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About Kalamkaar

The significance of creativity cannot be overseen in this era of
freedom of speech, thought and expression. The medium of
expression can vary based on the hidden talent. Kalamkaar: The
Literary Society of Deen Dayal Upadhyaya College, caters to this
need of the hour and endeavours to provide a platform to the stu-
dents to express themselves. The Literary wing strengthens the art
of writing whereas Fine arts wing helps to surface the painting and
sketching talent of students. Without expression the mind is a full
vessel and therefore new ideas, new knowledge and learning can
easily flow off and go to waste. With an aim of fostering the
creative potential of expression amongst students, KalamKaar
organizes literary activities viz. creative writing, poetical recitation
both at intra- and inter- college level.lt also conducts various work-
shops and travel programs to give an exposure to all the young,
creative minds. Moreover, the society organises Kalamkaar litera-
ture festival and Kavi Sammelan every year witnessing a large foot-
fall and currently it is one of the best literary societies in Delhi.
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First Row (from top & left to right)- Himanshu Parihar(Hindi Head), Dewansh
Pratap Singh(Head of Operations), Shourya Dubey(Student Convener), Pranjul
Mishra(English Head).

Second Row (left to right)- Rishi Suri(Hindi Editor), Rahul Sahai(General
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From the Principal-
To begin with the words of Rabindranath Tagore,”Don’t limit a
child to your own learning for he was born in another time” and
Deen Dayal Upadhyaya College fosters the same thought among
its faculty members i.e.,to let the thoughts of a child flow.And
the best example of this is KALAMKAAR: The Literary Society

of Deen Dayal Upadhyaya College.The very first idea of establish-

ing a literary society in college came from the students only and as a result KALAMKAAR was
officially established in 2015.The continuous and ardent effort since last five years,to not just
promote litearature but fine arts as well,have helped this society build its own repute in liter-
ary societies circuit of Delhi.Today,KALAMKAAR proudly represents the creative mind of Deen
Dayal Upadhyaya College and has brought several laurels for it.

Kalamkaar is a student led society and to witness the first edition of its own magazine
AHVAAN is a matter of tremendous pride.These pages are an outcome of the efforts and dedi-
cation put in by each and every student and faculty member of Kalamkaar.This magazine is a
catalogue of the achievements and various activies conducted by the society during last year.
Also,it unleashes the potential of some blessed creative brains,who have tried to share their
emotions via their poems,stories and artworks.

While the students prepare themselves for their future endeavours,| realize to point out the
importance of literature in building a student’s personality and shaping up our country’s
future.According to me,very few people are bestowed with the art of expressing themselves
via their words and therefore an heartfelt congratulations to all the young writers,artists and
their mentors for bringing out this magazine,thereby proving their worth.

I convey my sincerest wishes to all the faculty members and students Of Kalamkaar on taking
this initiative.

- Dr. Hemchand Jain




Language is like a window to the soul, it lets you commu-
hicate with the world outside, in a way nothing else can
dare to offer."Hardwork leads to many things, and through
an odyssey of assiduity and harmony, we are delighted o
pioneer the first erudition of AVHAAN, the annual maga-
zine of Kalamkaar.This magazine is a concoction of the
finest inceptions of our members in their own respective
fortes, who through their artistry, and ingenuity have pre-
sented this magazine before us.l congratulate the entire
team of Kalamkaar for bringing out AVHAAN and it is
matter of great pride for all of us.My sincerest wishes to
all the young KALAMKAARS.

HIND SALAAM, KALAM PRANAAM
- Dr. Ravinder Kaur
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Poetry is important because it helps us understand and appreciate the
world around us. It teaches us how to live. Literature is important in
everyday life because it connects individuals with larger truths and
ideas in a society. It creates a way for people to record their thoughts
and experiences in a way that is accessible to others. Art is an expres-
sion of our creative ideas and imagination. Artists think from their
heart. That is why they are able to move people through their work.
Kalamkaar- the literary society of college provides a platform to stu-
dents to express their thoughts and experiences and shape them
through poetry, creative writing and other art forms. | congratulate
Kalamkaar- the literary society of Deen Dayal upadhyaya college for
bringing out the first edition of AHVAAN this year. It is indeed a proud
moment for all the kalamkaar and for our college.My best wishes to the
editorial board and all the members of kalamkaar society. | am sure the

good work will be carried on.

- Dr. Sudha Arora




As we come up with the first edition of our annual
magazine AHVAAN, it gives me immense pleasure to share

the journey behind this catalogue of thoughts,ideas,
expressions,achievements and activities conducted.lt is a
matter of tremendous pride that after a continuous and
consistent effort of one long year,we have finally brought this compendium to our readers.
AHVAAN is a symposium of all those moments that each and every KALAMKAAR has lived
with all his heart and mind.AHVAAN is a long journey and this edition is just the first step and
therefore needs to be preserved,nurtured and this process should continue.

As a member of KALAMKAAR and moreover as a representative of 250 plus creative minds,|
was there with AHVAAN since beginning.Starting from the cover page to the last lioness,each
and every page of this magazine has been thought provoking and tells a story.From achieve-
ments to activities,the roller coaster ride that all the young KALAMKAARS have gone through is
worth giving a read.AHVAAN,meaning invocation is a fabrication of all those small moments of
happiness that a writer embraces after writing a story or an artist enfolds after giving final
touch to his creation.AHVAAN is a homage to all the faculty members and students of
KALAMKAAR who have dedicated their time to bringing out this magazine.For every
KALAMKAAR members,AHVAAN is happiness,a challenge,a memory and a mentor,always
ready to help them effectuate their dreams of being an accomplished face in the field of art
and literature.

| extend my sincere gratitude to everyone who have helped in shaping this magazine.The edito-
rial team has put in effective action in bringhing out this edition.It is a great vision of
KALAMKAAR that | humbly present in the form of AHVAAN to all.

HIND SALAAM,KALAM PRANAAM
Kajal Jena
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AVHAAN, meaning invocation is one of the finest initia-
tives taken by KALAMKAAR.This magazine is a result of
all the enthusiasm that approximately 250 students
have shown throughout the year and as a convener,
seeing their dream come true,gives immense pleasure
to me.AVHAAN being an amalgamation of the best
write-ups and artworks by the creative brains of Deen
Dayal Upadhyaya College truly represents its strength.lt
is a bliss to see this magazine being finally launched in
Kalamkaar literature festival and also it is a moment of
tremendous pride for all of us.My best wishes to the
entire team of Kalamkaar May AVHAAN be that blank
canvas,where colors can be splashed to give shape to
ones imagination.May AVHAAN be that diary where one
can pen down his emotions devoid of any fear.May
AVHAAN reach its pinnacle taking all of us, together.

-Shourya Dubey(Student Convener)

Kalamkaar is more a family to me than a
society. For me personally, it has been a great
platform to learn, showcase and grow my talent.
The teachers and other members of this society
have always guided me to a more creative and
innovative path. The emotional attachment is
the main bond which keeps all the members
together as a team. It works towards recognition
and appreciation of one's talent as that is the
greatest joy for an artist. The magazine
'AHVAAN' is another great initiative by our family,
Kalamkaar, towards this joy. | wish with all my
heart that this platform keeps on nurturing fresh
talent and skills.

-Pulak Jain (Vice-President)
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Kalamkaar is a place where one can learn so
much ,I joined Kalamkaar in my 2nd year of

college.l joined the graphics team ,then i learned
event marketing ,then i learned how to handle
sponsorship,team management , event manage-
ment and lots of other things too.l was nothing
when i joined this society and now i know how to
do many things .Kalamkaar is great opportunity
for learners.

-Dewansh Pratap Singh (Head of Operations)

For me,Kalamkaar is nothing but an emaotion,|
never wanted to get rid of in my three years of
college life.l got my mentor,my friends,my well
wishers and moreover a family away from
family here and that is why Kalamkaar is pre-
cious to me.Seeing this society grow better
day by day,| get overwhelmed and this maga
zine has added more emotions to it.'’Ahvaan’
is the outcome of lot of efforts by the entire
team of Kalamkaar and will surely shine
through.

-Rahul Sahai (General Secretary)
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Sudhan Singh Kaintura

1. 1st prize, Open mic competition, Motilal
Nehru College

2. 2nd Prize open mic,Dehradun

3. 1sr prize Attituduous Open mic,Dehradun

4. Poetry Recitation in Dehradun Poetry
festival 2019.

5. 1st Prize IIT Delhi Kavya Sangosthi 2017.

™ e "L,

Pranjal Saxena

1. French Poetry Writing Competition- 3rd
(Under DU,Department of Germanic
Studies).

2. French Group Play- 1st (Under DU,

Department of Germanic Studies).
3. French Movie Making- 3rd (Under DU,
Department of Germanic Studies).




Jugal Kishor

1st Prize, Kalam Ki Nok Se,
Gargi College

1. Maitreyi College Verse o Magique
(1st prize)

2. Department of chemistry
Creative writing competitionl1st prize

3. Department of ElectronicsCreative
writing competition1st prize

4. Kalamkaar Alfaz-e- KalamCreative
writing competition2nd prize

5. KalamkaarVoice-o-verse2nd prize
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Tej Tarun Sharma

Ist Prize , Silver Jubilee
Celebration, DDUC

Pulak Jain

Winner of Online Art Contest
Articon 2.0




2. First as we travel program to
National habitat centre.

1. Our official website was
launched in orientation
program for the session
2019-20.

3.Doodling workshop for
fine arts wing by team
QuirkySakhi



Second as we travel program
for the session 2019-20 to

National handicrafts and
handloom museum

Various competitions were
organised on the occasion of
Hindi Diwas

A workshop on Shayari and
Ghazal was organised in
collaboration with team
Hindinama




AURORA’1?

Fine-arts workshop was held in Interaction session with author
AURORA’19 Vandna Bhasin in AURORA’19

-

Glimpse of painting competition Glimpse of creative writing

in AURORA’19 competition in AURORA’19
T




Workshop on creative Kalamkaar celebrated its
writing was organised by fifth Anniversary
team Stu
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Kalamkaar : The Literary Society

Deen Dayal Upadhyaya College
inaugurates its

8 BOOK CLUB/

Contribute books and help us promote
~ literature & reading habits among you all

A book club was initiated Third As We Travel Program
by students to Surajkund Crafts Mela







You wonder what | write?

While hovering over my desk,
Peeping from a little left and a little
right

Stealing glimpses from the diary
Adoring the dried tulips and casua-
rina twigs.

You wonder what | write?

I write about love,

That transcends from the snow-
laden lofty mountains to the rivers,
That veil the night sky with the
cloak of stars.

You wonder what | write?

| write about rage,

That is infused in a thirteen year
old in the chaos of war,

That sorrounds a blue millennial
with utmost helplessness.

You wonder what | write?

| write about eyes,

That wrinkles at the threshold of
their home waiting for hope,

That sparkles at the sight of a new
born.

You wonder what | write?

| write about voices,

That subdue in the mist of oppres-
sions,

That finds the light even in dusks.

You wonder and wonder,

And here | write,

About daffodils and the paper-
boats,

About rain and the trails,

And everything in between that's

grey.

-Riya Pakhre (Alumni)

A wandering higgler with slaugh-
tered eyes

Told me the story of his wife's
demise.

Remembrance of her made his
eyes go wet.

Even after years he remembers
how she slept.

Her panting sound still fears me,
Forcing me to be in heaven and
hear her.

Hearing him made me realise .
Still people don't forget others
demise.
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What is it, when you are crying over
your second days of periods and
find a chocolate in your bag and
get a lot of free snuggles?

What is it, when you fight , but still
never forget to check their meals?

Well, no compromises.

And may be, these things didn't
take you anywhere ?

It repeated in same cycle, with
same person at the same place
with just a promise or willingness to
be with them.

It kept you where you were.

Where you wanted to be. And
always telling you, that you are
better off here, with the person you
want to be with for the whole of
your life.

They ask me

What is love ?

Where does it take you ?
How long it last ?

And I laugh, letting them decide
themselves the answers, if they
want to stay at the same place, or

walk to the Frost's yellow wood.

~Sneha Arora (Alumni)

Sisters in Struggle

"Are you okay?"

| asked myself

I thought of an answer

And | heard something,

"Yes, you are!”

But suddenly my heart thumped
"No, you are not!”

My mind was quite stumped.

Knock! Knock!

"Who's there?", The puzzled mind
asked

"It's Me, Anxiety-

Dilemma gave birth to me "
"What do you want?"

"A solution to every problem”
'Sorry, but | don't have one"

Knock! Knock!

"Who's there”, The mind asked
again

"This time it's Stress,
Unanswered questions dragged
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Asking for help, listening to her
heart,
And designating me as a sister.

- Palak (Alumni)

The dirt on my bag

Did poetry ever say?

"I will come to you in the darkest
hour

I will arrive, when you'll begin to
drift apart

I will be around when your nerves
will be hard

Palpable tension will be all you
seek

Dizziness and pain will be all you
feel.”

Because if poetry never said this,
Then why is it that when darkness
arrives

The first thing to strike my mind are
some meaningful words.

Why do things act as a curse for us,
when all we can remember is a
blessing from God?

Why is it that demons have to sur-
round you, to ask for the angels to
help?

Why is that life's touch soothes you
the most when all you have to face
is the sword of the Devil?

Why do we remember the devil in
the archangels presence?

What happened to the split per-
sonalities?

What happened to the dreams?
What happened to correcting the
misspelt words.

The sound of the word has really
changed its meaning

Is this why the spellings don't
matter today?

Why is it that with every gasp, the
astonishment dies within my body?
| have certain calculations to
make,

Certain promises to keep.
Promises to myself,

Promises to the universe.

How can anybody be huge in my
world?

It's my world. | am the protagonist.
T




How come fear is faceless in here.
Its the dreams, it is the dreams.

Wondering about how beautiful the
world was

Or how lively the whole moment
was

I think | lack some spirit in me.

For I know I lack it so | have to
churn it.

I am supposed to live and not just
exist.

The drapes of the caged mind are
opening.

How long has it been since |
stopped respecting and blessing?
There is a lot to take from every-
thing that | have done

There is a lot to do for me now,
One step at a time and | promise |
will be a better human being.

There is some dirt on my bag |
guess

I am supposed to carry it.

Carry it for the dreams are big and
I need the energy to live

For my bag has the energy.

So what if it carries the stain it

has?
For me it has its value - Always!

- Pranjal Saxena (Alumni)
|

Where | start with that circle go

round,

Clutching my reality ascends the

sound.

The Air is still and I am a hunter,

This virtual fluid is my edgy

hunger.

Again, | got to explore, the
unknown lands,

But first I've to go through the
grooves of my hands.

The multi-verse burdens my family
sing,

One shoulder lags the other with
high ping.

| try to break through, grind, creep
and cry,

Just to give these pros, one last try.
Alas! | missed that final shot,

And my clamour engulfed me in a
conscious loss.

And just like that, | made it once,
T




Whether it was the multi-verse or
my sniping stance,

The on-point tap hits the Bull's eye,
The depth of my journey knows my
fumbling sigh.

Yes, these FPS and cross-hairs are
conduits of my light,

An escape from reality, not equiva-
lent to any.

I am a gamer, not because | don't
have a life,

But because | chose to have many.

-Divyanshu Verma (Alumni)

MISTAKE,a seven lettered word,
cumulating all our actions

to be served in one single platter.

Forcing it down,invading our soul,
recreating our fate, assassinating
every cell of ours,It forces us to
ruminate over our thoughts.

Mocking at our destitude,to create
a story of its own,it rejuvenates
itself, becoming hefty every other
day.

Inundating our sentiments,
catechizing our existence,

it certainly drench us down to a
place,we never wanted to be at.

But that’s the beauty of this word,
we never realize.

It’'s more liable than we,ourselves.

No matter how mulish we are to
let it go,It will never leave us and
come back with a superior edition
of itself, again,to write a chronicle
of its victory.

-Kajal Jena, 3rd Year




Sitting here under the infinite
blanket of hovering dark clouds, |
look towards the contradiction that
nature provides. The darkness that
the clouds cast on one hand while
the gleam of sunlight that has
somehow managed to make its
way past those adamant clouds to
reach down to me, making me
revel in the soothing and blissful
late afternoon today.

The crimson-orange sky giving way
to a beautiful sight, a sight which
makes you delusional but focused,
bewildered but disentangled.
Surpassing winds mignardizing me
into oblivion. The trees sway, drop-
ping off every dry leaf that | wish to
obtain. Leaf litter and cladodes
bestowing beauty to my pathway.
The positivity right now is so
surreal that it makes me wonder
about the existence of failures in
the world. At that very instant, |
realized the whole power |
consume, the magnitude of my
capabilities and the zenith of my
core.

- Kashish (3rd Year)

DARK CHOCOLATE-

When the new year was about to
begin,

I was inside the quilt, hiding a
storm within;

My heart was beating so fast,
Fast as if there was no tomorrow;

I could not sense anything,

But I could feel my every breath
choking my next breath;

I don't know what was happening,
But I could know that with every
tear, my life was stopping;

Nothing could I hear,

My body had been so numb and
adumb;

The inner pain was getting severe,
For my every scream, | was burying
within;

But I could hear the sound of my
clock,

It was somewhat hypnotising;
My eyes were getting heavy,

But my heart knew, the time was
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passing;

I could hear the eagles screeching
in my head,

As if nothing good was there to
await for;

It seemed | have had enough of my
life,

As if everything inside me was
dying now;

I tried to regain my nerves in my
control,

| could not move, | had been so
numb;

All | was painting in my head were
the phrases,

Phrases, for what | had felt and
lived so long;

My brain was at a war with my
heart,

How could I find solace in my
future;

When my present was shivering
like the trembling leaves in wind,
And | was not at peace with my
past;

May be | did not want my inner

world to understand the concept
of 'The Happy' and 'The New',
May be | wanted to enter the next
year with my worries, troubles
and doubts in me;

May be | was afraid to leave them
behind in my past,

May be my life was more of this
negativity and less of me;

| wanted to stay in the previous
year for long,

| wanted more time to deal with
my past;

Perhaps, | was not ready for a
'Happy New Year',

Because | was not done yet with
the last.

-Simran Koul (3rd Year)

Evenings !

Many came , Many went
But this one was special
as invitations were sent

Yes, it was a special occasion,
as there was to set a new
equation,
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The Equation of Love,
And the Equation of trust.

Happy faces all around ,

amongst them one odd face was
found.

It was a face full of uncertainties,
Face full of grief.

It was the face of the bride

whose knot was to be tied.

The one who promised someone...
to live her life,her own way..
seemed ruckus today,

and the wedding ring heavily
weigh...

Dear,you are orthodox,
Independence was in her stocks.
Emancipated , she was

Her open mind was the cause..

Nothing could be done now,
though she was looking wow..

Screaming from inside were two
souls..

One of her

and one of him..

<

Him,the one who loved her..
Him,the one who felt for her..

His presence would ruin,

the newly formed bond

He felt....

Thoughts of seppuku were being
smelt..

This evening broke up two
hearts,

Hearts which were meant to be
sync,

Were way apart..

"I will miss you", read the
seppuku thing ..

- Shaurya (3rd Year)

Why is it so painful to part, to let
go, to just stop?

Why do tears just fill the eyes,
make the reality blurry and fail to
drop?

Why do the faint light bulbs far
away from my room, remind me
of her funeral pyre?

Why do | just want to be alone,
cry incessantly and burn my
emotional wire?




Guilt eats me away, why my sobs
are so sharp?

Yet forcing myself to confront the
pain feels like the only escape that
could warp.

I still remember the way she used
to caress my hair, save me from my
father's wrath.

Today my 'hectic life' and indiffer-
ence has turned to my morbid
scathe.

Memories that | never thought,
started to surface and torment me.
| beg and plead to feel her touch,
that presence trying to console and
comfort me.

Her face has now suddenly turned
So vivid, so clear.

I will just always wish, when she
needed me, | was there.

Why are we always late, why do we
always fail to realise?

Why am | writing a fucking poem
now, when [ should've told her this,
looking straight in her eyes?

I want to scream, weep and smash
my head against the wall.

What good would it do to my
remorse, writhing me like a rag
doll?

Death is inevitable, gives life it's
inexplicable charm.

I simply don't give a fuck, | just
want her back in my arm.

Kartikey Singh (2nd Year)

For the very first time | learnt to
live

Away from home

Wishing for a cease

| shouted ,l cried

Worried for a while

Riddled for hours

Just like a child

Faces of many confused me
Words of many accused me

Felt a bit helpless

When truths of many refused me

Still kept my mind stable
Firmly believed that | am able
Left all hurdles behind

Proved my worth that | am
defined.

-Aastha (2nd Year)




Earphonesl!!

Basically converts electrical
Signals into sound...right?

Clinging on the earholes

Dews of sound shining in eyes

A common thing

But still everyone’s daily need
Need of a school boy to run from
His stress

Need of a college guy to rejuvenate
Himself out of the mess

Need of a man working at office
And even the lady doing the chores
But is this the only thing they do?
Is this the only function they have?
Maybe not,

Maybe much beyond our intellect
knows,

Must be a little absurd to hear
Disengages from a despondent and
Ephemeral world

Reverberating back the joy

A heart full of dark storms

Is again filled with sunshine
Embracing not only the pinna

But also the soul

Vibrations surrounding the cochlea
Refreshing us again

Making us confront something we
Never think of

<

Something we often neglect
Sound of silence,

Lagoons of our head reflect
Where only we can hear ourselves
And sounds which get lost

Lost in crowd'’s filthy dust

Lost in the summer’s frost
Following the way of our schedule
Zipped up in bag while we get
Busy with our works

But as soon as we get free
Earphones again pouring redness
on

Our cheeks

Driving the hints of misery away
And teaching us to appreciate
every day

- Sargam Bharti (2nd Year)

Are you happy or just alive?

In this world so full of lies

Is the mirror on your wall always
right?

Or creates just an illusion of all
your lies

Counting flaws of others might
make you satisfied




-
But ever looked at yourself and
felt imprecise?

Reached a point of saturation like
who the hell am I?

Burning yourself for them to light
their night sky ,

Rebounded only agony as a gift
SO precise,

Diminishing your integrity for com-
pliance

By people who never meant to be
on your side,

Ever looked for happiness in their
eyes?

People who want you to slip and
slide,

Wanted them to love you, who
were never your type?

But darling soon you realised,

No one stayed when you needed
them by,

Got only sympathy and some
baseless aadvice,

But no soul to hear your agony
and lend a shoulder to cry,

That day the world might have
seemed selfish,

But you were wrong you know
that right?

Cause you did the same when you

got on that side,

Expectations hurt now you real-
ized?

Got one step closer to the truths
of this unfair life

- Devshree singh (2nd Year)

And here | am, sitting under a
hight lamp

With all these loose sheets and a
fountain pen.

In this distant land, far away from
home

Words are the only gluttony prom-
ised to me.

My fingers are stained with blue
ink,

Sheets are filled with blots and
smudges,

Ideas are becoming hard to come
by,

But my heart's at peace,

As my pen is still running.

Like any other summer morning, |
was outdoors
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Deeply submerged in my thoughts,
Until I was interrupted by him.

He asked me,"Who are you"?

I replied ," I am a wizard of words".
He found my statement rather
amusing and replied,

"l can spare some time to listen
your poetry"”.

| answered,

The ocean is not meant to be lis-
tened to,

It has to be touched by heart.

My poetry is like walking along the
beach in solitude,

Not alone.

My poetry is a silence in the end of
every melody.

My poetry is a walking stick of an
old man.

My poetry is my salvation. It's my
red right hand.

And before the silence comes by to
take the stage,

| have only one thing left to say,
Men may come and men may go
But my words shall live on forever.

-Mr Bibliophage (2nd Year)

We slither about, our faces bearing
the grotesque caricature of a smile
Death is a burlesque comedy,while
We're lying

Like footnotes to bad poems

Like footmats to sad ruins.

Somedays we're trying to be bigger
than our hatred and slur
Constantly learning unlearning
But in the quiet of the night,

we're desperately scrubbing our
hands. We've got innocent blood
on them.

The hands bondage to us, suffer.
And our screams

Are muffled by the sound of our
canons

The war is raging in my hame
while i crouch in the corner of my
bed trying to sleep before they
come for me too,

The underside of my eyes burning
with a stampede of my dreams
They are running off the edge in
suicide

Until some men decide

"It's okay”, they tell me.

"It's okay”, | lie to myself with glee.
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We're the leeches too

Constantly sucking and spitting

We soar like birds, spread like flu
But we have gotten no better than
vultures

Lethal to our cultures

We eat our own children.

We eat their hands, we gauge out
their brains and then we feast on
their hope

There are days when we wake up in
sweat, they say you are never really
sleeping if you have sinned

Ah, we're already hanging by the
rope.

So we cry and scream and debate
But we are too petty.

Some of us fight for food, we fight
for loot.

And lure them into love, to twist
their necks, bye pretty.

Only we are capable of extraordi-
nary, that is why we are.
Extraordinarily inhuman.

-Amrisha (2nd Year)

ROSES
A bouquet of roses

| wasn’t made to be swathed
inside the plastic

I belong to the garden

I belong to the hands

of the ones with love
picturing in celluloids

of their eyes

I belong to the sorry chest
of the dead

My scent belongs

to the lungs of the fathomed
My nhame belongs

to the cherry red lips

of that little girl

with freckles

My thorns

make the lust bleed

down their fingers

I’'m not a gift

I’'m an offering

to the holy

Yet I am

in the vase

resting in the centre

of the kitchen table
Trapped inside

a silent home

left forgotten

to die

-Ishita Bajaj (2nd Year)
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Repainting My House
I was repainting my house.
Peeling off all the layers,
the dirty and weary black and white
and | was going to colour it better
soft pink and purple, just how |
liked it.
when | came back here after
months,
| found grief and fear all over the
corners.
maybe the walls could hear what-
ever | was thinking,
because they seemed to be echoe-
ing and wavering darkness.

| guess repainting a house to a
home means

thinking a lot about those stupid
materialistic things that people get
depressed over in the movies,
thinking why does it have to be so
hard to let them go -

Like the cigarette pack my step
father owned, which made me
think of that night when I hid it
under my bed so that he would go
out for atleast fifeteen minutes and
not yell at my mother.

That baby picture where my mother

looked at both me and my father
with so much love, made me think
probably that was the only time he
felt atleast a bit happy and didn't
feel like ending it all.

That tenth grade slam book with
cringe-worthy pictures of all of my
friends, made me think of how we
promised to call each other every-
day but it had been nearly three
years since | even heard their
voices.

I was repainting my house.

my body; my soul.

Perhaps that would help me start
over

that would help me feel a little less
empty,

that would make me more produc-
tive

and maybe that would help me
write this.

-R. Meghna (2nd Year)

They rained on my parade
Flooding it with acid.
All of it washed away my tough

exterior and dying interior.
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Won't be that hurtful? Won’t be
that insulting?

The time you’ll see the scars and
the wounds melting.

-Gracy (2nd Year)

And then her eyes started titrating
my soul drop by drop.............

It was all started from a girl having
burette full of love in her eyes and
marked zero near pupil, her cheeks
no doubt were like an emulsion of
wax and glycerine.l couldn't define
her beauty in words.

When | saw her for the first time,
some charge might have released
from my heart and knocked my
brain to create an instant dipole
and bonding with the soul.

Days passed, | started seeing her
with a guy having messy hair and a
lone pair of attractive smile, my
electrons settled down as anode
mud.

Later on ,as she came and sat
beside me, my body went electro-
positive as | found myself getting
attracted towards her each second
and eventually she came up with
my name "Rishi".

It was at this moment that | found
my thoughts getting precipitated
and a layer exactly of the same
colour as of her eyes kept floating
on them.

That day, we exchanged many
electrons of our thoughts and soon
our repulsion turned into a dipole-
dipole attraction.

Moreover there was always a point
of destabilization in our bond as
her ex had been creating - effect
and me being electropositive
couldn't do anything.

One day,

| collected all my catalytic prose in
my flask-shaped heart and told her
about the delocalization of my feel-
ings,

how my brain got saturation from
her talks , the situation of vacant

<




vacant orbital of my life and how |
sought her to stable the configura-
tion of this mechanism.

As | finished ,she went on crying,
her eyes started titrating my soul
drop by drop. | thought that | was
just near the equivalence point as
the colour of her cheeks changed
to pink.

I was just thinking all these things
and she was holding me creating
one of the strongest bond.It might
be ionic as her alcoholic lips kept
on losing some protons on my lips.
And this was how our protonated
love got deprotonated.

-Rishi suri (2nd Year)

A Shooting star

(A poem about the children of the
refugees; separated from their
parents and forcefully sent to
boarding schools)

I look at the a light ray up above
And try to catch it with my scarred
red hands

But it slips through my fingers sans

warmth

Just like the people standing far
away

Waiting to beat us, waiting to help
us learn; waiting to get us all

My heart bleeds and my eyes rain
the sad well woven tale of a
hundred good byes ;without good
byes

| yearn as | sleep beside two logs
Crying for the warmth of mama’s
hugs

I yearn for that morning sun

But alas! It is the morning moon
that shines on me

Devoid of warmth, devoid of light
Devoid of a single ray from a
hundred billion | yearn for

Yet in the darkness there flashes a
light

Bit by bit | grab it all; My mouth
opens and my hands stretch out
As through the broken wall to the
empty sky | see the twinkle in
mama’s eyes once more

She falls down as a shooting star

and makes me feel loved (just as |
T




felt years ago)
When she was patting my head
singing "Lavender’s blue”

“When will | meet you mom?” | ask
the shooting star

As | had done billions of days in a
row

But silence surrounds me, like a
thick blanket comforting the
broken soul

“Wait for me my love” she whispers
in silence

And finally my day has come,
starved of love, of warmth; of every-
thing

I shall go but alas! Who will cry?(
not even me)

As sleep kisses the tired eyes and a
black curtain pulls over

But | try to pull back! But slowly
relax as | realise

All but the world will be sad without
me

-Sneha R (1st Year)

Survivors
(Inspired by Attack on Titan)

In thousands, we bravely came,
But just few of us alive by dusk.
Call us stronger than the dead, Or
just some losers with luck.

My sweet lover back home,

She won't know what to do.

Be happy for me who survived, Or
cry for her brother who died?
Today it was them, tomorrow us,
Dead comrades won't let us rest.
Survivor's guilt or enemy's gun,
Can't guess what'll kill us first.

But if tomorrow | somehow die, My
comrades, you shouldn't cry. For
this war must not subside,

I'll see you again on the other side.

-Ankita Rawat (1st Year)
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Kalamkaar,a nine letter word for you but for me
its a Feeling.l joined Kalamkaar in my freshmen
year and since then its the one thing in college
that make my college experience awsome.l
learned so much here, earned so much here .|
met so many crazy, awsome and talented
people here.l was lucky to be the part of this
society.

-Bhawna (Treasurer)

Kalamkaar is one of the best literary societies in
the DU circuit and I'm glad that | could be a part
of it. Throughout the three years of my college
life, I've got to learn so much from the amazing

and so-talented peers. A family of members
who've always got each other's back. Through
this magazine, we will be able to bring out the
masterpieces of the young talent.

-Kashish (Social-media Head)

Kalamkaar is not just a college society,it is a
family and an emotion for the students.They
actually connect with this society. Kalamkaar
is one of the biggest societies of DDUC and
soon it will become one of the biggest literary
societies of Delhi university.AHVAAN is a great
initiative and my sincerest wishes to all the
members of Kalamkaar.

-Mridul Jain (Fine-arts Head)
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-Himanshu Parihar (Hindi Head)

"The past three years truly sum up my experi-
ence in this society, a family indeed.When | first
entered this college .This magazine is hot just a
journal but a phenomenal odyssey we all have
Kalamkaars have been a part of.Thankyou
Kalamkaar, you have taught me tha value of a
Kalam, you have taught me how to write, how to
speak, and how to lead.This is a debt | can never
pay.Best wishes.Hind salaam, Kalam pranam.
-Pranjul (English Head)

Kalamkaar has been all heart and soul to me through-
out my college life. Kalamkaar nurtured me like a
mother. It improved my skills, my perspective and my
personality. Kalamkaar provided me with mentors who
guided me through my good and my bad. This maga-
zine is a great initiative to showcase the talent of
artists and provide them with a platform that grows
and grooms them well. | pray that Kalamkaar reaches
the greatest of heights in its coming future.Hind
Salam Kalam Pranaam.

-Simran Koul (English Editor)
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I joined Kalamkaar as a learner and today | can confidently say that |
have learnt a lot and have the abilities to prove my worth to the world,all
thanks to Kalamkaar.AHVAAN being its newest creation,is a great initia-
tive and | wish that this magazine will shine through in the upcoming

'  : years. Hind Salaam,Kalam Pranaam

-Anuj Singh Kushwaha (Technical Head)

HeAH B! RRIE H Sllast SIER Bl U SR 3 BAABRI A faarl ! shia ac IRt 8

BAHABR] 2L bl UgdTE sletial 3R dgctal bl AlH & beAHBR| 3R sl A 31ua faart bt

T2 FzE # R Wl Al 376t 17 HEAASR B Sal 2l feneh sttast @ w5 A uge A
3eAtaear, sfaesar 3tk sdiaa #a 31 uRar A W 21 Yse ween agoh g3 utar @
&2 Ueb A& Bl Tgeg JcH, HAA U0

-3IRRAT (Joint Secretary)

For me both Kalamkaar and Ahvaan have played an important role.The

journey of making this dream named 'Ahvaan’ come true was not easy.lt
« was a rollercoaster ride but we as team finally did it and that's why
Kalamkaar holds a special place in everyone's heart.For me the society
Kalamkaar itself is a mentor and | shall always be grateful towards this
society and all my best wishes are with it.Hind Salaam,Kalam Pranaam.
-Dipanshu (Graphics Head)

HAABR, A A& JA &l Gt A S ugell T 31 3, Al g BAA , 91 AR 3B BABR
33 8! W1 NHEH 301 FEeR A facafaana™ sttast g1 A1 8l o= , U uRar e, S
A I FU 30! @< Bl YRd fepat vep #a (et , Sigt Gd @l 1E o1l #1@ el &2 Aehd g,
3(UE 3 B! AW b JHA U3 B2 Achdl 2l A Fa bl FAlBAA AE g 3 URAR A
S[EeRR Ud Hab! SAA S[3at bl J@ 2l F

- ot (Student Coordinator)

As everyone says, Kalamkaar is not just a society, its a family. It is a
good platform for every artist to showcase their skills and become better
through the process. This magazine is a new initiative to potray the cre-
ativity of the writers and artists . Kalamkaar has been like wings to me.
It has always helped me venture my new potential and challenges, over-
coming which was no less than winning a war. | feel fortunate to be a
part of Kalamkaar family.Hind salaam, kalam pranaam

© -Sargam Bharti (English Editor)




Kalamkaar has been a family for past two years. It has given me a

platform to explore and grow. With constant support from our seniors
and teachers we are working passionately to promote literature.

HIND SALAAM, KALAM PRANAAM

{| -Mayank Agarwal (Marketing Head)

BAABR T VA1 URaAR g fiep! e aetett # 31astl A0 JRIAA g $A A1 A AZHR

Hat 3ust 30U H PR 30 AT R A B Jur 76 A3 FEen A R G g R @t SR

oil 31Ul 31UEhl Peb UAT 23 F=liell & sl et faferage @ gt ol el ol 3wua fiar JF
# 33| AD dl 3A A URAR Bl AT Telel A o1 6it <R At Bt Attgwl
-3&{N A (Hindi Editor)

Kalamkaar has provided me the vision to see things in a different way. It
had been a great stage for me to open up and express my artworks. |
have learned to work harder from my seniors and imbibed leadership
qualities with the passing time and experiences.Being a part of the
AHVAAN editorial team,l got to know a lot and therefore urge everyone to
be a part of this roller coaster ride.

-Varnika (Fine-arts Coordinator)

HAABR A b Az IHf ok A8 B, PoABR HaAWR g Hia=ail b1, Tl a1 30
el Bl 5131 TebR A 291 @t tFdl 37! fafasdl H fafga g, 330 usR samsr & 3
B 31l 3FA S &t ! [afderan A FHEa Bl BeddR A F Bad AHb! Bl AF bl
ATAA, BABR! B! ITAHD FE, AR awI3H Bt FHa vaTat e g, weg =it fhan g amaoa
AT Al BAFBR B Azl TAA a1fasy A oft SF 2EAN 302 A uRar gReu A fRon & Faar
Igatl

-Gaurav Nailwal (Hindi Editor)

For me, Kalamkaar is like a family,where | got to meet many creative
people and thus it helped in improving my skills and therefore | will
always remain grateful to Kalamkaar.AHVAAN is a great step and |
wish all the best to the entire team.

-Vishal Sachan (Photography Head)
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I joined Kalamkaar as a member of fine arts wing.l was a learner

when | joined.Gradually I learnt a lot and the journey from a volun-
teer to fine arts coordinator was great fun.l wish AHVAAN reaches
new height every year

-Anushka Singh (Fine-arts Coordinator)

Kalamkaar is not just a society, but it is more like a family to each
member associated with it. You get a chance to showcase your talent
and learn new innovative things from each and every member each
day. You and your flaws are accepted just as the way you are, just like
you do in a family. The support, optimism amd understanding shown by
the seniors as well as junios is highly commendable.

-Aakriti Singhal (Fina-arts Coordinator)
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EDITORIAL TEAM

Chief Editors:
Kajal Jena
Shourya Dubey

English Editors:
Sargam Bharti

Shreesh
Eashani Sharma

Hindi Editor:
Anas Saifi

Fine-arts Courtesy:
Varnika Vyas

Desighing Courtesy:
Dipanshu
Anuj

Front Cover: Kajal Jena
Back Cover: Pulak Jain

Special thanks to-
Entire core team and faculty
members of Kalamkaar
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Kalamkaar- The Literary Society
Deen Dayal Upadhyaya College
Dwarka Sector-3, New Delhi-78

contact.kalamkaar@gmail.com
WWW.kalamkaar.in




