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from us, to you

The past year has been especially difficult considering the personal battles that we
have all been waging against the ravages of the pandemic. All of us have lost
something close to our hearts - some of us have faced the tragedy of losing a loved
one, others lost something that will never leave any of us the same ever again. In light
of this, bidding farewell to our seniors becomes especially hard, since not even in our
wildest dreams had we imagined bidding adieu to them through the virtual screen. A
farewell sans the enclosing warmth of the ECA room, the clinking ice cubes of the tea
from DSE and the spring breeze blowing through the windows - redolent with the
fragrance of the spring blooms in the Eco-Lawns hardly matches up to the bright
shades of zoom filters and their emoticons - possessing the emotional range of a
teaspoon.

The effervescent nature of these times prompted us to choose flowers as the theme for
this current edition. Flowers in their temporal, yet devastating beauty, encapsulate in a
brief few pages our feelings for the many people we bid farewell to this month-end.
They were nothing short of the flowers we have dedicated to them - fragrant, beautiful,
calming, comforting but not to be kept forever.

The dedications in this edition end at the similarity between the personality of each
individual and the ideas that the flowers stand for. The poems and prose pieces are
creative musings on emotions that the flowers invoke in our hearts independent of the
dedications.

This is one of those editions of 'Afsaane’ that has been made with more tears and less
toil. We have been delaying the release of the same to the last minute hoping to hold
on to the people we have loved for three long years now. But it is time!

We hope you all enjoy reading this special edition of 'Afsaane’, especially our third
years, as we wish you all the very best for all future endeavours.



In the Lap of Reverence

By Parth Seth
B.A. (Hons) Political Science, 1st Year

I have no cognisance of the boulder in front of me which begs avoidance; I am unmindful of the car
skidding to a halt lest the driver is tried for running me over; and I couldn’t care less about my
demeanour: doubly-bent, like a ragamuffin, digging in pockets and avoiding gazes.

Walking the country path, however, brings me to a familiar sight forgotten in the din of trepid
existence and forlorn dreams. That expanse of green; That dense foliage of grass, resembling much of
what our fortunes imply: unkempt, untidy, undesired. But for every usurper grass resides a tall,
unassuming bundle of vivacity and energy—that what brings the most optimistic of our lot to shame;
that whose undulating grace lends itself to the graceless like me, like the overgrown grass. The
grinning golden inflorescence lights up despite seeing me, and whatever strength I galvanise to resist
the onslaught of a smile on my face goes in vain. Is the wind really blowing in my direction, unlike it
ever has, and making the throng invite me, rather pull me in the middle of their august assembly?
Yes, or so I would like to believe.

The grass offers little defence for an intruder. The next I know I’'m equally lost, though in adoration,
not wrath; in pleasure, not pain; in hope, not despair. Are the saplings alright? Of course, humans are
too petty to effect damage on these symbols of immortal hope, their fuel to fight coming from their
beloved— the Sun—in whose supplication they grow and reach to the sky, to achieve the mystical,
formless unity of the deity and the devotee. Everything is suddenly so perfect—the florets, the
sequential seeds, the leaves, the air, the Sun, this life.... Knowing this other-worldly magic to occur
only in the lap of the sunflower meadow, I decide to forget that I have to go, that I shouldn’t be
careless, that I shouldn’t be a child, that joy is a charade, and that life is about competition. But wait,
for here, in the lap of reverence, I have won.

Photograph by Anisha Bhargava
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LILY

for Mahima Rathore and
Mohammad Arif Ansari

By Anushka Mann
B.Sc. Chemistry Hons. 1st Year

If I could see your face
just once more
In the old wooden box laden
with dust of time,
I found a dead lily
I had sneaked from your funeral day
As the last memory,
As they carried your coffin
Draped in the nation’s flag,
I had cried tears
Of pride and sorrow,
hoping despondently
To see your happy face once more.
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DAHLIA

for Shambhavi Kesarwani

By Nitya Singh
B.A.(Hons) Political Science. 1st Year

Oh there Dahlia, what it's like to be so elegant?
Spreading beauty around the world, does this world seem
so relevant?

Don't you love your home, your fields, your freedom to
bloom?

Leaving your home behind, you decorate any room.

Oh there Dahlia, what it's like to be so strong?

Staying indoors, away from the sun and fields where you
actually belong!

How do you manage to be an ornament, so precious?

No diamonds could replace you

Leaving behind people stunned

From just a little glimpse of you

Oh there Dahlia, what it's like to be a symbol of change?
Giving life lesson, to make life a little arranged
You don't fear switching places

Always so lovely, always leaving happy faces
Oh there Dahlia, what it's like to be like you?
So sophisticated yet out of blue.
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MARIGOLD

for Anagha Menon and Harshit Mishra
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TO A LOVER FROM HIS BELOVED
By Sristi Ray
B. A. (Hons) History. st Year

Dear Lover,

Not a single day goes by without my remembering you. The flower of my
youthful passions wilts away as I imagine you— a soldier fighting in some
bloody battle in an alien land. Do you remember the garland of marigolds you
put upon my hair on the moonlit night of our tryst? It is the most precious
adornment that I cling to dearly in your memory. I looked at the garland of
marigold which you so carefully knit for me. I speak to each of them as if
talking to them would take my message to you. At times, they become my
prayer beads which I use to chant your name with, much like a mendicant in a
trance trying to catch a glimpse of the Almighty and His spiritual delirium. The
marigold tree you planted outside our love nest has yielded many blossoms.
Spring is in the air. The cuckoo passionately sings to call out to her mate. The
Blossoms of the marigold are bright and orange like the heart of flame, just like
your dear temperament and also a warm golden yellow, like me, gently coaxing
you. Remember how we whispered loving words under the blossoms? At the
break of dawn, I gather the marigolds and fashion magnificent garlands out of
it. I place it on the idol of the Goddess in her sacred temple, pleading with her
to protect you so that you return home safely to me. The marigolds are the only
witnesses to my yearnings for you. I stand at the threshold, every evening,
much like an anxious, lovelorn bride awaiting her husband, with a garland of
marigolds, the symbol of our love, ready to hold your in an ardent embrace, as
you return victorious from the battlefield.

Your Beloved.




DAFFODIL

for Gunwant Singh Atwal
and Master Shivam
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Daffodil
By Rachita Garg
B. Sc. (Hons) Zoology. 3rd Year

Of yellow, white, and golden
Walking outside
to buy a pack of cigarettes or maybe a copy of the
newspaper only to find the store closed.
She thought it's a good thing to step outside again, the
leaves have returned
days must be bright
but she's like the nights, just like this,
she felt less alone with the lights between dark
buildings and trees.
A golden glow flashed from somewhere,
she caught sight of a patch of daffodils
dewy-eyed and sat there for long hours.
There must be thousands of people in the city
behind the bolted doors
who are dying to welcome you to their lives and tell
you their stories.
She thought of walking back to the house.
The night smells like daffodils.
She almost believes she could start again,
an intense love rushes to her heart,
and so does hope.
It's unbearable and unendurable.
She smiled.
Talk to a daffodil long enough
and it will talk back to you.




ORCHID
for Saloni Khandal and Nishi Jha

By Nitya Singh
Political Science Hons. 1st Year

Went to a garden, and gazed at a bunch of orchids. Seemed so
cheerful, incredibly rare and delicate as spring is. Orchids were as
precious as pure as a newly - born Glowing under the Shiny sun,
surrounded by buds. The mysterious petals uttered some deep
meanings. Frightened meanings.. Frightened and disturbed, asking us
to run from this terrible world;. To go somewhere very far, where
there's no cruel human. They want to survive, but they know that
they're dying. In the world of contamination, suffocation is
overarching. Plucking them to embellish their vases while rooting
them out from their rightful place to live. Things were so good before
humans. When their neighbours were clean fresh rivers, tall rigid
trees, and peace; When they were free. But now, a green land with
fences is the new definition of nature.
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DAISY
for Happy Sourav

DAISY
By Himangi Agrawal
B.A. Programme. st Year

I walked along fields of yesterday
Thinking of long ago

In the fields where laughter gets in gear
Where daisies gracefully grow

A flower so pure and holy
A daisy so bright and warm
Stretched over fields where laughter and love flourished

Flower says

I'm a pretty little thing,

Always coming with the spring;
In the green I'm found,

Peeping just above the ground,
And my stalk is covered flat

With a white and yellow hat. ) (\‘::\
VS te
T, 7
Little human when you pass N

Lightly over the tender grass,
Skip about, but do not tread
On my bright but lowly head,
For I always seem to say,
"Surely winter's gone away."




TULIP
for Niharika Payal

By Arundhati Singh
B.Sc.(Hons) Physics. 1st Year

When the world was obsessed with
roses, lilies, sunflowers —

My mother used to tell me,

I’m a tulip;

for both the tulip and I

adorn our respective fields as a
bright chip of a Rubik’s Cube

that has spent a happy afternoon
in a child’s tender hands,
accepting the randomness around,

constantly singing a happy chorus of Unlike the red rose,
vivid colour. we don’t strive to impress anyone;
We blend in, but only to enhance our we sprawl in the comfort
environment of our own strength, our petals
with our own individual flavour, and, embracing their own selves.
beneath our early perenniality While sunflowers cannot stand the darkness,
lies affectionate modesty. we illuminate what’s heartless.

If touched, a rose shall prick you apart.
It’s us who pray silently from afar.

My mother used to tell me,

I’'m a tulip;

So —

In our little tulip garden I now stand,
trying to collect little pieces of her soul
from the scattered colours dotting the grass.
Perhaps, one day,

I will merge with these colours too,
just like the wave eventually

returns to the ocean,
and she and I could spend
time in colourful eternity again.



IRIS
for Vighnesh Tekriwal

By Anwesh Banerjee
B.A.(Hons)English. 1st Year

Do you have any message?
You thousand petalled thing

of the cerulean ocean

and the onyx sky?

like your namesake from

the gods would bring

on time, missives of dark

love songs or

stamps of destruction?

You are no human yet

in your infinite

silence and your million

petals in falling stillness -

all you have told, to the million
starved eyes of lovers in plight,

a testament of love

too real yet frail,

if she does or he does not.
It's love in the time of corona
you piteous bloom.

cigarette stubs and razor cuts
Are all the tellers of destiny
and love we dreamers

need this night



CARNATION

for Priya Sharma

ISHQ AUR INQUILAB

By Aranya Sahay
B.A. (Hons.) History, 2nd Year

The quintessence of an undying emotion
Unaltered and unconditional
Like a solemn pledge to strive
Against the cacophony of gunshots,

Against the piercing gaze of prejudices.

The flesh-and-blood stained flower blooms
Infused with the warmth of spring

Embodying the inimitable melody of love

In the hands of a lover and on the shroud of tyranny.

Laal Salaam, Comrade.




HYDRANGEA

for Rachita Garg and Sumer Ram

Defrosting the Memories of the Mountains

By Anushka Mann
B.Sc. Chemistry Hons. 1st Year

I remember, clearly.

My rendezvous with the soft hues of Hydrangea, ice blue and baby pink; one
magical morning. The mountains of Himachal enveloped with a comforting
blanket of mist and fog, temperatures dropping to zero with the sky coloured in a
shade of greyish-blue, with strangely soothing darkness all around. I stepped out of
my warm room, to absorb the magical view in front of me; an intimidating silence,
with the occasional chirp of a distant bird. As I inhaled a deep breath, my eyes fell
on a bush of Hydrangea. I walked towards it; the snow crunching beneath my
shoes. The dewy petals of the flower felt soft on my hand. The icy blue colour so
naturally blended with the backdrop of the misty, cold mountains. This bush of
Hydrangea added softness to the cold landscape. A spark ran through my body,
making me aware of how I felt empty and lonely, and content, happy and
comfortable at the same time. What an odd combination of emotions! All of them
different, but amalgamated all together in my heart, just like the hydrangea with its
soft hues that warms the heart, present in stark contrast to the icy cold and
mysterious mountain landscape. Yet, both blended so beautifully, to form a
visually appealing magical view for my eyes to devour.

I remember, clearly.
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Why should flowers talk?

by Krishna Priya

B.A.(Hons) English, 2nd Year

Set out for a walk I did

A walk for escape?

From the mundane walls or

Regards surround

I met a few agents...

By tucking in the golden curls behind ears,
Marigold smiled, i stopped to pat her

Wiping away sweat, sunflower put her head up
Looking for her unrequited love

‘I need winter’ cried Daisy

‘She can’t wait to wrap herself under snow’
Tulip sniffled while arranging her pretty petals
Is summer over already?

Lily came in wearing a while gown

As white as any white you could imagine,

It was brighter than the sky,

and it was whiter than the clouds.

It was as though it were a cloud,

A cloud that seems to be a white rabbit

‘Who turned out to be Lily's fantasy.

e

The sweet whisperings of lovers

Pervades the silence while they gave each other
surprises

Carnation blushed amidst the apple blossoms
Reminiscing her unknown lover

Pink carnations and blue hydrangeas

formed an ethereal blanket.

while her emotions became wispy

and eager as they overtook her.

their caramel sap oozed out of pores

Wetting the soil bed.

Our love has witnessed

how those orchids cling to each other.
And our passion,

like the coals in a grate, will perish.
Our love has seen

how the wind twirls among the petals

Our love has roots and lips that have magical spells.

The lists are put aside, and in the dark forest,
‘What still has a grip on your heart?

along my heart will live with

the bees that got trapped in petals like our love!
Let the marigolds rejoice..

Let the sunflowers bloom..

As long as you shine, the world lives in light..
In the light of love!
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