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A giving hand and a ruling heart, all for a few smiles
The art of caring and giving, many presume, is a huge task, not
meant for most of us and not possible with an act or two. How
wrong we are to not believe in the small drops that make the
ocean!

Reaching out is indeed an art. But one that is mastered by us all,
universally. To bring it from within and share with the world around is
what defines a social cause. When a cause is chosen, there is a
sense of unified direction to all those involved and the impact is
multifold. What follows is a contribution from every single person
involved and is a pledge to bring a change. And this change turns
around lives – of one, a few or of many. But it undoubtedly does.
No one is left empty by lending a helping hand. The joy doubles,
the sorrows turn into smiles and the world is a better place with
every step and every good deed.

- Raji Rajan
Social worker/ Special Educator – Autism

SHE WAS BORN A GIRL
A little girl, like a delicate seed
Was dreaming of what she could one day be.
The options seemed colourful and diverse
She thought that one day, they'd all be hers.
With sunshine and happiness,
that little seed grew
Not just in length, but ambition
wise too.
The potential she bore was
second to none
But she failed to predict her
gardener's true intention.
While she was busy sprouting, her parents kept busy
Until it was too late to make them see
Her dreams and passions, she was forced to forget
Because for girls, getting married is the etiquette
And just like that, she was plucked before she could bloom
And was handed over to an unknown groom.
The sadness took over and she began to wither
Her hopes and dreams lost all their colour.
She was robbed of the chance of ever becoming
What she was truly meant to be, a flower so stunning
That it could've magnified the beauty in this world
But alas, this was her fate, as she was born a girl
-Nayana Subramnya
II HEPP ‘N’

WHERE YOU ARE
The gold simmers down your
throat, burns your walls against
your will. It is a good fire though,
makes your tummy tepid. It’s a rush
of endorphins everywhere but your
heart. You down the liquid faster,
trying to reach that high. Visibly
you never did, but emotionally you
are past that point.
It seems all blurry, the table, the
chair, the people, the glasses.
Everything that you know just an
hour ago is trapped between reality
and a hallucination. Wonders of a
little golden liquid you call an
elixir.
It, however, is a temporary fix. The
aftermath is like waking up on a
barren land with a parched tongue, a
thirsty heart and breathless gulps of
air. It definitely isn’t pretty but
neither are your lungs.
I've often heard people tell how
everything gets better with time, but
to be honest, it doesn't. It only gets
worse. In the long run, you learn to
accept the suffering rather than
grieving it. You familiarize yourself
with it in time. Nothing does get
better but it can't get worse either.

Then,
Why do we resort to artificial
aids for internal wounds?
Because that's what most
people do. It feels as if you're
trying to start over but you're
just in a standstill, watching
people pass by: happy, sad,
loved, lost. Feeling their
Feelings and drowning in
apathy
But surely, a day will come
where you want to resurface,
leave this all behind and
embrace what little life you
have left, but it's too late. When
you've floated long enough in
muck-ridden waters of cheap
alcohol and smelt the salty sea
smoke then you're one and true.
It's already too late.
You've already become a part
of that water.
-Sanjana Radhakrishnan
II HEPP ‘N’

FORGOTTEN LOVE
I am a woman,
Sitting in a dark corner of a room,
Thinking of those days...
I think of the days when
I taught him to walk, to speak,
To write and what not.
I think of those days when
I would wait outside his school the
whole day
Fearing he would cry on not finding
me.
I think of the days when
I would sit by his side all night
When he would fall sick.
I cherish all the moments spent with him
But, I feel I went wrong somewhere
In teaching him values...
As a result, he has left me all alone
In this old age home
I really hope.... Just hope
That my son realizes my importance and
Comes back one day and shouts loudly:
“Mom, I love you.”
Please come back to me, my son,
My ears are eagerly waiting to hear your voice.
-Taiyaba Batul
I PCMB „B‟

A SILENT CRY
Blood-filled eyes

Sheer appetite they are killed for

Blinded by those who fail to see

Denied sunshine and warmth

The clouds of innocence

Only water they would have drunk

Behind those pleading two

Tears; could they have shed any

Broken bones

Do they live only for us to kill?

Muscles gone numb

Do they breathe only for us to torment?

Between metal bars

Do they suffer only for us to smile?

Strained to stay alive
Animals deserve a life
Bodies forced to hurt

A life to see the colours of the world

The pain disappears not

A life to glance at the stars

When their dear young they cannot
see

A life to feel

For motherhood is invariably denied

Plain texture it is for us
For them, it’s existence
Wings and fur
Destroyed for eternity

Humans ‘need’ beauty
They need a life
But that, ruined by chemicals
Is second to mere powder and gloss

A life to love
A life they own

Animals are tortured for food,
entertainment, product testing, etc.
only for the benefit of humans. This has
to stop if we want to see a more
compassionate and sensitive society.
Say no to animal cruelty! Support
animal rights!

- Neha Rajan
II HEPP N

THE LITTLE LADY
Her body, tired.
Her limbs, overworked.
Her baby, forever wailing.
Laying bricks around,
That's who she is.
The little lady,
Who puts houses together
But couldn't build her own life.
That's who she is,
Forced to survive,
Forced to be something
That she was never born to
become.
She goes to sleep after washing off the dust,
That she knows will collect in the same places tomorrow
And the day after that,
And the day after that,
And the lifetime after that.
Laying down the concrete,
That's who she is.
The old young lady,
Who mixes cement for a living
But couldn't glue her life back together.
-Aditi Kumar ‘
II HEPP ‘N’

THE STEADFAST LOVE OF
A QUESTING SOUL
When I kept my eyes on the
Lord;
Everything else just seemed to
disappear:
All my worries, all my fears,
All my sorrows, shame and
tears.

Whilst the shouts of tormentors
reached my heart;
Once again, the world crucified
a man.
What did they earn for their
gentle grace?
A body stiff and cold from foot
to face.

They laugh and jeer and taunt
us, Lord,
Quietly as I pray for the
persecuted, my tears fall;
They cried deep within the
darkness of their soul;
As the daggers, swords and
spears went out of control.

For like the waves of a crashing
flood,
Is the enduring witness of your
precious blood.
The Lord will not endure all those
who suffer persecution;
I wonder if my strength would be as
yours if I knew about my execution

Ultimately, the reward was worth
the gruesome struggle
For they witnessed the majestic
king and heard the angels sing.
They let their sublime persecution
and martyrdom cease
Until they only had within them
glorious joy and unending peace.

-Christina Varghese
II CAMS ‘K’

EYES SHUT TO THE OBVIOUS
She sits alone in the dark
But the sun is out glistening
She drifts through days like a shadow
Striving for reason
Thinking of ways

This life hasn’t been fair
She’s fighting a battle
That she’ll never win
Nothing to gain

“Cheer up”, someone says

All she wants is for you to end the
pain

You don’t pay attention
You don’t even look
If you listened
You’d know her pain

She’s losing sight
Of what she’s already seen
She’s losing grip

Words stuck to her like a price tag
Inconsiderate, over-dramatic, vulgar,

Of the harsh realities
This is the end, her downfall.

Moody, shameless, paranoid,
Pessimist, two-faced, weak.

You may not understand it

Labels echo in her head

But she was unfortunate enough
The path of ignorance you grip

Confused and scared

Now pay the price

Treads aimlessly

Of the coffin you built.

Someone loves her
But she doesn’t know
For her life is spiraling out of her
control.

- Namratha Hariprasad
II HEPP N

Caste discrimination:
A deep rooted tree
Should we stop watering the tree or directly
cut the tree?
Few months ago, four young men were brutally beaten up with
iron rods by a mob of cow vigilantes for skinning dead cows.
Those young men were from ‘chamar’ or leather tanning caste.
Even now, if ordered to move a carcass of cows, goats-they are
compelled by societal norms to do so. This is one of the many
examples of dalit atrocities. The violence and atrocities are often
directly related to dalit assertion of basic rights including land
rights, freedom of expression, access to justice, access to
education, water, food… to name a few.
The title of the article questions
if we should continue educating
and changing the ideology of
people about effects of caste
discrimination or make active
policy changes and reforms to
curb discrimination. India for
many years has been following
the former one.
The government as well as various organisations have held
programs, protest against such discrimination and the
constitution too has banned caste discrimination and treatment
of untouchables, but over the years nothing has changed except
the governments.

Caste discrimination:
A deep rooted tree
Reservation is one such passive policy. Though reservation was
introduced to uplift the status of minorities, this policy has
backfired and discrimination has widened its roots. Reservation is
similar to not watering the tree of discrimination but providing it
with various nutrients to flourish.
The need of the hour is to first have active policies and strict
measures to curb discrimination. Some of the active measures
that I think can play a major role are:
 Preventing caste based politics
 Survey of reservation
 Corporate Social Responsibility norms
 Minorities should be included in the mainstream of society
by providing jobs in government sector
 Promoting inter caste marriages
 Promoting inter caste dining
I am not speaking against reservation for minorities, but those
reservations have to be properly enforced so that minorities can
avail the benefit. Changing mindset or ideology has not led to any
change in the past 50 years and might not. Only active and strict
measures against discriminators will curb it.
It’s up to us whether we stop watering the tree of discrimination
and wait for it to die by itself which will take a lot of time or just
cut the tree directly through strict measures.
- Vaibhav Jain
I CAME L
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