
 



Prologue
“Had we but world enough, and time,” wrote Andrew Marvell in his 1681 poem ‘To His 
Coy Mistress’, wishing he lived in a world where he had enough time to do all the things 

he wanted to. And over 200 years later, it was to this sentimental desire for time that Eliot 
replied, “And there will be time.” Because time is what we truly desire; time to do 

everything we have wanted. What none of them knew was how that time would present 
itself.

COVID-19 has taken the world by storm, affecting every single thing of necessity and 
amusement. And when places of occupation and education and amusement were 

stripped away, we humans finally had the time that was promised by poets throughout 
history. With all that time, we humans turned to the arts; not only consuming it through 
films, books and television, but also creating it by writing, painting and photography. For 

all the suffering that the world is going through, the fact that the creation of art never 
stopped is a tribute to human tenacity and spirit. 



Ad Meliora means ‘towards better things’ and 

we truly believe that art is the key to good things

in life. Since time immemorial, art has soothed

souls, both of its consumers and its creators. 

We hope that this initiative taken by the 

sixth semester students of the English Department

at Handique Girls’ College will do the same. 

Ad Meliora represents hope, that we will emerge

from this adversity and move towards

better things, by design or by will.

“Long is the way and hard, that out of Hell leads up to light.”

― John Milton, Paradise Lost



SAVE DEHING-PATKAI? WHY?
WHAT IS DEHING PATKAI AND WHY IS IT 
TRENDING IN THE TOP 10 NEWS IN INDIA?

Most of the youths from our generation lack an 
insight into the most crucial topics of our nation. In 
spite of the immense knowledge and gaining an 
upper hand with talent in the social media many 
choose to ignore such relevant topics or rather turn a 
deaf ear to them. While many of us are aware of the 
Dehing- Patkai and the issues related to the same, 
there are some who are yet to acknowledge the fact 
of what’s going on. So basically the first question that 
arises is: what is Dehing-Patkai? And why has it 
suddenly caused such a rustle among the various 
groups and organizations? 

~Bhargavi Duarah



The Dehing-Patkai is a wildlife 
sanctuary located in the districts of 
Dibrugarh and Tinsukia in the state of 
Assam. It was declared as a wildlife 
sanctuary in the year 2004. This 
rainforest which is also known as the 
Amazon of the East is home to a 

variety of species of Flora and Fauna. The sanctuary 
got its name from the river Dehing that flows 
through the middle of the forest and also from the 
mountain Patkai on the foot of which it lies. The 
total size of this protected area is 110 sq. km. The 
forest covers parts of both Dibrugarh and Tinsukia 
districts of Assam.

So now what is the issue? Last year the National 
Board for Wildlife (NBWL) under the Wildlife 
Protection Act recommended coal mining in an 
elephant reserve within the sanctuary which would 
further lead to the usage of 98.59 hectares of land 
of the proposed land for the mining and extraction 
of coal. This would lead to an unbalanced 
ecosystem as deforestation and species 
endangerment are evident with the arrival of coal 
mining. Moreover it is considered as a rampant 
violation of the local forest laws. 

Why should we voice against this? Being a nature 
lover myself this incident is horrific to me. And not 



 just for me as I believe there are a thousand others who feel 
the same. If the proposal is approved by the government it 
would not only hamper the wild but mankind too. There will be 
an unbalanced ecosystem as we living things always depend on 
each other for survival. Trees would be cut down mercilessly; a 
number of animals, birds, insects etc. would be deprived of 
their habitats and nature would be at a chaos. If this is not 
enough, the nature of the extraction of coal would be harmful 
for the nearby villages too as pollution level would increase 
rapidly.

Our mother nature is dying. So isn’t it our responsibility as her 
children to stand for her? Isn’t it our duty to stop the incoming 
disaster from happening? We have all seen the mammoth 
power of the social networking sites time and again. If not 
physically can’t we let our voices be heard through the digital 
platforms? It takes just one brave soul and one adamant step 
forward to stop the inevitable from happening. By joining hands 
together we can save our Dehing-Patkai from being robbed off. 
There is nothing to lose but only to gain by saving the voiceless 
and their unheard cries. Join the fight as we take an oath to 
save our mother nature. 

#SaveDehingPatkai 
#IamDehingPatkai



A Virus and The Batch 

of 2020! 

Starting from January, this year has not even been close to acceptable for 

students. Beginning with protests over Citizenship Amendment Act(CAA) 

leading to fulmination in colleges, resulting in disputes, arguments and 

disturbance, to now, the novel Corona virus being the new talk of the town 

which is continuously putting a full stop to the limited college days left for the 

graduating students. 

Numerous concerns surround the apprehensive students- economic crisis 

from the pandemic topping the list of grief. With the markets crashing down, 

major industries will suffer huge losses leading to unemployment and job 

layoffs. The stress of unemployment is already encircling every student’s 

head. Chances of getting a placement somewhere only seems like the biggest 

of the handful of challenges awaiting for them.

~Sanchita Farwaha



Artwork by Madhusmita Kakati

As many students aim for higher studies here 

within the country as well as abroad, the 

sudden change of plans in the schedule and 

work environment of the whole world has left 

students rolling on pins and needles regarding 

the upcoming entrances and admissions. 

Students who erstwhile planned on studying 

abroad, are becoming sceptical of their choices 

and its future aspects leading them to rethink 

about their priorities. This botch in dealing 

with the whole situation academics wise has 

left students perturbed. 

The pandemic, economic crisis and the 

thoughts of the recession later have taken a 

toll over the mental and emotional health of 

students along with other people. The batch of 

2020 losing their last days of college, 

lamenting over lost farewells portray yet more 

anguish, a feeling deeper than tragedy.

But, “Even the darkest night will end and the 

Sun will rise”.



Life, is that you? 

Are you in the slaps of the mortally stronger supposed 

'Yang'? 

Or in the sudden soaring confidence, 

When she stops the hands from touching her teen body.

The sudden uproar of the years worth turmoil in her mind, 

Today finally finds its way out of the lips

Spits venom through words never spoken, 

Dismantling the magnanimous masculine pride.

Are those gifts from you, life? 

Taunts 

Abuse 

Ignorance 

Also, a hint of love sometimes, lest it should spoil the 

show?

VICTORY OR DEFEAT



Oh but did she take it headstrong! 

Broken beyond repair, 

Yet unmalleable. 

She pretends though, to be bold, 

To be 'Yin', that masculinity can 

never have hold. 

Is this what life means? To be 

someone whom one's not. 

Trying to appear strongest in the 

most vulnerable situations, when 

caught?

~Sneha Sinha
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The sun would shine on another day.
Whilst he would sanguinely play the strings
of his guitar,
She would sit by her desk, frisk a line or two
with her pen
Her thoughts a bit baffled and his heart
quavering out loud,
Just when their eyes met, nervously.
Suddenly the world seemed small and
everything was at a cease.
He could read her thoughts; she could hear
his heart.
Their fates intertwined, their souls
harmonized.
And so the poet fell in love with her poem

—Mahasweta Sarma

Artwork by Bhagyashree Muchahary



BREATHE FREE AGAIN?
BREATHE FREE AGAIN? WHEN CAN I? 

BECAUSE MY MOUTH LIKE THE THOUSAND OTHERS IS 

COVERED, 

COVERED IN THE HOPES OF FINDING A WAY OUT; OUT FROM 

THIS SUFFERING. 

I CAN’T BREATHE ITS SUFFOCATING INSIDE, BUT 

MAYBE THAT’S WHAT WILL SAVE ME FROM THE DEVIL THAT 

WAITS OUTSIDE? 

CONTAINED BUT CONCEALED IS WHAT I FEEL WHEN I SEE 

BODIES SUFFERING, 

ARE WE REALLY ROBUST AND THE TOUGHEST AFTER ALL 

WHEN WE HAVE FAILED TO SAVE THE THOUSANDS WHO DIED?

Artwork by 
Bhargavi Duarah



Breathe free again? When can I? 

Because I am suffering, suffering from the agonies of my fellow brothers and sisters 

Who are crying in their pain, a pain of poverty and hunger.

Should I be contained of calling myself privileged? 

Should I be satisfied of having three meals a day when 

My brother somewhere closes his eyes forever on an empty stomach? 

And my sister is walking miles to get shelter? 

No I can’t. And neither can you.

Breathe free again? When can I? 

Because I say prayers to an unknown and unseen deity 

When my very own earthly Deities are being abused and pelted. 

Man is for mankind and they have proven it time and again 

Sacrificing their own sleep and comfort they are saving someone’s. 

‘Respect the heroes’ they say, but is respecting enough? 

When we have failed to ensure their safety and life? 

No it is not. And we know it.



But hope is evident even in the 

toughest of times 

And it is this hope that lingers in 

every soul 

That one day this mask would fall off 

and freedom will embrace us 

If only freedom comes without a price.

~Bhargavi Duarah

Artwork by 

Kasturi Nath



DISCOVERY
Ma always taught me to be wary. 

From whom, I know not

She forgot to mention, is all I can guess. 

So when at eleven, she discovered a crying me,

I was confused to see her confused. 

At thirteen, when I cried again, 

I remembered her warning

“The world isn't so rosy after all.” 

I couldn't see then why. 

At sixteen, I cried, yet again, 

But Ma wasn’t there to coax. 

More so, she didn't tell me 

Whom I needed to watch out from! 

Now when at twenty, I'm reminded of her warning, 

I cry again.
Artwork by Bhagyashree Muchahary



But today, it was different. 
It wasn't the eleven year old me getting a bruise, 
Nor the thirteen year old flunking Math. 
It wasn't even the sixteen year old being trash talked by 
'besties'.
Today was about me. 

As I rediscover myself, 
I discovered Ma's context too. 
“The world isn’t so rosy after all.” 

I see she warned me from me. 
From the ‘naivety' and ignorance which 
On most days goes unnoticed, 
Only to turn away, in those desperate times.

Had Ma been here, 
I’d be revealing it to her. 
She Would’ve been proud 
Or droop in grief. 
Sense, did she actually forget, 
Or chose not to spill? 

Because, 
“The world isn’t so rosy after all.” ~Sneha Sinha



POSITIVE ASPECTS OF THE LOCKDOWN-

"Earth provides enough to satisfy every man’s 

needs, but not every man's greed." - Mahatma 

Gandhi 

Over the past long years Nature has suffered a 

lot due to the excessive greed of human beings. 

They, out of lust failed to differentiate between 

need and greed. Big manufacturing industries 

producing alarming amounts of industrial waste, 

high use of exhaustible fossil fuels, openly getting 

rid of waste in water sources are prime examples 

of what we’re doing wrong with nature. But have 

you noticed the clear blue sky and the pristine 

clean water ever since the lockdown happened 

across the world? Have you felt this new change? 

The Ozone Layer is also replenishing for the first 

time ever since it started depleting in the 1985s. It 

is said that environment is inversely proportional 

to the growth of the economical sector of a 

country and vice versa, which means that the 

more a country is economically sound, the higher 

the chances of the abuse with the environment. 

Following are some notable impacts of 

coronavirus lockdown in our surrounding:-



Nitrogen dioxide (NO2) is a very harmful gas 
which arises from the combustion of fossil fuels. It 
is the biggest cause of airborne diseases and 
respiratory ailments in people. Due to the 
lockdown, the number of vehicles in the road 
appear less, hence leading to a notable decrease in 
the emission of such toxic gases. The lockdown has 
also led to better air quality. According to the 
World Air Quality Index, the average 
concentration of Particulate Matters 2.5 (a toxic air 
pollutant) in New Delhi came down by 71 per cent, 
thanks to this lockdown. This is the reason why we 
can now enjoy the blue sky. Not only air, water 
bodies are also being 2 healed, The Yamuna river 
being exemplary. If the Government introduces an 
effective sewage system nationwide and monitor the 
industrial wastes, then our water bodies can be 
saved from getting polluted. According to me, ways 
should be implemented to lessen the ruthless abuse 
of the natural resources, which will help trigger the 
conservation process. Changes can be seen in our 
Wildlife too. 

CO2 emission is the reason behind global warming. 
Experts are predicting that this is the biggest decline in 
CO2 emissions after World War 2. With the 
vehicular activities slowing down, so is the CO2 
emissions. The quality of the environment shots up 
with the decrease in the economy globally, because 
our economy is directly interlinked with fossil fuels. 
China is the best example in this case. When the 
lockdown in China prevailed in the month of 
February, CO2 level decreased to 25% and suddenly 
with the withdrawal of lockdown in March, it rose 
again. 

Looking into it as a responsible citizen, I deeply urge 
that the Government should invest more in renewable 
and green energy sources. It is only possible with the 
enlightenment of the citizens about the environment. 
So until the lockdown withdraws, mother nature will 
be healing. But as soon as the lockdown ends, things 
will be back to square one. Nature will then suffer, and 
us being totally dependent on nature for everything, we 
have to face the consequences too. It's up to us to 
decide our own of being.

~Jubi Deka



'The enigma to her ordeal, still
and calm, yet slashing her
contentment. A 9 year old
paradox, a girl with every other
story, a girl smashed with
disgrace. The cannibals roam
still, who knows how many
nightmares they induce. "
A victim of molestation, a story
of resilience.

-Mahasweta Sarma
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"Let us stretch a little!"
And the gloom came with the night,

To fall upon the bright

Streets shut down 

And all, had a nervous breakdown.

Leaving the beggared futile.

And animals on road seemed on a hunger strike.

"Helpless!“

"Pathetic!“

All striving to live.

And a commitment was proclaimed throughout the 
race.

Everyone united to help.

Some for the poor and some for the brute.

Some for the fowl and some in the troops.

No class, no hate

Because we are all on the same phase.

And people began to heal.

With probity, more developed values and beliefs in 
life.

~Silpeta B Borah



How can happiness unwind you?

I have been asking myself this question for the past 3 years. You 

see, happiness doesn't have to last for a very long time. The very 

minute things which make you lose your otherwise sombre 

thoughts for a short span can be your daily dose of happiness.

Happiness seems to be shortcoming of course, but enjoying these 

little details can overcome your hardened heart. 

Watch your favourite movie, read your beloved books, hang out 

with the people who appreciate and are tad bit indulgent towards 

you and most importantly, share. Share the story of how Ted 

Mosby well deserved Tracy after a long run for happiness. Share 

how you feel about that one person before it's too late. Share with 

the petite and abandoned. Most of us have been and still remain in 

the clutches of depression and it is dreadful. It is dreadul because 

you don't deserve to be in decline. It is dreadful how ugly the nights 

can turn. But it's okay to be this miserable. Time heals and you will 

be okay. Happiness isn't long gone if you choose to enjoy the

perfect little moments and eventually it will reveal your

beautiful self. Artwork by Ankita Bhowmick

~Mahasweta Sarma



Rain oh!
Listen to the rain

Listen to the drops fall down on the roof, 

Drop by drop, inch by inch 

Crawling along the ceiling. 

Listen to the sound 

As the water touches the storey. 

Take a long breath to inhale the smell, 

A moist treat to your nose 

Let the cold gust seduce you to the core. 

Let your skin feel the rain 

As you’re assembling your pain. 

~Manali Hazarika



Since the same grief you both share, 

The agony of unexpected goodbyes

That you can’t easily bear. 

Can you also moan with the clouds? 

Ask the thunder the love you’ve always deserved! 

Can you make demands and cry out loud?

Go outside and let the drops touch your body, 

Thaw into the drizzle as it glides through your curves. 

Let it feed your desires

And burn your thirst, 

Just unfreeze your fantasies

And create, magnified.

Artwork by Sneha Sinha



"l kept running as fast as my legs could 

carry. The men kept on gaining my 

futile dummy run. The silence of the 

streets worried me. I kept on searching 

for light in the pitch black roads just 

when I fell down. Words were stuck in 

my throat, the only sound was my one 

heavy scream of request when the 

beasts pounced upon me. The 

construction site felt like the end of the 

course and my helpless soul.“

And then I woke up startled. Earth 

seemed so peaceful from up here.

Artwork by Udishna Boro

~Mahasweta Sarma



LOCKDOWN

LOCKDOWN…

HOW OFTEN DO WE HEAR THIS WORD? 

WHEN WAS IT EVEN A PART OF HUMAN LIFE? 

WE WONDER! 

AND THEN SUDDENLY... 

IT BECOMES THE WORD WE WAKE UP HEARING, 

AND SLEEP THINKING ABOUT.

IT BECOMES THE GUARDIAN OF OUR EXISTENCE. 

IT BECOMES A WAY OF LIFE

WE FIND SO HARD TO TREAD ON.

WITH EACH EXTENSION, OUR HEARTS SINK,

AND WE CLOSE OUR EYES 

FEARING AN IMPENDING DOOM, 

FEARING SEPARATION, 

FEARING DEATH.Artwork by Bhagyashree Muchahary

~Hema Balmiki



BUT... 

THERE ARE PEOPLE

WHO LOOK FEAR RIGHT IN THE EYE-

“THE PEOPLE ON THE FRONTLINE”. 

LET’S OPEN OUR EYES AND HEARTS TO THEIR PAIN, SUFFERING AND SACRIFICE.

LET’S FOR ONCE, FREE OUR HANDS

FROM NEWSPAPERS. 

AND GATHER THEM TO PRAY FOR; 

OR RAISE THEM TO SALUTE THESE HEROES. 

TETHERED TO THEIR JOBS, 

THEY STAND STRONG EVEN IN THE MIDST

OF THIS GATHERING STORM.

WHY? 

JUST TO SERVE AS THAT LAST FILTER 

CORONA CAN’T PENETRATE. 

AND THEN... 

IF LIFE STILL FEELS LIKE PEPPER IN THE EYES

REMEMBER, THERE IS AN IGNORANT HOMELESS, 

A STRANDED STUDENT, A WORRIED PARENT, 

A CORONA POSITIVE, 

WHO IS PROBABLY SMILING THROUGH ALL OF THIS.

Artwork by Bhagyashree Muchahary



Apocalypse

A short story by Deboleena Chanda



He wakes up and looks out of the window only to see a few crows feed upon a 

dead man. He then wakes her up, his sister. Soon they leave the house wearing 

their masks, carrying a backpack and a baseball bat each. They go to one of the 

abandoned supermarkets to find whatever grocery they can to last them another 

week or two.  On their way back home, they see piles of dead bodies, bodies 

lying here and there and rotting away. Some being eaten by crows and other 

stray animals while some so decayed that even the flies don’t roam around them 

anymore. “It stinks. The world stinks”, she remarked. What they saw around 

them looked no less than a scene from ‘The Walking Dead’, minus the 

zombies.

They grew up watching innumerable apocalyptic and war movies. The younger 

one especially was a fan of Apocalyptic Literature, her room was always filled 

with weird posters which she considered “dope”. Well, the posters still remain 

as they were, only that they are foxing now. Their mother always forbade her to 

watch or read such a genre for she believed that these things make humans 

unsympathetic and less religious. A very pious woman she was. She used to say 

that God is up there watching over them and that nothing can ever touch them 

for this wrath was only for the sinners and they have never committed anything 

remotely sinful and have always had Him in their hearts. Ironically, she was 

among the first ones to die and now remains buried in the backyard of the 

house. Their father joined his wife in the backyard not long ago, leaving the 

siblings all by themselves.



As they are about to reach their house, she notices 

some lavenders growing along the grave of one of 

their neighbors. The woman eyes her suspiciously 

from the window as she plucks the lavenders from 

near her husband’s grave. There are only a few 

people remaining in the neighborhood now. People 

who used to chat and smile each other earlier are 

now no less than strangers. On reaching home, she 

places a lavender each below the cross on her 

parents’ grave. She decides to make a tiara for 

herself with the rest of the flowers. It is her birthday 

tomorrow. D and P were both 17 and 14 

respectively when it all started and it’s been two 

years since then. They’ve read countless theories on 

how the world might end but never imagined to 

witness it. After struggling for a while with the needle 

and thread, P finally wears the tiara she made. She 

dances around her room for sometime. Though 

there is nothing exciting about birthdays anymore, 

the joy of turning sixteen is evident on her face. She 

places the tiara next to her pillow and falls asleep 

while admiring it.
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Just like any other day, D wakes up and looks out of the window. He goes on to do 

his next job, which is to wake his sister up. She looked peaceful and deep asleep. 

He taps on her shoulder but she doesn’t move. He taps her again but no response. 

He then shakes her by grabbing both her arms but she still doesn’t wake up. He 

realized that she is not breathing anymore. As he lays his hand on her forehead he 

feels her skin as cold as a snake. Their father passed away the same way.

He buried her right next to their mother. As he did so, silent tears fell on the soil 

he covered his sister with. He placed the tiara on the cross he made with the sticks 

lying around in the backyard.

He wished to cry so loud so that his family could hear him from the other side and 

perhaps take him along with them as an act of mercy, but he couldn’t for he lost 

his speech when he was only a child. And thus, only silent tears watered the soil 

where his sister now rests.
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“And we came forth to rebehold the stars”
― Dante Alighieri


