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For the last four years, Quill’s Will has 

been a platform for your creative work. 

This issue adds a new dimension to the 

newsletter: Critical writing. There are new 

sections for film reviews and debates; we 

also welcome critical work from our con-

tributors. This new step comes from the 

conviction that critical thought only deep-

ens the meaning of art. 

What is critical thought? A way of think-

ing that combines discipline and imagina-

tion, which seeks to reach conclusions 

informed by evidence. It’s deep reflection 

which aims to discern the boundaries of 

ideas, to delimit their exact meaning and 

the process behind this meaning. Criti-

cally thinking about art, we explore the 

process behind its construction, in order 

to understand, analyse and evaluate it. 

This is an effort that needs courage. Art-

ists so skilfully pull the wool over our 

eyes, that it is difficult to want to see art 

with clarity. We’ve been beautifully se-

duced into believing in another world. It 

takes strength and self-reliance to pull out 

of that world and examine the technique 

behind the illusion. Many people don’t 

want the explanation behind a magician’s 

trick. They are afraid it would take away 

their sense of beauty and wonder. 

But critical understanding demystifies art 

only to deepen it further. In that depth is 

great beauty and wonder. Artistic tech-

niques set in motion profound processes 

between us and the artworks. Critically 

understanding these processes leads us 

both outward, into studying the sociocul-

tural and historical contexts of art, and 

inward, into greater introspection. Criti-

cism involves pointing out the limitations 

of a work of art, reading artworks through 

critical or cultural theory, and sometimes 

using art as a point of reference for analy-

ses of society and culture on a larger 

scale.  

Every critical perspective opens up new 

ideas, playing with art in different ways. 

We create possibilities of meaning around 

a work of art. This is a new kind of mys-

tery, a new world of depth, negotiated by 

critics as they find their own perspective. 

Real beauty in a work of art is inexhausti-

ble, inspiring ideas which can never en-

compass it. 

And finally, the magician must invent 

new tricks as we understand the old ones. 

Criticism inspires novelty in artists and 

their audience. Art must be tested to re-

main alive. 

 

Meghana Dharap | II M.A. English 

Editorial 
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Those Days in Paradise 
Jude Gerald Lopez 

I M.A. English  
 

 The first thing I did every morning as I woke up, 

without fail, was to look at the sky and just marvel at that 

distant explosion of light and colour. I did this without fail 

for this was my only consolation living in a monochro-

matic age, being forced to eat the dust of those ghastly 

shades of grey. But it wasn’t always like this. No it was-

n’t! But each time I open my mouth and each time that 

grey serpent in it twists and turns and conjures up sylla-

bles, all those near me cry, “Mad man! You old fool, that 

is only in the sky and not on earth.” They say, “Colours 

bah! The invention of poets.” They mock.  

It all began when it began and I don’t know when. 

They invented this and they invented that and in the end it 

all went hopelessly wrong. I was still in the university, 

skillful with words and a wonderful observer of things 

around me, when I began my tryst with poetry. And so 

one day, overcome with joy and longing for my senses to 

be overwhelmed by those exuberant doses of green the 

country side was to offer, I got on a bus that was to take 

me there. It rained not death not disease but plain salty 

water back then and I knew seated beside the window that 

everything was fine.  

“Tickets…tickets,” the conductor chanted. 

“One ticket…last stop…the…” 

“Tickets…tickets,” he continued as if in a trance 

and just walked away as if I were a mere ghost. 

I was a bit disturbed by his gesture but I decided 

to remain in my seat and take in the sights. There were not 

many people on the road that day. No not even one I re-

call. The scenery kept changing as expected to my delight. 

I could now see the university campus fade away, its 

clock tower no longer ticking in the back of my mind. 

Then came the empty bazaars with oranges, mangoes, 

grapes, pineapples and peaches all neatly piled up in 

stacks tempting the busy flies and the passers-by with 

their bright merry colours. Buildings crowded my vision 

for sometime and then as the wheels of time and space 

progressed, grey turned green. We were now at the out-

skirts of the city, apart from a few bill boards nothing re-

mained. In the distance one could see just an array of trees 

all green and standing tall in a perpetual act of contempla-

tion. 

“It’s good to be in your company,” I whispered 

and they answered in silence as a smile broke loose on my 

Art and Fiction 

face. 

 I turned around to see where the conductor was so that I 

could pay him my fare and get out of that moving capsule as soon 

as possible. I got up from my seat and motioned towards the rear 

end of the bus. He was seated there, that giant figure of his was 

quite distinguishable. As I reached a few seats away from him I 

noticed that he was asleep.  

“Dreamer he is,” I said to myself, “May be a poet like me 

who got trapped in this job thanks to his circumstances.”  

“Excuse me,” I blurted out like an idiot in an attempt to 

wake him up. “I would like to get down here. Hello?”  

He mumbled something and continued in a peaceful state 

of slumber and to my surprise I noticed something utterly strange. 

They were all asleep! Even the driver rested his head on the steer-

ing wheel and let the bus take its own course. Overcome with a 

surreal sense of horror I cried out in vain, “Get up! Get up all of 

you! Can’t you see I’ve missed my stop. I need to get down now. 

Now! Get up!” I shook the driver with all my strength and even 

stomped on the floor to make my presence known. “Get up!” I 

cried once again. “Do anyone of you care where we are heading? 

The road that we are now traveling looks bloody deadly. It’s dan-

gerous you fools to sleep like this and let all this happen. For the 

love of God we got to stop…stop this bus…stop this…all this…”  

 

Saying this I nearly broke into tears, but none of them 

even moved a muscle. They were all oblivious to the things 

around them. I was unfortunate to be the only one awake. Now as 

I sat once again in my favorite window seat I noticed how quickly 

anything close to what can be defined as serene disappeared. It all 

faded away. Those tall green trees that greeted me earlier lay 

crumbled on the ground still in deep contemplation. Buildings 

that looked cruelly down came into the picture once again, turn-

Photo: Krishna Bora, I M. A. English 
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ing it grey once again. It began to rain again, this time how-

ever it poured not those innocent droplets of water but death, 

disease and destruction. It was all gone now, even the build-

ings were dead.  

The bus eventually came to a halt right where I had 

boarded it. Everyone was now awake and was in a hurry. I 

couldn’t move now, it was a world unfit for men and women 

– a giant ball of trash and terror it seemed to be.  

“Hey you! I need to get out. Stop blocking the way,” 

a voice roared.  

***** 

Now I realize how valuable that trip which did not 

take place was. I saw something that the rest failed to see. I 

saw how we all turned grey. And so, when people say that 

those beautiful colours exist only in the heavens, I say to 

them in gentle whispers, “We were once the inhabitants of 

heaven…but the descendants of death our children will be…” 

and my voice gently fades away in that symphony of sadness.  

Between the Head and the Heart 

Vishal Choradiya 

M.A. English Year I 
 

There are no two ways about consequences that you do not 

cause.  What’s handed out is what you get and what’s taken 

away is gone: you simply have to live with it.  It may not be 

preferred but it is, at the very least, a simple, guiltless conclu-

sion.  I would prefer that every single time over inflicting 

upon myself the torment of settling a dilemma of the cruelest 

nature – one that necessitates a choice between heeding the 

caution of the head and pursuing the will of the heart – and 

then endlessly appraising its outcome in retrospection. 

 

I greatly envy those who have it in them to relentlessly follow 

their heart without giving ‘logic’ a chance.  And a large part 

of that envy is because of the way good fortune agrees with 

them.  Equally frustrating is how some people can actually 

get their hearts to agree with decisions that they made without 

the heart’s vote.  And then there is the third breed (to which I 

belong): people who constantly engage in the battle of the 

head and the heart.  How does one choose between experi-

ence and aspiration?  Or common sense and desire?  Does 

one go by conditioning or instinct?  Be ‘real’ or chase your 

dreams?  It kills me everyday.  Is a pessimist an optimist with 

experience or just a grumpy, failed man? 

It happens at the store.  Do you buy that shirt because you 

have always wanted to wear that colour or that other one be-

cause that is the kind you are expected to wear at the work-

place? 

It happens after graduation.  Do you take that job that pays 

seventy thousand rupees a month with weekends off or do 

you grow a beard and set off to make those documentary 

films on stories you believe in? 

It happens again.  Do you marry that incredibly charming 

small-time singer who still makes you skip a heartbeat or that 

successful, boring businessman who can afford the best wine 

and vacations? 

And again and again… every single day.  There isn’t a di-

lemma when something pleases your heart as well as makes 

common sense.  You’d do it ninety nine out of hundred times.  

And regret not doing it that single time you chose to do other-

wise.  Likewise, you’d lament going ahead with something 

that you neither desired to do nor could justify as sensible.  In 

both situations, you clearly ought to have done or refrained 

from doing something.  But it is when the strings of your 

heart and the cords of your brain drag you in opposite direc-

tions that you are tested. 

On some level though, I do believe that life would possibly 

lose its charm if it weren’t for these distressing dilemmas.  

There is something about the agony and anguish that makes 

you feel alive.  A perfectly content man who does not have 

any creases on his forehead is almost uninteresting.  The state 

of being uneasy and disturbed contributes so much to the 

beauty of human existence. 
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And along the way, we slowly realise that it is neither our 

head nor our heart that has all the answers.  They perhaps lie 

just somewhere in between. 

Doing Laundry 

Rohit Ramesh 
 

The day that a boy becomes a man and enters a college and 

a hostel is the day that he starts washing his own clothes. 

Inevitably there will be a rooftop, equipped with washing 

platforms, clotheslines criss-crossing the blue sky, a bird or 

airplane above, and a panoramic view of stout apartments 

mushrooming up till the horizon.  

Doing laundry is considered a chore; somehow you get it 

out of the way to focus on more important stuff. But it need 

not be. 

Washing clothes is a good workout. The ritual of pumping 

your clothes up and down in the bucket works wonders for 

your abdominal muscles. Wringing the fabric tones your 

biceps. 

You can also daydream while you are up there. Take in the 

scenery, muse over the day’s events. If you‘ve had a par-

ticularly rotten day, you can take out your fury on the 

clothes; it’s a great antidepressant.  

Laundry can be a community affair. Get your hostel-mates 

together for the wash and you can have a bash. Enjoy 

heated discussions up there; it’s a great time to bond with 

each other. 

But it’s really dampening when you watch your day’s ef-

forts dripping in an unanticipated shower. Or when you ac-

cidentally drop a rinsed cloth onto the floor and you have to 

go at it again. Washing bed-sheets is an embodiment of bru-

tality. Once you drown it in water, the thing feels as heavy 

as lead. And the scarcity of clothespins can drive you crazy.  

But, a day later, when you feel your clothes – all dried and 

warm – all your misgivings are washed away. 

Your Call 

Bhaavika Joshi 
 

We have all heard of relying on our own judgements rather 

than depending on other people, be it friends or family. Be-

cause there are some things that only we can decide no mat-

ter what others say. 

I have had many experiences of having people make deci-

sions for me. It seemed like the easier way, when I think 

about it now. But in the long run it gives them the power to 

them to rule over us. Either we bow down to them, or take a 

stand and start to decide things on our own. 

In this process of letting others tell us what to do, we reduce 

our ability to think and reason. We become so comfortable 

that we don’t want that feeling to pass and hold on to it even 

when it starts to harm us. Having confidence in our own de-

cisions is important. This confidence comes from the cour-

age to face the consequences of our choices. Often it’s easier 

to blame someone else for the mistake than point the finger 

at ourselves. 

But we wouldn’t want to admit that now would we? But we 

have to learn to take charge of our lives. No one else can 

decide our life. It is our responsibility. We may make mis-

takes, but that is how we learn. Sure, we can get other peo-

ple’s opinions. But at the end of the day, it is our call, and 

we have to take it. 
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Saturday, Solitude 

Vishal Choradiya 

M.A. English Year I 
 

Saturday is the day I get to flee.  And I don’t stop till I get to 

the place where I hide myself.  The joy is as much in the run-

ning as it is in the reuniting. 

The restlessness enlarges before it explodes: 

Like the moment in which longing lovers embrace after a 

stretched separation, passionately attempting to defeat the 

reality that they must exist in separate bodies. 

Like the moment in which the pressure releases, and the re-

strained coil unfurls into independence. 

And like the moment in which a restored bird rediscovers its 

wings.  And soars… 

The unfailing sun is humbled by thin curtains, thick blankets 

and tired limbs.  Clocks don’t dare disturb dainty, delicate 

dreams.  The transition to consciousness is voluntary: an un-

hurried, beautiful realisation that what’s coming is just as 

blissful as what is being left behind. 

My rested body throbs with the energy of anticipation.  I 

spare myself the obligatory morning meal and sink myself 

into the couch with a thick wad of luxury: large sheets of 

paper that would become redundant in a matter of hours, but 

not before immortalising the day gone by. 

Just as the powers of the mind begin to wane, the warm, fa-

miliar aroma of my mom’s cooking permeates the air – one 

of those precious things that transforms a house into home.  I 

take my preferred seat before the television, and as the deli-

cacies are laid before me, one after another, I feed first my 

appetite and then my hungry, hungry soul.  Every grain of 

the devoured meal disintegrates within, to spread the most 

delightful feeling of well-being and contentment.  The sati-

ated spirit liberates the mind, and the simplest moments on 

screen trigger uninhibited laughter and tears. 

The pampering continues with an extended session of 

hydro‑therapy.  Very few sensations compare to the one 

which is produced by hot water, when it ever so gradually 

washes away the weariness from the labour of the week gone 

by.  Every little ritual is repeated in poetic slow‑motion, per-

mitting the water to percolate to every corner and work its 

magic charm.  The cleansed skin suddenly begins to breathe, 

exhaling a new found vitality that emanates from a complete 

healing. 

I now find myself alone in my room, brave as I can be with 

just one piece of clothing on me in the form of a wet towel.  

The increased volume at which the peppy numbers start blar-

ing from the radio is wildly encouraging.  What usually fol-

lows is a rowdy demonstration of raw, unadulterated ecstasy: 

as ridiculous as it is exhilarating.  It would never qualify as 

any form of dancing, but I couldn’t care less.  Nothing is as 

uplifting as playing a complete moron, especially without a 

costume. 

By now, I have attained a heightened state of happiness, with 

hours and hours of my most favourite thing in the world to 

look forward to: solitude. 

It is best indulged in at certain special places: 

Like the terrace of my home in our quiet neighbourhood at 

dusk.  The world seems perfectly peaceful as little boys try 

to squeeze in another game of cricket before it is too dark to 

see the ball, and flocks of birds make their way back home 

before it is too dark to see where they are going.  The sky 

turns a mystical orange as the calm evening air is stirred by 

an evocative voice delivering the azaan from the mosque 

down the road. 

Like the mind of a great writer.  It is the unforgettable smell 

of old pages that first casts a spell.  And then it is the web of 

words, fashioned from the captivating imagination of a gifted 

storyteller or the infectious wisdom of an independent 

thinker, which holds you hostage.  The enchantment prevails, 

as word after word transports, delights and enriches you. 

And like the rhythm of a timeless tune.  Nothing else can 

change the flavour of a moment as effortlessly, or enhance 

the quality of an experience as dramatically, as music can.  It 

violates all physical laws as it stimulates emotions and cre-

ates energy out of nothing at all.  It nourishes you, and 

breaks your heart.  It gives you hope, and moves you to tears.  

It gives you a life, and a sense of everything it is not.  
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Continued.. 

At the end of the day, I steal a few moments under the end-

less, starry sky to engage in the endearing illusion of eternal 

companionship.  It is a wonderful vision, but revisiting 

dreams that never come true only leaves you with the ago-

nizing feeling of emptiness.  So I quit reminiscing about 

times that never actually existed, or mourning the loss of my 

innocence, and quietly retire to a space where I can be my-

self: still, unperturbed and limitless. 

The History of Saint Valentines Day 

Bhaavika Vaarsha Joshi 

 

Every February, across the world, chocolates, flowers and 

gifts are exchanged between loved ones, all in the name of 

St. Valentine. One would wonder, who is this saint and why 

do we celebrate love in his name? 

Valentine was a Roman priest who lived in the third century 

C.E. The Roman Emperor Claudius II believed that his sol-

diers would fight better if they did not have wives and chil-

dren to worry about. And so he outlawed marriage for young 

men. But Valentine believed marriage to be the holy bond 

between a man and a woman. He defied Claudius and con-

tinued to secretly perform wedding ceremonies for young 

lovers. 

Valentine’s ‘treachery’ was discovered, and Emperor 

Claudius sentenced him to death. While in prison, Valentine 

fell in love with the jailer’s daughter, who was blind. Valen-

tine prayed for her and she was miraculously healed. Valen-

tine was finally executed, but after his death, the jailer’s 

daughter received a love letter from him. It was signed, 

‘From your Valentine.’ 

And to this day, people sign their love letters ‘From your 

Valentine’ on the 14th of February. Love is not about mushy 

words, chocolates and flowers; it is also about sacrifice. Val-

entine went against the Roman Emperor just to bring to-

gether young lovers. He thus became a martyr for love. 

Beyond and Beyond For Your Soul 
Keertana Sreejit 
 

When you think it’s over and you feel  

Life is void, someone comes… 

Someone, who makes you feel that you matter. 

Imagine that someone as two pure souls, 

Who showers love and care that you never got 

Beyond the thinkable, beyond the ultimate. 

A symbol of a bond beyond the bondable, 

Pure and innocent little bond that makes you 

Heal and fill that void that you created – 

Your fault of a meaningless life, but two souls 

Hold you together, bind pieces of your soul and, 

Create a new you with new life, filled with new meanings. 



Quill’s Will              Volume 4, Issue 1 

7 

 

Lost in Oblivion 
Rebekah Eve Daniel  

BALLB A Year I 
 

Low mourns resound through the void. 

There blew the last vestige of joy, 

The frosty gale blew past the hollow me, 

As my remains fadedaway from their memories. 

Hopeful eyes staring into theHopeless darkness, 

As they slowly erased my futile existence. 

I am afraidof being forgotten, 

I dread being lost in Oblivion. 

How hard I tried to engrave on stones, 

Yet nothing’s left except decaying bones. 

The sands of time have finally run out, 

Nothing’s reaching them, not even pitiful shouts. 

I am afraid of being forgotten, 

I dread being lost in Oblivion. 

Await your turn to join me in thisNothingness, 

When the selfish ones forget to reminisce. 

The sinister abyss is calling me, 

When you get there, remember me. 

I am afraid of being forgotten, 

I dread being lost in Oblivion. 

 

 

 

Lost in Oblivion 
Rebekah Eve Daniel  

BALLB A Year I 
 

A drop of honey to soothe my burning heart, 

A tinge of ecstasy to hide these pricking blues; 

A swim across Lethe to sink into nothing but oblivion, 

Ah! Things impossible are the things most desired. 

 

Irreparable has my heart turned, 

Incorrigible has my life become, 

Incapable am I to pull myself back to me, 

Invisible turned the path that took me here. 

 

Memories are delightful at times, 

But, like a bleeding hunch, it hurts, 

Whenever I lie back and chase them. 

 

 

Everything seems so strange; utter darkness,  

Have I gone blind or am I dyed terribly in black?  

 

Malediction! Oh! It’s beginning to close,  

Winding round, a wild and cruel suffocation. 

It’s hard to breathe, I am doomed forever! 

No shimmering light or rosary of hope to hold on to. 

 

No recollections, No utterances, No more impossible 

desires. 

I know the one thing I can ask for and that I have called 

for. 

 

If death be the last page 

Why do people strive to read till the end?  

 

Haven’t I done that too? Am I not climbing the same 

wall?  

What a great revelation! 

So let the winds take me to the last page, 

Let me finish what I started long back. 

 

If only I could rewrite the pages of my destiny, 

This last and cursed bud would never have breathed air; 

Too late to refill my shrinking veins,  

With the spilled blood that had never seen life. 

Hanging I am hanging in between. 

 

 

The trees that would make the wood for my coffin 

The flowers that would sweeten the melancholy of my 

grave 

Grow faster, I am a step closer to death. 

Rains that would wash the stains of my earthly trunk, 

Pour swiftly, I am still a bit closer; 

I wonder if by the time you are ready 
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The launch of Mayabazaar was held at the main auditorium 

on the 10th July of 2013. This event was hosted by the Depart-

ment of English, leading up to our National Seminar 2014, 

which will celebrate the 100th Anniversary of Indian Cinema.

  

Dr. Anil Pinto, the Registrar of Christ University, Prof. John 

Joseph Kennedy, Dean of Arts and Humanities, our Faculty 

Coordinator Dr. Abaya N.B. along with Dr. Arya Aiyappan 

and coordinating student members adorned the podium. After 

the auspicious lighting ceremony all the faculty members on 

the podium gave their respective welcoming speeches.The 

official logo and website of Mayabazaar was launched by 

Registrar Dr. Anil Pinto. Mayabazaar represents all that is 

Indian Cinema for the upcoming Department of English’s 

national seminar. Two distinguished guests were invited for 

this particular event. Prof. Manu Chakravarthy, a distin-

guished speaker and Mr. K. M. Chaitanya, a renowned Kan-

nada director were welcomed on stage and were asked to 

share their valuable points of view and wisdom upon the sub-

ject of Indian Cinema. 

While Prof. Chakravarthy gave the audience his overview on 

the lineage of classical Indian cinema involving references to 

names such as Ray’s and Ghatak’s, he also drew a parallel 

discussion upon what is “commercial”  and what is “art” cin-

ema and why each of them differentiate in aesthetic qualities.   

Soon after Mr. K. M. Chaitanya an ex-Christite himself, told 

us about how Christ University shaped his choice of career. A 

national award winner such as Chaitanya, drew his path from 

his interest in Kannada Theatre to the large world of film-

making and documentaries. His film Aa Dinagalu won sev-

eral awards including the Filmfare Awards South for Best 

Director and Best Feature Film in 2007. Both Prof. Chak-

ravarthy and Mr. K.M. Chaitanya inspired and evoked ques-

tions in the audience’s minds. The pre-seminar event was 

concluded with numerous questions to the speakers, with a 

note of thanks from the organising students and with the 

Christite anthem. 

 

Trisha Chatterjee | II MA English 

Department Diary 

Mayabazaar 
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Darpan 

The MA English students could not 

let their presence go unfelt at the 

most grand event of the University - 

Darpan. Students from both 1st and 

2nd years M. A. English participated 

in various events and brought laurels 

to the department. 

Akhil Scaria took part in the Prosce-

nium theatre category and won first 

prize for his play Once upon a Tree. 

Shyam Nair and Akhil Scaria won 

the second position in the street play 

category, for their production called 

Rat Race. 

The play Diabolically Yours by the 

II M.A. English students won Best 

Music and Lighting for Proscenium 

theatre. 

Raksha Iyer and Ebenezer Veeras-

ingham of the II M.A. English class, 

along with Reshmi  

(2nd M.Sc. Counseling Psychology) 

bagged the Best Song and Best Key-

board prizes, and placed third for 

Best Band, in the Indian music cate-

gory. 

Rini Jose and Uma Purayannur won 

the second and third prizes for Indian 

music (solo). Congratulations to all 

the winners! 

The Department of English is gear-

ing up for its most anticipated event 

Jabberwocky, looking up to 100 

years of Cinema as its theme. 

The play ‘Rat Race’ was placed 2nd in the street play 
category 

Cinema Paradiso 

 

The film club of the English department screens a movie 

every Saturday, with an emphasis on giving us a wider pano-

ramic view of the subjects we study. The club has screened 

six movies so far. 

Shooting Dogs attempts to capture the darkest facets of the 

Rwandan genocide. 

Australia is an epic romantic drama set in Australia against 

the backdrop of World War II. 

Elizabeth depicts the rise of a Duchess of illegitimate birth to 

the throne of England. 

The Man From Earth is a tale of a 14,000-year-old caveman 

striking off all claims of science and faith. 

The Hours narrates the lives of three women living in com-

pletely different times and spaces, who are all connected to 

each other by Virginia Woolf's novel Mrs. Dalloway.   

Little Miss Sunshine is a comedy drama, in which a family 

determined to get their daughter into the finals of a beauty 

pageant take a cross-country road trip. 

To know more about our next screening drop us an email at  
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What’s Your Take: Chetan Bhagat 
It’s a love-hate debate when it comes to reading Chetan Bhagat. Here are some views 

we captured last week in an online survey. What do you think? 
“I personally think his work is completely devoid of any lit-

erary or artistic merit. He's read because he's read, and only 

by those who don't otherwise read. And since that's a large 

number, so are his sales figures.”  

-Vishal Choradiya 

“He writes pretty long stories for Tinkle or Champak.. so, I 

guess he had to print his own books.” 

- Samu Thomas John 

“His language is bad. No editing is done and he seriously 

needs a proof reader.  The story line is crappy. I feel he is an 

immature writer. ” 

- Kouhshambi 

“Chetan Bhagat writes books that cannot even be grudgingly 

termed literature. For a true lover of good writing, his books 

are a waste of time! 

- Jisha Anna Jose 

“I don't know what qualifies as artistic merit, I think he 

writes fairly well, in terms of expression, and; his writing 

resonates with the youth. I'd say he has introduced a new 

genre of Indian writing in English.” 

- Mansi Joshi 

“If people like reading his work and can relate to it, what 

more could you ask for. I like Two States and Five Point 

Someone and I think it is a good way to start reading.”  

- Shyam Nair 

“Chetan Bhagat, according to me is a good author, he writes 

what people love to read and hence he is becoming an icon. 

As a student from a science background, I never took or 

rather had much interest to read novels. However his novels 

would convey a kind of message which one would like to 

read in a limited number of pages. This is what many look 

forward to. Chetan Bhagat writes his novels keeping the 

youth in mind as his primary readers. I felt his stories have 

been slightly different from the normal way of thinking, 

which actually pleases the younger generation. Most of his 

readers are the youth because his novels are in contrast with 

their kind of living. He knows that majority of the youth 

would prefer stories with slang, insensitive words and some 

spiced up incidents in it. They would obviously go in for 

such novels that would interest them, rather than going in for 

novels which have so much of content, that at the end, the 

reader is confused and never would like to read any of its 

kind again.”  

- Angelo 

“Chetan Bhagat appeals to common man. He uses common 

man’s language. He writes what India truly is and does not 

imitate India.”  

- Suprita 

“We can relate to Chetan Bhagat for his simplistic lan-

guage.”  

- Reginald 
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Analyze This 
For the Love of Films! 
Nandika Arul Kumar 

M.A. English  
 

The Man from Earth was a marvel in itself and had the 

crispest script when compared to the other films, as 

there was no room for general discussion. The movie 

revolves around a character appropriately called John 

Oldman, who claims to be a caveman around 140,000 

years old, and has to defend his age and life experiences 

to an audience comprising of an art history professor, a 

biologist, an anthropologist, a historian, an archaeologist 

and his student, and a psychiatrist. Now, you might 

wonder what kind of a situation would bring all these 

diverse characters under one roof, but it is rather simple 

when you watch the film – they are mere acquaintances. 

The entire film takes place in ONE ROOM, with transi-

tions taking place on the front porch. For a director, that 

is quite a task to accomplish! The other films mentioned 

depend on the setting of a scene, the camera angles, the 

costumes, the various dimensions of a character, the 

soundtrack and of course, the script; this film in question 

utilises the script and a simple setting of a discussion to 

present its idea. There are no fancy costumes, fight 

scenes, emotional song sequences, loving glances or 

glamorous actors. The actors are dressed down to por-

tray the characters they are intended to play out.  

All films are believed to serve as visual treats and a win-

dow to imagination, but it isn’t completely necessary. 

Why can’t a film be thought-provoking alone, without 

flashing beautiful, awe-inspiring shots of actors and pre-

senting unrealistic dialogues for effect? That’s a whole 

other debate, so I’ll leave you thinking! 

 

Preserving Authentic Flavors: An interview with Bridget 

White Kumar 
Bridget White-Kumar is a cookery book author, food consultant and culinary historian. She has authored 7 recipe books on 

the Anglo-Indian cuisine. Her area of expertise is in colonial Anglo-Indian food and she has gone through a lot of effort in 

reviving the old forgotten dishes of the Colonial British Raj era. Her recipe books are a means of preserving for posterity the 

very  authentic tastes and flavours of Colonial ‘Anglo’ India, besides recording for future generations the unique heritage of 

In a world fast turning into a global village, with many Anglo

-Indians migrating out of India and the younger generation 

not showing interest in traditional food, I felt it had become 

imperative for me to preserve for posterity those very authen-

tic tastes and flavours and record for future generations the 

unique heritage of the pioneers of this cuisine.With this in 

mind I have published six recipe books exclusively on Anglo-

Indian cuisine. This personal collection of recipes is compiled 

with the intention of reviving the old tastes of the colonial 

era, thereby preserving the old Anglo-Indian flavours and 

tastes. This is my small way of helping to preserve the culi-

nary culture and heritage of the Anglo-Indian community. 

Moreover, these old, traditional recipes are not found in any 

other typical Indian cookery book, except for those books 

published by me. 

What, according to you, sets this cuisine apart from the rest 

of the cuisines found across India? 

Anglo-Indian cuisine evolved over many hundred years as a 

result of reinventing and reinterpreting the quintessentially 

western cuisine, by assimilating and amalgamating ingredi-

ents and cooking techniques from all over the Indian sub-

continent. Thus, a completely new contemporary cuisine 

came into existence, making it truly ‘Anglo’ and ‘Indian’ in 

nature, which was neither too bland nor too spicy, but with a 

distinct flavour of its own. It became a direct reflection of the 

multi-cultural and hybrid heritage of the new colonial popula-

tion. 

It is the extremely unusual blend of tastes that makes this cui-

sine so unique. Many of the dishes have rhyming alliterative 

names like dodol, kalkal, Ding- Ding and Posthole. The very 

nomenclature of the dishes is unique and original, and syn-

onymous only to the Anglo-Indian community. It is a true 

reflection of both worlds, where the Indian oriented curry is 

given as much importance as the English roasts and bakes. 

Anglo-Indian cuisine is very judicious in the use of spices 
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and doesn't make use of every ingredient available in the 

kitchen. Certain dishes call for certain ingredients in modera-

tion and this sets it apart from the cuisines of the rest of India. 

What were the challenges faced while compiling your work? 

I had no problems compiling my work as I depended only on 

the recipes that were in my family for generations. These 

recipes were written as they were spoken, with no proper 

measurements or quantities. – ‘A handful of this or a dash of 

that or just a pinch’ made no sense. My real challenge was 

recreating these old dishes to suit present day conditions, time 

constraints and availability of ingredients. In the olden days, 

cooking would take up practically the whole day since every-

thing had to be prepared from scratch. The masalas would 

have to be ground manually on a grinding stone and the food 

cooked over firewood. Now with all the ready-made masalas 

and mixes available in the market and the modern and time-

saving gadgets, cooking has become so much easier and 

faster. I have simplified all the recipes so that they are easy to 

follow and less time-consuming, besides using all common 

and easily-available ingredients. Through trial and error I 

have arrived at the exact amounts of ingredients to be used, 

besides substituting some of the ingredients to suit present-

day availability and health consciousness. 

That said, what were the high points of your journey as a 

cookbook author? 

After I had compiled my manuscript of more than 500 recipes 

under different categories, I sent the manuscript to more than 

25 publishers in Delhi. Some of them didn't know anything 

about the Anglo-Indian community, leave alone knowing that 

we had our own cuisine. Some others wanted to rip me off 

and offered to buy the manuscript for little or nothing. How-

ever, the then President of the Anglo-Indian Guild, Mr. Jose 

Fernandez encouraged me to self publish my book rather than 

ask a publisher to do it. It was a wonderful idea and I'm grate-

ful to Mr. Fernandez for encouraging me to do it alone. I then 

started hunting for good printers to print my book. Here again 

I was shocked at the investment that was involved. I got a 

brain wave one day while looking at the church calendar of St 

Anthony's Friary Church (My Parish Church) and found that 

the printer who printed the calendars was MATHA PRINTS, 

who had their printing unit just behind St Anthony's Church. I 

approached Mr. Joy Kottachal, the proprietor, and he was 

only too happy to assist me in printing my collection of reci-

pes. However, he advised me to just choose a selection of 

recipes from the whole manuscript under different categories 

and bring out a first book of around 110 pages. This way, my 

investment for printing was within my budget and we could 

test the waters, so to speak. If this book was successful, he 

said, we could bring out a book every year culled from the 

original selection, and it would give folks something to look 

forward to. 

I followed his advise and in June 2005, I brought out my first 

recipe book entitled THE BEST OF ANGLO-INDIAN CUI-

SINE - A LEGACY. That was the high point of my journey 

as a cook book. It was an amazing moment to see my recipes 

in a book, with a photograph taken by me! 

 


