAV SINHA, 3RD YEAR,  MECHATRONICS 
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  I Wonder If There’s A Word Where 
I Can Fit You In

Rajan Karn, 2nd Year, CS&E

I wonder if there's a word where I can fit you in,
Or maybe a sacred place where I can hold you.

You know, like those designer caskets
Where you keep your cherished belongings.

II rummaged through my memory lanes
Only to find you calm and tender.

Your memory is not extravagant that
I'll want to boast about.

Rather they are more like my midnight dreams
All of you but only for me.

I wonder if you've learned to find peace in your chaos,
OOr a spell to find silence in the crowd.

There are infinite thoughts,
From the infinite things that remind me of you.

Like the rainbow, you are all colours united
One entity, yet so different, so distant.

You’re innocent like the prayers of an ageing man,
And you're peaceful like the sky at the break of dawn.

SSo many metaphors, yet “you” is not a word that completely defines you.
I wonder if there's a word where I can fit you in.

PHOTO COURTESY:  NETRA DAMLE, 3RD YEAR , MECHANICAL
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Free Breath
Nikhil Sinha, 1st Year, EEE 

TheThere are times when an unhinged desire to stop, grips, times when the inner self slowly 
shuts down its door to emotions and when darkness makes your mind its home. In 
those moments, an inescapable cage of bleakness forms, pushing you to give up. But 
fret not. Instead, take a moment to stop, find the quantum of solace, open the eyes of 
your imagination, let the colours of your soul held in the clutches break free and turn to 
ashes. Amidst this you shall experience yourself gaining strength like a phoenix with all 
your dreams and aspirations, you once had.
OurOur struggles through each and every moment can never be put in chains of mere 
words, but these words helped me ease my pain in slow and subtle ways. Each line 
pushed me to find more, each word gave me hope to write another, and slowly I swam, 
making my each move worthy, in taking me to the surface where I finally found my 
breath. Finally I was free.

PHOTO COURTESY:  INTERNET
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 Fugitive
Zahra Qaiser, 4th Year, MBBS

ItIt was the worst day of her life, the night her father snapped her mother’s neck. That night, 
standing near her mother’s body, she could hear her drunk father gurgling and gasping, 
struggling to breathe his last. As the blood flowed out of the man’s neck, she dropped the 
knife. Looking at what she had done in that unguarded moment of pure terror when her 
mother’s body hit the floor, she chose the only option she could see. She ran. 
ItIt was the best day of his life when the police car met with an accident, killing three of his four 
escorts in one go. With his handcuffs broken by a bullet shot from the dead policeman’s gun, 
he expertly took care of the last officer. Crawling out of the overturned car, he dusted himself 
off before he chose his only option. He ran.
WWandering through the streets, an orphan of her own making, the girl had no idea where she 
was and where she was going. Yet, a sense of self-preservation still lived in her. She avoided 
the people who gave her lustful looks. She avoided people who promised her better life down 
a dark path.   
WWandering through the streets, a fugitive of his own making: the murderer had no idea where 
he was going and what to do next. Yet, instincts guided him. He avoided people who gave 
any sign of recognition, people who dressed in Khaki uniforms, looking for him, or old            
associates he knew would turn on him to save their own skin. 
BeBe it by choice or not, she could not avoid everyone. She ran into a man. A man who promised 
her food, clothing, and shelter. A man who would not take a no for an answer. Years of abuse 
made her strong enough to drive the stake through his chest and leave him staggering and 
gasping. As another man breathed his last, she did the only thing she could do in that dark 
alley. She ran. 
WithWith his face plastered over every newspaper and flashing on every news channel, he knew 
he could not hide forever. The young woman- perhaps taking a short-cut through that        
alley- was the first to show some sign of recognition. He silenced her forever. With the     
woman's body lying on the ground, he did the only thing he could then. He ran. 
YYears later, the murderer, a married, alcoholic man, snapped his wife's neck in a fit of rage, he 
never tried to control. That night, his young daughter, terrified as her father turned towards 
her, grabbed the first thing she could find, a knife, and stabbed him straight in the neck. The 
dying breath of one fugitive started the journey of another.   

PHOTO COURTESY: RAJDEEP GANGULI, 3RD YEAR,  MECHANICAL 
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Gone
 Zahra Qaiser, 4th Year, MBBS

It was the first thought that came to her as she woke up: He was gone. And soon, this bedroom, 
this house in whose eastern corner it sat, and the tiny garden outside with its gnarled old red         
hibiscus and the half-grown mango tree they had planted together, all those would be gone as 
well. It was the strangest feeling ever.
YYet, love was a strange feeling too. 
It was only her love for him that kept her going. And she knew it would be only his love for her that 
would keep him going. 
She never wondered what the future held for her. She had no future because she did not believe in 
a future without him. However, she did wonder what the future held for him. There was no such 
thing as ‘time’ beyond the doors of death. He might live an eternity before being reunited. 
AA small voice spoke from her dead heart that yes, every second would be an eternity until they are 
reunited. 
SheShe remembered the day they were married. It was a marriage that had been talked about even 
months after! For them, though, it had been nothing but a formality. Their love for each other had 
been a bond strong enough in itself for them. Still, they married- because it would signify their     
parents’ blessing. She was sad to leave one man who had loved her since the day she was born. 
But she found solace in the fact that she was going to another man who would love her till the day 
death separated them. 
And he did: Her beautiful, caring, loving husband loved her. 
He lHe loved her until death tore them apart.
But now, he was gone. 
From the balcony, she could still see that road where their separation occurred. The dark red stain 
was a cruel reminder to her that they were now worlds apart. 
TheThe sun was scorching hot, and the wind made the weather that day exceptionally bad. The walk 
home from the bus stop became a chore in itself. Shielding her face with her dupatta, she had 
smiled. Her husband was such a kid sometimes. He was singing ‘Tere Liye’ from Veer-Zaara at the 
top of his lungs, getting weird looks from the handful of people braving the summer afternoon 
heat. 
SheShe knew it was all to cheer her up. Few husbands would do that for their wives after                      
comprehending that she could never give him a child. But he did. He told her he loved her, with as 
much conviction as he had when first confessing his love for her. He too was sad, but he took the 
news in a stride. His love for her never wavered. The little fact that he still held her hand while 
crossing the road was a comfort in itself. She could never cross a road herself. He always used to 
hold her hand. 
But now, he was gone. 
IfIf only she had not removed her hand from his, they might have been together. She gazed at the 
photographs decorating the wall in the hallway. There were a total of sixty-three                                  
photographs-each signifying a memorable moment of every month they had spent as a married 
couple. Be it a picture of their wedding day or be it the one showing them in Thailand the previous 
year, there was one thing in common. They were always together, holding each other’s hands. 24.



Her fingers grabbed a hand she could never hold again, but all it caught was the air. 
With all her might, she pulled herself together and made her way further. There was nothing to 
see in the hallway as there had been nothing to see in the balcony or the bedroom. Yet, she 
stopped at every turn and took everything in. This was quite possibly her last chance. This 
house they had called theirs for all these years was no longer hers. 
It would be gone too. 
SheShe did not enter the dining room or the living room. There were other mourners there. Her 
family. His family. Their friends and colleagues. They were all there. She knew they all had 
loved them both, but she did not want to see them yet. So, she entered the kitchen. 
If she was being honest with herself, all her life, it was the kitchen that had been her haven. She 
loved to cook, and he loved to eat. 
“A match made in heaven.” Her mother-in-law used to say. 
EEven when he had ended up with a rather disproportionally large belly, she had still loved to 
cook for him. It was a different matter altogether that they had to hit the gym every other day 
in the week to stay healthy. 
Looking at the kitchen island, she could not help but smile. She remembered the day when she 
lost a bet to him, and he had made her dance to the tunes of Enrique’s Dirty Dancing. Of course, 
all she did was a Bhangra, but it was a lesson in itself. That day onwards, she had never, ever 
challenged him on anything related to cricket. 
And noAnd now, she could never contradict him on anything, for he was gone. 
She walked out of the house and stood near the half-grown mango tree. The day they had 
planted it, it was etched in her memory as clear as yesterday. It was one of his crazy ideas. One 
summer, she had been cleaning up the kitchen after lunch. His whole family had come over for 
his birthday, and as it was summer, of course, mango had to be there. After she had put all the 
mango seeds and peels in a packet for disposal, he had grabbed it and said, “Let’s plant them 
and see how many grow.” 
ItIt was crazy, and she knew it, but she had been washed in his glee and couldn’t bear to say no. 
His mother and father had planted one seed. His brother and sister-in-law had planted one, 
and them another. They had placed bets that day over whose would grow first. The only plants 
left to germinate was the one they had planted. His brother had called them cheaters and said 
they had only watered that one. 
WhenWhen she turned around, she could see his brother standing a few feet behind her with his wife. 
They did not notice her in their grief as she walked past them. Over the past five years, his 
brother had become that annoying older brother she never wanted to have and yet couldn’t 
help but love. Now though, she was nothing to them. She was nothing to them because her link to their 
world was snapped. 
SheShe went and stood beside every plant and tree in their tiny garden. She needed to see colour, even if it 
was just the plain old green and the dull brown. She wanted her eyes to see all the colours they could  
because knowing that once she entered the house again, she would see all the mourners dressed in 
white. She had always considered white to be pure and more auspicious than red, but now, she hated 
white.
SheShe hated white because it just reminded her of the fact that they were no longer together. White meant 
empty, just as her heart was arid without him. Going back inside was as dreadful an option as staying 
out. She knew that if she stayed out, it would be a constant reminder of the fact that she would not even 
be able to look at these little lingering memories of their togetherness anymore. 
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It would all be taken away from her. 
However, if she went in, she knew she would see him.
She would see his pale face, devoid of the smile that made him who he was. He was still her 
husband, but they were no longer together. Still, it was probably the last thing she would do for 
him. So, she summoned what little courage she had made her way back to the living room. 
No one looked up as she entered the room. Everyone had the grief of their own.
TheirTheir cozy little living room had been completely changed. The sofa and the dining table were 
gone, as was the curtain that separated the living room and the dining hall. It was all an expanse 
of off-white tiles with people in white sitting in small groups on the floor, murmuring soft         
condolences to each other. 
SheShe could see her mother and mother-in-law sitting together, each weeping for the child they 
had lost. Whether weeping would help or not was something she did not know. Nor did she shed 
a single tear. She sure felt like crying. Her heart did weep, but those treacherous tears for once 
did not fall. Perhaps she was in a state where grieving was not an option. 
Love was strange. She knew she loved him, and yet knew- she no longer had him to love. He 
was beyond her reach though he was but a few steps away from her. 
He, too, was dressed in white like the other mourners, but no tears marred his beautiful face. 
HeHe hated it when she called him ‘beautiful.’ His preference was ‘handsome’ or ‘unbelievably 
sexy.’ But for her, he was always ‘beautiful.’ 
Being the husband, he quickly learned to resign himself to some things, and being ‘beautiful’ 
was one of those. 
Alas, he would never come to know how beautiful he was to her. He would never again hear her 
call him ‘beautiful.’  
AsAs she covered those last few, staggering steps towards him, they were not a foot apart. Yet, 
they were farther away than they had ever been. 
She watched him as he remained still, unaware that her heart silently wept for him to hold her 
hand one last time. She silently promised him she would never, ever pull it out from his grasp 
again. 
But he heard nothing. 
Tentatively she sat down near him and looked him straight in his eyes. 
InIn that instant, she knew whether anyone else saw her or not, he did. He saw her, and he loved 
her just as she loved him. For the last time, they wept together for the love that had been so     
cruelly snatched away from them. 
They wept together, and then- as some of the mourners made their way to the crematorium 
with the dead body-she was beside him all the way through. 
Nobody objected that she, too, was going because she was there for no one but him. 
AsAs the last rites were performed, she was there with him until the very end. Just before the fire 
was set to the pyre, she looked him in the eyes again.
“I love you.” Her words were for no one but him, and no one heard them but him. 
“I love you too,” he whispered back before he set the pyre ablaze. 
It was the first thought that came to his mind as he stepped back from the pyre and stood with 
his brother and father. She was gone. 
ButBut he still loved her. It might be an eternity before they met again, but he would spend each 
endless second of his life loving her. 
Even across the veil of death, he still loved her, and a feeling told him that she loved him too. 
That feeling was love, and it was the strangest feeling ever.
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 Reasons to Live
Nikhil Sinha ,1st Year, EEE

Live for the bliss, the star-lights grace upon you.
The grace whose brushstrokes are perfected to the finest by the moon’s gentle touch.

Live for the sunlight which hues your skin and the world around in the most vivid 
shades which are touched by the beautiful raindrops dripping like the elixir of life.

PHOTO COURTESY: PRABHAV SINHA , 3RD YEAR, MECHATRONICS
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  Heal Yourself Every Day
Rutupurna Satapathy, 1st Year, M.Sc(Biotech)

Her clock crept by three,
While she was lying on her pillow

with millions of thoughts,
Cuddling like a bundle of nerves in her brain.
PPieces of crumpled paper lying on the floor,

The sound of the fan could be heard.
Her heart was bruised and broken,

But still, beating.

Tears were rolling down from her eyes.
With every tear,

there was a silent message of, “I NEED YOU”.
HHaving thought of all this,

She began to scribble,
Her heart brimmed out,

With the notion of “I NEED TO HEAL MYSELF EVERYDAY”.

Then the lights went off,
And so did the heart touching purpose to her life.

 

PHOTO COURTESY: PIYANKI SANTRA, 1ST YEAR , KSBT
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Mom's Bye Moments
Aparna Mohapatra, 1st Year, BA (English honours)

As the ending of schools came near,
A weird feeling used to haunt my mind,

Feeling of losing affection and care,
All I got as a school going child.

EEvery morning then after, 
Used to bring in my nervous eye,

Cause the time period was getting shorter, 
Till when my mom would be standing daily at the gate to wish me bye.

After the early morning rush,
I used to feel irritated whenever I got late,

But, now I am realising all my loss,
AAnd am missing regular mom's bye moments I used to get.

 I still remember, 
My mom's bye moments 

and her fading wave,
And the way she strived to see me clear,

Till in the smog, I did completely disappear.
But ,she was unaware,

OOf stimulation caused by passing time,
Forcing my mind to shed down a tear,

Cause that mom's bye moment couldn't be witnessed forever.

This weird feeling was killing me from within then,
But, now I am breathing even after losing them.

Missing those mom's bye moments,
Sometimes I go crazy,
BBut, to remain stable,

I kiss reality and stay busy.
Cause it's cruel life, that doesn't wait for anyone, 

and we have got no way but to move on…

PHOTO COURTESY: PIYANKI SANTRA, 1ST YEAR, KSBT
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LIFE IN A VIRTUAL WORLD
Saswat Nanda, 2nd Year, CSE

WWe all know and have spoken a lot about the advent of the 21st century, the advent of 
digitization, the increasing use of technology in our daily lives, and many more such 
topics. The use of digital means of life was gaining momentum, in both government     
sectors and others, but frankly, about nine months ago, when the world was in a              
celebratory mood about the advent of the new decade, few had realized that digital life 
will no longer be a luxury of a chosen few in the third decade of this century.Since the 
advent of the unknown, unseen, microscopic enemy, the world and all of mankind has 
beenbeen battling it hard. But we are all on the defensive. Strict lock-downs, stricter law        
enforcement and strictest supervision has kept all of us at home for the last six months. 
We, in India, have faced the world’s largest and strictest lockdown since March 24, 2020. 
Since then, the lives of more than 130 crore Indians have changed. Life was seemingly 
supposed to pause. But it didn’t quite happen. Instead, within a very short period of time, 
people adopted a new method to keep things going. Home became the new conference 
room,  homework became the new classwork, virtual became the new reality. This was 
the era of the new normal.the era of the new normal.
But everything has its challenges as well. Especially when things are forced upon people 
who are not prepared, it takes quite some time to get used to the new normal. Being a 
student, I had to attend my new classes, though from the comfort of my home, but with 
a patchy internet connection. It was an altogether new experience for our teachers as 
well, who left no stone unturned to ensure that our academic progress is not hampered 
by any obstacle. They mastered the use of the virtual world within a short period of time 
and, by this, we learnt the valuable lesson of flexibility in our lives.
HowHowever, some problems are created by the virtual world. For example, the anonymity of 
users sometimes was used notoriously to create a ruckus in virtual meetings. Though it 
used to be for some short period, still the effects were far fledged. Such incidents have 
been reported from across the country, by teachers, students and parents alike. This has 
also led to a feeling of distrust in such a world where there is a severe lack of privacy. 
There is a high risk of someone “peeping through the keyhole”. It is rather strange that 
such notorious activities are caused by small groups of raiders, some of whom have 
prproudly opened pages on social media, promoting their activities. And even more 
strange is the fact that such groups receive followers too...This is one of the major     
challenges of the virtual world where anonymity can be easily misused. So, we need to 
enforce technologies that are not just transparent and accessible, but also safe and      
encapsulated. 
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Social media has become the voice of the new normal. When people have not met their 
friends and loved ones for months, it is this social media which connected the world. But 
this has also become  another area of concern for many. Using fake ids to disrupt others’ 
privacy, and also using them to hurt the religious and social sentiments of communities 
has become common news these days. Moreover, when the accounts of some of the 
most powerful, influential businessmen of the world can be at risk, it is obvious that the 
common man stands vulnerable at any instant. For prevention, we need to ensure that 
maximummaximum people are trained and educated. Privacy and security should be made a part 
of the academic curriculum in schools and colleges to ensure that the youth are             
“virtually empowered” to tackle the challenges of the new normal.
Our first Prime Minister, Pt. Jawaharlal Nehru, had very aptly said, “How amazing is this 
spirit of man!” So true! Despite the numerous challenges that mankind at large has 
faced in the last six months, it is always striving tirelessly to solve all those problems to 
march ahead. But, one thing is certain, this pandemic has defined the agenda and the 
way forward. The reopened world will witness the norms of social distancing wherein 
people will be bound by the strings of technology. And from now on, we have to ensure 
that these strings are strong and safe enough that they do not break!
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‘NOT-SO SOCIAL’ MEDIA
Oindrila Ghosh, 3rd Year, EEE

Click!
Is it the right photo to pick?

Or is it too cheesy or too dim?
Powerful are those photos dim-

AAt least enough to bring down your self-esteem.

If the people you dislike do not hit ‘like’
You keep wondering-

What is not right?
Is it your hair or your face or-

Take a moment to think;
It’s just in your mind 

MMaybe you’re being too fake
Trying to look perfect!

Is the smile on your face really yours?
Or it’s just a mask 

To hide the inner chaos.
In this era of ‘likes’ and ‘comments’;
Do you know their real sentiments?

HHow many followers and friends have you?
One or two?

Gosh! You got to be kidding me
Just one or two? I’m sure they must be in thousands and millions

Don’t you?
The answer got to be ‘yes’

And if it is so, I want you to put a hand on your heart and swear-
OOutta these millions of friends whom you claim to own-

How many can you actually call your own?
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So without any further adieu , I want you to realize
‘The essence of physical presence’

Which this virtual world can never buy
The Instagram ‘tagging’ and Facebook ‘comments’ -

Can never replace the beauty of compliments 
Spoken out of human lips.

TThe flower emoji on your whatsapp can never surpass-
The sensual serenity of a freshly plucked red rose.

Before I emphasize any further let me tell you
I am not against the ‘Digital Media’

There are two sides to every coin, for sure!
Thereby I’m here just to throw light on the present scenario-

Where one is more available to the virtual peeps
TThan to their real beloved.

That’s where the problem is, I see.

So next time you scroll down your insta feed
Pause and think. “Are these the people, whom I really need?” 

“ Or is it a psalm of life which is just too fake?”
I’ll be glad if this constant questionnaire makes you confuse,

Cause I’ll ask you to continue-
TTo further question yourself.

‘Who will cry when you die?”
For those who will

I will give you a task to fulfill.
Outta of the blue, hit their doorbell and say-”Hi!”

For God’s sake, 
Hold onto their hands and-

NNever say Goodbye!

PHOTO COURTESY:  CIPUN MISHRA, E&I, 2012-2016
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 Letter to a Friend
Sayak Chatterjee, 4th Year, ETC

Dear Asmita,
I write this with utmost sincerity and ability, with zero malicious intent- the simple 
reason being that I hold birth and death with high esteem. Those shouldn't be mocked, 
and as for a person born on the 16th of July, it carries a much-strengthened ground.
So to begin with, well, this will be a biSo to begin with, well, this will be a birthday post thus definitely long. So remain patient.
II distinctly remember meeting you at the interview for the eminent posts of KIIT         
Wordsmith, for the past with stealing a couple of glances at the seniors' lunch, was 
mostly all about food, the much we can, even while feeling a strange eerie poignance of 
the seniors departing. But well, coming back to the first quality meeting, it felt good to 
know you, the only lady competing for the post, indeed. You felt joyous, enthusiastic and 
at the same time open to every kind of conversation and I learnt you are open hearted; 
what they call it, 'being extrovert.'
TheThe step of yours which made a deep impression on me was that you remembered my 
offer to read the penned poem that very day, long after the evening, so much that you 
found my number, texted me upfront, and asked me about it. What more, you wrote a 
lengthy appreciation soon after, which rarely finds a way to my inbox and assures me 
that my poem is read. Indeed it had been.
TheThe details ahead really don't matter till the results were announced, with us selected as 
the assistant coordinators of KIIT Wordsmith. I rang up to congratulate, and we probably 
talked for close to an hour. That day, your simplicity and yet the deeper-understanding 
of the human psyche got me intrigued. Our bond built up slowly but quite naturally        
because, well, to be honest, you heard me out when I needed it, without much reason and 
opinions nullifying the cause. 
II came to college, and the many issues setting up the responsibilities hit me hard. There 
were moments of sheer anger when nothing mattered, the earned little respect stank, 
and the position becoming a tough road to walk. I must say, in those times of despair, 
you were ready to help, not just that, but even comforting the lost soul. Being a partner 
in induction, practicing even with a sore throat, and tired, weary eyes, and my unusual 
sense of edging towards perfection; getting the little crowd holding up before I reached 
for the Kutumb's interview and especially standing up for my absence- becoming the 
shieldshield even with a high temperature, fever, and multiple health issues-surely found me 
highly humbled and blessed with hope, and life bubbling.

PHOTO COURTESY: FILE PHOTO
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What I envy, and equally despise of yours, is the extreme level of workaholic-ness with 
an ability to stay hungry for the working hours stretching long, only to dwell on fast food 
and extremely   unhealthy food habits. It pains me to see you tired and yet struggling 
with deadlines day in and day out, all with a smile. It is just too harsh, and I have told you 
this many times (even though you won't listen to it, I know that). I guess, qualities qualify 
with human errors added to it just to make us humans. I equally honor your ideals and 
morals, most talked about so frequently that they can be smoothly left out. And am     
apologeticapologetic for every time I have heaped upon you the words and lines, childish and 
casual, but harsh enough to hit within. Let's leave my mistakes for another day, your next 
birthday probably.
Does a conclusion allow an overwhelmed me to wind up everything I wished to say? I am 
afraid not but the extremities might find this tucked as another lost in the crowd, of    
messages, many from your fans, lovers, fellow brethren, and who not, those building the 
festivities closer to Kumbha Mela. 
But I call you didi, elder sister as you have been one to me, to listen, laugh, and gossip 
sans prejudice or any unlikely stereotypes. You stood by me when ills hit close to home, 
and errs enveloped hopes like mist. You are the best person I know I can trust, and seek 
to be understood when needed. Stay as such always.
Herewith I bow my head and let the suitors pass the gate, as their admiration shouldn't 
go waste.
Yours truly,
SSayak Chatterjee

PS- Corona has indeed not allowed mingling; the lockdown has made the celebration 
plans dampen, but it has unquestionably   ushered us in newer and better times. We will 
have more reasons to celebrate the dream job-when it comes- knowledge, as gained, 
and company as cherished.
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  He, Who Possessed
S N Surajbhan, 2nd Year, ECSE

Sneaking through heaven’s cracks
To run down the isle of the deaf guards,

To create the silent hymn
Of the possessed soul;

HHe who breeds life between death,
And carved his way out

From the dungeons of darkness,
Concatenates the sky and the sea to unravel

The cipher of horizon;
Pouring the river of despair across

As flow of sweet love,
SScratching the doors of heaven

To give it a taste of pain;
He all alone to beweep the outcast of state

Crashing down into the depths
He once allowed,

To gravel the peace of death.

PHOTO COURTESY:  PIYANKI SANTRA, 1ST YEAR, KSBT
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S N Surajbhan, 2nd Year, ECSE
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This or That
Sandalee Srivastava, 2nd Year, IT

This or That?
Just tell me

Is it a start to a new ending?
Or an end to a new beginning!

WWho am I supposed to be?
What kind of me should I now feel?

I want to know 
If I'm spending the night

Or is the night spending me?
I want to know the feelings are bad for my heart,

Or my heart's feelings are bad for me...
  I hear the songs and cry for you,

Doesn't the songs make you cry for me!!

PHOTO COURTESY: NETRA DAMLE , 3RD YEAR, MECHANICAL 
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Don’t lose yourself in these dark webs,
You were born to shine in the mist.
I saw her doe eyes slowly opening.
I managed to speak more, still breaking 
down
I will always be there for you, 
YYou are doing so well and fine honey
Just don’t get lost in this maze.

She sat up, her entire torso shivering
I know it will not be easy standing up again
But I know she is one hell of a strong 
woman
I believe she will be more sanguine,
By the next time I see heBy the next time I see her.
After all I am she and she is me,
I am her reflection.

 

Here I was, standing in front of her fragile 
body
Her aplomb shattering, legs going weak.
I heard her summoning me
I could feel her feeble heart pounding
The thoughts running wild in her head
The amount of pain she is braving through
The crude world being an aThe crude world being an abyss for her.

You did nothing wrong sweetheart
I answered, calming down her dilemma.
You are stronger than I thought
Look how far you have come around
She looked up at me, tears gathering
I did everything I could, her lips trembled,
But see wheBut see where I stand, a failure in my life.

You said it ten years ago, I replied back
Still you managed to overcome your fears.
Hold on a little bit angel, this too shall pass 
by.
I saw blood rushing down her fleshy hands
Suddenly her body fell to slumber
II stood there lifeless and helpless, ponder-
ing
What can I do to save her from this fall?

REFLECTION
N Sweta Abhaya Laxmi, 3rd Year, BDS

PHOTO COURTESY: PIYANKI SANTRA, 1ST YEAR, KSBT

Trapped
Nivedita Basu, 2nd Year, CSE 

WWe are all trapped. Trapped in our cage of fear and entangled in our darkest insecurities. 
Every moment that slides by, we choke ourselves, a little more. Every inch of our heart 
throbs with the fear of being a loser. The dirty mesh of failure that clings to our hearts, 
decolourizes the positivity of our soul and make us a prisoner of our negativity. Seldom 
do we realize that we are stronger than we think. Sometimes, we got to sit back, breathe, 
and retrospect. Sometimes when everything seems a blur, when there's no speck of 
hope left in us, we ought to adjust our focus. Further, we ought  to value the ray of hope 
thatthat crawls in our lives. Sometimes, it is necessary to embrace our shade of black and 
mingle with the white and create a          beautiful gray in our lives. After all, life is all about 
exploring. It is about      oscillating between the best and the worst. It is about entrapping 
and  liberating our souls, and for achieving the same, hope and opportunities                    
cultivate the zeal within us, to walk ahead. Whenever you find the slightest ray of           
positivity, just embrace it to the core, just swirl your soul into it and let the winner within 
you, re-incarnate. Warriors can't afford to stay a prisoner, can they? 
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Into The Wilderness
KIIT AEWS, Written By-Megha Rajnandini

SummeSummer. A season most eagerly anticipated by school-goers, is officially the time to sit 
back and relax. More so because with summer, comes the long vacations. I, like all kids 
my age, loved my summer   vacations, but while my friends would visit the chilly        
mountain ranges of Sikkim, or laze around in the beaches in Puri, or maybe some other 
exotic places, I would go on adventures. You see, unlike normal kids, I would spend my         
summers going on a safari through the various wildlife sanctuaries in India.
TheThe feeling of going on a safari is incomparable to anything for its high adrenaline rush, 
the serenity and feeling of being truly one with nature. That summer too, we hit the road 
and began our Jungle Adventures in the land, which is regarded the backbone for          
many-a-stories from the world of Jim Corbett, the famous British Hunter, tracker, and 
author. It was one hot afternoon in the forests of Corbett National Park, a  particularly 
humid one. We were in a jeep, and into the forest right at the crack of dawn. It was 
around ten in the morning, and the sweltering heat made it feel like our skin would peel 
rightright off if we stayed out any longer. According to the rules, we had to be off jungle roads 
by eleven-thirty, and so, we headed complying with the rules.
Now, most guides depend on word of mouth for tiger tracking, and our driver was no      
different. But it seemed that luck wasn’t on our side, and so, we hadn’t received news of 
any tiger movement up until the time we were around. As we approached due time, we 
decided to call the safari to a halt and so, call it a day.
On the way back, we came across another jeep and on talking to the members onboard, 
we learnt that a tigress, Luna, had been spotted not very far from where we were, approx 
5 km away. We checked our watch, only to  realise it was already eleven, and that we still 
had an exact time-frame of 30 minutes to get out of the jungle roads. We discussed 
among ourselves and agreed to take our chances with the tigress. But what we didn’t   
consider that these were, after all, rough jungle roads paved with boulders and rocks, all 
along, to act as major hindrance in our path.
TTwo minutes into the chase, we realized what we had gotten ourselves into was nothing 
short of an action sequence out of some high-end action flick. All our bones turned into 
putty, and we were desperately clinging onto the jeep handles for the dear life.
WWe reached the spot at 11:29 am, and as expected, there was a barricade placed, which 
should have dissuaded any driver from going further. But our driver’s spirits were not 
dampened. This lion-hearted got down from the jeep, and to our sheer amazement,         
removed the barricade, off its place, and again raced the jeep in full speed before anyone 
else could catch us in the act. Then began the tracking for this apparent tigress, looking 
for her pug marks and listening in for alarm calls, which are like distress calls animals 
give out to alert other animals if they see a predator moving. But the forest was eerily 
voiceless. Not voiceless. Not even a bird was chirping.
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After waiting for a very long time, we gave up hopes of finding Luna and 
were on the verge of returning when we heard the faintest of growls. On       
reversing, we found her, cozy inside a thicket, beautifully camouflaged, 
guarding her hunt.
TTo save her kill from other predators, she had gone to rest inside that shady 
shrubbery, away from the public view. On seeing us, she became alert but 
apparently just chose to observe us. The sight of the dead carcass does 
need a bit of getting used to but, it shows these predators in their true, regal 
form, driving pure fear through the bones.
WhileWhile our driver was planning to throw small newspaper balls to make her 
move around and maybe come out, the feline seemed to be plotting             
numerous ways in which she could leap and take a bite of human flesh,  
somehow. Not much of a scene for faint hearted, for sure!
But then, thanks to survival instincts, when he saw her making gnawing 
gestures at him, he got the hint and left her alone before she could make a 
second lunch out of him!
AfterAfter getting our fill of the rich flora and fauna, we decided to head back 
home. Just as we were leaving the jungle grounds, there was a sign above 
the gate, “You may not have seen me, but don’t be disheartened as I have 
surely seen you.” It made me wonder, even though we had seen one tiger, 
who knows how many tigers got us mapped? How many just watched us 
from the grasslands while we thought the animals had given a false alarm 
call? How many were probably tracking our movements just as we were 
busy tracking theirs? The thought was both ebusy tracking theirs? The thought was both exciting and nerve-wrecking.
There’s a different thrill to seeing an animal free, in its natural habitat, one 
the zoos will never be able to provide. The exhilarating feeling, the rush, is 
what keeps calling back to me, but the wild surely isn’t for the squeamish or 
weak-kneed because there’s no saying what it may have in store for you.
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Into The Wilderness
KIIT AEWS, Written By-Megha Rajnandini

SummeSummer. A season most eagerly anticipated by school-goers, is officially the time to sit 
back and relax. More so because with summer, comes the long vacations. I, like all kids 
my age, loved my summer   vacations, but while my friends would visit the chilly        
mountain ranges of Sikkim, or laze around in the beaches in Puri, or maybe some other 
exotic places, I would go on adventures. You see, unlike normal kids, I would spend my         
summers going on a safari through the various wildlife sanctuaries in India.
TheThe feeling of going on a safari is incomparable to anything for its high adrenaline rush, 
the serenity and feeling of being truly one with nature. That summer too, we hit the road 
and began our Jungle Adventures in the land, which is regarded the backbone for          
many-a-stories from the world of Jim Corbett, the famous British Hunter, tracker, and 
author. It was one hot afternoon in the forests of Corbett National Park, a  particularly 
humid one. We were in a jeep, and into the forest right at the crack of dawn. It was 
around ten in the morning, and the sweltering heat made it feel like our skin would peel 
rightright off if we stayed out any longer. According to the rules, we had to be off jungle roads 
by eleven-thirty, and so, we headed complying with the rules.
Now, most guides depend on word of mouth for tiger tracking, and our driver was no      
different. But it seemed that luck wasn’t on our side, and so, we hadn’t received news of 
any tiger movement up until the time we were around. As we approached due time, we 
decided to call the safari to a halt and so, call it a day.
On the way back, we came across another jeep and on talking to the members onboard, 
we learnt that a tigress, Luna, had been spotted not very far from where we were, approx 
5 km away. We checked our watch, only to  realise it was already eleven, and that we still 
had an exact time-frame of 30 minutes to get out of the jungle roads. We discussed 
among ourselves and agreed to take our chances with the tigress. But what we didn’t   
consider that these were, after all, rough jungle roads paved with boulders and rocks, all 
along, to act as major hindrance in our path.
TTwo minutes into the chase, we realized what we had gotten ourselves into was nothing 
short of an action sequence out of some high-end action flick. All our bones turned into 
putty, and we were desperately clinging onto the jeep handles for the dear life.
WWe reached the spot at 11:29 am, and as expected, there was a barricade placed, which 
should have dissuaded any driver from going further. But our driver’s spirits were not 
dampened. This lion-hearted got down from the jeep, and to our sheer amazement,         
removed the barricade, off its place, and again raced the jeep in full speed before anyone 
else could catch us in the act. Then began the tracking for this apparent tigress, looking 
for her pug marks and listening in for alarm calls, which are like distress calls animals 
give out to alert other animals if they see a predator moving. But the forest was eerily 
voiceless. Not voiceless. Not even a bird was chirping.
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Travel Diary: Journey from Jeypore to 
Berhampur

Amrutanshu Dash, 2nd Year, CSE

WithWith one eye of joy and ardor, another of despair and remembrance, I left my native land,         
Jeypore; for Berhampur. The reason being the untimely declaration of my +2 results and also 
for the early admission of mine in B.Tech UG program. Paving our way through the dusty paths, 
unruly traffic, loud mango hawkers, harrowing dry heat, we drove out of the famous road 
through the Jeypore king's palace. Occasionally stopping to see off  relatives; at last we moved 
out of Jeypore in a white sedan around 10: 30 am.
EnjEnjoying the morning sun through the foothills of the summits, we moved uphill. The     fulfilling 
scene of the sunshine peeping through twigs and mangoes loosely hung (within hands' reach) 
kept me visually engaged. Those ripen mangoes on the trees were alluring me . Soon I got       
engrossed in a novel; grazing through pages, contemplating about my attitude, ideologies, and 
planning out.
EEventually I dozed off for 15 minutes. A sharp jerk at stone like rumblers shook the whole of 
me. Downhill the chauffeur went crazy. A whopping 20 km of dreary cuts, blind turns through 
the mountain road, he drove at 80 km/h. In this bizarre situation, I caught hold of the anxiety of 
my results to be declared the next day. The heart was not following its definition of beats/sec. 
Still....Still.... Still there were some arresting landscapes in view keeping me still.  Father remained 
concerned, whether we would be able to catch up with the Prasanti Express. Exhausted                 
completely and inconsistency in health caused my mother to puke the whole of her morning 
diet. That was terrible. Another halt at a flat area downhill, we had some snacks and continued. 
With one sip of 'sting' energy drink, I proceeded with the novel. With only 25 % left, we reached 
Vizag, the mercury was under control but the humidity exceeded limits. One striking feature 
which “utkalians” have to learn was that people there preferred public transport rather than 
frfreaky motors honking around.  
As anticipated we caught the train which was hopefully 16 minutes late. Fortunately, 5% of luck 
helped us to enter the train, rest is understood. I stood and my parents took places. It's not over 
yet. Wait, no sooner had we reached the 3rd stoppage than the train halted due to some         
technical issue, I understood this day would screw us. Save for 35 minutes we continued, still 
no place to sit. 3 hours gone at the penultimate station IMD reported that the monsoon had 
struck; the moment it started raining. Heavy downpour, thunder, enormous voltages streaming 
across the sky, hailstorm made the train halt as that was the only option. 30 minutes passed 
byby, it painted the strata with flushes of lemon yellow, fern green, marigold orange, and calmed. 
Sincerely, that was a signature of monsoon; skies light, winds at its cool, “sal” trees, bushes 
dancing as if they were welcoming. All this amidst a madding crowd, vendors, beggars, sellers 
strolling countless no of times and except for the last station where I got an inch to place my 
ached body. We reached. The journey that somehow ignited a new vigor and a creative bent in 
me. Identical destination travel, energizing experiences, indelible memories.
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  THE WEAVER 
Anwesha Sarkar, 3rd Year, Biotech

"Mrs Bensen!"
"Mrs Bensen!" 
"Where are you ? ", the five year old and her baby sister yelled as they searched around the house 
for their babysitter.
ThThey found her in the backyard with a shovel in her hand digging something .
"Mrs Bensen there you are!", they screamed .
 Mrs Bensen shrieked and the shovel dropped from her hand .
"Oh! You naughty children you scared me !"
"What are you doing here?”
"We could not find Timmy so we started looking for you".
"Don't worry he must be playing with the other dogs. Come let’s go inside"
"But Mrs Bensen what a"But Mrs Bensen what are you doing here?” 
"Nothing my little ones, I was just cleaning the garden."
 Something caught the elder one's eye. It was a little bone lying on the ground .

"Hurry up! It's bedtime already!”, yelled Mrs Bensen.
 The children hurried inside.
 Mrs Bensen came in after a while. 
"Look at this, you haven't finished your glasses of milk yet", she said.
 The child The children sulked ,"But we wanted to hear a story Mrs Bensen. Please ."
“Fine, but you have to drink your milk and go to bed immediately afterwards .”
“ Yes mrs Bensen”.
"Okay", she sat down on the armchair as the children waited eagerly for her to start.
"I am not going to start unless you finish the milk "Mrs Bensen said as she took out her knitting kit. 
The children gulped down the milk as quickly they could.
  Mrs Bensen eyed their glasses and said,“See that was not hard, was it? Milk will make your skin 
soft”.  But the kids were not in a mood to listen to a discourse. 
"Can you start now?" the elder one said impatiently .
 Mrs Bensen took her needles and started knitting as she began the story.
“ Clara was the best seamstress in the town. Clara and her dresses was the talk of the town since 
the day she first stepped in .
SheShe was a very beautiful woman. Living in that town for 15 years, nobody felt she aged even a day. 
The dresses she made were just like her-  young and fresh, and once you wear them, you will too 
feel younger and no matter who you might be, her dresses seemed to fit like a second skin. Clara's 
shop was always       bustling with customers but she was mostly in demand when the wedding 
season came. It was because every bride wants to look at her best charming avatar on her wedding 
day . I got to hear about Clara from my friends and also from people from far and wide, those who 
had not even been from the town. Since my      wedding was coming in two months, I wanted her to 
mamake me a dress . I was very excited the day, I finally got to meet the ‘Arachne’ of our town. I woke 
up early and went to meet her. I knocked on her door and was happy to be greeted with a doll like 
smile of Clara. For a second I was confused whether she was prettier than her dresses.
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 She welcomed me into her workshop. I looked around. There was an eerie silence there and for a 
moment, I could feel goosebumps all over my body. But nevertheless, I brushed the thoughts aside 
and told myself that maybe she had created the atmosphere for the art . I stopped  my weird 
thoughts and started to tell her the design I had in mind,  which she noted down and after some 
calculations, gave me a date to come again. 
Few days later, an incident came to light where a baby went missing in the neighbouring town and 
no matter how much the police searched they could detect no trace of the missing baby.
PPosters were hung all over the town. A search party was involved. But still there came no news of 
the baby. Weeks later when things calmed down a little, I realised that the deadline for my dress 
was inching closer.  But alongside, I remembered something else, much to my dismay. I                    
remembered that I had forgotten to tell Clara of some intricate details to be careful of, while          
knitting my dress, and so I went to visit  her. She lived in the outskirts of the town so it was almost 
night when I reached there. I was a little worried with etiquette, and was quite afraid to disturb her 
atat this hour but the adjustments had to be made. Determined, but quite hesitantly I knocked on her 
door. But to my surprise, no one answered. So I knocked again, a little harder this time but there 
still no response came from the other side. 
At first it felt weird. But after I had knocked a few more times, I started to worry. Little beads of 
sweat  started to appear. 
She does live alone in a very remote place. 
I panicked and started to push the door. To my surprise, the door opened with a little effort. I         
entered the house to find no one inside. Instead, to my horror I found a knife covered with blood 
kept on the table.  I was about scream when I put my hand over my mouth ,scared. A fear gripped 
me that if the  killer managed to find me in this mess, I might be dead as well. I tiptoed around the 
house carrying the knife, blood dripping from it on the floor whenever I moved . I had no choice. A 
weapon was absolutely necessary, and there was nothing sharp yet handy around.
  I found a flight of stairs. I climbed up slowly, but even with the best of the efforts, it creaked every 
time  I stepped forward . The stairs were also covered with blood, almost as if someone dragged 
the body around. As I reached the end of the stairs, I saw that there was a small room and the door 
was slightly ajar. I opened the door, slowly, but felt a sense of regret pass over me, almost               
immediately for the action undertaken.
 Inside was Clara. She was sitting there, weaving a dress. 
I was shocked that she was alive. 
"Why is the"Why is there so much blood".
She didn’t reply. 
 I panicked but then I called her name 'Clara'. I was almost choking with fear, and it felt like my 
voice was barely coming as a whisper 
"Yes," she answered without looking up. Her voice felt to be in complete composure.
"What happened here, is there something wrong ?"
She  looked up all of a sudden.
And what I saw and heaAnd what I saw and heard therein shall haunt me for eternity.  
My hands were shaking by then. The knife I was holding dropped down.
My voice which was a whisper until now changed into a scream. The Clara everybody knew was 
not there anymore. instead there was a woman covered in blood, and beside her on the table was 
her sewing  machine which instead of thread got a baby's severed body on the table. Clara was 
weaving the dress from the skin. 
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She smiled at this horrid discovery of mine, as if nothing happened and said "I was just 
making your dress. Would you like to try it on?” 
I fainted then and there. I was found the next day by my fiance and  the police .I woke up 
3 days later  and the police  said that they investigated her house after I was taken to the 
hospital  but there were no traces of her but surely there were traces of the babies who 
were missing.
Our wedding happened a month later and I have never seen her since.
Mrs. Bensen finished her stoMrs. Bensen finished her story as well as her knitting.
The children were already asleep by then. 
Mrs Bensen picked them and tucked them in their beds.
The same moment, she heard a knock. Their parents were here.
"Are the kids asleep? Sorry we took so long".
"No problem ,Mrs Nielsen. I tucked them in nicely" Mrs Bensen said 
“What“What a nice lady!”, Mrs Nielson said to her husband as she walked up the stairs to 
check up on their children. "Why their heads are covered?'' the husband said with a 
crease on his forehead.
"Oh honey!  You are so paranoid. There is nothing to worry about ".
"See nothing happened. They are asleep. Better not disturb them”.
"Let me check once" the husband said, still unsure. 
AsAs he pulled the blanket, there were lying two small skeletons with their faces paled. The          
husband, shocked, ran out the house and searched for the babysitter. 
"We should call the police "the husband yelled while the wife was howling clutching to 
the       skeletons.
"Hello 911?"
"Our children have been murdered by our babysitter ."
"Sir, what is your address? I will be sending forces soon?"
"M"May I ask  the name of the babysitter, sir?"
"It was 'Clara' ".
'Clara Bensen'.
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 Words - Voices of mind
Sudeshna Das, 1st Year, CSE

Dead words
Gone words

hiding behind your soft breaths
gossiping about how you are a coward

wwords that have lost their gravity 
when the clock cuckoo-ed

Twelve.

Lost words
Stray words

which reside on your fingertips, tongue tips 
the ones having no substance, for the lips uttering

bubut pierce the flesh of the ears listening.

These pretty little creatures at our disposal
these words, just like any other use-and-throw

none secondary to a weapon, with oh! such power
bestowed upon our tongues.

But what use is a bunch of letters 
when we fail to understand the depth
wwhen we fail to find in them, the truth

when we fail to differentiate what is implied,
the different shades they breathe

So gray, so dull
Oh the lives we lead.

Heavy words
dense words

wwords filled with comfort and pity
Brimming with emotions

or none at all
words that fool the listeners’ heart

or accompany you on the roller coaster of emotions.

Immortal words
Immutable words

wwords that trace your path to the clouds above
defining your past, naming your present & marking your future

words that never leave.
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Strange Love
Nikhil Sinha, 1st Year, EEE

To the raindrop, I failed to admire,
You were just too serene and beautiful for me.

To the sunlight which hues my skin with its bright light, 
You were just too bright for me to appreciate.

MMy heart loves the flawed, 
Just like the crumbling old monuments and withering old trees.

Strange is my love for them and strange is their beauty.
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3rd Year, MBBS

PHOTO COURTESY:  ARKARUP  BISWAS, 4TH YEAR, ELECTRICAL 

49
.



PHOTO COURTESY:  ARKARUP  BISWAS, 4TH YEAR, ELECTRICAL 

1st Year, EEE
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, 3rd Year, Aerospace
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2nd Year, CSCE

55
.



56.



PHOTO COURTESY:  AYUSH MOHANTY, 1ST YEAR, CSE 57
.



58.



59
.



60.



61
.



62.



63
.



64.



65
.



66.



67
.



Shrouds
Cipun Mishra, E&I, 2012-2016

I write poems
on the back of shrouds.

I hope that they bury my poems
when they bury the dead.

II read that mausoleums of past
are overrun by forests,

graveyards with orchards.
Maybe, where there is an exit,

there is an entrance.

In this city of rains,
I bid farewell to metaphors.

II write poems tonight
when the rains fall,

when the dead crawl.
I write poems

on the back of bones,
so when everything dissolves,

my words stay -
mmemories of the dead stay.
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Kintsukuroi
Cipun Mishra, E&I, 2012-2016

When you ask me
if I love you, still -

more often than not,
my answers are mostly

aa dismissive nod
or

a flat 'of course'

There are no metaphors.
There are no ice cream buckets at 2 am.
There are no drenched late-night drives.

There are no games of carrom where I cheat.
TThere are no hugs, no blankets,

no gentle 'how can I not.'

Love is more than just an assurance.
This is my fistfight.

This is my lovesong.
Maybe, it is everything that makes us.

So, when you start to crumble,
II will be your hands.

When you start to feel empty and broken,
I will pour your stories, your laughter -

My kintsukuroi.

When your eyes forget their gleam,
I will tell you of a girl,

whose odor I carry in my heart;
oof the girl who makes silly jokes

to make me laugh on my bad days.

So, when you ask me
if I love you, still -

I will paint you my happiness.
I will say 'always'.
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 KIITian forever….
-Dr. Ansuman Kar, Former Chief Editor, Kritika, 

MBBS, 2010-2016 

InIn 2008, when I had first visited this part of Bhubaneswar for my brother’s         
graduation ceremony, the thing that amazed me was the cosmopolitan                    
infrastructure of the college campus. Born and brought up in Bhubaneswar, the 
northern border of the city for us was Patia square. Beyond that, it was all jungle, 
and usually, we ‘Bhubaneswarites’ never considered the area beyond Patia 
square as part of the mainstream city. That day the idea changed.
InIn 2010 I came with my father for admission. By that time, the surrounding had 
become much more vibrant. There were students from almost every corner of the 
country. The campus of the ‘School of Medicine’ was by far, one of the best cam-
puses I had seen. It was my fortune that I joined a university where the                      
infrastructure, the work culture, and education were all of excellent quality. The 
one thing that always made me love this place was that, every day, there was 
some quality event happening in some part of the college. Be it some cultural 
evevent or an    academic lecture by some top-notch speaker or some social            
extravaganza, the campus of KIIT was always beaming with events. Then came 
the announcement of KIIT hosting the Indian Science Congress. On                          
January 1st,2011, KIIT hosted the know-who of the country in the field of science 
and research including the then Prime Minister of India, Dr. Manmohan Singh and 
the former President, Dr. APJ Abdul Kalam. The university campuses within a 
span of just 3 months had undergone a major transformation for this mega event 
and that dand that day I realised the power of this university.
Life moved on both in the field of academics and other extracurricular activities 
and one thing that was sinking in was the brand “Kiitian”. In KIMS at that time 
there was no student body except the NSS wing, which was also very dormant. 
One day our warden, Dr. Sreemant Dash called me and discussed the various    
programs that he wanted NSS-KIMS to work on. Slowly but steadily my team 
started working on various projects starting from World AIDS Day to Blood          
Donation camps. Within a span of 4 years from 2011 to 2015, the events started 
byby us at college- level had gone on to become not just intra-university but also    
inter-university level events. The otherwise boring looking medical fraternity was 
now walking shoulder to shoulder with the rest of the KIITians. We won                 
competitions not just at regional but also at  national levels. All this was  possible 
because the University believed in nurturing lives, by not just creating                     
academicians but also creating all-rounders. When I look at my tiring and         
challenging MBBS life I feel had it not been for KIIT the journey would have been 
simply black and white.simply black and white.
With the increasing popularity of NSS-KIMS, the students from the school of 
medicine started getting opportunities in various other events of KIIT, one such 
event being the International Youth Festival-2013. When Dr. Sucheta Priyabadini 
Ma'am, the then Director, 
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Student Services of KIIT called me up to bring students from the school of medicine to 
be part of this international event, we all thought it would be just like any other event. 
But, on the contrary, the exposure and interactions we had with the  international       
communities during the event was something we cherish even today. The icing on the 
cake was the Founder’s dinner with our beloved  Dr. Achyuta Samanta Sir. Since then, as 
a KIITian, it was always a privilege to be part of many such Founder’s   Dinners not         
because the menu was good but rather because I believe it was a recognition  bestowed 
uponupon me for the hard work, by the highest authority of the   University. Every KIITian 
dreams to be a part of that group which is invited for the Founder’s dinner and these       
interactions with our Founder surely made us feel special.
KIIT is that University that gives opportunity and encouragement to talent and hard 
work, from The Founder to a peon, every staff of the University makes the students feel 
special about them being a  ‘KIITian’. It is here that a medical student goes up in ranks 
to head Eastern India’s biggest college fest, the “ KIIT Fest-2015” taking along with him 
students from all the schools of KIIT from Law to Biotech to Engineering. Being              
recognised as the Best Student of the Year consecutively for the year 2014 and 2015 
was a personal high point of my life but what remains with me forever is the                       
encouragementencouragement this place gave me in building up my personality. I had aspired to be 
merely an editor in the university magazine ‘Kritika’ but the KSAC not only made me an 
editor but the Chief Student Editor. Of course, the job would not have been successful 
without my wonderful team being supportive and united in times of crisis. Today, when 
I look back I feel accomplished that be it in managing Kritika and Kirti or starting of ‘KIIT 
Wordsmith- the writing society’, the journey has been very happening and left a lasting 
imprint in my mind. A part of me always lives with me as an alumnus of KIIT Wordsmith 
andand for this, I salute the spirit of being a KIITian. If ‘Vasudhaiva Kutumbakam’ is the 
message of India to the world, I will not be wrong if I say “KIIT is the practice room of this 
phrase” 
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without my wonderful team being supportive and united in times of crisis. Today, when 
I look back I feel accomplished that be it in managing Kritika and Kirti or starting of ‘KIIT 
Wordsmith- the writing society’, the journey has been very happening and left a lasting 
imprint in my mind. A part of me always lives with me as an alumnus of KIIT Wordsmith 
andand for this, I salute the spirit of being a KIITian. If ‘Vasudhaiva Kutumbakam’ is the 
message of India to the world, I will not be wrong if I say “KIIT is the practice room of this 
phrase” 
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Daydream
Cipun Mishra, E&I, 2012-2016

I hope when you close your eyes,
every tragedy is just a song.

Our voices punctuate
these struggles -

wwhen they tell our story,
for every comma,

there would be a heartbreak -
for every semicolon,
a disappointment.

I hope when you look back,
wiping tears won't smell of

ruruthless nostalgia
nor of our palms folded,
heads bowed, waiting

for our tragedies to rhyme.

More often than not,
people carry light in their voices -

sunshine in their smiles.
II hope when you close your eyes,
our memories are a fragrance -

our love is a poem.

PHOTO COURTESY: PRABHAV SINHA, 3RD YEAR, MECHATRONICS
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 An Open Letter To Every Young One
Arijit Saha, SCE, 2014-2018

Hi,
This is your elder brother, Arijit. You can call me “Bhai”, “dada”, “brother”, “bro” or  whatever 
you want. It will be better if you just call me by my name. That’s perfectly  alright. 

YYou know what? Growing up is not as cool you think it is now. It adds responsibilities,              
expectations, time rush, and many more challenges. As you grow up, you feel your world   
widening up, and the contact list grows at a geometric progression. Sometimes you feel the 
responsibilities burdened on your head, multiplying with every passing day. As you grow up, 
you lose touch with your near and dear ones, your family, your friends and they are then           
replaced by your acquaintances (people who exist only to serve their own  purpose). You get 
less and less time for yourself. Quality sleep  becomes a luxury, and if by mistake you sleep a 
fewfew minutes extra than your fixed schedule, or fall asleep for a few minutes at a different time 
from the schedule, you feel a ruthless amount of guilt.

Well, the biggest challenge is the constantly changing environment (in terms of the market 
and the society we dwell in). Coping up with the change and changing yourself according to 
the system is the only way out. It is a very funny feeling that you will feel if you are assigned 
some higher responsibility. Previously it used to feel like a matter of great honor and joy to be 
selected as a class monitor in school or a Class Representative (CR) at college. However, 
when you face the real world outside the protective premises, shouldering such                           
responsibilities becomes more of a pain. A good team leader should not only be concerned 
withwith his  development but also  contribute to the development of all the team members. The 
challenge to handle non-cooperative team members is the biggest pain because here, there 
is no option of complaining to the teacher or to the principal. You and only you are             re-
sponsible for ensuring the efficient functioning of your team.

Now I have spoken a lot about the challenges and have scared you a little. Honestly speaking, 
to some extent it is scary. But there is always a way out. What is that way? Well, I shall not tell 
you. It is you who have to decide, which way to choose so that you can face the challenges 
that stand between you and your successful career. However, I can surely give some             
guidance. Always remember that nothing goes to waste. Any skill you have learned, however 
small it may be, or any knowledge or any experience that you may have gathered, nothing 
goes in vain. It is totally up to you, how you use your knowledge, your wisdom and your skills 
to solto solve the problems in life.

As Elon Musk said, “If something is important enough, even if the odds are stacked against 
you, you should still do it.”
Your brother,
Arijit.
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Team- What prompted you to write a counter-narrative of the Indian Epics?
 
A.N.A.N. - What is the fun in writing the same story from the same perspective? In fact I found 
that the ‘Bhakti Era’ has given some sort of distortion to the original ‘Valmiki Ramayana’ or 
Ved Vyas’s ‘Mahabharata’. It has become more and more one-sided unlike the original 
ones, or the earlier ones (because there were many versions), which were more neutral. 
Even if we go back to ‘Puranas’, we find that Ravana was not considered as a ‘Villain’, rather, 
‘Jaya’ while Khumbhakarna, his brother was ‘Vijaya’. They were doorkeepers of Vishnu, who 
take birth as the antagonists of the stories because of flickers, first as ‘Hiranyaksha and 
Hiranyakashyapu’,Hiranyakashyapu’, then ‘Ravana and Kumbhakarna’ and finally as ‘Kamsa and Sishupala’. 
Essentially, what it means is that these (stories) are not tales of ‘Good versus Bad’, as 
believed, or made to be believed as they speak of ‘Karma’ and ‘Karmaphala’. So whether 
Lord Ram, Lord Krishna, Ravan, Khumbhakarna or Duryodhana, all these people do certain 
karmas and they are not spared of the outcomes (of their karma). So Ramayana and 
Mahabharata are essential of the Good triumphing over Evil. These are the stories written to 
teach people of Karma and Karmaphala, and that is why not even the ‘avatars’ escape the 
cyclecycle of Karma. So my purpose in writing these stories is not to demonise the heroes and 
portray the heroism of the villains but to show a neutral perspective.
 
Team- Had you always wished to be a writer?
 
A.N. - I have always been a storyteller from my childhood but being a writer was not a dream 
or anything. I came to it very late. My first book was published when I was 37 or 38. So well, it 
was not that I was writing since childhood but I was always a storyteller and I wanted to tell 
stories; writing is one method of telling stories and now am enjoying the process.
    
Team- Who do you consider as your inspiration?
 
A.N.A.N. - My father, late L. Neelakantan has always been my inspiration. All the stories am 
writing now, I heard from him. He was a very traditional man and having brought up in a very 
conservative house, I heard the usual versions of the stories. My father used to always chant 
Ram’s name. He never discouraged me from asking questions and explained them in his 
own ways. He was the first person to teach me that these (stories) are just allegorical and 
meant to teach people about ‘Advaita’, as he put it. I have tried to tell stories based on 
whatever he had taught me. But the thought process is mine. I think he would have been 
shockedshocked that I dared to put it across, but being a very traditional Indian, he would’ve never 
been offended because he always believed in the maxim that there are different aspects of 
truth and there are different routes to reach the same.

Team- How was the response from the public, when your books were released, given that 
they challenge the commonly accepted beliefs? Have these changed over time?
 
A.N. - The response, over nearly a decade, that I have been writing on different perspectives, 
not only in books but also for TV series- ‘Asura’ from Ravan’s perspective, ‘Ajaya’, the series 
of two books, from Duryodhana’s perspective, ‘Vanara’ from Baali's perspective in books 
while in case of television, ‘Siya Ke Ram’ from Sita’s perspective and ‘Mahabali Hanuman’ 
from Hanuman’s perspective, has been quite overwhelming. Initially, people were surprised, 
a bit hurt, but as they read through the books they found that I was not writing it with an 
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or something rather was just trying to bring out various perspectives through various media. 
So the response has been good. When I was writing the very devotional TV series on 
Sankatmochan Hanuman, I was alongside writing Vanara, told entirely from Baali’s 
perspective which is very contradictory to what is being told in the television series. It was 
just opening the windows to a different point of views showing the different sides. It is just an 
exploration and people understood it and accepted it more or less.    
 
Team- How did the ‘Baahubali: Before the Beginning’ Series came into being?Team- How did the ‘Baahubali: Before the Beginning’ Series came into being?
 
A.N.A.N. - Director SS Rajamouli Sir had read my book ‘Asura’ among other books and liked them 
very much. When the first film of the Baahubali Series had come, ‘Baahubali: The Beginning’, 
he was searching for someone to expand the ‘Baahubali Universe’. I met him in his 
Hyderabad office where he asked me to write a few random scenes as the back story of the 
film, and he liked quite a several scenes which I wrote then and there. He offered me the 
project and so the three-book series of ‘Baahubali: Before the Beginning’ came into being- 
‘The Rise of Sivagami’, ‘Chaturanga’ and the latest, ‘Queen of Mahishmati’, consisting of 
aboutabout thirty years before that shown in the movies. The books deal with Sivagami and 
Katappa’s childhood to the beginning of the first film of the series. A Netflix series on the 
books is in the making, to be released soon.
  
Team- Is there any particular character from your books, you can relate to, the most?
 
A.N. - I felt related to something or the other with all the characters which I wrote on and 
about. But specifically, the character of Bhadra & Ravana in ‘Asura’, the character of Jara in 
‘Ayaja(Duryodhana’s Mahabharata series)’, Skandakasa in ‘Baahubali Series’ or Baali in 
‘Vanara’ are the characters I relate to, the most.
 
Team- How do you see the current state of affairs in the country?
 
A.N.A.N. - I am no politician to comment on the current affairs of the country. As far as I am 
concerned, I believe that there are some people not happy with the way religion is getting 
perceived. Accepting all kinds of thoughts is the fundamental of ‘Indian Religion’ consisting 
primarily of Hinduism, Buddhism, Jainism, or any school of thought which originated from 
India. Imitating the western religions where there was only one version of the truth may not 
be a good option for a pluralist society like India. It is the only thing I offer to say as of now.
 
Team-Team- Do you think mythology and history as separate or one? Kindly shed some light on 
the same.
 
A.N.A.N. - By mythology, if you mean ‘Puranas’, it is not the correct translation. Our Puranas are 
tales told by Great Rishis and storytellers to convey certain messages- some were suitable 
for the times in which they had written them, others for eternity. There is no absolute truth in 
anything in the world. The truth is for a specific time. But these (Puranas) were great stories 
told by seers and they themselves said that the lessons imparted were applicable only for a 
certain period in a certain geography and are not universal. Although some values like 
honesty, humility and various other qualities which they projected through their characters 
werewere universal values that will remain true, across cultures and time.  On the other hand, 
mythology is a word often associated with myths, beliefs and stories of a ’Dead Civilization’. 

77
.



We can talk about Egyptian Myths or Nordic Myths as the civilizations have long gone and 
dead. Even if the country does exist in modern times, they have no relationship with the 
civilization which gave rise to the stories. So these stories now remain in myths and have 
become almost obsolete. In contrast, in India, all the stories are part of a living tradition that 
undergo constant changes. They are not myths. So we call them ‘Puranas’ and ‘Itihasa’, not 
to be confused with history. In fact, this is beyond history. Trying to search history in stories is 
a futile exercise and I would never advise that. The greatness of Ramayana is not altered by 
whetherwhether it happened. The question is irrelevant because this was not the purpose of it 
(writing of Ramayana). Even without resorting to all these acrobatics or circus to find history 
in our great stories, we should understand that we have a great history spanning three or 
four millennia. So let us not confuse the fantastic living traditions of India which have 
inspired so much of art, music, architecture and what not and given a moral code to our 
culture irrespective of religion and caste, to mere history.  
 
Team- Tell us something about your future projects?
 
A.N. - The next to come is a short story collection of Valmiki’s Women, soon to be published 
by Westland. Also Audible is publishing an audio series, which is non-fiction on different 
Ramayanas and different lessons. Alongside I am working on almost two films, and three 
shows now, the announcement of which will be coming soon. A few novels are also planned 
for the next year.
    
Team- What is your message for the youth of the nation?
 
A.N.A.N. - My message for the youth of the nation is to have an open mind, open eyes and an 
open heart, have compassion and empathy and not be fanatic or fundamentalist. We have 
a beautiful constitution, one of the best constitutions in the world, and if you ask me, in this 
era, it is a holy book. Developing a scientific and rational temper, a sense of inclusiveness is 
essentially required for today’s world, else we’ll end up like many countries which descended 
into social strife, conflicts, riots and bloodshed, not good for the future. 
WhenWhen in doubt, just remember Mahatma Gandhi’s talisman: ‘Any action you do, please 
recall the face of the poorest man or woman you’ve known and see how your actions will 
impact them’. This talisman is an eternal truth that has sprouted from the basic dharmic 
code of India.
 
Thank You!!! 
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Ankita Priyadarshani,
 M.Tech Thermal ,1st year 



Ankita Priyadarshani,
 M.Tech Thermal ,1st year 
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Srishti Swarupa, BDS, 3rd Year
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Cipun Mishra, E&I, 2012-16 Batch
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Srishti Swarupa, BDS, 3rd year
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