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The wait is finally over! Welcome
to the 4th Edition of Meraki by the
English Department of Handique
Girls’ College. This issue is about
big ideas and fresh thinking. Our
pages are filled with raw poetry,
gripping stories, and sharp
culture reviews that highlight
the incredible talent on our
campus. We wanted this edition
to be a space for boundless
creativity and our contributors
absolutely delivered. 

A huge thank you to our
mentors for giving us the right
guidance and to everyone who
submitted their work. Pull up a
chair, open your favorite screen
and dive into the brilliant world
of the 4th Edition of Meraki!



The Indian Knowledge System (IKS) is a vast
architecture of indigenous knowledge,
scientific advancements and philosophical
traditions that is thousands of years old.
IKS is not a static history, but living heritage
of systematic inquiry into a wide range of
areas such as mathematics, astronomy,
metallurgy, medicine and environmental
science. From the binary systems postulated
in ancient prosody to the basic principles of
Ayurveda, these traditions hold a holistic
view of the universe where the material and
spiritual worlds co-exist.

In the present-day world, the revitalisation of
IKS is important for the development of
sustainable responses to the present global
challenges. It propagates an eco-centric
worldview with time tested practices in
organic agriculture, water conservation
and architectural design like Vastu Shastra.
IKS is unique in its inter-disciplinary
approach to innovation, combining old and
new ways of thinking and scientific
investigation with a view to the future,
grounded in the principles of sustainability,
ethics and cultural identity.
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Life moves in a quiet rhythm,
Like waves that kiss the shore.
Each moment tells a story
Of  what has come before.

Some days bloom bright with laughter,
Like sunlight after rain,
While others bring us lessons
Through silence, loss, and pain.

Yet in the fragile passing of  time,
We learn to rise once more,
To gather strength from broken paths
And mend them all with love.

For life is not perfection,
Nor a journey without strife—
It is the art of  growing strong
On the beautiful shore of  life.

~THE RHYTHM
OF LIFE

~SHRUTI TAW
4th SEMESTER



The walls around, 
The screams inside,
Do we put up an act,
Or do we hide?
I do not want to go.
Do not want to stay.
These voices inside
Won’t go away.

I wonder if  this will end,
If  I’ll be free.
Do they see me,
Or the girl I try to be?
Drowsy and lazed on the couch,
My feet and hands;
Sweat dripping from my forehead,
The fear still stands.

Sleepless nights,
My whispered signs;
Slow mornings,
With downs and highs
Inside my head
The screams sound
The same when I’m alone
Or with people around.

~SILENT STORMS

~NIKITA BHUYAN 
4  SEMESTERTH



Surely,
Somewhere and everywhere

In this country,
There are sleepless women and men

Confronting their mirrors
As water splashes into their palms

Morning after muted morning, and surely

They wonder, and worry,
Even more weighted by knowing 

That the phosphoric ink has faded
But the blood that is to be

On the hands has
Barely begun its cascade?

Surely

~SURELY

~SHREYA KAR
4  SEMESTERTH



Graveyard, a place where everything ends,
A place where everyone becomes valuable.
Filled with sorrow, mourning, and heavy
hearts, Headstones with two dates — a
life torn apart. A name engraved, a story
left untold, The laughter is gone, yet the
memories remain.

GRAVEYARD

~ARUNIMA MALAKAR
4  semesterth



Silent nights are what I always want..
 Instead of  surviving chaos which I can't..
To sleep peacefully and cuddled gently
Dreaming in my own bubble calmly

Oh , surely I know how that feels..
 When you get disturbed by the thoughts deep within..
It's just okay.. one day will just be fine 
 Hoping the thoughts don't cross their line

Sometimes it's just the tears that let the feelings out
 How or when someone will understand this I doubt 
lost in the things where the light slowly dims

Certainly the more I try to avoid the nearer it gets
strange whether it's a blessing or stress 
Adjusted to live within this messy state of  mind 
 Trying to keep everything stable and confined

Well one day this will all end 
 By the time will I be dead?

~IN THE STILLNESS

~RANJINI BHAGAWATI
2  SEMESTERND



A daughter’s heart, a father’s pride,
Their bond is strong, side by side.
They share secrets and talk so free,
Their love for each other will always be.

He’s her hero, her guiding light,
He keeps her safe through day and night.
He calms her fears and dries her tears,
And is always there through all her years.

She grows up and learns to fly,
He’s the wind that helps her try.
He guides her steps through life’s unknown way,
And is always there, come what may.

Through ups and downs, he’ll stand by her side,
His love is strong and will never hide.
His heart is connected in a loving way,
A father’s love that helps her through the day.

He’ll teach her strength and how to be brave,
And be her friend whenever she needs support.
He’ll be her rock, her safe and happy place,
Where she can run and share her smile and grace.

With every step, he’ll make new memories too,
A father’s love that will forever stay true.
He’ll be her guide through life’s joys and pain,
And she’ll always know she is his little girl again.
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~PRIYANKA DEKA
2  SEMESTERnd



There are places
that belong to no one.

A bench in a railway station,
a narrow path beside a river,
a quiet street after the rain.

People arrive,
stay for a moment,
and then move on.

But the place remains,
holding the faint echoes
of foOTSTEPS and voices.

Perhaps that is why
some corners of the world
feel strangely familiar—

because someone before us
once paused there toO,
carrying their own thoughts
quietly towards another morning.

Perhaps every passing moment leaves behind a small

story of its own.

~A PLACE BETWEEN
JOURNEYS

~ESHIKA LAHKAR
2  SEMESTERND



Between lectures and late-night dreams,
we carry worlds inside our chests.
Smiles hide quiet battles,
laughter masks restless minds.
 
We’re still learning—
how to fall,
how to rise,
how to care in a hurried world.
 
And maybe being human
is simply this:
feeling deeply,
and still choosing kindness. 
 
Some of  us smile loudly,
while hiding storms behind our eyes.
Some of  us laugh in groups,
but walk home with silent thoughts.
  
 In a world racing toward perfection,
we are still learning
how to pause,
how to breathe,
how to care.
 
And perhaps that is enough—
to be imperfect,
to be kind,
to be a little lost,
yet still choosing
to be human.

~STILL LEARNING TO
BE ‘HUMAN’

~SNEHA DAS
4  SEMESTERTH



India has a past so bright,
Full of  stories, truth, and light
Long ago great writers came,
And the whole world learned their name.
 
Kalidasa wrote with beauty and grace,
Describing nature in every place.
His gentle words and lovely art
Touched many readers’ mind and heart.
 
Valmiki told the Tale of  Ram,
A story noble, brave and calm.
It showed the world how truth should be
And how to live with honesty.
 
Vyasa spoke through the Gita’s voice,
Teaching people the wiser choice.
His thoughts about life, duty and soul.
Made western thinkers stop and console
 
Tagore’s poems were soft yet deep,
Like quiet waves of  a peaceful sea
His songs of  love and humanity
Connected people with unity.

~HIMASHREE BORKAKATI
4  SEMESTERTH

~ECHOES OF 
INDIAN WISDOM



2026 has unfolded like a quiet exhaustion
heavy on the body, heavier on the heart.
Somewhere along the way,
I seem to have misplaced a part of  myself
a piece I’m not sure I’ll ever fully find again.

I was someone who sang, who wrote,
who found her voice in words and moments,
who got lost in pages and found herself  there.
Now, those feel like distant echoes -
Things I once was, not who I am.

Today, I returned to reading,
and for a fleeting moment, it felt like home.
Yet, beneath that comfort lingered a quiet ache
as if  a part of  my spark
had dimmed without me noticing.

To the world, I remain unchanged
steady, responsible, untouched by chaos.
But within, there’s a silence,
an emptiness that lingers where something once
bloomed.
Perhaps it’s time to turn back
gently, patiently
towards the things that once made me feel alive.
And with the arrival of  বহাগ,
the অসমীয়া নৱবষ�,
I hold onto a quiet hope
that this new beginning
will be a little kinder to me!

~BEGIN AGAIN

~RAGINI GOSWAMI
4  SEMESTERTH



I know her gaze,
The geography of her face,
The small dark moles 
Strewn like a quiet constellation.
I know the careful smile she wears,
And how she tucks silence neatly
Behind ordinary days.

In the mirror, 
She arrives easily --
Recognisable like a childhoOD street,
Familiar like a prayer repeated toO often.

But inside her mind,
She is a foreign country.
She is like an unfinished puzzle,
With pieces turned upside down,
A picture toO confusing to make sense of.

And what a cruel thing it is,
To love someone so closely,
And still discover
There are parts of her
Unknown even to herself.

~BAISHALI KASHYAP
4  SEMESTERTH

~THE INTIMATE
UNKNOWN



Have i died once or maybe twice 
Or maybe for the nth time?
Has the artist died? 
The artist in me. 
That used to crave  inspiration, 
Crave  love, crave  delight.
Delight in the light of your eyes;
Eyes that held beauty.
Beauty in the eyes of the beholder—
My eyes. Have they gone blind?
Have i probably died, or maybe revived?
In a new verse? Is that possible?
Have i grown in promotion or in demotion?
I don't see what colour your eyes are anymore 
I NO MORE capture the moment:
When the sunlight kisses your kind face, 
Combs your dark brown hair 
Or peeks through those fingers,
Sunshine. Neither in my eyes nor in my camera.
Has my love weakened for u?
Have i given up on myself toO? 
Or have i just forgotten myself?
I want to love toO
Is it that hard? 
Loving yourself— What's that?
Have i forgotten? You're just me. 
I hoped to immortalize myself;
Both as an artist and a muse, 
But I've forgotten how you and i loOK anymore.
How you and i think anymore?
Do we think the same or different 
Or are we just broken pieces of paradoxes?
Once I'd randomly walk straight, 
But my eyes seek for what's at the side, 
The beauty that lurks there;
Is what snatches my sight. 
But that's no more the case
I've died. Once, twice or for the nth. 
But there's hope I'd revive. 
Realive. 
In a new verse with new sight.
Sight in the blind eyes.

~NTH

~SHREYA SINHA
4  SEMESTERTH
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‘COFFEE, 
CORPSE AND

COINCIDENCe’

~BAISHALI KASHYAP
4  SEmesterTH



At just twenty-nine, Detective Sarah Linton had already seen
more crime scenes than birthdays worth celebrating. She
believed in two things about the city: it never slept, and it
never told the whole truth. Tuesdays were absolutely hated by
Sarah and a murder case on A Tuesday? A horrific combo. But
this Tuesday delivered exactly that.

The body was found behind a trendy cafe called Dead End Brew.
Crumpled beside a dumpster like a discarded trash. Male. Mid-
thirties. Well-dressed.

Sarah crouched beside the body to further inspect it.
"What an odd name for a cafe. Dead End Brew? Dead end? Like
seriously? Sounds so eerie!" Assistant detective, Luca exclaimed.

"Can we focus on the cause of death for now?" Sarah retorted.

"Well, loOks like a fall to me." Slow witted Luca stated.

"Yeah, only to you, because someone hardly ever falls with a
clenched fist." Sarah replied prying open the victim’s hand.
Inside was a small metal button. Dark. Matte. Torn cleanly
from something.

"A souvenir?" Luca commented giddily.

"Take this into custody. And, any witnesses?"

"None for now." Taking the button from her. "Even the cafe's
security camera stopped working at exactly 1:23 AM. How
convenient."

"How tragic." Sarah replied while examining the area.
The alley was narrow, surrounded by bricks and rusty fire
escapes.

“Let's go inside the cafe", Sarah proposed.

Inside, the cafe smelled like burnt espresso. The barista, Arnon
Mathews, as his name tag implies, stoOD behind the counter,
wringing his hands anxiously.



"He was my boss's close friend." Arnon said quickly. "I closed at
midnight and he was still here, arguing with someone."

"Did you see who it was?" asked Sarah impatiently.

"A woman. She was wearing a dark, long coat and a pair of red
gloves."

"Red gloves? Very specific." Luca replied sarcastically.

"They were well, um, very bright and memorable."

"Did you see her face?" asked Luca while scribbling the details in
his pocket diary.

"No, she was wearing a black hoODIe underneath the coat and
the hoOD was up."

Of course, a black hoodie. The official uniform for criminals.
Sarah scanned the cafe and noticed a cloth rack by the doOR. A
long coat hung there. "Is that yours?"

Arnon followed her gaze. "W-What? N-no, uhm lost and found.",
stuttering a bit.

Sarah went closer to the rack to inspect the coat and found
that a button was missing. Hmm, interesting. Before she could
say anything, a tall woman burst through the doOR. She had
sharp features and was wearing a long coat and red gloves.

Suspicious? Let's see.

"Red gloves are now in trend or something?", Luca muttered to
himself.

"I heard there was an incident?", the woman asked with a tense
expression.

"And who are you?" asked Luca raising an eyebrow.

"I am Jane Miller. I work upstairs."

Sarah and Luca studied her carefully. She loOKED calm and
poised.



"Okay, did you know the victim?"

"Oh yes, he was a client."

"Did you argue with him, Miss Miller?" Sarah questioned, because
she suspected her of being the woman described by Arnon.

"A-argue?" Jane replied, quickly shifting her gaze towards Arnon
and then moving it back to Sarah. "Well we did have a little
disagreement, but we solved it."

"When did you leave yesterday, Miss Miller?" Questioned Sarah while
her eyes examined Jane's coat, for a missing button, but to her
disappointment, all buttons were intact.

"Well, around midnight."

"Hm, okay then. I'm stepping outside. Would you like to tag along,
partner?" asked Sarah, while signalling Luca to follow her.

After stepping out she lo OKED up. Fire escapes zigzagged above like
croOKED ribs. One ladder hung slightly lower than the others.
“Luca,” she called. “Up there.”

They climbed up and on the third-floOR landing, they found a
single red glove.

Luca grinned. “Well, that’s convenient.”

Meanwhile Sarah picked it up carefully. The leather of the glove
was soft. And inside the WRIST lining, stitched neatly—

—were the letters A.M.
She stared at it for a long moment.

“Arnon Mathews”, she said slowly.
Luca blinked. “The barista? The one who mentioned the gloves? Is
it a coincidence or....”

Their conversation was cut off by a loud bang inside the cafe.
Sarah and Luca ran inside to find the cause of the sound.

"You, throwing a tray at me, does not prove that you are
innocent, Arnon", roared Jane.



“What's going on here?", quickly asked Sarah.

Jane impatiently replied, "Ma'am, i think that Arnon is the
murderer!"

"Amelia, stop accusing me of something I haven't done."
Arnon retreats.

"Wait, who is Amelia here?" A confused Luca asked.

"Sir, my full name is Amelia Jane Miller, but I don't think
that's the main point here. The main point is that, he killed the
man." Amelia Jane Miller replied, while pointing towards
ARNON.

"And what makes you think that he's the killer? Do you have
any evidence?" Sarah questioned Amelia with increasing
curiosity.

"I saw Arnon Mathews arguing with the victim many times
before this incident. And it was because Arnon stole money
from his boss and the victim threatened to reveal this to his
boss, as he was his boss's close friend."

"Amelia, stop it! You're just accusing me."

"Arnon, you clearly told me yesterday that you might just
kill that man someday."

"I trusted you with my secret, Amelia..." Arnon replied, clearly
disappointed.

"I'm sorry, but I can't help a murderer."

"But he was also a threat to you Amelia Jane Miller, he was
about to---"

"Woah woah woah, calm down young man. Just tell us if it's
true, what she said." Luca Said, slightly raising his voice.

"Mr. Mathews, did you or did you not argue with the victim
before his murder?", asked Sarah interrogatively.

"But i--"



"Yes or no"

"Yes"

"Did you steal from your boss?"

"Yes, but I did not kill him!"

"Every criminal says that, Mr. Mathews.", Luca replied.

"Luca, take out the glove and the button.", Sarah
commanded.
Luca hands them to her.

"We found your glove near the crime scene and this
button from your coat, on the victim. Now it all makes
sense Luca, the broken security camera that was probably
tampered with by him. And he even stole from his boss and
the victim knew that." LoOking towards Arnon,

"Mr. Arnon Mathews, given that all the signs point
directly to you, do you confess to the crime?"

"N-no, no, wait! I didn't, that's not my glove!! That's not my
button. I had nothing to do with all this. i didn't d---"

"Luca! Arrest him.", roared Sarah. Luca handcuffs Arnon.

"You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can
and will be used against you. You have the right to talk
to a lawyer and have him present with you while you are
being questioned. That's it, take him."

Police sirens wailed outside and several officers stepped
in.
"You did well, Miss Miller. You'll need to appear when the
court summons you."

Sure, detective." Amelia replied with the most joyful
smile.

She looked oddly satisfied with the arrest. This thought
barely registered before Sarah shrugged it off, her
focus shifting to the fresh case files already waiting
for her on her desk.



Before entering into the car, Sarah gave a quick glance
towards the building, now filled with people and officers.
Across the street, she saw Amelia watching Arnon being
placed in the patrol car.

"Let's go, Luca." Sarah commanded while buckling her
seatbelt.

"Luca, don't you think this case was toO easy to solve?"
asked Sarah while they were driving back to the police
station.

"Now that you say it, it does seem like that." replied Luca.

"I'm kind of uneasy."

"Because it was toOeasy? Come on!"

"Well yeah, but I feel like we missed something."

"Wait a second, i think i know what we missed. Amelia Jane
Miller! If we remove her middle name, then her initials
would be A.M. toO, same as Arnon Mathews. Is it just a
coincidence, or...?", replied Luca with a sense of doubt in his
tone.

"Wow, what a brilliant job Luca. But please focus on the
steering wheel first." replied Sarah annoyed, clearly
underestimating Luca's capabilities. 

Meanwhile, in front of the cafe Dead End Brew, Amelia Jane
Miller, with a deep sigh, adjusted her coat sleeve with a
rather mysterious smile on her face. And for just a second,
beneath the fabric, fresh stitching can be seen, where a
button used to be. The city kept breathing.

And somewhere inside it, maybe the wrong person smiled.

~THE END~



Letters 
Without Names

—a short story

on quiet messages and 

forgotten places.

~ESHIKA LAHKAR
2  SEMESTERND



At the corner of our street stands an old
red letterbox that almost everyone has
forgotten.

Most people pass it without a second
glance. It leans slightly to one side, its
paint faded and scratched by years of rain
and sunlight. The metal flap makes a soft,
tired sound whenever someone opens it.

When I was a child, the letterbox used to be
busy. Every evening someone would walk up
to it, drop an envelope inside, and pause
for a moment before leaving.

Now people send messages through
glowing screens. Words travel faster than
ever, yet the letterbox has slowly faded
into the background of everyday life.

Still, it remains there.

One afternoOn, while walking home from
college, I noticed something unusual. A
small white envelope had been placed
inside it, the corner of the paper sticking
out slightly. Curious, I pulled it out.

There was no stamp and no address. Just a
single sentence written neatly in blue ink.

“I hope you are happy, wherever you are.”



For a moment, I simply stoOD tHERE
staring at the message, the evening light
falling across the faded red paint of the
letterbox. The letter clearly belonged
to someone else, yet it had no name and
no destination.

I slipped it back into the box and walked
away. 

But that evening I kept thinking about it. 

Who had written that line? And who was
supposed to receive it?

The next day I passed the letterbox again.
The envelope was gone.

In its place there was another small piece
of paper. This one carried only two
words.

“I am.” 

I stoOD tHERE quietly for a long moment.

Perhaps it was only a coincidence.
Perhaps two strangers had unknowingly
used the same forgotten letterbox. 

But something about it felt strangely
comforting.



In a world where messages travel
instantly across glowing screens, two
unknown people had chosen an old
letterbox to exchange a few quiet
words.

No names. No explanations.

Just a reminder that somewhere,
someone had once cared enough to
write.

And sometimes, when the evening light
falls gently on the faded red paint, the
old letterbox loOKS less forgotten
and more like a quiet keeper of stories.

And perhaps some words are not meant
to travel far—only far enough to find
the right heart.

~THE END~

Author’s Note: These pieces explore quiet forms of

communication and the unnoticed spaces where human

emotions and connections continue to exist.
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If you’ve ever come across the name Vyasa in your
readings, you’ve likely encountered one of the most
influential figures in Indian spiritual and literary
history. Known also as Krishna Dvaipayana, Vyasa isn’t
just a name—he's a tradition, a cornerstone. In Hindu
culture, he’s credited with some of the most important
works ever written, texts that shaped not only Indian
philosophy but, eventually, found their way into the
minds and works of Western thinkers toO. So, who was
he really, and how did his ideas travel across centuries
and continents to influence the West? Let’s EXPLORE.

Introduction

Vyasa: His Legacy and

Influence on Western Thought

What Vyasa Gave to Indian Thought
To understand Vyasa’s influence, we first have to understand what
he actually did. According to tradition, Vyasa was the one who
compiled and organized the Vedas—the oldest and most
sacred scriptures of Hinduism. Think of the Vedas as a massive,
ancient library of hymns, rituals, and spiritual knowledge. Vyasa’s
role was to sort through all of it and divide it into four
collections: the Rig, Yajur, Sama, and Atharva Vedas. This wasn’t just a
clerical task—it was an enormous intellectual and spiritual
undertaking that helped preserve these teachings for thousands of
years.

But Vyasa’s biggest claim to fame? The Mahabharata. And no, this isn’t
just a long poem—it’s one of the longest epic narratives ever
written, packed with stories, sub-stories, and philosophical debates.
At its core, it’s about a dynastic struggle between two families, the
Pandavas and the Kauravas, that leads to a catastrophic war. But it’s
also so much more. The Mahabharata digs into some of the hardest
questions humans face: What’s the right thing to do when every
choice
feels wrong? What does it mean to be dutiful, just, or goOD?
Through its characters, it explores dharma—moral duty—in ways
that still feel painfully relevant.



And tucked inside the Mahabharata is what might be ONE OF tHE most
famous spiritual texTS in the world: the Bhagavad Gita. It’s a
conversation, set on a battlefield, between the warrior Arjuna and his
charioteer Krishna, who turns out to be much more than a driver.
Arjuna is paralyzed by doubt— he’s about to fight his own family—and
Krishna guides him through ideas about duty, action, devotion, and
the nature of life itself. One of the Gita’s big takeaways? Do your job, live
your life, but don’t get obsessed with the outcome. That idea—selfless
action—has resonated across cultures for centuries.

Vyasa is also traditionally credited with writing the Brahma Sutras, a
kind of philosophical summary of the Upanishads. If you’ve ever
studied Vedanta, you’ve bumped into this work. It became the
foundation for later thinkers like Adi Shankaracharya, who built his
entire Advaita Vedanta system around it.

How Vyasa’s Ideas Reached the West
So how did these ideas travel from ancient India to the Western
world? Mostly thanks to translation efforts in the 19th century.
European scholars, particularly the British and Germans, started
digging into Sanskrit texts and translating them into English and
other languages. The Bhagavad Gita was one of the first Indian works
to grab Western attention—and once it did, it never let go. During
the colonial era, studying Indian philosophy became a legitimate
academic pursuit in Europe. Scholars, missionaries, and
philosophers began reading these texts seriously, and slowly, the
ideas attributed to Vyasa started seeping into Western thought.

Impact on Western Thinkers and Writers
The Gita and other texts influenced a surprising number of Western
intellectuals. Take the American Transcendentalists, for example. Ralph
Waldo Emerson and Henry David Thoreau were both deeply moved by the
Gita. Emerson admired its spiritual depth and its vision of a unified reality,
while Thoreau, during his famous Walden Pond experiment, turned to the
Gita for inspiration and comfort. To him, it wasn’t just an ancient text—it
was alive with wisdom. 

Then there’s the German philosopher Arthur Schopenhauer. He was more into
the Upanishads than the Gita specifically, but the Vedantic ideas those texts
carried—about the nature of reality and the self—fit perfectly with his own
philosophy. He called Indian thought one of the greatest intellectual
traditions in the world.

The influence didn’t stop with philosophy. Writers and scholars in the West
started comparing the Mahabharata’s moral struggles to Western epics,
finding common ground in questions about fate, duty, and human frailty.
That kind of cross-cultural conversation opened doORS to
understanding universal human concerns in a new light.



Fast forward to today, and you’ll find the Bhagavad Gita and
Mahabharata in classroOMS across the globe—in comparative
religion courses, philosophy seminars, and world literature
surveys. People study them not just as ancient artifacts, but as
living texts that still speak to modern questions about ethics,
purpose, and the inner life. 

What keeps Vyasa’s work alive is its universality. Whether you’re
navigating a moral dilemma, searching for meaning, or just trying
to figure out your place in the world, his writings offer
something to hold onto.

Relevance in Today’s era

Conclusion
Vyasa’s mark on Indian thought is hard to overstate. Through the
Mahabharata, the Gita, and the Brahma Sutras, he gave shape to
ideas that would echo through the centuries. And when those
ideas finally reached the West—thanks to translations and the
curiosity of scholars—they sparked something real. Emerson,
Thoreau, Schopenhauer, and many others found in his words a
kind of wisdom that transcended borders. Today, Vyasa’s
influence isn’t just an Indian story—it’s part of the global
conversation about what it means to be huMAN.

~SUMPI DAS
2  SEMESTERND



Abstract

Ancient Indian Scholars and their

influences on the West

Sushruta: The Father of Surgery

There are several prominent ancient Indian scholars who
have contributed towards breakthrough innovations in
specific fields. Maharshi Sushruta, being one of them, has
pioneered multiple revolutionary surgical techniques,
instruments and medical practices. This article focuses on
Sushruta’s contributions particularly towards the field of
medicine and his foundational surgical work including
how it influenced other parts of the world.

Maharshi Sushruta is a well-known surgeon who flourished
around 600 BCE in the ancient city of Kashi, India. He is often
recognized as the “Father of Surgery” and holds a significant place
in the history of medicine. He was a groundbreaker whose practices
had far reaching effects on the development and advancements of
surgical techniques globally. He is also the author of Sushruta
Samhita, one of the most foundational and oldest known treatises
on medicine and surgery. Sushruta pioneered highly sophisticated
procedures using instruments that he crafted himself. These
procedures include reconstruction of nose using cheek flaps,
repair of cut earlobes, piercing of earlobes, repair of cut lips and
the utilization of skin grafting techniques. His works are compiled
as Sushruta Samhita. He describes 60 types of various toOLS for
treatment of wound, 120 surgical instruments and 300 surgical
procedures, and classification of human surgeries in eight
categories.

According to Sushruta the definition of an ideal surgeon is
“A person who possesses courage and presence of mind, a
hand free from perspiration, tremor less grip of sharp and
goOD instruments and who carries his operations to the
success and advantage of his patient who had entrusted his
life to the surgeon. The surgeon should respect this
absolute surrender and treat his patient as his own”.

Sushruta’s influence on the West



In ancient India the nose symbolized dignity and honor, and
nasal mutilation was a common punishment for crimes such as
adultery, theft and robbery, disloyalty and political treason,
social/caste violations. Sushruta’s rhinoplasty later termed as
the “Indian way of surgery” addressed this need and
revolutionized nasal reconstruction. His techniques spread to
Europe in the 19th and 20th centuries, influencing modern
reconstructive surgeries. Even Tho the surgery was quite
popular in its time, the translation and spread of that
knowledge toOK quite some time to reach Europe. The first
successful rhinoplasty operation in Europe using the Indian
technique was performed by the British surgeon Joseph
Carpeuon 23rd October 1814 which lasted 34 minutes. The plastic
surgery practiced in Europe especially reconstructive
rhinoplasty is a direct descendant of the ancient Indian “flap”
procedure developed by Sushruta.

The 1794 Breakthrough
During the British period a report in the Madras Gazette,
described a British bullock driver, Cowasjee whose nose
was cut off and then reconstructed by a Maratha surgeon
using a forehead flap. This procedure caught the attention
of a British surgeon named Joseph Carpeu, who studied the
technique and later successfully proceeded to perform
it paving the way for the adoption of the “Indian method” in
the West.

Ancient Indian scholars have influenced the west in multiple ways.
Our stories have influenced the young minds of Europe for many
centuries and still do so. Sushruta the great Indian surgeon paved
the initial way for what is now known as “plastic surgery”. He also
pioneered basic cleanliness, sterilization and antiseptic practices
long before the modern understanding of germs. He was a
wonderful surgeon with immense skill who viewed surgery as the
most vital branch of medicine. He emphasized knowledge and
prioritized practical knowledge over theoretical ones and his
approach was highly practical focusing on hygiene, surgical
instruments and plastic surgery techniques.

Conclusion

~dhriti boro
2  semesternd



Kalidasa: Contributions and

Influences on Western Thought

Kalidasa is considered one of the most prominent and illustrious
writers in classical Sanskrit literature. It is assumed that
Kalidasa lived in the 4th/5th century CE, during the Gupta era, and
made remarkable contributions to the history of Indian
literature in terms of poetry and drama, particularly in terms of
his command over language, imagery, and emotionality. It is
observed that Kalidasa’s writings were recognized globally,
particularly in terms of translation and study, and as a result,
his writings had a strong impact on Western thought,
particularly in terms of comparative literature, romantic
literature, and dramatic theory. This article will discuss
Kalidasa’s major contributions in terms of literature and his
impact on Western thought.

Introduction

The significance of Kalidasa’s contribution to Indian literature is
based on his unique style of poetry and his ability to bring beauty and
philosophy together. His writings are an example of the beauty of
classical Sanskrit language and the underlying philosophy of Indian
literature. Kalidasa’s writings are particularly notable for their
descriptions of nature, emotions, and the use of metaphors. 

One of the most famous dramatic writings of Kalidasa is
Abhijnanasakuntalam, which is also referred to as The Recognition of
Shakuntala. The play is based on the love story of King Dushyanta and
Shakuntala. The play is based on the idea of separation and union
between the two lovers due to a curse by God. Abhijnanasakuntalam is
one of the best writings of Kalidasa based on the drama genre of
Sanskrit literature. 

Kalidasa also wrote some notable epic poems like Raghuvamsa and
Kumarasambhava. Raghuvamsa is based on the history of the Raghu
dynasty and the story of Lord Rama. The epic also emphasizes the idea of
heroism, duty, and the virtues of a king. The second epic,
Kumarasambhava, is based on the birth of Lord Kartikeya. The epic also
contains descriptions of divine love. 

Kalidasa also wrote another notable lyrical poem called Meghaduta,
also referred to as The Cloud Messenger. The poem is based on the story
of a Yaksha who sends a message to his beloved via a cloud. The poem is
notable for its descriptions of landscapes, emotions, and the
underlying philosophy of love. The notable feature of the poem is that
it reflects Kalidasa’s unique ability to merge the beauty of nature with
human emotions.

Kalidasa’s Contributions to Sanskrit Literature



Literary Style and Aesthetic Contributions
The style used by Kalidasa in his writings is a reflection of
classical Indian aesthetics. This is particularly evident in
his depiction of the emotional essence, or rasa. Kalidasa's
writings effectively portray emotions like love,
compassion, wonder, and sorrow. Through a combination
of poetic creativity and philosophical depth, Kalidasa was
able to write works that are both artistically appealing
and intellectually stimulating.

The second feature that stands out in Kalidasa's writings is
his love for nature. Kalidasa's writings on mountains,
rivers, forests, and seasons are not merely superficial;
rather, they are used to reflect the emotions of his
characters. This is one reason why Kalidasa's works are
appreciated by people from different cultures.

Transmission of Kalidasa’s Works to

the Western World
The impact of Kalidasa’s writings in the West can be traced back
to the end of the eighteenth century when European scholars
started translating Sanskrit literature. The first important
event in the history of cultural exchange between India and
the West was the English translation of Abhijnanasakuntalam
by William Jones in 1789. The English translation created a
great impact in the West by introducing Kalidasa’s dramatic
art to the people in the West. The English translation of
Shakuntala by William Jones was disseminated throughout the
West and was translated into many European languages. The
West recognized the beauty and emotional content in the play.
Kalidasa’s writings were an important part of Oriental
studies.

Influence on Western Literary Thought
Kalidasa's influence on Western literature can also be seen
with regard to the Romantic movement, which was a literary
movement that flourished from the late eighteenth century
to the early nineteenth century. Romantic literature
emphasized the importance of the use of the imagination, the
expression of emotions, and the beauty of nature, which were
all characteristics of Kalidasa's writings.



One of the most notable Western literary
personalities influenced by Kalidasa was the German
writer Johann Wolfgang von Goethe. Goethe was
highly influenced by Kalidasa's “Shakuntala," which he
appreciated for its poetic content and its emotional
depth. He even wrote a series of verses praising the
work. Goethe was of the view that the work was a
perfect combination of beauty and emotion, which
are the essential characteristics of a great literary
work. 

Another contribution of Kalidasa's works to the West
was the promotion of the culture and philosophy of
the Indians. The works of Kalidasa were translated, and
the academic community was able to appreciate the
sophistication of Indian classical literature,
whichplayed a significant role in the correction of
misconceptions that the West had with regard to the
literary traditions of the non-Western world.

 Additionally, the poetic content of Kalidasa's works,
which was related to the beauty of nature, influenced
the minds of the Western literary personalities who
were interested in exploring the connection between
nature and emotions.

Contemporary Relevance
Today, the works of Kalidasa are studied in various
institutions of learning across the world.
Literary theorists, philosophers, and cultural
theorists read Kalidasa to understand the
emergence of classical Indian art. His works are
also translated to suit the contemporary reader. 

The works of Kalidasa are important in the context
of the study of world literature. Through the
exploration of universal themes like love,
separation, devotion, and the beauty of nature, the
works of Kalidasa bring people together.



Conclusion
Kalidasa is one of the most celebrated names in
classical Sanskrit literature. His masterpieces,
such as "Abhijnanasakuntalam," "Raghuvamsa,"
"Kumarasambhava," and “Meghaduta," have made a
lasting contribution to the history of
literature, both as a form of poetry and drama.
His literary style, emotions, and imagery have
made him a legendary figure in Indian literary
history. 

The translation of Kalidasa's works into
European languages was instrumental in
introducing the richness of Indian literature
to the West, which evoked the admiration of the
great European writer Goethe. Thus, Kalidasa's
contribution to the history of literature is
immense, as he played a significant role in the
dialogue between Indian and Western
literature, which continues to inspire scholars,
literary giants, and readers around the GLOBE. 

~IPSHITA DAS
2  SEMESTERND



Bhartrhari:

In the vast landscape of Indian classical literature,
some voices travel loudly across centuries, while
others more quietly, yet leave a profound intellectual
echo. Bhartrhari belongs to the latter. A Sanskrit
poet and philosopher believed to have lived between
the 5th and 7th centuries CE, Bhartrhari created
works that blend poetry, philosophy and moral
reflection with remarkable elegance. Though less
celebrated in popular culture than figures like
Kalidasa, his writings possess a timeless depth that
continues to intrigue scholars around the world. 

Bhartrhari is best known for his poetic collection
Shatakatraya, a set of three "centuries" of verses
exploring love (Shringara), ethics (Niti) and
renunciation (Vairagya). Each short poem offers a
moment of reflection on human life - its ambitions,
illusions, pleasures and spiritual longings. His verses
are striking for their simplicity and wisdom, often
revealing how worldly success and desire can
ultimately give way to deeper questions about
meaning and detachment. 

Beyond poetry, Bhartrhari made a significant
philosophical contribution through Vakyapadiya, a
pioneering work on the philosophy of language. In it,
he proposed that language is not merely a toOL for
communication but a fundamental structure shaping
human thought and reality. This insight resonates
strongly with modern linguistic and philosophical
discussions. When western scholars encountered these
ideas during the rise of Oriental studies in the
nineteenth century, they were struck by the
sophistication of BhartrHARI’S reflections on
meaning, consciousness and the power of words. 

A quiet voice that echoed Westward 



Today, BhartrHARI’S work stands as a bridge
between cultures. His poetry invites readers
into a world of introspection, while his
philosophical insight connects ancient
indian thought with global intellectual
traditions. Quiet yet enduring, BhartrHARI
reminds us that the dialogue between East
and West has often been carried not only by
famous names, but also by subtle thinkers
whose words continue to inspire reflection
across civilizations. 

~DIKSHITA BHATTACHARYYA
4  semesterth



In the vast tradition of Indian literature, few
names shine as brightly as Kalidasa, the
legendary poet and dramatist of classical
Sanskrit. KalidasA was a celebrated poet and
playwright, active during the Gupta empire
(4th–5th century CE) and potentially a court
poet of king Vikramaditya of Ujjain, whose
works were heavily inspired by Hindu Puranas,
philosophy and Indian mythology focusing
on love, devotion and nature. Being a great
figure of literature, his political style
influenced generations of poets extending
from his contemporaries to those of the 20th
century. The contribution of Kalidasa is
quite vast. He was popular for his pieces of
poetry, particularly the 'Raghuvamsa', that
narrates the lineage of King Rama and
'Meghaduta', which tells the story of the
lovesick yaksha sending messages to his
beloved through the clouds.

Apart from poetry, KalidasA was a pivotal
figure of drama. His well known dramas
were Malavikagnimitram, Vikramorvashiyam,
Abhijnanashakuntalam, which left a great
impact on Indian literature.

The Eternal Poet: Understanding

Kalidasa's Literary Greatness



His integration of intense emotion
and elaborate natural descriptions
has influenced notable figures such
as Bhasa, Bhavabhuti and later poets.
His impact extends beyond literature
into various forms of dance and
film. Dance forms like Bharatnatyam
toOk inspiration from Kalidasa's
works. Films inspired by “Shakuntala”
and “Meghaduta” bring Kalidasa's
narrative to a greater audience. 

~PARMITA BHATTACHARYYA
4  semesterth



In a fast-moving digital world, people often loOK
for new ideas to solve modern problems. Yet many
answers already exist in the wisdom of the past. The
Indian Knowledge System (IKS) represents a vast
treasure of ideas developed in India over thousands
of years. It is not just about ancient texts or
traditions; it is a way of understanding life, nature,
science and human values.
 
The foundation of this knowledge can be found in
ancient scriptures such as the Vedas, the Upanishads,
and the Bhagavad Gita. These works do more than
discuss religion; they explore deep questions about
the Universe, the human mind and ethical living. They
encourage people to seek knowledge, practice self-
discipline, and maintain harmony with the world
around them.
 
The Indian Knowledge System also includes
remarkable achievements in science and mathematics.
Scholars like AryabhatA made important discoveries
about numbers and astronomy that later
influenced modern scientific thought.
 
Health and Well-being were also central to ancient
Indian Wisdom. Systems like Ayurveda and Practices
such as Yoga focus on balance between body, mind,
and nature, promoting a healthy and peaceful life.
 
Today, these ideas continue to inspire the World. By
Understanding and preserving the Indian knowledge
System, we can connect ancient wisdom with modern
life and build a more balanced future.
 

Roots of Wisdom: Rediscovering the

Indian Knowledge System.

~DISHA BARUAH
4  SEMESTERTH
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Bulbbul 
Bulbbul (2020) is a visually stunning hindi movie, written and directed
by Anvita Dutt. It was produced by Anushka Sharma and Karnesh
Sharma, starring Tripti Dimri, Avinash Tiwary, Rahul Bose, Paoli Dam AND
Parambrata Chattopadhyay in pivotal roles. Set in 19th century Bengal,
it explores the themes of patriarchy, domestic abuse, feminiNE rage
along with supernatural elements. The film is celebrated for its lush
visual aesthetics and deliberate use of vibrant red tones, which draw
comparisons to Sanjay Leela Bhansali's workS and Raja Ravi Varma's
paintings. 

Bulbbul, a haunting tale, wHERE pain is ultimately transformed into
power, follows the story of an innocent five year old child bride,
Bulbbul (Ruchi Mahajan), who is married to Indranil(Rahul Bose), much
older zamindar (landlord) who is at least two decades older than her.
She grows up sharing stories of witches ("chudail") with HER brotHER-in-
law, Satya (Avinash Tiwary), who is closer to her age. But later, HE leaves
Bulbbul behind and travels abroad for his studies. WHEN Satya finally
returns from abroad, HE finds a grown up Bulbbul (Tripti Dimri),
running the vast household and his ancestral village plagued by
mysterious, supernatural murders surrounding a "chudail". Some
other major characters in the movie are Binodini (Paoli Dam), Mahendra
(double role played by Rahul Bose), Dr. Sudip (Parambrata
Chattopadhyay), etc.

The narrative brilliantly reclaims the ancient Indian trope of the
chudail, to tell a moving story about women overcoming trauma,
oppression, and injustice. The actors, toO did an excellent job in
portraying their characters. Tripti Dimri's ability to transition from a
loving, innocent gaze to a cold, mysterious smirk is frequently cited
as tHE strongest highlight of the movie. The film utilizes bloOD-red
hues during pivotal scenes, climax sequences, and in the bloOD moON
contrasting tHE violence with a striking, undeniable beauty. THE red
may also symbolise female rage and menstruation.

Though the movie powerfully portrays tHE dark facet of the 19th
century Bengal Presidency society, the movie may have struggled to
balance the supernatural horror folklore tHEME WITH a HEAVY social
tHEME, leaving viewers wanting deeper exploration of the lore itself.
Critiques have also pointed out that the central mystery is unraveled
tOO soON, making the climax and big reveal somewhat predictable and
underwhelming.

The movie does not shy away from the horrific realities of domestic
violence and pedophilia, hence, it may be deeply disturbing or
triggering for some viewers. Personally, I was a bit disturbed after
watching the movie for the first time but overall, I found it to be a
worthwhile watch and would gladly recommend it.

~BAISHALI KASHYAP
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Padmaavat ~RAGINI  GOSWAMI

Padmaavat is not just a historical drama; it is a cinematic experience that engulfs the
audience in a world of royalty, ambition, love, and war. Released in the theatres in 2018 and
directed by Sanjay Leela Bhansali, the film is known for its lavish storytelling style and
larger-than-life visuals through costumes and sets. Every scene reflects careful
attention to detail, making the movie visually mesmerizing from beginning to end. The
storyline follows Queen Padmaavati of Chittor, whose beauty and intelligence becomes
the obsession of Sultan Alauddin Khilji. What begins as admiration soON transforms into
greed and conquest, leading to conflict and tragedy. The narrative balances tHEMES of
pride, loyalty, courage, and sacrifice while also showing the destructive nature of power
and obsession.
 
A major highlight of the film is its visual grandeur. The costumes, jewellery, forts, lighting,
and battle sequences create an atmosphere that feels majestic and immersive. Bhansali’s
signature style is evident in the rich colour palettes and artistic framing of scenes. The
movie often feels like a moving painting, where every shot has been crafted with elegance.
 
The performances elevate the film further. Deepika Padukone brings calm strength and
grace to the role of Padmavati, portraying her as intelligent and fearless rather than
merely symbolic beauty. Shahid KapOOR portrays Raja Ratan Singh with dignity and
honour, embodying the ideals of courage and integrity. However, tHE most impactful
performance comes from Ranveer Singh as Alauddin Khilji. His portrayal is intense,
unpredictable, and deeply captivating. Through wild expressions, commanding dialogue
delivery, and physical transformation, HE creates a villain who dominates nearly every
scene HE appears in. His performance adds tension and energy to the narrative, making
Khilji both frightening as well asfascinating.
 
The music also plays a crucial role in shaping the emotional tone of the film. Songs like
GhOOMAR celebrate royal culture and elegance, while tracks such as Binte Dil and the
dramatic background score enhance the emotional depth of important moments. The
soundtrack blends traditional influences with cinematic intensity, complementing the
grandeur of the visuals.
 
The jauhar scene, being the most talked about scene during tHE TIME of the release, is one of
the most emotionally powerful and visually striking moments of the film. Rather than
focusing on violence, the sequence is presented with dignity, silence, and intensity,
emphasizing themes of courage, sacrifice, and resistance. The haunting background score,
the red visuals, and the slow, deliberate pacing create an atmosphere that feels both tragic
and unforgettable. Deepika Padukone delivers a restrained yet deeply emotional
performance in this sequence. Without excessive dialogue, her expressions convey
determination, pain, and strength, making the scene impactful. THE cinematography and
symbolism used by Sanjay Leela Bhansali transforms the moment into something poetic and
haunting rather than purely dramatic.
 
At the same time, the scene had sparked discussions among audiences and critics because of
its historical and cultural implications. Some viewed it as a powerful portrayal of
honour and sacrifice, while others felt it romanticized a tragic practice. Regardless of
interpretation, the sequence remains one of the most talked-about climaxes in modern
BollywoOD cinema because of its emotional weight and visual execution.
 
Despite its strengths, the film is not without flaws. Some parts of the story move slowly,
especially in the middle portion where the focus shifts more toward visual spectacle than
narrative progression. Certain characters could also have been explored in greater
depth. Additionally, because the film is HEAVILY stylized, viewers seeking strict historical
accuracy may find it more dramatic than factual. Even with these limitations, Padmaavat
succeeds as an epic historical drama because of its emotional weight, artistic excellence,
and unforgettable performances. It leaves a lasting impression through its themes of
honour and sacrifice while showcasing the power of visual storytelling in Indian cinema.
 
Overall, Padmaavat is a magnificent blend of art, drama, music, and performance. It stands
out as one of the most visually ambitious BollywoOD films and remains memorable for its
scale, emotional intensity, and powerful acting even today.
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	She grows up and learns to fly, He’s the wind that helps her try. He guides her steps through life’s unknown way, And is always there, come what may.
	Through ups and downs, he’ll stand by her side, His love is strong and will never hide. His heart is connected in a loving way, A father’s love that helps her through the day.
	He’ll teach her strength and how to be brave, And be her friend whenever she needs support. He’ll be her rock, her safe and happy place, Where she can run and share her smile and grace.
	With every step, he’ll make new memories too, A father’s love that will forever stay true. He’ll be her guide through life’s joys and pain, And she’ll always know she is his little girl again.
	~ESHIKA LAHKAR 2ND SEMESTER
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	There are places that belong to no one.
	A bench in a railway station, a narrow path beside a river, a quiet street after the rain.
	People arrive, stay for a moment, and then move on.
	But the place remains, holding the faint echoes of foOTSTEPS and voices.
	Perhaps that is why some corners of the world feel strangely familiar—
	because someone before us once paused there toO, carrying their own thoughts quietly towards another morning.
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	‘COFFEE,  CORPSE AND COINCIDENCe’
	At just twenty-nine, Detective Sarah Linton had already seen more crime scenes than birthdays worth celebrating. She believed in two things about the city: it never slept, and it never told the whole truth. Tuesdays were absolutely hated by Sarah and a murder case on A Tuesday? A horrific combo. But this Tuesday delivered exactly that.
	The body was found behind a trendy cafe called Dead End Brew. Crumpled beside a dumpster like a discarded trash. Male. Mid-thirties. Well-dressed.
	Sarah crouched beside the body to further inspect it. "What an odd name for a cafe. Dead End Brew? Dead end? Like seriously? Sounds so eerie!" Assistant detective, Luca exclaimed.
	"Can we focus on the cause of death for now?" Sarah retorted.
	"Well, loOks like a fall to me." Slow witted Luca stated.
	"Yeah, only to you, because someone hardly ever falls with a clenched fist." Sarah replied prying open the victim’s hand. Inside was a small metal button. Dark. Matte. Torn cleanly from something.
	"A souvenir?" Luca commented giddily.
	"Take this into custody. And, any witnesses?"
	"None for now." Taking the button from her. "Even the cafe's security camera stopped working at exactly 1:23 AM. How convenient."
	"How tragic." Sarah replied while examining the area. The alley was narrow, surrounded by bricks and rusty fire escapes.
	“Let's go inside the cafe", Sarah proposed.
	Inside, the cafe smelled like burnt espresso. The barista, Arnon Mathews, as his name tag implies, stoOD behind the counter, wringing his hands anxiously.
	"He was my boss's close friend." Arnon said quickly. "I closed at midnight and he was still here, arguing with someone."
	"Did you see who it was?" asked Sarah impatiently.
	"A woman. She was wearing a dark, long coat and a pair of red gloves."
	"Red gloves? Very specific." Luca replied sarcastically.
	"They were well, um, very bright and memorable."
	"Did you see her face?" asked Luca while scribbling the details in his pocket diary.
	"No, she was wearing a black hoODIe underneath the coat and the hoOD was up."
	Of course, a black hoodie. The official uniform for criminals. Sarah scanned the cafe and noticed a cloth rack by the doOR. A long coat hung there. "Is that yours?"
	Arnon followed her gaze. "W-What? N-no, uhm lost and found.", stuttering a bit.
	Sarah went closer to the rack to inspect the coat and found that a button was missing. Hmm, interesting. Before she could say anything, a tall woman burst through the doOR. She had sharp features and was wearing a long coat and red gloves.
	Suspicious? Let's see.
	"Red gloves are now in trend or something?", Luca muttered to himself.
	"I heard there was an incident?", the woman asked with a tense expression.
	"And who are you?" asked Luca raising an eyebrow.
	"I am Jane Miller. I work upstairs."
	Sarah and Luca studied her carefully. She loOKED calm and poised.
	"Okay, did you know the victim?"
	"Oh yes, he was a client."
	"Did you argue with him, Miss Miller?" Sarah questioned, because she suspected her of being the woman described by Arnon.
	"A-argue?" Jane replied, quickly shifting her gaze towards Arnon and then moving it back to Sarah. "Well we did have a little disagreement, but we solved it."
	"When did you leave yesterday, Miss Miller?" Questioned Sarah while her eyes examined Jane's coat, for a missing button, but to her disappointment, all buttons were intact.
	"Well, around midnight."
	"Hm, okay then. I'm stepping outside. Would you like to tag along, partner?" asked Sarah, while signalling Luca to follow her.
	After stepping out she lo OKED up. Fire escapes zigzagged above like croOKED ribs. One ladder hung slightly lower than the others. “Luca,” she called. “Up there.”
	They climbed up and on the third-floOR landing, they found a single red glove.
	Luca grinned. “Well, that’s convenient.”
	Meanwhile Sarah picked it up carefully. The leather of the glove was soft. And inside the WRIST lining, stitched neatly—
	—were the letters A.M. She stared at it for a long moment.
	“Arnon Mathews”, she said slowly. Luca blinked. “The barista? The one who mentioned the gloves? Is it a coincidence or....”
	Their conversation was cut off by a loud bang inside the cafe. Sarah and Luca ran inside to find the cause of the sound.
	"You, throwing a tray at me, does not prove that you are innocent, Arnon", roared Jane.
	“What's going on here?", quickly asked Sarah.
	Jane impatiently replied, "Ma'am, i think that Arnon is the murderer!"
	"Amelia, stop accusing me of something I haven't done." Arnon retreats.
	"Wait, who is Amelia here?" A confused Luca asked.
	"Sir, my full name is Amelia Jane Miller, but I don't think that's the main point here. The main point is that, he killed the man." Amelia Jane Miller replied, while pointing towards ARNON.
	"And what makes you think that he's the killer? Do you have any evidence?" Sarah questioned Amelia with increasing curiosity.
	"I saw Arnon Mathews arguing with the victim many times before this incident. And it was because Arnon stole money from his boss and the victim threatened to reveal this to his boss, as he was his boss's close friend."
	"Amelia, stop it! You're just accusing me."
	"Arnon, you clearly told me yesterday that you might just kill that man someday."
	"I trusted you with my secret, Amelia..." Arnon replied, clearly disappointed.
	"I'm sorry, but I can't help a murderer."
	"But he was also a threat to you Amelia Jane Miller, he was about to---"
	"Woah woah woah, calm down young man. Just tell us if it's true, what she said." Luca Said, slightly raising his voice.
	"Mr. Mathews, did you or did you not argue with the victim before his murder?", asked Sarah interrogatively.
	"But i--"
	"Yes or no"
	"Yes"
	"Did you steal from your boss?"
	"Yes, but I did not kill him!"
	"Every criminal says that, Mr. Mathews.", Luca replied.
	"Luca, take out the glove and the button.", Sarah commanded. Luca hands them to her.
	"We found your glove near the crime scene and this button from your coat, on the victim. Now it all makes sense Luca, the broken security camera that was probably tampered with by him. And he even stole from his boss and the victim knew that." LoOking towards Arnon,
	"Mr. Arnon Mathews, given that all the signs point directly to you, do you confess to the crime?"
	"N-no, no, wait! I didn't, that's not my glove!! That's not my button. I had nothing to do with all this. i didn't d---"
	"Luca! Arrest him.", roared Sarah. Luca handcuffs Arnon.
	"You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you. You have the right to talk to a lawyer and have him present with you while you are being questioned. That's it, take him."
	Police sirens wailed outside and several officers stepped in. "You did well, Miss Miller. You'll need to appear when the court summons you."
	Sure, detective." Amelia replied with the most joyful smile.
	She looked oddly satisfied with the arrest. This thought barely registered before Sarah shrugged it off, her focus shifting to the fresh case files already waiting for her on her desk.
	~THE END~
	Letters  Without Names
	~ESHIKA LAHKAR 2ND SEMESTER

	At the corner of our street stands an old red letterbox that almost everyone has forgotten.
	Most people pass it without a second glance. It leans slightly to one side, its paint faded and scratched by years of rain and sunlight. The metal flap makes a soft, tired sound whenever someone opens it.
	When I was a child, the letterbox used to be busy. Every evening someone would walk up to it, drop an envelope inside, and pause for a moment before leaving.
	Now people send messages through glowing screens. Words travel faster than ever, yet the letterbox has slowly faded into the background of everyday life.
	Still, it remains there.
	One afternoOn, while walking home from college, I noticed something unusual. A small white envelope had been placed inside it, the corner of the paper sticking out slightly. Curious, I pulled it out.
	There was no stamp and no address. Just a single sentence written neatly in blue ink.
	“I hope you are happy, wherever you are.”
	For a moment, I simply stoOD tHERE staring at the message, the evening light falling across the faded red paint of the letterbox. The letter clearly belonged to someone else, yet it had no name and no destination.
	I slipped it back into the box and walked away.
	But that evening I kept thinking about it.
	Who had written that line? And who was supposed to receive it?
	The next day I passed the letterbox again. The envelope was gone.
	In its place there was another small piece of paper. This one carried only two words.
	“I am.”
	I stoOD tHERE quietly for a long moment.
	Perhaps it was only a coincidence. Perhaps two strangers had unknowingly used the same forgotten letterbox.
	But something about it felt strangely comforting.
	Author’s Note: These pieces explore quiet forms of communication and the unnoticed spaces where human emotions and connections continue to exist.

	~THE END~
	Vyasa: His Legacy and Influence on Western Thought
	Introduction
	If you’ve ever come across the name Vyasa in your readings, you’ve likely encountered one of the most influential figures in Indian spiritual and literary history. Known also as Krishna Dvaipayana, Vyasa isn’t just a name—he's a tradition, a cornerstone. In Hindu culture, he’s credited with some of the most important works ever written, texts that shaped not only Indian philosophy but, eventually, found their way into the minds and works of Western thinkers toO. So, who was he really, and how did his ideas travel across centuries and continents to influence the West? Let’s EXPLORE.
	What Vyasa Gave to Indian Thought

	How Vyasa’s Ideas Reached the West
	Impact on Western Thinkers and Writers
	Relevance in Today’s era
	Conclusion
	~SUMPI DAS 2ND SEMESTER

	Ancient Indian Scholars and their influences on the West
	Sushruta: The Father of Surgery
	Abstract
	There are several prominent ancient Indian scholars who have contributed towards breakthrough innovations in specific fields. Maharshi Sushruta, being one of them, has pioneered multiple revolutionary surgical techniques, instruments and medical practices. This article focuses on Sushruta’s contributions particularly towards the field of medicine and his foundational surgical work including how it influenced other parts of the world.

	Sushruta’s influence on the West
	According to Sushruta the definition of an ideal surgeon is “A person who possesses courage and presence of mind, a hand free from perspiration, tremor less grip of sharp and goOD instruments and who carries his operations to the success and advantage of his patient who had entrusted his life to the surgeon. The surgeon should respect this absolute surrender and treat his patient as his own”.
	In ancient India the nose symbolized dignity and honor, and nasal mutilation was a common punishment for crimes such as adultery, theft and robbery, disloyalty and political treason, social/caste violations. Sushruta’s rhinoplasty later termed as the “Indian way of surgery” addressed this need and revolutionized nasal reconstruction. His techniques spread to Europe in the 19th and 20th centuries, influencing modern reconstructive surgeries. Even Tho the surgery was quite popular in its time, the translation and spread of that knowledge toOK quite some time to reach Europe. The first successful rhinoplasty operation in Europe using the Indian technique was performed by the British surgeon Joseph Carpeuon 23rd October 1814 which lasted 34 minutes. The plastic surgery practiced in Europe especially reconstructive rhinoplasty is a direct descendant of the ancient Indian “flap” procedure developed by Sushruta.


	The 1794 Breakthrough
	During the British period a report in the Madras Gazette, described a British bullock driver, Cowasjee whose nose was cut off and then reconstructed by a Maratha surgeon using a forehead flap. This procedure caught the attention of a British surgeon named Joseph Carpeu, who studied the technique and later successfully proceeded to perform it paving the way for the adoption of the “Indian method” in the West.

	Conclusion
	~dhriti boro 2nd semester

	Kalidasa: Contributions and Influences on Western Thought
	Introduction
	Kalidasa’s Contributions to Sanskrit Literature
	Literary Style and Aesthetic Contributions

	Transmission of Kalidasa’s Works to the Western World
	Influence on Western Literary Thought
	Contemporary Relevance
	Conclusion
	~IPSHITA DAS 2ND SEMESTER

	Bhartrhari:
	A quiet voice that echoed Westward

	~DIKSHITA BHATTACHARYYA 4th semester
	The Eternal Poet: Understanding Kalidasa's Literary Greatness
	His integration of intense emotion and elaborate natural descriptions has influenced notable figures such as Bhasa, Bhavabhuti and later poets. His impact extends beyond literature into various forms of dance and film. Dance forms like Bharatnatyam toOk inspiration from Kalidasa's works. Films inspired by “Shakuntala” and “Meghaduta” bring Kalidasa's narrative to a greater audience.
	~PARMITA BHATTACHARYYA 4th semester
	Roots of Wisdom: Rediscovering the Indian Knowledge System.
	In a fast-moving digital world, people often loOK for new ideas to solve modern problems. Yet many answers already exist in the wisdom of the past. The Indian Knowledge System (IKS) represents a vast treasure of ideas developed in India over thousands of years. It is not just about ancient texts or traditions; it is a way of understanding life, nature, science and human values.
	The foundation of this knowledge can be found in ancient scriptures such as the Vedas, the Upanishads, and the Bhagavad Gita. These works do more than discuss religion; they explore deep questions about the Universe, the human mind and ethical living. They encourage people to seek knowledge, practice self-discipline, and maintain harmony with the world around them.
	The Indian Knowledge System also includes remarkable achievements in science and mathematics. Scholars like AryabhatA made important discoveries about numbers and astronomy that later influenced modern scientific thought.
	Health and Well-being were also central to ancient Indian Wisdom. Systems like Ayurveda and Practices such as Yoga focus on balance between body, mind, and nature, promoting a healthy and peaceful life.
	Today, these ideas continue to inspire the World. By Understanding and preserving the Indian knowledge System, we can connect ancient wisdom with modern life and build a more balanced future.
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	Editorial
	Thank You So Much
	for reading MERAKI, a collective  E-Magazine from the Department of English. It took a great effort to come up with the overall result of this magazine. The students of English Department did an amazing job to write creative poems, articles, paintings and take photos of the relevant topic allotted. Thank you to all of the participants and teachers who guided us along the way.
	Editorial Board members



