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Voices

People called him Crazy - crazy, not as
Ahmed Chacha was, who went haywire
when his son Aquib crossed the border
in the nineties swayed by the illusionary
momentum of Azaadi! That lame old
man roams around the lanes of our town
Sopore day and night, questioning
people about his son. Crazy, not as
Haseena Begum was, who stopped
eating altogether, when a convoy of
army men took her husband Latif for
scrutiny into an interrogation centre.
Next day, the daily news flashed these
wordsswith a photo of a totally burned
man —“Dreaded Militant Latif Lone dies
in an ambush!” Only the town folks and
Haseena knew-that it was Latif Bashir,
not Lone-who was burnt. Crazy- no, no,
not atall like that kiddo Rukhsana —who has not uttered a word since a tear gas shell sent by paramilitary
forces hit her father on the head in the midst of a protest, when she was coming home from his shop. Poor
soul has no oneto call hersin this world!

Indeed he was not as crazy as people of this small town in Kashmir were. And yes there were no shortages
of mad people here in Kashmir! Days of turmoil had squeezed out sense out of these peaceful beings. But
who was to be blamed? India? Pakistan? Who?? Sometimes these mad folks got so caught up in their own
talks of whom to blame, that they started blaming each other — and created a hullabalco in the streets.
The notion of good had lost its charm in these bleak days, and violence had become a part of the greater
reality of day to day life. At the age when children talk about cartoons and fantasy, they were talking
about blood in the streets, about a teenage guy whose brains came out when cops beat him with sticks!
And yes - they talked so casually about it! Indeed another generation of innocence was getting
murdered, before it even started having roots.

So here he was, 22 years of age, slim, pointed nose, sky-blue eyes and handsome - a typical Kashmiri boy
sitting in the shade of a Gulmohar tree in the Qabristaan (graveyard). Our dear friend, Basharat. A speckle
of sunshine, netted from the tree, illuminated a part of his face.

“To call myself mad would be a very out of place kind of thing!” he thought.

“Socially outcast”-yes that is the right word. Indeed | don't understand this whole notion of being mad.
What must seem very normal to a mad person might be termed as stupid by an able minded person. May
be it's not about being mad, it's about being not like everyone else. Ironically, people-who are termed
mad bysociety, feel that they are the only able minded people living in a world full of maniacs!

“Ahmed Chacha was right when he uttered these words once, in those good old days —“Kashmir main
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mausam aise badalta hai jaise Mumbai main fashion” These words resonated in the ears of Basha®
when he looked at the sky, which was ruled with clouds. What seemed to be a sunny day, lost its lustreir
matter of minutes, just like his life. He continued his arguments with himseif about being mad or n¢
Blabbering all sorts of things, he caught a glimpse of perfectly beautiful flowers near his cous
Naushad's grave and as a result, moved his head frantically away from the image in a swift motic®
Situations had sucked out optimism from his life, and something hopeful, something cheerful wou
cause himfits ofanger.”Things like these, mislead!"he said.

Lost in the delirium of his thoughts, he didn't notice a sturdily builtarmy man coming down his way wit

an object, which was not altogether new for him. But still, each step this man took, sent a shiver down

spine. A horrendous spectre of mutilated bodies came before his eyes. He brushed the thought awz
with the same intensity it came! Looking at the brighter aspects, a new tale of sorrow was to be expresse

to him today. Havaldar Ram Prasad, dragging a shrouded corpse, came his way. “Salaam sahib!” sa*
Basharat in a candid way. “Haan haan bhai, Raam Raam!” Ram Prasad retorted. Though he didn't eve'
have an“e” of Basharat's education, Ram Prasad looked at himself as a man much more worthy than t™
person standing in front of him. Poor Basharat, what could he do ? Fate had entangled his life with mise
only.

Ram Prasad didn't pay any courtesy to Basharat's eagerness to converse with him. Leaving the corpse &
the ground with a thud, keeping his head high, thinking it unworthy on his part to talk with this mania<
he marched smartly the way he came. Again Basharat was all alonel!

It was getting darker as each moment passed, the cuckoo bird had given way to the bats, which nov
mysteriously hung on the branches, and the Qabristan started wearing a shadow of omniscience. Just®
a matter of minutes, he would start hearing to the voices. The voices which haunted him, when he firs
gave an ear tothem, and gaverise to nightmares and sleepless nights.

Darkness seeped into every corner of the Qabristan, and from each grave voices bellowed - some ¢
sighs, some of cries! Some of stories untold, some of acts brave and bold. Basharat felt at home in th=
wilderness, amidst these unfathomable mutterings. With no soul left in this world to call his own, he hat
found solace with these corpses. Of course, they didn't neglect him as both life and world did. He share<
laments of his past with them and listened intently about theirs. And for the same reason people callec
him mad. But he didn't care! Indeed it was not them who had ever bothered to enquire about hi
whereabouts.

Inthe graves, chitter chatter had already started. Even death, the topic of revolution, blood, viclence anc
sometimes peace, had not lost its impression on the nerves of people. They talked about painful past:
and a bleak future as one and the same thing, nothing new! Some teenagers who died while peltinc
stones still shouted the famous punch line that swayed crowds in Kashmir, from the extreme corner
“Hum kya chaahte, azaadi!!” Indeed peace was only an illusion, the desolation of their lives hadn't left
these souls-though they had turned into apparitions.

Tum mujhe yun bhula na paaoge

Haan, tum mujhe yun bhula na paaoge
Jab Kabhi bhi sunoge geet mere

Sang sang tum bhi gungunaaoge

Haan, tum mujhe yun bhula na paaoge...

You could never easily forget me Yes, you could never easily forget me wheneveryou listen to my song

You will always hum along
Yes, and you could never easily forget me...
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Beautiful voice, eloquent words — the whole grave was silenced by the prospect of this new voicel!
Everyone listened intently. Basharat looked back only to notice that the sound came from the shrouded
figure which Ram Prasad had apparently left near him. This reminded him of the fact that he had to bury
the corpse in a matter of minutes.

Tum mujhe yun bhula na paaoge

Haan, tum mujhe yun bhula na paaoge
Jab kabhi bhi sunoge geet mere

Sang sang tum bhi gungunaaoge

Haan, tum mujhe yun bhula na paaoge...

Again the corpse sang this Mohammad Rafi song in his melodious voice, but this time it was much more
bitter, much more painful. His voice broke several times in between, but he sustained, only to end up
cryingterribly.

Basharat felt pity for him, his agony had struck a chord in him. But it was not him only who became still
upon hearing the ache of their new friend, the whole Qabristan was silenced, each soul listened raptly to
him.The wind passed inexplicably through the shrubs, disturbing leaves from their slumber. A shiver ran
down Basharat's spine. “l must start digging”, he said, half to himself, half to someone else. And so he
lumbered forth, caught the spade lying near Naushad's grave and after finding a safe spot, started
digging.

To break the monotony of the atmaosphere, he began on a bright note, by saying,“You sing very welll”Our
dear new friend was caught off guard, he responded, “Do you?? Do you hear my voice? Can you talk to
me?”

“Yes”, Basharat replied.

“She also said the same thing when she first heard this song!”
"Who, my friend?"Basharat asked.

“My love - Rukhsar’, he replied.

There was an abrupt pause after this, each and every soul listened in the Qabristan, listened curiously to
their new acquaintance. Two boys in the corner started blabbering stuff, and ended up getting shushed
by Ahmed chacha's father.

Again he began his account of distress, “Life was all happy in those good old days. Me, my family - we
were all content. Seeing the deteriorated condition of people's lives in our state, we were more than
grateful, of whatever we had! Only we were too optimistic, too unaware of what fate held for usin its sack.
Oh brother, | have losteverything in life”

Basharat stopped to have some breath. Brushing the droplets of perspiration from his forehead, he said,
“How, my dear friend?”and continued digging.

“Thefirsttime she saw me, | was singing the same song! Rukhsar - my love. Even she doesn't have anyone
to call her own in this world, only if | were alive’, he cried. “After our first meeting, a place near the river
became our rendezvous. | sang, she listened. We didn't speak much, our love was so pious - | didn't say
and she understood. But one unfortunate day, both of our families were present at a function where
militants, by chance, were hiding. People, unaware of the fact, got on with the proceedings. Getting the
chance to meet clandestinely, both of us slipped by and met in the garden. But when the forces got to
know about their presence in the hall, they didn't take chances of evacuating the people - they fired,
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they killed whomsoever they found. Both of us saw the hall go up inflames, heard the shrieks of our love:
ones.We tried, we cried, only to know that we won't be allowed to help. Both of us hand in hand, saw o=
lives rupture because of these army men. We were agonized, we were anguished! Revenge was whatw
both thought of. Whatever was leftin life, we held on toit, and each other's presence made it much mo*

bearable. And when one day we got news from some source, that a party of young men from Kupwa*

was going to cross the border to go to Pakistan, to have training there and become freedom fighters fo
Kashmir, we were more than encouraged by the prospect. | asked Rukhsar to stay, but she wz
determined - 'For whom??' she said! So we both went to Kupwara, and after finding our group staye:
underground with them. And finally the day arrived, we started heading towards our track, taking t™
supplies we gathered from here and there. It was winter, and the snow was taking its toll. We ha®
completed a half part of the journey successfully. Rukhsar and | dreamt of dying together for the causs
alas, how little were we aware that fate would break us asunder after some time. After reaching the poir
and being a little away from our destination, we ended up coming face to face with a convoy of arm

men. And hence broke into two groups and fatefully Rukhsar was pa rted from me in the other group.
the midst of bullets and fire, we bade our goodbye for the time being, but people of my group eithe
ended up getting killed or were caught by army men. Rukhsar's group - | have heard, by the grace @
allah, crossed the border safely. Those army men brought me to this interrogation centre, asked m=
guestions that | had no association with, or questions which were so important to my cause that | wou't
never answer. They tortured me for days, cut my body parts.And intheend —killed me...”

This was not a very new story to Basharat but the souls of qabristan listened so intently that even the
feeble sound of winds were heard. Basharat had dug up the ‘qabr' for this man and silently dragged him
into it —with his bloodied shroud.

“Tellme your story bhaijaan’, said the soul to Basharat.

Having known everything about Basharat, all the residents of gabristan started muttering things all &
once, at which, Ahmed chacha's father being the oldest and wisest ofthem all, as he always did, shoutec
“Have some courtesy for our friend Basharat! Shut up all of you.”

Again there was silence.

Basharat began, “Being the top at my school, and getting a scholarship to study abroad, | thought | was
an instrument of God, and no one could stop me. Alas, | was naive. When one day, one of my cousins was
picked up by an army jeep, who apparently disappeared after that event. All of my family was infuriatec
and joined a peaceful protest with candles on Gawkadal Bridge. Paramilitary forces opened fire on all the
unarmed citizens, and being in the first row the meagre chances that my family had of avoiding their
dismal death vanished. At least they died shouting 'azaadi!' Whatever little was left behind, I held onto it
for days. But the panorama of dwindling money in my possession broughtinto light thefact that| cannot
be further educated and must work. And then there came a time, when | had nothing in fact, neighbours
were serving me food, but till when? And when some army men came in search of a person to do the
menial job of burying the bodies coming from interrogation centre, | had to accept. Only they never told
me that the condition of bodies would be so severe.”

To this Ahmed chacha's father said coldly, “Indeed we have lost so much son! Our culture, joy and peace s
allgone!We have nothingin our hands, nothing!”

Basharat started to cover the body with sand only to get startled by the cry of the grave'sinhabitant.
“Wait!”he shouted.
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“There is a letter in the right pocket of my shirt, it is for my love Rukhsar! | know she will come to see me,
giveitto her”

Basharat reached for the shroud, separated the layers and was blown aback. A shriek conjured up itself to
Basharat's lips, but died away overall.

Our lover boy was headless!
He gathered his wits and took the letter out of his pocket, which was moist with blood.
“Don'tyou fear my state, bhaijaaan’, said his friend.

“When I first saw the mutilated parts of a boy, | fainted. Now, | have a habit of seeing such contraptions.
My heart has turned stone now, bhaijaan”

“One more request —please do write my name Rafiq on my epitaph, for my love.”
“But | cannotwrite names, | have to write numbers only. The Army ordered me to write numbers only.”

Aspeckle of sunlight caught the corner of Basharat's eye. Nobody replied to him.There was silence again,
they were gone. It was moming again. Basharat wanted to ask more, know more but he kept his desire to
himself.

Covering Rafiq's 'qabr' with sand, he started searching for a stone to write his number. After finding the
stone, he wrote with white paint 1192, and in beautiful letters wrote Rafiq at the back of it.

All the bats were long gone, the cuckoo was singing again. Shimmers of sunshine were making the day
warmagain.

He stood up to go, bade a good bye to them all and started on the track he had come from. And then it
struck him -The letter! It was in his pocket now, and he opened the stained letter with a message written
withbloodinit.

Tum mujhe yun bhula na paaoge

Haan, Tum mujhe yun bhula na paaoge
Jab Kabhi bhi sunoge geet mere

Sang sang tum bhi gungunaaoge

Haan, tum mujhe yun bhula na paaoge...

You could never easily forget me

Yes, you could never easily forget me
whenever you listen to my song

You will always hum along

Yes, and you could not easily forget me

Woh bahaare woh chandini raatein
hamne ki thi jo pyar ki baaten

Un nazaaron ki yaad aayegi

Jab khayaalon mein mujhko laaoge Haan,
tum mujhe yun bhulaa na paaoge...

Those moonlit spring nights and

all the love-filled conversations we had

will come back to you as a sweet memory whenever you think of me.
Yes, and you could not forget me.
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Mere haathon mein tera chehra tha
Jaise koi gulaab hota hai

Aur sahaara liya tha baahon ka

Woah shaam kis tarah bhulaaoge

Haan tum mujhe yun bhula na paaoge...

TI'held your face in my hands as if it was a delicate rose.

And you took the support of my arms.
How can you forget those romantic evenings?
Yes, you could never forget me...

Tears escaped the corners of his eyes, and he brushed
them silently. He started paving his track again only to be
stopped by a voice.

“Oh bhaijaan!” said an old man, who had been curiously
looking at Basharat from some time now, and found it
very peculiar of him to be talking to himself, that too in a
graveyard..,

“JeeUnclejee, boliye?”

“Whom were you talking to in there?” he said, pointing to
thegraves.

“Does it matter to you, Uncle?”Basharat retorted.
“Achha, tell me, what do you hear there??”

"Voices!” whispered Bahsarat and started walking on his way. He ignored the stunned loak on the ¢
man's face, but heard his voice at quite a distance,

“Nowonder people call this young man crazy!!”

A Brief note on Kashmir
It's quite fitting that | ended my tale with a song.

Because when you Google Kashmir, you find that Kashmir is a Led Zeppelin song. This very morning, | wa:
thinking about it and came to the conclusion that Kashmir should be Queen's song“l want to break free
instead ofa Led Zeppelin song.

Kashmir is complicated, it's not simple, and what the world knows about it — what India knows about it
isthatitis grossly simplified into an India vs. Pakistan issue or a Hindu vs. Muslim issue, neither of which it
is. Kashmir is not an India-Pakistan issue although under foreign domestic compulsion in issues of
politics people talk like that. You have to understand that what is happening in Kashmir at this point is
that most of the Indians are ignorant of the kind of excesses happening there. The summer of 2010 alone
saw an average of one teenager dying a day, with bullets, arid some of them had stones in their hands
and others were just, may be, going to the market to buy chicken. And over the last decade - even by
official accounts — over 60,000 people have died in the valley. There have been 10,000 people or more
who are missing, hundreds of thousands of people are misplaced, tens of thousands of widows are there.
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I mean the numbers are crazy. And on top of that there are laws like Public Safety Act and Armed Forces
Special Powers Act (AFSPA) which allow security forces to just detain or shoot or impose curfew with
impunity. So most of the average Indians have no idea when they say, “Doodh mangoge toh kheer
denge, kashmir maangoge toh cheer denge” which means, “if you want milk, I'll give you kheer! If you
want Kashmir, I'll tear you apart!”It's that horrible kind of national rhetoric and it has created an absence
in imagination of the people of the nation - both in the valley of Kashmir and people outside Kashmir -
who only see Kashmiris not as Kashmiris but in terms of Hindus and Muslims. So the tragedy in terms of
sheer numbers is atrocious, and on top of that there is this idea that bureaucrats in the centre (in Delhi)
have historically operated this kind of imperial mind-set, whereby the centre has patronized local elites,
rival elites if the need arose! So, the bureaucrats in the centre, who have noidea about the ground reality,
get to make the policies, and the people of Kashmir — the elite who represent Kashmir — remain
powerless and have to follow what is being laid down for them. So, the place where interaction occures
between centres of power does not involve the people of India (who do not know what's happening in
Kashmir), and does not involve Kashmiris because they are not represented. And then everyone says,
“What do Kashmiri's want??” What do they want? Duh! And you know Kashmiri's have gone hoarse
shouting,”"Hum kya chaahte, aazaadi!”

They want freedom from oppression. So that people in this democracy have the right to have an
assembly — which people in Kashmirdon't have. They want the right to protest — which people in Kashmir
don't have! So, if there is no electricity people in Kashmir cannot get together and say, “Oh we want
electricity!” They want the right to represent their land, they want autonomy. More than 2,000 corpses,
believed to be victims of Kashmir's long-running insurgency, have been found buried in dozens of
unmarked graves in the divided region, an Indian government human rights commission report has
said. Since the past 20 years Kashmir has suffered, more than it can!! Who to blame — India?? Pakistan??
Me??You??Who??lam confused!

Mohammed Asif Khan
B.A. (H) English | Year
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Where Do | Belong?

Coming from an army background and getting posted to different piaces every three to four years
always suffered from an Identity Crisis!

Being born in the valley of Kashmir, spending the rest of the days of my childhood betwes
Allahabad and Delhi and devoting my teenage years to the majesty of Rajasthan, my roots
stroked the unaccustomed earth several times. And my memory was not specific, but a camouflac
of towns with different shades altogether. Hence, in my growing years, a seed of doubt was plantz
in me. And within no time, it turned into a sapling living in me, whose premature leaves, with the
rare feat of wisdom, asked me this question of my existence -"Where do you belong dear? Where?’

Now this small plant has turned into a tree whose branches seidom poke me with a shudder
extinguish its curiosity with an answer. And unknowingly, makes these words resonate in my ears
“Where do | belong?” Unable to get a satisfactory response, the tree passes away into nothingnes
making me hollow, more vulnerable from inside.

Though respecting the man he is and having a high opinion about his demeanour, | have nevs
confided in anyone that sometimes | feel a bit envious of my father. Though I love him the mos
detest sometimes, the advantages that he had. Maybe that could be the other way round too!
heart lies in our hometown. If he has any last wish, it is to mix with the mud of that very place, 2
acquaintance of his childhood days. Till today, whenever he gets a handful of time, he makes
momentous by rejoicing with his friends, recollecting playful accounts of their past.

On the other hand, |, having an Army upbringing was made to leave my friends when our bonds we
only growing strong. Leaving your friends and neighbours teary eyed, landing up in a new town a
getting engulfed in its strangeness, striving to make the surroundings known and repeating t
same procedure every three to four years, was a part of my reality. And having a vibrant cinema thz
venerated the stature of life-long friendship with characters likes Jai and Veeruy, | felt destiny ha
done me wrong somewhere! Ifelt detached and doubtful. -
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Seriously, wheredo | belong??

Do | belong to that valley, bounded by the grand mountains which originate from the earth like
claws of a creature, unimaginable! Where rule the meadows of flowers and where people are
beautiful and peace loving. Where, ironically, lives were lost and blood seeped into the river to lose
its colour, where the term freedom changed from realismtoillusion and vice versa.

Do | belong to the land where two rivers of splendour meet in their entirety ina beautiful 'sangam'?
Where people take dips to cleanse their sins and I, on the other hand, learned to steal. Do | belong
there?

Do | belong to the land which | felt was exorbitant, which shadowed its flaws by the veil of its pride,
which gave me equal amounts of bliss and despair? Or that majestic state of kings and queens where
battles were fought and history was sought, where my parents have theirroots? Dol belong there?

But the grandeur of time lies in the fact that it demystifies everything! And in the inability of people
to cope with their differences, | found my answer. All of the places that | have lived in have formed
me. Each state that | have lived in has formed a part of me. Each place has added to me a different
shade - be it my Kashmiri colour and eyes, or Rajasthani humbleness of manner. Now, | do not feel
strange when | go to different locations, their peculiarity turns into companion-ship. On a brighter
note, though my heart does not belong to a specific place but it lies in the country itself. | am the
child of this nation — diverse and still one! |am no one, and everyone. To think of it this way is quite

amazing, isn'tit?

Mohammed Asif Khan
B.A. (H) English, | Year
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Movie Review—Nightcrawler
"Creeping in the Suburbs™

Nightcrawler is the first attempt at direction of Hollywood screenwriter Dan Gilroy. In his debut,
Gilroy succeeds in bringing an interesting mix of genres and content on screen. Nightcrawler is
essentially a Neo-noir fused with elements of black comedy. The movie revolves around the
character Louis Bloom (Jack Gyllenhaal), a super-intelligent loner desperate to find a job. Lou
describes himself as a quick-learner and a hard worker. When he gets into the profession of
videographing crime/accident reports and selling them to the morning news shows, he gradually
turns into a psychopath willing to use everything and anything that comes in the way of his success.
The world of nightcrawlers that Dan Gilroy creates is an engaging one in terms of both, the speed
thatit provides and the critique that it invokes about the voyeurism of the present times.

Nightcrawler tries to reflect the capital producing ethic that has crept into the media institutions.
The KWLA morning news station gets its TRP through graphic images of gory accidents and grisly

crime,scenes. The news director Nina
HTeRAN R

(Rene Russo) describes the
"essence" of their _ works as "A screaming
woman running down (el i
throatcut! Contraryto [ kel Ve

the street with her
providing news as one
would expect from a _
actually feeds sadistic . SRR i ’“%%H?Eéggggg,ggg

A MODERN MASTERP?ESE”

voyeurism to gain

media channel, it
popularity. The i

Crime Creeping into §
another way of §
spreading corruption |

centers to the
criticizes how media

morning show 'Urban

) the Suburbs' is

creating a fear of the
from the urban
suburbs. The movie
creates racist and class

oriented stereotypes by selectively projecting certain incidents involving crime while ieaving out
the others. In a conversation Nina tells Lou about the types of videos that sell "violent victim or
victims injured by the hands of poor or a minority." In other words, those news items which we bank
upon have already created criminal stereotypes and gained them popularity. In the restaurant
scene, Lou states that the erime rate has actually gone down and this makes Nina tense, pointing
towards yet another paradox of capitalism. Creation of a safer world actually makes other people
unemployed, thus, recreating the conditions of crime.

In post-industrial capitalism, news has become a commodity and even as a commodity it is not
valued for its use-value but its exchange value. News items compete with daily soaps and popular
sports for popularity as if it has no use-value of its own.To win this competition, it has to be framed in
amore eye catching way. We can note a severe aestheticism of news in the movie. When Lou reaches -
the accident spot before the police, he moves the dead body so as to get a better shot. Loulater pats
his own back by explaining how he is working on framing, he explains, "A proper frame not only
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draws the eye into the picture, it keeps it there longer, dissolving the barrier between the s

and the outside of the frame." The frame action matters more than the reason for the accider
the history of the victim in the news report. Such is the crude satire that Nightcrawler pulls for®
who get it. The final part of the movie, when Nina and Lou are having an exagger
romanticized discussion over the price of Lou's "masterpiece" video as if an art explorer is aws
the work of a great artist, is the cherry on the top. The scene frame has Lou's partner Rick

Ahmed) dead body in the background. These elements provide a swift dark humor to the mov

The movie is not merely a satire on the glamorization of pain and agony in media institution:
also very telling of exploitation of labor in the capitalist business ethics. The movie sheds lic®
the internship and freelance market as sources of free labor. In the very first few minutes int
movie, we learn about the desperation of Lou to get a free internship. All the nightcrawles
actually freelancers, and hence always try to win the cut-throat competition of capturing the
video each night. These freelancers are no less than tech-savvy daily wage laborers
employment seekers are literally reduced to commodities, “sell yourself" is what Lou tells Ric*
business manual rules that Lou has fed himself from the internet serve as rationalizations for ea®
his actions. Even though the business has grown, his employee Rick never gets a raise. He ki
competitor and in his final psychopathic stages he gets innocent people and even Rick kiliec
frenzy of shooting his masterpiece video.

All this Lou does to make it to the next level, to own a video-shooting company. Proving himse

be a quick learner, Lou has learned to work only for himself, to be his own master. Lou realizes ™
the only way to not be exploited and get the full benefit of one's own hard work is to be at the tor
the chain, exploiting other people. The movie thus, also reminds us of TV series Breaking Bad wi
the frustrations and anxieties created by this neo-liberal consumerist society result in a desire

unlimited power, complete freedom over oneself. Although, whether unlimited power re:
liberates oneisthe question posedin both the narratives.

Nightcrawler comes full circle when in the final scene of the movie, Lou owns a company and h*

three interns to whom he promises bright future prospects if they listen to what he says. He thir

only in terms of profit and business transactions; he even buys sex as a business transaction. His |z

of ethics is nothing but a literal capitalist education. The movie argues that Lou's psychopathy is

a side-effect of consumerist capitalism but in-fact a perfect product of it. In the cut-thre
competition of present economic structure, it is sociopathy, psychopathy and lack of morals t™
helps onerise uptheladder.

Deepanshu Mahaja
B.A. (H) English, Il yez
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Dirty India, Clean Indians

| dream of such a time when in India the literate illiterates will understand cleanliness. India is like
wilderness. It is a shame for us that India is so dirty because we refuse to take upon ourselves the job
of keepingitclean.

We often see people throwing empty cans, crumpled packets of half eaten food and other garbage
from their moving cars. Not only does it scare the driver of the following vehicle and cause accidents,
itis also disgusting and thoughtless. What makes them believe that the entire world is their garbage
bin is beyond understanding. Lit cigarette butts are dangerous when thrown from moving vehicles,
balconies and staircase. But that does not encourage Indians to be more careful. People refuse to
make a proper connect with the MCD garbage bins.

There are many more examples of filth. We are a filthy nation because we're quite proud of being
filthy. It's a way of declaring we're not namby-pamby, stricken with a fetish for the antiseptic. We are
capable of walking a hill-sized pile with cabbage mixed with detritus with smatterings of used
sanitary napkins and dark fluids that look like a left over sewer, without gagging. In India, roads and
streets- the zones that simply connect people from one point to another-are where pavements have
rivulets-of piss running down the gutter.

What we need in Indiais a cleaning act not merely in a political campaign butin people’s minds.

Rishika
B.A. (H) Pol. Sc., ll Year
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The Death of the Right

For three years Madhav had been working in the same company as a member of the Accounts
department. He was waiting for the much awaited promotion to the post of Junior Manager of the
department. However, today he seemed a bit off. The office hours were already over but Madhav had
been doing overtime for almost three weeks now. After working for so long, he decided to take a break.
He put his head down in a hope to derive relief for his continuous headache.

After half an hour he woke up and realized that he had fallen asleep. His head was still achng, although
now it felt much more like a physical pain. He reluctantly decided to call it a day. In the parking lot he met
Mr.Bhardwaj, manager of the Sales department.

“So Madhay, all set for the promotion?”
“Yeah!ltis very much expected now”
“Good.See you tomorrow then. Goodnight.”
“Goodnight”

After reaching home, Madhav directly went to the washroom to wash his face, the calculations of
accounting still revolving in his mind, when suddenly he thought he saw something glittering in his hair.
When he touched the spot he realized that it was blood. There was a woundin his head. But he thought it
to be very strange as he had no memory at all of getting injured. He tried hard to remember but he could
not find any rational reason for the wound. Finally, he dressed the wound, but was still stressed.

Next day, the office was as usual, Madhav spent a total of 10 hours in front of the computer just doing
mathematical and accounting calculations. When he returned home, he realized that the pain over the
bandaged wound had increased. Checking in the mirror, he was left baffled to see that the wound had
grown deeper. He tried real hard to clear out the confusion about the wound but to no avail. At last, he
bandaged thewoundandslept.

Next morning, Madhav realized that he could not hide the wound so he thought of taking a‘work from
home'in order to avoid questions and suspicion about this wound. Throughout the day, he kept working
as he did not want to lose the chance of the upcoming promotion. The pain in his head was constantly
growing but he kept ignoring it and when finally he took a break after 8 hours of continuous work he
could nolongerignore the pain. Looking in the mirror, he could not believe what his eyes saw, the wound
had engulfed to almost half of the right side of his skull. He saw the wound both in disgust and horror.He
screamed out of confusion and fear. He quickly dressed up the wound. He was so horrified that he covered
himselfwith the blanket and tried to sleep. After hours of talking into the air, hefinally slept.

When Madhav woke up the first thing he noticed was that the pain was almost gone. For a moment he
felt relief as it could mean that the wound had started healing. He ran to the bathroom to check in the
mirror. When he removed the bandage, he stared at what he saw in total disbelief. He could not find any
possible explanation for what he was looking at. In place of the wound there were neat stitches all over
the right side of his head. Confusion and shock took over him. After hours and hours of staring in the
mirror, he decided to go to ahospital to know what had happenedto him.
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In the hospital he told the doctor that he had passed out last night and did not know anything abs
stitches. The doctor advised him te get an MRI of his head to know what had happened. He agre
through the MRI, he was trying to find some possible explanation for what was happening, so
anticipating what doctors would find out. After the MRl when Madhav saw the doctors he tho
himselfthat finally the wait was over.

For the first few minutes he could not understand what the doctor said. It was as if the sentencz
stopped making sense.

“The right hemisphere of your brain has been clinically shocked, and stopped. It has died. We
admit you immediately.”

He stared at the doctor still trying to process what he had heard. Then, he ran, he ran out of the wz
ofthe doctor’s sight, out of the hospital. Upon reaching a deserted lane he shouted in pain,

“Aaaahhhhhhhh!”

Madhav woke up at his office desk. He saw his surroundings; it took him some time to remember
he was and.what had happened. When he looked at the time he realized that he had been asle=
about half an hour. He went to the office washroom to wash his face. There he met Mr. Bhardwz
manager of the Sales department. Mr. Bhardwaj went inside a cabin leaving his cellphone near the:
Frominside the cabin Mr.Bhardwaj said,

“So Madhav, all set for the promotion?”
“Yeah!ltis quite expected”
The cellphone rang (playing Money by Pink Floyd).

Deepanshu Mah:
B.A. (H) English, 1!
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What is gallantry?

Is it seen in battleground converted to abattoir
Where a forlorn cry is heard as a parody of choir
A soldier with comrade's corpse on one shoulder
Balancing an Uzi on other hiding behind a boulder
Reluctant to yield even with no road to victory

Is this not an anecdote of gallantry?

What is gallantry?

Is it seen in bird's nest covered with downy feather
The serene niche to which the fowl family tether
When predator swoops and comes for brawl

But the mama bird fights it till she can crawl

The puissant predator falls, ward is free

Is this not an anecdote of gallantry?

What is gallantry?

Is it seen in a villa with yellow picket fence furnished
Where hoi polloi resides and nothing is tarnished
When a sour taste coats the tongue's bud

And saccharine lies try to manifest like cud

But veracity finds a way through blessings of Thee

Is this not an anecdote of gallantry?

So what is gallantry?

Is it the altruism or valor carved in one's spirit

Or the integrity and rectitude of heart's bit

Can it be love that drives this irrational sentiment
Urge to protect the cherished from all evil sediment
Be it home, family or the whole country

All these are anecdotes of gallantry.

B.Sc. (H) Microbiology, II Ye

Anecdotes of Gallantry

Aishwarya Rast:
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" SPORTS REPORT
@ 2014-2015

From the beginning of this session our college sportspersons of respective games (Football, Judo,
Cricket, Volleyball, Chess (Men & Women), Athletics and Table-tennis) started practice
sessions, and they worked very hard to uphold the esteem of our college. Our teams participated in
the Inter-college championship 2014-15 in various games as mentioned below.

GAME WISE REPORT FOR 2014-15

-! Football
e The college team secured the

3" position in Kick-Off Inter
College Youth League' 2014-
15 and was the highest goal-
scorer in the league with 19

goals in 6 matches.
i + Our college team reached the

Semi-Final in Zakir Hussain
and Jamia Millia Islamia
Football Tournament.

' Judo .

It is the first time that our college's Judo team has secured the

3" position in Judo Inter-College Championship with 2-Gold

and 1-Bronze medals.

« We have also secured 4 Silver and 2 Bronze medals in the
Delhi State Judo Championship.

Cricket
+ The cricket team brought laurels to the college by
winning the NSIT Cricket tournament.

« Our college team also reached the final of NSUI
cricket tournamentand semi finals of Shivaji Cup.

+ In Inter-college and Delhi Dare Devils cup the team
reached the Quarter finals.



Volleyball

+ Our college team reached the Semi-final in NSUI and pre-quarter final
¥ in the Inter-college tournament.

-« Our college team reached the Quarter-final at II'T Delhi Sportech and at
= Maulana Azad Medical college volleyball tournament.

Chess

« Our college's Chess team (Men) participated in the
Chess Inter-college championship. Their performance
in the championship was outstanding and they secured
the 8" position where 40 teams were taking part.

« This year our college's girls Chess team also
participated in the Chess Inter-college championship *
and secured the 16" position in a contest where 32 '=
teams were participating.

« Our college's men's and women's teams also
participated in SRCC fest and secured the 5" position.

+ Our Chess players also won the University College of

Medical Science's 'ARENA 2015' in both the men and

women's categories at the individual level.

The following students have also brought laurels to the college by participating at the National, All India
Intra-University, Inter-University and State levels. They are the Shining Stars of Ram Lal Anand
Collegein 2014-15.

Vishant Singh Ruhil: He is a student of B.A. Programme Ist year and he secured the Gold
medal in the Inter-college Judo championship. He secured the Bronze medal in the Judo All
India Inter University and he is the only medalist in Judo team of Delhi University in All India
University 2014-15. Vishant also got 2-silver medals in Judo State Championship.

Ankit Gahlot: He is a student of English (Hons.) Ist year and he also secured the Gold medal in
the Inter-college Judo championship. He participated in Judo All India Inter University
Competition .Ankit brought home one Silver and one Bronze medal in Judo State
Championship.

m Anuj Sharma: a student of B.A. (Prog.) Illrd year participated in the Inter-University for the

L
’ second time consecutively in Football.

Nikhil Solanki: of English (Hons.) IInd year won a Bronze medal in the Inter-college
Judo championship. Nikhil won a Silver and a Bronze medal in Judo State Championship. o

!s ¥ - Ajay Pal: of B.A. Programme IInd yr was declared as the Man of the Tournament
""; € with 8 Goals in 6 matches in the Kick-off Inter-College Youth League.

Chitranjan: of B.A. Programme Ist year won a Gold Medal in the Junior National, in Delhi
State (with the record of 58mts throw), and in YMCA in Discus Throw (Athletics). He also secured Silver
Medal in North Zone National in Discus Throw (Athletics). He secured Gold Medal in YMCA in Shot Put

thletics) als@w s :
(Athletisgg - Dr. Sachin
P : 6 Sports Incharge
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. House Annual Festival.

Computer Science
Department

Department of Computer Science organized its annual
technical fest Automata 2015' on 14" Feb, 2015. A
large number of students of various DU colleges
participated with great enthusiasm and won prizes in
many events like Quiz, Snappit, Debugging etc. the
Department also organized Poster Making and
Technical Quizon 14" Oct, 2014.

Besides this Students participated and won prizes in
the technical festivals of various colleges and
universities. Some of them are :

Ashish of B.Sc. (H) Computer Science won I-Prize in
JNU Technical event “Technophillia”.

Moksh Makhija won [-Prize in Quiz,, Technospeak and
in Cryptograpliy at “Sankalan” Delhi University
Computer Science Department Fest.

Moksh in team with Sachin of B.Sc.(H) computer
Science won II-Prize in Technical Quiz at
Technophilia, 11-Prize in Web Design at Sankalan and
[-Prize in the event Code-Decode at NSIT Technical
Festival.

Moksh and Uttam of B.Sc. (H) Computer Science won
I-Prize in Mathematical Treasure Hunt at Motilal
College.

Piyush Srivastava won I-Prize and Jyoti won VI-Prize
in Chakravyuh, a technical game at Sankalan DUCS
festival.

Tanmay and Anuj Sarasvat of B.Sc. (H) Computer
. Science won II-Prize in Treasure Hunt at Miranda

An innovation project SUDHAR headed by Computer
Science Department faculty won a Certificate of =

Appreciation for Best Innovative Idea in Antardwani.

- Computer Science Department students appeared and
. got selected in various companies under the Central
- Placement Cell like TCS and Wipro.

Déh—étin‘y Society ~°/%
“Opinions”

The debating society of Ram Lal Anand College,
OPINIONS encourages students to critically
engage with various socio-political, economic and

literary issues relevant to the growth and
development of the students and the society at large.

OPINIONS- the word itself means talking about
everyone's views and ideas. So, the society also

performs the same function. Debates and =
discussions take place in which everybody has an
equal opportunity to put forth their views. The

society is headed by Dr. Seema Joshi, the convener
of the society and Mr. Sourabh Kumar and Mr.
Neerav Dwivedi, the co-conveners of this society.

This year, the society organised various competitive

events through which many talented speakers as
well as writers were able to showcase their skills.
Through the events a total of eight students were
selected who represented the college at various
competitions like NLU Lucknow mock parliament,
debates at Gargi College, Sri Venkateswara
College, Maharaja Agrasen College, Miranda
House, Hindu College, Daulat Ram College and
many more. Abhinav Goel and Richa Sharma won
second and third prize respectively at Indraprastha
College for Women. Two members of the team,
Arnab and Rajesh were selected for the Final round
of the debate at Antardhwani 2015. Richa, recently,
participated in the debate organized by the
Innovation Project RLA-204, entitled”Formation
of New Education Policies and Indian Languages
“and won second prize. Arnab, Richa and Rajesh
enthusiastically participated in the debate,
“Meeting the Challenges of India”, organized by the
college. The members also represented the college
at debate organised by All India Women'
Conference. Each one performed extremely well in
all these competitions and we are looking forth for
such active participations.

Thus, being the members of the society we feel

| proud ofit. We hope that OPINIONS keeps bringing

Sakshi Sahni

glory to this institution in future as well.

Arnab Chakraborty

B.A. (H) Political Science, III Year
Richa Sharma

B.A. (H) English, III Year
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