The Ornate Girelg

An annual literary magazine by the Department of English, Central University of Punjab

Issue No. 2, 2023- 2024




Department of English
Central University of Punjab

Presents

The Second Edition of

An annual creative magazine




1

f
g

E—

:_-;-'-"'-q 5 — il .
¥ . S — I i - - o

e ot
- : e e i SRR - o

e e e --—;.._\l_._upﬂ,,__.,- s T v
ForREWORD

It gives me immense pleasure to learn that the Department of English of the Central
University of Punjab is releasing the second issue of the creative magazine of the University
The Ornate Circle. India is a land which has given to the world great and memorable imaginative
works. We witness the ideas of animate nature and personification of the environment around
us in an exuberant way in classic works like Kalidasa’s Abbijiianashakuntalam or Meghadsta. The
great lore of epics like the Mahabbarata and Ramayana have passed down various values, morals,
ethics, and integrity lessons across generations. Panchatantra, Jataka tales and Hitopadesha have
boosted the imaginative spirit of every Indian since their childhood, by generating fantastic
imagery in their minds and opening their eyes to witness the wonder of the world they live in.

Creativity with a purpose has been the backbone of every venture that takes place across
several disciplines on the campus of CUP, and to give expression to such great ideas has always
been the aim of the University. I am also grateful to the esteemed external reviewers from
different educational institutions who have screened the contributions and thank them for
their support and guidance to the Editorial Team. I hope that the platform of expression being
offered to the students is utilised judiciously. May every student give voice to their
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emotionsand thoughts, and express new perspectives for all of us to ponder upon. I %

congratulate the contributors, the Editorial Team, the faculty, scholars and students of the
Department of English for the release of the magazine.

Prof. Raghavendra P. Tiwari
Vice- Chancellor
Central University of Punjab
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I am delighted to know that The Ornate Circle is continuing its stint with its second issue, with a
larger number of poems, prose and visual creations from the students of the Central
University of Punjab. The work done by the editorial team to collect creations from past and
present students, manage the external review process and compile the pieces to put together a
well-formed document is indeed exemplary. I hope that the tradition of creative expression
which has gained very good momentum in the past year of the inception of The Ornate Circle
will continue. May this project be inspirational to all!

Prof. Ramakrishna Wusirika
Dean In-charge, Academics
' Central University of Punjab
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Welcome to the latest issue of The Ornate Circle, a testament to the vibrant creativity and
intellectual fervour that defines the Central University of Punjab. Within these pages, you will
journey through the kaleidoscope of human experience as expressed through the written
word. From poignant poetry, thought-provoking prose, and stimulating artwork, each piece
offers a glimpse into the diverse landscapes of imagination and emotion. I am immensely
proud of the talent showcased herein and the hard work put in by the Editorial Board of this
magazine, reflecting the dedication and passion of our students. May this magazine inspire,
challenge, and resonate with readers, enriching minds and souls alike.
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Head, Department of English

E Dr. Shahila Zafar
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ﬂ Central University of Punjab
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A CKNOWLEDGEMENTS

The launch of The Ornate Circle in December 2022 started a venture which has grown with a
lot of love and care, especially from the entire CU Punjab fraternity. This is evident in the
response to our call for the second issue of The Ornate Circle.

We are immensely grateful to the students and the alumni of CU Punjab who sent in their
contributions and hope that the magazine can continue to hold the support and
encouragement afforded to us for years to come. We are also grateful to Prof. Raghavendra
Prasad Tiwari, Honourable Vice Chancellor of Central University of Punjab for being an
enthusiastic patron to the magazine. We thank Prof. Ramakrishna Wusurika, Dean In-charge,
Academics, Prof. Anjana Munshi, Dean Research, and Prof. Monisha Dhiman, Director,
IQAC for their continued interest in this venture.

The contributions in the second volume were carefully reviewed by a team of five external
experts- Dr. Sushil Kumar, Dr. Neetu Purohit, Dr. Monica Sabharwal, Dr. Kanak Yadav, and
Dr. Neha Singh. We thank them profusely for being very engaged in the process and for giving
their time to the task entrusted to them.

This project reached its completion owing to the constant guidance from Prof. Alpna Saini,
Dean, School of Languages, Literature and Culture, and Dr. Shahila Zafar, Head,Department
of English. They have been holding us up and encouraging us at every point of producing the
second volume and we will always be indebted to them. We thank the faculty of the
department- Dr. Vipan Pal Singh, Dr. Dinesh Babu P, Dr. Prithvi Raj, Dr. Rohit Yadav- for
their continued support to the magazine. We also thank Mr. Amandeep Sharma for his
assistance during the preparation of this magazine.

The scholars and students of the Department of English have been cheering us on in the
whole process, for which we thank them. We are also grateful to the printing press for aiding
us in procuring the printed versions of the magazine. We thank the entire University for being
with us, and having faith in us. Thank you all!

Enjoy Reading!

The Editorial Team
The Ornate Circle
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CaN You Pass ME THE Satmon?

Can you pass me the salmon?

Oh, I don’t eat meat.

I want to eat salmon-
Salmon will stay as a
souvenir in my stomach.

So, I will drool in my sleep — not forewver — rnday.

I want you to cook spaghetti -
I wonder, are you pretentious, ot is it rmes
all the germs are jumping with the silent viices -

12

“I’'m hungry! 'm hungty!” raising sormething-like hands in my sromach.
It seems to carve this for a lifetime, hur mirmutes.
Before I open the packet of biscuit,

Why do you notice my birthmark on the lefr sade?

Are you saying that, love is expressed in this way

finding out insignificant but significanr things:

“I don’t love you, either!”
Oh! Now you are telling me about yasr mure,
How someone took notice of your mile and remiarked

I want to break something with my tzerh

I would like to mention instances apricess, peaniurs

similar to the impression of me in mind breakeng foed elepanthy;

With all the focus on your mole and yinar phirases.

I will not tell you these cheesy words — There is m meaning nf my existence wirhdur

you.
I will not tell anyone — I am glad to have yow in ma life,
“I told you earlier, didn’t I?”

“I’'m not in love with you.”

And anyone!

I wonder,

Why I’m not thinking of my next birth!

Preparing ingredients for penne pasti;

Why is my brain throwing Thai curry i miy thirvias
“What do you want?” a waiter asked me,

and I’'m not asking for either apricots ar any curry.

Sl like - woald Bike™ my mind is thinking of all the dishes,
like opening every page in a hurry with a little glance to every page.

Fovery glance serves rhe taste- not-a-thing was different.

“zhould I go for my regular food?”

| asked myself with no help from my throat.

Im the erd, [ ignored the waiter, and you ordered.
I waon’t ask myself: why am T like this?

This is a very repeated question.

I like elatferene things; otherwise, what’s the point?
The rable eolor matches my study table color.

It remincls me of — dry fowers 1 put in a circle-shaped empty box

. whatever.., the empry bos v keep a cup of coffee and a glass of water.

I will keep a glass of wine,

but T don’t drink wine.

My desires are struggling -

Linee | pluck the v Hisers for no one as well as for not myself,

Just for the act of plucking -

[ put the flowers in the empty box.

Now, they’re dry.

I call them «ry flowers as the smell is leaving

or diminishing, or un-living them

like the breath to the body.

Hometimes, T call them dead flowers.

I fee] tharsty — | recall my blue-colored water bottle,

I puran thar empey bos above the sometimes-called dead flowers.

Aumisha Arora, MA English (2020-2022)
Alumnus of the Department of English



[ Stoop STILL BY THE SHORE

I stood still by the shore
waiting to be washed off

some high, some waves too low
I stood, thus, in quietude.

I dug deep in conceit

shielded by none, but me
THEN came a quivering wave

drenching me along with it.

She asked, how long is eternity?
Will you stand until then?
I stood still by the shore

We coalesced to make waves again.

S. K Arif, MSc Bioinformatics (2023-2025)
Department of Computational Sciences

You AR BorN 1O Fry

Train Again Sweat and Faimn

Feel The Pain’

Get up Set up Pick your Pace

Be Ready Again

Gather your Wings Feather by Featlicxs
wander not thou hither and Thithes
For you awaits a new =k

You are Born to Il

It's your chance It's your Ik

Tt will be easy I won't =

you will succeed not in a

In High Spirits You Must Sw

Pankaj Deshwal, Ph. D. Research Scholar (2022 Bars!t;
Department of Englisl:

SapABA HER

How beautiful could it be

No vibrant colours yet it gets my first sight;

No big stem yet it roots deep within me;

Not a vine yet feels nice when it’s around me;

No big attention, yet I want to give all of mine;

No remarkable name yet it’s the first thing that comes to my mind when I hear it;
No unique name yet it is delightful to run it in my mind;

No idiosyncratic fragrance yet it is my favourite;

No honey whatsoever yet it carries the sweetest memories;

No great reflection of sunshine for it is one with it;

In its world where people water it, I want to give it my time and love;

But how beautiful you could be.

Ajay Elangovan, Ph.D. Research Scholar (2023)
Department of Zoology

THE Sky

The sky is deep till infinity.

It collects me, you, and all of us inside himself.
With the first light of the sun,

it starts making different faces,

and this continues till the sun goes down.
semmienimes it makes faces even in the dark of night
when it is a golden moonlit night.

The sky is calm more or less,

but sometimes angry too,

it screams, it squeals,

even cries in sadness.

The sky is like a restless child,

it does mischief,

runs after the clouds,

sings while watching the rain,

plays with the birds,

and sometimes smiles like an innocent child.

sonali Sharma, M.Ed. (2022- 2024) Department of
Education



DonN’'T Tuink Asour It THAT IMPERFECT CREEPER

Why are we so extreme? What if I say the world is upside down?
Why is it hard to balance the ends? Virtual, fragile, or maybe a Clown
Why can’t we find a midway? Pacifying the threshold with some forbidden rules,
The question may sound too simple And those who didn’t navigate were considered fools!

But the answers to this aren’t.
Even thinking about the question, Or, Am I wrong?
Makes me sound like an extremist
“Too simplistic” or “Too complex” Stretching all my intriguing thoughts way too long;
Where is the midway?

Think about it...

[ Jsestioning the datk, dusty smoke coming out of that chimney,

Which is nothing but a form of slow poisoning,
Human history has been, Poison of nasty, toxic air,
A history of finding midways Infecting our lungs, layer by layer!
But the root problem is Oh! the poor creeper,
For how long do these mid-routes stay? It doesn’t seem like her roots go deeper!

What if mid-ways become extremes in It’s okay, if she doesn’t have deep roots,

Themselves? At least, she can grow her own fruits!
Think about it... Aind what about the battles she has fought with those weeds,

Surrounded by multiple breeds,
Think about it Nothing less than a test,

You may start balancing the ends It was all about survival of the fittest

But what about extremism from my side? The scars and wounds on her stem
Which made you think this way...
Why would you think like me?
This demand and alarm

“Go Deep and Think about it”

Show how she doesn’t fit in the game
Bruises and cuts on her fellow leaves,
Implied how brutal were those venomous aphids!

And a few annual rings on her bark,

Showed how young she was,

Arpanpreet Kaur, Ph.D. Research Scholar, Young, to be punished for her innocence,

Political Science (2022)
Department of South and Central Asian Studies

The one, who was unafraid of the consequences!

After all,

She was never enough for this glorified world,

An imperfect creeper
happy with what she had,
Imperfectly perfect in this world!

Monalisa Mathan, M.Sc. Botany (2020-2022)
Alumnus of the Department of Botany




AN OBSERVATION

“Please wash your hands and have a seat,” she said,
cleaning the floor and putting on the mat. My father
and I visited the home of an old couple who were dis-
tant relatives of my grandfather, to give them the invite
for my sister’s marriage. After a long conversation
about family history and covering random topics, the
old man asked to join them for lunch. As we sat down,
the old lady placed freshly cut green banana leaves with
pearls of water dotting them. She put some white rice
and hot fish curry cooked with mustard paste. My
mouth started to water as I smelled the food. Indian
food remains incomplete without onion and green
chilies, which she offered. My father told the aged cou-
ple, “Please join us for lunch. It is already late and you
must be feeling hungry as well”. The old lady was re-
luctant to eat before she served her guests but finally
agreed to my father’s request. The couple joined us for
lunch. As I was eating, I stopped for a moment and
started to watch the lady while she was eating. Her way
of eating taught me many things, especially about food.

Her food was very well organized on her plate. She
took small portions of rice and mixed them with curry.
This symbolized discipline in her life. After which she
gently pulled out the bones from the juicy flesh and
placed it separately on her plate. She did not spill a sin-
gle grain of rice and ate while enjoying every bite and
licking her fingers. This shows she is patient, organized,
and respectful toward the fuel she is providing to her
body. Food provides us with energy and strength. The
way we treat food gives a lot of information about our
personality and cultural background. Meanwhile, she
asked us if we wanted more food. As I continued eat-
ing, I learned that food is something that impacts our
mind, body, and the people around us. Wasting food is
a clear sign of showing disrespect towards and dissat-
isfaction with the food, not knowing about the require-
ments of the body. If we start contemplating what
food we need and in what amount, our life becomes
much more sorted and better. Eating the food with full
attention and eagerness results in satisfaction. Our
happiness with the food is an indirect expression of
gratitude towards the person who prepared food for
us. “Behind the foods that you have been eating right
now there is always a farmer's smile that gives you

strength in every bit of food that you eat”, says Festus S.
Yoesafat. We must hence value the effort, love, and pa-
tience of the farmers, as well as the person who cooks
and serves the food to us.

Food not only has an impact on our physical and mental
health, but it also expresses our emotions and also causes
specific emotions within us. Have you ever wondered why
festivities are a time of good food and lots of desserts
and sweets? That’s because good food becomes a sign of
hospitality and happiness. And why do our mothers send
food nicely packed in steel containers to our neighbors
whenever they cook something special? This is to build a
good relationship with them and look forward to creating
a strong bond of trust, and understanding.

Food has become a part of our identity and culture. Food
even implies good fortune and bad fortune. We often eat
sweetened curd before going to our workplace because
we Indians believe that work goes on in a good manner
without any obstacles or any kind of hindrance. Food is
a nourishment of our soul. When we think of any special
day, we first think of cooking something special for some-
one. This shows our love, care, and delight in receiving
someone as a guest. Hence, we should always be respect-
ful of what we eat. Food wastage should be minimized as
much as possible.

Soon after, my father and I finished our lunch, thanked
the couple for their hospitality, and continued on our jour-
ney of inviting guests for the wedding, But the visit did
leave me with a strong impression, echoing the fact that
our surroundings have a lot to offer as lessons to us. We
just need to be aware, observe, and learn them.

Akankshya Patel, M.Sc. Physics (2022 - 2024}
Department of Physics

You LErT

You left, without any reason,

I got another chance to set my vision.
You gave signs, full of gestures,

You treated friendship, like a venture.
I was deaf, I was blind,

In other ways, I was left behind.

I wish I could ask you to stay,

But nothing left there, to say.

Earlier you were part of my life,
Now, it’s just become a memory.

It really broke my heart,

I just hate, getting flashbacks.

Now, I wish you all the best,

Just like my patience was put to the test,
One day you will realize what you did,
No more friends, we shall be.

Look again, here we go,

Leaving behind everything we know.....

Akash Deep Shukla

Ph.D. Research Scholar, Food Science and Technology (2022)
Department of Applied Agriculture

SeconD’s FirsT 143

Hey, I know this is crazy,

You and 1 are like seconds.

You make me feel like a butterfly,

But an authentic adorable weird one.

You playfully tease me with

An unreadable expression.

1 rarely let out my emotions,

But went out all my anger on you.

You are such a sweet silly person.

I seriously admire you for who you are.
And T don’t know when we will be together,
But never give up till the end, till it’s over.
Bad, good whatever the result will be.

It’s hope that gives life a wonderful meaning,
Sweet and sour adventure

Caramel nutty flavour,

Up down roller coaster keeping our Second’s First 143!

Apurva Singh
M.Sc. Microbiology (2022-2024)
Department of Microbiology



THE INTENDED SPIRIT

s, 1 am oversized,
Semetimes 1 don't even ger elothes of my size,
Ard i makes me realize,
Thar there will be days,
When [ won't be able o rise,
I Bnovwar et ecveryvone likes me,
Biur et evervone can write like e,
I arn mon perfect,
Biur For me [ lave pespect,
I may net have a proper shape,
B I face reality and will never sscape.
I am a woman with dreams,
Aael the weight of my body can never glop me it soeims,
T may net have a jawline,
Bar ir is my confidence which makes me alive,
My body can never define me,
Becauss it B the inner Beaury thar designs me,

Yee, | have scars,

Biur for me, they never aceed like bars
Tmspeaed, they made me realize,
Thaar my body has 5s owen charm,
To which mothing can harm,

1 knosw peaple will question my marks,
But they will ger answers through mv sparks,
1 wesr am s semerimes
Biur 1o cver think on slly chings,

I don't lave encugh dme.

Ui by iy soxrs will Becorme my beauty,
Because they never come in beraeen my duties,
I may carey them theeughour my life,
Ba T hepe 1o be judged on the basis of my vibe,

Avashi Kaushik, MLA. English (2023-2025)
Department of Englizh

Just Lixe o Piece oF Parer

Just like 2 picce of paper

I'my fragile and lighr,

Just like & picce of paper

o rdght want 1 crumple me ap,
Just like & picce of paper

Yo roight want e tear me info pleces,
Mo, T won'™ ler you ory,

Mo, vous can® ke me oy,

Just like & picce of paper

I seek o teansform inte a paper plane
Thear will sear into the sky,

Thear will Ay so very high,

30 high that you will never reach my heighe,

S0 high rhar cne can never cirg,
Just like & piece of paper
I fragile and lighr,

Tarwa Gupes, PhIY Research Bcholar, Plasmaccdopy [H2F)

I.'I'ep:l.rmeu af F‘I'.Hrru.nnh-sgy

PLwIE@HlLEJL ' l

Hearing the Brontide, \ |
The fecling of the shower cascaded down my spine

The amaranthine incrtin gripping me ﬂﬂl‘l.l':\l" l
Breaking it, [ wanted to be a beholder of the sght. .
Stretching my hand out in the ubiguitous night, e

The crmanating potrichor enthused from naught o mfnie
Drop by Drop as 1 received the heavenly serein,
My soul grave away every workdly pain.

Manesshi Mani T
M5e Eovironmental Seierwe arsl Techaodegy (20222024
Drepraremenn of Enwisonmental Sciencs arsd Technolegy
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Tue RamN, You, Anp Mk

The cold breeze touches me

I feel, as if it's you

The melodious sound of drops
I listen to, as if it's you

The delightful perfume all around
I smell, as if it's you

The sky filled with compassion,
I witness, as if it's you

The birds outside the window,
I smile, as if it's you

The clouds disperse away

I bid farewell, as if it's you

Azim Jamal, M.A. Geography (2022-2024)
Department of Geography

Darkness Anp Hoer

There must be more to darkness
Than simply an absence of light
Something poetic in the night’s solitude:

The wind, the singing insects, the moon’s might.

Some fear the darkness that comes with the night
Might the shadow merge and corrupt their cause,
I stand here stretching my arms straight

Brimming with strength for yet another fight.

It’s not easy to manage grief

Put in a box and thrown away

But, O’ soul, It’s also a relief

When the process of life holds sway

Don’t you worry in the darkest of times
Exhausted, lost in the journey of life
March forward with your stumbling steps

For morning sun awaits at the end of night

Abhinandana Sahu, M. Sc. Zoology (2021-2013)
Alumnus of the Department of Zoology

DEeatH — A Sient WARRIOR

The sudden realzanon that

death overprowers evervihing

macde me lose confidence

in rrying en achieve.

L=ath i= a salenc warrsor

abaavs winning its bantles,

and we, 15 meTe seTvants,

Wandering alone i the sereets,

| |'-|-m|n red over the tunlioy of seccess
hefore dearh,

The value ot the fapestry of exisrence?
Bur my aspiranons charge o my wings of dreams
T et up, and woirk, without any doaht,
[, 1 ehank those who surrounded me
Helping me mawve forwand

Fven a: death awans somewhere, pari mily.

Aardea A Chandran, B, A, English {2022-20241
[Crepartment of Englsh

THE STar

I want to be a star,

Like the sun.

Close to heart,

Loved by Everyone.

In the sky, it fills the light,

Spreads happiness worldwide.
Removing the blemish from this life,
It makes the eyes shine bright.
{_herished by the children, source of their smile,
Giving energy to their mind.

Leads a person to strength,

Shows the path of peace,

Those who try it to seek.

Gives them enlightenment.

That's why.

I want to be the star,

Like the sun.

Close to heart,

Loved by Everyone.

Anandi Mahadiptha Saxena,
M. Sc. Food Science and Technology (2022-2024)
Department of Applied Agriculture
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WiTness oF A SeniLe Crry EARTH AND 1T$ INDIVIDUAL
In a hot summer aftermean [ne -rh'l. [ was rewming arcund,
[ wandered through the streets Sucldenly rain started,
: O 2 wimeage city I fedr snmething going on,
My eves caugh the sight of Chhh ves, thar was my thoughts,
Beaury = senility and authensicity 1 1's hard o manage our life in hustle,
_ o f M, it's ﬂi:r.:”df I-.1r'|n;:lI “‘t.ﬂsﬁlﬂﬂt it like: thar,
Teanured paint that renes w fall (ot : “_I : nm_ -phﬂnsnphn:r.
L R Ir's fine sometimes 1o dive inm the deep theughts,
P &y, The Farth mother of living and noen-living,
Symblizing hife snd e The power of calmness, energy, and ke,

Marure always nurtures its own beings,
Hasging wires of chsrriciry Have vou ever imagined?
Thirsagh a theear v heman safery
Connected the hames, shops

And poles of Bzhe ’ Ak that mosment you pealize the beaury of namre,
That brightencd the whale elry st nigh & f | --__’,,—"""l The Barth is full of peace and love,

The sky is welling vins how Bife changes according to the mansodn,

When you are nor fecling well,
And you are just siming on the groand,

Vintage posters, stickers, arel hill= The r'mgmnc{: of soil-Ber Bt
Advertised the old miwie recls )
There sat a man holding a fluffy sheep The chirping of birds sounds pleasant it you ane calm,
Selling Attar, clothes, by thirszuds, andl faowers

Along with sharing millicins of memerics

The Autumn tesches vou everything has to leave one day,
The sprng reaches you, that one day you will be healed and recover,
Spring also comveys the message of oy and happiness,
Narrow road full of crerad
Lead my way to an etery of spicy fool %

Ewerything on this Farth has its ooen significance,
Whether it is individaals, narure, season, or any creatane,

While watching the siall basch of pigeens The only thing is that we have roe pealize our own imporence,

Who gathered to eat the left-cver prains Wi have o follow our idealistic and practical principles simulrancously,

Then doesn't magter :hﬂ.l:.gh which prubltm i &re !_l.ninl.:.
This place was a living dream Yo will be able ro do all your deeds with intrinsic motivation,
Reminding me of gciclin 1ears,
g . 8 ] The Earth rakes care of her own creaneres,

Those romantic transisims, i P
i . ) Movar the terms and conditions for individuals
Experiences- charmis ancl heismwar ming’

ivar they will rrear nur mother of love and care,

Whether thas Barch deserves ;n:-eu!l; anes or humans in real,
Akankshya Parel, M.5c. Physics (2002 - 2024) !

Deparmment of Fhysics

Jrazt remcemiber your attachment o arsd IMprEance off marure in your life,
Fror a writer it s the inspimrinn, for the phi]ns.-:.-]'.hhnr, It 1% the n.'le-'prh ol rhnu_gh'rs,

Feer the peychediogiet natre is the way o heal soxmieeen s mental disorder,

':- [zt us heal wapether, let's respect car Farth, let's be irs gond son and daughrer
1 »
j
} Seets Prapapan, M.Sc. Zaoology [(2022-2024)
/ Dieparcment of Zookgy
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TraNOQUIL BLUE

T want to feel tranquil,

Those exquisite sights of mountains,
whose amenable heights,

have mesmerized my eyes.

T want to long for,

That cool sundry breeze,

over the meads,

bringing reprieve to my nerves.

I pine to see,

Those zigzag routes,

passing through the verdancy,

and distant roots.

My eyes are thirst for that soothing river,
coming through the foggy air.

Oh! those long-haired animals,
That wooden domicile,

I pine for it.

Oh! Mother Nature.

We are bound to bow to you

and sute to say

The beauty Mother Earth possesses

Is beyond all viciousness.

Stija Mondal , M.A. English (2022 - 2024)
Department of English

SELENOPHILE S CONCERN

I wait for the sun to set
To get your beautiful sight
I wish I could catch you
When you shine up bright
Every day I talk to you
Like a mandatory rite

I can only feel you

You are so simple and quiet
Sky feels so confined
Without your cool light
Something dies inside me

When I find a2 new moon light.

Azim Jamal, M.A. Geography (2022-2024)
Department of Geography

Booxk

This book is for you!

When all means of communication are closed,

Read this, and we will be together.

When it mentions a street,

We will be talking while walking there.

In the evening,

We will both be sitting at a kiosk and drinking tea.
When someone is fighting against an unjust system,
We will be together in that fight.

When someone is crying in it,

We will be crying with him too.

When someone is loving in this atmosphere of hatred,
We will also be in love with him.

When it's night,

We both will be together, waiting for the new morning,
This book is for you!

When all means of communication are closed,

Read this and we will be together!

Ashwani Kumar, Ph.D. Research Scholat, History (2023)
Department of History

REcALL

The blood of countless lives nurtured this land,

Bodies are fettered,

But hearts filled with undaunted courage,

Lakhs of them were sent to the jaws of Death.

They bore intolerable cruelties

with a smile on their face,

Despite endless attempts were made to knock them down,
they stood their ground, unbowed.

Their unwavering spirits won at last,

Unfettering the motherland from the shackles of alien reign.

Oh! The Citizens of this glorious land,
Recall the all-untold sacrifices of your unsung heroes,

Reckon, what being are you an “Indian” meant for?
> g y

Pawanpreet Kaur, Ph.D. Research Scholar, Political Science
Department of South and Central Asian Studies
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"T AMm THE SOLDIER SHATTERING SILENCE

I am the brave son of this moulw=tarsl, I tried to find my kith and kin but failed.
I am the powerful fence at the wrclers, I found myself in a deserted palace,
Which no bloody enemy can ever criss, Accompanied by the shadow of darkness.

I am the real power, the peaccucupr, I The scenario left me flabbergasted and startled.

Patriotism is my weapon, the source of niv ukisst simerigth, “et ir1 the past, I have witnessed such an astounding situation

When I was in the Wicked abode.
So, I coup boldly.

As long as I stand, peace existz

I am a Soldier, Subsequently, honoured and awarded,

Every time my mothetland is ir tfariger. I tried again to find out my kindred.

My blood never shies away from slsehiing. However, they didn’t let me,

I don't die when a bullet enters mw head, Bidding me to sleep till doomsday.

But I die a painful death, I fell asleep abruptly and heard wailing and whining,
I lifted my head and, in a flash, beheld a man,

Who was not unknown to me.

I strived to talk with him like he did

Neither of us could succeed.

When my countrymen disown my sacmfice,
Shout slogans against our own nutherlan,
And celebrate those who woursled her,
Fighting against whom, I laid down my kifiz.

Now, I am dissolved in the lap of my muitherland, Thus, we both desperately killed the emerging desire.

And I am proud of it. Nowadays, I randomly hear that groaning

But when I listen, I feel rejoiced and delighted.

T am the martyred Soldis+, However, I know the tears are no more for me.

As this arid place is drying up more and more,

Now, when I am blown awan, The agony and anguish of fence and wall,

Don't search for my scattered by parts, That stood like a shield in my desired path,

Just promise me to never let the parts of my motherland seateer, Becomes a hitch to me.

From Kashmir to Kanyakumari, Gujagat e Sasijiu.
Be one, be a family, be the children of one marherland "HHARAT!

I want to come out to live

As I was living with my kindred,

But I’'m forcibly stopped and denied.

All hope gradually shattered and I shrivelled!

Silence shattered!

I am the martyred Soldier of Uniredd Bharat

Now, when I am gone, let me tell my fxnsnrryimss,

Josh’ is still high, my motherland is siifl safe,

Israr Ul Haq, M.A. English (2022 - 2024)
Department of English

My countrymen are still secure,

1 E L] l\.‘IIII :|||'\. 0 rmy COHIMEr VIS,

Ankush Sharma, Pk Bescarch Scbadar, Hisn iy (2050
I'.h-.-pﬂrl:'m:-m af Hestory




A MEMOIR OF TEARS

“Corona”, the scary word, has indeed taught us many valuable lessons, through the pain of frequently losing loved ones.
It serves as a reminder of how unprecedented life is. There are no guarantees in life, and things might take a turn when
least expected. I have personally gone through a similar experience.

At 4:30 a.m., when the wotld was still shrouded in darkness, my mother's phone rang, and her sobs turned into a storm
that jolted me out of the depths of my dream. I did not understand why she was crying. The family was wide awake and
together. Everyone was curious and anxiously exclaimed, "What happened? Why are you crying? In a pathetic tone, my
mom let us know that her uncle had passed away.

As soon as I heard this my eyes swelled up and tears flowed like a never-ending tale. Tring- Tring-Tring, the phone chimed
once more, it was my Mamu. He informed us that our grandfather's last darshan was not permitted due to the pandemic,
thus we would not be able to see him one last time. It was such a terrible experience in my life. My loving grandfather,
who once proudly carried me on his shoulders while showing me the village, and who loved me immensely, was now no
longer a part of this physical world. Fate denied me the chance to seck his final darshan and left a grandson marked by
misfortune. Despite my strong insistence, only my big brother was given the chance to visit.

My grandfather didn’t seem quite old enough to whom to bid a permanent farewell. He was like a loving buddy who
never reprimanded us and instead lavished us with affection.

Despite being blessed with loving family members and grandchildren, my grandpa could not receive his loving kith and
kin to attend his funeral. His lifeless body was barely surrounded by the blank stares of the community. This pandemic
has thus drawn home a valuable lesson! Unbreakable and inexorable, life is a river of fate. One who flows along with
the tide, will also reach the sand bar and say goodbye. Let's therefore be like the wind and spread love and forgiveness
throughout the earth.

Narendra Khilar, M.A. English (2022 - 2024)
Depasnent of English

Rain on & SEASHORE

Dreans Anp EMoTIONS

1was walking on 2 seashore
Feeling wer sancd befow my feen
‘Waves thradhed through my bege
Making ripples in my heart

I ran to the horizon

Embracing the cold water
Raising in the ecstasy of the sea
But in the middle of joy

There was a steep sorrow
Resting underneath myself
Then came the rain

Drizzling on my chest

Hissing cold breeze within
Water drops pierced my skin
Reaching the bottom steep
Dissolved every bit of sorrow
My dead cells were reborn
Passion rejuvenated my veins
Fingers started motion

I began to write

Oh, dear accuser, don't be dismayed,
ftr 1y dreams of you, a charade they made,
A pugipssteer of emotions, you claim 1 played,

Bour the plot thickens as the truth's displayed.

In yreur chreamscape, am I a ghostly apparition?
A figment of imagination, your heart's rendition?
i when awake, a villain in your rendition,

/ih, the irony of your dreamy volition.

How cutious it is, this love's inception,
From playing with hearts to dream's affection,
I slizmber, I'm adored, a fond recollection,

et awake, I'm scorned, a heart's rejection.

Forgive me, dear accuser, if I laugh,
it ths tale of dreams and emotional gaffe,
A fickle heart's drama, a tempest's wrath,

In sepasation, our paths took a different path.

Bust fear mot, for life's a stage of fleeting scenes,
Where emotions waltz within dreams,
Arwl as you pine for me in those dreams,

Eemember, in reality, we're no longer a team.
s 3

A, dream an, dear accuser, and let your heart muse,
In slumbet's solace, where love's lines you choose,
But as we walk separate paths, we'll refuse,

To let dreams bind us, for we've paid our dues.

Hijaz Salim, M.A. English (2021 - 2023)
Alumnus of the Department of English

Himanshu Baliyan
M.A. History (2020-2022)
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Ecnuors OF DESTINY

Upon a stage of strangeness, a tale did unfurl,
And destiny’s script did summon me, a peatl.
A first meeting, a dream’s ethereal dance,

As if by enchantment, I encountered my own expanse.
Pray, tell, he inquired, a shadow of concern,
Why do thou wear sadness, a sombre urn?
Have disputes with kin cast shadows dark?
Did dreams once vivid lose their celestial spark?
In his gaze, life’s riddles like stars did gleam,
Hopes; tapestry woven in night’s moonbeam.
He queried, did family’s embrace remain true?
Or did deceit sow seeds amongst the cherished few?
Not every shadow hides a traitot’s art,

In this grand theatre of life, a complex chart.
Did family’s bond hold firm or crack?

Wias loyalty real, or a fickle act?
Discover joy, he imparted, in pain’s embrace,
In this tapestry of existence, find your place.
This peculiar meeting, a gem to hold,

His words of wisdom, like treasures, unfold.
In that ethereal moment, a heart took flight,
Days later, destiny and dreams aligned right.
Found comrades true, in trust’s warm embrace,

Love’s story blossomed - a masterpiece’s grace.

ArT CORNER

Hari Cien
ALSc Microhiologe [HI2002022)
Alumnauz of the Department of Microbialogy

Nikitha A,
M. A. Political Science (2022- 2024)
Department of South and Central Asian Studies
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Mehak Sudriyal, M. Sc. Microbiology (2022 - 2024)
Department of Microbiology




ArT CORNER
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Madhu Dubat, M. Sc. Physics (2023 - 2025)
Department of Physics
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From Tue Eprtors” DEsk

The Ornate Circle invites submissions to its third annual issue for the academic year 2024-2025.
The magazine accepts all kinds of creative pieces that include but are not limited to poems,
short stories, essays, short plays, monographs, original illustrations, paintings etc. The
magazine is open for submissions all year round and creative works can be sent to the mail id
ornatecircle@cup.edu.in in .docx format along with a cover letter declaring the originality of
the work. Plagiarism is strictly not entertained and the Editorial team reserves the right to

reject entries if they are found unsuitable for the magazine.

Epitorial Team (2023-2024)

Ph.D Research Scholars (English)

Ansha Hepde
Lakshmi G Reghunath
5, Shilpa
Jahnu D

M.A. English (IV Semester- 2022 Barch)

Anjaleena Biju
Akshiara C
Israr Ul Hag

Srija Mondal
M.A. Englizh {IT Semester- 2023 Batch)

Ayushi kauvshik
Mandhana suresh

REeviewers (2023-2024)

Dr. Sushil Kumar
Associate Professor & Head

Guru Kashi Department of Languages,
Punjabi University, Guru Kashi Campus

Dr. Neetu Purohit
Assistant Professor
Department of English
DAV College, Bathinda

Dr. Monica Sabharwal,
Assistant Professor
Department of English
Punjabi University, Patiala

Dr. Kanak Yadav
Assistant Professor
School of Liberal Arts
IIT Jodhpur

Dr. Neha Singh
Assistant Professor
Kamala Nehru College
University of Delhi
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