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M.A. English with Communication Studies is happy to present yet another edition of the department 

newsletter, Quill’s Will. Quill’s Will strives to encourage students to make creative contributions to the 

newsletter. Critical opinion is valued by the editors of Quill’s Will, and hence we offer a forum where 

students can publish their critical reviews, pertaining not just to literature but to other fields as well.  

This edition begins with a brief overview of the activities which the M.A. English students have been 

involved in since the beginning of the semester. Next, we have reviews of two books– The Toss of a 

Lemon and Behind the Silicon Mask, followed by a review of the documentary film, Gulabi Gang. After 

reviews, we have included some works of art and photographs followed by some poetry. 

We would like to take this opportunity to announce that our next edition is going to be a special edition 

as it will be a complementary issue to the department’s National Seminar on Minority Discourses in 

India, to be held on the 12th and 13th of January, 2015. 

Last but not the least, we would like to thank Dr John Joseph Kennedy, Dean, Humanities and Social 

Sciences and Head, Department of English for his support and guidance. We are grateful to our Course 

Coordinator, Prof Shobana Mathews for offering the M.A. students a chance to pursue this endeavour. 

Here’s hoping that you enjoy reading this edition. We look forward to your continued contribution and 

readership. 

Shreya Bardhan, and team - 1 MENG 
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Here’s what we have been up to: 

The even semester started a plethora of activities 

like the reading of a play, travel talks, screening of 

wonderful movies followed by meaningful 

discussions, a potluck and a heart-touching visit 

to St. Chavara Krupalaya, an old-age home. 

One of the first highlights was our first Coffee 

Hour of the semester, the theme of which was 

‘Travel’. It was during this Coffee Hour that we 

came to know about the many travel lovers 

present among us, who by sharing their 

travelogues taught us that travelling is not just 

about exploring new places but also about gaining 

life experiences that become a matter of the heart.  

The next highlight was a play-reading session of 

Arthur Miller’s Death of a Salesman arranged by 

Acropolis, the theatre club of M.A. English. 

Characters from the text seemed to come alive 

during the reading as our classmates read their 

parts. It helped us understand the text better and 

also the process of play-reading. 

This semester our Film Club decided to showcase 

only short-length movies and we had some 

amazing screenings such as Arrival, The Employee, 

Steve and Paperman. The Film Club also has to its 

credit the screenings of two documentaries – When 

Shankar Nag Comes Asking by Sushma Veerappa 

and Have you Seen the Arana by Sunanda Bhat, 

which was organized as a pre-seminar activity to 

our National Seminar on Minority Discourses in 

India on 13 December 2014. The film screening 

was an enlightening affair for the students as we 

got a chance to have an intimate discussion with 

the filmmakers who spoke to us in detail about 

their documentaries and the production process 

while shedding light on how minority discourses 

are all-important to develop an understanding of 

the realities often marginalised by the centers.  

The students also got together for an interesting 

debate session organized by Athena, our debate 

club in which the 1st year M.A. students engaged 

in a battle of ideas with the students of B.A. 

English Hons. The debaters argued for and 



 

3 
 

against wasteful agriculture, following the 

structure of a parliamentary debate.  

Our poetry club, Chautauqua’s, first poetry 

reading session of the semester, was held at the 

Dharmaram lake. The spirit of poetry was 

strengthened yet again as young poets belonging 

to various streams and classes read out their 

poems to a group of poetry loving listeners. 

The Journal Club sessions have been a huge hit 

this semester with students responding to some 

really interesting write-ups on thought provoking 

topics such as the Modi campaign, the Gandhi 

verses Ambedkar issue and linguistic minorities- 

to name a few. 

During the last week before the University closed 

for the winter break, we decided to end the year by 

spreading some Christmas joy to our friends at the 

St. Chavara Krupalaya. Songs were sung, sweets 

were shared and some wonderful memories were 

made as we spent a memorable evening trying to 

spread a smile on the faces of the inmates. Our 

last departmental activity was a potluck for which 

students brought food which they had cooked 

themselves, to be shared with everyone. M.A. 

English bonded as a family as we ate together and 

sang Christmas carols into the evening. 

Coming back from our winter break, we are all set 

to work towards our National Seminar on Minority 

Discourses in India to be held on the 12th and 13th 

of January 2015 along with the various other 

departmental activities that are the trademark of 

the M.A. English Department of Christ University. 

We are also looking forward to the Alumni Day 

which will be held on 26th  January 2015. 

- Quill’s Will Team 
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The Toss of a Lemon 
Few books dare to speak of 

the age-old divide of castes in 

India. Even fewer try to sniff 

close to the other divide within 

this divide: that of widows and 

women. With a telling look 

back into history, both 

personal and factual, Padma 

Vishwanathan’s The Toss of a 

Lemon seeks to do just that, attempting to 

elucidate the subversion of social norms in today’s 

world. The story deals with the life of Sivakami, a 

Brahmin widow at the age of 18 and her bold 

decision to continue living in her husband’s home, 

deep in the heart of a typically orthodox Brahmin 

agrahara. Throughout the novel, Vishwanathan 

speaks of the various rituals associated with 

widowhood and society’s attitude towards widows 

as a whole. Despite all this, Sivakami retains her 

traditional ways in a fast changing world around 

her, cut off as she is from urban civilisation in her 

village. The book also acts as a social commentary 

of life in an agrahara today and of a nostalgic 

traditional home that has been lost in the modern 

world. Overall, the narrative is able to progress 

smoothly; though the author’s descriptions tend to 

stretch emotions over days on end, making one 

lose the essence of the scene itself. Also, 

Vishwanathan’s excessive use of regional 

traditions does not necessarily have the desired 

effect of revealing the culture of the community. 

The comparison between Sivakami’s stubborn 

desire to uphold traditional values against her son 

Vairum’s easy acceptance of modern ways along 

with his derision for tradition become focal points 

of the text and culminate in a climax that flatters 

to deceive. As a piece of literature, The Toss of a 

Lemon comes as a welcome addition to the slowly 

developing genre of Indian writing but leave 

readers desiring more action and lighter emphasis 

on cultural traditions in order to arrive at an 

understanding of society’s complexities. 

- Tarun Surya, 1 MENG 
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Behind the Silicon Mask 
Eshwar Sundaresan is a 

Bangalore-based writer, 

freelance journalist, third-

generation Mumbaikar, 

mixed-bag consultant, ghost-

writer, an ex-corporate 

nobody and an introspective 

man. He is the author of 

Bangalored: the Expat Story 

and a few other award-winning works of fiction. I 

also had the opportunity of meeting the author at 

a conference held in Mangalore in 2013. The book 

has an intriguing cover, and it was actually the 

blurb which caught my interest. After reading the 

blurb I had decided to read the book if I were ever 

to find myself in a mood to read a fast paced 

thriller. I had also thought that I will drop the 

book and not review it if it didn’t meet my 

expectations but that clearly didn’t happen and 

this article is the proof of that. 

The blurb of the book mentions the following: A 

serial killer targeting immigrants. A record-

shattering snowstorm that aids his cold mission. A 

community of two hundred Indian IT professionals 

under siege. A rapacious corporate employer, an 

unflinching deadline and a boss willing to risk 

anything. A tale-twist in every living room and 

bedroom. A bleak, fateful Friday that brings 

together all these elements and changes lives 

forever. The novel begins in Milwaukee, Wisconsin, 

United States, where the two protagonists Partho 

Sen and Varun Belthangady, Indian IT 

professionals who work with CIKS, Bangalore, are 

currently posted at Mayflower Mercantile. Partho 

is at his home, watching the snow outside and 

unable to sleep; Varun is hard at work because he 

has a project deadline to meet. They share a house 

in one of the housing complexes close to their 

place of work, along with many other Indians who 

also work at Mayflower. 

Milwaukee is troubled by a serial killer who has so 

far killed three people and ends up killing his 
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fourth victim– a Singaporean student. Based on 

the data available, the police are able to piece 

together the fact that the killer’s targets are 

immigrants working in the United States. Along 

with these two primary characters, the novel 

features a host of other characters including 

Becky Dalton (Varun’s colleague in the project), 

Stephanie Zachary (a news reporter), Detective 

Farley and his assistants Larry Oates and Josh 

Eiken, Laks Deshpande, Rashmi (Partho’s 

girlfriend), Arpita (Varun’s girlfriend) and so on. 

How all the characters’ lives intersect; how their 

lives are at risk at the hands of the serial killer 

and whether the police are able to nab him before 

he ends up taking more lives forms the rest of the 

novel. 

The genre of the novel is that of a thriller. I found 

it to be a page-turner and finished it in almost one 

sitting. Since the novel primarily focuses on IT, the 

author has included a lot of jargon pertaining to 

software development and project testing. Also, 

the novel moves effortlessly from Milwaukee to 

Bangalore as it shapes the stories of the different 

people. The author has seamlessly pieced together 

the intricacies of human relationships– between a 

boss and a colleague; between Partho and his 

girlfriend and Varun and his girlfriend; a husband 

and his trophy wife; colleagues working together 

across different time zones. The author also 

touches upon how the power of public relations is 

able to make a company or an individual. 

I found the book to be an easy and an interesting 

read. The theme is unique and there are quite a 

few episodes and events which crisscross and lead 

us to the climax. What I did not like, however, is 

the fact that there are so many characters; it 

becomes difficult to remember who is who in the 

middle of the book. I believe the book would not 

have lost its integral plot had it done away with a 

few characters. Overall the book is definitely worth 

a read. I am going with a rating of 3.5 on 5. The 

book was able to hold my interest for most part 

(except where it got a little technical). 

- Nikitha Noronha, 1 MENG 
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Gulabi Gang: The Many Genres of 
a Documentary 

Gulabi Gang by Nishtha 

Jain is undoubtedly a 

rigorous study of a women’s 

movement in the deep 

interiors of Bundelkhand 

where a group of women 

networked between several 

villages have formed a ‘gang’ 

to fight against the 

oppression of women and dalits. They drape 

themselves in Pink sarees and carry pink lathis 

that becomes an image of the identity that binds 

these women. There are complex issues that these 

women are dealing with and fighting. Young brides 

are being burnt, dalit activists murdered and 

certain high-caste Choudharies have concentrated 

all power in their hands suppressing any and 

every dissent using gun and muscle power. It is 

this nexus of power and oppression that the 

Gulabi Gang is trying to tear apart under their 

feisty leader Sampat Pal. 

Sampat Pal inevitably becomes the ‘hero’ of this 

film, her infectious zest and fearlessness naturally 

grabs the attention and it’s hard not to root for her 

like we would for the angry underdog taking on 

the system in a Bollywood film. It only helps that 

Jain adopts a form of narrative that is simple in 

structure but quite inventive. It follows 2-3 cases 

that Gulabi Gang encounters and as it does so, 

quite curiously these cases turn to a kind of 

whodunit with the Gang acting as detectives trying 

to uncover the truth behind the violence inflicted 

on women.  

Like in one of the cases, a young wife is found 

burnt inside the house. When Sampat reaches the 

spot, the in-laws of the woman claim that she got 

burnt while making rotis but Sampat in true 

detective spirit, deduces that it cannot be a mere 

mishap. There wasn't any stove at the spot, nor 

was any other part of the house burnt or even 

charred. Sitting in the audience even we also 
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could start the process of knitting the clues 

together and deducing while also being acutely 

aware of entire machinery which includes the 

panchayat and the police trying to push this crime 

under the carpet. Sampat Pal's own relative burns 

his wife but she wants the truth to come out. 

When the director's voice asks her will you fight 

against your kin as well, she replies inspiringly 'I 

just want to find out the truth'. Quite fittingly 

then, Anand Gandhi (director, Ship of Theseus) 

called this film a ‘reinvention of detective genre’. 

This is a welcome change as the problem with 

most documentary films dealing with social evils, 

people's movements, subaltern issues etc. is that 

they have sort of reached a saturation of form. 

While they do deal with a variety of issues, they 

follow the same old form - interview of key players, 

a bit of commentary, a bit of field action all 

merged seamlessly to 'illustrate' and 'explain' and 

thereby 'document' the problem. Such a form has 

turned even more uninteresting with its 

derivatives populating news channels through 

their 'human stories'. Thankfully the film doesn’t 

stop short of also pointing towards the limits of 

such genres that evidently end with a resolution a 

climax arrived at through carefully plotted series 

of events. Unlike in a detective genre film, we do 

not get to know whether the culprit was caught or 

not. Often the battles are lost and the guilty gets 

away. But like the truest of detective stories, the 

importance lies in questioning what one gets on 

face value rather than solving the puzzle and 

Gulabi Gang does point our attention towards the 

need to inquire and shakes up the static status 

quo. 

Instead of a gradual convergence towards a 

resolution of problem, the film starts to spread in 

and out of such inquiries of cases and looks at the 

varied other forms of struggle that a people’s 

movement engages in– organization, activism, 

mobilization, planning etc. One of the most 

charming and equally thought provoking 

sequences involves the meetings and the practice 

sessions of the Gulabi Gang. As a ritual Gulabi 
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Gang practices lathi fights with a playful zest as 

two women take on each other while others on the 

periphery cheer and clap. It quite casually points 

towards a ritual- even a ritual of violence (though 

more for protection in this case) that is involved in 

any people’s movement. 

 

The entire movement also resembles a theatrical 

performance. There is backstage practice and 

rituals and there are costumes and props– the 

pink sarees and pink lathis juxtaposed against the 

dry, arid brown and grey landscape is an image 

that gives tremendous gravitas to the Gang and 

binds them into a community. In fact the saree 

and the lathi are the first things that are given to 

the women who join Gulabi Gang and they have to 

change into the ‘costume’ right away. There is a 

slightly comic cut in the film where we see Sampat 

Pal encouraging the mother of the burnt bride to 

fight her case and in the next shot the frail 

creature of the mother is draped in bright new 

pink saree as she is on her way to the court with 

the Gang. It’s a terrific reminder of how a bit of 

theatre and performance is a part of every 

movement or revolution. It also reminds us how 

such performativity can be appropriated for 

contradictory causes – for assertion of justice or 

for religious or political fanaticism.  

Gulabi Gang ends with tragic human drama as 

the documentary manages to trace a character arc 

of sorts of one of the Gang’s members– Husna. 

Husna, a hardworking and passionate activist and 

member of Gulabi Gang takes a position 

completely contradictory to the movement when 

her own brother kills her sister for marrying out of 

love. When she supports him instead of 

condemning in the name of culture and tradition, 

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/--WLzDv-pR-E/UwsGTNLeMzI/AAAAAAAABhs/vbNDM3I8AT0/s1600/704818_1321357174671989_1631502570_o+filmfestivals.com.jpg
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one is hit by the extent to which such 

fundamental, patriarchal ideas can deride 

compassion and human justice and what a 

difficult battle Gulabi Gang is fighting– not just 

externally but internally. 

For me, the film was special because it shows how 

certain genres– like detective, political, social 

drama, human drama genres– can seep into 

documentary also; in-fact they come from the 

reality that the documentary often deals with. But, 

it also shows how cinema can avoid using genre as 

a trope and move in an out of genres to question 

the complexity instead of using such genre games 

to manipulate sentiment and to take an easy 

position of a sympathiser. 

The last sequence shows Gulabi Gang members 

waiting for a train on the platform and few men 

looking at these women clad in Pink Sarees with 

contemptuous humour. For them they look 

nothing short of fancy dress. One of the men asks 

the man who moves around with the Gang– ‘kuch 

milta hai isse’. The director shows amazing 

empathy here as she cuts to the image of Sampat 

Pal staring into the camera or perhaps into the far 

horizon, sitting amidst other women with eyes 

filled with acceptance of difficulty but shining with 

a rare honest hope. All the contempt of the scene 

just washes away and we are filled not with 

sentiment but with emotion– an unsaid but 

urgently felt hope and a desire at least to think. 

 
 

 

 

- Prashant Parvataneni, 1 MENG 

http://1.bp.blogspot.com/-RZqpcpLk9s8/UwsGYUZNE6I/AAAAAAAABh0/PpwJjxkaOv0/s1600/Gulabi-Gang-film-poster+indiannerve.com.jpg
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Pearl 
Disclaimer: this piece will be close to the bone 

It’s the sore in my mouth my tongue can’t leave 

alone 

It’s the mental equivalent of a stone in the shoe 

But when I can’t shake it out, this is what I do: 

 

Moments foolish, cringing or feeling slighted; 

Mad, bad, sad or unrequited: 

I will soothe and smooth the rough edges down 

And dress the problem itself in a satin ball gown 

 

If you like the results: well then thank you, that’s 

nice 

But the process is mostly just coping device 

As I build upon, ornament, gloss or create 

Over the jagged edge of what most irritates 

 

‘Til it’s done and I let my words– iridescent– unfurl 

I’ve made the best I could of the goddamn thing: 

this is my pearl. 

- Charu Mittal, 1 MENG 

Sometimes I Wonder 
Sometimes I wonder 

When hands left hands secure 

And a look of love turned sour 

When my eyes wore a look of strangeness 

And the world ceased to be exciting 

 

Sometimes I wonder 

How I became like so 

Unable to see beyond my own heart 

How in moments Time slipped by 

And people changed before my eyes 

 

Sometimes I wonder 

Where the doves flew off to 

Leaving the world quieter than before 

Where the daggers were suddenly drawn 

To resolve conflicts that never existed 

 

Sometimes I wonder  

What these puddles mean on smooth roads 

Filled with mysterious light reflected 
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What the lines of dirt in my fingernails mean 

Slowly darkening my memories with time 

 

Sometimes I wonder 

Who I'm supposed to be now 

With words stealing parts of me away 

Who I was and will be too 

For futures lie in flux forevermore 

- Tarun Surya, 1 MENG 

 

 

The Selfie 
Take my photo please.  

Hold this camera please. 

Let me comb my hair 

Let me tuck in my dress. 

Alright now, set the camera up. 

Am I writing a poem? 

No I am not. 

Who set the rules? 

Who gave the outline? 

Don’t frown at me. I will write and be right. 

What? No not a premeditated one. 

Why you want planned poems, structured and 

diplomatic.  

Hum the selfie sponched in by the lenses. 

Narcissus reborn.   

You will end up drowned in the river. 

Tongues out, face a bit bent and shoulder raised. 

Eyebrows up, weird picture  

The unidentifiable identity card 

Ha the Adhaar card. 

Typing in the laptop and feeling crazy 

The automatic American spelling checker killing 

the natural spelling. 

What Have I written?  

Read it if you like. 

- George Mathew, 1 MENG 

 

 

Far Away Seems Not 
When help seems a faraway hope, 

Your thought fills my heart. 

Faraway seems a blink away... 
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Every bit of poetry that I utter, 

Comes from the same belief: 

My communion with You, 

O Ultimatum... 

Possessor of my darkest corners, 

Forever and beyond... 

- Midhu Elizabeth George, 1 MENG 

 

 

The Houseguest 
It flows in 

Every night, 

Creates a space, 

And stays there… 

Just over me. 

Silent, 

Unmoved, 

Unheard, 

And many a times, 

Unnoticed… 

I disturb it sometimes, 

It flutters 

And after a while, 

Sleeps at a different place. 

Without paying rent, 

It finds warmth somewhere 

And it’s here… 

Maybe it knows, 

I love being a hostess. 

And lets me be it, 

Every night… 

And before the sun shines bright, 

flies away, 

leaving my space to myself! 

This grotesque looking moth - 

Adds beauty to my nest, 

And gives it some life! 

- Anuradha Acharjee, 2 MENG 

 


