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“What is Art? It is the response of man's
creative soultothe call of the Real.”

- Rabindranath Tagore
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COMPETITION AT COSMOS 2016
the way

Giving upon your treasured things

Is like cutting off a bird's wings
Without which a bird can't flit
Quitting will only make you squall
Instead of chopping off your dreams
And tearing your life apart at seams
Just toil away and take a stab.

PERHAPS I
I screamed, when touched.
I condemned, when assaulted.
I struggled, when raped.
My cries went unheard. Perhaps, I paid the price of being a
MAN.
Harshita Tewani, B.A.(Hons.) Eng. Sem. V

MEMORIES

“Reviving MEMORIES of her dad did not make her
cry, but not having any, did.”

Vibha Khemani, B.A. (Hons.) Psycho. Sem. I

Lavanya

TINY TALE ON THE TOPIC : PERHAPS
She screamed with ecstasy. Perhaps, she could sense the
addition to their family.
Perhaps, she was born with extraordinary senses than
eyes or ears.

Priyanshi Sankhla, B.A. (Hons.) Eco. Sem. I
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A DEADBEAT DAD

Hi Dad! It's me your little girl

When | came into your life | had hopes and dreams
But you gave me nothing but endless tears
And my dreams turned into screams

| have gone through enough traumas
Without you adding to it

| don't need you

Remember the day we split

Be responsible

And take the blame

Because it's your fault

Don't you feel ashamed?

You broke me to pieces

You've hurt me and you're out of my soul
The things you did

Have finally taken their toll

Just because you tied the knot with her
Doesn't mean | have to call you Dad

And don't blame my mother

You did this, don't pretend to be sad

| hate you

More than you'll ever understand

CONCEALED THOUGHTS

Time stops

And stands still

Each day

Seems like a year

I'm lost

And can't be found

In the darkness

| reside

| lay dying

Empty

Hopeless

And lone

It holds me down

And won't let go

There is no escaping

It consumes me

Until there's nothing left

| may look fine
But on the inside I'm-full tes

|

Lai\lanja;" -
B.A. (Hons.) Eng. Sem. Ik
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No! It wasn't worry or grief
Undoubtedly it was fear.

All that she had treasured in her life

And don't worry

I'll never need you to hold my hand
Why are you trying now

When you've never been there?
Leave me alone

Quit trying to care!

Not being in my life is fine

| know how to deal

But if you talk ill about my mother
I'll give you enough pain to feel

It has become very easy

Because I've hated you for so long
I'm glad | don't have you

Because it has made me strong

So | hope you regret this

The misdeeds you did

You've ruined your chances

Of loving me as your kid

This gave me a lesson

To stop caring about all the things you do
You'll want to be called my father
Well, I'll never do that favour for you

B
B.A. (Hons.) Eng.

SHE NEVER SPOKE

Broken heart, ruined life
But he was absolutely fine.
And look how crazy the rose is,
She is still waiting
For the pricks to turn soft
For the cold days to turn hot
To survive only on his dreams
Even if he came or NOT

| saw her eyes
Full of tears

Fear that she'll loose

Her dreams of being

His true love, being his wife.

She never spoke,
But her eyes did
She never cried,
But her heart did.

She wanted to say 'wait'
But felt short of words.
She wanted to capture all her dreams,
But they flew off like birds.

And he didn't even turn
To see what he had left behind,

Lavanya
B.A. (Hons.) Eng. Sem. Il
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THE NEW BELIEVER

No time to count,
All the blessings she got for free,
But all the time to grieve,
On her unfulfilled dreams.

It became a habit to cry for no reason,
When there were all reasons to smile.
Sorrow saw neither day nor season,
And | walked with it many miles.

Almost after two decades,
On the journey to sorrow's permanent cure,
She met a soul so pure,
Her eyes sparkled and all else seemed fade.

The griever asked her, “Where did you get this sparkle?”,
She smiled and replied, “I made it"
Griever surprised and asked, “How did you make it?”
“Come with me and find out”, she said.

She went with her in hopes to find,
The happiness, one of a kind.
The traveler smiled the whole way,
She smiled at the flowers even at the dry hay.

The griever saw her reasonless smile,
And also gave it a try,
She smiled at the birds, the sky and the sea,
No more she needed a reason to smile.

She was free of her sorrowful thinking,
She turned back to thank the traveler,

But the only thing she saw was endless happiness,
Died the griever, alive the new believer.

Shraboni Datta
B.A. (Hons.) Eng. Sem. Il

&"Ji’



too embar uld she tell som

it was the first time in her entire lif
e loved her f
but to ilt in, it

something she couldn’t do away with. All
i ' feel love for
to put that person’s
happiness in front of her own. , being a
human made her i was a natural
first, but it only made
e afreak of nature. >

urprisingly for once, ths;p-f\?\'/as nothing to

worry about. She fel edom; freedom love

gave her, as sh od among the participants.

s bursting at the seams as she

the loudest, while her friend collected

first prize of the writing competition she
wanted to win oh so badly

Shubhangi Bhatnagar

\-\‘ B.A.(Hons.) Eng. Sem.lll
—— 4




WAS LOVE A MISTAKE?

Their eyes met, hands touched

A shiver ran through their bodies-

Not of fear or anxiety, but of love and affection,
Never experienced before.

They met, they talked,

They laughed, they cried.

They felt a different feeling,

A bit of happiness, a bit of fear,

A bit of excitement and, may be, shyness too?
They didn't know what it was. May be love?
Had they fallen in love? Or was it just a scary little

dream again?

They met again, this time very shy.

They decided to say what they were feeling.
They started, but words didn't come out.
'Why was it so hard, when it seemed so easy?"

they thought.
Why were the words not coming out?
Why did their throats feel parched as if deprived

of water for years?
Why was their stomach growling? Why was it so

excited?
Why were they sweating?
The surrounding felt different, as if the birds were

singing in the November sky, as if the Sun and the

clouds were playing hide and seek up there,
Everything seemed much happier,

Even that falling leaf from the maple tree,
seemed to dance while falling before it touched

the ground.
They tried hard again to let it out for once and for

all,
The three magical words were very stubborn but

they came out in something which was barely a

whisper,
Unable to control their happiness they hugged

each other and kissed,
As if there was no tomorrow, as if they were not

going to see each other ever,

They pulled back.

Aflame with the depth of their emotions,

The forbidden fruit, that rejected dream,

They found no way through, no support for what

was their heartiest wish.

Time, once friend, now played truant

What fights were fought, voices run hoarse

But at long last, ego won and true love lost.
And Luke and Albert, lived happily ever after. In

heaven.

Kavya Mukhija
B.A. (Hons.) Psycho. Sem. |
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Innocence

: I see you standing there
- Silent in the fury of foaming waters
Gazing out at the hues of pink
Melting into a ribbon of blue.
Not many come this way
As you do;
Stepping lightly onto grains of history
Submerged in the rushing tides.
Seasons don't seem to hinder
Your barefoot negligence
But life birthed among the sands
Halts even your elfin tread.
I watch as you find your perch
On my first cousin,
Grey and cold; so unlike
Your rose-blushed youth.
Your gaze, verdant as the seas
In the shallows; widens
As you stand under the open heavens
Laden with clouds and stars alike.
I wish I was more weathered
Or less; So undiscriminating gravity
Could pull me ahead and on
To join you in your serious play.
Instead, here I remain
Observant as the ages
While you bathe the sea-kissed shifting sands
In the blessing of your sparkling laughter.

N\

Priyanka Ruth Prim
Faculty Member, Dept. of English
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SWAN-LIKE SOUL
OF THE ARTIST

To which we conform is for us to bare, isolate
and hone; 'Tis our duty
A most sincere journey in discovery, says the
great master Shakespeare
All the rest that we are not, whatever else we
are, for that we are not here
The process for the growth of all and sundry is
scripted in gay abandon

Wit is which what discovers partial likenes
general diversity .
Subtlety, which discovers the diversity in
general apparent sameness
And profundity, which discovers an essentia
unity under all semblances s

Of difference — Give to a subtle man fancy, and

he is a wit; to a deep
Man, -- imagination, and he is a philosopher.
Add, again, pleasurable sensibility in the
threeform fold of sympathy
With the interesting in morals, the impressive
in form, and the harmonious
In sound, -- and you have the poet

But combine all, -- wit, subtlety, and fancy,
with profundity,

Imagination and moral and physical
susceptibility of the pleasurable
And let the object be man universal; and we
shall have -- O rash prophesy!
Say, rather we have - a Shakespeare - hurray!
The swan-like solitary soul of the artist in full
sway.

Bhaskar Banerjee
Faculty Member, Dept. of En




N\

MYSTIC MUSIC DIVINE

Alongside a grove of Norfolk Island
pine
Grows a solitary rosebush steady and fine
Delicate liana creeper clings with an unrelated
Oak trunk; weren't they friends or lovers long-lost,
reunited!

Vast Himalayan mountain range overcast, lies waste
The endless bounds of the Great Saharan ... chaste
Hide in its folds
Enormous reserves of coal that's turned into
diamonds,

And its golds
Wide as the Atlantic Ocean to the Red Sea
Envelops almost the whole of North Africa
No restructuring ideals or efforts can ever reach us
To that highest ideal of Perestroika
Where wilderness - barren and craggy - reefs running
parallel
Dot the oceans - corals and cactuses - dance adorned
in God's apparel
Prose is plain; rose is divine, sun in incline and in
decline
Everything like poetry, can take flights in departure
Without loss of elegance or grace, its characteristic
structure
What beauty when nothing's utilitarian and
everything's harmony!

All's perfect beyond perfection! Nothing's logical. All's
pure symphony!

The Master's flawless ... His Laws may sound so out of

_-‘_v;.‘.rr_..r, { tune and out of sync
Po A Yetth he lwely verse of the music celestial is ne'er

''''' w.rLtten on paper and ink.
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Bhasl(ar Banerjee

"y Faculty Member j
Dept of Engltsh :
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HAPPINESS IS A CHOICE

It's so simple to share a smile

Just look at a body and curl your lips

Let something warm spark in your eyes

And watch the other soften 'round the edges.

The days are perfect for that sort of thing

A time for meeting, with arms open wide
Spread hugs and kisses, let clear laughter ring
Welcome their efforts with another of thine.

Hear a baby laugh at the antics of her dog
No sound of cheer with more abandon you'll
find

Lift your hearts free from life's daily fog

Live in the moments that surround your life.

No heart is alone, no matter how lonely
There's always a giver around the corner
somewhere

If you let your inner world be warm and sunny
You'll have no dearth of your own smiles to

BIS ST 5

ﬁ%aﬁqwaﬁ% B R .
T PRI e & 2 forar & 99 ...
3T PR I § fordT & fopeet ..

BIS AMAEIE ...
Al %Ct g8 Ugelt STl i & 9re ..
et T e, A &b 3ffae g W T

L I ey e
BIS AT E ...

| wait

Patiently

There is no hurry

| do not look at my watch
| wait

She holds my hand
Clammy and cold

Dry skin flaking

Nails blackening
Once

Beautiful painted pink
| wait

I read aloud

Looking down

The sunken eyes
Hungry and in pain
Once

Smiling kohl lin‘ev |

Waiting

| wait

It seeps through
The smell

0f deca

And
For me to be free
From herpain -
From the waiting .
What does she walt fbr""'
“Dr-Anita Hada Sangwan

Facult.y MemberiDept. of English
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Dr. Anita Hada Sangwan
Faculty Member, Dept. of English
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